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NOTCHES ON THE STICK.

PATERFEX TALKS ON MANY VERY
INTERESTING SUBJECTS.

Edgar Allen Pee and his Melancholy Life
Discussed—A EBleycele Sermon—Judge D,
J. Donahoe as a Jarist and Literateur—
fome of his Porms,

Judge D. J. Donahoe, an able jurist of
Middletown, Conn , and a literateor and
poet, is the author of several volumes of
verse ; the latest (1895) bewng, “*In Shelter-
ed Ways,” the first of ths “Lotus Series,”
published by Ches. Wells Moulton, Buffalo
N. Y. These verses are written with taste
and propriety, and with something of postic
feeling. We like the shorter lyrics and
songs,ngevenl of which we had marked for
quotation, and will give ihe space here to
be alloited to a portion of them.

July.

Now o’er the land the hot breath of the south
Wafts lightly, bearing from the meads away

The bleeding perfume of the new-mown hay

That lies and gasps beneath the parching drouth.
The heifer leaves the sun and in the stream
Wades midway; and the toilers seek, at noon,
The shade, and ehare their frugal meal full soon,
To bathe an hour in slumber and to dream,

The trees are dark upon the hills, and in

The sbade the birds have hushed their merry song,
‘Whose music in the worning cheered the plain,
Oft pas: the shadows of the clouds between

And @'er the hills. Then, rumbling low and long,
The distant thunder tells of coming rain.

Song.

The wind on the upland fallows
Fell keen from a cloudless blue,
It leaped along the mountains
And murmured the woodland through.
In the stainless depths of azure
High soared the calling crow;
The jay replied from the hemlock>,
And the quail from the meadows low.

The floor of the lightened forest
By rustling leaves was strewn;
The boughs were bare and songless,
For the summer birds had flown,
But the lake in the distant hollow
Shone dreamily "neath the sky,
Like a maiden who dreams sweet visions
In the light of a lover’s eye.

The golden rod and the asters
Were brown as the withered sedge
But the fairy gems of frost work
Grew bright on the brooklet’s edge.
And the world in the gelden sunset
With glowing pleasure shone,
And there came no frown of sorrow,
Though the youth of the year was flown.

Tkere are many th'nzs of equal excel-
lence,—tender lays of love, spirited patri-
otic lyrics, &nd delicate pencillings of

nature.
* - *

We have betore us the report of a Sab-
bath evening discourse, preached at the
State street methodist episcopal church,
Springfield Mass., bv our good brother,
Dr. T. Corwin Watkins, on the Columbia
Bicycle. Tha text is not given, nor do we
find 1t alluded to, and we suppose this 1s
not intended as a model ot expository
preaching. Tke man who bears the keen
speetacled face we see, doubtless knows
what he is about : but, if thisis a specimen
of the thicg he does, and, as a gospel
minister, he intends to do, and if this is
the thing a good many preachers are be-
ginning to adopt and practice, we find
growing in our own ttought an inevitable
dissent. It eesms to us that & gocd num-
ber of tte wordly-wise wko hear him must
smirk in their sleeve, and declare this is a
very good advertise ment of that particular
make of bicycle, however sincere he may
be in his sentiments ; for he distinctly in-
gorms us that he rides,—‘‘luxuriates,” is
the word—on a ‘“Columbia, model 44 " It
would be vain, in Dr. Watkins e¢s‘imation,
to appeal to the conscience and sentiment
of the methodist ckurch no farther back
than fitty years ago, respecting the subjects
suitabls for treatment in a christian pulpit,
for as that imaginary Calhoun of the Bige-
low Pap. . decides,—

“They 'u':n't know everythin,’ down in Judee;"
but we fancy the emazementand indignation
of a fervid methodist ccngregation in
Springfield, o1 anywhere else, should a Dr.
Watkins have come before them with a
lecture cn horse-back riding, and its re-
lation to health and morals, slightly tinc-
tured with religious sentiment, as it should
be, of course, on Sunday evening, but very
practical and up to date ; a discourse ex-
traorginary, in which the principal refer-
ences™ Christ should be an appeal to him
in justification of the speaker’s course.
For Dr. Watkina says,—and there is force
and prngency in his style :

“I believe in illustrating truth by the
things that are about us, and by the events
of to-day as well as by th2 things that
transpired 1000 years ago. When Jesus
was by the sea He talked about the fisher-
men’s net; when on the wooded hillside
He spoke of the lily and the sparrow; and
I feel sure that were He to mingle with
the throngs who glide through our broad
streets and country roads, He too, would
preach to-day upon tke bicycle instead ot
Babylon.”

