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NOT98 BY TUIE WAY: ON CHRIST CHURCH MEADOWS.

WA E were rowed across the strip of water to the spit of
lTand near Hengistbury Head by a brown-faced,

biue-oyed, long-legged girl, who occasionaily rested on lier
oars end ailowed the boat to be drifted sideways by the
current in order to devote lier whole attention to asking
questions of the great world from whicb we liad corne.
iliere was something of Littie Ern'ly in lier face (the
Little Em'ly who runs along the breakwater witli ler hair
fiying while David looks on wit.b wonder at liercourage)
wbicli made lier very familiar. Backed by tliree or four
srnail frienda, allowed after a deal of cuffing to scramble
into the bows just as we were starting, and who crouclied
about lier, their round eyes fixed on the strangers, tlie
eager girl, in lier picturesque attitude and witli ler quick,
intelligent tongue, was a contrast indeed to the others
gatbered round wbo did no work and were cumberers
merely. She could write and read a littie, accomplieli-
ments painfully learnt at niglit wlien tlie boys were asleep;
and elie was past fifteen and wanted to go out to service.
Slie muet go away soon, ehe said, witli a quick look of
dislike at the four or fivo cottages witli the inn in tlieir
inidst whicli wo had lef t on the mainiand. Even in fine
weatber whou tliey could paddle in tlie sea it was duil,
but in wet wben tliey liad to bide iniffeie didn't know wliat
to do sornetimes. There were plentjy of children to play
witli if one wanted tlier, for I~l here are ten in undér we »
she said in ber peculiar vernacular, meaning that so large
a family occupied the ground floor of the c ttage in whicb
elie lived; but sbe was tired of playing; ebe would like
some work to do. It was difficuit to arrive at any part of
lier listory for she wished to hear our experience and net
tel liher own, and it was aridst a liailstorm of questions
that our boat reaclied tbe shore, and waa neariy tipped
over, by the way, in consequence of the rapid and awkward
diseenbarkment of Most of our crew. At iast, ail danger
passed, we stood firrn on tlie sandy beach, and turned to
watcli our conduotress pull fast across theo water back to
the group of squalid cottages she cails Home.

kIow can 1 best describe this rougli bieak spot on the
Hampshire coast 1 Figure to yourself a grey lakte, formed
by the meeting of the Avon and the Stour. Un the left
rise low melanclioly hlis on wbich bore and there stands a
soitary liouse. On the right a broken cliain of srnall
villas rune along the water-edge from Christ Churcli to
Mudeford. In front, acrose the weird StiR lakoe over whidli
the see-birds lover, is thie beautiful Priory Cliurcli, plantod
among pleasant beather lande, and wbich wonderful
building bas been a part of tlie landscape for tliose six
liundred years. At our back are Iow drives, effectuai
barriers for the most part between lake and sea, except in
the one place over wliicb we have just been rowed, and
wliere tlie rivers, having broken througli the sand wall,
ripple briskly straiglit to the sait waves.

And it was on this diemal spot, tliat unfoiding rny
papor (for liko the Old Soidier I arn a poor creature witb-
out newe) I read of thie deatb of Wiikie Collins.

On alieud my companion, a tremendous naturalist, had
wandered off witli eyes bent on thie ground, spying ail
merte of treasures in the shiort graus and iow bushes. The
lois of a writer more or legs would be as nothing 1 know
to the fact tliat on the moad yonder quantitios of guils
were feeding and that against that ledge of eand were a
heap of empty crab shela, oaci of whicli lad to ho exarn-
ined »separately. Sa 1 Bat on alone, looking into thie lake
(an occasionai shout informing me of the wondere I was
lgnoring), and thinking of the days tbat are no more.

