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light in the gross or sensual; be is too gay and

careless to look upon sadness, and he is too good-

natured to understand the severe. He cannot se

the supernal promise depiated in the countenance of

the cbild as it rises above the three masks. It is

the same limitation as before. He cannot see the

spiritual, ho knows not of a higher life.

Fortune seemed to smile upon the young Greek

once he set foot upon the streets of Florence.

Along with his good fortune came a purchaser for

his jewels wbich he had saved from the wreck.

With the sale of the gemns came the necessity for

aaion, and this brought on~ Tito's first struggle with

himseîf. But this battle, lilte a great many others,

was decided before it was commenced. Through

various incidents in bis life in Florence we can see

the gradual growth of the tbougbt flot to, go te, seek

bis father. The resuit of the battle is the resolve to

remain in Florence, and the reason he gives bimself

for so doing, is bis belief that bis father is not living.

'I this struggle we catch but a gliMpse of the selfisb-

fless of Tito. " Does he not owe something to him-

self ?,,

The writer now passed burriedly over some of the

Mfain events in Tio' le Io bis second struggle,

after the receipt of Baldassarre's message, the sel-

fishness of Tito appears in full view. He will not

sacrifice bis young life for an old man past sixty.

GradualîY he breaks away fromn bis past, selling bis

ring for fear of recognition. He wisbes bis father

was dead; he wisbes the monk would die. But he

bas flot comne yet to tbat stage wbere he can will-

ingly infliét pain on any mortal. He wilI save bim-

Self by deceit or a chain armour. He bas long

passed the merely non.committal. stage; be can lie

"nd deceive, but be bias siot yet reacbed the stage of

0a5ive malignity. The purchase of the cbain vest

shows a new side to Tito's cbaraéter, bis fear of

Present barm. His love of pleasure and bis batred

Of infliéting pain cease no to be tbe sole motives of

a~0*Fear now urges bim on to barsh and selfisb

8 .in.Under the influence of a love for pleasure

he lias passed from passive to aaive deceit, and

'10W1 Under tbe influence of fear he passes to deceit-

fui and treacherous aaions. 'Tis curious to note

tliat Romola, wbomt be professes to love, is tbe first

beîng Wbom ho deliberately pains.

After the selling of the library be falîs easily fromn

on racisery to another. From. praétising treach-
ery for the sake of tbe pleasflre in view, be comes to

PraQsise it for its own sake. Had he quit Florence

as he itltended, be would bave been the old Tito

Stl.We cannot get clear oif the past by cbangiflg

0"r Place of abode. But he does not get away.

]3a'lasarre gets bis revenge.

1 hPaper closed with a short study of the life
a"haraeer of Romola.

PO0ETRY.

EVENING IN SUMMER.GALM and restful 'tis at even,
Wben the day draws to a close,

In the peaceful hour at gloaming,
Wben the spirit seeks repose,

While fast the lcngtbening sbadows
Are minglirig with the niight,

And1 the gloom steals o'er the meadows,
Tween the darknesS and the light;

To wander by the brookside,
Down through the deepening glen,

And skirt the tbreatenlflg woodlands,
Hard by the brake and fen ;

To mnount the braciflg billside,
Witb the sun's last rays aglow,

To dwell in the beart of nature,
And ber inmnost secrets know.
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FRAGMENTS FROM SHELLEY.
TO MUSIC.

Silver key of tbe fountaifi of tears,

Where the spirit drinks tili the brain is wild

softest grave of a thousafld fears,

Wbere their mnother, Care, like a drowsy child,
Is laid asleep in flowers.

TH4E ISLE,

There was a little lawny isiet,
]3y anemnone and violet,

'Like miosaic graven:

A.'nd its roof výas flowers and leaves,

Wbich the sommner's breath enweaves;

Wbere nor sun, nor sbowers nor breeze,

Pierce tbe pifeS and tallest trees,
Eacb a gemn efgraven,

Girt by mafly an azure wave,

Witb which the clolIds and mountains pave

A lake'S blue chasm.

THOUGETS IN SOLITUDE.

My tboughts arise and fade in solitude,

The verse tbat would invest tbem melts away

Like moonlight in the beaven of spreading day;

HoWN beautiful tbey were, bow firmn tbey stood,

Flecking the starry sky like woven peari.

FELLOWSHIP OF SOULS.

1 amn as a spirit who has dwelt

Withif bis beart of bearts, and I bave felt

Nsfeelings, and bave thought bis thougbts, and known
Riso f bis soul, the tone

The inmnost convers
Unhe3ard but in the silence of bis blood,

Whef ail the pulses in tbeir multitude
Imnage the tremblif g calmn of surmner seas.

I bave unlocked the golden melodies

of bis deep soul, as with a mnaster kev, teen
And îoosened themn and batbed myselffhri

Evef as an eagle in a thufder-mist
ciothiflg his wings with lightniiig.


