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Probably the greatest immediate and
lasting good ever done any nation by a
single work of fiction was effected by the
“Nicholas Nickleby” of Charles Dickens.

During the early part of the present
century the private schools, and particu-
larly the boys’ schools of England, with a
few mnotable exceptions like that of
Rugby, were the most infamous in the
world. Ifthere can be superiority in in-
famy, Yorkshire stood first and best.
Dickens himself said of its private school-
masters: ‘“‘Traders in the avarice, indif-
ference or imbecility of parents, and the
beiplessness of children; ignorant, sordid,
brutal men, to whom few
persons would have entrusted the board
and lodging of a horse or dog; they
formed the worthy corner-stone of a
structure which, for absurdity and a mag-
nificent high-minded laisses-aller me-
glect, has rarely been exceeded in the
world.”

How Dickens’ grand and humane ge-
nius came to espouse the cause of the
hosts of helpless and outraged children
in England is a pleasing reminiscence of
his magnificent literary career. The
English-speaking world was still in rap-
tures over his first success under the nom-
de-piume of *“Boz.”’ His publishers,
Chapmani& Hall, of London, had immedi-
ately engaged another work from his pen,
to appear in parts. Its plan and scope
were still subjects for discussion, and,
under the burdens and impositions of the
Young aunthor’s new relation to men and
things, a grievous and desperate anxiety
to Dickens himself. In this condition of
unrest and perturbation, there floated
into his mind a misfy rehabilitation o
his own vague childish fancies regardingf
Yorkshire schools. He tells of these in
his own inimitable way in the last pre-
face written by him for ““Nicholas Nickle-
by.” He says: “I cannot call to mind
now how I came to hear about Yorkshire
schools when I was not a very robust
child sitting in by-places near Rochester
Castle, with a head full of Partridge, Strap,
Tom Pipe and Sancho Panza; but 1 know
that my first impressions of them were
picked up at that time, and that they were
somehow or other connected with a sup-
purated abscess that some boy had come
home with, in consequence of his York-
shire guide, philosopher and friend hav-
ing ripped it open with an inky pen-
knife.”

Here was opportunity for a great and
merciful motive in fiction. With a boon
companion, Halbot Browne, Dickens left
London a few weeks before Christmas of
1837. The two made a thorough pilgrim-
age of Yorkshire on the old post-chaise
routes, gathering, under all manner of
pretenses, every possible faet bearing on
the accursed system; consulting files of
old newspapers in York and neighboring
cities for records of damage suits brought
against proprietors of these schools for
cruelty; wheedling his way into this ob-
scure den and forcing his way into that
one; and, at last, in the rematest and
most dreary portion of northern York-
shire, coming upon a nest of the dreadful

laces at and near the then thriving vil-
};u:u of Bowes. Here Dickens remained
for a ime. He had letters to a yeoman of
the place, soon to shine as one of the im-
1eortals of fiction as honest ““John Brow-
die.”” He represented himself asagent of
a poor widow desirous of placing her only
boy in a quiet country school. In this
way he secured admission to a number in
the vicinity, though shut out of some by
the wary masters. The “‘school” seem-
ing most suitable as a prototype of them
all, from the personnel of its savage
owner and his family, with wild and
desolate physical surroundings, in keep-
ing with the hopelessness of the school-
life of the place itself, was the Dotheboys
Hall, still standing in Bowes, where
*Nichelas Nickleby,” his protege in
misery, the wretched *‘Smike,”” and scores
of other helpless young lives, are depicted
as undergoing an almost inconceivable
life of servitude, starvation and cruelty.

Investigations showed that the horrible
picture drawn was not an exaggeration,
and bore out Dickens’ own statement in
the original preface, that *“‘Mr. Sr{ucers
and his school are faint and feeble pic-
tures of an extinct reality, purposely sub-
dued and kept down lest they should be
deemed impossible.”” This, Dickens’ sec-
ond, and in some respects his greatest,
novel, was begun in April, 1838, and fin-
ished in October, 1839. At the appearance
of the first part he ran away from Lon-
don, as he always did, to remain in hid-
ing until a distinct measure of public fa-
vor or disfavor was shown. In the case
of ‘“‘Nicholas Nickleby” his forgivable
‘skulking was of short duration. The first
day’s sale of the first part exceeded 50,000
copies. Not six months had passed be-
fore the torture and cruelty to helpless
scholars in these remote prison pens were
abated, and before the last chapter of
“*Nicholas Nickleby” had been read, pub-
lic feeling, which in many portions of the
country barely escaped expression of
riot, had annihilated every child-hell of
the Dotheboys Hall variety in England.

Famous and infamous as Dickens made
Bowes, few in England had ever before
heard of the village. To the millions who
learned Bowes—every object in it, its
surroundings and every room in Dothe-
boys Hall, by heart—it was a purely fie-
tional town. I asked over 500 intelligent
people in England where Bowes was,
and never found an individual who knew
until I came to Kirby Stephen, in the
moorland wilds of Northeastern West-
moreland, sixteen miles away. Even in
that town mnobody seemed to know, until
I found a rustic antiquarian who had at
one time discovered an old Roman coin
at Bowes, and who, after a hard struggle,
remembered where it lay, over beyond
wild old Stanemore mountain. *“Dead in
its shell !”” as he put it, in ending an ad-
Jjuration not to cross Stanemoor that day,
unless willing to risk being blown from
the road into the rock-beds of its passes,
or worse, meeting the howling, ferocious
warlock hags which, during every wild
mountain storm, waylay belated travel-
ers at the lonely site of Rere Cross. Baut
the pilgrimage was to rescue from obliv-
ion the actual site of a national infamy,
and fix in the real geography of literature
the location and environs of a spot, dim,
fleeting and phantom-like in the minds
of millions in the Old World and the
New. No two stout American legs could
shrink from this, even though the wind
fairly shrieked in its mad way from Sol-
way Firth to the German Ocean, pound-
ing the sides of Westmoreland moors
and fells with mighty balls of fog which
slid and ricocheted over Langdon Fell and
Brownber Edge to rebound. against the
sides of the loftier Stanemoor hights, and
finally be hurled over the mountzin
upon dreary, dead Bowes, as if to crush
every remaining sliver of its meager old
shell.

