e BUNCIE OF ROSES,

BY PPerARL RIVERGY
4 littlo bypeh of roduu
*Neath (he stars st night wors born,
On the bush close by my window,
Near tho el treo and tho thorn.

1 woko this moraing cavly,
Drow my ouctaln whito aside,
And found thom bluehing sweotly
Liko vomo young and timud bride,

tutoway heart their beaaty
Stole, Hko tunos 1luvo to heny,
Al tholr fengrance was Uhe Inconse
OF my worning hyma nnd prayor,

They had sought (o hido thoir faces
'Neath @ summer veil of groan,

And, like brides, thoiv ioduest fscus,
LAl concealed, wero faivor suon,

Aud 1 sighed to seo thom tremblie
At the kisses of (ho breczo,

While they siiled upon the Woolng
OF tho rovieg robbur-bees,

When | drew them to mo gontly
Bo their cotonoet of dow

Fhould gem theiv morning boawty,
Until kisged away by you,

Wil you take my bunch of rosos?
They are smiles fromn mo to thos,
Bright as sunbeyas on the meadow,

Rutt us stcdight on tho nea.

Will yon prize this bunoh of vosen?
They nee love - thyoba teat i hoast

Beating veveillo st mecting,
Beating tabtou when we part,

Thon take wy bunch of rosos,
And tressuro them from we,
As i eymbol and w token

OF the fove | bear to thee,

L had watehed tiem in tholr budding,
And ! longed to call them mine,
But Pve waited "t their blomaing

Makes thew sweeter—nken thens e,

Then iy baieh ol roses,
Let your ity theiv leavea edow,
At sdways tove anbaer
Iwilkeepmy b g




