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verinysons’ gasﬁ Poems

¥ the unmerous appreciationa of Tennyson that
have appeared durisg she lgat month or a0, no-
shiog in the work of Lhe late Lacreate has been
0 much remarked as the variety of its contenta
—nu variety specially notable in the case of so
finisbed an artist. The small volume which
haa juat héen jnsued, seema to present ‘in litile a coricusly
faithful image of Ltha whole work of which |t:ia t.ll’e epilogue
ss well aa 1he epitome * The Leath pf 'Encne’ ix cne of
thore clamric monclogusas (& form originnlly' !nvenb_ed h]:
Landnr in the * Hellenica’) of which the exquisite 'I(hnone'
af 1832 is perhaps the moat famoun, aa i; is certaioly nne o
tlfle mr-l.p‘hens:ifnl. *St. Telemachaos® and * Akbar’a
Direain” might be 1, after a f " w!r.h nqch
pieces ma * 5t Simeon Svylites” and ! Lueratins,’ in which
the monotogue and short narrative poem deal with graver
themen of religion and philosophy. ¢ The Bandit's 1yeath
sand ' Charity,’ in their diiferent ways, belong to t,‘he series
of little ballad tragedies of whick ‘Rizpab' is the
suprome example, * The Churchwarden and the Curate
in & dislect poem after the manner of * The Northern,
Farmer.” *The Dawn® and 'The_Making of Man
have scmething in ¢ommon with™ both the temper
apd the form of seme of the fiercar parts of * Mand
and the more prophetic partn of * Locksley Hall.” A voice
spake ont of the skies’ recalls tbe earlier lilt, * Flower in
I:Ee erannied wall;' there is a dedieation to the Mutgr of
Balliol, which reminda one of the hnes to the Eev. 1'_. D.
Manrice ; there is, finally, one of the otficial piecen in a
brief lanent on the death of the Duke of Clarence. Buch
variety in the work of a poet past eighty is itself enough to
give extraordinary interest to a volume bolding such “in-
fivita riches in & little rovn..” That any of the work pob-
lished now can seriousty compete with the earlier verse
which it recalla is not to be expected. Much of it gives the
effect of a careful tracing rather than of ao ariginal design.
But the pattern choesen is generally a beautiful one, and
the tracing ia done with admirable art. .
The poem on (Eoene ia dedicated to the Master of Balliol
in some graceful atanzas:
[lear Master in our elassic tawn,
You, laved by all the younger gown
There at_Halliol,
Lay your Plato for one minate down,

Anpnd read a Grecian tale re-told,

W hich ¢aat in later Grecian mould,
uintus (‘alaber

Somewhat lazily handled of ald ;

And an thiy white midwinter duy —
Far have the far-oft hymus of May,
her melodies,

All her inrmonier echo'd away I—

Tao-day, before you turn again

To thonghta that life the soul of men,
Hear my cataract’n

Lownward thunder in hollow and glen,

Till, led by drcam and vagne desire,

The weman. gliding toward the pyre,
Find her warrior

Stark and dark in his funcral fice.

The story of (Emone’s death folluws. in the niain, the
version "somewhas lazily bandled’ by (nintus Smyroreus
in the tenth hook of his tirerome epic.  T'o tEnone, dream-
ing of the Paris once * beaitteous as a god,” comen Paria,
“lame, cronked, reeling, livid,” and prays her_ to l'!enl t_he
poironed wonad of which he ia dying. Bhe Lids him die;

be goes from her, & shadow ainking ioto the mist; and
oat of the vague tarror of a dream she wakens beneath the
atarn,
‘What star conld burn so low 1 not Hion yet.
W hat Llight was thereT She roso snd rlowly down.
By the lang torrent’s ever-deepen'd ronr.
Paced, followink. as in trance, Lhe silent cry.
Mhe wiked a bird of prey that scream'd and pased ;
Bho roused a crnake thut hissing writhed away ;
A panther surang acrosx her tasth, ahe heard
The whriek of xonie lost life among Lthe pines,
" But whi:n whe gnin'd the border vale, and =aw
The ring of faccs ruddened by the flames
Enfehling that durk body which had Inin .
U4 old in her embrace, punfed ana then ask'd
Falteringly. * W ha lies on yonder pyre ¥
Hut every man war nute for reverence.
Then moving quickly forward il the beat
Hmote on her braw, sl lifted up A volce .
{X shrill coonmand, * Whe butns upon the pyre T
W hareon thoir oldest and their boldest xaid,
“He:. whom thou wouidst not herl!” snd all at once
The morning light of happy marriage broke
Thro' ali the vlouded years of widowhood,
And muifling up her comety head and crylog
" Hnesbund 1" she leapt upon the funeral pile,
And mixed herself with him and past in fire.

