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selves against the enforcenient of law; and the Socialists of France and

Germany, and the Nihilists of iRussia, will be stili more emphatically on

the saine side. That other people should to]erate the notion shows only

that they have not thougbt out its whole meaning. When they understand

that it is an attack on cvery man viho has bought a plot of ground and culti-

vated it or built a bouse upon it, that it is a thrcat which. endangers the

position of every freeholder in Canada as wcll as every landoviner in

Ireland, they may hesitate to accept the theory which they do not oppose

novi simply because tbcy do not see its meaning and éonsequences.

APRIL .POEIW.

TiiE jubilant notes of the poets at the approach of spring are as sweet and
varied as the liquid syllables of the returning birds. For at least one hour
in bis life, it is said, every man is a poet, and surely this blessed chance
could befali in no more likely tume than vihen in the prosaic human con-
sciousness, as vieil as on the barren eartb,

The tender air
Qn)tickens pulaces peer and bare.

But before these places appear on black hilîsides, sodden meadovis, and
ieafless woodland, the impatient desire of every beauty-loving beart for
Nature's grand spring opening bias been fcd by the continuous rains and
snowq of a winter in vihicli there lias been vibat the farmers terni Ila good
deai of dovinfaîl." When the downfalling is followed by a general uprising
-an insurrection of eartli's forces against the tyrannous skies-and

Wlien 1wy meiting beds of snow
Wind. flewvero blossorn ail alene,

[lien 1 know
Tlîat the bitter wintor's dead.

Over bis head.
The damp sed breaks se niellow,
Its inisses tipped, with points of yellow.

Happy winter, to have bis tomb se beauteously bcdecked 1 Surely
notbing became bis life se vieil as the leaving of it. It is a pleasure to
hear the funeral dirges of the birds: the robin's dismal wail, the unutter-
able despair of the chickadee, and the infinite heart-break of the bobolink.
Perhaps-yes, 1 knovi it is a backneyeci thought, repeated se often as to
have nearly lost its meaning, yet 1 cannot pass it by-perbaps wben our
dumb and wintry lives, inexpressive of the grace and beauty that lie
frozeîi biiieath, shail mieit into thec aftcr life, the birds wijîl repeat the
biissf ai assurances tiîat vie are so slow to accept in this world. Perhaps!
But the truc pout neyer doubts, and we, in listeniug to the unreaseningjoy
of the song sparrovi, cari echo Mrs. Thaxter's passionate profession of
faitb :

Gel neyer ieant te îiock ils with that voice!
'[bat is tbe keyneto of tbe universe,
That seîîg of perfect trust, of perfect clîcer,
Courageous, constant, free ef doubt or fear.

The coming of s}îrimig, like fevery other gracions and vionderful expe-
rience, neerîs but a few clîice vords for its description. A lavisb and
cbaotic profusion cf epithets is vicarisoine, froin their inabi]ity to contain
or convey the beauty that palpably strikes the dullest eye and car at every
turn. But lier are a few transparent liues fromi Maurice Thompson,
wbicb sein to nie the perfection cf artlessness-or of art;

J licard the w>oodp1ecker- pecking,
'ho lei le-i ri teiiieriy sing;

I tnrnedl anti lookeil ont of îoy window,
And, le, it was slîring!

A breath froint truopical borders,
Just a ipile flowed into luy reoni,

And washed iuy face dlean of its sadness,
1low înly lîeart inît bbîomn.

ilas not this the very Illook and face that makes simplicity a grace 1t
And bow clearly the successive steps are poiatcd eut by wbicb spriug
works bier miracles uponi the peet. She calls bum witb the imperativencss
of the woodpccker, witlî the. tenidtermess of the blue-bird, bis face is washed
dlean cf its sadncss-and the courage it took to use the words Il washed "
and Ildlan " nîust bave been supportcd by the conviction of tbeir entire
fitness, sadness of any kiud beiug always cf the eartb eartby-and then at
the toncb cf bier breath bis heart liursts into bloomi. But bebold bier
crewning transfornmation iii tlîe lest verse:

I fîîrget îîîy nid age anid grow yoitlifui,
liathiiîg iii winîd tioles of spr iig,

Wlîeî 1 heur the woodîecker lîeclking,
TI'le fi rst i lue-birdl sinig.

This, tbougli vcuderful, is not un unusual experîcuce. It receives the
melodicus cenfirination of Emierson, wbo is geucrally a barsher-voiced peet.

Wheiî ixty years are toid;
Love Walzes aueiv tueo tlirolsling leart,

Anti we are never oid.

The elmoruing of tbe year " net only renevis our youtb, but brings with it
the vague restlessness a-id longing inseparable froni oue's earlier days. It
is best cxprcssed in IlJohn lieed's Thoughts," as interpreted by Bayard
Taylor:

Tlîere's sernething cernes witb the spring, a lightness or else a weight,
There's seinethlng ceuses with the sp)ring, and it seems te ine it's fate.

It's the hankering after a life tliat yen never have learned to know,
It's tlîe dNicouteiit with a life that le always thus snd se,
It's the wendering wlîat we are, and wbere we are going te zo,

This arises froni our instinctive sympathy with Nature's varied mooda,
wbich is at ne other season se stroug as nevi. We are buoyant in April's
smiles, and weighted with bier gloom ; tbe suu-coloured raindrops bring us
mingled pleasure and pain. Iu ne otber montb do vie se intimately feel
our kinship with the outer world, and realise that we are the legitimate
offspring cf

The bridaI of the eartb and slcy.

