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CHAPTER XXVIIL

HAROLD SEES FACES IN THE
HIS CIGAR,

“* Your pardon, gentlemen.”

It was the captain of the vessel who
broke in upon their convex€ation.

‘“ What have you to say, captain ?”

‘T await your orders; I can get safe
anchorage here. Is your voyage at an end ?”

‘ For the present. Yonder lies the Sil-
ver Isle—a fair land.”

¢ It seems so; but I have seen as fair, at
a distance, that turned out foul upon a
nearer acquaintance.”

““ This will not. Let go your anchor ;
$o-morrow morning I ghall want a boat to
convey one of my servants ashore with a
letter to the islanders. There is nothing
to fear from them; the people are not
cannibals.”

¢ Maybe not ; but yeu tell me they have

SMOKE OF

no king.”

““ The greater fortune,” said Harold,
*¢ for the king they have not. Having no
king they cannot hunt one to death.”

““ Qur king lives and is safe.”

¢“ In banishment,” said Manvain, gloom-
ily, ““as we are. DBetter to have died,
sword i hand. Captain, it is likely you
will have to put up with us a day or two
longer.”

““The later we part company the better
I shall be pleased.”

Mauvain, with a nod, dismissed the cap-
$ain, and turned to Harold.

‘I am almost at a loss what to say to
the islanders, and to whom to address my
missive,”

¢‘ The letter you gave me on my visit to
the isle was addressed to one Sebastian. A
stately man, whose white hair flowed over
his shoulders. By this time, doubtless,
gathered to his forefathers. I can suggest
a younger man.”

“ Name him.”

“ Ranf, the hunchback.”

Mauvain frowned. ‘‘There lies an ob-
stacle.”

Harcld laughed blithely.
thought, Mauvain. If my memory does
not deceive me, you begged the islanders
to accept the hunchback as a trust in
kindly remembrance of yourself. Doubt-
less they appreciated your generosity in
having sent them such a Caliban.”

¢ And something worse,” said Mauvain,
“‘added to his hunchship,”

“‘ There could be nothing worse in human

“My very

form.”

‘¢ There is no saying. He had a daughter,
remember, of whom you gave me a fright-
If she has fulfilled the |
promise of her youth, we may find not
ouly a Caliban, but a younger Sycorax on
the Silver Isle. Would you believe,
Harold, that this man once told me a
woman loved him? It is inconceivable,
and yet I must do the hunchback the
justice to say that I believe him not to be
guilty of falsehood. You are silent, Harold.
Are you thinking of the hunchback’s
daughter, and dreading her spells? For
by this time, if she live (it may mercifully
have happened that they are both removed
from mortal spheres) she is a mistress of all
that is foul in nature. I can see her, al-
ready with bent back, searching the woods
for poisonous herbs for purposes of witch-
craft. The account you gave me of your
voyage hither in such company is very
vivid in my mind : all his hideousness re-
produced in her, a very monkey in mis-
chief, body as twisted, hair unkempt, limbs

”

ful description.

crooked
{ “Hold!” cried Harold. ‘‘Be a little
merciful. There are fair sins as ill-begot-
ten.” 2

¢ Make me,” continued Mauvain, ap-
pearing to take pleasure in the subject, ““a
group in stone of this interesting couple.
Do you remember my suggesting it to you?
And look forward with a prophet’s eye, I
said, and cut the figures as they will be in
bwenty years. You performed the task
well ; you have the soul of an artist, Har-
o'd, and when you are interested in a
work, excellence is the result. You
modeled Ranf to the life, an old man
whose likeness lives only in the being we
Lnow, and projecting your mind into the
futiure, you created in stone the figure of a
woman so startling in its weird ugliness
fhat it would have made the fortune of a
sculptor had a critic dealt’ with it. Ranf
and this hideous Evangeline side by side,
stooping over a pool of water. There isno
mistaking that the repulsive pair are father
and daughter., It was a trick, Harold, but
most truly original, that you should have
hewn out of the marble over which these
creatures are bending, a great hollow, with
a floor of glass, so that, being filied with
clear water, the reflection of the two faces
is plainly seen., The marvelously original
Evangeline shall be set up in the grounds
of my house on the Silver Isle——"

'

“‘ Impossible ! Harold.
““ The iconoclasts of our unhappy country
have by this time criticised it with their
bammers.”

‘““It happens otherwise, fortunately.
Foreseeing what was coming, and thinking
it not unlikely that we should have to fly
the country, I had certain household
treasures packed up and conveyed to the
seagide. They are in the hold of this ves.
sel at the present moment, and your Ranf
and Evangeline among them. I shall have
an opportunity, if the interesting couple
are alive, of comparing living flesh with
dumb stone, and of proving what kind of
a prophet you were when you designed the
group.”

““ It is scarcely worth while,” said Har-
old, with a slight tremor in his voice, *“to
inflict humiliation upon me,”

¢ Humiliation, Harold ! Explain.”

‘It isnot pleasant to look, in our ripe
ags, upon the mistakes of our earlier years,
My life—in other respects, as well as in
that of an artist—has been a failure. I am
painfully conscious of this lamentable con-
clusion. The group you speak of may be
classed among youth’s extravagances, which
serve their purpose for the time (not in
the healthiest way), and then are best for-
gotten.”