1f you come from London to Bowes
over the same coach-road as did Nicholas
Nickleby, when, nearing the end of his
dreary journey, ‘‘at about 6 o’clock that
night, he and Mr. Squeers and the little
boys and their united luggage were put
down_ at the George and New Inn,” you
would have come by the old coach-road
from London to Edinb and Glasgow.
On leaving the anecient eity of York you
would have struck into a highway 2,000
years old. Masses of Roman legions
have swept, tide on tide, back and forth
aver the same stone road. Stern Agrico-

considerate | ! : d X
{ ary of the shires of York and Westmore-

la, the courtli;[‘acim's and Emperor Ser-
vius himself, have ridden towards the un-
conquerable North upon it. The latter
left 50,000 of his army dead among the
Scotch mists ‘and mountains, and with
his face set towards Rome and home, only
reached York to die of his wounds and
chagrin. Tt i® the great Roman road of
England. Watling or Waithling Street
itis called. Away'in the north of York-
shire, a few miles above Catterick Bridge,
one stem of this highway goes on through
Durham and Northumberland, -and
thence to Edinburg. The other swings
around to the westward, traversing West-
moreland and Cumbperland through Car-
lisle to the Great Roman Wall, which
ounce protected Britain from the Cale-
donian hordes, and thence, in a more
modern coach-road, winds_ through the
olden lovers’ haven, Gretna Green, to
Glasgow. On the western stem, between
the rives Tees and Greta, at the eastern
edge of Stanemoor, nearly surrounded by
desolate moors, and in the northwest cor-
ner of Yorkshire, lies what is left of
Bowes.

Coming on foot to Bowes from Kirby
Stephen, the wild, grand sweep of coun-
try usually visible from the top of Stane-
moor was denied. But it was a treat to
stand by Rere Cross, unmolested by
witch or warlock, and recall the meaning
of the gray old relic that had stood there
S0 sturﬁily for more than eight hundred
yvears, William the Conquerer, and Mal-
colm, King of Scofland, met here with
their armies to decide, by battle, the
boundaries of their respective kingdoms.
Instead of fighting they wisely feasted.
Wiser still, they decided that the very
spot should mark the boundary. There-
upon they caused 2 cross to be set up.
On one side was graven the image of
William ; on the other, that of Malcolin.
They named it the Rio Cross, the *‘Cross
of the Kings.”” Time has corrupted the
name to Rere Crqss. It has caten away
its images, lopped off the arms, and
gnawed out its head. But it is Rio, or
Reré, Cross still, and marks the bound-

land to-day. It was the one thing to be
clung to as the stormn swept me over the
mountain, The night séemed to fall on
Stanemocr as though driven upon the
earth out of the storm itself. Descending
the eastern declivity the roar of invisible
torrents, the ereation of an hour, was
terrible. Thanks to the Romans who had
built that road, it was broad, sure and as
eternal as Stanemoor itself. Whipped,
pounded and beaten along for what
seemed hours, my feet suddenly struck
cobblestones. Bowes at last! No human
being ever loved so much to be in Bowes
before. But where was the })lu(-e, after
all? Not a candle or lamp-light gleamed
from windowswithin it. Here and there
along the zig-zag street a faint glimmer
flushed against some tiny panes. Peer-
ing within, old and palsied crones, bent
and trembling, were here and there seen
crouching over flickering embers of
meager flires, Drenched from rotten
thatches, startled by the storm-lashed
trees, and now thoroughly irightened
with the prospect of no resting-place for
the night, I felt my way along what
seemed to be the street-tacade of some
large structure, and, coming to its corner,
shrunk along this, where I halted for a
little, well out of the full power of the
tempest.
Scarcely had sufficient time elapsed to

ermit my getting my back against the
uilding before there was a startling,
splattering rush. The calves of my legs
escaped the fury of the object making it,
but with a return rush the ample tails of
my storm-coat were gathered in a sort of
voiceless vise which only death or a
master’s command can loosen. Few
were the snuffles and snortings caused
by the working of the four-legged me-
chanism. Its forces were exclusively
devoted to effort. That effort was cer-
tainly one of bringing a prize into port.
Yielding without protest to the spirit of
the occasion, I moved with its move-
ments, tacked with its tackings., Ina
zig-zag attitude of gentle though unex-
pressive inquiry, 1 was brought, now
sidewise, now 1)uckwisc, along a vast
open court, into a stone archway, up
stone stairs, down stone stairways,
through other stone archways, all of
utter darkness, into a little room not ten
feet square, where, beneath rows of cop-
per measures, and behind a black ofd
mahogony bar nearly as high as his head,
a grinning, frowsy, puffy-faced publican
was looking benignly down upon a half-
dozen gigantic, Yorkshire plowboys.
These, already well befuddled with
liquor, and pounding the deal table with
their mugs, were roaring out a song
about—

“York, York for my monie;

Of all the places I ever did see,

This is the best for good companie,

Except the city of Lunnun!

They roared louder still when I stood
before them in charge of a magnificent
bull-dog. The frowsy- Boniface quietly
reached ior a huge club. This he brought
down with a crash upon the table enfore-
ing silence in that quarter; and then
thanking his dog for his oddly-seuux'e(i
guest with a cruel thump, which released
me, he led the way through labyrinths
ofcobwebbed arched hailways and huge
deserted rooms to a wretched apartment,
and, pointing to a bed scacely better than
a pile of rags, took his departure. This
was the once famous George, now the
Unicorn, Inn. Eight coaches bound to
London or Glasgow, daily changed horses
here in the good old coaching days.
Dickens and Browne had occupied t?)is
very room, once a cheerful parlor cham-
ber. The night, with untold furies of an
awful storm shrieking about the grew-
some old place, with windows rattling
like crazy castinets, doors of hallways and
cupboards opening as if flung into the
room by unseen hands, and the very
floor-boards restless and disquiet as
though struggling with ugly gnomes be-
low, seemed to unite all the hateful and
evil spirits of the dead past in protest at
disturbance by life and health and in-
quiry.

