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in the West. I1e exhibits it in three stages-while stili unredeemed
from barbarisin; in its day of transition, 'and after its conversion to
Christianity. Not in modern (ermany atone or in England does hie
discover its influence. fie finds it in his own France, iii Northern Jtaly,
and in the Land of the Cid. H1e bas laid stress on the fact that (to quote
M. Chauveau's word4> " the saine elements whicb go to the inakiîîg of the~
English people are met with, tbough iii different proportions, in the French
nation." [n Canada, where the eariy colonists under the oid régimie werc
ilostly from the northcern and north-western Provinces, this virtual unity
Of origin is more evident than in old France as a wbole. The part played
by the mythology and customs of the North in the, organisation of the new
Society wbich succeeded that of iRome is aiso exemplitied by citations from
Ozanam's "'Etudes Germaniques." Step by step, hie follows tic course of
that tradition which was always active, carrying fromi generation to gelle-
ration, by bieirship or conquest, tlie best trophies of many pasts, titi, in
the futness of time, Dane was bor, and the Divine Comedy was written.This handsome volume of 600 pages on the life and works of one ofFrance's greatest writcrs is from the pen of ai gentleman whose naine is
famaiuiar to ail students of Canadian literature. The author, M. Piérre
Ohauveau, is a son of the Sheriff of Montreai, vvho bias contributed the
introduction. The book is worthy of its subject and of the reputation
Which. the author promises to inherit with bis naine. Though apart froin
litei.ature, Frédéric Ozaiiam's career wa,; comparativ6lv unevenitïul, it waq
by no means removed froin the sphere of active duty. Much of bis tiime
froin bis youith up was given to enterprises of benevolence. Ife is most
gratefully remembered as the founder of the Society of St. Vincent de
Paul-an organisation co-extensive with inan (Iatboic (Jhristendoni.
Born at Milan, cducated at Lyons, Ozanam studied for the bar at the
great Law-School of Paris. Hie hetd for a short time a professorship of
conimercial iaw, but it was as occupant of the chair of Foreign Literature
4t the Sorbonne that lie passed the twelve most fruitf ut years of bis short
life. Hie gave lis last lecture in the early sumnmer of 1852. Ie was then
8tricken with the discase of wbich. lie died, and the effort well nigh exbausted
his failing strengtb. Nevertheless, by extreme care and frequent changes
'If air and scene, hoe lingered on titi the 8th of September, 1853, when lie
breathed his last at the carly age of forty years and four months. The
Picture of the man, the accotint of bis work and the illustrations of bis
style to be found in M. Chauveau's biography are enj.oyable and instructive.111 the great thought-strîîggie of bis ZDage, Ozanam .1toofr the conservative
8idO, and conservative hie believed it in the fuilest sense. That faitb
Wvhich to seine of bis contemporaries-somne even of bis friends-was asso-
iated witb ages of darkness and despotisin was to him the only hope of

eederaption for a world enslaved to sin and dooomed to deatb. H1e miade
t4e dafence, of Christianity tbe great aim of bis life, and it was in carrying
-out that aim that he raised up a treasure bouse of rare knowledge for the
"86 of att who chose to profit hy it, wbether friend or foe.

A FRENCH S.A VAN1 ON DANCIN-G.

Bari nly, in bis history of Gerrman Dancing and its future, observes,
P8rjnych knows dancin g "-the bear does not count, because it bas no
P8Y for impulsion." Why do wve dance? li e demands ; ninety per cent do

8for me met nilne to secure a substitute for a vapour bath, and one,'or he oveoestbetics. But dancing ils aiso a marriage brokér, a sort of
'R'trinionial agency. However, the dance is aiso a civiliqing agent. With

't nceStor.4, Nature uleant only music auJ dances, which too were attri-
"Utt»,jto tie gods. Tire autiror states, the old Germans were a dancing people;

,1<adelr1 Germans are not, aud tiat you eau travel two montbs in Geriuany
Wthout peceiving a waltzer; wbereas, voyage but cight days in Spa'n,
înidinîios will be visible cverywhere. The demon of dance seizoýs the
'ýjpan1iardsïin the streets, or ühc public places, under the porches of bouses.

ltirgt musiciani who arrives, auJ tbat can toucli a guitar, will compel
the SJervaitt to throw away bier broomu; the water-carriers to lay down
tileir Pitoliers; the îîîuleteers %vilI abandon their mules ; and the inn-
keePî.r wiil (luit hi dinner-to dance att with soul and body.