When Christ was beside the sea, or up-
on the mountain-side, or in Sychem’s vale,
or wherever He might be, he spake not
primarily of the fishermen and their nets,
or the sower who went forth to sow, or of
the rose or lily, tut of the great eternal
spiritual things of his Father, and of the
duties and destinies of man. All these
things upon which emphasis has here been

laid were mere passing incidents and il-
lustraticns, marvellous in their e ppropriat®
ness to Ilis purpose, as is seen after He
bas uced them. Ienever uttered a detail-
ed discourss upon the lily ; e was never
fantastic; He selected local objec's, but
be well-known objects of universal nature ;
and, above sll, he never felt it his duty, in
order to swell his congregation to humor
a crez3, or patronize a fad, We conceive
that a discourse on the bhygiene and mor-
ality of the bicycls is euitable enough to
the Lyceum platform, but not to the pulpit
and the Sabbath evening service. We
take no exception to any allusion the
preacher may there wisely maketo that or
any other instrument, by way of illustra-
tion ; but his theme is wide enouzh—God,
and the human soul : Time, and Eteraity ;
Salvation, and man’s consent. There the
minister is in a pezculiar rca'm, is face to
face with important duties and respon-
sibilities. Therefore, let him not look to
the follies of the time, but listen to the
Spirit, and totis higher reason. *‘Preach
the prcaching that I bid thee.” “The
Spirit of the Lord is upon me. because Ha
hath anointed m2 to preach th2 gospel to
the poor; He hath sent me to heal the
broken hearted, to preach deliverance to
the captives, and recovering of sight to the
blind, to set at liberty them that are
bruised ; to preach the acceptable year ot
the Lord ”

* » »

Since our last notes were penned the
arrival at our sanctum of The Poz Mem-
orial Assyciatin” document ““T'o the legis-
lsture and governor of the State of New
York,” as well as some correspondence,
makes occasion for farther comment :

TLe aim of this association has been the
creation of a ‘‘Poet’s park,” in which the
summit of Fordham hill, and the Poe
cottage, on its proper site, should be in-
cluded. This ‘‘Poet’s park,” it was hoped,
might be so beautified by the gardener’s
art, and adorned by statues, as to become,
ultimately, to the lovers of genius in
America, what “‘poet’s Corner” in West-
mintter Abbey is ia England. Instead of
this, it may be expected, the hill will be
graced down, and ths site and surround-
ings of Poe’s last home in this world,—
out of which she was carried to her burial
wko still lives, as *“Lenore” and ‘*Annabel
Lee”—quite obliterated. This is Mam-
mon’s unpatriotic decree. *‘It does seek,”
declares the Memorial, ‘‘to run tke public
bighway over the last home of Edgar Allan
Foe, and because the city has spent $25,-
000 upon a survey which should never bave
been dreamed of, we are to!d that the sur-
vey must stand. God forbid that this great
state of ‘Homes’ should be party to such
cynical sacrilege! Miss Frances Willard
writes: ““TLe room in wki h Poe wrote the
Chiming ‘Bells’ and the pititul ‘Anabel
Lee’ ought to be sacredly gusrded as an
altar-fire of genius’.”

The melancholy circumstances of Poe's
life at Fordham may be briefly given. *‘It
was in the summer of 1846 that he removed
his wif2, then dying with consumption, to
tbe quiet and repose of the Fordham cot-
tage. There were then several acres of
land leated with the modest dwelling.

““A celebrated writer, speaking of the
cottage, says: ‘Here he watched her fail-
ing breath in loneliness and privation,
throughout mauy solitary moons, until on
a desolate, dreary day ot the ensuing win-
ter, he saw her remains borne from be-
neath its lowly roof.’

