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~ THE ~ 
•;£. QUEEN GOD BLESS HER. ,;;c• '*" ~ow till, fill your goblt:ts with rich %· -.it- sparkling wine, ~·~· 
{;'.- I ' ve a toast you must drink from your ~}. 
•;£. soul ; {(· 
~e, But accursed be tbe niggard who dares .ft 
•:-1:• to dt-cl ine , {(• 
~:} May he ne'er know the joys of the %• '*- bowl, {c• 
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• 2 • • 1, THE LARK. ~·r. ·;~ ... 'T' ... • * .i 'Tis a wo11rn11 1 'd plerlge, and lhe star r.. 

·.~" -l •• • ·1~-·. #- of he1· race, ".: 
.i. J\lay every sweet pleasure po~~e!s her, - ~ • Th~u d1 ink, while deli!;ht shall bea111 
~ . "I!" forth in each face, -, 
•:} H ere's a heallh to our Queen, God ·-J.r.-
•#- bless her. -l} ·~ .;t,. 
·~Go Goorl mon,a.rchs we've had, whom we ·*-
··$ think 011 wilb pride, .,~ •*- Who ?.•isel y e'er filled their high ·*-

, stHion, ! ·~t But now we've a w0ma11, Heaven bless ' ~i ·. . J,er, beside 
Slie ·s a chilcl of our own noble nation. . ,, ·* .~·f. iClo• ia the Yirst is nf virtue the gem , .]: 

"l" May :,arrow ne'er seek to oppre!s her, 1/-" ·*- Theo fill, fill your gobl~ts oace more to ·*' 
·#• the brim, •t".-·t Long lifo to our Qu~en, Goel blefS her. ·t. 
''-" ·~~ •:1.-z. .it,. :,rATURE'S GA'S?' DAY. ., * & •*6 It was nature's gay d~y, ·*' ·*' nr:ght smiling Jllay day, .i,,;,. '* Each beart was all ready with joy and ~t 

'l'• with glGe • ~· ·*- , * ·i!--tttt~-i.t·{~*-*'*"·-*··*-
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~ Cowslips were springing, ..... 
•:;t- Y,llage bells rii,ging, * 
•:it< All hasteu~d to tlauce round 1hc flowery ·*-* l\lAy tr,e; ·*" 

I 1',Ierrily lJOllnding, ~ ·~ .,,.~ * l\lay po:es surroundi11g, *" 
• • • Each lover was 11h'1·ry 011 that happy • ~.~ ~t;. day -, ..!;~ T d 1 h d •i,i-o mete 11,e e i;; te , 1• 
• ] \y a:i invittd, ~t· •*- To join the gay dance as the qneeu of •:'-to 
•:-;to the i\1ay. ~t-
{:• Fal lal, &c. {C• 

·t {.-•;t- Evening desc, nded, ·=t· 
•#~ Our frolics were ended, ·~ ·*- Lads and their las.es tripped lighliy ·"4-

• aw,,y: ,J; ~tr lt was then that he woo'd me, ·1·'° 
• The11 he subrlned me, • 

And promised me more than I'll venture 
to 8BY ; :1"' But if my lover -~:-

~~ Should ever discover -@< •*• Jealousy for me, I'd answer him so- * 
i~•H-H-H-HJ 





Wheu the level deck his feel pace, 
He ,·i1:ws 'mid silvery beams on high 

Hi~ Lucy's smiling; sweet face, 
Like an angel beaming in the sky; 

ller fancied voice salutes his ear, 
Low murmuring on the wind, 

Again he breathes a sailor's prayeF, 
For the lass he left behind. 
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.,.,.· And the warmth of its July. ··,• -•'•.. 1 ..,,. •,• On my brow, love, 011 my brow, ove, •,• 
-:::- There are no si~ns of care; --:::-
-:;:- But my pleasures are not now, love, -::: 
-•'-. What childhood's pl~a~un;s were. -:;z.. 
:;: 1 remember, &c. •'• -., .. - -., .. 

