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0f the poets who succeeded Ch aincer,
we find more originality in the Scotch
lowianders than in those of English birth.
Henryson and Dunbar both menit more
than a passing notice, and Douglas
gives us a Scotch winter landscape with
ail the detail of a photograph, and which
yet conveys in an intensified form the
sense of desolation and eerieness which,
can only be evoked by such a really great
picture as Millais' ' Chili October.' In
another poem (flot selected from by Mr.
Lang, %~ho sub-edits Douglas) we find a
vice personified which we had always
imagined was of purely American crea-
tion, but which now turns out to be of
Scotch extraction. The vice is that of
B usteonmes,, which can only be the par-
ticular dernon who impeis people to go
upon what is vulganiy cailed a 'bust.'

At p. 190, in the notes to Skelton (be-
sides a misprint which throws the page
into confusion), it appears to us that
Mr. J. C. Collins has missed the sense
of his author. Skelton is inveighing, in
his jerky doggrei, against priesti and
men of religion, and especiaily the offi-
ciais of the ecclesiastical courts, who vex
poor folk ' with sommons and citacions
and excommunications.' So irritated are
the commonalty against the ciergy that
ini their bitter jangiing they

Say as untruly
As (to) the butterfly
A man might say in mncke
Ware the weathercocke
0f the stepie of Poules.'

To this passage Mr. Collins appends the
note 'ware=weire.' But it isquiteclear
that the mocking advice given to, the
'butterfiy is ' Beware of the weathercocke
on St. Paul's steeple,' lest by fiying
againet il. you render yourself hiable to, a
summons and citation for sacriiege and
constructive heresy.

Wemust pais over mnch of intereit
inorder to, corne to the Elizabethan son-

neteers and amorists. Amongthese we
think Mr. Ward has done scant justice to
Thomas Wat.son, whose verse, he iays,
'makes no appeal to us.' This appears
to us hardly fair when we consider that
several of his sonnets have been most

closey imitated by Spensor in his ' Faery
Qu e ene'(cf. Watson's 'Passionate Cen-

turie of Love,' lxxxv., with the incite-
mnenti to, suicide in Spenser's work, at
the Passage commencing « He there doth
no0w enjoy eternall reste,' which reaily
appeari, to be compounded of this son-

net and of a poem by an 'Vncertain
Avctovr,' printed in Tottei's 'Miscel-
Iany,' p. 132, 1557, and beginning 'The
lenger lyfe, the more offence,' &c.).

Our space rapidiy draws us to a con-
clusion, and we can bareiy notice the
beautiful song to a child, by Greene (p.
405),

'Weep not my wanton, emile upon my knee.
When thon art old there's grief enough for

thee,'

a song, which reminds ns more than any-
thinIr else in English literature of the
exquisite 'Songs of Innocence,' by Blake,
that Elizahethan poet born out of dcer
season.

It is ungracions to leave off a notice
of a relIy welI-edited book by pointing
out an error, but we wiii incur what
blame is necessary in order to draw Mr.
Hales' attention to his omission to eln-
cidate the meaningy of the lines -

'Still in the 'lembic of thy dnlef ni breast
Those bitter fruits that fromn thy sins do,

grow.'

A mark of elision before the first word
wonld have sufficed to have put the
reader on the track of the chemical me-
taphor intended by Southwell, as it is
lie niay be puzzled before lie recogniies,
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The name of John Locke le held in

great veneration by moît men of Eeg.-
liih extraction, bnt too of ten there is an
element of ignorant idoiatry in this yen-
eration. Locke has passed into that se-
rene sphere, the reputationis of whose
ghostly inhabitants are taken prettymuch
on trust, and men bow down tohisfamne
who, if hard pressed, might snccessfuiiy
name two or three of his works but could
give littie other accounit either of hie
philosophy or of his life. Such men, if
there 18 any earneitnesi in the admira-
tion which they have prof essed, on trust,
for the great philosopher, wiii hall this
compact littie biography with consider-
able satisfaction, as affording them some,
solid nuclens of fact to, which their
hitherto floating notions may success
f uliy attach themielves.

John Locke was born in Somersetshire
on the 2Dth August, 1632, the scion of a
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