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IMe wand'ring Swiss, as LM the woi he
Sighs to behold the Alpine land be loves
And Wn ICI s rude, untutored, child,
With icy pinnacles arouM him piled,

Slumbers in peace upon his lichens grey,
IMough the gaunt wcH howls roSd him for his prey.

And bless the feeling, for it ever leads
To sacred thoughts and and daring deeds;

7was that illumed his eye wben Nelson feil,
rwas that which urged the unerring shaft of Tell,

Inspired the plaintive and the pàtriot strains,
I%ât Burns poued fi-eely é7er his native plains,

And breathes the influence of its, sacred fire
Oler many a chord of '-%Ioore"s seraphic lyre.
Wîth daring hand that feeling bids, me now
Twine a rude wreath around my Countrys brow,
And tho' the flowers wüd and simple be,

Take, my Acadia, tbose I twine for thee.

Peari of the West----sýince first my soul awoke
And on my eyes thy mivan beauties broke,
Since the warm, current of my "mthfül blood
Flow"d on, thy charms, of mountain mead, and flood
Have been to me most dear. Each wnmkg grace
Een in my chüdish hours I Wed to üraceý,
And, as in Bayhood o»er thy bill 1 strode,
Or on thy oamipg billows proudly rode,
At ev'ry varied scene my he;ýrt would thri%
For, storm or sunsbineý -twas my AXMtry sa.
And now, in riper years, as I behold
Each p bour some fairer charm unfold,

Acadiaý


