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"Poetry," lie says further, "is the first and last of ail know-
ledge-it is as ixnmortal as the heart of inan." "Poetry," says
Shelley, (not alvays, ho-%vever, a trust,%vorthiy guide), "lifts the
veil frorn the hidden beauty of the world, and makres familiar o:.
jeets be as if they were not familiar."

Originally, Poetry and whiat we nowv cali Prose wtere identÏ-
cal. "Sec deeply enoughi," says Carlyle, "'and ycu wiIl see-
inusieally." le mighit liave said "poetieally," and -%vould have
c'xpressed the same thought, for 'Music and Poetry are twiin-
sisters.

* I In olden days whien 1listory ivas just being evolved, men eould
w.c more deeply and with less difficulty than. they do now; they
were untramnelled by conventionality and traditionai fornialism.
\Vitlîin and without themselves they saw rythmically; not wiith
the mathemnatical straight-lacedness cf our modern sense of

*rythin, but ivith eyes "anoint of nature." Then 1V vas that al
nature spoke te themi in the unineasurable rythmn of the wind-
furrowed grain, the slow-lapsing, streamn, the sun-kissed ripple,
and ivlat Wordsworth cails se elegant]y:

"The soft eye-mnusie of slo-'waving boughls."
So-called "Culture" liad net hiampered themn with a seholar-

ship run down. te pedantry; and "Formn," or w'hlat the Chinese
I eal "Face,'" (this litas no reference to the starching of cellars

and euifs ln whieh hlie Celestials are su.ch adept.s!) hiad not stifled
emiotion w'iti can overweening desire te bc superier to feeling.
But the inevitable caine at last (possibly -with the advent of
Crinolines or Mothier ilubhard bonnets) and critics begain to dis-.1 cus fli uewl <licrd iiionstresity - Prose. Ilence, instead
()£ trying te diseover w~hat Poetry mieans, we should ask: W iat

Th ioe? oldest of literary monuments - the Bible - furnishies

uis miost interesting iateriail in the attempt te alîswer this qlues-.4 tien. Lookingr tlîrough its venerable pages i'ithi the emibarrass-
I ments of modern spectacles, %ve are apt to furnish its poetry -%ith

a ress of hlie externals of Poetry as -we have it now. llad the
Hehrews rythm, cither accentuai or quantitative? Tt is extremlely

* doiibtfii. 1lad they rhiyme or assonance? No; and yet ivithout
j j ny of these external. eariarks te guide us, how eau we say tiîat

the Bible is poctic? Modern Iiterary Philistines -%vill perhaps say
Illtat 1h; is not. But yet, the faet remiains, tkat the Bible is the
igreatcst poetic collection in exsec.Byron regarded the <'Bock
o %f Job" as tW'. 'sublimest poemn ever ý\iritten''; and a,. Frenchi
.iritic (atheist tlloiigh lie ivas) says that tlie Canticles cf Deborah

* ind Ba'rac are incomparable as Poetry.


