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CHAPTER XXXVIII.
HAS.9LD AWD MAC VAIN VISIT THE HUNCH-

BACK.,
yFor some time he remained in contempla-
tion, mentally reviewing the events of the
years whichhad elapsed since his return to
his mother's hut inMauvain's forest, where
he had found the dead woman and the

;sleeping childlyingside by.side."
With my mother, as Ithought," mused

he, "died certain evidence connected with
Evangeline which would never be brought
to light. But another lives to supply it,
and she is in the valley, waiting. Some-
thing stillremains to do to bring to Mau-
vain and Harold the knowledge of each
other's treachery ; when that is accom-
plished, mylabors are at an end. By their
own hands, or by the hands of the Judges
of this isle,shall justice bedealt out to them.
My workinlife seems already to be over,
and allthat is left to me is tositaud watch
the happiness of those Ilove, and who
hold me, Ibelieve, in something more than
common regard. Evangeline and Joseph
Sylvester willmarry ;he has* a strong arm
and a stout heart, and willbe able to guard
his treasure from evil. My tender flower?
You will never know whatIowe you, for
none but Ican realize :the dark depths
into which my soul was plunged when, in
the presence of death, you opened your
eyes and smiled upon me. That smile was

like the bursting of a star withinmy heart,
and the light it shed upon the dark and
weary pathIwas treading shines clearly

now. Yes, they willmarry, and willpass
their livesinthe house Ihave builtforthem
in the Valley of Lilies ; and by and -by,
perhaps, Ishall hold a child within these
arms Evangeline's child ! And it willbe

taught to lisp my name inaccents of affec-

tion. Eternal wonder of nature? To
what end are you working in the ages yet
to come, through life that is ever sweet

and love that is ever new ! For my life ,

and for myselfIthank you, wise mother
of the world You have given me a rich :

reward formy early years of misery. lam
gratefuL ShallIrepine that a child ofmy \u25a0

blood has never wound its arms about my
neck, and that my lips have never givenor
received a lover's kiss ? No;let merather
rejoice that no being lives to bear my

shape, and that my days have not been
productive of evil."

At this point of his musings Ranf
fancied he heard a sound without, and go-

ing to the door of his hut be threw itopen.

There was no moon, and there would be

none for a couple of hours :darkness was
falling upon the mountain.
"It is well," muttered

'Ranf, "that
Margaret Sylvester has Joseph with her ;
they willreach the valley in safety, and I
shall know by the lighting up of my house,'

Chrysanthos,' whether all is well. That
willnot be tillmidnight."

From where he stood he faced the Valley
of Lilies, but he could not distinguish his
bouse through the gathering darkness.
Mentally .he , followed the footsteps of
Margaret and Joseph.

"They are now at the second hut," he
muttered ; there is no danger on the
road." * * » *

But lower down the mountain the mists
had gathered more thickly, and lingered
in the middle distance. Margaret and Jo-

seph, hand clasped in hand, slowlypursued
their way; they reached the second hut
in safety, and half an hour afterwards
Joseph said :

y'.'"ln less than anhour we shall be home.''
. His heart glowed with love;although his

mother was by his side, it was only of

Evangeline he thought. As he spoke, the
form of a man ascending the mountain
brushed past them. Margaret uttered an
exclamation of alarm.

"Who goes there?" was asked, in a
man's voice.

"Hushl" whispered Margaret; "I
know that voice ;do not answer it."

But again the question was asked."
Who goes there ? Speak, or my sword

shall compel you.""
Peaceable inhabitants ol the isle," re-

plied Joseph,
"

who are not to be fright-
ened by threats. Who are you that ques-
tion so insolently

"
"
It is Mauvain," whispered Margaret.

The man caught the whisper. '
"

You
are right, whoever you may be," said Mau-
vain ;

"
and you can go your wayinpeace.

Come yon from the hunchback's hut?"
"Yes.'V" y
"Iwas told no mortal but he dare as-

cend this cursed mount."
"Itis the firsttime we ever set footupon

Vit."y
"Itis the same with me ;and shall be... the last. He is at home then, this crooked

wonder?""
You will find himinhis hut at the top

of the mountain," said Joseph.
"Joseph!" cried Margaret, in terror;

"what have you done? That man is
Rant's enemy.""Ah, mistress, Irecognize your voice,"
said Maavain. "It is true lam Ranf's
enemy ;but if you think he is inany se-

cret danger from me, you are mistaken.
What is done between us will be done
openly. The hunchback can take care of

himself."" Aye,"said Joseph.
"

Ranf is a match
for more than oue. It is better to be his

friend than his enemy. If your errand is

not peaceable I
"
should advise you to re-

trace your steps." .-...;.
• "Is the road upward passably safe

*"
--'••"There is a fair track to the top, made
byPkiaf, the work of many years but

, care is needed." . ."Mistress," said Mauvain,
"

didHarold
visit you!""

He did.""
And you are ready to worship him as a

.del of excellence and virtue ?'
:y'.'. Yonare villains, both of you," replied

::Margaret, withindignation ;
"

your pres-

ence inthis isle is a blotupon the land.""
You wrong the man who was once my

friend," said Mauvain,, gently ; "he is
worthy both of friendship and love. It

• has never !been my.fate to meet with a
gentleman more deserving of trust and
confidence. Good-night"

'\u25a0 But neither
-
Margaret nor • Joseph re-

turned the salutation, and Mauvain pur-
§V '-

ud tofiOJJ »\u25a0 -.-

I• *
\u25a0

*
\u25a0

*\u25a0' * ' - *7* _:

IRanf once more fancied he heard theI*
« » * *

Ranf once more fancied he heard the
hound of a man's voice ;it was faint and
indistinct, but upon listening intently it
came to his ears more clearly, and it was
his own name he seemed to hear.
"Ranf! Ranf!"

