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Unfailing e'ight in all beautiful being, 

—a joy, the expression of which is seldom 

interrupted, marks these pages. ['‘At 

Minas Basin, and other prems,” by Theo- 

dore IH. Rand, D.C. L. Toronto, Wm. 

Briggs, 1897.7 The author opens his eyes 

cn Nature, sees her with the smile on her 

face, catchas the untrinslatable radiance, 

and straightway wariness and sorrow are 

as if they were not. ‘In Fairy Glen” he 

g€C8— 

The rocks and trees,empearled in haze, 

A soft and far enchantment hold. 

place is peopled with shy winds 

Whose fitful plumes waft dewy balm 

From all the wildwood, and let fall 

An incommunicable calm. 

Taro’ cleft rocks green with spray-weat moss, 

Deep in the sweet wood’s golden glooms, 

I'he amber waters pu'sing go, 

With foam like creamy lily blooms. 

Shuttles of shadow and of light 

[1 gleam and gloom the watery woof 

As rolls the endless stream away 

Beneath the wind-swayed leaty roof. 

1 
God's arbor, this enchanted Glen ! 

The air is sentient with his name, 

Put off thy shoes from off thy feet, 

The tress are bursting into flame. 

The proverbiil dryness of college life 

has not taken the poetic ichor from his 

blood. Get him out in the woods or down 

on the margin of the ocean, at once he 

sees and rejoices. He is fall of warmth 

and of a restrained exuberance. High 

hopes and ideals are before him ; he thinks 

of poesy as of richest treasure: So in 

“The Glad Golden Year.” 

“Man views the outshining 

From the heavenly heights, 

Feels the sweet picture’s lure.” 

and is made the master and the enjoyer of 

all eye ani spirit can comman 1: 

“Who holds the sure key 

To this largess of treasure 

Is a king among men, 

Tonough a workman in blue,— 

@! a strain yet to be 

Who with God taketh pleasure 

In the young earth again, 

And feeleth it new, 
Slow speeds the glad year 

Told by poet and seer, 

Yet I catch the far hum— 

It will come, it will come ! 

Mis spring gushes up natively, but there 

is the tincture of scholarship in its flow. It 

is clear; no taint or turbidity efil ct the 

waters. Dr. Rand conforms to the better 

‘models ean never condescends to catchi- 

‘ness, or any other literary trickery. Dignity 

and purity of style are never sacrificed to 

meretricious ornamentation ; and thera isa 

peruasive harmony and sweetness of versi- 

fication that cannot fail to satisfy the ear. 

Take the following sonnets as example, 

thou zh others m'ght with €qial propriety 

have been selected : 

A RED SUNRISE. 

The naked Bay its silver notes is tellin
g 

Swecter than flate er harp or singing b
ird, 

Featings of rosy rhythm in winsome wor
d 

0! lilting song are softly shoreward well
ing: 

Anear and far the ruddy waters swel
ling, 

Ia laughter peals around the fair eart
h heard, 

Thrill swift the homebound keels so long un- 

stirred— 

The k'ss of day the weary wings
 compelling. 

Beware the elfin bugles sounding c'
ear, 

As glows morn's pillid ash to crimson fl ame 

And makes a bloody dazzle of 
the waves; 

“Ere burn the embers in the west al
l blear, 

The deep shall thunder its awful c
hant of flame 

@’er noble hearts gone down to wa
ndering graves. 

The opal fires are gone, and bu
! a stain 

0! day yet lingers at the sudden nig
ht 

With swift cloud blows the crouching hills from 

Aad the far sea moans deep in om i
nous pains. 

Ah me, it is the swart winged
 hurricane; 

*The furious tide in elemental fig
ht 

1s lashing fierce and hoar with 
giant might — 

The bleeding shores the tale shall tell the main ! 

Brave sailor, reeling in thy storm
 drunk bark, 

Blinded by sheeted rain blown t
empest wild, 

And vexed with roaring darkn
ess round about ! 

The heaven-sent vision fair of wi
fe and child 

Calm seated at love's hearth, 
with face a-hark, 

Makes thee divine amid the awf
ul rout. 

