
rUE VOYAGE OF ITHOBAL
Then as I stood upon my steering deck

Eyeing the bare crags pass, and new peaks spring

Out of the blue, Nesta was by my side.

And took my hand whispering : " Master 1 1 saw

Good omen at the dawn. Kneeling to pray,

When the first gold lit on Astarte's bird

Which is upon our stem, I marked her stretch

Her silver wings to all their glittering le'.igth.

And arch her shining neck, and utter low

The love-note of a Dove ; I think she hears

Some home sounds in the air, or seeth that

Which promiseth us rest." Even as she spake,
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