
And end our misériés.-
But,patience, ere another sun
Our tedious, 3*'u*rney.,will bé do-ne.

ývarie à e now
Houses of d-'tructur
And,,chiirchescTace the, vie,,ýv

1 cannot now recall the names,
Of settlements pass'e through,
Nor'does it matter much I-trow
But I will. call t' mind
,St. Andrew» s church and .- kerchiefs white,
Thàt flutter' d, in the 'Md
The merry--shoýàts, ior-none but bo'yap
Could make so jtibilàÏïil a noise.

God ' «'end the time the wind'blows fair,
Our lïttle fleet hies on,
And at t1le hour of five- we fm d

.-Our weary raceïs rui.L.
For - yonder runs the -Assiiii-bom'e
And there Fort Garr' lies
The einib lèm oý our n atio: 's nùght.
Floats out :ý,gainst th e skies
No bôoLm*nu gvtn no battle cry;
'Tis ended all ahd peacefully

And no-W 1?11 close my rambling lay,
It may, not please yo Li ail

For many a hawkeyed critic. may,
So'e niinor-fa-Lilt or Small
Point to the gaze of public v*ew'.
But ta-e it as 'twas meant,
'Twas done in.friendship 'LéÉ you all
And not-.-with'bad 1'tentý

While my last wisheâ you will sec.
Con clude, this condens'd. history.,


