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Deet tbou know wliere lies
May, the montb so sweet,

Whbo more swiftly flics
Than tbe wood-deer fleet '

Embosomied in the secret bowers
Wbere springtime ever bides,

Deep in the verdure and the- flowers,
The iontb of pîcasure bides.

lime gentle zephmyrs form ber train,
The spring fiowers dock bier lovely way,

And, as if snews liad corne agaîn,
lThe apple blossoîns bend and sway.

lThe burning sun bas left tîme sign
0f Taurus underneatli tbe Twins,

And witb its leaflets bures tbe vine,
Tbat sweet consoler of our sîne.

What perfume from eacb flow'ret floats
Above tbc fields of purple bue,

What living mnusic frein tbe throats
0f birds and insects in the blue!

The lark, before the dawning, linge:
A signal for ecd semîgeter gay,

And froîn each leafy covert rings
A welcome te the ceming day.

From eut tbe bosoni of the grain
The quail or partridge makes reply,

Tbe swallows wheel and turn again.
About their home witli twittering cry.

At noon, froîn burning cliffs above,
Tlie cuckoo's note gees ecboing by;

At even-tide tile turie-dove
Vibrates the myrties with lier cry.

Wheii ferest leaves are turning brown
lThe nighitingale will corne again,

And 'neath the mouliglit strcaming down,
Will trili aloud bier levingY straîn.

Thie new love, nestling in tbe heart
Oi miaiden fair, in 8miling spring,

Does te ber beauty more iinpart
Ilian eyc can sec or veice can sing.

My country lass ie fair of face,
Wlieu leading tbrougb the waning ligbt

(lu simple ceif devoid ef lace)
To cooling streams lier flock se white.

Dost thon know wbere lies
May, the nieutb se sweet,

That more swiftly flues
Ilian the wood-deer fleet 1

Montreal. WILLIAM McLENNAN.

OUli LATE2.'T LOYALT.

THE simple minded Aumericani, lookiîîg up into skies guiltless of aristocratic
cloud of omineus portent, and acrees broad lands on which ne more hateful
sliadow of lordly tenure than a railway cempany's indemnity belt bias ever

rested, and beyond into wbat he bias lately fallen into a trick of callîng

IlLansdowne's country," finde us, doubtlcss, a peculiar people. Some of
our peculiarities, sucb as those whicb bave net yet ceased te provoke bis
criticisîn regarding our disposition of our own codtisb, muet be simple and
obviaus te him ; others muet bave a degree of intricacy puzzling te an in-
telligence nurtured in the pure air of untroubled dernocracy.

There is ne use in endeavouring te disguise our complexity. Mucb as
wo miglt desire te assume a virtue that we are totally without, and stand
forth arnong the nations of tbe eartb a simple unit witb a single purpose
and unadulterated methode of achieving the saine, candeur compels us te

admit the ramifications that history and geography have conspired to
bring about in us; and even whule we deprecate theni, te acknowledge that it
il the chiefeet joy of our politicians,-tbe saveur of life unto our news-

papere, that tliey exist. Frankly confessing tben tbat we are cemplex, even
in the fractional sense-for dees net our Government exist at Ottawa by
virtue of itef and two-tliirds of Quebec î-and that we are dieposedl te

revel in the fact, let us, for the benetit ef our untutored neiglhour, even
now engaged in a vain struggle with our national problem,--endeaveur te

explairi ourselves.
While it is by ne means exceptional te find an otherwisre intelligent
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Arnerican believing that we regularly pay to England the taxes that

stili make tea, an odious article of diet to Bostonians of high principle,
and have so affected lis whole nation that the brewing of it is an un-
known art to this day, believing also that our Governor General rules
the land with a sway as absolute as is of ail the Russias, it is no
more uncommon to corne upon one who lias a fair knowledge of our

systern of government and our relation to Great Britain. Such an one,
knowing our practical independence in ail senses, crosses the line to

find it loudly voiced by the press and echoed by the people, witbout
animus for the most part, and without blarne or reionstrance from

any quarter. 11e discovers that similar conditions have brought about

the adoption of economic principles very like bis own, that th,- body
social is yoverned by much the sanie laws, tlîat individual opportunity
exise to ahnost the saine extent as in his native rcpublic. le finds
us tacitly acknowledging that beredlitary miriLrcby and a privileged

