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T h e  Eight o f ft v ornan -Riioin ntiiw-1 k n o " .
To-n ic h t in th e  e .Jeu t » tru -t I re  •••«<

Kin iv on- (• ir. tin - p u t t—* et ; ..e v.-are » 1 ^ 0  
TmiHO h u ; o r o « a \«  ftvfl n o s  liiglii ho i’a e e a .

C m  I b-ftt to  n-Etote th v  o.il t'-tnv tovam
W inch El.Inca in i»v h-*r? » '»«*  fo!d-

C an I l-t-ar to  M art from  -osav<  t .i_oic;,n..
To ta r e  th e  knoivled«« tu e t  now  1 - ■

!?nt fin  h a th  ev e r Ms « a s  nn fnr:«*
' ll  tain wonlit tceiMcr what I know:

J . I n I h»pt»i*r be w hen i.iv h e a rt  h a th  h u rle d  
It w eieh t. a t least, a t w ir  m o rta l toe.

4 *.-l Iierhaps Mime poor w an h and  - wit? w ave 
I- mu th e  shadow y land  of Tauisli*-<1 y ea rs .

In a  sad  response, th ftt a  w ord w a y s a v e  
to m e  soul th a t  a p i- ro a d ie th  th e  vale ui te r.is .

h  -he h 'n  hef, an d  h re a lh  of f  ow ers she dw elt: 
T he Tine o’e r  th e  i»r 1 ce  w as tra in e d  hv her;

he s i x id h e r  » iad o w  the woo lu n e  stir .
!.: : : > m d roses u p lifte d  Their heads

:i!be h e r  n am e to  th e  m orn ing  sk .es, 
A. i • o le ts  a tn lh  d in  th e ir  di v. jte n m u d  beds, 

t  - ehe h e a l  toSook in  th e ir  deep  h.ne eyes.

e  w as h i-r life  Iti th is  girlhood of tdoom;
T: - la -a r t  ;n  i.ei tioson waa Tier’s ftlhlit— 

i .u t  lin g ers  iav is ih  o ca rv e d  i ts  doom.
d i .d fe e t  tvi >e a p p ro ac h in g  to  tio .ad .it dow n.

And th e  T iling nam e 01.« n id , a i d  ask e d  no loave, 
T h is  gard i n o f  F ill n  I* g lided th io u g h —

And tl ie  s e rp e n t eam e to  tlie d n a g ln e r  ot Eve,
As h e  ca m e to  th e  m o th er w hen e a r th  w a s  new .

And now  in th e  bo u se  of hum or: t* s.n .
W h e re  tile  souls th a t  Lm ito r ... ■ i s a re  m ade. 

TT.e gold o f th e  prodigal d aw s to  w in 
T h e ta ise  ca tena oi a  g irl hetr.-v- d.

And th e  Ja rg b  t l ia t  leaps to  h e r lips t h e  w l..,e ,
A ad  ru n s  to  lie: ca v ern o u s  eyi s :n  a blaze 

i:  .1 m ock ing  g h o st o f lh a t  go lden  m .lie 
W hich vioTets loved tu  th e  o lden  days.

Does sh e  k now  that, th e  v illa g e  c h u rc h  s till s ta n d s  
T he M in t -  as  in the, .Sabbath o t buried  yea rs. 

W hen she  s a t  an d  fo lded  h e r  p u re  w h ite  hands, 
And gazed a t  th e  m in is te r’0 T ier th ro u g h  tears? 

in  ’ lie g ra v e y a rd  ris e s  a g ra n i te  block, 
liougn-hew n  a n d  flow eiless, bieak  an-l b a re — 

Does bite euro  th a t  sir- keeps no t a  sing le lock 
( i f  h e i fa th e r’s a n d  m o th e r 's  s ilv er hail?

A; d w h e re  is tb p  sn ak e  w ith  th e  fo rked  to n g u e ?
T h e  v ip e r th .i t  pots-,ns th e  sw eet lie sip s  1 

Does he e v e r  th in k  o f th e  soul he llung  
In  th e  b lac k es t c o rn e r  o f life’s ec lip se  !

I-oes sh e  e v e r  com e hi th e  n ig h t to  him ,
To s ta n d  by h is bed till he - .adder) 1: g w akes 

O r does she ascend  from t i .. g n h 'e t’s brim  
To be toss: d on th e  sn ee rs  o f h is  lo o t lier snakes?

And btie—w hen th e  g h a s tly  lam ps grow  dim , 
W hen (io ilo v en  th e r e  d ire c ts  th e  dove,

Does she lie s leep less to  th in k  o t him ,
And clothe him  ag s in  in th e  g a rb  of love I 

Or is it- w ith  laugh o f  b u rn in g  sco rn .
Or w ith  g rin d in g  te e th  e r  a  q u en c h less  h a ts ,  

T h a t th e  nam e ftom  h e r  h i t te r  lips is bo rne 
O f th e  m an  w ho is e a rv in g  h is s is te r ’s la te  I

God knows,! For th e  w om an  t h a t  h e  h a th  m ad e 
Will w orsh ip  th e  iips w hose k isses w ere lies.

W ill k iss  th e  b an d  t h a t  h a th  sh a rp e n e d  th e  b lade .
And kneel a t  th e  fe e t w here she  b leed s and  dies; 

And i t  m ay  lie, here , w h e re  th e y  n e v e r  sn eak  
A sing le w ord th a t  th e  I,o id  h a th  given ,

T h » t one t e a r  fa lls  011 a  p a in ted  d ie t  k 
W h ic h  is w o r th  a  m illion ot h is  in  h ea v en '

T h e  d ay  w ill com e w hen  b e n e a th  th e  sod 
T h e ir  bodies w ill m olilei side liy side;

And tlie ir  souls behold th e  e n u in e  o f  God.
ln  a  c o u r t  w h e re  Hie beggar an d  k ing  a ro  tried ; 

Ai d th e n , perhaps, on th e  golden page.
T h e  te a r  o f th e  w om an nifty s till re m ain ,

And th e  laugh  o fb a tftii be tu rn e d  to  rage,
T h a t he k in d led  n is  fires lo r  tw o  in vain!

—E ven ing  l ’ost

W A N  L K K , T H E  P A G A N .

A SKETCH H V It RET HAUTE.

As I opened Flop Sing’s letter, there llut
tered to the ground a square strip of yellow 
paper eovered with hieroglyphics which at 
Hist glance 1 innooeutly took to be the labt! 
lroin a pack of Chinese fire crackers. But 
the same envelope also contained a smaller 
strip of rice paper, with two Chinese char
acters traced in India ink, th a t I a t once 
knew to be llop  Sing's visiting ra id . The 
whole, as alter wards literally translated, 
read as follows:

“ To th e  s tru t ,g e r  th e  g a te s  o f  m y  house a r e  n o t 
closed; th e  n e e  j a r  is  on th e  lef t, an d  th e  
sw e e tm e a ts  011 th e  r ig h t  a s  you  e n te r .

T w o say in g s or ti le  M aster;
H o sp ita lity  is th e  v ir tu e  o f  th e  son  an d  th »  
w isdom  o r th e  an c esto r.
T h e  S u p erio r m an  is l ig h t-h e a rte d  a f te r  tlio  
c ro p  g a th e iin g ; h e  m a k e s  a fe s tiv a l.

W hen  a  s ta n g e r i s  in  y o u r m elon p a tc h  o b se rv e  
Inin n o t too  closely; in a tte n tio n  is  o fte n  th e  
kiglit-Hi fo tm  o f c iv ility .

Happiness, P eace an d  P ro sp erity .
HOP SING.’’

Admirable, certainly, as was this morality 
und proverbial wisdom, and although this 
last axiom was very characteristic of my 
Inend Hop Sing, who v a s  the most somber 
of all humorists, a Chinese philosopher, I 
imfst e-onlc-ss that, even afLer a very tree 
translation, I vas a t a loss to make any 
immediate application of the message. 
.Luckily I discovered a third inclusure in 
the shape of a little note in English and 
Hop Sing’s own commercial hand. I t  ran 
thus:
4, “The pleasure of your company is re 
quested a t No. — Sacramento street, on 
Friday evening a t eight o'clock. A cup ot 
tea a t nine—sharp. HUP SING.’’

