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Nboyhood's suininit radiant lie stands,

Witli lit-art on flire, and oh! the -wýorld lie secs;

Qutieii-cities throned upon vast, }neas;Lnt leas,

The charmn of quiet liamlets, and the sands

Of gokien riv'ersvhe fax-off expands

The sea-its silences and mysteries

Andi love's lighlt i*oseate falling- soft on thesp,

And iriGed hiopc ai'elmed highi o'er ail the lands.

0 visions beautcous! O hopes sublime

Well, %veII for lis, that journey wveartily

Tinougli torrid wvastes, towards you to turn soinetinme-

As towvard soine fairy isle in meninrie's, sea-

Forgcettiing thiese in dreams of that bright chine

Wlhere once wve roved, licart~ highi and faney fi-ce.

-J. D.


