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MORNING ON THE BEACH.
(Lake Huron, Juno.)

See, the night is beginning to fail,
The stars have lost haif of tbeir glow;

Asthough ail the flowers in a garden did pale,
When a rose is beginning to blow.

And the breezes that herald the dawn
Blow round from the caverns of-day;

LU(t the film of dark from the heaven's bare
lawn,

Cool and sweet as they corne up this way.
And this mighty swayed boueh of the lake

Rocks cool where the morning hath smiled;WVhile the dim rnisty dome of the world scarce
awake

J3lushes rose, like the clteekc of a child.
W I. Campbell

SUINSET DY HURON.
Tb- clnuds are lirtgering far on the blue,
.Tinged from the fading svest,

White here below on the placid deep,
Where the weary winds have aunk to sleep,

Is silence, calm and rest.
And the quite eve steals intorny heart

As it stole o'er the sky and lake,And 1 watch the Lulis skim over the bay,And the sails on the dim line far away,
-lalf dreaming, half awake.

And the sun sinks down on the crimson'd
deep,

Grandly and solemn and slow;
And a holy peace seems over ail
As the silvery shades of evening fail

To the silent world below.
And the ceaseless sol¾ on the pebbled shore

Is the only sound I hear,
XVith a dreamy lisp aç the wavelets roil-
A whispered mnusic that fi lods my soul-

So soit, sn lone and drear.
And n'y thoughts go out o'er the distant past,As I list to the murmuring sea,
And, echoing up from the vale of tearc:
Cornes a melody faint of those far off years,

So sad and so pleasing to me.
Stra/kiroy, May3?o. -jas. T. Shohr'd?,.

HAYING.
Prom the soft dyke-road, crooked and wagon.

worn,Cornes the great ioad of rustlirg, scented
hay,

Slow drawn, with heavy swing and creaky
sway,

Throngh the cool freshness of the windless
mora.

The oxen, yoked and sturdv, horn to horp,
Sharing the rest and toit of night and day,
Bend head and neck to the long, hillv way,By many a season's labour niarked and torn.

On the broad sea of dyke the gathering heat
Waves upward from the grass, where road

on road
Is swept before the trarnping of the tearn.

And while the oxen rest besicle the sweet
New hay, the loft receives the early load,

With hissing stir, arnone the*dustv bearns.
-J. F. Herbin in Zndependent.

1Woeivle, N. S.
THE COMFORT 0F THE FIELDS.

What would'st thou have for easement after
grief,

When the rude world bath used thee with de-
spite,

And care sits at thy elhow day and niRbt,
Filching thy pleasures like a subtle thief 1To nme, when life b.2sets me in such wise,
'Tis sweetest to break forth, to drop the chain,
And grasp the freedomn of this pleasant earth,
To roamn in idleness and sober mirth
Through summner airs and umrlns n

draindsu eranan
The comfort of wide fields unto tired eyes.
By hulis and waters, farrns and solitudes,
To wander by the way with wilful feet
Through fielded vaîkrys wide with yeilowing.

wheat,
Along grey roads that mun between deep

woodeyMurrnurous and cool; through hailowed £topes
of prne,

XVhere the long daylight dreams unpierced,
unstirrpd,

And only the rich-throated thrush is heard;
By lonely forest brooks that froth ai4r1 shineIn bowvldered crannies, buried in the huis,'By broken beaches tngled wibh wiid vine
And log-strewnq rîvers murmurous with milis.
In upiand pastures, sown with gold, and sweetWith the keen perfume of the ripening erass,
Where wings of birds and fllmy shadows pass;
Spread thiclc as stars with sbininez marguerite;
To haunt old fences overgrown with briar,
Muffl±d in vines and hawtbornes and wild

cherries,
Rank poisonous avies, red-bunched aider-

bernies,
And wild biossonis to the heart's desire,
Gray mullein lowering into yellow bloomi,
Pink tasselled miik weed breatbing dense

perfume
And swarthy vervain, tipped with violet fire.
To fcast on summer sound ; the jolted wiins,The tbresher huroming frorn the farm near by,The prattiing cr-cket's intermittent cry,The locust's rattie front the sultry lanes;
Or in the shadowv of sorne oaken spray

To watch as tbrouifh a mist of light and dreanis
The far off bay fields, where the dusty beants

Drive round and round the lessening Fquares
of hay,

And hear upon the wind, now loud, now low,
With drowsy cadence, haîf a summer's day,rhe clatter of the reapers conte and go.


