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TEA TABLE TALXK.

(From the German of Heine,)

BY NED P, MATN.

Thuy sat drinking tea.  Fnergetic
'B‘ocnmc the discussion on love,
'l he men, they weroe cold and sesthetie,
The Indies wmore tendernoss prove.

o o 3poke the withered counsollor. Said he,
Platonia all love should be.”

With irony lnughed hiz lady,

And then—"* Alas!” sighed she,

. The prebenA, loud voiced and word wealthy,
Said ** Love's flame wust not burn high
Last it rendor a porson unhealthy.”
His danghter asked lispingly ' Why 77

The conntess with languor pleaded
e “ 4 "
That ** Love was a passion grand.
Then graciously she proceedul
The baron his tea enp to hand.

The small vaeant place nt table
You, my darling, had filled o well—
Y ou had heen so charmingly able,
My treasure, your love to tell!

SANCTA SIMPLICITAS.

From the time when she was quite a little
child, she had been accustomed to hear herself
wraised tor her siwplicity, her naturalness, her
mgenuousness.  She used to be paraded before
strangers and encouraged to expatiate at her
will as an example of childish innocence as
purely unconscious as it was absolutely delight-
ful ; whon all that she said was praised by her
admiring elders and repeated with applanding
laughter before her face, and the boldest flights
of childish impertinence were treated both as
tlashes of genius and proofs of her general sweet
simplicity. Thus, from the beginning she was
allowed to do strange things and to say auda.
eious ones under the guise of that same sweet
simplicity which, in its want of conscious-
ness—the twin sister of guile—makes such large
claims on one's admiration ; aud in this way
her r6le way marked out for her by nature, and
she knew that she was to be Sweet Simplicity
itself, with all the privileges that of character,
to the end of the chapter.

Now, there are certain precious things which

to touch is to destroy, like snow-crystals or the
down of a butterfly’s wings. We may add the
bloom on a peach, the iridescence of a soap-
bubble, and a girl's uncouscious innocence to
top all.  Sancta Simplicitas was no exception
to the rule which predicates destruction by
maunipulation. Aware that she was chartered
and knowing what was expected of her on the
one hand, and would be forgiven on the other,
sha now flung her line into very deep waters
indeed, and now sailed over seas so shallow the
wonder was she did not runo aground and make
shipwreck for life. Bat somehow she always
saved herself in time. The risks which would
have broken up others into matchwood did not
leave a scratch on her, and she emerged from
all her difficulties triumphant in her innoccnee,
ignorant of her past dangers, Sancta Simplicitas
to the end, ready for another bold cast into un-
known waters, or a new spell of audacious steer.
ing into queer places not marked on the ordin-
ary charts of rociety. Like an enfan! terrible
she became a terrar to her friends ; and no one
knew what new enormity she might vot com-
mit, what new mischief she might not make,
umder the guise of innocence and want of the
faculty to suspect evil,  No one was safe. The
friends for wLom she professed most aflection
were just those who had mest to fear at her
hands : and, otherwise quite hanest and straight-
forward girls stooped to subterfuge and conceal-
ment when Saueta Simplicitas was in the way,
What agonies that poor little Liuette had to
undergo becanse ol this habit of saying out all
she knew, and ignoring the probability ot the
need of secreey, which wade the main character-
istic of Sancta Simplicitas. Apropos of nothing,
and when there was a dead silence at the table,
suddenly Sancta Simplicitas, turning a beaming
face on her triend, said in her Joud clear voice,
which her mother used to liken to a bird’s
song,
*“What fun you were having yesterday, Lin-
ette, with Frank Foljambe i High Lane! 1
auite envied you sitting there ou the bank like
two turtle-doves!”

*Sumplicitas 1 says Linette, her faco on fire.
“ Fun with Frank Foljambe in High Lane yes.
terday {7 repeats Linette’'s mother, with an
om:nous look in her steel grey eyes; ““ were you
in the lane with Frank Foljambe, Linette I

] was there for a woment, and | met him
by chanee I'* stammers Linetto.

