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THE CRITIC.

picnic ground, gding by a roat running duo north, with our shadows, as
wo woto sorry to notice, falling a littlo to the oastward.,

Tho spot at last solccted for our out-door dinner wns in a largo, gontly
undulating flold, whore four lofty Norway pines stood just far enough
apart for their-emerald foliage to intermingle ovethead and leavo the sides
open. Without romoving out wrmps, wo found it quite warm enough, and
tho complacont zephyr kopt singing a wild sweet chant through the dark
overgreon above ne.  Altogethor, things wore very romantic, very lovely '
Still, whilo e wero enjoying this goldon calm, an awful oyclono was closo
ot haod | :

Just whon wa wore gelting down lo the substantial part of our mea),
the ‘writer, with his usual awkwardnoss, overturned a pail of water; and
whilo tho othoers made heroic efforts to rescuoc food and dishes from this
miviature freshet, ho accomplishod a second mistake, whils trying.to help
on mattors, by hanging the table-cloth to dry on somo hushes outeide the
bowor. Tho article vsed fur.this purpuse, Miss Orbondizer's red shawl,
having received n thorough wetting.

The shawl hadn't hung thoro twouty scconds, when wa were startled by
a tromendous roaring ; and looking in the direction from whouco the sound
camo, ovr hearts bogan to thump as wo boheld an immense bull on a hill
somo forly yards distant standing apart from other cattlo, and with voico
and actions giving every indication of oxtreme anger. Of course wo yndor-
stood the cause of all this trouble. The bull had spied the ruddy garment,
and after the manner of his kind,had taken 1t for au invitation to deadly combat.
In another minute Sir Taurus lowered his head nnd eamo toward us at
royal apoed, malking the taef fiy with almost every bound,

Our situation had suw brcume entitely too interesting! Although
ovory man in the crowd was sumething of a traveller, not one of us had
been i Spain, atd consequoutly knew nothing of practical bull-fighting.
There were no trees in the fiold excopt the four pines, whose big trunks
were without branches until high above the ground, and our horses woro all
unharnessed, quictly grazing near a neighboring stream, nover dreaming of
tho appronching typhoon : 8o our only courso was to run for it, with a durk
prospect that moro than one wou'd be overtaken and unpleasantly lifted.

But, as some antiquo philosepher declares, * there is a man for overy
emergency,” and in (his case, Charlie Jackson proved the correct fellow to
fill the occasion. Charlie ig a medical studont, and, as anyone should be
who intends hecoming a doctor, romarkably cool-headed.

Intuitively nssuming.chargo of affairs, ho detailed the rest of us mascu-
Jines to assist tho,ladies toward the highway with all possible speed, and
then grasping the ruddy garment, started off in an opposite direction, at
tho same time shouting defianco to the enraged animal. Tho latter changed
his course, and weont after tho future pill maker at a rate that must have
ensured the immediate capturo of an ordirary runner.  But our embryo
doctor, among other accomplishmonts, possessed plendid pedustrian pawers;
and on this occasion Lo scampered away so fast that the savage brute gained
very slowly.

In a fow moments tho fair ones swore all safely boyond the high road
fonco ; and then wo fellows hastened back to seo what had become of
Charlio.

The course taken Ly pursued and pursuer having curried them over a
low ridgo, they were now out of sight, and as we ran on, we half expected
to find that Jackson had been overtaken and gored to death by his cruel
antagonist. Therefore, on reaching tne high ground, wo were astonished to
discover that our littls drama had ended in 3 vory comical and altogother
unique denouement.

While running for his 'life toward a'fenco on the farther side of the
field, Charlic came to a little moadow, which looked all right enough ; but
the first investigating step showed that its rank grass concoaled-an expanso
of black mud, as thick and sticky as patent glue, and of dopth not to be
calculated. Howover, tlie horned fury was horribly near, and thero was
no timo for turning to the right or loft. So our hero plunged desperately
forward, and by exerting all his strongth, got through to the firn ground
on tho other sido—with the complexion of his pretty,iliglit gay garments
spoiled forever. DBut tho brute was not so fortunate, for coming on with
-headlong rage, and careless of mud, holes or anything elso but that red
shawl, which now lay whero Jackson had dropped 1t in the middle of the
swamp, he managed to reach the object of his wrath, and then sank to the
full length of lus legs and remained stuck fast,

Charlie crawled back to our sido on a fence that crossed the low ground ;
and as wo hurrnied nway, the other cattle came down and expressed sym
pathy with their leader 1n his misfortune by a perfect babel of bovine noses.
Tho last wo saw of our énomy his horns wero decorated with fragments of
tho shawl, which waved about like somo now-fashioned flag of distress.
The fight had ovidently been all taken out of him, and he was loudly
bellowing with terror.

You may bosure not mmany mnutes went hy before our teams wero
hitched up and we were rapidly leaving this Indian Summer Picnic ground.
And driving home in the glorious twilight was, somehow or other, not so
rowantic as it might have been.

Tho next issue of the local paper described how Judge Reymond's prizo
bull ** Hector” had got nured, .while chasing unknown partics, supposed to
be ruffians from tho.city, and was only released after tremoendous Inbor on
tho Judgo's part, assisted by twenty men and several pairs of oxen |

’ . . JONATHAN.
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A StroxG InsinuaTION.—A man who had killed his fathor managed to
securo a verdict of * not guilty.” Tho Judge, after pronouncing his acquittal,
asked him if his mother wero still living.

Yes, your honor.

~tho thippolytus, or the Heraclidw.

