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The daisied fields and heath-brown lùlls,
Ver which we used to roanil

Fer yet. ambition stirred our heurts,
To seek our distant home.

The cottage homes of England!
We never can fbrget :

The ca * lm, and sweet content, and peace,
Is lingering with us yet.

The palace homes -of England.
So ancient and so grand

Aré treasures of our memory still,
In our adopted land.

Here where a few short years acyo,
The Red Man's whoop was heard,

-Nor sound of other human voice,
Awoke the forest bîrd

Here where wild Nature reigned suprerne,
In deep, expressive praise;-

And Art is hastenino- to unfold
Lon" bidden mysteries:

To cleave a highway for the feet,
Of nations yet unborn-

Where fields and barren mountains top
Shall wave with golden Corn.


