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PREACHERS' EXUBERANCE. Cardinals, he struck such terror Into 
his hearers, by showing the sinfulness 
of a neglect of duty, that no Kfcs than 
thirty bishops posted the next day to 
their dioceses. The effects of his ora
tory upon the people were no less ex
traordinary, and many went from the 
church crying for mercy as they walk- 

-ed along the streets. On another oc
casion the conversion of an entire city 
was the fruit of one of his Lenten ser
mons.

lost among the crowd of Idle men and *rs grasped his puffy red, ones. You 
Junk dealers that he was minded to drop that," said he, “no, I won t take 
comfort her. your money ; I knew what was m that

She gave him a grateful glance, trunk ; and that poor old soul who has 
Her hands were clasped, one over the been saving for a y®Sr> ,-knew, too. 
other. They were hands disfigured and Gentlemen"—he turned to the crowd, 
roughened by toll, with the prominent a sizable number by this time and 
veins and distorted knuckles and agog with curiosity, ’letme explain. , 
withered cleanliness of years over the So Tommy, with all the nery Irish 
washtub. Tommy remembered how eloquence In his power, explained. And 
In his youth he had resolved that then, while the crowd settled closer, 
one day his mother should have white he flung his offer at the bewildered 
soft hands, like the mother of his. dealer. "You, sir," to the reporter, 
school friend, Harry Lossing ; and how “pass the hat, let that *6 stay m ; look 
he had spent some of his very first here, what will you sell for . that *5 
earnings in a weird assortment of cos- bill ?" 
metlcs which his mother faithfully 
used.

man,” said Paulsen. Which was dis
couraging.
Tommy had not reproached his moth

er- In fact, he had been more than 
ordinarily kind and gentle to her, for 
the poor soul was In such deep tribu
lation that to be cruel to her would 
have required a heart of stone. 
Patrick, the sorely wronged and disap
pointed Patrick himself, did not go be
yond an eloquent dumbness at meals.

And Tommy, in pity, ate so much— 
to show tihat he appreciated the special 
dainties prepared for his consolation— 
that he Was like to add the discom
forts of dyspepsia to his mental griefs.

The morning of the primaries, ab
sorbed as both men were, they never
theless perceived that Mrs. Fitzmaur- 
ice was agitated beyond all control. 
She sweetened Tommy’s coffee twice, 
which did not matter, for Tommy 
gulped it down, unheeding ; but she 
omitted to sweeten Patrick’s cup at 
all, which was quite another thing. 
Tet as he raised his eyebrows prepara
tory to the Just rebuke, the look on her 
face made him suddenly give her the 
kindest smile In .days. “I declare your 
worriting yerself sick, Ellen’!" said he; 
"come what may, It ain’t a killing 
matter for Tommy ; if they down us 
this time, we’ll down them next.”

“Of course, mother," said Tommy ; 
and he went Over and kissed her. He 
did not pay any especial attention to 
her broken murmur of meaning It for 
the best, and she never meant to hurt 
him ; he said. "Thats all right, 

ther, you’re the best mother In the 
world !” and klsst^ her again, and so 
left her comforted.

“Well, I’m glad ye ain’t taking it 
out on the wlmmln," said Patrick ; "1 
ain’t axed ye any questions about 
what I heard from McGinnis, but If

“It’s nothing I’d be ashaimed to tell 
you or mother,” Tommy burst out,
“ and I w.111 tell you now If you like— " 

“Ye needn't ;* I believe you,” said 
Patrick ; "and I say ag'ln, this day 
ain’t no killing matter. But what’s 
Paulsen got there?” «

Paulsen was haranguing a crowd. 
“‘A young man ! Well, what’s the 
matter of a young man ? I found 
all aboudt Thomas Fltzmaurice. I 
said I, wait till I find oudt ; now, 
read that baper, and you seet what 
kind of a man he vas !"

Tommy could see a paper fluttering 
from hand to hand. A trusty hench
man was Instantly despatched for the 
paper which Patrick awaited in a 
stony calm. At intervals he patted 
Tommy on the back.

“Don't you mind what they say,” he 
repeated over and over. “I ain’t going 
to be worried ; don’t you be ! And 
we’ll pay ’em up !"

The messenger returned, grinning. 
He handed the paper to Patrick, and 
over his father’s shoulders. Tommy 
rdad, In bold headlines, the grateful 
offering of the reporter, that his 
mother had warmed : "The Hon. 
Thomas Fltzmaurice, of Iowa, has a 
Heart. But He Is No Fool, either 
How the Dealer Outbid the Aged 
Widow and the Hon. Thomas Buncoed 
thé Dealer and Restored a Cherished 
Treasure. A Pathetic Happening In 
Real Life.'" And there bmeath, was 
the story of Tommy’s humanity. It 
was fluttering all around the field. 

Tommy grew a rose red and looked 
It was at this In-
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It Is possible to have too much of a 
good thing, and nothing Is worse than 
enthusiasm run mad. Fanaticism oft 
follows on the heels of exuberance. 
This Is a long wbrd which John Bright, 
the English Tribune, would never 
have used. It best expresses the Idea 
of this Lenten article. Webster de
scribes "exuberance" as an overflowing 
quantity, excessive supply, superabun
dance, copiousness, profusion, richness; 
and have not the people of Toronto 
had preachers' exuberance of late ?

1 BT OCTAVE THANET.

The principal directors of th 
dlan Jockey Club have, I und 
recommended to the Minister 
tlce the form which the p 

; amendment
should take. They suggest tha 
lngs on any ope track should 
lied to ten consecutive days 
forty days should elapse betwe 

. race meeting on any one cou 
that altogether there should 
more than ten days’ racing 
same-course during the year, 
doubtless the belief that this 

I ment will effectually squelch t 
ronto Jockey Club. While a lim 
Is absolutely necessary, I do 

, why the Ontario Jockey Club 
be deprived of all opportunity 
Dominion Day meeting on Its 
Possibly -the Toronto Hunt, a 
proposed last year, might wish t 
a meeting on July 1, but this I 
tion would prevent It from do 
unless It had a track of Its own. 
of opinion a thirty days’ inter 

: quite sufficient.

THE GIFT BORN IN THEM. 
Jeremy Taylor could no more help 

being flowery than the fields In May 
from sparkling Into daisies or the 
■ikies In December from flushing Into 
stars. There is something extremely 
beautiful not only In the figures them
selves, but in the -manner In which he 
heaps or strings them together.

