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mankind recorded in Scripture is not too solemn to be
used as a comparison with the life-teeming thought of
Shakespeare, and the pereonal close is saved from the
weaknese of mere eulogy by the application of the highest
phase of philosophy.

TO Si{AKSPEAaE.

The coul uf aman ie larger that the sky,
Deeper than ucean. or the ahysmal dark
Of th~e unfathomed centre. Like that Ark,
%Which la its sacred bold upiifted bigh,
O'er the drowned hbis, the human family,
And stock reserved of every living kind
Su, in the cunîpase of the ingle mind,
The seeds and lregnant forins in essence lie,
That make ail worldc. Great Puet, 'twas thy art
Tu know thyseif, and in thyseif to be
Whate'er love, hate, ambition, destiny,
Or the irîn, fatal pur xse of the heart,
Oaa make uf Man. 'et thon wert stili the came
Serene of thought, unhnrt by thy uwn laine.

The above sonnet is very fine ; but the following is
stili superior and in the tmuly sublime flash of genius
Matthew Arnold reveals not a littie of the master's nature.
tt is the hest sonnet on Shakespeare yet written, and is

likely te retain its pre-eminent position.

Others abide our question. Thon art free.
We ask and ask-thon emilest and art stili,
Out-topping knowledge. For tbe loftiest bill
Who to#the stars uncrowns his majecty,
Pianting isteadfast footsteps la tbe sea,
Mmking the beaven of heavexus bis dwelling plaie,
S laresm but tbe cloudy border of hic base

atbe foihed searching of murtality
And thon, wbo did the stars and sunheains knuw,
Self-mcblool'd1, self-scann'd, seif-honourd, sef-secure,
Didst stand on earth unguiesB'(d at. Better su
Ail pains the imînrtal spirit mnuBt endure,
Ail weakness whicb impairs, ml griefs m-hich how.
Fiail tbeir cule vice in that victorions bmow.

The third sonnet (in order of excellence) ie the follow-
ing most artistic poem, by Frederick George Scott. Lt is
truly a noble sonnet ; the imagery is beautiful and suffi-
ient; it is at once simple and grand ; it appeals to ail,

and the touch of the poet is imprinted on every line. The
invisibility of the personal Shakespeare, that crux to al
humanity, and the universality of his creative genius are
alike embodied.

In its construction it does not helong to any so-called
proper sonnet-forin. As a matter of fact it is really a
short poemn of two seven-line verses, according to the
critics. t contains what inay ho caîl two hase rhymes,
according to the first,' fourth, and seventh line of eacli
septette, and in each verse there are two other rhymes in
the second and sixth, and third and fifth lines respectively.
But the critics cannot prevent or alter sonnets-they can
merely comment, and with snch a comment as to the con.
struction of hie sonnet, Mr. Scott's poem muet be acknow-
ledged remarkably fine and deserving a place in any
collection. Thie is nlot the only remarkable sonnet written
by this gentleman, whose poems, though not propped up
by cheap sticks of critical taffy, are built on such a eoliîl
basiA of thoughtfnl beauity as to speak for theinselveH.

SHIAKESPE 'iARILE.

Un'seen in the great minster doîne of timoe,
WVhose mafts are centuries, its spaaghed rouf
Thîe.auted univarse, unr master site,
And organ voices ike a far-nf ubine
Ruli thru' the amses of thuught. Thie sunlight flitq
lrom arch to archi, and, as hiesite ahouf,
Kings, ieroes, liriets, in coucourse va4t, sublime,
Glances of love ani cries froin battle-fleld,
Hie wizardl power breathes on the living air.
Warm faces leain anti pace, chilth. w<naa, mu,
lu the long multitude;bit he, concealed,
Our lard elnulem us, vainly each face we cciiu,
It is înt he; hie features aie nt there;
But, being Qis hid, is greatness ie reveahed.

Among the great living poets who have nlot written
maisy sonnets is Robert Browning; but he has given us
an expression of thought regarding Shakeepeare, which je
great but laboured and altogether lacking in the polished
requirements of this forin of verse. Mr. Browning is
miore at home in long than short poems. Hie requires
plenty of room wherein to spread hie thoughts, and cannot
easily be bounded in a nuteheil. Hie can chisel exquisiteiy
as amaîl work as may be necessary to filling in the details
of hie larger masses; but he is rarely able te cut an
intaglio. The following sonnet seemes too great an effort
to be a succees, and sonnet language should be clear as the
globe of dew to which the form has been likened. Carlyle
might have written this sonnet, which has somewhat the
air of an orchestra in full force, where there shouid only
be the strain of a violin. However, the fact of ite having
been written by Robert Browning wiil carry it into our
chapter, as the naine of this great poet will pot often
appear as a writer of sonnets.

