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Ail praised his effort except one, who was iu a rneck-
ing rnoed, and who sang ont

"0 Annalbeliar!
iy 'iîîghliiiîiîieliar!

]>y the skie-s ai <ixe,
\Xhethclr î11ior istlia,

\Ve are ai I fri le i i i frey 1(1 cher,
I>î,wn ite Saîîîivill Vellor,

Prnue t UgIae it,, loi ,

XX letier ini garet îîorîiî'io'In

fi pal lmi or ear
WVlîn the i rue fi c ahi ars

Thmgli '<a t i-.t wo- noicilier,
j,
1
Y itant o iaef te ("l ilier,

Hec < leail y we S',ei Ilier
Attrioî si.ý;Illoii reat, are ('11rfears,

Tlat liii îiother w il i l h-r,
(rl that iin sîîiîî-w ise,

\ve nîay livto ktn ,iel lier

Forget you 1 Miss Anna," he went on. IlJPontier what
Byron says cf poets :

'l'lîey arc sut-h lars,
Andl take ail <oleurs, like tue haîîîls <f dyers,

And uow we know th( fiy lias bitten our philosopher."
Madame Lalalge sait : I 1tbink, Anna, Mr. McKnorn

deserves a reward for that," but the philosopher had turned
away. Ucere was a light ou a side of the great neo Pla-
tonst we huit never suspecte(]. But love, like death and
sorrow, cones to al.

Mladame Lalaqe.-"I Now, Mr. l{elpsam, let us sec what
you have donc for Norýab."

lelvsam.- I have only succeeded indifTerently, thoîîgh
with a littie polishing sornthing may bu' malle cf t." Withi
noue cf the dilidenco of McKnorn, ho proceedcd

'The :111Cieî t s liai ,îîî s
WVitt)i iresidil ix ci lowecrs.

Sfie lîexer Sire a , oiîce,
I fit ail tileaîtist sivr

t iiisoiiietleul fîrnii
\Xras lier., i le îiiîl ICheek,

C laîl, I jiglit lbie <-es tlîiîk -ulilai

Asno, wy îîeck ;a iii le air
liifiied of, grav-es irrcsistile,

A Vouice îviulul liiiit oiiifor a Nveek
Of \ ears in i lle, a stolni

(Of riariî, a iklolz nw bld, nîîu e<Ii-
And-i îtii a siile ,lie« lî,uîîa
I 'oor iî-ý ilux si-t like N,,r.îiî.'

Mdu<cLalage :"1,Capital !capital
Miss Norah's turn te blush hll conic.
Messalla .- hat'q a pooil rhyrnc, llelpsarn, quite

wortby cf I!,yrotn,i adde< th(e polished comîplaisatnt huumlîîg.
Ail were again laugling: laugbiter contes easy whben

wc, are happy.
JJî'lpsala : "lBut f have not inishl(."

1MCI/ali'Ilae ''..othî'
_'he Irish I1lîe aniiiieai,

Mu iîîetiîîie.s tley uîîake ilu r-ai,
\Wliliiiii-îiin h iot îlîliîjîîîîî,iiîii -rt

Oiti iiieulilu îîr-P cu,
01oii i îîîl <f Ioiii i-t,

Andîil ti- da via ittle tii n--a

îgaut yoi îîii li t luîiooniNura.'

"First rate! " cried (Clacus4, appiauîling thitis noriseusie,
ficîpsani Werit on :-

'Or iii)iuina n i n îg-i-iiiîi,
\Vilî<îîîîIi-i'ail :lri<a<i,

And ilthieli l

idilfond lii0, biîuîîiiihaij us bolîuîî
Maie- yîili f-ct <h-fi i slîiil,

Move cike bsiiiiaislriglit,
Or il uctîjiir i xx îicrs' -ye,

On1 a lIgi tiing sxîivi l, ieaît
''lî iule- liealttii cliIri i-e

wX'l tlte li st i î-xitciing diiîîît
Messalla, wbo, like coie or two cf oîîr eîîînent native

Canadians, was educateil at Old Trinity," clapped bis
bauds and laughied anti eclîcîil 'Most bewitching devii-
ruent ;tbat's it ; 1. eften suw it when 1 was in 'diear,

dirty Dublin?'1Is there nmore cf t ?'>
1ellpsaîîu seîd 'ycs," and sve ail <ried encore

lie1 jisam Ail on(,ciior îtlîeî- ori lth,

INriîtliiîg liiatii,
\V7ith asinigle gaîî

Messa7la ' A bull! a ball1 A sigîgle glauce froni
both-,,

Madavme Lalaqe - Ordei-, Mr. Messalia - go on, Mr.

