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And so, well pleased with l)einK soothed

Into a sweet half-sleep,

Three times his kindly heard he smoothed.

And made him viceroy o'er his sheej).

His words were simple words enou^'h.

And yet he used them so.

That what in other mouths was rout,'h

In his seemed music al and Ujw.

Men called him hut a shiftless youth.

In whom no j,'ood they saw

;

Anil vet, un\vittinj,dy, in truth.

They made his careless words their law.

Thev knew not how he learned at all,

For idly, hour by hour.

He sat and watched the dead leaves fall,

Or mused upon a ctmimon flower.

It seemed the loveliness of thini(s

Did teach him all their use,

For. in mere weeds, and stones, and springs,

He found a healing power profuse.

Stanf.:u? 7 and S. ('(.mparo Wordsworth's lines in TfuPmi's

i'pita ph.

"The outwanl shows of sky and etirth.

(If hill and valley, he had vieweil ;

And iinpuLse^s of dwixT birth

Have come Ui him in ^*olitude.

"In common thinps that roiuid u.s lio

Some random trntlis he can impart,—
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That broods and sleeps on liis ovn heiirt.


