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Notches on 

The Stick 

Wil iam I eart Gladstone, in his no‘able 

tribute to thy memory of Arthur Henry 

Hallam, ascribes to him the union of extra- 

ordinary character, at an unusual stage of 

development when his earthly career was 

terminited at Vienaa in 1833. Hs had 

scarcely looked at life, yet it seemed as if 

h understood it, and was calm before its 

awful mysteries. Hiv is a memory canon- 

iz d ia song, but Gladston> attempts his 

m3mories with dispassionate ‘impartiality. 

H: speaks of Hallam's schoolboy friend. 

ship as ‘‘surpassing every other that has 

ever been enjoyed by one greatly blessed 

both in the number and vhe excllence of 

his friends.” 

‘It isthe simp'e trath that Arthur Henry 

Hallam was a spirit so exceptional that 

everything with which he was broaght into 

relation during his shorten3d passage 

th-ough this world came to be through this 

contact, glorified by a touch of the ideal. 

Among his contempo aries at Eaton, that 
¢q 1een of visible homes tor the ideal school 

boy, he stood supreme among his fellows ; 

and the long life through which I have 

since wound my way, and which has 

brought me into contact with so miny men 

of rich endowm nts, leaves him where he 

thon stood, as to natural gifts, so far as 

my estimation is concerned. 

“‘But I ought perhaps to note a distinc 

tion which it is nacessary to draw. Wheth- 

er he possessed the greatest genius I have 

ever known is a question which does not 

lie upon my path, and which I do not un 

dertake to determine. Itis of the man § 

that I spaak, and genius does not Jot itself 

make the man. When we deal with men, | 
genius and character must be iointly taken 

into view; and the relation b:twzen the 

two, together with the effact upon the ag- 

gregate, is infinitely variable. The tower- 

ing position of Shakespeare among poets 

does not of itself aff yrd a certain indication 

that he holds a place equally high among 
mm.” 

Tais is the more interesting from 

a consideration of the author himself, as a 

man of the highest character, at the close 

of the most signal career of the century, 

characterizing with applause the high spirit 
and temper of a man whose life here was 

only a promise ; although the spell of his 

illaminated personility together with the 

gnius of Tennyson, undoubtedly wro'e 

“In Memorian,” that most splendid thren- 

ody, the most significant work of its kind 

in Eglish. Mr. Gladstonc modestly com. 

pares Hallam with himself, where he re 

fers to their debates, —and that Hallam wus 

a famous debater at Cambridge, as well Jas 

a‘ Eton, will be inferred by the readsr of 

Tennyto’s poem: “Oa Sunday, May 14, 

1326, I find this record in my journal: 

“Sif a~guments with Hallam, as usual on 

S mdays, about articles, crezds, etc.” It is 

diffi vit for me now to conceive how during 

these years he bore with me; since not 

only was 1 inferior to him in knowledge 

and dialectic ability, but my mind was 

cabined, crivbed, confined,’ by an intoler- 

ace which I ascribe to my having been 

brought up in what were then termed 

Evangelical ideas—ideas, I must add, that 

in other respects were frequently produce 

tive of great and vital good.” Hallam had 

a mind singularly open, and wi bh great 

scope of vision, united te a spirit funda- 

mentally catholic and tolerant; and it 1s 

worth noting how Gladstone has widened 

in these raspects, when we remember that 

youth is usuilly the season of our easiest 

taith, when we are ready” t> embrace all 

things in the very callowness of our benevo- 

lence. 

All that he has said ot his friend is very 

well unders‘ood and received now; but 

when Tennyson's poem first appeared, 

Hallam, not being pasty known, it was 
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ful incredulity that D.derot or Paine migh' 
have bestowed on som? contemporary ac- 
count of a vision of angels,—so intolerant 
are we in ourjcommonplaceness. Frederick 
W. Roboarteo1 gives us an ex mle of such 
haty criticism, mm one of his well known 

