A

ORION.

‘['wo mighty arms of thunder-cloven rock
Srretched ever westward toward the setting sun,
And took into their ancient scarred embrace
A laughing valley and a crooning bay.
‘he gods had stilled them in their primal throes,
nd broken down their writhed extremities
Scheer to the open sea.  And now pine-belts
And strayed fir-copses lined their shaggy sides;
And inland toward the island’s quiet heart
WVhite torrents cleft the screens, and answered each
o other from the high cliffs closer drawn,
ept ever brimming from eternal caves
n azure deeps of snow, and feeding full
A strong, swift river. And the river flowed
WVith tumult, till it caught the mighty speech
Rolled upward from the ocean, when it paused,
And hushed its rapid song in reverence,
nd wound slow-footed through the summer vale,
nd met its sovereign with majestic calm,




