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TAV0R,TÊ ably ouï- noble Queen. In I 
the realm of soaps it iff! 
equally indisputable that і

If rring to revel in their anticipatory love. ; 
but when they occur like the tabled angels’ 
v’sits, they have a choice, peculiar flavor 
all their own. They utter love’s reality and 
the eerene content of possession, and show 
that there is an after subsistence in our af­
fections, as well де a4‘.young dream.” Such 
ideal expressions “ Barry ComwalPs 
“Touch ns gently, Time.” and, “How 
many summer’s, love,” and Allan Cunning* 
hame’s “Bridal Day Song,"—

“O my tore's like the steadfast son.
Or streams that deepen aa they ran."— 

are grateful to us, not on account of their 
tenderness only, but because of their settled 
assurance of truth.

Robert Витяг,—who celebrated his Jean 
more sweetly after marriage than before,— 
has, in one of the earliest of his rhymed 
epistles, given us bis impression of a post* 
epithahmium. He writes to J. Lipraik, 
April 1st, 1785 :

Oo Fasteen-e’sn we htd a rockin',
To ca' the crack and weave oar slockin',
And there was mockle fun an'j)kln*

Ye need na doubt ;
At length we had a hearty yokin’

At sang about.

There was ane sang amang the rest,
Aboon them a’ it pleased me best,
That some kind husband had add rest 

To some sweet wife ;
It thrill'd the hear -strings thro' the breast 

A* to the life.
I've scarce heard aught describe sue weel
What gen'rous, manly bosoms feci ;
Thought I, "Can this be Pope or Steele,

Or Beattie’s wark?
They told me ’tw is an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk.

* 11Iwui Ilmiir by mr ftibti'. be»rtb, 
O.twt їж .pint from і» іосіжі mirth,

Alan Mali the dev tomllUr win;
▲km, though til th. pUii.nt non• wm Ш. 
With rand, of lughttr **d of bu, Hfe,

And hsppTtongithetdibd the gold#, diy.-
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Notches on 
j The Stick

HEBui
• Dreamt and Aspiration," is the pro-

duet el a ntim of, or at baala dweller in.
V -the Beerier Slate; but there ia nothing 

diâtinctire ai to ehareoteror expeeeiiee, 
end no racines. of that particular аоП ; 
rather Iheaa іааоіа* ieane from eomn fairj- 
laad, or at leaet from where the more gen­
eral end uoiterwl form, of Nature hear 
IWSy. Hannah Biyan, while walking in 
Middle Perk. Colorado, and eliewhere, 

1 haa mingled her musing, with the sound of 
jerest and mountain stream», until the dis­
tinctive note of her poetry ha» become a 
gip»ey pu,ion ot the wilderneaa, expressed 
In uniformly muicil verte. She frequent­
ly екргеаяев her «ympithy with Ntlure in 
her serner moods and her severer forms :

g ЕШР8Е \
_________іу в giaot bole a U leafy semen,
I sew the genii of the Wild land team

Acroee the slleit spaces of the dell;
Upon my ротів* steps the wo>d nymphs hung. 
The elves across my path their glamor fleag.

With miny a mystic charm aid woven apfclir

And eremite the voices called to mo 
By household firs, loos bro*. or spreading tree;

Soft voices gentle ns the murmurons Ajw 
Of meadow-brooks, or sou ad of summer rain; 
Weir I voices, dolorous with secret pale,

From dark-blue dle'aice callisg lalnt and low.

Aul evermore I saw tin fscss poir 
Ont of the dim wool-Uleys shining clear.

Or outlined In the embers’ ruddy gleem;
Out of the pallid mists of eve they rise,
They throng the hollow dark with lied eyes, 

Eidolons, gliding thro* a life-long dream.

My heart is wjsry anil fall would rest,
Vagna fears oppress me of impending ill.

