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Tizs Spring comes Hukin® and Jinkin thro’ the wuds,
S.ftenin’ and openin’ bonny green and yellow budss
“There’s fowers, an’ showers, an’ sweet sang o’ lictle bird,
Aw’the gowan, wi' his ved croon, poepin’ thro’ the yird.
The hail comes rattlin’ and brattlin’ snell an’ keen,
Qi an’ blandin', this red set the sun at e'en
Tn bonnet an' wee Ioof the weans kep au’ look for mair—
Bunein® thro'ther wi' the white pesrls sinio® in thelr hair.
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We meet wi* blythesome an” kythsome cheerie weans,
Duftin’ an’ laughia® fur a-lown the leafy lanes,
W gawans and butter cups buskin’ the thurny
Seckiy gt wf oo, fivweetyat o . Meix
hunds.
“Iioan a” that's in thee, to win me,sunny Spring—
reen bud he birdi

Flow'r-duppled hill-side, and dewy heveh sae fresb at e'en—
O tlie tappie-toorie fr-tree shinin’ &’ in green—
Bairnics—briog treasure an’ plcasite WA 10 mew

Stealin’ a0’ speclin’—up to fondic on my knee

In \p.mg time the young things sro bloomin’ sae fresh an’
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