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And groups of gay flowers were scatteT'd around, 
Whilst many paraded the beautiful ground, 
Till the Nightshade was caught darting into the room, 
With his poisonous vapours and pojsonous gloom; 

And the Night-blowing Cereus, beginning to yawn, 
Gave the hint to her friends, that it soon would be dawn ; 
Then they look'd at the Thyme, and they ask'd if he'cl 

stay? 

The Old Man shook his head, and was hastening away : 
So the Goddesses summon'd their car and withdre~v, 
And each Beauty return'd to the place where she grew. 
Pomona and Flora, the theme of their song, 
To them may the garden of England belong; 

Their colours display to the sceptical eye, 

\Vhich no longer the hand of a God can deny! 
Let ambition their seeds in this Fairy land sow, 
They'll never be blighted, but prosper and grow ; 
Their Olive tree plant, and here carefully nourish, 
And its Branch, like our Laurels, will certainly flourish ; 
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For the Sun of Prosperity shines on this land, 

And Content, Peace, and Plenty, should go hand 'in 

hand. 

:May each Cottager then find repose at his door, 

"'\iVhen the toils of the day, and his labours, are o'er, 

Sitting under his Fig tree, and under his Pine, 

As foretold in that Book which is true and Divine. 

THE END. 
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