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LLONDON'S BANKER-POET.

PASTOR FELIX WRITES ABOUT

SAMUEL ROGERS.

Some of Rogers’ Characteristics—His Early
Home at Newington Green—Early Poems
—~“The Pleasures of Memory ,”’—Visits to
France, Ttaly and Scotland,

As these papers have been desultory, and
rather reminiscent and sympathetic than
formally critical, it has been the writer's
habit to mingle perscnal references and
notes of individual preference. Rogers
happ2ns to be a poet instrumental in the
formation of his taste,and one to whom he is
gratefully indebted, not only for hours of
personal pleasure, but for the deeper ap-
preciation of pure, perspicuous and har-
monious writing. It is not common, in our
hurried, garish, scientific and story-telling
age, always straining after new, startling,
and other superficial effects, to find people
who care enough for reflactive poetry to
give it the careful attention which the mas-
terpieces of this order will well repay. We
have a modern horror ot didacticism and of
classic diction : that, having run to its rabid
extreme, may in time make way for the ap-
preciation of such writings as improve the
mind while they enrich the heart. The
writer of these sketches confesses an undi-

minished regard for the poet-banker,— |

who was, in truth, more a poet, litterateur
and connoissuer, than a counter of reals or
shekels. There are hours in which the
‘*Pleasures of Memory” and ‘‘Human Life”
have their olden charm; while “‘Italy” is
still an exemplar of terse, chaste, perspic-
uous, yet picturesque English. The story
of “*Genevra” is signal for the influenze it
had on the writer's imagination when, as a
child, he first met it in his school-reader.
It haunted him long and gruesomely: for

| went to Johnson’s door in Bolt Court,

lived betore him, be remained, to witness
the death of mother, brother, and father;
and here the ‘‘Pleasures of Memory” as
written.

The boy lived ir stirring times. While
only eleven the news ot the American
Revolution and the riots in Boston came
to him. He would recall bow, one night,
his father,after reading the Bible to his tam-
ily, closed it solemnly, and explained to
them the cause of the rebellion, and how
the British nation was wrong and deserved
to fail in their attempt to subjugate the
colonists. Such lessons he was quick to
receive and slow to forget.

He was very fortunate in his schoolmas-
ters: particularly in Mr. Burgle, whose
mind,enlarged by reading and observation,
made a strong impression upon him. At
Hackney school he contracted a triendship
with William Maltly which was lifelong.
Founded on mutual respect and similarity
of tastes, it continued for eighty years ; and
when Maltly died in 1854, shortly before
| the poet, Rogers set a memorial tablet over
his grave in Norwood cemetery. He took
? to books with avidity. When, through the
| failure of health and eyesight, he sought the
| sea-side, and kept holiday at Margate and
| Brighton, Goldsmith and” Grey were car-

ried with him, His admiration and study

ot these poets need not be assured to any
| one familar with his own writings. These
| were his classics; and while he cared
nothing for Greek or mathematics, Knglish
poetry and prose made the perpetual ban-
(uet to which his mind sat down. Of all
works of power he was an ardent and
| catholic admirer.
| The works of Samuel Johnson, who had
not ceased to be a king of letters, were
also admired by him. He loved to recall
' the day, when, with his friend Maltly, he

Fleet street, intent oa calling on the surly
philosopher.  But with hand upon the
knocker tancy.ng they heard the old man’s
shufiling tread in the hall, their hearts mis-
gave them, and they flad away.

Rogers' first poetic veniure was‘ An
Ode to Superstition,” published in 1786.
This had an encouraging reception with
the critics, and the praise ot the Monthly

