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a.coal of inspiration off God's altar—a man a little lower than the
augels, and as we hear biwm raise his voice in humble prayer to his
Ileaventy Father, we ask where, oh, where is that God of justice
and mercy whom he so earnestly besecchies?  And we exclaim
this world is indeed a world of chance—a vast Jottery from which
men blindly draw blanks and prizes. But as wo turn sorrowfully
away another scene arrests our attention.—Youderisa populous
city. Itisat thesamotime athing of beauty, power and grandour,
as with its charming parks and palaces, its vast warchouses and
manufactories, and its towering domes, it sils majestic on its

throne by the sca—the great emporium of the West, and aswe'

sco the vast number of railvoads, centering here like so many
great arteries along which flow the life-giving power of the
nation, we exclaim, **Ilere, indeed, is the great beart of the
valley of the Missisippi, the pride of the west and tho admiration
of the world.”  DBut while we stand entranced by this scene of
beauty and porwer, lo! tho fire-fiend has burst his shackles. On,
on, from roof to roof, he rusheswith fearful rapidity, hissing scorn
and defiance at maw’s futilo efforts to check his onward
course ; and in a few short hours the work of destruction is done
the fnir scene is swept from our view, and nought remains but a
shapely pilo of ruins to mark the pathway of the mighty con-
queror. We sce men gathering in sad groups around the gloomy
monuments of their departed wealth, and most wondrous scene!
we hehold the former millionsire and the hod-carrier shaking
hands ; men who never before had spoken together, for the tow-
cring commercial palace of the one had shut out the humble cot
of the other; but now the partition wall is broken down, and
they discover they ave being bound together by tics of common
sorrows, intercsts® and hopes, and as we hear their words of
sywpathy and wanly resolve, and sce the true nobility of soul—
that which fire cannot destroy, rising in grandeur from the ruins
of the fallen eity,the mystery is solved ; we are cnabled to pierce,
through poverty’s mmask, and sec written upon her forchead in
anmistakable characters, ¢ My mission is to develope true man-
hood.” Could we enter some vast stracture in which is gathered
all the great products of man'sintellect, we would tind the great
majority labeled with the namcs of those who havo trodden
poverty’s secluded paths, for she has been the companion of our
greatest thinkers as they wended their way through the mighty,
Jabyriuths of thaught ; and who, 2s he glances o'er history's pages
cannnt see her as a mighty power forcing men out into the fields
of speentation ? When will the names of Stephenson and Watt,
be forgotten ?  Their praise is sounded forth by cvery steam
whistle ; is borne to old ocean’s remotest islo by every steamn
ship,ne they are recognized as being among carth’s greatest
benefactors, in making the stcam engine the permanent realiza-
tion of the Genii of castern fables. The genius of Antonia
Canova breathed upon the rugged marble and it became a thing
of life; andas we gaze on his master picces, how closely he scems
Yinked in power to that omnipotent One who took the image of
clay in his arms and breathed into it the breath of life; yet
poverty first guided his chisel. A Sir William Jones could con-
verse in all the languages of the Orient ; yet he first learned the
Ianguage of poverty. Tho finest strains of poetry have issued
from souls sweyt by her fingers ; for as Jong as man’s @esthetic shall
Liold its sway. so long will the names of Robert Burns, Scotland's
bard, and William Falconer, the poet of the sea, be cherished.
Yes, as we gaze o'croxrth’s mental battle-fields we see that out
from the ranks of poserty have como forth men, to contend man-
fully agaipst ignorauce in every department of human  thought.
In her valley genius he+ plumed herself for lofticst soarings, and
everywhere is it writt n that poverty developes man mentally,
But its grandest design is seen in bis developinent morally.  Vir-
ne's chamwpions aud followers in all ages have been gathered
largely from here lonely dale. Looking back into the shadowy
past we bebold a Socrates with poverty’s insignia unmistakably
written upon him, walking about among men uttering the most
sublime moral truths; and in the light of the Christian civiliza-
iion of to-day bis foot-steps though made by swollen, naked feet
are the grandest along the patinweay of heathen history. Behold
an Amos Lawrence, from whose lips dropped pearls of purity,
and whose generous hand wasever open to bless mankind; yet
poverty acknowledged him as ber ownand early sent him out to
battle with the world. See also, the great emancipator, our own

