the diminution of minfall will destroy the
surrounding territorics.. This, he says, has
alrendy ‘occurred in historie times, whole
countries  having being desolated by the
shrinkage of the Caspian, He recommends
that n deep and broad entting should be
made from the Caspinn westward {o a
point where it would be five metrea helow
the level of the Black- Sea, and a sinaller
entting from that point to the Black Sea.
The water of the Tatter, which is 13 motres
higher than that of the Caspian, would
then et o deep and broad chunnel for it-
self, aned vefill the Caspian to i old lovel,
piving, in filty years, stynight ocean com-
wmunieation between  the  Meditereanean
and Persia, The  distance between the
Bliaek Sea and ithe (':Hpi:tlx is 160 miles.
The period required for vefilling wight be
meduced one-ladf by o ent eonnecting the
Fon sd the Vola, so that the waters of
both rivers insteawd of those of the Vol
only, might fall into the Caspinn, M
Searping ealeulates that the two enttings
yiright he Bnished in six years, but say
vething of the expence, which might, how-
ever, bee pednesd by the emplovment of
conviets amd the penal reginents of the
ATV

In Bis last anunal repori, just received,
the envrgetie Chinf of Police] of this eity,
pkes 4 wise  recommendation  whieh,
we trast, will be aetiad onesthed the poliee
oo anthorized, o their cwn complaim

i
i
i
H
H
1

i fore the Beeonder, to arpest the inmates

of all shispepntable honses of all deserip-
tions, whensver the sedal s manifest ar
the foeality unsnttadde ; and also that the
porlice shiould not be vompelled 1o wait
fur eitivens 1o dodee their camplaints, for,
a< o rade, the Bter, either through repng-
tanee o foar, e seldom willing to do s,
Last yoar the detective foree off Mondreal
tecovered o sum of nv::rl_\' SHI2000, oy
SN000 mape than in INTY,

- o~ o

W nne informed thid the Frenel have
ot bast pelinqui-hed thelyelaim to an exe
clusive right of fishing on thie Newfound
fand shoves, but =il hold 16 8 eomeurrent

vicht,  This i2a most important conces-
ston.  Or fishermuen there can now com-

pete with them, and the Western Shore

can baesettled, and magistrates appointed

teswdminister the Jawe The Knperor of
BRnssia 1= sabd o be appointed arbitmtor
i the settlement of the French and Dritish
treaty vight=in reference too Newfoundland
fi<hories.

PRRe v

W have received the penidtimate sheets
of the Hawsurd, and the whele, when
bound,  will ke o bandsome, portly
vobune, - This publication shoulid by ne
means be allowed 1o drop. The publie
have o right to beconsulted in the matter.
The work s the best teeond that we have
of the enrrent history of the country,

i A

CANADIAN POETS

FAURTH PAPENR.

Jony Reape,

A few years ngo, when we fitst carne to this
eity, n total stranger, we happenet onoan old
vopy of the Montreal Ereaing Telegroph und our
vye fell on the following lines - ‘

GOOD N1GHT.
L

Good pight? (il Dieax thee, Yeve, whore'or thow art,
Aned Roeep the, HEe o infant, fa His nrms!

And al) ool wessengers that wove unseen

Ny eye sin-durkened, wid a polseless wings

Carry glad tdings to the devrs af gleep,

Touch-ul thy tears to pearls of hewvendy oy,

Ol am very lonely inissing thee
Yet, moruing, noon, atd night, sweet memoties
Arenestiing mumd thy nanie withinwy loart!

LiKv sumpier birdsin frozen winter woodsa,

Gaod night ! Good might ! wh, for the matual wont!
O, for the loving preasure of thy hand ! .
O, fot thatender parting of thineweyes !

(iod Blegs. thee, Jove, where've thia nre b Conat night,

Gootl night; 1wy lave L Another duy line brought
s Bt of grief and stowed 1t inmy hearr,
Mo full alrendy, Joy is crashund to death,

Amt Haps atninta mute nnd shivering nt the deor,
Kt Memory, Ml tugel, sthya withit,
At with pot eave me with wy grief nlone,
Bt whispers of fhe happy day s thnt nero

- Mad ¢ grloripus by the Hght of thy pur ey,

Oh, whindl T ever seatled, Jove, ugnin, .
Mi ot o my dnriig, my sonl’s bist betoved
Far wore thans Thad over haped b tind
Of true- sl good and Desantital on eantho
Oh b shitt 1 aeeer see thee dove, agatn ?

