
Thie following stanza frorn lus soniewhiat iircgular poem: "he
Critics" leaves one rather disarnied nowv.

''A foolishi boy, alas ! ]ong summners since.
1 cz'st my) horoscope for highiest things.
Anci tlioughIt by strength thu wvorld 1 shotild convince.
And that wvitlu tirne I'd feel miy buddingy vings.
I said: ''1 iliake rny cue fromî every prince.
0f song: frorn every liarp its sweetest thing*s:
A\nd fanlcy xvalked Llro' ail the muusic maze.

*F 'ail] song's avenues and haunted wvays.

A\nd ail 1 -isked frorn 1-leaven wvas hie.-lth and âtme.
Doubt's craven fears and cnvy's sneers to shame,
\'Vhen tup sta-lked Poverty nad wvrotught iuie Mi.
AXnd fiery passions fouight the ficry wiJl.'' *

Andci ere's froin this fine Type of Irisli-Canadia.n, in luonour of
the day w'e celebraw.e.

'((d' lcssing .111(l I-lis hioly sniile
Rest on our dear old IErin's Isle
A\nd lher inurort.-l shanrock
l'ronI Irish hils, thlotigh rar awav,
XVhilc throtiglh this \Vsenland w'e Stray-
Fromu these dear bis, liere corne brighit rays
of the ýgolden «'liglit ofother davs"

S.il.
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