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TII- VOICE O]?.S S1IN

I collE, 1 come.! .ye have call'd me.long,
I corne dei the nou ïiins vith' lii tant id song!
Ye nay trace my step <'er tiewaken g eartn
By the .wîias which tell of tlýoviolet's birth
By the prinrose-stars i iti'sdia vy1owygra,

B1y íbie grl in laves oßeniäg sI pass G
I have breathed ori'the South, and the chesnut flowers
By thîousandsigve liurst froin thë foïest-büewrs,
And the ancient graves, and the fallifeiane's
Are veil'd ith wieaths on Italian plains
-But it is nlot fornie; la my hiôur of iorn,
To speak ote îiules or the'tombi!

I have pass'd o'er the hills of the stormy North,
And the larch las hun'g allis tassels forth
The fisher is out o the sruin'n ea,
Andt th'rein-deer botuiidi ibroagh ie jia sture free
And,the pine has a fringe -of sfter green,
And the mss-looks bgIîghîwhere my step hàs been.

I have sent through the.wood-paths a.gentie-sigh,
And call'd oit cclh'voicë of th ideyp blue sky,
From the nigh.bird's'làÿ thouih the staàry time
In the groves of the soft Hesperian clime,
To the swan's îild note by thà Iceland lakes,
Wheen the.dark fir-bouglh into verdure i s

From the streams and fouints I have loosei the chain;
They are sweeping on te the silvery rhain,
They are flashing down from the mouintain-brows,
They are flinging spray -onilieforest boughs,
They are bursting fresh from their sparry caves,

. Andi the earth reso~unds with the joy of waies.

Come fort16, 0 ye children of gladness, come!
Where the violets li, may be iiow your,home.
Ye of the rose-blieck ana dew-briglht ye,
And the bounding'footstep, to meet me fly,.
With the lyre, and tins wreatti, id thë joyous Iay,
Come forth to the sunshine, I may not stay

Away froin the dwellings of care-worn men,
The waters a'e'sparkling in wo6d and>gle,
Away from the cliiber ad dusky fieart,
The young leaves are.dancing in breezy,mirth,
Their light'sims thrill to the i wil d-wod str ains
And-youth liloadin my green do

But ye !-ye are cliangdesince ye netisne last;
A shade of earth has.been round you.at
There is that.crme ver y-r'bw and eye .
Which speakic a world whr'ie flower di
Ye smile !-but your s 'nile id dimnes ye
-Oh 1what have yelook'd eiwïi iast we met?
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