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TO MY GRANDM3,OTIIER.

(Suggestecl by a picture by Mfr. Romne y.)

This relative of mine
Was she seventy-and-nine

WThen she died I
By the canvas may be seen
llow she looked at seventeen,

As a bride.

Beneatli a summer tree
fier maiden reverie

lias a charma;
fier ringlets are in taste;
What an arm ! What a waist

For an arm!

With lier bridai wreath, bouquet,
Lace, farthingale and gay

Fallala-
Were iRomncy's limning truc,
What a lucky dog wcre you,

Grandpapa!

lier lips arc swcct as love;
They are parting ! Do they move

Are thcy dumb 'i
fier cycs arc bhue, and bcamn
Bcseecbingly, and scem

To say, "lCorne 1

What funny fancy slips
From atween these cherry lips

Wbispcr nie,
Sweet sorccress in paint,
What Canon says 1 mayn't

Marry thee.

That good-for-nothing Time
fias a confidence sublime!

When I first
Saw this lady, in my youth,
fier winters liad, forsooth,

Donc their worst.

fier locks, as white as snow,
Once shamed the~ swarthy crow.

By-and-by
That fowl's avengrng sprite
Set bis cruel foot for spite

Near hier eye.

fier roundcd formn was lean,
And lier silk was bomibazine;

Well 1 wot
XVith lier needlcs would she sit
And for hours would she knit

Would slie not?

Ah ! perishable dlay
lier charîns had dropped away,

One by one.
But if she lîcaved a sigh
XVitli a burthen it was IIThy

WilI be donc."

In travail as in tears,
Witli the fardel of hier, years

Overprest,
In mercy she was borne
Where the weary and the worn

Are at rest.

O, if you now are there,
And as sweet as once you were,

Grandmamma,
This nether world agrees
'Twill ail the better please

Grandpapa.

A GARDEN IDYLL.

Wehave loiter'd and laugh'd in the flowery crof t,
We have met under wintry skies;

lier voice is the dearcst voice, and soft
Is the lîglit in bier wistful eyes ;

It is sweet in the silent woods, among
Gay crowds, or in any place,

To hear lier voice, to gaze on lier young
Confiding face.

For ever may roses divinely blow,
And winc-dark pansies charm

By the prim box-patli where I feit tlie glow
0f lier dimpled, trusting arm,

And the swecp of lier silli as she turned and smiled,
A smile as fair as lier pearis;

The breeze was in love witli the darling child,
As it moved lier curîs.

She sliow'd me lier ferns and woodbine sprays,
Fox-glove and jasiline stars,

A mîst of blue in the beds, a blaze
0f red in the celadon jars;

And velvcty bees in convolvulus belîs,
And roses of bountiful June-

Oh, wlio wuuld think the~ sunlîner spelîs
Could die so soon!

For a glad song came from the milking-slied,
On a wind of tliat summer soutli,

And the green was golden above lier bead,
And a suinbeam kissed lier moutlî;

Sweet were tlie lips wliere that sunbeam dwelt-
And the wings of Time were fleet

As I gazed ; and neither spoke, for we felt
Life was s0 sweet.

And the odorous limes were dim ahove
Aewe leant on a drooping bough;

And the darkling air was a breatli of love,
And a witching tlirusli sang IlNow!

For the suni dropped low, and the twiliglit grew
As we listen'd and sigh'd, and leant-

That day was the sweetest day-and we knew
What the sweetncss meant.

PIrom IlPoems " by lfredcrick Locker.

PERIODICALS.

IN the January number of The Century Magazine that mucli discussed
novel, "lThe Brcad-winners," reaches its conclusion. It strikes us as a
story strong tliroughout; here and there a trifle unreflned, and now and
again in error in its analysis ; but on the wliole a vigorously conceived
and boldly outlined picture of full-blooded if e. Anr unustrally readable
and well illustrated paper is that by Mr. Andrew Lang, entitled "IEdin-
boro' Old Town," witli drawings by Mr. Pennell. A bright artistic paper
is the Il Log of an Ocean Studio," by Clarence C. Buel. There is anr in-
teresting article on a young Hindu gcnius, a girl by name Tou IDutt, wlio
died at the age of twenty-one, aftcr liaving added work of permanent value
to our literature. Mr. Robert Grant's "An Average Man," does not by
any means strike us as possessing the dulness one critic lias ascribed to
it. The lieroes are two young men wlio are not slow; one of the heroines,
a cliarming and beautiful young womnan 'weddcd to a feeblc-minded lins-
band, is dissatisfied, and reads with one of tlie before-mentioned herocs, on
first acquaintance, sundry stanzas from Swinburne's exquisite but not ex-
actly prudis l "Before Dawn." We do flot think the novel gives any
promise of dulness. In fact everything points quite the other way. An
article signed IIY. D." gives an account of Il The Forty lImmortals " of the
Frenchi Academy; tliere are extracts from Garfl el d's "1Journal of a Trip to
Europe in 1867 "; Mr. Edward Eggleston contributes a paper on "liHus-
bandry in Colony Times; " and Mr. E. V. Smalley writes a timiely note on
Genieral Sherman, whose portrait, engraved to perfection, opens the number.
Mr. John Burroughs contributes one of lis flnely sympathetic essays, under
the title of IlIn Womdswortli% Country.', Mr. Cable continues bis novel,
"lDm. Sevier," of whicli we do not yet find ourselves able to formulate an
opinion. The characterization, it goes witliout saying, is beyond praise, as
are the descriptive touches. Like ahl of Mm. Cable's work, it lias a quality
whicli prejudices tlie critic in its favour. The liero is a soînewliat contra-
dictory and uncomfortable doctor. The lieroine is a sweet and lovable little
woman, wliose husband commands our liking and respect, whilc we are
conscions of a lack in lis make-up -wbich vexes us. Narcisse is adrnirably
drawn. In tlie departmient of "IOpen Letters " there is a letter from Mr.
J. Fred Hiarley, a young Canadian wmiter of great promise, dealing witli
the question of "1Free Trade witli Canada." Mr. Frank R. Stockton bas
in this number one of bis delicately humorous stories, entitled "lfis Wife's
Deceased Sister," from whicli we quote. The naine itself is a bit. The
poetry of the number is not remarkable.
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