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Poems of the Out-ot-Dolors
Verses by various A utkors on varying, aspects of Nature

BY THE GASPEREAU.
BURTON W. LOCKHART.

Do you remember, dear, a night in june,
So long, so long ago,

When we were loyers, wandering with
the moon,

Beside the Gaspereau?

The river plashed and gurgled thro'
its giooms,

Slow steaiing to the sea»
A silver serpent; in the apie blooms

The soft air rustled f ree.

And o'er the river f rom afar the sound
0f mellow tinkling beils

I-'rurn browsing cattie stirred the echo
rounid

In gentle f ails and swelis.

No soulnd of hurnan sorrow, nor of
rnirth,

Strearned on that peace abroad,
And ail the night leaned low upon the

earth
I.ike the cainm face of God.

And iii our hearts there breathed, like
if e, a breath

0f rnost delicious pain,
It scered a whisper ran frorn birth to,

death
And back to birth againi.

And bound in airy chains Our shining

Ope your doors and take me in,
Spirit of the wood;

Take me-make me next of kîn
To your leafy brood.

THE PI<AYGROUND 0F THE SUN.
BY CHAUeJS G. D. ROBItRTS.

1 amn for the open meadows,
Open meadows full of sun,

When the bot bees hug the ciover,
The hot breezes drop and run.

I arn for the uincut hayfieids
Open to the cioudiess blue,

For the wide unshadowed acres
Where the summer's pomps renew.

Where the grass-tops gather purpie,
Where the ox-eye daisies thrive,

And the mendicants of summer
Laugh to feel themseives aive.

Where the bot scent steams and quivers,
Whére the bot saps thrill and stir,

Where in leaf-celis' gree 'n pavilions
Quaint artificers confer.

WVhere the bobolinks are rnerry,
Where the beeties bask and glearn,

Where above the powdered blossoms
Powdered moth-wings poise and

drearn.

LND BL1UE.
CAMPFLI,.

:ure of heaven,
avemient of pearl,
ith a brizrhtness

I have wooed you so,
But never a favour you bestow.
You rock youir cradle the huils between,
Buit scorn to notice my white lateen.

1 stow the sail, unship the mast:
1 wooed YOu, long, but my wooing's

past ;
My paddie wiil luil you into rest.
Oh!i drowsy wind of the drowsy west,
Sieep, sieep,
By your mountain steep,
Or down where the prairie grasses
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