May 22, 1880.

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

327

MR. TENNYSON'S NEW POEM.

The following is Mr. Tennyson’s new poem,
cntitled ““De Profundis.” It is published in
the Nineteenth Century Sor May :—

Out of the Deep, my child, out of the Deep |
Where all that wes to be in all that was
Whirled for a million 2ous thro’ the vast,
W aate down of multitudinous eddying light—
Out of 1t e Deep, my child, out of the Deep!
Thro’ all this chungirg world ot changeless law,
And every phase of every heightening life,
And nine long months of ante-natal gloom,
‘With this last moon, this crescent— her dark orb
Tounch’d with earth’s light—trou comest, Darling Boy ;
Our Own ; a babe io lineament and limb
Pertfect, and prophet of the perfect man ;
‘Whose fare and form are hers and mine in one,
Indirsolubly married, like our love;
Live and be happy in thyself, and serve
This mortal race, thy kin, so well that men
May bless thee, as we bless thee, O young life,
Breaking with langhter trom the dark ; and may
I he futed eLannel where thy motion lives
Be prosperously shaped and sway thy course
Along the years of haste and random youth
Unshattered— then full current thro’ full man ;
And last, in kindly curves, with gentlest fall,
By quiet field, a slowly dying power,
To that last Deep where we and thou art still.

GR}AT MEN AND LIT1LE
CHILDREN.

The great man who is also a good man—and
there is no real greatness without goodness—
ever 1etains some elements of the child within
him, and so is never out of his element when in

. company with children. He is too much one
of themselves in heart and feeling to be ill at
ease with them. He gets on them by the free-
masonty of right good fellowship. Of choice
quality is manhood such as that memorialised of
Arthur Henry Hallam—

And manhood fused with female grace
In such a sort, the child would twine
A trustful hand, unasked, in thine,
And find his comfort in thy face.
1f Boswell tells us in one place rather slightingly
of Doctor Johnson, at a dinner-party at Mr.
Langton’s, that before dinner he said nothing
but ¢ Pretty baby ” to one of the children, in
another, some seven years later, he emphasises
‘‘ Johnson’s love of little children, which he
discovered upon all occasions, calling them
¢ Pretty dears,” and giving them sweetmeats.”
And Johnson was in the mind’s eye of Lord
Lytton when he pictured this Herculean atti-
tode—
So huge Alrides, on his club reclined.
And tired of fighting monsters for ma'nkind
Smooths avyml brows, from solewn toil beéuiled,
And rocks in fost’ring arms a dreaming child.

The lines are in St. Stephen’s, and they pass on
at once from Johnson to apostrophise Gold-
smith—¢* Child thou, sweet bard of Auburn !—
child, what then ? A child inspired, and worth
a world of men.”  And Goldsmith’s description
of Burchell might have stood for himself, as
regards his talking at intervals with great good
sense, but in general being fondest of the com-
pany of children, whom he used to call harmless
little men ; he was famous for singing them
ballads and telling them stories, and seldom
went without something in his pockets for
them—a piece of gingerbread, or a half-penny
whistle. A game of romps was Oliver’s delight
with the small people ; at Mr. Seguin’s, his
neighbour when ruralising at Edgeware he took
the lead in the children’s sports of b]ir’ndman's-
buff, hunt the slipper, and their games at cards
and was the noisiest of the party, affecting to
cheut, and to be excessively eager to win ; while
with the still younger fry he wounld turn the
hind part of his wig before, and play any num-
ber of tricks to amuse them. Little Master
George Colman, the Younger of course, at their
first interview, met Goldsmith’s playful ad-
vances, as he fondled the child on his knee
with a very smart slap of the face —it must
h:_a.ve. been a tingler, for George left the marks of
his little spiteful paw upon Oliver's cheek. For
this assauit the assailant was off-hand con-
demned and consigned by Colman the Elder to
solitary confinement in a dark room, where he
howled most abominably till Goldy appeared
with a lighted candle and an inflamed face
and coaxed and soothed Little Pickle into
amity. From that time, whenever Goldy came
E'? visit George senior, George junior was sure to

pluclg’ his gown to share the good man’s
smile;”” a game of rom constantly ensued
and the past author of the Vicar of Wakeﬁela’l
aud the future author of Jokn Buil were unin.
terruptedly cordial friends and merry playmates