Jut sleep will softly shut all hatefal
things away from him who will come
with a storm over Stanemoor’s wilds.
When I awoke the sun was shining upon
dead old Bowes. There is a silent bell-
tower on the roof of the Unicorn, I
climbed to this. There lay the sinuous
shell of the ancient village—a winding,
cobbled, grass-grown street of half a miﬁ)
in length, flanked by ruined houses, half
of whose thatched roofs had fallen in.
From their dank and rot grass, weeds,
and even flowers, were luxuriantly
springing, as thougha nture, seeking to
hide the spot, had bidden the winds and
birds seed it for fitting disguise. Far to
the east the eye catches a glimpse of the
classic domain of Rokeby. To tne north,
the dells and fells where flows the River
Tees. To the south, the glen of Greta,
where that river tumbles and sings. That
huge, lone, stone structure, the first at
Bowes from the Greta bridgeway, weird
and ghostly under huge sycamores, was
once another Dotheboys. Richard Cobden
once owned it, and made it his home.
Then the Unicorn, with acres of out-
buildings, empty and moss-grown. Op-
posite, another silent inn, the Rose and
Crown. Then, facing westward, a little
Norman church; near it, the ruins of a
Norman castle. Behind these ruins, the
ancient Roman station of Savatrae, where
are remains of baths and an acqueduct.
Then, roofed and unroofed hovel on either
side to the westward, where you will see,
just as Dickens and his Nicholas Nickleby
saw, ‘‘a long, eold-looking house, one
story high, with a few straggling out-
buildings behind, and a barn and stable
adjoining.”

That structure just as it stands to-day,
was the abode of a real Squeers in the
flesh, of a_ Mrs. Squeers, of Fanny
Squeers and of a Master Wackford
Squeers. All the difference was in the
name. That was Shaw. They possessed
the same jlgnomnce, avarice, venality,
brutality. The old wretch of a master
was ruined by the exposure. Investiga-
tion and damage suits stripped him of all,
or rather made him to the end of his days
an imbecile servitor to the man, Bous-
field, who married his daunghter, Mary
Ann Shaw (Fang Squeers), and who,
now, over 80 years of age, savagely pre-
vents your entrance to the place with
club and dog. If you come to Dotheboys
Hall, you will have to content yourself
with an exterior view of the ramshackle
old structure, and a peep from over-the
hedge, behind the barn, at the identical
pump, around which the half-frozen boys
gathered for their ablutions on winter
mornings. Bousfield's wife, the last of
the Squeers family, died six years since.
The graves of all may be seen in the little
church-yard. Nearall dread and noxious

things the divine compensation leaves

something tender, sweet and good. Close
beside the execrated graves is a tablet
erected to the memory of the two who
died for loyal love. er Wrightston
and Martha Railton, they were in life.
In immortality they are the Edwin and
Emma of Mallet's pathetic ballad; and
rustic Yorkshire lovers still find inspira-
tion to endless fidelity beside these graves

Bowes. EDGAR L. WAKEMAN,

Mme. Bernhardt has been attacked by
the grippe. ;
', Governor Russell, of Massachusetts, is
just 34 years of age. ?

strong, healthy boy of 14, and has devel-
oped mental powers of great promise.

Dr. Schliemann has left the Kaiser Wil-
helm several golden bracelets and hair-
pins that were unearthed during his ex-
cavations.

George William Curtis, invited to ad-
dress the South Carolina State Press As-
sociation April next, is obliged to decline
the invitation.

Henry Labouchere declares that Amer-
ican women do not, as a rule, dress well;
they only dress expensively. and are the
slaves of millirers.

Mr. Stanley in his lectures never
speaks of ‘‘niggers” or ‘“‘negroes.” He
invariably classes the people as ‘“‘white
men’’ and “black men.”

Mrs. Swan, the mother-in-law of Gov-
ernor Russell, has given her former resi-
dence in Kennehunk, Me., to the Unita-
rian parish at that place.

The King of Italy has accepted the
Presidency of the Christopher Columbus
Committee, which is arranging the cele-
bration of the fourth centenary of the dis-
covery of Amerieg. ’

Professor Young, Princeton’s astron-
omer, has been awarded the Janssen
prize for 1890 by the I'rench Academy of
Sciences, in recognition of his brilliant
discoveries in spectrology.

A granite monument for Emma Abbott
is being constructed at Quinecy. Itisto
cost §85,000, and will be placed over the
remains of the singer and her husband in
the family lot at Gloucester.

Mrs. W. K. Vanderbilt and Mrs. Goelet
are endeavoring to outrival Ward Me-
Allister’s charity ball in the elaborate ar-
rangements for the ‘‘Southern’” Assembly
Ball, to be held in New York on the 27th.

The photographs representing the Prin-
cess Marguerite de Chartres with the Due
d’Orleans have been withdrawn from the
Paris shop windows, at the desire of her
family, as she is no longer the fiance of
the Duc.

The friends of President Arthur, who
raised a monument over his grave at Al-
bany, have a surplus fund of $25,000,
which they intend to expend in the erec-
tion of a statue of the ex-]’resident in New
York City.

Judge William P. Lyon, of the Wiscon-
sin Supreme Court, who will become
Chief Justice on the retirement of Judge
Cole a few weeks hence, has held his pres-
ent office twenty years. He is a native of
Columbia eounty, N. Y., and won a briga-
dier’s stars in the volunteer army during
the civil war.

The library of 2,000 books which the
late Dr. Henry Dexter, editor of the Con-
gregationalist, left Yale University, ex-
hausts the history of the Puritans of New
England. Dr. Dexter also left valuable
manuscripts treating of the Puritans,
which Professor F. B. Dexter of Yale will
edit and publish.

Judge Frank Doster, a possible candi-
date for United States Senator in Kansas,
served in an Indiana cavalry regiment
during the war. e has a pale, beardless
face, with marked and distinctive fea-
tures, something like Robespierre’s. He
believes in no God, and is strongly in-
clined to Socialism.

The richest man in Prussia, according
to the tax estimate recently laid before
the Prussian Landtag, is Herr Krupp, “a
citizen of the District of Duesseldorf.’”
Herr Xrupp, who is none other than the
owner of the great cannon factories, pays
an annual tax ot 180,000 marks, or almost
$45,000, on an estimated income of 6,000,-
000 marks. He is the only representative
in the tax class numbered 128."

The wife of Judge H. B. Brown, re-
cently appointed from Michigan to a seat
on the Supreme Court, is said to be a most
beautiful woman of many accomplish-
ments. Mrs. Brown is related distantly
to the poet Whittier, and more nearly to
the Whittiers of Saginaw, as well as sev-
eral other prominent families of Michi-

ran, including that of ex-Senator and
resident of the World’s Fair Palmer.

