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SONNHET.

(Translated from Alfred de Mussel.)

E'en if the bitter martyrdom of love

By this dead heart col be endured once more,
E'en if a flower of hope might bloom above

M'y lite’s trae pathway, as in days of yore ;

E'en ifthy purity and girlish grace

Loved me from pity of my care-worn brow,
Dear child, so innocent and fair of fuce,

To thee my rapture I would ne’er avow.

Yet thou wilt Jove hereafter, I foresee,~

‘When all on earth save love theu wilt despise,
Oh! then remember how I worshipped thee
‘With a cbaste passion. ’'Mid thy smiles or sighs
My hand to thee shall still be true as steel,

And my fond heart each throb of thine shall feel !

Moutreal. GEO. MURRAY.

RIDDLES.

- BY REV. FREDERICK R, MARVIN,

That our riddles are degenerating injo mere
jeu d'esprit is a t calamity. When the
solemn questions of life and destiny are changed
into idle conceits, of what consequence can it be
how they are answered! The fatal riddle of the
sphinx was no matter of wit and laughter. The
strange question : ** What being has four feet,
two feet and three feet ; onllyl one voiee ; but
whose feet vary, and when it has most, is weak-
est 1’ so moved the men of Thebes that they
gave (Edipus their kingdom and the hand of the
queen for answering, ‘‘ Man!” It required
oideo-pous, swollen feet, to explain a riddle of
the feet, and a man under the pressure of neces-
sity to solve the problem of mankind. The fable
relates that when the sphinx found her occupa-
tion gone she leaped from a high rock ; but she
certainly did not destroy herself, for the poet’s
lines are still true :

The sphinx is drowsy,

Her wings are farled ;
Her ear is beavy,

Sbe broods on the world.

She will continue to ““ brood on the world,”
every moment demanding ““the fate of the man-
child and the meaning of man.” They who
solve the riddle of their own humanity save
themselves and.otbers, while all who fail are de-
voured. It was no shrewd guess on the part of
(Edipus—he was the answer, and in ulf-reeo;ni-
tion he solved the problem. It took the right
man, but the moment of necessity was needed to
bring him out. That moment, so fatal to all
the fools in Thebes, was the coronation of
(Edipus. For nothing should a wise man retura
deeper thanks than for necessity. It brings him
in contact with himself, disciplines his affections,
ripens his understanding, strengthens his na-
ture aud enriches his experience; it thrusts
goodnessand greatness upon him—it does more,
it reveals to him the goodness and greatness
latent in his nature. A moment of necessity is
worth an age of opportunity. Ohnesargen’s
sphinx in six volumes shows us how the riddle

. isfallen from its high place. A riddle is now

only a conundrum, and often a very coarse one
at that. The *“Demands Joyous,” the treatise
of the Abbé Cotiro, whose modesty did not pre-
vent him from sssuming the title, * Le Pére de
I'Enigme,” and the Mercure de France alt bear
witness to the degradation of the riddle.
Sameon’s riddle is nal and comes nearer
to our ides of an enigma, but the. men of his
time were deeply exercised over its solution.
‘ Samson said, ‘ Qut of the eater came forth
meat, and out of the strong came forth sweet-
ness.” And could not in three days ex-
pound the riddle. And it came to pass on the
seventh day, that they said unto Samson’s.wife,
* Entice thy husband, that he may declare unto
us the riddle, Jest we burn thee and thy father’s

house with fire.” And Samson’s wife wept be-’