‘* You underrate yourself, Harold. Had
you possessed industryand application——"

““ Two words, Maavain, not to be found
im my vocabulary.”

‘¢ Nor in mine ; but I do not need them,

interrupted

| thinking of the past.
| eled in these grooves :

Had you possessed these qualities, you
would have shone in the world with even
a brighter light than you have shone in
private circles. For it has-been said of you
frequently that you are an artist of a di-
vine mold, and that you belong, of your
own force and power, to the race of those
who have made art a religion. You have
in you the true fire, and the world would
have hailed you a8 a prophet inspired.
Your indolence stopped the way of your
advancement. The world has lost a lead-
er; your friends have been the gainers.”

““You are generous in your pramse; give
me a further exhibition of your gener-
osity.” .

‘T can deny you nothing, Harold.”

“Thank you. You will, then, present
me with the group of Ranf and Evange-
line, which, indeed and in truth, is a re-
proach to the art I worship. Let me be
judged by what I belieye iz worthy of me,
not by what I know will tend to lower
me.”

*“If art workers were their own crities,
they would condemn their most perfect
productions. You would destroy your
child ”

‘It is a crime, and I do not care to be
perpetuaily reminded of it.”

“Pardon the seeming indelicacy of the
remark ; I paid for the group, Harold.”

The sculptor winced, as though a lash
bad been laid across his ghoulders. *“ Yon
paid me liberally, Mauvain,”

“Tt is mine, therefore, and I am its
owner, judge, and critic. You have a
perverse sensitiveness. You have done
nothing as fine as this. No, Harold, I
cannot give it you.”

¢ Sell it to me, then,” s.id Harold, with
earnestness.

“T am not,” said Mauvain, somewhat
haughtily, and yet with a touch of amuse-
ment in his tone, ‘‘a dealer in curiosities,
I cannot sell the group. Dismiss the sub-
ject. Come with me to the saloon, and
assist me in my letter to the islanders.”

The ship lay at anchor that night. The
sailors sang their sea-songs, the rough
melody of which became soitened as they
floated over the waters. With the moon-
light on it, the isle looked like a fairy isle ;
the soft waves lapped the shore, along
which sauntered here and there a couple
in their springtime. The future was theirs,
and their hearts were light; no shadows
rested on their lives. Harold remained
upon the deck, gazing on the isle, and
His thoughts trav-

“Could we but tear some leaves out of
the book ! Or, better still, could we de-
stroy the book itself! Turn over the
pages, Harold. What do you see?

“‘ Wasted days and nights; misspent
endeavor ; masses of violent color; har-
mony robbed of sweetness ; beauty out of
proportion such as weak-brained esthetics
love to draw ; tangles of artificial flowers;
painted women; men with the souls of
waiters ; false protestations.

“What a jumble of discordances! Strug-
gling one with another, not for the purpose
of arriving at some sort of order and
decency, but for the purpose of asserting
an enjoyment of the hours which becomes
pain when the touchstone of true manli-
ness is applied to it. Even at the time its
worst pages were written, some glimmer-
ing of this entered my mind.

‘A witch’s revel. The beauties of na-
ture distorted and insulted, and mud flung
upon purity. DMracles on every side.
Spring’s tenderness; summer’s perfect-
ness; autumn’s peacefulness; winter's
white loveliness ; all mocked, derided, be-
littled (if nature can be) by false refine-
ment or coarse indulgence,

¢ A creditable production, such a book,
for a mortal endowed with reason, imag-
ination, and an indolent affectation of
ideality. If this life were all, it would
but be adding wasted time to wasted time
to occupy the moments in regret and self-
reproach., In such a belief, every hour
should be made to yield its measure of en-
joyment ; it would be an intellectual exer-
cise of opportunity to exact this tribute
from time which flies or lags according to
our humor. But it is not all; we are

something higher than beasts of the field. |

‘“ Herein lies the appalliug shadow. The
phantom of your higher self rises before
you, and with sad eyes demands an ac-
count.

*I render it. Not mine all the fault.
My boat has drifted on, and I have not
striven to direct its course.
there was a time when a spirit on the shore
seemed to say, ‘ There is in life an earnest,
lovely field before you ; there is in life a
sweeter hope, in whose light your higher
aspirations shall be realized; love shall
give you earnestness and courage.’ But
the voice I scemed to hear was of my own
creation. The spirit stood before me, but
its tongue was mute ; its heart never re-
sponded to mine.

‘“ So much for the past.
tain only what is pure and sweet.
future still is yours.

“ How many years ago is it since I vis-
ited this fairy isle? I have kept no count
of time. The memory of %the few hours I
spent upon its shores lingers with me like
a pleasant dream. The child I brought
hither, in strange uncongenial society, is a
woman now, fair and beautiful. There is
no doubt of it. ‘Princess of the Silver
Isle, I kiss your fairy fingers."” My very
words come back to me. She gave me her
hand, with nature’s true grace, and so I
left her.