Lactures, in which it was complainad that 
so much ‘‘of poetic teeling hay been wasted 
onal.wyer; and much wit is spent upon 
the tenderness whizh is given to ‘Amaryllis 
of the Chancery bar.'” This fis the crit- 

icism of the man who always remembers 

poetry as a school exercise, and is mentally 

construing Virgil, when he ought to peer 

through the bars ot text into the landscape 

of the spiris,—which h> never does, and 

perhaps never may do. Robertson pro- 

ceeds to crack the helmet of this cri‘ical D2 
Bohun: “A barrister, it seems 1s beyond 

the pale of excusable because political sen- 

sibilities. So that it my friend be a soldier, 

I my love him, celebrate him in poetry, 

because the pro‘ess’on of army is by all 

conventional associations heroic; or it he 

bears on his escu‘cheon the red hand of 

knighthood, or wears a ducal coronet, or 

even be a shepherd, still there are poetic 

precedents for romance; but if he be a 

member of the Chancery bar, or only a 

cotton lord, then, because these are not 

yet grades accredited as hzroic in song, 

worth is not worth and honor is not honor. 
and no%leness is not nobility. Oh, if we 

wanted poets for nothing else, it would be 

for this, that they are the grand levellers, 

vindicating the sacredness of our ¢ymmon 

humanity, and in protest against such 

downright vulgarity of heart as this.” Yet 

at tbe time the literary Remains of Hallam 

had been published, with an introduetory 

memoir, by bis distinguished fither, snd 

the laudatory tributes of some of the ab'est 

men in Britain: while Tennyson had bad 

some twenty years in which to test the 

quzlity and significance of his friendship. 
Gladstone alone, among uis con‘empor- 

aries, is, and will be, distinymshad for a 
certain august greatness of character. Re- 

mo'eness of time, and the heightened 

aspect of the “great departed,” may not 

add so much to the impression of future 

generations as in the case of some others, 

not so well appreciated in their lifetime; 

but we cannot suppose it can ever be ma- 

terially diminished. ‘‘Not Fox or Chatham 

nor William Pitt,” says Justin McCarthy, 

*‘had anything like Mr. Gladstone's capac- 
ty for constructive legislation ; and the re. 
sources of information possessed by Fox 
or Chatbany or Pitt were poor indeed when 

compared with that storehouse oft know- 
ledge which supplied Mr. &ladstone’s iu- 

tellectaal capacity. Mr. Gladstone kas 

been possested through his life with an 

eager passion to do the right thing at all 

times. No human interest ras been indifs 

ferent to him, and the smallest wrong as 

well as the greatest has aroused his mest 
impassioned sympathy. D:fects of temper- 

ament, of meaner, and of tact, have, no 

doubt, been ascribed to him over and over 

again. 
membering taces and names. He is loved 

by his friends ; he cannot bat be honured 

by his political enemies—for personal on- 
emies he never could have had.” 

no less than his poem, so long a classic, in 

revealing the bright spiritual beauty of his 

friend's character exhibits also. the maaly 

strength and moral steadfastness of his 
own. le was a person of extraordinary 

self- restraint, patience, and determination. 
“Here,” says a recent writer, ‘was a 

genius who was y°t a man of like passions 

with ourselves, domestic, lovable, tender- 

hearted, faithtul toa high ideal, puwe of 

life, with nothing erratic in his conduet 

which needed the mantle of charity, which 

is the appropriate wear of so many geniuses’ 

He was a ‘seer’ as Carlyle would have said 

and no doubt he had the requisite self- 

confidence. Bat thre is in him no trace 

of vanity. A very great man, bui modest, 

sane, wholesome, marked by integrity in 

every fibre of his mental and moral nature. 
And what a record that is among the men 

of the world truly great!” 

This brings us to reflect on the import- 

ance of character in shaping, and giving 

quality to, thy great masterpieces of liter- 

ature. These evince something more than 
th artistic sense, or than literary dex er 

ity of their authors. We instinctively feel 

that Homer 1 schylus, Dante, Milton, 

even from the tone of their works, were 

not only great poets, but great men; and 

that, to adapt Gladstone's phrase with re- 

spect to Hallam, they *‘resembled passing 

emanations {rom some other and less dark 

ly checkered world.” One does not need 

other than to study his work to know that 

the last ram:d greater poet was ‘a dedicat: 

ed spirit,” one who thought him self 
‘3orn to that end, born to promote all truth, 

