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Then your violin, Julins, would have the
magicsl power of returning to you, in in-
spiration, the passion you had before
breathed in it.”
Julius smiled upon theb eager eyes, the
wing face, now so near his own.
gl("‘Shoi:v me, love, how to doit! But it
would require the sacritice of my own
soul—or some one else’s,” he add softly—
“to work this miracle. Everything has its
price, and why should I die, to leave my
violin to other hands, to have my passion,
my aching heart, made to serve another!
No, Liea, the cost is too great! And yet,”
he said, after a long rilence, *‘it is no
possible ! some voices have this touching
quality; they move you to tears while the
singers have no ideas of pathos or feeling.
A violin has, to start with, more senasitive-
ness than nine out of ten human beings.
But you look like an inspiration yourself,
my love, and ae long as you keep those ten-
der eyes for me I shall ‘alwuys play at my
best !
Lisa smiled as she replied, * But were my
tender eyes cold to-night 1™
*Do not let us talk of that. Let me play
for you now. In this dim firelight, alone
with yon, I feel as though I must play, and
then, too, I do not want you to go to sl«q!
with the echo of my encore on your ears.’
Without waiting for any reply, though he
might have read one in the eager, wistful
look she gave him, he took his violin from
its case on the table beside him, and after
softly tuning it. began to play, while Lisa,

ALEXANDER,

{Peuteronomy xxxiv,, 6.4
By Nebo's lonely mount
Ou th

de Jordan's -,
@a a val the land or Mosb,
There [ies a lonely zrave;
And no man knows that sepulchne
And ne man saw it «'er, .
#or the angel of God upturned the sod,
And laid the dead man there.

BY Mus. C,

“That was the graudest funeral
That ever rose on carth.
#nd no man heard the trampling

Orsaw the traiu go forth.
Noislessly in the daylizht
Comes back when the night is done,
And the erimson streak on oceat s cleek
Grows into the great sun

Moiselessly as the spring time
Her crown of verdure weaves,

And all the trees on wil the W
leave

ne

th t wept,
1 the mountain's erewn
sion sWept.

@ulently down 1
The :reu proc

Werchance the bald old eagle

On v Beth-peor's height, o ol A Ay B 4 <
@ut of Bl lonely evrie, ) sinking down into_her e-ip\l; h‘ur‘.iluul. .h; r

Looked on the wondrous sight. head on its cushioned back and quietly
Perchance the lon, stalking, listened.

8till shurs that hallowed spot,
®or beast and bird have seen and heprd
That which man kuoweth not.

At first, his music was dreawy and uncer-
tain in character, although it was gentle,
but the melody wandered incoherently
through a maze of fantasy, as the player
bardly seemed conscious of his own inten-
tions. But svon the tones becawme firmer,
more distinet, aed a qujck and passionate
air awoke from thewm. Lisa turned her
head to look at him, her lips parted, the
quietness forsook her eyes, she leaned for-
ward, and then, by a quick, impulsive
movement, slipped to the floor, and sat
there, leaning her arm on & low cushion,
and looking up into his eyes

As Julins watched her, his music grew
more intense and sharper. The tones be-
came steccato and quicker, as some unquiet
thonght «eemed to vex his heart. He wan-
dered among minor tones, he made half
wodulations and restless combinations,
until Lisa's sepgitive liftle heart could hear
it no longer. Her breath was coming and
going in gaspe, her eyes were filled with
tears, and an indescribable ferment of feel-
ing made her heart beat uneasily. It
seemed to ber as it some lost love forbidden
to love but doomed to long—sowe active,
eager heart, with paralyzed speech, was
trying to express iteelt; she listened, as
long as she could, and then leaning over,
she laid her hand on his arm and said:

*Julius, I can not endure it!”

Her iover looked down on her with a
swile that was not all love, nor altogether
pleasant. An enthusiast in science, watch-
ing the writhing of some dumb animal in
the sgonies he had predicted when he gave
the poison, might have so looked, 8o smiled.
Fortunately, Lisa did not see this, she was
simply conscious of the strong and tender
arm that lifted her from the floor and

laced her on the chair again. Once there,
ﬁ«-r head sank wearily back into its old
position, and Julius played so softly and
quietly that when he left her, soon after,

®ut, when the warrior dieth,
s comrades in the war,
With arms reversed and muttied drum,
Follow his funeral car;
“Bhey show the banners taken,
tell the bartles won,
dnd r him lead his masterless stoed,
While peals the mivute gun.

@mid the noblest of the land

We lay the sage to rest,
@nd give the bard au honored glace

With costly marble drest,

the great minster-transept,

Where lights iike glories fall, -
dnd the organ rings and the sweet cheir siugs

Along the emblazoned wall

"Bhis was the truest warrior
That ever buckled sword;
“This the most gifted poet
That ever breathed u word:
Bud never Barth's philosopher
‘Traced with hs golden pen
@n the deathless page truths half so sage
As he wiote down for men.

And had he not high hanor?
‘The hillside for » pall;

®e lie in state while angels wait,
With stars for tapers tadl:

And the dark rock-pines, like tossing plumes
Over his bier to wave;

@ud God's own hand in that lonely land
To lay him in the grave—

I that strange grave without a name,
Whence his uncoffined clay

Bhal) break again, O wondrous thought !
Before the judgment day,

dnd stand with glory wrapt around
On the hills he never trod,

Snd speak of the strife that won our life
With the incurnate Son of God.

A lonely ve in Moab's land :
O dark Beth-peor's Lill!
Bpeak to these curious h
And teach them to be
@od hath Mis mysteries of grace—
Ways that we can pot teil:
dle hides them deep, like the hidden eleep
Of him He loved so well.

l;!l of ours,

R e S e she was asleep.
SHE SOUL OF THE VIOLIN. 1.
T Julius was by no means a selfish or eold-
x bearted man, but he was capable of being

“ But, after all, Julius, is it not possible
that you may be a little unreasonable ! You
wmot only had the lion's share of applause
to-might, but it was also hearty and spon-
taneous.”

*1 can not see how it is possible for you
to misunderstand me, Lisa,” her lover re-
plied. “ Do you think that I play for ap-
plause alone—that my art means to me
nothing but 8o much clapping and stamp-
ing? In fact, [ think this very applause of
which you think so much ia at the bottom
of my diseatisfuction to-night.”

“ Well, you are unreasouable. First you
complain that you are wasting your life
playing to duwb ears, and now you quarrel
with your audience becanse it has shown its
pleasure in the only way open to it.”

Julius shrugged his shonlders impatiently,
and looked at Lisa, half in doubt whether
she was in earnest or not. But she sat
leaning toward the fire, looking intently at
it, with so quniet and grave a face that he
knew she must mean all she said.

