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For the Calliopean.
Tho Btady of Pootry.

Tue present age is distinguished by the eminently ¢ practical”

character of its business and studies. In this respect, it claims,

J~ and deserves superiority over other times ; notwithstanding that
tho spirit of modern enterprise is open to the charge of havin

a grovelling tenden.y. Indeed this is too obvious to bo denied.

It is evinced in the utilitarian standard to which every employ-

ment and action is referred, and the depreciation of pursuits of

an opposite kind.

Chiefly, with & view to human wants and gratificetion, Induc-
tive Philosophy continues to trace the limits beyond which sci.
entific 1nvestigation may not advance. Things visible and com.
prehensible engage attention, whilst unseen and graspless influ-.
ences are comparatively rejected as equally unsearchable and
unimportont-

This practical tendency might be expecled to produce a
very manifest effect upon the estimate of such sentiments as
Religion and Poetry, the sources of which cannot be traced nor
investigated ; but lie profoundly concenled in a region of mystery
far buyond the reach of human intelligence, and to be dimly per.
ceived only by the cye of foith or inspiration.

Tn our tirpes, Ethics are becoming substituted for onc of these,
and criticism for the other. Admiration for piety and genius
may not have abated apparently ; but the proper spirit to appre.
ciate them, no longer prevails. Custing a glance at the study
and nature of poetry, we esteem it a consideration of great im-
portance, thai we trace, at Jeast, an analogy between its subject
and Religion, and consequently between the emotions they excite.

1t is true that all are not poets, who assert the claim to bo so
called. Without attempiing to decide what constitutes poetic
genius, it may be assumed that every individual of mankind pos.
sess some trace of this high endowment.

The soul is conscious of a mysterious communion with the
objects of external nature—its beauty and sublimity stir emo.
tions decp and unutterable—the associations of certain places
and scenes come home to our feclings with a strange intensity—
the conviction can scascely be resisted of the presence of a
spirit kindred to ours, and holding intercourse with it. It is the
spirit of poetry that produces these inexplicable impressions,
which the bard perceives and embodies, and which nourish and
sustain our tenderest affections and sublimest emotions. Pa.
triotism itself, belongs rather to the combinations of art and
pature, than to the mind—it is engendered by the poetry of
one's native land, that murmurs in its woods and waters, and
clings around its grave stones and altars, The poetry of every
land is peculiar ; for it is the spirit of its scenery and the genius
of its people. The bard, by a high intuition, has a far deeper
insight of the nature of things than ordinary men; he feels the
elements a purt of his being; he invokes the seeret influence,
whose all pervading presence mokes man and naturc kindred.

« No matter where or in what eye, his soul is the concentration of
what was in and around bim—the works of Homer and Virgil
arc truly their remains, These are all that is imparishable of
the heroism of their respective ages, and the sublimity of their
geoius, with the grandeur of scencry unutterably gloricus and

the splendor of skies forever effulgent.

It is probable that the holy seers of prophecy, wero endowed
with a high degrec of the same inspiration that has prompted
pocts of ull ages. "The sublime revelations of sacred writ afford
the grandest subjects, alike for faith and poetry. No doubt, if
the nobls suthor of Manfred had participated in that divine
principle, which “is the substance of things not seen,” and had
expericnced its glorious hopes, his strains would have cmulated
the holy psalmody of Scripture.

Wae incline to question the propriety of language often em.
ployed, when  the ereations of the poet's fancy” are spoken of,
gs if the poetry were made the mere elaboration of genius, liko
the baseless fabric of a vision;” instead of the voice of Nature
speaking through her interpreter, and the very sssenco of truth
itself. As well might it be said, that the man of science con-
stitutes the system which he perceives.  The poet has a far
higher office than the philosopher—for, looking through forms
and phenomona, he perceives and cmbodies the impressions of

tho univarse—the high pretogative of man alone, of mortal ¢rcus
tures, to perceive-—the still, small voice of God.

So grand is poetry, and such its effects, that it is especially
caleulated to correct the irreligious cupidity of a practical age.
But is it not gieatly neglected I  How many are thero, preparcd
to dispute the palm for elegant nccomplishments, to whom the #
pugos of Milton present no sublimity, and Nature is voiceless
and charinless ! How many are there, skilled in the wisdom
that ministers to sclfish and sensual desires—frivolous and dissi-
pated-——who have lost all appreciation, if they had even been
tought it, for even Scripture itsclf—the hallowed inspirations of
Sitva and Sion—to whom the paltry scenes of thoughtless mirth
on carth, where folly and flattery attend upon vanity, have more
attractions than all that can be said or sung of the pleasures of
Paradiso ?

SinsoxN,
Toronto, Ociober, 1847,

s
-

For the Colliopean.,
Fost for tho Woary,

Yes! there is rest for the weary soul,
Worn with the toils of life ;

Rest, where no floads of anguish roll
O'cr bosoms, wreck’d in strife.

Rest,—~whero tho voice of the Syren's song,
Luring to vain pursuit,

Beguileth not an unwary throng,
‘W ho follow her flying feet.

Rest,—from the load of cank’ring care,
Bowing the spirit down;

And tho broath of affection meets not there
With a cold, o blighting frown.

Rest,—from that dark deceit and guile,
Betraying the fondest trust,

Which teucheth the brow to wear o smile,
‘Whle the spirit writhes in dust,

nd more,—3a rest from the war within,
From ambition’s goading hand,
From wounded pride,—from the guilt of sin,
A perfect rest,—in that better land. Ioa.

The Mother-a Guardian Angel.

Tag following touching remarks are frum an Italian work :—

“ A mother teaching her child to pray, is en object at once
the most sublime and tender that the imagination can conceive.
Elavated above earthly things, she seems like one of those guar.
dian angels, the companions of our earthly pilgrimage, through
whose ministration we are incited to good, and restrained from
evil.  The image of the mother becorves associated in his infant
mind with the invocation she taught him to his ¢ Father who is
in heaven.” When the seductions of the world assail bis youth.
ful mind, that well remembered prayer to his ¢ Father who is
in heaven,’ will strengthen him to resist evil.  When in riper
years he mingles with maskind, and encounters fraud under the
mask of honesty ; when he sces confiding gSodness betrayed,
generosity ridiculed as weakness, unbridled hatred, and the cold.
ness of interested friendship, he may, icdeed, be temgted to de-
spise his fellow.men ; but he will remember his ¢ Fathier whois

in heave' -

% Should he, on the contrary, abandon himself to the world,
and allow the sceds of self-love to spring up and flourish in his
heart, he will, notwithstanding, sometimes hear a warring voice
in the depths of his soul, severely tender as those maternal lips
which instructed him to pray to his ¢ Fether who is in heaven.’
But when 1he trials of life are over, and he may be extended on
the bed of death, with no other consolation than the peace of an
approving conscience, he will recall the seenes of his infancy,
the image of his mother, and with tranquil confidence will resiga

his soul to his ¢ Father who is in heaven.’ ¥
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