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ing .esda suiving. Voln% star rides fret and Beside the Ill.-sweet waves of inauiiry
clear in the bliue heave; and vou tell mIle T'hat ever eliiite.-Wte are lot ilat, we
th.it once intwa,, obsic.rel by iialigln inuists .thouglit

/ü.i*/d R i:v. A. J. Lo u.urrt, "/MaS/OM and enm ious clotids. lut tlere was one \e wveaui: we are inot what w.e hoped to lie.

/1/r"), C'herrr/l'/, .l/ainc, 'CI/tg? :w/'// %we saw on the violet edge of eveiing- a 'lil ought liniunt s ever climb.

6e /ùeased /<o answe,. utndr //e hea</ 'y new-cetaied alle, tlat hat just begn to The gloomi: the larger viSion hath mirest,
" any gt/ /dn tid ts, l unbosomi it, heais, whenl fell the ntimely . miiitelsignati is the nly pth

hiin ccning Catadian h./s/i,. /o- ctirtai if arkness, anditl vanmiNhed away. lo d.ith fAn r pis ud phi osoplhers:
aity' anid /j/c/a'r, wher //' intfor. Rcmoved in% the dtptlhs of its skiey home, 'T consolatin of a generous lieart,

nia//on is at /aînd or h ,/aina/'. a nn·w cCMeer of liglit as opei to it; but. ah! ' hie noble freedolin of al faithfumil illimitn.
mt had not our eyes, and ne more it sliies Alas! be las reaclied that ultimate goal,

PHILLIPS STEWART : 00R[ E for u o frequently boded in hais tender strains,
il. ROBlERTS,. only tono speedily. lihs lyric cadences are

\\ I: have amnong our papers a ltter, as sweet to the e'ar as his reflectivenless is
W1·: set an houir ,.tart. dedicate, as a w n hich accomipanied a little volume to the heart. Sticli bits as-

white imark to towo be)aut ifuml sotils. Let it "Poemns: Phil ips Stewart- -bot h of whiclh ' We'll gaze into the violet eyes of pring,
bu this; for t as quiet, and sofily veiled,, are prectotîs tio tus; and the mnlore sO, thatTa ope an milose tiponi gleen dewy baikit,
temnpered w ith evening's tenderness. Ifi the promise they imdicate can never be fil- Where ilvacinthsc are twiniedi in purple iikst:
ne cotld go stumbling on- even tio amnuse filleci. The letter grects tis mi cordial ()aur dinaimy sigli wili till :ieloilious days,

ourselves withi flower-gathering and the toile, tenders a nelcotmîe gift, confesses 1im- AmI I will love thie, love tie evernore."
veaving of selfish garlands-careless of maturitv, intimnates hope of riper achieve- " A:nli c the nisi of far bells

young hopleful latirels witherig, and tle nment. 'The poct's book is redolent of The starry niglt -tcals softly ele."
making of timitilmiely graves, wlo .would youth, its sweet regrets, its tintedl memo- And, ah! when moon.cyed Night dlth rise

envy us. Sir Walter commnedwit lhis ries, ils longimîgs for action. \Ve open it and .mll
heart alone, when but fori lr n with iiieimîo- at randomui, and read from his muemtrcial tier silver lowers u the sapphire fields
ries of Camp-the i dumb companion of lis address to hlis mother- and fromn this you of tremlblng bloi, frott thîese eternal
ranbles. iltt wilIl not the fading of lhis shail judge if he is not :a poet: tlowiit el s
friends toicli ais more nearly - burdening ".et thy Sm cet mIeintary \\'tell catch the perfuine of life's sweetest
hin nith a niatural pensiveiess, nlot tit- Inspire mIy life ti deuti: ty soul dth enne thouîght.'
Imiiigied% withl pain? Will lie îlot weep for Ation. Action is the soul'*s linest s'peeci; ' le whaitu swaia is p.dliig his fetther.
the little child lie cuddled, and droop more Worids may dective, deeds never c;ui. s cilled bat
miiotirnfully stil Itliwre soie latirelled aso- Ihlîltil j With lazy oairs."
ciate lead is Iving low', if oily to ienemn. Di) More tliai live a shadow-hated life,
ber how the famiii liar voice of ounIsl and A pensive poet Iby the h-eaing cea. 'lesper bright,
sym pathy is silent? So, ye tm:scen but . T -eet to atch the lit' imloon w'ith lily face ar, bi '"img lis sapihinie concli ot high,
in'o unlîved brothecrs' fori t a siI er satron veil, dreanimig hile lowing kite crtep througli the tlin kligli ii'frOe sake of Of hers' first loive: te russet lîttsi of trees valeS,

youwcre, and what it nas hopedci yu litlt wild dallie witihteatui n wi: And sweetly rise thutsi of the golden
would bc: for the sake of the briglt poetic 'lThe mirth of twinkling eirds in gilden air; sheaf,
latirels that w'ere just btidding about yotr The calim of ivied ruins in dim iight: 1lights of tlie harvest song and bluîshing
brows, and the pure earthisweetemniig oftice I lit the large struggling wvorldt liatd neeI of vine "i

of your lives; for the saîke Of the Ones Who Youth's " In shadowy calin the boat
imbost tcved vou and miost grieve for yot, FntlIsiasm, p higli action, duep Slecps by tht dreanitig oar;
this hour "o'f memories and siglhs" to v'oum Conviction, homest toil, the glowinig dawn 'lie green hills are afloat
is consecrate. (of r."blest thouglts, green hopes, wari love, Beside the silver shore.

