THE

MODEL
ENGLISH
SELECTIONS
G
# T
SENIOR
Tt 3 R %



B
LI B 3

The

Model English Selections
(REVISED)

SENIOR

. Selected and Edited -
| by o
T'sun Shih Lilerary Society




* =B

— 5 eh R — RV S T TR S R
)N ) (RN 35 o ek Sy s e AT
TLIRiR 2 R A BRI FLAUR IR S AL
s € 5% SRRSO RRA

— » BB ST IS AR B SR FRAT 21546
A M= PR I (D) A o B PR
2 LIR30 = 2 T B0 P B s —
2 RO LIS A St R P S IR B0 T ARt — =

— o R R A O S A 2 T
R BBk 2 5 8 DR RS BRI
BT

— 7 [ NS AR P S SRR 2 AT
2 MR 20 S I R TR AL

— » KBRS DR 2 T8 R R S A IR A T
B B RO )\ A8 2 B 4% LMD TR
PR 2 S B 220 75 1 P B G s IE2
S



10.
11.

12.
1.
14,
15.

16.
17,
18.

TABLE OF CONTENTS.

BOOK 1.

Page
Try Again . .0 civiiiiven i s 1
Rabbi Akiba .............. 4
Mind the Door....... . 6
Duckrhunting in Chlna. 8
Bruce and the Spider — ( Poem) Eliza Cook... 10
Midas and the Golden Touch—(Play)......... 12
Great Claus and Tittle Cla.us——H Andersen... 17
The Christmas Tree—8. T. Coleridge... 34.
The Children’s. Hom—(Poem) H. W. Long-'
fellow .. ' Cieeee. 8B
All That Ghtters Is Not Gold—( P]a.y) ......... 37
Poor Richard on Industry and Frugality -
~—Benjamin Franklin... . 44
Gcd Sees the Truth But Waits—Leo Tolstoy 51
A Wild Night at Sea—C. Dickens...... 63
The Owl Critic—(Poem) J. T. Fields......... 65
The Battle of the Ants—H. D. Thoreau...... 68
The Necklace—G. de Maupassant............... 71
Companionship of Books—8. Swiles ........ 84
Ramesh’s Tetter to Kamaa—R, N, Tagore 87



19.
20.
a1.
22.
23.
24,
25.

26.
27.
28.

29.
30.

31.
32.
33.

34.

35.
36.

37.

38.

Table of Contents

] Page
Friehdship——From old Testament............... 89
The Pygmies — N. Hawthorna.................. 90
The Hand — G. Wilson .. reeerrreieeen e 117
King Robert of Slcﬂy—Lleth Hunt.. W 121
Riches And Poverty—H. W. Beecher......... 132

How The Atlantic Cable Was Laid—C, Figld 136 .
The Man And The Opportunity —O. 8.

Marden.. creerornraeees. 148
The Gift of The Magl—-O Henry eeees 152
Sir Roger Tn Love—From Spectator ............ 161

President Harding’s Inaugural Address At

The Pacific Conference ...........ovueueeses . 187
The Rainy Day—(Poem) H, W, Longfellow... 170
Peace Hath Her Victories No Less Renowned:

Than War— A, W, Ready....cccoorererrens 170
The Bet—A. P, Chekhov.........eeocvvieiivven... 174
The Call To Arms—P. Henry.................. 185
Of Studies — Francis Bacon..................... 189
The Heritage—(Poem) J. R. Lowell............ 190
The Chinese Declaration of Rights............ 193

The War For Democracy — \Woodrow Wilson 197
The Merchant of Venice—Charles and Mary
TLamb...........c...... erernienesasiraanens 201
Rip Van kale—Washmgton Irvmg ......... 213
I



THE MODEL ENGLISH
SELECTIONS.
BOOK I

TRY AGAIN.

‘‘Have you ﬁf)ished your Jesson, George ?? said
Mr. Préntice to his son, who had laid aside his book
and was busily engaged in making a large paper kite.

*‘No, father,”” replied George, hanging down
his head.

““Why not, my son ?”’

_ ‘“Because it is so difficult, father. I am sure
that I shall never learn it. Besides, I could not
remember it after I had learned it, my memory is
8o bad.”

“If I were to promise you a holiday on the
thirtieth of the month after next, do you think you
would forget the date ?’?

" “*No, I am prgtty sure that I should not.”’

““You are first-rate at skating, and flying your
kite, and playing at ball and ma.rbles, are you not ?”’
““Yes, father.”’

*‘And yet you cannot learn your lesson! My
dear boy, you are degglvmg yourself. You can learn
a8 well as_any one, if you will only try,’?

‘‘But have I not tned father ?’’ again ﬁrged
George.



2 Try Again

“Well, try again. Come, for:this afternoon
lay aside that kite you are making, and give another
effort to get your lesson ready. Be in earpest, and
you will soon learn it. To show you that it only
Tequires parsévérance, T will tell you a story:— -

““*One of the dillest boys at a village.school,
more than thirty years ago, went up to repes t his
Jesson one morning; and, as usual, did not know
it. ‘Go to your seat !' said the teacher angrily. ‘If
‘you don’t pay more attention to your lessons you
will never be fit for anything.’

“‘The poor boy igtole off to his sedt, and ben‘;
his eyes again upon his lesson.

“ ‘It is of no use; I cannot learn,’ he said in
- 4 . .
a whisper to a companign who sat near him.

**‘You must try hard,” replied the kind-
hearted boy,

““*I have tried, but it is of no use; I may
“just as well give up at once.’

“*Tvy ‘again, Henry!’ whispered his com-
panion, in an earnest and éncourdging tone.

“These two little words gave him a fresh
1mpulse, and he bent his mind  again to hlB task
Gr'izdually he began to find the sentences lxn%g-mg
in hlS memory ; and soon, to his surprise and
pleasure, the whole lesson Wwas ma %teredl “Ha" then
rose from his seat and proceeded” to-the teacher’s

desk.

*“ ‘What do you want now ?’ asked the teacher.
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“ *T'o gay my lesson, sir,’

¢ ‘Did you not try half an ‘hour ago ¥’

“““Yesy; but I can say it now, sir,” said the
boy.

‘¢ *Go on, then.’ .

“Henry commegged and repeated the whole
lesson without missing a word ! The master gave
him a look of pleasure as he handed back his book.

““From that day,” continued Mr, Prentice,
“‘there was no boy in the school who learned more
rapidly than Henry. From that day till the present
hour he has been a student s and he now’ ugges his
gon George to ‘try again,’ as he tried.”’ '

“And was it indeed- you, father ?'’- asked his
gon, dagarly looking up into the face of his kind
parent, N

“Yes, my child, Tha.t dull boy Wag your own
father in his early years.”’

““Then I will try again,’’ said George, in a
decided tone; and, flinging aside his half-made
kite, he turned and re%ntered the house, and was
soon bending in earnest attention over his lesson.

“‘Well, what success, George ?”’ asked Mr, Pren-
{ice, as the family gathered around the tea-table. '

“‘I learned the lesson, father!”’ rephed the
boy. ‘I can say every word of it.”’

“‘Did you find it hard work ?°’

““Not so very nard, after] had once made up
#y. mind that I would learn it. Indeed ‘I never
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stopped to think, as I usually do, but went xight on
until I had mastered every sentence.’’

“‘May you never forget this lesson, my son!’’
gaid Mr. Prentice. ‘‘You now possess the secret- of
success. It lies in never stopping to think abot}t a
task being difficult or tiresome, but in going stéadily
on, with a fixed determination to succeed.’’

RABBI AKIBA.

Cdmpéfied by violent p&rgécution Yo quit his
native land, Rabbi Akiba wandered over bajren Wgtes
and dréary deserts. His whole property consisted of
a lamp which he used to light at night in order to
study the law; a cock, which served him instead
of a clock, to announce the rising dawn; and an %?s,
on which he rode. o

The sun was gradually sinking below the
h(ér,'{gzg]e; night was fast é.ppr(‘)aéhii}g; and ‘the poor
wanderer knew not where to sheltér his head, or
where to rest his wéary limbs, Fatigied, and almost
5x‘h§._usted, he came at last near a small village.
He was glad to find it inhabited; thinking where
~human heings dwelt, there dwelt also hﬁm}iﬁivtgvr and
compassion.

But he was mistaken. He asked for a night’s
l6dging. It was refused. Not one of the inhospitable
inh%é,ébitants would #cedmmodate him, He Wwas
therefore 6!zﬁged to seek.ébgl&gr in a neigbl_)guping
forest. ‘‘It is hard, very hard,’’ said he, ‘‘not to
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find a hospitable. roof to protect me against the
fngléfuéngj of the weather; but God is just; and
- whatever He does is for the best.”’

He seated himself beneath a tree, lighted his
Jamp, and/e:egan to read the law. He had /scarce]y
.read a chapter, when a violent storm extinguished
the light. ‘‘What,”” exclgimed he, *‘must’I not
be permitted even to pursye my favourite study? But
God is just ; and whatever He does is for the best.”’

He stretched himself on the ea.rth, / dégmng,
if possible, to have a few hours’ sleep. M had
he closed his eyes, than a fierce wolf came and killed
the cock. ‘‘What new mlsfortune is this??’ cried
the astonished Akiba. ‘‘My watchful companion is
gone! Who, then, will henceforth 4waken me to the
study of the law? But God is just; He knows

what is good for us poor mértals.”

Scarcely had he finished the sentence, when
a terrible lion came and devoured the ass. ‘‘What
is to be done now ?’’ exclaimed the lgnely wanderer.
““My lamp and my cock are gone; my poor ass too,
is gone; all is gone! But praised be the Lord,
whatever He does is for the best.”” He passed a
gleepless night, and, early in the morning, went to
the village to see whether he could prédciire a horse,
or any other beast of burden, to enable him to
phrsie his journey.” “But’ what was his surprise not
t6 find a single individual alive!

It "appears that a band of robbers had entered
the villuge during the night, killed its inhabitants,



6 Mind The Door

and pquldéred their houses. As soon as Akiba had
sufficiént)y récovered from the amazemént,into Which
this wonderful ééourrénce had thfown him, he lifted
up his voice and exclaimed, ‘‘Thou great God, the
God of Abrdhdm, Isaac, and Jié(’)b, now I know by ex-
perience that poor mortal men are shortsighted and
blipd, often considering as evils what was inténded for
their prés¥ryation ! But Thou alone art just, and
kind, and mérclful

“Had not the hard-hearted people driven me,
by their inhospitality, from the village, I should
a.ssuredly have shared their fate. Had mot the wind
extmgulshed my lamp, the fobbers - -would have been
dra3 n to the spot, and have mirdéred me. . I per(,?w{e
also that it was Thy mércy which déprived mé” of
my companions, tha,t they might not, by ‘their noise,
give.notice to the band;ttl where I was. DPraised then
be Thy name, for ever and: ever.”

MIND THE DOOR.

Did you ever ohgerve how strong a street door
is ? how thick the wood is? how heavy the cham
is ? what large bolts it has? and what a lépk?
there were nothirdg” of value in the house, or ,,no_
thieves outside, this would not be needed; bnt as
there are precious things within, and bad men with-
out, there is need that the door be strong, and we
must mind the door.

. We have a house. QOur heart and mind is that
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house. Bad things are for ever trying to come in
and go out of our mind and heart. I will describe
some of these bad things to you.

Who,is that at the door? Ah, I know him;
it is Anger. What a frown there is on his face!
how his lips quivér! how™ fierce he looks! I will
hold - the oor, and not let him in, or. he will do

me harm and perhaps some one else.

Who is that? It is Pride. -How haughty
he seems! he looks down on everything as if it
‘Were too mean for his notice. Ah, wicked Pride !
T will hold the‘door fastr and try to keep him out.

Here is some one else. I am sure, from
his sour look, his name is Ill-Tépaper. It will
pever do to let him in, for if he can only sit
down in the house, he makes every one unhappy,
and it will be hard to get him out again. No, sir,
we shall not let you in, so you may go away.

Who is this? It must be Vé,ngty, with his
fla\\ntmz strtit and gay clothes. He is never so
well pleased as when he has a fine dress to wear,
‘and is admired. You will not come in, my fine
fellow: we have too much to do to attend to such
f6lks as you. Mind the door!

Here comgs a stranger. By his sleepy look
‘and slow pace, I think I know him. It is Sldth.
He would 1iks nothing better ‘than to live in my
“housge, sleep or yawn, the hours away, and bring
me to rags and ruin. - No. no, you idle drome;
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work is pleasure, and I have much to do. Go away,
you shall not come in,

But who is this? What a sweet smile; what
a kind face! She looks like an al;igel- It is Love.,
How happy she will make us if We ask her in'!
Come in ; we must open the door for you. :

Others are coming. Good and bad are crowding
up. Oh! if men kept the door of their heart, bad
thoughts and bad words would not come in and go
out as they do. -Welcome to all things good, war
with all things bad. We must mark well who comes
in: we must be watchful and in earnest. Keep the
gaard! Mind the door! Mind the door! “Keep
thy heart with all diligence: for out of it are the
1§§\ues of life.”” :

And ‘woua vou know how to keep 1t? Let
Jeaus m, and He will give you daily and hourly of
His Spitji. “Behold,”” He says, “I stand at the
door and kndck; if any man hear My voice, and open
the door, I will come into him, and will stip with
him, and he with Me.” '

DICK-HUNTING IN CHINA.

The lakes and rivers of Ghina abound in wild-
fowl, a.nd the ingenious people of that ceuntry some-
times & pt the followmgcu mus method of catching
them. hen they see.a number of ducks swimming
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about in any particular piece of water, they send off
half-a-dozen gourds to float down among them. These
gourds régemble the melons or pumpkins which are
grown in “hot-houses in this country, and when
hollqued/ out, they float lightly on the surface of the
water. = At first the fowls are shy and seem a little
afraid of the gourds, but by degrees they get courage.
As all birds through time grow familiar with a
-scarecrow, 8o the ducks soon gather round the gourds
and amuse themselves by pecking at them with their
bills. When the birds get pretty familiar with them,
préparations are made to dégsive them more efféetually.
A large “hollow pumpkin, with hgles in it to see and
breathe through, is clapped on a man’s head. Thus
accoutred, he wades slowly into the water, keeping his
body under, and letting nothing be seen above the
surface but the pumpkin which envelops hxs head.
In this way he moves 1mpercept1bly towards the
fowls, which suspect no danger At last when fajrly
amongst them, he ghdes gently up to one of the
number, séizés it by i:h:aﬁ legs and jerks it under the
water. He then fastens it to his girdle, and proceeds
to the next victim, and so on till he has loaded him-
gelf with as many as he can carry. He then
quietly leaves the rest of the birds undisturbed, in the
hope that he may vigit them again and have another
day’s sport.
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BRUCE AND THE SPIDER.

By E. Cook.

King Bruce of Scotland flung himself down, -
In a lonely mood to think;

True, he was a monarch, and wore a &rawn,
But his heart was beginning to sink.

For he had been trying to do‘a great deed,
To make his people glad ; ‘

He had tried and tried, but could not succeed,
And so he became quite sad.

He flung himself down in low despair,
As grieved as man could be:
And after a while he pondered there,—

“‘I’ll give it up,’’ said he.

Now just at the moment a spider dropped,
With its silken filmy clew;

And the king in the midst of his thinking stopped®
To see what the spider would do.

’Twas a long way up to the ceiling dome,
And it huog by a rope so fine,

That how it would get to its cobweb home
King Bruce could not divine.

It soon began to cling and crawl
Straight up with strong endeavotir H
But down it came with a slipping spraw]
As near to the ground as-ever.,

Up, up it ran, nor a second dlA gtay,
Co utter the least complaint,
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Till it fell still lower; and there it lay
A little dizzy and faint.
- Its head grew steady—again it went,
And travelled a half yard higher;
"Twas a delicate thread it had to tread,
And a road where its feet would tire.

Again it fell, and swung below ;
But up it quickly mounted,

Till up and down, now fast, now slow,
Nine brave attempts were counted.

“‘Sure,” said the king, ‘‘that foolish thing
Will strive no more to climb,

When it t’:gf" ls so hard to reach and cling,
And ttimbles every time.”’

But up the inséet went once more ;
Ah me ! ’tis an anxious minute:

He’s only a foot from his cobweb door;
Oh, say, will he lose or win it?

‘ Steadily, steadily, inch by inch,
" Higher and higher he got. -
And a bold little run at the very last pinch
Put him into the wished-forspot.

““Bravo ! bravo!’”’ the king cried out;
““All honour to those who try:
The spider up there defied despair ;—
He conquered, and ‘'why should not I 2’

And Bruce of Scotland braced his mind,
And gossips tell the tale,
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That he tried once more as he tried before,
And that time he did not fail,

Pay goodly heed, all ye who read, -
And beware of saying, “‘T can’t;’’
’Tis a cowardly word, and apt to lead

To idlenesg, folly, and want.

MIDAS AND THE GOLDEN TOUCH.

CHARACTERS
Midas...............King of Phrygia.
Bacchts............ The God of the Vine.

Silénds............... The Aged Tutor of Bacckus.
Courtiers, N_Vm:bbs, Pe’a.s{avnts, Attendants,
Slaze;g elc.
Scene I.

{Midas and Bacchus, surrounded by their courtiers,
are bowing g;g;eb/ fo eacl other. Midas
kolds Silenus by the hand.)
Midas (Jowing low). Hail, mighty Bacchus!
Bacchus (bowirg low). Hail, King Midas!
Midas. Know, O Bacchus, that my servants
found the aged Silenus wandering helplessly in my
vinéyards, and brought him to me. By my commands
foving careahath been lavished upon him ; behold, I
now réstore the old man unhirt. p
(Release) Silenus, who instantly tolfers to
Bacchus’ side.)
Bacchus (grafefuily). This kind act of thine
hath deeply moved mé; how shall I show my
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gratitude to gthee for the care of my aged teacher ?
Speak out thy heart’s desire. and it shall be my joy
to grant it.

Courtiers and Nymphs (aﬁprog;ngb/) Long
live Bacchus— Bacchus the glorious!

Midas (aside). My heart’s desire? Ho! my
trgg' ury! A long time have I spent in gathering its
jewels and its chests of gold. . I see a way now to
become the richest kln’g in the world.

Bacchus ( graciosisly )., Why art thou silent, O
Midas.?, |

Mldas (40ldly). My wish is that all I touch
may be turned into gold.

Bacchus (laughing )» Ho, ho! that were a
- gimple thing. So be it—the Golden Touch is
thine,

Courtiers, Nymphs, etc. (in loud €horiis). Praise
be to Bacchus the generous!

Midas (bowing low). Thanks be to thee, O
Bacchus; I am content.

Bacchus (warningly). So thou sayest, yet
thou may’st find that™ one may have too much of a
good thing! But remember always, the wish was
thine own. Farewell!

(T urns lo depart, atlended by his nympbs,

who make a merry dm)

Midas (6owmg) Farewell! (7o 4is Cour-
tiers.) Behold the lickiest of kings! Hl%herto have
I ruled over men; henceforth I have power also with
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gold, yellow gold ! -To yonder oak I may prove my
gift,
(Courtiers lead the way to an oak tree near by.)

Midas (standing leneath , an overhanging
bransk). Behold the power of the Golden Touch !

(Raises kis kand and touches the oak tree branch,
whick instantly changes into gold.)

Midas (laughing Irz‘%;‘t hantly). Gold, gold—
even the little acdrns upon 'the branch, gold, solid
gold! :

Courtiers (¢ chorus). Gold, solid gold !

Midas (Zeside Zimiself with joy). See this
stone at my feet—one touch and, 16 )it is a golden
ntggst! I plick this apple from the tree and it is
golden! I make these pure lifies purer still (touckes -
them with his hand)—my touch has turned them
from pure white to purer yellow! Gold!

Courtiers (in a frénzy of joy). Gold, pure
-gold! '

Midas (weizity). But 1 tire. Set food before
me—I would eat and test. '

(The King's slaves bring ferward a small lable
and. spread feod and wine upon it.)

Midas (seating himself at table). Gaod; a
rest, and then gold, more gold!

(Raises a %?ﬁf to kis mouth and the grape is
instantly changed inlo gold.)

Midas (in alarm). - What “is this? Shall even
food be turned to gold? = Wine, give me wine!
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(Raises gdblet to his lips, and the wine instantly
turns into lijid gold, which he
splidlteringly éjédls.)

Midas (in korror). Alas, alag, I shall stirye!
Courtiers (wdefully). Alas, alas!
Midas (furiously). 1'have been fooled!

A Cogrtiei' (8oldly)e And yet, O King, the
wish was thine own.

Midas (penitently ). Yea; rightly hast thou
spoken,” faithful servant, (7o kis Courtiers) Let
us hasten after the God .of the Vine, that I may be

-~ freed from this f@@ gift,gre it be too late.

(Al turn and hasten after Bacckus.)
Scene II.

(Bacckus is seated in his choriot, with ‘Sife}zils
beside kim, surrounded by a merry, dancing
throng of Nymplks and Satyrs who are.
chanting his praises. Midas and

 kis Courtiers approach.)

Bacchus (raising his hand commandingly on
serceiving  the approach of Midas). Ceage your
musie, O maidens! (7o Midas). What seekest
thou, O King? Thou comest hastily—is it? well
with thee? '

Midas (kumbl). Alas, nay! Switt are the
feet of true péﬁitélce. I have sought thée speedily
. that thou mayest remove from me the curse.
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. Bacchus (laugﬁmgly) Cu{se!-—what curse?

Midas ( penitently). The. curse of gold! I
see now the folly of my desire. I perceive, O Bacchus,
that desire must be restrained—if needs be, chastised.
There are treasures more to be desired than gold—
love, honor,.fame; these I perceive to be life’s true
riches. O mighty Bacchus, I implore thee, remove
the curse of the Golden Touch or I die!

; Bacchus ( good- kamarea'ly) So thou ha.st. had
thy fill of gold? Very well; if thou wouldst have
thy heart and hand alike made clean, 7 and
‘bathe in this spring whence the river Pactolus takes
its rise. Pure must the fountain be that washes away
the c%t;e of Gold. Farewelll

(Drives away. Midas instontly steps
inlo the spring.)

Midas (standing in its walers). Thanks,
thanks to this cleansing stream—gone is the curse,
not only from my hand but from my heart. Free as
a child do I feel—praise be to Pactolus! But see!
the sand of the river is golden‘

(T#e Courtiers stoop down and examine handfuls
of wet sand, with exclamations
of wonder.)
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GREAT CLAUS AND LITTLE CLAUS
By H. C. Andétsén.

In ,{ village there once lived two men of the
self-same name. They were both called Claus, but
one of them had four horses, and the other had only
one; 80 to distinguish them people called the owner
of the four horses ‘‘Great Claus,”” and he who had
_only one “Little Claus.”” Now I shall tell you what
happened to them, for this is a true story.

Throughout the week Little Claus was obliged
to S_.P}gyr%l{l for Great Claus, and to lend him his one
horse ; t once a week, on Sunday, Great Claus
lent him all his four horses.

““Hurrah 1” How Little Claus would smack
his whip over all five, for they were as good as his
own on that one day.

The sun shone brightly and the church bells
rang merrily as the people passed by, dressed in
their best, with their pra.yer-books under their arms,
They were going to heor the P,,g,nﬁ‘m preach.: They
looked at Little Claus ploughing with his five horses,
-and he was so proud that he smacked his whip and
said, ‘‘Gee-up, my five horses.’”’

**You mustn’t say that,”” said Great C]a.us,
“‘for only one of them is yours.’’

But Little Claus soon forgot what he ought not
to say, and when anyone passed, he would call out,
‘‘Gee-up, my five horses.”’ -

“I must really beg you not to say that again,’*
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said Great Claus, *‘for if you do, I shall hit your
horse on the head, so that ha will drop down dead
on the spot, and there will be an end of him."’"

*‘I promise you I will not say it again,” said
the other; but as soon as anybody came by nodding
to him, and wishing him ‘‘Good day,”’ he was so
pleased, and thought how grand if was to have five
horses ploughing in his field, that he cried out again,
‘‘Gee-up, all my horses !*’

*‘I’ll gee-up your horses for you,’’ said Great
Claus, and seizing the tethering mallet he struck
. Little Claus’ one horse on the head, and it fell
down dead. ‘

“‘Oh, now I have no horse at all,”’ said Little
Claus, weeping. But after a while he flayed the
dead horse, and hung up the skin in the ‘wind to dry.

Then he put the dry skin into a bag, and
hanging it over his shoulder went off to the next
town to sell it. But he had a long way to go,
and had to pass through a dark and gloomy forest.

Presently a storm arose, and he lost his way;
and before he discovered the right path 'eVening was
drawing on, afd it was still a long way to the
town, and too far to return home before nightfall.

Near the road stood a large farmhouse. . The
shutters outside the windows were closed, but lights
shone through the crevices and at the top. ‘‘They
might let me stay here for the. pigﬁt,” thought
Little Claus, so he went up to the door and knocked,
The farmer's wife opened the door, but when she



Great Claus aﬁd Lﬂtle Claus 19

teard what he wanted, she told him to go away;
her husband Wwas not at home, and she could not
fet any strangers in.

“Then I shall have to he out here,” said
Little C]a{uﬁ to: himself as the farmer’s wife shut
the door in his face.

“Close to the farmhouse stood a large haystack,
and between it and the house there Was a small shéd
with a thitched roof. ‘I can lie up there,” said
little Claus, as he saw the roof; *‘it will make &
famous bed, but I hope the st;rk won't fly down
and bite my-legs.’” A hY% stork was standing up
there who had his nest on the roof.

So Little Claus climbed on to the roof of the
gshed, and as he turned about to make himself
comfortable he discovered that the wooden shutters
did not reach to the top.of the windows, so that he
“could see into the room, in which a large table was
laid out, with wine, rgast meat, and a splendld fish,

The farmer's wife and the séxton Were sitting
at table together, nobody else was ‘there, She was
filling  his glass and helping him plentitully to
{ish, which appeared to be his favourite dish.’

“‘If only I could have some too,’” thought
Little Claus, and then as he stretched out his neck
towards the window he spied a beautiful, large
cike,—indeed they had a glori&ﬁs feast before them.

At that moment he heard someone riding down
the road towards the farm. It was the farmer coming
home, : .

He was a good man, but he had one very
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strange . prejudice—he could mnot bear the sight of a
gexton, If fe happened to see one he wouI:i get
into a terrible rg.ge L ' ce_of this dislike,
the sexton had ‘gone to visit the farmer’s wife ring
her husband’s absence from home, and. the| good
woman had put before him the best of everything
she had'in the house to eat.

When they heard the farmer they Were dread-
fully frightened, and the -Woman made the .sexton
creep into a large chest which stood in a corner.
Hb went at once, for he was well aware of the.poor
man’s aversion to the sight of a sexton. The woman
then quickly hid all the njce things and the Wine’
in the oven, because if her husba.nd had seen it, he
would have asked why 1t was prbvxded

“Oh, dear!’’ sighed Little Claus, on the roof,
when he saw the food disappearing.

““Is there anyone up there?’’ asked the farmer,
peering up at Little Claus, ‘“What are you doing
up there? You had better come into the house.”’

Then Little Claus told him how he had lost his
way, and asked if he might have shelter for the night.

““Certainly,’”’ said the fa.rmer, “but the first
thmg is to have something to eat.’

The woman received them both very kindly,
laid the table, and gave them a large bowl-of p¥fridge.
The' farmer was hungry, and ate it with a good
appetite; but Little Claus could not hglp thinking
of the good roast meat,. the fish and thecake, which
he knew were hidden in the oven. o
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He had put hlS sack with the tglge in it-
under the table by his feet, for, as we remember,
“he Wn.s on his way to the town to sell it. He did
not fg cy the’ pormdge, 80 he trdd on the sack and
made he/ ied hide squeak quite loudly.

‘‘Hush !’” said Little Claus to his sack, at tbe
same fime treading on it again, so that it squeaked
louder than ever.

‘““‘What on earth have you got in your sack ?"’
asked the farmer again.

‘‘Oh, it’s a Goblin,” said Little Claus; “‘he
says we meedn’t eat the porridge, for he has charmed
the oven full of roast meat and fish and cake.”’ )

‘‘What do you say!’’ said the farmer, opening
the oven door with all speed, and seeing the nice
thmgsm woman had hidden, but which her husband
‘thought the Goblm had produced for their specla.l
benefit.

The woman dared not say anything, but'put
the food before them, and then they both made a
hearty meal of the fish, the meat and the cake.

" Hhen Little Ciaus trod on the skin and made
it squeak again. :
- ‘*What does he say now ?’ asked the farmer.

“‘He says,’’ answered Little Claus, ‘‘that he
‘has also charmed three bottles of wine into the oven
for us,”

So the woman had to bring out the wine too,
and the farmer drank it"and becn.me very merry.
Wouldn’ t he like to have a Goblln, like the one
in Little Claus’ sack, for himself?
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**Can ho charm out the Dévil 2 asked the
farmer. ‘‘I shouldn’t mind sceing 'hlm, now tha,t
I am in such a merry mood.”

“‘Oh, yes!”’ said Little Claus; my Goblin can
do everything that we ask him. Can’t you ??’ -he
asked, trampling up the sack till it squeaked louder
than ever. “‘Do you hear what I say? But the
Devil is so ugly, you'd better not see him.””

‘‘Oh! I’ not a bit fr]ghtenpd Whatever does
he look like ?”’

““Well, he will show himeelf in the image of
a sexton.”’

“‘Oh, dear!” said the farmer; ‘‘that’s ba.d I'I
must tell you that I can't bear to see a sexton !
However, it doesn’t matter; I shall know it’s only
the Devil, and then I shan’t- mind so much ! 'Now,
my courage jsup! But he mustn’t come too close."”

“I’ll ask my Goblin about it,”’ said Little
Claus, treading on the bag and putting his ear
. cloge to it.

¢‘What does he say?'’

‘‘He says you can go along and open the chest
"jn the corner, and there you'll see the Devil moping
-in the dark; but hold the lid tight so that he
doesn’t get out.”’

““Will you help me to held it!”’ asked the
farmer, going along to the chest where the woman-
had hidden the real sexton, who was shgé‘hng with
fright.

The farmer lifted up the lid a_wee_little bit-

and peeped in. *‘Ha[?’ he shrigked, ‘and sprang back.
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“‘Yes, I saw bim, and he looked just exactly like
our sexton | It was a héfrible sight.”’

~ They had to have a drink after this, and;
there they gat drinking till far into the night.

“¥ou must sell me that Goblin,” said the
farmer. ‘‘You may ask what you like for him! T'l}
give you a bushel of money for him.”

“No. T can’t do that,”’ said Little Claus; ‘‘you
“must remember how useful my Goblin is to me.”’

“Oh, but I should so like to have him,’” said
the farmer, and he went on begging for him.

“‘Well,”’ said Little Claus at last, ‘‘as you
have been so kind to me I shall have to give him
up. You shall have my Goblin for a bushel of
money, but I must have it full to the brii'g 1

“You shall have it," said the farmer ; “‘but
you must take that chest away with you ; I won’t have
it in the house for another hour; you never know
whether he’s there or not.”’

So Little Claus gave his sack with the dned
hide in it to the farmer, and received in return a
bg:hel of money for it, and the meag %re was full to
he brim. The farmer also gave him & large whe‘e1
birrow to take the money and the chest away in.

“Good-bye"’ said Little Claus, and off he
went with his money and the big chest with the
sexton in it,

There was a wide and deep river on the other
side of the wood, the stream was so strong that it
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was almost impossible to swim against it. A large
new. bridge had been built across it, and when they
got into the very middle of it, Little Claus said quite
loud, so that the sexton could hear him— '

‘““What am I to do with this stupld old chest?
it might be full of pavmg stones, it’&" so heavy! I
am quite tired of whegh g it along; I’l] just throw
it into the river; if it floats down the river to my
house, well and good, and if it doesn’t, I shan’t
care,”’ .
' Then he took hold of the chest and raised it
up a bit, ag  if 'he was about to throw it into
~ the river. ’ '

““No, no! let it be!’’ shouted the sexton ; ‘‘let
me get out!’? ' ’

“Hullo!”’ said Little Claus, prétejr?é_di g to
be frightened. ‘‘Why, he’s still inside it, then I
must have it into the river to drown him.”’

““Oh no, oh no!”' shouted the séxton “TIr

give you a bushel full - of money if youw’ll let
me out!”’

‘‘Oh, that's another ma.tter,” said Little Claus, .
opening the chest, The sexton crept out at once
and pushed the empty chest into the water, and then
went home and gave Little Claus a whole bushel
full of money: he had already had one from the

farmer, you know, so now his wheelbarrow was quite
full of money.

I got a pretty f%r pu;:e for that horse I must
admit I’? said he to hlmself when he got home to
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his own room and turned the money out of the
wheelba,rrow into a hgap on the floor. “‘What a
ragg Great Claus wil] 'be in, when he discovers how
rich I A8¢“become through my one horse, but I won’t
tell him straight out about it.’”” So he sent a boy to
Great Claus to bg}érow a bushel measure.

/ *‘What does he want. that for I’ thought Great
Cla.us and he rjjbbed some tallow on the bottom. so
that a little of whatever was to be measured might
stick to it. So it did, for when the measure came
back three new silver threepenny bits were sticking
toit.

‘‘What’s this?”’ said Great Claus, and he ran
straight along to Little Claus. ‘‘Where on earth did
you get all that money ?”’

‘“Oh, that was for my horse’s hide which I
sold last night.”’

“That was well paid indeed,” sa,ld Grea.t
Claus, and he-ran home, took an axe and hijt all
his four- horses on the head. He then flayed ﬁlem :
and went off to the town with the hides.

*‘Skins, skins, who will buy skins ?'’ he shouted
uﬁ\and down the streets.

All the shoemakers and tipngrs in the town
came, running up and asked him how “much he wanted
for them, ’

‘A bushel of money for each,”’ said Great Claus.

‘‘Are you mad?’? they all said; ‘““do you
imagine we have money by the bushel ?'’
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“‘Skins, sking, who will buy skins?” he~
shouted again, and the shoemakers took up their
megsures and the tanners their leathar _dproms, and.
beat Great Claus through the town,

‘*Skins, skins!?’ they mocked him. ‘‘Yes,.
we'll give you a ray_hide. Out of the town with-
him !’ they shouted, and Great Claus had to hurry.
off as fast as ever he could go.. He had never had’
such a beating in his life.

_ ““‘Little Claus shall pay for this l” he said when.
" he got home. *‘I’ll kill him for it.”’

Little Claus’ old grandmother had just died in:
" his house; she certainly had been very cross and.
unkind to him, but now that she was dead he felt:
quite sorry about it. He took the dead woman and
put her into his warm bed, to see if he could
bring her to life again. He meant her to stay
there all night, and he would sit on a chair in
the corner ; he had slept like that before,

As he sat there in the night, the door opened,
and in came Great Claus with his axe; he knew-
where Little Claus’ bed stood, and he went straight-
up to it ‘and hit the dead grandmother a blow
on the forehead, thinking that it was Little Claus.

“‘Just ‘see if you'll chéat me again after that !”’
he said, and then he went home again.

““What a bad, wicked man he is,” said Little-
Claus; ‘‘he was going to kill me there.” What a.
good thing that poor old_é_r:ixfn& was dead already,
or.else he would have killed her.?’
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He now dressed his old grandmother in her
best Sunday clothes; horfowed a horse of his neighbour,
harnessed it to a cart, and set his grandmother on
the back seat, so tHat she could not fall out when
the cart moved. Then he started off through the
wood. When the sun rose he was just outside a
big inn, ‘and Little Claus drew up his horse and
went in to get something to eat.

The ]and;_ord was a very, very rich man, and
a very good man, but he was fiery-tempered, as if
he were made of p&pper and tobgded.

: “Good mornmg"’ said he to Iittle Claus;
Hyou've gr)t your best clothes on very early: this
morning !’

- “*Yes,”? said Little Claus; ‘‘I’m going to town
with my old grandmother, she’s sitting out there in
the cart, I can’t get her to come in. Won’t you
take her out a glass of mead? You’ll haveto shout
at her, she’s very hard of hearing.”’