‘‘Another author, who visited Poe at
Fordham, says: ‘We found him and his
wilte, and his wife'’s mother, who was his
aunt, living in a little cottage at the top of
a hill. Thzre was an acre or two of greens-
ward fenced in about the house, as smooth
as velvet, and kept by the poet as clean as
the best swept carpet. There were many
flowers, and also som?2 grand old cherry
trces in the yard that threw a massive shade
around them. The cottage bad an air of
taste and gentility that must have been
lent to it by the presence of its inmates—
so neat, 8o poor, so unfurnished, and yet
80 charming a dwelling I n2ver saw.” Ot
Poe, he said: ‘He was at this time great-
ly depressed. Their extreme poverty, the
sickness of his wife, and his own inability
to write, sufficiently accounted for this.’

““The same writer speaks of later visits,
and says: ‘The autumn came. Mrs. Poe
sank rapidly in consumption, and I saw her
in ber bed-chamber. Everything was so
neat, so purely clean, so scant and poverty-
stricken. There was no clothing on the
bed, which was only straw, but a snow-
white spread and sheets. The weather was
cold and the sick lady bhad the dreadful
chills that accompany the hectic fever of
consumption. She lay on this straw bed,
wrapped in her husband’s great coat, with
a large tortoise shell cat on her bosom.
The wonderful cat seemed conscious of her
great usefulness. The coat and the cat
were the sufferer’s only means of warmth,
except as her husband held her hands, and
her mother her feet. Mrs. Clemm was
passionately fond of her daughter, and her
distress on account of her illness and
misery was dreadful to see.’

“The foregoing extracts will show with

what sacred memories tﬁe Poe cottage i3
hallowed. It was Poe’s last home on earth,
and where he lived from 1846 to 1849,
The extraordinary genius ot its former
tenant is now acknowledgcd the world
over; bis fame has ou'lived the critics and
calumniators of his day. His oaly withe-
tic peer was was the otheiwise pcer-
less Chopin. Almost the only Ameri-
can poet who interests Kuropeans is
Edgar Allan Poe. This cottage bas sur-
vived the elements and should be preserved
from the vandals who would remove it to
some unfamiliar place and obliterate the
site on which it stands.

“A still stronger claim to its rescue, if
possible, is the fact that after the death of
Mrs. Poe, as his last and crowning legacy
to the world which had staived them, the
poet produced within it humble walls those
thrilling and matchless works—'The Bells,’
‘Ulaluma,” ‘Anrate! Lee,’ *‘To My Mother,’
*For Anrie,” “The Domain ¢f Arnheim,’
‘Landor’s Cottage,” and ‘Eureka.’ Toe
tiny dwelling belongs, therefore, ro! to
Fordbam and New York to do as they will,
but to the whole American people and to
the whole poetry loving world.”

Our vivacious and versatile correspond-
ent of Oaio, Hon. Charles H. Collias gives

his encouragement to th2 scheme for the
| preservation of the Poe cottage, for he
| writes ; ‘‘By all means print what Mrs. H.
| —, suggests, as to Poe...I would not
| throw any obs‘acle in the way of reficed
| ladies who desireto honor his memory as
an American poet and prose writer. I
hav3 read all both enemies and friends have
said of bim, and, while holding his talerts
in high esteems as a prcse writer, consider
his few poems as purely mechanical. The
best edition of his works is by A C. Arm-
strong & Son, 714 Broadway, N. Y., and
is complete in four volumes. It gives the
best can be said of bim, and attacks Gris-
wolds biography as unfair. ‘Oace upon a
time,’ like all boys, I had a mania for
herozs. Poe was one, Byron another, and
I tear, Jaick Shepherd and The Pirate's
Own Book, were also on the list. Poe’s
weird and borrible tales I read, just as I
did thote of Monk Lewis. For Poe's
analyticaljpind, asja lawyer, I have respect.
“The Gold Bug,” ““The Facts In th: Case
of M. V:llemar,” and others, are minor
examples; but **The Murder in the Rue
Morgue,” *The Mystery of Marie Roget,’
and *The Purloined Letter,’ are the bighest
types of such reasoning. Conan Doyle has
produced nothing to equal ‘The Murders in
the Rue Morgue.” However, I donot wish
to revamp in a letter what you know go well
I desire only to add that Horace Greeley,
—who was certainly one of the most chari-
table ot men,—gives in his ‘Recollections
of a Busy Life,” the corresponder.c2 which
passed between himself and a young man
who applied to bim for an autograph®of Mr.
Poe. Mr. Greeley tays: ‘A gushing youth
onc: wrote to me to this effect :