many a grevious night he turned on his pil-
low, entering the woeful estate of the merry ‘
maiden entombed in the old trunk, and
perished with her fancifully in her hideous
despair. Rogers still holds his own with
us, along with Goldsmith and Campbell.
Their places are unique, and 1 their de-
partments they are not easily to be super-
seded. How well says Howitt: **Of the |
writers, and especially the poets, who |
charmed our young and inexperienced |
spirits, how few are those whose works will
bear the test of time; how tew to whom we
can turn at a mature age, and find them all
that we ever believed them to be.” To
this test Rogers answers well. He never
dazzles, and, taken for what we expect of |
his genius, he rarely disappoints. |
Samuel Rogers,—the long-enduring link |
between two poetic eras,—was happily
born July 30, 1763, the third son in a large
family, most of whom came to maturity.
His father, Thomas Rogers, lived in subur- |
ban London, and was partner in a banking
house, to which partnership his son suc-
ceeded. Ilis mother was Mary Radford;
and the home the poet first knew was the
old ancestral mansion of the Radferds, at |
Newington Green, Middlesex. This intel-
ligent and pious mother, who died while
her poet-son was a youth of thirteen, was a
descendant of the celebrated noncontorm-
ists Philip and Matthew Henry; and the
Rogers family were whigs in politics and
We siy he was

dissenters in religion.
happily born; for he was born to the ad- |
vantages of wealth without its perils. His
temperament and disposition yielded him
the greatest amount of delight, with the

least of pain. For passion he had senti-

ment ; for the creative imagination, taste,

almost amounting to genius. He was

equally fortunate in intercourse and associ-
ation: the most diverse were his friends.
So was he in his domestic relationships :
for in his father’s house he was not less ad-
mired than loved, and in the beginning he
had in his tastes and pursuits aid and sym-

pathy.

Newington (Green was a place congenial
to the poetic temperament. It bore the
marks of an old, long-settled locality, and |
was enriched to the fancy with traditions of |
the Tudor family, who made the neighbor- |
hood a bunting-ground. Here, and at
Canonbressy and Islington, Elizabeth Tu-

dor, mounted, would chase the tallow deer,
when all around was yet forest. Kingsland,
now built over,had its walk ot Henry VIII.,

and its walk of Elizabeth:; but if their

spirits walk there now they must be without |

power of recognition. Built round, in that
day, with ancestral homes embowered in
shade, and with a park-like seclusion and
(uietude, Newington GGreen seemed to have
a sense of its former importance as a royal
haunt, and so to impress the beholder.
The Rogers home was on the south gate
road, west side the green, and nearest l.on-
don. It was a large house of red brick,
covered with stucco; in an old garden,
ample and tull of shade; having a row of
elms in front and a field at one side.

At Stoke Newington is the old presby-
terian chapel where the family attended and
listened to Dr. Price, revered for his char-
acter, and admired for his classic tastes.
The family pew was in the south-east cor-
ner, on the left hand side, facing the pulpit.
Here then sat Mary Wollstonecraft, a
teacher at that time. Here in earlier days,
Daniel Defoe attended worship ; while here

at a later date sat Mrs. Barbauld, from Sab-
bath to Sabbath, while her husband was in
the pulpit as the officiating minister.

Here in the home of Newington he grew,
and formed his taste : here with eagerness
he turned the pages of the Gentleman’s
Magazine. to find, with a satisfaction long
remembered, his essays, counted worthy ot
a place ; here, where his grandtather had

| delicacy of sentiment, variety of versifica-

| strike down their possessor.”
' said, in addition, that Rogers did not ab-
| ruptly depart from the poetic school in

| Beattie,

leview was especially gratifying. *‘In
these pieces,” said the critic, ‘‘we perceiv-
ed the hand of an able master.” Rogers
was grateful to his then unknown critic,
whom he atterwards understood to be Dr.
Enfield, and of whom in his latest days he
often spoke in terms of respect and affec-
tion. The other pieces in the volume came
in for their share of praise ; these were ‘A
Wish,” “The Sailor,” ‘A Sketch of the
Alps at Daybreak,” and “To a Lady on
the Death ot her Lover.”

uel and his brothers and sisters were taken
from time to time to pay a visit to their
grandfather and aunts at the Hill near
Stourbridge, and these two houses, his

andfather’s near Stourbridge, and ks
ather’s on Newington Green, most likely
together supplied him with the scenery that
his poem on the ‘Pleasures of Memory’
opens with. The house on the hill, from
which the aunts removed soon after their
father's death, may have been

‘Yon old mansion frowning thro’ the trees’;
and have given him ;

‘The garden’s desert paths,’

and
‘That hall were once in antiquated state,
The chair of justice held the grave debate.’

