
On the I>oet.

nations. It is rather an alliance
of hearts, an era of good wvill and
affection between these two coun-
tries. We simply want a solidarity
of sentiment, a partnership of the
Eng-'isl-speaking race w.hich shial
be for the good of civilization and
humanity, tue cnthronement of
justice, civilization and freedomi
throughiout the world, and be the
dawn of a new day ini flhc world'"s
history.

Poets have sung of the " parlia-
mient of mian, the federation of the
world."1 This Anglo-American
union is the beginning of the reigul

of uiniversal peace, the preparing
of the wvay for the coming of the
Kin-, Mien the clouds shalh roll
away and. this planet shail like a
zarnient wear the beautv of the
iorni ng. Theit withi Tennyson
]et lis sing

Gig4antie (laughiter of the We.st,
Wé' drink to thee across the flood,
Wûe kniow thee nwist, we love thee best,

For, art thon nof of British blood?
Should war's mad blast again be blown,
Permit ixot thou fixe fyrant poivers

'Po figlît thy niofier herc alone,
But let f hy broadsides roar witix ours4.

Hands ail round !
(4nod tlic tyrant's cause confoutud."

0F THE, i>OET1.

Whîo siiigeth in this nmodern ~esiouild o
What air lie i>reathes, wliat spirit lie is of,
Whiat sotinds, upon tue nxyriad-pulsèd air,
H-e weicomes f0 lus lyre and weaves an(,%w.
Our time deniauids no sfîinxted heart, xio inid
That foliows but because one says: "I 1ed
A man witli soui.step firmn and stea<lfast lifu
That dlares te stand alone ainid the f ray,
And 'midl the sophist's triumiph, and thue slîriekc
0f nmen despaîring-, stillIilis Lor&ls belie.4t
Remembers, and to brace hus souil repeats:
"This knov to.day, consider iii thy hecart,
That God. is Lord witliiu the heavexis above,
And on the earth beneati." Subliiînest thouglit
For man's consîderation! '*Tis exwiugh,
Whien lovers flie tenipesf, ail ftir soul to calimi
When sinlis the spirit, hope inspire and pence;
Wlien deatx approaches ai ifs dread te quelU.
A nuan our tine deniands, who not aloxie
The xnajesty of anciexut thenies lias -,een,
The glory of tho sunset, and the speil
0f ebon niglit, the grandeur of the doois
We have imagined for the mighity dead,
The dim and awfui spiendour of the wvoods,
The stili enchantuxent of mid-desert caini,
And Ocean's cixangefdI, ciuangeiess, boundiesuiess;
Yea, and a thousand suclu, for ages sung,
And ail the charm of :hivalry and clii:
But who, likewise, be3ide his path behiolds
A glory ail new-born, and ail zunsung;
The thriil of hidden power thaf ail tlie soul
Electrifics, wlien fromn thc trackicss blue
The ocean racers forge ahead and pause;
The tremor of ftue carth that awes the lieart,
When froni the vast the fire-fed, Iron Steed
Roils like a harnesscd. thunderboît and stops.
One mxust lie be, wliose far-extcnding soul
Ras picrced the roar oi commerce, aud ftic jar
0f mighty m-heels tInt grind the lires of men,
And, deep amidl the tumuxît and fixe crash,
Ras heard, serene, and musical, and cicar,
The anflîcîns of the Universe of God.
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