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iîorthernl latitude ]lave heen ont 111111y a cold <l11y and ku<o10'
wbat liard f rost inca ns. And wve eat set to <)ur seais that the
Iir.sL two staI1zas of St. Agçnes' E'e are n, perfect revulation of
ivlint a uloIiierîî clite cLuIdo at tiaf; seasoit of the year.

ITle owl'"-so conifortably chid, alitost necessarily frost
prool', yet fifor all his leatiiers %vas acold." \Ve eau see liiun

£ 'Fi a Imi:ur liiiie 110( reibling tirirîgli the froyeuî gnis
Alid si/cnt wa the fiuek in mwooiiv foidl

N ' vere. ti holîudî nîiIugers ivlI le to ld
Iis imroay, :iîid whle lîis frosted bre.îth
Likv piois ineense~ froni ai etiier oid
:Seeuîîe( tak iigf fli-lit. for ie-auveil %it.)lotit a deituli
'l'lie Scul1 1 tuted de..d oit eaclî side Scellied to freeYe.
N nigi its, ladies lir.iiiig in du mb oint îiie
Hec pamMi~l by' ; anid hii.s w'uak spirit. f.tils
'[o thiik how tiîev nîay aube ill loy hoods anid uîIilS.''

\Ve feei lilce .s}udderingr when w'e ruad tliese words and
find ourselves b]owing)C upori our lingor-s to kzeep theun îî'arin.
It is a case %vhiere words have passed into liard frost. And
yet althioiigh %ve blow our v.arîn breatlî on our tingers and
shiudder at thie thoughlt of the cold ive feel no disturbingc sen-
sation. We are charnîed by thoe truthîfuiness of the delinea-
tion and rojoice at sucli a delicate liandling of words. Be-
sides the cold eveningr is enveloped in the wvart-n, mysteriouis
sanctity and a%'e and reverence anîd symbolismn andi incenise
of the 1M1ediaeval Ohîurchi andi there is a straitîge delighlt in
that. And this scene, too, is piaced iii contrast with the
wvarin, gIoNvin g pieture o? love tliat is to suceeed and the gor-
Igeous evening's revelry fi witlî plume, tiara and ail ricli array,
whien up aloft the silver snarlingi trumpets 'gan to eidfe, aind
the level chambers ready with their pride were glowing to
receive at flousand guests." The Beadsrnan liad no part in
this. But ive liave and %ve relishi tie loveliness of a cleai',
frosty nlight withov t, and grlowing hiearths within, and beau ty,
ehivalry, love, fair won-en and brave mn. The1 pathetie part
o? it-and unfortunately the poetry of Keats is full of tliis
pathos-the nature touches subordinate thie interest in the
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