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TrHE sEA.

Oh great, wide, heaving ocean, witb the sea birds fing
o'er, 

yn

Your moods are ever changing as you kiss each rock bound
shore,

Like a playful ch~id you sometinies seein W f rolic o'er the
st rand,

Vour gentie wsvelets glistening 'gainst the dark aud
rmîgged land.

But oh, when roused to anger, how yuuir frothing, lashing
spray

Cornes hounding, rtishing, tuinbling, front o'erthe great sea
w&Y,

Like deinons stung to fuiry your wundirous breakers roar,
Of your tyranny and inischief tliere seeins an endiess store!

Then when the storni is over lxow tender is your mien!
One feelsi une vaut forgive yoti for the tyrant you have been,
For you tinrn the gent le mother, suftly cruoningo erthe be
0f t he peaveful ues t hat -sIttnier, t be %virked storm-fiend's

dead.

Ah, you nurse thein oh, -,o geutty, yoti who took, life's
lreatli away,

And foudly will yon keepi tltem-aye tili tbe Jiidgment
Day.

oh se& su sad, su soleinn, yet 1alayful sud su free,
ln whatever mni 1 Iind yu yoti"re stili the .rame to me.

To your voiee 1 love tu listen, he it gent le or ninkind.
Mulsic fili Of rulbtire tu every round 1 find,
Aud 1beauIty lies aruimnd yu wlieu the st'n-gluw c&sts its

sheen
On earh rippling wave that rzlistens, ruahing fairer stiil

i lie wene.


