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Notches on
The Stick
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The Scottish poets, Danbar and Drum-
mond, were only a century apart, or a
decade more,—scarcely time enough in
these days greatly to modify a language;
and yet by what amszing diflerences are
they characterized! Alike in classic
scholarship, in their attachment to courts
and in their devotion to poesy and to na-
ture, they are in many things widely asun-
der, Dunbar took the sunny cheerful side
of life, like Chaucer ; and Drummond the
sombre and pensive. But the great con-
trast is in their language, for Dunbar is to
be ranked with Scotlands's dialect poets,
while Drummond wrote the purest classic
Englith of his time. Dunbar sounds in
every way as antique as Chaucer who pre
ceded him by a century, (Ch. 1328. Dun.
1465, Drum. 1585); while Drummond
sounds to us more modern than Spenser,
who was his master, or, indeed, than any
English poet of his period. Take this bit
which might easily be the product of some
rhymer of tc-day who had affected an ar-
chaic subjcct.

Madrigal.

This world a-l uoting is,
The prey poor man, the Nimrod fierce s Death;
His speedy grey-hounds are
Lust, sickpess, envy, care,
Strife that ne’er falls amiss,
‘With all those ills which haunt us while we breathe.
Now if by chance we fly
Of these the eager chase,
Old age with stealing pace
Casts up his nets, and the;e we panting die.

Or more especially this, which Aldrich
or one of our poets have written:

The Universe.

‘Of this fair volume which we World do name,

If we the leaves and sheets could turn with care—
Of Him who it corrects and did it frame

We clear might read the art and wisdom rare,
¥Find out His power which wildest pcwers doth

tame,

His providence, extending everywhere,

His justice, which proud rebels doth not spare,
In every page and period of the same,
But silly we, like toolish children, rest

Well pleased with colored vel um, leaves of gold
Fair dangling ribands, leaving what is best;

On the great Writ>r's sense not taking hold;
Or if by chance we stay our minds on aught,
It is some picture on the margin wrcught.

Would Aubrey DeVere bave written a
sonnet in simpler or purer English?

Turn now to the eariier and the greater
poet ;—for Dunbar in his native endow-
ment 1s little inferior to Chaucer, and has
been pronounced by so good a judge as
Scott,” a poet unrivalled by any that
Scotland ever produced,”—which is saying
a great deal, if not a trifle overmuch, when
we remember Burns. His strain is sweet
and fanciful, and in it the charm of Scot-
lands’s youth lives again, with the scent of
hedge-rows, the wealth of dewy roses and
all the splendor of mornings whose perfume
and melody went into the scul of the poet.
But the spirit and style, as well as the
vceabulary, barks far back from Drum-
mond :

From “The G(1en Targe'’.
Bright as the stern of day begouth to schyne
Quhen gone to bed war Vesper and Lucyzne,

I raise, and by a rosere me did rest:

Up sprang the golden candill matutyne,
With clere depurit bemes cristallyne,
Gladening t! e merry fou is in their nest;

Up raise the lark, the hevyn’s menstrale fyne
In May, in t:]11 a morrow myrthfu lest,

Full, angellike thir birdis sang thair houris

W ithln thair courtyns granve, in to thir bouris,
Apparalit quhite and red, wyth blomes suete;

Anamalit was the felde with &1l colouris,

The perly droppis schuke in silvir schouris;
Qubhill &1l in L1ame did bracch and levis flete,
To part fra Phebus did Aurora gretz;

Her cristall teris I saw hung on the flouris

Quhilk he for lufe all drank up wita his hete.

For mirth of May, wyth skippis and wyth hoppis’
The birdis sang vpon the t« nder croppis,

With curiouse notia, as Venus chapell clerkis;
The rosis yong, new spreding of their knoppis,
War powderit brycht with hevidly beriall droppie,

Throu bemes rede, birnyng as ruby sperkis;
The skyes rang for schoutying ot the larkis.

Now will you smile, my reader, over
these primitive accente,—this touch of
virgin loveliness, so fresh ard infantine as
to rank it with tke cheicest in our early
literature ?—That word, “‘hevinly,” starts
up in memory a form and face the reverse
of poetic. ButI can ses and hear the
worthy brother, on whose lips lingered the
the dialect of an English micland county,
who always began his prayer with the
words,—**Hevinly Father.” We will per-
haps spoil such delicious lines by trying to
put them into modern form :

Bright as the star of day begins to shine,
When gone to bed are Vesper and Lucine,

I rose, and by a rosery did me rest:

Up sprang the golden candle matutine (of morn-
ing),

With purifying beams, clesr, crystalline

Glad’ning the merry birds within their nest;

Up rose the lark, the heavens’ minstrel fine

In May unto a morrow mirthfullest.

