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a Ilcbnrch " and flot a Ilsect ") must be big enough and
wide enough for ail sorts and conditions of men. Rer
clergy must flot al be triutmned to one pattern. We waat
to-day as ever, the fervid Peter, the indomitable Paul, the
scholarly Luke, the practieal Jamues, the loving, contem-
plative John. We want Apologists and Revivalists, those
who appeal to the bs-ad and titose who appeal to thse beart,
those who walk the cloister, and those wbo go to tbe
streets and lanes and bîghways and hedges. We cannot
al be perfect in every branch; but we want experts in al
tIse branches. And the city Should furnish these.

But the parson of a small town bas ail tbe classes one
would meet in a large city, with only enough of each class
Co be a disturbirtg element for tIse others. Hie can't pose
as a Ilspecialist" hIe must be a "lgeneral practitioner."
And a happy man is lie if ise cau suit them all ; for be has
a far more difficnlt rôl/e to ilîl than the city pastor.

But to retura to the question : To wbom shal1 preach
îîext Sunday ? [ thiuk--after taking everything into con-
siderýation---l shlal preach to thse 4<reys. .'.I

LAKE LYRiCAS.

T HF final test of a poemi or a book of poems is the nîood
in which it leaves its reader. Melody is a powerfnl

attraction, but tIse addition of melody to a poetic produc-
tion cannot give wortb to wortblessness. "lAnd be sat
b:m down in a lonely place, and cbanted a melody loud and
sweet," bas a rhythmic cadence very sligbtly superior to,
IlTIse little dog laugbed to sec sncb sport, and thse dîsb ran
away with the spoon." Colour is a great charni, when it
is tIse natural hue o! life and strengtb, but when iastead
of showing beneath tIse transparent texture of the verse it
is laid on with carefully artistic touches it will not bear
investigation, it is tIse synonym of falsity and pretence, it
fuls thse wbolesome soul witb pity and borror. Forni is
abominable, but form is thse chief menit of a geometrical
figure, and a geomietrical figure does not move us. To
Lie stirreid, lifted, carried ont cf ourselves, forced to se
chat aothing Is coi,11,101 and unc-lean, this is of incompar-
able importance.

And tlîis is what W. W. CJampbell bas achieved in bis
"Lake Lyries." Thse impenetrable beauty and tranquility

o! the lake region, thee majesty of its dawns, thse pathos of
its twilights, and its sweet summrers and wolfish winters
are al here, produced by superfine touches, that please
frotti their very exquisiteness, by bold strokes which coie-
press a season or a scelle into a single sentence, and make
oee e thte entire picture at a glance, and cbiefiy by a pro-
found romnantic enitlitusia4us, wlîich thoughi it is no more câan
lIse Canadiail lakes deserve, i a gt'eat deal more than they
have ever before received. Not the scene alone, but the
atmosphere of thse lalçes iH recalled < r created by a perusal
of tIse Lyrics. They are a record of impressions and sensa-
tions, finely and delicately expressed. Twelve of theni
appeared in the Songs of thse Great Dominion-a pre-
ponderaitce that is only an additional proof to those already

exitiîg f tsenoo udgent shown by the editor in is
most difficult task. Here is an aspect o! the lakes that bas
flot been presented in any of tbem:

Olit il, a wtrld of deatit fatr to the oortbhward iyiîîg,
JUnder the suritantd thte nitO, litdet the dusk astd tie day;

1 roder the gliminer of stars and the pîtrfle f sinset-dying,
Wal and %vaste and white, stretels the great lakes avay',

N ever a lel *of spriog ttc'. 'r a a logi of sommiler,
Ns-ver a drean of love, neyer as ,ong of ird,

iBit t iy tutiletteanîd wh i te tihe shores that groxv ciis-er andI
dîtît1il sr.

\Vherever tii' ire witidx solh, and the griefs tif whliter are lisaql.

[.tos-y Iitidei l)Y', iittiiti-lit, les riîiied, vuîding,
Frigsdly forests anti erags. hatnted hy shading shore,

1I lished fron th. tue îtxard strife, tliere the migity surf is gri,îdinig,
I >sath saldiate nter ss as sandw.ard anti iandward iit roars.

But this is not 4o ghostly as tIse 4"Legend o! Deail
ïMan's Lake.", It is a poem to bc read in a whisper and
with bated breath. Wbat subtle suggestions o! horror
there are in the first of these concluding stanzas:

And ever at îîidnight, white and drear,
When the dim moon sheddeth lier light,

\Vill the startled deer, as ffiey speed by here,
Siacken tîteir phantoin-like flight ;

And iîtto the sîtade that thte foreet hath made,
A wider circle tley take,

Fr they treal lest tîteir tread wake the sieep tf te deati
[il the bosoit of Deail Man's Lakce.

