172

bewildering does it appear. A man, ever
conscions of the awe-inspiving and blissful
experience of an unknown world, wander-
ing about amid the evils of this—what
wourld be his conduet towards himself and
others ?

In a veview of Browning’s life and works
in Blackwood's Magazine, shortly after hig
death, the grent
poems  which
conquered their place in the mind of the
country—by the fact that, in spite of often
involved phraseology and halting rhythm,
they have in them in many cases the highest
poetic insight that has been known since
Shakespeave. Ho doscends into the deep
places of the soul with that lamp, and lays
bafe what he sees there—whether the work-
mgs of an evil soul elaborately making
itself ont to itself (the most subtle, yet the
most universal of all processes) to be not all
evil; or the heavenrly exploration of o noble
one of its own natural simple impulses. as
in * Guido Franceschini’ and ¢ Caponsacchi’;
or those musings of the great spirit which
knows iteelf to be a failure, most pathetic
of all things upon earth, like Andrea--uvr
which perceives this in the failing of all
followers and triends, ke Suria; or the
high innocence and passion, the white light
of human feeling at its most exalted and
purest, as in ‘Pompilin  To see those
beings from without is one thing, and a great
and noble art; but to see them from withiu
s another—an art more penetrating -still,
a revelation which is almost too dazuling,
and which the ordinary spectator often
blenches at, bewildered by the intensity of
the lght.” '

This is placing Browning's genius upon
the loftiest pinnacle, and, if the estimate is a
true one, we see how natural it was for
him to view the sounl of the man after snch
an experience as Lasnros had, sorely tried
by the ways of this world, But the action
of the soul, though Iaid bare and delineated
by genius of a high order, offers no attraction
to the ordinary reader. Browning was
-emphatically the post of the soul. Henee,
‘his writings ave little studied (they requive

writer  says :— Those
have
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study to be understood) except by those
who ave capable of appreciating great
thoughts.

Browriing loved tc express himself in the
dramatic form. It was characteristic of his
genins, and he selected it in preference to
all others for most of his writings. We aro
uot sarprised, therefore, to find that he
adopted it, ag most appropriate, in the poem
which he has cntitled: “An Jipistle, Con-
taining the Strange Medical Kxpericvee of
Karshish, the Arab Physician.”

He imagines that an Arab physieian,
named Karshish, whilst on his travels,
writes frequent letters to Abib, his former
magter, all sagacions in the medical art of
those days, and to whom he is indebted, he
says, for such poor skill as he could boast of,
Karshish is deseribed as a picker-up of
learning’s crnmbs, and wot Imeurious in
God's handiwork, [ike Lis masfer, he s
mgnisitive about all that befalls the flesh,
and the processes by which (under God) be
baffled death. e, the vagrant scholar, has
written twenty-cne letters previensly, with
idetails of his Journeys, incidents and
accidents of travels, and his chservations
thercon. He now addresses to the sage al
liome his twenty-second letter. lun that
letter he describes the labours he hus
endured, the dangers he has encountered by
the country-side being on fire, by will
beasts, and being waylaid, stripped aud
beaten by robbers. But in the end he
passes over the hili coontry of Judee, aud
reaches Bethany, a sleepy old tewn, where
he has some medical experience, gathers
some remedies, and entrusts them all to o
Syrian runagate for delivery to Abib,

He is about to elose his letter, when »
thonght strikes him, and he stays his hand.
“ I half resolved,” he continues, “ to tell you
what set me off a-writing first of all. Yet,
I blush to Either the town's
barrenness, or something in the man himself.
claimed my attention, for his cdsce struck
ms far more than his worth. He has gone
from me just now, whose ailment is the
subject of my present disconrse. The man
~—oune¢ Lazaras, a Jew-—is fifty years of age,

do so.



