
OCT. 5th, 1894] THE WEEK. 1065

From the firet Mr. Aldrich has held the
'lotion that it is flot wall to pressent bis pub-
lic With large books. It bas beau bis cus-
toi, always, to puhlish bis poarne in smal,
but exquisitaîy priuted volumes. Thus we
bave the (Jlotb ofr Gold, Flower and Thorn,
XXXVI Lyrics and XII Sonnets, Friar
Jerome's -Beautif ni Book, etc., compact,
Pratty books, easy te hold in nue's baud,
auJl the contants ail gemns. There is no

ueed to tell the stery of thoe volumes in
chronological order. Net long ago, the
wbole sesries appeared lu ona book. But
kr. Aldrich's plan bas beau not to give bis
eaders ton mucb to read at ona time.

ly-Our poat's fame wili rest upon bis
lies auJ sonnets. Some of bis critice have

iancied that bis blauk verse ecboed too

'losel1Y the manner of Tannyson. Tbis,
however, is net se. But Aldrich is bap-

Pi6r always in writiug melody, and tbeugh
lthrough' bis longer descriptive poems

therie are beauties te admira, bis readers

7ill much prafer tbe shortar piaces. Hera

lOua which auy peet in the world weuld
have beau glad to daim. It ciutains only
Sight hunes, but is a masterpiece, auJ opens

ýa whole storabousa of tbought. Identity
11 wbat the peet calîs it:

Somna0wîero -iii t]esolatec wjnd-sweit SP ace -

In Twilight-laud-in -No-iia's-l'înid-
Two hurryiug Shapes met face te face.

And bacie oachi other stand.

Su1d wbo are you V'' cried oue, ii-ga;t)a
o Shuddering iii the gloamiug light.
]I kllîow uot,' said the second Shape,

1 ouly died liat nliglît 1''

Identity is a great poem, startling
iides, and fuît of a holJ aud strik-

iî19 pbilosopby. It crystallize3 itself

eonce on the mind, and compels thougbt.
0f ligbter texture is the graceful nocturne,
11ellaggio, clean-cut and raflned and sbowiug

Pe'factiy Mr. Aldricb's delicions combina-
tione, play of fancy aud word-hleuding.
Âcross thte Street is of the saine class. It

u6ed to hae said of bis love-poems that thay
lacked passion. They do not, te hae sure,
baloug te the fleshly scbool of Rossetti and
S winburne, and ahl of tbern may ha raad

W'itbout fear of taboo. But few of tbem

weill ha found dispassionata. Pelisbad thay

8are21indeed, Mr. Aldricb's work neyer

lOses its pelisb-but tbey are net cold or

UnsFympatbetic. Sensuons they never are.

Rlather they may ha described as elevating
auJl ennohling. Oua flnds ne c:)-respeudeut
in1 the loyers whe figure lu this New Englant]

POat's books. The types bie creates are net
flirts of aither sex.

faThe prof usenees ef celer and warmth ol

feling, wbicb abouud in Mr. Aldrich'k
Poetry, recaîl the luxuriance ef the orient

'l would have made a gond Persian. Hafi

ha given us uething hetter, if we may trus
hi" translaters, than 1-When the Sultai

ges te Ispabain," which is winuing anc

etreng ; aud Dressing t/te Bride, fragmen
tary as it is, paimîts a portrait wbich th,

lover of finished werk cannet f ail te appre
Ciate. Our readars will agrea witb us a

te its ramarkable beauty aud complete
neF38

ISo, after bath, flie slave girls h)rout
The broideredi rainiant for bier wear,'
The uîlisty izar frons Mosul,
The piastis antd opals for bier liair,
The slippers for lier supple feat,
(TWvo radiant crescent moons they woe,)
Aud lavendar, and spikenard sweet,
AndJ attars, nedd, and] richest niusk.
When îlîey bad Iiiiislied dressing lier,
(The eye of moru, the baart's desire)
Like oua pale star against the dusk,

A single diam-ond ou bier brow
Tremnbled witb its imiprisoned tire 1"

And bare is another axquisita fausy,
Eastern tee in its waalth of c3or

1' like flot latdy slippers,
Nor yet tlie sweot-pea blossoins.
Nor yet the flaky rosas,

Red, or white as snow
1 like tihe chaliced hules,
The heavy Eastern huais,
The gorgeons tiger-lilies,

That in ont gardon grow

For tbey are tlu and siender
Their msoutbs are dasbed with carmriie
Aud when thic windl sweeps hy themn,

On their eusorald stalks
Thiey baud so protiol anti graceful -

They are Circassian svomen,
TIse, favorites of the Sultan,

Adowii our gardan walks

Aud w heu the ramn is failing,
I sit beside the wtudow
And watch theiu glow aud gliSteu,

How they bon aud giow
t) for the burning liues,
The tender Eastern hies,
The gorgeouls tigaer-liiis,

That ils eut gardain grow

'[he saine quality ef censciantieus work-
manship is met witb in ail of Mr. Aldricb's
iyrics, and notahly in sucb poems as The
OId Castle, The Flight of the Goddess, On

an Intaglie Head, Bafere the Ramn, After
the Ramn, and Au Uutimely Tbougbt.

In Laigb Hunt's Book of the Sonnet,
semae words ef praisa are said of Mr. Aid-
ricb's powars as a sonnet writar. 11e bas

succ3eded in preducing a few of the reaily

good sonnets writteu duriug the prasent
age. Mauy hava attenmpted the Euglish

sonnet, and many have failad, Longfellow
succaeding hatter, perbaps, tban bis con-
temporaries. We may quota bera Pursuit
and Possession, whsicb is uaivarsally ack-

nowledged te ha eue of the ast specimens
of tbis claïs of poatry written in Amarica.

