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.Mine be the lot of thoso, wlioso nighlt
Of3 sorroll, meits in calm away,

Like suiinmor clouds, when bathied in liglit
At close of day.

l'in weary of the world-for me
Its pomp and picasures ne'cr wcre meto

For I * wouid ratiier lowly bu
Than witlh the great.

F~ar in somne nook, or quiet gien
Aly hoon cempanions ).aughing brooks;

And for the voice of living ruen
Birds, flowers and boolis !

What art thon, vain Phiiosophy!
'Io stay the lmatring worm nt hcart,

Or wipe froin sorrow's dewy eye
Tears that unbidden start?

Ay. thou art vain! and vain is al
The boasted Icarning wisdom gives-

The panoply but hides the pall
Which man receive.±!

IW1at care we for the paimy days
Which Greece, or Romo, or Athons knewv,

Ovcr their dust the voiCO of praiso
Sounda hollow nowr.

And ail tho learning--all the lore
MWhichi glory to their asixes gave

Thecir oracles arc board ne more,
Or froas the grave !

Thon 1 will hie nme to somec nook-
Somio loneiy spot and nature wvoo,

AndI she shall bu my only book
Of wisdom true.

AndI 1 viil read in every star-
AndI flower, th-at geins the earth andI sky,

A wisdoin holier, heaveniier far
That cannot dio.

They1l teach me hoiv to lisp h'is praise
WVhese presence filis the earth andI air;

Whose might is in tho storm, ivhicli lays
Tho mountains baro.

And whose stili voice at cvraing heur
When gatheroed round somo lonly grave,

Whispers of peace, v.hero storms uc'cr lotir
Nor temposts rave.
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