
7 The Presby Lerian Col lege J Oirnal

Ycainiing, lîatuntiîg, ilody tlue lyric of thc fonuffl book is un-
surpassnble. And nearly every page is redolent of Uic magie
of niatuîre.

fIrsone one0 vOl(i euhl ouft the fille Passages of thlese first
l)OCUi's of Keats and ]lave Llheli brlîid in a separate Volume
lie would do a great serv.ice to their authior and to Uic king-
dom11 of poetr.y.

'lwo years later tlîan Eiidyiiiion the volume aperdtliat
lias givon lKeats his rank anong Eiîglisli men of lettcrs. The
poef; luow lias blis sensations unlder control. Ris is the liue. of
tlioughùis rather tîman sensations. Iorinerly lie sang: "9A
thing of beauty is a joy forever-." Now lie sillîgs: IlBealuty is
truth." le is subinissively l'oved doîvit under a beautiful
restraint. Formierly lie could saY, : Il l-eard iiuelodies are
swNeet :" niow: Il But tîose unlicard are sweeter ; tiierefore
ye soft pipes play on ; not Io the sensual ea.? ; but more en-

Spipe to t1ic spiiit ditties of wioto .
Hie lîad clîaviged lus conception or poetry since lus Endy-

niiion dttys. Thicn lie thoughit that it shiould surprise by a,
fille excess.

NoN lie lias learned to pare aveay all exccss and to revel
ini tic bauîty of siînplicity mid sugýgestion rather tlîau in tlîat
of the o-er.-w'rougclit and. descriptive. And lie is the poet
now, not of clovimîg swveetness but of exquisite relisli and wit-
chiery. H1e lias beeni bol-i agrain, borti into a, lîigler world
of the intellect, hoe holds fellowsliîp niow wit' andl mnakes us
retilize the iiglitv abstract idea of beauty. As lie says of
the actor Kean, so lie imiself semus to hiave Ilrobbed the Hýyb!&
becs anîd l.eft f;hemn lioieyless." ilyperioui nioves in an adjios-
phiere of eleniental. grandeur, but Keats wvas not quite ready
yet for sucli a noble undertaking. It is tiierefore xîot, as
szatîstyînllYI perfect ais lus Short pieces of this period. In
timese Keats lias us wlholly at bis wvilI. The Eve of St. Agnies
is tn absolute self -abandonmient and sinking into nature. In
if; Mie two qualities of Keats' inatur-e w'ork are supreine-
gusto and glaimoir. It is practically do.void of incident and
liuian intercst. These are only the baýclzground to the nature
touchies whichi constitute ttic soul of the pociii. We in tlîis
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