“Y'es, she shall have it !’ Sa,ld the innkeeper,
and he poured out a large glnss of mead which 'he
took out to the dead grandmother in the cait.

‘‘Here isa glass of mead_your son has sent!”’
said the innkeeper, but the dead woman sat qulte still
and never said a word,

‘‘Don’t you hea.r ?? shouted the innkeeper as
Ioud as ever he could; ‘‘here is a glass of mead
from your son 1’’
i - Again he shouted, and then again a8 loud as
ever, but as she did not stir, he got angry and
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threw the glass of mead in her face, so that the
mead ran all over her, and she fell backwards out of
the cart, for she was only stuck up and not tied in.

‘“Now !”” shouted Little Claus, -as. he rushed
out of the inn and seized the landlord by the neck,
*‘you have killed my grandmother! Just look, there’s
a great hole in her forehead 17 o

‘“Oh, what a misfortune!’”’ exclaimed the
innkeeper, clésf:iflg his hands; “that’s the conseq%e;xce
-of my fiery temper! G Little Claus, I will give
you a bushel of money, and bdfy your grandmother
#8 if she had been my own, if you will only say
nothing about it, or else they will ch6p my head
-off, and that is so nasty."’

So Little Claus had a whole bushel of money,
and the innkeeper buried the old grandmother just as
if she had been his own.

When Little Claus got home again with all his

money, he immediately sent over his boy to Great
‘Claus to borrow his measure. '

‘““What!”’ said Great Claus, ‘‘is he not dead?
I shall have to go and see about it myself!””  So he
took the measure over to Little Claus himself.

“I say, wherever did you get all that money?”’
asked he, his eyes; round with amagzement at what
he saw. oo s -\

“It was my grandmother yéq killed instead
of mel’’ gaid Little Claus: ‘I have sold her and got
a bushel of money for her!”’
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““That was good pay indeed!”’ said Great Claus,
and he hurried home, took an axe and killed his old
grandmother. .

then put her in a cart and drove off to

the town with her where the apothecary lived, and

asked if he would buy a dead body. - '

“Who is it, and where did the body come
from?” asked the apothecary.

: “It is my grandmother, and I have killed her
for a bushel of money!”’ sa.xd Great Claus.

““Heaven preaerve us!’’ said the n.potheca.ry
“You are talking "like a madman; pray don’t say
such things, you might lose your head!”’

And he pointed out to him what a horribly
wmked thing he had done, and what a bad man
he was who dégéved putishment. Great Claus was
go  frightened that he rushéd” straight out of the
shop, jumped into the cart, whlpped up his horse
and gifloped home. The apothecary and everyone
else thought he was mad, and so they let him
drive off. :

. *“You sghall be paid for this!’’ said Great Claus,
when he got out on the high road. ‘‘You shall pay
for this, Little Claus!’’ ’

As soon as he got home, he took the biggest
gsack he could find, went over to Little Claus
‘a.'nd said_-;- '

*‘You have deceived me again! First I killed
my horses, and then my old grandmother! It’s all
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your fault, but you shan’t have the chinge of chea.tmg
me agam!”

Then he took Little Claug by the waist and
put him into the sack, put it on ‘lﬁg back, and shouted
to him—*‘I’m goipg to dl:g%n you now!’’ -

It was a long way to go before he came to
the river, and Little Claus was not. so light to
carry. The road passed close by the church in which
the &gﬁn was playing, and the people Were singing
beautlful y. Great Claus put down the- sack with
Little Claus in it close by the church door, and
thought he would like _to go in and hear a RS
before he went any m; Little Claus could’ ot
get out of the bag, and all the people were in church,
80 he went in too.

**Oh dear, oh dear!”? sighed Little Claus in
the sack. He turned and twisted, but it  was
impassible to undo the cord Just  then an cld
cattle drover with white hau' and a tall stick in his
hand came along. He had a whole drove of cows and

bulls before him; they ran against the sa,ck thtle
Claus was in, and upset it.

*‘Oh dear!” sighed Little Claus; ‘‘I am so
young to be going to the Kingdom of Heaven!”’ ’

““And I,” said the cattle drover, ‘‘am so.old
and cannot get there yet!”’

“Open the sack!” shouted Little Clatis. *‘Get
in in place of me, and you will get to heaven
directly!’’
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“That will just suit me,”’ said the cattle
drover, . undoing the sack for Little Claus, whe
immedia‘ely sprang out. ‘'Ypu must look after
the. caye/iow,” gaid the old man as he crept into
the sack. Little Claus tied it up and walked off
driving the cattle before him.

A little _while after Great Claus came out of
“the church, he took up the sack again on his back, and
.certainly thought it had grown lighter, for the old
cattle drover was not more than half the weight
of Little Claus, ‘‘How light he seems to have got;
that must be because I have been to church and said
-my prayers!’”’ Then he went on to the river, which
~was both wide and deep, and threw the sack with
“the old cattle drover in it ioto the water, shouting
“as he did so (for he thought it was Little Claus),
*‘Now, you won’t cheat me again!’’ .Then he went
+homewards, but when he reached the crossroads he
“met Little Claus with his herd of cattle.

‘“What’s the meaning of this!’”’ exclaimed
“Great Claus; ‘‘didn’t I drown you "’

' ““Yes,” said little Claus, ‘‘it’s just about half
an hour gince yoli threw me into the river!”’

““But where did you get all those splendid
~beasts ?’! agked Great Claus.

: “They are sea-cattle,”” said Little Claus. “‘I
£w1ll tell you the whole story, and indeed I thank you
5_heart11y for drowning me, I'm at_the top of the N4
4ree now and a very rich man, I can tell you. I
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was so frightened when I was in the sack, thé wind
whistled in my ears when you threw me over the
bridge into the cold water. I immediately sank to
the bottom, but I was not hurt, for the grass is
beautifully soft down there. The sack was opened
at once by a beautiful maiden in snow-white clothes
with 'a green wreath on her wet~hair; she took my
hand and. said, "Are you. there, Little: Claus? -Here
are some cattle for you, and a mile fifkér up the
road you will come g};ﬁ another herd, which I will
give you too!’ Then I saw that the river was a great
highway for the sea-folk. Down at the bottom of
it they walked and drove about, from tke sea right’
up to the end of the river. The flowers were lovely.
and the grass was o fresh; the fishes which swim
about glided close to me just like birds in the air.

How nice the people were, and what a lot of ca.ttle‘
strolling about in the d1tche= "

“But why did you come straight up here again
then ?’’ asked Great Claus. . ‘‘I shouldn’t hﬂ.ve done
tha.t if it was so fine down there.”’

“‘Oh,” gaid Little Claus, ‘‘that’s just my
cl&nnmg, you remember I told you that the marthaid
said that a mile further up the road—and by the road
she means the river, for she can’t go anywhere else—]
should find another herd of cattle Wa.ltmg for me.
Well, I know how many hends there are in the river, and
what a roundahout way it would be. It’ S “ever so
much shorter if y(;%l can come up on dry Jand and thke

dmgx_ﬁ_@t_s, you save a couple of miles by it, and
get the ca ﬁle much sooner.
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‘‘Oh, you are a fortunate man!’’ said Great
Claus; ‘‘do you think I should get some sea-cattle if
I were to go down to the bottom of the river?’’

“I’m sure you would,”’ said Little Claus; ‘‘but
I can't carry you in the sack to the river, you're
too heavy for me. If you like to walk there and
then get into the sack, I'll throw you into river with
the greatest pleasure in the world.”

““Thank you,”’ said Great Claus; ‘“but if I
don’t get any sea-cattle when I get down there, see
if I don’t give you a sqund thréils/};}fng.”

“‘Oh! don’t be so hard on me.”” They then
walked off to the river. As soon as the cattle saw
the water they rushed down to drink for they were
very thirsty. ‘‘See what a hurry they’re in,” said
Little Claus; ‘‘they want to get down to the bottom
again.”’

‘‘Now, help me first,”’” said Great Claus, “‘or
else 1’1l thrash you.”” He then crept into a big sack
which had been lying across the back of one of the
cows. ‘‘Put a big stone in, or I’'m afraid I shan’t
sink,’’ said Great Claus.

*‘Oh, that’ll be all right,’’ said Little Claus, but
he put a big stone into the sack and gave it a push,
Plump went the sack and Great Claus was in the
river where he sank to the bottom at once.

“I’m afraid he won’t find any cattle,” said
Little Claus, a8 he drove his herd home, '
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THE CHRISTMAS TREE.
By S. T. Coleridge.

There i a Christmas custom here which pleased
and interested me. The children make little presents
to their parents, and to each other; and the parents
to the children., For three or four months before
Christmas, the girls are all busy, and the boys save up
their pocket-money, to make or purchase these presents.
What the present is to be is cautiously kept secret,
and the girls have a world of contrivances to conceal
it—such as working when they are out on visits, and
the others are not with them; getting up in the morn-
ing before day-light, and the like, Then, on the even-
ing before Christmas Day, one of the parlours is lighted
up by the children into which the parents must not go.
A great yew bough is fastened on the table at a little
distance from the wall, a multitude of little tapers
are fastened in the bough, but so as not to catch it
till they are near#y burnt out, and coloured paper
hangs and flutters from the twigs. Under this bough
the children lay out in great order the presents they
mean for their parents, still concealing in their
pockets what they intend for each other. Then the
parents are introduced, and each presents his little
gift, and then bring out the rest one by one from their
pockets, and present them with kisses and embraces.
Where I witnessed this scene there were eight or nine
children, and the eldest daughter and the mother wept
aloud for joy and tenderness ; and the tears ran down
the face of the father, and he clasped all his children
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so tight to his breast, it seemed as if he did it to
stifle the sob that was rising within him. I was very
much affected. The shadow of the bough, and its
appendages on the wall, and arching over on the
ceiling, made a pretty picture ; and then the raptures
of the very little ones, when at last the twigs and their
needles began to take fire and snap!—Oh, it was a
delight for them! On the next day, in the great
parlour, the parents lay out on the table the presents for
the children: a scene of more sober joy succeeds, as on
this day, after an old custom, the mother says
privately to each of her daughters, and the father to
his sons, that which he has observed most praise-
worthy, and that which was most faulty in their
conduct.

THE CHILDREN’S HOUR.

By H. W. Longfellow,

Between the dark and the daylight,

When the night is beginning to lower,
Comes a pause in the day's occupations,

That is known as the Children’s Hour.
I hear in the chamber above me

The patter of little feet,
The sound of a door that is opened,

And voices soft and sweet.

From my study I see in the lamplight,
Descending the broad hall stair,
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Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,
And Edith with golden hair.
A whisper, and then a silence ;
Yet I know by their merry eyes
They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise,
A sudden rush from the stairway !
A sudden raid from the hall !

By three doors left unguarded
They enter my castle wall!

They climb up into my turret
O’er the arms and back of my chair,

If T try to escape, they surround me —
They seem to he everywhere.

They almost devour me with kisses,
Their arms about me entwine,

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen
In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine.

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall,
Such an old moustache as I am
Is not a match for you all?

I have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,
But put you down into the dungeon

In the round-tower of my heart.

Hour
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And there I will keep you for ever,
Yes, for ever and a day!

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,
And moulder in dust away !

ALL THAT GLITTERS IS NOT GOLD.
CHARACTERS

Mrs. Delorme...........A Widow, keeping up
appearances.

Miriam... ......Her Daughter.

Gerald Titzharding......... Miriam’s Lover.
Mr. Staff......... A Dolice Officer.

Mr. Duno ..........A Collector,

Scene.—Mrs. Delorme’s parlor, (Miriam in
evening dress, standing opposite a glass, with a
box of jewels before her. Mrs. Delorme clasping
jewels on Miviam’s arm.)

Mrs. Delorme. There, my dear, I think that
will do. Too many jewels would betray their value.
(Zakes up a necklace.) These are really very pretty,
my dear,

Miriam. Yes, mother, and such capital imita-
tions, I think no one would suspect they were
false.
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Mrs. Delorme. Never! Now, dear, you are
ready as goon as Gerald comes.

Mitiam. Tn the meantime, mamma, I have a
confession to make. Gerald and I will be married
after the ball to-night. An elopement, of course !
(Laughks.) :

Mrs. Delorme. Have you really succeeded so
well? 1t is time. The last work 1 sent out is not
paid for, and sixty cents is, at this moment, the
amount of my worldly possessions.

Miriam. My dress is not paid for yet, either:
Never mind! I have succeeded in making Gerald
believe me an heiress, and, once married, his
money will supply all our deficiencies. He is
very wealthy. ‘

Mrs. Deforme. Oh, he must be. He dresses
beautifully, and has such a splendid span of horses.
Then his diamonds are of the first water ; I can tell
that. He is quite a catch.

Miriam. Do not retire early, for an hour from
the time we leave we shall return to beg forgiveness.
Do not be too easily subdued,

Mrs. Delorme. (/awghing). The most relent-
less of parents could not be sterner. Return as early
as you can. I am all impatience to greet my new son-
in-law. (Exit.) '

Miriam. Time to catch him ! I should think
go. It is impossible to believe him an impostor.
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He lives at our best hotel, drives a span of horses,
and has sent me S0 many presents—valuable ones,
too! I had my engagement ring tested at a jeweler’s,
and he tells me it is a pure diamond, of great value.
I have half a mind to sell it and buy an imitation
one with part of the proceeds, but that seemed going
rather too far. (Bell rings oufside.) Ah, there is
Gerald ! (Sifs down, wiih caskel of jewels in her
hand.)

(Enter Gerald, hastily, not perceiving Miriam.)

Gerald. What a run? But I am safe now.
(Sees Miriam.) Ah, Miriam, I did not see you.
You are superb! (Aside.) Her jewels alone would
furnish a house. (AZoud.) Well, dearest, are you
ready to become Mrg.—?

Mirttam  (interrupting him). Hush, Gerald !
Tt mother should hear you.

Gerald. Ah, yes; I forgot for a moment. Did
you receive the bouquet I sent this evening?

Miriam. No; how provoking!

Gerald. The stupid blockhead has mistaken
his order. (Aside.) Queer, if he had received what
was never ordered,

Miriam. Never mind, dear Gerald; do not
feel vexed about it. If I had had time to send to our
country-seat, the gardener would have forwarded one
from our conservatory; but you see how little I
cared for it, when this did not occur to me.
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 Getald (aside). A country-seat ! Ah, she is
indeed a treasure! (4/oud.) Miriam, my dear, you
have a beautiful bracelet. Let me see it. (Zakes it
from ker arm.) What a superb diamond! and the
 setting is exquisitely chased. See how it glitters!

Miriam (aside). Cost just three dollars.

Gerald (aside). 1f all her jewels are like this,
we need not starve for some time.

Mitiam. Will you excuse me a moment? I
will go to'my room for my oloak and hood, and then
‘rejoin you.

Gerald ( Iassmg her hand).. Every second is
an hour till you return, :

Mirtiam. Flatterer! (Exu")

Gerald (sittiug down, and sighing deep{y)
Poor girl, to what a fate T am dooming her! Yet it
is my last hope. If I remain here another day Iam
lost ; we must leave the city as soon as we are
-married, and her money will support us in Furope
for some years—at least till T can return. Even now
it may be too late. That last gold piece Was my
ruin, and the officers are in hot pursuit after me.
No, I will not think of capture. Miriam, you are my
only hope!

Miriam (ckind the sceres). Good night,
mother! We will be home early. (Enfers.)

Gerald, Dearest, are you reddy? ~Now, love,
we Will start. Ah, Miriam, how my heart throbs
with happiness at the  progpect ‘of our union!
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. Miriam. -And I, too, am happy, dear Gerald,
in the thought of our coming marriage. (Z%ey ‘star?
fo go; out, bul are met at the door by Mr. Staff, a
tolt’ce offzrer )

Mr. Staff. You cannot pass, sir.

Gerald, Villain!

Mr. Staff. Oh, you needn’t call hard names.
I have a friend within call if you are unruly. You
must go with me.

Miriam. What does this mean ?

Mr. Staff. Do not be alarmed, miss, We
will make no disturbance. We only want this man.

" Mitiam. For what?

"Mr, Staff. My orders are to arrest him,
miss, He is at the head of a gzmg who make and
pass counterfeit money, My orders are imperative.
(7o Gerald.) Are youready, sir, to come with me?

Gerald (foarsely). ~ Yes, do your duty quickly.
The game is up ! Miriam, I am a villain to have
deceived you. (Coming forward, with Miriam.) I
may own that I depended upon your money to take
us out of the country. We might have been very
happy had we escaped this fellow, for whatever else
about me is false, my love for you is true. Will you
not look at me, or say farewell ?

Mifam. It is like some horrible dream, You,
80 elegant, 8o accomplished !



42 Al that Glitters is not Gold

Gerald ‘(4itterly). It is not always the most
winning appearance or address that covers the best
heart. 1 must go. We' part kindly, Mitiam, as
friends?

Miriam (aside). What right have I to reproach
him with deceit? (Aloud, giving him ker kand.)
Yes, Gerald, we (iz a roken voice) part friends.

Gerald. Farewell, then, Miriam | Mr. Staff,
I am ready. (Exeunt Gerald and Mr. Staff.)

) Miriam (sinking wpon a chair and weeping).’
Poor Gerald! Ah, in spite of his crimes, I love him.
(Is silent for a moment.) Pshaw! I am getting
‘sentimental ! Let me go! Yet—if he is so baser
where can I look for real worth? |

(Enter Mrs. Delorme.)

Mrs. Delorme. This is a pretty business, truly!
A man arrested in my house as a counterfeiter, It
makes me feel fairly sick.

Mitiam (sadly). It is a sad business.

Mrs. Delotrme, He is the last man I should
have suspected of such a thing. Such a perfect
gentleman !

Miriam. Well, it ends my elopement and.
prospects. We must now -consider how we are fo
live. For my part, I am sick of this false show
and glitter. We will take a small housg, earn our
living openly and honestly, and hvo a,s our means
warrant.
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Mrs. Delorme. It will ruin your prospects.

Miriam. Not so! I shall be less likely to be
the victim of suah a man as Gerald if I live a more
hurpgble life. Where should we have been if this
arest had not taken place? Each (éitterly) trusting
to the other’s fortune for support,

(Enter Mr. Dunn.)

Mz, Dunn Good evening, ladies! I have
called about some little accounts thdt have been put
into my hands to be collected. (Skows a large pile
of billss) Mr. Flower, the baker, twenty-five dollars
tifty cents; * Mr. Bull, the milkman, ten dollars six
cents; Mr. Bmith, your dry goods merchant, two
hundred and forty-seven dolla.rs twelve and a half
cents ; Mr,—

Mina,m Enough, do not read any more. We
a.re not able to pay these now, .

- Mr. Duan. Not able? Why, you are one blaze
of jewelry !

Mitiam (fukiag off some, and throwing it
into the caskel). 1 am Weary of all this pretense.
My heart is sick with deceit and BOITOW.

Mrs. Delorme (asm’e sfernly). Be quiet, you
silly girl! (Confemptuously). Are you whining
for the loss of your lover?

Mauiam (in a low, sad tone) Perhaps I am,
Wonld it be very strange? -

Mr. Dunn. I cannot stand here all night. If
you have not the money I will take this casket now,-
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and see how far its contents will answer these
demands.

Mrs. Delorme. You ave insolent, sir! Those
jewels—

Mr. Dunn. I will return all that are left, (Fakes
casket). Good evening, ladies! (Exit).

Mirfam. Another cheat! Another imposition.

Mrs. Delorme (laughing). " He will not have
much to return, I think. 3 :

Mitiam. No, when the jewels are tested he
will find that—you know the proverb? ’

Mrs. Delorme. T have forgotten.

Miriam, These ladies and gentlemen. will
tell you. (Curtain falls).

POOR RICHARD ON INDUSTRY
AND FRUGALITY,

By Benjamin Franking

Friends and neighbors, the ta.&es are indeed
very heavy. If those {laid_on by the government
were the only ones we h@gL,iO pay, we m:ght more
easily d1sclga.rgé them ; but we have many others,
much more grigvous to some of us. “

We are taxed twice as-much by our 1d1eness,
three times as much by our pride, and four times
as much by our fiolly ; and from these taxes the
commigsionérs cannot eage or- déhy@t us, by allowing
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an abatement. However, let us 'haifken to good
advice, and something may be done for us;
““God helps them that help themselves.’’

/,Ii/: would be thought a hard government that
shouié tax its people one-tenth part of their time, to
be employed in its servige ; but idleness taxes many
of us much more, if we ré:}kbn all that is spent in
a.!ggglute 8 oth, or in doing nothing, with that which is
spent, in gidle employments, or in amusements that

&m&unﬁx‘].;ﬁnothinéi Sloth, by bringing an disgades,
absolutely shortens life. ‘'Sloth, 1iké‘j£§§st, 0511513)%’}?)8,,

faster than labor weats, while the key often used 1s
always bright,”’ ‘‘Dost thou love life? then do
not squanddr time, for that’s the stiff life is
made of.”!

How much more than is necessary do we
spend in sleep, forgetting that ““The sleeping fox
catches no pgli try¥'? and that ‘‘There will be sleep-
ing enough in the grave.”” ‘‘If time be of all things
the most precious, wasfing time must be the greatest
ptdtifga”{ﬁi; » since we are told, ‘‘Lost time is never
fourid ‘again ; and what we call time enough, always
proves li ' h.”’ Let us then be up and doing,
and doing to the purpose; so, by diligence, shall we
do more with less pétplekity. ’

“‘Sloth makes all things difficult, but industry
makes all easy;”’ and ‘‘He that rises late must trdt
all day, and shall scifce overtake his business'at
night,”’ while ‘‘Laziness travels so slowly that
Po¥éity soou overtakes him.”” *'Drive thy business,
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let not _ that drive thee;”” and ‘‘Early to bed and
early to rise makes a man healthy, wealthy,
and wise.”’

If we are indﬁé;rious, we shall never afarvd;.
for ‘At the working iman’s house, Hunger looks in
but dares not enter.” Nor will the bailiff or the
,coasta.ble enter; for ‘‘Industry pays débfs, but
desbair increases them.” *‘Diligence is the mother of
good ljck,” and “‘God gives all things to industry;
then plough deep while s]éiégérds sleep, and you
- will have corn to sell and to keep.”’

Work while it is called to-day, for you know
not how much you may be hindeéfed to-morrew,
“One to-day is worth two to-morrows'’ and fyrther
‘‘Have you somewhat to do to-morrow? Do it to-day!”
If you were a servant, would you not be sashamed
that a good master should catch you idle? ‘‘If,
then, you are your own master, be ashamed to catch
yourself idle.”’ ‘ '

When there is too much to be “done for
yourself, your family, -your country, and your
gracious king, be up by ngep of day! . Let not the
sun look down and say, “‘Inglorious here he lies.”’
Hznaéile your togls without mltighs‘ remember that
““The cat in gldves catches no mice.”’

’sz true there is- much to be done,,and
perhaps you are weak- banded but gﬁm};,_io it«
steadily, and you will -see grent effé6ts; for
*‘Congtant drgpping wears away 'stones;’’ and ‘‘By
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diligence and patjence the mouse ate _in two the
cable,”’ and ‘‘Little strokes fell ereat 6aks.’

Methmks I hear some of you say, ‘‘Must a man
affq;g. hlmSeH no lexsure?” “Employ thy time well,
if thou meanest to gain leisure;’’ and **Since thou art=ew
not sure of a minute, throw not away an hour.”
Leisure is time for doing something useful ; this
leisure the diligent man will obtain, but the lazy man
never; so that ‘‘A life of leisure and a life of laziness
are two things.’’

Do you 1m2}£me that sloth will afford you
more comfort than labor? No! for ‘‘Trouble sp:&ngs
from idlenass, and grievols toil from needles_%#se
*‘Many, without labor, would live b its only,
but they’ll braak for want of stdck;’’ whereas industry
gives comfort, and plenty, and réspect.

“gy pleasures and they'll follow you?’; “‘The
diligent spitngt has a large wéb;” and, “Now I have
a sheep and a cow, everybody blds me g,gd_m__my &
But with our industry we must likewise be s%éa.dy,
and séttled, and czu'eful and oversee our own’ Affairs
with our own eyes, and not~ trdst too much to
others ; for ]

“*T never saw anOft-removed tree,
Nor yet an oft-removed family,
~That throve so well as those that settled be.”’

*‘Three removes are as bad as a fire.” ‘‘Keep
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‘thy sl;dﬁp, and thy shop will keep thee “If you
would have your business done, go ; if not, sepd.”’

‘‘He -that by the plough would thrNe,

Himself must either hg]g. or dr1er5

“The eye of the master will do more work
than both his hands.” “Want of care does us mote
dimage than. want of knowledge.” “Not to oversee
workmen is to legve them your piirse open.”

*If you would have a faithful gervant, and one
that you like, serve yourself M A little neglgt may
breed great miSchief.”” *‘For Wg,nt of a na,%l the shoe
was lost; for want of a shoe the horse was lost; for
‘want of a horse the rider was lost, being overt ken
and slain by the enemy ; all for want of a little care
about a horse-shoe nail.”?

1f you would know the va]ue of money, go
and try to bo;'é'ow some; for ‘‘He that goes
a-borrowing, goes a-sorrowing,’”’ and indeed so does
he that lends to such people, when he goes to get
it in again,

Fqnd pride of dress is, sure, a Very cufr‘sg H
lire fancy you chﬁsﬁlt consult your purse.’’

And again, “Pride is as 10}1(1 a beggar as want,
and a great deal more safigy.’”’ o When you é?ve
bought one fine thing, you must buy ten more, that
your appearance may be all of a piece. ‘“’Tis easier
to suppre:ééb the first desire, than to satmfy a.]l that
follow it.”?

. And it is as truly foolish for the poor to ape
the rich, as for the frog to swéll inorder to equal
the ox,
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““Great ¢states may vénture more,
But little boats should Keep near shore.”
~ ’Tis, however, a folly soon pﬁi};shed; for
“Pride that dines on vahity, sups on contémpt ;’’ and
‘“pride breakfasted with Plenty, dined with Pagyerty,
and supped with Infamy.”’

After all, of what use is this pride of appear-
ance, for which so much is r"sged, so much is
giffered ? It cannot prop te health or eage p§fn;
it makes no /in’crea,se of mefnmg}t the person ; it creates
ég’yy ; it ha%g‘n\s misfortune.

- ““What is a butterfly ? At best

He’s but a caterpillar drest,

The gaydy fp’s bfs picture just.”

“What T%d£§s must it b«i to W debt for
these sdporfluities! We are dffgggd, by the terms of
this véndaé,” six months crédit ; and that, perhaps,
has ih!d;géed some /of us to a.tt_'géd it _because we
cannot spire the re”a.dim oney, and hope now to be
fine without it. B )

If you cannot pay at the time, you -will be
ashamed to see your creditor; you will be in fear
when you speak to him ; jou will make poor, pitiful,
sgggz;kivng éxegées, and by degrees come to lose your
véré.f:‘gg, and §g§x§ into base, dowixright l%ing; for
*‘The second vige iz lying, the first is running into
debt ;’? and, again, to the same purpose, ‘‘Lying rides
upon debt’s back;’’ Whereas a freghorn man ought
not to be ashamed or afraid to see or gspeak to any
‘man living. ‘ o
But poverty often déprives a man of all spjrit
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and v1rt1¥3‘., “’Tis hard for an empty bag to stand
,upr£§ht ?’>  \What would you think of that. prmge, or
the government, who should 1ssg13§ an ngt fdrbé&dmg
you to dress like a gentleman or gentleWwoman, on
pa.%n of imprisonment or séryitade ?

Would you not say that you are free and have
a right to dress ggggl_x_pl@,__sg, and that such an edict
would be a bregch of your prlvﬂages, and such
government tyrarnnieal ? = And yet “you are about to
put yourself under such tyranny, when you run into

~debt foa such dress. Your creditor has authgrity, at

his pleasure, to deprive you of your liberty, by
fcdngfn’ihg you in jajl for l_i‘ge, or to sell you for a
servant, if you ¢hould not be able to pay him,

When you have got your baTga,m, you may,
perhaps think little of payment ; but “‘Greditors have
better memories than debtors ;’’ and ‘‘Creditors are a
supgtsbxfloua sgt great observers of set days and
times.”’ The da.y comes round before you are a.ware.
and the dém nd is made before you are prepared to
satxsfy it ; or, if you bear your debt in m’}‘nd the term
which at the first seemed so long, will, as it ]é°sé$s,
appear extremely short, Time will seem to have
added wings to his heels g.s_:gll_a,_ his shoulders.
*‘Those have a short Iént who 6;{9 money to be
paid at Eastér,,” .

Then since “‘The borrower is a glave to the
lender, and the debtor to the creditor,”’ dlsdmﬁ the
chain, preséxye your frecdom, and munmm 3our
mdependency. Be industrious and free; be frugd
and frce.
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GOD SEES THE TRUTH BUT WAITS.
By 136 lest(’)y.

In the town of V]eidtmu lived a young
merchant named Ivan Dmltm‘tch Aksyonof He had
two shops and a house of his own.

Aksyonof was a handsome, fair-haired, curly-
headed feliow, full of fun, and very fond of singing,
When qulte a young man, he had been gmgn_rm
drink, and was rmtous when he had had too much;
but after he mamed he gave_up drinking, except
now and then.

One summer, Aksyonof was going to the
l\uhny l;gmu, and as he bade good-by to his family
his W]fe ‘said to hxm, ““lvan Dmitritch, do not
start today; I have had a bad dream about you.”

Aksyonof laughed, and said, ‘‘You are afraid
that when I get to the fuir I shall #o.on a sfgygg.”

His wife replied: ‘‘I do not know what I
am afraid of; all T know is that I had a bad
dream. I dreamt you returned from the town, and
when you took off your cap I saw that your hair
was quite gmy '

Aksyonof laughed, “‘That’s a licky sign,”’
said he. ‘'See if I don’t sell out all my goods,
and bring you some presents from the fair.”’

So he said good-by to his family, and drove
away.
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When he had traveled halfway, he met a -
merchant whom he knew, and they up at the
same inn for the night. They Q@g gsome teg together,
and then went to bed in é,d]o‘ix{mg rooms.

It 'was not Aksyonof’s habit to sleep late, and

wishing to travel while it was still coo], he arol’ised

- the driver before dayn, and told him to put_in the
horses.

Then he ma.d&,\;gﬂa.x across to the landlord

of the inn (who lived in a coftige at the back), paid
his blll and continued his journey.

When he had gone about twenty-five mﬂes,.
he stopped for the horses to be fed. Aksyonof rested
a Wwhile in the pé.sgazige of the inn, then he stepped
out into the porch, a.nd ordering a famogéar to be
heated, got out his guitar and began to play.-

Suddenly a #r4yka. (three-horsed conveyance)
drove up with tiffkling bells, and an Gfffeial alighted,
followed by two soldiers. He came to Aksyonof -
and began to question him, asking him who he -
was and whence he came. Aksyonof answered him
fully, and said, “Won’t you have some tea with
.me?” But the official went_on Cross: -gu% gtioning
him and asking him: ‘‘Where did yoﬂikl spend last
night ? Were you alone, or with a feAl W merchgmt?
Did you see the other merchant this mormng? “Why
did you leave the inn bhefore dawn ?”’

Aksyonof wopdéted why he was asked all these
" questions, but he déscribedaldl that had happened, and



God Sees the Truth but Waits 53

then added, “Why do you crossrquestion me

I were a thief or a robber? I am traveling on
business . of my own, and there is no need to
questigx{ me.’’

Then the official, calling the soldiers, said,
“I am the police dfficer of this distriet, and I
question you because the merchant with whom you
spent last night has been found swith his thygat
cut. We must search your things.”’

They entered the house. The soldiers and the
police officer ﬁnég pped Aksyonof's lﬁ'gage and
gearched it. Suddenly, the officer drew a knife out
of a l%ég, crying, ‘““Whose knife is this?"’

Aksyonof looked, and seeing a bloodstained
knife taken from his bag, he was frig;\)tined.

“‘ff&’w is it there is blood on this i;nife?”

~ Aksyonof tried to answer, but could haydly
utter a word, and only stéamimeéred: ‘‘[—I don't know
<ot mine.”’

Then the police officor said, ‘‘This morning
the merchant was found in bed with his throat
‘eut. You are the only person who could have done
it. The house was ldcked from the inside, and
no one else was there. Here is this bloodstained
knife in your bag, and your face and manner bétrag
you! Tell me how you killed him, and how much
money you stole ?"’

Aksyonof syore he had not done it; that he
had not seen the merchant after they had had tea
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together, that he had no money except eight thousand '-
o of his own, and that the knife was not his.

But "his voice was broken, his face pnke, and he

tré,gnbled with fear a3 though he were guilty. :

. The police officer orderd the soldlms to bi __nd
Aksyonof .and to put him in the. cart.  As they
tied his feet together and ﬂung him into the cart,
Aksyonof crossed himself and wept. His money and
goods were taken from him, ‘and he was sent to the
nearest town a.nd 1mpr%§'(ned there. an,}nrles as
to his chirz'ifger were made in Vladimir. Thg mer-
chants and other inhabitants of that town sdid
that in__former days he uged -to drink and wagt ste
hlS time, but that he -Was a good man. Then the’
tri % came on: he was charged with m‘g;der ng a
merchant from Ryizin, and robbing him of LWenty
thousand rubles,

His wife was in despair, and did not know
What to believe. Her children were all quite small;
one was a baby at her bréast. Taking thera all- with
her, she went to the town where her ~husband was
in jail. At first che was not allowed to see him;
but, after much begging, she obtamed permission
from the -o'ficials, and was itakén- to him. - \When
she saw her husband in prlqon ‘dress and in chaingys
shut up with thleves and crlrglga.ls, she fell dﬁn,
and did not come to her sepges for a long’ tu‘new‘
Then she drew her ‘children to her, a}d/sat down
pear him. She told him- of thmgs at home, and
'a,sked ‘ahout what had haprfened to him. He told
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ker all, and she asked, “What can we do now?’’

“We must pat txon the czar not to let an
fnnécent man pérlsh 1

" His wife told him that, she had sent a petjtion
t_o the czar, but that it had not been a%egééed '

) Aksyonof did not reply, but only looked
downedst.

Then his wife said, ‘‘It was not for nothing
[ dreamt your hair had turned gray. You remémber ?
You should not have started that day.” And passmg ,
her _fingers through his hair; she ésfuﬁ “Vanya
dearest, tell your wife the truth; was it not you
who did it ?”?

“So you, too, sis st mel”’ sa.ld Aksyonof
and, h;dmg his face  in his hands, he began to
weep. Then a soldier came to gay that the wife
and children must go away; and Aksyonof said good-
by to his family for the last time.

“When they .had gone, Aksyonof reca.l d what
had been. said, and when he réxggmbered hat his
wife also had suspected him, he said to himself,
“lbeems  that oply God. can.know ihe. truth:
it is to H1m alone We must appédl, and from Him
alone - ex:;éect qugpy. :

‘ And Aksyonof wrote no more petitions; gave
up all hope, and only prayed to God.n

Akayonof wns cdndémned to be flggged and sent
to tha-mines, So he was’ ﬂggged with a kndut. and
when the: Wounds made by the knout were heéaled, he
“was driven to 8ibétia with other convidta.
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For twenty-six years Aksyonof lived as a
oonvmt in Siberia. His hair turned white as snow,
a.nd his beard grew long, t m, and gray. All his
mi tgﬁvent he sj‘ ped; he walked slowly, spoke
little, and never laughed, but often prayed.

In prison Aksyonof learned to make hoots, and
earmed a little money, with which he bozlght Tke
Lives of the Saints. He rdad ‘this book when there
was light enough in the prison; and on Sundays
in the prison church he réad lessons and sang in the
¢hoir;, for his voice was still good.

