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X From the sh'en'ms and fonnts T have 1oosed tlm cham- -

4

| Away from the clismber and dusky hearth,

I come, X come' ye hnve call’d me long, S

: { Yizht and song!,

Ye may trace my step o'er wakemng eartly;

By the winds whichi:tell of tl;e violet's birt
« By the primrose-stars ini'the shado

“By the grcux len 0

By thousands have burst from the forcst-bow
And the ancient graves, and the falleri fu)
Are veil'd with ‘wreaths on Iuﬂmn plxuns.
—But it is not for in‘'my hout of bl
+ To speul. of the mm or the tomb 1

I have pnss’d o'er the hills of tbe stormy Nort.b, N
lsforth, e

And the larch has pULLE all his tassel
The fisher is ‘out ori the sunny'sea,’
And thé rein-deer bounds throtigh the pusture ﬁ'ee ;
And, the pine has 2 fringé of séfter ‘green,
And the moss Jooks bpght wherc my step has been,:

I lmve sent througb the wood-paths a. gentlc- igh,
And call’d opt éach voice of the' deep blue sky,
From the night:bird’s lay throtigh the smrry tlm <3
In the groves of the soft. Hcspennn climey ** ..
To the swan's 1ild note by the Xceland, lakes,
Wlmn thc dnrk fi bough mto verdurc brenks

They are sweeping on to the silvery main,

"They are flashing down from the mountain-brows,
‘They are flinging spray 'onthe forest boughs,
‘They are bursting fresh from their sparry caves,

_ And the carth rcsaunds _with the joy of waves.

Comé forth, O yc children of gladness, come! ..
“ Where the violets lie may be now your, home. *,
Ye of the rose-theck and dew-bright eye,
And the bounding Tootstcp, to meet me iy,
'With the lyre, and the ‘wreath, and the joyous lay,

Come forth to the sunslune, I may not stayd v

Awny from the dwellmgs of carezworn men, Coai
The waters afe sparkling in wood and glen,

« ‘The young leaves ave dancing in breezy mirth, ..

. Ye smile !—but t your “smile lw.dx,n dxmncss  ye

“Their light s stems thrill to the wild-wood strain
And ynuth id'abroad in my, green domums

But ye t—ye are changed nce ye met me last;.

A shade of earth has been yound you cast! | . -
‘There is that.come ovet your'brow:and eye
Which speak$ of a “world where the fawers 'm

~—Oh! what haye ye * 1ook'd oit sixtce last we met?
.-—Vo:.. 1L, , Y,
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