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Ot life, serene aad hopem'l if he saw

The sentence of th» inexorabls law,

Like the doomed king, whore’er he turned his
gaze ?

Kind the All-wise hss kept that prescient lore

Beyord ocur reach. It is enoughis know,

(Ah! le-son hard to learn!) thit as men sow

work. ‘He's the lady with the whiskers
in the circus, and ma said it I give it away -
she’ll whip we !’ % R

best sonnets are given below, the latter of
which seems to have had its influence on
the muse of Longfellow, ashe has written
one in some respects similiar.
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% The reader familiar with ¢Childe
: Harold's Pilgrimage’ will recall the spirit-

ed apostropha to Italy in the Fourth Canto, Grasped the Situition,

How the Hodkins’ geese were 'ke'pt off

Time.
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e and perhaps also the fact that it is a para-

phrase of a sonnet by an Italian poet,
familiar not only to students, but to the
common people of that land, and dear to
them as a passionate expression of patriotic
devotion. We will contrast Bryon’s lines
with a translation of the rource whence
they were derived. [St. xrui, xLur | :

Italla ! O Italia ! thou who hest

The fatal gift of beauty, which became

A funeral dower of present woes sn 1 past,

On thy swee! brow is s rrow p'oughed by shame,

And annals s raved in characters of fl ma,

O God ! that thou wert in thy nikedness

Less lovely or more powerful, and couldst claim

Tay right, and awe the robbers back, who; press

To shcd thy blood, and drick the tears of thy dis-
tress;

Then might thou mo:e sppal; or. 1ess desired,

Be homly and be peacetul, unodeplored

For thy destructive charms; then sall un ired
Wcu'd not be seen the armed torren s poui’d
Down the deep Alps; nor would the hostile horde
Of many nation’d spoilers from the Po

Quafl blood and water; nor the stranger’s sword
Be thy sad wearon of defence, and so,

Viector or van‘shed, thou the slave of fiiend and

foe.
Vincenzo Da Fiiicaia [Pron. fe le-ka-ya],
a poet of modern Italy, struck the chord
that Byron so finely reechoes:

Italia, O Italia ! hap less thou,

Who ai st the fatal gi't of beauty gain,~

A dowry fraught with never erding piip,

A teal of sorrow stamped upon thy biow

Oh, ware thy br .very more, or less thy charms !
Thaen should thy /ocs, they whom thy loveliress
Now lures afar to corauer and possess,

Adore thy beauty less, ¢r dread thy arms !

No longer then should hostile torrents pour
Adown the Alps; and Gallic troops be laved

1) the red waters of the Po, ro more;

No longer then, by foreizn courag? saved,
Bai1brian succor shou'd thy sons implore,—
Vanquished or victors, still by Goths ens aved.

It is the generally conceded right of a
poet, or writer of original powers, to avail
bimself of literary material that has be-
come so digested and incorporated with
his thought as to have received the new
stamp of his especial genius. Such adap-
tations are frequently found inthe pages of
all great poets, dramatists and romancers;
nor are such felt to detract from their
merit or the fertihty of thsir minds, but
rather to enbance their power, as, so far
from suggesting plagiarism, they imply the
common use and possession ot great ideas
among equal spirits, and the familiar sense
of recognition, with all due credit, on the
part of him who discovers them anew in
the use and guise of an accepted master.
S> Byron has given us not this psraphrase
of Filicaia’s sonnet alone, but alsoa ren-
dering of one of Dante's most haunting
and exquisite passages, in all its pathos
and beauty, in bis “Don Juan:’

Soft hour! which wak es the wish and melts the heart

O! those who sail the seas, on the first day
When they from their sweet jriends are torn apart;

Or fills with love the pilgrim on his wsay
As the far bell of vesper mskes him start,

Seeming (o weep the dying day’s dec y;

Is this a fancy which our reason scorns?
Ah! surely nothing dies but something mourns.

The last two lin¢s are, however, pure
Byron. For it was not for the sake of
poverty, but love, that the Esglishman
went back to Florentine, who sang : “‘It is
the hour that thaws the heart, and sends
homeward the voyagers’ affactions, it per-
chance they since morning have bidden
their dearest friends adieu; and that
smites with love the pilgrim in his wayfar-
ing, if he should hear a distant bell that
seems a-mourning for the dying dsy.

