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nevr rise above self-seeking and party
spirit, palitical and religions, into the nation
wbicb we hope Canada is predestined ta
became. With aur racial differences and
warring factions we can nover ho fused inta
one people withaut the love a/ country wbicb
it is anc of the higbaest officts of poetry
ta faster. And the truc poet will cansider
it no mean privilege ta beip ta make the
sangs which mast truly mould a natian's
life by sinking deepest inta the beart as na
ont ward fcrceecan ever da. Thase wbo ake
the sangs af a nation must in time influence
its laws.

AUNES ME. i\IACIAR (FIDEIS).

Some persans there are wha are per-
pettralîy dclnidingi themselvcs with the idea
that there is samcthing magie about the
literature o? a country ; that it is a rnyster-
iaus tbing and dependent upan some wan-
derful agoncies and impulses whicb cannat;
be sci n ar defined. In my view this is
quite a delusion. The literature of the
country is the thought and essential ont-
growtb of the national life. rLe literature
of a country b'comes great and beroic wben
the people a? the country become great and
heroic. The need o? Canadian iterature,
as, indecd, the need of Canadian palitics, is
comprised in anc word-men. A whole
nation is vivified and uplifted by the in-
fluenceoaf anc groat mind, one whicb is
broad and elevated, wbich bas the capaciLy
ta inspire and impel. Canada bas got
quite a list of very promising and clever
inen in the literary fild, especiall-/ in
poetry. Wbetber the great voice whicl, is
ta give the eue ta the Iiterary characteris-
tics o? the nation that is, or, at aIl events,
is ta be, it is too early ta pranounce an
opinion.

Halifax, N.S. f. W. Li)NGLtEY.

NATURE'S COMFORTING.

0 Seul, arise and> coic with meîi
God's iorid us very beatîtiftil to-day.
And thon, thîy dcadl are dcadt, thley will îlot

wabke,
Or biss thîce on tlîe lips, tlieugh tlieî for ayc
Dwcll Ihy fltoî dwell tili t hy face
flc> lest its ru'uîîîded glace
And thy wct cycs bhave grownt toc diraî t sec
The vol-y gh c sts t hia gri îi ami i i(Jcl at tliee.

Tlîîow 'dl tle crape about tbîy lîcir
Let tIie gIs'1 suffiit play uipon tîîy brow
The past is p;îst, thie f uîttre vague and far
Only the birds aimig anid th lîohwers bleom îiow.
Come and take back thine oldeu faitli
In Ged. Forg(et tîje wraitli
Which litnts tlîee bore -tlie lopes, lie

dreanîs, forsooth,
Tlîct cltingabouît tlîc gewmî of thy lest ycuth,
And died wvitliit. Ahi thley siere fair.
Aîîd yet, my Souil 1 kîiow coifîhd tîey arisc
Froi ticir long sleelp and coic to blîco,
Thine oycs wciilt greot thei with a sad suir

prlise
'fhat tbîcy w'cî- clîangcd - elîold
Tlîe face, the forîîî, of (>1(
And stilb tlîy llod is calin why lîleuri, witlî

t cars
TIhy quiet pulse ? Tlîe change is thiîe, îlot,

theirs.

The wild ulîre8t, tie oager pain
Of passion coulies ta tlîee ni> more. Aud se,
My Soul, we have growîî groater, thon and 1,
Ani wiser;--happierb I dlo liot h<now-
Perbaps -But, let thy dead amies ho
Arise, aîîd caine with meo,
Where we eau watch the length'îîing shachws

glide
Over the fields and up tlie mountaiîi aide

*Until the cmerald faliago shows
Like human life, haîf aunshine and bal? gloom.
Aha ! Thou iiâlest, is Jebovah's warld
Botter than that dark, sorrow-cur[ained roani

XVhere thion hast divelt so lcîig 11,)w fair
That black and scarlet buttertly looks, dear
And how the noisy crickets, as we pass,
Shout tîjeir shrill love-caîl froc, the bendicg,

grass
Socthced by tlic seected wiiid tinto
11îlf dreains, ste start to liar tbîe cîournful

plainit
That froin von Clini thc 'prisouied (lryad pour,
In wildwood la1ngýuage, beaUtiffol alîd qluaillt.
For syciipathy the very leas es
Sigh too. 'l The ciorniiig breeze
Swayincg the branches cries a passer î>y.
But sve, we understand, cîiy soul and 1.