Is is sensitive to the ex‘ernal charms o
f 

nature and paints in captivating colors, 

but he looks to the heart of things, an
d his 

writing has esoteric value. Ii: has sub- 

tlety of thought, and yet precision as well 

as delicacy of exp-ession. Take the tol- 

lowing, entitled “Tetrapla”: 

LOVE. 

The blooming fl ywers, the galaxies of space, 

Lie pictures in 8 sheeny drop 
of even; 

And globed in one round wor
d, on lips of grace, 

Shine out the best of earth and 
a.l of Leaven. 

£ACRIFICE. 

Green-haloed cup cf the gods, 
cool from the deeps, 

Fountain of lif, whence comes 
thy wave that 

blesses ? 

“The burdened cloud attempts 
the mountain steeps 

To perish "mid the rugged wildernesses.” 

LIBERTY . 

Thou rugged Gaian of man’s fr
ee behests, 

Belted and helmed ‘neath God's red thunder- 

flails; 

World.chimes upon the many-c
loven crests, 

And ordered kingdoms in thy f
ortile vales, 

BEAUTY. 

The grace of strength the sh
aggy hills attest. 

And cresting billows in their 
power serene; 

Beauty was suckled at no we
akling's breast, 

She sits the maned lion like &
 queen. 

—A TT 

Constipation 
Causes fully half the sickness in the world. It 

retains the digested food too long in the bowels 

and produces Dbiliousness, torpid liver, indi 

Hoods 
gestion, bad taste, coated n 

tongue, sick headache, in- > 

somnia, ete. Hood's Pills i i Is 

cure constipation and all its 

results, easily and thoroughly. 25¢. All druggists. 

Prepared by C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass. 

The only Pills to take with Hood's Sarsapar
illa. 

¢ Nature,” «I Am,” “Deathless,” “Toe 

Dragon Fly,” “Elissa,” “Dian and Fuady,” 

« Arethusa,” ara a'l on evi lence —and such 

a sonnet as 

Tug HoUsE OF HOD. 

No fiarished castle is the house of God. 

The mind of Chiist, supremest Architect, 

Man’s puny apprehension doth correct 

From age to age, and turns afresh the sod. 

The vast historic temple now 1s trod 

«Neath 1oftier roof and heavenlier aspect; 

New light, new need, revealed, each ripe defect 

Goes down beneath man’s feet divioer shod. 

Alas, humanity no more can grasp 

Of thought of the divine Artificer, 

Than holds of oc2 in crinkled shell on b2ach; 

Yet His unfolding plan in vital clasp 

Possess, O human soul, amid the stir 

Of speeding worl1s Love's fl ying-goal to reach! 

Dr. Rind thus writas of his reverend and 

accomplished kinsman—a person who de- 

served to have been illustrious before his 

death : 
SLAs Tearivs RAND, 

O!t did thy spell enthrall me, spite the cost ! 

Thou brouzht’st a cha-med and tadeless holiday— 

Stories and Songs and Indian epic lay— 

When’er thy eager step the threshold crost. 

Imagination all its plumes uptost 

To follow where thy s irit led the way | — 

(Lhe sense that thou saw’st God when thou didst 

pray 
I never through the dimming years have lost.) 

Fair Minas’ shores thy step did gladden, too! 

Thou charm’dst great Glooscap from the unlettered 

past, 

And told’st his story to the listener nigh’st; 

Ay, lover of songs, of learned lore and vast, 

Thou lov'dst the Indian with a love so true, 

12a hie sweet tongue thou gavest him the Christ. 

Tha Patriarchal min knew well to pray. 

To hear him utter the words of M ses, the 

man of God—**Lord, Thou hast been our 

dwell ng-place,”—with closed, upliftsd 

eyes and hands, was to get a new concep- 

tion of that majestic psalm. He would 

have deemed these words not unworthy his | 

utterance : 
‘THE CHRIST. 

The nooday Truth 

In its sevenfold beam 

Is the Christ, sandal shod; 

Yea, the Truth in warm gleam 

O! eolor and shine 

Both of age and of youth, 

As on lif s p'ains and wolds 

His sou’s prism unfolds 

The white thought of God, 

In human passion divine. 