Take me, sweet mother, to thy pilgrim breast,
Aid lore m i, lore m e stil'.
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reigns supreme. Be a< 
loyal subject and buy! 
Eclipse.. »

m
Send us 25 “Eclipse” wrappers, 

or 6c. in stamps with coupon and 
we will mail you a popular novel. 
A coupon in every bar of «Jl J* 
“Eclipse.”
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JOHN TAYLOR & GO.
1 Manufacturers, Toronto,Ont.

I To me the stormy night is fall of charms 
Though ear the elements in conflict load,

I coaid recline even in the tempest's arm?, 
Upon the troubled bosom of a cloud.

I love the roar of the contending winds,
That meet and battle in the fields of air.

Tie angry fl i'h that 1 >r an instant b.inds 
The aching eyeball with its vivid glare.

The groan that issues from the forest’s heart 
Fiom giant oaks that bo» before the gale, 

The rush of torrent as they madly start 
And leap in darkness downward to the vale* 

These sounds of dread that others shrink to hear, 
And fid my spirit with a strange delight 

A wi d, ecstatic thrill, unknown to fear,
And with bared brow I cry, flail, glorious 

пік ht!

Not voiceie'ss frrms ara in thy solitudes
Where whispers reach me from the shadow-land; 

From ont the emra'd dnoery of the woods 
Stretch firth a spirit-hand.

Lea 1 me where winds si th lov to murmuring 
streams

That glide thro’ secret поекез in vales afar,
Lap my ead -tonl in swaet dalitions dreams 

Beneath the vesper-aUr.
“The Mouitaia’s G-iest,” which wj 

think to be one ot her beat розии, coitm 
the He* ot th-з last stmzis quoted :

enrpriced by receiving a note fram the cus­
tomer of the day before, requeetiog him to 
call at his office. He did so.

‘1 hoard everything that took place in 
the Ledger office yesterday,’ said the finan­
cer. ‘and fully appreciate your conduct. 1 
would like you to print the stock-hat tor 
me every day for one month, and 111 pay 
you five hundred dollars for the work. ^

‘But it is not north so much as 'hit. 
answered the printer.

It is worth as much to m) to have it 
done as you did it yesterday,’ was the
"S*! was Frank McLaughlin's first word 
tor bimsrlt. At the expiration of the 
mouth the contract was extended to three 
times that period, and then to twelve 
months, wi li an annuil recompense or six 
thousand dollars. At that time journey­
men printers were receiving about ten 
dollars weekly, and only in extraordinary 
instances earned one or two dollars beyond

- ’Scape the banter’s hidden snare; 
Books and music, palms and fl mere— 
Household gods —these still are oars.

You, while reading, I while rhyming, 
Ilear our children’s children play ; 

One upon my chairback climbing,
Full of frolic all the day ;

She, our youngest pet, Lenore,
Із a baby pet no more.
Sharer of my Vy and sorrow.

While you tarry by my side,
Let the great globe crack tomorrow, 

You are still my peerless bride, 
Shaped to woman's winsome prime 

By the gracions touch of time.
Oo ihc heights or in the hollow 

Of the battlv field of life,
Where the red-beaked vnltnrei follow, 

Clings no comrade like a Wife, 
Closest when the blows of fate 
Thicken on ker wounded mite.

-Atm,.r.

і ж.
і
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flow beau'.iful ye are, О V irgin Heights ! 
Leaning your brows against tin breast of air, 
In that fne solitude the mountains know.
Not lonely nor unpeople l do ya rise;
Though never bu oil voice with shaft of sound 
Ilith pierced you- .icr.-d siteiizdi profono 1, 
Nor ever hum in foot frtq i ,nte 1 there.

І1 It pat me filgiofain to hoar'l,
And я ie about him there I «pier’f, 
Then a’ that kent him round declar’t 

He had incine,
That nane ex cell’d it, few cam* ncar’t.

It was s*e fi ic.

