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Normani Gale is an Oxford man, a Rugby master, and
a littie over thirty years of age. A few years ago hie
was known t~o a few book-lovers as the author of IlMeadow
Sweet." Then he issued a volume of essays, IlThistledown "
in conjunction with his friend Charles Meade, who did the
best work in the volume; but his first success began when
his IlCountry Muse " came to town in 1890. That fascinat-
ing young woman won ail hearts from hier first appearance.

Norman Gale is the Watteau of poetry. H1e lives in
Arcadia, or in the Forest of Arden, and hie sings of shep-
herdesses, of brooks, and fiocks of birds as daintily as a nifle-
teenth century Herrick, and witliout a tinge of the coarse-
ness that blurs sorne pages of Hesperides. H1e takes Ž.Nature
more simply and lovingly than any other of our present-day
poets, and that fact gives him lis chief charm and distinc-
tion. The versifiers of this decade have written so much
second-hand philosopliy and morbid emotion into every
phase of Nature that when we meet a poet to whom-

A prilnrose by the river's brini,
A yellow primirose, is to bini,
.4 nd if i-ý iofliîng niore'

we feel like saying devoutely, IlThank heaven," and sitting
down by the stream to admire it with him!

The whole book throbs with the love of country life.
The poeni, "lA Creed," is too long to quete in full, but some
verses may give an idea of the spirit that breathes through
(4ale's work.

Give me no coat of armns, no poxnp, no pride,
But violets only and the rustie joys
That tbronc content along the country side.

No subtie readings, but a trusting love,
A hand to belp, a heart to share in pain,
And over ail, the cooing of the dove.

1 arn for floches and the rosy lass
Who leads me where the rnoss is thick, and where
8weet strawberry-balls of scarlet glearn ix, grass."

Love and country, siglits and country joys, are the best
things Life can bring' us, se the IlCountrv Muse" tells
us over and over again.

"The gods who toss their hounties dlown
To willing laps
Conspired to rnould a million shapes-
Crocus and grasses, seas and capes -
To inake deep echoes in our hearts.
What rare divine irnaginings
Conceived the ivy-spray that clings
To other miracles, the trees!
FIow magical those great decrees
That sent us roses, birds, and springs

The goils who toss their bounties down
To willing laps
Neither forgot the violets' scent,
Nor planets in the firmament -
The outposts of a rnystery!

They gav'e to man the undefiled
Bright rivulets and waters wild,
They wrouglit at gnodly gfts above,
And for the pinnacle of love,
They fashioned hm a littie child."

It is difficult to give any idea, by a few extracts, of the
wholesome charm and poetic fancy that permeate the book.
An orchid or a rose is perfect in itself, but a branch of
hawthorn does not tell haîf the beauty of the hedge, bloom-
ing under the summer sky, for a bunch of primreses repre-
sent fairly the meadow they came f rom, and it is in the book
as a wliole the attraction lies that makes it loved by ail who
love out of doors. This short poem will do as well as an-
othier to (luote:

The shyest bloorns are hest. Tîme hidden bird
Cao inake a xnidnight melody of wrong;
And sweetest far the love that is not heard
Before a kindred soul demands its song.
How luring she that's sirnple.souled and staj(l
And lovc is ever rarcst haîf afraid.
The May tree bas its white, the rose its red,
The brook gold Mies, and the pool its rush,
The graveyard has its unforgotten deail,
And lie has beauty waking to a blush.
But Love bas tenderness and ai sweet things,
And throbs alike for Cotters and for Kings!"

There il only one poemi in the book that makes us sad;
it is tise last one, in which our author tells us-

"No more where dying daylight shyly lingers
Will 1 make musical saiute to spriog
Who will may take Love's pipe from out my fingers,
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Who will rnay sing the songs I used to, sing,
But f rom my pipe bath poured its first love's splendour
Now will I dare the steep that bounds the plain,
Teaching my soul its duty stern and tender,
Singing the truth that only cornes through pain,"

and we deveutly hope hie will flot keep his word!1 So flI&IY
poets are already pledged to that depressing vocation.