The coming of Spring 1s happily des- 

cribed : 

Now are the bridals of the leafy wood, 

O'er dusky brooks the golden sunbars fall, 

Birds fan the moonbeams in the balmy dark— 

Lok me! the banners of the holy rood 

Shake in the battie’s roar; sweet duty’s call 

Wings all my spirit like a soariag lark. 

Roberts, Carman, Herbiw, and other 

native poets, have dwelt upon Acadian 

scenery with loving enthusiasm, and have 

painted the varied landscape to the life. 

The like patriotic note, and the lize fidelity 

of delineation show our author a worthy 

fellow singer. His sonnets,—which are in 

several instances of special excellence,— 

abound in genre pictures of the ‘Tidal 

Vales of Acadie.” We see ths “Willow at 

Grand Pre,” and hear ‘the fitful rustle of 

its sea-green leaves,” telling ‘of the home- 

ward tide.” 
Free-biewn air, 

Upturns thy gleaming leafage like a share,— 

A silvery foam thy bosom, as it heaves, 

Tke summer tempest comzs up, and we 

see the clouds— 

White-veined with sudden firs and red with glare, 

Now falls the twisted rain, like unbouad hai
r, 

Dusking the wooded hills and mountain trail 

Then, when all is passing, the rending 

cloud-veil 
Breaks on the holiest blue, 

All quick and palpitant as angels see, 

And God’s smile falls upon the breathing 
hills. 

If you are an abs n‘ee from the natal 

scene, you behold at once 

About the buried feet of Blomidon, 

1he,tides of Minas swirl. 

You embark, and again 

The tidal breez : bl ws its divinest gale! 

The blue air winks with life lik2 beaded w ine 

What pleasant pictures are these ! 

The Bowinz Dyke, 

Sea-widowed lands more fair than Tantramar! 

Winter's green providencs in July’s sun! 

Soon herds of sweet-breathed kine of sere Canard, 

Whose eager hoofs the hasting morn su
trun, 

Sea of lush clover aftermath has won, 

And golden-girdled bees anear and far. 

Lo, as the harvest moon comes up the sky, 

Her shield of argent mellowad to the rim, 

The phantom of the buried tide doth flow; 

And without noise of wave or sea-bird’s ery
 

Fills all tay incient channels to the b:im, 

Thy levels of a thousand years ago A 

UNDE THE BEECHES ’ 

The sib, 1's speech breaks from these leafen lips,
 

Moved by soft airs from the shadowy spaces 

blown; 

““We rear these giant boles amid eclipse. 

We workm sn die, the work abidzs alone” 

The day has met the night bengath the sky, 

And tha hot earth put off its robe of flame; 

Sweet peace and rest come with the nig at-birds 

cry, 

Sweet rest and peace the herald stars proclaim. 

Tis very heaven to taste the wells of sleep, 

The founts of supersensuous repose! — 

The sibyl’s runs still murmurs on the breeze, 

The purple night {lls thick about the trees, 

And blessed stars, like lilies white and rose, 

Burst into bloom on heaven's far azare deep. 

“Tne Rose,” “The Night-Fisher,” “A 

Neep-S2a Shell,” “Thy Camalus Cloud,’ 

“Hepaticas,” “Ia the May fl ywer Copse,” 

Ear,” ¢Ilaternational 

sonnets. 

Dr. Rind is on tha staff of McMaster 

of Kings County, N. S., anl shows in his 

literary ventures his Acadian partiality. 

[12 has won high praise from the foremost 

eriicin Ameria. “Like Opie,” writes 

Mr. Stedman, 

crlors ‘with brains,” and isa man of 

thought as well as feeliig, and of both im- 

agination ani the lyric ear. I fancy him 

a congener of Emerson and of Arnold, too. 

If he can retain his peculiar insight and 

keep fine his art, their shades nsed not be 

atham:d of thy relationship. . . I am 

sorry his collection did not com2 out in 

t'me to enrich the Canadian section of my 

Victorian Anthology.’ 

S)me of 17: Rind’s best qaalities—his 

insight, his grace ani delicacy—appear in 

his lyrics. He his a free, original hand 

ard his measures are artistic. A high pre- 

mium he places on the beautiful: 

«Jad I two loaves of bread—ay, ay ! 