wjtii asingle glance xiii îporea
XVîlîlstre-aîîif nad in iithe iîiîîuu,
l'y no t-iniiter îliurnîi tii le xvi nisto<iî ,

Vo<i ask tlîeir naîie,
'Tis kîi<îxn ti faille,

Andi of asseoiations sweet al store, a
ifEuden of i right iireaîis gai <re, a
Wordi te nise «n--Nurah.

Antliîî a Cobouerrg gar<ieî,

(11,ntlopiiîing te the nîvre,
Xith etlrses îprofusionî,
X'iuîilîuay Sep xitii confusioin,

A ladly aplilar.
liare tii looik ! tIielieg pardon-u
Note lier siiie, lier franic glance-
Thiat briglit as, Ibiqs triiîig as the ejîn

Gaze on -ail her iiveinies e-rîl<re, a
Swveet Cask, andl, as yîîîî aivauice,

l'Il take iny '-îxveet davy'
(This is short foîr alfielaiit)

Yoîi wiii in-i 'the lord cave ye,'
If yoîî think yoîî caîi brave it,

A Fuira aîtiNorali
ly the peweîc ! ail li uîîî."

Miss Noralz (takiug the verses) :"IOh, Mr. H-elpsam, 1
wiil prize these se much. Oh ! thank you ! "

YIadaine Lalage : Il Yeu nmay well tbank hiiin. Arc
ycti fot--oh ! 1 fergot Irene isi bore."

Itene: Il"It is well, Norai, l'rnfnot jealou-"
Madame Lalage : Il Nover mind, Ireue ; your black

eycs will flot ailow hirn te long reinomber the blue, and
now for Mr. Glaucits-

But the verses which Glaucus nmade on bis lîttie frieud
miust ho reserveil for another chapter cf the Arcbie Man.

NICIIOLAs ,Fj.onDAviN.

OLD ENGLAND'S UNION JACK.
(D euicated tii rhe wourkiig lasses ofi tlîî-Ifîiti-îl Kinidl<in.)

SîîALLr we haut dcwu th(- lag tîtat wav'dl
Oîor countlcss lands and seas,

Tbat; for a theusand years bas braved
The battie and the lireeze t

Shall we, hy coward fears disinaycd,
Disgracc that gicricus naine,

That ail the wcrld in avis arrayed,
Could nover bring te shame?

Net se ! tbe herces whe have bled,
Staiuîng the fields antd wavcs,

With ail our scattereil English dead
Would turu theru in their graves.

Maimed Nelson stili would lead the van,
And signal forth anew,

En-land expects that eveî-y inan
Will new bis duty do.

Dead focs would jeer at eur disgrace,
Napoieon's shade would niock

"Is this the dogged Englisît race
'['at cbained nie te the rock?"

Preud Russia's despot weuld deride,
Thcugh cenqucr'd in tbe fight ;

"This shamie wili salve my wouuded pride,
Fer Alma's bloody hcight."

Oh ! Enîglishm:en, stand hack te back
For what your fathers won

And o'er our glorieus4 Union Jack
Shail neyer set th(, sun.

In every chine, on every sea,
It still shall Ily unfurled;

Anti stili our nîorning gun shahllue
A salve round the werld.

Olur uire--prulilke the sinrge-
Shall bless their sires se truc

While înfamny and scoru shahl scourge
The Separatist crew.

Till ail shall share a comncuo grave
In tbis world's final wrack

(Ver our unitcd land shall wave
Oid England's tUnion Jack.

I)-llin. WV. PRYxCu, MAUNSELIL.

SHORT f STUP[ES IN RU8SIAiV L[ITIiA-
TUIlE-Il.

