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NOTCHES ON THE STICK

PATERVEX TALKS OF EDGAR A.
POE'S DELAYED HONORS.

Robert Burns’ First Meeting With Jean
Armour Interestingly Described—A Tri-
bute to Pere Marquette by Hon. C. H.
Colllns—=The Hallburton Soclety.

When to be dollar-bright as a new coin
from the mint is the attempted virtue of
the modern editor, can it be true that the
wit shows any falling off (rom the standard
of an earlier time ? We will not assert any
such declension ; and yet, where is there a
more expert driver of the sarcastic pen
now at bis desk, than ths gifted George
D. Prentice, journalist and poet, and editor
of the Louisville Journal ? Where is your
modern man more easily naturally witty
than tbis Southerner in Lis soul, born in
the hot-bcd of Yavkeedom? Almost every-
one knows he was a New Erg’ander of the
City of Colleges, that he was bred at Yale,
that he went south, in his carly manhood
and became a citizen of Kentucky, a noted
Wh'g, ard arlent champion of Henry
Clay, whose biographer he was. Some are
living today who will remember the
peppery pen he wielded, and the trenchant
paragraphs written by bim that put editors
to their trumps if they Loped to cope
successfully with bim  Here ere a few we
picked up the otker day :

*“ A political opponent says that we have twisted

his arguments till they are no longer his but his
own. Suppote we were to twist bis nose, would it

become our nose instead of his

“The editor of the Green River Union intimates
that we take a**drop too much.” When the hang-
man gives him his due robody will think he has *'a
drop” too much.

«“The New Haven Herald sa* s *'Does the editor
of the Louisville Journal suppose that he isa true
Yankee because he was btorn in New England.
1f a dog is born in an cven, is he bread! We can
tell the editor that there are very few dogs, whether
born in sn oven or out of it, but are better bred
than he is.

“The editor of the Black Democrat says that he
doesn’t know us and never expects to meet us on
this side of the grave. We shall tbink ourselves in
particularly bad luck it we meet him on the other
side.”

If he ¢id so weil when he trmed his
«'prentice-band,”wtat might we expect it
he tried the {ull powers of a master work-
man? And yet this spitz-dog sort of
editorial snarling is well out of fashicn,
however seasoned with wit.

* * *

Ugh! great-coats and mittens! Is this
the brightest and balm’est month of all the
year ? We cannct go out and roll in the
grass,or perform a single function of ** Knee
deep in June,” we carnot even git in our
den and write this lugubrious prote:t
againct this climate unsecsonableress with-
out burning the cordwood we bad piled over
into next year. It requires only the flying
leaves to complete the allusion that “‘the
melancholy days kave come, the saddest of
the year.” When we awoke this morning,
and fourd ths earth still under the gloomy
influence of Sa‘urn, we rubbed our chilly
members, ard proceed to edapt Lowell's
verses to ctanged conditione, wtthoat de-
lay, and as follows:

What 18 so raw as a day in June ?

Then, if ever, come chilly days;

Then Heaven sweeps earth with a cold monsoon
And over it wildly her rude wing sways;
Whether we look, or whether we listen,
The thunders roar and the lightnings glisten;
Every clod is wet in the night,

And the sky at morning still grayly lowers,
While all the day the cheerless light

Falls thro’ rifts of the sno w-cold showers;
A shuddering sense of life is seen

(2 the wind--wept hills, 1nthe rain drench’d

valleys,

And the shivering grass in the meadows green

Writhes and starts from the blast’s rough sallies.

The robin looks pitiful up for the sua,
Or droops his wing under dripping leaves,
For his feathered back is oft o’er run
With the summer deluge 1t receives;
His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings
Turn into stony and addled things,
While the hail-stones come pattering into her nest
Ifshe lif's for a moment her pretty red breast.