He walked downwards in the direction
of the sound, and cried : ."Is itmortal or

spirit who calls my name.""
Inhonest faith," was the answer, 7*'

at
this moment itis mortal but ifyou are
not quick, Ishall lose ray hold on earth,
literally and spiritually."

Every foot of the mountain was familiar
to the hunchback, and he knew that the
voice proceeded from one of the most dan-
gerous passes.

'
He needed no light to

guide him, and in a few moments he was
on his knees by the side of a precipice over
which the body of a man was hanging in
the most perilous position. The man had
caught hold of the thin twisted roots of a

slender tree, which by good fortune had
been laid bare by the rains, but his hold
was growing weaker, and his desperate

grasp and endeavors to raise himself had
loosened the earth about the young roots

to such an extent that, ifhe had been left
to himself, his fatewwuld have been speedy
and certain. Rauf peered into the man's
face ;their flesh almost touched.

"Harold the sculptor !""
Ranf the hunchback !"

Ranf spoke witha frown;Harold inal-
most a blithe tone.

"Beg yOur life!"cried Ranf.
"Ido, most humbly," said Harold, with

a faint laugh.
But before Ranf made this demand, his

arm was around the sinking man."
Gently, gently," said Harold; "lam

hurt. Ah!itis well. Take care ;do not

tear my vest ;there are memorials here in
the shape of flowers—flowers from the
grave 0, God,Ithank thee !"

And being safe upon solid earth, Harold
swooned away.

Ranf did not pause to decide upon his
course of action. He raised the insensible
body, and bore it with some tenderness to

his hut, where he laidit upon his bed.
"Notdead," he muttered, as he placed

his hand upon Harold's heart. "What are
these ? Flowers, as he said, and not quite
withered. From whose grave ?"

Harold opened his eyes, and for a little
whilethe men gazed at each other in si-
lence. Then Harold said faintly:

"IfIhad been told thatIshould ever
have owed my life to you, my friend and
foe,Ishould have laughed inthe speaker's
face.

'
Ihate and despise you to such a

degree that the ;obligation you have laid
me under is somewhat of a bitter joke.
Give me my flowers, Ranf. A short time
since 1 was beginning to admire you ;bet-
ter than that, Iwas beginning, as Ibe-
lieved, to do you justice. ButIhave dis-
covered that a deformed man is not neces-
sarily a noble and exemplary being, and
where Ionce despised, nowIhate you.""
Iwould not have it otherwise," said

Ranf.
: "To rob a man," continued Harold, "at

a critical crisis inhis life, of the respect
and sympathy of a good .woman

—
do

this by what must be slander— is the work
of a coward

—
and ycu are one ! It was to

tell you this that Idetermined to beard
you inyour den

—
such as you deserve no

better lodgment. Inthe dark, missing the

path, Islipped, and found myself hanging
between earth and well, that point is
yet to be clear to :my comprehension.
Have you any food inyour hut?"
"Ihave."
"Giveme some, and Iwillpay forit in

my heart's blood, or yours. Iam at the

present moment so weak and famished that
if you were to press your fingers on ;my
throat, Ishould not have strength to resist
an abrupt introduction into another world.
Ihave not tasted food since yesterday
morning. Without being much of an arith-
metician, Ishould say Ihave a thirty-six
hours' hunger upon me ;.'and as you may
guess, hunchback, Ihave hitherto lived
upon the fat of the land, and have never
known want— which makes my case worse
than that of.a poor wretch who is used to

starvation. Then lam hurt ;my leftarm
is terribly gashed. . Nay, let '\u25a0 it alone ;it
willnot be improved by your nursing.
Give me food, coward and slanderer."

Ranf placed food upon the table and two

bottles of wine, and Harold rose without
assistance, and pouring into a 'wooden
measure fullhalf of the bottle, drank itin
one long, deep, satisfying draught. Setting
down the measure, he partook of the food,

justifying his plea of hunger by the eager-
ness withwhich he ate.

-
''lam strong again," he said. "Ire-

tract a wordIhave twice applied to you.
Ranf, you are no coward, but yoi must

have within your
'
breast the heart of a

fiend. AbIwas toiling up this mountain
there passed by me .a man and a woman.
They almost discovered .me, . but Isuc-
ceeded inkeeping myself from their sight.
Have they been here?*' :

:7
"
:Yes." ;.:;:7;;y . y \u0084

:.M<;yy
"Itwillnot interest ,me to learn upon

>

what errand, but itmust have been a mo-

mentous one, that a woman should be im-
pelled to take such a journey."

Truly, the mountain is growing in re-
pute," said Ranf ;

"
this is a ,memorable

day inits history. You have promised to

pay for the
- food you have eaten in your

heart's blood or mine. The payment will
be sufficient ;Ishall exact it.""Nothing willplease me better.

'
But

yon are unarmed :Ihave my sword, as

you see."
Ranf produced two rapiers, and placed

them on the table.
"

The moon is rising,"
he said ;"itwill be light soon upon the
mountain, and we shall finda piece of level
ground without an altarupon which you

< shall meet with justice. ... God has sent you

here to meet it,and on this,night, at this
hour, of all nights and hours inour lives.
Iwould not; change shapes with you for
the - wealth of;the stars. You,are not,

worth even a hunchback's hate." j"
may,be as you say," said •Harold

thoughtfully, "and that this hour may lie
my last. }For my part,Iam weary of life,
and shall yielditup not unwillingly. But
before we cross swords— -hid no idea,

Ranf, that you were skilled in fence, but
you are admirable ineverything itseems—
Iwould have something made plain to me.
It willbe .light[enough outside ifor.1 our
purpose, but

