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THE TRAPPER'S CHRISTMAS.

And this is Christmas morn!
Yet 1 alone my vicrils keep,
And woo, in vain the toiler's sleep;

For thouglits, conceived and born
,Of scenes long fled, thro' mem'ry sweep,
Till the lone heart must either break or weep,

'Tis twenty years to-day
Since Mary took my hand and ring,
And prr)mir,ed light and joy to bring;

And 1 can truly say,
Our golden bells still blithely ring,
-And Love has d ropped no feather from h îs wing.

Sweet twenty years of"bliss!
'And olive branches came, as flowers
ýCome to adorn our springtide bowers;

Or fair Aurora's kiss
That cheers the morn like suminers howers,

-And blends sweet music with our waking hours.


