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Literature.

Poems of John Imufe.

JOHIN b RO8K, IN NEW YORK HOME
JOURNAL,

tow tLanadian poots of today are
morve popular or bottor kuown through-
out tho Front Dominion than is tho
subject of owr prosont sketch, Mr. John
lmrio. of Toronto, Outario, and the
ronson of this is at once obvious.
alerit will aiways command attontion,
and Mr. Imrie 18 & poot of & vory high
ordor of morit. I8 pooms are tho out-
wourings of a heart that is largely
lmbuo with tho sonsitive and flner
foolings of a poot. Thoy aro pure
intollectual, vigorous, patriotic an
$111oro, andin & groat number of in-
stances they coutain similes and
thoughts which are_morally and poot-
tically boautiful. Hissubjects are well
choson and such as ho is capablo of
treating successfully ; his ymt ment is
affuctionatoand loyal ; bis Yersification
oasy and corroct; his style frce and
sunple, his commaund, of language
ample for his purpose. ' Mr. Albort E.
S, Smytho of Toronto certainly does
not ovorostimate his abilities whon he
8RY8 :
Imrio, your lyrics pass tholaws of kings,
~W=xose dreaddecreos but ateeled the captive’s
heart ¢
Your hotwro-taught lays a softer power im
mrt, —
Lovel. joy and peace, the mught that morcy
brings:
And, though your muse lack flight of augel’s
wings,
To waﬁ- and talk with mon 1s no mean art,
Strong iu lhie's atraits, sccuro against
death'’s dart,
Attuned to truth, foreprizing hallowed thivgs.
Not of the mockers, nor of those who make
Love's sacrament a feasting, passion.spiced ,
Wot tuere-thralled, nor cankered with the ache
QOf envy: frce of aimsdeed honor-priced ,
Not of the world , but humbly for IHIB sake,
Stniving the noblor manhood after Chrst.

Mr. Imrio is the author of two volumes
of poetry, both of which have been well
received by those parties intorested,
and thercforo in & measure able to
udgo of such works. Hislatest volur.e
s a handsome 8vo of 350 pages. It
contains 206 pooms, which are divided
into groups as follows, ‘‘Patriotic
Pooms," * >aoms of Love, Home and
Friondship,” ** Miscellaneous Poems,”
“Sacred Compositions,”" aud “Son-
nets.” It will readily be scon from this
that Mr, Imrie is a voluminous writer
of poetry, yot he is & man whose
business engagements do not permit
of his enjoying many leisure hours.
The few hours however which he has
occasionally spent at tho divine shrine
of poory have been hnpry hours to
him. His hoart and soul isin poetry
and pootical subjects, and being a poot
himself by nature his own harp isg
seldomn sileut for anf’ great length of
time. Awmoung the finest poomns in his
hook i the following :

NIAGARA FALLN,

Oh, Nuagaia  as at thy brink I stand,
My <oul s filled with wonder and delight,
To trace in thee that wonder working Hand,
\\'lmlso] hollow holds the scas in balanco
ight’

Worthy art thou to Lo a nation’s pride~
A patriot’s boast—a world’s unceasing won-

der;
Like some bold monarch calling to thy sido
Subjects from every climo in tones of
thunder *

Ieep on my soul thy grandeur 13 impressd,
Thy awful majesty—thy mighty power—
‘1 by ceaseless tumult and thy great unrest,
Like uations' warnng m droad conflict s
hour ¢
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Rainbows of glory sparkle round thy shiine,
Cresting thy waters with offulgence bright ;
And in thy fosming currents intertwino
Raro coruscstions of commingl'd light !

Liko roar of battlo, or like thundcr'scall,
Thy deop-toned ecchoes roll with solemn

sound ;
Liko pillsr’d clouds thy vapours rise, and {all
Like spsrkling pearls upon tho thirsty

ground !

Rush on! rush on * iu thy uncheck'd caveer,
Wit avalanchic power thy course pursuo ;
Whilo rending rocks quake as with mortal

car,
And etand in awo to let thy torrents
through |

Naught but tho hand of God could stay thy

course
Or drivo thee back to Eric's peacoful keep ;
Thon onward press with thy Fignntic foree,
Till in Ontario’s bosom Inlicd to aleop !

Einblem of Freedom ! who would daro essay
T'o bar thy noisy progress to tho sea t
Then onward press! whilo bord’ring nations

pray
For strongth apd wisdom to be great and -

freo!

Following this poem is one ontitled
“ The Links that Bind Us.” Thisisa
very boeautiful and touching composi-
tion and contains sentiments which at
once afponl to the innermost feelings
of all classes and corditions of people.
1t is & warm aud affectionate effusion
and will do much to perpetuate the
memory of the gifted author:

THE LINKS THAT BIXD Us,
Oh ! the fond links that bind us to this

carth,
Strong as bands of iron—yet fine as gold ;
Partings and tcars oft mingle with our
mirth—
If loving much love never can grow cold !

