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Or Mina's gfrapes of coolest wine,
Likec Zarmain's ivitter to my taste ;

And oranges, Iolcleii as il minie

0f Padislbahs,- drop down ini hisciotis wvastc.

And opening tlieir ci-camy rinds,
Iiiiui-neroits virtues arc revealed;-

\'ould tliat 1 hiad a thonsand mids,

A\nd could cnjov the I)1CnsurCs that thev y'ic1d

SNVift fligh1t: 11pon1 a bridled steed,
WThoge trappings glcam lilze virgin stars

A myvriad Siîoilr-igclantices frecd
Fromn cascmcents sinit ini rose- encircle d bars.

Froi Tuba"s bralichcs sw'ccps a birdl,-
Sclavat,-diving ini the strearu,

And hiardlv is the water stirred
Till evcry spreading spray scemis in my dreain,

An aglradiant by the throlic,
Pleading foi-givcnicss with their tears,

For greater Sins of mine to atone

And Sharmes uprising fr-omu forgotten years.

JOHN STUART rOS .
New~ York City.
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