
EPILO.GUE.

1 sto'd one eveninçy on a rocky coast,
Benéath my fect the, jc'tsam of the sea,

Amid the tide-smooth'd sands and over me
From b'rly-cliested.'rock-s, the salt s 's'

Threa'teniticr the empire that the ý'vaves had lost
And -as I look-cd, quenched scemed the Sun

to bc
Yétý ýor a space there 111](1el-ed lia'ppily,

Onc i-ý-,iy, the last of Day's m.ajestic host

Louiscythou î i st on'my fancý:ý's shore,
Amid the jetsam of thy lover's verse,
The tide withdrawn-, and -even'n' closili9

down.
The-Sun has set perchanéeto rise no more

ýYet still the skies one lingrering sunbeain
nurse,

That smiles on in kindness. ere"tis'
flown.


