
THE PORTFOLIO.-

But the air was s orý, ao&tli eilclce decep,
And bîîniy Kilnîeiýl> kIl fotu(ncl eep
Shc Icend flac iair, flQr upened lier c;
Till wvalced. 1)3 the hiyans of a Car cocintryc,
Slî,e waked on couch of the silkz sae i,
Ali sfriped wi' the bais of thic riuliow's riiiî;
And lovely beings roiin(l wcre'rife,.
Wlio erst liait travelleil iuiortil life.
They claslpcd her waist anid lier liands fair,
Tliey kissed lier chicch, inil îlicy karned lier liair,
Anîl rounid caie miany a lloorning fere,
Saying 'l3oniiy Kiliiieny, ye're wel4ilme liere

They liffeil Kiliîitîîy, tlîey lcd ber away,
And çhie walkeu iii the liglit-of a suffless ulayî
The sky %vas a dorne of crystal'brighî,
Th'le founftain of visionî, anîd roumnain of liglît
The einerald fields were of dazzling glow,
Anci the flowers of everlaisting blowv.
Then dleep in thfr streani lier boudy tlicy laid,
That lier youtli and lîeauty neyer miiglit faile;
And îlîey snilied on hecaven wlîeî îlîey saw hier lic
ln thîe streani of life iliat wandered by;
And she lîcard a song. slîe licard it sunlg,
She keîîcl siot wlîerc, bot sac swecîly if roig,
If tcIl on lier ear lilce a <Ireani cil flic rnorn.

«0! l>lest he tlhe day Kilmeny was horni
Tlie sun ihat sliines on the worlcl sae :-rigliî,
A borrowcd gleicl frac thle filiîîîin of light
And ftie iaooii that sleeks tlic sl<y sac don,
Like a gowcîeil bmw, or a litaniless-siii,

Sal Wear away, ami l he scen Ilae inair,
Anid flicaîgcl s sliall mîiss tlhen travelling tlie air.
But laiig, lang îificr baitli iiglif andI day,
WVhen Illc suif andî tlic wirIld have celycîl away:
MVien tlic sinnîer lias ganle io ]lis wacsiinie îlooîîî,

Theu Kilnieiîy beggcci ag..in fo bee-
Tlhe (riends she liait leri ini lier own colînîrye,
To tell or thec place wliere shce had ieen,
Anud thîe glories iliat lay iin tîme landc ouseeiî.
WVitli distanît miusic, scîft and decp,
Thcy lîtîleci Kiliiueiiy souiid asleelp;
And wvhci slie awakened, slie lay lier tllne,
Ait liappcd wiflî flowers in flic grecnwoocl weiîe.
Wlien seven lang years liait couic anid fleci,
Wh'lei grief wvas calîîî anti hope was dead,
Whlen scarce wvas rcienîhcred Kiimniy's ille,
Laite, lafe in the gloainuin Kiliaeny calme hine!
And oh, bier beauty wvas (air f0 sce,
But sf111 andi sfeaclfast was lier ce;
Sucli beauf y lbard rnay neyer deciare,
For there w~as no pride nor passin I.here;
Aild tlie soft desire of iaiden's cen,
In fliat mild face comîri never lbe secn.
li1er scyirar was tlic liY flower,

And herclîeck thîe.imoss-rosc ini thé sliower;-
Aiîd hier voice likce flic distant nîielodye,
That fluais alonîg thîe twiliglit. sea.
Mleni a îîîoîîtl anîd a day liacl corne anti ganle,

Kilnîieny soughî tlie grec9ýwood wene,
Tiiere Maid lier dowa on flic ]eavcs 50 grecli,
Andi Kiliiieny cn earflî was siever nuair seen!

+euriaI Places-*,
0f some of Engiand's Poets.

T HAI' wôn derful cen etery,
Westminster Abbey, seem-

ingly so ont of place aniid the jostling
throng, and never-ceasing noise of west-
end London life, is the *resting place of
mîany of England's poets. «'Outside the
solemn corridois 'the guilty stili pail
liappinees', and the tîred stili struggle on;
inside, th e wicked cease from troubling
and the weary are at rest. Without,
cornles to every one the sunimon s, 'to life'!
and the ti-i f11 and the -strife rush on;
within, the only dernocrac)y are in perfect
quiet and peace, to whorn no caîl wvil1
evef sôind save the one 'to God.'

Here lies Chacer, the Fathier of Eng-
lislt Poetry," and Spencer, uipon wvhose
tomib are i iscribcd- these words: " Heare
Ises, expectingthe seconde comimige of
Offi -Savicuir Christ Jesus. the bodye of
Editiuiici Spenceir, the prince of poets in
his tyxue, whose divine spirit iieeds noe
<tier witnîesse thati the wvorks 11e left be-
hiîide him." Near by are Dr)yden,
Cowley, Gav, Herrick, Sheridan andc
Ben Jofisoïî, over whose grave cînly xv'hat
Goldsmithî said of hiixu :. "Q. rare Ben
Jouîson " UponTh'loras Canipbell's tornb
is, au epitaplf w~ritten by Ilimself:
''This spirit shahl return f0 hiinu who gave ifs lîcaivcnly

spark,
X'ct thinkl nof, suni, if shalh he diai when thoî thIyseif art

clark.
No! it shall live again f0 shine iin bliss tînknown f0 beanus

of fumie,
By Huan recalled fo, lureali, wlio captive led capfivity,
WVho robbed thec grave of victory, and took fthe sfing

froîn Dcath."

ln the chancel of the quaitît Iitt1e churh
at Strat ford -on- A von, ini theç wn hee
lie 'vas born, wvhere he wgi înarried and

3W.-


