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boughis, ail veiied wit1i blossom--.ttts that
for ever droop and rise ov'cr the green bank-s
and rnounds swecping down ini scented un-
dulation steep to thle blue water, studded
liere and there, with new-rnown lieaps filling
ail the air with fainter swcctness,-ook up
toward the higher bills, wherc the waves of

everlasting green roll silentiy into their long
inlets aniong the shadows of the plines ; and
wve rnay perliaps at ]ast 1-now the Imeaiug(
of those quiet words of the 147thi Psahni, 'Ho
iuaketli grass to grow iipon the iiuntinis.'

Even the littie mosses and lichens,
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