Ab . wore it not for partings new and they,
Lovo of home aud fricads were never

tes —_
“ Hardship and trial mako the noblest wen :
Present pain is futuro joy invested !

Tho patriot’s wistful eyes are dimined with
tears
When parting from his much-loved native

soil,
His heart doth throb with many doubts and
fears,
Yot Hope points forward though his soul
recoil !

But when tho weary years have come and
one,
And%’or the soa he homeward ploughs his

way,

He ﬁnds)his former doubts and fears have
flown—

Midnight with him hath ch-nged to dawn
of day!

A mother parts with ono—her only son;
Each shows but half the anguish that thoy

feel—
The voyage finished, or the battle won,
What dopth of love the meeting doth
roveal !

Metltinks such joy is ours when God, at last,

Shall tind us gathor'd ‘neath Heaven s azure
domo;

Our journeys, tears, aud partings of the past

\\'illl be as nsught il wo but reach our
lome !

Neoxt we have a delightful little lyri
cal picce entitled *“ The Sweotest Word
on Earth is Home," which hasbeen set
to apgroprlate music by Professor J.
F.Johustono, of Toronto, and in this
form hasg attained an extensive scale,
The subject, we need hardly remind
our roadors, is a favorite ono with
poots, and it is therefore all the more
1o Mr. Imrie’s credit that he has been
able to presont us with a poem which

compares favorably with other authors'
compositions on the same subject.

THE SWEETEST WOLD ON EARTM I8 LOME,

Tho aweotest word on carth is home,
To loving hoarts most dear ;
Whero'er our footsteps scok to roam,
Home thoughts are evor near.
The mem ries sweot of lifo's spring-day
Koop fcesh and green forever,
Liko fragrant flowers thoy scent the way
Adown life's winding rivor.
Criorus—Tho dearcst spot bonoath tho skies
Is that wo call ** our homo |
'Tus thero wo look with longing oycs
Though o'er tho carth wo roatn.

Our hionies may be whoro mountains rise
Like dark greon clonds to Heavon ;
Or whero the valle, -lily lies
Our humblo lot be given ;
Or on an island of tho sea
Oft by tho tompest prest :
No natter whero our homes may be,
To cach that home is Llest.

Cno.—** The dearest spot, etc.”

The strongost love within man's breast
Is love of life and home;

Liko fledglings hovering round their nest
Qur thoughts encirclo home 3

Out ycars may reach threo-score and ten,
And full of changes be,

Yet seepes of homes wili haunt us thon
When lifo was pure and free.

Cito.—** Tho dearest spot, otc,”

Whore love hath cast her golden spell
And kindest deeds are doue,

Whero loving bearts unito to dwell,
'Tis heavon on earth begun;  *

Then cherish home with jcalous caro
Aud let not strife prevail ;

Thus for our *‘ heaveuly home ” preparo,
Securs within the vail.

Cuo —** The dearest spot, etc."”

Mr. Imrio is a native of Glasgow,
Scotland, baving bgen born there some
forty-five years ago. It is therefore
not to be wondered at that many of his
gieces aro in the Scottish dialect. In-

oed, as far as we can judge his best

1;ces are those in which he expresses

18 thoughts apd feelings in the lang-
unge of Burns and Scott, his own swaet
mothor tongue. His compositions in
this respect _are on a wide varioty of
subjects. We have “ Bruce and Ban
nockburn,” * The Dying Scot Abroad,”
*“The lielan’ Fling,” *“My Heart is
Scotland's Yet,” ‘Scotch Dainties,”
t“Scotty,” **The Thistle,” ** A Bunch
o' Heather,” ‘A Scotch Surprise
Party,” ‘Hame yet no at Hame,"
My Mither's Grave,” and various
others, all more or less interesting and
2!l showing the handmark of a true
poet. We quote the last named piece
as a fair specimen of his Scottish muse:

MY MITHRR'S GRAVE.

1 stan’ beside the cauld head.-stane,
An' wat it wi' my tears; .
An’ whisper, “Alither, here’s your wean

Yo hav'na’ seen for years! ™
When last I saw your dear, sweot face,
An’ heard {our kindly tone,
1 little thought that this drcad place
So soon would claim its own.

1 plannd to tak’ you ower tho sea
'o confort sud to case,
Whaur you could end your days wi' me,
Au’ dao maist as vou pleaso ;
But, ah | the Lord liad ither plans,
An’ scot for you Himsel' ;
His ways aro no' ayo like to man's,
Yot does Ho &’ things well |

But, though you caunot come to me,
I yet shall gang to you,

When death shall set my spirit free
I'll mount the starry blue,

Where griof an’ partings are no more
Nor Death, nor ang pain,

You'll welcome me on Canaan’s shore,
We'll never pairt again



