
The joyous streamiet, whose refreshing wave
Strength to their fainting spirits freely gave,-

The budding corn they fondly hoped to reap,
The sportive flocks that round the pastures leap,
The verdant fields their tÔils had taught to bloorE4
The stately woods, whose reverenfial gloom
A holy fervor to their prayers supplied,
As bow'd their knee at placid eventide.
Oh! power divine! that by a thousand ties
Can bind the heart to all that round it lies,

How many tender thoughts the bosom swell
M'hen e'en to woods and wilds we say fareweIL

Methinks as on the sorrowing Exiles move,
1 see their pathway strewed by those they love,
IIark the pale cheek-, the swoll"n and streaming eye,
And hear the burstinc, sob and thrillin« cry;
M'hile aged temples to the dust are bow*d,
And wailin'g infantý swell the mournful crowd

Iro Boyhoods breast the form of Beauty springs,
And, round his neck- with frantic fondness clings,
M-hile look-s that waft the eloquence of years,

From, soul to soul: are beaminer through their tears.
The Father stoops, while vet he may, to trace

His manly features in his infanfs face,
To soothe the anguish of the hea,%ing breast,
That form"d the pillow of his nightlv rest,
And k-nows that ere a few short hours e--pire

His Wife will want a mate, his child a sire-

Methinks I hear the solemn hyrýn they sung,
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