Barrow's imagery was fine, 
style compared with that of Chalmers 
and modem divines makes one feel as 
if the English tongue had- retrograded 
In the course of centuries Instead of 
advancing. In richness, expressive 
force, dignity and eloquence there Is 
no comparison.

Energy-Is the great characteristic ot 
John Scott, author of The Christian 
Life. His Style heaves and hurrys

. .. , . .___ along with a rapid, fiery motion. Hie
Still, they are not satiated, for an hour gfnjug overwhelms by the lightnings of 
ago I returned from St. James’ Cathe- } its glory. «

But my space falls to tell of the ex
uberance of South, Sherlock, Seeker, 
Seed, TUlotson, Atterbury, Butler, 
Warburton, Horsley, Heber, Arnold, 
Melville, Robertson, Farrer. 
EXUBERANT EULOGY OVER A 

BEAR.
Twenty years ago a flourishing 

Western city was thrown Into 
a great commotion by the discovery. 
In digging the foundation of a bouse, 
of the bones of a revolutionary pa
triot whom tradition had burled on ur 
near the spot. The excitement was in
tense. Hundreds of people rushed to 
the spot. The bones was carefully 
taken up and put In a box. A public 
meeting wa!s called to deliberate as to 
the proper course of proceeding In this 
Important crisis. It was decided that 
a great public funeral and Interment 
must take place in order properly to 
do honor to the ashes of the valiant 
dead. The Rev. Dr.-------- , who wield
ed "the pen of a ready writer,” and 
who was not indisposed to appearance 
before the people, volunteered to pre
pare a suitable eulogy. The arrange
ments were all made—the solemn day 
arrived, the public school had holiday, 
the stores and the offices were closed, 
lings with crape hung across the 
main streets ; it was a day long to be 
remembered. The procession, headed 
by the city military, marched by,, with, 
the music of muffled drum, to the large 
court house. An Immense audience 
filled every corner of the building. 
Brave soldiers, equipped and bayonet
ed, stood guard around the sacred 
bones, which had been handsomely 
coffined. The Doctor stepped forth, 
and for a whole hour spoke words of 
touching eulogy over the remains of 
the honored dead, ending by a striking 
apostrophe to “the holy relics of pa- 
.triotlsm," which drew tears to many, 
eyes.

After the eulogy had been finished 
tha coffin Ud was partially removed so 
that the crowd passing out might see 
the “holy relics of patriotism." They 
gazed, wiped away their tears and 
were satisfied. But by and by, a plain 
backwoodsman came along, and—look
ing cautiously and carefully at the 
bones In the coffin, was apparently 
disconcerted about something—at last, 
after examining a bone or two, spoke 
out as follows :
Indeed—why, them’s the 
bear." “Rut him out!” 
out !’’ the crowd nervously cried. 
"Wa’ll," he said, "you may put him 
out or not as you like—but I say them 
Is a bear’s bones, and nothing els:." 
A committee of physicians were as
sembled, and they decided upon ex
amination that the bones -were those 
of a bear.
INDOLENT AND GREEDY CHRIS

TIANS.
A popular divine tells a good story 

as a hit at those kind of Christians 
who are too Indolent to pursue the du
ties required of them by their faith. 
He says that one pious gentleman 
composed a fervent prayer to the Al
mighty, wrote it out legibly, and affix
ed the manuscript to his bedpost.. 
Then, on cold nights, he merely point
ed to the document, and with the word, 
“Oh, Lord, those are my sentiments." 
blew out the light and nestled amid the 
blankets.

H-ere Is room for Improvement with 
a vengeance, as also In the following 
respect :
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i"No, I won’t,” said the dealer, “I can
------  j get more from the old woman."

His mother’s hands were white now, : Tommy darted a glance at the re- 
and there were rings on them ; but | porter ; and that nlmblt-wltted young 
Tommy remembered how they used to man

gene.

li. to the Crimlna
“Sure, It’s sorry I am for the creach- • save a German's life ! And Paulsen 

ure," said Mrs. Patrick Fltzmaurice to! has got a treroenjis lot of pull wld the 
her only son, Tommy. This was In | Dutch and that's the fact ; he ain’t, 
the year when Tommy was In training so far’s I kin find out, he ain’t opened 
as a candidate for Mayor ; Indeed, the the mouth of him yit whether It’s for 
primaries were to be held that week, or whether It’s agin Tommy. But 
As the little Irishwoman spoke, shfe Tommy best be round when he does, 
glanced up wistfully at Tommy’s that’s all." ■
handsome face and brushed an imper- "But why would Alderman .Wade be 
ceptlble trace of dust from his coat wantin' to hurt Tommy ? I mind well 
sleeve. Tommy began to guess what whin you had the place down town, 
v as coming. how he always had his drinks free, and

"And what does she want you to do, he was always asking afther your folne 
ma ?” said he, slipping his arm about young son at the University." 
her waist and looking fondly down at Old Patrick humped his shoulders 
the face that was pretty to him, still, and muttered, "Things was different 
though, to most people it was but a thin ; I’m thffikin’ meself, that he 
wrinkled little Irish face with violet want’s to be greased, and Tommy 
eyes and a long upper lip, "she’s after won’t grease him !’’ 
you for something, that I know'." Mrs. Fltzmaurice, as Innocent a soul

“Why, she has no since at all, Tom- as ever was sent Into a wicked world, 
my ; and she puts me out of my tem- -had lived tdo long with Patrick not to 
per with the way she goes on, till I understand. She sighed. "Is he Iolke 
clean forgot she Is me third cousin on that, thin ? I didn’t think It. And Is 
me stepmother’s side ; and I want to Mr. Paulsen the same?" 
tell her to be quiet ; but then, I think “I guess not"—with a short laugh— 
of how old she Is and with no children; “you couldn’t buy Paulsen any more 
never a chick nor a child did she an,d than you could coax a mule with a 
Tim have to bless them, Tommy ; and greenback. Oh, he’s honest, but he’s 
many’s the time she looks at you, and obstinate, and It’s like a mule, that 
I can see the sigh In her eyes that she’s way, top ; you nlver know which end 
too proud to let drop from her lips ; of him Is going to kick ! Harry Los- 
and then, I think, ‘Well, If she does sing was tilling me he mistrusted he’a 
make a time over an ould box, it’s be fighting us.”
hers, and maybe the forlorn creachure "Well, you’ll find Tommy’ll match 
vallys it, maybe not having any hu- him," sold the mother confidently, to 
mans to love she has to take It out on which the father only grunted—being, 
her things." however, like many husbands, secretly

"That box she lost in the Custom cheered by his wife’s unreasoning hope. 
House in Chicago, I suppose," says But she, poor woman, staid awake 
Tommy, patiently, "she Isn't nagging all flight wdnderlng whether Indeed she 
you to have me go to Chicago Is she?” had Jeoparded her son’s prospects by 

"Well, that very same she Is, Tom- sending him away, and struggling 
And I tould her, says I, he’s darkly in her mind after some way

to reach the incorruptible and obsti- 
fca-e Paulsen.

