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Dreamiand and é0ther Poems,.

Thou canst not fetter it, for it is eee;
ant yok ittle: g t) d_No tyrant yokes it labouring oar.

ou 
by Fu ht w

It is a solemn t' wind-visited)
A 

t
nd ed by sunlight. when the sun is fled-

Where bondsmen lift their aching brows no more,

And men have peace, and slaves have liberty.

See now it hath a tender bloom, like lign

Viewed at the autumn's latest outgoing.

It is the faithful sumàmer of our sorrow,

A kindly year whose winter'is the morrow.

See now 'tis like the firstlings of the spring,

Which win their fimjpance in the snow's despité.

Faint, far-off sounds are blown ùnto our eàrs,

Faint, fax-off savours, steal unto ou:r lips,

When orient dreams amemble manifold,

And sleep doth throne If on royal gold.

Then night is noon-tide, morning the eclipse

Wherein no comfort à bat in ourtmrs.


