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Trespass 

 

I dreaded walking where there was no path 

And pressed with cautious tread the meadow swath, 

And always turned to look with wary eye, 

And always feared the farmer coming by; 

Yet everything about where I had gone 

Appeared so beautiful, I ventured on; 

And when I gained the road where all are free 

I fancied every stranger frowned at me, 

And every kinder look appeared to say, 

“You’ve been on trespass in your walk to-day.” 

I’ve often thought, the day appeared so fine, 

How beautiful if such a place were mine; 

But having naught I never feel alone 

And cannot use another’s as my own.  

 

[1835] 

 

 

 

 

All Nature has a Feeling 

 

All nature has a feeling: woods, fields, brooks 

Are life eternal; and in silence they 

Speak happiness beyond the reach of books 

There’s nothing mortal in them; their decay 

Is the green life of change to pass away 

And come again in blooms revivified. 

Its birth was heaven, eternal is its stay, 

And with the sun and moon shall still abide 

Beneath their day and night and heaven wide. 

 

[1845] 
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