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HEINE.

Ibere is ne modern pet whose werk
]ends itsulf less readily to critical analysis
tlian Reine. The fabric of bis genius was
wrought of sucli diverse elements and the
plienomena of bis mind se varied in char-
acter and cliaracturized by such exceptienal
mobility in expression that it is impossible
te determine bis literary status by establîsb.
ing bis intelluctual afliniîy te any eue school
of thouglit or expression. lie was ene of
tbese few authers wlio can dlaim a mental
rclationship witli al] roods cf thouglit and
whose gunius is sufficiently versatile in its
expression of diverse conceptions te justify
romanticist and realist, pessimist anîd epti-
mist, doubter and believer, suntimentalist
and cynic alike te caîl him brother. H1e was
a curieus combination of malice, mirth and
music. Ris poems are a perpetual revela-
tien of conflicting moods, of swif t mental
alturations, pathos and merriment, smiles
and siglis, sneers and sobs, reverence and
mockery, love and bate, tbroughout al
superbly cloquent and beriuath ail profound-
ly ironiral. Hie passed tbrough life with a
sneer on bis lip, a tear in bis eye, a frown
on bis brow, laugliter in bis voice. A Gem-
man by birth and a Jew by ancestry lie had
ail the poutry of lisaial, but none of the
patience of Job. In bis nature the tierce
energy of a hot-bloodud people was directed
te the service of dusires unknewn te those
that bequuatbud it. lie was a David up te
date, a child of Israel adapted te the times.

lit bas belon said IlLife is a tragedy te
those that fuul,a cemedy te those Iliat think.>'
Reine fuît and Goethe theuglit. Onu is
restlesa, passienatu, etnotional ; tle other is
quiet, majestic, calm. Goethe steod apart,
enjeying, in the midst of continental tribu-
lation, a superb repose. Reine responded
te every toucli of bis age, shared its serrows.
sympathized with its aspirations, enjoyed
its humour, mourned for its miisury, andl
with satiru-witb more than satire-with
bitter ireny, witb almnost veiceless scern bu
sceurged the fools and folly of bis age.

Ruine was no literary amateur, ne pet
of the mob. lie was an exquisite artist of
verse, a delicate artificer of ideas, a subtie
builder of peems. lIn bis verse, liglit and
shade, sbadow and sunlighit are b<eautifully
biended, and the fineet, and mest subtie
tints and colors of thouglit are Iinkud te-
guthur in exquisite harmony. lis lyrics
are like the dires of silver belîs : silvery,
subtie and sweet. Ris verses are like crys-
taIs like delicate china finuly finislied,
tenderly tinted, perfectly polished, delicatu-
ly, lovingly wrougbt, light as a star beam,
radiant as a rainbew, rare as a precious
,peami from the depths of ancient ocean. Ru
clothus bis ideas in a drapury of loveliness,
seemingiy weven from the beams of sunis
and stars, the essence of clouds and mists.

Sncb is the architecture of bis verse.
Tbreugh the fine framework of formi there
flows a swift tide of passion, turbulent,
emotional and fiury; sparkling, glowing,
glittering, flashing and ilaming as it surges
turbulentiy up from tle duptlis of a huart
of fire. The crystal palaces of verse are
illuminated witb the liglit of theught, the
golden barp is flooded with music, the per-
fect voice is fruiglited with eloquence. But
in bis thouglit there is ne stabiiîy, ne crys-
tallization, ne uniformnity, ne system, ne
repose. Ail is unquiet and disturbancu.
Hu was fillud witb unrust and was neyer at
peace witb men. In bis mind was a vision
of beauty, and in the world was defermity ;
in bis seul was a yearning for peace, and

in the world was war; in bis heart was a
passion for freedom, and in the world was
law. And lie knew that the world was
wrong. H1e was a cagud bird who some-
times sang, and in theu ecstasy of song at-
tumptud to soar, and flutturing in help-
less agony against the bars that, shut him,
fromi the skie3, ceased singing to complain.

Reine was born at the dawn of the pre-
sent century and lived in the midst of per-
petual transition sharîng in the f ullest de-
garue the restlessness of tîuis unquiet age.
Ris earliest work, the famouq book of songs,
contains som8 reflections on the despotic,
social and political restrictions of bis coun-
try which areused the anger of the ruling
powers and lie was forced te fly. Hie wvent
to Paris wbere his faine and genius won
hinm admittance to the choicest inteilectual
and social circles, as well as into the coun-
cils of extreme demecrats wlio welcomed
him as one cf themselves. In Paris he
spent censiderable timu studying human
nature as revealud in tbat wonderful city
and occasionally seeing a wider experience
by trips over the continent. Hie strove to
uxperience evury possible emotion and
satisfy every passion of bis nature. There
was certainly no City se weli quýlified te
ininister te an ambition of this kind as the
gay capital of France, and yet after many
years residence tliure we find bim still a dis-
satisfied man. Theru were evidently seme
aspirations in bis nature wbicb even Paris
could net satisfy. Hie had literary success,
social success, fame and comparative wealtb,
but yet lie was a disappointed man. The
age ceul(l satisfy bis body, but it ceuld
net satisfy bis seul. After sncb a man as
this lias taken bis muais he is stili lungry.
H1e feels an intellectual appetite, a craving
for mental delicacies. Hie likes te sit down
and listen to the cadence of ideas, te hearken
for the sounds of unseen but sublime choirs,
te catch the melody of astral music. 11e
longs fer things eartb cannet give. lie
wisbus to dweli in a palace of art, to breathe
the breatb of perpetuai beauty, te listen te
the harmonies of spherus.

