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ODE TO MAY,

%
—

BY HARRY HALIFAX.

/
\\ At thy approach the mind of man
\ Has been refreshed, since time began,
And joyous hails thee, lovely May ;
Throws off the shackles of the year,
And re-begins a bold career.
The poet's soul new foroe imbues,

Ul;ed b rich inspiring hues
0 m’;l:bie mxg bay.

The new-come birds thine advent sing,
And make the sunny welkin ring
With mingled no{a of iness,
Glad flowers, strewn abont y feet,
Their lovely liberator greet,
Sof ing through the orient land 3
Sweet pleasures cluster 'round thy hand,
Or hang upon thy dress,

A flower there is whose beauty’s known
In this loved land of ours alone—

A lowly flower | Let say
The rose is queen o’er all the flowers
That bloom in Nature’s verdant bowers ;
Let others in the dai see,
Or lily fair, mute poetry—

Give me the flowers of May!

This newly-’wakened melody
That greets thee, May, doth bring to me
Bright visions of thy smiling tour
O’er vine-clad hills, w{mre airy shapes
Light-laughing press the gmrple ‘fmpes ;
eroes sleep—
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O’er classic where
N (g worms disturb their slumbers deep,
or men distress them more,
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Thou bring’st kind Nature’s fav'rite green

Todeokthommvithvmalsheen;
Thou bring’st the honey to the bee ;

The er to the budding rose ;

Thou bring’st to every flower that blows

%'igl“l?ld | tints—that otfhe.e ma lpmv,e

e-Llessing springs of joy and love

What hast thou brought to me ?

Hast u:hon not h&l & maid forlorn,
On 8 pinions hither borne,
To bfg; me with no transient stay ?
B ik it o
1 ’
Imbrelrt‘ixke E‘e’m of the e,
And quaff the m life love,
Thyself the Flower of May |
M. Allison College, Sackville, N, B.
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