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Canada, would not ouly be conveying an idea which every
one wbo bas any knowledge of Canadian bistory, or any
faith in Canadisu spirit, must know to be the very
opposite of the truth, but would be taking the readiest
means to work great and possibly irreparable misebief to
both countries. The danger, as well as the lack of patri-
otism, in such a course i8so5 great that we refus3e, in the
absence of the fullest confirmation, to believe iF possible on
the part of any Canadian citizen. IF is bad enough ta be
forced to believe it of one who was fommeriy not only a Can-
adian citizen, but a member of the Canadian Panliament,
Mr. F. W. Glen. We are persuaded that Canada is neither
to be coaxed to forget her national aspirations by blandisb-
ments, nor fonced ta do sa by commercial bostilities.
Canadians might, perhapi, pardon Mr. Wiman for sssuring
the Oommittee that the oniy hope of future annexation lies
in the direction of the freest commercial and social inter-
course. Sucb hope wouid be a barmless delusion. But to
persuade that committee that Canada is to be forcedi into
the Union by hostile legislation wouid be both unpardon-
able and criminal. ___

MUCHI speculation bas been indulged in with regard to
the effect the tremendous and eve-incressing eost-

iness of modern arînaments must eventuaiiy have in pro-
lenging peace or preipitating war. On the one baud it
bas often been demontrated during the past few years,
that the inevitable great war must corne very soan, inas-
mueb as the preparations for it would soon bankrupt some
of the least wealtby but most belligenent nations. On the
other band it is argued, and iF seems to us witb greater
force, tbat the tbought of the uncertain issues and dreadful
possibilities of a confliit between two great nations under
present conditions must have a powerful influence in
deterring even the boidest statesmen from crossing the
Rubicon, except under pressure of extraordinary induce-
ment or provocation. The Paris correspondent of the
London Timeo takes the latter view, and maintains in a
telegrain of uearly two columns that a European war is
now xorally impossible. The prospect of prolonged peace
bas, in his opinion, not for fitteen years been sa tangible.
IFroin one end of Europe to the other tbe necessity of

sucb a peace seeme to be apparent to those controlling the
fate of nations, and everywhere, after weighing the un-
mediate and inevitable consequence of a war, rulers seeni
to have sbunk witb terror from it." The rapid mobiliza-
tion of the French, Genman and Russian armies would, h e
says, cost £20,000,000, and the maintenancje of these
armies in the field £40,000,000 per month. In seven
niontbs £300,000,000 would be lost by these three powers
alone, to say notbing of other nations wbich would be
certain to chime in. He detects, moreover, or tbinks be
does, indications of an inereasing appreciation on the part
of the Princes and national nulers of the value of peace,
and a keener sense of tbe cost of war, and the extent to
wbieb iF would arreat ahl modern industry. The Spectalor
is disposed to make ligbt of these arguments. IlAll that," iF
says, Ilis quite true ; and it is also true that wbenever a
fine breaks out in London tbere will be a lsn of property.
Still, tbere will be fines, and that in spite of the entire
willingness of tbe Lord Mayor, the Obairman of the County
Council, and Captain Shaw, that fires sbould be prevented. "
The comparison lacks fitness, since a war is not, like a fine,
the resuit of accident or carelessnesa. Moreover, if the
fines of London were as mucb under the coutrol of tbe
Lord Mayor, tbe Chairman of tbe County Council and
Captain Sbaw, as a Europeau war is under the control
of the Czar, the Emperor William and the Fnench Ministry,
the occupation of the fire insurance conipanies of the ity
would acon b. gone. And yet, if this first moveanent in
the direction of assured peace bas been made involuntarily,
iF should not ho long until the logical second step is taken
voluntarily, in a concurrent reduction of armaments.

N 0 distinct advance seems to bave been made towards the
settlement o h dispute with Portugal. Englisb

statesmen, not of the Goverment, regard the affair as a
emaîl diplomatie cloud wbich will soon blow oven. No
doubt they are rigbt. The disparity in the strengtb of
of the two nations is sucb that the ides of a serious cou-
flut i. absurd. We are glad to have full confidence that
the Britisb Goverument will insist on notbing which it
does not believe ta be penfectly juat and rigbt. The
general policy of Portugal in Africa, especially in relation
to the slave trade, bas been sucb that the sympathies of
the civilized world will be pretty generally witb England.
We have before expressed the hope that Lord Salisbury
would give the world a proof of British maguanimity, aud
Portugal a taste of British faim play, by offering to submit

the questions at issue ta arbitration. We are sorry to see
that this is not likely ta be doue. The English newspapers
are, not very maguanimously, urging prompt and steru
measures, and declaring, some of them which are Fhought
to know the mmnd of the Goverumeut, that neither a con-
ference nor an arbitration will be accepter]l. Canadians
eau hardly fail ta note the contrast lu toue with that
adopted towards the United States in the case of the
Bebrng Ses dispute. Lord Salisbury caunot possibly be
surer that he is in the right in tbe Af ican than in the
American natter. What is the cause of the difference ?
Probably the true explanation is ta be fouud in the
disparity ta English eyes of the interests involved in the
twa cases, though the magnitude of the matenial inteneats
does not really affect the question of right asnd wrong, or
of national bonour. We are glad, however, ta believe
this the true explanation, since any other wbicb suggests
itself is eîther very uneomplimentary ta Eugiand or very
unflattering ta Canada.

