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I.
Now the rose blushes that above lis Liead
Opens its petals to the dews of heaven,
But from my buricd 1ose the blush is fled,
Antl unto marble my sweet rose is wed,—
How dost thou shumber in thy clay-cold bed.
Rose, from my hosom rudcly, rudely riven?
{8
‘Tell e, ol rosc! Is it of happiness
‘Thy blushes are conceived? Is it of sorrow ?
‘I'ell me, oh rose!  Methinks the answer s,
1 blush to teel the South-wind’s ardent kiss,
But I shall die and be foriot I wis—
But I shall dic and be forgot 1o-marrow ! ™
.
‘To-marrow ? ah, to-tarrow !
TFor this consuminy sorros,
What nepenthie can I borrow
From to-day or from the days to be?

None!
For laughing give e erying:
None!

For living give me dying:

Frony the lght, oh, let me hide me in the elaud that wantles thee!
v,

Like a mirror the breast of the «ea is,
Yet in the dark caverns below

Are boiling and secthing the caldrons
Of wo. of unspeakable wo!

Asdecp i8 the 3ky as thine eye was,
As sweet is the wind as thy breath,

But who will resolve to me why “twas
That one smiled and one laughed at thy death ?

Ve
We cre but atoms in this world of sense—
We are but lenves upon the winds of Tinie—
We crumble dust-like—ce are hvryied hence .
By dlasts untoward—and the pantomime—
The mocking pantomime of our existence ends.
—Around the world a funcral train extends
Whose march began when ‘Time its first fruit bore—
Whose march will end when Time shall be no more.
Exvera ArLLyse.



226 SFEWAF I'S QUAKRTFiiL(.

MAN, THE WORKER,
By Rev. M. Harvey, St. John’s, N. F.

Tuere are various forms of human judustry, and an infinite variety
of employments in our busy world; and uander the term ¢ work” I
would include them all. Whatever man accomplishes in grappling
with facts aud realities, and moulding them to some genuine purpose,
whether it be done by hand or brain, by power of thought or streagth
of muscle, by tongue, or pen, or arm, all may rizhtly be named
«work.” Heis a worker who handles spade, or axe or trowel—who
plies the loom or the fishing line ; but he, too, is no less truly a worker
who, in his counting-house, guides the wheels of commerce, or, at his
desk, shapes the thought that will enlighten or gladden the soul and
mould the destinies of unborn generations.

The beneficent Creator has opened a thousand paths for human in-
dusiry ; but the noblest and most iustructive lesson for our life’s
guidance is this—that every one of us has got work to do; that this is
# hard-workivg world in which there are to be no idlers; and that
labour is the ordinance of Heaven. Just as you sec it sometimes
written over the eotrance of some huge factory, as a waraing to idlers
and loungers, * no admittance here except on business,” so, over the
world, a similar placard is posted, with heavy penalties attached, in
case of transgression. Naturc permits noue of her children to be
drones ; she will not tolerate the indoleut ; and her stern, though kind
voice, to cach and all is, * go work,—under penaltics be not idle; the
night cometh when no man can work.”

By the very constitution of his nature, maan is clearly a born worker
in this world. Why bas he been endowed with the strong arm, the
inventive brain, the courageous heart? Why has he been placed, by
the great Creator, in the midst of scemingly unfriendly elements, in a
world that grows thorns and thistles, and is full of dark, tangled forests,
aed dismal swamps and roaring cataracts, where the ocean billows
rise and threateu to overwhelm him, and the storms of winter howl,
and the very suvil i3 cursed with barreoness? Is it not that he, *lord
of the lion heart and ecagle cye” may, by his strong arm and stowt
heart, subdue these clements before him—may smite down the stub-
born forest and convert it into a harvest field waving with the golden
grain—that he may drain the pestilential marsh and change it into the
green flower-clad meadow, on which the sportive lamb may skip—that
he may bid the stately city rise where the tiger’s jungle meets the eye—
and that he may launch the strong-kunit barque, and riding upon the
whirlwind and defying the storm, may bind together coutinents and
islauds, and. bridging over the restless, roaring sea, may make ita
highway for the nations of the carth? Such is man’s allotied task;
such his own constitution and that of the material universe ; and, being
thus fitted for work, in that, and not in idleness, can he ever find hap-
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piness. And Nature's kind voice to her child is—¢ My brave oue, go
work—all the world is thine to conquer.”” There are preeious pearls,
but thou must dive for them in ¢ the dark unfathomed caves of ocean ;”
there are rich minerals, but they are hid deep in the bewels of the
oarth, and thou must sink the mine and with stremuous labour drag
thew up to the suulight. The cavth is barren aud waste, but thy
tool-bearing hand caun vender her fertile.  Go work, my hero!  The
sun is up. Clear away the jungle, strike down the thicket. Allis
disorder and ont of it thou art to make cosmos and beauty arise.
Girdle the globe with ronds of carth and iron, and jewel it with stately
cities. Dost thou ask for assistants in thy toil? Lo! here they stand
waiting. Make these winds thine appreutices, yoke the steam, and
then thou mayest fearlessly L.y thine hand on ocean’s main, and make
it thy carrier. The vivers will turn thy wheels and grind thy corn,
and roll thy iron, and become the manufacturers. Call in the light-
nings trom their play-ground, and say to them ¢ go,” and they are
gove. “do this,” and they will do it. Nay more, my brave son of
toil ! there is nioral disorder around thee in a thousand {orms, siun in
ten thousand shapes,—falschood, wroag, injustice, folly, madbess,
brute selfishuness—above all strike at these.  Root out the wrong, an-
nihilate the lie, maintain perpetual warfare against folly, sin, ignor-
ance, stupidity. in all their forms  Think not that thy lot is hard. Ta
conflict thy noble powers shall gather strength and thou shalt find trae
happiness  Out of & waste mud-bali thou shalt create a paradise ; out
of o moral desert thou shalt form a heaven full of white-robed saiots
and quiring cherubim and, if faithful, the hero’s noble death, the
victory and the fire-chariot, to’carry thee aloft to the immortals, shall
all be thine,

Let us clearly understand, then, that all this wonderful power of man
over nature is the reward of labour, and comes only as the result of
bonest toil of mind aud body. The Paradise that lies behind us was
ot a land of idleness, for Adam had ** to dress aud keep it;” and if
this carth is to become ¢ Puradise Regained,” 1t can only be through
toil of head and haud, and sweat of brow and braiu. But the beauti-
ful law is, that such toil brings with it opportunity for the nse and de-
velopiment and enjoyment of every power of the body, every faculty of
the mind.  Apart from honest work, there is no charm by which a
noble end can be gained.  Befure seieace was born, when men looked
upon the forces of nature with superstitious awe, they pictured witches
caveering throngh the air on a broom-stick, the moviug power being of
diabolic origin.  But this was a poor. lame performance 1 comperison
with what is done now every day, when a thought is whisked from
San Francisco to Caleutta on the ligh'ning’s pinions, and New York
is reading the news of a battle on the Rhine, aimost before the smoke
has cleared away frem the ficld where it was fought. A man sits ina
darkened recess at Heart’s Coutent, watching the waving backwards
and forwards of a little spot of light, which is reflected on a mirror with
agraduated seale, and that little bright speck, in its movements, is
writing messages from the Old world to the New. What arc the su-
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pcrsuuous of magic, aud the dreams of romance aud fairy-tale, corne
pared with the achievements of thut little speck of light. as it flits
responsive to tho clectric pul-ations!  Already, however, this ** mirror
galvanometer ” is superseded by & more wonderful inv cmion——-thc * si-
phon upparatus” of 8ir W..Thomson, by which messages are recorded
inordinary ink with greater speed and aceuracy thaa by the older method,
These triumphs over material nnture are the results of patient toil;
and far exceed all that witcheraft ever dreamed of. Before the fine
rain of iuk from the ** siphon” could be made to trace the telegraphie
hyeroglyphics, what a world of patient thought and experiment. what
a harmonious co-operation of many workers was needed! Doubtless,
too, past vietories will prove but preludes to triumphs nobler still, in
the days to come.

The:e achievements of science all remind us what & boundless reser-
voir of power there is in nature, waiting for the magic touch of human
toil to draw it out. ‘The present is but & dim prophecy of the future,
The arand discoveries of science have pot exhansted nature or touched
the limits of human eapacity,  Human toil and endeavour will achieve
greater things yet than Atlantic Telegraphs or Victoria Bridges.  This
13 what gives grandeur to our hiopes of the future. According to an
ancient proverb *a bird i the hand is worth two in the bush.” Not
80 ; the reverse is nearer the trath. The bird tn the bush is worth
two of the bird in the hand, because it lures us onward and upward,
aud, flying before us, awakens longings, and pursuing it we find new
treasures at cvery step.  There is an unattained ideal of goud before
us; but the wise and beneficent Creator does not give it to us outright,
He says to us * labour and you shall pdssess—all things are possible
to him that belicveth and worketh.,”  Wonderful is the sleepiug energy
in nature, pliant to the tcuch of human labour. The savage could ex-
tract from it only his ncorus and game, his wig-wam aud bear-skios.
But to the more skiltul touch of unh/ed 1man, thc same bountiful na-
ture yields wheateu bread, gas-lighted cities, steamboats and railroads,
exacting as purchase money only toil of hand aund brain. There is no
limit to the sunply. The lightuing is bridled aud steam is harnessed,
aud we travel swiftly as the bird, and fiash our thoughts as fast aud
fur as we please.  The law of gravitation becomes our assistant, caus-
ing the rivers to work our factories and the moon-swayed tides to grind
our corn.  The ancient treasuties of carth aure opened, and lo the
marble and gypsum, the lime and irov-ore forthe working.  The soilis
poor ;—here are scaweed and guawo for the cariage .md with their
aid the farm can be made as rld\ as we please, So 1t is; whalever is
asked for as the result of work is sure to come. There are no limits
to human development. The niueteenth century lay potentially in the
age of the Pharaohs ; and the germ of Bacon, Shakspeare and New-
ton in the paiunted Briton that fought againgt Cmesar. Greater a.d
better men *han we will walk over our dust and carr y forward the
evolution of humanity.

Clearly, then, if Jabour be the appointment of Heaven—if it be the
eternal law that mau should work, there can be nothing degrading in
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honest toil of whatever kind: nay. in all well-directed labour there is
true nobility. JXvean in his primeval innocence man was ordained to
labour. Fden requirved to be dieseed and kept, The original article
in the charter by which inan was made a tenunt of the eurih was,
“oecupy, stadue.”  Ages before his creation, nature's store-houses
were filled for him; the irou beds were lnid down; the coal and
marble strata spread ; the forests waved; the rivers had cleft their
chappels ; amd man was appuinted *¢lord of creation,” and, set over
the works of the Divine Architeet, that he might, by his intellectual
and physieal prowess, conquer the wild elements and chaiu the mighty
forces of nature to his triumphant chariot wheels., This was the
original order of Goud; sud when man sinned. in mercy more than in
judgment, a new clause was aided to the ordinance of labour, render-
ing it more toilsore and less productive. *“ In the sweat of thy face,”
it ran, *“shalt thou vat bread.” But in reality, this addition.l hard-
ness aud imperjousness «f inbour were the mercy of the curse, and
were designed to meet and comunteract the effects of sin.  In a sinful
world, were there no recessity tor labour, wickedness would soon cre-
ate o pandemonium. Human encergy would run into wild, lawless
‘passion ; and destructiveness would make earth a desolation. Even
now it has passed into a proverb that ¢ idle men are the devil's play-
follows.”

On the other hand, mark how, by God's mereiful arrangement, the
curse has been transformed into a blessing  See how, by this very
iabour, man’s nature has been elevated and digpified. Glance at the
triumphs of man’s industry, and sny is there not a character-forming
power, a true nobility ia all work? 'T'ake as an example, the Anglo-
Saxors, the most indomitable of all workers, and think what theyv have
achicved. The British Isles were once covered with swamp, forest
aud bog; they are now comparatively a fair garden overspread with
cities and palaces. The country is covered with a network of rail-
ways; fire-breathing steeds of iron career over the land; telegraphs
flash intelligence on the lightaing’s pinion; and steam-power is driving
the printing press, the spinning-jenny, the loom, the forge, the Nay-
smith hammer. ‘Think what creations of human industry are London,
Maunchester, Liverpool, New York! How much is suggested by the
mere mention of the Thames Tunvel, the Suez Canal, the Menai
Bridge, the iron tube that spans the St. Lawrence at Montreal, Mount
Cenis Tunoe), or the steam-ship (freat Eastern. Consider the toil of
hand and braia that has brought the daily newspaper to its present
state of perfection, as it throws off a fresh volume of world-history
cach morning., 'Think of the vast amount of patient thought, profound
8kill, mechanical ingenuity that has beeu lavished on that gigantic coil
that like a huge nerve unites the Old World to the New. These great
Saxen workers too have formed av Indian Empire in the East, and

. thrown off an American Republic in the West, aud recently laid the
foundation of another mighty State—th« Dominion of Canada—des-
tined to stretch from Newfoundland to Vancouver’s Island,—from
Atlantic to Pacific. They have commenced a new cmpire in Austra-
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lia; bridged the wild Atlantic with steam-boats; created a cotton
trade. and made themselves the clothiers and their country the work-
shop of the world. Honour to the ‘ndomitable industry that has done
all this! There is something sublime in human hands and human
faculty grapling with the giaut-powers of naturc and travsforming
them into obedient servants, Mountains come in the way and are
leveled or pierced; tempests risc and lush the ocean into fury, but
are defied and mastered. The very forces that tear the arleries
of the carth, and hurl destruction {rom the voleauo’s summit, are
tamed into willing Calibans, to weave the gossamer fubrics of beauty's
robes or drive the wheel of the sewing-machine. There i3 true grao-
deur in the spectacle furnished by one of our great mauufacturing
centres, where the wheels of industry are ever plying, aud the anvil of
toil ever ringing with swift, sharp strokes. In the very claug of the
machinery, the fierce roar of the furnaces, the thunder of the ponder-
ous, steam-driven wheels, there is a wondrous music; and from the
crowded thoroughfares of the great city, where the pulse of life beats
so fiercely, rises ever, as we listen, the solemn ** Psalm of Life.”
Here is posted one of the divisions of the army of industry now
engaged in the conquest of carth. IHerce are shaped the tools that
will amite down the ¢ forest primeval,” in Australia or America—
that will cleave the virgin soil of Manitobah, or pierce the silver crags
of Nevada. Here are bent the iron ribs of the Cunasrder, and here
are moulded the huge guus whose iron mouths will Jaunch the deadly
battle-bolt. Noble triumphs are won here, but nobler far will yet be
won; for what cannot that strong arm and indomitable heart achieve?
By and bye, when physical cravings are satislied, man’s higher faculties
will assert themselves, and raise him to lofticr ains than the aceumu-
lation of mouney ; and uuder their guidance, the sume powers that have
made iron pliant and launched the steam-ship, will achicve moral tri-
umphs of which we can now form but a faint conception.

Meanwhile, let us learn to respect honest toil. Let us feel that in
labour there is & divine nobleness that ought to render the hard-handed
son of toil venerable in our eyes. The painted buttendies of fashion,
the idle loungers aud time-killers, may turn the look of scorn on the
dust-covered labourer, with his grim brow and soiled garments ; but in
God’s universe, which is filling a more houourable place, the lazy
hanger-on, consuming, but producing nothing, or the houest worker?
‘] honour,” says Carlyle, ¢ the toil-worn craftsman, that with earth-
made instruments, labouriously conquors the earth, and makes her man's.
Venerable to me is the hard hund, crooked and coarse ; venerable, too,
is the rugged face, all weather-tanned, besoiled, with its rude intei-
ligence, for it is the face of & man, living manlike. Hardly entreated
brother! for us was thy buck so bent—for us were thy straight limbs
and fingers so deformed! Thou wert our conscript, on whom the lot
fell, and fighting our battles, wert so marred. Toil on—toil on—thou
art in thy duty, be out of it who may! 'Thou toilest for the altogether
indispensable—for the daily bread.”

Let us not, however, forget that there is another class of labourers
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who are right noble too—nay, nobler than the workers iv clay and iron.
I mean those who toil, not with hammer and hand, but with pen
and tongue and brain. The material worker is perhaps most appre-
ciated, as the results are most upparent; but, after all, it is the kings
of thought who mould the destinies of nations and fashion the ages.
Thought guides the hand of labour and rules the world. Ideas, diffused
through the medium of speech, or on the printed page, touch the
springs of human action and mould the life of man. Change men’s
thoughts and you change everything. The great thinkers must pre-
cede the great workers. The Bacons must go before the Stephensons.
The men of action must follow the path indicated by the men of
thought. All the triumphs of industry, splendid as they lovk when
realised, once existed as thoughts in the mind of the philosopher, the
mathematician, or the man of science, and are but the embodimeunt of
his ideas. The Atlantic Cable, the Great Eastern, the Needle Gun,
were ull thoughts before they became tangible realities. The Cousti-
tution of Britain, and that of the United States, under which so many
millions of men live and have their being, were forged painfully on the
anvil of thought, before they could become justruments of government.
The greatest of all factories is the busy brain of man. Men may resist,
and wander, comet-like, for a time, but ultimately they must gravitate
towards the great thinkers. That pale student, consuming the mid-
night oil, as he painfully elaborates his book, is one of' the true kings
of men ; for the thoughts he is now robing in beauty and winging with
spiriturl power, will pass like the silent rays of light from mind to
mind, and monld the thoughts and characters of men and women, and
form the institutions which will influence the destinies of millions not
yet born. His work will last when kingdoms have floated as wrecks
down the stream of time, and when gieat battles, which now startle
the world, are no more remembered than the street brawl that disturbed
the silence of last night. The thoughts that ouce beat in the brain of
Homer, Plato, or /Eschylus, are potent forces in the world to-day and
still sway the current of human affairs. Nay, it is curious to think
that in diffusing these thoughts over the world to-day, the mechanic is
earning his daily bread, and that multitudes of printers, paper-makers,
and kindred artisans, are fed by the mental labours of the melodious
gingers or profound thinkers of three thou:and years ago, whose dust
is Jong since blown about by the winds of heaven. Such is the spirit-
ual force that lies in a true thought, 1In the whole human race there
is not strength enough to annihilate a single truth. While, then, we
honour the strong-armed material worker, let us reverence more highly
the brain-workers—the clear, deep thinkers that search ont the lawsg
of God's universe, the sweet singers that lift us from the actual to the
ideal,—the men of the pen and throbbing thought and eloquent tongue.
‘They toil to give freedom, guidance, happiness to the workers for the
daily bread. If the one conquers earth, the other subdues the world
of mind and secures for us a spiritual inheritance.

All true work, then, is beautiful and vencrable. All genuine workers
are filling up a chink in the great economy, and helping to build up the
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solid pyramid of the world’s welfare. The lofty+aud lowly are bouud

“together by the esmmon chain of toil, and cach is necessary to all the
others. The merchant in hiz connting-hounse ; the shopmaun behivd his
counter ; the labourers in street, furm, wharf, miue, workshop, or fish-
ing boat; the brajo-workers opening up the realms of thought,—the
preacher, the teacher, the lecturer, the author—-all are helping te huild
up the great scheme of the world. Tach has his work which helps
onward the completion of the beamiful fabric, and brings neaver the
time when civilization, liberty and religion shall possess the world,
and everywhere men shall be bound tugether in the ties of brotherhood.
Vast and manifold are the departments of human industry, but all
poiot to the clevation of mau, whether it be the experiments of o
Simpson in his laboratory, furnishing an unodyne for pain, ora Les-
seps piercing the Arabian dessert and bringing East aud West nearer,
or the daring engineer wko is tuunclliug the Alps, or the energetic
toilers who have completed a railroad across the American continent.
No less to be honoured are the quict thiukers who are striking ont such
new and startling truths ag the * correlation of forces” aund following
up the wonderful yesults of * spectrum analysis ;" for though, at first
sight, these might seem to be far removed from all that concerns hu-
roan wenl or woe, yet no man can tell what fruitful cousequences may
flow from any uew trutl, or the disclosure of a new fact. Geology
was once suppused to he a mere barren speculative science, fit for the
wusement of the philosopher; but now its economic value in connec-
tion with human uses is so great, that every eivilized country has ity
geological survey, aud no mining enterprisc is reckoned safe uutil the
opinion of the geologist has been obtained. The * spectrum analysis”
by which the light of sun, stars, ncbule and comet is made to unfold
the constitution of the Lodies whence it emunates, may appear to be
u useless expenditure of intelectual toil, but one day its disclosures
may be fonnd to be of the highest consequence in averting some evil
that now presses upon us, and its discoveries will then be triumphantly
yoked to the car of human progress. The discoveries of Faraday in
his Iaboratory, are now yiclding, daily, grander and more beneficent re-
sults. Let no earnest worker be despised.

We must beware, however, of losing ourselves in our admiration of
labour  We must take care to separate the man from his work. He
is no mere Jabour-machine, but a thinking, immortal being, and there-
fore far greater than his work, however grand it be. These wide-
reaching speculations, that take in the whole Cosmos, from its begin-
ning to its close,—that weigh the sun and scarch into the constitution
of the faintest nebulz that hang, like films of light, on the outskirts of
our system,—that unravel the history of the globe and read off the
hieroglyphics written during a hundred millions of years, in the solid
rocks,—that have pointed out methods for taming the clements and
laying the treasures of the earth at man’s feet,—all these testify to
the dignity of man, and bear witness that man is not a mere piece of
mechanism, to be broken up and flung aside when its work is done,
but o spark from the Divine intelligence, allied to that all-embracing,
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creative mind that launched the comet and guides the march of the
galaxy.  With all the mighty achievements of human geuius before
-, we asl:, with the poet, shall

¢ Man, her last work, who scemed so fair,
Such splendid purpose in his cyes,
Who rolied the psalm to wintry skies,
Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer,

, ¢ Who trusted God was love indeed,
And love Creation’s final law,—
‘Though natare, red in tooth and claw
With ravine, ~hricked against his creed.

¢ Who loved, who suffercd countless ills.
Who battled for the True the Just,
Be Llown about the desert dust.
Or sealed within the iron hills? '

“No more? A monster, then, a dream,
A discord.  Drag: s »f the prime,
That tear cach oto 2¢ io their slime,
Were mellow inusic 1 atched with him,”

The poetic utterauce is true. Were the being whom God has ¢ sot
over the works of his hand, and crowued with glory and bouour,” a
mere picce of matter—a cuuning specimen of mechanism, like that
which he himself fashions, then man were tbe only anomaly in the
universe—* n mouster,’ ** o discord ” in creation. The supposition is
revolting alike to reason and to the noblest instincts of our natare.
We canvot believe that the Creator meant such a soul, so richly eu-
dowed, so nearly allicd to himself, to perish by the stroke of death.
That mind which can traverse the universe, and grasp some portion of
the Divine plan, ** Jooking before and after.” trauscends all shapes of
watter, and sours far ubove all mechanism. ‘The poorest drudge that
bears God's iniage, has withia him powers aund capabilitics lifting him
into & spiritual region, in which material furms are poor and insignifi-
cant. Great is the mountain as it lifts its broad shoulders above the
clouds, and wears its snow-diadem ¢ jn very presence of the regal sun;”
but greater is the soul of the philosopher who measures its height and
reads its history. The far-flashing comet is nothing compared with
the mind that calenlates its orbit and predicts its next appearaunce.
The stars are not such a mysterions mystery as the poorest savage
who looks up to them with eyes of wonder or worship. The ocean
with its ¢ wave’s immeasureable laugh,” is not so wide as the mind
that has plumbed its depths, noted its tides and currents and bridged
it with steamboats. Add to the intellectual and moral the immortal,
and then we begin to comprchend the greatness of man. Then we see
that it is in the result of Jabour on the spirit of man himself, ennobling
and elevating it, that its greatest glory lies, The work itself may
perish—the special service that each of us renders to our race may
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disappen 3 but in doing that work, in rendering that service, the edu-
cative results on our own characters arc stamped indelibly, and wil}
go with us to another world, to be the source of blessedness there, and
stepping stoues to an endiess progress. The great thing, therefore,
the final thing—is the conformation of character which we shape, in
performing our work on earth. This is imperishable, and will unfold
its immortal pages before the cyes of God.

The great lesson of the whole thea is, that if work be the ordinance
of Heaven, aud the truc dignity of man, we should accept it contented-
ly, cheerfully, as the condition of our existence, and the source of our
bappiness. We should realize thoroughly that, in this world, nothing
good or great is to be had without labour. Not only must we make
up our minds to wait, and watch, and wrestle to do and dare, but we
must also believe that the hard toil, the strain of mind aud muscle, of
brain and sinew, are best for us ; because only in such cooflict could
our powers be developed and we reach the dignity of true manhood.
Without the warfare, there could be no victor’s crown—vithout the
strain ou all our energies we should grow up puny, weok aand worth-
less. For it is true as Lowell sings—

s Chances 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-nilk
To the tough hearts that pioncer their kind,
And break a pathway to those unknown realms
‘That in the carth's broad shadow lic enthralted;
Endurance is the crowning quality,

And paticnce all the passion of great hearts.”

There are some who rebel against this condition of hard toil, and
endeavour to strike work and get on by some sinister methods. Of
none such comes any good, in the long run, becanse they are rebels in
God’s universe, and ave striking at the eternal laws that will grind
them to powder. On the other hand, the man v %o bravely girds him-
gelf to his work, whatever it be, resolved to do it well and faithfully,
convinced that only by honest work cun he succeed, or ought he to
succeed, shrinking at no difficalty, trembling at no opposition, will as-
suredly one day look down from a proud elevation, and see that all
obstacles have, by labour, been ‘onverted into stepping-stones to vic-
tory. The most fruitless of all worship is that of Fortune or Chance.
Heaven smiles on those who help themselves. All great men have
suceeded by toil: genius itself must bow to the law of labour, and
carve success out of the granite rocks of difficulty. Whatever our
work therefore, whether of head' or hand, let us strive to do it
thoroughly, with an aim and purpose worthy of our nature, regarding
that work as a divine thing, given us by the Highest One.
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SKETCH OF ENGLISH LITERATURE.

THOE AUGUSTAN AGE.

BY PROFESSOR LYALL.

Steele is not to be compared to Addison as a writer. He is master
of good idiomatic English, always expresses himself in vigorous and
fitting language, albeit sometimes encumbered with a redundance, and
disfigured by an inclegauce, of phrascology, by perhaps even a gram-
matical inaccuracy or solecism here and there. He never aims at fine
writing. His object is to express his meaning, and that has generally
some practical end in view—io correct some abuse, or amend some
folly, to reform vice, or point the finger of scorn and ridicule at publie
or social errors. He seldom writes upon a serious subject in a serious
vein—never a sustained essay or paper, in the manner of essay, on any
subject. His style is half serious, half jocose, still with the serious
aim of correcting evils and reforming abuses. Irony and innocent
satire are his weapons, or constitute the prevailing tone of his writings.
He has peither the depth nor the breadth of thought of Addison; there
are none of those fiue strokes of genius which are meeting you in every
page of Addison; he has not Addison’s polishe¢ expression and finely
balanced periods. There is always good sense, healthy opinion on
whatever subject he treats, a thoroughly manly tons of thought and
feeling, unsparing denunciation of the wrong, aud hearty spprobation
of the right. He is the public censor, the friendly critic, the playful
observer and satirist of life and manuers. He is the Spectatsr, and
carrics the functions of the Spectator into all he writes: he bad before
sustained the character of the Idler, but it was the idler whose ¢ idle
time was not idly spent,” who employed his leisure for the most be-
neficent purposes, in seeking by his writings to improve the habits
sud raise the manners of his age. Stecle is not so much the littera-
teur as the man of the world, with a moral purpose, but employing
for that purpose a literary vehicle. Addison is the thinker and the
fine writer. He could not be other. His thought is original, if not
profound, generally sounds the depths of the subject or which he de-
scants, takes a discursive range, i3 ofien ingenious, if we should not
say always, and for the most part characterized by much grace, snd
singular felicity. He is still, perhaps, the most pleasing writer in
the English language. His easc charms you into negligence like his
own. There is no one that comes up to him in refined urbanity and
amepity, which it required the character of Addison to express or
excmplify. . Addison was perhaps somewhat vain, and not always
generous in his relations with his friends. Steele and Addison at Iast
suffered some eclipse in their friendship : Addisén would seemn to have
been the party at fault: only nothing of such disposition or tendency
appears in his writings. One biographer and critic denies the current
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story of the alicnation between these life-long friends.  Stecle himself
scems to repudiate the idea of the slightest alicunation. ‘The sweetest
disposition appears in Addison’s composiions, Ieis the finest seatle-
wan, if we may say 80, in his works. He always thinks amiably : he
always writes to improve: he has alway» the most moral purjose in
view: he is profoundly revereutial in his spirit: he quotes scripture
like a diviue. he does not think it out of place to invoke its authority, and
wield its influcnce.  He treats expressly on 1cligious topies, whicl none
but a truly relizions mind would venture to hint at, or refer to. He is
the priuce of Essayists. Still, however, it is rather in the brief Essay
than in the extended disquisition that he excels. Tt is rather in jets
that his thought expresses itself: it does not flow in the continuous
current or stream, or incline to the lnboured or prolix argument.  That
was perhaps the accident of the manner in which he wrote—in the
Idlers and Spectators—but it is evident that Addison’s mind was more
adapted for the brie{ essay than for the claborate treatise. His papers
on Milton and those on Imagiuation, although characterized by fine
eriticism aud ingenious thought, are not very profound, and more ie-
genious than philosophical. It is on social topics aud the philosophy
of manncrs that Addison is pre-eminent. He was not tisc metaphysi-
cian, or the speculative moralist. He had not the abstract or analytic
power: it is among concrete subjects or objects that he moves at ease.
His papers on Imaginatioun are by uo means very profound or satisfac-
tory. He defines imagination by itself, aud the pleasure which it yiclds
by the enjoyment we take in its productions. Its various phases and
operations are for the most part described in identical or equivalent
terms. There is not the most distant approach to a philosophic analy-
sis of the state itself. His critique on Milton, although so much eule-
gized, is hardly worthy of its great theme. It abounds in ingenious
and original suggestions, but perhaps more ingenious than just: the
conceptious are often puerile or trifling, according rather to a conven-
tional than a true standard of criticism. Addison had too much pre-
gent to his mind the Zneid of Virgil and the Iliad of Homer in judging
of the merits of the “ Paradise Lost.,” As Essays, however, on social
subjects, on the virtues aud follies, the joys and sorrows, of humanity,
on the cabals of the politic, and the schemes of the ambitious, on the
vanities of the great, and the incousistencies of the mean, on the ament-
ties of private, and the auvimosities of public, life, on the success that
attends on a virtuouns, and the misfortunes that follow a tortuous or
vicious course of action, no writings equal the Essays of Addison.
The influence of Steele and Addisoa’s writings, forming as they did
an epoch in the history of literature, is at once of a social, & moral,
and literary kind. It no doubt did much to mould both the spirit aud
the maoners of the time. That elemeunt, that little leaven, could not
fail to work, operating even to the present day, insensibly permeating
society, and bringing its institutions and its individual members into
the more humane aund rational state or form in which we now find them
existing. There cau be no doubt that the Specialor was one of the ia-
fiuences in bringing about the amenity, and more rational manners, of



SEETCH OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. 287

our own times, It is true that there is cnough still for the satirist to
excreise his powers upon—for the Essayist or Novelist to hold up to
ridicule, or to depict with scorn. But undoubtedly our age is an im-
provement upon that in which those admirable Essoyists wrote, aud
which they employed all the skill and resources of their refined wit and
irony to correct. Profligacy iz not so unblushing—folly is not so in-
solent—manners are uot so bizarre—state-craft is less covrupt—reli-
gion undoubtedly has greater sway. Our modernbelles have vot taken
to the patches, though they have revived the hoops, of the reign of
Queen Anne. Qur modern beaux do not wear a sword at the side: it
is very extraordinary circumstances that can justify a revolver in the
pocket, in these our more civilized times. Addison was the refined
christian, and everywhere bears testimony to the truth and value of
the christian religion, as he was in his life and character an exemplifi-
cation of its power. On his death-bed he called in the young Earl of
Warwick, whom he wished to reclaim from a course of libertinism,
#to see in what peace a Christian could die.” If he could do an un-
geuerous act during his life, he had the magnaniwity, ere his departure
from it, to send for Guy, the poet, to ask his forgiveness for an injury
done him, which was uuknown to the poet himself, aud which the lat-
ter supposed had reference to the prevention of some patronage which
the Court had intended for him. So seusitive was Addison on points
in regard to which others would have had but few or no misgivings.
Addison’s religious compositions show the bent of his character, and
the habit of his mind. He was employed on the ¢ Evidences of the
Christian Religion " when he died. His Ode beginning :

How are thy servants blest, O Lord!

How sure is their defence!
shows what a uniform sense he cherished of the care of the Divine
Providence, and how the thought of God and His presence was the
stay and happivess of his heart,

In forcign realms and lands remote.

Supported by thy care,

Through burning c¢limes I pass’d unhurt,
And breathed in tainted air.

Thy mercy sweeten'd every toil,
Made every region please;

The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd,
And smooth'd the ‘Tyrrhene seas.

The Qde concludes with the devout stanzas:

In midst of dangers, fears, and death,
Thy goodness I'll adore;

T}l praise thee for thy mercics past,
And humbly hope tor more.

My life, if thou preserv’st my life,
‘Thy sacrifice shall be;

And death, if death shall be my doom,
Shall join my soul to thee!

This Ode and the * Vision of Mirzs,” familiar to all the readers of
the Spectator, were the earlicst compositions which Buras * recollects
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ever having taken any pleasure in.” ¢ I particularly remember,” Burns
says of the Ode, ¢ one half stanza which was music to my boyish car:
¢ For though in drcadful whirls wo hung
High on the broken wave.’”

It was something to give the first impulse to Burns's mind, and the
lines which he quotes as lingering on his ear like musie, he undoubted-
Iy also had before his * mind’s eye” like a picture. We cannot help
supposing that Burns also had becu struck with these other composi-
tions of Addigon which he must have known, as included among the
few hymns sanctioned in the psalmody of the Church of Scotland:

¢ When all thy mercies, O my God!
My rising soul surveys,” &c.
and
¢ The spacious firmament on high,” &ec.

These are classic compositions, and ‘are committed to memory by every
boy and girl perhaps of every religious family in Scotland.

