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were its exponents. Only towards the
latter part of bis life did his association
with Shelley and the growing feeling that
they were one at heart, in hatred of the
shams and formalities which, were then
being bound like grave-clothes round
the head of struggling Europe, tend to
produce anything like that sense of
brotherhood which migbt have done soinuch to rnellow and refine Byron's em-
bittered teînperament. The group of
poets we now approach, Byron, Shelley,
and Keats, produce on us the effect wemight expeet to feel if some grand trilogyby Sophocles were discovered, and ere
the papyrus could be unrolled, the spoil-
er's hand were to tear away and destroy
ail but the openmng stanzas of each
niasterpiece. 'AIl so great, ail so deeplyimbued with the love of Liberty, and
ail dying so young ! How their rninds
would have rnatured, and possibly re-
acted upon each other, and what a noble
fellowship they rnight have forxned inaorne historic Italian city, -this we may
picture to ourselves, but can nieyer know.
Conistitutional despotism, engineered byits Metterniichs, must have smniled griily
as the grave closed on them, one by one.

The recent reaction iii favour of By-ron 's poetry is manifested in Mr. Sy-
mond's introductory remarks, and ap-pear8 to rest upon a solîd basis. English
opinion yearly becoînes more cosmopoli-
tan, and a writer who bolds the bigh
position on the Continent wbich Byron
does cannot be niuch longer frowned
down by the now decadent spirit ofsecond-rate pharisaical morality which
hias so long tabooed his works. lncreased
remoteness from bis life ivill tend also
to bring about a juster criticisrn upon
his poems. Possibly Byron exaggerated
his sentiments and delighted to overlay
the shadows of his despair with the most
melancholy tints,-this elemnent of insin-
cerity will die ont as we forget the author
and apply ourselves more closely to his
productions.

To do the scantest justice to Shelley
and Keats in the short space stili left at
our disposal would be an impossibility.
Their naines must simplystand on record
as witnesses to the truth of the position
we took up at the commencement of this
notice :-the 'Ode to a Skylark' and
' Ode to a Grecian trn ' would aloine
suffice to redeeni the age from the charge
of having produced no poets. To men-tion for a nmoment a lower naine, there

is a curious coincidence noticeable be-
tween the poem of Leigh Hunt, given
at page 346, on the 'Grasshopper and
Cricket' and Keat's sonnet on the saine
subject, comrnencing,

'The poetry of eartb is neyer dead.'

Passing on to Landor, we find that a
greater poet than Southey bias lost mnuch
of the recognition that posterity un-
doubtedly owes birn frorn two faults not
often found in compauy. Like Southey,
bis long poerns, such as Gebir, are too
long, and at tbe saine time bis thoughts
are at times so involved as to be almnost
as inextricable as ordinary passages iii
Sordello.' But as Browning can be as

pure as spring water wben bie choses, so
could Lanidor be. A lovely example of
this, bis better, style is to be found at
page 479, in a short piece of blank verse
on Iphigenia and Agamemnon ; and
wben bie was once driven to be clear and
compressed as in bis epigrarns and epi-
tapbs (whether couched in Englisb or
Latin) Landor was simply unsurpassable.

Campbell, Moore, Hood,-Eb,-nezer
Elliot, the Corn Law Rhymner, Mrs.
Browning and Charles Kingsley,-all
must be passed over without a word of
comment, and yet they would have taken
no mean place among the poets our
grandsires deligbted to bonour. But we
cannot refrain from pointing out the
foreruinner of a new scbool of poetry in
Clough, the first poet of that vast tran-
sition mnovement whichi is hurrying the
world away from its old mooring-grounds
out into the dark ocean of boubt ini
search of some ' land which no nman
knows.'

The last glirnpse of those familiar ha-
verts, which can no longer hold our
draggiug anchors,-tbe faint lift of the
clouds on the sea of despair,-tbe first
distant glimmer of hope as we sec the
iiew shore shaping itself beneath cloud
and tempest and know that it is very
fair,-tbese will furnishi the poet of tbe
future with themes for immortal verse.

Clough bias sung the siren voices that
would fain ternpt us back frorn that peri-
bous voyage,-but tempt in vain.

Corne back, corne back ;-and whitber or for
what ?

To finger idly some old Gordian knot,
Unskilled to sunder, and too weak to cleave,And icitit much toil attai» to ha if -ilievc.

Corne back. Corne back
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