‘Dear Sir: Among your literary treasures you
have doubtless preserved several autogr.:phs of our
country’s late lamented poet, Edgar Allen Poe. It
80, and you can spare one, please inclose it to me,
and receive the thanks of—Yours truly o

I promptly responded as follows :

Dear Sir: Among my _literary treasures there
happens to be exactly cne autograph of our
country’s late lamented poet, Edgar Allan Poe. It
is his note for #3530, with my endorsement across
the back. Itcost me exactly $50.75, including pro-
test, and you may haveit for half the amount

Yours respectfully, Horace Greeley.

“Mr. Greeley adds, with infinite quaint-
ness: “‘That autograph, I regret to say,
remains on my hands, and it is still for sale
at the original price, despite the lapse of
time and the depreciation of our country’s
currency.”

Adverting to a subject 3omewhat foreign
—for we delight in digressicn—we sent to
our friend a copy of Francis Blake Crofton’s
able monograph on Thomas Chandler Hal-
iburton, whbich evoked this response:
““What a fine face the judge had at sixty
years.” Wit, bumor, good-fellowship, and
intellecatal torce. I like that face. The
character of the man is given in all its
lights in this sketch. The authoris master
of his subject. I read it through betore
retiring last might. How many slang
phrases we owe to Haliburton. We hear
them every day. I was surprised to find
so many credited to his Sam Slick, th# im-
mortal. I shall rcview Haliburton in our
papers. 1 never reada more interesting
sketch.”

We can but observe that our friend
scems to have escaped from the poetic spell
of Pue, if once it may have enthralled him.
To us Poe’s verse, though mechanically
unique, is far from the simply mechanical.
There are wheels, but there is a spirit in
the wheels. Walking in the shadow 15 al-
ways the spectre, darkly beautiful. That
poem, ‘“The Conqueror Worm,” fascinates
and makes us shudder. Wewant tolook
down into that splendid horror again ! ““The
Haunted Palace” is the most wonderful
picture of & noble and gifted but distraught
mind, we ever met with. 1he whole seems
to ring with mamiac song and laughter,
awfully musical and sweet. Poe’s account
of the genesis of bis ‘‘Raven” seems in-
credible. He describes a cool methodical
artizanship, where our youthful fancy sug-
gested frenzy. Never mind, about the
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mancer ¢nd method—thare is the result!
When boys we were, how we did rave
over that poem, and with want wonderful
elocu.ion we rendered it. While yet in
our teens we l:ctured on Poe at Lower
Hor'on, and gcod Brother C.- then oa-
pstor and mentor—shook his head doubt-
fully, and feared that Poe must bave been
a sad soundrel, judging by the lame ex-
cuses made for him. A pooar advocate we
felt ourselt to be, for Poe had been our
very idz2al ot an unbappyand ill-used poet.

We find ourselves in perfect accord with
our friend’s estimate of the prote of Poe.
He is unquestionably master in the domain
of tke dreadful. He bas a conjuring ichor
that Conan Doyle cannot infuse, that reises
the very dead. No one, we think of now,
comes 80 near bim in that power as the
Scottish genius who lately died at Va lima.
And Bliss Carman, in h's poetry, is more
ttan a dabecter at the same subtle business.
“‘Behind the Arras” has quite that haunt-
ing spell. We read *‘The Red Wolf” at the
breakfest table the other morning, and the
youngest of the younkers kept eye on the
wolfship till we were through. There were
plenty ¢f shivers. WWhen we 1ead this
starz\, one of them gave a laugh of great
satisfac'ion :

“That day I will anise, put my heel upon my throat,
And squirt his yellow blood upon the door ;

Then watch bim dyiog there, like a spider in hi« liar,
With & *wolf, wolf, wolf !’ at my door.”