All righteous things,’ 

for it inheres in the very fibre of his liter- 

ary work ; itis ‘the precious life-blood of 

a master spirit, embalm>d and treasured 

wp to a life beyond life,’ which is here, and 

He is not good, I am. told at re-| 

And the rezent B of Tennyson, | nd the re:ent Biography ppp Hn upow the bair-breadth line which div- 

~
”
 

character in literature prevails hera. 
The Cavalier poets, occupied with the 

Jinesse of song, and the pretty art of the 
curious in form and expression, redeem by 
the happiness of their efforts th» poverty 

of the things they have to say. Itis not 
without good cazse that we read and re- 

lish today such verscs as— 

‘Her feet beneath her petticoat, 

Like little mice stol: in and out, 

As if they feared the light,’ 

or, 

‘Ask me no mo:e whither doth haste 

The nightingale when May ispast; 

For in your sweet dividing throat 

She winters ani keeps warm her note ;’ 

for, despite the triv'ality, the expression 
is well nigh perfect, th: genuine hifa-blood 

of poesy is there, —but in tiny trickling 

veins insted of giant pulses. But how in- 
comparably psor would our literature be 

had we only thse things ! How far below 

a tour de force ot Gray, or a bappy in- 
spiration of Wordsworth! Whan these 

writers do attempt a noble utterance it fal's 

flatly from them; and in many cases their 

fine se runs to the fanastic, and the affect- 

ations that a pure taste abhors. I'ven 
“‘Hudibras™ with all his long wit is not re- 
deemed from the disgust an earnest spirit 

feels in seeking to follow him ; and, one is 
tempted to doubt whether Butler waa 

worthy a better fate than betel him. 

We are not diminishing tha glory of the 

true artist, without these higher qualities. 

It is not to be denied that all perfeet art 
has justly its own praise and mad. Bat it 

is a needful thiag just now to emphasize 

the relation of great souls and great ideas 
to all high and genuine art. To this fruth, 

John Burroughs, one of the sincerest of 

men, comes bearing witness: ‘‘A man like 

Poe is of the true poet type, but his son- 

tribution is umimportant because there is 

not enough ot him . . . There is a mastery 

in hin not in Longfellow, but llongtallow 
will outlive him because 12 has a winning, 

genial personality, and his works are 

sweet and wholesome. Poe's mrastery is 

over the elements of verse, not over the 
elements of life or spirit. Shelley, Swin- 

burne, Rossetti; and all that ilk do not: 

fail as artists but as mon.” 
I went to a table which wis covered with 

a multitude of. richly-figured and highly 

gilded dishes. The people who. sat with 

me seemed devoid of wholesome appetites, 

and lingered admiring the menu. When | 

lifted the covers {rom the fire dishes 1 dis- 

covered the nearest to nothing in them. 

Then F arose sud said: ‘I will go where 
things are plainer, and where I can be fed.” 

Just now the public fancy runs to gilded 

dishes ; but I ean hardly think it will al- 

ways be so. Paszonr Ferro. 

HISTIME HAD ARRIVED. 
<= 

Tee End Cams When he Predicted It Would! 

Only a Few Hours Before. 

They were five, with the guide, snugly 

camped up in the forests of she Rangeley 

country, and the day's spord bad been a 

trifle heavy, if empty. They bad dome a 

long tramp ; the broad fireplace yawned a 

a crackling comfort; there -was socthing, 
punch on the table and our pipes were 
"drawing well. The talk had drifted to cas- 
walty and fatality, and to the exchaxge of 

ides the chance of fife from that’ of death 
in peculis~cases:"! Fi 
The guide. told of’ a" young fellow. wha 

bad been li frightened to his- death 
a few years ‘betore by ther ourush ol a big 
bull moose: which "he bad wonoded' with 
his last» cartridge: The brute had been 
knocked over by ashot i~om the gnids-be- 
fore it reached the boy, who. though wun- 

marked by a scar, through simple terror 
bad lost his hold upon the spark of life. 
instances were named where =a. fall of a 

few iwches bad brouglt death, aad others 
where men bad faNen distances of fisty or 
sixty feet, only to get up and walk off un- 

harmed. 
The doctor had been a silent listener to 

all this talk and sairgezing into the glow- 
ing coals until all our stories were ended. 

