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temple of literary fame he would wish to prospects. So he parted from her-oniy

be placed, he would reply, " Among the seeing her now and tben-boping, one day

Poets." We have no doubt that, if his life when fortune had found him, or be bad

had been prolonged, a goodly share of that found fortune, to core or caîl and sing once

leisure, to which he looked forward, would more. Alas! loves that are thys slighted,

have been devoted to the cultivation and even if they remain true, cannotbeexpected

maturing of this-his natural gift. Of this to keep ail the strength and beauty of their

intention of his we have been assured, and youth. So the reader need not be sur-

this assurance weighs heavily on our hearts prised if we say that McGee, the lecturer,

when we consider the loss that our young and McGee, the statesman, did during the

literature bas sustained. days of their ascendency,-no littie violence

Ail along, frop the day of his arrivai in to McGee, the poet.

Canada ais a politician, Mr. McGee sgave And yet the fir t love had been faitbfuly

the people of bis best"-te best accordiwg remembered. Neyer, for a day, was there

to bis painfulmy-won convictions-the best the slightest intention of repudiating her

resùlting from tbe union of an enttusiasm for the sake of any of those favorites that,

that could not die with the wisdom gained for the time, might seem to occupy ber

by years of observation and reflection. In throne of affection. She was, in fact,

that mode of imparting information in rapdy rising into acknowledged queen-

wlict e e excelied-tbe lecture-be bas left hood-the crown was just santing upward .

the impression of hie nind on the minda to her bead-when the deed was done.

of others through the length and breadth We would put on that crown on McGee's

of our Dominion. He bas given to bis first love and restore the light of youth to

countrymen and the world a istory of bereyes. We can imagine what she would

Ireand, wbic contains ail the mot excel- have become in stateliness and dignity b

lent features of preceding works on that and ly, in those days of sweet retirement

subject, and wicb is exemplary for it8 fair witb kindred friends that were not to be.

ness. He wrote pamphlets and letters She, bis Muse, may sleep with him now, on

innumerabie on matters connected witb the that ionely rath. But for us she is not

interests of Canada and Ireland. He con- dead; and from the promise and fulfilment

tributed articles to tbe press, since bis Of pages written years ago, many or few

disconnexion with regular journaism, on Written as it seems but yesterday, and read

almost every topic that attracted public by us in the NEW DOMINION MoNTHLYwe

notice. rle was, in fact, s indefatigable a viii gatber up fragments of beauty that m ciit
worker in otber and more practica fields co e together and live-the impersonation

of labor, that, inl popular opinion, it may of bie goddess. And thus sha we Say t

appear aost absurd to speak of bu at ourselves: In quiet hours this was the

ail as a poet. companion of him you mourn. This Muse

And et Poet be was, essentially, by he lioed better than loudest honor. Over

nature, and above aIl tbings else. As a these words his eyes beamed gadly; and,

poet be earned bis earliest farne. As a as 've read them now, again and again with

poet be last appeared before the literary sorrowfu pleasure, the boy becomes man,

world. Had be neyer written a verse, he and the man becomes boy in magical suc-

wourd, no doubt, have acrieved- greatness; cession."

yet we believe bis naturah vocation was to This waswritten beyond seas. Thiswild

appeai to the teart by the written words burst hf patriotism was read to Davis or to

that ". voluntary rnové farmonious nu ov- Duffy, or the whole assembled Spirit of

bers." the nation," amid plaudits that went to

Like many others of the sons of song, be the boy's heart. This was written at sea,

*as, by force of reatsofi or circumstances, one fine morning, not far from land, and

early separated from bis first love,-not, as shewn with modest marner to the poetical

we shall see, by any quarrel, but, probabyS friend who happened to be aboard; and

becau-se the lliteration of poetry and this againwas thron of in the midst of

poverty didnwt present to ni very pleasant arduous labors by day and night, as a sort


