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CHAPTER XVI.
RASF AND MAUVAIN."

From the date of this conversation my

steps were no longer dogged. Iwas left
to do as Ipleased withmy days, most "f

whichIspent in the deserted hous«, feast-
ingon old wine and old books. Ispared
neither, and did not abuse them. The
wine created for me an ideal world, in
which Iperformed vainglorious deeds ;
the books bore better fruit. There were
in the library many manuscripts relating

to botanical science, and the3e were espe-
cially attractive to me, for the reason, per-
haps, that the surrounding forests afforded
practical illustrations, and that my time
was my own to search for them. Ibecame
(Ihave no doubt superficially) learned in
the growth and lifeand affinities of plants,
and my studies

—
which were of infinite

value to me inwhatIchoose to call soul-
development —led me to the discovery of a

Dream-flower, from which Idistilled a
liquid the mere inhalation of which is suffi-
cient to produce sleep, and, often, beauti-
ful and remarkable dreams. The Dream-
flower ie growing now upon this mountain
of 3now.

"So passed my early life, Evangeline ;
for it is to you Iam speaking. Your
spirit, dear one, seems to be hovering over

me in this hut ; you are but a child now;
when you are a woman, love me not less.
You willlive to hear words of deep devo-

tion from men's lips, bnt there is no being

who would endure more for your sake than
Ranf the deformed."

My mother said to me :"'
Ranf, the old lord is dead.'

'' '
Wellf Ianswered." '
A new man reigns, his son. We shall

have fino times again.'"
'Is he better than the lord who is

dead ?'" 'Fresher, younger, with blood not yet
ripened. The old lord let things run to

waste. He has palaces in whichhe has not

set foot for years. Think of that.'

"'lam thinking of it. What willbe

done withthose palaces now?'"'
They willbe inhabited again. The

old lord inhis youth led a riotous life;the

young one willdo the same. There will

be hunting and feasting and love-making.
Ah, Ranf, I, too, was young once.'

" '
Naturally. Is this new lord rich V"

" '
He could not count his money.'

"'Ah! Others willdo it for him.'
"'Ranf,' said my mother, 'you talk as

if yon knew the world.'"
'One does not need to mix withit to

know it.1"
She came close to me.

'
You are mis-

taken ; you know nothing ; you willbe

wiser in time.'
'• '] hope so. Wisdom shall have a

welcome.
'

"'
Itis as bitter as gall:you will wish

you were a hind.'
"'Why?'
"She touched my hump, and pointed

to my crooked limbs.
'
You are a spoilt

man,' she said.
"'Well,' Isaid, pretending to care

nothing for her croaking, 'ifIam spoilt
for this world,Iam not for the next."

"'There is no next,' she muttered
gloomily ;

'
this is the end of everything.'

4;Idid not argue with her ; one must

decide for oneself ; there is no proof that
can be demonstrated. To pay another man

to make a faith foryou is to reduce religion

to the level of a trade.
"The thought disturbed me,

'
How will

itbo withyou, Ranf, when the new lord

comes this way? Willhe leave you your

palace, or fillit withhis lacqueys ?
'

There

was but one reasonable answer, andIsaid,
'Ranf, you are no longer a king.'

'•Hut Iconsoled myself with the reflec-

tion that Ihad made good use of time and

opportunity."
Ifelt the necessity of being more

cautious than hitherto in my visits to the

deserted mansion. A curious temptation
assailed me. 'If,' thought I, 'Iwere to

meet this lord, and send him into a sleep
from which he would not wake, Ishould

be safe, and we both should be happy. I
could do so withmy dream-flower.'"

Since the news of the succession of the
new lord the woman whomImust con-
tinue to call my mother had shown a hide-
ous desire to decorate herself with gew-
gaws and tine clothes, of which, to my sur-
prise, she had a supply. Ihad no idea that
she possessed hidden treasure."• Why do you make {yourself so gay!

'

Iasked.
"'To please the young lord, 1 she an-

swered."'
Do you think he willfall inlove with

you?'
"She leered at me. Ihad never any

respect for her ;my feeling now was one

of abhorrence."
One night, as Iwas about to leave the

deserted house, the feeling came upon me
that it might be the last timeIshould
ever be able to command its treasures ;I
walked through every room, and bade
farewell to familiar objects ; they were
nearer to me, and more endeared, than any

human creature.

"Myprescience proved to be correct.

The next morning, when Istole cautiously
to the spot, Iobserved signs of life about
the house ;persons whose faces Icould
not distinguish were moving through the
rooms. Myreign was over.

"
Iretreated immediately, and so as not

to give my mother a clue Ipassed the day

in a remote part of the forest."
Upon my return to our hut my mother

said she had news for me"; the new lord
wouldsoon present himself ;his agents and

servants were preparing the estate for his

examination ;she had seen them, and had
spoken to them."'

They are taking account of every-

thing, Ranf. There is a steward, with a

sharp face, who looks »s if he would like
to count the trees and birds.'"'

Didhe take account of you ?
'

"'Yea, and set down my name and
yours.'

'"Why mine?'"'
You belong to the new lord, as Ido.

"Were you not born on his land ? Have
you not thriven onitf

'
"'And upon his books and wine,' I

added, mentally, and said aloud :'lamno
'

slave.' 1
" '

Youare a fool if you rebel against a I
powerful master. The Mauvaina are not .
to be defied by such a.s you.''"