It is a curious circumstance, illustrating the prevailing tone of
Steele’s character, even while he was yet pursuing a profligate course,
as an officer in the King's army, that he wrote o work eatitled ¢ The
Christian Hero,” with the express design, as he himself says, *to fix
upou his own mind a strong impression of virtue and religion, in op-
position to a stronger propeusity towards unwarrantable pleasures."
Stecle opposes the * Christian Hero ” to the classic models of antiquity,
aud he held that uo principles but those of religion could make 2 true
hero or a great man. *The old beut of the English mind,” says a
biographer and a critic, ¢ was strong in Steele, and he gave unosten-
tatiously a lively wit to the true service of religion, without having
spoken or written to the last day of his life & word of mere religious
cant.”  Stecle wrote for the stage, and here likewise he always had a
moral purpose in view. His dramas were chiefly comedies, but they
were invariably on the side of virtue, as also of patriotism. Addison
composed a prologue for one of them, and Stecle dedicated it to lus
early fricnd. A poem which Stecle wrote when still a student at Os-
ford cnotitled ¢ The Procession,” celebrates in good verse the qualities
of William Third, the hero of the Boyne, whom Steele justly regarded as
worthy of his highest admiration, and whom Mucaulay in like manuer
has placed an:ong his most chosen heroes. The *¢ procession™ is the
fuperal of Qucen Mary, the consort of William, whose highest tribute
was that she was worthy of her heroic husband, and loyally and ten
derly attached to him. Steele’s patriotism thus early evinces itself,
while all his admiration and enthusiasm are already on the side of the
right,

Addison’s ¢ Cato is a noble drama, but more rhetorical than poetic,
while it wauts the natural touches and exquisite dialogue of the early
drama, It is composed strictly according to the classic wuities. Its
subject is onc which gave occasion, or offered opportunity, for the ex-
Ppression of tlie noblest morality, and this is given in smooth and son-
orous verse. The verse is perhaps too uniformly stately, although
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the Romaun character suited it, perhaps demanded it. Cato is the true
Roman, of the strictest Roman type. IHe cau laok on the corpse of
his son, and exult in his wounds, because they were suffored in the
cause of Rome, Cato's soliloquy, in the contemplation of his death
by his own hands, is one of those pieces familiar to cvery school-boy,
and which every school-boy has by heart. Compare it with Hamlet’s
soliloquy, however, on a somewhat similar occasion, and the difference
is between a composition of the highest and most original genius, and a
fine piece of moral reflection to which uhnost any mind was adequate.
Addison also condescended to write a comedy—but his humour was
of that quiet and rather reflective kind which shines in the Essay but
is lost ou the stage. The Attic salt of Addison’s wit—the humour of
his immortal Sir Roger and the widow—are not for the pit or gallery
of the theatre. They are embalmed forever in the Essays of the
Spectator. ’

The literary iufluence of Stecle and Addison it is not difficult to
trace. To them in great part we owe, a3 we have secn, the style of
writing which is so much in vogue at the present day, in our news-
papers aud magazines. There is undoubtedly a family likeuess be-
tween the Spectator aud Pickwick, sufficient at least, to identify the
genealogy. Pickwick is the Spectator in another form, as shrewd, as.
geaial, as obscxving—more comic. Pickwick is the reigning spirit in
his club as the Spectator was in his. The light sketches of the Spec-
fator have been repeated in a thousand forms since, aud they will go
on repeating themselves endlessly—Ilike the rays of light radiated from
aluminous body, which are refracted in a thousand forms, and become
for the time the luminous object, so far as it is luminous, from which
they are refracted.

A certain sweetness has been infused into our literature by the writ-
ings of Steele aud Addison which it did not posscss before: an Attic
grace Las been given to it, particularly by Addison, to which it was a
stranger even in the essays of a Cowley and & Dryden. Swift knew
nothing of it. It has been transmitted through Goldsmith, and is re-
peated in almost cvery article that graces the pages of our best peri-
odical literature. The influence of Johnson, and in another way, and
more receatly, of Carlyle, has perhaps beeu detrimenzal to this, but it
has only introduced another virtue of style, has infused an element of
energy, perhaps majesty, has inaugurated a certain property of pictu-
resqueness, while it has not altogether supplanted the grace and beauty
of Addison. The influence of Addison can never die out: it is peren-
nial, because it is the perennial freshness of nature. Addison’s name
isunique in literature : no other name perhaps stands out so single
and alone—not in its greatness, like the name of Shakspeare, not in its
dominant power, but in that gentle and refining influence which all are
free to acknowledge, to which all are willing to do homage.

Pope’s is the other outstanding name of the Augustan age. He has
the same place in poctry which Addison has in prose. And yet we
are perhaps doiug Addison an injustice in this. Addison had not the
tricks of composition which Pope cverywhere exhibits. The allitera~
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tion and the autithesis which abound in Pope are spavingly used, if at
all, by Addison. Still Pope is the representative of the poetry, as Adi-
son was of the prose of his age  Pope was the junior of Addison, and
Addison’s notice of the *~ Essuy on Criticism ” in the Spretator raised
it at once into popularity and fame.

"That Pope was largely cudowed ywith imagioation—in other words
that he was a true poet—which some hmve disputed—is abundantly
evidenced by his -~ Eloisato Abelurd,” his * Windsor Forest,” the
 Temple of Fume,” and many passages seattered throughout his more
didactic writings. His imagination, however, was by no means of
the highest order: it does not take rank with that of Milton, or Shaks-
peare, or Spenser, or any of the highest poets: it is rather of the
coaventional ov artificinal sort: there ure uone of those fur-reaching
views, those profounder or subtler thoughts, those hidden analogies,
those glimpses into the unseen and invisible, which arrest the mind in
all the greater poets.  ‘The intelleetual clement greatly predomiunates
in Pope : he is the thinker, but he is the thinker of intellect not of
imagination: he does not fetch his thonghts from the ** deeps of nn-
consciousness” ¢ his thought lies more on the surface, it is of the out-
ward stratum of mind, though'it may o deep in that stratum.  He is
the intellectual thinker, the moralist, the critie, rather than the poet.
‘Fhe poetic faculty is not the predominating one: it does not take the
others up into itself’: it does not pervade and possess and absorb the
whole man, as in the case of Shakspeare or Milton. There are
thoughts countinually occurring in these poets which Yope never
veached or whose depths he never sounded. It is in the purely
intellectual vegion that Pope dwells and ranges. Me is free of
it: he is a denizen of it: he reigns supreme there! Ilis * Essay ou
Criticism ” is a wonderful production for & youth of barely twenty.
Campbell’s ¢ Pleasures ot Hope” was produced about the same age,
and while the latter is more characterized by imagination, more im-
pregned with that clement, it has not the thought, the purely intellec-
tual element of the former. ‘There is not the master mind in the
bard of Hope which Pope displays; though indisputably he is more of
the true poet. The ¢ Essay on Criticism” abounds in striking pas-
sages, as also do his * Essay on Man ” and his ** Moral Essays ”: we
say nothing of his Epistles in imitation of Horace, and his Satires:
the same element abounds plentifully o these, but it is in the others
that Pope is pre-cminently the poet he is recognized to be in the liter-
ary world. It isdy his striking reflections, his antithetic contrasts, his
sententious aud rounded couplets, his moral apothegms, his fine eritical
aphorisins, his beautiful aud exquisite lines, studding every page, all
thrown into a poetic mould, or expressed in & poetic vein, that ope
takes the ligh place he does mn the world of literature, and especially
of the Augustan age. Lines aund couplets of Pope are on every tongue,
arc floating through every miund, are at the tip of every pen. They
have been the received aphorisms of morals and of eriticism siuce
they were first struck out of the brain of the writer,

Pope is an optimist in his philosophy, or theology. He is a stois
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and sceptic and Christian by turns. He unriddles the problem of the
world by blinking it: he unlooses the Gordian knot of the universe
by cutting it. The following lines are peculiarly Pope-ish (we do not
mean Popish) : they are Pope all over, and serve as no unfavourable
specimens of his style. How many of them have become the common
property of every mind, familiar as ¢ household words.,” Those
which we now quote give tue key-note of the ** Essay on Man” ¢

Awake my St. John! leave all meaner things
To low ambition and the pride of Kings.

Let us (since life can little more supply

‘Than just to look about us and to die)
Expatiate free o'cr all this scene of man;

A mighty maze, but not without a plan;

A wild, where weeds and flowers promiscuous shoot;
Or garden, tempting with forbidden fruit.
‘Together let us beat this ample field,

Try what the open, what the covert yield;—
The latent track, the giddy licights, ckplore,

Of all who blindly creep, or sightless soar.

Eye Nature's walks, shoot Folly as it flics,

And catch the Manners living as they rise;
Laugh where we must, be candid where we can;
But vindicate the ways of God to man.

The fourth Epistle of the Essay on Man opens with these fine lines
which are a specimen at once of the poet’s peculiar style of thought,
and vein of imagination :

O happiness ! our being’s end and aim,

Good, pleasure, ease, content! whate'er thy name;
That something still which prompts tl’ eternal sigh;
For which we bear to live, or dare to die;

‘Which still so n2ar us, yet beyond us lies;
Q’eslook’d, seer double by the fool and wise;

Plant of celestial seed! if dropp’d below,

Say, in what mortal soil thou deigns’t to grow ?

Fair op'ning to some court’s propitious shine,

Qr deep with diamonds in the flaming mine?

Twin'd with the wreaths Parnassian laurels yield,

Or reap’d in iron harvests of the fleld?

‘Where grows ?2—Where grows itnot? If vain our toil,
We ought to blame the cuiture, not the soil :

Fix'd to no spot is Happiness sincere,

*Tis nowhere to be found, or everywhore :

*Tis never 1w be bought, but always free;

And fled frora monarchs, St. John! dwells with thee.

We have Malebranche's philosopby in the following lines, tempered
by Pope’s own :

Order is Heav’us first law; and this confess'd,
Some are, and must be, greater than the rest,
‘lore rich, more wise; but who fafers from hience

‘ That such are happier shocks all common sense.

I Heav’'n to mankind impartial we confess,

If all are equal in their happiness:

But mutual wants this happiness increase,
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All Nature’s difference keeps all Nature's peace.
Condition, circumstance, is not the thing;

Fliss is the same in subject or in king,

In who obtain defence. or who defend,

In him who is, or him who finds a friend:

Heav'n breathes through every member of the whole
One common blessing, as one common soul.
L » * & * * »
Honour anid shame from no condition rise;

Act well your part, there all the honour lies.

Fortune in men has some small difference made—
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ;

The cobler apron’d and the parson gown'd,

The friar hooded, and the nonarch crown'd.

¢ What differ more,” you cry, ¢ than crown and cowl?’
I'll tell you, friend! a wise man and a fool.

You'll find, if once the monarch acts the monk,

Or, cobler-like, the parson will be drunk,

We  * makes the man, and want of it the fcllow;
The cest is all but leather and prunclla.

The following stanzas musf commend themselves to every mind
capable of judging of moral subjects, and appreciating the harmony
of verse and the beauty of antithesis:

What's.fame? a fancied life in others® breath;
A thing beyond us, ev’n before our death.
Just what you hear you have; and what’s unknown
The same, my lord! if Tully’s or your own.
All that we feel of it begins and ends
In the small circle of our foes or friends;
To all beside as much an empty shade,
A Eugene living as a Casar dead :
Alike or when or where they shone or shine,
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine.
A wit’s a feather, and a chief a rod;

* An honest man’s the noblest work of God.

Pope's Satire is peculiarly trenchant and keen: we prefer the satires
however, scattered through his moral cssays to the professed satire of
the Dunciad, or the imitations of Horace. In the ¢ Moral Essays’
the satire pricks like needle points, is as sparkling and as cutting a3
emery. And it is as true of it as of the dust we have named : the dis-
mond alone escape= its point, ‘The Dunciad requires one to be versant
in the literary quarrels of the times to enjoy it, and even then it has
only an accidental value and a temporary worth. It does not repay
the perusal cven though one could thread his way through all the
various allusions of the poem, unless indecd one has a peculiar taste
for such kind of composition, and had sympathy with the poet in his
more atrabilious mood, the offspring of his physical rather than his
mental or moral coustitution.

Of Pope’s minor picces, his Ode on St. Cecilia’s day exhibits the
style, while it does not possess much of the spirit, of the truc Pindaric
Ode. 1t is too much an imitation of Dryden’s famous Ode on the same
subject, but is greatly inferior to it. It is elaborately classic, but em-
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bodies no very valunble or striking thought. The * Dying Christian to
his Soul”’ lingers ou the mind of every one who has read it, and that'is
perhaps every one who has read anything of England’s poctry. It has
a conapleteness which admits of nothing being added, and suffers noth-
ing to be taken from it. It scems to be a kind of translation and
paraphrase of Hadrian’s famous versicles : ‘

“Animula, vagula, blandula,” &ec.

The ¢ Universal Prayer,” thongh perhaps not of a sufficiently pro-
vounced Christian character, contains profound thonght tersely and
antithetically cxpressed: it might with advauntage be adopted by the
Christian, while he would add to it the more distinguishing sentiments
of his own peculiar creed or system. Tt might be a companion poem
to the verses of Addison, already alluded to :

# How are thy servants blest, O Lord!” &e.

It waants the sweetness of Addison's verses, while it contains more
apothegmatic point and epigranumatic wenning. There is finer poetry
in Addison’s verses, beeause there is more imagination, if less thought.

Pope is a poct of the sume stamp with Dryden, He is of the lineage,
it we may say so, of the poet of the Restoration and the times of the
Commonvwealth, No two poets in the Eoglish language are so like
as Dryden and Pope. How their miuds should be cast in so similar a
mounld is an interesting physiological enquiry. They have their differ-
ences—and these differences are cousiderable—but this only makes the
question as to their similarity the more interesting. Dryden’s was
perhaps the more vigorons mind of the two. Pope had not perhaps
the range and power of Dryden. Pope did not, at least, write the
dramas which have made Dryden’s name distinguished, nor the ex-
quisite essays in which Dryden almost anticipated the Spectators and
the Idlers of Pope’s own age. Dryden was the inventor of the heroie
stanza, or he perfected what Lord Surrey had the merit of initiating.
Pope canght Dryden’s manuer, carried the heroic stanza, if possible,
to o pitch of still greater perfection. The finish of Pope’s lines strikes
every reader. Every line is a gem of the most perfect setting, which
admits of no addition to its exquisite beaunty. Pope is the poet of
conventional life, of social manuers, of fashionable trivialities. The
* Rape of the Lock” describes in the most graphic manner all the
lightness and frivolity of the * beau monde,” all that passed for reality
in the fashionable world, to the minutest shade of a lady’s most
evancscent feeling, and a fop’s want of it, with sylphs and sylphids for
attendants,—fays, clves, and genii, as ministering spirits, or airy
embassies, to guard, or execute the commands of the fair. :

Oft when the world imagine women stray,

The sylphs through mystic mazes guide the way,
Through all the giddy circle they pursue,

And old impertinence expel by new.

What tender maid but mast a vietim fall

I'o one man's treat, but for anotlier's hall ?

When Florio speaks, what virgin could withstand,
If gentle Damon did not squceze her hand?



244 STEWART'S QUARTERLY.

With varying vanitiez, from every part,

‘They shift the moving toy-shop ot their heart;

Where wigs with wigs, with sword knots sword knots strive,

Beaux banish beaux, nnd coaches coaches drive.

‘This erring mortals levity may call:

O, blind to truth! the sylphs contrive it all. i
In the ** Rupe of the Lock ™ Pope perhaps displuys more true ima
ginatiou than in any other of his poems.  And it is not the inveutive
merely of imagiuation that wo here have regard to, the bringing to-
gother of fanciful creations, the conventional ideas about sylphs aud
fairies and such like beiugs, so widely entertained—but real imagina-
tion, where the mind hus a ground for its suggestion, where there is
something in the circumstances or the scene described for its creation,
where it 1s not without reason that we iuvent, or form vur ideas, or
suppose the prescuce of such and such imaginary creatures, Jt is the
proviuce of imagination, as Shakspeare describes, to ¢ give to airy
nothing « local habitation and a name,” but that is because that *¢ airy
nothing ” has alrcady sume tangible reality in the mind, dues not exist
&s nothiug, exists really in the imagination, is wrought out of the in-
visible but the real, which is everywhere around us—the spiritual
world which invests us, although it be in the form of the Infinite
itself~—that being who is in all, over all, and through all. Itisnota
dispuaragement to such beiug that his operation is supposed or imagined
or recognized in all that is, and all that trunspires, in every incident
and cient and circumstance, the most trivial as the most sublime.
These sylphs or elves or genii or guomes, or by whatever name we
call them, are really wrought out of the invisible powers which we sup-
pose peopling earth aud heaven—esisting around us, aud operating
secretly and silently in everything that happens. We suppose at least
a regiou of influence above vurselves, and controlling events which we
cannot control, which refuse to be controlled by us, aud which work
out destinies too important to ascribe to the agency of ordinary causes.
This is the justification of Shakspeare’s Aricl—his Midsummer Night's
Dream—Tope’s ** Rape of the Lock,” aud constitutes the latter poem a
geuunine work of imagination. Pope is a true poct to the extent that
he recognizes the region of the invisible and the spiritual. This region
hovers over all his poetry—but in the ¢ Rape of the Lock” the cthe-
real element works more actively and more powerfully than any of his
other pvems. Perhaps it is the one elevating presence and predomi-
nating spirit in his ¢ Eloisa to Abelard.” ‘There is much of it in the
¢ Windsor Forest,” it is less in his * Moral Essays,” his *¢ Essay on
Man,” and his ** Essay on Criticism.” There is considerable humour
in the “ Rape of the Lock,” but it is perhaps rather wit than humour,
or it is humour in the form of wit. Pope has not yet abdicated his

lace and raok as a poet. He dominates single and aloue in the region

of intellectual poetry—is a master of Satire ; and one would thiuk that
a Seneca had been at his clbow, pronpting those fine moral thoughts
80 exquisitely conceived, and so admirably expressed. Pope is en-
shrined as one of the finest classics in our Literature; and he’ is the
other of the two great names of the Augustan age.
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Defoo belongs to the Augustan age, and is one of the names that
characterize and distinguish it.  He is not so clussic & writor as cither
Addison or Swift: he does not possess the classic refinement of the
one, nor the torse vigour, or the powerful satire, of the other. And
yet he hias o style all his own. e is carcless in his composition, often
innccurate, not untrequently clumsy in the structure of his periods ;
which is to be accounted for perhaps by the style of easy narrative
which he for the most part adopted ns o writer.  But again he has a
rude vigour, nn unudorned simplicity, a directuess wod maulioess of
expression, and a circumstantial reality and verisimilitude, which, in
his works of fiction, commend themselves to the reader, till the very
cousciousuess of fiction is removed from the mind, snd you ave iden-
tified with the incidents and characters of the story as they procceded
or as they acted. Defoc began authorship when well advanced in
years, being first & political pimmphieteer, like Swift, though ou the op- -
posite side, and latterly takiug to fiction, when he found hLis political
writings repaying him only with the prison and the pillory. His suc-
cess with the ** Life and strauge adventures of Robinson Crusoe, of
York, Mariner,” induced him to continue in the samne vein, aud accord-
ingly wo have such biographies and varratives as ¢ Moll Flanders,”
“ Captain Siogleton,” ** Colonel Jack,” the ¢ History of the great
plague in Loundon,” and ¢ a true relation of the apparition of one Mrs.
Veal, the next day after death, to one Mrs, Bargrave,” &c. Defoe’s
writings, pampllets and volumes together, amount to po fewer than
two hundred and ten—the political writings being allowed for the most
part to sink into oblivion, and only those of a general and permanent
character surviving.

We hardly need to characterize ¢ Robinson Crusoe,” which everrone
las read at some period of life, perhaps more than once at different
periods—the highest commendation of which is, that taken up at what-
ever period, it appears so truth-like that oue cun hardly for a moment
question but that it is a true narrative, and that the iucidents huppened
just as they are sct down. Crusoe’s minute diary of all that transpired
in his experience, from the time of his being cast away upon the desert
island till his relense by pirates, is every whit as veritable-like as truth
itself. While Defve had little of the poetie imagination, he had the
inventive in so high a degree that there is not one incident introduced
in his narrative, any more than one omitted, that would destroy or
weaken the verisimilitude of the picture drawn, and the complete illu-
sion that we are reading a real und veritable history. The graphic
power cannot be inconsiderable which presents the different scenes
before us as if they were actually the sceues in a narrative of voyages,
or the actual purlieus and haunts and onzoings of city and country life.
Defoo shows as minute an acquaintance with low Loundon life, and
English life generally, as any of our modern novelists—as Dickens
himself—and he succeeds in depicting it, not so much through the
touches of the imagination, as through a power of minute aud literal
description which has all the effect of reality. He is of the pre-Raphe.
lite school of word painting. He bas Loen called the faiher of the
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English novel. It is not, however, the novel that Defoe writes—there
is no plot—there is no grouping of characters—there is no denoue.
ment, properly speaking—there is simple narrative, like an actual his-
tory, or real biography, while it is only fictioa all the time that we are
perusing. The toue aud tendency of Defoe’s writings are decidedly
religions. The reflections of Crusoe are such as would have been in-
dulged only by a pious mind in similar circumstances. Indeed Crusoe
becomes the subject of a decided religious experience us pronounced
and decided as any modern revivalist would wish. This is pleasant to
find, and it enhunces the delight of the narrative to be ever meeting
with such just reflections as those in which the mauly spirit of Crusoe
indulges. Altogether, Defoe is an author worthy of taking his place
beside our greatest classics, and he does no disgrace, but, on the con-
trary, all honour, to the Augustan age.

The Avgustan age embraces such writers as Ficlding, Smollett, and
Richardson—authors of the classic tovel—and such pocts as Thomson,
Gay, Young, Prior, Shenstone, Collins, Akenside, Gray, &c.; while
Johnson rather marks an age of his own, and Goldsmith perpetuates
the Augustan age rather than beloags to it. Bishop Berkeley was of
the Augustan age, and he wrote metaphysics in as classic a style ag
Addison did the lighter articles of the Spectator. Hume and Gibbon
and Robertson, Burke and Henry Mackenzie, are the flush of the
Augustan age prolonged into the succceding period, as the flush of
3 summer’s sunset almost ushers in the dawn of an equally brilliant

ay.

These writers will furnish material for our concluding sketch. It
would be doing them injustice to cnter upon their merits at the close
of an already protracted enough article.

.

EXCELSIOR.
On some proud rock that overlooks the sea,
And at its fury smiles in mockery,
Where Nature’s impress lingers on the sod
And man—the spoiler man—hath never trod
There might I dwell,—perchance forgotten die,
The heath my bed, my canopy the sky !
Such is the prayer of him whose fevered mind
Has sought in vain perfection in his kind,
And fondly dreams he can himself clude
In some sweet shade, or lofty solitude {—
But he, whose happy soul has learned to rest
Her aching head upon the Saviour’s breast,
Disdains to fly—his hope’s white banner furled—
From out the battle of the busy world;
Athwart the clouds of sorrow, sin, and death,
His eye discerns,—with telescope of faith—
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A how of promise,—pledge of brighter things
‘Within the palace of the King of Kings!
Gol christian worker—perish at your post—
A useful lifc was never, never lost,
It gilds the Joom, the sickle, and the desk,
And makes the meancst cottage picturesque:
The wreathe that deck the valley, and the field,
To duty’s sons a double pleasure yield,
But grace shall weave for him a fairer crown
‘Who secks & moral beauty of kis own.

. Daxon.

THE BARD OF AVON.

By Axprew ARcuEr, Fredericton.

Shakspearo is not only a literature in himself, but has been the cause,
source and origin of a literature. Like his own inimitable Jack Falstaff,
he is  not only witty in himself, but the cause that wit is in other men.”
The commentaries and criticisms on his plays, or * works” (to adopt the
more ambitious word used by Ben Jonson, when he put forth his comedies
and tragedies to the world) might, by themselves form a libsary. The
different editions of his plays, from that put forth in 1623, by Hemming
and Coudell, hig fellow-comedians, to that issued from the Strand by Dicks
in 1867 and selling for one shilling of English money, are simply legion.
The advances made in the ar: of printing, in the power of multiplying
copies, and the growth of the reading world, that makes it possible to
publish a large work at an almost nominal cost, with a profit, in .the

riod between these two dates, is amazing. The difference hetween the
world of 1623 and 1867, in external aspect, in social and political con-
dition, only the profound archaeologist and historian can faintly appreci-
ate, KEverything is changed save the courses of nature and the heart of
man. Midst all the changes of two centuries and a half, the genius of
Shakspeare—the pmfouns master of the human heart—passing through
obscurations, appears in the highest place in the intellectual heavens,
shining far more brightly than when it first appeared above the horizon.
At the time of his death, there is no reason to believe that Shakspeare
was known beyond a limited circle in his own Eugland ; now his name js
as familiar as a housebold word—though there is no doubt that the know-
ledge of his name is spread far more widely than the kuowledge of his
works. But the immense multiplication of copies of his plays, the huy-
ing them by tens of thousands, (though many who possess a Shakspeare
may not go much beyond the act of purchase) must greatly extend .sn
knowledge, and be an education in what is great, true and naturgl in
literature, and may tend to bring into ever-widening contempt the cxagger-
ations, the unreality, the blood and thunder, the imppasibge and 3&@:
ﬁerohm, the too warm sentiment of cheap sepsational and e¢phemers!

literature. ’
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When once exoited, and where °t exists, the hunger of imagination is
inappeasable. It is the faculty Ly which we can live in the past, in the
present out of our sphere and coantry, and in the future and very few but
degire to know something more of life than what presents itself to them
in the present and in their ‘own surroundings. There are few, who, in
their youth have not indulged in dreams of the past, and found their
greatest delight in the works that appeal to the imagination, in which
there appears to them a glorious shadowing furth of the life they are cn-
tering upon.  And since the desive is natural and the appetite cannot be
destroyed, it must be of immensc imporiance that the books that appeal to
the imagiration and passions, should n.t present distorted, unnatural and
utterly false views of life, but should he founded on true and just prin.
eiples. The taste for light sensational literature grows on its victin to s
morbid extert. Thus life, it wight be said, goes out in vain imnaginations.
All the powers of action are dissipated in dreams of heroism—all the
springs of kindly feelings and sentitbents are dried up in the waste of
artificial sympathies. Such a taste ought to be restrained—though,
looking at the rank lusuriance of works of a sensational character that
have an encrvating moral and intellectual tendency, it will be a very dif-
ficult task. The only way to counteract them is to endeavour to excite a
taste for works of a sounder and more healthy character, that really do
brace up the mind, inform th> head and heart, and infuse invigorating
intellectual life,

To his enthusiastic devotees, Shakspeare is the ¢ myriad minded "—the
poet who has sounded all the shoals and depths of the human heart, who
has the most penetrative intellectual insight into the characters of men,
who can give the sharpest expression to all feclings—and, in maxims of
weighty wisdom, instruction to all states and conditions. That is the
cothusiastic cstimate of his genius. But are there not many phases
of mind that he has not touched upon? (an it be said, that he has at all
fully shown the deepening and elevating influence of the christian religion
on human natyre—a spiritual force that has power to transform it com-
pletely—and set before the re-crcated man entirely different aims, that
rouses spiritual enthusiasm, and a strength that contemns, casts away the
riches and prizes of the world, and excites in the conscience a stern stan-
dard of duty ? It is in men to be martyrs for conscience sake—aund there
are many phases of spiritual character.  And it would be a study, instruc-
tive and intercsting, to have the workings of such minds drawn bya
master haud—the proud worldly spirit broken and crushed by doubts and
overcast with gloomy shadows—warring in unrest till it find peace. Tran-
quil and steadfast ; remaining indeterminate and oscillating between doubt
and faith—reckless and rebellious in despair or sunk in apathy ; dspis-
ing want, neglect, ridicule, torture, and death in homage to a great idea—
a mighty principle—but that it would be profanation to depict such char-
acters merely for drumatic purposcs—they touch too nearly the awful
mysteries and realitics of being to be made spert of. A

To judge of Shakspearc’s character from his works would be a hard
task, He speaks not in his own character. Yet from the aggregate of
the characters and sentiments therein expressed, 2 gencral impression of
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it might be guthered. That he was a free, generous hearted man of the
world, and yet had, along with his worldly knowledge—the imagination
of the poet, the deep mellow wisdom of the sage—touched with a ray of
divine fervour, may be granted without question, ‘That he had reflected
on life, the ways and motives of men, with the deepest sympathy and
widest tolevance, the characters he dopicts, the words of wisdom they
utter, and the reflections true to the passions by which they are actuated,
and to thesituation in which they are placed, prove ; that he was, at times,
at war with the world and himself—that he keenly felt the hard condi-
tions of life—and of his position, as a poor player, may be inferred. It
seems hardly possible that he could have penned such a play as Timon

of Athens, in which the passion of misanthropy is so powerfully depicted,
without having experienced in hiz own heart the war of feelings that
produce that passion—that he could have written it when he felt no re

sentment against the world, when over his mind there was no shadow of
gloom and despondency. He was cnabled to depict the passions of hu-
manity powerfully, because he had battled with them himself. It is the
influences of eircumstances, the foreo of character, that determine their
vent. With his own cxperience, his powerful imagination, and supreme
intellect, enabled him to enter into the lives of men placed in every posi-
tion—of power, subjection, sorrow, trial, and temptation. In his power
of depicting the passions of humanity his genius appears as exhaustless
as any of the great forces of nature: in his own mind and heart, seem-
ingly, had their seat all the thoughts and feclings that subdue, influence,
agitate and propel all men. 1If to express thought in action supposed
the power of action ; if to possess the power of pourtraying a hero, presup-
posed the power of acting a hero's part, then had he universal capability
—then were he the greatest of all men.  Some of his admirers have even
claimed for him this capability, this power, but that is carrying idolatrr to
the extent of absurdity. From the very excess of imagination, bis intel-
lectual many-sidedness, his universal sympathy, may it not be presumed
that he was unfitted to pursue one determined course of action, and to bring
sll the powers and energies of his mind upon a great carcer of personal am-
bition—that his intellect overburdend his will? It has, indced, been sup-
posed that Shakspeare was a man of rather weak personal character. If
that supposition is true, then the weakness must have proceeded from
excess of his intellectual powers, joined with an casy good nature and a
love of pleasure. That his was a retiring, unassertive disposition, his
sobriquet, « Gentle Will,” and the little amounting almost to nothing
that is Lknown of his life, would iudicate. The circumstances of his life
may have been such that not the most iron will could break; but asa
man of the world and of business he was successful, for he amassed an
independent fortunc by his theatre and his plays—and, along with his
splendid endowments, he possessed the hard practical common sense that
made the best of his opportunities. What he was as 2 man is mainly conjec-
ture—what he is as a dramatist his works speak for him. We would
like to know more of him as a man; but, it may be that the very obscu-
rity in which his life and character rest, is no disadvantage to his fame,
He, as some passages in kis sonuets would seem to show, felt at scasons
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of depression the aching pain of great powers wanting a great field of ae.
tivity—and he may have, in beholding the Joud and stirring success fol-
lowing active public life, depreciated his own genius and felt his position—
—that of an outcast. But pain is ineident to every carcer, and the
pecvliarity of his grief was the penalty he paid for his after fame—
which, as the sun at noonday eclipses the muon and lesser lights, out.
shine into obscurity the memwory, the reputation, the decds, the faue, of
all the great men of his great age. Their scupe of vision was compara.
tively limited, while his power of observation was as wide as the woving
scene of life. TFrom his earliest youth he must have lived in dreams of
beauty, and in visions of glorified passion and ambition. There was the
power within him that responded to and comprehended every noble action
—that thrilled with pity and sympathized with every misery and sorrow—
that rose in horror against cvery deed of horror—that re-coloured wore
gloriously than nature, every scene of beauty that he beheld in the
active actual world, and read of in the world of books. Those expres.
sions, thus gathered, grew and took form in his wind, and in the hour of
elevation, when the spirit sought utterance, they came forth re-created in
fresh power and beauty. It may casily be belicved that, from his carliest
days, he lived in a world of imagination, peopled with heroes and hervines
more divine; that, in bis many morning walks by the bauks of Avon,
and moonlight strolls by the parks of Lucy, and even in the current of
mid-day hour life and its ordinary avocations, many an heroic scenc was
enacted within the ventricles of his brain. The difference between the
youth destined for active life and the poet is, that the imaginative state
of mind soon merges in the one, into the prosaic, while imagination sways
the poet all his life long, and is his pleasure and his punishment. All
men in their youth are poets, more or less, in feeling, and many in ex-
pression.  The soldier, the statesman, the priest, the adventurous traveller,
have in their youth dreamed dreams of a great future career, and have,
in imagination, conjured up scenes in which they, according to the bent
of their mind, have won battles, have swayed with powerful eloguence the
Senate, have in the wilderuess, midst scenes of savage grandeur and bare
desolation, preached Christ, and seen ti.bes of savage men kneel before
the Cross, have visited far-distant lands and penetrated the secrets and
sources of nature that have been for ages hid; while the poet, withs
scope of imaginative sympathy that includes the aspirations of all men,
with the gift of glowing language finds his groatness in embodying them
in words that breathe and burn.

Shakspeare viewed every subject pictorially, dramatically. He saw
vividly in his mind’s eyc the scenes he was pourtraying—and with rapid
transforation, and, with the knowledze gained by his strong percep-
tions, his reflections, and study of books, which came out in flashes
of intuition, he entercd into, as it were, every actor in his drama—
feckng their passions, knowing and interpreting their thoughts. Al
minds perceive a subject pictorially, and, in describing or reasoning on it
see mental representations of the different parts. According to the vivid-
ness of perceptioa in the speaker or writer, will be vividness of the
impression made on the listener or reader. A mere act of memory—ors
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statement of facts, incidents, at second hand, however great the subject
recited or stated, makes little or no impression. From the prosaie miad,
in which the perception is not vivid, or the vision lively, the subject
comes out in a dry statement of particulars, step by step. [t Jdeseribes a
subjeet from the surface ; with more or less vividness and intensity, nceord-
ing to the lesser or greater dopth of pereeptive insight, and the lesser or
greater force of imagination in the speaker or writer. The power of an
author must depend upon his grasp of perception and capucity of con-
ception—his_penctration ; the intensity of his personal force, and vivid-
ness of imagination—and these forces were predominant in Shakspeare,
With less passion, force, and imagination, and a preponderance of the
reasoning over the perceptive facultics, his treatment of a subject wonld
have been scientifie—it would have had philosophical calmness, with
scientific utterance, He would have been the calm philosopher inditing
like a Descartes, a Locke, or a Hlume, his Jearned treatises. instead of the
glowing poet flashing out his rays of inspiration and insight. In how
different 2 manner would a Hume treat such « subject as jealousy from a
Shakspeare! The oue would give the hard philosophy of the subject—
treating of its source and the various causes that excite it—dividing it
into its separate manifestations, and showing its effects ; while the other
shows us how jealousy manifests itself in the actual world—its causes and
effects coming out in the action of living men and women. If the more
vividly a subject is presented the more effect it produces, then must
Shakspeare’s manner of treatinent be more forcible and entrancing than
that of the reasoner, and a it is the more forcible it is the more casily
understood, and appeals to the far greater number of minds; it does not
demand so great an cffort of attention, or power of concentration. The
dramatie form is the most enchanting to youthful minds, including those
of the children of the larger growth,

Shakspeare is the king of the picturesque brotherhood—the monarch
of the mimic world. But from the stage he might be withdrawn, and
the place taken by dramatists whose plays represent the mode of thought
and expression, aud the fashions of modern life. It would, now, be no
loss to his fame, were his plays no longer in any theatrical repertoire.
No real admirer of his works can much delight to see them produced on
the stage, mangled and mouthed.  His power can only be fully appreciated
in silentstudy. He himself must have felt that his powers were cabined,
cribbed, confined upon the stage, ¢ in little room confining mighty men.”
In the prologue to Henry V. he speaks in deprecation of the ridiculous
idea of trying to represent great historical actions and conflicts:

¢ With four or five most ragged foils
Right ill disposed in brawl ridiculous,”

The finest thoughts aud most exquisite fancies his deep philosophy,
his figest touches of nature are Jost or unvalued amidst the bustle of
the scenic show, when the actors and the scenery engross the atten-
tion, when the malapropos awkwarduess or buffoonery on the part of
a subordinate actor is sufficient to distract the attention and excite
ridicule and we are constrained to see the unreality of the whole
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business. No willinguess to” give oursclves up to the delusion cap
make us believe that we are in Rome with Casar and Bratus—ip
Egypt with Antony and Cleopatra, in Elsinore with Hamlet, or i
Glamis Castle with damuned Macheth, or that the someiimes grotesque
looking mwortals—whose ‘personal appearance and demecanor are ri-
diculously disproportioned to a heroic character—are the great names
in history in the habit as they lived. In the study there are no imperti-
aencices to distract attention from the author, the archaisms, the obsolete
expressions, the obscurities of too condensed thought are subjects of
curiosity and interest, and we patiently evolve their meaning—but oa
the stage, in the mouths of actors who have no caothusiasm for the
poet, no feeling for their part—they appear blots.