Tkhat is the sort of poetry that gets the
boys, whatever the critics think of it! Of
course, there is no need of interpretation.
We all have our haunting dolors,of which we
hope some day to be finally rid. There is
one thing, we must cay in favor of Carman,
—it ke does cry Boh! at us, thee is a
laugh underit. It he takes us to the
haunted edge of the woods, he does not
los2 us in the black forest. If we go with
bim into the heart of the 'night, when |he
leaves ue, there are the streaks of morning*
He is no grim apostle of despair. There
are very loving and gen‘le touches, as in
“The Lodger.” Ttere is an undercurrent
of hope and joy in him. There is a mag-
nificent upburst of faith in bis ““Night Ex-.
press !’

“For He at the sleepless hand
Will drive till the night is done,—

Will watch till morning springs from the sea,
And the rails stand gold in the sun;

Then e will slow toa stop
The tread of the driving-rod,

When the night express rolls into the dawn;
For the Driver’s name is God."”

But this is beside our subject. Referring
again to the weird tales of ’oe, we are re-
minded of the evening when sitting late in
the o'd ‘‘Acadian” office, at Woltvil'e, we
read for the first time, and by rather a dim
light, “The Fall of The House of Usher.”
We pursued the theme of dread till we
could positively endure the eerie solitude no
longer ; when, closing the book, with our
nervesin a tremor, we extinguished the
lamp, and fled the place.

To us the pathos ot poor Poe’s history
has always appealed. We still feel that,
under all his failings, there struggled a
certain manfulnees in the effort at right-
doing and well-being. Read in the light
of his sad history av Fordham, and the
miseries that oppressed his life—however
of his own procuring—it msy be that the
reason why Greel-y hid that unfortunate
document to disclose, was this—the poet
never had the means to redeem himselt.
Such defaults are alleged of Goldsmith and
Leigb Hunt, yet, for the good that was in
tbem, we still give them reverence. Alas!
that we cannot revere Pce. But shall we,
therefore, not pity and forgive? We wust
still take the part of one who has long been
put betore us as the renegade of literature,
—the pitiful prodigal with the barp, who
wasted his substanca, and then died in the
far country.

We learn from “The Week” that Mr.
Bliss Carman has gone to Paris and to

Rome on business conrected with his pub-
lishers ; also that Mr. T. Arncld Haul'ain,
whose articles are familiar to all readers of
that able journal, has returned from
Evogland looking exceedingly well.

The Governor-General of Canada will do
a generous thing in admitting the Ottawa
railway men to the hospitalities of Rideau
Hall, supposing bim to mean the opera-
tives as well as the magnates.

* * *

Just now thke meeting of the General
Conference of tne methodist episcopal
church, at Cleveland, Ohio, has led us to
look up that chief city of Cuyahoga county
in that comprekensive book, Howe’s Mem-
orials. We have tte h'story of the place
anc its general configuration pretty well in
mind. We expect it will be a memorable
convention whkich our vast church will kold
there, with its over six hundred delegates,
lay and ministeral. The tinkers and re-
volutionists will be up, most of whom, we
hope, will be decently laid to rest before
adjoinment; and as our Brother Dr.
Berry, of “*“The Epworth Herald,” humor-
ously observes, after all is over, the
ma2thodist church will look so much as it
used to that you could tell it after dark.
We expect Dr. Buckley, of the New York
Advocate, will be at the front to lead the
battle ot the conservatives. PATERFEX.

TRHE COUNCILLOR WAS ANGRY.

Buat Halifax Bicyclists Cleared the Bediord
Rcad of Stones.

