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THE PIC-NIb.

BY ALEXANDER blM' LACHLAY.

Now mbrning fair with golden liair
1s tbrough, the pine woods streaining;

And. of a day of mirtli and play
The youngsters ail are dreaming,

Ni; sound of axe salutes the ear,
The ox set free from logging,

.And neighbours ail botli great and small
Are to the Pic-nic joggiiig.

The girls and boys how tliey rejoice,
So merrily they're driving,

And far and wvide from every side.
In happy »airs arrîving :

Bill's mounted on his idol tlhere,
Mlith bouglislie has array'd lier,

And boasts the virtues of "lthat mare"
Te Dicky the horsge-trader.

Dick stumps hinm just to try a heat,
IlCorne bringy your scare-crow hither,"

And in such living converse sweet
They trot along together;

They pass along the ridge of beedli,
And by the hemlocks hoary,

AuJ. leave the noble troop of pines
All towering in their glory.

They reacli the grove of maples Creen
Beside ihe wvinding river,

StilI at the song it sung so long
To Rled iMen gone forevser!

And it ivili leap and laugh along
As gay and happy hearted,

.And it will sing the self sanie song
When -%we, too, have departed.

A table's sprcad beneath the trees,
Somne busiiy partAking,

While otfiers swing, or- romp and sing,
An bent on merry-making :

The old folks talk about the crops;
The little boys are larking,

And with the f air young creatures
The lads are busy spaT'king.

They ferrm a circle round the spring
Thies-arkling waters quaâ g,

Ail p( IJng fun, and ne'er a one
At al cankeep f romi laughing

At am'rous John stili sparking on,

At sixty-two, aè wvater,
Or roaring at the great exploits

0f B3ill the mighty hunter.

RiE' treeing coons 'neatl Autuinl moons,
Ris fishings and his f 3rays,

Ris great affairs with. angry bears,
Ris terrible Wolf zitoies ;-

When Fred cornes with lis violin
By young and old invited,

Witii shouts of joy the bashful boy
They circle round delighted.

Tho' hie is but a backwoods lad
A native bnrn musician,

What strains lhe brings, fromn tiioze xuere strings
O ! lie's a reai magician,

fie plays a quick and nierry tune,
With joy eaciî eye is glancing,

Row hie appeals to ail their heeds,
And sets thcni ail a dancing.

That motiier with lier joyous air
Rer baby howv she dandies,

While Bil anJ. Bick are dancing quick,
And shouting out like vandals.

The chipnionk peeps from out the legs
And wonde-rs at the, glurry,

And. ail aniazed with tail '.apraised
Makes tranks ini quite a hurry.

The gray owl opens up his eyes
And looks iii stupid wonder,

'While througli the wood the partridge brood
Are rolling off like thunder,

The old coon's in the ein above
Pretending that he's sleeping,

But, with one eye the oid boy sly
A wond'ring watdh, is keeping.

Fred's mood lias changed, and in the midst
0f ail our merry inadness,

Rie makes us drink ere we can think
The deeper joy of sadness,

The youths and mnaidens hush to hear,
Tho 'tis no tale of glory,

And drink in with a greedy ear
That simple backwooa%' story.

Ris voice ho flinga among the strings
Tînt seemn with'sorrow laden,

Oh! hear the siglis auJ. wailing cries
0f the poor hnpless maiden;

"Ah thou ar laid in thy, deatb. beJ.
Beneth the grassy cover
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