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which I'Escarbot has written so pleasantly.

The country watered by the Annapolis and

its tributaries is one of the most highly

cultivated sections of the province of Nova

Scotia, and is the abode of a large popula-

tion, whose industry and prosperity are

proved by the character of their farms and

orchards. When we look at the beauty of

the scenery and the fertility of the soil, we

do not wonder that Poutrincourt should have

been so charmed with his now seigneurie,

and should have so reluctantly given up all

hope of making his home on the banks of

the Equille.
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IMPRISONED.—A CANADIAN SPRING
MELODY.

HV 11. n. M., HAMILTON, ONT.

Thou art bound with Iron, oh, river

!

Icy mall thy breast doth case;

Steel blue lights about thee quiver,

Frost mists shimmer o'er tliy face.

Tail and stark thy shores enfolding

Stand the trees, like spectres dread,

Thronged In serried numbers holding

Vigil o'er the silent dead.

Wintry death and silence reigning,

Soul and sense oppress and chill

;

(When a sound of drear complaining

Sudden through the scene doth thrill
;

Weird as music in a vl.sioii.

Fitful, melancholy, drear.

Like the wall of souls in i)rlson,—

So it smites the startled ear.

Dost thou marvel, listening stranger?

'TIs the sad voice of the wind.

Late a wild, free forest ranger,

Now in icy cell confined
;

By the Brigand Winter taken.

Doomed In caves submerged to roam,
Hapless, wailing, and forsakon-
Until Spring, deliverer, come.

Wlien he cometh—oh, the ringing !

Crash and crack of breaking chains !

Soar the winds, their glad way winglng,-
Wlld birds freed, o'er streams and plains;

Singing freedom songs, unsealing

O'er the world, life's frozen springs,

Bearing light and warmth and healing

On their soft ambrosial wings

!

Soft auspicious winds awaking

All sweet voices of the woods,

Out the forest tresses shaking,

Scattering wealth of bells and buds

Bearing joy for human bosoms,—

Unto youth, of liope ye slug.

Unto age—of fadeless blossoms

Of the near eternal spring.

Winds unto your sphere ascended

Paint the moral of my psalm :

Know I spirits hfavon-descended

Prisoned in an icy ealm—

Calm of death—upon their nature

Sin lialli twined bis letters dread,

Spreaillng blenk and wintry feature;

.loy is silent, love is Med.

From thnt frozen realm there wendoth

Ufl a wailing wild and low,

Not uniieanl, to heaven aseendelb

This the soul's bliml cry of woe;

Not unmarked Its fond deslriiigs

Mid lis chains for Ireeilom dear
;

Not \innoted its asiiirings

For lis radiant native sphere.

/Iraitli !>/ (foil vouchsafed from heaven
Hearing spring untotlie soul

!

Lo! the icy bolts are riven,

And the bursting fountains roll

!

Upwards on rejoicing pinions

Springs tile captive freed, to rove

Fartlirougli limit les.s dominions,

Spheres of liglii and warmtli and love.

Love ofOod ! oil, liigh and holy.

Sweet and pure, with joy'.s full range
;

Thirsting heart that lllleth wholly,-
liove that knows no end or cliangc.

Loveof nniii, wiiieli blessing giveth,

Scattering bounty where it goes ;

Scattering' sunshine, and recolveth

More of bliss than It bestows.

But of all the Joy and glory

Of those freed ones to rehearse,

And to tell the wondrous story

Faileth thought and faitereth verse.

I siiall 1)0 tlie theme cle.seribing,

When witl> Ihein Ijoln the psalm.
Through Eternal Courts nscribing

All the praise to Uod's dear Lamb

!
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