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TO MELANCHOLYU

Not in the liaunts of mien, 0 Melancholy!
Thy presence hiath been sweet;

For there thou art a vanity. a folly,
WMhich we -%ould fain secrete,

'iMid hlîolow -Miles tliat hide the cares below,
As sunlight glints above the w~inter snow.
Or Autumn, tinting- earth witli colours gay,
Hides 'neath bis artist toucli the progress of dlecnv.

But in the old anid nie1anclioly woods,
-When slîado-ws flut around

Like guardian spirits of the solitudes
And tlie mysterious sound

0f distant cataracts thrpuglî the gray t.runks heard,
Throbsdown the lonely dells with echoes -%eird,
1 love to w%,ander with thee, and to draw
Frorn. thy calmn lil)s Iigh thenies that elevate aind awme.

MNirthi singeth like the sununer grasshopper
That dies wvith suminertide;

Buit thon, more constant, patiently dost hear
The -,%inter winds tliat chide

The ea-ves and fiowers aw'ay inclemently
From the beau meadow and the shivering tree.
\Vhile the round. rîîddy herries of the hobby
Shine 'mid their dark green leav,.es-thyv ireath. 0 M4\elan-

chioly 1

Is it thine eyes that sinie 011 nie at even.
Throughi purple twilight air,

Shining, afar in the niysterious licavens
Like tender tiiouglits -we bear.

Decp) in the suent shadows of the breast,
0f one wvhose love our lonel1y life lias l>let?
Or thec faint lustre of the evening star.
Whosp heans like biles £l] on eartli fromu heaveu afar?
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