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llýives of greait men ail rcmlend us
Vie cari îaako our liIvs subimeI,

,And clsparings, leavc beliiuci us
leoot-.rlîcts oit the satids of tisne."y

CIGoni anid Zhort L*I.vZ..
LIST of the mcnand women of goulus ivlho have dicd
et or about the early ago ofe 37, and securod for theni.
selves au undisputed place ie the ranks of the immor-
tais, would occupy flot tie Ienst brilliant portion of

the record of the illustrious dead. 1t, is cstonisbing how
many men, wlîoso cames are a household possesion ie every
civilizcd country, have doue ail their best wvork aftcr 37, and
svho ivould never bave boon hucard of, or at best would have
shono only as the smallor lighits of literature, if they lied
been carricd off at the uge at whlich Byron, ShcIly, Bures, and
llniîlîael closed tli«ir carcèrs. And when ive corne to look ut
«Oint Milton did cfter 37, wbat Goothe ccnd a thou6aud others
did after the sanie age, antI li little tlîcy had donc before
it, wve caenot estimate hoi niuch richer the %world migbt
have been lind thoso briglit intellects which. iere out off in
-their ecrliest prime bcen permitted te give thirty or forty
years of udditional work to the world. It is cortain that
thirty or forty more years would have cooled tho blood of
Byron and carried hinm out of whct we cil k-now, und what
literary history hus stigmctized, as Byroeisni; but it is
impossible te forecest irbiat îrould have been tho result us to
predict fromn Werther the devoîoîreut that ended inet Ptaust."
Who eau foresec wrhat SheiIy would have conc, lu the full
ripocess of bis splendid power, during aniother quarter of a
century, and if hoe bad died, say, et the cge of Shakespeare?
Bures, too, ive know, dreamed of great %verh-s, und wlhen lio
*died there irere literary movoments iu the hir iwhicb miglit
have turned bis lebors and bis lifo into a new chaceel. And
'was lluphcel's genus exhausted when f lie grave closcd over
hlmi nt 37?7 No more than Michael Aîîgeîo's would have
been, and some of flic sublimost work of the great Tuscen
-wcs donc ie the lete eveniug of bis life.

A consideration of tlîis kiud slîould entirely xnodify our
comparative estimate ced criticismn of distinguishcd men.
Notbing is comraoeer, for exemple, among Germuans, and
auiong cultiveted Englishimen as weil, than te ascribo te
Goethte ageelus fertrauscending Schiller's. The comparison
is made betwcen tho whiolo body of Goethe's literary work,
-extending over upward of oighty ycars of exceptional beaittîy
uctivity, aed the product of poor Schiîîor's eautiIcted exis-
tence, stretching te scarcely more tlîcn one-half that termi,
-witli a large portion of it belonging te the pcriod of chld-
hood cnd, youth. But, bcd Goethe died et tIse saine ugo us
Schsiller, hoe wouid bave bcd a poorer resuit, to show than
Schilicr bas. He would have bcd a great decl less than
Byron le pure poetical work-, incomparably less aiso tlien
-Shelly, and, le respect of genuino poctry expressing the sim-
ple feelings of the lcrt and an apprelieesion of the beauty
of naturo, ho would bave stood an immeasurablo distance
bebli. ovte tise anlettered Bures Tiiere is no doubt that
Schiller, when ho died, et 4G, bcd ieaclîed a ioftier hoiglît of
drematic art then Goethe bcd et the saie cge-ire mttclît
say then Goethe bcd reacliedat 84. Sohiller bcd left bebiud
iîim a long roll of immorbil drames, some of tlîem lit up with
<ho radicece of c fine poutry, and many oif wbich ivill keep
>the stage as iong as the stage exista; but et the saine age
Goethe lied only produced one or two drains of any proton-
ciion. As for Byron, thora is eotlîing thet Goethc, did ùp to
.36-Byrou's cge et his decth-thct ivill hear conîparison irith
tlic marvelous pisilosophical insighit of etManfred," rsothiug
te equal the estonishing satirical powrer of the ilEnglish
Bards and Scotch Rlevicwers ' (aed Goethe frequantly did trS
*his hend at satire); nor eeything that desorves oen teo 
*eamed ie the samne breath cs «Don Jean.,,"

Miss Austen and Charlotte Broute irere rether more thue
37 1 ben they died, bot they died et au ugo eit whicb George

;Eliot bcd not irrittea a single novel. Que or tiro transla-
tions, cneoszcy or two iu the Westminster ]Reviair, aed the