belored Lincoln, coming out from boneath her shadows toredress
the wrongs of mankind ; toagsert the God-given rights ofhumonity.
But glorious {rath, the ultimatwn of all illustraticns, is the fact
that the King of kings, the Princo of philanthropists chose
poverty for his companion.—iVith the ccepter of universal dom-
inion in his hand he chosc a humble place among men as the most
fitting to develope God-like virtues; and so they who have fol-
lowed in Ilis foot-steps have been earth’s greatest benefactors. As
poverty deals with individuals s¢ she deals with nations. Behold
her as with majestic tread, she comes down through the ages.
For two conturies did she tarry at Persia’s magnificent court,
seeking recognition, until spumed and insulted she scaled the
proud empire’s fate and the victorious host of the great Mace-
doniaewept over the fertile plains.  Passing into Greeee long did
she tarry, hoping that in that land of patriots,.philusophers and
poets her mission would not be disregarded. DBut the Grecian
pbilosophers, while they cauld evolve the most ingenious systems
of philosophy, could never understaud hor sublime character:
and at last, disappointed and reluctantly, she sealed the doom of
that fair republic, nnd the victorious cagles of the Romans
soured above the ruins of her departed glory. Passing into
Rome, long did she linger, hoping this would prove an end to
her wanderings. But the proud Roman bowingat luxury’s golden
altar ranked her as a plebeian, and ignored her queenly claims.
Indignant, sho called upon tho barbarous tribes of the north and
east to redress her wrongs, and iinperial Rome was no more.
Passing down through the dark ages, we behold her at last on
Briton's isle.  Here, though treated with respect, still un-
satisfied, she desired a land across the sea where no tyrant had
dared to ervect his throne. Ier cye sparkling with Lope, she
gathered o true and fearless band.  With them she braved the
ocean’s, poer, stood on Plymoutl’s rocl- and braved the dangers
of the netv world. Iere she tarricd, ber mind balancing between
hope and dospair until at Iast there was born unto her » daughter
whosc empire is destined to embrace the whole world, and she
called her Liberty. She presided when freemen, asserting tho
dignity of their manhood, laid the foundation of Liberty’s glorious
temple, and saw in those words, ¢ all men are born free and
equal,” the realization of her fondest hopes, the recoguition of
her sublime mission. Under her benign auspises Awmerica has
indeed Lecome powerful, with the folds of her flag tossed graudly
by the stern winds of the north, and kissed gently by tho zephyrs
of the south. Glorious indeed is the wission of poverty as she
comes 10 arouse man’s noblest energies.  Energy, that word in
which is embraced all man’s great achievements in the past, and
with which, as a battle ery, he will go forward from victory to
victory, until all naturc is his dominion. Man clevated on the
pedestal of his power, fecls bimselfa god. She comes and lays
her hand upon the tower of his strength and it crumbles to the
dust, and thus brought down before his fellow-men, he feels that
magnetic influence that binds us together in one common bro-
therhood, and with lis sympathics awakened, and with his soul
enlarged, be becomnes a philanthropist, a reformer, a true man.
Coming unto him as he sits amid the ruins of broken hopes and
cherisbed plans she whispers in his ear words of bope and bids him
go forth to moble warfarc and glorions vietory. ILet others
weavo garlands of praise for wealth’s imperial boon, and bring
their costliest offering to her golden altar, but as for me let it be
my highest honor to bring my humble offering und Jay it at thy
feet. What though thy sombre garments are damp with tho dew
of the night. With heaven's signet upon thy brow, it is uncircled
with a radient glory akin to that which hovered avound Calvary’s
rugged summit, love is written upon cvery lincaurent of thy
blessed countenance, while from thy lips drop the oracles of
wisdow. Humanity’s best friend, because in my falling teans
thou dost bid me sec the beauteous bow of promise and dost lead
e forth on the ficid of conflict, where honors way be won us
enduring as the stars set in the eternal eoronet of the skics,
therefore will X honor thec.
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—The French Academy has refused to enroll the name of
Darwin anong its members, assigning as a rzason that © he has
too fur sacrificed science to renown and reason to imagination.

to deserve a place in the first rank of scientiste.”
.




