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and carne to, thiis country duriugr the year 1854. In Paisley, and for
2'ome time il, Si. John, lie followc d the calling of at shoemnakcr, as
lVhitticr, the Quaker Bard, once iiid, bat his poetic soul towercd aboie
the soles of boots and shies, and lie soonl souglit an occupation more
congenial to bis literary tastes. H1e bas since filled various positionb,
on the staff of city neîvspapers and is st ili connectcd in some way witl t
the press of the land. As a newspapcr man, thrown into dail 'y 'con-
tact with every phase of human nature, lie bias liad ample scope to ex-
ercise bis peculiar talents, and thiese labours of his mind and pen will
leave imprinted on Canadian literature a lasting impression. When the
lîistory of tue literature of~ this country cornes to be written Mr. Mur-
doch's name ivili be very intimately associated ii it, thon li lie haý3
written littie, if anythin, of a purely Canadian tone. Ilis tlio,,ýlits are
home tiouglits ; not Canadian.

Severa,ýl neîv poemns, many of which remaining to this t>ne uinpub-
lished in auy forrn, have been added Lo this collection, and in scope,
power and pathos, in melodious diction and in musical expression, nre
fully equal to the bard's otli'3r productions. There is a fine toucîmn<
bit of elegiac rlyrne on the first page, fuli of thought and replete withi
xnelinchioly surrounidings. We heard this poern many years ago re-
cited at one of our Public Schools, and were considerably ii pressed
îvith it at thc time. The IlCity of the Dead " is very beautiful and
can only be approciated by those who have lost friends sleeping in the
quiet Burial Ground. Tiiese musîngs lose none oftheir charrn by age,
and ive have, many a tirne, found ourselves unconsciously repeating
portions of the poem îvhile sloîvly traversingr the ýsulent pathways to
and fromn the sad narrow Isouses of the dead.

"Alonc, like exile far reniote
Fromi country, friends and home,

1 seek thy m'azy Cedar wvalke,
In niusing mood to rmi;

Or awe-strnck, gaze witli silent grief
lJpon ecd narrow bcd,

Wnich holds for the.e, my kindred's dust-
Lonc City of the Dcad.

I sec within thy solemn gloom
The ghosts of other years;

Their love notes corne on evcry wind-
Their hiopes, their joys, their tears;-

But soon, too soon, the transient dreani
Whieh rapt my soul is sped,

And Ieft atone tii> spectral spires-
Dark City' of the Pend.

Bcneath this lowly, humble board,
Redlines the stalwart Iorm

0f hlm who bravedl tie billow's rage,
And dared tie deaxon storm;

No tender mother seal'd lus eye,
Or wzitch'd hie dying bcd;

No si.ster mourrne Mm in tiy shades-
Drx City of tic Pead.


