NOTES BY “THE LOUNGER.”

Reprinted from © The Surrey County Herald,” January Srd, 1902,

Come ta o gosaip's feast,
And go with me,
Shakespeare,

Every moment iz a poink standing belwoen
the present and the pask, bok nob thaos can
every moment be rogarded ; they vanish oo
Bwiltly to bo geized by reflection, Daye elnpea
with almost as liktle note; oven weeks and
monthe depart, and leave boi dim and vagoe
impressions. It is mol {ill we stand on the
limits of the lnrger portions of &ime that we
nole them * by their loss.” Thus, though the
poesing hoor may oot awaken n thought, it ia
nok 5o with the passing jear, It is imposeible,
when that which has witnessed 80 muoeh of
buman ehanes, shange. and passion i3 joiniog
““the yenrs beyond iho flood,” not to pauss,
and looking bagk on the pesi throogh momory,
and oo the fature through hope, reflaet on all
the old year has lelk us, and all the new ong is
likely fo bring.

——

Buvon reflactions are by no means monrnfal,
for we find the New Year is generally
wolcomed among us with gladnees, ag if men
were '' not rejoiced " to ses the other fase of
old Janue. Twelve monthe bave mads ug
familiar enongh with the departed guest ; wa
are not wogratefol for his good, nor pesvigh
with him for his evil: it is not in BOZEr We
park, thoogh perhaps with something of
wenrineas; ho has gone as & * fals that is
told " ; he bad roo throogh his changes, and
we began to say * Friend, thon ark tedions.™
Ho nn be sat with us in hiz last hoors we
mnde them choerful ones, and dismiseed him
from oor hosrths as we ressived him —with
festivity. He hears his lngt song, drinks his
Inst cup, and as the foob of his sugesseor
orosaed the threshold he vanishes ints iha
datkooes of ihe abyss of the past and wo zes
him no more for ever.

Hail to the night when we gakher onco more

All the forms wa love bo mieal ;

When we've many a guest that's dear fo oor
bireast ;

And the hauschold dog at our foct.

Who would not be in the eircla of gloa,

When hoart to heart is Foarning—

When joy broathes out in the langhing shond

Whila the New Yoar's log iz barning ?

This ia the time whon tle groy old man
Leaps buck ta the days of vouth ;

When brows and syes bear no disgnise,
Bt flush and gleam with truth,

Oy then ia tha time when the sonl axilis,
And soems right heavenward turning ;
And we love and bless the hands we priss,
While the New Year's log is burning,

Tes! the old year leaves with us varisd
memarios, dark or bright, meeording fo oor
deeds in his presence: he lenves many tokeng
of his sonres, which, sad or pleasant, none can
oeoape, Duk all this only makes the new Fear
mord welsome. [f awakens new bopes, fresh
energies, aod often better refolves ; mnd,
however vain the year as it beoomes old may
prove them fo be, they give o charm to the
time and character of the senson, of whiah if
were 8 piky to sse it deprived. At this tima,
boo, wo look back, snd eom up all ihnt the
paet year his borne to we: It wers well if it
oould alwaye ba done in a kindly spirii—if ths
good alone sould be remembered, and tho svil
tho old yenr saw among us paszeed over, and
like the fanlts of a deparied frisnd, be * not
remombered in his epitaph.”

I axt glad b0 note that Bir Edward Olarke i
rapidly recovering bie health. Hislate illness
muek bave invelved him in & loss of abook o
bundred and ssveniy goineas = day from
refregbors in the greak cages in which he wes



NOTES

goting. Sir Edward is one of the econeel who
alwaya return fecs taken for eases Lo which
thoy cannot persooally mitend. Thers have
been connsel who have stnek to thedr lees, even
when promotion to the Bepoh has provented
them from appearing in the eases in which
they wern retained. Sir Edward Clarke's
present illness is the fivet he has had for
nearly o quactee of a eentury, wob coonling a
boating mosident.  This is an  eloguoent
testimony to the aconracy of the eaying that
hard work does oot kall, for there are few men
who have worked harder than Bir Edward.

