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The Western Christisn Advocate (Cin-
ciopati) contsins in its number for April
5th, & tender appreciation of Archibald
L mpmsn. We find it in the editoral
columne, though signed “G. M. H.” The
editor is Dr David H. Moore. Our
readers will e1 j>y this generous and judici-
ous praise of one who loved nature so
well and celebrated her with such exquisite
art:

Archibald Lampmun, Poet.

For the past fifteen years readers of
American wagezines, sensitive to the
grace of poetry, have noted with deepen-
ing delight the verse of Archibald Lamp-
man. The Atlantic Monthly for March
contains one of his most ambitious poems.
Roaaders, attracted by his name and esger
for each new production of his genius, will
regret to learn that its autbor is dead—
dead at thirty-seven, after many years’
fight with disease of the beart and a lost
battle with pneumonia. With William D.
Howells, who has written one of his most
beautiful appreciations in Literature, we
may hope that his death may be ‘the
signal of an ampler, more endurirg re-
cognition of his rare, sirgular charm.”

Mr. I.ampman was akin to our own
poet, Edward Rowland Sill—a man of an
admirable and complete culture endowed
with lcve of nature, but held down to un-
congenial pursuit, ard harassed by ill-
health. He se¢ms to have been freed from
the sgonies of uns ttled faith, but there
are intimations that be was a social critic,
broodirg over ills of civic life and econ-
omic conditione.

Born at Morpeth, Ontario, (" inada,
his earliess environments were religious—
his father being rector of the Church there
—and his destiny, opportunity, led him,
in fit time, to Trinity College, Toronto
and thence, when only twenty-two years o'd,
into Government service at Ottawa. His
clerical furctions, undisturbed, gave bim
sufficient income, and enabled him to con-
serve his health; but he had a most ardent
1)nging for the open air and the gl ri+a
ot lite>among the lakes of his native land.
His poems are pertcc® in their portrait-
ure of the world that p2asants, fishermen,
bunters, woodsmen know—the woild
ot Burroughs, Thoreau, Jefferies; but bis
sense was deeper than theirs, and he
knew how to wr.te a perfect verse-picture
—all the more poetic, that it is true to
every pote of nature.

He craved, as he said:

*To hear at eve the bleating of far flocks,

The mud.-hen’s whistle from the marsh at morn;
To skiit, with deafened ears aI d brsia o’erborne,
Some foam-filled rapid charging down its rocks
With iron roar of wa'ers; fsr away

Across wide-reeded meres, pensive with noon,

To hear the queru'ous outery of the loon;

To lie asmong deep rocks, and watch sli day,

Oa liquid beights, the enowy ¢ ouds melt by,

Or hear from wood-capped mountsin-brows the j.y
Pierce the bright morning with his jibing cry.

To feast on snmmer sounds; the jolted wains,

The thrasher bua ming from the farm near by,

The prattling crickel’s intermittent cry,

The locust’s rattle from the suliry lanes;

Orc¢in the thadow of some oaken spray,

Te watch, as through & mist of ligtt and dreams,
The far-oft hay fi-1ds, where the duv'y teams

Drive 'round and °’rouvd tle Jessening tquares of

hay,
An1 hear the wind, now 1,ud, row low;
With drowsy cadernce half & sumn er's day,
B> clatter of the reapers come ard go.’

It is pathetic to read tbat, bound to his
desk and 1ts routine, he made the most ot
the beauties of bis city, taking rides across
the terry, walking out beyond the city’s
limits, and even baunting Jumber-yards,
that he might breathe the scent of the
forests.

By death his body bas been absorbed
into the world that he loved with pure,
patient passion; perhaps bis spirit bas a
keener sense in its freedom, and he has
attainad the heritage of the larger life,
thus rea'izing his dreams. His two little
books. ‘‘Among the Millet” snd **Lyrics
of Earth,” will be all the dearer to his
admirers; and we will turn with new love

to the scattered fragments of bis work.
G. M. H.

.

* *
A printed circular has been issued, &
copy of which lies before us, bearing the
n.mes o1 S. E Dawson, Lit. D., F. R. S.
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C., William D. Le Sueur, and Duncan
Campbell Scott, and embodying a proe-
pectus of the projected Memorial Edi-
tion ot the Works of Archib:11 Lamp-
man. We reproduce its appeal to the
Canadian public:

O11awa, 2710 Maxcn, 1899.

