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can imagine people unreasonable enough to suppose that
Principal Grant may have as true a sense of the appro-
priate as 'Undergraduate' himself.

Wc are informed that the IlMarmion" cofltroversy
originated with the leaders of the Roman Catholic
Church; and the wsriter wonld have us believe this a suf-
ficient reason for at least considering the discussion
wortby of attention. 1 have high reverence for dignitarias
in both chnrch and state, yet I could naine things which
owed their existence to church leaders, and yet were of
such a nature, that 1 think even ,Undergraduate' would
scarcely da'a to, say that they wae even worthy of being
discus3ed.

The -îue3io-i is n)t whather the poem 'raflects on the
purity of certain orders,' but whether it oversteps the
bounds of truth. 'Cari the immature mind of youth corne
in contact with a picture of immorality of any form,
poetic or otherwise, without taint ? is a question which
has been answered in widely différent ways by the guar-
dians of public morals," remarks our friend. It matters
little how the question bas been answered. Our daily
papers are filied with pictures of vice a hundred tirnas
more revolting than any found in -"Marmion." Imagine
a parent with pious solicitude taking from the hands of
his young son a copy of IlMarmion," and allowing him
to take up the Mail or Globe, and read of deeds, coin-
pared to which those hinted at by Scott are mare trifles!
If aIl literature which contains pictures of crime must ba
prohibited, we must do away with ail newspapers, most
periodicals, sermons, the Bible, &c., &c,

GRADUATE.

9oNTRIBuTED.-

Y OU asked me somte time ago, dear JOUJRNAtL, to write
for you an article on Emerson. 1 had a, friend in

Ottawa, not now, however, residing there, who was pas-
sionately fond oif this philosopher, and after sundry con-
versations, by which it was sliscovered that wa had some
tastes in common,-each of us, mira bile dictu, having read
and liked Tennyson's "Princess, "-he would not be satis-
fled with anything short of rnaking me also, passionately
fond of hirn, In compliance. then. with his request I
took home the volume. I have still a vivid recollection
of how, for my friend's saka, I worried ovar the sentences
of this '0 2ŽxOl-UkJO4, and how, finally, I was giv en over
to despair. But I need flot anlarge. From that time
until just a week or two ago Emerson and I walked apart.
Even yet bis writings would have been for me among the
books to be read, had not your reqnest brought the mat-
ter to a crisis. I still smile at the racollection of our
worthy librarian hunting for the volumes high and low,--
how also, my gown was for once useful in rernoving from
them the dust of years. I was pleasantly conscious, as I
wielded my paper-cutter, of treading a path unknown ta
the student-lifeeof Qneen's. But there my enjoyment
ended. 1 devoured witb set purpose "The Conduct of
Life," ',Representative Men," and the i' Poems." I
dipped ino same other volume, but, I fear, have accorn-
phished little. However, I have already waded so far
across the stream, that it will be as easy to gain the oppo-
site bank, as to retrace my steps. One remark more.

There was an article in your last issue, entitled " Mr.
Spencer," which might as weli have been written in
hieroglyphic as in smaîl pica. 1 feit myself in duty bound
to read it through. I feel in duty bound to read it
through again. I arn not n0w going to anticipate what
my feelings may be after the second perusal. But I yen-
ture to hope that no sncb arnount of nerve force as was,
or is yet to ha, expended by your correspondent on Mr.
Spencer, will be needed to comprebienfi Emerson.

Ralph Waldo Emerson was both poet and philosopher.
The tendency of his mind was, it rnay be said, mainly
philosophical. Consequently we are not amazed at lind-
ing words and phrases bard to be understood cropping up
now and again in bis stanzas, On the contrary I arn
always agraeably surprised when I master any verse with-
ont a second reading. But a poet is not to be judged by
bis ability or inability to swing the philosophic sledge-
bammer. Were sncb the case, we rnigbt be allowed to
wbispar, the poat's corner would ha unknown ta rnost
editors, A poet must stand or faîl according as bie is able
or unable to depict nature. Emerson bimsalf clearly
understood this. He also understood the full meaning of
the word "nature' -aninate and inanirnate, There have
been poets of nature as it is displayed in the world about
us-in the mounitains, trees and floods. There have been
poets of buman nature witb its sympathies, loves and
passions. Emerson, I think, cannot be ranked amongst
the former, in vain bave 1 looked far traces in hirn of a
real love of nature. Somne will tbink that bis life of
retirernent in wood and glade is a sufficient answer to the
above statemant, 1 arn of the opposite opinion. It was,
evidently, bis views, both athical and philosophical, which
caused him to saek solitude, Alone, then, bie was in self-
defence compelled to look for an embodirnent of bis
theories, Ha, thareupon, clotbed the tracs and flowers in
philosophic-even in spiritual garb. Thus it was man
acting on nature, not nature on the man. Witb bim
nature was onîy a means to an end. He bas plainly ex-
pressed himself on this subjact in bis "Each and Ail,"
and we May return to it wben we treat of Emnerson the
philosopher. Wordsworth, on the other band, could love
nature for itself, In reading some of bis minor poems we
cannoe fail to see that he moved in a sphere peculiarly
bis own, We rnay view nature in its external aspects.
Wordsworth xvas a very cbild of nature, and she often
reveals herself to ber devotae, If there is in us a faintest
trace of the po2tic mood, we mnst notice the exqnisiteness
of the littla poern beginning, "A wbirl biast frott bebind
the bih,"' or of these well known lines:

IFor oft wben on my couch I lie,
In vacant or. in pensive mood,
Tbey flash upon the inward eya
Wbich is the bliss of solitude,
And then my beart with pleasure filîs,
And dances with the daffodils;

This it would bave been impossible for Emersoni to bave
written, Ha also would bave cast a glance over the 'host
of daffodils' andi rernarked their 'dancing in the breeze,'
but after doing su would hava writtcn in poetry or prose
(in aither the substance would bave been stilIl the saine)
that as the wind blew in and ont amongst the flowers, the
curves thus made by their waving tops were curves of
beauty, and they corresponded witb the curves of the
universe and the planetary systern, and then again with
the curves of the saul of tbings. Sncb an idea bas in it
not only no poetry, but, with ail due deference ta Emer-
son and ta Swedenborg the Mystic, from whom Emerson
wonld have received the thought, aven no sensa. Words-
worth is flot the only poet who bas seen the simple beauty
of nature, but I think bis was the clearest vision. What
other poet bas ever said that

"'Tis my faith that every flower,
Enjoys the air it breathes,"