“Were I a painter, I would draw the
picture. The child, the hunchback, and
1. The islanders standing a little apart,
the reapers looking on.  All the accessories
perfect. But without being a painter, I
can draw Evangeline’s likeness, No Sy-
corax, Mauvain. The loveliest Miranda.
If I had such a spirit-slave as Ariel to show
me this Miranda in her living form }

“‘ Dreams, Harold! will you never be
practical? I answer myself, I think—
never,”

As Harold gazed and mused, the night
deepened, and the lovers left the sea-shore
for the inland.

At midnight Mauvain came on deck,
smoking a cigar, and walked to where

Let it go.  Re-
The

I am wrong ;!

Harold was lying on his side, with the
moonlight streaming on him.

‘¢ Asleep, Harold "

The sculptor did not reply ; he had
fallen asleep,' with tender fancies in his
mind. His position was a dangerous one ;
his form swayed to and fro with the rock-
ing of the ship in the swell of the waves,
and a sudden lurch would have sent him
into the sea. Mauvain stooped over him
and awoke him. Harold opened his eyes
languidly.

¢ Cruel to wake me,” he murmared. ““I
was dreaming of another world.¥

“You might have been in it,” said
Mauvain, “but for me. A deeper swell-
ing of a chance wave, and you would have
glided into the sea.”

“ And so through water to another state
of being. An easy mode of transition,
which one would choose if one had the
power ; but there consciousness sets in,
It is dangerous, too, they say, to &leep
with the moonlight on your face; and I
have been doingso. Madness might visit
the sleeper, a different kind of madness
from that which we endeavor to hide from
the knowledge of the world. Give mea
cigar, Mauvain. So, you did not wish to
lose me.”

“Life on the isle,” replied Mauvain,
imitating unconsciously the indolent tone
of his friend, ‘would be intolerable with-
out a kindred soul such as yours to sympa-
thize with.”

¢ Or play upon. Eh, Mauvain?
fess. You have used men.”

¢ Having the right.”

¢ Undoubtedly. Who has eVer disputed
it? You should have been a king, and
your right would have been divine. No-
tice how still the airis. It scarcely dis-
turbs the smoke from our cigars, which of
its own volition ascends and spreads until
it 18 merged into invisible ether. It is
pretty while it lasts, and gives ample time
for fancy in the way of faces. Here is a
face ; Ranf’s. It is impossible for you to
see it ; raise one for yourself. My Ranf
twists and curls and grins with impish
Ranf was a strong man—strong
Between you and
He

Con-

malice.
in character, I mean.
him some passages have taken place.
saved you life, I believe?”

‘“He rendered me service at a critical
time. I paid him for it.”

““As you always do. You pay, and
there’s an end. Blood, brain, heart, are
so bought and fairly paid for—even the
soul may be included, for it is customary
to pay for prayer. What can have induced
a being like Ranf to jeopardized his life for
you! He is not too fond of his betters.”

“You forget he was my servant.”

¢ He is free now. All men are equals
on the Silver Isle. A state of things we
have flown from ; I never thought of that.
So! Ranf’s face has curled itself away—
not the thinnest line remains. And here
comes a perfect cluster of faces, women’s
faces, all beautiful. A vision of the women
of the isle, enchanting in the prospect it
holds out. To think that smoke-color
should be capable of such variety and viv-
idness! Iam becoming resigned fo the
loss of a worn-out world. There was
nothing new in it, Mauvain; day after
day, week after week, the same. Here we
have the chance of something novel in
sensation.”

¢ What you sigh for,” said Mauvain, in
a tone of guiet contempt, ““may happen,
and then you will taste a joy it is impossi-
ble I can ever have enjoyed.”

“ You have a faithful memory. This
jangle of faces has disappeared, and in the
curling wreaths I see one whose counter-
part cannot be found in the Silver Isle, it
is so strangely familiar, What pame to
attach to it | —there have been so many?
Whose name? Whose name? Am I
grown suddenly old that I cannot recall
the name of one so fair ?”

¢¢ Ag you say, Harold, there are so many.”

“ But this one, of all others. Simple,
childlike, with no knowledge of the world,
friendless and alone. Tut! tut! tut! I
have it on my tongue, and it will not
come.”

¢ Why trouble yourself about her? She
has forgotten you, as you have forgotten
\ her.” .

] have never forgotten her; but age
plays tricks. Do you not find it s0? You
are older than I, and therefore a better
judge. Ah! Ihaveit! Clarice!”

Mauvain flicked the ash off his cigar.
“Clarice. Yes, she was fair, and may
have deserved all your encomiums.”

¢“ She did, as you know.”

“You are dictatorial, withoul possessing
the right. I never had faith in woman.”

“J am in a strange mood, Mauvain ; I
cannot brook contradiction, Clarice was all
{ I have described.”

¢ To please you, granted. What then?”

““ Merely that the age of chivalry never
existed, for the reason that men are men.”

““ And women, women. You have fin-
ished your rhapsody, I presume.”

¢ extinguish it with this cigar.” He
threw his lighted cigar into the sea. The
light flickered for a moment, and then was
extinguished. ‘“And so, ‘its brief joy
slain, it drifts as I and others have drifted,
into the unknown. Good-night, Mauvain.”

‘* Good-night, mad-brain.”

