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Farewoll { most sacred spot to me,
My dear auld inither's grave,

I'll thiuk o’ theo whon ower the aca,
Ayont Atlantic’s wavo ;

Out graves iay yot bo far apart,
Our spirits joined shall Ve,

Thero's ayo o green spot in my heart,
My mithor dear, for thee !

A vory able introduction to Mr.
Tnrie’s_poems written by G. Mercor
Adam, Esq., of Toronto, i8 prefixed to
thevolume. Mr.Mercorsays.—‘‘Among
the dlvorso Intorosts of this rostless,
wonoy-grubbing worlc, there is ono
which should hold a larger placo than
it does in tho affections of the massos,—
namoly, tho houest unaffected love of
home and homo pleasures. In these
days wo aroall of us too much disPosed
to seek enjoyment abroad, aud to figure
moro thau 1s good for us in tho oye of
tho public. The craving for excitomont
has made us impatient with homo, and
the fireside and domestic shrines have
in large moasure lost thoir attraction.
We are uno longer satisfled with the
uovel, with tho song or with the play,
that used to delight our forefathers;
notking so simple and innocont would
now countent us. Even our religion
has suffored a change. The stern mor-
ality and unbendinf creeds of other
days heve bacome pliant and yioclding,
while compromise and omasculated be-
liefs have taken their place. The old
doctrines familiar to the Ly-gono pul-
pit now offend us, though we are not

articular if the preachor resorts to
rreverence aud slang,—on the con-
trary, wo rather encourage him in this
propensity. With tastes and cravings
go destructive to the spiritual life, what
wonder that simple joys and quiet do-
mestic pleasures have in this rocial
world lost much of their charm ?

“Yet the common people,—as the
phrase goes—the men and women whe
are dving the every-day work of this
toiling world, stand more than over in
need of rest and quiet, and the kindly
solacement of happy fireside inter-
course. Innocent delights, restful
pleasures, and the blissful contentment
‘of a well-ordered, comfortable home,
with such recreation as these Edens
afford, must be the necessities, we
should think, of those, at least whose
lot is a ceaseless round of toil. To such
our author comes with his tuneful lyre
and sings us the gladsome lays of the
home and the fireside. Benefactor is
he not, to you and to me, if he beguiles.
us fromn our distractions and cares, and
leads us to realize that, after all, the
world’s happiness lies in the quiet com-
forts and refining influences of home?
It would indeed be difficult for thoughts,
however expressed, on love, friendship,
home, aud kindred topics to fail of find-
ing response in the human breast ; and
the averago reader who follows the
beut of his own unperverted taste, and
is as indifferent to the critics as the
poets themselves, will find much to
please him in tha book.

*¢ Of profir he should also find much,
if his sympatbies are as keon and
broad as the author's, and his apprecia-
tlon equal to his, of the warmn-hearted
Christian brotherhood, and unaffected
moral purpose, which should find ex-
pression-in all our work. Not its least
merit, it must be said, isin thefact that
there is not a puzzling or baflling line
in the book. This should be counted
for something, when there is so much
in our modern verse, not ambitious of
fawo merely, but cokf, meaningless,and
empty. The volume is chiefly note-
worthy, howaver, not only for unas-
suming sincerity on tho part of the
writer, but for its appeal to the univer-
sal and easily awakened feelings of our
common humanity. Thoe unobtrusive
piety and strain of religious sentiment
which run, like threadsof gold, through
the book, will, we are sure, not the less
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ondear the volume to the revorent
readur, and to those whose hearts have
fott tho influenceos of tho divino, May
it bo {ts misslon to keop alive tho,love
of home, to minister tomindsdistraught
with toil and care, and among its
readers—wo trust of all ranks and con-
ditions of mon-to impart an etornal
sabbath in the heart,”

With all this praise, however (and it
is cormlnlf not unworthily bestowed),
Mr. Imrieis, as Mr. Adam tmplies, very
uunassuming in regard to his own
morits as a poot. I tho preface to the
second edition of his poumns he says:
*Itis with minglod foeiings of humiitty
and gratitude tomy frisnus aud patrons
that I pon this short proface to tho
socond udition of my povms. It is but
threo years sinco I ventured to test the
Eurchaslng appreciation of the public

y publishing ny first volume, and now
with more confldenco is sont forth a
largor edition of the same book. My
first volume extonded to two huundred
and ton pages ; in this edition contnin-
ing later pooms there aro three hun-
dred and fifty pages. Acting on the
advice of friends, there will be fouzd a
number of songs set to music, the
molody of which I have introdyced .as
a rollof to tho oye, and a solace to tho
ear, of my musical patrons. Most of
these songs have bsen published from
timo to thine in sheet-music form, and
havenet with a ready sale,