We shall see.'"
Ihad no thought of defiance. It was

'
only that Iwould not tamely submit to
slavery."'

Where are the men now?' Iasked.
'

"'
They have gone in the direction of a

beautiful house which the old lord built
'

when he was young. It has not been
inhabited for years. Come, Iwillshow it

'
to you.'

"Itwas a dark night, and Ifollowedher '•

to my old haunt. Itwas ablaze with
light. Sounds of loud laughter and sing-
ing floated through the air."'

They are enjoying themselves, Ranf.'
'

" '
Yes ;the new reign has commenced

well'"'
The cellars are tilled with rich wine.' ;

" '
Why did you not tellme before. We

wouldhave feasted on it.'" '
Idared not speak of the place, Ranf ;

Idared not go near it. Ilived there when
Iwas a girl.

'
" '

And that made you afraid of it.'" '
Strange things were done there. The

oldlord was wildand reckless, headstrong, '
bloody.

'
]

" '
Headstrong and bloody enough for i

murder?'"'
Speak low. A young lady was

brought there against her will. The old
lord had taken a fancy to her, and he stole
her from her friends. She went mad, and
one morning was found dead inthegrounds.'"'

Did she die a natural death V"'
No one knew.'"'
You are mistaken, mother. Even I

know, who never heard the tale before.
The Mauvaina must be a brave race of
men.'"'

You are right, Ranf ; they are as
brave as lions and as fearless.'"

We had approached close to the house,
and were seen. Half-a-dozen drunken
roysterers rushed towards my mother and
seized her. She cried for help, and in a
moment Iwas engaged in a desperate
struggle. TrulyIfound my strength pro-
digious, and my veins thrilled withexulta- i

tion as Iflung the men from me and |
stamped upon them. Their shouts brought
others out, and they came with torches,
and some stood about and laughed at the
light. Ihave the scene before me now,
Leontine ; a patch of light, with torches
waving ;deep darkness beyond ;and Iand
twenty men struggling like demons. My

mother had escaped in the confusion, and
I, taking advantage of the opportunity,
found a favorable moment to leap into the
darkness."

'It is an imp of hell,'Iheard the men

cry, as Iescaped."
Iovertook my mother ; she was in an '

agony of fear.
"'There is an end of us,' she whim-

pered ;
'
Iwish you had died at your

'
birth.'
"'ltmight have been as well,'lsaid. ;

'If you did not want help you should not :

have called for it.'"'
They willcome to-morrow and whip

you.'
'"Itwillcost them something. Iowe ]

them gratitude ;but for themImight not
'

have known how glorious it is to be
strong.

'
"Mymother spoke truth. Inthe morn-

'
ing the men came to our hut, and, being
now sober, conquered me more easily than
Ihad expected. There were plenty of
them, and Igave them marks to show for
their pains ;but my resistance was useless ;
Iwas bound with ropes, set astride a
horse, and led towards the house of which
Ihad been master for so many years. My
enemies were free of their words, and
mocked my deformity, and taunted me in
brutal fashion for my ugliness and crook-
edness. They had a monkey with them,
and they strapped it on to my hump, and
jeered at and flouted the pair of us, saying

we were brothers, and that one mother
bore us. When Ishut my eyes in the en-
deavor to forget them, they spat in my
face. These were men, Leontine. Would
beasts have behaved so ?"Icould not learn what they intended
to do with me. They threatened so many

things ;to burn me, to drown me, to hang
me, to whip me to death. CouldIhave
invoked annihilation at any moment during
that humiliating ride, Ishould not have
hesitated."

We arrived at the house ;Iwas lifted
from the horse, and, with the monkey
stillfastened to my shoulders, was set on
a hight. My tormentors formed them-
selves into a mock court of justice ;Iwas
tried, found guilty, and sentenced to be
thrown upon a stack of damp straw, which
was to be tired at every point; if I
escaped suffocation by smokeIwas to be
tried again. Now, while the straw was

being collected and piled up in an open
space at some distance from the house
an unexpected incident in the drama oc-
curred. A company of gentleman on
horseback suddenly made their appear-
ance. They were handsomely dressed,
and in gay spirits. They reined up in
front of me.
"Iwas seized with a desire to mock my

fate and make light of it, not doubting
that their mood would fall inwith that of
my persecutors."'

Mylords and gentlemen,' Isaid, en-
deavoring to incline my head towards
them, 'you have arrived in time for the
conflagration ;a man is about to be burnt.
Itis a sight worth paying for, and

"
you

shall witness it for nothing.'"
They inquired my meaning. ."'

Ask your equals,' Isaid, pointing to
the men who were approaching me for the

purpose of executing their threat.
"The gentlemen —

one in particular —
frowned, and Isaw that my judges were :
disconcerted by their appearance."'

Explain this,' demanded the chief ,of

the party.
"My judges told their story in their

own lying fashion, and said they merely
intended to frighten me ina harmless way
for the injuryIhad inflicted upon some of
their comrades. The manner of these men i

was so slavish and obsequious and the lies
they told so outrageous, that Ilaughed
aloud in scorn of them."'