The prison a.q&k}?ntles liked” Aksyonof for his
maéekness, and his fellow prisoners respected him: they -
catled him ‘‘Grandfather” and ‘‘The Saint.’' When
they wanted to petition the prison- authorities a.bout
anything, they always made Aksyonof their spg%es— »
man, and when there were any quarrels among the
prisoners they came fo h hlm to put things nght and
to judge the matter.

No news reached Aksyonof from, hxs home, and
he did not even know if his wife and children were
still alive. .

One day a fresh ging of convicts came to the
prison. In the evening the old prisoncrs collected
round the new ones, asked them what towns or
villages they came from, and what they were sentenced
for. Among the rest Aksyonof sat dov;vn near the
newcomers, and, listened mﬂla dgwnc@st air to what'
was said,
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One of the new convicts, a tall, strong man of
gixty, with a cloggly crgpped gray beard, was telling
the others what he had been zlrx-%é%gd for.

““Well, friends,”’ he said, ‘‘I only took a horze
that was tied to a sl d,,;‘a, and I was arrested
and a}ocuge@ of stealing. = I said I had only
taken it ‘to get home quicker, and had then
let it go; b;ggdes, the driver was a persona.l friend of
mine. So I said, ‘It’s all right.’ ‘No,’ said they,
‘you stole it.” But how or where I stole it they
could not tell. I once rgally did something wrong,
and ought, hy.r!;ghts, to have come here long ago,
but that time I was not found out. Now I have been
gent here for nothing g,tra,ll—hh but it’s lies 'm
telling you; I've been to Siberia before, but I did not
stay long.”’

‘‘Where are you from ?’’ asked some one.

‘‘From Vladimir. My family are from that
town. My name is Makar. and they also call me
Semyomteh.

Aksyonof raised his head and said: ‘“Tell me,
Semyonitch, do you know anything of the merchants
Aksyonof of Vladimir? Are they still alive ??

‘““Know them ? Of course I do. The Aksyonofs
are rich, though their father is in Siberia: msmner
like ourselves, it seems! Ag for you, Granddad, how
did you come here ?*’

Aksyonof did not like to speak of his mis-
fortune, He only sighed and said, *‘For my sins I
have been in prison these twenty-six years,”
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“‘What sing ?”’ asked Makar Semyonitch.

But Aksyonof only Sa.ld ““Well, well—I must
have degétved it !’ He would have £aid no more, but
his~ comfanions told the newéomer how Aksyonof
came to be in Siberia: how some one had killed a
merchant, and had put a knife among Aksyonof’s
thing3, and Aksyonof had been unjustly condemned.

When Makat Semyonitch heard this, he looked
at Aksyonof, sldpned his own knee, and exclaimed,
“‘Well, this is wonderful! really wonderful! But how
old you've grown, Granddad !”

The others asked him why he was so surprised,
and where he had seen Aksyonof befcre; but Makar
Semyonitch did not reply. He only said: ‘“‘It’s
wonderful that we should meet here, lids 1

These words made Aksyonof wonder whether
this man knew who had killed the merchant; so he
sud “‘Perhaps, Semyonitch, you have heard of that
l;ffa.ll‘, or maybs,you’'ve seen me before.”

“‘How could I help hearing? The World 8 full
of rumérs. But it’s long ago, and I've forgotten what
I heard.”’

‘‘Perhaps you heard who killed the merchmt 2
asked- Aksyonof.

Makar Semyonitch laughed, and replied: . “It
must have been he in whose bag the knife-was found!
If some one else hid the knife there, “He’s not a thief
till he’s catight,’ as the sﬂ.ying is. How could ‘any
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one put a knite into your bag while it was under your
head? It would surely have woke y‘ou up.”?

When Aksyonof heard these words, he felt sure
this was the man who had killed the merchant. . He
rose and went away. All that night Aksyonof lay
awake, He felt terribly unhappy, and all sorts of
ifmages roge in his mind. There was the image of -
his wife as she was.when he parted from her to go‘_
to the fair. He saw her as if she were present; her
face and her eyes rose before him; he heard her speak
and laugh. Then he saw his children, quite little,
a8 they were at that time: one with a little clggk on,
another at his - mother’'s breast. And then he
reraembered  himself as he used to be—young and
merry., He remembered how he sat playing the guitar
in the porch of the inn where he was arrested, and how
free: from cgre he had been. He saw in his mind
the place where he was flogged, the'ex gg{mner, and
the people standing around; the chains, the convicts,
all the twenty-six years of his prison life, and his
prgfoatire old age. The thought of it all made him
80 Wretehed that he was ready to kill himself. .

- “And it’s all that villain’s_doing!’’ thought
" Aksyonof. And his anger was'so great against Makar
‘Semyonitch that he lopged for vengeance, even if he
‘himself should perish for it. He kept répeating
-prayers all night, but could get no peace. During the
day he did not go near Makar Semyomtch nor even
1ook at him. :

A t‘or,tx;xght passed in this way. Aksyonof
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could not sleep at nights, and was so migerahle that he
did not know what to do,

One night as he wag walking about the prison he
noticed some earth that came rolling out from under
one of the slflwas on which the prisoners slept. He
stopped to see what it was. Suddenly Makar
Semyonitch crept out from under the shelf, and
looked up at Aksyonof with .a frightened face,
Aksyonof tried to pass without looking at him, but
Makar seized his hand and told him that he had
dig a h}élle under the wall, gettmgﬁa_nf the earth by
putting 1t into his high boots, and emptying it out

El
every day on the road when the prisoners were dnven
to their work.

““‘Just you keep quiet, old man, and you shall
get out too. If you bléé) they’ll flog the life out of me,
but I will kill you flrst » o

Aksyonof trembled with anger as he looked at
his enemy. He drew his hand away, saying: ‘I
have no wish to escape, and you have no need to kill
me ; you killed me long ago ! Aa_,tg telling of you—
1 may do so or not, 72‘(God shall dlﬁd@t

Next day, when the convicts were led- out to
work, " the cdhvoy soldiers noticed that one- or other
of the prxsoners emptied some earth out of his boots,
The prison was searched and the t’gxénql found, _The
governor ¢ame and questioned all.the | pnsonerg/to find
out who had- dug the hole. They all /déln%l any
kr&g,ml‘edge of it. Those who knew wotld not betray
Makar Semyqnitch, knong ‘he would ‘be flogged
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almost to death. At last the governor turned to
Aksyonof whom he knew to be a just man, and said:

“*‘You are a truthful old man; tell .me, before
God, who dug the hole ?°’

Mskar Semyonitch stood as 1f he were quite
unconcerned, looking at the governor and not so much
a8 glgpeing at Aksyonof, Aksyonof's lips and hands
trembled, and for a long time he could not utter a
word. He thought, ‘‘Why should L sergen him who
ruined my life? Let him pay for what I have
suffered. But if I tell, they will probably flog the life
out of him, and maybe I suspect him wrongly. And
after all, what good would it be to me ?*°

- ““Well, old man,’’ repeated the governor, ‘'tell
us- the truth: who has heen digging under the wall?’?

Aksyonof glanced at Makar Semyonitch, and
said, “I cannot say, your honor. 1t is not God's will
that T should tell! Do what you like with me; I am
in_your hands.”

. However much the governor tried, Aksyonof
would say no more, and so the matter had to be left.

That night, when Aksyonof was lying on his
bed and just beginning to dozs, some one came
quietly and sat down on his bed. He peered through
the darkness and recognized Makar.

.77 “*What more do you want (6f me ?”’ asked
Aksyonof. ‘““Why have you come here ?”?
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Makar Semyonitch was silent, So Aksyonof
gat up and said: ‘‘What do you want? Go away,
or I will call the guard !’

TE

Makar Semyomtch bent close over Aksyonof
and whispered, *‘Ivan_ Dmitritch, forgive me I’

““What for ?’’ asked Aksyonof,

“It was I who killed the merchant and hid
the knife among your things, I meant to kill you too,
but I heard a noise outside; so I hid the knife in
your bag and escaped out of the window .’

Aksyonof was. silent, and did not know ‘what
tosay. Makar Semyonitch glid off the bed-shelf and
kné%}; upon the ground, “‘Ivan Dmitritch,’’ said he, .

“forgive me! for the love of God, forgive me! I will.".
confess that it was I who killed the merchant, .and you
will be rélédsed and can go to your home.”’

“It is easy for you to talk,’’ said Aksyonof,
“but I have suffered for you these twenty-six years.
Where could I go to- now?—My wife is dead, and
my children have forgotten me. I have nowhere to go.”

Makar Semyonitch did not rise, but beat his
head -on the floor. ‘‘Ivan Dmitritch, forgive me !>’ he
cried. ‘‘When they flogged me with the knout it was
not so hard to bga.r a8 it is to see” you now—yef . you'
had pity on me and did not tell. For Christ’s y
‘forgive me, Wretch that [am!’ - And he began to‘g _&;

When Aksyonof heard. him sobbing /il_e, tdo,';
began to -weep.
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“‘God will forgive you ?*’ said he. ‘‘Maybe T am
a hundred times wgrse than you.’”” At these words his
heart grew light, and the longing for home left him.
He no_longer had any desne to leave the prison, but
only hoped for his last hour to come.

In_spite_of what Aksyonof had said, Makar
Semyonitch confessed his guilt. But when the order.
for his release came, Aksyonof was already dead. °

A WILD NIGHT AT SEA.
By C. Dickens.

Here, the winds, {rece from tlnt c%qlped
prison called the Earth, are out upon the waste of
waters. Here, roaring, raging, shrieking, hqulng,
all night long.

On, on, on, over the countless miles of angry
space roll the long heaving b;jl ws. Mountains and
caves are here, and yet are not: for what is now
the one, i3 now the other; then all is but a bo;l;ng
heap of rushmg water,

Eg@;fs‘ii‘t’ and flight, and mad return of wave on
wave, and savage struggling, ending in a spouting,
up of foam that whiténs the black night; ceaseleos
change of placs, and form, and hi; constangy in
nothing but ététnal strife !

On, on, on they roll, and darker grows the
mght and louder howl the winds, and more clamo;oﬁs
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and fierce become the million voices in the sea, When
he wild cry goes forth upon the storm, ““A ship !’ '

Onward she comes, in %la.nt combit with the
éle &nts, her tall masts trembling, and her t&mbé‘rs
sta.rtmg on the g rgfun, onward she comes—now hlgh
upon the curling billows~now low down in the hol-
Jows of ‘the sea, as if hiding for the moment from its
fary ‘and every storm-voice in the air and water
cries more loudly yet, ‘A Shlp 1"

Still she comes stngmg on: - and at her boldness
and the spreadmg cry, the angry waves rise up above-
each other’s bxgary heads to look ; and round about
the vessel, far as the magggé?s on her 8 cah
plerce into the gl om, they press upon her, forcing
each other down, and startmg up, and rushing forward
from afar, in dreadful cﬁno i'fby High over her-they
break, and round her s f e and roar; and, giving
place to others, mpamngly% part, and dish themselves
to. fraigglg)nts in their baffled anger: s 1ﬁ she comes
onWard bravely.

And though the eggé’r mﬁftltgde crowd thick a.nd
fast upon her all the night, and%awn ‘of day discovers
the untiring train yet bearing down upon the ship
in an eétefnity of troubled Water, onward she comes,
with dim lights burning in her Kill, and people there,
asleep; as if no deadly element were peering in “at
every seam and chink, and no drowned seaman’s émve,
with but a plank to cover it, Were yawning in the
unfathomable depths below. '
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THE OWL CRITIC.

By J. T. Fields. .

*Who stuffed that white ow] ?”?
No one spoke in the shop ; '
Che barber was busy, and he couldn’t stop;

The customers, waiting their turns, were all reading,
[he *‘Daily,” the “Herald > the ‘‘Post,’”” little
- heeding '

The young man who blurted out such a blunt questmn,

Not one raised a head, or even made a suggestion ;
And the barber kept on shaving.

“Don’t .you see, Mister Brown,”

Cried the youth with a frown,

“How wrong the whole thing is,

How preposterous each wing is,

How flattened the head is, how Ja,mmed down: the
neck is,~ . :

[n short, the whole owl, what an ighorant’ wreck ’tls ?

[ make no apology,

['ve learned owl-odlogy,

I’ve passed days and nights in a hundred collections,

And cannot be blinded to any deflections

Arising from unskilful fingers that fail

To stuff a bird right, from his beak to his tail.

Mister Brown! Mistér Brown!

Do take that bird down,
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Or yoix‘sﬂ be the laughing-stock all over town!?’
And the barber kept on .shaving.

“I’ve studed owls,

Aund. other night fowls,

And I tell you

What I know to be true:

An owl cannot roost

With his limbs so unloosed ;

No owl in the world

Ever had his claws curled,

Ever had his legs slanted,

Ever had his bill canted,

Ever had his neck screwed

Into that attitude,

He can’t do it, because

T is against all bird laws.

Anatomy teaches,

Ornithology preaches,

An owl has a toe

That can’t turn out so!

I've made the white owl my study four years.

And to see such a job almost moves me to tears !

Mister Brown, I’'m amazed

You should be so gone crazed

As to put up a bird

In that posture absurd !

To look at that owl really brings on a dizziness;

The man who stuffed him don’t half know his busi-
ness,’’ : ‘
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And the barber kept on.shaving,
*‘Examine those eyes!
I’m/filled with surprise
Paxidermists should pass
‘Off on you such poor glass ;
8o unnatural they seem
They’d make Audubon scream,
And John Burroughs laugh
"To encounter such chaff.
Do take that bird down !
Have him stutfed again, Brown !?? '
And the barber kept on shaving,

*‘With some gawdust and bark

T could stuff in the dark

An owl better than that.

I could make an old hat

Look more like an owl

"Than that horrid fowl,

Btuck up there so stiff like a side of coarge leather.
Tn fact, about him there’s not one natural feather.”
-Just then, with a wink and a sly normal lurch,

The owl, very gfavely, got down from his perch,
‘Walked round, and regarded his fault-finding critic
{Who thought he was stuffed) with a glance analytic,
And then fairly hooted, as if he should say,

“*Your learning’s at fault this time, any way ;
Don’t waste it again on a live bird, I pray.

T'm an ow] ; you're another. Sir Critic, good-day!”

And the barber kept on shaving.
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THE BATTLE OF THE ANTS.
By H. D. Thoreau.

One day when I went out to my woodpile, or-
rather my pile of stumps, I observed two large ants,.
the one red, the other.much larger, nearly half an-inch.
long, and black, fiercely contending with one another.
Having once got hold they never let go, but.struggled
and wrestled and rolled on the chips incessantly. Looking’
farther, I was surprised to fiud that the chips were co-
vered with such combatants, that it was not a duellum,
‘but a bellum, a war between two races of ants, the red
" always pitted against the black, and frequently two
- red ones toone black. The legions of these myrmidons*
covered all the hills and vales in my wood yard, and
the ground was already strewn with the dead and

dying, both red and black.

Tt was the only battle which I have ever yitnessed,
the only battlefield I ever trod while the battle was
raging ; internecine war, the red republicans on the
one hand, and the black imperialists on the other. On
every side they were engaged in deadly combat, yet
without. any noise that I could hear,” and human
soldiers never fought so resolutely.

I watched a couple that were fast locked in each
other’s embraces, in a little sunny valley amid the
chips, now at noonday prepared to fight till the sun
went down or life went out. The smaller red _champi-
on had fastened himself like a vice to hlsﬁdvema.ry 8
front, and through all the tumbhngs on that field néever
for an instant ceased to gnaw at one of his feelers near



The Battle of the Ants 69

the root, having already caused the other to go by the
‘board while the stronger black one dashed him from
gide to side, and, as I saw on looking nearer, had
-alre@dy divested him of several of his members. .They
fought with more pertinacity than bulldogs. Neither
manifested the least disposition to retreat. It was
evident that their battle cry was ‘‘Conger or die.”’

In the meanwhile there came along a single red

‘ant on the hillside on this valley, evidently full of
excitement, who either had dispatched his foe, or had
‘not yet taken part in the battle,—probably the latter,
for he had lost none of his limbs,—~whose mother had
“charged him to return with his shield or upon it. Or
“perchance he was some Achilles, who had mourished
‘his wrath apart, and had now come to avenge or rescue
his Patroclus.
‘ He saw this unequal combat from afar—for the
"blacks wWere nearly twice the size of the red—he drew
near with rapid pace till he stood on his guard within
half an inch of the combatants; then, watching his
“opportunity, he sprang upon the black warrior and com-
menced his operations near the root of his right fore leg,
leaving the foe to select among his own members; and so
there were three united for.life, as if a new kind of
rattraction had been invented which put all other locks
-and, cements to shame.

I should not have wondered by this time to
find that they had their respective musical bands
stationed on some eminent chip, and playing their
‘national airs the while to excite the slow and cheer
‘the dying combatants. I was myself excited some- -
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what even ag if they had been men, The more yow
think of it, the less the difference. And certainly
- there is not the fight recorded, in Concord history at.
least, if not in the history of Ameriéa, that will bear a-
moment’s comparison with this, - whether for the-
members engaged in it, ‘or for the patriotism and_
heroism displayed.

I took up the chip on which the three I ha.ve
particularly described were struggling, carried it into-
my house, and placed it under a tumbler on my
window sill in order to see the issue.  Holding a.
microscope to the first-mentioned red ant, I saw that,.
though he was assiduously gnawing at the near fore
leg-of his enemy, having severed his remaining feeler,
.his own breast was all torn away, exposing what vitals-
she had there to the jaws of the black warrior, whose-
breastplate was apparently too thick for him to pierce;
and the dark carbuncles of the sufferer’s eyes shone-
with ferocity such as war only could excite.

They struggled half an hour longer under thev
tumbler, and, when I .looked again, the black soldier:
‘had severed the heads of his foes from their bodies,
and the still living heads were hanging on either side-
of him like ghastly trophies at his saddle-bow, still
apparently as firmly fastened as ever, and he was
endeavoring with feeble struggles, being without feelers:
and with only the remnant of a leg, and I know not’
how many other wounds, to divest himself of them;-
which at length, after half an hour more, he acoom-
plished. I raised the glass, and he went -off over the
window sill in that crippled state.. -'Whether he finally
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survived that combat, and spent the remainder of his
days in some Hotel des Invalides, I do not know but
T thought that bis industry would not be worth much
thereafter. I never learned which party was victorious,
nor the cause of the war; but I felt for the rest of that
day ag if I had had my feelings excited and harrowed
by witnessing the struggle, the ferocity and carnage, of
a human battle before my door.

THE NECKLACE.
By Guy De M.a.l'lpa.ssé.nt.

She was one of those pretty and charming
girls who, as if by a mistake of destiny, are ’born
in a family of employees, She bad no dowry, mo
expectations, no means_of becoming known, un--
derstgod loved, wgdded by any rich and distinguished
man; and so she let herself be married to agpetty
clerk in the Bureau of Public Instruction.

She was simple in her dress because she could
not be elaborate, but she was as unhappy as if
she had fallen from a higher rauk, for with women
there is mno 1nher1ted distinction of higher and lower.
Their beauty, " {hieir grace, and their natural charm
fill the place of birth and family. Natural dehcac_\)‘,
mstmctlve e]egance. a lively Wlt are the ruling
forces in the somal realm, and” these make the
daughters of the common people the equals of the
finest ladies.
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She stifféred intensely, feeling herself born for
all the réfiremeénts and ld<dries of life. She suffered
from thé poverty of her home as she looked at the
dirty walls, the worn-out chairs, the ugly edftsins.
All those th;_gg of which another woman of her
sta4t10n would have been quite u“neonsclous tnr.tnrs‘é
her and made her indignant. The * séghx. of the
co&ntry girl who was_maid-of-all-work in her hiimble
household,, Q}lgd her almost with desperation.” She
drégmed of échding halls hung with Ofiental draperies
~ and lighted by tall brénze candelabra, while two tall
footmen in knee-breeches drowsed in great armchairs
by _reason of the heating St?Ve s oppressive. warmth
She dreamed of splendid parlors furnished in rare old.
silks, of qp;ﬁved cabinets loaded with priceless brrc-ar
brac, and of entradmgg little boudoirs just right for
afternoon cl;ats with bosom friends—men famous and
sought after, the énvy and the desire of all the ot}jer
women.

When she sat down to dinner at a little table
covered with a cléth three days old, and looked
across at her husband as he uncovered the oup and
exclaimed With an air of rapture, ‘‘Oh, the déljfcfiohs
stew ! IXknow nothing better than that,”’ she dreamed
of dainty dinners, of shining m}wrwdre, of tapestnes
which peopled the walls with antiqug figures /a.nd
~strange birds in fairy forests; she dreamed of delicious
viands served in wonderful dishes, of - whxspered
gallantries heard with a sphinx-like smﬂeras you eat
the pink flesh of a trout or the wing of a quail.
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She had no dresses, no jewels, nothing; and
she loved nothing else. She felt made for that alone.
She W@s filled with a desire to please, to be e Vled
to bg ‘bewitching and sought after. She had a nch
friend, a former schoolmate at the cofivent, whom
she no longer wished to visit because she suffered
80 much when she came home. For whole days at a
time she wept without ceasmg in bltterness and
‘hopeless mlsery.

Now, one evening her husband dame home with a
'tuumpha,nt air, holdmg in his hand a large envelope.

‘“There,’’ sald he, “‘there is something for
you.*?

She quickly tgre bpen the paper and drew out
a printed cird, bearing these words:—

‘“The Minister of Public Instruction and Mme.
Georges Rém/pounegg request the honor of % and
Mme. Loisél’s company at the palace of the Mlmstry,
‘Monday evening, January 18th.”

Instead of being overcome with delight, as her
husband expected, she threw the invitation on the
- table with disdain, mdrmiiring:

““What do you wish me to do with that?”’

‘“Why, my dear, I thought you would be
‘pleased. You never go out, and this is such a fine
opportunity! I had %*yggul trouble in getting it.
Every one wants to go; it is very select, and they
are not giving many invitations to clerks. You will
see all the official world.”
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She looked at him with irritation, and said,
Jmpat}ently.

"“‘What do you expect me to put on my back
if I go?”’

He had not thought of that,  He stammered:

~ “Why, the dress you go to the théatér in. It
seems all right to me.’?

‘He stopped, stupefied, distracted, on seeing that
his wife was crying. Two great tears descended slowly
from the corners of her eyes toward the corners of her
mouth. He stuttered:

‘““What’s the matter? What’s the matter 2’

By a violent effort she sub uad her feelings
and replied in a ci}m voice, as ‘she Wiped her wet
cheeks:

‘‘Nothicg. Only I have no dress and con-
sequently I cannot go to this ball. = Give your
invitation to some frlend whose wife has better clothes
than 1.7’

He was in despair, but began agaiﬁ:

““Let us see, Md@fldé How much would it
cost, a suitable dress, which you could wear again on
future MO%mns, something very simple ?’’

She reflected for some seconds, comp tmg jrhe
cost, and also wondering what sum she could ask
without bringing down vpon herself an /lmme iate
refusal and an astonished exclamation from “the
econdmlcal clerk.
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At last she answered hesitatingly :

“T don’t know exactly, but it seems to me that
with four hundred fregpgs I could manage.”’

He turned a trifle pale, for he had been saving
just that sum to buy a gun and ¢reat himself to a
little hunting trip the following summer, in the
country near Nﬁ’ﬁggrre, with a few friends who went
there to shoot larks on Sundays. .
“However, he said: .
“Well, I think I can give you four hundred
france. But see that you have a pretty dress.’”’

The day of the ball drey near, and Madame
Loisel seemed sad, restless, anxious. Her dress was
ready, however. Her husband said to her one
evening: '

‘‘What is the matter? Come, now, you've been
looking queer these last three days.”’

And she replied:

““It worries me that Ihave no feWels, not a.
single stone, nothing to put on. I shall look wrétched

enough. T would almost rather not go to this party.’”’
" ‘He answered: ‘

““You might wear natural flowers. They are
very fashionable this season. For ten francs you can
~ get two or three magnificent roses.”

She was not convinced.

“‘No; there is nothing more hﬁrgf%féﬁng than:
to look poor among a lot of rich women.
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But her husband cried:

‘“‘How stupid you are! Go and {find your
friend Madame Féféstier and ask her to lend you
some jewels. You are intimate enough with her
for that.”

‘She uttered a cry of joy.

*‘Of course. I had not thought of that.”

The next day she went to her friend’s house
and told her dfs't‘x;b’ess. '

_Madame Torestier went to her handsome
wu@ge, took out a large casket, brought it back,
opened it and said to Madame Loisel:

*‘Choose, my dear.”

She saw first of all some bracelets, then a pearl
necklace, then a Vengtiin cross of gold set with
‘precious stones of wonderful workmanship. She tried
on the ornaments before the glass, hegitated, could not
make up her mind to part with the q;f to give them
back. She kept asking:

“*You have nothing else ?”’

“Why, yes. But I do not know what will
‘please you.*” : .

. All at once she discovered, in a black sifin
box, a splendid dl'a.mdr%_d necklace, and her h%eiért
began to beat 'th& i

bonn wi undless desire. Her hands
o mbled as she took it. She fastened it-around her
t roat, over her high-necked dress, and stood Jost
~In ecstasy as she looked at herself,
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Then shé'asked, hesitating, full of énéigfj :

*‘“Would you lend me that,—only that?’

“Why, yes, certainly.” ‘

She sprang upon the neck of her friend,
embraced her rapturously, then fled with her treasure.

The day of the ball arrived. Madame Loisel
was a success. She was prettier than all the others,
elegant, gracious, smiling, and crazy with joy. All
the men stired at her, asked her name, tried to be

introduced. ’ All the cabinet officials wished to waltz
with her.. The minister noticed her.

She danced with delight, with passion, in-
toxicated with pleasure, forgetting all in the triumph
-of her beauty, in the glory of her success, in a sort of
mist of happiness, the result of all this homage, all this
admiration, all these awakened desires, this victory se
complete and so sweet to the heart of woman.

She left about four o’clock in the morning., Her
husband had been dbgfiﬁx;\g gince midnight in a little
' déaé’rged anteroom with three other gentlemen, whose
) S . .
wives%vere having a good time.

He threw about her shoulders the szé,p§,which

he éﬁé[brought for her to go out in, the mddest wm};;
_ V0
of common life, whose poverty cbgt&a.sted sharpl.y wi .
the elegance of the ball dress. She felt: this, an
wished to escape, that she might not be notlcefl by th?
other women who were wrapping themselves in coptly
firs. -
Loigel held her back.
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‘*Wait here, ybu will catch cold outside. I will_
go and find a cib.”?

But she would not listen to him, and rapidly
descended the stairs. When they were at last in the street,
they oould find no carriage, and began to look for one,
hailing the cabmen tPey saw passing at a distance.

They walked down toward the Seine in despair,
sh;gé‘gmg with the cold. At last they found on the
quay one of those ancient nocturnal cabs that one sees
in Paris only after dark, as if they were ashamed to
display their wretchedness during the day.

They were put down at their door in the Ruf
Jes Ma.rt;;rs and sadly mounted the stéps to their
apartments. It was all over, for her. And as for-
him, he reflected that he must be at his office at ten
o'clock. '

She took off the wraps which covered her
shoulders, before the mirxdr, so as to take a final look
.at herself in all her glory.  But suddenly she uttered a
cry. She no longer had the necklace about her neck!

Her husband, already half _ undressed, inquired:
‘“*What is the matter?’’
She turned madly toward him.

“I have—I have—I no longer have Mada.me
Forestier’s necklace,

He stood up, dlstriéhtéd.

*“What!—how!—it is impossiblel’’
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They looked in the folds of her dress, in the
folds of her cloak, in the pockets, everywhere. They
could not find a trace of it,

/ He asked:
“*You are sure you still had it when you left the
ball?”?
““Yes, I felt it on me in the vestibule at the
palace.”’ :
*‘But if you had lost it in the street we should
have heard it fall. It must be in the cab.”’
“Yes. That’s proba.ble; Did you take the
number ??
‘*No. And you, you did not notice it ?*?
“NO."
They looked at each other thunderstruck. At
last Loisel put on his clothes again. _
‘I am going back,” said he, ‘‘over every foot
of the way We came, to see if I cannot find it.”’
So he started. She remained in her ball dress

without strength to go to bed, sitting on a chair, with
no fire, her mind a bl_é.’nk. :

Her husband returned about seven o’clock. He
had found nothing.
: He went to police headquarters, to the
newspapers to offer a reward, to the cab companies,
everywhere, in short, where a ti'a,ce of hope led him.

She watched all day, in the same state of blank
despair before this frightful disaéter.
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Toisel returned in the évening with cheeks
hollow and pale; he had found ngthing.

‘‘You must write to your friend,” said he,
“‘that you have broken the clasp of her necklace and
that you are having: it repaired. It will give us tlme
to turn around.”

She wrote as he dictated.

At the end of a week they had lost all hope.

And Loisel, looking five years older, declared:

*‘We must consider how to repla.pe the necklace,’?

~ The next day they took the box which had con-
tained it, and went to the place of the jeweller whose
name they found inside. He co'ngﬁ%}%d his books.
“‘It was not I, madame, who sold the necklace ;
I must simply have furnished the casket.” '

Then they went from jeweller to jeweller, look-
ing for an ornament like the other, copsulting their
memories, both sick with grief and a.nguish

. They found, in a shop at the Palu Iéo_va.l a
strmg of d1an¥>§gs whmh seemed to them exa.ctly
what they were lookmg for. It was worth forty

thousand francs., They could have it for thirty-six
thousand.

So they begged the jeweller not to sell it for
three days. And they made an arrangement ' that ke
should take it back for thiity-four thousand franpes if
the other were found before the end of February.

Loisel had eighteen thousand francs which his.
father had left him. He would borrow the rest.
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He did borrow, asking a thousand francs of one,
five hundred of another, five lofiis here, three louis
there. He gave notes, made ruinous engiggments, dealt
with usurers, with all the tril_)e of money-leﬁdé}s. He com?
promiged the rest of his life, risked his signature
without knowing if he might not be involving :l)is
honor, and te?fi'fi-ed by the anguish yet to come, by the
black misery about to fall upon him, by' the prospect
of every phygical privation and every n;g{ltgl torture,
he went to get the new necklace, and ]aid'tfav;n on theé
dealer’s counter. thirty-six thousand francs;

"~ When Madame Loisel took the necklace back to
Madame Forestier, the latter said coldly:

. ““You should have returned it sooner, for I
might have needed it.” o .

She did not open-the. case, to the relief of her
friend. If she had détéfted the substitutjon, what
would she have thought ? What would she have said ?

Would she have taken her friend for a thief?

., Madame Loisel now knew the horrible life of the
néedy. But she er_part heroically, They must
piy this frightful debt. 'She would pay it. They
dilvsx%iv sed their 1%?' ; they gave up their room; they
ret&ed another, under the roof.

She came to know the drudgery of housework,
the odious labors of the kitchen. She washed the
dishes, staining her rosy ngils on the greasy pots and
the bottoms of the saugépyns. She washed the dirty
lingn, the shirts and the dishcloths, which she hung
to dry on a line ; she carried the garbage down to the
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street every morning, and carriedup the water, stopping
at each landing to rest. And, dressed like a woman ‘of
_the people, she went to the fruiterer’s, the grgégt 8, the
but/c;:gr 8, her basket on her arm, baréammg, abﬁsmg,
defending gou by sou her migérable money.

- Each month they had to pay some nofes, rénséw
others, obtain more time.

The husband worked every evening, n tly foot-
ing up the anmnn.%;ggks of some tradesman, ax‘id often
far into the night he sat copying mzingscupt at five
sous a page.

And this life lasted ten years,

At the end of ten years they had paid every-
thing—everything, with the exactions of ugury and
the accumulations of compound interest.

Madame Loisel seemed aged now. She had
become the woman of impoverished households,—strong
and hard and rough. With hair half cdmbed, with
skirts awry, and réddened hands, she talked loud as
she washed the floor ‘with great swxghes -of water. But
gsometimes, when her husband was *at the office, she
sat down near the window and thotght of that evening
at the ball so long ago, when she had been so beautiful
and so admired.

What would have happened if she had not lost
that necklace? . Who knows, who knpows? How
strange life is, how changeful! How little a thin
needad for us to be lost or to be saved!
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-But one Sunday, as she was going for a walk
in ‘the Qhé.gma__%:eﬂ to réi;é’ $h herself after the
labors of the week, all at once she saw a woman walking
wit;lh/:( child. It was Madame Forestier, still young,
stilk beautiful, still charming.

Madame Loisel was agitated. Should she speak
to hexr? Why, of course. And now that she had paid,
she would tell her all. 'Why not?

She drew near.
. ~ -z
.*Good morning, Jéanné.”

The other, astonished to be addressed so
familia.rly by this woman of the people, did not
réeognize her. She stammered :

‘‘But—madame—I do not know you. You
must have made a mistake.?’

*‘No, [ am—Mathilde Loisel.’”
Her friend uttei'ed a ery.
“*Oh! my poor Mathilde, how changed you are!?’

““Yes, I have had days hard enough since I

saW you, days wretched enough ——and all because of
you!?’

““Me? How go?”’

*“You remember that necklmce of diamonds that
you-lent me to wear to the mlmst’énal hall??’

“Yes, Wells”’
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““Well, I lost it.”
‘‘How can that be? . You returned it to me.”’
“I returned to you another exactly like it.
These ten years we've been paying for it.. You know
it was not easy for us, who had nothing. At last it
is over, and I am very glad.”
Madame Forestier was etunned
“You gay that you bought a diamond necklace
to replace mine ;*’
“**Yes; you did not notice it, then? - They were
Just alike.”’
And she smiled with a proud and naive pleasure,
. Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took both
her hands. : v
““Oh, my poor Mathilde! Why, my necklace
was paste. It was worth five hundred francs at most.”?

COMPANIONSHIP OF BOOKS.
By S. Smilus.

A man may usually be ‘known by ‘the hooks he
readsas well as by the company he keens for there is
a, companionship of books{as well as of men ;-and one
should always live in the best company, whether it be -
of borks or of men.

A good book may be among the best of friehds.
It is the same to day that it always was, apd it will
never change, It is the most patient and cheerful ‘of
companions. It does not turn its- back supon us in time
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of ddyefgity or distréss. Tt always receiyes us with the
same kindness; amiising and instrijcting us in youth,
and cdﬁifdrting and cénsoling us in age.

Men often discover their £Hfinity to each other
by the love they have each for a book—just as two
persons sometimes discover a friend by the admirition
which both have for a third. There is an old proverb,
**Love me, love my dog.’” But there is more wi"s/dgm
in this: - *'Love me, love my .book.”’ ‘The book is a
truer and higher bdnd of iMion. Men can think, feel,
and gynipathize with each other through their favorite
author. ~ They live in him together, and he in them.

““Books,”” said Hazlitt, ‘‘wind into the heart;

the poet’s vérse slides in the cgn;gnt of our blood. We

“ read them when young, we remember them when old.
We read there of what has happened to others, we
feel that it has happened to ourselves. They are to

be ‘had everywhere cheap -and good. We breathe
but the air of books.”’ :

" A good book is often the best trn of a life énghrin-
ing the best that life could think out; for the warld, of a
man’g life is; fQLj;hafmost part, but the world of his
thoughts. Thus the best books are tressuries of good
words,the golden thoughts, which, remembered and
ohdtished, become our constant companions and com-
forters. ‘‘They are never alone,”’ said Sir _Philip’
Si'&;xgjr,‘ “‘that are accompanied by noble thoughts.”
~The good and true thought may in times of témpt_a}éiop
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be ag an angke{ of mérey purifying and gua.rdmg the
goul.. It also enshrines the ger;ns of actlon, for good
words almost always ipspire to good works.

‘Books pogsess an ésgénce of ifzimértél/fty. They
are by far the most lasting products of hl_l_IQa._n_,g.ﬁQLt
Temples and sta&ggs déeay, but books sirvive. Time
is of 0 with great - thoughts, which are as
fresh to- da.y as when they f:rat‘mssed through their
authors’ mmds, ages ago. What was tl;ﬂen said and
thought stnll speaks to us as v,;vxdly a8 ever from the
printed page. The only effect of time has been to Blft
- out the bad products; for nothing in literature can
long surv,ive.ggjﬁwhat is really good.

