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The idea has grown up in eome m'nds
that public interest in poetr y throughout
America is declinirg. How that originated
it is impossible to say, uvl-ss it migt
have been in the barren tastes of the per-
sons who first gave it publicity. If this
gradgrind world cou'd kill the faculties
by which poetry is to be appreciated, or
even dull them to any considerable extent
the suppesition might be correct. But
every alleged fact must be brought to the
testiog ; and in this case, one of the largest
publihing firms in the country bas instit-
uted the test: This was done by serding
out a circular letter adcressed to repre-
sentative lists of poets, authors, editors
publishers, librariane, and booksellers.
An abstract of th3 result is to b2 found in
tabulated form, as follows:

Ne. No.

CLASS. Lotters. Replics. Yes No.
Poets and authors....... 48 27 3 24
E litors and publishers* 100 88 11 7
Rooksel ers ...c..o0e..10Q 83 Rl 74
Libran'ans «....ee vee¢309 92 11 81

Current Literature has bad the privilege
of examining this correspondence and
prints extrac's of interest. Mr. S 8. Me-
Clure declares that ‘‘Good poetry is read
everywhere. The pcems ot Jemes Whit-
cemb Riley are read ss widely as any
otber torm of literature. I should like
nothing better than to publish halt a dez-
en poems every month mm McClure’s if I
could get good interesting poetry.” Mr.
Munsey, e i or of Munsey's Magazine is of
the opinion that ‘The day of the epic seems
to be over, but a good lyric or ballad was
never more popular.’ Dr. William Hayes
Ward editcr of the Independent says; The
subscribers of the Independent want
poetry, and indicate their appreciatiou by
fetters of approval Poetry is studied in
all our schools and colleges ; our magaz nes
wust  have them: our daily pap.

"ers publish columns of it. A
really fine poem makes a hit as no prose
writing cando.” Mr. Charles A. Dana’s
reply was brief to the point. ‘Nonesense,’
said he, ‘the interest in poetry is as great
as it ever wae.” Not a single magazine or
new paper editor expressed a different
opinion. Of the publichers those who
were of the view that iaterest in poetry
was Jeclining were, with one or two ex-
ceptions, those who did nct publish any
poetry at all, Hough'on, M flin & Co.
said: ‘Tle demand for the  standard
poets whose works we publish—
Long/ellow, Whittier, Lowell, etc.—-
is quite large ard very steady. We
should say that there is no icdica‘ion what-
ever that poetry is losing its hold.” T.Y.
Crowell & Co. declared: ‘‘From our
standpoint we should say that the interst
in poetry remains about the same as it has
fcr a number of years back. The in‘erest
in some of the standard poels is increasing
very perceptibly.”

The letters from booksellers bristled
with facts. Bren'ano’s may ke conetidered
a fairly typical one:

““We do not think facts will warrant the
supposition that readers of poetry are
tewer, or that geperal iaterest in poetic
literature 1s declinidg or has declined dur-
ing the past generation. It seems to us
that at no time during an experience ot
twenty years, has there been a more ap-
preciative and general demand for good
poetry than at the present writing. We
cite only & few examples. In the case of
Sbakespeare—despite the fact that numher-
less editicns at a'l prices were on the mar-
ket, when less than two years ago, the
Temple edition was inaugurated—no one
anticipsted more than moderate saccess.
Ata time when five more volumes were
needid to ccmplete the set, the sales had
mounted up to over one million copies.
Some months since, a briet notice was
made that a new edition o! Byron was pro-
j-cted. There was a universal irquiry as
to possible price, and probabls complete-
ness.  While there may be & falling off
in the demand for minor poets of a gen-
eration ago, it has not saffected in any
wey the continuovs and constantly in-
crcasing demand Keats, Tennyson and
Browning. We find that cur rative writers
have only to prove their merit to receive
reward on their native soil, as witness James
Whitcomb Riley, than wlom few writers of
fiction command larger sales, and much of
whose verze is highly prized in England,
althcugh the dialect must be most difficult
of comprehension. But his Eoglish pub-
lishers bave brought out a fitteenth edition
within eight yeare. We ought not to omit
the host of minor poets, such as Frank
Dempster Sh.rman, Walter Learned, Sam-
uel Minturn Peck, George Baker and that
class ot writers of society verse both in
America and Eogland whose books are re-
printed and sold in charmingly made edi-
tioms year after year. We have neg'ected
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to mention also the case of Omar Khayyam,
who was totally unknown to general read-
e's twenty ycarssgo, but whose Rubaityat
is now arnuilly sold in tbousands—one
firm has five diff:rent and distinct editions
on thair list at the same time.’

