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286.--ETBENITY

Pa^W^ °^*™?.^°"« °'er ns and recedes;Each year still higher running on our shore,While menacing us with its horrid roar.As If to say '«seek yon the higher meads."

For decades it fell here against the reeds,
Ihat stood hke palisades and the brunt bore:TiU It one morn, right out, their moorings tore:Leaving m sands a field of sprouting sefds.

The sea was gone, an ocean took its place:
There was no tide, no roll, no roar; but calmReigned everywhere. The seeds in flowers grew

:

A garden gorgeous, in its stately grace,Was shedding on the air attar and balm;
It was eternity, at once, I knew.
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