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SONNETS.

TO A SONG-THRUSfl IN NOVEMBER.

-Decliine of Day.

Lone sing-er mldst the ruins of the year,
In whose sweet notes frorn yonder low-brow'ld hli
The echoos of the dead spring linger stili

In rneltiug cadences, so melloiv-clear
That 1 could fancy she lierseif woro boere.

And not sad-clotihed November, grey and ehil,--
I love thy voice, and fain wouid kecp thee stili,

Blithie 'warbler, for tlîy gontie song, inear!

Yet go, sweot bird!1 The year hath lost lier youth;
Greoni-kirtied 'May and sunny da-ys are fled.
WVhy Iingcrcst thoit so late aid 'lhe dead

In this Northx hnd ? Haste to thc b.ilnîy South,
,%nd long, 'warnîi days ! This is nor tinn.e iior lace
For thy blitlie songl loue -%vanderer froxîx thy- race!

Dwsk.

Sweet wanderiug voice, startiing t,-.se silent ways
Wý%ith sudoi son-, thon iost within tlic rtiund
0f empty space and this wide barren gro«tind,-

Like somne weird-strung EoIIan harp that pinys
Tjnbidden strains, when a liglit zophyr lays

Her liand upon the strings and o'er the sound
Ligers wvith fond regret, as she liad fetind

An eho of iost song froni othor days-

Thou wak'st the chords of haitf-forg-otten ruth.;
And voices that ring stranigeiy in niy cars
Ploat back to nie freiîn out the ýva.iisIhed years,

The tender, sad, lost, shining days of youtb.
1 Nvould bc calmn '%ith these dun days,-aniid yet
Thiou wilt not let me, wien I miglit, forget.

M3iditigitt.

0 Singer, bush ! M.Ny heart is out of tune,
Thou pipcst of the days T7hichi once have l)ecn
And now can bo no mone. The springing green

0f sun-ward fields; the ianghIing skies of June;
The dewy niorn ; th'e long bright aftrnoon;

The voice of birdls and waters,-These are rIfe
In ail tby song- and have been in nîy life,

But nowv cau bo no more, or late or soon.


