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COLUMBUS.

By Rev. M. Harvey, St. John’s. Newfoundland.

‘« Cuances have laws as fixed as planets have,
And disappointment’s dry and bitter root,
Envy's harsh berries, and the choking pool
Of the world’s scorn, are the right mother-milk
To the tough hearts that pionecr their kind
And break a pathway to those unknown realms
That in the.earth’s broad shadow lie enthralled.
Endurance is the crowning quality,

And patience all the passion of great hearts.
These are their stay: and when the leaden world
Sets its hard face against their fateful thought,
And brute strength, like a scornful conqueror,
angs his huge mace down in the other scale,
s'he inspired soul but flings his patience in,

And slowly that outweighs the ponderous globe :
One faith against 2 whole world’s unbelief—

One soul against the fiesh of all mankind,”

The heroic life of Columbus is a striking commentary on these noble lines.
The achievement by which he wreathed aronund his brow the laurel crewn of
carth’s immortals was reached by endurance and paticnce such as even the .
bravest souls have rarely displayed, and amid contumely, scorn and disap-
pointment such as furnizhed an ample supply of this strong ‘¢ mother’s milk ”
to his *“tough heart.” When we turn the magic lantern of history on Col-
umbus, the figure presented is grand and Leroic in the highest degree. Still.
we must beware of the tricks of fancy, when shaping our image of the hero.
His great discovery and immense fame are apt to suggest to us the idea of a
vast mind and iron will, driving right onward to a destfhed end, tossing ob-
stacles aside as playthings, and making the powers of earth yield to his
behests. Or perhaps we think of hirn as some immense, unapproachable
phantom of the sea, playing fearlessly with ¢ ocean’s bristled neck,” holding
a giganiic rudder, and ruling sublimely over the world of waters. The reali-
ty, however, shows us a man of ‘‘like passions with ourselves,” who was
sorely tried at times with the felly and stupidity of those around him, and
hindered by their selfishness and .avy ; stung often by the reptiles of society 3
fighting his way to success, inch by inch, amid disappointments and partial
failures ; benefiting the world, and reaping the world’s ingratitudes  The strong
will that tramples down all opposition, and ever translates its thought into
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victorious deed—the unity of action that swerves uot from its purpose till it
is fully realised—rarely exist but in the fancy of the dramatist. To struggl:
and be beaten back, and painfully renew the conflict ; to gain a little by sore
toil, and to be humbled at times by shameful failure; to stumble on, amid
¢ broken lights” and foiled endeavours, and to die at last with a great hope
burning in the soul, but unfulfilled,—this is too frequently the fate of humanity.

So it wae with Columbus. He was truly one of earth’s great ones, with
less intermixture of human weakness and littleness than usually falls to the
lot of mortal greatness. Not because he discovered a world is he to e reckou-
ed great, for  fisherman driven westward in a storm might possibly have done
that by accident ; bui because in the depths of his own soul he conceived the
great idea that, by sailing westward into the unexplored abysses of ocean, e
would reach land : and having séruck out the daring project, hie held to it with
a grasp like that of gravitation, and accomplished it in spite of mountains of
difficulties ard yawning dangers, and all the obstacles that ignorance and stu-
pidity could fling in his path. In realising his great design, he cheerfully
sacrificed self, renounced case and pleasure, chose laborious days und sleeples-
nights, and bore patiently the‘world’s scorn, in crder that he might benefit the
world. This is the truest moral greatness. In itself, his work was grea
beyond all comparison. History has crowned liim as the completer of the
globe—the conqueror who threw open the gates of ocean, and subjected to us
mighty realms; who scattered the dark phantoms that brooded over the
watery abysses, and gave us the waves for our ships, and the greatest of the
continents as a home for the crowded populations ef Europe : laying open vast
fields for human energy and epterprise, widening the thoughts of men, and
enlarging immensely the materials on which they were to work. But great
as was the man’s work, the spirit in which he wrought was greater still. No
ignoble motive animated the heroic soul of Columbus ; no base, selfish end led
him on to victory. His enthusiasm was pure and profoundly religious. He
believed himself to be marked out by Heaven to perform a high, spiritual
work—to open up new realms, then blind and pagan, before the onward march
of christianity. In%he profoundest depths of his being dwelt the conviction
that he was God’s appointed minister for a mighty, beneficent purpose to the
race of man. He read this in the solemn whispers of his own solitary soul,
and also in the pages of the Bible, of which he was a diligent student. In its
far-reaching prophecies he saw the shadow of that future whose curtaiu he
was to raise. It was this faith in the invisibie that scattered all doubt, and
enabled him to see ‘*the land that was very far off.” This infused a solemn
enthusiasm into his soul, cast out doubt and fear, gave a lofty dignity to the
whole man, made him a poet in feeling and thought, and marked his actions
with sublimity and energy. This firm conviction, that he was Ged’s appoint-
ed servant, enablad him to front a scoffing, opposing world with his cherished
thought, and to bra$e difficulty and danger on its bebalf. And when euvy
and malice pursued him, and he was sent back in chains from his own New
World, and an old age of poverty, disease and neglect became the lot of the
world’s benefactor, this faith sustained him still, and enabled him to depart
in the calm consciousness of having accomplished a noble deed, leaving a
priceless legacy to the world, and to after ages the memory of a heroie, re-
ligious soul, who faithfully served God and man. Among all his noble quali-
ties, therefore, the profound religiousness of his nature stauds foremost. Ac-
cording to the light he had, he was under all circumstances a devout, wor-
shipping man. On whatever new soil he landed, his first act was to worship
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tiod. Out on the great occan hie never failed, morning and evening, to call
his crew to prayers. He vowed to devote a large portion of his share of the
profits of the enterprise to initiate a new crusade, m order to rescue the Holy
Sepulehre trom the Infidel,~—one of the great religious ideas of his age.
Whatever human weakness clang to hiny, in this at least he was strong—in
that religious hope and trust which led him to refer immediately to Goil,
whatever of clear knowledge and new illumination he possessed.” Here was
the secret of his strength.

Great men are not the mere produets of the times in which they live—the
cpitome of their age—the creations of those formative currents of thought
that are traversing the masses. Great men are the gifts of kind Heaven to
our poor world ; instruments by which the Highest One works out his designs ;
light-radiators to give guidance and blessing to the travellers of time. Though
far above us, they are felt to be our brothers; aud their elevation shows us
what vast possibilitics are wrapped up in our common humanity. They
heckon us up the gleaming heights to whose summits they have climbed.
Their deeds are the woof of this world’s history: In their minds the mighty
thoughts, the discoveries, the enterprises that create epochs and mould the
masses of men, first take shape. These heroic souls have toiled to smooth
for us the rough surface of carth: they have braved danger and death, and
laid the spoils at our feet.  Still, though not the mere outgrowth of their age,
they are, of necessity, influenced and limited by it.. Thus it was with €' .um-
hus, TIowever far in advance of his fellows, he was still a man of .ne fif~
tecuth century. The impulses and ideas theu current, the discoveries then
made, told ou his sensitive, largely-inquiring mind, fired his imagination, and
cave a bent to his thonghts. It was a stirriug cra—the age of geographical
discoveries and maritime adventures. In the preceding century the Mariner’s
Compass had been constructed ; and in 1452 printing was invented—the most
momentous of all the creations of man’s inventive brain. New ideas, regard-
ing the world and man’s destiny in it, began to make way. Blind subjection
to the past was repudiated. Science entered on her great carecer. A wider
theatre was needed for the development of the new life of men. The narrow
strip of earth, cousisting of parts of Europe, Asia and Africa, on which history
had hitherto transneted itself, was suspected ot to he the whole, The Por-
tugese led the way in the new carcer of discovery. Away down the African
Coast their daring mariners crept, passing Cape Bojador—+¢ the fearful out-
stretcher,” as the name signifies,—which had barred the way for twenty
vears, penetrating the dreaded torrid zone, crossing the line, losing sight of
the North Polar Star, and gazing in rapture on the Southern Cross and the
luminaries of another hemisphere, till at length Vasco De Gama doubled the
Cape of Good Hope and reached the shores of India. Thus the earth was
~ontinually widening in man’s view. What new discoveries might not the
abysses of ocean yet disclose! What stirring tales these Portugese voyagers
were telling of strange lands, of new races of men, of the terrors and wonders
of the deep! Everything was fresh and romantic to these mariners, who
sazed on all with the ready credulity and simple fancy of children

Deep in the soul of one man these wonders and mysteries had sunk.—
Columbus began to ponder on the seerets of the world that were now coming
to light. Born in Genoa in 1435, the sou of an honest wool-comber, he ac-
quired when a youth a good knowledge of the Latin language, and studicd.
geography, geometry, astronomy and navigation. At the age of fourteen he
tock to sea, being drawn to it by an irresi-tible longing.  TFor twenty years
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almost nothing is known of him, except that he was afloat during the greater
part of that time, battliug with storm and billow, fighting pirates and infidels.
familiavizing himself with strangze lands aud men, learning how to lay his
hand fearlessly on ocean’s mane when its wrath is roused, how to be patient,
enduring and watchful of opportunity. Thus the future sea-king served his
apprenticeship of twenty years, developing the hardihood and courage that
rendered him one of the most skilful and intrepid navigators of his day. About
the ond of this period he arrived in Lisbon, being then thirty-five years of
age. He was attracted, no doubt, by the fame of the Portugese discoveries,
and wished to profit by intercourse with her famous captains. In the prime
of life at this time, he is described a3 tall, muscular, well formed; his eyes
light grey, full of depth and fire ; his demecanour dignified, indicating one born
to command. In Lisbou he settled, married, and was naturalized. For sev-
cral years he voyaged frequently to the coast of Guinca; and when on shore
supported himself by making maps and charts, an art in which he greatly
excelled.

Our curiosity yearns to kuow in what way, and under what conjuncture of
circumstances, his great idea first arose in his mind,—at what moment his
mighty hope dawned. We only know that during these years when he was
voyaging, the thought that afterwards rose to imperial power in his soul was
slowly evolved and pondered in the depths of his spirit. In solitude all great
thoughts are born :—

s¢ If the chosen soul could never be alone
In deep mid-silence, open-doored to God,
No greatness ever had been dreamed or done.

Among dull hearts a prophet never grew:
The nurse of full-grown souls is solitude.”

No great discovery has ever yet been reached at a bound ; but slowly, pain-
fully, and with many a hesitating step. It was so in the case of Columbus.
A: dim expectancy, & trembling hope, (Heaven-awakened surely, as he be-
lieved,) began to throb. Each new scrap of knowledge, slowly gathered, fed
and strengthened it. Above all was it nourished inte power by his religious
faith, drawing every element of beauty and strength into its own high, inward
service. Dim gnd vague at first, the idea slowly took definite shape that he,
too, by Heaven’s grace, might achieve some great discovery, bringing glory
to God and good to man. Not without many * fightings without and fears
within,” did the throbbing thcught advance. We may picture him, at this
time, pacing the deck of his little bark, the rough, thoughtless sailors around,
gazing wistfully over those watery wastes to the west, as yet unfurrowed by
a keel, and longing for the hour when he would find himself afloat, with his
prow towards the setting sun. And then when night has closed in, we may
fancy him in his little cabin poring over Toscanelli’s map of the world, by the
flickering light of his poor lamp; then opening the marvellous pages of Marco
Polo, and pondering his glowing descriptions of Cathay and Cipango; and
then tureing to the burning words of Isaiah, Kzekiel and Daniel, and weigh-
ing the meaning of their dark sayings, and at length sceing the foreshadowing
of his own high hopes gleaming from the mystic page, and so building up into
certainty his formless conceptions, till a sacred rapture pervades his soul.

No special sources of information were open to Columbus, on which to
found his great expectancy. The materials at his command were open to all,
and vere poor enough. These were, the cosmographical speculations of
the day, in which imagination largely mingled ; the dreams of learned men:
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the dim prophetic notices of nuknown lands ; Portugese discoveries, and vague
reports amoung mariners of drift-wood seen upon the occan. It required the
quick instinet of genius, on the part of Columbus, to link ail these together.
and divine frem them a new world in the west. with that strong-winged con-
viction thai bore him to its shores. 1id not Shakespearc construct his im-
mortal dramas out of the roughest materials—traditions, stupid old chronicles, .
plays and histories? These, fused by the fire of his geunius, came forth death-
lesy creations, to delight and instruct the world.  How little others made of
the snme materials that were available to Columbus, appears from the fact
that tor years he was in ¢ minority of one, and that all the scientific men of
the day condemned his scheme as visionary. In spite of all thix, he arrived
at the fixed conclusion that there was a way by the west to the Indies; that
he could discover that way, aud so arrive at Cipango, Cathay, and the countries
deseribed in such glowing phrases by Marco olo. e by no means caleul-
ated on finding a mighty continent, untrodden hy the foot of any Furopean.
His theory was, that, as the ecarth is a spheve, it might be travelled round
from east to west; that only a third of its circumference yet remained unex-
plored ; that this space was partly filled up by the eastern regions of Asia,
which he imagined extended so far as to approach within a moderate distance
of the western shores of Kurope and Africa; and that, by sailing due west
acros$ the intervening ocean, he would land on the castern shores of Asia, or,
as he always termed it, India. Thas, what Columbus actually accoriplished,
proved to be far greater thau anything he proposed. He hoped to find a new
way to India; he discovered instead a mighty coutinent, undreamed of before,
cut off from the Old World by mighty oceans. The gifts of genius are far
greater than the givers themselves venture to suppose. Two fortunate errors
entered into Columbus’s calculations :—Ie fancied the globe much smaller
than it is; and he imagined Asia to stretch much further castward than it
really does. These happy mistakes encouraged him to venture out into the
western waters, under the impression that his voyage eould not be unduly
lengthened before he touched some of the islands off the coast of Hastern
Asia. Thus, then, the great thought, dimly scen at first, rose grander and
grender, like a great sun on his soul, and at length possessed and enthralled
his whole being. Doubts vanished. The long arms of his faith reached
across and touched the promised land, while he stood on the shores of Spain.
We have all looked with interest on the picture that represents Columbus
expounding to the Prior of La Rabida the grounds of his mighty hope. Seat-
ed at a table, with a map before himn and compasses in hand, is the stately
fizure of the hero, his little son Diego by his side. A striking portrait it is:
tall, majestic, grave and lofty in bearing; the face lighted up with that en-
thusiasm which marks the hero and the saint; the ruddy cheek, bronzed by
exposure to the ocean winds; the hair prematurely white ; the man hiraself
fresh and courageous—hattered but not overthrown by misfertune. He had
arrived at the Franciscan Convent of Santa Maria de Rabida, in Andalusia,
on foot, leading by the hand his little boy. Weary, dust-covered and thread
bare, he begged at the Convent gate for a crust of bread. He had turned his
back is disgust on Portugal, whose king had meanly tried to act on his plans
when confidentially submiited, without his concurrence or aid, and so.rob him
of his reward. Now he was on his way to the capital of Spain. The Prior
of the Convent, Juan Perez by name, entered into conversation with the care-
worr wayfarer ; and being & man of education and intelligence, he soon found
that he was cutertaining no ordinary traveller. Hour after hour he listened,
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as, with carnest and honest simplicity, the stranger discoursed of his desigus
and convictions, and aunounced the grounds on which his vast expectaucy
rested. The Prior was charmed, winazed, and finally couvinced. Ie found
his guest was no foolish dreamer, no sordid adventurer, and that his project
had a solid foundatien in fact and seience.  Then the rough mariner went ou
to tell the story of his life :” how he had made the offer of discovering a new
world to hig native city, Genoa, and had met only scorn and ridicule ; then
how the treacherous John of Portugal had deceived him, and that now he was
in scarch of a worthier employer. The good Prior was fairly won over, en-
tered heartily into his enterprise, took charge of his son, and gave him au
iutroduction at court to the reigning sovereigns, Ferdinand and Isabella.
Honour to thee, Juan Perez! Thy clear-sceing eye and open, generous heart
¢pabled thee to put aside the beggar’s garb, and discover the noble spirit
within. Thou didst nobly and disiuterestedly reach the kind hand of help to
genius in its sove struggles and disappointments! Thou didst believe in the
hero when all clse scoffed at him, and didst side with him and truth against
the world: and therefore thy name shall go down to the latest posterity in
comtection with the discoveref of the New World.

»  * 'Then to side with truth is noble when we share her wretched crust,

Ere her cause bring faume and profit, and 'tis prosperous to be just;
‘Then it is the brave man chooses, while the coward stands aside,
Doubting in his abject spirit, till his Lord is crucified,

And the multitude make virtue of the faith they have denied.”

'The brief limits of this paper forbid our following the fortunes of-our hero
in detail. 'We cannot now tell how lie spent six weary years at court, press-
ing his suit for leave to give new and boundless dominions to Spain, hope de-
ferred making his heart sick; ignorance, stupidity and prejudice throwing
obstructions in his way, and scoffing at his great hope. Nor can we describe
the scene in the hall of the Dominican Convent at Salamanca, where a grand
council of all the learned, reverend and distinguished men of the kingdom met
to consider his design, and solemnly pronouaced it visionary and presumptuous.
How could these learned doctors and great and dignified men submit to be
taught by this obscure navigator, the son of a Genoese wool-comber! After
hovering for six years about the comrt of Ferdinand and Isabella, getting only
vague promises, he at last turned away in disappointment, though not in des-
pair, and resolved to set out for France. Onece more he reached La Rabida,
and the kind Prior listened patiently to his tale of grief and disappointment.
He was deeply moved, apd resolved to make one last effort by appealing in
person to-Isabella, whose confessor he had been, and in whose izvour he stood
high. The magnanimous heart of Isabella was profoundly moved when the
great “enterprise was fairly propounded to her. She entercd heartily into it,
and declared that. if needful, she would pledge her jewels to meet expenses.
Once more Columbus returned to court, his heart now beating high with hope.

Now at length the prophet of the New World saw his star in the ascendant.
After long years of struggle and waiting, his great scheme was to be fairly
launched. It is once more & single man against the world; but on his side
are truth and fact. The grandest scene in world-history is about to open.
'The man who is about to burst the gates of the Atlantic stands ready for his
task; and the ounly souls that really believe in him and cheer him on, are the
queenly Isabella and the kind-hearted Prior of La Rabida. :

Friday, the 3rd August, 1492, is a memorable day in the annals of the
world. On that day the little squadvon of Columbus sailed from the port of
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Pales,  Nev v had hero such wretched tools wherewith to work.,  Let us look
at him as he embarkz, Ilc has under his command threc small vessels, the
crews in all numbering about 120 men, most of them pressed into the service,
all hating it, and expeeting no other issue than death in such & mad venture,
With heavy hearts and dreary forebodings they bade adieu to their friends.
The three ships, called caravels in the language of the day, were of the poorest
description, about 50 or 70 tons burden, not much better than our river craft :
two of them with onrs and no deck—crazy, leaky, scarcely sea-worthy. In
these fraifl craft, with nothing but compass and quadrant to guide him, with
sullen, terror-stricken, disheartened crews, our hero has to brave the Atlan-
tie’s billows, and penetrate the shoreless, unexplored waste of water, darkness
and danger before him, faithless, cowardly hearts around, and no alternative
to sucecess but failure, scorn and dishononr. Courage, brave heart! "Thou
hast need of all thy patient fortitude and stern resolve. Thou art alone—no
sympathising soul with thee; the beating heart of this great enterprise.”
and wanting thee it falls in ruins.  These black billows, leaping madly under
pressure of the tempest’s wing, thou hast to tame aud make helping ministers
to bear thee on. These rude winds, pursuing their wild revels from pole to
pole, thou hast to watch and render subservient to thy designs. With stroug
hand and resolute heart, thou hast to beat down mutiny, rebuke cowardice.
and rouse the weak and timid. Courage, my hero! The invisible calls
thee ; the voice that errs not whispers in thine ear; thy triumph gleams over
the blank ocean from afar, veckoning thee onward. DBravest of ocean rangers.
thou art greater thau all this tumultuous world of waters around thee, witl:
thy strong heart and trust in God! N

Never in this world’s history was there a grander sight than that of Col-
umbus, with his little caravels, sailing boldly to the west. See him as he
paces the deck, resolute of heart, his white hairs tossing in the wind, his eyes
kindling with the fires of faith and hope; his resolution inexorable as doom.
Sec him, as ‘ fortune’s full sail strains onward,” blessing the heaven-sent
breezes that waft him away from the habitations of civilized men, and bear
him into the unknown; reckoning up with grateful heart, each hour, the in-
creasing leagues that separate him from Spain. Vigilant, cheerful, joyous,
triumphant at times, he is recady for uny emergency : his quick eye takes in
every movement, marks every change. Onward the crazy caravels carecr
over the waves—mere specks upon the waters—far beyond the bounds where
the most daring have ever ventured before ; onward they glide, and still the
brief word to the helmsman is ¢ westward.” Is it wonderful that the terrified:
sailors begin to collect in groups on the deck, and to whisper their suspicions
that their captain is wholly mad, or a reckless desperado, to carry them ,into
these abysses, provisious failing, and hope of return each day lessening? Or
that their muttered threats of throwing him oyerboard and retarning to Spain
are heard? But, someliow, a glance from that calm, clear eye quells the
mutinous spirits; and as the commanding voice thunders out orders, they re-
luctantly obey. But wha. new horror is this that is whispered round the
decks with white lips? Their only guide, the compass, begins to forsake
them ; and, for the first 1.me, points no longer to the Polar Star, in this region
of terrors, but declines to the north-west! Surely the reckless commander
will now turn back! But no!—onward, ¢“westward” still. And now they
cater that portion of the ocean called afterwards the Saragossa Sea, covered
with sea-weed, looking, to the frightened sailors, like a vast inundated mea-
dow. There is little wind, and the clotted masses of sea-weed scem likely to
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mrrest the motion of the ships. The fate of the ancient maviner threatens
these daring men—*¢ the first that ever burst into this lonely sen.” Now it is
that the greatnexs of Columbus rises into sublimity. ‘Iis confidence mounts
higher as difficulties thicken. By firmnesy, patience and kinduess he is able
to control this crowd of siiperstitious, {rightened men; to repress their rage
and despair, and to lure them on.  What though the dash of endless waves
is in his ear, a hand is stretched to him from out the darkness, and grasping
it fcarlessly Lo is led onward, As the sea heaves beneath the stern, and the
cordage rattles in the wind, he seems to hear from afar the plunge of mighty
Amazon, as it leaps from its Continent iuto Atlantic’s arms; and with clear-
glancing, prophetic eye he already behelds the billows laving the green isles
that lic before him, and breaking in foam on the shores he has dreamed of.

Onward glide the caravels. Lo all remonstrances the daring captain’s an-
swer is, that he has come out in search of the Indies, and, by the blessing of
Heaven, he will not turn back till he has done his work. His faith flings the
mountains of doubt and difficylty in‘o the sen. But now, at last, the star of
hope rises: messengers from the Jand of promise, in the shape of strange,
bright birds, coi 1e around the ships. Another day, and lo! a thorn-branch,
with berries on it, floating past. What a blessed sight to the despairing sea-
men! Then a board is picked up, and then a rudely-carved stuff—the work
of human hands. Doubt vanishes; land is near; gloom gives way to coufi-
dence. It is row the evening of 11th October, 1492, the thirty-sixth day out.
The sun goes down on the same weary round of waters which, for so long a
time, their eyes had ached to sec beyond. Iivery eye is eagerly peering into
the darkness for the first glimpse of land. It is the eagle glance of the heroic
commander that gets the first vision of his own New World. At ten o’clock
he is ranging the dusky horizon ; sces a light ushore.and points 1t out to others.
At two o’clack in the morning, the leading ship gives the signal of land Ly
firing a gun. What a night was this, when with the morning’s sun the cur-
tain shall rise on & new world, on which the eyes of European had never
gazed! How impatiently the sleepless eyes look out for the dawn! Slowly
the-morning mists rise; and lo! before tizeir eager gaze lies a small, green
island, beautiful exceedingly, its shores lined with the Red-men, the children
of anotuer hemisphere. Columbus named it San Salvador. With becoming
pomp and ceremony, aud attended by a retinue of his followers, the heroic
leader lands; and by one common impulse they all fall on their knees with
tears—tears of that deepest kind that men know not the cause of—and “ pour-
ed forth their immense thanksgiving to Almighty God.” The noble deed is
done, not to be done again at all for ever: one that must stand alone in the
records of time, encircling the name of the doer with imperishable renown.
'The secret of the great deep is disclosed: once and forever a knowledge of
the New World is secured for all men.

