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'1'1E LIJMB.II~MAN.

Wihlyl round our wçoodland ijuariers,
Sad-Ivoiced Autunux grieves;

Thiekl' (lown tAnise swchhing waters
Flont his fahlen louves.

Through the tail and naked timber,
Coluitin-like and old,

4Gleani the sunsets of Novetuber,
Froîîî their skies of golti.

WVhen wvith sounds of smothercd thtinder,
On sonie uight of rain,

Lake and river break asunder
Winter's weakened chain,

Down thc wild Marci flood shall bear thetu
*ro the sawviill's,%whcel,

,Or where Steain, the slave, shall teai' thcîu
W~ith his teeth of steel.

Bce it starliglit, be it inoonlight,
lIn these vales below,

WVhen the earliest boumns of sunlight
Streak tic montain's snow,

ýCrisps tic hoar-frost. keen and early,
To ( our hurrying feet,

.Atid the forest ociioes clearly
.Ail our blows repeat.

W%ýhere are mossy carpets botter
Than tic Persian Nweaves,

And than Eastern perfunies sweeter
Seeni the fading leaves;

.And a music wiid and solenin,
Froni tic pine-tree's height,

]Rols its vast and sea-hike volume
On tie wind of nigit;

.i'ake wu here our camp of ivinter;
And, through sieen and snow,

1Pitchy knot, anti beechen splintcr
On our hearth shall glow.

Here, with mnirtx to lighten duty,
WVe shahl Iack alone

Wtotian's sinile and girlhond's beauty
Chiidhood's iisping tone.

But their hecarth is brighter burniug
For our toîl to-day ;

And the welcoîne of returning
$hall our loas rcpay,

W7 hIlen, liko seanien froni the waters,
Froin the woods wc coine,

-Greeting sisters, wives, and daugliters
Angols of our home.

Not~ for us the nieasured ringing
FIoni1 the village spire,

NIot for us the Sabbath, siuging
0f tho sweet-voiced choir

Ours the old, mn11jestic temple,
Wliere God's brightness shines

Down the dome so grand and ample,
Prupped by loftv pines !

Through ecd branch-cnwoven skylighit,
Speaks He in the breeze,

As of old beneath the twiliglit
Of iost Eden's trees!

Strike, Mien, coiturades !-Trzide is waiting
On our rugged toil ;

Far ships waiting for the freighting
0f our woodiaînd spoil!

Ships, whose traflie links these higlîlands,
l3leak and cold, of ours,

WVith the citron- planted islauds
0f a clime of llowers;

To our f rosts the tribute bringing
0f eternal heats;

In our lai) of wvinter flinging
Tropic fruits and sweets.

Cheerly, on the axe of labou,
Let the .sunbeanms (lance,

Better than the flash of sabre
Or the gleani of lance !

Strike !-WVith every blow is giveix
Freer sun and sky,

And-the long-hid eartli to heaven
Looks, with wondering eye !

Loud behind us grow the miurniurs
0f the age to cone ;

Clang of sîniths, and trend of farmers,
Bearing harvest home !

Here her virgin lap,%with treasures
Shaîl the green earth fil;

Waving wheat and golden maizecears
Crown eaeh beechen hill.

In our North-land, wild and woodly,
Let u~s still have part.;

Rugged nurse and mother sturdY,
Hold us to t.hy heart !

Freedom, hand in hand with labour,
Walketh strong and brave ;

On the forehead of uis neiglibour
No nman writeth Slave!1


