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PROF. GOLDWIN SJJIJTII'îS -BAY LEAVES.'*

LTwab on a Commiencenment Day, years ago, tbat the
present learned Chancellor of Toronito University pro-

sented a classical medal with the remark that, "lfor soume

good reason or other it is generaily regarded as the bigliest
distinction of the graduating year." The quick response
of bis audience proved that the remark was a happy one,
and that it bad touchod the academic lioart. But, af ter
ail, Mr. Blake, wlio is bimself a classical medallist, was only
handing down an old tradition of University life. In the
world of the coliegian, tbe microcosîn of caps and gowns,
and in the busy world boyond bis cloistered halls, classîcal
scbolarship bias always, rigitly or wrongly, hled a first
place. It bas long since won the meed of tino abuity and

bîgli culture, and it still keeps wliat it bas won. To the
Enghiali student who has worsbipped at the shrine of the

ancients, and drunk deep at the ilwells, pure and unde-
iled," of bis own mother tongue, the Greek and Latin
cassics can neyer fail to be attractive, andi at times most
inspiring. Tbcy are, and will romain, literary models and
patterns, despite ail the famous controversies in wbicli
their riglit to reign lias been challenged or denied.

Prof. Goldwin Smitb, who writes English as few men

in our day cati, and wbo bas given bis best to Canaia, lias
recently sbown this in the production of a charming littie
volume of translations front the Latin poets. This volume,
entitled "lBay ILeaves," which is a unique exhîbit of the
"lart presiervative " and most creditable to the press from

wbicii it issued, was printed for private circulation, but
private, in the unpretentious sense iniplied by its author,
it cannot arnd should not be. It well desierves the wîdest
public recognition and the warmer't praise. No criticism,
even diii we presumne to criticize, can do more than partial
jusitice te, the brilliant mernts of the little book, whîcb is
replete with classical iavour, chaste and elegant diction,
and dlicacy of touch in almost every hune. The writer is
withal very modest about bis work :"I If to print this
little collection," lie says,"1 even for private circulation, was

presumptuous, somte of my f riendo muet share thre lame.
.. Tire authcrs are not arrauged in any particular

order. Perbapa, if the truth were told, it wouid le that the

easisit are put fiast. It was withi profounti misgiving that

1 urdertook to render sucir art as that of Hlorace, and sucli

poetry as that of Lacnetius. The translations are f ree, and

it is hardiy possible that anything but a free translation eau
lie an equivaient for the poetry of the original. A literai
translation, as a rute, cari only be a fettar-dance. The
genienal thouglit, tbe toue, and choice expressions are ail

that a transiaton can usually hope to reproduce." This
nule, an to speak, wbich Mn. Smith bas gracefully fol-
lowed, is ine the wake of iliuatrious precedents, aud lias

received a very lîberal interlîretation. John Dryden-
44gioriouH John "-was a great transIstor of Roman poetry,

thougli not alike 8uccessful in ail that lie undertnok. His
roanuer of translation was equally remote fron verbal
ideity andi fromt mere imitation. Iu fact lie laym this

down as a sort of canon ini the requisite equipaient of a
translator. There arc traces amongat tho "lBay Leaves"

of Dnyden's best mariner, whil3, there are noue of bis wonst.
The uncertrin limite of a free translation are nowbere

more noticeable than irn the different renditiona whicim

lie and the Oxford scholar give of sorte of the Iloratiari

odes. Th'le versions of the starîzas in the twenty-niniti ode

of the tlîird book addressed to Maecenas, in whiclî occuris
thre weil-krcowrc paraphrase by Dryden of tiree hues resigno
qutae dedit, etc., nîay lie glanceti at in paasirrg.

We (1uote thea original text followed by the EiiîgIili hcf
the respective transmlators:

I"irtimia, sac c o iaeta iîegîît ii et
lý1 ,iiiiiî olrmtelii îiiiî,.e îtma

Tlraiîsmiiitat iniceiti' lii n resl,
Niic iili, iiiur ai ieîliiina.

I au in iaiimtinsr i cicelere i iiatit
I 'urnas, m-îîegiiî qine îa. Oeit, et ieà~

Viurii,i.jmv., 1itiiote iîijr'i'

Drydens version, which is a kind of Pindaric, is con-
sidered onie of bis finest :

I >,in~ir, lier lave, o011ss
Pri iid of lier ofice tii ie4trîiy.