\We have had a dusky, dreamy' brond of atid faiti, " Yoiuth hoists the white-winged sail,
thoughts this evening, amnd know not whici *\"1ni.itions. aslirations. all thlat ini'tke lIov takes the l ging oar;-
is darkest or saddest images of "sleep- "l'd' u'îitît ut settng of a noble life. The oft-told fairy tale
less souls that perished in their Itide,'ail . ""I"l if i ca.illot et tet' wlicm I long lesiide elte silver shor.''

of livll scîlstht prisîe luîicîîy, ntii l'o go. Ies site hiicaîli tîmotglit., foi' ituileof divmne souls that perished patiently, ad actn. ilere is soie of tiat intense love of pure
of those hiat "naiked glo -y and im jeo'Y" .ife is a p.llid student athis hbooibks be.uty, aid of nature in lier serenest
for a eason, anid then refît bitterly saik i1ho falls asleep iesile tIe miidligit laii; miood:, fotund in Keats, Shelley, and tlicir
lown witi a hilariou gasp at Ile cruetv Thef bron coltiuin of Yoiuth' hiyh hnilt dî'einî: followers. There is a wistfulness, a win-
Of their mvsfortune-tese iae loated ) A silvert wave in ever.hanging tides someness, in the contents of this litile book
before us. \We have seun ani independent Of re.tless time. and yet tlhe weakest life of song, which, aside fromn its poctic attrac.

ianlv soul uander base restrictions and Il mt in vain if speit ini ma.nlkindi's giiîlql. timiess, ias grown upon Ie, and will t
gallinîg constraints. \Ve lite scen the Tlougli life lue lrief, 'tis long enmoigi for all doubt init, have had a like effect upon
lyric soul of \Mozart prediiininating the ''.".l. N sii" î"ol.ie wtork. Wç cld oit ltve othiers. We find, in tIhe Toronto WYe-ek,
worid of song: lis n:one a ttdismnan of hlve For Tine ainpace: uit thiey for lis, ter these just and genercus words if comirmen-
and reverence. Biut who can mcasire ite Edli î . tght. \\ eionly hve na dation :
longwc"arying pain once in the heart f' Fal aination; not in votive tablet, "'lTlie dcath of Mr. J. IL. Phillips Stewtartthe living Moztrt, or bis iong crucitaNiin Nor dust.stained uirns, nîor in the sc'ucitlttrtl hast veck imlade a gapi in the raiiks o! young
by contemoptuous neglect, so consistently n u iche ipots. Although for sorne years tie
mictcd out by a people who shotild have On shadlowt launiitedl walis of loft.y glooimi. had puihe nothing, the little volune of
been amîuazed ai bis gcnius? And hi T''llne is the reverent gaze iii iarlile eycs, poncis rouglit out in 1887 by Mlessrs. Kegan
shal menasure the width, and depthi of that The p)ilgrim'suc fading fut on a;trlble ears. P lPt, Trench aud Co. tut tint been forgotten,

inmeless. pauper, forgntein grave in whichi Timc is cur slave: in Deh i weu still can stir and thtere w'ere maniy who looked forward to
thev laid iimii, after tis truc life bcc: l'e l'hie veins of those twe love tei noble thouglits. li againi terting the lomîely slighted shiepi.
insi>ered "tiere the Eternal are"? For, .acth is the Pouc'er of file ,rithout th, pain. her's true. For titis little vohumne of les

Ins the world is his tomnb! But, from our .lock mnt the the pot simgs than a iundred pagescontained unisittakable
ih lie vo t i %ludon!o, fr av eoun o :r'l'îlie ý.iîuîlctt Agt-. 1Itt lusý I%;tîIes luit osîiucs<f trmc poulie taSte aimd taiceu

e o! i ci, i hae i fr coi i yoii; aock ot his ' irc werc faillt if coirse, for tIe iutiorîg misore unclaicuolv, iii the cdttrng off ceaimîs, was buit tweity.three wshien the bookof the mltorning-promiise of dtear and pre- Lest in char depthts thoi doât but îmock thy apcared, and doubtiss nany of the picees
ciots lives. Th-se souls werc not, mdeed, shadlow. wt'erc com posCil at a still carlier age. Yet the
condemned to suffer long and unjustly; Ou<r hiqhest thouqghtg are but poetic direanme. faullt were few, and were such a age and
nor can we now rcap the richer fruits that Therefore the poct hath hils brothuers' love, expcricnce would easily have wininowed. The
might have fallen to us from their suffer- Flistied gleaiers in the yellow fielis of hope, pocticai character of the conceptions was


