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I hold it true wvhate'er belail,
I feel it when 1 sorrowv rnost;
'Tis better to have loved axîd lost
Thian iîever to have loved at ail"

XVheii a poet first begins to ivrite, his %vorks, aglov with youthful
passion, hie speaks of ernotiotîs birn out of his oivii life and flot ont
of the lifé of the world without hlm. His work is individual not uni-
versai. ccThe weight and trouble of the wvorld of meni, the cry ot the
questioning souls of hunrianity, the matssive probierns of the whoie race
have flot sent their ivaves of emnotion on hirn wvith sufficient force to put
his individuality into a second place. There is no rooin for these out-
ward and worid-wvide eniczions utitil the personal eniotions of youth are
expressed and exhausted in expression. " But Mien the youthful pas-
sions have been uttered, the sout is empty. On this ivaiting soul the
great trouble of niaiikind lloivs in wttth fullt ide and brings, with it the
passions and griefs of niankind. It does more, it stirs ini the poet inii-
self powvers before unknowni to hirn-thie by which hie is fitted to deal
with great anid universal questions, and to pierce the realm of the
unseen there to îvitness things invisible. At the inwvard rush of the
vast trouble of the world of mani, these powers spring into life and
dwell in the place personal féehngi once occupied alone. Such 'vas
the preparation of Alfred Lord Ternyson, the circurnstauce îvhich
directed hini toward the universal ivas the death of his dearesr friend.
Their college days had been spent together, their hearts -had become
knitted like those of David and Jonathan. A bright future prornised
to young Ilallain and lus ioss seemed a loss to rnaxkind. Trhe grief
of his family and of ail wvh kniev him carne to be representative of the
sorrowv of the ivorid. This vision touched the sorroîving poet until ini
humble grief hie breathes.-

"lStrong son of God, itniortai Love
\Vhen wve that have flot seen thy face,
By faith and faith alone embrace
Believing whlere ive cannot prove."

"4Thou wiit flot leave us in the dust,
Thou madest ni:;i ; hie knows flot why,
He thinks lie %vas flot nmadle to die,
And thon lias madle ii: Thiou art just.

"Ve have his faith: ive catînot knowv;
For knowledge is of things ive see,
And yet 've trust it carnes froni Thee
A beai lin darkness ; let it grow. "

T1hus the powers of Tennyson are directed outward. His soul is
touched by the iaîvs of human sorrowv for the loss of those îvho are
loved-sorrowv asinfinite as the passion of love,-sorrowv which covers
the enitire experience of man, sorrowv feit as keenly by the grief-striken
generatiors of centu'ies past, as by the poet hiniseif. Oniy one of iii-


