
Me cWarshes of .7'antramare

RECOLLECTION.

k VENING is falling with a star:
I wander lonely and afar

Down by the marshes of Tantrainar.

The broad, red west li-e a furnace Z-,YO"'S,
And the wind like.a Titan's bellows blows,
'Till one could not tell if it burned oy ýfroze-

Wide reaches the strand4of Fundy's 'bay,A-g-leam with the sinkinor licrht of day,
ýt) 1 ît) 1 zý)

As the tide-wave-spent-it rolls away.

A timbered bridae with- shddows black,
And spans awry, an ancient wrack,
I cross it over the turbid track-.

The gurorlingr owl of the inuddy tide
Creéps ùp by the bridgre's leaninor side,P4 Z«,) e>

And a sound, like the voice of one who cried,

Turns the spectral bridge to «a-haunted tower,
-Where the bravest heart would bc! like to,.,

cower
If he chanced tha\tý-ýray at a darker hour.


