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AT CONEY ISLAND.

Singon,ý"greats.ea*,,singontbycosniie,ý-on&,,.
Whieh thon hast sung fr"oiü all eternitýý

So solem.n*,- slow, and most majesticali,
Tiiine own insistent, slow, susurrant sona.

.Tliou wasbest Encyland 'link* thou'art'lm
Between.-sweet England and- her lonely son.

Sintit on; the earth thèse me'n may mar, the sea
They cannot mar, Thon- art not -a1 ways cal m-

But is thy blackest night, Èent.by thy most
Teiiipestuous hutricane to be compa'red

-s -that toss the heart and- soul ?-Eno«ugh
Th, in ý'1ï ngest on; grant-me so 'too to sing.
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