fore him and said, ¢ Thou dost but hate me, and
lovest me not : thou hast put forth a riddle unto
the children of my people and hast not told it
me.’ And he said unto her, ¢ Behold I have not
told it my father nor my mother, and shall I tell
it thee ¥’ And she weg:'hefore him the seven
days, while their feast lasted ; and it came to
pass on the seventh day that he told her, be-
cause she lay sore upon him ; and she told the
riddle to the children of her people. And the
men of the city said unto him on the seventh
day before the sun went down, ‘ What is sweeter
than honey ¢ and what is mnﬁ:ﬁ than a lion ¥
And he said unto them, ‘If yeo not ploughed:
with my heifer, ye had not found "out my rid-
dle.’ "—Judges xiv., 14—18. The riddle was
one of rare ingenuity, and in_the original could
be turned in every conceivable direction with-
out di its true meaning. It was clear
a3 glass, and yet 50 obacure that the Philistines
utterly failed to solve it until they ploughed
with pon’s heifer. The riddle has a curious
parallel in the German story of a woman who
interceded for her husbund. The man was under
sentenca of death, but the j promised to
release him if his wife would give them a riddle
they oould not solve. The woman remembered
that she had that day passed a dead horse by
the roadside, and that between its ribs was a
bird's nest containing - six young birds,
which she took with her. 8he therefore pro-
pounded this riddle :
As ik hin giing, as ik wedder kam,
ls);f" I(‘::.h‘:)l ‘i‘lk fou ::‘Sla)::::nm siebenten) quitt,
8
Raet to; gy Hmnﬁm Tyt* e

* As 1 came along, I took the living out of the dead ;
six got quit of theseventh : guess away, my masters,
now is the time,

| 48—45.
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The judges had no heifer to plough with, and

so the culprit was released.

Some of Solomon’s Proverbs are, strictly
speaking, riddles. Josephus describes a contest
in riddles, in which Solomon vanquished Hiram,
King of Tyre, and was himself defeated by one
of Bginm's subjects. An English- writer calls it
a philosophical gambling match. sums
of money were lost and won at ancient riddle-
matches. The ‘‘hard questioms’’ with which
the Queen of Sheba proved Solomon are believed
to have been riddles. Erasmus thinks the
Saviour employed the riddle in Matthew xii.,
e have a riddle in Revelation xiii.,
16, and a challenge to its solution in the eight-
eenth verse. The Syrinx of Theoeritus 1s a
famous example of the classic enigma. Homer’s
death is said to have been caused by mortifica-
tion at not being able to solve a riddle. The
most inexplicable riddle of the ancients is called,
from a Latin inscription at Bologna, ‘¢ Aelia
Laelia Crispis,” and may be translated into Eng-
lish thus: -

AELIA LAELIA CRISPIS,

Neither man, nor woman, nor androgyne ;
Neitlier girl, nor boy, nor eld ;
Neither wife nor maid ;

Bat all (of these).

Carried off neither by hunger, nor sword, nor poison ;
Bat by all (of them).
Neither in heaven, nor in the water, nor in the earth ;
- But biding everywhere.

LUCIUS AGATHO PRISCUS.

Neither the husband, nor lover, nor friend ;
Neither grieving, nor rejoicing, nor weepiug ;
Bat ali (of these)— :

This— neither a pile, nor & pyramid, nor a sepulehre
That is built, he knows and knows not (whioch it is).
It is & sepulchre cortaining no corpse within it ;
It is a corpse with no sepulehre containing it;
But the corpse and the sepnichre are one and the same.

—Translated by E. Cobham Brewer,

Oriental riddles are mostly in the form of
poetry ; even the impromptu *‘‘cup-question,”
given out at a festival or banquet, must be in
verse. When the riddle was published the au-
thor appended the answer “‘up-side-down.” Here
are two illustrations from Hariri, elegantly tran-
slated by Rev. William R. Alger : '

Itis a more prodigious tree,

A wesaker man it seems to be.

It {s its fate to join with all

‘The solid things upon this ball.
But with the h{l'in of its foo—
How strange it is |—itself doth go.

90p Mo
m‘ﬁn- o‘:"uqmn

‘What dried-up stiok, before or since the flood,
‘Was tarned into a thing of flesh and t
oyxvus ¥ajimem phe ea
. oxem soroy Nglm!'luvl
One of the best forms of the riddle is the ana-
gram, specimens of which may be found in He-
brew literature. The ancient Jews asoribed to
it cabalistic and occult qualities. Plato enter-
tained curious superstitions with regard to it,
and thonght that every man's destiny might be
discovered from his anagram.  The solemn
Puritans employed it in sermons and hymns,
and for political purposes. Thus Cotton Mather,
extolling the virtnes of John Wilson, the first
pastor in Hoston, speaks of
His care to guide bis fiock and feed bis lambs
By words, works, prayers, psalms, alms and asagrams.