"Books," wrote Dr. Johnson, Ilshould teach us either WO
enjoy life or to endure it." Norman Gale, when lie writes "by
Nature," teaches us to enjoy lîfe. May hie neyer throw
away his fairy geld, or try to turn his dear Arcadia inte a
scientiflc poem! E. G

silvei' and( Gold.

A'S Mr. Harkness lias been good enough to notice n'y
£Vcriticisms of his former paper, it miay lie advisable

that 1 should say something in reply. And first ofaI
mnust deal briefly with one or two side issues.

Mr. Harkness complains that I insinuated that lie had'
approached his subject in a partizan spirit. 1 am lorry 1
was misunderstood. What I objected to was his assuInifg as
I thouglit, that a partizan spirit in others was perfeotly
natural and altogether to lie expected. The passage eo
whicli 1 referred was this (THE WEEK, 28th Feb ): Il Near1y
ail the ecenomic writers in tliis country and in Englafld are
partizans of gold. We can understand this so far as the
Englishmen are concerned, because theirs is a lending COfl'
try and any appreciation in the price of that metal that does
not dtsstroy the paying power of borrowing nations but addl
to their wealtli. Canada, on tlie otlier landla te s
interest oni foreign obligations ainountîng in the aggregst
to six or seven hundred milliohs of dollars, and everY Cent~
that is added to the purchasing power of the gold dollar
increases these obligations by six or seven mnillions. That '
under these circumstances, Canadians should espouse th~e
saine cause seems to indicate that they have carefullY cuit"
vated the grace of self-sacrifice." it

On the .samne date Mr. Harkness spoke of "4the pr h
ent efiorts that lave been and are being put forth by the
Governments of money-lending countries to force up .h
price of the standard by wlidl the values of cormodilffl
are measured. bod&i

1 did not attack or even question this verybra d
positive statement ; 1 confined myseif to asking h8

could find the proof of it. tîAPl>

In discussing subjects of general interest in ajora
like THE WEEK, it is pre-supposed that readers will lie fairlY
well informed, and it is not usually regarded as nlecessaty
to stop to explain well understood facts or Conditions. A
very littie study of the ecenomic history of Great Britim
from, say, 1815 to 1850, or cf that of Western Europe duriflg
the eariy seventies, sliould have convinced Mr. Jemmaett thae
lis first question was entirely uncalled for; or ,if lie stili hWý
doubts, a glance at the agglomeration of States to thesu
of us, wliere the struggle between the borrowing and 1ljdi"'g

commn itis i still goîng on would surely have set the"' s
rest."

I amn sorry that my lack of general information slioUld
have been muade se painfully apparent, and can OUlY hoe
thnt some well-informed reader will give me the defiluite
information whidli I have asked in vain frorn Mr. IIlarkl8"~

is answer te my question about the Indian Mitt Co'»
ers far too wide a field for me to discuss it here. But eie'
it is noticed that amongst the cautses of tlie financial cri''
in the United States in 1893 lie includes the expectatoflli
that the Sherman Act would be repealed. *I think it fl3"-5
lie allowed thnt Mr. Harkness' reading of its history diffrs
from the version usually accepted,

Althougli Mr. Harkness appears to think that Whate
part of lis case lie lias flot proved 1 have proved for bin"
it will lie noticed that lie neyer once cornes te close quarters
eitlier with-my facts or my argumeiits, althougli lie uses
soine of my figures as basis for arguments of lis oWl- lie
dees flot even refer te the argument of rny thîrd paPem
"iThe Fail in Prices," except by way of very casual niOesl

But altliougli the P-reater part of my tliree paperspas
absolutely unchallenged, Mr. Harkness dlaim s a Coalpl
victory. As te tliis others inust decide. ro

The wliole cf the argumentative part of lus paPere