The next morning a boat was rowed to
shore, and a messenger landed, bearing a
letter, which he was instructed to deliver
to some person in authority. It ran as fol-
lows :

“Dear Friends of the Silver Isle: A
cruel destiny compels me once more to
seek shelter among you. My country is in
the hands of a lawless rabble, who have
torn down the sacred symbols of authority.
Had opportunity offered, I would have
chosen to die by the side of my king, but
I was debarred that happiness. Compelled
to fly—the choice of an honorable death
not being mine—my thoughts traveled to
the peaceful land in which I passed some
happy years. I feel that I shall be wel-
come. The house I built upon your isle
will shelter me ; I desire to retire to it, and
seek, for a little while, rest and seclusion ;
and when my mind, disturbed by recent
events, has recovered its balance, I shall
mix among you as of old, and take my
share in the duties of citizenship. I have
with me a few relics which I saved from
fortune’s wreck, and these I shall convey
to my house when it is ready to receive
me.» In all good will, dear friends,

¢ MAUVAIN.”

The letter was read and commented
upon, and the messenger was guestioned.

“Is Mauvain alone ?”

““No ; he has friends and servants with
him.”

“Then it is for others, as well as for
himself, he desires a welcome 7"

To this the messenger made no reply.

 Mauvain " speaks of relics he has
brong;}xt with him. Of what do they con-
sist ? :
'urnitnre. family memorials and such-

‘“

like.

anxious to secure the patronn§e

¢ Acquaint us with your
tions.”

““Simply to receive your reply and con-
vey it to Maavain.”

““Does he know that his house is occu-
pied?”’

““I cannot say.”

After a long deliberation, at which the
messenger was not allowed to be present,
the following letter was seat by his hands
to Mauvain :

“ From the inhabitants of the Silver Isle
to Mauvain : We recognize the claim
you have upon us. You own a house and
land in our isle, and we have also treasure
of yours which we are ready to pay over to
you. Your house has been in the cccupa-
tion of a family named Sylvester; it is in
their occupation now. A few days must
necessarily elapse before they can shift
their home ; in the interval we offer you
the best accommodation at our disposal
Let us know your pleasure.”

When this letter was read upon ship-
board, Harold made a wry face.

“It smacks of constraint,” he said ;
‘“there is a flavor of vinegar about it.”

But Mauvain professed to be satisfied
with its tone, saying it was sufficient for
him that his rights were recognized ; and
he informed the islanders, through his
messenger, that his pleasure was to remain
on board ship until his house was empty,
and ready to receive him.

( To be continued. )

full instruc-

FORBESTOWN ITEMS.

A correspondent of the Rrcorp-Uxion,
writing from Forbestown, Butte county,
under date of July 31st, says:

We have two stores, one hotel, a saloon,
blacksmith, tinsmith, shoemaker, a market,
a good school, and a new church, which is
to be dedicated one week from to-morrow.
The ten-stamp quartz mill has not been
running for some time, but a company
have hoisting-works on one of the many
quartz veins which our hills contain, and
they have a good supply of rock in readi-
ness for crushing. ~We have mu.
sical associations and a ramatic
club, which treat the public occa-
sionally to excellent entertainments.
Like many, and one may say all mining
towns throughout the coast, it is a reading
community. County, State and Eastern
newspapers, and some from across the
Atlantic, may be found here, together
with standard literary works, magazines,
etc., and it is not claiming too much to
place ourselves up with the times. At the
Odd Fellows’ school, near Forbestown,
their library contains the American En-
cyclopedia, complete, which is a great con-
venience to the teachers and scholars, and
also to the whole community.

Having recently received from a large
business house in Sacramento a communi-
cation desiring to learn what newspaper
has the largest circulation in Forbestown,
our Postmaster, N. D. Plum, informed me
that the Rrcorp-UNiow has the largest
circulation of any newspaper that comes to
his office.

In the early and palmy days of placer
mining this was a very lively place, for the
ravines, flats, etc., were very rich and
casily worked, as was also the south bend
of Feather river, the trade of which sec-
tion came here. At present the heaviest
mining operations are on New York Flat,
by such as the Nevada Company, McChes-
ney Compeny and Measrs. Roberts &
Kendall. The latter are not running their
mine this season. Mr. Conover has also a
good mine bn Garden Ranch, a continua-
tion of New York Flat. To give you an
idca of the richpess of ground here, it
may be stated that the Nevada Company
pays the Forbestown Water Ditch Com-
pany $1,600 a month for 500 inches of
water, Their diggings are not more than
20 feet deep, about 18 ifeet of 'which is al-
luvial soil, and readily washed away under
hydraulic pressure. The uncrystallized
granite ‘‘bed-rock ” yielding freely to the
shovel for cleaning, enables the miners to
work their ground fast at a cost of less
than 50 percent. of the yield, which approxi-
mates $10,000 an acre in the company
taken as an example. That combination
has a flume four feet wide, with a grade of
only one inch to the rod; therefore they
have to ‘‘fork out” their coarse gravel
and wash away ovly the loam and sand.
They employ (%uite a large force of men in
¢cleaning up,” and are all workers them-
selves.