J

Camden has devoted considerable space in * Re-
mains’’ to the subject of anagrams, and a very
pleasing chapter on both anagrams and echo-
verses may be found in Disraeli’s *¢ Curiosities
of Literature.”” The best of all anagrams is that
which changes Pilate’s question to our Saviour
——Quid est veritas t—into the only true answer,
E.t vir qui adest. The author of the famous
anagram is unknown, but he was certainly a
very devout and skilful artist in words. Some
of the most ingenious and interesting of the
many anagrams on retord are : Charles James
Stuart (James 1.), claims Arthur’s Seat ; Marie
Touchet (Mistress of Charles 1X.), Je charme
tout; Frére Jacques Clement (assassin of Henry
I1L.), C'est l'enfer qui m’a crée ; Georgius
Monke, Dux de Aumarle, Ergo m reduxit
Ano. Sa. MDCLVYV ; Sir Roger Charles Doughty
Tichborne, Baronet, You horrid butcher,
Orton, bj
Honor est Nilo. Lady Eleanor Davies, wife of
the poet Sir John Davies, thought herself a pro-
phetess, because she found in her name the ana-
gram ““Reveal, O Daniel I” She published a
number of mad predictions of questionsble pa.
triotism which brought down upon her the ven-

noe of the authorities. The discovery of the
g:l.lowing anagram robbed the good lady of her
dear delusion—** Dame Eleanor Davies, never
8o mad a ladie!” It was & better anagram than
the first, which had an.L that did not belong to
it, and was wanting by an S. Frenzelius, an
eccentric German, boasted that for fifty years he
had kept up the practice of celebrating, by way
of obitua:ly, the nantes of distingnished persons
¢¢ called down into the grave,” and that inevery
case he had produced a successful m. He
tells us that the cheerful otcupation was at-
tended with physical torments resembling the
death-pangs of the persons whose names he ana-
grammatized. L

The modern riddle is generally a puzzle—
sometimes it is little more than a coarse jest.
Having no object in view but that of amuse-

ment it is so arranged as to provoke langhter. | s}

Here is a specimen from the sixteenth century—

riddles have not improved since then : ‘ What
is the worst bestowed charity that one can give !

est rascal here; Horatio Nelson,.

Alms to & blind man ; for he weuld be qhd to
see the person hanged that gave it to him.” Here
is a riddle in the form of a conundrum and bear-
ing evidence of very recent construction : “Why
is this insurance policy a contradictory thing}
Because when I can’t sell it I can-cel it; and
when I can-cel it I' can’t sell it.” Schiller
sought to restore the riddle to its original re-
ligious solemnity, and he succeeded so far as to
invest it with a certain liten}xiy finish, but no

farther. Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes has given
us one of the most ingenious of rhymed rid-
dles.

* I'm going to blank,” with failing breath,
The falling gladiator said ;
U q d, he ts to death ;”’
One gasp-—the hero’s soul has fled.
* I'm going to blank,” the schnol-boy cried ;
Two sugared sweets his hands display—
Like snow-flakes in the ooean
They vavish, melted both away.
Tell with one verb, or I‘li tell you,
‘What each was just about to do.

From a dozen answers to the above we select
two :

*‘ Succumb,’’ the gladiator ns,
And breathes away his life with moans ;

* Suock 'em,” the school-boy cries in glee—
You needn't, Dr. Holmes, tell me—SUCKRR"

This blavk, blank verse is well, no doubt,
Although it breathes a Holmeslc strain ;

But ceriain facts have been left out,

*_ Which mark this interesting twain.

Obedient to some mystio plan,
Like language still their lips employ—

‘' I'm gladiator,” sighs the man,
 I'm glad I ate 'em,” ories the boy.

And lie whom mortal thrust hath pricked
Quite fails his rival to outdo,

‘For while he‘'owns he's badly lioked, .
The schodl-boy boasts that he's licked two.

THE LAWYE’R WHO WOULDN'T GET
: UP.

An amusing story of Daines Barrington, Re-
corder of Bristol, is related by one of the Eng-
lish press. ‘Having toappear for a plaintiff in a
case at Clonmel, he let into the defendant in
unmeasured terms. The individual inveighed
against not being present, only heard of the in-
vectives. After Barrington, however, had got
back to Dublin, the defendant, a Tipperary man,
named Foley, lost no time in paying his compli-
ments to the counsel.

