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ATHENAEUM.

ul to mst pa,rt;xcu]m portxons ot “Paradise

Lost” into Lyric measure, as Dryden, but the:

attempt completely and signally failed. The
idiomatic power of the English Language is
portrayed in its highest perfection, and every
ancient and modern langunage has contributed
something of grace, of energy, or of music.
Again, Miltor: has been most suceessful in the
introduction of supernatural agencies into his
poetry, giving them a being picturesque,
mysterious and sublime, Ile does mnot des-
cribe them minutely, but gives a vague and
general ontline, which is to be filled out by
ti e reader’s imagination. They have just
enough of human nature to be intel ligent to
human beings, and enough of the supernatur-
al to fill us with awe and wonder. Bvery-
thing that is beautiful in the physical and
moral world has its plaee here. Milton used
all that had gone before him, authos, legends,
Pagan history and mythology, and joined
them all into one hatmohnious whole in his
own poetry. B

We had intended to say something about
his minor poems, but spree does not  permit.
We close in the words of Dryden:  *‘Para-
dise Lost’ is uudoubtedl;v one of the greatest,
most noble and most sublime poems which
either this age or n'mon'has produced.”
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LEnd I/Im,on,

Low sank the gud of dav, and o'er the ver
dant hﬂ]s.
Long shadows crept, increasing as the day-
light died ;
And silence fell o'ar all, where the tinkling
tills .
Flowed ihrough the dells adown the moun-
tzin's side.
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Or the soft lowing of some wandering kine
Broke the sweet stlllness of the t\\'lho'ht
air,
While in the west, one long bright growing
line
Botokened that the sun’s last rays were
there.

‘Tired with the toilings of the long bright day,

Of a wide sproading beech, Endymion lay,
Lulled by the music that the night winds
made.

While all around, above him, and below
Reposed his flock upon the dark hill side,

Each like a bank of scattered April snow
Or lilies on 2 dark lake blowing wide.

Fair Cynthia sailing up the sea of space,’
Shedding sweet radiance o'er the slumber-
ing land,
Spies on the hill the sleeping vouth's bright
face;
Nteals soit]y doﬁ\'n to view him near at
hand.

Naught dreamed he then of love or ]ovors
lute, .
Deep were his slumbers as a timid child’s ;
His youthful form she viewed wonderingly
mute \
To find such beauly in these mountain
wilds. i
And soon the secething torrent of her love
O'er comes control and quickly from her
slips, .
Soft stealing throufrh the loose-laced boug!
above, .
She plants her sk}ft caress wpon his lips.

So love comes ever stealing unawares,
To those who dieaming least expect his
dart ;
To idlers thinking not of wiles and s::.
Until each feels the arrow in his heart.
RouGE ET Norr.

Positivisne.

Not to know at Jazrge of things remute
From nse obseure and <nb(lc- but to know
That which before us lies in daily life,

Is the prime wisdom.—-Mil{on.

The interest in any re.igion centres around
its founder. Without Mahomet, we would
scarcely give a second thought to that gfca’c
system of r ligion whith bearshisname. But
this 1s not true of Positivism. Though some
Iknowledge of M. Auguste Comte, its founder,
might be desirable, yet it is not necessary in
order cither to understand or to embrace his

{Tpon u. soft green bank and ’neath the:doctrines. In fact; the fandamental elements
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of his helief are much older than himself,




