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LINES TO THE YOUNG.

————

{Translated from Béranger.)

Wheo stretched nlong the shore at ease,
Yo bloss the soft blue sky,

Plty poor sallors, whom the seas
And tempests sorely try.

Have they to love aad thanks no right
Who, tired of wiod and eave,

Polnt out, before they sink in night,
The barbours that onn save ]

(From the French,)

* What dnst thou in the shadowy woad?
Oh ! say, swaeet plaintive Dovel™

1 moan o broken-hearted mood,
For | have loat my Love.”

< H{ast thou no fear, the hunter's suare
May kill thee like thy mate ¥’

< § care not—T{or, though Mas should spare,
Grief, still, must end tuy fate!"’

(RO, MURRAY,

THE OLD CORNER BOOK STORE.

The annals of publishing and the traditions of
ublishers in this country will always mention
the little Corner Book.store in Boston as you
wurn out of Washington street into School street,
and those who recall it in other days will always
remember the curtained desk at which poet and
philosopher and historian and divine, and the
doubting, timid youug author, were sure to see
the bright face and to hear the hearty welcome
of James T. Fields.  What a crowded, busy shop
it was, with the shelves full of books, and piles
of books upou the counters and tables, and
loiterers tagting them with their eyes, and turn-
ing the glossy new pages —loiterers at whom you
look curiously, »aspecting them to be makers of
books as well as readers. Yon knew that you
might be seciug there in the tlesh and in com-
moun clothes the famons men and women whose
renius and skill made the old world a new world
or every one upon whom their spell luy,  Sul.
denly, from behind the green curtain, came a
ripple of laughter, then a burst, a chorus; gay
voices of two or three or more, but always of one
—the one who sat at the desk and whose place
was behind the curtain, the literary partner of
the house, the friend of the celebrated cirele
which has maile the Boston of the middle of this
century as justly renowned as the Fdinburgh of
the close of the lust century, the Edinburgh that
saw Burns, but did not know him. That cur-
tained corner in the Corner Book-store is remem-
bered by those who knew it in its great days, as
Beaumont recalled the revels at the immortal
tavern :

‘* What things have we seen
Done at the Mermaid 7 heanl words that have
been

So nimble and so full of subtile lame,
Ay if that every one from whence they came
Had meant to put his whole wit in a jestt”

What merry peals ] What fun and chaff and
story ' Not only the poet brought his poem
there still glowing from his heart, but the lee-
turer came from the train with his freshest
touches of local rumor, It was the exchange of
wit, the Rialto of current good things, the liub of
the hub.

And it was the work of one man.  Fields was
the yenius loci.  Fields with his gentle spirit,
his generuns and ready sympathy, his love of
letters and of literary men, his fine taste, his de.
lightful humor, his busioess tact and skill, drew,
as o magnet domws its own, every kind of man,
the shy and the elusive as well ay the gay men
of the world and the selfwmsscssod fuvorites of
the people. It was bis pride to bave so many of
the American worthies upon his list of authors,
to place there if he could the English poets and
“belles-lettres ' writers, and then to eall them
all personal fricuds. Next yearit will be 40 years
since the house at the Corner Book-store issued
the two pretty volumes of Tennyson’s poems

which iutroduced Tennyson to America.  Barry
Cornwall followed iun the same idress.  They

caught all the singing-binls at that corner, and
hung them up in the pretty cages so that every-
body might hear the song. Transcendentalism
and The Dial were active also at the same time.
The idyl of Brook Farm wns proceeding in the
West Roxbury uplands and meadows on the
shores on the placid Charles.  The abolitionists
were kindling the natioual conscience at Char-
don Street Chapel and Marlborough Chapel.
Theodore Parker was appailing the staid pulpits
and docile pews. There was 8 universal moral
and intellectual fermentation, but at the Corner
Book-sture the distinctive voice was that of
“ pure literatare ; and hospitable toward all,
aud with an open heart of admiration for the
fervent reformers, Fields had also the most hu-
morous appreciation of **the apostles of the
newuness,” but minded with zeal what he felt
to be especially his own business.

It war u very remarkable group of men-—in-
deed, it was the first group of really great Ameri-
can suthiors--which familiarly - frequented the
corner uy the guests of Fields. There had been
Bryant and Irving and Cooper and Halleck and
Paulding : nd Willis in  New York, but there
hud been 1.othing like the New Eugland circle.
It was that circle which compelled the world to
ucknowledge that there was an Awmerican hter.
ature. O most of these authors the house at
the corner came to be the publishers, nnd to the
end they maintained the warmest relations with
Fields, who was not their publisher ouly, Lut
their apprecintive and sympathetic friend.  His
kindred taste made him a faithful student of

English literature, and almost as a boy he read
poems of his own upon public occasions, and
published a volume or two, which were his cre-
dentials to membership in the guild. Later, his
lectures upon English authors, many of whom he
personally knew, were very eatertaining and
suggestive, like the charming conversation of
one who has seen with observing and sympathetic
eyes those of whom all men gladly hear.