* » *

Edger Allan Pos is coming to the front
for the honors that tave been lorg delayed.
Followirg on the[p:ovition of a small park
on Fordham Hill, by the municipality of
New York, and tke redemption of the
famous cottage from Vandal's Crowbar or
mercenary’s auction-hemmer, comes t:e
announcement that a colossal satue of the
poet Las been already designed by tke
well-kpown sculpter,W. Ordway Partridge,
to be placed on somc prominent site as a
permanect memorial. The following
eulcgium, taken trom the recently-published
tribule to Poe by Charles WLkibley, will
serve to show tte estimate put vpon this
great genius abroad, atd his relation to
Europzan, and especially Freach literature :

The criticism of Poe inaugurated a new era, a
new cult of taste and beaunty. W hether In theory
or in praclice, he was ahead, not only of his time,
ut of all time. It is not surprising that Poe’s mul-
tiform genius should have proved a dominant in,
fluence upon European literature Not only was
he a sombre light to the decadence, net only was
he a guiding flame in the pathwsy of the mystics,
but he revived the novel of adventure and lost
treasure, of the Scuth Seas and of Captain Kidd.
Henceforth Poe was free to shape the literatare of
France. It was his example that moulded the
conte to its uitimate comwpletion. His talens of
compression and of facile exposition, his gift of
building up & situation in a hundred words, were
intimated by the army of writers who first perfected
the ehort story and then sent it across the channel.

«1Jle is known and read in those remote corners
which he described yet never saw  He is as familiar
in $pain s in Scandinavia, and but a year ago ‘The
Raven’ was translated di'ect from English in far-cft
Valparaisc, And here isthe final contrast of his
life. A prophet of silence and seclusion is blown to
the four winds of heavin. but he bas conquered
glory without abating one jot his proper attitude of
aristocracy. He is still exclusive and morose as
his stories. Between him and his fantasies there is
no discord. You imagine him always stern-faced,

habited in black, with Virginia Clemm at hisside,

Virginia, shadowy as Ligeria, amiable as the mild
Elenora in the valley of the many-colored grasses
Though he dwelt inmid America, he was yet 1n
Fairy-land, and, though the squalor of penury and
the magszines gave him neither ancestral ball’ nor
‘moss-grown abbey,’ he lived and died enclosed

within the castle of his mind.”
- * .

Tte ncok in our small library devoted to
Robert Burne,and literature concerning him
is enlarged by an *‘Essay” on the poet’s
“Li’e and Gerius,” from the pen ot Thomas
Hutchicon, Esq.* of Pegswood, Morpeth,
Northumberland, England. It is written
neatly and clearly, with enthusiasm, jyet
with judgement, and with full knowledge
of his subject. He quotes his author freely
and aptly almost at every step, and rela‘es
the familiar narrative with a zest of his
own, arranging the whole Lrochure in
convenient sections. He relates the first
intercourse ¢f Burrs with Jean Armour,
afterwards his wi’‘e, as follows:

“The origin of their acquaintanceship is intereste
jog. There had been a race in the vil'age, follow -
ed in the evening by a ball. While Burns was
dancing, his collie dog caused much merriment and
some confusion by following bim most faithiully
through all the figures. Tae Jassies lau_hed among
them-elves at the performaunce. Burns, not all dis-
comfited sail it would be wel! if he could get a lass
to love him as faithfu'ly as did his dog. Jean,
though present, did not dance with him. However,
a day or two afterwards, whilst she was washing
clothes—in the Scotch fashion ~he happened to be
shooting by the riverside. His dog ran over the
clothes she had laid out to dry. Jean threw a
stone at it. This led to conversation, and she gaily
asked him if he had yet got a lass to love him. SBaid
he, ‘Lassie, if ye thocht ocht o’ me, ye wadaa hurt
my dog.’ Jean tells us she thought to herself, ‘I
wadna think much o’ you at onyrate.’ Notwith-
standing this, they became intimate, and courtship
soon followed. It was carried on duaring the whole
of 1785. Early in 1786, however, ‘a secret and ir-
regular marriage with a written acknowledgement,
had to be effected.” This ackrowledgement, when
the news reached their ears, poor Jean’s parents
compelled her to destroy. ‘The rake helly Burcs,
as they termed him, they drove from their doors.

This little book, of sixty-four pages de-
rives additional interest from the fact that
it is issued from the press of Jam:s Mec-
Kie, 2 King strcet, Kilmarncck,—the
town where the fi:st edition of Burns saw
the Jight. Mr. Hutchison is an Englisk-
man, however, a teacher, a book-fancier,
and an amiable, estimable man.

