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Or o'cr the Diarnond Cape, stili led to moain,
Bouîided aloîîg 'imidst jouînd selrool-boy-trainî

Wlicn Suinniier's beains illuîini'd nature's doîne
Aîid blytlîcly sportiîîg thencc, o'cr Abrahiam's Plain

TIripp'd o'er ils flower crowîi'd site,-brave Wolfe's imiiiorta ..

Yet lisping thien, in Poc.sy':, first word,
Creation sein'd tie Spring of joyous hours

Thec roar of waters, and the to»g of birds,
The voice of Zepiryrus thro' rosy bowers,

Trhe iiiceilse sweet, whiich fragrant nature slîowcrs
O'er aIl lier gifts, hespoke the bruin of nîirth,

And if awhilc tlietlîtàiidcr's aweful powcrs
Shook its repose, aiid caus'd a moment's dearth

Soon did th' ensuing bloom- woke to a lovelier birth.
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To haunt along thy green cina-wering wood.i
WVhere the sweet plant, aud perfuin'd flowrct spriiîg,

hIn te cool bosom of' its solitudes
Wliere niany a sqiîircel cliirps, and wild bird sings ;-

To muse bcneath, wlîere tie loud torrent rings
Its voluni'd waters in tlîe gulpli below

Froin wheiîce tic glittering spray, ils moisture flutîgs
And the wshite vapour inoutits, a cloud of snow,

O'cr wlîicli the Iris sweî, sijines with elestial glow.
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Pasî lîopes,-pasî joys,.-Care witli increïasiiîg age
Ileapf. up ils increase too, and the rous'd soul

Journeying thro' Life's urcertain pilgrimage
Plods, with Uic rest to tic same aweful goal,

Ivec are ail pilgeinis, wlîose conitenionis roll
With Tinie in Etcriiitv.,-albeit

Tne sword,-or state,-tie silver'd heap, or scroll
Charn our rous'd passions with the glittering cheat

Stili do we grasp, allur'd,-by what we decîn otse.
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But mine,-nîaternal nature, is to be
Infatuation,s spell at thy fair slîrine,

In thse wild wanderiîigs of xny niiistrelsyc
To revel o'er thy charnis, and to entwine

Tie sang of praise, wherc Faiîcy's rays incline,
And whilst aIl aspirations high, inspire

.Man in temptation of eacis proud design,
I. scek no famne,-f.tir land,-tiaîi tîte warm lire

Wliich can accent thy praise, upon niy lowly lyre.
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Pence to thy hearths, and Plenty in thy halls,-
CoultI happiness be licard to ask for more?

These, and the niany which our varied calîs
On nature seek,-alighit upon thy shore ;

And when this fleeting life, which wanes, is o'er,
And Death, bath set ils seal, on this, cold frarne,

Glanc'd on titis page, soine hcar inay chance restore
A passing Uiought, ois liim,-whofe loftiest aim

lVas t0 conjoin at last, Ms menipry with thy name

Tertim