On their return from the vacation the
students of Cornell University found at
the entrance to the College Grounds a
snow bust of Professor Corson. It was
over eight feet high, and was an excellent
likeness. It was the work of Professor
H. D. Williams and Mr. Willis, of the
department of industrial art. Two years
ago Professor Williams constructed a
similar bust of Shakespeare.

Edison, the electrician, has more the
look of a country grocer than a man of
science, and he can cheerfully submit to
be bothered by a lot of children without
showing any annoyance at having his
mind abstracted from deeper studies.
And he is just as happy patching up the
fractured inhabitants of a child’s Noah’s
ark as he is when "trying to make the tel-
ephone a self-recording machine.

This instance of the late General Dev-
en’s bravery is cited. At the crossing of
the Rappahannock, in the battle of Fred-
ericksburg, his brigade led the way over
the lower bridge, and when the retreat
was ordered he asked that heand his men
might be the last to return. General
Franklin, to whom the request was pre-
ferred, turned and said to General W, F,
Smith: “Well, Baldy, there doesn’t ap-

ear to be anybody else asking for that
Ronor, so we'll let Devens wait till the
last if he wants to.”

Bishop Newman is about to take a
big swing around the circle of the South-
ern and Western circuit. He will
signalize the celebration of the quar-
ter-centennial Methodist jubilee in
New Orleans by an oration on “The
Future of the Negro Race.” After that
he will visit nine conferences in the West
and Southwest. It was in 1864 that Dr.
Newman was first sent to New Orleans
by Bishop Scott, at the request of Presi-
dent Lincoln, to take charge of the Meth-
odist churches in that region.

Queen Victoria has five maids to assist
at her toilet—viz: three dressers and two
wardrobe women. We are told also by
high authority that the senior dresser,
who has been many years with her ma-
jesty, is especially charged with the task
of conveying orders tQgifferent trades-
people—jewelers, drapef's and dressmak-
ers; one dresser and one wardrobe wo-
man are in constant attendance on the
Queen, taking alternate days. All this
when the royal lady is well and in good
spirits. At other times the maids are
made to retire to the lower apartments
and told to stay there until called for.

Mrs. Rider Haggard accompanies her
husband to this country, and will stay in
his company during the time that he may
devote to the study of Mexican archaol-
ogy. Mr. Haggard, as stated, is a tall
man, Probably over six feet high, some-
what losely put together, with a slight
stoop to the shoulders. He has dark
hair, but the delicate mustache which
adorns his lipis quite light in color. A
long pointed nose gives his face a thin-
ning appearance, but a careful look at
him shows that he has a full forehead and
that his eyes are well apart. He has an
agreeable manner and a pleasant smile.

hen he shakes hands he gives a quick,
nervous grip, and he simultaneously
gives a pull sufficiently strong to takea
man who not good understanding
quite off his feet.

Prince Albert of Prussia, at present
Regent of Brunswick, issued an order re-
cently which has caused considerable
comment in educational and theatrical
circles of Germany. Henceforth the
Royal Theater of Brunswiek is to “stage”
a certain number of classical pieces each
month for the benefit of the scholars in
the various schools and of the students of
the colleges. The price of admission is to
be very small in all cases. Those youn
men who are unable gﬂ:e stipulates
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PEOPLE WHO ARE TALKED ABOUT.|

Kingt"Alexander of Servia is now a.~

 “PLACE OF RESY;

But It is Frequently# Slmok Up by

“ Farthquakes.

THE GREAT SHAKING UP OF TWENTY
YEARS AGO,

; Scenes'Descrlbed by an Eye-Witness—

To-day Digging Out the Bones From
the Debris of the Woman’s Hos-
pital—Arequipa as It is.

{Special correspondence of the RECORD-UNTON]
APEQUIPA, Peru, 1890.

More than 400 years ago this second. city
of Peru was a half-way halting-place for
travelers between the loftier Andes and
the sea,and hence came by its name, Are-
quipa, the word in the ‘aboriginal tongue
signifying ‘Place of Rest.”” As early as
the days of Rocca, the sixth Inca, who
conquered all this part of Peru, it was a
military colony. In 1540 Pizarro trans-
formed it into a Spanish stronghold, but,
with better taste than charaeterized most
of his nomenclature, did not change its
ancient name. : {

Just back of the town towers the lofty
volcano Misti, quiescent now, but ready
to burst forth again, perhaps as the accom-
paniment of another tremendous earth-
quake, something as Mount Etna rises be-
hind Catania. Nearly 18,000 feetin hight,
a perfect cone, topped with eternal snow,
with perpetual summer at its base, Misti is
one of the most beautiful mountains of
the whole Andean system. On one side

of it stands the lesser mountain, Pichu- |

pichu, with foothills stretching away in
the distance, and on the other side snow-
crowned Cerchani; the comes Coropuna
and then the elevated Pampa (plain) de
Arrieros, stretching away to the voleano
Ulfinas, dimly seen toward the Bolivian
frontier.

Modern travelers have  likened Are-
quipa to Damascus, not only because of
its low walls and gray surroundings, but
because, like the Oriental city, it stands
upon the edge of a desert, all its verdure
depending upon a river flowing through
the arid waste. The valley of Arequipa
is only about ten miles long by five miles
wide, environed on gvery side by desert
sands and barren mountains. The rapid
river named Chile, which -runs through
the middle of the town, does not furnish
suflicient water for bountiful irrigation,
but wherever it can be turned on the
land is rendered wonderfully productive
and is worth §$1,000 per acre and up-
ward.

The altitude of Arequipa is not quite
8,000 feet, just high enough, in this lati-
tude, to insure perfect weather from year
to year. No words can do justice to the
beauty of the climate, never excessively
hot and never cool enough for fires, with
scarcely any change between midsummer
and midwinter, a light cover being neces-
sary every night in the year and open
windows whatever the season. There is
a wet time and a dry, but rains seldom
fall during the day and never to excess.
Frost anﬁ snow are unkanown, except
away up in the mountains/and the most
beautiful roses one can imagine blossom
perpetually and in unexampled profu-
sion.

