qhe River.

@Y cliffs grown gray, as men‘grow dray,
~ - With weariness and SOTTOW,
Awhile I panse, and then away,;
And i§ the wild and restlgss Bey
I lose myseli t0-Iorrow,

I turn the wheels 0f many mills,

~ By many 1slands ddlly |

I gussip with the deffodils,

. And to my ﬁusnm take the Till§

That frum the Wnudlands sally