The hour of triumph for Columbus has arrived. Ie retures to Spain ;
lands at Palos amid the ringing plaudits of the populace ; marches in trium-
phal procession, like a Roman conqueror, to Barcelona, surrounded by his
peaceful spoils—nhis Indians, gold, strange animals and plants—the joy-bells
ringing as he passes through the towns; the people crowding the house-tops
to view the peaceful victor of the hour. Seated on their thrones, under a rich
canopy of brocade of gold, Ferdinand and Isabella await his approach; and
as he enwers the magnificent saloon, they rise to receive him, bid him be seat-
ed in their presence, and having listened to his wondrous tale, they all fall
on their knces and give thanks to God with many tears, and rising chant the
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Te Deum. l‘mm cud to end of Europe the trumpet blast rings out **a new
world found ”"—a world of romance, too, abounding in gold mul pearlz. with
strange vegetable forms and animal races, and man in forms and stages of
civilization ur.freamed of before. New light breaks it on the learned.  The
whole current of men’s thoughts ceceives s new direction. Multitudes of sidl-
venturous spirits, despising dauger and privations, prepare to explore the
weerets of the new hemisphere.  The poos Genoese sailor is now the most
famous man in all the world.

But never was the worthlessness of popularity more strikingly illustrated
than in the case of Cclumbus.  Only seven years after this voyal reception,
envy and malignity did their work: the minds of tue sovercigns were poison-
ed against him by false accusations ; and in an evil hour they sent out Boba-
dilla, & course, viclent man, to supursede Columbus in Hispaniola.  Iixulting
in the opportunity ot insulting a great man, Bobadilla put Columbus iu irons
and sent him to Spain. It is true Ferdinand and Lzabella repudiated the Jdeed,
struck oft his fetters, ignored the falee charges made against him, and receiv-
ed him with kindness and honour.  But those irons sank deep into the soul
of Columbus. Ile kept them hanging in his room till the day of his death,
and ordered tham: to be buried in his grave. This wag the way in which the
great-hearted benefactor of a workd pxomatmi against the ingratitude and in-

Juries heaped upon him.  Yet this is but the ofi- -recurring fate of genius in

every age. The world knows not its prophets: stones “them when living,
leaving after ages to build their sepulchres.

Columbus made three more voyages to the lands he had found; and, amid
terrible perils and hardships, greatly enlarged his discoveries. Besides His-
paniola and Cuba. he reached Jamaica, the'Caribbee Islands and Trinidad;
and in his last voya;ze explored a part of the coast of the Continent, in the
ncighbourhood of Veragua and Honduras. Yet, strange to say, he never
knew that he had discovered a new Continent, and died in the belief that the
land he found was the eastern coast of Asia. Broken in health and spirits by
the sufferings and disasters of his final expedition, he returned to Spain, hop-
ing to find repose after all his toils.  Vain hope! Isabella, his patroness, was
dead and the ungrateful Ferdinand treated hini coldly ; refused to restore him
the omnei, dmumes and property of which he had been unjustly deprived ;
and, amid the Tormets of a painful discase, the great man spent his last days
in poverty and neglect.

And now we shall hastily glance at ouc otlier scene in his eventful history.
Let us reverently draw aside the curtains and look into the dying chamber of
the hero at Valladolid. A venerable figure is scated in a chair, propped up
with pillows—feehle and suffering, but with God’s patent of nobility still
stamped upon his countenance. Near him stand his sons, and a few dear

riends who are true to the last.  The old man is bound on his last voyage
to that country where ¢ there is no more sea;” and he has loved the sea so
well, and played with its wild waves so long, that we can almost fancy he re-
grets its absence from * the New Earth.,” He is now embarking on that
acean where we shall each of us, one day, make great discoveries. That old
room where he is dying is adorned with many a stranfrc object—trophies of
his exploits,—dried plants and skins of animals from another hemisphere ;
tattered maps and charts on which his voyages are marked : aud above all the
thorn-branch and carved stick tnat first assured him of nearing the new world.
A set of iroms, too, occupy a conspicuous place, the meaning of which we
know. And new he gives his last charges to those around his chair, the old

.
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enthusiasm flashing out at times, as, with devout thankfulness, he speaks of
God’s wondrous, merciful dealings with himself. Tle tells how he, the son
of a poor wool-comber, had been called by the Highest One to a mighty work,
such as is seldom given to man to perform; and obtained strength and guid-
ance to do it, and to unlock thie ponderous gates of ocean that had been closed
from the beginning of time. Devoutly he recounts how he was led, step by
step, to his great enterprise. Then he goes on to give wise and tender conn-
sels to his children : and having settled all his carthly concerns, he turned his
whole thoughts heavenward. On the 20th day of May, 15006, he lies dead—
being almost seventy years of age—the hail-storms all over, the quict haven
reached at last

Ilis remains were inferred at first in Valladolid; afierwards were carried
to Seville ; then, in accordance with a request expressed in his will, they were
borne to Hispaniola, and finally to Havanna, in the island of Cuba. Ilere, a~
was fitting, 1n the land he discovered. his ashes found a final resting-place.
In the time-worn Cathedral Church of the Havanna, on the right hand of the
high altar, is an insignificant mural tablet, with a Latin inscription and a rude
likeness carved upon it. Thefe is nothing clse to mark the grave of the Dis-
coverer of the New World, Te the wall behind his remains are built up.
He, whose monument is a whole continent, needs no inscription on marble to
perpetuate his deeds, which are indelibly inscribed on the memory of mankind.

¢ What hallows ground where heroes slcep ?
“Tis not the sculptured piles you heap !
In dews that heavens for distant weep,
Their turf may bloom : R
Or genii twine bencath the deep
Their coral tomb.
But strew his ashes to the wind, ~
Whose sword or voice has served mankind,—
And is he dead whose glorious mind
Lifts thine on-high?
To live in hearts we leave behind
Is not to die.”

s

NO MORE.

BY C.

Sad menfory turns the leaves
That tell of a fruitless life;
And my weary spirit grieves
That it can endure the strife
No more, no rore-

For dead is the bloom of my days—
’ Dead as the withered flowers :
Hope’s rosy, illusive rays-
Enlighten the dreary hecurs
No more, no more.

On through the darkened years
I pass to the unknown shore,
Still sceking, through blinding tcars,
The love that returns no more,
No more, no more.



QuarterLy Macazine. 203

JHIRONDELLE ET DAMOISELLE.
Bx: Grorge Covextry, Cobuurg, Ontario.

Au temps des hirondelles,
Lorsque les damoiselles
Du reticet de leurs ailes,
Dorent les Nénuphars
A travers la prairie,
S’en va ma reverie,
Cherchant I'herbe fleurie
Qui chatoic aux regards.

TRANSLATION.
THE SWALLOW AND DRAGON-FLY.

Dreary winter’s fled away—

Joyous spring once incre returns;
Nature all around is gay:

Thus the seasons take their turne,
Bounding billows ceasec their strife:
Creation thus returns to life,

See the sportive swallow flying,
Wafted by some genial breez. , °
Watch the new-born lambkin lying—
Everything around to please.
Gentle zephyrs o’er me blowing :
The tender grass is quickly growing.

In yon limpid water gliding,
Near the verdant bank in sight,
The water-lily 1akes a pride in
Being richly dressed in white :
The fleecy clouds above its head
Cast a shadow o’er the bed.

O’cr its bosom gaily sporting,
Dragon-flies display their hue;
All the gayest colours courting,
There most gorgeous meet our view—
Tinting with & golden ray
A blush, to make the plant more gay.

Vain is richest satin vying
With a couch of purcst white.
See the insect softly lying
Ere the dewy shades of night
Silently on down reposes,
Softer than a bed of roses.

Thus I pass a tranquil hour:
Fancy leads me to some tree—
There I cull my favourite flower.
Every moment light and free;
All my troubles lulled to rest:
Not o pang disturbs my breast.
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CANADIAN HOMES.

By J. M. LeMoivg, Quekee.

Ix the detached papers which constitute the Maple Leaves, and in severud
sketehes subsequently published. it has been our ain to place before the reader
the early history of Canada. with it peenliar institutions in a light, readable
form—more than once delincating men and events under their representative
aspect—as types and exponents of epochs.  Lue de la Corne St. Lue, redolent
of the memories of Carillon, was exhibited as the stalwart defender of the
soil—true to his country under the rule of the Bourbons, not deserting it
when foreign conquest inangurated a new regone—on the eontrary, taking an
aetive part in polities, and inovar under Geaeral Burgoyne in 1776. The
_ vouthful and self-sacrificing Commander, Dollard des Ormeaux, shone forth in

his true colours in 1660—a veritable Leonidas—the bulwark of Canada against
Indian ferocity.

D’Ibervitle, the Cid.of New France, becomingly typefied the proud ‘era
when lion-hearted Frontenze, reigniug in solitary grandeur at the Chateau
St. Louis, warned off summarily Admiral Phipps and all such invaders. Bre-
bocuf and Lalemant. wending calmly their steps through impeuetrable forests,
to cull the laurels of martyrdom on the fertile banks of Lake Simcoe, fittingly
portrayed that epoch of religious enthusiasm and ascetic devotion which
characterized the seventeenth century in the French Colonies—the heroic times
of Canada. Representative men to be found everywhere in our writings,
were, in ¢ Canadian Homes,” peculiar types for times aud classes, without
even forgetting the Great Northern ITunter,* now located for years in the
secluded glens of Sillery. Following on the same course, we purpose here
depicting the home surroundings and aspirations of an enlightened descendant
of one of our oldest feudal houses of Canada—one who traces back to the
fourteenth century, as calculated to open vut unexplored vistas in the history
of the Colony.

POINTE PLATON.

One balmy afternoon in September. 1865, found me cosily seated next to «
frieud, Fred. O. * * * * *_op the upper deck of the little steamer 7/ Eioile,
ra route for Pointe Platon, thirty-six miles higher up than Quebec. Rapidly
indeed did steam, wind aud tide waft us past the numerous ships in the har-
bour, amongst which loomed out several men-of-war ; first the French Corvette
I Estrees, next 1I. B. M. Paddle Steamer Baracouta, commanded by cour-
teous Captain Beavan, the screw gunboat Philomel, the majestic Constance,
and last the ponderous (Ivon-clad) Royal Alfred, Admiral Sir Rodney Mundy
—¢tritons amongst minnows.”  On ve shot, under the overhanging crags of
Cape Diamond, close to the mossy heights of Sillery, just then donning their
gorgeous russec suit of autumn ; soon we reached the entrance of the Cap
Rouge river, taking in at one glance the Dock: Company’s solitary piers—
and calling on memory to unveii the works of the pasi—huts, ports, towers,
carthworks, such as crowned Charlesbury Royal in those by-gone days when

e e

* Colonel Rhodes.



QUARTERLY MAGAZINE. 205

the iutrepid St. Malo Mariner wintered there in 1540-"41,—a name which
Lis fellow countryman. Roberval, chauged cighteen mouths afterwarvds, in
1542, inte France Roy, in honour of his sovercign, Frances I How graphi-
cally too, are these same locaiities deseribed iu their narratives writlen more
than threc centuries ago! One can recognize, to this day, Cap Rouge and
St. Augustin, by the luxuriant wild vines whichi line the shores, and the uu-
dulating green meadows and serpentine stream *¢ which windeth to the vorth”
of St. Augustin, without forgetting the forests of oaks und pines which line
the top of Cap Rouge, where stands ** Redelyfte,” the seat of Joseph B. For-
syth, Esq.

In a few minutes, we are abreast of the litile point at St. Aungustin, where
sank the ill-stared steamer Montreal in June, 1853, a seething mass of flames,
consigning 10 a watery grave some four hundrad human beings, whose groans
of anguish and despair, before taking the fatal plunge, the survivors will ever
remember. Nor must we forget as we seud past to salute St. Augustin, the
parish which gave birth to the historian of Cunada, I, X. Garneau. Further
up a few miles, Pointeave Lrembles nestles close to the river’s edge, reflecting
its shining church spire far across the blue waters of the St. Lawrence.
From this identical spot in April, 1760, sn exciting spectacle might have
been witnessed—the unequal contest of the Irench Frigate J7 dlutanic, com-
manded by Capt. de Vauclain, against the English men-of-war sent to destroy
and sink the French ships.

Next stands in bold relief at the entrance of the river Jacques Cartier, the
bluft, whereon had been erected in 1759, a large, solid carthwork, or fort,
now completely destroyed, in which Levi’s jaddd squadrons, atter their hurried
fiight frem the eamp at Beauport, rested their wearied limbs, on the 14th of
September of that eventful year—dispirited but uusubdued braves, longing to
be led akain against the traditional endmy, and scenting in the distance the
splendid victory, which awaited them on the St. Foye heights, en the 23rd
April following. A very few acres to the east of this Cape, and uncovering
cach tide, we noticed a well known land mark, le roche @ Jarques Cartier, on
which Bacqueville de la Potherie’s boat was stranded in 1698, and whereon
according to him and to Charlevoix, Jaeques Cartier himself came nigh finding
a watery grave, though other historians and Jacques Cartier’s own narrative
are silent as to thig later circumstance.

On we sped on the bosom of the famed river, until the picturesque horse-
shoe pointe, Poinie Platon was in view : loud sounds the steam whistle, and the
I’ Etoile hugs closely the whart. Three hundred and thirty-four ycars ago,
from this time day for day, another craft carrying the destinies of New
France, I'Emerillon, Jacques Cartier, Commander, of 40 tons burthen, was
spreading her canvass to the breeze opposite this same point, then known as
Ackelacy.  Captain the Right Honourable Admiral Cartier, as a Cockney ex-
quisite once styled him, tells us in his Diary (page 40) that he was here met
by a grand Seigneur du pays, who by dint of * words, signs, and ceremonies”
strived to inform him that the river higher up was dangerous on account of
rocks and rapids.

it was our fricnd’s good fortunc and our own to be welcomed also by »
arand Seignewr dw pays, who neither by words, signs, nor ceremonies, cau-
tioned us against attempting the rapids or rocks of the Richelicu, (as our
voyage of discovery, unlike Jucques Cartier’s, was 1ot to extend further) but
on the contrary made us welcome to his hospitable manvor, aud for the vigh
and ensuing day there did we sojourn.
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POINTE PLATON HOUSE.

The time was when the Province of Quebee could count many old manors,
whose loop-holes and magssive stoue walls had been designed as much to pro-
tect their inmates against mm':ﬁldcring Indiang, as they helped to furnish
warm lodgings during January frosts, or cool retreats pending July’s tropical
heats,  Of this class was the old manor house of Beauport (a portion of
which is still standing south of Col. Gugy's residence). When sold, it was
remarked that for two hundred years it had been in the occupation of the
warlike race of the Duchesnays.  Cape Sante, Vercheres, Montmagny have
also their old scignioral mauors, but they cannot hold out very long under
all-devouring time, tempus edar.  Probably the most extensive structure of
this kind was that of the Baron of Longucil—it formerly stood at Longueil,
where the R. C. temple of Worship has since been erected, and a drawing
of its ruins may be seen in the celebrated Album of the late Jacques Viger,
the Montreal antiquarian. .

On reference to history wa find that it comprised a dwelling, armed tower,
bakery, brewery, &c.; all these old piles were located less with an eye to the
picturesque, than for the safety of the seignior in times of war, and war was
the order of the day in that remote period, and for the general convenience
of the censituires in their intercourse with the Lord of the Manor. Pointe
Platon 1louse docs not belong fo that age. It is a modern structare: the
site having been selected by the respected father of its present oceupant solely
for its natural beauty ; some six hundred acres of corn fields, with here and
thexe groves of maple, oak and fir.—Properly speaking,it lics beyond the limits
of the populous seigniory of Lotbiniere, owned by its occupant. Three cul-
tivated plateaux descend from the heights of land to the level of the St. Law-
rence ; on the centre one, stands Pointe Platon House—a commodious, airy
dwelling—in u form, looking towards the St. Lawrence. 1t is surrounded by
ample double verandahs, with maple leaves neatly carved in the wood work.
In rear, and hid by young firs, pine and maple trees, stands the billiard-
room, out-houses, stables, grainaries, in which are stored fiax, hemp,
and tobaceo, the cultivation of which the proprietor has taken much pains
to introduce amongst the farmers—the specimens of each exhibited to us
were of marvellous size.  In front of the House is a sloping lawn, intersected
with flower-beds, and crowned dircetly in frount of the dwelling with a terraced
flower garden, separated from the lawn by an embankment, surrounded by an
evergreen hedge, with an inner zone of sweet briar ; adjoining is the orchard,
fruit and vegetable garden, and a new vinery, which bids fair to furnish
shorily its annual tribute of ambrosial fruit; the whole skirted by a tiny lake,
fed by some underground, perennial springs ; in the centre a diminutive green
islet offers a refuge to yonder quacking squad of Aylesbury ducks, now convoyed
round the lake by a pair of snow white Bremen geese. A wire fence shuts
out from the ¢ young hopefuls” of the chateau all access to this sheet of
water which finds its outlet in the hill skirting the garden.  From the house
verandah @ most extensive lavdscape unfolds on all sides. To the east the
vast Bay of St. Croix, in a graceful curve expands—once a dreaded locality
to raftsmen, in the days when steamers lent them not their aid, in their
downward course, on their timber cribs. To the west the Parish of Cap
Santé settles down to the water’s edge ; next, you see Portneuf and its spa-
cious temple of R. C. worship, the massive pile overshadowing the many
swrronnding roofs—the mother walching over the welfare of her young. Six
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miles mare to the cust another sprightly viliage, Pointeauz Tremhles, shoots
up its glittering spire.  In the full blaze of the setting sun, to the west of the
dwelling, sity o small rustic bower with a flagstaff, erowning a bluff' or pointe,
known as Poinle & Papineau, it having been a favourite resort of the Nestor of
our statesman, ITon. Linuis Joseph Papinean, when formerly he made his an-
nual visit to Pointe Platon House, in the days of the father of the preseut
possessor.

In the course of gur various rambles over mountains and in glens, many a
aorgeous panorama has been disclosed to our dazzled gaze, in this our sweet
land of Canada. Some spots we found exactly as they had left the mouid of
omuipotence ; fresh in their perennial youth and majesty; the hand of man
had ncither aitered nor defiled them ; others showed in every lineament the
impress of human ingenuity, eultivated taste, wealth and progress. The first,
in their solitary grandeur, we liked to view, like altars, which the great Being
had erected for his especial glory; we approached them occasionally, and
with reverence.  The others, associated with human joys and sorrows, preg-
nant with family memories, health producing, appeared to us as the natural
abodes of men, far from the pestilential breath of the erowded city—these
spots we never could tire of seeing—we felt the better from viewing them—
from dwelling in their midst. Our visit to Pointe Platon Iouse was too much
mingled with the latter thoughts for us to be entirely silent on this score.

On a lovely September afternoon, a few hours before sun set, we stood
musing on the spot conseerated by owr great Parliamentary Orator, L. J.
Papinean; at our feet the wide, murmuring waters, coeruleum mmre, wash-
ing softly the foot of the cape, glorifiad by the oblxquo rays of the departing
luminary—a sheet of molten "old More than three centuries ago, & white
pennoned bark was doubling posﬁbly at this same hour, this same promontory.
What then were the thouwhts—-—the utterings of its historic crew? Were
they pondering in their minds the mysterious meaning of the salutation which
had greeted them : A-ca-nada— There is nothing hers ¢ Or were their youthful
voices making the welkin ring with amorous ditties in honour of their beloved
King and master, Franceis I, the royal lover of the beautiful Diana of Poitiers?
W looked in vain in our reverie for the Enmerillon of other days : aught could
we sce except the black hull of a Montreal deal bateau, whose luaty sailors
were shouting like stentors. as they purchased the anchor to take advantage
of the flood tide :

Ol\ ! Bob Ridly, Oh!
Oh! Bob Ridly, Oh!

Towards the land, our eye followed the successive plaleaur which close in
with the beach; here and there green meadows or fields shorn of their golden
harvest ; to the cast, the model barn, which farmers from the ncighbouring
counties came to look at and wonder—the last plateaux fringed by 1ofty forest
trecs, as a back-ground to the scenc—presently our cyes caught sight of a
horseman cantering in the direction of the manor; it was the seiyncur, whom
his trusty black steed Corbenu was car rying homeward from his daily tour of
inspection of the farm, where extensive subsoil drainage was being carried on.
A few strides more and the Laird is welcomed home by la Chatelaine and all
the ¢ young hopefuls.” Had all the ancient Canadian seigniors lavished as
much money ou the promotion of agricuiture, and for the benefit of the censi-
tazres, few indeed would have been the cerfs hardy cnough to ask the inter-
ference of the Legislature against feudal burthens, The Laird of Lot-
biniére, though young in years, has already represented his country in the
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Canadiau Commouns for several parliaments: & two-fold mandate has been in-
trusted to him since Confederation ; he is a member of the Local and Do-
minion Parliamente.  Bat enough has been said to exhibit progress in agri-
culture awl sociallyas it now stands at Lotbini¢re and Pointe Platon; a great
deal too much has been uttered for the retiring tastes of its worthy Scigneur.

Ilenri G. Joly, by hismother Julie de Lotbini¢re, i3 a lincal descendant of une
of’ the proudest, wealthiest, and most distinguished Canadian houses, that of
Chartier de Lotbinjiére. Jsct us open the learned® compilation of the Ahb*
Duaniely, a Treneh ecelesiastic, now residing in Moutreal.  ** Thif family,”
fays the learned Abbé, © connected with the (Freneh) families of Chateaus-
briaud, La Rochiefoucauld, Polinae, Montfort, De Vaudreuil, Des Melioses,
Soulange, Duchesnay, as represented amongst us by the Harwood and Joly,
i3 oue of the most ancient and most illustrious.”

Its head on the soil of Canada was Louis Theantre Chartier de Lotbinitre.
whaose first French ancestor by name was Phillipe Chartier, ¢ Receveur Gen-
eral des Comptes in 13747 One of his sons became Bishop of Paris— Alain.
the fourth son, was the mogt illustrious of all. e was Sceretary of State
to Louis VI, who granted him titles of nobility. Ilis extraordinary clo-
quence struck so forcibly Margaret of Scotland, the Queen of Louis XI., that
she publicly showed him tokens of her esteem.  One of his sons, Clement.
married a wealthy heirvess of Britanny in France, Mlle. de Chateaubauy. To
him is traced the name ot’ Lotbinicre in his family.  Ilaving purchased an estate
in Mainc, called Binieres, which he wished to distinguish from another which
he owned in Dyormais, called Bignines, he added the word Lot to the name.
which was that of a species of fish found in the ponds of the Chateau, and
made Lotbinitre. A few years subsequently this domain was erected into
a Barony. Clement de Lotbinicre died in 1560, aged 104 years; onc of his
daughters married Joseph de Chateaubriand, an ancestor of the llustrious
author of the ¢ Gonie du Christianisme””  Ie left three sons, of whom Alain.
who after entering the army and subsequently studying for the bar, became
the great graud-father of the founder of the Lotbiniére family in Canada.