*¢Sitting on the bank together1” asks the
mother, with the same ominous look as hefore,
*| was tited and sat down, and he sat down
too,” says Linatte.

“ And you did not tell me 1

“I'hero was nothing to tell, mother.”

¢ Nothing to tetl, whon [ have forbidden youn
to speak to that young man-—to meet him, to
sce him 1 Nothiog to tell, Linette 1”

Sancta Simplicitas looks from omne to the
other.

“1 am 8o sorry,” she says, with a penitent
air. 1 did not know that you were there in
socret, Linette, else I would net have told about
you.”

“You are quite right, Simplicitas,” says
Linette's mother, yet more severely.  “ When
girls do wrong and disobey their parents, it is
unly right that their sins should be mado known.,

Linette kuows that she has done very wrong in-
deed, and that I am gravely displeased with
her; and I am obliged to you, Simplicitas, for
telling me the truth.”

Hercupon Linette bursts into tears, and
Sancta Simplicitas wipes her blue eyes to follow
suit,

In her quality of dave.like innocence Sancta
Simplicitas docs the oddest things imaginable.
She sces no evil, she says, and she cannot im-
agine that others should think what does not
exist. Suppose she does go out for a whole
day's sight-seeing with a hundsome young com-
patriot, met by chanee in Florence and glad of
the companicuship of a pretty girl ““with no
nonsense about her’”’ —well, and why should she
not ? she asks, opening her eyes very wide when
someone, more clear-gighte:d than her awn mo-
ther and with courage in proportion to her per-
spieuity, remonstrates with her and counsels
more pradence of conduct and more attention
to ordinary rulesof discretion.  What harm can
there possibly be in her going to the Pitti and
the Uflizi, to the Bobeli Gardens, to Fiesole, to
Ginori's, with the young man like this Mr.
Smith, so nice as he i3 albeit picked up at a
venture and without credentials worth a pinch
of saltt When she asks this she looks so full
of almost cheruhic innocence, you really do not
know how to answer her. 1t isa frightfal thing,
you think, to stain the snow-white purity of a
girl's innocence by opening her eyes to evil hi-
therto unknown and undreamt of.  And if she
be really so innocent, so unconscions of evil, so
purely and childishly cherubic, is it not best
after all to leave her where you have found her?
—and in any case her conduct is her mother's
affair, not yours. So you abandon your post
with a discomfited air, and leave Sancta Sim-
plicitas still unenlightened and triumphant,

