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more or less plainly, what'theylbelicn as to the
nature and end of their work. . Mr. Campbell leaves

us in no uncertainty as to his standpoint. In his

prose introduction to the collected poems, he treats
of the nature of poetry and the standards by which
it should be judged. He acknowledges the capaﬂty
nfthegrwmmofmdentorecoguizem
poetry : : :
There is the universal beauty which all see. There is
the greatness of life as life, the greatness inherent in noble
actions and noble aims, the pathos of a great love, a great
sclf-denial, or a great despair. There is the greatness of
a struggle for a lost cause. There is the majesty of life

and death; the majesty of ocean and shore and lofty hills.
All of this is universal, and of}this poetry is made.

After saying “ the greatest poetry is that dealing

with the human soul,” he goes on: _
In the work of the great nature poets, thé very strength

and beauty of the verse is owing to the fact that the
thought and imagination dwell upon the human, and nature

as affecting the human, rather than upon the mere objective

nature, as solely an msthetic aspect. The greatness of such =

verse consists in its lofty emotion, whereby it conveys to

the soul an impressive sense of the majesty of life and

death . . whether the idea be death or a season, the
mood is a creation of a soul strongly imbued with o feel-
ing of the sublimity of life. In such verse one is lifted
out of the common into an atmosphere of spiritual exalta-
t:onsuchuonlymmhu&cmbm :

Was it not Emeraonwhowdﬂntmaa

tobemwuredbythcmoedwﬁ&l, ?
That is evidently Mr. Campbell’s belief. - MW
ever lofty ﬂp mood of the poet, the inducing
like cmotnons in hu helra's M PO! %

as Wordsworth ‘reminds us, is &eniedtbmy
“ﬂaehxghestgnfu,ﬁevishnmaﬁef u
dxvme. The endowment of these highest gifts

not been denied to this poet. “The scene 6!'@%

** sublimity of life ” is present throug h all his poetr

Nor is he lacking in some measure of technicﬂ

skill, marred or obscured though  his W
‘sometimes is, by occasional strained ns,
‘meaningless epithets, or lapses in mctte.hu'gﬁte
‘understandmtheworkofmwhoeonidmm
lyrics as his best. Agamandagamhe epeats in

verse what he has said in the “ mtroducthn”ﬁh , ;

function of poetry iR
In the opening lines of the collechon, the
called “ Poetry,” he writes:

Thaturespiﬂtofmwﬂlmlﬂdh
While beauty, sorrow, g.zatness, hold for men
A kinship with the eternal; until all
T!meatthholdsuoblenatumdhdulw




