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Tis true, that other climes may boasl,

Much that thy soil ne'er growfi,

ITieir sons despise thy fripd coast,

And style Thee—" Land of crows !"

Ti9 true, thy low, flat, sandy plains,

Scarce loom above the sea,

While feckled galls and long neck'd cranes,
Claim pristine right to I'hee

!

'lis true, thy oft crop't eaten hills,

Are now so nigh ran out,

'J'hat honest gpuds, in furrs or drills.

Will scarce upon .. m sprout!

Tis true, thy /anK<.rii, every day,
With hanging heads complain,

Tliat they can here no longer stay,

For wont of hay and grain 1

Tis true, thy merchants seldom choose,
To heed this common dearth,

Or aell a pair of Yankee shoes.

For what they're really worth I

"Jls true, tl;y statesmen all are wise,

And no mistake about it,
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Tho' other people doubt iti
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