Shakespeare! to such naine sounadng wbat succeads
Fitly as silence! Fater foîth the spel-
Act foIlows word, the speaker knows full well,
Nur tampers with ite înagic more than needs.
Two naines there are: T ha t which the Hebrew reads
Witb bis soul onhy : If fron lips it feul
Eicho, hack thnndered by earth, beaven and bell,
Wouid uwn, "~Thou dhiist create us!" Nought inupefls.
We vuice the other name, man's muet of migbit,
Awsomely, lovingly; let awe aand love
Mutely await their working, leave to sight
Ahi of the issue as-beluw--abuve--
8hakespeare's creation rises; one remove,
Tbough dread-tbis halite fruin tbat infinite.

The following sonnet speake for iteelf, and many Shake-
spearian readere will endorse the econful sentiments of
William McGill, which appeared some time ago in THE~
WEEK, ominouely entitled:

SHAKESPHARIÂN OHOULS.

Shakespeare, thy muse, ike Atlas, holde a beaven
Of iterature aboyaounr pîgaîy coule,

The science of its shiniag stars enroues
Full many a modern sage, tu whoin is given
Aoparasitic faine for having strivenToeac the sparkling spaces of thy mind.
Fear not, Great Bard, though infidele unkind
Tihe Maker frumn hic universe have driven
On their pour charte. Furgive sncb crack-brainei citp.
" These undevont astronomners are mnad,"1
And in the bitter curse which thon didst write,
Include thein not; althongh in trnth as bad
As body-enatchers is the imnpiuus wight
Who'delves to earth thy living mname from miglit.

Af ter the contemplation of the highest genius the mind is
apt to ]ose touch with ability of a lesser order. As a
natural scene je infinitely superior to the finest landscape
painted, so je geniue, which is the gif t of nature, out of
the ephere of that talent which resîmts in imitative acquire-
ment of art. Yet the painter is not to be despised because
hie production je bounded by the limitation of thought and

ýs materiai, and cannot affect us in the sainie degree as a sight
[H of the green fields and sky. This was the train of thought

that led Barry Cornwall to write on the fly leaf of a copy
of the 1632 folio Shakespeare, which he gave to John
Forster, the following sonnet:

Tu JOHIN FORSTER.

1 Iodunut know a man wlio hetter reade
Or weiglic the' great tbungbts of the Book I send,
Better titan he whom 1 have callefi my friand
For tweanty years aud npwards. He who feeds
Upo Shakespearian pactures neyer needs
The buimoher fond which springs froma plains beh.uw
Yet nay ie love the littIe flowers that bhowv,
Ani hlm excuse who for their beauty pleads.
Take then rny Shakespeare te soine cylvan n5uk
AndI pray thae, in the naine tf Days of Oid,
Goud.wihiad Fellowchip), mever huught or cull.
Give mue asrance thon wilt always look
Withm kintinese stili on Spirite of hurribler moulu1

Kept fiinob 'y resting oun thuat Wonthrous Book,
Whereiiu the Drearntof Life i l aimnrolled.

1856. BAahîv (CORNWALL.

The above is net strictly a sonnet, inasmuch as it has
*fifteen lines ; but, whether this was the esult of accident

or design, the fault is not without precedent. Shake-
* peare's 99th Sonnet, "lThe forward violet thus did 1

chide,"' je another specimen. Bryan Waller Proctor was
not an extensive sonnet writer ; but among the few hie
has left are oae or two wortb remembering. Rather as a
lyrical poet wiIl he bie admiired among the Victoian writers.
Rie nom de plume was part of an imperfect anagmani fmom
hie naine--" Barry Cornwall, poet."

