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TO K. P .

How 1 love to loudly press the*
To my bosom. and eareaa thee;
Load thy  lipa with w arm est kisses; 
H are thee tell me w hat such bliaa la  
B at each happiness too much is,
Fur with aad and heavy hearts.
On the morrow we m ust part.

r Orleans, January  14. 1873.

PUOFKHHING (T1R I8T IA N 8.

A Hemi-Hermon.

BT A. LAIC.

One great bar to  the spread of practical 
Christianity in this country is the use of 
the term Christian in a technical sense by 
evangelical chnrclies. According to this 
■s e  Christianity does not consist in faith 
er works of both, but in a mysterious 
spiritual “experience” not obtainable by 
any effort on the part of its object. I use 
the word “object” intentionally, as the 
“change of heart” so strenuously insisted 
upon as indispensable is produced entirely 
from without. To have been born in » 
Christian community, of Christian parents, 
baptized into a Christian church, and 
passed one’s life in the performance of 
Christian duties from Christian motives 
loving God and the neighbor, and testifying 
love to the one by actively manifesting 
i t  to the others—all this, accord 
n ' to the above-mentioned technical 
u l t  of the term Christian does not coneti 
tu te a man a follower of Christ, unless, in 
addition thereto, and as the foundation of 
his good works, he claims to have under
gone this indispensable but unattainable 
inward change. W ithout it all his virtues 
•ro valueless—nay, worse, filthy rags, unfit 
te r entrance into|the Bridegroom’s presence, 
and certain to doom their presumptuous 
wearer to the outer darkness, where is 
weeping and gnashing of teeth. The very 
prayers of the unconverted (that i», those 
who have not bad this experience) “are in 
su its to the Almighty,” is the dictum of a 
high evangelical authority of this place.

That these views are unfavorable to the 
practice of morality by those who have not 
wnjoyed this experience, or imagined that 
they have, will appear on a moment's re 
flection upon some of the peculiar features 
mi human nature. These peculiarities are 
plainly indicated in certain proverbs: “A 
miss is as good as a mile;” “ It is as well to 
be hanged for a sheep as for a lamb;” “ If  1 
have the name, I'll have the gain”—all 
•ending to show the popular fallacy that 
oeyond certain limits self control is folly 
•h a t outlawry el' every kind is absolutely 
fern *>onsihle. Many a young man is led by 
(his diseonraging distinction between “ pro 
Jessing Christians” and the outside woi Id 
<o imagine tha t certain actions are ullow- 
able to him that are forbidden to the elect—
■n fatal m istake by which he acquires 
habit of vice which daily drives him far
ther and farther from the pale of the true 
•hurch. “ I may do w hat I please," says 
iie, “ I  am not a Christian,” ignoring appa 
•ently tha t the moral law is equally bind
ing ou all, and tha t the only possible dif
ference between a good moral man and the 
Snost exalted Christian is this—the la tte r 
performs his good deeds from the motive of 
love to God.

This technical definition of Christianity 
lias »  still further objection, and a  still 
greater «ne than those already mentioned— 
it  is directly contrary to  the teachings of 
Christ. Active benevolence, forgiveness of 
Svrong, purity  of heart—these are the dis 
tinetive marks by which lie  designated His 
true followers. In 11 is parables, as well as 
in His direct teachings, He always insisted 
on snch practical evidences of disoiplnsbip 
fa  the parable of the two brothers, one«f 
whom promises to obey his father, but does 
uot, while the other refuses but obeys, He 
leaches th a t even a tardy  performance of 
duty  is far better than a  ready but insin 
rere profession of obedience. la  tha t pas
sage commonly received «» t» prophetic 
description of the last judgm ent, w hat are 
the grounds of salvation in those *ret- 
•omed to 11 is Father's mansion! A  pro
fession of having experienced •“ « change 
*>f heart I ” Nothing of tho sort. Those 
•nfc-e or-t p 'ed who had performed actaof h»- 
devoknoe. Not every one tha t saieth Tjord, 
Ixird, is to enter into the kingdom of 
heaven, hut those th a t do the will of the 
Father. The publican and harlots, he says 
in most emphatio language, shall he pre
ferred before many of those who “ pro- 
<eesed,” according to the orthodoxy of that 
time, to be the chosen of God. Doing, not 
* pi messing,”  is the burden of His teach- 
« is ; and why should His professed follow

ers  make other requirements? W hy not 
regard us Christians all who acknowledge 
Jesus as the God-appointed teacher of the 
human race in things spiritual, the incarna
tion of God's ideal of man; and, so be
lieving, and adopting Him a» their 
ilr .n k r , strive humbly t#  obey lit*
precepts, and as nearly as possible follow 
II is example t Do not suoh approach as 
nearly to the model He offered, as those w ho 
base their claim to discipleship upon their 
•"experience!” Is not a cheerful recogni
tion of the Divine Fatherhood and Mother
hood of God, an implicit confidence in His 
providential care, and a> grateful use of the 
(dessings He bestows, as genuine an “ en 
joyment of religion,” as »  fanciful self 
Assurance of Divine favoritism •  Let those 
then  who have never experienced the pre
liminary perturbations and •uhsequent 
Satisfaction, technically called •"conver
sion,” bo not disheartened on tha t account, 
*ior, taking this fiction of theology fot the 

.• n e w  birth,” o f which Christ epoke, per
m it themselves to be brow beaten ou t of 
(heir birth-right ; but if they have accepted 
Christ a* their spiritual leader, let them 
follow His teachings as they understand 
(hem, end so doing, openly claim a* their 
sight the name Christian.

A R C H IB A LD  G O R D O N S  M lSK H  Y  AND 
C U R E .

BT THEODORE TILTOS.

{From the Golden Age.]
I have always promised myself to tell 

this story a t some time or other, and so I 
now make it  my Christmas contribution to 
the Golden Age.

But first, by way of a  little preface, let 
me say that, being a physician (and, I trust, 
also a Christian), I have always set great 
store by Sir Thomas Browne’s “ Religio 
Medici." Not tha t I believe in that old 
writer’s bigoted narrowness. But without 
religion of some kind, a physician is a 
quack—ju st as “an undevout astronomer is 
mad.” Perhaps it is my religion alone that 
saves me. from quackery, for 1 should be a 
knave without it. Certain it is tha t the pa
tient, whose case I shall here report, suf
fered a year's madness just for w antot what 
I cal! religion; in other words, ju s t for a lit
tle, lack ol human nature’s sweet aud neces- 
sarv faith in God, in man, and in woman; 
or 1 might sav in woman, in man, and in 
God- for whatever be their order, these are 
a trinity tha t no human soul can afford to 
despise. This is the prime dogma of my 
creed; this is my religion as a physician.

A nd now  fo r th e  n a r r a t iv e :
J was practicing at Cornwall, on the Hud

son. The place was not then so much of a 
summer-resort as it  has become since. 
Nevertheless as the lato Mr. N. P. Willis 
lmd made it somew hat familiar to New York 
readers, it attracted a good many of them 
thither during the hot months. I t  is just 
nortli of the Highlands, and is perhaps the 
nearest point to the city a t which an invalid 
can altogether escape the prickly roughness 
of the sea air.

