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completeness is as reinarkabie as the quality of its (QtftiICd
drawingr and local colouring.

In lier smialler poems Mrs. Browning seoins to work, clear of
niannerisms. In the.se she stands before us ii no classie adorn-
ment, but decorated only with the perfect beauty of lier own
w'omanliness and truth. Es;pecially is this true 1in $>he Cry of
the Human and in Sleep. Iu tho latter the deep feeling touches
each heart:

«« And fricnds dear friends, w1ien it shiah be
Thiat tlîis low bîeath lias gene frein nie,
And round m.> bier Von corne ta WEep,
Let onc most Ioving of you al
Say-not a tear inust o'cr lier fait
Re giveth Ris beloved sleep."

Had Mrs. Browvning always been so, simple lier poems miglit be
found on every cottage shi.

Over ail the domain of lier poetry, over its mental rangeq its
quiet gardened valleys, its tinklng rilis, faîls a radiancE. Of
gos-)el liglit. Ever as lier nmusic rises to its noblest cadence it

ý to take up an augel harp; the Ilighît çt toue is as the voice
Sirits.
Mrs. Browningt is essentially a Christian poet. Not in the

sense of appreciating like, Carlyle the loftiness of the Christian
type of chai'acter; not in the sense of preaching like Wordworth,
an august but ab9tract înorality, but in. the sense of êinding like
Cowper, the ,71olc. hope of linanity bound up in Christ. It is
difficuit but possible to bear th(, reflection, that rmany grreat
female writers haee rejectcd that gospel that hias done more for
woian than any other civilizing ageney, but it is wveli that the
greatest wvoiian of ali looks up in f9,ithi and love to that eye that
foîl on Mlary from the cross. The giý.ate-,st wvonian of al! this is
the verdict of an able critic, who, thougli acknoNwledgin*g that hoe
wvas not acquailited wvith ail great female writ(crs, yet state!s that
lie looked at Mrs. Browning as one looks tow'ards the brow of
a lofty inountain, rising oveî' the c]o)uds, and crowned with
,anoient snoîvs, and bias an assurance, even thougli it rizas arnid
lower hilîs, and the elevation of eali. hias not. been actually
taken, that it is peerless.

In the poetry of Mrs. Browning are qualities whichi admit of
its being compared wvith tiiose of the greatest mon; touches
,which only the niitiest give. With the few sovereigns, of
literature, the Homers, Shakespeares, Miltons, she does not rank.
But in full recollection of Sc.*t's magical versatility and bright,
cheerful glow, of Byron's fervid passion and magnificent descrip-
tion, of Wordsworth's mrajesty, of Shelly's niillion-coloured fancy,
of Tennyson's golden calm, she is worthy of being mentioned
-with any po--t of this century. She lias the breadth and
versatility of a man: no sarmeliness, -no one idea, no type
character, our single Shaksperian wonian ! .B)'4


