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THE CORN LAW RHYMER.

PASTOR FELIX GIVES FURTHER
GLIMPSES OFHIM.

Poet and Dealer in Bar Iron—-Ideas and
Irony—Unkind Criticism Not Juastifiable—
Scenes Around Sheffield ~-The Home on
Hargate Hill.

It may not be needful, at this date, to
discuss the office of criticism, and its rela.
tion to works that lay tacit claim to merit,
by their very publication,—or even to
works of striking characteristics and as-
sured power; but we wish brie Ily.to con-
sider the subject in its connexion with the
present instance. We do not meanly re-
gard it ; that may,indeed. we think, be one

caught sight of a lowish, humblish sort of
building, with Evrviorr axp Co's Irox
AND Stekrn Warenouse, painted in large
letters along the front door. On enter-
ing the front door which, however,
you are prevented doing, till a little
iron gate in the doorway is opened for you,
you ftind yourself in a dingy place, full of
bars of steel and iron, ot all sorts and
sizes, trom slenderest rods to good massy
bars, reared on every inch ot space, so
that there is but room to get amongst them ;
and in the midst of all, stands aloft a large
cast of Shakespeare, with the Sir Walter
| Raleigh ruff round his neck, and mous-
glancing forwards,

| taches. Your eye,

of the noblest and most necessary literary | like iron gloom and occupation. On the

functions, rightly exercised. A subtle
spirit of criticism underlies all the mightest
works of mind, and 1sa potent element,
however unconsciously, in their growth and
constitution. Next to the production of
a poem—the creation of any original work
of power—we can think of nothing worth-
ier or more useful than to diseover it, and
properly to exhibit it to the less discern-
ing. Thus the true critic multiplies its |
[t may |

1

also be seen how the critic will satisty his |

power, by extending its influence.

sense of justice, while he serves the cause
ot letters, by aiding the extinction of mere
pretension and incompetence, and, helping
by wise discretion, the true writer to form
and use his powers aright. But, unbap-
pily, the critics chair in these respects, has
rarely been ideally filled, men ot real skill
have used their places of influence for the
promotion of their own cliques, or their
personal premises and conceits, while the
review has been made an instrument of tor-
turing discouragement. <A reviewer in his
largest achievement after this kind is a

poor compensation for a true heart hurt, |
or a prophet stoned : witness, Wordsworth ;

witness, KKeats ; witness, Coleridge, Shel-
ley, Tennyson; but, above all, witness, |
any great original |
England!

Elliott,—yes, almost
writer who ever appeared in
The determined, and sometimes “cruel, |
Jdominance of the Saxon has been shown as |
sternly in eriticism as in war,

We can buts,accept the argument and
testimony ot a genial writer, who knew well
how to temper criticism with human kind- |
ness: “‘If Elliott had chanced to die before
Bowring had chanced to visit Sheflield— |

what then ? W here would now be the fame

left hand is a smallish room, into which
you directly look, for the door is open, if
door there be, and which is, properly, the
counting-house, butis nearly as crowded
with iron bars as the rest.” The poet’s
son, who was in charge, showed the visitor
round,—saying, **Walk in, Sir, that is the
Corn Law Rhymer's study ; that is where
my father wrote most of bis poetry.” Tru-
ly this is the most unique poet’s study in
Iingland! *‘Imagine him,” reflects the vis-
itor,” in the midst of all this confusion of
dusty materials, and the demands of cus-
tomers, and the din and jar of iron rods
and bars, as they were dragged out of
their stations for examination and sale, and
were flung into the scales to be weighed ;
imagine this, and that the man achieved a
fortune and a tame at the same time—
weighed out iron and ideas—took in gold
and glory—cursed corn-laws and blessed
(od, and man, and nature; established a

large family, two sons as clergymen of the

church of England—three in trade—two of
them his successors in steel, though not in
stanzas, in iron, though not in irony; and
then retired to his own purchased land,
built his house on a hill-top, and looked
down on the world in philosophical ease,
at little more than sixty years ot age: and

| you may look a good while for a similar

man and history.”