On the other hand,

‘The village green’
may have been that in front of his fathers’
house, where he was within the sound of
Mr. Burgh’s school-bell, which he describes

as
‘Quickening my truant feet across the lawn.’]

The Iill is in the parish of Old Swin-
ford ; and there in the churchyard are the
tombstones of the Rogers family. There
he had thoughttully traced the name of
Rogers.

*On yon grey stone, that fronts the chancel-door,
Worn smooth by busy feet now seen no more.’

This churchyard the poet had in his

mind when he said—
‘Here alone
I search the record of each mouldering stone.

The visits to the hill also sometimes led
him to the Leasower, lately the pictur-
esque seat of the poet Shenstone, who had
been intimate with his father. At that
time Shenstone’s artificial additions to the
natural beautics of the place had not fallen
to decay ; and the visits to Worcestershire
gave the tollowing couplet to the ‘I’leasures
of Memory.’

Thus, thro’ the gloom at Shenstone’s fairy-grove
Maria’s urn still breathes the voice of love.

The poet on several occasions visited
France and Scotland. He saw the reign-
ing King, and the beautiful Queen, be-
fore the French revolution; then when
they were in the dust, be had the
first consul, Napoleon, pointed out to
him, standing on the steps of the Tuilleries.
In the Louvre he gratified his passion for art,
and studied the masterpieces, till his
knowledge was much enlarged, and his taste
improved. In Italy he gathered the mater-
ial for his most interesting poem,—or series
of poems, and procured many of the an-
tique artistic treasures with which his
London home was decorated. IHis first
excursion through England into Scotland
was made on horseback. He had lettters
that introduced him to Duagald Stewart,
Henry MacKenzie, Robertson the histor-
ian, Dr. Blair, Prof. Playfair, and others.

In 1792 appeared the ‘‘Pleasures of Mem-
ory,” on which he had been tor six years
engaged, upon his return to Newington
(sreen, after banking hours. He was from
the first a careful literary workman, who
wrought with diligence, and in the exer- i
cise ot a fastidious taste. It was hailed on |
all hands with critical applause. That |
reeling organ *‘‘The Monthly Review,” |

predicted that its correctness of thought, }

tion, *‘being the characters which disting-
uish this beautiful poem,” could not fail to
ensure success. In fact Rogers was always
treated with critical courtesy. He,however,
Howitt assures us, ‘*met with that species
of Mohawk criticism, that scalping and
scaritying lLiterary assault and battery,
which so many of his cont:mporaries have
had to undergo. There was a gentleness
zud calm suavity about his writings which
disarmed the most eager assailant of merit.
There was in him an absence of that militant
and antagonistic spirit which provokes the
like animus. There was felt only the puri-
ty of taste, the deep love of beauty in art
and nature, the vivid yet tender sympathy
with humanity which put every one dread-
fully in the wrong who shonld attempt to
It may be

vogue ; but slowly varied in his style, to

' accommodate the changing taste of his

time. Ile began with the diction of Gray
and Goldsmith; and ended his poetic ea-
reer with a free-and-easy blank-verse,—re-
minding us ot the Klizabethans,—and the
most limpid prose.

When this poem was issued Rogers step-
ped immediately to the front. There were
no poets in Britain, of true vitality and
moment, saving Cowper, in England, and
Burns, in Scotland. In the same year that
the **Ode to Superstition” appeared, the
Kilmarnock edition of Burns’ poems started
his magic name on its career ot immortality ;
and the Band of Olney had chanted his
sweetest  strains. Otherwise, Mason,
Hayley, Joseph Wharton, and
Wilham Whitehead, were the poets of the
time, who are known to the curious now
only by a stray feather or two of the languid
wings wherewith they flew to oblivion. All
except Beattie. Of his **Minstrel” the writer
has pleasant recollection ; but as he has not
met gentle Edwin since childhood, he
' knows not how that once loved phantom
might now appear. Crabbe had, indeed,
appeared as a poet, but obscurely ; so that
Rogers then shared with Cowper poetical
supremacy in England.