Mr. Thomas Wentworth Higginson
raises a very interesting point. ‘The pop
ularity of poetry cannot be judged by the
namber of volumes sold,” says he, ‘‘for a
poem that touches the heart will reappear
in hundreds of newspapers, while a volume
is selling a thousand copics.” Dr. Ed-
ward Everctt Hale and Francis F. Browne
editor ¢f the Dial expressed the same

cpinicn.
»* - -

It is but recently we came upon a cler-
ical excoriation of Walt Whitman, in which
the cr tic exbausted his vocabulary in seek-
ing to *‘away with this fellow,” on the
ground of his criminal indecency, and the
effontery ot his barbaric yawp.” We
thought then, as we do now, that the
writer's indignation was forced and exces-
sive, and quite unwarranted by the poet’s
cffences. It 1s not ours to. apologize for
tha erotic wanton, in verse or prose,— and
in which Whi man eet forth his ideas isa
malter hardly yet determined ; but we have
not recognized in him any lurking virus of
that sort. Justice must acquit bim of any
Byronic taint, either in bis life or his
writings. He has chosen subjects for dis-
(quisition and poetic description that are by
universal consent taboo2d in modern
society. [Ie is accused of a gross unblush-
ing naturalism, of which he approves, and
with which h2 would make his hardy read-
er familiar. For this he bas reaped thist-
les of public avoidance and rebuke,—for

“What old Chaucer's merry page befits,
The chaster muse of mcdern days omits.

W are glad the literary age errs so lit-
tle in that direction ; nevertheless we are
inclined to think :t not only purist, but
prudish. The writers who emulate Field-
ing and Snollett can scarcely be tolerated,
—and we can ajp-ove a certain tensitive-
ness on the score of a Hardy or a D'Ar-
nunzio ; but even the tooks ot Dickens and
Hugo suffer reprobation on the grourd of
al'eged jmmorality. The mawkishness of
our litorary appeti‘e has become whimsical
indeed ! We doubt not an excellent eflcct
1n some cases, may bave been induced by
the labors of Anthony Comstock and his
associates ; but there has lately set ina
fantastic phase of their work, and there
is danger here, as elsewhere, that
before we krow it, an excellent virtue
will have run to seed.

A small portion of Whitman's writing,
bowever, falls under this reprobition ; and
it may, h:reaiter, if thit is desirable, by
judicious editing be entirely eliminated.
There is, fortunately, another side to the
Whitmanian character than the poetic,
which may serve to set before us in fawrer
light his somewhat dishonored memory.
His scrvice in the hospitals at Waehington
in the time of war, where, from the clcse
of 1862 to the midd!e of 1864, h3 *‘minis-
tered, with boundleas brotte-liness and em-
inent success to upwards of 100.000 men,”
is mitter of general knowledge ; but the re-
cent pub’ication of his letters, written dur-
iog that period, [‘‘The Wound Dresser,”
forming the second volume of the new edi-
tion of Whitman’s complete works, pub-
lished by Small, Maynard & Co., of Bos-
ton,| will set that period «f his life, and
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that pbase of his character, before us more
luminously ard completely, and ‘‘write
him as one who loved h's fellowmen.”

