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TIIE SONNI-'EEE-RS.

In looking back on those rhynxists wlio have
given lis thouglhts and images worthy of lasting
reincibrance within the xxarroîv coiiipass (i!
fourteen huies, I alti by 11o flicats disposed to
;adopt the Jolinsoniati ineaning of the wvord
*'Sonîxecte:r " as iniplying "a snîall o r petty poct.*"
'ro cotntenance snicl a hieresy would be to pro-
claini that, îvhile "1revity is the soul of ivit," dif-
fuseness is the spirit o! poetry.

All our best pocts, those îvhose more extended
fliits o! genius liave been the happiest, have
e-xcClC(1 iii the sonnet. Witness Shakespeare,
Spenser, Milton, Woidswvorthi, Coleridge, Byron,
andl nuinirotis others, to say nothing of Petrarcli
and his brother poets abroad. Within the re-
stricted fourteen Ues, the cause o! thie deCSpiseC
sonnet lias been nobly defended by thc poet
WVordsworth :

*Scorîx not the sonnet; critic, you hiave frown'd,
%Mindlcss of its just hionours; wvitii titis key
Shakespeare uutlock'd biis licart; the nclody
Of titis smuall lute g..x encse to Petrarcbi's %vounl,
A thiousand tintes titis pipe did Tasso souind;
Camnoèlis sillootlhed witlh it ail exile's grief;
Thie sonnet glitter'd a gay miyrtle-icaf
Atnid the cypress with whicli fante crown'd
His visionary brow; a glow worni lanip,
It clheer'd inild Spenser, call'd front Facry-land
To struggle tlirouigh dari, ways; and, wlien a dainp,
Fell round the path of Ntiiton, in biis biand
The thing becaine a trtunipet, wlicnce lie blew
Soul-aniniating strains-a-.las, too few!"

The sonnet, frorn its vcry brevity, and froixi ils
completeness within itself, lias an advantagc over
other fornis o! poetry in its power of rcadily in-
grafting itself on the xnemory; and, whien in its
perfection, it possesses a charnming selection o!
cadences whicli find their echo, in the awaketed
poetic sense long after its nmusic lias died upon
the ear. WVho ean read aloud Miltoni's fine son-
net, on the Mtassacre in~ Piedeinoit without feeling
stirrcd as by the clang o! sorte far-off battie ?'
Witli the opening listes, the majestic flow o! the
verse sweeps over the sense with a peal like the
distani roll o! artillery -

«Avenge, 0 Lord, thy slaughter'd saints, whosc boutes
Lie scattcr'd on the Alpine mountains coldl

E:vcn tilim whio kept thy trulli so pure of old,
WVhen ail our fathers worslhip'd stocks and stonub,
Forget flot; in Tliy Book record thicir groans

%Vi vere thy slieep, and in tlicir ancient fold
Slain by the bloody Piuditiontese thiat roll'd
M!otIîcr withi infant down the rocks. *fledr itno.ts
The vales redoubled to the Iinis, and tily
To hienveu. Thecir nartyr'd blood and aslics slio%
O'er all the Italian fields, Nviire still dothi sway
Thie triple tyrant, that froux thiese inay growv
A litnclred fold, wvho, liaving lcarn'd tlîy way,
1-arly inny fly the ]3abylotiiai %voe."

Even those inxaster-inids that, iii spite of thecir
undoubted claini to the divinity o! poetic inspir-
ation, have heen justlv accuscd of obscurity and
ullysticisuxl in thecir muore prolonge( ýefforts, have
yct raycd out perfectly clear and transparent
wlicn ulsing the sonnet formn o! versification as
the mediunm of thoughit. The more ambitious
wvorks of these brilliant but fitful geninses con-
fuse us witli thecir vcry wvealth of imagcr and
wvilI license of cornmingling fancies. To attempt
to fathom. their " deep obscure " is bcwildcring.
It is ie gazing on a summer-night's sky -Mien
the nxyriads of licaven's lesscr Iighits are gilncinig,
crovd upon crowd, froni the deep blue above uis,
till the sense aches wvith, the (hffused spiendour
of those counitiess %worlds of beauty. But, dloser
to the nxoon's orb, wc sec perchance soine planiet
of a more distinct and conccntrated gloryi,-anid
hiere ive have a type of that geni of poetic crea-
tion, the scorncd and despised sonnet. Within
its narrow scope o! wvords, but widc-reaching
reaini of thoughit, the singer no longer runis heced-
lessly aiter a ilicteoric fatitasy; lit lias neithier
tinie ixor space to go in searchi of a miere \Vill-o'-
thie-wvisp. The Puck o! Fancy, that frcaksome,
tricksy sprite, must bc caught, cagcd and tanied;
imagination mnust be the slave, reason the lord-
paramount of the holir.

WVlîat a wvorId of forceftul thouglit lies iii our
grandest sonnets ! These are the truthis that
speak to the sotîl through, the nicdium o! a fctv
ringig words more powerfully than ai the field-
preaching in the universe. WYho, alter reading
theni, could go incontinently and commit an un-
worthy action ? There is a sonnet of Byron's
iose recollection lingers ivitîx us in our moments

o! bighier niusing, and -%vhich cxhibits a striking


