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The Galaxy

- Torront of light and river of the air,
Alang wWhote bed the ghmmanng sLAM are seen
Like godd and giver sands in Some raving
Whent MOUntash dtreams have beft their channels barel
The Spaniard 1ees n thee tha Pt gy, wWhars
g pairgn SNt descended in tho sheen
his Celésbal anm OF, O SErefeE
And guiet nghts, when all the hodens were falr
Mot this | s88, nor yet the anclent fable
Of Phadton's wild course, that scorched the skies
Wherg'er the hoofs of his hot cowrsers brod;
Bart the white drift of workds o'er chasms of sable,
The star-gust that = whirled aloft and Mees
From the Inviaibie charsot -whseals of God