“Of course,” he replicd after a moment's
hesitation, ‘‘applause is all very well in its
way. It would be an affectation in me to
deny its value; but an artist can receive a
higher tribute. There is a certain silence
that sometimes—not often—follows my ; lay
ing that is more eloquent than any noise
can be. Then, too, my dear, we who stand
before audiences soon: learn the source ot
the applause. The ‘spontanecus’ racket
that was made to-night came from the boys
in the back benches and the roughs in the
gallery. You would hardly expect me to
®e flattered by their appreciation 1"

“I do not see why you should not. They
are capable of feeling, if not of judging.
You do not want merely brain eriticism,"”

“Now, Lisa, you are growing counven-
tional. You know that the talk of any ap-

reciation of real art by the mob is simply

h! These fellows couid be touched b
asong if the words appealed to their feel-
inge; but to the meaning of musie alone
they are insensible. What do they care for
im my violin but the merest trick of skill 2"

Lisa looked at bim, but made noreply, so
he quickly added:

*But such appreciation as you give me is
worth everything to me. T shall never
forx:~t. the first night 1 saw you, played to
yon!"

“Nor I, Julius,"” she replied, in a low tone.

“How brilliant and full of light yeur eyes
grew! You were as sensible to the tones of
My violin as the air was. After that 1
played to no one else it you were present;
and, no matter where you sat, I found you.

hen you were not present, and when |
:::ysd in other cities, I might as well have

n & machine. I have been a different
artist since I have known you, dear.”

“I shall never forget the first time you
@poke to me, Julius.”

“I had a right te do it, my Jove. You
knew it then. Out of the whole world we
had already chosen each other, and what

%ad I to wait for! But I can see you now,
half hidden in a corner, all dressed in flimsy
biue, with absent-looking eyes, waiting for
your father to find the carriage! You were
not in the least startled when I came te you.
®ome, confess, Lisa, did you expect mel"

Lisa took the hand he ‘extended in both
of her own, laid her cheek softly against it,
making no other reply.

“But, Lisa, to come back to what we were
speaking about, and, to be frank, 1 think
what troubles me most is my own want of
selt-control. It seems to me that an artist,
if he were true to his art, would always be
under its influence: that no outside worry,
no disturbing element, could affeet him af-
ter he badd given himselt up to his iustru-
ment. But my worship is divided; I can
not play as I onght if anything at the mo-
ment troubles me. Why, the very tones of
my violin, tonight, were sharp and thin,
and I had neither feeling nor power. Yet |
especially wanted to play well.  You know
you were no better satistied than I was,
You sat there like g stone.”

* 1 wish I eould deny it, dear. I wish 1
could persuude you that, even when you
seetn cold to yourself, you have the power
of touching others. But then, you know,
Julius, everybody does not pretend to be us
much en rapport with your music und you
as 1 do; and, for me to see you uneasy, and
with a hard expression, was enough to dis-
tress me.  But, while you played, I fancied
—for vou know your violin always awakes
my imagination—but do you want to Lear "

“ Certaiuly,” he replied.

1 fancied, then, how fine it would be if
you could only give your violin & seul ™™

“ 1 would be content to give that to my
&earers.”

“But listen to me, dear. You know how
the fibres of the wood, the molecular struc
ture, become atfected by continued playing,
80 that an old violin becomes so finely sen-
sitive that every tone is impregonated with
the music the wood has before echoed. You
know how sweet, how mellow, it grows, un-
til every year wdds a new grace and beauty
to its sounds. Well, then, sup, that you
oould inspire these tones with the inspira-
tion you feel. 80 that not only your mechan-
ism, but also your soul, would speak through
it. Suppose that playing on it year after
¥ear, with the same enthusiasm, you should
give its tone a vitality, a living tenderness,
that would always breathe from it, no mat-

absorbed in one idea, and of sacrificing
wuch personal comtort to any enterprise in
which he was interested. Before he knew
Lisa, he had lived for his art alone, and
friends, as well as awecthearts, kad meant
but little to him. Ile now loved her most
heartily, and after their marriage felt her
every day grow more indispensuble to him.
As she often said, her only rival was his
violin: and vet, as she, perhsps, instinetive-
ly knew—althongh being & woman and so
desirous of being loved for her own sake
alone, she would never confess to herself—
it was also her best friend. If Julius had
heen thrown into everyday association with
her, he might have been won by her beauty
and her sweetness; but, as it was, he had
undoubtedly been attracted by her sensi-
tiveness to his music. ie was not ouly an
artist of very rare merit, but he was a com-
poser of exceedingly fine music.

Uulike most writers for their own instru-
ment, he cared but little for music that dis-
vlayed his technical ability, but aimea, in-
stead, at an emotional development of his
ideas. He bad, perhaps, a morbid desire to
exercise power over the feelings of his
hearers, and was never really satistied un-
less he had worked himself into intense ex-
citement, and aroused in others a corres-
ponding enthusiasm. As he had said, the
remarkable susceptibility shown by Lisa
had attracted his attention, as she eat in
the audience, and, as actors aud artists are
apt to do, he had soon learned to single her
out and to estimate the power of his per-
formance by the impression he prod ucedp:n
her. After their marriage, her influsnce
upen him grew still stronger, until it
scewed to him that he became more than
ever averse to playing in public, and the
long row of expectant faces, the sudden
bursts of indiscriminate applause, were al-
most hateful to bim.

But when ke was alone with his wife in
their ahudydgnrdvn be played for hours with
content and pleasure, until her pale and
exhausted face would warn him to stop.
That it pleased ber was only too true, for
she found that her keenest happiness was
in listeniog to him. 8o subtle became their
understanding ot each other that the musie
answered for words, and all the love that
lovers find so hard tospeak was sung by
the violin to her. One day she told him
that if she were dying she thought it would
be harder for her to chovse whether she
would rather have his arms around her or
have him free her spirit with his music,
“But sometimes I thiuk,” she added with
the playtuloess that daily became more
rarve, “that it I were to lay my ear to your
violin it would breathe again to me all it
has in these happy days told me. So, per-
baps, dear, you wight, after speaking our
furewell through it, lay it by we, and as |
rested on your heart it would tell me what
your lips would then refuse to say.”

Juling smiled quietly, us he always did at
the tender little fancies of his wife, but, as
he turned to look at her a few moments
after she left the room, he was struck by
the extreme fragility of her appearance.
He hardly dared to confess to himsell that
she was weak or sick, but after this he
could not kelp seeing that, day by day, she
grew more quiet, cared less to walk or visit,
and was more reluctant to see strangers,
but more eager to hear the violin, and so
keep him by her.

