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There is happincss iii the tyric whcre hie (tescribes Ihimself leaning bis
fsbîng-rod against a trec, and dreanîîng over a book,

\'Ville curious fishies peep
Abo)ut biis nibbled bait.

You mlay call i hî sa(t wbicn lie compares the ruini of bis fair boî)es to the
ruin cause(l by a stiuer tenmpest among "tbc delicate raukéd golden coru."

At timies lu bis lyrics lie strikes (léeper than in any I bave yet spoken of.
J-e is flot always comparing bis tbougbits to tbe texture of a biyacinth petal, or
induiging metancboly among tbe tombs,

Ini tbc windy nîoon-encbauted night.

For, into the calinest mind, sorrow chtbced iii terror sometirncs cornes stalk-
inig. It is, iu trutb, wben face to face witi bier veiied, unexptaining, unex-

t)Iaiiie( figure tbat Mr. Biridges writes i)est. lie puts tben into his verse the
str'uîgest tbings iii bis nature andt the inost worthy of bis gatherings from ex-
perience of life. "( )i a i ead Cbt,'is ain example of the kiud of lyrie 1 re-
fer to.

Plerfect littie body, witbout fault or stain lu tbee,
\Vitb pis~e of strengtb and rnhuood fuit and fair!

Tbougb cold an(i stark and bare,
'l'le biooni and cbiarxu of life (totb awbiie remain on thee.
To nie, as 1 miove tbee 110w in tbe iast duty,
Dost thou witbi a turni or gesture anon respond;

Starttinig nîy fancy fond
Witbi a cbance attitude of the iîead, a freak of beauty.
So quiet! dotb tbe change content tbiee ?-Deatb wbitber batb he

taken tbee?
To a Xorid, (Io 1 tbink. tbat rigbits tbe disaster of this?

'lble visioni of wbicbi I miss,
Wbo weelp for the body, and wisb but to warm thee and awaken

tbee ?
AhH!ittte at best cali ail our bopes avait us
To lift tbis sorrow, or cbeer us, wbien iii the (lark,

Unwilling, atone we euîbark,
Aud tbe tbings we bave seen and bave knowu and bave heard

of, fait us?

This is sheer sorrow courageousty endured. By bis very quietuess of
contemplation-he is catrn enougb to note bow, by chauce, the head lies iu an

attitude of if e-be makes one feel bow unsearcbable is death. Yet, having
looked iuto its measuretessn-ess bie is liot afraid. Leaning on stoic courage,
and trustiug to wbat Christian tiopes hie bas, bie refuses to cry out aud lament.

Mr. Bridges is a musiciali as wetl as a poet; be has edited one or two
hymn-books, and writteu a book ou cboir-singiug. It is wetl kuown, too, that

be and bis family play ou tbe viol aud the lute as unceasingty as.did Herbert