Is .icloii leaeemi toi li;i,:

Stili vanr mis andl imuci stanlt tiii ,
Blit wtli aitinimcliaition lti i li ,
1'roimmites, legrade, iideliglitu iti strife,
Andi iiakeaiittery f life.
1 cai cnjiiylher wluesei'.-klîd
Buit wlien mhe diumies ii n heii. .
Andi sliake the w lugemind w ilii mi t tay,
1i1pui tîte îriititiite aw.iý
T['bu1]ittie or t1le iur elise ga i îi qietly resigneti
t 'iitent witli îiiverty i y iiý ulI 1ami,

Andî virtue, tiîiuglî iu rag.,, will kepl nie warm.

Thiene is no attenpt at tire Pirîdaric in Mr. Smnith's,
which isa imply a concise, felicitous exposition of the texi
iu an equal nutoben of lines :

Fortune exulting in lher cruel tradue,
Spirting withî hearts, iiukiig lbei vlctim'a ighs,

rnilles on lis al lu turn, a ickie aile,
Bestows on eacb ini turmulier fleetimig pize.

Whilesei lui nîe 'tic wel uit if bier wimg
She iesse, witlî ail lier ifts 1 ligltly part

T]weinaritic îof mcvvirtiiiîroundnime flicg,
And chîci' udiweredd bonour to miy leart.

Evoryone to bis taste in these things. Stili, it will
alwaya lie a marvel to many lovera of Hlorace, botlî in hiei
Latin aud Engliali dreas, wby Dryden's version of theai

stansas, aud especiaily of theso linos, shouhd li seo o!ton
quoted as a specimen translation. This it plainiy is not.
Thero is only the fraintest resemblance to the professed
original. The wliole ode seems rather to suggest to the

great master of Englisli verse a moral lyric, whicli is par-
liaps unsurpassed in force of thouglit, ricliness of diction,
aud liarmony of numbers, but whicli is stamped tlirough-

out with the imprint, not of Horace's genius, but of Dry-
den's. The versiotns of some of these Horatian odes by the
Oxford seliolar, who offers to lis frieuds bis bouquet of
verses so timorously and witli no pretensions to the statelier
rhythim of others, will find equal favour with tlieir's, if we
mistake not in the eyes of many readens. There is no
Ilfetter-dance " in any of tliem, but mudli grace and vigour;
certain peculiaities of the poet are bass magnifieti and

accentuated ; whle there is noue of the excessively liora-
tian quality whicli, lowever delectable to some tastes, ia not
alike palatable to ail.

For this andi mucli more of the samne sort of Il biame,"
which lias been justly laid on the Professo's friends,
the reading public will aome day lie tliankful. His

literany frieuds are legion, but the reaponsibility of his
Il Leaves " being tbus quietly scattered wililibe gladly
shared liy a wider and ever-widening constituency. The
selections, wbicli are, of course, on divers subjects and
in varied measuresi, are cbaracterized by excellent judg-
ment and exquisîte taste. There ia not one of thom
we3 would willingly part with. The poetic beauty of the
versificationi, whicb distinguishes them tlirorrgbout, is the

more marked considering the differeut characters of the
authors sud tlie different gif ta requireti in the pootical
tranalator. There is a simplicity, too, that uiglit not lie
expecteti, occasionaliy at least, in the places wbere it is
found-a simplicity that a child can feel (we kuow some
cidren who do), aud that is aiways more or bass attractive
to the reader of Engliali verse. A difficulty tliat one who bas
tnot studied the original text experience-and it is fait even
in a plain prose translation-is the constant allusion to per-
sons, places andi events celebrateti in Romian song and
atory. Il Roine," it bas been saitil was great in amis, in
goverument, in law. This combination was the talisman
of her august fortunes." lien poots abound in refenences
to ail th@ee, as well as to nanrea famous in the pubîlic,
domastic aud social life of bier people. A great deal of
thia is a seaieti book to one unversed in lier literature. Rie
misses the sulitle picasure, the briglit surprises that corne
to the student, who, liaviug long since put aside his Hiorace
or bis Ovid, takes it up again to finti in those allusions,
smiotbered up by thes carking canes of life, a hoat ot old-
timie mernorres. But there are stauzas anti suatches of
vorse-uîany of them in fact-in this bookiet that have
the simple classie thouglit sud sentiment, simpiy hbut noue
the esa poeically expreaaad, that auy one may enjoy. Take
tbe foi lowing rantioru quotations. The irst is on "Flic Truc
Busirness o<f Life " froni oua of Martial's epigramas:

O ciiuld botb thonm and in my friend,
Frin c are anti trouible freeti,

Oîr quiet tisys at pieseureseniîd
And taste of life indeeil.