But others had noticed this change before
ber husband had, and, finally, some one
who knew them best &poke ol it, and told
him that she needed wedical aid. Her old
physician was sent for, und he indeed
startled Julius whe he said that medicine
uloue could do but little for ber, and that it
wis morgghan probable that nothing could
save herlife but change. She had no dis
euse, he said, but, as sepsitive prople some-
times do, she was fading for want of vital
ity. Her life, he thought, was too intro-
verted, and so he advised ber husbaud to
tuke her from home, and let her find in new
scenes new lite and strength, This was a
bard verdiet to both Julia and Lisa; their
little, quiet home had becowe very dear to
thew: but while she had no de w die,
Julins was animated by a ticrée intention
ot suving her; and 80 they left America at
once, and sailed for Eurcpe.

But new places and strange faces seem d
to have but little power over Lisa. She
never complained, but grew weaker day
after day, until their jsurneys became
shorter, their stoppages longer. But noth-
ing interfered with their pleasure in the
viohn. It was, Lisa said, her best tonie,
her only restorative; and, when fatigued
aud worn out by a journey, she asked for
uothing but a lounge 1o lie upon, and the
violin to soothe her. Thus, Juiius played 1o
ber constantly, and theic route through
Europe wight have been truced by tones of
wusic. Every where the artist and bis deli-
cate wife were noticed, while everywhere
peope would noiselossly gathor under their
windew and by their door, to listen to the
magic tones of this violin, that seemed to
articulate the tenderness und love of the
player.

But, as they drew near Italy, Lisa began
to fuil rapidly, while Julius' uy'unhle found
expression in the most passionate and vehe-
waent music. He rarely talked to her, but,

she asked for a long rest, and they found
rooms in a lonely palace on the Grand canal.
The continued and marvelous strain of
the violin soon caught the attention of the
Venetians, and through the lupg summer
nights the gondolas floated quietly by, as
the oceupants silently listened to the music
in the dimly lighted rooms where Lisa lay
on her lounge. ’ N
Julius could not conceal from himself the
kuowledge that the end was now growing
very near. Butit was the one inevitable
thing be could not accept, aud he spent
trantic bours battling with his grief.

Nope of the physicians gave him any
hope, although they all hesitated in declar-
ing that she sutiered from active discase.
She wust bave quiet and whatever she
wanted, they all said. It was very easy to
obey them, for all she asked was her has-
band and his violin; 80 now, 88 her nights
became more disturbed, and 18 was ditticu!t
for her to gleep, the violin was heard long
past micnizht, and a celebrated Berceus
ceredited to a  Venetian composer, was
canght, it is said, by him as be lay in his
gondola under the window,

But at lust the music ceased. e An-
gust night, when the air was «quiet, but
fresh and pure, a few gondolas lay at rest
by the palice, froin which the most id'lp‘lr r
and heart broken music was escaping.  The
listeners held their breath, the young givls
trembled, and the gondoliers were motion-
less. Suddenly the sharp twang of & broken
string was heard, a frantie ery rent the air,
and, simuitaneonsly, the gondolas were
turned, and they sled swiftly away, leaving
Julius alone with his dead.

When Julins, years after this, appeared
in public, it was said that he was not only
unnaturally wzed, but that his wmusic had
changed. Years und study, they said, had
given a passionate pathos to the very tones
of his violin, as well as an inspiration te
his wusic, that was unknown to other
artists.

But, wlether this was true or tot, when-
ever he played, it was impossible for sowe
of his hearers to remain unmoved. Young
girls drew closer to their lovers, and some
of them halt fancied that a woman's voice
was speaking from the musie. breathing
little tender, self sacrificing fancies men
never know. Here and there a mun who
had been fzithiul to some woman who was
dead—but Julius had but few of these in
his andi s—was seen to start and look
round as if he heard a familiar voice calling
to him. Sometimes Julius heard of these
fancies, but he took no heed of them: and,
when he was told how his music afiected
others by arousing what was best in them,
he faintly smiled, but made no reply.

He never alluded to the past, and never
spoke of Lisa, but it was noticed that he
was rarely separated from bis violin. He
never plaed on but the one, and never
allnwu! any one else to touch it. It lay
within reach of his bLand at night, and
among the many stories that were told of
his infatuation about it was the one that he
had left his fortune to a charity upon the
condition that his violin should be buried
with him.—.4ppleton’s Journal.

A Uurious Story.

3o the year 1831, among the shipping at
New Orleans, was a Mexican trading vess
commanded by an eccentric Duteh cap
whose character hac been morbidly atfected
in some respects by the recent loss of an
infant sen for whom he bad almost an insane
affection. The child had died in Mexico,
and a letter from his wife in their adopted

the sad event, but it seemed as though the
mwan could neither comprehend the locality
nor the fact of the death; and after reading
and frantically destroying the letter it be-
came his delusion that be had brought the
boy with him on the voyage and would pres
ently tfind tind him astray in the streets.
Otherwise fully master of his reason, in this
matter he was hopelessly insane, and spent
days in wandering moodily along the water
side of the city in search of the supposed tru-
ant. At last, atter coming aboard his shin
very hastly one afternoon with some kind
of wuftled bundle in his arms, and hurriedly
locking it in bis private cabin, he gave or-
ders for immediate sailing in the most ex.
cited wmanner, and betrayed intense : -
tion until the vessel was fairly under way.
Great was the amazement of mates and
sailors to discover by and by that the
bundle which had been so hurriedly carried
into the cabin was a very handsome little
boy, about three years old, who, by the
time he was allowed to play on the deck,
exhibited no particular sense of strange-
ness or distre Where he came from no
one conld guess. The captain called and
treated hiw as ns own son, and appeared
unconecious of any other relationship; and
as the deluded man was happy once more
in the misconeeption, his inferiors did not
long trouble themselves with speculations
on the subjec Upon the arrival of the
ship at her Mexican port the crazed father
carried the child m-{mre to his house, and
had scarcely uastonished his wite by the
introduction when he was seized with a
brain tever, imperilling his life for many
weeks. During the delirium of the disease
he repeatedly boasted of having recovered
the son they would bave made
bim  believe was dead. But  with
his ultimate recovery came a curious
change. Regainiog his full reason with his
Lealth, he dui not at first even recognize
the boy, and it was only with great caution
that he was gradually reminded of the man-
ner of the young strunger’s coming. For a
time he counld remwember nothing about it,
and then almost reverted to insanity as the
facta came slowly and mstily back to his
mind. Leaving the child at home, he has-
tened back to New Orleans. Returning, he
sold his ghip, rewoved to the City of Mex-
ico, and from: thenceforth he and his wife
adopted the lad as their own, and called
him by their name. He was reared and
educated with awple purental care aud
liberality, made the sole heir of his foster
fatber’'s very respectable properiy, and
allowed to reach manhood without a dream
of his true nativity. Two or three years
ago the captain’s wile died, and was tilially
mourned by the vouth; and not until

within a few weeks of the present writing
did the caprain’s own death bed bring a

