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T H E  L A N D  O P  D B E A JH 8 .

There is a land no m ortal m ap h a th  noted, 
Lying remote—a sunset Land of Baae ! 

W hereto the voyager ia softly coated, 
Across the Lethean seas.

I t  ia a region over whoeo existence 
The ehadea of doubt and diabel ef are caat:

A realm th a t  liea, obscure by night and diatance, 
Vague, visionary, vast.

W hereof I haate to  bring. O ttie rd a  and atrangeia- 
gome brief account; lor 1 am travel worn,

But lately treading, a fter many dangers,
The margma of the  morn.

m n H H l É i É M H r i É a n a a
much freedom and as little expression as 
one would throw into a private resume of 
the multiplication table.

The humor sounded fiat enough to have 
discouraged the author oi it from ever 
again perpetrating a pun; the poetry of it 
was given with a prosaic indifference to all 
inflection; the tragedy wae almost comic, 
and the effective situations alone seemed to
call for any special exertion on the part of

' }ki

The to au jls in s  lift th e .r tuaun.tB, dim and hoary, 
nduliIn undulating grandeur, la r  away.

And all tilings wear a  f a  r  and languid glory, 
Imknown lo braten day.

T t u e  ancient Bight, her t ta r ry  rule auftaining, 
Sways her mild si e p n e  e ver e ta  and land; 

Alma her loyal co u rt seienely reigning,
W ith peace a t  her right band.

And Sleep, her slave, dusky and huge as Dagon.
Before her, prone and powerless as the  dead; 

One iTui still round his pui pie-stained Cagon, 
And one beneath his head.

T here  all strange beauties That rap t Pancy renders, 
Unwrap the sense: fioni c ills th a t  nod around, 

W hite ca ta racts  moonstruck w ith golden splen
dors,

Drop down w ithout a  souLd.

Still meadows where nocturnal blooma a ie  grow 
bag.

Languid w ith love, lie apt in slum b’rous calm ; 
Wooed by enamored winds so faintly blowing 

Prom gioves oi dicoping palm.

!?y winding creek and sedgy-margined river, 
The heavy-headed poppies dore and doae ; 

Narcotic sweetness fills ibe a ir forever,
And all things love repose.

And lound the land a inigl.ty wall arises.
Upon whose gate« e ternal starlight gleam», 

Showing a  legend with antique devices 
Inwrought—The Land of Dreams.

A P R O D IG A L  IN  B U S K IN S .

BY CHARLES W ARREN STODDARD.

The river boat arrived some time during 
the night, and made fast to the levee at 
8— , I have a iaint remembrance ol turn
ing over in my berth, with a heavy weight 
on my coDecience, when I realized that the 
machinery was no longer churning the 
blood of some hundred and odd passengers 
with its tedious and incessant jar.

At daybreak I went out into the frosty 
and still deserted streets, feeling as forlorn 
us possible, and every once in awhile hav
ing a kind of spasm in the region of the 
heart; for I kept coming upon great plac
ards announcing the unprecedented attrac
tions at the---- theatre, and away down
in the bill was one line that somehow had 
marvelous fascination for my eyes, though 
heaven knows I didn’t want to see it any 
oftener than was absolutely necessary: 

l£ ran thus:

MR. BLANK,

HIS FIRST APPEARANCE ON ANT STAGE.

It is scarcely three years since I donned 
the buskin, but it sec mV at least three ages, 
and I shall treat the subject with that lib
eral justice peculiar to people who have 
outlived the bitterness of an experience, 
and are beginning to cherish the memory 
of it.

To begin with, I had become restless at 
home—I always do—and that is what has 
made a prodigal of me; 1 suppose some of 
the dear fellows whom I half worshiped, be
cause they were such deliciously melancholy 
Hamlets, or such pathetic and lovable 
Romeos, had tired my voung ambition, and 
I began to think it quite a lark when I 
packed my trunk to enter upon my first en
gagement.

Of course the parents were resigned. I 
have observed that it is one of the first du
ties of a prodigal to break in his parents. 
I have also obibserved that your orthodox 
prodigal must try to do something for 
which he is eminently unfitted, or he at 
once sinks into tLe bottomless pit of the 
commonplace, and ceases to be any longer 
an object of interest; this is probably why 
I felt called upon to adopt the stage as a 
momentary and spasmodic profession.

8—— is a particularly dull place of an 
early morning. I felt as though I was 
about to become acquainted with the eold 
charities of the world, and I was low-spir
ited in consequent.

After a while I broke my fast at a whole
some little chophouse, where a motherly 
waitress brought me omelet and coffee, to
gether with the morning paper.

Of course my eye at once fell upon that 
ominous line, “Mr. Blank, his first appear
ance upon any stage;” it was in the small 
eat visible type, but I saw it as soon as 1
had spread the paper against the sugar- 
bewd, and I saw little else so long as I eat
in the comfortable heat of that consoling

chophouse.
I wanted to confide in that motherly 

waitress. I wanted to ask her if she hail 
seen the announcement that “Mr. Blank” 
was about to take the most desperate and 
decided step of his life; and when she had 
assured me that she had all the morning 
been brooding over the mystery of Mr. 
Blank, and that she had the greatest sym
pathy for him under the peculiarly trying 
circumstances, and that, she had lived in 
the hope of one day clasping Blank by the 
hand and congratulating hint upon his great 
and glorious success in all parts of the 
world !—then I wees going to almost fall 
into her arms, exclaiming, “Behold, I am 
he whom your heart yearns for!” But some 
one came in at the exact moment and or
dered steak and tea, so that I gave up the 
pleasant little episode that came near hap
pening at the very opening of my dramatic 
career.

It became necessary to report mystlf to 
the manager at the earliest convenient 
hour; I sought him at h-s hotel. 1 found 
him in animated conversation with the first
star at the-------theatre, and with a faint
heart and a spirit of humility that argues 
little for a man's manliness in this age of 
the world, I approached them and an
nounced myself as the ill-fated Mr. Blank, 
about to make his first appearance on any 
a tage.

They showed no surprise at my discov
ery; they had both been informed of my 
intentions some weeks previous, and each 
had taken my measure and pronounced me
» possible success on any stage.

I badhad recited a few lines in a manner that 
convinced me my voice was no longer the 
trusty organ I had relied upon for some 
years past; they had seen me walk, and 
were good enough to classify my gait as 
tolerable; they had watched me in my un 
conscious poses, and accepted me in spite 
of them. I bad really nothing to fear, vet 
I felt somewhat like a caricature of my 
former self, and was in a state of nervous 
suspense until the call for rehearsal at pre
cisely 10 A. M. Probably there is nothing 
more trying to the novice than his first re
hearsal, unless it be his debut. Our theatre 
was not a large one; on the contrary, it was 
cozy and homelike: y e t  I felt lost in it w h en  
the company assc-uittled in the front seats 
of the parquette, chatting, lounging in an 
indifferent fashion, or perhaps studying 
respective roles in the more secluded cor
ners of the house. —' je 4

The gentlemen of the orchestra were 
there, tuning their ir.struments, running 
through a few bars of the new overture, 
and making light t*f the serious life I was 
about to enter upon. Need I add. there 
were none of them prodigals?

