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OfLOU1)LAND B3AY.

'Tis a Cip in the shore of sunset-Iand,
Away and a.way te the wvest,

Ail its -waters llow red froin the suni,
Its ishrnds axe st4ars on its breast.

Thiere artle, ships sailing there with w~hite sails set,
They auchor or drift at their wvil

Let the wind biow fair, or the wind blow foui,
iheir liaxens corne home to thern stili.

Ali, there is the port where I'd be
And forget adi the toiliirr to-day;

Sweet wi;nd, fli the sail.s with. your breath,
W\ýaft me swvift to tiar, cioudl-wrapt ba-y."

You may sail if you wvill, a ightlt and day,
Straight Clown to the sun on your queqt ;-

But the bay ilitetli on like -' Cloud,
Away and aLWZty te the XVest.

)A.B.

ON THIE , RH-Y.ME OFGI THE DUCIIESS MýAY."

A DIALOGUE.

Quiekrnan :-live. you rend thie «'Rbyre of the Duchecss
May 3 yet, Mr. Siogoor?

Siogoor -XVeI, ves, 1 picked it up one dlay and 'rau it
t1iroughi' iu a double sense.

Quicman :-Whiy, whaiit do yen nick-,n ? Is it net a master-
piece of peetical literature?

Siegeer :-It xnay be,-but, if se, 1 ain ne judge.
Q. :-I amn perplexed, I ceufess, at this strange scr of

yours. 1 would ra.ther cousider you prqjudiced against the
poem, than as oee who luas ne appreelatien of its iiierits-.
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