The Trees.
Lifted quant arms o! bloom and leafage bare,
To an ui pitying i ky in mute protest 
Against the winds that tossed them aimlessly,
I know the mountain’s mjstij love,
Tr.c longue the waving woodlands teach,
An 1 to tne Circling bills outpour 

} My j turning heart in kindred speech.
I love all timid things th*. dwell 

і la iwiilght glade or bosky dell, 
і For wounded birds or hunted deer 

My bosom thrills with kindred leaf.
The secret places of the glade 
Are voiceinl as a bn«y mirt,
With tinkling brooks and whispering leaves 
Tna: ever to m? weary heart 
Speak • oftly, in the mystic t, ngne 
I learned when Time aid I Wire young.

j She m&gnifidt the office of tin singer, 
tnd is in sympathy with the postie lite.
Come to me, ye belov’d, ye glorious dead,

‘ j By godlike toils and sufferance deified,
Who for your kiid have bravel/ fought and b’.ed,
\ Who for your kind have greatly lived an<l 

A0 touch my earth-clogged spirit with the fire 
'• j That thrills your i-Urer essence. Let me be 
6 - Strong to endnre and worthy to a-piro 

I To high companionship with God and j e.

To the fair heights where ye terenely dwell 
\ In glorious sunshine bathed and purer air,
' Above all storms of passion throned high,
\ I lift an eager hand a pleaciog prayer.
* For I am lonely, though my solitude 
1 With moving forms and faces peopled be; 
і Kindred alone by ties of place aid blood 

Are they who hold companionship with me.

Not to the world of busy men 
The poet’* tender Joys are known—

O blest is he beyond their ken,
Though visionary joys n'one 

Be hie ; the leafy forest mate 
He threads, with happy sounds is rife 

The solitary woodland way*
For him are lull of joyous life.

f ■

1)
Not lonely nor unpeopled—well I kno v 
Imm irtal feet hive preise l vour stunless 
His Shining Ones on eirthwinl mission seat, 
Rest on your steeps and tola the luminoas winz; 
As in the tent o! Mam re.s Shepherd King 
Tarried at Abram's guest, the Angels Three.

One of the beet of these connubial lyrics 
addressed to his faithful wile, in her Oa ! dear friend, there’s no retreating.

All oar bridges burned behind ;
Heart to heart responsive beating, 

Cords of love Will brace and bind,
Till the bugles hera d peace 
And car weary march shall cease.

that sum
age, by the la’e Thom is Caretiirs Latto, 
which we rep'oduîe tor the congenial

I
DARWIN AS A PUPIL.!

: There are poems of the t flections—such , reader. 
as ‘ Sleep my Beloved,’’ “ lo ™.v briend, Stoll,cold anil silent hill thou d 'emeii me, dear, 
-My Neighbor’s Girl,” “My Well Be- And small my share in love-lorn lays may be,
I„„„J <1 .„d -Mv Three Bovs,"—which Yet. ere departs this Immemorial year.

’ , , , « onrl Let me unbosom whit miy solaci thee:bespeak the tenderness and domestic and 0{pa.ient goodness, aa exhanstless ses, 
human empathies ot the author. We give І дц that men comfort call I’ve found 
a tew itaf zai of the last mentioned poem : | Lay up thes^iinos in^avender,

Thought Darwin was Wait- 
h K UI* Time.

Dean Farrar, at that

The Professor

Geïigî Martin.
Thir y years ago 

time plain Mr. Firrar and merely a mas­
ter at Harrow School, .delivered a lecture 
in wheih he attacked the system, then in 
vogue, of spending much tima over Greek 
and Latin verse. He urged that the prac­
tice should be abandoned in case of boys 
who Ьа і no aptitude for such work. In 
place of this artificial drilling, the lecturer 
advocated tin atndy ot s-eoce and natural 
history, ai likely to benefit buys whi 
nothing for Greek and L itin versification.

Ot course the lecturer was opposed by 
those who were believers in the old claesi- 

But hi htd received his re­
but one well-

Nov. 22,1887.
God liless tbe post and his wi'e, ami 

shield their home is the piayer of
Pasaok Fki.ix.

