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In a recent letter to the writer, descrip- 

tive of Mexican life and scenery, Hon, 

Chas. H. Collins has something in verse 

and in prose concerning the herdsmen of 

that country, and their faith in the Virgin 

Mother. He says, ‘ The Virgin of Guad- 

alupe is to Mexico what Notre Dame 1s to 

france and Canada. She guerds the 

slumbers by night and the footsteps by day 

of her faithful devotees. It isa simple 

faith, and, thus trusting in Her, the most 

isc lated life is made endurable. Without 

such faith, and ra ked by doubts or pur- 

sued by phantoms of giin acd a desire to 

mingle with the human throng, no man 

couid lead the solitary monotonous exist- 

ence of a Mexican herder of sheep without 

losing bis reason. Some do so lose their 

reason, but very few. These people make 

a striking and picturesque addition to 

the landscape of the . Table-lends 

in Mexico. There is a touch of 

pathes about them—a sometking which ap- 

peals to the artistic element—in their 

“make-up.” Beside one of these figures, 

under the blue skies and framed in a circle 

ol tte Cordilleras, it seemed to me that 

even that noted pictu.e, “Tte Angelus,” 

was comrzon place. Prometheus on the 

rock, Selkirk on his island, Napolean at 

St. Helena, or lonely Eremite in Arabian 

desert, are all suggested, but none had 

such surroundings. This is because no pic- 

ture has such magnificence in its setting. 

The atmospheric effects in Mexico cannot 

be duplicated. The wonderful blending 

of colors—ot light and shade—cannot be 

described, but must be seen. In Europe 

there is nothing that approaches it, and 

perhaps nothing in America except the 

Salt Lake valley ot Utah, which has much 

of the same transparent beauty. Coming 

from Jalapa to the city ot Mexico on tte 

Inter Oceanic Rulway, we had for many 

hours in full view som2 of the world’s 

great mountains,—the great Cofra- 

de-Perote protecting J.lapa,—sncwy O.iz- 

aba lifting its summit far above the clouds, 

_thke twin volcanoes, Popocatepetl and 

Ixtaccthuat], snd Malintzi, about which 

hangs the glamor of romance, as it vas 

named after the favorite of Cortez. Her 

name was Marina, and Malintzi (pronoun- 

ced Malincht) was ber pet name. We 

passed through a varied and ccnstantly 

shifting panor.ma, cities, churches, mis- 

sions, ranches, haciendas and stations, with 

crowds of blenke'ed men &nd hooded 

wom¢n—a very wilderness of color. Now 

a train of burros—then pack pedlars— 

peons—greé at pulque ficlds—qucca palme— 

mes quite cactus—and far away, the motion- 

less herders and their flocks.” ‘Lhe verses 

are as follows: 

THE MEXICAN HERDER. 

Have you not seen upon some seaward eape 

The lonely lighthouse, in the glare of day,
 

Y.oom up in weird, uncanny form and shape 

Until the night reflects its lanterns ray : 

So dces the Herder on his sandy main 

A vigil keeps in desert wastes alone, 

The only thing to sentinel tLe plain, 

As beacon tower upon its sea ward t
hrone! 

A silence carven, "mid the lava beds, 

And like these worn volcanic fires, still; 

The lord o'er fl:ecy flocks, whose trusting he
ads 

Around him safely lie and fear no ill.
 

A silhouette fr .med by the mou 1tain range, 

and b'anketed he stands, 

with forms uncouth and 
I'here statuesque 

Where blooms, 

strange, 

And nought beside in all the desert lands. 

cac us 

Do vo ces whisper to his soul, beguiled
 

By visions gleaming in his fervent sight 
? 

Do thoughts of Her—the virgin and her child, 

Rew «rd and cheer his slumbers io the night? 

Who knows? To us he seems a type of Fate, 

Fixed in & groove [rom which escape is vain, 

And ever thus to grimly pose in state 

And share eternal Desolatlon’s reigr! 
* * * 

“A poet cannot strive for despotism,” 

¢xc'aims one mocern poet against the per- 

versity cf another. He cannot witkout 

scattering the brightest leaves from his 

wreath ot ‘*laurel.” 

