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Hencefor'V1ard I must liniger not nor pause,
-As 1 have done amid the dubious wâste,

In futile questioning of all that was
Or is, or shall be; nor -with too'much haste
Explore what little yet remains untraced,

Which would avail nie nothing to foreýnow. 1,
Enougli for me, at intervals, to taste-

The hidden springs, and"own its quickening flow
Replenished from. the cloud that seemed sureil.argeil,

with N-vroe.

Thus in no dreary' inood 1 bid good niglit.
A liberal patroness has nature-been

In furnishing, if only for delight,
The sources whence some scanty trutlis I glean;

Not in the halls where learnèd men convene.
But bý the wave and in the eloistered wood,
Where, muffledt4n their' cloaks of sombre greeft,

Are rankëd the aged trees--the brotherhood
On whom the Holiest lookéd and saw that it was goo(L.

I still the chords, and on the Acadian birch
Suspen*d my harp. Perchance the airy note

Of some. kind cherub on his* earthly search
Shall * màke diviner, spell around it float;
if this should be, the day 18 notý4remo'te

'Vnen. I shall take it from. its silent rest
And all its powers with steadier touch. devote

!Co the prime motive of the pat-rioVs bre-ut.
And its high, -by which the race îs blest-

Là