Passing over a portion of the fannly records, we find in Canada, about
1650, Theantre de Lotbiniere. The date of the concession of his scigniory
is 3rd Nov., 1672. His ability soon breught him into notice, and he was
made ¢ Ticutenent General and Criminel de la Prevoste de Quebee.” 1t was
in 1085 that his son Revels Chartier de Lotbiniere obtained the grant of the
seigniory ** sur Ja riviere du Chesne,” at Lotbiniére, which is still in the pos-
session of the family.  This old feudal nabob died at Quebee 5th May, 1710,
leaving to his son, Eustache Charticr de Lotbiniére, immense territorial pos-
sessions.  We next find in order of date, as his suecessor, Michel Eustache
Gaspard de Lotbiniére, a distinguished officer of Engiueers, who was intrust-
ed with the building of Fort Carillon (Ticonderoga). He distinguished him-
sell at the memorable battle of Carillon, where General Abercromby with
some sivteen thousand men was repulsed by Montealm at the head of loss
than one-fourth that uumber. s services merited him a title of ¢ Cheedlicr
de St. Lowss,” and he was made a Marquis.  When these honours were pour-
ing on him, he was the possessor of’ some most valuable seigniories on Lake
Champlain, named Allainuille.  After the conquest, he acquired the seig-

* Listoire des Grandes Famidles Francaises du Canada, Eusibe Senutial, Montreal.
1867. 'This beautifully illustrated volume, the materials for which have been recentls
compiled in France and in Canada, ought to be in the hands of every student of Cana-
dian history,
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niories of Rigaud, Vaudreuil, and Lotbiniére, in the District of Montreal.
He we 13, howm er, umuctly dispossessed by the American Government of his
sciguiories on Lake Champlain, and. notwithstanding repeated demands, his
elaim has remained in abeyanee to this day. e died in 1799,

Lustache (zaspard Michel Chartier de Lotbini¢re inherited from his father
the estates of Vaudreunil, Rigaud, and Lotbiniere, as likewise the title of
Marquis, which, however, he never assumed.  He took an aetive part in
tavour of the British in 1775, and in 1793, succeeded to Mr. Panetthe,
Speaker of the Canadian Commens, as Speakar of that Honse.  He died in
his seigniory in 1821, and his lady, generally known as the Blarquisse de
Lotbini¢re, expired in 1834, lc’t\m«r to transmit the old family name, which
had seen thirteen "onuatmu\. no sons, but three daughters.  The eldest mar-
ried in 1823, the ITon. Robert Cunwin Harwood, a member of the Legislative
Council. 'l‘hc secord. the beautiful Charlotte de Lotbinidre, married in 1821
William Bingham, the wealthy son of Mr. Bingham, of Philadelphia, a sena-
tor, *-hose daughter marrvied Lord Ashburton.  3Mrs. Bingham left twe sons,
who died young, and three daughters. MHe. Louise, the eldest, married
Count Abner Brian de Bois (;1lbmt, a descendant of the famous f'mml) of the
Brian de Bois Gilbert, the renowned Temnplar mentioned by Sir Walter in
lvanhoe. 'The second married Count de Donay ; Mlie. Gcor«mna, the young-
est, married Count Raoul &’ Epresmenil. They all three reside in France.

Thc youngest daughter of the Marquisse, Julic de Lotbiniére, the aunt of
the three young ladies illat mentioned, married in 1830 a French gentleman,
Gustave Joly, who died in France in 1866. He was the father of Henri G.
Joly, the present sciguior of Lotbiniére, and member of Parliament for both
Houau, whilst his younger brother, Iidmond, a British officer, fell at the
siege of Lucknow in India.

We Lave uot hesitated in eutering into these genealogical detmls, Whlclx
may appear of secoudo.ry importance Yo some of our rc‘ldcrs, but which must
tind their place inthese sketches of Canadian IHomes, and which in thls in-
stance are intimately associated with the early history of Canada.

SKETCH OF ENGLISH LITERATURE.
PERIOD 25p.—~FROM THE ELIZABETHAN TO THE AUGUSTAN AGE.
BY PROFESSOR LYALL.

*There never was anything,” says Lord Jeffrey, in one of those fine
critiques re-published from the Edinburgh Review, ¢ like the 60 or 70 years
that elapsed from the middle of Elizabeth’s reign to the period of the Revolu-
tion. In point of real force and originality of genius, neither the age of
Pericles, nor the age of Augustus, nor the times of Leo 10th, nor of Louis
14th, can come at all into comparison ; for in that short period we shall find
the names of all the very great men that the nation has ever produced, the
names of Shakspeare, and Bacon, and Spenser, and Sidney, and Hooker,
and Taylor, and Barrow, and Ralcigh, and Napier, and Hobbes, and mary
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otuers ; men, all of them, not merely of great talents and .lccomplhlnnm 3.
but of vast eompass and reach of uml--x\'t‘uxdx.w, and of minds truly ereative
and original; not perfecting art by the delicacy of their taste. or digesting
knowledge by the greatness of their rew:onings, but making vast and substau-
tial additions to the materials upon which taste and reason must hereafter be
employed, and eularging to an ineredible and nuparalleled extent both the stores
and the resources of the human faculiies.”

It is impossible to acconnt.for so great a fertility of mind at one period.
The strong tmpulse of the Relormation enuld not but have its influence, and
it was then too that England became more widely acquainted with the litera-
ture of the Continent, as well as with the classical writers of antiquity.
Elizabeth too was a great encourager of learning and genius; nor did her
successor fail in this respect, But none of these canses seem adequate to the
effect. Jeffrey’s analogy dues not help us, when he compares the works of
that period to *‘the productions of & soil for the first time broken up, when
ail indigenous plants spring up with a rauk and irrepre-sible fertility, and
display “hatever is peculiar and exceellent on a secale the most conspicuous
and magpificent.”  We are inelined to think this is an illustration rather than
a real analogy. ‘There may, for aught ve know, be a correspondence between
the mind and the soil in tire sircumstances deseribed ; but we caanot definite-
ly pronounce that it iz so. To make the analogy good we must be prepared
to say, that as the cultivation of a nation’s mind proceceds, mind itself de-
creases,. great and original powers decay, productive talent diminishes or dis-
appears. This surely could not be maintained. It is not the same mind, a~
it is the same soil, that is wrought upon by successive cultivation: the soil
may be exhausted, but there is ever new mind coming forward ; besides, it
were strange if mental cultivation exhausted the mind as physical does the
soil. Indged what is called cultivation, in the cne instance, is rather simply
taking ont of the soil, in the way of erops, what may or may not be returned
io it, under a wise or an ignorant system of husbandry: is mental culti-
vation anything like this? There followed indeed on the revival of learning
in Italy something like what took place in England at the Reformation; and
that was just the period of Italy’s greatest names, of Dante and Petrarch;
and it was then too that Giotto gave its new impulse to Art.  The most use-
ful discoveries and inventions also followed upon, or soon after, the revival of
tearning. The fresh stimulus given to thought by any such event may have
au effect both as to the originality and the vigour which mind may exhibit.
There seems to be some conuexion between any great event and the develop-
wment of mind. The struggles immediately preceding the commonwealth
would appear to have had their influence in the production of such characters
as Hampden and Pym, and such writers as the great Puritans, and Milton.
and the ruling spirit of Cromwell. Thought is called out at such periods, and
has scope for excrcise, and materials npon which to be exercised. Ifas
Aumerica yet exhibited an cqual to Washington and Franklin? But instead
of seeking un cxplanation in any secondary causes, shall we not rather find it
in the designs of Providence, which has at particular periods great purposes
to accomplish, and raises up the instruments for their accomplishment?  Such
results, too, arce seldom brought about by any one cause or influence, but gen-
erally by a number of conspiring causes, converging to one point, & climax or
consummation. It i3 perbaps ** the Tong result of time,” the outcome of many
previous years, the blossom of the ages, the product of centuries.

It would be impossibie to dwell at length upun individual writers of this
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age or period, each of which would require more space than we cau devole
to all of them together, if we would fairly express or eriticise their merits.
This is the less necessary as the writers are so familiar,to every one whe
boasts even a tolerable acquaintance with the literature of his country. Who
has not read the dramas of Shakspeare, or been led by the magic spell of
Spenser among the shadowy scerles of his allegory, or been captivated by the
cloguence ot Jeremy Taylor, or been carried along with the powerful argu-
ment of Barrow, or been instructed by the wisdom of Hooker, or heard &f the
logarithms of Napier, or found at least matter for reflection, and perhaps re-
futation, in the philosophy of Hohbes? '

It is but a very general view that we can venture to present of these and
other such writers, and the most general criticisms that we can offer. °

Literature in this period—as it must in every period—divides itself again
into Poctry and Prose. Poctry, we have said, generally takes the precedence
of Prose m a nation’s literature. During what are called the Dark and
Middle Ages, and until the Reformation, there is not a single writer of prose
of any eminence ; while during the same period we have several poets of high
name, such as Chaucer, Gower, James 1st of Scotland, Dunbar, Surrey and
Sackville, The questions of the Reformation required some other vehicle
than poetry for their expression, if they were to find expression at all; and
these questions were such as could not limit themselves to a mere oral com-
munijcation or utterance. The logical faculty as well as the poetical was now

“developed. Zeno, the first Logician, the father of Dialectics, was the first
(rreek prose writer. Parmenides, his master, announcing his views oracu-
larly, not needing to defend them dialectically, uttered himself in Greek hex-
ameters, as did also his immediate predecessor Xenophanes. Herodotus, the
earliest historian of Greece, was about contemporary with Zeno.

On the threshold of this period we confront the tfxeological productions of
Cranmer and Jewell and Ridley; and we have the sermons, or popular ad-
dresses, conciones ad populwm, of Latimer, the Spurgeon of, our own day.
It was he who said to Ridley when on the way to the stake: ¢ Be of good
comfort, Doctor Ridley, and play the man: we shall this day light such a
candle, by God’s grace, in England, as T trust, shall never be put out.”

Hooker’s ¢ Ecclesiastical Polity ” is the first writing in. the form of a regu-
lar treatise that we possess in our language. Roger Ascham indeed had
written " hig ¢ Schoolmaster ” sometime before, in good English, and in a
pleasing and lively manner, but it is not'so sustained and methodical a work
as Hooker’s, and is not to be named with it ip point of cither thought or style.
Hooker’s work called forth the commendation of the then reigning Pontift,
who pronounced it on a level with the best treatise that had been written iu
any age. This fact, I think, is noticed in the life of Hooker in that very fas-
cinating book ¢ Walton’s Lives,” itself a gem of biographical composition, as
his ¢ Angler” is on its peculiar subject.

It is worthy of notice that our early English prose is inodelled evidently
upon the Latin langnage, which had hitherto been in vogue in all prose com-
positiong, and with which all claimisg any amount of education in that age
were familiar. Hence the inversions so noticeable in our earlier prose writ-
ers, especially in the stately style of Hooker, and in the march of Bacon’s
thought ; although in his * Moral Essays” Bacon approaches much more to
the uunaffecied ease of a later period. These inversions are particularly
observable in Milton’s prose, which is more involved, if possible, and, if
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we may be allowed the paradox, in some parts more poetical than his poetry.

Another rerson for this peculiarity in prose writing, when first attompted
may have been, that it could not be ull at once scen that prose should be, far
raore than poetry, the language of conversation or of ordinary spoken address.
It should be this, pruned of the merest colloquinlisms ; and to this it arrived
in the age of Addison, and even carlicr.  Cowley and Dryden had already
found out the sccret, and wrote in charming prose. But cven the conversa-
tion of that age partook of the picturesqueness of the age itself: it was still
formed after the chivalresque model in life and manuers which was just pass-
ing away, or which lingered on into the time of the Charleses. The euphu-
s of the age of Elizabeth were a remnant of the same institutions and
manuers, but perverted into a fashion, and degenerating into foppery. Still

another reason perhaps was that a certain inversion and stateliness of

language are always the cffect of high, if not strong emotion ; and that was
an age, or these were ages, of much higher and intenser feeling than the frivo-
lous times cf Charles the Second, or the more disciplined and practical period
of Swift and Pope and Addispn.

1t must, we think, have struck the attentive peruser of English Literaturce
that the poetry of the period we are considering exhibits aotna]]) less inver-
sion than the prose, and is more the lauorumm of ordnnry conversation and
familiar speech.  This is particularly to be noted in the drama of the Eliza-
bethan period. It cannot, we think, have failed to suggest itself to the
thoughtful student of this age of our Literature, why it was that the prose
was so inverted and stilted, so twisted out of its natural order and flow, while
the poetry, for the most part, maintains the very construction and arrange-
ment that would be adopted at the present day, is even a model which the
writers of the present day can hardly approach. The blank verse of Milton
indeed partakes more of a latinised order or construction than is observable.
or obtains, in the dramatists, but that was perhaps from Milton’s peculiarly
classic character of mind and habits, while the elevation of his theme admitted
of it, and even in some degree invited it. The dialogue of the carly dramat-
ists is the model to us of poetic composition, especially in drama. 1t would
be in vain indecd to attempt to copy after Shakspeare, or imitate his style, but
that is for another reason than its thoroughly idiomatic and appropriate
English. And yet Alexander Smith, author of the ¢ Life Drama,” not un-
truly says of Shakspeare, what all must have felt, although the thought may
rot have taken any very positive form or shupc, that ¢ In Shakspearc’s
characters, as in his language, there is surplusage, superabundance ; the mea-
sure is heaped and running over. IFrom hissheer wealth he is often the most
undramatic of writers. He is so frequently greater than his oceasion, he has
no small change to suit his emergencies, and we have guineas instead of
groats. Romeo is more than a mortal lover, and Mereutio more than a mor-
tal wit ; the kings in the Shakspearian world are more kingly than catthly
sovercigns ; Rosmhuds laughter was never heard save in the forest of Arden.
His very clowns are tmnbccndcutal with scraps of wisdom springing out of
their foolishest specch.”  We thiuk this is a true criticism ; and’yet, for the
most part, it never oceurs to us to think that this surplusage is any other than
it ouglit to be—that the different characters speak in a language at all beyond
themxehea, and utter thoughts, and sport themselves with wit, which only
Shakspeare could have put into their mouths. Tt secms Lut the most natur al
utterance of the ocegsion and the character. The truth is we arc imbued by
Shakspearce with o higher instinet oursclves: there is a keener edge pnt upon
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our own intelleet, and we think and speak and fecl with the thought and feel-
ing and speech of the interlocutors of the drama.  Shakspeare’s world js not
O\actly tho world of reality, but only by an intensifying of all the facultics
with which human nature is endowed.

But why this comparative perfection of poctic composition, while prose pos-
sesses the stilted character to which we have alluded?  The reason seems to
be, that a certain inversion being proper to poetry. both on account of the
verae itself, and the more exalted style of thouglt, it is not out of place there:
while poetry, from the very laws of verse, and exigencies ot that style of
composition, imposes its own limits upon the arrangement of words, and or-
der of sentences, and does not admit of every varying caprice of mind and
thought. DPoetry, accordingly, arrives at greater perfection sooner than
prose; and hence the carlier poets of any nation are for the most pari as per-
feet as those of 2 later age; in some cases—ax with Homer and Dante, not
to say Chaucer—inore so.  No one quarrcls with the carly ballads of Eng-
land and Scotland : on the contrary, they are still regarded in some respects
—for simplicity and pathes—the models of that kind of composition. The
simplicity and picturesqueness of the age undoubtedly impressed them-
selves upon them, but they do not exhibit the infuntile character of the prose
of those earlier periods.

Hooker's famous work is a defence of the Church recently establizhed and

organized in the lend, as agaiust the Puritanisin which was just setting in.
and which at length acquired such power in the Kingdom. The argument.
though characterised by great eandour, is still often more plausible than just,
and the Polity is too much argued for, from the model of the Old Testament
Scriptures, and the theory of Church and State as one, as well a» from strictly
monarchical views of civil institutions. We do not think the well-built argu-
ment, would have served to prevent the disestablishing of the Irish Church
the present day; and we are pot sure Lut the Puritans, after all, upon most
points, had the best of the argument, notwithstanding the profound views,
and the many just principles, enunciated. The ¢ Eeclesiastical Polity™ i«
still a standard authority on all moral and political subjects, and is often ap-
pealed to for its principles, apart from the partienlar argument which it
maintains. There can be but one view regarding the sobriety, and wisdom,
and well-weighed expression, of the following passage on a subject which is
~ontroverted in our own day, as it was in the days of the Puritans, and on
which it may not be impertinent to adduce such a statement of opinion en-
teriained by one who has been preeminently styled the ¢ judicious Hooker.”
*The prophet David,” he says, * having singulur knowledge, not in poetry
alone, but in music also, judged them both to be things most necessaty
tor the house of God, lefi behind him to that purpose a number of divinely-
indited poems, and was further the author of adding unto poetry melod)
in pubhc prayer; melody, both vocal and instrumental, for the raising up
of men’s hearts, and the sweetening of their affections towards God. In
which considerations the Church of Christ doth likewisc at this present
day retain it as an ornament to God’s service, and an help to our own devo-
tion. They which, under pretence of the law eeremonial abrogated, require
the abrogation of instrumental musie, approving, pevertheless, the use of
vocal melody to remain, must show some reason wherefore the one should be
thought a legal ceremony, and not the other. In church music, curiosity or
ostentation of art, wanton, or light, or unsuitable harmony, such as only
pleaseth the ear. and doth not naturally serve to the very kind and degree of
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those impressions which the matter that goeth with it leaveth, or is apt to
leave, in men’s minds, doth rather blemish and disgrace that we do, than add
either beauty or furtherance unto it.  On the other gide, the faults prevented,
the foree and cliicacy of the thing itself, when it drowneth not atterly, but fitly
suitetl with matter altogether sounding to the praise of GGod, is in truth most
admirable, aud doth much edify, it not the understanding, because it teacheih
not, yet surely the affection because thercin it worketh much.”  There is s
fine amplitude, and volume, and harmouious rythm, it will be seeit, in Hooker's
style, and everywhere we desery, in single expressions, a suggestion or indl-
cation of the most amiable mind, and Kindly nature, as well s admirable
moral prineiples, inviting the confidence, and inspiving the love of the reader
towards the man.  We forget the author for the while in the fine humau sym-
pathies, and generous feelings, which are cever displaying themselves.
Bacon, it is well known, wrote éhiofly in lating, alihough part of his grea
work—* Instaurativ Scicntiarum "—was originally published in English under
.the title, ¢ Of the Preficience and Advancement of Learning Divine and In-
man,” composed while he was yet a young man, and a practising barrister.
‘The ¢ Instauwratio Scientiarupn™ includez, as its second part, the famous
¢ Nocum Organon ’—the first part, * De dugmentis Scicrtiarum,” being the
latin form of the English work we have just alluded t¢. The one work—
** Instauratio Scientiarum”—embracing both purts, contains those views as te
the true method of Science which have given Bacon that preeminent place in
Philosophy which uone can dispute with hiwn, making him the Legislator of
Science, if not the actual discorcrer—the Bilboa who first lovked upon the
Pacific which others with their keels were to explore. 1lis ¢ Moral Kssays,”
# volume of small bulk, which one may peruse at a sitting, each Essay being
not more than two or threc pages in length, is in some respects the most im-
portant of his works, and that in which Dugald Stewart truly says ¢ the
superiority of his genius appears to the greatest advantage.” e there shows
himself as prescient in Moral Science as Le was in physicai. It has almost
the far-forecasting views of an inspired work, and yet it is written in the
most pleasing and simple style-—terse and idiomatic—like a string of aphor-
i=ms rather than a series of Essays. The fertility and peculiar character of
his imagination, striking out the most unexpected analogies, finely illustrative
as well as highly poctic, is conspicuous in every page of the Essays. The
work is the more valued too that it gives one an insight into the character o
the man—shows what he is, and what he thinks, in his inmost sentiments.
when he is most under the view of himself, if we may so speak—the man and
aot the Judge, or the Iligh Chauncellor. It makes us willing to welcome an;
attempt to throw the shield over his public acts—at least to the extent tha
Macaulay has done in his celebrated Issay : it affords almost a solution of the
paradox condensed in the famous line of Pope, as applicable to Bacon—

‘The greatest, wisest, meancst of mankind:

We are willing to hold with Macaulay, that the last of these epithets, taking
into account all the circumstances of his public life, in conncction with the
times in which he lived, caunot be applicable to Bacon.

Francis Bacon, Lord Verulam, was brought up at the Court of Queen Eliz-
abeth, who used playfully to call him *¢ her young Lord Keeper;” but he be-
came actually ¢ Lord Keeper ” under James the Sixth, and wrote his immorta}
works in the reign of that Monarc. There perhaps has no such intellget
appeared in iingl:uld cither before or since: an intellect so counstructive, so
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profonud, which opened up the way for Newton, and all who have pursued
the same path of * Indnetive Inquiry " till the present lour, when wo see
Science in possession of almost the whole field of knowledge, and yet no lima
to its future advances.

Sir Walter Raleigh wag one of the great geniuses of this most fertile age.
e wrote, or at least commenced writing, a T istory of the World "—a vast
theme, but to the extent to which he was allowed to accomplluh it, well
handled. It s a work full of genins, exhibiting gveat lf’mnnw, the most ex-
teusive knowledge on all sub.]wtq the result of wide experience, profound
nolitical sagacity, and a fine veiu of philosophic veflection, under the guidance
of a traly religions spivit.  The style is freer from the faults of the age than
most of the writings of the perind—is fowing, animated, copious, and has a
dash of the adveuturons and knightly character of the author—which is the
more wonderful that the work was written when Raleigh was confined in the
Tower of London on a charge of treason, with no prospect before him but o
prolonged imprisounment or a public death.  For twelve years he prosecuted
the task of composition, and left the work unfiniched, as might easily be Le-
lieved, having rencked only the downfall of the Macedonian Empire.  Such a
work was altogether too vast for one mind to accomplish, on suel a seale ne
was contemplated, and has in part been earried ont.

Lialeigh was the bold soldier, the gallant naval commander, the adventur-
ous voyager, and withal the nghﬂ) Courtier : at one time he stood high in
the favour of Elizabeth, led in wany of her enterprises, acquitted himself with
arcat bravery in several engagements, military and naval, thought he had
opened ap an El-dorado in what is now British Guiana, attempted to colonize
Virginia: and all this—such was the gratitude of the times, and such the en-
lightenment of the reigning Monarch—iwas to end at last in an imprisonment
and an execution. . One of the expeditions which he equipped, though he
did not personally accompany it, to what is now the State of Virginia in
America, introduced into Englaml the favourite article of tobacco, a ques-
tionable benefit, though for this, we daresay, some will honour his memory
more then for his ** History of the World,” or all hix other exploits together.

Spenser and Shakspeare are by far the groatest rames in Poetry of the pe-
riod we are considering. * Spenser’s mind seems to hase been Yargely creative.
and delighted c‘:pccmlly in the quaint inventions of allegory. His allegory is

always true to the idea embodied: and the personage, although allagorical,
beeomes to us a living reality—a flesh and blood being, in w hose destinies for
the while we feel an actual interest. The sylva: scenery thrmwh which we
are led—the haunts by stream and fountain—in wood and dell—the caverns
peopled by his imaginary ereations—the wanderings of Una and her ¢ milk-
white lamb,” attended by her champion, the Red-cross Knight—their scpara-
tion by the artifices of Archimago—and their mishaps and adventures in con-
sequence—the allegorical representation of the virtues and viees-— their
several abodes, as the * Palace of Lucifera "—the Hange of Richesse ”—and
that * Auncient House”

‘Renown’d throughout the world for sucred lore
And pure unspotted lite ” «—

All this affords matter of description of which the poet has availed himself
with the utrost skill :—he has woven scenery and allegorical representations
a8 in a moving panorama; while in individual descnptio 1S we i‘ee.l oursclves
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on the scene, and identified with the characters portrayed, and with all that
befalls or happens: a sunny light, for the most part, lies over the landscape,
and umbrageous woods wave their huge hranches above our heads and wan-
dering footsteps, or while we recline by some stream, whose voice is scapcelv
heard in that intense sunlight, and under that sleeping foliage.

