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spirit o? poetry. It lias essentilly the lif'o and essence of the pure soul.* To
rcaa but the passionate invocation to, the spirit o? poesy withi which, tie strain
commences, is proof suffielent o? this. Wlio but one that lias tbirstcd for a
nearer and better view of the ituier power, could have written r-o noble an
expression o? poet-yearning as the following:

"Therc il a dIcailier Pang titan that whlich headle
%Vitli chilly dcatli-drop 'lie o'er-tnrtured brow-
Whci oue has a big iîcar andi feeble tir ds,-
A hicart to liew hi$ naine out tuponl tiue
As on a rock, tiiez lut iinrniortailncss
'ro stand on tiilue as cil a pedestal;
When ihearts beat to titis tune, and bands.aro weak,
IVe find our aspirations qucnchced ii tc:îrs,

The tt-ars of iimplotenice antudl-cnent
That loithisoie iveed, upl-spriuiging inth i1eart
Like nightqlt:t(le 'muoig tie ruins of a sliriiic."J

This is the truo expression of poetry weli and powerf'uliy told, and it is
passages sueli as these, that ive baild upon as promise for thc future excellence
o? this writer-strong evidences o? the liglit within, which, when time and
labour have broken dowii the bars o? vanity and fl'ase sentiment, inay yet
shine forth and irradiate a world. But we do not think îHr. Smith ivili ever
be a poet. in fullest secnse of thé word. H1e wilI not bind up the Mother's
broken heart likce him who tells lier so beautifully:

"lOhi ! ot iu criîelty, not iu wratlî,
rThe reajuer carne tiat day;
"£%vas an ange] visitcd tine green carth,
Atd teck the Ilowers awa.y."1

XVe sec no sucli sweet ar-a touchingt evidences o? synipathy with his fellow
sufferers, or trust and hope in a power above. Ile may like Byron liiy bare
some o? the more desolate places in the dreary world o? hiuriian suffering, but
lie will not like Byron speak to the world as to one great common heart, la
words of pleading melancholy and heart-touching pathos, sucli as form the
Dream. '-passages in- (Jhild Hiarold, aLra,' ' Corsair,' and 'The Prisoner

o? Chillon.' Like the author o? ' Festus,' Mr. Smith niay electrify and dazzle
-ie will neyer speak to the heart and so? ten down its passion, or give an
utterance to its agony and love, like 1lemans or Noiton, Byron, Longfellow
or a host o? others, whose nianes are like liousehold words, because they have
spoken through ail time the language of liumanity, and aided us la our hours
of grief, and sorrow, by the words in -whieh. they have poured forth our feelings.
The Author o? the ' Lie Draxa ' inay yet be a powerul delineator of~ some
scene o? slaugliter or raartyrdom, some tale of crime or passion, whose very
utterance will shock or startie : ie lias a soul for the turbulent in nature ana
ln existence: his imagination is a rich realm, o? beauty and phantasy-we trust
lie will not allow it to run wanton, and involve hlm in a labyrinth o? uncer-
tainty and confusion. There are fine niaterials ln the poenis now before us,
ana 'we tYink Mr. Smitli would be taking a judicious course were he to devote
lis time to their reconstruction. By praning off all offensive expressions and
unpleasant abbreviations, lis fine thouglits will appear in their proper guise,


