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ing from one so young in years but who
must have early loarnod to bestow upon tho
Divine art that passionate study which the
puro heart end oxhalted intellect alone can
continuo amid the diflicultios and necessi-
tins of life. Among the many olaimants to
popular favour who como under tho goneral
detignation of Canadian Pocts nono supass
Miss MoIver in purity of diction, correct.
ness of vorsification, sweetness of oxpres.
sion, or tendorness and depth of fealing.
Indeed the work is a collection of gems
many of which would serve as models in
particulnr stylo. Sholloy has said ;:—

¢ Most mon
« Aro eradlod tnto Pootry by wrong,—

«They learn in suff’ring what they toach In
song."”

and it is impossible to road some of thorufin.
od and sadly beautifl verses contained in
this book without being convinced that the
fair'young Authoress has ‘learned in suf.
fering.” Perhaps it is this which gives that
indegoribabl charm to many of the verses,
apart from tho fact that wo are nover start-
led by irrelevant conceits, bewildered by
absurd and doubtful words, or offended by
imperfections of carelessnoss. It is how-
<wor o great pity that the typographical exe-
cution was not botter attended to,that thostu-
pid sin of an erratainight have been avoided.
We can however forgivo these shortcomings
for sake of the intrinsic merit of tho poems
themsalves, aud for the delight their per-
usal has given us,

The oponing Poom Zeriv is founded on
an incident in Spanish history related by
Condé, it is written in tho oct..vastanza, the
eighth line being an Aloxandrine gives it
almost tho fullness of the Spenserian. Take
tho following as a specimen not of the poem
but of tho composition : —

“Within the placo which yo would fain forget,
Your mosques reccao tho invaders treads
Long streots with dow, not that of night, nre wet,

Tho!swlcot. moon shincth down upon yeur
dead <

Onhigh, above cach glitt'ring minorot,
The symbol of your worship rears its head
That ovor unto aslam bodeth loss
8paln's sacred ensign bright—tho Christians’
gleaming Cross,

Describing the hero we are told that
*“}o scoms Jiko some etornal typo of youth,”

But we must pass from the consideration
of this to others which have for us a greater
charm, only stopping to note four charm-
ing descriptive lines —

“ Mark how along the farSiorras’ tops

A rosy blush of timid light 1s steallng,
Day's golden arrow in the vallcy drops;

Old Antiquern throned on high revealing.

In the poem headed Poesie we find the
following and think it would be impossible
toexpress the sweet old thought in happier
words—

“] hear her footstop's airy sound,
And il things ehange thoir huo;
Tho carth I8 an onchanted ground,
Tho sky 2 softer bluo ;
In flow’es that bloom and stars that shine
Hor sweaot, bright faco smile into mine.

To those who delight in the joys of Home
these poems contain a mine of untold plea.
sure, for throughout them wa discover yn-

mistakablo covidence of those affections
which, aftor all, are the highest charm of
oxistence, As Poetry is tho medium by
which wo hold spiritual converse with all
timo, to enjoy its privileges we must endon.
vour toriso, through our botter naturo, to
alovol with its concoptions. Uercin has
Miss Mclvor happily applied herart, for, in
overy pnge, she strikes o sympatheticchord
in tho heart of the roador, 25 sho says hoer
solf,— :
¢ Tho tear of sympathy, the smile of truth,

And one bright fragnicut from life's ¢lsy dask

rage.

And whero is ho whose hevit will notrespond
to the touching simplicity of this,—
¢¢ New stars may rise, and shine, nnd sot,

Upon lifo’s wenry scene,
But truo honrts never can forget

What one 103t star hath beon.”

In the poem of Stwox there is a line of
wonderful poetic depth and beauty,—
¢ Song sits among thoe ruing, velled and dumb,”

Although the author scems to delight in
tho contemplation of scenes of hioruo and its
many cndearing moraories, that vien of
sadness, which is always to bo discerned,
though sometimes concealed, in ‘“ utterances
of the soul’”’ lJike those beforc us, mellows
but docs not mar the many sweet concen-
tions, as in the following verse :—
1+ o shall visit tho pleasant places,

Where, iu spring-tides tong ago,
Might be seen tho lung lost traces
Of our footprinis in tho snow;
For tho snow of the fallen blossoms
Qur feet tinds naught save dust,
But Jhe hicarts within our bosoms
Are happy with hope and trust,”

In the Poem Departing Winter we have
an embodiment of ideas, or, rather, a per
sonification of eloments, wherein Earth, the
wind, winter, spring and the sun are endow
od with human sympathy and come near to
our minds in that vague and pleasing imag-
ing which is brought to magnificant perfec-
tion in Tho * Prometthurs Unbound” of
Shelley.

