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RED AND BLUE PENCIL.

In :

Wag ﬂzé/’i‘; {«leferary World «“ George” asks: Who
rincesg »” ther Vivien,” of Tennyson’s ¢ The
a COllegé fri '(’id h{S son Walter? Was the latter
Mansion de end of ."1 ennyson’s? Where is the
rincegs »” SCKbed in the introduction to “The
nowledée th m I wrong in stating that, to my
ontrea] \;h ere are at least two ‘scholars in
In Brita; O are aple to answer these queries.
rom the a&‘;tcopyrlght runs for forty-two years
duthor’s |jf, e of first publication, or for the

¢ and seven years from his death,

Whic}
em,c :}izzr itsertm should be the longer. The prob-
Poem, wh; o find the date of publication of the

Ct}ll1 you will probably be able to do by
Frederiuy € author’s works in some library.
anterbyy SNQEI I:aton, in his Chaucer, of “The
aucer isythenfs’ says that, with al! his faults,
at, « gy, ae Father of English Poetry,” and
appmacl)ats)]essed- in versatility only by the un-
Pre-eminen( %e?lus of Shakespeare,” his writings
as the literat)\’"ee&ngotv:,)eyhat De Quincey defined

Mad
author ?fnteh Craven, of the La Ferronaye family,
“ ister,sat1§Xtya0rd1nary work, in two volumes,
Justpublished'emta]’" Le Recit dune Seur, has
Ullerto, ¢, 1n French the life of Lady Georgiana
ville, Ay ﬁemment writer, sister of Lord Gran-
Writer whOt er work of this most gifted French
ishma iSO“Was married to Mr. Craven, an Eng-
E“gliSh.’ The History of a Soul,” lately set into
Io
tOuchit:er l?-]y readers the following quaint and
admirmg 1t of verse, from a warm friend and
of the DoMINTON ILLUSTRATED :

COnSulting

[The § LiL

30-call : "

anched Jeqf edNﬂ"“‘f(Df the Calla is not a blossom at all. Tt isa
ature is full of these freaks.—Grant.] ) V

T .
h’FLZ:S 1\?a?ower, so precious and so frail,
ath big ur?f:\er’l fal]n to fence it all she can,
o shield it t a lovely leaf, snow-pale,
us, like 2 l‘051'01;11 the ruder touch of man.
ine own br; ebud in a priceless bowl,
A n bright purity ‘outshmes thy soul.
I Hallows E'en, ISFg'S C. EmBERrson, M A., B.C.L.
R .
collje a?iﬁ‘ Dr. Alexander Stewart regards the
I.Slands\ate old indigenous dog of the British
er gy ShOIlce the deerhound, otterhound, ter-
E‘l]gal’s o epherd’s dog of the Scottish Gaels.
thnauy Strg Bran, he says, was just an excep-
®aSY to per. ng and clever collie ; nor would it be
Ulysses’ inSl;ade him that the faithful “ Argus” of
80, was o, ar-off Ithaca, three thousand years
reed g eel'Ft'han the genuine collie of the same
Years aftery ingalians, more than a thousand
®val § ard, in the hunting-grounds of me-
n herclotland and Ireland.
of Johp ﬁ:tl_})ook of Essays, Mrs. Craik, author
Ings, sl ax, Gentleman, has some odd say-
l‘p:.:hOf a slight prejudice against
, she has SOer surgery, as a profession for
ek ake on (hat SLIlr)lg eminently practical remarks
by Siness facyy tbject, and her belief in woman’s
Talches of yicar, leads her to point out several
ight eary, t}lll sefulness in which unmarried women
She has cer €Ir living.  On the marriage question
'E the articleat?]g the courage of her opinions, and
Wife's qug or Better, for Worse,” she makes
: the exa}::’t under certain circumstances, al-
nCUICated. contrary to what is ordinarily

bl

The v
.Legen snerable Ontario judge who wrote ““ The

t arathon,” reviewed k
c 1y some weeks ago
leary that (2;1311115’ will perhaps be interested gto
arrett ’row ¢ age of eleven years, Elizabeth
a:l;tnhg composed an epic on “The
D » Was so on,” of which Mr. Barrett, her
Tinteq 5,4 distg)'{)oud that he had fifty copies
de rk in | buted. Its author criticizes her
btly a notj ater years, but the epic was evi-
Ceable piece of work for her age.