Tommy, meanwhile, had gone easily 
to Chicago, and the next morning, hav
ing found the box, was loitering with 
a conscience at rest, among a hundred 
odd people who were at the sale of 
'"uneJabfflM and seized merchandise,” 
In the Government warehouse. Next 
to Tommy stood a yellow-haired young 
man with his hat on the back of his 
head and a pad bulging his breast 
pocket. Tommy and he were the only 
persons present not bidding.

“Live In Chicago?" said the young 
man.

Tommy, flattered by the Inference, 
Shook his head'and named his' town- 
"Pretty town," said the young- man,

\ promptly took his cue. "She b 
_____" said he, looking In another di
rection from the place where they left 
the two Germans, I can t see her !

"Then, I don’t care to do anything# 
returned Tommy, giving himself an 
Irritable shake, "hand me my bill.’

"I’ll make It 110,” said the dealer, 
quickly, “come, now1 ; you can find her: 
I’m sorry for the old party, too.’’

"Eight," said Tommy, making as If 
to "O.

"Nine," said the dealer In a dying 
voice.

“Make It nine ; we’U all chip in," 
called the most distant man In the 
crowd. The hat went round with 
Tommy’s bank note and *1 from the 
reporter. It returned laden with

Hislook-
Lot after lot was disappearing and 

being bundled down to the new own
ers. The old woman, who had slowly 
regained composure, all at once rose 
suddenly from her seat, and instantly 
sank back again, clutching the purse 
In her hand. Her face had gone a 
dull grey, the streaks of red were eb
bing slowly from her cheek. Tommy 
heard her thin, elderly pipe, “One dol
lar." "One dollar !” called the girl In 
a louder key. 
began the auctloneeer, “on 
two dollars ? Thank you, sir. 
dollars, two dollars."

"And five cents," called the girl, 
while the woman’s eyes strained after 
every twist of the auctioneer’s head, 
every swing of Ills hand.

"Dollar five, dollar five, yes, sir, 
thank you, sir. Three dollars’’—

Here a man shouldered his way 
through the crowd, a stout, florid man, 
In a checked suit, baggy as to the 
knees of the trousers and Illuminated 
as to shirt front by a vivid but soiled 
red scarf.

This man glanced keenly at the box 
and from the box to the woman, qnd 
threw a “Five dollars" carelessly at 
the official.

"West side dealer," commented the 
newspaper man In an undertone to 
Tommy. “He thinks there’s some
thing In It."

The old woman raised the bid as be
fore by a nickel ; as before the man 
jumped the intervening cents to a dol
lar. The old woman, her agitation 
momentarily increasing, repeated the 
same manoeuvre, with the same result 
on the part of her opponent. The un
even bidding continued until the bids 
were $27 bid by the dealer. The old 
woman turned desperately to the girl, 
and the latter in a second called loudly 
a raise of ten cents- 

“Twenty-,eight!" shouted the man. 
The woman sank back into her 

chair ; she trembled so violently that 
for a second Tommy thought that she 
might faint and he hurried to put a 
flask to Her lips, while the newspaper 
man ran for water. She motioned, the 
flask away, her. eyes went piteously to 
the girl.

"Come, mother,” said she ; “come, 
dear mother." "Shan’t I helo you out?” 
said Tommy—this words rolled back in 
the roof of his mouth at the girl’s 
pression. “We don’t have got no more 
money,” said she stolidly ; the mother 
has been saviAg for this year and I 
also ; and it was $27. but we haf also 
the car fare : we bid all. It was not 
enough—no, don’t look, don’t look!’’! 
she cried in her own tongue. But the 
old woman rose and watched the 
cessful bidder lift down the box, an Ir
repressible moan bursting through her 
-lips. “Say. why do you want 
box?” asked Tommy ; "can’t I—”

"It was bv mine vater,’’ said the girl, 
"dey vas lif tirty-dree years by 
arudder und dey vas nefar qvuarel, 
but ven dey coom over he vas die on 
der road and dey nut him In der sea. 
she didn’t have notings, no grave ; und 
dey vas charge so mooch vat you call 
It duty dat ve don’t can take der box 
und so she und I ve save, but it 
use. Koom, koom.”

She declined the tin cup which the 
reporter was holding rather helplessly 
at them ; and would -have supported 
her mother out of the room. The old 
woman looked dizzy. She only said.
In German, “It was his picture, my 
Emil’s picture.”

“You wait a mihute,” said Tommy, 
“don’t you stir from here, and I’ll see 
if I can’t buy that back—there is noth
ing of value—no money ? no watch?”

He’hardly waited their denial to 
rush off with the unheeded and 
amused reporter at his heels. The 
latter thoughtfully poured the water 
on the floor before he put the tin cup 
on a window sill.

The Junk-dealer had his box on the 
floor, meditating over It, a screw-driver 
in his hand, as if preparing to open it 
by the hinges. It was a clumsy box 
of wood with Iron hinges. A friend, 
near by, wagged a sympathizing and 
curious head on the other side.

•Tnvdced at $12,” said the friend, 
that ain't no $12 box, Dorry !"
Tommy, whose hurry had been dis

placed by the Idlest 
craned his neck
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“I’m bid one dollar?"

do I hear 
Two
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dral and found the seats for the clergy 
and white-robed choir eagerly besieged 
by working folk; and this In the third 
week, of crowding to hear "the words 
of this life."

Canon DuMoulln Is Indeed a speci
men of an exuberant *preacher. In his 
Lenten program this year he fairly 
boxes the compass. His addresses 
touch on all things In the heavens 
above and the earth beneath. I my
self have caught the contagion of his 
exuberance, and out of the overflowing 
of this supply I append some ecclesias
tical gossip of other preachers' exuber
ance.
ANOTHER EXUBERANT IRISHMAN

Dr. Ralnsford, too. Is an exuberant 
preacher. Is It because, like his friend 
Canon DuMoulln, he is an Irishman? 
He was exuberant when he used to 
preach at St. James’ Cathedral, Toron
to, and much more so at Montreal and 
In New York. His exuberance is com
bined with good common-sense. He 
is In favor of reforming, instead of 
abolishing the saloon, considering that 
the saloon is here, and Is here to stay, 
end that It IS better to have It reform
ed than unreformed.

