
Oavio L] THE CHASE.

Prolonged the spelling bugle-note.

The owlets started from their dream.
The eagles answered with their scream.
Round and around the sounds were cast,

Till echo seemed an answering blast

;

And on the Hunter hied his way.
To join some comrades of the day,
Yet often paused, so strange the road.
So wondrous were the scenes it showed
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The western waves of ebbing day "
Rolled o'er the glen their level way

;

Each purple peak, each flinty spire.

Was bathed in floods of living fire.

But not a setting beam could glow
Within the dark ravines below.

Where twined the path in shadow hid.

Round many a rocky pyramid,
Shooting abruptly from the dell

Its thunder-splintered pinnacle;

Round many an insulated mass.
The native bulwarks of the pass.

Huge as the tower which builders vain
Presumptuous piled on Sliinar's plain.

The rocky summits, split and rent,

Formed turret, dome, or battlement.
Or seemed fantastically set

With cupola or minaret.

Wild crests as pagod ever decked,
Or mosque of Eastern architect.

Nor were these earth-born castles bare.

Nor lacked they many a banner fair

;

For, from their shivered brows displayed.
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