
LOVE THOU THY LAND.

Meet is it changes should control
Our being, lest we rust in ease.

We all are changed by still degrees,
All but the basis of the soul.

So let the change which comes be free
To ingroove itself with that which flies,

And work, a joint of state, that plies
Its office, moved with sympathy.

A saying, hard to shape in act

;

For all the past of Time reveals
A bridal dawn of thunder-peals.

Wherever Thought hath wedded Fact.

Ev'n now we hear with inward strife

A motion toiling in the gloom—
The Spirit of the years to come

Yearning to mix himself with Life.

A slow-develop'd strength awaits
Completion in a painful school

;

Phantoms of other forms of rule.

New Majesties of mighty States—*

The warders of the growing hour
But vague in vapour, hard to mark

;

And round them sea and air are dark
With great contrivances of Power.

Of many changes, aptly join'd,

Is bodied forth the second whole.
Regard gradation, lest the soul

Of Discord race the rising wind •
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