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We intend, if passible, to publish in succession
the Prize Pocms of past years. Wo have alreadly
given last year's, and now present that of 1578
to our readers. We regret not having had the
opportunity of asking ihe anthor’s penission to
publish in this instance.

THE INDIAN SUMMER,

DY R. T. NICTOL.
The warm and wanton summer months had fled
Loud-laughing o’er the flowers, which "neath their
troad,

Viclded crushed fragranco ; as the Mrenad crew,
Drunk with tho Sun-wine, in their chorus flew,
Or languished faintingly und all undono

In bowers deep hidden from the fire-cyed Sun.

But after these had risen far gentler days,

In whose bricf reign the ficlds of tasseled maize

Grew golden ; and men toiled throughout the land

Hoarding the hard full cars; and many a band

Of workers gleaned the ripe scorched grapes, that
hang

On burdened vines ; and when the orchands flung

Their broad arms wide, which bent beneath their
laad,

From others yet much mirth and laughter flowed.

On all the hills the golden-rods grew Lright,

The meadows all with purple asters dight

—Herroyal hem, which, when the Flower Queen
stepp'd

Forth from her throne-room, still its pavament
swept.

Theso too had spod ; and now a calimness lay
Over the ravished carth ; and seemerd alway,
As expectation held all things enchained
1Whiloleaves grewhectic, many-hued and stained;
And swift warm-breasted swallows on tho barns
Made lam’rous twitt'ring; and from dusky tarus
Hid deep, "mid codars, solitary crances
Roso zeeming-painfally; as shafted flames
Fell from the westwand, and among the pines
Showed darkness darker witk their sanguine

lincs.

Then too might one which wandered by a

stroam,

Swift-alipping onwanl 'neath the moon’s pure
gloam,

If noisclesaly he trod, have caught 2 strain

Of swectest music, yet so franght with pain,

As all hest things—as groatest joy with tears,

Asn blest S, Catharine’s cestasy with faars,

As tongu-loss nightingales, 80 legenda say,

Who die with sweetness of the unsung lay.

Bat these wore voices of the water-spntes;

‘Who wond'ringly throughout the still clar mghts |

Talked in tho language of the water-world
In gentlest concert to the birook thit prrled

**Tis coning ! —and thar fathumless Llae n.s'

dreamed
Each in the other's ; till they tearfully locked
Their forms, and idly on the wavelets rocked,
Murm'ring and watching till the dark grew light
Watching and murm’ring till the day grew night.
And all the while along the wid'ning dales
And up tho hills, and o'cr the woody vales,
Stole a mystenous vapour, v'drous, dum, [
Tangling 1tself about cach scarce-stimed limb,
In all the woods ; and through its hasy Llue
The sun rose ever of a dull red hue.
So Iight it was, so wann, due might believe
Such were the air that blessed spirits breathe
In the far sonl-lwd, in those bappy isles
Beyond the sunset, where all nature siniles,
And so, from that vague fecling of the breast
Which links to God-head the iden of rest,
Of glory shrouded in a kindly pall

tion to Italy—to Florence—Dante's
Florence, DaVinei's Florence, the city
of Michael Angelo and the Medici;
but in her sympathy with some of its
broader and more subtle characteris-
tics, which we shall discover before
long.

In thc preface to this bock she
styles it “the most maturc of my
works, and the one into which my
highest convictions upon Lifc and Art
have entered.”

Now, the first of these “convic-
tions ™ is that which the “men of the
new learning” most carnestly con-
tended for—most passionately pro-
claimed — the utter good, the real

Of fragrant dimness—in this peaceful fall
Tho Indian thought to sco the Almighty Hand
And cned, asvapoursrolled athwart the land, |
Aud curled aloft to Heaven wmithout cease :—
*Uur Father sinokes lus calumet of peace !

So the days waned, and ‘neath the drcamy

power

Of the warm air, made lovelier every hour
The leafy robe of nature ; whilo the hush
Grew deeper ; and all cnmsoned wath the blash
Of crening Tosa those wista as though it wers
The Vespers of the world 5 and breathing prayer
The Spirit of the Earth, in priestly robe,
Stood off ring incensc : using the vast globe
As altarsteps to Heaven ; whiloall fell
Adoring ; and alono the grateful awell
Of thousand human haarts thrubbed up on high
In Heaven-heanl accents to the gates of sky.

And then the end : the vestinents laid asido
~Thar golden ‘browd’nes rmsthing as they ghde
Down to the pnestly feet—the chanting o'er 3
The censcr thrown upon the Teraple fleor,
Keatt'riny sts ashes to all winds that blow,
Thase dead, white ashes, which we men call—-

suor.

AURORA LEIGH.
mwRn T .\—'x;m., na

It might secm presumptuous, at so
late a date, to venture anything, either
in praisc or dispraisc of thc work of
an authoress so well known as Mrs.
Browning—well known, that is, in the
unchallenged power of her genius, not,
I am atraid, in the general perusal of

jher cousin, Romncy Leigh.
jquite fearlessly honest, and loathing

worth of human-nature. God's Image,
they maintained, was indeliblystamped
upon it ; blurred, worn smooth, almost
unintclligible, still it was there, It
was upon this assumption that Sir
Thomas Moore—thc noblest of the
school—not hopclessly, not aimlessly,
we fcel sure, as a castle in Spain,
built that scheme, “ which,” says Mr.
Ruskin, “ too impaticntly wise, became
the bye-word of fools.”

And out of this grows the coavic-
tion of the nccessity of Art to Life—
true Art to true Life. Hear her plea
for pocts :=—

** . . What's this Aurora Leigh,
You writo s of the pocts, and not langh?
Thoss virtuous liars, dreamers after dark,
Exaggerators of tho sun and moon,
And scothsayers in a teacup ™

1 write 50
Of the only trath.tellers now left to God—
The only speakers of cssential trath,
Opposcd 20 relative, companative,
And temporal truths ; the only holders-by
Hissun-skirts thnrugh conventional ﬁzvy glooms,
The only teachers who instrast mankin
From just a shadow on & chamel wall,
To find man’s veritable stature out,
Ercct, sablime—the meararo of a man,
And that’s the measure of an Angel, says
Tho Apostle.™

This is her Ethics: not so thinks
A soul

all shams and masks ; utterly pitiful,
too, of all that mass of human misery

her works. It isthe latter fact which,
perhaps, may palliate this attempt.
She always appears to me to repre
sent onc phasc of the genius of the
Reraissance—in this poem more than

and sin, he scts himself to right it
by cold, formal rules. Repressing all
spontancity, he moulds himsclf to a
strict disciple of Fouricr's.  He would
live, luie, spend and be spent for

A cadence 0 them ; and the bunlen sccmed— (2N It is not alonc in her devo- lothcr's gaod, but all by rule.
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