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As we wvho joyXously once rode
So often forth to trumpet sound
Pass guarded gates, by ways that wound

O'er drawbridges, through mnoats, and showed
The 'vast St. Lawrence flowing, belt
The Orlean's Isle, and seaward meit;

Then past old walls by cannon crowned,
Down stai?.-like streets, to where wve feit

The sait %vinds biown o'er meadow ground.

Where flows the Charles past wharf and dock,
And iearning fromn Lavai looks down,
And quiet convents grace the town.

There swift ta, meet the hattle shock
Montcalm rushed on; and eddying back
Red slaughter marked the bridges track;

See now the shores with lumber brown,
And girt w)ihappy lands that lack

No Ioveliness of Summner's crown.

Quaint hamiet-alleys border-filied
With purpie lilacs, poplars tai],
Where flits the yeiiow bird, and fal

The deep eave shadows. Thert when tilled
The peasant's field or gairden bed,
He rests content if o'er his head

From silver spires the church beils cali
To gorgeops shrines, and prayers that gi!d

The simple hopes and lives of ail.

Winter is mocked by garbs of green,
Worn by the copses flaked with snow.-
WVhite spikes and bails of bloom, that blow

In hedgerows deep: and cattle seen
In rneadows sparkling tbick with gold,
And giebes where loyers' fates are told

Around the red-doored bouses iow;
Whi!e rising o'er them, fold on fold,

The distant his in azure glow.

Olt in the woods we long delayed,
When hours were minutes al toc brief,
For nature kntet no sound & grief;

But overhead the breezes played,


