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A happy chance put into our hands a
copy ot 'Pine, Rose snd Fleur de Lis,’
jast before wa went up river to a summer
encampment on the banks of the Ma'ta-
wamkeag. The dusky oll bemlocks that
overlook that stream, and the fl)wers that
star the grassy paths of spproach to the
grove were brightened by the arch of ten-
der tanci ‘s of ““Seranus ;" [ Mrs. S Frances
Harrison, of Toronto, author of *Crowd-
ed Oat and Other Sketchze,” ¢ The Birth-
day Book," ete.]. for we found her choice
book ameans ot generous entertainment.
Afterwards, when on the shore at N orth
port, we sought to supplement the chwrm
we found it had not become passe. DBut
it perplexes us to ccojecture why she
should be called ¢'a Canadian Longtellow”
except it be upon the supperstition that
cverytting and «v ryboly must be sur-
mamed alter some forgone master, and
that in this day it does not matter whether
the latel bas any definite relation to tke
substance or not. Surely the graceful
piquancy of her “Down the River,” could
never suggest Longtellow to ourselt, while
“Vie De Boheme” would easily recall the
dramatic lyrics of Browning, with whose
spirit cur authoress, we venture to say,
has real fellowsbip. “Down the Rivers,”
—which, with all due regard to the fine
«Monody” on Issb:lla Valancy Crawlord
«November” “The Post’s Sunday.”
“‘September,” and () .tober,” is the
brightest gem of the cabinet,—is a poetical
record of atrip down the] St. Lawrence,
given in the lyrical measures ot the Trobh.
adours, to which the author adds a spirit
and an aroma of her own.

Well, well, well, I see it all;
Presbytere and polars tall,

W ayside Crosz and lichen’d wall,
Dark-eyed gamin brown and fat,
Cheerful care fond of chst.
Sparkling spires amone the hills,
Waterfalls and roadside rills,
Blueberries in birch canoes

Pouzht by boys in wooden shoes,
Cones of berries red and sweet
Brought by girls in bare brown feet,
And beyond i- all, the pride

Of the o'ty Laurentide

Mountain range 89 misty blue,

All the glorious, peerless view

Ot the river flowing down

Past Cape'Diwmoad’s jewell'd Crown;
Past each sle-py little town

Wbi'e aginst the hillside brown,
Past Ste. Anne’s where you may gee
Relics of a fea'ty

Long since dead in wiser places,
Planped by cautious, colder races;
Past the I<le of Bacchus, where
All the past is in the air,

And in song and shoe we deem

La belle Fraace to be sujreme.

Two joyous companiors, man and maid-
en, lovers it maybe, surrender themselves
to the charms of nature ; they glide down
tbe lake-shores and elorg with the stream,
touching Lere ard there at The Thousand
Isles ,dreaming ot Dryad, Satyr, Persephone
and Theocritus ; visiting O tawa ; Gatineau
Point, Chateau Popineau, Ste Therse, St.
Remi, Petite Ste Rosalie, Cap Sante, Cote
Beaupre, St. Barthelemi, St Jern B'ptiste,
Ste. Rose, St. Hiliire, and Ste Scholastique
and other points. A musical ear, & quick
observant eye, a generous appreciation of
character and a ready hand in the delinea-
tion of its oddities and characteristic types,
are indicated by the verses. Benedict
Brosse, Catbarive Plouffe, and Father
Couture, Cure of Petite Ste Rosalie, live
in our imagination after we have closed the
book.

Father Couture loves & fricasee,
Sery'd with a sip of bome¢-made wine,

He is the cure, so jslly and free,
And lives in Pcti'e Ste Rosalie.

“Vietoria Regina.’ ‘In the Queen’s Park,
May 24, 1887, ‘England,’ ‘Ou Durdbam
Down,” ‘Tintarn Abbey,” *‘To Maurice
Thompson’ *The Bsll and the Star,’ ‘The
Dying Year,” ‘December’ and other pieces,
add their charm to the volume.

