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And, oh ! when Nature sinks, as oft she nay,
Through long.lived pressure of obscure distress,
Still te be 8trenuous for the briglt reward,
Brook the continuance of weak.iundedness,
And in tle soul admit of no decay.

So spake Miltoni, so cpako Wordsworth, of the poet's
mission ; but not s0 thouglit Pope, wh1o declares :" Ail the
advantages I eau think of, accruing front a genius for poetry,
are the agreeable power of self-aimusenent, wlen a mian is
idle or alone, the privilege of being adinitted into the best
company, and the freedomî of saying as miiany careless thiugs
as other people without being so severely renarked on."
As a natter of consequence the tuan of Twickenham did not
prophecy.

Since we have in Canada several persons more or k s
devoted to the art of verse, and who are now recognised in
the Englislh-speaking world for the genufineness of their spirit
and the excellence of tlieir work, I have deenied it miglit
not be an uninteresting or unprofitable. task to collect the
sayings of some of then, and to note what they think of
their own vocation. Sone things, iot within umy reach,
muay be onitted ; and others by reason of the narrow limits
of this article. '

Charles G. D. Roberts, vlo unites to scholarship and
technical skill, sensitiveness, and warnth of feeling, evi-
dently believes in an inspiration of sonie sort, arguing fron
his Prelude to " Orion ":

Surely I have seen the mnajaty and wonder,
Beauty, migl t ad splendor et tic soul ef song

Sureiy 1 have teit the spel tlîat lif ta asunider
Seul fron body, wiîn lips faint and thought is strong;

Surely I have heard
The ample silence stirred

By intensest music froin no throat of bird:-
Smitten down befor'e thy feet
Fromi the paths of liaven sweet,

Lowly 1 await the song upon ny lips conferred.

"To the Spirit of Sonig ", lie addresses hiiself. And
vlat Spirit is that i Wc suppose it to be the mîighty and

universal Reing invoked by bima who sang of Paradise, antd
by hima whose loftiest song was of Immnortality,-the creative
Spirit who gave the lyrical faculty. and who may be supposed
best to inspire ii.

Roberts' brother poet Bliss Carian, seem:: to have tested
the consoling and healing power of Nature, to whon a few
give fidelity, and to have followed lier in lier sweetly subtle
ways. He sings:

I sec the ancient Mother stand,
With the old courage of lier smile,
The ratience of lier sunbrown hand.

But though beautiful as Ruth, sie w'aits in the fields for
them who love lier, there are few who comie.

. . Wlere the wild shy things abide,
Along the woodside and the wheat,

Is her abiding, decp witlidrawn;
And there the footing of lier feet.

There is no common famie of lier
Upon the corners, yet soume word

Of ber most secret lieritage
Ber lovera front lier lips have heard.

,Her daisios sprang where Chaucer went;
Her darkling niglhtingales with spring

lossessed the soul of Keats for song ;
And Shelley licard. er skylark sug;

With reverent, olear, uplifted heart,
Wordsworth leheld lier daffodils;

And he became too great for haste,
Who watched the warn, green Cunnor hille.

She gave the apples of lier eycs
For the delight of hini who knew,

With all the Wisdom of a child,
" A bank whereon the wild thyme grew

But the old secret shif ts, and waits
The lat interpreter; it filla

The autunn song no er hath heard
Upon the dreanirg Ardise hills.

The poplars babble over it.
When waking winds of dawn go by;

It fills lier rivera like a voico,
And leads lier wanderers till they die.

Archibald Lanpiiiz,- hvlio certainly lias "eyes made for
seeing" that recondite beauty, lurking in unsuspected phiie.i,
and a cunning hand to depiet with an alniost scientific cor-
tainty, and in accurafe detail, that vliicl lie sces,-recoglises
the strange mingling of good and il; in the poete ; secs how
now, as Whittier lias it, tley cliib up to Heaven's "seven-

fold glory ", and then sink back to the lest, aimoig
" worns and other :reeping things ". To give a reverse,
and yet truc, picture, lie shouldl write another sonnet on
"The Pnets II ; but so lie paints tlin:

Hait God, half brute, witiin the'self.same shell,
Changers with every hour fron dawn till even,
Who dream with angels in the gate of heaven,

And skirt witb èuriolus layes the brinks of bell;
Chiidren of Pan, whom some, the few, love well,

But niost draw back ana know flot wlîat to aay,
Poc: ahining angels, wioin the boofs betray.

Half brutish, half divine, but all of earth,
Half way 'twixt hell and heaven, near to man,
The whole world's tangle gathered in one span,

Full of this humian torture and this mirth:
Life with ite hope and errer, toil and blias,
Earth-born, earth-reaied, ye know it as it is.

Ilappily, fromt such a .chaacterisation' Mr. Lamnpnau's
pury of thought and life nay exempt him.

An old divine used to say to such aspirants to the sacred
office as lie thought might be unbidden, " Never enter the
ninistry if you eau be contented out of it; if you are called
all other things will be made ineasy for youî." He deened

'this vocation the highest, aud the niost worthy of a n' iile
self-devotion ; and lie knew hant no unconsecrate and mis.
taken spirit could well support hiiself under its royal rigors.
So would my friend, doubtless, say to the would-be poet,
who could get on very well with a more accessiblo spring than
Hlelicon ; and. so in substance has lie said to the little
" Georgie ",-speaking in paternal manner. We quote from
George Martin:

If Parnassian blooms invite thee
Up the'sacred mount te climb,

Think, L-efore its lightnings smite thece,
What the loney.conbs of rhyme

Cost the builders: save a few,
Weeping willow and the yew,

Restful Silence, Bride of Time,
Are the ohl signa that.tell
Where flic e'ffld singers fell

Broken.hearted ère their p-rime.


