
Soft in th«e haze ofIll"111 eïr shadowy masses seern
'TeTest-on-tKé-Slm bluewater, like the phantasm of a;dream,

Dark in the glare of noon-day, their bowers of foliage stand,
Spreading their deep, cool shadow like rocks in a weary

landl

-But when, at 'close of bis journey, the sun rides down the
West

Iiis crimson and purple Wer the watees oW
breast

of the in celestial light
They ficat earth and like a mystic vmon

bright 1
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