Fofessor
“Atn, ip jig r'liats" Blackie. contends that, while
Ca?l e Gree ii;m' to Itah.an is a dead language.
I in ng sens ts relation to ancient Greek,
q;‘gUa_ ) eesbekCalled a new or a different
Otationg from aeé S to prove this by copious
reek translation of *“ Hamlet ”
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received by him from Athens the other day. The
versatile Professor is certainly doing his best to
create an universal interest in the language of
Greece, but whether he will slay that « Hellenism”
he so much detests is doubtful. It is a strange
fad of the Professor’s to write a few words in
Greek on all his envelopes.

In the historic Isle of Iona, where St. Columba’s
monks copied and illuminated many Psalters and
Gospels, a press has now been established which
should revive something of the island’s ancient
glory in that direction.  Several curious books
have already been sent out, including forms of
prayers used by ancient Hebridean sailors and
Ossian’s “ Address to the Sun.” All these works
are roughly printed in outline, and then illumin-
ated in water colours by the girls of Iona. This
is a repetition of history of which the old monks

of the “island of the waves” little dreamt.
TALON.

.o~

THE LAMENT OF DELILAH.

By Amy ELEaNoR HULL.

Naught now is left me but to mourn and weep,
And sob, and sigh, and grieve in troubled sleep ;
No hope again to lie ’neath whispering trees,
Lulled, sweet and soft, to rest by evening breeze.
For I have done to death a nation’s pride,

And God of all the Hebrews have defied—

And woe to Sorek sweet, that she should bear
On her green smiling breast a child so fair

“To look upon, so black and false within,

So weighted down with guilt and hateful sin.

His form was like a mighty forest tree,

And his strong arms, when they enfolded me,
Like clinging ivy, which doth never fail,

And against which nor winds nor storms prevail.
His skin was like the polish’d iv'ry, fair

And smoothed by the soft hand of Time ; his hair
WWas black and burnished as the raven’s wing,
His voice was sweeter far than song to sing.

As from the rising of the East’s clear day,

1 felt from out his eyes a mystic ray—

A ray that pierced my soul and set it free.

As love-sick youth doth seek the trysting-tree,

Or “panting hart” the limpid, ¢ cooling streams.”
I sought his heart and there forgot in dreams

All else beside its throbbing, pulsing beat,

Which filled my burning veins with rapture sweet ;
And night and day and all eternity

Seemed merged in blissful rapturous ecstacy.

Thus all to each, we loved, and envied not

Our Father’s perfect Paradise, nor wot

We that a noisome reptile there some day

Would drag its loathsome, dank and slimy way.

“The Philistines him from my circling arms
To steal then came. To tempt me of my charms,
They conversed much and long, nor thought to spare
In offering jewels rich, and silver rare.
But the sweet spell of love lay on my soul,
As dew-drops in the pure, white lily’s bowl,
Or in the rainbow’s shimm’ring tints a beam
Of purest sunshine ; s0 their silver’s sheen
Did nought avail, until its gleam laid bare
The deepest secrets of my soul, and there
I saw an all absorbing wild desire,
Prompted hy vanity, to be still higher—
To equal Him in all the world most high,
Whose might cried from the earth unto the sky ;
And as mad mothers do their loved ones slay,
I sought the power of my beloved to stay.
L]

Three times his god-like head unto my breast

I did entice, and there made my request.