Drawmng attention o khe groat similariby
oxigtiog in the methoeds o! greaf orimes &
writer in “ The Shbeffield Telegraph " says, It
one may compare greab thinge with small, it
is eurione to note the poinis of similarity in
the Marson and Humbert eases. Mareon, * The
Bheffield Milllonsire," aecording fo the story,
had & rich relative who laft him & vasl estats,
““hall the eize of Ireland.” Oo that estato
were gold and presions slones, to say nolbing
of a two mils long subterrancan paseage with
8 cave thrown in. Wilhin the cave was a
gltong room, and io the stroog room o Bale,
whinoh eontained riohes in gold, diamonds, and
rubies boggering all the ill-gotten gaina of
Ali Baba, and the Forty Thieves. To get
posseagion of the catate apd ile wenlih thera
were cerfain preliminaries to go through. For
these preliminaeies money was wanted, and

BY ®THE

LOUNGER.

Marzon  boldly ¢ exploiting "' likely
people piled uwp the romance of that
wonderlel  property In  Onmiaric  until

he seems= to have fairly bowildered those
who bad to do with him, wheiher they believed
his etory or nol. Thers were dosnments of &
kind to baek it up, snd thers wers com-
munications, more or lesa offieial looking,
from correspondenis whose names were given
g3 Wateon, Williameon, and Ingleby. What
helped the story was the pobliostlon of an
artiale on * The Comiog Richest Man in tha
World,” and it reslly woold be interesting to
koow how that article first saw the light. In
any saze, however, Marson made friends aod
gbiained loans, some of them on the prinaely
termes, Irenly offered, of £5,000 lor every £1
advanced. The wise man of old deelared,
“ The borrower is servank to the lender,' buk
it was mob so0 in Marson®a case, for his friends
geem ko have been his moet faithfol and
obedient servanis, one of them finding him
over £5,000 pounds within thres yeara! Tha
play, however, could not be kept up, as the
pourass of sopply wees too Iresly tapped.
Trouble followed trouble, until, at Laoods
Agsizes, an unsympathetie jury fonnd Marson
gualliy of obiaining money by false pretences.
As the immortal Betay Prig, tired of Sarh
(#amp's elernal referencs ta ** her friond Mra.
Harris,” shocked Sarah's seosilive soul by
gaying * there mever wng no suah péraon,' Eo
the jory [foriber foond that Watson, William-
gon, and Ingleby were * Betitions," and that
{heir letiers were writton by Marson himeelf.
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Camea to & gossip’s feast,
And go with me.

A Mearr Christmas sod a Happy New Tenr
to all my readers.

I pos't know how I can eommensa this
artiele in o more comprebensive or A belfer
manner — 6 goodly thought and kindly
geniiment is never out of plase in 8 Chrielian
land, and it comes in betier and sounds more
gensonable at Christmas fime than at any olher
period of the year.

Ir seems strange to mo io read of the |

number of priconers faken by tho Hoers ab
Nicholson's Mek and at Biormberg, More
requiree fo bo known aboub thene surrendars,
for they do not fit in with the tradilions of the
Britiah army. The Iron Duke never loat a man

or m gun, soit is prondly averred, and be fooght |

ngainet Napolson's most able and exporienced
¥ield DMarshals., " Hitherto," e#ays  the
+ Sheflield Telegraph,” * sarrender bas been
& word of shame, and, therefors, not at all to
the taste of Brilish troops fighting under their
regimenial flags.” It remaina to be known who
gounded the order to cease ring st Nicholeon's
Wek end why, end who gave the order fo
garrender gt Stormberg.  Bomething, of eonres,
may be seid in extenustion. Ib may
be ueged that at Bedan & whole army, and it a
large one, surrendored to the Germans, and

that at Melz another army refraingd from any |

really determined aitempt o onk ils way cul,
pod clenve for itself s path through the
eneireling ranks of the besiegers. It may
foriher be nrged that Lord Cornwallis with
7,000 men eurrendered st Yorkiown to tho
American insurgenis, under General Washing-
tco. Baot, in tha latter oage, there iz o get-of
thnt the Fremch, with a grest army, an
exeoptionally abls sommandear, and & powerful
fleet, hadl intirvened and made the chances
hopelese for & Dritish General, who was over
threa thonsand miles away from his war bags,
and who had no means of eommunicabing o
any purposs with the Government st home.
Ferhaps the best apology for the humilintions
of Blozrmberg and Nicholson's Nek ia the one

Shakespears.

