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notwithstanding the assertion that thcy belong to the saine minor denornina-
tion. If once religion bas been il1troduced to Japan, it cannot remnain free
frorn the native clemnents, so long as it struggles for its owI1 existence. If
you are to blame us for the admixture of the Christian and non-Christian cie-
mients, I do not kiow what to say; I sinhlly siil}mit it tC) thc just criticismi of
the world at large. T[here is nothing more than a merc example of the re-
ligious aspect of modern japan ; but any and cvcry other field of activity in

.Japan is tending i the same dlirection, that is, to the unification of Western
and Eastern civilization. This is Japan's mission in the new era; wbetbcr or
flot she can accoml)lisli it, time alone can tell.

The Lyrics of Robert Bridges.
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M R. Robert Bridges was made l)oet-latireate in june of this year. The
appointment caused some surprise, l)ut loyers of poetry everywhere

cornmended it, and, indeed, hiad eagerly looked forward to the rnaking of it. lu
this article I hope to show tbey were right.

Mr. Bridges lives on a bigli piece (of ground near Oxford, called Boar's
Hill. I-lis home faces south, and behind it is a wood of ragged pines. From
its highest windows and the littie glass tummet which crowns it, yoti have be-
fore you on every si(le, ýo, at least, a passer-by wou1ld imagine, a thirty-mile
sweep of country. Towards it the southwest wind drives lier ranks of white
cloud. In calm weather, fleecy mist cornes up aboiît it, and then fmom its
windows you can sce only the spires and towers of Oxford caught in mid-
(Ile air, and the dim outline of imimermorial woo(15 andl a sun-smitten patch or
two of river or corn-field. In the wood of pines, tail, (lark foxgloves grow;
and in the garden ini june, white floxes imitate the milky way. To get to the
house you must walk througbi fields of knec-deep, swaying grass, and go
tbrough ancient farm-yards, and past gnarled, twisted, broad-branching oaks.
Now, it is out of the things around this bouse tbat Mr. Bridges makes bis
poems. The north wind and the southi win(l, the stili Thames, the fimst star
to break "the wandering ranks of nigbt," the Fchruary pimrose, thc first
hyacinth leaves I)ushing tbrough thc sodden brown carpet of the woods, the*
last October buttercup-such is the stuif of tbem. In summer be sings of
the butterfiies,

With dazzling colours, powdered and soft glooms,
White, black and crimson stripes, and peacock eyes;

in winter, of the stateliness with which the forests clothe themselves, even
wben haîf their leaves are tomn away:

In the golden glade the cbestnuts are fallen all:
From the sered boughs of the oaks the acorns fa!!;
The beech scatters hem ruddy fire;
The lime bath stripped to the cold,