"t

in thee.

HIS START IN LIFE.
My eldest is a merry sprite

Whose life hath numbered six short years; 
His laughing eyes arc blue and b:ight 

As violets wet with evening tears.
I see him with his mates at ГІ»У—

His laugh Is ringing wild and free—
The gayest he where all are gay,

His bine eyes shine with frolic g’ce.
But when the evening shadows chase 

The sunbeams from the glowing wee’,
He comes with earnest thoughtful f.ce,

And leans his head upon my breast.
He scans the twinkling isles of light,

And asks with wondering wistfnl air, 
“Who liehts the shining lamps of night 

And bangs them in the halls of all ?"

I tell him of the Hand Divine.
Of tenderest love but mightiest power, 

That makes the lights of evening shine,
The sunbeams glow, the bird, the flower; 

That all that's fair and lovely here,
That lightens toil and brightens woe, 

F.om one Great Father, kind and dear,
To all His erring children flow.

He owes it to hie Willinguees to oblldge a 
Customer.

Calme si, serene 3t, best of womankind,
Whose violet freshness ne’er shall fade or wane,

The sense that chose, now mellowed and refined,
Would but icpeat its springtime choice again. . . -..

Though hard my chequered tot and flicked with mg and encouraging account Ot the
in which Mr. McLaughlin, the Istepub- 
lither ot that paper, gained his f irst up­
ward start in the world. He was then em ■ 

Trust me th»t the' white blossomed ve.rs «dvinced I ploye(J j„ the priming-cilice ot the Ledger.
This heart bests «rally., sot old. lor thse; Voung readers msy find in the narrative

E’en now it burns, it glows to meet thy glance, , , , , .
It seeks thee as the river seeks the tea; something better than a good story.

it knows no happiness apart from thee. I Upon one occasion in 1851 when F rank
No Other home save in thine arms to be. McLauehlin was twenty-three years ot

Lsy up thcse^imcs mjavco j jt happened that the foreman and his

first assistant were absent, and that John 
McLanghlin was at home ill. Young 
Frank McLaughlin was then the fastest 
setter of type in the office, 
hour ot the day in question, when every 
stick’ w,e lying at reat, Abraham Barker, 

the father ot the well-known Wharton Bark­
er and hiinaeli then one ot the very lew prok- 

. era in thia city, walked into the Ledger 
’Г.ГГГГ»"- th, «1*ь; I job printing-office with. st.ck-U.t-an 

Decsy but kindle» to letenser breath; I enumeration oi the figure» of the financial
Rom lroiud irapes pour, forth Olympian wine ; І 0f у,, —and expreaaed a de-

To die but Chaecet mertti to divine ; .ire to have it ant in typo and fitty copiea
There is no death for such n love ns mine. I . " DLey this troth up In lavender, I struck off ipr immedia e use. By reason

• My darling і I of the conditions described, there was no
But all thia ia preliminary to a poem, I one in authority to wait upon him, and 

read only last evening, which pleased us Frank McLaughlin, itepped forward and 
,0 much we wiah to introduce it to the 1 received thedOeder. The stook-liat at the 
readers ot Progrkss. It appeared in tlme, nnbke the complex affaira oi the 
the Montreal Witness for Dec. 21st. and present day, waa an abbreviated statement, 
it, simplicity and directness, its playful- and the two men could easily place it in 
neas and sincerity, must commend it more | type within a quarter of an hoar. When 
than any words of mine :

ThePhiladelptiaTimes prints an interest- 
manner

Ldied. care
Lay up these lines in lavender, 

My darling !

cal system.
ward. Then there was 
known school in Eigland which had 
•Science Muter ;’ now there is scarcely a , 
school ol note which has not. Then the ! 
‘Latin verse’ system was universal ; now it • 
is almost entirely abandoned. He also 
had the pleasure of receiving irom Charles 
Darwin a letter of historic interest in the 
annals ot English education, wherein the > 
great biologist relates his own experience, 
while a pupil, in being snubbed because he 
preferred chemistry to the classic». He .
WI‘I*was at school at Shrewsbury under a . 
great scholar. Doctor Butler. I learned • 
absolutely nothing except by amoring my- ; 
sill by reading and experimenting in ehem- 
istry. Doctor Bntler somehow found this 
ont, and publicly sneered ot me before the 
whole school for inch gross waste ot time. ' 
I remember he called me a pococsmente 
Гcareless, indifferent fellow], which not 
understanding I thought was a draodtnl 
name.’ _ .