I may mention that toward the
end of January (a year ago) some
friendly Arequipians gave the writer
a birthday fete in the form of a
picnic. The party went by special train
to a point eighteen miles or more from
the city, where we were landed in a sand
bank, not even a house or tree or blade of
grass being in sight, everywhere nothing
but gray and broken boulders. By dint
of scrambling, sliding and tolling down
a very steep hill, which was a foot deep
in loose sand and stones, we came at last
to the level of the river, dashing noisily
along in its rocky bottom and erossed by
a charming old arch of adobe, as quaint
as the early Spaniards  could make
it. Then following the devious windings
of the stream, past several bamboo casas
of local farmers, we came’ at length to
the dense shade of a natural grove of fig
trees, whose broad leaves and far-reach-
ing branches roofed a carpet of soft-
est grass sprinkled with wild flowers,
the rocky wall of the lower hillside
draped with a thick curtain of golden
nasturtions and the rivepbank fringed
with heliotrope, musk: ‘and Dblue-
starred myrtle. There, almost within
reach of our hands, there grew ripe
and luscious figs, grapes, strawberries,
apricots, plums, pears and peaches, the
three latter varieties only having been
blanted by the ranchman, the others
Leilng the spontanecus products of the
soil.

The present population of Arequipa is
about 40,000, not nearly so great as in
times long past. Yet it is still one of the
principal places in Peru, second only to
Lima; and being the capital of a rich de-
partment and the place of residence of a
Bishop, has always exercised consider-
able intluence on the politics of the coun-
try. The Indian population of the higher
altitudes are much more courageous and
turbulent than those living nearer the
sea, and are fully alive to the pleasures of
a revolution or an election riot; whiie the
higher classes are opulent, proud, inde-
pendent, and prone to resist the govern-
mental fiats sent forth from Lima. In-
deed the people seem to be as uncertain,
politically and socially, as the ground
upon which their city stands, if one may
judge by the frequency of revolutions
and insurrections. - During the last three
centuries there have been as many as
twelve severe earthquake shocks and in-
numerable lighter ones; and in the same
length of time scarcely a season has gone
by without one or more political revolts,
while plots and counter plots against the
i)owers that be are constantly going on.

n 1867 the city was bombarded for three
days by the President of the Republic,
who failed to capture it, and I doubt if
there has ever yet been a peaceable elec-
tion. 3

During our stay here we have had sev-
eral glimpses of incipient revolutions and
bloody skirmishes. We had been in the
habit of going out on horseback with a
few friends about once a week to a
suburban village called Paucarpati, where
it is the correct thing to breakfast on
guinea pig and other local ‘deélicacies. But
the next day after our last visit there
another party ‘‘came to grief” in a terri-
ble manner. Tt seems that two groups of
rival palitical factions happened to meet
in front of the breakfasting place and, as
usual, at once resorted to such convincing
arguments as are contained in pistols,
daggers, stones and clubs.-‘A young Eng-
lishman of the visiting party received a
bullet through his hat, as shots and
missles came flying through the windows;
the ladies faiutef, the landlord was
wounded almost unto death, and one
servant was killed. The party was com-
pelled to remain there all day and night,
for fighting was kept up at irregular in-
tervals along the road to town, thouih
troops were sent out twice to disperse the
insurgents; and the record of the day’s
casualties amoun to more than one
hundred killed and’ wounded.

In earlier. days there was no town in
the interior of South America so well
built as _Arequipa, but numerous earth-
(iuakes have taught the people the wis-
dom of sticking religiously to a certain
not pretentious style of architecture.
There is a great scarcity of timber here or
it would be popularin the construction of
the houses, for those made of wood can
hold out against quaking and heavin
foundations better than others made o
moye solid materials. The very best and
safest are those of the poorer classes—a
network of frail bamboo, plastered with
mud outside and in to fill 'the chinks
tween the poles and intervening withes;
but these, of course, wounld neverdo for
the aristocrats. The latter prefer massive
struct though seldom more than one
story in ht, built of white, voleanic
stone from the near-by mountains, their
vaulted roofs and ceilings being of the
same material. Thus their great strength

and solidity l‘glrevents them from falling
before the ordinary ter remote or trem-
bling of the earth, which is of almost
daily and pightly occurrence, but have
not preven many -and many a catas-
tr%% e.

t e worst one within the memory of
‘citizens. now living occurred in 1868,
when hundreds of people were killed out-:

‘fright, thousands seriously “wounded,

twenty-two churches, including the:
splendid cathedral, destroyed, and be-
tween four and five thousand buildings!
leveled to-the ground. Happily it did.
not occur when eog}e were asleep in
their beds, and, thanks to the warning
given by premonitory shocks and the
prevailing low hight of the buildings
s0 that the falling walls did not in most
laces cover the whole of the streets, the
oss of life was less than it would other-
wise have been. I have heard the story
of that terrible time from the lips of sev-
eral who lost home and loved ones by it.
The first shock was felt about 5 o’clock
P. M. in a slight tremor of the ground.
which increased in violence at intervals
of fifieen or twenty seconds, ungy pres-
ently the buildings began to topple. The
instant a terremote is felt, the people
rush pell-mell out of the doors, at what-
ever hour of day or night, regardless of
clothes or any other consideration but
self-preservation; and immediately after-
wards, soon as the man whose express
business it is can reach the belfry, every
bell in the city begins to toll ‘as an ex-
pression of prayer for deliverance or of
appeal if the terror has not subsided.

n the occasion deseribed, the quaking
of the earth was accompanieé by an awful
rumbling, similar to the noise of an ava-
lanche, and in less than three minutes the
church towers fell and the bells came
crushing to the ground:. The great effort
of everybody was to keep well in the mid-
die of the widest streets, to be more onut of
the reach of flying stones and timbers,
and to reach the broad open space of the
main plaza as the safest place; but the
earth shook so that it was extremely dif-
ficult to keep one’s feet, and in their flight
scores were buried under falling walls or
killed by the debris that filled the air.
The whole city was enveloped in clouds
of dust and darkness, and above the sound
of the horrible rumbling re-echoed cries
of human anguish, the frantic bellowing
of beasts, the howling of terrified dogs
and the cracking of tumbling buildings.
Not a single house was left entire in Are
quipa, and but one church tower re-
mained—that of Santa Catarina; but it
was so damaged that it had to he pulled
down.,

For weeks the citizens were compelled
to live in tents pitched near the bank of
the river, and for many days none dared
to return to town, because the rumbling
and shocks continued. Of course the
rougher element ventured forth first, and
many families whose valuables were
spared by the earthquake, or were but

sartially buried by the debris, lost all at

};ands of thieves. Meanwhile Mount
Misti, which had not been in eruption
befere during the historical period, vom-
ited forth quantities of mud, lava and
clouds of smoke, the latter completely
hiding its sides from view, but through
the darkness came the horrible sound of
falling bowlders and a roaring as of a
colossal furnace. The usually calm river
was rendered impassable and unfit for
use, by reason of its sudden violence and
sulphurous odors, while the rise in its
waters was so great and rapid that within
six hours several villages in the adjacent
valley were swept entirely out of exist-
ence.

