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alrnost exclusively bis favourite, a preference which in later
years he transierred to Wordsworth and Shelley." Hie
was a poet by nature, although far removed from being a
versifier by nature. His growing intimacy with Italian
poetry led him naturally to that of Dante. IlNo poet was
so congenial to the character of his own reflective mind."

In 1828 he entered Trinity College, Cambridge, the
same year as Tennyson, wbom le had known for two or
three years before, and with whom he here cemented the
closest friendship. The two friends wrote a poem on
ITimbuctoo " in comptition for the Ohancellor's medal,

and the prize fell to Tennyson. The society in which he
Illived most intimately at Eton and at the University
was formed of young men, eminent for natural ability,
and for delight in what ho sought above ail things, the
knowledge of truth and the perception of beauty."
Among them were Alfred Tennyson, Richard Trench,
Henry Alford, Richard Monckton Milnes, W. H. Brook-
field, James Spedding and J. M. Kemble. IlThey who
lived and admired him living, snd who now rovore bis
sacred memory, as of one to whom, ini the fondnesa of
regret, they admit of no0 rival, know best what he was in
the daily commerce of life, and bis eulogy should, on every
account, btter corne froini earts, which, if partial, have
been rendered so by the experiences of friendship, not by
the affections of nature."

Ris disposition from the earliest day, we are told,
was almost faultless, and was sustained by a self comn-
mand seldom witnessed in that season of if e. Ris early
sweetness of temper Ilbecame with the advance of man-
liood a habituai benevolence, and ultimately ripened into
that exalted principle of love towards God and man,
which animated lis soul during the latter period of his
life. He seemod to tread the earth as a spirit f romn some
botter world."
P,- In the year 1833, while travelling from Pesth to
'Vienna, le was seized with intermittent fever, which at
first caused no0 great alarm, but a sudden rush of blood to
the head put an end to bis earthly career on September
the 15tb. lHe was little more than twenty-two years of
age. On the following January le was laid to rest, in
the old dhurch at Clevedon, bis maternai grandfather, Sir
Abrahamn Elton, being the proprietor of Clevedon Court.
This is the man the loss of whom almost rent Tennyson's
heart in twain.

The sorrow of the poet found its firat expression in
the exquisite poem, publisbed for the first tino in 1842,
"lBreak, break, break." Everyone knows those tender,
gracious phrases.

Oh for the tonch of a vanimhed hand,
and

The tender glace of a day that is doail.

"lu Memoriam " waa flot published until 1850, and was pro-
bably composed by slow degreosduring the seventeen years
which passed from the death of Hallam to that turne. One
canto, the 58th, 110w the 59th, does not appear in the
early editions. Another, the 39t1, was added two or
three years ago. There are now 131. The metre of Ilu
Memoriamn" is, so far, like that ôf the oarly sonnet, that
the rhymes are between the first and fourth, and the
second aud third linos of the stanzas, but the early sonnet
had fourteen lines, and they consisted of ten syllables,
whereas the linos of "[ n Memoriam " have only eight. The
inetre lad already beon used by Ben Jonson, and before
him by French writers.

The general idea of the poem was, flrst, to do homage
to a dear and honoured friend ; secondly, to put his own
grief on record ; thirdly, to set forth lis gropiugs and spec-
ulations on the mysteries of life and death; and flnally, to
express the faith and hope based on eternal love witl
which he looked forward to the future. The poem bas
been dividedinto four parts, and although many of the
sections in one part might seem to belong rather to
another of these divisions, the general outline may be
useful to the reader and is here given.

I. (ce. 1-30) Contains records of grief, expressions of
the writer's sense of losa.

Il. (31-78) Speculations on Life and Death, and on
the Divine Goverdment of the world.

III. Personal reminiscences and records of affectionate
longings.

IV. Tleodicy-Utterances of hope and assurance.
The Prologue was evident.ly composed af ter the bulk of

the poem, and is the utterance of the poet's assured faitl
and hope, also of lis sense of ignorance. Here, as so of ten,
he mets forth at once the greatuess of knowledge, yet the
superior greatness of reverence and faith .