Aid as long as it lies wiýlt that pr'aver i itm eyes.
Anti that corse un its white-seaié lips,

'Vili the lake lie waîî, andthie years drift oit
Iii their horrible ltttsled eclipse,

\Vill tihe lake lie uder the strange, imute wondor
Of the utioon as site îîallidly dlits-

Wili thte song of the bird there neyer 1Il@ hiant,
Nor the moshc if wind-swept tie,

But onîy thte dread of the skies overhead,
Tîtat the miets xiii neyer set free,

Froni the terrible speil tiiet there ever will dweil
As long as thtelages be.

And there it lies antd hoideth the skies,
tn a trance they ns-ver cao break,

WVltle the years tltey foiio.j tihe des3olate years,
on itihe shores of the [)ead Maisq Lake.

Siiowtlakes and Sunbeamns," publisbed irat last
wiuter comprise part Il. o! thse Lake Lyrica. In eacb of
these there is poetic fancy witb occasional passages of
exceptional power. In personification the poet is always
felicitous, as in these lines from Il A Winter's Night

The forest lies
On the edge of the lisavens, hearded ansd brown,

He pulls stili ciss-r hi' cloak, and sighs
As the ex enhîtg x'.ind8 coine down.

TUHE WEER.

And these in a description of thse dawn

And hy the wood and irit-lad Itreaits,
The nitaideni otro staisdsstil I t dreans.

'rhere is a pictorial qnality in nearly everytbing Mr.
Campbell bas written, and it is safe to say that any poens
o! bis wbich does niot exeînplify this pictorial quality is
not in bis best vein. One o! the hardsbips tbat poets have
to endure is that baving written maay things that are very
good, they are neyer forgivea for writing a few thinga that
are merely good. This is a poet who can ciothe "lgaunt,
hinge, mis-shapen crags " witb beauty and tnrn tIse drearieat
of winter days into a vision of delight, but wbo fails to
lift us up to any mount o! transfiguration wben bie looks
away from nature. Sncbl poems as " Knowledge," and the
"Ode to tbe Nineteenth Centnry," are isot among the lest

in the book. Taken altogether these poems will give thse
reader nnalloyed pleasure. Thse subtîs and evanescent
changes on tIe face of nature have found a most sympa-
tbetic recorder, who is keenly alive to shades o! differene
50 snbtie as to lie almost supersenstions.

THELVX VErHIAD

5tONNET'4 ON 51îAIÇE5I'IFARE.

THAT Shakespeare should have been chosen as thse
'honouring object o! mmucl praise in verse can only lie

regarded as a iatter o! poetiq necessitv. It wonld be sur-
prising, bowever, that so few sonnets have been dedicated
to, or inspired by, Shakespeare, if it were ssot uaiversaîly
conceded that bis wonder!ul and wide-spreading genins iî
beyond thse grasp o! thse most brilliant talent. Thse four-
teen lined vebicle is scarcely large enougli to carry s0 vast
a subjeet, and tIse absence o! almost all personal know-
ledge of thIse miracle o!famen" closes one avenue o! poetic
attempt. At tlie idea o! even oflering tribute at tIse steps
of bis tbrone thse admonitory voice o! Wisdom must seem
to whisper tbat IseII"is a prince, ont o! thy star. This
nst not be'";--and one caituot doubt that many enlogies,

struck off in the lieat of admnirationî, have been despair-
ingly destroyed in after momeatti o! cool reflection. Yet
there are a few utterances tbat bave been made during thse
last three centuries and preserved to ns, and among tbeint
are tbree sonnets of varied cbaracter but superlative
beauty, one o! wbich, being composed by a poet living ini
Canada, will possess a peculiar interest for soins.

Thongh a few o! his conteînporaries undervalueci
Shakespeare and bis work through jealous motives, arising
front stage quarrels, and miany more were unable to dis-
tinguish bis peculiar excellence owing to tIse literary pro-
lixity o! the tunes, there were still soîne wbo were not
slow to express full appreciation o! lus power!ul genins.
Tbe best and best kaown o! these poetic testimonials are
bis friead Ben Jonsoa's stirring mnemorial, and Milton's
wbole-souled epitaph.

