“COWPER'S GRAVE,

It is a place where poets crowned ma}
feel 'the hearts decaying;

It is a pla.ce where happy saints may
“eep amid their praying:

Yet let the grief and humbleness as
low as silence languish:

Earth 81 ¥y oW may gwe her ealm
to she gave her anguish.

0 poets,'from a maniac’s tongue was
poured the deathless singing!

O Christians, at your cross' of hope
a hopeléss hand was clinging!

O men, this man in brotherhood your

, weary paths beguiling,

Groaned ‘only while he taught you

peace, and died while ye were
- smiling!

And now, what time ye all may read
through dimming tears his story,

How digcord on the music fell, and
darkhess on the glory,

And how when, one by one, sweet
sounds and wandering lights de-
parted,

He wore no less a loving face because
so broken-hearted. :

He shall be strong to sanctify the
poet’s high vocation,

And bow the meekest Christian down
in meeker adoration;

Nor ever shall he be, in praise, by wise [:

or good forsaken,
Named softly as the household name
of one: whom God hath taken.

INCLUSIONS.

Oh, wilt thou have my hand, dear, to
lie along in thine?

As a little. stone in a running stream,
it seems to lie and pine.

Now drop the poer pale hand, dear,
unfit to plight with thine.

Oh, wilt thou have my cheek, dear,
drawn  closer to thine own?
My cheek is white, my cheek is worn

MY KATE.

“know;

i shine and snpw,

Drop to shade, melt
long trodden ways, :

While she's still remembered on
and cold days—

a grace; S 8
her face;

' *head and imouth,
You saw 'so dlstmctlv her soul and her
truth—
My Kate.

implied
Your wrong by her right; and yet men
at ‘her side

the whole town
The children were gladder that pulled
at her gown—
My Kate.

None knelt at her feet confessed lov-
ers in thrall:

They knelt more to God than they
“used,—that was all.

‘If you praised her as charming, some
asked what you meant;

But fhe charm of her presence was
felt when she went—

My Kate.

The weak and the gentle, the ribald
and rude,

She took as she found thém, and did
them all good;

It always was so with her—see what

you have!

She has made the grass greener even

here. . . . .withhher grave—

My Kate.

by many a tear run down.
Now leave a little space, dear; test it:
should wet thine own.

My Dear One! when thou wast alive
with the rest,

{ I held thee the sweetest, and loved

Oh, must thou have my soul, dear,:
eommingled with thy soul?

Red grows the cheek, and warm the
hand; the part is in the whole:
Nor hands nor ¢€heeks keep. séparate,

when soul is joined to soul t

thee the best;

i And now thou art dead, shall I not

take thy part,
As thy smiles used to do for thyself,
my sweetheart— .
}Iy Kate?

e R S S T

Dear thtle Heart.

There was once a Dear Little Heart,
and it was tender and loyving and frue.
And that Dear Little Heart said to '
itself: ;
“I wonder what makes me so sun-|
ny and so very happy? I should like |
to know so I could tell all the other
little hearts in the whole world. I
must find out.” !

So the Dear Little Heart went on a
journey to find out. |

“Why am I happy, blithe lark?” 'said |
the Dear Little Héart to a bird in the | ]
tree. |

“Because you love the sun,” sald‘
the lark as he raised his voice in a |
proud song.

The Dear Little Heart was not sat-!/
isfied, so on it went.

“Why am I happy, pale lily?” asked
the Dear Little Heart of the sweet
flower.

“Because you love the flowers of
the ground,” said the lily, as she gave
her fragrance to the air.

But the Dear Little Heart trudged
‘on.

“Why am I happy?” it asked the soft
downy rabbit.

The bunny cocked his two ears.

“Why, because you love the animals |

and the birds,” he said as he hopped
away, o

The Dear Little Heart \\as still

myatlﬁed

\\ hy am I happy?” asked the Dear
Little He of the houey-bez.

“Because your words are of love and
have no sting,” said the honey-bee, as
he disappeared in a flower. .

“Why am I happy, O green, green
leaves?” asked the Dear Little Heart.

‘“Because your touch is as gentle 3s
that of a babe,” answered the green
leaves as tliey rustled a melody.

The Dear Little Heart went on.

“Why am I happy, O brave wind?”
asked the Dear Little Heart of the

*Beeause you give to others of your
sweetness,” said the wind.
Then a Great Wise Man passed by.

! He knew the whole world.

“Why am I happy, O man?’ asked
the Dear Little Heart timidly. It felt

.that the Great Wige Man knew every-

thing and could make no mistake.