He rode g}l day and night, and, covered with
sleet, arrived ' before Barrington’s residence in
Harcourt street, Dublin. Throwing the reins of
his smoking horse over the railing of the area,
he announced his arrival by a thundering knack
at the door. Barrington’s valet answered the
summons, and opening the street door, beheld
the apparition of the rough-coated Tipperary
fite-eater, with a large stick under his arm, and
the sleet sticking to his bushy whiskers.

*¢Is your master up ¥’ demanded the visitor,
in a volge that gave some intimation of the object
of his journey. :

B 1 o.”

¢ Then give him my compliments, and say
Mr. Foley—he’ll know the name—will be glad
to see him.” - :

The valet went upstairs and told his master,
who was in bed, the purpose of his visit.

* Then don’t let Mr. Foley in, for your life,”
said Barri m, ¢ for it is not a hare nor a
brace of ducks that he has come to present me
with.”

The man was leavin,
rough, wet coat push
voice said :

¢ By your lea
Foley entered the

““You know my business, sir,”
Barrington. ¢‘ I have made a journey to teach
you manners, and it’s not my purpose to return
until I have broken every bone in your body,”’
and at the same time he cut & ﬁfn.re of eight with
his skillalagh before the cheval-glass.

¢ You do not mean to say you would murder
me in bed ’

¢“No,” replied the other; ‘“but get up as
8oon as you can.”

‘¢ Yes,” replied Daines, **that you might fell
ine t!\e moment I put myself out of the blan.

ets.”

“ No,” replied the other ; * I pledge yon my
word not to touch you until you are out of
M” .

““ You won't 1”

“ No.”

¢ Upon your honour #’

¢ Upon my honour.” .. .

¢ This is enough,’’ said Daines, turning over.
and mnki.ng himself comfortable, and seewming
as though he meant to fall asleep. *“I have the
honor of an Irish gentleman, and may rest as
safe as though I were under the Castle guard.””

The Tipperary salamander looked marvelously
astonished at the pretended sleeper, but soon
Daines began to snore. . .

¢ Halloa 1" said Mr. Foley ; ““ain’t you going
to get np "’

5‘;{0}3. said Daines ; “ I have the word of an
Irish gentleman that he will not strike me in.
bed, and Iam sure I am not goinf to get up to
have my bones broken. I shall never get up
lﬁd‘. In the meantime, Mr. Foley, if you
should want your breakfast, ring the bell ; the
best in the house is at your service. The morn-
ing paper will be here presently, but be sure and
air it before readi or there is nothing from
which & man so q‘mckly catches cold as reading
a damp journal.” Aand he affested to go to

the bedroom, when a
by him, and a thick

” and at_the same time Mr.
room. :
ssid he to

e;‘l;e Irishman had fun in him as well as fero-
city ; he could not resist the cunning of the
counsel.

“ Get up, Mr. Barrington, for in bed or out of
bed I haven’t the pluck to hurt so droll a heart.”
The result was that in less than an hour after-
ward Dainesand his intended murderer were sit-
ting down to a warm breakfast, the latter only
intent upon assanlting a dish of smoking chops.

THE SAVILE CLUB.

The Savile Club is a comparatively modern
but cozy and characteristic institution. It is
located in Savile Row, the quietest of by-ways,
yet but a step from Piceadilly, and almost in
the rear of Burlington House and the lively
bustle of the Burlington Arcade. The dainty
booths and bazars of the Areade, wherein every-
thinifrom a walking-stick to an eyeglass can
bought, are dear to the hearts of Londoners in
exile. When I congratulated a late Governor
of the Bahamas upon the earthly paradise to
which he had been transferred, he e his
hatred of banishment in this.wise: ** My
sir, I would rather have a half-hour jn Bur-
lington Arcade than & whole season in Nassan,”
which I took to be the unconscions Mayfair
ﬁuinlent of a hackneyed line in * Locksley

