
TO A HU G-BIRD.

IT CoMeS Ms strange bird from a"dàtant clime

Has fied with arrwy speed on flutiVfing wing,
From the sweà south, all skk of reveffing,

It wanders hitherward to rest a time,

And ta,«m the hardy flora of the weist.

And now, 0 joy! the urchins hear the mifth

Of its liglit wings, and crouch unto the earth

In watchfiil e£gerness, contented, blet.

Bird of eternal summers! thou dostwake,

Wheneer thou Sniest and where'er thou art,

À new-born gladnm in my swelling heart.

Go, gentle fl:utterer, my blesaing take

Leia ne a bird thou hast appeared to me

Thm som* e sweet faucy mi old poisy.
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