Tu *He Telemachur* we have the story of ths hermit
throngh whose death—a voluntavy martyidom—the gladi-
atorial fights were put an end to at Kome. The story is
told brielly, pointedly, with admirable art, yet, after all,
coldly, withont a thrill. It bas beantiful passages—this,
for instance, telling of the anchorite in his desert, and of
the call to Rome : =

And once a flight of shadowy fighters croat.

The disk, and once. he thonght, A shape with winga

Carne awesping by him, and painted 16 the West,

And at his ear he heard a whisper ' Rome’

Aod in his heart he cried, * The call of (lod '

And calt'd arose, and slowly plunging down

Thro’ that dizaxtrous glory. sct his face

By wastc and tleld and town of alien ionguc,

Follewing a hundred sunsets, and the xpheTe

M weatward-wheeling stars ; nnd every dawn

Struck fromn him hik own shadow oo to Rome,
The decorative qualities of the poem have much of the old
heauty : but ic lacks humanity, the touch of nature
‘Akbaras Dream’ is a monolvgue spoken by the great
Mogul Empernar, 1 whose tolerance ol religion &nd abbor-
rence of religious persecation put our Tudors to shame '-—to
quote fion the eight pages of notea which accompany the
luurteen pagen of verte. The poem is somewhat aiter the
madel of Browning ; but it has pot Lthat mastery of material,
that skill in groupiog, which we find in ail Browning's
monologuea. It ia not really interesting, and is requires the
eight pages of notes. Does any really successful poem re-
quire notea?! The style, too, is somewhat rugged and on-
even ; as in this curious passage, for instapce : —

Il every single star
Should shirlek its cluitn * I onty am in heaven,
w h{ that, were auch yphicre-mnsic as the GGreck
Had hardiy dreamert of. There is light in all,
And light with more ar lexs of shade, in all
Man-modes of worship; but our Uluma,
Who ' silting on green sofas contemplate
The torent of the dumn'd ' niready, Lthese
Are llke wild brittes new-caged - the parrower
‘The enge, the moro their fury.

To ‘ The Bandit's Deathand * Charity® we get some of
the human feeling which we have noted as lacking in * St.
Telemachus.” Buth are written in the metre of * Rizpah,’
that fine Hexible long line which Tennyson haa fashioned to
such wonderfally expressive uses. * The Bandit's Wife " is

& version of s story told by Seott in bis Inst jouroal, and it
in dedicated o Scott in foor rather bad lines, historically
intereaiing, no doubt, sa & record of literary sy mpathy.
* Charity * is a striking episude of wmodern
1elis 10 & man, who is offering Ler*

and laces and
ewela, and never a ring for the bride,” the stery of her love
lor another, how he deceivad her, how he married an hoirens,
sod how after his death in & railway collision the widow
came Lo her:--

she;n}:gnu:n. she nuraed me, she fod me, she sat day and night
T l{mjnyluuu birthdsy cams of a boy born happily dead.

And her_ name ! what was 1t? T ask'd her. She said with a sudden
Oon I?e:‘;ntienl. fmen * My dear, I will toll you before I go.”

And I when t tearnt it at last, 1 ahriek'd, 1 aprang from my semi.
I wept. and I kiss'd her hands, F Hung nyself down at har [

And we pray'd together for Aim, for Aim who had given her Lhe
name.
Bhe bax laft me enough to live on. I need no wagen of schama.

Hhe died of & fever causht when s nurse ln & hoapi tal ward.
Sthi.:’zar'.dl"h in Lhe Heaven of Heavens, sho in fara to face with her

And he reennot her like anywhero in th[ufillluﬁs world of ours £
I'bave told yoiu nay wle. det ¥Ou gone. AmMdreaslng her grave
Gwors.