There qecm te be some wbo tbink that
a peet te be true te nature must creep in
the dust ; that bis vérsu sbould be homely;
that be should cever bis palaces witb mud ;
ding close te the eartb, and forget the stars;
sprinkle the patbways of thouglit witb
straw and set apart the choieest part of bis
mind for cattie stalis. T[bis is a great mis-
take, or at best enly a partial tru' b. The
peets sbeuld net descend te the people, but
the people sbeuld rise te thie peets. The
mountains sheuld net lie levelled te the
plains. The great neud net cease te bu
great because the small are small. Tlie
lofty should net becomu lowly bucause the
low are Iow. Seuls that bave wings sbould
spread them and sear ner cease te
sear hecause the worm must cruup. It
should lie the aima of the peets net te adapt
thuir verse te the masses, but te adapt the
masses te their music ; te teacli tlium the
loftier liarmonies of life ; te lift tbem Up.
and by the light of geniuq illuminate the
patbway that leads te the pinnacles of
theuglit. Ail nature is net of the cartl.
Ail things are natural tbou-b ail may net be
visible. The supernatural is only that part
of nature which lias net yèt been explored.
lIt is true that dust and tree ani stones and
bricks and hilîs and plains are part of na-
ture, but it is equally true that tbey are
an insignificant part. There is aise the
nature manifested in stars and cleuds, tidus
and waves and uther ; in men, wemen and
chuldren, and their ideas, hopes and aspira-
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tiens. Thoughts are natural ProduC 1%

peet is most true to nature Who 8l

mui ih oftiest feelings that str ir .08
the divine cravinga, the infinite Yesl"
the pathos, joy and music Of the 0n'

It is said that Heine was cyniloBtuU
ical, caustic, cold, because lie lashed h
merciless satire the conventionl5 CGstoief

and creeds of bis age. Should lie hsVe ef

them alone ?i Were they wortliy Of0Dy
werecontmptiie seuld and if thel

thing better than contemupti nt lisee
visico te d i be s o t bey " 0îj viD

baenvisted ithcontemPt I 'eivD
thom bad, knowing theai to be SoietY

shouid heofnot in the interestS of th, SO e
they aftlicted expose their frailties-eat
seeing in bis mind a more perfert bdonI,
and feeling in bis heart a higlier idh

felt that the social world waS eVil e ~f he
do anything less than scorn 1 it SItlst lie
scorned it at ail, was it net fitting f h
should scorn it weil? The Presecfl 0f
element of sarcasm in the WritO98 th' t

auther does flot necessarily indiGot . a
bis nature is evil, or bis lieart nu
Oynicism may have its origin in teo lie
It may originate in an evil ntaturie; or
caused by pure and unprovoked malice'

itmay originate in the genulneo -bnp
scorn of a noble mind at the ignoble~1 th'o
it contempiates. Among cytl~o , PO
and exalted class may be mefitio .ne Tho
Thackeray, Voltaire and Reine. l o)
were ail men of lofty nature, Ca abî ri,
limited love. Indeed their very g bo
self was born of love. It wascaset5
loved the noble that tbey scorned te tb
because tliey saw the true, tliey be
false ; because they loved th lîgith~~
warred with darkness. So it ~ ~fot
ileine. He was filled with a pESS' 0 n 11,
trutb, and in the interests Of truIthl I es
ed into service every weapof POOd
oury of bis intellect. He entered

an inteliectual crusade agaiflst eVerlti
less tli that perfect ideal whicli dwvelt
in bis mind. The keen eye of gui ai
that what lesser minds worslipPed ag 1
ties were nothing better than lB' of tbe
the liglit of bis mind the deforffitY Otas
werld was revealed as a fact, but floth
necessity. The greatness and beaUty esi
in dwarfed te the mental eyeth
and deformity witliout. tote Vrd.

A contented man is a curse te te

Ail progress lias originated in disl To lé
(Jivilization itself was due to tliis ee
satisfied with anything less tlian tlie Petbo"
is treason te progress. Tle naso
satistied with what buelias will ask- for
ing better, but sleep thie sleep of l 0e
live a life of nothingness, and ie tlie.
of a dog. The man who 18 eistl:I
will demand semething betterl al'd.11dev
H1e will differ, lie wiIl dissent, lie Wl i
ate, lie will rise, lie wiîî ruign, and wbC'1e te
dies lie will bucome an angel and 5spît6r

bu a God. Discontent is tlie root Of Pt'
gress, the source of civilization 'it ln diC5J
a 1of ty nature. The man wlio 1is ieo
with the law, is low. The manflh wli bO
com plains and revoîts dous 50 beCause tbO
haq sornetliing better in hiin tbafl 0
things he sees witlieut, and hlic P;e lt,
make the world as perfect as bis t.tb.-
He strives to make the loWItioi
eut conform to the lofty 1 wit-
Hie measures the world by lis '0'l *ftb
finds it exceedingly small. hen Id
was ushered out of the midniglit of0 r
into tlie dawning of cosmos and c goef oOI0
the agony of growth into tlie bus8  arl
pletion, «the spirit of unrest nst tb 0t
bave passed from, thie eleme titi