This explained all. I t  meant a visit to 
Hop Sing's warehouse, the opening and ex 
hibition of some rare Chinese novelties and 
< urios, a chat in the back office, a cup ol' 
tea of a perfection unknown beyond these 
sacred precincts, cigars, and a visit to the 
Chinese theatre or temple. This was in 
tuet the favorite programme of Hop Sing 
when ho exercised his functions of hospi- 
talify as the chief factor or superintendent 
ol the Ning Foo Company.

At eight o'clock on Friday evening I en
tered the warehi use of Hop Sing. There 
was lhat deliciously commingled mysterious 
foreign odor th a t I had so often noticed; 
there was the old array  of uncouth 
looking objects, the long procession 
ja rs  and crockery, the same singular 
blending ot the grotesque and the 
m athematically neat and exact, the same 
endless suggestions of frivolity and 
fragility, the same want of harmony in col
ors that, were each, in themselves, beautiful 
and rare. Kites in the shape of enormous 
dragons and gigantic butterflies; kites so 
ingeniously arranged as to u tter a t in ter
vals, when facing the wind, the cry of a 
hawk; kites so large as to be beyond any
body’s power of icstra in t—so largo that you 
understood why kite-tiying in China was 
an amusemety; ior adults; gods of china and 
bronze so gratuitously ugly as to bo beyond 
any hnman interest or sy m pathyfrom  their 
very impossibility; jars of sweetmeats eov
ered all over with moral sentiments from 
Confuoius; hats; that looked like baskets, 
and baskets tha t looked like hate; silks so 
light tliat I hesitate to record the incredi
ble number of square yards that yeu might 
pass through the ring on your little finger— 
these and a great many other indescribable 
objects were all familiar to me. I pushed 
my way through the dimly lighted ware
house until I reached the back office or 
parlor, where I found Hop Sing waiting to 
receive tue.

Before I describe him 1 want the average 
reader to discharge from his mind any idea 
of a Chinaman that he may have gathered 
lroiu the pantomime. He did not wear 
beantifully scalloped drawers fringed with 
little  bells—I never n o t a  Chinaman who 
did; he d id . not habitually carry his fore
finger extended before him at right angles 
with his body, nor did I ever bear him utter 
the mysterious sentence, “Cliing a ring a 
ring chaw,” nor dance under any provoca
tion. He was, on the whole, a rather grave, 
decorous, handsome gentleman. His com
plexion, which extended all over his 
iiead except where his long pigtail grew, 
was like a very nice piece of glazed 
brown paper-muslin. His eyes were black 
und bright, and his eyelids set at an angle 
of fifteen degrees; his nose straight and 
delicately formed, his mouth small, and his 
teeth, white and clean. He wore a  dark 
bitte silk blouse; und in the streets on cold 
days, a short jacket Of astrakan fur. He 
wore also a pair of drawers of blue brocade 
gathered tightly over his calves and ankles, 
offering a general sort of suggestion tha t ho 
had forgotten his trousers th a t morning, 
but tliat, so gentlemanly were his manners, 
his friends had forborne to mention the fact 
-0 hint. His manner was uibaue, although 
• lite serious. He spoke French and 

English fluently. In  brief, 1 doubt if you 
could have- found the equal of this l ’agan 
shopkeeper among the Christian traders of 
Man Francisco.

There were a  few others p re s e n ts  judge 
of the federal court, an editor, a high gov
ernm ent official and a prominent merchant. 
After we had d runk  our tea. and tasted a 
lew sweetmeats from a mysterious jar. that 
looked as if it m ight contain a preserved 
mouse amoDg its other* nondescript trea 
sures, Hop Siug arose and, gravely beckon
ing  ns to follow him, began to descend to 
the  basement. When we got there, we 
were amazed a t finding it brilliantly-lighted, 
jMti liUU & num ber oi çhai:s wer*.’ AIÂAi'SSli

in a half-circle on the asphalt, pavement. 
When he had courteously seated us he said: 

“ I have invited you towitness a perform
ante which I can a t least promise you no 
other foreigners but yourselves have ever 
seen. Wang, the court jnggler, arrived 
here yesterday morning. He has never 
given a performance outside of the palace 
before. I have asked him to entertain my 
friends this evening. He requires no the
atre. stage, accessories or confederate— 
nothing more than you see here. Will you 
be pleased to examine the ground your
selves, gentlemen ?”

Of course « e examined the premise». It 
was the onlinary basement or cellar of tl.e 
San Franciscostorehou- .cem ented to keep 
out the damp. We poked oar s?:eks into 
the pavement and rapped 0:1 the walls to 
satisfy our polite host, but for no other pur
pose. We were quite content to be the vic
tims of any clever decoJ>tion. For myself, 
I knew I v as ready to be delude 1 to any 
extent, and if I had been offered an ex
planation of w hat followed I should ha te  
probably declined it.

Although I am satisfied lhat W ang's gen
eral pertorman- ■ was the fits? of that kit: 1 
ever given on American soil, it has probably 
since become so familiar to many oi my 
readers, th a t I „nail not bore them with it 
here. Tb* began by setting to flight, with 
the aid of his fan, the usual number of nut- 
terfiies made before our eyes of little  bits 
of tissue paper, and kept them in ■ air 
during tin remainder of the performance. 
I have a vivid recollection of the judge try 
ing to catch one th a t had lit ou his knee, 
and of its e\ ruing him with the pertinacity 
of a living insect. And even a t this time 
Wang, stil! plying his fan, was taking 
chickens out of hats, making oranges dis- 
anpear. pulling endless yards of siik from 
his sleeve; apparently filling the whole area 
of the basement with goods that appeared 
mysteriously from the ground, from his own 
sleeves, from nowhere! Ho swallowed 
knives to the ruin of his digestion lor 5 ears 
to come, he disloealed every limb of his 
body, iie reclined in tl.e air, apparently  
upon nettling. Hut liis crowning perform
ance, which I have never yet seen repeated, 
was the most weird, mysterious and 
astounding. I t is b i t  apology for t.his long 
introduction, my sole excuse for writing 
this article, the” genesis of this veracious 
history.

He cleared the ground of *?s encumber 
ing articles lor a space of about fifteen feet 
square, and then invited us all to walk for
ward and examine it. We did so gravely; 
there was nothing but the cemented pave
ment below to be seen or lelt. He then 
asked for the loan of a handkerchief, and’, 
as I chanced to be nearest him. I ottered 
mine. He took it, and spread it open ujion 
the floor. Over this he spread a large 
square of silk, and over this again a large 
shawl nearly covering the space he had 
cleared. He then took a position a t one of 
the points of this reetangh , and began a 
monotonous chant, rocking Ids body to and 
fro in  time w ith the somewhat lugubrious 
air

We sat still and waited. Above the chant 
we could hear the striking of the city clocks, 
and occasional rattle  of a cart in the street 
overhead. The absolute watchfulness and 
expectation, the dim, mysterious halt light 
of the cellar failing in a grewsome way upon 
the misshapen bulk ol a Chinese Jiety  in 
the background, a faint smell of opium 
smoke mingled with spice, and the dread
ful uncertainty of what we were really wait
ing for, sent an uncomfortable thrill down 
our backs, and made us look a t each other 
with a  forced and unnatural smile. This 
feeiing was heightened when Hop Sing 
slowly rose, ami, and without a word, 
pointed with his linge;- to the centre of the 
shawl.

There was something l eneatli the shaw l, 
surely—and something th a t was not there 
before. At first a mere suggestion in relief, 
a mere outline, but growing more arid more 
distinct and more visible every moment. 
The chant, still continued, the perspiration 
began to roll trorn the singer's face, gradu
ally the hidden object took upon itsell a 
shape and bulk that raised the shawl in its 
centre some five or six inches. I t was now 
uumistakably the outline of a small but 
perfect human figure, with extended arms 
and legs. One or two of us turned pale; 
there was a feeliug of gem-ral uneasiness 
until the editor broke the silence by a gibe 
that, poor as it was, was received with 
spontaneous enthusiasm. Then the chant 
suddenly ceased, W ang arose, and with a 
quick, dexterous movement stripped both 
shaw l and siik away and discovered, sleep
ing peacefully upon my handkerchief, a 
tiny Chinese baby.