New York Is blessed—that Is the pro
per word, I believe—with many other 
exuberant preachers, some of whom 
are well-known In Toronto, Dr. Tal- 
mage, Dr. John Hall, Dr. McArthur, 
for example. Mr. Spurgeon set them 
the example when they were younger 
In the ministry. On the agnostic side 
there Is the exuberant Col. Ingersoll.

It Is questionable whether any Bish
op in modern times could compare with 
the late Bishop of Oxford as a preach
er. No name was more attractive, no 
eloquence more Impressive, no persua
sion more honeyed. He stands out In 
the annals of the English Church as a 
modern Chrysostom. Next to the lan
guage the voice takes rank In preach
ing ; how expressive were his tones, 
rising* with the subject, and falling 
upon the car In musical cadences, with 
a wonderous power In stirring the 
sympathy,1 and of thrilling the spirit 
through and through. He carried his 
hearers away with him, and loaded 
them with Imagery and illustrations, 
expressed in language glowing and elo
quent.
PIOUS EXUBERANCE ON SUN

DAYS ONLY.
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• An English correspondent wri 
apropos of the opening next w

• what used to be called In his c 
the legitimate racing season : 
ask me to tell you something ab 
Lincolnshire and Grand Nations 
ses. It Is astonishing how l(tt 
hears of transactions on • 
events since what you.call the * 
book ’ operators were banish 
Holland, In olden times everybo 
a bit on. Workmen used to savi 
three-penny pieces wherewith to 
a plunge on their fancy In the LI 
shire, Grand National, or anotl 
the spring handicaps, or on one 
classical events. We have literal

t thing of that kind of thing now 
odds are quoted dally, It Is true,

. Is equally true that they are bai 
actual transactions, but they 
from the dubs, and not, as fo 
from the betting broker's of the I 
The good and pious doubtless 
this an Improvement on the old 
and, between you and me, I thh 

. too. Still, If the workman or the 
Is death upon betting, he or sh 
send to Holland or, pooling 1 
trust a club roan to execute the 
mission. But this Is not talkl 
horses. Sir Blundell Maple, the 

" furniture man, you know, who fo 
" ty raced as Mr. Chlldwick, think 
will win With (
with 118 pounds to carry. I don’t 
him altogether.
Amandier, an aged horse, tralm 
Hayhot, that will have Tom Loa 
the saddle, and carries 111’ po 
Clprane, trained by Robinson, Is 
year-old, In at 130 pounds. He 
great fancy with the public at V 
but, as I have said, I like Atna 
at 11 to 1, best, with El D 
tu, 108 pounds, next, and 
Gangway, against each of whom 
1 or better can be had. Mr. Cn 
Amcricus (formerly Rey del Car 
with only 133 lbs., to carry, has 
backed down from 40 to 26 fo 1, 
feel pretty positive he cannot 
either Amandier or El Diablo. 1

• think, I may mention, that the 
has the chance of his life. He cert 
has one of the chances. As to the Q 
National: When one reflects on th 
of horses In this race It Is aetonls 
to find how many are of Irish ex 
tion, or are trained in the Em 
Isle. Take, for Instance, Wild

. from Borneo, Cathal, Gentle Ida, 1 
festo, Ardcarn, Bwanshot, Fi 
O’Flynn, St. Anthony, Westm 
Nepcote, and the favorite Wate 
on whom Mr. Wldger thinks he 
win, as he did on Wild Man from 
neo, last year. He was a little ea 
the market during the past weel 
account of his stable being cha 
from Portslade to Telscombe, b 
has not leaked out how the changt 
come about. Suffice It to say tha 
horse Is well, and the animal that 1 
him should win. The most glowln 
counts continue to reach me eon 
ing Ardcarn, but I fear hé wil 
from want of stamina, which has 
him more than one race previousl; 
the older horses, I prefer the chi 
of Waterford and Caustic, and » 
take Alpheus as the pick of al 
young ones. There has,.been su< 
lot of Inconsistent running 
Grand National horses who have 
been seen In public that the sltui 
gets more complicated gvery day,

. It Is doubtful If the optimists who 
formed such confident anticipation 
a record field for the Derby of 
Chase will have their anticipations 
filled when the field musters at 

-Post on March 27.""
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ibusy wld Important business of the 
election, says I, and he alii’t got the 
time ! But the creachure don’t seem 
to have good since, for all she says Is, 
"It was owing to hlm I took it to Chi
cago lnstld of to New York to the cus
toms there ; and now It’s lost V Meself, 
I wonder she didn’t lose lvery box 
she bad, cornin’ a wake before she was 
Ixpected and we not meetin’ her ; for 
she can't so much as go down town 
aJonq."

Tommy was swallowing his annoy
ance. He loved his mother, whatever 
he might think of her stepmother’s 
third cousin ; and he knew how his 
another must have been worried to 
bring her to the point of asking a 
journey of him, tljls particular week.
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TOMMY READ—THE GRATEFUL OF

FERING OF THE REPORTER.

$8 90 ; and Tommy grimly threw In a 
cigar, which he said he bought In Chi
cago for fifteen cents. It was not five 
minutes before the sailor man headed 
au Interesting procession, bearing the 
box back to the old woman.

“And really,” said Tommy, to the re
porter, about two hours later, “she 
took It well. A kind of dignity.”

“I guess we shan’t be any the worse 
off for her prayers,’’ said the reporter, 
thoughtfully, “but, say, you’ve missed 
your train, and you had an Important 
appointment, didn’t you, say? That 
was taking grandma home yourself in 
a carriage.’’

“She wasn’t fit to walk," said Tom
my ; “if—If she’d been my mother, I’d 
have wanted her taken home.’’.

“That's right,” sail the reporter. He 
did not say anything else, though he 
looked at Tommy with a kind of light
ening of his sharp smile ; and Just 
then. Tommy hailed a cab to save the 
next train if he could, and so they 
parted.

Tommy was not lucky enough even 
to catch his second train, wherefore 
he was obliged to pass the night In the 
city and return home In the very early 
morning hours, In a decidedly lrrltalble 
frame of mind. He did not repent of 
his humanity, but I must confess that 
he did wish that his mother had not 
put him in the way of being humane.

