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2'ENNVzYSONz AS A POET OF NVATUA'E.

E-RY near to «Mother Na-
,~turc are lier poet children;

4Y£ the others play about bier
feet and catch a chance
woard, a passing caress per-
haps. Her bright sniile
that shines out froni be-
yond the sunset glow-the
calrn tenderness of the bar-

vest rnoonbeans-the joyousness in the
sang of wvoodland bîrds, are canman pro-
perty; but the I)oet, Nature carnies in bier
strong arnms against bier heart, and in bis
ear she wli spers bints of mystic wonders
wrought on land and sea. Shie luils bis
catrser faculties to sleelp wvit crooning
luliaby of forest trees and murrnuring rivu-
]et, arnd teaching bin bier language she
tells bini ta interpret ta bis brotherz the
ever-new oid story of love and beauty, and
ta show theni baw ta live in barmony with
the laws that wcave tbe universe into the
visible garnient of its Creator.

Still, even for the most favorcd, the
lime is gone by, wh'en genlus could dis-
pense with study, when men werc slowly
opening their eyes ta, the knowledgc that
mauntains niight be something mare than
sirnply obstacles ta, be surnîaunted ; that
the river was worth Iaaking at for its awn
sakc, independent of the use it might be
put ta, as a highivay for nierchandise. A
vague cry attracting attentian ta, the cx-
ceeding fairness of eartb and sky, ivas ail
sufficing; but now that the carlier poets
have mande the surface-beauty that lies
around us aur awn possession, we ask
those of to-day ta, explore for us hitherta
untbougbt-of regions, ta distil fresb nectar
jays of Nvandering vines arnd bring us the
exhilarating draugbt that we quaif at our
leisure.

And flot far away nleed we send aur
caterers of beauty. The mani who unfolds
ncw charnis fram bracken and daisy-
studded iiieadows, is more akin ta us than
hie wbo, sings of distant spiendors.

More definite knowlcdge about the
conimion tbings arourid us, is tbe cry of
the age, and art as well as science must be
ready ta nmeet aur growing wants, or fail
ta find an abiding place witb us.

Loudest, aye, and sweetest ainong the

voices that express aur migbîy Nineteenth
Century, ring the clear Englisli notes of
Tennyson. Hand in band with the Pre-
Raphaelites, and going straigbit ta Nature,
hie gives bier ta us in tbe new-born fresbi-
ness that cornes froni looking s0 closely
as not only ta, read the generalities, but
the indivîdual characteristics that belong
ta one special abject.

There are iîany lovely valleys in poetry
that Nve only catch vague glinipses of,
througb the golden mists of the paet's
fancy. Not sa îvith the vale that lies ini
Ida :

Lovelier tiixan -lil the valleys of Servian tl'.
Wc feel ourselves there, in that valley

and no other :
\Vatching %iile tuie swiiînmiing vapor

Siopes acrcoss tuie glen,
Iluts forth an arii, and crccps froim pin' to pute
Ai loiters siowly cirawn. On cither baud
The lawils and ntcaclow leciges nii(;%ay' dnwnv
Hang rich in flowcers, and fronti helow theut roars
The long brookl fal'fng thro' the ciov'n ravine
In citaract after citaract to the sea.
13ehind the valle3' ioliitost Grirgarts
Stnds iiami takes the ntoriiing."

We wander witb the forlorn Arnone
breaking into mournful plaint of faithless
Paris, and the pathos of bier cry:

Deair '%olier Ida
lHearken cre 1 (lie!

sweeps through
"The nonndaiy quiet

Thant lîolds ail silent Itut her so:rowv."

The lizard wviilx bis sbadlow on a stone,
Rests likeC a sao
Ani the Cic.1da1 siceps.
Thc Ittrpie flûwers clroop ;
The golden lc is liiy.cr.adiedC
I alonc -tv.k*-

'fli scene is camplete ; wc arc not Ma
xîîucb told about it, as that we bave it
placed before us, ta féel its influences for
ourselves. We are nat wcaried with an
enurneration of needless details, but every
anc tells, and cauld uiot be orniitcd with-
out injury to the piCLTr.

Conîbining the Pre- Raphaclite accuracy
of detail, %vith tbe entrancing suggestive-
ncss af the impressionist, Tennyson trans-
ports whither he pleases. A prose writcr
would labor long ta, describe ta us «<itMar-
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