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My H«p I my Harp I by atoe own brafa d«ign«l, by ay

That I «Z!!T * ^f>««o whh unwearying bve o'er thee,
^tI»mecttnnlnj:in«tr«mentof«»gfa„pa«loned
J%ht here create to voice my melody/L«« have I wrought-wrought have with ceaaele- toffinirBut thou art rude, and ruder are thy .trains

"*""****""«'

So that agh«t from them and thee McoUIng
loyalaalbutmlnearewaatedpaina.

That thou would'rt utter, but the gentlertZi
Ahlcanftbemyi^thatdothlendher
Throat like the thlrrty baying of blood hound

Y^toanbllng dare to touch your chorf. once moreWhen lo I what hitherto it did resemWe
ft now r^emWe. not- a change .weep. o'er.

IT^
«offl«nf. time the muric change.

Unto a ^-one long wild wall of pain ;But In another willfully It lange.
Back to III former wUen mood again.Ahmel

fc«tyet<«.cemo«Iwinthetrlalmake-Ai^U Uughter-laughter loud andZT^to tone, of irony at which I quake J

Yrt tempt again-and now I hear a cryWke to the weeping of a Knowing Kwl

,

VIA ffad in h«. the »ng of the heart whole !For when I breathed In her the br«ith crfWe
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