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HER SENDING ME

AN ENGLISH CHRISTMAS PLUMB-CAKE,

Waart crowding thoughts around me wake,
What marvels in a Christmas-cake !
Ah say, what strange enchantment dwells
Enclos’d within its od’rous cells ?
Is there no small magician bound
Encrusted in its snowy round ?
For magic surely lurks in this,
A cake that tells of vanish’d bliss ;
A cake that conjures up to view
The early scenes, when life was new ;
When mem’ry knew no sorrows past,

And hope believ’d in joys that last !—
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