Junv 8, 1882

all1 Take off your hand, [ say! | know I
might have bren a better man, but 1 ve tried to
bis clean and honest. 1 don’t say I'm: fit for
henven, but | don't deserve this,” You torture
nie.  Remorve wour hand !} Am | in--

“ You . ure in your own ronm, sir,” said Mrs,
Lainh Butterwell, distinetly.

“ Aht~s0 | gee,"’

Yorke tried to lift his head ;
hravily, sud b felt blood start,

“ Madam, you are viry sood, 1 must have
been troublesome, 1 thought 1 was-—dead.”

“Pwcsorry for yon, Mr. Yorke, but | oarust
sy that 1 don't approve of your theology,' saild
his hostess grimly.

< I daresay. 1 would not have offended yon
if-~ Ah, how weak I am ! )

“ Vs, sir.”

* Am [ wmuch hurt 1

“ Nome, Mr, York."”

¢ How much U Angwer me, T will have the
truih. The blood flows—see ¢ when | even
think that you may be deceiving me.  Am |
terribly hart1”

] am alraid so, sir.”

A heavy silencee falls,

¢ Shall we telegraph for your mother, sir

“ My mother is erippled.  No."”

“ For any sister, or anybody ”

.41 have no sister,”

¢ Mr. Batterwell will write.”

** Where is the doctor? I should like to see
wm frat. You have called a doctor ¢

o vey, sin

YAV here is he 1

“The doctor left about Gve minntes ugo."”’

*“ What does he say 1"

“ Very htle,”

1 wish to ser the doctor befire my mother
s written to.  Call him back ! -if you please
..o UCall him Lack, Lsay ! Why do you hesi-
tate 1 anay be a doad man in a few hours. o
as [ bid you t”

CThe doctor said, Mr. Yeocke " —

o Kaid what v

¢ Said that—sh, lsaish ! -he was to be the
judge when it was best for you to see your
poiysician.  1f you asked, 1 was to say that you
will have every porsible attention, and 1 was to
say that all deprnds on your oledience.”

“That sounds like o man who understands
hiv business,'” )

4 Oh, indevd, sir, ! is true ! Our doctor”-—

**Oh, well ; very wellh Let it go. | niust
obey, 1 suppose.  Never mind. Thank you.
Move ne a little to the left. | cannot stir. |
awn nunceonntaldy sleepy. Has the fellow drag.
ged me b Dihink perhaps 1 may —rest™--,

He did, indecd, Ui into a sleep, or a stupor
that stinulated sleep; he woke from it at futer-
vals, thinking confusedly, but without keen
alarm, of his condition,  The thing which
wurried bl most was the probable character of
this down-Fast doctor, upon whose intelligence
he had fallen. © The {ellow absolutely lmhtx my
life in his Rands,"” he said aloud. 1t was hand
to think what advance of svience the practitioner
undoutitedly representeld. Dicamily, Lu‘.\wuu his
lupaes inte unconscionsness, the injured man
recalled a fossil whom e had seen, on his jour.
ney from Bungor, lumbering about in a sulky at
ene of the minor side stations ; a boy, too, just
grasdnated, practicing on the helplesy citizens, at
Cherrvtown,—-was it No, but some of those
little places,  Then he thought of some repre-
sentatives of the profession whom he had met
in the mwountains, and at other removes frowmn the
centres of society. He understood perfectly that
he was n subject for a surgeon.  He understood
that he was horribly hurt,  He thought of his
mother.  He thought of his mother's doctor,
whom he hud so often teased her absut. In one
of hix wakeful intervals, another source of
trouble occurred to him for the fint time. He
called to his hostess, and reatlessly asked,—

¢ | suppose there su’t a homaropathist short
of Bangor 1"

« Our doctor is homwopathy,” said Mrs. But.
terwell, instautly on the defensive; “*but you
need not by uneasy, sir, for a better, kinder"..-

“ My mother will be so glad I'" interrupted the
youny man, feebly. e gave n sigh of relief.
“ She would uever have been able to bear i, if
I had dird under the other treatment. Women
feel 5o strongly nbout these things. 1 am glad
to know that——for her sake,——poor mother !'* He
turned again, and slept.

1t was late evening when he ronsed and spoke
again. He found himself in graat suflering. - fle
called petulantly, and demanded to be told where
that doctor was, Some one answered that the
doctor had been in while he slept. The room
wag darkened. He dimly perceived figures,-—
Mr. Butterwell in the doorway, and women : two
of thew. He beckoned to his hostess, and tried
to tell horthat he was glad she had obtained
asgistaneo, and to beg her to hire all necessary
nursing freely ; but he was unable to express
himaelf, and sank away agnin.

