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*Tis Illusion (|iiiTiji<*s a ilreiiiii to a vision.

And that <i;iv<'S to the lovely, ethereal eharnis;

And shines like the cloud; oh, so brilliant,

Elysian,

Hold Ixion once niadiv caught in his arms.

'Tis Illusion alone .uives win.ns to the veal;

Who lijihts with her spleuilor the connu(»n

place day

;

And crowns with a halo fair Fancy's ideal.

Whose jrlory, oh I never should fa<le, here,

awav!
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