
WAY of 11ETTERS

mOiariy persons poetry is extreine-
]y prosaie. It May bcaafault of

the porion hiieif, but more likely is
it a fault of the, poet. Hlowever that
May be, it is flot the autiior's f auit
if a reeent volume of "Irishi 1oems,,"
by Arthunr 'Stringer, fails to give de-
Iigiit. Tiiese poonia are inibued with
the iuirth and abandon, the. madnes
and the. aadneus of the Irishi people.
Comfng froin a writer of Mr.
St.ringer 's standing, they mnust b. re-
garded as the outeonie of a direct
lit.rary deuign, and yet within thein-
selves they display the. qiialities of
spoaitaneity and emotion. One is
econvinced that Mr. Stringer has in-
terpr.ted Irish sentiment wel, and lie
lias perforined the, diffitnilt task of ex-
Pressing it in sulitable verse form,
lyrirally, delightfully, artistivally. It
le penliaps for their artistie excellence
that these poems ean bc inost praised,
hiit everyone, wiietier Irish or not,
will sympathise witii their pathos,
siile at thoir naïveté, and respond
heoartily to their sof t, limrpid mnusic.
Tiiey are quit. different fron the,
class of poetry that Mr. Stringer lias
produced heretofore, and are there-
fore an evidenee of this autiior 's ver-
satility and enterprise. It would1 b.
a pleasure to quote froin "The Phil-
anderer," "The Sistenhood," and
"Wimmin Folk" as examples of what
the. volume eontains, but we shall lu-
stead quote one poeni ini full:

THE MEETING
IVd ilver seen the. face av lar;

And shia knew nauit av me-

It May bave bowau the, warm, aoft Dight,
The soft and mnoitlierin' inoont

lt may have beaun the. lorely atreets
And the. ould sea's lonely chune!

It mnay have ail been doomed, in faith,
For mnany an' many a year,

That soft and mad and wishtful might
Without a laugji or tear!

8he. helt me face betiwixt lier bands,
And out av wislitful eyes

Fer long ah. watehed me sunburnt faCe
Wi wonder and surprise.

For long against her quiet breast
She hait me throubled liead;

wu wlen I kisst lier shmilin' mouth,
"Ye'il ne'er corne bac-k!" she said.

And out sh. fared te Shela Hills,
And I swumg back te "ea;

But och, tii. ache and lonelines
That wan night left wid me!
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