
THE UNNAMED LAKE.

THE UNNAMED. LAKE.

ITsleeps among the.thousând hills

Where no man ever trod,

And only nature% music fillsý

The silences of God.

Great rnountains tower above its shore,

areen rushes fringe it!§-brim,

And o'er its breast for evermore

The wanton breezes skim.

Dark clouds that intercept the sun

Go there in Sprin to weep,

And there, when Autumn days are done,

White mists lie down to sleep.