And wlat good days they were 1 The water, the lles,
and tho far.stretcliing Meadow-land disappears, and,
inatead, in the liglit of a great north window, I see an
easl laden witb a many-coloured canvas. In place of the
scout of the 1bo-myrtle, 1 emeil tbe deligbtful odoure of
turpentine and cigar smoke, aud, instead of the scream of
the curlewe, I hear tbe voice of the painter of tbe Derby
Day as, working busily tbe while, lie deecribes a recent
vieit to Gadsliull, wbere aiso wae Wilkie Colline, and tells
me wliat a cbarming, deliglitfui creature je the author of
tlie IIMoonstone "--" the beet of ail his books to me " says
Fritb, a remark te wliiob I cry, Hear, hear. 0f ton though
1 h lave lounged by the side of tlie easei I yet neyer heard
anytbing tliat interese me more than tbe vivid littie
sketches ef Dickens and hie frienda (are net tIsse thinge
written in tbe Reminiscences?); and iL was liore that first
1 lietened witli a vague wender as dgThie Woman in
White"» wae diecussed (do you remember Loecb's drawing
aud Waiker's poster?), aud later, "lNo Narne," in wliich
Edward Fitzgerald delighted, and later etili tlie incom-
parable etory, witli the tbriiling opilogue, et the IIIndian
Jewel." la Lhe present generatien of critics just to the
noveliet whose pages their ftLers read so attentively 1
It i8n't prePOeed, no one couidseriousiy propose, to put
Wilkie Colline on a levol witli suol a giant ae Thiackeray,
with the great Dickens, or even witli one or two of hie
men aud womeu oonterporarie-I arn hinking of Mrs.
Gaskell and of certain caroful, excellent work of
Trollope'-but are Lhe papere in tlie riglit te give the
author of the " Meonetonti,» of "IArmaadale," of "«The New
Maadalen,» suaI scaut praise, and treat eo mauy of bis
later books vith contompt 1 Gentie, kindly, modeet
Wilkie Colline, wlio epoke evil of none, and ef wliom
everybody, liowever hard and worldly, bad eomething
sfotionate to say, bow littie you woaid care for the
opinion of the present-day young gentlemen ofthte pross
wbeon ini Lhe paat you Posseaued an enthusiautie, friendly

critic iu Lie person of Dickens himseif ! To-day we are
told you were an imitator et the author et David Cepper-
field; an absurd accusation-neyer were two manuere se
dissimilar. To-day Lliey want us te believe your method
wae ail wrong; Lie>' insist yen had ne power of reprodnc-
ing nature in your characters ; the>' cry eut at the meo-
dramatie element in ail your books. Personally I tbink
iL is the critice who are in the wrong and not your metliod,
sud I think most et us wiil stili keep weil withiu reaci the
" Al Lie Year Rounds " in which se man>' of your deliglit-
fui teries appeared, and when we want amusement-I
wen'L sa>' iustruction--will go te Lliem sooner than te
certain well-puffed, modern volumes which 1 couid narne if
1 chose.

And betore my companion bas ime te wander back te
me 1 read in another sad littîs paragraph ofethLe deatli of
Miss Amy Terry, wbo wrete Lie I"Romance et a Sliep,"
and IlReuben Sache." O0f ail who pass us in Life's droar
descent," saye Landor, "we grieve the meet for those wlio
wished te die," amenget whom we must reckon the clever
Jewish young lady who was iu sucob delicàte healtI that
lite was a burdeir te lier. Rapidi>' become bliud and deaf,
Lie>' say, she was net troug enough te iglit against sudh
teartul odds. 1 remember the intereet witli wbicli in
IlReuben Sache " .Iread et a eociety et peoplsetfwhom
Liii then 1. lad knewn nothing. How I read et their
dances and dinnors, and iistened te their conversations,
and toit at the end efthLe tliird volume as if I1liad known
tbem ail my lite. Those are rosi people, these women,
flippant, ernpty-headed, ever-eating, and over-dressing for
want et some other way te make LIe days pase, these mon
with their heads filied witli Lhe ambition et money-rnaking.
The book lias ne plot-iL ie tee like a bit et lite Le lave a
plot-sud ne distinctive style, aud is te ho recommeuded
oui>' fer iLs extraordinary air et trutli. Tiese are hy ne
meaus the Jews that George Eliot drew-those grand
natures ever dreaming et their religion, their race, yoarning
for the corng et the Moasiali, for Jerusalern. The>' are
portraits et the under-eized, ill-bred, middle-class Hlebrew
inhahitaute et the Maida Vais Terraces that lie near te
the Bayswater Synagogue; or efthLe richor clase about
Porcliester Terrace, et the very rich set in Portland Place,
ail se alike in spite et their money. The>' are meet o
thern rapacions, narrew-rninded, greedy, liard, sud if oe
met them in seciet>' eue weuld give tliem a wi.de herth.
Miss Levy, with lier clear, direct manuer et repeating
this episode in the lite et au ambitions Jew, this catastrophe
in the lite et a young Jewess, lias made et hem uupremis-
ing material oomething se uncommoni>' geod that oee eels
regrettul indeed that the author et IlReuben Sache " will
nover tell us au>' more about these mon sud women whom
she knew se well. No eue wil lake her place, 1 thiuk.
Lt is impossible, th>eysy, te make a siik purseout et a
sew's ear; but iL is a test tiat Miss Levy bas certainly
accomplished.