Jt was dull business; three jets of gas 
ran out their yellow fangs from behind the 
lang row of foot-lights: a brace of carpen
ters painted onr shoulders with dust and 
dry paint, as they shifted the absurd look 
ing scenery that was to complete the illu
sion of our evening's entertainment.

The prompter sat at a small table in the 
front of the stage, and, with an air of au
thority, summoned the ladies and gentle
men of act first, to come out on the stage 
and proceed with the rehearsal of the 
“ beautiful domestic drama,” whose innu
merable attractions were but faintly shad
owed forth in the small bills.

The star sat on one side of the stage, 
looking very much bored; the leading lady 
f l i r t e d  with'the low comedian, the heavy 
«main leaned against the proscenium box 
and was supremely happy, “ d PlaT

frehaneed to be the last rebeawjl. I 
fortunately un in mv P«*-*  Det® 
cudgeling my Drains for a lorim, 
vane«- Moot of the companyw* 

m  nearly so, and we ren ted  «er

the company, and these were looked to 
with as much earnestness as might be ex
pected in the devising oi a gunpowder plot 

All this while a bluish gloom pervaded 
the entire establishment. Not one ray of 
sunshine stole in to gild the gray spirit of 
the occasion, and when at last, after three 
mortal hours of inexpressible tediousness, 
we were dismissed in a body, and I once 
more saw the light of day, when I returned 
to the life I seemed about bidding a long 
farewell to, I hardly knew ♦h a t  to do with 
the few hours oi emptiness left me before 
1 should have to return to the theatre fur 
inv debut.

1 remember I walked tili I was tired, and 
sat till 1 could sit no longer; so I sought my 
room in the hotel, where I fell upon my 
play book and studied to kill time, albeit 
was letter-perfect in my part, and had been 
so for some days; in tact, it seemed as 
though I had been familiar with the thing 
from time immemorial.

1 believe I passed that eventful afternoon 
in a state of semi somnambulism, out of 
which I did not entirely waken until the 
fall oi the green curtain'on the last act of 
my first night.

I ate a Tight dinner, with my stage cues 
in my throat; I arrayed myself in the cos
tume of the evening with considerable care 
and repaired to the theatre about 7 P. M. 
where, to my amazement, I found most of 
the members of our company already as
sembled, and the majority of them in full 
dress; in fact, we might have begun our 
performance an hour before the time ap
pointed for the overture.

The house wees still dark, and a little cold 
A half dozen people were lounging at the 
box-office, which, I observed, was not yet 
open. I paced up and down the green 
baize that covered the stage like a close 
shaven sward, and wondered if I could ever 
get used to that sort of thing, I was peer, 
iiarlv impressionable that night, and seemed 
to feel the eyes ot the people who were be
hind me, and to have a paintul knowledge 
of their thoughts concerning me.

It seemed wise for me to retire to the pri
vacy oi my dressing room, and I at once 
sought the steep stairs that led to its nar
row door.. This room chanced to be in the 
second tier of small compartments, to each 
of which two or more actors were doomed 
for a season, to miEke what transformation 
in their physical aspect might be necessary 
to suit the requirements ot their respective 
roles.

There were three of us in the up-stairs 
room 1 sought, selected and grouped to
gether because we were* slim and amiable 
at any rate, I can not lEccount for the iiapo 
sition upon any other grounds.

The dressing-room was like a ship's state
room; it might have been seven feet square 
it was ceiled with rough boards and lit with 
a gas jet that flamed iuriously right over 
our heads; a narrow shelf of a convenient 
height spanned three side« of the room 
while against the fourth side, and next the 
door, was our solitary stool. We sat on 
that stool in turn and anathematized the 
proprietors of the establishment for thus 
presuming upon the helplessness of three 
martyrs to circumstances.

There was no superfluous ornamentation 
about our dressing-room; on the bare 
counter stood a small wash-bowl; above it 
h u D g  a cheap mirror, scarcely bigger than 
one's face; each of us had his box of colors, 
a cake ot India iDk and a tooth brush with 
which to apply it; a hare's loot or a bit of 
old flannel for the rouge and a puff for the 
magnesia.

Our gaudy costumes, such parts of them 
as we had not on at the moment, were 
heaped in champagne baskets under foot; 
and when we broke the busy silence of the 
last half hour, before adjourning to the 
green room, where the players of the eve
ning are supposed to be iu waiting, it was 
to ask after a missing slipper, or to beg the 
loan of a rosette, as a substitute for the 
one that had been missing for some days.

There came a rap at the door; the juve 
nile (who does the young lovers and the 
dutiful sons) wanted to borrow our eye
glasses; there came another rap a moment 
later; the soubrette begged Mr. Blank for a 
lew pins, she having been unable to find 
any out of use among the ladies.

It was excessively hot up in our small 
box; there was no window through which 
the night air might visit and revive us. In 
fact, an actor has little time to devote to 
hygienics during the rum of a play. He 
cau not afford to be civil, always; his mind 
is bent upon his lines, and any unnecessary 
interruption is considered ■ a breach of pro
fessional etiquette worthy of a severe repri
mand.

Coming down from the dressingroom, I 
heard a low hum on the other side of the 
green curtain that was all that st|>arated 
me from public life.

1 glanced through the peephole in the 
middle of the curtain, and 1 saw a well- 
tilled house; row upon row of laces were 
piled from the orchestral rail to the very 
roof of the building; a hundred shelves full 
of wingless cherubs might have made a sim 
ilar appearance if they could have managed 
to look equally unspiritual. Everybody was 
like everybody else; no one was distin 
guishedin his or her appearance. It would 
temper the vanity of any man if he couid 
see how insignificant he appears in the 
midst of a large audience.

The effect was at first ludicrous and then 
confusing; the audience seemed to resolve 
itself into one enormous tare that winked 
at me a thousand critical eyes 

1 withdrew to the green room to compose 
myself; we were all there, a few walking 
nervously up and down the floor, one or 
two busy at pier-glasses, studying causes 
and effects.

I was an object of some concern to the oc
cupants of the green room; the old woman, 
which is by no means a disrespectful title 
when applied to an actress in her profes
sional sphere, wanted to know how I felt; 
the light comedian trifled with my feelings 
in a cruel but artistic manner; the leading 
lady gave me a piece of advice, much in the 
style of a governess administering areproof; 
and the singing chambermaid, who evi
dently had a heart, though in the play she 
was celebrated tor her want of it, said 
nothing, but looked at me with melting 
eyes that made me feel particularly good 
every time they rested upon me. There 
was a commotion on the stage; the warning 
bell was sounded and we hastened into the 
wings, those scenic excrescences that shoot 
out from the sides of the stage like unfin
ished partitions.

A whole scene was to pass before I made 
my entrance in company with several 
others; we stood in a group at the entrance 
in the flat, or back ground of the stage- 
picture; our room was limited; there could 
not have been inure than three feet of space 
between the scene and the rear wall of the 
theatre; everything was dusty, and we 
fourni some trouble in keeping ourselves 
respectable; so we stood in readiness to 
make our entrance the moment our cue 
should be beaid; the ladies mean while were 
arranging the folds in their dresses and 
paying as little attention to me as possible; 
it was their delicate way in smoothing over 
the situation. I observed, however, that the 
stage carpenter was watching me with some 
interest, and the scene-shifter, who was out 
of employment for live minutes, drank my 
health silently in a mug of foaming lager.

