
eemed, at Sdimin's Island—before an
Iron Railway broke the Heart of that
Happy VaUey whoM GoMip wa« the
Millwheel, and Visiton the Summer Ain
that momentarily ruffled the sleepy Stream
that turned it as they chased one another
over to lose themselves in Whispers in the
Copse beyond. Or returning—I suppose
you remember whose Lines they are—

When Winter Skiei were ting'd with Crim-
son still

Where Thombuih neitlci on the quiet hill.
And the live Amber round the setting Sun,
Lightmf the Labourer home whose Work is

done,

Bum'd like a Golden Angel-ground above
The soliurx Home of Peace and Love—

at such an hour drawing home together
for a fireside Night of it with Aeschylus
or Calderon in the Cottage, whose walls,
modest almost as those of the Poor who
clustered—and with good reason—round,
make to my Eyes the Tower'd Crown of
Oxford hanging in the Horizon, and with
all Honour won, but a dingy Vapour in
Comparison. And now, should they
beckon from the terrible Ganges, and this
little Book begun as a happy Record of
past, and pledge perhaps ofFuture,FeUow-
ship m Study, darken already with the
shadow of everiasting Farewell!

But to turn from you Two to a Public
—nearly as numerous—(with whom, by
the way, this Letter may die without a
name that you know very well how to
supply),—here is the best I could make
of Jimi's Poem—"Ouvrage de peu d'

V.