F F oo a bc called the fouudtîr of {ussiau reai-
Lsn , ertî La etwîîeu liinand [van Turgéniofi' a

guif wilîi ceau hardly lie said te have heen hridged over
hîy lerzen, the oniy îlistiuguished novolist between Gogol
and the autiror cf l'The Annals cf a S 1 ortsmnan.' (Iogol's
was the crude pleture of lifo as ho saw it, that is te say,
twisted and quivoring with the vibrations cf his own beart;
Turgénieff's picture la that cf the supremo artist, the mian
whe couceives the picture as it is and preseuts ilte the
world lu al tie naked glory cf truth. Turgenif is par
exccellence a cassie; thore is somotbing lui bis passicuate
restraint and irenical siirîplicity wiîich will appeal te al
these whîo love artistie iterature per se. lu the IlAnîrals
of a Sportsmn " he shows us the Russinu serf às lie was
lu bis silence anîd utter iropetessucas ; there is ne pcwerful
appea], ne attempt at I)encstheuic oratory, nie augry
protesta or tender bowaitings ; ho toits bis stcry coldly,
almest indifférently, anti yet the mcst souereus and elo-
quent appeals agailiat tyranuy andi injustice, the uîost
passienate protesta against injury and infamny, could
nover have produced te -tectrical effect cf this oe
amati volunme. Turgéuief's mtission Lu ife was te raiso
the muzhic, liiit lie nover transfo-mned him, as did sonie of
bis succossers, Lto au idol. No! ho takes us with hini
jute the isba,, and we look at tbe IllittHo man"» and seo
hlmi as ho is, se humaîr aud sru iniserabhe, scoru diets away
under the close centact with wretchedness, aud lu this bock
tho auther bas brougbt the Russian peasaut very near te
us ; this la the secret of bis marvellous sucetFýs.

The niuzhic is net ready for the voice of a lleusseau ; ho
is waitiug with orintal stoicisniunutil fate shaîl draw f rom
the influite womb cf time that which is te lie. I l " r
gin Soul " Turgénieff sketches a futile offert te arouse the
muzhic freim bis long slumher. Tho bore of the book is a
Russian" Il amiet," who bas taken uipon himsolf the rôle
cf Joan Jaques. 11e wears the poasants' dress, mingles
witb them, swallows their vodka tilt hid brain reets and
bis limbs totter, and finally, ceuviuced cf the uselessuesa
of bis efforts, shoots hlm self in a spirit cf alîncet mystie
calui. Turgénieff's great object in life is conspicueus in

ail bis books; we sec it in Il[)imitri Rtou(iine(," ini
IlSmoke," and inIl "Fuathers and Sous," as well as iu Il Vir-
gin Soul" and the "lAunais cf a Sportsmnan.> lu "The
I)iary of a Superilueus Man " we soc an illustration cf the

1great principie-ei nihilo nihilfil, that liard fact which
produces in sonie hearts deep sorrow for the past, iu cthers,
cepticismi as te the future, but which to Turgénieff ineans

enly the barsh, unalterable lesson cf fact.
[n Il Fathers and Sons " the novelist lias showu us two

generations, theone clinging biindly te the past, tbe ether
struggiing equally blindly towards the, future. Revereuce
is stifled in pcsitivisrn, just as seuiiity is electrifleil by
nmotion. The old régime cry out for peace, the new for
action. The eue is anxieus te pi-eserve, the other te tear
dowu. The arcli-type of Conservatieni is filled witb vague
uneasiness, while Bazarcif, the chamupicu of "the ucw,"
the nihilist, <lies with but oee rnecking aîîswer te ail bis
iiopes-nihil. "Andt what is the moral ?Ou wbich side
is the author on ee asks eneseif wlieu one bas perused Lt
frein the tii-st line te the hast. As a matter of fact each
generatien found the other admirably pourtrayed, but
neither admired their own reflectiori.

