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scendently great in the volume, every poem is readable.
The mal<ers of these ballads are serious men ; and one of
their number Mr. William Freeland, as far bac< as 188i,
welI describes bimsolf and bis fellow bards:

We are men, and we love the wild weather;
\Ve are makers of ballads and songs;

We are Knigbts of the Thistle and Heather,
And we sing for the rigbting of wrongs.''

Good fellows aill Strong singers, probing tbe mysteries
of the external world and of tbeir own hiearts.

The opening poem, "lA Ballad of Borderland,'' is by
Mr. Freeland. It is finely rhythmical, and shows the
corypheus uf this band to be a man filled witli a lofty re-
spect for his art, and possessed of a mind bent on solving
hie riddle of life and death.

'But I hear
Like murmurs from a happy sphere,
The noble music tbat they made
As minstrels in their native shade,
When fiery-tungued, they sang to rout
l'he deity that promptetb doubt,
Not knowing then tbat doubt is still
The servant of the [-eavenly will,
And slays more foes of trutb and good
Than ever priestbood understood. "

This is vigorous work; sumething for the mind to
chew upun. A puet wbo cao write thus

ISees
Glints of still grander mysteries''

tban are scanned by ordinary mortals.
Anofber striking x4riter is Hamish H-endry. His

I"The Beadle's Lamnent' is exceptionally strong: lie has
entered with fine dramstic inisigbt intu the old beadle's
attitude towards the new-fangled religion infroduced by
the -Sleek Herd, wi' face o' whey." He lias bandled the
Scotch dialect with a sl<ill that would bave dune Burns
credit, and bis rhythm is as austere as tbe face of the
-beadle. But there is a lack of sincerity in tbe poem ;he is
evidently writing to show biow well hie can reproduce an
extreme type of man. Moreover, his dialect, his rhythm
ýare horrowed ; the voice of Burns speaks tbrough every
fine. Had Burns neyer lived, IlTbe Beadle's Lament'
wunld be a great poem, but as if is we bave merely a
,good imitation of a great artist's language and manner.
We like Mr. Hendry mucb better in ''The Blind
Musician."

"Sbe sits, where meet the public ways,
Nor craves the public boon,

But patient-wise she sifs and plays
A fitful, wbeezy ftune.

"Her numb bands fumble on the keys;
Her feet to quick airs beat

While Marcb wind blows across ber knees
Keen gosts of bitter sleet."'

This is simple, strong work, intensely sympatbetic ; the
woman lives before us, we leave our Canadian home and
ýstand in the gloom of a Glasgow day, witb the smoke

and sleet blackening Argyl Street tilI the gas ligbts strog-
gle to dispel the mid-day gloom, and that wheezy tune
fitfully grates upon the ear. It is in tbis simple ballad
work tbat Mr Hendry is at bis best. His "lTwo Toilera"
in tbe samne manner contains une fine staoza, une that
shows liow xvell bie understands tbe humble toiler

"The grace of simple tasks well dune,
The regal human grace is bis;

Slow steps bie home at set ofsuni,
Nor knuxvs liuw great be is."

Another writer, wbo seems, from bis subjects, to be a
more scbolarly puet than Mr. Hendry, is William Canton.
His Il In Memoriam " is god, but then if is In Memor-
ism verse, and the puet would bave to be great indeed to
be eitber original or impressive on sucb a backneyed
subject. But in this poemn be bas sbown himself a
student of Keats; bie bas sornething of Keats' sensuous
cbarm of language, and the rhythm is not unlike tbe
iîumortal odes. He is, bowever, at bis hesf in "In Sicily."'
This is, indeed, an excellent poem, and une wortb much
study. It is one of the lungest puema in the volume,
and for us by far the greatest. 1'be central tbougbt is a
fine une, and the wbole tbing is worked out with a spirit
cauglit from the master-artist bie extols.

Tbe subject is the same as that su well dune by Keats
inIlThe Grecian Ura," the permanency of Art. It is on

a poem by Theocritus.

For une Theocritus, it seems,
Bebeld and sketcbed tbis urchin su
ï'wenty.two bundred years agu."

It is best to let a poem sucb as this is speak for itself
any words of the critic xvould be inadequate to show ifs
artistic excellencies and its teeming tboughf. One sect-
ion will suffice:

"A world of change! For wbile bue pîsits,
I-eedless of foxes and of Fates,
Tbroned lieavens of gods. broad realma of men
Are ruined and built up again.
Like cloudflakes toucbed wifb rose and gold,

T be radiant goddesses of Greece
Flash tbrough their sunset and surcease;

And Lucian's gods are bouglit and sold-
Vain, hollow gods. the scorn of man
The great grava goda of Julian

Sweep from the world witb angry frowvn
Then f rom a reeking cross looks down

The Man-God's sad and thorn-crowneci face;
Lasf, from ftbe outer gloom of space,

The horror of a God unknown
ChilIs the tired buman huart to atone."

But tbe poum we bave turned f0 mosf in this volume
isuone by Neil Munro, whose novel ,John Splendid" was
reviewed a few weeks ago. 'Homne'hlas a sincerity and force
that grips the heart. But tbis is dangerous ground for
the critic. Thiis is new, original wor<, and it may after
ail be the accident of birtb that makes this poem tbrill us
su; the CtIt in us may bave smothered the judgment.
Perchance we are encbanted by the bag-pipe music that