With lips pressed close unto his own, he said
Were like pomegranates, rich, and ripe and red.
As if beguiled, he answered as I bade,

But ever rose up, strong as staunchest blade,
Scatt'.ing the vain Philistines as he moved,

And e'er resistless to the foe he proved.

At last he spake, his head upon my knee,

His tender eyes raised softly unto me

Vith love and rapture scarcely ever known,

As if he felt but me, all thought else flown.
Lulled, then, by sweet caress he, smiling, slept,
While, from the shadows, quick his en’mies crept.
I raised a gleaming steel with curséd hand,

And on my knees his lacks felly strand by strand,
‘And seemed, the tendrils, as they quiv’ring fell,
To pulse, and throb, and breathe of pains from Hell.
« Awake, my lord! Samson, awake !” .I cried.
«The Philistines be on thee now 1" he sighed,
And stretched his goodly limbs, then stood as one
Bereft of mind, by woman’s guile undone.

Then slow he turned to where 1, cow’ring, stood,
And gazed with lonthing in his glance, so good
‘And kind erstwhile, and 1, in wondrous dread,
Did prostrate fall, and bid him smke'me. dead.
Unfit to touch, he spurned me from his side,

And €’en the lords, mocking, did i

And called me false, thougﬁ'l hadn;(;rizg(itﬁei f
And cast their silver back, In deepest woe e
I saw them then strike out those eyes, whose light
Had led my soul to dreamns from darkest ni htg
And drag him from me, as the sun from davg ’

Or from its mate some wounded bird of pré\y'.

I hide myself from out the mocking crow

}Yhose laughing daughters now art ::]rlot‘:)(rl), roud
To even touch my trembling form ; whase IIl)Ien
Do, jlbmg, fitly call me ¢“one of them »

‘“ A warrior bold, the mightiest in the 'land
Conquering, not by sword, but woman’s hayn(l.”

I wander in lone groves untrod by

Where o’er my brow the pitying }};re;i'[:l; fan ;

} look for rest by rushing streamlets w.he‘re ’

The pebble’d. waters sing forever, ¢ tyalse and fair,”
And shudd’ring tree-tops murmur back ; and ;ta"

I'he wildest beasts ; the birds do pass m,e by, "
And brush I the sweet flowers’ dew ihey d;‘e’

For I am cursed and scorned by them as weil

As God, whose home is Heaven, whose footstool Hell

l‘ he hair he loved to smooth is s - i

,P,Or the hand of Sorrow hath lméf\e:r‘::gl]\i‘r:trht}(n:w’- ~
\l\be light within the eyes he oft hath said & e
Were sweetest stars of night is qu ;
I'he lips are pale that onge his ?ip?l?i?le;l)r?s];‘ dead
And wan the cheeks that flushed to his cnres,s

For gaunt despair forever there hath wrought,

In furrows deep, her agony of thought e

}fl‘t worse than all, this heart, whose s'weet

Glad throbs were all for him, for him each beat

Isy 'black, am! sore, and scorched within my br‘e*’x t
With but a single prayer—for peace—for rest .
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MILITIA NOTES.

Colonel Villiers, D.A.G. of th ili

( \ 1 LALG. e 1oth 'y District, i
spending his holiday among his old Harxl:/i[llll)trrl1 lf}x,‘ii::slma, o
is most enthusiastic about his new Winnipeg quarte:'ss - He

Lieut.-Col. J. W. McGlashan 1 i

- J. W, tel i
'{qexas, and his remains were br:uzh); (tlclye(})i:t oll?lllisnne‘
h 8ontreal. _He was the father of Captain McGlash £ the
38th Dufferin Rifles, Brantford. riashan of the

The Lansdowne challen
Tt ge cup, won by the N
;:;aus:l; rt:»siz:'r:d z:‘tt El)utet;ast Dg[r:r})llnlon Rifle Asgociatio: vxvn:ﬁ::lﬁl;
wa, ere are one h irty.
thx;;ze ounces of solid silver in it and it gg;ltregua;ni th:irty(i
(ain“ twenty dollars. _The duty on it would be ove eight
ollars, but an ord.er-m-council will probably be s e:lghty
mitting it free, as is customary in such cases passed ad-

