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cept, is a prime necessity to poetry. Swinburne,
whose wonderful command over words makes him
perhaps a prejudiced witness, speaks of
* Strength and beat of spirit to pierce
All forms of cloud and color, that disperse
And leave the spirit of beauty to remounld
In types of clear, chryselephantine verse.”

and again of
“ Words mote golden than fine gold
To carve in shapes more glorious than of old

..................

Wrought with fire of joy and light of tears
In words divine, as deeds that grow thereof,
Such music ps be swoons with love who hears.”

From the utterances of the poets themselves it
would scem that metre is 2 prime necessity and that
the language must be excellently well chosen. The
poet must be true to Nature, fearless in utterance
and witha heart tender yct severely just to all human
weakness. He may, it appears, abstain from com-
ment in his presentation of life or nature, yet in his
heart of hearts should have for his purposc the
glorification of beauty and the purpose of teaching
that “as men sow men reap.” He must feel that
sin is discase, repentance convalescence, and virtue
health. He must be far and decp sceing, reading not
merely the future but the truths that lic hidden from
his fellow-men in humble things. To him the realm
of the ideal should be open,“where thought and
truth are one and manifold,” and we should be able
to arise from a perusal of his work with a soul en-
ocouraged toaccept its round of daily duties, and a
mind madeglad with a vision of beauty or more pro-
foundly instructed in the workings of the Creator
who works towards perfection in us all. No single
phrase can attempt a definitiou of poctry without fail-
ing. Wherever naturc is, there lies poctry asleep,
and with cach new truth discovered a new stop is
added to the majestic organ of harmony. All that
can be said is that poctry is the mirror of the world,
which by some magicart reflects an image mote beau-
tifal than fact and yet none the less truc in its deep-
est meaning. In the beautiful body it shows us the
beantiful soul, and it posscsses the power also of
showing us the soul of beauty which dwells behind
the substance scarred and agcd by the warfare of life

and the passage of ycars,
Montreal,
ARTHUR WEIR,
SHAKESPEARE'S GARDEN.

Read at a mecting of the Folk-Leve Society.

A competent authority hasstated that of the Eng-
lish wild flowers, Shakespeare mentions about Mtcen
some of them several times.  Of exotic flowers, such
8 were cultivated in the scanty gardens of his

period, he mentions nine or ten. OF trees and shrubs,
exotics included, there arc notices of about twenty-
five. Of fruits, whether ripened in England,-or im-
ported from foreign countries, about thirty. Vege-
tablcs are spoken of in abeut the same proportion,

It would not be fairto take these as constituting the
whole of the Flora of the Elizabethan time as known
to Shakespearc, since many other trces and flowers
might have been familiar to him without recciving
mention in his works. Still, we know, that in com-
parison with our day, the gardens, hedge-rows and
meadows,—aye, and even the orchards, must have
presented a very scanty aspect.

The best idea of the matter is furnished by the
present garden of New Place, at Stratford-upon-Avon,
the retreat.in which the poet designed to pass the
“ remainder end ™ of his days, had they not been cut
short by an unskilfully-treated fever,—where Mr. J.
O. Halliwell (Phillips) has planted all the flowers
which might have been there in  Shakespeare’s time,
not, we believe, restricting himself {to those actually
mentioned in the poct’s works.

How greatly Shakespeare’s garden must have dif-
fered from she garden of modern times may there
be scen. Since his day the floral trcasures of the
country have been lost in the blaze and glory of an
innumerable influx of noveltics from all quarters of
the globe. Ve have entered on the development of
a new species of floriculture, if we may give itthe
namc. Exhausting flowers, we have betaken our-
selves to the culture of leaves, and the modern garden
is partly made up of varicgated foliage in all its
capricious splendour.

A greater change still is that which has come over
us in the arrangement of what we possess. It is not,
of course, possible to realize with any certainty the
sort of ; arden to which the poet inclined. It might
have been of the Italian s'yle, and laid out witha
certain formality and pedantic exactness, for such
retrcats were the vogue of the day. But even sup-
posing this, it must have been a very different thing
to the formal gardening of to-day. Dutch taste had
not then invaded England, nor had there been expe-
rienced any of those influences which have resulted
in what has been happily termed the tampenlicon
variety with which we are familiar. A geometrical
figure, wrought in- colours, with a severity that admits
not of the faintest deviation from the most rigid ex-
actness—this is the model garden of to-day, more
resembling confectioner’s work than anything per-
taining ‘to the gardener’s calling. This is the high-
est triumph of the art as now practised in which
nature is dispensed with as a superfluous factor, and
the “loves of the plants ” and the “loves of the tri-
angles™ scem to have become somehow idestical

For very good rcasoms gardens may be dvifel%