Nothing is so precious to Sancta Simplicitas
as the true truth. She has no idea that any-
one can be offended by it.  Whercfore, if your
nose be red, she tells you of it ; if your dress be
ill-inade, she pinches up the ugly fold between
her fingers and shows the misfit to all around ;
if the color of your dress be unbecoming, she
proclaims the fact in her shrill tones till the
whole assembly turns ronnd to look at you and
and condemn with her. No blot that can he
hit is left untouched, and when you are not up
to the mark in any respect whatever, no one
within earshot is allowed to ramain ignorant of
your comparative failure. If yvou resent this
publication of your shortcomings and inficmi-
ties, you only do worse for vourself, for Sancta
Simplicitas is then doubly outspoken in her
zeal to vindicate he ~elf for truth's sake, and
you have to undergo two acts of mortification
instead of ome. Neither is the wost painful
chapter in your life’s history more sacred to her
than were your fatigued looks, the crimson tip
of your unhappy nose, the unbecoming arrange-
ment of your wardrobe. Has your eldest son
turned out ill, and gone off to Australia under
a cloud so demaz that you know neither time
nar the future can dispel it ? Saneta Simplicitas
never sees you without making the most tender
and minute inquiries about hm, asking where
is he ? and what is he doing ! and when did you
last hear from him ? asif he had been her bro-
ther or her lover at the least, Has her favofite
daughter mide a regrettable marriage, and
taken as her husband the man above all most
antipathetic to you ? the man against whowm you
warned her ahmost to the extent of forbidding 1
Again Sancta Simplicitas, thinking no evil, and
ot course imagining that parents must always
love their children and forgive them their mis-
deeds, makes the most careful inquiries respect-
ing her coudition and her happicess—and re-
fuses to recognize your discomfort, Have you
been engaged to a faithless lover, and has the
engngement been broken off by the familiar pro-
cess of jilting? Sancta Simplicitas, knowing
nothing ot the story, which rumor, however, has
whispered pretty londly to all concerned, invari-
ahly turns the conversation on that one special
person, the sound of whose name is hke red.hot
iron in your soul. But what should suck a
sweet ciild of nature nas she know of red-hot
iron in a man’s sonl ? of faithlessness in n
wonman's beloved ! of valgar jilting and well-
known despair? You cannot tell her of.your
pain, any more than you could tell her of the
impropriety on the surtace of which she was
floating ; and you have to benr, with what
courage and coustaney you may possess, & tor-
ture which you kuow iu your own heart to be
voluntarily and needlessly intheted.  But no
one ever attempts to nnmask or to direet Sineta
Simplicitas, ‘The reputation of inunocence granted
her as n child she bas caretully kept up as a
woman, till she has established a claim for
kind of irresponsible freedom of maunner, speech
and deed, which is only possible to the doves of
humanity. The world is botu patieut and cre-
dulous, forall the under-cutrent of intrigue that
goes on.  The many imagine sweet Sasuetr Sim-
plicitas to be atl that she appears to be, and
only the few perceive that she 1s not. But the
few are discreet, and, hold their couvictions as
sacred from the many —as they wonld hold their
weak places from Sancta Simplicitas herself;
and her youth passes ina perpetual {lingiog
abeut of wildfire with a careless hand, and an
incessant stamping on other folk<' toes with o
snnhng face which seems to make design im-
possible.

In dress Sancta Simplicitas is as anducious as
she 18 in spivit.  She exayggerares all fashions,
and clothes herself in garments which make the
world stare, and which are nlways a caricature
of the mode prevailing at the moment.  When

crinolines were in fashion, the Sauncta Simplici-

!mq of the duy wore the widest that could be
made ; when tight skirts camein, she had hers
tied back so that she counld not walk with steps
longer than a few inches, and not the ghost of
a fold concealed her figure. In the rage of small
hats she sticks a mere saucer on the top of her
head — in that of large ones she is not content
with anything short of a fish-kettle, with
enough feathers round the brim to deck the top
of a hearse. If she goes in for flounces and
frivolitics, she is & mass of shreds, like aristo.
cratic rags sewn together — when she affects a
severer style she makes herself look as much
like a coachman or a jockey as she knows how.
She wears double-breasted coats, helchers, wide-
awakes and bluchers ; and when men laugh as
she passes, and women turn up their noses, she
opeus her eyes and asks ‘““Why 1’ She is
Sancta Simplicitas for her own part, and under-
stands nothing of the world's more rusée meth-
ods, Indeed, the one thing that she cannot
and will not understand is that aught should

be forbidden. ““To the pure all things are

pure,” is the motto by which she lives ; and if
she means no harm, she says with wide-open

eyes, why should others think she does wrong?

So she passes on her way, soft-footed, purring,

and giving no warning as she leaps over the

grass ; but she knows when to make her silent

spring, and where to touch the vital part, and

whom to lull into seeurity by her innocence of
evil and her cherubic simplicity.

LITERATURE AND LANS,

In his delightful chat in the ¢ Easy Chair of
the February number of Harper's, Mr. Curtis
makes some statements which very well ex.
press what is a widespread opinion concerning
literature and writers. It is summed up in
these phrases: ¢ The form of expression which
the poetic genius takes, isinstinctive, and is not
determined by circumstance. Shakespeare was
not a poet who wrote dramas because he lived in
¢ the spacious times of great Elizabath.” It was
the remarkable constellation of dramatic genius
that made the splendor of those times. It is not
to be supposed that he would have written epics
had he lived under the Commonwealth, or that
Milton eighty years earlier would have been a
dramatist.”