¢ Linchpin,” in the Canadian Militia
Lhetthwo}:ﬁrst regiments to enter Quebec afteftzf;ti:tz;. Slﬁlsa::l o
T}; af] ;;ncce}: 12n1dy§?1, twe;;e the last to leave itpin 18701n
etachment o N i )
Escorted by the 6th Royal Americarf R[g;'al}s\ovyvils A'rvtlllery,
onour of hoisting the British flag at the’ Cén %ﬂin g
?}?ot{j the withdrawal of the Imperial troops frocrlnes’ e
e Union Jack was handed over to Col. Stra ke
tachment of the R. A. and the 60th Rifles, nge by 2 de-

The death of Colonel Francis Duncan, C :
},))1::2 on thed.léth ultimo, in the 52nd yéa(;.;}-ililz.: .eL N t('(,‘)0]k
receiva::j :;lu :led at Aberdeen University, from ;gvh'ich ‘1?1‘
received t ,e frz;g‘:ei( (::'1 gI;L(E][’ and il;]bsequently the degreg

.L. ege i N.S
Record informs us. He enteredgt}’le I{:);:?O‘I:rtil?l'b"' Py
and served with distinction on many occasionery lxI1 18'55’
tl];ellele expedition Col. Duncan commandeds.t )\:'rmg
alfa on thf: line of communication, and for hisa ?dy
;s;at; Ox?ad: ‘(::II}” and received the war medal. I{Ze irswflss
aut lisho‘ he ,I’{lstory of the Royal Artillery,” “The
iglish in Spain,” and several works on mili ' -
onial questions. Hary and col-

His Excellency Lord Stanl
) 1 § v oof Prest sover
General of Canada, has been lf':' a o the follomor:
1 y eased t i
25’];)10111tr1n49nts upon hi_s. Staff,p viz .'('l‘g ?)1: k:xtt}rl: f:iltli(;: ?g
L,Isi;—Bftut;.l-iCogl: PE;éx;;peC Il,anjlr});, 61st Montmagny a:d
L . ;3 Lieut.-Col. John Russell A
j\;:v Brl:mswflck Brigade of Garrison Artillery ; Llirlejt:xstu:t()Ingly
I es Pennington Ma.cpherson; Lieut. Arthur Ed’m 0.1
(“g;-re(r;:3 olrsgte}glg?x BDngade of Garrison Artillery ; Liel:l‘t‘(
ol. ) udley Dawson, Ioth Battalion Roya .-
diers; Lieut.-Col. Edward (; fon, Brifiey) Copurena-
2 .-Col. lor Prior, British C i
3rigade of Garrison Artiller, + Maior Charles Johy S
: r . y ;5 Major Charles
16{et;};1|mBent of Canadian Artillery; Major Hectj(;:fhrll’l:?:}\\rzn,
15 attallgn Mount Royal Rifles. To be honorar 'ISt,
de-camp —Lieut.-Col. Hewitt Bernard, C.M.G, yae
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The first indication i i i

oprhe first of domestic happiness is the love of
¢“There is no good substitu i
e I te for w ”

Billings ; ““but silence is the best yet di;:::gg:éd e Josh
Like a piece of steel, that i '

. ’, m

elastic who always retains his tear:];:rt.he sirongest and most

The sinner is the devil’s miller, always grinding ; and the
’

devil is always filli %
stand still. ¥ ing the hopper, that the mill may not

No man or woman of the h
! umblest can reall
‘gy?t‘lﬁloel’xtps‘:):; :l;l;ldgogg, without the world berienag {)ett);:rst;;nigt,-
y bein
without somebod gOOdngs:}elped and comforted by the ver;




