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[ Written for.the Conadian Iitwtrated News.]’

"‘V%mi.m m l:ilm in si,\‘lr_i,s autumni frigore primo
apsa cadunt folia,’ ‘ ) 3
How oft we've wandered in some joyous wood
When onch gay lows, in brightest colours elad,
- Daneed 1o the summer hreeze, 'as if “twere glad
That winter's voice was hushed, himsolf sulnduedl

And wo have come again, when autumn’s blast
Throngh the stripped branches seat a dismal moan,
And seen each leatlet pitilessly strewn,

Its littdo life of joy and beanty past.

"Tis thus, when fond affection leady us back
Ta cherished spots inlife's ¢creat wildernass,
We miss the forms boloved that used to bless

When trst we wanderad o'er the suany track.

But loavaes and friends alike must fade and fal},
Death’sioy breath wiust vace be telt by all
Jorx Rrapz.
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THE POEMS OF FRED. WM, FABER, D.D.
BY JOHN READE.
(Continued.)

There are a great many sonnets in the collection—all of
them deeply thoughtful and most of them religious. They
are rich with the fruits of travel and varied learning,

The following ene s quite original, and we doubt whether
many will be found to appreciate the kind of resignation which
itinculeates -

¢ To be thoughi il of, worse than we deserve,

To have hard speeches said, cold looks displayed,

By those whe should have cheered us when we swerve,—
Us one of Heaven's best jots, and may be made

A treasure ere we know it a love field

Wrkich to hot hearts may bitter Ulessings yield.”

If we were 10 step here the words would be hardly intel-
ligible, but there is wisdom in what follows :

# Either we learn from our past faults to shrink

When their full guilt iz kept before our eye,

And, thinking of ourselves as others think,

We so are gatners in humilin

Cr the harsh judgments are a gloomy
Fenving our altered lives from praize and glare ;
And plants that grow in shade retain their green,
While unmect sternness Kindly chills the air.”
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It is quite possible. however, that the air may be sometimes |

teo chiily.

The sonnets on < The four religious heathens”—Herodotus,

Nicitas, Soerates, and Seneca—are ve
consider the best,
red by great thoughts, to bave come, at times, benesth
¥ The Christlike shadow of the gifted Panl”
and thus
© Seme balmy truths most surely did he borrow
From the sweet neighbourhood of Christ,”

The
things.”

Under the heading, « Thoughts while reading history,” comes the priest.

there are twenty sonnets.  In these there is too much forced
laudation of the past at the expense of the present.
treatment of the middle ages he iz no diseiple of Hallam.

And yet he i3 no blind slave to his prejudices. He bhas three
sonnets on  Chivalrous Times”—very fine ones, in which he |

s, The last ope we |
Sencea is supposed, as he burries by, zpur-

idea is a nursling of that love which < hopeth all -

In his-

presents us with two pictares, one bright and the other dark.

In the Srst they are—
# Beautiful times from whose calm bosom sprung
Abbeys and chantries, and a very host
2T quiet places upon every coast,
Where Christ was served and blessed Mary sang.”
Ir the second they are—
¢ Unlovely times, when the sweet summer breeze,
A murry travieller wending thro' the land,
Found no fair farms and lovesome cottages
Whose casements he might stir with Lis soft hand.”
And in the third he tells us to
“# Thiok no scorn
OF these great times whose donble aspect seems
Like the revoivipg phases of our dreams.”

and glory are in hiz eves the best.
the Fourth at Canossa, when, (as he ays)
“ At ene solemn bour,
The passing shadow of eternal power,
In momentary transit, decply fell
On all the pride and pageant of the world,”

ig to him *a thing to be much dwelt upon.”

With whatever feclings we look
must be mingled with wonder. We give the followiug son-
net, not 3o nuchk for its poetic merits, as for the interest which
is paturally attached to the object at present :

¢ That such a Power should live and breathe doth seem
A thonght from which men fain would be relieved,
A grandeur not to be endured, a dream
Darkening the s6ul, though 1t be unbelieved.
August conception ! far above keng, law
Or popular right ; how calmly dost thou draw
Under thine awful shadow mortal pain
And joy not mortal! Wiiness of a need
Deep laid in man, and thercfore pierced in vain,
As though thon wert no fortn that thou shouldst bleed !
While such a power there lives in old man’s shape,
Such and s0 dread, should not his mighty will
And supernatural presence, godlike, fill
The air we breathe and leave us no escape 9

In the last line, ihe dogma which has given to the year
1869-70 so signul a position in the annals of Christendom, is
very plainly anticipated,

30 There i & well, a willow-shaded spot,
"Cool in the noontide gleam,
With rushes nodding in the little stream,
And blue forget-me-not .

Setin thick tufts along the bushy marge,
With big bright ayes of gold,

Where glorious water-plants, like fans, unfold
Their blossoms strange and Jarge.

