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INMEOUM

wanclerer, ini far lands lie strayed,
And miany a leagrue of mnount andi wave
A barrier, as of the grave,

'Tween himi ai friends and country macle.

In mnisty distance far withdrawiýn
Hle wveit his wvay, and silence fell
Betwveen us, wvhile their subtie speil

Fate and the yea-.rs. wrought, dusk and dawn.

How oft affection's wistful eye
Turned to the spaces of the West
In vain unconséionable quest

0f one departed utterly.

How oft remienibrance himi portrayed
A radiant, happy boy once more,
And in the haunted Neverniore,

Children agyain, we laugrhed and played.

How often fond solicitude,
To the lone exile pursuivant,
Imagineci peril, woe or want

Oppressing himi with burden rude.

O littie faith! God's arm of love
About hin- aIl the while was twined.
With constant care that Father kind

Had walked before and watched above;

I-ad led himi on throughfaadhoe
'Tii by Salinas' peaceful wave
H-e made for imii a hallowed grave,

Upon the glorious ««Suniset Siope."

God's mnercy his misfortunes crowned,
As radiant r-ainbows crowvn the cloud;
H-is heart in lifelong bondage bowed

Eternal freedomn now hath found.
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