What have yon to say ?
'

asked the

"'First,' Ireplied, 'that if lam to be
punished for fightingsingle-handed against
twenty, there is no reason why-another
should suffer. Ifyou do not care to do
justice to a man, do justice to a monkey.'"

The gentlemen appears to like my

humor ; the monkey was unstrapped from
my shoulders and Iwas then ordered to

tell my story. Itold it, and offered to

prove itupon the bodies of two ofthe most
powerful of my enemies. There was some-
thing in mo that attracted them, some
dare-devilry or defiance of fate, or perhaps
something in my speech different from
what they might have expected from a
being of my stamp. My proposal was
hailed with a shout of laughter." '

Itshall be so, Knight of the Hump,'
said the chief ;

'
Iam master here.'"'

You are Manvain, then,' Isaid au-
daciously, the new lord.'" '
Iam,' he replied, seemingly amused

at my boldness."
'My mother has told me of you.

"We shall have fine times," she said,"
now the old lord is dead." They have

commenced wellfor me.'"
Is your mother here ?' he inquired."'No,'Isaid, ' ashamed of bringing me

into the world,she is praying for my soul
whileIgo out of it.'"

You have a nimble tonga hunch-
back.'" '

There is no hump on it, my lord. If
Iam to fightImust be unbound.'"

By his order the ropes were taken
from my body, and Igave a leap in the
air. A fantastic spirit animated me, and
my wits weresharpened by the opportunity
given me for quip and repartee. A ring
was formed, within which the tournament
was to be held. Whichever one of the
three combatants stepped outside this ring
was to be driven in with whip and thong.

"The gentlemen entered into the affair
with keen enjoyment ;itwas rare sport for
them."

Myantagonists entered the ring, strip-
ped to the waist. They were fine stalwart
men, and their muscles stood out like
whipcord. Imeasured them withmy eye ;
they looked on me with scorn. Ithought
to myself that it would have been chival-
rous on the part of the gentlemen to have
suggested that the battle about to be
fought was unequal, but no such idea oc-
curred to them."

'IfIkillthese men,' Isaid to Man-
vain,

'
what willhappen to me ?

'
"'
Iwillhold you free,' he replied; 'if

you come off victorious, you shall enter

Imy service, and be dressed in silk.'
"'Ah,' Isaid, with a grimace, 'the

tailor willhave a difficultjob.'"
Whereat the gentlemen laughed again."Now, whether they wished me to be

victorious ornotIcannot say ;Iknow that
they betted on the result of the battle, as

they would have done if beasts were about
to fightinstead of men."

What is your name, hunchback ?'
asked Mauvain.

"'Ranf,' Ianswered."'
Ishall stake money on you.

'
"'

You are a good judge. IfIlose you
can cut off my hump. IfIwin, Icry
halves.
'

"The signal was given for the battle to

commence. There were no set rules ;we

were to fight in any way we pleased. For
a moment or two we gazed at each other
in silence ;. then the two men advanced
towards me, one undertaking to seize me,
while the other looked on and bided his
time. Igave him no time to bide. Slip-

ping past the active one, Iseized the
other, and flung him like lightning over
my shoulder. He fellupon his head, and
lay motionless. Before my remaining
enemy could take advantage of me, Icon-
fronted him. Isaw him turn pale, and I
played withhim ;Iallowed him to grip
me, buthe could have made as much im-

pression upon steel as he made upon me.
Never tillthis moment was Iaware of my
fullstrength. Gradually Islidmy hands
from his shoulders to his wrists, untilI
held his arms inmy left hand as ina vice,
while my right was free to killhim, ifI
cared to do so."

What do you think?' Isaid, as I
looked him straight in the face. ;' '~o~y"

'That you are leagued with the devil,'
he muttered, writhing inmortification and
shame at his disgrace."

'It was you who spat in my face,' I
said ;

'
the devilIam in league with is a

foolish devil. Go;Igive you your life.'
"Ihurled him from me, and he fell,

stunned, to the ground. Then Istepped
toMauvain, and said :"

'Iam ready for another two.'"'
Youhave done enough,' said Mauvain,

flingingme some money.

"It was the first money Ihad ever

owned. Ilooked around upon the men
who had insulted me, and gathering the
money, Ithrew it among them, as care-
lessly as ithad been thrown to me.
"'Iwillbuy the hunchback of you,'

said one of the gentlemen toMauvain.
'"He is not for sale,' replied Mauvain.
"So, Iwas a commodity, to be bought

and sold. My flesh and blood did not be-
long to me.

"Within a month my mother and I
were established in Mauvain's household,

and had soft beds to sleep in. j Mymother
was inher glory ;Isighed formy oldlife.
IfIhad met with one proof of human sym-
pathy or kindnes", itmight have been dif-
ferent with me ;butIwas surrounded by
hatred. Iwas feared formy strength, and
men were careful not to provoke me, but
none would associate with me. They
would not admit me into their pastimes ;
whenIspoke they answered in monosyl-
lables, or turned from me in contemptuous
silence ;they would not eat or drink with
me ;they jwould not touch my hand in
token of friendship. It was with women
as with men, and that hurt me more sorely;
fresh young beanty that Iinnocently ad-
mired, as Iwould a flower or any other
fair evidence of nature, shrunk fromme as
from a pestilence. Not one kind word,not

one gracious look fell upon my heart to
blossom into gratitude or affection. \u25a0

\u25a0 "Itwas monstrous.
-

What crime had I'
committed that Ishould be thus abhorred ?
The crime af having been born ?