The applause and uproar which followed 
this revelation ought to have satisfied 
W ang,even il his audience was a small one; 
it was loud enough to awaken the babv—a 
pretty little hoy about a  year old, looking 
like a Cupid cut out of sandal wood. lie  
was whisked away almost as mysteriously 
as ho appeared. When Hop Sing returned 
my handkerc hief to me with a bow. I asked 
it the juggler was the father of the baby. 
“No sabe,” said tho imp» rturbablo Hop 
Sing, taking refuge in tha t Spanish form ol' 
non-commitalism so common in California.

“ But does he have a new baby for every 
performance?” I asked. “Perhaps; who 
knows?” “ But v-hat will become ot this 
one?” “ W hatever you choose, gentlemen,” 
replied Hop Sing, with a courteous inclina
tion, “it was bom  here—you arc its god
father.”

There were two characteristic peculiricies 
of any Californian assemblage in IBhfi; it 
was quick to tab- a hint, and' generous to 
the point of prodigality in its response to 
any charitable appeal. No m atter how 
sordid or avaricious the individual, lie 
could not resist the infection of sympathy. 
1 doubled the points of my handkerchief 
into a bag, dropped a com mto it, and, 
without a word, passed i t  to flie judge. He 
quietly added a fflO gold piece, and passed 
it  to the next; wiien it was returned to me 
it contained over $100. I knotted the money 
in the bankerehief and gave it to Hop Sing. 

“ For the baby, from its godfathers."
“ But w hat name ?” said the judge. There 

was a running lire of “ Erebus,’’ “ Nox,” 
“ l ’iutne,” “ Terra Cotta,-’ “Antæus,” etc., 
etc. Finally the question was referred to 
our host.

“ Why not keep his own name !" he said 
quietly—“W an Lee.” And he did.

And thus was W an Lee, on the night of 
Friday , March 5, 1806, born into this vera
cious chronicle.

The last form of the Northern Star for 
the nineteenth of July, 180-5—tho only daily 
paper published in Klamath eounly—hail 
just gone to jiress, and a t 3 P. M. I was 
putting aside my proofs and manuscripts, 
preparatory to going Home, when I discov
ered a le tte r lying under some sheets of 
pajier which I must have overlooked. The 
enveioi>e was considerably soiled, it had no 
post mark, but I had no difficulty in recog
nizing the hand of my friend Hop Sing. I 
opened it hurriedly and read as follows: 

“My D ear Sir—I do not know whether 
the bearer will suit you, but unless the 
ottiee of a “devil” in your newspaper is a 
purely technical one. I think ho has all the 
qualities required. He is very quick, active 
and intelligent: understands English better 
than he speaks it, and makes up for any 
defect by his habits of observation and imi
tation. You have only to show him kowr 
to do a thing once, and ho will repeat it, 
whether it is aa  oliense o r a  virtue. But 
you certainly know him already; you are 
one of liis godfathers, for is lie not Wan 
Lee. the reputed sou of W ang the Con
jurer, to whose jterformances I had the 
honor to introduce you? But perhaps you 
have forgotten it.

1 shall send him with a gang of cooiies to 
Stockton, thence by express to your town. 
If you can use him there yon will do me a 
favor, and jirobably save his life, which is 
at present in great peril from the hands of 
the younger members ot your Christian and 
highly civilized race who attend the enl ight
ened schools in Man Francisco.

Ho has acquired some singular habits and 
customs from Ids experience of Wang's pro
fession, which he followed for some years, 
until he became too large to go in a Lat or 
be produced from his la ther’s sleeve. Tho 
money you left with me has been expended 
on his education; he has gone through the 
tri-literal classics, but. I think, w ithout 
much benefit. He knows but little of Con- 
inciqs, and absolu'ely nothing of Mencius. 
Owing to the negligence of liis father, he 
associated, perhaps, too much w ith Amer
ican children.

I should have answered your le tte r be
fore, by post, but 1 thought th a t Wan Lee 
himself would be a . better messenger for 
this. Yours, respectlully.

HO P SING.
And this was the long-delayed answer to

my letter to Hop Sing. But where was the
Veaïttï ôïïï vw tu? îîîtsr ùçUyerçiP j

summoned hastily the foreman,_ printers, 
and office l ot*, but w ithout eliciting any
thing: no one bad seen the letter delivered, 
nor knew anything of the bearer. A lew 
days later I had a visit from my laundry 
mar.. Ah Ri.

“ You wantee aebbii? All lightee; me 
eatchee him.” ’

He returned ia a few moments w ith a 
blight looking Chinese boy about ten years 
old? with whose appearance and general 
intelligence I was so greatly impressed that 
1 engaged him on the spot. When the 
busi.iess was concluded I asked his name.

“ W an Lee," said the boy.
“ What ! Are you the boy sent out by 

Hop Sing ? W hat the devil do you mean 
by not coming here before, and how did 
you deliver tha t letter !"

W an Lee looked a ’, me and laughed.
“ Me pitehee i:i top side window.”
I cid uot understand, lie  looked for a 

moment perplexed, and then snatching the 
letter out of iny hand, ran down the stairs. 
A lter a  moment's pause, ;o my great aston
ishment, L.e letter came fly mg in the win
dow, circled twice around the room, and 
then dropped gently like a bird upon my
table. lfitoi e I had got ov<er uiy .surprise
\Vuo L :« tea ppeareil9 smiles '. !»joked at the
letliL* and th ••n a t U1P. Sill«* “ So, «John /'
au»l t hen renjamed gravely FÎlent. I said
notlii:ng fur?': v r, but it w t?i und erstocid tha t
this v■ as his t • : - •iai act

His next pM-t'omi;«see, 1 gr ieve 1o say.
was i)tot arten ded witii equali S’icCtiPK One
of ou r re aula r papei earner: It-!. sick, a lid,
a t a j)'inch, V*an Lee was on;ei ed to nil hw
place, To prevent ücistai; -s Lib was shown
over the roiue the previous «-venin and
sup-/. ,? d at a bou: d aj I; gut witii tL»• usual
13 limbier oi su D-cribe ■ ' ■ 3- He re turned
alter an hour in gocid spirits ;find without
the p: • per*. He Lad deliver»;d them all, he
said.

Unfortunately for W an Lee, at about 
eight o’clock indignant subscribers arrived 
a t the ottiee. They had received their copies; 
but how ? In t he form of hard-pressed 
cannon-balls, delivered by a single shot 
and a mere tour de force through the glass 
of bed-room windows- They had received 
them full in the face like a base ball, if they 
happened to be up and stirring; they had 
received them in quarter shoe's, tucked in 
a t separate windows; they had found the Hi 
in the chimney, piuned against tho door, 
shot through attic windows, delivered in 
long sli|)s through convenient keyholes, 
stuffed into ventilators, ami occupying the 
earns can with the morning’s niiik. One 
subscriber, who waited for some time at 
the ottiee door, to have a personal interview 
with Wan Lee (then comfortably locked 
in by bed-room], told me, with tears of 
rage in  his*eyes, th a t he had been awakened 
at five o’clock by a most hideous y tlling 
below his windows; tha t on rising, in great 
agitation, he was startled by the sudden 
appearance of the Northern Slur, rolled 
hard and bent into the form of a boomer
ang or East India club, tha t sailed into the 
window, described a number ot fiendish 
circles ia the room, knocked over tho light, 
slapped the baby’s face, "took” him (tho 
subscriber) “ in the jaw," and then returned 
out of the window and dropped hopelessly 
m the area. During the lest of the day, 
wads and strips of soiled paper, purporting 
to be copies of the Northern Star of that 
morning’s issue, were brought indignantly to 
the office. An admirable editorial on “The 
Resources of Humboldt County," which I 
had constructed the evening before, and 
which. I had reason to believe, might hn“ 
changed the whole balance of trade during 
tbe ensuing year, aud left >-au Francisco 
bankrupt at her wharves, was ui this way 
lost to the pnbiic.

It was deemed advisable for the next 
three weeks to keep W an L e e  closely con
fined tu the printing office and the purely 
mechanical part of the business. Here he 
developed a surprising quickness ami adapt
ai*’lit r .  vinning even the favor and good 
will of the printers ami foreman, who at 
first looked upon his introduction mto the 
secrets of their trade as fraûght with the 
gravest political significance, lie  learned 
to set type readily and neatly, his wonder- 
fid skill in manipulation aiding him itr the 
m jr? mechanical art. and his ignorance of 
the language confining him simply to the 
mechanical effort—confirming the printer's 
axiom tha t the p rin ter who considers or 
follows the ideas of Ids copy makes a poor 
compositor. Ho would set up deliberately 
long diatribes against himself, composed by 
hi? fellow-jirinters, and hung on the hook 
a« copy, and even such short sentences as 
“ Wan Lee is the devil's own im p /’ “ Wan 
Lee is a Mongolian rascal,” and bring the 
proof to me with happiness l earning from 
f  very tooth and sat.siaction shining in Lis 
huckleberry eyes.

