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Ani standetli naked above her yeiiow attire;
Thei larcli tiiiîiicth lier spire
To lay tlie ways of the woods witbl cloth of gold.

It is not sufficieîît for the pnet to (lescribe tree, flower aucl laudscape.
Many have donc notb ing eisc; but xvbat cniiiîncce tioe ' have won thcy owe
îîot to tliemselvcs, but to Nature. For let a poet touch a thing over which sue
presides, and lier spirit will slip inito bis work, liowever dully iutent lie he on
reudering it, colour for col<)ur, toile for tonle, anl( Iaf for leaf. Descriptive

poenis owe their life, not to the poctry iii tlieni, 1)ut te tlîe intercst their suib-
jeet, Nature, everywbere arouses. Slîc covers witlî lier cloak the goo(l and the
bad.

Tueli truc p(iet îlot oiîly (lescril)es trees an(l ln(scal)es, but lus feelings
ab)out thcmn also. Se niucl tlîe better if lic nmarks thcir colours with minute
accuracy! fle will not write poctry, bowevcr, uniless lie lias sonue fit of feel-
ing, nierry, or. sad, or joyful, over tlien. Now. Mr. Bridges is a true poet of
nature ; lic "sa(l(lns an(l rejoices witlî ail wcatlcr."' I [e nlotes lier appear-
ances exactly, tiien weavcs tlîcm iiito tlîe texture of lus mouds. I lere lie is at
p)lay witlî lier!

XVlien lunie is couic, tiien ail the dav
l'Il sit with nîy love iii tle scented lîay;
And watcli tlîc sulîsliot p)alaces high
Tliat tlîe white clotl(s build in the breezy sky.
Slîc siugetlî anl 1 dIo m-ake ber a soug,
And read swect IXilis aIl (lay long:
Unseen as, wc be iii our liay-l)uilt home,
0, life is (Icliglit wlicu jiinc is couic.

In springtimc lie makes a poern out of joy tlîat,

'Flic faris arc all astir,
Aîîd cvcry lab)ourer
lilas (leffe I lus wiuter coat.

When the raimi lashes dewii iii sheets, and tlîe bronzed October foliage
droops beavily, lie sits by lus owu ireside, turniîîg tlîe page,

iu wlîicl our coulitry's nanie
Spoilîîîg the Greek of fame,
Shaîl sound tlirougli every age.

The falling of suow rcminds binu of the death of bis dear frieud.

1 shal nleyer love thîe suow again
Since Maurice died:

Witb coruiccd drift it blocked tbe lane,
And sbeeted iu a desolate plain

The courutry side.