all.” A turn throngh the Arcade, and you
are speedily in Savile Row, where the grass
would soon crop out between the stones were it
not for the chariot wheels of those who are fitted
to their coats at Poole’s. The young London
writers as they take their lunch are little like to
envy the patrons of the-swell tailor ; theirclothes
have at least the easy work-a-day grace to which
Poole’s can never attain—that which becomes
the garb of the gentleman and scholar whom
nine tailors could not model, and this with all
due respect to every craft. The Savile is essen.
tially a literary club, compact of writers, critics,
journalists, and of poets a 1goodly number in-
deed ; now and then a poet’s publisher, like
Mr. Kegan Paul, who takes his pick among
them, from thelaureate to the youngest of those
who reach for the laurel, amf who has every
claim to their fellowship in his capacity as an
author and metrical translator. His arti m«
George Eliot is fresh in the minds of the rea:
of this Magazine. The Savile does not a|
our Century in years and wealth, and in the
number of prominent lawyers, divines, college
professors, and the like, belonging to it, nor
does it pay ial attention to art, and count
some filty artists upon its muster-roll. But.it
is equally & literary club, and a comfortable,
unpretentious haunt for working men of letters.
A nice feature of their usnal life is the lunch
which your London writer, even in the civil
servioce, feels it his prerogative to enjl?‘y at mid-
day, the best, to my mind, of Eng h
with its joint and salad, cheese and beer; an
at the Savile I counted upon meeting not only
native Londoners, but stray writers who chanced
to be in town, such as young Stevenson, who
told that idyllic story of his gypeyings with a
donkey in the Cévennes, and two of my own
countrymen — George W. Smalley and Hans
Breitmann—who, think, were regular members
of the club.—E. C. STEDMAN, in Harper's Ma-
gazine for May. .

VARIETIES.

CHEEK.——What is known as *‘ cheek” is, if
remarkable, charming, provided you are not the
victim of it. And this country can show some
smazing examples of it. The story is told of an
American visiting Montreal, who gave a waiter
a silver trade dollar as a fee. Scig the waiter,
*¢ 8ir, di(%vyou intend to give me a dollar t” *“ 1
did.” ‘“ Wel), sir, this coin is at a discount. I
can only take it for ninety-two cents. Eight
cents more, please.”

WaEN Morice Margorot was tried for udidoa
Lord Justice Clerk Brayfield, who always talked
broad Sgotch upon the bench, said * Ha'e yo
ony counsel, mon ”* ¢ No.” “ Do ye want tae
ha'e ony appointit t” ¢ No ;I only want an iater-
preter to make me understand what your lord.
ship says.” This was received with a burst of
laughter by the whole eourt, in which his lord-
ship heartily joined.

ON an interesting occasion, an intending Be.
pedict ap‘-eued in such a bemuddled condition
that the clergyman was obliged to refuse to Ppro-
ceed with the marriage. A few days later, the
same thing occurred with the same couple
whereupon the clergymn ravely rémomtnwi
with the bride, and said they must not agsin
present themselves with the bridgegroom in
such a state. *‘ But, sir, he —he winna come
when he’s sober,” was the candid rejoinder.

As the car sped up Shawmut Avenue, his arm
began to steal around her waist, and his head
inclined lovingly, unconscious of observation.
Just as the car approached Sawyer-street the
conductor thrust his head inside, and shouted
¢ Bawyer” close to Hayseed’s head. The latter,
hum]z drawing himself into form, in
remarked, ‘ You needn’t hev howled it throw
the.car, if you did. We're engaged 1” and the
rest of the freight set their faces towards the

‘driver and grinned.

Two oF A TraDB.—Scene—H Pier:
artist and hotise-painter withtn!s leaving Gare.
loch steamer. ﬁom-ptinm: I see you're s
brother brush.” Artist, annoyed : * I l”-';
sarcastic. *‘Is figure or landsoape your forte 1"
H.P.: ‘¢ Architectural. A wis pentin’ the in.
side o’ a stable the day. What were you
at ¥ Artist : ‘I gave the first coat to the out-
side a loch, second-coated a couple of villages,
a few pine-.trees, and a hill-side, and finished a.
thunder-cloud and a flash of lightning.” H. P.:
¢ Goodness gracious | Piecework, I sappose I’