Filicaia belonged to a school of poets,
marking the decadence of the ltalian muse
known as ““The Arcadians.” They belong-
ed to the early part of the Seventeeth cen-
tury ; and beside bimself, Marini was the
one of all the piping crew most wortby of
rememberance. Their master fault was
artificiality and their greatest lack, some-
thing to say. They were jugglers with
words; and though sometimes they fell
into bizarre and brillant forms and colors,
inanity and emptiness chietly marked them
—a not very enduring result. Most ot
them consulted no oracles, and eeemed to
value their toys and tricks of langurge
as something in advance of the great
thoughts and [inspirations, as well as the
great art, of the earlier masters. We
sometimes think we are upon a correspond-
ing period in much of the Eoglish poetry
ot today. We have taken the inevitable
step from art to artifice, and all kinds of
mannerisms are indtrouced and cultivated.
But by the force of inherent genius Filicaia
rose, when at his best, free above the cor-

rupting ivfluence ot his school. He had
true feeling, strength of thought and energy
home; no
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or pain. For Canadian testimonials & 130
booi—(ree. write Dept.11, MAason lhmg:::
treet, Toronto Ontario.

And Tumors
cured to stay
cured, at

Co., 577 Sherbourne

I saw & mizhty river, wi'd and vast,
Whose rapid waves were momen's, which did
glide .
8o swiftly onward in their silent tide,
That ere their fligut was heeded, they wera past:
A river, that to death'’s dark shores doth fast
Crnauct all living wi h resictless force,
And though unfelt, pursues its noiseless course,
Te quench all fires in Liethe's stream at last,
Its current with creation’s birth was born;
And wich the heavens commencel its march
sublime,
In days and morths, still burrying on untired.
Marking its flight, I inwsrily did mourn,
And of my musing thoughts responced, Time.

Providence.

Just as a mother, with sweet pious face,

Turas toward her little chilcrzn from her seat,
Gives one a ki, another an embrace,

Takes this upon her knees, that on her feet;
And while from sactions. lcoks, complaints, pre-

tenser,

She learns their feelirgi aad their various will,
To this a look, to that & word dispenses,

And whether stern or smiling, loves them still ;-
So Providence for us, high, infinite,

Masakes cuc necessities its watchful task,

Hea1kens to all our prayers, helps all our wants;
And|even if it denics what seems our right,
Either denies because 'tw.uld have us ask,
Or seems Lut to ceay, or in denying grants.
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Eogland is manifesting her sense of the
greatness ot Gladstone by the number and
splendor of the memorials she is projacting.
These are: 1. A statue by the royal artist,
Brock, to be procured by the House of
Commons, and placed in Westminster Ab
bey. 2. A statue by Pomeroy, which will
be known as “The Liberal Party Memor-
jal,” and which will be located somewhere
within the Houses of Parliam:nt. 3 A
national and non-political memorial, to be
erected by the subscriptions of the people ;
and to administer this rapidly accumulat-
ing fund a committee has been formed, of
which the Prince of Wal:s is president.
4. Monumental memorials, possibly to en-
shrine statues, in the cities of London,
Edinburgh and Dublin. 5. A mcnumental
building at Haward-n, for the accommoda-
tion of the St. Deniol Library, ths gift of
Glidstone to the town, arranged by him-
self, and which at the gresent time is housed
inconveniently in a temporary iron struc-
ture. The cost of these national structures
will be atleast $250.000, and nearly balf
that amount is already contributed. This
might seem somewhat excessive for a begin-
ning, but no national character of] the
present era better deserves such commem-
oration. He was indead an oak, venerable
and stalwart, green of leaf to the last.
Long be it ere his honors shall have be
come sere !

The wars of yesterday bave become the
material of history, while the grapbic pen
and pencil thrill us with events that have
scarcely yet become cold or lost the stain
of blood. All 1s life and motion, in ““The
Cuban and Porto Rican Campaigns,’ by
Richard Harding Davis,—the movement of
armies and navies, the bruit and signal of
““pattles to be born,” and then the tearful
and inepiring procession of war itself. It
is a book not to be read without interest.
One becomes convinced, after reading of
that charge up the hill of San Juan, and
the captive of that death-dealing beight that
braver deed was never done in this world.
Seen througa Davis’ eyes, Shafter becomes
pitiful, indeed ; and we are inclined to wish
intertangl ng offi:isl tape out of the path-
way of moving armies; though it seems
forever destined to bs there, whils incom-
petence clotbed with dignity claims its
eacrifice. The articles which compose this
book, with some modification and readjust-
ment, were orgioally contributed to
Scribner’s Magszine. They are the work
not merely of & newspaper correspondent,
who bas an opportunity cf ascertaining and
reporting facts, but of a practised and well-
endowed literary writer, who knows how
to embellish and combine them. Mr.
Davis bas an extrodivary faculty of
observation ; he sees rapidly, snd yet dis-
tinctly and seizes upon the Salient and
essential points of vision, so that his nar-
rative becomes clear and his pictures vivid
in the presentation. The book is abundant-
ly illustrated ffom photograghs taken by
the artist who was his associate in the field.
Mr. Davis tells nothing more than he has
teen or heard; he gives his estimates
independently, and is not afraid of his
opinion.
portant document with the future historian,
who shall deal with American relations
with Cuba.
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John Reade, of Montreal author of
““‘Merlin” has been lorg and widely known
as one of the best and purest of Canadian
‘writers. His connets, which are usually

