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Charles! my slow heart was only sad, when first
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Once again, sweet Willow, wave thee!
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On Quitting School for College	 10
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The Language of Birds
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This Sycamore, oft musical with bees
Through weeds and thorns, and matted underwood
Thus far my scanty brain hath built the rhyme
Thus she said, and, all around
'Tis a strange place, this Limbo! —not a Place
'Tis the middle of the night by rYe castle clock
'Tis true, Idoloclasres Styrane!
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