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is in oid saying, so if backsliders and
opponents hiave left in obscurity the inie
of Aubrey D)e Vere, it is undoubtediy the
duty of every Irishiman, whether at home
or abroad, to bring that naine before the
pub)lic, ttiat: the venterable bard of Erin
înay flot descend wo the grave withiout
receiving the tribu te of respect due to one
w~ho hias labored so perseveringly for the.
dearest interests cf God, humanity and
native land.

1-Iaý'ing in mmiid the rcmiarks wet made
uI)of i)oetry iii general and upOn Mr. D)e
Vere's poetry in pai ticular, throughout.
our last imaper, it will hardi), seenm strang(e
that we bestow upon this gifted Irish bard
the title of greatest living puet. Suchl an
encomniuoi wotuld be a decided exaggçer-
ation did true poeîry consist in the miere
jingle of carefully measured verse. As
far as the miechanical structure of stanzas
and the harnioniziîig of w0î ds are con-
-erntcd a Sw"inburne might perhaps leave

our inodest Irishoman in the shade. But
no0, thank heaven ! poctry is not intended
to, llease the :ai- alone ; ils more congenial
spherc of action is time hunmart heart,
wvhere il ouglit ta arouse ennobiing' and
generouis e mo(tionIs, and, by s0 doing,
elevate, at least a litile the standard of
human excellence. In our last paper on

D'l.le Vere's wvritings, it was c1t-arly
shownvi that this is %vhere the author's
poctic forces have their stronghold.
Soaring ighi aloft on wvings of 1"aith above
the cold tOnpoetic calculations of our iner-
teenth ccntury, hie seelzs his inspirations
at the uinchianging source of ai excellence,
the very 1-leart of the I)ivinity. In the
wvords of that other iliustrious bard of Erin
it iny be said of MNr. De Vere :

Ile aiIore; to irighitcr %vorlds and lends tie
wvay. '

I,'.eepinig liimself free fr.om ail that is ' of
the earîh, earthly,' lie furnishies the public
with a îimiely and effective antidote
against the dangerous atheisni and irn-
morality of niadern verse. Neyer before
perhaps was this society-saving remiedy
more urgently needed Our day possesses
niany a mriter gifted by God with no
oidinary poetic talent ; but alas ! this gift
of an ail-generous Providence is, ini many
cases, wvoefully dragging and being
trampled in the mire. It is wasting its

splendid po;vers on things exclusiveiy
terrestrial and traînsitory, instead of
direcîing thein towards Hirn who ou-lht to
be the object of ever) human thought
anîd %'ord, and action. I eaving out the
idea of the Divînity wvhence cati one draw
any truly pactical inspiration? Where
can WeC(md ideas and aspirations %vorthy
of being clothiec in the costly garb woven
by3 poeîic art, il flot anmongst the myster-
ious treistir2s of Hiîîî who is styled the
Alpha and Omiega, the Ever Ancient and
lEver Nev ? Tlhe vast majority of nmodern
versification, since it hias disregarded this
the piiary source of ail excellence, is
îîot only, non-i)oetical but is mnoreover
absoluîely inirnical to ail truly poetic
laste. May the zall-%vaitchiful l)eity preserve
this genîtle art firom ever degenerating into
that se.nstal indelicacy and artificial succes-
sion of alliterations and assonances, which
disfigure rather than adorn the over-
elaborate productions of a Swinburne.
;Speaking of latter day paets, 'Mr. De Vere

iniiseif Says

The ordsbase poeis hicve flot l<ept
Sonig's vigil on lier vestal hcighl.
Nor Scorn'd false I)ride and fouI defloît,

Nor %vit'- Ile w'cepers riglnly wepî,
Nor SU...L (od's Visions in tlme ighîl

And then, advising poets regarding the
divine nature of their calling hie speaks as
follows

For wilder'd fect point out the palh
\VliCh molonts to \whcre t nom iphint Sit
The Absuicd of earth, ail hotnian yet,

From sun.-glare safe and îenlpest's, m~athi,
\Vhlo siing for love :non those fargut,

The Eiders crowvn'd thai, singilng, fling
Their crowns upon the Temple floor;
'fhose Eiders even yomng. ihough hoir,

Wlmo cotint ail praise an idie thing
Save His who lives for evermore

That MUr. DeVere bas carefully ainied
at this high ideai is amply demonstrated.
in every line of his wvritings. Not satisfied
with the -negative excellence usuaiiy
claimied for WVordsworth, hie centres our
minds upon a nobler worid, and instilîs
mbt our souls the iofty science of the
saints. Amongst the majority of modern
thinkers, such a course cosîs its followers
very much, aye, even condenins îhcm to
a kind of social exile. Our generous-
hearted Irish bard bias been equai to the
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