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But whether or nlot this world of
love and nolnaof beauty and
truth, ever exiqted. matters nothing
to us,. Lt existed a-s truth of interpre-
tation and understanding in the mind
-,I one man and if hoe bas made for
liq only a dreain of joy and life, of
sorrow and the sleep o! life; even go,
surely we owe hlm gratitude and ad-
iiiration for the vision. )-et this je
not ail. For no one of an apprecia-
tive spirit ean read these poe with-
outt 'liknoUWledgiing that Fiona Mc
j,ýod, in interpretatiflg the aliioat
mnexpressible mioods of hie own perý
qonality. flnds an echo, not only ln
The heart o! an anetent people but
also, in the soul o! ail peoples of the
western world. Our iîfe f romi day ta
day covers and bides, suppresses or
diverts the emlotions theylie open-
'y., yet the emotion le there. Unex-
pressed, alinost unfe1t by conseious-
neess yet we also have, as deeply, as
really as they, joy and eorrow, love
and anger. the courage of fighting,
lhe bitternesa o! defoat and the glory
of eonquering.

Even as they, we too feel the mys-
tery o! life and its end, the inexplic-
able mysery whîeh inspires by turn
rtsignation or anguieli, which cornes
in upon us everywhore, every day,
while we etrive with the clamour and
liaste of our life to pueh it away into
a widor circbo. Yet at turnes a mn
looks away f rom the world to the
elrcling gloorn, and when ho looks
back again on Mas own people hoe seos
them. alwaye against this background.
It intensifies their joy but aiso their
sorrow. Tt ennobles life but makes it
also a thing of the moment, a posse>-
sion o! which the tenure is 80 uncer-
tain that it might seoin of no value.
Yet a man etronig o! heart aud epirit,
eeeing thie, rojoîcos that it is eo, and
holding on high the golden ehalice
of life, draine together the bitter and
the. sweet.

Thi isthe fatalism of the Clts,
probably a courage boru of the bitter
ages, probably inherent ln the <Jeltic
temperament, a fearlesseos that faces

unflinchingly the ironical destiny of
mnan. Rýeligions washedI up against
this life and look itq formn-Celt,
Druid, Chiristian-but its life le the
sanie, its essential, rneaninig Un-
changea. Stagl opuddof
primitive thought hi is ignobly
criticisedi jas Paganism;i o! a tempera-
ment broodling over enreso! war
and eonquest : a symipathy for, Nature
silCi as ie founld Ili i10 othier people;
and a world religion o!foslto
and rnystery hiaif euiting the inherent
tendeney. It le this life whieh ijona
Maeleod lias so exquislielyseted

It la a difficuit thingr to dIo, to put
the hefart of al people into a book, to
expr-essý its souil in sounld and oolour
tind word. Yet this is what art bas
to do. This is what FionaMald
has tried to do, and reading bis boolka,
one cannot but ho profoundly im-
pressed by a spirit and temiperament
different. f rom that of the present but
deeplY thoughitful o! the unchanging,
elemental mysteries.

Whien William Sharp, the man of
letters, saw this vision clearly hie bc-
camne "Fiona Maelnleod," and hie lit-
erary reputation as William Sharp
has been lost in the interest, the dis-
cussion, the criticism and apprecia-
tion aroused by the Celtie poetry and
and tales o! Fiona -Macleod. So dif-
feront indeed was tlia work froin hie
acknowledged writinge that at hie
death he was conaidered to bave had
a dual personality. Mrs. Sharp even
advances this idea, whieh appeare un-
necessary if one eonsiders ail the
work in orderly evolution. The two
mental worldq in which hoe lived ex-
isted side by side, merging one into
the other. Nay, the one, superficial
as it may seem iu comparison, muet
have offered, more deeply to hlm than
appears in thoso carly writinge, tho
saine problems as the later. But in
his interpretation of Celtie life ho
found a field whieh suited hMe genius
and temperainent. Withont a doubt,
it offered alsO a freer scope for an imu-
agination that sought extraordinary
emotion and symbole o! mystery.