baged on considerations of tha altered

| vonditiona of warlare now that long mange

woapong ol presiaion, ecoolly and skillolly
bandled, and eo located s to conconirate o
withering aross-fire, and if the fira of anall buk
invigibla los, upon an advaociog colamn, malke
it praotioally impossible for the latter to get &k
the enemy with the bayonet; this plea holda
good in cspss whare, az at Hisholson's Hek,
the whola reserva of ammunition has ‘been
earried off by stampeding mules, untrained to
face fire and [rantie with fercor 3 but we havo
yeb io be told that there was any lack of
ammuanitlon when the order was given to
gurrender ab Stormberg. Men are not to be
blamed for haviog failed to da the impaesible.
Mo higher conrage is coneeivable than that of
tha Khaslifa's Arabe, who went dauntlessiy
forward to death, but never renched the British
position, or where, ag af Omdurman, mera
blaak teoopa from the Esstern Soudan, armed
with Eritlsh riflee aod drilled by Brilish
oificers, mads ghort work of Arab heroes armed
with weapons only serviceabls at close quarters.
Well may the Spaniards exelaim, with s sigh,
that in theea days vietory goes, mot fo tha
brave, bat to the rich; nol to the unaonguer-
phlo mpirite, but to those who have money and
the newest ongines of destroction. The
Spanish fleek did not eorrender.  IE was
defeatod, bot not dishonoured ; it was sunk,
and only in that senss waz it subdued. Ab
Btormborg cor men were akmed with riflas of
the lapgest-ronching power, and il the couniry
is to maintain the rputation of its soldiers for
faarless persistency and Hparlan stubbornoess

| in batile, it musk demand to know by whom

and upson whoae authorily the order o sue-
render wag given st Biormberg., If will also
require o be told what messure of treth there
iz in tho Boer nszertion that so many hundreda
of men yielded up their arms and, fguratively
spenking, sorrendered when only ** twenty-
pina " out of the whole force had fallen
mortally woonded. 'Thera s n sorew loosa
gomewhore, my most warthy masters and




mislresgeq.
Wateilos were nob won by eoldiers of n sub-
miezive spirit, The war threatens to bo &
long and bloody one, and, nlthough in a war
of resources, England must win, if may,
perhaps, ba aa well not to laave oninvestigated
thoss repumlecs, which discoursge our goldiers
and encourage the Doers.

A3 a resalt of nmeeling of Minislers, on
Satucday last, wo are able fo sonoonce, aays
the *'Standard " of Monday, ' that Lord
Boberts is to be mppoictad commander-in-
ehisl in Boath Afriea, with Lord Eilchener as
hia ohief.of -staff,. The asppearance on the
sceng of two soch famens goldiers will tend to
ronssurs the public miod, and also to restors

confidence in the capaeity of those ab the head |

of affairs in South Afcien, which has been
pomewhat ehaken by recent reverzes. A great
novelty will be the employment, on an extensive
soale, of ihs wolunbesrs on metive eerviee.
Beveral thousand men of this foree, insluding
g largs number of Yeomanry, will ba formed
into regimenta lor Bomth Afriea.  Mr, Oham-
berlain hag intimated that the services of
addilional contiogenia of movnled men will be
weloome, and there i3 no donbt thare will be
6 ready response, both in Canada and
Anstralagin. Already efforte are being mada
in the deminion to forwaed fresh detschments
of eavalry and artillery, nnd it is said that five
bundred men of the Nortl-West Mounted
Iiiflea may be incloded in the Canadian foroe.
These troops, who contrive to keep order over
a couniry largsr even ihan Houth Afriea,
wonld be invaluable in the work of eoconking,
monnled a8 thoy are on hardy litile horees,
and acoostomed to patrol all the groat western
regiond ol Canade, from the plains of the
Hlondyke to the monntain passes of Britich
Columbin, they would speedily find themszelves
at home among the neke and kopjes of the
veldt. To further strengthen this arm of the
gervige, Hir Redvers Baller iz authorized to

Albmers, Vittoria, Rodrigo, and |

raise corps of Colonial Horse in the Oape and
Natal, at his own digeretion.”

Tae domeskio aervant difficully was alrendy
a eufficiently borning eabject without the
further somplisation thai has been imported
into it. What with School Boards, and the
naturel independenee of the national eharacter,
the ordinary maid nowadays ia ol muoch mora
importance than her migtress, and she knows
it. A recent enss, however, appears to ghow
that no canfidence ean be placed even in thak
bulwark of the British constitution—n garvant'a
charsoter. A person described ns a domestio
sgent has jost been conwvieied ol supplying a
fulge charsoter to m servant. If a domestic
agenk means & szrvants’ regisiry office, it ia &
digquieting thought {hat charaslers and
servants are both kepk on fap at the same
plage to mest all demanda.