Harry Lossing and another rootfagt 
political friend were waiting at the 
depot, nor did their aspect of re
proachful gloom tend to ease their 
mood.

" How are things ?" he adven
tured, after they had silently taken his 
bag and walked him into the street.

“If you mean the election,’’ said Har
ry, “everything Is wrong. Paulsen Is 
on his high horse.”

“Why didn’t you show up at the 
meeting ?” asked Mr. McGinnis, the 
other friend, in thé tone of an ex
ecutioner demanding of his victim 
whlh side of the block he preferred.

“I missed the train,” said Tommy, 
meekly.

“Ye missed the train McGinnis, 
heavy voice rose a note In the caustic 
sarcasm, “Well, Tom, I didn’t think ye 
was the kind of man to miss trains or 
I’d never have gone -In for you. Did 
ye have a pleasant time—I hope that 
much, for you're likely to mlsss your 
nomination, too !”

“Drop that, McGinnis!” said Leasing, 
“you know perfectly well Fltzmaurice 
isn’t that kind. What was the matter? 
Paulsen makes a great offense of 
ycur not coming, cays that you are a 
lot of rot’’—

ex-ffP'3}

A Gangway, a 6-yeawildly about him. 
stant. that he beheld Harry Lossing 
and McGinnis—beaming.

'Tt’s all right ! Paulsen’s all right!
Sa“But that confounded paper” (thus 
are the mercies of the press sl'ghted!) 
do you—Harry, you don’t suppose I — 

“My dear boy, calm yourself, the 
taper was sent to your mother ; and 
she sent it to me and to Paulsen, of 
course ; she was tickled with it, I sup
ple, or she thought it would do good 
It did. It hit Paulsen Just right- I 
fancy, old man, you’ll owe your elec
tion to your mother.”

Tommy was standing, very Chougnt- 
ful. “More than you think, maybe, 
said he.

My preferencesue-

r
therISX*! "A revolutionary hero, 

bones of a 
“Put him

vun

|Crj The tides come twice a day In New 
York Harbor, but they only come once 
In seven days in God’s Harbor of the 
sanctuary. So said Henry Ward 
Beecher. The tides rise on Sunday, 
but ebb on Monday, and are down and 
out all the rest of the week. Men 
write over their store door, "Business 
is business," and over their church 
door, "Religion is religion," and they 
say to religion, “Never come In here," 
and to business, “Never go In there.” 
They say, “We get enough of secular 
things through the week. All Is selfish
ness and hurry and work and worry. 
Here we want repose and sedatives and 
healing balm. All Is prose over there; 
here let us have poetry. We want to 
sing hymns, and to sing about heaven; 
In short, we want the pure gospel with
out any Intermixture.” And so they 
desire to spend a quiet and pious Sab
bath, full of pleasant Imaginings and 
peaceful reflections ; but when the 
day Is gone all Is laid aside. They will 
take by the throat the first debtor 
whom they meet and exclaim, “Pay 
me wihat thou owest, It Is Monday." 
And when the minister ventures to 
hint something about their duty to 
the!» fellow-men, they say, “O, you 
stick to your preaching. You do not 
know how to collect your own debts, 
and cannot tell what a man may have 
to do In his Intercourse with the 
world." God’s law Is not allowed to 
go Into the week- If the merchant 
spies It In hts store he throws It over 
the counter. If the clerk sees It In the 
bank be kicks It out of the door. If 
It Is found in the streets the multi
tudes pursue It, pelting It with stones 
as If It were a wolf escaped from a 
menagerie, and shouting, "Back with 
you, you have to come out on Sunday." 
There Is no religion In all this. It Is 
mere sentimentalism. Religion be
longs to every day ; to the place of 
business as much as (he church. 
WEAVER’S REVIVAL METHODS.

vas no

'/■w OCTAVE THANET.yjVsa
Seme Pink ’Bn*.v* • ‘tM

Lord

pelled from the New York Yacht Club 
on the same day.
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There Is a différence between gag on 

the Etage and In the House of Com
mons Gag In the theatre means unau- 
toorized talk; gag In St. Stephen’s Is 
the way to get rld^of It.

Jimmy, the Rat-Me mudder was up 
ter see me brudder Mike In the Castle 
ylstlddy. He’s ter be executed in two 
weeks; and. say, wot yer t’ink? He s 

fat she says yer wouldn t know

&' vV tf-V’Ku K>
9

k ft.

V A1*° “Git your pocket-book converted. Let the 
church be warmed and fed,

An’ you’ll not be goln’ backward, but yer’ll 
git away ahead.

. the" Lord won’t let you fellers git too 
near the golden gate,

For #e’d coin It Into dollar» to increase 
your real estate.

Gltttu dollars will not save you ; what’s 
the use of hoardin’ them ?

Quit your plncbln’, stop complainin’, pay. 
yer debts like honest men."

CHURCH MEMBERSHIP NO CURB.
Canon DuMoulln has been very hard: 

on the mere nominal Christians, but to 
me this was only a repetition of an 
oft-told story. The sainted John 
Angel James of Birmingham once 
wrote the naked truth :

“Many have been actually the worse 
for church membership. They grew: 
better in their former state than In 
their new one. At first thew were 
surprised and shocked to see the luke
warmness, the Irregularities, tha 
worldliness, the Inconsistencies of 
many older professors, and exclaimed' 
with grief and disappointment, “Is this 
the Chuffch of Christ ?" After a while 
a fatal influence cams1 over them, and 
their piety sank to the temperature 
around them."

And still the words of the good Old, 
Book come back, “Judge not that ya 
be not Judged " Far better obey the 
words, "What Is that to thee ; follow* 
thou Me,” and "Study to be quiet and 
do thine own business." This Is better

?, 1 got so
lr“Àw! Why wouldn't he?—getting his 
free good meals a day an’ nuttin’ at 
tall ter worry ’im!’’

Why
i

- •i ...
At a trotting track ,ln Ireland the 

following notice was put up by the 
stewards: “No betting allowed.’’ 
first heat, a match for £100, has Just 
been run, and was declared void on 
account of galloping, when one of the 
lecal stewards ran out and shouted: 
"All bets stand good,"

The sporting world Is Indebted to the 
mother-tn-law of Lord Sholto Douglas 
for a very elegant phrase. She de
scribes the well-known Queensberry 
rules as "the etiquette of gentlemanly 
contest." ...