*Atnong tbe lesser literary lights that studded tIse Eliza-
bethan firmaument was onie, RlugIs Holland,-tben a recog-
nized and admired poet; but now uaknown except to
students. Edmund Boulton, Il hat sensible old Englisli
critic " (as Warton calîs him> mentions Hugis Holland in
bis Ilypercriî'ica as having produced English poeîns Ilnot
easily CO be mended," and tIse object o! tbis praise wrote
recommendatory verses which were printed in folio 1,61f)
O! Ben Jonsoni's works, with others froin Chapman,
D)onne, Beaumont and Fletcher. Holland wrote a sonnet
very sbortly after Shakespeares death wbicb is intereet-
ing, not only as an earîy opinion of thse great dramatist's
menit, but also as an exataple O! the elegiac form o! soit-
nt,-a style happily rare and rarely hsappy.

TIse wbole poem is strongly flavoured with stage associa-
tions, and tIse allusion in tIse fourth lias is to thse old
Globe Theatre at Bankside, wbere Shakespeare acted. TIse
verbal place in tIse closing couplet is typical o! a conîmon
custom witb verse-writers o! that tume, and was doubtless
considered one o! tIse minor elegances of composition.

TIse sentence, Tte as

W/hiclt crowî'd hitti poet irst, then poets' king,

seanîs 10 Point ont that Shakespeare was beld in thse IigIs-
est estimation by some poets o! bis day, and thse world-
wide opinions o! later critie merely ratif y by elaborate
reasonings what Holland bas put in a poetic nutsbell.
Tlhe sonnet is written in thse form preferred by Sir Philip
Sydney, and wbicb found favour with CJonstable, Barnes
and occasionaîîy Druminond. Thse octave is built cil two
rhymes, after tIse so-called I legitimate ' pattern, and tlIse
sestet consists o! a quatrain andl a couplet.

Vt'ON 'THE< itsEs, &ND>tIrE, OF 'rHE FAMtOtJM 5ENt(!K l'nir

MASTER WILLIAMt SHAKESISAtE.
'l'hose liande, which yoît so clapp'd, go new antd writig,
You Britons brave, foîr looe are Slakesp)ears-'s days:
M8hi days are done, that tîxade the daioty plîtys,
Which made the globe tof heaveit and earth te rintg
IJry'd is that vein, dry'd is thse Thespian spriog,
Tu.rn'd ail te tsars, and Phcabus clouds his rays;
'rhat corpse, that coffin, noxv hestick those ltays,
W/hieh crowned hin poet first, then pctets' king.
If tragedies migbt any prologue have,
Ail those ha mnade would scarce make one tii this,
W/bers fanie, no% that ha gone is to the grave,
(Death's pnblick tyring-ltoise) the Nuntiîs s:
For, thouglt bis lins of lite went soon absout,
'The lite yet of Iis unes shah onever eut.

Another sonnet, publisbed in an old collection o! epi-
gramis, etc., entitled "lRun and a Great Cast " (by Thomas
Freexuan, Qto. 1614) was written much earlier, and was
addressed personally "lTo Master W. Shakspeare." It is
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composed in the tbree-quatrain style, and has a curions
(i-syllabie rhynme in the second quatrain. The line, "lBut
to praise thee aright, 1 want thy store,"' recails the similar
acknowledgment of inability to deal with so lofty a theme
as expressed by L. Digges in sonte curious lines profixed
to the spurions edition of Shakespeare's poems, printed in
16i40. The lines are:

But wvhy do I dead Slîakspeare's praise recite?
Somne second Shakstteare niust of Slîak4peare write.

The sonnet is quaint in ail respects; but there cati be no
doub)t of the writer's admiration for the deceased dratiatist

TO tINAHTEH W. SIIAK'tPEAIW.

Shakspeare, that nirrnhle NlercîîrY tiîy rairip
LuIlsisnan.y-liotl tred Ar-gii,' eycs amleepe),

So fit for ail thou faslîionest thy vaine,
At the horse-foot fountaine tlhoul hast iruîk tlut] l~î

Vertue's or vîce's themne to thee ail one is;
W/ho loves chaste life, theres Lac'tvce for a toeer

W/ho list read lust, there's Ventis and Adoei,,
Trne nmode]] of a ntost lasciviosis lescher.

Besides, ini plaies thy wit winds like Meande r,
W/len neetiy new composers horrow moire

'I'lan Terence doth froni Plautiis or Metiandide
But to praise thee ariglit, 1 want thy 4tore.

Then lot thine owne works thine owne Nvorth upraise,
Ant] heip to adorne thee with deserved haies.