~The next time he became conscious, a clock
somewhere way striking midnight. ~ He felt the
uight air, and gratefully turned his mutilated,
faveorish fuce overtowarnds it. A sick-lamp was
burning low in the entry, casting a little cirela
of light upon the old.fashioned, large-patterned
ail.clath. .. Only one person was in the room, a
woman. - He asked her for water.  She brought
it,. She had n soft step.  When he had satistied

it fell back

““his thirst, which he was allowed to do without
“protest, the woman gave him medicine,

Ha re-
cognized the familiar tambler and teaspoon of
hix homaopathienlly ednentod infancy. Heobey-
ed passively.- The wownu-fed him - with tha

~medicine 3 she did:vot spill it,” or- choke him-;

when shie réturned: the teaspoon to thy glass,
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he dimly saw the shape of her  hand.  He
saild,

" i\\:zu"urrr not Mry. Butterwell,” T .

“Yourare my nurge 1

1 ke eure of yon to-night, sir”

“Te—thank yon,” «id Yorks, with a faint
touch of his Bracon-Street courtliness : and so
fell nway again.

He movidd ones more ut dawn. He was alarm-
ingly feverish,  He heard the birdssinging, and
saw gray light theongh the slats of the closed
green blinds,  {lis agony hsd increased. He
stilt moaned for water, and his mind reverted
abstinately o ity chief anxioty,

“ Whiere iy that doctor? I 'am oo sick aman
to he neglected. | must see the doctor,”

1 The doctor has been here,” said the woman
who wad serving as nurse, ‘“pearly all night,”
‘“ ALl 1 have been unconscions, 1 know.”

“ Yes, But you have been cared for. 1 hope
thst you will be able to compose yourself, 1
trust that you will feel no undue anxiety about
your medieal attendance,  Everything shall be
done, Mr. Yorke."

** 1 like yonr voice,

He said,

*

said the . patient, with
delirious frankness.  *“ | haven't heard one Jike
it since 1 left home. [wish [ were at home !
Ttis natural that T should feel some anxicty
about this country physician. 1 waoi to know
the worst. 1 shall feel better after | have seen
him."”

“ Perhaps you may,” replied the nurse, after
w slight hesitation, ) will go and see about
it.  Sleep if yon ean. 1 shall be buck directly.”

This quieted him, and he slept onece more,
When he waked it was broadening, brighteu-
ing, beautifnl day. ‘The nurse was standing be-
hind him at the head of the bed, which was
pushed out from the wall into the free air. She
said oo

“ The doctor is here, Mr. Yorke, and will
sprak with you in'a moment.  The bandage on
your head is to be changsd first."”

¢ Oh, very well, Thatis right. Tam glad you
have come, ir.”” The patient sighed content.
edly.  He submitted to the painful operation,
without further comment or eomplaint. He felt
how much he was hurt, and how utterly he was
at tha merey of this unaseen, unknown being,
who steod in the mysterious dawn there tighting
for his faining life,

-vo. He bandled one geutly enocugh ; firmly,
too,~—not i tremor : it did seewm a practiced
touch.

The volor slowly struck and traversed the
voung man's chastly face.

*1s thin the doctor 1

¢ Pe calm, sir,--yes.”

“ls that the doctor’s hand I feel upon my
head at this moment ¥

Y Be quiet, Mr. Yorke,—it is.”

“ But this is a woman's hand.”

* Teannot helpit, siv. | woald if 1 could,
just this minute, rather than to disappoint you
s0."

The startled color ebbed from the patient’s
face, dashing it white, leaving it gray. [He
looked very il He ropeated faiutly, -

YN s’ dutaed 1

It is a good-sized hand, sir.”

i Fxecuse me, madan.”

“ It isa strong hand, Mr. Yorke, 1t does not
tremble, Do you see 1

Cpsen”

“1tis not a rough bl 1 hope,
intlict more vain than it must.”

] know.”

1t will inthiet all that it onght. 1t is rot
afraid, 1t has handied serious injuries before.
Yours is not the first”

Wit skhall o
piteous bluntness.

“ 1 wish we coutd have avoided this shock and
worry,”" replied the physician.  She still stood,
unseen and npsummoned, it the head of his bed.
1 beg that you will nat distarh yourself. There
is another doctor in the village, 1 can put you
in his hands at onee, I you desive.  Your uu-
easiness is very matural. | will fasten this ban-
dage tirst, if you please.”

She finished her work in silence with deft and
gentle tingers.

* Come round here,”' said the patient feebly.
‘1 want to look at you.”

(To be continued.)
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CARLYLE AND THQ OF 1S CONTEM-
PORARIES.

