
THE BAY OF STURGEONS

^ the grtve or Uttla-ground,
Whew «tch warrior ileept.

Once by thwe shore, thew warrior, played

An7«T ^'""^ "" '»"^«° .trayodf'And a. they parted coyly stayed
To plight their troth.

^d oft when .nmmer moons were younff,When .waying branches murmuring hun^
J^hispered their love, in unknown toSOft in the autumn harvest fea4
Through purple mists from out 'the cast

Kise o'er the forest.

Hero many a warrior sleops below,
Hi. place of rest full well they know,

But m these dreamy walls of fern.
Swathed m deep rest, they never turn.

Through the dim age. soft they sleep.
Wrapt ,n calm slumber, long and deep,
While Nepenthean dews their eyelids steep.

Awild, strange banquet long am
Y^rte '° ""^* "' festive glowAnd mirthful sounds, burnt sudden low.

sunset, old long wandered down:O ancient Indian shore and town.
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