“Deax Sik or Mapaym :—You bave no
doubt, heard ot the death of Archibald
Lampman, for it was very widely noticed
by the press, and the leading newspapers
in all parts ot Canada gave expression in
their editorial columns to the prevailing
feeling of regret and sympathy—of regret
that the country bad lost one in the very
foremost raok of her men of letters, and
sympathy for the young widow and child-
ren so sadly bereaved. Mr. Lampman’s
position as & junior official in the Civil
Service of the Dominion did not permit
much provision to be made against his
early death, and it is needless to dwell
upon the trite observation that the pursuit
of literature in Canada is not remunerative
in a pecuniary sense. Neveriheless, the
born poet is like a song-bird, and must
utter bis melody whether listened to or
not. In reality, we all profit by every
true poetic utterance, for it is through the
works of poets and other literary men that
the community gains its rank in the world
ot letters; and when they demons'rate
abroac the ability of Canadians to wield
with power the resources of their mother
tongue, every Canadian shares the lustre
of their labours and their triumph.

“We have bad, and we stll bave, writers
who have brought to us from the mother-
land resul's ot training acquired there,
and of natural gifts which are the outcome
of different conditions. For these writers,
and tor their labors amongst us, we ougbt
to be and we are,sincerely grateful. But Ar-
chibald Lampman is one of our very own,
born among us, trained in our schoole,
familiar with our ways, and intimate with
every aspect of our skies, woods, and
waters. The bistoric land of bis fore-
fatbers he never saw with his outward
eyes, but this, our own land, he knew by
heart ia all its mrvellous variety of chang
ing moods. In his poems be bas describ-
ed it with vivid and loving appreciation in
every phase, from its resting time under
the white coverlet faiatly tinted with re-
flections ot blue and rosy ekies, through
the brilisnt outburst of epring ani the
sul'ry summer, to the dreamy and linger-
ing autumn

“Lacipman’s reputation as a writer was
not merely local. Mapny probably who
are not otherwise familiar with his work,
have from time to time reen and admired
his contributions to such magazines as the
Atlanfic Morthly, The Century, Scrib-
ner’s, Harper'’s, Blackwood, &>. Oat ofa
large number of notices ot bis work which
have appeared in KEoglith and United
States jonrnals, a few are subjoined.’

“‘Is it not possible now to do anything
for him whom we have lost. Inhs life he
was simple and unobtrusive, but his gentle
pres nc» and quiet voice will be ooly the
more missed by his intimate friends. To
borrow a poet's worde on a like occa-
si)n:

*'He is a por'ion of the lovelinees
Waich once be made more lovely. He doth bear

His part, while the One Spiri’s p.astic stress
Sweeps through the du'l, dense world.”

“*Wae still, however, possess the poems
which exprees bis quiet, meditative soul;
and it is op°n to us to express our apprec-
iation of his work, and testify our sympathy
with those who have been deprived of bis
support, by adding to our libraries a copy
ot the memorial edition of his collected
poems. The ot :ct of this letter is to ex-
plain what is beiog done for the production
ot suc an edition, and to bespeak for it
the interest ot all cultivated readers.

*“There is now being prepared, and will
be published for the sole benefit of the
widow, a collacted edition of Aredibald
Lampman’s poems. It will be one volume
ot 400 to 500 psges, and will be prin‘ed
in excellent style and on good paper. Tha
volume will be edited by the late poei's
most intimate friend. Mr. Duncan Camp-
bell Scott, and will contain a portriit of
Lampman and also a short biographical
sketch. It will include, in addition to the
work which Mr. Lampman published in
his lifetime, a careful selection !rom a
quintity of unpublished work, all, in fact,
which there is reason to believe he would
himselt have eventually published. A tac
simile of a sonnet in his own baod will also
be included. The price ot the volame has
been fixed at $2.25.

