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THE SONG OF THE FORGE.

Clang, clang ! the massive anvils ring :
Olang, clang ! o hundred hawniers swing 2
Liko the thunder-rattle of a trople «ky,

* The mighty blows still multiply,—
Clang, clang !
8ay, brathers of the dusky brow,
What are your strong arms forging now ?,

Clang, clang !~-we forge tho coulter now,—
The coulter of the kindly plough.
Kind Providence, blcss our toll !
May ity broad furrows still unbind
- To genial rxins, to sun and wiund,
The moet honignant sofl ¢

Clang, clang !—our coulter's course shall be
On many a sweet and sholtered lea,

By many o streawlet’s silver tido ;

Amidst the song of morning birds,

Amidst the Jow of sauntering herds,
Amidst soft breezes, which do stroy
Through woodbine hedges and sweot May,
Along the green hill's side,

When regnl Autumn's bounteous hand
With wide-spread glory clothes the land,—
When to the valleys, from the brow

Of cach resplondont slopo, i3 rolled

A ruddy sea of living gold,—

‘We bless, we blcss tho plough,

Clang, clang !—again, my mates, what grows
Beneath tho t ’s potent blows?

Clink, clunk !—wa forge tho glant chain,
‘Which bears the gallant vessel's train

Midst stormy winds snd adverse tides ;
Sccured by this, the gpod ship braves

The rocky rondstead, and the waves

Which thunder on her sides,

Anxious no more, the merchaut secs
* “The mist drive dark beforo the breeze,
- The storm-cloud on the hill ;
Calnoly ho rests,—~though far away,
n boisterous climes, his vessel lay,—
Reliant on our skill.

Say on what sands these links shall sleep,
Fath b th the sol deop?

By Afric’s pestilential shore ;

By many an iceberg, lone and hoar ;

By many a balmy western islo,

Baeking in spring’s perpetual smile ;

By stormy Labrador,

8ay, shall they feel the vesscl reel,

‘When to the battery’s deadly peal

The crashing broadside makes reply ;

Or else, as at the glorious Nile,

Hold grappling ships, tbat strive the while
For death or victory ?

Humh'!—cling. clung f-—once miore, what glows,
purk brothers of the forge, beneath

The iron teinpest of your blows,

The furnace’s red breath ?

Olang, clang !—a burning torrent, clear
And bdrilliant of bright sparks, is poured
Around, and up in the dusky air,
As our kammers forge the sword.

The sword ! a name of dread ; yet when

Upon the freema’s thigh "tis hound,—

While for his altar and his hearth,

While for the land that gave him birth, »
+ The war drums roll, the trumpets sound, —

How sacred ig it then !

Whenever for the truth and right

It flashey in the van of fight,—
Whether in soine wild mountain pass,
As that where fe) Leonidas ;

Or on somc sterile plaiu and stern,

A Marston, or o Bannockburn ;

Or amidst crags and burating rills ;
The Switzer's Alps, gray Tyrol's hillg ;
Or as, when sunk the Armada’s pride,
It gleains above the stormy tide,—
Still, still, whenc'er the battle word
Ts liberty, when man do stand

For justice and their native land—
Then Hcaven bless the gword !

Tles . Sketelies,
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CHAPTER XvIIL

Bertha noticed his mood, and moved down
upon him with serried columns of anxiety and
sympathy—curiosity was held in the rear as a
reserve. . The flanked foe, clad in an armor
of glancing evasion, warded off the shot and
abell of inquiry that rained upon him inces-
santly for full five minutes. However, a
return shot from Richard—leaving the city—
fired from the gun of equivocation, got him

- . safely out of the difficulty.