Mo tpensare St gt Jovestatad lost, goad night !

»

fof remding are always wt the disposition of his

111,

Coomd night, iy Jove!  Whhont, the wintry winds
Make the uight aadly voenl: and within,

The huurs that Janced along so il of joy.
Like skeletons hiave cou from out Hmljr graves,
Aned s8It beafde me nt my lonely fire,—
Cruests geing but weleowie, which my faney decks
b adl the becuty that was theire when thon

Didat loak and breiathe nud whisper softly on them,
o da they comae pd iy, night nfter night,

Talkitge ta e of thee 80 1 farget )

That they are mere iHusions aod the past

s gone forever. They have vanished now,

And b any adt alone, aud thon arte—whers !

My ove, gool sngels Do thee my good night ¢

These Hues were read earelessly as a man will i
rend in i tsthess mood, when he basnothing better t
tado than to kit astray newspaper. But some-
how their musie struck us unA our attention
wis arrested, We looked at the verses agmin,
There was no trick of thyvne to help them, Their
musie was solely due to exqnisite rhythm sl
the artistie marriage of the puthetic weutiment to
the soft Iape of thie radences. We read thew over
onee rore and with sueh vritieal insight as we
wepr possessed of, The vesult was that we opeaed
our pen-knife,-~we owned a0 pen-knife in those
days - alicked " out the pivee bedily, and
carefully stowed it away in onr pocket-hook. :

*The man who wrote that 15 a poet, and |
shat] bear of him again,®’ was the mental veflee-
ion then and there mude. The poem was signed
w the meauingless. letters XU Y, Z., if we re-
wmber aright, and dated from scne sucl out-
Tatadish place as Mascauchs, Bt we folt confident
that the none of the author would yet appear,
amd we wepe ot wistaken.

Any ope who will a0 fur risk his Iific as to
peenettate into the areana of the Gazefte oflice, in
thix eity, will firnel sitting in the prnmmb of a
Laege roon, and in frant of a large table, a tall,
thin, handseme, black huired, Black-bearded and
durk-eved wan, in the primeof Jife, hard at work
at same of the multitudinous drudgeries of news-
sper making, A huge pair of shears s ut his
rght ¢ an inmgense paste pot at his left; in front
towers a s of “xlips” and  manuseript;
around hit the floor is so lHttered with news.
papers that, i1 you are not too much awed to
forget your chesies, you will compare him to
Marius sitting among the ruins of Carthage,
He mig be approached with fmponity, for he is
not the fighting oditor of Qo Gozeete. He s
wentle, low.vaicad, alest thnid, He will greet
yon with a sinide and treat vou with the grentest
vonrtesy, 1t is the poet wham we xought, and
his nsme s Jobin Hende,

My Rewde is an ol journslist and an adept i
every brans b oof the profession, from the rapid
inditing af a lecad pavageaph on the hem of his
steeve cutl, Yo the compuosition of the most elah-
orate eliterial article onany sabject of current
interest. 1t is violating no seerety for there is
internal evidenee to show that he dees some of
the best work in the eolumns of the foe?fe to-
day, as b has done in vears past on umst of the
Jouwrnads of this city, while his manw as contri-
hator 1o sl the p"'rimliu which Juve, fmlltf
e to thine, ,u'.x-nguimi for existence in Canada,
was always Tegupdsd as one of theiy claims o
popular support. Altheugha very rapdd wiiter—
apualifiention of impwrtanee in a journalist—-all
his articles ure distinguished by ltersry fluish
ad mtarity of thoughi. The peason is that ke
writes from a full wind, and that his vast stores

pen We speak ddeliberately when we atlirm
that thete is perhaps not a more aecomplished
sehiolar in Mentreal, one more convermant with
all the phases of Hteratwe, with the ancient
Tanguages, with the Frenchand German teugues,
while if he has anyv special  hent—.as most
tren havie-it is mwurd»t‘!w stdy of vhilesophy,
theatogy ad the serions tranches of historical
and eritieal inquiry.  Tire proper place of such
aman wonld be o professotship in one of our
highest institutions of learning, as incumbent of |
the Chairof Belles Lettres or Madern Languages,

and it ix simply a pity that in o darge city like
Montreal, where Batant wedioerity is so wmeh
prized and showy men carry off the honors, - two
veal poets; Hke Heavysege and Reade, should be
entirely overlosked, and:allowed to waste the
galden days of thetr prime and the bloom of
their talents in the thankless and often wecha-
nical work of journalism. “But they is no use
merndizing, and we must turn from the poet to
his poems,

