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tive, too inuedi of a dreainer to be a successful story
wvriteî'. His chitracteî's Lau to stand out clear, separate
anîd distinct. Eveii Mary Aslîburton with whose de-
litieation the author lîiniself says lie bas. talzen no
sinali pains, is seen only as a sort of (Iualistic blur.
The reader can neyer Leed that lie knows lier, îîever
iii the least that lie loves lier, wonders rather at the
inifatuation, of Paul Flemmning and linally condenins
thern both as a sentimental well-rnet pair.

Tis truc Mary Ashiburton could, paint and write a
sketch or twvo, for so we are told, but were the words
not before us we certainly w~ould scarcely care to
venturo aîîy sucli assertion.

Ilowever Paul Fie -timing loves lier andl, though lie
maaeswell his wvooing0 is rejected. lis idol is

tlirown down but it rernains unbroken, for lie loves lier
still,and arouseswithin lir aL pr;de and self-esteeirn. No
longyer will lie be a ciplier ini sactr-cth if only to show
lier whîat lie cati do. J-ow long sucli a feeling would
have continued to encite Iinii if left to itself wve are
not perrnittecl te witness, for just here and very for-
tunately cornes Berkely to chierishi the fitful flarne.
Like a wvise mortal Berk-ely says little but does rnueh.

Ile stanids out ini lîealtby relief witlî bis craxîk
notions and bhis conion sense. His influence is as a
bracing breatlî caughît in thernidst of daînps and dews.
Paul Flernrnng breatlis and thîouglî lie positively re-
fuses to forget, gre'vs strong.

Fiîîally orne briglit afternoon, hialL curious, lie eîîters
thîe littie -liapel at, St. XVolfgang, and tliere on thî
sliadowecl wall reads :-" Look not rnournfully into
the Past, it cornes net back again. Wisely imprevo
thie Present, it is thine. Go forward to ineet the
shadowy Future withouît feair and wvithi a rnanhy heart.*
Tears corne dowvn and blind the eyes tbat rend.
Paul Flennning cornes out front the sbadeov of that
chapel. and the slîadow of lus life, on bis lips the worcls,
I 'will bo streng. " His sun is again risen. H1e

adjusts anew life's sandals and leaves us.
.What tlîink you, reader, of thje phîysician, bis

panacea and bis patient?
Hyperien, bears unrnistakable evidence of its

autlior's late contact wvitli the ancient sehool of Ger-
man peetic lore. About its pages, cl.ings ever the
brenth of a bygone sentirnentalisrn. Eveti the char-
acters thernsehves clearly bespeak thxe rnetii-enten
shelves front Nvhicli they bave beeis bustled, and appear
awkwvard and eut of place in tlîis inatter-of-fact day
of ours. In cast the boule is ciferninate, thougli the
descriptive passages are certainly fince and the iirnagery
ofttirnes strikin1g.

Very little of thie -%vorlz is subjective, exterîîals are
the one dlaim to our attention.

The great Lault is that it atternpts top inucli.
Fanciful day-drennikng is not the setting for passions
that meve the sou].

In a word, 'tis the wvork of a young nian wvhî ial,
as yet, liardly found his power and place.

MEMORY'S ANGELS.

Whlen ic ch rvhtal liciflits or Silence
Arc witi starîr' spiendors crowîîed,

Alid thc niglits stîipendoiîs sliatdo%
W laps Vie dreaiîning wvorld aiotiîîd,

Thîroulîi the iiirplc gates of twilight,
Fliîslicd %vitl suuset's dying glow,

Iîn the (lay's departiîig footsteps
Sileîut aîîgols conte and go!

Unforgotten deeds of 'Zind,îess,
Gelntie words titat lighitcd care,

Clasping liands aîîd chicering greetiîigs
Tijat have blest us îînaiare;

Ilopes whîose lano iglit of promlise
Front uncloudcd ether slied,

Aîclied our niorni dreains with spiendor,
lit the spring-tiînes tlîat are deail.

Lr(ve tint Il':Cd us wvithi the vision
0f a nobler life than tiîis,

W'heic the soîîl's Inîcarnate Ideal
Dvclt inil potlhesis;

Fitlis-long, caneer.1d-that wcre plighi tcd
To the friexîda of other years,

Totieli the sealed springs of feeling,
And iinloec the founit of tears.

In Vtie silence palpitatinig
\VNitli the senlse of lunscil tlhinl,

Wc eau feel thecir phaxrtom tenues-
licar the ineasnred swcep of wings-

Catchi the flceting, sluadowy fragrance
0f uuiearthly roses, shed

By the fair, tnufadingrgarlands
\Vreat1îed about cadi shuingi head.

Ini oîur souls sonie sleeping sorrow
Wakcs to tlîrobbing life again;

Sinoulderinc, griefs to 1,eener passion
Leap beneath tlirtoucli of pain

Lost delighits-unstable pleastires-
Drcarns that died and made uic sigu-

Shiadow ghosts of joy departed,
Ouîr rcpiniiuug learts divine.

Now they foed thue fruiLless .niu
0f îuusle;ýping; niernory,

For tlic loveli yet banislied faces,
We neo iiaere on earth shahl secc

Or, %vitlî tender hiaxds they lcad us
13ack by pluasant patlis of yore,

To thie lowly, grass.grew.n thiresliolds
WcT

alry feet shall pass noe more S.ETD


