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A shade on every friendship, as a cloud

Floats past the sun and dims the flowering fields.

Oft have I wondered at the woodland stream

That dances on, through dappled-lighted woods,

O'er mossy pebbles gliting in the suri,

Like eyes of xnerry children round the fire,

And neyer seems to think that it inrst k
The misty fen, where every flower irows rank

Amid the lazy ooze, and sink at last

Beneath the boundless sea. 0 happy they,

Who thus go laughing on froin year to year,

And neyer know the mystery of being,

And never start and shudder at the dreami
Thn~t ili,,In(] a)]l mankind are rang-ié