ODDS AND ENDS

+ THE Cnirtc has dono itself credit by itssolection of ¢ Escna's” descriptivo
ess)y on thoe Ironch dinwmatists, Thoy ate, naturally onough, but little
road by the gonorality of ovon fairly well read people in thoso days. The
easnyist has therofore adopted tho very best stylo in which she could have
treated tho subject, in making her articles plainly doscriptivo. 1 havo

undoratoad that the laly is young, and indead th.t thisis hor first nppoar-

ance 1 print.  If so, sho deserves no small cummendation for the simplicity
of hor stylo. A perpetual striving aftor fino writing is tho bano of tho
newspaper press, and the avoidance of it ina young writer is ovidonce of
rofined tasto as woll a8 tho host carnest of latent power.

A recont articlu from the pon of ** Sartur Resartus, Jr.,”" on E. A. Poo's
critical writings, 1s also of a nature to sustaun the high character of Tug Criric.
Bolioving the scope of poetry to bo catholic, one cannot, howover, accopt
tho canons 6f Puo without cousiderablo reserve, Thoy approach too nearly-
the Fiench notion of art—waich amosn.s tu the oaclusion of coverything
but nn idonl beauty. Iu puutry thero isa strong cloment of power in a
degree of realism , as there is in painting in tho realism and story-tolling of
the English school, so_much depracatod by French critics, oven by the
illustrious Taino, whose grasp of Luglish characteristics- is vory broad, as
well as appreciative and diseriminuting. W scarcoly find beauty in the
terrible Coney, or 1n the awful tmg.dics of Marlow, ur indeed the kind of
beauty meant by the Freucl critics in the Orostes, the .Edipus, the Antigone,
Yot in alt wo aro shudderingly made to
feol the poetic potoney of even ths direct passions, which are far from being
used for * heightoning the effect of more beaaty.” I should, howover, bo
one of the last to undorrato the moral offect of boauty.

Somo of Poe's tales aro indeod themsclves a grim pootry in proso, but
none the less enthralling from their truculent nature.

[ must also congratulate Tue Cuiric on the * American Widow.” Tt is
by far tho best-writton story that has as yet appeaved in its columns. The
conclusion is, however, somawhat of a * sell.” .

The Week of 22nd Oct. contutus two somewhat remarkable lottors, one
questioning the success, and, by implicition, the permaunency of, Canadian ~
Tedoration ; the other drawing largely on n misty future of sentimont in
favor of tho Lmperial article. - ) .
The lalter is from the pen of Mr, Martin L. Griffin, a writer I should
scarcoly have suspected, of so ““fussil” a Toryism as to have precludod his
yot learning to call the * Robellion of 187C" a * Revolution,” ‘“and to
justify it by the epithet.” I hardly thought the mantle of Dr. Johnson had
descended to this day and gesetation.  Meanwhile the plain common-sense
of Lotd Lansdowne has pronounced on the impossible points of the scheme.
Mr. Longloy treats the subject of Federation ina calin, and cortainly
perspicuous manner. Ilut I hope there is enough of the spirit which
gspircs to a broad nationalism rather than a narrow provincialism, to float
the good ship Canrda over tho not very formidable shallows and bars of a
captious nationalism, on the one hand, and a sentimont which seems more
municipal than even provincial on the other. . .

Moantime the by-olections controvert the Grit press, tho Canadian Pacific
scores points, and stands 2 monument of the magnificont enorgy of its
syndicate. The importanco of this grand work might from the first have
beon gauged by the ““envy, hatred and malice” of the American press.
The Grits without a policy (unless the disparagement of their ewn country
be ono) will acon be, it is said, without even a londer. COf courso §he‘
vacancy can bs filled, but when it is filled where will bo the policy? Vive
le Canada !

There are somo indications, besides a letter signed * Commdn Sense” in
the Herald a fow days ago, and hesides the articlo in that journal on Mr.
Josoph Cook's lecture on * Athens,” thatthe depths of that * philosopher's”
profundity aro being sounded, and found to be but shoal wator. I do not
tend any special reference to Mr. Cook’s temperance utterances, but allude
to his general critical tone, which is crude, and betrays either want of
ntuition, want of capagity, or want of ingenuousness. All tho reading that -,
a reader can cram his brains withal, and all the ostentation of it he may
glority himself withal, are vanity, if ho lack the-innate perception of truth,
and the power and eourago to assimilate it—if ho lack the sense of -propor-
tion which detors from exaggerativn—if his mental scales are not hall-warked
for gold—if he is denied of heaven sobriety of judgment te use them.

Thore was a time when [ used to keop paco in reading with the publi-
cation-of all novels that were good, and of many that wore: anything but
good. But it is many years sinco publication becamo too fast and furious,
and the mornotony of the ordinary uovel wearisome. Now and then, bul
very rarely now, ono lights upon a feast. I havo just read Geo. MacDonald’s.
* Sir Gibbie.” I havo not the smallest idoa how long ago it was written ;
for, tho' I recognize in 1r. MacDunald porhaps tho first novelist of the
day, I nover hurry mysolf to reaw oven books that bear a name guaranteeing
valuo. All bovks good for the soul come fo one sorue. time or another
without any umeasy secking. Thoro are none of Dr. MacDonald’s, me
judico, that are mot good for the spirit. He *finds” you at every turn;
und, 1mprognated and permoated throughout with true religion as. ho is, his*
keon satire of the ovorlasting shams that surround -and sicken -one, is. .
infinitoly refreshing. Every way tho lash plays about, as in driving four-
in-hand, one would ono momont touch up a lagging wheelor—another try. |

* Wall, good-bye till I sco you again.

for a fly onl & leador's car—tho noxt quicken thoe run of a poor cur on the. |
road-side. . .
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