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period is graced above ail others with the name of Edinund
Spencer, the "poet's pott,"j the fault ini whose poetry, if itcari be called a fault, is its continued sweetness. 1 have,time and again, striven hiard to carefully read the works ofthis noted mian, and, while I decline to accept McAulay asan infaliable guide iu ail he bas to say, I must admit thatbis views of Spencer suit mue reniarkably weIl. I neyer

could get tbrough the Faerie Queene, and having faied insevetal atteuipts to do se, I feel the task toô be a hopelessone. At flrst it is pleasant-too, pleasant. Its very sweet-ness (perhaps i should say its poetry), its rhythm, cicys,arid, to an ordiuary tuortai like uiyself, becomes wearjsome.Until I had read a few books of Spencer, I fear I neyerquite appreciateci the children of Israel's objection to marina.Trhe fact was it was too, good for theni. Their taste wasflot sufficieutly pure, or suficiently educated, for it, andthey rebelled against food they did flot know how te'appreciate. 1 mnust confess that while I can see and recog-nîze the genins "of Spenser, bis poetry is too good for me.Having noue of the peetie instinct in xny composition, Imiust remairi a stranger to those delights, which fluernatures feel iu bis works, unquestiouably beautiful thoughthey are. Had 1 beeu an Israelite, I would most surelyhave tired cf marina.- Milk and houey would .beconienauseens te me. So with the poetry cf Speusef. It îssweet, good, pure, beautiful, but te nme it is wearisorne.Iu addition te poetry, Spenser aise wrote a somewhatlerigthy report, iu prose, ou the state cf Irelaud, which maybe of iriterest at the preseut tirne to the curions and te thoseiuterested in the Irish question of to-day.
Besides Spenser, we have, in this age, Sir PhîiipSydney, - brave soldier, able statesmnari, sweet peet-Fairfax, Marlowe, Sir Walter Raleigh, George Hlerbert,Chapman, the great translater cf Homer and Hesiod, andShakespeare in bis non-dramatic works.


