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Men would have called me a thing of harm,
But dreams of my babe made me rosy and

warm.

1 feit my brensts swvell under my shroud
No stars shone wvhite, no winds were Ioud

But I stole me past the graveyard wall,
For the voice of my baby seemed to cal;

And I kenned me a voice, though my lips were
duilib:

Hush, 1iaby, bc.sh ! fcr mrother is came.

I passec' th- sý. -ets ta my husbaiý,d':; home;
The chi .ûber e .airs in a d ream I clomb;

1 hrardtht soi-nd of each sleeper's breath,
Lght wive. that break on the shores of death,

I listened a space at mny chamber door,
Then stole like a moon-ray over its floor.

My babe was asleep on a stranger's arm,
"0 baby, my baby, the grave is s0 warm,

IlThough dark and so deep, for mother is there!
0 came with me tram the pain and care !

"O0 came with me tram the anguish of earthl,
.Where the bed is banked with a blassoming

girth,

"'Where the pillowv is soft and the rest is long
And mother wvill craon you a slumber sang,

"A slumber song that will charm yaur eyes
Ta a slcep that neyer in earth sang lies!1

"The loves of earth yaur being can spare,
But neyer the grave, for mother is there."

I nestled him soft ta my throbbing breast.
And stale me back ta, my long, long rest.

And here I lie with him under the stars,
Dead ta, earth, its peace and its wars ;

Dead ta its hates, its hope, and its harms,
Sa long as hie cradies up saft in my arms.

And heaven may open its shimmering doars,
And saints make music an pearly floors,

And heul may yawn ta its infinite sea,
But they neyer can take mv baby fram me.

For so inuch a part of my soul lie hath grawn
That God doth know af it high on his thrane.

And here I lie with him under the flowers
That sun-winds rack thraugh the billawy hours,

With the night.airs that'steal tram the mur-
muring sea,

Bringing sweet peace ta my baby and me.

The ground of ail great thoughts is
sadness.-[B,-iley.

WILLIAM XILFRED OAMP-
BËLL.

The Oanadiaii publia may be relied'
upon ta recagnize the monits of its
greatest fl)efl aiter thieir praises have
been sauxnded sa loudly in the United
States that anly the wilfully deaf cauld
faal ta hiear tli. Lt wvas not until
ai ter th(! charnis af Il Xmaong the
M il let " liad b(-eii pGintd Ù1 t at lengyth,
in the critical depai tmeni a Ad by the
very critical revieve -o-L 1 , er's Zag -
azine, that Mr. Ai ùh:ha Laùiprnan
begyan ta take his ri,,thtlu' L.ce in the
estimation af Canacliaii readers. The
saine degree of sleepy-headed-ness is
being exemplified in the case af Rev.
Wvilliam Wilfred Camnpbell. Perhaps
neyer befare lias the dry skeptic air of
this scienae-smitten a-e been stirred by
a straiii af such surpassing sweetness
as tlîat cantained in his paem i ofIlThe
Matiier,» first printed in Harpe>s for
April. IL must have been a weird seiz-
ure af the paet's mind that led ta such a
wvandrously imnag,,inative delineatian af
a dead mother's Iangting aiter hier frst,
born. There is a nameless pulsatian
and wvarmth in every verse befure which
te reader cannat remnain uniuaved, and

a strength of genius in the wvay the im-
passible situation is at once idealized
and yet made vividly ral that lias
neyer been excelled. BIad this littie
masterpiece been .sigtied by the name
af Tennyson or Swinburne, the lamie af
its appearing would have gane forth
thraugh tlie civilized warld. But it
;vas the wvark ai a Canadian paet, and
consequently no Oanadian jaurnal, sa
far as -,ve knaw (with the excepLion ai
the Londan z1dvertiser), sa-%v anything
in it aL first glance wvorthy ai aven
appreciative comment. It was lefft for
the Chicago Inier-Occwn ta deolare that
nothing sa truly grreat as IlThe
Mather " lia:; appeared ini American
literature for niany a day, and that it
is -worthy ta be classed amongr the
scant haif-dozen immartal pocros in the
language. 'J'lien ensued a great stretch-
ing and yawning ànd rubbing of eyes
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