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AN ODE FOR THE CENTENARY OF SHELLEY’S BIRTH
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O TrANQUIL meadows, grassy Tantramar,

Wide marshes ever washed in clearest air,
Whether beneath the sole and spectral star

The dear severity of dawn you wear,
Or whether in the joy of ample day

And speechless ecstasy of growing June
You lie and dream the long blue hours away

Till nightfall comes too soon,

Or whether, naked to the unstarred night,
You strike with wondering awe my inward sight,—
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_You know how I have loved you, how my dreams
Go forth to you with longing, though the years

That turn not back like your returning streams
And fain would mist the memory with tears,