*This somewhat unususl metbod of
direct application has been adop‘ed in
order to secure to the widow the full and
entire return without deduction or dis-
count of any kind whatever. The uader-

signed are attending to this work solely as
a tribute to the memory of a departed
friend and in aid of his family. There are
iriends also concerned who wish to be name
less, but it is necessary that some names
should appear as responsible for the under-
taking. It will not be possible to employ can

vassers to solicit subscriptions. Toose who
bave taken the initiative in the ma‘t:r feel
confident that there are many who ‘strict
ly meditate the thankless muse,” who will
assist in sending in subscribers’ namos,
and they believe there are many men
busily engaged in important undertakings
and reaping the well-earned rewards of
more remunerative callings, who bave the
love of letters at heart, and will not grudge
the few moments necessary to fill up the
ecclosed form for copies, not only for
themselves, but for their friends.

“In this hope we make our appeal,
trusting that the reponse will be prompt
and generous, and that a lasting memorial
may be established of onc who name,
highly honored as it i¢ to-dsy, is destined,
we believe, to greater honor in the
fu‘ure.’

"A page of the circulsr is occupied by
tributes showing how well our poet is
known and appreciated throughout the
world of Enzlish letters. The London
Spectator fiads him *‘at bis best in his fine
pictures of Canadian scenery, which are
a'most Wordsworthian in the genuineness
ot the pissionate delight in the beauty of
the summer and winter scenery of Can-
ada.” We fiod the Spectator 1in agree-
ment wich ourselves in findirg a special
de'ight in such a poem as ‘‘Before the
Ripide,” which is describes as ‘‘a Can-
adian boatman’s song, which has somehow
the fl.vor in it of Clough’s exquisite poem
on the Swies girl driving ber cows home
through the storm while musing on her
distant lover. W. D. Howells, who gives
a generous bail to whatever 1s distinctive
in current literature, says: *“To me he
bad a greater charm than any poet of this
continent, since the grei:t ones of New
England went.” The N. Y. Independent
cites Lampman’s poew, ‘‘Ibe Comfort of
the Fielde,” as “‘in its faithfulness to
nature, its eimplicity, its wisdom, its
serenity worthy ot Keats hiwrself.” ‘‘Every
page,” says the Editor ot Harper's Maga-
zine, ‘‘has some chirm of pirase, some
exquisite d vination of beauty, some
happily suggested truth.” And Hamlin
Gorland completes the tale of admiring
comment with theee words: ““In all le
wrote was deep insight aod pure npa'ure
lore. At his best he sang n faultless form
the themes sugg-sted to bim by his too
infrequent escapes from confininz toil into
the country. He had the painter’s eye for
color, and he bheard too the music in
nature’s commonest sound.”

Subscriptions should b3 sent at once to
Me. W. D. Le Saeur, 155 Maclaren St.,
O:itawa, Canada. The volume is almost

ready to be eent to press.

*
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Archibald Lampman,

How fair once in his ¢yes, thou orb of glory

7 hat through my lonely window shioes,
Dappling my walis sgain with sp'endors hoary !
Yet not with his thine ancient fi.e deciines.

Fair, thou sweet Eve,with twilight touch so tenier®

With rising stars and filling dew;

Fair, trarquil Moon, thou queen of mild:r splen-
dor,

Regnant o’er skies that charmed his p°ncaiva view*

And thou, beloved Earth, thy face adorning

With mother smiles Le may not see !

Once would he hsil thy pomp of purpl: morning,
Anud throbbed for him each fl)wer besprinklea lea.

For when his heart wat lifted to thy mountains,

To hear their pivy harps at play,

Who heard so well ? But, ab, ye bills, ye fount=
al s,

O:hers shall list the mystic words ye say!

He heard your voice, O Sea ! His soul did bore
W,

When your deep organ pealed on high,

From moaning waves the symbol of a 1 sorro »,

Tke haunting accent, the eternal sigh.

Tears fill their eyes, by his maj28tic river,
Where walked in love, the poets twaio;
Others shall sing our songs, but he may never
Charm us with the old witchery again.

And well he loved you, friends, whose fond reply-
ing

To love, oft gave assurance new,

Ye mourp a bard belov'ed, whose song undying

Shall charm the land where late he said, Adieun!
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But Leove and 8un z wite him are ##ill victorious :
On that white shore his music sweet

Souadeth to Beau'y, sho #ing ever glorfous

Tae stut2 y st pping of her radiant feet.