aristocracy have been reduced by the reniorseless action of the cen-
turies to the limited functions of the surviving castles of the feudal lords,

in being Iandmarks of history and picturesque accessories to the national

life. He finds too a very general, iinpersonal, uninipassioned belief that
the latter wilI outlast the former ini this pleasing capacity. le sees the
honour of kniigbtbood loftily smniled at by everybody not reinotely expect-
ing it ; hie hears occasionally, not often, for the fact is too patent for

frequent comment, how impossible would be the existence of the Englieli

social fabiic in this country. If this corne to bis Iîearing anywhiere ini West-

ern Ontario it may be voiced in nasal syllables that have a dear faiiiarity
in his ear. Hie sees Arnerican goods in our shops, Ainerican. rethods in

our advertising, Arnerican slang in our newspapers, and a large number of
people desirous of following Mr. Goldwin Sinith and Mr. Erastus Wimail

into the bread highway of Commercial Union which Mr. Butterworth il

so industriously preparing for the feet of thenm that love net the N. P.

Hie may well be pardonied for supposing that one great tide of political
faith and Social hope and religions charity pulsates from the Arctic Oceanl

to the Rie Grande, national in all but naine. Yet he finds even the Pro-
hibitionists still loyally toasting lier MaJesty Qucen Victoria in the bever-

age of their preference; IIGod Save the Queni" still lustily rendered bY

Canadian lungs liher birthday still the occasion of liariniessiy entbus1î

astic gunpowder plots ; the jubilee year of hier reign origi nally celebrated

by every town and village in tbe Dominion ; an<l the contemptible assailant
of bier representative greeted witb soînething of the warmth bis missionl

deserved. H1e cores upon a little court at Ottawa whose precincts he 18

kindly but flrmly deterred froin invading uninvited, even tbough hie bc

a nabob of Gotham who bias considerately telegraphied bis intention before-

baud. H1e finds the little court, alien to our social systeni as it is, tral 8

ferred from place to place with marvellous adaptability, and whole domo-

cratic communities standing on tip-toe to sec Viceroyalty drive bY. J{e

sees a tumult of enthusiasm arise wherever Their Exce-llencies presetit theffi

selves, and he gees home perplexed to know wby the ordiriary piece 01
hurnanity ho Sends to the White Huse every four years cannot make hi$

pulse beat as this fragment of an efkete civilisation (loes when the band

plays the National Anthem in bis honour, and ail the people risc to paY
him bornage.

These are the facts: the explanation is less easily stated. Sentiment l

difficult of analysis, and the Sentiment of the flag of the niost difficult sort.

We owe more to Britain than we are ever likely to pay ; gratitude 'nay bc

detected in it. We love ohir Queen :for the span of a long, lifetiifl sbe beil
been to us the embodiment of ail] the tender virtues, of a wonîian, ail the 'O0b1
graces of a queen. Thou-sands of ber subjects iii Canada were bornl in ier
kingdoin; and nothing is more contagiouis tbaii the loyalty tîîey coîonise
witb. Rideau Hall is an isolatod fact in our social life. It lias, and ea" have,
no0 translatable meaning as a centre for the very irregular circuinfec.
should dominate. Suchiold world practices ais obtaiiî theýre we rathr reJOcS

to se, feeling again in their dignity the( bond of connexion with th'e as

diguified of coinmnonwealths, and in their great incongyroity, assr
that they neyer can become incligenous. We' are gfiad te knoW that
Majesty's represe.ntative is comfota)< tOtw,îd canl beiadso1

bis own way ; and for esteeiîing bis pregence tiere or liere an, lionûur

witb the history lie bide us share, the traditions lie coniult, te our keeP,

iîîg, and the flag lie points our love and loyalty te, we cannot think of

apolgisng.SARA JieANNETTE DUJNCAN<

LOVE.

Wbat's love ? Wby love (for two), at besti
le only a deliglîtfuî je8t;
As sad for one as lad for tlîree, -- ~ 1o
1 wi8b you'd corne and je.,t with ine.George X't


