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EPILOGUE.

I stood one evening on a '4ro‘c‘ky' coast,
Beneath my feet the jetsam of the sea,
Amid the tide-smoothed sands, and over me,

From burly-chested rocks, the salt spray t(')sse,d;

Threatening the empire that the waves had lost ;
And as I looked, quenched scemed the Sun
_to be, , :
Yét for a space there nv*excd happlly

-Onc ray, the last of Day’s majestic host.
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Louise, thou s st on”;ny fancy’s shore,
Amid the jetsami of thy lover’s verse,
- The tide withdrawn, and evenmOr closmg
down. o
“The Sun has set, perchance to rise no more,

“Yet still the skies one lmgermg sunbeam

. nurse, .
That smiles on thee in kmdness ere 'tis
flown. ‘
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