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Notches on
The Stick
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It has been the fashion to decry the
present Laureate of England, and to be-
litt'e his verse. That there is in our
opinion a blending of ignorance and in-
justice in this treatment, we bave stated
betore ; and we have confessed to appre-
ciation and erjoyment ot his verse,—be-
lieving that some of his briefer lyrics are
in their way as exquisite as any living poet
of Eongland has written. Ths trouble
seems to be with the second Alfred that he
came after the first, and must necessarily
show a diminithed light. But when the
sun firet shone we remember how spots
were discovered on his disk; and some
can recall no little railing ageinet the
poeticsl god so recently gone. Mr.
Austin’s glorifization of the South African
affair exposed him to a good deal of ar-
imadversion, which took largely the form
of reSection on the flatness of his muee;
but since his spirited lyric on the proposed
Anglo-American Alliance there seems a
turn of the tide in his favor. We recently
heard this poem rendered by a quartette,
in the Park Square church, Springfield,
Mass , on & Sunday evening, after a glow-
ing address by the pastor, Rev. F. L
Goodspeed, on the moving events of the
time. With Mr. Jobn Hermann Loud at
the organ, and tha choir at their heartiest,
we could but be thrilled as the lines were
rung out:

Cry of Xinstip,

Wtat is the voise I hear,
On the wind of the Western Ses ?
Sentinel, listen from out Cape Clear,
And say what the voice may be,
'Tis a proud frae people calling loud %o a people

proud and frea.

And it savs tothem, “Kingmsn, hail !
We seve: el have been too loug;

Now let us heve done with a worn-out tale,
The tale of an ancient wrong,

And onr friendship last long ss love doth last, and

be stronger than death is strong.”

Answerthem, sons of the self same raee,
Ard blood of the self same elan;
Let us spesk with each other face to faee,
And answer a8 man to man,
And loyzlly love and trust each other as nove bul

fr:emen can.

Now fling them out to the breeze,

hamrock, thist'e and rose,

Aad the star-spangled banner unfarl wiih thete— |

A messsge to friends and fces,
Wherever tho sails of pesce are seen, and where-
ever the war wind blows,

A mescage to hond and thrall to

w

For wherever we come, we t ¥ain,
e
S

The shrone of the tyrant sha'l ros ) ake,
And his menace e void and vain,
For you are 'ords of a strong young land, and we
are lords ot the msl
Yes, this is the voice on the bluft March gele;
WWe sovered huve DCe
Bat now we have done with a =01 b
The tale of a0 aneiert wrong
And our friendsh’p last long as lova doth last, and
be strouger than death is sire y

A'tred Austin was doubtless chosen to

succceed Tennyson in the Laureateship |

becanse he expresses British sentiment
very much in the British tone, and is de-
voted to the institutions ot his native coun-
try. But aside from his political attitude
acd spirit, which may have bad to do with
his elevation to the puilic notiee this
office gives, beis genuinely a poet and
true man of letters ; and a closer acquaint=
ance with his best work in prose and verse
will leed the careful, impartial student of
letters to prize bim the more. We select
an example of two of his finest lyrical
work from Stedman’s Victorian Anthology ;

Hay Maker’s Bong.

Here's to him that grows if,
Drink, lads drink !

That 1ays it in and mows 1,
Clink jugs, clirk !

To him that mows and makes it,

That scatters it and shskes if,

Tt at turns, and tede, and rskes it,
( link jugs, elirk !

Now here’s to him that staeks it,
Drink, lads drink !
That thrashes and that tacks it,
Clink jugs, clink !
That euts it out for eating,
When Meret=-dropp'd lambs sr» bleatirg,
And the slstc=blue clouds are sleeting,
Drink, lads drink !

And here’s to thane and yoeman,
Drink, lacs drink !

To horsemsn and to bowman,
Clink jugs, (liak !

To lofty and to low man,

Who bearsa grudge to no man,

Bat flinghes from no foeman,
Drivk, lads drink !

Constipation

Lauses fully half the sickness in the world. |
retains the digested food too long in the bowel

and produces biliousness, torpid liver, indk
tongue, sick headache, in-
somnia, ete. Hood's Pills
results, easily and thoroughly. 25¢. All druggists.
Peepared by C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.

gestion, bad taste, coated P - I I
cure constipation and all its I s
The only Pills to “ake with Hood’s Sarsaparila.

Mother Song.

White little hands !
Pink Jittle feet |
Dimpled all cver,
Sweet, sweet, sweet |
What dost thou wa 1 for ?
The unknown ? the unseen ?
The ills that are coming,
The joys that have been ?

