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LAVENDER AND ROSEMARY.

FROM the moUt meadow to the withered hill,

Led by the breeze, the vivid verdure ruiu,
And swells, and deepens, to the cherish'd eye.
The hawthorn whitens, and the juicy groves
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees,
Till the whole leafy forest stands duplay'd,
In full luxuriance, to the sighing gales;
Where the deer rustle through the twining

brake, [ray*d
And the birds smg concealed. At once ar-
In all the colours of the flushing year,
By Nature's swift and secret-working hand,
The garden glows, and fills the liberal air
With lavish fragrance; while the promised

fruit

Lies yet a little embryo, unperceived,
Within its crimson folds. Now from the town
Buried in smoke, and sleep, and noisome

damps.

Oft let me wander o'er the dewy fields.

Where freshness breathes, and dash the
trembling drops [nuiZ9

From the bent bush, as through the verdant
Of sweetbriar hedges I pursue my walk.

Sg —Thomson.
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