'

"
The deepest affliction of allwas that I

myself, in the exercise of my own instincts,
found;justification for the :contempt and
hatred of men. . Else, why should "I,as :I
did, turn .sympathetically :to objects lof
beauty in;animate \or :inanimate nature ;
Iwhy should I, as Idid, luve to gaze upon

what was fairest and brightest increation ?

Had Ibeen well-shaped and straight-
limbed, would it have been with me as
with others, and should Ihave regarded

physical misfortune with aversion ? Ithink
not, if it ffad appealed to me, as I,in my
lirst communionship with mankind, ap-

pealed to those with whomIwas thrown
into association."

Mauvain took me with him into the
busier world, where Ilearned to know

mankind better than in his beautiful
country home. It did not improve upon
more intimate acquaintanceship. Ithought
it an honor when Mauvain lent me to his
artist friends as a model for stone or
canvas, but whenIsaw myself depicted as
a foil to beauty, and recognized that the
moral lesßon sought to be conveyed made
me spiritually as wellas bodily hideous, I
felt as ifIshould have loved to cut the
canvas to shreds and shatter the marble
to fragments for the injustice perpetuated
upon me. All this embittered me, and
made my way of life harder and harder as
the years rolledon."

Fond of his pleasures, and unscrupu-
lous in the pursuit of them, Mauvain was
also an ambitious man, and his ambition,

leading him to political intrigue, brought
him to a crisis in which his life was in
danger. He was compelled to fly the
country.

"Of allhis numerous friends, of allwho
served him, he chose me to assist him in

his escape. Itneeded caution and courage,
for enemies were searching for him, and
there was a price upon his head. Iknew
that Icould earn this money, 1knew that
his lifewas in my hands, Iknew that he
had no feeling of regard for me, and that
he had only used me for his sport and
pastime, butIdid not betray him. The
service he required of me Iperformed
faithfully, and he received it with un-
thankful indifference.

"It was early morning, and we stood
upon the seashore. The vessel which was
to convey him to a land of safety lay a

mile off, its sails ready for the flight. A
boat awaited him. Ho was about to step

iuto it without a word, when he turned to

me with a sudden impulse, and said :"'
What are you going to do '!'"'
To be my own master,' Ireplied;'I

have had one ;Iamglad to be ridof him.'
"He laughed gaily; he was a man of

courage, and though every additional mo-

ment might be fatal, he lingered because it
was his whim to linger."'

Youare a bit of a student, Ranf,' he

said; "
Heaven knows how you acquired

your knowledge, but you have some, and
Ithink you understand human nature. I
am curious to know why you have served
me faithfully inthis last perilous mission.
You might have earned money by giving
me up. Youhave no love for me, Iknow;

you know Ihave nothing but contempt for
you;you might have had my life. Why
have you served me now, at the risk of
your own ?

'
"'

Question for question, 'lsaid;
'

answer
mine first. Why of all the men by whom
you were surrounded did you intrust your
life to my keeping ?

'

"'Because,' he replied, with a frank
smile, 'of allthe men by whomIwas sur-
rounded you were the one who, givingevi-
dence against me, would be least likelyto
be believed. No one trusts you, Ranf.
Had you said to my enemies, "Search to

the left," they would have searched to the
right. Had you told them the truth, they
would have instantly concluded you were

putting them off the scent. That is the
reason Iemployed you.'"

'You had not even respect for me?'"
'Not the slightest, hunchback.'

"His contemptuous tone did not sting

me ;Iwas used to it.
"'We are not,' Isaid, 'equals even at

this moment, when your lifehangs upon a

thread ?'"'
Equals !' he exclaimed. 'To prove to

you how far we are removed, Ihave a mind
to stop and show you how a gentleman can
die."" '

Do not trouble yourself,' Isaid, with
some sort of admiration for him ;

'
death

comes f'om one cause in man and gentle-
man ;it is really whether one can or can-
not breathe. So we are very far removed !

Intellectually?'"'
As far as the poles.'

"'ltis acomforting belief. NowIwill
answer your question.'"

'Aye, do ;Ihad almost forgotten it.'"
'Youwant to know whyIhave saved

your life at the risk of my own. Iwill
tellyou. You have never stepped between
me and my affections. Not inone of your
pleasures have Itaken an interest. Not
for one of the women you have followed
have Ifelt a spark of admiration. Ihave
laughed at you often ; you thought they
were your slaves. You were mistaken ;
you were theirs. My mind is not as
crooked as my body, and it might have

been that some woman, or some child,

who touched your inner life might also
have touched mine. If that had been the
case, and you had wronged, or to my

knowledged harbored a thought of wrong,
towards the being Ihad an affection
for

'

"Ipaused. With a patronizing, dis-
dainful smile upon his handsome face Mau-
vain said:"'

Proceed. Ido not know whenIhave
been so interested.

'
"
Icast my eyes to the ground, and

searched for the largest pebbles on the
shore. Ideliberately selected two, and
holding them inone hand, ground them to
powder."

'Symbolical,' said Mauvain, 'and ex-
pressive.'

