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number of miserable animals have died in the unutterable agonies of
artificially-produced rabies, an aggravated form of that awful disease which
Mayhew tells us amounts to being inflamed all over.

1t is right and proper for doctors to warn us in moderation, but they
do it beyond all reason. Touchnot! Taste not! Handle not! There is
death in the pot. 'Ware microbes here! 'Ware bacilli there! All the
world’s a hospital, and all the men and women merely patients.

RETICENCE.

No quality has gained more in public esteem in our country, and with
good reason, than the one which is expressed by the word “roticence.” 1f
we look at the old uses of the word they generally imply a censure, instead
of approval. It is but lately that  reticence” has become a term of praise,
instead of accusation, or, at wost, dubious and casuistic apology. But as
authority declines, and one man’s word is supposed to be prima facie as
good as another’s, people begin to see that there must be some way of dis-
tinguishing amidst the discordant voices which is worth listening to and
which is not, and they find it permissible, even on the most democratic
principles, to attach most weight to the words which are least lightly
uttered and which, whether they are or are not carefully weighed, are at
least spoken under conditions of apparent deliberateness and self-restraint,
which render it conceivable that they might have been carefully weighed.
At a time when the eagerness to have the first word has seldom been
equalled, and, as a consequence, the Babel of assertions and contradictions
on almost all subjects is perfectly deafening, it is not surprising that even the
democracy begins to discriminate between those who are loudest, most pre-
cipitate, and most confident in their cries, and those who reserve their judg-
ment till it is at least possible that they may have got a judgment worth
expressing to express. The word “rcticence,” which in old times, when
men were more suspicious of reserve than they were impatient of garru-
lousness, was supposed to imply a sort of duplicity, has now come to be
nssociated with discrimination and self-restraint. To say of a man that he
was reticent, used almost to suggest dissimulation, whereas it now means
only that he does not open his lips till he has considered what he has to say.

And yet this is but a return to the old state of mind with which the
sententious East judged the comparative garrulousness and looseness of
purpose which it noted among the quick-witted Greeks. St. James was
evidently aghast at the loquacity of the Greek converts, and took the
groatest pains to impress upon them that what he called “the engrafted ” or
“implanted ” word which was able to save their souls, was not a word
which they ought to have forever on their tongues, but, on the contrary,
was one which should make thsm “slow to speak ” as well as “slow to
wrath,” one to be received with ¢ meekness,” one to make them doers and
not talkers, one of which it should be the first and most striking result
that it enabled them to bridle and tame that tongue which could not be
tamed of any human power, but only by that divine power of which he
was the messenger. What St. James would have said to our modern Press,
with its eagerness to startle if it can do nothing else, we can imagine.
He would have said that it is “a restless evil full of deadly poison.” and
that unless men can wait to speak until they are tolerably sure that the
impulse which opens their lips is neither frivolous nor mischisvous, they
certainly cannot be the ministersof the sort of message which is given
from a source higher than themselves. We can understand how the
pious Hebrew, who is said to have worn away the stones of the Temple
with his constant kneeling in silent prayer, must have fretted himself over
the keen Greek converts who, as he probably thought, “ multiplied words
without knowledge.” The East was always reticent, and valued reticence.
The West “ unpacked ” its heart with words, as Hamlet says. Dr. New-
man spoke the true wisdom of the East when he wrote :—

Prune thou thy words, the thoughts control
That o’er thee swell and throng;

They will condense within thy soul,
And change to purpose strong.

But he who lets his feelings run
In soft luxurious flow,
Shrinks when hard service must be done,
And faints at every woe.
The feeling that it is better not to speak at all than to speak
lightly is one which bas always proceeded from the conviction
that utterance of all sorts has something solemn in it which
should imply a steadfast purpose, and not a mere vibration of
the nerves. In an age of prattle and gossip like ours, this convic-
tion has almost disappeared. But natural selection itself is bringing it
back, for how is there to be any discrimination between one kind of vebe-
mence and another, unless we distinguish, however roughly, between the
words that were weighed and the words that were mnot weighed,—the
words which at least appeared to have a careful background of thought
and prepamtion hehind them, and the words which were so precipitate
that their haste was evidently due to the desire to preoccupy the field %

