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THE PILGRIMAGE TO KEVLAAR.

[ From the German of Heinrich Heine, |
L
Tue mother stood by the window,
The son he lay hard by :
“ Wilt thou not rise, dear Wilhelm,
And see the folk go by 17

“1 am so sick, Oh mother,
I can neither hear nor see,

I think of my dead Gretchen,
And my heart is like to dree.”

“ Arise, we will go to Kevlaar,
With Book and rosarie,

The mother of God will heal thee there,
And well thy heart shall be.”

The church’s hymns ascended,
The church’s banners bent ;
It was at Kola upon the Rhine,
The long procession went.

The mother went with the pilgrims,
The son with her went he,

And both sang in the choir
“ Uelobst seist du, Marie !V

L.

The mother of God in Kevlaar
Was in her best array ;

She had so much to finish,
So many to heal thut day.

The sick folk then did gather
And brought their offerings meet,
And waxen arms they brought her,
And waxen hands and feet.

And whoever a wax hand offered
His hand was healed that day,
And whoever a wax foot brought her,
Arosge and walked away.

To Kevlaar they went on crutches,
W ho now dance on the floor,

And many now play on the viol
Who scarce had a finger hefore,

The mother took a wax light,
A heart thereof she made ;

“ The mother of God will heal thee now,
Take that to the Holy Maid.”

And sighing he took the wax heart,
He went to the church with sighs,
The tears from his eyes were falling,
The words from his heart did rise:

“Thou who art Highly Blessed,
Thou Holy Maid,” said he,
“Thou Viegin Queen of Heaven,

I bring my woe to Thee !

“ 1 lived with my dear mothor,
At Kélu upon the Rhine,

At Kolu are many hundred
Chapels and churches fine.

¢ Aund near to us lived Gretchen,
But Gretchen now is dead,

Marie, I bring thee a wax heart,
Heal thou my grief,” he said.

“ Heal thou my sick heart, Mario,
And early and late to thee,
From my inwost heart I will pray and sing :

AT

¢ Gelobst seist dw, Marie !

i1l.

The sick son and the mother
Slept in the lictle inn,

The mother of God came down from Heaven
And softly glided 1n,

She bended over the sick boy,

And then her hand she lay ;
Gently upon his weary heart,

Then smiled and passed away.

The mother saw it in a dream,
And she yet more had marked,
But she wakened from her slumber,
So loudly the watch-dogs barked.

She saw before her lying
Her son, and he was dead,

And over his white cheek playing
The morning’s rosy red.

She folded his hands so softly,
Allin a dream was she,
And vo herself she murmured :
s Qelobst seist dw, Marie !”
Toronto.
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THE ETHICAL TEACHING OF ARTHUR
HUGH CLOUGH.

IN the poetry of Arthur Hugh Clough there is so much
that is the expression of the individual character of
the poet, that it may perhaps be questioned whether his
muse will appeal to a larger circle of readers than a group
of men and women who have passed through correspond-
ing stages of mental experience. But that group is con-
tinually growing. The type of mind that Clough repre-
sents is a common one among us to-day. There are those
who are seeking after truth and a higher life, but who
are unable to accept ceriain orthodox religious beliefs in
the way required by acquiescent comfortable folk. Again,
in large commercial cities, in which the bum of busy life
is throbbing, there are always those who have not forgotten
“the art of living,” and have caught something of the
sound of the music of the quieter life. To such Clough’s
poetry will always appeal. Among Clough’s early poems
there is one in which he asks the question :—
Are these not, then, to musics unto men ”
One loud and bold and coarse,
And overpowering still perforce
All tone and tune beside ;
Yet in despite its pride
Only of fumes of toolish fancy bred,
And sounding solely in the sounding head ;
The other, soft and low,
Stealing whence we not know,
Painfully heard, and easily forgot,
With pauses oft and many a silence strange
(And silent ofc it seems, when silent it is not),
Revivals too of unexpected chaunye :
Haply thou think’st ‘twill never he begun,
Or that ’t has come, and been, and passed away :
Yet turn to others none
Tarn uot, oh turn not thou !
But listen, listen, listen-—if haply be heard it may ;
Listen, listen, listen —is it not sounding now 7
The growth of Clough’s character and the environment in
which he was placed are simple, and is easily understood
when we remember that he was a Rugby boy under Ar-
nold, and at Oxford when the university was agitated by
Tractarian Movement.

