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Blowing over the roofs. and down
"1«'Ii(- bright, ýstreets of this inland towu.

'l"Ilese busy erowds. these ro(-kingl-rees,-
What strange note hast thou catiorlit f i-om these ?

A, note of waves and rushin(y tides,
Wliere past the dykes the red flood glides,

To brim the shinincf ehaimels farC
VI-) thegreen plains of 'l"autramar.

Otiee more 1 snuff the salt. 1 stand
On the long dyk-eýs of Wèstiiioreland

1 wateli -the naiTowing flats, the Strip
M red clay at the water's lip

Far off the nýt-reels brown aDd high.
Aiîd W)M-t-iiasts slim against, the sky1 -

Along the ridges of the dykes
Wiiid-I)eaten seaut. sea-grass, and spikes-

Of last vear's mulleiu -. down the slopes
To lanàward, in' the sun. thick ropes

Of Mue vetch and eonvolvulus
And matted roses alorious.

The liberal blooms oerbrim iny bands;
1 walk the level. wide marsh-lands

Waist-deep in dusty-blofflomed grass
1 watch the swooping breezes pass

lu sudden long pale limes, that iffee
Up the deep breast of this green sea.


