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Hourd'ivhen on moon lit waters floating free,
What Mine blie ligt looks out throughi silver bars

Of drifting chaud, and ait nigit long tho sea,
Holds up) its niolten mirror te the stars,

And we are lost iu drenis cf wlint inay be
'Until thé first faint bliibl of eaitera sky
Tells tho loue watcher Vint the dawvn is nigh.

The dawn, the ruddy dawn tbat brings ngain
To cheat the sniffig promise cf the morn

The weary waste cf the unchangiug main,
And sud faniiliar faces wan and ivern,

Weury cf endless toil and hope in vain,-
And effort fails and old cnjoyaients tire,
And life grows %veary cf its long ciesire.

And yet be strong. Full many ab~ark before
Tossecl by the waves aud drivezî by the blast

lias reached Vint far off land where muan ne more
Shall fear that tomub cf imortal joys-the past,

And omens net uncertain point us o'er
To that fair houme te îvhieh clu' wauderings tonid;
*And GOi himself will give te ail un end.

We are net harshly, cruelly decreed
To pile a mionumeont cf hopeles toil,

Slaves of necessity, ana culy frecd
By that chili touch frein which our hearts recoil;

The doing is more noble than time deed,
And future years shall rendei' us again
Thé long reward of labor arâd of pain.

'%Vanderers who lead a liTe of alico rares,
Matching the futture wvith the past iii vain,

tfPerhaps iL rnay delight in after years
To cout our long past wanderiugs oer iain,

Te sinile a happy swile at aIl our fears,
And rend the nets of that, uncrring wil
That darkly uaining we cal good and ill.

There is a rest, for us beyoud thé ring
That bounds thesé curving seas, beyond thre uight

0f ivundcring teuipests, and wliere changes. bring
No'ývinter's breatli, ne gathering glooni cf uiight.

There fahII ne shadéow from despair's dark wing,
But long content the traniquit bosoin fille
And beauty crowns tIme everlasting his.

Neot like tbc se islands o! dlesire that cheer,
Thé heurt, rvith, hopos of joys it may net feel,

That as they mkecl the distant wrave, app0ar,
Clad witlî el glories that aur dreains reveai,

But whoro thé wanderer tutuat forever hear
Tho rote of sud waves on a lonely coast
Strown wiV..j Ltme wr.Žcks cf ventures liTe had lest.
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Weo scuk a land thc homie of all things fair
That tee, too accu to leave us lufe bestows;

A land wvhere grief and suffering (lie, and whore
No voice of storni shall ever mar repose,

No rnurniur as far offtfi-oui %vavcs of cave,
Tiiere shall bp no more sou. no sen, no sen,
No rnning, hoïneless, nielancholy sea.

And that exeniplar of a-life sublime
Strong aspiration for itself lias wroughit,

Btit yielded nol, to, search by sen, or chi>e,-
The purer. nobler self long vainly souglit

lu the uncertain course of mauzy tinie.
Lingers to wCIcoine us on youdler side.
There we shall grasp it and be satisfied.

'Tis nuL; alune that that new liTe shall keep
No vexing mnemories of servile year,

Nor that in immortality's broad sweep
The long abuse of tirue shall disappear,

There we shall knowv all mysteries, dark, and deep,
And learn howv strangely seeming is combine
To wvork the counsels of a love divine.

This wnrld 3od's band bath forrned upon it bears
Unuinhered traces of the first inipress

Of beauty'a signet and tho simile it wears
Makes glad the heurt wiith wondrous loveliness,

The dwcUling-piace celestial ho prépares
In that brighit realni bas charins boyond compare,
Bye bath net sen a vision haif se fuir.

Swveet voices flout uround us even here,
Glad voicea call us o'cr the sumrner sen,

Nature bath coutitless toues 'with power to choor,
The toiled-bovred heuart %vith gratef-al molody,

But never yct biath failen on hunian enr
Sucb, strains as yen triumphant choira proiong
Iu vsiiying cadence of unending song.

Dreain the bright dreain of fancy, let tho mna
Portray the 1vonders of that blessed sphere

Wliere hope nt last its long songhit gooil shall find,
Aud life and nct ho joy not pain as hcro;

Yet is thé bliss of hecaven tnndefinod,
Thoughit caranot sound its depths nor reach its

heights,
Wish cannot nuniber its divine delights.

Look, up.-the xnorning of a fairer day
Breaks slowiy dawning o'er theso wastes of foatu,

Onr night of exile passez swift away ;
The distance hoids for us a tearlesa bomne

Unsecu but e t not far, net far away ;
*Sticl bopes are t.bine 0 mani the sport cf Lie,
Such glorica ripe> in celestial prime.
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