He could not fal) in with the enrrent of his
lime, us Fmerson and Vietor Haowo did: his
philosophy was reactionary, and his intluence
short-lived. He united with German mysticism
and romanticism an Fnglish worship of force and
a ‘caustic Seoteh humor that were quite. foreign
to it, amd. the compound of foreign philosophy
and native practice was not a stable one.  Mr.
Emerson had the mysticism without the pug-
nacity, and he elevated our souls.. Victor Hugo
hind the veliemence for action without the pas.
sive philosophy, and hie swept the French people
onina Hood-tide of passion.  Carlyle united
both, and did not reach either mind or heart so
perfectly,  While Enerson was teaching indi-
vidnalistn and “avoiding self-assertion, Carlyle

preached hero worship with nnbounded egotism, .

nnd urged action while he Houted reform. An
idealist, he grew to seorn ideas. He threw him.
self into the past to eveate’n world that no pre-
sont could ever give. .

Theso thrée wen, Fanerson, Hugo, and Car-
iyle, belonged to the some goneral awakening,
atd need to be studied together @ the fist repre.

senting the ideal, the second the real, and the
third the reactionary elements. They were all
three men of strong imagination, though of very
different  kinds. ~ They were alinost poets.
Neither Carlyle nor Victor Hugo had the lofty
and refined spiritual insight of Emerson, but
they had far more pictorial imagination,  Both
of them, and especially the Vrenclinan, could
conjute up before cur eyes the scenes of their
fancy with a life-like reality and vividness that
ng other author of nur time, exeept Hawthorne,
has approachied.  But both, in their weaker
moments, load their pages with an intolerable
mass of detail, from whieh FEmerson’s are free,

The intellectua] methods of the three men had
mueh sinvlarity. They each broke away from
the old creeds without losing their reverence for
the Divine. Neither of them was a vigorous
reasoner or a sound critic.  They swayed us by
their eloquence, not their logic.  But their in-
dividaalism led them into an extravagance and
an egotistic brusqueness of style that at times
became harshly abrupt,

The dreains of Carlyle and Etwerson and Vie-
tor Hugo were an epoch in the intellectual
growth of the century, but the world moves on
hy more substantial means than dreams. It has
left thein behind, and we do not believe that it
will ever return to them. We turn back often
to the sound thought, the careful reasoning, of
the past, but not to its conjectures, however
splendid.  For permanent progress is made by
gecurate reasoning, in which each successive step
is firmly fixed, and not by soaring iutuition,
however lofty its flight.

In Carlyle, as in Finerson and in Victor Hugo,
there wag the same unconquerable rebellion
against the narrow and tyranuous spirit of the
time, aud a4 retarn to humanity, a devotion t»
it, an adoring love of it, as the motive of life.
Jut the manly enthusiasm for reality of the fol-
lowers of the Scotchman has faded befere a new
gospel of clothes ; and in America transcentdent-
alism ruelts away before the pesitive spirit of the
new culture. In France, in a geveral way, Vie.
tor Hugo has trinmphed, for he threw himsclf
into the democratic current of the time, and now
the stage is free from the classie fetters that he
struggled with in youth; and the democracy
that he ygave his maturer life to has gained at
last not only the sceptre, but the power to use
it as well.  The new literary elements, however,
that he contributed, the romance, the welo-
drama, the horrible violence, have not been last.
ing either in plays or novels. All his wondrous
powers of enthuciasm and imagination have not
founded a school, or reconciled gay Paris to the
terrible conceptions of Le Roi s"Amuse.

These men were the prophets of a new era,
which they felt rather than saw ; and the world
hailed them with delight. But it soon craved
something solider than prophecy ;' something
which neither Carlyle, nor Emerson, nor Vietor
Hugo could give,~—science.—July Atlantic..

AN TMPROVISATION BY LISZT.

Friday eveniag the Bosendorfer Saal in Vien-
na was lighted up for the long-expected concert
of the Wagner-Vercin,  Toni Raab was to play,
and Liszt to be there, an invited guest.

Loug before seven o’clock that charming little
hall was filled to sutfocation. Not only the hall
itself, but the vestibuie, cloak-room, and even
the piano salons beyond the vestibule, were filled
with Wagnerians and their opponents. [ have
lost the programme of thut evening: indeed,
what need was there for one I Every friend of
music knew young Mottl and his wondrous ren-
dition of the ¢ S.egfried 1dyl 7’ —that charming
rralie song which this young artist has made a
chefol urre in the concert-roots of the imperial
city ; and Toni Haab, with her grand technique
and earnest athierence to les honies trd{fivas on
pritai. - She played better than ever before ; she
took the houss by storm, and that is saying
niuch for un artistes' concert in the Bussadorfer
Saal. Better than all, she inspired Liszt. Round
after round of applause gree'ed the ditlicult
rhapsody she had played, but she would not ac-
kunowledge it alone.  She sought out the Master
where he sat amoug the peeresses of Austria in
the circle before the platform, aond seizing him
by the haund, fairly dragged him ro the stage.