'
light is;required 7 here

"—he

touched his breast. :"Yesterday it was in
; my power to bring relisf to. the heart of a-

suffering woman !".
y

'"
Use names," said' Ranf, sternly ;• "the

time is past for subterfuge." \u0084{"
"Not before ;yesterday, was Imade ac-

quainted '- with the ;true , particulars of
the story of Margaret and Clarice;Ilearnt
them in an interview withjMauvain, and,
renouncing his friendship lhave touched
you,'I;perceive ;iyou are 'but :a ;clumsy
wizard, after all— went at once to Mar-

garet Sylvester, and;revealed .to her ,all
that ';'Ihad learned. c For my innocent
share inClarice's sad story r—

"
"

Innocent share!" exclaimed Ranf,'

withdeepest scorn ;
"

you proclaim that to

me, who but an hour ago gave that wronged
unhappy woman's confession intothe hands

of her sister !
"

"
For my innocent share," repeated Har-

old, "inthat sad story, Ido hold myself
blameless ;Iam guilty, and deserve pun-
ishment and condemnation— but not;at

your hands, hunchback— at the hands of a
higher Power. Yet have Idone no wrong,
and had Iknown whatIhave lately learnt
Iwould have shed my,best I blood in
Clarice's service. Never was man more
repentant— never ;was man mora heart-

stricken than Iwhen, won to, Margaret

Sylvester's side by her almost saintly de-
votion and Icourage, Iwent to her house,

and related to her allthat Iknew. Will

it help you to an understanding ;of my
feelings ifItell you thatIloved, Clarice
with a most earnest love, and that ifIhad

not been ;misled ,and deceived by my
friend, her lifemight have been happy and
honored? lake it for what you deem it

worth— is the truth. Then, when Mar-
garet Sylvester, judging me by an inward
light, believing in my sympathy and my

sorrow, held out to me the hand of for-
giveness

—
when, knowing Ihad no roof to

cover me, no soul to speak to in all the
length and breadth of this Silver Isle,

she begged me to accept— God bless her for

it I—the hospitality of her home—you, by

a slanderous message, destroy my hope,
and rob me of the sweetest comfort that
was ever offered to the heart of an un-
happy man. What was in your message
concerning me ?

"
"Itold her that Iknew she. had visited

Mauvain ;Iwarned her to believe not a
word she heard from your lips or from

Mauvain's. Isaid that for your own pur-
poses you would lie and lie and that of
the two \u25a0 you were the more subtle villain
or* the two—as Ishould prove to her by
the writtentestimony of her own sister."

-
"Ican understand now whyshe turned

me from her house. ;But ifyou have done
me a wrong,"and come to the knowledge of
it, you would right me ?"

"You,or any man.""
Have you proved to Margaret Sylves-

ter what you promised ?"
"Ihave proved itto her this very night.

She departed from this hut with the proofs
of your villainyin her possession."
"

Ranf, you are mad or dreaming !''

Ranf smiled scornfully. "There is here a
deeper mystery than any I\u25a0 have en-
countered. ::Itmust not remain

'
so. \My

honor .is at stake. Deal with me fairly,

as man to man. Cast aside for a little
while all suspicion of me, and assist
me to probe the heart of this mystery.

Imet Clarice firstby accident, inMauvain's
company, on the night on which she and
Margaret were treacherously

'
separated.

From that night Isaw neither her nor

Mauvain for two years, and when ;we
met again she and Mauvain were together.
Isaw

'
that Clarice was unhappy—

she had a secret grief, and at times I
urged her, out of the deep respect and
sympathy Ihad for her out of the deep

loveIbore her, but of which Inever in-

sulted her by speaking —to confide inme.
Honestly Idesired to help her;but she
kept her heart closed, saying sometimes
that of allmen in the worldIwas the man

she would have chosen to confide in, bad
not

-
her faith and trust inhuman nature

been irretrievably shattered. Farther than
thatInever went ;nor did:she. ;To the
last day I\beheld her Itreated her with
such tenderness and respect as Iwould
have "-; treated an honored sister. .\ Now,
what grounds have you for slandering me,
and for bringing her name in injurious con-
nection with mine ?""

Did Mauvain have another friend of
the name of Harold?"
y"

None other."
"Had you a friend, bearing your

name
"No."

The testimony which convicts you is
written by Clarice herself in a Biblegiven

: to her by her father ;that Bible is now in
t Margaret Sylvester's hands.' It is in the

form of a diary, written by Clarice from
day to day,

' in which she describes the
manner in which she was wooed and be-
trayed. That record is one of almost in-'
credible :baseness, and the name of her

I lover and betrayer is freely
"
used. The

! name is Harold and you are he !"
"As there is a heaven above us, and a

iGod around us," cried Harold, "whatever
1 name is there written, it is not I!.Do you

'\u25a0 know the truth when you hear , it? Or is
your mind as crooked .as your .body
Never have my lips pressed Clarice's cheek !
Never has my tongue uttered a word

1to her which my _ own mother might not
have heard. , AgainIrepeat, Itreated her
as an honored sister. Except in believing
what Mauvain told me of her, Inever' wronged the suffering girl in thought or

;deed

\ Ranf gazed steadily at Harold, who met
his gaze unflinchingly. WfS&y':.'-\u25a0'. .::
. ."If what you :say is true," said Ranf,
"youhave been grievously slandered— but
not by me, nor .by

'
Clarice. . Search your

mind for a clue." y yy :

\u0084"Ican find none."
;.. ;"Absolutely none?"

"Absolutely none." _'/
A singular smile crossed Kant's lips, and

he ,inclined ,his ;head to the door. "Do
; you hear nothing ?" iill§l

"Nothing."
\u0084 ;
','My ears have been more keenly trained

to sound than
-

yours. There ;are steps

. upon the mountain listen now ;"; they are
Iapproaching, nearer nearer 1" '".He threw'

open the door ;the mountain was bathed
:in *moonlight

—
and -. coming .'.up )the path

1 whichRanf with infinitelabor had formed
was a man whose face was set towards the
ihut.