One would I sell and violats buy 

To feed my soul.” =*Or let me die !” 

Beauty, dew-swaet, of heavenly birth, 

Toy flower is writ of grief, not mirth, 

Thy rainbow’s footed on the earth 

Rainbows and hyacinths ! O seers, 

Your voices call across the years: 

“Tae bread of Beauty's wet with tears !"” 

And again, “In The Cool of the Day :” 

To him that hears the ealliog in the calm, 

And, naked feeds his soul at Wisdom's lip, 

Birch, grove, aad biook—God’s voice in Silver 

psalm — 

And like a secret honeycomb adrip. 

The whirr of sudden wings his ear awoke— 

A lark rose free in his grey sing robe. 

«(O miracle of life,” in speech he broke, 

A bird is greater than the solid globe !" 

«My Robin,” comes like a work of good 

cheer: 
At the very dawn of day, 

My robin from the hill flies down, 

And from the fence across the way 

With black cap on his handsome head, 

And s:atish coat and vest of red. 

He calls me from my caseful bed: 

Dear up, dear up, dear ! 

Cheer-up, cheer-up, cheer ! 

Constant as the coming morn, 

He leaves his green fir copse to see 

11 I will greet his breezy horn, 

And share his joy that day is here 

To shimmer the sea the tog to clear, 

And yellow the corn of the hasting year: 

Dear up. dear up, dear ! 

Cheer-up cheer-up cheer ! 

Ah robin, so debenair, 

So glad of the darkness gone away, 

So headtul of this heart of care, 

Seems to me is your roundelay, 

Born of a spirit so tender, so gay, — 

Let me join you in duet for aye ! 

Dear up, dear up, dear ! 

Cheer-up, cheer-up, cheer ! 

Other lyrics, such as “The Hepatica,” 

«The White Rise,” “Th: War Hercules,” 

«In City Streets,” “Bay of Fundy,” “At 

The Laok-Off,” and *‘Sea Music,” we had 

marked for quotation, but must forbear. 

Dr. Rand spends his recreative days om 

Partridge Island, which he celebrates in 

his book, and about favorite places upon 

the basin of Minas. He cultivates not only 

a virtuous, but an earnest muse. He is ina 

no danger of falling into the rout of peotic 

satyrs. Ashe, himself says: 

While other triremes vain withstood the guile, 

Tae lyric prow of Orpheus easefu! past 

- 1a gladsome scorn’s distain the Siren’s Isle; 

And proud Calliope o'er each black mast 

Whispered her thrilling taunt in ears of pain; 

¢] taught my Thracian boy a heavenlier strain.” 

Pastor FELIX. 

is Your 

Red-breasted sphink with crown of grey and
 green, | 

| 

Flashed on thy breast from dawa to evening s
tar. | 

Heart 

Strong ? 
Or have vou palpitation, throbbing or 

irregular beating, dizziness, short breath, 

the breast or heart. If so, your heart is 

affected and will in turn affect your 

] 

| 
| 

| 

|] 

| smothering or choking sensation, pain in 

{ 

| nerves, causing nervousness, sleepless- 

| ness, morbid anxious feeling, debility. 

Milburn’s 

Heart = Nerve 
Pills 

Cure all these complaints by regulati
ng 

the heart's action and building up the
 

nervous and muscular system to perfect
 

health and strength. Price 6oc. per box 

or 6 boxes for $2.50. At all druggists. 

“Sa Foz! Of Brau'y,” “The Undertow,” 

«The Sea Undine,” “The Cirrus Cloud,” 

“An In'and Spruce,” ‘In Autumn’s D reary 

Arbitration,” and 

“Renswal.” are among the fin2st of the 

“the author mixes his 

Universi‘y, at Toronto, but h2 is a native 

| 
| 
{ 

CARRIAGES! CARRIAGES! 
Handsome and Comfortable, well constructed and 

elegantly finished. 

Here Are Two Distinet Styles, 

DOUBLE-SEATED BUCCY. 

Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable car- 

riages built. Rides as easy as a cradle. 

For prices and all information apply to 

Fredericton. 

Or at Warehouse, Corner 

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS, 
IN.» IE. 