The sick in the hospitals and the pris-
oners in the carcel, being unable to flee,
were buried in the ruins. Just now, after
twenty-three years, they are clearing out
the debris from the fallen walls of what
was once the women’s hospital and occu-
pied a square in the central part of the
city. We often extend our morning
walks in that direction, and seldom pass
without seeing a skull, a trunk or some
other portion of a human skeleton, re-
moveg with the dust and stones and
crumbled plaster. Fast as the workmen
shovel into the debris it is dumped into
boxes that are run in on an improvised
railway, while a cart stands near into
which the bones are mostly piled and car-
ried off to the cemetery. 'The last time
we paused to watch the progress of the
work, one of the diggers picked out an
arm bone, wrapped it in a bit of coarse
checked flannel that lay in the dirt near
it, and presented it to me for a recuerdo—
a gruesome souvenir of not the least sad
part of the great catastrophe. Eighty
women, helpless in their beds, buried
amid toppling walls and not one of them
saved ! {t is to be hoped that all were in-
stantly killed, and none left wounded to
perish by slow starvation. Stranger still
1t seems that their remains were never
taken from the heap in which they fell,
but were left unburied for more than
twenty years in the heart of the city.

FaANNIE B. WARD.

FREE COlNAGTE OF SILVER.

THE COURSE OF THE SILVER MEN
IS BLINDLY SUICIDAL.

Why the Leading European Nations
Should be First Brought Into the
Movement—Solid Facts.

Henry Clews, the. great Wall-street
financier, writing under date of January
17th on the general financial state of the
country, says among other things:

The pending silver legislation rests as
an ominous cloud over the market; and
even though it is quite uncertain whether
free coinage may be adopted, the bare
possibility has produced a sharp reaction
in prices. The enactment of free coin-
age would act asone of the most profound
shocks to confidence in finaneial circles
that has for many years emanated from
congressional legislation. But it by no
means follows from the vote of the Sen-
atein its favor that free coinage will be
legalized. There are many and very un-
certain steps between the vote of the
Senate and a final enactient of the meas-
ure, and it may perhaps be safely stated
that the Wall-street estimate of its chances
are as two to one against the present
adoption of free coinage.

The action of the silver men in trying
to force free coinage before securing the
engagement of the great European nations
to adopt a like course is blindly suicidal
to the trade interestthey are seeking to
foster at the nation’s expense. They are
urging the Government to bring about a
European agreement to that etfect, and
seemingly with far better chances of suc-
cess than have attended previous eflorts
in that direction. But by securing the
adoption of free coinage in advance of
such negotiations, they virtually nullify
every motive for foreign governments to
co-operate for the restoration of the status
of silver. 'They are holding out to Euro-
pean powers the stroxtxlgest of all possible
inducements to avail themselves of our
premature action for exchanging their
silver for America’s gold, and to change
their attitude from a willingness to for-
tify the double standard to the policy of

lacing Europe on the exclusive gold
gasis and leaving the United States, in
common with India, China and South
America, an exclusively silver nation.
It would thus be to the last degree perli-
wous to adopt free coinage until it can be
done in conjunction with like action by
the leadin€ European nations. If, on the
contrary, Congress should refuse to adopt
free coinage until Europe consents to
take like action, the consequent pressure
upon the foreign powers would be calcu-
lated to bring them to terms; when we
should, as a matter of course, be commit-
ted to free coi e, and under conditions
that would eliminate all danger from the
silver question. It is inconceivable why
the silver men should persist in conduct-
ing their case with such a blind disregard
of statesmanly tact and prudence. If,
however, we must have free coinage,why
not adopt - it for a period of two years,
subject to the condition that, if at the ex-
-piration of that time an international
compact for restoring silver to its former
status has not been concluded, then free
coinage . shall be, discontinued? That
would be a great help to negotiations
with European governments.

The visitor (viewing the new baby&—

“Do you think he is going to resemble his

Mother—**I shouldn’t be sur-

gised. He keeps me up every night.””—
ew York Sun.

IN RELIGIONS REALM.

Expressions from the Vaious
Religious Newspapers.

OURRENT TOPICS DEBATED FROM
DIFFERENT STANDPOINTS.

The Religious Thought of the‘Day as
Expressed in the Sectarian Press—
Some Matters of Interest to Both
Ministers and Laymen.

The Cumberland Presbyterian says:
“In this material age it is a common
thought that only material help amounts
to anything. 3read and clothes, not
prayer or preaching, we are told, are
what the poor mean needs. Yet, strange
to say, Christ, who must have under-
stood human needs as well as our mod-
ern ﬁhilosphem, made His main work
not the furnishing of bread and clothes,
but preaching. To arouse a man to ac-
tion by kimﬁing a new hope in his soul,
thus nerving him to win his own bread,
is surely a greater deed than to bestow a
loaf on a beggar and leave him a grovel-
ing mendicant. To bring a message
which will inspire a soul to shake off its
sins and put forth its strength for right-
eousness is surely no vain task,”