IWlsen h hbeld wbat pleasure is Pursuit,
'«bat life, what gionieus eageriness it is
Thmon mark boav feul Possession falis fromi tii is,
IIow fairer seems tlie blossoin titan the fruit-
I ain perplext, andi often strieaî muute
Womsderimg IwIsich attaiiued tile higher bliss,
The wing&d1 insect, or the chrysalis
Ift îlrast aside with tmmmelimtammt foot.

Spirit of verse, tlint stili elud'st my art,
Thou airy piamîtemu that tiost ever iaumît mme,

Oh naver, Ievet rest upon mny heart,
If when 1 bave thoe 1 slmall litrie want tlte
Stili thit;taway ini miooiliglt, rails amîd dew,
«111l-o'-tise wiSp, that I inay stili pursue

Almost as pferfect as tha aboya are

Three Fiewers, insuribed to Bayard Taylor,

aud At Stratford-upon-Aven, dedicated te

the peet's lifa long friand, Edwin Booth.
Mr. Aldrich bas net written many long

t peeme, tbeugh, j ndging f rom Friar Jerome's

Beautiful Book, Judith, Wyndham Towers

jand the draina, Mercedes, ha is quita capable
of acbieving high distinction in that de-

partment, and giviug us grander aud morE

snstaiued work tban hae bas yat essayed.

8 Friar Jerome's Beautiful Book, A.D). 1200

full of the flavor of the middle agas, ù
a most striking rbythmical performûance
lu bis youtb the Friar had committad t

veniai fault wbich preyed upon bis mnd,
Hie dnty was te feed the poor, bul
oue nigist bis sout revolted at the tasi

aud ha resolvad te add te the treasures o

the couvent eue of those illumiuatad booki

whicb bave survived the centuries. Hi

bad often tboulgbt ef

IItsose great tomes

With clamnps tIf goîd,-tha Couvent's hoast-

How tbey endured, white kings and roalms
Passcd into darkiiess and were lost
How they had steod from agle to lige,
Clad iu their yellow vellum-mail,
'Gainst which the Paynim's godless rage,
The Vandal's fire, could naught avaitl
Though heatheii sword-blows fell like hail,

Thouuh cities rau with Christian blood,
Imprish-ahltlircy had stood!
They dici flt soen like books to hiiîu,
But lleroes, Martyrs, Saints -limsl ves
The things they told of, not more books

Ranugedl grimly ou tlie oaken shelves."

It was a laudable ambition and the

Friar made up bis mind to devote the ris-

mainder of bis days to the great work,

which seemed ravealed to him as a mission,
which ha muet perforai. Then says the

poet iu this splendid passage:

"To those clini alcoves, far withdrawn,
H-e turned with maeasured stops and slow,
Trimmimig bis lantern as bie want;
And there, among thic shadows, lient
Aboya one pouderous folio,
With wlmese mniraculous text wore Moneft
Seraplue faces :Angels, cr0 wnedl
Wvith rings of xnelting anlethyst

Mute, patient iMartyrs, cruolly bouud
Tei hlaving fagots h Ïere and there,
Some bold, serene Evangolist,
Or Mary in hier sunny hai r;
Aud bore and there fromn out the words
A brilliaut tropic bird took 11igit
And througbi the ulargins rnany a vine
\Vent wanderiug -roses, red and white,
Tulip, wind-fl'ower, and coluinbine
Blossonied. To bis believing mind
These things were real, and the wind,
Blown throuigh thic mullioned window, took
Scout frorn theo huas in ftie booký

Tha Friar began his book and hqat long

and lovingly ovar tha langthaning page,
pausing scarceiy to tell bis b8ads, save wheu
the night had corne. And aven thon his

mind worked, for ha iay restless on the

straw, anxious and impatient for the morn.
ing's dawn. Hea excusad hirn,3alf, uow and

than, for forgattiug the poor at the couvent
door, by whisperiug to himsalf

I foed the seuls of mami
l-lenceforth, sud not their bodies

Il [et," says th(- peet :

Thoir sharp), piuchod features, uiow and thon,
Stole iii between hiimu and bis Book,
Anmd tilled himu with a vague regret

'[bus thougbht and toile i Friar Jerome,
now eagerly finishing a vignette, uow add-

ing a fragment to a tail-piace, anon paitng
soma graud figure in the Book. Ha was

fuît of the great work ha had in band, aud

tbough a blight had coma stealthily upon

th, ragion whare ha iivad, aud the corn

graw cankerad in its sheatit, and sicknass,
the Ilgrean-spottel terror called the Pest,"
was hurryiug to the grava the young brida,
tha infant aud the stroug man, the monk,
filled with the magnitude of bis task, and
unmindful of anytbing aise, stili porad ovar
the tome, whîcb graw more aud more
beautîful under bis gkilfal toucb

IAnd overmuore tlint dreadfuilipait
Of uîist hung stagnant ovar ail

By day, a sieèkly light broke through
The hoateci fog, ont towu and field
ty might, the inoion, iu augi(er, turuoed
Against thec earth its inottled shield."

Then we hava a picture of the friars
aud the monks, going about two aud two,
cbanting, shriving the sick and burying the

Edaad. 0f aIl the monks only Jerome re-

f mained behind, hidiug in bis dusty nook,
a resolved at ail hazard to complate tha last

atan pagas of bis Book, Tha stateiy figura

of St. John, bis master-piace, doue, the

work as a whole would ba finishad, and

then hae would go eut with his bretbren