* * *

From Mr. Morgan'’s book of Canadian
Biograpby we learn that Mrs. Harrison is !
a native of Toronto, and is at this date |
something over thirty years of age. She is
daughter of the late Jobn Byron Riley, and
was married to Mr. J. J. W. Harrison, or-
ganist of St. Simon’s churck, Toronto, and
an accomplished musician. Her first writ.
ing in the press dates from her sixteenth
year, since which time she has becoms well
known in Canada and in Eogland, as well
as in the United States. She has been a
¢ontributor to ¢The Strand,” ‘“Temple
Bar,” ““The Atlantic Monthly,” ‘“The Cos-
mopolitan,” ¢ Toe New England Mage-
zine,” etc., and as a song writer and musi-
cal composer has been highly successful.
She was one of the first, as she is one of our
best, exponents of French Canadian life,
and scenery, having ‘‘done for the habitant
of Lower Canada much the same service as
George W. Cable has done for the Creoles
of Louisiana.” Her productions bave met
with favor at the hands of critizal writers.
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Tae Marquis of Dafferin writes of her
work : *“It gives me pleasura to think that
Canada shovll possess such an author.”
Characteristic examples of her versa may
be found in Stedman’s ¢ Victorian Anthol-
ogy,” and Lightbal’s ‘Songs of the Great
Dominion.”

»
* *

We are plea-ed to revive traditions of
Joseph Rodman Drake, the friend ana lit-
erary co'laborator of Fi'z Greene Hall :ck,
and the author of **The Culprit Fay,” and
that ri- ging patriotic poem, ““The Americin
Klag.” A poet of no mean accompl shment
and of bri liant promise, and a perso1 of
great physical as well as spiritual beauty,
h> pass d to the unseen in the morning of
h's lite. His brother muse mourned him
sincerely :

“T.ars fell when thou wert dying
From eyes unused to weep,

And Joag, where thon are lying,
Will tears the cold turf steep.”’

1t is to be feared tbat tears do not flow
very freely there, now,—but what matter?
He wio‘e once of the etream beside which
ke loved to l e in his dreaming days, and
which be called, “‘My own romantic

Bronx,"—
““A fae more pleasant than the face of men,
Thy waves are old companions.”

Near this loved scene his grave is made.
He lies buried ““in a curious and negle:t-
ed little cemetery in Morrisanis, in the
borough of the Bronx. The visitor from
Manhattan should take a Southern
Boul:vard car at Harl m Bridge and get
off at Hunt's Point road. Goirg sling
this road, and keeping to his left, the pil-
grim would find himself in a beautiful and
well kept rural avenue, overarched with
magnificent shade trees, and lined on ei her
side with massive stone fences inclosing
sp'endid estates. After going along this
lovely sylvan thorough-farein a leisur:ly
manner for abcut twenty micutes, a sharp
turn in the road to the left will apprise
the visitor that he is within a stone’s throw
of the patriotic young poet’s grave. Skirt-
ing the roadside one hundred and fit'y feet
away he will notice a clump of thickly-
clustered trees of perhaps an acre in extent.
In the heart ot this copse the ancient bury-
ing-zround lies. Bat so densely huddled
are the trees, eni so wild and tangled is
the vegetation with which it is overun,
that the wayfarer would be lik«ly to pass
it by oblivious of its character. The stone
seps which once invited entrance to the
graveyard are falling into ruin. The old
wooden gate is still intact, and swings
outward on its rusty iron hinges; but a
formidable barrier of prickly vines and
sciubby undergrowth on the other side re-
pels the intruder. No gateway, however,
is now nocessary. A parrow path leads
from Huat’s Point road, up a slight incline,
direct to Drake’s tomb. And as the pilgrim
pushes aside the bushes and brambles that
beset him, and clambers up, the first monu-
ment thit greets his sight will be that of
the author of *“The American Flag ™ This
would have suited his fancy who sang:—

A well-remember’d form in each old tree, I
shall see
And hear a voice long loved inthy wild minstrelsy.”’

