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sunehino, into many a sunhees hoart." The youth is 8tirred
up te now eff'ort as ho heurs the echo tram tho hoigixts, "9Ex.
celsior t" The heart, hot and reetlese, i8seoothed by the voice
from the calnx river, brightened by tha moon'e broken reflec-
tien. And the mother looking at tho pale face of her dead, or
at the empty cot or vacent chair, is helped te bear hor burden
by the thought that,

ciNot in cruetty, n'ct ini wrath,
The Reaper came that day;

'Twas an augel visited the green carth
And took the fiowers away."'

Although Longfellow cehas etudied the principles et
-verbal mnelody and mxado himef master of the mysterious
afinities wbich axiet between sound and sense, word and
thought, feeling and expression," stili ho is in word painting
-inferior te Tennyson, Shelly and Shakespeare. la his hast
exaniples, such as "lCadeuabbia," thore le nothiug te equal
Tennysou's "9Where Claribel 10w tieth,"1 or ciThe Brook."
But Longfellow, too, can play tricke with words, rbythme,
and rhymes. The différent motres and arrangements of
rhymos ho uses givo a pteasing variety to hie peeme. The
application et classeo heroic masure te Ezaglish verse ie as
pecular te bim as the short trochaic linos of ccHiawatha."l
The former isseoen in cgEvangeline,"l "iMiles Standish,"l and
?ne or two other picces. That if is not a complote succees
is net surprising, seeing that in Euglish verso the basis of the
rhythm 15 Dlot quentity but accent. Such a thing as a ripou-
-dee scarcely exists, and certaiu!y nover la one word. The
*xxetre is not, howover, unpleasant when the reader becomes
accustomed te the long lines. The trochaic nieasure, on the
other baud, is admirably adapted te tho weird, fancitul, airy
,picture of "9Hiawatbia."1

Although Longfellow le exceedingly popular in England,
perbape not lest; se than Tennyson himef, yet ho is a
:national pooli. Tho nearupst approaches to great national opice
on this Continent are ciEvangeline"' and "iRiawatha."1 Ho
i8 American in a much widor sense than Yankee, aitheugli ho
bas givea us the tgNew England Tragedies*" and "gMiles
Staudisb,--American even ini a widor sense than 44United
Statetsian," for wo Canadians claim hlm tee as our national
epic p3>et. Was it not
"lIn the Acadien land on the shores et tho Basin et Minas,"
in the

4t Green Acadien moadowe, with sylvan rivors among thcm,"
that Evangehine and Gabriel passed thoir happy youth beforo
-4another race witb othor customs and language" zamo te
dlsiurbthcl;rquito lite? The poothas lmmortalized our land,
even if ho had te condenin our cruelty. In a stili wider
ýseuse is ho Aniorican, for thxe red man etfb the ret can dlaima
hlm as bie epic poet. Ho bas eung the joys andi sorrowe,
habors anxd loves of the aixciont arrow.mskers, crystaltizing
lanverse the features et tbc race before it bas dieappeared
forever beforo the Pale Face frosa the tend of Wabun.

Longfellow le empbaticatly the poot et childron,
and tiret hie love is rociprocated is ehowa by the hearty
manner in wbich bis birtbday bas et lato years been colo-
bratcd iu the echools ot the United States and Canada. The
innocrent gladuoss et children is a favorite thome witb the
-klxxd-bearted pooe,

"Corne te mc, O, ye cbitdrcn 1
For I heur yeu at yeur play,

And the questions that pcrplexed me
Have vauisehxd quito away.

Oh 1 what would the world bo te us,
If the cbildroa ivero ne more?

We sbould drcnd the dosait bebind us
Worso than the dark bofore.

Ye are better than ahi fthe balade
That ever were suug or said;

For yo are living poome,
A&nd ahi fthe rest are dead."

.A.nd perbape the most perfect pictureofe a 'father wlth hie
children ýever drawn is given la hib "iChitdrea'e Heur."I The
cleslng stauzas are et doubhy soilern inxtrest now that tho
kindly heart that prompted ftxe worda is moulderiug away,
and that the band that wrote tixem le forover stilli:

1I have you fast in my fortrees
And will not lot yen dopart;

- . But put Yeu down int the dungoon
In tho round-tower et my heart.

And thero wiIl I keep you forever,
Yos, foroyer and a day,

Till tbo walls shall crumblo to ruin
And moulder in dueL away."1

No wonder that the children love the pout. Indeed, we
aIl love him, and we shall sing hise onge and read his sagas
tilt our turn shall corne te go down, like him, te tgthe field
and acre of our God, whero hurnan barvests grow.,"

LITERARY LINKLETS.

Mr. Whittier says that his father's library coneistedl ef
only twenty volumes.

Mr. Swinburne bas writton a nine-hook- poeemon Tristram
and Yscult.

Mrs. Mulock-Craik has collected a volume of miscellene-
eus essaye, callcd « c Plain Speaking.'

Charles Scribner's Sons witt issue Mr. Froude's biograpby
ef Carlyle simultaneousty with thre English edition.

The Boston Advertiser says that à. R. Osgood & Co. are te
be the publishers et the new cgPoole's Index te Periodical
Literature," and that the printing will be begua in Aprit.
The Adverti8er notices that ilunder the heading 9 Women'
there are refereucos te nearty two thousand articles," and
that ccapparently no other subject bas been s0 prozinent la
the periodical writing ot the last haif century."

ciLove and Death," a poema by Edwin A&rnold, is te appear
la Harpers for May.

A new uniforin edfition of the miscelianeous works of
John Stuart Mill witl soon appear.

William M. Rossetti is about te, publish a volume supple-
montary te hie "lLite and Wforks ef Shelley." [f ie te ha
made up of such peeme of Shelley'e as have an auteblograpb-
ical significance.

Mr. Bronson Alcott attributes bis etrength ef body and
freshness ef mind to the simplicity et hie habits and the
strictness with whlch he bas kept the Ton Commandmente.

The Old Orowls Lament.
An ehd crow sat, one wintcr's moru,

Higli up on a sapless 11mb;,
Thero was no refuge from the storm

That worried and pelted him.

Hiseoye was dini witb unbidden tears
And cbattered hie beak with coid-

Hie plumage was tora by the wear of years
His talons wero wer-k and old.

In low sad notes ho muade hie plaint
Tu thxe howling ef the blast;

Ha scarce was heard-his veico was faint-
By the rude winds whirling past.

Tbey lifted hie plumage te the slfet
And ekrieked witb demoniac gîc,

Pressed bisa te bcave hie cheerlees set-
Oh, wrctcbed and sad was he 1

911 moûit," ho said, "ia botter fate.
I'vo kept the creed ef xuy kind;

Have evor provoked tho farmor's bate,
And strown hie hopes te the wind;

I phuck, hie cora tixat springe from, carth;
I gather tho wheat ha sewe;

Have pesterod Èilm from. rny very bith-
And thiat' -tho religion of crowe."

-laper's Weekly.


