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in its highest degree, blended with sub-
lime ideas of the gods and al thing ne-
ble ; the "Jerusalem Delivered " of
Tasso is as replete in in cident and dis-
cription as those of Greece and Rome,
but adds chereto the idea of tie truc God
of the Christian ; but ini Mîlton's " Para-
dise Lost " and l egai ned " al these in
dividuai instances s'een to blend aven
as the perfections of Overy master in the
Chef-d'œeuvre f the Grecilan artist. Mil-
ton broughrt the poctry of' the ago to ils
highest point. le shone like a ghorious
sun in the midst of a system of splendid
pIlanets-J ohn Dryden, in his transki-
tions from the diticrent langunages and
in his orig!nd productions helped great-
]y in heightening the standard of' the
(Iay. And so did Samel Btlier, the
first and perhaps greatest satirie pet of*
lingla nd. His quaint hun moir in "l Hiufdi-
bras" contrasted strangely with hie sub-
lime expressions of Milton. Lord Bris-
tol, Richard Baxter and Joseph Addison
followed in the wake of the foeroing,
and Alexander Pope closcd the seven-
teenth century as Shakspere cpened
it. Like two magnificent monuments
at either end of the desert of a hundred
years-in the centre of which towered
aloft the mightiest pyramid in the litcr-
ary history cf the worid-JO FIN MIL-
TON.

Most naturally, since poetry got so
powerful an impetus, a number cf bards
sprang up la the course of the 18th
century. But it was only towards the
last decade thereof and the dawn of the
nineteenth century that the second great
epoch of English poetry is to be found.
During the eighteenth century, however,
the muses were net at rest. Reginald
Heber and Charles Lamb wrotc some
very exquisite poems, and poor Htenry
Kirk-White and that unfortunateyouth,
'whose days were few but br'illiantly sad,
Thomas Chatterton, gave England some
of ber choicest effusions. Then Blake,
and Collins-and above all William
Cowper sustained the eclat of the age.

-Cowper's Task is world-renowned ; and
who has not reud, and laughed over, and
enjoyed to bis heart's content the ride of
John GtUipin ? With Cowper we have
Sir John Browning, John Gay, Mark
Akenside and Thomas Bayley, and last
but net least Thomas Gray. It bas often
been eaid that his poem, the " Elegy in a

Country Chureh Yard,' is the most por
feet poema in the language-as to idea
and to execution. A t all even ts it is one
of the most beautifuil sd woild alone
bc enough to immortalize its author.

With Gray ends the eighteenth cen-
tury snd after iiimi, the clos OCf the 1Stl
and beginning oi the 1lth vo tind the
second great period of the triuinplh of
poetry in lngland. And it would not
be unworthy of remark that it was in
the days of peace that literatire miot
flourished in the British Isles. While
her ami les wor over-rnning the land
asd her fleOt sweeping the nations c1l'
the wave ber muses sought shohier in
the moîuntains and sceliuded places; but
wlcn for a moment peace was restored,
songs and poetry walkcOd forth through-
Out the counitry, chlianting the praises of
those who won happiness to the nation,
lamenti ng those who flèl for her glory,
teaching lessons of love antd devotion to
the people at large

It wvas i n silch a period that T homas
Rood came forth to fling his rich humor
upon the page and te bleid there vith
his heart-touching lines--suclh as Il The
Bridl;oe of Sighs " and "'The Song of the
Shir." Leig1 liunt, Crabbe and Can-
riing deveped and cnlarged upon souic
OF the.gl ng thouîghts of ood and ad-
ded thereto theie ownî splendid concep-
tiens. Robeit Souîthey anI Pecy Bysshe
Shelley striuck each a now chord in the
lyre. Shelley saw joys and sorrows; he
drani deop at the fanntains of human
pleasure and deeper still at the spring of
human sorrows. le perished at Naples,
ne doubt whilo enjoying in bis poetic
soul the ever famous beauties of that
lovely bay. Ebenczer' Elliott, thouîgh
net as famous as those just mentioned,
under the titie of The Corn Lace Rhymer,
made himself a name in the history of
the time.

But perhaps, the most famous, il-
though the yoingest and worst treated of
all bards was John Keats. Unfortunate
Keats ; he knew not bis own worth and
the wrld knew net howi awefully, how
terribly cruel it was, when it cut the
life-chord of that noble heart. His
" Endemyon " and Il Hypereon " are
enough to make of him the prince of
imaginative poets. But his " Eve of St.
Agnes " crowns all his works. n order
to understand Koatm, and to fathom all