Mr. Pepys makes mention in his iary with

what exceeding pleasure he saw hi
covereign, James II., then Duke of Yclalrl; f‘u;t»lllar;
X]t-h his little girle,” afterwards Queel’l Mary
like an ordinary private father of a child."’
If Cato the elder could unbend under the jn-
fluence of wine, so could the austerity of Cato
sze younger relax in favour of his young people
Though stern and awful to the foes of Rome.
ﬂ!led with domestic tenderness, the best thé
kindest father.”” Frederick the Great in his old
age liked to have his grand-nephews about him
—they playing at ball while he sat at work in
his cabinet, not too hard at work to be regard-
less of §he ball ; how he pocketed it once ma:
be read in the last volume of Carlyle’s big booky
There is that story too of William 111. and littlc;
Lord Buckhurst, the Lord High Chamberlain’s
small son and heir, who tapped at the door of
the royal closet one day, and in answer to the

Kings ““ Who's there?” replied, in hj -
year-old childish treble, “I[)o‘r?i hlll:k.}]'ls“fz‘:d
what' does Lord Buck want 1"
opening the door,

k ws rejoined William,
Yon to be a horse to my

coach,” replied his little lordship. ‘‘I've
wantcd yon a leng time.”  William's smile for
his yeur g hiend was smiable to a degree which
the ‘staelary in attendance bad never before
thought yossible on that careworn face ; and,
taking the string of the toy i% his band, the
King dragged it up and down the ]ong“fa]]ely
till his playfellow was satisfied. In Walpole
may be read how Pulteney, Farl of Bath, in his
old age let the little Prince of Wales—after-
wards George 1V.—shoot him with dpl yth'%n]g
arrows ; down falls the old peer dead, and ®e
child kisses him to life again. But Pulteney
was an excellent courtier, and could play a dot-
ing grandpaya to the life—or, as here, to the
death.

The hoary grandsire smiles the hour away,

‘Won by the raptures of a game at play ;

He bends to meet each artless burst of joy,
Forgets his age, and acts again the boy.

Mary a time, Chateaubriand tells us, had he
seen Malecherbes, towards the beginning-of the
Revolution, arrive at Madame de Rosarpbo’s, all
heated with political encounters, toss aside his
wig, throw himself on the carpet, and surrender
himself to the riotous romps of the grandchild-
ren and great-grandchildren in whose fellowship
he took such delight. The late Bishop Lons-
dale, not less dear to memory at King’s College,
London, than in his diocese of Lichfield, not
only knew how to win the affections of children
by talking to them in their own way, but was
not above playing with them. Onme of his
clergy, with whom he was on a .visit, once
missed the Bishop within the house, and, look-
ing out of the window, saw one of the children
driving him round the garden as a horse. One
likes to think of Lord North escaping to Bushey
Park from the stress of fight in 8t. Stephen’s,
and entertaining with sallies of mirth all his
children, but makin% the most of his little girl,
five years younger than any of the others, who
in after life, as Lady Charlotte Lindsay, recalled
so lovingly and described so cha.rminfly the
pranks of her paternal playmate ; and of Burke
wheeling little Tom Sheridan round the sward
at Beaconsfield in a child’s hand-chaise, with an
alertness and vivacity that indicated as full an
enjoyment of the sport as possessed the child,
who would not let him desist—nor indeed did
the veteran statesman show any desire of the
kind ; and of Sir Walter Scott allowing his
children, as well as their mute playmates the
dogs, free access to his study at all times,
never considering their tattle any disturbance,
and always ready to break off from his writing
to tell them a story ; as elsewhere to be their
playmate himself, with all his might and main,
and all his heart.

He will not blush that has a fatber's heart

To take in childish plays a childish part,

But bends his sturdy back to any toy

That youth takes pieasure in, to please his boy.