They had a long talk, Bertha learned he
new name, and was not displeased with it,
although she said that dropping “‘Grace”
seemed like losing a very dear and very old
friend. Still she was pleased with the idex
that nothing of her lived life would remain,

. that no magic spell of name would ever
awaken even the cadence of an echo from the
‘hence to be forgotten past of her former life.
4 Of, this sweet name I will make a monu-
mental slab, and wijh it close the tomb in
which lies the past of my young life,” she said
My, very sadly, as some sweet thoughts,of
times gone by rose momentarily before her.
She was reconciled to his near departure from
the city by a promise that he would soon send

. for her, and in some strange city and among
strange ‘scenes they could begin a new life.
Whila-44igy were yeb enjoyably talking, and

_romantically planning like young lovers, the
‘distant muffied sound of carrisge wheels in
rapid motion, on an unpaved strect, broke

_mpon their senses. Bertha listened; the
sound .grew nearer and louder, then grew

- slower aid fainter. Bertha became agitated.

The carriage stopped. A sound, half enort,
half neigh—Bertha grasped hor brother's arm,
shook and trémbled like a reed in the wind

above each cheek a fiory red spot glowed in a
faco as white as virginsnow. Her lips opened
and a sound that scemed born in the air—not

‘| uttered by mortal—rosolved itself into “Jes-

pra.” The gate opened, a man’s step was
beard on the walk. . The red spots faded from
Bertha’s face and left it as pale and colourless
as the waning moon nfter sunrise. Tho door
opened and Mrs. Soolfire introduced Paul
Geldamo into tho room.

“Found at last,” he oxclnimed, with a ser-
aphic smile in his clear blue eye, love’s celes-
tial fire glorifying his handsome face.

Bertha still held her brother by the arm,
but she had stood straight up; stood grace-
fully firm, stood there with a dignified impres.
siveness of personality, with a majestic lofti-
ness of mien and grandeur of stateliness that
might be termed Cleopatrian, She bowed
with easy grace, but her face remained as
calinly impassive as a marble Madonna. And
yet she loved this man with a love as silently
pure a8 the dew of heaven, with a love that
knew no death, no end, that was sponge.like
in its nature and infinite in its receptiveness.
But a baleful blast from Mammon’s hell had
rudely swept away all hope of the fruition of
that love, and she now wept over it as a
smouldering golgotha of withered, blighted
hopes. Her individuality was not affected by
the change, except that it was idealizod and
puwrified. She was too unselfish to expect
Paul to keep his plighted word, knowing, as
she did, that he would incur the odium and
scorn of the gold worshippers and the wrath
of one of their high priests—his father-—-by so
doing. True love cares not for self ; the love
of a child for a toy seen in 2 shop window is
the love of many—the love of podsession, but
it is not real love. Bertha could not give her
love to Paul aund give Lim trials and toils with
it. She preferred that both their hearts should
be thrown into the hopper of caste, as thou-
sands before have been, and there crushed
and mashed to trituration by the giant stones
of money and position. But Paul was not so

ethereal in his views. He came to comfort
her and assure her that no chango in her social
status, no vicissitude of life or mutation of
time could affect his love ; but when he saw
the change had extended to Bertha’s individu-
ality, a great cloud of " grief fell upon his soul,
and dropping into a chair he covered his face
with his hands and merely said, ¢ O Grace !”
but the words seemed torn, wrenched from a
bleeding heart. They had such an effect upon
Richard that he left the room at once. She
tried to detain him, but he said in a very em-
phatic, determined whisper, ¢ Sister, you are
cruel,” as he tore himself away.

Alone. ‘

In Cupid’s syntax, duality is always in the
singular number, hence alone in this case is
not misapplied. )

A long silence—the seconds of love are
either evanescently short or interminably long.
In this instance they were long. A plain gold
ring on the little finger of Paul’s left hand
broke the spell, It was a present from Ber-
tha, innocently given, but now it did yeoman
service. It mutely appealed to the statuesque
girl; it silently told its tale of constancy
and love ; it brought tears to her eyes and a
sobbing ‘‘ Paul” to her lips; it dissolved her
passive rigidity ; it set great streams of melli.
fluous sympathy loose—and a weak and trem-
bling girl fell into the arms of a trembling
man, v :

The invincible winged God had {riumphed.

The interview was a long, and in some re-
spects an unhappy onc. "Paul begged, pleaded,
protested, moaned and wept, but Bertha was
unyieldingly inexorable, and would agree to
but one condition, which was that he should
not see her again for one year, and if at the
end of that time his love remained unchanged,
she would marry him, come what might, and,
if necessary, work and toil for him as he had
sworn to work and toil for her.

