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And then I'd drive afield
My sturcly teain to stir the soil,
And aid my sons in sprincrtide toil,

Or reap fair auturiin's yield.
'Twere better thus 'for age.to moil

Than search thro' lai-id and sea for hunter's spoil,

And w1hen the darcr is done
How sweet tb rest beneath the tree;

To list the soft -%vinds 1-nelody,
And mark the settinor sun

Paint o'cr with crold the waveless sea,
Till heaven seciiis near and earthly shadows flee.

But hark von dolesonie oývI
Has launched his plaiiit upon the air,

That echocs back, as in despair,
Soý--Jne wild, weird, wolfish.

That springs the red deer from hils lairý
And almost hurnian licarts his lar-Lizii share.,

So flits this passing 'crleani,
,:ýo fades my house beside' the shore
And still--born thouerht-s that fancy bore

Pi-ove but a waking dreïarn.
My hundred leagues are yet in store

drop my wings, and bend me to my chore,


