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Spenser ! a jealous honourer of thine

St. Agnes' Eve—Ah, bitter chill it was

St.inding aloof in giant ignorance

Sweet are the pleasures that to verse belong .

The day is gone, and all its sweets are gone .

There is a charm in footing slow across a silent pla

The poetry of earth is never dead

Think not of it, sweet one, so . . .

This mortal body of a thousand days .

This pleasant tale is like a little copse .

Thou still \inravish'd bride of quietness

Time's sea hath been five years at its slow ebb

"Tis the witching hour of night

To one who has been long in city pent

Upon a Sabbath-day it fell ....
Upon a time, tefore the faery broods .

What can I do to drive away

What is more gentle than a wind in summer

What though, for showing truth to flatter'd state

What though, while the wonders of nature exploring

When by my solitary hearth I sit .

When I have fears that I may cease to be

Where be you going, 'von maid

Who loves to peer up . >rning sun

Why did I laugh to-ni^, ) voice will tell

Woman ! when I behok. mee flippant, vain

Young Calidore is paddling o'er the lake
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THE END

Prinltiihy R. & R. Clark, LimiTbd, Kdinl>uiy;k.