Between two and three thousand feet
higher up the flat—where it takes the
name of the Ohio Flat—McChesney & Co.
are working their mine with a Cranston
elevator, using about 600 inches of water
for the monitor and for raising the dirt,
under a pressure of 365 feet, 60 per cent.
of which (the water) it requires to run the
elevator. The elevated trunk or box is set
at an angle of 45 degrees, and the debris is
raised more than 31 feet vertically. The
machine is a complete success, but Mr.

to have two for working the same ground,
for there is a good deal of trouble by
reason of frequent stoppage for repairs,
when the pump, which is worked
by the game power, has to be started to
keep the sipage water raised and the mine
stops, whereas if two elevators were em-
ployed this interruption would be obviated
when repairs were being made. The five
sections of castings composing the elevator
are clamped securely together with bolts
and burrs, and then wooden wedges have
to be driven into the joints, and in the
constant strain and jar of the machine,
especially when heavy feed is on and de-
bris coming in fast, these are apt to work
loose and ‘‘ blow out.” When the castings
wear ont, or when the accumulated sedi-
ment about the machine has to be removed,
and new castings put in, etc, this
company, like the Nevada company,
has to pay the same high rate for
water, but they are also enabled to work
ther ground very fast. Their mine is very
promising. All concerned in the mines
here are thorough miners and hard working
men.”

The Odd Eellows’ celebration at Browns-
ville last Monday, the 26th, was a great
success. In fact, it was the grandest
affair that has taken place north of Marys-
ville for many years, and. it is presumed
that the like has never been equaled be-
fore. Ladies and gentlemen came from all
parts of the State to participate in it, all
being delighted with their cordial reception
and the friendly spirit shown during their
stay.

INcrREASE IN PoruratioN,—That the
population of the United States may mul-
tiply at a higher percentage than the
English is frankly conceded by the leading
London journal. It contends, however,
that not a single stride forward of the Uni-
ted States can be specified which has not
redounded to the advantage of Great
Britain. The American population may
multiply in the future as in the past by the
transfer of Englishmen and Irisgmen from
Surrey and Galway, where they produce
little, to Minnesota and Colorado, where
they produce much. In the future, as in
the past, the fertility their labor exposes
cannot but help to maintain English and
Irish labor at home as well as abroad. To
suppose that the United Kingdom will
have fallen behindhand because some few
years onward it may have but its forty
millions against fifty in the United States
ig, in the judgment of the London T'imes,
about as reasonable as it would be to sup-

spondents.

One of our Southern hotel-keepers is
of com-
mercial travelers, and he therefore serves
drumfish on his table every day.

In 1870 the Chinese in Jagkson county,
Or., numbered 634, while the recent cen-
sus enumeration discovered only 329,

New way to “ know (all about) thyself ”
—Get a Presidential nomination.—[Puck.

McChesney says that it is really neceassary.

, conversely, that a solvent merchant
mﬁu by the{nnkruptcy of half his corre- So

FRANCE.

TEE MOVEMENTS OF WEALTHY PARIS-
IANS IN THE SUMMER SEASON.

The Theaters—New Plays and Books—Am-
nesly ana the Fete of July 14th
—The Weather—Fashions.

Pawis, July 12, 1880.

Notwithstanding the many predictions
of a very hot summer to come after the
extremely cold winter, aside from some
warm, pleasant days in March and three
hot days in each of the months that have
followed, Paris has been almost constantly
canopied with dark threatening clouds.
These clouds scered for a long time to be
ab war with each other since they refused
to embrace and melt to tears—the proper
destiny of clouds—and then arrived echoes
of discontent from all parts of the country,
bewailing the scarcity of rain and the
loss of the crops. The reconciliation of the
clouds was at last effected and in propor-
tion to the obstinacy. of their estrangement
has their meeting become tender and fruit-
ful. It rains, not at day nor contin-
ually, yet the clouds are there to constantly
threaten another effusion. Therefore, no
hot days. no summer bonnets, and few
summer dresses, After all

FASHION
Is & sort of witch and prophet, for when
she ordered that black hats and dark
feathers should be worn, instead of white
hats and white feathers, as had been the
custom these past years, she certainly had
a presentiment of the cloud difficulty. The
dresses to be seen worn by the numerous
agents of Lady Fashion are of very thin
woolen material, but dark incolor ; the gen-
darmes blue is, perhaps, the most popular,a
blue which comes very near being a green
and which is cold in tone. The gay foulards
which came so suddenly npon the scenes
are reserved for house wear and evening
toilets, with the exception of those of a
black and dark ground. The styles are,
to say the least, of great economy to those
where economy is an object; for, as in
California, the spring suits, the summer
suite and autumn suits become as one. The
cool summer is a subject of rejoicing to the
fashionable Parisians, not on account of
the toilet, but for the reason that they %re
not in consequence compelled to go to the
country., Immediately after the Grand
Prix all fashionable Paris depart for their
country seats to remain until the month of
August, which they spend at the sea side,
at the end of which time they again return
to the country until the end of the hunting
season in November. There is some thing
PECULIARLY ATTRACTIVE

About Paris to even foreigners, and when
the French are known to be homesick far
from their native country it is more for
Paris than France. A Parisian can not
live away from Paris; how many after

making little fortunes have returned to the
village of their fathers, where they were
rich but were uncapable of remaining!