Old Cloutwhisk, a well known city 
restaurant waiter, hashing his Shakes
peare a bit, remarked that he wished 
that each diner was like *

The blessed Moon 
That “tips" with silver!
(Romeo and Juliet, Act II., Sc. 2).

There has not been such cold weather 
In Cairo for years. The greatness of 
the unknown has, ere now, been proved 
In Egypt. Visitors to Cairo this winter 
have discovered the grate unknown to 
their sorrow.

sauntering air, 
■ "that’s

Tx

w
cranea ms neck forward , 0
right, ’ said he, “there ain't $12 worth 
of truck in that box, the Government’s 
got a great head, running this kind of 
lottery business. Things of value 
be und to be claimed.”

The junk-dealer playfully cocked 
eye, ‘‘You trying to by that /box, my 
Christian friend?” £

“Big finds in those boxes, some- 
tim-es,” said the Junk-dealer’s crony.

“Big disappointments, too,” said 
Tommy. “I bet that you’ll be swear- 
ing mad when you open 

“How much do you bet?"

'/<=>
The

k
are

one
THE WOMAN SANK BACK INTO HER CHAIB.

It was a nuisance, and It might well 
be a risk to leave Just now, but he 
would chance It ; and having resolwd 
fo chance it, he would not spoil a kind 
act by an ill grace In the doing. There
fore, he laughed as he smoothed his 
mother’s thin but still silky hair ; and 
told her that h? could manage to get 
off to Chicago, and that she might as
sure Mrs. Sullivan that he would look 
up every unclaimed article of luggage 
In the Chicago customs.

He might have felt repaid had he 
Been hie mother, that evening, wiping 
her eyes while she repeated the 
to his father, who puffed hard on his 
pipe. “And you won’t d:ny, Pat, he 
Is the best son in the country !"

“1 ain’t thlnkin’ of sons.” said the 
ex-saloon keeper, grimly, “I’m thlnkin1 
of mothers that let’s their sons throw 
away their chances to gratify the fool 
whims of a doddering ould 
Tcm Is no business to be out of town 
this wake, and well ne .knows It."

"And for why not, Pat ?”
"For why ? Because he has to go 

to-morrow, no later, to the meeting, 
and Paulsen will be at the meeting, 
and the other men : and ’specially for 
Paulsen they want Tommy to be there. 
Ye know how Tommy talks and the 
persuasiveness of him’’—the father 
could "Slot hide a lurking smile—"well, 
.they're hoping when Paulsen hears 
him, he'll listen to reason and go In 
for him. And Harry Lossing, he's 
going to see Paulsen and persuade 
him how sound Tommy is about kap- 
Ing the saloons down and yit raising 
enough rlvenue for the lxpenses and 
hew he’ll pave the city, but he’ll look 
ir.eighty scharp after the contracts 
and there- won’t be no boodlln’ games 
countenanced noways. Av course, 
Tommy can’t be telling what a folne 
Mayor he’ll make for himself ; but 
Harry will say it and more ; and then 
at the meeting, he’ll ask Tommy any 
quistons that Paulsen will 
swtred or that he hears Paulsen will 
want ; and Tommy will have his In
nings, thin. Do you see ? But now 
wld your blethering ould cousin and 
her box ye’ll git him aff and maybe 
lit-’ll not be back ; there was a wash
out only yisterday on the road, and 
leike enough there’ll be another ; and 
Tommy’ll be losing the Mayor's office

“Oh, Pat, is it thab bad?" cried the 
mother, clasping her/hands, "sure I’ll 
drive to tfle depot/and beg him to 
stay !” ^ \

She meant her words, and her hand 
was on the door knob ; but her hus
band stopped her. “Ye will not, Ellen," 
said he. with an Ironic chuckle, "for 
Its off already he Is. Ye will set down 
and hope ye ain’t done much harm 
sindln' him off !"

"And who would harm him, sure ?’’
“Well,” there Is Alderman Wade, who 

Is after Paulsen from morning till 
night, pecking at him with ’Tommy Is 
an Irishman. Tommy is shly. Tommy 
hates the Dutch’—you’ll see—that’s the 
way he get A at him, making 
Tommy wouldn’t cross Mb

"T used to live there * I used to be on 
The Evening Scimitar ; now,"—he 
flung his coat open, disclosing his re
porter’s badge. Tommy read the 
name of the great city paper with a 
tinge of respect. The reporter asked 
questions about familiar names, end
ing with Tommy’s own personality. 
"Fttzmaurlee ? Fltzmaurice ? you 
aren’t ”—

..T,maa w“en you open that box.”
How much do you bet?" sneered the 

junk-dealer, trying his screw-driver
°°‘W^ll h?aw °tf- l,he scr,elvs: ,. “Aw, Paulsen is only talking for a

^ 7 , , thin. I heard he said he never knowed
tILree men drew nearer, and an Irishman would do a good turn to a

ta,d?ïen more, we;e drawn by German and he had It from Wad:, 
crcwd ht then)’ as 3 way of a who’d knowed you from a boy, tttot

you was too slick to be honest. Maybe 
* ?y?r?* Shme • said one man. if you could have got to him, yester- 

sald Tnmmvk"K> make 'muJ;h by It, day, you might have done something 
“I *5 to a nicltel ! for him. Mr. Lossing and me, we

your money, said the couldn’t move him !”
at the de5e°rU whom6 toP 1™ “WeiI- rm sorry,” said Tommy, rue- 

slightiy " h W fully, but he didn’t explain why he
The dealer louo-hoa missed his train, nor even when Alder-of games hé S Æ man McGinnis capped Lessing's "I

nickel to 'the re^rte^ î,hlnk lf y°u Proml3e the chlf of P°"
lv Dlacsd a bank nnte h/.iol » ^ lloe to a German we may do some-
Z'Wer said‘the^ealer?1"6 don’t ob- ^'ng^wlth, "I think It’s awfu, to

3t!Ctdetc°,dSleVlns8trtUhea^1u^'bUtWh0'S ’"No’’’thought Tommy, "I mean to

on7^«tdnTP™W<>cara.ë^y ''AP‘he not™ ' o7brtngnb^efr^nt"; an" 
anticipated the deale^ewf^ia fidePd *f Paulsen were to hear of it he’d think 
âéd ithe reiorte/ T^h 1 wa3 a fool for sure to lose my train
dom on a Sève d that way." And these mixed motives
who had the attitude wide-footed Prompted him to say, "I missed that 
standing posture of steamer deck tralng doing a kindness to somebody,

