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of their title page as ¢ hamely rustic jingle,” and as the former
volumes are composed after the model of English poets of the beg-
inning of the century, this is a faint echo of Allan Ramsay and
Fergusson,~we can scarcely say of Burns: though some of the
subjects are probably suggested by his choice of themes, e.-g. ¢ The
Grieve; or the Lamentation of old Juwbaws,” which thus begins:

I dinna ken what tempted me

‘To venture owre the raging sea ;
To come awa® to to thir back wuis,
To live in poverty and dudds,
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But liere, c'en those wha rule the nation
Are driving on some speculation ;

Aye, cen the big parliamenter

Will trade and ¢ ieat, like o tramp tinker.
The biggest man thinks nocht degrading—

Thus 1t will be seen 15 2 genume, if not a very poetical Canadian
glimpse of things as they are, and the curious reader may find more
of the like kind in the same volume.

Craving as we do a native poetry, if we are to have Canadian
pocetry at all, The  Song of Charity’ 1akes us by guile. The dedi-
cation of the tastefully executed volume < to kind triends in Orillia,
Canada West,” tells us that the poein was “ composed in chief part,
dusing a summer’s holiday, on the waters and amidst the islets of
little Lake Couchiching.””” Here accordingly is genuine native in-
spiration. We are gliding, with the author in his birch canoe, over
the picturesque lake, and hailing the Indian as he silentiy paddles
past us, under the lee of the wooded islands, from the prettily nam-
ed Orillia—so called after a favorite native flower,~—to his own scat-
tered Indian lodges at Rama. We turn the page, and, as we ex-
pected, weare in the forest :

The forest’s fary solitude,

The violet's hauat be mine ;

Where call the free in merry mood
Fror dawn till day’s decline!?

All gentle creatures gather there

From lcafy nest and mossy lair;

The little spakelet, golden and green,
The pointed grass glides swift between ;
And there the quaint-eyed Lizards play
Throughout the long bright summer-day~—
Uunder the leaves in the gold sun-rain,
To and fro' they gleam and pass,

As the soft wind stirs the grass

A moment and then sleeps again.

And there, the noontides, dream the deer
Close couched, where with crests upcurled,
The fragrant ferns a forest rear

Within the outer forest-world.

And many a petatled star peeps through
The ferny brake, when breathe ancw
The spft wind-pantings. And there too,
The hare and the tiny Jeverct

Bletake them, and their fears forget—
Lazily watching with soft brown cye
The laden bees go sailing by,

With many a bright winged company
Of glittering forms that come and go,
Like twinkling waves in ceaseless flow,
Across those dreamy deptlis below.

And high above on the bending bough
Its gush of song unloocsens now

Somc forest-bird. Wild, clear, and freo
Upswalls the joyous mcelody

In proud, quick bursls; aad then, anon,
in the odurous silence, one by ouc

The thick notes drop, but do nut dic;
Far through thehush the soul keepson
With = music of its own— -
So runs the forest minstrelsy !

Oane other sound there soundeth oniy
Qut of the distance dim and lonely s

Out of the pinc-depths, murmoring ever,
Floweth the voice of the flowing river.

And we toy, wend our way ont of these pine-depths, following the
windings of the flowing river, until we ut length emerge and—what
see we? Net the rocky rapidsof our Canadian Sevem, or the woody
solitudes of Chief’s Island, or the fringing <¢ bush? that still skirts
the shotes of Lake Simcoe,—but an ancient home :

Beneath the stade
Of thosc old trees so beat and seze;
And there, withits storework tracery,

The quaint old house, as old as they,
Still stood, and kept from year to year,
With storm sand frost and slow decay,
A struggloe for the mastery.

We are not then in Canada atall? Unless we have slept a sounder
and longer nap than Rip Van Winkle: it would seem not.  While
we were im:;_gining ourselves in the bush, and deceiving ourselves
even to the fancying these hares aud tiny leverets, were some na-
tive variety that haunted the Georgian lgay, we were all the time
amud the glades and the associations of Old Europe. We could sven
fancy ourselves once more under ¢ the huge, broad-breasted old oak
tree,” beneath which we first made the acquaintance of « the lovely
lady Christabel;” for the rythm, and even something of the izode
of thought, recall to us that most beautiful fragment of the dreamy
Coleridge’s muse. But it is Canadian poetry we are in search of,
and we thereforo leave the ¢ Song of Charity,” and betake ourselves
to the additional poems which accompary it.  And here, at length,
is one of truly native name and chancteristics: ¢ A Canadian Sum-
mer’s Night.” Now, at least, we are not deceived. We glide over
the ripphng waters of Lake Couchiching, and list to its forest
voices :

Still callest thou—thou Whip-poor-will }
When dipped the moon behind the hill,
I hieard thee and I hear the still.

But mingled with thy plaintive cry

A wilder sound comes ebbing by

Out of the pine-woods, solemnely.
Aud bark, again! It conics anew—
Piercing the dark pine-forest through,
WVith its long teo-boo, too-hoo!
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Shoreward agsin we glide—and go
\Fhere the sumach shadotws flow
Across the purple calm below.

There the far-winding creeks among,
The frogs keepup, the summer long,
The murmurs of their soft night-song.

A s50ng most soft and musical—
Like the tulled voice of distant fall,
Or winds that through the pine-tops call.

Aad where thie dusky swamp lies dreamiag,
Slines the fire-flies’ fitful gleaming—
Through the cedars——dancing, streaming!

Who is it hideth up in a trev
Where all but the bats asleep should be,
And with the whistiing mocketh me?

Sauck quaint, quick pipings—two-and-two;
Vialf = whistle, half a coo—
Ah, Mister Tree-Frog! garc-i-vous!

Thic owis on nviseless wing gloom by,
Hewarc, lest one » glimpse cspy
Of your geey coal 2o jeweiled oye.

Now *his is 2 genuine Canadian scene, such as no fire-side tra-
veller or fancy-visioncd poct of old world wanderings or library
book-iuat, could possibly call into being. The dark recesses of the
pine-woods and the shadows of the Jake-fringing snmach, the nono-
tonons cali of the Whip-poor-will, the soft ana musical night-song
of the froys, the fiuful gleaming of the fire-fly dancing in the cedar-
swamp, the prowhng m‘?hl oanoise!ossly listening to the mocking
note—half a whistic and_half a coo,—of the tree-frug : cach one of
these shows the touch of a Canadian pencil, such as the most lab-
vred study of the hiome poct would in vain anempt.  in this dircc-
tion alone lics the path m which poctic success is worth welcoming
among us; unless indecd it be fancicd that we can look for some
great Canadian-born Miltonic epic, not local or exclusive, bui for
other azes and generations than our own,—of which consuinmation
it can oaly be sud there appears at present no very di:cernible
prospest.—Canadian Journal of Science.
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