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And ini tlie dislieartening ansivar, Iis reached Love's fingers pull forth every stop of lier
WXe know not, and WC know not whyî WC wail." jfull heurt and press passionate music from its tender

While it lacks iii landseape touches the prof'useness ichords. She wali jealous once, but now lier love lias
and beauty of IlQenlone." Trhe beautk' of the pastoral gatliered strengtIi and puisbed the other forth froîn
elegriae verse enhances the sad Grecian myth, ivrhule the temple of lier heart, and the chilling breeze of
théeiassic moter-love of Demeter is enriclied by the loneliness sweeps througi lier life, empty without his
poets' idyllic rnethod. [love. Love without life' is preferable tolie7thu

IlVastsess" is a poein tliat contains trutlis as true love, for
as they are opposite iii the extreme. It furnsies us "lThis Wvall of solid fleshi that cornes betweeni your sou!. and
with a deep insiglit into the humas heart, a ecear motineuytîa ndrs1 ~~~~~~~Wili v.anish azid givc place otebayth ndrs
portrait of the motives that sway the worid and an The beauty that endures on lthe spiritual lihilt,
clevating aspect of the destiny of' life. WVitli versa- Whien WC shaHl stand trausfigured, like échrist on Hlermoii
tility of g enius lie sketches with the self-saine pen of ' Hill,
ink the world-wide different aims of ines. -Sitting And inovii each iii music, soul in soul aud liglit in lighit,
down beside those philosopbical1 enfigmus tat worrie<î Sadls ho n nte uammna .o'vl.
bis youtlifui yoars lionest doubt no longer tauints lin Her love lias beconie pure, noble, spiritual, and
ard the voice of trutli prevails. Thiere are more love maX-es ail thirIgs beautiful, even a vile leprous
pertinent questions to be answered and unless fies!'.-
answered wlmat is it ail. Tho story of tlie leper's life and the maiden's lofty

"What but a iiiiinu r ofgulats in the gloorn, or a love, togrether '.ith its* strong sentiment on lire
Mornemtvs aug1er of bees in thiri Ilivu !"l Z immortal, forai a pocai for the people and the peet.

In "The Ring " we flnd tliat our poet as un artlst In &IThe Progross of Sprint-" we have a deliglit-
bias iost nougrht of his strongest cliaraeteristie; bis fui view of the beauties of nature cast upon a poetic
kaife is just as keen, lis peu as smooth as whea soul, and radiating in ail directions, tliey slied, withi
guided by a youngcr baud. Artistie in its tliouglit, their soft velvet colors, a warm lustre upon our own
artistie lu its executios, thc poem is evolved f rom an soul. The gradui gide of Spring la her onward
artist's soul. Questions tlxat perplcxed his younger movement, the unrolding flower. and the floocled,
mind we find ia his earlier poeins, but bis older mmnd fountain are scenic toucesè, gra.-cerul aud grand. It
lias gathered strengtli, aud in bis Inter pocins thegy is a pocin we would rend on a glad spring day, lying
are laid to rest and lie has a stronger faitb. lu on thc soft grem bank of thc gurgling strenin, ribile
"In inenîcriain " lie is senrching after immortad love. tIc speckled trout glides by, and thc gentle breezes

For I long to provo rock thc ncw-comne tuneful bird perclied on the
No lapse of moons cati canker love." brandi, witb iLs fresli grecn leaves. Its movoment is

Love calis for tic spiritual pr.escsce of his friend as smnootix as the soft suushine timat slides over the
eveu as lie was proseut in body and calling, she is fields or Mother Eartli in thec early morning hours.
beard. In "&The Ring " lus for;mercdouibts are radiant "A simpler, saser lesson iniglit lie Icarn
points of his faitli. TLhe spirit of bis lost. wife broods J 'lio rcads thy graduai procéas, Holy Spriug-."
over bis home and guards bis trensures. To minds îi'swnrdasmnsoudeceodte
unaccustoined to dlm1 ssci hieiglits the atinosphiere snow drops of misfortuue tlîe opening budi senth

is o ra foprteirtrn id u lsfi fortune's leaves. There is a sprin é ini lire as well as
seens bu a spersitio. . a winter, and chnging imie wilI bring it, and aflor

The scredess f lo e sateotrn many changes this life xviii pass into the larger, fuller
Tzuh' grntcredni marigewithout love Causes ie

-teclang sud cank wirit otherwise would thrill the1 "Lue,ý vliicli is Life indeed.-
musician's soul. The old mas loved .qud loves TI
Mirinm, but nover Muriel, and in imnrrying lier, Tere arc nmaiy things iii titis littie book that tend

aitougi le dd t fr bs oulds elfreluetras-to ninkO us rorgot thnt we are reading the work of a
gressod a sacrcd law, and so lie says: m l o ity years ; but perlisps none possesses more

"No ecod climd~ssliunvnios ~min."of the ligltness that we woulil expeet froin a youngorNo secnd elhand than IlThe Tlîrostle." It is so sprightly, s0
A lover's poem is Il ï]:upy," and as pocUec as it Sweet, se flili of youthifll gic thant IL seeins increcdi-

is omatie Init opnin lies tsmovoment and table that sucd poemuî passed throu'gh a brinuse
soit cadence almost uneiosoiouisl waft our memoryv for baif a cenLurv svitlu the subtle roa9sonings of plii1-
toe c "Mny Qtucon," but ais tic pocm nadvanccs, its osopby and thé' clamnorous claims of science. And
passionato mxusic puiise-s aud swells, fiulimîg Uic poemn yet as Uie sturdy oak aud tho silvor daisy growv side by
witb grasudest toses. Afler rcsding Lime pcicm ire are sido in the sif -sanie cinmrId patol so oven tIc
impressedi iitli the liglitsoss of Speech sud mnanner weightiost thouglht and Uic tendorest feeling seons to
xvith wiriol iL begins; it soonîs se incompatible witli flourish ;n tîmo pooLs' brais.
thc siiljoct maLter. But wlion the 1cpoer-lover's lîut W. N. I., 19 1.


