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That crop ivould set me 0on iny feet,
And I'd have donc with cave;

1 builit awvay, the live-Iong day,
Sucli "Icasties in the air;,,

I'd beaten poverty at hast,
And like a littie boy

MWheii lie lias got bis first new coat,
I fairly leapt for joy.

1 blush to think uponl it. yeti
'Phat 1 i'as sucb a fool,

But Young folk's must leara wisdoxn, sir,
Ili O1l Misfortnnle's sehool.

One fatal iiigbt, 1 thouglit the Nwind
Gave soine innwolnted sigbs,

IDovn thirougli the swanip, 1 beard a tramp;
W'hicli took me by surprise.

Ifs this an earthquake drawing near?
The forest moans and shivers;

And then If thought that I couid hiear
The rushing of great rivers;

Anîd while 1 loolzed and listenled there,
A lier(] of deer swept by,

As fromi a close pursuing foe,
They mnadiy seemnd to fly.

But stili those sounds, in long deep bounds,
Likze wvarning heralds came,

And thien I saw, wi ti fear and aive,
Thli havens were ail aflame.

1 knew the woodls mnust be on lire,
If tremblcd for My crop,

As I stood thiere iii mute despair
It secml the death of hope.

On, on it caile, a se a of flamne,
In long deep rolis of thunder,

And drawiu n-iear, it secm'ld to tear
The beavens and cartiî asunder;

110w those wvaves snlored,and raged,and roatred,.
And reared ii Nwild commotion,

On, on1 tbey camle, like steeds of laine
l.pon a bnrning ocean.

Ilow they did snort in fiendisli sport,
As at the great clins dashing,

And how they tore Inmong bemîclclzs hioar,
And through the pilles îvcnt crashing.

While serpents wound the trunks aronnd,
Their cyes lule demons glcamiag,-:

And ivrapt like thongs around the prongs,
And to the crests wvent sereaniing.

Ah 1 liow tbey swept, ind nmdly leapt,
Fromn shrieking spire to spire,

Mid hissing bail, and in their trail,,
A roaring- Ilie of fim;

Anon some irilwvind -ill aflame
Grrowlud iii the ocean uinder,

Mien up would reel a fiery wheel,
And belcli forth silioke and thunder.

And it wvas ail that ive could do
To save ouroeives by Ilig,

As from its traekýI Ne maidly fiew,
Oh 1I'twas an awfui nigit ;

\Vhen ill was past, If stood ag-hast,
My crop and shalnty gone,

And biackecned trunks 'mid smoldering chuak
Like spectres iooking on.

A host of siveletons they seei-ed,
Amnid the tw'iiit dim,

Ail standing there i thecir despair,
With faces gaunit and grini;

And If stood lule a spectre, too,
A ruiicd man wils If,

And notbing left., 'n'hat conid If do
But sit me down and cry?

A heavy heart. indeed Was mli,
For If Nvas ruicd wholly,

And If gave way that awful day
To xnoping iaelancholy;

If'd iost my ail, in field and stil-
And neverinore woid thirive,-

Ail save those steers, tie devii>s deare
IIad saved theinselves alive.

Nor wvould 1 have a faimt to-day,
Ffad it not been for Moily,

She clmeered Ilac up, anda cbarme(i away
MNy înoping mielancholy;

She scliemned and pianned to kcep the land,
And cultivate it too)

Amsd how I moiled, and straiaed, and toiledi
And fou-lit the battie through.

Yes, MoUly playcd lier part fulîl wcil,
She's pliicky every inch, sir,

It scemcd to me the Ildcili lîjnsel"
Couid miot mnake Moily flincb, sir

We wrougbit and fougbit until our star
Got into the ascendant,

At troubles past, wc smile at st,
And now we're indepeadent.