Richard bade his sister an affectionate adieu,
and at the gate found Paul, of whom he also
wished to take leave, but Paul insisted on
driving bim to the depot. Richard was not’
quite ready to start, so Paul drove him to
Madame Yudall’s, where he took leave of him
regretfully and sorrowfully.

¢ Oh, by the way,” he said, turning back,
‘“have you any relatives in this part of the
country ?”

Richard ‘replied that he feared not. His
grandfather and grandmother had lived in the
city and had died there, but although he had
diligently inquired and searched, he could not
discover their graves or any trace of their only

say whether she was dead or not, but he feared
such was the case since nothing conld be heard
concerning her,

Paunl was gone. The force of his inquiry
did not occur to Richard for some time after-
wards.  Arbyght wrote a letter to the union,
which he mailed. :

Across the Illinois prairie that nig];t, cleav-
ing the thick gloom as cleaves the air the eagle
descending upon its prey, shot a thing of life,
yet inanimate, leaving a long trail of fire and
smoke in its wake—a falling star skimming the
horizontal earth., Carried along in the impetu-
ous, rushing, thundering embrace of this obedi-
ent but Jovian-powered child of creating, life-
sustaining Labor, was one of Labor’s noblest
sons--Richard Arbyght. The creator fleeing
from the creature, tho parent hounded and
driven off the premises by the unnatural child,

daughter, his father's sister,” He could not’

-CHBAPTER XIX.

One morning, two or three days aftor Ar-
byght's doparture from the city, three working-
men entered Relvason's office. Workingmen ?
Yes. There is that on the face of the hard-
worked, which tells its tale of toil, a tongue-
less, but for all a snbtle revelation that spoaks
to the heart. There is that peculiar look, a
blending of age age and youth, by some tormed
““a young old look,” a dull, oppressive, heavy
expression, seen only on those who toil ten
hours or more per day. It is a look that tells
a sad fale of undue physical exertion, over-
wrought muscle. It is tho slow, sluggish, ob-
tuse expressive that increasing, deadening,
burdensome fatigue ever stamps upon the
features of man, woman or child. Any per-
son who labors ten houra per day at hard work,
bas the word “‘toil” written upon Lis fore-
head as plainly as the number or mark of the
beast mentioned in the apocalypse, 8o plainly
that it could be read were the man clad in the
royal garments of a king. Oh! the melan-
choly pathos, the soul-rending anguish seen on
tho brow of many that toil, is simply inexpres-
sible—unutterable. The fictitious accessories
of rags or poverty-stricken hovels isnot necded
here., Every lineamont of the face speaks
volumes of wretchedness, volumes of despair
and woe. How many men daily walk our
stroets who are to the artist’s eye a truer,
better picture of modern life than the best
works of Titian, Reynolds, Reubens or Van-
dyke were of the life of their times? And
again, how many roll through our streects a la
Geldono, who typify in themselves a simili-
tude of the luxurious, effeminate rottenness
that sapped the foundation of historic Rome?

¢ Mr. Relvason, we are a committee, ap-
pointed by the union, to respectfully lay before
you and the other employers a proposition,
which that body has, in justice to itself, deem-
ed it necessary to make.” So spoke Henry
Trustgood, and by acquiescenco so spoke John
McFlyun and Oscar Wood, the balance of the
committee.

“You are what ?” queried Relvason with
rising ire, in a sharp, peremptory voice,

¢ A committee, sir,” replied the man defer-
entially.

¢ And by what authority 2"
toue auntoerat.

¢ The union,” answered Trustgood respect-
fully, but with firmness. )

t Don’t know such a party,” said Relvason,
curtly, contemptuously, and he turned to his
desk with a rudeness observable only in the
apish Lord Shoddy or Count Startup.

The committee stared at each other. This
was a rebuff they did not expect, They were
thrown into an insuperable difficulty—embar-
rissingly confounded, and knew not what to
do next.

Nothing will nonplus a man so readily and
completely as to have the person he is addres-
sing rudely or disdainfully turn away.

