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foethree years-in London Paris and Dublin-; and was. for several months,%ie Ige Enffilsh
metropélii, a private pupil-of Sir Wilham Jenner, phý8ician to.-Her Majesty thé Queen.

On leaving Epgland forýhi s* ý home * in.'Néw Brunswick, he -married, at Sb. Pancra' church,âpe c -'of Kirk,. forràerly a, -merchant .of St.
London, el thý.Ru9sell, se oùd.diughter Jàmes wealthy
JohnNe'w-Biuiýýêk..

Dr. Chandler has devoted his spare ý Moments to - the cultivation of literature, înd has
aenuired mising rep . utation as a writer of poetry.,, He recently pùbliàlàed, with a

týe-tÈ*e Rev. Charles Pelham Mulvany, ôi'Toronto,-a voluime of Î* iti
ýliteMrY associa. poemsrent ed.

Lyrics, Songs and Sonnets," whieh Iàs been fa-ýo.ràblycritici9éd by the Press throughout the
Dominion, The- Quebec Citronide-.thue speaks of.hilà poeïias:

We give a., few spMme'us of Dr.' Chandle« style> in sonnet *riting and -lyric ver.qej. colu-.
inencing with the sonnet on the death.of his, father, which exhibits m*ature thought and bighly
concentrated effoit":-

Rark tothe strains I - the. dèep, - slow strains, 80 graÏd-Of ile 16 Dead -the'yet sèlemn, March; wiàle knellý
From-the CathecIrala spire sounds farewell

Hia name among.the honoredroll shall stand.
Of Brunewicles statesmen :* down,. beaide the strand

She gently beau him., whoin ishe loved. éo wèU
Who" memory ever in that heart,ýý dwell,

That mournis. now for him up and down the land.

Beneath her'fiag where he lay, -hushed. in "' stat ' e,"Till midui uresget, hundreds on those féat gaze.,
Of one who,'ftithf ül served hii cattntry dear
While at- hie hème'. sud friehda &nd'kinemen wait,

Recotinting hi& g"i deeds, in generous praise..
-Mid many untold , unrécorded here.

is. one of-the Doctor's-eIegïes)-ýý.fair' sampte of bis lyric. style:-

Sad and lov,
Sad and low,

Over the, hilli of enôw,
Winds of the dving day Ïhoan frôm the s«

Fýst. fall, the shades of- night,
While from, the stars of Ikht

Angels speed, guarding, her, néwý ténderly..

Sof-tly treïà,
9.)ftly tread

Baby is lYM9 dead,
Fair, calm and pure, as a'chemb asleep.

Neither the icy breath,
Nor the pale hand of death,

'Bluta the flowers Angels watch over and keep.

Latest one
Lateqjt one

Blossotaed '.neath autumn suu,'
White rose and * Ely, in one essence -blent

Winds 'of the winter wild,
Chî1ling the àarling child,

Only restored, again what Heqven lent.

-of Immo 'in noble and lofty tho 'hts,The «& Songs rtality " abound ug xp"ed in harmon'ou'
numbers. One of them, -,The Nativity," ià truly a sublime lyric- and hai- beèn, copied' intû

some of the religlous -papel-s a. nd bas beçn gmat!,y admired, Onç wýiter bu rem&rked of it,


