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as somiething different from whiat
the agre hiad hithiertu produced. It
wvas evidcntlv a favourite withi
Spenser himself. To the end lie
desired to be known bv the nainie
of Colin Clout, as ane of biis later
poerns specially testifies.

It is flot quite easy ta give a
proper impression af suchi a woric
by bni extracts; but we wll ven-
ture a fewv couplets, and thev shial
be taken froin the " Oak and the
Briar,*" a poenîi whiich perhiaps
grives the best earh- intimation of
Spenser's power ai pictorial de-
scription and narration. The oak
w-as aged. It had becx ' a gaodly
aak," but naw b'lis barcd bough
w%7ere beaten ivitli sqtarms," and
" his branches sere." Dy his side
tLhere " greiw a braggn briar,"

emibellislicd with blossonis, fair7.
whichi thus addressed the oak:

XVIîy stai de hre, usahuî<lli., thîou brîtiihI

Xor for fruit ixor for elbadow stand.i tlîv
stock-

,%est liow fresli mi- flowers been sprad,
Dçed in 11h' white and criniséen -et!,
Withi Icaves engra inca in lusty gi-en,
Coleurs meet t ckrtbic ama.iden qucen.
The inuldiv iess whirch tlice acnelnvetii

ly cinnaion sinel toe much annoveth:
Wlîereforesecn, 1 redetbcbzccno-e
Lest thon the pri-c of mv dieplasu-e

prove.
So polie this bold ]3rerc îvitlî gi-at dlis-

dam.-
Little biin answetrt-c the- oakagain:
B3utvielded, u-ith sharne niîd grief adlan-tl
That i a n-ced lie 'nas overcra,.cd(.

«It clîamcedaufter lporn a day
The husbandman's seçlf to couic that wavi
0f custom te survit-w lis ground,
And lbis t-cs cf statc in compass round.
Him wlien tise spitciul llrere liai espieti,
Ne causeless coniplained, aud loudly cricd
Unto biis lord, stirring iip stera strife.-
O mny liege lord! the. gd1 of my life.
rit-scth you ponder your suîpplianVs

plaint
Caused of wvrong and cruel constraint,
WVlich I ycur pcoor vassa daily endure;

Andi, but. your goodnessl the same recuit,
Amn like for despernte dole te <lic.
Througli felonous force of mine eneauv.

<'rcatly agblast uvitlî this piteous piea,
Hmn restcd the gooflman on te Ica,
And Ilade the- Brere in bis plaint pi-occcd."

This lie did witb g-reat crafti-

niess, re nihding the hiusbandinan
'thlat lie hial been planted by bis
own hiand,
"To 1>e the primi-ose of ail tliy 1mnd
XVitlî fluwcrin-, blussoins to urî~ th -

AntI searlet bernies in summner-tinie?
How fails it tht-n that this faded uak,
WVhosebody issoc-re, wlîoscbr.iclîes broki,,
Who-e xîaked ai-ms stretch unto the- lire,
Unto sut-h tvrainiv doti1 aspire,
Hifidernig w%-1it lus shade mny lovely liglit
And robbing mue cif tht- swee't sun's sighît
So litat his 101l lcînglis iny tender side.
Vint oft tht- blood springethi früm wouîîcsý

wide;Untinicly my flowc%-rs froiccd, to faîl
Tha' bccn the honour of vour coronel:
Aud Yoit lie lets luis eanker-wunins lbglît
Upon ira braniches, tework me moirespît e;
And oft lus boni-v locks deti down cast.N't«lerciwitih ny freshi flowrcts bten del-abt.

«"For this and mnanv more such outrage,
Cravingr yenr goodlihecad te assuagc
TMie r-aîmeorous nigour of his iiigit,
1 ough"lt ask 1 but only te hold nw rigla:.
SUbxnitting une to ycur good sufferatue,
And pruyiuig to be guarded from gii-lt

Tuie paoo aid oakz did bis best to
miakec reply. but the angCr kindled
in the hiusbandnian could nat be
appeased: and, takzing Ibis hiarmful
liatcliet I in biis band, lie praceeded
ta cut dawn tlic. ak. It '%vas nat
quite easy: for
"The- axés cadge dlia oit turu again,
As halh unwvilling toecut the- grain.
Seniét, the sensehea.s iron dia féar.
Or te wrong- bor t-Id did forbear;
For it lind licen an anezent ti-c,
Sacred with nianv a mysteirv
And oitcîi erossed wvithi tht- Priestes' ci-cii,
And eftcn hallowedl vl hueir watcr due;
But sucbi faucies -- ci-en foelery,
And brouliten this oakz to this miteni-;
For noughit xnouglit tiit'y quitten juin

freont deca,
For fiercely tic goodman at lim did lay.
The- blet-k oit groanedl under bis blowr,
And siglied to -sec his near- overtlirow-
In fmtint lt steel liad picrced bis pitb,
Mien clowni tu tht- groundi bc feli forth-

n-gbh.
lus wvondrous ivciglit macle tht- greur.d tu

qîîal-e,
Te eartb slirunk under lîim, and scein N-

te sbake.
There lieth ic oak pitied of none!
]Now sta-nds tht- B'rerc like a lord aient-,
Puffed uap with 1 ride and vain pleasance.
But ail this gît-c had ne continuance,
For eftsoons -uiter 'gan te approach,


