
Some fair some bronz'd ey other ather,
By Ind s t'oo well remembWd- heat,
Or lold Atlantie's blindiný. sleet,
Who e'en might of the ý Crimea-tell, -
Or what. in later'times befell
Talk to* of scen-es that they did know
The siege of Delhiý--or Lucknow,

Such therg were there, yet now tliey stand,In this far we-distant stern land
Whilst others haveý Îheir'sails-unfurl'd

To ticy their advent J't'n the worlé!
God go-mnt their -ý-pyages may,.be
But happy ones to memory

_"M The supper Ô'er we lay xisi. down
Tipon ùÎe nearest« softest oTound,
And sleep as tired mortals can,

When'Morpheus steeps the soul of man,
'When -tired fraîne 0--eroomes the mindLeaïng thelagging thou ts behindgh

So night,,retreatsý"fore day again,
That breïaks with-wind and beavyram

But> asý,ý'the àun rose higher through
The vâult 'of »God's ethâreal blue
The gleams bath'd affi, while lake'and.tre.e,

ung, as if'in iiÉagery,
Sgme fairy legend did unfold,
The--scenes oftîn our childÈood told
So Sol once more asÉertîs his. sway,
And rules supremely through. the day.

We leave the bay, *hat beauty there-
PeRucid *ater-balmy air,

Green waving trees-dark rocks-whose -00M
Wiý:ûé- worthY.".of a hermit ', toiâb

DiversiHed -by iàlaiids greený,
Thàt shine bé neath the glrious sheen,
Of tliat great light' thatwondrou Pa oi b

Where epeculation May absor1ý'