The dealer found little difficulty In f y°a ™aEt„know ; and that 3 a11 the:’e 
wrenching one half of the hinges free. 15 a,°
He lifted the lid, and forced It back Alderman McGinnis drew a long, sad 
on the lock. sigh from the depths beneath his

“Let the referees take out the glossy shirt front. "Only tell me It 
things,’’ said Tommy. ain’t a woman, Tommy, that’s all I

There was revealed at first glimpse ssk, he moaned, 
nothing better than a neatly folded “It was a very nice, respectable old 
layer of coarse and worn woolen cloth- weman,” said Tommy, firmly, 
ing. the cause of the heavy duty. " And no young woman for a daugh- 
These displaced by the seaman, there ter or a niece or somewhere hitched to 
came a cheap German Bible, a pair of the outfit ? Good Lord, Tom, you ain’t 
hèavy patched shoes, and a small box blushing ! Tom, this is awful ! What 
ornamented with shells, most of which made me bet on you. One big thing 
were broken. At the sight of the bok* was you didn’t seem to know the 
the dealer's color turned, and he held difference between a pretty girl and a 
out his hand. “I’ll take that," said he, | homely one ; but if you’re going to let 
the value of the box is In there !" the women come the mother over you

“No you won’t take It, play fair," ! and miss trains—why. Great Scott, boy, 
said Tommy, “but I guess you are what will you do when we send you 
light about the value of the box being to the Legislature and they git at you 
there. Plr 'se open it. Captain." I for the clerkships and them offices 

The sa —he really was a first and—’’ 
mate, but ae took the title without ! Again Lossing, looking thoroughly 
wincing—lifted the unlocked cover of annoyed, but loyal even In this stress, 
the box, and took out the photograph Interfered to rescue Tommy and again 
of a man. The man in his ill-fltting to propose the offlering of the head of 
tidy holiday suit, with a smile on his the police on a charger to the powerful 
honest face, and both large toil-marked ! Paulsen.
hands spread on his knees was, one WTommy went home red with chagrin, 
could easily guess, the owner of the But he is glad to this day that he 
clothes in the box. swallowed his feelings and bore his

"That’s all said the sailor. | father's reproaches In silence. The
The reporter and the other represen- | old man was broken-hearted at the 

tatlves of the junk-dealer quickly verl- ! prospect of losing the office, and the 
fled his words. That was all. An more that Wade made a handle of 
oath slid between the dealer's teeth, he Tommy’s not coming on time and tales 
seized on the clothes and examined not fitted for Tommy's mother's ears, 
every pocket, every seam : some one were bandied about among the enemy, 
made a jocose comment, and the crowd Paulsen had been seen, Paulsen had 
laughed. It laughed again as he been offered the disposal of office. And 
snatched at the carte. In the same Paulsen had declined to commit hlm- 
movement Tommy's strong white ling- self, "I'm looking round for der best

amon

One of my earliest adventures In see
ing the sights of “London Town,” was 
a crushing I got onq Sunday evening 
In the New Cut, Lambeth. Richard 
Weaver, the converted prizefighter, 
was the attraction; "ÿnd It was as good 
an entertainment tor the people as the 
performance on Week-nights. These 
were the kind of advertisements which 
appeared In the paper» of those days :
"Any of the Lord’s people who wish 
to help In the transfer of this build
ing from the service of Satan to that 
of Jesus may receive particulars by re
turn of post." At the Nottingham 
Theatre there was a scene of most dls- 

behavlor when Weavér 
A tumultuous mob assem

bled outside and a general fight en
sued. Within the building the audl- 

cheered the preacher with such 
expressions as “That’s It,” "Go on," 
etc. In the course of his sermon the 
ex-collier held Imaginary conversations 
with Luther, David, Solomon, Isaiah,
Ezekiel, St Paul and St. John, repre
senting by gesture his posture of sit- 

wlth his arms aroufld our Lord’s 
. This was Infinitely more Impious 

than Spurgeon’s sliding down the pul
pit rails to Illustrate the descent from 
grace.

Knowing what we do of human na- “Ye say they have passed 
ture, Its passions and temptations That noble race and brave; 
how grievous a thing is It that men their light canoes have vanished '
shculd go about to propagate a form of ,!,'!rom off the crested wave; 
rfcMglouslsm from which penitence hu- th"1, I? d tbe î0"31 where they roam d<

Çureth,,:,,rnaîneh,rrVur°witete.
,épe« fL ényapro-deXü^naùthorny; ” ^ "0t Wa8h “ °Ut-

They found a fox in a covert which : are totally eliminated ; in which young 
shall be nameless, and ran him for an I men and women from various shops

having come and offer free and easy confes
sions, and .the wholly Ignorant 
couragtd to hobe that

"I'm Patrick Fltzmaurtce’s son," said 
Tcmmy, composedly, "his place was 
down on Third-street."

The reporter eyed Tommy askance. 
Ho could not place this well dressed, 
well-mannered young man, with his 
handsome Irish Norman face (that 
clean-cut, ■ delicate face which Is no 
more like the caricatures of the Irish 
Celtic face than—the newspaper Celt 
Is like the man himself) ; he knew Pat 
Pltzmaurlce’s place, but here was a 
flower from a saloon window ; he did 
not quite know how to take Tommy's 
calmnees, "I must have been out at 
the University when you were there,” 
said Tommy, still unconscious, "for I 
don’t remember yob."

"They had a son at school. Mrs. 
Fltzmaurice used to tell me about him. 
I hope your mother Is well, Mr. Fltz
maurice, she was an angel of mercy to 
me, one awfully cold night when I was 
out on an assignment about a fire, got 
wet through and my clothes froze on 
me. I went In and she made me hot 
coffee, herself. She said I was too 
young for whisky, loaned me some of 
your clothes, by the way, to get home 
In—all not knowing I wasn’t reeling off 
a lie to her."

“Well, the clothes came back,” said 
Tcmmy, “I heard about It ; mother’s 
always up to such tricks "

Mothers are a big thing, they keep 
a fellow sure there's some good left In 
the world, and yours was one of the 
motherllest mothers going."