Cling to me closer,
Closer and closer,
T.11 the pain that is purer
Hath bapished the grosser,
Draip, drain st the stream, love,
Thy hunger is freeing,
That wss born in a dream, love,
Alopg with thy being !

Little fingers that feel
Their home in my breast,
Li tle lips that appeal
For their nurture, their rest !
Why, why dost thou weep, dear ?
Nay, stifle thy cries,
T.li the dew of thy sleep, dear,
Lies soft on thine eyes.

“The Grave-Digger's Song,” from his
“Princa lLucifer,” has sometbirg of tle
quaint cheerfulness in treating a subject in
itself grim or gloomy, peculiar to the elder
English poets. Here is a starza—the
opening one:

The crab, the bul'ace, and the sloe,
They Bourgesa in the Spring;
Anrd, when the west wind melis the snow,
The redstaris bnild and ¢ing.
But desth’s st work in rivd and root,
And loves the green L uds best;
Ard when the palring music's mute,
He spares the empty nest.
Death ! Death !
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Death is master of lord and clown,
Close the ccfli1 and hammer it down.
Referring to his prose writing, &8 come

¢
1<

. ath it — ro

part¢ d with his poetlry,—

!
|
! It micht seem at firat sight,” says ‘Lit-
i erature. “but a left handed compliment to
{ & poet to assign the highest ylace smong

his writings to his prose works. But it is,

fect good faith, and with no suspicion of
irony, may be paid fo Mr. Alfred Austin,
‘The Garden th:t I Love,’ irresistibly n-
vitel it, and ‘Lamia’'s Winter Quarters,’
the ec quel which the author bas now given
to that most fascinating piece of prose-
)
poetry, ccmpels the rame apparently, but

not really, eqouivocal praise. Its imagine-
| tive atmorphere, 1t8 fe ling and suggestion
| are, #8 in tha cate of its predecessor, in
| the highest degree postic; and the grace
&-an"i wit and w siom ot its prose narrative
and colloquies are diversified by lyrics of

The truth
| is that in thete two productions of his
| later yesrs, Mr. Austin seems to us to
have lighted—we are not, perbaps, justified
in sayirg to bave chanced— upen the most
perfect medium for the full dieplay of his
powers. . . . . But, after all, and in
spite of the charm of their prose setting,
it is to such little gems ot verse as this
valedictory lyric that the reader will

return i —

! singular sweetness and charm

‘Good night ! Now dwindle wan and low

The embers of the afterglcw,

And slowly over leaf and lawn

Is twilight’s dewy eurtamn drawn.

The slouching vixen leaves her lair,

And, prowling, sniffs the tell-tale air.

The frogs croak louder in the dyke,

And all the trees seem dark alike.

The bee is drowsing in the eomb,

The sharded bectle hath gore home—
Good night !

Good night | The hawk is in her nest,
And the last rook hath dropped to rest.
There is no hum, no ehirp, no bleat,
No rus le in the meadow-sweet.
TPhe wocdbine somewhere out of sight
gweetens the loneliness of night,
The Sister Swars that once were seven
Mourn for thsir missing mate in Heaven,
The poppy’s fair frail petals cloze,
The lily yet more languid grows,
And dewy-dreamy droops the rose—

Good night 1"
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Our correspondent in the west, Hon. C.
H. Collins, writes respecting his apprecia-
tion of Rev. William Wye Smith’s Gospel
According to Mattbew in Broad Scoteh.
He ssys: “Dr. Ross sent me one, and I
was so delighted with its quaintness [ order-
ed four copies more. It is a pamphlet. I
shall certainly get a bound copy of the
whole Testament, if it is ever published . . .
I have read it through several timee, in a
blundering way ; but I intend to give my
extra copias when I get them to Scotchmen
who can both read and appreciate. So far
from seeing anything ludicrous in the
dialect, I find my reverence inereased, and
seem to see more clearly the power of the
Gospel. It is in the language of Burns—
the Ayrshire dialect. If you have it not I
will send you one of my copies when they

neverthelees, 8 compliment waich, in pers |

come. If you have, you will have read
Rev. Smith’s Preface, ‘To The Reader,’
which expresses my views to an iota on the
work.” Not having had secess to the work
above, except in such fragments ot it as
have appeared in the newspaper press, we
can only speak by anticipation. We are
however pleased to reproduce an spprecia-
tion of it by our friend, Robert Reid,
[Rob. Wanlock] of Montreal. the well-
known Scottish-Canadian poet,—which re-
cenily appeared in the Montreal Daily
Witness :

(Tte following criticiem has been kindly
contributed by Mr. Robert Reid, who is
an authority in Scottish matters.)