T'hence the visitor explored the environs
of Sheflield, endearcd to the poet, and
made memorable by his verse; Pittsmoor
and Shireclifle, sacred to the memory ot
his **‘Ranter,” Miles Gordon,—a man who

nified him :

“Miles Gorden sleeps;” his six day’s labor done,
Il dreaws of Sunday, verdant fields and prayer.
Arise, blest inorn uncleuded! Let thy sun

Shine on the Artizan, thy purest air

Breathe on the bread-texed laborer’s deep despair!
Poor sons of toil! I grudge them not the breeze

Wiih Sabbath winds, the bum of Sabbath bees.
The Sabbath walk, the sky-tark’s Sabbath lay,
The silent sunshine of the Sabbath day.

A true poet will always bave sorrow

of the Corn Law Rhymer? I know there
is a-very favorite doctrine in many mouths,

that true genius is sure, sooner or later, to

find its way—that it cannot be destroyed, |

and is never lost. This may be very con-
solitary doctrine for those who have wielded
a merciless pen, and are visited by compunc-
tions of remorse ; but it is just as true that
imtimely trosts never cut down buds and
flowers, or that swords and cannons will
not kill honest men, or that a reaily beauti-
ful scene may not be ravaged and laid
waste by bears and swine.
thing that murders carly genius, it is the
bludgeon of critical unkindness : if there be
one thing that gives life and spirit, it is
encouragement. Kindness! Encourage-
ment ! They age the sunshine of the mind,
as necessary as the sunshine of heaven for
the unfolding of earth’s flowers and the
ripening of earth’s fruits. How many a
bright soul has sunk in the frosty valleys of

neglect; how many have shrunk hopelessly

from the vile sneer ot scorn; how many
that bave survived have reached only a
partial development ot their strength and
beauty : being crippled in their youth by
the blows of private malice, or enfeebled
by the want of the cordial ailment of ac-
knowledged merit.  Honor then to the
few sturdy souls that contempt has not been
able to subdue! To those who have re-
turned kick for kick to the insolent opposers
of their progress ; who have been able to
keep alive self-respect in their souls,
through a long dark career of frowns and
jeers, and cufls, as the due award of a
spiritual pauperism. Ilonor to those brave
souls—they are the few victorious survivors
in the great battle of fame. where thousands
have fallen by butcher hands. The endur-
ance of harsh treatment is no proof of
genius—it is only a proof of a certain
amount of power of resistance; but it is a
lucky thing tor the world that genius and
endurance sometimes lodge in the same
bosom. Byron knocked down his deriders
on the spot; Elliott, like Wellington at

Waterloo, stood out a whole long day of |
pitiless contest, and triumphed at the last.” |
Sheflield to-day has two causes of con- |

gra(ulation,——.lamcs Montgomery, and Eb-
enezer Elliott. There his work was done,
his fame acquired; and near by are his
home and grave. His was a double tri-
umph, having succeeded in trade, equally
with literature.
commenced he was and his sympathy was
always with poverty ; but he who in his
prime of power, and the hey-day of Shef-
field's prosperity, could *‘sit in bhis chair
and make his twenty pounds a day, with-
out even seeing the goods that he sold,”
might be supposed to know a little on both
sides. 1lis business was that of a merchant
in bar-iron ; and his celebrated ware-house

and cflice were on Gibraltar street Shales- |

moor. One who visited him, a short time
before his decease, went first to his place
of business, and had pointed out to him
the desk in the office on which most ot the
literary productions were written, and in
which they were stored before being sent
to the publisher. He writes: *‘I soon

It there be one |

Poor enough when he |

| enough, it spared critical unkindness;—
| sorrow that is needful and nourishing, as
| the darkness and silence and drouth in
which the rose-tree is sometimes made to
| sit, with the leaves blanching and falling
| pitifully arount it; till, in the midst of
tresher air, and a new sun-burst 1t bur-
geons to a rarer life, which shall enrich
with color and sweetness a regarnished
world. But darkness and drouth and sil-
| ence may be a regimen, under which an
| exhausted soul recovers its force, while the
hard frost, and the crushing heel, mean
perpetual blight, maceration, and death.
The preacher. burning with his message,
goes to Shirecliffe's loity side,” from which
the gathered people can look down on
| ““ Misty lakes, that brighten and expand,
| And distant hjlie"’
| He summons the worshippers to the feet

| of their true prophet :

“ Up! trace Goa’s footprints where they paint the
mould

With heavenly green, and bues that blush and glow

I.ike angel’s wings; while skies of blue and gold

stoop to Miles Gordon on the mountain’s brow.

