
THE TYit0.

In a noble outhlurst from the depth.ofdepres.
sion the poet addresses the spirit of Arthur:-

"Be near trie wlheni riiu llght I low,
When the blond daeeps, and the nervre prick
And tingle; and thè heart·ls'sick,

Antd ail the wheels; of being slow.

Be near me when the sensuous franie
lis rack'd ith pangs tlat conquer trust:
And Tim. -naniacseattering dust,

And Life, a .ary alinging atue.

le near me when my faith is dry,
And men the flies of latter spring,
That lay tieir egg,.and sting amd sing,

And weave their petty cells and die.

Be near me ,w.bn I fade away,
To point the ter of buman trifte,
And on the low dark. vprge.of lire

The twilight of eternal day?.

We have in the poem the history of a christian
life. There are lie doubta and anxieties, the fixed
faith and the ineffable joy. The poet telle us how
he was enabled to embrace the geat Truth.

"That which we dare ipvoke to bleus
Our deareot faith i our gbstliest doubt;
lie, They, One, All; within, without ;

hlie Power in larknes whom we guess:

I found Ilim not.in yrorld or.sun,
or eAgle's wing, or insect's eye:
Nor thro' the questions men may try,

The petty cobwebs we have spun :

If e'er when·faith had fail'n asleep,
I heard a voice, Believe no more,'
And heard.an ever-breaking shore

That tumbled in the Godless deep:

.A-warmth-within the brest would melt
Thereesing reason's colder part,
And like a nMaa in wrath the heart

Stood up and answered, 'I have felt.'"

No doubt many a .forlorn one has derived eon-
solation from remembering that

"A Il is well, tho'- faith and fori
Be sunder'd in the night of fear;
Well roars.the stormy to those that hear

4 deeper voice acmas the storm."

ie poet telle us not only of his own doubta, but
also of the great difficulties his Arthur hadl before
lie could acept the Great Salvation..

"You say, but with no touch of scorn,
Steet-hearted, you, whose light.blue eyes
Are tender over drowning flies,

Yota tell-me doubt is Devil-born.

I know not : one indeed I knew
In many a subtle question versed
Who touch'd ajarring lyre at first,

But ever strove to'make it'true:

Perplext in faith, but pure in deed,
At last lie beat his music out.
There lives more faith in honest doubt

Believe me, than in half the creeds.

lie fought his doubts and gather'd strength,
lie would not make hisjudgment blind,
He faced the spectres of the mind

And. laid them: thus lie cane at length

To filnd a stronger faith his own;
And Power was- with hin in the night,
Which makes the darkness and the light,

And dwells not in the light alone.

But in the darkness and the cloud,
As over Sinal's peaks ofold,
While Israel'made their"Éods of gold,

Altho' the irùmpet blew i ldud."

The Poet tells of the Golden Future " beyrud
the second birth :fDeath," where:"we shlndlit
at endlein feutejoying each'the otheaW goedY
He ha no sympathy with the notion that owu
spirite aie emanations from a central esul, arnd
tiat after breathing their little 'day herm theyali
t ame:fhuadagin with the parent oentre.

That each who seems a separate whole,
Should move his rounds, and fusing aIl
The skirt-ofedlf againgshould isl

Remerging in the central-soel