excellent have received especial praise.

This book must becom3s an im- |

They reap—nor worse nor better, less nor more.
This taught the Prophets with inepired toague:

¥
* A

James Whitcomb Riley his been
brought into prominence on the lyceum
platiorm, and adds piquancy to his best
poems in the Hoosmer dialect by his inimit-
able impersonations, and the maguetic
comicality of his voice and manner. Riley
has also a sentimental and romantic side,
and some of his poems, other than dialect,
are gems of exquisite beauty. The New
York World refars to his love for child-
ren, and his great tenderness of heart, and
to the popular surprise that he should
have remained unmarried. According to
the account given Riley early loved, but
lost the obj:ct of his aflection, and has
ever remained faithful to ler memory.
**The poem, ‘B:autiful Hands' in ‘Pipes
of Pan,’ ' declares I'he World, *‘is believ-
ed to contain Riley’s only reference to his
sweetheart.” The last stanzi is especially
tender and pathstic:

B :autiful hards, O beautiful hands

Could you reach out of the alien 'ands

Where you are lingering, and give me to-night
Only a touch—we e it ever so light—

My heart were soothed, and my weary brain
Would lull itself into rest again;

For th>re is n> solace the world commands
Like the caress of ycur beautiful hands!

* »
*

Prof. Charles G. D. Roberts gives us
in ‘‘Acta Victoriana,” what we may err in
supposing an advance chapter of his third
volume in the Trilogy of Acadian romance
ot which ‘“The Forge in The Forest”, and
‘A sister of Evangeline,” are the_first and
second. It concerns the machinations of the
Black Abbe. Under a portrait of Prof.
Roberts, on another page, we find this

quatrain :
The Snow Drop.

When, after mary days, the snow was dead,
Its white soul liogering o1 earthy bed,
Because this flower,—its pure peliucid bloom
With spring’s most chill and virginal perfume fed.
His list book seems to meet with
general critical acceptance. A prominent
educator and writer of Canada writes to
us : I have read with del ght Roberts’
‘Sister of Evangeline ' It is idyllic—some
passages are very beautiful indeed. The
local color is admirable. He sees that
country with just such eyes asI do, and
feels the witchery of its charm. The story
is swift in movement, beaatitully told, and
I hive no doubt leaves a more correct im-
preesion of the real causes at work in bring-
ing about the ‘grande derangement’ than
has evzar been given in formal histories. I
do rvot know, but I take it that bis next
book will deal with ‘Grul and the Black
Abbe’ When completed it will be a
unique trilogy, altegether the most charm-
ing literary writing in prose that the ‘Basin’
has begotten.

-
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Dr. Theodore H. Rind, of Toronto, and
George Martin, Canadian poets, have both
been prostrated with the prevailing die-
temper, La Grippe, but are now recover-
ing. Mr. Martia and wite will go to Florida

early in February to recuperate.

*
* -~

Mr. Lawrence J. Burpee, of the Justice
Department, Ottawa, is preparing for an
English publisher a volume on the literary
history of Canada. Pastor FELIX.

So Funny.

A Lady at a literary reception recently
nformed a New York gentleman that she
inad heard selections frem the American
‘hosier poet’ read in London. ‘How curi-
ous that a bosier should become your poet
laureate in America,’ she said.

The American to whom she spoke did
not know what she meant until she said
that her favourite among the ‘bosier poets’

Pumokin.” Then he told her that it was
‘James Whitcomb Riley, the Hoosier poet’
‘Ob you Americans have such queer
of pronouncing things’ said the woman.
‘Yes but Mr. Riley is not a hosier, he

'y One Dose

Tells the story. When your head
aches, and you feel bilious, consti-
pated, and out of tune, with your
stomach sour and no appetite, just
buy a package of

Hood’s Pills

And take a dose, from 1 to 4 pills.
You will be surprised at how easily
they will do their work, cure your
headache and biliousness, rouse the
liver and make you feel happy again.
25 cents. Sold by all medicine dealers.

