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A THoOUGHT oF PARADISB‘- .
X We mavtve But what we give,
And in our Life alone doss Natwss hve : + .
Qurs is here wedding.garment, oums her shrowud |
And wonld we aughe behold, of higher worth

Than that inantmate cold world, allow'd
To the poor, loveless, ever-anvioas crowd 3
Al ! from the soul 1tself must w5500 forth
A dight, a glory, a fair lumisous eloyd,
Eaveloping the Farth—
And from the soul itself must there bo seat
A sweet and potent voice of its own birth,
Of all sweet sounds the life and clement, Corrmiver.

Grex™ spot of groand !
16 thou couldst F’ be found,
Far in deep woods, wit all thy starry fowers ;
I 5ot one sullying bresth,
OF Time, or chiange, or Death,
Hud touch’d the vernal of thy bowers ;
Might our tired Pilgrim feet,
Worn by the Desert’s heat,
O the brighe mhm-duaymﬂ‘m;
Might our eyes wander there
. Through Heaven's trausparent ale,
. And rest on colours of th' fmmortal Rose
Say, would thy balmy skies
And fountain.melodies
Car hen‘hﬂ of lost delight sestore 2
Could thy soft Loney-dews
Through all our veins diffuse
The early, child-like, trustful sleep once more »

Aud might we, in the shade
By thy tall Cedars made,
With angel voices bigh communion hold #
Woald their sweet solemn tone
Give back the music Kone,
Our Being’s harmony, g0 jarr'd of oM #
YVain though —thy sunny hours
™ Might ﬂw with : ors,
A oung leaves o spirig.] ight chnilt,
'ﬁm we—should :vpr notyb,:n:.‘
Into thy rewlms of spring,
The sbadows of our souls o huung us il
What conld thy fowers und sirs
Do for onr enrth.barn cares ?
Would the world's chain melt off and lenve us free 7
No ! —pust each living stream
Still would some fever.dream

Shonld we not sbrink wich fear,
Ir Aml-nc?‘ were near,
Fdlngualr buird:n d souls within us die
ow might our passions hraok
The stitl ung look,

Thy golden.fruited grove
 Was not for piuing{::m :
Vo Sudness would but dim thy eryssnl skjes !
“=Ok ' Thow wert but 3 part
Of what Man's exiled heart
Hath lost—the dower of indorn Purndise !
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