It was not long, however, before he 
learned to retaliate on his mischievous per
secutors. I remember one mstauc— in which 
hisivpiis.il came very near involving me 
in a serious misunderstanding. Our fore
man's name was Webster, aud W an Lee 
presently learned to know and recognize 
the individual and combined letters 01 Ins 
name. It we,» during a political campaign, 
and the eloquent and fiery Colonel Star 
bottle, of Sisfeyou. had delivered an effective 
speech, which was reported especially for 
the Xorthcrn Star. In a very sublime pero
ration Colonel Starbottle had said; “ In 
tho language of the god-like W ebster, I 
repeat,” and here followed tho quotation, 
which 1 Lave forgotten. Now, it chanced that 
Wan Lee, looking over the galley after it 
had been revised, saw the name of his 
chief persecutor, and. of course, imagined 
the quotation his. A lter tho form was 
looked up, W an Leo took advantage of 
W ebster's absence to remove tbe quotation 
and substitute a thin piece of lead of the 
same size as tho type, engraved w ith 
Chinese characters, making a sentence 
which 1 had reason to believe was an u tter 
and abject confession of tbe incapacity and 
oflensiveness of The W ebster family gener
ally, and exceedingly eulogistic oi Wan 
Leo himself personally.

The next morning’s paper contained 
Colonel Starbottle’s speech in full, in 
which it appeared th a t the “god-like” 
W ebster had on one occasion uttered his 
thoughts ui but perfectly enigmatical 
Chinese. The rage of Colonel Starbottle 
knew no bounds. I bave a vivid recol
lection of th a t adm irable man walking into 
my office and demanding a retraction of the 
statement.

“ But, my dear sir,” I asked, are you will
ing to deny, over vour own signature, that 
W ebster ever uttered such a sentence? Dare 
you deny that, with Mr. W ebster’s well 
known attainments, a knowledge of Chinese - 
might not have been among the number? 
Are you willing to submit, a translation suit
able to the capacity of our readers, and 
deny, upon your honor as a gentleman, tha t 
the late Mr. W ebster ever u ttered  sucb 
aeentim enti I f  yon are, sir, I am willing 
to publish jo u r  denial.”

The Colonel was not, and left, highly in 
dignant.

Webster, the foreman, took it more 
coollv. Happily, he was unaware tha t for 
two days a lte r Chinamen lrom the laun
dries, trom the gulches, from the kitchens, 
looked in the front office door with faces 
beaming With sardonic delight; th a t 300 
ex tra  copies of the Star were ordered lor 
the washhouses on the river, lie  only 
knew th a t during the day W an Leo occa
sionally went off into convulsive spasms, 
and th a t he was obliged to kick him into 
consciousness again. A week a lter the oc
currence I called Wan Lee into my office.

“ W an,” I said, gravely, “ I should like 
yon to give me, for my own personal satis
faction. a translation of tha t Chinese sen
tence which my gifted countryman, the late 
god-like W ebster, uttered upon a public 
occasion.” W an Lee looked at me intently, 
and then the slightest possible twinkle 
crept into his block eyes. Then he replied, 
witii equal gravity:

“ Mislitel Webstel—he say: ‘China boy 
makee me belly much foolee. China boy 
makee me heap sick.’ ” Which I have rea
son to think was true.

But I fear i am giving bu t one side, and 
not tbe best, of W an Loe’s character. As 
he imparted it to me, his had been a hard  
life. Ha had known scarcely any child
hood—ne had no recollection of a la ther or 
mother. The conjurer Wang had brought 
him up. He had spent the first seven years 
ol his life in appearing from ’caskets, in 
dropping out ot hats, iu climbing Insiders, 
in putting his little limbs out ot joint in 
posturing. He bad lived in an atmosphere 
of trickery and deception: he had learned 
to look ' upon mankind as dupes of their 
senses; in fine, if he had thought at ali, ho 
would have been a skeptic; if  he had been 
a little  older, he would have been a cyme; 
if he had been older still, he would have 
been a philosopher. As it  was he was a 
little  imp. A good-natured imp it was. 
tW -jW  Hpp V,'ii9î î  «È9ïa l aatiire had never

been awakened, an imp up for a holiday, 
and willing to try  virtue as a diversion. I 
don’t  know th a t he had any spiritual na
ture; he was very superstitious; he carried 
about with him a hideous little porcelain 
god. which he was in the habit of a lte r
nately reviling and propitiating. He was 
too intelligent lor the commoner Chinese 
vices of stealing or gratuitous lying. W hat
ever discipline he practiced was taught by 
his intellect.

i  am inclined to think his teelings were 
not altogether unimpressible—altnough it 
was almost impossible to extract an ex
pression from him—and I conscientiously 
believe he became attached to those who 
were good to him. W hat he might have 
become under more iavorablb conditions 
than the bondsman of an over-worked, un
der-paid literary man I don’t know: I only 
know tha t the scant, irregular, impulsive 
kindness that I sLiov ed him was gtatefuiiy
leec»ived. IFa was vc-i’v loyal au: [ patien t—
two qualities rare in the average American
ser\taut. He was like Malvolio. “ s id and
civi 1" with me; only once, and then under
greiit provoe at.ion, do I reuten iber of Lis
ex molting an y impatient c.

It: was in y habit, after leavin Z the of!! co
at light, to"Utke him with me to m y rooms,
as t he bearer of any suppiemeulta! or hap-
pv a lte r thought in the editorial way tha t

oce ur t o  m o  1jfdore the? paper \s «l i t  TO
press. Oiie night I lia d  L»een .«cribbling
away P*F C the noml Lour of disn; iising
W an I ami had b< •>me tpuite obli v io u s
of Lis PIT s e n c o  iu chair near my d o o r .
when ieudiienlv I becai:18 it *rare at* a v c  ir?*
savin iz:, in plaintive a c e  'eats. s .•ill. ihin 2' that
sounded like “ Cby Lie '

I laced around sternly.
“ W hat did you sat !"
‘•Me say -Chy Lee.'
“ Well?” I said, iinpa'.i-nt!-.
“ You sa le  -flow uo, .lohn:
“ Yes,"
“ You sabe ‘Mo long. J- in’ ’
“ Yes.”
“ Well, ‘Chy Lee alb e «am«
I understood him quite plainly, i t  ap 

peared that “ Chy Lei ’ was a form of "good 
night.” and th a t Wan L e was anxious to 
go home. But an instinct oi mischi--f which 
I fear 1 possessed in common with liim im
pelled me to act a- if oblivious oi the hint. 
I m uttered something about not under
standing him. and again bent over my 
work, iu  a few minutes I heard his jvomb-n 
shoes pattering pathetically over The floor. 
I looked up. lie  was standing near the 
door.

