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The soul-stirring bag-pipes -%ichl pipe so harshly to IEnglish cars
"4tunefuil lays," corne in for a fulli meed of eelebrity, aud a very neatly
turned poem our pout gives us. This last stauza is happy:

"And 'when on death'.3 cold bier V'a laid,
Let Pipers round me sorenade;
And wrap nie in a Seottishi plaid

For shoot anîd shroud;
And o'er xny grave ho tributo paid,

Osz;r PiERnocîi LOUD)."

The I1i*qka»de?~s Illfe is ail ýaffecting story of Scottisbi life, and the
Scottish character is admirablv doscribed. The husbaud heard bis
country's ery for men to beat back beyond their owu frontiers tlie
bloody Muscovitish foc, and hoe left bis wife and lovod bairns in bis
lowly ý.ot--- home ayont the Frith, and Inarched ivith gallant bauds
of warriors to tlie stern Crimea. A preseutiment or phantasy sweeps
the mental horizon of that lovod heart in the bleak Highlands ; site
hoars lier own Dona,ýld's sweet voice, cahu and unportîurbed, "lborne
alangr on the wings o the b1ast," and she secs througbi the filmy air
his inugled corse and pale, said face sink down on the blood-red
platins of suow and ice, and -%ith 'a' loud 'ilthe peut-up feelings
get utteranco and slie too, falis back, and the Ileavens smile on the
-tpturned face of flic devoted doad, and the quiet hearthstone of the
littie Ilcot -moue the lieather-clad ca-irus," is desolate, and orphaued
haîrus clasp to their heurts tho chilled bosomn, lif'eless and cold, of that,
mnother ivhose voice once stillcd the fireside tempest and wvbose smile
gladdened the xnorning rueal as a ray of brighit, glorious suushine, and
young hearts refuse to bc coiforted because she is not. Tbis poomi
is one of the nolcst in the book, and it refiects highly ou the liead and
]heu,,rt of its author. The conception is a fine one and tho versification
is as praisev-oythy. It seexus a littie coustrainod in one or two places,
as if the bard wautcd to fly hi-her and niake his poemi a w'ar song in-
stcadl of a liomely Highland etcbin-as if lie -would riather describe
the martial career of the liusbaud, instead of the apparently more
tame, thougli nobler theine, of a -wife's devotion. This constraint de-
tracts but vory littie from the extraordinary menit of the wbole, hoiv-
over, and we w9uld ask a careful perusal of this story in verso, fromn
our readers. It will w'ell repay an attentive examination in ail its
compoucut parts.

The "lFail of Dclliii"' rends too inucli likie n newsboy's address to
be of' auy permanent value, neither does it teud to add te the mnilitary
lustre of Brave Havelock and his hardy H-ighIlanders-. This couplet
is not very soul-inspirnu, te say flic least:

"1Stnike with puissance, titi those devils reel
And sue for incrcy o'er the grave Of NEILL.'*

Nor is this
'l'is charity to strike their funeral k-noll,
Andi sivep suelh demons to, thecir native l."1

Dear, dear, why did you admit these lines wvhieh surély (Io net Ilfail
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