_The singular attraction of Fields for widely
different natures was shown by the affection en-
terteined for hiwa by twoe men so different as
Hawthorne and Dickens. In his later years,
Hawthorne's home in Boston was generally
Field’s house, and Dickens would hardly have
made his second and most triumphant and pro-
fitable visit to this country except for Fields,
who was his **gext friend'’ throughout the
tour. Dickens speaks of him most kindly in one
of the * Uncommercial Traveller” papers, after
his return to England. It was certainly re.
markable that Dickens, who, twenty-five years
before, had gone home from his first visit indig-
nant because he would not iy him copywright
upon his works, which we universally read and
enjoyed-—and his complaint was most just—
should have gone home from his second visit
with more money made in 2 shorter ti:ne than
any foreign author ever collected from us before,
Field’s service to him wasimmense, and Dickens
was sincerely gratefv].

Alas!t such talk is but a reminiscence of
“yesterdays with acthors.”” Fields himself
was sixty-four years old when he died; but
there was such essential and indefeasible youth
in his feelings and temperament that even a
fatal and painful malady conld not juench it.
On the very day, or the day before, he died he
went over to see Aldrich—f{or he was the friend
of the younger as of the old=r authors—and it is
adecp satistaction to know that the end was as
painless as it was sudden, sitting in bis chair at
evening, in the midstof friends, aud listening to
the voice that was the sweetest of all music to
his heart. Loug before he had left the old corner
and the curtained nook, and had gone to more
stately publishing quarters.  From these also he
had withdrawn some vears ago, leaving business
altogether, and devoting himself thenceforward
tolecturing. But the hospitable heart made his
beautifuf home what that curtained nook had
been.  Younger men were taking the places of
those that loitered in the old book-store, but
they found in the home the old corner welcome,
and they will understand why their elder bre-
thren recall with such fond and regretful affection
the curtained nook at the old corner, and the
kind hesrt and generous hand that made it so
memorable.~~Enitor's Easy Coaar,in Harper's.

ITER TERRIBLE ADVENTURE.

There were a party of four couple coming over
on the Sarcelito boat, last Sunday, and the pret-
tiest girl of the gushers looked up at Mount Ta-
malpais and said :

*Oh, that horrid, horrid mountain. I had
the most frightful adventure up there last sum-
mer you ever heard of.  It's a wonder my hair
didn't turn white.”

“ What on earth was it 1" cried the rest.

“ Well, you see, [ was uY there with a private
pienic party, and I wandered off by myself
about a mile, picking flowers. Aftera while |
sat down to rest in a lonely canon, and before
long | heard a queer rustling sound in some
bushes right behind me. 1 knew at once, some-
how, that it was a grizzly.”’

““ Great Scott!  Aud you all alone !’
dered her escort.

“ Not a soul within a mile of me. T was just
paralyzed with terror. 1 didu’t dare to stir, but
in a minute 1 heard the beast coming toward me
throngh the thicket.”

¢ Oh, if 1'd only been there,” said a pimply-
faved young wan, breathing very hard.

] knew it was no use to try and run, and 1
had read somewhere that bears never touch dead
people.  So 1 just shut my eyes aud held my
breath.”

* (racious 1’

¢ Pretty soon the great brute walked up close
and began snitling wme all over. Oh, it was just
tervible 1"

#*Should have thought you would have fuint-

shud-

e

ed.

1 didn't dare to,” said the heroine,

¢ Just then | suppose the party rushed sp and
rescued you '’ said the appalled audience.

“ No, they didn’t. Pretty soon 1 felt the
great beast pulling at the flowers in my hat, so
1 just got up and shooed the horrid thing
away. "

“What 1 The grizzly "

S Oh, it wasn't a grizzly. It was a nasty old
cow, But justsuppose it had been a grizzly.”

But the sudience refused to ‘‘ suppose,” and
the party looked like a Quaker funeral until the
boat strack the wharl, — Firginia  (Newid
Chronicle.

SEVERE ON THE IDIOTS.

