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admiration, and even half excited the envy, of the poet,

improvement could not alter; and so they are now what they

ever were. The diagonal valley to which I have had such

frequent occasion to refer is just escaping from the park at its

lower corner: the slope, which rises from the runnel to the

level, still lies on the one hand within the enclosure; but it has

escaped from it on the other, and forms, where it merges into

the higher grounds, the hill-top on which the "Nest" stands;

and the prospect, no longer bounded by the tall belting of the

park, is at once very extensive and singularly beautiful.

"Here Ouse, slow winding through a level plain

Of spacious meads, with cattle sprinkled o'er,

Conducts the eye along its sinuous course

Delighted. There, fast-rooted in their bank,

St-and, never overlooked, our favorite elms,

That screen the herdsman's solitary hut;

While far beyond, and overtliwart the stream,

That, as with molten glass, inlays the vale,

The sloping land recedes into the clouds,

Displaying on its varied side the grace
Of hedge-row beauties numberless, square towers,

Tall spire, from which the sound of cheerful bells

Just undulates upon the listening ear,

Groves, heaths, and smoking villages remote."

Leaving the farm-house, I descended into the valley; passed

along a tangled thicket of yew, plane and hazel, in which I

lingered a while to pick blackberries and nuts, where Cowper

may have picked them; came out upon the Olney road by the

wicket gate through which he used to quit the highway and

strike up to the woodlands; and, after making my old woman

particularly happy by a small gratuity, returned to Olney.
I trust it will not be held that my descriptions of this old

fashioned park, with its colonnade and its avenues, its dells
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