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“Condensed Poems."

t(\ﬂEDENREU POEMS » is the title of the latest vol-
Aume from the pen of Miss Ruyier Little More, In
it she has made, in some of her verses at least, ao de-
cided an advance in technle that, were we as sorly as
some critics, we should hint that she had either heen
kelped by another, or had been attending some night-
scheol of verae,

The ides of the work is distinetly original, It is—but
let us quote from her preface;

T MY FRIENDLY FRIENDS.

In this workaday world of ours, in which many of us
paga our lives, a thorowgh fumilizrity with the best in
peetical literature is not possible. It haz occurred to
me that if T played the part of a honey-boe, and few
from poem to peem of the worlds favoriles, extracting
the honey, and then worked it over into & more "con-
densed shape, my readers could store it away in the
cella of their hraina, —to use a witly simile which has
inst eome to me,—and not be at the necessity of road-
ing the originals.

| have endeavored as much as possible to bring the
poems up to dafe, and thue give them a longer lease of
life; and in not a few of them I have more clearly
revealed the meaning, sometimes o cbscure. This is
notably the ease in Mr. Longfellow’s o Exeelsioen Tt
may not have meant what it docs to-day when he wrote
it; they may have used straw o puck things then: but
now it has come to mean o packing» and why nol make
the fact plain?

My fame hos gone abrosd through the lund, and, to
put it quaintly, T hepe that this little book will bring it
haek.

I will conclude with a verse (all mine own):

o, little booklet, worm thy way
Like woodehack, mole, or rabbit,
Till every heart shall feel thy sway,
And you all homes inhabit.
R L, L

The poets that she has subjected to the condensing
process number among them Miltan, Shakspere, Cole-
ridge, Bhelley, Wordaworth, Tennyson, Durns, Hyromn,
Browning, Longfellow, Whittier, Lowell, Emerson,
Bryunt, Whitman, and others less well known,

Tu Lol down o Paradize Lostw Lo the dimensions of
a guatrain is an achievement, We shall not quote it, as
it might keep some one from reading the eriginal.

Ehe has done sotne of her best work in her para-
phrases of Longfellow and Tennyson.

Our space will not allow s to guote mare than twe
or three at present, slthough we may give the book an-
other notice. Thiz version of » Fxeelsiorv has mevits
that seream for recognition:

EXCELSIOR,
Fazr fall the shades of m'ﬁht.
The Alps wera very high,
QSR

A youth with banner bright
Went shouting zadly by,
He longed Lo go inside
The homes alonyr the read,
But =Lill, upkeld by pride,
Along he strode,
The banner that he bhora,
It read o Excelsior.o

A drummer for the atuff
In which we china pack,
The vouth he was.  Enough.
He walked and walked until, alack!
A hownd-dog found him where
He 'd fallen in the soow.
Hiz body still was there;
Hiz soul had had to go.
And when they wondered what he came
there for,
The banner showed : o To sell « Excelsiora o

Although this poem iz only hall as long as Long-
fellow's, yet much of hi= thought is left intact. It is *
oot ag musical, it seems Lo s, as 18 the verze of the
Cambridge poet; but 3 busy man will not stop to think
of that, and the utilitarian purpose in the youth's visit
fo Bwitzerland which Miss More hasz discovered wonld
surely please Longfellow himself.

It is a pleasure to zee o We Are Beven s packed into
a triolet. Here 1t s:

UWE ARE 2EVEM.n

SHE said, o 8ir, we are geven s—
A cottage girl T met;
n The reat, they stop in heaven.s
She aaid, o Bir, we are seven;
And T am "most aleven,
And T am mama'e petoe
Bhe #aid, 1 Bir, we are seven s —
A collage girl T met.

Mizz More's interpretation of the philosophy in Gray's
#Elegy v iz original, like everything that comes from
her pen. She has written the e Elegy e in the form of
irvegular blank verse interspersed with o lyricas Wo
have not roem for the whole poem, but must content
onrselves with one song from it—a Full Many a Gems:

Furn many a gem that 's A Ko, 1,
Fit fur a dizsdem fiashed i the zun,
Lics in the sea.

There lat it be!

And many a flower, protty and neat,
After a shower smelling so sweet,
Never iz soen

By a human being.

This is delicious.

In the following version of & Abon Ben Adbem » I have
tried to bring out its humor mare strongly than Leigh
Homt was able to.— &, L, M.