Spenser wrote in the quaint old Erglish style, which, with its antique spell»
ing, suits admirably, while it enhances the charm of hxs great allegory.. He
(outemplated other six books in addition to the six we already possess, but 3t
is thought to be not a matter of regret that these were never completed—the
poem being perhaps too long as it Ts—the poet’s mind already ﬂwrgmtr under
the vast attempt. We do not pretend ourselves to have read all the six books.
and therefore we do not offer any analysis of their subjects. . Any interpreta-
tion of the allegory, or allegories, too, were oui of place in' our brief sketch.

The prominent characteristics of Spenser, in his great poem, are luxuriance
of fancy, and exuberance, not to say strength, of . 1mag1nat10n, with a never-

failing power of quaint suggestion, and faithful moral reflection.. His im-
aormatlon was not intense or impassioned : it was picturesque and meditative.
It is inventive or creative in the highest degree : all the beings of elf-land are
obedient to its summonsg: all fair things in heaven and earth muster at its

- call, and are plastictunder its touch: every form and feature of nature take
shape at its will, and group or arrange themselves into the loveliest and most
euchanting scenes, or express all the horror of the wildest and most forbidding :

a dreamy light lies upon creation, or wierd shadoWws creep over its surface
nature is vocal with the finest notes of forest and woodland—with the rustle
of leaves and the murmur of fountains,~—or the thunder rolls above, and the
rocks and caverns reply beneath: sunlight or starlight is in the sky, or the
heavens are black with the scowl of darkest storms : good and evil spirits arc
agents in his plot, and contribute to the development of his story.  His lan-
guage, steeped in thefcolours of imagination, and suffused with the light of
funcy, gives to his poetry all the effect of t3 e most exquisite painting. He is
the painter among poets, and he has been happily called the Rubens of Eng-
lish Poetry.

The stanza of the ¢ Fairy Queen, called after himself the ‘¢ Spenserian
Stanza,” i8 jusb the * Ottava rima” of Ttalian poetry, with an added Alexan-
drine line, giving a finer cadence and finish to its close. The Alexandrine
forms a kind of base or pediment to the stanza—speaking architecturally—or
it is like the swell of the trumpet or the organ at the close of a bar or piece,
xathering into itself the whole strain—the prolonged cadence of the individual
notes that” had already died away upon the ear. This stanza, so rythmical,
so finely adapted to more meditative compositions, has been adopted into our
verse, and has been employed by our best writers—Thomson in his * Castle
of Indolence,” Beattie in his *¢ Minstrel,” Shenstone in his ¢ Schoolmistress,/
Byron in his ¢ Childe Harold,” and Campbell in his ¢ Gertrude of Wyoming.”
It is also the stanza of Burns in his ¢ Cotter’s Saturday Night ;” and Scott
has frequently employed it in those fine verses with which he introduces the
different cantos of several of his poems.

Spenser’s *¢ Shepherd’s Calendar,” a pastoral in twelve eclogues—an eclogue
for every month in the year—a happy idea, if it had been successfully carried
out—contains some fine poetry, and in many parts exhibits the true attributes
of the Pastoral—the rusticity, the simplicity, the style of thought of shepherd
swains ; but it is by no means equal. It is rugged in its verse and structare :
there is a want of finish and of care in the verses; and the shepherds are
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often ecclesiastical censors in du«frul:ae, who compare the merits of the Popish
and the 'Reformed Chm'ches,..aml discourse of, the careless or faithful pastor
of Christ’s' flock, blending politics meanwhile with their more eeclesiastical
discussions, and praising or blaming, under fictitious names, some of the ex-
isting bishops of the churel, This of course is foreign to the objects of pas-
toral poetry, and giv ~« us an ill-disguised polemie in the form and with many
of the features of the pastoral. That it is often in the true pastoral vein,
however, everyone will admit; and to those familiar with Allan Ramsay’s
* Gentle Shepherd,” it not uyfrequently recalls the style and the manher of
that most.perfect of eclogues. -

The *¢ Epithalamium;”:composed on the odcasion of the poet’s own nuptials,
is a’magnificent poem. The stanza is perfect for the purpose: its gently
swaying cadence, its shorter angd more majestic lines, ever recurring in regu-
‘lar alternations, with its repetition or recitative at the close of each stanza,
make t the happiest measuwe that could have been chosen ; : 1t js the very ex-
pression of sustained and subdued pdSS,lOIl, apd of gentlest hopes a~d best and
fondest wiches. The prodigality of imagery, and of ideas appropriate to the
‘ocedsion, is wonderful, and 1s equal to anything in any poet. It is interesting
to compare the grander style in which Speanser, of that more chivalrie age,
welcomed his wxfe to Kllcolman Castle on the Blulla, with the humbler, but
as 1mpa<310ned manger in which Burass in his song—

‘e Ofa the airts the w md can blaw,” &c.,

*

weleomed his Jean to Ellisland on the banks of the Nith. W have the dif-
ferenice of the two ages as well as the two minds in the compositions.

' On Spenser’s sonnets and his other poems we cannot here dwell.  They are
~\V0rthylof" him, and of thé perusal and stud\y of every lover of poetry.

It would be idle, with the limits we ha»e at our disposal, to venture upon
ay minuté criticism of Shakspeare, ou whom volumes have been written
vithout exhausting the subject. Every reader of Shakspeare, however, has

- formed his own idea of his merits, ¢nd every oné is warranted, as he may
feel himself prompted or inclined, to e:press that idea, although it may still
be fhr enough from any adequate estimate of 5o transcendent, and nniversal a
genius. -

“The grand pecuhanty of Shakspeare, which d:stmrrmshc; him from cvery
other wnter and gives him such a fre-eminence above every other, is his
universality. He seems defective in no one faculty of the human mind, but
vather' to possess every one in a transcendent degree. N -thing secems shut
‘out from him, or beyond his capacity and capability : all departments of being
seem open to him : the very spirit-world discloses its seervets; he is familiar
With everyphase and aspect of life and character; . every changingy modé¢ of
thought and feeling. It is as if he had been actually himself in every cobdi-
tion of being, or, Protcus-like, passed through every possible character. Ile
can’be the king or-the ‘clown, the noble or the peasant, the patrician or one of
the ¢vplebs,” the courtier or the foplmg ; Le can impersonate the saint or the
villain ; and he can do, orbe, all this in a degree that goes boyond, if we
may say 5o, every several character inits own way. Ilc cantalk moreroyally
thiur thé Monareh, more wittily than the clown: never did any noble or cour-
tier enact it so in his licge’s presence : neyer had we such dm]ormeb in the case

* of any aétual lord or waitér-on at court: never did fancy play so subtlely as

dﬁe': al Mei'cuho 8y or wu ﬁash so eleatrxcaﬂy as Benedicts’, or humour laugh

.
~ .
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0 bmadly us Falstaff’s : what Sage ever talked or moralized so profoundly as
Jamlet—or as Jucques in the forf-st of Arden—ag Henry 4th onthe cares that
sppress a crowned head—or even as Hal or Falstaff in their several ways?
We do not say there never was a Desdemona or an Imogen, a Catherine or a
constance, an Ophelia or a Miranda ; but Shakspeare was adequate to the
~unception of these characters, and he has portrayed them without a flaw.
And how varied, especially, are Shakspeare’s female characters! We have w’
Viola and a Perdxta, a Rosalind and a Beatrice, a2 Portia and a Jessica, =
Cordeliz and a Julict—an Imogen and & Miranda—each different from another
hy some distinctive feature, or features, and all forming a gallery of portrai-
‘ures, every one perfect in its own idiosyncrasies. Shakspeare’s imagina-
rion wus alimost boundless—he creates such fine regions of thoughb——he em-
nodies fancies, weaves plots, so subtle and graceful, so novel and unexpected
—aund with all the ease that an ordinary mind would think the most common
slace conception—that we are astounded by the resourses of a mind so vast.
a genius go limitless.

Shakspearc’s intellect was as powerful as his imagination. His thought is
as far-reaching as his imagination is creative. There is a play, a subtlely
and ingenuity, which is coptinually taking you by surprise, flashing new lights
apon old truths, or uttering thoughts as novel as they are exquisite and pro-
bund.  And there is such a master) in the apprchension of these that they
:ake a mould or channel, or find an expression, so simple and familiar, that
:hey seem to us no more than we might ourselves have given ntterance to or
embodied. The whole world of in:ngination is at his commend : his wealth
of imegery is unbounded : he deals not only with simile, but with. analogies
ihe subtlest and the most recondite—not far-fetched or strained, or if ingeni-
ous, never s:mp]v a conceit, like the tropes and figures of a somewhat later
age.-—Shakspeare’s historic plays are valuable even as history : they give s

he ¢ form and pressure of the times” : make he different characters live and
act before us: resuscitate from the tomb of uges the very manners of the
past: rivet the events of history upon the mind more than history itself. An
exception perhaps must be made in the case of the classic plays. And yet
Coriolanus is the thorough Roman: Volumnia is the irue Roman mether:
Uresar is every inch the Ciesar of history : Antony is the subtle Antony, the
actual friend of Cresur: Brutus is the stern patriot and Republican : Cassius
he dark plotter, the jealous and envious citizen: Portia the genuine Roman
:uatron, worthy of Brutus—Cleopatra the luxurions Queen of Lﬂypt in whose
t0ils Antony was made fast, and who was in her turn so enamoured of her
Roman hero—who, hero-like herself, could inhale the poison of the asp with
.he queenly qualities with which she infused or imbibed the poison of love.
In ¢ Troilus and Cressida,” however, we have neither Homer’s heroes, nor
Homer's times, What sublime anachronisms there ! To make Hector quote
the authority of Aristotle! Shakspeare forgets that Pluto was the only devil
xnown to classic ages, and he was the legitimate god of Hell.—Shakspeare is
often poor enough in his plot: he is careless indeed of his plot: it is enough
that it gives him something to hang his drama upon, to allow of his delinea-
tion of character, and those noble passages of poetic invention which lighten
up the worst of his plays. Even in the  Merchant of Veunice” it is ques-
tiopable if that circumsteance on which the plot turns—ihe bond, the pound
. of flesh—could ever have occurred, or been admitted in fact. It was per-
haps a piecg of sport on the part of Antonio, and yet that i3 net in keoping
with Anton o's character. The extrication of the plot, by which Shylock
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was both cheated of his pound of flesh, and the principal in money. is per-
haps rather ingenious, but it is immensely clever. Would a strict administra-
tion of justice have contemplated the pound of flesh without the bluod .’
Shakspeare's genius triumphs over these little points, or what would be incon-
sistencies in stricter drama. The plot of the * Winter's ‘Tule ”—uapart alto-
gether from the violation of the unities—especially the unity in time—Ter-
dita growing up from an infant to a marriageable woman in the course of the
play—the plot in this drama is altogether improbable : it is worse : .it is feeble
and even silly.  Yet, Florizel and Perdita could not be wanted out of Shaks-
peare’s characters. * Cymbeline ” is the most confused of dramas. Posthu-
mus’s conduct is preposterous and impossible—Jachimo was ingenious, but i.
is & clumsy ingenuity, and very operose for the compassing his object : Cym-
beline is a weak, uxorious prince, who gets himaelf into his manifold scrapes
with some industry, as if he invited them—while he demeans himself in then

with the utmost coolness and indiffereuce : the unravelling of the plot is ab-
surdly formel and ingenious :—and yet Imogen is one of the most beautiful o™
Shakspeare’s creations—and the play itself allows us to project our minds int

the past, and body for curselves those early times ot internuncios betweer
Britain and Rome—of Roman armies on British soil—Rome’s fur-extending
invasions and conquests.

1t is a peculiarity of Shekspeare, that after pages perbaps of flat enough
dialogue, and abortive, though.laboured, efforts at ingenuity and wit, where
often we lose the meaning in the verbiage and play of words, and we feel it is
hardly worth while to endeavour to extricate the sense, there come some glori-
ous passages, with which, perhaps, we have long been familiar, and whicl.
break upon us like the burst of sunshine through a cloud, passages whick
would redeem any amount of flat or stale writing, and any degree of unlikely
incident and improbable inventicn. It is perbaps in those very places that
such passages are found. They come upon us with some surprise, and with.
all the pleasure with which we would figd stray children in a ferest, or wan-
dering on & trackless heath. It is like the greeting of an old friend in mo-:
unoxpected circumstances, on familiar terms with far from equal associates.

Shakspeare is comparatively free from the blemishes which disfigure the
dramatists of his age—but he is not altogether innocent in this respect.
There are frequently passages which blur his compositions, and which we
would wish far enough from such noble dramas. This however, as well a-
the remark about-his plots, applies chiefly to his earlier comedies, and minur
plays, not to his great dramas, written when his mind was mature, and his
faculties were at their zenith. '

As examples of Shakspeare’s prodigality of invention, profuse beauty, orig-
inality and exquisiteness of imagery, and his incomparable language, we muy
refer to the dialogue between Romeo and Juliet in that love scenc which, we
suppose, could only be exampled between Italian lovers, and under Italiau
gkies :—or that pretty colloquy between Lorenzo and Jessica, beginning :

‘‘ The moon shines bright: in such s night as this,” &c.,

interrupted by Stepkano and Launcelot, only to be renewed with finer effect
and more perfect beauty. As an instance of passion the most true to nature,
the most impassioned, the most dignified, and the most beautiful in & mother,
of noble rank—in her own right Duchess of Brittany, and mother of the
rightful heir of England's throne—but a mother 'still, we refer to the inter-
views of Constance with King Philip of France, and with Paodulph, the
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Pope’s legate, It is amazing the {orce of passion and dignity of sentiment
which Constance exhibits in reply to the attempts of Philip to recancile har
to his alllance with King Jolin, the usurper of her sow’s nights, und of Pan-
dulph to give her ghostly advice, and administer consolation to her grief?

We necd not instance the profound thought and fine philosophy of Ilamlet
—the wild tragic power of the reurder scene, or the sdpernatural element in
the wierd witch scene, of Macbeth—the remurkable impersonation of fiendish
malignity and cunning in the echaracter of Iago, of jealousy in Othello, and
patient and constant love in Desdemona—the terrific outburst of passion jn
King Lear, and the appallitig examples of filial ingratitude aud baseness in
two of his davghters, with the noble exception, and beautiful fidelity and at-
fection of the third. * The Tempest,” and ¢ Midsummer Night’s Dream,”
show Shakspeare’s power in the fairy and supernatural worlds, “and thero arc
passages in these plays of exquisite and marvecllous beauty.

The humonr of Shakspeare is equal to his other qualities. There has been
o comedy like his, and it may be questioned if any humorist, in any age or
country, has equalled him. He did not give himself professedly to humour a~
did Le Sage or Cervantes, of like the purely comie writers such as Moljere
and Congreve, or such hamorists as Rabelais, Swift, Fielding, or Smollett,
not to mention those of our own day; but he perhaps, notwithstanding, ex-
celled them all in creations 6f ‘broad humour, hearty merriment, and genuine
comedy.

On Shakspeare’s minor poems it would be'useless to enlarge. His ¢ Ve-
nus and Adonis” iy not the most r.odest of compositions. His Sonnets.
though not written accordmo to the regular laws of Sonnet, are fine produc-
tions. They give us Shakspeare in his most relaxed moods apd moments,
wearing neither the cothurnus nor the buskin, but Shakspeare himself. They
are fuli of Shakspearcan touches—lines, thoughts, images; which.only Shaks-
peare could have embodied-or produced. They form almost the only materi-
als by which we can get an insight into the personal -character and peculiari-
ties of ‘the great dr amatist and poet. They arc a sort of mirror in which his
mental iniage is reflected to us. It is but little that we know of him .other-
wise. There is no writer that is more smpersonal. He is something like the
“ Impersonal Reason” of which a certain philosopher speaks, except as re-
gards hisfintellect-—all that conéerns his intelleetual endowments. He retires
Limself behind his great creations—is merged in them; and yet, we would
gather that he was the most genial and loveable of men. He was known as
the ¢ gentle Shakspeare ”” among his companions ; and it is perhaps the high-
est tribute to his character, that he had so few peculiarities to mark, him out
from his fellows, and to hand dewn his portrait to future times.

The other dramatists after Shakspeare~—alfter.in point of merit though con-
temporancous in time—some of them were even prior in time, and were
Shakspeare’s precursors in the drama :—Heywood and Marlowe and Dekker
—Ford, Massinger, Beaumont aund Fletcher—Webster, Ben Jouson, and
Shirley—with many others—ivere characterised by great power in delineat
ing character, masterly dialegue, often much beauty..and sway oveys the pas-
sions, vivid fancy and powerful imagination. * They fail perbaps in the natu-
ral construction of plot, and they are deformed by. great Jlicenpionsuess. . Ben
Jouson wrote more after the classic model of antiquity, and condemus gven
Shakspeare’s ‘plays -as departing from-this. Shakepeare, howgyer, may be
amply vindicated in this respect ; and it is exactly in 8 more unrestricted ftherty
in the matler of the aunities that the modern drama. and especially Shahpemc =
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excels the ancient. Larger time and wider space are ambraced in the medern
drama: the destivies of the play sweep throygh' longét-periods, and are not
narrowed to so limited confines,; aqa we have in consequence something more
in accordance with actual events; as in the admission, also, of the lwht and
humorous, mingling with the darker events of tragedy, like the grave and the

way, the tragia, and the more comie mcndeuts, ever touching upon cach other
in real life.

It is a somewhat interesting question \vhy the drama.was 8o much in vogue
in that age, so that such numbers of really great writers adopted it in prefer-
ence to every other mode of composition, I)'ut we, cannot enter upon that now.
It is certainly remarkable, however, that the drama should.attract so mauny
great and original minds at this time, and perhaps,the different fields in liter-
ary effort, occupied in different ages, might be an interesting topic for discus-
sion, and might give us valuable results in estimating the intellect and litera-
ture of the peuod We may perhaps havé an opportunity of referring to the
subjeet at a subsequent stage.

(Period 2nd to be contmuwl )

Y Gr

THE MODERN ‘HERCUEBS.

By £vax MacCoir, Kingston, 'Ontarié.

Offspring. renowned of Wftsat and of, Fxre’ . s
Thy mumphs Steam, t0.sing I x{ould agpire:
Let critics who may. deem my effort tame .
Confess at least the greatpess of my theme.

. B '

Power uniatched! what wonders hast thou wrought !
What feats sublime beyond the reach of thought!
In thee we glndly realize at length

The fabled Titans’ all-compelling strength—

A might that dwarfs what Gretian bards have told
Of deeds Herculéan doue in days of old.

The winged Mercury of their proud day

Were, matched with thee, a lagpet'on the way
Scornful of distance, unfitigued by'tod,

No task thy temper or thy'strength can spoxl —
Whate’er mou doest doing with o will, i
At such a gpeed as seems a miracle.

Man’s mightiest ally upon land and ses,

He owns indeed a glorious gify in thee!

Not mine the skill to sketch in fitting phrase
How Science yokes thee to her car,—~—the maze
Of tubes metallic, wond'rous ds u speil,

In which like to n spirit thopn ddst dwell—

A worker with a zegl that ndught can tire, -
Determined, prompt, impetuous as fire,—
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Seeming as almost taught to think and feel
With that complex anatomy of steel! )
To this'let others fitting homage pay,
"Lis the result alone inspires my lay.

Darer of danger in 2 thousand forms,

‘Thou canst not brave, but thou ¢anst scorn the storms;
Where zig-zag slowly toils the sail-urged bark
As if she’d never reach her destined mark,
How grand to see upon her acean way

Some stately ship beneath thy potent sway
Cleaving the waters in her swift:career,
Resistless, as & thanderbolt the air!

Nought recketh ske of adverse winds ar tides,
No canvass needs she a3 the wave she rides;
Straight as an arrow on her vray she goes,
Uncsaring though Leviathan oppose,

Till, as wide wilderness of waters past,

Her anchor in her wished-for port is case.

Lo !—dashing on through forest, glen and glade—
O’er rushing rivers—gorges deep and dread—

Now lost, now seen, far o’er the landscape’s face—
Yon flery steed so peerless in his pace,

A steed whose speed anniliilateth space!

Each passing minute over miles he sweeps;
Matched with his flight the hurricane but creeps :
You’d think him and his chariot, madly hurl’d.

Just off to make the circuit of the world,

Resolved to verify hgw may be done

‘What Fiction feigned of Coursers of the Sun!

But see !—his goal emerging into view,

His speed be slackens with a shrill halloo,

And, as if conscious of & welcome wide,

Into the city’s heart doth proudly glide.

Murmurd applauses through the crowd prevail,
Long-parted “riends onte more each other hail,—
Friends who but for the feats thus frequent wrought
Had ne’er again, perchance, each other seen or sought.

All-congnering Steam! where'er thy aid is found,
Progress at once is stamped on all around;

The forests vanish, deserts change amaia,

To busy marts and fields of golden grain;
Adventure flourishes; inventions rare .

Are brought to birth; arf spreads her treasares fair;
Abounds gach social element designed

To sweeten life angd elevate mankind.

Of modes barbaric the reformer bold—

No grace giv'st thou the plea of ¢“ customs old ™3
Thy stoutest rivals to thy prowess yield,

Content to lesve thee master of the field.

Power surpassing fancy’s wildest fight,

No less for thy docility than might :

Unlike old Scotia’s Brownie, wayward loon,

Who wrought such marvels at night’s silent noan;
Once at thy work by day and night the same,

No respite from thy labours dost thou claim.

I see thee toiling in the busy mill,

The faithful doer of thy master’s will:
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Wyer submissive; if but he commands,

‘T'hine iy theo labour of a thousand hands.

The shuttle darteth with the speed of thought,
“I*he fabric grows as if by magic wrought;

“T1y astonished gazer freely must nllow
Uenclope less diligent than thou.

Less complex work, but valued not the less-—
We see thee yoked now to the plough and press;
Our corn thou thrashest and our grain dost grind -
We yet may teach thee both to reap and bind.
Thy aid is asked, and from the lake below

The limpid wave sscends in copious flov ,

QOn to the distant city coursing, wheve

Thou art confessed a benefactor rare.

The oak that long has stoad the forest’s pride,
Thou with a specd like lightning dost divide:
Thou strikest the anvil with such force as might
Mske Vulcan stare with wonder and delight:
“Thou heavest up from earth’s internal store

f*ile upon pile of everzprecious ore—

Such weight, 1 trow, as Atlas never bore.

0O wonder-worker, with resuits so grand,

Well may thy praises ring throughout the land ;
Well may the muse repeat exultingly,

Man owns indeed a glorious gift in thee.

With eye prophetic, vain would I pursue

Thy future triutnphs crowding on my view,—"
How to earth’s utmost limits they extend,

Age after age increasing to the end;

How the far Isles now 'neath batbaric sway
Shall smile and flourish in thy better day;
How the swart Indian, quitting ¢lub andl spear,
Shali be himself, in time, thy chanotéer-—

His savage appetites all laid aside, )
His hunting grounds transformed to cornfields wide
4 stoic of the woods™ no longer now, .

But going forth to toil with cheerfu? brow,
Grateful to Him who framed the social plan,
Thus reaching the true dignity of man.