Of Scott we are reminded in that passage of the
Life of Sir T. Fowell Buxton which tells how,
though engaged in the most absorbing business,
he welcomed his children in his study with the
sweeties he kept in store for them ; nor could
he hear from the far-away nursery the'cry of a
child without jumping up from the most impor-
tant letter or paper, and satisfying himself on
the spot that there was nething really amiss.
Doctor Channing mingled in his children’s
scenes of merriment with cordial delight, was in-
exhaustibly ingenious in inventing entertain-
ment, and received them, on their return from
ramblings and junketings, with a fellow-feeling
that seemed to, rival their own buoyancy of
spirit. *“ Happy as any imp among them Tisa
description by Professor Wilson which might do
for himself—worrying them in play like a papa-
tiger acting the amiable with his cubs. *¢ Look
at him,” exclaims the Ettrick Shepherd, ‘¢ wi’
his heels up i’ the air, just like a horse rollin’ i’
the garse on bein’ let o’ the harnesh ! I wush he
mayna murder some o’ the weans in his gam-,
bols.”” Glancing in other directions, we light
on Horace Vernet teaching a tiny grandson to
gsing ‘¢ Rabadalabadablablabla” ; and Thomas
Carlyle putting new shoes on the feet of little
Charlotte Sterling's doll ; and Macaulay, pro-
nounced with one consent by nephews and
nieces ¢ beyond all comparison the best of play-
fellows,” unrivalled in the invention of games,
and never wearied of repeating them—especially
that favourite game of building up a den with
newspapers behind the sofa, and enacting rob-
bers and tigers—the little Trevelyans shrieking
with terror, but always fascinated and begging
him to begin again ; nor does he seem to have
sooner tired of his ever-reiterated observation
that, after all, children are the only true poets.

INCIDENTS IN A RAILROAD CAB.

There are few places in which human nature
can be seen under sa many different phases as
ip a railroad car. There is such a gathering of
humanity from the four winds of the heavens ;
such a festival of varied characters! The old,
the young, the sombre-browed, the gay, the
veteran of seventy years holdinga council of war
war upon his head, the dear old lady of large
magnitude and possessing a large bundle houxud
for—goodness knows where! The middle-aged
lady in the corner who has passed through the
valloy of summer maidenhood, and has just set
her foot to climb the rugged hill of declining

ears jthe matronly lady with her children nest-

ing around her, forming a little world in them-
selves governed by three motions—independent

of the rocking motion of the car—the motion of
papa, the motion of mamma, and the perpetual