In 1870, My, Reade published a handsome
velume entitled The Propheey of Merlin and
other Toems.  The work achieved a sueces o es-
temie, ns iU was bound to do from its merits,
anit it brought its author’s name well before the
wiblie,  But if it had been issued in Londow or
New York, as it should have been, it swonid
have proved asource of smolument as'well as -
putation, and eneowsuged the poet to continue in
the curver of his choiee, )

The Propheey of  Merlin s a compasition: of
vnnshlv\‘:\h‘ch~ngth, written inblank verse, andin
wueh the wuue spirit which dietated Tennyson's
Ldyls of the King.  The mention of the Lau-
reate snggests u comparison from which Mr
Rende has noihing to fear . He nuay be - ealled
the Tenuysoi of Canadn. When we began this
series on tho: Canadian PPocets; some mouths age,
a gentleman of Queled wrote to s expressing
the hope that we would ¢ riot forget John Readé,
the sweetest of our poets”’  Sweetness i pre-
cisely hix charncteristie, nnd it is the sweetness
of Teunyxon, wather than of Longlellow, marked:
by terseness of thonght, awl extreme tenders
nuess of sentiment; - L pARLS e

The suadysis cof  the  Prophisey zof Merlin is
brietly ~this, Siv Dedivere watched” the barge
that hore Ring Avthur to-the valley of - Avalon,
Ui disappeared from sight. Then standing

upon the beach, surrounded by the dead, helift-
ed up his voive and Jamented the end of the
Arthurian reign,

And then he drew his blade, and threw {t far

Into the Luke, nnid, 55 be saw it sink,

Wouldd Gad,” aald bie, @ that so § followed him.”*
But with the strain his wound began to bleed,

And e grew wenk, and suuk upon the ground,

And swouoned,

When he awnkes, Merlin stands watehing by
his sisde, and after staunching his wound and
giving him wineout of a golden flask, and thus

restoring him sonnd and whole, the Prophet ;

eonsoles the Knight,  He peminds him that
there iano use bewailing the frretrievalile past.

Asin the furests of Brocelinnde,

The leaves fall year by year, and give the onks
Al haree to wintry blasts, so wwept apiee
Before the breath of ‘Time, the ruce of men
Passes gway, nnd may be seen ninare,

Amd yet the breeze of Spring is o less pivont,
Which plays around the tender budding teaves,
And enlts to L their beauty, that it is

s well o vequivm ax baby song.

!
{
§
1

Rather shoubl Bedivere look forward to the |
glarious future in store for the blessed race of

Arthur. This future furms the bunlen of Mer-
lin's proplhecy and the suhject of the porm.
After o rapidd and pleasant historienl review, he
eonies to the preseut Queen who reecives a glow-
ing tribute.

And she, the fourth fuir tenaot of the throue,

Heir to the rips fruit of long conturies,

Nhall reign o’er suek an empire, awl her pame,

Clisping the trophiss of all nations, won

By huightly deeds in every Lnnd and 2eu,
Nhail be Vieroria,

He then tukes up the praise of Prinee Albert
throngh a streteh of eloguent lines, amd builds
hin hiis emeblematie Crystal Palace where
The hands
Of muny pations with a bhroth.e
Shadl join torethers and the
Of Fastem, Western, Northers, Santheen Tands
Shall strive poomece in diseond. but, ws one,
Shall make harmonions misie, ws of yore
The sewured of fonr great rivevs yose and fell
Through frogrant splespdure of the Edewvarld,

Addapting his poem to the memorable visit of
Urince Arthiay, he thus speaks of him and of
Canada -

And ot the G Queen aml the: Blnmeless Prinee
One sou shall be pamed Arthar
He shall bee tre, and brave, w
I speech amlb et to nli of;
And win the unsought guerdon of men’s fove,
Inw far land beneath the setting sun. .

OF s ift broad rivers, and of ocednn Take
‘The nawe of Arthur—hing that is to be
Shall shednew prlories upen him we loved.