Thomas Hood, whomn we can neyer cali 'Tom, excep t
when regardiag hum as a humoumiet, wrote a few excellent
sonnets. Tlhe following was inscribed in a volume of
Shakespeare, and the rich images employed are certainiy
very beautiful and natural. One cannot heip wishing that
Hood's genine (like that of Ingoldsby) had not been so
largely wasted on the trifling wit of life; for lie has
proved hiniself able to touch with a steady haîîd soase of i
the most beautiful and pathetic strings in the poetie lyre:

WRITTEN IN A VOLUME OF-' SHAKS'EAItF.

il<w hravehy Autiumîiu haints upuno the eky
''lihe gurgeons faîne of Summiuem- which i ledil
Hues of mlluwers that ia their asiles lie,Troplmied in that fair light whereoa they fol;
Tuhip and byacintlu ad sweet rose-rech,
Like exhalations f rom the leafy moul,
Look bers how hîtînîur glorifies the tlead,
Andl warmns their ecutchueone with a glanesa of gi.
Sticb le the memmr y tf poets nid,
Who on Parnasene hihI have blooraed eate,
1mw they are laitd uîuer their maniles coujl,

Andl turned tuu chuy, wluraof thuoy were create
But gouil Apohllo bath thei ail emrohed
And blaztued tua the very ciouds tf fat'.

Ilfood was a great lovcr of Shakespeare, and the following
sonnet addressed IlTo Fancy " je very richly wrought froni f
the spirit of that matches masterpiece, IlThe TIempet" i

Moct delicate Ariel! subisicive thiag,
WVon hy the minid's higb magl tu its iest-
InvisibJie embass'y or secret guest,
Weighing the light air oni a ligliter wiîg;
Whetiuer into thue midnigbt umoun, to briag
Illuminate visiouns ttu the eye of reet-
Or rich rmnces f roin the fi orid West
Or tii the ses, for my stic whispering;-
Stihl by tby chanmueaaailegiace to thé wihh,
The fruitfnl wishues prueper in tIhe brain,
As hy the iagering of faimy ekili -
Moonhiglut, and waters, aiid euft niusic,9 straim,
Odoursad blooms, ad ue Mranda's emihe,
Making tîuis duhi woril an enchaated isha.

The following is a good etudy of King Lear, written ini
the forai of a eoliloquy, isîso by Tom Hood :

A pulur nid king, witb strrow for-My crnwn,Tbroed upon straw, ath manthed with theet idi, h
leor pity, îay uwa tears have made ina blinîl
Th'at 1i night neyer se uuy childrem's fron
And, mmy ha, Madaess, like a friendl, as thuuwn Li
A folîled fillet uver my dark mind,w
Su that uakindly speech roay snund for kint-
Aihait I know nut. I am clildisb gruw-
And bave nut gold to purchase wit withah.
1 that bave once maintalal mant royal state-
A vemy bankrupt aow that may net cali
My child, my child-all beggar'd save ia tears,

Werein I daily weap an od man's fate,
Foolish-and blind-and ovarcoma with'yemrs. b

But the grand tragedy of Lear brought a sonnet froin ofKeats which je characterietic of that poet. t will be atnoticed that the last line containe twelve syllables, an endl-
ing of which Keats wae rather fond:

WRITTEN BEFORE mE-REAINO KINO LEAR. qu
O golden-tongxsad Romance witb serene lute!'
Faim plumèd Syrea!1 Queen ! if far away MI
Leava malodizing un this wiatry day, Ri
.. hut up thine oldan volume, and ha mate.
Adieu!1 for once again tihe fiamce dispute,
Betwixt Hall turment and impassionad cday lIo
Muet I huma tbrongh ; once more aeeay BThse itter eweet of this Shakasparia fruit.
Chief Pot ! and y e clonde of AlbionCo
Begetteme ufounr deep etemnal thame, col
Wben 1Iamntbmuugb the nid omk forest gune, e
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Let me flot wander in a barren dream,
But when I arn consumèd with the Fire,
Give me new Phoenix-wings to fly at my desire.

Poets of the United States-(for after recent utterances
front youing Canada, the whole literary continent of A-
erica can no longer be claimed by those living below the
line)-have written a few sonnets connected with Shake-
speare. The following is by Richard Watson Gilder, and
was, according to the titie, 'l Written on a fly leaf of
Shakespeares Sonnets." Although not directly associated
with our subject, we give it a place froin its having been
occaqioned by the love-sonnets of the great dramatist:

When shali true love be love witb'ont alioy
Shine free at iast from sinful circumstance'
When shall the canker of unheaveniy chance
Fat flot the bud of that most heavenly iuy?
When shall true love meet love flot as a'coy
Retreatiag light that ieads a deathful dance,
but as a flrm dixed fire that doth enhance
The beauty of aill eautv? Wiil the empluv%
0f poets ever be toc well to show
'['at rnightiest love with sharpest pain luth writhe
That uncierneath the fair. caressinq glove
Hides evermore the iron hand; and thougli
Love's flower alone is food, if we coufl prove
Its perfect bloom, our breath siays like a scytheý

Charles Edward Markham has recorded his feelings
"'After reading Shakespeare" in the following sonnet
whicb is a very fanciful treatinent, and certainly not of
the highest order of sonnets.

