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This is the power that did weld the Nvorlds,
Atid fathomi dow'n the star-lit guifs of îiiglit,
TlU as amîbition lie, strong as trie force
That drives the cirel'iuig plane s on thieir cc)urs-ý.
As froui the sCernuer reglions of the north
The chilly Mississippi issues forth,
Flows. wideuîing, dlown'nidç seuies where Natu-eýs; liauud
Forever raised dotli blkss the snîiiling laud;
So toil, froi harsh privatious that distress
The wiiuter-world, tends ouîward to, success
And1 as the. gulf streamns felt far out at sea
0ur labours here affect eternity.

Bransfield is dead, but his memory wvill be long and lovingly
cherished in the hearts of those wvho had the privilege of knowv-
irlg him. It is, indeed, sad to sec a young, man of so much
promise cut off in the hey day of youth ; but ]et us hope it is ail
for the best, and, that as he sang so sweetly of things Divine in
thisworld, he is now chantingy with the angelie choirs the praises
of God eternal.

His poetry we shall râ~d, for wve value it highly. It is,
indeed, truc poetry. Poetrxr is neyer more entrancing than when
it biends the ideal with the real, and teaches a moral applicable to
our lives. in nearly all his poems Bransfield touches the heart.
Hle has sonmethingf to attract, something to please, something, to
dwell upon. If poerns we have recerutly read were wvorthy of the
namne, if they rellected credit on their authors, then, indeed, would
these pî-_ems, of which -%ve feel so proud, suffice to crown our dead
poet friend with -a ivreath of immortality.

To Lis widowved mother, brothers and sisters, the editors of
EXCELjsioR, ex.,-tend their heart-felt sympathy iii this the sad hour of
their bereavemerut; but let then be corxsoled Nvith the hope that this
Ioving- son and brother is now enjoyingr a blissful rest in Heaven
-a sure reward for such a pure and blameless life as his has been.

R. I. P.


