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and irrelevant Tbevain I l
muchol the ;airiie with this, book;: it
inloves allongiii M ý[Wily that isi-
001nVincinig as to thle auhrnior-
mnalityý and sincperity indsuig
'ipiritualismi and recordingpyIih
phenloniena. Thn this paragaph
conIlfronllt.e, t he e-rs whille credulouls
reader:

iii a reveut oase T wuseuh' in te ceeck
a viery ioi4y vintity wie freqiiented ait
old houtie l iii theirt' wetre- mtreag ruas-
uns4 te believe that crimei blad be ro.i-
illttedl, alud aIse that, the crimili 1 ilwas
(,ilrt h-beuind]. Naines wro give % 'lIlvN tht'
iunhlappy spirit which prevedl te be correct,
anid a (,ulpbeardl was dlesvribed whieh wns
iltulY founid, tholugli it hiad neyer bve ato4

peced O guttiig juito teucoli witi flic
vprti eadcavoured to rcasma wvith it and

te oexplain how selflsh4 it wa:s teiaul
tnieryý t) others i u rder to -aif an-V
feelin;gs (if rg-venge w1tich it mnight hailvet
iarried over front earth life, W, thIen i

pirayed for its wel-f;irv, vxhortvid it to) risc

au1ce, tlltýd ()lit nt the( table, thalt if el
Iluen4I its wsys,.. 1 have verY graitifyinig re-
ports that it, hias dune se), nn tait all is
a1ow quliet ini thle old hlous."3 - l

We do not knew whiat le meant by
"tiltedl out kit thle table", but in any
case exhortation is a new way- of dis-
poNing of gliosts. The shotgun used
to be effective.

GEORGIAN ?OETRY, 1918-1919
Edited by E. M. London, 85 Devon-

shire Street: The Poetry Bookshop.

Ï 111S is the fourth volume of thiS
series, which for nine years has

gathered together some of the vagrant
poetry of the younger spirits in Eng-
land who are speaking in at least new
voices and with some departure from
tradition. Poets whose works are now
well known are here represented-
Lascelles, Abercrombie, Gordon Bot-.
tomley, William H. Davies, Walter De
La Mare, John Drinikwater, Wilfrid
Wilson Gibson, D. Hl. Lawrence, Har-
old Monro, and 8everal whose poetry
le not so welI. known and wlio appear
among the Georgians for the first time.
One of these is J. D. C. Pellow, of
whomn thc editor eonfess lie knows

nothing. We quote hie pen, -Tht.
Temlple".

B-weuthe erect and solemu troes
IwiIl go lown upea uty kuces;

I s1hal flot tind this day
Se uteewt a place te pray.

llly th benety ef this Place
May, wor, lu tme an awriggrace,

Thle stillueis ef the :air
Be echoed in 111 Prayer.

'rTeo wo>rshkiiniig trous arise and( ruej,
With nee" sweýr\,, towrdsth stun;

k4u imay zny seul 's desire
Torai te its central fire.

With singl' Aim they seek the lighit,
And scaree a twig in ail thelr hviglit

Breaks eut until the head
lu glory is outspread.

I{eW strong eachi îillared trunk; the, barký
rîTot eovers them, how smooth, and ltark,

The swevet and geutie voice,
With whiclh the' Jeaves rejeicel

Mayt a like streugth and sweetnieas i111
Puesire, aad thoughlt, aud steadfast31 wil,

Wheu I remember these
~Fair sacramiental treesl

One of the new writers, Robert
Nichels, lias a wonderfuly beautifilî
poem in "The Sprig of Lime", part
of which we quote:
Sweet lime that eften at the heighit ot

noon
Diffusing dizzy fragrance frein your

beuglis,
Tasselled with blessoins more innuierabi,
Than the black bees, the uproar of whose

tell
E'illed your green vaulte, winning such

metheglyn
As, el onds their sappy ceils, distil, as

once
Ye used, yeur suuniest emnanatious
Toward the wiadow where a woma

kneels-
She who within that reoom in elhildisil

heurs
Lay througli the lnstÎng murmur of

blancli d noon
Behind the sultry blind, now feul, no'w

flat,
Drinking aneW ol every oderous breatit,
Supremely happy in lier ignoranc(-e
0f tine that hastens hourly, and et Dea:th,
Whio need net haste. Scatter yeur fumes,

O lime,
lýoose froni ecd hispid star et citr-on

bloomi,
Tangled beneath the labyriathine boiias,


