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remainder of this same sentence-" And will inevitably be
the speech, more or leas preserved in its purity, or cor-
rupted by ignorance, carelessnnss, or the imitative perver-
sity of the semi-educated multitude, of the young and
mighty nations, now in their adolescence or early maturity,
which have arisen or are arising in North America, South
Africa, New Zealand, and every country where seed can
grow, or man can thrive, to take the place of such old
grandfathers of civilization as the English, French, Italian
and Qerman languages of the sixteenth, scventeenth and
eighteenth centuries."

We would hardly expect a critic of language, whose
range extends from the penny-a.liner of the most trashy
journals to the works of Thackeray and Leigh Hiunt, to
adopt so clumsy a device for the avoidance of tautology as to
refer to bis imaginary "lgrammarian " who "lhad had the
ordering of the English language " as the sa nte' hiq funct-
zonary, or to speak of the majority of the people as the
great bulk ol the commuinity. Nor lias the gentleman who
proposes to present a few o/ the specimen bricks o/the' lite rary
edifice of some unhappy authoress any very obviouns
advantages of culture over the Ilvulgar who speak of a
woman as one of the /emi ni ne persuasion."

The only reason 1 have for suppoaing, that Mr. Mac-
kay is not familiar with Messrs. Abbott and Seeley's little
book entitled "lE nglish lessons for Engliali People " is the
intrinsic evidence offered by bis article in the Nineteenthî
Gentury, but I would suggest that if 'lEnglish Lessons for
Engliali People" or books of the same class, were placed in
the banda of ail teachers of Engliali in English schools a
mucli more practical step towards the Ilascertainment " of
Engliali would be attaiiIed, than could ever be accom-
plished by the chiinerical scheme suggested by M r.
Mackay. C, C. MOCAUL.

Lethbridge, N.- W. T., April, 1890.

WHIO CA N SAY?

1[TOLD her first down in the meadovw land,
Where, chldren, we had wandered baud in hand,

Many a day:
1 spoke no word-how did she understand?

Who can say ?

1 was aweary, and 1 sank to rest,
Even as a child miglit, on my darling's breast,

Anidst the hay;
Our eyes had met, and meeting we were blest:

Brown and bIne,
Wbicb were true?
Who could say ?

At evening churcli we nestied ide by ide;
She was my first love, she would be mny bride

Some day ;
The love of eighteen summers mnust ahide

Alway-

But worldly wisdom comes as mnan grows 01(1
We mnet again, and, Io! our bands wero cold,

Even as clay:
She sold herself for titie, 1 for gold.

1,Neither true;
Whicb the falser, 1 or you
WVho can sayiX

THE RAMBLER.

ITHIIN-K that it is always pleasant to be taken notice of.
1 have so enjoyed the reading of tbree letteras sggested

by my remarks Iast week on the su'bject of dreas. One is
signed "Cornelia " and assures me that 1 am in the riglit
about the discomforts of so-calicd ostbetic go wns, Cornelia
evidently baving experienced to the full the very sensations
1 with dîticulty esaayed to paint. Says this lady, I
have three handsome tea-gowns and I don't look well in
any of them. After ail a tout person must faîl back
upon blackr." Yes, dear madam, but remember-always
duli black if you please. Not lustrous black. Try both
and then tell me wlicb you prefer. You will soon dis-
cover wby if you study the point a little. Then I have
before me a very candid epistie from a young married lady
who confesses chat she is a fright in'anything but plain,
neat, modern dreas, " gray with linen collar and cufs ! 1
assure you anytbing else miakes me look provinciale. This
reign of puffed sleeves, surplice waists, of sashes, of
monster bats is very inimical to me." 0f course the third
letter is from a man, who affirms that 1 know nothing what-
ever of my subject, and wbo takes four pages and a haîf to
militate against fashionabie female attire. I understand.
1 pity bim. I will reply to bim at anme future date, when
lie is cooler. Notbing wiil move me, however. I still
inaintain the inherent sense of mucli of our so-called
modemn costume and apparelling of ourselves. And 1 arn
of opinion that mucli of wbat 1 said last week with regard
to, the diasemination of our present style of attire vill
doubtlesa be accorded me even by the very wildest dream-
ers of the present day, the Cimabue Browns, the radical
artiats, the baugera-on at studios, the frienda of Mr.
Wbistler, the contributors to JVOMan's World.