Tbe S4paitiards have always a foot in the air, ready to spring :0 ioiad
Ole the oid Germans, and so inuch so that their bishops had the greatest
dfuth0  to prevent their flocks dancing in the eburches-thus imitating

,ltfarly Chri8tians. However, sacred dancing was only a formi for
Prsiggreat joy. Renan maintaiîs dancing neyer figured in the
Xnt5lliturgy, sud M. de Pressensè agrees-for once-with Renan.

the cburcb had much difficulty to suppress the old pagan dances.
t PS and princes thundercd against tbem, but the votaries up to tbe
"eîr t. etr held their dances at night in the cemeteries, where tbey
the 6stimuli of mystery, the fear of being surprised, and the feeling
t e t th e Y w r e d o in g w r o n g . 9 e a h D n e " x -111 the sixteenth century, Germany liad a singular D th ace x-

w11tedat weddirsg parties. Lots were drawn to find the individual whoY Jrtode; the doomed one tben stood in the centre of the roorn, the others
,1cd round, and the individuat after a while staggered, feil-became

-i~ Ail stopped, then the danccré chanted a pretty dirge-a funeral
If the departed was a man, ecd girl caine one by one, aud kisscd

onthe forehead, and vice versae if a womapi; %vith. tie last death-kiss he
ose th muicpiayed a gay air, and the triumphal ronde surrounded. the

%, e h l creators of that quen of dances, the waltz, were the Viennese;
eyiionopolise it still. It is thus that Musset wrotc: &"I would like

re4eh duciess to, be able to dance as well as a Germaan cattle drover."
]h1ebelieves dancing is dying, if not, dead. The workinen are de-

bied by factory life and soured"by socialism. The sons of the rici are
% or Ont by excess, by hot-bed lessons and examinations-educational
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pressure pcrhaps. Piety too bais departed, for truc picty made no person sad];
wine and beer are adulteratcd ; people do nlot now geL intoxicated, but
poisoned. Iu fact, the moral heatth of modemns is less good ttîan that of their
ancestors, wbo were most patient under suffering, more brave in the struggle
of life, bectuse less egotistical. We are devotcd oniy to ourseives.

111E CJAPT'URE 0F TRE " ROSA " 0F Sb] ILLE, A.D. 1593.
EînicEl-aiit-tîventy marineis,

Wjth fearless hearts and free
lEight-anid-tweiîty miarinera

Ili ain open boat at sea,
Witiî Peter for their captain,

Make a goodly colupanie!
That's what we taught the Spaniarul

lu the days of '9;,>

Trhe Sî:înish Plate Fleet sailed that year,
fl the t-arly days of May

V'dee i tat w,, woul stolp ;rfîrc,
The Adiiîiral on lier way,

Andi so from Tortugat une night
We sailed foul joyously.

ýVith afre.cheniin,,aîiý'1-b'eeze stroniigbehin,,
XVe shaped our coure so free,

But saw the sun for' two long weeks
S'iuk o'er aul ellpty se i.

No sight of -alorwater 'unie
WV ail w1 er, sûre ulisiniayed,

Blit P'eter kept our Imites in life
Witli tale> t,À ctortii anti raid

Till on W'hxtsiniday et on,,
.lct oit Bdana'c" llie

Su ietUhinig l'ouled nip belore uis,
Thats tilled each heart awhilt.

l'or wtt es pie 1, lu lordly pride,
Becaiiied witliin tiie Strait

XVitli towaîring maet and liuIwark -
'P'lie Acimuiral iii ber state.

iiack 'neath the ici nids 8helter
\Ve glitied 'ut ut siglît,

To xvait iii an xioun liîîgin,
TIi" slow aPproach of niglît.

Pistols wei*e itileti anti loatied,
Ani suirely lîrimiie again

Iia;ier and coîtlacc tested,
T[ill Peter rose, andi tiemi,

Pointirig tut where the frigate iay,
Said (înietly ;' " My nien,

If F"tune favours Junstice,
Andt Etglis clilîarts are boid,

'rtî-,îiglit our eyes shall glîtter
fl the ight of Spanisli gtuli.

But Spanisl, biades aie gon I at fenlce,
Each man mnst fight as ten-

\Ve'll have the surgeon ent two holes
lu tlîi rtîtten tub, and then,

With our buoat beueatli the water,
Otîr liaîîds on the frigats's chaume,

We'll sc if Engieh sailors
Can't handîs Spanish gains"

Ont to tIme open shovsd are;
Thongli neither d îy nr niglît,

Ws could lie nuo longer skuiking -
Better to brave ths light.

Then drifting ,Iuivly onward,
WVitli our prize before for guide,

Closer and dloser crseping,
Borne by the runnhiîg tide,

Till we couinted poîrts and windows
And beard the cordage play,

Aud could ses the meîî -yet iu one turned
Tii where we drifting lay

We heard the Spanish sailors1
T1roll oînt their idle glees,

As if au English sailtîr
Ne'Ier fliated on those scas.

So close were wve that every mnan
JIeld iii hie breath lu feur,

But lîavirîg eves, they saw not,
And surs, but dii iot hear.

Higb oit ber lofty tuffrail,
Clear 'gainst tbe star-lit sky,

A Spani8h bravo sut and sang, -
The words we,ît driftiîîg by-

Soft wuirds of Sptain anti dark-eyed girls,
0f bine skies cleur above,

0f olive gruves and quiet streains,
0f bomne, of Spain, aud love.

He sut there piaying 'neath tîte stars
XVe beard the munsic ring,

Ani cauglit the wîîrds that stuftly stole
0f the last gong lie wonld sing.

His song had bareiy ended,
The hast stralîr hiadl neut died,

Before we reachsd the shadow,
And were safe by the frigate's sitde.