We have but faith : we cannot know;
For knowledge is of things we see.

And again-
Let knowledge grow from mor'e to more,
But more of reverence in us dweii.

The same sentiments are frequent in Te~nnyson. We flnd
then in Il(Enone," in the Il.Princess," and remarkably in
the 1l4th canto of this poem, beginning . IlWho loves not
knowledge 1" We find the key note of the poem struck in
canto 9:

My Arthur whom I shall not sses
'rm llali ,y widow'd race be run
Dear as the mother to the son

More than my brothers are to me.

This las4 line is taken up at the beginning of Part III., in
canto 79, in smno eautiful stanzas addressed, it is said, to
lis brother Charles.

Speaking of hie grief, lie says (c. 5) that hoe ind8somre
relief in utterance, and some noble lines follow (c. 6) on

the commouplaces of confort, "lothor friends remain,"
and Illoss is connon to the race." In c. 8 he speaks of
the change which came over ail the localities witl whicl
bis friend lad been associated, and compares lis feelings
to those of a happy lover who cones Il to look on lier that
loves lin well," and learningf that she is far from home
flnds theoI"place ail dark " and the "lclambers emptiod of
deligît." Attention sbould be given to the passages
relating to the bringing home of the poot's dead friond,
and to lis readiness te, believe that he may net ho gone.
It is, however, a satisfaction to think that he is in England.

He compares his different moods of grief to the babbling
of the Wye at low water snd its silence at high tide, and
beautifuliy coWpares the Ilosser griefs that may ho said "
to the garrulons sorrow of servants, whist the othor griefs
are like the children who look at the vacant chair and
think, IIow good 1 how kind ! and he is gone." (C. 20.>

Spoaking of hii remembrance of the friendsbip of five
yoars and ail the grief about bis leart (c. 26) he yot bas
no desire to learn in8ensibility ; for bis grief is a witnoss
to bis love (c. 27); aud the sound of the Obristrnas
Bells brings lim thougîts of peacig and oven of joy, although
it is mingled with sorrow.

Here we pass over to tIe second part, f ull of questions
about life and doath ; and reference is made to the case of
Lazarus. Il Wbore wert thon, brother, tbose four days 1
But there i5 1no reply recorded.

Hie told if flot; or something seal'd
The lips of the Evangelist.

But Mary lad faith in the Lard, questiouod flot, but
poured ber devotion i the precions ointmgnt on bis feet.

Thrice llest whope lives as faithfiul prayers,
Whose loves in bighor love endure;
What souls po4sess thernelves so pure,

* Or je there blisedness like theirs? (C. 32.)

And tben cornes an oarnest exhortation to thoso who
imagine tlat they have stripped off the noodloss integuments
of religion not te disturb those of dîfferent thongîts. Te-n-
nyson was far fromn sympatbizing with superstition. Hie lad
a sincore and deep sympatby with doubt which was honest
and the outcome of earnestness of thought. Iu sucb
doubt le recoguized the workiug of a mind illed with the
love of truth, doubtiug because it would net acquiesce,
wifbout relection, in doctrines or theories whicb might tura
eut to be false. Lt is fhis which ruakes lin say (c. 96)

There lies bore faith ini honest idouht,
Believe mne, than in liaif the creeds.

Yet le bas no sympatby witb tbode who under the pro-
tence of igler spiritua!ity would disturb those who attain
a nobler life by the help of these very forais for fhe wsnt
of whicl fhe other fails.

Again bis doubte return ; but they are clasod away
by an appeai to flose inward convictions which have been
brougît from twilight into day by the Incarnate Word.

Andi so the Word had breatb, and wrought
With hinan nb-i the cee,.. of creedg
In ioViiie8i9 of perfect deels

AInro strong than ail poetic thouglit

Which lie rnay read that binds the sheaf,
Or bilide the bousie, or digs the grave,
Anti those wild eyes that watch the wave

Iu roarings round the coral reef. (C. 36.)

