
REVIENYS.

mnelodlicus Isys of a half forgotten past;
snd forcibly bringing to cur iads the
lineocf Keats:-

"A tbîng of bonuty is a jcy forever."
Pic lVesti aister Je»ietv for October

abounda in excellent reading, as usual.
With the first article, advocating in-
creas cd attention te tbe niilititi and
volunteer defence cf the Mcther Coun-
trv, we have li *ttc te do; unless we
folow ber exaniple in this respect iu
B3ritish Amnerica. The article on Itoua-
seau, while making sucb an apology
for his principles as we should expeet
from. the known tenets cf the "lWest-
mninster,"1 gives as fair an exposé cf the
weak points in bis personal ehamacter
as one could wish. Iu the articles enti-
tled "Modern poets and poctry.cf Ita-
ly," "Garibaldi," and IlBouapartism.
in Italy"-the Review shows its hearty
sympatby for tIre great cause cf Italian
indopendence, and its faith in Italia's
intellectual as wcll as social resuscita-
tien: a faith far fromi groundlesai,
ivhîle Italy after centuries cf coercion
jean stili boast a Victor Emanuel, a
,Cavour, and a Garibaldi; and still is
animated by the patriot strains cf AI-
fieri, Leopardi, Marchetti, Giusti, sud
Poeilo. Marchetti lamenta bis fAllen
country tbus:
Upon the shore deserted arnd .oppressed
Stands Italy, once queen cf realuis,

begtirt
Witb diademnofglory!-humbed now,
A-ad strewed witb aslie-see, sire

wvrings ber hands
And greans in agony-but it is well,
At length she feels bier suffering aud

bier shame.
A. «Poeric echoes the sanie feeling,
in ._ýs "lSperauze," where bie indig-
nantly scouts the idea that Italy is
dead:
Why thon these Austrian hosts whieb

niglit aird day
Wateh every mcvemeut, mnace every

word?
Mcw L Cati the dead arise in armed

array,
Can the dead seize the lance cr wield

tire sword ?

No, no! 'Tis net the silence cf the
grave,

Hark! 1 'er cur shores the 'waves cf
hcpe are breaking, [te Save,

WVe yet bave bearts te beat and bands
Theyeonly ueed the signal for awakizrg!

The iron trend of dcspot's armed lie],
The long and bitter martyrdcmi cf

ye-am4
'Twva, needed-all-tie patriot's hcart

to SteeCl,
Freedomi nist -be baptized in blood

and tears.
Italy dead 1IlTe memory of the past
Still bids us hopes of brighter days te

cheriali.;
Strike thon, my lyre'! thy loudest note

.- thy latf
And bld bier sens0 tbzcw off the yoke,

or perish.
The article on IlBonapartism in

Italy" Shows clearly howv little can ho
expected frein Napoleon the Little, if
as hie bas bieretofore done, and as bis
Idée-sNapoléoninnesindicatc, be treads
in the footsteps cf N tpoleon the Great.
Thc article is a rapid but complete
glance rit the parricidal wrongs a Cor-
sican inflicted on a country -%vbich xnay
te ail intents and purposes bc cn.lIcd bis
fatlicrland: showing thatthe oldiLonu-
bard sceptre whielh he grasped in 1805
was indeed arodcf iron. The narra-
tive pauses in its course te dwell on a
fine contrast presented in .the celebrat-
ed passageof the Alps. We have ail
seen the cominon representation cf
the scene, wbere le petit Caporal in
the foreground is mounted on a most
rampant charger at the very surmiit,
cf St. Bernard, and in utter defiance cf
the laws cf gravitation. Tho true pic-
ture is bere very diff'erently givea -

"lBonaparte was mnounted on a vi-
gorous mule, sagacicus and sure foot-
ed, led by a meountaineer. The story
is as beautîful as a poetic legond cf
the timecf Charlemagne. The young
muleteer was a lover, with wbom the
stranger, buttoned te the tbroat in a
plain grey surtout, entered freelv inte
conversation, for Bocnaparte, wbio de-
spised men, despised ne nieans of sa-
tisfying bis insatiable thirst of inquiry.
The simple muleteer believed that the
interet bis answers excited, was on
bis personal accunt, and se he told
bis story. It is an every-day one, and
yet seems neyer cemmonplace. Me
was a lever toc poor te mnrry. Ris
ambition must bave set Bcnaparte's
active imagination making strange
contrasts. le had niarched as a con-
queror over tbe three great scenes cf
ancient and modemn civilization. nie
bad conquered ltaly, the inheritor cf


