
fi

But here these wronusand hopes ivere ] adled to ri'.qt
Life's busy battie ad becr foughit and lst;

And 11k-e a child irpon its mothier's breast,
Or a young flower tiret droopeth to, the frost.

Ile -.poke flot thon of injury or grief;
If dark-ness ioorned he did not feel its bliit

The closing sentence on lifes final Ieaf.
1 muet sleep nowv," such was iris lest good night.

And 'ibat a poem in those simple wvords,
More sweet and touching than hie loveliest iav.

The hand iwas nerveless now and hushed those chords,
But 'vath a music touch they died away.

And ho slept weli-the loftiest of hie line,
The master warden ou ambition'@ stecp:

[Lord of each passion, glorious, divine,
Siept thear the poct's caim, unbroken lep. 3. J. K.

HALF 11OUFS WV1TI OUR POETS-No. 3.

I)tuRiNo the half-hours' comnianings ivith our departed pocts, w'c have often I
to inourri the carly extinction of their poctical promise- by death. 'Those wo
the gods love, die young.' and truly may this bc said of thc minstrels of Aad.

Guizelda Tonge passed away froru our ourti, ere the gerias of her intellectual
.strength were fally developed. She found a grave in a stranger land, long
b elbrc the sunshine of youth had pa.sscd from her brow or ber spirit, ieaving us

*to mourri oi-er the shroiudinw of that futurc for whieh her past promised so

'imuch.
.John NkéPhemn'.- too, wa.9 ait 'carly broken lutc'. The ?maný hadî not even
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There was no friend or brother near his bed,
To whisper comfort to the dying mari-

lii poot heart. hll yearned for love, to, slied
Its holy inifluece o'er its troubled span.

But fate had darkened every early dreain,
The broken heart. a lonely muin la*v

And heaped up wrong had long lecliped the beant.
0f trust in man-that blessed bis boyhood'a day.

lis life had been a passionate excess.
0f all those feelings whieh most stir tire soul:

Those blessed dreams that breathe of happiness,
Those fearful thougqhts that darken and control.

.And mingling in the -chaos of the strife,
Ail good and evii were together blent:

And the sweet beautv of the poet's life,
lad lost thie rainboiv arch that o'er it bent.