Our boat is slink, our men are up
High on lier carven Stern,

Amid tue saiuts anti augeis-
l'or Spaniards neyer learu

That saints; are weii snongh on land,
But wbem it comnes to sea,

Thsy sonntiînss lend a beling hand
To revers boid like we.

My feet were on St. Jago's heud,
Unider the cabin-iigbr,

Thinks I :" Yonr saints4hip's helping on
A Christian work this îîight."

There, wurm, inside the cabin,
WVs, ontsîds, starveul but boifi,

Saw seven Papilh Spairiards
A-gambling o'sr their gold,-

The surgeon, 1, and Peter,
The others were beueuth,

Ilanging about thîts, blessd saints,
Their swords betwesîî their teeth

Til the captain bends andi whispers :. We thrse up hers wiil do

For the Donc luside the cabin,
And yen must take tlîe crew."

Man after mnm crept by ns
Without a sourid or brsuth,

E'ach inoving like a slîadow-
For the sliglitest nuise uneant death.

Nuw scrmblimîg ni) like pauithers,
As she laboureul uer eacb sweill

Nowî stili as tlic carveli salnts baside
As the mnusic sank auJ fell

We crtiuched bsîîeatlî the winedow,
Eaeh broatlîing liard andî fast,

And eaciî heart tlîiping ionîlly-
Till a shot rung out at las5t.

Up sprang oir Spaujeh pirates,
Aud s4tarted for tbe Jour,

But e'sr tiieY crocsed the cablu
Tmere wore tîvo uipon tlîe fluor

One, will hurrah xve gave thein,
Anil iii aswer t" ur cali

The rest xvheeled roaîîî tii face us
With tlioir backs agaimet tii, wall.

Thauî agaliiet a long Toiedlo
I was at it tierce andi carte,

A-flîîtimîg outt the slîtrtest way
Ttt reach a Saii hjeart.

Outcitle tlîey screairîed like devils,
Blut ,vitliii ut> wuri tir shut,

Only tiie rapid ring of steel
As tîtr rapiers fiaslîed abotîn

And the gasp of heavy breathing,
Asa thrust wvaut lu antd out.

Down weîît îny Don baereajus
Like a reeti before the wind,

Anti 1 turneti iii time tut rîun îy sword
Tlîroîîgh a secoînd tins behinti.

Thsy f onght like cornered tigers,
But gave to our attack,

Thungl the surgen lay tliere îlying
Wîth a sîvurd blade thrugh lus back

Aud the captain 'gainst two otiiers
lHeld ain uneqnul figlit,

ýVhemi witb one sweep 1 sent iny 4word
Crash tliroiîgh the cabimi light,

If uîiped for "'îy ijian anti cangh t biîn,
By chance arund the mieck,

Anti "'y dagger snapped iu bis Papish heart
Ere lie reached tIse biotdy deck.

Thsu gruping in the darkuîess,
1 fund the cabin Jour,

AuJ flnng it ivide as Peter huried
His fus upon the fluor.

One minnte's space for breathing,
And each une grasped his sword,

Sprung to the înain-dsck with the men,
And ioîîd nid Peter ruared:

tStrike homne, îny men ! No quarter!"
As down ton theim we dropped,

And for haîf-an-horir aud over
The slarîghtsr neyer stopped.

Ohe, Spauish Dons iuay flout and flaunt
Over tlîe spole they've ta'en!

Oh, Spîîniuîh biades may emile and smirk
A lady's grue tu gain,

But tue 8winging sweep of English swords
Stili curbs the prude of Spain.

Ciseer after cheer we gave tbem
As we charged aud charged again,'rill we forced thein np intu the l'ows
Like sheep within a peu.

Tlîey sereaîusd anîl praysd like women,
While ail the time the ligIet

Of tiie laiîthorus hng for danecing
Shune peacsfully and bright ;'Till by tihe Lime, the muon was up
Antd sufiig o'er the sea,

Ofl living men i upon that ship
'There wsre unly twenty-three--

The other fise-pour feliows-
Lay resting f rom their toile,

Leaving their live shares extra
To go to swell. our spojis.

At the feusting and carousing
We sut that night tntl late,

We drank from Spanish goblets,
We ate off Spaiish Plate

We daueced Lu Spauish fiddies,
And roared to Spanish Song,

Till the breeze of moruing filled our sale
And bowisd us Swif t along.

And unrtil ws gct to Eugiand
We neyer knew ur gain,

Foi tue ship was rnîning o'er with goid
For the Kig of cruel Spain

AuJ fur it te bsip ci England
Seeîjîs a better use to mue,

Tlîun Lu send ont Spanish pirates
A-scourging of Lhe sea.

Now Ieere's a heaith to good Queen Bess h
Long may shle live and reigu

And here's to Enghisi marinera
Who eaul the Spaiiish Main ;

And if e'er they grow faint-hearted,
Or shrink at tonch of steel,

Let them tiîink how eigit.aîîd.twenty
Took the Rosas of Sevilie.

WaILLIAM MoLxNNA&N.

ýSIPTEMBEU 8th, 1887.1


