
BY THOHAS BRACKEN.

"FLOWERS OF THE FREELANDS."

Of the many productions that yearly appear under the name ofpoetry,there are but fewdeservingof the title. There is nothinemore commonthan for peopleto imagine that they aremasters ofthepoetic art,andnothingmorerare than forsuch animaginationtobe justified by fact. False and absurd images,mawkish senti-ments,and selfish affections when written in lines that scan orrhyme areinnumberless instances believedby thosewhoareun-tortunateenoughtooriginate them tobethat which,of all thin-s,must true to nature/andwholly destituteof self;forithasbeenwell said that thepoetis one whosees deeplyintothe inmostbein*?f"H?gii?^. diacema the harmonythat lies at the founda-tionof all thathas beencreated, so thathis verythoughts,catchingthe infection,become musical, and of necessity are pouredout in?i^Vi? ff.am' only when PurSe<* of seHshness thatthe intellect becomesfitted for receivingthe inspirationof genius."Poetanascitur, nonfit; the adage is old and trite,but allutter-ances that are plainly true must in the course of time becomehackneyed, which however makes them none the less useful,butrather testifies to their value,and the universalityof theiracceptfiHkf'n T.Jf ?»e^th?n'fr°}y«> called,sings bynature; art cannotfit him withhis strains. Culturemay improve those talents thathavebeenborn witha man, and education mayexpandhis mind,addvigor tohis thoughts,and forceandelegance tohisexpressionbut there is alimit beyond which these things cannot pass, andthey areimpotent toopen the eyes that from their birthhavebeenclosed, or toattune the voice tonotesdescriptiveof thatwhich the.sense ot visionhas nevertakencognizance of."*haveV°m
'ea- out mv freshest emotions in song,because Itoundit the most congenial way of expressing whatIfelt." Sowrites inhis preface the author of the work of whichwe nowpro-pose to treat andin the volumewhichhehas producedwe find themostample testimony to the truthof his assertion, Itis veryevi-dentthat these poems are the genuine "wood-notes" of nature,unmarred by anartifical thought, and free from allaffectationof

expression. They bearthe impress of simplicity initsbestsensr,
andbespeak agenius as truly to the manner born as that which
f!ianf^f i 1° U t?,solace himself feysong in themurky dungeons ofthe Chatelet,or Beranger to beholdin the "Fire of thePrisoner"a thousandbright andbeauteous images.
�m,

But let "» a°ain,hear our author speaking of his verses.They are not sayshe
"

exoticsupon the cultivationof whichalarge amount of care has been expended,but simple wildbushblossoms thathave receivedbutslight attention intheirgrowth."1his also isI just,andherein liesa principalcharm of these" compo-sitions, akin to that— although at a distance, for it would beflattery to say otherwise— which distinguishes the soncs"of a worldrenownedpoet to whom wehavealready referred,andwhosestrainsthough delicateandrefinedas therarest exotic,arestill soredolentof the soil whereon they were breathedforth, that theyhave fre-quently remindedus of those indigenous plants thatgainanaddi-tional beauty by blooming here and there inearly sprin* soonerthan their fellows, and which thus become more delightfulthanthe most precious nurseling of a hot-house. But thSugh theseFlowersof the Freelands"claim tobeno more than"wildbushblossoms, they frequently bringbefore usmuch that wouldadorna flora putting forwardgreater pretensions,and that closelybordersuponthe sublime. Take for example a passage that occurs inOrakau ;apoem which maybe describedasacompressedepic,and winch isof remarkable vigor andbeauty all through—" Again the fiery-throatedcannonroared aloud for bFood,Again thehungry eagleswoopedandshriekedfor humanfood:Again wildspirits soaring,saw their shatteredcorses lieInpoolsof gore,andstill washeard thefierce, defiantcry,'Ka Whawhai tonu!Ake!Ake!Ake!'
"

The thirdline inparticular is especially'striking,suggesting tousas itdoes anecho of the Divine Comedy,an echo faintindeed,butwhich nevertheless could havehadno existence,wereitnot thatithadbeenawakenedby oneworthy ofthe royalnameofp>efc.It isnot, however, only when writing on themes of unusualmagnitude, such as thatof war which ha!inspired somany greatsingers, thatMr.Bracken shows the truepoetic faculty of seein-deeperinto things than that which lies upon theiroutside. Thesimplest offspring;of nature as wellhas for him ameaning, whosetruthit is impossible forus not torecognise,and whichis explainedmamanner full of grace. What can be more familiar tous thanthe orchard, wrfh its homely fruit trees, now blushing with thebloom of spring, and now bending beneath their buidea of theautumn butexcept m winter when everything is forlorn, alwaysbeautiful. Ihisearlycaught the fancy of thepoet,and we findinthe Provencalminstrelsy of themiddle ages atleastoneaubadeinwhich the sceneof the voluptuous creations of the Troubadourislaidbeneath the floweringapplebranches. Swinburnealso, inourown time,has chosen like surroundings wherewithto illustratealyric which hohas writtenon the planof the impure literature ofthe langue d ocj andmorehappy thanheis many times inhishi«*hsounding emptiness or his foulstrains of thesewerorthe hospital,hehas inafew wordsbroughtbeforeour eyesacharmingpicture—Clear apple-leavesare soft uponthatmoonSeen side-long like ablossominthe tree."But, though they may be less sonorous,much morebeautiful,andinfinitely morepregnant andsuggestive ofhigh thoughts,arethoselines which,amongst others hardly.inferior, we find tracedby thepen otourauthor
— " *"