"
You should know him,"skid Ranf,

y Itis Mauvain," said Harold, almost in

a whisper. V-7
'

."•""\u25a0-':'-.--
--y "Itis Mauvain," replied Ranf.

'
"Can

you not S find a!clue in your mind to this
Ifalse use of your name,' ifitis false,*' as you

!may soon discover ? /Is it not possible that
!Clarice's lover/ for purposes of his own not

jdifficult to understand, for some time con-

Icealed his own name and wooed her in the

name of an" absent friend ? The deception
could not be kept up forever, and when it

was Iconfessed,
"'
it*neither .. lessened "< nor

added to her shame. Say that this is pos-
sible—what near friend would:occur Ito

your mind as likelyto use you for his pur-
pose

'

"Mauvain !" cried Harold.
\u25a0-'
"

Aye, Mauvain," said Ranf ;and at that
moment :Mauvain

'

came straight through

the moonlight, and stood upon the threshold
of the hut.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
-*y.'. .THE CHALLENGE. \u25a0'."','."Welcome," said* Ranf, • with a bright

glitter inhis eyes. .
"

Had you timed your
visit with mathematical

'
precision, it could

not have been more opportune. .Inever
hoped for the honor of receivingMauvain
beneath roof of mine ;* this is a night in
my lifenot to be forgotten."
;'Mauvain did not

*

immediately speak ;
the presence of Harold surprised him, and
he. looked from one to the other inirresolu-
tion and doubt. Harold said; no word,
but kept his eyes fixed upon Mauvain's
face, witba stern and thoughtful meaning.

Ranf . continued :\u25a0" Have you come to
bring me news from the old world? ;Ileft
so many friends there, who are doubtless
anxious formy welfare! Itis long since
we met, Mauvain. You have aged ;Imiss
a certain brightness in you. Hearing foot-
steps on the mount, Iobserved that they
lacked elasticity and lightness, and indeed
your whole manner is wanting in gaiety.
Witoout. doubt your journey must have
fatigued you, but you have certainly aged ;
your time is coming ! Mauvain, there is
wine ;Ihave drank at your expense, drink
now at mine. No ? Well,Iconfess it is
presumptuous in me to expect the con-
descension. To business, then. What brings
you here ?

"
"Iam here," said Mauvain, deliberately,

"to punish a knave for presumption, and
to teach him that itis dangerous to use the
name of his betters as freely asIhave rea-
son to suppose youhave used mine."

.'.* There are more ways than one of
using names,

"
retorted Ranf, "as you may

presently learn."
Were you what you once were," said

Mauvain, "a serf and dependent of mine,
Iwould have you whipped."
;"As you have had others, standing by

the while to enjoy the torture and
'

the
degradation of what was likely a higher
nature than your own. Such enjoyment
cannot now be yours ;we are ina free land.
How, then, do you propose to punish my
presumption ? IByphysical ormoral force ?
In either case, Mauvain, you will find
yourself at a disadvantage."
"Icannot liftyou to my level; I

descend to yours. You have rapiers on
the table. Icommence my lesson thus."
He raised his jeweled cane and was ad-
vancing towards Ranf when Harold inter-
posed.

This quarrel is mine, Mauvain ;you
must first give me satisfaction." \ Mauvain
recoiled, and his cane dropped to the
ground.
'"
Ithought, Harold, we had settled our

affairs."
"So thought I;

'

but within. this last
hour Ihave had cause to believe you had

fixeda deeper wrong upon me than any I
have endured."
'"

Within this last hour ! Then youhave
heard itfrom the lips of that slave !

"
"Itis through RanfIhave learnt it."

. And you would set his word against
mine, Harold ?

" ';
"No. \AmIfree to speak, Ranf ?" y,

'•"Entirely free. Itis your honor that is
at stake, not mine."

"IfIfind you have deceived me, your

life shall answer for it."- "This is no time for threat or boast.
Settle first with him.1He willneither lie
nor equivocate. Ifhe does either, Ihave
a witness in the valleybelow

"—
he looked

out of the door, which was open ; the
mists were rolling away, and the moon-
light shone over the lovelyplains—"lhave
a witness in the valley below who will
bring his shame and his

'guilt home to
him.

*
y•:

"
Youare in league, I!perceive,'.' said

Mauvain, haughtily.
"

What deeper
wrong than any you have advanced have :I
done you

'

"If what Isuspect is true, you have
used my name for a b.se and shameful
purpose. One* moreIrecall the name of
Clarice. You know in what esteem Iheld
her. :You know Iloved her, and how
through 'her, iby means of your

'

own
calumnious words with respect to her, I
lostmy faith in woman's purity.. Was it
necessary that you should be guilty of a

double betrayal? Was 'it neoessary to
your ;purpose

' that ? you
'
should. woo an

innocent, trusting, helpless girl, and bring
her to shame, in the name of a friend, con-
cealing your own because you were fear-
ful of using it?"

' .
A deadly pallor crept over Mauvain

face.
- '\u25a0'\u25a0 '-' y<

"Learn something more," said Ranf to
Harold. "In that friend's name a cere-

mony was 'performed 'which:Clarice
'

be-
lieved was an honorable ;7 marriage. It
was a trick worthy of what had gone be-
fore." .
:Harold's lips quivered at this new testi-

mony, and his face .grew as white "as
Mauvain's. \u25a0 "t^j
"Iawait your answer," he said.," Did

you thus .use my name and conceal your
own?

*
You willnot speak ? By heaven,

yousb&lli"-:- \u25a0\u25a0' y
'"'

-
Mauvain raised his hand gently. y '

"There is no need for:violent words,
Harold," he said, in a low, soft voice."