The next longest poews in the volnme, and the
most of them in that swmooth BMank verse which
Mr. Reade wields so well, are on Seriptural sube.

iy

Cjects—-such as Balnam, Rizpah, dubal, Sisers,

Jepht sud Vashti, There dx also a number
of Iyrics, suggested by events of the thme or of

Canudian interest, ax the Feuiim Radd, Tu
Meweriam T, Do MeGee, Dominion Dav (a
peem after the Greck modulated patterny,  The

; O War Hore, The Departare of the Prince of

Wales from Portland, and an Ode on the
Muarriage of - the Prine of 0 Wales,  These
are all interesting, but, in our opindon, they ane
the least snecessful of My, Bewde’s poems. He
svetts to us to lack somewhat the rustoand swing
af the Ivric muse. His genins is mather meditative
than expausive, s s al gift 1s miope intel-
fectusl than svminwut:x}, except that sentiment
which ix the pathos of gricd and regret. Hence
we faney that he would write an admimble
philosophic poem, and we shonld like to have him
try a work of the natare of Tenuyson’s  In Me-
mworinn,  Henee, too, the extreme beauty of his
elegies, stichas Por Noctemn Plurinia Volvens,
Beautiful Why Wilt Theu Dic, Thalatts, andthe
following which we cannot retinin, from eiting :—

1.

Inmy heartare muny chambers through which T wamder
. free o
Some sre farnished, some wre pipty, some are sombre,
some dre light ¢ .
Kaome are open to al] eamers, and of some T keep the key,
Aund 1 enter in the stithisess of the uight,

1L
But there's one 1 never enter—it i< elosed to oven mae !
Only vnee it door wits opened nnd i sl for evermorns
Awml thoumch sounds of many velees guther round it like
the sea, ’
It is stient, eves silent, @s the share,

el

N,

i
In that chamber, Jong ago iy Jove's casket was con.
cestled,
And the Jewal that it sheltersd T RKuew only. one eonld
win

And my soal forehaded sorraw, shondd that jewel be re
vepled, :
And 1 almost haped that voue might vutor in,
v,
Yetday ond night lingered by that fatal chamber door,
Tille—she came at last; my darling one, of wllthe earth
my twn
Anit shie entermde—and she vanished with my jewel,
- which she wore,
Aund the door was dlosed—and 1 was left atone.
. V.
She guve me back v jesel, bl the spasit of her eyes
Shone with tenderness o moment, a1 she elosad that
chamber'door, R
Aud the memory af that moment is all Lhave to prise—
Bat that, at Yeast, is mive for everore,
: 1w,
Was she conscions, when she toak it that the jfewel wus
my love! : . . .
Did she think it dut. n banble she wight wear ortoss
asule t : R .
I know not, . Fneontse ot but 1 hope that it may prove
A blaxsing, thongh she sparn it in her pride. .

-

S As fin avthor's Jife les huvied in hicoworks,
would it bean indiseretion to find in this baae
tiful poews theseeret of mnely of it anthor's pay-

‘chuological history pnd destiny ¢

From what we have eonceivell to he Mr.
Reade’s particular tum of mimd, it follows that
he should be an adept in the art of writing son-
nets.  And such is the ense.  In this respect we
can boldly compare him to Longfellow and
Lowell, the princes of Amerienn sonnetteers,
Our space will not adinit of many exampleg, hut
hereisone - ’

THY. PATHIOT.

(iod help the mun who mortages his life

. r patriot dnes!  Heneeforward he is safe

No more. His noblest virtues only ehafe

The bydra that he serves to lust of strife,

Hix hononr, daty, reverence, sense of right,

His self-respect. his ¢very social tie, )

Al that fur which the world's best herues fight,

Must b surrendered, or, unjess he die,

Helsy slave—mayhup, s despot-slave,

f.ike Dion 13, fearful of the Bkt

Or elisgrins, begpeing to his grave

Throtirh sieeets o'er swhich his conquering  banners
Wuve,

And his reward—to bave poor poet

Above Lis dust the requiemn of the b

sigh
T,

And here is another -

M Homerne'er had sung: if Secrates
Had never lived in virtue's
If the wild chuarus of the eireling seas
Had never eelvnd hark pmor Supphe
I Sparta bad wotl with her purest bi
Traced on wll time the aumre © Taermopyiae:”
It Groees unized through the surginee ool

Of Peraian pride bl not arisen froe

I nongrhit of wreag or ovise or hrave or good
Had proved thee Hellas,
Save that thon dids's vre CA
Thow still hadst in the viw of nativos st

Fall'n are thy nohlest temples, bat abws

Them gil still stands thy sorine of Waman's Love

Attached to the volume are what the auther
modestly styles Fssays in Translation, all of
themn most exeellent, as might be expeted fron
his scholarship and his poetie syurpathy,  These
translationsare from Homer, Scphoeles, Aeseby-
lus, Faripides, Virgil, Horaee, Osid, awong
the anctents, and from Aruault, Chenier, .
martine, Birenger, Vietor Hugo, Kocerter, Heln
amd others, swong the modern Froneh and Gere
man poets. The versions are in generul almosg
“tlrml, a e e fores of which the dithieulry §
well understond among stuilents.