Behold the Great Unpaid! the propbet, lo!

Sublime he stands beneath the gospe!-tree,

And Edmund stands on Shireclifle at his side.”

still there. The dusky town of Sheflield
| lay below, vomiting steam and smoke and

stretching along the valley of the Don ; and
there, in another direction, over far-off

trees, were Wincobank, and

the spires to blazon in the sun at morning
and evening. And there was the valley of
Lotley converging with the Don. And
there runs the Rivelin, Elliott’s tavorite
stream, ‘‘between high, wide-lying, and
round hills, . . . one of five small rivers
that come from the moorland heights and
join near Sheflicld. The scenery is very
peculiar, from the singular features which
art and trade have added to those of nature.
The river is one of those streams that show
their mountain origin by their rapid flow
over their rugged beds, scattered with the
masses of stone. It hasa tinge of the peat-
moss, and is overhung with woods and al-
ternate steep banks of sandstone rock,
clothed with the bilberry plant.” Into this
runs the streamiet, that the poet loved, and
christened ** Rib-bledin,” and the beauty
of which he appealed to the genius of Burns
to describe :
“Wildest and lonest streamlet,

| Gray oaks, all lichened o'er;
‘ Rush-bristled isles; ve ivied trot ks,
\[ That marry shore to shore;
| And thou gnarled dwarf of centur’es,

Whose snaked roots twist above me;

O for the tongue or pen of Burns,
To tell you how I love ye;

{ ““Would that T were a river,
{ To wander all alone
{ Through some sweet Eden of the wild,
{ In music of my own;
And bathed, in bliss, and fed with dew,
Distilied o’er mountains hoary,
Return unto my home in heaven
On wings of joy and glory ;"

O that I were a skylark,
To soar and sing above,
Filling all hearts with joyful sounds,
And my own soul with love;
Then o'er the mourner and the dead,
And o’er the good man dying,
My song should come like buds and flowers,
When music wartles flying.”

“Qr like the1ainbow, laughing
(’er Rivilin and Donb,

When misty morning calleth up
Ier mountains, one by one,

While glistening down the golden brown,
The gem-like dew-drop rsiveth,

| And round the little rocky isles,

The little wave complaineth.”

“O that the truth of beauty
Were married to my rhyme;

That it might wear a mountain charm
UUntil the death of time;

Then, Ribbledin; would all the best
Of sorrow’s sons and daughlers

See truth reflected in my song
Like beauty in thy waters.”

The home of Elliott is near Darfield, and
on the line of railway between Rotherham

penetrates a large warehouse behind of the |

|

‘ visicor, whose account we are epitomising,

|

|
|

That plays with Sabbath{flowers, the clouds that play |

' his wife, and two interesting daughters.
| Elliott looked the wan poet that he was,

l A ¢ ; ' subject, and began to converse about more
| magnified evangelism, as his poet mag- |

|
|
|
{
|
|

| converse, he became, as 1t were, a new
]§ man.
| tound that his beart beat as warm and true |
| as ever to the cause of human kind.” '

| ments ; about politics and the rights of
| man; about poetry and literature. Can

| borough, the Dearne and the Don,”—and

The lofty eminence, so well described in |
the poem, and *‘‘ the gospel-tree,” were |

|
l

| charm for him to whom *‘Evangeline” had
| not yet brought a beauty and pathos rare
| in modern literature.

|
|
1

|

| coal dust from its innumerable chimneys, |

plains, and ridges, and broad masses of |
Keppel's |
column, and the Wentworth woods, and |

| passing of the year, he must vanish away.