That wandering boy, young Hylas, did not find
Beauties so rich and rare, i
Where swallow-wort and pale bright maiden’s hair

And dog-grass greenly iwined,

A sloping bank ran round it like a crown,
Whereon a purple cloud

Of dark wild hyacinths, » fairy crowd,
Had settled softly down,

And dreamy sounds of never-ending bells
From a city's ancient towers,

Came down the stream, and went among the flowers,
And died in little swells,

There did T keep my birth-day feast, with all
These gentle things around,

While their soft voices rising from the ground
Unto my heart did call”

In thisz way Mr. Faber mukes us sharers in all his joys, sor-
rows and aspimtions.

He photographs his soul for us by its.

own gentle light, and sceing the likeness, we cenonot help

loviog the original.

In » The Styrian Lake,” (we hope the

reader will pardon us for returning to ity he lets us into the in-

most sectets of his spiritunl nature ;
v 1 cannot pray amidst a crowd,
Nor with organs pealing lond,
Nor with chains upon my sunse
From ritual magoificence.
Ever faiv forms like tyrants bind
With spells the currents of my mind.
Sweet sights and sounds my spirits 11,
And ritual beaaty leads me still
A passive victim at its will:
The creature of all ontward shows,
My heart into the pageant throws
Its ardent self, and dreamily
Floats out a5 on a sunay sea,
When the Church with functions brighs
Wraps cahiser spirits in delight,
Iam rather pirsted of (iod,
Than humbly at kis foatstool bowed ;
And ‘mid the beautiful display
d feel gnid lure but cannet p
T would frin be lone with God,
Else are all my thoughts abread,”
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: And

* When the crowd have leit the shrine,
Then the season shall be wmine.”

How pure and childlike is this confession! The poet over-
With this passive enthralmeat to beaoty
of his poet’s nature, he sometimes struggles alarmed.  Yet he

tells us that—

¢ Priests, like poets, have an eyn
For radiant carth and changeful sky,
And mighticr signg mayhap can trace
In river, nook and greenwood place,”

This is doubly true of himeelf. He can always tum the
most erdinary incidents of every-day life to religious account.
Thus, in his verses © To a Lake Parte)” all of whom should
never meet again Yon Rothay's white-lipped strand,’ ae

' says

upon the Papacy, the_v:

++ We shall all meet again,
Not in the weod or plain,
Nor Lx the lake's green margo
Bnt we shall mect noee more
By a fur grecner shore,
With our souls sct at large”

In another little poem of kindred spirit and occasion, ©* Tha
Prince,” he draws the following beautitul lesson from the dis-

: i fappointment of the young lady who had planned an excursion
It will readily 1e: secn that the days of the Church’s power . Pl !

Tbe humiliation of Henry

at the day on which she had set her hopes turning out
rainy :
& Angels are round thee and Heaven's above,
And thy soul iz alive within;
Shall a miny day and a cloudy sky
Make a Christian heart 10 sin ?”
What young lady, however vexed, could resist the delicate
flattery of this verse :
# Oh! anger and beauty, my lady dear,
Will never agree to share
That lttl: white brow that 1ifts its arch
Through the parting of thy hair®

Mr. Faber has the Keenest sense of the near reality of the things
which are unseen,  Dntin this sense there was no terror, no

- ghrinking, but a joy and love that yearned for cloger intimacy, .

His poem on & The Holy Angels” is worthy of a high rank in
the anthology of sacred song. We cannot forbear secking the

“sympathy of the reader in our enjoyment of these sublime -
- stanzas :

H

But we are verging on dangerous ground, ground from !

which, so temptingly does Mr, Faber sometimes comnbine his
twofold functions, it is no easy matter to keep at safe dig-
tance,

In many of the poems there are charming little pictures of
scenery with which the author was acquainted. Some of these
possess chiefly a local intercst, but others are not only like al)
“ things of beauty,” “ joys forever,” but joys everywhere. Such
s little morceau is the following :

i
}

“ Angels and Thrones and holy Powers,
And Ministers of light—
Gol's primal sons and mystic bands
In various orders bright,
And hidden Splendours wheeling round
Iu circles infinite—

Celestial pricsts and sernph kings
In links of glory twine :

And spirits of depurted men
In saintly lustre shine,

With Angels dear that fold their wings
Above the awful shrine—

Chariots of living flame that fill
The mountain’s hollow side,
Breezes that to the battle-field
Over the forest ride,
Spirits that from the Pridegroom como
To wait upon the Bride—

s eritie,

* These are nmong us and around
In enrth and wen nnd ajr,
. At (ast nnd fieast and holy rite
' And tonely vigh prayer, :
Morning and noon and dend of night
Crowding the heavenly stalr !