The one moving principle of his schoolboy life was to
gpread among the whole boy-community the moral aspira-
tions and ideas which Arnold had impregnated into the
minds of so many of his pupils. In the pages of the
Rugby Magazine, which Clough for some time edited,
appeared his earliest work, chiefly poetry—but it is not
until he entered upon his university life at Oxford that the
poetry which bears the mark of his character and environ-
ment and was the result of his spiritual questionings was
given to the world in a volume known as “ Ambarvalia ” ;
although the influence of Oxford culture, and more par-
ticularly of the Oxford Movement is seen in almost all
Clough’s work.

The movement familiar to all as the Oxford Movement
is chiefly valuable as an historic event for its contribution
to the world of men of remarkable character. Beneath the
storm of theological warfare is hidden the prose of New-
man and the poetry of Clough, out of much discord the
student of literature finds left for him that which the
student of theology does not necessarily retain. This is
often so. The greatness of Hooker's magnificent prose is
a permanent greatness, whereas the polity of ecclesiastical
institutions is a thing of constant change. Thrown into the
midst of theological controversy, Clough was for sorie time
filled with the prevailing enthusiasm of the leaders of the
movement. He was naturally attracted by the earnest-
ness, self-abandon and refinement of such men as Newman
and Ward. He describes himself as being * like a straw
drawn up the draught of a chimney,” and one of Clough’s
most ardent disciples has added, “he soon came out at
the top, and once more breathed the free, calm atmo-
sphere of a reasonable and liberal way of thinking.” His
early poems bear the marks of that tincture of scepticism
which is present-in so much of his work, and which in
reality is after all the turning away of the healthy buoy-
ant nature from all that was mystical and ascetic. The
% Religious Poems ” in the collected edition of his poems
are distinguished by a deep tone of reverent and thoughtful
enrnestness. It is the questioning spirit desiring to get
at the truth of the great realities of life. In the beauti-
ful poem, “ Through a Glass Darkly,” we have a charac-
teristic specimen of the bent of Clough’s mind :—

What we, when face to face we see
The Futher of one souts, shall he,
Johu tells us, doth not yet appear ;
Al did he tell what we are here !

A miud for thoughts to pass into,
A heart for loves to travel through,
Five senses to detect things near,
s this the whole that we are here

1tules baffle instincts --instinets rules,
Wise men are bad—and good are fools.
Itacts evil—wishes vain appear,

We cannot go, why are we here ¥

() may we for assurance sake,
Some arhitrary judgment take,
And wilfully pronounce it clear,
For this or that, 'tis we are here ?

Or is it right, and will it do,

To pace the sad conclusion through,
And say : It doth not yet appear
What we shall be, what we are here?

Ah yet, when all is thought and said,

The heart still overrules the head ;

Still what we hope we must believe,
, And what is given us receive ;

Must still believe, for still we hope
That in a world of larger scope,
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What here is faithfully begun
Will he completed, not undone.

My child we still must think, when we
That ampler life together sec,

Some true result will yet appear

Of what we are, together, here,

It has been truly said of Clough that to none do Tenny-
gon’s familiar lines—

There lives more faith in honest doubt,
Believe me, than in half the creeds,

so aptly apply. It is impossible to conceive of a more
strenuous seeker after truth, and one who, as a thinker,
was so thoroughly imbued with the religious spirit. No
one can read the poems * Qui Laborat, Orat,” ** O Thou of
Little Faith,” etc., and such lines as the following without
being impressed by the intrinsically reverent character of
Clough’s religious temperament :—

1t fortifies my soul to know

That, though I perish, trath is o :

That, howsoe’r I stray and range,

Whate’er I do, Thou dost not change.

I steadier step when I recall

That, if T slip, Thou dost not fall.
In 1848 Clough resigned his fellowship at Oriel from
perhaps over conscientious motives ; but one cannot help
admiring his unique honesty, for, from a monetary point
of view, he was sacrificing at this time what he could iil
afford to lose. After his resignation, it was expected that
he would give to the world a theological treatise, an
account of his opinions on matters theological, but a work
of a very different character saw the light in * The Bothie
of Tobu-na-voulich,” a long vacation pastoral. It is an
account of a reading party in Scotland, and is generally
considered Clough’s finest poem. Full of joyous and free
life, healthy manhood and the breeze of the hills, 1t con-
tains many wise and noble thoughts, and is replete with
the gems of the author’s ethical ideas. The reading party
comprises the tutor, Adam, »

