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The Daisy. 

Wbat does the daisy see 

In the breezy meadow tossing? 

Wt sees the wide blue overbead 

And the little cloud=-flocks Ssing. 

What does the daisy see, 

‘Round the sunny meadow glancing? 

It sees the butterflies’ chase, 

And the filmy gnats at their dancing. 

What does the daisy see 

Down in the grassy thickets? 

The grasshoppers green and brown, 

Hnd the nimble, coaleblack crickets. 

It sees the bobolink’s 1 

That no one else can discover, 

Find the brooding mother=bird, 

With the floating grass above her. 

Edith M. Thomas. 









Sulpy and the Mumble=bee. 

July comes with song and laughter, 

Clover=blossoms in ber bands ; 

bumblezbee comes bu33ing atter,— 

Jacket brown witb yellow bands, 

“fT bave been the whole field over, 

Worth and south and east and west; 

And it I’m a judge of clover, 

Wou, Fuly, bave found the best! 

“TIL give all my boney-pleasures 

That in fields and gardens Tie, 

If powll share the stolen treasures, 

In your dainty bands, Fuly!” 

“Wo sir! for you fret and grumble ; 

(Grumblezbee ’s the name tor you !) 

But if ever you grow humble 

Wibat you ask me, then Wl do!” 

Edith M. Thomas. 



1 

Ww 

- 

‘* 
* 

‘ = 

¢: 

* a’, © 
< 7 

t 

“ 
r 

A 

‘ 

' 

My 
” 

‘ 

' 

- 
° 

a 

y 
i i 

’ 
: 

: 

4 

> ' 
i 

i 

\ 

j ‘ 

e: of t irs goin 44 
wy se o ar ae er , ta 

“ 
we ’ . 

] ‘ 
} 

: 
i 

i xi 
ity 



COPYRIGHT JERS BY FREDERICK A.STCKES 8 





The Waterzlily. 

The Waterzlily bas a beart of gold, 

Wut vet she hides a secret never told ; 

The dragonefly could tell it, if be would; 

The piping sandzlark too bas understood! 

She loves the burning sun, she loves the shade ; 

ther lonely mystery makes me half atraid: 

WAben 1 my eager bands reach out to ber, 

She floats away,—a fairy voyager ! 

1 only know, betore the lily blooms, 

H long time she must sleep in watery glooms ; 

And when she dies, she droops ber lovely head 

Down, down upon the river’s shaded bed! 

Edith M. Thomas. 