“Tis barp falls shattered; for it still must be 

“Tlve instincts of great spirits to be free.” 

Ncr does it become an honorable sena- 

“tor to plecd for a barbaric despotism, that, 

under the guise of civilization, rivals the 

atrocities of Benin or Dabomey :n war. 

How can Senator Hale lift up an bonest 

band or a voice to defend the military 

crimes of Spain mm Cuba? Is he to make 

‘himself the mouth-piece of that sordid and 

pusillanimous spirit which falls es a 

blight on every human and gener- 

ous impulse, and, without rebuke? 

Aide from any suppesed or real 

insult to the flags ot the United States or 

violation ot the rights guaranteed to her 

citizens ; when war degenerates into massa- 

cre—the mangling of babes end women—
 

murder of the senile and feeble, the devas- 

tation of hospitals, the immolation of pris- 

oners,—if nothing can be interposed by 

the Nation at whose door these deeds are 

Jcne, then let her statesmen keep silence, 

till they can speak right words and speak 

them burningly. Surely a senator of the 

United States cannot strive for despotism 

w.thout blams. 
= * *® 

Tle poem following is Irom “Matias,” a 

book of virse by a Canadian authpr of 

whom we hope to fay more ina future 

issue of Progress. 

The King’s Hos el. 

Let us m: ke it fit for him ! 

He will come ere many hours 

Are passed over, Strew these Nywers 

W here the floor is hard and bare ! 

Ever was his royal whim 

That his place of r. st were fair. 

Such a narrow little room ! 

Think vou he will deign to nse it ? 

Yes, we know he would not choose it 

Were there any other near ; 

Here there is such damp and gloom, 

Ard such quietness is here. 

That he loved the light, we know ; 

And we know he was the gladdest 

Always when the mirth was maddest 

Ani the laughter drowned the song ; 

When the fire's shade and glow 

Fell upon the lo’ al throng. 

Yet it may be, if he come, 

Now, tonight, he will be ired ; 

And no more will be desired 

All the music once he knew ; 

He will joy the lutes are dumb 

And be glad the lights are few. 

Heard you how the fight has gone; 

Surely it will soon be ended! 

Was their stronghold well defended 

Ere it fell before his might? 

Did it yield soon after dawn, 

Or when noon was at its height? 

Hark! his trumpet! Itis done. 

Smooth the bed. And for a cover 

Drape these scarlet colors over; 

And upon those dingy walls 

Hang what banner he has won. 

Hasten ere the twil'ght falls! 

They are herc | —We knew the best 

When we set us to prepare him 

Such a place; for they that bear him 

—They as he—seem weary toc: 

Peace ! and let him have his rest; 

There is nothing wore to do. 

The critical papers of David Christie 

Murray on contemporary writers of fiction 

have proved to be interesting, written as 

ttey are with acumen, and with that pre- 

cision and economy of statement which re- 

veals the practised writer. But in Lis 

dealings with S. I. Crockett and Ian 

Maclaren he outbeggars in contemptuous 

severity Maczuley when slaying tbe late 
Robert Montgomery. That Crockett is 

the victim ot egregious puffery and an ex- 

aggerated critical estimate, we have no 

doubt,—for it is absurd to rate Crockett 

with S'r Walter Scott, thet variously and 
mightily-gifted man, or to put Robert 
Louis S'evenson above him. At the same 
time we do not believe Creckett’s work en- 

titled to such contempt, nor do we believe 

that any degree of puffery can account for 

his present reputation. He bas not the high- 

er qualities of intellect and style that distin- 

guish a Thackeray or a Steverson, nor is 

his pathos or bumor, of the delicate order of 
Barrie ; yet, that he bas appealed to the 

popular heart and won a genuine appre- 

ciation we have no doubt. Mr. Crockett 
cannot be annihilated by such slung shot. 
even from the gun of Mr. David- Christie 

Murrsy. 
* * 

In an unpretentious little paper-clad 

volume labelled ‘“Poems”—-a titls not so 

unpretentious—we have found some fairly 

good things. These verses are by the 
rura! poet of Geffstowa, New Hamp hire; 

and while there is much technical incom- 

pleteness, they show bow he has tried to 
beat out a genuine music that is in him. 