Turgeuleif isnot a pessimist, lie il toc restrained ; Lt
is said that in him was the origiri of that, terrible, modtern
word Il uihilisrn," Ibut M. de Vogueé bas ably showiî tiat
it was in Tolstoï that the real spirit of theI liil b ad
its life. The bock iin wlich this restraint il most visible,
aînd which is, pt'rhaps, the most charrning of ail
TurgénieT's novels, is IlLiza or the Nest of Nobleýs." IL
is a simple story: A Russian preprietor isl betrayed by
bis wif e, and, after living somne lime Lu Southern Europe,
returns te his native land. Here heoumeets a youug girl,
bis cousin, aud fiually falîs lu love witli lier. A rumeur of
bis wife's î]eath bas reaclied hlm, and there scems te be
nothing te hinder bis own happiness and that cf the girl
Wlho loves lii. This, hiowever, il flot te ho, bis wife
returus witlî a French maid-rcpentaut ; the girl goes te a
couvent and se the stery ends. The subordinato charac-
ters are clear cut frein Lavretsky, the bieoeof the boo0k,
down te the criugiug Sergius Petrovich G-edcouevsky;
from Paushine, who speaks Ilwith au air ef gr<fat modt'sty,
but witlîout saying a single word about the sources ef his
information ; " te the sprightly Marfa Timofeevua, ef
whoin even Maria Dinitriovua (tihe heroiiu-'s aurat) is a
litlo afraid. One of tire mnest iuterustiiig charactt-rs cf
the book is an old G-rrnaun iulic teaclier, Chiristopli
Tlieodor (lottiier Lemin; an exile, who kuows tbat hoe will
(lie Lu a, foroigu land, old and omibitteredý(, thisg (ermiisi
boset witlî ene haunting ideni, wbichi lie eau neo e-xpress.
(Oue nighlt the beoeof the bock is standing eutside 1îeîurîm's
window-Lt is the supremeie oent cf tUic îmusict'u-hrs
lifc< andi we wLildi'scribe it Lu thue ncv(elist's cwî worîi

l avretsky bad board uothing like il for a long C him-,
indeed. A sweet, passionato melody speke te the heurt
witl itil very first uotes. Lt seeniod ail thorouglily replete
with s9parkling lighît, frought with inspiration, with lîtauCy
and with jey. As il rose andt anuk il sevied 'ite spi'ak cf
ail that is dear, and secret, and lîoiy, eoi earth. It spoke
too of a sorrow that eaunonver end, anît thon Lt won( te
<lie away in the distant hteaven."

ILwas a moment iu whiclb the mian liait nothin1g te a8k
o f heaven, nothing to foar frem Lime or space.

"I t il 1V" ho exclainis, Il who wrete Chat, foi- 1,aam a
great musician," and thon we renieniber ; lie il ot< ; lic il
au exile, aud the pity ef the wise andtihte kiutlly hengins to
uningle witlî the à quoi bion cf theo uter anti the skt-ptie,
stili for eue brief flash ef tirme hotu liad uten forgottî-î.

TIhe description cf Lavretsky's coiîing boite î-emnitls
us a littie of Tolstoï, but euly wheu spectilction peeps iii,
for lu descriptionîs of nature Tuirgénieur s3tanîtsH alenti.

Il Nethiug stirred, net a sounît was audible. '[howlîil
did net nieve the leaves. The swaltows skiiimeîtaheng
tbe grouud eue after another without a cry, aud their
silout, fligbt made a sad impression upon the hteart ef the
lookor-on. 1 ilere 1 am, thon, at the botteincf the river,'

3again thought Lavretsky, and bore life la always sluggisb
1and still; whoever enters its circle must resigu blînseîf te
3bis f ate ?"

3IL would be an iuterosting attoimpt te îlraw a cemîuarî -

sou hetweeu Lîavrotsky and Levin in "lAuna KarFuma ; "
at first sight the similarity cf character in obvicuis, but
wlien we look Luto tiiuwe sec that tht-y are treatetl freru
points cf view se entirely opposedl te each ether, that any
comparison must ho of the most superficial nature. Levin
Lnai ail lustration cf a psychoiogicai problemn, Lavi-etsky
L9 s the picture of a mnan, One in se te speak the produc-

3tion of Science, the cther cf Art. Still Turgéniefi' nover
fquite loses sight cf bis main purpose-the raisiug cf the

îuoasantry lby natural proesses.
"lBut hiere are yeu," exclaims Paushine, '"just returned

te RussLa ; wlîat do you intend te do 1"
"lTo cultivate the soit," replied Lavrctsky ;"and te

cultivate it as well as possible."
There is somethiug aimeont cold and indiffiortnt lu the

Bway that TurgFniefl'telis bis stories cf misery and failure,
b ut we feel that ho is se, only becauso hifei itself is pitiloss.
H1e helds us eutranced under the spohl of bis art. lie
keops us, se te spcak, suspended in the air, watching the
belugs cf bis creation, beariug their laughter and catching

rthe echo of their lamenta, and as we watch frein ahove
sthese feilow-beiugs toiling upon the ,jeuruey cf hife, we
1sympathize with them, for te, us they are ne longer phan-
atoms but realities. We sen before thein the goal towards

which each is unconsciously stî-iving, anti we long with a
ihunran longing tbat virtue may triumiph ever vice, that self.
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