
72 COIT CORRESPONDENCE.

Fair Portland, IJjuiijcjj-— wheresoe'r

Our eajfle .sproiuls his pinions,

Or waves aloft the English fla«

In Britain's proud dominions

—

The words were kind, the clasp was warra,

The smile was bri<::ht an({ beamin«;,—
O, well they knew how nnich was true—
Mow little of it seeming!

So spite of the waves, and spite of the fog,

And spile of the wind and weather,

You never met
A merrier set

As the Coits sailed on together.
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