Further on le is pnzzled with the thought of the existence
of evil, aithough le feols tînt of ton good comes ouf of it,
sud ho bopes that at last there will be no0 real loss at ail

Behold we know nof anything:
1 can but trust that good shall fal
At iasf fear off-af lest, to ail,

Ami every winter change to spring.

.So rins my dream; but whaf am I?
An infant crying lu the nigbf -
An infant crying for the light:

And with no language but a cry.

The second part closes witb the raturn of Christmas.
Calmer tbougîts and feelings lad corne to lim and lis.
They had the quiet sense of sonothing lost, and he alnost
fears they have forgotten fleir loss,ind le answers

O ast regret, regret eau die1
N<i mixt with ail this xuystic framc
Mer deelp relations are the saiue,

But witii long use bier tears are dry.

The third part opens witb the linos to bis -brother Charles,
already nentioned, in wbicl ho refers te lis previous
words: Il More flan my brother8 are fo me." lis brother
is too noble to misuudorstand lin, and foo sure of bis love.
They are one.

But thon and 1 are one lu kiud,
As moulded like in natures iint
And bill and wood and field did print

The saine sweet forins in eitber mmid.

The third part, cousisting largely of reminiscences, con-
tains sone of the fiuest portions of the book, aud the
sections or cantoos are sonetines nucl longer flan in fhe
carlier parts. Specially beautiful are the passages ex-
pre ssive of lis admiration aud affection for Arthur Hai-
Ian. Iu ono place le compares himself (c. 97) to a wife
whose lusband las risen far above 1er intellectually, but
wlo believes in bis love and loves lin stili : I cannot
understand : I love." In another place (c. 60) lie lad
conpared hinscîf to a girl loving one above 1er in rank

At nigbf she weeps, 1'Huw vain am I!
How sbouid bie love a tbing so low? "

In an earlior place (c. 41> le lad spoken of the greatuese
of lis revorence for lin "for whoso applauso I strove,"
and lopos that in a purer sitate le msy see nothiug fIat
will cause lim te be Illessened in lis love." Perhaps one
of the finest of ail the passages on Hallan is tIat in part
iv., canto 111, beginning "The cluri in spirit," and telliug
how his friend

But seemcd thc fhing lie was, and join'd
Eecb office of the social bour
To noble manners, as the flower

And native growth of noble mind ....

And thus hie bore wifhouf abuse
The grand old naine of gentleman,
Defamned hy every charlatan

Anîd soll'd by ail ignoble use.

The fourth part fron canto 106 to fhe end is eugaged
with fIe attenpt aunouned by Milton at fhe beginning of
"Paradise Lost "

That to the height of this great argument
1 may assert eternai Providence,
Audl justify the îvays of (fod to men

and althongb fhe methods and oven the secoudary aims
are very different, fhe genoral purpose is the samne. Ahl is
woll, ail is right, ail will ho good. The keynofe is given
in the oponing linos beginning: Il Ring ouf, wild belîs, to
fhe wild sky." There is a grandeur in thon like fhe souud
of fhe trump of God. Tho closing passages are very fine.
Speaking of the bitter notes which bis harp would give, ho
couid declare :"lYet Hope lad neyer lost 1er youth,"
aud this because she rested on eternal love. Il Love is
and was ray Lord sud King "; sud so aIl is welI, though
faith sud form. ho suuder'd in fhe nîgît of fear. Tee
ciosing canto proclains bis undying faitb in fhe Living
will " that shaîl endure.

TIIE ARCIIUilLN-X.

JN fhe fowor-library aiready dcscîibcd, Glaucus, Mc.
1Knom, Helpsan and Rectus were sitfing one after-

noon, xvlen in walked Mrs. Glaucus, and said:
IlBook in baud as ever-I nover can get my oId man

away fron thoni stupid books. Look at lin now. 1
know he's wishing I'd ho away. But 1 won't go for lin."