Full angel-like the birds sang out their hours
Behind their curtains green in their ceep bowers,
Apparelled white and red, with blossoms sweet;
Enamelled were the fields with colored flowers,
The pearly drops shook down in silver showers;
While all in balm did leaves and branches meet,
To part from Ptecbus did Aurora grets (weep);
Her crystal tears I saw hang on the flowers
Which be for love drank with his lips in heat.

Much in Littlie

I8 especially true of Hood's Pills, for no medi-
cine ever contained so great curative power in
so small space. They are a whole medicine

ehest, ulways ready, al- o
aays cfficient, always sat- [
Isfactory; prevent a cold l ' s

or fever, cure alil liver ilis,
sick headache, jaundice, constipation, ete. 2tw.
The only Pills to take with ood's Rfarsaparil'a

Or suppose we give the last starza in a
prose rendering :

For Maytime miith"ullness the birds were skip-
ping and hopping merrily on the tender twigs of
the thickets, uttering their curious notes, as it they
had been chapel clerks (choiristers) of Venns,
The young roses, spreading abroad their Kknobs
(bunches), were brigktly powdered wih dew-
drops that through ruddy beams burned like rnby
sparkles; while overhead the skies rang with the
shouting of larke, : ’

We might quote passages mot so full of
archaic Scotticisms, tor with Dunbar, as
with Burns, there is a difference in the
quantity of dialect that he uscs.

* > =

Here follow some rpecimens a Ja the
S2minary Journals :

Johnny Quiz.—~Mamms, is Dinah a widow ?

(Blush not, reader,—Dinah is the family mare!)
Ready Mother.—Yes, my dear, a grass-widow,
Johnoy Quiz,—~And what is a grass widow?

Ready Mother,~ It is & widow whose husband dicd
of hay-fever.

* » r

Questions in Universal Supposition,

Sabmitted to the candidates for the non-collegia‘e
degree of Misunderstanding,
By ONE OF THE PROFESSORS OF IGN RANEE.
1. What kind of fish are the Upanishads?
2. Is, Y. ur War-shiys a suitable title in time of
peace ?
3. What sort of garb do the R’g Vendas wear?
4. Describe the wild animal known as the Minx,
5. - How many Houris are in Paradisic day ?
6. To what line of Kings belong the Eddas ?
+ Have you read Pellomy’s book, entitled, **Walk-
ing Backward?"” etc., etc.

* - *

While reading Dryden’s ‘‘Hicd and
Panther,” tc-day, we were lead to contrast
one of his passages with that of anotter il-
lustrious convert from protestantism,—
Cardinal Newman. There is in this work
of the earlier poet, which combines in hap-
piest form its poetical and argumentative
styles, a few lines of a personal character.
“My thoughtless youth was wiaged with vain de-

sires;
My manhood, long misiead by wandering fires,
Followed false lights; and when their glimpse was
gone,
My pride struck out new sparkles of her own.
Such was I, such by nature still I am; "’
Re thine (the church) the glory and be mine the
Shame.”

Newman, in bhis celebrated lyric, one
of the choicest of our hymnic possessions,
(which we adopt as most expressive of our
best attainment toward trustfulness and
submission, little deeming it to be an arg-
ument used to justify a reprobated
course,—or cne, at the best, dubious to
many,) says of himself :

“I was not ever thug, nor prayed that thou

Shorldst lead me on;
I loved to choose and see my pa'l; but now
, Lead thou me on !

I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears,

Pride 1uled my will. Remember not past years.”

The first writer was a man of strong
sense and of immense intellectual energy,
but witbout a high ideal of life—without
poetic or prophetic vision, like Milton’s,—
and aleo destitute of ch'valrous loyal'y;
a men who held his pen the implement of
his trade and the minister to his wordly
fortune. That ke followed the real bent
of bis mind, and, in the superficies of the
matter, was honest, is probable; but the
season chosen for entering the Roman
Catholic Church and the peculiar juncture
of affairs, naturally gave rise to suspicion.
The later writer haa a more subtle, if a
less vigorous, intellect, and a vastly
superior ethical nature,—though with a
somewhat morbid spirituality, cloistral and
austere. Of his deep sincerity, his moral
integrity, his religious earnestness, we can
! entertain no doubt. We also remember a
more simple, child-like nature—that of
Faber, who yielded to the aliurement of
the ‘‘milk-white hind, immortal and un-
changed.”

A writer of literary notes declares that
the publication of his ‘“Songs of Action”
discovers Dr. A. Conan Doyle to be poet,
as well as povelist. That heis such was
shown in small compass by the tollowing
lyric in his ““The White Company :"

The Bowmen’s Song.

What of the bow ?
The bo>w was made in England:
Of true wood, of yew wood,
The wood of Erglish bows;
So men who aie free
Love the old yew-tree
And the land where the yew-tree grows.

