GR1P

"OF Napyge, | NevUM ‘-'“ 5
Aur\'w(__ e Ave ettt ot

3
> op R e ] O
'y, HEN, . pL W s ot
s on g Ryvig , NATVER _‘,\uh‘" “;g..,,’,l WO of \‘o N
0., TE Moupy_ sanimps, B o8 43 e
*I:;:\"NFWA':AN[-S.’iQ“'“ oi'o . < \214-‘021‘3‘0‘ :, \
£, . o' '
"‘"E(\-x R ‘.gtx?‘ \ ‘»‘;‘o“ A
Rigutge 10 5\\9«\&&5'“1}9 LR

£0.rEgy, cumsTo R At
ANATumy of MELARCREL! ‘,'/" g
D spEnce R Lt S

SIR FRANCIS BACON,
The Greatest Literary Hoyg the world has ever seen !
(See artivic clictelore on e Bocon Cipher.” )
STUDIES iN ENGLISH LITERATURE.
(Il apviogies to the Fditor or tie Literatuse Depastment of the

Lidwcaiioned Jeicinal. )
“Lir1re Jack HorxXER.”?

l Perhaps there is no poetical work which has been so
extensively memorized.  Its authorship is uncertain, but the
use of iambic tetrameters and trimeters arranged alternately
as in Shelley’s ¢ Clowd* has led some to attribute this poem

to that brilliant genius, but careful investigation proves that !

the poem is of a much carlicr date. Indeed, it may more
reasonably be supposed that the music of these rhymes,
familiar to Shelley from childhood, may have wrought in
him an unconscious imitation.

Perhaps the greatest charm of this poem consists in the
graphic description of the hero himsclf, his environment,
accupation, c¢ndeavor and success. Qur  sympathy s
particularly attracted by the fact, that the hero, as an
individual, was not different from the ordinary type of man
—he was “/7Z#/e,--1 hold that this comprehensive term
means that in moral and mental calibre he was not gifted
beyond others, and that any success he achieved was not the
necessary result of unusual intellectual endowment.

Nor “were his circumstances exceptional.  Indeed, we
may suppose that his lot was cast in some obscure place
where he never came in contact with the stimulating activity
of city life, with its chances of attaining to riches, honor, or
at least distinction - he ** saf in a corner.” Tt may be that
be was hampered by poverty, lack of education, without
friends or influence, and many, while contemplating the
man and the cramped sphere in which he moved, would
have said, ¢ It is impossible that this man's life-story should
ever bhecome a theme for poets, or an inspiration to others.
He is. and will continue to be, what circumstances have
made him.”

We now come to the third division of this remarkable
poem—* eating his Chrisimas pic,”—although our hero’s
lot in life is humble, nay, by some, may be deemed hard and
unlovely, yet he is not without compensations ; and just here
he stands as a representative of common humanity, for there
are none whose life is so bare, but that by him pleasure and

HIS poem is of such exceeding merit, that wherever the
English tonguc is spoken, it is known and admired. .

gratification in some degree is experienced, and here, once
more, is shown the consummate genius of the poet in
choosing as a type of happiness, that which is the dominant
chord in the scale of man’s affections—** cating his Christ-
mas pie’ Which of the poets — Shakespeare not excepted
- has rcached thus, with three simglc words, the innermost
feelings —as it were?  Now note the noble directness and
nervous Saxon of the following verse— ¢ He stuck in his
thamd.? What a moral lesson is here! To conceive, to
will, te do in this wise is not possible to all, we cannot all
be Jack Horers, but we can be inspired to shake off” the
shackles of a hollow conventionality, and henceforth, where
we¢ have aimed at having a finger in every pie in the
community, let us now stick our thumbs inalso.  Perchance
by so doing, we may risc high in political, commercial or
social status—we too may secure a plum. In the last versc
of the poem, again the marvellous insight of the poet into
human nature overwhelms us with astonishment,—He said,
“Lhat a good bov am [’ Here is voiced the universal
mental attitude of that superior and important portion of the
universe, sometimes designated, “lords of creation.” 1t
has been advanced by an eminent critic that this poem must
be a modern production, as this manly conviction could
only have been thus frankly expressed by a Toronto school-
master, but this, we think, is wandcring from the domain of
. true criticism into that of mere conjecture. A. Birnie.

. YouxaLy. — “\Well, of all nonsense, this talk of fellows
always dropping on their knees when they propose is the
- greatest trash ! 1 don’t believe any man would make such
_a-fool of himself!"”
. JEENTHATR.—“ Um—Did you ever propose to a girl ?”
! 3 NO."
“AWell, just you wait, old man, till you happen to have
an ¢xperience of that kind and see how your knees feel ! I
bet they 1l be so weak and shakey you’ll he glad to fall on
. them--mine fairly rattled ?”

GRIP'S MIDDLE-NAME PORTRAITS.

'

N———
NO. 1. NICHOLAS FLOOD DAVIN.