Suddenly he went to his shakedown and 
: from beneath it drew an old and weather- 

' beaten satchel, 
search he to)k aa envelope ani returned 

from which after some 

to his chair. 

‘My theory is, boys,” that a man lives 

until his time's up, and no longer, and that 
it makes littde or no difference in his length 

of life what be does or doesn’t do 1 sel- 
dom air thie theory. In fact I don’t gen- 
erally like to speak of death, but to-night, 

for reasons, I'm going to tell you of an ex 

perience which strangely bears ou: my 

theory, and which lies many years back. 

‘I had just fairly settled into the business 

left me by an old practitioner in a small 

mountain town in Vermont. It was nota 
town of wealth or great mortality, and I 
was not & busy man. Still, my reading 
kept me occupied for the most part, and I 
bad just enough of. outside work to give 
me exercise and maintenance. Even then 
I had formed opin‘ons and read widely 

in 

{ | yor, 
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upon the doctrine generally referred to as 

fatalism. I had observed. nothing whick: 
controverted my ideas, while there had 

come to me much im their support. 
Early on a blustery, stormy evening ¥ 

was lounging in my easy chair, betore a 

roaring fire, pondering over a very strange 
deposition which I had just read, when 

my thought was interrupted’'by the sound 
of whezls, and a moment later there was 
a determined knock on the door, and I 
fopened wp. A quirryman'whom I knew 
by sight was my caller. 

‘For God's sake, Doc,” he said, come 

over with me to the quarry and help Big 

Griggs out of his misery. Flo's got a 

tamping iron clean up through bis head. 

‘I got my case, slid into a heavy coat, 

and we were off. Tae Overlook quarry 
was six miles distant, and“ during the 

drive I gathered particulars. Big Briggs 

bad been drilling for a hezwy blast all 

afternoon, and had loaded ior an early 
morning firing just before the kmock-off. 

He had been tamping down the powder 

charge, short time bad made him careless 

and there had been an premature explosion 

The tamping iron had been. driven up 

through both jaws and throught the top of 
the cranima and still remiimed in the 

wound. I mentally concluded that my 

driver was either drawing the tale o'er- 

strong through excess of excitement, or 

‘that there would be no need of*my services |, 
when we reached the patient. 

‘Bat I feund his statemen: of conditions 
literally correct. Foor Griggs sat there 

with jaws locked firmly together and with 
about seven inches of iron protruding from 
his chin and a similarlenzth frcm the apex 

ofthe skull. The bar was round, two 

me in what I believe will be our last toast 

together. It will be to your comfort, 

friends, if you can dismiss my statement 

"as but the vagary qtan overtalkative com- 

rade who finde himself in strange mood to- 

‘night, but we shall see.’ Ia continzed in 

‘murmur to himself : 
Js a pretty world, senow;. bu! not all 

has been happiness. I have seen of the 

“travail of my soul and I am satisfied.’ 

' He rose and filed bis glass. “Fill and 
“drink, boys,’ he called, and as they gather- 

‘ed round without volition te resist his 

whim, he continued: ‘Drink to the un- 

solvable riddle of lide; to the untathom- 

able arbitrament of fate, and to the un- 

“troubled sleep which follows all in God's 

good time.’ 
Three glasses were replaced with brim- 

ming edge untouched upon the table,— 
| ome, the doctor’s—lay shattered on tte 

mearth  Hurried good nights were said, 

ani a halt hour later puiet ruled the camp. 

But one unsleeping member of the party 

went out an hour later to view the skies 

"and judge of the morrow's woather. And 

there be found ancther sentinel; who 

growled : 
‘What a damned ghastly finale- for an 

evening's good chzer!” I wish the doctor 

had kept his infernal fancies and his un- 

canny toast to himsel!:’ 

The next day’s hunt promise] tebe as 
_smpty of results ar was its predecessors. 

