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¢ Miles and miles of waters
That throb like & woman’s breast,
With a ¢lad harmonious motion
Like happiness caught at rest.”

The poet has wrought into the fabrie of
Lis verse the shifting lichts aud shadows of the

waters, their moonlight dreaming, and the
harrowing thunder of waves on sullen shores.

But most he loves the gentle inflaences, the
soft luke Dreezes, and the wystieal vapours of
dawn.
“The evags and the low shores kneel
Like j_g]!'tl,\}l\‘, I the fogs that recl,
And ghide, wnd shiver, and feel,
For the shores with their sh(nlm\y hands.”
Surely this is effeetive writing, auld again
in a kindred poem :—
“ Where the great lake’s shiniug bosom
Rocks like some blue petalled blossom,
Blossonied mid the night's sweet cure,
Wind-shook in the morning air.”’

We have to turn again to him to tind this
o
surpassed in his later work., The verse is

desceriptive of dawn :
¢ Theve comes a freshness from the tloor
OF ocean and the night-bathed land ;
\ spirit swings each roseate door
With winnowing wings and odours hland ;
Rose lames enkindle heaven’s Hoor,
And the grey mists are night no more.”
Verses of similar charm abound in this new
volume as in the old, but the temper of the
man is firmer here, and can cope with Nature's
ficreer aspeers in poems such ag ¢ Midwinter
Storm,”’
ing, and has 1o touch of the clinging doy
eney that dilated the earlier poems,
We bave dealt thus at length with My
Canmypbell’s nature verses, not alone beeause of

where the attitude 13 more conmmand-

wnd-

his suceess in descriptive poetry, but because
e is here in accord with a prevailing tendency
in Canadian literature. Tt might justly be
charged agaiost us as a defect, that there is
too much accurate detail in the work of our
that in the accumulation of
the separate aspects of o beautiful landscape
the pictare becomes blurred, and the etieet
marred.  We readily grant that the groatest
work i3 not accomplished thus, that the in-
force of deseription becomes confused
and that brevity and
precision are the underlying force of the
nature verse, making it undying
becanse unobscured.  But Dante, to he great,
shed the gleaming of hell-fires upon his can-

nature pocts,

cisive
when images multiply,

strongest

vas, and the picture seared into the brain,
deathless in that lurid light, and human
passions molten in Hame or swayed by gentle
mood, infused their power into the work

Shakespeare.  Yet ours is and
echoes of old Sicilian melodies are welcome in

@ gentler age,
Our ears :

“ Therefore, yo soft pipes play on ;
Not to the sensual car, but more endeare 1,
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone.”

Of the four scasons we know not to which
the poet has given his heart.  He loves them
all, Spring with its Dblessoming life, Sammer
with its achicvement, Autamun with its deeay,
and Winter with its death.

SPRING,

Big swollen uwrs, haunting still deep woods,
Whue dawn is midnight and faint dawn ut,

noou,
Sing under shadows, pausing in shimmering
moods

Of inky silence, glimmering like the moon

In midnight’s heaven, the while a drowsy tune

The singing shallows make to shine and shade,

While thrnunh the budding honghs the warm
whulds wade,

Sowing in petals white the year's fivst rune.
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SUMMER.
There are o thousand beauties gathered round,
The sounds of waters falling over-night,
The morning scents that streamed from the
fresh oround,
The hair-like streaming of the morming light
Through early mistsand dim, wet woods where
bhrooks
Chatter, half-seen, down under mossy nooks.

The rugged daisy starring all the ficlds,
The buitercups abrim with pallid gold.
AUTUNN,
Season of langorous voll and hazy drouth,
OF nature’s heanty ripened to the core,
When over fens far-calling birds wing south,
Filling the aiv with lonesome dreans of yore,
And moemories that havnt but come no more
Maiden of veilid eyes and sunny mouth,
Dreaming between hushed heat and frosted
lanids ; ;
With tire-mists in thine eyes, and red leaves
i thy hands,
WINTER,
Out of the far, grey skics comes the dread
north with his blowing,
That chills the warm blood in the veins,
cuts to the heart like fate,
Quick as the fall of a leaf the lake-world is
white with his snowing,
Ouick as the flash of a blade the waters are
black with his hate,
This

and

rse without
tofty, good poctry without being great.

15 delightful v

heing
A close
examination of the first stanza will veveal that
there are even at times positive faults of in-
aceuracy, and inexactness of languace,  This
work only falls short of the hichest iu its kind
by alack of imaginativeness and a sparscness
of thought ; yet it entitles its author to place
above may whom the world calls great. By
lack of imaginativeness we refer to the absence
in his descriptive poetry of that sustained in-
which links nature to the very
essences of being, and the sparseness of thonght

spivation

is betrayed in his ineffectunl endenvour to
perfect a sounet, a form of verse which, in its
perfection, above all reveals the thinker. T:.-
deed  Mr. from
srappling with sciious world problems.
“For 1 am not of all this weird mob thronging
The streets of mad to-day, the world’s dread
throe ;
I walk apart all hungered with a lunnm'r
Fenr some departed mighty long ago.’

His limpid Howing dietion, moreover, il
adapts itself to the more elaborate forms of
verse, and an uncvenness is apparent in some
of his most beautiful work., In writing an
Ode to Autumn he inevitably challenges com-
parison, and, despite a splendid eflort, he
suffers by the coutrast. We miss the Juaurious
phrasing and majestic music of Keats. while
Watson’s poem is superior in emotional quality
and sheer force of thought.  Yet lot this not
Comparison with the
ureatest, surely bears with it more distinetion
than wndiseriminating

Camphbell scems to shrink

be said in his dispraise.

praise  bestowed on
himself alone,

Passing over some poems confessedly imiba-
tive, we turn with admiration to poems that
would have added lustre to the fame of Cole-
ridge, and weirdness to the genius of Poe, In
the earlier volume, ‘¢ Lazarus
stgns of latent ptm’m', and in the

i

revealed un-
mistakable
newer work, two poems as loftily conceived,
stand apart from the rest, and above. ¢ The
Mother,” from its appearance in periodicalsand
journals, must be familiar to many who have
scen that specimen alone of Mr. Campbell’s
work, and such praise has been lavished upon
it, that further words are unnecessary. The
poem once read is stored away in those regions
of the mind where oaly beautiful memories
prevail.