The committee saw that thera was nothing
left them but to go, and go they did. They
had not gone far before Spindle hailed them:.
They returned to the office, when Relvason
said with a savage sneer :

¢ Men, I will give you some advice. The
sooner you emigrate, the better for yourselves,
you are not wanted in the city,” and sgain
faced his desk with vulgar abruptness.

¢“Mr. Relvason, we are free agents, sole
and rightful sovereigns of our own acts, persons
and accountabilities, and no man’s dictum do
we fear.” ’'Twas McTFlynn that spoke.

Relvason faced round, but the committee
were gone,

They then visited the other employers, and
in each case met with the same or pearly the
same reception. Strange? No. The employ-
ers had a union and acted in concert.

Next day the men quietly left the shops,
and either remained at home or sought work
elsewhere. Three days went by ; no ehange.
Most of the men were already engaged in svch
work as presented itself. The employers be-
came uneasy. The busy season was already
upon them, and demand was pressing.  They
sought some of the men, but their every ques-
tion was anawered, ¢ See the committee, we
have no jurisdiction in-the matter.” One
easy-going man, who it was thought could be
weaned from duty, replied to a long string of
questions in a way that astonished his logical
reasoners and would-be capturers. “We do.
not deny your right to refuse to treat with
our committes; that is your privilege,” he
said, *‘but,” he continued, ‘‘ we have an
inalienable right to combine and appoint that
committee, and if we choose totreatonly through
such committee, that is owr privilege. We deny
you no right legitimately yours ; wo simply in-
sist upon rights legitimately ours. Itis an em-
ployer’s unquestionable, province to say how
much he shall give for labor; but is also
labor’s unquestiovable province to say for
how much it shall be sold, how sold and how
paid. Lot us illustrate. There is a question
of dispute betwaen two powers, for instance,
on a point of international law.  Now, either
nation has & right to appoint a comimission to
confer with the other on the point in dispute,
but neither power is bound to recognize or
treat with the commission appointed by the
other. Still they do so becanse it is a wise
national policy, because civilization and en-
lightenment are opposed to war and blood-
shed. And although you are not compelled
to treat with our committee, that does not
invalidate our right to appoint the committee
and to in no other manner treat with you ;
and do you not think it would be better to
recognize in us & de facto body with yvhich to

Air despotic,

treat, than to continue this commercial warl!” | and looked across. ‘The first object that
The employers thought so. finally, dnd : riveted his attention was Vida Geldamo, who -

reyolved to see tho committee and lenrn what E

demand was to bo made,

““ Weekly cash payments and the right to:
use their money as it seemod to them best,”

was the requnest of the men,
It was flatly, insultingly refused. The in-
dustrinl internecine war eontinned. It shonld

have never commenced, and would not had |

not causes that once led to a warin high,
empyrial heaven superinduced it—the blas-
phemous attempt of the creature to dictate to
the Creator.

The men conscious of their supremely pre-
dominant right to control thoir own acts and
porsons, in matters unlawful, refused to work
except under conditions in consonance with
their conceptions of justice. They, at the
same time, conceded to the employers un-
restrained liberty, an equal sovercign pre-
rogative to obtain other hands should they
choose to do so. And such they attempted,
by advertisement, by more liberal and gener-
ous offers than their own men respectfully
asked a8 & human, divine right. Still they
failel most signally. A lull now occurred
in the strife, a presageful, ominous calm,
Three days of * masterly inactivity.” Ah!
the crash.  Every man who had left the
shops and who had secured other work, some
from the city, others from private corporations,
were one morning, summarily discharged
without warning or explanation. Why?
Because they had endeavored to be better
men and make of their children, ere they
rcached maturity, better and stronger pillars
of state” How? Simply enough. A resolu.
tionof the Board of Trade, of which many of
the employers were members, and some mani-
pulatory ring shuffling, by a corrupt mercon-
ary City Couacil, of which Relvason was a
member, did the business, did it effectually.
Had this result boen the effect of an invocatory
prayer to the Prince of Darkness, by a convoca.
tion of devils, it could not appear in the eyes
of just men more heinously hideous, more
despotically, cruelly inhuman, more mercilessly
savagely, barbarous ; or, had it been the effect
of the magical incantation- of witchcraft it
could not more thoroughly dishearten the
men.

