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Classed Among the Unread and For- 

gotten—Trinmph Afer Long Delay. 

The writer has a few books — pocket 
volumes, that cannot easily tire the hand 

that holds them, and dear by long associa- 
tion. It would be tedious, if he might 

enumerate all the places to which he has 
carried them, and the nooks by wild wood 

or river bank, or chimney corner, when he 

has stolen glances, or fixed upon their 

pages a loving gaze. 

fills a mammoth book; and 

There is his Gray 

who never 

when he looks upon it he sighs to think of | 

that pigmy (yoldsmith, which 1s lost. That 

was a precious old book ! Then, there is 

the Ettrick Shepherd's *‘Forest Minstrel,” 

and Bloomfields “Farmer's Boy.” The 

inspired shoemaker has not yet lost his 

charm, which runs on into his ballads of 

Suffolk country life. But among the whole 

collection not the least he prizes “The 
ts . i » " - A a i: a run: 

yo atriarch.” “Splendid Village, id ere e : - wh . - 9 
\ illag Pa I g heart toiling to ov vg th barric rs of The redwing saith it is a glorious morn. persons In the spirit world. 

and other poems of Ebenezer Elliott, | his lot, and the deficiencies of his educa- | Blue are thy heavens, thou Ilighest! And thy Loyola lying wounded during the siege 

known far and wide as the *“‘Corn-law 

Rhymer;” taught of God and nature to 

utter a vigorous protest against the infamy 

of taking the poor man’s bread. till he and 

his children ‘must go hungry. We own 

we love and revere the man, we own we 

admire his fiery, urfettered muse : for with 

Robert Burns he shares these, at least; 

the passion for nature, and the passion 

for humanity. 

We have been complacently informed, 

authorities, that | by some self-satisfied 

Elliott is now among the unread and for- 

gotten authors, and that he has no per- 

manence 1 literature ; that from him, as 

from some others. much might have been 

hoped, but little is now realized. Doubt- | For him no Conrad or Laras or private — believed he saw shining in bis room, and 

less all writers have enjoyed a vogue, which | passion or despair; he will sing the woe of The sword of truth is in his hand and the | said: ‘It has never deserted me. | see it b+ The Albert Toilet Soap Co . Montreal Sole 
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more restless multitudes turn to new fav- | though he has drawn the dark character of | must be, who would abolish Moloch and 7% ee Rees 6 

orites. Be that as it may-—though his 

| “man’s inhumamty to man,’ 

and Shakespeare! But if books helped to 

awaken the conscious poet, they did little 
in comparison with nature, to mould or 
make him. ** He can trace all his literary 

| propensities to physical causes. His mind, 

| he says, is altogether the mind of his own 

eyes. A primrose is to him a primrose, 

| and nothing more. There is not a good 
his writing which he ca not | passage in 

trace to some real occurrence, or to some 

object actually before his eyes.” 
We cannot trace the progress of devel- 

come to assurred 
| 
| opment, but he has 

| power and determinate form: the tragic 

| and heroic are in his nature ; they are with- 

| in him the granite cloud-crested mountain, 

| around which streams run and flowers 

| twine, and birds warble. He is the 

swarthy-faced yeoman, with the eycs of 
wintry fire-frosts,—beacons of a fiery 

tion ; he is the butt of laughter and scorn, 

and neglect, yet sensitive as a maiden, and 

brave to front and patient to abide disas- 

ter,— writing poems that men would [not 

read : he is the man of sorrow, that is not 

he is the witness of 

he dwells at 

all his own,—for 
) 

the gates of cruelty, and with those who 
groan under the rod of the oppressor. 

What, then, of the 

Elliott >—none need question its genuine- 

ness. For his lays, they are bis own style, 

mafter, subject, spirit, and of unhackneyed 

no one; he | 

poetic impulse of 

originality. He will mimic 

will be himself; he is too sincerely in earn- 

est and too blood-warm to do otherwise. 

Bothwell strongly, and he did admire the 

ylace as we believe, is still secure in hearts I energy of Byronand the noble patriotism 

like Elliott himself; and as we have poor 
old Hannah Wray, and “Broad Jim, the 
poacher,” and [Ezra White, the cruel 

hearted ; and many more, wko live to in- 
flict or to suffer the woes of which this sad 

old world is so full. With Burns, he will 
love his own land, and greet his native soil 

and 

“Gar his streams and burnies shine.” 

for his till all the world shall love them 

sake: and so a lustre shines out of the 

empyrean on the top of Stannington, and 

down through the rushy vale of Don. A 

music sweet as that ot dreams comes up 

from thrush-haunted Loxley. and from the 

cresses and pebbles and purling waters of 

Rivelin and Ribbledin.” What joy breaks 
out ever, and anon, after some sombre or 

heart-bleeding episode : 

“Flowers peep, trees bud, boughs tremble, rivers 

sun. 

