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A slight record
of religious thoughts,
sgme of which are dated.
Collected by
the with of 2 dear American Friend.
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Death the Encircler

TmME rolls, and month by month
The upwelling blood of Nature fills her veins,
And the bright wooing sun
From the dear earth hath won
A tender blush of flowers that gladden all her plains.
The waves come leaping in,
And I Lie clasp'd within
The kind warm arms of Natare. I could die
In such 8 mood s this; my limbs, diesclved,
Bhould be to some new herb of loveliest shape reaclved,
And I would pour my soul,
A cup of spirit-wine, from out ita breathing bowl,
To help the vital force
Which wings the stars on their unchanging course,
Or sprouts among the leaves, and I could he
8o lost in Nature as to compensate for me.
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