In the cves of some fervid admirers the great dramatist is a king in.
decd—Dy divine right—aud can do no wroung. Iis obscurities, his
offences ngainst good taste, his foreed play upon words, his sometimes
turgid declamation are all proper in their place, Dot to be questioned,
and having profundities of meaning, not to be fathomed by ordinary
mortals. But he is great enough without seeking to indue him with
infallible perfections, for while the human mind and heart think, ap.
prehend and feel, so long must his philosophy, wit and poetry, instruet,
delight and move.

A dramatic representation of any phase or story of life as itisa
concentration of action and a revealing of motives and passions, is not
a representation of veal life. A tragedy turns life the seamy side out.
It is o dissection of the morbid anatomy of the heart and mind, a dis-
closure of the most secret thoughts and motives, and, as such, when
masterly rendered, is intensely interesting, For are not the actions of
their fellows—the disclosure of the motives that have led to some ter-
rible act—a sudden moral lapse or fall, a sudden burst of feeling—an
open rendering of a long friendship, an angry denunciation of treach-
ery, an open display of jealousy and envy—the subjects of greatest
interest to men? Beneath the surface of each man’s life there work
conflicting passions which show their ripple or furrow on his face, but
the constraint of life—the fear of the public punishment, scorn or ridi-
cule, the check of conscience, and the undercurrent of generous feel:
ings in society-—repress their strong outward manifestations, And
may not men fiad a pleasure, & gratification, nay a relief to have
fictitious characters on the stage or in the printed volume, giving accu-
rate and unrepressed representation to the feelings that dumbly agitate
themselves, but which they would be ashamed or afraid themselves tp
mapifest or own? And is it not true that people take an interest in
out-speaking and out-acting characters in fiction, which they would
avoid, and have a holy horror of in actual life? Nature will break
through the restraints and conventionalities of civilized life, and it may
be the reason why so profund an interest is taken in startling crimes,
and the public moral lapses of high-held respectability—because they
are the acting of a real tragedy—a stripping off of the veil and a
‘baring of the working of passions, common to all, which, by temptations
and inclinations readily followed and malign influences, have been
driven to excess and to burst the constraints of life.
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The greatest dramas of Shakspeare’s have for the subject the repre-
sentation in an active perturbed and morbid degree, of the disturbing
and controlling passions of the human heart. It may not be said that
the great dramatist sat down designedly to write plays on the passious,
but it will be found that there runs through them a unity-——the unity
arising from the manifestations and results of a particular passion.
Shakspeare is true to the depths of nature in his delineations. They
might be called absolute intuitions unto human nature, and from them
the reasoner with the sufficient skill might gather the premises from
which to construct the science of human nature,

Time and clime modify infinitely the modes of living, of thinking
and of acting, making manifold differences in the physical and mental
constitutions, in the circumstances and political developments of na-
fions, in the degrees of their intelligence, information and refinement ;
but they never change the passions of men—the propelling motives of
human nature. Those motive forces, though assuming phases abso-
lntely infinite and dissimilar in the individuals of the race, from the
differences of physical development, mental power, culture, training
and habit, from their birth, fortune, circumstances, surroundings, temp-
tations and trials, are not so very complex. Do they not all spring
from one central furce or passion—love—which is threefold in its na-
tare, corresponding to the threefold pature of human constitution,
which, as it has a body, it is a power, as it has a mind, it has its
wtelligence, as it has a conscience, it is a spirit, and manifests itself
in self-love, love of others, love of God? ¥rom this one central pas-
sion—force—love—(as from the great artery of the heart—the aorta—
all the other arteries derive their origin) spring all the other passions
and motives that actuate and influence man, and in every action, sen-
timent and aspiration, there is a touch of the master passion, love,
in one of its three manifestations, or a blending of self-love and love
of others, or an union of the whole. In the perfection of human na-
ture, when, in the conscience, is developed a fine spiritual iusight, and
the love divine permeates the whole being, the stirrings, the prompt-
ings of love to action, instead of turning in upon self, go out in good
to others, out of fear of God, and gencrosity, benevolence, self-sacri-
fice, meekness, patience, humility, forbearance, temperance, are mani-
fested. But in the common state self-love is the controlling force, and
from it spring all the selfish and dark passions of humanity—Ilust,
hate—giving act to cruelty, murder, pride, vanity, ambition, jealousy,
envy, meanuess—through them runs the motive of self-love in weaker
or stronger current, and they manifest themselves according to the phy-
sical or mental weakness or force of each man, his culture, training,
opportunities, the circumstances of the time, and his surroundings.
Hope is the strength of being—different in each individual—and pro-
duces a sanguineness of sentiment, confidence, cheerfulness and alacrity
of spirit, which may be strong in those actuated by the passions spring-
ing from self-love, and weak, naturally, in those actuated by the divine
love. But hope failing, from check of fortune, circumstance or phy-
sical comstitution, in thdse under the dominion of self-love, there
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ensues moodiness, disquiet, and the current of life, thought and action
thrown back upon self with pain of awakening conscience, theve eomgs,
when the future appears shut out, a feeling of disappointment, despair,
aud remorse, prompting to futal deeds ; while in those under the influ-
ence of divine love, though the paiu of disappointinent arising from
the ingratitude, malice, craft, of others that thwarts or defeats their
good intentions aud designs, inevitably comes—the love of self not pre.
dominating, and their conscience being void of offence, and having a
spiritual insight that pierces through the shows of carthly things—
resignation and a holy temper eusues which rises to the higher hope
of religion. The one is trapped and meshed, the other sees a way
of escape.

Shakspeare plays familiarly on the springs of passion—the strings
of action in the heart. Is it jealousy he treats of? In how masterly
a manuer he displays the working of that passion in individuals of
different dispusitions, in Othello, Winter’s Tale oand Cymbeline.
Leontes (Winter’s Tale) is jealous because he is jealous. His self-
love is wounded by the affability with which his good queen Hermione
treats his friend Polixenes. Suspicion enters his mind from the most
frivolous causes, and, once entered, he sceks deliberately matter where-
with to feed his self-eukindled passion. Nothing cau stop the career
of his humour—not the noble uncomplaining patience of the good queen,
whose purity can hardly conceive the infamy of' the suspicion that has
cntered into her lord ; not the remoustrances of his most faithful coun-
sellor, Aatonio, or the fiery, scornful indignation of Paulina; unot the
scarce concealed scorn of those about him. His wrath is kiudled
against those who would disabuse him, and his better nature awakens
not to contrition, until he has made desolate his houschold.

In Othello, the noble Moor, the passion is incited in a direetly oppo-
site mamner. Free and generous in his own nature, he thinks no it
of the most gracious and winning ways of Desdeutona to these around
her. Not till his self-love receives a wound, uatil the slumbering de-
mon in his heart is roused, Ly the devilish art of Iago—that personifi-
cation of brusque, cool malignity—docs he couceive and become pos
sessed by the passion of jealousy. Leontes makes a torment for
himself, the other is tormented until he breaks forth into rage and
revenge, aud both spread desolation around the circle of their in-
flucoce.

Is it ambition—that strongest manifestation of self-love—that our
poet treats of? What grand pourtrayals of that passion, acting on
minds of different casts, are seeu in Macbeth and Richard IIL.  Mac-
beth, the nobler nature, is acted upon, tempted and seduced ; while in
Richard it is the natural fierceness, pride, malignity of his distorted
nature that forces all causes to give away to his own good. Ambitious
thoughts, bora of an aspiring nature, come naturally iuto the miud of
a man like Macbeth, which, wanting scope, opportunity, might fade
away, or, uuder benigu iufluences, be dirceted iuto good channels.
By the subjugation of the persoual clement of self-love—pride—he
would be content to fuse his powers through the commonwealth with-
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out secking forcibly to rise above the condition in which he was
born. But in Macbeth, personal pride—unsubducd by the humbling
teachings of Christianily—is predominant. He is in constant contaet
with a being to whom he is bound by the bonds of love, and, who,
however dearly loving him, is cruel and unsparing to those who stop
the path of her ambition. Ilis self-love is incited to evil deeds by all
tbe influences that a determined bad woman can bring to bear upon a
pature under her iufluence. For what greater sting to a proud, sen-
sitive nature, than taunts and scornful insinuations of cowardice from
loved Jips? The erime committed that gives Macbeth the prize of his
ambition—he is propelied along the evil path with headlong and ac-
celerating force—*‘ one sin plucks on another”—the necessity of
action, for his own preservation, impelling him, till he js utterly pos-
sessed by the evil spirit. Remorse comes soon, preying both on man
and woman. And surely there is nothiag more true or tragic than
the effects of that remorse shown in Macbeth, (who has a superstitious
trust in his destiny) and his lady. The man it makes ever more
fierce and reckiess, but it overpowers the woman. She cannot endure
the horror that the great crime-—the murder of the good king Dun-
can—has awakened. Remorse takes away her power of action—
makes her shriok from further deeds of blood; it disturbs her slum-
bers, induces maniacal unrest, and forces her to self-slaughter. Richard
is proud, fierce, envious, aggressive, subtle, insinuating, cruel, and
burns in action. No teuder affections have influence over him—and
to him

*¢ Conscience is but a word that cowards use,
Devised at first to keep the strong in awe.”

And though, in the last night of his destroying life, the shadows of
conscience affright him, his warlike spirit, in face of danger, readily
shakes off the terror.

In King Lear—the grandest of his tragedies—is scen the counflict of
the fiercest passious of our nature, springing from the activity of the
central pussion, love, in its lowest manifestation of self love, sclfish-
ness. lu the abaudonmment by the old, open-spoken, fiery King of his
kingdom to his daughters, and in the test he demands of their devotion
to him, & show of love, meazured by the florid warmth of its expres-
sion, there is a display of vauity, a degree of self love, fallen into
senility. In Regan and Goneril—his nunatural daughters, whose
professions of love for their poor fond foolish sire are unlimited—sel-
fishuess has eaten out all regard for others—self-gratification has
become the law of their life—love has turned to lust—a cynical disre-
gard of all sacred obligation possesses them—hate consumes and
leaves them to the perpetration of acts of savage cruelty, and to crown
all, a deudly jealousy springs up between this sisterhooed of iniquity,
and the end is murder and suicide, Goneril poisons Regan, and in the
desperation of convicted criminality, makes away with hersclf.  Sweet-
ly and most beautifully, amidst the ugly war of evil passions, shines
the character of Cordelia, the youngest and best loved, on whose * kind
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nursery ” Lear had thought to set his rest, but whose pure honesty and
shrinking modesty of nature, refusing to gratify the fond, foolish sel-
fish old man by unbounded expressious of her love, is punished by the
sudden estrangement of her father’s heart—the loss of the third pan
of his kingdom, aud bapishment. Lear cannot, at first, comprehend
the monstrous ingratitude of Regan and Goneril, who, in possession,
disdainfully disregard the terms for which he gave up his kingdom,
and, refusing to maintain and entertain the covenanted and regal reti.
nue, dave to treat their futher like a pensioner dependaut on their
bounty. The first show of remissncss in attcation to him awakens the
fire of his. impatient and impulsive nature. Yet he is slow to believe
in the ingratitude of his daughters; he would lay the fuult to their at.
tendants, piaintive beseeching alternates with the burst of uncontroll.
able anger. Struck to the heart, convinced at last of their unutterable
basencss he invokes & dreadful curse upon his duughters’ head. Infu.
riated at the conduct of his thankless children, he thinks with remorse
on Cordelia, the remembrance of his folly maddens him, and the con-
flict of passions unsettles his reason. Shut out from the gate of his
daughter’s castle, in a stormy night, his distraught mind working in
unison, he biuves the pelting ot the pitiless storm, tiil led by the hand
of the pitying Gloster, he herds madness burning within, and totally
carcless of his kingly condition, ¢ with knaves forlorn in short and
musty straw.” The development of the maduess of Lear, ranging
about
Mad as the vexed sea, singing aloud;

Crown’d with rank fumiter, and furrow weeds,
With harlocks, hemlocks, nettles cuckoo flowers,

A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch;
Past speaking of in a King;

Cordelia, like a guardian angel, comes to watch over her father. She
hangs over his couch, where he lies in deep slumber eaused by the
opiate administered by his physician.

O my dear father! Restoration hang

Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiss

Reprieve those violent harms that my two sisters

Have in thy revercnce made.

His awakening to sanity is inexpressibly touching :

Lear.—You do me wrong to take me out o’ the grave;
Thou art a soul in bliss; but I am bound
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears
Do scald like molten lead.
Cor.— Sir, do you know me?
Lear.~—You are a spirit 1 know : when did you die?
Cor.— §till, still, far wide!
Physician. ~ He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile.
Lear. — Where have I been? where am I? — Fair daylight?
I am mightily abused, — I should even die with pity
To see another thus. I know not what to say, —
I will not swear these are my hands : —let’s see:
1 feel this pin prick ; ~—would I were assur’d
Of my condition. »
Cor. — O look upon me, sir,
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And hold your hands in benediction o'cr me; —
No, sir, you must not kneel.

Leay, — Pray do not mock mne.
I am a very foolish, fond old man, —
Four score and upward ; and, to deal plainly,
I fear I am not in my perfect mind.
Methinks I should know you, and know this man.
Yet I amn doubtful; but I am mamly ignorant
What this place is: and all the skill I have
Remembers not these garments; nor I know not
Where 1 did lodge last night: Do not laugh at wne;
For as I am a man, I think this lady
To be my child Cordelia.

Cor. — And so I am, I am.

He recovers, but only to a state of childish weakness ; his affection for
Cordelia, bis sole passion. Atthe very close, there is an outburst of
the old fiery spirit. He kills the slave who has carried out the io-
buman order of execcution given by Edmuud; with his dead Cor-
delia in his arms, he rushcs into the presence of Albany and the rest,
with frantic grief, that has no cye or car for aught else; he wails and
calls on his Cordelia to stay a little, and the phronzied outburst in his
life goes out —

And my poor fool is hanged! No, no, no, litv;

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life,

And thou no breath at all? Oh, thou wilt come no more —

Never, never, never, never, never) —

Pray you undo this button! Thank you, sir.~

Do you see this? Look on her!-—look; her Jips!

Look there —look there!

"Then, surely, in the character of the austere Lord Angelo (Measuré
for Measure), our poct gives us a deep insight into the teachings of
the human heart. Angelo, in his place of authority, is & terror to evil
doers, and appears to the people to have no touch of human frailty.
His Prince believes that

His life is parall'd
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice.

His austerity of temper appears to proceed froni o hard, cold constitn-
tion, impervious to the touch of any tender emotion. His hatred of
vice shoves merey to individuals out of court. e appears the personi-
fication of the strictest justice. But under the snow.dcep down the
fires of Etna burn. Temptation comes to him with Isabella who sues
to him for pardon for her brother’s trespass, and completely takes
possession of his mind and heart. He says: '

When I would pray and think, I think and pray

To several subjects; heaven hath my empty words;
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue,
Anchors on Isabel; Heaven in my mouth,

Ag.if I did but only chew his name;

And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil

Of my conception: The state whereon X studied,
Is like & good thing, being often read,



208 STEWART'S QUARTERLY.

Grown fear'd and tedious; yen wy gravity «

Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride,
Could I, with hoot, change for an idle plume
Whicl the wir beats for vain,

Heo, putting himself on the level of him whom hie has condonned, will
ouly pardon the brother's evime for the sister’s sin and shamo. The
plot of the play is not a pleasaut one. But he is counterchecked in
his sivful scheme—though o sinner in full intention—and believing
himself so indecd. ‘¢ One sin plucks on another.,”  Ie goes back from
his promise of pardon and forswears himself, aud in the end, confrout-
od by the evidences of his hypocrisy and falsity, he shrinks abashed
before his Prince—the mask of austere virtue torn from his face.
But he receives the pardon freely, which ho would not freely give to
others.

How powerful is the delineation of a consuming hatred of maunkind
in Timou, the prodigal, ostentations—the free open-hearted and con-
fidieg Lord of Athens—he, who as the cynic Apemantus says, * never
kuew the middle of humanity, but the extremity of both ends.  Wound-
od to the heart by the ingratitude of buse friends and fawning para-
sites, he rushes from Athens, his palace and luxury—from the daily
foast and high swelling revelry to the drear solitude of the woods to
fced on roots and curse mankind. Ingratitude, like a poisoncd weapon,
wounding his self-love, turns his wholesome blood to bitter gall,
Thoroughly awakened by the rude shock trom his dream of friendship,
finding no stay in philosophy and haviug no insight into & higher faith
—the black, drear clouds of despair sweep over his miud, once bathed
in the golden atmosphere of sclf-satisfuction, aud the buoyaucy of the
heart—the joy—prompting to geucrous deeds-—is succeeded by a con-
stant aching pain, and bursts of internal anger that almost uuhinged
his rcason. Heis ‘“misanthropos and hates mankind.” He exhausts
the vocabulary ot heroic cursing, aud freezes the blood by his awtul
denunciatiou of mankind. The differeat moods of misauthropy are
powerfully discriminated in the coutrast prescuted by the wrecked but
voble-hearted Timon to the carping cynicism oI Apemantus, whose
snarling hatred of mavkind is boru of a hard malevolent nature, served
by ill-fortune. Iu all Shakspeare there is nothing fiuer in its way than
the converse between the misanthrope and cyuie, in the woods, and
indeed, the whole fourth act is wounderfully puwerful, though it may
give, by the freedom of the expression in one sccue, a shock to pro-
priety.

Shakspeare is peenliarly powerful in his delincations of the affections
of the mind, discriminating most scientifically between the different
phases of aberration between the raving maduess of Lear, totully for-
getful of himself, aud the dignified self-respect demanded by his station,
uttering at random the wild thoughts as they rush through his burniog
brain, gawbolling from: them without & momeut's recollection, yet
always returning to the grief tbat has driven him wild—the iugrati-
tude of his dog-hearted daughters—and the wild distraction of the
Lady Constance—grieving for

My boy, oy Arthur, ray fair son!
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My life, my joy, my food, my all the world!
My widow-comfort and my sorrows’ cure!

Though her words and aats ure wild, right she knows she is not mad—

T am not mad : this hair T tear, is mine;
My nime is Constanees I was Geofrey's wifo;
Young Arthur is my son, and ho is Jost:

. I am not smnd ;—1 would to lieaven, I were!
For then, 'tis like 1 should forget myself':
O, if 1 could, what grief [ shout { forget{—

» » » * »

IFFor, being not wad, but sensible of grief,
My reasonable part produces reason

Iow § may be deliver'd of these woes,
And teaches me to kitl or hang mysclf:
If [ were mad, [ should forget my son;
Or madly think, a babe of clout were he:
I am not mad; too well, too well T feel
‘I'he different plagne of each calamity.

How different is the guilty horror of mind of Lady Macboth that
produces constant feverish unrest, and forces her, even in her sleep, to
walk abroad, and eommit her guilly seeret to the silent night, aud the
seared listeners, from the pretty lunacy of the * fair Ophelin” whose
gentle mind gives way under the horror of a futher killed by her dis-
traught lover, and who goes about crowned with flowers, and glancing
at the cause of her woe, amidst snatches of old songs.

IHamlet has been made the subject of as much study asif he was a
living patient suffering from a peculiar mental disease, and there is
great division of opinion whethier he was mad io fuct or only in craft—
whether he 1s possessed by, or only similates madness. His mind is
oppressed by the awful seeret-—fearfully revealed—thut his uncle, who
wears the erown in debarment of his right, has murdercd his futher
and married with indecent haste his mother. He is incited to avenge
these horrors, both Ly supernatural ndmonition and every incentive of
filinl duty. But his mind is overburdened by the horror. Great in
thought, he is feeble aud undeecided iu action. e is perpetually
revolving the course that his duty calls on him to take and lashes
himself into a fury against the incestuous murderer; but the passion
dies away, and iu spite of supernatural adinonition and the spur of
conscience, he lets slip the time, and when an occasion does come—
that reveals the muvderous mind of his unele—he kills him-in a sud-
den inspiration of fury—and dies himself in the rash fulfilment of his
revenge,

The line in Ben Jouson’s poetic tribute to the memory and genius
of his brother-player and dramatist is well known—-<Ee was not of an
age but for all time.” Dut his mind, as that of every man’s in his
goneration, was greatly influcnced by the spirit, temper, and mode of
thinkiog of his day. The philosophy, sentinent, poetry, the living
fire of passion, arc of *“all time ; ” but the form, into which his works
are cast, their, if it may be so called, foudal tone, the sometimes



260 STEWART'S QUARTERLY.

conrseness and freedom of thought and expressio, and much of the
wit, are of his age,

With vegard to immorality of idea and coarsencss of expression, it
may be said, that—not sinless—he is purity itselt compared with his
brother dramatists—some of whose plays, in their groundwork, shock
all seuse of deceney. The culture and maunners of the day allowed a
freedom of expression, even in Inghborn dames, that would utterly
shock moderu refinement. Shakspeare is free. of course, at times,
but, in his works, there is no sentimental glozing over of vice, no
dressing up of viciousuess in seducing, seutimental garb.  The colour-
ing ot some scenes may be warm, but it is uot licentious, aud it may
be reawarked with truth, that he does unot allow sentiments of doubtful
morality to stand without some countercheck—without. in some way,
neutralizing them. Ie is not a moral, didactic poet, but a dran:atist
holding up the mirvor to nature—and if it did not reflect some defor-
mities it would not truly reflect mature. Even at this time it is a
question of common couversation, of the generality of mien of the
world, in familinr intercourse, i3 uot fur more coarse than would be
tolerated ina play, or than auy ¢omic scene in Shakspeare.  “They could
not Fear to have it fuithfully reproduced, and would be first to cry out
against its coarsepess—aud, with all its outward refinement, it may
be doubted if the world of to-day is & whit less coarse thau the world
of Shakspeare’s duy. With regard to the toue of his works. Shak-
speare lived in the absolute days of Eunglaud, when authority really
descended from above downwards; when it really was thought that
there was o divizity that hedged about a king; when nobility retained
the haughtiness of the feudal spirit ; wlen it was flaunted in men’s eyes;
when great noblemen where distinguished by the costliness of their
garb aud the greatest of their retinue ; when the line of demarcation
between the vobility and commonalty was most rigid and well defined
when the middle class was ouly awakening to sensc of its powers, and
when rebellious thoughts agaiust the autocracy of church and state
were struggling mostly silently in many minds.  Shakspeare dicd Lefore
the commencement of the troubles betweea king, nobility and church
‘and parliament. puritanism and the people, which changed so much in
England ; which laid the foundation of political and religious freedom
which were the beginning, the spring, the incentive, of all the revolu-
tious that have since couvulsed the world, and which were the cause
of the political foundation of this great free contineat of America.
Had he lived unto the times of Charles I, he would most probably have
been a kingsman, a cavalier—not only Lecause from that party uloue
he would, as a writer of plays, have obtained tolerance aud reeogui-
tion, but because his appears to be vaturally an aristoeratic mind—not
of mere caste, of course, which is or may be very narrow, hard, bigot-
ted—but a mind dwelling aud rich in great ideas, and secure in their pos-
session, above the envy and jealousy of poorer and aggressive Liinds—
recognizing the great differences between man and man in vatural
power, ability, virtue,—and the necessity of euthority and oider;
adverse to change, as overturning the state, yet sympathiziug with all
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hamanity, and recognizing true worth and talent wherever found.
Perhaps the speech of Ulysses to the Grecian chicfs, reprimaoding
their dissensions—(T'roilus and Cressida) —sets forth his own—if
they may be so called—political ideas—-certainly such as obtained with
the dominant party.

Shakspeare in no place hints at even the pohitieal cquality of men;
aad if that speech of Ulysses at all vepreseats his sincere opinions, and
in matters of such importance it is not to be believed that he simulated
opinious, but really had a definite creed, it is no violent inference to say
that through the troubles he would have adhered to the king's party—the
party m power and of order.  Ie lived in the lnst age of absolute autho-
rity, when men hardly questioned in thought the divine right or dream-
ed of overturning the powers that were, and before the opening of the
revolutionary era.  Let a meutal survey be tuken of ail his plays, and
it looks as if he thoroughly accepted the order of things existing.
Greatest genius of his own or any age—philosopher aud sage—he
appeurs to have oo political forceast. or aspirations of political advance-
meut for the mass. Yet what thoughts might have passed through
his obscrvant miund, which the pressure of authority, the temper of the
time, the force of his circumstances, his situation, perhaps his easy
character, forbade the utternnce. But take a survey of his plays, and
it will be scen that emperors, kings, queeus, prirces, dukes, cardinals,
ladies and lords, legates and consuls, generals, princely merchants,
are the chief and foremost characters in his dramas, aud from their
lips come exalted truth, noble sentimeut, heroic passion, as if the in-
struments of their utterance must be cxalted, noble and heroic in
station. No one above the rauk of a kuight is put in a ridiculous
position or made the vehicle of humour—they may be bad enough,
but they preserve their dignity, (except Cloten, the quecn’s son, in Cym-
belive.) But Shakspeare makes very free with the order of kaight-
hood—three of his best known comic characters belong to the roll.—
Falstaff—** Jack Falstaff, with his familiars, John with his brothers
and sisters, and Sir John with all Europe,” Sir Toby Belch, the genial,
toping kinsman of Olivia, and Sir Andrew Ague-heck, Sir "Loby's
gull. It is through his led captain, his bullics and braggarts, and boon
companions—like Falstaff’s troupe—Bardolph of the flaming nose,
Pistol, Nym and Peto; DMousieur Parolles, the boasting captain, in
“All's well that ends well ;™ his knavish fools, like Touchstone aud Mon-
sieur Jeste; his clowns and servants, like Speed, Launcelot Gobbo;
his bully Bottom ; his captains aud lieutenants of ** ye watch;” the
most ancient and quict watchmea, Dogberry and Verges ; his host of
the Garter, his hostess of the Cheapside Ian, Juliet’s nurse, &ec.—that
he conveys his fun, wit and huwmour. He makes fun with such mag-
nates as Justice Shallow, and such doctors aud parsous as Sir Cains
and Sir Evaus; but, once within the precinets of the court~—though he
smile at the conceits of a olonius, Lord Chamberlain to Claudius,
King ot Denmark, and his deep airs of wisdom—there is about him &
courtliness that inspires some respect.

But though the spirit of the age (wheu authority still weighed with.
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reverence upon men—but when, though the distinction between ranks
was most rigid, there appeared to have been a more genial spirit per-
vading society, thau in countrics of equal political conditions, where
hard personal jealousies often intervene to stop the genial current
of the soul) strongly imbues his works—there through them ruus * the
touch of vature that makes the whole world kin.” Kings and lords
are but men, and men, when true to their nature, are kiongs and lords,
masters of themselves and almost of their destiny. But the form is
nothing to us; we are absorbed and interested in his plays as the
manifestations masterly rendered, of the various passions of the nature
common to all, that, piercing the king’s purple, the warrior’s mail,
the priest’s gown, with deepest, truest insights, Jays barc the workings
of the heart that in all breasts throb and beat alike.

The feudal tone pervades his historical plays, those especially Eng.
lish, and his three great Ruman plays—Coriolanus, Julius Caxsar,
Auntony and Cleopatra. Coriolanus,~—the plot of which runs on the
ancient feud of patrician and plebeian, which, in the persoa of its hero,
gives a representation, forcible even to repulsiveness, of soldierly blunt-
ness, sustained by the aristocratic pridv of those, to use the phrase
of Menenius Agrippa, the good-natured patrician: * o’ the right hand
file,” and fierce contempt of the people. Julius Casar: which turns
ou the envy burning in the breasts of great conspirators at the towering
ambition of * the foremost man upon the tide of time,” and his mur-
der, which the noble Brutus would fain believe a sacrifice to freedom,
and not the final burst of jealousy in some few men who felt their own
cousequence diminished by Casar’s rise, and in which solicitude, for
the rights of the great undistinguished mass of the people, had no real
pari. Antony and Cleopatra ; which turns, on the intatuation and fol-
lics of Antony, enmeshed by the charms of Cleopatra, the resistless,
wily, daughter of the Nile, and who, for love, played away the third
part of the world, oblivious of every duty of his high station, and of
the state of the herd of mankind outside his immediate presence.

The Eoglish plays reflect the spirit and temper of the times, when
the ambition of kings and the factious pride of nobles, were the chief
motives of events; when knightly accomplishment was the ruling pas-
sion; when only the arts that mibistered to the pride auvd splendour
of the rich and powerful, were held in nuy esteem. and all the rest was
base aud mechanical.  Still that spirit rules, and in the presence of a
Franco-Prussian war, it must be confessed that the ambiiion of kings
has an immensc iufluence on the destiny of states, though, happily, it
is confronted by a power of opinion unknown to feudal days. Are the
pretexts for the present war any more moral than those accepted by
Henry V. for war against France, and urged on him by the magnates
of the church, who, fearing the spoliation of their lands, bribe the king
to their side, both by offer of a large subsidy, and strained arguments,
to assert a more than doubtful title to the Freach crown? The RBishop
of Ely enquires of the Archbishop of Cauterbury:

Ely-How now for mitigation of this bill

Urg'd by the commons? Doth his majesty
Incline to it, orco?



L4

THE BARD OF AVON, 283

Cant.— He seems indifferent :

Qr, rather, swaying more upon our part,
Than cherishing the exhibiters against us:
For I have made an offer to his majesty,—
Upon our spiritual convocation,

And in regard of causes now in band,
Which I have opened to his grace at large,
As touching France,—to give a greater sum
Than ever at one time the clergy yet

Did to his predecessors part withal.

Ely—How did this offer seem received, my lord?
Cant.—With good acceptance of his majesty.

An interview with the king, after the close of his argument, that
the Salique law, that barred the succession of females, did not, though
claiming from the femele line, touch his right to the throne, the
Archbishop incites Henry to the bloody enterprise.

Go, my dread lord, to your great grandsire’s tonb,
From whom you claim; invoke his warlike spirit,
And your great uncle’s, Edward, the black prince,
‘Who on the French ground play’d a tragedy,
Making defeat on the full power of France;
Whiles his most mighty father on a hill

Stood smiling, to behold his lion's whelp,

Forage in blood of French nobility.

O nable English, that could entertain

With balf their forces the full pride of France
And let another half stand laughing by,

All out of work, and cold for action!

Ely—Awake remembrance of these valiant deeds,

- And with your puissant arm renew their feats:
You are their heir, you sit upon their throne;
The blocd and courage, that renowned them,
Runs in your veins; and my thrice-puissant liege
Is in the very May-morn of his youth,

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises.

Exe.— Your brother kings and monarchs of the earth

Do all expect that you should rouse yourself,
As did the former lions ot your blood.

A grand, sturdy English spinit pervades all the English historical
plays. A glow of glorious patriotic pride pervades them—pride in the
seagirt isle ‘*in a great pool a swan’s nest,” as Imogen in a pretty
spirit of assumed depreciation, +alls it, or as Austria (in King John)

says:

‘That pale, that white-fac'd shore,
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tide,
And coops from other lands her islanders,
* + & England, hedg'd in with the main,
That water-walled bulwark, still secure
And confldent from foreign purposes.

How grandly the praise of his native land, comes from the lips of
old John Q'Gaunt—time-honoured Lancaster—as on his death-bed be
bemoans the folly of King Richard II. : :

This royal throne of kings, this sceptered isle—
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This earth of majesty, this scat of Mars—

This other Eden—demi-paradise;

This fortress built by nature for herself.

Against infection and the hzand of war;

This happy breed of men—this little world;

This precious stone set in a silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall

Against the envy of less happier Jands!

This blessed plot, this carth, this realm, this England,
‘I'his nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,
Fear'd by their breed, and fumous by their birth,
Renowned, for their steeds as far from home,
(For christian service and true chivalry)

As is the sepulchre, in stubborn Jewry.

Of the world’s ransom, bless'd Mary’s son,

This land of such dear souls, this dear, dear land,
Dear for hier reputation through the world.

How strongly the spirit and pride of Englaud speaks out inl the speech

of King John to Pandulph—legate of Rome—who demands his obe-

dience :
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name
So slight, unworthy, and nidiculous,
To charge me to an answer, as the Pope.
Tell him this tale; and from the mouth of England
Add thus much more,—That no Italian priest
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions;
But as we under heaven are supreme head,
So, under him, that great supremacy,
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold,
Without the assistance of a mortal hand :
So tell the Pope; all reverence set apart,
To him and his usurp’d authority.

K. Phil.—Brother of England, you blaspheme in this.
K. John—Though you, and all the kings of Christendom,

Are led so grassly by this meddling priest,
Dreading the curse that noney may buy out;
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust,
Purchase'corrupted pardon of a man,
Who, in that salc, sells pardon from himself:
Though thiou, and all the rest, so grossly led,
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish,
Yet I, .alone, alone do me oppose :
Against'the pope, and count his friends my foes.

Aud there is a sterling ring in the boast of the Bastard Falconbrigdge :

This England never did, (nor never shall,)
ie at the proud foot of a conqueror,
But when it &rst did help w’wound :ue\f.
* » . *

Come the three corners of the world in arms,
And we shall shock them - Nought shall make us rue,
- If England to itself do rest but true. .

Shakspeare is the poet of all time, because in him, in fullest devel-
opment dwelt the spirit of humanity. He looked .at humsn, naturé~—
mostly, not in its temporary, but its eternal. aspect—depicting:the
broad features that cqually prevail in all ages and in all ranks beneath
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the King’s robe, the shepherd’s plaid.  Many poets aund writers are
great on account of their quick perception of the character of their
times and the humours and eccentricities of particnlar individuals.
Their vision may be broad—but it pierces not far beneath the surfuce
—but this goes through and through the body of humanity. His great-
ness a8 a poet and « dramatist is not to be measured by the excellence
of detached series; by heroic speeches, fine sentiments, bursts of
eloquence and lively scintillatious of wit; but his genius must be
taken as a whole, by the completeness und sustained interest of his
stories, by the vividness with which he creates his characters, so that
they seem to stund before us as living beings, and by the consistency
of their language, thought and sentiment, to their character and posi-
tion. But it may be it is his sage maxims, his touches of philosophy
that go down to the very sources of life, his fine moralizing, his flashes
of insight into the ways of man aud the conduct of life that come so ap-
posite to the many circumstances and sitnations of the present day. his
poetic similes, pearls of faney—rich jewels in a golden setting—that
seem to wany his chiefest merit.  His works have had a great influence
on the English mind ; his spirit pervades ali English literature ; without
a knowledge of Shakspenre many allusions made by other authors can-
not be understood. His characters are often spoken of as individuali-
ties so well known that it is unnecessary to quote his name or that of the
play. For instance, Lord Macaulay in his review of Leigh Hunt's
edition of ¢ the dramatic works of Wycherley, Congreve, Vanburgh, and
Farquar reprehends the lax tone of his criticisin on their morality.
We do aot blame him for not bringing to the judgment seat the merci-
less rigour of Lord Angelo; but we really think that such impudent
and flagitious offenders as those who are now at the bar, deserved at
least the gentle rebuke of Ezalus. Mr. Leigh Hunt treats the whole
matter a little too much in the casy style of Lucio, and perhaps his
excecding lenity disposes us to be somewhat severe. Macaulay here
supposes in his reader a knowledge of Shakspeare’s ¢ Measure for
Measnre.” A knowledge of lis dramas ought to be part of a liberal
education. He is a writer
¢ Of exceeding honesty

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit
Of human dealings.”

BY THE RIVER.

BY W. ARTHCR CALNEK.

Here by the flowing river,
" In the glowing sunsect hour,
1 silently watch the bubbles
That adown its current pour;
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And as the passing shadow
Of the cloud that floats above,

Doth veil them from cheerful sunlight,
As jealousy veileth love,

I, as I look, grow hopeful ;
For the stream that flows apace
Transports them with rapid motion
To the sunbeam’s sweet embrace;

And I bebold beyond them,
As if secn in magic glass.

A truth that shall burn and brighten
Till the years of time shall pass.

For I perceive that ever
Do the waves'of human life,
Bear forward the sonl to joy-lit
Spaces that dot their strife.