Shines without cloud, all fire. How sweetly borne 

On wings of morning o'er the leafless thorn, 

Tae tiny wren’s small twitter warbles near?" 

Or this, from his poem, “The Ranter:" 

“Up, sluggards, up ! the mountaing, one by one, 

Ascend in light, and slow the mists retire 

From vale and plain. The cloud on Stannington 

Behold a rocket—no ! *tis Morthen spire! 

The sun is risen ! cries Stanedge, tipped with fire: 

On Norwood's flowers the dew drops shine and 

shake; 

Up, sluggards, up! and drink the morning breeze. 

The buds on cloud-left Osgathorpe awake; 

And Wincobank is waving all his trees 

O’'er subject towns, and farms, and villages, 

And gleaming streams, and woods, and waterfalls, 

Up, climb the oak crowned summit. 

Then, like Wordsworth, he has a mes- 

sage to his generation, yet a different one. 

Dagon, or do away with an old wrong, 

by which the hardened and selfish seem to 

have tired and extinguished some! 
this man’s hour came; and when it did 
there was not merely applause on the lips 
of England, but blushes on her cheek, and 
her house of wrong began to tremble at its 
foundation and shake at its centre. 

Pastor FrrLix. 

SOME OF TIHHEM HAD VISIONS. 

Others, Like Byron Ha d e Jim 

Jams. 

While 

Gaethe states that he one day saw the 
exact counterpart of himself coming to- 
wards him. 
Pope saw an arm apparently come 

through the wall, and made inquiries atter 
its owner. 

Byron often received visits from a spec- 
tre, but he knew it to be a creation of 
imagination. 

RAINPROOF WRAP. The 

mo ashionable comfort- 

able and economical gar- 

ment of the day. 

Dr. Johnson heard his mother call his 
name in a clear voice, though she was at 
the time in another city. 
Count Emanuel Swedenburg believed 

that he had the privilege cf interviewing 

of Pampeluna saw the Virgin, who en- 
couraged him to prosecute his mission. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds, leaving his house, 
thought the lamps were trees, and the men 
and women bushes agitated by the breeze. 

Oliver Cromwell, lying sleepless on his 
couch, saw the curtains open ard a gizan- | 
tic women appear, who told him he would 
become the greatest man in England. | 
Ben Jobnson spent the watches of the 

night an intere ted spectator of a crowd of 
Tartars, Turks and Koman Catholics, who 
rose up and fought round his armchair till 
sunrise. 

Benvenuta Cellino, imprisored at Rome, 
resolved to free himselt by self destruction, 
but was deterred by the apparition of a | 
woman of wondrous beauty, whose re- 
proaches turaed him from his purpose. 

Napoleon once called to a bright star he 

Professor (Garner, who went to Africa to CC WW ry 
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the GGod-man was all love, so no poet ever | by their sounds make known to hin heir at the Slippery 
yet Elliott was once, (if he still is not), | beauty at his feet and lifted it to song. 

what some, who estimate him lightly, never | He is more than a writer of rhymed philipics. 

the world. He did | ‘He possesses a singular power ot lands- 

wants, Ile spent 100 days in a ste] cage 
in the jungle to observe the wild ainals 
in their native haunts. 

had a kinder, more gentle and generous 

heart, under all his frowns, than Ebenezer 
NOW... ie has Come, 

were—a power 1) 

v
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clamor at the gate till public attention was 
given ; he did stir the hearts of men, and | 

‘songs, sar- 

There is 
shake their souls, with his 

casms, curses, and battle-cries.” 
a Pauline energy, a Lutheran ring in his | 
rugged und homely, but often eloquent | 

and beautiful verse in strong contrast with 

the dilettanteism and literary effeminacy in 

which so many of us vavel today. lle gave 

by precept and example a new sense of the 
dignity of labor; be upheld the down- 

trodden child of poverty, and pled his 

cause ; he has advanced the standard of our 

common humanity 
his simple influence, and has shown the 

worth in its lowliest developments. There- 

deserves our thanks and praise, 

We say to the 

fore he 

and he shall have them. 

