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: :E;;Zmen whose friendship Mr. Sala had
' of | a‘“q out-of-the-way curios reminis-
logl) e JOUrneys which have taken him
h“logargs of the world. Mr. Sala’s home
Mg g een his favorite hobby, and he has
8d his hobby to the full,

tbeThlfi 8word carried by General Wolfe at
Yaers nfg of Quebec is forsale. One of the
°“rcz this interesting weapon, according
u inhab,ntemporary the Ottawa Citizen was
Derby oitant of Ottawa,the late Mr. Stuart
gy, Ire, for many years Queen’s printer,
mh‘:‘@rlv & member of the Legislative
D"‘)ish'y of Canada for Bytown. Mr.
then“e gave it to Major, afterwards
.meaﬂt-Col(.mel, Dunn, of the 100th
1858, 1%, on his departure from Canada in
Mg gy o0F Dunn, it will be remembered,
W Balsclava, and won the Victoria
di, gbr{w&ry. He was a native Cana-
Jaggeq 0 Dis death, in 1868, the sword
18 brother-in-law, Mr. Thurlow
b of the War Office, and it is now in
e88ion of the son of that gentleman.
by "hipe that arrangements may be made
D the mott interesting relic may

lng place in Canada.
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“
_ldv.n'rcl;e. most pleasant feature of- the
in 7, ;‘n female education,” says a writer
8 ladie, etch, “ has been that we are find-
Vaagg, 0: who have a distinctive style and
Wron the value of words. Often they
of wk““ﬂ?‘ld take tinsel for gold,and speak
ing Rood ey do not know ; but even failure
bate en cause is hopeful. Ill-chosen finery
linggg , B“hl_gher ambition than mere sloven-
gy ° 224 in time our female novelists will
tiogg.* 80me have learnt, to study the dic-
Olegpy :3 Gautier advised his disciples, and
Rhigy}) 8t the preposition ‘to’ does not
Thel'eny follow the adjective ‘different,’
loty ar“ Some words and phrases that con-
U inadequate literary education.
Pefer & to’ iz one specimen. ¢To
hln&tiOD e than’ is another terrible com-
‘ me'j S_phinx ' with a vy is another
hkeg 180 18 the drcadful locution ¢ weird-
Naed gy Wish that ¢ tyro * were also recog-
u"geh & migs-spelling ; but here corrupt
l‘elongi::a had its way, and the name rightly
leg“vnd Btoan obscure heroine of Greek
Lntin 4 88 usurped the place of the gaod
g, 1O Perhaps ¢ Sphynx’ will be forced

With 7 Printers, who verily ¢
thou“cause.,;’ ho verily *persecute us
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READINGS FROM CURRENT
LITERATURE.

Ty, THE WORLD IN ARMOUR.
SONNETS oN THE EUROPEAN OUTLOOK.

1.

Und
LY ert .
lh&t nehls shade of crimson wings abhorred
While “ver who}

Y olly leaves the sky serene,—

ilg
engeance \ i i
qu?etw‘ieng nce sleeps a sleep so light,

sadl ‘:Ogsbth% acelaim Thee overlord—
Ecl;-late’er itlaﬂt of Thy tremendous word,
¥ 85 5. mystic purport may have been,
Ot to rinoss the ages, Nazarene :
[:T lo, py.J Pedce Mine errand, bt « sword.
$a &l-m()ury world uprises and lies down
e » 81d its Peace is War, in all
w, ful 8reat death that weaves War's dread-
ap Crowy -

W,, Un .
\gﬂr whoinobled by heroic pain,

i thahre. none triumph, none sublimely fall,
Sits smiling, with the eyes of Cain.

when L IL
‘Olle?indon'ﬂ Plague, that day by day en-
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His thousands dead, nor deigned his rage to
abate
Till grass was green in silent Bishopsgate,
Had come and passed like thunder,—still,
'tis told,
The monster, driven to earth, in hovels old
And haunts obscure, though dormant, lingered
late,
Till the dread Fire, one roaring wave of fate,
Rose, and swept clean his last retreat and hold.
In Kurope live the dregs of Plague to-day,
Dregs of full many an ancient Plague and dire
01d wrongs, old lies of ages blind and cruel.
What if alone the world-war’s worldwide fire
Can purge the ambushed pestilence away !
Yet woe to him that idly lights the fuel !

1il.

A moment’s fantasy, the vision came
Of Europe dipped in fiery death, and so
Mounting reborn, with vestal limbs aglow,
Splendid and fragrant from rer bath of flame.
1t fleeted ; and a phantom without name,
Sightless, dismembered, terrible, said : ““ Lo,
I am that ravished Europe men shall know
After the morn of blood and night of shame.”
The spectre passed, and [ beheld alone
The Kuarope of the present, as she stands,
Powerless from terror of her own vast power,
'Neath novel stars, beside a brink unknown ;
And rouni her the sad Kings, with sleepless
hands,
Piling the faggots, hour by doomful hour.

