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I-etwcon thiese -extremnes thoe poot sings IIwitli notes angelical to
inany a hiarp II tlie varying passions of the liurnan soul. Iii the third
.section of thoe lirst part tie soft inclody of thoe linos cornes to us
froin thoe poet's solitary iinusiing like thoe sighing and whiisporing of
tlue -% ind across hiis owvn dark gardexi grounid:

Growing and fading and growving upon nie witliout a soun3,
Liiiiiious, gornlike, ghiostliko, deatlilikzo, ail the ixiglit long,
(3rowing anîd fading and growing till 1 could bear it no more,
Blut arose and ail by nmyseif iii ny oxvn dark gardonx groinid,
WValkoed in a %vintry wvind by «a gliastly glimniixnr and founid,
TVhe shining dafrodil dcad, and Orion low ini his grave."

In description as wvell of natural scenery as of oxno(L;ons Tennyson
is admiiirable. Hie uses Ihis words as an artist irtight hiis brushi, and
wiîth thini hoe paints ini every tint i xi, gardon of flower-s, eachi flushl
on a inorning sky. \Vlicxi lie tells hiowk

"The far-offsail is blown by thme breze of a sofler cliinie,
Ilf lost iii the liquid azure bloomn of a crescent of sea,
The sulent sapphire-spanigled inarriage ring of the land,"1

we atre almnost gzix out across Viem soit to, whiere it ineits into thie
liayy shîmmnoiiring lighbt on the dis îînt, horizon; and w'o fancy we ean
hiear thoe wlhispors- of thie flowels Mihen hie write-q

"The rcd rose cries, "She is riear, sue is near,"1
And the w' -te rose iveeps, - She is lato;"

The larkspur listons, IlI hear, I hecar,"
And the lily whispers, Il I wait."1

Yet soiiiotiimesq, as- ini tho following passage, ho is inclined to, carry
thiis poctic sentiment toc far and bconmos extravagant,

Il . . . I saw the treasured spiondour, lier band
Corne sliding out of lier sacreci glove,
And the sunlight broke frorn ber lips."1

Many of the poot's imiages and conuparisons arc rernarkably beau-
tiful. and oxemplify Iiis power of worýd-pniinting:

"Passionloss, pale cold face, star-sweot on a gloomn profoinnd."1

"The cobweb woven across the cannon's xnouth
Shall shako its tbreaded tears in the wind no more.,,

*'Givei fise death lier hand and stolon away
To nixauxless wastes, wliere footless fancie8 dwel
Among the fragments of a golden day."1


