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P L U M ' S P I C T U R E . 

Red-golden hair w i t h flossy wave , 
T w o blue eyes filled w i t h wonder grave, 

Cheeks t inted w i t h rose-bloom, 
Sweet coral mouth pursed up i n awe, 
F o r m a n y fa iry things she saw 

U p in the art ist 's room ; 
F r o m out the simple l i t t le dress 
B a r e in their baby loveliness, 

T w o rounded shoulders c o m e , — 
T w o dimpled hands, so soft a n d fair. 
Holding the flowers w i t h folded care, 

A n d there y o u have our P l u m . 

O, darl ing P l u m , your three short years, 
H a v e held a c h a r m to d r y the tears 

Of many mourning h e a r t s , — 
W h e n dark the life, and deep the grief, 
No words, no help, bring the relief 

T h a t baby-love i m p a r t s ; 
A n d , looking i n your sunbeam face, 
W a t c h i n g your ways , your winsome grace, 

Y o u r l i t t le pleasures g l a d , — 
Hear ing your questions, baby-wise, 
Y o u r rippling ta lk , your gay surprise, 

Who, who, can long be sad ? 

Dear l i t t le P l u m , we love to trace 
Y o u r likeness to another face, 

A something hov 'r ing o'er 
Y o u r baby features, which recalls 
A portrait hanging on our wal ls , 

A n d brings h i m back once more ; 
B a c k to our life, as, in your eyes 
W e see the father's likeness rise, 

H i s bright expression c o m e , — 
A n d of a l l loves our hearts confer, 
W e love you best because y o u were 

His darl ing l i t t le P l u m . 

Constance Fenimore Woolson. 