— Williwm Watson, in The Spectator

THE SUICIDE OF A SERPENT.

Are venomous serpents susceptible to
their own poison? In other words, what
would be the result if one of them should
happen to bite himself—would it kill him }
Indeed, it would.

I remewmber seeing that very thing
happen once, when I was in the northern
part of Wyoming, north of the Rattlesnake
range of mountains. We had been making
a survey for a waggon road from Rawlins, &
town on the Union Pacific Railroad, north-
ward to Fort McKinney, and had finished
the work and were returning, and had reach-
ed the place I have described. The re-
gion seemed to be wholly given over to the
occupancy of prairie dogs, burrowing owls
and rattlesnakes. I never saw so many
snakes anywhere except in the swamps of
Louisiana during an overflow. You could
see them crawling about in all directions,
and they were constantly springing their
rattles in the glass under foot, and frighten-
ing our horses, for you know a hor:e fears
these creatures quite as much as a man does.
In riding along I happened to sce a par-
ticularly large rattler, sunning himself on a
spot of bare ground, and tried to ride ap near
enough to strike him with my quirt. Bub
my horse was afraid, and I could not make
him apprcach the snake. I did not blame
him very much either, for the old Crotalus
threw himself into a coil, raised his head,
sounded his rattle and prepared to assume
the offensive assoon as he saw us. Find-
ing that I could not reach him with my short
quirt, I rode over to one of the waggons, and
got from the driver his long four-in-hand
whip, and with this [ returned to the snake.
I found him about where I had left him, and
when he saw me tried to run away. They
are sluggish creatures, however, and can-
not go very fast. .

T had a fancy to tease him alittle, and I
swung the whip so that the end of the lash
in falling would tap him gently on the nose,
As soon as he felt it, he snapped back like
a watch spring into a coil, sounded his war
note, and turned his head quickly from side
to side todiscover his enemy, his forked
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tongue darting incessantly from his mouth.
T was some 20 or 30ft. away, keeping per-
fectly quiet, and he did not appear to notice
me atall. I fancy their rapge of vision must
be very short. After a few minutes, he low-
ered his ugly head to the ground and pre-
pared to glide away in another direction. I
let him get fairly started, and then tapped
bim as before, and again he coiled to strike.
This was repeated a number of times. The
snake always started away in a new direction
only to meet that uncomfortable and exasper-
ating little tap. After each ttroke he would
prepare to fight and would look in vain for
his assailant ; ard with each enccunter his
anger seemed to increase.

At last, having tried unsuccessfully
every avenue of escape, he became beside
himself with rage. His rattle tuzzed in-
cessantly. He raised his head ncarly half
his length above the ground, and swayed
from side to side. His eyes glittered like
jewels, and his forked tongue flashed from
his mouth Jike miniature lightning. His
head became broad and flat, and his whole
body seemed to swell with venom. Sud-
denly, in an excess of fury, he turned his
head, and with the force of aswinging blow
of his neck, like the down stroke of a sabre,
he drove his fangs into his own body. He
kept his hold and did not withdraw his
fange. His bedy writhed and twisted for an
instant, and his muscles contracted violently
once or twice. Then his head sank down, the
fire faded from his eyes, his coils relaxed,
and he was dead.

I was astonished. I did not think it was
possible that the poison could be so instantly
effective in a creature of such sluggish cir-
culation.

There can be no mistake about it, he
meant to kill himself, arnd he did it, too.
Of the last I have the most satisfactory
proof, for I picked him up and examined
him carefully from one end to the other,

There was not a mark (save the bite) or
a bruise on him. The light strokes that he
had received from the whip were not enough
to hurt him, still less to kill him, yet he was
dead; for I put him in my saddlebag and
carried him to camp, and then skinned him
and I am sure he could not play possum
through all that.

Yes, he bit himself with malice afore-
thought knowing perfectly well what the
effeet would be ;and his act can only be re-
garded as the suicide of & serpent,—Forest
and Stream.

SANITY AND LITERARY ART,

In reading Homer, Dante, Shakespeare
and Goethe, one is constantly impressed
not only with a range and power of these
great artists, but with their sanity and
health., The supreme authority in the
realm of art resides as much in their clear-
ness of vision as in their artistic quality;
they were essentially sound and wholesome
natures. They had the fresh perception,the
true vision, the self-control of health. The
world was not distorted or overshadowed
to them ; they saw it as it was, and they
reported it as they saw it. Health is, indeed,
one of the great qualities of the highest art,
because veracity of mind and of emotior
depends largely upon health, and veracity
lies at the base of all enduring art. To
the reader of contemporary books Homer is
the greatest of antiseptics ; after so many
records of diseased minds, so many confes-
sions of morbid souls, the ¢ Odyssey” is