There are three poems, which, from their
titles we instinctively associate in mind,—
Akenside’s “*Pleasures of the Imagination,”
Rogers’ ‘‘Pleasures of Memory,” and
Campbell’s ‘‘Pleasures of Hope;” but
only the two latter are closely akin. As
Rogers follows Goldsmith, so Campbell
tollows Rogers,—and that closely, as a

arallelism of passages might show. In
Eis highland home of Kernan, this soft and
silvery muse stole into the young Scotch-
man’s soul, and fired him with emulation.
Campbell is the most vigorous, but Rogers
the most correct. Campbell has a loftier
ringing music ; Rogers the more mellitluous
and heart-soothing line. You think of **The
Deserted Village,” almost as soon as you
begin to read :—

“Twilight’s soft dews steal o’er the village green,
With magic tints to harmonize the scene,
Stilled is the hum that thro’ the hamlet broke,
When round the ruins of their ancient oak

The peasants flocked to hear the minstrel play,
And games and carols closed the busy day.
Her wheel at rest, the mutron thrills no more
With treasured tales and legendary lore.

All, all are fled ; nor mirth nor music flows

To chase the dreams of innocent repose,

All, all are fled; yet still I linger here;

What secret charms this silent spot endear?”

And yet there is a superior freshness in
the earlier poem,a heart-charm, a charm of
naturalness—that we miss here.

Rogers’ nephew, Samuel Sharpe, (son of
his sister, Maria, to whose death he refers
so feelingly in his “*Hieman Lite"), in a
brief life of his uncle, gives some account
of the localities from whence he drew the

He was there to hunt out genius and to
study greatness. Strange to say of one
man he saw and heard notking. Did no
one utter in his ear the name of Robert
Burns! That ‘‘burning and shining light”
had dazzled Edinburg and gone ; and now

| was she silent about him, when the strang-

er came to her gates asking,—Who are
your poets? Just then the greatest man in
Scotland, and the greatest poet Scotland
in a thousand years had seen was guaging
ale-casks in Ayrshire. DBefore Rogers
came again, the sod in St. Michael's kirk-
yard at Damtries had covered that splen-
did head ; and it was a life-long regret with
the bard of memory that the tame of the
Scottish minstrel did not reach him till it
was too late to see him on his native soil,
or anywhere in this world.

Pastor FrLix.

A Town Tbhat Pays No Rates,

The town of Klingenberg-on-the-Main,
Bavaria, occupies that enviable position.
The town makes so much money out of its
argil-pits that not only are no rates exacted
at all, but every inhabitant receives a yearly
sum out of the surplus town funds. In fact,
the authorities are not only rich but gener-
ous, and on last New Year's Day they sent
an offizial gift of fitteen shillings to a young
Klingenberger who is serving his time with
the army in a distant part of Germany.
The County Council of the North Riding of
Yorkshire decided in 1803 that they would
not levy any rates during the next twelve
months ; the balance at their bankers being
so large that they required no more money
for a year. Chamaret, a small French
township of about 600 inhabitants, received
in 1892 a legacy which will tor ever relieve
it from taxation. The will of an old miser
bequeathed them his whole hoarded wealth,
600,000 trancs, equal to about £25,000,
which will bring in a yearly revenue of
about £1,000, sufficient,it is said to defay all
parochial expenses, and leave a surplus of
about £400 to be expended as the munici-
pality may determine. The only conditions
to the bequest are that a stone tower, J0ft.
high, with a clock and huge bell, shall be
erected in memory of the testator. Taxa-
tion seems to be least in China, the average
there being only 3s. per inhabitant; the
other extreme is France, with 74s. per in-
habitant.

/

Speaks through the Boothbay (Me.) Register,
of the beneficial results he has received from
a regular use of Ayer’s Pills, Hesays: “I
was feeling sick and tired and my stomach
seemed all out of order. I tried a number
of remedies, but none seemed to give me
relief until I was induced to try the old relia-
ble Ayer’s Pills. I have taken only one
box, but I feel like a new man. I think they
are the most pleasant and easy to take of
anything I ever used, being so finely sugar-
coated that even a child will take them. I
urge upon all who are in need of a laxative
to try Ayer’s Pills. They will do good.”