differentism in a seat there ahead. Tn a seat
did 1 say? Yes in twoseats. His feet rule one
seat while his head governs the other. He isa
perfect Czar with the fear of no Hartmann to
blow bim up. The conductor may blow him
up. He stares at everybody because everybody
is staring at him. When a fresh passenger 18
added to the car he takes an inventory of the
arrival as if prepsring him to scceut an insur-
ance policy. The window he throws open
simply that it may blow Harpcr's Bozaar out
of the hands of an"old Jady with spectacles who
is seated on the opposite side of the car strug-
gling to find the latest fashion in dress. It is
no gentle zephyr that salutes the passen%ers
through the window for the moming is chi ly.
It toys with the golden ringlets of the little
child of seven, capsizes the dainty hat that sits
in triumph on the lisping three-year-old, dis-
lodges the frills which lay so graccfully, fencing
as it were so many budding and blooming
flowers, and plays havoc with a professional
stove-pipe hat whose dimensions seemed to grow
smaller as each gust of wind increased, till
finally its owner is compelled to dofl it to every
passenger in the car. This is more than Ches-
terfield politeness. - You might ask why a gen-
tleman should venture out with so small a hat.
The reason is obvious. He is an advapced
thinker and has been reading a work entitled
“ (osmor,” and according to the laws of chemis-
try becoming warmed up in his subject he, of
course, expands—intellectually I mean. Besides
as his practice professionally increases his hat
continues to contract. His hat mark you, not
his heart. Strange phenomena! But Mr.
Indifferentism is quite blind to the manner in
which the truant wind is running riot among
the passengers. Meanwhile affairs have reached
acrisis. A stordy countryman rises from his
seat and without any conference in the matter
slams the window down. An air of satisfaction
rests npon every one. But we are whirling
along and have already reached another station.
A few more climb on, amongst the number a
beautiful little child upon whose low, white
brow sixesummers sleep and dream amid the
roses of her cheeks. Just across from me sits a
mother with a little girl whose face shows a tide
of discontent. Cloud adds to cloud ; they
burst and are deluged with waves of surging
agony. Poor mother! The basket is sought
for the purpose of bribery ; it isin vain. The
tree, the fence, the house, each gyrating as if to
please the distracted child is pointed out, but to
no purpose. The car rocks the mother, rocks
the child, knocks—yes hammers. Will it ever
be pacified ? For the time being the child is
the centre of attraction, but the mother thinks
she herself is. Justin the seat ahead is a group
of three,—a mother and two children — the
younger apparently about three, a bright little
fellow who seems to take a deep interest in act
first in the seat behind. When the noisy little
girl reaches the full compass of her voice he
amiles triumphantly in his mother’s face as if
soliciting a comparison with the implacable
little girl. 1lis mother, too, wears an air of
gatisfaction probably from the thought that
her boy is the quietest child in the car.
It is always pleasant for a mother to think that
Ler children are under complete subordination ;
that maternal discipline fences around them
even in a railroad car, before the eyes of criticiz-
ing strangers. This and the thought of being
superior to somebody, or to somebody’s child,
tickles human nature. But the boisterous
wave in the seat behind has meanwhile found
its level, and the anger which flooded the face of
the little girl has ebbed away, probably to lash in
some other corner the sea of infancy. Yes, hereit
is gathering ominously upun the face of the good
little boy, and, oh, what efforts his mother is
putting forth to still the wave! Itis in vain.
A little pebble will ruffle the bosom of a little
stream. The tidal wave is upon us. Where is
hnman sympathy now for a mother's trials?
Nowhere visible. The scene is truly changed
and this is act second. The infant acrobat
climbs to the summit of a seat, falls down,
climbs again, meets with the same fate, piling
up agony upon agony in the car, till every pas-
senger is_lost sight of in the din which meets
our chartered ears. Orauges, lemons, figs, and a
tin whistle avail not. A truce suddeunly ensues ;
the little girl in the seat behind has attracted
his attention, and at her mother’s request she
gains the aisle of the car where the little boy is
now standing to introduce herself as being the
leader in tne orchestra. She approaches, en-
couraged by her mother, but he recedes ; the
little boy is aristocratie, the little girl is demo-
cratic. He takes an inventory of her dress and
general get up. The little girl feels the cut
and retires to the side of her mother. She is a
neat little girl but does not move in the same
cirele of society as the little boy. What, so
young! Yes, the child is father to the man,
and twenty years hence this instinet will have
assumed such proportions as to divide the little
boy and girl by a gulf in society wl}ich cannot
be bridged. But here we are rolling into an-
other station and 1 see the word “ Refresh-
ments'’’ above thedoor. I hoye to continue my
railroad incidents after I have taken some cake
and coffee.
T. O'HacaN.

Belleville, Ont.

Mr. LAWRENCE OLIPHANT is reported to
have applied to the Sultan for a grant of the
Valley of the Jurdan f.r purposes of coloization
on a new anl in.proved mwodel ; but his Majesty

wotion of childhood, Then there is Mr, Tn-

BRIC.A-BRAC.

A gcod stery 8]) the way ficm Warsaw :

A stranger of distinguished r)yecarance sces
on the steps of the Cathedral of Warsaw a poor
woman bathed in_tears, with a child in her
arms.

““ What is the matter, my gecd womsn !’
queries the stranger.

““] am,” was the reply, ‘‘the most unfor.
tunate of beings. I wish to have my child
christened, and the Pope churges me two roubles,
while 1 have not a single k- ypeck.”

¢ Is that all '’ raid the stranger. *‘In that
from his pocket, he added :

¢ Here, go and pay the Pope his fee, and
bring back the change.”

