
lu1 dew and ramn, in sbadow and stin,!*eat that sbrivels and frost that sears,Turning the green to russet anid dun,Winter and sumnmeý one by one-Igrew for a hundred yeat-s.

Broad and deep was its billowy shad e,Rock and wood at its sturdy back,Wh2eniduskyw.arors 
peopled the glade,And cbzldren under ifs sbadow playeci,Ere the com2ing of Frontenac.

The forest behinci andi the lake before,Andi the wild bird's carois of joyTInisndulousi branches shadowing O'erTA ndia he wams along the shore,Anitehom2es Of the Iroquois.

Gone is the race of the dusky braves,And the stately tree is gone,Bu't ut nigbt frorn its :Uultitudffl
0 u5 caves,1 hear the 'nurm2ur and moan of wavesýAs the m2iglity stream2 sweeps on.

Aye, 'nouru prouci river the vanished race,An Ourn, for the fallen -ancestraltrel'or the sylvan beauty andi stately gracte.That the savage andvua a tl eaeHe bnds o cains on thee.
X. S. 34cL.