Brussels and Union Sts. 

“LIRE A BEAST. 

He sald he Resembled One Because he 

Drank Cold Water. 

The following story of the late Doctor 

Kidd of Aberdeen and his beadie is told in 

the ‘Humor of the Scot.” The kirk officer, 

it would appear, was a victim to the nation- 

al vice. He had often been censured, as 

often forgiven, and yet agin would fall in- 

to his old ways. 

One day the worthy doctor was con- 

fronted by Jeems, so intoxicated that all 

his customary caution and sleek humility 

had flown. In a reckless mood he 

challenged the burly old doctor to come 

and drink with him. Recognizing the 

futility of trying to reason with a man in 

such a state, Doctor Kidd replied: 

«Oh ay Jeems. I'll come wi’ ye, an’ I'll 

drink like a beast to please ye.’ 

‘Hooray !" said tha beadle. 

along!’ 
So they entered the inn, this strangely 

assorted couple, the mark of observation 

to many a curious eye. Jeems started to 

order a ‘mutckin,’ but the reverend coctor 

hlled a glass with eold water and guaff:d 

that, 
Hoots!" expostu'ated tha bacchanalian 

beadle. ‘Ye said ye wad drink Lke a 

beast, doctor.” 
‘Ay, Jeems, 

‘Come 

an’ so I have,” was the 

dignified reply; ‘for ye know a beast is 

\ wiser than a man, an’ driiks only what's 

| 
| 

| 
| 

sude for it—an’ that’s cold water.’ 

TEST OF HUMAN NATURE. 

| People who can get Along Un
der Excep- 

tional Circumstances, 

When Nansen and his men were frozen 

| ‘nto the ice in the Fram in September, 

1893, they bad only to wait, apparently in 

he same spot, until the slowly drifting ice 

<hould carry them somewhere—Poleward, 

hey hoped, but possisly not in that direc- 

jon. Seeing nothing but the dead ice 

1bout them, feeling no onward movement, 

| ‘hey must simply look in one anothers’s 

faces and wait, possibly for as many years 

"or months as remained of their lives. 

1) 

As a matter of fact, the whole company 

remained there, froz n ill, until the 14th of 

March, 1895, when Nansen and one of the 

men lett in sledges in an adventurous at- 

tempt to reach the Pole, leaving the patient 

captain and craw to wait longer still. 

It is remarked that men of the Latia 

races seldom attempt to find the pole. As 

a race, they have not the patience to wait 

and wait, asan Arctic explorer must oftea 

do. Their nature makes it necessary for 

them to go somewhere and do something 

all the time. 

Americans appear to posess the phys- 

ical patience necessary for thse terrible 

expeditions, but it bas been noticed that 

the polar expeditions of our countrymen 

have left behind them a distressing number 

of j :alousies and hatreds on the part of 

those who have had part in them. In view 
of this fact, a remark of one of the mem- 
bers of the Nansen expedition is worthy of 
notice. He had said that he thought Nor- 
wegi ins were the fittest of all men to go 
on Arctic expeditions. 
“Why is that so ?’ he was asked. 
‘Baeause,’ he replizd, ‘two Norwegians 

are capable of living, face to face, on a 
cake of ice for three years without hating 
each other; and I do not believe there is 

another nation of whom as much could be 
said.’ 

It this is true, it may be well for the rest 
of the world to leave the hard task ot Arc- 
tic exploration en'irely to the sailors and 
men of science of Norway. 

Worth Ten Dollars a Bottle, 

Any person who bas used Nerviline, the 
great pain cure, would not be without it if 
it cost ten dollars a bottle. A good thing 
is worth its weight in gold, and Nerviline 
is the best remecy for all kinds of pain. It 
cures neuralgia in five minutes ; toothache 
in one minute ; lame back at one applica: 
tion ; headache in a few minu‘es; and ale 
pansy just as rapidly. 

Quick Caplial, 

A traveller was in a rural store up in 
‘York State,’ says the New York Tims, 
when a small boy came in. 

‘Say, mister,’ he said to the shopkeeper, 
while the trav:ller list2ned, ‘ma says you're 
to J give me a egg's worth of must- 
ard. The hen is on’ 


