" And the men thnt plant the vine she fod from tho milk of her broast.
Al thicgs which the wide earth gives do

%+"Wine is strong ng is the
= Bat

@ stro R m.
the beautifut faso of & woman'is Stxonger ev the
. "Pwns'sho that bare tha Xing and his dolieats limbs caressod, -

B@s‘mféﬁﬁn her hand,

- The waves of the running sea and the mollow fruits of the land. ;. .7

0 And the cosy cells of our homes are loft to hor motherly care. .- -
* . From the face of men wo miay wander. bust never. ah| nover away -

From tho witching: smile’of a woman, or the glance of her oye can

Wa pile up silver and ingots of gold and precious Jowsls that glow,

And plan a myriad devices which joyaunce on earth ean bestow.

" Bat at sisht; of __tho',‘_»‘be.q_l‘lf'.ifhl, ﬁ'p;nz;n thésg trinkets we' thought-

her counte-

Our lips stand_gaping with “wonder, and our eyes on
AR : o o . {nance cleave.

.-And e'en from the gnins of our toil we are willing for ever to pn_x'f.
‘1f thus we mny follow the maiden we love and win her m[!ln O“tr
. . . ' heart.

- Qur father, our mother, our friends, and tho bountiful paps Ft‘ Llég
- - . . : . ‘tear
From which we have fed, we abandon for the sake of feminine worth.
Far into the funermozt lands, far out on the starmiost zeas, :
. We wander for her, and cowing with smiles, we lay at her knees

The f_ﬁ\its of our d:mgér and tojl—yea. e’en for bor sake,
Dashing all hopes of the morrosw, our life we _foolishly stakeo.

Nmy even Darius th

1 ¢ King, from what theso eyes have sceh,
War ruled by the w

hite-faced Apimé, that was not his queen.

She smato him upon the cheek, she plucked tha cmwyn from his hond
And set it upon her own, while the king looked on in dread.

VWWhen she smileﬂ. he smiled ; when sha was angry, he sighed.
And he bent like the crest of the cedar at avery whim of her prida.

And all her wayward passions were the rule of the kingly place.
For her every fault was hidden in the light of her beautiful face.

II.

Wine is strong. and strong iz the king, and woman is strongor still, -

But strongest of all is Trath that Heth in God’s will, o

The carth is broad, and the heavens are high, and the course of the
: . sun

Is swift from the east to the west, but all these things are dono

By the powoer of God. who is good and true. and the

: ; refore the might
Of Trath is greates

tof all, beenuse it is grounded on Right.

All things else are hollow and nether. and the core of their strength
Must wither, because they are finite and weak, but the length

Of the power of Truth is eternal, and the bo

auty thereof
Will endure,

though the earth and the solid heavens may move.

Its freshness no changes of seasons or cycles can mar.

Its richness will last thro’ che sunshine of peace sad the darkness of
[war,

For God is Truth.

1is 1 and Truth is God, acd happy the man
Who sets his

heart upon it, instead of oa woman. o
. : Jony Lesrzpaxcr.

."THE PAUPER’S DRIVE,

MODERNISED AND MONTREALISED.

(82 page 254.)

“There's a grim one horse cart in a jolly round trot,
From the churchyard some old bones are going. T wot,
The rond it'is rough, and the cart has po springs.
And hark to the dirge that the glad driver sings :~—
¢ Rattle their bones, over the stones,

They’re only some prupers, whom nobody owns.'
CIL ’

Oh! where are the mourners ? alas! there are none ;
They have left not a gap in the world, now they're gune,
Not a iear in the eye of child, wowan, ot man—

Away with such **refuse™ as fast as you can,

-** Rattle their bones, over the stones,

For they always were pawpers, whom nobody owns.”
’ III. P

What ajolting &nd c_eaking,

and swearing and din,
The bones—how they :

i - v.they smell ! the wheols—how they =pin!
How the dirt, right and left, o’er the hadges is hurled,
The paaper at lengih makes a noise in the world. - -
" “ Rattle his bones, over the stones,

o't only a pauper, whom nobody owns.”

~ Yon bumpkin, who stare at your brother conveysed,

“- Behold .what respect to your brother is paid; - - -
And be joyful to think. when by Denth you're Inid low
You've a chance to be chucked in the river below. - -

i Rattlé hia bones, over the stones,

He's only o prauper, whom nobody

‘What of that, if her rgi;liah hair wouldn’t decay, = .
That, from her fair face, ¢'en the worms tusned AWRY, .

owns.” . -

. Whatof that, if she hadn’t yet turned into clay?

. Piveh her into the cart, boys, let’s be off and away.

- " Rattle her banes, over the stones, .." . -
Hurs only a pauper, as nobody owns.”