-:;:- Then the bowers, then the bowers, -:'.:-
_.,._ \Vere a~ blnbe as blithe could be, .•'•. ~ ¥ _.,._ And all their radiant flowus, _.,.._ :!: Were co, ouets for me. ...:~: .. ·t Gems to night, love, gems to night, love, ::: 
... r.. Are beaming in my hair; -•.•. 
-:;:- But they are not half so bright, love, ~:z.. -;r As childhood's ro!es were. ~::-
-:;... I remember, &c. -:::-
-::r I was merry, I was 1nerry • ... ;::· 
·:.:- \Vheo my litlle lovers came, -:~-·:>- With a lily or a cherry, ·!~-
~ Or some new invented game. -:;:-
.. ·~ Now I've you, love, now l've yo11 love. .,.._ r 

-.., • • •'•- To kneel before me there ; •'-~• I .,., ... ' But you kDQW you're not so true, ove, .,,.._ -¢- As childhood's lovers were. •,• ._tit_ 
_ ..... ·.,.- l remember, &c. •,• 
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t::- YEARS. ·*-
'• f . -•'t. 
~:- A ter mau y rovrng years, ::: 
,.- How sweet it is t 11 come •• ,.-
'• To the d welliug-place of early years, .•'•-
~ ¥ 
,. Our first and dearest home; .•'•-
.{ To tu rn away those weary eyes }:_ 

:t"' li'ron1 proud ambition's towe1s, :!: 
,.- And wander in the summer fidds, ··,·· 

;!- Amid the tree~ and flowus . ..;:-
... ,._ -··--
•'• But 1 am changed since last l gazed, ::: 
,.- On yonder tra11quil scene, -.,.-

·;:- And sat beneath tbe old witch elm, -:)• 

:;:- That shades the village gre~n; -:;:-

:;:- And watched my boat upon the brook, .;;:-
•'• As 'twere a regal g~lle), _.,,._ 
.,.- A r . •,• 
•'•. ncl sigite<I not ,or a JOY on earth. .•'•-
::: .Beyvnd th e happy valley. ::: 

{ I would I could recal occe more ·:( 

:{ That blessed aod peaceful joy, ·:( 

:( And summons to 1h1s w1:ary heart, ·:( 

•,• The feelings of a boy. ·"l·· 
:;:- I gaze ou scenes of food delight, -:;-

•:;:- Without that wauton pleasu, c, .;;:-
•'• As a miser on his bed of death .•'•-:r Looks coldly on his treasure. .;;~-
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X'VE 3" 0!J .Rl\fEY'D OVER 
MAl'JY LANDS . 

I've journeye<l over many !~ads. 
And sail!:<1 o\·er every 5Pa; 

Vast Egypt's parched an<l burning sands 
No strangers a1·e to me, 

B11t 'neath the I udian cot, 
Or w,l<l ALlant1c sky, 

De~r girl, I llt!Ver ye: forgot 
Tb t: fi re of thy bright aye . 

l've jourueyed, &c. 

llfy bom bas been t lie mountain s11:ep, 
The desert's cave my bed, 

W here waves have wafted me to sleep, 
And lulled my aching head; 

J , CATNAC fl, PR INTEH/ 2 & 3, ~ION~IOUTII 
COUltT, S l:: VEN lJI/\LS. 
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But stil'l the iron grasp of care 
Hath never dared to prrsi, 

For the suns!Jine of thy smile was thue, 
Thy memory to bless. 

1 've journeyed, &c. 

MY FATHER'S HA]:.LS. 
l!det!Jinks l tread my fatber'ij halls 

With childhood's happy step ond grace, 
Methinks I see tbe bannered walls, 

An<I youtb's most joyous scenes 
retraee: 

Yes, I bLbold my fatlitr's eye, 
Smile as it smiltd on 111e of yore, 

When knighth'.>1od's spur and panoply 
On victory's field 1 won aod wore ; 

Oh. bappy thoughts, ye glow, ye burn, 
.Tays past more 1:,ti~htly to return. 

llome of my yoftth, free, free trom care, 
Again I pl Ant my atandard there, 
What rapturou~ thought, what joys 

combine, 
Again my father' :- ha!!~ are mine. 

CATNAcH, 
PRINTER . .., ..... ... 
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