What Idid was done with no intent to
injure you." V

'* y y-"*y.
ir','Jesuit!" cried Harold.

'
Iwillhave

an answer, straight to the point U Did you

woo Clarice, and ;go through a false mar-

riage with her, in my;name ? Answer, as
you are a gentleman yes or no !"P
,y"Yes." :\u25a0::.:"•- \u25a0- ::.<y:-y-.-\u25a0'. .-^'-v!.;>-i ;

J., Harold covered his face with his hands,
as though to shut out the consciousness of
villainy soIbase. :

'For a minute "or V two

there was silence. Then Harold rose, and
saying sternly, "There remains but this,
took one of the rapiers from the table, and
pointed outside. V

"
Ranf, you willconduct

us to your plot of level ground—your altar
of justice. Come," he said to Mauvain,"

there is no question of inequality be-
tween ;us. =We are both gentlemen, God
help us !"'..*-;
,s But Mauvain did not stir.

- _:
":' "Icannot fight with you, Harold, he
said, tenderly. \u25a0

-
vi"-" •-"'\u25a0:.'-. \u25a0'-\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0:\u25a0 :" '\u25a0\u25a0

You must ! There is no escape for

you\or me. . Itis the last night on earth
for one." "'v7'- '. ;:i::r

"' . , \u25a0 .lix ,'>Mauvain looked at him with wistful,

imploringeyes. - -'

. "Harold!" „ ._ ':-'.
? "You hesitate still ;Coward ! and
withopen

*hand, Harold struck \u25a0 Manvain

fullinthe face.7 -...* '\u0084. '';:
"

y
'

'.': iTobe continued. ) J

EASTERN MAGAZINES.

THE POPULARITY OF SCIENCE IK
AMERICA. :Z

Boston Periodicals" from New.York Fyes—
*

AMonthly that Steadily Loses—•
An:Ancient" Review.

~~
New York, October 8, 1550. ;;.. :.

,The Popular^ Science Monthly,- precisely
what its name

'
implies, 'ifone of the most

valuable periodicals inthe republic. Itis
popular inits contents :and popular in a

commercial sense, having an actual circula-
tion;'it is said, of 12,000 to14,000 copies,
which is very large for a magazine of this
sort. y More interest, as you know,' is felt
inscience in this country than in any coun-
try of Europe, owing doubtless to the wide
diffusion ;of knowledge, and

"
the general

readiness of -" the" people to embrace new
ideas. European \u25a0 scientists have noticed
and

-
commented f on .' this, .and judged

very favorably thence of the intel-
lectual character >of the :;citizens of
the yNewiV World. . Our y public ' lib-
raries report a very large proportion 'of
the books taken out as scientific ones, 7 and
they are taken out frequently 'by people
destitute of regular education, and in the.
lower ranks of 'life, showing that science
has jreallygot hold of the ;understanding
and excited j the sympathy of the people.
No mouth ly in\u25a0' the .;Union has a., better
foundation than

.-'.'• "the popular science."
It:is ;:30 years old;- is $5 a year, or 50

cents a number, and pays its publishers,
D. -; Appleton s &;Co., \u25a0 handsomely, 7 since

nearly all its papers are selected ;so that
the :expense of original contributions is
saved.. It ha? been enlarged lately, and
is, Ihear, steadily increasing. \u25a0'-> Its editor
is Edwin L.Youmans (associated withhis
sister, Eliza Youmans), a native of Albany,
occupied from boyhood withscientific pur-
suits. When but 12 or 13, he contracted a
malady of the eyes, which deprived him of
sight for several years. During his blind-
ness, his sister read to him six or seven
hours a day, and after he had recovered
his vision, aided him:in making experi-
ments in chemistry. 'His misfortune led
him to the subject of ocular illustration in
science and to the publication of his "Chem-
ical Chart of Colored Diagrams

"
for the

use of schools. . Allhis life he has been a
hard student, and having ?'.-;*•.' *v

. A WIFE OF MEAN'S,

And being withoutchildren, he can follow
his studies without the embarrassments
and distractions of pecuniary unindepend-
ence.° He has traveled much abroad, and
is on intimate terms with

'
the leading

savants of Europe. He is an intimate
friend of Herbert Spencer, and they have
traveled much

'together abroad. ; Now in
his 59th year, and scarcely able to use his
eyes, he is an enthusiast in science ;is per-
petually thinking, studying or dictating,
except when he eats and sleeps. . Inno
sense gregarious, he can \u25a0-' rarely . lie per-
suaded into society of any kind, unless it
be of the scientific :order. Youmans is
regularly engaged by the Appletons, edit-
ing .nearly all the scientific works they
publish. | As may be inferred, he is an un-
compromising rationalist, though tolerant
of all opinions, even the most orthodox.
The Appletons also publish the Art Jour-
nal, edited by - Oliver li.Bunce, at $9 a
year, sold by subscription only, and are re-
ported to have done well with itinthe four
or five years since they have set it up. It
contains some original matter, to which
the firmis not partial, albeit the bulk of
it is selected. Its feature is engravings
from pictures of note, many of which are
very good. These sell the periodical ;but
naturally the sale is limited, aud yet re-
munerative.

-
«

* [.:,,
"THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW," ;'•

Which has been modernized and contem-
porized by its owner, AllenTheodore Rice,
is published, or properly:printed -by the
Appletons. While magazines have been
dying or changing their form, the North
American has been issued more frequently.
After having been a Boston |quarterly Ifor
more than sixty years, Rice purchased •-it,
and turned itinto a bi-monthly, and |with
the January number of last year itbecame
a monthly. For J the past two ;or three
years ithas been published here, and since
it has passed into Rice's hands— he is the
editor it has materially altered its char-
acter. Before that it was solid, solemn,
heavy, ;old-fashioned— a" periodical,

'
New

Yorkers said with irreverence, to-be read
approvingly, and even admiringly, by the
Adams family and all the old fossilsIand
barnacles that adhere to Plymouth Rock,
Faneuil Halland the ancient institutions
of Massachusetts. Generation after gene-
ration .' tried to read it, fell asleep and
was gathered to itsfathers.

