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The writer ol the following Verses, lays no claim to originality, or the favour of the
Muges. The tantahzing nature of hig occupation, (that of *“ chopping the mind o bt for
babes”)precludes the possibility of cultivating what smallshare of meuntal talent, pnatare muy
have aljotted 1o hun. 1, however, he has sueceeded in giving expresson to any of thee

heart-gtirring feclings which must, in a greater or ives degree, pervade the breast of every
son of the mountain, who has had the pleasure of peiusing Wilson’s beautiful and accori
delineations, of the manners, customs, and scenery, ot his native Jand—all the purpose o)
his writing is accomplished.  He has only to add,”that the more immediate cause of hif
appearing hefore the pablic was the delay whigh took place. either in the printing ar for.
warding of the 10:h uumber of the Canadian edition of ** Zhe Tules of the Dorders.

Thrice welcome to my woodland cot, When mind to mind, and soul to soul,
Though long delayed, vet hast thou po¢ United rose ’bove earth’s control,
Neglected to appearat last,

Recalling dreawms ol days gone past. Though now beyond the Atlantic’s wave

In search of Fortune and a grave—
Though far removed from Scotia’sstrand,  Though now from (riends and home exiled
My olt-remembered native land— Ia far Columbia’s sylvan wild.

Her fertile meads, and dewy dales,

1sec in * Wilson’s Border Tales.” Although within our social range

We see and feel all faces strange ;
Her beauteous maids and manly sons— Althbugh beneath, above, around,
Her mountains clad with blooming whins~  Strange scenes our mortal part surround
Her level lawns, bedecl’t with green, '

Qut-vieing ** gold or jewels’ sheen.” *Mid all the changes of the earth,

We love the land that gave us dirth—
Her heroes who, in days ofyore, No other clime, ‘twjxt pale and pole,
Tor freedom freely shed their gore, Can wrest our own Jand from the soul¥*
Here, by a master-hand pourtrayed, ©Oh then declare the tribute due

Are all before the mund arrayed. To him, who can those scenes reney~—
And make them o’er the soul retyin

“ 1n thoughts that breathe and wardstl

burn.* )

Tia sweet 10 bend th’ enraptured thought,
Oan scenes, where youthful fancy wrouglit
In drens, the schemes of coming years,
« Where uo grief-bodivg cloud appears. More worthy he, of patriot’s name,
<3 - Than he who earns a warrior’s fame—
[On scenes, where op’ning manhood wove More worthy of a laurel wreatlt
The ardent laysof early love, Than he who gl Xs in death
T'o some fair rastic maid addres’, ~than he who glory seeks in Ceatl
W hose sighs requiting love confest, And “ Wilson"s” name far famed shalll
\Where'er the breeze of Heaven blowsf:
While Scotia's sons can sing his praigg
In their own native, artless lays,

On ecenes where flowed the social glass
“Fo fiiendship’s growth” puequalled l:jlim,
‘When bosom croaies, tried and true,
Could een onr gricfs with joy bedew. Long may he tread his native sod,

. L Esteemed by man, and blessed by G
Whose sacred hours to F! S
ose sacred houts to Friendship given, And b.d adieu to Earth’s renown,

Fit emblems of the joys of Heaven— "T'o find in Heaven a matchless crom,
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* Celum, non azimumn mutant, qui trans mare currunt,



