ROUGE ET NOIR.

Very gently docs she contrast their
aims :—

“ . o Always Romney Teigh
Was Jooking for the worms, 1 for tho guds.
A godlike naturs his . tho gods look down
Incurious of themsclves.”

Still she abides fast by her own
belief.

In Romney’s system there would
be no room for pocets :—

¢, . The world's hant pressed ;
Tho sweat of labour in the early curse
Has (turning acrid in six thousunl ycars)
Bocome the aweat of torture,  Who has time,
An hour’s time . . think * . . to sit upon a hank
And bear the cymbal tinkle in white hands?”

Besides, he says, “We want the
best in Art or no Art,” and you're
a woman, and not capable of it. A
truc poct must have world-wide, all-
cmbracing sympathics; but

**You generalize
Of nothing !—not cven grief 1" .

‘ . . The human raco
To you smecans such a child, or such a man,
You xaw one morning waiting in the cold
Bosido that gate, perhaps,” o .

¢ . . Women as you are,
Mero women, personal and passionate,
You give us doating mothers and chaste wives,
Sublime Madonuas, and enduring Saints !
Wo get no Christ froin you,—and verily
We ﬁou]d not get a poct, in wy mind.”

Aurora makes an indignant re-
joinder; and so the tale and argu-
mentrunon.  In the marvellous Fifth
Book begins a subtle analysis of the
pocet's character.  llere, too, we find
a new note struck—a flutc’s voice
breiking in upon the grand storm
of harp-strings.  Aurora’s books have
brought her fame; and yet, sitting
alone in her London lodgings, she
cxclaimis, how passionately—almost
agonizingly .—

<0 my Goll, my God ;
O Supremo Artast, who as solo retum
For all the cosmic wonder of Thy work,
Dcmandest of us just a wonl & name,
* My Father I"—~Thoa hast krowlalgo—only
How dreary ‘tis for wonen to sit still  {Thou,
On winter nighta, by solitary fircs,
And bear the natious praising them far off,
Too far ! ay, praising our quick seuse of love,
Our very heart of passionato womanhond,
Which coulil not beat 0 10 tho verae wathout
Being present also in the unkissal lips,
And oyes nndricd beeauso thero’s none to ask
Tho roason they grow moist.”

**Fame, indeal, "twas said,
Mcaiz aimply love. 1t was a man sad that,
And then there's lovo and love 3 the love of all
(To mk in turn 3 woman's paradoex)
Is but a small thing to the love of one.”

Clearly, thinks Aurora Leigh, Art
nceds Love to give it highest motives,
Jargest possibilitics.

In the next two Books occurs the
awful incident of Marian Erld’s be-

trayal. The Fifth and Sixth appear
to me to contain, perhaps, the finest
writing in the poem ; particularly that
description of true poetry in the latter,
in which she asserts its one province
to be © Humanity."” I dare not ven-
ture to quote; I could not quote
enough ; and less than cenough would
be more than unjust. She merely
concludes :—

¢ Let us pray

God's graco to keep (Goul’s image in repute;
That so tho poct and philanthrophist

{Even [ and Romney) may stand side by side,
Becauze we both stand face to face with men,
Contemplating the people i the rough- -

Yet cach so follow a vocation—his

And mine.”

Hers, the poct’s, to train men to
look up to what they may become—
to urge them to aspire to realize that
idcal, to fall short of which is to defeat
the end of being : /Ais, the philanthro-
phists, to make more tolerable what
they are, till fitted fora better.  There-
forc th: poet’s is the cternal, the more;
Godlike. It was well said by the
ancients— Vatis sacer.  Yet it is a
hard life—this poct’s. Aurora wails
most musically :—

“ 0 sorrowful great gift

Confersed on pocts of a twe-fold life,

When one Iife has been found enough for pain !
We, stagzgering "neath our burden as mere men,
Being called to stand up stright as demigods,
Support the intoleralle stmin and stress

Of tho universal, and send clearly up,

With voices broken by the human sob,

Our pocms to find rhymes among the atars.”

None cver felt this more than Mrs.
Browning. Do you remember those
exquisite verses of hers—miore ex-
quisite and intense than anything 1
know of—centitled, “AA Musical In-
strument?”  How the “great god
an” sat by the river side where the
dragon-flics were dreaming on the
lilics, and torc up a reed—the tallest,

** How deep it stood in the niver!”
And how he made havee in so doing,

“Trampling snd spl.uhinf with the hoofs of a
And breaking the golden lilies afloat [goat,
W ith the dragon-tlics on the nver.”

And then how he stripped, and
notched, and hewed it to a pipe, and

** Dropped his mouth to a halo in tho reed,
And blew i strength by the nver.”

And then the result :—

*Sweet, sweet, aweet, O Pan,

Rlinding swee. by the river!

Picrcing aweet, O ¢t god Pan,

The sun on the hills forgut to dic,

And thic liliea rovival, and the Jdmgon.dy
Came back to dream on the nver.”

To laugh as he #its by the river,

Making a poet out of a man;

‘Tho trie gods sgh for the cost and:the pain,
For tho reed that grows never moro again,
As a reed with thy reeds in tho river.

It was the tallest reed, the onc
that ycarned upwards to God's sun
strongest, yet its roots were decpest
twined about its fellows in their com-
mon bed ; so much the greater the
wrench required to tear it away—it
was only by pain it could be fitted to
be a mouth-picce to a god. But re-
member the result: it charmed back
disordered nature to more than her
wonted peace and joy.  Glorious office
of the poct—to sing back creation
from its sccond chaos, as the Angels
cclebrated its emancipation from the
first.

The last Book sums up all. Its
concluding verses sound like a full-
voiced antiphon—Eual and Gerizim
—only both in blessing. Romney had
fled from England—his schemes of
philanthrophy destroyed—his dream
of universal right to be achieved gone
—hisancicent hall, which he had turned
into a phalanstery, burnt — himsclf
blinded, and humbled, and his great
heart well nigh broken. He had found
Aurora on the balcony of her wild
retrcat among the Tuscan Hills ; and
so at last poct and philanthropist—
cach confessing cach other's need
in the righting of the world—stand
togcther on

¢ This moonlit promontory of carth,”
\While he exclaims :—

“ . . Beloved, lct us love so well,
Our work shall still be better for our love,
And still onr love be sweeter for our work,
And both commended, for the aake of ecach,
By all truo workers, and true lovers born.”

The book ends with an cnumera-
tion of the foundations of the New
Jerusalem—the true Utopia :—

“ . . Sdasperfirst,’ I aaid,
£ And sccond, sapphire ; thind, chaleedony ;
Therestinorder . . last, an amethyst.’”

Concluding words of what is to me
quite the completest, perfectest, trucst
pocm in our language.

I have been able to glance at it
only very superficially, attempting no
criticism, but merely giving a bricf an-
alysis of the niain argument, chicfly
in the hope of inducing ¢ny who may
not have read it for themsclves, to do
so at once. I have left untouched
the story itsclf, and all the incidental
beauties of detail. It is so compact
of varicd wisdom, so rich in cpigram,

Lastly, the lesson :—
)" Yot half a beast 1s tho great god Pan,

so apt for quotation that the difnculty

most salient excellences, but to deter-

l\\'ould be not to draw attention to its
{