[ December, 1849, and was laid at res: be-

and Wakefield, not far [rom the city of
steel and iron. Pursuing his rambles, the
took **his pleasant walk of three miles”
from the Darfield station and **beyond the
village of Great Houghton,” to Horgate
Hill, the poet’s house and home. lle came
to the stone house, built by tke poet, on
an eminence overlooking a common. and
with ‘*a good garden lying around it.” He
remarks on the airiness of the place, and
the extensive view of distant towns and
villages, and bits of woodland scenery, to
be kad. *‘I found Ebenezer Elliott stand-
ing on his porch, with lis huge Newfound-
land dog beside him. I merely introduced
myselt as an admirer of his poetry, who kad
a desire to pay my respects to him. He gave
me a very cordial welcome. We entered his
room and were soon deep in conversation.”
But best we Like the account, by Samuel
Smiles, ot a visit to the place just betore
the owner had left it forever ;—a vi:it made
on *‘one ot the last lovely days ot autumn,
when the faint breath of summer was still
lingering among the woods and fields as if
loth to depart from the earth she had glad-
dened : the blackvird was still piping his
mellifluous song in the hedges and coppice,
whose fqliage was tinted in purple, russet
and brown, with just enough ot green to
give that pertect autumnal tint, so beauti-
fully pictorial, but impossible to paint in
woods. The beech-nuts were dropping
trom the trees and crackled underfoot, and
a rich, damp smell rose from the decaying
leaves by the roadside ” Ile reached the
house **in the dusk of the autumn evening.
There was just light enough to enable us
to perceive that it was situated on a pleas-
ant height, near the bill-top, commanding
an extensive prospect of the undulating
and finely wooded country towards the
south ; on the north stretched away an ex-
tensive tract of moorland covered with
gorse bushes. A nicely kept flower garden
and grass plot lay hefore the door, with
some ot the last year’s roses still in bloom.
We had a cordial welcome from the poet,

pale and thin: and his bair was nearly
white.  Age had deeply marked his teatures
since last we had seen him and heard, in
Palace Yard, London, some eleven years
betore ; and instead of the iron-framed, firm
voiced man, he now seemed a comparative-
ly weak and feeble old man. An anxious
expression of face indicated that he had
suflered much acute pain,—which indeed
was the case. After he got rid ot that

general topics, his countenance brightened
up, and under the stimulus of delighttul

With all his physical weakness, we

What a rare hour, on the verge of fate, |
was this when two kindred spirits met! ‘
What chats over old conquests and achieve-

you not see the old man's eyes snap, as he
exclaims against the Czar and calls bim
“that tremendous villain, Nicholas " And
how he dilated in his eulogy of the glorious
scenery round him—**Wharncliffe, Conis-

wished for some Scott to set their beauties
in romance. How pleasant to hear him
praise, with generous warmth, bis brother
poets ; speaking ot Monckton Milnes, who
has lately published bis *‘Lite of Keats”;
and of Keats, himself, whom he termed
that greas **resurrectionized Greek”; and
of Southey,who had ‘béen his friend ; of
Carlyle, who, to him, was bard as well as
prophet; and ot Longtellow, who had a

The winter was coming ; and, with the

DIAMONDS BY THE PECK.

The 'Big Cellection of Precious Stones
! Owned By the Sultan.

‘The diamonds, set and unset, in the
Sultan’s collection, would fill a peck meas-
ure, while there are pearls by the thousand,
and precious stones of every kind by the
bundred. One ot the emeralds is as big as
your fist, and there are bowls tull ot uncut
stones of all shapes and sizes.

There is fully a cart-load of gold plate,
and some of the gold basins are large
enough tor a baby's bath-tub. These are
surrounded by vlates, cups and saucers,
tureens and pitchers of solid gold. Here,
also, is the cradle in which a half-dozen
Sultans have been rocked in their infancy.
It is of solid gold, with its outside set in
pearls, diamonds and rubies, a:d stands
rather low on its curiously shaped rockers.

In the palace of the King of Siam the
throne-room is lined with gold trees and
gold bushes ; the leaves of these are of pure
gold, while their trunks are heavily plated.
The ceiling of this room is at least thirty
feet high, and there are, perhaps, a score
ot these trees on each side of the room,
ranging in height from that ot a Christmas-
tree down to a currant-bush. |

There is in one of the Buddhists temples
of this Siamese king an idol of solid gold.

| Everyone who can afford
it should have a MELISSA
RAINPROOF WRAP. The
most fashionable, comfort-
able and economical gar-

ment of the day.