-~ b =

Our Ohio friend and correspondent
writes us concerning the above-mentiozed
writer ard Lis Iccality : *‘I wrote you con-
cerning my message from Northumberland
and Mr. Thomas Hutchison. ..In my
Froissart all the border raids tempue,
Edward III. are mentioned ; also briefly in
Green’s History of tke English pzople.
Then we tave Scott’s Ta'es of Grandtfather,
and DBo:der Minstrelsy, and Percy's
Religues . . . ‘Percy out of Northumter-
land’ (arother Percy) made his vow to
sp2nd three summer days in chasing the
deer over the Scottich line. Hence Chevy
and Otterbourne. I would lixe to go up
from Newc:s'le-on-Tyne to DBerwick-on-
Tweed, and stop off at Morpeth and
Alnwick. (See Halleck’s fine poim). To
me that is tte most interesting part of
England. I amto old to cross the water
again, I am afraid ; but if I do, then the
north of England and Scotland would con-
sume my time.”

* > »

Our friend speaks with much apprecia-
tion of J. F. Herbin, ( Wollville, N. S.),
an illusirated edition of whote poems,
*“The Marsklands” bas récently been is-
sued: I have read all of Herbin. He is
an Acadian by descent. Inhis mouth the
praise of Acadie, and in his heart a linger-
ing resentment over th2 removal of his
people from their homes, is natural and
fitting. He touches it with force and a
tender melancholy. His ‘‘Acadie” his
‘“Acadian at Grand Pre,” bis ¢ Returned
Acadian,”—in fact, all through his dainty
volume, he forcefully yet musically, with
pathos and grace,recalls the Acadia of old,
and links it with the Bobolinks, the robins,
the marskes end dykes and moderu Nova
Scotia. I said I iiked Herbin. I do. He
has genius, and he isa poet through and
through.”

* * ¥

The same writer has sent us an account
of a brave man, devcut and heroic in
heart, whose name 1s fragrant in the early
annals of America and Canadsa, together
with a poem, both of which we purpose to
give our readers:

James Marguette was born of an ancient family
in Laon, France, in 1637, At seventeen he entered
the society of Jesuits, studied and tawmght many
years, was invested with the priesthood, and at
once scught a mission in some land that knew not
God that he might labor there until death and die
unaided and alone. His desire was gratified. He
founded the mission ot Saint Marys, Saint Ignace
and Maekinaw. He labored nine glorious years
among the Indisas and preached to thews inten
different ianguages. He was an explorer, scholar
poet, naturalist and priest—a great man in every
sense of the word. He peneirated the whole
country in his excursions, mapped it, deseribea it,
opened it to eivilization. No inciemency of winter
or fear of savages deterred him. He placed his
life under the protecctlon of his creatur and bade
defianee to difficmlties waded through water, and
thiowugh snows, slept houseless and fireless; lived
on berries and pounded corn, and ofien was with.
out eny food except the dank moss gathered from
rocks. In constant peril, yet to him the wilderness,
with its vistas of rock and water, had charms. He
wrote of it with rapture, and hie heart swelled with
emotion as he moved in his canoe over the rolling
waters of Mackinaw, then, as now, transparent in
their great depths as the most limpid fountain. He
had notice when his final hour approached. He left
his men with the canoe, and went & little apart to
pray. He died when his prayer ended. The
Todians buried him in the sand. All the North-west
Indians were filled with scrrow when they learned
ofhis death. The Ojibawas, the Hurons and the
Ottawas started to remove hisbody to the conse~
crated ground of Saint Ignace, where they knew it
was his desire to be interred. They found the spot
in the sand by the cross erected by the canoe men.
In silence and tears they dug up the body, placed it
in a neat box of bark already prepared, and the