He rose togo. Our fajr young land had ris'n
In wild rebollton 'galnst his dread decrees
And relgn tyrannical. She, Hfting up

Mer shacklod hands to tho relenting sky,
Had prayed for quick emancipation from
The fcy fotters which hud chilled her blood,
Until it had rlmost forgotien to flow

In her crished veins,

Tho Sun propitious heard,
And mounting bis winged charlot enrlter
Than wis bis turdy wont, launchod fearlessly
I1is golden arrows, but thoy missed thelr alm,
And glancing hinrmtess 'gainst tho frozon shield
Which the oppressor bore, with quiv'ring touch
Smotoe thoe falr brow of Earth, untll the blood
Tricklod through waving tresses fast and free.
The sterp old despot, as hig beauteous slave
8truggled for freedom, lafd his hand upon
His trumpoter tho North wind, and badehim
Withdismal storms affright the lonely dales.
Tho tears which tho kind Heaven rained upon
Th? aftitoted Earth, congealed with horror then, %
While tossiug trees writhed tn the mighty blnst,
Like glants struggling with an unseon foe.

Guided by the loud echo which the hills

In mocking gtee flung to each othier, Spring,

The blue-cyod, rosy-checked and bright-haired
Spring,

With flest {oot songht the monurch’s oave, and
sprang .

Into hils a1ms, and calling him her sire,

“Vith her warm breath melted tho 1oy drops

Which hung, ko pearls, upon his locks and
beard ;—~

Then she with merry carolscharmed hir ear

Untit ho sald. * This scoptro bo thine own 1"

Oh, what could ho refusc his own sweet child ?

The lamb had tracked tho loa to his Ialr,

And galned by Gentlenrss tho victory.

Gloomy ho strode forth, Tho brown Earth sprang
up,

With generous forglveness of pnst wrongs,

Aund enught the hem of his long trasling robe,

Eager to bid herdiserowned King adiou—

But he passed on, leaving the snowy shreds

Seatterced upon the hill-stdes,

Wao quoto the forogoing as giving an illus-
tration of that lively play of fancy which dis-
tinguishos must of the picces in tho volume.
To those who remombor the day dreams
that haunted their carly youth thero is a
world of tender and fanciful recollection in
these few lines :—

— They lond me back to an enohanted land,
Where brightly glenm my stately halls along tho
leval ygrand,
And crowding fast into the port, a glorious sight
to see,
My gx;llmn ships from many acllme come sall-
ng homo to me.

To those who are fond of searching into
the springs of thought werecommond ¢ An
Autumn Reverie’ as a psycological study.
In the latter pages of the book are a couple
of translations from the French Canadian
Poat Sulte excellently rendered, theso wore
first published some time ago in Tns Vor.
vNTeer Review and have been highly spok-
on of. Beforo concluding our notice of this
charming volume e must quote the *¢ Sea
Shell,” alittlo poem of singular sweotness
whick would bo remarkable in itself, even
did it not till the simplo story of a great
SOFTOW :—

HeEe sent mo this shell from a tropical shore,
As a constant reminder of moments of yoro;
And ho sald: ‘ As the shell ever dreams of the

sen,
My heart is still haunted by mom'ries of thee.”

Thon I placed tho curved lpsof his gift to my
car,

And tho waves' dlstant chorus rose murm'ringly
near,

And Tsald:  Now sweet sybll tho mystory tell

Ofr what in thy far-sounding caverns may dwell.”

Then, I heard, as 1 1ist-ned, glad snatches of song,
But thelr menning was lost as thoy floated along,
Till a story of shipwreck rolied inon my brain,
‘The wild phantom-surges its mournful refrain.

All sounds ol the ocean thus cherished so well,

Wero breathed by tho, spirit that dwelt In the
shell,

Till I satd: * Ah, thy legends are many in gooth,

But tell me some (ale of tho friend of my yoath.”

Then I heard the low murmur of waves on a
beach,

Which these home-loving footstops, oh, never
may reach,

While tho lone lay of shipwreck was sung o'er
and o'er,

And tho sweet song of gladness was never hoeard
more.

To alllovers of simplicity, purity and
beauty we earnestly recommend this volume
and hope the Canadian public will encour-
age in & befitting mauner one who has given

such unmivtakable signa of goniua,