Thus Natare warns and thus her bards have sung*

porms was ‘When the Froast is on the’

| ive classes.

VIgor
Vilalily

Vim—to work and to win-to keep a sane
mind in a sound body—to laugh at worry.

Vicor—to ward off disease—to con-
quer obstacles—to transmit health and
strength to your posterity.

ViTALITY—to resist the fearful strain
and tension of modern life —to make up
for the constant drains of overwork.
Dr. Ward’s Blood and Nerve Pills confer
all these essential qualities on the user.

THIS EVIDENCE IS AMPLE PROOF.

Before using Dr. Ward's Blood and
Nerve Pills I felt weak, nervous and run
down. I had lost weight steadily fog
some time; my circulation was poor;
hands, feet and limbs were cold. Ialways
felt weak and my muscles trembled. Now,
after the use of one box of Dr. Ward’s
Pills, I feel like my old self. Thave gained
five pounds in weight and 100 per cent,
in cheerfulness. I now walk firmly, my
muscular system is strong and my blood
circulates vigorously. I havemorecomfort
than I have experienced in years. Dr.
Ward's Pills have done more for me than
any medicine I ever took.

PETER CARMICHAEL,
13 Bright St., Toronto, Ont.

All good druggists can supply you. If
they won'’t, we will by mail. Price 50c. per
box,or 5boxes for $2.00. THE DOCTOR
WARD CO., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

is——' began the American, about to ex-
plain how Mr. Riley obtsined his name
u;’om the ‘Hoosir State,’ as Indian} is call-
ed.

But she cut the explaination short with,
‘Oh, Isee; its a joke, then; you American
are 80 lunny: 1 suspose you think Mr.
Rilsyis a blue-stocking, and so you call
bim a hosier.

Explaived.

A certain gallant son of Erin, living in
America, offered his services at the begin-
ning of the late war with Spain; but bis
employer, wishing to retain him at work,
told the examinirg surgeon that Tim had
ouce been made temporarily deaf by an ex-
plosion, and that his hearing was still bad.

‘Do you hear well?’' asked the doctor
while Tim was being examined.

‘Loike a weasel, sorr, was the answer.

‘Has your hearing always been good ¥’

‘Splindid, sorr,’

‘See here ; weren't you in an explosion
some time before you came to this place.
and weren’t you totally deat for weeks
afterwards P’ °

‘Sure, not me, sorr,” replied Tim. I
could hetr ivery worrud that wore wrote to
me, sorr.’

His evasive reply ignored, Tim was ac-
cepted, was wounded in the chest, and
came home on furlough. He was made so

much of that he felt justified in exaggerat-
ing his experience, and even declared that
‘the bullet wint right through me here,’ as
he put his hand over his heart.

Tim even told this to the surgeon, and
the doctor saw a chance to get even. “‘Tim,
Tim,’ he exclaimed, ‘stick to the truth. It
the bullet bad taken the course you say it
would have gone plump through the beart.
Tell that to some ignoramus who dosen’t
know anatomy.’

‘Phat are yez tslkin’ ahout?’ retorted
Tim. ‘Sure, it's the book-!arnin’ that's
toolin’ yez, docthor. There wasn’t a
mother’s son went up the blazin’ hill that
day as bis heart wasn’c in his mouth.’

LEFT HIM TO DIE.

Brigbt's Disease Pronounced Past Hop» by
Physiclans—Sourh American Kidney
Cure is the Lile Baver.

A traveller fora well known western
manufacturing firm was so hale and heartv
that the possibility of . his contracting
kidney trouble was farthest from his mind.
but through constant exposure Bright's
Disease, that moat insidious ot ailments,
laid hold on bmn He doctored for
months—physicians gave bim but a short
time to hive. A friend who had derived
%mt benefit from South American Kidney

ure recommended it to him. When he
bad taken seven bottles all signs of the
disease had left him, and to-day he is as
well as ever. : :

Told at Last.

The superintendent of a school in & prov-
cincial city directed the teachers the other
day to ascertain the occupations of the
parents of all the scholars in their respect-
The inquiry proceeded well
until the infant class was reached, when a

obstinately refused to give any information.
‘Isn’t your tather living, then, Johnny ?’
inq;irod the t,ewlu:l.l . ‘l
*Yes, miss,’ was the glum y.
‘Doeen’t be work P’ 4 s
‘No, miss.’
‘But be keeps you and your mother
doesn’t he P
The small scholar assented emphatically.
*Then isn’t he in business P’

‘Yes, miss.’ :
Visions of & gambler in a checked suit
and dismond studs,lor a barman dealing out

fiery fluids, crossed the teacher’s mind.