solutien of the mystery of more than twenty
years. Finding himself near his end, some
two or three mouths ago, the former ekip-
per of the trader, now a decrepit old man,
showed to his adopted son a erumpled and
discolored New Orleans newspaper, of 1851,
conlainiug an advertisement of a handsome
reward for the recovery of the body ot a
little boy supposed to have been drowned,
the son of the captain of a New Jersey ves-
sel. A news item of the same paper ex-
plained that the child had strayed from his
father’s ship ut the whart, and must have
fallen into the water, as the police, after ex-
haustive search, could tind vo truce of him
ashore. It was also told that the bereaved
captain was from Cape May, New Jersey,
and was returning home without hope ot
even findivg the body of the child, which
bad poobably drifted out to sea. When the
young wan beside the bed of death in Mexi-
¢o bad cariously read this—tfor his educa-
tion hud included a particularly thorongh
course of English —the dying man solemnly
and remorsefu revealed to him that he
hid becn the infant supposed to be drowned,
and was stolen from the very gavg-plank of
his father’s vessel by a maniae.  When the
self-contessing kidnapper awoke from his
insanity, with the abutement of the brain
¢ wwi howe, be had hurried back
ie Crescent City to see what awends he
tor i nly to find
that the New Jerseyman had sailed away
in despuir, (ud obtain the newspaper above
quote Wik the discovery that the child
was supposed to be drowned, the Dateh-
mun’s vearning for Lis prize returned with
resl ,and he gailily deterisined to
And this, while he lay dyving, he
related to the astounded young mun heside
i iving only long enough reafter to
and be torgiven. Last week a heavily
bearded mwan ot foreign aspect presented
bim-~elf at the home of a former sea captain
1 Cape May, New Jersoy, with the old New
Orleans newspuper and the above strange
history, and asked to bereccived as the long-
lost son.  According to a dispateh in a
Philadelphia paper, his pretension was de-
bied, and he has returned to Mexico where
he is a rich man! Just this un-xpected
conclusion was needed to make the story
one o! the most curious narratives of the
day, anc the reader may feel justified in as-
sumin . theretrom that” the bistory is not
yet ented.—New York World.
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Respect for old age never had a brighter
mllustration than in the case of the young
Iady who always refuses to go to the wash-
tub when ber mother or grandmother is

when he was not holding her in his arms, he
oy i

der what your present mood might be. | played to her. When th hed Venioe

¥

home there informed the bereaved father of

FROM SEA TO SEA.

BY JOAQUIM NILLER,

At last! at last! O steed nev born,

Born strong of the will of the strong New World.

We shoot to the summit, with the shatts of morn,

of !hc] Mount of Thund:r, where clouds are
curled.

Below, in a splendor of sun dad seas,

A kiss of welcome on the wirm west breeze

Blows up with a smel! of tie fragrant pine,

Aud o faint, sweet fragrancefrom 1ar-ofl se

Comes in through the gats of the great South

P

488,
And thiills the sonl like a hew of wine.

The hare leaps low in the s orm-bent srass,
The mountain ram rrom his «iff looks back,
The brown doe Lijes to the tamarack.

And afar 1o the south, withs sound of the main,
Roll butfalo terds to the limtless plain.

On. on o'er the summit, andonward again,

And down like a sea bird tie billow enshrouds,
And down like the swallow that dips in the sea,;
We dart avd we dash and we quiver, and we

Are blowiug te heaven white billows of ¢louds,

The Humboltdt desert and tle alkaline dand,
And the seas of sage and of irid sand,
That streteh away till thestrained eye varries
The soul where the intinite paces il
Are in the year. snd the tair Sierr;
Are under our feet, and the heart beats high
Aud the blood comes guick; nt the lips are stil
With awe aud wonder, and al the will
Is bowed with a graudenr hat frets the sk,

crant troes,

i ¢
e sgar

215 °8 growl in the grge t
s away and

Fhe L el green and the
A veliow stream and aen
The brown bent nils and thetheph
(e hills of vine and of fraitsand g
hie sweets of Eden are bere,ad we
bookeut and afar to a hmitles sea,
e B -

THE BATTLE 6! MONEV,

The first lecture: “The Sattle of SMoney,”
of the Star Course, {fift] season, was de-
livered recently at the scademy of Musie
in Philadeiphia. by Mrs Mary A. Liver-
more. The magnificer  building  was
thronged. &€arl Nentz's parlor orchestra
selection fom Verdi's “Rigo-
which was folloved by a ballad by
Mre. dusephuve Schimpf, eititled “Ye Merry
Birds,” by Gumpert. Strauss’ popular
waltz: *“Morjen Blactter concluded the
musical prelude. Mrs. Shry A. Livermore
then walked upon the snge, and without
an introduction, and win but a slight in-
clination of her hexd, ommenced upon
her subjece. =

The lecturer commenced by referring to
the changes of thought, Ifting the world
upward aud enward, and he difterence be
tween those of the past anl the present In
nothing is the difference gpater than in the
estimate of labor. Of old slavery existed,
apd labor and the utiliurian aspects of
science were despised. Plao declared shop-
keeping a degradation. Avistotle and wise
philosophers scorned labr.  Agriculture
alone was held in honor, aid even thut was
soon degraded to the slave. But the carly
Christian teachers opposedilavery and hon-
ered labor. The Benedicthe monks made
labor compulsory on their members; true,
the lubor taught by Christiin churches was
one of poverty. The crusaces gave a great
stimulus to labor, for the nobles needed
money, but these expeditons in wany ways
nourished commerce,

In the tweltth centurr, merchants and
artisans formed their guills or trading com-
munities to prevent noble:, kings and clorgy
from plundering them. But we can not
follow this: let us cometo the republie,
Here we work to the aerifice of health,
wind and almost soul. Tiere is a canse for
this. We are induced by air love of money.
We are of Saxon anestry, and their
peculiarity is the love of vealth. The He-
brews were and are warkel for their undy-
ing trust in God; the Greks for their do-
votion to the bezutiful; the Remans, in
much the iwitators of the Greeks, for their
skill in organizing ¢ acy is
their laws, which in much inderlie our own 2
but the Saxon race has ben a bold, hardy,
practical p(-ulniv. not partzularly relizious,
but moral, who have torn down’every thing
for money and power

They are the riche

t of 11 the tribal fam-
ilies of to-day: they leod te commerce and
mannfacture of the worl, and own more
than one half the shipping They love the
good wmetal iron, but havenot the barbarie
love for zold: they regard t as a meta! for
commerce.  Their languag, too, is the only
one through which libertyspeaks. It only
can speak that tongne.  (hly one other race
15 as full of promise—the Nlavonie, with
Rusgia at its head—Russia who is now play-
ing a game with
Asia. These two only will remaiv; they
will absorb, weld, would, and take m all
others.

