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Oh, scones of my childhood, why do you still haunt mo, 
Shoot not thine arrow ho dose to my hoart,

Why Hlmtihl l mourn, for ,tho days Hint nro gone hy, 
Orlovo for those pleasures that nono can Imparl.

Still In my dreams. T imagine Iho bounty,
That nature sublime in such moasuro did till,

When Hiinrays shone forth on the dazzling rivulets, 
That coursed down the slopes of dear Saddle Hill.

As 1 gazed on those scones, all their grandeur Inhaling, 
My young glowing heart, It loapoil forth with a will, 

While the Ideating of luinhkins resound through the

1C u < dr id lu g the herders of Old Huddle lllll.

To staiiil on Ils summits, while sunhoains adorning 
Those crags that hy nature prop out old and quaint. 

And lmmlli Iho pure.air, that sweeps past in the 
summer,

M’h a Vs wafted mo cooling from grand latdy Lake.

TVs there that the landscape Its homilies unfolding 
Rollout hack Us shadows o’ul' valley and rill,

While Iho llu'ushuhimls Its In vh In melodious sweetness, 
Adds lustre superior lo Old Huddle lllll.

Unchanged there It lies refulgent In homily,
And catches the faint rays of eiuili fast waning moon, 

Absorbing the dews on Ms thinly clad foliage,
While Illy and daisy shout forth In fid I bloom.

To Ihliüt of Iho past, when It lay there no mnely, 
UulTciliig Iho tempests as long, long ago,

Unirod save hy denizens prowling t he forest, 
fn paths whbro the red mail found pleasure to roam.

Anclentbimle they may sing of their own dells and lliolv 
mountains,

And echo sweet strains over valley and rill,
Hut to mo all Is lost In true adoration,

Of thy grandeur, dear Old Huddle Hill.
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