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DALy isa son of Sir Domninick
Daly, whe was successively Guver-
nor of Tobago, P. E. Island, and
N, Australia, and who married Miss
Maria Gore, daughter of Col Gore,
of County Kilkenny. Their son,
Malachi Bowes Daly, was bomn
Fibruary Gth, 1836, and cducatel
at St. Mary’s College, Oscott,—one:
(§ .f the best schools in England,
where Col. Ryan, R. A., and his
~uns, were also educated.  He was
called to the bar of Nova Scotia in
1864, was private secrctary to his
father, and to twosuccessive Gover.
nots of Nova Scotia; stood for
Halifax (Cunservative) in 1878, and
was re-elected in 1882 and 1885,
In 1883 he was chosen by Sir John

MacDonald as Deputy Speaker and
Chairman of Committees, and in
15890 was appointed Governor of
Nova Scotia. His Honor married,
in July, 1859, Miss Joanna, second
daughter of Sir Edward Kenny,
and a more popular couple never
| reigned in our Government House.
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A REVERIE.

I rode along the moonlit read,
My mind was full of caze,
Aui my heart was s3] and restless
With sorrows hard to bear.

At tho chureh-vard I xined in iy hiores,
Fast'ning him to the gate;

Then up to the path I took my way,
And the hour was lone and late,

His HoNoR LIEUTENANT-GoveERNoR DaLy.

The Meon shane o'er the otill chiurch-vard,
A sweet and moumnful ~ight ¢
The gravestones leokel like thelr svuery
glioats,
Clalin their tokees of white

The sight hall’ ealied my trenbded breast
I reache] the grave 1 sought,

There fung my~If upon the ground
And loat myself iu thenght.

" HALIFAX, N. S.

A month ago ! A, how T wished
That time would come again,
Though I should have to pass ow ¢ mnore
Thrmgh that anguhllx and that pain

And as I sat tius lost i thought,
Cawie ~teabing theuugh the air,

So faint, <o distant camne a sound
UI st sweet and rare.

Nearer it gren and hearor gow
[t sounded in my ear ;

1 u':s.‘l'\l iy Lamls 1 n.-t\.‘hl h'dl.t.‘l,
I won ler aned to fear

A sttarns Tie ea haa beand bnfore,
Nor e'er shall heay again

I hield my very breath . . hear
That a0 esie fisught wotlk Jrai.

Louder it filled the air, and la *
There Lrohe upon my sght

A troog of sweet angelic forms,
All elothed in spatless white,

Loud thiaiiied the tnasic and bediadd
As acarer atill they drew,

The farrest, and the brghtest, came ,
My own, my lost one true.

Aud now they softly drifted past
My loved one in the threng ;

Fawter and fainter vamshing,
While softer grew their song.

Ru saftly fadwd the refraia,
That sweetly mournful strain,
Famter it trembled on the breezo
Aund ne er was heard agamn.

How long, 1 know not, I lay there
But when at last I rese,

The 10ad was lifted from my heart,
Madec lighter were my woes,

o happy had ahe scemed that night,
Should I then sorrowing be ?

Stay weeping o'er my fate becau e
She now was pure and free.
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