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F, to our home, a worthy youth 
Cottle ft out the distant West 

To claim a bride—is t not the tiuth 
We grudge, though ’t is the liest, 

To let her go ? Yet without iu<h 
She leaves the j arent nest.

Hut, iront that hour, that Western land 
Has eharms we could not know 

Before. Its lofty mountains stand 
And eall ; its rivers sing and How 

For us. The fingets of its hand 
Clvt>h us where'er we go.
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