TENNYSON'S NEW VOL UME.*

HARDLY bas public attention been fully drawn ta
"lAsolando, " the last fruit of the vigorous Browning

tree, than it is called away ta admire and eiticize a some-
wbat similar production, Lord Tennysou's IlDemeten."
With what loving, abundant devotion wili the Launeate's
pupils sud friends, the members of bis family, the world
for which he bas interpneted its sonraws sud joys, hopes
sud desires, regard this latest enanation from the grave
sud gentle spirit whîcb bas, like the revereut mmnd en-
shrined in his predecesson, William Wordsworth, sunely
Iluttened notbîug base 1 " Witb wbat painful, yet ehast-
ened, plessure will that world and those frieuds perceive a
clear sud benoic egoistie vein in these poems that tell of
work doue and nest louged for! The supenb altruisma of
other days is aven. He no longer eau give us tbe mateblese
King, ardently pure in soliloquy and prayer. No more
Manianas, non Elaines, non Galabadis float before the
ennaptuned vision. The mighty conception is dulled sud
dimmed, wbereby the whole tbought of a century was
bound within the simple quatrains of Ilu Memoriam."
Witbout haste, without rest, without vaunting sud without
impatience, sîl the conceptions of the past were given ta
us, but they are aven, contained witbin those pnicelesa
volumes whicb we glibly esl"lTennyson."

And yet in the little sheaf of poems issued under the
name of IlDemeten," there is nuch of the old strength,
the oid lucidity sud the aId humour, along, with something
that is new ta aur ears, the egaistie toue already alluded
ta. If he gives us no more Anthurs, ho gives us wbat
of ail we would moat desine, sometbiug more of biieoif
than as yet we know. The concludiug voem in this vol-
ume is eue of the most beautiful, rbythmically speaking,
the poet bas even written, wbile embadying, as we are
forced regretfully ta recognize, bis ealm sud trustful
vaiedictony.

CROSSING THE BAR.

Sunset and evening star,
Andonue ciear cail for me!

Andi may there be n mosuing (of thelbar,
When I put out ta ses;

But sncb a tide as moving ssems asleep,
Ton full for 8ouud and foam,

Wheu that which drew from out the bonudieuse dep
Turne again home.

Twilight aud eveuing bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be n sadness of fareweil
When I eubark;

For tho' from out aur boum-ne ni Titue and Place,
The flood may bear me f ar,

I o pet ses my Pilot face to face
WZeu I have crost the bar.

Lt wouid be, indeed, difficuit F0 sumpass the dîgnity of such
a lynie as this.

IBy An Evolutianist"' is one of the strongeet poems
iu the book.

The Lord let tihe bouse of a brute to the soul of a man,
And the man said, IluAin your debtor ?"

And tihe Lord--l"Not yet;- but make it as dlean ad you eau,
And then 1 will let you a better."

(The man speaks)-
What hast thon dons for me, grim Old Age, save lîreaking my boues

on the rak
Would 1 had past in the moruing that looks so bright frnin afar!

(Old Âge)-
Doue for thee? Starvedl the wild beast that was linkt with tbee

eighty years back.
Less weight now for the ladder-of-heavsu that haugs on a star.

1 have limbed ta tihe snows of Age, and I gaze at a field in the Past,
Where 1 sank with the body at times lu the sloughs of a low desire,

But I bsn, no yelp ai the beast, and the Man is quiet at last,
As he stands on the heights oi hie life with a glimpse of a height

that îs higher.

Car auy youngen poet be found ta produce verse of
more siuguiariy direct sud modemn force than this 1i We
believe not, n lu The Progress of Sprng," s sequence of
nine thirteen-lined stauzau, wbich at £rat sight look ike
some kind of variation of tbe sonnet, this Fame unaiterable

IlI Demeter, sud other Poens." By Alfred, Lord Tennyson
D. C.L., P. L. Lenrdin and New York: Macmillan & Ca. 1889,

faith in the after life and ultimate goal of our planet
and itB suffering race is displayed. The poet's older man-
ner, that of apparent simplicity intensified by minute and
intricate imagery, is revealed to us again in such discon-
nected lines as the following

Acrosem y garden! and the thicket stirs,
The fountain pulses high iu somumer jets,

The blackcal xarbles. and the turtie purrs,
The stav1iioj elaps his tiu*y ca8tanets.

