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Betwveen me and the shimmering his,

Betwveen me and the nearer plain
Sorne baud unseen shakes out -nd fuls

Trhe gossarner curtain of the ramn.
The siant liues weave a liquid wvoof

Across aurial wefts of rags
Sloped tent-wvise. like a Moorish roof,

And swva3ing as a fountain swags.
Wind-blown aniong its towers anci treps

Where ail day long the stinsbine lies,
In those wvarrn lands beyond the seas

WVhither niy frostcelipt fancy flies.
Pale through the silver-tinted rnist

The autumn landscape colours shine
In sapphire and ini amethyst,

In opal and clear hyaline.
Yet looking forth I but behoid

The desert stretching many a mile,-
The Arab and bis carhel-fold,

In ranless vaiieys of the Nule.
Under the Sphynx's level lids,

O'er arid plain, througb rocky gorge,
Once more beneath the pyramnids

Advance the standards of St. George.
Once more the ancien t faitb-cry

«,St. George and merrie E ngiand" stirs
The vault of the Egyptian sky,-

The dust of her dead Emperors.
O gallant Cheittain brave and bold,

The flower of Christian cbivalry-
Look fromn thy fastness, and behold

The price thy Engiand pays for tbee!
We weep for him of Kbiva siain,

With Albion in her sea-girt isie,
And Egypt gives us not again

Ail our young voyageurs of ber Nule.
But thou, caged eagle! at thy gate

The traitor Sbeiks betray thy faitb,
And tby brave comrades corne too late

For augbt but to avenge tby deatb.
Land of dead glories,-meeting-place

0f Cbristian faith surviving ioss,
And the false prophet and bis race,

Tbe crescent and the holy cross:
It must be tbat the Cross shail win.

T.hat flag, to every wvind unfurled,
Shall gather from the nations in

The hope and blossomn of the world.
And English hands plant here again,

Where history and mnankind began,
Tbe sced of that divinest grain

Whose nobiest fruit is nobler man.
Rain. winter ram !-lowver wînter skies!

To-day ye wvrap the world in gioomn
For our dead bero where he lies

Voiceiess and siain in fallen Khartoumu.
K. S. McL.

This poerm was written in i885, witbin a
few days af ter the niews camne of the deatb
of tbe heroic General Gordon in Egypt.


