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Look wvith the yelloiw autumnn sun,
Wliere the flax-gatherers toi],

Nor scorn the niirth when day is done,
That inockery cannet speil.

And mark acress somne threshold lone,
The ovening suinlight lies,

Where-humming te her srnalr whecel's tene--
Thei white-haired woman plies,

'rhe whiter threads, that yet shall crowd
Round lousehold cradie, board and shroud.

Stili songless sweeps the splendid wave,
(Whose rafts float to the sea,)

The wild rernantic, banks te lave,
0f'1 Shubenacadie.'

*Longclloivu Eva.ngelinie.
t The n-ovelty and peculiarity of their situation toulil nott but forcc itself upon thc attention of thte un-

reflecting soldiery i stationcd in the zitlst of a bcautifttl and fcrtilL country, tbcy suddenly found them-
selves %vitlîout a foc tu> sulxiii, andi witjiout a population te irotect. The vointns -f smoke whichl the
haitfcx\piring coibers emittoti, wbile they markctl tho site of the p)eas;înt's humblie cottage, bore testiniony
to the extent of the work of destruction, For s-oves-ai successive eveungs the cattie assensbled round the
enteuldering s-ins, as if in anxious expectation of the rettura of their masters ; while ail night long the
faithfttl wateh*dogs of the Neutrals howiett over te sceno of desolmtion, and i nourneti alike the baud that
hati fed anti the bious-c that hail sheltereti thCM.-iIBaVtToNOVA ScoTri.

i Acadia, Acadie, and Arcs-dia wes-c the namnes given intIiscrimninately, by the flrst French settiers, to
this Province.

ý sep the accoulit given I)Y Mr. .larnes Ironq, ci4 tise singular Trees, upon the occasion of the success
liil s-carch for tlbeir locality, by Catpt. C-13%-l~ Ats-o, the very fanciful tradition attacheti by the Indians
te the spot.

Wlîere stood thieir homes-yet unt'orgot,
Wlîose toit tirst blessed the Land.

The %tranger's* clîarin'd voice told flot al
The story of their doorn;

Still mioan through suany a ruined ivall,
Past agony and gom

Moan-that the old world carne te viewr
Its loe Arcadiat in the New.

Ilethink ye-that ye leave un-sui,
The stately Moose te roain;

Nor boss iniglit som-e sweet Lyrc be struing,
For yon wild hunter's homne.

.Uteneath the sighing branchy puute,
The wandering people dw;ell;

MTile delicate dark flingers twvine,
The brilliant fabric wel].

'Till in its gra ceful craft you trace,
The fancies of the simple race.

Have ye flot onie melodious strain,
For that strange exile-grve,ý

Whose boughs arc bright in -%arîni spring raiti.
And green wlien snew-winds rove.

The Indiau deemed'ho earned his doom,.
Wliese guidance had betrayed;

Te brethren pale, the sacred glooln
0f that mysterieus shade.

Unreached-upon the Allen shore,
Saive Alien's darirg foot explore.