One Saturday afternoon I received a t my 
office a note written in a manly hand, ele
gant and scholarly in expression, mention
ing th a t its writer was ill, bu t not from 
bodily ailment; and putting to me Mac
beth's question whether I could “minister 
to a miud diseased.”

“ If so,” said he. “call on a miserable 
man at the Atkins House, and inquire for 
joare , desperately,

“ ARCHIBALD GORDON.”
I called. He was sitting on the piazza, 

picking a tiger lily to pieces—himself the 
greater tiger. At a glance 1 knew he was 
the man who had sent tor me. There was 
an unmistakable haggardness in his look—as 
if  he had washed his face in the waters of 
Marah, and left it streaked and stained 
with cynicism, anguish and despair. Some
times the countenance turns tra itor and 
tell-tale against the soul; sometimes it gives 
np ali the secrets of a sorrowing breast; 
sometimes it  respects no privacy of a 
breaking heart. This man's misery was an 
open book.

•‘You are the doctor,” said he.
“ And you are the patient,” said I.
“ Yes,” he rejoined. “So far, then, we 

understand each other; but th a t’s as near 
as we shall ever get in our m utual ac
quaintance. Do yon think tha t one human 
creature ever yet had wit enough to com 
prebend his !ellow-beins ! 1 don’t believe 
it,"  he exclaimed, with bitterness in his 
emphasis and self-reproach in his tone.

After some non committal talk, I saw tha t 
I must grasp him with a strong hand. He 
was a man of will, brains and heart. He 
had summoned me for counsel, yet had 
made up his mind to have no confidence in 
my power to do him any good. He was 
getting ready to rebel against my advice, 
even before 1 h til shown any sign of offer 
ing it. So I chang' d my tactics and did 
not intrude any suggestions upon him, nor 
even trouble him wiib any questions about 
his ease. I resolved tha t he should he the 
confessor, not l the inquisitor.

At length, after havrng picked hi» flower 
to pieces «nd thrown away tho stem, he 
qin tly remarked, as if not altogether be
lieving what he sa id :

“ You can do nothing for a wretch like 
me.”

“That’s true ,” l observed, “ and w hat is 
more. 1 shall not try .”

“Why n o t!” he asked, as if «ny answer 
had taken an unexpected tnrn.

“Because,” l  rejoined, “ it  is plain tha t 
you have hut one friend and one enemy; it 
is plain th a t bo'll these are one and ihe 
same person; and it is plain tha t this mis
chievous individual is yourself. You are 
the only man who can do yourself any 
good or harm. You are your own patient 
aud physician. You must be jo u r  own 
medicine and nurse."

He weighed me as in » balance for tx mo
ment, and then remarked.

“I will tell you the devilish facts.”
"No,” l  replied, rather craftily, am! sup

pressing my inquisitiveness. “ As your se
crets can be e f no use to tue, and as i  can  
make them of no use to yon, I think you 
may as well keep them to yourself”

This nettled him a  little, but pleased him 
njorp, and brought him to  the confessional 
a t once.

“Read this poem,” said he, handing me » 
book,” and while you are reading it I will 

o up stairs and get you a  I’artagas cigar. 
Ixcubo me for a moment.”
The book was a blue-aud gold Tenhyson, 

opened at the turning down of a  leaf, the 
margins of the two lacing pages scrawled 
over w ith pencil notes, and the cover 
blurred and smeared as if it had been laid 
oa wet grass. The poem was “ Edward 
Gray,” and I may as well tianscrihe it  here 
a t on0(4

IMvVurtf U rn*.
Cweet Krriua Moreland of yonder tow n. 

Met me walking on yonder way,
“ Bad you have loot your h eart I” th e  said, 

“ Aud are  you m arried yet, Edward Gray • ’

Sweet Emma Mo eland epnke to me; 
B itterly  weeping I turned away; 

“Sweet Kiuma Moreland, love no mure 
Can tuuoti the  heart of Edward Gray.

“ Ellen Adair she loved me Well,
Against her father'd and uiollier'e •  

To nay 1 oat for an  hour and wept,
By Ktleu's grave, on tbC windy hill.

nt;

•S hy ahe was, mid t  thought tie r cold;
Thongnt h r  proud, and fled over t  i: * a a  

Filled I was with foUy and spite,
W hen E-leu Adair waa dying for im%

•Cruel, cruel,tho words!said;
Cruelly came they hack to-day?

•Vou're to s iglit and tickle ' I said,
•To trouble the  h ea rt s-f Edward Gray.*

"Then I puf tuy face in th e  grass-* 
Whispered. ‘Listen to i»y de.-paitj 

I  r. pent me of ah 1 did;
Bp. uk m little, Ellen AdalrC

• Th.-n I look a pencil and wrot#
On ihe mossy stone, as I lay,

•Here lies the body of Ellen Ada f,
Aud here ihe heart of Edward Gray F

•‘hove may come and Info may g.s,
Aud fly like a  bird, from tree to tree 

tlui 1 will lure no tuoi e, no more,
Till Ellen Adair com er hack ts  not

Kallinn Over u W heel-b arrow .
Tf you have occasion to use a wheel-bar- 

*ow; leave it. when you arc through with 
It, iu front of tho house, with Ihe handles 
toward the doer. A wheel harrow is tho 
most complicated thing to fall over on the 
face of tho ear'll. A man would fall over 
uue when he would never think of falling 
over anything else; be never knows when 
lie has got-through falling over it either, 
for it will tatigle bis leg- and his arms, turn 
•'M tviili him aud rear up in front of him, 
and juBt ns he pauses iu his profanity to 
congratulate himself, it takes a new turn, 
and scoops more skin off of him, and he 
womuieuees to i volute anew, and bump him- 
ssdTT, on .fresh places. A man never ceases 
to  fall over a wheel-barrow until it turns 
completely on ils back, or brings up against 
# rim thing it can m t upset. I t is the most 
inoffensive looking objdct there i«, hut it is 
more dangerous lhan a locomotive, aud no 
uian is -ecuto with • ne unless he lias a tight 
hold of its handles, and is sitting down on 
something. A wheel-harrow has its uses, 
-without donbt, hut in its leisure moments 
it ifl the great blighting cause on true dig- 

. —Danbury A’met.

"B itterly  wept I over the stone;
B itterly  weeping, i tu rned  away;

There lies ihe bony of Elies Adair,
And there the h ea rt of Edward Gray I*

•‘Did you read it 1” he asked, returning 
with a smoke-offering.

“ Yes,” I replied, “I  have lead i t  before; 
everybody has read it.”

Well.” said lie, “a thousand people may 
read it, and yet not one in the thousand 
comprehend it; tha t is, except—”

“ Except w hat!” 1 aeked, noticing his 
hesitation.

•‘Except,’* said he “ same man who has 
suffered iu the same way-—some man who, 
like a perverse and headstrong fool, has 
committed suicide not on his body but his 
heart ”

Exhibiting Lut little curiosity, I elicited 
the greater confidence. He showed a desire 
to ho communicative. Having hinted a t

is story through the poem, ho was about 
o make a more definite disclosure of i t  in 

prose.
“ But first.” said he, ' let me get away 

from this piazza, and sit under yonder 
chesnut tre e .”