What of the cord ?
The cord was made in England :
A rough cord, a tough cord,
A cord that bowmen love
So we'll drain our jacks
To the English flix
And the land where the hemp was wove,

What of the shaft ?
The shaft was cut i3 Englanc:
A long shaft, a strong shaft,
Barbed and trim and true;
So we'll drink s8li together
To the gre y goose feather,
And the land where the grey goose flew.

What of the men *
The men were bred in England;
The bowmen—the yecmen—
The lads of date and fell,
Here’s to you—and to you !
To the hearts that sre true
And the land where the tiue hearts dwell.

* * A

Jobn Ruskin vo longer addresses ue, as
in the day of his power ; yvet still he lives at
his Brartwood home, and takes note of that
ever changing beauty of the sky, and the
landscape he was 8o apt to paint, in its
manifestation about Coniston. He may be
seen walking abroad nearly every fair day,
and is in good health for ore who ap-
proaches t}at stage of lite wherein we are
supposed to have little pleasure. It is raid
that he is not free from the old annoyances
that gave piquancy to his themes, tor cer-
tain local builders sre marring the lands-
cape by their unrightly edifices reared in
his neighborhood.

- » *

Young Prim enters with the declaration
that Uncle Sam is about to be married. He
is going to have Anna. That, objects,
Madame Pursey, would be bigamy, for he
has already wedded Philip Hines’ darter,
Miss Manilla.

* * *

Eoglish men of letters have a fair chance
of governmen'al recognition. W. F. Hen-
lcy, poet, essayist, editor, etc , his recent-
ly received from the civil list of bis native
land a pension for his services to English
literature.

»* * *

A wife sometimes provesa man’s best
counsellor, in literature 8s in other con-
cerns. Ie who is fitted for criticism will
do well to defer to ber who cares mest for
his tame. Now it is rumored Mrs. Kipling
rescued that famous pocm the ‘‘Recessior-
al” from the waste paper basket to which
her husband had consigned it, and gave it
to an e pplauding ard grateful public. If
this is true it is only an additional instance
of femitine taste and penetration. The
resonant star zas strike at once the ear and
the heart, and may constitute the most
welcome part ot his message to posterity.

x* * =

We learn by The Critic that ‘Elmwood
is saved, and the home of James Russell
Lowell will be turned into a memorial
park. The enthusiastic men and women
who had the matter in hand bad to raise a
good many thousand dollars within a given
time, and the money came in! so slowly
that they were in despair; but now they
bave the full amcunt and a little over.”
The care for places consecrated by the
memory of our greatest m2n is one of the
hopeful sigres of the time. Many there are
to whom mammon is not the only thing
wortby their seeking.

x = *

The initial pumber of The New Bruns-
wick Magazine fulfils the promise of the
prospectus. It is recently in our bhands,
but the most cursory «xamination assyres
us of i*s excellence in the particular line
chosen. It is greatly to be deeired that
this venture shall bave a pitronage and a
pecuni ry support equal to its merits,

Pastor FeLIX.

Dr. Harvey's Southern Red Pme has
been found of great service in croup and
whooping cough. No house where there
are children should be without a bottle.

Senor Ssgssta, the Spanish statesman,
is remarkably deficient in the graces of
ora‘ory, a fact the more noteworthy in a
country whose very peasants are impres-
sively eloquent. He has, however, a re-
markable gitt of sarcasm, which, combined
with his imperturbable mannér, no doubt
explains his influence over a people so hot-
blooded and impulsive as the Spanish.
His relations with the Queen Regent are
almost paternal in character, and the

wrinkled, kindly-looking old Minister
stands very high in the esteem of both
(Queen Christina and ber son, the young
king. Senor Sagasta is a Grand Master ot
the Spanish Order of Freema+ons.

M. Trsvra bas repeatedly declared that
it would be possible to send out from the
earth an electric vibration which would
reach the planet Mars, so that if there
were peopls and instruments there to re-
ceive it, telagraphic communication might
be opened up betwcen the earth and that
distant world.

Yellow stories are not confined to the
war ; you can hear a yellow story on a man
any honr of the day.

And Tumors
cured to stay
cured, at
home; no
- knife, plaster
or pain. For Canadian testimonials & 1
‘ booli—free. write Dept.11, MAsoN Mnag;!c,:f:
Co., 577 Sherbourne Street, Toronto Ontario.
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LLTI\i‘ysoap

SURPRISE

~ greatly lesgens the work.
\ X [t pare soap,lathers freely,
| rubbing easy dogs the work.
/ The clothes come oat sweet
andwhite without injary fo the fabrigs

SURPRISE. is economicalit wears well.

Provinces.