AI] of lier tenîder story. flow
Loîg centuries ago, iii yoiider gîrovc,
Wlîeîî-love was kinig, froi far lscî
Apollo Camne acd wood and called lier love,
Long bofore Christ w-as hora Ere wue
Had'leariied to bend the kccee
t nto onc Ccd tht îîkiov ii o, to whîoîii
The lc <>1(Athoîiaîs î)rayed, hiofote they ktiewý
Ris Codhoîiî. Sec !ftic skies are oee
Vast sea of pearl ;thro' tiîiy rift-i we trace
The hîlue aiyîd cis a ltihy ilc
Tliîoîgi haîf-closcî l ihs icto its iiothîet's face.
While tliat great ilragioli tly, Whcse'( w iigs
GC laîî iii tChe sunighit, brings
Sweet pruomises to ius -it craâvled ccce tilili-
A loatlisoîic flicg, arnid tlc iver's shîiîîe.

And we arc growiîig glad agal c
Net witlî tlc siiles cf .J ilîe, tlîe r'ose is inet
)clly for youtliful hiearts. \Ve ciloose iîisteaîl

T[he purple pansy anîd whîite mriaguerite;
Feelîîîg tliet Ccd lias grcsvi cmore dloir
'Po> ils, ]la; (tawii more1 ii al,
Thlal w îîîse madeo ut idols oui t cf Claîy
Anîd kuiee y tIi cii to wcrsbl , îlot t o îîray.

VI1VIEN.

THE POETRY 0F WILLIAM WATSON.

A little aver a year ago the literary
world was startled by the rumaur that WVil-
liam Watson, a poet who was till that timie
almost nnknawn, was likely ta have bestowed
on bini the laurel that bad so lately graced
the brows a? Tennyson. Had the rumaur
been realized the laureate o? the prosent
baur would certainly have been immeasur-
ably inferior ta the great master ; and nane
would have been more ready to admit this
than Mr. Watson himeîf. But if we glance
aur oye aver the Swinburneî, the Dobsons,
the Langs, the Morrises of to-day, and thon
examine Mr. Wason's works we will ho
compelled ta admit that the humble yonng
singer bas in bis paetry certain enduring
quabities that are not met ta the samue ex.
tont in the work a? mast of bis contempar-
aries. And wbile hoe lacks the fine finish,
the flawless and sustained art o? many o?
the modemns, bis poems have perhaps mare
earnestness o? purpase [han is ta ho fonnd
in any ather English poot that is attracting
attentian at present.

The wards "lhumble yaung singer " bave
been used advisedly, for if we examine bis
wark we find [bat a great deal o? bis genius
lies in this very quality a? humility, and in
bis revomi nce far the kings a? Englisb sang,
?rom Chaucer ta Tennyson. Hc is a Wards-
wartbian, and bis poem IlWardswortb's
Grave " is a nable tribute ta a poot who
bas perbaps been oftener sung and
praised by bis enthusiastie disciples than
any other a? aur paets save Shakespeare. Lt
was on [bis pcem, tao, that Mm. Watsan's
fame rested until the deatb o? bis friond
Tennysan called ?arth the IlLachrymae Mus-
arum "> that made bim knawn ta ovomy laver
o? the Laureate's womk. Lt is, pembaps, flot
a mark o? the strongest genius ta devate its
beBt energies ta lauding other mon; but in
an age wben reverence for past things and
sentiment are either dead or kept under, it
is a grand tbing to flnd a young man worth-

ily thankful ta the men who bave helped III"'
to see and ta sing. It is scrnething, tOtt
be able ta praise well two sucb paets, the 0116

simplicity personified, the other the firot
artist of aur English speech ; the one iiO
breathing life Z5and Nature,' the 0ther
writing with bis feelings ever kept unde6
subjection ta bis art.