We'd bld fareweii toi nariuie ile,
TIhe cati abodes of tate,

'The iaw, witb ail iteiji 8nal ,rawis,
'T'le trappîimmgs f tiie gicat;

WV.'d ieek the iboouk, the ibeeriil taik,
At imimiriuay iu the chade,

TIte bathî, the ridle, tiie pleicamîit waik
In the cool icolonnîmale.

Lead tii )iiir lutter ,ivem we se
Th'fe goilldenm biiimtai lleglit,

Stil ccîreîl againsti s a4 tlîey les.
Mi'enu h me.tii lîve ariglit.

'The, tribute liy Ciaudian to arr overarching Proviuence
ra a rcrîinder of the well-known Atidisionian Iryiiir-

The 'uiaciiim firmnament on bigh,
Witli ail the binie ethersal Hky,

AmnI spaisiel lîsaverîs, a ehiniug tramie,
Their greîct Original îriiii ;

(Ciaudîan's faith, it seenîs, hba ecn shakan by the suc-
ce8sful career of Rutinus, an infarnous c uurt favourite, sud
ha expresses hua doubta in these linos :

Ofttimîîes had iloulît uistraîgit ,cy inild,
Dii Ileaven looik ul'wn iiinLtuîu:mmlkindu,
or was the <hiding Poiwer a dreuccu,
And chance o'er imucus affairs uirmî
Whsmî 1 surveyeul great Nature's law,
Trhe irdereiltides sud seaHotumie caw,

l)sy foi1lowiug nuight, uiglt fîîIliîîviig day,
Ail stessil tii iwulaneriithiir'.s 5wiy,

hiss fiat ruleil the tarry choir,
WVhoiiriube ite gliiriiiiîesummiwitiî lire,
Bache the rmoot siemewitiî îîrrîîweîiliglit
Attî earth yield ail her fruits aighit;
P'ilsed the roîundî worii andi tauglit tiie wavs
Withiu iti bounding chire tii rave.
luit wiîen I turmîpi to ian s estate
AndI caw hîîw dark the wayc mof fate
Saw vice victîîriîîus, tuting higli,
Anti cufferitig wortb neglecteil lie,

t Diubt triuiupbsd andtiny faltb grsî%v cîl.
Sadiy I turiedto i those wbho bîld
'I'bt all i4e humof atome linîl,
Wlîiried through the void, witbîut a inid,
Andi that the gode, if gocis tIers le,
Are careless of humrmnity.

But the career o! the wicketi favounite comes to an
enti, sud the poet's faitli is restoneti:

But nuw my seul her faith regains,
Rufinus falis, Hleavenes justice reigus
The bai are rsiseil only to shouw

Heaven'8 justice lu their overthrow.

8 Veny different from thiq, but possesseti of the, pootic
e qualities wa have indicateti, are Fionie linos frn Ovid's

&.mores" on the Il Death of a Parrot." After telling how
the talking parrot brought from farthest Ind is dead,"

and bidding the birds Il the obsequies attend," hecontinues
this play on the cerernonies of a Roman f uneral with an
easy versification that closies in the I"Birds' Paradise":

In the blest real n beneath abhillis s een
A. dusky grove, ivitb grais for ever green
Th'ere-the belief to piety is dear-
Dwell sainted birds, while no iii fowl com'e near.
In white-plumed innocen1ce swane float around.
The inatebles 'boeîîix baunts the boly ground
The Peacock epreads bi s gloriee, ani the Dove,
IBlling ber inate, renevs lier eartlîly love.
There, our lost Parrot, welcomned ini the boiver,
Draws featlîered tries to marvel at blis power.
A. narrow toxnb tbe littie bones will biold
And two brief line, the story will unfold
"I pleased the fair. So much this stone clotb tell

What more? 1 talked and for a bird talked well."