-" Scones0f Clorical Le.e" irere allthat camatrom the'hand
-of the subsequont anthor of ci Adam Bode' and ciDaniel
-Derosuda." Carlylo moralizes oe what might have bacc thce

consequences to Engliss bistory if a stray bullet bcd struck
clown Oliver Cromwelîl. Perlîaps they wouid not bave been
80 greut us ho isnugined, and migbt havo proved to be notti-
ing more thu un criier Restoration. But given c fatal chill
or a foyer et 37, ced the long series of works with wlîiclî
George Eliot bias ericiîed Enulisli literaturo ivould have bcd
no existence; iu othor irords, tiiero would have been no
George Eliot. Miss Austte's observànt co bcd not grown
dim, nor bier facile peu been robbed of its cunnit.g, whea bier
life terîninated; and the world keoirs not hoir muny more
pliotograplîs of simruple Englii charactor ceni nicneors it lias
tîsus lost. IVo miglit in.itaece Keats also, ced Kirk Whîite and
Cîsattoron, but one died in bis boyhiod, ced tlic others betoro
tlîey irere mucb more tîsce boys, ccd a brokien colun
18 the fittest ced mc'st sug,,restive memcricl ovor tîscir
graves Tise inystori-eus et right-bave-beoe," lu the cases
of Reat"cnd Chuattert n, if tlîey lîcd lived tilt a ripe mnaeiood,
wouid have giNon to Etigiish literature maey a, noble poeia
it does not noir posscss. For it lias seldom bcppeeed thut
a poot or a eovelist bas exhausted blimsolin l a single 'rork.
Philip James Beiley did so in ciFestus,"1 cnd Alexander
Smith ccd Sidney Doboîl may be said to have thorougbly
draitied thedr inte!lects in ono or tivo efforts. No lecgth of
life svould have ecabled ucy of themn to cdd greatly te their
faine, tliouglî,I tîîoy miglît have iived on, faening tlue embers
of their ccrly roputation. Spoctuneity, energy, native force
wcre wcnting in themn more aimost thue cny Englislî pot.t
abovo medioc'rity. So, likewise, Pollok, qttem pticg t0 foillow
ie tîso footsteps of Milton, bcd, prohably cttained the high-
est pincucle of bis poseibilities lu "tTse Course 0f Time,"
uvîsen bis sliîttered constitution gave wey and ho sauk to bis
early grave.-Standard.

An Old Story of Dlickens Retoid.
Ileminisceuce of old Major Tlirockmorton, who for yeurs

kept the Gait Bouse lu Louisville, arc clweys in order. It
iras tIse Major, niso said that tho turkey iras a very incouveni-
ont hird-too large for oue and not largo enoughi for twvo.

Wlheu Chsarles Dickens visited this country in 1846, hoe
ment to stay a day or tire ie Louisville, ced of courFe, put
up et the Gaît flouse. He bcd been settîcul le bis roomn ou
tise second story only-n ieour &s tiro wbeu tise Major, a
bosom friend of Henry Clay, aed on terns of more or boss,
intim:sey ivith every notabîle man in tise Soîîth, sent ie bis
neme te the novciist, and follouvd la, e moment after ie per-
son. "Mr Dickens," ho begen, extending bis baud, «Ire ac
glad to woicome you. We keoir you cnd admire you, aed
will reekon it a privilege teo c llowed te extend te you tIse
bospitaiies of tise metrcspolis of Kentcy. As your es-
pecici host, I beg that yoru wiii command me for eey service
in my power te, render." Mr. Dickens received fuils urith a
frigid stare. cgWhen 1 need Vont icediord, hoe said, pôinting
te tIse door, ciI will rin."1 Tiht Major wus, for an instant
pcrulyzed. Then hoe rushed et bis patton, ceught him by one
leg and shoulder, ced lied hlm baif iray oct of the indow
betore aeotîser visiter ie the room couid interlere ana saea
the Ecglisbmae's lifo. Mr. Dickens loft tome the saine day
and the only mention that lie mado lu bis :t American Notes"
wcs to0 rofer te a casuel pig that ho sair rooting la tho street
ais ho mes ou lus mcy te take the river steamer.-.Iotel MaiL

lVWritien for the FamiZy C'ircle.]
A Lament.

Ail tisat I fein ççould sing or- say,
Souso chIer teugue bus sung or seid;

And nethicg worthy ivili romain
To speak of me whea 1 cm dead.

The thoerrhts that glcdly I'd express,
I ineet wich le some poet's lina;

1 féel their grece and eobieness,
But cen 1 dlaim, thut they are Mine.

And things I find, teo, 1 bava fait,
Vregîely cnd in a far-off way;

And sadIy tender strains that meit
Like wrcatbs of mist, ainroal, away.

O coeid I fiud a recini unkeoive
That eoar bcd owed a sovereige sway;

I'd deam and reslie it ail My owe
By right of flrst discovery. -. Yie. Cro3s.