Wi'h the dusk three had returned te-camp 
1 with royal appetites as the sol: capture of 

‘the day, and the guide was rushing up & 

‘supper, encouragad by a running fice of 

adjuration. At length all was ready and 

they drew up chairs. Th>doctor had not 

yet shown up, but h> was a stayer as a 

feet long. with a diameter o'ione quarter, 

in lies at the other. 

seven or eight pounds. 

and mads-him as com‘ortable as I could, 

thinking meanwhile of the lcast brutal way 
in which to tell him that the long night 

must soor come. 

that he was sane, since the: wound must 

"have bees very smug to the brain cells, but, 

;he was fully conscious, though in great 
pain: 

‘Finally 1 asked him iii be wished amy: 
jparticuiar thing done or smyone sent for. 

.Motioning for a pencil he- wrete : 

‘Nothing to be done. I shall live. for 

years: yet, and there’s no burry.’ 

‘1 looked at: him closely, believing that, 
after all, be was not precisely level. 1 

had suamined the curious wound carefully 

and wouldn’t have insured bas life for-forty-- 

eight hours on any terms. But boys, Big 

more than six years. Daring all that time 
I attended kim carefully, and we bad long 
sign-voice discussions. about our mutual 
belief m fatalism. He predicted very 
‘closely the date of his death, and later I 

ll procu-ed this somewhat ghasdy photon 

( graph.’ 
) He drew from an .envelope a photograph 
of & ekull pinned through by aa iron bar, 

and in ture we examined the picture. As 
it was passed from hand to hand each face 
mirrored the depressing thought of the 

yeara of unceasing suffering whieh had 
preceeded the awtul nakedmess of ths skull. 

The punch bowl received renewed atten- 

tions, and the talk broke away iato forced 
and aimless channels, diffi:ult for men to 

sustain long. At last cae of them, in well- 

intended eflort to lighten the mood of, the 
hour, said : 

‘Well, Doc. when have you suid on 
reached the limit of your earthly mission ? 

Try and plsn to figigh this hunt with us, 

for we are bound to strike a moose before 
we are through.’ 

The doctor bad gaz:d into the coals 

without a word since the the telling of h's 
story, but his lips now parted in a slow 
and melancho'y smile as be calm'y an- 
swered : 

‘I fancy, boys, that it will come to 
morrow. So sure am I of this that I shal) 
ask you before we have gad night te join 

I was a bit surprised 4 

Griggs lived with that irea in his hoad for | 

sportsman, and always the last man home. 

inch at one en] and one and one-quarter: They knew he had gone.over to a blind which: 

It must bave weighed | he had throwa up near a promising lick at 
I went to work: | an inlet of the lake. He had salted the 

| lick some days befor> and had since noted’ 
sure sigms of moose. Against the jadg: 

ment of the guide, who scouted his ability 

to fool a moose by 2 blind in the location 

which he had chosen, the doctor had sworn 

that if he took one at. all he would take 
him there, and his patience and: repeated 
‘fadure was a joke ofthe camp. Probably 

be bad waited until darkness had: fairly 

shut in before giving up his vigil; and evem 
then was stumbling bbmew ard through the 

gloom. 
© Still, while the boys variously accountad 
for Is ‘delay, they grew more and mare 

' uneasy, an at length, the lanterns. were 
lighted an1 they startad in a body for the 

'lick. No man veiced his thought or ex- 
pectation or spoke a word until we reached 
the blind. 

And there they found him, dead and 
ba'i crushed under the weight of a mapose 
of 700 pounds. The signs about told the 
story. The tracks were not two hours old, 
and show:d that the bulking deer had 
come to fot and then had turned to 
browse along the fringe of lapping water. 
The doctor had taken a side shot, which, 
[m tte failing and deceptive light, bad not 
been sure, aad the moose had charged him. 
furiously, a second shot tailing to stop him, 
Beaten down and scattered was the blind, 
and behind it hunter and hunted had 
fought out their battle to the death of both. 
A broken antler told the fury of the on- 
slau ht, and a splintered riflz2 stock the 
desperation of the defence. And, there 
with fase upturned to the wiLking stars and 
fingers locked in death about the hunter's 
knite which all too late hid been cleanly 
driven home, the duel had ended. 
The doctor’s time had come. 
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