Nor are these the only two poots that lie
has praised. Ho shows the icritical foc"' 1
ta a very great degree ; but this is not tO b
wondered at in an age when aur poets ore
our critics, and when thoro is na paet b
has brawsed in the meadows of sang but ho§
taken an excursion inta the fields of onlt'
cism. But bis criticismn is flot of the Pro~
fessional critic kind. Lt is intuitive ;, 1 b
criticism as we find in Shelley's " A WOflder
of this earth, like one af ShakespeeBes

wen" Hie is able ta gyive us in one tDe
standing phrase, in ane sym1 iatbetic W0'
more insight than can be g"arnered fo
whole volumes af "lStudies in LiteratUre'

In Shelley, Il the cloud-begottelili
secs Ildazzling glow,> Il thunderous baze
or Il flush of rose on peaks divine 'h 0 i gg

the weaknoss, but hie sees likewise " tbe

glorious yearning " that mikes Shelley Ifl30
admirable than millions who rant the raco0

life successfully, and apparently grasPed tb0
prize at the end. lic ses, toa, Y0".' eeidgAS,"tempest anger, tempest mirtb; C, l

wizard twilight ;" Gray's Ilfrugal note 'Goldsmitb's Ilcadence soft as sme an'
Milton's Il keen translunar inUlie)
Shakcspeare's "1cloudless, boundIh1blo
view." lis judgment, tao, of Longfell«
that bie was no puissant singer, ç
lNo singer vast cf voice :yet ccc cs'W
lis native air tho sweeter for ]lis sol)g, Of
is a juâgînent in wbicb every stutl
verse muet acquiesce. 0f course t ho critio
will say that there is notbing t to
original in these criticisins. Lt is ttu

those points of ie are held by 0 d i",'s
minds, but tbey are bore present0 'dis-
maniner that shaws tbem ta bave beellti
covered by sudden intuitive flashes Of Poe
light, and net by the graping method Of ll
professional critie. oo

If Watsan is a true critic o? p00 et y
that from tbe very fact that hoe is bi nself a
truc poet, a strong singer, and 9tro
through bis very pawer o? selflcr'icI5
Jn bis "lPrelude " ho points Out that e
inspiration is fit fuI, not steady and 8 bt 1
that the Il Muse capriciausly "toueso ber
ta sang, and then Il'baves bim to la i51
fligbt." Sa, if we would find hil' an.
best, we must study him in bis yroS e
odes, or dwell on the passages o? bis cl',
poeuls where bie is possessed by th" lyrI0 of
Muse, lis music, while an echO 11eo«
Wordsworth, now o? Tennyson,~ '0lo i
Keats, and again of Shelley, ilt t'l Coo
strikingly bis own. After four or, bav r to
turies o? rhymaing an Autumn it 18ho ot
say anytbing new on that subjcù~ or r' I
what one h~aï ta say in a new malnlO' big
yet the tbought and workmiasbIP W'ordo'

Antumn " are original and fine. th.
wartb's Grave," too, wbibe written oI, f

otralflaId fashianed iambic pentameter qu to
Gray's elegy, bas a simple grandeur eCt
the theme, and a sweep, case, and Pla eîdee
not ta be faund in the work of ,h
poet. In IlLaebrymae Musarunm fid
ta a stilb bigher plane. Herew' ot
master musician sitting at the introf0
at bis tauch it sonds forth a deeP X1O the
maurning, and as bie plays, the WIgbaVOier

singer, the sorrow o? the nation, th' 0 ntIO
able feeling that tbe loss is irrerarabl%'yS
the one who has been taken Wos the grwo
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