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Only a Primrose ! ^3

it told iiu' of tlic coiniiit^' days of liiippiness aii(i

litV. I stciiK'd to lit-ar the soii^s of birds and

the call of till' t'nckoo. .is he heralds the hours

of siinmier. I saw the Swallow skiiiimino- with

•iiaeefiil Hi<>lit over siherv pools lit up with the

•gladsome li<^ht of suniiuer: I saw the Skylark

hoxeriii^ ii) the deep-hhie sky of spring", and I

heard his happy notes as he neared the \ault of

l)hie. I saw fields of yellow hiitterenps. and

hedges thick with niay-hlossoni ; I saw the wild

roses haM^iii<4' over ilie slowly tiow'n^' hrook.

'I'he whole pa<^eant of sprinj^' seemed to n»o\e

before my eyes.

It was only a single hlooni of the wild prim-

rose I looked at; Only a prinn-ose. yet the

harhin<^er of that joyous season when Nature is

roused by infinite power until everything' around,

each tree and Hower. seems, as it were, to i)e

makin<«" an aitemj)t to excel its neighbour in

beauty, and each bird to be competing' with

those around in a ureat outburst of son"-. I

left the prinn-ose there: I did not like to j)ick

the iirst wild-Hower. for it minht have a story

to tell to others, as it had spoken to me.


