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AT GOVERNOR'S BAY. 

A cross the hills we 'went that day, 
Across the hills - oh, golden 

time/-
The sea, the sky made one sweet 

1'hyme, 
And nothing could OU?' hearts affray. 

The blue bay slept in holy peace, 
Nor S((,U) how clear it mirrored 

there 
The cliffs and islands /loating near. 

Awaiting the sweet day's decease. 
Dolce A. Cabot. 


