
Robert Browvning.

the peeni. I have casually noticed
such rhymes as "1Refute you-You
brute, you :" "4Net nîy fault-E in
it;" "Shake the hîead-A te Z;"

"Spoke to-Voke te." Even lbis
titles are oftexi grotesque, as "e
cotton night-cap country."

It is said lie is obscure, WVell, we
grant that parts of bis great psychol-
ogical epic, "lSordello " and. "1Prince
Hohiensteil Schiwangau"--ini whichi lie
flays with keenest sarcasm Louis
Napoleon-and parts of IlFifine at
the Fair," are obscure. But se are
parts of "Paradise Lest," in its
wealth of allusion; and in its subtle
mnetaphysic, parts of "In Mernori-
amn." But take bis longest poem, the
longest in the language-perhaps
in any language-"lThe Rling and
the Book." It contaîns over 21,000
lines, nearly twice as much as
"I'aradise Lost," and it contains
fewer lines that need te be read
twice than that poem. As for
sustained interest, "lParadise Lest"
will net compare with it. Hlere is a
proof of lus consummnate genius. It
is the sanie story told ten times
over. We read it with the kcenest
interest twenty years ago, anud its
spell of power is on us yet. A
wicked old count in Renme murders
his young wife throughi causeless
jealousy." There is given in the
p oem, the opinion of one-haif of
Reie, of the other liaJf of Renie, a

lertinrn quid or a iiiiddle opinion,
the poor wife's ante mnortent state-
nient, the murderer's defence, the
accused young priest's story, the
argumehnt of tie lawyer on one side,
of the lawyer on the other side, the
judge's decision, opinion of the Pope,
te, wvloni the case lias been appealed,
anid so on ten tines over. As a
tour de force the thing is unparal-
beled in litemature. It is astoiiishing
the inaiiier in wlîicli Browniing dif-
ferentiates the several characters,
and preserves thueir individuality.
Take aise lus Il Caliban upon
Setebos." The poet actually gets into
the briu of thfe hall ]îuinan monster,
thinks bis tlioughits, and discusses
God and nature froni lis bestial
Point of view.

The way in -which Browning niakes
luis verses -echo the sense is really

marvelieus. In IlAs I ride, is I
ride," -%vith its iteration of the rhyme
fifty times over, one can liear the
clank of the scabbard. against the
lank of the Arab steed. In "lThe
Grammarian's Funeral," -%vit1ý its
alternate long and short lines, the
lines of the poem seem to move to the
steady climbing feet of the disciples
bearing tlîeir dead Master to lis
grave on the mountain top. Ini
"Ivan Ivanovitei, " wolves are chas-

* ing a sleig(,h across a bleak Russian
landscape, and the change from slow
iambics to the short quick anapests,

girs the very effeet of IlThe regular
Pad of the wolves in pursuit of the
lives in the sleigh."

No poet is so-fuil of synipathy
with art and music, or so interprets
the inner meaning of both, as in the
noble poems, "Pictor Ignotus,"
"Fra Lippo Lip)pi," "Andrea del
Sarto," and in his "lAbt Vogler,"
whic h, says Mr. Symonds, "lexceede
every atternpt whichi has been made
in verse, to set forth the secret of
the rnost sacred and illusive of arts."

Fewv pocts can touch the f ount
of tears as can Browning in some
of his more tender peems, as
"Evelyn flope," "lCount Gisrnond,"
IlO0old hiair," aInd "Too late." Many
of his noblest themes are taken from
Seripture, as the long poemn on
"Saul; " the " Epistie " of Karshish

the Arab Physician on the resurrec-
tion of Lazarus, a wonderful psychol-
ogie study; "lCleon, " and "A Death
in the Pesert. " His ironyandsarcasmi
wien lie pillories wrong and finys
wrong-doers are-well, we can find
notlîing te describe tiieni but the
word "f erocious "-as iii "Holy Cross
Day," the monologue of a Jew
goaded at the spear point te church
on Good Friday ;the "lSoliloquy of
the Spanisli Cloister," and " The
Heretic's Tragedy." While an i-
passioned lover 6f liberty everywlîere
and a keen sympathizer of all down-
trodden peoples, hie kceeps his niost
ardent devotion for his native land-
" Here and there did England help
înehow can I hielp England, say? "

We cani only notice the grand
optimism, the nobility and pÙrity of
of bis peems. Ris is ne poisoiied
verse about. "The lilies and Ian-