Once upon a time our settled minister ex-
changed pulpits with good old Parson Surely, of
Bedwick. Mr. Surely was an earnest, zealous
workerin the Master's vineyard, and thongh not

ornate in his oratory, he was instructive, and, to
the lovers of pure religion, he was interestin

and entertaining.  On the oceasion to which

refer he had got on well with his sermon, and
was treating of a subject which was of deep in-
terest to himself, when he was interrupted and
much perplexad by the whispering and giggling

going on in the singingseats, which were in the
opposite end of the auditorium, and directly
facing him. He bore it for a time; bat, at
length, the outrage against true church propriety
became so palpable and hirrowing thit he was
forced to stop Eis preaching. 4 cast a glance
over his audience, removed his spectacles, and
then, with a quiet, kindly smile upon his be-
nignant face, he spoke substantially as follows :
** My friends, not long since I was preaching
in a strange place and to a strang: congregation,
when I was tnterrupted and annoyed by 2 yonng
man sitting very near the pulpit, wh> whispered
to himself, and laughed, and moved about in the
pew in a manoer which [ thought altogether un-
becoming and indecent. 1bore it while I counld,
and when 1 could bear it no longer, I spoke to
him directly and emphatically, pointing bim out,
and chiding him for his conluct.
‘1 thought, when I was speaking thus, that
many of wy hearers disapproved my course ;
and I marvelled much why they should do so ;
but when the services were ended, anl I came
down from the pulpit, all was explained. Oune
of the deacons came to me and told me he was
sorry that 1 had spoken to that young min as I
did. He was a poor idiot, wham the Christian
friends had clothed and got out to meeting ;
and though the poor unfortunate knew no b :tter
than to misbehave, as [ had seen, yet he seem:=d
to gain real good from the exercises of the sanet-
uary.
““ Apd from that time,” continued the old
parson, with a twinkling look towarl the choir,
‘1 have refrained from speaking publicly to
those who may iuterrupt me by whispering and
giggling while [ am preaching, for fear I may be
siming the shaft of reproof at some poor idiot
who knows no better.”

And theg, as calmly amd serenely as passes
the evening zephyr, P'arson Surely went on with
his sermon, to be disturbed no more.

.

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

THE conversion of Evan’s into the ¢ Falstaff
Club,” embracing the construction of a private
theatre io a part of the premises, is not likely to
be oarried out. The proprietor of Evan’s has
just placed the property in the market, which
is announced as for sale or to be let.

Mr, Arma-Tanesa s, it seems, quite as high
in the market as any other printer just now.

£3,000.  Miss Thompson’s, as we have alrealdy
seen, about £750. Alma-Tadema has just dis-
posed of ‘‘Sappho’ to an American purchaser
and secured £3,000 in hard cash as the result.

Never within the memory of living concert-
goers were s0 many pianists of the first rank as.
sembled together as are now to be met with in
London. They are from all parts of Europe—
Anton Rabenstein, from Russia ; Josepn Wieni.
awski, from Poland ; Dr. Hans von Bulow, from
Dresden and Leipsic; Sophie Menter, tfrom
Vienna ; Heyman, from Holland. :

Mk, Mupronp, the editor of the Stundard,
was one of the guests at Lord Salisbury’s din-
ner party lately, and he was subsequently at
Lady Salisbury’s reception. This looks like a
reconciliation with the Tories of the ** stern and
unbending ” school. If Lord Salisbury, as
leader, is going to secure the voice of the Stsu-
dard on his side, much recent speculation may
be set at nought.

Lorp Charies BrwEsrord has a genuine

which is oceupied by 2 lake containing several
rocky islands, and & quantity of gold and silver
fish,  Around the lake are broad banks of dark-
green lycopudium. From the islands spring
ferns and palms and innumerable fountains and
jets of water. There is just enough table-rurface
left for the plates and wine-glasses of the guests,
the remainder being given up to miniature
landscape wardening of the most tasteful kind.

visit to London.

charm.
less like a genius, and more like a man and a
brother. A capital description of him is given
by a great friend of his, who is also famous for
his don mots. ** Rubenstein,”” he said, *“always
looked like Beethoven, and he looks like him
still ; but he has lost that look of a Japanese
Beethoven which hie used to have.!” Those who
suw bim five years ago will admit the happiness
of this deseription.

11 was known that George Eliot's husband had
full materials in his possession for compiling a
life* of the novelist.  Mr. Cross has been anxious
to make so interesting a work as perfect as pos.
sible, and with that ohject has been down to the
central shires of Englund 1o collect all the ne-
cessary information. It was one of the ad.
wmitted charms of George Eliot's work as a
novelist that she did uot generalize. Uer
sketches are not from the abstract. Thereis

good ground for saying that all poor Magygis
Tulliver's relatives—the aunts and the cousins
from whom she suffered so much—are higlly
finished portraits of well-kuown lecal characters.
The bits of scenery with which her books abound
are alyo vo vivid that they must be taken from

Millais’s works realize ouly from £1,500 to

tank-table as a dinner table, the whole middle of

RUBENSTEIN has greatly aged siuce his lust
He has lost also some of his
uncouthness, which was indeed some of his
In America he has been taught to dress

pature. Mr. Cross will be able to throw light on
all this, and to fix permanently what iu a few
more years would irretrievably have been
losat.

