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She boaste few records 01 the past,
Few deeds O' wondrous Faine;

But Canada'u the land 0' hope,
She yet will win a naine;

An' wben ber day's O' grandeur corne,
(By us they '11 no be seený

We trust ber bairns will ne'er forget
To baud their Halloween.

The allusion to the Atlantic Cable is particularîy nice and there
is sornething more than patriotic feeling in tle concluding lines.

An' now anither link is forged
That binds us to our lame ;

Th' Atlantic cables tethered fast,-
Despite the storrny main,

An' ilka day »he news is fiasbed
The auld an' new world atween;

It micht bae let uis ken gin frien's
Are haudin Hallowe'en.

We may forget tbe bonniest face
Tho' it srniied on us yestreen;

Buit we'll ne'er forget our native land.
Nor dear auld Hallowe'en

ROBERT G. HiLîUavON son of the late celebrated Justice HIIÀ.î-
BURTON M. P. of Nova Scotia, (better known as the author of Sam
Slick) bas an undoubted dlaim 10 le classed arnong our Cana-
dian poats. This accomplished gentleman bas written more
pbilosophy than poetry. But, I arn far from saying that he is
more a philosopher than a Poet. His merits in both capacities are
beyond dispute, and will yet be more generally appreciated wvhen he
chooses to corne more prominently before the public. The very tilles
of sorne of bis works make it apparent huw adnîirahly bis mind is
adapted for philosophical research, and an attentive perusal of them
wili show tbat he has not meditated anid enquired to no purpose. No
doubi our Christian Faith instructs us as to the unity ofthîe human
race. But in these our days, there are înot wanting uinen, and men
pretending to science too, wvho do not accept tle îcstimioily of oui'
sacred book3. ill they alike reject the witness of ail history,-o
ail antiquiîy ? or, will they be able to set aside the reasoning and the
conclusions deduced by sudh ment as Mr. IIalil)urtou,7 fron' the cus-
tomsy convictions and practices uuiversally prevalent in anicient as
well as more modern nations ? If il be found that there are Kalen-
dars and Festivals, parti 'cularly 1' The Festival of the Dead, " common
tu al nations, there are few who will deny that these extraordinary
coincidences point to a common origin. It would be no great proof
of science to pretend that there are no sucb things. Nothiný wili be
further frb)m the minds of truly scientific meiithan to despise the
researches of such a writer as Mr. Haliburton. But it is as a poet
only, that I can at present conaider this distingruished author. He has
not, as yet, written much poetry. But, ini what he has written quality
makes amenda for quantiîy. And besides,1 that public, which delights
in fine octavos and respectable library volumes, has. nothinoe to do
wiîh the matter. Mr. Haliburton ha not given any of his po'ems to
the public. And if I ar n 1w able to tell you anyîhing about them,
ib is because I have been favored with a reading Of' a smali collec-
tion of some charming compositions which have leen printed Oîiv
for private circulation. When these poems are wideiy given Ici thé
world, critics will discourse iearnedly on their elégance, pathos
purity of sentimnent and correct versification In the meauîfime, you
niay take mY word for it, that thev posssessalal the-se qualities. 1 shaîî
not attempt to aay with what delight 1 perused then, or how mýich I
regret that bhey are flot* more numerous. But a writer who is s0
obviously endowed with the genius of Poetry, and who is skilled in~
the art of expressin- his poetical conceptions with truiy classic baste
and accuracy, will not cease to seek the favor of the Muses, until
tbey have placed bimu in the highest niche of the Temple of Fane.
Mr. Ilaliburton was born iin 1833, and nay yet bave ie, (I for one
inost sincerly hope that le will), ici compose a great poen,-an Epic
that wiil do bonor to our nascent Literature. The most fastidious
critic could flot require that, it ahould be more correct or more beau-
tiful, than those lesser Poeins, the secret of which I arn cornmunica-
ting to you. There is no kind of verse that Mr. Haliburton does flot
handie with facility,-none that does not afford ready and npt expres-
sion tb the inspirations of his muse. The 8tately numbers of Milton
are quite familiar to lin, lHe las used tIetn to good purpose in his

most beautiful Poem "1.1Forind Drowited." The suject of this compo-
sition does not, perhaps, admit of the sublimity of Milton ; but in
pathos, it is certainly flot infrior to anythingr that you or 1 have
ever read:

FOUND DROWINED.