Peerless discovery! Blessing rich and true!
When such thy pow’r, and such thy promise, too,
We well may hope in thee at dast to find

A chain that shall in peace the nations bind—

A chain of love embracirg all mankind.

fmmortal Wart! I surely were to blame

If ceased my song forgetful of thy {ame:

By thee 2 secret, long by all-wise Heaven
Conceal'd from man, at last tc man wag given.
‘Though some there be who with presumption vain
Would call their own the fruitage of thy brain,
Justice and Truth must scoiit the base design,
And own the great achieveméiit to' be thine

That has enriched the nations tenfold more

Than all earth’s boasted mineg of golden ore,

And makes thy name ¢ more enduring sound
Thean if among the goég thou hadst been crowned.
Scotland, with thee her son, is more than classic ground.
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NELLIE'S GUARDIAN.—A STORY FOR CHRISTMAS DAY.

BY BEATRICE J——8.

CHAPTER I.—HYDE PARK.

It was not a pleasant day. Heavy masses of dark golden-edged clouds
floated over the sky ; now obscuring the sun, then allowing it to burst forth
into a flood of glorious, fitful light. But it was one in which an ardent, en-
thusiastic temperament .would have particularly dellghted all sunshme and
shadow, with a glowing north wind to put xew life into everything. .

It was the day before Christmas, and all London was preparing to attire
itself in gala costume. The shop windows presented a brilliant panorama of
fashion and wealth. The nobleman’s carriage, with its richly .comparisoned
horses, standing before the dazzlingly lighted jeweller’s; the dainty dame in-
side purchasmg diamonds and pearls to deck the brow of some fair daughter
on the morrow ; the tradesman passing by, loaded with innumerable parcels
and packages of various shapes and sizes ; his face as he turns it to the light
has, for once in the year, lost its busmess—look of care and his steps are light
and buoyant, eager to be at home, where little ones are looking very anxxously
tor *“Papa” bo-mght As he passes, another appear on the « tapis,” a worn,
tired looking woman, whose eyes turn wistfully to the wealth within. 1Is she
—woman-like—wishing that some of those glittering baubles were her’s?
Yes, for one of those little shining stones would purchase her great, unspeak-
able happiness, on this Christmas-eve. - ¥t would 'give her children bread!
One more glance, and she draws the thin shawl, tighter than before, round
her shoulders, then passes on into the crowd and is forgotten. The lady in-
side has finished her pmchases snd, attended by the courteous shopman, is
proceeding to enter her carriage,. yvhen the fourth actor: :appears on the scene.
She has a heart, and daintily drops a small piece of silver into the dirty little
hand extended for her bounty. Then nestling among the soft, rich cushions,
the horse’s heads are turned towards Piccadilly, and she is swiftly carried in
the direction of Belgravia. The owner of; the dirty little hand pockets his
Christmas-box and proceeds to awalt auother opportumt Ah! he sees it,
lmd darts off to a,ccost a portly old gentleman in furs, with his pittiful cry of

** Give’s a penny, sir,” but the old gentleman being accustomed to the cry,
calls him an ** impudent little rascal” and passes on.

Four o’cloek had just boomed out from the great bell of St. Paul's, as a
gentleman, in a long grey overcoat, white muffler and black fur cap, turned
the corner of Regent’s street, and hastened with rapid steps, along Piccadil-
ly. He did not pause once in his walk, but kept up the same brisk pace, un-
til he had reached Hyde Park corner. Enterinv the row, he walked on hastily
for a couple of yards, thén turned and | roceeded at the same pace towards a
more secluded portion of the . Park. T}:‘aversing each walk efter the other,
he struck into one whose quiet and loneliness was undisturbed, save by the
swift movements of a slight girlish figure coming towatds him. A sudden
gleam of sunshine showed that the girl was very pretty, lighting up the large
blue eyes, that were turned questionably on his face :

* Arthur, youn are late?” she murmured reproachfully, - -
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“T know it, Nellie,” the young man replied, drawing the little hand thro’
his arm, and walking slowly forward, *“ I could not help it dear, I was just
leaving the office when a telegram was handed me from Southampton. The
* Margurette’ got into port this morning, ?d Uncle George wishes me to
be at the terminus to-night, as he comes by the seven o’clock train to London.”

“ Why how will you know him? I dare say he’s as yellow as a guinea—
a regular old Indian nabob : I should be afraid to go near him,” she laughed.
‘ Forgive me, Arthur, but it does seem sirange to go in search of a person
you have never seen, and at such a place as a London railway station.”

O that’s all settled,” he replied. ¢ Studly, who was with him four years
in India, goes with me ; so there will be little fear of us missing each other.
Are you cold, Nellie? He drew the furs closer around her, and both walk-
ed on for a short time without speaking. At length Arthur broke the silence
by repeating the one word ¢ Nellie.” His voice was low, musical, tender ;
and for & moment the girl trembled as she caught the pleading look in his
dark eyes. s

“ Arthur,” she said at length, “it’s of no use—we must ‘wait: he is in-
exorable.” o ’

‘‘And is my happiness nothing ?” asked the young man passionately. ¢ Must
I, too, yield to the unjust decision of a guardian who is as yet a stranger to
you? You try my love sorely, Nellie.”

- There was a tinge of impatience in the tone, and for an instant a look of
intense grief flitted over Nellie Ashleigh’s face ; but when she answered, it had
entirely passed. ' :

% You know I love you,” she replied, looking up to him, “ and that I have
promised, some day, to be your wife ; but dearly as I love you, Arthur, and
sweet as is the hope ‘'of sharing my future with you, the promise I gave Father
on his death-bed—to be guided in-all things by the advice of Mr. Burton—
must be to me sacred. If Father had lived it might all have been different,
and-—and-—.” She was crying now, but so softly that at first Arthur Knight-
bridge did not notice it, and waited patiently for her to continue,

¢ Don’t, Nellie,” he pleaded, becoming aware that the hand on his arm was
trembling strangely. ¢ Forgive me, darling; I was selfish, unkind, and am
vot worthy of ‘your affection to try it in this way. Only I do love you from
my very sotil; Nellie ; and it grieves me deeply that on this Christmas eve I
cannot take you to my heart, and there shelter you from all the whims of this
tyrannical old —. Well, well, pet, I'll say no more, but will wait for you as
patiently as Jacob of old did for Rachel, if you will promise that when you
are of age the waiting shall cease.” ,

‘“If we are both alive two years hence, the day that I am twenty-one, I
will be your wife, Arthur.” :

The voice was gentle, decigive, kind; and Arthur could do no more than
press a kiss on the sweet lips and promise to be content. Retracing their
steps, they were soon standing. by the beautiful bronze statue of Achilles,*
that occupies a site near the south-east entrance of the Park from Piccadilly.
Hailing a couple of ‘cabs, Arthur placed Miss Ashleigh in one, giving the di-
rection—105 Westbourne Terrace; and jumping into his own, called ont
to the driver, ¢ Knightbridge & Studly, Fleet street,” and was taken to his
destination accordingly. ' ) :

* & Erected to the Duke of Wellington and his companions in arms,” and cast from
the cannon taken at the battles of Salamanca and Waterloo.—(See Chamber’s ¢ Guide
to London.”)
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Nellioc Ashleizh was an orphan: her mother had diedin her infiurey ; and
her father, & very wealthy ship-owner, had, while on his death-bed, intrusted
his ouly daughter, then rearcely sisteen, to the guardianship of George Bur-
ton, one of his oldest {riends, but then, uahappily, wbsent in India.  This,
however, was arranged; and Nellie, fur the present. was to remain with a
maternal aunt, occupying one of his mansions at the west end, uutil he could
return and fix her future residence. “Three ycars had passed, and now he
was coming for the first time to make the acquaintance of his ward. A yecar
previous to this, while riding one day iu the Row, Miss Ashleigh had received
an introduction to Arthur Kuigatbridge. This soon ripened into a warm
friendship, which in its turn took the natural course in such cases, and re-
sulted in o mutual attachment.

In birth, socinl positicn, ete., they were equal.  Like his betrothed, Arthur
.was also an orphan, and, with the exception of the Uncle George before
mentioned, was, as far as relations were concerned. entirely alone in the
world.  The news of his father’s death had reached him while at Oxford,
when he was on the point of graduating with the highest honours. After
leaving College, by the assisthnce of this unele, Mr. Knightbridge, Le entered
2 lawyer’s oflice, and applied himself so steadily to the work, that in a short
time he had won the reputation of a ranidly rising man in the profession.

Nellic had written to her guardian, with an inclosed letter from Arthur,
asking his consent to their marriage. Mr. Burton wrote that he could not
think of such a thing, withont first sceing the young mun; and that she was
quite young cnough as yet. Lo Avthur’s note he returned no asswer what-
ever, which was certainly very ungentlemanly, to make the best of it. .And
now, on this partienlar day, when Mr. Knightbridge had come to the conclu-
sion to await quietly the course of events, Mr. Burton’s arrival in England
was anxiously expected by the “inhabitants of 105 Westbourne Lerrace, and
which fact Nellie had, while talking with her lover, completely forgotten—an
oversight that scems scarcely possible, as he was mostly the theme of their
couversation; but which was nevertheless quite true.

Stopping before a large stone mansion, Miss Ashleigh alighted, dismissed
the cabman, and running lightly up the steps, rang the bell.  Her first ques-
tion was, *“Has my guardian arrived?” and being answered in the affirma-
tive, she went at once to her own apartment, to prepare for an interview to
which her heart whispered she must look forward with dread.

LCHAPTER II.—)=z. GEORGE BURTON.

An hour later and Nellic was standing outside the library, wishing, yet
fearing, to enter. At length, assuming a eold, stern expression, she resolute-
ly grasped the handle of the door and pushed it open.

No sooner did she stand on the threshold than the unbecoming ook on her
face passed away, giving place to & warm, genial smile. Had he not come,
then, after all?  You shall sce. Standing there, she looked on a very plea-
sant picture—oune essentially home-like and comfortable. The room was not
large, but everything in it was arranged with regard to the most perfect taste.
Heavy folds of rich, crimson satin draped each window ; while the walls were
covered from ceiling to floor with cases of beautitully bound volumes, com-
prising the choicest works of the first authors. A cheerful fire glewed in the
highly-polished steel grate, reflecting its warmth on all around ; and in the
centre of the apartment a tea-table was daintily laid for three persons,  Nellie




!

QUARTERLY MAGAZINE, o027

saw her aunt sitting behind the urn, evidently awaiu.'.z lier entry to commence
pouring tea. Mrs. Barber gave her a kind, encouraging smile, at the same time
glancing across the table, to where, seated in a large resting chair, so that he
could enjoy the heat of the fire, was a gentleman who appeared to be between
fifly and sixty years of age. ‘I'he door by which Miss Ashleigh had entered
was direetly opposite this portion of the room, so that she could at first only
see her guardian in profile.  If the expression of a countenance could be, in
wil eases, velied on, she certainly was not wrong in thinking that the character
of Mr. Burton had been very much misjudged. A pleasant, alinost genial
face wag that which turned to greet her; but alas! no sooner had he spoken
the fir-t fow words than all her old prejudice returned.

“Umph! Migs Ashleigh, I presume,” he said, without rising: ¢ rather
slow in letting one know it : been in the house two hours and couldn’t catch a
glimpse of you. Please be scated, Miss Ashleizh: we have waited for you
precisely fificen minntes. I detest walting, and never make a practice of it
for anybody. In the fuiure you must be more punctual.”

Nellie quictly took the chair assizned her, and began to drink her tea in
silence, while Mr. Burton and her “aunt endeavoured to carry on a broken
conversation.  Was this the man to whom, for the next two years, she must
yield implicit obedience ?—this he, at \vhosc command she was to put her own
happiness aside, aud endure in silence, because of the promise to her dead
father, the torture of daily intercourse? ‘The thought was humiliating ; and
to her proud nature this term of guardianship vesembled more 2 sort of bon-
dage.  She was trying to repress the tears of mortification that seemed almost
to choke her, when, carefully adjusting lus spectacles, he turned to her and
abruptly asked—

¢ Did you communicate the contents of my last letter to that very love-sick
young man?  On my word, his profession stands him in good stead : he pleads
admirably.”

“ I have told Mr. Knightbridge that I cannot give him my hand until ¥ am
of age,” she answered quietly, ¢ when, of course, I will be the mistress of my
own actions.”

Mrs. Barber looked reprovingly at her nicce, as she said, addressing Mr.
Burton,—

My dear sir, we must not be too severe witl: these young people. They
arc weil saited to each other; and in a social point of view, I am surc the
young man ig everything that can be desired.  And besides,” she continued, o
smile playiug over her kind, matronly face, * we must not forget that we, too,
Lave bcen young, and rcrh ips felt onee exactly as they do mow: even
you —.

¢ Never experienced anything of the sort, madam,” sharply interrupted the
‘rate old gentleman, turning and poking the firc vigorously. ¢ It’s all a pack
of nonsense, and the sooner the complaint is got rid of the better. My ward
must be cured, and it’s for this purpose, madam, I've come to Buzland.”

Iere he glaneed at Nellie, who, while he was speakine, had been g gazing
at the face that seemed so very much at variaree with the (11~po~mon. She
raised her eyes fearlessly to his as she replied,—

¢ Mr. Burion, if you arc a gentleman you will please allow the discussion
of this subject to cease entirely for the future; as X assure you, your interfer-
ence can in no possible way have the desired cffect.  So long as you respeet
my wishes in this maticr, I will observe yours in others: if not, I cannot an-
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swer for the result.  Aund, sir,” she continued with emotion, * my father ap-
pointed you the guardian of my property, not the controller of those sentiments
which a man of henour would respect.”

Here she rose from the table, intending to leave the room; for at the men-
tion of her father, the old choking sensation had returned, and she would not
let this grim old tyrant see her weakness.

** Not so fast, Miss Nellie, if you please,” he called out, ag she had
aained the door, “I wish for a little more conversation with yon on this
eub]ect that is to be tabooed in the future, wsetter have it out at once.  Pray
be seated.” She declined, and standing with her hand resting ou the table,
waited calmly for him to be"in.

* My dear young lady,” the voice sounded kinder, * you are no doubt per-
fectly aware that this is Christmas eve. Now, as you have pleased me ex-
ceedingly by your prompt compliance with my wishes, in a matter that shall
be nameless, I will in return give you what I think will prove a slight plea-
sure to you. We will have Mr. Arthur Knightbridge here to dinner on Christ-
mas day.”

Mrs. Barber looked at her nicce, expecting to see the quiet face light up
with this intelligence, but she was disappointed. Turning to Mr. Burton,
Nellie said supphcatm«lv,

¢ If you please, sir, I would much rather you did not.”

¢ Did not what?”

¢ Invite Arthur—DMr. Knightbridge—here to-morrow.”

“Eh? What do you say?” questioned the old man in astouishment.

* I mean, sir,” she replied, ¢ that I think it would be better if he did not
come.”

¢ Then, madam, I say he shall,” roared the old tornade. ¢‘And you may
as well learn now as at any other time, that whatever I command in this house
I expecet to be obeyed. When I say a thing must be done it shall be done, or
else you may depend on’t there’ll be a scene. And now, if you please, ring
for writing materials: I will send the invitation at once.”

His ward, not caring to witness the ‘“scenc” in question, hastened herself
to wheel a small writing table in front of his chair, when he began to pen the
note to Arthur, without loss of time. Having finished, he bade Nellie address
it, and after looking at the direction, told her she might retire, and sce to its
being dispatched 1mmcdlatel) .

When the door had closed, Mrs. Barber drew her chair near the fire, with
the resolve to remonstrate with this touchy old piece of humanity, on”the
needless severity he was displaying towards her nicce ; but alas for her praise-
worthy resolutions! The old man’s quick perception had doubtless divined
the object of this geutle manwuvre ; and being extremely averse to a lecture
of this kind, he quickly conceived a desire to see London by gas-light, and
before Mrs. Barber could interpose a word, he begged she would excuse him.
and hastily left the room.,

Pausing in the hall to put on a heavy over-coat, and to draw a warm seal-
skin cap down over his ears, he took his gloves and walking-stick and left
the house, causing the front door to vibrate rather unpleasantly. Once out-
side, he hailed a cab, and jumping into .t, called out to the driver, ¢ Knight-
bridge & Studly, Fleet street,” and was driven off in ihe darkness; while
Nellie went to her room, to pass the night in sad thoughts and forebodings
of the future.
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CHAI'TER IIL.—~NELLIE'S CHRISTMAS-BOX.

Next day shone clear and bright throughout merry England.  The younger
portion of the inhabitants of London, going into ecstacies over the keen frost
of the night befure, that enabled over-worked clerks and apprentices to enjoy.
for once in a season, the luxury of skating on the smooth surface of the Ser-
pentine. At an carly hour mauy parties could be secen emerging from the
vieinity of Hyde Park and Kensington, all ardour and enthusiasm, in expec-
tation of the coming sport. In the morning Nellie and her guardian attended
divine scrviece, after which they returned home in time for luncheon, and to
await the arrival of their guests, for Mr. Studly, Arthur’s partner, a gentle-
man nearly as old as Mr. Burton, had also been invited. Miss Ashleigh had
Jjust completed the neat dinner toilet she usually wore, & plain black silk dress
with linen collar and cufts, when her maid handed her a small casket, of ex-
quisite workmauship, with a note in her guardian’s hand-writing. She hast-
ily broke the seal, and took out of the cuvelope a small golden key, and slip
of paper, the writing on the paper ran as follows : ¢ Inclosed is the key of the
casket, which contains a portion of’ your mother’s jewels, her wedding pres-
ent.  Your father desired they should be given to you on your nineteenth
birthday, and as you attain that age to-day, oblige me by wearing them.”
{Ier uext act was to open the jewel rase, cager—not to possess the gems it
contained--but to touch those which once had been woru by her mother ; the
mother whom she had never known save by the sweet memory that ever
clings round lost-loved ones.

Reverently she took out, one by one, the magnificent set of diamonds and
laid them on the toilet table, theu dismissing her maid, she kneeled down in
frout of them and kissed each little stone passionately, weepiug bitterly all
the while, from her loneliness on this Christmas day, when so many girls of
her own age would be surrounded by a pleasant home circle of kind parents
and loving brothers and sisters, and she had only this silent remembrance of a
parent’s love.

Presontly she grew calmer, thinking it might be wrong to indulge in a grief
that seemed to murmur against God’s holy will, that had called her parents
to himself.  Then she thought of Arthur, how very dearly he loved her, and
remembering this. grew calmer still, till at last she bowed her head and prayed
that God would comfort and guard those that were even more lonely than she,
~—who had 10 toil in poverty for the bread they would eat to-day. Rising,
she fastened a diamond of uncommon size and lustre, to which was attached
a fine gold chain. in her short curly hair; then, loosening the brooch that
pinned her collar, she replaced it by the one that had been her mother’s, and
putting the necklace, bracelet, &e., back into the casket, turned the key . ad
slowly left the room. She was descending the broad oak staircase, when a
gentleman in the hall, busily divesting himself of his overcoat and gloves,
caught lher attention.

¢ A merry Christmas Mr. Knightbridge,” she called out gaily, for before
Arthur she must try and be cheertul, ¢ a merry Christmas. Ias your Uncle
come?”

““The same to you Nellie,” replied the young man, taking her hand, ¢ You
lonk charming to-day, petite,” he marmured, looking into the eyes which Lis
presence had caused to shine more brightly, and entirely ignoring the question
concerning his Uncle.

O you naughty boy, you know that compliments are-—->7

“Just in season, and very pleasant when they speak the truth.”
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“T declare Arthur, you should ha ¢ lived in the ‘lme of Gueen Dess,” she
laughed, * you would have made a splendid conrtier.”

* 1 fear not Neiiie,” answered her lover merrily, * as-1 only see charms
where they really do exist, and cannot invent new ones even for my liege lady,
Jike Essex of old did for his.”

“Indeed you had betfer not,” returnel Nellie, “clse you might xcu,m
Essex’s reward, not for a in\,‘xch of gallantry, but for talking what you know
to be downright nensense.”

At all events you will not have the pleasure of saying it was bestowed
unuerited,” and Arvthar very seawily stooped ana snatehed a Liss from the
Jaughing lips; but whil: thus employed, he did wot sce the little hand rise
softly and in close proximity to his head, till he expericnced rather a strange
sensation in his leit car, and thus, Mn. Arthur Knightbridge reecived bis
Chiristimas-box.

*Mr. Kuightbridge, Mr. Burton, Mr. Buarton, Mr. Knightbriage,” Mrs,
Barber said when Nellic and Arthur had entered the dmwmf -room.  The
gentlemen bowed in acknowledgement of the introduction, and Zhook hands.

“Happy to make your acqu“.nt'moc, My, Knighth.idge, I have long wished

it,” began Mr. Burton, i

« Believe me, my dear sir, the wish is mutual,” Arthur rejoined smiling
cordially, but then he was speaking to Nellie’s guardian and it wus for his
interest to be poiite. .

“ By thie way, where’s Studly ?7 questioned Mr. Burton, afier they had been
conversing for some time on various subjects, and noticing for the first tine,
the absence of his second guest.

«0, I beg your paidon, 7 quite forgot {o mention it,” Arthur said, ¢ Fred
wished me to conv ey his apology for ot coming at the time appointed, but
important business compelled him to run up to Richmond at half-past two,
however, he will be here.”

¢ Q, that'll do,” assented his host, * we dine at four, and—-"

A ring was heard ai the front door, ¢ Ab, th: Wws him uow, I would know
his ring anywhere,” Arthur was saying, as Mr. Studly entered the Toom.
The new-comer advanced with a courtly bow, and was proceeding to shake
hands with Mrs. Barber, when his gaze beeame fixed on the master of the
house who was standing with his back to the fir¢, a strange smile playing
round the corners of his really fine mouth. Dropping the l.uly~ hand, Mi,
Studly turncd and fairly ran towards his host.

“What? How !” he ejaculated,  my dear Kaightbridge, you here?  Ah,
I see, vou have prepared this pleasant surprise for me on Christmas day !
Welcome to ¥ngland, old fellow.  Arthur, my boy, don’t you know your
Uncle ; but bless me, how should he?” the oid gentlemen went on, *¢ when
he uever clapped eyes on hins in his life till this bln, sed moment.”

Before Nellie and Arthur could recover from the astonishinent of this as-
teunding revelation, the eross old guardian was undergoing a wonderful trans-'
formation. 1le laughed till he could’nt staid, and was (v')lr'r(wl 1o sit down,
then got up and L un«rlnul again intil each person in the room, bccomnrr affected
with his 11<1b1hty, stood laughing at cach other like so many grinning
hyenas.

¢ Let me have it out my {riends,” he gasped, ¢ I never went so long with-
out a laugh since I was born.” ~

‘ Ah, siry” Nellic said, the fivst to recover her composure, ¢ what trick is
this you have been playing us? for I ece yeu arc not Mr. Durton, you are
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not my guardian.” Then she almost wished that he was, fearing the real
personage might in reality resemble the falsc one.

¢ My dear little Nellie,” replied the old man, *“ I am both the onc and the
other of the gentlemen you have now named. Your father always knew me
as George Bm‘ton, and when, throngh my marriage with Miss Knightbridge,
Arthur’s aunt, I had, at her father's request, to assume the old family name.
I did not undeceive him, and in fact he never knew that I was married at all,
for my wife lived but three short months after our wedding, and I could not
then bear to write about my loss, So it was to the George Burton of his
college days, that my old friend intrusted the guardianship of his orphan
daughter.  Forgive me my darling child, and you too Arthur, but when I
learned how matters had turned out, that my nephew was the chosen one of
this young lady’s heart~—O you necd’nt blush my dear, you know you told me
as much last night—1I then saw I could make quite a litile romance out of it:
A gallant kmrrht ready to brave all the danger of a silken ladder; a distress-
ed damsel, who talk(,d of love and duty in a breath; and last of all, myself,
the ¢ tyrannical old guardian’ O dear, when I thought of it, I noally died
from laughing, for Arthur had not the remotest idea that his old Uncle, who
had lived<twenty years in India, was the veritable destroyer of his happiness,
&c.  Well, you all know the remainder, ounly I could not stand it any longer.
Last night this little girl’s sorrowful face struck a pang to my heart, and I
went straight down to Fleet street, intending to tell you all about it and have a
pleasant surprise {or her to-day, but of course you were both out, as I might
have known you would be, gone to Charing-cross to meet me; ha, ha, ha,
However, I am glad it’s all out at last, for upon my soul T would'nt endurﬂ
such another twenty-four hours, for—for—."