We are offering as an inducement to new sub-
scribers, the book, Life and Times of Hon.
Joseph Howe, by G. E. Fenety, together with
a year’s subscription to Proaress for $2.50.

This book is handsomely bound in different
colors and prcfusely illustrated, and one that
should be in every home of the Maritime
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What Do You Think of it?

A dollar and a half book for only 50 cents.

Apply At Once To
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“The- PROGRESS Printing and Publishng Co., Ltd.”

St. John, N, B.
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LIVING ON MONEKEEY MEAT.

A Story Told by an American of Six Mor ths
in Oaxaca.

Living in Mexico is oiten a disastrous
experience to the foreigner who is not
acqueinted with localities and customs.
In the e*se ot} John Bascon and his com-
panion an Englishman named Martin
Hayes, their experience was such, but it
was :lso interesting. In conversation
with Mr. Beacon that gentleman stated the
following to a reporter :

‘Not long ago I eame up from Gua-
temala with an Englishman named
Martin Hayes, and we had three burros
laden with goods. We prospacted all
along the lime to Tonelado, and stop-
ped one week with an Indian at Tehu-
antepec. While there we learned that in
the district up to Tonelado there was
p'enty of gold, as another Eoglishman had
passed through there with 8,000 which he
bad panned out at a certain point some-
where in the regi»n of San Pablo, in Oax-
aca. We traced the gold along the streams
for six'y miles, and reached as far as San
Miguel. We were very hungry by this
time, bavirg run short of provisions and,
geing across the mountains, were told that
we should be careful as banditti were num-
erous. Soon after two men met us not far
trom San Miguel, and they
both had rifl2s. I'ney order-
ed us to balt, but I pulled a revolver and
took their guns away from them and
marched them on in front of us. When
we arrived at San Miguel one of them en-
tered a complaint befcre the Jese Politico
charging us with holding them up, but the
Jese knew the men too well to listen to
their story, and the result is one of them is
still in jail at that place.

‘When we left San Miguel we secured a
'mozo to guide us to where the Englishman
referred to found his gold, but when we
got there the mczo would not stay, asit
was known the Englishman had returned
and died there. We found his skeleton,

with the legs and arms eaten off,
and the mcze Dbeing tearful e
would see the ghost dead, left
us to ourselves. We went across a

river and cawpsd in the acjacent woods.

Along the stream we prospected for gold,
and in two weeks we found gold which went
about twenty-five cents to the pan. We
remained there about six months, and all
that time we lived on monkey meat and
green bananas, and both too, without salt.
Just think of it ! Nothing but monkeys, and
occasionally a fowl or two, and not a tor-
tilla or common hot cake. Well sir, my

artner, Martin Hayes, of London, Eng-
and, died four months after from the priva-
tions suffered during that time, and I don't
suppose his wife and family ever heard of
it. But we got some gold all right, and
monkey meat would have been good enough
for me if we had only had some salt.’

Gold Coast.
The Gold Coast is a long way from the

Cape of Good Hope. The latter is one of

the termini of Eastern Africa—the former

18 whclly in Western Atrica. The Gold
Coast takes its name from the precious met=
al having been discovered there in abund-
ance by the early Portguese and English
navigators.

Her Method,

iUncle Bob—Yes, my wife allus b lieved
in tyin’ a string to her finger to remember
things.

Uncle Bill—She bas one on her finger
most of the time, I notice.

Uncle Bob—Yes, 'ceptin’ when she bas
somethin’ very pariikler to remember.
Then she leaves off the string, an’ when it
ain’c there she remembers why.’

What O’ That ?

‘Do you think your ms'er likes to have
me come here, Johnny

‘You bet. You take her to the theatre
and bring her chocolates.”

‘I’m glad I can make her happy.

‘Yes, and the fe!lsr what she’s engsged
to don’t mind it, either, for it saves him
that much money towards housekeeping.’

K1 joyiong the Contrast.
Husband—It seems to me that you come
to my oifice a good deal more tban there
is any necessity for.
Wife—I can’t help it, dear; your man-
ners in the office are so much nicer thin

they are at home, that I like to ¢njoy the
contrast.

Both flow.

Dr. Jalap.—I hate to speak of it, Mr.
Stikkum, but seeing that 1t is more than a
year since [ attended you and the bill is
still stancing, I must say that you are
rather slow pay.

Mr. Stikkum.—But you must remember
it was a slow fever I had.

Mistress—Do you call this sponge cake?

New cook—Yes, mum ; that’s the way a
sponge is before it’s wet.,
tea, mum.

Soak it in your

DIARRH(EA,
DYSENTERY

SUMMER
COMPLAINT.

Price 35c¢c. at all
druggists.

MEFUSE SUBSTITUTES,
THEY ARE
DANGEROUS,
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