Whereupon, in picnic fashion, we 
stretched out our smoke emitting figures 
on the shaded hill, and 1hv like twin 
Jupiters on Olympus, wreathed in our own 
clouds.

“ Now,” said he, leaning on his elbow, “a 
year ago, umler this very tree, I sat one 
moonlight night and talked with a woman 
who in midsummer seemed as cold as ice; 
and I loved her, and was vexed with her, 
both at onei; aud I wanted to marry her. | 
yet hung hack through a mad whim tha t 1 
would first punish her; and though I kuew 
she loved me, to the uttermost, yet 1 kept 
insanely arguing to myself that, she did not; 
and then iu a freak 1 tore my heart away 
from her, and with a ft-w disdainful worils 
lei: her sitting speechless and pale; and 
here now ar this moment. I can turn i^ay 
iuto night, aud see her still sitting, dumb 
and stunned under my blow; and the gentle 
victim, like an unbuned ghost, pursues me 
everywhere, uttering no reproach, hu t sim
ply showing her suffering fane; and l  now t

know tha t I stabbed the soul of a woman 
who would have died for my **ake; and ever 
ginoe, for my crime against her, I have lived 
like a  dead men, carrying a hell in my 
breast; and th a t’s the whole damnable 
tale.”

He said this with a vehemence tha t was 
fiery, and a sincerity th a t was pathetic.

“ Ah,” said I, drawing breath and taking 
time to think, “the secret of your pain, then, 
is this, that you have inflicted an injury on 
another. You have broken the heart th a t 
loved yon, and the memory of your crime, 
is a punishment greater than you can bear. 
The verv thought of what yon have perpe
trated makes you shudder, and y< t  you can 
not help thinking of it all the time. It is 
face to face with you day and night. As a 
physician I know something of the nature 
of your anguish, i t  is of a kind which ful
fills the whole measure of possible ven
geance. The human mind is competent to 
no higher type of suffering. Goil himself 
chose it- for his supreme penalty against the 
slayers of the Naraeene, when He 6itnply 
ordained th a t they should “ look upon him 
whom they had pierced.” That looh—they 
could not bear it. Yes, tha t’s the true analy
sis of your self-torture. You can not say 
•an enemy has done this thing.’ I t  is your 
own doing and undoing.”

Having delivered myself of these meta
physical observations, to which he made no 
other answer than to light •  fresh cigar, I 
added:

•• And the lady, I presume, followed her 
prototype iti the poet’s  fable, anil d ied of 
disappointed love ? ”

“ No ; not a t all,” he teplied spitefully.
“ Not d ea d !"  I exclaimed. “W hy, then, 

while there’s life there’s hope. I t  is not 
too late to right the wrong, ami earn a par
don. Not dead,” I repeated, dwelling ou 
the words.

“ No, she’s not dead.” he answered, “ she’s 
married 1 ”

At this sudden change in the tale, I could 
hardly suppress a smile. I then accepted a 
fresh cigar, and followed it into 3  new train 
of recollections. Here, thought I, was a 
love-sick swain, who a t first bad played the 
capricious tyran t with his shepherdess; who 
then had ignorantly, hnt none the less 
cruelly, crushed the sweet and hiding violet 
of her unobstrusive love; who next had 
gone away and left her in her bruised 
beauty to be plucked by another hand; aud 
who finally had nothing else to do save to 
punish himself properly with unavailing 
remorse and merited despair.

“Served you right,” 1 exclaimed, speak
ing my honest mind, and not compromising 
with him for a moment.

“ Yes; I g ran t it,” he replied; served me 
right, but not her; she married a m.iu 
whom she can never love; tor a woman who 
loved as she did, loves hut once and for
ever. Such a marriage is a mockery. Ever 
since I heard of it I have been tit only for 
a madhouse.”

“ A year ago, did yon sav, you met her !’’ 
“ Yes, a t this verv spot; it was ju s t here 

th a t I first salutedIier; it was ju s t here that 
I parted with her. And she was married 
last winter a t Grace Church, New York. 
Her father’s family—bride, bridegroom, and 
l know not who else—have all gone to Eu
rope for two years.”

“I believe,” said I, suddenly impressed 
with a reminiscence, “ tha t I knew the lady 
myself; for I made the acquaintance of a l
most everybody here last summer, and 1 
only wonder th a t you escaped me. Let me 
see. W hat was her name !”

“ Let yon see? Yes,” said he, “yon shall 
see. Your eyes shall look and peer and 
gaze a t her name, which will save 
your ears from hearing it. That is her 
nam e," be exclaimed, taking ont of his 
pocket a little French easket resembling a 
glove box. and taking out of this a dainty 
little cambric handkerchief on which was 
writtten in the Chinese ink ot indelibility 
the name of “ Lucy Raynor.”

This disclosure opened my eyes wide. 
“ W hy do you start !” he asked.
I answered evasively.
“ 1 was simply thinking, sir, th a t there 

were two families of Ravnors here las 
summer—qne spelt ‘u -o r’ and the other 
n e-r.’ "

“ Well,” said he, ” I never heard ef there 
being two; one was the death of me; the 
other may go to the dogs.”

“ I will wager,” said I, “ that T can recall 
t i e  young lady’s looks. She wasn’t one of 
the belles. Too qniet for that. Rather 
tired anil bashful. Ju s t u little onder size 
and very gentle in her ways. Hair light, 
natural, and all her own—no baek-str.ft from 
the shops. Although a trifle sick, but never 
enough to need medicine, i remember her 
well. Why, I onee wrote for her this pre
scription: ‘A horse and saddle—to he takeu 
once a day.’ Isn 't that her ladyship ! ” 

“ Well,” said he, “ the picture isepmething 
like a portrait.”

“Yes,” said I, *‘Lucy Raynor. I knew 
her. And so she’s married. W hat's her 
name now I”

“ She m arried her father's junior partner; 
his name is Baxter. The firm is Rayner, 
Clay fe Baxter, iron merchants, anil I would 
like to supply one of tho company with cold 
steel.”

Taking out my w atch ,! rem arked, as  if 
in haste,

“Weil, 1 have heard the ease. I know a 
medicine for a uiiud diseased, anil I’ll briu 
it to you to-morrow. Good day.”

The Powelton House, at Newhurg, is an 
hour’s easy drive from Cornwall. It stands 
on high aud stately ground, und overlooks 
a superb country, intersected by the finest 
river of the whole earth. Among its sum 
mer ocaupants were my previous acquaint
ances, the Ra< ners, who, in coming to 
spend a second season in the same pure air, 
chose Newhurg instead of Cornwall. Miss 
Lucy Rayner had already been a semi- 
patient of mine for a month. I had visited 
her twice. She was not sick, but worse 
than that; she was lifeless, hopeless and 
joyless. Some inward frost was nipping 
her outward bloom. The fountain of feel
ing had ceased to tl«w, and was stagnant. 
W hat arrow had pierced her I could not 
tell, but I knew she was hiding a wound. 
All this I witnessed for a  month, and twice 
tried to fathom. 1 now drove to the Pow
elton House to try  once more.

“ I did not send for you,” she said, with 
her sad, calm voice.