Spots that illume our sorrows
With tire rainbow hues of hope;
Oases in desert places,
In our lifc’s strange horoscope.

Thus I ac: now as eager

As in boyhood's days I was,
Beside the exhaustless river,

On its banks my steps to pause.

Lovingly asking ever,
Why the day-god’s dying beams,
Its bubbles baptise with beauty,
And my soul with poct-dreams.

Not as in days departed,
Do I watch them as they glide;
Unheeding the wondrous lessons
They arc flashing down the tide.

Then as they came and vanished,
Never came into my soul

‘The Jore which they gave the current,
As it sought its ocean goal.

Now, as I gaze, the river
I8 an emblem of wy life—

Its bubbles the hopes of boyhood,
In the vortices of strife.

And as I see them bursting,
They are types, ah! far from dumb,
Of Hope, and its surest pledges,
Save the pledge of life to come.

Yes and the stream that bears them,
Is a type of that vast stream

That floweth,—the river of life,—
From the throne of the Supreme,
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Floating upon whose surface,
I8 the life of what is wmec;

A bubble that soon will mingle,
With its waves eternally.

Flowing from God, and ever,

In a strangcly devious course;
It beareth all back it carries,

T'o the fountain at its Source.

1, too, afloat in shadow,
On its heaving bosom, broad;
8hall find in the end it bore me,
In a cirele back to God.

PEN PHOTOGRAPHS.

By Di. D. Crark, PrixcETON, ONTARIO.

SIR JAMES Y. SIMPSON, M. D.

Dr. S1mpson’s class-room was always full of students. It was semi-
crenlar in shape and had elevated seats, When he first entered the
class-room we noticed a stout built man, rather inclined to fatness.
His rounded figure, short neck, aud dumpy hands, suggested a baby.
His hair was worn long, and was of an aubura colour. One lock was
continually dangling alout his eyes, and required constant attention
from his left hand. We were doubtful if he could concentrate his
thoughts, were it not for the brushing back of the truant mass. His face
was full and ruddy. The cye of a deep blue colour and sharp, and the
mouth somewhat firmly compressed, when in a state of repose. He
smiled as it he meant it, and the genial effect of it was irresistible. His
forte in lecturing was not so much-because of elocutionary power,
choice phrases, elegant language, rhetorical flourishes, and violent ges-
ticulation, or declamation, as in having a mellow aud full voice, using
8s plain Junguage as professional lectures would allow, and in a colloqui-
alstyle that was pleasant and instructive. His sentences were short and

’10 the point, and stripped of all useless verbiage. At the sametime his
lectures were vignsous. When he chose to be sarcastic the words
came sharp as a Damascus blade, and in a tilt with a medical antago-
pist his power lay in facts and figures. He would wield the chalk on
the black-board with effect, because he could enter into details with
great fucility and overpower his opponent with details, into which few
were uble to follow, His thrusts at a certain system of medicine,
which, at that time, held to infinitesimal doses, were ludicrous in the
extreme, when figured up on the board. At the same time he never
descended to personalities, or coarseness ; and although he lectured on
the most delicate subjects, there was a natural refinement about him,
and in his choice of lunguage a chasteness which would not shock the
most fastidious taste, He was fond of interlarding his remarks with



268 STEWART'S QUARTERLY.

anecdotes illustrative of some important subject ; but althongh he had
medical experience extending from the crowned heads of Europe to
the gamin who clings to .the wheels of nobles, yet he never betrayed,
by wond or gesture, professional confidence.  We vemember the anx.
iety manifested in Edinburgh in the spring of 1858, wheu Lucknow
was besieged, and with the Cawnpore tragedy fresh in the minds of
the British people, iutense interest centred on the beleagured city,
About that time the mythical story of “Jessic of Lucknow,” with the
heart-stirring exclamation of ** Dinna ye hear it?” found its way into
the papers.  Prof. Simpson came into the lecture roow one morning, and
before comunencing his lecture. read the thrilling story with great
effect. There was a six-footed Highlander sitting on the bench behind
me, who, while listening to the recital of Sepoy crucliies, and the
weird-like history of suffering, with flashing eye and clinched fist,
until forgettivg time and place, he startled me by a sudden spriuging
from his seat aud laconically exclaimed, ** D——n ’em.” Cousterna-
tion immediately scized him. Ile wilted into his seat and amid the
titter of his comrades and.the forgiving smile of the Protessor he felt
that he was pardoned the breach of etiquette. There was a charm
about Simpson’s face which acted as a talisman among his paticuts,
and if there was a weakness about him more prominent than another,
it was that of promising to be everywhere a:d go everywhere, to re
lieve suffering humavnity, when it was beyond anything but omnipresence
to do so. Hec meant to overtake all he promised. The soul was wil-
ling but the flesh was unable. The patients—high and fow—would
be annoyed at his delay, but when he appearcd and smiled upon them,
the scolding was forgotten in the joy at haviug his prescuce, and
seeing his painstaking care exercised iu their behalf. I never koew of
his making any invidious distisctions between the rich and poor. His
occasioual obliviousness to professional calls affected high and low
alike. Dr. Simpsow’s birth place was Bathgate, a small town sixteen
miles to the westward of Edinburgh. His father’s numeo was David,
and his occupation a distiller. His distillery was at Glenmavis, near
Bathgate, He afterwards joined his two brothers, Thomas aud
George, in carrying on a distillery at Lambsmill, near Kirkliston, but
about 1809 the partnership was broken up and David returned to
Bathgatc, where Sir James was born in 1811. His mother, an exem
plary woman, was Mary Jarvie, a farmer’s daughter, and possessed iz
an eminent degree, practical and industrions habits, combined witha
large share of common sense. Her brother was said to be a very
sccentric man, but much admired and prided himself in keepings
first class iun, and having an excellent and beautiful garden. Oue of
the streets of Bathgate bears his name. About the year 1820 Sir
James’ father went to Edinburgh and commenced baking,—a business
he learned in his native town. He rented premisesloug since removed,
but then existing in the outskirts of the city, beiug the coraer ¢f
tg,aeburn Place aud Dean Street, Stockbridge. There was a small shop
in frout with one counter in it, and one window, which displayed loavés
of bread, lozenges and cakes of every variety. Around the corngt
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was & door which entered into & small parlor.  Ta this room long after
the city and its busy throng had been wrapped in quictude, did the
solitary lamps burn and the shaggy haired and ** dumpy” boy pore
over his Latin and Greek. In the day time, over the kuneading table,
and by the heated ovens, powdered with flower, aud sweltered with
perspiration, or trudging through that part of the ety with loaves of
bread on his head, to deliver them to his father’s customers, worked
and plodded and thought, the absent-minded lad. Although kind to
seighbouring lads, he scarcely ever indulged in play, and ofteutimes
as he sat by the open window, in the long summer cveuings, studying,
and oblivious of aunght around him, the boys would play pranks oo him
and tease him until he was obliged to seck a corner of the bake-shop
as a retreat from his tormentors, Years rolled on and genius began
the * irrepressible conflict” agninst adverse influence more potent than
those of bis juvenile years. Iie was a plebeian, how dare he march to
"the front in aristoceratic ldinburgh? He was an unknown baker lad,
and yet he sat among the doctors! A brother’s kindness had enabled
him to sttend the university classes. The brother was poor, but he
became a miser for James' sake. James plunged into his studies with
the greatest ardour, naturally impulsive and having great perseverance
sod great powers of concentration, he never flagged in the race and
from all sonrces gathered information. Some minds are like a sponge
which absorbs water, and yields up the same eclement unchanged.
They have good memories aud can use and bestow to others the sawe
ideas, in their eutirety, but, have no faculty of building a superstructure
gpon another’s foundation nor layiung « bas:s for others to profit by.
Bimpson was not merel;r satisfied with reading and profiting thereby,
but by deduetion and induction, endeavoured to explore other fields of
investigation and sail over scas which lay beyoud that laid out on the
charts of medical research. Impulsive, impetuous, and ardent after
knowledize, obstacles ouly inteusified his desire after wisdum. With
poverty staring him iu the face and toil seemingly his doom; and so
far receiving little sympathy from his acquaintances, he never loitered
by the way, but with * Excelsior” as his motto he mounted bravely the
“hill of science,” listened to no allurements, feared no ** withered
branch ”* foreboding ** loves’ lubour lost ” in some fearful chasm; and
8 last died having for his chief mourners many of that humanity
which has a heart. e was ove of that multitude of selfmade men
hose perseverance and vietories, glorious but bloodless, we Cana-
lans can surely emulate, and sceing them conquerors, we may take
urage and humbly follow iu their footsteps.
Sir James, after entering college, took a bursary, which, in a finan-
ial point of view, was a great boott, and coabled him to enter the
edical classes. In 1832 he was made Doctor of Medicine, and by
is marked ability as a student and the freshacess, vigour, and origin-
ity of his graduation essay, he attracted the notice of Dr. Thomson,
nfessor of Pathology and predecessor to Dr. Henderson, and became
is ussistant. He now threw his whole soul into the investigation of
sease, its cause and cure. In the classes of that day he had able




270 STEWART'S QUARTERLY.

co-adjutors, many of whom have passed away, viz, Professor Goodsir,
whose researches in anatomy have added much to medical knowledge;
Dr. W, Carpenter, whose labour as a physiologist is known the wide
world over, and whose works are text books in America; Dr. Skae,
the taleuted phsycologist and now physician to the Royal Edinburgh
Asylum; the talented Dr. Reid of St. Audrew’s College who died of
cancer of the tonzue, and who, with true devotion to his profession,
wrotc a remarkably perspicious and instructive monogram on cancer
of the tongue, although on his dying bed. What a melancholy spee-
tacle to sce an expiring man writing puthological researches on the
doadly malady and hating himsel€ for the subject! The late Profes
sor Forbes, and a dozen others, equally illustrions, might be meutioned
whose companionship with young Simpson did much to fan into a
ruddier glow the semi-latent fires of genius. At this time Iamilton
was Professor of Obsetrics, in the University, and although a Lrilliant
teacher, he was far from being o progressive one. He sucered at ie-
novation and had no patience with *- new fangled notions ™ which were
being advanced aud hotly contested and defended by the young and
more progressive school of practitioners, who were crowding closely
at his heels and auvon trotting on before him.  Simpson was the leader
of this daving, keen, analytic, aspiring, progressive, and imperiow
throng. He bearded the lions in their den and with keen sarcasm,
and cutting irouy, and hard fac.s toppled over many an old-fashioned
pagoda of beliet and thus ruised for himeelf inany enemics.  He loe
tured in a private medical sehool which was at this time carried on by
several eminent men, whose followers would not leave their predile-
tions for those of the University, aud although he was ut this time
scarcely out of his teens his fume was on the ascendant and he we
looked wupon by discriminating friends, as a man whom the worll
would yet hear of, and whom postevity would not forget. At this
time electro-biology, magnetism, and their effects upon the animi
frame were the subjects of much inquiry among the medical savons of
Burope. Like all discoveries new or old, which intermittently re
ceited a reuewed impetus, the science of animal magnetism had its it
thusiasts, who believed everything and hoped everything, as regardi
the diagnostic and curative cffects of this subtle agent upon the huma:
frame. They thought we were about to grasp the panacea for all ¢ th
ills which flesh is heir to” and become .lothed with immortal youth
We could by this mysterions boud of union telegraph to and from the
spirit land, and by means of so-called Od force prevent hypocriss,
crime and rascality, by divining human thought and reading as in3
glass by intuition the deceitful heart. The iovestigation of this star
ling and novel dogima in connection with the nerve force of the huma
system, suited the ardent aud grasping mind of Simpson, and amidd
much ridicule from lis enemies, and expostulaticus from his friend
he persevered in his researches aud experiments, believing with all hi
heart that he was on the threshold of a mighty temple, whose sacr
courts have uever yct been fanned by the wings of the angels of hums
intellection. I beliove that this vast continent is yet scarcely unet
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plored, and that wo have only caught the driftwood which has floated
frem its shore, and caged the winged songsters which have warbled in
its groves, and iohaled the aroma from its bowers, and the incense
from the altar of that temple where sits enthroned tho Immortal
Essence, from whom cmanates that mysterious something, felt but un-
secu, known but never to be touched, unfathomable aud potent, in all,
through all, and near all intelligent creatures, but too subtle to be yet
grasped by human intelligence. Need we wonder that this was &
noble theme for Simpson to feel captivated by, and like the thirsty
traveller, to seek for continually augmented draughts to quench his
burning thirst at the living fountain? While he was thus eugaged,
Prof. Hamilton died. Mapy able, experienced and well known as-
pirauts were candidates for the chair. Simpeon was only 28 years
old, and had few friends to plead his cause with the city magnates, for
at that time the City Couacil had the appointment. His opponeunts
were active and virulent. They looked upon his candidature as pre-
posterous.  Did they not know his parents of ¢ low degree,” and was
it not only a dozen ycars ago since he was running errands and earry-
ing bread in the streets? Were they to put a beardless boy, uncouth
in appearance, of plebeian extraction, :.nd of nc repute in competition
against men of whom the world had heard, and whose fame and tal-
ents were bevond dispute? Preposterous! He succeeded, however,
by the energetic efforts of a minority who koew his worth and who
nade converts of those who had been prejudiced aguninst him by jeal-
ous encmies. He was no sooner installed in the professional chair
than he showed to his classes—uo mean judges—his great knowledge,
tot only of the theory, but also of the details of his profession. 1}is
opponents had urged agaivst him that he was pot a practical man—
that he was continually on a wild goose chase after some idle *himera
—that he was wofully ignorant of cverything ontside of his profes-
sion and that, in short, he would be no credit o a university that
gloried in its medical depariment. They little knew the man. XHe
bad not burned the midoight il in the bake-shop and the little parlour
for paught. He was like the soldier, kept his ammunition behind his
back until it was needed., He at first devoted his spare time to Ar-
tholeogy for which he had « great love. His prolific pen sent out
monograms on ** The Roman Medical Stamp,” ¢ Medical Officers of
the Roman army,” * Old Leper Hospitals in Scotland,” and a valuable
“ Analysis of the miasmatic atmosphere surrounding Edinburgh.”
These treatises silenced for a time his foes, He proved his capacity
for medical research, and his perfect knowledge of classics, and showed
in his style, culture, and simplicity, how far he was removed from pe-
dantry. ‘The last work he cver wrote was on a most difficult subject
oonuected with that branch of medicine to which he more particularly
dovoted himsclf, and is singularly free from techunicahtics, yet he
shows his painstaking and plodding industry by copious translations
from Latin and Greek fathers in medicine, and although the notes of
his lectures were neither copious nor consecutive, nevertheless, he had
such a faculty, in a conversational style, of enunciating his ideas, as
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1o give a completeness and a fulness to his predilections as indicated a
mind brimful of knowledge apropos for the occasion. ‘T'o be plain,
pointad, oceasionally humorous, aud without circiunlocution, seemed
‘o be his aim. As years rolled on, his popularity inereased, and hig
influcnce extended in spite of jealous colleagues and defamsatory
tongues. Being a person of great scusibility he often shraok from the
infliction of pain ueeessury for the prosccution of the duties of his pro-
fession. Ile was continnally on the alert for drugs that might destroy
pain, and suspend feeling during severe operatious, or paroxysms of
pain. In the end of the last century, Sir Humphrey Davy recom-
mended Nitrous Oxide (laughiug gns) as an Anxsthetic, but no prae-
ticel benefit flowed from this suggestion until 1844, when Dr. Horace
Wells, a Dentist, of Hartford, Connecticut, U. S., employed it for cx-
tracting teeth without pain. He was led to use i.—not as a narcotic
merely—but as an excitaut, for he had observed that when persons
were greatly excited, as in a street fight, in battle, or in a state of in.
toxication, they were jnsensible to pain and therefore he inferred that
excitement induced by gases would produce the same effect. IHe com-
municated his views to his frierds but they were not favourably re-
ceived. On the 30th September, 1846, Dr. Morton, of Boston, U. S,
used Sulphuric Ether in the same way with success. This he did at
the suggestion of his friend Dr. Jackson. Dr. Simpson was not alto-
gether satisfied with Ether. e set his mind to work to find out some
more potent compound. Not being a chemist himself he communicated
his desires to Mr. Waldie, an accomplished chemist of Liverpool. This
gentleman suggested chloroform and Dr. Simpson was always careful
to give him credit for the recomniendation.  Dr. Simpson experimented
with it upon himself, aund his two assistants, Drs. George Keith and
Matthew Duncan. He often amused the stndents by giving his ex-
perience of the inhalation of the drug.  This was on the 4th of Novem-
ber, 1847, and on the 10th of that month, he introduced it to the notice
of the members of the Medico Chirurgical Society, of Ediuburgh.
Many of the members experimented with it, aud the consequence was
that a crowded meeting was found in a state of excitement which was
very amusing. Some of the most sedate became hilarious and even
riotous, and those who usuelly had most voluble tongues, were ina
state of torpidity, like intoxicated men. It was iutroduced into the
Royal Infirmary and in a few months was used throughout christen-
dom, Chloroform was -liscovered by a continental chemist, culled

Soubeiran, in 1831, by T. :bi» 1hic next year, and at the same time by
Mr. Samuel Guthrie, Sac’.ctt s Harbour, New York, but the discor-
ery of its peculiar narcoii: properties was discovered by Dumas and
Peligot, three years later. Tt acts iu the same way as opium or alco-
hol, by suspending consciousness, aund therefore sensation and volition.
Dr. Simpson has shown, however, that the idea of lulling or destroy-
ing pain in this way is not new. He quotes from 1ioscorides, Pliny,
and Apuleius, authors of untiquity, that during th-. existence of the
Roman Empire, the mandrake root (atropa mandvagora) steeped 1o
wine was given to destroy suffering in persons who were to be treated
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by operations, and complete insensibility was the result.  Pliny says
that the seeds of eruca were given to criminals before being lashed or
executed. The gall and vinegar offered to our Saviour was doubtless
of the same character. The extract of Indian hemp is used in Indin
for the same purpose, and Dr. Simpson showed that narcotie vapours
were, in the 13th century, used during surgical operations.  Many per-
sous believe that he was the discoverer of this potent agent, when he
was only the means of’ making it of practical use. It is true that many
deaths have taken place from its use, but think of the hundreds of
thousands to whomn jt has been administered safely ; and contemplate
the fuct that it has saved the lives of countless myriads by its anodyne
virtues as we'l as by its distroying the effects—so ottea fatal formerly—
of the so called ** shock ™ to the human system during a serious surgical
operation. Now, though limbs may be severed from the bedy, or
organs of sense extirpated, or the keen surgeon’s kuoife searclung for
morbid growths in the vital parts, or pangs the most poignant racking
the frame, yet, by chloroform, the hallucination is complete.  The most
beautiful imagery uances before the mental eye. ‘The most setaphic
sounds from ar rels’ harps fall upon the ear. A state of cestatic joy
commiogles with jntermittent periods of obliviousness, until conscious-
ness folds up its wings and all existences are a blank. In the mean-
time a needed work has been done, and untold suffering avoided.
Since this diseovery. other narcotic agents have been used, and some
of the old ones vevived. Freezing parts of the body requiring an op-
eration ; using néw medicines such as tlte bi-chloride of methyline, the
tetrachloride of carbon, the chloride and witrate of amyle, have been
introduced to the medical profession, but so far, have not been exten-
sively used, and have not superseded chlorofurm. Dr. Leibreich, of
Berlin, in 1869, introduced the hydrate of choral to the notice of phy-
sicians, but as yet, it has not been fully tested as an avmsthetic agent.
About three years ago Dr. Simpson duggested t » surgeons the use of
needles to stop bleeding from arterics in operations by the needles be-
ing thrust under them, instead of tying them, but so far the plaa has
been frowned down by surgeous. The mode has been practically aud
successtully tried, but surgery has passed it by, althoush in many cases
it is a method preferable to that usually employed. Dr. Simpson was
constantly on the wateh for stray waifs of information, which might
lead to the goal which he often said was in store for humani:; —*u
potent balm for every wound.” I understand from one of his most
wtimate friends, that a work of his—the last he wrote—will be given
to the world and s said to be of great value, “ & method to extinguish
smallpox.” The busy brain and diligent peo were ever at work, until
the vesper bell tolled, and “the windows were darkened.” Ilis de-
mestic life was not atways “a high ecternal voon,” for dark clouds
threw their ominous shadows athwart the glowing landscape. 1le had
dear and sweet domestic ties, and ever fondly doted upon his childre ,
but, as if mysterious Providence wished to wean him away from earthly
idols, his son, David, was stricken down. He had followed his father’s
footsteps and was full of promise, but there was other work for him to
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do in other climes. Scarcely had the death knell of the child of hope
died away, before his daughter was also suatched from him. The
anchors of his hopes and aspirations had changed their resting place,
and he from that time felt that these heart-string lacerations were
wounds of warniug to him to prepare to follow. During the last two
years of his life he had an carnestuess iu the prosccution of every
good work, which his vearest friends knew was the cropping out of a
growing spiritunl life. His fricndship was not mere formality and
although during his later years injudicious frieuds used him, by wiles,
to forwerd their own interests before the publie, yet, he forgave them
with a lavish geoerosity, which showed that no revengeful feelings
ever found & lodgement in his breast. Queen Victoria kaew his worth,
personally, und eagerly bestowed upon him a baronetcy. He richly
deserved the honour, but, when the muster roll ot the illustrious of
ages past and of ycars yet to come, shall be called, Simpson’s name
will be found engraven on the mighty seroll, as a benefactor of our
race. During his last heurs, before insensibility supervened, he mur-
mured a wish to live, if God so willed it, that he might still more sig-
nally discover other ageuts, whose potency would exerpt humanity
from that bodily pain and suffering which at present is our heritage,
but the labouring heart gave up the struggle and amid much suffering
he fell asleep. His work was done on the 12th of May, 1870. Who
shali grasp the implements which he laid down and mount the walls,
and finish work so nobly begun? The embryonie life is in the womb
of the past, when shall it reach a perfect manhood?

WAITING.

BY REV. JAS. BENNET.

He sailed forth over the wintry sea,
And he sealed his love with a kiss to me.

Passcth away each lonely week,
But hie never returncth whom I scek.

Is he sailing yet upon the brine
While for his presence dear I pine?

Is he gone to the deep where the merimaids fair
Wreathe sea weeds in his tangled hair?

Oh will he not come to claim the kiss
Bringing we back my happiness?

Morning and night I wildly rave
¢ Not cven to see where he makes his grave.”

¢ Ah me! will he never see the shore ?”
I asked the waves and they sobbed ¢ No more.”
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OBITUARY NOTICES.

The many thousands of readers vu the two continents who have
followed the lamented Mr. Pickwick in his adventurous carcer, who
have condoled with him in his misfortunes and laughed over his
ridiculous mishaps, cannot have failed to remember the respected
father of his immortal body scrvant Sam Weller.  Gay, boisterous, mis-
chievous * Samivel,” whosc *¢ Walentine "—writing and boot-blacking
propeunsities are of imperishalle :mmemory, was sorely afilicted when at
home by the appearauce of a certain red-nosed individual whose par-
tiality for pinc apple rum, and the fair Mrs. Weller—Sam’s * wother-
in-law?” as that precocious youagster dubbed her—were ouly equalled
by his groans for the wicked sinners of this muundane sphere, and his
solicitous endeavours to place the far-off heathen heyond pecuniary
cmbarrassmeat. This dame, however, Mrs. Susan Clarke, reliet of
the gentleman that ¢ Intng out” at the Marquis of Graoby Inn, Dork-
ing, despite her strenuous efforts to the contrary, had one day, to
“pass in her checks”—aa the dying railway porter remarked, and
upon the news of her death being conmunicated to the younger Weller,
that young gentleman hastily repaired to his bereaved pareut’s domi-
cile and offered hig condolence. Mr. Weller, Senior, met ¢ Sammy”
and after the nsual interchange of salutations said ; ¢ I was in a referee,
Sammy, regarding ker . . . .. I wos a thinkin’, Sammy, that upon the
whole I wos wery sorry she wos goue.” The reply of Mr. Weller,
Junior, should be trensured up in the archives of brevities. It came
and was cminently to the point.  There was no ¢ beating about the bush”
here.  No mock delicacy or hidden menuing, or evasiveness of reply:
it was simply ¢ Vell, so you ought 1o be.” And this happy concate-
nation of ideas cheered the lonely widower’s heart. It was a happy
exemplification of the nnity of thought which so warvellously displayed
itself in, and animated the grief burdencd breasts of father and son,
at the Iast (rying moment. It was long before this sad event occurred
that Mr. Weller, Senior, so strictly cautioned his youthful offspring
sgainst the wiles and machinations of *“widders” and uttered his
menaorable words which were as an heirloom iu the family, * bevare
of the widders.” .

" His obituary notice was concise enough. It was sufficicatly plain,
t00. Wheun the wife of the great novelist heard of the death of Charles
Dickens, the clectric wires of the telegraph flashed forth the momen.
tous intelligence that ¢ Mrs. Dickens greatly regrets her husband’s

. death.” This anvouncement, of course, was very satisfactory to the

admirers of the faithful painter of London life! And the sneer on

the lips of the world as they road Brs. Dickens’s obituary notice of
hor deccased husband, had scarcely died away, when Punch in heart-
felt, glowing, metrical lines sent to that same world an obituary notice
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worthy of the man who died, and worthy of the heart and head that
wrote it. Here are two verses. True to the life are they :
‘¢ Charles Dickens dead! It is as if alight
In every English home were quenched to-day :
As if a face all knew had passed from sight,
A hand all loved to press were turned to clay.
* * » » »®

Earth’s two chief nations mourners at his tomb:
Their memories for his monument; theirlove

Y¥or his reward. Such is his glorious doom,
Whom mortal praise or blame no more shall move!”

And when the great descendant of a great Suxon race—Lord Derhy—
died, the same journal in sonnet metre paid this tribute to his departed
worth :

“ Withdrawing slow from those he loved so well,
Autumn’s pale morning saw him pass away :
Leave them beside their sacred dead to pray,
Unmarked by strangers.”

Here is a sweet one verse thing. It was written on the oceasion of
the death of the lute Sir James Young Simpson, M. D., and appeared
first in the Period of London. As that publication has but a limited
circulation in Canada we insert the lines in this place. This obituary
notice is singularly effective and displays considerable taste and liter-
ary skill:

“ Through thee has often Death been captive ta’en
By his twin-brother. ‘F'hee the angels keep!
Thou gavest us a new sleep in our pain,
And thou hast passed to the old painless sleep.”

But while the above poetical obituary notices are distinguished by
elegance of diction, pathos, expression and cffectiveness, the majority
of the emanations of poctasters which fill the * Death Department”
of the local newspaper are in singular bad taste aud totally devoid of
any virtue, save a certain degree of sympathy with the friends of the
departed, in their several bereavements. The poetaster who, the
moment he hears of the death of some friend, some friend’s child or
wife, or husband, as the case may be, hurrics home to his writing
desk, and there and then * cudgels his brains” to find a line to rhyme
with,—
’ ¢ Like a rose that in summer has droppd from the tree,”

and suddenly a sentence comes to his mind, and quickly he jots down
this trash—

# You have wmissed her swent face and her gay company.”

and this completed in a three or four verse “ poem™ which he hastens
to forward to its destination, long ere the body be quite cold, lest it be
too late to go in the weckly paper of the town in all the glory of type,
deserves to be clad in & cont of tar and feathers and ridden for a week
on a wild jackass. Apart from vile, sickening vanity, it is a gross
outraze ou the decency or the worals of a community. A feeling of
cold horror actually freezes the blood from our features as we read
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gome of these death lines. Tancy gentle reader, how you would feel
were your dear iufant child, Jocked in silent death’s cold embrace,
hurried off to its little tomb, with these rollicking lines as an accoms
pauniment :
¢ Happy infant, carly bless’d,
Rest in peaceful slumber rest;
Early rescucd from the cares
‘Which increase with growing years.”
Faugh, how loathsome and vile! Equally so arc these, meant, no
doubt, to be very touching and affecting in the case of an elderly lady
whose ‘¢ end,” we are told, ¢ was peace,’—
¢¢ Asleep iu Jesus, blessed sleep,
From which none ever wake to weep,
A calm and undisturbed repose,
Unbroken by the last of foes.”

A mere gingle, no sense, no feeling. A morbid species of repulsive-
ness permeates the entire * notice.”

¢ Unbroken by the last of foes.”
Avnd yet ¢ her end was peace.”

What can those people, who send such stuff to the newspaper office,
be thinking about? Have they any love, any attachment for the dear
ones so cruelly remuved from them? Or is death now only a fashion?
Is this wicked, and the right thinking portion of humanity must agree
with us in pronouncing it a wicked practice, to become really the cus-
tom? In that case we must have a class of operatives among us who,
in & little while, will insert advertisemeuts in the papers setting forth
the reasons why they will be able to offer superior inducements in the
poetical death notice line. There will be fighting and wrangling over
the bodies of loved dead ones, for the order to write & poem on the
dead, and the large and powerful journals of the land will have special
clerks, styled we presume obituary clerks, and the mother 2ad father,
or wife and husband, clothed in decp mourning and wearing upon the
lineaments of their countenances deep-rooted grief, will be met by the
“gentleman in black” armed with a2 big book, full of poetic scraps,
and a large pair of scissors. Aud this man with & shrewd cye to busi-
ness will, perhaps, open his book with the air of a dry good’s clerk
displaying the benuties of some rich lace or watered silk, and we fancy
we see him now, slappiug his quill-pecn on an cight line verse, reading
it over and giving his evenly-combed head & jerk to oue side, say in
his blandest tones: * A sweet thing for a child three years old, sir,”
or ¢ this is perhaps better for an infant.” **'Well Tl let you have
three of this kind for your wife and the two little girls for ten dollars.”
And then when he comes to the rare pocms, or those at a high price,
high because they have not been sold more than eight or ten times to
different persons, how his mouth waters as he mumbles over

“ We have mingled in tears o’er the silent dead ;
We have 1aid her to rest in her narrow bed;
‘We bave mourned that our friend, in hicr useful dsy,
Has been suddenly called from our midst away.
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Ah well we remember the days that are gone,

TWhen her voice, in sweet harmony, joined with our own.
In the songe that we sang, when our hearts were as free,
As the soft sighing Zephyr that floats o'er the ses.

That voice is now siient! that heart now is still!
The place that is vacant no other can fill;

Ol we miss the dear one, who has past to the tomb,
But we trust she has found a more glorious home.”

Then the consultation which follows the reading of those beautiful
verses! They are purchased and the delighted and heart-broken pur-
chasers retire, fecling perfectly satisfied that they have done all they
could for the oue now sleeping in the narrow house. The clerk rubs his
haunds gleefully and is ready to sell the same aotice again a few days
after. The idea is too revolting and disgusting for comment. We
solemnly assure our readers that every one of these examples are gen-
uine, We have in our possession over a couple of hundred. They
were culled at sundry intervals and most of them come from the columns
of country newspapers; not all from the papers of the rural districts of
Canada alone, but from the whole world. It is to be hoped these eye-
sores will soon cease to afford food for Jaughter to the reader. Death
is o subject for merriment, yet who can read this without smiling
audibly?
y “ Like a rose that in summer has dropp'd from the tree,

So your partner has passed from your side;

You have misscd her sweet face and her gay company

Since you’ve laid in the grave your young bride,

Your deep anguish of spirit no tongue can reveal;

One that never has lost such & friend,

With a husband bereaved scarcely knows how to feel,
Or his sympathy how to extend.” .

Or at this stanza, brought out when the harrowing information came
that the body of the girl was sadly mautilated by the dissecting knife of
a resident physician. Here is the sad memorial :

‘¢ Her body dissccted by fiendish men,
Her bones anatomise 1;
Her soul, we trust, has risen to God,
Where few physicians risc.”

Rather vindictive and certainly hard on those who practise the ** heal-
ing art.” Of an entirely different type is this couplet given at the end
of a long prose notice of & young promising flower cut off in the bud:

“Reader, oh! pause, reflect, amend,
Life hath no length, Eternity no end.”

Here is a notice on a little infant girl who closed her eyes for the last
time, when only eight weeks old :
¢ Farewecll, sweet bud of beauty;
Little angel, fare thee well,

For thou wert too pure and lovely,
In a world like this to dwell.”
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But we will conclude, at this time, our examination of poetical obitu-
ary notices. It is to be hoped that the re-production of some of the
best ones in the bunch, will have the effect of stopping the continuance
of inserting under the heading of * Died ” such namby-paraby poetical
tributes of the living to the dead. A French paper recently gave this
curt epitaph from a Parisian cemetery :

From Husband,
A. D., 1827.
%1 am anxiously expecting you.”
From Wife,
A. D., 1867,
““ HereI am,”

We will add this one from a grave-yard in Milwaukee, which we be-
lieve has not yet been in print:
¢ Here lies the body of Peter Grace,
Who died from cating Sweiizer Kase; .

He finished six platters, commenced upon seven,
And exploeded. Of such is the Kingdom of Heaven.”

TRANSLATIONS.

—

BY W. P. D.

THE FOWLER: AN IDYL.
From the Greek of Bion.

A fowler, still quite youthful, hunting birds in a thick wood,

Saw Love, the odious thing, on a branch of box-tree sitting,

And was glad when he perceived him, who as a great bird showed :
Then his arrows all straightway in their due order fitting,

He closely watched this Love hither and thither flitting.

But the dodging had no end, and the youth becoming vexed,

Having thrown away his arrows, to an old farmer sped,

‘Who this fowling art had taught him; told how be was perplexed,
And showed where Love was sitting; but the 0ld man shook his head,
Softly smiling all the while, and, replying, gravely said:

‘¢ Give the chasc up at once, neither near that bird approach;”

¢ Flee far away ; he’s dangerous game; and fortunate you'll be”
¢ 8o long as you don't catch him; but if man’s estate you reach,”
¢ He who now flies and leaps about will then spontaneously

¢ Come and upon your very head perch himself suddenly.” -

ON AN OLD MAN.
From the Greek of Anacreon.

1 love an old man who is cheery, - :
Love a young man who sings and dances;
But when an old man, blithe and merry,
Through mazy measures glides and glances,
His locks may tell of age, in sooth,—

At heart he's still a blooming youth!
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BACH AND IIAENDEL.
1.

BY E. PEILER.

Wnire Bach’s genius was developing in retirement, Georg Fric-
drich Haendel had alrcady begun to reap fame as an Opera composer.
Iu the beginning of the year 1705 his opera “Almira” had been pro-
duced 1o Hamburg and earned not only the joyous acclamations of the
multitude, but also the approbation of conuoissenrs; this opera was
performed tweuty times during the time from the 8th of January to
the 25th of February. It showed all the characteristics of his later
style, although also yet a want of thoroughuess and finish, and he had
followed, rather more than justifiable, the then in Hamburg prevailing
taste. Speaking of his style, with especial reference to *“Almira,”
Chrysander says: * Haendel wovolls quickly, and in one stroke, as it
were with both arms, a broad tone-picture, and quickly rolls it up
again, giving hardly sufficient time to look carefully at it before he
leads you on to the following." It was this quality which put his
celebrated contemporaries Maitheson, Keiser, Telemann and others entire-
ly in the shade. 'The acclamations of the public, however, did not at all
tempt Haendel to leave off the even tenor of his way ; and while others
spent the reward of their labours in oyaters and wine, aud were in cou-
tinual hot water with their creditors, he attended quietly to his lessons
and worked steadily and with pleasure and saved his earnings. Firm
morality led him past many an abyss, and his simplicity of character
and wants, in spite of light minded and showy companions, were, if
possible, more astonishing than his brilliant gifts.

