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AN ADDRESE TO GARNOGCE.

Beopectfully ieseribed, ara toben of Friendebip, fo Mr. Wa. Doms,
Graxgepals,

Ort] Garnock, oft on thiz lone spot,
In hoyhood's brighter day,

With feelings ne'er to be forgot,

I mark’d thy waters coward foat—
Wave after wave away.

And [ was young—and on this brow
Grief ventured not to trace

Those ferrows that beeloud it now,

Nor had my young soul learned to bow
Beneath the world’s disgrace.

A



THE MOORLAND MINSTREL.

And I marvell'd much, as speedily
Thy dark waves floated on;
What length wnd breadth had glided by ?
Whenee wast thon—whither went'st—and why
Thy waters no’er weat done ?

But years on years have sped away,
And in their devious course

Have blent my auburn locks with grey,

And seattered wrinkles and decay,

And trembliogs of remoree.

The sacred ties of life's young day
Were long since foreed to sevar,
And the holy sounds of lova's sweet lay—
Youth's melody and wirth so gay—
Are gilent now for ever,
Less lovely spring’s green robes appear—
Less bright the moon’s pare beam ;
The summer sun looks dull and drear,
And the former charms of nature wear
‘The semblance of a dream.
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The lightsome heart—the lnoghing eye—
The hope that lored me on—

The volee that sung my lullaby,

And the youthful peers that shared my joy—
Tliese all are dead and gooe.

The budding spring—the blooming May—
The blackbird's soothing strain—

The schoolboy’s gambols on the way,

But bring to mind a happier day,
That cannot come sgain.

I've drank the common eup of woe
From friendship's frozen hand ;

I've wandered heartless to and fro,

And suffered pangs that none can know,
Mid simp'ring follies bland.

Again 1 come—but changed in all
Save the unhonoured name,

To list thy once-loved waterfall

Pour forth its midaight madrigal,
Eteroally the same.



