
A SONG 0F EXILE.
11V PASTOR FEZ.IX.

y 1-i uis of home !ye bonnlie i itive Nods
0f ilny own land 1 are Ve vet musical
As whien 1 Ioved bencsth yolir %hadc touwel

Are your soft scats hauntcd hy singincr broods?
Does thne woodpecker wvake your solitudes

Vith bis lotid.tappincç bili,-the goldlen inlg,
Andu thie fanniliar? Are the Ivres stili string'd

0f yonr sweet-breathing pinew, W11osC inIterhndl(Cs,
l3etween. the whispering leaves, su dIrev mine ear?

Or connes te you the bluieb)ird's carol stili ?
Docs Robin April's evening silence f111

With the old cheery sound, so swect to hiean' REîV. A. .J. LOCKHAILI.
So nnany friends arc gone, it sootlnes my pain (Pastor FeZ i..)
Tlo think Iho% yet~ tliy sinnging hirds rennain.

o Land of fragraînt his, and living streanis
0 Land of swellinng waters ! ute thec

1 ttrn nny evyes,- thon fair abode of dr1eains,
iou blossom.-country, girdled by the sen!

A-ain thiy linnet sings bis song to nie
Again the whiite-tiroat warlbles:; and once more

I trcad the chamibers of the sun, nmade fre
Froni care, initiate te the nîystery

0f rnnshing tides up every sounding shore.

O Land ! my L-annd! tu thee t-ne Spring returins;
Tie Surnnier hastens on a thousand wings

Of thy rejoieinig birds ; and niy hecart, yearns
For ail thy lalmy, gentie ministerings.

O sweet Acadiaii Land ! my Fathers' Land
The lannd of thne arbutus and the pine;

Hannt of thc robin,-oriole.hiaunted strand,-
Oan 1 forget dhat, filou art mine, ay, mine!

Love, lost- estran ged-and yet, it checks despair,
'lo think: thy snuiling vales, tiny singing birds are there.

1 sec thece wien thne dandelion blows;
In binttercups and daisies flinoi art fair;

I greet thece in thne wviId brier and wvild rose
I se thice when thie sunset skies arc fair:-

Thiot sendest message- sivallow--conirier-bee:-
Say,-llave tihe birds conne hiack Vo Acaclie:- «


