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The greater number of the following verses were written for
the ThavkErTe HERALD, and appeared in that jowrnal during
the years 1867 to 1873 They are republished in the present
Jorm, along with some preces of an eaviier, date, ts enable the
Author to present copies to @ few friends, and also—ihe may as
well acknowledge—to gratify that lpve of lterary appredation
&y which amateurs in rRyming are bnpwn o be distinguivhed.
7t is proger to add that the poem entitied © The English Lakes™
hay already appeared in a separale form, having been fprinted

" in 186z, at the reguest of @ locad Association with which the
Author is connected.

Davkerrs, dagus, 1837,
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THE ENGLISH LAKES.
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L

OOD-BYE, dear scenes of too engrossing toil !
Home, bosinesa, garden, books, a short farewell ;
Be native cares confined to native aoil,
Nor with ungenial blight our spirits quell.
On epeeds the train, by meadow, strath, and dell,
Through vales where Autnmn's Fipening treasures glow,
(Yar trackless moors whose mossy depths ropel
All forms of life ; like arrow from the bow,
With bounding hearta we sweep to faiver fields below.

I1. .
Avross the suromit, whence diverging rills
Bear their soft tribute down to rival floods ;
These rush the Annan's willowy banks to fill,
Thosa break in foam 'mid Lanark’s ancient woods.
Oer the deop chasm the smoke for ever hroods,
‘While from ita boiling fount the spacions Clyde
Bweeps to the western main, whose roughest moods
Berve but to still those River-depths where ride

The wealth of every shore, the gifts of every tide.
B
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Bweet mountain streamy appear, by bard unsung,

Which well might wake the mingtrel's proudest lyre ;
Far oft to vows of love their banks have rung,

Oft have they nursed the patriot’s noble fire.

'Mid sconca like these have glow'd, in som and sire,
That life which forms a nation's noblegt dower,

When love of truth and scorn of wrong conspire
Their choiceat bleasings on o land to shower,
To guard the people’a rights, to shield the monarch's power,

Iv.

The Border-land, how calm the region now !

Notb swept by robberchiefs with ruthless haste,
The ravaged glebe uncheered by spade or plough,

The people savage, and the land a waste,

Now peace hath knit the kingdoms ; order, tasta,
Religion, freedom, law, the land adorn ;

‘Wealth spreads her tressures, ard her trophies chaste,
. 01d fends are hushed, mute is the bugle-horn,
The hills are white with sheep, the valleys wave with corn,

.
Mark yon grey tower, with moss and ivy crowned,
‘Whers haughty earls erewhile kept warlike state,
Fit aymbol of a yoke that galled and ground
Their hapless country with disastrons weight.
Bowered 'mid ancestral woods, serenely great,
From verdant lawn the modern palace springs,
Whose glittering spires may type the nobler fate
Which, now, patrician birth to chieftain brings,
Raising his mission high o'er that of fendal kings,



