
l'le Love Sloryo Elizabeth Barreit Bi-owi?g. 1

utterly 1 liad ahdicated inyseif anid
thoughit it nob..wortlî wlîile to lait ont îuy
finger to touchi îy sliare of life. Eveiî
iîiy poetry, whicli suddenly grew an
interest, i'as a thing on the oultside of
mie, a ting to bu done, and thien doue
Whiat people Said of it dîd lnot toueli nie.
A tlioroîîglily iiiorbid anîd desolate sftte
it was, whichi 1 look hack xîow to witlî the
.sort of hiorror with ichel one %votil( loîok
to oiie's grraveclotiies, if unle liad beeii
clotlîed iln theli by inlistake duin a
tralice."

A voice said in a mastery while 1 strovc
GtIîss i10w' wlo hiolds thee?
I)ezthl," I said. But, there,

The si1l'er aîxsw~er range, Il Not l)eath, biit
Lýove."

IElizabeth Barrett wvas thirty-
seven. johin l{enyon hiad turncd
well into sixty, but lie carried his
years in a jaunty wvay. Thie phiv-
sicians allowved MAr. Kcnyon to
visit the Darkened Roomi whien-
.ever lie chose, for lie neyer stayed
so very long, neither wvas lie e%,er
the bearer of bad news.

Did the greatest poetess of the
age knowv one Browning-Robert
Brow'ning, a wvriter of verse ?
Why, no; shie liad neyer met iniii,
but of course slie knew of inii,
and liad read everytliing lie liad
,%vritten. H-e liad sent lier one of
lis books once. Shie liad referred
to it iii one of lier own. H-e
surely wvas a mian of 1)rilliant parts
-so strongy axîd far-seceing! Mr
Browning liad expressed a wvishi
to sec lier. Mr. Kenyon woul(l
fetclî liini-doctors or no doctors.

Now Robert Browvning was not
at ail of the typical poet type. In
stature lie wvas ratîxer sliort; luis
frame wvas compact axîd uîîuscular.
His features were inclined to bc
lîeavy; in repose bis face w'as duli,
anîd tlîere v%'as îîo fire in bis glance.
He wvore loose-fitting, plainî grey
clothies, a slouch liat, and tliick-
soled slîoes. At first look v'on
%voul(l have said lue wvas a xvell-
fed, well-to-do country' squire.
But did you conic to know hiinu
vou wvould se thiat beneatii t1lit
semiiîgly pbilegliatic outsxdc

thiere wvas a spirittual natutre so
sensitive and tender thiat it re-
spondedl to ail thie fluer tlîrills tlîat
play across the souils of mii.
Yet if ever tiiere wvas a nman îw'ho
chid not we'ar blis Iicart uipon lus
siceve, it Nvas Robert Browning.
H-e ivas dlean, wvluolesonule, uallY,
lucaltlîy inside and out.

''iue love of Robert B3rowning
and Elizabeth Barrett wvas a re-
seuuîblance of the Divine Passion.
Take off thuy shuoes, for the place
wliereon iliou standcst is lioly
1:,yrouiud ! Thiis man and wvoniaii
liad g otten well beyond the flrst
flush of yotithi; thiere wvas a join-
ing- of intellect and soul wvlicIu ap-
I)roachues the ideal. Tliey met,
looked iluto cadli otluer's eves, and
ecdi there rcad lus fate; 110 coy-
uîess, no affectation, no fencilig-
thiey loved. Eaclu at onuce felt a
liert-rest ini thue othier. E achi had
at last fouxid tlic otiier self.

Iluat exquisite series'of pocmns,
Sonniets froîîî the Portuguese,"y

-wuiclu are rather conifessionus
froni lier owîi lieart-thie pturest,
the tenderest confessions of love
ever written-ivere aIl told to liiîui
over and over bv tlîc look fronu
bier eves, tue pressure of bier biauds,
aîîd in gentle w'ords (or silenice)
that knew neithier sline nov cmi-
barrassient.

"1 If thl iluust love Ile, jet it he for niolglit
]!'x:ept for love*s sake only. )onîot say

1 love lier for- lier sî,îlc . .ler

look . . . Iicr wav
of speakiiig gently. for a trick of

That fails in weil witlî mnie, anid certes
lîrolifflit

A sCIIse of pleaalt c.ase 0o1 sieli a dayýý-
For tiiese tlius iii thenîiselves, beloved,

ni.
1Becî;gc or change for tlice,-zind( love,

so wrolit,
Mav lie liiwroulilt so. Ncitlicr love

Ie for
Thiîe owîi deair Pity's wip)iîîg niy chiecks

dry-
A creattriînizlit forget to eep wobore

Tliy coifort long, and lose thY love
tlierchv!

mit love nie for lovc's sake, tlîat, ever-
Mo<re
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