Some of the brevities are best, such as— 

And Such is Life, 

1 “Oh, give me love!’ the longing maid prayed; 

1 am athirst! Oh, give m2 love, she plead. 

Her prayer was granted; she becance a slave 

Of passion, and one morning she lay dead. 

* Oh, give me sympathy !” the poet prayed; 

My life's shor! He ate of sorrow’s bread. 

The people came when his rare gift they weighed 

To pay their tribute, but his soul had fled. 

In “Sunrise on Castle Rock” he says : 

The sky was blossoming with a wrea'h 

Of early morr, 

Across the v aves I saw the gleaming east 

More brightly grow, 

Until the light of morning had increased 

To one vast glow. 

Then from the purpling sea uprose 

The kingly sun; 

And bursting into beauty l.ke a rose 

The day b gun. 

In ore of the versicles, entitled 

«“(yranites,” he throws out this caution : 

If you would woo a Gc fistown mad, 
Please have it understood, 

Before you undert: ke the job, 

That your moral traits are good. 

Wtick is a proper standard, to which 

the poet would like to see all the New 

Hampshire towns arrive. 
Pastor Frrix. 

CLO1H FROM CAT TAIL. 

new Use for the Humble but Fretly 

Wa'er Plant, 

A 

Very few, probably, are aware that the 

fur, or vegetable down of tke cat-tail isa 
marketable article, superior to feathers or 
cotton for many purposes. It is not quite 
so valuable or useful as eiderdown, but it 

approaches it very closely, and is chesper 

than any of the three. As a matter of fact 

a great many people are to-day using 
articles covered with cat-tail products who 

have no idea where the material comes 

from. 

It is a vast extent of country, comparai- 

tively speaking, from which the cat-tail is 
gathered. It com2s from th: swamps 
along tte numerous creeks that put in from 

the Delaware bay, from Morris River to 

Cape May. The average amount gathered 

in the season is a ton a day. The work of 

gathering and transporting it, and then 
weaving it into the many forms which it 
must take before becoming salable, consti- 

tutes a considerable industry. 
One of the most elaborate uses to which 

this material is put is that of covering 
sofas. Very many of the supposed pluth- 
covered divan are really covered with a 
fabric of ca‘-tail. It wears better than the 
plush, and is it finitely cheaper. 
The same argument that applies to tLe 

sota is applicable to the pillow. Very ot- 
ten, however, such pillows go by another 
name. 

Sofa pillows, also, are m>de of cat-tail 
because a pillow avowedly covered with 
cat-tail would probably be regarded with 
contempt. Call it Alaskan plush, bow- 
ever, or Shetland woo! that has been treat- 
ed by a new prccess, ard it will sell readily 
enough, and giie good satisfaction, too. 
The tammly album which graces the 

centre table in the parlor of so many farm 
houses is also in many instances adorned 
with cat teil covers, although the housewife 
cannct be covvinced they are not plush. 
She has doubtless paid almost as much as 
if they were what she supposes. and natur- 
ally she scoffs at any person who hints that 
sh2 hes been vic imized. 

It is becoming a prevalent custom to 
ute cat-tail tud cn the back of hand mirrors 
and brushes, which have heretolore been 
backed with plush. Scme say that the 
sub titute is really proving peter than the 
original. The head rest, too, seen on the 
easy char, is often of cat-tail—and it is 
none the less comfortab'e for that. 
Another article for which the cat-tail is 

used is the bed quilt. The eider-down quilt 
is an old time aricle of luxury. The cat- 
tail quilt is every wkit as comfortable, and 
costs about one quarter as much. In New 
Jersey, at least, the housewi'e fully ap- 
preciates the value of the cat-tail quilt, 
howe ver much her less well informed sisters 
may scoff at the idea.—St. Louis Globe 
Democrat. 
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DELAY MEANS: DEATH. 

