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THIE BXILE'S RETURN.

Istood on the hill-top and I gazed on the
plain,

I had come back to see my old home onee
again.

But I kuew not the wansion that stood by
the rill,

And 1 knew not the cottage that clung to
the hill,

And T knew not the stream that was daneing
along,

And I knew not the peasant there singing
his song.

But I kuew ‘the old tower that is mouldering
away

It wounld qccm when [ left it, “twas but yes-
terday,

And I an“ the brown mont thai.arose in
the vale,—

And { knew the old pathway thatled thro’ the

o dale

And I l\nc\\' the old abbey, all ruined and
hoar,

For it stun(k us it stood when'I saw it before.

With .l throb in my heart and a ‘tear in my

ey

Ic(xllcd a good peasantwhowas p:x==11)~ me by,

“Say, friend,” did I ask him, could you
tell me the one,

Who now lives in yon mansion so0 a(.ucl\'
and lone?”

“Tis the lord P—was his
loxd 77 querried 1,—

“Tis the lord of the poor man ; o
answering sigh,

answer, ““ what

was his

“And, oh'l whoin yon cott.wc, perchance?
n\th abide—

Tmean the w)ntc cotan the distant hill-side?”

“ Pisthe one,” was his answer, « who owned
every spot—

Ofa tand that's now destined to waste and io
roty

He was poor~and God ho]p ]nml-—t]ns lord
came the way,

" And lie chol d in his answer~ no morecounld

he suy !

“And what is yon tower
the hill—

Tis strange liow it stands thro the centuries
stili?”

¢ Oh! yon tower where our father's defended
l]w land—

E’er it fell *neath the grasp of this lord and
his band—

Ab! yon tower is a relic—God bless.itTsay!”

And 1]ac seemed to recall some more fortunate
day.

that is crowning

“ And tell mc,I pray thee, yon abbey I see—

What relic is that of the glorious and free?”

“Yon abbey,” he said was the homc of the
blest,

That now, “neath its ruins in qmct may rest;

Yon .lbll)CY that stands on our green native
sod— -

[heélnlmc where our fathers did pray to our

o

T asked him no more and he went on his way’

*T'was then nigh the close of' a fairantumn
day,

I strode towards the mausion and I knocked
at the door—

And was answered, “ No alms sir, for idlers
and poor—

Go onsir! goon! weare sick of your kind—

For here's not a piace where the pcople are
blind ¥

Then Tturned from thcdoor \\.ny and entered

the:cot,

Oh! that mwm with the poor man can nc'er,
be lomol

I had bed, 7T had - food, I had blessings and’
prayecrs—

And 1 thonght if there’s vire ‘tis certainly,
“theirs.

And I thoughtof the (,imo c’er a mansion “"\5
seen—

How thrice blest w as a homc in thc Ii]’md
of Green!
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