
The Green Sheaf

LIN ES TO T H E  E V EN IN G  S T A R .

M a i d e n ,  there is pent in thee 
Wealth of mirth and melody 
That full oft amazes me.

Th’ flavour of the rarest wine 
Hath the tiniest geste of thine ;
Maiden, maiden, there are Nine

Muses in thee tightly packed,
Each with her own part to a c t;
As we marvel at the fact,

So we love thee— Maiden mine.

R O N D ELET.

Think, Love, of me.
Far from thy side to-night;
Think, Love, of me.
So shall I absent see 
Pictured upon the night 
In thy face Heaven’s light.
Think, Love, o f me.

Ernest R adford.
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