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INTRODUCTORY.

1.

Han I miss'd my way ! It would seom so.  Still,
Searce past is an hour of the matin prime

Since safe I was sitting in front of the mill ;
Where my first walk ever, this pure May time,
Under the beeches, and round by the rill,

"Twixt brawling ripple, and rustling hough,
Hath its wonted end, by the brook : thet, now
When the sweet birds sing together,

Carolling elear in the eool, comes down

From the breezy hills, and the sunburnt heather ;
Guided about o his goal onknown

liy o plimmer of primrose buds new blown,

And their breath on the bolmy weather.

VoL. I. L]
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INTRODUCTORY.

2.

Well, there by the mill, as I say,

Where, between them, the brook and the bough

For my seke make a musical bower,

Bafe I sat in the morn of the day ;

And since there I woe sitting, 1 vow

That the day is searce older an hour.

But now ?

Where am 1? who ought to know

Every inch of this leafy land.

Yet here, but a step at the most, or two, -

From the door of the well-Enown mill

(Which all the while mmst be near at hand,

For the sound of it follows me still)

1 am lost in a forest whose glades expand

V'er me, before me, immense and donse ;

Where shadow and sighing sound profound

I'our into my spirit a sense intense

Of dimness and distance ; and, turning around

And around myselt, I no further have got

Than the wheel of that mill, which, the more to
contound

My confusion, I hear, tho' I see it not.




INTRODTCTORY.,

&
L did well to be on my guard!

The' my eaution avail’dl not muoch.

One step more over the swanl

Which had geem'd 20 zafe and hond,

And the grass, or whaterer L took for such,
Giving suddenty way at my foot’s first touch,
Diown with it, down, 1 fell

Into the depths of a dell

Sunless and zilent and deep

As the dim caverns of sleep.

4.

There, thee' the gloom in distress
Gaxing around, I could see

That some four-footod stray-away less
Keen of eye, or of footstep steady

Than I mys=elf, had been eaught already
By the snare which had thus canght me.
In the hug of theee horrible roeks,
Unacquuinted companions we,

Like two vagabomds sot in the stoeks.
But what eonld the creature be ¥

A fox? Was it, truly, a fox P

Ha! how got the rascal here ?