‘The Gospel of Matthew in Brosd
Scotch,’ rendered by the Rev. Wm. Wye
Smith, (Imrie, Grabam & Co., Toronto,
95 cents), is an sdvance specimen of the
whole New Testament, translated by the
same hand. We do not know of anyone
in Csnada better fitted for such a tark than
Mr. Smith is.

By birth a Borderer, that form of Low-
lsnd Scotch made classical by Burns,
comes naturally to bim, and he has im-
proved bis knowledge of it by study and
exercise to such an extent that he has long
been recognz'd as one of the highest
au horities, where ‘kittle’ expressions in
the ‘braid Lallans’ came to be considered.
Our expectations, therefore, of anythng
coming from auch a scurce must necessar-
ily be very tigh, and on the whbole they
seem to be fully justified by the present
work.

But the m~dium that Me. Smith hes
chosen, though admirably adapted for nar-
rative and econversational purposes, will
not elways express the scriptural phrases
literally, (especially in exclama‘ory pas-
sages), without the introduction of certain
words foreign to the Scots in collequial ferm.
T:ke, tor instance, thea word ‘Behauld’—
which we cannot csll to mind having heard
or seen used by Scettish speakers or Scot-
tish writers, it seems out of place in con-
junction with the homely Doric.

On the other hand, nothing could pos-
sibly exceed thas simple beauty of the
language used in the Beatitudes, the con-
pecting narr:tive, and the different par-
ables, and it is hers that the wealth of Mr.
Smuth's voeabulary makes iteelf evident
I.et any one who doubts the expressve-
ness ot the Scottish torgue, when used by
a master, turn to chapter xiii.,, and read
the parable cof the sewer:—

‘A neiffa’ was mis-cuisten on the fit-road, and
esten up wi' the birdies.

‘Some fell on the stanerie bits, whaur the yird
wae jimp; and it brairdit bonute, for the mool was
thin.

+And whan the sunraise heigh, it birsl't up; and,
for that it had nsae rute, it dwined aws.’

The work has heen executed in a master-
]y marner throughout—nothing slip-shod
or slovenly sbout it—and bas evidently
been a labor of love with thae translator.
Many quaint old words and exprersions
that one seliom hears except from the
mouth of a shepherd on the hills cf Scot-
land, find here a fitting eetting, and ex-
press as mere Englich almost feils to do,
the teschbings of the Great Shepberd to the
flock ; for this reason it must appeal very
strongly to thke Scottish reader, and for
thote not ‘to the manner born,” a copious
glossery is appended. There is also a
‘routh’ of explanatory notes, which, apart
from the light they throw on the subj:ct
matter, are interesting reading of them-
selves.

It is to be hoped that Mr. Smith will re-
ceive so much encouragement from the re-
ception accorded to ‘Matthew,’ that the
publication of the entire New Testament
will be an unavoidabla necessity.

RoserT REID.

* *

The forcefulness cf the character of the
late Hereld Frederic was demonstrated by
an incident which is recorded of his firet
vist to Berlin. Atfter some diplomatic calls
paid in a formal manner, he had entered
the Cafe Bauer, hung his new bat on a hat-
stand, and seated himself to read an Eng-
lish newspaper that had come to band,
when “‘a particularly fine specimen of the
lieutenart, booted and spurred and sworded
and epsuletted,” entered, bringing the
wind with him. Now the Prussian military
cfficer, at his best estate, is a superior and
formidable creature, regardless on high
principles of honor of the rights of a civ-
ilian, and when incensed,-—as he quite
easily becomes,—even of his lie. This
showy gentleman of Mars, it is said,
vsprushed against the hatstand, knocked
Frederic's hat over into the saw dust, and
swaggered to his seat without so much as
looking round. The slight to the hat was
more than Frederic could endure. Ina
towering passion he wert to ths lieutenant,
stood over him and pointed to the object
on the floor. *Pick up that hat, sir,” he
roared. The officer stared amazed; the
waiters were parlyzed with terror at hear-
ing one so much more than human so ad-
dressed by a civilian. ‘Pick up that bat,’
repeated Frederic, in a tone more menacing
than betore, And the lieutenant did as he

was told. He was irresistibly dominated
by the courage and force of the man
as a school-boy before his master.” Had
ho beena German citiz n iostead of an
American, he might instantly have perished
ty abullet. We do not usually enjoy any
one's brag and bluster, but we beg leave to
make exception in this case, for it is good
to see the bully of any caste surprised and
dominated bv the force of sheer personality.
It is to by regretted that he should have
been so fearless as to have bad courage to
die before his time, to gratify the cupidiry
of & chimerical [we cannot say, medical]
practitioner ; for, with all his insight into
character, and his skill as a writer, we can
but consider him as one of the victims of
credulity.