In * Kapiclani,' and the piecea which immediately follow
it, we Lind ourselves in quite another atmosphere. * Kapio-
Jani’ (the name of a chisftainers who won the cause of
Christinpity in the Sandwicl Lslapds * by openly defying
the piests of the terrible goddess Peeli:") is a curiuns
metrical study—extremely long and extremely short dacty-
lic lises, rhymeless except for the somewhat bazarduis
rhyme of * Hawa-i-ee.’” Hazardous slan is the third line in
li;m opening stanza of & very fervent piece called ' The

awn ' :—

Red of the Dnwn |
Serrams of a babe in the red-hot palmas of & Motoch ot Tyre,

Man wlth bix brotherless dinner o man in the ropicat wood.
Privats In the name of the Lovd pnxaing souls theo' fire to the thre,

Head-hunters and boats of Dahomey that foat upon huuau

bloud !

These experiments oo rthyme, or rhythm, and on the dia-
cretions of poetical style are somewhat frequent in Lord
Tennyson's new volunie. They do not seem 1o um to be
uniformly successful, and there are, ocensionally, lioes
which are very hard to ecan. No fewer than three poema,
it is corious 10 note, are written in the form of Omar Khay-
yam's quatraio, but in long lines. It is only vceasionally
thak we get a really simple metre ; bot, en it happens, vne
of the most. charming and original poems in the v urne, the
hannting livtle Jyric “ The Wabderer," is wiilten in the
simplest of all measures :—

The gleam of household sunkhine ends,
herc no longer can 1 rest;
Farewo!l!—You will not speak, my friendy,
Uniriendly of your parted guest.

© well for him that finds & friend,
Or makes A friend where'er ho voine,
And loves the world from ond to und,
And wanders on from home to home!

(& happy he, and fit to live,
tin whoem a happy home has power
To make him trust his tife, ..m?’:m.
1134 feaily Lo the halcyon hour!

I count you kind. T hold you true ;
But what nnhv follow, who enn toll 1
@ive mea hand and you —and you—
And deem me gratoeful, and farowali!

So ennfidently, with auch happy asaurnnce, evnld Tenny-
som speak of lite. How conlidenily he looked forward o
dleath, lev this pusm—which might well be the epilogue of a
life—agsure us :—

Will my tiny spark of being wholly
vanish in your deeps snd beighig 1

Standish and Preece.

CHRIRTCHURCH EN FETE.

Cathedral S8guars on & hollday.)

photo, CAristeAurch.

Must. my day be dark by reasun, () yo
Heavena, of your bonndjesa nighix,

Rush of Sunx, and roll of AFalems, and
¥our Hexy clash af meteurites #

*Splrit. nearing yon dark portal at Lhe
Hmit of thy liniman state,
Fenr nut thou the hidden purposs of
_that power which aloue 14 greal,
e Kor the my riad world, tis shadow, por
” the silent opener of the Gnte,”

{-.The volunie contains nothing
1o uhis kind quite so atriking as
the *Crossing the Hur’ requiem ;

bt it inclvdes the besatifol * Silent
Voices,' which is Likely to be
Blinost a= popolar.

"The Death of (Fnone, Akbarw
Dream, and OUther Pocins, 3y Alred
bard Tennyson., (London  Macwitiun
wnd o, Je2)

CARRYING OUT THE WiLL.

* I nEAK that rieh nacle of yours is
desd and butied, Terence

*Ha i, Miles.”

*And what sort of n will was
that he made? The idea of leav-
ing inAtrnctions to have £7,600
Luried with him !  Agd you wers
the executor

*Faith, that T was."

! And did yon follow out the pro-
virinna of the will v

*1 did Lhat.*

* Ard wos it gold you put in the
coftin ¥

* 1L was not.’

*Nilver?

* Devil & haporth.’

*Paper money ¥

* Nut & whit.’

*And what then ¥

Huaie 1 sigued & cheque pay.
able tor the sinount, kad sinck it 1o
hiin sk when they closed the lid."