numerous canoes forming a large fleet started with
nothing but the sighs of the Indians and the dip of
paddles to break the stillness of water and forest
As they approached Mackinaw the funeral fleet
was met by a large number of canoes bearing Ot-
tawas, Hurons, and Ircquois, and from every inlet
others shot out to join the procession. Did ever
Pope, or Emperor have such atribute ! They arrive
in sight of the Point; the cross of Saint Ignace
gseems painted against the Northern eky.
The missionaries come out in their vestments
suited to the occasion. The priests chanted the re-
quiem for the dead asthe canoe bearing Marquette’s
remains neared the beach. The procession marches
up to the church with cross and prayer, and tapers
burning. The birch béx is placed beneath a pall
made in the form of & coffin, and the sors and
daughters of the woods weep in grief. After the
service was ended the cc flin was placed in the vault.
He was the first and last white man who ever was
8o honored by such an assembly of Indians at h's
grave. When the archangel’s trump on the last
day shall summon the Father from his narrow bed
there will arise with him the unnumbered plumes
and painted warriors of the forest now crumbled to
dust, to whom in life he wasthe guardian angel’
The mission was afterwards burned, the priests
who cfliciated died, long and b'oody wars followed
the records were lost, Maiquette’s grave was unf
knowan. It was reserved forthe Rev. Edward
Jacker to obtain the distinguished honor of the dis-
covery, and to turn once more the thoaghts of man
kind to Pere Marquette.
FERE MARQUEITE
1.

The Summer's breath is on the Island height

The Great Lakes glitter in the August sun:
I see the sails of Commerce 1n the light

And trailing lines of smoke in pall of dun.
But shadowy forms float dimly to the view:

I hear the wild Huron’s rude refrain,
From Birch canoes with dusky phantom crew

The conovy of a funeral train.

11.
There, where the pine a lengthening shadow
throws,

Reflecting from the wave each spear and leaf.
Behold an humble, hallowed altar glows,

And the dark Ottawa, with his wail of grief.
I hear the wierd chanting sad and slow,

And see as in a dream the buried years,
The waxen candles brightly burn, and lo

The fevered world has vanished with its cares.

ILI.

The loving Priest and Father early lost

Arises with a lustre from the tomb;
His brow is white with Heaven’s pearly frost,

And Pere Marquette appears in fadeless bloom.
Here are no paths of trade, or scenes of mirth,

Tire throbbing soul is turned to sky above;
This humble priest shall give your thoughts new

birth
W hose life was holy faith, and peace, and love.

1v.

Soon from this shore the marble shaft shall rise,
Where rests the Martyr’s consecrated dust,
A beacon to the wand’ring tourist,s eyes,
A pledge ot all that,s perfect, true and just.
The kings of trade lie in forgotten graves,
Who changed to bloody sctnes this land of peace,
But Marquette’s fame shall hallow all these waves
*Till t:me itself shall in oblivion cease.
C. H. CoLLINS.

Written on Mackinaw Island August 14th, 1884,
* * *

On Tuesday, June 16th the Haliburton
Society held, according to programme, a
public meeting in Convocation Hall, at
Kings college, Windsor, to commemorate
tte birth of Thomas Chandler Haliburton,
creator of the immortal Sam Slick, one of
tke earliest and greatest of Canadian liter-
ateurs, which were interspersed with instru-
mental and vocal mutic. The occasion
was the delight of the favored ones present
and the regret of the longing ones who
could not te there.

The Magazine of Poetry ccntains among
other things, an article on the Scottish
American Poet, Robert Whittet, by John
D. Ross; and an account of the pcetic
Fiee Mason and Army man, Albert Pike,
whose pathetic pcem, ‘“Every Year”
seemed always to us so touching. A good
deal of rough and ready poetry had Albert
Pike in his scul. Much that is palmed off
by other and later writers is hardly so
good. Surely Mr. Van Fredenburg must

be pitifu'ly pedant, or he must be struck |

with envy of Willlam Watson, that he
attacks bim agein, and labors with petti-
fogging diligence to prove Lim a faulty
versifier. He has something to say when
be does versify, and we should be glad to
have the same to assert of Mr. Fredenburg.
PATERFEX.

WHERE BARBED ARROWS FLEW.

A Perilous Experience of a Mal] Carrier
in the Southwest.

Judge Francis Adams, now a San Fran-
cisco attorncy, was one of the early pio-
neers of the great West, and few of the old-
timers have witnessed more thrilling events
than he.

‘Perhaps the most narrow escape I ever
had,’ eaid the Judge a few days ago. in re-
calling scenes that antedate the gold dis-
covery, ‘was in an encounter with hostile
Indians in the year 1847." And here is
the story. It reads like fiction after the
lapse of fifty years.

