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Joyous tbey sing arniti tire cluetering leaves,
WVarbling tiroir loves; tiroir teoral arbours birilti;
Tiroir bonuteoirs yoting cornes forth wiere flowers psp:rng.
Anti kindreti nature mionat of favor shows.
'Mord's eari est brout> heurs on its bulrny winga
Tiroir sivetest note, wirere iatest shaubers koep
'rhoir soft embraco, andi witir our ling'ritig dreainu
Ernchantinent niinglos: andti roughlorrt fthe day
WViti nerry chirping they, pursue their toil,

Til ivning liglit directs their early rest.
The Spring is evor fair; sIre plants lier flowors
And hangs lier gnrlanis on tire rtiggod( rocks;
lIer tendorest greeni, niakes freslr the motintain dell,
And blonkoast sPot where winter rcvelled free.
The strearniet, zrow uicurbeti, seeke9 out the plain,
Andi gladly skips where pebbloe scarce impede
Ifs lucid wýave; anori it rais along
IVith inovcment slowv andi geirtie, and the ray
0f noon shows ail within its bosoin pure;
And as it fiows it to the eatth repaya
Thre beauty whicir it found supplieti erewvhile.
Along its banks spring shirub andi flower, wlrich bond
Thoir grniceful foliago to be mirroncti tirere,
And witir abundancri staop ta kiss tire streain,
And weep their adora ini tire dews of inorii. S. K.

Pictori, 1852.
Anotîrer correspondent sentis us soute verses lreaded by the question-what

is life ? TIre subjeet is so lraekiic-yed-arniost overy pootaster having trieti hie
Jxand at the solution-that one grows weary of ftue enigma and its thousand
answers. In tire linos before us we have nothing fresîr or original in manner or
treatment, and cati only insert a limited ext ract:

3Vhat is life? 'Tis but a vapoeur thin-
That vanislreth away ;

A ripple o'er tire waters blue-
A span-a drearn-a day!

'Tis as the stimnior fluage
That was so brigrht anti green

And now in vain we look for it
'Tis nowliere to be seen.

Lines for an Album, though prabably well suited to the occaion by which
they wcre elieited andi acceptable ta flic persan for ivhom they were written, do
not posses suffocient general interest ta be laid before aur readers. The verses
answering a child's question, IlWhat is love?" possess but littie poetic attraction
andi are theref'ore rcspectfully declineti. Severrrl other papers received and flot
noticei li this place, ivili have insertion hereafter. WVe conclude at present
with the letter of a Correspondent, pref'acing a narrative 'with which we have
been kindly furnhxed, descriptive of a voyage fa Europe :

IlH1aving received by the last Steamer front a very olti fnicnd, long resident
in Britairi, the enclosed niarruscript, 1 at once deided fa place it in your
hantis, although it ivas originally neyer interded for publication.