The second week of the difficulty ended
very gloomily for the cause of right.

The morning after his departure from
Chicago, Richard found himself in the flour’sh-
ing oity of Milwaukee. “‘Here,” he said to
himself, ‘I may live in peace, as there are no
impeditive obstacles toliving honestly before
me.” He secured work readily, and was fully
settled early in tho afternoon. He then
bethought himself of some letters he had
received the evening previous, but which he
had not time to read. Among them was one
that .exerted upon his turbulent soul a
peculiar demulcent effect.  Heo trembled and
glowed as he read :

Dear Sir: Your note reached me a few
moments ago. I need not say that it filled
me with astonishment ; I was stupified with
amazement and I might add delight ; not alone
do I rejoice to learn that my dearest and best
friend has found a brother, but that she hay
found one so eminently worthy of her, and
found him at a time she most needed fraternal
protection. I must say that I was much
pained by your ungenerous reference to the
difference in our social positions. In all the
essential elements of true greatness your sister
is my superior, and I am sclfish enough to
desire a continnauce of our former friendship.

Inform me where and when I can see her, and
oblige Vioa GeLpDaMoO.

P.S. Iama prophetess. You are going
to leave the city. Perhaps ’tis well, but
"twere Letter to concilinte an encmy, or there-
in failing, fight him in his own 1’.erritm'y.V G

As minute particles of iron fly, adhere and
cling to » magnet, so0 every attribute of Rich-
ard’s soul flew to and centered in this note.
Ho pored over it, read it a dozen times,
kisged it rapturously, read it again and again,
and the more he read and kissed it, the higher
rose, in his estimation, the writer.  She was
all goodness, all loveliness—an angel.

Goethe, in his autobiography, says that the
first propensity to love in an uncorrupted
youth takes altogether a spiritral direction.
It was so with Richard ; he could see nothing
but beauty and goodness in her he loved ; but
he paid dearly for indulging in these joyous
transports, and the depth of his pain was in
exact proportion to the Leight of his ecatatic
flight. One moment in heaven would add
infinite tortures—the pain of loss—to the
damned soul, and when the utter, absolute
hopelessness of his passion swept across the
mind of Richard Arbyght his pain was incon-
ceivably great indeed.

As his body lay in deep sleep that night his
wakeful soul sought its affinity. The man
sped throngh dreamland withount regard to
time, speed or distance. He finally stood
in the centre of an apparently boundless but
sea-girt plain ; the earth aad sky seemed to
meet in a coronal line, broken only in the east,
where mountainous irregulerities, surpnssing
anything seen on earth, great curvilineal,
isolated pesks, towering precipitously, threw

long lines of shadows across the plain. Throngh }-

tho plein, swiftly ran a deep, broad river,
cutting it into two uneqaal.divisions. The
plain on both sides of the river was inhabited,
but strange to say the smaller division was
densely populated, uncomfortably packed with
sufforing, starving mortals, while in the larger
division there were comparatively few people,
who seemed to enjoy life in palatial splendor,
in & realm of enchanted wealth and unbounded

! side on which he stood.
.desire to cross the dark river now took pos-

Iuxury. ; Richard walked dpwii to the river,

scemmod to be earnestly looking toward the
An uncontrollable

session of him, but to attempt it was death,.

The expanse of water was wide and the

curront was swift, almost a rapid. There was.
a regular hoat that plied botween: the two-
shores, but he was told that to insure a.
transit he must havo the usual passport—gold. .
Very fow went over and fewer came back, and

those that did come back had no choice in the -
matter. How to cross that rivor was a

problem that now perplexed his mind,

Passport he could not obtain, although he was

told it mattered not how it was procured,

whether stolen or fished from the foculence of *
fraud and wrong, or even secured at the:
expense of a emoking holocaust df blood, all

that was required was that it should be of"
solid, real gold and of sufficient weight. " But .
he had no gold, nor would he steal 6r murder

to get it ; hence the boat transit was abandoned.

