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DEDICATION

Opce more fair Spring unfolds ker keavenly face,
And goy and happiness every hear! fervade

Aoos wwrdh slary reney fer oivine embrace,

And Natfure smiles, with preenest beauly graced.

Nor He blends not His heart with owrsy, Who smade,
For faithiess wan's deliohd, each fovely thing,

Bright ax iy own brightness, of ligkt and shade,
And me dobl Spring o biss sudlimer bring,

For in iy heard i3 lroe, and in my soul sweel Spring.

Thiv Spwing iv mine and fhine and theivs who Enow
The Bliss sugreme 9f wnemberrassed love,

Fhat in iy even Course can grv and sfow

Far piher joys fhad morials Auow nol af,

Saoe fhove whom Muse inspires & woo he grove.
With Spring's velurn I fog refurn to thee,

For thow art sweet and gentle a5 @ dove;

And [ foo tn thy love as Sold conld be

As I am now, when other loves are fa'en from me.

Fhien o the past and present F somelimes fhink,
What & am now, and what £ once had been,

And smell in thal mond the past cwindry s#ing,

How sweet ' g pow ™ sornds fo how sad *hod been™ S
For thow, suweet friend, Aaté Kifted wp fhe screen,

And showered in my path warm sunshine dright,

Thou showed fo e whal T had yel net seen,

Hhat fime thy hand split the dark thick-spun night,
And thouw gav'st Ught fo dark, fo sorvow love's delight,
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What F had been ! ok, fet we fhink wkat £

Ane pow, when, happy in thy love of me,

My Aeard fs no more stif'd with fnsoard sigh;

Fam myself what £ shondd wish fo be,

S Jovin g and 5o lwmed, so cloge fo thee,

Tiwe blossoms of the bindred plant that seem
Tivin-born, efernal as eleraily :—

Swek lepe ar might ddeal lovers dream

Or an embaiming night, and cafch fn worn 165 beam.

What fhopglle, whet fears, wha! kofes had once been mine
Thonughis and hopes and fears, wnfalfilled, wnfuown
Lears that had in fhem somelbing of divine,

When on iy plentvons carth £ maved alone,

Nor, though planting, my barren hands had grown
A garden of Aowers rich with the voice of Song;
Nor dime was vige, nor were the seeds yed sown.

I fled from the tumull of the Findred throng,

Alone, apart, and did all fo myself belong.

Thoughts like these were mine, such fears and such hopes,
IWhen once in slecp a vision did wnfold,—

A wision thal comes and ar soon ELaPes —

That something with a mystery forefold

£ Zwew wot what; yet my weak keard grew bold,

Anid my soul beheld @ wew world move fair,

Wherein a dweller I soas bound to hold

My stand (il death, and unpariaben share

{es sorrows and iy joys, and anxions foiling care,

And Beauty tdeal and ideal Love,

E"ar.f;'m' comrades of my pilgrimage lone,

Fram first were mine, with amplest chavms fo move
My heart to muste which was all ity aton ;

And I a soul descried fo music Prone,

Whick first I powred in thy albfenfrre car,

Whase breath war with the blerding dreezer Slowen ;
Lhas woas the voice thy heart leafed up fo hear,
Wherein it lay impressed the same Jrow year fo year,
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Ow farrest visions I fed my dreaming sowl,

And Jovely things of divine fairness bovs,

And perrive passions foo flery fo contral;

And faueht my young pen fo paint and adorn

The cvenrng s calm and beauly of fhe morn )

Fet fn my heart and wmond here was ne calm,

For oft my heart with frefful houghts was fora,
And pined and craved for some untasted balm

To cnre itz fvard padn with @ty wnfadling charm.

Mene foa tn Faney's wide domain fo ream

A med wanderer, and fraverse throuph the feld
OF Poesy, wilk fheart fickic as the jfoam,

Awnd dowad {the Nature's soletary child,

While vodce of song my lonely way beguiled ;

Yet fove was none, nor e fustre of & shown @
Love of a bendred sond fad yel nod smiled.

Thick d'er my eyer a fleavy vedl was fhrown,

And my heart sighed and sobbed, until it was withdrawn,

IWFithin my heart there was a blank and void,

Whieh Love's secel prevence sevene &id yef not gl
Whose absence had my holy peace destrayed ;

And off I sobbed and groaued and hoped, and sitl]
Despaived, and frusted fo fhe heavendy will

Ok, what kot fears T wept, and wailefd alond,

I Enew nod why,—some want my hearf did feel.
Fretful as a clifd in s new-wragpped shroud,

I war wandering through sunskine ke a lonely clond.

TUlE thow, sweet friend, with thy spring-sweelness came,
Anid povirad {F i omy wintry cup, and thou

And [ became one person and one name;

As den s Bowr serene can shem me now

That thow Lhe sante wrar bearesd on thy Grem

Qf that spontancons love whick thou didst first

Bring fo my Reard, when carves had lawd it low,

To pint welk thy giff fiy long-lurking thirst

For dove and happiness, when with drear sorrow curst,
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This was of my life the springlies! spring,

Full woven wigh alf fowers 8y a hand of mirht ;

1 hen thow with thy fove sedden blivs dais? bring,

And T had awplest of my heart's delight,

Awnd iy sad sonl ceased with itself fo fieht.

How from a beavendy dream T once awobe,

One serenest morn of a dreariest night,

That cleared from my sight the Jong mist of smoke,

And afer'd ont the Ight of love, when my slumbder broke.

Ok, how angelic was that love supreme,

Love long felf al heart, yet not breathed in word,
That well had dern a dreaming doel s theme,

Til I cowld fnow wherefore thy blood so stirred !
I thence full-falling on thy dosom heard

The mystic working of keard's inmost core,

Whose meaning had thy ligs so long deferred.
Then did thy feart in mine its secret pour,

And Ia shard arrow felt, never felt before,

Therefore, since love profound and blise have been

The noblest portion of our fife o Blesk,

Wkere Sun shines bright and leaves mo cloud defmoess,
Take thou this book of Seng, and keep it prest,

Stnce thou and I are one, fo thy sweet breast,

That thee the keeping i may heed the same,

(4 swre relief when thowu art sore afprest)

Aud thou and I for ever be one name,

And all my joys and sorrows thine, my Ffame My fame !

Therefore, friend more deay than the comiing child
To ifs expectant mother, or sudden rarn

¥o starving soil that smiles, as Jirst fhow smiled
On miy cold heart, and cleaved its inmward faim,
Take thou these songs, though of a feeble strainm,
And though their infant lone be far Jrom pure,
For their voice once hushed will nob speak again.

O therefore tabe, and Pray they may endure
Bevond the grave, that I may of their fafe b rupe.