Since the journey to Berlin in his twelfth year, Haendel had gons
through a remarkable period of developemeut. After that visit his
musical studies had continued with unabated diligence and pleasure.
Still his father had by no means altered his intention to make his son
a lawyer. Even after his father's death, in 1697, the young man still
adhered to his legal studies and had finished his course at College
before he was seventeen years old. The students’ register of the uni-
versity of Halle shows that he matriculated on the 10th of February,
1702, 'Fhere it stands written by his own hand :— 10, Georg Frie-
drich Haendel, Halle—Magdeburg.”

He studied law and music, until he recognized the superiority of his
talent for the Jatter, and had realized & degree of perfection which per-
mitted him to step into the public arena, The outward cause of this
change of plans was the offer of the city council of Halle to take
the position of -organist in the Court Church. He accepted and at-
tended to his duties with zeal and faithfulness, and strove continually,
like Bach, to beautify the service of God by his art. He formed a
choir selected from his companions, composed cantatas—it is said
several hundred during that time—and produced them carefully pre-
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pared on Sundays and Feast-days. This situation he held until the year
1703, when he began to feel restless in the small and confined town, and
the desire to see the world and try his strength, took possession of him.

At that time the rich Havsa-town on the Elbe, was a point of at-
traction for the musical world. A German Opera was there in exist-
cuee—not, as in other places, supported by a prince for the purpose of
delighting the court and a few distinguished guests, but by a few sim-
ple citizens, open to all who were able to pay an insignificant entrance
fee. Here the flighty talent of Keiser overwhelmed and delighted
the public with tenderly playful melodics ; and Mattheson, the univer-
sal genius, who was to-day singer and actor, to-morrow severe eritic—
who to-day composed operas, to-morrow church music—knew how to
gain the respect of the multitude and of musicians by adopting the
learned air of high authority. Great as was the fame of the Ham-
burg Upera, and remarkable enough from an historical point of view,
its positive value may be measured with a few words: it opened a way
for popular appreciation, but had nothing higher in view. The inten-
tion was simply to entertain and amuse the public. The music, trans-
ferred from the hands of the Italians, was carelessly elaborated and
the drumatic subjects were light and frivolous in character. The lat-
ter were fabricated by the poets Postel, Bressand and others, who, with
the above-named inusicians, formed the elite of the Hamburg Opera
Society in the beginning of the eigbteenth century. Thither Haendel
wended his way, and thence his musical tendencies received their im-
pulse for mauy years to come.

The year 1703 found Haendel in the position of second violinist in
the opera orchestra conducted by Mattheson, and he looked, according
to the latter’s remark, ¢ as if he could not count five.” In a short
time he astonished all. In 1704 he produced his *Passion from the
13th chapter of St. John,”” in 1705 his ¢“Almira,” upon which followed
% Nero,” or, according to the title on the libretto, ¢ Love grined through
blood and murder, or Nero, an opera produced in the theatre at
Hamburg, anuo domini 1705.” There are but few dramatic subjects less
void of moral sense, & remark which applies to all similar productions
of those days; Haendel himself said in reference to them: ‘“How
can a composer write beautiful music if he has not beautiful words?”
Nevertheless he could not succeed to free himself from these unfor-
tupate circumstances.

He stayed in Hamburg from 1708 to 1707, and during that time
wrote two other operas “Flortnde” aud *“Daphnis,” which, with those
enumerated above, established his fame as an opera composer. Be-
sides these he wrote many other things, psalms, cantatas, and pieces
for the clavecin, violin, and other instruments. These, however, were
lost, not so much on account of their inferiority, but rather on account
of the supreme rule of the opera at that time, so that not even church
music of composers who had ealready made a name as operatic writers,
attracted the least attention. Haendel grew to be of more importance
while in Hamburg, but still we find him on tue broad road of com-
mon usage, although even here his greatness was often apparent.
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We sce him next wending his way to Jlaly, the old home of song.
‘We see him at the court in Florence, where his ** Rodrigo™ met with
a warm reception.  We hear in VPenice the loud acclamations “ Viva il
caro Sassone!” at the performance of “Agrippina,” (1708). We
see him proceeding to Naples and Rome, surrounded by admiring mul-
titudes. Weo see him in the midst of the nobility and power of the
country, in the midst of splendour and wealth,—but unchangeable, as
at Hamburg, is the purity of his morals, the simplicity and modesty
of his carriage and the firmness of his character. The latter was
tested at Rome. Oune of the Cardinals—by the wish of the Yupe him-
self it appears—tried to convert Haendel to the faith of the Roman
Catholic Church. He replicd modestly, that he possessed neither the
ability, nor was he called upon to judge of the correctness of these or
those dogmata; at the same time he might assure any oue interested
that it was his firin intention to live and die a member of that church
in whose pall he was born and educated.

Men of solid musical fame attached themselves to him firmly, as
for example, Allessandro Scarlatti and Amntonio Lotti, who were re-
spectively the leaders of the Neapolitan and Venetian schools, His tri-
umphs as a player of the organ and clavecin were great. In Rome he
entered upon an artistic contention with the celebrated Domenico Scar-
lattr. As an organist Haendel was pronounced superior, but on the
clavecin they were considered equals. Secarlatti had such a high es-
teem for his rival, that ever after he always bared his head and made
the sign of the cross when he pronouneed Haendel's name.

Haendel remained in Jtaly uatil the year 1710. His quick under-
standing and strong mind assimilated very soon all that was good in
Italian music. During his stay there, he also composed a great deal,
still his works, although always showing the decided imprint of genius,
did not as yet much surpass those of his cotemporaries.

Ou his return to Germany, Haendel went to Hanover, attracted by
the Italian opera, which flourished there under the leadership of the
Abbe Steffani.  Shortly after Haendel’s arrival the Abbé being made
a bishop, the former succeeded to the appointment of director of the
opera. Before he began his work, he asked leave to go to England,
where he had many friends, whose acquaintance had been made in
Italy. First of all he went, however, to his native city, Halle, where
his mother was still living, and also his old teacher Zachau. ‘Here
his proud head, which never bent to any man, was bowed down to
kiss his old blind mother’s hand and to thank his old teacher, in
childlike simplicity, for all he had done tor him. The latter being
poor was supported by Haendel t¢ the end of his life. |

Towards the close of the year 1:70 he came to Eugland, where he
was received with open arms by the court and nowility. The mana-
ger of the Haymarket Theatre prevailed upon him immediately after
his arrival to write an opera ¢ Rinaldo,” which was beguun aud finished
in fourteen days and met with great success. ‘The music publisher
Walsh is said to have made fifteen hundred pounds sterling by it
within a very short period. When Haendel heard of this he said:
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# My deer Walsh, that everything may rémair equal between us, you
will do me a favour by composing the next opera and I will publish
and seli it,”

At the expiration of his leave he returned to Hanover and conduct-
cd the Opera without interruption for two years. But his heart drew
him to England. He took, thercfore, another leave, (1712), by the
terms of which he was bound to return after the lapse of a * reasonable
time.” In England he was reccived with open arms, and attracted
by the opera there, and the free life and large field for his operations,
he felt himself so much at home that, like Bach before him, he forgot
the “reasonable time” and remained.

Here at last ke found a completely congenial field for his labours,
and we Dow see him gradually reaching that precminence where he
was crowned with the Jaurel wreath of immortality. Opportunities
to shine as a composer soon offered themselves. The peace of Utrecht
called forth great festivities, and brought from him the celebrated
*Te deum and Jubilate,” (A. D., 1713): this work is the first of his
really great creations; for it he was rewarded by Queen Aune
by a peusion for life of £200 sterling per amnum. Soon, how-
ever, his protectress closed her eyes, and the Elector of Hanover
lauded in Greenwich on the 18th September, 1715, to ascend the Eng-
lish throne as George I. 'What Haendel must have thought and felt
is casily enough imagined; he did not dare to show himself to the
King, who completely ignored him. While the members of the royal
family visited the Opera almost every evening, the King, although a
great lover of music, stayed away. Haendel felt the awkwardness of
his position very deeply and his mind was bent upon reconciling his
old patron. A grand party“on the Thames gave the opportunity.
Haendel composed a piece of music known by the pame of “The
Water-Music,” and being concealed on hoard the royal yacht with his
Orchestra, surprised the King with it while afloat. The latter was
delighted and pardoned the traoant ; he renewed Haendel's former sal-
ary with an addition of £200 sterling and from that time forth the
composer took up his permanent residence in Evegland. )

Haendel led a life of magpificence. Tu the palaces of the first
men of the Kingdom he was a gladly received guest and counted
the most prominent men among his friends. His atteation was given
exclusively to the opera and here he ruled supreme. Up to the year
1720, he was in the employ of Euglish noblemen, especially of the
Duke of Chandos, for whom he conducted all the music at Cannoe,
For the Duke he composed his first English Oratorio ¢ Esther,” and
received from him £1.000 sterling as payment, a sum which neither
before or after Haendel, was ever paid to a German composer
for any work, From this time we must date a new period in our
hero’s life. a period which, if it did not bear him directly into a new
field, did at least prepare him for it and gave him a higher aim. By
subscriptions of the King and nobility the Royal Academy of Musie
was instituted ; the aim of this institution was to give model per-
formances of the best Italian Operas, and Haendel was engaged to
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undertake the musical direction und also to engage the necessary ar.
tists. ‘Thus far he had led a joyful life upon which an uuclouded sun
had shone with very little interruption ; he had worked and created
with zeal and streogthy thus far circumstauces had not called upon
him for that struggle with life which so often strews the artisty’ path
with thorns. This call to the conductorship of the uew Academy
proved to be the end of this easy lifc; it was the signal for the begin.
ning of the storm of life in real carnest.

All this time Back. also, had not been idle, but diligently finishing
his apprenticeship. But no enthusiastic multitude cheered him on his
way, and we miss the outward splendour of life which surrounded his
coteroporary ; in vain we look for him among the celebrities of those
days. Nevertheless his aim was as high, his power as great as Haen-
del’s, but the laurels which he sought were of a different kind.

Back’s path was rough and steep, for it was solitary, aud his efforts
were unaided. Still he swerved not from it, and his soul was con-
tinually filled +with the word of God, which he endeavoured to embody
in streams of harmouy. He has never composed an opera, his eye
was firmly fixed upon the Lord’s temple, and to add to its beauty, by
means of his art, was to him the aim and highest honour of life. This was
the ideal heirloom handed dowa to him by the Bach family, whose
noblest representative he was.

In the year 1708 we find him, twenty-two years old, as first organist
in Muchlhausen. Here he satisfied his desire for home life and mar-
ried his first wife who bore him eight children—among them the after-
wards famous sons Friedemann and Emanuel. As formerly in Arn-
stadt, so also here he earnestly strove to reform the music of the
church to the best of his ability ; but here also he found no sympathy,
and couflicts with his superiors were the consequence. How deep-
ly Bach was impressed with this seriousness of his ealling, and how
firmly his mind was bent upon the one thing, we can see by the *Pro
memoria,” which he handed to the town council of Muchihausen to-
gether with the resignatiou of his office. “A well regulated and easily
comprehensible music in honour of God,” viz: Music which, while
satisfying the beart and mind, accommodated itself to the outward
forms of the service, and could be performed in systematic order and
completeness—this he pronounced to be “the sum and substance of
his endeavours.” The town council, however, thought that they knew
better, because Bach’s organ playing was not like that of his prede-
cessors, and so he went.

He received a call to Weimar, (1708) where, during a visit in for-
meer years, he had found many warm admirers, and entered upon the
oftice of court and chamber organist, which place he occupied until
1717, Here he developed his complete mastery of the organ and the
clavecin and reached the highest perfection. His fame spread over
the neighbouring countries and met with frequent acknowledgements.
During this time it was that he was invited to Dresden to a musical
trial with the overbearing French orgauist Marchand. The latter had
been obliged to leave France for the following reason: The applause
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of the court aud the people at Paris had spoiled hita und made him
spend his money foolishly, while bis wife suffered want. The king,
tearing this, commanded that Marchand should not receive more than
one half of his salary, while the other half was to be paid to hic wife.
Shortly afterwards, while playing a mass at Versailles, he stopped in
the middle of the service aud left the church. The king inquired the
cause of this strange conduet and received the reply: *¢ My wife re.
ceives one half of my salary, she may /" erefore also play the other
half of the mass.”” This was the cause of his banishment, and ks
came to Dresden, where his fine playing picased so much that he ob-
tained an engagement. His overbearivg mauners, however, especially
in the intercourse with his colleagnes, became insufferable, and 1t was
decided to humiliate him. With the i ~tor’s consent Bach wa. ipvited
to visit Dresden, and there secretly int, odnced to a Court coucert while
Marchand was in tee act of playing.  When he hud finished Bach was
requested tc tey tue instruments, und sitting down he took up, as it
were accidentally, the theme of the former and varied it in manifold
and never-heara-of ways. Ou the next day the trinl b.tween the two
artista ou the organ was to 1ake place ; but when the :ppointed hour
came the court wzs inturmed that the Frenchman had leit the city at
break of day with fast horses. The one hundred Louis-d’or which the
Elector, in consequence, seut to Bach as a present unfortunately never
reached him ; they were stelen by a dishonest servant. .

At about this time Bach received a call from the Prince of Anhalt to
come to Coethen and accepted it. Here he had many opportunities
of studying the works of other masters, and digest and assimilute his
former acquirements. Already his musical knowledge and ability
went beyond the merits of the established standard of perfection, aud
the artistic forms were most wonderiully at his command. He had,
however, not yet reached that complete maturity at which his mag-
nificent genius arrived at a later period. In Cociben he took his
swcond preparatory step. JIn Arostadt, Muchlhausen and Weimar, he
bad taken the first; there he had reached perfection as a player of
the organ and the clavecin,—pow he turned his attention to the Or-
chestra, through which he eventually arrived at the immortal empire
of church musie, as Hacodel developed his dominion over the oratorio
from his acknowledged rule of the opera. In Cocthen Bach com-
posed the larger portion of the ¢ Welltempered Clavichord,” the * In-
ventions,”, and many preludes, concertos, sonatas and fantasias.

But here also domestie sorrow visited him; in 1720 he lost his wife,
His strong mind, however, and the call of dvty, enabled him soon to over-
wme this trouble. Sometime Lereafter he married again., His second
wife was a M'lle Wuelkens, 2 musician’s daughter and 2 fine singer. To
her he dedicated that well known love song *“Willst Du Dein Iierze
Schenken,” which is to this day a popular song in all the regious of
Thuringia. His sccond wife hore him tweive children, among them
Jobann Christoph and Christian, which latter lived afterwards for many
years 1 London,

It wasat this time that Bach uadertook a journey to Hamburg, likely with
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the purpose of obtaining the vacant organist’s position which had so far
been in possession of Reincken who was now almost a centenarian,
When the latter heard Bueh’s organ playing he embraced him with the
words: “I thought the urt was dead; but secing that it still exists]
resign my life with picasure !”  Bach did not obtain the situation; the
reason is not known.

In 1723 Back succeded the old waster Kuhnare in the position of
cantor at the Thoi » school in Leipziy.  And from this period dates the
wonderf{ul activity whick developed his genius in its full power and per
mitted him to fill the lugh mission for which he had felt himself pecu.
liarly destined.  We nay row greet Back as Muster.

We leave it to our readers to judge if it is too much to eall his activity
wonderful. The duties of his position included the conductorship of
the music in the four principal churches of Leipzig, and the instruction
in music of the pupils of the Thomas school. Motetts, eantatas, hiymas,
spreng from his fertile pen in luxurious plenty like flowers in May ; only
his complete mastery of form could enable him to ereate with this sur
prising vigour. Here also he met at last with the fulfillment of onedf
his deares: wishes—a friend who would agssist him in his endeavours and
participat: in his labours. Superintendent Swlomon Deyling it was whe
worked w'th him for the next twenty.seven years to realize the ideaof
elevating livine service, of conneeting the spukea word and artistic sog,
and mak® _ Jdiese two a complete Jiving unit, and of ornamenting the
Lord’s te nple with dignified and heartlelt music. Bach composed and
selectec his music for every Sunday in accordance with the appropriate
Gospel, and the valuable judgment and advice of Deyling proved a grex
assistance.

The relationship with the directors of the school was however less
pleasant. The first, Gessner, had been his friend, but his successor,
Ernesti, had no musical predileetions and looked upon the art as an inter
ference with studies of a more serious character. A continual misunder-
standing was the consequence and this went so far that the city counc
of Leipzig took notice of'it. It must be acknowledged that Bach’s tempo
was not very pliable and that his artistic consciousness prompted him t
do what he considered right without consulting the wishes and decision:
of those whose interference was iil-judged and uncalled for. In judgin;
him, however, on this point, great care should be esercised for fear ¢
doing bim injustice.  Want of pliability and decision of character in @
artist are not kindly permitted privileges, but a necessity, especially
when the artist is at the same time reformer aud pioneer. But the sched
committee of Leipzig recognized only the  obstinacy " of an ¢ ioferis
teacher,” and Bach’s proud silence, with which he met these accusations,
tended only to influence their ire. The storm broke over his devoted
head ;—he was pronounced to be ¢¢ incorrigible,” and it was resolved “to
cut down the retractory Cantor’s salary.” And what were the extraordie
ary demands of Pach, which called forth all this animosity? Nothing
but, according to present ideas, a very moderate number of singers anl
pluyers to enable him to render properly his magnificent creations. Fa
h{s « do!uble choruges,” lie asked twelve singers and an orchestra of fiftees
players
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The cicy council was still more enraged at the proud indifference with
which Back treated the reduction of his salary. He only complained
that church music was deteriorating and that the divine service was
suffering. lc, the master, who faithfully did his duty in the full con-
sciousness of his mission, had been punished by his sugeriors! The
huwiliating and mortifying treatment prompted him to seek for an ac.
knowledgment and a position which in future would protect him against
similar abuse. ITe composed a ro-called short ass, dedicated it to the
young elector Friedrich August I, (1733) and asked for a title, Three
years after he received, * because ot his good ability,” the appellation of
“royal court composer;” this was the outward splendour with which he
surrounded himegelf,

Buch continued to work and create in spite of many troubles in his
public and private life. He composed his famous chorals, the ¢ Christ-
mas Oralorio,” the “Pussions,” the great Bminor Mass,” and a large

uantity of smaller works for the church and many pieces for organ aad

glavccixm. Only cight of all these works were published during his life
time; and these conld hardly be sold, and had to be intruduced to
the public in the shape of presents. The spirit of the times was not
favourable to the scriousness of Back’s character.

With but little interruption he continued to attend to his office to the
end of his days. A few journeys to Dresden to hear Italian musie, and
bis celebrated journey to Potsdam in May 1747 werce the only interrup-
tions in this life of labour. He loved to be in Dresden, where his mag-
nificent organ-playing was much admired; among his particular friends
in tlus city he counted Adolph HHasse avd his wife, the beautiful Faustina
Bordoni. In Potsdam it was Frederick the Great who estecemed the old
waster very highly, and conducted hiw, personally, through the palace to
try bis many fine instruments. And Zow Bach tried theie may be judged
from the composition which he dedicated to kis majesty called * Musi-
kalisches Opfer,” a composition of great magnitude and artistic splendour,

The jouroey to Potsdam was the last ¢ay of light in Bach’s life.  Much
trouble and sorrow followed. 1le had always suffered suore or less from
weak eyes, and increased the evil by engraving some of his own works,
for which he could not find a publisher ; twice he was operated upon, but
in vain—nhe lost his eyesight. Much physic destroyed his strong consti-
tution and for six months he suffered fearfully, At last, on the 28th
July, 1750, at a quarter to nine in the evening, the mighty spirit fled
from its earthly home. Unnoticed the great cantor departed ; his only
necrolog, a small piece of paper, now carcfully preserved in the library
«f the city of Leipzig, reads as follows :

“A man, sixty-seven years old, Mr. Jokann Sebastian Bach, chapel
master and cantor of the school of St. Thomas, was brought to the ceme-
tery in the hearse, the 30th July, 1750.”

In the meantime the dauntless Haendel did not find his life alto-
gether a bed of roses. Since 1720, at the head of the newly founded
Acaderay, he was absolute ruler of the opera, and numbers of the most
brilliant artists were subject to his commands. Among them we find
Baldasari, Senesino, Carestini, Beasd, Cuzzoni, Strada, Francesino, Cib-
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ber, Frasi and others, singers of the first rank. The best Italian operas
were brought on the stage and a large number of [luendel’s own, e. g
Rhadamist, Mnzio Scacvola, Floridante, Ottone, Flavis, Giulio Cesare,
Tamerlane, Rodchudo, Scipio, Alessandro, Admeto, Ricardo I., Sirse,
Tolemee, &c.

He had many rivals, one of which was Buononc/ni, whom he had met
when yet « boy, at Berlin ; the Italian’s light inci~dies pleased the crowd
better than Huendel’s more serious productions. The Italians, generally,
were not pleased that 2 German should have the musical supremacy at
the English Court ; but they intrigued in vain. The greatest difficulties
he had with the singers, who were in the habit of considering the com.
poser their servant.  Now and then he might suceced in breaking them
to his will, as for example, Madame Cuzzoni who declared that she would
not sing a certain Aria until it had been altered to suit her fancy. In
violent anger Haendel snatched her up, and holding hicr out of the win.
dow threatcned to drop her into the strect if she would not yield,
while he called with a thundering voice: ¢ Madame. je sais bien
que vous étes une veritable diablesse; mais je vous fais savoir—moi!
moi! que je suis Belzebub, Ié chef de Diables!” Bat all availed noth.
ing; Haendel had to succumb. Iinvy and the quarrelseme tempers of
the singers were the causes of continual fights with cach other ; Faustina
Hasse and Cuzzoni scufiied on the stage, Senesind quarrelled with his col-
leagues, Buononcinis Music pleased the public more and more, troubles
increased on all sides until at last the company failed and had to retire.

The nobility united again for the purpose of founding another Aca-
demy, and Haendel went to Italy to engage otber singers. On his return
from there he paid a visit to his mother, now seventy years old, to reccive
what proved her last blessing, for shortly after his departure she died;
ghe had been, perhaps, the only woman who ever possessed his heart.

While in Ilalle, Bach invited him, through his son, to a visit in Leip-
zig; he desired to make the personal acquaintance of his. great cotem-
porary. Want of time, however, prevented Haendel from accepting this
invitation and thus the opportunity of a meeting between these two
greatest musicians of their time was lost and another never offered.

On Haendel’s return to Londen the Acadeiny was re-opened; but in
spite of all exertions, in spitc of the assistance of such singers as Ber
nacchi, Ligro, Fabri, Bertoli, Merighi, in spite of a new array of Operas
by Haendel, such as Lothario, Pertcnape, Poro, £zio, &e., the undertak-
ing proved a fuilure. Even Ifaendel’s powerful arm was not strung
enou_h to steer the ship against the heavy tide which set against it.
Singers and composers—among the latter Porpora and Hasse—quarrelled
with each other and at lust combined against Haendel; finally the nobil-
ity, who were not always pleased with Haendel’s independent and proud
bearing and unyiclding temper, sided with his enemies and he had to
resign his position. Nothing daunted, he went again to Italy, engaged
singers, and in 1733, started a theatre in the Haymarket at his own ex-
pense.  But he could not hold out against the largze means of his oppon-
ents and against the popular taste ; he lost all his earnings and had to
retire a ruined man,
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In 1737 he went to Germany to recruit his shattered health and return-
«d invigorated to England, and turned his still unimpaired strength into
s uew chaonel.  Selecting biblical subjects, for which bic had always felt
« great predilection, he presented posterity with those magnificent works
which have made his memory immortal. IIe had before this treated
biblical subjects and composed operas such as Esther, Deboruh, and trod
new paths in Aocis and Galathea, Alexander’s feast and Athalia, but now
only did he turn his attention cxclusively to the “ Oratoriv,” which
through him becamne an artistic form. In 1738 he cumposed ¢ fsracl
tn Bgypt,” 1w 1740  Suul,” in 1741 ¢ The Messiah,” in 1742+ Samson,”
10 1746 * Judus Maccabacus,” in 1747 4 Joskua,” and in 1751 his last
work “Jephtha ;" all of these were performed with great success in Lon-.
don, Oxfurd and Dublin. At last his powerful frame had to yicld to the
exhausting labours of his life. Bach’s fate became also his, lie lost his
cyesight and had to dictate  Jephtha ” to his friend Smith. But his fame
was cstabished for all time ; he was still alive when his sthtue~formed
in marble by Roubillac—was unveiled in Vauxhall gardens.

On the 131h April, 1759, ho departed to his rest. e died, as had
heen his life-long wish, on Good Friday.

Haendel’s ashes lie in Westminster Abbey in the midst of England’
heroes. A marble monument marks his resting place.

TOM DONLAN-—AN ErIsobE.

BY CLIFTON,

“You'll be home early, remember Maurice. Doa’t be on the river
after dark,” was Rose Donlan’s parting advice to lier husband, as he
left home on a dark gloomy morning in April.

* Never fear, Rose,” was the cheerful reply, and Maurice walked
rapidly down the muddy path that led to the river, and crossed the
rude bridge of poles that spanued the narrow space of open water that
infervened between the gravelly shore and broad expanse of leaden--
cooured ice that incased the Kennebecasis in its wintry shroud.

Frank, Maurice's ouly son, a bright intellizent lad of thirteen, had
wished to accompany his father, but was steraly refused, what secemed
to his boyish fancy, a great boon.

Maurice Donlan had no hesitancy in venturing on the ice that gloomy
worning. As he skated rapidly over the slippery surface no thought
of danger occurred to him, except when he approached too near a crack

-that had opened from shore to shore early in the winter. The ice
seemed strong, but, notwithstanding its appearance, Maurice made oc-
casional detours to avoid some currents marked in his mental chart,
and where he knew the ice to be consequently weak.
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Maurice’s quiet, unadventurous life had been passed on the long
hilly island that divides the waters of the Kennebecasis. Every rock
and tree around the shores of Fis islard home, and currents of his
native river, were as familiar to him as the responses to the Litany,
when he knelt iu the old wooden church at White’s Point, with Rose
and their two handsome children.

But Manrice had & more urgent errand to perform in St. John, than
that he had mentioned to Kate as the ostensible cause of his hasty de-
parture that misty morning. Rumours. that he could trace to no relia-
ble source, had reached him, that his oaly brother, ‘Tom Doulan—the
waif of the family—had returned to his native land. Maurice did
not inquire whether he had returned opuleut or in want—his large-
hearted brotherly affection :corned to make so selfish an interrogation,
he simply went to welcome Tom to his humble home and his friend-
ship. Years had passed since Tom had parted from him, and Maurice
ouly remembered his brother as a tall, handsome spirited boy of seven-
teen, with bright blue eyes and that ruddy complexion so prevalent
in New Bruuswick. Faint rumours had at Jong intervals reached
Maurice that Tom had not been as successinl in his pursuit after
wealth as the occasional letters he wrote would lead him to suppose
he had been, and for several years even these had ceased to be received.
Oue returned adventurer spoke of him as a desperado, although ad-
mitting that Tom had treated him in 2 most magnanimous manner ;
another, with a discontented whine, when asked for information, wonld
shrug his shoulders, and answer evasively, aud a third had told storics
so0 very improbable that falschood was visible in every incident related.
What effect these rumours had on Maurice bis neighbours knew not,
as his reserve was so austerc on all subjects appertaining to himself,
that none dared to attempt to penetrate it, or worm from him food for
g0ssip.

The dangers to be met in crossing the ice scemed insiguificant to
Maurice when compared to the duty he had taken upon himself,
although magnified by Rose in her love for him. MMaurice had a suspi-
cion that Tom’s pride wonld never permit him to come and ask for
assistance, no matter how great the wanderer’s need, and to think that
Tom suffered was a probability he determined to obviate as delicately
and speedily as possible. Tom’s faults were all forgotten, and Maurice
ardently hoped to meet the oply remaining survivor, besides himself,
of their once large family.

The heavy mist that hung above the hills, mingled with the smoke that
curled lazily from the red chimneys of the dingy unpainted farm-houses
scattered along the river's baaks, and the roaring of the foaming tor-
rents, leaping down the mountains, added to the general gloominess of
the scene. DMinister’s Face, in stately conglomerate pride, frowned
down on the mass of ice at its base, and & solitary glacier still lingered
in its rocky embrace. Far up the ice crossed the river, forming & broad
causeway, its huge expanse broken by rows of bushes that had guided
through storms the traveller over the bridge that the Architect of the
Universe avnually forms. The grey Eastern baoks, covered with
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green patches of fir and spruce, sloping gentiy, met the ice, forming a
striking contrast, while the western baok rose in solemn grandeur,
with the primitive forest covering its highest peak.

Rose stood at the door of their low log habitation, and watched the
skater gradually receding, until he became a mere speck upon the glassy
surface, and finally disappeared in the dark coast linc on the eastern side.
All day she felt ‘a strange loneliness, that increased as the sombre
shades of pight fell over hill and valley. While the river was visible
from her window, she anxiously watched for the appearance, on its
white covering, of that form thenso dear to her  Frank’s merry laugh
and gay whistle, o3 he executed many an old tune, row only heard in
the backwoods, or sang suatehes of old songs, ouce the delight of our
grandfathers, caused the gloom to be forgotten for u time, but only to
return more intensely and still more oppressively, and when darkuess
had closed around their humble dwelling, she {requently repaired to
tho door to listen for Maurice’s approach. She had busied herself with
the domestic duties of her household all day, and songht, carefuily, to
suppress the uneasiness she felt at the prolonged absence of her husband
a3 pight approached; but she had stronz faith in the discretion of
Maurice. Why should she feel alarmed. she reasoned, had he not
crossed the ice when in a worse state than pow, aud once, when all
the men declared it certain death to venture, he had crossed to pro-
cure medicine, and saved her life and his child?

Near the litile square window, in which burned a home-made tallow
candle, as a beacon light to the belated wanderer, Rose sat knitting,.
the flickering light but partially revealing the occupants of the room
aud its surroundings; a quictness was brooding over all, only dis-
turbed by the clicking of Rose’s knitting-needles, and the heavy
breathing of Frunk, as he lay sleeping with old Rover, the house
dog, behind the old-fashioned stove. The anxious suspense under
which Rose laboured was suddenly inereased by ber little daughter,
Kate, rising in the low setile-bed, and exclaiming piteously :

*Oh, Mamma, did you hear it?"

‘¢ Hear what?” cried Rose eagerly, then checking herself, she ad-
ded soothingly, *its only the moauning of the wind, papa will soon be
home,” and a prayer followed from the very depths of her heart.

* But, Mamma,” persisted the child, ¢ I heard a cry.”

Old Rover, with a low bark, sprang toward the door, and eagerly
whining, looked wistfully up into the pale face of his mistress. Rose
opened the door with a suppressed feeling of alarm, and Rover dashed
out and ran down toward the river, barking loudly. The night was
intensely dark, everything without assumed one huge shapeless mass,
in which trees and shrubs, rocks and hills were blended together.
Up from the river, in answer to the dog’s bark, came & loud shout,
not the carcless, cheertul halloo of the raftsman, but a ery so full of
agony and woe, that it lingered in Rose’s memory long years after,
when the circumstances were forgotten by the world.

Rover's hasty exit from behind the stove, had awakened Fraok, and
he followed his mother to the door, looking out stupidly into the darkness,
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for o few moments, and then the peril of, perhaps, his father, dawned
upon his young mind.

Seizing little Kate eagerly in her arms, and preceded by Frank.
Rose followed Rover down the rugged path to the river, an inward
cousciousness that some weighty calamity was about to overwhelm
them, rendering her cowmpletely regardless of the dungers that sur-
rounded them in the darkness. .

Again, from the river, eame up the shout, loud and hoarse, and
died away in a pitiful wail. Close to her bosom Rose préssed her
child to still the wild beating of her heart, for she had recognized the
voice as that of her husband’s. Another shout followed, less loud,
but more shrill and musical in its tones, unmingled with fear, but brave
jn its very ntterance.

Over rocks and through a tangled mass of driftwood aud ice they
hurried, until they reached a clear space of water, that stretched some
distance along the brink of the river. The icce had drifted out from
the shore with the strong current that ran alony that side of the island,
scattering the rude bridee of poles, over which the wanderer had
passed in the morning. The gap was widening fearfully, and the soft
humid atmosphere caused by the fog rolling up from the Bay of Fundy,
had melted the ice rapidly during the day. Out on its very cdge
Rose perceived two persons, one in the water and the other on
the ice, endeavouring to assist his companion. Through the murky
darkness Rose saw that the man in the water was her husband, but
the person who was so persistently assisting him was to her a stranger.
Slowly Mauriee’s large body appearcd to rise on the ice, through the
excertion of his companion, but when nearly out, both sank through
and were again strugeling in the water. Again the stranger crawled
out on the ice, and again turned to assist Maurice, but with a like
result. Several times did the brave fellow regeiv the ice, but only to
return to his companion’s assistance.

Rose could distinetly hear Maurice plead with the stranger to save
himself and leave him to struggle alone, but the brave replies of his
comapanion assured her that they would live or perish together. The
scene to Rose was one of intense agony, as she watched the struggles
of her husband and the self-sacrificing efforts of his compavion, utter-
ing loud screams for help, intermingled with words of endcarment, and
appeals to Heaven to save them,

Old Rover could not remain an isactive spectator of the desperate
struggles of his master and brave companion, but sprang boldly into
the water, and swam to the aid of his friends with trme canine devotion.

Clothed in heavy winter suits, the distance from the ice to the shore
was too great for the men to swim, and their only hope of escape
appeared to be in crawling on the ice and remaining ou that frail sup-
port till & boat could reach them from the shore.

¢ Mother,” cried Frank, as Rose sank helplessly on the wet beach,
overpowered, as she realized her own weakness, ¢ help me Jaunch
the bort.” Axd the little fellow sprang to where the boat Jay still
covered with boards to protcet her from the weather.  Franks
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words dispelled the hopeless fecling that had taken possession of his
mother, and little Kate was luid gently on the boards that Frank had
thrown down, and the two attempted to launch the boat into the
river. But they had over-estimated their strength, sud the task
appeared a difficult one. Life depended on their exertions, and both
worked bravely, and with almost superhuman strength, to drag the
boat down on the beach. Slowly, fnch by incb, the boat neared the
water, and it scemed doubtful if the two out on the ice could remain
up until they rcached them. Through the gloom they suw that the
men were still clinging to the ice. apparently exhausted with their
efforts.

Every second secmed an age to mother and son, as they toiled anxi-
ously at their task, when a shout was heard on the hill above them, and
in a few moments after, the two Bryants, their nearest neighbours,
rushed through the thicket, and sprang to their assistance. ‘The boat
that Frank and his mother could only drag a few inches, now glided
down the slight descent of the beach at a rapid rate, when the two
lusty boatmen united their strength with the others, and the heavy
boat soon floated on the chilly waters. No oars were to be found, and
the seats were torn from their fastenings and used as paddles. Al-
though water eutered at every scam, it did not deter the Bryants and
Frank from proceeding as rapidly as they could to the relief of
the two men, and Rose, from the shore, saw them dragged into the
the boat. With the additional load, they landed with considerable
difficulty, the water having reached to the tops of their winter boots.

Maurice Donlan and his compavion were carried home by their
neighbours, and when laid on the rude floor near the stove, in the dim
light, none supposed that the dark, handsone strapger, now lying so
helpless at their feet, was Maurice’s long absent brother Tom, once
the playmate of the very men who had carried him thither.

Although trembling violently, Mauiice, was able to speak, and the
warmth of his home soon revived him, but poor Tom lay quite uncon-
scious. By and by, when the grey light of morning struggled through
the hazy, fog-laden atmosphere, the cyes of the wanderer opened, and

. looked pleadingly up to Rose, who was watching at his bedside, and
all the kindly sympathy of her greut womanly nature went out to the
poor waif.

Inervated by a long residence in a tropical clime, Tom Donlan never
recovered from the effects of that night, but slowly faded during the
summer, aed on & quict day iu autumu, when the early frost had
tinged the forest leaves, he passed awsy from among those who had
learned to love him, despite his many frailties. In the littic church-
yard at the Point they buried him, beneath a spreading fir tree, only

his virtues known among his own, and his foults forgotten 1n & foreign
land.
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DISTINGUISHED CANADIANS.