No sooner said than done, and a few moments
later the woman returned with three roubles,
which she gave her benefictor, at the same time
overwhelming him with thatks. )

¢ Don’t mind,” said he, **1 ditlike to see
people crying, and love, abcve all things, a
smiling face. Besides, in this little operation-
everybody is satisfied. The Pope has had his
fee, your child is christened, you are content,
and T——have three good roubles in exchange
for a counterfeit bank-note.”

Jones was the life of every company. He could
talk upon any and every subject, spin anecdotés
by the hour, and monopolize conversation to the
wonderment of all his listeners. One day, how-
ever, in a lively circle, be was obstinately taci-
turn and nothing whatever could draw him out,
¢ What's the matter with you, Jones?” asked
afriend, ‘“Why don't you speak ¥’

¢ 1 have nothing to say.”

¢ Oh! I never knew that to keep you from
speaking before.”’

It is related that in alate border warfare be-
tween Russians and Chinese, a victorious China-
man burst into the house of a Russian, whose
wife was a very handsome woman.

] declare,” said he, “your wife is denced
good-looking. T'11 take her along.”

There was no resistance, one way or the other.
Only the Russian ascended to the top story of
his house, and, looking intently at the receding
couple, murmured :
¢ Poor Chinaman

Child talk. ’

¢ Jane, didn’t I tell you always to eat bread
with your meat ¥

¢ Yes, mammay but I can't do two things at
once.”’

o N

My dear sir,” said Matthews recently to a
friend, ¢ I wish I were a millionaire.”

¢ Of what use would that be to you?’ asked
the other.

¢ What use? Why, then I could economize
on a larger scale.”

This bit about a miser is not bad.

An old scientist was so careful of his clothes
that during thirty years, he scrupulously ab-
stained from using a brush to them. He did
this, not through fear of wearing out the clothes,
as that was done twenty years back, but his ob-
ject was to avoid wearing out the brush.

In a commercial school, a sharp-witted youth
was asked the meaning of a square root.

¢¢ Sir,” said he, “‘I came here to answer com-
mercial questions, not to be examined on agri-
culture. LACLEDE.

VaLuaBLE Facrs For HoMme U-~E.—If your
coal fire is low throw on a tablespoonful of salt,
and it will help it very much. A little ginger
put into sausage meat improves the flavor. In
icing cakes, dip the top of the knife in. cold
water. In boiling for meat soup, use cold water
to extract the juices. If the meatis wanted for
itself alone, plunge it into boiling water at once.
You can get a bottle or barr:l of uil «ff any car-
pet or woollen stuff Ly applying buckwheat
plentifally. Never pnt waterto snch a grease
spot, or liquid of any kind. Broil steak without
salting. Sait draws the jaices in cooking ; it is
desirable to keep these, it possible.  Cook over
a hot fire, turning frequently, searing both sides.
Place on 8 platter ; salt awl pepper to taste.
Beef having a tendency to be tough can be made
very palatable by stewir.g gently for two hours
with salt and pepper, taking out about a pint of
the liquor when half done, and letting the rest -
boil into the meat. Brown the meatin the pot.
After taking up, make a gravy of the pint of
liquor saved. ~ A small piece of charcoal in the
got with boiling cabluge removes the smell.

leaa oileloth with milk ami water ; a brush
and soap will ruin them. Tumblers that_have
milk in them should never be put in hot water-
A spoonful of stewed tomutors in the gravy of
either roasted or fried meats is an improvement.
The skin of a boiled cgg is the most efficacious
remedy that can be applied to a boil. Peel it
carefully, wet and apply to the part affected. It
will draw out the matter and relicve the sore-
ness in a few hours.

A GOOD ACCOUNT.

¢ To sum it up, six long yvears of bedridden
sickness and suffering, costing 8200 per year,
total, $1,200—all of which was stopped by three
bottles of Hop Bitters taken bv my wife, who
has done her own housework for a year since
without the loss of a dav, and | want everybody
to know it for their own benefit.”

did not approve of the proposal.

“Joux Wriks, Butler, N, Y."

case don't worry,” and, drawing five roubles .