Mr. Morris Paillips, of the New York
Home Journal, who his a happy manner
with the pen, and mingles description and
reminiscence very entertainingly, writes of
Hon. Hinnibal Hamlin, in his recent
article on ‘Newport Thoughts and
Things.” We chanca to live in Hamlin's
cld home town, where he is still fondly re-
membered. and where his former residence
and law- flice are pointed out to the sum-
mer visitor. Hamlin was a man of the
people, and very popular in Maine, wheare
he was regarded in much the same spirit
as was once Hon. Joseph Howe in Nova
Scotia. Thus Mr. Paillips: *‘I remember
that I was assisiing in a subordinate and
small way, one night, in the management
of some benefit parformance at that the-
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atre (Niblo's Garden), If memory serves
me, Madame Anna Bishop, on that oc-
casion, appeared as Arline, in Balfe's
‘Bobhem'an Girl." Hannibal Hamlin, Lin-
coln's first vice-president, was in town,
and it was my aim to secure his presence
at the theatre. I asked Mr. S:ewart for
his box for th2 use of the vice-president,
and he gave his consent immediately and
gracioutly; he was a courtly man. I had
the box draped with Awmerican fligs (it
was war time then, too), anl it was sug-
gested that Madame Bishop sing George
P. Morris’ songz, ‘The Flag of Oar Ucion.’
This is the refrain:
The union of lakes and the union of lands,
The union of states none ¢ «n sever;
The unim of hearts and the union of hands,

And the flag of our union forever,

Toe fl g ofour union forever.

The vice president stood upin his box
(he was a l:rge man) and greeted Madame
Bishop and the flag sh: waved with great
enthusissm. Mr. Ham!in imagined that he
was indebted to m2 in som2 way, for when
he returned to Washington, he sent me a
packaze of valaable books, which were
pu>lished at great expente by the govern-
ment . . . I prizs these books bighly, both
for their intrinsic value and for tha esteem
in which I hold the memory o! Hannibal
Hamlin ”

Our accompl'shed and agreeable friend,
Louis M. E‘shemus, having cultivated the
dolce far niente in Hampden, and having
attained ‘‘fresh fizlds and pastures new,”
sends back his musical regrets. Artist,
poet, and mausician, and long-inured
Bohe¢mian, the wild world has been mide
his familier. He is apt to describs an
African or Arizonian sand storm, as a snow
squall in the Whi'e Mountains. A Paris-
ian cafe, or an Italian cuomo, or a Chinese
quarier, the memory of thase rushes in
swift discourse,—in all such things he isau
fait. The lore of a Blake, a Poe, a Ver-
Jaine, a Siltus, causes bim to ve eloquent.
He lingered about our fields, under our
apple trees, sat in the mspl: shide upon
our stone wall, haunted our coves, cl.ffs
and beaches, put our loneliest nooks and
loveliest maidens upon his canvases, and
then departed. From our peighboring
town of Winterport he sends,— and we

share it with our readers—
*
* *

A Memgry of Yeiterday,

This 18 a dull and heavy day—
The fog-cl uds wi'l not 1.ft nor move.

The air is bot—no birdlings play;
And qniet is the hollowy grove.

I sit me in the clover-field : before me lies
Penobscot, stretching here into a bay;

Beyond are hous:-strown hills, dim 'neath the dull

grey skies.

The crickets chirr, and bees resound
Their buzzing scnz; at mements blows
A gentle wind—while on the ground
Ants thrid theic way tbrough wild-flower rows.
And golden daisies peep near me—and, o’¢rmy
head,
A manvy-limhed oak doth fiad his bound;
And round me lie cu: grasses, sleek as silken
thread.

I see the wide stretch of (th2 river:
A mile trom shore t) woodea shore.
I see the clover-flovers quiver,
As now a breeze spring from Noon’s deor.
And then I dream of happy days, butiwo days
gone,
Spent where a poet dwells in joy forever—
For he hath wi'e and children, so he be not lone.

In Hampden Corper he doth dwell:
Kair elms enchant his eyes each diy;
Ia orchard seated, near a weil,
He lov s t> read some poet’s lay;
Or wanders o’er the hills—and seesa blue broad
band
B low, by willow-trees oft hid away—
And knows 'tis deep Penobscot coursing through
the land.

He loves the river c’iffs, from where
He sees high Orrington shine in glow,
Anidreams of Norembrga there;
And sees the house bullt long ago,
That braved the British cannons through our
early war.
But most he loves his little room all fair:
To thought so sacred, to his precions books, his
Lar !

Those days still fragrant in my mind;
Those hours still throng my lonely thought:
When we had fl:d the angry wind;
Or read some song with feeling fraught,
When on Penobscot’s windy whar!he read deep
lays
To m2; and wh2n in m mory we would fiad
Sweet thou zhts of long dead prets whom we loved
al ways.