Going closer to the bank he observed that the

water was many feet Lelow the lovel of the

plain, but from etratifications of evident

mechanical origin noticeable on the descending -
bank, he concluded that the river bhad once

been much wider and deoper, and contained

a larger volume of water than at present, and

that it was evidently fast drying up. He-
wandered far up the bank, thinking that like -
all rivers it would grow narrower towards its -
source, and perbaps a point might be reached

wheore a passago might be safely effected, but

he was disappointed ; it preserved a uniform

width and swiftness at cvery point he ap-

proached ; still he persevervingly pursuned’
hig course towards the head, if hecad this

mysterious river had. The shadows of the:
sugar loaf mountains grew broader and darker
as he neared them. He reached their bases,

passed through gorge-like valleys and .deep

canons, then into an open space where he be- -
held a spectacle that startled him. The sight

was unspeakably, incomprehensibly grand,

a vision that inspircd awe and worship rather -
than admiration. Two towering chains of '
precipitous mountaine, whose peaks were

swathed in eternal snows, abruptly terminated '
in the open space some ninety miles apart, and

extending back convergently until they met

about ninety miles from tho opening. These -
mountain chains were more than five miles

high, and the V like valley they onco formed

was once a vast field or block of ice, over -
four miles thick—the concerted accumnlations -
of over sixty centurics. It was called the ice -
of ignorance and barbarism, but a mighty

stationary orb hung in the western heavens,

called the sun of education, had already made -
fearful inroads in this icy world.  For many

years its steady perpetual rays of effulgent .
heat, with dissolving effect, shone on the con-

gealed mass, and over one-half of it had’
already disappeared. The heat of education’s :
sun was growing stronger and stronger, and

the ice was melting away more and more -
rapidly. The film of inevitable dissolution

was upon it ; great fissures were everywhere

discernible; and this was the head, the last

and final source of the river of distinction,

that by its dividing line made two worlds of °
one., Streams, crecks, and rununels, fed by

the dissolving ice, fed the river that the

dreamer essayed in vain to cross. He now re-

traced his steps, returning through the canons.
and gorges, passing under the shade of the:
tall, curvilineal mountains, back into the

wide plain. But a great change had taken

place in the river; it was almost dry. The
boat that monopolized and held the exclusive

right to cross or recross its dark bosom was

now grounded and deserted. The dreamer

again looked across the mow nearly empty

channel and again he saw her, standing whete
he first beheld her, but as helooked she ad-
vanced towards him. Filled with isexpressi-

ble joy he started to meet her. INearerand’
nearer they came; more aund more distinct
grew the features of oach, anl in the middle-
of the dry channel they fell iutc each other's

arms in a burst of mutual rapture. The
temporary torpidity of his senses began to
give way ; the faculties of the mind gradually
emerged from a quiescent state, his slumber-
ous cyelids slowly opened end in wakeful
moments the sad conviction burst upon him
that his blissful vision was a dream.

(To be Continued.)

CArviNG DoNeg HERE.—Bob —— is a'wag:
of the practical sort, and last Thanksgiving,
having been swindled into purchasing a goose -
of whose ‘age ¢ the memory of man runneth
not to the contrary,” determined to have re-
venge out of somebody. Soon the morrow
he took the “Saviour of Rome” under his arm
(after Kaving carefully wrapped it up) and
proceeding until he came to a sign of “‘carving-
done bere.” A gentle smile rippled over his-
pladid countenance as ho entered and inquired
for the boss. Ho presented himself, and Bob-
gravely asked if he did all' kinds of carving.

“ Certainly,” was the reply. :

“Then,” said Bob, “I'd like to have yon
carve this goose, for I tried an hour yesterday
and conld’nt.”

Whether the goose was ever dissected, Bob
has some doubts, but is certain he never went

down stairs so quickly in his life.
—— e

 «3f you can’t keep awake,” said a parsen
to one of his hearers, ¢ when you feel drowsy
why don’t you. take a pineh of suuff 2"—*¢ 1
think,” was tho shrewd reply, ‘‘the snuff
sheuld be put into the sermon.”