'
One publisher

preceded ;another. Nobody made •.' or
dreamed of making money out of it that
would not have comported Iwith the pro-
prieties of veteran respectability inBeacon
street itvegetated on fromdecade to de-
cade, causing not a milejin the literary
sea, livingan unvarying, 7acceptably; mo-
notonous death. IThe few hundred jread-
ers ithad were the only persons jconscious
of its being. Certain men wrote for it on
subjects of antique date for which nobody
cared, and received, 1when willingto take

Cay, $3 a page for their ponderous contri-
utions.; In some sense it was the /yy'.',,'

,A,CRADLE OF PERIODICAL
1

LITERATURE j

In America, and was for thirty-five years
the most creditable publication of the kind
we had. j

'
As 'other periodicals, like the

Knickerbocker, \u25a0 Putnam's and the Atlantic,
appeared, itwas left behind inpoint ofen-
terprise and interest, although, consoling
reflection, it never failed to be eminently
respectable and exceptionally :dignified.
Under the old dispensation it was never
known • to

'
attract \u25a0 attention "jsave Iwhen

James Parton was engaged, just after the
close of the war, to write an article for it
on Daniel Webster.'; Hisarticle was capital,
and ->created

'
such

"
a sensation - that ;hun-

dreds
'
of|intelligent

"
persons were made

aware, for the :first, time, of the existence
of the Review. 'iy. Some of them \ may have
heard their fathers speak of it, but most of
them imagined ithad long before gone to
its grave. Parton r

RUTHLESSLY SHATTERED THE IDOL
"

Which Boston had so devoutly worshiped.
Instead of the god-like Daniel into which
ithad elevated him, the clever author pre-
sented him as an animal with a big brain,
sluggish, sensual,'; selfish, who allowed
himself to be a pensioner on the bounty of
State street, and iwho had no moral prin-
ciple whatever.* His gigantic intellect alone
redeemed .him from bestiality ;"\u25a0 his head
was a mental machine capable of prodigious
performances ;the rest ofhim was physical
appetite and self-indulgence. Imagine how
solid Bostonians wouldreceive this !They
were:simply

-
horrified, and

'
believed that

Parton should be burned at the stake. They
pronounced [it!disgraceful, .infamous, and
lamented that they should have livedtosee
the day when the grand oldRe vino should
so demean itself—should so shame all its
antecedents. Parton had told a great
deal "^ of ;

- truth he \is * far more care-
ful of his \ facts than *he "=has ?J received
credit "'.-. for—and '-.*„\u25a0 it -jf.was \u25a0/ .!the ,"* truth
which hurt.*'- To refer to the early days of
the .-'"•'North American 'is likereviving an-
tiquity. Its \u25a0 first. editor was William
Tredor, a

"'
forgotten :. litterateur, one ';of

the '*. founders of --.& the Athenaum *rk;in
Boston,"? and

'
our

'
Consul ;toiLima X fifty-

five years ';ago. Williami.Ellery 4Char-
ming,. the

"
eloquent \Unitarian,clergyman,

and the late Richard Henry Dana, were his
successors. IThen came

'
Edward :Everett,

•Tared ?
:Sparks, "r

'
Alexander yH. Everett

(brother of Edward Everett), whordied in
Canton 1.while acting as Commissioner to
China \in.1847. '^John G. Palfrey, divine
and historianJ' Francis Bo wen, scholar and
political economist, and Oliver W. B. Pea-
*..-.--;\u25a0•

'

.-- *c
~ • y \u25a0 \u25a0,-.' -. '-\u25a0 -. . \u25a0 ,\u25a0• . . \u0084 --..-\u25a0. . i .\u25a0'..--"\u25a0A.-rT

body, writer and professor, also occupied
the sacred chair with other worthies. Irv.
ing, \u25a0'HaUeck, ? Paulding, ii.Bryant, 8Dana,
Drake, and most of the writersofa by-gone
time, were more or less frequent ;contribu-
tors to the view, whose back volumes are
the literary mile stones:.* fie past.

-
To-

day the North¥American bieiith.. the air
of ,\c; the|last ;quarter of :the

-
ninteenth

century, 7:and ;seems ;to . be r fen. ewhat
modeled }ouI.1'. tne

'
English !magazine -\u25a0 of

that iname. y Rice, who
*

is rich, is
ambitious \u25a0', to. make J itya .power .and
an influence in American thought, and his
ambition is surely more laudable than that
of many of jour young . men who seek jdis-
tinction by driving coaches, as he once did,
playing

'
polo,

-
leading the German and

staring out of
'.' FIFTH AVENUE CLFB WINDOWS.

He :has improved it greatly, and has
brought it abreast of th • time.;-He is a

New Euglander by birth,Ibelieve, who was

educated 'at :Oxford (England), and who
believes that the literary center of the lie-
public must soon be where the commercial
center is.r .His aim still is to make the
Review solid, but interesting and brilliant
at the same time, and he is working hard
to this end. The recompense he oners is
not lvery liberal 'a :page

—though, as
the pages !contain only 500 words, itis as
liberalas any of the magazines. Writers
for the periodicals should not expect their
writing:to be very profitable. If they
have such expectation, they are doomed to
disappointment. They should look for
their chief reward in the satisfaction they
get from expressing th ir thought..