In 1861 in tlus country was raised the
question between liberty aud gold, and our
people paid in blood forliberty. Before
one couldn’t have told whic. we loved best,
but since the war, when noting in partien-
lar is to call for our attentior and watching,
the clamor is all for money High places
are liewd here by rich men vitheut regard
to_cuiture or character. O Europe 1t is
different. It has been sail that the chief
attraction a Yankee has 1 his hopes for
heaven is that its streets re said to be
“paved with tine gold.” Ths is an age of
greed in England, where gred sifs in the
bosom of the Established Charch, rapacions
and insatiable: where the xod Queen Vie-
toria hoards Ler millions s a wmiser and
squeez:s her tax burdened subjects like a
juiceless oranze to endow her numerous
sons and danghters. Here, o, thrived the
great lust of money, the huiger for wealth.
Our war gave wondertul portunities of
money making, to some by good luck
others by play, to some Uy such tlag

dishonesty that deserved saootiny more
thau the spy and traitor.
Victories were postponec, that cotton

ed for behnd the shotted
: onr sullering solliers were fed
with tainted meat and hird tack, and
clothed with shoddy coats, which dropped
from their backs, while cortractors grew
fat on their spoils, In thoe times honor
and conscience were stripped off as an
overcoat one can lay aside. Ninee the war
the fever of speculation has lamaged legiti-
mate business, and “the ed is not yet.”
We demand now coloseal profits; we are
striving to get something for nothing, to
make the pauper & millionaixe. Wall street
has become a sambling hdl, where frand
and chicanery run riot.  WeYankees cheat
oue another and call it busiiess, We read
lately how Jay Gould bad jeen compelled
to disgorge 0,000,000 stolen from the Erie
Railroad Company, but witkin a week we
read that by some stroke ot finesse he had
won as much again. We are now begin-
ning to get the result. “We have sown
the wind «n i are reaping the whirlwind.”
Our late crash has, too, demonstrated the
brotherhood of nations, for failures here
were felt in England and Cermany. This
downfall of speculators is all right, but
there are those suffer who should not—the
widows, orphans, men and women of small
means and hard earnings. So, too, other
troubles come from this: oar merchants
have caught somewbat the fever; oiten
they sacritice gue, happiness and family;
their home is merely 2 place for troubled
sleep.  So we often find forgeries and false
entries *to tide over this little trouble,”
but they have then entered :he first cirele
ol that awtul malesirom which will inevi
tably tuke them down. Then we tind them
cheating the government in enstomhouse
entries, and div £ the apoils with the ofii-
cials; and their clerks are not slow to learn
i en it will not o to inves-
160 detected.
* referred at length to
tious 1 the great wheat
b in Chicago last winter, to
-r, Mils, of Brook nid
‘rvous about cpening the
learning who has tailed or
This taint of dishonesty,

might be dick

tigate thein w

The lectt
personal 1
corner and e
the desd def

rs and

paj
proven faithle
this unwillingness to get rich slowly, and to
leave behind us an honest fortune slowly

acquired is widespreac. We tind religious
papers pretending to give $10 maps for #2
subscripsions. A New York tirm manufac-
tures and ships idols to the heathen in one
end of the same ship it which missionaries
£o out to convert them from idolatry. We
tind quack universiticspeddling out degrees
and diplowas untit these honorable distinc-
tions become a mere matter of barter. Our
flour is mixed with plaster of paris; our milk
is watered: our shoes are glued together,
and our clothes are shoddy, “but business
is business:” and this can’t be reproved.
Money has debased our public morals and
tainted our public system.

The shame of America is the corruption
of her legislative bodies, where the lobby
18 too often the controlling influence, and
the ple do not manifest their hatred of

Di—

it. The lobby knows whe are incorruptible

gland or the power of
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and who can be bought and their price.
Our courts and judges are not untouched.
Do you think if Tweed and Stokes had been
a common Irsh thief or assassin, the one
would not have been in jail and the other
hung before this? Then, there is the
Freedmen's Bureau, with a aefalcation of
§750,000, which can not be traced; nobody
disgorges, and no one is punished. There,
too, is the Vienna Exposition scandal; bev.
erages get the first places in our national
exhibition, until vne might think we were
chiefly famous for our gin cocktails, brandy
slings and mint juleps. X

One of our greatest perils is the consoli-
dation of enormouns wealth into gigantic
companies.  Our railroads have been
granted by the government hundreds of
millions of dollars and millions of acres of
lund, covering one-third of our domain, and
all the railroads in our land are owned or
under the concrolling intluence of eight or
ten gigantic companies, We shonid not
forget the great debt of gratitude we owe
our railroads, nor the great good they have
done us: bur the railroads as a pelitical
power are another thing.

They are more powerful than the slave
oligarchy, which, ior €0 many years, ruled
our councils. We can understand what it
means, when, in lowa or Kansas, they con-
tribute thousands of dollars to the election
expenses of a United States Senator. When
corporations make Senators they own them.
If our public worals are low, dear people,
it is because you have allowed it. Wa are
properly represented, for private morals
are tainted, and you, pure minded, who
stay away {rom elections, must blame your-
selves that you are not represented. Thieves
are now called defaulters and embezzlers,
and “financial irregularities” are regretted.

We shall soou be obliged to expurgate
from our dictionaries the stern words our
fathers put in thera. It was not just the
thing for GGod Almighty to say, *Thou shalt
not steal;” “Thou shalt not commit adul-
tery.” He should have said, ‘“Thou shalt
not be financially irregular, nor commit a
social indiscretion.”  When we misuse lan-
guage, our ideas ure tangled; we need to go
back and call things strongly and by their
right names. Our, dangerous classes are
not the ignorant, soul-trodden emigrant,
nor the peity thieves and burglars of our
cities—no; but they who sit behind enor-
mous capital, in defiance of humanity and
its calls,

Of these, chief is the liguor interes?, and
those who. menaciug law, control our Legis-
latures—laying their hands on the United
States Senate and disorganizing commerce
and business. Wealth is not dangerous,
but power is always, and must be carefully
watched and jealonsly restrained. Wealth
is indispensable, and we must not drop
back into the poverty of the past. Rich as
the world is, it suffers more from its pover-
ty than from its wealth. We bave barely
touched the resources of our great country,
and can scarcely imagine what we may do,
since science i8 now the handmaid of in-
dustry. We need not fear wealth, but enly
its power by consolidation.