Mr. Goldwin Smith bias done nmuch in many ways for
Canadian literature, and, we bave often thouglit, bias
received scatnt credit for it. Any one, wio lbas been se
fearless and formidable a journalist in a country where
party spirit runs se bigb, can scarce reap duoý credit while
bis powerful pen bas stili f ree play. Yet even journalism,
wliose toue ie lias admittedly improved and elevated, and
wbose amenities, botb in the local and metropolitan press,
lie bas inculcated sitb effect by always leadinz the way,
owes bim a debt that it can neyer wbolly discbarge There
are times and occasions, and this is one of tbem, wben
the Ilslangwliangers " as Washington Irxing irreverently
calis tbe party writers, can forget that Mr. Smith is in the
front line of journalism, and generously remiember bis many
valued services to Canadian letters. His versatile and
accomplislied pen bias, like Thackeray's, in the dialogue
with the album, Il written mnany a line and page." Yet
nothing lias cone fron k, during al the years of its mas-
ter's literary life, that is not well wortb reading and pre-
serving, botb froîn the sentiments expressed and tbe perfect
style of expression and treatinent, while inuch will bear
reading many times over. If ii be truc of bis prose, it
is equally truc, ini tbe judgument of many conipetent critics,
of his verse, fugitive th)ough tthis may liave been. He bas
always disclaimed any pretensions as a poet, tbougli better
entithed to wear the chaplet'and adoruý it tban many who
are thus bonoured ini thecIIgiorious guild uf singers." Be,
this as it may, bis Il Bay Leaves " wiil mnake every one wbo
reads it think more and better-however mucb and bighlv
lie ray bave tbought before-of tbe9 singers of ancient
Rome, and especially of tbe galaxy of wortbies whose
beautiful thouglits lie bas in those pages so beautifully
reproduced in Englisli verse for tlie benefit and deliglit
alike of every student and scho]ar.

But wlio, it may bue asked, are the worthies that look
out upon us f rom these pages with so winsome an Engliali
visage 1 Let tlie autbor tell us in bis own words. [n a
brief scholarly introduction, froni whieh wc bave already
quoted, and wbicli will heur quotirîg frvely, lie runs them
rapidly over and bits off each with a few graphic touches
tbat are in thcmselves an iridividual portraiture of "lthe
poet, the mirror of bis age." Il h is bardly necesHary," we
are to]d, "lto say anytbirig about naines so well known as
these. Familiar to ail wlio wou!d take up anything classi-
cal are Martial, tbe creator of the Epigram, the mirror of
the social babits of Imperial Romie, amidst whose beaps of
rubbisbi and ordure are some better things and somo pleas-
arit pictures of Roman character and life ; Lucan, tlirough
wbose early deatb, wbîch lef t bis work crude as well as
incomiplete, we bave perbapa uised a great political epic,
and who, in bis best passages, rivais the writer of 1'Absalomi
and Achitopliel' - tbe mîarvellous resurrection of Roman
poetry in Claudian ; Seneca, seeking under the Neronian

1 Reigu of Terror to make for himiself an asylum of stoicisîn
and suicide ; Catullus, witlh bis Byronian mixture of sensi-
bility and blackguardism ; Horace, wboîrm, for some occult
reason, one loves the btter tlie older one grows ; Proper.
tiuis, whose crabbed style and sad addiction to frigid mytho-
logy are sometimes relicved hy passages of wonderful

- tenderness and beauty - Ovid, whose marvellous faciity,
1 vivacity and -to use the word in its eigliteenth century

sense-wit, too of ten inisemployed, appear in al bis works,
and wlio, thougli, like Pope, lie had nro real feeling, shows
in the epistie of Dido to Aeneas tbat lie could, like the
writer of 'Eloise to Abelard,' get up a fine tempest of
literary passion ; Tibullus, famied in bis day like Slienstone
and Tickell, about their fair equivalent, and the offspring
of the sanie fashion of dallying with verse; and most
interesting of ail, Lucretius, tbe real didactic poet, wlio
used bis poitry as ' lioney on tlie rim 'of the cup out of
which a gencration distracted witb miad ambition and civil
war was to drink tlie medicinal draugbit of the Epicurean
pblosopby, and ho at once beguiled of its woes and set free
fron t te dark thraldorn of superstition. A translator
can only liope that lie bas not done great wrong to tbeir
sbades."

The translator in this case bas certainly not. fIe lias
cauglit the life and spirit of the old Romani as presented
by the authors at different periods and under varying
circumstances. By some sins of omission, liere and tbere,

lihc bas niade us respect and venerate wliere otlierwise we
miglit be sbocked or scandalized. Sins of commission bie
lias also to answer for, but, wlien tried by a just canon,
lielbas a good defence on the merits. Any liberty he lias
taken withi a lino or a stanza is freely admitted and freeiy
forgiven. In the last liue but two, for example, of the

ic ninth Huratian ode in tlie third book, the words levior
sa corlice,* if literally rendered, would be weak and ineffective.

* h3sv Leave8: Translations fruîmî the Latin Poets. Toîrontoî C.
Blarckett Rohinson.

-lu the two or three verses that foliow, the similitude is even rmore * Levio cuut ire, itsrally ligiter i t/mc oîk, ix.., lighter (ý mors fickle>
striking. inriiîut than curk le fmi weiglît, wliirb le tlîe lîea exprseed.
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