, "the catholic world"
Is a very good magazine of the theological
sort, containing many interesting papers,
but nearly all bordering on or connected
withclerical issues. Its editor is Rev. I.
T. Hecker, an American-born priest, who
has the reputation of possessing much tal-
ent and culture. 'Allits contributors are,
Ithink, Roman Catholics ;ail its writing
naturally has the tone of the Church, and
is often narrow and intolerant. How can
it be otherwise ? The assumption of in-
fallibilitynecessitates narrowness and in-
tolerance. The magazine has a circulation
of 6,000 or 7,000, and is not, probably, re-
munerative directly, though it may be as
an organ of the faith. Its age is 15 years.
Itincludes considerable selected matter,
and much of its work is done by priests,
and, in aIliterary sense, done very well.
This must be so, for very few professional
authors are Catholic, or in truthreligionists
of any sort.
"
the

"
Atlantic's" past and present.

The Atlantic, although not so good as it
has been, is still,unquestionably, the best
literary monthly the* country has given
birth to. When begun, __ years ago, it
had no rival worthy of the;name,
and in many things - it keeps the
lead. The particularly shining names
which first commended 'it to public
favor, such as Nathaniel !Hawthorne,
Ralph . Waldo Emerson, Oliver Wendell
Holmes, Cornelius C. Felton, Henry W.
Longfellow, James Russell Lowell, appear
either not at all or very seldom, owing to
the death of some and the absorbing occu-
pation of others. Albeit Longfellow and
Holmes, Whittier and Lowell stillsing on
its pages, their songs ;are

'rare, and may-
hap more welcome for their rarity. A
younger race of men supplies the place of
the older, and many of those are gifted and
graceful. jLatterly the magazine has had
more solidity and less speculation— papers
on politics, political economy, national
issues and international questions having
taken the place of airy, aentimento-phil-
oaophic essays. Already it has had fiveor
six publishers, and not one of them, Iven-
ture to say, has found it iniany degree
profitable. Itis, belike, doing as wellnow
as it has been for years, though scarcely
making money. Itis not so liberalintone
or payment as formerly. Itused 'to pay
$250 a paper to its best writers, whether it
made seven, eight or ten pages ;but now
-SlO is deemed a high rate §6 to §7 being
the general figure. - It no ;longer pays on
acceptance either, and authors are often
forced to wait a year or two for checks
which they should have had when their
work :was done. 7 The Atlantic has had
three editors, not \u25a0 counting assistants
James Russell Lowell, who knew

A GOOD THING ON INSTINCT,

But who had no method, and no concep-

tion of business. He very frequently
carried off manuscripts, it is reported,
mislaid or lost them, and caused the pub-
lishers endless trouble. Itis strange that
a poet, and therefore a man of imagination
and sympathy, can be so oblivious of the
rights of other authors. James T.Fields
was the second editor, and. restored order
out of chaos.

- He • has the name here
perhaps falsely— being very self-appre-
ciative, of addictedness to lion-hunting
and to repetition of stories he has made
familiar by much telling; but .he is en-
tertaining in his

- way, and he under-
stood the duties of ;his office.
William , D. Howells, the present
editor, is the best, on the whole, of the
three, and is an extraordinary product of
the composing-room. Although one of the
finest writers lin the republic, and master
of a delightful style, he owes most of his
education to himself. IBorn at a village in
Ohio, he learned printing in his father's
office at Hamilton and Dayton, and worked
pretty steadily at the case from his twelfth
to his nineteenth year. He then went to
Columbus as Legislative correspondent of
the Cincinnati Gazette, and two years later
became jeditorof the Ohio State 'Journal.
He began contributing to the Atlantic at
23—he is now 43 and was appointed Con-
sul at Venice at 25, remaining abroad three
years. After 'some literary skirmishing
here, he repaired toBoston, and was made
assistant ,editor .of ,-. the magazine :until
Fields retired, when he was appointed his
successor. The Atlantic has the most brill-
iant jlist ofIcontributors in

-
the country.

Independent of - the
'
older authors, there

are Stoddard, Stedman, Henry James, Jr.,
Howells, Aldrich, Warner, Clemens, De
Forest, Grant White, Higeinson, Weiss,
Parton, Piatt, Bret Harte, Joaquin Miller,
Fawcett, and nearly all the cleverest men
of the country, as well as such women as
Harriet Spofford, .Celia Thaxter, Harriet
Stowe,' Helen Hunt, Louise Moulton, Kate
Hillard, Sallie Woolsey, Kate Field, Rose
Terry Cooke, Lucy Larcom and Constance
Woolson. Its circulation varies from15,000
to 20,000, and is now, Iam told, about
15,000.

• "lippincott's
"

(Philadelphia) is the only magazine jproper
left. Itis 11 years old, and has a circula-
tion,'Ihear, of not more than 10,000. "It
is

'
decidedly readable \u25a0 and ably-edited by

John Foster Kirk; but it is not very en-

terprising, nor very liberal in its dealings.
Inits character it is more|provincial than
cosmopolitan, most of its contributors

*
ap-

pearing to be Pennsylvanians. J." B."Lid-
pincott &Co.' appear to.regard keeping it
up as !\u25a0! desirable ;>r but v: theyijdo -y. not
pretend that it is other than a loss,' or that
ithas ever been. It"is reported " that its
expense falls some §1,500 behind its cost
on each number ;Iso that it is not impossi-
ble jjthat |the •publishers |may tire of the
heavy drain upon their jexchequer, as the
publishers of the Galaxy,' Putnam's, Ap-
pleton's Journal and others have tired.
m\The whole jhistory of magazines "in-,the
United States is disheartening to the jpol-
icy of putting one forward, and the manor
men who shall venture to publish any new
monthly are deserving of consideration for
their hopefulness J and. audacity, whatever
may be said of.their foresight and 7 discre-
tion. . ..Chaubert. f

111'1Cheerfully »Recommend Hammer's
Cascara Sagrada'- Bitters '*\u25a0 for ;dyspepsia
habitual ;constipation |and.liver complaint
They have made me a wellman. y. „,:-..•. \y "R.. T)avt_. 411 TC street Sacramento. j

';: Brrtai'd's Iktallisls Isjsctios.
—

i'tie famous

French remedy for gonorrhoea, gleet, etc M. S.
Hammer, Sacramento, agent for Pacific coast. '.Sen*
C. O.D.to any address. \u25a0/\u25a0_" J. .' >
'

Hammer's Gltcibols orTar, forcoughs and colds,
Try it.