to higher ground, by | 

| cape painting ; and what he paints possess- 

es all the beauty of Claude, and the wild 

| magnificence of a Salvator Rosa, with the 

finest an! most subtle touches of a Dutch 

artist. In his landscapes you are not the 
more amazed by the sublimity of the tem- 

pest on the dark crag-strewn moorland 

mountains of the Peak, then 

the perfect accuracy of his most minute 

details. In the Woodland on the 

bank, and in the cottage garden, you 
nothing that should not be there; nothing 

you gare by 

| out of place or out of season; 

' children of nature so often are by 

our writers. There 13 one instance of 
his taste that meets you everywhere and 

vernal | 

find | 

and the | 

simplest plant or flower is exactly what | 

| you would find ; not nicknamed, as the poor | 

Elliott. But he had a stifi-necked power 

betore him, to break or to be broken. Ile 

must go to the lordly Ninevites of his time, 

and assail their revels. The spoiler is on 
the field, ani the people are eaten up, 

ttey are as dung-hill refuse. Here is 

strong and bitter crying; here is the 
agonizing voice of one in the wilderness of 

buman sorrow : 

| “Lord! Call thy pallid angel— 

| The tamer of the strong ; 

And bid him whip with want acd woe 

The champions of the wrong ! 

0 say not thou to Ruips flocd, 

“Up, Sluegard! Why go slow?’ 

Bat alone let them groan, 

The lowest of the low; 

And basely beg the bread they carse, 

Where miliions curse them now! 

“No! Wake not thou the giant 

While he ruives over waves 

The new Duke of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha is 
tattooed much in the same way as his 
brother-in-law, the Grand Duke Alexis; 
while his nephew, the Duke of York and 
future King of England, has a couple of 
crossed flags on his forearm. 

| 
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A fierce and fearful splendor caught, 

As from his forge the steel. 

Strong-armed as Thor,—a shower of fire 

IIis smitten anvil flung ; 

God’s curse, Earth’s wrong, dumb Ilunger’s ire,- 
1" 

He gave them all a tongue 

Born in the home ot a commercial clerk, 

in an iron foundry, at Masborough, near 

Rotherham, in Yorkshire. England, one of 

a family of eight, he grew under circum- 
stances that would not predict a poet. In 
his child-hood he has been described as‘‘re- 

markable for good-nature, and a sensitive- 

ness, exceeded only by his extreme inabi- 
lity to learn anything that required the 

least application or intellect.” Yet that 

seemingly mopish mind fed eagerly on all 
legendary matter; and, one Nanny Farr, 

who kept a public bouse, ministered to the 

faculty that held the poet in solution, by 

telling him all the ghost stories he wished 
to hear. At school *‘his unconquerable 
dullness was improved into absolute stu- 

pidity by the help he received from an un- 

commonly clever boy, called John Ross, 
who did his sums. He got into the rule of 

three without having learned numeration, 

addition, substraction and division. Old 

Joseph Ramsbotham seemed quite con- 
vinced, gave him up in despair, and at rule 

of three the bard jumped all at once to 

decimals, where he stuck. At this time he 

was examined by his father, who discovered 

that the boy scarcely knew that two and 

one are three.” 

Well, we will see, it he can do nothing 

as a scholar, what he can do at a trade; so 

into the foundry he goes. Hard work may 

teach him wisdom, and his father may bring 

him to enumerate something. What can 

be done in this mercantile world without 

figures? And there is that bright brother, 

Giles, who sits at the desk in the counting 

house, and posts the ledger, oppressing 

poor Ebenezer with the sense of his own 

deficiencies. lappy release when he can 

get abroad out of the foundry with the 

birds ; tor he can fly a kite or float a mimic 

ship with the best of them. They tell us 

that his urconquerable sadness increased ; 

wo: doubt it not,—this, too, is a part of his 

inheritance, and ot the poet working in 

him. Ie goes a-hunting after the flowers, 

and pores over Sowerby's English Botany, 

and makes a Hortus Siccus. Then he gets 

primrose, the snow-drop, th¢ woe-marked 
cow-slips, the blossom of the hawthorne 

and the elm, how constantly do they re- | 

In what favorite scene has he not in- | cur. 

troduced the wind-flower ? In theadmirable 

picture of a mechanic's garden. 

“Still, nature, still he loves thy uplands brown— 

The rock that o'er his father’s freehold towers; 

And strangers hurrying through the dingy town 

May know his workshop, by his sweet wild flowers, 

Cropped on the Sabbath from the hedge.-row bowers 

The hawthorn blossom in the window droops; 

Far from the headlong stream and lucid air, 

The pallid alpine rose, to meet him stoops, 

As if to soothe a brother in despair 

Exiled from nature and her pictures fair. 

