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ODE TO GASPE.

\

Oh
!
God, to whom, I daUy pray,-

Asaist me, m this humble lay

;

lMph« «ny pen, inspire my verse,
Whae thy goodn«» I rehearse.

In Gaspe Bay, I write this theme,
To honor God, in Jesu's name

;

A God of grace, a God oflove,
^''^o ^«*« triumphant from above.

ThiaGaspe, is a lovely place, ^
i^ddeck'd with nature's everyg^cel

• Vith sea, with mountains, lofty trees.
While gentle zephyr's fims the breeze.

The God of miture. here points to man.
Says, learn a lesson, if you can ;

'

Here miture's v^ice, proclaims his power
But man, ibi^gets him every hour.

Here too, theGod of grace1^ doHT,.
But,Oh!Ifearitistofix)wn;

^ ''"here. Oh! mehmcholy thought.
The god of grace, is set at nought.

tothisgweetptaoe,Oh! whatablot,
\ Ihe sabbath day, i« quite forgot;

Here men are idle, boys they phiy, \
And dnecnteb this holy day.

\
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