¢ T'his, you dear old guardy ,” and both Nellie’s arms were round his neck

¢ Bless the child,” he murmured, stroking her hair, ¢ she is the very image
of her father, and last night, when she looked at me with her large blue eyes,
I thought that Harry was reproaching me for playing this trick upon his
child. Come here Arthur,” he called, and gently disengaging Miss Ashleigh,
grasped his nephew’s hand, *“ I believe,” he went on in a tone of mock grav-
ity, ‘“ that it is customary in England, as in all other European countries, to
present gifts of some description to those we esteem, on the anniversary of
our Saviour’s birth, and not wishing to be an exception to the general rule,
nor to any longer sustain the role of ¢ tyraunical guardian,’ I here present Miss
Nellie with her ¢ Christmas-box.” ”

The * Box ” opened its arms and Nellie glided into them,,s0 we suppose
the present was satisfactory to both parties,

The old gentleman was happily prevented from listening to the profuse ex-
pressions of gratitude, which his pephew was preparing to bestow, by the
loud ringing of the dinner bell.

‘ Ah, you roguc,” he said merrily, as be offered his arm fo Mrs. Barber,
and addressing Arthur, ¢ I see how it is, you want your Christmas-box too.
Well we mus'nt have he same thing over again, so to vary it a little, I will
—on this day week—make you 4 present of 1 my ward, and call her a ¢New
Year's Gift.”” -

Arthur read his answer in Nellie’s blue eyes, and a look of heart-felt grati-
tude followed the old man, who had given him this great, unspeakable happi-
ness, and drawing his bethrothed closer to his side, he stooped and whispered
* Thank God, d"rlmrr it was all for the best; you were right, we now have
our reward,” and his listener, also, thanked in. her hean, that Heavenly
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Father, who had after all, given her such a very, very happy Christmas day.

Little remains now to be told that the reader has not already surmised.
On New Year’s night a gay assembly was collected in the hospitable mansion
of Mr. Burton Knightbridge, which company, it is needless to say, was in
honour of Arthur’s receiving his New Year’s gift, for his uncle, as he kissed
Nellie’s glowing checks, was heard to call her *“his dearest nicee,” and to
confirm it. But in the words of Mr. Studly who, after a short conference
with Mrs. Barker, in a moon-lit window, whispered in her car, ¢ That now
all things were as they should be,” we close this story, wishing to all who read
it,—¢¢ A Merry Curistaas AND A Harey New YEAR Y

MUSINGS ON THE ESK, NEAR INVERES:.

BY PROFESSOR LYALL.

*Tis twilight, and a sombre screen
Of clouds is urawn across the sky;
*Tis Sabbath, and methinks the scenc
Feels its solemnity :
All nature’s inute, save the breczes still
Whisper along the slecping hill,

And hark! a streamlet’s murmuring sound
Comes sweetly softened to the ear;

But nothing elsc, around, around,
Breaks the bless’d quiet here:

All nature, ceas'd its sabbath hymn,

Is hushed as towers of cloister dim.

I see a churchyard; there the stone

But looks to stone, and grave to grave :
No voice, all calmly slumbering on,

The silent, dead, conclave!
And who shall break that sealéd slecp ?
His voice that stills, or wakes, the deep.

The pages of our history tell
Here once & mail-ed army stood :
The helmn and glaive beseem’d them well—
They thought not of a shroud;
But shrouds were strew’d beneath their feet,
And the dead were there they were to meet.

And still where yonder fields extend,
Unconscious of the gazer’s eye,
Historic recollections blend—
A scene of memory!
There Scotland’s, England’s, rival host,
Met to maintain their country’s boast.
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And onward still, another field—
Preston! thy scene of civil strife;
But broken now the spear and shield,

Or turn’d into the pruning knife : —
There et a christian hero’s grave,
Gardiner,.at once the good and brave.

Yon lonely rock amid the sea,
That 1ifts itself to giant height,
Round which the billows ceaseiessly,
Chafe in their restless might : -
*Twas there the martyrs of the Rock
Defied the Tyrant’s rudest shock.

Tuntallan, from the neighbouring steep—
The proudest stronghold of the land—

Still grandly looks o’er half the deep,
Where once it held command :—

Yraint relic of its former day—

Its feudal, all but regal sway!

Ah! well that war has hush’d its notes:
The trumpet peals not to the ear:
No more the hostile banner floats
O’er citadel and mere:
Thy triumphs, Christian truth, are seen
In what is now, and what has been.

Now Scotland, England’s, host, is one:
Rebellion lifts not now its head :
No more the foray raid is run,
And peace, with wing outspread,
‘Now broods o'er all the landscape wide,
" More peaceful in this Sabbath tide.

The feudal hate, the civic strife,

The mustering host; the gathering clan:
For these, the amenitios of life

That flow ’twixt man and man:
The hostile shock, the battle-cry

Contend not now for victory.

Surely this calm las something holy :
The stillness of the mourner’s room;
Which yet is not all melancholy :
The dead has not the sinner’s doom.—

How happy when the soul subdued
‘Thus finds repose inits own mood!

It seems that I could linger here,
If I might always feel as now,
‘With scarce a hope, and scarce a fear,
And sorrow banish’d from my brow :
The quiet of this twilight hour—
How deep, how hallow’d is its power!
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THE OAhSMEN OF ST. JOHN.*
By CHARLES SANGSTER, Ottawa,

A song for manly muscle, a garland for the brave,

A lyric round for the homeward-bound, the champions of the wave,
¥lushed with the pride of viciory as bleodless as « fleece,

Victory worthy of the days so famed of ancient Greece,

When the stout wrestler’s strength prevailed against contending odds,
Admired of mighty Emperors, beloved of men and gods.

No crowned Olympian Athlete or Pythian proud could don

A ore deserving chaplet than Tur Osrsyury or St. Jous.

Through all the wide Dominion the welcome straing shall roll,

Wherever beats true heart or burns a patriotic soul;

From stern New Brunswick’s coast where foam the Atlantic billows grand
To where the bread Pacific laves the boundaries of our land,

Men of the West! as bold and blest as ever chose to be

The vent'rous children of the wave, the toilers of the sea,—

The spirit of the Norseman, the Orkney fisher’s brawn,

These bring you strength of soul and limb, brave Oarsmen of St. John.

When Cartier dreamed his dream of fame, he trimmed his drooping sails,
And for the distant new world steered, unawed by calms or gales;

But when the summons from afar the cheery challenge told,

Ye dreamed of honours to be won, and sought them in the old;

And there, before the admiring eyes of every land and clime,

Your prowess wrote four manly names upon the scroll of time;

Names that will ring on aged lips when an hundred years are gone,

And grandsires to hot youth will boast of the Qarsmen of St. John.

Yet once again the challenge came, and once again like men

Their swift blades flashed, as they dipped, as they dJashed to victory again;
As the bright waters from their prow in rippling crescents curled,

Amid ten thousand cheers they sweep, the champions of the world.

Go, tell it to the climes afar, ye merry wandering breeze,

We feel a nation’s sober pride in experts such as these;

Go, stand apart my valiant men, all eyes would gaze upon

‘The honoured four from your rock-bound shore, brave Qarsmen of St. Johm.

All honour to such social strife as makes the nations one;

All honour to the strength of arm, to the valiant deed well done.

A song for manly muscle, then, bring garlands for the brave,

And with fadeless laurels crown the brows of these champions of the wave,
Fair hands would twine thg chaplet, sweet loving lips would raise

Brave lyric strains and sweet refrains to fitly sing your praise;

A welcome strong of soulful song—whole nations looking on—

‘What less should we do for the gallant crew—"Tue OarsyrN OF St. Jonv!

* [The * Oarsmen of 8t. John ¥ who won such fine laurels for themselves at Paris on Sth July, 1867,
and at Springficld, Mass., October 21, 1883, are GEORGE PRICE, (Bow), RoBEgT FuLTON, (Stroke),
BLwail Ross, (Aft Midship), and 8AMUEL HUTTON, (Fore Midship.)]
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PEN PHOTOGRAPIIS.

By Daxier CLarg, M. D., Princeton, Ontario.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN.

Beive supplied with a letter of introduction to the late President Lincoln,
by a member of the Canadian Government, the writer had an interview with
him in the autumn of 1864. The President’s office for the transaction of
business was in the well-known ¢ White House,” immediately above the
southern part of the reception room in the cast wing., Ifrom the window
there is a fine view of the placid Potomac and Arlington heights. The room
was not carpeted, and contained a few substantial oak chairs and one long and
high writing-desk, which was loaded with official documents and veferential
books of law and statutes. Adjoining his room to the west is a small waiting
room, also furnished very sparingly. The walls were decorated with a few
maps, and there were some plaster busts of distinguished statesmen on the
mantlepiece. In one corner of the room, ncar the door, were the remains of
a portion of the machinery of the ill-fated ¢ Merrimac,” presented by the Hon.
Mr. Washburne to the President. After waiting nearly an hour, with about
three dozen other expectants—the temper of some of these seething over in
intermittent cjaculations of a laconic and pointed kind, against some distin-
gnished member of the diplomatic corps, whose tete-a-tete with Lincoln was
more lengthy than agrceable to the most of us-—we were indiscriminately ad-
mitted to the audience chamber, Mr. Lincoln could be recognized among a
thousand by the portraits of him seen everywhere. He was tall and angular
in body, with long, sinewy arms. The large mouth, sunken cyes and prom-
inent cheek bones, made the contour of his face decidedly Scottish. When
he shook hands with you his grip was such as would make a Sayers wince;
and although at that moment I had no anxieties, griefs or regrets, I confess
the tears came into my cyes, I presume in sympathy for my unfortunate
digitats, which were at that moment in limbo. When he spoke to you he
looked you straight in the face, as if he desired and was determined to read
your inmost thoughts and wishes. You were sure, from the impression pro-
duced upon you from: his searching gaze, that he possessed an intuitive tact
in reading much of 2 man’s character from his countenance, and that he him-
self was not destitute of moral courage ; and the firmly compressed lips indi-
cated great determination if the quicscent lion was once thoroughly aroused.
Tu the eyes, however, there was an ever-present twinkle of humour,
which no volition could suppress. The mouth might utter stern words, but
the eyes would belie all.  His voice was & baritone, with no edges to its sound.
His speech was slow, distinet, deep ahd mellow ; and he spoke with an ear-
nestness which carried conviction to the hearer. It was evident to all whe
came in contact with fiim that he meant all he said, and that is no small com-
mendation in this age of consummate cunning, deception, intrigue and preten-
tious honesty of purpose. The great fund of anecdotes at Lincoln’s command
was constantly used to pourtray some character, or to illustrate some prin-
ciple, or to relicve his presence of some obsequious office-seeker. The latter
class was the very bane of his life. While the writer was present he decided



236 StEwWART'S LITERARY

three cases that came before him in a summary manner. The first was &
gentleman who wished to ship goods to Newbern on a man-of-war, and for
private speculation. Mr. Lincoln said to him, “ your petition cannot be
granted; for our ships have other work to do besides carrying goods to the
South for personal aggrandizement.” The second applicant was an elderly
lady, dressed in deep mourning, who held a petition in her hand, and weeping
bitterly, presented it to Mr. Lincoln. He read it carcfully, and said to her
in great kindness,  my good woman, this petition signed by your neighbours
vouches for your respectability and your loyalty, and in it you ask me to re-
lease your rebel son, now in prison. I regret it cannot be done consistently
with the public welfare. During the first year of this rebellion, my heart was
grieved when the sad stories were brought to me by relatives of prisoners ill
in health, repentant and dying. I released many on account of these entreat-
ies, and on promise of future good behaviour. Well, what was the result?
When they reached their homes they threw away their paroles, forgot their
honour, and once more took up arms against us, and were taken prisoners
again. If your son is sick, he shall be cared for: if he is not fed the whole-
some though plain foud of a prisoner, in abundance, I shall sec to it.  You
can visit your son at seasonable hours; but I cannot liberate any more on
such pleas as you now present. I am sorry for you, but you have my answer.”
Sorrow was plainly printed on his countenance as she turned away. The
third petitioner was a young lady from Kentucky, with a similar request on
behalf of her brother. The Presidert looked earnestly at the petition and
then at her countenance, and said emphatically : ¢ Were you not here Satur-
day on the same errand?’ She answered, 1 was.” “Did I not consider
this matter then?” She said, “you did.” ¢ What was my answer to you at
that time? Did I pot say I would not liberate him, as it was the third of-
fence, cither of which should have condemned him to death? Did you think
I had changed my mind, or that you would torment me until I had granted
yoitr reguest?” O, sir,” she cried, as the tears rolled down her checks,
¢« if you will only permit him to go home with me, he will never, never fight
against you again: indeed, sir, he will not ; I promise you that. He is dying
where he is. Let me take him away,—Ilet me take him away and nurs¢ him
until he dies.” Duty and pity had a brief struggle, but the former won.
¢ Your brother shall be cared for,” he said; ‘“but he cannot be liberated.”
She drew herself up to hey full height in an instant, and in the most haughty
manner ; and after deigning to give the chief magistrate a fierce look of some
significance, as much as to say  we meet at Phillipi,” she withdrew. He
wag thus importuned day after day by all classes of the republic. e wasa
“mnan of acute diserimination and keen observation,—one who had studied his
countrymen well in all the multifarious phases of their erratic hero-worship.
and to a great extent had humoured them in many of their demands, if these
calls were not diametrically opposed to a settled policy or course of action.
When the people thought him vacillating, the oak was only bending before
the storm, soon to regain its former uprightness and elasticity when the tem-
pest was overpast. lle was an emancipator at heart when he read his first
inaugural in doubt and sorrow from the steps of the Capitol; but * the better
angel of his nature” told him that it was best to allow public opinion to pre-
cede and concur in his proclamation of freedom. The press, under his con-
trol, paved the way. and did it well. He struck the iron when it was hot.
and moulded the plasiic elements of national power with a willing hand, un-
til the long-sought-for goal was reached. No syren song lured him ; no threat«
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intimidated ; no failures discouraged; no vietories vaunted; no eruclties to
his friends made him vindictive ; and no toils or anxieties brought forth «
word of complaint. With wonderful equanimity of mind—no revilings and
unworthy reproaches rufiled his temper, or changed him in the main from his
purposes—yet he was not dogmatic, but humbly acknowledged his errors.  In
his first letter to General Grant, occurs the memorable and noble sentence:
“You were right and T was wrong.” Ile had his faults and failings like
other mortals ; but these will be remembered no more.  Ilis inmost soul would
revolt at the senseless panegyrics and enlogia, spoken and written in memoriam.
The comparisons of him to ancient worthies of loly Writ are odious and
blasphemous, and show utter want of taste, uot to say truthfulness, in paral-
lel.  Any writer, whose exuberance of feeling or funcy may lead him to pre-
dicate of Abraham Lincoln all that is great and good and glorious, in language
which is the quintessence of finenrss, may make a good mediaval poet, but
not a very reliable historian. These exuberant ebullitions of feeling may be
creditable to the heart of the writer or speaker: but they are not always con-
sonant with facts, or such as the eminent dead deserve.  Lincoln was not a
demi-god ; nor was he unique in excellence or probity. He has left in the
United States many equals behind, who, did the opportunity occur, would not
need a tragic end to stamp them also with immortality. Lincoln’s great vir-
tue was honesty, and who, in the discharge of his publiec dutics, did what he
could with disinterested patriotism. He doubtless was guilty of many errors
in judr ment, of which the world will never know ; but ¢ let him that is with-
out sin cxst the first ston ; ;7 and now let the dead past bury its dead. Hon-
esty is a valuable inheritance, now-a-days seldom bequeathed to pOhthld.na ;
and for that cardinal virtue alone, the world should hold Lincoln in grateful
remembrance. To some extent it is true, ‘““an honest man is the noblest
work of Ged;” and now that he has gone to the world of spirits, let us deal
honestly with his name, and * keep ourselves from idols;” for, however we
may admire him as a raler of a mighty republic, and as a man in his social
relations, he was only mortal, and as sueli, was not the etherial and distorted
caricature drawn of him by his worshippers.  As Britons, we are not jealous
of a nation which can produce and support in & worthy position such a man,
in spite of all the horrors incident to a fratricidal war : and as Anglo-Saxons,
we cheerfully accord to him a proud pre-eminence in the temple of fame.
whose niches arc being filled with the great and undying names of those of
whom the world was not worthy.

SECRETARY SEWARD.

There were more pomp and efiquette in the surrcundings of Mr. Seward.
than in all the White House of Mr. Lincoln. There was a profuswu of semi-
uniformed servants, ‘“ dressed in a little brief authority,” that would not dis-
grace an eastern pasha. Visitors have to bide his Excellency’s time in a
large hall which runs through the whole length of the building. Br.. Welle~.
the Sceretary of the Navy, has his offices in the same building. The house
is small and unpretending and made of brick, and is situated near the U. S.
Treasury—(a beautiful, pilliared building) on the north side. In the hall
Mr. Seward’q son had a desk at which he was busily writing. We seat in to
the Secretary of State our letters of introduction, and aftor exercising our
patience about half an hour, while the Russian Ambassador had his Tnter-
view, we were ushered into a small parlour by a huge janitor, whose dignity
and formality a mandarin might envy. This roomn was neatly furnished,
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hut eould not boast of many superfluities in furniture or adornings. Tl
walls were studded by n few pictures, one of whiech was a grouping of the
buxts of men of genius, such as Watt, Stephenson, Brunel, &e., with two
fine steel engravings of Cobden and Bright. The most severe republiean,
who has faith in the aphorism ¢ when unadorned, adorned the most,” would be
delighted with this severe simplicity in the arcana of one of the chiefs of the
nation.  While cogitating on such natters, the Cerberus of the Secretary
called my nane in a softo voce manner, that would put a bass singer into fits
of cestasy.  We could searcely eredit our organs of gight when Mur. Seward
rose up from behind a large desk to shake hands, to ¢ee a small thin person,
at the most not five feet six inches in height—sallow in countenance, thin iu
body, small sunken eyes, shagay eye-brows, thin lipg, small round chin, and
gencerally emaciated muscles.  Had lie the massive head and burning eyes af
Sir William Hamilton, the prince of metaphysiciang, his outlines would cor-
respond with the matchless Knight, at least in the distance. Ie was evid-
cently out of health and had a nervous manner that made his visitors doubt-
lessly uucor:fortable. e has a studied reserve about his conversation which
is not in keeping with his despatches to the foreign ministers of the Republie.
During the rebellion he was perpetually writing oracular sayings and making
prophetic announcements that were never fulfilled and that were looked upou
by foreign powers as harmless Sewardisms—a sort of pap to satisfy the crav-
ings of a restless, discontented and fretful public. He fed the American
people for many a weary day with such husks, but the voracious maw of
public opinion at last saw the cunning cheat and asked for more solid condi-
ment. The infant nation was then cutting its wisdomn teeth and required
from time to time an anodyne to soothe its fits of anglo-phobia. No man
could preseribe a more potent remmedy to a convulsive people than Wm. II.
Seward. His despatch to Minister Adams, in the Spring of 1861, declaring
that the rebellion would be erushed in ninety days, is in keeping with his
wounderful assurance ¢ver since.  IIis manner indicates impatience and irrita-
bility. We could imagine him penning dispatches on the impulse of the mo-
ment, full of gall and wormwood, and boiling hot, which prudence, good
judgment and diseretion would uever pen, or if written in a moment of weak-
ness, would be committed inmmediately to the flames. Doubtless, during the
lifetime of Lineoln, the President was a huge balance-wheel, that regulated
the power and velocity of this restless engine of war.  Seward does not seem
like one who wonld be actuated by vindictive feelings and unforgiving hatred,
ou the contrary, his voluminous correspondence indicate his moods to be like
the summer sky, all sunshine the mest resplendent, or all cloud aud portent-
ous thuuder storms, the blackest in which there is some danger and much
noise—vengeful and furious for a time—but nature is only righting itsclf, for
the clear atmosphere is sure to follow. The phillipics of Seward may aot
equal those of the Athenian orator against the Macedonian king in satire
the most pe verful and bitter, but they ave often desperate efforts to annihilate
his enemies at home and abroad by venom, virulence and biting sarcasm.
The Republican Convention, of Chicago, that nomioated Lincoln, did well to
eschiew his elaims as a candidate for the presidency, for although his mental-
ity is not by any means deficient, yet his conceptions and perceptions are
c-ude in their ¢ working out” and in their practical bearings, being too ard-
ent a politician to sce aught good in his opponents and being totally blind to
the wishes of any government that is not democratie, or of any people that
are not believers in the Monroe dectrine, and of the manifest .destiny of all
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nationalities on this continent to bow down in meckness to the would-be con-
queror, or be bought sou!, body and posscssions, like ice-ribbed Walrussia
or volcanic and tempest-torn St. Thomas. Ile has often in his self-will and
intermittent obstinacy, been a thorn in the side of the Cabinet and has spoiled
by ¢ red tape” and the * circumlocution office” the matured and otherwise
approved plans of many a geueral; but bLeing shrewd as a tactician, able,
carnest, and ever plodding, he retains a surprising hold on the good opininns
of a people, who, during the war had been most fickle in attachments to pub-
lie men, who through extrancous circumstances were partially unsuccessful.
The man who has paans sung in his praise to-day, may be the object of vile
vituperation to-morrow, Seward has not been exempt trom blame, nor has
he passed unscathed through an eventful period in- his country’s history, nor
has he escaped the shafts of low scurrility, which have been hurled ad lbitum
at conspicuous men, yet with great tenacity he has comparatively kept his
reputation good and his influence unimpared north and south, with democrats
as well as with republicans.  This is more to be wondered at when we con-
sider how abrupt, pointed and sharp he is in his manner of speech to all and
sundry who transact business with him. In fact he may be called ¢ crusty ”
were it not you saw that diis manner was natural and his laconie, brusque.
replies unintentionally such. His labours are very arduous, and have very
little pleasautness in their details ; but Seward is fond of power and popula-
rity and no doubt cenjoys his position. The snarls he has cogaged in against
our augnst mother—Giat Britain—indicate a normal habit rather than viei-
ous propensiiies, and have been as harmless as those of a lapdog or the echo
of his own voice. He is a representative_wan and as such must pretend to
possess innate chronic hatred to old staunch Britannia, yet at heart, he possi-
bly may not be unfriendly to us and our institutions. We have not the gift
of prophecy, but we would not be surprised to see him installed as Sceretary
of State in the Grant administration. A more Jaborious statesman could not
be found in the Republic, nor do we know of one better versed in international
law. It has been his ¢ speciality ” and his delight since he came into public
notice, and has doune him good service during the recent delicate complications
between Britain, France, Spain and the United States.

GENERAL MEADE.