Thus far bave I spoken of those who have
scaled the heights of fortune; but ninety-
three of every hundred die poor, and only
seven leave property to be administered.
This is largely due to liquor, but many are
badly born—sent into this world poorly
wade up. In Massachusetts has been es-
tablished, for four years, the burean of
Iabor statistics, and their report shows that
the average yearly earnings of the laborer,
skilled and unskilled, in that Stare, is
$611 33, This is to buy all he or his tamily
necds. The love of drink, perhaps, induces
this in a measure, but we must recollect
that great poverty is a great provocative to
drunkenness. Think of the artisan's com-
fortless home in our cities, with no stimu-
lus, mental or moral; his overworked,
spiritless wife : Lis Sunday, when his poor
clothes, in these days of dress and
pew rent, almost debar him from the
churches of God, and do not wonder
at his indulging in artificial stiwulos,

Then, too, we must dread our illiteracy.
Why, in my own Srate, Massachusetts,
2, OVEr fen per cent our our population
ten years of age, ean nerther read nor
while in the great Unired States more
than twelve per cent, 5,500,000, can not. In
the little kingdom of Wartemburg not a
soul above six years is there but can do
both. The Germans are far ahead of usin
this. A republic must have an educated
constituency, and we must fear this igno-
rance. alas! is on the increase.  We find our
luboring wen orgamzing, which is well, and
thongh the j and misstatements of
their soci - often weak and absurd,
they are fecling their way up slowly. Ana
now they are joined by our farmers, who
cry, as their grievance, the extortions of
the railroads: hut other eauses are at work.
It isa well that they are organizing, and
thus far they bave counseled wisely and
urged slowly,  Capitalists are beginning to
see that the laborers are fighting a bartle
of life. In Europe it is a smouldering fire
ready to burst forth in fury at any momen
but here, where all have the vent of the bal-
lot, nothing is to be feared save unwise
political action, which will remedy itself.

And now of our women. We hear men
speak of being glad that they can support
their wives; but we tind they furnish them
simply with board and clothing in return
for services as scamstress, nurse, laundry
maid, and cook, which they will adwit are
invaluable. All the wife's surplus earnings
go into the husband’'s pockets, where she is
glad to have them zo. But she has a right
to complain of this word “support.” Guil
Hamilton once raised a storm by writing:
“Itis every woman's chief basiness to be
as useless as possible:” but she meant that,
it men will make us seem useless, let us
enjoy the pleasures, as well as the blame of
bemg so.  Women are not taught anything
of money-making, and thousands are war-
ried to men for whom they don't care a
copper that they 1 get a home,

Among the White Mountains, last sum-
mer, I found as waitresses at the hotel
young ladies of refincment, and their w:
averaged from $3 to 3 rwonth: yoinng
men received from $20 to per month for
doing the same and less wor

The 90.00@
female teachers reccive wages far below
the males. In Washingtom the femate soy-
ernment clerks receive $900 for the same
services for which men receive $1200, $1400
and $1800. It was thought Congress would
remedy this evil, but they refused, and
raised their own salaries  from £3000 to
€000, Secretary Richardson has insulted
women by saying they could not earn $100
per annum. P have given you a sombre
picture, and did so intentionally,

Last smmwmer, as I saw in the Western
mountains the great stone face cut far up
the clifis by the finger of God, with its
weird aapect of painful longings, 1 thought
just so has the great heart of humanity
looked over the future when we shull be
brothers. Amidst all this corruption and
commotion I hear sweet voices of prophecy.
These cries are mere incidentals.  We may
hope we are drifting to a bright realization
of the cherished dreams of philosephers
and poets in all time,

To.day we nced an infusion of manhood
which can not be bought of womanhood,
demanding a chance, which dare rebuke
dishonesty, and will not sell itself even foy
a home.

In 1876, in Pluladelphia, fheugh we may
fill a lower status than eur fnbers dregiued
we should, yet we may have tiope. et us
Lave personal holiness and swe will have
national holiness, Help, g and
be of good cleer, nor
daughters falter.—Dhiludedphio §

£ o

A eelebrated dector
as much for his love of o
his professiomal akill—called upon wn ecen,
trie nobleman, whom e found sitting
at g very uice dintier.  &fter some thae, ®
doctor receiving mo invitation to partake of
it, said, “My +ear lord, if ¥ were in wour
londship's place. 2 should say, ‘Pray, doctor,
doas Ygm doing!”"~ “A thousand pardons
for the omission,” seplied his lordship.
“Pray, then, wy dear doctor, do as { Ay
doing—go Liome and eat your own Qinpes!”

—-— -

The Protestant €hurch bas never had so
fair a prospect before as it has now in Phe
Ottoman Ewpire. “The results of forty
years of labor of great and good men,
living and dead, are now beginning to show
themselves,” writes a foreign correspondent
of the Obsercer, “My observations in for-
eign countries force this conviction upon
me, that if the munificence and faith of the
Christian Church are equal to her opportu-
nities, the whole world lies a conquest a
her feet.”

THE PEACE COMMISSIO

A Pi-ute Pastoral.
{ssioner,
It was & peace comm! o O
his garb was sober :

H:A-‘:ur w‘;rlnn and white, und be

Economized ‘
In short, he was a reticen

And inoffensive slab.

His style was ph(hn':;mylc,
And he wore a carpet-bag.

Iz which he -wredrhlil"t'r::u and soap.
Aud other peaceful 8 3 -

Whltlt"ll(lxldillll patronize when War
And cattle stealing 1ag.

Long they eat in solemn council.
'l‘l’:u agent and tte red,

Mildly talking tlabby virtue,
Till the sachem shook his ‘hgld._

Ag with doubt aud dim suspicion ;
Then be grunted low and said—

Not with elognence of nature—
Not in metaphoric style,

But in simpler rontier liugo, i
Mingled slang and gramwer vile—

“Na-Tee-1row-zis; want some ‘\}lusk) .
Irvjun empty ; drink a pile.

Then that meek and lowly Quaker
Remonstrated with a tear;
Spoke of tire-water and ruin
With an elmvlelu-r severe—
Said, quite feelingly, that whisky
Was a foe most insiucere.

<pake orce more the child of n_ntAure.
Keeping down his growing bile: <
*Has my brother brought tobacco!
15 there powder in lus pile
1 the honest agent answered
With an unsuspecting smile:

*Had my variegated hrother
ver studied Mr. Trask,
#le would ur\'l-':', Inm‘cenn:‘n.
Such a foolish question ask.
l:ruJ these ;»\ml-'hlvln; they will teach yo»
In the light of truth to bask.

“Powder 1 have none, nor whisky,
Nor the brain destroy ing leat;
But of moral tracts and stories
I have many for the ehef”
Theu the Indian, weeping sadly,
Said it caused him bitter griefy

That his moral sense compeiled hiig
To extract his brother’s hair;
Which he did with niee precision
And a sadden-stricken air;
Aud that hopeful peace commissioy
7erminated then and there.
-_—————— e
Shakespeare’s Portrait.

At Steinway Hall, New York, last week,
Mr. Williamn Page, the well known artist,
delivered a lecture on the genuineness ot
the German mask of Shakespeare before an
audience not large in numbers, but including
a remarkable proportion of people well
known for literary taste and culture. He
had on easels before the audience two large
copies of the mask, one rendering faithfuily
its present appearance, and one in which
certain injuries and defacements are ob-
literated. There were also exhibited copies
of the other accepted representations of the
man—the Chandos portrait, which was
painted from life; the Droeshout print, the
sume to whose accuracy Ben Johnson testi-
fies in the 1623 folio of Shakespeare’s works,
and the bust over the poet's tomb, in the
church at Stratford, which Mr. Page be-
lieves to have been made from the mask,
but by a poor artist. Mr. Page’s own por-
trait of the dramatist, which is the result
of a careful study of all these, was ulso
placed in view of the andience.