The Naturaliet came trolling back witli lande full et
rare flowers, with bits et weed, and shining ash. The
deatis of neitier the yonng girl or old man iad, as 1
imagined, mucli effect ou s persen who dees net tond a
novel if aIe can ielp it, sud finde Lhe wondsrs et that
unseen world se absorbing that elie can think et uething elso.
1 Seo," ele said, as she laid a emali clesed ahll on my

hand, " do you rernomber that Frank Bucklaud doclared
that Ho whe had been se geod te the fieli would lie good,
tee, te Lie fielierman "-whieh was al LIe anewer I could
geL trom this placid philosopher wlen I lameuted the
absence ef ahi knowhedge et that boume8 into wiich these
two, friends et ail the readiug werld, bave junet turued their
tired stops. WALTER POWELL.

T'HE FÂLL OF fTHE LE44F.

AND new LIe ripened fruitage et the year
le garnered ors Lie icy winds cerne forth
Which iurk sronnd the gris filds et the nortî,

And long La crisp LIe lbaves new brewn sud sore.
See where the lordi>' maple epreads iLs shade!

No kingiy robe et richeet Tyrian dye,
Or queonhy gem respiondent te LIe Oye,

But paies beforo thie monarcl efthLe glade.
The flores wind a3wsope acrose the arid les,

The gro>' choude flit aleng Lie pallid sky,
The foaming billewe surge upon thIs 555.

Swift is the sonthward fliglit et birds, sud ligli,
Afar the>' seek ou strong unweariod wing
For warmth, sud rest, until retnrning epriug.

Toronto, October, 1889. T. E. MBEReLy.

TWO CA NADL4 N POETS.*

day-whe from ime te ime declare a faiLli in the poetical
future et their country wiIl read witl pleasure Lh i Voicea
sud Undertanes " et William P. MoKenzie sud 4"Lake

LYrico " b>' William Wiitred Campbllh. .ud, indeed,
thesel verses wil l e read, net euh>' with Plaseure but with
sometbing more, sometbinq infinitel>' bigler sud more
improving thsu the more sonsueus gratification at easy
correct rbyming sud Iackneyed pictures et lite sud nature
which require ver>' litie trouble te ho uuderstood sud
appreciated. Those wio desire te become acquaxntod with
Lhe verse-nay, the peetry recenti>' offered te LIe public

* " Voices aud Undertoues."1 By Wiliam P. McKenzie. New
York: Equity PubliahinîiGo.; Toronto: Hart & 00o. "Lake Lyrica
aud Other Poes." By William Wilfred Camppell- st. John, Ni.
J. & A. MoMillan.

by these two comparatively young writers, muet bring
something more witb them than tlie more habit of reading,
than tbe more graeping of facts presented. To quote Mr.
McKeuzie's excellent metto "lAil tliis ime and aIl times
wait the words of true poems-the wordi of true poems do
not simply please." This je a trutli too mucli neglected by
the average reader and the average critic alike.

In reviewing these twe, volumes together, it may lie
said tliat it was suggested by the cliaracter of the verse
itself, and was not done simpiy because the volumes "came
in" at the same tirne. Indeed, in the work of- ail the
rising Canadian peete tliere is a striking vraisemblance in
three or four essential particulars. Tlius, Mr. Lampman,
Mr. Duncan Scott, Blies Carman, and the two writers
wbose worke are at present under discussion, possese in
common that absence of personaiity, for one tbing, whidli
is sornetirnee the hiall-mark of tlie truest goniue. Again,
ail these writers lean to an intense objectivity. Tbey
are, in tbeir realization of wliat Nature is and of wliat she
does for thos, aimost PantlieisLic, certainly a littie-Pagan.
And tbey are ail wieely conepicuous because they avoid
the narrative or epic form. Tliey bave ail, very likely,
cemposed blank-verse opics, new Iliads, potential Childe
Harolde, but tbey sensibly refrain from putting tliem on
exhibition, for wbich we cannet lie too thankful. A fine
restraint, a sensitive judgment je revealed at leset in tbese
Lwe now werks, as well as great literary instinct.