| They all prefer to be poor and live in Paris

than be rich and live in the provinces ; yes,
poor; so poor that they do nothing but
work, work, without being able to taste
of those pleasures which both life and city
afford. In so much greater proportion,
then, doos the gay capital offer attractions
to the rich, and when they mnst leave
their theaters, operas and Dalls tu take the
rest required, they do so with a poor
grace. Were 1t nobt the fashion to
go to the country during the summer
how few Parisians would ever leave Paris,
for in reality it is seldom very warm, and

closed, there remains the cafes concerts,
where all that is eminently Parisienne is
to be seen and heard. By common consent
this year few persons have left Paris, a
great many wishing to remain over for the
tete of the 14th of July, and the majority
giving as excuse the rain and coolress of
the weather. Everybody is therefore in a
good humor, and Paris is still gay Paris at
this moment of the year. Those who par-
ticularly rejoice at this state of things are
the young authors, whose theatrical pieces
when once accepted are generally repre-
sented during the warm months when
Paris is deserted and little interest is taken
in literature. The same as with a debut
of an actor, actress or singer ; when Rachel
was first permitted to appear at the
Theatre Francais it was during the month
of July, when Paris was deserted and the
benches of the theater almost empty, and
had it not been for the presence of a dis-
tinguished literary gentleman, who imme-
diately recognized in her that great power
which many felt later, she would have re-
quired a much longer time to become
known to the public.

MR. MAUREL
For some time past has been anxious fo
perform the role of Mephistopheles in
“ Faust,” believing he could give to the
character a new and original interpreta-

tion. Mr. Maurel is known for a peculiar-
ity of which no precedent exists in the
world, He started with a bass voice
which mounted into a baritone and after-
ward became & tenor voice, just the con-
trary of that which usually takes place,
His voice has since become bariftone, and
although he at present needs the grave
notes for the role of Mephisiopheles, Mr.
Gounod graciously changed them for him,
but the effect is in some places lamentable,
as the original idea of the authoris lost.
For instance, in the church scene, where
he speaks of ‘‘eternal agony in an eternal
night,” and the orchestra becomes sinis-
terly sombre, he starts up with a brilliant
note which illuminates the night andis in
contradiction with the verses. The inter-
pretation of this role differs in the
manner of Faure—who perhaps has never
had an equal—-in that he was more elegant,
more bon diable, whereas Faure was more
jeering and vigorous. Perhaps Maurel’s
interpretation better suits Goethe’s idea,
whose creation of Satan is modern in color-
ing and differs from that of either Milton
or Luther—a wolf in lamb’s clothing, a vil-
lain in a gentleman’s dress, The costume
worn by Mr. Maurel differs from
the conventional one of Mephisto-
pheles, and instead of red his dress
was black, with a red interior,
and at the last. scene of the last act he un-
folded his mantle, when the whole inter-
rior, covered with a sort of phosphorus,
gave him the appearance of being envel-
oped in flames. This effect was very fine
and much applauded as an original idea of
the artist. Mr. Maurel is one of the finest
actors ever seen upon the stage of an
opera, and he spares no pains in thoroughly
studying his characters. It is said that he
went all the way to America and followed
Edwin Booth around for one year so as to
learn how to play ‘“ Hamlet.” The fact is
that he interprets this role in a remarkable
manner. Another important personage
who has profited by the cold and the rain
and received the applause of the elegant
and the learned, is
PAUL DELAIR,

Whose tragedy *“Garin” has just been
performed for the first time at the Theatre
Francais. It is to the credit of this the-
ater to have played the first piece of a
youngartistand lavished on it vherichness of
decorations and costumes which the drama
uired ; to have done for him what they
would have done for the most glorious of
poets. The author has drawn his inspira-
tion from Shakespeare, and one of the
characters is almost an imitation of Lady
Macbeth.* The plot is historical and the
verses are full of patriotism, and although
the drama i3 not solidly constructed the
pieces are excellent. The best actors and
actresses of the company played the prin-
cipal roles, and were warmly applauded
for their excellent acting. Mr. Perrin,
the director of the Theatre Francais, has
received the congratulations of all the

-

although their favorite theaters may be |

principal literati of Paris—all lovers of
high art—for his courage in mounting the
first piece of a young poet. Itisa proof
of how much art is appreciated and en-
couraged throughout France. How much
progress shall we have to make before
reaching the same development, and when
shall we clear ourselves of the reputation
we have earned of literary thieves, so
much so that French dramatic writers

.j refuse to have their plays published, but

which bas not, however, prevented their
being stolen all the same. When shall
our theatrical managers cease to be sur-
rounded by inferior writers, plagiarists and
play thiefs, who prevent the approach of
all young and sincere authors? Not until
then can America have pretensions in that
direction, but it seems to me our country
is intelligent enough and cour.zgcou's
enough to have such abuses cease at once
and to earn if not a reputation great for
dramatic literature, at least that for
honesty.
EDMOND ABOUT'S NEW BOOK

