
THOUGHTS ON POETRY AND TUE BRITISH POETS.

ItOust acknowledge who have read Young, Crabbe,
Wordsworth. In one page Young bas concen-
trated the whole argument for a God, so that if
'lt il c bcst, poctry is certainly a good %vehicle of

rueton. If not, why did our Saviour conveyh4 rtî-ps b y poetic language, for the parables
tr short poems, which convey the truth to,

£ nd, in a most pleasing and impressive

b'eOetry improves and instructs us, by the no-iess Of its ideas, and the beauty of its lan-
thoae it refines the mind, and elevates the
gre ts; poetry, and ber sister arts, are the

at PuriLers from the dross of common life.
ot b has nature made everything beautiful, if

to gratifr the eye, and ennoble, and elevate
t t hs e P 'us the adversaries of poetry ask what is the

,eOld it? What does it prove?-To the first
8old be replied, that its use was the ascertain-
thet ùf truth, the forming just principles, and

Ot'bolesome gratification of the taste. In this

bo'at ranmoney-making,bouse-buildingsteam-
decr .nfl, railroad-laying, mob-rising, king-

limes, do we noir need something to
a Our taste? We do these things as the

th to lving, not as the end of life. We do
live, not live to do them. Again it is

etry proves nothing. Are we wholly intel-
po w'holly spiritual, that every thing must
ooVed? ThenBabbage, the great machinist of

who bas invented a machine for solving
a4le a, w'ith perfect correctness, would have

a epi btter man than any of us. No; we have
the hi a soul that reveres, loves and fears; this,
lis ,Vhet Portion of our being-this soul tells
do it; to do; our understanding teUs us how to

te te You cannot prove man into goodness,
i nto virtue.

t % bae virtue, but it is too little fostered, too
d4 ie ated; it does not ill our hearts with
fi t as il should; but Poesy lifts us out of

t'4 e s, and shows us virtue embodied. Who
to' rlt the effect of the description of Hec-

&al 4' his resistance of the entreaties of
to hsfath4 and bis going forth to do bis duty

ifattr and his country? Who can read
1ea'~trt is ing bis beroie virtue? Orgvhat

18rated d, as not to have been touched and
* h bY the simple tale of that heroic boy,ad the 80 taught the noble lesson of obe-

th tough the deck was burning under

es blazing pars fafling aroàd, he would
1, tt poe Post entrusted to him, but stood,

e7 elg the sboeted fame became his shroud,
o the blase, bis requiem! A man
ie d tyrmnnical in daily life, but

ho must feel a glow of patriotisma and generosity
as he reads such accounts.

This much, and niuch more, bas been said
of the value of poetry, without comprehending
in the remark, the instruction to be conveyed by
it; every one who bas rend much, must acknow-
ledge that the poet bas cheered his solitude,
soothed him in the reflux of business; the poetie
description of home enjoyments bas rendered
bis fireside more dear, his heart has gone
heavenward with the choral strains of sacred
poetry, and bis feelings swelled with patriotism,
at the loud poeans of victory; e bas been kept by
them in the company of the good and beautiful.
Of course this can be said only of good poetry,
and young persons should take a few leading
authors, by whom tofoster and quickenthe poetie
taste-the Iliad, the Odyssey, Collins, Pope,
and Cowper; and having once read their works,
should peruse them immediately again. The
rythm requires it, for the beauty and truth of
the poet's thought cannot appear to him on a irat
perusal; the mind would be fructified, the taste
cultivated, and the whole intellectual nature ex-
panded by such a course.

There is at the prese day, a great deal of
miserable poetr, ephemeral productions on
the moment; our periodicals are deluged by poet-
tasters, our book-stores heaped up, loaded with
productions, whose only merit seems to be the
magie letter on the title page, "just published.
Hot-pressed books, with uncut leaves, that art
seized upon and devoured eagerly, merely becaus.
new. Some of the writers of our day, like
Hood, Tennyson, Bayley, and Barrett, may go
down to posterity, as Bloomfield, Crabbe, and
Shenstone, bave corne down to us, because they
have placed their band upon the human beart,
and in their verse had counted ils beatings, told
its pulsations of love, and hope, and fear, and
laid bare its marvellous workings; but most of
them will sink into utter obscurity.
, The prevailing fault of the poet.ry of the day,
is an intense egotism, a bringing forward of the
writer's own feelings, and individual circum.
stances; the celebrated writers of other days have
been close thinkers, and earnest students, but
neither thought nor study seems to be required te
make a poet of the present time.

'The pyramids have forgotten the date of their
corner stone; and the very name of their projee.
tors, for whom they were to be the enduring
mausoleum, preserving the perfumed and em.
balmed body, is only dimly shadowed forth by
the almost illegible hieroglyphics. .At the very
time they were being built, by a down-troddec
and oppressed people, there was a poor. blind