There look for him, O weepi1ag wife and mother!
Ye littie children, i1 vour tears;

Ye Poets, lonely left without your brother—

Tone Minstrel’s memory more his song endears.

¢Farewell,’ bhe sighs, ‘ye Lop2s I once wculd
cherish,

Wh n heart wai light, and fancy niw;

Ye d-eams, like gorgeeus fl) vers taat bloom to
perish,

Ye lingering loves, a fond and last adien!’

~Pastor Felix

*
L *

Dr. Joha D. Ross bas made another
contribution to the already voluminous
literature on Burne, in his ricert ‘‘Brief
Addresses,” some of which are not es-
pecially briet, though excellent in their
kind. ' Such are,—Beecher’s well known
tribute, spoken at the New York Burns
club, January 25'%h 1859 ; Lord Rosebery's
Dunfries and Glasgow addresses, July
21st 1896 ; Col. Ingersol's Chicago Ad-
dress, Jan. 23rd 1893 ; Geo. W. Curtis at
the unveiling ot the Burps statue 1n Cen.
tral Park N. Y. Oc'. 2, 1880; Rev.
Pobt, H. Collyer, at Albany, .Aug. 30tb,
1888 ; Prof. John Wilson, on the occasian
of Colonel Burnes’ Return from India
Aug. 6:h, 1844 ; Mr. Andrew Lang at the
Edinburgh Barns Club, Jan. 25th, 1892;
and Mr .Wallace Bruces, at the Ayr Burns
Club, J n. 25'b, 1896, and at the Niuvety
Burns Club, Jan. 25'h, 1897. There are
others in the Jist well worthy of mention.
The book is published by William Hodge
& Co. Glasgow and Edinburg, 1899.

-
* *

Tribute.
Better. a sinzle ¢p-ay, addrest
To Wor h's yet warm and living breast,
Tha1 a whole year's belated bloom
On the cold marble of the tomb.
Pastor FELIX.

A SEELETON IN A CLOSET.

Revenge of a Californian Whose Friend was
Murdered in War Times.

‘Morning, Colone) ’

‘Morning, sir,” replied the man who was
leaning over the fence.

He was a short, thickset mwan, with a
clear and piercing ¢ye, his face shaved
smooth, wi'h not a sugge-tion of a wrinkle
yet bis hair was white as snow. He bhad a
slight South rn accent, and bis hearty man-
cer of inviting the visitors in and his cor-
dial bospitality were wholly Southern. One
of the visitors knew bim, and had told the
otber that bere was a man with a bona-fide
tkeleton in his closet and that the skelston
had a story. It did not require any pereua-
sion to obtsina glimpse of the gkeleton. The
owner presently l:d the way to a1 outhouse
and cp-ning the door displayed the skele-
ton of a msn, badly fastened together,
and hanging to the wall by the neck. The
Missourian did not object to telling the
story.

“That tellow,” he said, motioniog with
his tbumb to the rkeleton, ‘was once an
acquaintsuce of mine, and I liked him so
well'—this with a jaugh—that [ have kept
bim by me ever siuce, so that I can come
out and stir him up whenever I feel dis-
poted,” and he gave the skeleton a dig in
the ribs. ‘It was his way,” he continued,
closipg the door on his acquaintaoce,
‘During the war I lived in one of the
Southern States where I was about the
only Northern man, They took nearly
everything that I had, as time went on;
killed my stock, killed some of my peopie,
and fioally announced that they were go-
ing to kill me. Nearly all the country was
terrovized at that time by a good-for:
nothing chap whom we will call Jim Con
ner ; that was not bis name, but it will
do—one name is as good as another now.

‘When the war broke out he started in
as a sort of independent guerrills and be-
gan a system of looting and killing. I
knew him well, and he sent me word that
he was coming my way and was going to
burn my house and hang me to tbe trees
in the yard. I sent word kack that I was
ready for him. We heard of bim all a-
round—men ‘shot, niggers killed, houses
burned—so tbat the name ot Jim Conner
became a thing to scare children, not to
speak of men. I was always trying te
help Northern men and one time, had two
or three with me, passing them on as oc-
casion offered. I had not heard from Con-
ner or bis raids for some weeks when one
dsy he rode into the yard and swore tbat
he was going to burn the house. We had
no means of protecting ourselves except
by using a rifle, aed with that I tried to
pick bim off irom the top story; but he
had picked up one of my friends who had
been in ths field, and they put him on a
horse and stood behind bim and shot at
the windows of the house, at the eame
time gathering brush with which they said
to burn the house,

