[{ REMEMBER well a day,

' When the sunlight had free play,
When you worked in happy stress,
While grave Ne-Pah-Pee-Ness
Sat for his portrait there,

In his beaded coat and his bare
Head, with his mottled fan
Of hawk’s feathers, A Man!
Ah Morris, those were the times
When you sang your inconsequent rhymes
Sprung from a careless fountain:
“He met her on the mountain,
“He gave her a horn to blow,
“And the very last words he said to her
“Were, ‘Go ’long, Eliza, go’”.

Foolish,—but life was all,

And under the skilful fingers
Contours came at your call—

Art grows and time lingers;—

But now the song has a change
Into something wistful and strange.
And one asks with a touch of ruth
What became of the youth

And where did Eliza go?

He met her on the mountain, '
He gave her a horn to blow,

The horn was a silver whorl