Dean Farrar, commenting on Dooto, 
Barter’s mistake with regard to the great 
eat intellect which ever passed under hia. 
tuition, calls it a fault oi the tunes pnd not | 
of the man. In those days boys described ; 
chemistry as ‘Stinks,’ and Darwin a nick- 
nsme at school wes ‘Gas.’

і

a !(
:

When these dim eyen are dark and Memmon’s lyre 
Has ceased to vibrate in the morning’s voice;

When ashes lie where leaped the living fire,
And Earth,s prised honors seem but childish

My thought*shall be of thee, my first, last choice, | t 
Thy tender smile shsll bid my heart rejoice. 1 1
I never drew upon thy tore in vain.

Lay op these lines in lavender 
My daring !

At the dinner

і-V---------
I tell him of the realms so blest 

That lie beyond the starlit skier;
And thought, an unaccuttomed guest, 

site, serions in his earnest eyes.
Watching his Infant mind expand,

I press him fondly to my breast, 
stroke his curls with gentle hand,
And think I lore my Herman best.

Two oi the briefer pieces, we like best 
are given below ;

i1 Fancy, companion of his way,
I With eidolons of grace end power 
I Peoples the solitary day 
" And fills and brightens every hour.

On lovely heights he dwells serene,
Tbs tumult of the darkened sphere,

Whose shadows wrap his earthly home, 
Falls s< ii upon his spell-bound ear.

As in a noonday forest dr*am 
Falls the fair sound of wind and stream,

А я dies upon the level shore 
The long, slow wave when storms are e er.

r
i;

The Desert Queen. 
tYucca Fllamentosa.)

The logged hill, the barren plain.
Thy heritageîand lone domaio ;

Thon stately Desert Qaeen—
The splendor of an Orient clime,
The Honrt's charm, the Haflsn rhyme. 

Are in thy form and mien.

Thy myriad bel’-’.Ike blossoms swing, 
By fairy pages kept a-ring 

With elfin melody.
Soft fluting* ol the courtier breeze, 
And murmurons wings of velvet bees, 

Swell that fine minstrelsy.

1!

He lives tbs brave romance of old 
Within the compass of the hour,

He breathes in desolation cold 
The tweets of many s tropic bower;

• * * *
1 0oo 1 angels on his birth-hour smiled;

Their steps unseen his paths bare trod—
Oh, happy bard, '.ilr nature’s child,

; Беїотеі alike ol man and God 1 

j Seme of the best ot these pieces give 
hints ot personal hiatory, and the condi­
tions ot her spiritual development; and in 
them there is a deep cry lor sympathy and 

kfhe apprehension oi others :

:

:

%-фMr. Barker asked the youog printer it he 
would undertake the task, the latter an­
swered with cheerful alacrity, ‘Certainly.’ 
Cutting the liât in two and turning to one 
of the oldest compositors in the office, he 

‘Here, Jim, take one of these

\
To Marlon.

Four and forty years together.
Dearest, can It be so long ?

Swift as birds of t wiliest leather, 
Fleeting as a lummsi’s song.

All the seasons that have sped,
Since the hour when we were wed.

Well end proudly I remember 
How you left your father’s roof; 

Wintry weather that November.
But our hearts were winter-proof, 

Going to the sacred ehiine.
Where the rector made you mine.