Books introduce us-into the best sqgjety ;. they
bring us into the presence. or the greatest xgglgs’that
have ever lived.- We hear what they said and did;
we see them as if they were réally - alive; we
sympathize with them, enjoy with them, grieve with
them; their experience becomes ours, and we feel as
if we were jn a measure actors with them in the
gcenes which they dekcribe,.

The great and good do not .die even in this
world, Embgrmed in books. their spirits walk sbrgad,
The book is a living voice, 1t isan intélléet to whxgh"’
one still listens, Herce we n ain under the
1n£]gence of the great men of old. The lmpegla}—
intellects of the world are as much alive now as they

Werp ages ago,
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RAMESH’S LETTER TO KAMALA.

Dearest—You must not regird this form of
addregs as a mere épiégéjg,ry cdnvgr};ion, Kamala,
I sheould never address you as ‘‘dearest’’ were you
net & /t;stlli the person whom I love most in the
world. If you have én érgaiyﬁed any dopbte—if I
have ever wounded your feelings, may the fact,that
in_all sibeerity I address you as ‘‘dearest’” djfsipate
thoge doubts and assuage the pain of those wounds
for ever!

What need to éplaxée_on this? Much of
my b}glgﬁiigﬁr in the past must have pained you.
If in your heart you indiet me for that, /the chargg
is ope that I cannot refute,I can only rél] étate that
you are my dearest, and that there is none for
whom I cherish the same #féetion. This may not
be a complete dége:gce for -:31 my shor’r&;gomings
of behaviour, but it is the only one that I can offer.
8o, Kamala, in addressing you as ‘‘dearest’’ I draw,
the sponge over all our doubt-infested ipast) and lay.
the foundations of our future love. Believe me,
I have no thought for any one. but you,and you
are indeed my ‘‘dearest,”” If you are once firmly
eo:n’,av;ébed of this, doubts and questionings may be
finally get at rest.

I would ask you next if I have won  your
] ove or not, but I dare not ask that. Love prc);;gé)ts
zthe question a.nd I do not for &m%&nt doubt that
one day it will be answered. No words will be
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uttered, but heart. will speak to heart; it is my
love for you that gives me this éssﬁrance. I do not
bpast myself worth of you, but I feel that my adératlon
cannot be in vain. .
I fully réalife that this letter reads like a
la.l%oured composition  and for that reason I have
Aan 1mpg13 toﬂt ar it up; but it is 1mposs1ble for
me yet to write a letter that will truly express my
feelings.  After all, -letters are things that two"
persons - must ‘interchange. In the first letter of a
geries the writer can hardly give true éxpréssion to
his sgntiménts. When our tWo minds are in fall
cémmuhion then I shall be able to write to you
letters’ that are real letters. Only when the doors
on both sides of a room are open, can the wind blow
* through it freely. '
Kamala, dearest, when shall I find the door

of your heart ? o
All this, will come to frui‘tion slowly. and
haste would defeat its own pgx;yose I shall reach
Ghagipuf on the morning of the day after you
receive this. I bgg that I may find you in our
house - on my arréval We have been long h')meless
and I can endugg this life no longer. Now at last
I look forward to crossing our own threghold and
behoqung in the queen of my heart the mistress
of ‘my house. That moment will be our secand

ausmcflous look,”’

Do you remember our Hirst on that moon-‘
light night by the river-side on the lonely sand-
bank—under the open_sky, without the séniblince



Friendship 89

of a roof over our hea.dq and no parents or relations
to préside over the oérémdny 7

Tt .seems unreal to me, like a dream. And
so I afdantly #ntidipate another “‘auspicious look’’
in the clear cilm light of morning surrounded by
four walls and sqlid réifity. Your sweet smiling
face £ arfed in our own doorway, will for ever remain
enshrined. in ‘my memory. It is a plcture that I
Tong to beh%ld Dearest, I am a sﬁ pliant at the
gnte of ‘your heart; do not send me _empty aWay!
Your dqufed.—Ramesﬁ.

FRIENDSHIP.
AN ESSAY.
(From Old Testament.)

Sweet words will multiply a- man’s friends
and a fair-speaking tongue will multiply courtesies.
Let those that are at peace with thee be many;
but thy counsellors one of -a -thousand. If thou
wouldest get thee a friend, get him by proving,
and be not in hdste to trust him. = For there is
a friend that is go for his own occasion, and he will
not continue in the day of thy affliction. And there
is a friend that turneth to enmity ; and” he will
discover strife to thy reproach. And there is a
‘friend that is a companion at the table, and he
“will not continue in the day of ‘thy . affliction;
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and in thy prosperity he will be as thyself, and will
be bold over thy servants; if thou shalt be brought
low, he will be against thee, and will hide him-
gself from thy face. Sepa.ra.t:e thyself from thine
enemies; and beware of thy friends. A faithful
friend is a strong defence; and he that hath found
him hath found a treasure. There is nothing that
can be taken in exchange for a faithful friend ; and
his excellency is beyond price. A faithful friend
is a medicine of life; and they that fear the Lord
shall find him, He that feareth the Lord directeth
his friendship aright; for as he is, so is his
~ neighbour also.

Ly
THE PYGMIES

A Great while ago, when the world was full
of wonders, there lived an earth-born Gf’éat named
Antaets, and a million or more of cg’is)tus little
earth-born people, who were called Pygmies. This
Giant and these Pygmies being children of the same
mother (that is to say, our good old Grandmother
Earth), were all brét;l}rfn, and -dwelt together in a
very friendly and sffectionate manner, far, far off, in-
the- middle of hot Africa. The Pygmies were so
small, and there Were so many sandy deserts and
such high mountains between them and the rest of
mankind, that nobody could get a peep at them
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oftener than once in a hundred years. As _for the
Giant, being of a very lofty statu)ge, it was easy
enough to see him, but’ safest to keep out of
his sight.

" Among the Pygmies, I suppose, if one of them
grew to the helght of six or eight inches he was
réekoned a prﬁdl o%s]y tall man. It must have been
very pretty to behold their little cities, with streets
two or three feet wide, pa‘%{ed with the smallest
pébbles, and bérdeéred by habitg.,{tions, about as big
as a =qu1 8 cage. The king 8 palace attained to
the smpéégous magmtude of Pérlwmkle 8 baby-house,
and stood in the centre of a spa.cmus square, which
could hardly have been covered by our heirth-rig.s
Their principal temple, or cathedral, was as lofty
as yonder huredu, and was looked upon as a
wonderfully siflifie and magnificent édifice. Al
these structures were built neither of stone nor wood.
They were ngatly plastéred together by the Pygmy
workmen, pr%tty much like bird’s nests, out of
stra feat}ngrs, eggshells, and other small blts of
stliﬁ with stﬂ}g (i}g.y instead of mdrt;ﬂmr, and ‘when
1he hot sun had dried them they were just as sung
and comfortable as a Pygmy could desire. vl

The co%ltry round abnu.t was co’n\;ement]y laid % #
Q!L in fields, the largest of which, was nearly of
the same ext n; ag one of Sweet Fern’s flower beds.
Here the Pygmles used to plant wheat and other
kindsof gr§ n, which, when it grew up and ripéned,
9yershadOWed these tiny people as the pines, and
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the = oaks, and the W%}%“& and, chés,t;’lgt trees
rrver;‘ha.dow you and me, when we walk in our own
tr ts of woodland,; At ha.r 7ést.-time they were fggced
to go " with their little a,xes and cut down the grain,
exactly as a woodclitter makes a cleari ng in the
forest ; and when a sta]k of wheat, W1th its -
overbjgrdened top, c@ggced to come c;ggh g down'
upon an unfortunate Pygmy, it was apt to be a
very sad affair. lf it did ‘not smash him a.ll to
pieces, atb least I am.sure, it must have made the poor -
little fellow’s .head a%m And oh, my - stars! if
the fathers and. mothers were o small, what must
the children and babies have been? A whole family
of them might have been put fo bed in a shoe, or
have crept into an old, glove, and- played at hide
and seek in its thumb and fingers. You might have
hidden a year-old baby under a thlmbla, )

Now these fuggg’ Pygmles. as I told you before,
had a Giant for .their nexghbour and brother, who
was bigger, if possible, than they were little. He
was so very tall that he carried a pine-tree, which
was eight feet through the butt, for a walking-stick.
It took a far;sighted Pygmy, I can eataaufe you, to
dlsqérg his summit without the help of a telescope ;
and sometimes, in mlsty weather, they could not
gsee his gpper “half, ﬁﬁut only his long legs, whmh
geomned to be stnglg)g about, by themselves. But
at noonday, in a clear at’mdsphere, when the sun
shone brightly over him, the Glant Anfa.eus presentefl
 very grand spéctacle. There he used to stand, 4
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perfect mountain of a_man, with his great countén-
ance smiling down upon his little brothers, and his
one vast eye (which was as big as a cart-wheel, and
placed right in the centre of his forehead) giving a
friendly wink fto the whole nation at once.

The Pygmies loved to talk with Antaeus;
and lifty times a day, one or another of them .would
turn ub his head, and shout through the hollow of
his fists, ‘‘Halloo, brother Antaeus! - How are you
‘my good fellow?” and when the small, distant
squank of their voices reached his ear, the Giant
would make answer, ‘‘Pretty well, brother Pygmy,
I thank you,” in a thunderous rogr that would have
shaken down the walls of their strongest temple, only:
that it came from so far aloft.

It was a happy ciré?lin;ﬂgince, that Antaeus was
the Pygmy people's friend; for there was more
streggth‘ in his little finger_.than in ten million of
such bodies as theirs. If he had been as ill-n%tured
to them, as he was to everybody else, he might
have beaten down their biggest city at one lgﬂbk,
and hardly have known that he did it. With the
térnado of his breath, he could hwve s@&fpped the
roofs " from a hundred dwellings, and sent thousands
of the inhabitants whi{l{ipé through the air. He

- - %y b/
might have set his imlgtglgse foot upon a ml"lftt_lt{lde;
and when he took it up again there would have been
a pitiful sight,to be sure. But being the son of
Mother Earth, as they likewise were, the Giant gave
them his brotherly kindness, and loved them with
as big a love as it was possible to feel for



94 The Pygmies

crépiiites o very small. And, on their parts, the
Pygmies loved Antaeus with as much affection as
their tiny hearts could hold. He was "l.lways ready
to do them any good offices that his poyger ;
-a8, for example, when they wanted a‘br . to turn’
their Wmd-mllgs, the Giant would set all the gaile
grgﬁl\ng with the mere natural resplrafmn of his
Iﬂngﬂa._ When the sun was too hot, he "oftén sat
himselE down, and let his ‘shadow fall over the
kingdom, from one frontiér to the other; ; and as for
matters -in general, "he. was wise enough to lét
them alone, and leave the Pygmies to mindge their
own affairs—which, after all, is about the best thing
that great people can do for little ones.

In short, asIsaid hefore, Antaeus loved the
Pygmies, and the Pygmies loved Antaeus. - The
Giant’s life being as long as his body was large,
while that lifetime of a Pygmy was but a sp&’ﬁx
this: friendly mtéi'couge had beeh going on' for
inntimerable generations and a.ges. It was written
“about in the Pygmy hlstorles, "and talked about in
their ancient traditiops. The most véfgzable and
white-bearded Pygmy had never heard of a time,
even in his greatest Wk grandfather’s days, when the
Giant was not their éndfmots friend.  Once, to be
sure (as was récordeéd on an Obligk, three feet
high, erected on the place of the cafagh rOphé), Antaeus
sat down upon about flVe thousand Pygmles who'
Were é.sseinbled.} at a mxhta.ry réview. But this was
one of those unlucky .#efidents for-Which nobody
is to blame; so that the:small folks never took_ it
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to_heart,/and only requested the Giant to be careful
for ever afterwards to examine the aéte of ground
Where he inténded to squat himself. -

Tt is a very pleasant picture to imagine Antaeus
stardding among the Pygmies, like the sgzg of the
tallest cathedral that ever was built, while they
ran about like pisfgires at his feet; and to think
that, in spite of their "difference in_gize, there were
affection and sympathy between them and him!
Indeed, it has always seemed to me, that the Giant
needed the little people more than the Pygmies
needed the Giant, For, unless they had been his
neighbours and well-wishers, and, as We may say,
his playfellows, Antacus would not have had a
single friend in the world. No other being like
himself had ever been ereafgd. No creature of his
own gize had ever talked with him, in thunder-
like ée'o,én;.s face to face. When he stood with his
head among the clouds he was quite alone, and
had been so for hundreds of years, and would be
soforever. Even if he had met another Giant, Antaeus
would have fancied the world not big enough for
two such wvast persogages, and, instead of being
friends with him, would have fought him till
one of the two was killed. But with the Pygmies
he was the most spértive and hamorous, and merry-
hearted, and sweet-tempered old Giant that ever
kvwhed his face in a wet cloud.

His little friends, like all other small people,
bad a great Spinion of their own importance, and used
to agsume quite a pﬁtiénﬁing air towards the Giant.
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_ “‘Poor creature!’? they said ome to another.
“He has a very djl time of it, all by himself;
and ;v;e ought not “fo gr,gdge wéﬁing a little of
our parcious time to amuse him. He is not Imlf
8o Qgig}) a8 We are, to be sure; and, for that
reason, he needs us to look after his comfort and
happiness, Let us be kind to the old fellow. Why,
if Mother Earth had not been very kind to ourselves
we might all have been Giants too.’’

On all their holidays the Pygmies had
excellent spgrt with Antaeus. He often: strefched
himself out,at full length,on the ground, where he_
looked 1like the long ridge of a hill; and it was
a ggod hour’s walk, no doubt, for a short-legged -
Pygmy to journey from head to foot of the Giant. '
He would la.y,down his - great hand flat on:the
grass, and chillénge the tallest of them to clfmber
upon it, and striddle from <finger to finger,” Sa
fearless were they, that they made nothing of creeping
in among the fglds of his g@;_ménts. - When his
head lay sidewise on the earth, they would ma.
boldly up, and peep into the great ea.v rn of
mouth, and take it all asa ]Gkg (as mdeed it was
meant) when Antaeus gave a ‘sudden & p with
his Ji{vs, a8 if he were going to swa,now fifty
of them at once. You would have laughed to see.
the children dodg@g in and out among his hair or.
qugm from hls beard. It is impossible to tell
half the funny trigks that they played with their
huge comrade; but I do not know-that anything
Was more curious than when a party of boys were seen
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runnihg races on his forehead, to try which of
them could get first round the circle of his one great
eye. It was another favourite fa@t with them to march
along tHe bridge of his nose, and jump down upon his
upper lip.

If the truth must be told, they were sometimes
as troublesome to the Giant as a swarm of #nts or
mosqugoeb, especially as they had a fondnéss” for
mischief, and liked to p ﬁ(}k his skin with t )en' little
swords and l4nces, to see how thick and toggh it was.
But Antaeus took it all kindly enough; although, once
Mhi_g, when he happened to be sleépy, he w0u1d
griimble ottt a pgeglsh word or two, like the muggemng*
of a“t%ngtjst and ask them to haM,nﬂ_ﬂb their
nénggglgg A great deal oftener, however, ‘he watched
their méruxgent and g&thbdls until his huge, heavy,
elliimsy wits were completely stirred up by them; and
then would he rdar out such a tr%endous vgliime of
immeasurable lalighter that the whole nation of
Pygmies had to put their hands to their ears, else it
would certainly have dea.iéped them,

“Ho! ho! hol” 91_}293 the Giant, shé%léing his
mountainous sides. ‘‘What a funny thing it is to be
little!. Tf T were not Antaeus, I should like to be a
Pygmy, just for the joke’s sgke.” '

The Pygmies had {puf one thing to trouble
them in the world. They were constantly at war
with the cranes, and had always been so, ever since
the long-lived Giant could remember. From time
to time very terrible battles had been fought, in
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which sometimes the little men won the victory, and
gsometimes the cranes. According to some hi ton-
ans, the Pygmies used to go to the battle mou nted
on the backs of gqp*ts and rams; but such animals
as these must have been far too: big for Pygmies to
~ride upon ; so that, I rather suppose, they rode on
squirrel-back, or rabbit-back, or rit bgck or perhaps
got upon hedge 088, whose pr ekly q 5113 would be
very terrible to the enemy. HOWeVer this mlght be,-and
whatever creatures the Pygmies rode upon, I do not
doubt that they made a fégfﬂi@able appearance, -
d with sword and - spear, and bow and arrow,
bloying their. tiny trdmp, bgts, a.nd shoutmg their little
warcry.. ' They never failed to t one another to
_ fight bravely, and recéllget that the world had its eyes
up0'1 them ; although, in simple truth, the only
Spé {tator was the Giant Antaeus, with his one great,
stub;é& eye in the middle of his forehead. '

When the two armies joined - battle, the ‘
cranes would rush forward, fléppmg yhe1r wings .
and stretching out their necks, and would perhaps
.sna‘tclk up some of the Pygmies cros wise. in
their ks, Whenever this happened it = was:
truly -an "~ awful spectacle, to see those little men
of might k1q§ g and spra.wléng in the air, a.nd
at last disappearing down the crane’s long crgo
ed thsgat swa.IIOWed up alive. A hero, you know,
must  hold hlmself in rea% ss for any/kmd of
fatg ; and- doubtless the glory of the t‘hmg was a
odnsdlation to him, even in the crane's gizzard. If
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Antaeus observed that the battle was going hard
against his little aulgﬁ he genera,lly stopped laughmg.
and ran with mlle-long gtrides to their ass,lsta.nce.
flatirj shmg his clg‘b aloft and shouting at the cranes,
wh(;}vﬁck ced, and crgg.lggd and retrgted as fast as
they could. Then the Pygmy army would march
homeward in triumph, éttnﬁtiﬁmg the victory, entirely
to their own vilolir, and to the warlike skill and
strﬁtggy of who@sge‘ﬁer ha.ppened to’ be captain-
general: for a tedjors Whmle after Wards nothing would
be hea.rd _of, but gra.nd process ns, and public
batlg éts, a.nd brilliant 1llum1n ttx,ons, and shows of
w%wé‘rk ‘with likengsges of the distinguished oﬂicers :
as small as life,

In the above described warfare, if a Pigmy
chanced to plggk out a crane’s tail-feather, it proved
a very great featﬁer in his cidp. Once or twice, if
you will believe me, a little man was made chief ruler -

of the nation for no other mé_’r,lt in the World than
bringing home such a feather.

But T have now said enough to let you see what
a’ %t little people these were, and how happily
they and their forefathers, for nobody : knows how"
‘many genergtions, had lived with the immeagnrable
Giant Antaeus. In the remaining part of the story I
shall tell you of a_far more astonishinz battle than

any that Was fought between the Pygrmes a1 d the
“Gtanes. . .

— Qne day the mighty Antaeus was 16&' gat full
length among his little fricnds, His pine-tree walking
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stick lay on the ground, close by his side. His head

'was in one part of the kingdom, and his feet ext{éd.ed

across the boundaries of another part; and he was
taking whatever comfort, he could get . while the
Pygmies scrg&mb]ed over him, and ‘pé‘gpigd into his
cdvéfgoﬁs mouth, and played among his hair. - Some-
times, for a minute or two, the Giant dropped asleep,
and snd *ed like the i;gsh o'ff:‘z whirlwind. During one
of these little bits of slimbér a Pygmy chanced to
climb upon his shoulder, and took a -}@%W round the
hérizon, as frem the summit of a hill; ‘and he beheld
gsomething, a long Way off, which ‘made him r{b. the

- bright spéck of his eyes, and look sharper than before.
At first hewmivsgg’gg; it for 2 mountain, and wondered

how it had grown up so suddenly out of the earth.:
But soon he saw the mountain move. As it came
nearer and nearer, what should it turn out to be?l;@t a
human shape, not so big as Antaeus, ‘it' is . trae,
although a very enormdus figure_in comparison with
Pygmies, and a vast deal bigger than the men whom
We-8ee néwadays,

When the Pygmy was quite satisfied that his
eyes had not deceived him, he;g‘gégﬁpé’red‘ as fast as his
legs would, carry him: to th/e vGi,ant’s ear, and sﬁ?;ping
over its ciyity, shouted ﬂﬂ!if(llg into it — A

*‘Halloo, brother Antaeus! Gét up this minute,
and take your pine-tree walking-stick in your hand.’

Here comes another Giant to have a tg’}sgl with you.”
“R3%, pohl” griimbled Antacus, Snly balf

awake. ‘‘None of -your ‘non'&’z"egse, my little fellow!
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Donft you'see I'm sleepy. There is not a.'Gia;nt on
earth for whom I would take the trouble to get up.”?

Bat the Pygmy looked again, and now glv/ed
that e stranger was coming directly towr::ss the
prifirite form of Antaeus. With every step he looked
less like a blue mountain, and more like an immensely
large man. He was soon so {mgh,tha.t there -eould be
no possible mxsta.ke about the matter, There he was,
with the sun flaﬁ,ung on his golden hglfét. and flash-
ing from his psiished breastplate; he had a sword by
his side, and a’lion’s skjn over his back, and on his
right shoulder he carried a club, which looked bufkisr
and heavier than the pine-tree walking-stick of Antagus,

By this time the whole nation of Pygmies had
seen thonew wonder, and a million of them set up a
shout all together; so that it really made quite an
mfg}gle Sququ ‘ o
““Get up, Antaeus! B#tiF yourself, you lazy
old Giant! Here comes another Giant, as strong as
you are, to fight with you.”’ :
_ “Nonsense, nonsensel’’ gréwled the: sleepy
Giant. ‘‘I’ll have my pip out, come who may.”
__.Btill the stranger. drew nearer; and now the
Pygmies could plainly discern that, if his stature were
less lofty than the Giant’s, yet his shoulders were even
ib}' der.. And, in truth, what a pair of shoulders they
1st have been! As I told you a long while ago, they
once uph the sky. The Pygmies, being ten times
a8 wua giotis as their great numgkiill of a brother, could
got abide the Giant's slow “movements, and were



102 The Pygmies

determined to have him ion his feet. So they kept
shouting to him, and even far as to prick him:
with their swords. R - H

““Get up, get up, -get -up!”’ they cried. *‘Up
with you, lazy bones! The strange Giant’s club is
bigger than your own, his’ shoulders are the broadest,
and we think him the stronger of the two.?’ -

Antaeus could not endure‘ to have it said that
any: mgrta.L was half g0 mighty as-himself. This
latter remark of the Pygmies prlcked him dégéper
lhan their swords; and mttmg up, in rather a fky
hurEogr, he gavea g&pe of several yards wide, rubged
“his eye, and imally turned his stupid head in the
direction whlther his ‘little friends were eagerly
pointing,

No sooner did he set eye on the stranger ’t’lﬁan,’
]eapmg on his feet, and seizing his walking-stick, he
strode a mile or two to meet ‘him; all the while
br:gldlshmg theggiurdy p1ne~tree, 80 ‘that it Whlst}ed
through the air,

*‘Who are you?’’ thundered the Gmnt ““And
what do you want in my dommxons?”

There wa3s one strange }hmg about Antaeus, of
which I have not yet told you, lgst hearing of so- many
wonders all in a Tim you might not believe muck
‘more than half of them. You sre to know, then, that
‘whenever this rédgm@@l;le Giant touched the ground
either with his hand, his foot, or: any othe;/part of his
body, he grew stronger than ever he had been before.

~Fhe Harth, you remember, was "his mother, and was
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very fond of him, as being almost the higgest of her
children; and so ﬂhe took this method of keepmg him
always in full v1gour Some persons affirm that he
grew ten times stronger at every touch; otflei-s gay that
it Was only twice as strong. But only think of it!
Whenever Antaeus took a walk, supposing it were but
ten miles, and that he stepped a hundred yards at a
stride, you may try to cyphgt out how much mi

he was, ‘on sgitting down again, than when he first
started. And whenever he flyng himself on the $arth to.
take a little rep g} gﬁe got up the very next
ms aﬁt ‘he would be as strong as'exactly ten just such
Giants as his former self. It was well for the world
that Antaeus happened to be of a sl gglsh dlspdaméon,
and liked epse better than exercige; for, if he had
frigked about like the Pygmies, and touched the earth
as often as they did, he would long ago have been
strong enough to pu;}t 40wn the sky about people 8 ears,
“But these great ]uﬁgg}%y fellows regémble mountains,
not only in bulk, but in their disinclination to move.

Any othér mortal man, except the very one

whom Antaeus had now éncoyntéred, would have been
~half frightened to death by the Giant’s fer%mus as@%t
and terrible voice.. But the stranger did not seem ab

- all disturbed. He ca.rgless]y lifted his club, and bl }Fxc-
ed it in his hand, measuring Antaeus, with his eye,
Trom head to foot, not as if wonder-smittén, at his
- stature, but ag if he bad seen a great” many Giants
 before, and this was by nomeans the biggest of them,
“In'fact, if the Giant had heen no bigger than the
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Pygmies (who stood pricking up their ears, and look-
ing and listening to what was going forward), the
,stranger could not have been less afraid of him. '

“‘\Vho are you, 1 say?”’ roared Antaeus again,
‘‘What's your name? Why do you come hither?
Speak, you vdg’a;,,lgg;gd, or I’ll try the thickness of your
Bkg?ll with my walking-stick.”’

*“You are a very di@éouﬁt‘égﬂs’ Giant,” answered
the stranger quietly, ‘‘and I shall prql%bly have to
teach you a little civvjjit& before we part. As for my
name, it is Hérciiles. I have come hitﬁer because this
is my most convenient road ‘to the: garden of the
Héspér'i:iég, whither I am going to get three of the
golden apples for King Kiryéthéis.”

“‘Caif{ff, you shall go mo farther!” beflgwed
Antaeus, putting on a gri’xé) er lgok, than before; for
he had heard of the mighty Hercules, and hated-him
because he was said to be so strong. ‘‘Neither shall
you go back,zvgm}“xggﬁ%gu_came' 17 | .

- *“How will you prevent me,’’ asked Hercules,
‘“‘from going %h@m please?’’ '

““By hfgg;ng you a rfp with this pine-tree here,”
shouted Antaeus, sco.wllig‘gais% that he made hi\msé'lf the
ugliest monster in Africa.” ' ‘I am fifty times stronger
than you; and, now that I stamp my foot upon the
ground, I am five hundred times stronger! I.4m
ashamed to kill such a piiny little dwarf as you seem
to be. I will make a slave of you, and -you shall
likewise be the slave of my brethren here, the Pygmies.
So throw down your club and ‘your other weapons ;
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and as for that lion’s skin, I intend to have a pair of
~ gloves made of it.

,f"Come and take it off my shoulders, then,?
answered Hercules, lifting his club.

Then the Giant, grinping with rage, strode
tower-like towards the stranger (ten times sﬁngthened
at every step), andfétched a mongtyous blow at him
‘'with his pine-tree, which Herculas caught upon his
club; and being more skifful than Antacus, he paid
him back =such a Tap upon the scéﬁce. that down
tﬁgﬁl{g’d the great Iﬁmrfpé)érivng man-mountain, flat upon
the ground.  The poor little Pygmies (who really never
dreamed that anybody in the world was half so strong
a8 their brother Antaeus) were a good deal df@lﬁ.{zed at
this. But no sooner was the Giant down, than up he

» bo% ed again, with tenfold might, and such a fugiots
vighge as was hd’éri}wle to behold. He siged another
blow at Hercules, but struck :‘m;ujr', being blinded
with wrgth, and only hit his poor inn_gc%nt Mother

- Earth, who grgzgx&d and trembled at the stroke, His
pine-tree went so deep into the ground, and str ck
there so fai,_gg, that before Antaeus could get it out

" Hereules ‘his club across his shoulders
with'a mighty thwi¢k, which made the Giant roar as
if all sorts of intolefable noises had come scrégching
and rumblirg out of his immeasurable Iings in.that
‘®ne cry, Away iw;gnt, over mountains and valleys,
and, {o Eknow, was heard on the other side of
the"African deserts.

~ As for the Pygmies, their capital city was Jaid
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g by the conetssion and vibration of the air;
and, though there was uprga.‘i enough without - their
help, they all a sh_;}gk out of thres millions of
little thx;gats, fa.ncymg, no doubt, that they sw; ]]éed the
Giant’s belgow by at least ten times as much. Mean-
while, Antacus had scrambled upon his feet again,
and pu}led hlS pme-tree out of the earth; and, all
a.-ﬂa.me with fgry, and more out%éoﬁs]y strong than
ever, he ran at Hercules, and brought down another
‘blow.

‘‘This time, rdscal,’” shouted he, *‘you shall
not escape me.”’ :

But once more, Hercules w the stroke
with his club, and the Giant’s pine- tree was shé}tered
into a thousand sphptegg most of which fléw among
the Pygmies, and did them more mischief tha.n I like to
think about. Before Antaeus could get o
Hercules let drive gga.m, and gave him a,notherﬁikadeb
down blow which sent him I3 aver head, but gerv-’
ed only to increase his alréady enor ous and - insgff r-
able strength As for his rage, there i 1s no tellmg what
a fxéry furnace it had now t o be.  His one ey? was
nothmg sbtnlng a circle of red Tlame. Having now no
weapons but his fists, he doupled them up (each bigger
than a hog;héad) smpte one against the other, and
dang:ed up and down with absolute frgnzy, flou_ilshmg
his immense arms about, as if he meant not merely
to kill Hercules, but to smﬂa.sh the whole world to pieces, -

““Come on!’’ roared this thundermg ‘Giant.
““Let me hit you but one hox. on the ear, and yowll
never have the headache agaip,’”-
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Now Hercules (though strong enough, as you
already know, to hol the sky up) began to be séégfble
that he should never win the -victory if he kept on
knt;lc}x'ﬁg Antaeus down; for, by and by, if he hit him
suck hard blows, the Giant would inggitably, by the
help of his Mother Earth, become. stronger than the
mighty Hercules himself.. So, throwing down his
club, with which he had fought so many dreadful
battles, the hero stood ready  to receive his anfigonist

. - ! .
‘jlth nagéda.zms ‘

. *‘Step forward,”’ cried he. “‘Since I’ve broken
yoﬁ_r- pine-tree, we'll try which is the better man
at a wrggtling miich.”

“Jhi! then I'll soon satisfy you,” shouted the
Giant; for if there was one thing on which he prided
himsélf more than another, it was his skilLin wrestl- -
ing. “Vgggin, I'll fling you whére;you. can never
ngk yourself up again.’’ Z<et .4 wth

", On came Antaeus, ’hdg’ggx& and eﬁﬁgﬁag with
the sc&@ping heat of his rage, and getting new vig
nglggrﬂvitl)l to Wr%;{& his psis;g_i%n every time he hopped.
But Hercules, you must understand, was wiser than
this nﬁﬁdslil_“ﬂ] of a Giant, and had thought of a way to
fight him—huge, earth-torn monster that he was—
and’to-conguer him foo, W all that his Mother
Rhrth could do for him. Watching his opportunity, as
the mad Giant made a rush at him, Hercules caught
him round the middle with both hands, lifted him
high into the air, and he}d him ~a,1%ft overlread; -
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Just imagine it, my dear little friends! WHat
a 8 tvgicle it must have been to 8eé this monstrous
fellow sprg.gal"gx,s» in the dir, face downward, ki‘é’ki’ng
out his long legs and %riggling his whole vast body,
like a baby when ‘its father hqlds it at arm’s length
towards the ceiling.

But the most wondetful thing was that, as soon
as Antaeus was faj Ly off the earth, he began to
Jose the vigour which he had gained by touching it.
Hercules very soon pé”ré,giged that his troublesome
enemy was growing weaker, both because he struggled
and kicked with less vi'égg’gce, and beeausge the thunder
of his big voice -sﬁkgiéeri into a’ grymble. The truth
was, that unless the Giant touched idother Karth as
often as once in five minutes, not only his overgrown
strength, but the very breath of his life, would depart
from him. Hercules had gugssed this sceret; and it
may be well for us all to remember it, 'in_cass we
should ever have to fight a battle with a fellow like
Antaeus, For these earthborn creaturcs are -only
difficult tn conguer on their own ground, but may
easily. be mifiaged if We can conipive falift. them into

jer and. puger region, So it proved with the poor
Giant, whom I am really a little sorry for, notwith:

standingbis-uncivilway of treating strangers who came
tq visit him. o ’

When his strength and breath were quite gone,
Hercules gave his huge body a t3sg, and flung it about
a mile off, where it fell heavily, and lay with no more
- potjon than a sand-hill, It was too late for the Giant’s
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Mother Farth to help him now; and I should not
wonder, if his g:dxfdéjr@i‘:s bones were lying on the same
spot to this very day, and were mistaken for those of
an ungt)mmonly large elephant,

But, glas .me! What a wajling did the poor
little Pygmies geb up when they saw their enormous
brother treated in this terrible manner! 1f Hercules
heard their -sh e,gs, hewever, he took no notice, a.nd
perhaps fancied them only the shnll pla 1’£txve tw}etter-
ing of small birds that had been fr]ghtened from their
nests by the uproar of the battle between himself and
Antaeus. Indeed, his thoughts had been so much

with the Giant, that he had never once looked
at the i’ygmies, nor even knew that there was such a
funny little nation in the world. And now, as he had
travelled a good way, and was also rather weary with
his exgl;g,lons in the flght he spread out his lion’s skin
on the ground, and, réelmmg himself upon it, fell fast
asleep.

~ Assoon as the Pyamies saw Hercules preparing
for a njp, they n(_ﬁg}ed their little heads at one another,
and. wmkai with thexr little eyes. - And when his deep,
regular breathing gave them" notice that he was asleep,
they assembled together in an immense crowd, spread-
ing over a space of - a,bout tWenfy-seven feet square.
One of their most &l¢ qgent oritors (and a valiantd
warrior enough, besides, though hardly so good at any
other weapon as he was with hlS tongue) climbed upon
a ggt”ool and, from that e’lqga.ted position, addréssed
the mﬁ]ﬂ‘%ﬁde“ His sentlménts were pretty much as
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follows; or, at_all events, something like this was
probably the upshot of his speech:

““Tall Pygmies apd mighty little men! You
and all of us have seen what.a pubhc ca.lg.mlty has’
been MLM@, and what an 1nf~u1t hag here been
offered to the maisty of our nation. Yonder lies
Antaeus, our greaf frlend and brother, slain, within’
our téri-ffory, by a mis¢réant who took him at a
dlsédvé.ntgde, and -fought "him (if fighting it can be
called) in & way, that neither man, nor Giant, nor
Pygnly ever dreamed of fighting until this hour. And,’
adding a grlgv;?us egntumely to the wroné aiready done"
us, the miscreant has now fallen asleep as quietly ag if
2 nothmg were to be dréwd¥d from our w:;%th Tt
béhgves you, felloggc untrymen, to cor%glder in what

d¢péet we Shall stand before the world, and what will
be the ve; iet of 1mpm;tlal hlstory, should ‘we suffer’
these iccuggu ated ol%\rages to go unave;ggﬂg .

‘* Antaeus was our brother, born of that same
bg&q{é’d parent to whom we oge the thew, s and mgéﬁrs, :
as well as the courddequs: hearts, W which made him
-proud of our relationship. He was our fa;ithful
and fell flghtmg as much for our national rights and.
1mmu}3§t es-ag for his own persoml ones. We and
ouf forefathers have dwelt in friendship ,with him,
and held affectionate intercourse, as man. to man,
through 1mn;gQ01(1a1 generations. . You remember how
_often our entlre people have . 18 sed in  his . gtea.t
sha.dow, and how our little ones have played at b__(le b
and-geek in the t@.néles of his hair, and how his mighty
footsteps have familiarly gone to and frg smong us,
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and never trq‘iden upon any of our- tges. And there
lies this dear brother—this sweet and amjable friend—
this brave and faithful ally—this vigtiods Giant—this
blan;eléds and excellent Antaeug—dead! Deadl Silentl
Pg_vgpﬂess! _A mere mountain of clay], Forgive my
tears! Nay.I behold your own! Were we to drawn

e

thg,vgorld with them,. ;;puld,tb.a,yvnrld..lﬂame.nsf

“But to résg me' Shall we, my countrymen,
suffer this wicked stra.nger to depart l‘in 4rmed, and
trmmph in his, tr@’gheroﬁs victory, a,mong distant com-

41ht1eis of the earth? Shall we not rather cd |
hint to leave his bones here on our soil, by the slde of
our slain brother’s bones, so that, While one skélctong
shall remain as the everlasting mop\é_\ment of our
sorrow, the other shall endure as long, exhibiting to
the whole human race a terrible example of Pygmy
vengeance? -Stfich is the question. T ppt it to you
in full cénflg hee of a res nse that sha.ll be Worthy of
our - national char ter, and cél+c ilited to mcrease,
rather than dlmx ish, the gloxy which our ang éstlrs
‘have trins 1@:¥d to us, and which we ourselves have
proud]y vﬁ?ﬁwated in our warfare with the cranes.?”

