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SWITZERLAND,
A POEM.

BOOK I,

Whal&nﬂIdﬁnh&wbmﬁnﬂ,

Best loved, save ons, of any that I know,
A gom of thonght, in memory kept enshrined

Az in a cagket poor but safe—tme show

Brought out and looked at in a vacant fime—
Prism with many colonred rays, the prims

Of summer and of joy, of Howers and green,

"Mid winter's eloud, is thus as vision seen,

A merry song ip sung, heart’s bells begin to chime,
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And yet how small a realm gives depth and height,
Length too, and breadih to joy, when thus it shines
O'er memory's housetop, and like very sprite,
Tukes g lone thinker np throngh waves and linea
Of snow and light sloft, in sky’s expanse,

Where rings of Alpine elves and fairies dance.

Eye microscopic ecarce the land can ses

On Europe's map, that fables this to me.

Yot wide the outline runs, on memory’s backward
glanes.

And so of snow-clad monntain Isnd I sing,

Which wakes ealm memories ‘mid great sea of sirife,
Lays out pathe real, nought imagining,

And colours each bright year of summer Iife.

O what an oil of calm o’er waters rough,

And light o'er dark and then ¢’'en not enongh,
Flowe in, when mental or material eye

Enjoys the vision, be it far or nigh—

Oh, how it sofbens quick ill ranconr’s harder stuff |
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Great Nature, greatest in that scant domsin

Of man, becanse thon mak’st it throne of state

For all thy other realms in Europe's plain—
" Sitting in greatness thers o'er ll that's great |
How is my love of thee presiding thonght,

When not thy name, thysel{ before me bronght,

In dresm, or sight, or quickened memory,

Or pencils truthfal tonch, Thon floatest by,

With every line of grace, and power of beacty franght!

Sublime or besntifnl, mysterions

In any way, not only as a whols,

But in each separate part, and shewing use

In all, as well sa beanty, and net scle

One sameness, not one uniform gublime,

And beantiful the same in every clime,

But rich in ghades of each, thon dost invite
Bearch, though unsearchable and out of sight;

Like thy Great Cause, though keen we searched
throogh years of time,
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And g0 1 senrch thee, desrest Nature, still,

Though taking not one lesson In ss yet—

Poor learners we, though having all the will

To know thee better, and at length to get

Power e'en of one fair thing to snalyse

Low depths, closed ever to mere oufer eyes.

Content to love, e'en though we cannot kmow

All that we might, or cught, yet loving so,

That not one joy of earth with such pure pleasure vies!

Bat moat I love thes in abodse of snow,

In mountain honss, in glacier depth profound—

Enter T cannot, yob 'tis wondrons show,

To look st, sad to watch, all sights aroand

Kindred and homogeneons, oft to nota

The falling snowflkes, and then elonds that fost

Around thy roofs and chimneys in high air—

Then sometimes fain to ehmb thy iey stair,

And ghare my stony conch with chamois and with
. goat!