“ No,” I replied, ” ? have not come to 
give advice, but to get it. I am in a per
plexity. and need a woman’s wit to help me 
out of it. I liavo a patient who it* beyond 
all hope unless I can contrive to inspire 
within him tho cheerful heart tha t doeth 
good like a medicine. You know I am a 
great believer in my kind of religion—I 
mean faith and confidence between man 
and mac, anil especially between man aud 
woman. Well, I have a strong man on my 
hands who is on the verge of distraction 
because lie misinterpreted a woman’s heart.
I t  was a true h ea rt; it was a pure h ea rt; it 
vas a loving h ea rt; it was a heart which 
was his. his only, his against the world, and 
his for all time. But he mistook it ; he did 
not understand it ;  he spurned it. At last, 
when too late, he came to his senses; ho 
s»w the wrong h had done, and he now 
scourges himself for his crime, aud afflicts 
bis fancy with a perpetual vision of the 
pale, suffering face of her whom he harmed; 
yes, and he will go mad unless he can he 
rescued from this perilous state of mind; 
and I want yon as a woman to tell me what 
you think this woman would say to him, if 
they ever again should meet, for I shall or
der him to go ou a search through the wide 
world till he find her. tint 1 first want to 
know how such a woman would act on 
being found.”

This little speech east a sudden shade 
over my lady’s countenance. She had been 
knitting with long wooden needles, hnt 
during my narrative had laid down her 
worsted work in her lap; she now resumed 
it, using her fingers somewhat excitedly, 
and made no reply.

“ Come,” said I, rallying her attention, 
“yen are a woman; you know a woman's 
mini:; so teil mo what this woman would 
do ”

“Well,” said Lucy, “ if she were a woman 
ot a high and rich nature, as you picture 
her, I think she would love the sufferer ail 
the more for what he had suffered for her 
sake.”

At this confession, which I had expeet/ <1.
I said t  > myself:'Ah, Lucy Rayner,that . ,i- 
spukea like a true woman; one who lorgcts 
her own pain iu the remembrance of an 
other's wounds; who allows no wrong to go 
r.nf -rgivon, an I chides no peui'eut with re
proach; who. like charity 's own seif, which 
is her other 1 ame, “sutfereth long and is 
kind;” and wh >, with a tine geniu- in: con
quest. steadies her own heart in strategic 
patience, and conquers back her wandering 
mate by invincible love.

My question was answered, and I was 
satisfied.

“Well, Mist Lacy,” l  said, “/ o u  ppiuion

is the same as mine. I thank yon for the 
confirmation of my judgment. Now we 
will drop this disagreeable snhjeet, and 
take up another. The chief object of ray 
call to day was to invite yon to take a ride 
with Hie to-morrow. I must force you out 
into the open air. I f  you will not go oi 
yourself, I must come and take you. We 
can ride to Cornwall and back. Will you 
g o !”

“ Yes,” said she. rather demurely, “ I 
would like to see the old chestnut tree. I 
have not been there this year.”

“ Then,” said I, “it's a bargain; to morrow 
a t three o’clock. Good-by.”

I came away feeling th a t I was playing a 
part in a melodrama.

My next day’s ride from the Powelton 
House toward Cornwall, .accompanied by 
my fair invalid, was noticeable for its clear 
sky, its smiling wayside weeds, its quarrel
some anil melodious birds, its occasional ox- 
team, its frequent pleasure-riders both in 
carriages and on horse bank—noticeable, 1 
say, for all these, hut still more for its volu
ble tongue ami attentive ears ; the tongue 
being mine, the ears Miss Luoy's.

“ By the way,” I observed, “ do you re
member another family of Itayners who 
used to visit Cornwall ! I think they spent 
last summer here, or perhaps the summer 
before. W hat has become of them !” 

“ Yes,” she replied, “1 remember them 
slightly. I t  was two years ago. They have 
not been here since. There was a marriage 
in their family last winter in New York, 
aud—what do you think!—the, absurd story 
went round th a t the happy event had 00 - 
curred in my papa’s household—though 
such a thing, you know, is not a t all likely 
ever to happen,” she added with a smile.

I did not drive to the Atkins House, but 
to the chestnut tree, where I left my horse 
and wagon in charge of my gentle passen 
ger—all three greenly pavilioned in the 
summer shade.

“ By the by,” said I, turning back before 
I had gone three steps, “ Miss Lucy, you re
member Mrs. Rhodes, to whom you sent the 
flowers last year ! She is here again, laid 
up w ith the ague. Suppose you send her 
your card and compliments. The remem 
brauce would cheer her.”

“ 1 have no cards with me," was the 
reply.

“ Here, then,” said I, “ is a  blank oaril; 
write your name and a message on it, and 
date it to-day.”

She took my lead pencil and wrote : 
“Good wishes. Lucy Rayner, Ju ly  ffl, 
187J.” It was the self same hand-writing 
which appeared in the Chinese ink on the 
handkerchief. On my way into the hotel I 
slipped this card into a little envelope such 
as I used in giving out medicines, and wrote 
ou the outside “Elixir Vital.”

Mr. Gordon was sitting under a grape 
vine in the garden, which was on the oppo
site side of the house from the chestnut 
tree. He was apparently reading, for he 
held a magasine, but he was really dozing, 
and it lay unnoticed on his knee. I  saluted 
him wit h a good afternoon. He hastily rose 
and welcomed me with something of the 
same sad indifference, almost bitterness, as 
on the day before.

“ I am in some haste,” I said, “so 1 will 
first run across the road to Mr. Wilson’s, 
and then ask you to save my time by step
ping down to where my buggy is, by the 
chestnut tree. Here is the medicine 1 prom
ised you. Take it a t once. I t  will make 
you a new man.”

80  saying, 1 quickly stepped away, and 
passing behind some lattice work, through 
which I could see w ithout being seen, I saw 
him slowly open the envelope, suddenly 
s ta rt with astonishment, hold out the card 
with one band, put the other to his bewil
dered brain, and then look around for me. 
He was in a rage like a lion in a snare, and, 
suddenly springing forward in the direction 
in which I had gone, he pounced upon me 
before I could get our of ihe wav.

“ W hat is th a t !” he exclaimed,
“ What is w h a t!”
“ Why, this card 1”
“Let me see. O, tha t was meant fur old 

Mrs. Rhodes. I beg your pardon. The 
medicine 1 brought lor you is in my wagon 
under ihe tree. 1 will join you there soon.’ 

This time I walked away fur enough to 
be out of reach, and left him alone. Why 
not t  My ow u part iu the p!ay had ended. 
E i en as a  mere spectator, I had no cour
teous excuse to remain. “ Every heart 
knoweth ils own bitterness, and a stranger 
intermeddleth not with its joy .” What 
right had 1 to euter into the chambers ol 
this man’s breast! None. 80  I took mvself 
aloof from him on the instant, and left him 
to solve his enigma by himself. The tu 
m ult within him—of memories, misconcep
tions, guesses, hopes, hallucinations—all 
the stormy yet sunshiny confltctjin liis won
der-smitten, tempest-heaton breast; this, to 
a man like myself, inte ested in psychologi
cal phenomena, would have been a pleasant 
exhibition as portrayed on “ the human face 
divine;” but it was a spectacle which I had 
no right to gloat over, pry into or gaze at.