Every word of the play could be heard 
where we were standing as distinctly as 
though we were in the presence of the 
speaker; and as the applause of the house 
roiled out its thunder in admiration of the 
tine periods of our star, I settled my cravat, 
refasrened my glove, looked down at my 
boots and up into the wilderness of ropes 
and ratter* close under the roof, and then 
slap, bang ! much sooner than I expected, 
albeit for half an heur 1 had been waiting 
for it, our cue went off, and we went on, 
one alter another.

Probably our entrance was as good a one 
as was necessary, yet I fancy 1 stumoled at 
tbe threshold, or did something a little 
awkward; at any rate 1 was disconcerted, 
and I forgot to acknowledge my reception 
by the audience, that was evidently dis
posed to treat me with some consideration.

There was a  little difficulty about the 
volume of voice necessary to the occasion.
I fancied I was a howling dervish, vet the 
leading lady, whe seemed to feel some 
personal responsibility in my department, 
whispered a word in my ear. It was 
enough; my ftee was on lire and my throat

as dry as leather, yet I  raised i y  voice a 
half a note and put on the loud pedal.

After a half dosen exchanges of brief 
and unimportant lines, I was at liberty to 
look natural and hold my peace till the 
close of the scene. It then occurred to me 
that I was probably the least natural of 
God’s creatures, and I tried to remember 
what people-usually did with such unnec
essary appendages as feet and hands.

I didn’t rock from one leg on to tbe other 
in continual unrest, as most debutants do; 
I didn’t tor this reason; it was considered a 
heinous sin, and I had been warned against 
it at least a hundred times during the pre
vious week. I simply stood there like a 
post, without one particle of expression in 
any member of my body, while in my mind 
I was harping on uly next cue, and wonder
ing when it would make its appearance.

My guardian angel, our leading lady of 
gratelul memory, saw that I was sinking 
into a state of petrifaction, and bethought 
herself of a test that was kill or cure in all 
such cases as mine. I was still unemployed 
and wishing that I had something to do, so 
that I might appear natural; to be so in 
reality was out of the question.

Onr leading lady seized me by the arm 
w:tli some firmness and walked me down to 
one corner of the stage, on to the brink of 
tbe audience; the footlights flashed under 
my nose; a million eyes seemed fixed upon 
me in morbid curiosity, my head swam; 
I felt an uncommon sense of lightness, and 
should not have been surprised to find my
self rising into the air and floating over the 
heads of the whole house.

At this epoch in my lite the gentle lady, 
who had been cruel only to be kind, called 
me to myself with a few words of encour
agement, and we withdrew into the seclu
sion formed by a table and one chair, near 
the back of the stage, where I at once be
came as plucky as possible, and finished 
my part of the scene in fine style.

Somehow I managed to make my reap
pearance in the next scene with considera
ble composure; the audience had little ter
ror for me then, and in order to make as 
much of the experience as possible, I began 
to fret myself about my fellow actors, 
though they were as kindly disposed to
ward me as "any novice ceuld wish.

I tele that 1 was doing with indifferent 
success what they had achieved reputation 
with, and the consequence was a general 
flagging of the enthusiasm awakened by 
my exit with my life at the conclusion of 
the first scene. In the interval at the close 
of the first act I was the recipient of much 
kindly encouragement, and likewise a little 
advice concerning a few stage improprie
ties that only an actor can have knowledge 
of. I discovered that there are certain 
rules that must be observed, most of them 
traditional, probably; but the stage as yet 
has not been sufficiently naturalized to ad
mit of their repeal. When one ot the ladies 
dropped her glove and I was just stoopiDg 
to get it for her, she immediately checked 
me, assuring me that I must never stoop on 
the stage when it was not absolutely neces
sary; she had no further use for the glove 
in that scene; one of the supernumeraries 
would gather it up with any other article 
shed duriDg the action of the play; the 
property would thus be restored to the 
owners thereof, and the artistic effect oi the 
drama would in no wise be disturbed.

I was cautioned against haste in my 
speech, eagerness to begin my lines before 
the curtain had fairly reached the dome of 
the proeenium, and above all. I was urged 
to avoid betraying any consciousness of the 
audience, which is, to say tbe least, thor
oughly unprofessional.

These precept« were scarcely committed 
when the warning bell summoned us to ap
pear for the second act. The extreme nov
elty of my position was rapidly wearing off'; 
I ran nuv eye over my play book to ireshen 
my memory, though i observed the majority 
of the actors preferred trusting entirely to 
their, memory, they finding the book an em- 
barrassment rather than a benefit.

My chief scene in act second was a brief 
but animated interview with the leading 
lady; in the play she was about to drown 
herself or do something equally unlady-like, 
and it was my lot to dissuade her from her 
fell purpose. " I rushed on at the right 
moment with a confused idea of what I 
was to do and say; somehow my lines had 
become hopelessly mixed: she saw the 
nature of the disorder, aud her attention 
was henceforth divided between her own 
premeditated end and the most suitable 
way of getting me safely back into my 
dressing-room.

1 fancy much of my discomfiture was 
occasioned by tbe unexpected recognition 
of a friend's face, that seemed to shine out 
like an apparition from the chaotic con
fusion of faces filling the auditorium.

If that man had been dispatched as an 
ambassador from the people to confront me 
in the moment of my triumph and wrest 
from me the very motive power of my 
being, he could not have thrown me into a 
more complete state of stupefaction.

The leading lady, who by this time had 
given up all thought of her own misfortune, 
and was in the deepest distress at my mis
erable condition, clutched me by the arm 
with such vigor shat I was upon the point 
of screaming out; she saved me by sheer 
force of will. I felt that it was impossible 
not to obey her, though she said nothing 
that was not set down to her; she spoke 
her lines and wrung from me my replies 
with her nervous grip upon my arm and 
her compelling eyes transfixing, me like 
daggers, her sympathetic lips seemed to 
form for me the'wurds I was unconsciously 
uttering, and, having brought our aston- 
ing scene to a conclusion without alarming 
the audience, she walked me off from the 
stage and deposited me upon the nearest 
piece of furniture available, where I sank 
back trembling in every muscle, and folded 
in a sheet of cold sweat.

Probably I was but one remove from a 
stage fright; possibly there is nothing more 
agonizing iu the whole round of human ex
periences than this sudden aud unaccount
able nervous prostration that has some
times visited an actor after many years of 
varied success. I siucerelv hone it comes 
not the second time to any given victim, 
for th< re is cruelty enough iu it to last a 
man his lifetime.

Before our five acts were over I had out
grown the old conditions and seemed to 
have become a new man entirely. I fan
cied the world looked different to me; I 
believed I had cut loose from society and 

mvself face to face with the great pub-

Between the fourth and last acts I stood 
at the edge of the drop-curtain aud had an 
oblique glimpse of tbe house; there was 
a triangular slice of the qarquette, the tip 
end of the dressing circle, aud One of the 
crescent horns of the gallery visible; the 
proscenium box was right before me, and I 
exchanged ominous glances with its oc
cupants. Looking curiously upon the 
handfuls of people that were seated within 
range of my limited vision, I saw those 
whom I had known in private lite, and 
somehow they seemed to be set apart from 
me: there was a yawning gulf full of mu
sicians, and a flaming sword of footlights 
that separated us, perhaps forever. I felt 
that probably those friends would not re
gard me in the same light as had been thejr

litWSwont; they might try, and tail, for our 1, 
went apart from the day of my debut, and 
we met no more on the common ground of 
social equality. I had become the prop
erty of the public, subject to Us critical or 
curious whims; in a word, I was an actor, 

ugu a poor one; but my shortcomings did 
not exempt me from all the petty annoy
ances the actor is subjt eted to.

