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LIGHT.

HE following poem has been pronounced by English erities
to be the finest production of its length in the language :

From the quickened womb of the primal gloom,
The sun rolled, black and bare,

Till I wove him a vest for his Ethiop breast,
Of the threads of my golden hair ;

And when the broad tent of the firmament
Arose on its airy spars,

I pencilled the hue of its matchless blue,
And spangled it around with stars.

I painted the flowers of the Eden bowers,
And their leaves of living green,

And mine were the dyes in the sinless eyes
Of Eden’s Virgin queen ;

And when the art in the thoughttul heart
Had fastened its portal spell,

In the silvery sphere of the first-born tear
To the trembling earth I fell.

When the waves that burst o’er a world accursed
Their work of wrath had sped,

And the Ark’s lone few, tried and true,
Came forth among the dead,
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