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TO MY READER,

A bunch of blughing roses,
Without a flower beaide,
Ia not the beat of posics,
If flowers be rightly tried,
Their wirtoes falr to know ;
But s nosegay waell d,
With flow'rets wild and gay,
Will in its varied haa.'u:g;
Yet sweeter charme display,
For 'tis in Natura so.
Bome random thoaghts pourtrayed
In verse npon these leaves,
May be like scarlet poppies,
*Midst corn in golden sheaves,
.ﬁ.ﬂd of W-rhl-mﬂ gmwl
Then leave, my kindly reader,
The scentless blooms behind,
And like the carefn! reaper
The corn together bind,
In bounteons wealth to glow,

Maz here and there be found
word that heavenly light.
Heas fill'd with elearer shining
And made ite darkness hright,
For comfort here below,




DADICATED BY PEEMIBBION

™

ROBERT ARTHUR KINGLAKE, ESQ.,

ONE OF HER MAJESTY'S JUBTICER OF THE FEACE FOR

TEE COURTY OF BOMBRSET, ETC., ETC
AND A MOST BNWERGETIC FROMOTER OF THE
WRSTON-SUPER-MARE CHARITIES,

BY

THE AUTHOR.




An Snvidation.

Natore—which mirrors heﬁ.#anl’j' BOEnEE,
And clears the mist that intervenes,
e

nwr in g
Mn.n:ilzin elongh of " dark * despond,”’
Norhﬂnhnhmdtolmk'bejund

Not go the down-trod dalsy bright,
‘Beamesr'd and hidden from the light,—
When shower-revived—it smiles again,
With npturned face, sunlight to gain
From heaven, that gives ita litile day
To deck the mead—io strew the way
When Winter's gone, 1o welcome Spring,
And ehow to man, the meenest thing

In cared for in & thousand ways,

For Natore, in her wealth displays
Perfection true, and besuty rare,
Withont & fear—withont 8 care.

But God provides in wisdom frne, :
For man, mixed joya and troubles oo,
That wean him this world of care
For Life divine, o fuoture,—where
Unclonded by the dust of time

Love ever retgns snpreme, sablime !

The flowers, so heantiful snd gay,
A moment Woom—then fade away ;