Very little was known of General Meade, outside of military circles, until
he was called to the command of the army of the Potomac-a few days previ-
ous to the battle of Gettysburgh. His partial success at that time gained
him some credit, but not as much as he deserved, for if his army had been
routed and demoralized to the extent the same forces were under MeDowall,
McClellan, Pope and Hooker, Washington could not escape capturc and a new
impetus givea to the struggle. But the tenacity, bravery sud well-planned
tactics of jaded soldiers and anxious leaders repeatedly repulsed, saved the
Northern army and people a disgrace, and virtually broke the back of the re-
bellion:  The lowest depths had beex reached and the ascent had commenced.
Although Meade did not utterly discomfit Gen. Lee’s army, yet he checked
the enemy’s victorious career through Maryland and Pennsylvania. His tar-
diness after the battle was looked upon much more leniently than was that of
Gen. McClellan after the battle of Antietam. The pcople had been taught
patience. The clamorous and spit-fire press which had forced many a gene-
ral to fight unprepared, was being taught caution. All the American people
knew that Lee was repulsed but not defeated and that he could still, on the
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defensive, strike a telling blow that might be disastrous to the union cause.
Defeat at that time would be serivus.  Gen, Meade being a military engineer,
was more capable of acting on the defensive than the offensive ; 5 his fmlc lay
more in well digested pl.uh, assisted by diagrams and typography, than in
sudden and uno\pcctu] combinations, . pawmt, during a battle.  His cau-
tion and carefulness of the lives of his soldiers were barriers to sudden and
unlooked for vietory and also to rasl erude plans which might bring on defeat.

Stonewall Jackson, Sherman, or Sheridan, to use a Scotch prov u’b “would
make a spoon or ~po;l a horn,” while Meade was studying the process by
whieh it was done. It is not in his nature to tempt fickle fortune by a coup
’etat.  llis sense of respousibility is too keen, and his finer feelings arc in
too lively exercise to risk precious lives in mere experiment or hap-hazard,
yet it is doubtful if such a general could successfully hold supreme command
of a large army, in the face of a skilful and daring foc, and cacteris paribus,
lead it to victory when success depended not on sicge operations, but on sud-
den and unlooked for manccuvre—taking advantage of emergencies—and in
indomitable perseverance and pluck in pursuing and striking a pmtmﬂy beaten
and retreating foe. Meade' was faithful and industrious, and a good tactician
and well-beloved by his army ; but Lis fears and doubts robbed him of de-
cision. The American lt,adu's knew that the army was safe with him until
it was ready to strike the final blow, then, Grant, as generalissimo, with
doggcd determination, and a well drilled countless host, led the way ‘¢ on that
line ” in the bloody march to Richmond. How mgny can remember with
shuddering the horrors of the way from the Rapidan®to the Weldon railroad
— the marchcs and counter-marches—the trail of maugled corpses—the
moans of dying men—the dripping ambulances—the terrible symphony of
battle!  All, all, now reminiscences of what seemed a hedious night-mare or
some strange plm utasmata of the brain, which, like the ¢ baseless fabric of a
vision, leaves not a wreck behind,” but alas, it was reality.

The wrxtcr found Meade’s ]l(,{ld-(lllﬂl‘l(}l‘b in 1864 at Cxty Point, and at that
time noi far from the extrewae left of his army. Shortly after the battles of
Ream’s station, and the taking of the Weldon railroad, and the occupation of
the forts at the Peebles housc, the Pegram farm and Hatcher’s Run, his tent
was pitched near the historie Jerusalem plank road, at the well-known Yellow
Tavern. DMeade’s tent could uot be distinguished {rom those of his staff, ex-

- cept by a small American idag on a pole about six feet high, and six yards
away from the tent door.. In the entrance to the tent was a small stove, ¢om-
poesed of Russian iron, sliding together after the manuer of a spy-glass, so
that when removed it could be stowed away iuto the smallest compass. He
«extolled it as.a model for ¢ camp purposes.’ His bed was a stretcher, such as
is used on the field for carrying the wounded.. Tt had spread on it a few grmy
blankets, and rested abowt a foot from the nrround on two billets of wood. On
a barrel was perched a smail w rltmg-desk, and’ by its side were two camp
stools. These, with a small portmanteau, were the furniture of his tent. A
detachment of Zouaves was his body-guard, whose fantastic costume—the red
trousers, t tight leggings, blue jackets with yellow idcmn‘s, and night-cap head
piece above bronzed ﬁces—-—-slruck the eye pleaeantly, in contrast with the
everlasting blue of the regiments tented around. Could we divest ourselves
of the real for a time, the ideel and imaginative would soou carry us to the
Boulevards, Tuilleries, Palais Royale, or Phw 12 Concorde, of Paris, where
the traveller meets at almost every step the Chasseur &’ Afrique; or we would
be sprited away to Algeria, the na al place of this uniform, the sight of which
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struck terror into the Arabs, and which hias made Muscovite and Iapsburgh
tremble at Alina, Inkerman and the Malakoff, and at Magenta and Solferino
on the plains of Piedmont. In the United Stateq, this unitorm, as a general
rule, when the war first broke out, was adopted by regiments composed of the
seum of the cities, such as the ** bruisers” and the ¢ plug-uglies,” who fought
well, but whose ethics did not involve very clear conceptions of meum and
teum, either among friends or foes; but as the war went on, the respectable
hone and sinew of the American youth filled up the hiatus made by discase
and powder and shot. The grotesque appearance of a body of men in Zouave
costume is very attractive; but like that of a British soldier (high authority
to the contrary notwithstanding,) is an excellent mark for the enemy’s sharp-
shooters. Gen. Meade informed the writer that he received letters daily froin
deserters who had fled to Canada ‘‘from the wrath to come,” begging and
pleading to be pardoned, so that they might return to their respective regi-
ments.  The General did not say whether their prayers were granted or not.
We are sure if public interest permitted it he would be ready to place on pro-
bation the miserable exiles. Meade deserves the gratitude of the Canadian
people for his conscientious discharge of duty during the Fenian raid. Al
though other officers of the U. S. Army were faithless to their trust, he was
willing and cager and prompt to disarm and send back these bandits and
marauders to the foul dens of infamy from whence they sprung, with the un-
derstanding that he at Jeast would interpret literally, and without any mental
ceservation, the orders of the President. Let him be remembered by us as
faithful among the many of his compeers, who were eager for revenge because
of imaginary wrongs by an innocent pcople. His simplicity in manners, ur-
banity, humanity, lack of *¢ fussiness,” and retiring habits, are not appreciat-
¢d as they ought to be; but it is an old adage * that republics are always
ungrateful ;” or at least the gratitude of historic republics was very transitory.
‘The hero of a party may have his ears filled with the multitudinous voices of
the populace shouting ** all hail I to-day : and to-morrow he may be ostraciz-
ed blindly and ignorantly at the command of an ascendant faction. Meade
has; so far, not been caught in the maelstrom of popular clamour, for which
no doubt he is thankful ; but when. the ¢rue histery of the American war has
been written, he will be acknowledged as a general whose prudence, direre-
tion, sound judgment and skill have contributed a large ‘shure to the re-estab-
lishment of Uuited States’ aughority. Ie is not a bully nor a knave—two
characteristies which have had great prominence, and have been well devel-
oped in many generals of the Union ; but which, even among an industrious,
enterprising and volatile people, will eventually cover the unfortunate possess-
or with just and lasting dishonour. C '

CANADIAN CHARACTERS.

(FROM AN UNPUBLISHED VOi.UME.)
No. 1.—NEIGHBOUR JOHN.

BY ALEXANDER M’LACHLAN.

There’s neighbour Jobn, dull as a stone,
An earthy man is he: :
In nature’s face no single tfrace
Of heauty can he see.
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He’s wrought with her for sixty years—
Believes he did his duty;

Yet all that time saw naught sublime,
Nor drank one draught of beauty.

His only joy as man and boy
Was but to plod and moil,
Until his very soul itself
1Ias grown into the soil.
He secs no vision, hears no voice
To make his spirit sinart;
The glory and the mystery
Ne'er sett’ld on his heart.

The great vault’s hanging o’er his head,
The earth is rolling under,

On which he's borne from night till morn

- With not one look of wonder.

Talk not to him of yonder clouds
In glory mass’d together, -

John but beholds in all their folds
Some index of the weather.

Talk not of old cathedral woods
Their gothic arches throwing;
John only sees in all those treus
So many saw-logs growing.
For,in the woods no spirit broods,
The grove’s no longer haunted ;
The gods have gone to realms unknown,
And carth is disenchanted.

In Day, with all his bright array,
And black Night still returning,
He never saw one gleam of awe
Tho’ all their lamps were burning.
Their seasons in their mystic round
Their magic work are doing;
Spring comes and goes, the wild flower blows.
And Winter's storms are brewing.

And Indian Summer steps between,
In robes of purple gleaming,

* Or in'a maze of golden haze

The live-long day is dreaming.

.John stands with dull insensate look,

His very soul’s grown hoary!

" And sees in all buf sear 1e'ave§'fx‘tll,

And not one gleam of glory.

For beauty and sublimity,
Are but'a useless blunder;

And naught can start awe in his heart,
No nothing short of thunder.

He know the world’s a solid world,
And that a spade’s a spade,

And that for food and raiment, all
.The heavens and carth were made.

He laughs at all our ecstasies,
And he keeps stiil repeating

** You say 'tis fair, but will it wear?

Or is it good for eating?”
And we can only say to him
¢ That it is very tragic
To see but kites and appetites
Povl in this Hall of Magic.”
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COLOUR AS ATPTPLIED TO LADIES DRESS.
PART 2.—BY J. W. G.

It is not our {ntention to discuss whether the dress of the present day has
assumed the proportinus of extravggance as some have asserted. The most
inveterate grumbler caunot deny that it takes very little to make a bonnet.
We will leave the discussion in the hands of the ladies, and depend upon it
if you are a bachelor fricnd of their’s and attempt the argument, yeu will be
worsted, and we canunot extend to you any sympathy. They will not only
point out how little it takes to make o lady’s garment, but call your attention
to the fact, that it is the spring that roves the many hands of industry, fur-
nishing food and labour for millions; that it stimulates man’s faney, skill,
taste and inventive genius, snd even impels him to study and scientific
rescarch.

Nor wil} we stop to enquire how the fair sex may be said to lay claim to
the exclusive right of colour, leaving to us but black, white and brown. We
do not repine, it they have the pleasure, we enjoy the sight, which is some
compensation. Imagine, if by a freak of fashion, they were to adopt a cos-
tume as unvaried as the present masculine attire, and our shop windows—
that now display all that 13 chaste and lovely in colour and exquisite in design
—nothisg more attractive than broad cloth or black stuff, what a depressing
effect it would have. Then if colour, in regard to dress, may be said.to be
the prerogative of woman, it becomes her to use it with good taste.. This
can ouly be done by proper attention to its laws and not by open violation of
them ; not by wearing a dress of various colours regardless of all: harmony.

We do not wish to be understood to advocate the wearing of a particular
colour by a person at all times because it is in harmony. Let us denonnce
fashion as we will, we cannot resist the tide; in spite of every effort we will
float with the siveam more or less. Few have the moral courage to. reject it
altogether;; then what is wanted is a correct knowledge of the laws of har-
monious colour, so that you will be prepared fo adapt yom'qe]f to the times.

We dislike to see persons make themselves what is termed ¢¢ odd,” by appear-
ing in the garb of ancient days, or again give all their time and .Toeans {0
dress, caring nothing about the cultivation of their minds.

The rules of society compel ladies to dress according to the sphere in which
they move, but it does not compel them to dress extravagantly ; for nothing
can be in worse taste than an over-dressed person. - And how often do we see
one plainly but neatly dressed, yet we are struck by her lady-like appearance.
Again, others scem to love colour to such an extent that they decorat: their
person in all the colours of the rainbow; nor do they show any choice of
delicate tones, but use them as strongly as possible. What can such an indi-
vidual want, only to be stared at by the vulgar crowd who are caught by the
glitter and show? No one, possessed of a cultivated taste, can admire it,
but will immediately begin to read something of the character of the wearer
—her tastes and habits—and too often the readmfr will not be very flatteriag.

We are very much inclined to thiuk that it was S sensible advice of a wnter
when telling liow to prepare a hare for dinner, to say * first catch your hare.”
In our case we do not want our lady friends to perform any such feat, but



244 STEWART'S LITERARY

simply to know their complexion. This is of the utmost importance, and
really requisite before you can tell what will harmonize with it; and we cer-
tainly should not offer such advice did we not hear so many conflicting opinions
regarding, not only the colour of the huir, eyes and fuce of their intimate
triends, but of their own familics.

For our present purpose it is sufficient to divide the complexion into two
types, the blonde and brunctte, and it cannot fail to be apparent to the most
casual observer that there arce different degrees of colour in the blonde and
also in the brunette. Each degree marked by some prevailing tint, the blonde
may have more orange than roscate tint, og more of the latter than the form-
er, for these two form the basis of colour in the blonde complexion. In the
brunette it may partake more of the red than the orange, or the orange may
predominate. By examination you will find that in this type the red is a -
more decided red, than the roseate tint, observable in the complexion of the
blonde, which the word brunette implies. We find associated with the
blonde light coloured hair and blue eyes; with the brunette dark brown or
black hair, and black, hazel, or grey eyes. Again, we mect with faces not
belonging, strictly speaking, to either type, which are generally styled pale
complexions. Then what is ‘wanted is a correct study of your own com-
plexion, after that the laws of contrasts and harmonies of colour to enable
you to lower or give greater value to a tone. For instauce, if you want
to lower the orange, or there is too much red in the face, or again, these are
lacking, they can be lowered or forced up by a proper knowledge of these
laws, or in other words, you can improve or uot the colour of your ecomplexion
as you use a becoming or an unbecoming colour in juxtaposition with the
face.

We have heard it said by ladies, ‘ my sister can wear a colour which is very
becoming to her and quite the reverse to me.” The cause will be found in
some slight difference of colour in the complexion, or else in the method of
separating’ the colour from the face ; for instance, rose-red cannot be put in
conts ¢t with even the rosiest complexions without causing them to lose some
of their freshuess, for rose-red and crimson cause the complexion to look more
or less green, yet these colours may be worn if separated from the face by a
border of tulle or & wreath of white flowers in the midst of green leaves, and
in this manner & bonnet may be worn by either blonde or brunette, if proper
care is taken to separate it from the face by some n.ore becoming colour.

It will be found, by experiment, that coloured bonnets produce more effect
by contrest, arising from juxtaposition with the flesh tints, than by the coloured
reflections which it imparts to them. All reflected colour is feeble except on
the temples ; and in such parts of the face feebly illuminated by daylight, the
contrasting colour will be slightly called up. A green bonnet will impart a
rosy tint to the face in those parts feebly lighted by daylight; yellow a violet.
rose-red a green, sky-blue an orange, and an orange a blue.

In the blonde it is more the harmony of analogy of hue; in the bru-
netie it is the harmony of contrast that predominates. The hair, eye-brows
and eyes contrast in tone with the white of the skin, while the hair and eye-
brows of the blonde are what may be called a subdued orange-brown, and the
colour of the skin is of the same hue but lower in tone, tinged more or less
with a roseate tint. It is only in the biue cyes of this type we find any con-
trast, while in the brunctte the contrast is often very marked both in the colour
of the hair ard eyes.

It seems almost needless to point out a particular colour of bonmet which
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may be worn by eitler type, for fashion is so arbitrary in its demands, and of
late years, such fwmportance has been given to some one particular colour as
the fashionable one; nor is it to be expected that a blonde will wear a blue
honnet continually or a brunctte a buff’ one, because it harmonizes with her
complexion  still it would be muceh better to do even this than to make herself
ridiculous by wearing an nnbecoming colour merely becanse it is fashionable.

It is a fact that few will, I think, gainsay, that those ladies who do not
dress in the extreme of fashion or yet altogether out of it, who possess the
<ood sense to follow a middle path, appear to the best advautage. It would
he strange and somewhat contrary to human nature if we did not want «
change ; we soon tire of the same colowr no matter how beautiful it may be,
and it would be absurd to expect a lady to wear one colour continually. liven
the staid and strict sect of quakers have made changes in their dress of late
vears. How would we know when a young lady put on 2 new bonnet or
dress if she did not change the colour? It is a common expression, aud onc
often heard, *“ I wore that colour last summer, I want a change.” Change
then, and if you have not previously made it your study, do so now, and let
vour choice at all times be guided by the harmonious laws of colour; make
voursclfacquainted with the eflect produced by placing one colour side by side
with another, so that you can give a good and correct reason for what you do.

The better to understand this, let us suppose yon intend to purchase a black
velvet Sae, you will; of course, be very particular about its being a good
~hade of black, and it is your intention to wear it over a purple dress.  What
will be the effect of these colours brought in juxtaposition and tested by the
laws of colour? The black you were so particular about will look like a rusty
arcenish black, and why? because the purple being a secondary colour, has the
power of calling up the primary yeHow, and whea the eye leaves the purple
it carries the yellow to the black causing it to appear so. Now, try the fol-
lowing experiment, take a white cloth and a purple cloth, and on cach of
them place a piece of black velvet, and if the eye is not defective, you cannot
help observing that the black upon the white cloth is more intensely black.
while that upon the purple becomes a greenish black. A blue dress would
call up the complementary colour orange, which would in the same manner
change the colour of your Sac, tinging it more or less with the orange. Do
not, for one moment, suppose I wish you to wear the colour, yellow, orange,
or white with your black Sac, for these colours are not casily managed.
if we except the white, and you will at all times find it difficult to use the
primary colours, because they act with greater power on the cye than the
secondaries, and the secondary colours than the tertiaries.

Again, you will find it important to study colour in Teference to its power
over the eye, with regard to making objects appear large or small. For an
example of this, note the difference of any lady friend when dressed in white.
how much larger she will appear than when dressed in black; or your hands
when wearing white or light-coloured kid gloves ; or on your ieot, light boots.
Black absorbs light, w hile white reflcets it. I‘or this rcason a phot()frraphcl
uses a white sereen, to reflect the light upon the shaded side of the face.
when taking your likeness.

This power of reflection is often scen when a lady 1s dressed in black.
with no white to relieve the face, more especially if dark compiexioned. Even
ihe addition of a swall white collar and a pair of white cuffs will produce an

important change upon the complexion, imparting to it a hrighter and clearer
effect.
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Let us glance fur a moment at the dress of man, which may be said to con-
sist principilly of black. We believe that few, if asked the question, could
sive a satisfactory answer why so much white shirt bosom was shown in for-
mer days; or why they have to resort to the white or liglt-coloured neckties,
so much worn at present. The white shirt bosom reflecied light back to the
face ; and as the present style of vest came in fashion, less white being visible,
it became necessary to adopt the white or light necktie to supply the deﬁuency

It is a custom, very prevalent among men. at the present day, to purchase
suits of clothes of a light colour for summer wear—coat, vest and pants one
shade. Now if we look at this from an economical point of view, it is a mis-
take. It certainly looks well, and is particularly adapted to some men; but
there is this consideration, one part mvariably gets more wear than another,
and the contrast becomes very marked, which would not be the case if the
pants and vest were one colour and the coat another~ I think no man pos-
sessed of good judgment would wear new black pants and vest with a rusty
black coat, for the reason that the one would cause the other to look much
worse by contrast.

I have made this slight (Il"‘l‘CSSlOn, not so much for impmurting information
as to show that we of the sterner sex are not by any means faultless, as re-
gards dress, any more than the ladies; and it is not our fault if we do not
oftener transgress the laws of harmony. We have little colour to transgress
with ; yet it is matter for consideration, how to use the little we have rightly.
We do our best to follow the caprice of fashion: our boots are sharp-toed, or
round, or square, or, still more absurd, stubbed-toed. Onec season our
pants are wide; next, tight-fitting, till one wonders how some men get into
them; or they are spr mfr-bottoms or peg-tops. Our hats are hwh or low,
narrow in -the brim or w1de ; and our vests and coats are cut in an endless
variety of shapes.

Some of our lady readers may uot think it amiss if we offer for their, con-
sideration (we say cousideration, for we¢ do not consider that they should
adopt iithout a test, and that test subject to the laws of harmony,)v a Tist of
bonnets suitable to cither blonde or brunctte ; becaube, as'we remarked before,
there are many complexions that do not, strlcﬁy speaking, belong 1o either
typd. We often find faces with the hair of the blonde, and not ouc particle
of roseate tint in the complexion ; and the same may be said of the brunette
—dark hair and eyes, and yét the face a,lmoa d\,; oid of colour. It is for
this reasont we so strongly‘advise cvery lady to $tudy her own complexion ;
yet the laws of harmony and coutradt aie so ﬁ\ul that, for geperal guidance,
the following hints may prove useful :—

A black bounet trimmed with white does not coutrast so well with a bru-
nette, as it does with a blonde. It is requisite for the brunette to use more
white, and that near the face. '

A white bonuet composed of gauze, crape or lace, if worn by a blonde, the
trimming best adapted will be tound to he blie’ flowers, and if worn by a
br um.tte, yellow flowers are preferable.

A blue bonnet trimmed with white floyers is patuu.l'uly suited to a blonde
complexion.

A buff bonnet stits a brunetee very well, and receives with advantage violet
or blue accessories. Care shonld be taken to let the hair scpamte it from
the face. _ ’

A green bounet is suitable to a fair and light, rosv complexion.  The trim-
mings should consist of rose-red and white,
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A violet bonnet does not accord with sither blonde or brunette, since no
face requires an additional yellow colour imparted to it} yel even violet may
be worn if separated by the hair, or with yellow accessories,

In fact a bonnet of any colour may be worn if properly adjusted b - a more
becoming colour, whicly will be found to be the complementary enlour to the
bonnet ; or the bonnet well scparated by the hair from the face. Care ~Lould
also be taken in regard to harmony of colour with the hair. Nor muxt it be
forgotten that the eyc is not only acted on by colour. Lines also exerci-e an
influence upon it, and when they show beautiful combinations the cye tukes
pleasure in beholding them ; for beauty, in whatever form it is prereuted, af-
fords us pleasure. Axnd not only should there be harmony of colour, but har-
mony of form—one is as requisite as the other; and it is just as important
that proper attention should be paid to the confowr of the face, asto the choice
of colour.

If we look upon the face of nature we find both the laws of harmony, of
colour and form, speaking in silent language wherever we turn—telling us
God made all things beautiful; and if se, whdt right have we to disobey the
laws of nature, and deck our persons in unbecoming colours, or distort our
forms, falsely imagining we are improving them.

B Y R L3

DREAMLAND AND .QTHER POLMS.#

THE tine for praising a work because it is of home manufacture is pagt.
and books now must stand or fall on their mevrits alone. No author should
fear honest criticism, but rather desire it. If he put a production of his
brain into the literary field and it prove unsatisfactory, let the verdiet of his
readers rather stimulate him to renewed energy and perseverance, than tend
to make him give up altogether in despondency. It is far better for him in
the end to know just how much his labours are worth, thau to be for the time
the recipient of a few empty compliments—good enough, perhaps, in their
way, but of no permanent value to the person for whom they are intended.
We are led to make these remaiks trom the reccipt of a volume of poems
entitled * Dreamland and other Poems,” by Mr. Chas. Mair, of Perth, On-
tario. With the exception of a few minor faults—a limping line here and
there—the poems in question are vastly superior to many books of the kind
we have read. Mr. Mair is.a young man of rising abilities, and will yet
make his mark among the men of letters of the Dominion. Some strikingly
original ideas pervade the work; and the musical rythm and rich vein of thought,
everywhere apparent, hold the reader in ¢ admiration’s silken bonds.”

The first poerm is Dreamland. ¢ God bless the man who first invented
sleep,” cried Sancho Pavza, while Mair pronounces it N

t* s+ 3 g nalace of delight,
Built beyond fear of storms by day or night;
And whoso enters doth his station keep,
Unmindful of the stain upon his birth.”

* ¢ Dreamland and other Poems,” by Chas. Mair: Montreal, Dawson Bros.; I.ondon,
Sampson, Low, Son & Marston. -
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There are some fine passages throughout the whole. The hero wanders into
the blissful realms of dreamland. Soon the drowsy god’s magic influcnce
overpowers him: he fancies that he is falling

¢ So numb of sense, so dead with fear was 1.