‘Johnny,’ she urged solcitously, and yet

| smail, red-beaded, and much freckled boy |

the Podkins’ premisesis an interesting
story.

The geese strayed for forsge, as geese
will, and sometimes invaded the Poc?:i:n'
front lawn. Mrs. Podkins, kindly soul,
said she, ‘didn’t want to git th’ men-folk a-
scrappin an’ a mixin’ things up over a
pastel o’ geese.’ So she orginised a
board of strategy, consisting of herself,
her daugbter ‘Sis,’ and her boy ‘Joe.’

The result of their deliberations and cer-
‘tain preparations, wherein figured needle
and thread, som graivs of corn and some
bits of cardboard, became evident the next
morning.

The Hodkins’ geese appeared as usual,
but returned home quickly rqnalling so
noitily 8s to bring toe Hodkinses in a
body to the front door. What they saw
astooished them.

Deperding trom each fowl's bill was a
bit of thread, the inner end anchored to a
grain of corn in the bird’s interior depart-
‘ment, while to tbe other end of the string
was attached a card bearing this inscrip-
tion : :

‘Please Keep your Geese at Hom>.’

The Hodkins’ water-fowl are not now
allowed to go outside the Hodkin’s bound-
ary—even on parole.

A CARD.

We, the undersigned, do hereby agree
to rcfund the money on a twenty-five cent
bottle of Dr. Willis’ Eoglish P:lls, if, after
using three-foarths of contents of bottle,
they do not relieve Constipation and Head-
ache.  We also warrant that four bottles
will permanently cure the most obstinate
case of Constipation. Satisfaction or no
pay when Wiils’s English Pills are used.
A. Chipman Swith & Co., Drugaists,
Charlotte St., St. Jobn, N. B.

W. Hawker & Soa, Druggists. 104 Prince
William St., St. Sobn, N. B.

Chas. McGregor. Druggist, 137 Charlotte
St. Jobn, N. B.

W.C.R Allav, Druggist, King S:., St.
John, N. B.

E. J. Mabony, Druggist, Main St., St.
John, N. B.

G. W- Hoben, Chemist, 357 Main St., St.
Joho, N. B.

R. B. Travis, Chemist, St John, N. B.

S. Watters.N D};uggist, St. John, West,

Wm. C. Wilson, Druggist, Cor. Union &
Rodney Sts., St. Sohn, N. B.

C. P. Clarke, Druggist, 100 King St., St.

John, N. B.

S. H. Hawker, Druggist, Mill St., St.

John, N. B.

N. B. Smitk, Drugaist, 24 Dock St., St.

Jobn, N. B.

G. A. Moore, Chemist, 109 Brussels St.,

St. John, N. B.

C, Fairweather, Druggist, 109 Union St.,

St. Jobn, N. B.

Hastings & Pineo, Druggists, 63 Charlotte

S:., St. Joha, N. B.

Too 8alt for Bim,

When a Liverpool gentleman gets a
chance of poking fun at a Manchester man
he doesn't let it slip. Thereis no love lost
between the two cities, the Ship Canal
probably accounting for some ot the rivalry
between them. This is the latest story to
the point.

He was an innocent young mechanic from
a Mancbester engineering shop. It was his

first trip to the seaside. He stood upon the
step of his bathing machine at New Bright-
on for a few moments surveying the waters
before him, when suddenly he plunged in,
head foremost.
When he rose to the surface his face wore
an expression of anguish. He began using
vigorous language, emerged irom the water
and was just in the act of entering his bath-
ing machine when bis friend stopped him. ‘
*‘What's the row P’ he asked. ‘ls the '
water too cold for you P’
reat
Foalt

‘Not it; it’s not too cold, but some
slly sro’ Liverpool has been throwin!'
n it- cACTG

< Bosisl Duouﬁiop::‘:" %
The Optimist : ‘Great results have been '
accomplig by the modern system of
_dlvi‘nonPof ¥hour.’ .,.i ;
be Pessimist : ‘Meaving the system by |
wéﬁlgsﬁthe ‘work #8d ithe |

which one
other man gets the momey.’ '~ i
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More tor Her Mney,  /

‘I bear that your daughter bas brokeén
off her engagement with the couat. Isis .
true? “Yes; she ran across a ‘chance to
get a duke at the same figure.” - ** *
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