The orator was here. interry téd by a burat of
1rreprg§ ible enthusiasm; every individual Pygmy crying
out that the national honour must be preserved at all
. a.zards\ He bowed, and making a ge:st re for silence
w_(ang his hirgngta in the followwg sdmitable
manner:

— “It only remains for us, then, to declde Whether
we shall carry on the War in our national capicity—one
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united people against a common enemy—or whether
some chéfn 1(;1}, famous in former fights, shall be
selected to de}gr the slayer of our brother Antaeus to
single (:(Smbg}l*;i Tn the latter case, though not uncon-
scious that there may be taller men among you, I
hergby offer myself for that env%gle duty. And,
: beheve me, dear countrymen, whether I live & die, the
honour of this great co,untry, and the fame bequ'é hed
us by our heroic proggg jtors, shall suffer no dlmlgg% ion
inemy hands. Never, while I can wf this sword,

of which I now ﬂmg.a&mx the se{bpar d—-never, never,
never, even if the cn’ lxn hand that slgg the great
Antaeus shall lay me prostr&te, like hnn, on the soil
which I give my life to defend.’”’

So saying, this valiant Pygmy drew out his
Weapon, (which was terrible ‘to behold, being as
long as the bl%ge' of a penknife), .and sent, the
scabbard whirling over the heads of the multitude.-
His speech was followed by an uproar of applase, as
its paéréo@sm and self- vg,glon unquestionably esgry-
ed; and the shouts an dp% of hands . would have
been greatly prolonged had hey not been repdgred
quite ma.u%h}gle by a deep resp}{atmn vul’gﬁrly called a
sgore, ftom the sleeping Hercules.

It was finally decided that the whole nation of

Pygmies should , work to destroy Hercules; not,
be it understood, from any doubt that a smgIe
champion would be capable of hi &

aword, but because he was a pubhc enemy, a.nd all
“Were des&ous of sh atjng in the glory of’ his defeat.
- There was a dgbate w ether the national honour did
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not démind that a hérald should be sent with-a
trumpet, to stand over the ear of Hercules, and, after
blow;mg a blast right into it, to defy him to the

ihat by forral prde]amg’tlon But two or three
veﬁerable and sagaqgﬁs Pygmles, well ygfsed in state
affairg; gave it as then- of; Jion that war already xigh:
ed, and that it Was then' rightful pr:,xﬁege to take the
enemy by surpri se - More Vel if awakened, and al
ed to get upon Ris feet, Herclﬁes might happen to%a
them a mischief before he could be beaten down again,
For, a8 these sage gou a%])]brs rﬁng ked the stranger’s
club was real]y very big, and ha.d rattled like a
thunderbolt against the sklf ~0of Antaeus. So the
Pygm ies régl;ﬂg;ed to s.et__aa)_dg,al foohsh pﬁqeg‘hos, and
ass%‘ their a.nta.ggmst at once,

g\ccordmg]y, all the fighting men of the nation
took thelr weapons, and went boldly up to Hercules,
who still lay. fast asleep, little dreaming of the harm
which the Pygmies meant to do him. A body of
twenty thousand archérs marched in front, with their
little bows all ready; and the arrows on the string.
The same number were ordered to clamber upon
Hercules, some with spades to dig his eyes out,
and  others with bundles of hay, and all manner
of rif 3‘&1, with ‘which they intended to pllig up
his mouth and ndst; ]E’ go that he might pe%gh for
lack of breath, Thése last, however, could by no
means p&gorm their appointed duty ; pna.smuch as the
enemy s breath rushed out of his nose in an obstreper-j
ous htifricine and whirlwind, which blew the‘Pygmies
away as fast as they came ¢nigh. "It was found
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necessary, therefore, to hit upon some other method of
carrying on the war,

~ After holding a cdug:lgil, the captains ordered
their trgo?as to c’ollect sti’c}gcs, straws, dry wgeds, and
whatever comsb*gstivble styiff they could find, and make
a pile, of it, heaping it high around the head of
Hercules. As a great many thousand Pygmies were
employed in this task, they soon brought together
several bt s%iils of inflimmgtory mpfter, und raised so
tall a heap that, mounting on its summit, they were
quite upon a lg&e&with the sleeper’s face. The archers,
meanwhile, were stafioned within bow-shot, with
* or ers to let fly at Hercules the instant that he stjtred.
Everything being in readiness, a torgh was applied to
the pile, which immediately burst into flames, and
soon {Yé‘é’ig hot enough to rg;:st the enemy, had hesbut
;c}g gen to lie still. A Pygmy, you know, though so
very small, might set the world on fire, just as easily
" a8 a Giant could; so that this was cer}:a&in]y ‘the very
best way of,déajigg with their £od, ;provided they could
keep him quiet while the cg;l;gﬁii’t_ion was going
forward.

But no snoner did Hercules begin to be scorched
than up he gtarted, with his hair in a red blaze.

“What’s all this?"’ he cried, béwildgred with
sleep, and stari\ng about him ag_if he expected to see
another Giant. '"" ’

At that moment the ‘twenty thousand archers
twanged their bowstrings. and the arrows came
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wh,izé'bg, like so many winged mosqujfoes, right into
the face of Hercules. But I doubt whether more than
half a dozen of them punétdred the skin, which was
remy }iaibljr topgh, as you %{now the skin of a hero
has good need to be. -

*‘Villain!’* shouted all the Pygmies at once.
“‘You have killed the Giant Antaeus, our great brother,
and the ally of our nation. We declare bloody war
against you, and will slay you on_the spot.’’

Surprised at the shrill Qégfng of so many little
voices; Hercules, after ipg out the conflagration of
his hair, gazed all round about, but could see nothing.
At last, however, looking ngfrowly on the ground, he
& pigd the innumerable ass;mblage of Pygmies at his
feet.” He stooped down, and taking up the nearest one
between his thumb and fingexj, get him on the pgl}ux_x
of his left hand, and held him at a pr per distance vfor
examination. It chanced to be the very Idéﬁ’gifﬁl
Pygmy who had spoken from the top of the toadstool,
and had offered himself as a champion to meet
Hercules in single combat.

~"What in the world, my little fellow,”” ieqlat-
ed Hercules, ‘‘may you be?’’

“I am your enemy,’’ answered the valiant
Pygmy, in his mightiest squg(a,l:. “You have slain the -
enormous Antaeus, our brother by the mother’s side,” -
and for ages the faithful ally of our ﬂlﬁégi:oﬁs nation.
We are determined to put you to death; and for my
own part, I ch¥]Jéhge you to instant battle, on equal
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ground.”’

Hercules was so ti?g{:led with the Pygmy’s big
words and warlike géstiires, that he burst into a great
¢xplogion of laughter, and almost dropped the poor
little gﬂte of a creature, offv the palm of l}iSY hand,
_through the eeg)ggy and COIIV(Q%I;(;H of his mel’f%méhta

' ‘i”&ﬁ“,{:&m” said he, ¢‘I thought I had
seen wonders before to—day—hyitla‘s with nine heads,

stagg with golden horns, six-legged men, three-headed
& S,
dogs, giants with furnaces in their stémgehs, and
nobody knows what besides., But here, on the palm of
my hand, stands a wonder that 6u§ 0és them- alll”’
“Your body, my little friend, is abou “the size of an
ordinary man’s finger. Pray, how big may your
% »
8gWl be ? |
‘“As big as your own!’’ said the Pygmy.

Hercules was touched with the little man’s
dsi.u;’g 1éss courage, and could not hglp ackg% ledging
guch a brotherhood with him as one hero feels for
another.

“My good little people,” said he, making a low
é Gi’g/gnge to the grand nation, ‘‘not for all the world
would I do an intedgional ih;ﬂ iry; to stich brave fellows as
you! Your hearts seem to me 8o éxodgdingly great that,
upon oy honour, [ mar§el how your small bodies can
contain them. I sde for peace, and, as a condition of if,
will take five strides and be out of your kingdom at
the sixth, Good-bye. I shall pigk my stegs/cérefully,
for fear of tréading upon some fifty of you without
knowing it. a, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! For once,
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Hercules acknowledges himself Vs{gﬁu{sbed ”

Some writers say that Hercules gathered up the
whole ya.ce of Pygmies in his lion’s skin, and carried
them” home to Greece, for the children of King
Eufystheus to play with, But this is a mistake, : He
left them, @,e__&gd_g.l], W1thm the1r own t gtory,
where, for au t I can tell, their désc# \dgnts are alive
fo the present "day, building their ?ﬁ.tle houses,
cultlv ting thelr little. fields, spifking their little
children, waging their little warfare with the cranes,.
doing their: little business, whatever it may be, and
réading- their little histories = of anclent times. In
thoge histories, perhaps, it stands regdxged that, a
great many centuries ago, the valiant Pygmies a.vEéged
the death of the Giant Antaeus, by scdring away the
mlghty Hercules

THE HAND.

By G. Wilson.

In many respects the organ of touch, as embodi-
ed in the hand, is the most wonderful of the senses..
The organs of the other senses are passive: the grgan’
of touch alone is active. The eye, the ear, and the
nostril stand simply open: light, sound, and fragrance
enter, and we are compglled to see, to hear, and to:
smell; but the hand selects what it shall touch, and
touches what it pleases.

It puts away from it the things which it hates
and beckons towards it the things which it desires ;
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unlike the eye, which must often gaze transfixed at
-horrible sights from which it cannot turn; and. the ear,
which cannot escape from the torture of - discordant
"sounds; and the mostril, which cannot protect itself
from hateful odours.

" Moreover, the hand cares not only for its own
wants, but, when the other organs of the senses are
rendered useless, takes their duties upon it. The hand
of the blind man goes with him as an- eye through the
streets, and safely threads for him all the devious way :
it looks for him at the faces of his -friends, and tells.
him whose kindly features are gazing on him; it
peruses books for him, and quickens the long hours by
lts silent readings.

It ministers as willingly to the deaf; and When
the tongue is dumb and the ear stopped, its fingers
speak eloquently to the eye, and enable it to discharge
the unwonted office of a listener.

The organs-of all the other senses, also, even in
their greatest perfection, are beholden to the hand for
the enhancement and the exaltation of their powers.
It constructs for the eye a copy of itself, and thus gives
jt a telescope with which to range among the stars;
and by another copy on a slightly different plan,
furnishes it with a microscope, and introduces it into a
- new world of wonders,

It constructs for the ear the instruments by
which it is educated, and sounds them in its hearing
till its powers are trained to the full. It plucks for the
nostril the flower which it longs to smell, and distils
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for it the fragrance which it covets. As for the tongue,
if it had not the hand to serve it, it might abdicate its
throne as the Lord of Taste. In short, the organ of
. touch 48 the minister of its sister senses, and, without
any‘play of words, is the handmaid of them all.

And if the hand thus munificently serves the .
body, not less amply does it give expression to the
‘genius and the wit, the courage and the affection, the
will and the power of man.

Put a sword into it, and it will fight for him ;
put a plough into it, and it will till for him; put a
harp into it, and it will play for him; put a pencil into
it, and it will paint for him; put a pen into it, and it
will speak for him, plead for him, pray for him.

What will it not do? What has it not done?
A steam-engine is but a larger hand, made to extend its
powers by the little hand of man! An electric telegraph
isbut a long pen for that little hand to write with !
All our huge cannons and other weapons of war, with
which we so effectually slay our brethren, are only
Cain’s hand made bigger, and stronger, and bloodier!

_ What, moreover, is a ship, a railway, a light-
house, or a palace; what, indeed, is a whole city, a
whole continent of cities, all the cities of the globe,
nay, the very globe itself, in so far as man has changed
it, but the work of that giant hand, with which the
human race, acting as one mighty man, has executed
its willl : '
-~ When I think of all that the humar hand has
wrought, from the day when Eve put forth her erring
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hand to pluck the fruit of the forbidden tree, to that
dark hour when the pierced hands of the Saviour of the
world were nailed to the predicted tree of shame, and
of all that human hands have done of good and evil
since, I 1ift up my hand and gaze upon it with wonder
and awe. .~ What an instrument for good it is! What
an instrument for evil! and all the day long it never is
idle.

There is no implement which it cannot wield,
and it should never in working hours be without one.
We unwisely. restrict the term ‘‘handicraftsman,”’ or
hand-worker, to the more laborious callings; but it
belongs to all honest, earnest men and women, and is
a title which each should covet. ' :

Tor the Queen’s hand there is the sceptre, and
for the soldier’s hand the sword; for the carpenter’s
hand the saw, and for the smith’s hand the hammer;
for the farmer’s hand the plough; for the miner’s hand:

“the spade; for the sailor’s hand the oar; for the painter's
hand the brush; for the sculptor’s hand the chisel; for
the poet’s hand the pen; and for the woman’s hand the
needle.

If none of these or the like will fit us, the
felon’s chain should be round our wrist, and our hand
on the prisoner’s crank. But for each willing man and
woman there is a tool which they may learn /ta'liandle;
for all there is the command, ‘‘Whatsoevér thy hand
findeth to do, do it with thy might.’’
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KING ROBERT OF SICILY.
By Leigh Hunt,

King Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urban
4nd of the Emperor Valmond, was a prince of great
-courage and renown, but of a temper so proud and
impatient, that he did not choose to bend his knee to
Heaven itself, but would sit twirling his beard and
looking with something worse than indifference round
-about him, during the gravest services of the church.

One day, while he was present at vespers on the
eve of St. John, his attention was excited to some
words in the Magnificat, in consequence of a sudden
dropping of the choristers’ voices. The words Were
these: - ‘‘Deposuil potentes de sede, et exaltavit
humiles.”’ (‘“He hath put down the mighty from
their seat, and hath exalted the humble.’’) Being far
100 great and warlike a prince to know anything about
Latin, he asked a chaplain near him the meaning of
these words; and being told what it was, observed that
such expressions were no better than an old song,
gince men like himself were mnot so easily put down,
much less supplanted by poor creatures whom people
<call ‘‘humble.”’

The chaplain, doubtless out of pure astonish-
ment and horror, made no reply; and His Majesty,
partly from the heat of the weather, and partly to
relieve himself from the rest of the service, fell asleep.

After.some lapse of time, the royal “‘sitter in
the seat of the scon;ful,” owing, as hevthought, to the
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sound of the organ, but in reality to a great droning
fly in his ear, woke up in his more than usual state of
impatience; and he was preparing to vent it, when,
to his astonishment, he perceived the church empty.
Every soul was gone, excepting a deaf old woman who
was turning up the cushions. He addressed her to
no purpose; he spoke louder and louder, and was
proceeding as Well as rage and amaze would let him,
to try if he could walk out of the church without a .
dozen lords before him, when, suddenly catching a.
sight of his face, the old woman uttered a cry of
““Thieves’” and, shuffling away, closed the door be-
hind her.

King Robert looked at the door in silence,
then round about him at the empty chureh, then
at himself. His cloak of ermine was gone.

The coronet was taken from his cap, the very
jewels from his fingers. ‘‘Thieves, verily,”’ thought
the king, turning white from shame and rage. ‘‘Here
is. conspiracy—rebellion. This "is that sanctified
traitor, the duke. Horses shall tear them all to
pieces. What, ho, there! Open the door for the
king!”’ ' A

. ““For the constable, you mean,” said a voice
through the keyhole. ‘“‘You're a pretty fellow.”

The king said nothing.

“Thinking to escape, in the ki.ng"g/»na.me,”
said the voice, ‘‘after hiding to plunder "his closet.
‘We’ve got you.’? - ' '
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Still the king said nothing.

The sexton could not refrain from another jibe
at his prisoner:

‘I see you there,’’ said he, ‘‘by the big lamp,
grinning like a rat in a trap. How do you like your
bacon?”’ :

Now, whether King Robert was of the blood of
that Norman chief who felled his enemy’s horse with
a blow of hig fist, we know not; but certain it is,
that the only answer he made the sexton was by
dashing - his enormoéus foot against the door, and
bursting it open in his teeth. The sexton, who felt
a8 if a house had given him a blow in'the face, fainted
away; and the king, as far as his sense of dignity
allowed him, hurried to his palace, which was close
by.

‘““Well,’”’ said the porter, ‘‘what do youx want?’?
“‘Stand aside, fellow !’’ roared the king, push-
mg back the door with the same gigantic foot.

“‘Go to the devil "’ said the porter, who Was
a stout fellow too, and pushed the king back before
he expected resistance. The king, however, was too
much for him. He felled him to the ground; and
half _ strode, half rushed, into the palace, follow-
ed by the exasperated janitor.

¢‘Seize him!’’ cried the porter.

“‘On your lives!’’ cried the king. °‘‘Look at-
‘me; fellows; who am I?”’ ' '

“‘ A mad beast and fool; that’s what you are,"”’
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cried the porter; ‘‘and you’re a dead man for coming
drunk into the palace and hitting the kmg 8 servants.
"Hold him fast.”’

‘‘Captain Francavilla,’’ said the king, *‘is the
world run mad? or what is it! Do your rebe]s
pretend not even to know me? Go hefore me, sir,
to my rooms.’”’ And as he spoke, the king shook off
his assailants, as a lion does curs, and moved,
.onwards. : .

Captain Francavilla put his finger gently before
the king to stop him ; and then looking with a sort
of staring indifference in his face, said in a very
mincing tone, ‘‘Some madman.’’

King Robert: tore the looking-glass from the'
captain’s hand, and looked himself in the face.’
It was not kis own face. It Was another man’s face,
very hot and vulgar; and had something in it at once
melancholy and ridiculous.

‘“By- the living God !”’ exclaimed Robert, “here
is witcheraft! Iam changed.” And, for the first
time in his life, a sensation of-fear came upon him,
but nothing so great as the rage and fury that
remained. All the world believed in witcheraft,-
as well as King Robert; but they had still more
certain proofs of the existence of drunkenness and
madness. The royal household had seen the kind
come forth from church as usual; and they were
ready to split their sides for laughter at the figment
of this raving impostor, pretending to be /lris majesty
changed. "

‘‘Bring him in ~br1ng him in!"? now exclalm-
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ad. other voices, the news having got to the royal
apartments, *‘the kind wants to see him.”’

King Robert was brought in; and there,
amidst roars of laughter (for courts were not quite
suck well-bred, places then as they are now), he found’
himself face to face with anovther King Robert,.
geated on his throne, and as like his former self as he
himself was unlike, but with more dignity.

“*Hideous impostor I’ exclaimed Robert, rush-
ing forward to tear him down.

The court, at the word ‘‘hideous,’’ roared with
greater-laughter than before; for the king, in spite of
his pride, was at all times a handsome man; and
there was a strong feeling at present, that he had
never in his life looked so well.

Robert, when half way to the throne, felt as if
a palsy had smitten him. He stopped, and essayed:
to vent his rage, but could not speak.

The figure on the throme looked him
steadily in the face. Robert thought it was a Wizard,
but hated far more than he feared it; for he was of
great courage.

It was an angel.

But the ange!l was not going to disclose him-
gelf yet, nor for a long time. Meanwhile, he behaved,
on the occasion, very much like & man; we mean, like
& man of ordinary feelings and resentments, though
still mixed with a dignity beyond What had been
before observed in the Sicilian monarch. Some of
the courtiers attributed it to a sort of -royal
instinet ‘of contrast, excited by the claims of the
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impostor; but others (by the angel’s contrivance) had
seen him, as he came out of the church, halt suddenly,
with an abashed and altered visage, before the shrine
of S8t. Thomas, as if supernaturally struck .with some
visitation from Heaven for his pride and unbelief.
Therumor flew about on the instant, and was con-
firmed by an order given from the throne, the moment
the angel seated himself upon it, for a gift of hitherto
unheard-of amount to the shrine itself.

‘‘Since thou art royal-mad,’’ said the new
sovereign, ‘‘and in truth a very king of idiots, thou
shalt be crowned and sceptered with a cap and bauble,
and be my fool.”’

Robert was still tongue-tied. He tried in vain
to speak—to roar out his disgust and  defiance; and
half mad, indeed, with the inability, pointed with his
quivering finger to the inside of his mouth, -as if in
apology to the beholders for not doing it. Fresh
shouts of laughter made his brain seem to reel within
him, .

*‘Fetch the cap and bauble,”’ said the sovereign,
‘‘and let the king of fools have his coronation.’’

Robert felt that he must submit to what he
thought the power of the devil. He began even to
have glimpses of a real though hesitating sense of the
advantage of securing friendship on the Eude of
Heaven, But rage and mdlgna.tlon Were uppermost,
and while the attendants were shaving his head,
fixing the cap, and jeeringly dignifying ,hrm with the
bauble scepter, he was racking his brain for scenes of
vengeance. What exasperated him most of all, next.
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to the shaving; was to observe that those who had
flattered him most when a king were.the loudest in
their contempt, now that he was the court zany. One
pompous lord, in particular, with a high and
ridiculous voice, which continued to laugh when all
the rest had done, and produced fresh peals by the
continuance, was go excessively provoking, that
Robert, .who felt his vocal and muscular powers
restored to him, as if for the occasion, could not help
shaking his fist at the grinning slave, and crying out,
“Thou beast, Terranoval’’ which, in all but the
person so addressed, only produced additional merri-
ment. At length, the king ordered the fool to be
taken away, in order to sup with the dogs. Robert
was stupefied; but he found himself hungry against
his will, and gnawed the bones which had been
chucked away by his nobles.

The proud King Robert of Sicily lived in this
way for two years, always raging in his mind,
always sullen in his manners, and subjected to every
indignity which his quondam favorites could heap on
him, without the power to resent it.. . For the new
monarch seemed. unjust to him only. He had all the
humiliations, without any of the privileges of the cap
and bells, and was the dullest fool ever heard of.
All the notice the king took of him consisted in his
asking, now and then, in full court, when everything
wag silent, ‘‘Well, fool, art thou still a king?'’
Robert, for some weeks, Joudly answered that he was;
but finding that the answer was but a signal for roar

" of laughter, -he converted his speech into the silent



128 King Robert of Sicily

dignity of a haughty and royal attitude; till, observing
that the laughter was greater at this dumb show, he
ingeniously adopted a manner which expressed
neither defiance nor acquiescence, and the angel for
some time let him alone.

Meantime, everybody but the unhappy Robert
blessed the new, or, as they supposed him, the alteted
king: for everything in the mode of government was
changed, Taxes were light; the poor had plenty ; work
Was reasonable; the nobles themselves were expected
to work after their fashion—to study, to watch
zealously over the interests of their tenants, to travel,
to bring home new books and innocent luxuries.
Half the day throughout Sicily was given to industry,
and half to healthy and intellectual enjoyment; and
the inhabitants became at once the manliest and,
tenderest, the gayest and most studious, neople in
the world. \Vherever the king went, he was loaded
. with benedictions; and the fool heard them, and
began to wonder wkat the deri/ had to do with
appearances so extraordinary. And thus, for ‘the
space of time we have mentioned, he lived wondering,
and sullen, and hating, and hated, and despised.

At the expiration of these two: years,- or nearly
80, the king announced his intention of paying a visit-
to his brother the pope and his brother the emperdr
the latter agreeing to come to Rome for the
purpose. He went, accordingly, with a gréat train,
clad in the most magnificent garments, all but the
- fool, who was arra.yed in foxtails, and put side by
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gide- with an ape, dressed like himself. The people
poured out of their houses, and fields,and vineyards, all
s_trmglfing to get a sight of the king's face, and to bless
it, thé ladies strewing flowers, and the peasants’ wives
holding up their rosy children, which last sight
‘seemed pa.rtlcula.rly to delight the sovereign. The
fool, bewildered, came after the court pages, by the
side of his ape, eéxciting shouts of laughter; though
s0me persons were a little astonished to think how a
tionarch so kind and considerate to all the rest of the
world; should be so ‘hard upon a sorry fool. But it
was told them that this fool ‘was the most perverse and
insolent of men towards the prince himself; and then;
although there wonder hardly ceased, it was full of in-
dignation against the unhappy wretch, and he was load-
ed with every kind of scorn and abuse. The proud King
Robert seemed the only blot and ‘disgrace upon the
island. The fool had still a hope, that when his
Holiness the Pope saw him, the magician’s arts would
‘be at an end; for though he had no religion at all,

properly speaking, he had retained something even of
a superstitious faith in the highest worldly form of it.

The good pope, hOWeVer, beheld him without the least.
recognition; so did the emperor; and when he saw
them both gazing with unfeigned admiration at the
exalted beauty of his former altered self, and not
with the old faces of pretended good will-and secret
dislike, a sense of awe and humility for the first time
fell gently upon him. Instead .of getting as far as
possible from his companion the ape, he approached
him closer and closer, partly that he might shroud

-
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himself under the very shadow of his insigniticance,
partly from a feeling of absolute sympathy, and a
. desire to possess, if not one friend in the world, at
least, one associate who Was not an enemy.

[t happened that day that it was the same day
on which, two years ago, Robert had scorned the
words in the Magnificat. Vespers were performed
before the sovereigns; the music and the -soft voices
fell softer as they came to the words; and Robert
_#gain heard, with far different feelings: ‘‘He hath
put down the mighty from their seat, and exalted
the humble.”” Tears gushed inte his eyes, and, to
the astonishment of the court, the late brutal fool was
seen with his hands clasped upon his bosom in prayer,
and the water pouring: down his face in floods of
penitence. Holier feelings than usual had pervaded
all hearts that day. The king’s favorite chaplain had
preached from :the text that declares charity to be
greater than' faith or hope. The. emperor began to
think mankind really his brothers; The pope wished
that some new ‘council of ‘the church woyld. authorize
‘him to set up, instead of the Jewish Ten Command-
ments, and in more glorious. letters, the new, eleventh,
or great Christian commandment, *‘Behald I give
unto you a nmew commandment, Love one another.’’
In shoet,. Rome folt that day like angel-governed

Bicily.

V When the service was over, the unknown King
Robert’s behavior was reported to the unsuspected
kmg-angel who had seen it but said ‘nothing.’ The
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‘sncred “interfoper announced his intention of giving
the fool his discharge; and he sent for him accord-
ingly, having first dismissed every other person,

King Robert came in his fool’s cap and bells,
and stood humbly at a ‘distance before the strange
great charitable unknown, lookmg on the floor and
‘blushing. He had the ape by the hand, who had
Tong courted his good will, and who, having now -
obtained it, clung to his human friend in a Way that,
to a Roman, might have seemed ridiculous. but to the
angel, wa.s affectmg

‘“Art thou st1ll a king ?’? said the angel, putting
the old question, but without the word *‘fool.’’
: “I am a fool,”” said King Robert, ‘‘and no
*king.”

“th.t ivoqldst ‘thou, Robert *’ returned the
angel, m 2 mild voice,
] ) ng Robert. tremhled from head to foot and,
#aid. “Bven’ what thou- wouldst; O. mighty and good
stranger, whom I know not how. to name,~hardly to
dook at!’’? .

The stranger laid his hand-‘on the shoulder of
King Robért, who felt'an: 1nexprééi§ible calm suddenly
diffuse itself over lns being. -

A He knelt down, and cla.sped his’ hands to thank

him,

¢‘Not 150 me,”’ interrupted the angel, in a grave,
but sweet voice; and kneeling down by the side of
-Robert, he said, as if in church, *‘Let us pray.”
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King Robert prayed, and the angel prayed, and
after a few moments, the king looked up, and the
angel was gone; and then the king knew that it” was
an angel ix_;dqed. .

And his own likeness returned to. King Robert,
but'never an atom of his pride; and after a blessed
reign, he died, disclosing this hlstory to his weeping
nobles; and requesting that it mlght be recorded ‘in.
the Sicilian Annals,

‘RICHES ‘AND POVERTY..
By H. W. Beecher,

When justly obtained, and rationally used,
riches are called a gift of God, an evidence of His
favor, and a great reward. When gathered unjustly,
and corrupt]y used, wealth is pronounced a canker, a.
. rust, a fire, a curse. There is no contradiction, then,
when the Bible persuades to-industry and mtegnty, by
"a promise of riches; and then dissuades from wealth,
as a terrible thing destroying soul and body. Blessings
. are vindictive to abusers, "and kind to rightful users;
they serve us orrule us.- Fire warms our dwellings,
or consumes them. Steam serves man, and  also
destroys him. -Iron, in-the plow, the sickle, the
house, the ship, is 1nd1spensa.ble The dirk, the
agsassin’s knife, the cruel sword and thefspea,r are
iron also.

The constitution of man, and of society alike,
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e’vmces the design of God. Both are made to be
happler by the pOSSeSSlOn of rlches, their full deve]opj
ment and perfectlon are dependent, to a large extent,
upon wealth. Without it, there can be neither books
nor implemerts, neither commerce nor arts, ‘neither
towns nor cities. It is a folly to denounce that, a love
-of which God has placed in man by a constitutional
“faculty; that with which he has associated high grades
-of happiness; that which has motives touching every
faculty of the mind.. Wealth is An Artist—hy its
partonage men are encouraged to paint, to carve, to
" design, to build and adorn: A Master Mechanic—it
inspires man to invent, to discover, to forge, and to
fashion: A Husbandman—under -its influence men
-, rear the flock, till the earth, plant the vineyard, the
field, the orchard, and the garden: A Manufacturer—
it teaches men to card, to spin, to weave, to color and
dress all useful fabrics: A Metchant—it sends forth
ships, and fills warehouses with their returning cargoes
gé.thered from every zone. It is the scholar’s Patron;
systains his leisure, rewards his labor, builds -the
<college, and gathers the library. :
Is a man weak? he can buy the strong. Is he
1gnorant? the lea.rned will serve his wealth. Is he
rude of speech ? he may procure the advocacy of the
eloquent, The rich cannot buy honor, but honorable
. places’ they can; they cannot purchase nobility, but
they may its titles. Money cannot buy freshness of
héart, but itvcan purchasé every luxury which tempts
to enjoyment. Laws are its bodyguard, and no ea.rth]y'
power may safely defy it, either while runnmg in the
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sw1ft channels of commerce Or reposing in- the reservoirs
of ancieut families. : Here is a wonderful thing, tha.t
an inert metal, which neither thinks, nor feels, nor
sfn's, can set the whole world to thmkmg.irpla.nnmg,‘
rgnnmg, digging, fashlomng, and drives on the swealy:,
mass with never-ending labors!

1 Avarice seeks gold, not’ to build:' or buy therew
with; not to clothe or feed itself; not to make it am]
instrument of wisdom,. of skill, of friendship, or of:
religion, Avarice seeks tg heap it up; to walk around
the pile, and gleat upon it; to fondle and -court, to kiss-
and hug to the end of life, with the’homage of idolatim.:

Pride seeks it; for it gives power and place and
titles; and exalts its possessor above his fellows. To
be a thread in the fabric of life, just like any other
thread, hoisted up and down by the treadle, playsd
aeross by the shuttle, and woven tightly into the piece’
—rthis may suit humility, but not pride. - :

Vanity seeks ity what else can give it costly
clothmg, and rare ornaments and stately dWelH‘ngs,
and showy equipage, and attract admiring eyes%o its.
gaudy colors and costly jewels? » ‘ '

Taste seeks it; because by it may be had what*
ever is bea.utlful or refining, or matruchve. Wha.t
lelsure has poverty for study, and how can it oollect,
books, manuscﬁpfa. pictures, statures, coins, or
curiosities?

. Love seeks it; to build a home full of delights
for father, wife, or child. And wisest of all, religion
seeks it; to make it the mesgenger and servant of
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benevolence, to want, to suffering, and to ignotarce.

) What a sight does the busy world present, as of

a great workshop, when hope and fear, love and pride,
pleasure "and avarice, separately or in partnership,
drive on the universal race for wealth: delving in the
minge, digging in the earth, sweltering at the forge,
pryinQ the shuttle, plowing the waters—in houses, in
shops, in stores, on the mountain-side, or in the
valley—by skill, by labor, by thought, by craft, by
force, by traffic—all men, in all places, by all labors,
fair and unfair, the world around, busy, busy—ever
searching for wealth that wealth may supply their
pleasures! . ....

But I warn- you against thinking that riches:
necessarily confer happiness; of that poverty confers tin~
happiness. - Do not begin:life supposing that you shall:
be heart-rich when you are pursé-richy A man’s hap-
piness depends primarily upon his disposition. Ifthat
be good, riches will bring pleasure; but only vexation.if
that be evil: To lavish money upon shining trifles, to:

"make an idol of one’s self for. fools to gaze at, to reas-
mansions beyond out wants, to giarnish them for.
display and not for use, to chatter through the
heartless rounds of pleasure, to lounge, to gape, to
simper and giggle—can wealth make vanity happy by
such folly?... But riches indeed bless that heart whose
alipower is - Benevolence, If the taste is refined, if
the affections are pure, if conscience is honest, if
charity listens to the needy, and generosity relieves
them; if tbe public-spirited hand fosters all that
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embellishes and all that ennobles society—then is the
rich man happy.

. On the other hand, do not suppose that poverty
i3 n ‘waste and howling wilderness. There is a poverty
of v1ce-—mean. loathsome, covered with all the sores of
depra.v1ty_ There is a poverty of mdolence-—-where vir-
tues ‘sleep and passions fret and bicker. There is a
poverty which despondency makes—a deep dungeon in
which the victim wears hopeless chains. . May God save
you from that!...But there is a contented poverty,.in
which indusiry and peace rule; and a joyful hope,
which looks out into another world where riches shall
neither fly nor fade. This poverty may possess an
independent mind, a heart ambitious of usefulness, a
" hand quick to sow the seed of other men’s happiness
and find its own joy in their enjoyment ..If God open
to your feet the way to wealth, enter it .cheerfully; but
remember that riches bless or curse you, as your own _
heart determines, But if circamscribed by necessity,
you are still indigent, after all your industry, do not
scorn poverty. There is often in the hut mere dignity -
than in. the palace—more satisfaction in the poor
man’s scanty fare than in the rich man’s satiety.’

. WHO THE ATLANTIC CABLE WAS LAID.
By C. Field.
' In 1853 an interesting scheme was brought to
my attention. - It was an attempt to resuseitate an

enterprise that had been begun and‘ had 'b’i'oken‘down. -
to carry a line of-telegraph to Newfoundland—includ--
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mg a cable across the Gulf of St Lawrence—and at

St. John s to connect with a Ime ‘of "steamers to

Ireland by which the time of commumcatlon mlght

be reduced to flVe days ' »

The project did not seem to me very formldable.

v It ‘Was no more dlfflcult to carry a line to' St. John’s
.on this glde than to some' point on the Irish cOa.st.j

But was this all that could be done?

Beside me in the llbmry Was a globe whlch I
bpgan to turn over to study the relative posntlons of
v Newfoundla.nd and Ireland. Suddenly the thought

flashed upon me, “Why not carry the line across the'
Atlantic?”