Nature, then, je the chef inspiration which appeare to
have guided Mr. McKenzie in hie choice of subjects, and
bis beet effdrts are those in which minute observation of
natural plienomena occurs, amouuting aimoet to scientiflo
correctuess, almost taking up descriptive work where
Tennyson and Wordsworth ieft it off. For it will lie
conceded that the advanced modern poets, Morris, Swin-
burne and Rossetti, and the society-verse songbirde,
Dobson and Lang, bave done very little towards swelling
tlie record of painstaking observers of natural phenomena.
This je always to ho doplored, for we bave it on the very
highest autbority that scientiflo poetry-a veritable con-
tradiction of terme te many mind-is ta, be the pootry of
the future. To Wordsworth first-speaking of this century
enly-we owe that Iliharvest of a quiet oye " and those
thouglite tbat often lie too, deep for tears, whicb turned
our attention ta, the beautitul siglits of Nature as a whole,
and to Tennyson in the second place, wlo tauglit us liow
to reconcile the miraculous mechauisrn existing in the
stmalleet object, or most commonplace or trivial witli ai
that is divine and magical in lite. Tlie lats Professer
Sliairp quotes from the learned and estimable Stopford
iBrooke whlen lie remarks tIat if on Lhe scientific ineighit of
a Faraday could be engraf ted the poetic genine of Byron,
the reenît wonld ho a poem of the kiud I"for wbidl thie
world waits." Furtber, ie sys, tlat "lto write on the
universai ideas of science, Lirougli the emotions which they
excite, will bo part of tbe work of future poets of Nature.'

Thoreforo, in rocognizing the ablity of our rieing
writore in this one direction of interpreters of Nature, we
not only do tlier an honour, but lift Canadian verse-as
yet oniy in iLs infancy-into a position of sornething very
muci like dignity and value.

Let no one, bowever, rush te the conclusion tbat Mr'.
Carnpbell and Mr. McKenzio are in the habit of ceucocting
Lucretiali verse which sets forth doctrines, eitbçr et
atomiem or of evointion, and of ornamenting their pages
witli lird scieutiflo term-

Stony namemi
Of eh le aud hornblende, rag and trap and tuf,
Amaygdaloid and trachyte,

snch as beat the lite from Out Young pages, freeli witb
youtli and spirite. The science ie oulY suggeeted. An
instance ef wlAt is meant ma>' lere be given. A Canadia,
poet, Mr. George Martin, et Montreal, causes hie hereine
Marguérito, niocoetfRoberval, te eay that ber lever on the
Tle ef Demene lias twined lier a bridai braid of pale
yellow huies, river bude and pinks, modest suow-drope
peari>' white, and les efthte vaile. Now, seme et these
flowers do not grow in Canada at al, and certaiuîy LIey
cold net have been grewiug evor in the localit>' pictured
b>' the poeL. But because snowdrops, hules of the vale
et hoc geuus omne are factors in poetry-that of the old
worhd and a rapidly-decaying type, they are, ueed on Lhe
occasion refe;rred te. IL je altogether -likel>' that the poeL
liardl>' stopped to think about the matter at ail, as ver>'
man>', perliape, more fameus pooLs lave doue tee in their
ime. Sudh properties as occasionai trees and flowers and

clonde and birds de net matter te some minds. But note
the difference wlen, as iu a pe en etitîed 9,October
Wind," Mr. McKenziO lam evidenti>' been careful as te
minute tacts, and bis crystallization efthLe salue afterwarde
in verse:

ne rushes through the poplar trees
Whose quiv'riflg leave8 no longer dane ln green
But, blotched li/ce porchment old, are seen

To flutter nad and yellow lu the breeze.

O'er broad, brown his the wind.waves Pue~
Bowing on uithered stern the t&-jWe* /,ea=

In "The Homeleas Se " coceurs a fine présentation ef the
idea ef tIe tides:-

The moon le fart her lightinl coid
To her my being floatg alway
Thon backward embakl defectedil

Thus forth and hither from of l

I jo inraple wIththe iudl#th fee eIl gt Ifinfvspray,
And crah rny eo0i n ordlypiNo longer pain a eirit indi.&y

M 1wl to leave thé earth la fain
E laL 1»ieh*ined.linUpuer air
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