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II
To find him swift fly,

The letter I'll tye
Secure to thy leg with a string;

Ah! not to my leg, 
Fair lady I beg,

But fasten it under my wing.

III,
Her dove she did deck,
She drew o'er his neck,

A bell and a collar so gay;
She ty'd to his wing,

The scroll with a string,
Then kiss'd him and sent him away.

Printed for WALKER's Hibernian Magazine January 1784.
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IV.

It blew and it rain'd,
The pidgeon disdain'd

To seek shelter, undaunted he  flew;
'Till wet was his wing,
And painful the string,

So heavy the letter it grew.

V.
He flew all around,
'Till Colin he found,

Then perch'd on his hand with the prize;
Whose heart while he reads,

With tenderness bleeds
For the pidgeon that flutters and dies.

Copyrighr © 2005 Joyce Donley
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