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wasn't she a woman? Wasn't Jacl a good carpenter wvhen she "nailed'
Sisera? Who can estimate lier power-that iighty power to which we
all so willingly yield obedience ? Wasn't Eve a woman ? And didn't
she engage i n the fruit business, even before she wore pantalettes?
And hasnî't Dr. Creigli proved, by ancient documents, that the first who
"struek oil" in the great State of Pennsylvania were Ilhe ive " wiso
virgin " who filled tleir lamps befbre they started to attend the
marriage feast? And dare wo doubt that they were women? Ain't
Susan (y. Antholny, and Victoria Woodhull, and Theodore Tilton,
women ? And ain't they the great reformers of the age ? What
mn in lthe anais of faime Iris ever achicved greatness unless he had·
a wonai r fr a wife or a inother? Sinc foemina mulla fama, saith the
classie poet.

If i t wasn't for women, who would take care of ou r babies? Who
wotu!d starch our collars or darn our stockings ? Whio would tie our
cravats or part our back hair? Ii flet Idont't, believe we could get
along witlout ler, at aIl, at all-do you? She is a qucen whoso
power is abolute. Wc are bound in captivity to ber, and our slavery is
se complete that we love to hug the ehains that bind us; and wihen she
punishes îu, don't we likze to kiss the band that smites us ? Iow
beautifully does the poet thus describe the influence which he Cxerts
over the rugged nature of 1an:

IO womuan! in our iours of case,
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please,
]-.ut seen too oft, famjiliar vith lier face,
Wc first endure, then pity, then emubrace2'

(A pplause-cheers, waving of handkerehiefs-hii! hi ! hi I and several

Hiere the orator sanlk exhausted to Ile floor. lorror-stricken ve
rushed-llo hi l-wesouldred his liip forni and bore hin to bis botel,
whvere restoratives werc applied. After consciosuness lad partly re-
turned, we

Put hin in bis littie bed,
And smuoothed his pillow for his hcad;
with stifled moan and plaintive sighs,
W'ith clasped hands and upturned eyes,
Thus did Sir James soliloquize :

"FAi is mny love, so fair, The music of its rhytbhmic beat
I shudder with the seuse Throbs through muy own.

Of what a lig.ht the world would loose
Could she go bence. Dear is my love, so dear,

If I but hear her naine,
Sweet is muy love, so sweet, MWv eves with tears of rapturo swim,

The leaves that, fold on fold, My eheck is flane.
Swathe up the odours oi the rose.

less sweetness lold. Spare lier, Immortals, spare,
Till all our days are done,-.

True is muy love, s-o truc; Tour heaven is full of angel forms,
Her heart is mine alonc, Mine holds but one."

After havintg disposed of poor Sir James, we retturned to the banquet,
but as We enitered tlie roomi a horrible sight met us. Tiere sat Sir
John W. Simons, of New York, looking the very counterpart of Sir
Jobn Fal-tat', but for an expression of agonlizing sorrow upon hisusually
placid eonntenance. Surrounded by empty plates, and bottles whose
contents had dcparted from carthly vision, lie was keeping watch over
a pyramid of ice crean, a dishu of lobster salad, a plate of charlotte


