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laiâsezfaire priactice iii regard to a world Wlîcre ýia-ig Neptune mnakes his throni,
out of joint, stands in sucli ludicrous con- And the Merniaids rove iii bandd.
trast to, the stern, an-xious meîiacing ac-
cents of the perfei-vid Scot. Emerson, the Thiere five and twventy -score1

A.merican panegyrist of Goethe, seems to 0f Britain's free-born sons
be less blinded hy the glare of hiis genius, Lie low: they baik not 'inid thir'ai.,
a1thouglihe rates it above that of mostt The dealy roll of guins.
if not ail othier mien. IlThe old eternal
Geius-%ho built the worldl," lie says, "lCSi- They sank not, in the flush
fided Ilimself to this iiian more than to, any 0f death's victorioiki pride,
otiier. 1 dare not say that Gouethe zasýcelid- These fornis, o'er whielh die billon s rushi,
ed to the Iigh,,Iest -rounds from which gen- As they bleep side by iiide.
jus has spoken. lie lias liot worshipped the
highiest unity. Hie is incapable of a self- No sudden cannoliade
surrender to the moral sentiment. Tliere The vessel's timbers shook.
are nobler strains in poetry than any lie No entrance wvas by broadside made
has sounded. Tliera are writers poorer Throughi ail lier -%va1ls of oak.
in talent, -whose tone is purer and more
touches the hear't. iYet she is gone, is Iost,

G3oethe can ne'ver lie dear to men. Ris The tiffiigs sacl unfold,
is iiot evwn the devotion f0 pure truth, ,Let the lian(ls of silent grief bc crossed
but to truth for the sake of cultÈre. Hie For Britain's seaien bold.
lias no aims less larger than the conquest
of universal nature, of universal truth to IWe mourn ftie buried ship,
be lis portion. A man not to lie bribed,1 0 'er -%vich the waters mneet,
nor deceived, nior overawved; of a stoical Slie lies whbere roving Mermaid'sd(ip
self-command and self-denial ; and hiaving Their softly-stirring feet.
one text for ail mien-what cani you
teadli re? Hie is the type of culturethe ac ak the pafli of years,
amateur of ail arts, scienices, and events; And sucli another day
artistie, but not artist ; spiritual, but not Recali, -%vlen Britain, batlicd in tears
spiritualist. Tiiere is nothing lie lied not As now, in sorrow% iay.
a right to know ; there is no -weapon in
the armoury of universal genius lie did 'Twas in the hour of ilit;
not take ilnto bis lîand; but Nvith per- IWhen Einglaind's fleet did sail,
empfory hieed thiat lie should not be foi- a Thec bulwark of lier ancient miglit.
moment pî-ejudiced by bis instruments. Ail darkly grew the gale.
From Mîin nothing -%as lîid, nothing -with-
liolden. The lurking demions saIt to, hi, A sudden stormi sprang up,
thc saint w%ýlîo saiw the dlenons, and the It raged and swept along,
metaphysical events, tcok form." ,Tt drowned eaî-th's sense of joy and hope,

And laughied tlîat it -%vas strong(.
(F~OR TIlIP CANADJAS' LITEFRARY JIOURNAL) It laughed as on it bore,
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Toil ! toîl! tol TIen camie the dreadful scene,
Let it be for Eîîgiand's dead; To tell tlîe tragie tale,

Stiil let the toues of soITow roll Wlîat heart, but wvould iii soi-row lean?
DoNvni, down to ocean's bcd. Wliat tongue, but wliat, -vould fail?

Down, down, down, Toîl! toîl! toli
.Where tIc waves washi on the sands; Toil for tlîe uintimely death,


