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speaker is supposcedly Renan. He repre-
sents that nineteenth school ol sceptic-
ism which, though it may have lull sym-
pathy with Christianity and so forms a
marked contrast to cighteenth century
seeplicism, vet reluses to aceept the su-
pernatural clement in our beliel,

The attitude ol the modern world to-
vards what is apparently the vanishing
ob the Christian laith seems hall of sad-
ness, halt ol terror.

Gone now I Al gone aeross the darK so
far,
Sharpening tast. shuddering ever, shud-
dering every shnttering still,
Dwindlin,  inte the

star.

distance,  dies that

The star had been the revelation ol God
but the Christian conception had heen
gradually vanishing throngh the destrue-
tive ageney of criticism.

In the light ol this, have we advanced?
We shall not look up and see a spirit
corresponding to our own ; in the um-
verse we shall see ourselves merely, By
man himsell shall we be most cursed,
for he, through the dethronement of the
diviie, becomes sovereign.

The anuswer to it all is given by Brown-
ing himsell in the third part ol the
poeni.  Ilere he shows how cach man,
though differing widely from his neigh-
bor, becomes, lor a time, the centre ol
his  universe.  Then, when his part i
played, Nature retires, as it were, and
centers round another. But we have no
need now for particular manifestations
ol the Divine. Wordsworth, in * Tintern
Abbey.” had expressed his idea ol the
one spirit that is present and visibie in
all things: Shelley had  echoed  the
thought in the * Adonais,”” and with the
same idea, Tennyson brought the “In
Memoriam,” to a noble close. To these,
Browning now joins himscel.

“Why ! owhere's the need ot Temple,
when the walls
0" the world are that ?
swells and falls,
Levite's  choir,
trumpet calls ?

ase ol

What

From priests’ cries and
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That one  tace, tar drom vaaish, vether
STOWS,

Or decomposes but recompose
Betore my universe o feels and knew

CIN A YIEEAR

*In this poem, simple, pathetic, beau-
tilui, we have but a litte observation of
Nature,” It was the story ol a maiden
who had offered all, wealth, rank, self
lor a man’s love, His love would more
than repay. But that love had lasted
but a vear and, in the poem, we have
brought out the girl's leeling of com-
plete desolation.  She cannot understand
She sees no purpose in it all. Then in
the last and  peculiarly  Browingesque
stanza, we  have vaguely  suggested a
lavorite idea ol the poet's, that this
passion serves only to lead to some
higher love.

Dear, the pang is brief,
Do thy part,
Have (ll_\'
Grows heliet !
Well, this cold dday cloud

Was man’s heart,

Crumble i, and what comes next ?
Is it God ?

“A WOMAN'S LaST WORD.”

* Let’s content no more, love
Strive nor weep :

pleasure ' How  perplese 1

All be as belore, love

Only sleep :

What so wild as words are ?

I and thou -
In debate, as birds are

Hawk on bough.™

Words are superfluons, wild, hurtful in
the presence of love. Debate, contention,

striving are their only results, Cold
knowledge itsell turns false.

What so false as trath is,

False to thee ?

Where the serpent’s tooth s,

Shun the tree—

Where the apple reddens,

Never pry--

Test we lose ur Edens,

Lve and 1.
Then, in the later stanzas, we have ex-



