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And 1 smiled to think God'' greatness
Flowed around our incotipleteness,--

Round our restlessness, Ris rest."

S. :.--Yoil have rendered me good service, Quickniail; whien
lf read the poem (thoughi I nover read iL faithfully) 1 thoughit it
&ffetation,-indeed, so I deeined ail poebry. 1 shail read it
again, with better understandingr and greater reverence, 1 hope.
If neyer dreamed, yoni know, of the e eternal fitness of things' as
zapplied to Poetry. Why, the work is Godlike in itself.

Q.:-And that is the secret, Slogoer; we are no longer

heathens and the fine Muses must give place to the One. Hie
lias been and wvi1I be, the inspiration of the truest poets. Mrs.
Browning knexv Hum for lier own. She has told us so. Listen

God hiimself is the best Poet.>

"What is true and just and honest,
Wha.t i-_ lovely, what is pure,

Ail of praise that hath admonisht,
Ail of virtue shall endure,-

These are themes for poeLs' uses,
Stirring nobler than the Muses,

Ere Pan ivas dead.

"O brave poets, keep back nothing,
Nor mix falsehood with the whok': j

Look up Codward; speak the truth ini
Worthy song from earnest soul:.

Hld in high poetie duty
'Fruest truthi the fairest beauty!

Pan, Pan, is da.
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