BY W. ARTHUR CALNEK.

VII.
MISS GRISELDA TONGE, WINDSOR, N. 8.

Pure child of Song, lo, half a century’s years,
Hang mourning round thy early tropic tomb,
As if they would recall thy girlhood’s bloom;
Forgetful that, though death the dead endears,
It ne’er to mortal arms their forms restores,
No matter who the precious gift implores;
Though urged with sighs, and sought with blinding tears,
They come not back to our forsaken shores.—
Sweet songstress, though thy voice is silent now,
Its echioes linger still upon our ears;
Recalling words of truth and purity ;
Evoking thoughts;that angels might avow,
Before the throne where they obedient bow,
And sweet hosannas sing eternally.

' VIIIL.
GILBERT NEWTON, R. A.

Not where red battle strides by land or sea,
Dost thou, oh, Canada alone behold
The forms of those whose names have been enrolled
On Fame’s fair lists, though born, dear land, of thee.—
By genius prompted and by love controlled,
Thy Newton carved his name right worthily
Upon Art’s pedestal ; his canvass caught
The lights and shadows of his noblest thought,
And gave his sweet ideals life and birth;
True things of beauty,—such as Keats declares
Are joys forever,—things of untold worth.—
He wore the crown that modest wears,
And won a fitting niche in that proud fane,
Which Art’s devoted sons alone can gain.

IX.
PRANCOIS XAVIER GARNEAU, HISTORIAN.

As in some lofty mountain range there stands

One towering peak above surrounding forms,

Serene and grand, beyond the range of storms,
‘Which admiration from all eyes commands ;—
‘Whose sky-crowned summit, girt with shifting bands

Of light and shade, the gorgeous sunrisc warms,
‘Whilc on the heavens it carves its outline clear,

No rival owning, owning no compecr :—

So Garncau’s name,—among the many names,

By thec Canadia held so justly dear,—
Conspicuous stands, and place of honour claims,
Exemplar fitting of exalted arms

And nobler purposes; a houschold word

That long shall in our peaceful homes be heard.
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CENSUS.

BY J. R. MACSHANE.

The first census of the Dominion of Canada is to be taken in the
first four months of the incomins year, and as it is & work, the im-
portance of which to us can scarcely be over-estimated, it is to be
hoped no cffort or expense will be spared to render its execution per-
fect. It is the public stock-book in which accuracy is as much more
necessary than in private affairs, as the interest it involves are greater.
The utility of all legislation ultimately depends on the quantity and
quality of the information it should contain. Loog before the Chris-
tian era the importance of the knowledge to be derived from the cen-
sus was recognized. Without going back further than the time of
Varro or Cicero, we may learn from them with what elaboration a cen-
sus was then prepared: exhibiting as it did inter alia, the number,
age. lineage, race, family and property of Roman citizens, it may.be
questionable indced, whether the progress of society since has induced
any corresponding improvements on the work of .the Romaun Censors.

‘This much may be safely presumed, that there is some relation. be-
tween popular progress and the cultivation of statistical knowledge.
There is no fixed period for taking the census,in Russia, Spaio or
Portugal. In France it is quinquennial, in Prussia and the other
members of the Zollverein, tricnnial; in Austria, annual, while in
in Great Britain, United States, and the provinces composing the De-
minion of Canada, it is decennial. It may be as well here to draw at-
tention to the defects of the last census taken in New Brunswick, as it
way have the effect of preventing their recurrence in the general census
of the Dominion. There is no enumeration of occupations, which are
summarily disposed of in seven general classes, viz., as * professianal,”
‘ trade and commerce,”  agriculture,” ** mechanies and handy-crafts,”
‘ mariners and fishermen,” * miners,” ¢ labaurers,” and miscellane-
.ous. Then the vital statistics are lamentably deficient. As the indi-
cation of the causes of death are suggestive of remedial agencies, it is
justly considered indispensable in all artificially prepared statistics.
The absence of any provision for the registration of births, deaths and
marriages, and the absence of comparative tables for the years preced-
ing that in which it was taken, might be given in excuse for the com-
pilers. It contains vo valuation of real and personal property, nor
return of adults unable to read or write : .matters which should be
considered indispensable elemeuts of every census, which should lay
claim to utility. The value of mapufactures for one year, 1860, is
given, which is apportianed among the male-working population though
for what reason isnot apparent, as the ugual apportionment is among the
whole population, and which would reduce the whole annual value of
manufactures and products of agriculture from $236 to $80 per capita.
Besides these radical faults, there is a total absence of the refinements

*
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of statistics: schedules, comparative diagrams, commentaries, &e.,
&c. The county returns, each coudensed into one schedule, would ap-
pear to have been piuned together, and a general abstract made of the
whole, but brevity is pushed to the extreme of obscurity. 'The want of
separate headings to tables arranged subjectively, would often lead into
the mistake as to whether estimates were for ono year or for ten, for
quautity or value. We have enumerated here some of the most pal-
pable defects in the hope, as we have stated, of securing an efficient
performance again. It is not when the time is close at hand that the
preparation should be making. It should be going on now in order to
avoid the errors of the last. Ilouscholder’s schedules, framed on the
most approved models, should be in circulation. Schoolmaster’s cer-
tificates should be conditional among other requirements upon the
kuowledge of discharging the duties of enumerator. ‘The schoolmast-
ers were employed in Scotland in this work at the taking of the last
census.  Sheriffs, registrars and collectors, and even the press, should
be impressed into the service. Districts should be clearly defined,
and if practicable, a trial or experimental census taken to test the
qualifications of the enumerators, and so provide against errors in the
actual returng.  One can sec no reason, indeed, why the census should
not be taken over this whole continent quinquennially. There are
alas! too few decades in meuw’s lives.

To say that Empires are lost and won in a day gives but an inade-
quate idea of whaw trauspires in a decade.

Multa renascentur, que: jam cecidere, cadentque,
Quee nune sunt in honore, * * »

We would especially direct the attention of the Minister of Agricul-
ture to the importance of giving the most detailed information with
regard to the avocations of the people.  As the census gives the best
information for directing the pursuits of the people: to adjust these,
with a view to variety of employmeant, is & cardinal objeet and neces-
sary condition of real progress, though it is doubtful whether it re-
ceives the attention it deserves. People almost invariably fall into
some branch of industry already cstablished, and then not always into
that one which a due regard to the general interests would indicate as
best. If not diverted by individual enterprise or extraneous influence
of somne kind, experience shows that the tendency of labour is downward.
The last census of Great Britain exhibits about six hundred occupations
prosecuted by its people. How many are prosecuted in New Bruns-
wick it is impossible to state, as we have seen the census returns do
not enumerate them. By analogy with Nova Scotia we might arrive
at some estimate, as the Nova Scotia.census enumerates one hundred
and thirty-cight occupations there. It may be safely presumed, how-
ever, that we are slightly in excess of Nova Scotia in this regard, as
the deceunial increase of population here is ten per cent. in advance of
that Province. It is doubtful, however, if more than two hundred dif-
terent occupations are prosecuted in New Brunswick. To introd uce
or acclimatise some of the remaining four hundred apd strike out addi-

. ,
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tional channels irrigating the field of industry. so producing greater
fertility of resource, would be the work of a benefactor of his country.
To preparc the way ouly would be meritorions and the thing is practi-
cable. It is only in the ruhimentary state of socicty that labour is un-
‘controllable aud goverred by proximate demand. Occupations should
be determined not by the inclinations of the people, but by the domes-
tic happiness and geueral prosperity they would prebably induce.
It is at best a pernicious prejudice which allows individuals at a time
they arc least capable to choose the occupation which, as a gcueral
rule, they prosecute for life. In this matter, as iu all othiers, incli-
nations should be governed by a due regard to the general welfare,
yet, wellaneaning and otherwise prudent people may be often scen
falling into the vulgar error of leaving inclination to determine the
employment of their children, so exposing them to the certain misery
of falling into cue which should happen to be overstocked. Indeed,
oue so often hears the ioclination put forward as the guiding principle
in choice of employment, that it may savour of innovation to question
its propriety. If common scnse sometimes triumphs, vanity more fre-
quently precipitates ill-informed persouns into walks of life already so
crowded, that the latest candidates have usually the poorest chance of
success, but each new-comer is persuaded that he is so much better
than his fellows that number and precedence go for nothing. That
inclination should not be wholly ignored may be admitted, but that it
‘must be subordinated to circumstances in order to success is demon-
strable.  Who doubts human inclination to the easy side of life? If
-occupation were really a matter of choice, how many would be hewers
of wood and drawers of water, aud would they not be far out-numbered
by the applicants for positions of honour aud emolument? The thing
is as ¢ plain as a pike-staff.” Qutside of certain bounds inclination has
nothing whatever 10 do with occupation, which should be ultimately
guided by a just estimate of the common weal. Men, as a general
tule, are as well fitted for one accupation as another.

Again, the operations of capitalists and men of enterprize, and the
influence of enlightened legislation show every day that the success of
uew occupations are more dependent on a sound distribution of labour
than existing local demands. New articles of commerce, the results
of discovery, for which no previous demand had been possible, are
quickly absorbed. Improved commercial relations double productions
where actual wants and local demands remain nearly unaltered.
Singularly in point was the rapid increase of trade between France
and Great Britain since the commereial treaty. A writer in the Edin-
burgh Review, some time ago, stated that the average trade for the
three years next before the treaty was twenty-two millions sterling,
while that of the three years next succeeding the treaty was forty-six
millions sterling. During this time, natural demand would increase
with population not quite three per cent. per avnum; so that the
the difference between the increase of trade and of population and
natural demand is over ninety per cent. It is rafe then to conclude,
if natural barriers do not intervene, ncw occupations may be prose-
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cuted with advantage; the fact of their being new, at all events
affarding no presumption that their products would have no demand,
What new occupations are, the census should discover, in other words
should give all the materials necessary to determine the legitimate
occupations of the people, the existing distribution of labour, the extent
sud quality of land, the value of property and manufactures.
Tudustry no longer drifts, but is directed by superior intelligence,
Prosperous communities are cynosures, their statistics are open to in-
gpection, and often explain the secret of their success. Chance hag
nothing absolutely to do in human affairs. However individuals in
their endeavours to overreach, may conceal the mere workings of busi.
ness, between states or communities, there are no reservations. The
census is the key to their interior cconomy and the rule is emphatically
4 g fair field and no favour.”
A prosperous or a miserable people are found out in a trice. The
stock-book tells the tale. Are they prosperous, we will find they are
working hard and in a varicty of ways; natural disadvantages only
serving to develop the fertility of human resource. Are they miscraole;
and they will be found to expect more from Juck than diversity of oc-
cupation. Apply the rule and the result is almost invariable. Take
Massachusetts, a thrifty community beyond a doubt, still increasing
her population in the natural ratio of three per cent, per annum,
yet fifty years ago the deunsity of population was up to the sustainivg
power of the cultivable land. The area of Massachusetts is 4,500,000
acres of which little more than half is cultivable. Here then isa
people increasing in numbers and in wealth out of all proportion to
their natural resourees, fifty years after their soil becomes unequal o
their sustenance. Had they continued in traditional employments, cao
it be supposed they would present such a spectacle? No, but they
have supplemented the poverty of their soil by the richness of their
labour. Therc are about-350 or nearly two thirds of all English oc-
cupations prosecuted in Massachusetts. There is no chance thers, but
well directed industry ; a community working out the great principle
of taking possession of all branches of industry, authorized by the
natural conditions of the people. How little natural obstructions may
impede human progress, may be learned from the statistics of this
State, which almost the last in point of extent, is first in density.of
.population, among the least fertile, it is. yet the most productive, bas-
ing about 3,000,000 of acres of cultivable, though by no means fertile
Jand, and about a million and a quarter of inhabitants at the last cen
. 8us; it manufactures annually to the value of $266,000,000. A like
density of population would give to our Province sbout 6,000,000
.population, with this advantage, that the soil would sustain them
while alike industry would yield snnual manufactures of the value, of
$1,250,000,000. Then take Vermont, which proves the rule, thoygh
in a far tgﬁ'erent way. The population there has remained statigp_@ry
.during tNé last thirty-four years. Inthe Jast decade the statisticians
succeeded in making an increase of an cleventh per cent, while the
2panufactures are as languishing us the population.

P
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The key to all this is that there are two hundred more branches of
indastry prosecuted in Massachusetts than in Vermont. Neither of
these are extreme cases. Europe furnishes much stranger ones, but
the constitution of society there, injures the analogy. The inversion
of the resuits instanced, precludes the possibility of mistaking the
causes.

From all this it may be learned that the study of population, its
density and the distribution of its labour and wealth is the very mar-
row of history. It is history iu a still better sense than it is defined
by its great progenitor. It is history divested of prejudice aund all
that is merely personal, and how then is it to be prosecuted? Not ju
Machiavelli or Macaulay; not in the elegant pages of Prescott or
Bancroft, but in the endless figures of the censns.

Nocturna versate manu, versate diurna, you who would discharge
your parts fitly in any condition of life. It is the beacon of progress,
the polar star of the eccnomist, aud the no less unerring guide of
the patriot and philanthropist.

Correct knowledge of population and the distribution of labour fur-
nished by enlightened statists is the only mneans of detecting disease
in the vast system of the iudustry of the world. The advantage of
such knowledge became so apparent as to lead to the assembly in
September, 1863, of a statistical congress in Beriin, where most of
the civilized governments of the world were represented. A principat
object of the congress was to assimilate the census statistics of the
world. Its proceedings have not yet been given to the world, but
they will doubtless indicate new paths to human happiness and occu~
pation ; the diversity of method at present adopted by the different
European governments, though each remarkable for accuracy and de-
tail, preventing the fulness of’ comparisou which each finds so advan-
tageous to itself. )

What results may not be expected from a universal guinguennial
and vniform census? ‘The destruction of ignorant counsels in the com-
merce of nations and the establishment of an equilibrium of industry
only less perfect—because human—than the equilibrium of nature
which is divine.

A CONTRAST.

Youth pities thec on Caucasus enchained,
Prometheus, wha the highest heavens gained,
To filch the spark—so classic fables say,—
That serves to warm this tenement of clay.

But man unmoved on Calvary can see

Thee Son of God! transfixed in agony,

‘Who left the world’s omnipotent control,

To give the light of heaven to the soul! Dawmox.
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THE POT OF GOLD.

BY A. STORY.

There was a meadow, not many rods fros the house of my birth,
where I spent much of my boyhood’s days gathering buttercups
from its sward, and cowslips and violets round its dikes, and hunt.
ing the bumble-bee and butterfly. Hawthorns, blackthorns, rowas-
trecs, wild roses and woodbine, with interspersed ** whins ™ and broom
formed its various fences, a rare place for the nests of thrushes, black.
birds, linnets, larls and yellow-yorlans. It was a rarc place, in the
early spring, before the grass was grown, and in the autumn, after the
hay was cut, for running and leaping, and though all play in the grass
was interdicted during the growing season, yet there was vast interest
about the hedges, which were not, altogether, included in the prohibi-
tion. After school-time, the haws, and the sloes, and the rowarns, and
the huckle-berries, and blackberries, especially divided oar boyish atten
" tions, with leaping and running among the cocks of hay. Late in the
evening we came home with the cows, with but little appetite for sup-
per, o varied had been our food gathered from the wild and lavish
hand of nature.

There was one spot in this meadow which puzzled me. It was|
above the level of the rest of the sward—and circular with a diameter
of about ten feet. At the outside of this hillock grew a very Jarge|
end evidently old hawthorn tree—the stem of which, near the cacth,
was not less than three feet in circumference—a rare size for & thora.
The branches spread wide, and bore, in spring, a shower of blossoms,
snd in autumn, thousands of the ruby haws. The hillock was diy,
and the grass on it scldom attained the height of more than three or
four inches, while all around it sprung up luxuriantly. Instead of
buttercups it was covered with diminutive daisies. It had the name
given, I cannot tell when, or by whom, of the fairy ring. It was said
the cows avoided it, but whether this arose from their finding more
luxuriant pasture elsewhere, I will not undertake to say, and as they
were not permitted to graze in the meadow, save in autumn, on the
after grass, the shade of the tree was not so attractive, as it woul
have been, in the warmer days of summer.

There was one tradition that the spot was sacred to the fairies, that,
in fact, they lived under the ground there and came out in the moos-
light to dance; but there was another story that it was a place of
buried treasure. One very old man had been heard to affirm that
though the thora grew there in his boyhood, yet that the earth was
Ievel with the other sward, that in the troubles of Ireland in ¢ ’98,” it
rose to its present height, that that year the meadow had been ploughed,|
#o that little note was made of the change in the evenness of the sur-
face, and having been seeded down the soil had not been since disturbed,L
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and that the owner at that time, who was a * Croppy,” baving been
kiled in the battle of Ballynahinch—the farm was sold by a relative
o my graudfather. The relator hinted that it was thought the old
Croppy ' had buried in this spot his mouey and most valunble effects,
It was strange that, with this probable information, no one had ever
ihought of turning up the soil to sece what truth might be in the story,
bat this might be accounted for by the further tradition that the
ireasure—*n pot of gold "—was said to be guarded by his satanie
majesty, who would, without doubt, resent any attempt to take from
him what had been committed to his care.

My brother John and I often talked vver this matter with my father,
urging him to plough the meadow, which was becoming poor from the
moss which grew up choking the grass, but he always resisted our
importunities as we thought from the superstition about the fairies and
the guardianship of the gold—fearing lest some ill should befall him
erhis. Oue fall, however, father was laid by with a long sickness—
theumatic fever,—~and all the direction as well as work was left to my-
elf and brother. We agreed to keep dark and plough the meadow.
When this was done we determined one night to have a scarch for the
gold.  'We had heard how a search under sueh circumstances shonld
te made—and being young—I being only seventeen and my brother
bardly sixteen— and somewhat imbued with superstition, we determined
wot to neglect any of the particulars observed in such cases, the mdin
ones of which were, to draw a circle round the place of search with a
sword in the name of the Trinity, and place 2 Bible beside us. It
was supposed that this action would be sufficient to ward off the power
of the evil one. T am not ready to say that we had any great faith in
the protective power of the spell, but ueither were we vastly alarmed
for the power of our enemy. I may say that we viewed the procecd-
inz as half joke, half carnest—though the night we felt would give a
lemuity to the action which might rather make the earnest pre-
nderate,

The night was very dark. We had chosen it should be so—as—
hould we £ail we did not wish to have our folly known. With spade,
bovel, pickaxe, crowbar, sword and Bible, we proceeded, heavily
tough Jaden to the kuoll, now a picce of red earth. We dared not
eer our hearts'with a whistle, or a song, though they nceded it much,
tanding in the centre, with the Bible in my right haed and the rusty
W sword in the left, I diew the circle as wide as I could reach, in the
me of the Holy Trinity. John responded with an amen—1I put the
ible in my pocket, stuck the sword in the earth, and we went to work in
e centre.  We worked,hard, and had got down some three feet, when
ur hearts began to fail us. John faucied that he heard a footstep,
d I listened to hear what scemed a living breath—jyes, without a
bubt, some being was approaching aur ring. John was for flying,
u I held him back, telling him our only chance for safety was in the
ircle, Y looked earnestly through the darkness, in the direction of
e breath, and saw two glancing eyes. and the outline of what secmed
great dog, and near it another pair of cyes, and then a third, till the
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one halt of the circle scemed to glow with those strange lights,
Warm breaths scemed mingling all around. Superstition threw over
us its terrible spell, and John uttered a wild ery, when a stampede of
many feet rushed past ns but outside of our circle. I immediately
comprehended the situation. The ounly devils we had, so far, to {ear,
was n flock of sheep which had by curinsity been attracted to see, if
possible, what was going on around the old thorn. It was some time
before John could be made to understand ihe foolish nature of our
terltl'or; but he soon cast off fear and we went to work again withg
will,

We had not formed any theory as to how far down we would have
to dig for the coveted treasure. We were but boys and did not exaetly
make such calculations as might suggest themselves to old men. Bt
when we had goue down about three feet, we brgan to suspect that
our Inbours would not be accomplished in & single night. We were,
however, nearer the denonement than we expected. We had, as yet,
removed only loose earth ap4 gravel, the coarse gravel having been oo
the top. We could only agcount for this on the supposition that when
the pit was formed, the upper soft soil had, in filling up, been pushed
in first. At the depth we now were—the carth was a decp black
loam such as that on the surface of the meadow—all round. In puttiog
the spade down ag far as possible it seemed to strike something hard
and hollow, probably the stone covering of whatever was concealed.
This gave us cuergy, and in a short time we had uncovered what might
be a “quern” or haud millstone. John took up the pickaxe and
struck it on the edge, eliciting a huge set of sparks, which madews
think of the way in which we b1d heard the devil guarded his treasure.
It was only the usual resnlt of the collision of flint and steel, but its
associations were wierd and hellish. 'Was it so, then, that a satanic
power was fighting against us, as against Julian when he attempted
to rebuild the temple on Moriah? While we were under the spell of
these recollections o wild tu what tx whoo burst out from the over
shadowing thorn. We knew it must be an owl, but that did not do
away with our terrors. What if this bird of night were sent to wan
us of danger, or, perhaps, as the herbinger of veugeance? But we
were not to be appalled from our undertaking by such ill omens.
There was something unusual just beneath our fect—a mystery of
half a century’s age—which no one before us had had the courage to
uaravel, and with which we were bound to grapple. At this momeat,
however, a something descended on my head, which was bare, aud
clatched my hair with boay claws. And was this the way in which
satan was about to commence the fight? Well let him. I put up my
hauds and seized the creature, as I suspected the owl, who had already
scared us with his noise. But no. It was a tame magpie, & pet of
John’s, which, when scized, sef up such a chattering and screamiog,
that we hardly knew what to think. Why had this bird come here
after us—and just now—was he our friend to wara us from the cow
ing foe, or was he in league with our cnemy, to keep us away fron
the treasure? The dog, too, which we had left cnugly sleeping in the
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cow-shed, here came whining in a strange way such as we had never
heard before. He bounded into the hole, snuffed at the stone, howled,
jumped out, and could not be got again to approach, but all these
warnings were lost on us, although, indeed, we were sore afraid.

We tried to raise the stone with our hands but found it immovable.
It was not its weight. It must be fixed with some clasp or otherwise.
John struck the pick-axe beneath it, whon part of it broke off, and
beneath there rose a dull phosphoric gleam, as you may have seen
from lucifer matches on a wall in the dark—yes, it was the old
traditionary watchfires of buried treasure. The dull light increased
in intensity, and sent up glowing fumes and spitting sparks. Time to
be gone. John suggested that the Bible should be hurled at the fire,
but I had no faith now in that remedy, in fact I was nouplussed, over-
whelmed. Al that I had ever heard or read of such things seemed
less thaa the truth such also was my brother’s feeling, so we both fled
from the terrible place, Who koew but that the next moment the en-
kindled flames of tophet would burst forth?

It was well we did so, two minutes longer would have sealed our
fate. After ruaning some hundred and fifty yards, during which we
could, by the glare, understand that the light was increasing in intensity,
the lame shot up to the sky, a terrific explosion burst on our car, and
then clouds of sand and earth fell in « continuous shower of some
miontes. We fled as fast as our limbs would carry us, and hardly
thought ourselves safe, even in our own room, into which it would not
bave surprised us to find, Satan entering with horns and cloven foot,
breathing ou us the fiery flames of his terrific vengeance.

Next day strange rumours were abroad of a lightning flash, and one
heavy thunder peal, which had awakened several sleepers, or, at least,
called the attention of watchers to speculate ou the strange phenomenon.
But there was one person—Peter the besom maker who saw and heard
all—lived in a little shanty or hut at the lower side of the farm, and
was about to start very early in the morning to the moors for heather,
when the explosion occurred. Peter gave it as his opinion that it
was the devil, who was going to his own place by a vear cut through
Mr. Boggs’ meadow, taking home with him a keg of powder to make
fire-works for his establishment, which somehow had caught fire and
blew up. People piously hoped that the devil himself was demolished.
As for John and myself we kept our secret. As day appeared we re-
turned, gathered up our tools, and, before breakfast time we had sowed
and harrowed that part of the field which was the sceune of last night's
adventure. This we did not without fear of something strange and
terrible again happening,

Reflecting and talking over the matter we came to the conclusion
that the treasure which had beeun hidden by the old ¢ Croppy,” at least
partly consisted of gunpowder—that there must also, in connexion
with the powder have been a quantity of phosphorus or some other
easily ignitible substance which the stroke of the pickaxe actually had
ignited, so as to firc the powder which bad lain there safe—preserving
all its deadly quality for so many years. But there was one thing
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which we could not so readily resolve. Was there aught else? Wags
the powder alone, or was it there with the gold, and as a guard to it?
The last was probable, as the * Croppy” had a great reputation for
skill in the mannf‘actulc, especially of war material.  * The old villain,
thought we as this view would press itself on us, and then we would
ask was there not some basis of faith iu the various siories about the
protectovate of the devil over burned treasure. What greater devil
than an unshapely lump of phosphorus upon a keg of powder? You
can see his wild eye and his fl.ming breath,—aand then be off with you.
It will be much better as John and I found it at least.

Well we thought as the scieutific view of the guestion pressed itself
on us as the true oue, that we were rather premature in sowing our
crop. The devil having done his worst and gone off to parts nuknown,
probably did not take the money with him, probably it might still lic
buried far down.  Well we could do nothing further at present, so we
let the matter stand till the autumn, when we went to work, but in the
day time ostensibly to uproot the great hawthorn. Well, we actually
did after digging deep bcuealh the spot where the cxplosxon occurred,
find in n small iron pog, some four hundred and fifty spade guineas.
John aod I divided them fmrly, and this is the first time either of us
ever divulged the secret of the Pot of Gold.

el 2 d

HORATIANA.

BY W. P. D.

From the Latin of Iforace: Book II; Ode X1V.
TO POSTUMUS.
Alas! the fleet years glide away,
Postumus, O Postumus?!
Nor picty can bring delay
‘To wrinkles, old age that pursues
Close after us,
And Death whose power none subdues,

Not even if three hundred steers
Daily, dear friend, you gave
To Pluto never moved to tears,
‘Who Geryan, triple-sized, doth hold
With gloomy wave
.aprisoned, and Tityos hold,

Could you his favour gain: indeed,
QOut o’er that dismal flood
All we who on carth’s bounty feed
Must saiy, whether "midst princes found
Of royal blood,
Or needy tillers of the ground.

In vain from gory war we're free,
And from the broken swell
Of the hoarse Adriatic sea;
In vain through autumns drear
The south wind fell,
Hurtful to bodies weak, we fear.
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For we Coeytus black must sce
Winding with sluggish fiow,
“And Danaus’ ill-famed funily,
And Swsyplas /Eolides,
Condemned to know
A labour that shall never cease,

You must leave 2l vour broad estate
And house and pleasing spouse;
Nour of tirese trees you enltivate
Any but eypresses abhorred,—
With sad, dark boughs,—
Shali follow hence their short-tived lord.

Your worthicr heir shall freely spead
The Ciecuban o fine
You by a hundred keys defend;;
And with choice wine the piavement stain,—
Far richer wine
Than pontiffs at theic banguets drain.

From the Latin of Herace: Book [1I: Ode XTI
TO NLORCLE.
Ah! wreiched girls are they wiho may neither with Love play.
Nor in sweet wine away their seeret miseries wash ;

Llse live balf-dead with fexe fest an uncie’s tongue severe
‘Their stolen picasures fagh.

Henrus, the Liparean, in whose form the Cytherean

Hath sent her winged boy. by his beauty rare from thee

Work-basket, stufls and zeal for Minerva's arts doth steal
At once, Neobule,

When he in Tiber's waves bis anointed choulders laves:

He’s a better horseaan even than was Bellerophon;

'Gainst him nb pugilist may unpunished raise a fist,
Aud no slow jvot way ran.

Well-skilled besides is he to shoot the =tags that flee
All in a frightencd drove aeross the open field;
Quick to catch the wild boue where hie Jurking keeps his lair
In thicket deep coneealed.
From the Latin of llorace: Dook Ilf; Qde YXVI.
TO VLNUS.
It to contend with girls T lately lived,
Nor without glory (..lrnul an the cmfc;

Now, arms and l) re alike at length relieved
From weary war, I'H lead a guiet life,

This wall which sea-born Venus® left side guards
Shall have them all @ llere, here place torches bright
And bars and threatening bows erst armed towards
The doors that durst oppuse ey manly wight.

O Goddess fair! who holdest Cyprus rich
And Memphis free from chill Sithonian snow,~—

Great Queen of Love! raise high your scourge and touch

The scornful Chloé with just one smart blow.

305



306 STEWART'S QUANTITLY. .

From the Latin of Horace: ook I; Ode V...

TO VENCS.

Q Venus! of Cnidus and Paphos the queen,
Thy well-bcloved Cyprus now spurning,
Show thy presence divine,
In this “eautiful shrine
Where Giyeera. burning
Much incense, is calling on thee.

With thee let thy glowing buy, Cupid. be seen,
And the Graces with girdles unbound,
And let Nymphs hasten too, '
And Youth’s goddess,~who so
Little pleasing is found
Without thee,—and bland Mercury.

CORRIGENSDUM,— Vor the Ath line in the §th starsa of the Ode to Postwmnus, substitute the
Jollowing :

¢ In vain throughout the autumns drear.”
‘

————— et AP OG- -

STORM-STAYED, axp e STORY WHICII GREW OUT OF IT.

A corp winter's night, some five years ago. while journeying from
Montreal to New York, we were forced by the terrific storn: then
raging, to stop over night at a small country hotel lvcated at White-
lnll x\ Y. Lauckily ior us, so far as hotel accommodation is con-
(-erucd there were few passengers on the vo.d. ‘Lhis was indecd
fortuuate, for Whitehall is about the last place in the world in which
one would desire to be storm-stayed, as its houses of refreshment are
none of the best in any particular, either in Toom, or velief for the
inper mau.  We arrived at this village in the vicinity of seven o’clock
in the evening, and at first ost(.usd)h stopped for refreshments; but
we had barcly got through with our very indifferent tea, when the
conductor of the train put "3 head into the dining-room and cried out
that the cars would proceed no further that nisht. - The storm, instead
of subsiding, wus growing worse, and he dcemed it better for all con-
cerned tial we remain at Whitehall during the remainder of the
eveniong.

This infornation did not afford much pleasure to the weary and
worn-out travellers. Some had important business to transact in the
reorning, others desired to get home, and a huudred reasons why the
delay should not take pl'xcc. were promptly given.  Once we thonght
tnc couductor was about to releut and order the engioe-driver to fire
up” aud start the locomotive; tnt he wus "rce(cd with so terrifics
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gust of savage snow and fierce clemental strife, that the thought of
going on, if it ever entered his breast, was instantly dissipated.

“ No, gentlemen,” said he, *“we must stop here all night. If it
clears up hefore the morning. which I very much doubt, you will be
awakeoed in time, and we will start for the city.”

Tt was now cight o’clock, and how to oceupy the time befwoeen that
hour and the time for retiring, was the ecager question wz askel of oue
another. The ladics, some six in aumber, and two or three of the old
fogy school of travellers one always meets on every trip of the cars,
soon left the anything but cheery sitting-room, and we were alone in
our glory. ‘There were ten kindved spirits scated in that room on that
stormy cvening. We threw more wood on the hearth, and a hlazing
fire sprang with its leaping, tiery flames, and lit up the parrow apart-
ment such as it had never been lighted before. Long candles shed a
fitful liaht all round ; and after pipes and tobacco, and ot whiskey for
those who indulged in that delectable beverage, were ordered in, we all
sat in as cheerful attitudes as we could uwuder the cireumsiances, and
a comparative degree of easiness pervaded the room.

The usual subjects of the day were discussed ; cards were produced
—old, dirty and greasy, it is true—aund a few gawes were played.
Still the storm waxed fiercer without, and the fire blazed more cheer-
fully within,

It was now cleven o'clock; and as some of us thought of going to
bed, a man who might have been, perhayps, forty-five or fifty years of
age, with hair and whiskers slightly tinged with narrow bars ot silver
arcey, and a wrinkle or two on his fine, bold forehead, moved forward
and said,~

¢ Come, boys ; I'll tell your a story, if yowll listen to it.”

“ The very thing ; come, let's hear it,” cried several.

“Then fill up your glasses, and light your pipes azain for it is a
long one, and I hate interruptions when 1 am in the middle of anything.”

In five minutes the company had their listening ears ready. and the
old man kid down his pipe aud began.

¢ My pame some of you may have heard; it's Duan Suckles. I am
a retired detective police ofliver.  Well. some five and tweuty years
aga. Jim Craddock—poor Jim he’s dead and gone vow ; excuse me,
boys, he saved ay life once—and I were kicking the hecls of our boots
togethier in the ola South poli~c-ofiiee one dark, cold night. It was pretty
niieh such a night as this one.  We had had oothing to do in onr
line for quite a spell, aud we were becoming somewhat rusty, I can
tel you. A detective’s pay, {rom the oflice, mind is none of the best,
and i’s only when we have a goad job on haud, nnd are successful
in 1, that onr pocket-books get to be any size. The city had been
very quiet for a long while. Tix true, a couple of burglars were at
lar e and a wmurderer or so : but these jobs were in the hands of other
members of our force, aud Jim and I were only waiting for something
to 1urn up.

We had talked over everything, and were abont tying our mufflers
over our heads aud goitg home, when suddenly a loud shrick broke on
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- the air, aud its sound picreed through the ficrce wind's moan.  Agaiu
it eame—this time less distinet ; and gradually » subdued monn or low
ery was burely heard.  ¢“Come, Jim; quick,” said I; and putting
our pistols in our breasts, and taking up dark lauterns, we hastened
along the street in the direction of the voice. We had not gone fifty
yards when I stumbled upon the form of a prostrate man. 1 glinted
the rays of the lantern full upon his face, and called to Jim to bhurry
up. :

¢« Great Tleaven, his face is covered with biood ! was Jim's first
exclamation, ou seeing the quivering body., e felt his breast: ihe
heart wis still warm s but gradually it grew cold, the limbs stiffeaed
up, the glassy eyes looked glazy, the jaw fell bac., and the man was
dead.

We lifted him up aud bore him back to the little ofiice. I lit the
lamp- again and piled on more wood on the fire.  The budy we buth
placed upon the rude office table that served for a stand for papers and
pamphiets.  This being done, we warmed cur chilled hands aud then
commenced an inspeetion of tlhe body.

“He's vohbed ! look, everything of value, jewellery, moucy, all is
gone.” said Jim,

But 1 was too intently looking upon something else, that seemed to
shed light on the subject, to pay much atieution to my confrere's ob-
servaiions.  Jim was a good officer—{ull of bold dusl; but the fiuer
sense of strategy seldom troubled him. Ie was brave. To go into
the middle of a crowd of cut-throats and arrest the person ‘¢ wanted,”
was an easy task for Jim Craddoch ; but in following up a clue, where
care and great finesse were required, poor Jim was nowhere.

I noticed that the man was young, not more thau tweaty-seven or
cight. Tle belonged 10 the respectable class of citizens 1 felt sure.
Hix garments were of fine texture and he scemed to be a stranger. 1
bad never seen him before to my knowledge. IIe was handsome, and
even in death, before we had washed the blood from his face, a quict
smile played about the corners of his evenly formed mouth. 1lis hair
was a durk anburn aud he evidently was accustomed to wear it parted
in the middle.  Now his locks werve malted together in a sickoening
gl of congealed blood. e had been stabbed in the Jeft breast with
a sharply pointed instrument of some kivd, and he must h.ve made a
stout resistance for his face and other parts of his body bore deep
gashes und savage cats,

1 scarched him thoroughly. In o side pocket T found a wallet ; its
contents comprised only o mininture likeness of a yourg lady and o
portion of a card.  She was rather handsome and in her features I
observed @ strange peculiarity in her mauner of dressing her hair. It
was done up in w sort of knot which was placed directly on the tup of
the head, and two small. loose curls hang, or rather scemnd to fall
over cach eye-hrow, a like brace of curls went round the head. It
looked very pretry and its odd appenrance gave me hope. If 1 ever
see that girl, T thou:ht, the murderer will soon be within my grasp.