That was the first moment that the idea ever
entered my mind. It came as a vision of the night,
a.nd never left me, until ‘thirteen years after, the
dream was fulfilled. )

~ It is very easy to dra.w a lineon a map ora
globe, but quite another to measure out all the
distances by land and sea.” As I could not undertake»
1t alone, Ilooked about for a few strong men to give
it support '

My next door neighbor was Peter Cooper, Whose
name is justly held in honor for his simple, noble life,
and his great generosity to his native city.. He had a
génius for mechanics, as -he showed by constructing'.
one of the ﬁrst locomotives in this _country. Though -
an old man, 'he had not grown o ‘conservative as to:
think that there was nothmg new to be done in the-
world. '
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He was .the first-to -join the enterprise, and
stood by it through all its-fortunes to the end. -That
helped me to enlist Moses Taylor, - Marshall . O.
Roberts, and Chandler White, together with my
brother, Mr, David Dudley Field—six of us in all
—who made up the little company that undertook the
telegraph to Newfoundland, as preliminary to the
larger undertaking of crossing the ocean itself. Mr.
White died a few months later, and his place was
taken by Mr. Wilson G. Hunt.

The title of ‘‘The New York, Newfoundland
and Lonkon Telegraph Company’’ indicated the full
scope of the design.

As soon as we had organized, three of us,
Mr, White, my brother and myself, started for New-
foundland to get a charter, which we obtained after
some Weeks’ negotiation, giving us for fifty years the
exolusxve right to land a submarine cable upon those
shores.

Now. the ‘work -began in-earmest. The first
thing we had to do was to build a line eof telegraph
four hundred miles long through an uninhabited
aountry, cuttmg our way through the )‘orests, climbing
hﬁls ]ghmglng mto gWamps, and crosamg rivers. ;

PRESRAY

R O ﬂW&m VGW totbe: Gulf of St. Lawrenoe,
We -hads our Sirst! dxperienoaiin laying s submarine
bleo (1 wes but a ‘short: Uayt Jees: than & hupdred,
#iffon Jongi and yet, we failed avenring that and thy
sthanpt had 30 be renewed, the ipl!gr)n( yeas, - When'
1t was successful,
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* 5 Of course we felt a great satisfaction that we
had got so far.. We had crossed the land, but could;
¥e cross the sea? As we stood upon the cliffs of
Newifoundland and looked off upon the great deep, we:
saw that our greatest task was still before us. ,

For this we had been preparing by preliminary
mvestlgatmns Before we could embark .in an.
enterprlse of which there had been no example, we.
must know about the ocean itself, into which we-
were to venture. We had sailed over it, but who knew -
what was under it ?  The cable must be on the bottom;
and what sort of bottom was it ? Smooth and even,
or rugged as Switzerland, now sinking into deep
abysses, and then rising in mountain chains over
which the cable must-hang suspended, to be swept to-
and‘ tro by the deep undercurrents of the ocean ?

Fortunately Juat then gareful soundlngs by
English and American navigators showed that the:
ocean bed was onL vast plain; broa,der than the steppes.
of Siberia or the pralrles of Amerxca, reaching nearly,
fron shore to shore: and in their sufprise and joy the
discoverers christened it the ‘‘telegraphic plateau, ” 40
much did it seemy like: a ep’eoia& conformsation of the
globe for the service of man.

leing it that name, hovaer, did not prove:
that a cable could be Iaid a.cross ‘it.” The mechanicai
difficulty alone was enormous, Men héd sheébohed’
heavy chains scrosg rivers he booms to bar: bl yillkage
MS. byt wio ever. dreared of .o’ ohain: oNex tWo-

Jong ? :
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If it could be drawn out to such a length, would
it ‘not fall in pieces’ by its own weight ?* Suppose all
want well, and it should hold ‘together long enough to’
" be gat safely overboard, and to be dropped in the coze-
.of the ocean bed, what would it be good for ? c

" There rose” the scientific difficulty: Could an
~electric current be sent through it? The fact that a
cable had been laid across the Britfsh Channel, so that
it was possnble to telegraph from Dover to Calais, ‘was
1o proof that a current could be sent across the whole
breadth of the Atlantic.

To get an answer to this question, we appealed..
to the greatest authorities in-both countries. Morse said,
““Yes, it can be dome.’’ So said Faraday; and when.
I asked the old man, ‘‘How long will it take for-the.
current to pass from shore to shore?’’ he answered,
“*Possibly one second,”*

Such words of cheer put us in good heart and
h:ope_, and yet the only final and absolute test was
that of experiment. And a very costly experiment
it must be. ' ,

To make such a cable as we required, and to
lay it at the bottom of. the sea, would cost six
‘hundred. thousand pounds sterling—three miilions of |
dollars! Where was . all that money to come from? -
Who would: invest in such an enterprise?

I went from city to city, addressing chambers’
of - commerce and- other - financial bodies in England ~
and the United States. All listened with respect, -



How The Aflantic Cable Was Laid 141

but such was the general incredality that men were
slow to subscrible. To show my faith by my works;:
I took one fourth of the whole capital myself, " And
80 at: last with the help of a few, the necessary sum
was secured and the work begun,

The year 1857 saw the cable on :board of two
shiips furniglied by the Governments of England and
the Uniled States; but these ships:were hardly more
than three hundred miles from .the coast of Ireland
" when the cable broke, and they had to return. So
“ended the first expedition.

The next- year we tried again and thought we
could diminish the difficullty and the danger
.by - -beginning in- the middle of the Atlantic
‘and there - splicing the cable, when the two ships
“should sail eastward and westward until they should’
land the two ends on the opposite shores, This plan
was carried out. They reached mid-ocean, and
splicing the cable together, the ships bore away for
-Ireland “and Newfoundland, but had not gone a
hundred miles before the cable broke. Several times
‘'we tried it with the same result. Then a stori
~aroge, in ~which one of the ships, the Aganmemnon,
came near foundering; and at last all were glad to
" get safely back again into the shelter of an English
_port.

_ I went to London to attend a meeting of the

- Board of Directors. - It- was mnot a very cheerful
meeting. - On every face was a look of disappointment,

.Some thought that we had done everything that- brave



142 How The Atlantic Cable Was Laid

smen could do, anid that now it was time to stop.
To muke another attempt was . folly and nmdness.
So'strong ‘was this feeling that” when the more resolute
of us talked of renewing she attempt, the vice-president
rose and left the room.

It was then that we took courage from despair.
‘We had failed already; we could not do worse than
4ail again! There was a possibility of success, it
‘was indeed a forlorn hope, but we could try it.

Again the ships put to sea, but there was little
enthusiasm for there were few in either hemisphere
who expected a.nythmg but a repetition of our former
experience. - Such was the state of the public mind,
when on the 5th of August. 1858, it was suddenly
flashed over the country that the Niagara had rea.ched
‘Newfoundland, ‘while the Agamemnon had x‘ea.ched
TIreland, so that the e;zpedmon was a complete success,

The revulsion of feeling was all the.greater from
the previous despondency, and for a few ‘weeks every-
‘body was wild with’ excitement. Then the ‘messagés
grew fewer and fainter, till at last they' ceased
altogether. The voides of the sea were dumbs

Then came a reaction. Many felt that they ] ha.d
"been deceived, and that no messages had ever crosséd‘
the Atlantic. Others, while admitting that thers had
beéen a fow broken messages, yet concluded from the
sudden failure that a deep-sea cable must/ﬁe subject to
such interruptions, that it could never be relied upon
A8 a means of communication between the continents.
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A year or t{wo Iater a company was formed to
construct & land line along the Waestern coast of
America, with the design that from the far northwestern
coast it should be strang along from one stepping stone
to. another, by the Aleutian Islands, till it should eome
Awithin easy distance of Siberia, the whole breadth of
which must be crossed. Thus Europe might atf last be
reached by way of Asial

, This vast underta.kmg was a.ctual]y begun and
carried forward with great energy till it was stopped in
amid-career by the success. of the “Atlantic Gable, but for
this we had to wait seven long years. Our country
was plunged in a tremendous civil war and had not
time to think of the enterprises of peace.

_ .. .In these years ocean telegraphy had made great
. progress, Other facilities we found that we had not
before. The Great Eastern, which from its enormous
bulk had proved too unwieldy for ordinary commerce,
was the only ship afloat that could carry the heavy
cable; the whole was coiled within her sides, and with
‘the mighty burden of twenty tons she put to sea.

Never(ha;d there been such a prospect of success.
For twelve hundred miles she rode the sea in triumph,
till in a sudden lurch,of the ship the cable snapped,
and once more all our hopes were in the deep bosom of
the ocean buried.

For one whole month we hung over the spot»,
drying to raise the cable, but in vain; and again we
ook our ‘‘melancholy way’’ buck across the waters
whick had been the scence of so many failures.
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This last disaster upset all our calculations. Our
cable was broken and our money was gone, and we
must begin all over again.

Fresh capital had to be raised to the amount of
six hundred thousand pounds. That smgle lurch of the
ship cost us millions of dollars and the delay of_
‘another year.

, But time brings round all things, and Vthe’next
year, 1866, the Great Kastern, laden with a new
burden, once more swung her mighty bulk out on the :
‘bosom of the Atlantic. For fourteen days she bore
‘steadily to the west while we kept up our commumca.-
tion with the old world that we had left behind. o

TOWa.l'd the end of the voyage wWe wa.tched for
land as @olumbus watched for the first sign of a new
world. At length, on July 27th, we cast anchor m
‘Trinity Bay in the little harbor of Heart’s Content,
that seemed to have been christened in anticipation of
‘the joy of that hour.

All the ship’s crew joined to lift the heavy shore
end off the. Great Eastern into the boats, and then to
drag it up fo thé beach to the telegra.ph house; where
every Blgna.l was answered from Ireland, not in broken
utterances as with the old cable, but clearly and
‘distinctly, as a man talks with his friend; and_we
knew that the problem was solved, and that telegraphic
communication was firmly established between the old
world and the new. But our work was not quite ended.
There was the last year’s cable with its broken’end
lying in the depths of thesea. As 'soon as the werk
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of unloading the Great Eastern was done, she bore away
to grapple for the lost cable.

Captain Moriarty had, with Captain Anderson,
taken most exact observations at the spot where the
cable broke in 1865, and they were 8o exact that they
could go right to the spot. After finding it they
marked the line of the cable by a row of buoys, for-
fogs would come down and shut out sun and stars, so
that no man could take an observation. These buoys
were anchored a few miles apart. They were numbered,
and each had a flagstaff on it, so that it would be seen
by day, and a lantern by night. Thus having taken-
our bearings, we stood off three or four iniles, 8o as to
come broadside on, and then casting over the gi'a.pnel.
drifted slowly down upon it, dragging the bottom of
the ocean as We went. At first it was a little bit
awkward to fish in such déep water, but our men got
uged to it, and soon could cast a grapnel almost as
straight as an old whaler throws a harpoon. Our
fishing line was-of formidable size, It was made
of rope twisted with wires of steel, so as to bear a
strain of thirty tons. It took about two hours for the
grapnel to reach bottom, but we could tell when it
struck. I often went to the bow and sat on the rope,
and could feel] by the quiver that the grapnel was
dragging on the bottom, two miles under us. But it
was a Vvery slow business. We had storms and calms,
and fogs and squalls. Still we worked on day after
day. Once,. on the 17th of August, we got the cable
up, and had it in full sight for five minutes—a long.
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slimy monster, fresh from: the ooze of the ocean’s bzd—
but our men began to cheer so- wildly that it seemed te
be frightened, and suddenly broke away and went
down into the sea.

This accident kept us at work two weeks
longer; but finally on the last night of August, we
caught it. We had cast the grapnel thirty times. It
was a liftle before midnight on Friday night that we
hooked the cable, and it wasa little: after midnight
Sundey morning that we got it on board. What was -
the anxiety of those twenty-six hours! The strain on
‘every man’s life was like the strain on the cable itself..
When finally it appeared it was midnight; the lights
of the ship and in the boats round our bows, as they
flashed in the faces of the men, showed them eagerly
watching for the cable to appear on the water. At
length it was brought to the surface. All who were
allowed to approach crowded forward tosee it; yet not
a word was spoken; only the voices of the officers in
command Wwere heard giving orders. All felt as if
life and death hung on the issue. It was only when
it was brought over the bow and on to the deck that
men dared to breathe.. Even then they hardly believed
their eyes. Some crept toward it to feel of it—to be
gure it was there. Then we carried it along to the:
electrician’s room to see if our long sought treasure was.
alive or dead. A few minutes of suspense and a flash
~ told of the lightning current again set free. Then did
the feeling, long pent up, burst forth. Some turned
away their heads and wept. Others broke into cheers,
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and the cry ran from man to man and was heard down
in the engine room, deck below deck, and from the
boats on the water and the other ships, while rockets
lighted up the darkness of the sea. Then with
thankful hearts we turned our faces again to the west.
But scon the wind arose, and for thirty-six hours we
were exposed to all the dangers of a storm on the
Atlantic. Yet in the very height and fury of the gale,
as I sat in the electrician’s room, a flash of l{ght came
up from the deep which, having crossed to Ireland,
came back to me in mid-ocean telling me tha.t those
.80 dear to me were well.

In looking back over these eventful years, I
wonder how we had the courage to carry it through in
the face of so many defeats and of almost universal
anbelief. A hundred times I reproached myself for
persisting in what seemed beyond the power of man.
And again there came a feeling, that, having begun,
I could not turn back; at any cost I must see it through.

_ At last God gave us the victory. And now, as
we see its results, all who had a part in it must feel
rewarded for their labors and their sacrifices.

That iron chain at the bottom of the sea is a
dink to bind nations together. The magnetic currents
that pass and repass are but the symbols and the
dnstruments of the invisible yet mighty currents of
human affection that, as they pass to and fro, touch a
thousand chords of Jove and sympathy, and thus bring
into nearer, closer and sweeter relations the separated
anernbers of the one great family of mankind.
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THE MAN AND THE OPPORTUNITY.

By O. S. Marden.

‘‘It we succeed, what will the world say?"’
asked Captain Berry in delight, when Nelson had
explained his carefully formed plan before the battle
of the Nile.

““There is no “‘if’’ in the case” replied Nelson,.
““That we shall succeed is certain. Who may live to
tell the tale is a very different question.’’ Then, as
his captains rose from the council to go to their
respective ships, he added: ‘‘Before this time to-
morrow I shall have gained a peerage or Westminister
Abbey.” His quick eye and daring spirit saw an
opportunity of glorious victory where others saw
only probable defeat.

““Is it possible to cross the path?’’ asked
Napoleon of the engineers who had been sent to explore
‘the dreaded pass. of St. Bernard. ‘‘Perhaps,’’ was
" the ‘hesitating reply, ‘‘it is within the limits of
possibility.”*  ‘‘Forward, then,” said the Little
Corporal heeding not their account of difficulties,
apparently - insurmountable.  England and Austria.
laughed in scorn at the idea of transporting across the
Alps, where ““no wheel had ever rolied, or by any pos-
sibility could roll,”’ an army of sixty thousand men,
with ponderous artillery, and tons of cannon balls
and baggage, and all the bulky munitions of war,
But the besieged Massena was starving in Genoa,
and the victorious Austrians thundered at the gates
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of Nice. Napoleon was not the man to fail his
former comrades in their hour of peril.

The soldiers and all their equipments were
inspected with rigid care. A worn shoe, a torn coat, or
a damaged musket was at once repaired or replaced,
and the columns swept forward, fired with the spirit
-of their chief.

‘“High on those craggy steeps, gleaming through
the mists, the glittering bands.of armed. men, like
phantoms, appeared. The eagle Wheeled and screamed

- beneath their feet. The mountain goat, affrighted by

the unwonted spectacle, bounded away, and paused
in bold relief upon the cliff to gaze at the martial
array which so suddenly had peopled the solitude.
‘When they approached any spot of very special
difficulty, the trumpets sounded the charge, which
reechoed with sublime reverberations from pinnacle
to pinnacle of rock and ice. Everything was so
«carefully arranged, and the influence of Napoleon so
boundless, that not a soldier left the ranke, Whatever
.obstructions were in the way were to be at all
hazards surmounted, so that the long file, extending
nearly twenty miles, might not be thrown into
cgonfusion.”” In four days the é,rm’y was marching on
the plains of Italy.

When this ‘‘impossible’’ deed was accom-
plished others saw that it might have been even done
long before. Many a commander had possessed the
necessary supplies, tools, and rugged soldiers, but
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lacked ‘the grit and resolution of Bonaparte. Other
excused themselves from excountering such giganhtic-
obstacles by calling them insuperable.” He did not
shrirk from mere difficulties, however great, but-
out of his very need made and mastered his-
opportunity.

Don't wait for extraordinary opportunities..
Seize common occasions and make them great.

Weak men wait for opportunities, strong men:
make them.

It is the idle man, not the great worker, who-
is always complaining that he has no time or
opportunity. Some young men will make more out.
of the odds and ends of opportunities, which many
carglessly throw away, than others will get out of
a whole lifetime. Like bees, they extract honey
from every flower. FEvery person they meet, e‘véry‘
circumstance of the day, must add something
to their store of useful knowledge or personal
power.

““There is nobody whom Fortune does not
visit once in his life,” says a Cardinal; ‘‘but when.
* she finds he is not ready to receive her, she goes in ab,
the door and out at the window.””

An opportunity will only make you ridiculous-
unless you are prepared for it

Are you prepared for a great'oppoxtunity ?
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Open eyes will discover opportunities every-
where ; open ears will never fail to detect the cries
-of those who are perishing for assistance; open
hearts will never want for worthy objects upon
which to bestow their gifts ; open hands wiil never
Iack for noble work to do.

Young men and women, why stand ye here
all the day idle? Was the land all occupied before
you were born? Has the earth ceased to yield its
increase? Are the seats all taken? the positions
all filled? the chances all gone? Are the resources
of -your country fully developed? Are the secrets
of nature all mastered? Is there no way in which
you can utilize these passing moments to improve
yourgelf or benefit another? Is the competition of
modern existence so fierce that you must be content
to simply gain an honest living? Have you received
the gift of life in the progressive age, wherein all
- the experience of the past is garnered for your
inspiration, merely that you may increase by one
the sum total of purely animal existence ?

The new is supplanting the old everywhere.
The machinery of ten years ago must soon be
sold as old iron to make room for something more
efficient, The methods of our fathers are daily giving
place to better systems. Those who have devoted
their lives to the cause of labor and progress are
constantly falling in the ranks; and, as the struggle
grows more intense, men and women with even
stronger arms and truer hearts are needed to take
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the vacant places in the Battle of Life.

Don’t wait for your opportunity. Make it,—
make it as the shepherd-boy Ferguson made his
when he calculated the distances of the stars with
a handful of glass beads on a string. Make it, as
George Stephenson made his when. he mastered the
rules of mathematics with a bit of chalk on the
grimy sides of the coal wagons in the mines. Make
it, as Napoleon made his in a hundred ‘‘impossible’
situations, Make it, as all leaders of men, in war
and in peace, have made their chances of success.
Make it, as.every man must, who would accomplish
anything worth the effort. Golden opportunities
are nothing to laziness, but industry makes the
commonest chances golden.

THE GIFT OF THE MAGI.
By O. Henry.

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all.
And sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved
one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and
the vegetable man and the butcher until one’s cheeks
burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that
such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted
it.  One dollar and eighty-seven cents, And the next
day would be Christmas. ‘

There Was clearly nothing to do but flop down
on the shabby little couch and howl. So Della. did
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it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life
is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles
predominating,

While the mistress of the home is gradually
suhsiding from the first stage to the second, take a
look at the home, A furnished flat at $8 per week,
It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly
had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy
squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into
‘which no letter would go, and an electric button from
which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also
appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name
““Mr, James Dillingham Young.’’

The ‘‘Dillingham’’ had been flung to the breeze
during a former period of prosperity when its possessor
was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the
income was shrunk to $20, the letters of *‘Dillingham’’
looked blurred, as though they were thinking seriously
of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But
whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young came home
and reached his flat above he was called ‘‘Jim'’ and
greatly hugged by Mrs, James Dillingham Young,
already introduced to you as Della. Which is all
very good.

Della finished her cry and attended to her
cheeks with the powder rag. he stood by the window
and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a gray
fence in a gray backyard. - To-morrow would be
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Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which
to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every
penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty-
dollars a- week doesn’t go far. KExpenses had been
greater than she had calculated. They always are..
Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim.
Many a happy hour ghe had spent planning for
something nice for him. Something fine and rare:
and, sterling—something just a little bit near to bemg~
worthy of the honor of being owned, by Jim.

There was a pier-glass between the windows-
of the room. Perhaps you have seen .a pier-glass-
in an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person.
may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence-
of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate concep-
tion of his looks. Della, being slender, had mastered
the art,

Suddenly she whirled from the window and.
stood before the glass. [Her oyes were shining-
brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within
twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair-
and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James
Dillingham Young’s in which they both took a.
mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that had
pbeen his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other
was Della’s hair, Had the Queen of Sheba lived
in the flat across the nirshaft, Della would heve et
her hair hang out the window some day to dry just
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to depreciate her Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had
King Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures
- piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out
his watch every time he passed, just to see him pluc<
at his beard from envy.

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about het,
rippling and shining like a cascade of brown waters.
It reached below her knee and made itself almost
a garment for her. And then she did it up again
nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a
minute and stood still while a tear or two splashed
oh the worn red carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went her
old brown hat, With a whirl of skirts and with the
brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the
door and down the stairs to the m-eet. '

\Where she stooped, the sign read: *‘‘Mme.
Sofronie. Hair Goods of all Kinds.”” One flight up
Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame;
large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the *‘‘Sofronie.’’

“Will you buy my hair ?’’ asked Della.

““I buy hair,”’ said Madame. ‘“Take yer hat
off and let’s have a sight at the looks of it.’’
Down rippled the brown cascade.

“Twenty dollars,”’ said Madame, lifting the
mass with a practised hand.

*“Give it to me quick,’’ said Dells
Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on
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rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was
ransacking the stores for Jim’s present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made
for Jim and no one else, There was no other like
it in any of the stores, and she had turned: all of
them inside out. It was a platinum fob. chain simple
and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value
by substance alone and not by meretricious ornamenta-
tion—as all good things should do. It was even
worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she
knew that it must be Jim’'s. It was like him.
Quietness and value—the description applied to both.
Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and shée
hurried home with the 87 cents, With that chain
on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about
the time in any company. Grand as the watch was,
‘he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account
of the old leather strap that he used in place of

a chain.

When Della reached home her intoxication gave -
way a little to prudence and reason. She got out her
curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work
repairing the ravages made by generosity added  to
love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear
friends—a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was covered
with tiny, close-lying curls that made. her look
wonderfully like a truant sehool-boy. She looked at -
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her relfection in the mirror long, carefully, and
critically.

“If Jim doesn’t kill me,”’ she said to herself,
/**before he takes a second look at me, he'll say I look
like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do—
oh! what could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven
cents?’’

At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the
frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and ready
to cook the chops.

Jim' was never late. Della doubled the fob
chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table
near the door that he always entered. Then she heard
his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and
she turned white for just a moment, - She had a habit
of saying little silent prayers about the simplest
everyday things, and now she whispered: *‘‘Pleage
God, make him think T am still pretty.’’

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed
it. He looked. thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he
was only twenty-two—and to be burdened with a
family! He needed a new overcoat and he was
without gloves.

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a
getter at the scent of quail. His eyes were fixed upon
Della, and there was an expression in them that she
could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger,
nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of
the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He
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gimply stared abt her fixedly with that peouliar
- expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table and went for him.

¢‘Jim, darling,’’ she cried, ‘‘don’t look at me
that way. I had my hair cut off and sold it because I
couldn’t have lived through Christmas without giving
you a present. It’ll grow out again—you won’t mind,
"will you? I just had to do it, My hair grows awiully
fast, Say ‘‘Merry Christmas!’”’ Jim, and let’s be
happy. You don’t know what a mce—wha.t a
beautiful, nice gift I’ve got for you.”

““Youve cut off your ha.1rr" .asked Jim,
laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent
faot yet even after the hardest mental labor.

“‘Cut it off and sold it,”’ said Della. ‘‘Don’t
you like me just as well, anyhow? I’m me without my
hair, ain’t I?*’ '

Jim looked about the room cunously

‘“You say your hair is gone?”’ He said, with
an air almost of idiocy. _

‘*You needn’t look for it,’”’ said Della. “It's
sold, I tel] you—sold and gone, too. It’s Christmas
Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you, Maybe
the hairs of my head were numbered,’”’ she went on
with a sudden -serious sweetness, ‘‘but nobody could
ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on,
Jim?”? ’

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake.
Me enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us regard
with discreet serutiny some inconsequential object in
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the other direction. Eight dollarsa week or a million
a year—what is the difference? A mathematician or a
wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi
brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them.
This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.

Jim drew a package from his. overcoat pocket
and threw it upon the table.

“‘Don’t make any mistake, Dell,”” he said,

“‘about me. I don’t think there’s anything in the way
of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make
me like my girl any less. Bat if you’ll unwrap that
package you may see why you had me going a while _
at first,’?

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and
paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then,
‘alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and
- wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all
the -comforting powers of the lord of the flat.

For there lay the Combs—the set of combs, side
and back, that Della had worshipped for long in a
Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise
ghell, with jewelled rims—just the shade to wear in

the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive
~«combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and
yearned over them without the least hope of possession.
And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should
have adorned the coveted adornments were gone,

But she hugged them te her bosom, and at
length she was able to look up with dim eyes anda
smile and say: ‘‘My hair grows so fast, Jim!”’
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And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat
. and cried, ‘“Oh, oh!”’

. Jim had not yet seen his beaut1fu1 present.
She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm.
The dull precious metal seemed to flash with a
reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.

““‘Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? 1 hunted all over town
to tind it. You’ll have to look at the time a hundred -
times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see
how it looks on it.”’ . _

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the
couch and put his hands under the back of his head .
and smiled. ‘‘Dell,”’ said he, ‘‘let’s put our Christmas
presents away and keep ’em a while. They’re too
nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the
money to buy pour combs. And now suppose you put’
the chops on.”’. '

The magi, as you know, -were Wise men—
wonderfully wise men—who brought gifts to the Babe
in. the manger. They invented. the art of giving
Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no -
doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of
exchange in case of duplication. And here I have
lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two
foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed
for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But-
in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said
that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest.
Of all who give and receive gifts, such as they are
wisest. Hverywhere they are wisest. They are the '
magi. k



‘Sir Roger in Love - 161

SIR ROGER IN LOVE
By R. Steele.

In my first description of the company in
which I pass most of my time, it may be remembered
that I mentioned a great affliction which my friend Sir
Roger had met with in his youth; which was no less
than a disappointment in love. Tt happened this

~evening, that we fell into a very pleasing walk at a
distance from his house: as soon as we came into it,
*‘It is,”’ quoth the good old man, looking round him
with a smile, ‘‘very hard, that any part of my land
should be settled upon one who has used me so ill as
the pervers widow did; and yet I am sure I could not
see a 8prig of any bough of this whole walk of trees,
but I should reflect upon her and her severity. She
has certainly the finest hand of any woman in the -
world, You are to know this was the place wherein I
used to muse upon her; and by that custom I can never
come into it, but the same tender sentiments revive in
my mind, as if I had actually walked with that
‘beautiful creature under these shades. I have been
fool enough to carve her name on the bark of several
of these trees: so unhappy is the condition of men in
love, to attempt the removing of their passion by the
methods which serve only to imprint it deeper. She
has certainly the finest hand of any woman in the
world,”

Here followed a profound silence; and I was
not displeased to observe my friend falling so naturally

- into a discourse, which I had ever before taken notice

he industriously avoided, After a very long pause he
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entered upon an account of this great circumstance in
his life, with an air which I thought raised my idea of
him above what I had ever had before; and gave me
‘the picture of that cheerful mind of his, before it
received that stroke which has ever since affected his
words and actions. But he went on as follows:

‘I came to my estate in my twenty-second year,
and resolved to follow the steps of the most worthy of
my-ancestors who have inhabited this spot of earth
before me, in all the methods of hospitality and good
neighbourhood, for the sake of my fame; and in
country spots and recreations, for the sake of my
health. In my twenty-third year I was obliged to
serve ag sheriff of the county; and in my servants,
officers and whole equipage indulged the pleasure of a
young man (who did not think ill of his own person). in
taking that public occasion of showing my figure and
behaviour to advantage. You may easily imagine to
yourself what appearance I made, who am pretty tall,
rid well, and was very well dressed, at the head of a
whole county, with music before me, a feather in my
hat, and my horse well bitted. I can assure you I was
not a little pleased with the kind looks and glances I
had from all the balconies and windows as I rode to
the hall Where the assizes were held. But when I came
there, a beautiful creature in a widow’s habit sat in
court to hear the event of a cause concerning her dower.
This commanding creature (who was born for destruc-
tion of all who behold her) put on such a resignation in
her countenance, and bore the Whispers of all around



Sir Roger in Love . 163

the court with such a pretty uneasiness, I warrant you,
and then recovered herself from one eye to another, till
she was perfectly confused by meeting something so
wistful in all she encountered, that at last, with a
murrain to her, she cast her bewitching eye upon me.
I no sooner met it, but I bowed like a great surprised
booby; and knowing her cause to be the first which
came on, I cried, like a captivated calf as I was,
-‘Make way for the defendent’s witnesses.” This
sudden partiality made all the county immediately see
the sheriff also was become a slave to the fine widow.
During the time her cause was upon trial, she behaved
herself, I warrant you, with such a deep attention to
her business, took oppotunities to have little billels
handed to her counsel, then would be in such a pretty
confusion, occasioned, you must know, by acting
before so much company, that not only I but the whole
court was preiudiced in her favour; and all that the
next heir to her husband had to urge, was thought so
groundless and frivolous, that when it came to her
counsel to reply, there was not half so much said as
every one besides in the court thought he could have
urged to her advantage. You must understand, sir,
this perverse woman is one of those unaccountable
crestures, that secretly rejoice in the admiration of
men, but indulge themselves in no further consequences.
Hence it is that she has ever had a train of admirers,
and she removes from her slaves in town to those in
the country, according to the seasons of the year. She
is a reading lady, and far gone in the pleasures of
friendship; she is always accompanied by a confidante
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who is witness to her daily protestations against our sex,
and consequently a bar to her first steps towards love,
upon the strength of her own maxims and declarations.
‘‘However, I must needs say this accomplished
‘mistress of mine has distinguished me abcve the rest,
and has been known to declare Sir Roger de Coverley
was the tamest and most human of all the brutes in the
country. I was told she said so; by one who thought
he raillied me; but upon the strength of this slender
encouragement of being thought least detestable, 1
made new liveries; néw-pa,ired my coach horses, sent
them all to town to be bitted, and taught to throw their
legs well, and move all together, before’ 1 pretended to
cross the country and wait upon her. As soon as I- .
thought my retinue suitable to the character of my
fortune and youth, I set out from hence to make my
addresses, The particular skill of this lady has ever
been to inflame your wishes, and yet command respect,
To make her mistress of this art, she has a greater
share of knowledge, wit, and good sense, than is usual
even among men of merit. Then she is beautiful
beyond the race of women. 1f you won’t let her go on
with a certain artifice with her eyes, and the skill of
beauty, she will arm herself with har real charms,
and strike you with admiration instead of desire. It
is certain that if you were to behold the whole woman,
there is that dignity in her aspect, that composure in
* her motion, that complacency in her manner, that if
her form makes you hope, her merit makes you fear.
But then again, she is such a desperate scholar, ‘that
- no country gentleman can approach her without being
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a jest. As I was going to tell you, when I came to her
- house I was admitted to her presence with great
civility ; at the same time she placed herself to be first
seen by me in such an attitude, as I think you call
the posture of a picture, that she discovered new
charms, and I at last came towards her with such
an awe a8 made me speechless. This she no sooner
observed but she made her advantage of it, and began
a discourse to me concerning love and honour, a8 they
both are followed by pretenders, and the real votaries
to them. When she had discussed these points in a
discourse, Which I verily believe was as learned as the
~ best philosopher in Europe could possibly make, she
asked me whether she was so happy as to fall in with my
sentiments on these important particulars. Her
confidante gat by her, and upon my being in the last
confusion and silence, this malicious aid of hers,
turning to her, says, ‘I am very glad to observe Sir

Roger pauses upon this subject, and seems resolved to .-

deliver all his sentiments upon the matter when he
pleases to speak.” They both kept their countenances,
and after I had sat half an hour meditating how to
behave before such profound casuists, I rose up and
took my leave. Chance has since that time thrown me
very often in her way, and she as often has directed
a discours: to me which I do not understand. This
barbarity has kept me ever at o distance from the most
beautiful object my eyes ever beheld. It is thus also
she deals with all mankind, and you must make love
to her, as you would conquer the Sphinx, by posing
her. But were she like other womep, apd that there
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were any talking to her, how . constant must the
pleasure of that man be, who could converse with a
creature—But, after all, you may be sure. her heart is
fixed on some one or other, and yet I have been credibly
informed; but who can believe half that is said ! After
she had done speaking to me, she put her hand to her
bosom, and adjusted her tucker. Then she cast her
eyes a little down, upon my beholding her too
earnestly. They say she sings excellently: her voice in
her ordinary speech has gomething in it ‘inexpressibly
sweet. - You must know I dined with her at a public
table the day after I first saw her, and she helped meé
to some tansy in the eye of all the gentlemen in the
country: she has certainly the finest hand of any
woaman in the world. I can assure you, sir, were you
to behold her, you would be in the same condition; f
as her speech is music, her form is angelic, But I find
I grow irregular while I am talking of her: but indeed
it would be stupility to be unconcerned at such perfec-
tion. Oh, the excellent creature ! she is as inimitable
to all women, as she is inaccessible to all men.””

I found my friend begin to rave, and insensibly
led him towards the house, that we might be joined by
some, other company; and am convinced that the
widow is the secret cause of all that inconsitency whigh’
appears in some parts of my friend’s discourse; though
he has so much coramand of himself as no/t,dii'eetly
to mention her, yet according to that of Martial, which
ppe knows not how to render in-English, dum facet
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kanc loguitur. 1 shall end this paper with that
whole epigram, which represents with much humour
my honest friend’s condition:

“Quicquid agit Rufus, nikil est, nisi Naevia Rufo,
Si gaudet, si flet, si tacet, hanc loquitur:

Coenat, propinal, poscit, negat, annuit, una est
' Naevia: 8i non sit Naevia, mulus erit.

Scriberit hesterna patri cum luce saluiem,
Naevia lur, ingquit, Naevia lumen, ave.”’

PRESIDENT HARDING’S INAUGURAL
ADDRESS AT THE PACIFIC
CONFERENCE.

It is a great privilege to bid the delegates of
the Conference a cordial welcome, It 'is impossible
to over-appraise the importance of such a Conference.
It is not an unseemly boast to declare that the
conclusions of this body will have a signal influence
over all human progress and the fortunes of the
world represented here in this meeting which is an
earnest indication of the awakened conscience of the
twentieth century’s civilization.

It is a coming together from all parts of the
world to spply the better attributes of mankind to
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v minimize the faults of international relationships.

As official sponsor of the invitation, I think
I may say that the call is not of the United States
alone.. ‘Rather it is the spoken word of that war-
weary world which is" freshly returned from. the
burial of the unknown soldier, of days when the
nations sbrrowed while paying trib_ute,’ _a.ngl, whether
spoken or not, of the thoughts of hundreds of
millions of. people, Who Were summarizing the
inexcusable cause of incalculable cost caused, -
unspeakable sacrifice, and unutterable sorrow. They
are asking the ever-impelling questions; how can
humanity justify or God fosgive human hatred?

It demands no such toll, and ambition and
greed must be denied.

If misunderstanding must take the blame, let
understanding rule and make that good will reign.
Everywhere the world, staggering with debt, needs
its burden lifted by the world's hundreds of millions
who pay in peace and die in war. I wish their
statements would turn expenditures for destruction
into means of construction. -

Gentlemen of the Conference, the United
States welcomes you with unselfish hands. We
harbor no fears. We have no sordid ends to serve,
We suspect no enemy. We contemplate no conquest
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and are content with what we have. Nothing which
is another’s do we wish.

We only wish to do with you that greater
and noble task of international understanding and
good will. The world demands succor, and
contemplation of the existing order brings the
realization that there can be no cure without sacrifice,
not only by one but by all of us.