: Bat.a truce to-this strain—for my soul it is sad
."To think that a henrt in hunipnity clad .. R
hould make, like the brute, such a desolate end. ..

art fro leaving ono friend ! .
Deposit-their bones, bencath turfand white atones, . .
E’en the dust of a pauper, our Maker still owns.” .

: [ '._'ol,'

3

. And/depart from this world ‘without

. Montreal, April, 1871, .

| “SENDING-IN DAY"

Ir was. finished at Jast. I could do nothing more for it,
. Good or bad, theré it was—done.’ ‘
.~ important fact only by gradations of consciousness. 1. stood
*. ‘before my picture—my first’ serious chsny, my first .

- footing on-Fame's Jadder,' ‘T felt hot and. giddy somehow—
- beset.by-trernendous impulses to run'in again and add further

. touches~—to blend—tone 'down . in - places—fctch . out - high

.. lights.. I wasg only stayed by an overpowering. suspicion that
...« might do more: harm then good ; thatit'would be better to
" /leave off -and stand by what I “had-done, than to peril my

[le=sly loava, |

I3 en sclne, ,
- “each incident of the picture. I.can detect readily—too readily

. organ.

" Desdemona.” .- -

~ for Brabantio—I recognise the old fo

I became fully alive to the
bid fora .

- ‘face ;. it was.an expression he always wore when h

bg? Leb me put nwhy my ar
vn - calmly and, considor -the matter
' bﬁ,f c'.ef.tniznly., It was'a. geand complica-

tion of bright and dv . The pic et us conie
that. - Does the nimbug eclipse the saint 2. But my eyes have.

one of the finest works that art has ever given birth to-now
decks 1y casal ; at the next moment, they—well, they don't
give nenrly so flattering a verdict, '
" But then J'know too much of th
I have becn’ behind tha scenes.
Desdeémona, :
Miss Larkins the model, “Though I did all man could to pinle
her, and to quench her, and to sentimentalise her, still she
scems to me to Lo ‘shining through Desdemona in wather a
dreadful manner.. It is like the copper appearing on every
edge of an old plated spoon. I know whose are tl}usc curving
lips, fruity 'in colour and aspect, which can disclose such
pretty pearly tecth, and permit the eseape of such deformed
" grammar. - I know whose are the green-gray spt\rkla.s of those
cyes (altered in the picture to a violet hue, to suit buyer's
prejudices). I know well the green and omnga_mwuy 91‘ th.c
floating locks. - I know the Larkins complexion, which is
perhaps even clearer than'the Larkins chamcter. I know the
set of the Larkins nieck on the Larking shoulders; and the
Larkins pos and action altogether. They are all in the pic-
ture—all but the Larkins hand; for the Larkins bites her
nails. And Brabantio.  Aaylhap the public will regard him

The public will orly see

as 4 fine specimen of the venerable Venetian senntor. I know

that he is not so. I know him to be old Begbie the model,
whose Roman-nesed, hungry-looking, lean, yellow face is
anybody’s property at any time, at the rate of one shilling per
hour. And Othello, waving his dusky hands as he relates
“the story of his lifo from year to year,” and captivates the
gentle lady listening—I. know the origin of that glowing
brown face. I can ouly see in it my swarthy friend, Arna
Chella Saubanputty, the Madras coolie, whose whilom occu-
pation it was to sweep the crossing and sell hymns round the
corner,  He was the best mateh 1 could get, but he was not
very much like a Moor. How hard, how hard I toiled to paint
out of his face his unfurnished, inane, ignoble expression )
How strennously I endeavoured to kindle in him some sense
of grandeur! It was like lighting a fice with green wood, 1
coald only arrive at a fizz, & splatter, or a dull smoke ; not a
generous blaze. I even, on oue occasion, went so far as to
make him drunk;in the hope that he might cmit in that state
some sparks of savage sensibility—some aboriginal cmotion,
however evunescent. Tt wasall in vain. I could have for-
given him if he had gone mad; but he stopped short at idiocy.
A whining imbecility broke out in him ; tears came into his
eyes ; a feeble Inugh, like the neighing of a consumptive filly,
quavered on_ his lips. His complexion clonded, and becames
opaque ; and, ultimately, he collapsed altogether in a hope-
lessly degraded state. I know, too, the thorough sham of the
I know that some humiliation lurks bLebind

_—that a remnant of an gld muslin curtain has sat for Othello’s

- turban’ that a'dish-cover assisted at' the painting of ‘the ar-
mour in the background'; that the leg of a veteran mahogany

“fourposter aided in the delineation of that elaborate wood-.
carving ; thata red table—cloth abetted the painting of Bra-
bantio’s robes ; that the Moor's yataghan has often before pre-.
sented itself to the public gaze in a transpontine hippo-drama,
All these factsglare out and strike at me from the picture each
an individoal and staggering blow, The resalt is heating,
tdepressing, disagreenble. L
- Nevertheless, Mrs. O’Dwyer, my housekecper, has pro-
nounced the thing fast-rate.” She ought to know something
about it ; she has had some expericnce in art. Have not ar.

tists been sojourning in hier house for these last thirty years ?

