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Thtxe are hiif xtrfrhex of the rmnwoii trai/,

C'aiit/hf /row the phnum f/mf hare held me lonti.

Near the {/reen warxhlninlx, nii'l the, red tides xtrowj;

Whoxe fleetinij jtictiire-t/forj/ I iroiild. stay.

These (ire hut ij/liifs f'roiti a fii/ht-ttooded, day.

Whether in picture, or in xinipl ,11111:

My teoA^her hath heeii hind nor led me n'rouif

Thromjh xeOMonn of ra/in lahnr and disfi/ay.

The jturjtoMe. ofmy pirtnres n'on/d not hont

. Only that life hath ftlea^nre for the eye.

My lines ironid point the way info the heart

Of all this i/lory, n-hirh will set a^/l(>n<

Thy ptiKsinii flays; vnfil the rhapsody

Of wakened life, of thee heroines ajtart.
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