At last the truth would be known!

The Great Wise Man looked at the
Dear Little Heart long and thought-
i fully.

Then he spoke slowly.

“Little Heart,” he said, “the reason
you are happy is because you know the
Greatest Secret in the World. The

{ reason you are happy is because you

are made of Love, and Love is the
Greatest Thing in the World. I would
that every little heart knew what you
know.”

The Dear Little Heart then knew
that the Great Wise Man had told the
true answer, and that the honey-bee,
the downy rabbit, the sweet lily, the
gay lark, the green leaves and the gen-
tle-zephyr had all told the truth.

Then the Dear Little Heart said to
itself:

“New that I know, I shall tell every
other little heart in the world. I shall

say ‘Put Love in every corner and cre-

vice of you. Say to yourselt all;the

time, I am Love; I am Love. ‘And

then, other unhappy little hearts, if
.you say and believe that, there will
be no room for unhappiness. When
envy or hurt or. other unhappiness
comes, I am Love, will drive them
away.” . ;

“Then,” smiled The Dear  Little
Heart happily, “1 shall not be iofe-~
some, for there will many thous-
ands of happy little hearts in: thip
beautiful world, and each will give
out so many dear thoughts, so many
sweet words, so many kind

gentle gephyr.

that Love shall be everyvwhere.”

—————— Ef——&

Oof Such is the

7 Children are necessary for those
‘who wish:to be childlike, who desire
“to recover the lost simplicity of the
spirit. B@zplicnt} is rare and van-
tdn- rp’pmy ‘In ‘' fact, s(mpliejty is
jja,,’ grace.  that
“newed e‘very day. When you
~. come h&o touch with a éhlld you
. @dl'

must. be  re-

-t

to a child’s mind, and that is why
many of us dread children. Children
are our consciences, and as a rule}
they are our guﬁlty eonscience, thosé.
terrible conseciences that make cow-
ards of us all.
sciences, ‘but we cannot kill our chi

drext. Their still, small voices are

why chxldren are necessary. 'hey ;
\keep the world young and pure and
sgwe 2nd mn :

She was not as pretty a woxﬁn 1{4

‘And yet all your best, made o Jm— ;
’,

nought, in the

Her-air had a meaning, her movements
You turned from the fau'est to gaze on

‘And, when you had once seen her fore-|

She uevex found fault Mth you, heyer

‘Grew nobler, girls purer, as through}

eyes It is a severe test to be close

We can kill our cog; {:

mever hushed in odr hearts.: Thﬁt i8]

Gmge us, oh give us, the man who smgs at his
work. Be his oceupation what it may, he is
equal to any of those who follow the same
pﬁrsuit in silent sullenness. He does more in
the same time—he will do it better———-he will
persevere longer.

—_CARLYLE.

“And the Creator breathed into his
nostrils the breath of life and.man
became a .living soul.” S
. Breathing is the first and last act
of man. One might say that breath
is the symbol of life. It is given us
at the beginning and taken at the
end. The meaning given by Orien-
tals to respiration 1is significant;
their interpretation being, inhalation,
“God in us,” exhalation, “We are in
God.” It is in, the degree that we
breathe that we are fully alive.
Elizaheth Browning said: “He
lives most who breathes most.” Tak-
ing air means taking in life; 1»0\\'er'
comes through full breathing. :The

by bathing.
hre?th or not, we know that the body
is purified by hreathmg fresh air. It
it afr ethical duty te be pure and
clean; breathing is a natural purifier.
Many suffer ‘hécause of air starva-
tion as a result of shallow breathing;
deep breathing increases vibration—
an index of vitality. ”

ginning, should a person be o’qliged
to learn how to breathe? The mere
fact that any one can breathe is
enough to satisfy the majority of

that is necessary on breathing. We
ease.

rightly, of if he “is keyved "up,”’
“tense,” *rigid,” in mind and body,
or if musecles are weak.
‘breathe correctly until nervous ten-

(By Earle William Gage.)

Greeks held that the bhody is cleansed ;
Whether we understand |

Since breath is given us at the be-! ] : :
| power to resist disease; and when the

the intercostal and abdominal mus-
cles. .
Breathing of bad air is considered
a cause of dijsease. Fresh air is a
safeguard; a person may be in the
air and vet get little of it, -because
of stooped shoulders and depressed
chest. The lung apexes are inactive
in those who breathe weakly. We
i live under daily stress,’ and because
of it become shallow breathers. If
we would give atiention to the breath

1 we would fnd that in emotion, an-

ger, or hurry, the breath is short and {
quick; while the trustful, happy state
of mind will be conductive fo tran-
quil breathing.

