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OV.-ELEGT WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY

Ghat.

The ourfeM. tdls.the knell of parting day,
The lowing herd wi„d» slowly o'er ths lea.The ploughman homeward plods hfa weary ^ayAnd leaves the world to darkness and to me

^Tnd'^n'.*;!"'
«."'»"'^"''S '-""Jsoape on the sight,And all the air a solemn stillness holds

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flightAnd drowsy tinklings Inll the distant folds:

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower
Ihe mopmg owl does to the moon complainOf such OS, wandering near her secret bower,
Molest her ancient solitary reign.

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade,

nln *•" *"* '" """'^ " mouldering Lap,Each in his narrow cell for ever laid
'

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep.

The breezy call of incense-breathing mom
The swallow twittering from the stmw-built shed.The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn
v<o more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.


