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roamed in the Acadlerie groves and drari.%- at the fountain-hiead
of poetry. Mrs. Browvni*ng's earliest proikictions of Ilote were
tran~slations, which althougli exhi biting rnany crudities, were
yet touched by the master hiand of genius. Shie was alwiLys
healtlifiil and at case, wlien lier classicismi blrG.somed ou the
.>pr*ays of lier own genius. She utilized Greek tradition, but lier
antique touches were lit up by modern thoughit and action.
Even when lier eyes were growing dirn and bier poetic force
abated, while she sang a înelyý of the pastoral god, ber "'sorîg
on the his forgrot to (lie and the lillies revived, and tCie dragon
fly came back to dreain on the river."

Rer -;tyle froni the begir. ning ivas strikingly original ; uneven
to an extrenie degree, equally remarkable at tirst for defeets and
beauties. As segrew older, the former graduailly lessened, and
the beauties grew more admirable. Rer verse was often rugged
and unflnishied, owing to the subordination of taste to feeling.
Always intense, racy, sportive, woi-shipful, sympathetic, and
tremulously sensitive to sorrow.

The effeet of Mrs. Browvning's secluded life was visible in her
diction, which ivas aequired froui books rather than from inter-
course ivith the living 'v aorld, and as she read ail bookzs, înany of
hel words were obsolete. Again as she explored French, Spanishi
and ïitalian cla,,ýics with as inucli zest as those of hier ow'n
tongue, lier words were often fantastical. Rler taste neyer
seemed quite developed, but through life wvas inferior to lier
feeling. So noble however w'as this quality of feeling, that
critics attended to, her peotry, and attempteci to correct its faults
of style. Rer obsolete words were often introduced unnaturally,
sometimes producing a girotesque effect instead of an attractive
quaintness.

An occasional discord bias its use and charm, but harshness
wvas the mule rather than the exception. In many of bier poerns
amid a chiaotic mass shine forth wvonderfuIly finle passages. So
dazziing are these lustres thlat it lias been said that their nurn-
ber and proximity render ber book one flame.

Rer imagination knew no bounds bait soared away to the
intinite. Rer conception of the sublime was striking and vivid.
It would be absurd to regret that certain characteristies of lier
poetry Nvithhold it from the many and confine it to the few. It
clid not belong to the genis of Mrs. Browning to enter the doors
of the humble and unedueated. To lier- belonged the pmwer of
stjirring- the utmost, fountain of laugbiter and tears, of bringing
music from the rougli inetal of every day life; of kiiudling those
lights in huinan eyes, which glance froin seholar to rustic, from
peasant to king with the smile of reconcilement and relationship.
Yet the words oi' this wonian, boumning in tendemnzess, do not

reac th strg7 pulsing heart of coxmnc'ï huinanity! And.