“The children of the home—as in the
first edition—have a liberal share of my
thoughts in happiest moods, and I am
not ashamed toown that I have as great
pleagure in serving them as ‘children
of alargergrowth.” My styleis simple,
but nono the less sincere, and my chief
desiro is to please and encourage the
toillng masses. That these humble
heart-thoughts and aspirations for the
present and.future weltare of my fellow
countrymen,and humaunity atlargemay
be accepied in the kindly spirit in
which they have been composed is the
earnest wish of the author,’

As may be inferred from the above,
fnctuded in Mr. Imrie’s book are a
number of pieces suttable for and inter-
esting to young people. They are de-
cidediy in the author's happiest strain
and are popular not only in Canads but
elsowhere, Here i8 ome of the
simplost :—

SHE PAYS IER DEBTS WITH KISSES,

I know s winsome little pet
‘With wesalth of roseate blisscs,
Who takes what favours she can get
And pays her debts with—kisses |

At night when I come home to tea
She bribes me with her *¢ kishes,”

Then plants herself upon my kneo
And tastes of all my dishes.

She comes off best in every ** trade,”
And soldom ever misses

To catch me in the trap she's laid,
Then *' pays mo off ** with—kisses |

She says she wants a ** dolly ” nice,
With long and golden tresses,

And if ] ask her for tho price,
Gives kisses ard carresses !

I dearly lovo this little maid,
Abovo all other misses ;

1'll take back every word I've sald,
And *'trade” with her for *“ tisses ! "

The sonnet is also a favourite myl‘e'

of composition with our author, there
being no less than forty-four of them in
his iast volume. They are all of a
superior cast and contain many bright
and cheerful thoughts on all kinds of
subjects. We quote the following
specimens.
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FREEDOM.

Freedom is obedienco to righteous law
Framed fot thoe guidance of a nation great ,
Mado to bo kept—not brokon by a flaw
Kunown only to the ruleis of tho State ¢
Justico that treats the rich and poor aicke,
Defouding each from favor and attack ,
Slow to conviet—yet ready ayo to striko
Tho fatal blow on all that honour lack !
A nation’s strength 18 mcasured by her laws,
Her saloty 18 ﬁlo welfaro of her sous ,
Industiy and loyalty the puwer that draws
1o peace her cummoreo, and in war et guns
Freedom our birthsight, sell it not for gold,
Our fathers bought 1t with their blood of old .

REST!

Rest is the peacoful calm which follows toil ;
Sweet to the laboring man who tilla the soil ;
Likowiso most precions to the weary brain,
Tired with tho (llull routino of loss or zain ;
Or to tho authors of our learned books,
Who show tho traco of study 1 theirlooks.
All valuo rest—all need those quict hours
As much as doth the plant those welcome
*howers
Which Heaven sonds to cool the fovaied carth,
And cango sweot Naturosing aloud with mirth
Whon God at first created carth and skices,
He *'rested * tu tho shades of Paradise !
Likowiso shall wo, earth's caro and labor o'or.
Find reat the swecter for the toils wo bure 1

Nor would wo omit in passing’ to
meontion the fact that many of Mr.
Imnie's pieces show some excellent de-
seriptive writing,  1Its powers {n this
ruspoct are very keon, In his powin on
** Queonston Helghts” hosays:

Here two great natiors met as if to kisy,
Divided only by a silver line ;

Peaco, welfare, hariony aud mutual bliss,
Link fruitful branches of a parent vine.

And tn his ode to ** Liake Untario.”

Lsst of the inland scas - yet nearest home —
Thy waters soon shall swell the mighty decp,
And mingle with the ocean’s briny foam,
There shalt thou rest, and thero for evor
sleep.

Before taking leave of our author
and his works we desire to call special
attention to his religious compositions.
They are all expressed in beautiful
language and contain nothing that is
dogmatical or offensive to any one,
His Christianity is of the true kind,
being broad, and deep and charitable,
and we may add that the racord of his
own life proves him to be a man of
great piety and gentleness, simplicity
and purity. And in conclusion, we
will quote one of the best of these:

THE TOUCIL OF THE DIVINF.

Each grain of sand by sounding sea,

Each trembling leaf on quivering tree,

Esch blade of grass nn dewy lea,
Speaks volumes of God's love to me!

The peails that deep in ocean lio,

The twinkling stars that gom the sky,

The sunbeam, canght from noontide's eye,
Dircct my thoughts, oh God, to Thee!

The flowers that deck the fragrant dell,
And o'er mo cast their beauty spell,
I love them—for they scem to tell

Tho story of God’s love to me !

No matter where T wander free,

By river, lake, or boundless sea,

The touch of God's dear hand I see,
Aud know by these Ho loveth e *

Oh God ! Thou doctl. all things well,

Farth, sca, and sky Thy wisdom tell,

In heaven what must it be to dwell
For ever, O my God, with Thee !