"'But,' said I, 'these stones have no
soul ;you have, and it should not have

Iescaped me.'
[To be continued.]

VERY FAR AWAY.

Ore touch there is of niatrfc white
Surpassing Southern mountain's snow,

That so far sail9the dyine light
Lends, where the dark ships onward go

Upon the golden highway broad
That leads up to the isles of God.
One touch of lightmore magic yet,

Of rarer snow 'neath moon or star,
Where, with her gi aceful sails all set,

Some happy vessel s*en afar,
As ifinan enchanted sleep,
Steers o'er the tremulous silvered deep.

O ship !O sail !far must ye be
Ere jleijnalike that upon ye light,

O'er golden spaces of the sea,
From mysteries of the lucent night,

Such touch comes never to the boat
Wherein across the waves we float.

O pleam? more magic and divine,
Life'it wtii t-et sail ye still refuse.

And flyingon before us shine
lpjiisome distant bark ye choo«e,

By night or day, across the spray,
Ibat sail is very far away.

—[William Alexander.

What is better than a promising young
man ': A paying one.

FROM PARIS.

ABOUT NEW DRAMAS AKD HOW TO CET
A PLAY ACCEPTED.

Reception of the Swedish Arctic Explorer
—Curious Style in Art—April

Oddities— Etc.

Paris, April3, 1880.
The debut of Henri de Bornier in the

worldof letters took place some four years
ago, when his tragedy of "La Fille de Ro-

land
"

was played at the Theatre Francais.
Sarah Bernhardt personated the principal
character, and by her superior talent aided
much towards the success of the piece. So
charming was she as La Fille de Roland
that a richSpanish gentleman begged the
fair actress to pose inher picturesque cos-
tumf for a large portrait, to be painted by
one of his compatriots, the well-known
artist, Mr. Palmaroli. Isaw the portrait
on several occasions, but in an unfinished
condition, for although the obliging actress
was willing the Spanish gentleman should
be possessor of her portrait, her numerous
occupations and the demands for her soci-
ety left her littletime or inclination to per-
formsuch hard work as posing. She lias
since become more identified as Dona Sol,
in Victor Hugo's drama of

"Hernani," for
the public to longer associate her with the
tragedian De Bornier, and doubtless the lire
of enthusiasm which she kindled in the
breast of the Spaniard has since died away.
Henri de Boruier is

A WRITER OF THE OLD SCHOOL,

An imitator of the classics, and he has
taken forhis models Corneille and Racine.
This circumstance has taken away much of
his merit in the eyes of the progressive
Utt mti, for since the Romantic school
established by Victor Hugo has been
the model for all young poets, one wonders
why an author should rake among the
ashes of the classics, which have been con-
sidered hermetically closed to aspiriug
geuius. They say he was a number of years
composing his tragedy of "La FiUe de
Roland," correcting, boiling down and
tiling,and employing allknown methods for
the perfection of his verses. The French
say also, that with ordinary talent and a
great amount of patience, it would be easy
to callinto existence a whole nation of De
Borniers. The Romantic school requires a
greater spontaneity of thought and permits
of greater breadth of expression ; that
unless the ftu nacre be present there will
be rhyme and not poetry. However,
although M. de Bornier spent four years in
dressing up and trimming his "Attila,"
the fabricated verses fit each other beauti-
fully and blend most harmoniously ; be-
sides, the dramatic effects derived from the
situations he has created, the contrasts of
character well sustained, all contribute
towards producing a tine literary work
which has been thoroughly goutt
by the refined society of I'aris.
Henri de Bornier has one particu-
lar merit, in that his efforts have
been patriotic. In his "Attila"he has
chosen among all the different legends re-
counted of this noted barbarian those
which might be the better adapted to the
theatre, and weaving them together has
created

A CHABICEXra HISTORY.

The barbarian is killed on his wedding
uijjht by the French heroine, who like an-

other Judith, sacrifices herself for her
country. The verses are full of noble
sentiment, and to listen to them is like a
moral bath, which purities and elevates ;

and let itbe said to the honor of Parisians,
there are always crowded houses to hear
them, crowded by those who love and ap-
preciate them. Alas!how far we are be-
hind the French inthat respect ;for should
an English or American author have the
hardihood to write a tragedy, what theatri-
cal director would have the courage to put
iton the stage, and who of us would have
the patience to go and listen to it? Artis
welfencouraged and patronized in France,
for aside from the Grand Opera and Opera
Comic, there are two theatres subventioned
by the Government, the Theatre Francais
and the Odeon, or, as it is often called,
the second Theatre Francais. These operas
and theaters are forced to open their doors
to young authors and composers, and par-
ticular encouragement is given to serious
works elevated as to subject and style.
Much astonishment has been expressed
that M. de Bornier's new tragedy was not
represented at the Theatre Francais, par-
ticularlyas the doors of that theater had
already been opened to him, and even be-
fore he had earned the reputation that "La
Fillede Roland

