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1 mz--e bold to say that, with éhe exception of Longfellow, Mr.
Reade is the best sonnetteur in An-erica, and I arn proud to say
that my judgment has been ra.ified in high quarters. I should
be ernbarrassed to choose frora his sonnets; and must content
myseif xvith one exainple of his softer and more mythical rnood,
in ballad mietre:

" In xny heart are înany chambers, through which I wander free;
Some are furnished, some are exnpty, somne are sombre, soine are liglit;

Some are open to ail corners, and of sorne I keep the kzey,
Aîîd I enter in the stillness of the night.

" But there's oneP I neyer enter,-it is closed to even me!
Only once its door wvas opened, and it shut for evermore;

And though, sounds of niany voices gather rcund it, like the ses.,
It ks silent, ever silent, as the shore.

«" I that chamber, long ago, my love's casket was concealed,
And the jewel that it sheltered I knew only one could win;

And my soul foreboded sorrow, should that jewel be revealed,
And 1 almost hoped tixat none miglit enter in.

<Yet day and niglit I lingered by that fatal chaxuber door,
Tili-she camne at last, my darling one, of ail the earth my own;

And she entered-and she vanished wvithi my jewel, which slie wore;
And the door was closed-and I was left k~lone.

"She gave me back no jewel, but the spirit of her eyes
Shone with tenderness a moment, as she closed that chamber door,

And the memory of that moment ks ail 1 have to prize,-
But that, at leat, is mine for evermore.

"IWas she conscious, when she took it, that the jewel was nxy love?
Did she think it bOut a bauble, she mîglit wear or toss aside ?

I know not, I accuse not, but I hopu that it may prove
A blessing, thougli she spurn it ini ler pride. "

About four or five years ago, when I was editor of the Ganb-
aditn. Ilustiated NVews,I reeeived a srnall copy-book containing a
number of short poerns, written out in a sehool-boy's hand. A
modest letter accompauied it: Would I kindly look at the pieces,
and, if I found aniy that were suitable, would 1 kindly give them
a corner in rny paper. I at once plucked out this -flower of a
sonnet and published it:


