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tho boom 8ho eeaves. But ahD is patient,
abiding, certain, inviolate, and silent ever.
Tt la only when we corne ta this vision of
ber whomn we cai 1 aIis, or Hera, or Orchil,
or one of a huindred other naines, ouril n
known Earth-Mother, that men and wornen
wlI know eacb other aright, and go baud lin
hand along thü road of life, without
striving to eruish, ta gubdue, to usurp, ta
retRliata, te stparate'"

The hunuan race is thusq identifled
With nature, becorues a part of na-
ture, and we realise the intimate as-
sociation of natural beauty, awe and
mystery with the beauty, and happi-
n ess, the awfulness and mystery, of
humran life. "That we are intimately
ait one with natuire is a cosmie truth
we aire all Slûwly approaehîig. TrulY
we are ail one. It is a camman tongue
we sp,,ak, though the wave hias its
own whisper, and the wind its own
sigli, and the lip of man its word,
and the heart of woman its silence."

Bvery page of Fiona Macleod's
work is erossed by some exquisite
glimpsfe of nature, yet the description
of the ýnatural is always a part of the
narrative and closely connected with
the mood of the character. In
"G.reen Fire" the poet-astronomer
watched the nightly procession of the
stars :

"'With bim, the peapled solitude of night
was a concourse of confirming voices. H e
4!;( not dread the. silenco, of thbe stars, the
cold remotenes of tbe ateilar fire....
Ju the vast mnajestic order of that noctumnal
march, that diurnial retreat, ne hadl Iearned
the law of the whirling leaf and the fall1
stir, af the slow- soni-delayed carnet and of
the slower uane of solar fires. Looking with
vislanary eyes into that congregation of
st&rs, ho realised, flot the littenes of the

iuman dreamn but its divine imnpulsion."

This intiunate oneness with nature
even translates human feeling into na-
tural images as where a brilliant
metaphor strikes one with the vivid-
ness of au actual scene:

fragrance isi xentîOned occasionally,
yet nothing le charactcrised by its
toucli or feeling quality. It ils this
whîch gives a peculiar brightuess,
delicacy, and gracefuincess to the de-
scrip tion of persons and of nature.
Merely as a descriptive toucli, could
the art of this be surpassed:

"I could hear nathinig but the sait, swift
siipping feot of the .id aogthe rock*
and grass and a noieWm, cf te ie rawling
up f ram a shore hidden behind crage."

Even bis hope of success as an art-
ist of lufe Fiona Macleod lias expressed
in a nature picture:

"A,* handful of pine-seed wilI cover moun-
tains with the green majesty of forest,
and so 1 toa will set mny face te, the wind
and throw xny handful of seed on high."'

They who are tired of lufe deserve
death. They whio die who are not
tired desîre immortality. The hope
of both lies in God. So many-sided,
so universal, je the Celtie thouglit of
death.

The aid man says:
"I the shadaw arn that seeka the darknesa,
Âge, that hath thie face of Night naar-

red and moonlese
Âge, that doth extinguisti star and planet,
Moan. and sun and all the. llery warlda,
(live me now thy darkness and thy silence."

But what bitterness is like the bit-
terness of early deathi?

Green wlnd from the green-gold branches,
wbat la the sang you bring?

Wbat are aUl sangs ta me now, who no more
care to singl

Deep in the heart ai sommer, aweet is lii.
ta me stiil,

But mny life la a lonely uter that liztt
on a lonely hill.

Green is that li and lonely, set far :n a


