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THE TWILIGHT CLOUD-S.

Tii, amber clouds, so hug-ely piled
On. the edçre of the darkening beavens,

Rise up in forms all wierd and wild
By the restless west-wind driven.

No-w rise tall mosques, their minarets
lu the liglit of even aglow;
ow, cast e tuiTets, ivy-gTown,

With embattled arches below.

Now glant warrior, clad in mail,
IVith greaves, and sword, and helmet bright;
Or priest, -with censor fuming pale,

And flowing robes of fleecy white.

No-w i ise a dim. and motley crowd -
The tuibaned Turk, the hooded friar,

'The -wizard grey, to earthward bowed,
Or dieaming minstrel. with his lyre.

These are the forms of the twiliçrht clouds;
"Thus they vary, and tak-e no rest,

Till night's thick darkness blac-ly shrouds
Day's latest glimmer in the west.