"Glad to death's mystery
Swift to be burled-
Anywhere, anywhere
Out of the world"

(Bridge of Siyh3.)

Summer had fled. The autumn tints no more
Could mock the dying forests. Duli decay
Sat brooding o'er the sombre earth. The sky,
Grown strangely drear, its azure mnantie doffed
For sad attire. Over the red sun rolled

Like wintry seas; clouds leaden hued, tbat merged
The dark'ning Ileaven. The fatal wind awoke
.Moaning as if froin troubled dreains. The leaves,
Like flitting spirits of past sumxaler joys,
Danced in the fleecy air, tben sank to sleep
In winters cold embrace; wbile o'er the scene
The floating 5110w is pallid mantle flung,
Until the town's dark roofs, the sombre firs,
The russet barrens crirnson-flecked, grown pale,
Fast faded froin the view; and ail once more
Seemed pure as wben the infant earth first woke-
And wondring wýatched the dawn-save wbere black lakes
Drauk up the trembling snow-flakes as tbey fell
Unnumbered, and still turned unto the sky
Their greedy gaze, like monsters of the deep,
That lurk arnid the Ocean's foam, and watch
Witb ever hungry eyes. Then jealous nigbt,
That with ber shadowy mantle froin tbe day
Slow veils the wearied, slumbering earth, in haste,
.As if she feared a fairer rival, rushea
17pon the tempest's wings. At intervals
44 AI's well!' was borne upon the flîful gusts,
That eddying swept the sulent streets. The cry
Seemed to excite the storm's wild revelry;
And the snow madly whirled o'er bill and dale,
Far over surging forests and bleak plains,
Wreathing with boary crown the writhing pines
That strove with their tormentor, and in sport
Wrestling with oaks that struggled in its arins,
And groaned unheard. Again witb muified toues

cAllas well 1" the watcbman cried, and shiv'ring saw
A form that struggled witb the deep'ning snow,
And wearily plunged on amid the drifts.
He started as he imarked the sullen glare
That lit ber sunken eye, the recklessness
That dared the wintry tempest. She passed by;
The wind still howled, and still the mocking sound
iAIl s well"l re-echoed through the lagging hours.

.. ... .. . .. . ... .. . ... . .
The wind rnay rage without, yet round the bearth
More closely draws the group. The merry cbirp
That cheers the farmer's fireside, is beard
More blithely tuning its shrili rnelody,
As thougb it strides with feeble strain, to vie
Witb the loud moaning wind. Absorbed and stili,
A chiid with worider in its earnest eyes,
Hears oft-told tales beside its grand-dame's knee.
Absent, and gazing on the glimmering flue,
The father silent sits; yet oft he steals
A tearful look at the long-vacant chair,
That none is there to occupy, and oft
The maidens still their mirtb, lest it may break
His mournful reverie. At lengtb the dlock
Reminds lin of the houir for prayer; theu low
Hie bows in supplication, and leads on
The answeriug group of youthful worshippers
Now asking Heaven for biessings on the head
0f those that journey far 0cer land and sea,
And in compassion to earths8 erring ones,

dTo raise up thein that faili; " but no voice adds
Responsively, "lAmen."1 With breathings busb'd,
Each wond'ring strives to catch once more tle sound
0f tbe deep groan, that brougît their praver-winged thougbts
From Heaven to eartl again- Tbey listen long:
Hark! now it cornes once more. No! 'Tis the moan
0f the complaining wind. Again he kneels
To urge the earne8t prayer, and to invoke
For eacb around a blessing froin on higb;
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