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ON BEING JEERED AT FOR WASTING TIME
ON THE MUSEa

I love to gaze on the evening star.Wheu the 8uii*8 far down In the west.When no rude voice la heard afarAnd the world in huahed in rest:
Jfjjr then my thoughU are holler far.Than amongst mankind's discordant jar.

T??».™2"°^,*° **^¥*» ' >ove to scale.At the dawning of the day,And hear the warbler's music shrillAnd see the lambkins play.
For then mv thoughts do soar nfar.Above mankind'saiscoi^ant jar.

When the moon sends forth her silverv ravn.And peace and silence reign,
"^«'T rays,

Yon crystal stream I love to trace,

^K ^ * binding down the glen.Where the woodman's hut is placed nf-i.
Fix>m maiikind's rude, discoJCtlar. *

Ah, ye who mock and jeer at the muse
i"d worship Mammon^ store.

*

xe little know what joy ve lom
Supplied to the flowiigVer.
Jeer on, jeer on. ve may scorn and scoffThere's a charm L the muse ye knS^ „*ot of.

TO THE GUARDIANS OF MANITOBA
AT OTTAWA.

Three million acres given awa'
NoogudesakeonlyBearl
^aeguaitlian chiels at OttawaWould gar a Quaker swear.
Sir John & Co., it isna fair
lo keep the youngest bairn so bare.
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