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BLOSSOMS.

R E ye not tired, 0 sweet and tinid things?
Not tired of lavishing your fragranc3e round ?

So soft and white -like noiseless angel-wings -

Ye flatter down and cover ail the -round.

0 blossoms ! do ye know that human feet
Wiil trample on your sweetness, heeding not

The gentleness which looketh up to greet

The beauty which bath markcd ihe Iowly spot ?

Do ye not know that hurnan hearts will pass,
-Nor stop to gather up your sweetuc-& there ?

Yet human eyes wiil miss you on the grass,
And let you lie so lone, so nieek, so, fair ?

And will ye still SQ, lavishbly breathe out
Your fragrance i this chili and thankless air ?

Wiil ye still cast your sweetncss ail about,
And let your beauty lie uuheeded there ?

O blossorna 1I arn tired ! K.ind blossoms, heur!1

1, too, bave breatlied forth sweetacss ail around;

I, too, have flung heart-treasurcsý, yerir by year,
And there they lie unheeded on the ground!

Thez-e human feet bave trampled on my love;

These human hearts haye shutj my sunskhine ont;
And cyes have inisz-cd me-looling more above-

And left my soul -wealth scattered ail about!

0 swect aud tender blossoms 1 must I stii3

Like yon, gi-ve ont ana iook floz no ratura ?

So -humbly, froely working God's graat will,
V'Il Only seek bis Iovin.g smile to, cara.
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