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POEM71S 1W JOHN B. TAB13.

-H AV E lately hadi placeci in
my hands a smali vol unebear-

Sing the above titie. lIt is a
book of recent publication,

neatly bound, with its- poerns con-
venientlyand picturesquelydisposed,
as a rule, each on a sigle page.
J udgyingc by the eye alone, its con-
tents are fragmnentary. F requentlv,
poemns occupy flot more than one-
fifth part of the space allotted to
them. Stili, each is none the less a
finished work, and w'hoever would
attemipt to enibody iii the remiaining
four-fi fths of the p-age, the numierous
thougshts its pregnant lines sugygest,
would probably require uncommiion
conciseness of style or mninuteness
of penmai-,n.sipi. Being unprefaced.
the book malzes no pretensions or
excuses. It asks but its face value.
its miodesty is almiost an indication
of its mient.

Previaus to receiving this quaint
volume, the writer of this short
article was altogrethier unacquainted
with its author's life, andi with the
exception of a few stray poemns,
gieaned here and there aimong) the
miagazines, was equally as unifamiiliar
wvith his works. This ackniowledge-
ment may be .made at the expense
of ail dlaimn to personal reputation,
for, juclgingIr fromn the quality of bis
wvork, it is not improbable thlat <'not
to know him, argues oneseif un-
knziowni." However, a cursory read-
img of thislittle volume supplies much.
clesirable informnation, for it leads
one to recognize in the hithierto
unknown J. B. Tabb, a man of re-
fined tastes, of mnature faculties, and
one Who if bis poetic genius bias flot

yet reachied its fullest cleveliopment,
is certainly destineci to occupy an
enviable position amiong the poets of
Amierica.

It is xvorthy of remiark that the
author of this valuable work is a
Catholic priest, andl one who mningles
prayer with poetry. lits contents
are suggestive of his occupation,
not so mnuch on account of the nature
of the subjects it treats, but its pen-
sive character, its devoui. an-d digni-
fieci beauty of conception, added to
its finisheci brevity of execution, is
f ully ini aCcorclance wvith wbiat miight
bc expected of one wbose mind
traverses the paths of Calvary as
w'ell as of Parnassus, and whose
thougbrlts are clrawn more frequently
ancd more dutifully towards his bible
ai crucifix than towards his pen.

The volume is divided into three
parts. lIts opeming pages comprise
a numiber of miscellaneous poems.
its second part cornes under the
designation of Ci<quatrains," and its
third division consists of a series of
beautiful sonnets. The whole con-
tains about one hundred and seventy
short poemns, mnany of which are
einiently distingruishied by their
artistic finish and gIeneral literary
excellence.

The first lunes, addressed to Sidney
Lanier, give an agreeable indication
of what the succeecling pages miay
bc expected to disclose. They run
in tliis strain:

«Ere Time'ýs horizon Une Nvas set,
Somiewhiere in space our spirits met,
Then o'er the starry parapet

Came w,-,nideriing biere.
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