"
brought him. Our readers

may not probably be aware that the Thea
tre|Francais of Paris, of wide-world fame,
is conducted on dilferent principles from
perhaps any other theater in the world.
The principal actors and actresses are
societaires. At the end of each year they
divide the profits among themselves, and
on the presentation of each new piece they,
after hearing it read, vote for its accept-
ance or refusal. The Director's influence
is comparatively slight, and the most expe-
ditious and surest means of having a piece
accepted is to choose the actress or actor
who would play the principal part,
and by expatiating upon the brilliant
reputation he would earn for himself,
flatter his pride and excite his ambition so
far that he goes to each of his comrades,
and, like any other politician, says :
"Vote for my protege this time, and next
time Ishall vote for yours." Several
pieces have found their entrance into the
Theatre Francais in that manner. When
"LaFille de Roland

"
was read before the

societaries Sarah Bernhardt saw therein a
grand role for herself, and used her influ-
ence for its acceptance. The majority
consented, for the reason that they thought
the public care littlefor tragedy now, and
that the piece would not keep the boards
long. The play had great success, much
to the chagrin of the majority of the com-
pany, who are comedians and who were
prevented from appearing before the pub-
lic. Therefore, remembering the exasper-
atingsuccess of

"
LaFillede Roland," M.de

Bornier was requested by these societaires
to carry his wares to another market, aud
leave them to their comedies and arbitrari-
ness. The spirit of rivalrytook possession
of the Director of the Odeon, and no
means were spared to mount the piece with
all the elegance and eclat the Theatre
Francais could have made use of. The
best artists were employed in the painting
of the decorations and the designing of the
costumes, and through a careful selection,
superior artists were brought together,
who, through ambition and emulation,

SURPASSED THEMSKLVES,

And won fresh laurels while aiding to

crown the author. M. de Bornier is a
person of fiftyyears of age, and although
he has appeared late in the literary field
he comes so well armed that he has imme-
diately been placed in the front ranks.
Some two years ago he was proposed as
candidate for the Academy, but he did not
succeed in being elected ; however, his
chances are good for a future election, and
why not? so many of the members have
entered withfar less heavy and important
baggage than that of "LaFillede .Roland"
and

"
Attila."

Last evening took place at the Grand
Opera the fifth representation of "Aida."
M. Verdi hat been the recipient of so much
attention and adulation from the Parisians
that he has found ita difficultthing to tear
himself away from their embraces. He
was invited the other day to breakfast at
the Elysees, where, inhis honor, M.Grevy,
the President, had invited some of the
most noted artists and officials. After
breakfast M. Grevy presented the re-
nowned maestro withthe Cross of the Le-
gion of Hfnor. A number, in fact, the
greater number, of the abonnes of the
Grand Opera were not able to be pres-
eut at the first representation of "Aida,"

owing to its taking place not only inLent
but holy week, and they specially re-
quested M. Verdi to again conduct the
opera in person for thtir benefit. The
accommodating composer acquiesced, and
appointed yesterday eveuing, the fifthrep-
resentation, for that event. It is scarce
necessary to add that the same enthusiasm
reigned as on the previous occasion and
that Verdi was received with all the furor
of an Italianaudience.

Yesterday at half-past G in the morning
PROFESSOR NORDEXSKJOLD,

The renowned Swedish explorer, and Mr.
Palander arrived at Paris. For .nany days

the journals have been filledwith the ac-
counts of the proposed visitof this north-
ern savant to the capital of France. Not-
withstanding the early hour of his arrival,

a large delegation was at the depot to re-
ceive him. True the majority were mem-
bers of the Geographical Society and other
savants, who usually make it a business to
see the rising of the sun. One of the wait-
ing-rooms of the ijare was handsomely dec-
orated for the reception of Nordeuskjold,
whtre he was greeted by the President of
the Central Commission of the Geograph-
ical Society, in the name of the savants
of Europe, by a long but appro-
priate speech. After the presentation
of the different members present Nor-
denskjold and Mr. Palander drove away
amidst loud huzzas of the crowd stationed
in the street. Nordenskjold is certainly
the hero of the moment, and as he is not
marked with any particular politicalbe-
lief, he is neutral ground on which all
French meet in harmony and good will.
They are very enthusiastic over Norden-
skjold, and last evening the immense crowd
which collected at the Cirque d'Ete to see
and hear him, testified to their apprecia-
tion. On the platform were collected the
Minister of Public Instruction and many
other officials, besides the Prince Itoyalof
Sweden, who had come to Paris expressly
to be present at Nordenskjold's reception,
and the Minister Plenipotentiary of that
country. The two heroes arrived together.
One is about fifty yean of age, is of mid-
dle hight, slight frame, and carries his
head a little to one sidej; his hair is gray
with reflections of yellow, his eyes are
half closed behind his gold spectacles, he
wears a heavy moustache, and his ensemble
is dry and nervous ; such is Nordeuskjold.
The other, Palander, the captain of the
Vega, is of light complexion, his entire
face is covered witha reddish beard, his blue
eyes have a contemplative expression and
his straight profile seems to concentrate a
whole revelation of energy. At the si^ht
of these two heroes the applause sounded
like growing thunder. Ahearty welcome
was expressed to the illustrious explorer
by one of the orators present, after which
Nordenskjold recited a portion of his hardy
voyage. A respectful silence was main-
tained and the audience followed his re-
cital wordby word. A profound emotion
prevailed when he recounted the obstacles
which constantly rose up before them