The seal of imnîortality was neyer placed s0 securely as
on the works of Shakespeare, and it wouild be idly pre-
sumptuous to make further comment on the subject. Lt
bas been said tliat genius ever remains a secret wîth itself,
and the question bas of ten been raised whether Shakespeare
was ever aware of the enduring character of bis work,
His eigbtietb sonnet bas been brougbt as evidence on thic
negative aide, as also tbe tbirty-second and other passages ;
but surely tbere is abundance of flat contradiction ini those
otber sonnets wherein the înîmortality of the persou
addressed is assured througb tbe medium of the poet's owiÀ
pen. But sucb discussions are after ail of no real value,
and cbiefly serve to bring out exaggerated and eccentric
theories fromt people who might be more protitably ont.
ployed witbout leaving the Shakeppearian fieldi of study.
la this century Sir William Rowan Hlamil ton lia produced
a very fine sonnet on the question of ShakespearesR cou-
sciousness of tbe immortality of his wor-ks. rhe sonnet it>
none tbe less remarkahle for having been written by one,
who at the age of thirteen years is said to have known am
iuany languages, wbo was a professor of astrononîy at tie
age of twenty-two, andi hecamne one of the greatest mnathe-
maticians of tbis century. Mr. Anbiey bias recorded in a
letter to Mr. William Sharp : IlWordsworth once remarked
to me that lbe bad known niany men of high talents and
several of real genius; but that Coleridge iind Sir W. R.
Hamuilton were the onîy tica lie hall met to w bot e wouid
apply the terniwaeru.

Whlo sayq htSacer didiliot know hi, loti
But deein'd that in tiioe's inanifold ilecay
[ lis îoemoory liotild d(ie and ai ava,
And that within the 8hrine of huinani thoug it
TPolm ino aitar sh)onld berear'd ? O hou
0 veil thymeif awhiie in soleiti awe!
Nor dreau i tat ail ioan's inighty 41)irit iav
Thou knoiw'4t ; how ail the hiciden fountains Ktt,41
Of the soul's slent prophosyiuîg power.
Por as 1e 1Lv,1'id1ilits waywarti pain,
Cannot believe tint it his oved again,
tEven so strong Geniiot, ith its ample dower

Of a worid-grasping love, fron that deep feeiin1 ;
Wins of its owo wide sway the clear reveaiing.

The above sonnet was written as a rebuke to a clams of
critics who, struck by a freak of fancy in readling sortie
particular passage, at once resolve their brains into, a cul -
leader and strain out notbing but will add to their peculiar
tbeory.

The best evidence of Shakespeares consciousaess cf tIhe
immortal character of bis composition is fuirnishied ly lijii
self in bis own sonnets, and we quote a few closing couplets
to thise end:

14o long as mnen can breathe, tir eye.q cal) see
So long li ves th is. and this gives itef to thee.

-Srtert\ iii.

Yet do0 tly worst,, old Tinte, lespite thy vrng
My loves'hail ini îiy verme tever live yong.v-

-soneît xix.
So till the judgmaent that ytîurseif irise
Yon ljve in this, anti dweil in loyer8s eyt-s.

-sonei IV.

Thse eigbty-flrst sonnet of Shakespeare will be more
appropriately considered elsewbere; but it may be gelie.
alIy remarked in passing that it was a conion form of
compliment for tbe poet to assure the object of bis ideal
love tbat generations yet unbora should remember ber and
bier incomparable beauty tbrough the medium of bis muagie,
goose-(fuill, and surely sucb unctuous fiattery could not b)ut
make a favourable impression on the heart of tbo fair one
so apostropbised. One may easily ascribe too much to the
prophetic power of tbe individual poet by overlooking tbe
fact tbat snob assurances were a complimeatary custom of
the day ; j uat as the assurances tbat ber eyes were brighter
tban stars and the rose paled beside ber cbeeks. Mucb
allowance bas to be made for the extravaganeof pos-it,.
license.

So far as tbe writer's acquaintance witb sonnet litera-
ture permita a judgment, there are only tbree sonnets oit
Sbakespeare in the English language wbicb approach ln
any degree to thse sublimity of tbe subject, and after reading
these tbree the rest may Weil be dispensed witb, except as
curiosities of the brilliancy, universality, and serenity of
thse great dramatist's mind. Hartley Coleridge bas le! t a
sonnet wbicb is said by a wortby critic to be ,in ail
respects adequate te, its high theme." TIse writar reachesi
sublimity in thse first line ; tbe niost momentous event to
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