Olaucus.-Il"My dear, 1 an vory glad to bave you bore.
1 was roading, at fhe requesf of those gentlemen, "lParadise
LoRt."

Mrs. Glauc us Paradise Lost suad Paradise
Gained ! I don't fbiuk yon'll gain Paradise much unlese
you grow a liftle more religions. Yen are more likely to
have your tocs and finger nails burned uutil tbe Monday
affer eteruify. Look at lin now, ain't le mad 1 tel
yen, Mr. McKnoin, [ sonotitnes tbink he's crazy h a ! ha!
and I'n tbinkiug 'Il gef sonenad doctorto mako a diogenes
of bis case. I constantly hear hiin in biis sfudy talking te
himself. Wben we wore first narried 1 used te think be'd
have somebody witb lim. One fine le told me le was
trying fhe netre-The inetre liHe didn't tell ne whether
it was short or long notre. -Before le went te Cobourg
1 went in one day sud le nov-jr saw me. Ho lad in lis
ef t land a cigar hiaif snoked sud ouf, and bis rigît baud
weut up and dowu as if le was preacbing sud le was
spoufing sone unknowu tongne--whicl always nakes me
rad. Ho nover saw nie."

Ilelpsam,: IliHe was in the clonds!
Mrs. Olauc us.- lu Inte clonds 1 Didu't I tell you,

dear man, he was in bis own stndy. 1 think 1'11 sit dowu;
it's jnsf as cheap. Go on with yonr Paradise Lost."

(ilaucus lad heen readiug the igîtl book, wlere
Adam rocounts to Rapîsel thI) creafion of Eve.

So Ioveiy fair,
Thet what sceuî'd f air in al the worid, seeiued now
NI eau or ilulber sunî,u'd up.

Adam's misery upon losiug siglft of fhe beautiful
vision ; lis desolation amid ail the abounding deligîts
of Eden, when waking he looks around for 1er iu vain;

hsjyWben ouf of hope, beliohl ber! not far off!
Sncb as I saw lber lu iny dream eadorui'd
Witlh wat ahi eartb anti îeven could hestow
To make bier amiable. .
Grace was in ail bier steps, heaven n lier eye,
In every gesture dignify and love.

He read, in sncb a nannor as to bring ouf al fIe
music of Miiton's verse, fIat marvolloushy baautiful nar-
rative of fhe first courtship. His voice trenbled with
onotions at Adam's description of the fhousand-fold charni
of Bye-sud as le said

More oully wsak
Against the chiarin of beauty'4 poxverful glance,

Mrs. Glancu8 smiled, bappily uumarked by 1er bus-
baud; but wlen lis voice, rising on fhe tide of Milfon's
seng, and thtilling with the pure passion of Adan's worde,
le couclnded

And f0 consiomate al
(4reatness of minîl, and uobleuess9 their seat,
Build in bier loveiiest, and croate au awe
About bier as a grand augelic placed,

aud McKnoni shonted "bravo," sud Rectus said lo lad
neyer realized tIe full beauty of fIat passage before.
Nover before knew bow sweet sud senorous was Milton's
song. Mrs. Glaucus laughed, sud ssid : I guesa he
doesn't stand i much swe of me. Come, Glaucus, I want
you te walk witb ne s littie np the road. I lave just
had a note frein the man Who soid me tIen Iovely poee
fIat you enjeyed se nucl, sud ho fells nehlelias a wild
swan for me. Yen know you fold me you'd like a swan.
Wlat shahl I fell bu Shal I write lin te keop if for

Glaucus: Il"Oh ne, ny Jear, L don't know when we
shah bho back."

Rectus.: "Are yen ike fIat luxurious mouk in Clan-
cor of wlom le tells us

A fat swan lov'd h li est of auy roast."
Gîsucus lad rimes now and said: WelI, My dear, let

un go."'
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