not for the life of me conceive, who has a soul apprecia-
tive of all beauty in art or naturc; who is capable of
admiring Giotto’s Campanile, and Ghiberti’s Cates, and
the rainbow front of St. Mark’s, ur a fresco of JAngcelico's,
or a statue of Donattelo’s, ¢i even a plate of Palissy’s
who would fill our strects with palaces, as of old, instead
of with regimental rows of brick ; who can love the lilics
of the Swiss mcadows as an tHoly One, whom this age
would gladly forget, once loved those in the fields of
Gallilee; who is not ashamed to huve felt a choking at
the sudden sight of the glad rippling of a broad, suntit
water , or to be strengely moved by the sight of pine-
tops waving agaliast the blue. As rationally contend
that the poct who confesses that to him—

* the meanest flower that blows can give
Thonghts that do often lie too deep for tears,”

was a man weaker and less manly than the ignoblest of
his own creations, the stu- !y idiot of whom he writes :

**A primrose by the river's brim
A yellow primrose was to him,
And it was nothing more.’

Addison in his essay on “ The Man of the Towa,”
with perhaps a little more real venom than his wont,
afte; cnumcrating and castigating several hinds of pedauts,
concludes thus .—*In short a mer: courtier, a muc
soldicr, a mere scholar, a mere iy lling, is an msipid,
pedantic character, and cqually 1idiculous.”  And had
he lived in our day, I am sure he would have addeZ—the
mer s asthete.

A reallovefor the beautiful willindeedmakeus desire in
building to build nubly—to make, as I said before, our
streets, streets of palaces, our homes full of grace, but
only that we may live nobly and gracclully, above all,
honestly and purcly in then.. It dues not necessitate an
affectation of gait, or apscarance, or dress, nor inanity of
speech, nor—though the. Chinese have taught us much in
the minuti of art, and how tu draw birds and flowers as
we knew not befure—to bespatter our walls with cheap
imitations of Cclesaal art,and cracked * willow-patteins
from the kitchen dresser. It does not necessitate an
assurning of attitudes of rapt admuration before a sun-
flower, nor, very decidedly, any maudlin palhation of the
sin of Francescadi kamini, though, like Dante, we may be
utterly pitiful of her fate.

Ah! there's a true assthete for you—grand, passion-
ate, brave, melancholy—there arc those, we are told, who
shrank from converse with him, scared by the aspect of
the man who had passed through the glooms of hell, and
seen the * Vision of the Almighty"—yet with scnses to
be thrlled with all beauty of form and sound and coluur,
and a heart so sympathetic as to divine the hearts of ali

men clsc.
Rcad his description of the “valley of the Kings on

the slope of the Mount of Purgatory, and of its angel
guardians, and of Matilda gathering flowers on the cdge of
Lethe, and singing “as though enamoured " of the glare
of theceressets vver the city of Dis, and of the concentric
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bands of Angeis, like a great white  rose, singing the
Alleluias in Heaven , and say if these are not .usthetic in
the true sense of the word—in o tavishment of cvery
sense, a refining and purify ing of at, cuabling us to see
beneath the surface of things, and allustrating Plato's
saying that ' the beautiful is unly the vsble fonm of the
good.”

And as Dante is the greatest and noblest of Christian
pocts—that is, of all poets—so is the age of Dante the
greatest and noblest of all ages.  For as in a man “nobly
planned,” the three parts will be found in purfection, i. c.
cacn acting su as best to subsenie the end of beauty
aimed at by ite superivr part—su alsu in an age ur a
state.

And St. Louis fought the paynim for the glory of
God, and established his kingdom in peace and justice,
ycs, and built Sainte Chapelle, too, to the glory of God,
and dicd broken-hearted because he failed ia the ideal of
his life.  And our own Earl Simon, with strong hand
and clear head, thought and foughbt for truth, and right,
and country , and he died, tuo, unsuccessful, and on a
ficld of defeat, and devout monks of Evesham “carried
him to his burial, and made great lameniation vver him.”
And Cimabue painted and Givtto planned, and Angelic.
—for though nut in fact 7x this century, yet assumedly,
as M. Taine says, of it-- brought heaven down to men
that they might grow purer, having scen the forms of
Angels. And Florence rose, nor it alone, but cities
thruughout all Eurupe, filled with all precivusness of art
and design, and nobility of building, and wealth of colour,
and endless grace of form. And abuve all, sanctifying
and ruling ali, in very truth the soul and vital principle
of this age. Francis in his cell at Assisi, subdued demons,
amd cunversed with the citizens of Heaven, and with the
birds and beasts of the carth tou, and became sv filled
with the luve of Gud and man that he, like St. Paul, was
judged worthy to bear in his body “the marks of the Lord
JESUS,"and recciving tae stzgmata, dicd in blissful agony.

Here, then, in an age in which were attained the
mightiest trinmphs i art,and literature, and architectuae,
we find the highest spirituality ,and the most cffectual uses
of strength, su that I conddude that nut oanly is true
istheticism not inconsistent with them, but that they
flourish best together with it.

PAST AND PRESENT.
1L
atrewsr adrizd e —Pindar.

It uocs not appear a very long time since I was an
Undergraduate. The habits and ideas happily contracted
in Academia —clinging to one through lifc—{riendships
tried and strong bring onc back in recollection impercept-
ibly to Alma Mater. The fragmentary remains of a
trcatise on logarithmns, all that is left deservedly in hand
or head of what zost so much time and patience
curled up in an vut-of-the-way wurner of your box, an
old letter, a disabled pipe  cach the witness of young