-ever since she was left a *lone, lorn widow,” as she says,
'Lisbeth, the housemaid, she too has seen it, and approves

. cordially ; declaring, morcover, Desdemona to be the & wery
himage” of her deceased niece of precocious attainments,”
whose name was Betsy Jane, and whose. carthly carcer measles
put ao end to prematurely at the age of ten.  She decides, too,
that Othello is  bootiful.” Can'it be that she has a furtive
tenderness for Saubanputty, and that love is warping her
criticism? - . . s . .

.- # Can you'lend a fellow s6me turps?” o S
It was a deep, ophicleide kind of voice. I recognised it at
once: no
. % Come in.” - wT
. ““*How are you? : Hollo! finished 1"
- He was looking at the picture, .~ v 7
‘¢ Othello’s tale to Desdemona. Bravo, young ‘un !
v 8he loved me for the dangers I hnd passed, =
And I loved her that ghe did pity them,”

(He pealed out the quotation in a ve

way, like the sound of distant-thunder,) -

-4 Tt not ‘bad.;: it ism't | - You've had

. ry bass, tempestuous
Larkins for
T winced. .- SR L . AR Vi
4t You've improved her nose, I think. Begbie, of course,
bant ol’; and the nigger—that
fellow must 'be making a hatful of money.” - - - ° = "7
“.8it down. -Can you suggest anything?  Th
few hours more, and then it must go—good or bad 17
v(r‘];xncﬂy; : : : - " " . o
* No reckoning made, but sent to its account
.- With ull its imperfections on its hend.
- O horrible —u o
All right | don’t be nervons—T don’t.

't mean the ploturc.”

He had certainly a fine blank-verse voice.. .- - N
- He sat down at the pietnre with a demoniac scow] upon hig:

- 1 8hould say lic wag an ‘acrobat. . Ho was upwards of 8ix feet -

ulligold: - The picture? "Let us come to-

- seon nothing else’for sa long, - Day and niglt has that canvas..

Pis she who wonceth ths tobat vk o s o on Farnid oo iy aa . beon before them;; they are perfectly drunk.-with it ; they ary
'Tis she who wonveth the robes whereby we arofoncod from the nir, - ‘12?, £ capable 0; tuk,ih z cure ;fl ‘E.hemsii Ives, or of fcrm'ing'n care
" roct opinion-on the subject. At one moment, they decide:that,

¢ secret history of the work.’

I see somothing more; or something less—I sea | . .

“in this way, I can't help

lalk ——

ornie in this world but Tom Maule possesses such an -

““though she'd been
- freckle.”

ore’s but o -

' tlon about it—deuced subtle,
- glve'it younll, It something about the human sonl stagna-
* ting in the golden fields of life; roused from 'th

arm 3 he could throw T don't kg
it was nlmost.gortain denth: to.p
wit him; ‘he: hit- g0 - hard ;') 1 ;

(fdo the splits.” It was'n fanoy of Wi to fmitato tho violont
denthis in' vogue onthe stages of minor theatres, consisting in
‘sudden folls backward on;the floor: T' think his tastes nito.
gother werd exaggerated -and.- theatrical. “When he painted.
he completuly acted n part oyon in dregsing for it : he assumed
tlowing. Litinnesque velvets, with A -Rubens hat, and wore n]-
ways o Michadl -Anguelo beard, glowing orangoein colour, .

winany povinds' welght ;
ngle-stick or to gpas
turn’ somerapulls ang

“cannot help thinking that ho was rather o sbnm ; but he way

go grand withal
grandeur,:
There was o
“Come in.t _
% Hollol here's Buzzard.” " ¢

1 How are you, Buzzard 9 . , o
He was a little, nscetic-looking man, with a semi-bald head
dim eyes, a foeble moustacho, and a yellow complexion. e
was colourless and wan—some sail from study ; some, from
sinoka. ) ‘ ; ‘

¥ How are you two fellows 7 Cold for April, isn't j¢ 7¢

¢ Art keeps me warm,” said Maule; ©art and sparring.”

« I'm going a ronnd—seeing the pictures for the Academy,
I've just come from Bayswnater.”

t Good " o

“ Awful—thnt is, not much.”

“ What's Chrome got?"

« Achilles and Rector.
coloured by a madman.”

