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The In Memoriam is & wonderfil prodndam, dsundmg and
richly repaying thought and study and frequent reading. . One s
not fit to say much about it until he has read it:a #cone-of times;
In it elegy and eulogy, philosophy and poetry, faith and feeling,
spirit and sense, sadness ‘and ‘sweetness ‘are combined. “Our
little systems are‘ but broken lights"—# the Lord, Strong Son of
God, Tmmortal Tove™ is more than they'and the roots of faith
ean anchor in the rifted rock. The poet’s * prime passion is in
the grave” for “ God’s finger touched his friend in Vienna and he
slept,” but < iy

Received and gave him welcome there.”

And the dead shall rise ‘again.  Jesus raised Lazarus from the
grave. Marys heart was too full' for utterance. Lﬁnguageﬂ
too weak: | Héart-throbs and. tears and looks of tenderest and
purest love were more expressive than mere sounds. Marys
became in very deed the windows olho:ndandhenpi'm lo:a
out to Him whosewmdmppnﬂtand life, bringing her dead
brother up from the grasp of the grave And touctﬁng ﬂm&
poet says 2 ‘-
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All subtle thought, all curious fears |

Wuwm
wﬁmqﬁ::am-ﬁnm" ok Joota ol

The darkness of death becorgs beautifal in; ‘the Hope orﬂv
future, the blessed compensation, the resurrection of tbe Just,
restitution of all, things. “tiopﬁﬁn“’lfﬁ“ Ahall o
“Tender eyes in dark ecl
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gladness of Paradise.