Even winter sends a posy to his jail, 

Wreathed of the sunny celandine ; the briet 

Courageous windflower, lovliest of the frail; 

The hazel’s crimson star, the woodbine’s leaf, 

The daisy with its half-closed eye of grief; 

Prophets of fragrance, beauty, joy and song.” 

Or in this passage, as remarkable for 

the sweet music ol its versification as for its 

sugeestive power, winging the imagina- 
tar-off woodland with the tion into the 

plover’s ery : 

“When daisies blush,and windflowers wet with dew 

When shady anes with hyacinths are blue: 

When the elm blossoms o'er the brooding bird 

And wild and wide the plower’s wail is heard; 

| When welts the mists on mountains far away; 

Till morn is kindled into brightest day, 

No more the shouting youngsters shall convene 

To play at leapfrog on the village green.” 

These are beautiful ; but Elliott can be 

strong as beautitul, and sublime as strong ; 

and the great charm of all his poetry is 

that he makes his description subservient 
to the display of human lite and passion, 
human joys, and sorrows, and struggles 

and wrongs.” 

The luxury of pride, the misery of pover- 

ty, are side by side in his pictures, he dig- 

nifies with art and song what most have 

learned to despise ; he takes the mean, the 
squalid, the barren,-—or what seems such, — 

and sets it on high in our esteem, revealing 
unsuspected goodness ; around all he casts 

a lustre, and breathes an aroma. With 

Burns, he shows the charm of the common, 

the unregarded ;—the bramble-flower: the 
vicarage its roses”; the 
lane, with its microcosmic wonders. low 

exquisite his touch,jwhen tl e thrill is sorrow ! 
“The thrush proclaimed in accents sweet 

That winter's rain was o'er; 

The bluebells throng’d about my feet, 

But Mary came no more.” 

‘smothered in 

| 

That need no whirlwind then; 

Toough slow to move, mov’d all at once, 

A sea, a sew of men! 

This is the indignant voice of all indus- 

trial England, whose bread is taxed till 
toiling men are hungrier than paupers. 

Look! ye vampires,—ye locusts of God's 

harvest-ficlds,—what ve have done! Come 
down out of your brute stalls called palaces, 

and see the shame and wrong—the infamy 
| on which ye are built! We are men whom 
ye have made serfs: ye have chosen to 

bruise us, and lo !—beware! our wrath and 
the wrath of Leaven arc close upon you! 

Ye will, in your turn, be crushed, except 

ye repent. Again and again was uttered 

this ** John the Baptist” cry; this was his 
word, and to this, for long, no heed was 
paid, no answer given. 
“One would think it impossible,” as 

William Howitt well says, ‘that this 

noble poetry should not bave been imme- 
diately discovered, and made universal in 
its acceptation. But what was the fact? 
For twenty years the poet went on writing 
and publishing, but in vain. Volume after 
volume, his productions fell dead from the 
press, or were treated with a passing sneer, 
or were ‘ damned with faint praise.” But 
living consciousness of genius was not to be 
extinguished, the undaunted spirit of Elliott 
was not to be trozen out by negleet. He 
wrote, he appealed to sense and justice—it 
was in vain. He became furious, and 
hurled a flaming satire at lord Byron in 
the height of his popularity, in the hope 
that the noble poet would give him a re- 
turning blow, and thus draw attention upon 
him. It was in vain—neither lord nor 
public would deign him a look, and the 
case seemed desperate. But it was not so. 
Chance led Dr. Bowring to Sheflield, and 
there some one put into his hands ** The 
Corn Law Rhymes” and ** The Ranter.” 
At once Bowring, a poet himself, recog- 
nized the singular merit of the composi- 
tions, printed as they were in four pamph- 
let sheets, on very ordinary paper. 
With his usual zeal, he began to talk 
everywhere of the wonderful poet of 
Sheflield.” So his vogue began: from 
Bowring it went to Howitt, from him to 
Wordsworth, Southey and the Quarterly. 
Bowring carried the new light to London, 
and Bulmer and Miss Tewsbury lifted it 
on high in the New Monthly Poor oy 
and Athenmum. ‘‘At such decided and 
generous verdicts in such quarters, the 
scales fell from the eyes of the whole critic 
tribe—all cuckoo-land was loud with one 
note ; and the poet, who had been thunder- 
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