Then, as to the next ensuing scene, still 
less right had I to staiiil even afar off, a t 
the most decorous and inaudible distance, 
unobserved yet observing, and allow my 
unhidden eves to take the merest glimpse 
or peep a t the strange and joytul dram a en
acted under the chestnut tree when two 
lovers met again iu their *id trvsting placi 
The churl who gazed through the crevice of 
a shut w indow as the naked Lad v of Coven 
try  rode past, was struck and seared with a 
ju s t blindness; for “ the powers that wait 
011 mind cancel a sense misused.” But how 
much greater penalty deserves to fall on the 
still more prurieHt Paul Pry who morbidly 
sets his curious eyes, not on a stark  and 
shrinking body, hut on a  stripped and 
naked soul I

safely passed through the crisis. If, how
ever, you need more medicine, take an ex
tra  grain of faith in one another. This is 
the best of all oures for heartburnings. I 
prescribe it in all such cases. It is not ex
actly the ‘Religio M edici’ of Sir Thomas 
Browne; nevertheless, it is the religion of 
a physician—yes, and of a Christian.”

Such is the story, which by the way, now 
tha t I have read it over in tny manuscript, 
does not seem half so vivid in the narration 
as it was in the reality; but if it lacks some
thing of the dram atic incident common to 
Christmas tales, nevertheless it illustrates 
(I am sure) the forgiving spirit which should 
mellow and sanctify the Christmas season.

NEW PAINTINGS AT T U B  CAPITOL.

Therefore 1 went into the woods—my 
thoughts and I together—these being a 
band of restless companions. My tram p
ing feet wandered alter them, crushing the 
masses anil breaking the harebells? I 
walked aud meditated, both ia fierce earn
estness.

“ Let them have it  out,” said I ;  “ it can 
not be settled in a mom ent; they shall have 
full time for explanations and apologies— 
free opportunity for pledgee and protesta
tions. There is mischief to be undone, and 
reparation to he made. There is a tangled 
skein to be nuraveled, and a silken ooid to 
be tied. I will be in no haste.”

So for a couple of hours I sauntered 
among the trees, and like Jaeques, moral
ized. These reunited loveis had ju s t 
touched the summit and supreme moment 
of file; and yet, though my heart leaped 
and bounded with theirs, I was angry with 
the fools for their year’s folly. At the very 
moment when they were undoubtedly for
giving each other, I was resolutely blaming 
both. They had 110 right to commit against 
each other such a blunder, such a crime as 
the mutual misunderstanding by which 
they had well nigh shipwrecked their lives. 
I h dd them both in the wrong, not both 
equaiiy, but both actually; Miss Rayner as 
well as Mr. Gordon—Ellen Adair as well aa 
Edward Gray. A shy aud coy woman, 
who loves a strong and ardent man. 
should beware lest, in her reserve, 
she hide her love go completely 
that, like Genevra of the mistletoe bough, 
it is never discovered by him who seeksit, 
hut is left sealed in its coffin forever. More
over, a strung, impulsive and imperious 
raan. who loves a reserved woman, should 
use liia bright wits, and not tru s t to his 
blind jealousies, to determine the state of 
sucii u woman’s heart. Half the misunder
standings of those who can least afford to 
misunderstand each other a t ail. arise from 
two joint reasons: first, from w antof frank
ness on the part of those who hink they 
have no need to explain; next; from want 
of faith on the part of those wno can take 
nothing for granted without an explanation. 
The blunder of Ellen Adair and Edward 
Gray proved fatal; this was a natural re
sult. The blunder of Lucy Rayner and 
Archibald Gordon was remedied;” this was 
1 happy accident. But there is the 
a:ue w arntng in both cases. There are cer- 
ain fundamental cannons of love-making 

which ought tube written in letters oi gold. 
One is. if love is worth being possessed, it

worth being coniessed; for “confession is
iod for the soul.” The other is, tru s t to 

the uttermost the heart tha t loves you, and 
that you love: for it is true of ali lower 
Lives, as of the one higr st, “Thy faith hath 
saved thee.”

Soliloquizing thus with silent loquacity 
till the shadows began to lengtlieu out the 
afternoon, l then walked leisuiely towuid 
the chestnut tree, whistled on mv way 
tu ither to give a forewarning of my ap
proach, startii d a lady and gentleman who 
sat very close together, and as they rose to 
meet me, each witti an offered hand, I ac
cepted a hand from eaeh, and bound both 
their hands together; their hearts likewise.

“ Dear convalescents.” said I, by way of 
epilogue, “ tout physician pronounces vvq

P ow ell’s “  B uttle o f  lAtke E r ie ,”  and 
M oran’s 11 Y ellow stone T a lley .”

[From tlie Chicago Tribnue. ]
T1IB KEW PAINTINGS AT THU CAPITOL.

While half the town was New Year call
ing, the axes and screws ef carpenters 
were a t work on the Senate side of the 
Capitol edifice, fastening into the wall, 
over the great east staircase, Powell’s large 
painting of “ The Battle ot Lake Erie.” 
For many years the spot has been occupied 
by a paintiug of Washington mounted.

The cost of Powell’s paintiug was ample 
to have contented a very considerable a r 
tist, viz: $“.),000. The order was given chief
ly by the co-operation of General Sclienck, 
who held to the notion of all protectionists, 
tha t it  is better to enoourage a had artist 
of one’s own State than a good one of some 
other State. Mr. Jay  Cooke perceived the 
lolly of this principle iu a rt when he 
charged an Ohio lady with a commission to 
paint Pu t in-Bay, when it was forwarded 
to him insured lor $8000. I t  was condoned 
lor a t $ 1000, and laid away in the loft with 
superannuated fire-screens. Requiescai in 
space/

Mr. Powell devoted all his artL-tio genius 
thereafter to drawing $4000 in parcels from 
the library fund and neglecting the paiui- 
iug. A uer he had been subjected to a good 
deal ol disparagement, he was compelled to 
satisfy the Library Committee with a bill 
of sa le ; and he now proposes to complete 
it, pilloried after a fa-hiou, as it hangs 
upon this wall. Might all who work with 
half conscience for a dead horse consent to 
pay such public expiation 1

Tu b  b io  p ic t u r e .