Has just come out, and is exciting all the
interest and curiosity that About’s name
easily calls forth. I remember when, last
winter, during the very cold weather, he
went to his little country seat in the envi-
rons of Paris to begin his novel. It was
at the moment when *‘ Nana,” by Emil
Zola, was creating such a great sensation
and disgusting all lovers of morality and
noble sentiment. By the way, all English
publishers refused to receive a translation
of the work, whereas orders came for it
from New York. Emile De Girardin con-
fessed that he began reading it, but became
so disgusted that he was not able to finish
the half of it, and he added that no woman,
however depraved, could read it without
becoming supremely disgusted with herself
and all mankind. It was then that Mr.
About said he would write a novel to see if
the publichad become altogether indifferent
to realart and elegantliterature. Thesubject
of his romance is ‘‘Roman d’un brave
homme.” The work is exceedingly simple
and touching, not in the word, but in
the thing or rather the idea which pro-
duces the effect. The style has no
pretention of itself ; it is contented with
being clear, precise, limpid and transparent
as a cloth of light. It resembles the style
of the eighteenth century, which certainly
does not exclude picturesqueness, color,
passion and originality. Dryness is the
only danger to be apprehended, but Mr.
About knows so well how to mingle with
it 2 freshness which blooms into modern
tenderness. The sentences had oftentimes
an accent dipped in tears, which are not
false, but flow as water from a spring. In
reading the book, one is not astonished,
nor does he think of admiring ;he is pleased
in the company in which he finds himself,
is charmed, and learns to have a friend-
ship for the book. In the violent lucubra-
tions of loud realism there are so many
rascals, and so few honest men, that one 1s
at first surprised to find so many honest
persons and so few rascals in Mr. About’s
novel.

On the 4th

A BANQUET

Took place at the Continental Hotel in
honor of the anniversary of our Inde-
pendence, under the Presidency of General
Noyes, our Minister to Paris. Toasts were
proposed by General Noyes, Governor
Hoffman, Major-General Kee, Judge Black,
Consul-Gencral Walker, Leon Chotteau,
and others. Among the invited were Mr.
Foster, the American Minister to Russia,
Admiral Phelps, Mr. Ryan of the New
York Herald, Geheral Meredith Reed,
and the banker Drexel. Aunother banquet
Was glvem ot 4la cama hotel by the Franco-
{ American Uhion in- celébiavive. <& +ha
| official notice which has just been madeto
| the United States of the completion hence-

forth assured of the commemorative monu-
{ ment of Independence. It was then
| affirmed that the inauguration would take
place in 1883.

In regard to amnesty the Senate proved
far less conciliatory than the Chamber of
Deputies, and after refusing the more gen-
erous amendment of this last body, voted
again their last amendment—Bozerian, with
picces and slices here and there. The
Chambers, in order to put a stop to all
conflict and finish with the affair as soon
as possible, voted the bill as it came from
the Senate, and that without the slightest
discussion. One of the members remarked
that it was not amnesty grand and liberal as
the Government had proposed it, but that
it was, after all,

AMNESTY,
And every one had reason to rejoice at the
result. Besides, all those who will not be
benefited by amnesty are to be pardoned,
and that immediately. As may be sup-

posed, all those Commanards who are not
at Noumea are making haste to reach their
native soil. Immediately the vote passed
the Chambers the friends of Rochefort tel-
egraphed him and he left for Lyons; he is
expected at Paris this evening. Already
the walls in the streets are covered with
advertisements of a new paper to be
| established by the celebrated pamph-
! leteer on his arrival in his native country.
! Yesterday being Sunday and a holiday,
the people were occupied in making prep-
arations for the fete. Many a poor couple
were seen carrying under their arms their
i flags and lanterns to adorn their lofty
windows, The children are not forgotten,
and tiny flags for almost nothing are
to be had, as well as rosettes and dif-
ferent toys, all having connection with
{the tearing down of the Bastile
| and the great rejoicing to take place on
| Wednesday next. In fact the number of
{ objects of the national colors fabricated for
!tlu; 14th increase every day. Not only
{ are there the hats, ladies’ dresses, cravat-
| ties and nmbrellas, but here come stock-
| ings, night-caps, candies, doll-babies, cigar-
| cases, purses, drinking-glasses, shirts and
| so on, Dressed out in the garments pre-
i‘pared for the occasion, one would need
| only to hang himself out of the window to
| present a respectable flag to the breeze.
VaL.

DEaTH OF AN 'OLD CALIFORNIAN.—A
correspondent of the Recorp-Ux10N, writ-
ing from Pennsylvania, thus speaks of the
déath of an old Californian : *‘Dr. George
W. Read, for the past eleven years a resi-
dent of New Brighton, Pa., but well known
in California, and who was for many years
a physician of large practice, and who had
very many friends in Yolo county, was dis-
covered near noon of July 15th, whilst sit-
ting in his chair, to be laboring under an
attack of apoplexy. The untiring efforts
of five physicians and a multitude of
friends were unavailing, and on the 17th he
expired, The Doctor was a man of more
than ordinary strength, mentally and phy-
sically. In the great_ exodus to
California he was Captain of one of
the companies that crossed the plains,
undergoing many privations and hard-
ships incident thereto, and for nineteen
years found a home there, for a time en-
gaged in mining, but soon resumed his
profession and enjoyed a large practice un-
til in 1868, when, meeting with a serious
accident which nearly terminated his life,
he gave up business and returned to the
East. Attaining a position of influence in
California from his well-known honesty of

urpose, which was equaled only by his
Saring frankness, he was chosen one of
the delegates from the Golden State, that
nominated Fremont in 1856. A man of
strictest morality and kindness of heart,
‘ the blessing of him that was ready to per-
ish came upon him, and he caused the
widow’s heart to sing for joy.” In 1870 he
married a daughter of John Miner, Presi-
dent of the National Bank of Beaver
county, Pa. He leaves a wife and four
children. Many an old Californian will
remember Dr. Read and sincerely regret
his death.”