Not pride need be humbled. No. nationality
need be submerged, but I would have a mergence
of minds, committing all of us to.less preparation
for war and more enjoyment of peace. We should
act together to remove causes of apprehension.
This is not to be.done in intrigue. Greater assurance
is found in .exchanges of simple honesty and
directness. I want less of armaments and none of
war for the world.

With sane good intentions, I welcome you,
not alone in good will and high purpose but in good
will and high faith, and I hope for that understanding
which, I will emphasize, will guarantee peace and
reductions of burdens and better order, which will
tranquilize the world,

_ In such accomplishment there will be added
glory for your flags and ours and the rejoicing of
mankind will make the transcending music of all
succeeding celebrations.
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" THE RAINY DAY.
By H. W. Longfellow,

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary:
Tt rains, and the wind is never weary;
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall,
But at every gust the dead leaves fall,
And the day is dark and dreary.
My life is cold, and dark, and'dreary;
* Tt raing, and the wind is never weary;
' My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past,
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,
And the days are dark and dreary.
Be still, sad heart! and cease repining;
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;
Thy fate is the common fate of all,
Into each life some rain must fall,
Some days must be dark and dreary.

PEACE HATH HER VICTORIES NO LESS
RENOWNED THAN WAR.

By A. W. Ready.

The Victories of Peace are gained over the forces
of Nature: over disease: over civil tyranny and class
oppression: over ignorance and immorality. They are
bloodless conquests, They cost no orphan's curse: no
widow’s tears. They ¢ause no suffering: ‘on the
contrary, they alleviate it. They leave no homesteads
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in smoking ruing, no maimed limbs or mutilated
corpses, no barren fields or wasted crops. Where there
is solid gain, it is true there must be solid loss. But
the gains of Peace are like land reclaimed from the sea,
and the sea is not perceptibly the poorer for its loss.
The adversaries against whom Peace arrays her powers
can afford to lose.

The nineteenth century is pre-eminently the age
of the Victories of Peace. The inventor, the engineer,
the doctor, the sanitary reformer, the political reformer
the social reformer, have each his achievements to
‘record. It is an epoch of triumphant progress in every
department of life.

Foremost among those who have won these
triumphs stand the 1nventor and the engineer. They
have overcome the ‘powers of Nature. They have
mastered the great agent of electricity, and out of a
destructive force they have créated a valuable servant
which propels vehicles, supplies light, rings bells
and takes messages. The telegraph beats the very sun
in his course and annihilates time and space. Steam
laughs at wind and sea. Photography faithfully fixes
and retains the representation of men and things.
Even of the spoken word, than which nothing is more
fleeting or more easily lost, the phonograph Dreserves
the exact record for future generations,

The successes which have been achieved in the
departments of medicine and of sanitary science almost
equally wonderful. Before the ‘discovery of vaccina-
tjon, the horrible discase of small-pox was a scourge
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which constantly ravaged all classes of the community.
It spared neither the monarch in his palace nor the
peasant in his hut. Louis the Fifteenth of France
died of it. Sodid Queen Mary the Second of England.
Every third or fourth person in this country was
disfigured by its unsightly scars. This pest has been
almost exterminated by wvaccination, and its attacks
upon vaccinated persons are comparatively harmless.
Another great discovery, that of chloroform and other
anaesthetics, has mitigated the sufferings of mankind
to an incalulable degree. So late as the Indian
Mutiny, limbs were amputated while the patients were
fully conscious of their agonies. Now a merciful
oblivion is thrown over surgical operations by the action
of these potent and beneficent drugs. In the same
sphere as the doctor works the sanitary reformer, Cities
“are drained, slums are destroyed, open spaces are created
or preserved, atreets are cleansed, houses are ventilated.
The ravages of that class of diseases, such as typhoid
fever, cholera and the plague,” which depends upon
dirty and insanitary conditions, are checked and
reduced to a minimum.

No Jess valuable than these are the Victories won
over the forces of civil tyranny and class oppression. In
our country, these have been Victories of Peace. ' The
old absolute monarchies of Europe have, it is true, with’
scarcely an exception, been obliged to admit their
subjects to a voice in the government under which they
live, Some measure of freedom has beesn generally
established, In most countries this has been effected
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by violence and revolution: in ours, by constitutional

“methods and reform. In this country toda.y,.ewry man
has-the right of freec speech; almost every man has a
vote; no man is debarred from the full privileges of
citizenship on account of his religious opinions; the
forces of crime and disorder are kept in check by an
efficient system of police; the administration of equal
justice to all as ensured hy the watchful criticism of
an absolutely free Press, There was nothing like
- this at the beginning of this century; and save for
a few riotous outbursts at critical moments, all this
progress has been achieved without loss of blood.

The social reformer has perhaps the widest -
sphere of all. Material progress would be of but little
value if it were not accompanied by moral improvement.
The social reformer has done a great work, Education
has been made compulsory, universal and gratuitous,
and is no longer the privilege of the few. Workhouses,
factories, lunatic asplums and pris8ns have been
reformed, and the old scandals of the Marshalsea and
the Fleet have been abolished, Drunkenness is
condemned by public opinion. So is duelling.
Literature has been cleansed from the coarseness which
pervades and disfigures the works of our earlier writers,
Among the lower orders, although much remains still
to be attempted, in cleanliness, and decency, in habits
and morals, in manners and speech, in refinement
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and taste, in all that is comprised in the world
Civilisation, great and general improvement has been
diffused. :

Such are the Victories of Peace. The triumphs
of war are of short duration. Too often they do
but sow the seeds of terrible retaliation in the future.
But the Victories of Peace do not rankle; and they
endure to the end.

THE BET
By A. P. Chekhov

It was a dark autumn night., The old banker
was pacing from corner to corner of his study,
recalling to his mind the party he gave in the
autumn fifteen years before, There were many
clever people at the party and much interesting
_ conversation. They talked among other things of
capital punishment. The guests, among them not
a few scholar® and journalists, for. the most part
disapproved of capital punishment. They found it
cbsolets as a means of punishment, unfitted to a
Christian State and immoral. Some of them thought
that capital punishment should be replaced universally
by life-imprisonment.

““I don’t agree with you,’’ said the host. *‘I

myself have experienced neither capital punishment
nor life-imprisonment, but if oné may jadge a priori,
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then in my opinion capital punishment is more
moral and more humane than imprisonment. Execu-
tion kills instantly, life-imprisonment kills by
degrees. Who is the more humane executioner, one
who kills you in a few seconds or one who draws
the life out of you incessantly, for years ?’’

““They’re both equally immoral,”” remarked
one of the guests, ‘‘because their purpose is the
same, to take away life. The State is not God.
It has no right to take away that which it cannot
give back, if it should so desire.”’

Among the company was a lawyer, a young
man of about twenty-five. On being asked his
opinion, he said:

“‘Capital punishment and life-imprisonment
are equally immoral; but if I were offered the
choice between them, I would certainly choose the
second, It’s better to live somehow than not to live
at all.”” .

There ensued a lively discussion. The banker
who was then younger and more nervous suddenly
lost his temper, banged his fist on the table, and
turning to the young lawyer, cried out:

“It’s o lie. I bet you two millions you
wouldn'’t stick in a cell even for five years.”

*‘If you mean it seriously,’’ replied the lawyer,
“‘then I bet I’1l stay not five but fifteen.’’

‘“‘Fifteen ! Donel’’ cried the banker. *‘Gentle-
taen, I stake two millions,"’
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‘““Agreed. You stake two millions, I my
freedom,’? said the lawyer.

So this wild, ridiculous bet came to pass,
THe banker, who at that time had too many
millions to count, spoiled and-capricious, was beside
* himself with rapture. During supper he said to
the lawyer jokingly:

**Come to your senses, young man, before it's
too late. Two millions are nothing to me, but
you stand to logse three or four of the best years
of your life. I say three or four, because you’ll
never stick it out any longer. Don’t forget. either,
‘you -unhappy man, that voluntary is much heavier
than - enforced imprisonment. The idea that you
have right to free yourself at any moment will p01son
the whole of your life in the cell. I pity you.”

And now the banker, pacing from ‘corner to
corner, recalled all this and asked himself:

“Why did I make this bet ? What’s the good ?
The lawyer loses fifteen years of his life and I
throw away two millions. Will it convince people
that capital punishment is worse or better than
imprisonment for life? No, no! all stutf and rubbish,
On my part, it was the caprice of a well-fed man ;
on my lawyer’s pure greed of gold.”

He recollected further what happefied. after the
evening party. It was decided that the lawyer must
undergo his imprisonment under the strictest observa-
tion, "in a garden wing of the banker’s” house. It
was agreed: that during the period he would be
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deprived of the right to cross the threshold, to see
living people, to hear human voice, and to receive
letters and newspapers. He was permitted to have
a musical instrument, to read books, to write letters,
to read books, to write letters, to drink wine and
smoke tobacco. By the agreement he could com-
municate, but only in silence, with the outside
world through a little window specially constructed
for this purpose, Everything necessary, books, music,
wine, he could receive in any quantity by sending a
note through the window. The agreement provided
for all the minutest details, which made the
confinement strictly solitary, and. it obliged the
lawyer to remain exactly fifteen years from twelve
- o’cloek of November 14th, 1870, to twelve o’clock
of November 14th, 1885. The least attempt on his
part to escape if only for two minutes before the
time freed the ‘banker from the ebligation to pay
him the two millions.

During the first year of imprisonment, the

\

lawyer, as far as it was possible to judge from his .

ghort notes, ‘suffered terribly from loneliness and
boredom. From his wing day and night came the
sound of the piano. He rejected wine and tobacco.
““Wine,”” he wrote, ‘‘excites desires, and desires
are the chief foes of a prisoner; besides, nothing
is more boring than to drink good wine alone,’’
and tobacco- spoils the air in his room. During
the _first year the lawyer was sent books of a
light character; novels with a complicated love
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‘interest, stories of crime and fantasy, comedies, and
80 on,

‘ In the second year the piano was. heard no

Jonger and the lawyer asked only for classics. In
the fifth year, music was heard again, and the
prisoner asked for wine., Those who watched him
said that during the whole of that year he was
only eating, drinking, and lying on his bed. He
yawned often and talked angrily to himself. Books
he did not read. Sometimes at mnights he would
sit ‘down to. write.. He would write for a long
time and tear it all up in the morning. More than
once he was heard to weep.

In the second half of the sixth year, the
prisoner began zealously to study - languages,
philosophy, and history. He fell on these subjects
so hungrily that the banker hardly had time to get
books enough for him. In the space of four years
about six hundred volumes. were bought at his
request. It was while that passion lasted that the
banker received the following letter from the prisoner:
‘“‘My dear gaoler, I am writing these lines in six
languages. Show them to experts. Let them. read
them. If they do mnot find one single mistake, I
beg you to give orders to have a gun fired off in
the garden. By the noise I shall know that my
efforts have not been in vain. The geniuses of all
ages and countries speak in different languages; but
in them all burns the same flame. Oh, if you
knew my heavenly happiness now that I can
understand them!'’ The prisoner’s desire was fulfilled.
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Two shots were fired in the garden by the banker's
order, :

. Tater on, after the tenth year, the lawyer
l.,,sé.t immovable before his table and read only the
" New Testament. The banker found it strange that
a man who in four years had mastered six hundred
erudite volumes, should have spent nearly a year
in reading one book, easy to understand and by no
means thick. The New Testament was then replaced
by the history of religions and theology.

During the last two years of his confinement
‘the prisoner read an extraordinary amount, quite
baphazard, Now he would apply himself to the
natural sciences, then he would read Byron or
Shakespeare. Notes used to come from him in which
he agked to be sent at the same time a book on
chemistry, a textbook of medicine, a novel, and
some treatise on philosophy or theology. He read
as though he were swimming in the sea among
broken piecés of wreckage, and in his desire to save
his life was eagerly grasping one piece after another.

" The banker recalled all this, and thought :

*‘To-morrow at twelve o'clock he receives his
freedom. Under the agreement, I shall have to pay
him two miilions. If I pay, it’s all over with me.
I am ruined forever , ., . ”’ ,

Fifteen years before he had too many millions
to count, but now he was afraid to ask himself
-which he had more of, money or debts. Gambling
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on the Stock-Exchange, risky speculation, and the
recklessness, of which he could not rid himself even
in old age, had gradually brovght his business to
,decay ; and the fearless, self-confident, proud man
of business had become an ordinary banker, trembling
at every rise and fall in the market.

“That cursed bet,”” murmured the old man
clutching his head in despair. . . . “Why didn’t
the man die? He’s only forty years old. He will
take away my last farthing, marry, enjoy life,
gamble on the Exchange, and I will look on like
an envious beggar and hear the same words from
him every day: ‘I’m obliged to you for the happiness
of my life, Let me help you.” No, it’s too much!
The only escape from bankruptcy and disgrace—is
that the man should die.”

The clock had just struck three. - The banker
was listening. In the house every one was asleep,
and one could hear only the frozen trees whining
outside the windows, Trying to make no sound, he
‘tcok out of his safe the key of the door which had
not been opened for fifteen years, put on his overcoat,
and went out of the house, The garden Was dark
and cold. It was raining, A damp, penetrating
wind: howled in the garden and gave the trees no
rest. Though he strained his eyes, the banker could
see neither the ground, nor the white statues, nor
the garden wing, nor the trees. Approaching the
garden wing, he called the watchman tWice. There
was no answer. Evidently the watchman had taken
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shelter frdin the bad weather and was now asleep
"~ somewhere in the_ kitchen or the ‘greenhouse,

“If T have the courage to fulfill my intention,”
thought the old man, ‘‘the suspicion will fall on the
watchman first of all.”’

In the darkness he groped for the steps and
the door and entered the hall of the garden wing, then
poked his way into a narrow passage and struck a
match. Not a soul was there. Some one's bed, with
no bedclothes on it, stood there, and an iron stove
.. Joomed dark in the corner, The seals on the door
that led into the prisoner’s room were unbroken.

.When the match went out, the old man,
. trembling . from agitation, peeped into the little
window.

In the prisoner's room a candle was burning
~dimly. The prisoner himself sat by the table. Only
~his back, the hair on his head, and his hands

were visible. Open books were strewn about on the
table, the two chairs, and on the carpet near
the table. '

Five minutes passed and the prisoner never
-once stirred  Fifteen years’ confinement had taught
him to- sit motionl.ss, The banker tapped on the
window with Lis finger, but the prisoner made no
movement in reply. Then the banker cautiously tore
tho seals from the door and put the key into the
lock. The rusty lock gave a hoarse groan and the
door creaked, The banker expected instantly to hear
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a cry of surprise and the sound of steps. Three
minutes passed and it was as quiet inside ag it had
been before. He made up his mind to enter.

Before the table sat a man, unlike an ordinary
human being. It was a skeleton, with tight-drawn
skin, with long curly hair like a woman’s, and a
shaggy beard. The color of his face was yellow,
of an earthy shade; the cheeks were sunken, the
back long and narrow, and the hand upon which
he leaned his hairy head was so lean and skinny
that it was painful to look upon. His hair was
already silvering with gray, and no one who glanced
at the senile emaciation of the face would have
believed that he was only forty years old. On the
table, before his bended head, lay a sheet of paper
on which something was written in a tiny hand. -

““‘Poor devil,”” thought the banker,- ‘‘he’s
asleep and probably seeing millions in his dreams.
I have only to take and throw this half-dead thing
an the bed, smother him a moment with the pillow,
and the most careful examination will find no trace
of unnatural death. But, first, let us read what he
has written here,”’

The banker took t!e sheet from the table and
read:

" “To-morrow at twelve o’clock midnight, I
shall obtain my freedom and the the right to mix
with people. But before I leave this room and see
the sun I think it necessary to say a few words ta
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you. On my own clear conscience and before God

who sees me I declare to you that 1 despise freedom,

~ life, health, and all that your books call the blessings
-of the world.

“‘For fifteen years I have diligently studied
earthly life. True, I saw neither the earth nor
the people, but in your books I drank fragrant wine,
sang songs, hunted deer and wild boar in the
forests, loved women. . . . And beautiful women,
like clouds ethereal, created by the magic of your
~ poets’ genius, visited me by night and whispered to
me wonderful tales, which made my head drunken.
In your books I climbed the summits of Elbruz
and Mont Blanc and saw from there how the sun
rose in the morning, and in the evening suffused
the sky, the ocean and the mountain ridges with
a purple gold. I saw from there how above me
lightnings glimmered cleaving the clouds; I saw
green forests, fields, rivers, lakes, cities; I heard
gyrens singing, and the playing -of the pipes of Pan,
I touched the wings of beautiful devils who came
flying to me to speak of God. ... In your books
I cast myself into bottomless abysses, worked
miracles, burned cities to the ground, prna.ched new
religions, conquered whole countries, . . .

“Your books gave me wisdom. All that
unwearying human thought created in the centuries
is compressed to a little lump in my skull. I know
that I am cleverer than your all.

*‘And I despise your books, despite all worldly
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blessings and wisdoma, Everything is void, frail,
visionary, and delusive as a mirage. Though you
be prond and wise and beautiful, yet will death
Wwipe you from the face of the earth like the mice
underground ; and. your posterity, your history, and
the immortality of your men of genius will he as
frozen slag, burnt down together with the terrestrial
globe.

_ “You are mad, and gone the wrong way. You
take falsehood for truth and ugliness for beauty. Yeou
would marvel if suddenly apple and orange trees should
bear frogs and lizards instead of fruit,and if roses should
begin to breathe the odor of a sweating horse. So do
I marvel at you, who have bartered heaven for earth.
I'do not want to understand you,

““That I may show you in deed my contempt
for that by which you live, I waive the two millions
of which I once dreamed as of paradise, and which
I now despise. That I may deprive mysel of my
right to them, I shall come out from. here five
minutes before the stipulated term, and thus shall
violate the agreement.”’ '

When he had read, the banker put the sheet
on the table, kissed the head of the strange man,
and began to weep. He went out of the wing. Never
at any other time, not even after his terrible losses
on the Exchange, had he felt such contempt for
" himself as now. Coming home, he lay down on his
bed, but agitation and tears kept himi a long time
from sleeping. . . , ’
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The next morning the poor watchman came
running to him and told him that they had seen the
man who lived in the wing climb through the
window “into the garden. He had gone to the gate
and disappeared. The banker instantly went with
his servants to the wing and established the escape
of his prisoner, To avoid unnecessary rumors he took
the paper with the renunciation from the table and
on his return, locked it in his safe.

THE CALL TO ARWS.

By . Henry.

Mr. President, it is natural for man to indulge
in the illusions of hope. = We are apt to shut our cyes
against a painful truth, and listen to the song of that
giren till she transforms us into beasts. Ts this the
part of wise men, engaged in a great and arduous
struggle for liberty ?

Are we disposed to be of the number of those
who, having eyes, see not, and, having ears, hear not,
the things which so nearly concern their temporal salva-
tion? For my part, whatever anguish of spirit it
may cost, I am willing {o know the whole tiuth, to
knowv the worst, and to provide for it.

I have but one lamp by which my feet are
guided, and that is the lamp of experience. I know
of no way of judging of the future but by the past.
And, judging by the past, T wish to know what there
has been in the conduct of the British ministry, for
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the last ten years, to justify those hopes with which
gentlemen have been pleased to solace themselves and:
the house ? -

TIs it that insidious smile with which our petition
has been lately received? Trust it not, sir: it will
prove a snare to your feet. Suffer not yourselves to
be betrayed with a kiss. Ask yourselves how this
gracious reception of our petition comports with those
warlike - preparations which cover our waters and
darken our land.

Are fleets and armies necessary to a work of love
and reconciliation? Have we shown ourselves so
unwilling to be reconciled, that force must be called in

to-win back our love? Let us not deceive ourselves,
sir. These are the implements of war and subjuga-
- tion,—the last arguments to which kings resort.

I ask gentlemen, sir, what means this martial
array, if its purpose be not to force us to submission ?
Can gentlemen assign any other possible motive for
it » Has Great Britain any enemy in this quarter of
the world, to call for all this accumulation of navies
and armies? No, sir; she has none. They are meant
for us: they can be meant for no other,

They are sent over to -bind and rivet uron us
those chains which the British ministry have been so -
long forging. And what have we to oppose to them ?
Shall we try arguments? Sir, we have been trying
that for the last ten years. Have We any thing new
to offer upon the subject? Nothing. We have held
the gubject up in every light of which it is capable, bnt
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it hag been all in vain.

Shall we resort to entreaty and humble supplica-
tion? What terms shall we find, which have not been
already exhausted? ILet us not, I beseech you, sir,
deceive ourselves longer.

Sir, we have done everything that could be done,
to avert the storm which is now coming on. We have
petitioned, we have remonstrated ; we have supplicated
we have prostrated ourselves before the throne, and
have implored its interposition to arrest the tyrannical

“hands of the ministry and parliament.

Our petitions have been slighted, our remons-
trances have produced additional violence and insult,
-our supplications have been disregarded, and we have.
been spurned with contempt from the foot of the
throne. In vain, after these things, may we indulge
in the fond hope of. peace and reconciliation ? There
is no longer any room for hope.

If we wish to be free, if we mean to preserve
inviolate these inestimable privileges for which we
have been so long contending, if we mean not basely
to abandon the noble struggle in which we have been
so long engaged, and which we have pledged ourselves
never to abandon until the glorious object of our
contest shall be obtained,—we must fight. I repeat it,
sir, we must fight. An appeal to arms, and o the
God of hosts, is all that-is left us.

They tell us, sir, that we are weak,—unable to
cope with so formidable an adversary. But when shall
we be stronger? 'Will it be the next week. or the next
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year 7 Will it be when we are totally disarmed, and
when a British guard shall be stationed in every house?

, Shall we gather strength by irresolution and
inaction ? Shall we acquire the means of effectual
resistance by lying supinely on our backs, and hugging
the delusive phantom of hope, until our enemies shall
have bound us hand and foot ?

Sir, we are not weak, if we make a proper use
of those means which the God of nature hath placed in
our power. Three millions of people, armed in the
holy cause of liberty, and in such a country as that
which we possess, are invincible by any force which
our enemy can send against us,

Besides, sir, we shall not fight-our battles alone.
There is a just God who presides over the destinies of
nations, and who will raise up friends to fight our
battles -for us. The battle, sir, is not to the strong
alone: it is to the vigilant, the active, the brave.
Besides, sir, we have no elegtion. If we were base
encugh to desire .it, it is now too late to retire from
the contest.

There is no retreat, but in submission a;xd
slavery. Our chains are forged. Theip. clanking may
be heard on the plains of Boston. The war is inevit-
able; and let it come !—I repeat it, sir, let it come!
It is vain, sir, to extenuate the matter. Gentlemen
may cry, Peace, peace! but there is no peace. - The
war is actually begun,

The next gale that sweeps from the north will
bring to our ears the clash of resounding arms. Our
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brethren are already in the field. - Why stamd we here
idle? What is it that gentlemen wish? What should
they have? - Is life so dear, or peace so sweet, as to be
purchased at the price of chains and slavery ? Forbid
it, Almighty God! I know not what course others
may take; but, as for me, give me liberty, or give
me death!

OF STUDIES. .

By F. Bacon.

Studies serve for delight, for ornament, and for
ability, Their chief use for delight is in privateness -
and retiring, for ornament is in discourse; and for
ability is in the judgment and disposition of business.
For expert men can execute, and perhaps judge of
particulars, one by one; but the general counsels, and
the plots and marshaling of affairs come best from
those that are learned. /

To spend too much time in studies is sloth ;
to use them tco much for ornament, is affection; to
make judgment wholly by their rules, is the humor of
a scholar. They perfect nature, and are perfected by
experience: for natural abilities are like natural plants, -
that need pruning by study; and studies themselves do
give forth directions too much at large, except they be-
bounded in by experience, Crafty men condemn
studies, simple men admire them, and wise men use
them; for they teach not their own use; but thai is a
wisdom without them, and above them, won by
observation,
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Read not to contradict and confute; nor to
believe and take for granted; nor to find talk and
discourse; but to weigh and consider. Some books are
to be fasted, others to be swallowed, and some few to
be chewed and digested ; that is, some books are to
be read only in parts; others to be read, but not
curiously; and some few to be read wholly and with
diligence and: attention...... -

Reading maketh a full man; conference a ready
man; and writing an exact man, And therefore, if a
man write little, he had need have a great memory; if
Je confer little, he had need have a present wit: and if
he read little, he had need have much cunning, to seem
to know that he doth not.

THE HERITAGE
By J. R. Lowell.

" Therich man’s son inherits lands,
And piles of brick, and stone, and gold,

And he inherits soft white hands,
And tender flesh that fears the cold, -

Nor dares to Wear a garment old ;
A heritage it seems to me,

One scarce would wish to hold in fee.

The rich man’s son inherits cares ;
The bank may break, the factory bur_n,
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A breath may burst his bubble shares,
And soft white hands could hardly eatn
A living tbat would serve his turn ;

A heritage, it seems to me,

One scarce would, wish to hold in fee.

The rich man’s son inherits wants,
His stomach craves for dainty fare;
With sated heart, he hears the pants

Of toiling hinds with brown arms bare,
And wearies in his easy chair ;

A heritage, it seems to me,
One scarce would wish to hold in fee.

" What doth the poor man's son inherit ?
Stout muscles and a sinewy heart,
A hardy frame, a hardier spirit;
King of two hands, he does his part
In every useful toil and art ;
A heritage, it seems to me,
A king might wish to hold in fee.

‘What doth the poor man’s son inherit ?
Wishes o’erjoyed with humble things,

A rank adjudged by toil-worn merit,
Content that from employment springs,
A heart that in its Jabour sings;

A heritage, it seems to me,

A king might wish to hold in fee.

191
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What doth the poor man’s son inherit ?

A patience learned of being poor,
Courage, if sorrow come, to bear it,

A fellow-feeling that is sure

To make the outcast bless his door ;
A heritage, it seems to me,
A king might wish to hold in fee,

O rich man’s son | there is a toil
That with all others level stands;
Large charity doth never soil,
But only whiten soft white hands,—
This is the best crop from thy lands;
A heritage, it seems to me,
Worth being rich to hold in fee.

O poor man’s son ! scorn not thy state ;
There is worse weariness than thine

In merely being rich and great: '
Toil only gives the soul to shine,
And makes rest fragrant and benign;

A heritage, it seems to me,

Worth being poor to hold in fee.

Both, heirs to some six feet of sod,
Are equal in the earth at last;

Both, children of the same dear God,
Prove title to your heirship vast
By record of a well-filled past;

A heritage, it seems to me,

Well worth a life to hold in fee.
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THE CHINESE DECLARATION OF RIGHTS.

Submitted by the Chinese Delegation to the

Pacific Conference.

In view of the fact that China must necessarily
play an important. part .in- the deliberations of the
Conference with reference to the political situation in
the Far Fast, the Chinese delegation has thought it
proper that they should take the first opportunity to
gtate certain general principles which, in their opinion,
hould guide fhe Conference in the determinations
which it is to make. Certain of the specific applica~
tions of the principles which it is expected that the
Conference will make, it is our intention later to
bring forward, but at the present time it is deemed
sufficient simply to propose the principles which I
shall presently read.

In formulating these principles, the purpose
has been kept steadily in view of obtaining rules in
accordance with which existing and possible future
political and economic problems in the Far East and
sthe Pacific may be most justly settled and with due
regard to the rights and legitimate interests of all the
powers concerned. Thus it has been sought to
harmonize the particular interests: of China with the
- general interests of all the world,

China is anxious to play her part not only in
‘maintaining peace, but in promoting the ma.teria.l
advancement and the cultural development of all the
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nations. She wishes to make her vast natural
resources available to all peoples who need them,
and in return to receive the benefits of free and
equal intercourse with them. In order that she may
do this, it is necessary that she should have every
possible opportunity to develop her political institu-
tions in accordance with the genius and needs of her
own people. China is now contending with certain
difficult problems which necessarily arise when any
country makes a radical change in her form of
government. '

These problems she will be able to sblve if
given the opportunity to do so. This means not only
that she should be freed from the danger or threat
of foreign aggression, but that, 8o far as circumstances
will possibly permit, she he relieved from limitations
which now deprive her of autonomous administrative
action and prevent her from securing adequate public
revenues.

In conformity with the agenda‘ of the Con-
ference the Chinese Government proposes for the
consideration of and adoption by the Conference the
following general principles to be applied in the
determination of the questions relating to China:

1. (a) The Powers engage to respect “and
observe the territorial integrity and pol)'ﬁéa.l and
administrative independence of the Chinese Republic.
(b) China upon her part is prepared to give an
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undertaking not-to alienate or lease any portion of '
her territory or littoral to any Power,

2. China, being in full accord with the
‘principle of the so-called Open -Door, or equal
opportunity for the commerce and industry of all
nations having treaty relations with China, is prepared
to accept and apply it in all parts of the Chinese
Republic without exception.

3. With a view to strengthening mutual
confidence and maintaining peace in the Pacific and
the Far East, the Powers agree mot to conclude-
between themselves any treaty or agreement directly
atfecting China or the general peace in these regions
without previously notifying China and giving to
her an opportunity to participate.

4. All special rights, privileges, immunities,
or commitments, whatever their character or con-
tractual basis, claimed by any of the Powers in or
relating to China, are to be declared, and all‘such
or future claims not so made are to be deemed null .
and void, .The rights, privileges, immunities, and
commitments now known or to be declared, are to be
examined with a view to determining their scope and
validity and, if valid, to harmonizing them with one
another and with the principles declared by this
Conference.

5. Immedia,i_;ely, or as soon as circumstances
will permit, existing limitations upon China’s political,
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jurisdictional, and administrative freedom of action
are to be removed.

6. Rensonable, detinite terms of duration are
to be attached to China’s present commitments which
are without time limits.

7. In the interpretation ‘of_instruments gran-
ting special rights or privileges, the well established .
principle of construction that such grants shall be
strictly construed in favor of the grantors is to be
observed. ' '

8. China’s rights as a neutral are to be fully
respected in future wars to which she is not
a party. ’ '

9. Provision is to be made for the peaceful
settlement of international disputes in the Pacific
and the Far East.

10. Provision is to be made for future con-
ferences to he held from time to time for the
discussion of international questions relative to the
Pacific and the Far East, as a basis for the determin-
ation of common policies of the Signatory Powers
in relation thereto. '
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THE WAR FOR DEMOCRACY.
By W. Wilson,

(Tre following selection consisls of
several extracts from President ~Wilson's
message o Congress of April, 2, 1917,
recommending that action be taken declar-
ing war between the Uniled States and
Germany.)

It is a Mar against all nations. Ameriean
ships have bgen sunk, American lives taken, in
ways which ‘it has stirred us very deeply to learn
of, but the¢ ships and people of other neutral and
-friendly pations have been sunk and overwhelmed
in the thers in the same way. There has been no
discriggination. The challenge is to all mankind.
Each nation must decide for itself how it will meet
" it. The choice we make for ourselves must be made
with a moderation of counsel and a temperateness
¢t judgment befitting our character and our motives
@8 a nation. We must put excited feeling away.
Our motive will not be revenge or the victorious
assertion of the -physical might of the nation, but
only the vindication of right, of human right, of
which we are only a single champion,

* ¥ ¥ * K ¥

With a profound sense of the solemn and
‘even tragical character of the step I am taking and
of the grave responslblhtles which it involves, but
in unhemta,tmg _obedience to what I deem my
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constitutional duty, I advise that the Congress declare
the recent course of the Imperial German Govern-
ment to be in fact nothing less than war® against
the government and people of the United States;
that it formally accept the status of belligerent which
has thus been thrust upon. it ; and that it take
immediate steps not only to put the country in a
more thorough state of defense but also to exert all
its power and employ all its resources to bring the
Government of the German Empire to terms and
end the war. '
* K X * ¥ ¥ )

We have no quarrel with the German people.
We have no feelirg towards them but one of sympathy
and friendship. It was not upon their impulse that
their government acted in entering this war. It was-
not with their previous knowledge or approval. It was
a war determined upon as wars used to be determined
upon in the old, unhappy days when peoples were
nowhere consulted by their rulers and wars were
provoked and waged in ‘the interest of dynasties
or of little groups of ambitious men who were
accustomed to use their fellow men as. pawns and
tools. Self-governed nations do not fill their neighbor
states with spies or set the course of intrigue “to
bring about some critical posture of affairs which
will give them an opportunity to strike and make
conquest. Such designs can be successfully “worked
out only under cover and Where no ofie has the
right to ask questions......



The War For Democracy 199

A steadfast concert for peace can never be
maintained except by a partnership of democratic
_nations. No autocratic government could be trusted
‘to keep faith within it or observe its covenants.
It must be a league of honor, a partnership of
opinion. Intrigue would eat its vitals away; the
plottings of inner circles who could plan what they
would and render account to no one would be a
corrqption seated at its very heart. Only frec
pedples can hold their purpose and their honor
steady to a comimon end and prefer the interests
of mankind to any narrow interest of their own.

* K X K K *

We ate now about to accept gauge of battle
with this -natural foe to liberty and shall, if
necessary, spend the whole force of the mnation to
check and.  nullify its pretensions and its power.
We are glad, now that we see the facts with mno
veil of false pretense about them, to fight thus
for the uitimate peace of the world and for the
liberation of its peoples, the German peoples
included: for the rights of nations great and smalt
and the privilege. of men everywhere to c¢hGose
their way of life and of obedience. The weorld must
be made ‘safe for democracy. Its peafe must be
planted' upon the ‘tested foundatioms of political
liberty, 'We have mno selfish ewfls to serve. We
desire no conquest, no dopmatnion. = We seek no
indemnities' for ourselves; no material compensation
for the sacrifices 4¥e ghall freely make. We are



200 The War For Democracy-

but one of the champions of the iights of mankind.
. We- shall be satisfied when those rights have been
made as secure as the faith and the freedom of
nations can make them, V

- It is a distressing and oppressive duty,
‘gentlemen of the Congress, which I have performed
in thus addressing you. There are, -it, may be,
many monthg of fiery trial and sacrifice ahead of us.
It is a fearful thing to lead this great peaceful
people into war, into the most terrible and disastrous
of allv' wars, civilization itself sesming to bz in the
balance. But the right is more precious than peace,
and we ehall fight for the things which we have
always carried nearest our hearts —for democracy,
for the right of those who submit to authority to
have a voice in their own governments,  for the
rights and liberties of small nations, fora uniyérsa.l
dominion of right by such a concert of free peoples
as shall bring peace and safety to all nations and
make ‘the world itself at last free. To such a task
we can dedicate our lives and our fortunes,
everything that we are and everything that we
have, with the pride of those who know that the
day has come when America is privileged to
spend her blood and her might for the principles
that gave her birth and happiness and the peace
which she has treasured. God helping her, she can
do no other.
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE
A TALE FROM SHAKESPEARE

By CHARLES AND MARY LaMms

Shylsck, the JE"W lived at Venice. He was a
usurer who had Am; absed an immense fortune by lend-
ing money g_,_glea.h interest to Christian merchants.
Shylock, being.a hardhearted man, é§, sted the pay-
ment, of the money he lent, with such s&vérity .that he
was much disliked by all geod men, and ‘particularly
by Antomo, a young merchant of Venice; and Shylock
as much ha.tfd Antonio, because he nsed to lend money
to people in diétress, and would never take any
interest for the money he lent; therefore there was
grea.t enml\f'.y between this covy tois Jew and the

%1;%}11: merchant Antonio. Whenever Antohio met

on ‘the Rialts (or Exchange), he used to

: tr% him . with his usuries and hard dealings,
which the Jew would bear with seemmg pntvnce

Antonio was the kindest man that lnved the
best-cond;t;,gned and had the most ugwear;ﬁd spirit in
doing courte%es, indeed, he was one m,_w_h’g;n_ihe
ancient Roman honor more appeared than in any that.

oW b 4' h in Italy., He was greatly beloved by all
his fellow citizens; but the friend who was nearest and
dearest to his heart was Bdssinio, a noble Véfiatian,
who, ha.vmg but a small pafri; ony, had near]y
exh \igted his l:tkie fortune by living in too expen ive
a manner for his slénder as young men of high
rank with small fortunes are too apt to, do.. Whenever
Bassanio wanted money, Antonio asgisted him; and it
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seemed ag if they had ut one heart and one purse
between them.