—
the ship a captive in the ice, where it re-
mained 294 days, with a temperature 8'
centigrade below zero, without communi-
cation whatever, except with the inhab-
itants of those unknown countries, whose
language no one understood, but whom
they succeeded in comprehending, thanks
to a vocabulary invented by Palander.
Xordenskjold then went on to say that the
fortunate breaking of the ice opened a road
and permitted them to

FINISH THE CONQUEST

Of that unknown so often in vain inter-
rogated by navigators. Itis assuredly not
a regular route always free and that it will
be possible to follow at all times. There
are other expeditions to be attempted,
and they will be undertaken. That
which is somewhat mortifying to the
French at present is the fact that when the
Vega set out in 1870 nearly all the na-
tionalities of Europe were represented on
board except France. True, at that time
France was passing through a severe politi-
cal ordeal, for it was then the coup d'etat
was attempted by Marshal MacMahon,
known as the 16th of May, and little at
tention was given to science. Norden-
skjold is tobe officiallyreceived on Monday
by the Conseil Municipal, who, on this
occasion, are tomake use of all the cere-
mony permitted such august bodies. The
followingday a grand dinner is to be given
him bythe Geographical Society. Abust
of the hero, from the artistic scissors of a
fellow-countryman, is to adorn the dining-
hall and to be crowned at the end of the
dinner. The famous artist Nilsson is to
be present on the dteasion, and willprob-
ably charm the assembly as a Swedish
warbler. Last evening Nordenskjold was
the recipient of the grand gold medal of
the Geographical Society, and it is most
probable that he willnot leave Paris with-
out his dining or breakfasting at the
Elysees, when President Grevy willpresent
him withthe Cross of the Legion ofHonor.

The poissons il'arrilhave made their ap-
pearance this year as usual. Many a per-
son on the first day of this month has been
the victimof some

PRACTICAL JOKE,

But no one to our knowledge has had the
bad taste to lose his temper over it. These
pots-tons d'avril are on exhibition in the
different toy shops, and are for the most
part various kinds of fish of pasteboard,
artistically made and painted. There are
besides other objects of the same material,
such as a basket of oysters, different fruits
and other delicacies destined to delight the
eye and make the mouth water. Even
though the recipient of any of these ob-
jects be disappointed because they are not
good to eat, he is easily consoled with the
conviction that he is possessor of an ohjrt
dart which willremain forever by him.

On the Ist of Apriltook place the inau-
guration of the fifthExposition of the Im-
pressionists. Perhaps you may not know
who the impressionists are. The public
here, whether willing to learn or not, has
had the knowledge forced upon them, for
the amount of criticism and sport exer-

cised inbehalf of these poor impressionists
is hardly to be believed. There are revo-
lutionists everywhere, in art as inpolitics,
and those who rebel against the conven-
tional rules of classical art, where one
reaches the expression of his sentiment by
a long and dreary road, have chosen to im-
mediately convey their ideas to canvas

even as the inspiration seizes them. Most
curious effects have resulted, and it was
often easy to perceive that the impression
produced on the stranger was not the same
as that experienced by the artist. The ma-
jority of the pictures might have been
ticketed

"as you luce it,"

For it was just as reasonable to take the
sea for the sky or the sky for the sea, and
fortunate if anything so definite could be
decided upon. To judge from the results
at which they have at present arrived, one
is convinced that during these five years
art has been passing through a painful
evolution, for bo one laughs at the im-
pressionists now, although the old acad-
emicians continue to sneer at them. The
judges of the Salon are artists advanced in
years and so closely wedded to classical tra-
ditions that these young artists were not
admitted, which led to their opening an ex-
position of their own, which has as
much success as even the Salon. Ishall
visit the Exposition during the week and
convey you my impressions in my next let-
ter.

Adelina Patti and Nicolini sang the
other evening inthe salon of the Baronne
Hirsch the third act of "Aida." They
sang in the costumes of the opera, and
were paid for their trouble l">,000 francs.
How many of us would be willingto open
our mouths at that price ? Val.

The Waahoe Indiana on the other side
of the Sierras complain that the destruc-
tion of nut pine timber and the extensive
fishing carried on at Tahoe by the white
men are destroying their source of food
supply, and have petitioned the Govern-
ment to give them compensation, or set
apart a reservation.

OUR LETTER-BOX.

canious and statistical questions

ASKED AND ANSWERED.

[Correspondents willwrite apon hut one side of the
sheet and make their questions as concise aa
possible. Replies by contributors to questions
bycorrespondents willbe given when accompanied
by the name and address of the writer.)

Fare to Oregon. —
What is the fare by

rail and stage from Sacramento toPort-
land, Oregon '/ Please answer and oblig«

A Subsckibkk.
Orland, April16, ISSO.
Aniwer.

—
$50 25.

Fish Wanted.— Can yon tellme howI
can get cattish or Eastern trout, either one
or both ? Iwould plant them in the South
Fork of Feather river. Said river is about
one mile from here, and is well-stocked
withnative trout. Not knowing how fish
is obtained for stocking streams, or who to
write to regarding the matter, Itake the
liberty of asking you. Should you not
wish to bother about the' matter please
hand this to the proper person to give me
the information wanted. On what condi-
tions are they sent? What charges, ifany?
How to manage them regarding planting 1
How shipped, etc. ? Persons familiar with
the habits and mode of livingsay that our
stream here is most favorably situated for
cattish. Iwilltake the pains to plant and
also protect them until such time as itis
right and proper for them to be caught.