We must add to our quotations the following
specimen of Mr. Reade’s Latin culture (—

Tt ceittinti
Teerriso,

viridem sargeniem
. Poost tenpiory (53
fitians folia alis canps
a ot rediit, libertatemeque mn
ineinsis in carcers i
uper
sty

stiora vissta, Celnmbis
e faveatibas,

Insequitur, ven s
Juventsm et terrum placidis cunsevitolivis,

Aevurum super wiuora parvi colimba Ca
Inseig perseguitar eam va 3ty [

Chitineg namina sunt ot vorls ts 4 rerantir.
Procteritum nectitque futuro JFrerua Ca

We have prefermed 1o quate dargely n the
poems of Mr. Reade rather than induige in any
fengthy eriticizms of our own, partly beeatise oar
muain object is to make the poct better kuown to
all our rewlers in every part of the Doniintou,
and partly because oar own views, if fuily ex-
ssid, mighit savor of extravaganes. Wemage
ret of our belief, howaver, that we lave in
this eity, in the persens of Heavysege and Reaide,
two poets equal to any, with thyes or four
ceptions, whoss names have become household
words in England and the United States? Cer-
tainiy-—to mention only a few American pocts—
they are inevery respeet the equalds of the Bayand
Taylors, the Hollands, the Stedimans,” the
Aldriches, the Faweetts, the Bookers, the
Bailevs, the Trowbridees, the Howells, and 5t
they have not the same veputation, the fault is
ours, not theirs. We conclude with the pepro-
duction of the following noble poem, for which
we challenge 8 superior  in coudensation” of
t}mught,pi<~it1re:~mm wrouping, melodious rhytinm
and beauwy of maoral,

UNSPOKEN,

Quis procdere tanto relutn
possit ¢
CLAUPIAN,
There is 4 voiee that never stirs the lips—

Folt, but not heard § that vibrates shrough the soal—
A salems mnsic: but pe human speech

Can give that wusie tn the ambient air.

The noblest povin poet ever wnde:

The brightest pictare artist ever deew :
The lofliest musie Ierist aver sung;

The gentlest accents wmman ever spoke—
Are paraphmses of a feit vririnal,

That lip, vr pen, or peneil: cannot shew
Unto the seeing eye or listening ear.

The thewerbts we niter are but half themsely
The poet knows this wall. “The artist kuon s
His 2ands bear not the bunten of his thoughes
Upon the exnvas, The mastcinn knows

His soul must ever perish on his lips, X
Even the eye— the window of the soal ™ —
Though it may shed e dghit o Huale way, .
Gives but s gihnpse of that whieh burus within,

Pe,

The sweet uncorscious tenderness of fowers ;
“q'he boundless awe of star-eucincled night;
Phe tenr that trickies duwn an old man's ehe Rz
Oeean's lownd palse; that makes own our beathighs
The voeal throb of y great multitude .
The pause when wehnve heant and suid | Furewa1,
And feel the presence of @ hand that's gouse; )
The thonght that we have wronged onr traest tfrieml,
When he is sleeping in the arms of Death,
The silent, Mthomless angiish that engults
Hitn who has found the presions power tolove,

N

S A gees that ull e loves is torn from him ;
Hiz dying monents who is void of hape :
Jozebel s Netog Judas s any ote :
OF alt the hideous things that eraw! throagh ife
In haman forn s—what mortal conid expreas =/
Al that he teeld in oneor all of these,
Giving the very image of his thought ¥

Life; Death, Tlell, Judgment, l{-‘snrp-vxhv:», U
AW L ean express theirmenning ¢ Whe van bonui
Awi that is infinite; in finite wonis? R

This mueh of us must over be convonted—:
T Spite of the high puhition te be torp
L Of what s noblest iy ns—fitl Wis Vreath :
Who woke the orning stars 1o sing bt Sone,

Awake anr senl e fidter attvtanes, E




