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WHAT IS A DAY.

A day, my child,

Is but 2 magicbubble blown?

By angel lips and thrown -

O’er Heaven'’s parapets .

And earthward falling

Domes us 0’ver.
- The earth-folk,

Just like you and I,

Gaze up and call

The bubble “sky”—

They see the golden lights of it}
 The purple blues and whitesof it,
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Grow old and gray, then busi,

-Upon my upturned face -

~ 1 felt the cool wet kiss of ‘i, -
something of the bliss of i




