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fuliRss of life wliicli tilt' Mill has stimulated.

Flowers, t^rass. and the hoiiiidless IVesh lblia<;e

refresh me with their iie\vl)()rii beauty: they

imparl sometliiiii;' of the pure joy which they

seem to have tliemsehes. (iod <.>i\es the birds

their sweet soii^s tliat we may listen to them

and enjoy them : the exeeedint;' beauty and

surpassing splendour of re\i\injL>' Nature should

be an inspiration to us : for in every sonn

there is a new tliouyht. and fresh ideas in e\ery

petal.

Hut m\' re\erie of flowers and son<;' is broken

by the Owls awakiny call, and lookin*.;' around. 1

see the land is bare, the trees and hed<''es leafless,

and the chill wind of exeiiinii- is roekiny the

taller pines. 'I'lie only yleani of colour besides

that of the yrass is the little yellow flower almost

lost sii>lit of in the ditch. \'et in this primrose

I seem to see the storv of a thousand destinies

the whole story of spring.