Whatever we may find to repel or to
startle us in the ‘‘Leaves ot Grass”, there
is nothing in theee Letters to neutralize the
respect and sympathy we inttinctively feel
when we see ¢n earnest man busily toiling
for the ame¢loiration of human euffering,
animsated by love and sustained by an un-
faltering courage. There is nothing am-
bitious or literary in their style; they are
often scrappy, giving evidence of baving
been hastily written, and addressed in the
plainest conversational terms to familiar
friends ; but they present an indubitably
faithtul record of that troublous, uncertain
time, rife with bitterest hardship. That
barsh selfishness, that lack of human
sympathy and loving kindness whare, above
all places, it was so sorely reeded, only
sets his heroic strength and woman like
ienderness into bolder relief. His crown-
ing, peculiar quality as & nurse may best
be exbibited in the following extract :

“To many ot ths wounded and rick, espe-
cially the youngsters, there is somsthing
in personal love, caresses, and the mag-
netic flood of sympatby and [riendship,
that does, in its way, more good than all
the medicine in the world. I have spoken
of my regular gifts of delicacies, money,
tobacco, specisl articles of food, knick-
knacke, etc. But I steadily foind more
and more that I could help and turn the
balance in favor of cure by the means here
alluded to. The Amcrican soldier is full
of effection and the yearning for affection.
And it comes wonderfully grateful to him
to bave this yearring gratified when he is
laid up with painful wourds or illners, far
away from home, among strangers. Many
will think this mere sentimenta'ism, but I
know it is the most solid of facts. 1 be-
lieve that even the moving around among
the men, or ttrough the ward, of a hearty,
healthy, clean, strong, generous-zouled
person, man or woman, full of humanity
and love, tending out iavisible, constant

currents thereof, does immense good to
the sick and wounded.”

During the time Whitman was doing
this invaluable work, he was bimself living
preceriously, —performing odd jots asa
copyist, that he might procure little gifts
and delicacies for his sick and wounded
boys; living on the plainest fare, in some
obscure back chamber, and hoarding as a
select treasure the occasicnil contribution
of friends, with which he might bring re-
lief to the wao, the homesick, the miser-
able, who came by hundreds to the wards
of Washington hospitals. While, to our
imagination, like a form ot light; Florence
Nightingale moves amid the horrors of
Eastern war, laying the gentle aud loving
touch where screly tiied hearts could only
repay her with blessings, shall we not
only refuse to see any of the like celestial
brightness about the man who, whatever
his creed or philotophy, ¢‘did what he
con'd,” when to do was greatly needful,
but seek a'so to exclude him, by reproba-
tion, from humsn interest and sympathy ?
God holds the scale, and adjusts the bal-
ance’ we dare not determine. We can

| but see him devoting the best years of his

life to so sacred a service, and adding the
significance of his act to that familiar
watchward—The Brotherhood of Man. We
can but remember the woris of Him who
came to bind the wounds of humanity, and
heal with celestial kindress the broken
hearted.—‘‘Inasmuch as ye did it unto the
least of these, ye have done it unto Me.

A friend sends us a critique on Dr. Ross
“Clarinds.” It is {rom the Saturday Re-
view, and is intended to be a crusher. It
certainly does not fail to be pungent: ‘A
more shameless piece of book-making was
never given to the world ; there is positive-
ly som :thing !oithsome in su h a voluma
as this; it is brutal, it is me2an; if ever
a woman disgraced womanhood it was the
voluptuous and purient prude, Clarinda.”
So the reviewer walks into the editor, the
contributors, ¢ni all whohave had to do
with the bock. We are asked what/we
think of it,—the review, we mean. Now
don’t ! Dr. Ross need not taka it ill, mor

lose any sheep, because a dog barks at

him ; this is among the mo:t indifferent ‘of
corscquences. He is a dog without a
cellar, too,—quite nameless, and without
even a number, Nor are at issue with the
dog. Even that gentlemanly and cxtreme-
ly agreeable person may reflact,—¢ Have
I not, too, at times condescended to be a
critical dog, and bave I not barked?
Sometimes, indeed, it is the poor
cur's only chance of distinction? Why
should he not, when all the shaggy
generation lift up their voices, seek to
excell in the chorus? If the good dog
only barks well, (the present cWse is
dubious,) it advances the cause cf the one
at whose heels he barks. We take up this
denounced book, to renew our impression,
and running down the title-page and index
we find the prames of Blackie, Shairp,
Latto, Waddel', and of the Scotch poet,
Alexander Smith. We are reminded of
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. . . STANDARD NEVER LOWERED.