Stripped of every remnant of privacy, 
naked to the inspection of impudent and 
prying eyes, henceforth I could not fail to 
awaken some little interest in the bosom of 
my neighbor, from the mere fact that I was 
au actor, though, heaven knows, in our 
several callings I can see nothing hut a dis
tinction without a difference.

Looking out at the edge of the curtain I 
nodded to a young fellow 1 knew, and he 
nodded back, to the admiration of several 

oung fellows in his immediate vicinity; 
they seemed to be filled with unnecessary 
emotion, and perhaps, lelt themselves re
motely associated with the profession in 
consequence of that casual recognition.

I began to grow philosophical, and 
thought little of my kind, that so small a 
thing should bave its visible effect in a half 
dozen breasts that ought to have been sus
ceptible.

But I had charity for them: I had done 
the same thing myself, more than once, and 
had felt my hair rise all over my head when 
a certain actor gave me a look of recogni
tion which wm observed, and perhaps cov
eted, bv the several comrades who sur
rounded me. There wasn’t much time for 
moralizing between the acts, so I stopped 
it aad read ever my last scene for the twen

tieth time, getting more and more confused 
forever.

Having been congratulated in the early 
part of the evening I was left almost to my
self EES the play drew to a close; every one 
liEtd duties that fully occupied his or her 
attention; even the singing chambermaid 
lost interest in me, and the scene shifter 
seemed inclined to let me go my way since 
he had watched me through the trying or
deal of the first entrance and the exit that 
followed it.

These exits were something harrowing; it 
6eemed as though nothing but a miracle 
could carry me safely over the three paces 
that lay between me and the wings, beyond 
whicb-I was as bold as a lion. Neither is it 
any wonder that it is as it is; as well think 
oi concluding a poem with a weak line or 
two, as of slinking off' from the stage with
out making a point of it.

It is one proof ol' an artist that his en
trances and exits are in themselves artistic, 
forming a fitting opening and close to the 
business of the scene. One’s feet seem 
glued to the stage just at the moment when 
a light and graoefal step is necessary, anu 
somehow you are never so conscious ol your 
complete un itness for any part as at the 
moment when you are about to conclude a 
scene in it. This is of course the result of 
nervousness, and may be overcome in time.

At last, after three hours and a half of 
the utmost animation, the green curtain was 
about to fall on my first night. I do not 
remember any walk in life to which I have 
been introduced where tbe nervous energies 
of a man are so taxed: we had not one 
moment that we could call our own, from 
the hour of dressing to the last tap of the 
prompter's bell at the end of the closing 
scene.

Then every thing seemed to fray out. 
The audience deserted. YVe were of no 
further interest to them. Thev returned 
into the world and lorgot us. We hurried 
to our dressing-rooms, put off our stage- 
characters with our clothes, donned citi
zen's apparel, and went into the street.

The lights burned low in the empty house: 
the curtain was rung up as soon as the 
audience had dispersed, and when I passed 
out on to the stage again, the great au
ditorium yawned like a cavern full oi shad
ows and silence.

Tbe stage carpenter said good night civ
illy, in a voice that echoed through the de
serted gallaries; one or two of the minor 
members of the company seemed inclined 
to make friendly advances, but I discov
ered that we all sunk into the common
place world again, and we could not hope 
for a complete resurrection until the place 
was again magnatized by tbe enthusiastic 
multitude who would probably assemble on 
the following evening.

At the door, five or six youngsters were 
lounging, and as I passed them, they gos
siped together in an audible undertone, 
which I could not avoid interpreting. YVeil! 
little fellows, thought I. you do not care 
much for me now, but if I should make one 
palpable hit, you would follow me a block 
or so in the fullness of your admiration.

I was tired and hungry; I sought mv 
hospitable chophouse and awoke the moth
erly waitress from a nap in rbe corner. 
Over oysters and coffee my soul.revived; 
I wanted to tell the good soul all about if; 
I felt that I must talk to somebody or die, 
anu so I talked stage to ber. But. blc-s 
her soul! she never went to toe playhouse, 
and though she sympatized with me to a 
considerable extent, it was only because 
she was so brimful of sympathy that you 
might tap her on any side "and" she would
respond with admirable and incomprehen
siblee promptness.

So I went to my room, and. as the night 
was clear and the rim of the moon hung 
low in the horizon, I leaned over the win
dow to see the strip of yellow gold go down 
bevond the hill.

It was a time to send pleasant mental 
telegrams to the dear ones who wer«-, per
haps. dreaming of the prodigal out in the 
world again.

A great multitude of frogs sang joyously; 
I think there was no other sound on my 
side ot the world. I blessed God with the 
greatfulest heart that ever yearned and was 
satisfied, and concluded by writing a letter 
home while the spirit was on me, hopeful, 
healthful, hearty.

When I was dropping off into sleep the 
town clock struck three, Rnd I concluded 
the programme of the debut with this high- 
flown period. Alas for the joyous amateur 
who sportë with fair women and brave men 
of his acquaintance in the drawing rooms 
of his neighbor! who plays at playing in a 
daintv drama after his own heart, and 
thinks be is solving the mystery of the pro
fession, but the truths Of which he is in no 
wiee aware of: for the end of that amateur 
&hall be egotism and vainglory!

Perhaps I was too philosophical on short 
notice; I know that I was very sleepy, and 
what can you expect from a fellow with 
one foot in the profession ?—Atlantic.

T h e  D a ly  o f  a  W o m a n  to  be a  L n d v .
Wildness is a thing which girls can not 

afford. Delicacy is a thing which can cot 
bo lost and found. No arc can restore to 
the grape its bloom. Familiarity without 
love, without confidence, without regard, is 
destructive to all that makes woman exalt
ing and ennobling.

' The wor’d is wide, thes*- »birg* aie f 
They may be nothing, bn; they  a ie  ;

Nothing ? It is the first duty ot a woman 
t > be a lady. Good breeding is good sense. 
Bad manners in woman is immorality. 
Awkwardness may be ineradicable. Bash- 
fulness is constitutional. Ignorance of eti
quette is the result of circumstances. All 
can be condoned, and do not banish man or 
woman from the amenities of their kind. 
But self-possessed, unshrinking and aggres- 
sivé coarseness of demeanor may be reck
oned as a State prison offense." and e<T- 
tiinly merits tbe mild form of restraint 
called imprisonment for life.

It is a shame for women to be lectured on 
their manners. It is a hitter shame that 
they need it. Women are the umpires of 

It is they to whom all uicoted

SON« O l TH£ UNiVKHSAL.
[W alt IS hitm an’s  sew  poem, read »t Tnft’s College 

Commencement, June 17, 1671.j

Tseemed the destiny of the peoples who es-

Come, ssld th e  muse,
Sing me a song no poet yet has chanted,
Sing me th e  Universal.
In th is  broad ea rth  of onre,
Amid the m easureless groasneBiand tbe slag. 
Inclosed and safe w ithin l;s  central heart.
Nestles the  seed perfection.
By every life a  share, or more or ’eee,
None born but i t  ia born—concealed or unconceal 

ed, th e  seed ia waiting.