the grave man, nick-named Adam,

and six Oxford undergraduates, Hope, Lindsay, Philip
Hewson, Hobbes, Arthur Audley and Airlie.  Each
character is graphically described, and as we get into the
swing of the poem, we seem to know the healthy manhood
which they represent. The great English universities of
Oxford and Cambridge turn out from time to time two
distinet types of men. There is the wealthy undergradu-
ate, idle and dissolute, whose joy is in wine parties, horse
racing, betling and similar diversions, and upon whom the
advantages of u university education are sadly thrown
away ; and that which many would give a great deal to be
sharers in is, to such a class, certainly a casting away of
pearls. On the other hand, there is another type of wni-
versity undergraduate, noble examples of high-minded,
pure and generous men, full of the healthy joy of living,
and the spirit of chivalry; and it is such that Clough
brings before us in ¢'The Bothie.” Balliol College,
Oxford, has had the honour of sending forth to the world
wen of this mould. Rugby and Avrnold laid the founda-
tion in some instances, and Clough himself is a case in
point. Another Balliol man, the late Arnold Toynbee,
and his earnest band of disciples, many of, whom are now
living, are also striking illustrations of the high-water
mark of a university character. These are the men who
have taken from their Alma Mater of the best she could
give them, and have liberally repaid her by a noble devo-
tion and a lasting gratitude. Perhaps one of the chief
thoughts we carry away from a reading of “ The Bothie of
Tobu-na-voulich” is the importance of a natural life as
contrasted with an unnatural and artificial existence ; the
open life of the fields, the freedom from false manners and
the ways of affectation. Thus we find Philip Hewson, the
hero of the poem-—

. . a poet
Hewson, a radical hot, hating lords and scorning Lulies

giving vent to his feelings in this wanner :-—

As for myself and apart from economy wholly, believe me
}\Iever 1 properly felt the relation hetween meil,u.nd women
Though to the dancing-master T went pevforce for o (quarter
Where, in dismal quadrille, were gooud-looking girls in a;bumi-mcv
Though, too, school-girl cousins were mine, o l’)’evy of be:nuti;s—' -
Never (of course you will taugh, but of course all the same [ shulil say it)
Never, believe me, T knew of the feelinss hotwean men and womon,
Til! in some village fields, in holidays now gotting stupid ‘
One day sauntering *‘long and listless  ay 'l‘ermy;un]hw; it
Long and listless strolling, ungainly in hoba.\iiboy‘l}lnmd o
Chanped it my eye fell aside on a capless, bonnebless maiden
Bending with three-pronged fork in a sarden upmutixwi)r)t’ut;'«)e%
Was it the air? who cansay ¥ or herself, or the charm of the lahow 7
But a new thing was in me ; and longing delicious possessed m:* ‘
Lnng}ng to take her, and lift her, and put her away f;‘(‘nh‘ her slving
Was it embra:cing or gzitling was most in my wmind ¥ hawd « uleii;i;;nl‘na.
1\5‘}1:: ﬂ;\:lw th'mg w;:s in me, ,Yt;uo, Was o youth m;\nng umli(l(;nﬂ o
; jl:l;bmis air? who .mm say ! but in part ‘twas the charm of the
St ntll:.mgh a new thing was in e, the Boets revealed theémselves to
And in my dreams, by Miranda, her Ferdinand often T wandered
Chough all the fuss about girls, the glzgling, and toyi «rw“m(l e: i
\‘V.ere not so strange as before, so incdlilpreh‘ensible )ig:::l M'n oy
:}t\;ll ta_s befqrie1 (la)md as now), balls, dances, and eveni'u;.c pgriieﬂ
+ 3 2] iy 5 i % D
7 n(;r:;f, with bows, going shopping together, and hearing themn sing-
Dangling beside ther, and turning the le
Offering unneeded arms, performing dull
Seemed like a sort of unnatural up-in-the
([(I)tl;’what to mlefis as hateful, a riding aho
er removal from work, mo th, g j F Livi
Hungry and fainting for f:)od,tyl;?ll; ziji(“rlr;e&gil' the ()l)]eyts o Ilv.mg.
hat but a pink-paper comfit, with motto r Jm‘n e i happing-
Withing oo i eDa N » W O romantic inside it v
g e a garden, I'm sent to tabl §
Better a crust of black bread, than a mouy t?' wog Oh nosesay ;
Better a daisy in earth, than'a dahlia cz}nl;n M’ln -f)f bobpr confections,
‘Better a cowslip with root, than s pris ot ihered,
N 4 prize carnation without it.

Such lines as these ma

3 _may be rather startling to an
admirer of Shelley or Swinburne : it ig indecd the ]&oetr of
common sense, and one can readily understand My [{OL‘
ert Buchanan describing Clough as “ the sunest uin.ger of

aves on the dveary piano,
farces of escort,

-air balloon work

ut in a carriage),
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