“ O blessed was the hand that caught my hand,
Unseen, and swung me thrice throughout all space'!
Blessed, that sought me at the ocean’s brink,
And gave me hope as food and love as drink.
And fanned with sncwy flowers mine anguished face.
And soothed me with her kisses as she tanned.”

Ot this cthereal maiden the poet says :

*“Lo! she was holy and most strangely fair,
Sleek-throated like a dove, and solemn-cyed;
Her lips were, as an infant’s, small and sweet,
And as an infant’s were her naked feet;
And, scarf-likey flowed and shimmered at each side,
Her cloven tresses of untrammeled hair.”

‘The two then roam through the heavenly regions on the * wings of love.”
Kver and anon he sipped the sweet nectar from her lips and sang :
¢ Oh, could I slcep for ever in a dream,
Or dream such dreams for ever while I slept!”

But “twas all o drcam.  We can imagine how chagrined he felt when

¢ That moment there was darkness, and the lists
Of heav’n gave place unto the gloom of day;
Whereat I woke to deadly fears and pain,

To misery of the thunder and the rain,
And crime, and subterfuge, and frerce affray
Of warring creeds and brawling mamtnonists.”

’

- In our estimation the verses on the ¢ Pines” are-the best intthe ook,  They
ave eminently Canadian in their tone.  How bold and real!

i

.

¢ Oh! heard ye the pines in their solitude sigh, .. .
IWhen the winds were awakened and night was nigh»
When the elms bredthed out a sorrowful iale,

Which was wafted away on the wings ¢f the gale;

Whez the aspen leaf whispered & legend dread,
And the willows waved darkly over the depd; - - |
And the poplar shone with a silvery gleam,

And trembled like one in a troublesome dream;

And the cypresses murmured of grief and woe,

And the linden waved solemnly to and fro,

And the sumach scemed wrapt in a golden mist,

And the soft maple blushed where the frost had kisscd.

* * * * * * . ¥

1 heard the pines in their solitude sighing,

When the winds were awakened, and-day was dying;
And fiercer the storm grew, and darker its pall; .
But the voice of the pines was louder than all.”
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We are then made acquainted with what the lofty pines say in their wild song.
The whistling wind carries over the earth the strain:

‘“ We nod to the sun cre the glimmering morn

Prints her sandals on the mere:

We part with the sun when the stars are borne
By the silv'ry waters clear.

And when lovers are breathing a thousand vows,
With their hearts and cheeks aglow,

We chant a love-strain *mid our breezy boughs,
Of a thousand years ago.

* * * * *

Cold winter, who filches the flying leaf,
And steals the floweret’s sheen,

Can injure us not, or work us grief,
Or make our tops less green :

And spring, who awakens her sleeping train,
By meadow and hill and lea,

Brings no new life to our old domain,
Unfading, stern and free.

Sublime is our solitude, changeless, vast.
While men build, work and save,
We mock : for their years glide away to the past,
And we grimly look on their grave.
Our voice is eternal, our song sublime,
For its theme is the days of yore:
Back thousands of years of misty time,
When we first grew old and hoar.”
~

The North Wind’s Tale is another fine poem. What a natural picture is
drawn in these verses:
¢ Men shrink aghast while I draw nigh,
And quake as seized with sudden dread;
Then quickly to their cov’rings fly—
To mansion, cottage, or to shed.

The parents gather round the fire,

The youngsters perch upon cach knee,
And all are still, while higher, higher

My tingling tongue shrieks mournfully.

All night I hunt with snow and storm

The wretched mother, wandering, lost;, .
And shake with sleet her tender form,

And bind her tears with links of frost.

And when the infant, mute-mouthed, slips,
Dead, from the sighing mother’s teat,

I freeze the milk which slowly drips
Adown, and steal her besom’s heat.

And chiller, flercer in my glee
I blow along the paths of night;

Till o’er them sweeps the winter free,
And buries them from mortal sight.”

Mzr. Mair is very happy in his descmptlon of Summer: It is another purely
Canadian poem, and had we the space we would gladly quote from it.
There are many other picces of good matter, of easy flowing versification,
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in the book., The sonnets arc with but two or threc exceptions rather good.
¢ To a Sleeping Infant” is above the average, and we transeribe it in full,

¢ Smile on! thou tiny mystery, nor ope
\ Those tear-fed eyes now curtained down by sleep.
Wake not nor start, thou mother’s tender hope !
A mother's fond ¢ye doth a vigil keep.
Now bends she o’er thee, and recalls the kiss
And throes which gave thee being on a time,
And made thee doubly dear. Be huers the bliss
Of building summer castles for thy prime.
"Tis deft for me to sigh; yea I could weep
‘To think how care and grief may come and flood
Thy checks with tears—rough-visaged pards which creep
Into men’s hearts and steal their vigorous blood.
Then wilt thou pray release from mortal pain,
And wish thou wert a sleeping child again.”

We are happy to claim ¢ Dreamland™ as another creditable valume to our
rapidly increaszing library of home authors, and hope Mr. Mair will suceeed
with his work in a pecuniary point of view. The volume is handsomely
bound, contains 150 pages, and is neatly printed. Our booksellers should
order a supply. It is time we had a literature of our own, and these attempts
to found one should be encouraged by every Canadian who has the interests
of the country at heart.  Without a national literature what is a nation?

Rl 4 o o d

POLITICAL NOTES AND OBSERVATIONS.*

The ¢ oldest inhabitant” has a vivid remembrance of the year 1342, Then
it was that New Brunswick was in a perfect furor of depression. Trade in
every part of the Provinee languished, politics were at a low ebb, the public
purse rejoiced in a ¢ beggarly account” of emptiness, the public credit was
nil and the demands upon the exchequer were largely on the increase. The
city of St. John was almost prostrate from the effects of large fires and many
of the ¢ poor of the land” were reduced to a state of abject poverty. Sir
Wn. Colebrooke had, at this unfortunate tin.e, just entered on his carcer as
Licutenant Governor.

The form of government, at this period of provincial history, was called
¢ Constitutional.” The high offices and emoluments descended from father to
son or the nearest of kin. The old aristoeratie families reigned supreme and
the talented but poor ¢ plebian ” remained ““out in the cold,” forced by the
established regime to calmly submit to the inevitable. . No matter how badly
the department was managed, the' appointment was made for life.  Year after
year rolled away, the reckless mismanagement was made appavent and in
1842 we find the result—everything swallowed up in the lavish and extrava-
gant expenditure of the existing government. But though this was hard to
bear, the sore was inflamed when the people found that no redress could
be obtaiucd, "T'is true, an appeal could be made to the Colonial office ; but

* <« Political No;.es and Observations ” by George E. Fenety, (Queen’s Printer.) Fred-
erieton, S. R. Miller; St. Jokn, J. & A. McMitlan. ' :
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what did this amount to when in nine caxes out of ten, that departinent koevr
nought of the matters at issue?  The Proviueial Legislature was-nltogether #
nonentity.

ITow to remedy this sad state of afluirs was the question that occupied the
attention of a fuw clear heads filled with brains, The cure was found in that
greatest of political boons—Respousible government.  Throughout the pro-
vinces of British North America was this question agitated.  Inevery hamlet
and town its merits and demerits were debated.  The influential fhimilies,
who saw far into the future, who beheld their castles and bulwarks tottering
and falling before the advancing tide, who looked upon the storm gathering
in the clouds, now no ** larger than a man’s hand,” which in a short time
\\'ould, during its march tlno'x"h the politieal horl/on, sweep down upon
them in its unabated fury, carrying all they held most dear with it, ¢ The
old form of govcroment must and hiall ho preserved” was the cry these men

aised and the motto was emblazoued ou their hanners.

The little army, eager for the fray, mustered all its strength and awaited
with impaticuce the coming elecdon which was to teach those in power, so
dire a lesson. But they were doomed to disappointment,  The *other side.”
seeing all hopes for suceess rapidly crumbling beneath them, prockimed and
scattered broadeast mmong the loyal people the intelligenee that were respon-
sible governmeni established, in a little time the step would lead to the ulti-
mate iudependence of the provinces and a severance of the tic which bound
them to Great Britain.  The troops would then. be withdrawn, aud the de-
fenceless Colonies, left to themselves, would be at the merey of any power
strong enough to seize them.  This report gained ground w ith the descendants
ol the noble amd patriotic loyulists: and at The poll> the result of the campaign
showed a large opposition to Responsible Government.

But nothing dannted by this overwhelming defeat, the little party ceased
not from excrtions cn behalt” of the great guestion.  The few members they
had returned, made their voices eard on the floors of the Iouse, on every
opportunity that presented itselt.  In Great Britain, too, the ¢ Reform” was
but imperfectly understood.  Lord John Russell wis mmong its most strenu-
ous opposers.  DBut in1%31, Ibl,ap()lbh)n: Govermnent was carried in pmmmk H

a short time after that it was in full working opevation. v

The volume before us gives a {ull account ‘of this ereat conflict.  Fhe whole
history, from its first inception to its completion, is Iaid bare to the public eye.
The different questions that occupied the witention of the House, the aititude

taken upon thenr by the legislators and assemblymen, from 1842 to-1854
(when the Conservative form of government ceased) all appear in panoramic
order on the political cauvass e next volumée will commence with the
Liberal Government, Fon. \Ianncra-buttu.), Goverpor, and contmne 0 ‘chc
end of the adnumatmnon of Hon. A. II. Gordon.

Occasionally, throughout the bouk, when we come upon a SlleLCE on which
party feeling ran lu"h, the author contents himself witlt merely giving an otit-
line of the matter, shutting from our gaze, the remarks made by Tlon. g
bers. Were cxret this, because we consider it not only necessary, but of very
great interest to know just what w..s said. © 'The author seems to have madc
it a standing rule, for whenever any excitement oceurs, he tells UD he ku,p%
back the conversation that took place at that time. We hope this omission
will not happen in the second volume of this work, which onght to be'in the
hbmry of every one interested in his courm) history.

At the outset Mr. Fenety says he gives these ¢ Notes and Obser\"\uons
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from an impartial stand point; Lut we are happy to say the intention is either
intentionally or otherwise relinquished : for, as the author ¢ warms up ” into
his work, when he sces the abuses from which his province suffers, when the
action of those in power became so vile, he grasps his pen with a firmer hand
and trenchantly denounces the then existing government and their mode of
administration.

The history is written by one who was ¢ on the spot” and not compiled
from the relics of a by-gone age. Musty old volumes and papers from Aca-
dian archives have not been used to produce this work. It'is by ¢ our ownr
reporter” who took part in the great agitation and who now tells the story of
oy} ¢ famous victory” for the benefit of futurc genecrations, who will study
this work long after its author is no more.

Apart from the subject matter dircetly treated, there ave at the end of the
volume, a number of ‘ Local Occurrences” whicl are very interesting and
convey to the reader a fund of valuable information respecting a portion of
our early history. It is somewhat instructive to glance over names prom-
inent in our country’s annals’ some are now living and others are consigned
to the dark vale of the ¢ city of the dead,” leaving nought but their actions
by which they may be judged.

We sincerely hope Mr. Fenety’s work, which involves so much labour, will
find a place in every household. Not only should every politician have a
copy ; but every student of New Brunswick should- likewise provide himself’
with one. The work is well got up and contains nearly 500 pages.

FLOWERS OF THE YEAR.*

Wz regret we cannot award to this volmme the high meed of praise we
should wish. We have so few purely Dominion books, that when one does
come before us we like to judge it with as little harshness as can be compat-
ible with the interests of those we serve. Sometimes we think, however, if
these ‘first fruits” were criticized on their merits alone, without any refer-
ence being made to the author or reason of publication, it would be better for
all concerned. Though the task is a painful one, yet, in order to do justice
to all, we must adopt it. No one is of a more sensitive temperament than an
author, particularly a poet. Sometimes the dictwm of an editor, viewed by
the general reader as a passing remark, strikes deeply into the heart of the
author, causing & painful wound. We should be sorry to hurt anyone’s feel-
ings in this way, and hope our criticisms will be taken in the spirit in which
they are given. The outside world little knows why a book is published.
Often works are pronounced trashy by the reader, who, if he knew the causc
-that led to publication, would call back hastily his remark. Sometimes a
poor, struggling author writes to give his family bread. He toils on, over-
taxing his brain, and in the end produces a very namby-pamby story or poem.
This, if he can procure a kind-hearted publisher, he gives to a cold, selfish
-world, who freely abuse or praise it.

* « Plowers of the Year and other Poems,” by Letitia F. Simson: St. Jchn, N. B.,
J. & A. McMillan.
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The preface tells us that this book was printed to satisfy a few friends,
who desired to possess the author’s writings in a collected form.

We have many faults to find with the leading poem, ¢ Flowers of the Year.”
The rythm is very uneven, and the sense is often obscured, so much so as to
frequently render it nonsensical. We quote :

¢ There are flowers that bloom on the mountain’s top,
And by the river’s glassy slope;
And far in the woodland’s sunny glade
The modest violet droops its head.”

We protest against making ‘“top” rhyme with ¢ slope,” and * glade” with
_““head.” Some of the other verses are even worse: * hope” gingles with
tdrop,” ¢ fill” with ¢ coronal,” ‘“love” with ¢ grove,”  breeze” with
¢tleaves,” ¢ blows” with ‘hues,” and so on throughout the whole. This
may be a mark of genius, but it is contrary to all rules of poesy. Here is
another verse :
¢ The Humming-bird plays on the ivy leaf,
And hides in the tiny- woodbine cell;
The butterfly sports his hours, so brief,
On the leaf of the rose he loves so well.”

In,the whole poem there is net one original or striking idea ;—nothing more
than a mere imperfect and often labourcd gingle.
The song addressed to the Skaters of the St. John Rink is decidedly flat.

¢ What a picture of beauty before my sight
Like a vision of fancy, so fair and bright;
Beautiful faces, and costumes rare,
¢ Gliding like meteors through the air.
Merrily round the Rink they fly,
Happiness beaming in every eye.”

Now skaters do not ¢ glide like meteors through the air,” notwithstandiag
the assertion of the poetess.

But let us drop for a moment the trash and look for something in the
volume worth reading. This however is very hard to find, for there are not
more than three or four pieces of any merit whatever, and even they are not
devoid of error, either in versification or sense. The ¢ Homes of England,”
after Mrs. Heman'’s fine poem of the same name, should not have heen at-
tempted ; still, it is pretty fair. We give a few samples:

* The pleasant homes of England!
Oh! how we love to praise
The dear old country of our birth,
The scenes of early days.

The daisied fields and heath-brown hills,
O’er which we used to roam,

Ere yet ambition stirred our hearts
To seck our distant home.

The lines written while walking in the old Burying-ground arc above the
average. ,
{ ¢ And can this be a hallowed spot?

No trace of love is here :
Have those you left behind forgot
To shed the sacred tear?
Neglected graves and withered leaves in silent sorrow speak,
In deep and touching eloquence that bids my spirit wecp.”
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But they are tame when compared to that plaintive dirge by Murdoch, ¢ The
City of the Dead.” We quote a stanza of the latter
. “ Along thy wild, romantic ridge,
In nooks dark., drear and lone,
I read the tales of other years:
On tablet and on stone.
Here from his toil the soldier rests, .
= Who for his country bled,
Now prison’l in thy charnel mould—
Grim city of the dead.”

We have given enough specimens to enable our readers to form some
opinion of the work under review. ¢ Flowers of the Year” is handsomely
printed on an cxcellent quality of paper, fine, clear type, and bouud in cloth,
gilt edges. It will serve as a parlour-table ornament, if nothing else, and
for that purpose we cordially recommend it.

"LECTURES, LITERARY AND BIOGRAPHICAL.*

To enter the lecture roomi and listen to the eloquence of a popular lecturer
on some ‘‘taking” topic, is one thing ; but to go home arnd take up a volume
of lectures and read them is quite another. . Lectures arc in most cases con-
sidered excessively dry reading ; and the present generation of lecture-going
people are not of the sober, logieal, thinking order, but eminently ephemeral
in their composition. A lecturer, now-a-days, does not give his auditors his
best and most pains-taking thoughts ; but, to gain anything like a *fair house,”
he has to resort to elap-trap, indulge in comic stories, and delight his hearers
with his wit. * For the * girl of the period,” who cohsults *Planchette,” cos-
tumes herself @ la *¢ Grecian bend,” and only goes into the lecture room to
admire and be admired, he must have a good supply of poetry of  very in-
ferior type; for Spenser. and Byron are entirely beyond her comprehension.

.But these remarks cannot be said to apply to Harvey’s Lectures. " They '
are as far removed from the ephemernl lecture of to-day, as the ¢ héavens
from the carth,” and will, for many years to come, have hosts of appreciative
readers.  We confess to having read this pleasant volume with a great deal
of gratification. 'The author possesses the power of making the character he
delineates real.  As he tells you of tbe heart-rending sufferings of his heroes,
you unconsciously feel a tear trickling down your cheek ; and when a phase
is touched upon, in which the hero comes off best, you enter into the cnjoy-
ment of the scene just as it you were there and took part in it yourself.

In that beautifully poetic lecture (why did the author choose so bad a title
for his book? ¢ Had it been called by any other name than this,” how rapid-
ly the editions would succeed each other.) on two of Ireland’s brightest gems,
** Edmund Burke and Oliver Goldsmith,” the author appears to the best ad-
vantage. Noble-hearted Oliver, how overworked was he when, from sheer
exhaustion, he laid himself down to take his last long slcep. Truly, as the
Canadian poet, Carroll Ryan, says:

5 * Lectures, Literary and Biographical,” by Rev. M. Harvey: Edinburgh, Andrew
tlliot, )
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¢ At last, O Heaven! has thy blow been dealt,

And he is gone forever from our gight—

How deep the anguish for his loss i3 felt,
And sorrow wraps my spirit in its might,

As cold, damp earth enwraps his form to-night,
With dnﬂ unyielding, sorrowful embrace ;

While his free spirit, to the spheres of light
Hath been conducted by the angel face
Of one who went before to that mysterious place.” -

Goldsmith's Deserted Village and Traveller are two of the ﬁnest poems in
the English'language. Burke compared the former to the creations of Pope
and Spenscr, and said that in some of the pastoral images it surpassed ‘the
efforts of those fine writers. Gray, the author of the Elegy, and Geethe both
were in raptures with this beautiful poem. Of his prose writings, Z'he Vicar
of W'akeﬁeld is probably the most prominent. What a grand old English pic-
ture is here drawn! Ilow mauy homes have been, and will contmue to bc,
delighted with this sublime creation !

Edmund Burke’s career is vividly sketched. The more notable events of
his remarkable life arc touched upon, His literaryand parliamentm‘y la~
bours, his fine oratorical powers, his great speeches, all receive their full
meed of attention at the hands of Mr. Harv &Y.

English, Scotch, and Americans is a wide subject, and the lecturer handles
it without gloves. Ile goes directly into the root of these different nationali-
ties, and explains his theme in an easy, graceful manner. The author has
the happy faculty of clothing what appears to be dry and dull in very agree-
able, poetical language. The information disseminated throughout this article
is varied, and of a valuable and most interesting character.

The lecture on Zom Hood is a fine sketch of that immortal pupster and
poet. A few extracts from his serious poems are given, together with a elear
account of his early life, when Hood wrote for the Dundee Advertizer and
Dundee Magazine, which, as he remarked, ¢ published his writings without
charging anything for insertion.” Then we are told of Poor Tom’s painful
illness, the gathering of his friends at his dying bedside. His heart-broken
wife and sobbmg chlldren, listened one mght while he, in his mental aberra-
tions, repeated the pathetic lines:

¢ I'm fading awa’, Jean,
Laike snow-wreaths in thaw, Jean,
I'm fading awa

To the land o’ the leal.

‘ But weep na, my a ain Jean,
- The world’s care’s in vain, Jea.n,
We'll meet and aye be fain

. . In the land o’ the leal.”

Then the last hour came. The hard-wrought poet (whose comicalities

were often penned when he was lying on a bed of sickness, propped up by
pillows) blessed his little family, and calmly awaited the final moment. Death
entered and Thomas Hood was no more.

There are eleven lectures in all, and each one of them are tteated in a most
ndmirable manner. We 'might take umbrage with a few slips here and there
observable ; but the author accounts for these by attributing them to a too -
hasty revision of the proof sheets. The mode adopted by “Mr. Harvey is
what is termed the * pictorial style” There are many original thoughts,
characteristic of the writer, in the book, and its easy, flowing style renders it
delightful reading.
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LITERARY NOTICES.

The Prospectus of that old favourite—Tne Arraxtic—for 1869 promises
well. Some of America’s most prominent literati are on the staff of this
Magazine and the articles, stories and poetry are noted for their finely polished
character. Oliver Wendell Holmes—the author of the entertaining Guardian
Angel—James Parton, E. P. Whipple, W. D. Howells, Jas. R. Lowell, John
. Whitticry Bayard Taylor and other great writers all ‘ come out” in the
issue for January. By all means, begin your subseriptions wi(-}*ﬂet,his No.
Fields, Osgoad & Co., Boston. .

Qur Youxe FoLks begins the new year with a brilliant table of contents.
Edward Everett Hale, author of the ¢ Man without a Country,” appears dur-
ing the year in several papers on practical matters. T. B. Aldrich is to con-
tribute a continued story full of exciting adventures about a Bad Boy. The
juveniles will be charmed with this publication. Same publishers.

Chas. Dickens’ ¢ New Uncommercial Samples,” from advance sheets from
¢+ All the Year Round,” the continuation of that excellent and admirably told
story, * He Knew he was Right,” by Anthony Trollope, together with all that.
is worth reprinting from the foreign periodicals and reviews, are the principal
features in the programme of Every Saturpay for the coming year. The
capitally compiled *“ Foreign Notes ” are no mean attraction. Same pub’ers.

Tue Arvavric Armanac.—No. 2 of this beautifully printed annual has
reached us. The engravings are very fine, far eclipsing those of the Ilus-
trated London Almanacin tone and finish, whilst its lesser *lights” are well
done. . The letter press is full of instructive, valuable dnd amusing informa-
tion. We are particularly delichted with Oliver Wendell Holmes’ ¢ Talk
concerning the human body and its management.” Some valuable hints are
disseminated throughout the article, which the public would do well to ponder.
"This * Almanac” forms a sort of ** Christmas” or ‘‘Extra” number of the
‘¢ Atlantic Monthly.” Same publishers, '

The subseribers to Purnam’s MacaziNe will be vastly pleased to, learn of
the liberal provision the publishets have made in their favour. The first
number of the third volume leads off with a brilliant staff of writers. = * To-
Day ” is the main continued story, and it will run through several numbers.
Besides this there are many shorter tales, articles, essays and poetry of o high
order. ** Literature, Art and Science” and the ‘“ Monthly Chronicle,” are
always pleasing and instructive. 'The price of this leading New York Monthly
is only $4, U. S. currency, a year. G. P. Putnam & Son, New York.

LrrreLy’s Living Ace.—This fine epitomizer of Europe’s *“ best and great-
est,” has commenced the publication of .an ‘interesting story translated from
the German, entitled * The Country-House on the Rhine.” The author’s
name is Berthold Auerbach. 'The sclections are, as usual, made with care
and taste. A new volume will shortly be commenced. Littell & Gay, Boston.

THE P'HRENOLOGICAL JOURNAL is a8 good as ever and begins the new year
with some capitally written articles. We like the Journal for the honesty and
truthfuluess of its biographies. Its other matier is also written with candour
and no pains or expense are spared to make this monthly class A 1. Fowler
& Wellg, New York. :

Hareer's Bazar.—The ladies will be delighted with No. 1 of the new
volume of this great fashion paper. Very often its patrons receive, in addi-
tion to paper pattcrns, a finely engraved coloured supplement, showing at a
giauce the latest Paris, London and New York styles. Marper &Bro.,, N. Y. °
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