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1 howod nasont, thon on T wont,
My slops for to rotraco,

Tophig oneo moro to rench thut shoro,
And seo that lovoly facos

Whero I could Hve in harmony,
And alwaya her adore,

In tranquil rest T would hesblest,
Beneath that cottage door,

Tor five long yeara T plonghed the main,
Tossed on the billows' erest,

And st the thonght of hor 1 loved
Would goothe my nehing hroast,

1 longed gore to ho hnelk nguin,
Oneo moro with her alono,

In rurnl shades and sunny gladoes,
With this fuir maid to roun.

Atlength my ramhling wus o'er,
Being weary of the sen,
In hopes (o meet that fair one,
I strolled ngain that way;
In her coul shady arhour,
While small hivds sang with glee,
There 1 espied that fair one,
In stlont roverie,

Soon as she recognized me,
Sho bid me to deaw near,

And down her red and rosy cheok,
There volled n woleomo tonr,

“TwW lve long ?'nnru #lneu you've heen hero,"
Sho modestly did say.

“@omol toll mo’trne, what eanso hnve you,
T'o como agnin this way?”

“¥an gave tho Invitation,
Whon we last mot alone,
You lovin I.r wmllod onmoy |
And whilo on the oconn fonm,
That smilo wiw over doenr to mo,
I prized (tns my 1fog
Submisslvely 1 ask of theo
Paie muld, to bo my wife”

Sho tendorly looked on e,
While ridiant shono her face,
It's five long years I've watehed for you,
Since we et in this lone place.
When fierco winds blew 1 sighed for you,
And now you're back to me
We'll join our hands in wcnllocfc bands,
Inlove and unity.