In the above wmentioned year Adams,
then a boy of 17, was engaged in carrying
military mail between El Paso, Tex., and
Albuquerque, N. M. The greater portion
of the country through whbich Le passed
was a desert waste. One piece of the way
was particularly dangerous, being in the
vicinity ot a frequent rendezwous of tke
Irdiang, and for the mail carrier’s safety
and protection a small troop of scldiers
was regularly detached from the midway
post of Manzana, on the Rio Grande, to
meet the mail boy at a cerfain point of
rocks, at which h2 always halted, and to
escort him over that part of the road which
was considered unsafe.

The spot in question was generally
reached after nightfall. It so happened
that the officer in charge of the troop was
Sergeant William J. Graves, who after-
ward became prominent as a lawyer in this
State, and who has long since joined the
silent majority. Young Graves was of
herculean build, brave as)a lion, and as
reckless as be was brave. o

Young Adams bad on several occasions
been hard pressed by savages, but ha was
well mounted, and his steed had always
carried him through unscathed.

No incident worth mentioning had
occured for quite a little period s> that
upon ore occesion Sergeant Graves felt
inclined to take matters rather leisurely.

Then, concluding that he would miss the
mail carrier it he rode to the point of
rocks, the tergeant resolved to strike atead
and meet Adams on the highway.

As usual, the mail carrier halted. It
was after nightfall, but the big silver moon
made tte night radiant, and objects could
be distinguisked clzarly for a considerable
distance.

The horse was allowed to graze about,
and Adams set down to res:. Then he
looked toward Manzana for the troopers,
but they were nowhere to be seen. Soon
the horse pricked up his ears and moved in
a frightened way toward its master. Adams
knew what that meant, and, leading the
animal to the cover of some rocks, peered
about and discovered that tke redskins
were quietly closing in on him from all
sides.

Delay meant death. Adams put h's car-
bine in order, sprang into his saddle
selected an opening in his Indian line, and,
driving his spurs mto the horse’s tide,
made a desperate dash for lite. The
Indians were momentarily disconcerted
by the bold movement. Adams used his

“carbine on the nearest of the enemy, and,

despite a rain of arrows, plunged through
the line.

Just as he thought himself fairly in the
race to save his ecalp, he saw ahead of him
in the pale light another bard of Indians
that he bad not calculated on. He whirled
to cne sde, and then a chase against
heavy odds begin.

For ten miles the painted warriors pur-
sued him, gaining on him every minute.

The arrows pierced his clothing; the
Indian yells almost drownad the noise of
the hoot beats of his steed. His horse was
wounded, but the faithful LEeast still
struggled on. The sixty four roands of
ammunition carried by the rider were al-
most exhausted. The horse tell dead.

At this junctuve firing was Leard afar.
The Indians were stayed by sudden terror.
~‘Fr.nk! Frank! Where are you?
came a powerful voice.

‘Here ! cried the piisoner. And though
the bostile band Graves had burst his way,
knocking Indiars to the right and to the
left. The savages scattered like children
betore h'm.

‘Quick !" cried Graves, leaning far down
from his saddle, extending his strong hand
and locking it around the enfeebled hand
of young Adams. ‘Swing up bebicd’

Adams mounted behind the sergeant.
The Indians didn't recover from their sur-
prise and shock of th2 young giant’s ckarge
until they were aware of two whites on a
single horse riding away in the moonlight
ata sp2ed ttat mocked pursuit—riding
away to ke joined by the troopars.

A Valuable Tree,

A few days ago a company bought of J.
W. Adsms, of Pullin, all his walout timber,
from 12 inches up, at a good price. Iu
cutting the timber tkey ceme across an old
walnut tree that had been blown down for
at least thirly years, and had been threaten-
ed to be burned up several times, but
when they made an examination of it they
founli it to be a birdeye walnut worth con-
giderable money. The company gave Mr,
Adams $300 for it. It measured 90 feet,
and they will get $40 per foot, which will
amount to $2,800.— Kentucky News.

Behind the Law,

She—Do you make love to every girl
you know as you do to me ?

Young Lawyer—My dear young lady
you should not ask a question that would
tend to incriminate the witness.

“ Brain food“
for tired people”’

is what an eminect clergyman calls Dr.
Humphreys’ No. 24. - A Homeopathic
Tonic for

Brain Fag; General Debility ; all forms of
Physical and Nervous Weakness, arising
from Mental Strain, Business Anxtety,
Care, or Worry, Overwork, or Emotional
Excitement, or from loss of blood, or of
sleep. If there is Indigestion alternate
with No. 10, the famous Specific for

Dyspepsia: indigestion: weak stcmach;
bad tacte, coated tongue, offensive breath,
logs of appetite.