Yet there arz objections to this iauner of re-

garding the human mind and its ollxerations, it
requires us to suppose that the splendor of the
Elizabethan stage was the result of a number of
coincidences,—that at abont the same time there
were born a number of remarkable meun, each of
whom by chance hit upon play-writing as the
form of composition that best suited him. A
little later, in what we briefly call the literature
of the eighteenth century, there was a° still
larger number of coincidences ; and at the pre-
sent time, equally by coincidence, there are a
number of English bards and bardlings singing
harmonieusly imitatious of the old French and
Italian poems. When we look at the literature
of Spain, France and Germany, the number and
extent of these coincidences are very much in-
creased. We find Boileau writing very singu-
larly like that of Dry len and Pope; we find in
France and Germany renewed interest in the
past at the same time that this begins to show
itself in England,
In these circumstances, is one not justified in
supposing it possible that mere roincidence is
an unsatisfactory explanation of these similari-
ties ¥ In general, do we not reject the notion of
accidental coincidence when the exawples
amount to more than a very small number? I
we ses the cars running eastward over Cambridge
bridge, packed, every morning between the
hours of eight and ten, we do not call it a mere
coincidence thit so muny people are going in
one direction; we know that they contain
people coming into town to their business; and
it is not diflicult to understand why it is hard to
get a seat in the horse-cars going out of town to-
wards six o'clock in the afternoon.  Further il-
lustrations are unnee ssary. Al seienc-, all the
business of lile, rests on the mare or less com-
plete comprehension of the fact that there are
certaiu laws in accordance with which human
beings work and play : aud an important part of
the Lusiness of lifeis the investigstion and in-
terpretation of these laws,  History teaches us
that the pist is not an inconherent jumble of
accidents, We see in our own country the
notions of freedom growing from the day the
Pigrims landed, and preparing the colonists for
resistance to royal exactions, It is possible to
trace clearly the rise of the spirit of secession in
the South, and the reluctant aversion to rlavery
in the North. Itis not by mere coiucidence
that at the last election the prople rose against
the politicians.  Isliterature, then, alone left iu
the world uuatieeted by circuwstancest The
reign of coincidence is still large, if 1t coutrols
this form of expression.

Yet, just as travellers will not leave any tract
of the carth’s surface unexplored, men will find
it hard to believe that the movements of liter-
ature are ineapable of explanation. To take the
case of Milton as an example, we see his poems
full of classical allusion, of lines from Latin
poutry ; and we know that he lived at a time
when cultivation rested ou the study of anti-
quity. In the * Paradise Lost,’” itis casy to
detect his references to his surroundings, and in
the choive of his subject we see the Puritan
spirit that eighty years earlier was barely begin-
ning to exist, That Milton, if he had lived in
the time of Shakespoare, would have written
plays, no one can, of course, positively atlirm,

Yet hig © Comus,” which he wrote when every

poet wrote masques, and his ‘‘Samson Agon-
1stes,’” which he wrote when all the critics and
dramatists were busying themselves over the
classical stage, make it s not unlikely hypo-
thesia. Yet we may be sure that he would not
have written his *Paradise Lost’' then, because
the influences to which he would have been ex-
posed were wholly unlike those that helped to
Produce that great poem. England was pewer-

ul, successful, and beginning to assert herself ;
royalty was an objoct of respect, and the worship
of the beautiful had not begun to shock the
great masgs of the people. Milton saw a different
sight ; and everything that he saw left its mark
on his poetry. The *‘Paradise Lost" was the
epic of a way of looking at the world that did
not exist eighty years earlier.