After giving account of how twelve pho-
tographs of the mask, precenting strongly
the various different pownts, fell into his
possession, the lecturer proceeded to give
his reasons for believing that it was really
taken from the face or the dead Shakes
peare. The cast, which was discovered in
the private museum of the Von Kestelstadt,
family, of Hesse Darmstadt, is of plaster,
but according to Mr. Page that o inally
taken must have been of wax. According
to his theory, a waxen effizy was made and
laid in state for exhibition in Stratford after
the body was buried, and this was seen by
a Count Von Kestelstadt, who had the face
copied for himself. Some twenty years
after be had a small picture of the original
scene of the body lying in state painted un-

der his own direction. This is the originai
of the picture erroneously designated the

“Death Bed of Shakespeare.” The in-
ternal evidence of the authenticity of the
mask, the lecturer believed to be very
strong. In the first place it inciudes ail
the strong points of the other three repre-
sentations, all those points which are in ac-
cordance with nature, and they are harmo-
niously combined, as they would have been
in the face of the man, from which each
artist succeeded in catching some of the
truth, while in other parts he failed. It has
the full and expansive forehead of them all,
the prominent chin of the Droeshout etch.
ing and the wide and prominent cheek
bones of the Chandes painting. It moreover
satisfies the mind and presents a face which
no man could invent in any of its parts or
in their combination, and which we instinet-
Ively feel may have belonged to the fore-
most man of all this world. A curious bit of
evidence, which was dwelt on with great
cmphasis, is the existence of two small scars
over the right evebrow. Mr. Page, who has
never seen the original mask, but derives
his notions of it altogether from photo-
graphs and deseriptions, is thoroughly
convinced on the subject of these scars,
though others who have seen tne mask
think they are but imperfections in the cast.
Mr. Page supports his own view by inge-
nious arguments drawn from the Chandos
portrait and a supposed reference to the

scar in one of Shakespeare's sonnets, The

portrait was at one time “restored” and
patched np by an indifferent artist, and
what were regarded as its imperfeciions
obliterated. Years afterward the Arundel
Society had the pew paint removed in order
that the original might be restored, and
then these scars appeared, showing that
they were put in by the first artist, who had
worked from the living subject. The allu-

sion which the lecturer finds to these marks

is in sonnet 112:
"y our love and pity doth the impression fill
 Which vulgar seandal stamped upon my brow,
For what care I who calls me well or ill,
S0 you o’er-green my bad, my good allow !

Mtromger than all other evidence of au.

thenticity, Mr. Page regards the perfeer re-
presenta
mask.

tion of our idea of the mgy iy this
fle finds it—

‘4 combination and a form indeed,

Biicre every god did seem to set his se

To give the world assuranes of a man.”

Tle lecturer made no reference to hisown
work in reproducing the portrait of the liv-
ing man from the cast of the dead face, and
such hints as could be got from the Chandos
portrait, the Droeshont print and the Strat
ford bust, but the result was exhibited on
the platform, and many went up to obtain a
closer view after the lecture was over. It
is a noble representation of the immortal
bard, but a good deal idealized. The ex-
pression, which is mainly drawn from the
artist’s own conception to fill the forms and
outlines furnished by the mask, is one of a
supersbundance of seneibflity. It lacks
strength and massive composure, and seems
filled to overflowing with tbe tenderness,
Dot to say weakness, of human nature
- — ——

l;._ B. Emerson, in the Boston Daily .14
revtiser, urges that “av least one woman
trom every ward of Boston should be placed
upon theschool committee, upon the ground

that more than half of all the children in

the city schools are in the primary schools,
and neariy one-half of those in the gram-
war schools are giris.  For all the primary
and wany of the gramwar schools women
are more suitable as mwembers of the com-
auittec than men. There are more women
*han wen of those capable of performing
*s of this high office who have leis
the performance.  Most of the men
dleet, education and fitness are too
‘b engrossed in the duties of their pro
'wsShon or in their counting rooms 1o ind
time Po visit the schools. Women have al

¥s wore feeling for young ehildren anid
sywpathy with their teachers than

v the ordinance of Providence young
children are placed almost entirely und.r
the care of women, who are fitted by their
nature for this care; and this is s true in
what relates to mind, character, intelleet
and manver as to the mere physical train-
mg ot intancy. Women, therefore, are 1""'
ter qualified by their nature for the delicate
and tender management of children in their
carliest schools than men often are. They
have wore time. Many of the best women

can find houra for such a duty every day

Most of the best men
tind an hour in a week.

can with difficulty-

A Liverpool pilot was brought over on a

Cunard steamer, the weather being 80 heavy
that they could not land him, .
asked what must he have said
Boston.
ably exclaimed, “That Mersey I to oth

er:
show, that Mersey show to me,’” :

A gentleman
ust h when he saw
*Oh,” said & gentleman, “he prob-

M

o . he said, *'I never mesant
Dﬁ':ﬁn you,” aud his eyes grew wet,
+1 would not hurt gou for the world
Am | to blame if I forget?

G my selfish tears,” sheé cried,
F'“Frg:ﬁre.yl knew that it was not
That you would m¢an to hurt me lo.e,

1 knew it was that you forgot.

t all the same, deep in her heart
mm‘n‘{h-d this thought, a-d raniles ves. ©
When love is at ite best ene loves

So much that he can not forget.

e
«The Chicago Innoeceut on His Travely,”
Under the above heading we find in the
8t. Lounis Republican a New Orleans lettep
from the facetious “1. X. Peck,” wlo hag
been visiting this eity incog. and in fun. Mr
Grunewald will be surprised to learn tha
the lecture referred to was delivered in his
hall. “But no matter.” The humoroug
writings of Mr. Peck are just now attract-
ing considerable attention. May Le live to
be a bushel and publish an almanac:
NEw OrLEANS, Novewber ¢, 1573,
Editor St. Louis Republican:
Have given up the sale of my
Egyptian cottm worm destroy
chine' for the present, and it is no

in the Exposition building in this ¢
will have a moral influence in kee

“‘patent

! g.!he
moth and rust from corrupting tne other

articles. Seems to me I read once that
“there ia a_silver lining to every cloud"—
wish it had said *‘pocketbook.” Money in a
clond bank isu't available. Have been
obliged to enter the l!:("““"g tield again
like my peers, Wilkie Collins and l'll'oude.
Got a good start on arriving here by be-
coming familiar at the newspaper offices,
sitting an hour or two every day with the
editors when they were writing editorials,
0 that they might form a favorable lmpres-
sion of me. ! have the entree to the Jeading
clubs here and find the membersall trumps,
Have induced a number of citizens to make
an urgent appeal tec me to appear before
the public, and had it dated at one of the
clubroows to give it a striling effvet.
THE URGENT APPEAL.
Roows
New Orleans, November o, i
Mr. L X. Peck—Respected Sir:

In the present dejected state of our city,
any new sensation will tend to restore pub-
lic confidence. The trumpet blast of tame
has reverberated the name of *““Peck” trom
Missouri to Lauisiana. At what time and
place may we be electrified by your elo-
quence! . .