So mucli then is true. With infinite concern and
genuine consternation does many an artiat,. painter, sculp-
tor, poet, dreas designer, deprecate this sad multiplication
of ail that is ugly. For to tbem it is really ugly. There

ia no humbug about them. They at least are unaffeted
and natural, and do deeply deplore the miserable straiglit
up-and-dowvn, black and white, whitey-brown and altogeth-
er abominable liues and folda they are frequently called
upon to depict in wbatever particular medium they indi-
vidually work. The sculptor's cry, as written down by
bis magazine frienda and meet it is, 1 recollect, that one
may write and write about sculpture, yet neyer be any the
wiser-is %Il against these batefuLl bronze frock-coats, these
dreadful marbie boots, these little blobs of buttons, these
stiff imprisoning collars, these terra-cotta waistcoats, this
bristling hair, this rugged band, this vulgar pin, this pie-
beian watchchain, these Birmingham and Brummagem
filn ger-rings and cuff-studs. So the typical modern sculp.
tor. To sucli a one I would ouly say this. There is a
recent very delightful, valuable and interestiug publica-
tion issued by Charles Scribner's Sons and entitled the
"Thackeray Letters." If you turn over its pagea, to
whicb everything that is admirable in typography bas con-
tributed, you will find a little more than half-way through
a reproduction of a statue of the wise and gifted novelist
by Boehm, the justly celebrated sculptor. Now, William
Makepeace Thackeray was a typical Englishman, if ever
there was one. More than that, lie was a typicai modern
Englishman, with the sont of London and the gaslight of
Paris always upon bim, the one sbowing up the other.
Ris letters-these letters I arn referring to-reveal bis
character to us in its aimpiicity, its directness, its haîf-
morbid, baîf-excitable, religious and amiable leanings.

Ile lived to inake a name-a splendid name, second
ouly in English literature to that of bis friend Dickens,-
and was probably at the time of tbe creation of this statue
at the very zenith of has faine. Here was a great chance
for the artist. A man of genius, a man of bis age. a man
amoug men, a representative mind, a keen intellect, an
unrivalled author, beside wbom the Balzac of the Frenchi,
the FMelding, Richardson and even Scott of earlier Englisb
faine already appeared to lessen and wax dim. Now bow
did Boehm represent himi? 1 wili tell you and I wish that
tbere were at my disposai aone convenient apparatus of
acreen and focussed light by wbich you could ahi see what
I see in my miud's eye, Horatio. H1e is represented as
standing on a amaîl and perfectly plain pedestai in a
natural and simple attitude. Hie wears an ordiuary suit
of clothes, a capacious uecktie, coat well open in front dis-
playing a portly frame and watcb chain, bis banda are in
bis trousers' pockets-both of them-and bis spectacles are
on bis nose! Ail the samne I can conceive uothing finer
than this very statue. It is true as life, it is an forcible,
real, empbatic, vivid, natural, unadorned, unaffected,
honest, a bit impcrinus, a trifle cynical, but-Thackeray
-to the life. [t lias seized upon the individual air with
which this man wore bis clothes and embodies for us,
thougli clad in modern costume, what this great modern
was.

But was there no other course open to the sculptor i
Oh! yes. He miglit have conceived of him in anme
literary pose for instance, forefinger of the riglit baud
upon bis bmow, foretinger of th e lef t upon an open volume,
witb Il Vanity F-"' written across it, miglit have clad buru
in University robes or a massive coat witb a great fur
collar, discamded the spectacles, erased the watch-cbain,
evolved a prig and blotted out-Thackeray. Or, still
worse, in bis coutempt for iFrock-CoatBasqueism, lie migbt
have hidden bis portly British formi beneatli flowing
draperies of "llissome samite, white as thorn in May,"
given bim. a Napoleon-before-Waterboo kind of expression,
mnade himlif t his riglit baud towards heaven and put bis
left in bis bosom-in short cmeated a positive apotheosis of
conceited vulgarity. But this Mr. Boehm did not do.

iNom does auy aculptor do it worthy of his name àud famne.
No two men wear their ciothes alike, even these much

iabused modemn clothes. Any man who possesses any
iindividuality at ail wears bis clothes in bis own way and

makes them bis own ciothes. The patient, wise and
trained scuiptor will go to work to ascertain whetber bis
subject bas this gif t of individuality and in wbat degree,

iand work accordingiy.

1 am glad to see that carrent feeling and eriticism, at
least in the eortniglbtly, are in favour of Swinburne as the
probable and fit succeasor to the Laureate. I do not, per-
snnally, see for a moment, bow it can be otherwise ; but
ail minda are not soundly critical. 1 cannot imagine M~r.
Alfred Austin or Mr. Aubrey De Vere as weariug the
green leaf, Ilgreener fromn the brows " of the great poet we
ail love.

1 see the Dominion Illu8tra ted accords Mr. Mercer
Adam praise for Professor Goidwin Smith'a recent ciassical
translations. This is even unusual stupidity; an act of
inadvemtence of wbicb the editor is, no doubt, by this time,
fully aware.

TOTEms are defined by Mr. J. G. Fraser as "la class of
material objecta wbicb a savage regards with superstitions
respect, believing, that there exista between bim and every
member of the class an intimate and altogether special
relation." They are tribal emblema, famiiy symbols, sig-
nais of nationality, expressions of religion, bonds of union,
and egulators of marriage-iaws and of the social institu-
tions. The systema of totems exista among moat primitive
peoples, and in similar forma with the North American
Indians, Australians, South Africans, Arabs, bill tribes of

iIndia, Polynesiaus, and many other peoples.

SPA RKS FROMI THE ANVJL.