There were, < I have mentioned, some picces of card: a visiting
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card that had been torn in four or five picces. A name had been
written oun it in pencil.  All that could be mde out of the remaining
parts wus

[ A ©

[ put these scraps and the pirture carefully away in my pocket-book,
after shewing them to Jim, and we went on with our examination.
Some silver in small change, ¢ von ~ee gentlemen that was before we
had **serip ” and postage stamps for mouney) a brass watch-key and a
couple of pencilled memoranda, bavely decipherable, made up the
the stock-in-trade of the deceased man before us, Of everything of
value, as I said betore, he had been stvipped. Not even a sleeve-
button or a shirt-stud was left. No marks of indentification were to
be seen and the unknown stranger slept on, uncouvscious of all that had
occurred, in the silent sleep of death.

Just as 1 was about to leave him I noticed something protruding
from the folds of his roflled shirt frout. I again made scarch, when
out fell the ¢ip of a human finger ! It was bloody, and appeared to
have been cut oft with a sharp kuife. I secured it aud cavefully placed
it in my pocket.

We covered him over with a couple of watehmau's old-fushioned
thick coats, aud Jim and I agaiu crossed the threshold, locked the
door after us, and slowly and iu deep meditation proceeded home-
wards. The storm had diminished now considerably. The hour was
close upon three in the morniug, the vig town clock would scon
peal out upon the slumbering city the hour, and the heavily cloaked
watchman would sing preseatly his monotonous

“’Three o’clock and all’s well,”

in preciscly the same strain as he had done for a quarter of a century
before.

1 say, wrapped in thought, we wended our way to our dwelling,
Jim lived at the same boarding-hounse as I did. Neither of us were
married then. ‘Lhat fate was held in store for me, and poor, dead
Jim Craddeck did not live long enough to consummate his happiness
by marryiug.

All the way home peither of us spoke one solitary word to the other.
Jim pictured to himself & large, brawny rutfian, armed with a dagger;
while I held before my mind's eye the picture of a more refined mur-
derer, who committed the deed, not so mmeh for the valuables taken,
as to gratify some revenge. Such were our several thoughts as we
walked the streets on that eventful stormy winter’s night.

The few honrs 1 had for repose before sunrise I lay tossing in my
bed. You may imagive 1 did not sleep much in those few hours;
but, like the porcine animal kuowa to fame, I kept up a considerable
pile of thinking.

Breakfast being over, the first thing we did was to go and notify
the authorities. The coroner was sent for, a jury impanelled at once,
aud the juquest held. A verdict was returned in accordance with
the circumstances of the case. The morning and evening papers were
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full of the popular excitemest for several days, and various were the
speculations made of the intricacy of the case, and the successful man-
uer in which the murderer or murderers had cluded, thus far, the vigi-
Luce of the police. Of course, as the days went by and still no cluo

appeared. suvage attucks were made upon llnoec popular public targets
—the poh(.cmux——bv the press everywhere, for their apparent ap.uhy
in not unmcdx.\(dy ferreting out the misereants, and having them
brought to justice. DBut this cra in the murder, too, dicd away ; and
when six months had sped along, the case was almost entirely forgotten
by nearly everybody, and a new excitemeant oceupied the attention of
the thunderers of the press.

Al this time, however, we remained not idle.  Miniature portraits
for the use of the foree ouly, were made of the murdered vietim, and
then he was duly interred.

The time wore rapidly away, and as no clue, however slight, pre-
sented itself, I was upon the pomt of aiving up all hope of cver bring-
ing the culprits to the *lock-up,” when one day, while standing on
the steps of & railway station, a train of cars rushed past me. It was
the lightning express, aud went right through, stopping at no way
stations. A ycunyg lady and one somewhat older sat at the open win-
dow of the car; the bell rang, aud on, oun rushed the train at @ slashing
rate. Something instinctively passed through my mind; the features
were hastily recalled, aud puuommical]y they flitted before me.
Gruacious 1leaven! the strungely dressed head gear was at ouce un-
veiled! Tt was the prototype of the maniature I had taken from the wallet
of the murdrred man! But what was to be done? Even now, the
long train of cars was far out of sight. There would be no train going
thal way for two hours; and even u)uld I start immediately, I would
be too late to interiept it; for we would stop at every station on the
line, while the one which had just now passed went through, makiog
no siops whatever.

I fumed aud chafed, but all to no purpose. I must, as others had
done before me, submit to the inevitable. The clectric telegraph was
but iv its infancy, awd no lives had yet been placed upon the road.
I had to wait, and <o I did.

1 took the first train that came along, and these hours were the
longest I ever spent. I was fidgetty and nervous. To think thata
clue waxr so near me, aud thes to lose it altogether. All hope scemed
to die away as that whirling train sped onj; still I was not going to
give up entirely,—unot until some excrtions were made, at all events.

There is an end to everything, and so there was to that tearful
railway ride. On arriving 1 the city, I made cvery possible search
and enquiry. Ouc hackmau had seen two ladies in black, one young,
and the other looked as it she might bave beca her mother.  Lhey
were joined at the depdt by & younz man who had a light moustache
and no whiskers, Ile was well dressed, and appeared to be on inti-
mate terms widh the two ladies. A vehicle had been called and the trio
were driven ofl, no one kuew where. Here was news certainly ; bat
still it was vague and indefinite. Who was the third party now on
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the scene? The girl must be the one 1 was sceking. Surely that
face, once seen, could never be forgotten; and then the hair, and the
manoer in which it was dressed, left no reason to doubt the correctness
of my supposition. But where had she gone and with whom?  Aye
there was indeed the mystery.

I made enquiries at hotels and at all houses where Lothought she
might be, but to no purpose. Three wecks had gone and I was now
no further on in my work than I was the day after the crime had
been committed. I could work better, however, for now that the
popular excitement had ceased, and less talk was heard aneat the af-
fair, I could go on quietly and so elude observation. The murderer
too as the feeling against him sub:ided, wonld grow more bold and
in all probability venture out. So while I did uot relax in the leasr
my efforts, I feit daily the chances becoming more slim.

In a very unsatisfactory mood I found myselt one wet Friday aftev-
noon as I was walking slowly home with a large umbrella over my
head ; so abstracted was I that I hardly noticed the rain as it fell in
torrents above me. I was thinking ot a huadred different things,
giving full rein to my fancy, when suddenly I felt my way blocked up
by a dark shadow coming towards me. I raised my umbrella and
there directly in my path stood the youny girl I was looking for, aud
with her was a young man. She wore her hair in precisely the
same manuer as was delincated in the miniature. Recovering my
self-possession, I stepped to one side to let the parties pass. In
doing so I took a good look at the girl’s companion. He raised his
umbrella in order the more easily to pass, aud in doing so had oc-
casion to lift his discngaged and gloved hand. What was my astou-
ishment to find that Ais middle jinger was shorter by nearly an inch than
the others! Here then was a discovery and a most momentous one at
that. I stepped from the pavement and crossed to the opposite side of
the street.  The others weat ou their way and I followed on the other
side, a few yards behind. They had not gone very far when they
came to a large stone house, with & row of steps leading up to it. The
lady opeped the door with a latch-key, her companion followed and
they both entered the dwelling together.

The weather was showing signs of clearing up, and I walked up aud
down the pavement very much no doubt like a sentry on guard. 1
might have been there about an hour when the door opened aud the
male visitor departed. He seemed much plensed at something for he
srailed as he briskly went down the street. I watched him out of
sight and then I went over and rang the bell. My summouns was soon
answered, and I desired the servant to show me in and inform the lady
of the house that a geutleman wished to see her. I must confess the
girl eyed me rather suspiciously, much more so than my looks would
at any time warrant ; but she was, according to her theory, fully justi-
fied in looking after tolks for ‘“we don’t know who's who half the
time,” said she. I told her to fear no apprehension on that score,
but to send her mistress to me at once, as I had business of importance
to communicate. The girl vanished and I took a hasty glance at the
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apartment into whicit I was ushered. It was « pleasant enough look-
ing room. Jta furniture was above the average quality, and the pie-
tures with which the walls weire decornted were in mnost cases tine oil
paintings, mostly copics of some of the old masters.  There were some
portraits among them too  Old ladies in high old-fushioned caps+ and
ruflles, and old geutlemen with autique eollirs and buge eravats, hung
in massive frames on cither side.

T had just concluded my examination of the pictures wheu the door
opened and the young Jady entered.  Motioning me to o seat, she
said :

“¥amma is not at home to-tday ; but it [ will do, you can commu-
nicate any messagre ov information you have, and I will have the mat-
ter attended to if in my power.”

“ I am the better pleased to see yov Miss,” I said, ¢ for it is you, 1
think, who can give me the informatiou I require.”

“Me?”

“ Yes, pleaze be seated for my story is ot a very short one. Are
you sure we shall not be ovenheard?”

She rose, went towards the door and fastencd it : then returned
and with 2 smile asked me il [ were now satisfied.

{ replied that I was.  She seated herself, and I abruptly asked her
the nume of the person who had receutly left her.  She looked me full
in the eye us it wavering for an instant whether she should tell me or
not. But it was only for an instaut. Her dark eyes flashed aud she
looked more lovely than ever.

“Do you mean the gentleman who has just gone®”

“I do”

““Then wray I be permitted to first ask you the reasou of this visit
and the cause of these questions?  You kuow we are strangers and it
is hardly fair that I should nndergo au exmmination and questioning
sucl;as this is, before 1 kuow the object and meuning of it.  VWho are

ou?”

“You shall know all in good time,” I replied, ¢ but it is highly
necessary that thesc questions should be answered before I can reveal
myself to you. Rest assitred you will have no cause to doubt me ot
to repent your acquiescence in my demands.”

She appearcd better satisfied now. At all events she proceeded to
answer my iuterrogations.

“His nane is Henry Seabrook, sir.”

¢ What is his occupation ?”

*“He is a bovk-keeper in a merchant’s oftice ; but he is going -into
business on his own accouat shortly, he says.”

¢ Indeed, is he rich?”

“No not very, at least he was only living on his salary, until.nearly
a year ago, when an uncle of his died and left him quite a little for-
tune.”

*¢Is this his own story?”

*“Yes sir. he told it to me himself.”

‘The young girl looked pained and uncasy at this cross-examination
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and to case her mind I told her I would soon be through with her,.and
that she must exeuse the liberty I was taking.

“ Is he a velative of yours Miss?” .

She blushed deeply as she softly answered. ’

“ No, that is not vet.” aud the heightened colour mounted io hor
cheeks.

“ Ig he going to marry you,” I asked, looking dircetly into her eyes.
Mine met her’s, and in a confuzed mavuer she stammered :

¢ He asked me to-day and 1 promised him my hand and heart.”

“ Now, what is your name?’

“ Clara Mortimer.”

I touk from my pocket-book the little miniature and the torn card,
and handing the former to her I remarked :

“ Do you know that picture?”

I watched her every movement.  She took it into her hauds aud as
she gazed intently on it she broke into a wild sob, and then she grew
white as marble aud her whole frame shook as if in convulsion.

“ Where, where did you get this?? she gasped.

I said nothing, but handed her the small picture of the murdered
man.  She grasped it eagerly. Her hand trembled violeutly and the
picture fell to the ground.

% Gaod Heaven,” she cried, while she hid her face with her hands,
*ijts Charlie Hardwick.”

The mysterious pieces of card were plain eaough now.

Z o ¢

How readily were these letters and part of a letter interpreted as
2 .
Gtlarlls Haidwit

There was no blood now in those ashen cheeks. She was pale and
cold.

“ Where did you get those portraits?” she almost whispered, ¢ he
was my affianced husband. I thought him dead. They told e he
was dead. Oh why was [ so cruelly deccived?”

“ Did you love him ?”

“Love him? Ah yes. And does he still live?”

She pressed the miniature to her lips and passionately Kkissed it,
sobbing all the while.

Tk's scene was too much even for me. So I ruthlessly broke the
solemaity of it by abruptly saying:

¢ The original of that portrait is uow dead. Ie was foully murder-
ed about & year ago or so, and I am now; thank Heaven, on the track
of his heartless murderer. You alone can assist me. Would you lend
your aid ?”

“ Would I lend my aid?” she repeated almost iucohereutly.as it but
balf understanding the meaning of my words.

“Yes, will you help me?”

¢ Help you?” she vacantly eaquired.

“Yes, will you e
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* Ah, I see it all now,” she shricked wildly as she sprang to her
feet, ** but no, no I will be ecalm, I will be ealm, calm.” She sank
helplessly into a chair.

I watched her some time.  She opened her eyes and feebly called
for water. I gave her a drink and it seemed to revive her. She
started up.

“ You say he was murdered. Charliec Hardwick murdered. Who
was his murderer?”

¢ How loug is it since Harry Seabrook lost the tip of his tinger?”

 Nearly a year ago he shot it off while firing at a target.”

“You are eertain it was a year ago,” I asked, watching her closely
for she shewed signs of hysterical convulsion. She answered tirmly,
but with less decision :

“Iam.”

“QOne question more Miss Mortimer: was Charles Hardwick a
lover of yours? Wag he a rival of Henry Seabrook? Were they
friends?”

The answer came quick and to the point.  There was great precision
in the replies.

¢ No, they were pot friends; they were rivals. T preferred Charlie.
‘We were cngaged; Seabrook kuew that. e told me of Charlie’s
death. He died at seax he told me. I did not nor do I now love
Harry. I have promised to be his wife. I'll keep my word; but oh,
my heart is not his.”

¢ Miss Mortimer, the man who Lilled Charles Hardwick s Henry
Seabrook !”

“ No, no it is too horrible,” she groaned.

“ Y am sare of it,” said I, “ Now listen to me a minute: when
does he pay you another visit?”

¢ To-morrow morning at cleven o'clock he'll be here,” said Clara.

“ Now keep quiet about this matter. Don’t even hint the slightest
tittle of suspicion. For if he ouce suspects that you know anything of
this affuiv he will decamp and all will be lost, perhaps, forever, [Pl
be here an hour before him with a couple of trusty friends.”

“ Who are you sir? Surely you can tell me now ?”

“ Dan Suckles, detective police officer, at your service Miss,” said
I, drawing myself at full height.

1 bid her good-bye and at once started for the office at a rapid rate,
I gained it in half an hour. I opened the door and as luck would
have it Jim Craddock sat in the easy chair reading & newspaper.

“ Hullo Jim,” 1 cried, giving that dauntless officer a smart slap on
the back that made the room ring aguin, ** I have a clue at last.”

“ A clue, what about?” asked Jim, as he rubbed his back, ¢ please
don’t be so demoustrative in your salutations another time, old fellow.
What clue have you got any way ¥ .

* A clue to the murderer of the man we picked up a year ago in the
street.”

¢“What ! you don’t mean it?”

“T do though; but we have uo time to lose. Get Johnny Doyle

”
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and the darbies and meet me here to-morrow morning about half-past
pine. Now dou't forget. Good night.  Keep mum.”

* All serene.  T'll be ready. never fear,” said Jim Craddock. Poor
Jim! He little thought this wag his last job.

‘I'he morrow dawned auspiciously. “The sun was up in all its splen-
dour aud refulgent rays were seattered round bountifully on every
site. ¥ ininediately went to the office and by a quarter to ten, Jim,
Doyle aud myself started for the house of my fair entertainer of the
previous day.  Upon arriving there we entered the room, saw Miss
Mortimer, and stationed Doyle just behind the folding-doors, while
Craddock took up his position in the folds of the window blinds. I
was ready to go into the other room, just off the sitting apartment,
when the occasion needed it, and I could enter at any time from my
quarters. It was now close upon the hour and your lover is always
very punctual, particularly so when he goes to pay hisaddresses to the
object of his adoration. We had, therefore, not long to wait. The
bell tinkled. I slid away and in walked the handsome, dashing young
fellow I had seen the day before. A lavender kid glove encased the
haud with the lacerated finger. He drew near his affianced aud
greeted her cordially. She returned his greeting coldly. He noticed
the change of feeling at once.

“ What’s the matter, love? — why this seewming coldoess?  As the
days draw near for our marringe, you should be more cheertul. Come,
rouse yourself, aud realize for once, if ouly in faucy, your future posi-
tion—2Mrs. Harry Seabrook! Why wont that sound well?”

She shuddered. 1lle saw her every movemeant as quick as a flash.
His eye fell npon the two miniatures, which Miss Mortimer had
thoughtlessly placed side by side on the mantle-piece. 1le turned first
ted, erimson, then white, and be trembled fearfully.

“Why, why,” he gasped, * who has been here? Where did you
get these pictures?” he shrieked, as he caught her arm and held her
like a vice. **Speak!” he cried hoarsely, “or I'll tear your arms
from their sockets!™

1 thought it time to iuterfere, and pushing the door open I entered
the rcom. I had & pair of hand-cuffs in my haud, aund as soon as he
saw them and me he begau to quake with fear.

‘ Heunry Seabrook,” I said, I arrest you for the murder of Charles
 Hardwick. You had better come along quictly, and so save a fuss.
| Come, put out your wrists and receive thesc bracelets.”

i But the fellow had no intention of giving himself up so easily. He
. quickly drew a revolver from his breast and levelled it at me. Doyle
' sprang forward and seized his arm ; but too late to arrest the flight of
| the bullet. It whizzed through the air, aud lodged in poor Jim Crad-
 dock’s heart. With a low groan he fell dead, Seabrook was promptly
: secured and pinioned, and then we turned to our dead cowmrade. We
icould do nothing; he was past our aid. A better fellow thaa Jim
’ Craddock never lived. Poor fellow! He deserved a better fate than
| to be shot like a dog by the base wretch we had in custody.

’ Yenry Seabrook was tried, and the jury, without leaviug the box,

} R
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returned a verdiet of wilful murder against him in two counts. and he
was accordingly seutenced to be han-'ed. but he did not permit the
{aw to carry out its sentence. A few (l.xys before the time fixed for
his execution, the jailer eateved his cell ; but the heart of the pr iscngr
was stilled hm.vm. Sometime dunn«r the night he had ruptured 3
blood-vessel; and as he lay on the wld damp stoue floor, the pool of
blackened blgod told its own dismal story. "The wretch cheated the
gallows. boys, at last.

“ There,” suid the old police officer, ¢ is my story. Is a true one,
every word of it.”

“ But what became of the young u #irl?” asked onc ot the listeners.

% Oh. the girl who was going to marry him?”

(14 l-lﬁ ti4

% We never found out. She and her mother loft the place, a dayor
two after the trial, aud I never learned what beeame of them. 1 think
{ desers e something to citse my throat after that long yarn,” said the
old mun ; “ so lmrr_y up.”

His thirst was appeased. It was now far into the morning. The
old cight-day clock of the ** Whitehall Hotel” was about to peal out
the honr of four, when the conductor eame iuto our room, and shaking
the suow from his thick boots, said:

¢ Gentlemen, we can’t possibly start until eight or nive o'clock.
The snow is over two fect deep all along the track. We have beea
working at it all night; 3 but it comes on as fast as we shovel it off
You had bctter turn in’ now ; yow'll have four or five hours’ sleep, at
any -rate.”

‘The firc had burned to cnibers, and the apartment was getting cold.
We thereupon repaired to our bedrooms and tumbled into bed, to
dream of Whitehall accommodation, and divers murders, detectives
«and hangmen.

We were called to breakfast by a large cow-bell, which was made
to peal its discordant notes in the cutry. by an amateur bell ringer of
limited cxperience. We sat down to o sumptuous repast of cold, over-
done beef-steak, and cqually frigid potatoes, the skins of which were
almost blue, aud were as tightly glued to the potatoe as the skin ons
dog’s nose. The coffec resembled ginger-bread batter, and was, i
eonsequence, not relished.

When the * five mioutes for refrashments” were over, all were
heartily glad of it. We cutercd the car, and the shrill shriek of the
Jocomotive announced our departure, forever we fervently exclaimed,
from Whitchall and its houses of cutertainment.
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IMMATURE GENIUS.

BY WATTEN SMALL.

The history of the literature of every country is full of the records
of immatare genius io ahnost every departinent of thought, and it is
my purpose to portray iun this short paper some charvacters of emineat
ability who, if their lives had been prolonged, would have oceupied
the very highest niche in the temple of fiume. By the term immature
genius 1 mean that power of iutellect allied with sensibility and inagin-
ation, which though enclosed in a frail and dizzased body, enables.its

ossessor to trinmph over many obstacles, and despite the disadvantages
of ill health and coustitutional iafirmity to give to the world thought
snd images of beauty which shall not soon be forgotien. It isin the
airy regions of romance and poetry, that the wost illustrious examples
are presented of immature genins 1 know net by what power and
foree of intellect some men. weighed down by discase aud weakness, are
yet enabled to give expression to thought and feelings of highest im-
port which, when read hy ordinary minds, strike them with a sease of
wonder and awe. It must be owing 10 the fact that with regard to the
poets no ill health, confinement or disease has any power or influence
over the imagination, which joined with the creative faculty can trans-
port its votarics beyoud the bounds of this world, and enable them to
survey the past. the distant and the future. This was the case with
Tasso. and no more touching episode oceurs iv poetic literature than
that of the illustrions Italinn poet beguiling the solitary hours of his
confinement, by the composition ot an epic poem which was destined
to make his name immortal. In order that genius be complete, that
its visions be lasting, that power be gained with the progress of years,
there must be sound health and a vigorous coustitution. Aund this is
not always associated with the highest development of iutellect. But
we venture to say that the finest minds are those which the world calls
immature, and in many cases the most brilliaut exploits of the soldier,
the speeches of the statesman, and the songs of the poet have been
performed when in the immaturity of their powers.  But why is this?
Simply beecause their minds developed carly, aud the too constant
exercise of their meutal faculties retarded in some degree the growth
of the body. Hence, in many such cases, there are those possessed
only of mediocre ability, who, acting in accordance with this law of
our physical nature, exhaust themselves in carly life, and in their
several avocations, it may be law or divinity, occupy in later years, no
very prominent place in their professions.  But the class of men whom
we regard as those of immature genins oceupy a higher rauge of
thought, of emotion, than those who live on in inglorious ecase, having
exhausted themselves of the power to influence or teach munkind. In
many minds the seeds of discuse ave earlicst sown, aund it is ouly by
the desire of fame and the love of immortality that such characters
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as Keats and Henry Kirk White, have been enabled to write their
names among the list of those whom the world will not willingly let
die. ‘The characteristic qualities of such minds are an intense seositive-
ness and sharpened consciousness uttered with a bright and glowing
ideality, the whole cnelosed in a form of frail and delicate aspect.
What Theodore Tiltow suys of Elizabeth Barrett Browning may be justly
said of Keats, Gray and White: they had souls of fire enclosed in 3
shell of pearl.  Although immaturity of genius was evideneed iu the
writings of some nuthors, may indicate but little the power which, wnder
favourable cirenmstances, they might show, still they obey the precepts
of a law which is higher than genius, aud owing to the peculiar con-
stitution of their mental strueture, their ability with every increased
efiurt is constantly on the wane. In the true sense of the term, the
cluss of miuds which possess the creative gift of genius, and whom we
designate as immature are thuse who, with great powers of conception
and expression, lack that vital stamina aund hold of' life to enable them
to arrive at the full maturity of all their powers. And can there be
apything more painful in the history of any individual counscious of
high and exalted powers df intellect, thau to feel that the beauty of
this earth, in all her seasons from Mushing spring to hoary winter are
but as a passing show, reminding him only of his own changing state,
that the glory which he sees around aod is at times peowerless to de-
seribe, is but a fuint emblem of that higher glory of the world beyond.
to which he is hastening?  Ilow well does Bulwer trace iu his pleasing
essay, ¢ conversations with a student in ill-health,” the hopes and as-
pirations of a high and gifted soul borne down with the weight of
disease and sorrow, yet manifesting the lughest wisdom and display-
ing the most brihiant scholarship to the last hour of dissolution,
Whalt a touching story is that of poor Keats with his exquisite sensi-
tiveness and love of fame, singing his own death melodies, and rival
ling even older bards in the beauty, melody avu structure of his verse!
Methiuks it is not hard to enter into that bond of sympathy with those
who feel as Byrou says, at times their mind decline, who with the io-
creasing infirmities of disease, it may be the wasting away of the life
within know that for them they are daily becoming, even tho’ in youth,
ineapacitated or that Inbour which was once their joy. that for them
the mixed pageant of hfe shall soon be euded.  And is it not havd for ‘
those minds conscious of high attainments and desirons of achieving so-
much in the world of thought, to feel that they are not what they were |
before, and that the increasing langour of the body only intensifics the

ard ur of the sonl, alas the light. though fitful, is burning rapidly away?
And how much harder is it then to part from things made familiar by

custom, here even Gorthe in his oid age, when dying requested the

curtuains to be drawn ihat he might look on nature once more. It o

such 2 mind as the great german’s the departure of beloved aud fami-

liar objects was saddening. how much more so would it be to the

youug, but glowing mind of genius wasting by discase and pain! To

Youk on things for the last time, the faces of beloved fricuds and rela-

tives is sad iudeed to an ordinary mind, but was much more so tohim
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who apart from the loss of fricnds, holds in his heart an intense love
of nature, and can deseribe with clogueuce and beauty the lilics of the
ficld, the changing glories of the sky, the spleudour of summer noons
and pights, the gloomy tempests and storms of winter’s dreary days,
who alsv in language graphic and terse like the muse of Byron can
describe the inner world of man, the dark passions of the human
heart with their varying shades of vice and woe, or who like Pollock
can soar away upon angel’s wings, aud describe the moral scope and
laws of God; or like Wordsworth, can behold the light which was
here upon the sea or shore, the consccration and the poet’s dream.
Pollock who wrote that sublime poem, The Course of Time, is one of
the brightest names in our poctic liternture, aud the muse of sacred
poetry will always cherish and revere his fame. Asan example of
immature genius he will ever be held in the highest esteem, and
his great work full of sustained thought and noble imagery would not
disgrace the muse of Milton. Yollock died of consumption at an early
sge, and then another name was added to the list of Immature genius.
From the first of his years Pollock was destined to a short life, his
form was tall, his shoulders narrow, the face sallow, but intellectual,
lit by large and lustrous cyes, the head large aund finely formed, and
it was plainly to be seen from his countenance that consumption had
early marked him for its own. :

Heanry Kirk White is another unfortunate name in our poetic litera-
ture, and what he has written is well worthy of his fume. Dying at
an early age, he commenced to write when other boys were stumbling
throngh the mysteries of parsing and syntax, but notwithstanding his
short career he has left 2 name of imperishable renown, and his fame
wrung from Byron the tribute of a tear, and the verses to the memory of
White which appear in his satire are well worthy of his head aund heart.

The names of other illustrious spirits might be cited, who in their
cagerness to add something to their country’s literature, bave sacrificed
health aud strength upon the altar of genius. The most painful his-
tory of all is that of the marvellous boy Chatterton, who died young,
who wrote his wonderful poem which he would have the world
believe was written by a Mook of the 15th Ceutury. Chatterton
died by his own hand, when he had barely completed his 17th
year. RBruce the young Scottish poet is auother name who like Pollock
died young, and who wove into undying song the aspirations and hopes
of his youth, even to the last hour of life.

In Maurice de Guerin of France, we have another of those melan-
choly, sensitive and tender spirits, who scem to live long cuough to
show that their way of life lics not here.

He was one of those mentally impassioned persons, not physicially
impassioned, the vietira of consumption who appeals so profoundly to
sympathy ; whose lungs material and spirtual scem woven of a texture
80 gauzy that the common air of life works on it like a corrosive fire,
who need the more distilled and aromatic breath of love to sustain and
feed them, and who fade away into the one great goal of eternity,
with outstretched arms and vain longings.
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But the most recent example of immature genins is that of poor
David Gray, and his history is the more prinful on account of his
poverty, and the many disadvantages he had to contend with in making
himself koown to men of thought and of culture. He was born on
the banks of the Luggie, a small strenm distaut from Glasgow, and
which he has now immortalized by his name. Through the means of
letters to well known literary men in England, he acquired notice and
also some good advice to remaiv at home aud study.  But his ardent
and impulsive nature would not allow him to remain, so he started for
London for the purpose of engaging in a literary life. Ile had pre-
viously written verses for some of the Glasgow papers, and these soon
attracted attention. But it was not till his poem of the Luggic was
composed, that a few intimate and appreciative spivits begiuu to interest
themselves in his carly and precocious genius, Helived only long enough
to sce the proot sheets of the poems he had written which were shown
to him before he died.  What o mournful and pathetic history is that
of this youthfrl Scottish student, full of ambitious hopes und tearful
longings tor fame, writing his own epitaph in the dim shadows which
death casts around. The veby weakness of body and inherent discase
with which genius of this kind is sometimes associated, prevents it from
fully expanding, and maturing its powers. it can only sing its own death
songs, and revel for a short time in those scenes of external beauty,
which delight and charm the eye.  Alas! in too many cases the casket
which cnshrines the gem is of such a pure and delicate struetu, 2 that
it is liable with the least movemeut to be broken. ‘Fhat genius which
is immature if it be of the highest 1nd most intense kind, is generally
associated with discase of body or mind, us is evidenced in the lives of
White and Keats, and one is apt to infer from the history of many un-
fortunate spirits that the finest ard most susceptible minds are carliest
subject to decay. The strongest minds arc not those who have the
most sharpened impressions of external things, it is generally the im-
mature genius of the most intense order, who even lack sometimes the
power to deseribe what (hey thiuk, feel and see.  In many cases how-
ever, the most refined sensibility and warm emotion are allied with the
highest strength of thought and fecling as was the case with the poet
Burns. :

I saw thy pulse’s maddening play
Wild send the pleasures devious way
Wisted by Fuancy’s meteor ray

By Passion driven,
But yet the light that led astray

Was light from Heaven.

The hot-bed culture of many of the schools of the present day has a
very great tendency to weaken the intellectual powers; but this does
not altogether affect the development of true ability except in cases of
defective physical health. Genius, which does not ripen aud develope,
i3 invariably conunected with its heart or some taint and disease in
the body. Keats and Gray and others carried with them through
their short lives the seeds of early decay, Lut the langour of the body
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failed to depress theiv aspiving spirits, or diminish the force of their
intellectual powers. That quaint writer, the Country Parson, has
written a very pleasing essay ou the subject of immortality. and under
the title of real he treats his readers to some very valuable sugges-
tions, ‘T'he perusal of this essay is worthy the attention of all read-
ers, for its homely truths and practical suggestions are applicable to
the personality of every reader.

What Mrs. Browning wrote concerning Cowper’s grave may well
be applied to those who arc cast off in the first finsh of fame : * Earth
surely now can give her cahn to whom she gave her anguish.”

DELISSIERISIMS.

Proressor Devissier, under this caption, furnishes to the readers
of the QuanryerLY a few seientific notes, illustrating his own peculiar
and astonishing theories in refercuce to many departments of the Nat-
wral and Physieal Sciences. On Astronomy, he selects the higher
branclies, and deals with not only the Solar System, but goes into the
stellar heavens, the cometary world, the nebulv theory, and infinitudes
of creation. In veference to owr Solar System, he says:—¢ How
erroneons is the idea to suppose that the sun is revolving round a
central star in the coustellation Horceules! Were it doing so, the
Plavets and their So‘ellites wounld be disturbed in their orbitual
motions, and have a tendeuney to revolve around the great ceotral
attractive body, and thereby leave the suu; for the same power that
would attract the sun would also attract cach aund every body of
the Solar System, individually, proportionately and reciprocally, and
thereby create a greater gecular variation than has been observed
to take place among the globes of the Solar System. The more legiti-
mate couclusion would be, that, from the universal law of "gravitation.
by which all bodies‘attract cach ather, the rotatory motion aud pro-
zressive movement of the sun is reciprocal to that of the planets.
Influenced by their mutual perturbations, the circular action of the
one being reciprocated in the other, and by the united power of these
bodies, an attraction uncqual to that of thic san is kept up, the result
of which is the progressive movement of that great luminary and its
system towards the constellation Hereules, and not an attractive body
therein situated.”

EARTHQUAKES.
| Geognosy, or that particular portion of Geology which relates to

|carthquakes and volcanic eruptions, is a subject that has for centuries
lafled the miost scicatific to account for the peenliar phenomena in
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reference to it, as the study is one that is enveloped, as has hitherto
been considered, in deep aud abstruse mystery. The wide-spread
distribution of these occurrences, the awful grandeur of these phen.
omena, the terrible and fearful cuergy of the forces in their co-
relation, which are brought into action, resulting in the most stu-
pendous cffeets, which have in all ages aroused the fears and terrificd
the minds, more so of those who have been accustomed to their
operation, that, although it has puzzled the scientists, and the most
profound of philosophers, is one of the most interesting of natural
pltenomena. To treat upon this subject, one has to tread out of the
beaten track, and diverge from the road usually taken, aund seck to
arrive at conclusions which will expluaiu, to & considerable cxteut, the
cause of those terrific convulsions of the earth that have, nearly from
the time of creation, shaken our globe to almost its very foundation,
Many theories, consequently, have been propounded by men of pro-
tound knowledge and learning, to account for these terrific carth dis-
turbances, and most ingenious have been many. Some have attributed
electricity as the great motive power; some have supposed that these
fearful effects are produced from peut-up gases, others from steam
generated iu the earth from some cause. Many believe in the Igneons
and Aqueous theories; some from the re-establishing of equilibrium
in the earth from its rotatory motion, and of late from planetary ju-
fluences, This latter cause scems to be the true origin of not only
carth-convulsions, but also all atmospheric commotions; for at no
period has terrific earthquakes occurred, without there having beeu
configurations of our planetary orbs. And when we take into consider-
ation the reciprocal influences of all the globes of our Solar System,
by their mutual attractions, and bring to bear the recently discovered
co-relations of the forces, it canuot otherwise than be clearly observed
that the origin of these most terrific of catastrophes that visit our
carth are so occasioned; for, in tracing cause to effect and effect tu
cause, it would appear that there is but a oneness of reciprocated
power occasioning all physical and natural disturbances.

The origin of an earthquake or volcanic eruption is that also of
storms, hurricanes and cyclones, as well as inundations and tidal
waves.

The temperature of the earth, as we descend from its surface to the
interior, is well known to increase, and in a ratio as we dig down to
certain limits, that would lead to suppose that a molten mass exists
within comparatively few miles from the earth’s surface. Such s
hypothesis may faitly be based upon good reasoning, for we have the
evidence of the fact of increasing temperature, without any reason, ou
the other hand, to question such a supposition; as we have much o
show that water exists at a considerable depth, also, in the bowels of
the earth, and which, no doubt, from certain unquestionable natural
laws, may uot cause the igneous existence of this fluid mass so near
the surface.

The only true mode of reasoniug on a subject like this, is that of the
inductive system on the onc hand, and taking into account the
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natural and universal Jaws of the co-relution of the forces ou the other.
By the former method, nature is interrogated by observation, and con-
clusions arrived at by comparisen of o great number of individual
instances, which coustitute the peculinrity of the Baconian philosophy ;
and by observation and comparison of numerous facts, we have mate-
rial for operation, and by the most profound inquiry aud close reason-
ing sound deductions may be arrived at.  Aad we are in a position to
derive general conclusious, bascd on natural causes. By the latter, a
oneness of reciprocal action of a universally diffused force, which is
co-existent with several that are specially numed as co-related, and is
one and the same primary element,

Que can scarcely go wrong in reasoning ou such firm basis, and it
is only by such a course we can get possession of facts that will lead
1o successful results.

