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boules, his future w'ile and thougli hie fancies mnany a bcauity, it is ivhen

&* :1rîîîote froni plcasure*s Nvliirl,
Ilc secs, at home's sequestered shrine,

The ardent, checerful, guileless girl,
0f mnorfal inould, but soul divine,-

'I'oo grood, too b)eautiful, to, knoiv
Ilowv fair lier Nvorth and beauty shiow;

TIhen ail his roving flincies pause,
Entraiîced by this o'ervhelning "race;

It rules Ihlmi hy celestial laws,
It liglits a spiendour in lus face;

"ris the best good that ileaven eaui give:
Ile wins it-and begins to live."

"Love's Qubiu"is sweetly pretty too, verýy gentie and flui! of deliei-
uuLb biiiiiles and allusions. It is a conipanion to Il Lov'e's Trium)pli," though
a uuc butter poemiii i cuneeption, iii style and in umatter. "Love's

Quc)ten " is a sttiy epie, classie init s construction and repicte 'With go
a nd earefally eonsidered poinlts.

- fhree itue, Be.,4de the Sea are delieate bits of graceful verse.
Thle labt mie is by Iiu the better of' the thrc thoughi ail are good.

lu I peace beside tlue wvinter sea,
A %vllite grave glinimers i» the moon;

And waves are freshi, and clouds are free,
And shrill winds pipie a careless tune.

Oite sleeps beneath the dark blue wave,
And one upon the lonely shore;

But, .oined in love beyond the grave,
Thiey part no more! they part no mnore 1"

Two poctb' because it is a " set" poemi, wvritten ou and for ani
especial occasion is uot mehlodiouis or as good as some othiers of the
writer's efforts. It wvas composed for the Brouighiai Festival, wvich
took place ou thue 4tli of' April, 1869, at the Astor ilouse, New York.
Wie11 Brougham the talented actor, choyer dramiatist, suceessfiil man-
agerCDenilh Zenle an d brilliant author, and speeclinmaker wvas the
centre of attraction, and of imii the poet says:

Hie walks the world through brilliant years,
Iu trouble as in triumph, gay;

lie wakes our Iaughiter, wins our tears,
And lightly chiarnis our cares away.

Our manly love is not tueleast
0f' ail the laurel tluat lie wvears;

To-night lie sits wirlu us, at feast:
Joux BRouGUÂM-.% is 'tli6 iýaîà&he bears."

The lirst hlft of this poemn is "d(evoted.to noble, geCnerotis-liearted
Oliver G-,olhdsuitli, and the rest .t 'kes up the hiero of the eveniug.
Froni tue ,:peeiiiien aboyý4hte 're'adcr wvill perceive that force, powver

iLII beutyarq antng adh, t1Ïough the sentiment is Cood hr


