( lved i the overprown pardon of a house vacated bong before,
roots firmty pluted i the hard and rocky gromd,

My teaves, were smooth and stiphtly wany, whioh tt the raindraps run away,
[ bore pick blossom at the start of Spring and frut around the wonth of May.
Auts ran along the branches i which we, as chiliren played.

Wasps flow i a frenzy about the deliviss, sticky frut

%a/(// Urespassers ,l treasured memories made,
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