This gold image is the famed emerald 1dol. |
Its head and neck are covered with precious |
stones, lt is twelve inches high and eight
inches wide, and the pure gold of which it |
is made is mixed wi'h jewels.

it is the most costly idol in the world ,in
proportion to its size, and all the ladies
of the King's harem bend their knees before
it at certain times every year. The King
never sits in the presence of this idol, and
bis nobles drink allegiance to him under |
its shadow.
The imperial treasure chamber of Aus-
tria, where the bridal jewels of Marie
Antoinette are kept, contains, among other
curiosities, pearls set in all shapes and
torms. There are little images of men,
the bodies ot which are formed of pearls;
one large pearl ot regular shape making
the trunk, two long, slim pearls forming
the legs, other slim pearls serving as arms, |
and a round solitaire on the top as the
head.
The tormation of the pearl is so varied, |
that by the use ot a little gold almost any-
thing can be made of it, and the objects are
wonderfully lite-like. Here are turctles
made of pearls, which are as natur | as
though they had been sculptured out of
marble and trimmed with gold. Her: is a
hippopotamus, the hody of which is ade
ot pearl, and the other parts ot gold and
enamel. The eyes of all these curi - are
of diamonds, aud they are, perhap . the
costliest little animals ever known.

How to Mend China.

A man whois in the china-mending lius-
iness says: *“‘Over a dozen kinds of ¢ ...ont
are made whi®h will unite the broken ¢ ces
of glass and china, and one i1s abour as
good as the other. The easiest and che ip-
est to prepare is by taking two ounces of | ul-
verized white gum shellac and halt an ouace
of gum mastic. Soak them together in a
couple ot ounces of ether, and add half a
pint of alcohol. After the whole is dissolved
heat the edges of the article to be mended,
put on the cement with a brush, bold firm-
ly till the cement has set, lay the article
away for a week, and it willbreak anywhere
else than in the mended place.”

Only the Scars Remain,

“ Among the many testimonials which I
see n regard to ¢ertain medicines perform-
ing cures, oleansing the blood, ete.,” writes
HENRY HoupsoN, of the James Smith

He letr the scenes of his love on the 1st of

side the church in the lonely village of
Darfield, whichis visible from his home-
hill. His last lines written when he had
just strength enough lett to do it, were
these ;
rlmw‘:‘u, sweet robip, soft as cew,
Heard sooon or late, are dear to me;
To muszic I could bid adien,

But vot to thee.
When from my eyes this liteful thronys
IHas passed away, no more to be,
Then, au'umn’s prin rose, robin’s song,

Return to me.”

On the site of the old Corn Market in
Sheflield, is placed the statue of him whom
Sheflield’s sons delight to honor. Draw
near, and look on the imaged form ot this
fearless and gifted man, whose firey pen
was skilled in verse and prose. l.ook up
into the Dante-like features, that in lite
were written with woe and pain,—for it was
eminently true of him, that he learned in
suffering what he taught in song;—that
tace which when living, (and the tongue
uttered its short incisive arrowy sentences, )
itselt could speak ; while every muscle was
elcquent and when his cold blue eye fired
with indignation, resembled a wintry sky
flashing with lightning; his dark bushy
brows writhing above it like the thunder-
cloud torn by the tempest: and you look
upon one who was no careless dreamer, or
‘*singer of an idle day.” but a prophet ot
bumanity. When the record is made up,
and men are known according to their troe
characters, he would hold the desire of
Abou Ben Adhem :

“Write me as one who loves his fellow men."”
Pastor FrrLix.

Wasa‘"He'” that Time,

“* Yonde. she comes!” said a tall, lank
man who was sitting on a trunk in the
shade of the station office.

““ Yonder comes who?” asked a fat,
good-natured man who sat near him.

**The train we've been waiting for nearly
halt an hour,” said the first speaker.

** Why do you say ¢ yonder she comes?”
asked the other.

*Well, that's the" customary way of
speaking of a train, isn’t it? And custom
is what fixes things. Everybody says,
¢ yonder she comes,” in speaking of a train’s
approach.”