John Smith, Joseph Smith, James Smith,
Jeremiah Swith, Joshua Swith aud many
others.

THE MODEST ACCEPTANCE,
Messrs. Many Others and Smith:

Put it down for Friday might at Grunpe-
wald's Hall. Tickets at all the music storee,
Eloquence Dbattery turned on at eight
o'clock. Set a bottle of Bourbon under the
stand. Where can I borrow a spike-tail
coat! I. X. PECK.

The above correspondence having been
published, of course there was considerable
of an audience, but there would have been
a good many more if they had come. The
committee on tickers finding so mary peo-
ple personally acquainted with me, issned
dead-heads enough to fill a whole country
chureh, B0 my mnet profits over expenses
were only about enough to pay borrowed
money to each of the Smiths. The steno-
grapher ol New Orleans was unforearately
sick at home with the dengue tever, so the
morning papers only bad a synopsis of my
efforf.  As it is important that it shonld be
published, here is the verbatim of all that I
can now rembember of the

LECTURE ON MINCE PIE.

Ladies and Gentlemen—History, science
and fiction have been served up to yom
many times upon the lecturing table, and it
is time to pass in the miuce pie. Somebody
in this intelligent andience may sneer ngly
remark that my subject is fiat; it is thin,
but it is full of meat, and ir only re s to
be seen whether 1 shall be dished hefore
concluding. On the occasion of wyv last
effort, there remained to hear my conela-
sion five gentlemen, asleep, and :A'I’,"ad old
lady: if the whole audience haa retired I
would bave felt discouraged. It can's
vceur this time, though, for the duors have
been bolted to prevent you from bolting,

There are many lecturers in the field (s0
they eay, but I never saw one in a feld)
lecturers, male and female; to the lee
of the latter class wany Lusbands present
have had free tickets—seson tickets—have
attended several courses wyself. In digest-
ing the mincepie subjeet, I desire to avoid
two things: one is that of using language
above your capacity, and the other that of
mincing watters. 8o I am in a dilennna. A
dilemma has two horns. [ have been there
before; it was at a time when ull nature
m_ullc-d with a loving Sweetness, when roses,
vivlets and daffy-down dillies strewed the
ground beneath the stile on which Rosanna
and your honored speaker sat conversing m
lu\'lu_'_' coucourse; at such a moment were
we simultaneously litted to (he seventh
I:eawn._ each on a horn of a furious dilem-
ma wkich unseen had rushed across the
tield. Suddenly thereafrer were we each
stadying botany from upon the @around.

But to return. The lute unearthing of the
Assyrian tablets in g Pennsylvania coal
mine by Professor What's-his nam . proves
that the mince pie existed long before she
deluge—because the same cuneform and ar-
row hm{l Ingeriptions have heen found on
EVEry mince piv since A-hash-terus made
minee meat of his enemies.

Every old constitutiona? hoarder win
preciate my inlrnduvin;_' bere the
quotation from Pope:

Hasl is a monster of anch Lid
Thao to be huted needs bt
But seen too oft, ere,
It is endured and even embracs
l'l‘i-;«ju?ml in the guise of 4 m:m:f.q:y:.l S
I deurions tact that pics are ade
bakers.  And this reming 'm» Ihutmm (;:‘
daring my suhject for dissection this even-
ing, Fealied upon a byker. Feeling char-
itably dispored I asked him if he kneade®

~

ap
fanglivg

anything. He answered,  “Dough” (evi-
dently a case of cold in the head). He war-
rulously informed me that his ||||~i;PPE
panned ont well: he was piousiy inclined
and his pathin hte had been floursy: with'

little time to loaf he nevertheless kepe plumg
up wx.'l_l current eventg—never N]ml,[_'l:d on
h18 neighbors nor was CTusty to his ens-
muu-r.n._ He bad raised a lurge family, but
upon his commencing to ¢ e iami
roll I departed. e EmEScoy
But to return. A mince pie is a myster:
which !lu- researches of gages in n]’z:\ ey
h_;n'» fnllf-d to kolve, while !Tm eager i.uv‘i 'f
tigator for truth is foreed 1o the mmol:-
sion that it dwells not in 4 minee pie. It i
“ dﬂl’l:‘mu: and 80 we may Bay 1s a -'lm:s
eye. The eyes are the windows of the Tmul'
h‘ut, nulaﬁr\' eye is solely a window i;lmd,
Never can it in a fine frenzy roll unless un-
warily dropped by the wearer upon th®
xl.,nr. The intimate connection Iwrww-l;
twince pie and a mother wy |w leads me t:
consider the existence of that unhappy
lation as example— el
I can’t give You any more
course, tor 2% this poing g 1
the audienee and indignant|
she had listened lnhtrm-h
long enongh, wnd il thers
enough to h'isr e ont s
and do it b reelf, How could I proe
talk under guch Cirenm -ty "Jum a
I procecded to slope, i

of the dig-
all lady arose im
N ren
and

wa-n't

men
he wonld comn up
“d to
idn't,

1 di

The terming:

“@ l;.:{'-ur disuppointment o e
“.lf‘ In B corver window of 4
store, on Canal Atreer,

« there hys oy
lo-.\hxl'n'xnn Since the days nl. ll.l--‘ Confeder-
a -"MTNTIW silver waire (marked lduwn
A Vear for six years), *plendid pair of
_—r;urlrrn YU atray and . hory
e committee hud borrowed th ese ic
L0 Present to me at the e, of |l..:"“"-:‘-lul; g
and to think that the whole vlajx:' vad
np-lulm}l b{ & motherin Jyw S A
I the New Orieans f, ks can®
h ) ran't g i~
;";;cyg‘\ talents, why I must rpy nunu‘-)‘-)ul;?xce’.
5 - X. PEC
An extraordinar i
A raordinary suoal of hernngs latel
\.:~m‘d Waterford harbor, iy Ireland Th:
tish were wedged together in g compact
tass, and tht.-m Was great danger of the
Immense weight brvukin_: the pete The
fa'rmcnc from the surrounding ¢ountry came
Yuh .carts_ to carry away loads of fishea
The firet Dungarvan fishern i
in two days sent his poor
a cheek for £9. The h

T I o I i, o PRy B Ryl