-
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UNLIKE PILLS
\ And the Usual Purgatives,

IS PLEASANTJO TAKE:
7 Anilwillprove at once the most potent
ami harmless SYSTEM

=
INNOVATOR

;and :CLEANSER that has yet bow
brought to public notice, For COXSTI-'
PATIOX, :BILIOUSNESS, ;HEAD-

-ACHE, PILES, andallJisonlers arising

from an obstructed state of the system, it
13 incomparably the lust curolia extant.

vTROPIC-FRUIT LAXATIVEis pat
np inbronzed tinboxes only. Avoidimi-

jtations. Ask your druggist for Descrip-
-7 tivePamphlet, or address the proprietor,

J. E. HETHERINGTON*,

New York or San Francisco

THE I'Ni.Y GENUINB

ELECTRIC BELTS
Band* and Appliances for the cur.' of Nervous.
Chronic, and Special Diseases, •*• manufactured
ty the >taP'ffWrffiag^BIMMIBMB.iMILLB
'
PULYEMACHEE GALVANIC CO.

513 Montgomery St., San Francisco, Cal.
Send for free Descriptive Pamphlet and "Tho

Electric Review"" containing full|earlirulars.
lßLAvoid venders cf .ojrus iv.is and Appli-

ances of every iii.mo ami nature, especially Iho
tricky concerns who pretend (on paper) to send
so-called Electric Belts, etc., on trial.
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PERRY DAVIS'

PAP KILLER
18 &PURELY VEGETABLE

For INTERNAL and EXTERNAL Use.
nAIU'\u25a0 VIIICD h" never failed when nKOa
rAINMLitIt accori'linit to printrd dire*.
tions inc'.nmni.- each bottle, andisperfectly saf. even
in the most inexperienced /lands,

PAIN KILLER £&S°<£9£&C
IDinrrhn-a, Uysentery, Crawl** Cuoiera,

and allboicel Comnlaints.
r^^ n̂trmt ~1

PAIN KILLER I TI^EREST remedy
rAIFI l-ILLEJIfcnmvu forSou Sick new.
Kick Ileadncbe, Pain Inthe Back or Side,

. Kbcuinatiani, and Neuralgia. .. _ ____
PAIN KILLER £S_3_S^%S?3PAIN KILLERi.i.\ii»kntsiaoe. fi

1I'rinfmspeedy and permanent relief in all cases or
ItruiHca, Cuts, Sprains, Severe Burns, etc.
I_ A111 VIIICD is the well-tried and trusted
;PAIN.IVILLtKfriend of the.Mechanic,

Farmer, Planter, Sailor,and in fact allclasses
wanting: a medicine always at hand, and sen to

\u25a0m Internally or externally withcertainty

CsfNo family can afford to tw without this In.
valuable remedy inthe house. Itsprice brings 11
within tha reach of all,and it willannually aave
many times its cost indoctors* bills.

--
\u2666

- - • • ,
Sol 1be alldruggist* at S-O. OOc. *:.1eft a bottle*.

aERRY DAVIS &SON, Providence- R. la
Proprletcx-a*
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Union India Rubber Co.'s——
r_R_ TAXA on

CRACK PROOF
RUBBER BOOTS and COATS.

B*EWARE OF IMITATIONS!-BE SURE the
Boots are stamped CRACK PROW-' on the

heels, and nave the PURE GUM SPRINGS on the
foot and instep, which prevent their cracking or
breaking. .'They will last ice as loiur as any
others manufactured.

far For Sale by all Dealers. '*>_

_3T ALL KINDS RUBBER BELTING, PACK-
ING, HOSE, SPRINGS, CLOTHING, BOOTS AND
SHOES, ETC.

———
:
'

Goodyear Rubber Co.
R. H. PEASE, Jr., ) Agents,
S. M. RUNY' N, iSan Francisco.
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afISTETTErt|jy CELEBRATED A

fefek ,_"• STOMACH (^IITT|RS
* The accumulated evidence of nearly thirty year.
show that the Bitters is a certain remedy formalarial
disease, as well as its surest preventive; that it
eradicates dyspepsia, constipation,- liver complaint
and nervousness ;icounteracts a tendency to gout,
rheumatism, urinary and uterine disorders ;that it
imparts vigor.to. the feeble,' and cheers the mind
while itinvigorates the body. .

-\u25a0 For sale by alldruggists and dealers generally.
'.."\u25a0\u25a0- \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0 .:*,'.• 02-lmTnTh3 \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0

FRIEND & TERRY
LUMBERICOMPANY.

'

MANUFACTURERS, WHOLESALE^ AND Rfc
Itail t Dealers -.in every kind, and variety

of,BUILDING;and FINISHING TIMBER and

LUMBER.
1__T. Cargo*,

**
Car-loads <i and Special ©rdor*

promptly
-

filled, and shipped direct from the
OREGON, REDWOOD and SUGAR PINK MILLI
ol the Company. ;;y^ -if;?, il-.y-'- thsistti i-'
Gk.sr-1. Owict,' No. 1310 S«oos» Sr-rar, smut M.
Br__ch Tabs, Coki«sii Twelfth [*H_ J Strum
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