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passing from Tennyson's youthful to his
finished style, la immensely increased.
Since the work was flot planned as it is
now comipleted we must not, however,
blame the poet with this as a fauit of
design.

In what does the Laureate's later style
differ from what it was wheil hie was
nineteen ? The structure of his blank
verse has not varied much. The senten-
ces are long and involved. At a first
perusal the music of the line carrnes us
with it, a more detailed investigation
mnakes us haif doubt the c. 'nnection of
its parts, and yet again a critical. inquiry
shows us that those doubta were u-
founded. Such a sentence is that de-
scribing the death of Camilla's inother.
It begins 'The sister of my mother-'
and then no less than six lines are in-
fierted before the sentence attempts te
mnove again. Even then the atternpt is
a -curious one, and consista simply of a
repetition of the opening phrase 'my
mnother's sister,' &c., followed by five
lines more before we are allowed to
finish the sentence-' left hier own life
with it.' In a less marked manner this
fault may be traced in Tennyson's later
'versification.

Already there is noticeable that atten-
tion to suftness of sound and fitness of
elpression that has earned for Tennyson
the reputation of the moat highly finish-
ed of our poets. One exainple of hia
alUiterations we have already given, and
here is another-' the dappled dimplinga
of the wave." The imagery which de-
scribes the languiahment caused by an
Overaweet fancy-

' As tho'
A man in some stili garden should infuse
Rich atar in the bosom of the rose '

la as voluptuous as any contained in the
early poem hie wrote on 'The Arabian
Nights ;' whilst the allegory of Love,
Rlope, and Memory, that closes the first
Part, reminds us aomnewhat of the
qulaint conceits, more clever than poeti-
cal, that are ao common in Elizabethan
literature.

There are two lines in ' The Golden
S"Upper' that would in themaelves suffice
tO betray the work of an older man.
Trhe speaker is describing how he met
Jutlian ' at a hostel in a marsh,'

'And sittUng down to such a base repst,
-Lt makes me an&gry yet wu speak of i--
1 beard a groaning.'

Itlafot too much to say that the poet'

of nineteen would have cut off his hand.
rather than introduce such an incident.
Its presenoe is a proof of the desire
Tennyson felt to enlarge the coimpasa of
bis song, to heighteu the puetic effect by
a touch of gross inaterialismn. In these-
touches, however, which are rarely in-
terspersed in his poorna, the Laureate is
not very succesaful. lis attempta to be
a man of the world, a cynic capable of
turning the seamy aide of things towards
us, such as Will Waterproof'a Lyrical
Monologue, or that part of the 'Vision of
Sui' in which hie apoatrophises the 'Bitter
Barmaid,' always appeared to us forced
and unnatural.' Luckily the desire to
write in this vein has not proved very
strung with Tennyson, and we accor-
dingly find littie enough of it in his
pema.

Thackeray, by ANTHONY TROLLOPE.-
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Letters. L>)ndon : Macmillan & o.,
1879 ; Toronto : James Campbell &
Son.

It is a pleasant sign of milder manners,
when we find one man of letters able to
discourse of another with a niuderated
criticistîn and an appreciation devoid of
sneering. Especially is this noticeable
when the biographer and bis aubject
walked the same path in literature, and
at 80 sm.tll a distance of time that they
xnight alhnoat be termed contemporaries.
For there is no great credit in writing
impartially about any one who is so very
dead as Chaucer la for instance, unlesa.
indeed you had the chance of hittingr
some living poet through the m-antle of
deceased worth.

Mr. Trollope does not pretend to write
a regular biographiy of the great noveliat,
and the reason he gives la a good one.
It appears that shortly before his last
ilhiesa, Thackeray had his keen sense of
the proper shocked by some offending,
apecimen of 'fulsome biography.' In
consequence of this we are told that ' he
begged of his girls that when he should
have gone there should nothing of the
sort be dune with his name.' A request
that hau met with an attention unusual
among mren of letterd, who are generally
only too ready to strip their scarcely
fallen comrade of his personality and seli
it to the highest bidder in the biographi-
caf hide-market. Poaaibly, too, the very
uneventfui nature of Thackeray's life


