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on the stage. The morality displayed in
this drarna deserves our highest adiuir-
ation and praise and it should bring the
blush of sham* - W the cheek of many a
miodemn writer.

It is consoling to the Christian aind it
confirms his belief iii a Supremie l3eing
to beliold recorded in the hisory of
Pagan tinies t hose genial pcriods in
which nen of niaster intellect nîid great
mioral iritrepidity strove liard and long to
beiter the moral and rcligious condi[ion
of their fellows. Thle age (if Aristopîhanes
%vas oneC of those genial periods in Grec-
ian history. '1hough hie and Socrates
did flot agree, yet each of themi in his own
line rnay be regarded as the greats x
lbonent of Pagan rnorality. In philoý;ophy
none approached truth sr, nearly as did
Socrates. And what l'zig-in cari comipare
ivith Aristophanes iii rnoralitv ? In sone
respects these two gireat men resenible
each other. lioti ivere open, candid, and
strangers to fear. Both hiad a nice sense
of discrimination between right and îvrong,

thougyh in this respect as in many others,
Socrates far surpassed bis contemiporary.

WVc admire Aristophanes for his style.
He is a true poet and flot a petty rhynies-
ter. WXe praise and extol hirn for bis
inorality. He niakes no pretentions to
being a mioralist, yet every work of his is
a sublimie lesson of miorality. However,
wve cannot but censure hini for bis con-
(luct towards Sucrates. Not that we think
tliat the poet wvas base of heart, on the con-
rary wve believe a sense of duty impelled
hini to attack the grearest nioralist of Pag,,-an
tinmes. l'Iaint nie as I arn " said Oliver
Cromwell 'vhile sittting to young Lely.":
you leave out the scars and wrinkles I will
flot pay you a shilling."> Such we feel
certain would 1)e the sentiments of Aristo-
phanes wert hie stili living, therefore wve
offer hini no apology for our censure. He
was a genius, a great and good man. His
rnistake bids us bear in niid that pîerfec-
tion is flot to be found here below.

j. ILUR1>HV, '94.
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O what avails the stormn

%Vhen o'er my sense this Magian flower ënweaves

1-is charmi of slunwberous sumnnier, green and warnî,

And laps nie in his luxury of leaves!1

O where the frost that chills,

Whilst these rich bloomiis burn red above îny face,

Luring me out across the irised hilis

Where Autuinn broods o'er purple deeps of space!

CnARLls G. D. Rourwrs, in Divers Tones.
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