James K. Vail.
Forbestown, April15, IsSO.
Anxirrr. —Catfish can be forwarded to

you from Sacramento by George Co#per,
D. Deßernardi & Co., or Christiansen
Bros. Their planting is a work of no
trouble. Upon the whole subject, how-
ever, as to the various tishes you mention
and their planting, you had better address
the State Fish Commissioners, who give
especial attention to the propagation of
food fish, and are ready to advise any citi-
zen on the subject who willtake an inter-
est in farthering the work they have in
hand. The Commissioners are B. P>. l!ed-
ding, S. R. Throckmorton and J. 1). Far-
well,all of San Francisco.

Arizona.
—Willyou please answer these

questions in your column :1. Has Arizona,
a Territorial Superintendent of Public In-
struction ? Ifithas, what is his address ?
•2. What is the car fare from Sacramento
to Tucson ? 3. At present, which is the
most flourishing city or town in Arizona J

Ajumen.—\. Yes. Have not his name,
but address him as that officialat Prescott.
2. Forty-nine dollars, emigrant. 3. Both
Prescott and Tucson claim to 'cad, but we
are not prepared to decide. There are new

mining towns, also, which are growing
very rapidly.

Washington Territory.
—

G. C. Luce,
Camptonville, asks for the title of some
book describing Washington Territory,
tellingin which part of ita person can get
Government land suitable for farming, the
products of the soil, the kind of climate
and whether it is prairie or timber land.
We have been unable tofind here any book
tillingthe requirements. Better write to
some prominent citizen or paper in Wash-
ington Territory for the information.

Cheese Factories.
—

How many cheese
factories are there in this State and where
situated ? Which counties are the most
actively devoted to the dairying interests ?
To whom can Iapply for statistical reports
or definite particulars on these subjects t

G. A. H.
Answer.

—
Marin county has the largest

dairying business, probably. Write to the
Secretary of the State Agricultural Society
at Sacramento for statistics, and he can
furnish you withthe printed tables, at least
the latest had by that society.

Insect Powder.— Please send the ad-
dress of a firmin your valley who has re-
cently engaged in the cultivation of a shrub
from which they manufacture insect pow-
dera, and oblige R. F. Tallmadge.

Calistoga, April16, 18S0.
Anxwer.

—
The plant you refer to is being

cultivated in San Joaquin county largely,
and near to Stockton. We know of no one
largely interested in its growth here.
Write to any Stockton journal and you
can secure the address you wish.

CujJUM Investigation.— l. Did the
California Legislature several years since
appoint a committee to investigate the
Chinese question ? 2. Was the report of
such committee printed in pamphlet form?
3. Can a copy be obtained from some one

of the State departments or some other
source ? 4. What is the s.ilarv of a mem-
ber of the national House of Representa-
tives? Please answer and oblige

Thomas Bray.

Answers.
—1. Yes. 2. Yes. 3. Yes. Write

to the Secretary of State, D. M.Burns.
Creed Haymond, of the Commission, has
them, in case the Secretary has not. 4.
Five thousand dollars per annum ;mileage,
20 cents per mile of travel, each session, to
and from Washington. Allowance for sta-
tionery, £125 per annum.

Rau Carpet. —Will anyone be kind
enough to inform me how many pounds of
rags are required per yard for rag carpet 1
And oblige a Subscriber.

Fall River Mills,April 20, ISSO.
Anxii'e.r.

—
A manufacturer here, Mrs.

Mary Cowger, Eighth and Mstreets, says
that one and a half pounds of ordinary
rags willbe sufficient per yard, the weav-
ers furnishing the warp.

LICK HOUSE,
SAN FRANCISCO.

f-piIE ELEGANTLY FURNISHED ROOM^I
of this popular Hotel will be rcnt<-d here-

after without board— the dining-room being tem-

porarily closed.

The house, as always, willbe strictly first-class.

gar Special Inducements to Families, Merchant*,

Tourists and Commercial Travelers.

THE LICK has tbe most desirable and centra

location in the city.

ap23-2plm WM. F. HARRISON, Manager.

||P CELEBRATED l|\

Pik STOMACH

;
'

Fever anil Ague.

The true antidote to the • effects of miasma is
Ho9tetter"s Stomach Bitten. This medicine is one
of the most popular remedies of an age ot success-
fulproprietary specifics, and is in immense demand
wherever on this continent fever and ague exists.
A wineslassful three times a day is the best possible
preparative for encountering a tnibrious atmos-
phere, regulatirg the liver, and invigorating the
stomach. .. •• '*. \u25a0

-
For sale by all dniffrists and dealers generally

-
"--..'i;--'.'. \u25a0

- ,
\u25a0 apl lmTnThS ;\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0•- '

\u25a0:

STEINWAY & SONS' PIANOS

AHEYMAK,SOLE AGENT/ 1 af&BSSam
« street, bit. sixth and Seventh. mhiifgSß

opposite Court-house. IPIANOS TO J,D 8\u25a0 j
LET. Pianos sold on lnatallmentß. ,-"-.* \u25a0 \u25a0

•
\u25a0
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