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augliters' of M Seeaphin led romnd therr sunpy focks -
i  but M{jﬂu}l st , she 121 palen Sought the <ecret zir,
y s coway /z{ ey heanty fiam her tortal day :
it by Fhe river of Adona he vorce 15 fword

And ng /wl;qu;rl:’/' L falls like ning den,

Ol o “this our .s}:/u'ry/.' why fades the lotus of the ‘uahv:‘:

Wy Lty these children of the spriag >hori but 1o smile. g fail

AN Thel s lke o wetey bow, ang lke w prting elowd

Like a redlection in & als . like shiutohs i the waler ,

Like dreams of wtionts . life a smile upon an ilnts frce.,
ike the doves voree, ke dreusiert day. ke musee o the i :

Ah ! yentle may I lay mc dowr., und gentle rest mv head

And yentle slegp the sieep of dearh; and gentle kear the veuce

9 fim that waiketh i the grarden i e ereniry time .
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The Ll{él of the valley breathing v the humble s

Answerd the levely murd and sal, [ am a watry weed ,

! sl anel love to dwel ue lowly yales -
il Dutterfly sceice perches on iy head
rsuted liom heaven, abd he that smiles on off .
Walks wn the valley, and each morm over me sprecds his
gy, 1gjoice i brimble grafs. thon mew- borp lly Hower.,
Uirw_gratie: marid of stlent vailleva. ard of modest brooks - .

@ o shakt be clothee i lig t, and fod with morni manna;
Wl summers heat inclis thee beside the fouptains et B Srigs
D Bowresh in eternal sarles; then mﬁy.s{n‘aﬂ Trel compler,
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] 'l-v should the mistrele of the vales.of Har, utter a :{.]/l o

<

She ceasd S smuld in tears, then sext down in her sitver shrine,
<o

’ﬂ_;r/ answerd, (1 thou litte )!;!]/I;! d pede r:/f// ul/_{(;i;
Coving to thase that canndt crave, the vowcelels, the corfired -

7/3- breath doth neurish the nnocent lawb, he smells thy rridhy - garmerts,

 cnpri thy flowers. while thou sitest smiling i hus foce

Wiping his mild and meckin morth fivm ol contagious tants,

Thy wine dath purfy the_yolden honey, ty perbune., )
YWhich thou dest scatter on every lgtic blide of grafé tut spnngs
Revives the ke cow, & lomes the fire-breathij steed .

But Thel ia like a frd cloud lndled at the rrsing sun ;

7 varush trom 1w pearly thivone, and who sholf 6 ;e\.m”,"bw'

Drereri ol the verles the /.;;/1): answerd, ask the trnder cloud,
And it sholl 1A thee why 12 olillers o the morning sk,
Arel whr ot seodters e brugnt hewsty thro' Hye humed  ar-,

Descend O ltie cioua 3 hover before the e eves of Thel

The Cloud desecnded., sty the Lilly bowd her modgst head :
And wenl to wund her rumerogs (ﬁ_,irqr.u/nrr{nff the |'(¢-.1'sz:11[§' .
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Thoer Thel astomshid viewd the Worm upon. s t{@' bed.

Art thou @ Worm ?image of wemknels . art thow but @ Warm P
1 zce thee like an wdant wrapped in the Lillys leaf: |

Ah ey ngt litle vorre. thon canst not speak.but thou canst Wegp:
Is this a Worm? 1 ser thee loy /!(/f’[l’[‘ B¢ nakerd : weepung,

And none o answer, none to cherish thee weth mothers smles.

The Cloed of Clay heard the Wopms mu'x,y Prasd her i%v/ head ;
She bowed ovrr the weepig it . and her lfe exi
In unlky fondnets . then m%‘t/ e fixd her humble eyes .

('. beauty of the vales of Har. we live not for ourselves,
iou seest me the meanest thing, and so I am indeed ;

My bosam. of z't:-'r[/ e cold . and of iself is dark ,
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Bt At; that loves the lowky. pours hiss ord upon my head ,
husses_me,and binds A nuptial barids rround my breast .
says,; ¢ mother of 1y children, I have loved thes.
And Thave qiven thee a crown that none can tuke away
But how this iz sweet mai, ] hkwow not..and T eqnngt haew,
1  porder, and I cannot Pﬂnrkrﬁ:’wd 1 live and love .

The daughter of beauty wipel her Piting tears with her whitr ved,
nd saud . Alas ! ] knew not this, and Herefare did [ wee .
That Caﬁ[ ould love a Worm I knew, and punwsh the emnl fort
That wilfl, brusil i helplels form bt Gt o cheriohe] 2
Wt mull /1?11 lij 7 _/'ué:;w' knew; and H’ewﬂvfrdzﬂi I weep.,
complatnd in mu awr, heequse lao away’,
.And,lg' mnﬁ down tn thy eold bed, mu?lb'aw:‘x;v shaung lot.

Queen of the vales, the matron Qlay answerd - T heard thy siphs.,
ru thy moans Hew oer my roof. but I have calld . Cown
Wit thou O Dueen enter my house . trs gven thee. o enter,
to return; fear m'lfuzzy. enter wah thy wryin feet .




Thel enterd o7 & s :okdww & the Luiid skt s
Sty saw the couties m?tj;‘ dead, & where D’.tﬂrous roots
every karthmd céz? 7 Busts:
A lond « Sorrens & oy IPI::M /lm;l,‘!:smzb was seer .
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