"You no sabe, ’Chy Lee?''*
“ No,” I said, sternly.
“ You sabe ninchee big toouc-l—aiiee 

same!”
Anil with this andicity upon Lis lips, he 

fled. The next morning, however, be wa
ns meek and patient as before, ami I did 
not recall his offense. As a probable peace 
offering, in* blacked all my boots—a duty 
never required of him—including a pair of 
buff deer skin slippers and an an immense 
pair of horseman's jack boots, on which ho 
indulged his remorse for two bouts. •

I have spoken of his honesty as being a 
quality of his in td lect rather than his 
principle, but I recall about this time two 
exceptions to the rule. I was anxious to
get some fresh e ns a chan ge to the.
iiea vy diet of a iuTail g town, am knowing
tha - Wan Le» 8 countrymen were great
poi Itry raisers, I a:* died to Lin: He fur
ni» icii them to IU rt gularly evt ry uiorn-
inz but refuse I to tube any p ly. saving
tliat tlie man did n< t Pell then —a re*
markable instance »i se’l-abnegation.
as egga were tiu-n worth Lull i dollar
apiece. Oi e morning. my m‘ighbi r. For*
reHer, dro >ped in up«: c. me at breakfast,
and took occasion o Lev-ail iis own
ill fortum as his hens bad iaiely
slopped ia,» ing er « ändert d o ti in t .e bush.
W an Lee. ?• ho was prt sent d tiring our col-
loquy, j re? rved his oh iractei is tic- ad tac-i-
turnity. V hen my ne / 1 . had gon* he
turned to n e with a pî »gut chuck!<: ‘*FIos-
tf-i’s hens—Wan Lee’s iitolij —-allee fiame V9
IU.) other o fense was nlore si- rions md am*
bitinus. It was a scabon ct great iri>'g ii-
larities in the mails. and V’an 1 ee had
heard me deplore the delay ia the delivery 
of my letters and u-w spaptis. { a arriv lug 
a; my office one day. I was au>az«d to find 
my table eovered with letters, evidi-nly just 
from the postoffice, but unfortunately not 
one addressed to me. I turned to W an L—, 
who was surveying them with a calm sa:is- 
laetion. and demanded an'exjflunation. To 
my horror, he pointed to an empty mail 
bag in tho ooruer, and «aid: ’ Postman he 
say ’no lettre, John—no lettre, John.' Po.-t- 
maii piemen lie! Postman no good. Mo 
eatchee h-tt?o last night—allce seme!"’ 
Luckily it was «till t a rh  : the mail« had not 
been distributed: I had a hurried interview 
with the postmaster, and Wan Lee's bold 
attem pt at robbing th - Uuiu-d S ates mail
was finally condoned by the purchase of a
new mail bag, aud the whole affair t.ius
kept a secret.

I f  my liking for my litt!;* ;lagan page had
not been sufficient, my dm v to Hep bitig
was enough to cause me to take W an Lee
with me when I returned to San Francisco,
niter my two years’ experience with the 
Northern Star. I do not think Le contem
plated the charge with pleasure. I a ttr ib 
uted his feelings to a nervous dread of 
crowded public streets—when he had to go 
across town for me on an t-riend. he alwuy s 
made a long circuit of the outskirts—to his 
dislike for the diseijiline of the Chinese and 
English sch >oi to which I proposed to send 
him. to his loudness for the free, vagrant 
liieof the mini s, to sheer willfuilntes! J hat 
it might have been a supp»stitious jiremoui- 
tion did not occur to me uniil long after.

Nevertheless it really seemed as it the 
opportunity I had long looked for aud 
confidently expected had come—the ojipor- 
tau ity  of placing W an Lee under gently 
restraining influences, of subjecting him to 
a life and exjierienc-e that would draw out 
of him what good my superficial care and 
ill-regulated kindness could not teach. 
W an Lee was placed at the school of a 
Chinese missionary—an intelligent and kind 
hearted gentleman, w ho had shown great 
interest m the boy. and who. better than 
aii, hud a wonderlul faith in him. A home 
was found for him in the family of a widow, 
who had a bright and interesting daughter 
about two years younger than W an Lee. 
I t  was this bright, cheery, innocent and 
artless child tha t touched and reached a 
depth in tho boy's natnro that hitherto had 
been unsuspected—that awakened a moral 
susceptibility th a t had lain lor years insen
sible alike to the teachings c i society or tho 
ethics of the theologians.

These few brief months, bright with a 
promise that we never saw fulfilled, must 
btfve been liaxqiy ones to W an Lee. Ho 
worshiped his little friend with something 
of the same superstition, but w ithout any 
of tlie caprice, that he bestowed upon Ins 
porcelain pagan god. I t  was his deiight to 
walk behind her to school, carrying her 
hooks—a service always fraught with dan 
ger to him from the little hamîs of Lis 
Caucasian Christian brothers. He made 
her the most marvelous toys, lm would cut 
out of carrots and turnips the most aston
ishing roses aud tulips, he made lifelike 
chickens out of melon seeds, he constructed 
fans and kites, and was singularly profi
cient in the making of dolls’ pujier dresses. 
On the other hand, she played and 
sang to him, taught hint a thousand 
littio prettinesses and refinements only 
known t;> girls, gave him a yellow 
ribbon for his pigtail, as best suited his 
complexion, road to him, showed him 
wherein he was original and valuable, took 
him to Sunday school with her, against the 
precedents of the school, and, small-woman
like, triumphed. I wish I could add here 
tha t she effected his conversion, and made 
him give u ji his porcelain idol, but I am 
telling a true story, and the little girl was 
quite content to fill him with her own 
Christian goodness, without letting him 
know tha t he was changed. So they got 
along very well together—this little Chris
tian gill with her shining cross hanging 
around her plump, white, little neck, and 
this dark little pagan, with his hideous 
porcelain idol hidden away in his house.

There were two days 'o f th a t eventful 
year which will long be remembered in Man 
Francisco—two days when a mob of her 
citizens set upon and killed unarmed, de
fenseless foreigners because they were 
foreigners and of another race, religion and 
color, and worked lor what wages they 
could get. There were 6oine public meu so 
timid that, seeing this, they thought the 
end of tho world had come, there were 
seme eminent statesmen whose names I am 
ashamed to write here, who began to think 
th a t the passage m the constitution which 
guarantees civil and_ religious liberty to 
every citizen or foreigner was a mistake. 
B at there were also some men who were 
uot so easily frightened, and in twenty-four 
hoars wo had things so arranged th a t the

timid men could wring their hands in safety 
and the eminent statesmen u tte r their 
doubts witiiout hurting anybody or any
thing. And in the midst of this I got a noté 
from Hop Sing, askiDg me to come to him 
immediately.

I found his warehouse closed and 
strongly guarded by the police Egaicst any 
possible a tta ik  of the rioters. Hop Sing 
adm itted roe through a barred grating 
with his usual imperturbable calm, but, as 

• it seemed to me. with more than his usual 
seriounnees. W ithout a word he took my 
baud and led me to the rear of the room, 
and thence down stairs into the basement. 
It was dimly lighted, j^ud there, was some
thing lying oh the floor eovered by a shawl. 
As I approached he.d rew  the shawl away 
with a sudden gesture: and revealed W an 
Lee the l ’agau, lying there dead !

Dead, my reverend friends, dead ! Stoned 
to deatii in the streets of San Francisco, iu 
the year of grace, eighteen hundred and 
sixty nine, by a mob of half grown boys 
Christian children.

As I put my hand reverently uj>ou his 
breast, I felt something crumbling beneath 
his blouse. I looked inquiringly a t Hop 
Sing. lie  put his hand between the folds ot 
siik and drew out something, with the first 
b it'e r Ftnile I had ever seen on the lace on 
tha t pugan gentleman.

I t was W an Lee’s porcelain gpd. crushed 
by a stone from the hands of those Chris
tian iconoclasts?—Scribner's JIwjuzinc.

TH E SABBATH BELLS,

T lie col m an  si-.sin  h is  ensy  ch a ir.
Ami h i- e a r  h a s  c a u g h t th e  rin g in g  

O f m an y  a c h u rc h  hell fa r  a n d  near,
1 h e ir  ow n sw e e t m u sic  sing ing .

Au 1 h is  head  s in k s  low on th e  ag ed  b r e a s t .
W hile h is th o u g h ts  fa r  h a c k  a re  te a c h in g  

To th e  S ab b a th  m o rn s o f  liis  bo y ish  da) 3.
Aud a  m o th e r’s sa c re d  te a c h in g . *

A few  y e a rs  ia te r ,  a n d  lo ! th e  b ells  
A m e r rie r  s t r a in  w e re  pealing ,

Ami h ea v eu w a rd  bore th e  m a n .a g e  vow s 
W hich  bis m an h o o d 's  ioy  w e re  M-alucg.

B u t t lie  old  m an s e> i s a re  d im m ing  ..u iv 
As m em o ry  ho lds  befo re  h im  

Tim  sad , sail p ic tu re  of  ia te r  y e a rs  
W hen th e  tid e  ifi g i i c f  to lle d  o 'e r  h in ..

W hen th e  b ells  w ere  to llin g  fo r loved ones gone ’ 
For t h e  K ite, for th e  sons a u d  d a u g h te rs .

W ho. one by  one, from  h ie hom e w e n t o n .,
And dow n in to  d e a th ’s  d a ik  w a te rs  

But th e  ag e d  h e a rt  h as  s t i ll  one joy ;
W hich  in s old life d ah y  b lesses,

A ud ins eyes g row  b rig h t an d  h ,s  pu lse w a in  
N eath  a  g ra a d c h ilu ’s s w e e t ca re sse s .