One day Bassanio came to Antonio, and told
him that he wished to répaj};{;lhis fortune ‘by a wéafl% y
marriage with a lady whom he dearly loved, whose
father, who was lately dead, had left her sole héifesa
to a large estate; and that in her father's lifetime he
used to visit at her house when he thought he had
observed this Iady had sometimes, from her eyes,
sent speech -less m¢ é‘ges. that seemed .to say he
would be no unWeIcome smtor, but .not having
mon/ey to furnish himself with an appearance
bef jtting the lover of so rich an heiress, he besought
Anfonio to add to the many favors he had ' shown
~him, by lending him three thousand dugats. o

Antonio had no money by him at that time to
lend his friend; but expacting soon to have some ships
come home laden with mérehindise, he said he would
go to Shylock, the rich money lender, and borrow the
money upon the crédt of those ships.

' "Antonio and Bassanio went together to Shylock,
and Antonio asked the Jew to lend him three thousand
ducats upon any interest he should require, to be paid
out of the merchandiss contained. in his ships at sea.
On this, Shylock thought within himself, *‘If 1 can
once cdfch-him on the hip, shall feed fat the ancient

rud e T bear him; he hates our Jewish nation; he”
lends out money g_raﬁ_s. and among the merchants he
rall at me and my well-earned bargains,” ‘which he:
calls interest. Cursed be my trjbe if I forglve him1?’
Antonio finding he Wwas musing within himself and
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did not answer, and - being i?np@_i nt for the money,
said, ‘‘Shylock, do you hear? will you lend the money?*’
To this question the Jew replied, “b‘iéxﬁ@r . Antonio,
“on the Rialto many times you have railed at me about
.my money and my usury, and [ have borne it with a
patient shrdg, for sufférgnce is the lgzgge of all our
"tribe; and’ then you have called me unbeliever, cutthroat,
dog, and sth upon my Jewish gar%nents, and apﬂrzgged
at me with your foot, as if I was a c%r. Well, then,
it now appears you need my help; and you come to
me, and say, Skylock, lend me money. Has a dog
~money? Is it possible a cur should lend threc
thousand ducats? Shall [ bend low and say, Fair sir,
you spxt upon me on Wedn s%‘ay last, another time you
ca.lled me dog, and for these courtesxes Iam to lend you
money Antonio mphed ““Iam aslike to call you
80 again, to spit on you again, and spurn you too. If
you will lend me this money, lend it not to me as to a
friend, but rather lend it to me a8 to an enemy, that, if
I break, you may with better face exégt the pégg.lty‘”
—**Why, look you, ' gaid Shylock, “how you storm!
I'would be friends with you, and have your love. I
will forget the shame you have put upon me. I will
supply your wants, and take no interest for my money.’’
This.seemingly kind offer greatly surprised Antonio ;
and then Shylock, still pretéfiding kindness, and that
all he did was to gain Antonio’s love, again said he
would lend him the three thousand ducats, and take no
interest for his money; only Antonio should. go with
him to a lawyer, and there sign in merry sport a bond,
that if he did not repay the money by a certain day, he
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would forf¢it a pound of flesh, to be cut off from any
part of his"body that Shylock pleased.

“‘Content,’” said Antonio: *‘I will sign this
bond, and say there is much kindness in the Jew.”

Bassanio said Antonio should not sign such a
bond for him: but still Antonio mglﬁed that he weuld
sign it, for that before the day of piyment came, his

ships would return ,laden with many times the value
of the money.

Shylock, hearing the d ate, exclaimed, *‘‘Oh,
father Abraham, what smsplc otk people these Chris-
tians are!l Their own hard dealipgs teach them to
suspget the thoughts of others. I pray you tell me this,
Bassznio: if he should break his day, what should I
gain by the emft;on of the forfeiture? A pou/nd of
man's flesh, taken form a man, is not so eshma,,ble,
nor proht ble neither, as the flesh of mutton or beef.
I say, to Luy his favor I offer this friendship: if he
will take it, so; if not, m,dlggq :

" At last, against the advice of Bassanio, who,
no!w1thghndmg all the Jew had said of his kind intén-
tions, did not like his friend to run_the hazardjj this
shécking penalty for his sake, Antonio® g‘lgned the
bond, ‘thinking it rea]ly was (as the Jew said) merely

. in sport. .

The rich heiress that Bassanio vnshed to marry
lived near Venice, at a place called Belr:g,’ont. her name
was P(‘ht a. Bassanio being so kindly stupplied with
money by?ns friend Antonio, at the hazard of his life,
set out for Belmont with a splendid train, and attend-
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ed by a gentleman of the name of Gratiano. He proved
successful in his s 1t for Portia in a short time con-
sented to aegéf)tfhxm for a husband.

Bassanio conf sgefl to Portia that- he had no
fortune, and that hlsh;‘,h,a irth and noble dnggstry was
all that he could bdast of; “she, who loved him for his
worthy qualities, and had riches enough not to regard;
wea,lth in a husband, answered with a gmqeful
ma ésty, that she wou'!d wish herself a thousand txmes
more fair, and ten thousand times more rich, to be
more worthy of him; and then the accomplished Portia
prettily di§pr‘iéed herself, and said she was an unlesson- -
ed girl, unschooled, un px:;,ctgce , yet not 5o old but that
she could learn, and that she would commit her gentle
spirit to be d}rec!.ed and gov%;ned by him in all things; ’
and she said, yself and what is mine, to you and
yours is now cdnvgr%gd But yesterday, Bassanio, I
was the lady of this fair minsion, queen of myself,
and mistress over these servants; and now this house,
these servants, and myself are yours,'my lord; 1 give
them with this ring;’’ presenting a ring to Bassanio.

Bassanio was so_overpowered with gratitude and
wonder at the gracious manner in which the rich and
noble Portia accépted a man of bis himble fortunes,
that he could not express his joy and reverence to the
dear lady who so honored him, by anything bu g)roken
words of love and thankfulness; and taking the ring,
= he vogged never to part with it,

The happiness of these lovers was qadly crossed
at this moment by the entrance of a mggsdnger, who
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brought a letter from Antonio -containing fearful
tidings. When Bassanio read Antonio’s letter, Portia
featl'l:g it was to tell him of the death ~of some dear
friend, he looked so pale; and i inqujring what was the
news which had so distr ?gssed hlm he said, “‘O sweet
Portla., here are a few of the unpleasan test wordq that
ever blGtted paper; gentle lady, when I first unp arted
my love o 3 you I freely told you all the wealth I had

ninm ; but I should have told you that I had
less than nothmg, being in debt.”’

Bagsanio - then told Portia what has been heré
relzg d, of his borrowmg the money of Antonio, and
of Antonio’ 8 procu% ing it of Shylock the Jew, and of
the b(%nd by which Antonio had ehgaggd to forfeit a
pound of flesh, if it was not repaid-by a certain day:
and then Bassanio read Antonio’s letter; the words of
which were, ‘‘Sweet Bassanio, my skips are all lost,
my bond 1o the Jew is forfeited, and since in baying
il is impossible 1 should live, I could wisk 1o see you
al my death, notwithslanding, use your pleasure, if
your love for me do not persuade you to come, let not
my letter.”’ ‘“Oh,’ my dear love,” said Portia,
‘dispatch all business, and begone; you shall have -
gold to pay the money twenty times over, before this
kind friend shall lose a hair by my Bassanio’s fault;
and a8 you are so dearly bought, I will dearly love
you.”” Portia then said she would be married to
Basgsanio before he get out, to give him a Iegml nﬁht to
her money; and that'same day they were ma.tned, and
Bassanio set out in great h te. for Vemce, where he
found Antonio in prison, - , :
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The day of payment being past, the cruel Jew

would not égg“épt the money which Bassanio offered

- him, but ipsisted upon having a pound of Antonio’s

flesh. A day was nppoi%tg_d,to try this sh(ic/kin/g cayise

before the Duke of Venice, and Bassanio awaited, in
dreadful sispenise, the event of the trial.

When Portia parted with her husband, she
apoké ebe%g)gly to him, and bade him bring his de:lxi*
friend along with him when he returned; yet she
feared it would go hard with Antonio, and when she
was left alone, she began to think and consider within
herself, if she could, by any means, be- instrﬁiﬁ@tfﬂ in
saving the life of her dear Bassanio’s friend; and
. notwithstanding when she wished to honor her Bassanio, -
she had said to him with such a meek and wifelike °
grace, that she would sulgglit in all things to be
governed by his sipgrior wisdom, yet being now called.
forth into action by the pé i; of her honored husband’s
friend, she did not doubt her own powers, and by the
sole gufdafnpe of her own true and perfect judgment, at
once resolved to go herself to Venice, and speak in
Antonio’s defense.

Portia had a rel tion who was a c%x}%sélﬁr in the
law; to this gentleman, whose name was Bgllaris, she
wrote, and staiing the case to him,ldesired his opi’yion,
and that with his advice he would alsa send her the
dress wora by a counselor, When the messenger
returned, he brought letters from. Bellurio of advice
how to procged, and also everything necessary for her
équipmént
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- Portia dressed herself and her maid Nerifsa in
men’s :ippég'ﬁl,“and putting on the rgpgs of a counselor,
she took Nerissa along with her as her clerk; and set-
tain'g&t %ut immediately, they arrived -at Venice on the

_Yery day of the trial. The cause was just going to be
heard before the duke and se’ggiors of Venice in the
senate house, when Portia entered this high court of
justice, and preggted a letter from Bellario, in which
that Ieargg%'ﬁpounselor wrote to ‘the duke, saying he
would have come himself to plgg% for Antonio but that
he was prevented by sickness, and he req%eited that
the learned young doctor Balthadir (so he called Portia)
might be perxgétﬁted to plead in his St&"&- This the
duke gi;ggrted, much wondering at tye’you_thful appear-
ance of the stranger, who was préttil%diéétﬁsgd by her
counselor’s robes and her large wig, h

And now began this important trial. Portia
looked around her, and she saw the ‘méxgé"y §ss Jéw; and
she saw Bassanio, but he did not know her in her
disguise, He was standing beside Antonio, .in an
agony of distress and fear for his friend.

The importance of the :‘irdﬁ%ﬁs task Portia had
engaged in gave this tender lady courage, and she
boldly proceeded in the duty she had”undertaken to
perform: and first of all, she addressed herself to
Shylock; and allowing that he had a right by.the
Venetian law to have the forfeit expressed in thp bg‘g(}e
she spoke 80 sweetly of ths noble quality of mercy, as
would have softened any heart but the unfeeling
Shylock’s; Sayiné, %ﬁmt it drgpped as the gentle rain
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from heaven upon the place beneath; and how mercy
was a double blessing, it blessed him that gave, and
him that received it; and how it became mon rchs
better than their crowns, being an sittég ute of God
himself; and that earthly power came nearest to God’s
in proportion as mercy tempered justice; and she bade
Shylock remember that as we all pray for mercy, that
same prayer shou'd teach us to show mercy. Shylock
only answered her by desiring to have the penalty
forfeited in the bond.

_““Is he not able to pay the money?’’ asked Portia.
Bassanio then offered the Jew the payment of the three
thousand ducats as many times over as he should
desire; which Shylock refusing, and still insisting upon
having a pound of Antonio’s flesh, Bassanio begged the
learned young counselor to endeavor to w&eg}e the law a .
little, to save Antonio’s life : But Portia gravely
answered, that laws once estiblished must never be
arlftgg'ed. Shylock, hearing Portia say that the law might
not be altered, thought that she was pleading in his
favor, and he gaid, ‘‘A Daniel is come to judgment! O
wise young judge, how I do honor you! How much
older are you than your looks!’’

Portia now desired Shylock to let her look
at the bond; and when she had read it, she
said, ‘‘This bond is forfeited, and by this the
Jew may lawfully claim a pound of flesh, to be by
him cut off nearest Antonio’s heart.”” Then she
said lo Shylock, ‘‘Be merciful:take the money, and
. bid me tear the bond.”” But no mercy would the
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cruel Shylock 'show; and he said, “By my syl I
swear, there is no power in the tongue of man to
a}%&r me.”’—“Why, then, Antonio,?’ said Portia,‘‘yon
mast prepare your bagom for the knife,”” And while
Shylock was sharpening a long knife with great
eagerness to cut off the pound of flesh, Portia said to
Antonio, ‘‘Have you anything to say?’’ Antonio,
with a calm resignation, replied‘ that he -had but
little to say, for that he had prepared his mind for
death, Then he said to Bassanio, ‘‘Give me your
hand, Bassanio! Fare you well! Gri ve not that I
am fallen into this misfortune for you. Comq;ggx:xd
me to your honorable wife, and tell her how I have
loved you"’ Bassanio, in the deepest agllctlon,
replied, ‘'Antonio, T am married to a wife, who is
as deav to me ag life itself; but life itself, my wife,
and all the world, are not &stéémed with me above
your life: I would .lose all, I gvould sacrifice all to
this devil here, to deliver you.’’

Portia hearing this, though the kind-hearted
lady was not at all offig&ged with her husband for
expressing the love he owed to so true a friend as
Antonio in these strong ,grgls, yeb help
angwering, ‘‘Your wife would give you httle thanks,
if she were present, to hear.you make this offer.’’

Shylock now cried out impatiently, . ‘‘We trifle
time; I pray pronounce the sentence.”” And now all
was awful expegtation in the court, and every heart
was full of grief for Antonio. ’

Portia_ asked, if the scales Were. ready to We1gh
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the flesh; and she said to the Jew, ‘‘Shylock, you
must have some surgedn by, lest he bleeg to death.’?
Shylock, whose whole int nt was that Antomo should
" bleed to death, sald ““It is not so named in the bond.”’:
Portia replied, ‘It is not so named in the bond, but
What of that? It were good you did so much for
chagify.”” To this all the answer Shylock would make
was, ‘[ cannot find_it; it is not in the bond.’” *‘Then,”
said Portia, ‘‘a pound of Antonio’s flesh is thine..
The law allows it and the court d,wﬁéf&]s it.””  Again
Shylock exclaimed, ‘O wise and upg‘ngmht judge! A
-Daniel is come to judgment!’’>. And then he sharp-
_ehed his long knife again, and looking eagerly on .
‘Antonio, he said, ‘‘Come, prepare!’’

“Tarry a little, Jew,”’ said Portia ; ‘‘there is
something else. This bond here gives you no drop
of blood; the words expressly are, ‘a pound of flesh.’
If in cutting off the pound of f'esh yeu shed one
drop of Christian blood, your lands and goods are
by the law to be cdn%écated to the state e of Venice.”’
Now as it was utterly impossible for Shylock to cut
off the pound of flesh without shedding some of
Antonio’s blood, this wise discovery of Portia’s,
that it was flesh and not blood that was named in
the bond, saved the. life of Antonio, All admired
the wonderful s dd{ty of the young counselor, who
had so happily thought of this éxp; ient, and
pl@gqits 1es;}unq§d from every part of the senate
house, and Gratiano exclaimed, in the words which
Shylock had used, ‘‘O wise and upright judge!
mark, ‘Jew, a Daniel is come to judgment!”’
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Shylock, finding himself defeated in his cruel
intent, said with a disappointed look, that he would
take the money; and Bassanio, rejoiced bg s
measure at Antonio’s ungzsgeected deliygxﬁ{xce, cried
out, ‘‘Here is the money!”” But Portia stopped
him, saying, “Sgit]y; there is no hgség; the Jew
shall have nothing hut the penalty: therefore prepare,
Shylock, to cut off the flesh; but mind you, shed no
blood: nor do you cut off more or less by one poor
scru{gge, nay, if the seale turn but by the Weight of
a single hair, you are condemned by the laws of
Venice to die, and all your wealth is forfeited to the
genate.’’ ‘‘Give me my money, and let -me go,”’

said Shylock. ‘‘I have it ready,”’ said Bassanio,
**here it is.”’ i

Shylock was 'going fo take the money, when
Portia again stopped him, saying, ‘‘Tarry, Jew; I
have another bgld?pg?n,,,you. By the laws of Venice
your wealth is forfeited to the state, for having cg‘;%
spired against the life of ‘one of its citizens; and your’
life lies at the mercy of the duke; therefore, down
on your knees, and ask him to pardon you.’’

The duke thensaid to Shylock, *‘That you may
see the difference of our Christian spirit, I pardon you
your life before you ask it; half your wealth belongsto
Antonio, the other half comes to the state.”’ "

The generous Antonio then said that he would
give up his share of Shylock’s ‘wealth, if Shylock would
gign a dged to make it over at hisdeath to his daughter
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and her husband; for Antonio knew that the Jew had an
only, daughter who had lately married, against his
eonsent, a young Christian, named Iorenzo, a friend
of Antonio’ s, which had so offended Shylock, that he
had dlslélhel ‘ited her.

’Ihe Jew agreed to ghis: and being thus
diSappointéd in his revenge. and despoiled of his riches,
he said, “‘Iam ill. T.et me go home; send the deed
after me, and I will sign over half my- riches to my
daughtel » - **Get thee gone, then,” said the duke,

“‘and sign it; and if you repgr;& your cruelty and
turn Christian, the state will forgive you the fine of
the other half of your riches.’”

XIP VAR WINKLE,
By W. Irving.

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson
must remember the Catskill Mountains. They are seen
away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble
height, and lording it over the surrounding country.
Every change of geason, every change of weather,
indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change
in the magical hues and shapes- of these mountains,
and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and
near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair
and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and
print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but
sometimes when the rest of the landscape is cloudless
they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their
summits, which in the last rays of the setting sun will
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glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the
voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up
from a village, whose shingle roofs gleam among the
trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt
away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It
is a little village of great antiquity, having been
founded by some of the Dutch colonists in the early
time of the province, just about the beginning of the
government of the good Peter Stuyvesant; and there
were some of the houses of the original settlers standing
within a few years, built of small yellow bricks
brought from Holland, having latticed -windows and
gable fronts, surmounted with weathercocks.

~In ‘that same village, and in one of these very
houses (which, to tell the precise truth, was sadly
timeworn and weather-beaten), there lived many years
ago, while the country was yet a province of Great
Britain, a simple good-natured fellow, of the name of
Rip Van Winkle. He was a kind neighbor, and an
obedient henpecked husband. Indeed, to the latter
circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit
which gained him such universa] popularity; for those
men are most apt to be obsequious and conciliating
abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews.at
home.

Certain it is that he was a great favorite among
all the good wives of the village, who as usual
with the amiable sex, took his part in all family
squabbles; and never failed, whenever they talked these
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matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay all the
blame on Dame Van Winkle. The children of the
village, too, would shout with joy whenever he ap-
proached. He assisted at their sports, made their
playthings, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles,
and told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and
Indians. Whenever he went dodging about the village,
he was surrounded by a troop of them hanging on his
skirts, clambering on his back, and playing a thousand
tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would
bark at him throughout the neighborhood.
The great error in Rip’s composition was an
- insuperable aversion to all kinds of profitable labor.-
It cou'd not be from the want of assiduity or persever-
ance; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long
and heavy as a Tartar's lance, and fish all day without
a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged
by a single nibble. He would carry a fowling piece on
his shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods
and swamps, and up hill and down dale, to shoot a
few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse
to assist a neighbor, even in the roughest toil, and was
a foremost man at all country frolics for. husking
Indian corn, or building stone fences, The women of
the village, too, used to employ him to run their’
errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less
obliging husbands would not do for them. In a word,
Rip was ready to attend to anybody’s business but his
own; but as to doing family duty, and keeping his
farm in order, he found it impossib]e.
In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on
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his farm; it Was the most pestilent little piece of ground
in the whole country; everything about it went wrong,
~and would go wrong, in spite of him. His fences were
contjnually falling to pieces; his cow would either go
astray or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to
grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else; the rain
always made a point of setting in just as he had some
outdoor work to do; so that t.hough his patrimonial
estate had dwindled away under his r}mnagement, acre
by acre, until there was little more Jeft than a mere
patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was d&he
worst-conditioned farm in the neighborhood.

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if
they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin
begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the
habits, with the old clothes of his father.

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those
happy mortals; of foolish, well-oiled dispositions,
who take the world easy, eat white bread or brown,
whichever can be got with least thought or trouble,
and would rather starve on a penny than work for
a pourd. If left to himself he would have whistl-
ed life away in perfect contentment; but his wife kept
conlinually dinning in his ears about his idleness, his
carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his
family. Morning, noon, and night her tongue was
incessantly going, and everything he said or did was
sure to produce a torrent of household eloquence/.'/ Rip
had, but one way of replying to all lectures of the kind,
and that by frequent use had grown into a habit, He
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shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast up his
eyes, but said nothing, This, however, always provok-
ed a fresh volley from his wife; so that he was fain to
take to the outside of the house—the only side which,
/in truth, belongs 1o a henpecked husband.

Rip’s sole domestic acdherent was his dog Wolf,
who was as much henpecked as his master; for Dame
Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness,
and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the
cause of his master’s going so often astray. The
moment Wolf entered the house his crest fell, hig tail
drooped to the. ground, or curled between his legs, he
sneaked about with a gallows air, casting many a
sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least
flourish of a broomstick or ladle he would fly to the
door with yelping precipitation.

Times grew worse with Rip Van Winkle as
years of matrimony rolled on. For a long while he
used to console himself, when driven from home, by
frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages,
philosophers, and other idle personages of the village,
which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn,
designated by a rubicund portrait. o His Majesty
George the Third. Here they used to sit in the shade
through a long lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly
over village gossip, or telling endless sicepy stories
about nothing. When by chance an old newspaper fell
“into their hands from some passing traveler; how
solemnly they would listen to the contents, as drawl-
ed out by Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster,
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a dapper, learned little man, who was not to be
daunted by the most gigantic word in the dictionary;
and how sagely they would deliberate upon public
events some months after they had taken place.

The opinions of this junto were completely con-
trolled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the village,
and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took
his seat from morning till night, just moving
sufficiently to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of
a large tree; so that the neighbors could tell the hour by
his movements as accurately as by a sundial. It is
true he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked-his pipe
incessantly.

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was
at length routed by his termagant wife, who would.
suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the
assemblage and call the members all to naught,

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to ‘despair;
and his only alternative, to escape from the labor of
the farm-and clamor of his wife, was to take gun in
hand and stroll away into the woods. Here he would
sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share
the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he
sympathized as a fellow sufferer in persecution. ‘‘Poor
Wolf,’* he would say, ‘ ‘thy mistress leads thee a dog’s
life of it; but never mind, my lad, while I live thou
shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!l’”” Wolf
would wag his tail, look wistfully in his master’s face,
and if dogs can feel pity, I verily believe he reciprocat-
ed the sentiment with all his heart.
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~ In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal
day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the
‘highest parts of the Catskill Mountains. He was after
hls favorite sport of squirrel shooting, and the still
Bbhtudes had echoed and reéchoed with the reports of
his gun, Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late
in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with
mountain herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice.
From an opening between the trees he could overlook
all the lower country for many miles of rich woodland.
He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below
“him; moving on i_té silent but majestic course, with the
reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging
bark, here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom, and,
at. last losing itself in the blue highlands. -

‘On the other side he looked down into a deep
mountain glen, wild, lIonely and shagged, the bottom
filled with fragments from the impending cliffs, and
scarcely lighted hy the reflected rays of the setting sun,
For some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening
was gradually advancing, the mountains began to throw
their long blue shadows over the valleys ; he saw that
it would be dark long before he could reach the village,
and he heaved a’ “heavy sigh when he thought of
encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle. -

As he was about to descend he heard a voice
from a distance, hallooing, ‘‘Rip Van Winkle! Rip
Van Winkle!"’ He looked around but could -see
“nothing but a crow winging its solitary flight across
the mountain. He thought his fancy must have
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deceived him, and turned again to descend, when he
}1ea.rd the same cry ring through the still evening air:
“Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!’’ * At the same
time Wolf bristled up his back, and giving a low growl
skulked to his master’s side, looking fearfully down
into the glen. Rip now felt a wvague apprehension
stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the same
direction, and perceived a 'strange figure slowly toiling
up the rocks, and hending under the weight of some-"
. thing he carried on his back. He was surptised to see
any human being in this lonely and unfrequented
place, but supposing it to be some one of the
neighborhood: in need of his assistance he hastened
down to yield it. '

On nearer approach he was still more surprised
at the singularity of the stranger's appearance. F¥le
was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick bushy -
hair, and a grizzled beard, His dress was of the
antique Dutch fagshion: a cloth jerkin strapped around
the waist, several pairs  of breeches, the outer one of
ample volume, decorated with rows of buttons down
the gides, and bunches atfthe knees. He bore on his
shoulder a stout keg that seemed full of liquor, and
made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with
the load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this
new. acquaintance, Rip complied - with his /u’éual
alacrity; and mutually relieving one another, -they
clambered up a narrow gully, appa.rently%he dry bed
of a mountain torrent. _Asthey aseended Rip every
now and then heard long rolling péals like distant -
thunder, that seeméd to issue out of a deep ravine, or
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rather cleft, between lofty rocks, toward which their
rugged path conducted. He paused for a moment, but
supposing it to be the muttering of one of those
transient thundershowers which often take place in
mountain heights, he proceeded. ‘Passing through
the ravine they came to a hollow, like a small am-
‘phitheater, surrounded by perpendicular precipices,
over the brinks of which impending trees shot their
‘branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the
azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During the-
whole time Rip and his companion labored on in
gilence; for though the former marveled greatly what
-could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this
wild mountain, yet there was something strange and
incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired
-awe and checked familiarity,

On entering the amphitheater, new objects of
wonder presented themselves. On a level spot in the
center was a compaxiy of odd-Jooking personages play-
ing at ninepins. They were dressed in a quaint
-outlandish fashion; some wore short doublets, others

" jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most of
them had enormous breeches of similar style with tha.j:
of the guide's. Their visages, too, were peculiar. One
‘had a large beard, broad face, and small piggish eyes;
‘the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose,
and was surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat, set off
with a little red cock’s tail. They all had beards of
various shapes and colors. There was one who seemed
o be the commander. He was a stout old gentleman,

with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced
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doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and
feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shdes, with
roses in them. The whole group reminded Rip of the
figurds in an old Flemish painting in the parlor of
Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson, which had
been brought over from Holland at the time of the
settlement.

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was that
though these folks were evidently amusing themselves,
yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most
mysterious silenée, and, were the most. melancholy
payty*of pleasure he hud ever witnessed. Nothing
interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of
the balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed
along the mountains like rumbling peals of .thunder.

As Rip and his companion n,pproachéd them,
they suddenly desisted from their play, and stared “at
him with such fixed statuelike gaze, and such stange
uncouth lackluster countenances, that his heart turned
within him, and his knees smote together., His com-
panion now emptied the contents of the keg into large
flagons, and made signs to him to wait upon the
company. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they
quaffed the liquor in profound silerice, and then
returned to their game.

By degrees Rip’s awe and apprehension subgl?l—
ed. He even ventured, when no eye was fixgg/ﬁporg
him, to taste the beverage, which he found -had much
of the flavor of excellent Hollands. - He was naturally
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a thirsty soul and was soon tempted to repeat the
draught. One taste provoked another; and he
reiterated his visits to the flagon so often that at length
his - senses were overpowered, his eyes swam in his
head, his head gradually declined, and he fell into a
deep sleep.

On waking he found himself on the green knoll
whence he had first seen the old man of the glen. He
rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning.  The
birds were hopping and twittering among the bushes,
and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting the
pure mountain breeze,~ *‘Surely,” thought Rip, ‘I
have not slept here all night.”” He recalled the
occurrences before he fell asleep. The strange man
-with a keg of liquor—the mountain ravine—the wild
retreat among the rocks—the woebegone party at
ninepins—the flagon—‘"Oh! that flagon!- that wicked
flagon!’’ thought Rip—“what excuse shall I make to
Dame Van Winkle?”’

~ He looked round for his gun, but in place of the
clean well-oiled fowling piece, he found an old firelock
lying by him, the barrel incrusted with rust, the lock
falling ‘off, and the stock worm-eaten. He now,
«suspected‘that the grave roysters of the mountain had
put a trick upon him, and having dosed him with
liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had
disappeared, but he might have strayed away after a
spuirre] or pariridge. He whistled after him and
shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated
his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen.
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What was to be done? the morning was passing
away, and Rip felt famished for want of his breakfast.
He grieved to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded to
mest his wife; but it would not do to starve among the
mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the rusty
firelock, and with a heart full of trouble and anxiety,
turned his steps homeward.

, As he approached the village he met a number
of people, but none whom he knew, which somewhat
surprised. him, for he had thought himself acquainted
with every one in the country round. Their dress, too,
was of a different fashion from that to which he was
accustomed. They all stared at him Wiflzh equal marks
of surprise, and whenever they cast their eyes upon
him, they invariably stroked their chins. The con-
stant recurrence of this- gesture induced Rip, involun-
tarily, to do the same, when, to his astonishment, he
found his beard had grown a foot long.

He now entered the skirts of the village. A
troop of strange children ran at "his heels, hooting after
him, and pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too,
not one of which he recognized for an old acquaint-
ance, barked at him as he passed. “The very village
was altered; it was larger and more populous. There
were rows of houses which he had never seen before,
and those which had been his familiar haunts had’
disappeared. Strange names were over the doors,
strange faces at the windows, everything was strange.
His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt
whether both he and the world arotind him were not
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bewitched., Surely this was his native village, which
he had left but the day before. There stood the Cats-
kill Mountains—there ran the silver Hudson' at a
distance—there was every hill and dale precisely as it
had always been—Rip was sorely ‘perplexed—“That
flagon last night,’’ thought he, ‘‘has addled my poor
head sadly!’’

It was with some difficulty that he found the
way to his own house, which he approached with silent
awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice
~of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to
decay—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and
the doors off the hinges. A halfstarved dog that looked
like Wolf was skulking about it. Rip called him by
name, but the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed
on, This was an unkind cut indeed—*‘‘My very dog,”’
sighed poor Rip, ‘‘has forgotten me!”’

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth,
Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat order. It
was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This
desolateness overcame all his connubial fears—he called
loudly for his wife and children—the lonely chambers
rang for a moment with his voice, and then all again
was silence.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old
resort, the village inn—but it, too, was gone. A large,
rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great
gaping windows, some of them broken, and mended
with old hats and petticoats, and over: the door was
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painted, ‘“The Union Hotel, by Jonathan ‘Doolittle.’’
Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the
quiet little Dutch inn of yore, there now was reared a
tall, naked pole, with something on the top that looked
like a red nightcap, and from it was fluttering a flag,
on which was a singular assemblage of stars and
stripes—all this was strange and incomprehensible. He-
- recognized on the sign, however, the.rubyface of King
George, under which he had smoked so many peaceful
pipes; but even this was singularly metamorphosed;
- 'The red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a
- sword was held in the hand instead of a scepter, the
head was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath
was painted in large characters, GENKERAL WASH-
INGTON.

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the
“door, but none that Rip recollected. The very
*character of the people seemed changed. There was
a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead
of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity.
He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas -Vedder,
with his broad face, double chin, and fair long
pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco smoke instead of
idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster,
doling forth the contents of an ancient newspaper.

The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled-
. beard, his rusty fowling piece, his uncouth dress!-amd
an army of women and children at his heels;” soon
attracted the attention of the tavern politicians. They
erowded around him, eying himt from head to foot
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with great curiosity. A knowing, self-important
«0ld gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way
through the: crowd, putting them to right and left
‘with his elbows as he passed, and planting himself
before Van Winkle, with one arm akimbo, the other
resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat
penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded
in an austere tone, what brought him to the election
with a gun on his shoulder, and . a mob at his
‘heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in the
village.

. The poor man humbly assured him that he
meant no harm, but merely came there in search of
‘some neighbors, who used to keep about the tavern,

‘‘Well—who are they ?—name them.”’

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired,
**Where's Nicholas Vedder ?’’

There was a gilence for a little while,. when an
0ld man replied, in a thin piping voice: ‘‘Nicholas
Vedder ! why, he is dead and gone these eighteen
years | - There was a Wooden tombstone in the
churchyard that used to tell all about him, but
that’s rotten and gone too.”’

‘“Where’s Brom Dutcher ?’?-

‘‘Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning
of the war; some say he was killed at the storming
of Stony Point—others say he was drowned in a
‘gquall at the foot of Antony’s Nose. I don’t know—
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he never came back agairi.”
‘“Where’s Van Bummel the schooimaster ?*’

‘“‘He went off to the wars too, was a great
militia general, and is now in Congress.”’

Rip’s heart died away at hearing of these sad
changes in his home and friends, and finding himself
thus alone in the wold. Every answer puzzled him
too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time, and
of matters which he could not understand; war—
Congress—Stony Point; he had no courage to ask

" after any more friends, but cried out in despair, ‘‘Does
nobody here know Rip Van Winkle ?”?

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle! to be sure! that’s
Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.”’

Rip looked and beheld a precise counterpart of
himself, as he had gone up the mountain: apparently
as' lazy and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow
was now completely confounded. He doubted his
own idenity, and whether he was himself or another
man, In the midst of his bewilderment,’ the man
in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what
was his name,

““God knows,’’ exclaimed he, at his wit’s ex/x,df:'
“Im not myself—I’'m somebody else—that’s me
yonder—no—that’s somebody else got into my shoes—
I was myself last night, but I fell nsleep on the
mountain, and they’ve' changed ‘'my gun, and every-
thing’s changed, and I'm changed, and I can’t tell
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what’s my name, or who I am.”’

The bystanders began now to look at each
other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers
against their foreheads. There was a whisper also
about securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow
from doing mischief, at the very sugsestion of which
the self-important man in the cocked hat retired with
some precipitation. ‘At this critical moment a fresh
comely woman pressed through the throng to get a
peep at the graybearded man. She had a chubby
child. in her arms, which, frightened at his looks,
began to ery, ‘‘Hush., Rip,”’ cried she, ‘‘hush, you-
little fool; the old man won’t hurt you.”” The
name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone
of her voice, all awakened a frain of recollections in
his mind. ‘‘What is your name, my good woman ?”’
asked he.

‘‘Judith Gardenier.”’
““‘And your father’s name ?*’

‘‘Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was hig
name, but it’s twenty years since he went away from
home with his gun, and never has been heard of
gince—his dog éame home without him ; but whether
he shot himself or was carried away by the Indians,
nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl.’’

Rip had but one question more to g,sk; and
he put it with a faltering voice: ‘‘Where’s your
mother 7
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*‘Oh, she too died but a short time ago; she
broke a blood vessel in a fit of pession at a New
England peddler.”’ '

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this
intelligence. The honest man could contain himself
no longer. He caught his daughter and her child
in his arms. ‘‘I am your father!’’ cried he—'‘Young
Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van Winkle now !
Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle ?’?

All stood amazed, until an old woman, -tottering
out from among the crowd, put her hand to her
~ brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment,
" exclaimed: ‘‘Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it
is himself! ‘Welcome home again, old neighbor—
Why, where have you been these twenty long years *’

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty
years had been to him but as one night, The
neighbors stared when they heard it ; some were seen
to wink at each other, and put their tongues in
their cheeks; and the self-important man in the
cocked hat, who, when the a]arm'was'over, had
returned to the field, screwed down the corners of
his mouth, and shook his head—upon which there
was a general shaking of the head throughout the
assemblage. ’

To make a long story short, the company broke
up, and returned to the more important comcerns of
the election. Rip’s daughter took him" home to live
with her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and
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a stout cheery farmer for a husband, whom Rip
recollected for one of the urchins that used to climb
upon his back.

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits;
he soon found many of his former cronies, though
all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time;
and he perferred making friends among the rising
generation, with whom he soon grew into great favor,

Having nothing to do at home, and being
arrived at that happy age when a man can be idle
with impunity, he took his place once more on the
bench at the inn door, and was reverenced as one
of the patriarchs of the village.
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