Blythe Fancy hight1i builds; with airy hands,
or on the edges of tte darkness peers
B'reathless and frightened at the Voice she ia.
I inagination (Io the sky expands)
'[ravelq the blue arcli and Cimmerian 4andhc
1IlIiuiehess on earth, the pilgrinm of theephîerîe,
TIhe rush of light 1)efore the hurrying veare.
The Vuice that cries in uinfainiliar lan4c.qMen wveigh the muons that flood with eerie lighît
The.dusky vaies of Saturn-wood anti ctream-
Býut wno shahl follow on the awful sweep
Of Neptine thruugh the dixn and ureadfuhl dep?
<)nward he wanders in the unknuwî, aight,

21iv e are shadows muving in a dream.

Mr. George Martin, Of Montreal, has in his puLlished
collection of poems a very irregular poem, called a sonnet,
addressed " To G. L.at Stratford on Avon." In the niatter
of structure it is peculiar, and breaks ail rbyme.ending
traditions. The siinilarity of vowel-sounds in the rhymes
of the last six lines entirely Spoil the close. The last lint,
is, singular to say, in blank verse so far as the rest of the
poeîn is concerned. As a sonnet it is a failure ; but as an
expression of sentiment no fault can be found with it. It
was occasioned by the author having received a leaf froin
Shakespeare's garden. Whether it was froin the modern
gardo-n of the New Place, which was brougrht into existence
by Mr. HIalliwell's loving exertions, or froi the garden of
the Henley Street cottage, where Shakespeare is said to
have been born, cannot be determined, nor can we discover
whether the leaf was froin the famous mulherry tree (the
lineal descendant of Shakespeare's own mulberry, whichi
the Reverend and Irreverent Francis Gastrell cut down in
17~56 because people camne to sit in its shade-magni nominis
ltmbra). But the leaf may not have corne from. the New
Place at ail, or rather froin the new garden that occupies
the place of the old New Place, which the Reverend and
[Incharitable Mm. Gastrell aforesaid also pulled down be-
cause he did flot care to pay a poor tax on Shakespeare',-
old mesidence; aftem ail it may have been gathered by that
historical old lady who looked aftem Shakespeare's houiae
and sold as a souvenir a smaîl selection of flowers from, the
garden attached. in either case the leaf is valuable, as
having called up the following expre ssion of Mr. Martin's
feelings and opinion oni the question of Shakespeame's
immortality. It has also led us into a little Stratfo*d
ramble, for which the reader will probabîy excuse us:

The leaf yu plucked frui Siakeqpeares garden plot,
And scont me, my muest estimable friend,
The voyage of the Salt Sea injnred flot.'
Green as it grew n1 n its native spot.
It nestled mid the kindiy wurds you penneci
The poet's genius, free froin flaw or hiot,Ia - 'ch Melî>omene fuund naught to menu,
MY fancy with t,isleaflet love(l tu hhend;
But thuugh with care 1 guard it ail my daym,
in fret of thîne 'twill fade ansd fali away,
Like hope, once fresh, will crumibie to deoay.
Sot su unr Dramatise's perennial bays;
Not su the blooin and sunshine of hisý Plays,
Reiing in their immnrtaiity.

We end our selection of sonnets on Shakespeare with
,he convictions that the subject is scarcely one which is

suitable for the talent of the average qonnet.wi.iter, anîd
Lhat there is a small chance for any sonnet to be writtemi
w'hich will take its. place in the higb mank reached aiready
by the three specimens quoted froin Hartley (JIoleridge,
M'atthew Arnold, and Frederick George Scott.

SAREPTA.

Wa have ton many reformers who think to take soiety
by the bit and fetch it about by main force into the path
of r'ectitude, This is flot easy, especially if the end aimed
t be to keep it there.

THE Burina pal)ers anneunce that rubies of good
uality have heen found at Nansaka, in the Shan State of
Mainlong, a trîbutary State of the Theebaw Tsawbwa.
llining is carried on successfully at Nansaka by the Shans,
Rubies are also found in the Shan State of Momeit. The Ran-
ïoon G~azette states that rubies are known to exist in many
>calitiee in Upper Burina outaide the tract leased to the
Burina Rnby Mines Company. It urges that ail future
,ncessions of mining rights ehould be offered for public
umpetition, and says that a substantial 'increase of the
wenue may be anticipated.


