
0 saddest lot

In lonely grot,

Bound-by unboly spell

Cheerless ever to dwell!

Thon mournest, hapless sprite,

Wrapped in thy misty pall.

Nought can thy soul. delight

Lone by tha melancholy waterfall.

The piaes around,

The weeping skies,

The dull cold swampy ground

And caverns dark e'er greet thine eyes.

lhe moaning wind and bissing wave,
Of spectres dread the'hollow graans

That echo as o'er nature's grave,

Of Goblins fell the dismal. tones,
Mie whirling dêuion-pool that yawns

A fearful whirlppol nrar the Chaudiere falls. not inappropri.- tely
deýominated the ,ý'Devil's Hole," into which a considerable portion Of

the watere (;t thé Ottawa are seen to ru94 witliout any viable. outlet