For all diseases of the Stomach, Liver,
and Bowels, take

AYER’S PILLS

Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass,

scenic descriptions in the poem: **While
living as a boy at Newington Green, Sam-
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Every Dose Effective

AN AUTHOR'S AGONY.

Willlam Dean Howells' First Experience
With Reallsm.

Mr. Howells’s first experience with
realism was not nlto?ether a happy .one.
The young man, while paying bis é)rst visit
to his Boston publishers, was paid in gold
for a poemr he had contributed to *‘‘The
Atlantic,” and was permitted to look at
the proof sheets, which had just come from
the printer. *‘It was ‘The Pilot’s Story,’”
he writes in the July Harper, *‘which, I
suppose, has bad as much acceptance as
anything ot mine in verse ([ do not boast
of a vast acceptance for it), and I had at-
tempted to treat a phase of the national
tragedy of slavery, as I bad imagined it on
a Mississippi steamboat. A young planter
has gambled away the slave girl, who is
the mo:her of his child, and when he tells
her she breaks out upon him with the
demand :

“What will you say te our boy when he cries for me,
there in Saint Louis ?*’

“I had thought this very well and natural
and simple, but a fatal proof-reader had

House Full of

Steam | A vig fire, heavy lifting,
* hard work, is the usual

way of doing the wash . . . .

There is an easier and cleaner way.

A TEA KETTLE

will give all the hot water

required when
Surprise Soap

is used according to the

direc tions on the wrapper. It does away with boiling or scalding the
clothes and all that miss and confusion. The clothes are sweeter, whiter and cleaner,

washed in this way.

not thought it well enough. or simple and
natural enough, and he had made the line
read :

Thousands use Surprise Soap o6n wash day, why don’t you?
The St. Croix Soap M'fg. Co., St. Stephen, N, B,

“What will you say to our boy when he ciies for
‘M’ there in Saint Louis?”

“*He had even the inspiration to uote
the work he preferred to the one I had
written, so that there was no merciful pos-
sibility of mistaking it for a misprint, and
my blood froze to my veins at sight of it. |
Mr. Fields had given me the sheets to read |
while he looked over some letters, and he |
either felt the chill of my horror, or I made |
some sign or sound of dismay that
caught his notice, for he looked around
at me. I could only show him the pas-
sage with a giwsp. [ dare say he might
have liked to laugh, for it was cruelly
funny, but he did not; he was concerned
for the magazine, as weli as for me.
He declared that when he first read the
line he had thought I could not have written
it so, and he agreed with me that it would
kill the poem if it came out in that shape.
He instantly set about repairing the mis-
chief, so far as could be. He tound that
the whole edition ot that sheet had been
printed, and the air blackened round me
again, lighted up here and there with bale-
ful flashes of the newspaper wit at my cost,
which I previsioned in my misery ; I knew
what I should bhave said of such a thing
myself if it had been another’s. But the
publisher at once decided that the sheet
must be reprinted, and I went away weak,
as it in the escape of some deadly peril.
Afterward it appeared that the line had
passed the first proof-reader as I wrote it,
but that the final reader had entered so
sympathetically into the realistic intention
of my poem as to contribute the modifica-
tion which had nearly been my end.”

Truth and Deception
Compared.

Paine’s Czlery Compound Cured Mrs.
Geo. H. Parker, Winona,
Ont., After Every Other
Medicine Failed.

Deceptive and Worthless Med-
icines Gave No Help

or Relief.

A Warning Toat All Shonld Heed.

The people of Canada can hardly have
better or stronger proof of the great value
of Paine’s Celery Compound, and its
power over disease and suffering, than is
furnished in the testimony of Mrs. Geo. H.
Parker, of Winona, Oat. This strong and
convincing testimony holds up the danger
signal of warning to all afilicted ones. It
shows the folly of using any of the many
boasted medicines now so freely advertised.
The majority of these worthless nostrums
had been tried by Mrs. Parker, but all
proved useless and deceptive. How
different the result when that medicine of
truth and power was used—Paine’s Celery
Compound. The pains, sufferings, agonies
and miseries of eighteen years were swept
away, and the afflicted lady was completely
cured. Mrs. Parker, who now enjoys the
blessings of health, writes as tollows : —

‘I have been a great sufferer from neu-
ralgia for nearly eighteen years ; these suf-
ferings at times were so bad that words
would fuil to describe them. After having
tried every known remedy, and different
physicians, and receiving no help, I was
persuaded to try your Pame’s Celery Com-
pound, which I have been using for the

ast four months. I am happy to say that
am now a different woman and complete-
ly cured. I can recommend your Paine's
Celery Compound to all my friends, for it
has been worth hundreds of dollors to me.”