‘Bat no one dared to approach the
house, as I was a sure shot. I supposed
that they would wait until night and then
creep up and burn me out. I kept out of
sight, and could not believe that they
would murder a man in cold blood. Bat
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bearing a shout, I glanced through & bul-
let hole in the shutter and saw them driv-
ing my friend’s horse up to a tree—s fine
old tree that 1 had planted 4s a boy.
One of the limbs crossed the drive and to
this they fastened the rope and drove the
borse awsy, leaving my friend dsngling
there, and [ watching the operation total«
ly belpless, while they were looking on.:

Some United States troops: fisslly came: -

along and drove them off and cut the body
down, and we joined in the chase. I hunt-
ed the gang for wecks; then gave it up,
as it was evident that they had given us
the slip. Afer the war I moved to
Cali‘ornia and came here. I soon heard
ot a curious character who lived up in one
of the canons the life of a hermit. I never

connected his name with Conner, it being
more or less common ; but when he died
one day the story wis that he had had a
bad record back in Missouri—tbat he bad
been a murderer, & :.—and it occurred to
me that it might bs wy old enemy, the
m: n 1 bad been aiter for so many years.

‘I can’; say that 1 have a particularly re-
vengeful disposition,” said the skeleton
owner, ‘but he bad murdered my friend,
and I had never given up the hope of find-
ing him ard was always on the lookout.

'The ola fellow was alone and homeless, it

seems with no iriends, and they bad buried
him by the side ot his but. I heard of it a
tew days later and employed some men to
aid me in the 1nvestigation. Conner bad
a bad sibre wound acroes tha face. by
which no one could ever fail to recogniza
him, and when we opened the grave there
was the ma., while papers which he leit
thow.d that he was Conner. I had found
him too late to turn bim over te the law,
so | proposed to hang him where I could
keep an eye on him for the res! of my life
and in my will I propose to leave instruc-
tions that he sball be lelit hanging, dang-
ling in the wind, just as he bung my friend.
I bad his skel:ton prepared, as no one
claimed him, and hung him up as a warn-
ing to any of his seed that might follow in
his !ootsteps.’

Ilow to Dress Well.

By Using the Never Failing Dia-
mond Dyes Any Woman Can
Have Two or More Dresses
of the Newest Colors at
Trifling Cost.

Women who desire to drees neatly and
well find the Diamond Dyes to be their
best and truest Lelpers. One or two
packages (sccording to weight ot dress)
will recreate any tad d or discolored dress
or skirt that has been cast aride »s useless,
and ihe cost will not exceed 10 or 20 cents.

Instead of hsviog to depend upon one
dress tor s'reet and church wear, any
thritty and hindy woman with the help
of Diamond Dyes csn bave two or more
dresses in stylish colurs always ready for
servi e

Do not risk your drestes with imitation
or adulterated d:es; see that your dealer
gives you the Diamond Dyes when you atk
tor them.

It Ranks Thoird.

The imperil liberary of Russis, establish-
ed by Peter the Great in 1814, is the third
among tha world’s great libraries. It
costains shout 1 200,000 volumes and
abott 26,000 manu cripts. It attaioed a
place in the front rank of the celsbrated
Zluski had collected about 260,000 wol-
umes and 10,000 MSS. On the suppression
ot the Jesuit ordered in Russia the collect-
ion of books in their pessession was taken
in charge py Prince Italinski, and, amorg
other libraries the prirc2s transtecred the
Zslur ki Collection trom the Jesuit college
at Warsaw to St Petersburg.

Scene: Barbei’s shop.

Tonsorial Artist (surveying bis victim):
‘Your bair is getting very tbin, sir.’

Victim: ‘Yes ; I've been treating it with
anti-fat. I never hiked stout hair.’

Artist: ‘You really should put some-
thing on it.’

Victim: ‘So I do—every morning.’

Artist : ‘May I sask what ?

Victim: *My hat.’

The rest was silence.

Generally we are a great deal more
interested in what we don’t koow about
than in what we do. .
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