B u t th e  old m an  w a k es  from  liis re v erie  
And h is d e a r  oid race is sm iling .

W hile th e  ch ild  w im  h e r  s*-i m us ey e s  re a d s  on 
. T he S ab b a th  h o u rs  beg u d in g .

Ali ' ’n th  : o n ce  m ore  y e  w ill 1 ing  for h im .
W hen th e  h ea v en ly  h an d  sh a ll sever 

T lie  co rd  o f life a u d  h is  freed  soul i i . ts  
To dw ell w ith  h is  ow n  fo rever.

A Visit to the Jlodocs.
A c rrespomlent of the Cincinnati E nqui

rer, who has visited the Modoc ti.bo a t 
their reservation, -writes thus:

We hail introductions to and shook hands 
with Snack-nasty J.iu. Steamboat Frank, 
Sear-tdced Charley, Hooka Jim , Faithful 
David and others. Faithful David is so 
named because, when the Modoc Council 
(determined to invite General Canby to a 
'friendly conference and then murder him 
and bin atti udants, David a: once informed 
Canbv of the treacherous designs of Cap
tain Jack. David’s glory was not credited 
by the soldiers, and General Canby - . eut to 
his death. David is a line looking Indian, 
with a mildness of manner unusual to the 
lest of the tribe. B >gus Charley un
dertook to guide us through the 
camp. The Inuian. from choice, pitches 
his tent on the prairie in the blazing sun, 
and sits around his ten: bareheaded and
gc-neraii V baiet .loteii in summer tim e. Oid
and youiig. male and female seem steeled
again:?t the sun's hear, tha t would melt a
v. matt down in death. We sa w them
a linos t nmie on the open prairie, in t he bl az-
i n g  m i,u. going a t t ue rate ot mx miles aa
hour. w ithout let ur hindrance. Ti ie camp
habit!itiuns are me'? tty go vermin lit canvas
tentfi, w ith a few Ir aine shanties as general
Indian wart houses. Their furnitnr.-, bedding
and c ooking utensil a aro of the rude,i t  kind.
We found but siige t indications iu and
about their ten t3 of what eivixz ed lite
wouldl call comforts . Thi Indian i.; essen-
tially imjtrovidtnf . lazy and um•lcaaly,
ioves money end whisky» and derides
labor and ‘cold weather as v means
of cleanliness. The men, wotuen and 
children in this camp were comtortably 
dressed. There were cases, however, where 
the effort to cover tlie body with garments 
was manifestly slight. This was especially 
the case among some very old squaws aud 
young children. Tlie gov-rumc-nt does not 
furnish them clothing. Up to this time, 
Mr. Jones Soi l, the Friends and other chari
table persons sent them clothing. Some 
they buy with tlie proceeds arising from the 
sale of bows and arrows, bead work und 
hats. In the m anufacture of these things 
tiiey manifest considerable skill. Tue« 
generality of the Modoc women are not 
attractive in person or feature. They arc 
square builr. with broad shoulders and oi 
uniform size from top to bottom, and 
their wardrobe dues not add much to 
the grace of their not handsome j:er- 
sons. Some of the children were a r
rayed in fancy cuts and colors, white 
most of them were in the condition of 
îlo ther Eve when she gave Father Adam 
the eye-opener in the Garden of Eden. Tlie 
government furnishes these wards of its 
love rations of beef, flour, meal, beans or 
hominy, sugar, coffee, soda atul soap. The 
saoo ration does cot appear to  be iu much 
demand from the looks of things and 
persons. Although the mass are lazy and 
improvident the head men manifest the 
Yankee’s love of money and tlm Jew ’s 
tricks in acquiring it. They off -r their 
wares lor sale a t unconscionable prices, 
and if they can not effect a sale a t one 
jirice they will reduce it  down, down, until 
the purchaser is almost ashamed cl Indian 
cujiidity. We invested for our boys, and 
are confident we paid ten prices lor the ar- 
tic lesw ego t. But our Anglo pride placed 
us 011 too high a level of human civilization 
to chaffer with a savage Modoc. We sus
tained our pride, but our money is gone 
forever. Our reward, however, was at 
hand. We asked it we could seo the royal 
family. Bogus Charley toid us it was a 
rare llung to show the blooded stock to 
strangers. But, having mollified him by 
our purchases, he said lie would allow iis 
to behold savage royalty. We were then 
introduced to Lizzie, Captain Jack ’s widow. 
She sat upon her throne of sticks and skins 
and received us right loyally, but 
spoke nary word. Next we were in
troduced and snook hands with P rin 
cess Mary, Captain Jack ’s sister. .She shook 
hands with us, looked at us witii a sad 
exjiression, then covered her face w ith her 
hands. Bogus Charley said she refused to 
be comforted for tho loss of her brother, 
her country and the graves of her fathers. 
Lizzie is homely as sin, bu t Princess Mary, 
lor an Indian woman, was quite pleasant 
looking. She was dressed, in a ra ther 
comely fitting green gown, and her person 
was decorated with some ornaments tliat 
lend a grace to female loveliness th a t can 
only be attained by refined, lady-iiko taste. 
Captain Jack  le lt no little  Jacks to per
petuate bis name, so tha t his wile aud sister 
are all th a t rem ain of the royal lamily. 
Since the Modocs came to this Indian Ter
ritory nine of their number have died, four 
have been born, and they now number, all 
told, 148.

Quite a number of them speak rhe 
English language well. Since they find 
th a t their home in all the future will be 
near tlie white man, they exhibit a lauda
ble desire to learn his language. B u t their 
greatest delight to us appeared to be iu 
shooting for nickels. The chief does not 
engage in this sport. He places the nickel 
in the split of a stick driven iu the ground. 
Then the warriors with great glee send 
their arrows a t it. The nickel belongs to 
him who knocks it out of its place. They 
are skillful bowmen. About th irty  of the 
Modoc children are sent to a school pro
vided for them, and Mr. Jones told U3 
they were studious, tractable and ajit in 
learning; th a t they were sm art and intelli
gent learners. .

There are less than fifty men of the Mo
docs; the exact number I could not learn. 
As I looked upon th a t handful of men I won
dered how they ever had the hardihood, 
courage or temerity, call it w hat you will, 
to wage a war w ith 'the United States, Per
haps the answer may be found in the answer 
of Bogus Charley and Shack-nasty Jim  to 
a question we put to them. Having said, as 
they were well fed and cared for now, they 
would ra ther remain where they are than re
turn  to their own country, wê asked them 
why they fought. They drew  on paper a 
rude map of their native country, and point
ing with the finger said: “Here is Tula 
lake, here is iivst river, here is where we

lived, where my father and his kindred are 
buried; here we lived and were well off 
until tlie white man come.” Then pointing 
all around where their Modoc home was 
they said: “ Here, and here, and here, and 
here, the white man come and settled, took • 
In d ian ’s game, Indian’s land; game all 
gone, lanùs all gone. We loved our hnnt- 
ing grounds, we loved the graves of our 
fathers: where they were buried we wanted 
to s tay .”—JS'cw York Hcrahl.

T H E  OLD BARM S TENANTRY’.
nr B. F. TATOOR.

T h e  ro o s te r  s ta lk s  on t lia  m ungi-r’s ledge , 
l ie  h as  a  ta i l  lik e  a  s c io jc ta i ’s ed g e ,

A m a rsh a l 's  p lu m e on h is  a fg h a n  n ec k .
An a d m ira l 's  b tn d e  on  h is  q u a r t e r  d ec k ;

Do ra id s  th e  ro o st an d  h e  w a lk s  t h e  bay  
It i tii  a  d re a d fu l co ld  a n d  a  T u rk is h  w ay .

Tw o b re ad s; les fired w ith  liis ra p id  w ings. 
T h is  s u lta n  p ro u d  o f  a  line o f  k in g s—

O ne g u tter::?  ' : 1 - -. g : , fo u r  b la s ts  of h o rn ,
F ive ru s ty  ty i  a  les ro u se  th e  m u ra  !

Ti e  S axon Ia n :’is  m  th  ■ r w oo len  t a b s  
Are p la j  m g school w ith  th e i r  a, 1», aba;

A. el Ï, o! A’’ t?.«- c a t t l e  spell 
• ■ .  1 3 m ak e  th e  b lè ta n t  vow els te l l ,

And a h a 'f -iau g li w h in n y  d lls  th e  s ta l ls  
VThea d o w n  .a  th e  ra c k  th e  c lo v e r fa lls .