Lo ! keen-eyed, towering scienee !
As from tall {leaks the modern overlooking, 
Successive, absolute fiats isenitg. 
l e t  again, lo I the soul, above tii science.
For it lias history gather'd  like Lusks around the 

globe;
For it. th e  en tire  s ta r  myriads roll through the 

sky,
In spiral roads, by long detours.
(as  a m uch-tacking ship uponthe sea).
For it, the  pariial to the  perm irent Cowing.
For it, the  real to the ideal teads.
For it. the  m ystic evolutior ;
Not the  right only ju s t i te d -w b a t  we call evi 

also justified.

Forth  from tb e ir  masks, no n a tte r  what.
From the huge, festering trink—from craft and 

guile and tears,
Health to emerge, and .joy—j»y universal.
Gut of tbe  buik, the  morbid usd tbe shallow,
Out of the bad m ajority—ibe varied, countless 

frauds of men and Stabs.
Electric, antiseptic yet—clearing, suffusing, ail
Only the Good is universal.

Over the  mouutain growths, disease ar.d sorrow, 
An uncaught bird is ever holering, hovering, 
Higli in the  purer, happier air.
From imperfection's m urkies c!o
Darts alw ays forth  one ray g  p e rlte t light,
fine flash of heaven'B glory.
To fashion’s, custom ’s digcog,
1 ” the mad Babe! din, the  dcatenirg orgies. 
Soothing each mil a  stra in  E beard, just heard, 
From some far shore, the  tiqi chorus eouuuing.

0  the blest eyes ! the happe hearts !
1 nat see—th at know th e  gliding thread so fine, 
Along the m ighty la lv r in t t

And thou America!
For th e  Scheme’s ciilminifioE— *s Thought and 

its Reality.
For these (not ior thyself),Thou hast arrived.
Thon, too. surroandest ail;
Embracing, carrying, w elch ing  a.I Thou, too by 

pathw ays broad and tew.
To th e  Ideal tendest.-
The measured faiths of o ' fir lands—the grandeurs 

of the  oust.
Are not for Thee—h u t grade'.:is of Thine own:
Deific faiths ai:d atnplituies aOsorb.ng, com pre

hending all.
All eligible to  all.

All. all for tin m ortality !
Love, 1’ke the light, silent^ wrapping all.
N a tu re 's  am e lio ra tio n  blesing a!;!
'th e  bloss'm s, truite of aies—orchards diviae and 

certain:
Forma, objects, growths, lumaci#ee. to spiritual 

images ripening.
Give me, O God. to  sing th t though’!
Oive we—give L.m or lie I love tLie nueuchlees 

faith,
In Thy ensem* It—wliatyer else w ithheld, w ith 

hold nut fr um us.
Belief in plan of Thee indeed in tim e and space, 
Health, peace, salvation uiversal.
Is ;t a dream?
Nav, but the  lack of i t  thdream .
And, failiuc it, lift's  lo rend wealth a dream.
And all the  world a dread

A M A G M F I C f tT  P A N S A G E .

P r o p h e t i cThe Conclusion of «miner’s 
Voles.”

Such are prophet! voices, differing in 
character and iuipctance. out all having 
one augury an,d opeigg one vista, illimita
ble in exrent aud gstuess. Farewell to 
the n a r r o w  thought t  Moatesqnieu, that a 
republic c in exist oty iu a small territory. 
Through r&presunta£un and federation 'a 
continent is not ts much for practical 
dominiou. nor is i beyond expectation. 
YVeil did Webster lay “The prophecies 
and the poets arc-wi’h us.” And then 
again: “With regai to this country there 
is no poetry like tin poetry of events, and 
all the propheweslag behind the fulfill
ment.” but my prrpose is not with the 
fulfillment, except a i: stands forth visible 
to all.

Ancient prophecy foretold another world 
beyond the ocean, which, in the mind of 
Christopher Columbus, was nothing less 
than the Orient with its inexhaustible 
treasures. The continent was hardlv known 
when tne prophets began—poets li£e Chap
man, Draytuo. Djniel, Herbert, Cowley: 
economists, Ske Child and Drayton: New 
Englanders,like Merrill, Ward and Sewali. 
and. mingliig with these, that rare genius. 
Sir Thoma Browne, who, in the reign of 
Charles II while the settlements were in 
infancy, {»dieted their power in growth 
and civilialion; and then that rarest char
acter. Bisbp Berkeley, who, in the reign 
of Georg' I., while the settlements were 
still feebi and'undeveloped, heralded a 
western âpire as “Time’s noolest ofi' 
spring.”

These gice3 are general. Others more 
precise flowed. Turgor, the philosopher 
and miiHtor, saw in youth, with the vision 
of genii« that all the colonies must at their 
ulaturitdrop from the parent stem, like 
ripe fro. John Adams, one of the chiefs 
of our vn history, in a vouch illumined as 
that ofTurgot, saw the predominance of 
the copies in population and power, fol
lowed j  the transfer of empire to Amen

tablished tbeinsc 
and remote 
it, leaving hardly

r a s - ’s aar s  s &a
epochs to perish from the t e e  of ™  *
J r d O .  ~ K » y -  E È L Ï Â  K m ? .
» .V . . mi... ibtob

edifices of Paienqua, and those which we I !..............— « -  —  ■ •
admire in the pe^msula of Yucatan, was
destroyed without its being known what it 
was nor how it disappeared; even as tbe 
Toltecs perished by the hands of barbar
ous tribes coming from tbe North, 
no record ot them remaining but the 
pyramids of Cbolulu and Teotihuacan; aud

English Notes )
mere Tillage,

ight in toe nean or a wilderness of 
c*06ft—like tbe «entorf-sqiwre of a chet*
oard; and aa, tbe bordes that inhabit it 

daily dwell mile* away or the outskirts, it 
has a ridiculously small population in the 
oitfht compared to w lif  it nk* fa tbe day- 
time—8WL0OO hi the S t f  and 30,000 at night.

Anybody, a mcajmte, or anybody else, 
wbo rents or owns a bouse, bas a vote—that 
is to say, a man wbo pays rents or taxes— 
for thvie is no law here which gives a use-pvramids ot einoiuiu auu ikiwuu«,« ., -  - - ■. . . - wv,ieh irves a

a S ’l S S i Â  I ï
i s » ? ! » «  I S c a r f s a?

I " a s ?  * a « L  sir Ft sc r* n.

eminent. The rest of the metropolis is

he compassion they have merited, and the 
Mexican nation of our days shall have ap
plied to it what a celebrated Latin poet Battl 
of one of tbe famous personages, of Roman 
history, slnt magui nominis umbra—nothing 
more rema ns than the shadow’ of a name 
illustrious in an»tber time. May the Al
mighty, in whose hands is the fate of na
tions, and who by ways hidden from our 
sight abases or exalts them, according to 
the designs of His providence, be pleased to 
grant unto ours the protection by which He 
has so often designed to preserve it from 
tbe dangers to which it bas been exposed.” 