Mr. Fabors spirftuality makes for him a constant fopy
earth’s commonest things, For him of

t All over doth this outer vartl
An inner earih unfold,
And sounds may rescl us of fts mirgy
Qver itg paler of gold,

There spirits Hve, unweddind all
From the shades aid stiapes they ware
Though stll their printless footstepy full’
Dy the hearths they Joved before

How sweetly comforting must these lines be tow o thagp
had the bappiness of holding compardonship withy thy atthor
Right gladly wonld we “Hgl'f wtill wenr the Precineta of lhc
tewmple of holy song, whivh is his monument, but wo pre Warned
that other duties await us, and we must, for a while, at Jeng
say adica. 1

Just one ook more and we go vur way,  The ff'”ﬂ‘-ving
lines were our ittroductien o Mro Faber many yenrg ago
They are very dvar to s, aa \w!l from thetr sweet beanty ﬂ'nri
truthfulness, as from theirassociation with s happy tim, ':Vhicb
is now no more:

who

GThe sunny wisdom of the Groieks
All oer the earth is steewed
On every dark and awful place,
Rude hill and hannted waoond,
The Leautital braght jieople feft
A sate vt Ginen Koad |

They wornld not have sn ovil wond
Woigh henvy an the broezs,

They woulit not Jdacken mountain side,
Nor stain the shining scps,

With nainrs of sone diaaloels paste—
The BGWike Willirsics,

Here bogetslary Arge fotuched
In H’&-i‘r‘ Lingpaswatered !u\'\‘ .

Here ddark Medsen in purssit
Her poiscna cart away,

Pl‘)”l”‘”'{;{ LA SRS 1214' '.‘d'-:'l’u'.}.\} shm!,-;
Qf pure Terapia,

Look how the interiacing troek
Thelr flan it bleasotns worathe!

{5 this o spot bor poisen plants,
Feor vritae or savnge doath *

The Greoks endurd ot $hat an it
Should pass soadive a Lroath

Warlike the chiblren of reansiieoe—
From out whese apdrit Jfoep

The toaeh of glovn Lath passedt on glen
And wountain, fake and stosg,

On Devil's Bridue and Raven’s Tower,
And tovelorn Madden's Luap

Who sought in cavern, woodd and del], .
Where'or they conld lay bare

The path of U1 ard hendived
Terrifie dogetida thore,

Leaviter a hesrse aral pomlerous name
To hannt the very s,

Not eos the radtantChearted €reels,
Whe Besitated stifl

To ofend the Llesped Prosences
Which eartt: and ooean 01l

i ¥ \V

cipesr forrs 0

fecer Loigtior s,

Staronsred it werds af gl

AN places whvee thete presenoe was
Upon the fonstfal varth,

By kindly Faw wore clasgedl
The vircie of their mirth,

And jn theiy prasence bind a new

Atd vonrerratod Lirth,

within

O bless them for it travellers,
The fair-tongued aticiones bless !
Who thus frean Innd aud wen trexd out
AR fnotencks of distross,
IMuminating carth with their
Own lownrd chevrfulness,

Unto the Axine fea thiy sent
A name of better f3ing
Dark powers into Eupaenides,
(A gentle change) were stealing,
And poisoned wtained Therajpin
deeamne the Bay of Healinge !

To those who have read thus far we refrein from apologizing
for the long quoations which wo hiave made from Mr. Faber's
poem. We have sought the ~ols of vicorone rather than of
If we were dizposed to be eritical we shonld sny that
Mr. Faber sometimes wearies by tho great volability, Though

“there are no glaring fanlts of metre or thyme, there is often
evidence of haste, and sometimoes the same ided ix tepeated in

the eame poen in different wonds,  These stight faults, which
might have been remedied had Mr, Faber lived, are, however,
atoned for by beauties of thought, expression, sl music,
which glitter evarywhere like the stard on the midnight sky.
To these it wonld be impossible to do justice in one short
notice,

———

* The Fuxine (h:’mlli(nh:n) Sen waon ﬁrikitl-’ln}' ealled by the sailora
who navigated it the Axine linhuspitabler. By a frure of apeech ealted
S Enphemism,™ the Greeks were aecustenned (o give goml nanies to had
poranus or things.  In thiz way they (ancicd they propitiaind the poswers
of evil. Thos they enlled the * Furies.' = Bamanides V- kind gentlo
tadies o and Therngan, (1leatiogs in the Respheens, reseivod this nimo
hocaure it poighbonrhood wis invested with poisonons planty,  Un the
anmo prineiple thir Srich pessontry call the Fairives, whose ocensionnl
epitefulness thoy dread, by the consilintory epithet of ¥ good peoyile,” and
*gontry.”  But the ues of Baphemizm, ua also of its conntorpnrt * dya-
phounia,” is contorminous w}tL hiatory nnd googrophy.




