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= M v greatear s4iTl hrs Besn o want kot litle  Far joy I could embrace
the sarth. I shall delichc tn he buried i it, And theo [ think of these
among e, whe will koow that I love them, thoaph I dell then not" =—
H.D.T.
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Eatered accordicg to Act of Cooprem, io the year 187, by
WILLIAM ELLERY CHAMNKING,
In the {Mic= of the Libraran of Coogress at Washingiom.
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DEDICATION

Silant anid sevene,
The plastic soul pmancipatis her Arsd
Sl leapes e penerations fo #heir fote,
Cncompromived by grich,  Ske cannol weep ?
Fht sheds ®a Lears for ws, — our mother, Nature ’
She dr weler rude nor vered, #od rovg or carsfess ;
Qul of femper me'er, Pafien! ar sweel, trowgk winds
Jo qwdsder Braush Rer faqver away, and time
o Fuzean sensar drécthes Srongh frosd,

My friend f

Loarn, frome the jor of Naduve Mews fo de ¢
ol ﬂm:;r afd r’t.rigmr.l" for £y worst foars,
Bud, ke kerself, superior fo them all f
Nor merely superficial in thy smiles )
And throuph the inwmost Fhrer of thy Eegr!
May posdness fowr, and Sz in that
The ever-lapeing tiden, that Zepser depths
Dieprive of half thair salienci,  Be, throughont,
True ar Mhe inmost K thal wmoves the world,
And in demexnor show a firm conlent,
Annililafing change,



DEDICATION

Thaer Henry Hved,
Considerale fo hir Sind,  His fovd Berfoived
HWar not & gift s fractions, delf-way done ;
Fud with some meliow pooduess, lthe g run,
He shone der mortal kearts, and faught their budy
To blossom early, thence rifhe fruit and reed,
Forhearing teo oft counoel, ped wibh Slows
By pleasing reacon wrped ke tonshicd their thought
As itk a sl urgiedce, and Phey were paod,
Foyen if they Enew wot witence that mative came ;
Nor yef suspected fhail from Henevts beard —
Hir warm, confding heard = (ke frpuive fowed,



W8] tihi pulehrs domus, &i splendida mensa, qoid inde ¥
Bi spocies anrl, argent] quogue masse, quid inde !
Bi tibi sponsa devens, sl it generosa, gquid inde
Bi tibi sunt natt, si predis magoa, quid inde ?

Bt fueria pulehor, fortie, dives ve, quid inde 2

81 doceas aliva in quolibet arte, quid inde?

5i longus sarvorom ineerviat ocdo, quid inde ¥

81 faveat mundus, i proapera cuncea, quid inde 1

8i prior, aub abbae, i dux, & papa, quid indoe?

Si felix aonos regoea per mille, quoid inde ¥

i rota fortnnm se tollit ad asétra, goid inda

Tam cito, temqoe sito foghmt heo ut nikil, inda 2

Bola menet victos © woa gorifcabimar, inda.

Ergo Deo para, bene nam provenit ibi inde”
Lioes Hazar'a

Sonnel o Hie gerde o Bhe Specels nf Balogns.

Y From sea and mwountain, city and wilduroess,
Earth lifts ita zsoletan vaoice ; buk thoo art fled,
Thiu canst no longer know or love the ehapes
Of this phuntasmal scens, whe have to thee
Bean purest ministers, who are, alaal
Mow thon art nat.  Ary end eloguence,

And adl the ghowe of tha world, arm feubl and vain

To weep & loss thet turns their light to shade !

It is & woe tuo deep for tears when all

Is reft at once, when some sorpassing spirle

Whose light adorned the world around it lenves

Those whe rernaio behind oo sobs nor gresns,

But pale despair and cold tranguillity,

Nnture'n vaat frame, tha weh of human things,

Birth and the grave, thot are nok as they were.”
SHELLET.

T The memary, lke a clondloss sly,
The eonectence, like a aea at reat.”
TENNTEON.

* Espérer ou ecraindre pour un antre est 1a seola chose qui donne
& I'hoinme le sentiment complet di aa proprs existence.™
Eoekéysie px GoEnty.



* For oot & hidden path thit to the shades
Of the beloved Purnassian forest leads
Lurked undiscoversd by him ; oot s rill
Thete issuts from the fount of Hippocrena,
But he had traced it upward to ite source,
Throuph open glade, dark glon, aod socret dell,
Knew the gay wild-Gnwera om ite banics, and callad
1ts med'cinable hecbs | yea, off alone,
Fiercing the loop-neplected holy cave,
The haunt obécure of old Philoeophy.”

COLERIDGE,

“ Such couling fruit
Ag the kind, habitable woods provide.
Microx.

" My life Is bmt the lite of winds and tides,
Ko mors than winde and tides can I avail.™
o Esare.

T thig fhe mighty ocpan T—is this all ¥ -
Laspon,

“'Than bleas thy seerat growth, nor catch
At noise, but thrive unseen and dumb ;
Kegp clean, hear fenit, earn life, and watch,
Till the white-winged recpers come.™
¥ AUGILAN.

#*No one hates the sea and danger maore than I do; but I fear
mure ook to 4o my doty o the atmost.”" — Sie Hoseer Winsos.

% The joyous hinds shrouded in cheerful shada,
Their notes unto the ¥oice attempted aweet;
Th' angelical soft trembling voices made
To th' instroments divine respoadence meat,
With the low marmure of the water's fall;
The water's fall with difforence discreet,
Now soft, now loud, unto the wind did call;
The genile warbling wind low anewered e gll.”
SrEneER,



FPREFACE.

DR— JOHNSON eays that ic the dedication to Har-
ria's Hermes, of tourteen linee, there are six gram-
matioal faults. Thisis as much as we conld expect in
an English pedant whose work treats of grammar: we
trust our prelogue will prove mere drop-ripe, even if
the whole prove dull,— dull as the last new comedy.

In & hiographic thesis thers can hardly vocar very
much to amusze, if of one who was reflective and not
pazsionate, and who mwight have entered like Anthony
Wood in bis journal, *Thiz day old Joan began to
make my bed,” — an entry not fine snough for Walpole,
At the same time the secount of a writer's stock in
trade msay be set off like the catalogmes of George
HKobins, suctioneer, with illnstrations even in Latin
or —

“ The learned Greek, tich in At epithets,
Blest in the Invely mamiage of pure words.”

Byron'a bath at Newstead Abbey is described as a
dark and cellar-like hole. "The halos about the brows of
authors tarnish with time. Iteration, too, must be re-
spected,— that law of Nature. Authors carry their robes
of state not on their backs, buf, like the Iadians seen