To very many of my readers this Chrizimas
seagon willcome an ntimeof sorrow.  To most
of us, it will bring sad remembrances and
heavy hearte, but it will also throw the bright

| reflex ol iks paored infloenco around our bearthe

and homes, and bid os look forward hopefolly
to the New Year. .

Wa may have seen some loved ones pass
To the lnnd of hallowed rest ;

Wa may miss the glow of an honest braw
And the warmth of a friendly breast ;

Bat il wae loved them while on earth
With hearts all troe and kind ;

Will their spirits blame the Christmas mirth
Of thosa trus hearts left behind ?

Ho, no, it were not well nor wina
To mourn with andless pain ;

There's & better world beyond the skioa
Whare the good shall moak again ;

Then a welcome and cheer to the merry Now Yoar,
Whila the helly glenms above us,

With o pardon for the foes who hate,
And a prayer for those who love us. -

Christmas, 1898,
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Leprinted from the ** Wallington and Carshalton Herald,”
December 22nd, 1900.

Come o n gossip's fonst, nnd go with me.
Shakespera.

Glad Christmas comes, and every broath
Munkes room o give him welsome now,

1'on wont will dry ite tears in mirth,
And erown him with a holly-bough.

Currgraras | What o hoet of delicions
agsogiations roeh inko memory at the very
sound of ithe word! The innermosi choids ol
the heark are tooched, and eweet music is
swakened wikhin we. We fesl young again,
und lookiog back along our life-path, there is
refleated wpon oe the golden light of many
happy Christmas-times! The glad carols of
Chriztmas Eve, the gathering of [rieods and
relatione from afar, the renewed pledges of
love and friendship amocg all, tha merry
Christmag greetiog 0 [reely given pod
received, the cordial beart-whols geniality of
tho eeaeon, erowd vpon us, and mske our
bosoms foll and our throats thick. For, alas |
there is & dash of melancholy in all thess
pleacant remembramees. There are faces
phsent this Chrstmes which we ehall see no
mors, bands which we can no longer worm ¥
clagp. The places of sume dear little ehildren
are vacant, and Christmas comes not for them
sgain. Lotuslookhowever; thereare still many
things for ue to love—many fras [riends, to
weloome—many bappy memories to cherish—
many small bleesings to plessure op. Ak
Chrigtmpz {ime we take stock of all these. ILf
winds ap the ofld year, and we enter on the
poming mew eentory with cheerfolness and
hope.

Whila the fables of Lhe righ ave greamning
under the delicacies of the eeason, the tables
of the poor are not empty. It is one of the
glories of Christmas that it reminde o of the
poor. We reserve our great cherities for this
festival fime. 1% iz an old nnod time-bonoured

observanee — the dispensing of goods and
elothing among the desiilute, nnd infirm, and
aged, af Chrigimas. Many dark and cheerless
homes are, ab thin season, lighteoed by the
Angel vieits of charily; and wank forgeis o
pine, and grisfl to wail, while benovelenge nnd
booety, with genile voies and opem hands,
poar forth ibeir store of comfort and
gonselation. . The bond of human brotherhood
i3 drawn closer, the rich man feels that the
poor man i his brother, {or wa have all of o8
ong human heark,

Anothar glory of Christmas is in the exlend
lo which if i3 enjoyed. In ret'red nooke of
the couniry, in humble villagee, pestling lar
among the hills, in all the dales and salleye of
our laod, in the golitary hoi on the verga of
fhe bleak moor, in the eiragpling bamlet, and
in the couniry town, Chrisimas everywhere
reigns. You see teoopa of yooog and old,
erossing the old bridge and exchanging their
oordial greetinga near the choreh porch.  But
it s not Obrictmoas In Bogland alone. Ik is
the great festival ol Christendom. The sound
of fhe Chrisimas bells echoes from §he remole
oazh fo the far wesk ; from the wildernzsses ol
Asia o the prairies of Amerien. It fravels
over mountain chaing, throogh  ooknown
woode, and aerose bounding eeas. From land
to land the glad sound iz teken op, and as it
dics in ope connbey ib riges in (he next, and ia
oarried westward with the san. The merry
bells of Christmas ecirale the earth, and their
brazen weleome is the universnl laoguege of
the senson. The dwellers in onr remotask
oolonies are reminded by them of the old
Chrisimas at bome—ol the village chimes,
and ihe oheerfol Eoplish fireside crowded
around with bappy faces; and their hearts
are alirred by old loves, old feelings, old
memorics, ead, yeb bealthiul o thiok of and
remember.



