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WE welcome this little book with joy, and a hope that it may
be republished in Boston . It would find, probably, but a small
circle of readers, but that circle would be more ready to receive
and prize it than the English public for whom it was intended,
if we may judge by the way in which Mr. Taylor, all through
his prefatory essay, has considered it necessary to apologize for,
or, at least, explain views very commonly received among our-
selves .
The essay

exhibits with
is interesting from the degree of acquaintance it
some of those eat ones, who have held up the

highest aims to the soul, and from the degree of insight which
reverence and delicacy of mind have given to the author.

	

From
every line comes the soft breath of green pastures where "walk
the good shepherds."
Of the sonnets, we doubt the possibility of making good trans-

lations into English.

	

No gift of the Muse is more injured by
change of form than the Italian sonnet .

	

As those of Petrarch
will not bear it, from their infinite grace, those of Dante from
their mystic and subtle majesty ; so these of Angelo, from the
rugged naivete with which they are struck off from the mind, as
huge splinters of stone might be from some vast block, can never
be 1 ° done into English," as the old translators, with an intelli-
gent modesty, were wont to write of their work.

	

The grand
thought is not quite evaporated in the process, but the image of
the stern and stately writer is lost.

	

We do not know again such
words as "concetto," "superna" in their English represen-
tatives .
But since a knowledge of the Italian language is not so com-

mon an attainment as could be wished, we ought to be grateful
for this attempt to extend the benefit of these noble expressions
of the faith which inspired one of the most full and noble lives
that has ever redeemed and encouraged man.

Fidelity must be the highest merit ofthese translations ; for not
even an Angelo could translate his peer.

	

This, so far as we
have looked at them, they seem to possess.

	

And even in the
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is this, that he is in a sense a mechanical artist. His figures
seem too much made, too little conceived from within out-
wards. This effect may be attributable to the advanced age at
which he embraced literature as a profession. What say you ?

TO THE 'IDEAL .

Oh! what avails it thus to dream of thee,
Thou life above me, and aspire to be
A dweller in thy air serene and pure ;
I wake and must this lower life endure .

Look no more on me with sun-radiant eyes,
Mine droop so dimmed, in vain my weak sense tries
To find the color of this world of clay,
Its hue has faded, its light died away .

In charity with life, how can I live?
What most I want, does it refuse to give.
Thou, who hast laid this spell upon my soul,
Must be to me henceforth a hope and goal .

Away, thou vision! Nowmust there be wrought
Armor from life in which may yet be fought
A way to thee,-thy memory shall inspire,
Although thy presence is consuming fire .

As one whomay not linger in the halls,
And fair domains of his ancestral home,
Goes forth to labor, yet resolves those walls

Redeemed shall see his old age cease to roam .

So exile I myself, thou dream of youth,
Thou castle where my wild thoughts wandered free.
Yet bear a heart, which through its love and truth,

Shall earn a right to throb its last with thee .

To work! with heart resigned and spirit strong,
Subdue by patient toil Time's heavy wrong ;
Through nature's dullest, as her brightest ways
We will march onward, singing to thy praise .
Yet when our souls are in new forms arrayed,
Like thine, immortal, by immortal aid,
And with forgiving blessing stand beside
The clay in which they toiled and long were tried.

When comes that solemn 11 undetermined" hour,
Light of the soul's light! present be thy power ;
And welcome be thou, as a friend who waits
With joy, a soul unsphered at heaven's gates.
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