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Tô my son ont hUs Rcturn ilt (iLe Pcifie Whalcr.

['on nIIE il. mu.M.

OFT ba-Ve 1 thou-lit of thec rny boy,

Since thou diJst leave thy niotter's si-de;
13y dreams of sorrow and ofjoy

Thy father bas beeri tried.

Woe bias ofr touch'd thy mother's breast,

And care with tears bas dimmed bier cye

Thou-bts rose of happy days of rest,

Alih days to us so long -one by.

Oh ! ncver leave thy native land,

Agaio to tempt the deep's loud roar

Soon shall 1 feel De-ath's with'ring band,

And then may earthly race is o'er.

Hai rjfx sept. 1830. E.G.

THE BOATING PARTY.

[F'OR THSE H. M1. M.]
Tnc' day was fine, the sun did elhic,

The trees were green, and alU,
Mben Ma did to bier daugbter hay,

"Do go brin- down my shawl-
Go asIr vour pa to -et flic boat,

And we will bave a siil.*"
Oh la! dear mn.," exclainmed miss Jane,

"We're sure to bave a g-ale
And there's no fun in zettingsiýc1c,

There is no fun at al,
Tbe (leuce a pleasurr iii the boat,

WVbenc'er there ii a squall.''1

Il Oh no,"1 Say% Ma, Il go ask your pa,
And hie will say niy loves,

Thbat -ve must go to MilIcr's Is'ec-
Do go brin- down rny gloves,

Go asic %Our a.unt, andi :sali I arn";'
Butletsy, and bier daugb."

14 I go,"' çays jane, IlWC mi-lit c'eLiç
On land as wc] 1 as w'vatcr.

Bunt tbcre's no f'un in gettivg ticlZ &c.


