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Nuns fret not af their convent's narrow room

Calm is all nature as a resting wheel

“Scorn not the Sonnet; Crific, you bave frowned .

I watch, and long have waiched, with calm regret

How clear, bow keen, bow marvellously bright .
While not a leaf seems faded ! while the fields
““There s a pleasure in poetic pains™ .

Ye sacred Nurseries of Mooming Youlb!
Where boly ground begins, unballowed ends .
Hail, Twilight, sovereign of one peaceful hour!
Mark the concentred bagels that enclose .

If with old love of you, dear Hills! 1 share .
Though the bold wings of Poesy affect .
Pelion and Ossa flourish side by side . . .
A flock of sbeep that leisurely pass by . . .
Fond words bave oft been spoken fo thee, Sleep!
Eden ! til now thy beauty bad [ viewed
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