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that bis works coitain, and to form un
idea of his genuis, wC inust renember
t bat ho scarcely lived twen ty-four yeurs,
and lived the greater portion of those
yeua's in iisery and privatiion, and died a
prey (c sorrow and misf'ortuno. Ho, was
the saldest and poihaps the muost origi-
ual, the most faithful and most ill-used
bad England can now or ever wil b 
able to boast.

As Keats disappeared there aiose at
Ille end of tie last tcentury anotlher' poet.
Orie who VIote and wvas lauîgled ut by
the powerful criticof the Ldinbuirgh le-
vicuv. Onc who was young in years and
in experience, bit wlo ' awoko on c
mîorniiig and found Ii Insel famuis. We
rfoi' to Lor-d Byron.

Byron is te the 1StLh what Shaks-
per was to the 10Iti century. His
"î childe Harld041 '" has plaicd im fore-
nost amongst the first, not oily et Eng-

lishi poes iit aIlso of the bards of
EiuIrope. HLis "l Isles of Goieco," and

Siege of Corinth'i ar e miodels fo thie
world. Ii grandeu' of idea and ex-
pression he lias ne superior in the lan-
gumîge save Milton, and for the ordinay
readei Byron is far more casily under -
stood tlain the great epic poet. Byroin
lias been attackcd wlhen nliiv and that
very attack di-ow him forth, creatcd fcr
himiii a nme greater than any of his
age. Byuron lîas bocon attacked since the
sod has covered lis romaims, and ( such
an attacl is cowardly and unvoithy o
a main and abovo ail of a ionan. No
mattei what woere lis faults in private
life, and we al iave ouri share o theti,
his poeti'y stands on a sublime eleva-
tien. Those atacls ire like to the mist
that arises la foul vapours fron the
ocean, hiding the sun froin oui' siglt
and not aven approachiig within imil-
liens of miles o the glowing orb itself,
There are sueh pcuople im% the world who
love te dance ii petty triumph upon the
tornbs of those whom an life-timo tliey
'would have feared and sought foi, ad-
mired and respectad. Lot them raise
thoir pigmy hands they cannot over-
turin the colossus that looms upon the
horizon of England's literary world I

It would seem as if the muses lid
awaited the end of the two greut epochts
in inglish poetry before handîug tlic
lyre te a woman. In the present coi'
tury we find Mr's. Romans, whose vor-ses

u·c touching and noble, HTon, Mis.
Norton, hr rival Hn everything grand
and simple and truly woianly in poctry;
Miss Mulock, Eliza Cook and Elizabeth
BarrettL Browning whose litile gems or
thoughst St off so completely the dia-
dem that has ben set upon the brow of
this century by the hands of Lor'd Ma-
caulay, in his" LJays ofAncient iome,"
Wm. Mi. Thackry as vell in his poems
as in bis romances, Win. Wordsworth
th rough bis numberless oí'usinns and
AltreIl '.'ennyson the poet laureatc of
England, the author of "l In Memoriam "
iid the "Famous charge of the Six
liindrcd."

There still live miny ofthe poctsof tbe
pr'eent century and amongst them Ma-
thew Arnold, whose produtctions are
stanped with a glow of thought and a
depth of originality almost impossible
to understand or believe unless aroad.
And we muîst not f'oruget Ch:ales Diek-
ens. Atho iugl in aneLhci field lie won
his faine yet the little poem of the "I Jvy
Grecnî '" woild be enough to. rank hin
aiong the bards of England.

This age w'ill pass over and it is to be
hoped that in the next century wben
the land will be in poace and happiness
a new series of bards may spring up,
with iinds as power'ul as those of the
1th and 18th centuries. It is but just
that England shonul have three such
periods as well as other nations seem to
hiave baid.

Aniy persoin vho would desiro to study
the advancement and rise of the English
nation, anil to mark ber gîeat events,
could not (o botter than to bold in the
left band the works of th-, poets of each
age while in the right, hanul lie holds
the records ofthodeeds of gloryand the
works of the people. But you will ask
what is a bard ? and what is lie ta do
with the country? Denis Florence Me-
Cartliy likewise asks that question and
then answei-s it as follows:

But whoiù tiis w ith tresses flowing,
Fiasiing eyes and foreniead glowimg,
Froe whîose lips the thunder-iusic

Pealeth o'er the lstening bland."
'Tis the first and last of preacliers,
First and last of priestly teachers
First and last of those appoi nted
Iii the rankcs aof tie aiîointed ;

ia t ir seiigc like swordA to sever
Tyranny and FaIseood's bands

'Tis the Poet-suin and total,
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