-
* *

We came scross a very appreciative
article, by Prot. R. V. Jones,—long time
a clissic 1 instructor at Acadia_ college,—
on Dr. Theodore Harding Rand, written
about the time the latter was appointed to
the charcellorship of McMaster Uaiversity.
Prot. Jones speaks of the doctor’s love of
the treasures of literature, to which be has
himself made worthy addition: ¢ Wken a
college boy he bad a large acquaintarce
with literature. The finest passages ot the
best poets were ever at his command. His
appreciation of these passages was intense.
In the apocslypse of the thought, he would
fairly cbirp for joy. Tennyson was per-
haps his favorite author. I can hear him
even now reciting with his peculiar pathos
end enthusiasm :

The lights began to twinkle from the rocks;

TLe long day wapes; the slow meon ciimbs; the
deep

Moans round with msny voizes, ete, * * *

With the instinct of a bee for honey Dr.
Rnd would light upon the most admirable
passages. He was conversant with Loog-
fellow, Byron, Emerson, Shailey. His wice
acquaintance with literature enabled him

to wield a facile pen.”

-
* *

We wonder if Burns had any cabalistic
reference,—interpreted a la the modern
mode of dealing with Shakespeare—to the
invarion of ths interest of livery men by
the electric motor, in his celzbrated coup-
let in **Tam O'Shanter,’—

The car-line claught her by the rump,
And left poor Maggie scarze a stump !
. o =

We notice that *““A Sister of Evan-
geline,” by Chsrles G. D. Roberts is now
on the literary market.

*
- *

Men-de-:in O '—in California.
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The double Christmas number of the
New Brunswick Magszine completes
the first volume of some 392 pages. It is
to be presumed thet many of the subscrib-
ers will desire to have thewr numbers
bound for future preservation and refer-
ence : which feet will account for the re-
luctance manifested at parting with them

apon the call ot the editor. The quality |

and the quantity of the contents of this
Christmas number, exceeding perhaps
what even the liberal patronage he has re-
ceived migh warrant, marks the determin-
ation of the publisker to give somethbing
reslly worthy the public confidence and
appreciation. The promice for the future
is as liberal as the past performance, and
will we trust do much to confirm the pre-
sent patrons and to enlist others. Several
writers, two of them at least, somewhat
familiar to the public,—Judge A. W
Savary, ot Annapclis, N. S., and Harry
Piers, of the Legislative Library, Halifax,
appear for the first time in these pages;
The latter with a readable sccount of the
murder of ‘‘one Edward Shea, a school-
master of Rawdon,’ in the North Barracks
at Halifax, on Christmas day, 1824,
—entitled ‘A Halifax Mystery.” It
is acoompanied by an illustration of
tte barracks, as they appeared previous
to the fire of 1850, from a drawing by Mr.
Piers, and the article wiil be concluded
in the number for January. The article

illustrates the curious working of the sys= |

tem we cell “‘society” which, while a mis-
erable and erring tellow creature ] ves forces |
him to his fate, and when he dies from vio-

lerce, puts the machinery of lsw into oper- |

ation to avenge his death,—as if that cpuld
do him any good ! When w1l the world
really learn from Christ, and the better
instinct of the human heart, how to deal
with man? “Christmas As It Was" is a
racy description of the Christmas holidays
in the olden time, with customs that pre-
vailed as far back as 1808; by Mr. Clar-
ence Ward, of St. John, of whom the ad-
itor declares that, thongh he discourses
so largely of the use of liquors he “'is a
man of most abstemious babits . . . and
dwells upon the liquid features of old
times in & wholly impersonal way, and
purely as a matter of abstract history.”
The editor himselt gives in ‘“The Wreck of
the Eagland,” an account of a melancholy
event that happened on the Foul Ground
in St. John harbor, near Chrisimas time,
in 1846. It is consonant with events of the

