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" Bob o' link, bob o' link,

Spink, spank, spinîk,
Niceood wife, that never goes out,
Keeping honse while I frolic a4bout,

Chee, chue, Chee !'
And now is the " high tide of the year". The woods are

full of song; e'ery field -lias iimistrelsy, 'eveîry grove is
vocal ! Surely they are akin to huainity ; we feel as if a
part of ourselves had vaniisled, wlien the naked trees stand
silent and the birds have disappeared. Iow beautifully
Burroughs lias pit it I "The song-birds iniglit all have
been brooded and hatched in the liuman lieart, since nearly
the wihole gamnut of hunan passion and cinotion is expressed
more or less fully in thteir varied songs. There are the
plaintive singers, the soaring, cestatie singers, the gushing
and voluble singers, and the half-voiced inarticulate singiers."

One more ! We lcard throught the car of naturalist and
poet, and then througli our own. No bird-song is more
exquisite than that frot the throat of the wood-tlirusi.
Evening fills lier cu) with its most delicious ielodyr and,
at ioriing, the heart gives response, viti thtat of Anna
Boynton:

" Clear is thy message, O woodland bell,
Riniging soft in the cechoing dell,

Under green arch and golden spire;
- i hen the dawn's first radiant arrow fel

Into the dim wood's dusky choir,
Thy notes uprose, nor the rising fire

Of day doth iush thy hcavenly swell.

"Ever unspoken on earth must be
The dawn-blown message borne by thce,

Bell of the wilderness, soft and clear !
Therc's a language lost and sweet, that we,

May never speak in our veilèd sphere;
And thrus.ches sing it, and, lo, ive hear I

The lilie blow, and, behold, we see!"

Tlhanik God for birds and for bird-songs!
Cherryfield, Maine.
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BY MARY BARRY SMIITH.

HESE fron the great North-West-this tasselled corn,
This bearded grain the short bright sumner grew,
These giant rootswlichs drank the sunand dew

And prisoned in their hearts the hues of nuorn.
Lo, this ib wealth! Fortuna's golden horn

With Nature's largess lath been filled anew;
Rejoice, O West ! our East rejoiceth to;

Wide home of.plenty for a race free-bdrn!

And Canada's truc sons froin age to age
Shall gather in lier spoils of land and sea,

And by thoir own brave loyalty shall guage
The untold splendours of lier destiny,

And crown at length their glorious lieritage
Foremost among the nations of the froc!

Saint John, . B.

MONTCAM AND FRENCIH CANADA.
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nY THE EDITont.

BOUT the end of the year 1870, at a gathering of the
artisans of Montreial, a subjc.t of Queen Victoria
conlueded lis opening address in connection with the

ovening classes thus "And if anyone wouild know to-day
how;far we are Frenchnen, I answer: Go into the towns,
go into the country, accost the hîumablest aimong us and
relate to him the events of that gigantic struggle which lias
fixed the attention of the world ; announce to hlim that
France is conquered ; tien place your iand upon iis breast
and tell me what can iake his heart beat so fast, if it be not
love for his coiintiV."

The invincible attaclinient of the Frenclh-Canadian race
to the mother country was always known; it is kiown that
timue, distance, foreign domination have not been able to
banish old France froi the neimory of that province, whicli,
alone amtong all our colonies, bore the naine so sw'eet, tle
namie Sn full of promise and so deceiving, New France.

But w'hat testinony so cimphatie as this instinctive sorrow,
provoked by our conmon mlisfortunles, and wi<:h has

revealed peihaps to more than one Canadian, tilt tlien

uniiniidful of his origin, wlhat blood flows within lis veints.

Alas ! wlo can forget? Since that first separation,

other loved provinces have been taken from us ; otier pieces
of our fleshi have been torin away to satisfy an inexorable
creditor. Our country lias experieiced new farewells, new
sorrows. But, as they reneinber on the banks of the Saint
Lawrence, they will reneiber elsewhere: the image of con-
quered Fiance lias long leen seated by the firesides of lier
exiled childrenî; foi', fifteei hundred leagues fron our

shores, after a century lias passed, England reckons still a'
million of lier subjects whomi she cannot change into Eng-
lislien.

On this side of the Atlantic, how forgetful we have ever
been of a land where, tiavellers tell us, our image is reflected
as in a mirror ! Tie listory of that cruel separation

between France and Canada is to-day but little known. Wc
know, in geieral, that at an unfortunato period of our
annals, when the French colours were often hunbled, the
flag of the arny in Amnerica was held higlh and firn ; we
know tiat if it fell, that flag also, it was to serve as the
winding-sheet of the general of tiat valiant arniy. But the
details of the catastrophe in which our grciit colony went
down, the eeuts of that nournful draima, have been long
uniknown.

To-day, thanks to the publication of the archives of the
war and of the navy, thaiks to the labours of Canadian
historians, and to the discovery of a valuable fanily corres-
ponletce, the lighît lias cone, and th, devotion of Louis de
Montcalhi and lis troops appears vith an amainig grandeur.

As for France, but yesterday one more clad iiinmourning,
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