Once more a downy drift against the brakes,
Self.darken'd in the sky, descending slow

But gladly see I thro' the waverinig flakes
Yon blanchinq apricot like snow in snowv.

"To Ulysses " is a short poemi in the well-known "In
Memoriam " metre suggested by the perusal of W. G.
Palgrave's essays upon Oriental scenery and folk-lore. The
author died at Monte Video before the volume appeared
and witbout having seen the poem. The following stanza
will, of course, recall certain passages in IlLockbiey Hall."

I, one half-crazed for larger lighit
On broader zones beyond the foam,
But chaining fancy now at home,
Among the quarried downs of Wight.

Not less would yield fuil thanks ta you
For your rich gift....

"Hlappy," the song of a leper's bride, seems eingularly
timeiy just at present, when Sir Moreli Mackenzie and
others are seeking to revive the languid interest of Europe
in the afflicted people who are, nevertheless, human under
their suffering. The ever-enduring love of pure woman
for ber chosen mate was neyer more sweetiy or powerfully
sung than by the Laureate in this forcîble strain. Pasuing
by a narrative poem in blank verse, dedicated to the Hon.
J. Russell Loweli, and entitled "The Ring," in which
only echoes of the virility of "Ayimer's Field " and
IlEnoch Arden" are heard, we light upon IlVastness,"
cast in the immortal mould of impei ishable IlLocksley
Hail," and signalized by an irnpetuous pessimisi only
tardily gathered at the very last into somnething like trust
and repose.

Is it flot the lover in IlLocksley Hall " and the em-
bittered adorer of "lMaud," who declainis these magnifi-
cent lines 1-

Faith at hier zenith, andi ail but lost in the glonîn of (ioubtg that darken
the schools;

Craft with a bunch of ali-heal in hier band, followed up hy lher vassal
legmon of fools,

Star of the morning, Hope in the sunirise; gloomn of the evening, Life
at a close;

Pleasure who flaunts on hier wide dowu-way with hier fiying robe aud
bier poison'd rose;

Pain, that bas crawled from the corpse oi Pleasure, a worm which
writhes ail day, aud at night

Stirs up again in the heart of the 41eeper, and stings bim back to the
curses nithe light

He that has lived for the lust of tbe minute, and died iu the doingjt,
flesh without mnd ;

FRe that han nail'd ail flesh to the Cross, tili Self died out in the love
of his kind.

Spring aud Stiulmer, and Autumu aud Winter, are ail thens ld
revolutions of earth?

Ail new-old revolutions of Empire--change of the tide-what in ail of
it warth ?

Xhat the philosophies, ail the sciences, possy, varying voient ai
prayer?

Ail that is noblest, ail that i. basest, ail that is filthy with &Il that in
fair ?

What is it ai1, if we ail ai us eud but in being aur awn corpse-cofflns
et last,

Swallow'd in Vantness, lost in Silence, drown'd in tihe deeps ai a
meaningless past?

What but a murmur of guats in the glooni, or a mament's angor ef
beses in their hive ?

Peaae, let it be! for I loved him, and lave hini for ever ; the dead are
not dead but alive.

It needs no ghost, corne fromn the grave, to tell us Ilthis
ie paetry." And the sanie strength and the saine impres-
sion of having somee1himg to aay, occur in IlOwd Roa," a
taie of the IlNorthern Fanmer " style, and enclosing as
tauching an instance of animai sagacity as literature
aflords. IlOwd Roâ " is a dog who bas

Sarved me sa well when 'e lived, that Dick, when he collmnettab.
dead,

1 thinks as I'd like for ta hev soam saort oi s sarvice reasd;

Fur 's'il moor good sense na tha Parliament man 'at stans for us 'are,
An' Id vomt for 'imx, my (ian sen, if 'e cauid but &tan fur the Shore.

Ail through this Dowerful diaiect poein the sense of hum-
our is paramount, and, as in ail great works, goes band-in.
hand witb pathos.

In "lDemeter and Persephone " occur occasionai linea
and phrases, wbich recal Oolier's remark that even in
IlMaud"» (it wili be reco]lected that upon the appearance
of IlMaud " the publie aud the eniis were ail astray as to
the menits of that beautiful poem), there are Ilspiendours
of English expression, wbicb few but Tennyson can pro.
duce." Such are these lines that depiet tbe coursers of
Hell

Al et once their sreh'd necks midnipht.maned,
Jet upward tAra' the mid-da3, blossom.

The jubilee poem is certainly not the beat tbing of its
kind, aud euriously enough is cast mucb after the Walt
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