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For aNif So Mum.
that wit in an Alum! How strange it uned deme
, one unaccustomed to prose or to dream!

the command it upm me and to must tre

The it ever dr Silly, do quaint, on do duy.
And now for a budject. O lokat thale ithe?
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een off and so charmingly Sung,
A world only he spoiled be me falleng trizue.
S tampon prefe to write our the latte,
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happie tero England, the land of mybitte,
A portion the paist,the deanst of eathe.
The old father bend in guy appeare
As he skated in the blast his rict gol en eard;
Thur, in my boyhood, off. off. Sremembe
When ver hill and plain the bleak winde of Decembe

Here sweeping in fing and piling the trows.



This is a changing nold and its wry changes

ance is rely. bittle pleasure can they oy aho are are Anailing the
? that generation aller genealo

? fre lo sead of lhe antique cuslams a mcagre accommodations
, the conforts and lupery of this, which,

let a quelles can detained to regard as a litte and nine
When spring dissches the flucy coring which has long

shamed our trother carth, and she bernes afrash, If love to listen te

le replans andes of the carly bide i to inhale the balmy air, and
page on the unchained sales as if repercing in their reevered libely.

Mur to welerme the rising sun, while its first glancing rays can

scarcel, chase away the liquid drops, sparkling on Made and leaf.

I toe the calinnels of the sumnes evening, ahen the suitting

haf answering to the geulle replege, scareely distusts the quiet, stillins

mach invites to bey meditatin; and when the quen of night silt
pandly on her selling throne spanning the Stassy vault, Slove in

bucha scene to drink the flowing drains of distant music, and in me

mi A forget Meal are and pain have aught to do with calt.
When spring s summer are in turn ravishing as if floved them

and, I love their departure, and hail with joy the coming of the
succudio

? season. A love Me peculiar sensation which automa

brings its ripened fruits ils gorgers yeh, mellowed lints- its


