
,genius wvas indeed lirniited., and lie wvas undoubtedly too stiff and
dogmatic in his views of true poetry, but the world must neyer-
thieless acknow'ledgt that among the poets of nature lie deserves
and occupies a kingly place.

HERBERT GRIWOOD.

Woodstock leg

MY SISTEIi.

Sister mine, wvhat have 1 done,
Tell me this, beloved one,
Why should'st thou on this one day
Take thyseif fron mie, 1 pray ?
Could'st thon not contented live
Withi the love thiat I could give ?
Be a si-ster to thy brother,
Ta.-ke bis love and a-sk no othier ?
\Xas it not, enioughi for thee
Prettv one, tliat thou should'st ije

Clierishied only in iiiy hueart ?

But zinothier's, now thon art.
Mýiningiic withi rny cup of sadness,
True, thiy joy -%'ill l>ring mie gladness;
For 1 eoulti not sad remain
Since truc hhiss thou dost ol 'tain.
Go ijiy sw'eet one, t() thiy 1liss,
Take thy ierothecr'.s Iare-well kiss:
Xithi this miyrtie-tie to thee,
Heaven's, richest lls ibe
If perchiance some future dax'
Thou recatll'st this eve of Mas,
Think my love is stili as new
As whien I bade thiee this Adieu-

L. A. THERmES.
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