This secret sympatby is rnost strongly possessed by the peet. In bis veina
hie feels-

A geniai flood,
Such as tiîrongh the sapweed spurs,
Sweils -and ebapes the pointed bcd

0f tlîe iilac; and besets
The hollows tbick witb violets.

Even the hardened rcalists cannot escape the poteut influences cf spring.
Some years age there appeared in the Atlantic ffentlîly an unsigncd pen,
entitled IlIn Earliest Spriug, " to which was modestly aflixed in the index
the naine cf WV. D. Howells. In this poem the eminent realist confesses te
feeling a

liapture of life ineffable, perfect, as if iii the briar,
Leafless tbere by uîy doer, treibied a seuîse of tbe rose.

This seems te border on romance. The only self-respecting way te treat
a briar bush is te look at it flrst in the cclrlly accurate light of reality ; it
should be considered in ail its agricuitural and botanic details, and full
explainations given cf the reason wby it grevi by thiat door, instead cf
seme other demr ; then there sliould be a leugtby altercation betwcen the
preprietor of the bushi and lus wife as te vibether it wouid net be better te
bave the bush grovi by a window, antI net by a door at ahl. But in those
cf us vibo find reai life vcry frequently cmpty and icafless, or tborny and
paltry, a Iltreînbling sense of tbe rose " is almost tbe only th ing that gives
it value, and vie joy te believe that se far as neglected and scemingly life-
less hearta and briars are concerned

Tiiere is net anytbing
Beyeiîd the chance of blossoniiîg!

ETIIELWYN WETHERALD.

-NOTES 0F A LITEIkI?APiY PILGRTMIAGE.

IT was in the truc spirit cf tbe old-tiîne pilgrim that I recently made a
vîsit te the two great litcrary centres-if there can be more than one
centre at the saine tiie-of our republicaît neighbour. I went te worship
at the sbriue of the Muse, and te bold communion with bier votaries, and
the editor cf TuEn WE EK, having birst beund me over to brevity, bas invited
me te set devin seine cf my impressions, se, witiîeut more ado, 1 shaîl
procccd.

Wbiatever side eue may take in the animated discussion whicb bas been
going on fer sonie tume past as te th(, respective clainis of New York and
Boston te be considered the literary centre of the United States, there can
ise ne uuccrtainty as to the. former city being the publisbing centre, and
as wierever the. pulilishiers are, there wili the authors be cgatbiered together,
its becoiniiug the. supreîiic literary centre is perbaps ouly a question of
tume. At ail events there is a vasit aincunt cf literary life and stir and
movemnent thmere already, wbielî it is very delightfui te observe and feei
aud iingle in, especially ihien the experience is enjoyed for the first tume.
lu nîany respects the Aiithors' Club) is the place in wbicb eue may Most
readily appease bis desire te see soiîîethîiug of the mnîc vhose naines are
se fanîiliar in tle periodicalsasud putblishers' anneuncemenits. For aithcugh
quite a medest institution, its niienibersbip bcing iimited te eue hundred
and fifty, and its reoms very unpreteutiotîs, the. fact that ne person eau
bccoîîîe a member without hiolding "a recognised position in distinctiveY
literary work," renders its fortinightly meetings, wlien froni fifty te a
hundred mnembers usualiy turu nip. uniquely iuteresting te litcrary pilgrinis.
The night I bad «the privilege of being preseut, a fairly representative gather-
ing filed the rooms witlh talk and tobacco smoke. R. W. Gilder, the peet-
editor, sliglit, sallovi, steoping, bis splendid brovin cyca full of tbe fire cf
gerius; W. Hamnilton Gibsoii, tbe artist-author, rotund, black-bearded,
bright-faced ; Brander Mattliews, slîaggy nd spectacied, yet looking very
uîuch a insu of the world :Lorettus Meteaif, of the Forum, keen cf visage,
and quick of movenient, as eue wenld expect the guidiug spirit cf se pro-
gyressive a periodical te be ; 1 ýr. Haves Ward, cf the Indelpendeizt, tall,
sleuder, aud studieus in appearance; Hamilton Mabie, cf the Christian
Union, short, stout, aud bearty, evidcutly brimming over witb good work
and. good will ; Poultcney Bigelovi, of Offting, introducing te everybody'
Thomas Stevens, the hero cf thme IlReund thc-werld Bicycle Excursion "
C. Ledyard Norton, editor of tlîat ali-too-good-to-live periodical, the
Continent, in its palinicst days; Franik Stockton, the meat rare humotirist,
bis slight, bent foi-in and deeply lined face bearing testiniony te the stress
cf neuralgic anguish ei is s<aiid te inspire bis quaintest conceits
il. U. Johnson and C. C. Bue], Gilder's rigbt-and-left-hand mcnin ~
the tremendeus task cf editing the Century; big and burly Coi. Kuex,
vibose IlBoy-Travcllers " bave circuinavigated the globe, botb in bis
imagination aud bis books ;H. I. Boyesen, G. P. Latbrop, Jouas M.
Libbey, and a hosit of othiers, vibese names are kuevin te every reader of
modern American literature.

Anether reudezvous te wbichi the literary people flock is the weeklY
receptien given by Edniund Clarence Stedmian, the man vibo combines
within himsehf the. strangely varied ehements of succesaful broker, critic,
and pcet. Here 1 met Rose Hawthorne Lathrop, wbo bas inberited s0
jnucb of lier peerless father's beauty as vieIl as bis brains; Starr Ili
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