
ýerns rnay be wliuthe reacli of the
Ordinlary COlletor-by whvlom I mean
the personl who doQCS not lîuuit and seek
with the ouithusimsîn of' a Botanist,-in
the settlod p)irts of Can-ada.

In ollé box whichi I fih1éd lust year I
]mad abolut lifty specinis, and these in-
cluded soine twenty-thirco varieties. lut
a collection 1 inade the provious yçar I
Nvqas a littie more. successfül, but then 1
lîad lind the advantige of a run arnongr
the his of Vermnout. Botanists however
recogniso abolit 192 genera of ferns, and
tiiese iiuoludo rather more than 2,00
species, of whIich 1 doulbt not a*fair pro-
portion are to be fouud in Canada, if on]y
they are looked after.
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2*.V.

THE GIPSY BL0OD.

The spring is hoere, -with ber 'voice of cheer,
For th' winter 'wiuds are gone ;

And now -withi th'birds, and th'.intlcr'd herds,

My ro,%ing fit coine ou.

1 long fore ai rth that's frco
Th drt ciai n th uursfae

For the-re's surely a flooà of the Gipsy blood
Stili runniin iuny veine!

Im soick of rad, ofo tis aysk have brice

long or ao with th ia frc;

luThe troks, h svage gfon.me
For i ngif s brri ay strferyoe

Withd thro- b tide, crsn au cains;
For thcre's sr a flood * of e Gipsy blood,

Still running in amy veina!

1 long soulwhth I mild stan fndeto,

For the M lifclbs thig af atrt?

whilc th,' grcenwood bowera, aad ti' -wild.
wood flowers

Aro springing iii my hert-
Yes deep luT amy heart, devoid of art

Asavage spot remains,
For thcre's a flood of, the Gipsy blood,

Stili runing iii sy veiles.

Let who nîay dwell, to buy aud seil,
l'mn off with the roving clan;

For ivlat are your gains, but coi-bs and chains
To the freeborui soul of ua?

l'in. off and away wilh the joyous May,
To freedom's glorious fanes;

For thcre's a flood of the Gipsy blood,
StiUl ruunnng ln xny veius!

No0. -VI.

TUE PINES.

l'mn free ut last, froam the city yast,
Away with tho runuiing brookzs,

Mon- th' savage Woods, and th' roarlng floods,
And nuatnire's.glorious nooks;

The branches spread above amy head,
NAt amy foot the -%oodIbinoe twiuos ;

Ail iail again ! in youn blne domain,
Gr-eat Brotherhood of pinces!

Untoueb'd by time, ye to.wer sublime,
Aloft on your rocky stcep,

Ye are seated there like lords of air,
Iu your coluncil Chamibers deep ;

Osvyour burulsb'd breastsand your gleaming
crests,

A guiot hialo sblues,
While the torrents sweep aud -ear and leap,

Great flrotherhood.ýof pines 1

Whou moru awakes £rom out.the lakes,
Ye pour your holy hynin,

And when dying,dayinulier umiutlo gray,
With bier phautoms round you swiam,

No bai-p bas th9 ring, and no soundingsý tng
Sucb a flood of song combines;

Old Minstrels ye of thse greouwood-be
Gr-eut Brotherbood of pines!

Wben.stormsý are hig in l the rnianight sky,
And thse wvild waves Iash thse shore;

Afar up thore with your harpe of air,
Ye join iu tihe wild ixprosa-

With thse groaning woods, snd thse moanin
floods,

Your awful voice combines,
Aua the deep -refrain ofthe thuideastrain,

Great Brotberhood ofplnes!1
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