
BROOKFIELD

There is the httle cabin in the tree.

Where sometimes he would go for sohtude.

And ease of heart, and thoughtful reverie.

And rain upon the roof, and dreamy mood,

And light the world hath never understood.

Ah me ! the door is broken now, and wide;

And yet, I feel as if it might intrude

Upon a resting soul to look inside;

—

Such is the quietness and lack of earthly pride.

O Friend ! who so didst joy of knowledge use.

That men look up and br ghten at thy name,

And speak of genius, and put by the news

To tell some good of one death cannot claim.

Nor life require to read in sculptured fame.

The wind upon the hill hath sweetest hush;

The day is melting into tenderest flame;

And from the valley, where the waters rush.

Comes up the evensong of the lone hermit-thrush.
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