A dove is w a ltz in g  a ro u n d  id s  m ate ,
T w o c h e v ro n s  »Jack  on  h is »  m g s o f s la te ,

A nd sh o w in g  off v ;t h  n w ooing n o te  
r.’:.e sa tin  sh m e o f ins gu lden  th r o a t—

I t  is O v id 's  " A rt  o f  Lovo” re to ld  
In a  b in d in g  tine of b lue a n d  guid  !

Ah, t ’ e buxom  g irls  t h a t  he ip ed  th e  boys, • 
T h e n o b le r H elens o f  h u m b le r  T royo—

As th e y  s trip p e d  th e  h u s k s  w ith  ru s tl in g  fold 
F rom  éig?it lo w ed  co rn  as  ye llow  s s  g rid ,

B y th e  c a n d le  l ig h t  in  p u m k in  b o w ls ,
Aud tl.e  gn-aiu th a t  sh o w e d  f a n ta s t ic  h o les

In  th e  q u a in t  old  la n te r n 's  t a t to e d  t in ,
1-iOin th e  h e rm it  g lim  s e t  u p  w ith in ;

By th e  r a r e r  h g h t in tb e  g irlish  ey e s  
As d a rk  as  w ells, o r a s  blue a s  sk .es.

I h ea r th e lau g h  w hen th e  e s r  is re d ,
i oce t ho b'Iu.su w ith  th e  fo rfe it paid,

T h e c<ed a r c a h e s  w ith  th e  an c h -n r tw is t ,
T h e  c id er cu p  th a t  th e  g ir l3 h av e  k issed ,

A nd I w»e t:hb fid d ler th ro u g h  th e  d u sk
Us he tw a i iga th e  g u o s t  o f ‘ M oney Musi

T h e bovs fm d  g irls  in  a  doub le row
W a it :label;o race t i l l  th e  m ag ic bow

S hall w h ip  th e  tu n e  from  th e  v io lin ,
A a d  th e  m erry  pu lse  o f  th e  le e t  begin.

—Scrib n er’s.

The W o m a n  B u l ly .

The person who has been brought face to 
face with a woman lmilywwiil, in mue cases 
out of ten, says the Liberal Iteview, most 
certainly decline to believe in the alleged 
feebleness of wha: is facetiously styled the 
weaker sex. indeed, it is highly probable 
th a t he will he confirmed in a previously 
held opinion that m any ladies are intel
lectually more aggressive, as well as more 
pertinacious, in the obtaining of their own 
way. than are their masculine counterparts. 
As a raie, an old fogy is disposed to take 
things easily, so long as he is not exposed 
to emphatic contradiction. While fond of 
laying down the law to liis juniors, he is iu 
the habit oi doing so in a heavy, ponderous 
ami good-humored manner, which is not I 
altogether disagreeable. He placidly as
sume.) Lis own superiority, aud as long as 
this is not combated he is content with oc
casionally reminding other jieople of their 
iuièiiürity to Limseli. doing soin a gracious 
fashion which indicates tliat he believes the 
inferiority to be owing to no lau lt of theirs. 
His neighbor's affairs do not much concern 
him. ami consequently, unless compelled 
by his innate egotism, he fails to ta lk  about 
them  to uny great extent; indeed, almost 
the only time he does descant upon them is 
when he is desirous of advancing his own 
importance in the eyes of onlookers.

Under these circumstances it is not snr- 
pr.-mg th a t it is tho easiest m atter in the 
world to maintain the most amicable rela
tions with him. No one being so easy to 
bamboozle as a vain jierson. i e is generally 
easily twisted round one's finger as one 
chou.'OS, and while he is ,doing precisely as 
one has been working in order to make him 
perform, he may be led to the conclusion 
th a t he is acting entirely of Ins own free 
will, and cotipietely in accordance with the 
nictates of Ins own judgm ent. Notwith
standing all this, he is supposed to belong 
to the stronger sex, by which the world is 
often irritably stated to be ruled. The lady : 
bully is a being of very different mettle, 
and tactics which may be successtuliy em
ployed against the oid fogy are useless when 
she is in question. She is uot satisfied with 
considering herself among the salt of the 
earth, which sne does in a very strong de
gree; it is not enough for her to be left in 
iieace to grow l'at upon her sell-conceit. 
She seems to deem .it her duty to claim an 
enormous amount uf credit ior herself, and 
at the same time to be c-mtinually exposing 
the weaknesses and foibles of her neigh
bors.

She possesses the remarkable ta lent of 
lu ing able to see through things almost as 
dense as stone walls, and jirides herself up
on her habit of saying precisely what she 
thinks. N atnrally 'it is disagreeable to have 
much to do with her, aud so people who 
value peace and quietness m aybe  recom
mended to shun her company so far as lies 
in tbi ir power. In the m atter of temper, 
she ia what is described as uncertain, which 
simply means that if  you are in her society 
for a day, or. a t any rate, two days, she is 
bound to expend an amount of acidity upon 
you. No one has ever associated with her 
for any length of time w ithout coming to 
the conclusion tha t sho is personally con
vinced she is not only able to take care of 
herself, but ot as many people as will enlist 
themselves under her patronage and pro
tection.

The lady bully belongs to the leather- 
lunged order ot beings. No m atter where 
she is—whether she be in the drawingroom, 
tlie street, or private conclave, she makes a 
point of talking iu a loud ami aggressive 
voice. When she announces th a t young 
Brown is making a bad match in m arrying 
Miss Smith, she does so in a manner which 
plainly indicates tha t she defies contradic
tion. and th a t no amount of persuasion 
or argum ent shall induce her to mod
ify her opinion in the slightest degree. 
Her views upon men and things are, 
m a general way, decidedly eccentric. 
Young women are, according to her aspect 
of the case, something very much resem
bling simpletons, and require to be carefully 
watched at all the various stages of 'their 
careers. Young men, who do not possess a 
large share of this world's goods, on the 
other hand, are, in her eyes, monsters on a 
small scale, seeking whom they may devour, 
or, iu other words, trying what well- 
dowered iuaidcn3 they can entrap into 
m arrying them. Strong adjectives are 
things for which she has special affections.

Let any ono make a statem ent in her 
hearing, and the probability is tha t it will 
be stigm atized as “stuft ” aud “nonsense,” 
or something of tha t kind. Let any young 
person attem pt to bold his own against her 
and ho will undoubtedly bo dubbed an up
start, while an individual as old as herself 
who attem pts to do this is sure to be made 
a victim ujion whose character or intellect 
most serious reflections, couched in the 
plainest possible terms, will be cast. To say 
tiiat people lack common sense is mildness 
itse lf compared with her sledgehammer 
Speeches in referenco to objects of her 
wrath, i t  is a notorious fact th a t she 
fancies she knows a great deal more about 
everybody's business than  they do them 
selves, ami tliat she is cognizant of every 
mistake which they have made in the con
duct of their lives.

She frill inform you in what respect 
Jones, whose children are turning out badly, 
has failed in bis duty in reference to them, 
her invariable conclusion being tha t if he 
has not been a tool he has been a knave, 
aud that lie is, therefore, doing nothing moie 
than meeting with his deserts. She will tell 
you how Smith, who has become a bank
rupt, Las brought himself into his trouble 
ia such a disgraceful or dishonest manner 
that he is not worth anatom  of compassion, 
which lie will most certainly fail to pet from 
her. I t  is a striking tra it  in her character 
that she never believes iu poople who aro 
“down.” Theso she drisms it her duty  to 
speak disparagingly of behind their backs, 
and to suub, Lot to say insult, when they 
api>ear before her. All things considered, 
it is not surprising th a t those who are 
brought across her path for the most part 
endeavor to shrink into obscurity when she 
heaves in sight, and are coûtent to  le t her 
have her say unchecked.

