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Their haugliter cchoe, thro' the woods and ail is mnirth and joy.
Aubroy lsad strayed fàr fromn the rest, and like a curions child,
Uncons cious of the paqsing bours, lic wandered througli the wild,
Nor thougbt how far bis frýet had strayPd, until the sun's las, ray
Glarcd like a watchlî ire ni the West, andi passcd in gloom away,
Then stricken witli a sudden dread lie turned and backward ran,
Ile shouted toud, the forest mocked the lost and lonely man.
lelp! help, he cries for hctp in vain, wbo in the midniglit dark
Is swept into tise seething sea, frorn the swift flying bar.k;
And Aubrey in the patless wood, dark sulent as the grave,
Secmied lost as one who hopcless sinks beneathi the boisterous waye.
Small hiope for bis whose fcet had strayed ini that Acadian land,
No white manl for a liundred years agaîn miglît toncli its strand,
The wolf upon the wanderer's corse its hungier there miglit sate.
A few white bones atone would tell his dread and mournful fate.
While thouglits like these pcrplexed [is inind dcspairing dowîî lie lay,
And darkness spread its sable plumes like a raven's o'er the day,
And dark despair with constant voice still whisper'd in bis ear,
IlThere is ne hope but death for those who raslîly wander hiere."
But looking up as captive looks from out bis prison bars,
Dotting the darkening sky above lie saw tbe glittering stars,
And briglitening o'er the broad expase of Heaven's lofty dome,
They cheered bis eyes and calmed bis seul. with bappy thoughts of home,
For oftcn in bis youth hie watchied fromn bis chamber window high,
That constellation. seveq, starred, climbiog the northern sky;
Tise Galaxy a golden streamn tlowing tbrougls fields of gloom,
Like tbe patbway of thse blessed souls to their home beyond the toi:
Tho' lost and lune tbe sky seeined stili familiar as of yore,
And watching it hie sank to sleep beneatîs the forest boar.

Brigbtly the morning Sun arose and lit up wood and glen,
As Aubrey woke fromn joyons dreams to misery again,
llungry and faint bie ranged the wild, but vainly sougbit the shore;
And vainly paused with listening ear to hear the wild waves roar,
The forest hrougbt no sound to Min except the dreary sigb
Wbich came forth fromn its topmest bouglis as the sudden breeze went by.
At lengtli witb looks of joy and hope the weary wanderer stood
Beside a tiny little streami that mnrmured tbrough thse wood-
H1e drank its tide, lie batbed bis brow, bie bent in prayer his knee,
And said Il eaven makces this streamn my guide-'twill lead nie to tise sea.-

* * * * * *ICI

At last hie stands upon the shore and strains bis eyes in vain,
Across a sea whicb seems as wide and boundkess as the main-
This is indeed another sea and net the farrow bay
In which the fleet bie vainly 8eeks secure at anchor lay;
'Tis Funidy's waves which darkly roll hefore the bast one now,
And as lie looks bis cheek grows pale and anguisi clouds lus brow,
Alas! bie cries in bitter grief Ilwbat hope is lcft for me,"

Muet 1 but perisb by the shore of this strange restiess sea?"

Seventeen long weary days bave passed and Aubrey wanders stitl,
Ilis food tise shellflsh front the shore, lis drink tise sparkling rill,
Lean visaged and like tottering age bent down by weigbt of care;
For bie has lived iu these sad days a life-time of despair.
His steps are feeble now and slow, bis eyes begin to fait,
From weary watching day by day to sec a friendly sail,
On tie horizon once lie deemed tie saw tîsat blessed siglit,
'Twas but a sea gull's wing that skimsucd tise blue wave in its fligbt;
And sudden joy was cbanged to grief and ciseerfaîness to cane,
For proniised blessings unfulflled but deepen man's despair.
Hlunger and pain bave donc their work, bis race is nearly run,
And hope dies daily in his brûast %v itti cvery sesting sun.
Down on tise beach liu sent. at lcngthi i.nd gazed ul.on thse saisd,


