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WIND OF THE SOUTH.

Brmsing mo back the days when walking over the hill aide 
Many a time we met, we who shall meet not again.

There are the Myrtles still, there twine the clambering 
Garden and granite cliff, there are they still 

There by a wine dark sea, dark bloom Constant,-,’a vineyards I 
hero are the tall black ships moored in the mirroriL wave I 

C angelcss when all ,s changed, and fair as last I beheld them 
Çaïutly, with farewell gaze, over the heave of the sea- 

Bringing mo back the thoughts and the days that am, and that 
Seen through the torrent’s mist, heard through th
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A LORD OF THE CREATION.

PART III.
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Chapter X.—(Continued.)
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