OF ENGLISH BLANK VERSE.

ALTH that power of natural selection which has
been called instinct by those who know not
the meaning of intuition, a poet uses those
metrical forms which best adapt themselves
s to the intricacies of his thought. The mea-
Sures of “a true poem are ever in unison with the senti-
Ment of its author: the dreamy tale of “The Faeric
~leene ” is not more Spenserian than the magical verse
M which it is told, nor is the stanza of ‘¢ In Memoriam "
88 Tennysonian than the noble sadness of the poem
Uself. This harmony results from the nature of a poetical
t Ought.-a thing so humorsome and passionate as to dis-
n'a dwelling whose architecture is not to its taste, and
€ arrangements of which are ill adapted to its comfort.
€hce the personal characteristics of a poet appear as
Strlkingly in his verse as in his poetry and inclinations.
Oore in his boyhood handled a fiddle-bow with dexterity,
ad in manhood he wrote “ Lalla Rookh” in clever
thyme ; Milton in his youth preferred the organ, and the
basg viol, and in maturity composed * Paradise Lost” in
blani verse. What is true in the case of the individual is
-TUe in that of the nation : the poetry of a nation tastes of
S 8pirit, as the wine of a district smacks of the soil ; and
Dational poetical form is in itself an expression of
Mational character. The Iambic Trimeter was as intensely
Teek as the Dactylic Hexameter in its later development
as Roman ; interlacing rhymes are as characteristic of
eltic genius as alliterative rhythm was of Saxon. No-
Where ig this principle more remarkably exemplified than
lank verse. This is now distinctively our national
measllre; and so essentially British is it in structure and
tr}i eeling that as we trace it back to its beginnings in
Sse isles, we wonder when we find that it is not a native
"OWth. But with blank verse it has been as with the
of(%rman Handel, who, in this country, under the inﬂuencs
anlts boetry and of its life, created a * Judas Maccabzus
thd an “ Israel in Egypt,” more natlpnal in feeling than
coe Works of any native composer. It is the nature of the
sh&St which has caused the wave that rose by another
Te to break on ours as it has done—in the myriad-
'Ced roar of a Shakespeare, the brool of a Milton, and,
0 at our feet, in the tuneful murmurs of a Tennyson.
Jbedient to that law of Oscillation which sways the
settlf()gging of a parish and the affairs of a world, Europe
mi(‘ilng from the glories of Greece into the gloom of the
R dl.e age, only to swing again into the splendors of the
di?]QISSance. Not without significance did t.he light that
A d Away on Olympus break along the Apennines after the
b2ty night ; for in its beginnings ?he Renalssz_mce was
ty ;& Fecoil from the deathful stagnation of the mxddle-age
€ paganism of Greece with its bold invention and
Ohate genius. Nearer, however, than the paganism
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fire Te€CE was that of Italy, with all the possibilities of a |

ay w lch had never become extinct, kept alive by language
Why 8enius of race, as by Vestal virgins It was this fire
a0 in the fifteenth century, seized on the filthy rags of
an €ieva] Christianity, and burst into a blaze of invention
Weality that illumined all Europe.

tepe 02l wonder, surely, when, early in the sixteenth
tune}”y, the youthtul Surrey, with his poet’s soul and
Yet ul ear, wandered from his England, all voiceless as
galer}l] e night of the middle-age, where never a nightin-
Whe ad sung since Chaucer died, and travelled into Italy,
M,"¢ the birds were singing in the glory of the morning.
thej Y are the melodies he hears; and, to be detected amid
Y, tuneful cadences chiefly by its uncouthness, is a ten-
bQQk‘ €d, unrhymed verse, used in a translation of two
§ Vhe 3 of Virgi by Francesco Molza, a dashing young poet,
1 Qar'inot without reason, gave the credit of the work to a
Olgg Ral of the Medici. Deep calleth unto deep ; this
he Wll.l not let the stranger be; the poetic intuition of
B4 b?ghsh Surrey says “ this is it.” Wait but a little,
.. 20k verse will be in England !
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Wonderfully uncharacteristic, however, of this gay
Lothario of a Molza, wonderfully uncharacteristic, too, of
his brilliant age, is this measure which, strong and yet so
free, soundeth like the voice of a god-—surely it is not a
product of this golden time! There has been a king before
this Agamemnon.

A king, indeed, there has been ; aye, and a priest, a very
Melchizedec! standing between the night and the day,
with his face to the East, and the light already on his
brow, for it is St. Francis of Assisi! With a passionate
love of nature, and a something in his eye that will tame a
wolf and charm a bird, do we wonder that the saint be-
comes the poet, and as he wanders in the woods of Peru-
gia, bursts into song, transmuting the dying inspiration of
the troubadours into a spiritual minstrelsy ?  Rough was
the unrhymed Creation-Hymn that he gave as a marching
song to the noble brethren who went out to battle with a
corrupt faith, but in the rugged lines we hear strains which
in the coming years will fill the world as with sphere-music,

Returning to England, Surrey brought with him the
divine fire which, Prometheus-like, he had stolen from the
Italian heaven; and he translated soon after into the first
English blank verse the very books of Virgil which had
been rendered into Italian by the luckless Molza. Only a
coincidence, however,” say the enthusiasts, who tell us that
blank verse was the result of Surrey’s own conception. If
a coincident, truly a marvellous one—n ay, not a coincidence,
a miracle! Not so, however. Surrey’s genius was not of
that high order which demanded a néw form; he was not
a fonnder, but a reformer—an English Petrarch, plaintive
and platonic, who sang of his fair Geraldine to a trouba-
dour’s guitar, but who knew not the withering might of the
love of love.

Yet surely he deserved better things at the hands of his
England than that his golden hair, all dabbled with blood,
should sweep the dust of a scaffold, ere his life was well
begun. Ahme! was it ever otherwise ? But shine on,
contented in thy proud place, oh deathless youth! thou
wast the first of the Elizabethans, and preparedst the way
for a Shakespearc and a Milton, and all the glory of sum-
mer sun and cloudless sky has not made the best forget
the star that glowed before the dawn, and led on the sunrise !

(Lo be continued.)

OUR PROFESSOR—A MEMORY.

We held him one whose steps were ever sure,

And toiling followed where he, loving, led,

Till from our hearts the doubting shadows fled,
And on firm faith we knew to stand secure.
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He taught to shun each mad, misleading lure
That sophists shape to show in Reason’s stead,
And in our search with trusting steps we sped
As far and high as mortal may endure.

Then came a day when through the whispering halls
There grew the pain as of the chilling dearth,
When in eclipse the trusted morning dies ;

Then came the truthiwhose sternness yet appalls,

A loveliness had vanished from the earth,
A beauty passed forever from our eyes.

P. McARTHUR.

lowa State University has a gymnasium class for pro-
fessors three times a week.

A religious census was taken of the class of ‘g5 at Har-
vard, under the auspices of the Harvard Y.M.C.A,, at the
time of their registration.

The Students’ Christian Association of the University
of Michigan offers a four years’ course in Biblical instruc-
tion, after which a certificate will be given.




