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If ail1, indced, lie well
lIn the realnis beyond the dark;

Whant secret the pallid lips could tell
0f thiat body so quiet and stark.

For the end is the pence of grass,
Ani God's pence, ever to bo:

'l'lic one l'or us to feel as %we pass,
Thei other enshirining thee.

Clouds sail, and waters flow,
A nd our souls iust jo urney on;

A nd it cannot lie iii to go
Thli way t'nat thou hast gone."

A draina of' lle i the grecat city opens with i t if th act and a vcry
tffèctive anid aficting act it is. Ali aged gre y.haired mneîdicaîît is pictured
wvcndiîîg blis old sad w'ay about the eold, uneharitable .,treet>. So ivarmi-
licartcd passer-by greets him. lie bas no home, no flue, no w'ife nor child
tu elicer tbe fcw reinaining days of' bis far.spent life. Ilis lci-1' is eold,
it bleedls anîd aches anid lie toils on. lI-e tliîks of'liis darlin, Il dear littie
Nelly "-sue aas ! lias long siîîee eeased to be of tiuis world. Dead is
.Nelly, dlead is his old partiier, dead are luis luopes, dead is ]lis inid, dead
is ]lis beart. No eoiuforts are awaiting luis coming. Ile slips and slides
mi1 tbe ]lard veot p)avemient and lie prays for a lire and ]le tliinks of thie

*cold grave.
Frozeu, ragged and liungry,
lVitli not a inorsel to eat."

Tho storiii sweeps on. Thei'e is no sheltei' for the old mani, friendlcss and
:îboie in ]lis mnisery, anud the cruel wixud tears lus liglit garlinents to shreds
;Mnd lus tlia white haïr iulays witli the eold pitiless biast.

"Is it cold in the grave, 1 %vonder?
Ali, the cruel and pitiless storîîî!

No xiatter; '*.is ail that's left nue;
Tlîank God if it's only varm."

Th'lis is a glowi)- tribute of the lîeart ta the lucart and it abounds ia fine
])eriods anîd beautifful traits.

0f a vastly more agrecable type anid eliaracter, but equally houie-like
;uxdoriginal, are thie love pietures wvhicli are s'cattered tliroiighout the

boo0k. "Love's Ideal " is a pretty idyl-a veritable love poexni-a pocsy
of'tue hear,ý in its muore exaltcd attribute. It is the son- of an idolizin-
lover to the naiden nearest ]lis lîeart. It is the lover's serenade:

'frue m'd pitre lier soul witli,-
]3rcatluing a-celestial air!

Evil and the sliame of sin
Could flot d%çell onîe muomuent thiere."

Lovc's Chîoice "' is -another geln, another tuneful lay froxi tîxe ]oet's
lyre. Ilc sings in clear-ri.ngixig nuinhbers of tlue stroller wbho scks iii
pialace lialls and ball rooiis, axud -in sliady retreats and quiet w~oodland
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