Rills andbrooksandbirdsaresin»in«*Nature'spsalms andhymnsandglees
°

And the morningbreeze is swinging
Censers on the orcJiard trees"What is itinthepoet'sart thatavailsso vividly tobringbeforeus whateverit bethatitsmagic undertakes tocallup?
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Poets' Corner.
A STORY AND A PRAYER.

[from the irishman.]
Conor O'Devant,agedandhoar,

The sainted Bishopof Down, was meek
Andvery feeble, for full four score
Troublous yearshadrolled themo'er

Hisbeing, andsmittenhis brow andcheek,
When the English seizedhim in the year

Of Christ elevenandsixteenhundred,
Anddecreed

—
for of God feared theynevera fear

—
That hangedby theneck heshould be,andere

Hisbody indeath'sembrace hadslumbered,
To quartersitshouldbe tornand sundered.

Atthe time whereatthe virtue-mailed
Heartof the bishop bowedbefore

His doom, apriest, whoawayhadsailed
With the exiledearls— whom the nation wailed

—
To the bravedearFrance's glittering shore,

And journeyedbackto the oldenland,
Though persecution'sstorm thundered,

Byadying peasant seen tostand,
The AmorAmorum*inhis hand,

Was seized
—

while the angels before God wondered
—

And sentenced tohangedbe andquartersundered!
Theprelatehadoften beenthe guest

Of the mighty Hugh ingreenTyrone;
Oft in the robes of his officedress'd
Reaxi theholy Mass in his house, andblessed

That
"

kingly king
"

withoutathrone j
Mayhap, had counselledthe chieftainbrave,

Andspentlonghours of the evening time
Planning withhimhow the land tosave,
And whenhe had fled fromito'er the wave

Mournedhim;this was theprelate'scrime.
(Death!how Ichafe asImake the rhyme!)

AndPatrick O'Loughrane, thepriest,
Who, asIsayhadsailed toGaul,

Came backto the Island withloveincreased
Byher sorrows, andneverceased

To pray for herfreedom, the tyrant's fall,
Andcarried the chalice through and through

Thedarkened landin hiswoesublime,
Shrovethe quick anddying. When this theyknew,
What shouldmy lovedEnglish do

Butseize bravePatrick for his crime.
(Howbumeth my heartasIwrite the rhyme !)

The Bishop askedthat the Priest should be
Sent to his deathbeforehimself.

Lest thehorror ofhis, and the agony
His watchingeyes should uponhim see,

Should weakenhis courage,orglint of wealth
Corrupthim. But forth inthe crowded street

Spake thepriest when the confessor's words hadended—"
Go onbefore to the Judgment Seat,
Ishallfollow;itis not meet

High Bishopas thoushouldbeunattended,
Let our bloodbemingledhere andblended!"

Andso by thenecks they hangedthe men
(Whileangels at Gob's greatpatience wondered !)

And the frightened people,whocame forth when
The executions wereover,then

Markedby the bloodwhere their frames weresundered!
Anddippedtheir handkerchiefs inthe gore

And keptthem as relics. (Oh,brothers, where
Arethose deadbanners? Hang they o'er
Thepathsofyour lives? Do they float before

Your eyeseach day in the whisperingair
That breathes inthe village andcity fair ?)

Oh, friends,whomItell the dread tale to,
You mayask— "Oh,manis itright andgood

And truly loving, then, for you
And treading in spiritthe darkpath through,

To tellus a tale of wrong andblood?"
Yes, it is good! for inmy heart
Ihear the loud shouts of my fierce desire,

And why should younot to thecity mart
Or country cottage doorwaystart,
To gazeon the skies for theblaze offire,
Though thosenights spying for itmine owneves tire?
#### * ' #

O God of my fathers ? Thygreatname
Hathoftbeen confessed in this olden land

—
Confessed wasby menin theface of shame,
'Mid the lurid light of their roof-beam's flame

Till swept from their lipsby thebloody brand!
O Father, look on the land tliese days,

Create in the Island fromshore toshore
Hearts with such bright lovelitalways
Of Thee anddear Ireland aserst didblaze
Inthese of thatpriest andhigh Bishophoar!

Hark !! Oh,no! oh, woe! 'tis but thunder'sroar.
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