
TO ORKNEY. 
. . . ~ .  

IANDof the whirlpool, tomen4 foam; ' ..,. .' 
Where oceans meet inmaddening shock 

The beetling cliff, the shelvingholm,. 
Thb h k , insidious mck; . ., ,~ ~ 

' 
~ ~h d  of the bleak, the treelessmoor, 

The sterile mountain, seared And rim; . 
~'Theeshapeleas cairn,-the ruined towe< ., ' 

Scathed by the bolts of heeven; 
The yawning gulf, the treacherous nand ;- . 
I love thee still,my nativi land I. .. .. 

land of the dnrk, the Bunio rhyme, 
The mystic ring, the cavern how, 

The Scmdinavinn seer, sublime 
I n  legendery lore; 

Land of a thowand eking8 graves-

Thm tameless e t a  of thepad, 


Fierce as their subject Arctio waves, 

Or hyperborem blast ; 

Though polar billows m u d  thee fonm, 
I love thee I-thou wert onoe my home, 

With glowing heart and Sand lyre, 
Ah 1 mnld some native bard eriae 

To sing, with all a poet's fire, 
Thy stern sublimities-- 

The maring flood, the rushing stream, 
The pmmontory wild and bare, 

The pyramid where sea-birdn scream 
Aloft in middle air, 

The Druid temple on the heath, 
Old even beyond tradition's breath. 



-- 
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The Temple ot Nature. w-rlq 

Though I hnve named thmngh verdant &dm, 
In clondlessclimes, 'nesth ssura ekk;  

Or pluoked from beauteous Orient meadn 
Plowem ofoelwtial d y ~; 

Though I have laved in llmpid streama 
That murmur over galden muds, 

Or basked amid the f;lgent beams 
That &me o'er fairer lands:~~ 

Or stretohed me in the ~parrygrot,-
My country I thou wert ne'er'formt. 