Nor can I e’er forget the laughter
O!small Corriane, aad bonnie Snow—

When chasing them o'er fizlds and after:
Withia my arm:, all to and fro

1 cradled them; nor from my mind can I efiace)
Mary and Jessie—one in maiden glow,

The other budding into beauteous maiden-grace !

The river rushes to the sea;
'Tis midway to fair eventide.
And now the rain falls down on tree—
The grey skies will not long abide.
But 'neath this oak fond shelter from the rain I

found.
Alone I am; wich no boon company—
Yet sweet in bond with life on tree and on the
ground.

Yet while the ra‘n all gently falls—
And I am lonely on the shore—
My memory lives; and now recalls
Those days to keep forevermore;
Sweet Mary, Jessie, Snow, Corinne; those children
fair;
And all his own; and, in the woodland-halls
Of my strange sounl, he, poet, ever will be there !
g L. M. E.
Aug. 19,1898,

The house referred to as baving *‘bray-

ed the British cannon” is at Orrington. It
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is large and squarely built, and stands on
the high bank above the river. a familiar
landmark The Loud family, who inbabit
it, bad preseived, and used to exhibit, the
cannon ba'l which wes shot through the
wite hill that extends from the back to the
front of the building, from the gun ot a
British cruiser that came up the river during
the war of 1812. It is one of the oldeat
residences in this part of the country.
x
* Ed

We bave beard of a book which, could
we see without the trouble of purchaee, we
might (xamine at 1 ‘ast curiously, for tha
title’s sske. “‘The Non-religion of the
Fature” (M. Guysn,) we bave rearon to
susp:ct is a chimoera of the present. Wheth-
er for good or ill, unless we excapt the
select few represanted by M. Guyan, man-
kind is, in the phrass of Sabatier, incur-
ably religious.” If therefore, when we
have a terriblc notion of God, will it rot
be kind, on the part ot these men to leave
us in undisturbed possession than, dispos-
sessed, to drive us t> the invention of a
bater deity, such perchance as the infilel
worships—himse 1? A reviewer remarks:
“The religious man, whatevar the phase of
his religious Jif2, will not take the book
seriou:ly. Itslabored er:uments, occupy-
ing over five bundred pages, appear to us
to be sufliciently refuted by the bon mot
quoted in a mnote: ‘Ycu are occupied
with rel gion. There is, then, some such ]
hing. S)> much the better for those who
cannot do without it."” Talk of the ethe-
real man, who is to float like a feather,
whose whBle body is an eye, and to whom
the dew is nutritious substance ; for he will
be Ybere in acvance of ‘The Non-religion
of the Future.”

Mre. Percia V, White gives us another
of her dainty little flower poems. We
must not break the series by any omiss-
ion:

The Clover Housewlives,

The merry wives in Clover land

Are flyir g rcud in glee,

For they've r:ceived a message from
That gay br.gand, the Bee.

“Now load ycur three-leaved table down
With sweets in colors three,

For I'm very fond of honey 1" quoth

That gay brigand, the Bee,

¢«-And I will fiad the pollen hoards

Of the Miser of clover 12a,

Ana fl ng his go'd amorg you ! cried
That gay brigand, the Bee.

So they’re loading down their tables small
With sweets in colors three—
In red and white and gold—to please

That gay brigand, the Bee.
R

* *

There is one stréet in Brunswick, Maine,
of unusual interest to the intelligent visitor.
Ttere are homesteads that should be pre-
served by the nation, as pilyrim haunts and
the repositories of rclics,—especially that
in which Mrs. Stowe wrote her ‘‘Uncle
Tom’s Cabin,” and tbat in which Long-
fellow wrote his *‘Oatre Mer.” There also
are the homes in which T. S. C. Abbot
wrote his ‘‘History of Napoleon Bona-
parte,” Prof. Cleaveland his ‘“Mineraloy,”
and Prot. Upham his ‘“Moral and Mental

Philosophy.”

* *

A revival of George Eliot ir said to be
gatbering way. Several editions with spec-
ial notes and edition are ennounced by pub-
lishers in England and America. Not long
tince Lougmans brought out & new edition
of *Silas Marner,’ with introducton and
notes by Robert Herrick. We are not
surprised that renewed interest should be
found in such noble booksas were given to
the world by Marian Evans. The public
has hardly begun to know their greatness.
‘Speaking of literary revivals,’ remarks the
‘Home Journal’ ‘the publisher and editor
of a new and comp'ete edition of N. P.
Wiliis will make money.” Why will not
bis friend and the Journal's editor, Mr.
Morris Phillips, undertake it?