¢ Nasby” takes pride in the service of
his father and grandfather, in one war or
another. Aas for himself, he says: My
military record is clear. In the late re-
bellion I served by substitute. I furnished
three substitutes, all of whom to-day are
in good health—in Canada,”
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PERRY DAVIS
PAIN KILLER

1S A PURELY VEGETABLE REMEDY
For INTERNAL and EXTERNAL Use.

PAI" Klu_E hos nerer failed when naod

according to printed diree.
tionsinc.osing cach bottle, and ta perfectly sqfe even
in the most incxrperienced hands,

l" KILLER is & sure eurg for Sore
PA Throat, Conghs, Chilis,
Diarrhen, Dysentery, Cramps, Cholera,
end all Bowel Complaints,
K“.I.ER IS THE BEST remedy
PAI known for Nen Sickness,
l;iﬁk llc'mlln(:m\. :ﬂiu in the Dack or Side,
theumatism, an euralgin.
K!LLER 18 unguestionably the BEST
PA'N EINIMENT MADE. It
brings speedy and permarent refief in all cases of
Bruises, Cnurs, Sprains, Severe Burus, ete.
gllER ia the well-tried and trusted
PA!N “. friend of the Mechanie,
Farmer, Planter, Sailor, and in fact all clasees
Wwanting & medicine slweys at hand, and safe to
uze in'l_rr_nully or externally with certainty
reliel.
mf > Z\" > family can afford to be without this in.
iv in the house. Its price brings it
X ¥ of all, and it will annually savy
r & cost in doctors' bills,
drugpists at 25e. 60c. and A1 a dottle.

Sl
PERRY DAVIS & SON, Providence, R. &
FPropriotorse
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STORACH

BITTE

Bef nsive Medieation

Is a precaution which shonld never be neglected
when danger is present, and therefore a course of the
Bitters at this se:son is particularly desirable,
especially for the fecble and sickl AS a remedy
for biliousness, dy pein, nervousness and bowel
compl-ints, there is nothing comparsble to this
wholesome restorative

For sale by all druggists and dealers generally

auld 1mTnThs

UNLIKE PILLS

And the Usual Purgatives,

IS PLEASANT TO TAKE:

-,

And will prove at once the most potent
and harmless SYSTEM RENOVATOR
and CLEANSER that has yet been
brought to public notice. For CONSTI-
PATION, BILIOUSNESS, HEAD-
ACHE, PFLES, and all disorders arising
Jrom an obstructed state of the system, it
is incomparably the best curative extant.
TROPIC-FRUIT LAXATIVE is put
ap in bronzed tin boxes only. Awvoid imi-
tations. Ask your druggist for Deserip-
tive Pamphlet, or address the proprietor,

J. E. HETHERINGTON,

New York or San Francisco

THE ONLY GENUINE

ELECTRIC BELTS

Dands and Appliances for the cure of Nervous,
Chronic, and Bpecial Diseases, are manufactured
by the

PULVERMACHER GALVARIC CO.

513 Montgomery St., San Francisco, Cal.

Send for free Descriptive Pamphlct and ““The
Electric Review™' containing full particulars.

g9, Avoid venders of bogus Belts and Appli-
ances of every name and nature, especially tho
tricky concerns who pretend (on paper) to send
so-called Electric Belts, ete., on trial,

THE GREAT SAUCE
OF THE WORLD.
Qéd/m

Signature is on every bottle of GENUINE

WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

Imparts the most delicious taste and zeet to

sauce that s made.”

Soid and used throughout the world.
JOHN DUNCAN’S SONS,
\TS FOR THE UNITED STATES
AGENTS FTOUEW YORK.
julf-lawlys

NOTICE TO CREDITORS.

STATE OF SILAS B. GREGORY, DECEASED.
Notice is hereby given by the undersigned,
ARRIET G. B. GR* GORY, Administratrix of the
estate of SILAS B. GREGORY, deceased, to the
creditors of, and all persons having claims agains
said deceased, to exhibit them, with t"e necessary
affidavits or vouchers, within four months after the
first publication of this no ice, to HARRIET G. B.
GREGORY, at her residence, on H street, between
Twenty-third and Twenty-fourth, and H and I
streets: or to D. W. Welty, at his office, No. 40¢ J
street, in the city of Sacramento, Cal.
Dated July 24th, A. D. 1880.
HARRIET G. B. GREGORY,
Administratrix of the estate of Silas B. Gregory,

deceased.
D. W. Waury, Attorney for estate. jv24-lawiwd
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