Most afiectiug words of propneey. Con
sidering the character of tbe author as 
statesman and historian, it could have been 
only with inconceivable anguish that he 
made this terrible record for the land whose 
child and servant he was. Born and reared 
in Mexioo, honured by its importauc trusts, 
and writing the iiistory of its independ
ence, it was bis country, having for him 
!1 that makes country dear; and yet thus

villages, which still retain their own natifsi ge_,
(as Charing, Holbora, etc.), but th“ 
welded together into a oompaet mass of 
houses now, and no stranger can tell w in  
be passes out of one of these towns aLl 
into another.

The estates of the nobility are strictly en
tailed, and can not be alienated from -re 
family. The town property which these 
great landlords own, is leased lor Lg 
terms—from ha’f a century up to riuetj- 
nine years (in Scotland 999 year-*). I was 
visi’ing a bouse in the West End—’he quar
ter—where dwelling hotise property - :ze 
nt s’ valuable My host said he bought tie 
lease of the house he was living in \* three- 
story brick, with basement) twenty years 
ago for ÿ7ô<l0, when it had loi ty-on’e years 
to run. Every year he has to pay £1.0 
ground rent. But in these days property 
has so greatly advanced in value aii ovtr 
London, and especially the West End. *Lat 
if this lease were ior sale now it would re
quire something like a iortuue to buy —

calmly he consigns the present people to I ground rent would he (dawt .!
oblivion, while another enters into those 
happy places where nature is so bountiful. 
And so a Mexican leaves The door opeq to 
the foreigner.

AI! these various voices, of different times 
and lands, mingle and intertwine in repre
senting the great future of bur republic, 
which from email beginnings has already 
become great. It was at first only a grain 
of mustard seed, "which is, indeed, the 
least of ail seeds; out when it is grown, it 
!s the greatest among herbs, aud becomes a 
tree, so that the birds of the air come and 
ledge in the branches thereof.” Better 
still, it was only a little leaven, but it is 
fast leavening the whole continent. Nearly 
all who have prophesied speak of “Amer
ica” or “North America,” and not of any 
limited circle, colony or State. It was 
so, at the beginning, with .Sir Thomas 
Browne, and "especially with Berkeley. 
During our revolution, tbe Colonies, 
struggling for independence, were always 
described by this continental designation. 
They were already “America,” or “North 
America,” (aud such was the langnage of 
Washington ), thus incidentally foreshadow
ing that coming time when the whole con 
tinent, with all ;ts various States,shall he a 
plural unity, with one constitution, one 
liberty, and one destiny. The theme was 
also taken up by tbe poet, and popu arized 
in the oiten quoted lines:

“No pent up Utica con tracts  your power«, 
E ut tfie whole boundless continent is vonrs."

Such grandeur may justly excite anxiety 
rathtr than pride, for duties are in Corre
sponding proportion. There is occasion for 
humility also, as the individual considers 
his own insignificance in the Transcendant 
mass. The troy polyp, in unconscious life, 
builds the everlasting coral: each citizen is

$1000 a year, instead of the I1ÔJ ’-be present 
owner wilT go on paying the next twenty 
years. The property belongs to the D..i;e 
of Bedfi.rd, aud when he reflects upon what 
that property will have soared to, ten or 
fifteen years from now, and still pay ing t in 
only the trifle of $150 a year, he probably 
wauts to go and dig up bis late ancestor 
and shake him.

This houäe was one of seventy-five jvet 
like it that surrouud a beautiful sq..,.re 
containing two or three acres of groun — 
ornamental grounds, large old trees, broad, 
clean shaven grass plots, kept scrupulously 
swept free from twig«, fallen leaves, at'd 
all other eye sores. His grace the I'uke 
owns ail those aeventy-dve houses, ar.il ne 
owns the ornamental square in the iLidst, 
.«Do. To each bouse he leaves a key that 
wi'l open any of the nu’uerous gates (there 
is an iron railing all oroundÿl to the squ 
and nobody can get in th< 
pants of tbe seventy-five 
persons as they choose to 

leal ot croquer. The 
small sum yearly to keep 
pair. ,

It was a pleasant day, 
along down the street, 
crossed a new street, my hi 

“This property belongs 
Bedford also—all these st; 
buildings—both sides ot the 

By and by we came to ane1 
tal square like tbe other, an 
by large dwellings.

Who owns this square 
houses?”

‘ The Duke of Bedford.”
\\re tinned and walked about a u 

in another direction, brill the 
rii'e. way it was, "This all btlougs 
Duke ot Bedford; this ornamental

(• hut the occu- 
louses anti suc h 
nvite. They tio 
iventy-live pay a 
ihe Suuare ;n re

nd we walked 
very t:me wt\
said: 
the Duke of 
ly blocks of 

Itreet.” 
her ornamen- 

surionndeil

bese

a, ie

to the
tizen is Duke ot Bedtord; this ornamental î^qaare 

little more than tbe industrious insect. The I is his; all down these radiatiug strtr H 
resuit is reached by the continuity of com- his; this is the statue of the latb Dukt
bined exertion. Millions of citizens, work
ing in obedience to nature, can accomplish

ea; thi'tLe glory of independence and its 
jotjouseleliratioii by grateful generations;
thon IA fpilltlinh lit u si’ T* larurnaoz, .1then ie triumph of our language; and, 
final]« the establishment oi our- repub 
LeaiJfisriturioDS all over North Amer
ica. Then came the Abbe Galiani, tbe 
Nea^itan Frenchman, wbo, writin 
froiiftNaples while oar s:ruggle was 
stilk undecided, gaflv predicts the 
dowall of Europe, the transmigrafon to 
Au^ea, and the consummation of the 
grttest revolution of the globe by estab- 
lisDg the reign of America over Europe. 
Tire is aleo Adam Smith, the illustrious 
piosonher, who quietly carries the seat of 
gjrnnient across the Atlantic. Mean- 
wJe Pownall, once a colonial governor 
ai then a member of Parliament, in suc- 
t-sive works of great detail, foreshadows

f  pendente, naval supremacy, commer-
:prosperity, linmigratiou from the Old 

ipild, and a new national life, destined to 
.fiersede the systems of Europe and arouse 
e “curses” of royal ministers. Hartley, 

iso a member of Paiiiament. and the Brit- 
th negotiator who signed the definitive

society.
points should be referred. To be a lady is 
more than to be a prince. A lady is always N*aty of independence, bravely announces 
:n her right inalienably worthy of respect. Parliament that the New World is before 
To a lady, prince and "peasant alike bow. ®e colonists, and that liberty is theirs; 
Do not tie îestrained. Do nor have the im-»nd afterward, as diplomatist, instructs his 
pulses that need restraint. Do not wish totovernment that, through the attraction of 
dance with the prince unsought. Feel dif-Our public lands, immigration will be quick- 
ferently. Besuch that you "confer honor.Jpned beyond precedent and tbe national 
Carry yourselves so loftily that men shalidebt cease to be a burden. Aranda, the 
look up to you for reward, not at you in re'Spanish statesman and diplomatist, pre- 
buke. ” ‘ ‘diets to his King that the United Slates,

The natural sentiment of man towarffthough horn a “pigmy,” wi’i eoou be a “co
woman is reverence. He loses a larg lossus,” under whose influence Spain will
means of grace when .he is obliged to a 
count her a being to be trained into pr 
priety. A man's ideal is not wounded wh 
a woman fails in worldly wisdom: but if

frace, in tact, in sentiment, in delicacy, 
indness, she should be lound wan’ing,' 

receives an inward hurt.—Gail HumiUoit

L o r e n z o  D o w .

