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I;Once DI've been living in the clouds of
te—that is, soaring with the sage of
et(})]ncord through hitherto unexplored
€.,  When I take up his essays,
CaWISh to be of the douds-cloudy, and be-
80138e my feet are so seCI_lre]y glued to the
vld earth, T find careering among clouds,
ea:'n In company with a “sage,” not the
lest thing in the world, Just as I
8row ecstatic at having brushed the cod-
Ceeebé from my mental vision, and suc-
m ed in grasping a thought, it flits from
% and is a provoking example of ¢ Now
Suve got it,” and “Now, you ’aint.”
gro})Vever, every now and then I manage to
: d: the transcendental coat-tails of an
&n 4, and begin to flatter myself that the
tire coat, buttons and all, will soon be in

¥ Possession, when the garment executes
Complicated series of bewildering whirls
L am left in my common-place easy
aalr\an animated, or rather an ex-
vizlfl‘f‘ed refutatxon_of Emer§on’s statement,
al T_h?.t there is one mind common to
Individuals.” However, I stumbled
SEOH something that made me long to
ake the hand of the sage. It is where
Oc_spea’}(s of the “scarcity of truth in
6 ety,” and the artificial smile we are
Pected to assume at appropriate ¢7isises,
which never arrives at a swile, but
OPs short at an idiotic expansion of
Uscles he calls an “asinine expression.”
thisat aqueer,hpnest,'disagreeable oldworld
“ would be if society-fibbers never said
ey had passed delightful evenings,”
Dhce)r} In reality they had been in meta-
’latncal hot water, never smiled except
wh.”"ﬂl{y and never said sugary nothings
e thinking of vinegar and spikes—I
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think T'll think the sugar and say the vin-
egar, but I won’t begin oz, because
Carlyle looms up just now and says:
“What you going to do with me? I'ma
sage too”—VYes I know you are, old man,
and I love you with all your faults, but 1
would have to pull you to pieces “‘all the
same,” so, youw’ll get your due some time
in the season of the ‘“sere and yellow
leaf.” ‘Then there’s John Boyle O'Reilly
and his “Moondyne” would like to
parade him but that’s too great a venture
for this kind of a Review. The golden
autumn days are coming and my lost wits
may have been recovered by that time.
Au revoir “Moondyne” and Zolstor. What!
That uncouth fellow? Yes, strange to
say, he must needs wait too. I'm told
by those that know, that Tolstoi’'s novels
go off—like (a-hem!) hot cakes at the
libraries, in Boston and elsewhere. The
Dickens’ land! T must keep out of that
to-day for fear of not getting back in time
to suit the OwrL. What a “ Happy Val-
ley” it is though, mid-way between the rea/
and the unreal ; and how infinitely superior
to * Utopia” or ** Arcadia.” DT'm thinking
of % Peggotty” just now, with his big heart,
big enough to drown the wails of that ex-
asperating ‘* Gummidge ” relict of the
“old un”—more anon.

During the scribbling of these notes
“inspiration ” has snapped her fingers
dangerously near my eyes and flounced
off with a withering * will you have it now
or wait till you get it”? I said I'd wait
till T got it.

So I'm yours expectantly,

MEeRrRY MACK,