** Well, I insist you should have said,
‘yonder he comes.’ ” said the fat man.

* Well, I'll agree to leave 1t to the sta-
tion master and see it it wouldn’t have
been better for you to have said *yonder
he comes,’” added the fat man.

Both agreed to it, and when they had
found the station agent the fat man asked :

** \What is the sex of the train just draw-
ing near the station?”

** It's a mail train,” answered he.

And the lean man went out and bought

|

]
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Woolen Maechinery Co., f
Philadelphia, Pa., “none |
impress me more thanmy |
own case. Twenty years |
ago, at the age of 18 ycars, ‘
I had swellings come on |
my legs, which broke and |
became running sores. }
Qur family physiciancould |
do me no good, and it was |
feared that the Dbones !
would be affected. Atlast, |
my good old mother |
urged me to try Ayer's 5
Sarsaparilla. I took three
bottles, the sores healed,
and I have not been
troubled since. Only the
scars remain, and the
memory of the past, to
remind me of the good
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla has done me. | now
weigh two hundred and twenty pounds, and
am in the best of health., I have beenonthe
road for the past twelve years, have noticed
Ayer’'s Sarsaparilla advertised in all parts
of the United States, and always take pleas-
ure in telling what good it did for me.”

For the cure of all diseases originating in
impure blood, the best remedy is

AYER’S Sarsaparilla

Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Curesothers,willcureyou
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CHOCU[AT MENIER
DRINK . A

cwoc

‘ Common

Error.

Chocolate & Cocoa
are by many supposed
to be one and the
same, only that one
is a2 powder, (hence more easily cooked,) and
the other is not.

This is wrong=-=
TAKE the Yolk from the Egg,
TAKE the Oil from the Olive,
What is left ?

'A Residue. . So with COCOA.
In comparison,

COCOA is Skimmed Milk,
CHOCOLATE, Pure Cream.

ASK YOUR GROCER FOR |__!f he hasn’tit on

sal:. senddt&is name

and your address to

CHOSOLAT [
Canadian Branch,

AnnuaL  Saurs Exceso |12 & 14 St. John
88 MILLION POUNDS. |Street, Montreal.

For a Delicious

R R R

$ PLAGE A CAKE E:

of Baby's Own Soap in

4 your linen drawer and it

@
7 will i lotl s
Y/ w g ~ o
/’é Hlmp irt to your clothes P4
“7# the delicate aroma of fine @
: - ) . . .~
French Pot Pourri. in a modified degree, s
|
|
s

I'he longer you keep the Soap before

using it the better.

Beware of Imitations.

'l\l]() A‘\] T o1 SO- i | 2 Sole
(@.)[ _ _ bert Toilet Soap Co, Montreal, ... A %
| @

3253
000 e®

L T T

AWHERs

N
CAT

P .
pERF?é’TS'rf\','{lESsC :

EFFECTUALLY CI'RES CATARRH, COLD IN THE HEAD HAL HEAD-
483 TACHE AND DEAFNESS, INFLUENZA, b1 00 B8
told everywhere. Price, 25 cents. M’fd. by TUE H s WKKER MEDICINEf O’ Y., L'td., St.Joan,N.E

(~ﬂ;c(-]'ive ard reliable cure yet discovered is Ilawk-
er's Liver Fills, which regulate the stomach and
Ht:m-la('h(‘ﬂ are one of the greatest banes of hu. | bowels and relieve the braia of all fevered and
manity, and the so called cures are without bumber. | congested blood. I1your heaa aches try them
Amony them may be mentioned, smelling salts, A Household Treasuie—Ilawker’s Tolu and Wilnl
toilet vinegars, hot foot baths, etc. But the most Cherry Balsam. ‘

Popular Cures for Headache.

of Tea
Use Ram Lal’s.

Full weight in every package.

Now That the Slippery
Walking has Come,
wait until you fall and hurt

D N,
)
yourself, but call at once and

Get an Accident Policy .. Traveler's Ins. Co'y,

—-OF HARTFORD, CONN, —

T. B. & H. B. ROBINSON, Agents,

103 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, SE - St.Jokn, N. B.
P. S. 1 owest rates always quoted

AT ALL GROCERS

rrontectast1 ORONTO

a good cigar for the tat man.

FRREP———




