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ehief expounders of that doctrine, and
Wehat do you observe. Ini their works and
Oft'en also in their lives, they appear as
ITiet l0nging after pleasures of which they
feel the bitterness, and though panting
Wlt1h the desire for enjoyment, ZDthis very
enjcYîî1entwhen reached, turns dead upon

hips Th c1elgh Tecp which was to bring
se' changed into the poison-bowl,

.Ceause it was sought inordinately and in
Violation of the laws of morality which are
the laws of reason Consequently the
teachings <,f this school have fitly been cal-

lthe philosophy of despair.

x 1ut be',ides this spurious realism there
ýeeI8ts a truc realisn in art, which repre-
it its1fe as it actually is flnot, however,as
'l i refleted in the visions of the volup-

tulary, but as it exists in the hearts of the
11oblest of our race. Nor is this realisrn
4l 'ivention of our own days. I, is as
0ld as lomer, the father of ancient art,

fdhas found in Shakespeare its most

Utif S representive in modern times.
lnif hakespeare's cetosnot a feature

tat~ i wanting, not a passion that agi-
es tbhe human heart not a vice that cor-

Ae it, nor a crime that blackens it.
f > et, tbough vice and crime have their

liPrOPortionate share in his pictures of
r, Virtue always occupies ber proper

erltive Place, and our sympathies are ever
'ted in ber cause. Whose beart can

remain unmoved in witnessing the sweet
innocence of Desdemona and the noble,
trustful generosity of Othello, and who will
not be horrified in beholding the mischief
wrougbt uapon their lives by that diabolical
monster lagoi Whose love for country
and liberty will not be kindled to greater
ardor by the noble words of Marcus Bru-
tus, and whose batred of tyranriy will not
be intensified by the evil deeds ofkRichard
III il Who can perceive without loathing
the horrible crimes tbat drove Hamlet to
distraction, and who will observe without
sympatby, and without profit for bis own
conduct, the sad errors that caused the
ruin of the life of King Leari Thus wve
sec that, witb the greatest masters, art, be-
sides its immediate object of pleasing, as-
sumes a nobler, bigher mission, the mis-
sion namely of raising man, tbrougb the
contemplation of the beautiful, to the love
of the truc and good. And as the truc,
the beautiful and the good, in their higher
union, are identical witb the divine,wbich
is the source of ail trutb and beauty and
goodness, it follows that -art is not its own
law and miust not be cultivated for its own
sake, but that, tbrougb its alliance with
virtue and truth, with morality and relig-
ion, it miust lead man to bis final destina-
tion, to God.
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TIM, OLD MAZ'LE.

Onlce wast thon what thou art not now,
The glory of each sormmer hour

8oon as the simbeam lit thy bough
WjVth smile of early dawning,

The chil<îren came to coul thy leaves,
Th" hee to sip thy nectar, flowing

80gentl< down tlty pallid side,
Aý Sweet, pellucid amber tidle.

Then dîd'st tholi rule in queenly pride,
Tal and peerless inaple tree;
A"levery scentedi breeze that sigh*d

Tjoîl the love it bore for thee.
0the yon ird came, a ycearge sT 01 so th i ame o a 5c r l g uenrWhid 1 the schoolboy left her nest

'ýnd Skýy-blnie eggs unseen.

The violet, dark and lily fair

' aeth thy shade were ever found,Where the fluttering flofl-tilC air
sent the (ICw drops patt'ring roundc.

At eve fond loyers oft wotild mleet,
Ling'ring, 'neath thee until night

WVhen fire-flies kindling at their feet
Bade themn take their homieward flight.

Now, neyer more beneath thy shade
Shail the village lovers rest,

For darkly bare thine arrns are laid
Against the suonset in the west:

And they are lifeless, sad and (Irear,
And the comning of sweet Maly

Will Cause no leaflets to aippear,
Blooming on a wither'd spray.

It Matters not-remembrance wil
Paint thee as thon once hast bren,

And the old maple on the bill
Vet in menm'ry shall be green.

No malter what the ioonths miay bring,
That trunlz shall share ioy symparhy-

A year shaîl col-ne withouta Spring
For mie ais for the maple tree M.