The use of No. 24 and No. 10 will build
up the most depleted system ard restore
the brain’s activity.

“¢77” = Rose Cold

Homeopathic Book mailed free.

Sold by druggists, or sent prepaid upon receipt ot
price, flisk $1.80, trial 25 cent. Humphreys’
Medicine Company, 111 Wiliam St., New York.

Be sure to get

HUMPHREYS’

HUMPHREYS’

WITCH HAZEL OIL

“THE PILE OINTMENT.”

For Piles—External or Internal, Blind or Bleeding;
Fistula in Ano; Itching or Bleeding of the Rectum.
The relief is immediate—the cure certain.

PRICE, &0 OTS. TRIAL SIZE, 25 CTS.
8old by Deuggists, or sent post-paid on receipt of price.

HUMPHREYS’ MED CO. 111 and 113
Wiltiam St., New York,

CI_.EAN
TEETH

and & pure breath obtained by
using ApAms’ Turri FRUTTL
Take no imitations.
VSANANAANN NN N

Miss Jessie Campbell Whitlock
TEACHER OF PIANOFORTE,

ST. STEPHEN, N. B.

The * Leschetizky Method’’; also ** Synthetic
System,” for beginners.
Apply at the residence of
Mr, J. T. WHITLOCK.

N

Colds Chaps Colic

Coughs Chafing Croup
Catarrh Chilblains Cramps

Are ills to which all flesh is heir. You can relieve and speedily cure all of these by the free
use of our old reliable Anodyne. Generation after generation have used it with entire satis-
faction, and handed down the knowledge of its worth to their children as a valuable inheri-
tance. Could a remedy have existed for eighty years except that it possesses great merit for
family use? It was originated to cure all ailments attended witﬂ inflammation; such as
asthma, abscesses, bites, burns, bruises, bronchitis, all forms of sore throat, earache, head-
ache, la grippe, lame back, mumps, muscular soreness, neuralgia, scalds, stings, sprains,
stiff joints, toothache, tonsilitis and whooping cough. The great vital and muscle nervine.

Johnsons Anodyne [iniment

It soothes every ache, every bruise, every cramp, every irritation, every lameness, every
swelling everywhere. Itis for INTERNAL as much as EXTERNAL use. It was originated
in 1810, by Dr. A. Johnson, an old Family Physician. FEvery Mother should have it in the house.

I use Johnson’s Liniment for catarrh, Thad

“Best Liver Pill Made.”
’ [ ] tried almost everything recommended for
catarrh, but find Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment
arso S I S far superior to any. I use it as you direct.
J. E. WHIPPLE, South Windham, Vt.

Positively cure Biliousness and Sick Headache, liver Our Book “Treatment for Diseases” Mailed Free.

and bowel complaints. They expel all impurities
from the blood. Delicate women find relief from | Doctor’s Signature and Directions on every bottle,

using them. Price 25¢; five £1. Sold everywhere. | All Druggists. 1. S. Johnson & Co., Boston, Mass.
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HEAVY
STEEL PLATE Rang C...

Coal or Wood.

Made in various styles, from
the ordinary family to the
largest hotel size.

s 2 B =

Are constructed in the most substan-
tial manner and after the most
approved patterns,

ARE STRICTI Y UP TO DATE IN
EVERY PARTICULAR.

-

it will pay you to investigate the
good woints of these ranges
before purchasing others.

The McClary Mfg. Co., igeotio wintio e
For sale by R. J. SELFRIDCGE, St. John.
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106 ADAMS’ LIUID  10c
ROOT BEER/)

THIS BOTTLE MAKES TWO GALLONS.

CARRIAGES! CARRIAGES!

Handsome and Comfortable; Well Constructed and
Elegantly Finished.

HERE ARE TWO DISTINCT STYLES.

ﬁ@m .;i;\\
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The omfortable Bangor ngy.

Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable single
Carriages built, Rides as easy as a cradle, Not too heavy

and as light as you want it made,
For further Particulars and Prcesin quire «f

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS,

F'redericton, N« B« U
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