
QUARTERLY MAGAZINE.

The preface tells us that this book wvas printed to satisfy a few friends,
who desired to posscss the author's wvritings in a collected forin.

We have many fauits to find with the leading poem, IlFlowcrs of the Year."
The rytlim is very uneven, and the sense is often obscured, so mucli so as to
frequently render it nonsensical. We quote:

There are flowers that blooin on the mountain's top,
Ard hy the river's glassy siope;
And far in the woodland's sunny glade
The modest violet droops its head."

We protest against making "ltop " rhyme with "lsope," and "glade " with
"head." Some of the other verses are even worse:- "lhope" gingles with
"drop," Il fill " wvith Il coronal," "llove " with Il grove," "; breeze " with
"leaves," Ilblows " w!th "lhues," and so on throughout the who]o. This

xnay be a mark of genius, but it is contrary to ail miles of poesy. I-Ire is
another verse:

"The Humming-bird plays on the ivy leaf,
And bides in the tiny-woodbine cel;

The buttcrfly sports bis liaurs, so brief,
On the leaf of the rose ho loves so well"1

In ,tiie whole poem there ie not one original or striking idea ;-nothing more
than a mere imperfect and often laboured ginglc.

The son- addressed to the Skaters of the St. John Rink is decidedly fiat.

"What a picture of beauty before nmy sîglit
Like a vision of fancy, s0 fair and brighit;
fleautiful faces, and costumes rare,
Gliding like meteors tbrough the air.

Merrily round the Rink they fiy,
Ilappiness beaming in every eyc."

Now skaters do flot "lgide like meteors through the air," notvithstanding
the assertion of the poetess.M

But let us drop for a moment the trash and. look for something in the
volume worth reading. This however is tery hard to find, for there are not
more than three or four pieces of any menit whatever, and even tliey are flot
devoid of error, either in versification or sense. The "lHomes of England,"*
after Mrs. Hetnan's fine poema of the saine naine, shonld flot have heen ai-
tcmpted: stili, it is pretty fair. We give a few sainples:

"The pleasant homes of England!
Oh! bow we love to pras

The dear old country ofour birth,
The scenes of early days.

The daisied fields and heath-brown bMils,
O'er which we used to roam,

Ere yet ambition stirred our hearts
To seck our distant home.

The Uines written while walking in the old Buryingeground arc above the
nveragC

( aveage.And can this be a haliowed spot?
No trace of love is here:

Hlave those you left bebind forgot
To shed the sacred tear?

Neglected graves and withered leaves in sulent sorrow speak,
in deep and tonching eloquence that bids my spirit weep."


