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Mid scenes like these, dear Poet-friend o M 1 Il 0

ýly he«art fiTst open'ed to thée, 'as a rose,

The sun, of wliich 'Was't'hut-,kind he'rt of.thine,

Which warmlýýéamed,'aùd -warmer dailý, grow,,,,

And as thé sforied flower èver turns

Its beauty to the day-star's glorious light,
So turns ýày spul to love.that stroncrly'burns,,

To bask 1ý.e.neat'h thy geniu's*, glo'*wing.'bri'.rlit!

xxi

Lmèt thée in -the, eaýly morn Of life,
And joined with gladriesaFreedoms Spartan band;

ýAnd, Eýager, mingled in the> -sâcred _Strife

.To.sentinel from fogs this treas'red.lanl

For, tho'gh im'ortal beauties-ever Éhowér

Oer river,'vale and mou . ntain tall, th eir light.s.

Y.et,-,saéreligio>us men -ývc>uld'h,-,til thelbur.
Of Freedom',s spasmic deatli in slavish 'bl.igli ts,