tha old larmer’s reply to the remonstrance
against his eatiog skippery cheese : ‘ Never
mind : I guess I can stand it if they can.”
If the critic survives, Dr. R _.s3 may rest
easy. As for the critic's pendant,—that
disquisition on the wives of poets,—it is an
old story, often told, and io which the
merit must needs lie in the quality of the

teller’s invention.
» * *

We are informed by the editor of the
Eveniog Express, Los Angeles, Cal, that
Henryk Sienkiewicz. (Pr. S:n gay-vits)
author of that Neronian romance which bas
become the most popular book of the day,
was once ‘‘this world’s tired denizen,” on
the Pacific coast ot America, and in that
veritable city. “‘But,” as we are assured,
*‘he was hece in 1876, for some time, ard it
is asserted by some that he worked for a
short time in a store on Maia St. He
came out from Poland with the colony that
was headed by the husband of Modjeska,
int-nding to lead a farmer’s life on the land
that was purchased by the colony near Sinta
Ava. Finding that he could not enjoy that
sort of existence, he withdrew from the
colony and made bis way in‘o this eity. All
that remains now of the colony and its or-
iginal holdings of land, is Modjeska’s rural
establishment at a plice that is prettily
called Arden, after Shakespeare’s {avorite
forest of Arden. The great actress has
made her most notable triumphs in the
character of Rosalind, which is ano her
reason she had for naming her country
place Arden, the sweetest of all names of
places.” The country with all its advan-
tages, did not altogether pleate the bud-
ding romancer ; who, like most visitors, was
not reluctant to express humself in good
round terms of distavor,—againet its cook-
ery, its churches, its custom-house officials,
its corrupt courts, and its vulgar people.
He remained only about tix months, when
he returned to his own country. But ‘‘the
American Notes” could not neutralize tke
charms of **Nicholas Nickelby" and **Dav
id Copperficla”; and no half forgoiten sar-
casms of Sienkiewicz can prevent the people
of this country from relishing to the full,

acd from buying innumerable copies of,
tbat powerfully melodramatic, ‘'Quo Va-
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dis.® Pistor FeLix.
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Ralsing Drawbrldgés tor Repairs.
A turning drawspan of a bridge in
Chicago was most 1ingeniously rsised for
repsirs. It is carried by rollers or wheels
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rrapged in acircle and working on a
ircular track over the central pier. Iron
wedges, slightly curved to conform to the
circle of the track, were placed back ot the
rollers. The draw was turned by the reg-
ulnr machinery, and rolled up the wedges,
rising about half an inch. Other wedges

were placed oppositely, facing, and the
bridge was tarned back, and rolling up on
the new wedges. raised itself about halt
an inch more. Ths to'al rise of an inch
or so was enough to enable the requisite
replacement of parts to be effected.

WOMEN AND WEAK
NERVES.

Lives of Misery and
Affliction.

Mavellons Cae in Manitoba.

Paine’s Celery Compomnd Proves 2
Wondrons Blessing.

Miss Parr Says:
«“After the First Dose | Felt New
Hope and New Life Coming.”

Nervous Prostration. Mental Depress on,
and Excrociating Suferings are
Banished.

PAINE’'S CELERY COMPOUND THE
GREAT LIFE BUILDER AND
VITALIZER,

WeLLs & Ricitarpson Co.,

Drar Sirs :—For several years I have
had weak nerves, and was gradually run-
ning down, and Jast March I was prostrat-
ed with nervous dewvility. My sufferings
were excruciating in the extreme; I really
thought there never was arother wao sut-
fered quite as much with mental depression
end weak necrves. This lasted about tbree
monthe, and I was taking doctors’ medicine
continually, but was getting worse instead;
ot better.

One day, while feeling quite discouraged
and wonaering it I was ever to get out of
my dreadful state, a dear friend said to
me, “‘I wish you would try Paine's Celery
Compound.” As I bad intended to try it i
acted upon her advice and started using it
the very same day, and from the first dose
I felt new hops and new life coming. I
contisued using i*, and am still taking it
once in a while, always ssking God's
blessing on each bottle. I am very much
improved, and cannot say too much in
faver of the medicine, and would recom-
nend it to all suffering trom nervous pros-
tration and mental depression.

Youws taithtully,
L. E. Parr, Crystal City, Man.

Sol Smith Russel iy 48 years old.

Rbea’s real name is Hortense Loret.