The painting iu itself is not unworthy its 
purpose and place. I t is so large as to show 
a boat’s crew of men, life-sise, in the fore
ground, and the hulls of several vessels 
uear a t hand, high and full. I t  also shows 
considerable of the action of the main com
bat between the fleets, aud some floating 
rigging, and people. The composition is 
scant, as if the artist did not want to do a 
brush stroke more work than would satisfy 
the bond ; ba t this very negligence gives an 
openness to the water-view, keeps the eye 
intent on the oential episode, and the 
story of the battle is not confused with de
tails.

i  ne study is Perry’s abandonment of one 
flagship for another, after the first had be
come unmanagahle. He is seen standing in 
a rowboat pulled by half a dozen men, 
some of whom are wounded; the boat itself 
is splintered, and all are working nnder a 
certain apprehension, not to say panic, ex
cept the Commodore, who is braced up to 
the verge ol the dramatic, as if he also felt 
the situation, but was the actor of it. His 
helmsman is disconcerted, but everybody, 
sailor fashion, obeys orders automatically, 
and with a minutite which gives 
some reality to the subject; for in 
stance, one wounded fellow is push
ing his oar against some sail and spar 
with a sailorly sensibility, and all tho m> n 
iu the boat are looking various ways, as 
men are ap t to do in close action, where 
the bursting o f shells and various move
ments a ttrac t each man according to his 
position. Nevertheless, they aK appear to 
be seeing through their ears, which is right 
enough, fo ra  sailor rows with his hands 
and ears, and is entitled to his eyes. The 
boatswain in this picture appears to be pro
testing a little h it with Perry, which is not 
unnecessarily familiar in the closer shaves 
of life. Perry himself, with one hand on 
his sheathed cutlass, is pointing toward tho 
vessel he wishes to ooard, and resisting the 
importunities of a lad who is afraid, undi r 
the ciremns'anees.

The criticism on this picture will proba
bly turn upon the drawing; upon tiie 
specific gravity of the boat to carry its 
crew; upon the relative statures of the per
sons; and possibly upon the superficiality 
if the idea aud the characters involved. 

As to color, the time is yet prem ature lor 
making judgment upon that. 1 hold that, 
for national pictures, an excellent popular 
treat ment is better t han any deeper attem pt 
which will please the few aud miss the pub
lic, sense. A public order like this should 
not be used by any artist to experiment for 
a doubtful individualism or elass-opiniou- 
atedness; as, for example, no man receiving 
a public order, the intent of which is under
stood to be the national pleasure and in
spiration, would have any right to use the 
late pre-Raphaelite treatm ent, and, in ordet 
to be precisely conscientious, make nine- 
tenths of all tlie visitois a t the Cupitol grin 
and hoot.

Considered With respect to its use aud 
end, and also to its depiction of the main 
realisms of this battle, Mr. Powell’s new 
picture is a great improvement upon his De 
Soto.

1 said to the Librarian of Congress: 
“ Whom have we capable of iloiag any 

better with figures on so great an a re a !” 
“ W hat is the use,” he replied, “of tilling 

suoh areas before there is a national a r t ! 
This Capitol is not meant, to be ornamented 
throughout in a siogle century.”

TUB FIRST LANDSCAUH.

1 was also struck with another remark of 
the Librarian, which he made, with refer
ence to Moran’s painting, newly arrived, of 
“The Yellowstone Valley

“I t  is prem ature for us to be going Into 
the purchase ol American landscapes.” 

Moran’s new laudseape was lobbied 
through Congress by violating the law 
which forbids the use of the edifice for the 
exhibition of works of art. Is w>as brought, 
all flaming with yellow light and blue cas
cade, into the old Hall of Representatives, 
where it struck the average members as a 
red flannel shirt would affect an Indian. 
Buttonholing began. The artist fell in his 
price, by successive gradations, from $JO,0<>0 
to $!0,0t)0, aud then it was said to be flirt 
cheap, which was true, for it is the most 
diluvial of ail subjects. I t  depicts a great 
fissure, or canon, iu the yellow plains, down 
which a stream drops iuto an inconceivably 
deep and Darrow creek, and the entire fail 
is repeated by the trick of putting the 
spectator in the line of the desoent, as well 
as the subsequent current flowing toward 
the eye. A rock-shelf projects forward 
from the foreground, and the foliage is 
drawn like stage-drapery down the sides, 
and this foreground is deeply shaded, while 
ail the central scene is in such dazzling yel
low, amber and chalk as to make the com
position theatrical

The value of this painting is about $2b00, 
fairly calculated. To the governm ent it is 
worth lens than to an individual, because 
it« artis t can duplicate it, and the hundred 
other sketches ho took on the Yellowstone, 
and fill the country wii’u chromes which 

presently cheap* n the entire range of 
en h subjects. Nations should never buy 
landscapes, tiniest associated tu 'li  some de
piction ot a national event. This is the 
first transgression of tho kind.

■natch  from a hasty oblivion w hat can be 
saved for the benefit of posterity.”

Bv 1841 he bad visited forty-eight differ
ent tribes, painted three hnndred and ten 
portraits in oil, and over three thousand 
full-length figures in games, customs, wor
ship and war. His gallery was exhibited in 
England and Belgium, and all its proceeds 
devoted to another journey and to strength
ening his object.

After the destruction of Stanley's gallery 
a t the Smithsonian fire, Cutliu’s alone re 
mained. The bulk of it had been inert 
gaged to Joseph Harrison, Esq , of Phila
delphia, and a portion was exhibited in the 
Smithsonian, where the dying artist fretted 
out hia life th a t nobody iu Congress or the 
government would so much as visit his col
lection.

He said, ju s t before hia death: “  I have 
worked lor the literature und glory of this 
nation more than forty years, and 1 can not 
get a member of Congress to let me show 
him my work. But they vote $10,0U0 to 
young Moran for his dauhot scenery, which 
I beheld before he was born.” GATH.

Prospective Im m igration.
(Prom the Baton Rouge Advocate.)

The present outlook, as stated  in our last 
issue, indicates tha t a period of unusual 
immigration is a t hand. In other years 
there have been throngs from some par
ticular country, outnum bering w hat are 
likely again to come from the same re
gions, but now causes are in operation for a 
more general movement, not in one, but in 
several countries. The experience of the 
war and the pressure of military burdens, 
more severe than formerly, have turned 
the attention of thousands in Ger
many to this country, and the ac
counts are that, notwithstanding the 
governmental discouragement, the move
ment is likely to continue with 
a much increased rather than  diminished 
volume. Prom the departments ot France, 
especially the two provinces of Alsace and 
Lorraine, the emigration to th isco n u 'rv  
has been already large, and from the mul
titudes who have preferred to expatria te 
ihemstlves ra ther than become German 
citizens, il promises to be yet very mnoh 
larger. But from a region whence emigra
tion to America has up to this time been 
small, there is commencing a movement 
which promises to become extensive. We 
allude to Southern Italy. The story of the 
landing of several companies recently at 
New York is fresh in the minds of all. 
I t has been asserted th a t they are indo
lent, ignorant, miserably poor, and likely 
to remain perm anent paupers in this coun
try. In answer to all this the Italian 
Consul General has published a letter 
whieh puts quite a different face upon the 
immigrants. He firat protests against the 
representations which have been made of 
the character of these people, and asserts 
tha t no more peaceable, and orderly, and 
work hunting people come to us from any 
nations. The Italian government, he fur
ther asserts, has none too many of this 
class, and ia strongly discountenancing the 
emigration, which it would stop if it could 
by auy means not despotic. The shameless 
persecution of the Jews of Roumania has also 
started an extensive movement iu the East, 
whieh will bring many thousands of these 
“sturdy, intelligent, skilled mechanics” du
ring the year. Besides these sources of an 
increased immigration, an unusually strong 
tide is setting in this direction from Eng
land. Colonies ate not a little in fashion, 
as well as the emigration of isolated fami
lies. One agent charged with organizing 
colonies for Minnesota, is represented as 
overran with applications for farmers. He 
says he has been “ literally astonished” 
a t the number of farmers aud farm ers’ 
sons, and people who are comparatively 
wealthy, who intend to go. lie  is already 
sure ot enough to represent a capital of 
$“50,000. and this, he thinks, will be quad
rupled before spring. Greatly reduced 
fares by steamer will ofler unusual facilities 
to all who wish to come in th a t wav. and 
this will help to increase the tide. Let our 
land owners and merchants organize au 
immigration association, offer the same in 
ducements as those held out by the West, 
and the waste places of the iorrner will 
soon he filled, ami the trade of the la tte r 
increased folds. The “ tide,” however, will 
avail us nothing, unless we display " th a t 
eagerness burn of exertion.”

