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"LONGINGS A FTEfR" SPRItJG.

1.
1 long for Spring-eebarating Spring-

lier aunshina- and soft air-
That'blues the fevered brow asnd bring

~Sveet thouglits to soothe aur carcs,
1 long for aIl her dear deliglts-

1-er bright.greurs fnrest btowers;
ler world of cheerful soutisù andi sighti-

lier soing-birda and lier flowcrs.

Ir.
1 feel for cvery humais thing

I hoard ail huinan ties;
Yet'tîtese tua oft grow stranige and wring

lVild tears froim loving eycs.
But Nature, who bath charms supremo

Thiroughcuut ber varieed range,
Inspires me iviels a placid dream,

Unfalsiied by changt-.

lit.

These grant me oft a jGy denied
By every humnan tie,

And make amenda for hearticas pride
Mîid cold av.ersionsa Eye.

Theee yield the sou! ivhoae ntive mood
Is govcrned by their own,

t.spei ecstatic yet subdued-
A high and tratbfui tasne.

IV.

E'en wlsile the brumai King maintains
Ris reign of dearth and gloýom,

How usof solid good reninn
To tnitiigatc bis doom.

Sweet tient ta taste our w.ell.earned cheer
When Day's dut! toil is o'er,

And ait inong aur aira and hear
The elemental. roar.

Then, wben the anow drits o'er tise moor
And drons the travellersa cry,

The charitiesof poor to poor
'Gu sweetly up on higli. -

Mhen, whilc the miglsty wir.ds accord
'¶Vith M.ind's eternal Lyre,

Our treuisbling hearts confesa the Lord,
Who touched aur lips witb fire.

Yét give me Spring-inspiring Spring,
-The season of aur trust,

That cames like heavenly Hlope ta 6 ring
New life ta slumbering duat.

*Restore, from Winees ktormy shccke-
The singing. of the birds-

the bieating of the yeancd flocks-
The lowving of the herds.

Vit.

1 long ta sýýe tise ice give ivay,
Tib atreams hegin ta flnow,

Anîd some bensignant vernal day
' bOisperse the lalest snaw.

1 long ta see yon lake resurme
Its -bleeze.kis;ed azure crest,

And'hear tise loneiy wild-fowvl boom
Atong Ita iitfon-lit brenst,

' a o o. c o e a e

r.
The robin ban returned agnin,

And reste Isis wearieul wing,
But maskes na music in the gien

Wtîere he was %vonst ta sing.
The binckbird chautits na jocunfi strain-

Tite tiny wild.wood throrig
Sti!l of' the aearching blast camplain,

But wake noa joyful sosig.

r'
The pioughman cheering on bis tean:

At mnnrningsa golden prime-
The mitk.tnoid ainging of lier dreain

At tranquil eveningtimne,-
The stîrill frog piping from tlîe pool-

TIse si!low's tvittering cry-
The teache.,s pleosant ivalk fromn achool

Ilequire a Lindcr sky.

XII.

I long ta sec the grass apring up-.-
TIse first green corn appear--

The violet ope its azure cup
And shed its glistening tear.

My chcek is wan irits stern disense,
My saut oppreased with care;

And, anxioua for a moment'a eaae,
I sigh for son and air.

O Montb of many smiies and tears,
RetuYrn with tîsase bright flairers

Tîsat coame, like liglit fram astral epherce,
To giafi Acadizes boirers 1

Young chitdren go flot forth ta Play-
Lite hath no vaice of fflee

Tillt hy swveet smiies, O geniai M'~ay 1
Bring back the murmuring bec. J eP
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Oh, lis flot angry, chide hpir uni,
-Aithough thse child has crr'd ;

Nor bring thse teare int ber eyee
By anc 'ingentle Word.

When ilînt swcot linnet sung, before
Our surmmer rases died,

A sister'a arm wns round her neck,
A brother at ber side.

But now in grief she walks alerta,
Iiy cv'ry tioîvery bcd ;

-That sister's clasping arm je raidi-
Tisat brother~s voice is ficd.

And whcîn sise sits beside my k-ne,
Wi th faceso pale and meek,

And eyes bont a'er ber book, 1 ses
Thc teau-a upon lc'he

Then chide ber flot; but wliisper now,
"i' hy trespass is forgiven ;"

How caisst thou lrowin in tIsai pale faca ?à.-
She le the last of sevon.
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