Quickly to your home retun ing,
Mirth and music charmed the night, 

Till the stars, no longer burning,
Melted into mon ing light;

Guests departing, young folk happy. 
Old folks just a little nappy. 
Sometimes gladly, sometimes gravely.

Step with step and cheek to cheek, 
We have journeyed onward bravely, 

Patient when fatigued or weak; 
Never flinching, striving still,
With indomitable will.

f
No HJtM Measures

;•I believe in meeting people half w<y.’ 
‘So do I ; but my mother-in-law would 

scold like the dickens it I didn’t go clear 
to the station.’

No Sybarite, tty couch is hard,
Thy feet are set mi 1 flint and shard,

In an unkindly soil,
But round thee thronged, a loyal band, 
Thy wild barbaric spearmen stand,

To guaul from wrong and spoil.

In Trinity Church. 

(Cambridge.)
I see within the Chancel stand,
With haloed brow and crosiered wand,
A Christ who in hie arms doth hold 
A tender nurseling of the fold.
Green spreads the turf beneath his feet,
And nnderneatlf, the legend sweet 
So fraught with yearning, fond and deep, 
“Lovest thou me ?” and "Feed my Sheep.”

said.
«takes’ and 1*11 take tha other, and we’ll 
rush her through in » jiffy.’ The man ad­
dressed walked forward with a frown on 
bis face, and alter he hid taken the slip of 
paper and was moving back te his case, he 
muttered some halt understood words 
about ‘giving a fellow a t Inn ce to eat his 
dinner.’

‘Never mind, Jim,’ said young Me. 
Laughlin, walking quickly after him and 
taking the copy from his banda, TU do 

I the job myself.’ During these proceed 
ings Abraham Barker never left the office, 

did he do so until the work had been 
completed. He leaned quietly against a 
make up table, reading a copy oi the New 
Yoik Tribune, apparently oblivious to all 
that was going on about. I im.

Young McLaughlin’s fingers flew as he 
picked up the little pieces of metal. In less 
tban half an hour he had the stock list in 
type, revised, and fifty copies struck' off. 
He handed them to Mr. Barker with an 
apology for keeping them waiting. ‘What ! 

„ - Foot Elm is used.* Sj I Done already P’ aaid the broker, and with a
ft 25 cents at all druggists, er sent bv mail, gj I pmplfl ‘Thank yon П he left the office. The

Sitter (jocosely)—I suppose you Win 
me to look pleasant.’ Artist—‘Unless you 
prefer a perfect likeness.’—Exchange.\ /
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^ OF THE
HIGHEST GRADE.

THE QUESTION

ÎW/LLfTWEAKî
NEED NEVERBE ASKED 

IF YOUR GOODS BEAR THE

і
І Oh, tender Shepherd, ever bleat !

To thee I left my piteous cry.
Like the meek lamb upon Thy breast 

I in Thy sheltering care would lie.
My secret heart’s best oflcrlng 
Of thankful praise and prayer I bring,
And kneeling at Thy feet Implore 
Thy tender guidance evermore.

Mrs. By ran ia a resident of Memphis.
Indiana, and if known also as a writer of 
vigorous and thoogbtlul prose. Her book 
bound in white and gold ia most artiatic- Cagu -f Q WHIKw 
ally printed, and oontains a portrait ol the 11 newshoes •
Author. I ht Don’t "draw” or pinch the feet when

ж nor

•I îiX'Iîrtil
і *

Ш
Time, his glass from all concealing, 

Maybe tqnintlng at our *are; 
Long msy you with buoyant feeling *v£>"»sthisin itself ^

^guarantees THE quality.Ш 4і BE SURE THE PREFIX^
*)|sstU,S*^arT'C1'6,
if THESE GOODS_HAVE
7/Stooo The Test
F’?r"lv HALF A CENTURY.
SOLD BY FIRST CLASS DEALERS. і

■V. / -.'klSfîà

*

І
ж The strains that celebrate a long-endnr- 

ring marital felioity are tew—the poets pre-je.vsdyqjsg jqsapuiuiqx
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