Elsing imagined

Turning left you find the country lane
A moment passes silence reigns
Hawthorn hedges lead to Wensum river
Ash and alder sway beside the ﬁelda
Where no elm crowns the land
Dense chestnut and royal oak
Guide the secret searcher
The lligl'x sun on clear sl‘xarp ground
Liglﬂ:s the wincling lovely river
Traced with streams and lakes
While by their side the watermill

- Buill grin(ls with ancient noise
And as the wind grows swi{'tly
From the icy polar wastes -
A windmill swings her sails
Unwarned a silver flinted wall
Leads us to a perfect conception
The manor l)y the water-meadow
We have co_mé to Elsing.
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