
They are gone : all is still : Fooliih lM«rt, dott thou
quiver f . . . » , ,

Thou, who dottd'lalone
Through Alpine meadows, mdi-inBmfd
Thioa^ the Uaok, rushing smoke-bnrsta .

To& be given us, or attaua 1

" loaritMirin

TAQM

Was it a dream ? We aailU I thought we sail'
We cannot kindle whenmnw ....
We, O Nature, depart . ,

We were apart I yet, day by day
Weapv of myself, and sick of asking .

Well hath he done who hath seiz'd happinesa
What mortal, when he saw
When I shaU be divorc'd, some ten yean hence
Where I am, thou ask'st, and whan I wended
Where, under Loughrigg, the stream .

Who prop, thou ask'st, in these bad days, my mind TWho taught this pleading to unprtelta^weiT .

Why each is stnTuw; from of (M .

Why. igreatBdad

Te storm-wfaids of Avlomn . . .
STes: intheseaoflileflBiBl'd
Yes, now thekni^ ia o'emst .

WMB IWM lA wtot fife is, I seem