It makes a difference on what the
attention is fixed while taking exer-
cise; power is increased by joyous-
ness; it temds to Health.. - Practical
headth culture is training of body and |
spirilx_alike. Deep Dbreathing can
hardly be over-rated; it is a panacea
for jills; purified blood stimulates
funetion, and gives tone to the body.

Breathing exercises increase the
width and depth of the chest, and give

hahit of deep breaihing is established,.

people;: they feel that they know allé

have proof that shallow breathing is%
one of the primary sources of dis-!
: v ' did you like the air which T gavesyou
A person cannot breathe sufficient- |
ly so long as the body is not poised ‘ beatitude?”
| swer?

Children !

sion and tight clothing interfere with |

it will go on independently of any
extras effort of will.” Happy mental
states are conducive to deep hreath-
ing; thought of worry and fear, weak
breathing.

Suppose the Creator askBd: How

to enjoy, -did you make breathing a
What would be our an-
Something like this: “Nbo, I
did not appreciate the blessing of air;
1 breathed weakly and formed the
habit of taking shorf breaths.”
—Health Culture.

-

What is an Educated Man?

An educated man must know

'something of history. He must hayve
‘studied science, and he must haye

o feeling for the finer ants, Sp Sy

the Bishop of Birmingham ,in the

(‘ommonwealth.

The result of thig kind of study to
a man, who may be far short-of-any-
thing that can be called a scientific
man, or an’ adept in science, is that
the world, in his
comes the scene of great and con-
’%32(1)!}t forces which admit of being
revenenﬂ\ explored and. so guid,ed
and directed that they may be made
i miiMster, to an almost indefinite
extent to human progress.

w, of course, Lord Vem~

eat maxim—that, sort of

ophetic - word by which he’ int,er-

ﬁets o' much that is greatest" m

modern scientific investxgatton——n‘at

‘?ature can be controlled by being
eved &

Phat fneans that Nature is a soone
of- great and constant laws wlm-L
wilk 1augh at you if vou soek o vk)—
| late or ignore them, but whieh, in
proportion to the reverent study You

give mea; ean. be ded of cgntrdl—
ed to infinite pmleiﬁeB of “hu
mmenience,, advsntage, and
gress.

5

(A Study in Culture, by the Bishop of Birmingham.)

| to be made,

imagination, he- |

fires his whole being, possesses his
whole outlook, with the "idea of

knowledge yet to be won, power yet
to be ‘acquired, tmnsformanons yet

Beyond history and science, it is re-

quired of thé truly educated man that
his soul shall be nourished by “a
Sense of the eternal”—as by poetry,
music, or art, or other channels of
cnlture:

I think an educated man, by means
of art, or music, or poetry, or by
whatever means, must hourish in his
soul a sense of the Eternal—g. sense
of that “which was, and is, and ever-
more shall be,” lying beyond all the]
changes in human history and nat-

selve__s,"‘in which we’ live and move
and are, which ‘is both beauty and
power righteous,ness and goqdnes\s

| " You know what it is, when you are
J\xonieq, and oceupied with the infin-
ite “details of life, and have the op-
1)ortumtv of listening to some great
music, how slowly, if you “can’ be
quiet ‘epough to surrender your s n'it
and lend a listening ear to the musie, |
there steals upon your soul a sénse
of the eternal’ hamony—-nometlimg
greater than ‘the discords &nd the |
detalls of ﬁ:e 1}Ie in “the midst of {

recalls m ui‘ the aeim wgt,c‘h

{ A difficult

ural "‘infogregp—-"the Eternal not our- |

the {- @ 1 mtybethatmmeamgleiine 3
en- | of poetry, with its unspeakable truth, 4

Queshon Colnmn on
Musical Matters.

Readers of The Evening Telegram
are invited to take advantage of this
column in which a fuily qualified
professional . Musician will, every
Saturday, answer all questions re-
lating to Music, Vocal or Insiru-
mental; advise on the selection of
mysic; belp beginners over any diffi-
culties; and give any information re-
quired on Musical matters. Ques-
tions should be addresse_d,

“BATON,”
Care The Evening Telegram,
St. John's.

Initials or a nom de plume will be
required in order to distinguish the
answers.

Questions And Answers.

Can you-suggest six simple good

| Christmas .Carols for a small choir?

—Eros.

