
MIOGRAPUICAL SKETCIIF.. 7

BrizIlit sk~ies are oer îlîee shinin;,~SufI breezes fant tlmv brow -
Yaet ilion, the lov'd ait Ibining,

Willh secret sorrow now.
Fair flon'crs are sprint .pig round tbee,

lit furest, ficil, uîîd owcr-
But Sprinq'à, hriglat hues have rouind thace,

TIayselft afading- flower.

Where iaearis have becit the Iiglitest,
Thitte own bas laeen most ligla:;

Wlicre smiles have shone the hrightest,
Trhiiie îawiî hias shie iaîo3t bright.

But now a Cloud lies o*tr thee,
Thy yoaînlg chceks 111ooM liaah Ilown,

And lihié ut îot restore tiace,
Thîejoys ;kliie thanu lhast knuwn.

Not nnw thy fosiep tioundeili,
Anung tlie olbeîîiiaa fiowers*

'No: now ilîy swcet saoicsnlcta,
As cri iii foriner bours.

Thv soul is sadly sighisig,
'?rhy lov'd hairj lies unsîrung,

And iliou, ini Spiriog airt dying.
ur lieautiful and Sousig.e"

The flow of sud L- M ct thotught and musical verse, in these lnes, mu>' wel
entitie them to the name of nieloy. The contrasts bet-ween the season's
briglit skies, and buliny airs, aud fuir flowers,-býetwcen the gay' companienship,
and gay habitts of former ycars-aud the faded cheek, the burthened heart,
the neglected harp, of the presett, are touched with a masterly baud.

Another quotation nay be allowed here, in reference to the saine çeason;
the allusions are tintely, ut the present period of our Nova Seotia year, and
thre verses bear their owvn recomumendation.

WLI.%CtcS AFTER $PRIYOG.

"I long for Spring,-enchaning Spring,
Ber eunshine ad sofîI airs,--

That ilest the fevered tiroir, and brin; j
Sweet thougbîu, Io unoibe Our cures.

1 long for ail ber dear deligts,
Cer brigis: gtcen forest bavera;

nier world of ebeerful sounds, anad sights,
Ber song.birds and ber flowers.

Even wbule the brumai king muintains
Bis reiim of deah and gloom,

How utucta of solid good remumus
To mihigait bis doom.

Sweet then,I tetse the weillearned cheer
WhVeu Day's duil bui is o'er,

And sit among Our Owu, and heur,
The elemenial rour.

Then, wben tbe snow drifts o'er the moor,
And drowns the travellers cr,

Thse eharities of poor to poor
Go sweeîly up « hîgb.

The", wbile thée migbty winaIs accord
With MinaI's eteral Lyre,

Our tiembling heurts coniess the Lord,
Wbo touebed our lips vitb fire.

Yeî gise me Spring, insparinq Spriug,
Tête seaso of our trust-

Thut cenes like beuveuly boe, Io bring,
New 11f. te siumberiag dus:;

Restoe. (rom Winter's stegmy sheeks,
Tiie sioging of Une bird,

Te bkuting of tbe1 bei,

à long le sec the ice give va>;
The streas bcgin te flouv;

Ad stome lieniguant, vernal dot,
Disperse the iest snow.

I long Io see von laie rmunie
lis breeze4Ç-issd azure crest.

AndI heur the lonely vild lowl léoouî
Along uts incon-lit lareust.

Oh. 1 reinember cite still niglit,
That bless'd the varaI of yore -

A fair muid with an eve of li-hil,
IVas vitb nme on ibat shore.

1 look upon the urne colin brow,
But tweeter feelings throng,-

She, weddeda, suts lieside me àov,
Aud miules taponi my son;.

The Robsin lias returned again,
And ress bis wearied vinq,

But makes no music in thse gleu,
Where hie was vont te sing.

The lilack-bird cbaunts nojocund -train;
The tin7 vild.vood ihrong.

Stiii oUf thse searchuinir blast cownplain.
But yake ne joyfil son;.

The plouglimais cheering oaa bis teant,
At meuiags golden lpeine -

Thc miiunl ining of be'r dream,
At tanquil evenin; trne,-

Thse sbrill fro lpp g f"o tie poeI,-
Tise swallow's twitterinfg Mr,-

The iescher7s pleasut vu1k fioni scel.
Require a kinder mii;.

DYING IN SPRING.
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