Havrirax May 14.— who ever before
heard of a club of bicyclists turn'ng out to
rake a public highway and clear it of loose
stones. Tte Ramblers of this city bave
set an example for a custom which may
become popular. Oan Saturday afternoon
25 of them raked a section of a mile or
two between Sherwood and the Princes
Lodge, on the Bedford road. justily tlLey
worked and vastly they improved the
app2arance of *he road. While in the
midst of their labors Councillor Donaldson,
that the representative of Bedford in the
muunicipal council, happ’ned along and,
strange to say, he became indignant
the wheelman were engaged as he
found tkem to bhe. He particu-
arlly assailed Wm. Lithgow, presi-
dent ot the club’s good roads committee,
and recriminated every one who had taken
part in the novel undertaking. He con-
sidered, he said, that he should have been
consulted *belore the club members were
turned cut, rake in hand upon the road.
His permission should first bave been se-
cared. His diznity he said, bad been of-
fended, and he was highly displeased, even
if the stones were disappearing. Council-
lor Donaldson should bhave been glad to
see the road over which he bas jurisdiction
improving so radically, even if the method
of its accomplishment were slightly irregu-
lar. But it was irregular only by accident.
President Mr. Mylius bad unavailingly
sought Mr. Donaldson on Saturlay morn-
ing, and there was none more sorry than
he to see that this trouble had arisen.
Saturday evening when the raking was
over, Mr. Mpylius wrote to the councillor
fully explaining the whole situation. The
hope and the prospect is, therefore, that
councillor and club will yet be able to
work harmoniously together making the
Bedford road better and something like
what it shoula be.

A Look at Lord Salisbury.

Personally Lord Salisbury is a desply
read and cul‘ured man. He sp2nds a good
deal of time in his laboratory, is very tond
of chemistry, possesses much practical
knowledge of electricity, and has deliver-
ed more than one able address before such
bodies as the British Association for the
Advancement of Science. = He is not
physically as strong ‘as he looks, and the
immense volume of work he accomplishes,

coupled with very little exercise, makes
him in reality a somewha: delicate
man. In appearance be is impres-
sive without beirg handsome, ard his
ordinary demeanor is one of appirent in-
difference and aristocratic hiuteur. Like
himself in character, his oratory is 1im-
perious, forcible end eficctive. At his
famous seat in Hertfordshire— Hatfield
House—Queen Victoria tas been more
than cnce entertained by Lord Salisbury,
as 10 a past century his ancestors enter-
tained Queen Elizabeth, and there he
thoroughly enjoys, whether inor out of
power, the gen:rous country life and open
hospitality of the historical end typical
“fine old English geantleman.”

Taken altogether the present British

_l’ren_lier is an extraordinary and inteerst-
ing figure in the politics of this period. His
patriotism 13 strong and sincere, but it
rests upon the forms of the Constitution
and upon loyalty to the Crown ratter than
upon the modern principle of loyslty to
the immediate and changeable will of a
popular democracy. And Lord Salisbury
mn this case undoubtedly embodies the
pa‘ural, hereditary and inberent conversa-
tion of the English people. For that reason
and none other he-to-day controls, for
gnod or ill, for greatness or jweaknes, the
destinies of the British Empure.

Will Wed a Prince.

The engagement is aunourcad, says the
New York Herald, of Miss Chanta Milmo,
a sister of Mrs. Eugene Kelly Jr., to
Prince Albert Radzivill, a member of the
famous {family of that name, that has been
identified for many generations with Polsnd.

Miss Milmo is, on her mother’s side, of a
distinguished Spanish family. who many
years ago went to live in Mexico. Ier
grandfather held a high pcsition at the
time of the ill fated Maximilian, Prince
Albert Radzivill is a young man ot forture
and is related to some of the most famous
families of Kurope, among them the
Talleyrand-Perigords and the Castellanes.
His marriage to Miss Milmo will bz cele-
brated in St. Patrick’s Cathedral. New
York, on June 3. Miss Milmo is in M: xico
with her sister, Mrs. Kelly.

Prince Radzivill is very well known in
tlis best society of Paris and London and
is generally at Bad Hombury for the sea-
son there. He arrived in New York six
weeks ago and is now in Mexico.

It has been estimated from the stamp
duties pail by patent medicine-makers
that 4,000,000 pills are taken by the in-
habitants of the United Kingdom every
week. Only about one million are taken
by the people ot Russia.

The sea is infinitely more productive
than the land. It is estimated that an acre
of good fishing will yield more food in &
week than an acre of the best land will
yield in a year.

The English newspaper correspondents
who are to attend the czir’s coronation
bave to supply the Russian authorities with
three separate photographs of themselves.
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