The following are published, at
from ope penny to two-pence each,
hy Nowello’s, London:

OLD.

“God rest you merry gentlemen.”
“From church to church.”
“Good Christian men rejoice.”

MODERN.

“A Carol of the Nativity."—Stanford.
“On Chrjstmas morn.”—Mackenzie.
“As with gladness.”—Stanford.

“The Cowley Carol Book”
bray's, @xford) is excellent.

What does a pause ( 2) mean
when placed in the musie but . not
over a note?—C(C,

* When placed over a rest it simply
prolongs it.

Over a double-bar\ line it means
tbat the picce ends there, especially
after a repeat.

Over an cordinary single-bar line it
means a break both in the time and
the sound. This use of the pause is
quite modern.

Can every child be taught music?
—Crotchet,

(Mow-

question o answer,
Some teachers Bay ¥es and some o,

Porsonally 1 have grave doubts on

the subject. 1 certainly would not
force an #awilling child or one who
showed a Treal dislike of music to
receive lessons. In such a case 1T
sitould play simple but good musiec,
such as folk songs and eld dance
music, in the hope that the chiid
might after a while show some inter-
est in it. “Rule-of-thumb”
would be quite fatal.
“BATON.”

GEEAT THOUGHTS,

ligion, but act not a grain of it, while

the wise man speaks little, but his
whole lifa s a religion acted out. -

—-Ramakrishna

Never to: tire; never to grow cold;
to be patient, sympathetic, tenpder;

110 logk for the budding ﬁpwer and

the epeamg heart; ‘to hope always,
like ' G@d “to love alawys—
\ This is Daty.

—Amjel.
Man is not as God,
;o8 tnapu

s HE , S _;-Teﬁn‘ysr'm;

i

+ R
‘the eternal

.the dead. the

teaching,

Common: men talk bagfuls of ;re- |

| But - then fmou‘t‘ God-like. being most |
‘ o piece of paper, and you give it to

{ You pass throngh”

Llizalfeth Barrett Bi'owmng
(1806—-1831) b

England’s greatest woman-poet was
born at Conhoe, in the Comnty of
Durham, on March 6, 1806, P’Ier
childhood and youth were unusually
happy, and the early ripeness of her
promise of her Ilater
fruitfulness. At eight she was read-
ing Homer in the original, dreaming
of the Greeks and writing verse.
From an early age an invalid—large-
ly due to anyaccident to her spine—
her health, gave chronic anxicty till
she was thirty-four, when her ner-
vous weakness was increased by the
death of her c¢nly_brother by drown-
ing at Torquay. Hawthorne describ-
ed her as “a small, pale person,
scarcely embodied at all, at any rate
only substantial enough to put forth
her slender fingers to be grasped, and‘
to Speak with a shrill?yet sweet tenu-
ity of voice.” As a poet she was more
widely known than Robert Browiing,

mind gave

Mrs. Browning gained a
of #ife. ‘For many vears 1,
Florencgy Haly. with als iy
London and Paris. and lagtery .,
Rome, gnd it was in her jo
L ence, the city of her C
on June 29 1861, T 1he
Browning died, after a frail 13
longed to the fifty-sixth
‘power of love and happines

1t is often said. that her
ular work was—even that
“Aurora Teigh.” [
however, that tbe inner
Joves poetry for i
should rank that dif
work, or any other
Jonger writings with
“Sonnets from the Portug
highest and finest
English or anv other 1i
woman’s love. It is surel
exquisite sonnet-sequence
fame will enduringls
all the mass of Mrs. B
poetry—uone of it worthless, little
it uninteresting, most of it deliohtfn

Iresh leage
liveq
intervalg

when . she first became interested in

intg love, and though against her
father’s wishes, the two great poefs |
‘were married in London on Septem- |
ber 12, 1846.. This fortnnate mar- |
riage belongs to the ideal things in
life. A Deautiful and dignified\ love
sustained theih during all their
wedded years, and after the bixth of |
their son, in Florence, early in 1849, |

and some of it beautiful

his work: Their fricndship deepened fwith geuius of a rare an

—one-or two poems or Ivyi

“Dead Pan/’ (1844) and

thé Children” (1844). ar _
touched by time. It is dificuls t0 be-
lieve that {ime can eve f
“Sonnets from the Portugues

less it be to change

This surely is the
of JEngland’s greatest

- e - —

Is Dlsease a Blessmg°

It is a little startling to find the
virtues of diseases championed by
so high an authority as Sir Frederick |
Treves: but no one can read his pa-;
paper on this subject in the Grand
Magazine without feeling convinced
that he has made out his case. I it
were not for disease, he declares, the
human race would,socon be extinet.

