
'rHE I)OMINION REVIEW.

1,eautifully eiigravedl froittispiece illustrates thié stallza
He cornes flot back : o breaking heart be stili'

W~hile trnie endures wornan shahl endure

The grief that knosis no anodyne until

Death's soothing fingers work the perfect cure.

Unhappy i)do n t hat shitecliffed isle,

Whereto thy suljects ply the laboring cuar,

A faîrer Helen than the one whose smile

Ileguiled the faitless Dardan shahl deplore

In comning years the cruel faite that leaves the rustic free

'lu lise and loe while princes bear a burthen none may sec."

Wliijch ili succeeded byV these beautifill lines, forming the otnly. break iii

lie tneasure of the " song '

"-cARMIFN MORTAL.

"Warrior !sheathe thy dinted sssord,
Lay thy buckber dlown.

'(ainst the fierce invadîng horde
Thnu thy blood hast freely poured-

Clainu the v ictor's crown
Cross thy hands upon thy breasi,
Shut thine ryes and take thy resu

-lpilot 1strike thy tattered sait,
Make thy rnoorings fast-

Nor rnckii tn Iee nor guI! nor gale

Shail cause thy rugged cheek to pale,
Now îhy voyage is pasi.

Sale upon the eternal shore,
Tirne and tîde shall vex no more

"Mother! lay that golden head
Gently on its hier.

Cnuld thy grIýef recaîl the dead,
Would'st thon v'enture then un shed

one disturbing tear?
Weep flot for the larnbs that dwel
In the rncads of asphodel!

"Maîden tuwlne thy wreath ane,,
Lo the orange bloom,

Wiltîng frnst hath fingered, rue.
Cyprcss, and the poisoned yew-

ltest beseu. the tombh
D ream net of thy loyer's vows.
I>eath hath cbairncd thee for his spouse!

XýuôoIIg the mikscellaneouls poemts whieh fill Up the %,olume, we are

pleased to see one in meunory of the late R. A Proctor. We are glad to

know that nearly the whole of the first edition of Mr. O'Byrne's book

lias been @old out; and we hope a second edition miay bc issued, in which

some printer's bleisihes may be removed, as vel se those we have

referred 1,0.