Sparliifroni the anvil ! sunlight gids lîhe pliin
!euîtIs ! teflc lcsiith itix et ivork i((ii.

Né) freeman 1, eave I can walk rny cix je 8sace
And look îny conscience, (an i xny tailir) jn the face.

Place Vices happiness in either eye,
And should I sec one wbit the less ? N ot 1.

Shorn of ali fiPessiiniin
Stands forth confessil as Atlieisin.

How ive admire the Fire-Kitig on lue tliroiii
So lbe the conflagrations nit mir mii.

Loth to admfit thi, ,yet 'tis very clear
What we style Virtuie je more often Fear.

To icaî'i, a Scottish audience one lias but tii tarit
Tii Ayrshire's ploîîgbîiianii orthe fi eld if Baniioclir»

Yoîîr radical would give bis cars tii lie
A scion of the aristocracy.

1 sneer at titles. Oh, how different, liai
1 

but Fate
Attach'îl me ti) an earîdoîn, îor a îiarqisiate.

Mers poîverty is nîît disgrace. 1 tuiîible iîito sin
XVhen wealtlîy îeighbiîurs mî'et nay gaze andîl liv% ab il in.'

The mais wbi reaches Wealtli and Halî1 iimss
Styles his fair goal" well ierited suiccesse;
Hes, wlîo against thme pricks lias ru,, aîîikl,

Dube hie îleserts as " my infernial luck."

The average prima donna's warbliîig notes
A suffering public thirty years endures;
Fifteen of thege she's ut) to concert pitch,
T'he latter half, alase are '' farewell tou'rs.".

Tii rear and train a child arc favouiite tîîjics
\Vith spinsters wbn neer hinsl'd aitiinfLnt's cry,
Nor heardl mans language-wellwîithiîî the tiîîpicii
Blending at midnigbt witl " Bye, Baby ! Bye

Ilealtlî and hie soul soquld be man's duiel colîcerti,
And, these secured, adiirnîoeîit bas its tomn
Revers'd byiniost--stretchi'd on the soîcial rack,
Mari cheats bis stoînach tii adîîmn lis lîack.

Tlhe turncoat whîo is now a Gýrit, erstwhiile a Blîîc.
Rails înost ferociosly against the azure hue,
Jîst as fair yeter'e close- ciin iunimi 'alvinist
Turn'd Anglican-is your extreniet ijitualié3t.

Angry at (iîp ? Imposibille ! Wliy ehiuld Ilie?!
<'ip's knîîcks are hoîie4t. Xlit i8 nianly caî't bort nie,
The Blacksnîith ie a Bruiser, andl ev'ry ïtchoiilbiiy knows4
Goiid bruiserse siuswlîen ftaiîg as wheîî dealing lliî

Charles Stuart ! diii thy public acte
But miatch thîy privarte mies,

The White Isel neer lbad i ninerî thiee
Aniongst lier hapless sons.

Gaze on the înaîfyi"d Stuart 1lio
WVlin Vandyck lîîv'îl te paint.

In piîblii' life a Liar-'inids4t
)oînestic scenies a Saint.

And Thonu 1 unr lExglanile OOliver
Who, elîte mnîlgîaît spleen,

D idst awe the tyraîit Sîaniamil,- aye
And cralty Mazarin.

T'Jy Englishmnan emeixumers, lbut
As a dieordor'îl dreani,

The foîîl Star-C liait iber's infamny
Thme tortm e-chînbers escreain.

Ve pirate hordes nf Barbary
Yon Crescent pales beliimc

'The star of Hitn whîîse valour .îwel)t
The field of Marstoni Miiir.

lit distant valîcys Liberty
ls ne meme sounding naine,

Since Vauidois cloiscî wîîrshiîî 'ieatli
The zegiéï of that fautie

Whiiee liglîteet accent, utterd 1 it
Our Crmîînwell'm island-liîie,

lieverbematee in thunders 'iiiidst
Tue Seven HuIs of Routes.

The gleamt of Civie Virtues lighi,
C ircles thy ,iorion'd head,

The voice of Severeign Sltcsngiianiîi,;i
Blends with the jack-sîîumr'd treand.

V/bat thougli thy botnes yen profigates
On Tybumn's gallowe swing,

TIhe Ileart of Englanîl noe goes fîith
To Erîglands Uncrown'd King,

Frîîm childhood's mirthful hîîur tilI I albî Life's cirtain xve
Shah flud Uacrtaiety's the enly <erfiafp.

O'er Baby number One enthusiasm's stmongly stim'd,-
V/bsn future prattlems coins, a chasten'd snrrow's quite the wîîmd

Oh1, " Staimcase*-wit 1 " unbornu until too lats te lliae,
Heaven inight bie scaled witbounr belated repartees.

Sf1 cuithfle au il! Shadow.u vuil flie plain.
Genties 1 a fair good niglt-wc suîert egain.

THE BLACKSîMI'rE.

Staircase-wit " ls the termi Parisiens iise for repartes titat ls boin
tont .te foz effet-that wiih only occurs tn us wben we have left the
drawing-roont.
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