* » »

‘Down Darley ILare,” by Woodward
Cloud, is to be published sometime in the
autumn by Century Company. The verses
are in th: same vein as the ballads of
Cowper and Goldsmith, and so appeal to
the young as well as the old.

» »

We observe the announcement of ‘New
York Nocturnes and O her Poems,’ by
Charles G. D. Roberir Lamson Wolfie
& Co. Pastor FELIX.

CHAURCH COURTS.

May D'fler and Split Hairs on Doctrinal
Peiatg, but may Joino Hands for Human-
ity in Proclviming the Viriues ot Dr,
Agnew's Catarrhal Powder,

Catarrh, that drrad menace to humanity,
attacks ths bigh, the low, the rich, the
poor, the learned snd the illiterate, but
Dr. Agnew’s Cattarrhal Powder is the sov-
ereign cure and nreeds no more reliable
testimony of its efficacy to cope with and
cure this disease than that su'h eminent
civines as Rev. Mungo Fraser. Presbyter-
izn; Bishop Sweatmin, and other promin-
ent leaders in the Church courts, who have
over their own rignatures testified of its
virtues. What better evidence for you
that it will cure you.

Plinued by the Cook,

The famous Cardinal Fesch, a man of
high bonour in the ann:ls of gastronomy,
bad invited a large party of clerical dig-
pitaries to dinner. By a fortunats coin-
cidence two turbot of considerable size
appeared upon the scene as presents to his
Em.nénce onthe viry morping of the
teast. Now the Cardinal felt that to serva
both would sppear ridiculovs, but, not.
withstanding, he was exceedingly anxious
to bave the credit of both. In his embar-
rassment, therefore, he took his chef into
his confidence.

*Oh, do not be troubled, your Emin-
ence,’ said that worthy, ‘both shall duly
appear; both shill enjyy the reception
which is their undoubted right.’

The dinner was served. Oae of the turbot
followed th2 soup. Exclamations unani-
mous, enthusisst'ic, gastronomic—it was

the critical moment in the banqiet! The
butler advanced ; two attendants raised the
monster and carried him off to cut him up;
but one lost his equil brium—the resul: be-
ing that the attendants and the turbot
rolled together on the flsor.

At this sad sight the assembled guests
became pale as death, and asol :mn s1l:nce
reigned in the conclave. To the expectant
magnates it was a moment of disappoint-
ment unu’terable.

But the butler suddenly turned to the
attendants.

‘Bring another turbot,’ said he, with the
most pertect coolness. The other fish ap-
peared a few mo nents afterwards, and the
good humor ot the whole company was et-
tectively renewed.

Inelegant,

The subject of a yourg lady’s essay, who
was graduated from a high echool inan
Ohio town, was ‘Hawthorne,’ and in her es-
say she said, ‘At the age of thirty nire
Hawthorne married and took his wite to the
old manse.’

The day after the oommencement one of
the village maidens called on Miss E , and
in talking the affair over. remarked :

‘Wasn’t it awful that Maude should say
such a thing in her essay ?’

Miss E. inquired to what she alluded.

*Why, she said at the age of thirty-nine
Hawthorne married and took his wite to the
old man's. Why didn’t she say to his fath-
er in-liw’s P’

: ﬁeak_l(_idneys.

Always Cured by Doan's
Kidney Pills.

Mr. I. Patterson, Croft St., Am-
herst, N.S., makes the following
st.tement: ¢‘Having been trou-
bled for some time with distress-
ing backaches and weak kidneys, |
I decided to try Doan’s Kidney
Pills. They acted promptly and .
effectively in removing the trouble
with which I was afflicted, and re-
stored me to my old-time form. It

is a pleasure for me to recommend !

them to others.” ‘

Doan’s Kidney Pills are the most |
effective remedy in the world for
Bright’s Disease, Diabetes, Dropsy, .
Backache, Gravel, Sediment in the
Urine, and all kinds of Kidney and |
Urinary Troubles. Price 50c. abox
or 3 boxes for $1.25. The Doan
Kidney Pill Co., Torontg Ont.
Remember the name, ‘‘Doan’s,”
and refuse all others. }
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