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the solemn recognition of the great inan,
that lie, Torquato Tasso, listening calmnly
to the chanting of the pious mionks %vlo
were grouped arournd himi, and without a
murtiur of rcgret or dissappointn-went
upon his lips, yielded up bis soul to God.
Yet to, the last his fondest hope liad been
checked, the drearn of bis lifé hiad been
unfulfilled-but lie who had chosen this
peaceful holy retreat
place had ceased to
pageants since hie had
silent cloisters-fromn
loveliest of the Seven
had taken a broad
and of its glories
thern without even

as bis last resting
care for worldly

meditated in those
the summiit of the
His of Rome, hie

view of the wvorld
and turned from,
a faint desire for

what during s0 mnany painful years had
kept his soul in sadness. lie died con-
tent here, comiforted by religion, content
flot to hear the acclamations of the Italian
populace in the capital. No, bis earthly
ears heard not tie '-Vivas" showverecl upon
the author of the Jer-usakém De/i'ey-d.
He died one day too soor for tbat. He
knew not of the funeral honors lie
received ; H-e did not see the laurel and
the cypress ningled together on bis coffin
but his tired, nielancholy eyes unclosed
upon a différent pageant from that
arranged in the Roman Capitol. The
crown he received upon the 25 th of April
was a truc laurel, a wreath oi victory for
he had "fouglit the figlit he lbad wvonte
race, he had kept the faith." It wvas fit
that this beloved convent of Sant Onofrio
should be sacred to, the rmemory of two
souls who there found their pleasantest
pastime, St. Phiiilp Neri's resort was a fit-
ting one for Tasso. There wvas a sweet
harmony linking the souls of the poet s0
full of faith and of the saint so fuît of
poetry. Here Tasso carne to learn how
vain is the love of glory, here he saw how

scad it is to be the victimn of that love of
the creature, here too Philip Neri found
beautiful confirmations of the wisdomn of
bis choice in losing aIl earthly love and
glory and allowing nothing to absorb
bis soul but the love of the Creator.
Three centuries have passed awvay since
Tasso's deth-the critios stili declare bis
poemn the grandest epic of modern timies
alhvays leaving aside the -Diziina Coin.
nmeyia. Even VToltaire, the flippant enemy
of everything that possesses a sacred
character or religious tone, wvas oîîe of the
miost enthusiastic admirers of the author
of the Jer-usaene. And he did not
lirsîtate to affirti- that Tasso was, in some
respects, superior to tbe literary giants of
antiquity, 1-omer and Virgil.

TIhe Italians themselves, wvho, are
certainiy the best judges of their Country-
nmen, are fond of institutirg comparisons
betiveen Tasso and Ariosto. In flheir
opinion Tasso wrote the better poemn-but
Ariosto %vas the better poet. The Or/ando
]P'trioso pales l)eside the Jerusiellm.
Ariosto is more admired by nmen, Tasso
by wonien. Ariosto can be enjoyed only
if read quickly, TPasso must be read slovly.

Tfhe critics ot other natiorialities con-
tent themiselves with sulent adrmition of
these two, great if flot equat-lly great poets
and leave the Italians to, formulate what-
ever doginas they will in rugard to, the
relative nierits of both. XVbhatever be the
final decision, the poet who sang of the
achievements of the noble Godfrey de
Bouillon, calling his poemn in the fwrst
place in hionot of the chivaîrous and
gallantr Duke of Lorraine the "Goffrdt
instead of the Ger-usaiemme will neyer be
undeserving of the place of honor as-
signed him among the few whose naines
are iml)erishable.
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Peace to Torquata's injured shade ! 'Twas bis
In life and death, to be the mark wvhere wvrong,
Aimed %vith ber poisoned arrows but to miss;
Oh), victor unsurpassed in modern song.


