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'Twae green r' the sea, and wh.ite i! the eky.
Why from Profundue he did ery.

Suffice that he wailed -with a chirruping note;
And quaintly eut wae hie motley coat."

The other is spoken by Zapli to Zepho, *rbout the time taiat Maizali is
set free, and is a capital piece of woodland description:

"Zepho, the eun'e deseended beain
liath laid his rod on the ocean streamü;
And this o'erhanging wood-top nods
Like golden helms of drowsy gods.
Methinks that now lil stretch for rest;
With eyelids aloping toward the west;
That through their haif transparencies,
The rosy radiance passed and straitied,
0f mute and 'vapour duly drained,
I may believe, in hollow blis,
My rest in the empyreau ie."

Mr. Ileavysege's Ieading characteristics are great originality, ver-
satility and forcé; a boundicess wealth of homely but truc and natural
sirnile, imagery and comparison; a quiet command of humour, power-
fui imagination and rare invention; skiil ini the delineation of charac-
ter; with a copiousness of language which is frequently too much for

'-him. His style is rare and unique, and it is necessary to become
familia-rized 'with it to appreciate it to the full. Not only in IlSaul"
are ail these traits strikingly manifest, but in IlJephthah's Daugliter"'
and in "1Count Filippo " as wel; and, as hag been shown, also in the
"lsonnets." Whether lie flings off a poem, or a drama, in ail appear
the marked character and impress of his mmnd; the peculiar idiosyn-
crasy of his genins. lis poetry is at ail times ricli in thouglit, and
even overburdened at ethers with a wealth of beauty and sublimity.
-Re is, clear, concise and logical, and exceedingly happy in emitting great
wvhite-hot truths and pl rases, many of which wiil yet risc to the dignity
of household words. For instance:

"l Ike waving cars
0f lusty corn, upriglit we are tg-day;
To-morrow are laid low by the fell siekie
0f something unforseen-ý."

"l'Tic cowardly
Thus te desert me slowly by degrees,
Like breath from off a nifrror."

IlWhy should slow age
Chain the swi:ft wheele of manhood ?"

"lWhat art thon,
Thiat I ehould fear to blister thee with worde ?"

"There je no reetriction on the Almighty,
To work by many or te work by few."

ilBut who ean see the end
0f many a fine beginnin3g?"