““What an infamous
greatest "

s And Dibbler? : i :

“The Death of the Knight Tempiar. His studios ia an
awful mess. He's had o dead horse there for a fortnight,
Gamey—no end. The fume's sifecting his brain : he's moal
to paint a battle-field—taltks of nothing but carnage nnd
carrion.”

‘% He's & vice man.” ‘

“The best thing I've soen {4 Byles".”

“ Oh, of course you praise him,” growled Maulo 3 ¢ he's one
of your set.”

4 What's the subject 7

s Delicious ! nchild playing at cat's-cendle with hig bLlind
grandfather, who is & pauper lunatic. Colour and drawing
marvellous—all poetry.  The painting of the old man's high-
tows is full of the highest feeling. Have you scen the new

s that the sham was murgcgi'n.nd losl in the

‘kndck'xit tl‘w‘doo‘r.‘v :

Such n thing! Drawn by a baby,

eriticism | © Chrome, if not ¢he

model

 What's her name 7!

s Flip.”

“Oh, I know her. One of the scraggy sort you fellows are
always painting,” says Maule. “Give me flesh and blood—
bone and muscle.” And he weat into a fighting atijtude.

¢ May we smoke 77 _ :

¢ By all means: FHere's the Birdseye.  Youw'll have soma
beer?” ) ‘ ‘

¢ Bitter,” from. Buzzard.

# Stout,” from Mnule. oL

These arrangéments were made satisfactorily.

.Is this your picture for the Academy 7" and Buzzan! stoord
before my eassl. - 0o o ‘ :

# 1 shall go,” cries Maule':
out into art-critici
eye.” . o -

Maule did not stir notwithstandin
to kindle Buzzard. o ) : . o .

« Of course,” said Buzzard, not regarding Tom in the lenst,
.aud in n-withered, husky voice—¢¢ of course, if men will paint
it
“You don't like it 7 I said timidly,
“That’s n mild way of putting it.

"o

“« Ruzzard's going to break
sm; I know it by the billous sparkle in his

£ ; in fact, he'onl‘y‘wnntcd

I'm not a man to

¢*Oh! from Tom,.

t¢ T don't talk my views on art; I paint them.
but I shall paint that dowcn.
can judge
ag- this” . _ P ~ .

I was rather crushed, Mnule eame. to tlie rescue.. Hu
stamped on the floor, and every article in the'room trembled.

“ Buzzard, you talk bosh ; you pafntittoo. I don't know
whether I would rather not hear you, or not see your works,
Talk about your painting ! I know whnt your picturo is this
year, and . . ) : oL c

‘¢ I can’t send the large one,” said Buzzard ; I could not
‘get it done.” oo . _ ‘
“I hope you never mny.. I¥s got no name—only a quota-
.tion from Keats, which doesn’t apply. It represents a gleaner

I got abuse,
You've. seen. my works? Yon
y then, whether I am the man to like such a picture

- woman in a‘searlet dress, nsleep In a pea-green field, with an
. orange sky at the:back. - She's awfully ugly. Hor hair is red

worsted stuck ‘on in skeins; her face is all freckled, as
peppred. . He has painted each individual
« Jt's not true.” . ' I

¢ Her fect are two feet long each. I'm not. joking. Ho
‘counted her oyelashes before he painted them; she has twen-

~ty-nine on the:right, and twenty-six only on the left aye, be
-.cause it's rather in perspective:: :
. her-ankles—O my ! There's no concession to popular notions’

She has- blue stockings, and

about prettiness- there, - On her nose ia perched a blusbottle;
- splendidly pninted, I will say thiat, 1 never saw guch a good
‘blue-bottle . out of :a butcher's shop. "It i3 said he went to
Newgato market expressly Lo paint jt.: R

“ Yow're talking nonsense, Maulet” .~ - " )
*No, I.ain’t. Do you know what it all means? = Youwd
‘Never guess . it's got some precious desp metaphysical inton-
and that sort of ‘thing; I can’t
_ _ o stupor of
normal ‘existunce, which is sleep, by an‘accidental sting from
~afly, which represents the - slight suffering which -rouses the

“humna nnderstanding to consciousness of ity own worthless-

i _ 10, but its something lika that.”

* You are too nbaurd to be eontradicted.” : 0 -,
~fCAlLright.” I¥s o great country. - Fandy artists being in-
sane enough to puitt such things. ‘Fancy an ‘Academy pre-
suming to hang such things! O how lucky. there is not a
publio idiotic:enough to by such thingsi?- .~

“ness, I1t's rather beyond mo
‘ he al . ewished to -
'be or to geom critical ; his style of proceeding altogother was.
- of & rather marked character: -Heé inhabited the second floor ;-

~X-wag on the first. By profession; ho was an artigt; by tasto, -