Nob the least glory of Christmae is that ik
keeps alive among na the mamory of the Gread
Lover of mankind, for on ihis day was born
the divinest heart that ever eams opon ithis
enrib. We are transported to the fields of
Bethlehem, and the scng which was sung by
the angels to ihe shepherds keeping watoh over
their flecks by night. Dim cenburies astretch
between that epoch and this, yeb the song of
ihe angels still resounds among men. The
ages have rolled on pnd carried the ark of
christianity on their bosom, sweeping over the
templez of the heathen goda rod the attars of
the Droids, and freighted with an  ever
inereasing store of life and love from age (o
age. Let mz eaoh endenvone o realise (he
beantiful beliel of old, that no owil apirit Lad
power over man nf this season of the year i(—

Some eay, that ever "gainst that season comes

Whersin our Savionr's hieth is celebrated,

This bird of dawning singeth all night long :

And then they sy no spirit dares stir abroad §

Mo falry lakes, nor witch hath power to eharm

Ho ballow'd and so gracious is the time,

Yer another vwictim to the scandalong
sdulteration of onr " natiooal drink.” Wall
may Mr. Cuthbert Quoilter say that this
poisoning iz no **chaces cceurrenee,” buk &
direet fllustration of the dapger which arises
to the publie oot of the opporiunily pormiticd
to brawers 1o nee any materials they chooes in
the brewing of beer. This opportanity, he

goes on to  oxplein, i3 enjoyed under
what i8 popularly koown a3 " the
free mash tub,” & coocession pranted
by Mr. Gladstons when he foolishly

ropealed the Malt Tax in 1830, For twenty
yeare, therefore, the mischiel has been in our
midst, and who ghall eay bow moch suffering
misory, nnd death has been doe to the unsne-
pectad elow poison lorking in the * beer (ap"
of the people? Bo far ap Lthe Governmenk
gupervision i coscerned it bas been worse
than nseless, all the sxaminationa being made
with & view Lo protectiog the revenne and nok
the detection of deleferions ingredients. Now

ibod the nse of chenp substitutes for malt hae
regulted in wholesale poisonivg, Mr. Quoilter
neks Governmeot o step in and secure the
purity of the Eoglishman'a favourite, and, af
one time, wholesome beverage. In Bavaria,
the nse of any eubstitntes for malt on the park
ol the brewers is & oriminal offence, and 1§
ought to be made so hers. It must be remem-
bered that adolterakion in any shaps i coly
prectised by those indulging in it for the
inereased profit it gives them, and ihe unfor-
tooate consnmer bas o right to be protectad
ngaingt the mee of substances ithat musai
eeriously irjare, and may, possibly, kill him,
Why shonld brewers be allowed to acenmulate
engrmons fortunes at the expense of the
health of the poblie? Considering whit
immenge numbers of peopla make beor their
only drink, tha lenst Parliament can do for
them ia to see that they get pore mali and
hope for their money.

YT . hia pyes, whoover trios
To rob & poor man of his beae,

Axp now, onee more & bearly welcome to
0ld Father Chrictmas. Let the merry bells
gand their etraing far inlo ihe heart of erary
Englizh home ; cheer the old and gladden the
young ; eend their musie where the fire hlazes
and crackler, and the steam of rich Christmas
fare riese up amid bright faces and merry
langhter. Let every old bolfry ring out and
give tongoe, for the world takes holiday ta-day ;
Peal throogh the elear frosky air inio the dark
lanes and alleys, through brond slreets, aver
villaga groone, and by the lone huot on the
mogr; to the farthest verge led the glad voices
of the Christras bells extend.

One ennnob ehooss bat love the bells,

With their barmonious din ;
Thaoas epeaking bolls, whose falls and swells,
Hing merry Cliristmas i,
They gound lilks angel volees sent,
From some sarener splero,
Bingiog from out the firmament
That love and hope are here.

Christmag, 190,