The Christian Union says: ‘“The New
York Sun reports a sermon 1preached last
Sunday by the Rev. Howard MacQueary,
which, if the report be correct, is a singu-
larly strong testimony against the effi-
ciency of his theology asa practical work-
ing force for the promotion of spiritual
life. He is quoted as saying: ‘Tam not
sure that I have helped a single soul to a
higher and holier life, and ‘the thought is
more painful than I dare tell you, for no

preaching, however profound or elo--

quent, is truly successful unless it im-
proves the moral and spiritual character
of men.” This last sentence is axiomatic
and a true test of the value of all preach-
ing. Possibly {)olemical sermons to
prove the old and orthodox view would
be no more spiritually helpful than
polemical sermons to disprove that view
and substitute another. This sorrowful
confession is of value, in that it indicates
to other preachers that what congrega-
tions need, as wecll as desire, in our times
is constructive rather than critical work,
a ministry which will help them to live
holier and purer lives, not a ministry de-
voted to doubtful disputations about prob-
lems either in history or metaphysics.”
Farmton says, in the Advance: “We
have been having some revival services
in our church lately. I know that some
l)uople like me more than I deserve to be
iked, and yet one good old lady has not
liked me (luitc aswell as T think I de-
served. The evangelist came and held
some meetings for the members of the
church. I was standing by his side, say-
ing a word now and then in the course of
the exercises. This old lady, who had
entertained more or less of a dislike for
me, I noticed in front, her eyes fastencd
upon me. Such constancy of gaze dis-
tracted me. Towards the close of the
meeting she arose and said, and as she
spoke her gaze became more fixed upon
me, ‘T have come to that place where I
can say, Let the Lord work through
whom he will.” I understood what she
meant, and I think a great many others
did. Of course I was glad that she had
reached such a stage of sanctification.”’

The Christian Leader (Univ.) says:
“The Watchman makes the suggestive
observation, ‘When we see a scholarly
man who fails as a minister, we do not
attribute his failure to his learning, we
rather wonder how much more of a fail-
ure he would have been if he had lacked
the power that comes from knowledge.’
This is well said. It is quite true that
culture tends to lift a man’s tastes, and
so, if he be not guided by Christian feel-
ing, to unfit him for taking a lively in-
terest in poor and ignorant people. But
a minister of Christ should be protected
from that danger by the nature of his
calling. Like his Master, he is servant
of all. Knowiedge, we apprehend, is
rarely a sense of weakness to a minister;
information must not, however, be. con-
founded with knowledge, and knowledge
is not a substitute for wisdom.”

The Observer (Pres.) says: “No more
serious mistake can be made by the
people of God than to suppose that
their Father in heaven is unconcerned
about them, and the supply of their daily
bread. It requires, perhaps, a step fur-
ther in grace to accept sickness as a visit-
ation of Divine Providence, and even
when the weary soul has been enabied to
do this, there is yet a further degree of
grace before it. That further degree of
grace is attained when the heart accepts
even illneds as the calling of God. God
does not call his chosen ones to the
wilderness and to the desert places. He
calls them to pass through the waste of
waters and the fiery furnace. Wherever
He calls the people to go He will certainly
be with them. If he calls a man to the
ministry, He will give him a portion of
His blessed spirit, that spirit of wisdom
and of a sound mind which shall enable
the called one to preach the Gospel. If
God calls a man to any business sphere,
He will give him grace to meet the pe-
culiar temptations and trials of business
life. If he callsasoul to the sick-bed,
He will give the needed grace to endure
its pains and privations. We can wish
nothing better for any Christian than
that the Grace be given to say, whatever
life’s circumstances, ‘Called of God.” *?

The Interior (Pres.) says: “The prac-
tical error of these busy, bustling days is
that we can have religion as a kind of
episode; we can go on in pursuit of pleas-
ure or of wealth as the great object in
life, turning aside, now and then, on the
Sabbath, during the Week of Prayer, or
a brief series of meetings, and attend to
the business of the Lord and the soul
with but little interruption of our worldly
affairs. The exhortation, ‘Seek first the
Kingdom of God,’ is too Oriental for these
days of electricity and steam. We must
keep step with the progress of the age.
We have no time to go into upper rooms
and pray and wait for ten days. Why,
while we were thus seeking preparation
for the coming of the Spirit, we might
miss some grand opportunity for making
money, e do not confess all this even
to ourselves. Yetis it not true? And is
it not the reason why there are so few
Penticost scenes in these days when the
Church is so strong in numbers? Let us
be willing to make some sacrifice of time,
even if it is money, and to exercise some
self-denial in x;(ejgard to interests that are
worldly, in order that there may be a
vacuum for the Lord to fill. When we do
this, the Spirit will eome, 2s on that forti-
eth day in Jerusalem; our churches will
be shaken as by a mighty wind, tongues
of fire will be given to us, and thousands
will be converted in a day.”

The Watchman (Bapt.) says: “We used
to hear a good deal about the duty to ac-
cept ‘the latest results of criticism.” But
that description was applied to unwar-
ranted assumptions, guesses and theories
that had no rightful claim upon our def-
erence. But criticism has been doing its
legitimate work, and the resultsarrived at
are very different from the figments here-
tofore offered as ‘results.’” The conclu-
sions of the soundest Biblical eriticisms
agplied to the New Testament are to the
effect that the four Gospels were written
before the close of the first century, and
undoubtedly record the testimony of eye
and ear witnesses of the works and words
of Jesus Christ, of His death and His
resurection. The fourth Gospel has been
assigned to an anonymous writer of the
second century, but the evidence
of .its existence and acceptance
as  the work of ‘the apostle
John has been patiently traced and
verified at an earlier and still earlier
stage, until it is broug}xt home to the con-
temporaries of John. Those who
jumped at an adverse conclusion through
their credence of the first conjectures of
critics are now called upon to accept with

candor the latest conclusions of eriti-
cism, which strikingly fulfill the inspired
promise, ‘He that believeth shall not
make haste.” »? 2

" The Hebrew Standard says: ‘“The pre-
sentation of the Grand Jury of the county
of New York, which calls attention to the
abuses practiced by a number of pseudo
rabbis in issuing Jewish instruments of
divorces, and proposes the enactment of
a law which makes the granting of di-
vorces by rabbis without a preceging de-
cree by a competent court a penal offense,
is timely and will meet the approval of
every well-minded Jew. The people
who have had the audacity to arrogate to
themselves the authority to grant Jewish
letters of divorce clearly committed not
0"1{ a violation of the law of society, but
of the Jewish law, in the name of which
they committed a fraud and a crime.
Their letters were not only invalid in a
court of law, but even according to the
Jewish law, and they knew that the man
or woman who married under the license
which they granted committed adultery,
a deadly sin.”