Mr. G. W. Spackman, one of Iamilton’s
prominent druggists, says :—

““This is to certify that Mrs. Parker, of
Winona, has, during the past four months,
purchased one dozen bottles of Celery
Compound, and claims that it has been
worth hundreds of dollars to her.”

*‘Poste Restante,”

In a provincial town a young damsel
called at the post-office and bashfully in-
quired if there was a letter addressed to
her.

“‘Business or love letter ?” said the
clerk, by way of a joke.

Her face turned crimson, as she replied :

‘‘Business letter !”

As the letter was not to be found, the
voung lady went away; but returned
shortly afterwards, tapped at the window,
and said, in faltering accents : —

““Oh, sir? would you mind diu“ having a
look among the other letters "

COLONIAL HOUSE, -
” MONTREAL.

Prints, Etc., at Creat Reductions.

tegular price 25¢.

French Dress Sateen, 17c. per yard;
Regular price 45c.

Scotch Crepon Zephyr, (Gingham) 25c. ;

French Colosed Lawn for Blouses and Dresses at 25¢. per yard.
[.arge assortment of Striped and Checked Ginghams for Dresses, 27c. to 40c,
French Washing Cretonne from 25c. per f'ard.
Butcher’s Linen for lLadies’ Costumes (all shades) - - - - - 81.25
Cotton Frills for Dresses (all shades) - - - - - - - - 928c.
Light Cotton Challie, - - - - 15¢c. to 18¢. per yard.
Remants of Dress Sateen, Gingham and Print, 20 per cent. off and 5 per cent. oft for cash.

Hardware Dep’t—Novelties, Etc.

Granite Ware, Aspinall's Enamel,

Wooden ¢ Water Coolers,

Iron " Top Filters,

Wire Screens for Windows, Wire Dish Covers,
Magic Ice Cream Freezers.

Compleie Stock of Kitchen Utensils,
5 per cent, Discount for Cash,

Henry Morgan & CO., Montreal.

10U/
ROOT BEER/

THIS BOTTLE MAKES TWO GALLONS.

—~THE -- 10 AND 25¢, SIZE,

Canadian Specialty Co., 38 FRONT ST.EAST,

DOMINION AGENTS, TORONTO, ONT.

W.S,. CLAWSON & CO,, St, John, N. B,, - - - - Agentsfor New Brunswick,

“EASTLAKE™ STEEL SHINGLES

e wtbe v -

£02 IMLI0

B e o S S \

‘ m AR S s e Y e »

~_Galvanized or painted. The Shingle others try t» imitate. Has no equal. Can be laid by anyone
Fully Guaranteed. Cut out this advertisement and send it to us, and special prices will be quoted you.

SOLE MANUFACTURERS

METALLIC ROOFINC CO., L’td.,
82 to 90 Yonge Street, - . - Toronto.

—THE—

OXFORD GAS RANGE,

FOR COOKING PURPOSES.

In cooking roasts, steaks, chops, etc.,
the meat is seared over at once, closing
all pores; the natural flavor and juices are
retained, thus preserving all the vital and
more healthful portions of the meat. . . .

Again, the meat does not shrink or dry
up as when cooked by a coal or wood
stove. All manner of pastries, bread, bis-
cuits, rolls and cake may be baked to per-
fection, and with despatch ; and without the
heat and discomfort in your house that at-
tends baking by the old method. . . . . .

This is the most powerful as well as mos
economical Range on the market; no other range
will afford such perfect satisfaction.

Write for circular and prices.

J. 8. CURRIE,

41 DOCKST., - - - ST.JOHN, N, B,




