
inay 1 boldly Strike iliy sit-rpl'e Ivre-
Perchance tw*lllive'lik-sometaý,,Iltowýrinrrs

Its little hour, or, rudely smitten down-
ln frao-ments lie nerrlected on the ground.

Well, bc it ,-,oý the ivork itself may find
A kindred spirit to the builders mind;
Perchance, of greater art and wider fiâme,

Who'li chanîgcýit to a.ýthinçr a diff'rent namC.
Still it may live, and from its- fragment3 raise,

A somethincr to exist, and merit praise.
Nowl my advenerous song" gocs bick to tell

Of hirn, who..ivhenl faintinrr- faint'ed fell
-And lay expos'd to die ! sých. succour gave
As quite restord and sav'd me frorri. the 'grave'!
Of hirn 1 need not, for-.hîmself does speak

Wipinrr -the 1 bi(y tear" from. his 1- fùrrowed cheelý»ý'
- Stranger. friend," (lie, thus to me berran
1-1 feel thatiou're my fellow creature-man,

nd'bide you hère wîthin. my hermit cell
To hear mv talc-for ere'you kave 1 ivell

Do' li-now thîs arred head of mine ivill -bc
Qui.et in death Itis no vain prophecy."

Years have roll'd,' (and then he -aïd around
Yes, years have passd since AeIter here 1 found'

One half century, and one quarter more
Ilave passd since first I trod IN e n,-B runSD w, ick 's, shore,

And» one centurys quarter, less twice two.
Had passd oer me when''that 1 bade adieu

To parents, brothers, Sisters country, and
The fairest flowr that bloom'd in 'Erin''s land
Pardon the weakress of a 'poor old man"

For -' flesh is ficsh,' resist it as we can
Pardon this çvea«kness, for 1 here spealc truth,
When memory ýarrics me back to scenes of y, outh,
And flings the sombre veil of tiffie aside

When vo'uth. in all its beauty,, bloom pride,


