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We arc then inade acquainted wvifh whiat flic loffy pies say in flicir Nvild sonag.
TUhe wvhistIing- wind carrnes over tlic eartl fthe stralu:

"\e nod f0 the Sun cre the gflimnnîcring morn
Pints lier sandals on the mnere:

IVe part withi the Sun whlen the stars are borne
IBy the sîlv'ry waters clear.

And ivlîen lovers are brcathing a thousand vows,
Withi their hearts and chceks aglow,

WVe chant aL love-strain 'îuiid our brcczy boughis,
0f a tlîousand years ago.

Cold wintcr, wvho fichles the flying lcaf,
And steals the floweret's shecen,

Can injure uis îlot, or wvork us grief,
Or iake our tops Jess green:

And spring, whlo awakens her sleeping train,
D3y ineadowv and hll and Ica,

Briug-s no new life t0 our old doînain,
Uinfad(ing, stcrn and frec.

Sublime is our solitude, ehangeless, vast.
Wrhile i-nen build, wvork and save,

IVe irnock : for thieir ycars glide aivay to flie past,
Aîîd wve grinily look on their grave.

Our voice is eternal, our song sublime,
For ifs tiiene is the days ot'yore:

l3ack tlîousands of years of misfy f ime,
Wlien we first grcw old and hioar."*

Tfice North W1ind's T'ale is another fine poemn. What anatural pieture is
dr1awn iii thiese verses:

"Men shrink aghast whîle 1 draw nigh,
And quake as seized wvith. sudden dread;

Tiien quickly f0 their cov'rings fly-
To manision, cottage, or to shed.

The parents gather round the fire,
The youngstcrs pereli upon each knee,

And ait are stili, while lighler, higlier
My tingling tongue shirieks mournfully.

Ai nighft 1 hunt wifh snowv and storm
The wretched îîîother, wandering, lost;.

And shake w'ith sicet lier tender form,
And bind lier tears with links, of frost.

And when the infant, mute-niouthed, eIips,
Pead, froîn the sighing mother's test,

1 freeze fhi ilk ivhielî slowly drips
Adown, and steal lier bosoni's heat.

And ehiller, fiereer in unygee
1 blow along tlie palis of niglît;

Tili o'er them swe.eps flic winter free,
And buries theni froni môrtal sigJlt."

Mr aris very happy in his 1description of Summer:, It is another purely
(l'tnadian poemn, and hiad wve flic space wc would gladly quote fi7om it.

Thi'e arc uîany ofher pieces of good mat ter, of easy fiowving versification,
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