IT is a well known point of Court etiquatte
that honours proceeding fron the Sovereign
should not in effect be conferred till she hus
given her sanction. Mr. G.alstone is too prone
to disregard this rale. H:dil it in th: crse of
the Beaacoansfiell funeral, and there is yom- rea-
son to think he has donz it in the cue of
making out a list of nimes for peers anl giving
it publicity b:fore Har M ijesty has been con-
sulted. Her Maj:sty very nturally objects.
What the «nd of it will b: is nnt clzar, bat at

resent it looks as if thos: m:itioael for the

onour will lose it, anl the creation of the
others be indefiaitely prstpoinel.

WHAT a curious thing is poipulacity. Since
the Derby, Archer, the jozk:y, hts been more
talked about than any man in the country. All
kinds of people seems anxious to know whit h»
says, what he does, and how h: lives. E iter-
prising correspondents have found out what he
did on Derby Day before th= racs, and whit he
has been doing since. He is the petted of all
classes. Titled men are proud of repeating what
Archer said to them, if he said anything at all.
Archer has the income of the Lord Chancellor,
and his life is a round of pleasure, for he cer.
tainly Joves the sport.  We open our eyes with
admiration and wonder when we hear of an
artist getting £1,000 for a picture that has cost
him, perhaps, a vouple of years of work and
thought ; hut Archer gets his £1,000 for a three
minutes’ ride.

¥ poor Belford the actor, who recently died,
many anecdotes are being narrated. He was a
man who lived in the full sense of the word and
also seemed always to be wide awake, that is
never in bed. An instance in proof is worth
reading perhaps. On leaving his house one
evening for the theatre—he was then playing at
the Strand—he told his servant to call him
punctually at ten o’clock the following morning,
a3 he had to attend rehearsal.  She neglected to
do so, and he never awoke till oue o'clock. He
rang the bell in a rage. *“ Did'nt 1 ask you to
call me at ten o'clock 17 he inquired.  ** Yes,
sir, but when I came down at half-past seven
this morning 1 saw you eating vour breakfast, so
I thought there was no need to knock at your
door.”  ** Wounien like you should never think ;
it was my supper !’ was all he said, Poor
fellow, his whole life wasan uphill gawme, for
although till he was struck down by paralysis he
was in receipt of a good salary, he supported a
widowed sister, and brought up her uumeron
family.

s

Ar “Ye fancie fayre ” the other day oue of
the first things the Princess of Wales purchased
was a magnificent bouquet, for which she gave a
couple of sovereigns ar so. Haviag inspected
the various stalls, she was on the point of depart-
ing, when one of the ladies who had been most
indefatigable in disposing of her wares, and who
was evidently a personal friend of her Royal
Highness, stopped her: ¢ What, are you going
already ?” “R"es," said the Princess. ¢ Oh,
theu, do give me vour Louquet, and wait a mo-
ment and see what I will do with it."” Her
Royal Highness complied with the request at
once : whereupon the pretiy vendor—Itor she
was a very beautiful womau—prouptly an-
nounced to the crowd of male admirers standing
around her stall that flowers from the Princess’s
bouquet were ou sale at ten shillings a-piece—
“ only a limited number to be disposed of.” 1In
less than two minutes thirty gallants had each
one in his button-hole, and thirty wolden half-
sovereigns had been added to the funds of the
charity.

A voursu girl and her lover were accustomed
to meet for a quiet .-t on au unfre.
quented half-mile rave.course, When questioned
as to the reason for choo.ng this particular
locality, she blushingly replied, “Oh, some-
times we are interrapted ; aud then Johu walks
off in one direction und 1 in the other, and meet

e

on the opposite side !

THOUGH the sick covet health, they frequent-
ly and fruitlessly seek to olitain it by irrational
means. Misled by false misrepresentations and
absurd pretensions, they neglect those genuine
restoratives which true scienve has placed at
their disposal. Nu proprietary remedy has met
with greater approbution from the medical
faculty, and noue has given more satisfuctory
roofs of etliciency than Northiop & Lyman's
‘mlsion of Cod Liver Oil an | Hypophosphites
of Lime and Sola. Tue conjunction ot these
latter salts with Cod Liver Oil of warranted
vurity gives the preparation a great advantage
over the ordinary cough mixtures, since the
phosphorus, lime an-l soda are potent wuxtiiaries
to the oil, invigorating the system, remedying
poverty of the bluod induced by waste of tissue,
aud iucreasing Lo lily substance,  Price 50
cents and $1.00 per vottle.  Sald by all drug-
gists.

THE only safe and effectual medicine that acts
at once upon the bowels, liver, skin and kid-
neys, while it cleanses the blood and strengthens
the system, is Burdock Blood Bitters, the
great vegetable renovating tonic.  Sample
bottles 10 cents,

it