Hence, it may be possible to say that the poet,
in choosing the form in which he shall express
himself, is modified by eircumstances, just as he
is in choosing the sort of house that he will build
or the hat he will wear. We all, great and
little, are modified by our time, just as we
modily it and make it.

THHE AUTHOR OF ** KATHLEEN
MAVOURNEEN."

Frederick Nicholls Croneh, the author of the
well-known song, ¢ Kathleen Mavourneen,” is
now living in Baltimore, old and very poor.
He has been composer, musician, author, poet,
journalist, soldier and laborer. He was born in
England in 1808. His musical education began
in early youth, and when the Royal Academy of
Music was established in 1822 he was admitted
as a student, He afterward became a writer of
worky on music and a contributor to periodicals,
during which time he associated with Thackeray
and other Liondon literary men. The words of
“ Kathleen Mavourneen” were sent to him by
Mrs. Crawford, and the melody came to him as
he was riding one day along the banks of the
Tamar, in West England. *‘I was so infatuated
with it,”” said Mr. Crouch, ‘‘that I sang the
song to large audiences in the Plymonth Assem-
bly Rooms, Plymouth, Devonshire, and within
a week it began to spread.” Mr. Crouch also
composed the songs, **Would 1 were with
Thee,” ‘“The Widower,” ‘We Parted in
Silence,” ‘“ Sing to Me, Nora,” *“The Widow
to Her Child,” and many others that used to be
popular.” In addition to his songs he wrote
the operas of ‘The Fifth of November" and
““8ir Roger de Coverly.” In 1549 he came to
America with Max Maretzak, after the failure of
whose operatic ventures of that epoch Mr.
Crouch went to Maine, where he lectured on
mu-ic and directed concarts for several years,
He finally moved to Baltimore, and on the out.-
break of the war enlisted in the Richmond
Grays. IHe served all throngh the war. At its
close he inade his way to Buckingham Court
House, Virginia, and worked on a farm as a
laborer and gardener. Then he came again to
Baltimore, and has remained there ever since.
Finding that he could not meke a living for
himself and family by teaching music, he ac-
cepted a position in a furniture store as a var-
nisher. He is now out of employment and too
old to help himself. He has a wife and five
children. He tries to smile cheerily at fate—
says the Biltimore Sun, from which we con-
dense this account—but the smile is full of
pathos.

ANOTHER FAST OCEAN STEAMER.

The Fulda is the name of a new ship lately
built in Scotland for service between New-York
and ‘Bremen. She is a magnificent vessel of
5,124 touns gross, built by John Elder & Ca., of
Glasgow. The vessel lately went on a run ex-
tending over six hours, the trip being prolonged
trom Cumbrae Light to Cursewall Light, beyoud
the mouth of Lock Ryan, and back again. Over
that great stretch of sea, and the tiue men-
tioned with tne tile against her both ways, she
attained, says Enyinesring, the extraordinary
speed ot 17,503 kuots, or upward ot 203 statuzs
miles per hour, a speed whici has never yet
been exceeded by any other great ocein steamer,
with the excepiion of the Alaska amd the Stir.
ling, which were also built in Fairfield Ship-
yard,

NEIWS OF THE WEEK.

Tue Sheriil’s house at Tralee, Iraland, has
been blown up.

Lorp Rivox will resign the vieeroyalty of
Tndia at the end of the year.

Coxran, who murdered his wife and clullren
at Boarlin, has been beheaded.

A Lerrer from Michael Davitt strougly de-
nounces the dynamite policy.

Tie Phepix Park murder trial has com-
menced ; a true bill was returned against Jee
Brady.

Tur Paris police are watching the Russian
refugees in that city, in anticipation of a piut
against the Czar.

TuE recent meoting of the Socilist congress
at Copenhagen has aggravated the dithiculties
between Prussia and Denmark.

Trg House of Commons passed the Govern-
ment bLill regarding explosives to its third read.
ing yesterday afternoon. The bill provides for
the punishment of persons cansing an explosion
endangering life or property by servitude for

life, all accessories being treated as principals.