Of course, reticence may be either evil or good ; but volubility, though
it may not be in any sense evil, can never be essentially good, can never he
anything better than the fruit of a mind which is always effervescing with
its own unconsidered or ill-considered experience. But though reticence
may be either of good or bad origin, it is quite a mistake to suppose, as
people often do suppose, that there is nececsarily in all reticence a want of
simplicity,—a kind, indced, of duplicity. Probably there nover was any-
thing less like duplicity than the sententious reticence of the Hastern
genius. Indeed, St. James, who makes o bitter an attack on loquacity of
all sorts, exgressly describes a double-minded man as ‘unstable in all

his ways,” and regards it as the test of true simplicity that a man should
not vacillate or express doubts of which he has only just become conscious.
Reticence does not in the least imply either taciturnity or craft. A man
may be full of life and the source of stimulus to others, and yet in the
best sense reticent,—indisposed, that is, to give out hastily and ill-considered
suggestions and impressions, which may set men travelling on the wrong
track, and siill more indisposed to give out crude suspicions and innuen-
does which may set men condemning those whom they have no right to con-
demn. Reticence may imply nothing but a deep sense of responsibility
for all those words which are pregnant with action, those which tend to
determine what men shall do, and still more perhaps what they shall be.
The late Lord Iddesleigh noticed that in Aing Lear Cordelia shows the
most marvellous reticence, though hers is the most impressive and benignant
character in the play, *In the first act she has only forty-three lines
assigned to her. She does not appear ngain until the fourth act, in the
fourth scene of which she has twenty-four lines, and in the geventh thirty-
nine. In the fifth act she has five lines. Yet during the whole progress
of the play we can never forget her, and after its melancholy close ghe
lingers about our recollections as if we had seen some being more beautiful
and pure than anything on earth, who had communicated with us by &
higher medium than words.” Yet with all this reticence, no one gives u8
a profounder impression of simplicity than Cordelia. That single line,—

What shall Cordelia speak? Love, and be silent !

seems to express her very essence. Cordelin’s reticence is a reticence O_f

gilence ; but the reticence of Hermione, in The Winter's Tale, is the retl-

cence of speech ; and there, again, we find a perfect simplicity beneath the

reticence we note,—the reticence which keeps back all that cannot be truly

uttered, and yet has no lack of simple and fitting utterance. What retl:

cence there isin her farewell to the husband who so unjustly accuses her!—
Adieu, my Lord !

I never wished to see you sorry : now
T trust I shall.

How worthy is that of the woman who had to utter the complaint |—

I am not prone to weeping, as our sex

Commonly are : the want of which vain dew

Perchance shall dry your pities : but I have

That honourable grief lodged here which burns

Worse than tears.drown.”
No one could deny the exquisite simplicity of Hermione's character,
no one could deny its reticence. )

The truth is, that reticence only implies an instinetive hesitation

whether the thought of the moment ought or ought not to be expresse®
and many of the simplest characters that ever existed have felt that hestta
tation even in early childhood. All characters that have the instinct ©
detachment, the instinct that each mind has a life of its own which it may
or may not be right to communicate to others, fecl this reticence as & per:
manent instinct. And certainly it is one which this age, fond as it 18 0
superficial excitements, greatly needs. The tendency of the day he.lpﬂ
society to absorb the individual, instead of helping the individual to resist
to modify, and if necessary, to transform society. [t is a time whic
reminds us of the adage that Emersou used to quote, “ Little pot 90‘1:
hot,” & time in which small excitements spread very fast, and carry peop °
away who have no individual life and reticence of their own. Only t/
traly reticent can be secure against the society of such an age as ours.
The Spectator.
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WE poor Montrealers are certainly in the bad graces of fate-
season’s “ great events” seem now to be naught but fires and floods.
the burning of a leather goods factory and tannery and some adjo
houses yesterday morning twenty families found themselves houseless
four hundred employees were thrown out of work.

A fortunate thing nature has done so much for this city, els
amongst us whose horizon is not bounded by Craig Street and tha istle
might find “ the weight of life” rather heaver to be borne than “”thl e
down of summer air.” As it is, when we contemplate our ¢« hill, Pcmn
liarly lovely, now blushing beneath the first rough caresses of the ﬂutlun 1
wind ; when we view fromn its summit that gorgeous country V‘f"od 2
and silver river, and shadowy mountain, we are resigned, an
thank heaven there is at least one ‘‘ distraction” within the react %.° g,
body. Alas! I fear the hundreds who cannot drive have little, if
chance of enjoying the strangely beautiful pictures each turn in our
roads reveals. . over

We hear a great deal about “nights out,” and the crowds of sillys O ..
dressed damsels and idle men that haunt our principal streets every o 80
ing fully testify how popular these are. Would it be quite impose" jent
introduce a periodical “afternoon out?” Surely some little exper jally
and teaching would convince the working classes, and moré esp faebid
servants, that the pure air of our mountain is preferable to the kind
atmosphere of ill-drained throughfares; the glorious panoramé ovde di#
Nature spreads before us, if we will but climb to look, to the tawdry
plays in shop windows, le&sed

The  Academy ” opens on Monday. Already what they are pwoﬂld
to call the bill of fare for the coming season hus been published. asted
scarcely be just to pronounce upon the *dishes” until we 027 p i
them, yet I fear there is nothing in the ménu likely to tempt_th thg" rics!
of any save most enthusiastic amatewrs du théatre.” No w
manager in Montreal should entirely ignore the existence of thosz
opposed to theatre-going. If concert hall and playhouse wer




