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But to be Toung wis rerj heaven !—Oh ! timeN,
Id which the meagre, Htole, forbidding ways
Of custuni, law, and Rtatutc. took at onoe
Tlic attraction of u country in romance !

When Keason seemed tlie most to asMjrt hor rights.
When most intent on making of herself
A prime KnchantrcM*—to nwtixt the work,
\yhitli thtn was going forward in her name I

Not favoured jipots alone, but the whole c'\rili.

The btauty wore of promise, that which sets
(As at sonic moment might not be unfelt
Among the bowers of paradixo itself)

The budding rose above the rose full blown.
What temper at the prospect did not wake
To happiness utifhouiiht of'/ The inert
W(!rc rmispd, and lively iiufures rapt away !

They who hud fed their childhood upon dreams,
Tlu! playfellows of fancy, who had made
All powers of swiftness, wulJlty and strength
Their ministers,—who, in lordly wise had stirro<l

Amonsi the grandest objects of the sense.
And dealt with whatsoever they found there
As if they had within some lurking right
To wield it ;— they, too, who, ofgentle mood.
Hud watched nil gentle motions, and to these
Had fitted their own thoughts, schemers more mild,
And in the region of their peaceful selves;
^ow was it that both found, the meek and lofty
Did both find, helpers to their hearts' desire
And stuff at hand, plastic as they could wish

;

\yere called upon to exercise their skill.

Not in Utopia, subterranean fields,

Or some secreted island, Heaven kuowe whe.e

!

But in the very world, which is the world
Of all of us,—the place where in the end
Wc find our happineas, or not at all.

Wordsworth.
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