Tommy blushed with pleasure ; but 
cculd think of nothing better than to 
hand the reporter a cigar. And It was 
just at this softened moment that his 
eyes fell on an old woman who had 
just entered. She was poorly clad In 
a worn, limp black skirt, made short 
enough to show her coarse shoes, and 
a basque of that unchanging model af
fected by elderly German women of 
the bumbler kind. The hair under the 
old fashioned bonnet was grey, almost 
white. She walked In with a quick 
step, like one In haste, her dim eyes 
wandering anxiously over the array of 
boxes on the platform. Then, she 
whispered to the young girl at her side, 
who seemed to be a servant, and was 
a comely, fresh-colored honest looking 
lass In the cheap travesty of the fash
ion that so soon replaces the trusty old 
blue stuffs in this country. The girl 
glanced about her, and, after a 
ond’s hesitation,
to Tommy, “Is dose tings on der "plat
form all vat dey Is sole?"

“So far,” says Tommy, "yes ma’am." 
He spoke the last words to the old 

him think Iran, and he smiled reassuringly. She 
street to {seemed so feeble, so agitated, and

i
scene

I have received a couple of very 
taring letter* anent my proposal 
at horse shows encouragement sh 
bè given to breeders by awarding p: 
or diplomas to them as well as to 
exhibitor of the horse. Both ge 
men, I regret to say, mark their 
ters private, so that I can neither 
their names nor publish tbelr opin 
In their own words. One, howevi 
might remark, points out that the 
tem proposed by me is already in vi 
In England. He encloses a cllpi 
from an English paper supporting 
statement. Speaking of the then 
preaching hackney show at 
Agricultural Hall, Islington, the 
tract says; “The show committee 
this year make a new departure, 
that the breeder of a flrize wlnr 
animal may receive some reward 
the successful result of mating 
and dam. In fifteen classes a priz. 
D10 will be given to the breedei 
the first prize animal, and In two p 
classes a prize of £5 Is offered to 
breeder. In offering these «event 
prizes a sum of £160 has been ad 
to thé prize list, which now A mot 
to £1010, being the largest! sum 
awarded to hackneys and ponies at i 
show in this country.” I Was altr 
persuaded that I had struck a brl 
and original Idea. However, It 
pleasant to have one’s motives 
dorsed by so important and influen 
a body as the English society. I: 
worth noting that in this same Eng 
paper, the name of which Is not fo 
eoming.pralse Is accorded the society 
the encouragement It Is giving to g 
lngs. It says: "A champion cup 
£10 Is offered for the best geldini 
the show. Each gelding must be 
a registered hackney stallion, but 
particulars of the dam’s breeding 
required. The production of such 
mais Is undoubtedly one of the 1 
uses of the hackney stallion, and 
bope is entertained that the Bri

i.

than sentimental exuberance. What 
could be a happier frame of mind thaPi 
that expressed by Whittier :

woman.

It was at a fancy dress ball. A gen- i „ra„etul 
tleman dressed as Henry VIII., on In- I te-eaehed 
troduclng his wife to a friend, was ! 
asked Which wife it was. This was 
rather unpleasant, and caused various 
apologies.

I know not wliat the future hath 
Of marvel or surprise.

Assured aloue that life and death 
His mercy underlies.

And so beside 
I wait the muffled oar ;

No harm from Him can come to me. 
On ocean or on ehore.

I know not where His Islands lift 
Their fronded palms In air—

I only know I cannot drift 
Beyond His love and care.

ence the Silent Sea,

Mother and small daughter are com
ing out of church.

"Do you remember the text, Ethel?” 
“Yes, mamma."
"What was it?”
"Many are cold, but few are frozen."

ting
neck EBOR.t

Indlnn Names. x
From Leisure Hours.Should Corbett make tracks for old 

England,
If he loses, or wins, or cries quits. 

When he once gets within the "charm
ed circle”

He Is certain to suffer from “Fltz!’’

V
away.

\

This Is a tale of the New Forest 
Hounds:

” 'Tla where Ontario’s billow 
Like ocean surge Is curl’d,
Where strong Niagara’s thunders ’wake 
J he echo of the world.
Where red Missouri brlngeth 
Rich tribute from the West?
And Rappahannock sweetly sleeps 
On green Virginia’s breast.

“Ye sa 
That c
Have disappeared as withered leaves 
Béfore the Autumn's gale;
But their memory llveth on your hills 
Their baptism on the shore.
Your everlasting rivers speak.
Their dialect or yore.
Old Massachusetts wears It 
Within her lordly crown,
And broad Ohio bears it 
Amid his youth renown;
Connecticut hath wreathed It 
Where her quiet foliage waves, Tj
And bold Kentucky breathes it hoarse J 
Through all her ancient caves. J

want an-

hour and twenty minutes, 
amongst other things to swim an es
tuary.

When they killed they found that the 
fox had only three legs.

“Nice sort of foxes you breed In your 
coverts." said the master to the owner 
of the covert.

"If he’d had four legs you’d _________ lllc „
have caught hint at all,” was the gentle anthems which the churcli 
answer that turned away wrath. fore the festival of Christmas each of

... commences with the letter O, he
The Government of Venezuela an- “te!1,tnla single letter for the subject 

nounces that they will guarantee the °£”13 3erna<m, and In the sterility of 
payment of the amounts due to Ger- ! he f°und an Infinity of
many and England from the railway , J™ things of which his treatise
companies. Precisely so; but who Is 3qfhjnJ^>3edl 
going to guarantee the Government of B ® same Poacher delivered one day 
Venezuela? This reminds us of a story lvn<;n.5poJi,no3e8’ Passing In review 
of the late Mr. George Payne. On one VlrBin' the Saviour,
occasion he went to a dog fight some- was the style of elo-
where at the back of Tottenham Court ea ln voSue. certain preach-
Road. Making a bet, he was called at nfye.rthel*f|s great effects
upon to stake, and was told "George ïi?",t„he‘r aw»tors.
Fox always holds the money here " ! Canuetonde Narnl, a famous 
"Yes," replied Mr. Payne, “but who is1 the pontlfi-
golng to hold George Fox?" j °re6ory XX having been ap-

j voiniea to preach before the Pope and

are en
couragea to nope that they may take 
the place of the clergy in theh1 pulpits. 
EXUBERANCE IN THE OLDEN 

TIME.
It is on record that a famous Jesuit 

0f Seventeenth century, 
^veach upon the seven solemn 

chants be-

l

y their conellke cabins, 
lustered o’er the wave.

never

I I

t

etc.sec-
then whisperedt-

“XVachusette hides its lingering vole. 
Within Its rocky heart.
And Allegheny graves its tone 
Throughout hts lofty chart;
Monednock on hi» forehead hoar.
Doth seal the sacred trust, 
lour mountains lmlld their monument ! 
Though yo destroy their dust."

wo-

so

--
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