As a first instance of this startling
proposition Sir Frederick Treves
takes the case of a man who is
wotunded in ‘the hand by an_ unclean
instrument. The c¢ne dread fear is
that - inflampmaiien may set in. Yet
the infammniation is nothing but 2
blessging in disguise. What has hap-
pened within the man’s hand is this:
First, an army of malignant germs
has entered into the wound, pessibly
to multiply -itself midlions in a - day.
The invasion is met by a rush ofg
blood to the invaded part, so that it!
becomes swollen and inflamed; and
the cerpusecles in the blood, called |
leucocytes, which are born microbe- |
killers. fall upon thg enemy:

There now takes ]iace a battle the |

tempted to deseribe. Millions arej
epposed to millions, and the fighting
is to the death. The hosts of Arma-
geddon would be a mere handful to
the uncountablé hordes which fill the
battlefield about the confines of a
wound. 7The leucocytes destroy the
germs by eating them—and thus it is
they are sometimes called “phago-
cytes.” They, -also, by sar‘riﬁ(‘ing'
their living bodies to the poisons of

the enemy, save the conntry they de-
fend, The mortality of this combat

18 ‘heyond the limits of reasonable

eomputation. The arena is piled up
with the dead, until at last the living,
poisoning, an}d the
poisoned, are thrown out in the form
of what is known as “matter” or pus

‘enough),

{Sir Frederick Tréves Savs ‘“‘Yes.")

and the trouble, probabl

Should the invadin
down the first line of
find a way into the
“body, tMen a stand
made at the second
trenchments—the
In the case of a wound
the glands under the
invading host. The)
bly they suppurate
this condition grunii
plores the misfortune
dition to his wound ¢
has given hi
hand, and now a tend:
his arm. The blame
gt is the story all ov
lert, the faithful but

{ hound!

The common cold
other instance of a malig
The cold germ enters
ajr-passages, promptly
scons. brings about snes

sovre throat, cenghing malaise,

!
{For this state of disease S

ick Treves bids us be g

- > . L% .
tike of which no pen has ever at- ¥Without these symptoms

cold might prove fatal:
.. The copious catarrl
SHeezing are practical
lodging the bacteria
passages, while the con
them from the windpi
Brile’ state, 1 would ven
Heve, is the outcome

. aroused in the blood

of neutralising the pois
ed by the invading hos!

grumbles about his cold
fault with a measure

which he owes his life. \
Justly grumble at is
misfortune that he is fthe
a bacterial infection. and |
with reason complain
fort incident to being

Schoolroom Humour

Dr"Macnamara, M.P., tells some more |
amusing stories. {

Not So Far Ont.
“The Court of Chancery,” - wrote
another, “is called this because they }

take care of property there on the |
chance of an owner turning.up.”

Ete.!” R

“What do we imply when we® use |

this abbreviaticn?’ asked the teach- |

er. “lt is a sign,” said the young one |

very sententiausly, “which is used to

make helieve you luiow mere thau
-you really do!”

“hy»r'l'hey Punch the Ticket.
- In a piece of composition’ on “A
Railway Journey,” a girl ‘writes:

!ou have to get a ticket, which is

i

{

a man, who ‘éits a hole in it to Tet

- Get On, or Get Out.

“W&@e{thm ulft!&girs a way.

4

| very - wise way to perse

| again until them trails is 800

we should try till we dose

we 'should do it again which
vel
who sits down never g€is
People who gets on dont
We should all get on because 1t

best thing to do at all times g
have trails (trials?) but we must o

o

Questions and Queer Answers
..Ques.: “What are the chief ml\’vi-‘]:‘
ans of Scotland?’ Ans.: “Ben?¥
i8. Ben L.omond, and Ben mn?m;-n,‘
gués.: “How many senses }‘]"m»
we? Name them.” Ans.. '\\," 5
two senses, wrong and thl\-;pd
Ques.: “How is silence sic

musie?”’ Ans.: . “Silence . ““m
§8 expressed by putting you! ]“1:
(ge paddles ‘—Q"eq Wt [1 a
blizzard?” Ans.: “The inside

. Tt is estimated that in

me there.will be tW
gv?ry Frenchman in the “O‘m
-——-———“"—-

+ Petershurg o

expres

[\\o .""’"s
rmans | for

“Tpe first stone o 8

| 1ad 1n 1703.
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