
10 FLOWERS OF THE YEAR.

When April comes with her brightest green,
The pale Primrose in the, woods is seen;

And in the quiet and loneTý dell
The ze hyr woos the dark Blue Bell.

crowns with Daisies thexlaucr ing vear,
While April sleeÈe-ei%.-het lowly bier;

64 Agd March winds loud thei-r anthems sinçy-
To welcoùde back the Queen of Sprinçr

Gay June, with the rose-lip, lily-cheek,
On the Tulip's cup paints many a streak;

And briçrht July, with its sunny hours,
Brincrs garlands gay f;),r our sammer bowers.

The Hummincr Bird plays on the lvy leaf,
And hides in the tiny Woodbine cell;-

The Butterfly sports his hours, so, brief,
On the leaf of the Rose he looves so well.

But the sweetest of all we have gazed on yet
Is the breath of the çrentle Minionette;
It comes when Spring awak-es the flowers,

And lino-ers to cheeTthe A-ntumn bours.

Ah! then from His throne in the August sky,
The Sun-fl * ower's God looks smilingly;

And the glorious Tube Rose hastes to, fill
er place in -Flora's coronal.


