
Té calm the cries that' the welidn rung,
To raise their thoughts to Him ýLwhose wil ear
The Widow's moan and OrphaWs hear.

Methinks 1 see the sa unfurl'd,
ýMe azure waters by the zephyrs cm M,

M'hile far and wide the flickering flames arise
From burning cots, whose blaze the net defies,

While round their light the fdeted watch dogs bay,
And seek the hearth where erst loved to, play.

But when the floweis shall oler hîs ashes spring
M'ho now his countrys charins essays to sing;

'%N'hen on the sod that decks his lowly rest
The wanderers féot unconsciously is pressed
And when his spirits dim, and fading fire

Returns to Him who, breathed it o7er the Ivre
M7hen bis untutored verse and humble name
Not e'en a siggh froin dreamirýg, mem'ry claïm
Still my Acadia, may the gentle gales
Fan into loveliness thy peacefùl Y-ales;
Still mav thv thousand streamlets raise their song
Of -joyous music as they steal along;
SÛR mav the brilliant beains of çdence shine,
And learniiia-'s boundless storès of wealth be thine
St'll may the muse, to simple nature true,
Her wreaths of fadeless, verdure twine for you

Still may thy Fair-nefflecfing flimsy art,
Charm by the holy magic of the beart;
May manly breasts with noble feelings tbrill
And freemen proudly roam, der every hill;

Acadia.30


