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lence. lus is the inelody of' the heart speaking te tlic heart.. and though lie
'will neyer 'stir or electrify a world, hie will soften and regenerate xnany an mndi-
vidual heart. The nieurner, the yeung, tlic hepeful, and the rcsigned, eall
Min their poet. This alene is high witness te bis gcnuineness and ability.

Tennyaen, the peet laureate. is xnuch admîrcd by a certain élass-those who
venerate, mysticism and a strainiîg af ter the unreal. Hie is ne favourite of
ours, though wc are ready te acknowledge that bis ' Qucen eof the Mlay ' is one
eof the nîost touching poemns that ever drew tears ftomn sympathy. None but
a peet coula have written that ballad, noue but one who has a rigit, te that
sacred naine. ' Leksley Hall'1 is aise a fine pocin, and some of his miner
odes are very beautiful ; but taking liii»i in bis gneral aspect as a writer we
have littie appreciation eof him, and coula net read throngh ail that he has
written even for a compensation. iHis stery called 'fthe Princess, a M-àedley,'
is perhaps eue of the most tiresome productions we ever pcrused-havîng
neither beauty, sublimity, or common sense--unnatural in ifs plot, absurd in
its complication, and ungraceful in ifs language.-we marvel te hear reviewers
and others eomunending it. 'lIn Mcmoriam' agacin though containingr uany
fine passages of tenderness and bcauty, ns a whele strikes us as overstraincd
and mawkish. We do net likec ifs inetre or is sanueness, nd bad it been pub-
lished without the influential name of Tünnysen, would have laid it down acter
a mere glance. lI-e is tee finical and formai for our taste, tee, mystical anid
pompeus for our appreciation ; nowv and then the truc untraunmeled spirit
flashes eut in a ringing ode, but generally lie sceins bound by some old nianner-
ism or formality which c.louds his gen ius and unakes hiai unappreciated.

<JarolineNorton is a swcet poetess, nay more, sho is one 'who has laboured
te impreve the moral and mental welfare of lier kind, and she bas net been
witheut reward. 'The Cluld of the Islands' stands without a rival. No
centemporary peet eof the Lust fifteen years bas preduced a parallel pocin.
Beautiful in superstructure and design, noble in ifs sentiments and inost bene-
volent in its end, it gave its authoress a higli place among the peets of ]3ritain.
She hadl long been faveurably received ; the & Undying One,' and sinaller
lyries, proved lier riglit te the appellation of poetess. lier peculiar attributes
are tenderness and earnestness; lier woman's lieart bas been tried, ana she bas
poured forth its experience in seng. She is earnest tee for the elevation o? lier
race. With the peenliar zeal and eloquence of ail lier gifted fanuily, she bends
lier wliole energies te the accomplishment of the end sQhe bas in view. ]3eldly
she assails the wrong and batties for the rigit- vith aristocratie tendencies
and prejudices, she loeks upen ail as brethren, beautifully centending that
sorrow is the great link that binds together thc iofty and thc low, and that
sympathy ana aid is in thc powver of ail te distribute. We admire this noble
liearted woman for lier independence and gcnius, and regret that sIc dffs net
oftener give expression te the spirit duvelling uvithin than she bas recently