o

—
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closing days of November, just pas*, when
the Maritime Canadian coast, and the
shores of New England have been swept
by a tempest almost unexampled in fury
and destructiveness, Judge Savary’s briet
article is on *“The Acadian Melaneons,”
whom be considers of French origin and
not of Scottish,—a conclusion we are dis-
potred to accept. Some of the present
writer’s forbears were Frsuch, and of a
similar name. Now written Bezanson, it
was origin.lly written with the cedilla
‘", —Besancon. Mr. W. P. Dole leaves
poetry and graceful essay writing so long
as to give us a learned ingenious article on
tke origin of the word, ‘'Aboidean.” The
opening article by Prof. W. F. Ganong, on
“The Ashburton Treaty,” is very valuable.
It ia accompanied by a section of what is
known as ‘‘the Mitchell Map,” used in
negociating the Treaty of Paris, in 1783.
““The One Hundred and Fourth, by James
Hannay,” aod ‘“When Telegraphy Was
Young,” by Roslynde, are not lees read-
sble. R.v. W. O. Raymond continues
bis interesting series, ‘At Portland Point.”
The reader will turn again to the strong
end kiodly nictured face of ‘the white-
haired grandfather, hale and hearty,” Ma-
jor Jobn Ward. The Chronological ar-
rangement of notable events and of mar-
riages and deaths ot the time past wit-
nesses to the in.ustry oi the editor, and
his purpose to mzke the magazine as com-
plete in evary particular as possible. We
commend the work to further attention as
deserving of public support and; apprecia-
tion. Pastor FeLIX.

HARD LUCK.,

A Gambler’s Winpiogs on a Mythical Quar-
ter and His Digcom fitare.

‘Talk about hard-luck stories,’ said a re-
formed Western gambler, ‘I think [ can
discount anytbing you ev:r heard in that
line. It was inthe eailv dsys of Lead-
ville, just about this time of year, snd I
tell you it does get cold up iu the hils a-
long about now.

‘Weil, I was broke, didn’t have a cop-
per, snd bad strolled ioto a gambling
house to get & warm-up. There were sev-
eral games going on, and when I had thaw-
ed out a little I walked over to the fero
lsyont where I went broks the night be-
fore. As I said, it was a very ccld night,
and, feeling a great draught at my feet,
I bappened to glance down at the floor to
see where it cams from, and there by the
sice of my right fcot was lying what I
thought to be a quarter.

I had been watching the game closely,
making imaginary plays. ‘Uil play 25
cents open on the ace,’ 1said to the dealer,
and ir 8 moment more it won.

*Tte dealer handed me two wri'e chipe.
I played again, and again won, and before
the end of the desl I bad a nice stack of
chips. It scemoad to me I couldrn’t lose a
deal, and in halt an hour I had & couple ot
hundred doll rs worth of chips betore me.

I concluded to czsh in, and stacked my
chips, pushing them toward the dealer.
He counted them, nd looking at me, said ;
‘Where’s that querter you made your first
bet on?’ 1 had forgotten sll aboutit. I
locked on the floor; the quarter was gone.
Then I lit & match, snd saw that what [
had supposed to be a quarter was simply a
wet spot. It was onginally a bit of ice,
but the haat from my coot melred it. Of
course, the deal:r promptly retused to
cash the chips.’

A Flack Record for wrecks*

There is no part of the world which bas
such a black recerd for wrecks as the nar-
row Baltic Seas. The number in some

years bave averaged more than one a day,
the greatest rumber of wrecks recorded n
one year being 425, and the smallest 154.
About 50 per cent of these vessels became
total wrecks, all the crews being lost.

Mr. Hugesard : ‘Ah ! darling, must I say
good night P’

Hareh voice from the top of stairs (full
of sarcasm): ‘Not necessarily, young
man ; not necessarily. 1f you wish to be
truthful, you must say good morning.’
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DON'T CHIDE. ¢

’ THE
=S CHILDREN,

Don’t scold
) tge lti,tt:ie ones if

o the bed is wet
Ql) in the morning.
It isn't the child’s fault. Weak
kidneys need strengthening—
that's all, You can't afford to
risk delay. Neglect may entail
a lifetime of suffering.

DoanN’'S KIDNEY PILLS

Strengthen the Kidneys and
Bladder, then all trouble
ceases.

Mr. John Carson, employed at
M. S. Bradt & Co.'s store, Ham-
ilton, Ont., says :

“My little boY seven years of age
has been troubled with his kidneys
since birth and could not hold his
water. We spent hundreds of dol-
lars doctoring and tried many dif-
ferent remedies, but they were of no
avail. One box of Doan’s Kidney
Pills completely cured him.” {
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