Few there are who have not beard ot t1* 
most peculiar man of bis time. Lor^' 
Dow, who was an itinerant Methtff 
preacher, whose parish was the world,ft 
whose actual habit it was to “pray witlt 
ceasing.” He was accustomed to enteisY 
door and engage with the household11 
prayer, and to advise religiously with :0r’ 
ing crowds at street corners and plat<d 
vicious rendezvous. Wherever people #Id 
be found to listen, there he was to be fjk'U 
uttering the message of salvation, au.as 
he became known, the tear engende* by 
his eccentricities gave way to a sevf aP’ 
prediation and respect for his labor o*ve-

For the past twenty-four hour yes:*he 
remains of this remarkable DJKi*'lve 
peacefully reposed in HolmsTeai!'s#me" 
tery at Washington, bur the rt m,J be
came necessary, last week, in e<‘a*f'rce 
of the order oi the board of publf orl£8 
condemning tbe ground. A rival#* se
cure the remnants oi the great exqfer at 
once arose between a prominent Jennie 
boy of Connectitut, Dow bavin#”11 a 
Mason, and the Methodist clergvT®al!'" 
more, where he had done trocicf̂ rvice. 
The latter appealed to W. I Cor
coran, the wealthy bank» who 
was an admirer " of * de
ceased. He generously respond- and 
donated a choice site iu "the beau“  cerne---- 'U»tery on the banks of Rock creek,1i ere the 
remains were interred with #°prial« 
ceremonies last Friday. When t|}^ tomb 
was opened, tbe skeleton was f #  t0 be 
well preserved, the long, enowtard lay 
naturally upon the breast bone,F P.art °f 
the clothing still held together. P history 
of this eccentric genius brims <f with in 
teresting reminiscences, not tipe*st im
portant of which are his wond#* historic 
predictions, man v of which arer1 have 
been realized.

lose all her American possessions, except 
only Cuba and Porto Rico. Paiey, the phi
losopher, hails our successful revolution as 
destined to accelerate tho fall of slavery, 
which lie denounces as an abominable 
tyranny. Burns, the truthful poet, who 
loved mankind, looks forward a hundred 
years and beholds our people rejoicing in 
the centennary of their independence. 
Sheridan pictures our increasing prosperity 
and the national dignity winning the 
respect, confidence aud affection of the 
world. Fox, the liberal statesman, 
foresees the increasing might and various 
relations of the United States, so that a 
blow aimed at them must have a redound 
as destructive as itself. The Abbe Grégoire, 
devoted to the slave, whose freedom he pre
diets, describes the power and glory of the 
American republic, resting on the two great 
oceans, and swaying the world. Tardily, 
Jefferson appears with anxiety for the na
tional Union, and yet announcing our gov
ernment as the familiar and precious model 
to change the condition ot mankind. Can
ning, the brilliant orator, iu the rnueb- 
admired flight of eloquence, discerns 
the New World, with i:s republics 
just called into being, redressing tbe 
balance of the old. De Tocqueville, 
while clearly foreseeing the peril from 
slavery, proclaims the future grandeur of 
the republic, covering “almost al) North 
America,” tnakiog tne continent its domain, 
with a population, equal :n rights, counted 
by the hundred million. Cobden, whose 
fame will be second only to that of Adam 
Smith among all in this catalogne, c&linly 
predicts the separation of Canada from the 
mother country by peaceable means. Ala- 
man, tbe Mexican statesman and historian, 
announces that Mexioo, which has already 
known so many successive races, will here
after be ruled by yet another people, taking 
the place of the present possessors; aud 
with these prophetic words the patriot 
draws a pall over his country.

It is on account of the valedictory words 
of his history that I introduce the name of 
Alaman. and nothing more striking appears 
in this.gallery. Behold: “Mexioo will be, 
without doubt, a land of prosperity from 
its natural advantages; but it will not be so 
for the races which now inhabit it. As it

Onr New Comet.
The comet that is now visible in the 

heavens was discovered by M. Coggia, of 
Marseilles, on the seventeenth of April. 
This comet was first seen on this continent 
by Mr S. YV. Burnham, of Chicago, about 
the thirtieth ol May. and was then in the 
constellation of the Giraffe, wiftiin twenty- 
one degrees of the north nole. The comet 
is now visible to the naked eye, and is situ
ated, at one o'clock in the morning, di
rectly beneath the polar star, at a distance 
from it of about. 25°, or about mid wav be
tween the horizon. With the aid of an 
opera glass it can be easily seen a- a hazy, 
nebulous mass with a bright point on one 
side. It is at present moving toward the 
earth, and is cow visible all night, but will 
soon be visible only in the early part of the 
evening, setting in the northwes:. It will 
be brightest on the evening of August 3, 
when it will be 245 tiram as bright as at 
the time of discovery, while at present it is 
only about six rimes as luminous. It will 
then be about 5° from Denabola, the bright
est star in Leo, and as the moon will be ab
sent. it will be subject to Bpeetroscopic 
analysis under circumstances more favora
ble than may occur again for many vears.

Until the elements of a comet’s orbit hat

the smoky statues we have seen represe,
Dukes ot tbe line, of former genoratii nf^- 
We are pretty well tired out bv this t n ,e \  
else we might go on rill we could show you 
the great Covent Garden Maiket—one of 
the sights of London.”

“Who owns it?”
“The Duke of Bedford.”
“I suspected as much. Does he own :be 

property around it?”
“He does.”
“Does he own anv in the country!"
“Whole counties.” " „n i
I took a cab and tirove about sevee1,1 

miles, or such a matter, to m.v hotsl' 
candles in my room—no wutei—no ÎJ °%e;
I said to tbe landlord, “I have a v f - i i  i y  
mis notion of complaining to the I r  
Bedford about tbe wav vou keep ’ 
hotel.” ’ " ,

He Baid, “What has he got to do -v u 
it?” , .1

I said, “Ho probably basa good deui !•  rp  H 
do with it—I suppose he owns it.” I X

“Well, he don’t do anything of th*. kind:' f  Î 
I own it my self.” [j

The item was worth something, any Wr.y; u ar.i v 
and so I entered it in my diary. New

“London is owned by tbe Duke ot Bed- j 
ford ami a me-horse hotel keeper.” j *£'

But I found afterward that the Duke of I rip-., 
Portland, the Marquis of Westminster and a-:- P 
other noblemen, own as largely here as fV””:1 
Bedford does. Indeed, Westminster----et’s orbit have . —  --------, ---------- -

been determined nothing can be known of *nuch the richest peer iu England—peril.:.s 
its movements,and the calculations involved Î?16 richest man in the world. His income 
in this task are almost inconceivable, aud 1B soto” $12,fi00 a day, counting Suin’., 
require tbe minutest accuracy. The ques- ^hat it will tie next year or -i.e
tion as to whether the nucleus of a comet is Tear after baffles arithmetic—for the d 
a solid body has often been discussed, savs I c‘*eaP leases and ground rents are 
the New York Times, but no definite con- I stantly runuisg out and tbe proper-v be.eg 
elusion has been reached. The passage of | at »«ore than quadruple price's. The

lo  lie 
a' 1J 
Oiioa.