SAN DOMINGO.

Fred D ou glass a t SI. Louie.

We copy the subjoined report from tho 
St. Lonis Times of Tuesday:

Douglass commenced by a geographical 
description of the position of San Domingo, 
stating th a t Hayti. the eastern section of 
the island, with an area Of 10,000 squar* 
miles, had a population of 800,000, white 
Dominica, on the west, had a population r f  
150,000 i-n a territory of Off,000 square miles.
I t  was not his purpose to discuss this mat
te r in a political or even patriotic sense, hnt

Engl ish  I m m ig r a n ts  In T exas.
The Galveston Netcs says:
J . McAdain, the representative of the 

State in Great Britain, arrived last Sunday 
with 136 English farm people and families. 
He left Liverpool on the twenty seventh of 
November, in the steamship Minnesota, and 
arrived in New Orleans on the fifth of J a n 
uary, after a fearful passage of thirty-seven 
days, having had to put iu to Bordeaux and 
Havana. Tito people with him are all agri
cultural laborers, having been procured by 
him ia the counties of Hampshire, Dorset
shire, Somerset and Suriey. He states th a t 
235 left England in the San Jacinto, which 
will arrive here about the twenty-fifth, and 
he expects to return to England in about 
thirty  days to engage immigrants lor the 
fall of 1873.

We learn from Mr MoAdam th a t there 
are representatives of the various W estern 
States, and Union Pacific railroad and Bur
lington and Missouri railroad, who are well 
supplied with documents relative to their 
respective sections, and have fine offices, 
with their products well displayed, in order 
to inducej the flow ol capital as well as 
labor into their midst. We think th a t if 
our planters aud others interested in British 
farm emigration, th a t have fine samples of 
their produce and documents favorable to 
immigration, would do well to le t Mr. Mc- 
Adam have the hem fit of the same, in order 
tha t he may offer equal inducements with 
other sections of the eonntry.

CATLIX.

Ju st forty years ago an artis t was landed 
at the mouth of tlio Yelioa stone, whose 
conscientious and preserving endeavors to 

son plish a great national purpose iu art 
met with humiliation and death at the very 
period when Mr. Moran’s sm ait landscape 

f the Upper Yellowstone arrived in the 
C.ipnol. This was George Gatlin, a native 

f the Wyoming valley of Pennsylvania. 
He was rewarded in London, in 1841, with 
a superb edition of his letters, illustrated 
by 4000 engraving. Ia  these he gives the 
fiject of .1 life of which hi» countrymen 

never appreciated the monument nor the 
sacrifice. He says:

“ My mind was continually reaching for 
..ime branch or enterprise of the art on 

which t > devote a  whole lifetime of eu 
thusiasm.”

Accident brought hint to consider the In
dian race, stripped by nature like the 
model to the artist, and the most' perfect 
type, a t th a t time, of physical and natural 
man. He gave his life to this work, to be 
the pictorial predecessor of Sehooicraft, “ to 
lend a hand to a dying nation who have no 
historians or lithographers ol' their own to 
portray with fidelity their native looks, and

ft N ew  IVuj to L ight G n*.
A new method of lighring gas has been 

invented by Mr. .?. Billington Booth, of 
Preston. By this method street lamps can 
be lighted simultaneously frjrn  any dis
tance. The apparatus constituting the in 
vention, the Preston Chronicle tells us, 
looks like a moderately siz'-d globular ink- 
stand o f glass, surmounted hv a tube of 
the same material, with a metallic top. By 
screwing off the burner it can he veiy easily 
attached to au.v lamp, ehamblier-pipe, or 
ordinary gas je t. The base or globular 
portion is well tilled with >t deep red colored 
liquid, so cheap th a t three pennyworth will 
serve the lamp for a year. Over the liquid 
and within the giass tube there is a plate of 
zinc, with a piece o f graphite or gas coal, 
aud between these and a thin coiled plati
num wire, fixed over the cup of the general 
Vessel, into which a gas burner is inserted, 
galvanic, communication is obtained. Igni
tion is thus effected: A pipe is screwed to 
the top of the gas pipe; pressure on the 
gas in this pipe oanses a simultaneous de
pression upon the chemical solution which 
occupies a lower level in two side tubes; 
the gas occupies the vacuum caused by the 
displaced liquid, and then ascends to a 
chamber connected with the burner, while 
tlie displaced liquid is pressed into two side 
tubes effecting contact with the zinc and 
p a p liite , and generating galvsnic activity. 
This is communieated to the platinum w ire, 
aud excites its catalytic power; tlie wire 
lo mg then exposed to the ascending jet of 
gas. immediate ignition takes place.

to awaken a spirit of inquiry among Ameri
can people, which should make them more 
intimately acquainted wi:h this beautiful 
island. I t  might he im portant to know what 
San Domingo could do for us, but it was a 
vastly nobler iuquiry to ask what we could 
do for S in Domingo. He invoked the sym
pathy ot America lor San Domingo, saying 
that no country was more greatly  blessed 
by nature or more cursed bv man. She 
stood on the verge of civilization, and 
whether she should be saved through en
lightenm ent or sink iuto the measureless 
depths of barbarism was the question. 
Here whs the first American soil trod by 
the "Ilindu-Cancasian race; she was the 
cradle of American beginnings. “ I am,* 
said the speaker, “ only a d istan t relation 
of the . aitcaaian race, and have bu t littte 
to do with its achievements, but 1 felt a 
thrill when I stepped for the first time on 
the shore of San Domingo, wbero Columbus 
stood, aud breathed the air th a t he first 
breathed; to see the mountains and know 
tha t these were the first lauds to  soothe the 
fevered eye of the great discoverer, should 
bo enough to gladdeu the observer, of w hat
ever race, color or previous condition. 
Here was built the first Christian church in 
America, and long before New England 
heard the gospel, Shu Domingo was the 
oentre of missionary effort.” He dw elt 
eloquently on the beauty of the chnrohes 
with which the island is studded, most of 
which are still splendid monuments of re
ligions faith, though some have (alien intp 
ruin.

In America destruction and creation g# 
hand iu hand. Chicago, ashes to day, wan 
granite to-morrow; so likewise with Boston, 
hut iu Sau Domingo there seemed no sueh 
power ol recreation; destruction was per 
petual. He then gave a vivid and in terest
ing picture of San Domingo, the  city 
founded by Coiambus, ouee wealthy and 
possessing a population of 70,000, now poor 
and squalid, with but 7000 souls w ithin its? 
onimtiling walls. The people wore constan t 
and in tent on their devotions. They be
lieved as firmly in miracles to-day as did 
tho early Christians. Iu spite «)f their reli
gion, they have been a failure as a  nation, 
because the colored race had never had the 
opportunity of cultivating their intellectual 
powers.

