by Eward Rowland Silll

Ny Lorer was grimby builded,
With many o bolt and bas,

"@nd here,” S thought, "S will keep my lfe
From the bitter swocl2 afas."

Dark and chifl was the atony floor,
mﬂmmamﬁm&]ﬁ,

With ito ghoot touch, day by day.

@mm,mmwmmw,

@ flulter and cvy S heard;
@2 close at the wty casement
Shore cang o frightend Bird.
Shon Back S flung the shuller For all the shife I had burnorned
Fhat was neser before undone, Shere in my dingy Lower,
@2 S kepl till it wingo sere rested Lol the bixdo had sung and the leases had danced
he litle weary, one. From hour Lo sunny hous.
Buk in through the open window, @n2 uch Babin and warmth and beauty
Which S had forgol to close, Came dufling in since then,
Fhere had bucot a quoh of sunshine Shal windon otill stands open



