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Tnot that of the prevalent Tennysonian
rhythm. The plot of the story is that of
an old myth. Or ion, the mighity hunter,
is engaged by RiEnopion ('the winie-
drinker '), king of Chios, to clear that is-
land of wild beasts, in return for wbich
lie is to receive the king's daughter in
fiarriage. Orion cornes fomward with the
iast Wolf ready bound for sacrifice.
'Meanwhile, fromn out a neighbour gorge,

which spake
Iiougb torrent -thunders throughi its cloak of

I)ines,
Along the shore came oie w-ho seenied to Wear
The giandeur of the mountains for a robe,
The "torrent's strength for girdl,-, and for

crown
The sea's calmi for dread fury capable,--
A hunter laden witb the spotted i>ride
0f kingly beasts before flot dared of meni,--
And stood without the lauirel's sacred shade,
Wbhichi his large presence deepenied. WVhen
the knife

Let blood well.->leasing to Apollo forth
The victim's gasping throat,-who yet cried

flot,
Lut glared still hate upon bis murderers,
And (lie(l uncraven,-then the hunter bent
His godlike head with awe unto the gods,
-And so kept bowed, the while the king drew

forth
Wrine front a fuis kin-bottle nigh, and poured

A beaded, dark libation.'

The king dceLls treacherously. Orion
idmugged-%n itît poisonied wiue. A yen-

ODtned juice is dripped into his eyes:li
hias lost bis siglit. Bunt the sea nyniphs
gather round 01 i 'n, and sing an exquis-
ite chorus oî syunpathy.

'We ail are made heavy of beart, we weep,
with thee, sore ,vith thy sorrow,

The Sea to its uatterniost p>art, the Night from
the dnusk to the morrow,

The unpluinLed spaces of Air, the unharnes-
setl might of the Wind.

The Sun that outshaketh bis hair before bis
incoming, behind

Ris outgoing, anti laughs, seeing aîl that is,
or bath been, or shaîl Le,

The unflagging Waters that fali from their
well.heads soon to the sea,

Tbe high Rocks barren at even, at morlhing
clothed witlh the rime.'

lit is revealed to him that bis sight shall
be restored, 'Get thee up to the bis!
Thou shaît behold the momning.> Eos
Coi1nes to heal hlm.

'A mIist of gold fiung down about bier feet,
lier dewy, cool, pink fingers parting it
Till glowiing lips, and" baîf-seen. snowy

Curves
tike Parian stone, unnerved him, waited

Thani Circe skilfuller to put away
Ris8 pain, to set bis somrow afar off-
Eo5s, with warm lieart Warmn for hiim.'

Surely this is poetry, thorougrhly
Greekanid saturated With the spirit of the
glorious Greek religious art. Surely it is
like whiat Keats wrote and Shelley ; that
is to say, it is true poetry, iunxnarked by
miannerism any more than Shelley is
marked by it. 0f equal beauty, but in
lyric forni, is Ariadne. A strain of
medioeval music clad in modern richness
of expression is 'Launcelot and the Four
Q ueens.' ' A Ballad of Three Mistresses'
is mystical. and voluptuous.

Fi high to its (luivering rim
'The crirr son chailice. and see

The warmth and whiteness of linb
Lighit-draped luxuriously.'

Memnnon' and ' Drowsyhood,' are
familiar to the readers of Scribner. Among
the other lyric poeins-all good, flot one
feeble or wanting in rerve, and origina-
lity-we sipecially cominend those which
revive ancieut classical forms, those in
Sapphics and Choriamibics. With a quo-
tation from the latter, we close the brief
notice that the space at our disposaI
1)ermits. But first we would ask, does
not the publication of sulch a book as this
by Mr. Roberts, of New Brunswick, jus-
tify us in auguring good things of the
spread of a genu ine litemary spirit in
Canada? Heme is a wmriter whose power
and originality it is impossible to deny
-here is a book of which any literature
might be proud.

'Ah, Love, what would I give just for a little
light!

Crying,,s born of the wind wake on its un-
dertones.

Vainly praying the shore wearily all the
night

Round me the ocean moans.

Ebb-tides laden with woe fiee with a wail-
ful song

Far down out of the dark, calling my
treînbling- souil.

Ah, Love, where is the ligbt? Why is the
way so long? ..

Hearken how sad their rol!'

Our quotations do but scanty justice
to Mr. Roberts. His poetry should be
judged by a far larger saniple of his
varied and vivid powers as a lyrical
poet. Buît what we have given is enough
to induce those who are loyers of poetry
for its own sake to order this volume,
which, by the way, is as prettily bound
and printed as sucb a book deserves to
be.
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