Duke of Portland owns the huge piece;., 
ground on which the British Museum stands, 

It is no hardship here to own real t stat", 
for the taxes on it are trifling—as it al- s 
on foreign wines and other luxuries w-Lich 
only the well-to-do indulge in The rev
endes-come from the manifold things w b 
Tom, Dick and Hsrrv of the gieat m -I ' 
and working classes have got to have ,; i  
can not do without. That is neithei -T 
nor générons.

the nucleus of a comet over a star would 
aid in solving this problem, but no instance 
of the actual occunence of such a phenom
enon has ever been satisfactorily estab
lished. Newton wae of the opinion'that the 
nuclei of comets must necessarily be solid 
bodies, otherwise they would in many cases 
be dissipated by the intense heat to which 
they are subjected on their passage of the 
perihcliob. Whether solid or not,'it is cer
tain that masses must be very inconsidera
ble from tbe faos that they produce no sen
sible derangement in the motions of the 
planets, however near they approach them.
Ihe haut winch comets undergo in their
passage through the perihelion is almost in- i v ------- _________
conceivable. The comet of 1843 passed at Israel ,or th” flesh pots of temporal i 
the perihelion distance of 47,500 miles; that ^  once again tbe Roman pooulaee n 
of 1890 at the distance of 570,000, and the I .̂aî  *1'ni he would be content 
comet of 1808 at the distance of 1,900 000 
miles from the sun. Newton found by cal
culations that the comet of 1080, on its tiass- 
age of the perihelion, was subjected to a 
heat 2000 times greater than that of r^d-hot 
iron. The great comRt of 1843, which ap
proach» d neuer to tbe sun Than any other

T h e  P io n s  Oin tà etitle iiia n  a t  th e  V a tic a n .
The venerable and pious old man » lo 

persists that he is a prisoner in the V«: ,n
yearns with the fervor of the ( Iff B

p..:t

recorded ia history, must have been tx- 
heat of stdl greater intensityposed to a neat ot stui greater intensity. 

Ihe tail of a comet sometimes attains an

tition the Lord that ho might d. 
peace; but in his obstinacy he cling, 
in the vain hope that he may yet ; • r 
Rome sitting upon her seven hills, .cd
recognizing no sovereign but liita. He« 1
not modify the malediction that I ■ has 
hurled against tbe “rubber king " tor 
withdraw the excommunications tbst ->--t 
upon that king's followers. Ho'wi" die 
exclaiming, “Father, do not forgive t! u;,

FRIDA
Jaiut*8

Benjai

enormous length. The train of tbe comet for tljey knnw what they do.” Stricge 
ol 1800 was 90,000,000 miles long; that of I 8Pectacle. Here is an aged, benevn.iût 
the comet of 1811 was 100,000,000 miles in | ma.n’ reÇognized by ’

B
lengib; the comet oi 1813 had a train of 
loO OOO’OOO miles, aud tfca’ of Douati’s comet 
in 18o8 was o0,000,000 miles iu length The 
development ot the tail when a comet is 
advancing toward the perihelion affords a 
striking instance of the wonderful influence 
exerted upon it by the sun, although'the
tiEiwln in vi'lk*..!, « .. .___ _r . .1

the- „ most : Hw-
ertul Uuristian church in the w rid 

its infallible head, the di
vinely appointed guide of millions ol pen- : 
pie, among whom his spiritual author:’vis 
not disputed, the representative on earth , 
ot the Man w ho had not where to av L.s 
head, sitting in a palace, surround» i

Third J 
On**anï 
o i Ti?E 
fron t oj

mode in which it is exerted continues to be P®rlai splendor, tilled, so far as the world
“f ß’ad , Kreat ln cometof 18uS, on August 29. the length of the tail 

was t wo (.egress, or 14,000,000 miles. On 
Octoher 10 p was sixty degrees, or 51,000,- 
000 miles The orbits ol comets vary in 
their length?. The orb;’, of Encke’s comet 
is contained within that of the planet Ju
piter, while the orbit of YVhalley’s conics 
extends fur beyond that ot Neptune Do- 
nati s comet revolves in an elliptical orbit, 
with a period Ô1 about 2000 yhai».. The 
comet ol 1811 has a period of 30*5 years, 
subject to an uncertainty of fortv'-three 
years. 3 lie aphelion distance ot this"comet

K s i s r 01 *<**”*> -
^ oltair#  a* a  Lover*

No gonius has lived in the last thousand 
years whoso sins are so reluctantly par
doned as V ol ta ire’s. His career was in com* 
ple’e discord with the customs and beliefs 
of ins age. Instead of revolving in the 
groove cast and prepared fur men lie 
created a centre of his own, and had’ the 
audacity to lurnish it with sateiTites of his 
own invention, and set them in motion 
That a general ontery should rise against 
him, that arrows should be shot at hiui from 
every nook and corner, that hi« life should 
be rendered a senes of storms, are things 
easily understood. Genius 1i*e W e, some 
times gets turned wrong side out: and Vol
taire s was unmistakably oiten in that eon 
dition, but lus love never. Notwithstanding 
his impiety—a monstruous sin always in the 
eyes of women-he bad the charm of w£r! 
rung their love; and if history has recorded 
the truth, he was an exceptional poet In 
that he nevtr abandoned a woman who was 

hAm Mme- ào GenU.

Galaxy.

cau discover, with an altogether h-uu.ni 
hatred ol bis foes, and calling like son . k- 
precatory agent of an implacable Jei, .vah 
lor the utter confounding and eternal .i-
ishment ot the man who deprives him : * 
piece of realty to which bis title is I. l..u 
anil imperfect. And in this mad jea! . -v 
ot a successful rival he expects the moral 

’’ii pa thy ot tbe children ot the Chur n 
1 lands. These children maybe rep ,i- 

can in politics, but in their loyalty to • ■ ir
spiritual leader they are expected_e.
they are not commanded, but equal! 
they are _confidently expected—to É 
with their approval a kiug warrin 
another king lor the possession of a petty 
empire. The?e children have read the utu- 
ruand of the first great Pope: “Render onto 
Ctesar the thiu.s that are C.oäar's. -.cd 
unto God tlie things that are God's,'’; 
but they are expected to subscribe to the j 
pontifical .maxim: “The Pope is the f -af 
o? Rome; render everything unto :9 
Pope. \\ iiy can nut tbe old man of the \'at-j 
icau fling away ambition for the things of I 
this earth? His Divine Master did no’ seek 
them. Ilis spiritual sovereignty is -LaJ 
greatest, the most magnificent now know 
W by will not his ambition content its* 
with this splendid empire? The ghost of 
tbe. temporal power constantly haunts the 
broken and ordinarily kindly old mat. 
Why does be darken the last hours ol l* 
long, eveDtful, useful life with vain repin-l
ings for an earthly sceptre that has passe 1
forever from his grasji? Rome is not the 
Church. Christ’s kingdom is not the king-1 
doin ol this earth. Should it be his suo-l 
cesaor s? Surely, the gray-baited pouTid. 
now near his grave, may say, as he shouidj 
have said in bis youth. “To the devil or Vic-1 
tor Emmanuel with tbe Roman government 
I am the shepherd who lares to brightei 
fields and igads the way. Our ways sb 
be the ways of pleasantness, and our pal 
he peace. — Chicago Times.
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