
AUTOCHTHON,

Hurled back, defeated, like a child I sought

The loving shelter of my native fields,

Where fancy still her magic scepter wields,

And still the miracles of youth are wrought.

'Twas here that first my eager spirit caught

The rapture that relentless conflict yields,

And, scorning peace and the content that shields.

Took life's wild way, unguarded and untaught.

Dear Mother Nature, not in vain we ask

Of thee for strength ! The visioned victories

Revive my heart, and golden honors gleam

:

For here, once more, while in thy love I bask.

My soul puts forth her rapid argosies

To the uncharted ports of summer dream.