When two of these female bullies meet, 
the spectacle presented is, Indeed, edifying 
ia the .extrem e, They rave and shout iu

order tha t their voices may be projier!, 
heard, which it is somewhat un réanimai,:- 
to  expect tiiat they shall be, seeing that 
th e  two ladies persist ia speaking at ?-... 
same time, and th a t they both deem 1: a 
point pf honor not to retire in favor of t l -  
other. At the same time above the galih;,- 
of sound it is easy to distinguish that tx. 
are talking ill about some persons w h o , , „  
are led to understand, are deticieir in tor:, 
mon sense, virtue, and other désirai,: 
tilings. In a general way tbe lady bull-, 
in addition to being an egotist, is a uar. aa, 
is utterly sellish. People must net fal! in;., 
the mistake ot imagining that she si-ts he. 
seif up in judgm ent upun her acquaintance, 
because she ioves them, inasmuch as this 
no? the case. I t  may invariably tie cor. 
eluded th a t tho person who talks reckles-: 
about, other people is a selfish egotist, 
whose shallow intellect i-. as remarkable a, 
lier boundiess vanity. The lady built - 
most certainly, not an argum ent in contra 
vention of this statem ent.

O u r  A t h l e t i c  l o u n i n . - .

Under the above heading the L< .. . 
ir  bo has the following:

The base ball contest a t Lord's tlie o'...-- 
day, between the Boston and Philade j . 
club«, afforded clear proof th a t if the Am..: 
if an youth are not rq generally addicted ' 
athletic sports as their kinsmen upon * 
side of the water, the cause is not to • - 
sought iu any physical degeneration. Th-- 
athletic qualities displayed were q ;.

! to the English standard, and. indeed. -. t;:~ 
m atter of •‘fielding.-’ seem to have <--.-i-:*e 1 
the efcvy of our be-t cricketers. We hea: 
nothing but the most enthusiastic pru.-e : 
the dexterity  displayed in catching tlie b a h . 
and of the accuracy of the eye and streng-, 
of irm  shown m throwing it up. We 
scarcelv think it likely tha t base ball wi.. 
ever take it? place iu this country ag a rival 
to cricket—among men at least. Among 
boys it—or something very like it—is a ’, 
ready, tinder the name, of "roundersA j played to a considerable extent. But cricket 
in the eyes of Englishmen is, we believe, 
valued to a great extent on account oi tot- 
very reasons which have prevented it from 
really taking root in America. The Amer: 
cans are as a nation so busy, so bent upon 
getting on, ta a t the greatest merit a game 
can possess ia their eyes is th a t it can ue 
jilayedin three hour*. But with us a gate - 
tha t lasts all »lay, or even two days, n o n  
th a t account all the more popular. '

Tho “American national game,” however, 
seems to have many merits of its own. Bat 
the world in general will care less about 
the rival m erits of cricket and base ball 
than about toe now ascertained fact that 
in “ base ball” the Americans have got a 
“national game.” Hitherto it has been as
sumed by ail observers, native and foreign, 
tha t in respect to devotion to athletic exer
cises and out-of-door sport?, the Arne : at: 
youth were essentiallj- different from 1- 
own, aud approached more nearlv to the 
youth ot the European continent. We have 
scarcely ever opened a book dealing with 
American life wnioh has not ailverted more 
or less forcibly to this contrast. But it 
would seem tha t a tendency to athleticism 
innate iu the English race is a t length 
breaking out iu the Americans. .Some 
signs of this have been making them
selves manifest within the last few 
years iu the new bora taste lor 
rowing which has sprung up ia America. 
Speaking broadly, it may be said that 
hitherto tlie people of the United States 
have differed trom every other people ot 
British origin in being wanting in that 
passion for out door exercise and upen-a.r 
sports which may be said to be the most 
distinctly m arked characteristic of the 
people or this country. Australia and New 
Z ?aiand are as muc-h given to the cultiva
tion ot the muscle u? we are ourselves. 
N either a t home nor iu our Australian 
colonies has it, as far as we are aware, been 
ever necessary on the part of the medical 
profession to insist utc n the cation taking 
more exercise. But from the United States 
the comjdaint of doctors has been constan- 
that exercise and freak air are not taken 
to the ex ttn t they ought to be. Indeed, 
some observers have almost gone the length 
of persuading us that the American women 
do not take auv exercise a t aii except as 
much as can be obtained by swinging back
ward and forward in a rocking chair.

It is an exceedingly curious thing that 
we. who possess probably as unpieasunt 
a climate as any habitable country, should 
be most fond of exposing ourselves to it. 
But the fact is unquestionable, whatever 
may be tho explanation. It is the charac
teristic in us which strikes most 5, rtibly all 
foreign observers of our insular customs. 
M. Taine, in bis “ Notes on England, ' refei? 
to it over uml over again, aud ascribes n* 
insignificant number, both of cur vices and 
virtues, to this single cau- . Besides 
speaking no language but their own. and 
never reading, Mr. Disraeli lia? pointed out 
another characteristic of the English aris
tocracy—and an English aristocrat is. alter 
all, merely ^n Englishman who cau afford 
to lead the life he pleases—“they live in 
the open air.” Now, a passion for open air 
iu this country implies a passion ior vigor
ous exercise; since during the greater part 
of the year doing nothing in the open a,r. 
th a t delightful pastime 6f more southern 
countries, would lie anything but i.eiightfu. 
hero.

Oar athletic tastes we have exported wit .; 
our language: and our institutions to every 
country which we have» colonized exi ept 
America. The students in American sckeols 
and colleges have hitherto been always de
scribed us resembling far more closely 
the etndenta iu a French Lycee 
than the schoolboys a t Eton or 
Harrow, or tiie undergraduates of our 
English universities. Most ot our readers 
m usfhave learned, either from reading or 
from actual observation, how immense is 
the différence between a French and an 
English schooiboy. The English boy is 
educated* may almost say, in ihe mo
ments th a t can be spared from out door ex
ercise. Indeed, so great is the amount o?' 
time devoied to play tha t scarcely a week 
elapses without a letter apjtearing in the 
papers from some indignant paterfamilias, 
who complains tliat ins sou at school is 
being taught nothing but cricket aud loot- 
ball, and who not nnfreouentlv conclude? 
his le tter by asking, with Sydney Smith, 
the question whicii has been somewhat 
hackneyed by freijuent quotation, but 
which 'will bear repitition, “ Where is the 
use in having the body ol a Hercules when 
we have good laws over our heads, and 
when a pistol, a porter, or a coach can 
be hired for a shilling.” The French 
schoolboy, on the other hand, iT ho ac
quires the body of a lleronles—which ho 
very rarely does—must acquire it in 
the gymnasium. Outdoor exercise of 
all sorts, except walking aud drilling, may 
be said to be unknown. Such games as are 
played would be thought in this country to 
be wore fit for giris than  boys, and it has 
been the very general complaint that by 
far too large a share of the French hoy's 
time is given to study and an undue strain 
put upon his undeveloped intellectual 
powers. In  these particulars we have 
always been given to understam i the Amer
ican schoolboy approximated much mors 
closely to the Gallic than the British model- 
B ut there seems to bo now in the United 
States some signs of a reversion tow ard the 
athletic tastes of the mother country. And 
this, provided it is not allowed to go too 
far, is unquestionably a subject for congrat
ulation .—Sew  York Times.

T h e  Id o l  J l n n u t n r t u r c .
Birmingham, says Iron, until now, ha? 

engrossed the doubtful honor of suppivic, 
with impartial generosity missionaries 'arm 
bibles to tbe more inquiring among the 
heathen and idols to those who prêter t ■ 
walk in tlie old ways. But from a para 
graph in a Sheffield paper we learn that th- 
sharp blades of Hallamshire have likewise 
been in the habit of thu3 making the liest ot 
both worlds. I t  appears tha t the Japanese, 
finding th a t the old forms, a t least ot heath 
euisin, do not fit ftell with the new civiliza
tion they are so eagerly adopting, a t ’ 
getting n d  of their old gods. The Chinese 
have been called tbe English of the Eas? 
we may look upon the Japanese as a sor? 
ot O riental Scotch; they are not thro win. 
away their idols, but selling them. The? 
are  chiefly of metal, and of the prêtions 
metals iu m any cases, and the Mikado i? 
making almost aa good a thing out of U- 
reformation as H enry VIII. did of his- ? 
is in this way th a t we ascertain the birth 
place of a t least one of these discarded rej“ 
reseutattves of the gods of Japan, which '■* 
advertised for sale in the following term? 
“F o r sale, a t  Kama Kura, a Very flue idol- 
w ith six arms. I t  is fifteen feet high au« 
was east ia l?mze at Sheffield.”


