
A SONG 0F CHEER

Under how deep a debt Canada is,
and must remflIi, for the good fortune
that brougbt the distinguished author
to the country as a resîdent, with bis
industrious, talonted pen and fruitful
work, and how grateful ît sbould be
for the inspiration be has given to the
native literaturo, with the presenCe and
example in its 'flidst Of a rare person-
ality, which inspires as well as charms
ell Who corne within its influence, there

can hardly b. a dissident voicO bY WaY

of reply, or a detractiflg, discordant

note of qualification. That the Iearned

Professor,, octogtflariaf though lie

now is, may yet SIe many years of

happy and homage-paid life iii the

nation with which he bias nOW homo so

long and bonourablY identified, rnust

be the ardent wisb of every Canadiati
and English-speaking studoat of bis

writings.
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B LEST is the nigbt and sweot the titfle

The lordly YuIe-tide moon appears;

And now inWo mine longing ears

The joy.bells chiflie,

What sot't, gray hopes of long ago

Those chins recal1l-wbat silent b1i55!

MIY beart now flowers in the kiss

0f winter's snow.

The world is kind-the world is old.

Each heart builds its own resting place

Out of lifes deeds. youth's angel face

Su Soon turns cold.

But Christmas briO'gs, while timo Swift flows.

A tondernoss for every grief;'

The thoro lies covored by the loaf

0f Hope's red rose.

Fling wido the portals then, poor heart;

Lot molodies of Peace awake

The sleeping dreams wIoessosk,
While shadows part!