One Dose Relicves—A few Bottles Always 
Cures, 

“For ten years I have sufi red greatly frem heart 
disease. Fluttering ofthe heart, palpitations and 
smothering spells have made my life miserable, 
When dropsy set in my physician said I must pre- 
pare my family for the worst. All this time I had 
seen Dr. Agnew’s Heart Core advertised. As a 
list resort, I tried it, and think of my joy when I 
received great relief from one dose. One bottle 
cured my dropsy, and broaght me out of bed, and 
five bottles have completely cared my heart. If 
you are troubled with any heart affection, and are 
in despair, as I was, use this remedy, for I know it 
wm cure you.—Mrs. James Adams, Syracuse, N. 

New Test for Metals, 

According to the experiments ot Pro- 
fessor Hennig,the electrical conductivity of 
pure metals 1s enormously increased by in- 
tense cold, while, curiously enough alloyed 
metals experience a comparatively slight 
change of conductivity in the same circum- 
stances. This fact, he thinks, furnishes a 

| delicate test of the purity of metals. 

A Pointer for Athletes 
8 
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Johnston's Fluid Beef 
GIVES STRENGTH 

Without Increase of Flesh 
Put up in Tins and Bottles. 5 

Juana 
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Johnson’s 
Anodyne 

Liniment 
It is the original. 
It is the best in use. 
It is unlike any other. 
It is the oldest on earth, 
It is superior to all others, 
It is the great vital and muscle nervine. 
It is for internal as much as external use. 
It is used and endorsed by all athletes. 
It is a soothing, healing, penetrating Anodyne. 
It is what every mother should have in the house. 
1t is used and recommended by many pliysicians everywhere. 
It is the Universal Household Remedy from infancy to old age. 
It is safe to trust that which has satisfied generation after generation. 
It is made from the favori‘e prescription of a good old family physician. 

It is marvellous how many ailments it will quickly relieve, heal and cure. 

Our Book “Treatment for Diseases and Care of Sick Room,” Mailed Free. 

Sold by all Druggists. I. 8. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House Street, Boston, Mass. 

Granby 
Modelled each 

year to fit all the 
latest shoe shapes. 
Extra thick ball 
and heel. 

Honestly made 

of pure Rubber. 

Thin, Light, 

Elastic, Stylish, 
Durable. 

Rubbers 
Sold everywhere. They Wear like Iron. 

USE ONLY 

Pelee Island Wine Co's Wines. 
Dry CATAWEA, 

OUR | my | THEY ARE PURE JUICE 

BRANDS. | oh (Registered), J OF THE GRAPE, 

Marcu 16TH, 1893. 

£. 6. SCOVIL, A¢eNT PELEE ISLAND GRAPE JUICE, ST. JOEN, N. B’ 

DEAR SiR,—My family have received great benefits from the use ot the PELEE ISLAND GRAPE JUICS 

{uring the past four vears. It is the best vonic and sedative for debility, nervousness and weak lungs you 

wave ever tried. It 1s mach cheaper and pleasanter than medicice. I would not be without it in the 

hoase. Yours, JAMES H. DAY, Day's Landing, Kings Co. 

p nd Wine Merchant 62 Union Street, St. Job 

E. GC. SCOVI L , Telephone 552, fil "Bh Agent Prony « mn Paeiness 
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erry Sleigh Bells 

HAVE YOU GOT A NICE SLEIGH? 

just look at this FAMILY GLADSTONE, 

Neatest and Handsomest 

If not, 

Turnout mace : 

And then on this SINGLE SLEIGH-—just the thing for 
comfort and for fast driving. Strong and Duralle, 

For prices and all informat'on apply to 

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS, 
Fredericton. N. B. 
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