
A Canadaib .Tfar>.est Song.

The moen their scythes are ewinging,
The keen blades gently ringintg,
The maids are sweetly singing,
There is life sud stir ail round;
Nowý sweils out the pleasiug Sound,
To breakfast calle the horn.

The orient orb ie spurning,
Scattering the mists, a.nd burning
The reapers, now retnrning
To later niorning'e labour,
Where eacli-vies with hie neiglibour,
.And cnts, or binde the grain.

Meridian tide asending,
Old sol je downward bendling,
flue fiercest heat ie eending ;
Ana now the reapers Swelter,
And now tile time for shelter,
Hark ! sounds the diniier horn.

The cattie now are housing,
In ehady pastures drowsing,
Or ini the -woods are browsing;
The eweet, melodioue srngm*g,
Of 'warbling song birde, ringing,
le hushea. to twitter Song.

The golden sun aescending,
The harvest day is enditfg,
Tirea labourers now are wending
To rest ana pea-ceful sluniber;
May blessinge, withont number.,
£Jrown eacli canadian home.
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