
A little fartber to westward, on Bostick's rock-girt isle,
Réseneatk and Channel Vista, with happy fates smile;

Swift, through the island mazes the light came and skiff
Dart in their playful races, past lichen--drested cliff,
Waking the sleeping echoes wïth merry laugh and shout,

Or singing the evening song, ai the evenieg stars shine out;
Or, in the depths of its lonely bay,» in the Sabbath sunset

fàir,
&M holier notes àscending, bear the voice of praise and

prayer-
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