Of the proposed transfer of the Sabbath
to Sunday by Rabbi Kleeberg’s congre-
gation at New Haven, Conn., the Hebrew
Journal says: ‘‘We can assure our Gen-
tile friends that there'is but little interest
felt, and that less will be evinced, in Jew-
ish circles concerning the vagaries of a
i)rm'incial congregation like that in New

faven. Certainly no great amount of
words will be lost about the religious
sentiments of a body of men so ostenta-
tiously and avowedly actuated in their
religious conduct by purely mercenary
motives and purposes. Whatever inter-
est may be excited among Jews by the
action of Dr. Kleeberg an(% his congrega-
tion in effecting a transfer of the Sabbath,is
that atforded by the drunkard who serves
the temperance lecturer as a terrible ex-
ample. The action of the New Haven
congregation is a convincing demonstra-
tion of the potency of the argument which
has always been made against Sunday
lectures, that they are a sure and effectual
means of killing the Jewish Sabbath.”

The American Hebrew says: “If Dr.
Kleeberg and his followers decide to
transfer the Sabbath, they can only do so
for themselves. 'They lack the influence
and certainly the power to do so for any
one else. We fail to see where any re-
ligious discussion can be wedged into the
consideration of a matter that isavowedly
placed on the most ordinary business
grounds. It don’t pay for the members
of Dr. Kleeberg’s congregation to keep
the Sabbath, therefore they give it up.
That is very simple, but no amount of
galm’er can transform such a mercenary
discussion into a religious controversy.”

s LhelIndependent says: “In respect®to
The question of the Bible and the pub‘lc
schools, The Albany Law Journal fore-
ibly says: ‘The matter can be fairly
tested by asking any Protestant clergy-
man if he would be willing to have the
Douay Catholie version of the Testament
read in the public schools. He would not
be willing, and yet the Catholics have
just as fair a right to the reading of their
version as Protestants to the reading
of theirs. * - - In our judg-
ment, the State has no more right to per-
mit the reading of the Bible in the com-
mon schools inst objection than to
permit the reading of the Westminster
Catechism, or the Book of Common
Prayer, or the Talmud. The State can-
not justly compel the citizen to pay for
the inculcation of a religion in which he
does not believe.’” This is putting the
matter in a plain, simple and_ true light.
The only just solution of the school ques-
tion, and the only one that is really prac-
ticable, is to confine the instrucfion in
public schools to purely secular educse
tion, which is naturally more or less
moral in its influence, and leave religious
education to the family and the chureh,
which are its proper agencies. Catho-
lics and Protestants, Christians and
infidels, all of whom are -citizens
and taxpayers, should be able to agree to
this course, and alike support the pub-
lic school for this one purpose. The pur-
pose is large enough and important
enough to justify the institution, without
adding other purposes in which the State
cannot properly participate.”

The Freeman’s Journal (R, C.) says:
“The following dispatch from Chicago
creates some discussion and is of some in-
terest in itself: ‘The city Board of Edu-
cation unanimously voted down the
Froposition that extracts from the Bible
he read daily in the public schools. The
report on which the vote was based said
simply that the Committee on School
Management, after hearing the argu-
ments advanced in favor of Bible reading,
had carefully considered the subject, and
decided that for the general welfare of
the schools the prayer of the Petitioners
ought not to be granted.” We venture
to say that the petitioners in this case.
did not represent one-eighth of the citi-
zens of Chicago. But they are of the
fanatical Protestant type, exceedingly ac-
tive and noisy, and they are sure to raise
a rumpus over this excellent and w¢ll-
considered decree. The cry of ‘Rome’s
interterence’ will be shrilly raised and
lustily echoed by the America and the
other organs of the Know-Nothing and
Orange societies. But this demand shows
that there is a feeling in favor of
religion in the schools. That is well.
Yet be just. The only fair way, the
only possible way, is by the grafting of
the denominational upon the public sys-
tem. Time and again we have shown
that there are no insurmountable difficul-
ties in the plan. The futile objections
made on this score are made for the sake
of ol.?‘ecting. Christian men of good will
should come together and settle this lead-
ing question on just lines.”’

The Cumberland Presbyterian says:
“There is no more delicate performance
than leading in public prayer, and the
most delicate thing about it is that it is
not a performance. Yet public prayer is
not for God alone, but for the people also,
that they may hear and join mentally in
the petitions, The words should, there-
fore, be perfectly audible and appropriate.
They should be simple, earnest and dig-
nified. That minister was quite forgetful
of propriety who in his %rayer at a fu-
neral quoted a passage for the comfort of
the bereaved, and then said, ‘And, O
Lord, thou knowest it is much stronger
in the original.’ While public prayer
should, if possible, be so uttered that all
present may hear the petitions, it is a
serious error to fall into the habit of ad-
dressing the audience, thus turning the
prayer into a speech or a lecture. That
was a doubtful compliment which the re-
porter paid the prayer offered at theiopen-
ing of' a public meeting. ‘It was the most
elogquent prayer,” wrote he, ‘ever ad-
dressed to a Boston audience.’

Thirty Years’ Rectorship.

Rey. Dr. Edward A. Foggs, the vener-
able Rector of Old Christ Church (Episco-
pal), of Philadelphia, has tendered his
resignation, to take effect on October, 1891,
that being the day on which he will ter-
minate his thirty years’ rectorship of the
parish. *“The length of Dr. Foggs’ pas-
torship,” says the Philadelphia Press,
“would be considered remarkable in any
other parish but this. All through its
history of 195 years it has had but cleven
officiating rectors, with terms running
from fifty-seven years down to four dai,'s.
It was in 1695 that the first church build-
ing was erected—a goodly structure
for those days, of brick, with
galleries large enough to accom-
modate more than 500 persons. Bishop
White was one of its rectors, and during
his rectorship the Continental Congress
repeatedly worshipped there in a body;
and Washington often occupied 2 pew in
the church.”

A Cultured Appetite.

“Do_you think you could manage a
morsel of turkey ?’? said he.

“Why, yes, but just a small piece,
please.”

He started to trim off a delicate bit and
asked : *“‘Is there an ‘Part that you would
specially like, Miss S.?”

“‘Oh, well, I'm not particalar,”” she an-
swered as she looked demurely at her
knife and fork. “Just give -me a'wing
and a leg and few slices off the breast,
with a portion of the gizzard and n-
ful of dressing, and I'll reach the vege-
tables myself.”’— Westchester Local News.

It is not well for a man to believe every=
thing he hears, but it is exceedingly well
for him to appear to do so, when his em-

loyer is doing the talking. !
ournal.