San Domingo was no.t only the first t# 
hear the Gospel, but the first also to adopb 
tho Christian institution of African slavery, 
and it was also the first to feel the terrible 
storm of blood aud tire th a t surely follows 
in the track of national crime. Some wer* 
now trying to worry the negro hack into a> 
state of bondage iu the Southern States, 
and he warned such th a t evil must cans* 
from this cause. There might be blows to 
give, but there would also be blows to take? 
and woe to those who sought to commenof 
the work of exterm ination of the negro.

Donglass denied having visited San Do
mingo as a blind partisan. If he had any 
bias, it  was tow ard the views of Charles 
Sumner, than whom no man iu the United 
States deserved more gratitude from the 
colored people, while the other members o? 
the commission, notably Hen Wade, werfe 
a  ) honest men.

Speaking of the proposed plan o f annex
ation, after discussing the snbject iu varion® 
aspects, the speaker came to the conclusion 
th a t tiie true interests ot both San Domingo 
and America required th a t plan to be 
adopted, and thar the island be annexed. 
The rem ainder of the leeture was composedi 
of a series oi argum ents in support of this? 
view.

S f l l - M f s l i n g  N e w s p a p e r  W r a p p e r * .
During the last fiscal year, says tin! 

W ashington Chronicle. 8.8ff4,ff50 stamped 
newspaper wrappers were sold a t post 
offices, aud as the number of unstamped 
sold by the general trade must have been 
equal or even greater, the to ta l number of 
stam ped and nns'emped sold during the 
year would be about eighteen millions, with 
an increase of thirty  four p e rc e n t over 
the previous year; and yet, perhaps, not 
oue in three ot the whole public ever saw 
or used one of these convenient wrappers. 
They now have a one cent stamp, and are 
sold a t six cent for five wrappers, being only 
one cent for the five wrappers, exclusive ol 
stamps. A one cent stam ped wrapper, 
under the present law, carries two ounee^ 
aud will inclose a large newspaper. W iifi 
this reduced postage, and the inrreasinf! 
knowledge of this convenient article, with 
millions of newspapers read daily, doubtless 
the num ber will in a few years run  np to 
one hundred millions annually; carrying 
$ 1,000,000 in postage, and thus md largely 
iu “diffusing know!, dge among mankind.”

The wrapper increases the sale of new s
papers to send to friends by mail, and n^
therefore, an advantage and profit to 
great newspapers

The W ashington Chronicle says: 
Information received by the 8 tato De

partm ent from Spain gives assuranoe tha t 
the efforts of the adm inistration to secure 
the abolition of slavery in Cuba are re
ceived aud responded to kindly by the 
Spanish government. The measure is gain
ing strength, and but for the unsettled stato 
of Cuba, would soon he in process of adop
tion. Our relations have a t no time been 
more friendly with Cuba, notw ithstanding 
the reports to the contrary so freqnently 
put forth. No doubt ia entertained th a t 
Spain is acting in good faith.

The W ashington Chronicle ot Tuesday, 
in an article on Louisiana affairs, says:

St* new Louisiana is favored with two 
Legislatures, two Governors and Lieuten
ant Governors, and  all the  paraphi m alia of 
two State organizations. The spectacle is 
one humiliating in the last degree, because, 
as every man knows, one ol these parties 
must he acting upon a fraudulent assump
tion. Fraud may have so far ta in ted  the 
set)' n on both sides as to render it doubtful 
which of the two sets of candidates were 
honestly entitled to the return. An investi
gation may disclose the fact th a t one party 
returned the most votes, while the other 
foiled because of frauds in the registry. 
Tam e is not and has not been a t any time 
for years a doubt th a t the Republicans have 
a large majority id the State. I f  tha t m a 
j >rity allowed its strength to be divided, or 
failed to poll it for reasons within its ow n 
control, no investigation can repair the evil. 
It. must merely record the facts. It', on the 
other baud, it he proven th a t an arb itrary 
exercise and abuse of power by electioi* 
managers changed the result, then a devel
opment of the facts will vitiate the re tu rn  
aud rem and the question to the people.

The Chronicle adds:
The Kellogg adm inistration will he recog

nized until there is some action in the State 
or federal court to change the posture of 
affairs.,

A solk itor who h s*- recently been engaged 
by a prominent life iusuruuce lirin, ret umed 
to the office of his employers the other day 
and complained th a t lie had been snubbed 
by a gentlem an on whom he hud called. 
“ Snubbed,” cried the manager, “ snubbed! 
Why. what did you do th a t he should have 
snubbed you! I have solicited life in
surance from the A tlantic to the Mississippi, 
and have never yet been snubbed. I have 
been kicked down stairs, beaten over ths 
head with chairs, and thrown out of ths 
window, hut snubbed I never have beea." 
The solicitor is driving a coal wagon.

Nott let tho Grand Duke Alexis break bis 
heart. The “ beautiful young lady” with 
wh*m he delighted to dance a t St Lonis, 
and with whom he “ fell io love,” has m ar
ried “another feller.” Tho Kansas papers 
contain aceonnts of the recent nuptials of 
Mi«s Sallie Shannon, daughter of Governor 
Wilson Shannon, of Lawrence, in th a t 
State, to Mr. John A. Walsh, a young St. 
L*ui» millionaire. They were married with 
great pomp at the Cathiilio church a t Law
rence. a Catholic Bi-bop officiating. Ths 
Grand Duke must bear it aa best he oan 
when he hears the news.

Edward King and J  Wells Cbam pney,of 
Scribner's Monthly, were in St. I Aims a few 
days since ou their way to Texas. Mr. 
King is a spirited »u entertaining writer, 
and is now engaged by the Scribners to 
prepare for their popular magazine a series 
of descriptive letters of Southern life and 
character, the first numbers of which will 
appear early next summer. Mr. Chumpney, 
of Boston, is au a n re  whose genre paint
ings and humorous sketches have already 
won for him a fine reputation, lie  will 
illusirato Mr. K ing's letters, no doubt, in 
a very entertaining style, and the two will 
make :» contribution to the magazine of 
rare attraction.

Ih e  trip  includes a thorough survey of 
the Indian Territory and its various tribes 
and characteristics; also Texas, its i-eenery, 
towns and people ; afterw ard, New Orleans 
and coast li te ; and then, perhaps, the Mis
sissippi river up to St. Lonis.

This is said by tho Madison Journal:
 ̂ W e learn from the  Richland /baron ot 
.nr week th a t quite a number of good farm
ers from Alabama have settled in Richland 
parish within the last two weeks, i t  is the 
understanding th a t * ould tho fanners find 
t tu  soii of North Lont-iana productive they 
will nex t year send b 1 k for their friends. 
Madison parish ear furnish homes for hun
dreds of good, hone.-t laborers, and we hops 
to see them remove here during the year. 
We have thousands of acres of the best soil 
in tlie sunny South, all lying Idle for the 
want of farmers to s&ltivato it.

I


