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ARIZONIAN.



Beeause the akies wore blue, becouns,
The sun in feinges of the aea

Was tungled, and delightfully

Eept dancing on ez e a waeliz,

And trapie treet bon'd to the 2aas,

And Woom'd and bore, years throgh ond through,
Aud hirey in blended godd ond bve
Wera thisk wnd swect o searming beos,
And mang @4 i ¥n porediee,

And all thett poredive war spring—
Ihd T ivo sing 1ith Hfted sges,

Hegagze Teowld sot ehoose haul wing.,

IWid porments full of senoinds Mown
Fram tales begrond of apiee and Dalm,
Bsside the sew, bernsath har prin,

e waits ae Fae ur chiseld atore.

My ehildhsed'n ¢hild & g JFume fn May !
B3 woisar thun tAy Fother iz,

Theas lines, thewe Feaves, and oll of thix
<te thing—a loose, nncouth boguet.

S teedt el wertsh For worl wad sign

A ahip shall mowaz the hallow waos,
Blown to thy plase of blassondd trocs,
And birds, and sang, ond siminer-rhine,

£ throw & kiss qorses the asn,

£ drink the winds 20 drinking e,
Al deeamn they alf eve Mven from thee -
T eatel: the welisper'd bize of thine.

Ehall I return with Hftod foce,

Or head held down ae in disgrace,

Ty holdd By twe Arvicn bondy i mine 7

Exsuano, [87],
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ARITADNTAN.

WY T have sasd, and T say it ever,
Az the years go on and the world goes over,

"I'were hetter to be content and clever
In tending of cattle and tossing of clover,
In the grazing of cartle and the growing of grain.
Thas & stroog man siriving for Bume or gain
He even az kine in the red-tipp’d chover |
For they lie down and their rests are rests,
A the days are theirs, come sun cotme rain,
To lie, rize up, and repose again |
While we wizsh, vearn, and do pray in vain,
And hope o ride on the billows of hosoms,
And hope o rest in the haven of breasis,
Till the heart is sicken'd and the fair hope dead ;
Be even as clover wilh its erown of blossoms,
Fven az hlossoms are che bloom is shed,
kigs'd by kine and the beown sweet bee
For these have the sun, and moon, and air,
And never a bit of the burthen of care ;
And with all of our caring what more have we ?
[ would coutt content like a lover lonely,
I would woo her, win her, and wear her anly,
And never go over this white sea wail
For gold or glory or or aught at all.”

He said these things as he stood with the Squire
Hy the river's rim in the fields of clover,
While the stream flow’d under and the clouds Hew over,
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With the sun tangled in and the fnnges afire,
S0 the Squire lean’d with a kind desire

T humor his guest, and to hear his story ;
For his guest had gold, and he yet was clever,
And mild of manner ; and, what was more, he,
In the moming's ramble, had praised the kine,
The clover's reach and the meadows fine,
And soomade the Squire s friend for ever.

His Tow was brown™d by the sun and weather,
And ronch’'d by the Leerible hand of time ;
His rich black beard had a frioge of rime,
As silk and silver nwove together.
I'here were hoops of gold all over his hands,
And across his lireast, in chains and bands,
Broad and massive as belts of leather,
And the belts of goid were brght in the sun,
Bt Lrighter than gold his black eyes shone
From their sad Gee-seiting 5o swarth and dun,
Hrighter than beaatiful Sancan stone,
Brighter even than halls of fire,
Az he said, hot-faced, in the face of the Squire :

1 he pines bon'd over, the stream bent under
The cabin cover'd with thatehes of palm,
Down in a canon se cleft asunder
Hy sabrestroke in the voung world’s prime,

It fook'd as broken by bolts of thunder,

And bursted asunder and rent and riven

By carthguakes, driven, the torhulent time

A red cross lifted red hands to heaven.

And this in the land where the sun goes down,
And gold is gather'd by tide and by stream,
And maidens are hrown as the cocoa brown,
And a life 15 a fove and a love 15 a dream ;
Where the winds come in from the far Cathay
With odor of spices and balm and bay,

And summer abideth for aye and aye,



