
TH1E ACADIA ATHEàN4.Pi'UM.

IlNo more! 0 liow iiiaiestically mournful are those
%vords i They sound like the roar of the 'vind througli
P. forest of pille."'

Thus the book tnýay ightly ho called a study in so
fras it pictures te results of a great sorrow uport

a nature yielding and synipathectic and adininisters
the requisite panacea of distracting influetnce tili the
prostrate eyes are again lifted, tili the stop, though
not again sprmgltthy, lias grown Itopeful, flrmn.

In addition, moreover, and draping tce plot fant-
tast-icaiiy, heavily but rarely gracefully appear pîtil.
osophical disquisitions, moral epitonies, rhapsodies on
art and nature, lettgtýiy critîcisins and breathless cul-
tiinations till the structure grows top-heavy and a
grievous burdeti to its legs. ' lJnder titis cloud of
garnishi the story waxes ofttimes dangerously thimi aîîd
is certainly Il lotng drawn out. " Tho incidents too
apparontly are indicateci as so tnany interestitig pegs
upon wvhich the super-structure of information and
experience rnay be hield up te clear viewv.

Cnt the book in twvo, place tic story iti otte divisioti,
the heavier of the mnucit clothitîg it the other; Litho
this-Leaves from a Sketch Book, that-Froin Dark
to Dawva with Paul Fletnitîgi, ail' far more satisfaction
would bceoxperienced by the reader, while the repu-
tatioti of Longfellowv as a writer of prose wvouId be
materially beighitened.

Maintuit ing for t12 e tinte titis division a wvord or
twvo now for the IlSketch Bzou-."

Longfellowv as lie wvrote. swveetly seems ever to ]lave
been a swveet thinker. Lifo for hini could have liad
few discordant notcs. E vet ibis minor passages are
1>ut the shadows of an afternooîî, no'vhere cornes dowvn
the darkness titat, we feel and foar. For this reason
perbaps there is ailvays wvantitîg from lus work a
certain strongth, deptit and reaech, that nowhiere is
ntre evident, than ini thiese "'sketches" before us.
The swveet tmonototne quickly growvs wvearisotne and
MIadly wvu meet wvith good Jean Paul-tis books, bis
poetry anîd his poodie; with Goethe, IlThe ail sided
One, ""witty and wickecl "; and witli 1offmal.--hiz;
wild eyes and unearthhy fancies.

IlGlimpses into Aoudland " is without doubt the
geni amongr th ese ««sketches." Here titere stili is
sotîgy but its burdea is full of îmeanitîg, and strongly
suggesti ve. As a "lPilosophy of life" it differs
widely fromn ]rowvning's Ben E zra, yet is ono more
adapted perhaps to the generat need. There is a

symnpathy and a kindness bore thiat hlave, as yet, more
power th',,.n trite, siimrip-liewni, inspiration. 3e strong,
oh mati, thon art eternai, ec'er-duritig as thy fluilder,
for of Iiimi wvrt thou made. Life opens ,vide before
thece and it endeth -never. Shante not the glory
of thy existence. Begini, thou F'ast înuch to learni.

WVe close our '«Sketch Book, " and seek the acquaint-
illeo of Paul Flimîning

XVe find inii conmpletly crushied, iii the lirst days of
of his .great grief. Like the Rhinc by wvbicli lie
wanders the current of his life pours between tho
w~reck and ruin of formter (days, dark and dripping
With Deceînber rain. The society of bis fuiowvs is
distastef ni, ail nature seetins sombre and sullen.
Listless, iiless hoe sighis and driftb stranded now,
and again afloat, lîopeless, sick-Iîearted. Time and
tune go on w'itlî te Winter ai, Heidelberg and the
companioxîship of tie social Baron and stili no change
-stili the drcary useless groping tnid the mournful
nienories of other days. 1-is imaginative niind plays
only ald 3ver in) a sort of pettumbra. Neyer froin bis
lips comîtes the t of geOtuiine ang-uisi-never wvreathes
tiiere the chastened smnile cheerfuli, resigned. \Vith
a sort of blind despondency lio jealously hugs the
shait that is hurting Iiimn anid feebly wvonders wh1y
the wvound nover lîcals.

Such is Paul Flemminîg te idie, sentimental
mueurner. For his grief tliore is condescending pity
lînt certainly littie of respect. I-is one desire, appar-
ently, i-s to make the înost of his sad case. Every-
thing lie feels hoe must tell, if only te, hiniseif.
Continually hie is growving calmi or dallying 'vith des-
pair-sîades relatively liglit or dark upon the one
sombre back-ground.

Wbat nowv is the price of blis redeniption ; Oh
lnterlaclien hast thou forgotten the forni and face of
Mary Ashiburton or wvhy hast thon nauglit for answer?
fias came killed thee too good l3orkiely, and wvhere are
the words eng(raveni on the wvail of the little Chiapel
at St. Wolfgan-g?

In his arrangement of distracting influence Long-
fellowv bid displayed no littie amount of dramatie
skill. For here are, first tce deep concern.an
self-accusation of love fresh awakened, tha6 shock of
its vain proffer, then the soothitîg strength of an at-
inosplbero of charitable pmacticality, and hast the inspir-
in," appeal from the lips of the Il ittie sanetuary."
Change this order and Paul Flemnming -vould have
died iii tears. Lonafellov wvas however, tco imagina-