It is supposed to be « fact that the moon revolves around the earth,
aud that the enrth revolves around the sun; but, notwithstanding, it is
the common centre between the earth and her satellite that revolves
around the sun, and that conmmon ceantre exists at 648 miles interior
to the carth’s surface; for, as the density of the carth to that of the
moon is s 99 is to 68 nearly, and the mocn’s distance 60 semi-diameters
of the carth from the carth, their attractive influcnces being inversely
as the square of their distunces, it eannot otherwise than be clear that
when the moon arrives at her perigee, that by coming so much nearer
the carth thao ordinarily, the common centre of gravity, or shall it be
soid the neutral point between these two bodies, is drawn upwards
toward the earth’s surfuce.

There is so mauch in relation to earthquakes and volcanoes, to prove
the existence of water somewhere in the vicinity of where they oceur,
irrespective of the fact that sea coast situations have been the theatres
of the most dreadful ones. It has been observed, too, that the tides
generally have been particularly high at the time the earth arrives at
its perehiclion and aphelion passuge ; and this bears & striking analog
with the period that elapses between great earthquakes, as they are
found to take place periodically, when the moon is in Zygyzy and nearest
the carth. It is well-known that the moon’s perigee and of course
apogee revolve, and the line of the apsides also revolves; and as the
influences, as far as the lanar orb is concerned, is greatest bstween
the centre of gravity of the two bodies and the surface of the carth,
and as the subterranean waters arc upwards attracted ou the close ap-
proach of these bodies, they come iu contact with the oxygenizable sub-
stances (the basis of the carth, alkalies and metals) and from chemical
csuses, earthquake is the result.

TOTAL ECLIPSE OF DEC. 22, 1870, EARTHQUAKE AND TIDAL WAVE.

This will be one of the greatest of modern total eclipses of the sun that
bas taken place ; for not only does it occur when the moon is particularly
near 10 the carth, but at a period when the carth is nearest the sun, and
also at the time of the winter solstice, the moon likewise occulting the
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planet Saturn, the planct Venus on the same duy being in confizuration
with the moon, 1° 6’ south, the moon at the time approaching her con-
Jjunction with the planet Mereury, which latter body will be only 1° 19
south ot' the moon. ‘ . :

In the opposite part of the heavens, both the planets Jupiter (1° 7
north? and the planct Uranus (only 56’ south) of the moon, at a period when
the planct Jupiter is approaching an opposition to the sun, which will take
Placc on the 13th Docember, cxercising a most powerful reciprocal at.
tractive influcnee on each other, by the combined influcnces thus exereised |
by the Sun, the Moon, Mercury, Venus, Jupiter, Uranus and the Earth,
all being nearly in a right line, a configuration that has not taken place
for centuries, and which seldom occurs, consequently the cffects on
the carth will be considersble, ereating carthquakes, tidal waves, storms,
hurricanes and eyclones.  Similar configurations were present at the time
of the total cclipse of the 16th Angust, 1868, when Quito and Callzo
were destroyed by earthquake und tidal wave ; butcven then, theinfluences
were somewhat less than they will be on the 22d December next,

The cclipse will begin in the North Athntic Ocean, the contral line
moving in a south-casterly divection. Crossing one part of Spain and the
Mediterranean Sea, it enters Africa near Oran, and soon afterwords attains
its southern limits. 'I'he shalow of the moon now moves in a north-cast.
erly dircetion and leaves Africa, and crossing the Island of Sicily, the
south of Turkey, the Black Sea, and the Sea of Axof, disappears.

The penumbra of the mosn deercasing rapidly, leaves the earth with
the setting sun in Arabia,

The sun will be ceatrally and totaily celipsed at noon in lat. 36° 39
north, long. 5° 1" west, a little to the north-cast of Gibraltar, and new
the Lishon coast, creating tidal waves and carthquakes there of great
severity, agitating the waters of the Atlan'ic Qeean, the Bay of Fundy
and the Gulf of St. Lawrence.

THE “ AURORA ROREALYS.”

He is rather singular in attributing to this phenomena the disengage-
ment of hydrogen gas from the carth’s surfice, and by which alone he
accounts for its peculiae appearance. Tle scts forth a hypothesis that
upon the configurations of the hewvenly spheres oceurring, a cuabined
attractive influence is exercised on subterranean waters, which are brought
into cautaet with the basis of many of the carths, alkalies aud metals that
arc kiaown to exist in the carth, such as putas.ium, sodium, ealcium,
magnesiam, aluminium, &e., and by these being oxygenizable substauces,
the water is chemuically decomposed, the oxygen uuiting with the alkaloids,
for which it has affinity, setting free the hydrogen. This Jatter gas being
so very light, is disengaged, and rises with cousiderable velocity, causing
the corruscating appearances that we observe, and that the freed hydrogen
is again formed into water by uniting with the oxygen of the atmusphere
by means of clectrical currents above.

{5 By this theory, may the heavy rains in Virginia a few weeks ago
not have been occasioned by the effects of the beautiful aurora that was ob-
served here a few nights before, as the wind blew from a quarter that
would have taken the clouds over in the direction of Virginia ?
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FRAXNCOIS DIZ BIENVILLLE.?
By J. M. LeMoine, Quebece.

Pengez-vous quelyucfoie & ces temps glorieux,
Oa seuls, abandonn s per fa France leur mere,
Nos aycux défenduient son nom infortun,

Jit voyaient devant cux fuir larmde Gtrangére,
Regrettez-vous encore cex jours de Carillon,
O, sur le drapean lilane attachant la victoire,
Nos péres se couvraient d'un immortel nom,

Et tracaient de leur glaive une héroique histoire.

(Le Drapeau de Carillon.) 0. Crexazie.

More than once, the fascinating eIf of romance hias become the hand-
maid of ‘history, lighting up with her magical yays and investing with
all her naraeless graces, the prosy records of the past.

The memorable example of the author of Wuwerley, was sure to call
forth in every conutry, devoted disciples—most earnest tollowers.

Our own land, full of literary promise, if uot of mature fraits, had
its own stirring chronicles—teeming with the warlike deeds of & « far-
teaching ancestry,” redolent with forest scenes and Indiau warfare,
thauks to Messrs. (1) Chauveau, (2) DeGaspé, and (8) Taché, to Mlle
(4) Leprohon, to M. (5) DeBoucherville, to (6) Nap. Bourassa and
others ; but the historical novel, such as understood by Sir Walter, this
did not yet exist. Undoubtedly the Freuch clement in Canada had
achieved much in literature and progress since the emancipatiou of the
colonial mind by the new constitution—which in 1841 gave us Re-
sponsible Goverumeat, but much still remaised aund still remains to be
done. '

Thauks to Mr, Joseph Muarmette, whose name possibly strikes many
ran English car for the first time in the field of literature, the historical
rnovel iu its most attractive form aud highest aspirations has at present
amongst us a ‘¢ habitation and a name.”

It would be a bad service to render a youthful writer, to whom Pro-
vidence let us hope, may yet grant a long literary caceer, to lavish at
ouce unbounded praise on this his first literary attempt of any magai-
tude ; this we shall avoid and allow his undoubfed talent to mature to
its fullest extent.

(1) Charles Guerin, by P. J. O. Chauveau.

(2) The Canadians of 0ld, by P. A. DeGaspé. .

(3) Zrois Legendes de mon pays. Forestiers et Voyageurs, by T. C. Tacheé.

(4) Xda Deresford. Flovence Fitz Hardinge. Eva Huntingdon. Clarence
. Fitz-Clarence. Eveleen O'Donnell. The Manor House of De Villerai.
Antotnette De Mirecourt, by Mrs. R. E. Legrohon.

(5) Une de Perdue deux de trouvies, by DeBoucherville,

(8) Jacques et Marie, souvenirs d'un peuple dispersé, by N. Bourassa.

* ¥RANCOIS DE BIENVILLE; Scenes de la Vie Canadienne aw XVII Siecle; Par Jos.,

MARMEITE ; QUEBEC: Leger Brousseau, 1870, 300 pages,
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The early times of Canada abound with incidents of the most
dramatic interest,—inexhaustible storces of materials for the rovelist,

“The French Dominigu is a memory of the pust,” says Parkman,
“ and when we wake its departed shades, they rise upon us from their
graves in strange romantic guise : again thenr ghostly camp-fires scem
to burn, and the fitful light is cast around on lord aud vassal and black
robed priest, mingled with wild forms of savage warriors, kuit in cloze
fellowship on the same stern errand. .\ Loundless vision grows upon us;
an untamed continent ; vast wastes of forest verdure ; mouutains silent
in primeval sleep; river, luke and glimmering pool ; wilderness oceans
mingling with the sky ; such was the domain which France conquerel
for civilization. Plumed helmets gleamed in the shade of its forests;
priestly vestments in its deus and fastnesses of auncient barbarism,
Men steeped in antique learning, pale with the close breath of the
cloister, here spent the noon and evening of their lives, rulel savage
hordes with a mild parental sway, angd stood serene before the divest
shapes of dcath. Men of a courtly nurture, heirs to the polish ofa
far-reaching ancestry, here, yith their dauntless hardihood, put to shame
the boldest sons of toil.”

In the brightest zone of this dazzling horizon, under the quasi-regal
sway of the proud Count of Frontenac in 1690, are located the incic
dents and scenes which constitute the historical novel Francois de Bien.
ville—the hero, one of the illustrious brothers of Baron de Longueuil.
It is truly a tale of old Quebee.

The whole of the siege operations in 1690, such as narrated by eye
witnesses, Major Whalley—Alere Jucherean de St. Ignace and con-
temporary writers LaPottarie—LaHontan—Charlevoix and others,
closing in with the glorious deaths of the two brothers Ste. Helene et
de Bienville and lighted up by the sweet face of Maric Louise d’Orsy
and some secondury actors to complete the mise en scene such is the
plot of the vovel.

Louise d'Orsy is the daughter of a French nobleman, who, on his
passage from Old to New France, in 1689, was with his lovely daughter
and his brave son taken prisoners of war, and carried to Boston—
where the father lingers and dies, leaving his children to shift for
themselves. Louis the son being & good swordsmun, teaches the Bos-
ton youths of the day the arme blanche, and M'lle. d'Orsy, to stave off
want, gives lessons in drawing and embroidery. Amongst the pupils
of Louis, there is a proud and revengeful young English officer, named
Harthing—who falls in love with aud exentually proposes for the high-
born French girl.  She scorns the offer with Lauteur, alleging that she
considers the English as the murderers of her parent. T never wil
marry one of that nation.” He vows revenge on brother and sister—|
shortly they leave Boston for Quebec. ‘

The following year Lieut. Harthing accompanies Sir William Phipss
fleet. His pride spurring on his deadly revenge, induces him to cor
nect himself with a fierce Iroquois chief, Wolt Fang, who hed pre
viously been a prisoner of war in the chatean St. Louis, wherefron
he was released through the secret machiration of an avaricious publicas
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named Jean Boisdon. Harthing is the bearer of the flag of truce sent
by Phips to Frontenae, aud whom Frontenac ordered to be blind-folded
before being admitted to deliver Phips’s arrogaut message about the
surrender of Quebee. It is unvecessary to state that all here is strict-
ly historical—all except the sceret visits of Lient. Harthing and his
friend, the Iroquois chief Wolf Fang. Every detail of the siege,
including the bombardmant of the city—the engagement of the English
under Major Walley and repulse at the Beanport Flats, is most vividly
Jdepicted ; the costumes of the French officer— French soldier—French
peasant of 1690—even to the wines served and dishes partaken of, at
camp or in the Chateau—every little incident is well portrayed and
authority quoted in motly every case. The novelist seems to have
drawn copiously from that great source of auntiquarian lore, Mouteil
—Amans Alexis Monteil—the historian of the French people from the
13th to the 17th Century. M, Marmette could not have selected, in
the whole history of the Colony, a more glorious era for the supremacy
of the Gallic Lily thau that of Frontesac—the epoch which saw
Sir William Phips’s proud ficet of fifty-fi; :v ~hips of all sizes repulsed
before Quebec. He has given to the . A au all the dark tracings
peculiar to the times—the rancorous feclings of the Briton and the
Gaul carried from across the sea. The tale concludes by the tragic
death of Bienville near Montreal, whilst the dread portals of the
Hotel Dieu Couvent close over the unhappy and devoted louisec who
becomes a cloistered nun, to accomplish the vow made to heaven dur-
ing the siege.

THE WRECK OF THE WHITE BEAR*

In the two elegant volumes bearing the above title, just issued from
the press of John Lovell, of Montreal, & most creditable and valuable
addition to the literature of Canada is made. The story, if story it
can be called—it is written in the form of an autobiography, and
savors more strongly of reality, in most of the incidents employed,
thon it does of mythical imagery—abounds in many fine passages.
‘There is an clegance of diction throughout quite beyond the common ;
aud whether we are reading a description of some romautic spot, en-
deared to the author by those strong ties of affection nearly every one
has felt at some time or another in life, and in which word-painting
may be used to advantage, or in the blocking out of some character
destined to shine in prominence in her pages further on in the varra-
tive, the same powerful hold of author over reader is noticed. We

* “Tae WRECK oF THE WHITE BEaR, East INDIAMAN:” by MRs. EcLex
Ross. Montreal, John Lovell.
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read on; page aftee page is turned, and our iuterest is still unabated.
The desire to read further is in nowise lessened, and a feeling of sorrow
gains ground a3 the end is reached. This power which somc anthors
retain 1s rare, and it is only the possessor of a great mind who can control
and use it at will and pleasure.  Without being what is termed sen-
sativnal, Mrs. Ross is a writer of the more exalted school of literature,
Iu her works the trashy clement is entirely excluded.  We admire this
pavticulariy in story writing; for it is s that peeuliae ehannel where the
magination has full play, and one is invariably tempted, when oveasion
offers, to play upon the unstrung ne:ves of the easily excited reader,
Mrs. Ross succeeds in being interesting; her English is good, and her
character drawing is excellent.  T'o be sure, one or two persunages might
be deemed perbaps a little too extravagant ; but this is admissible, No
one is wholly perfect. There is enough left to place the author’s name
high up on the list of novelists of this.century. We do not say of Can-
ada alone. The laurel from other lands might be gained with little
exertion,

Comparisons have been rightly deemed edious, and in fact they are
mostly ont of place; but in justice to the author we would say that the
readers of ¢ Violet Keith” have in the « Wreck of the White Bear” »
buok of fur superior workmanship, in no matter what way the two may be
classed, either in artistic excellence or dramatic effect.

The * Wreck of the White Bear” boasts of some plot, its dramatis
personze take a wider and broader range, and there is less of the weak,
namby-pamby element than is to be found in the sister volume, * Violet
Keith,” We do not write thus to scnd home a shaft at Mrs. Ross's first
book. We do it to let our readers know that & splendid story awaits them
—a true story of real life, und one ef far superior attaimments and charac-
ter than it is—in the book just given to the world on finely tinted
paper. )

We have said Mrs. Ross is a skilful draugziter of charvacter. To sub-
stantiate that assertion, it is only necessary tu refer to the finc portrait of
Innes—sweet little Innes, maidenly Inves, and lastly, womanly Innes.
This is the hervine of the story, and the reader falls i love with her
before the first three chapters are read. There i3 so much to admire and
appreciate in her every action, and her sorrows and the cruel treatment
she experiences at the hands of her scoundrelly guardians, are all calcul-
ated to inspive one with no very amiable feelings towards the authors of
their pet's troubles.  When she emerges from the rough dangers which
here and there beset her path, a new emotion is wrought in the follower
of her fortunes, and he smiles with inward satisfaction as the end is dem-
onstrated in preeisely the same manner as he would wish. Dominie
Sampson—good, noble Dominie, poor but gzenerous in his poverty—and
Katie are two fine, rich chamcters. Oue breathes {freer in their company,
aad a new vein of thought rises to the mind us they appear on the camera.
Mrs, Ross is happy in her dclincatien of the villain, Capt. Young, and
the heartless young scamp, Tom, as she unquestionably is'when engaged
iu depicting her more agreeable children of romance.

‘The boek abounds in wany striking points, and the few personages the
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anthor cmploys play their parts exccedingly well, and in good taste
throughout.

We do not propsse giving even an outline of the plot.  OQur lady
readers would never forgive uws were we even to hint that Innes ever
warried Dominie Sumpsou, so we wont say a word about that; but we
will say, there is 2 piot in the boos, and that plot should be unravelled
by us muny of our readers as enjoy the perusal of a clever, well put together
and true story.  The time spent will not be altogether thrown away.  Une
feels better pleased with mankind and the world and all that in iv is, when
the perusal of this work is completed. A certain air of serenity and
goodness pervades its entire contents, and for that reason, it for no other
more forcible one, it should be read.

In hev deseription of « Blin Kirk,” the author is really brilliaut and
effective.  In this rude, romantic region, the scene of two tesrible events,
the eragyy sepulture, the veturned father sat with his darling Innes and
heard her childish account of the sufferings and the hardships she had un-
derzone during his absence from her side, with boiling rage and subdued
emotion. That night they were to depart from that wicked place forever,
The moon shone bright and full, and in the stillness of the hour, with no
sound save their own voices to break the grandeur and silent monotony of
the place, the youthful cars drank in, in sweet draugbts, her father's
cager plans for the future. Therc all was quietness.  Says the author
thus charmingly :

*'We both sat silent for a few moments: what my father’s ti:oughts were I
could not divine. My own were all sunshine; my path on the uplands, over
daisied hillock and mossy fell, the warm air all around, with springs of crystal
water giving back hill and dale in their clearness, no cloud in the sky, gold and
grey in the east, purple and crimson in the west; the companion of 1y life, one
vwhose love was my earliest dream, with whom I was about to visit the classic
ground of Europe, where miartyrs Lled and heroes fell; I was to be led by one
whosc mind was rich in storied lorc; the galleries of the Continent, where rest
the glorious works in sculpture and painting of the masters who are, as well as
of those who have passed away, were all to baopened to iy gaze; my car, so
keenly alive to the luxury of sweet sound, was to Feten to the strains of Gotts-
chaff and Blumenthal in the music halls of their own land.”

By some strange aud unaccountable infatuation, the father rose and
went to guther a bunch of daisies for his little one. His death is thus

graphically given:

¢ ¥ went towards the cdge of the cliff, picked a few daisies which he held up
for me to see, and again stooped down in search of others; the moon entered a
cloud, her light n little shaded at first, and then very dark, the shadow resting
on the top of the cliff. I looked up to the sky; she had a little way to go cre
she would agnin emerge from the cloud into the grey, clear azure. What is
that7—1I started to my feet in dread unutterable. A human voice—a singlo cry
in agony of soul—a heavy body falling, falling, over the jagged rocks! The
table land is as light as day. Merciful God! my father is nowhere to be scen!
—he has fallen hundreds of feet over those dread rocks into the terrible abyss
of Elfin Kirk!”

With the dreadful fate of her father, went out all the hope which
theered her drooping heart and cased her patient suffering. The other
portions are strikingly beautiful. The work is highly commendable in
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svery particular. Its get-up is in admirable taste, and its circulation
ehould be very large.

In this connection, we might announce that Mrs. Ross is actively pre-
paring for the press a work of ‘wreat wagnitude, entitled * The Red Man.”
It will consist of several Indian legends and sketches of considerable his-
toric interest to the student of Canadian annals. A new feature in it will
be the chromo-lithographic illustrations which will grace the coming
volume. These have all been made from persounal sketches by the author,
herself. When issued, * The Red Man 'l should command a ready sale.

A LEISURE HOUR WITH THE SERIALS.

The magazines are of an nnhusually brillinnt character for the pres-
ent month. There are so many really good things and so very little
of that species of serial composition called padding in the various pub-
lications upon our table, that considerable difficulty is experienced in
reading each individual monthly entirely through. A mere ¢ dip’™™
into, or partial skimming of the papers, in prose and verse, has been,
to some extent, the utmost that our time would permit us to give to-
them.

The ATLANTIC continues to lead in the more exalted school of litera-
ture. Its contents embrace a wide scope, and no uncertain sound is
uttered in any onc of the artieles which fills its pages. ¢ Our Israclit-
ish Brethren,” by James Parton, is a compauion paper to the one lately
published by the same author in the Atlantic, entitled ¢ Our Roman
Catholic Brethren,” and like that article, it is deserving of much at-
tention and considcration. This sketch is written in the author’s best
vein and the large amount of valuable information disseminated anent
our friends, the Jews, is particularly pertinent at this time. DMr. Par-
ton’s description of the Jewish sabbuth is effectively rendered, and as
he justly says, the manner in which their sabbath is kept by them-
selves, should put to the blush their christian neighbours. A good
deal of wholesome truth is told in an casy gossipy way which adds
doubly to the interest of the paper. Mr. Bayard Taylor furnishes the
tenth part of ¢ Joseph and his friend.” This story is now rapidly
drawing to a close. The interest which shonc out so prominently in
the first chapters has been entirely preserved throughout, and some
regret will be felt when the author bids his readers adieu. ** Irony,”
by F. H. Hedge, is a good thing in its way. but nothing new is de-
veloped. * A Virginian in New Englaud thirty-five years ago,” will
have many readers. It is written in the form of a diary and its quaint
but withal elegant diction, is charming in the extreme. Iu the sketch
4 Four months with Charles Dickens,” a peep into that great novelist's
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life is given. At this time it is refreshing rcadiog, and the writer is
evidently one who knows well the anthor of the immortal ¢ Pick-
wick.”  3eyond a little ruggedness of . yle *¢ A German Landlady,”
is very readable ; but ou the whole it is commonplace to say the least.
That indefatigable magazinist, Justin McCarthy, ¢ comes out ” in this
No. of the Atlantic, and he discourses tersely and racily about *Some
English Workmen.” Reviews and Literary Notices complete the
October number of this serial.

Every Saturpay, from the same office, is the handsomest weekly
pictorial published in America. Its war pictures, maps and letter-
press arc the admiration of everybody who has scen a copy of this
paper.  The editorials are origival and able while the selections from:
magazines abroad give an epitome of what is going on in the other
literary world beyond the seas. We confess, in commion with many
others, we deemed the converting of our favourite Boston weekly into
an illustrated periodieal, an unwise step. 'We are happy to be able to
say that we were wroug and week after week evidence to that effect
manifests itself in the choice and graphic engravings which are given
:iétgrcnt and generous profusion. Fields, Osgood & Co., publishers,

ostoun.

Oy avp New for October—Mr. Iale’s Mouthly—grows more
clever as it increases in age and in this respect it resembles what our
auti-tectotal friceds term *¢ good wipe.” ‘There is always a pleasant
bit of good verse in this punblication, and as for the shorter order of
papers, Old and New has become quite famous for those pithy, cpigram-
matic pieces which mounthly appear in its pages. Rain after Drought
is a fine poem. It opens thus:

¢ A few short hours ago, and all the land
Lay, as in fever, faint and parched with drought;
And 80 had lain, while many a weary day
Iiragged the long liorror of its minutes out.

The juiceless fruits fell from the dusty trees;
‘The farmer doubted if the Lord was good,

As sad, he watched the labour of his hands,
Made useless by the Day-god’s fiery mood.”

Mr. Iale's own story and one that has given much satisfaction and:
pleasure to his younger friends, *‘John Whopper the Newsboy,” is
concluded. So is * She Writes,” a story about which we can say but
little. Fred. W. Loring—a young writer of great promise, and one
who has already made his mark as a poet of much brilliancy and
imagination—has a short sketch in prose which he calls ¢ Two Song
wnd Dance Men.” Tt is lively and amusing and gives further proof of
the versatility and literary excelleuce of Mr. Loring, who, if we mis-
take not, was at one time senior editor of the Harvard Advocate—a
college paper. ¢ Naucy in Lorraine,’ by C. H. Gates, will be read:
extensively by those who seck information during the progress of the
present unhappy war between Fraunce and Prussia. ¢ The Examiner™
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aud ¢¢ Record of Progress” are the departments of Old and New that
uever go wnread and those o this issue ave us good and clever as ever.
Roberts Bros , of Boston, now print this Magazine for its cditor, Rev,
L. E. Iale. '

Perxan for October. This is the last time that we shall notice
DPutnam as Putacon,  Ina month from now, it joius issue with Scrib-
ner's Monthly and then, under the Iatter name, with Dr. ilotland
(Limothy Titcomb) as chicef editor, it will be sent ont with illustea-
tious. ‘The new monthly is making great exertions to be the foremost
magazine in the United States, and we hope, some at least, of those
efforts will be crowned with the success they deserve. The present
No. of Putuam has a nmmber of goad. veadable papers chief amoug
whicl is *¢ Shakspeare in Germany of To-day.”  This treatise is ex-
hauvstive and possesses a certain dvgree of profundity beyond the
common. The student will find much to admire in “The auntiquity of
Celtic Literature,” and the lovers of romauce will be delighted with
the tit-bit—* A new story of Gen. Putnwm ”—0Id Lut of the heroic
days of ’76. In the * True dauses of the Prussian-French War)”
some imporiant ficts are developed. The paper is strongly ultra
Prussia or rather German in its tone, therefore but one side appears
10 advaniage. ‘The editorial notes shew ability, as do the * Literature
at home” and ¢ Literature abroad ” departments,  Published by G.
2. Putnam & Son, New York.

Lirpixcorr’s Magazixg, clegantly printed and a capital exemplar
of Americaun enterprise aud good taste, is distingnished in its October
number for the short and terse characier of its contents. The lively
anpd crisp essuy, and sirort aud juteresting story, predominate, while
the poetry is far above the average magazine verse.  © Forbidden ™ is
a perfect little gom, and the siniple love story in verse, entitled <Marie,”
is gracefully told. *’The Great Monopoly ” professes to be o history
of the workings of the Telegraphic system in the United States, from
1848 to this present day. Itis interesting—such sketches usually are;
but it reads more like an advertisement for the Western Union Tele-
graph Co. However, that takes none of the iuterest from the paper.
“ Prussia. the German Nation,” is a gossipy account of this great
State, and a considerable dip into internal affairs is made. We learn
from this paper that the prominent generals, whose valour and great
strategy are distinguished in the war of' the first and of the second
Empire of Frauce, were not Prussians but Mecklenburgers.  Lebrecht
von Bliicher, fiunous for his last graud charge at Waterloo against the
warrior Napoleou Bovaparte, and Barou von Moltke, the hero of Sa-
dowa, the *silent strategist,” and io whose great mind Prussia owes
so much in the present war between that country and Frauce, are the
two prominent names. The former was once offended by grim Fred-
erick the Great. He unever forgave his king, but instautly left his
company and his captaincy. His re-entrauce into the army of Prussia
was not until the Dlunt old soldier’s life bad fled. Other renowned
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authors of capaigns and military systems, such as Gueisenau, who
was a Saxon, and Scharnhorst, a Hanoverian, ave well sketched.  The
writer of this paper marks out a brilliant position for Germany in the
future, and to attain that proud pivnacle of fame, onc language and
ouly one must be spoken throughont the Confederation, from the Baltie
to the Adriatic. Ile also becomes solicitons for the welfare of the
coming Germau child, and cxpresses the devout wish that it may
never “sink into the nnfuthomable abyss of practical Unzusammenge-
korigleit,” whatever that is. There is a good deal of sound sense
in what is written in the above essay. ¢ On the English Iustings”
i3 a history of the clectoral machine of England. We are told how
the people vote, how nominations are sccured and made, and much
else that is iuteresting, by some one who evidently understands how
such things are managed in the Mother Countvy. ¢ The Ghost of Ten
Brock van der eyden” is a story very well told and very amusing.
So is ¢ Blood will tell.” Much clse of a readable description is
to be found in the pages of Lippincott.  The number concludes with a
budget of well-.  ten gossip of the month, and uotices cf new books.
Lippincott & Ce., rhiludelphia, publishers.

“ The Phrenological Journal and Packard’s Monthly” is rapidly
growing into public favour. Over twenty diflerent prose productions,
some of them illustrated, besides poetry, editorial items and literary
notices, appear in the issue for October. Of course there is a paper
on the event of the hour—the war in Europe. No magazine may be
said 10 be complete without an article on that subject. The one in
the Journal is strongly Prussian in sentiment, and is entitled ** The
Franco-Prussian War.” ¢ Nature’s Worship,” by the Quaker bard,
Whittier, is o true eud clegant poem. It abounds in fine, glowing,
poctic fervor, aud the lines are bold and real. ¢ Yale Sketches” are
continued. ‘Thesc are interesting priucipally to a student of old Yale
College ; beyougd this they possess little attractiveness  Dr. Caldwell
continties his a()mimb]c disquisition on * Physical Edueation.” This
is illustrated, and the engravivgs add more or less to the iutevest of
the paper.  * The Generals of the war in Europe,” with illustrations,
are biograplieal sketches of the leaders of battles. There are someo
short stories and sketches in this vmmber of the Phrenclogi-al. and to
these and the other contents noticed heve, we would direct the attention
of those of our readers who desire a fivst-class monthly. Fowler &
Wells, New York.

Hareew's Moxtury for October opaps with « fine paper on * The
Young Men’s Christian Associntion.” It is {ull of interesting infor-
mation and will well repay the reader for the time spent in perasing
it. To s young man the article may be of inealeulable benefit. The
numberless deeds of merey which the association has doue, from time
to time, are kaowu the wide world over. Their charities are uutold
and their kind acts to those requiring aid and suecour are every-day
occurrences.  * Frederick the Great "—a beautifully wrilten account
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of the stern old mouarch and his court—is continued and new scenes
are introduced to the reader. * The Detective” i3 a story. The
writer vouches for the truth and correctness of the statement he therein
makes. “The Detective” is interesting and at times quite dramatie
for & short story. The late William Gilmore Simms—a celebrated
Anmcrican novelist who died some mounths ago—furnishes a short, hu-
morous story which he calls *“ IJow Sharp Snafiles got his capital aud
wife.” There are many clever hits scattered throughout and some of
them ave very funny indeed. The way Sam got even with the old
“ Squire ” is good and will provoke something more demonstrative
than a mere smile. This is probably the last story written by the
late author. It is therefore valuable on that account apart from the
interesting nature of the story itself. * Literary Forgeries” should be
read largely by those singular but misguided beings who contemplate
writing for the press. There is much to avoid and cousiderable for
them to learn from a perusal of it. ¢ The Faun of Praxiteles” is a
fair poem, containing some good points. It is rather too aucient in
idea to be much read by the masses; but those who read it will be
amply remunerated for their trouble. ¢ Madame Mére” is a clever
and powerful biographical sketch of this celebrated woman to whom
France is so much indebted. The editor’s various departments in

Harper are unusually terse, epigrammatic and humorous. Ilarper &
Bro., New York.

THE CANaDA BookserLrer for September is an excellent issue.
The various articles are well written and display considerable tac,
while the bulletin of English, American and foreign publications is of
much value to both the reader and the bookseller. This quarterly
journal is a thing new to Canada and we hope that it is gaining the
support it so richly deserves. It is beautifully printed on fine paper
by the proprietors, Adam, Stevenson & Co., Torouto.

Tue AMERICAN BoOKSELLER'S GuUIDE is in mauy respects similar
to the above, only it is got up on a much more elaborate scale and its
news department from different parts of the world is very full. Some
atteution is given to new music, and a regular list of such literature
is given every month. There are several attractions about the Guide
and cvery number displav: some mark of improvement. The Ameri-
can News Co. of New York issuc this publication.

LITERARY NOTICES.

Capt. Mayne Reid, who was ill a short time ago, is now restored to
health. He is about commencing a new scries of juvenile books.

Heunry Ward Beecher's long promised Life of Christ is nearly ready
at last. It will be published, beyond doubt, this fall,

The ¢ Lothair Necktie ” has just come out.
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Poor Mark Lemon, late editor of Punch, shared the fate common to
authors. He died poor and his family are said to be suffering. A
life policy for some £6,000 is held by his creditors.

¢ Fanny Fern ”—the author of the crisp ¢ Ginger Suaps,” says that
she has no intention of closing her literary career this year, as certain
widely circulated newspaper paragraphs would have the public believe.
She concludes her denial of the charge thus charvacteristically: ¢ Be-
ing a woman, I have no intention of stopping till T get through.”

On gits that Lord Lytton and Disracli are actively cagaged on a
new novel apiece, are in civeulation.

% Iinglish Society ” is the name of a threatened vew magazine in
London, and the * Rectangular Review” of the same city has just
made its first appearance. It is well spoken of.

J. M. LeMoine’s ¢ Sword of Gen. Richard Montgomery,” has just
been published. It is dedicated to the popular author of ¢ The Pio-
ueers of New France,”—Franeis Parkmon. This little hrochure is full
of annalistic lore and handled in M. LeMoine’s best and most graceful
style. 'The famous sword is now in the market and can be purchased
by curiosity hunters.

Algernon Swinbourne’s Bothiwell is nearly ready for the press.
Its author is busily working at it and beating it juto shape.

Max Schenckenburger—a very poetical and literary name by the
way—is the frentlemau who ¢)mposed the emiuently popular Germau
war ballad, ¢« The watch on tae Rhine.”

Mark Twain's “ Inuocent’s Abroad” is issued in at least a dozen
different styles, so the admirers of this inimitable humorist will have
no lack of volumes from which to make their choice. The cloth edi-
tion by Hotten of England is the finest one we have yet seen. This
sells at & dollar and the whole journey is served up in two volumes.
*The Innocent’s Abroad,” (the voyage out) being the first book, and
the councluding one of the series is called * The New Pilgrim’s Pro-
gress.” An issue at Is. stg. is also published but this is very much
abridged. In Canada we arc promised an edition, complete, on paper
for 30 cents.

¢ The Atlantic Almanac” for 1871 is to be a magnificent affair, and

this time eclipse all the former efforts of the proprietors in 1ssumg a
fine and beautiful annual,

Prof. DeMill, author of ¢ The Dodge Club™ and the juvenile “B,
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0. W. C.,” has just dashed off & companion volume, entitled * The
boys of Grand Pré Sichool.”

Fields, Osgood & Co. have issued, so far as written before dcatlu
robbed us of the great anthor, * ThesMystery of Edwin Drood,” and &
few short papers besides, including Mr. Dickens’ will, which is a
creditable contribution to our literature itself.

A complete hand-book on ¢ Elocution,” by Richard Lewis, is shortly
to appear from the press of Adam, Stevenson & Co., of Toronto.
The work is highly spoken of, and its use by ministers, lawyers, orators,
and others in that peenliar walk of life, is recommended.

Auother Canadian book is announced—* Outlines of Sir W. Hamik
ton’s Philosophy,” by Prof. Murray, of Queen’s College, Xingston,
Considerable merit is awarded to it. Dr. McCosh writes an intro-
ductory chapter for it. . o

“ Lothair™ has run throngh six editions, and still its popularity is
something immense. .

Jean Iugelow's admirers, and they are legion, will be delighted to
hear that she has completed a new poem, and that the maununseript is
now in the hands of her Boston publishers.

Chas. Dickens’ speeches, * every page of which reads like a poge of
Pickwick,” says a London reviewer, have just seen the honour of types
in a neat little volume, published by IHotten, of London. They should:
command a ready and prompt sule. v

A Canadian weekly—one of a decidedly literary aspect—is now in-
dustriously advocated. A lady a short time ago had it in contemplas
tion to start a similar serial in Montreal ; but through some means the
enterprisc never came to anything.

The ¢ Kuriositi Kabinet” is the Jatest New York monthly paper,”
1t is devoted to the progress of philately, and the sale of white beans-,
and rare picces of card-board. It is weatly priuted on rich, toned:

paper.

Mrs. Ellen Ross is the first author in Canada who used the tmted
paper. Iler book, ¢ The Wreck of the White Bear,” is prmted‘onr,
this paper, and it was with much difficulty that she succeeded in getting -
the manufacturer to make the paper for her in the manner she de-.
sired. Ile was under the impression that it would not pay; but by:
this timq, he probably knows better.



