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who xvas not blessed with such appur-

tenances. 'lo have then is one of the

marks of superioritY. He had thern, 'lot,
however, becalsýe he promulgated doc trines

that were untenable, but because he

advocated causes whicb, on account of
their antagonism to personal selfishness,
were flot popular. He will have eneties,

secret or avow'ed, until mankind learn that

The mnen vbo hav e changed the woriti
w':th the worid hav e disagreed.

P have strayed so far into eulogy of

O'Reillv's more serious sentiments, that 1

have but littie space left to consider hlmn

in his lighter and happier mnoods. Fromn

this it must flot be inferred that it was

with difficulty he struck a joyous note;

for the inference would be totally at

variance with actual facts. He was solemfln

oftener than lie was cheerful, because, as

1 have already tried to point out, he looked

upon life as an 01 )portunity, and questionis

of the gravest nature, and deepest imiport,

were continually forcing tbemselves upofi

his mind, filling it witb the conviction that,

while sucb weigbty themes required atten-

tion, he would be uintrue to the higher

purposes of life, wbo wasted his energy oni

those fanciful topics whîcb gather their

principal charm from a fortunate selectiofi

of words, but wbicb do not affect, eveni

rernotely, the beatings of the world's pulse.

When, however,' he saw an occasion for

taking a brief jauni, into the realms of

dreamland, be did not allow the chance to

slip by unheeded, and the resuit bas beefi

thathebasmade theworldricher-Ol! bow

mucb richer hy songs, wbose charmn and

melody tbrill the beart witb strange delight.

He had an exalted conception of the poet's

vocation, and realized that ideaiess rbymeS

did not constitute poetry.

Songs were born before the singer:

Like white souis awaiting birth,

They abide the chosen bringer
0f their meiody to earth.

He was certainly a "9chosefi bringer,"

and be was fortinate in this that the songs

be brougbt were amolng the sweetest that

have yet been fasbiOfled in the womb of

time.

in companionsbilp witb nature, O'Reilly

fourd bis chiefest joy. I{ad he been able,

he would have lingered always amidst
streamis, hbis, woods and meadows.

No, Nuà frorn the strcet's rude bustie,

iroin trophies of mnari anti stage,
1 would fly to the woods' iow rustie

Anti the mneatiow~s' kindiy Page.

And why this yearning ? Because of the

hypocrisy that prevailed amiongst men.

I-e himself was s0 bonest and outspoken,

that he could flot be indifferent to the

existence, in the world, of much r)retence

and double dealing. For this reason hc

longed to withdraw from it, in order to

escape rerneubrance of

The vuigar sbamni o the pornpotis feast

Wherc the lieaviest prse is the higliest priest

The organized charity, scrinipet anti içed,

in the naine of a cautious, statistical Christ

The snile restraineti, the respectable cant,

MVen ,i friend in nced is a friend in want

Where the oniy ann is to kee1) afloat,

Anti albrother maydiro-wnwit a ery in bis tlroat.

Society's sins hiave neyer, perhaps, been

more severly scored than in these few

verses.
John Boyle O'Reilly was a teacher, and

the lessons he taught were good. Il A

tmani is not the slave of circumistaflce" he

zýries, and his own hife established the

truth of the words. It is, in a way, wonder-'

fui that his early experlieS did flot

destrOy those bope.s that are the product

of eri enthusiasm. From ail sides

troubles assailed him, but- they seemr to

have served as a hellp rather than as a bin-

drance to his youthful energy, apd to Lave

filled hlmn with the great purpose of doing

somnething that would make the world

better, brighter, happier, and wiser. He

did flot desire to forget those troubles, for

he knew that recollèction of themr would

shed over bis later years, that soft and

soothing light, which the mnemory of

grief, long-past, can kindle.

I wrote ,lown my troubles every day;
Anti after a few short years,

When I turned to the heart-acheS

passed away,
I read themn with smniles, not tears.,

To one who reads O'Reilly's poems, the

wish cornes, instinctively, that the world

-the world of young people particularly-

mighit be better acquaintedwith himand bis

writings. There is so much to be gained


