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to music agnin and again, and sung in
every coucert hall and drawing-roomy
wherever the Dnglish
spoken.

Tennyson is far purer than Byron,

language is

but alas! not half s0 human; it is the
latter’s humanity (8u to spo.iy which
carries us with him, U passivtiate luve
of his Cursalr -
ing, not & mere Jyric o be oot Lo wosic.
The man is flesh and blood put o beasutr-

I @ toad buman fed

fully chisclled statue, no halv uf cthet -
fal mist envelupes lim as we cead his
epitaph,

He left + Cutsall » nale Lo vibet liaues,
Linhed with wu-
crimes.”

vt anda thousaad

but we see in the pirate one formed
lHke ourselves into whoum lifv has been
infused by a great
Tenuyson always appears to us us the

master,  whereas
sculptor of puetry, his chatacters buug
chastely modelied, and lovely, but luck-
ing the living breath, which alone can
make them real,

In conclusion, ana in justice to the
late laureate, his purity of thought is
superior to that of Byron, there is ot a
single line or verse, which, at the end of
& long life, could cause him the faintest
shade of regret, and for this his poems
will be treasured and admired. though
we hardly think they will live as long
as those of the author of ** Childe Har-
ola.”

__*_N(_*_

RATTULRING OLD BONES.
Mr. Walter Besaut is a clever writer,
his novels are among the best publish-

ed in this last quarter of our century. .

We have also read with pleasure mary
of his chatty articles in the * Queen ™
entitled ** The Voice of the U'lying Day.”
But there is a portion of one,of the
last of these to which we take excep-
tion. It begins *° Here followeth the
re-opening of an old scandal,”’ and pro-
ceeds ‘to recount a ‘‘laison’ or mor-
ganatic marriage reported to have
taken place between George III and one
Hannah Lightfoot, about one hundred
and forty years ago. He gives the evi-
dence, for and aguinst, which appears
to us to be of a very vague
shadowy nature. It may have ULeen
within ‘the range of possibility, that
Hannah Lightfoot, born in 1730 and
married to Isaac Axford at fourteen

end
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years of age, ran away from the chapel
door to join the Prince (afterwards
George 11I) who was then sixteen,
though we can hardly think the story
savors uf probability. But supposing
the tale to huve been true, we can only
eaclaim  cul bouo ™ i8 to be served by
sliuhiug up these shelctous 2 George 111
fius been dead and buried for mord than
suteaty years, and Miss Lightioot or
Mrs. Axford, abouut the same period,
s0 Wwu really are unutie to sce, what
good purpost is to be gained by rattling
their poor old bones, There Is nothing
particularly interesting in trying to
twrahy two decayed skalls ogle and grin
at one apother, albeit one may have
worn the crown of Lngland, and we
feel inclined to ask with Hamlet

- Lost thou think Alexander looked o
this fashion i° the carth?
* And gmelt so? Pah'"™

Yes the odor of the episode is not in
viting, and it would have been more
wholesonie to have left the graves un-
disturbed. Mr. Besant should have re-
membered the ancient mandate ¢ Let
the dead bury their dead,” rather than
have raked up u musty fusty legend,
which, whether true or not, only gives
a disagreeable flavor to his otherwise
well cooked and tasty dish,

We are foreibly reminded of the cun-
cluding lines in Byron’s * Vislon of
Judgment *’—

“ And when the tumult dwindled to a

calm,

) left him practising  the hondreth
psalm.”

Could not Mr. Besant have had a

similar consideration for
many years buried?
‘_*_)’,e.___
Throwing Stones.

We are in receipt of a letter from the
mother of a family complaining of the
gostiping proclivities of a neigbbour
across the way, and enclosing some
items in the history of the carly years
of the gossip herself—which, of course,
are unfit for these columns.

the king so

People
who live ir gluss houses should not be
the first to throw stones. The censori-
ous man aid woman should occasion-
ally bt rembrded of their early years.
Paying heary toll late in life is not
the Charity of which St. Paul speaks,
—the Charity which is kind, envieth
not, thinketh no evil,—but that i{s an-
other story.

The students nre bt & in town

* * » *

Now, on the face of this innocent looking
statement, there doesn’t seem much in it
to o stranger , but, unless I am much mis-
tohen, the newe will cause considerable
flutterings in many a Montreal dovecote
and ‘ maidingly buzim® At first the
studious young mon preserved an animous
silenco, he was so quict tha we hardly
knew he had come. You sce, for one
thwng, he had not got together, as it
were, and, for apother thing, he had to
sech rvoms, to which end he assumed the
counterfeit presentment of the good young
mon who died, and le went around the
town disguised in eobriety aud moral
rectitude. We waited to hear from him
and we lhave heard. Now, “oft in the
stilly night, his voice is near.” He is back
for all he's worth. We see bim again in
his true character—or want of it. He
parades in select gangs among thestreet
poles with his voice uplifted in tobaccan-
acian song, incidentally sccking whom bhe
may devour. He propounds the same old
chestnutly interrogation to the night
vinds. He wants .0 know what is the
matter with old McGill, and as there is
too many of him together for the aver-
oage citizen to explain to him what is
the matter—our student answers the ques-
tion himsell and informs the whule city
and neighbouring townships that old
McGill is all right! You bet!! Follow-
ing up the information by o series of
Indiun warhoops that puts a modern re-
presentation of the Brocken scene in
Faust entirely n the shade and maketh
the screech-owl oury his diminished head
under his wing for very shame.

We¢ warn * that student fellow ” right
here that the policeman who stands at
the corner of our street has got lhis
‘“heagle heye™ on him. Let him beware
and “ goe sloe.”

* L - -

Let's sce now? Ah—yes. About those
electric cars. They are booming and rat-
tling aloug in great shape and proving,
despite the ammus predictions of ** tho
man who told us 8o,” a great success.
Indeed, when the currvat gets ahead of
the ‘motor men, they are o brilliunt and
n startling success, altho’ the passengers
do wear that *wonder-what’s-going-to-
lappen-next ¥ look, which sat so touch-