Qunee there, he could not break away. Cheer
after cheer, the Magyar ‘¢ Etjen!” the Bohe-
mian “Salva” the German “ Hoeh 1" with the
“ Bravo, Bravissimo "’ of all lands, greeted
him. The audience arose; ladies waved their
handkerchiefs, and gentlemen clapped their
hands.  The air was full of perfume und rose
leaves as bouquets went Hying over the audience
to the stage, where they fell ut the Master's feet,
who stoad bowing, smiling, and shaking his
head, while honestly trying to resist Toni, who
fairly dragized him to the piano.  Refusal and
resistance were beth in vain.  ‘The perfume of
tlowers, the flashing of gems upon the jewel-
decked arms and fauns of the ladies waving to-
ward him, but more than all, the splendid mag
netism of sympathetic genius, for Vienna’s
grandest and  best musicians were gatherod
around him, aud worked upon the artist imagi-
natien and delicate nervous system of the great
Muster. - He stood still for an .instant, then,
with a bow of acquiescence, he placed himself at
the piano. o .

One wild shout of. triumph rang throngh the
room, and thews - a silence like the silence of
death hushed the vast assembly. )

Was the Master thinking of Chopin as he raised
his superb hands, and let them ful&, with a touch
as delieately soft as rose leaves, andiweave, as
if in dreaming, the memories of miuutain lakes
atid pine forests into au improvisation full of

starry minors from echoing Alpen-horns? Of

whom, of what, was he thinking ! It was in-

deed f.is2t who played his' own wild Wander-

lieder, the ‘ Wallner-See,” and other pictures of

travel seen in his youth, but the improvisation

moved on in Cliopin like phrases of thought,

until the landscape faded from the memory, and -
the: lights of the eoncert-room, the crimson hue
of rose g Jands lying scatterwd around, forced

themselves upon the Master's mind ; then one

of Chopin's wrirdly will anl passionately gay

waltzes whirled fuster and faster iuto a dance

alwost buechanalinn, [t wius the hour of the

* Danse Macabre;” but the twelve tones . of

midnight were crushed eut in chords of revelry

and mirth very different from the solemn an-

nunciation which ushers in the revel of the

dead.

He ceased. The thunders of applause which
shook not only the Bisendorfer Saal, but the en-
tire Lichtenstein Palace, were enough to raise
the dwellers in Central Friedhof with the idea
that they had heard the trumpets of the judg-
ment-day.

What a night that was, or rather, what a
morning ! Liszt did not leave the hall until
three o'cle.l, and cur partic carrés xas not call-
ed together until after four ; nor did we adjonrn
then, but weunt to our music room, had coffee,
and talked and rehearsel the concert pro-
gramme we had heard till noon next day.
Saturday night ilferddmmeriory was to be given
at the Opera, and Sunday the glorious Corona-
tion Mass, better known as the *“ Graner,” was
to be conducted by TLiszt ; so, soon after lunch,
we parted to ‘‘sleep the intervening hours
away."——Ocravia Hessgr, in ffarper's Mayo-
zine fur Julu.

THE HORSE IN MOTION,

George 1. Waring, Jr., contributes to the
July Centuri an illustrated review of Dr. Still-
mau’s remarkable book on the photographic
studies of auimals in motion, which were made
under the patronage of Goverror Leland Stan.
ford, of Cualifornia.  Colonel Wuring does not
look for radical chaoges in art methods as a re-
sult of these discoveries, for he says of the hor-e
in motion, ** We must see hin on the canvas as
we see him in life, not as he is shown when his
movements are divided by the five-thousandth
part of a second.”  QF the illustrative picture he
SAYS

The method by which these photographs have
been taken—the result of years of experimeut—
is substantially as follows : At one side of the
track is u long building arranged for pheto-
graphic work, containing a battery of twenty-
four cameras, all alike and standing one foat
apart.  On the other side of the track is a sereen
of white muslin and a foot-board. The screen
is marked with vertical and horizoutal lines, anid
the foot-bounl bears numbers indicating separate
intervals of one foot ea-h. The instantaneouns
shutters of the cameras are operated by eleciri-
city, and their movement is governed by su:h
powerful springs that the exposure is estimated
to be about one five thousandthof a second. The
contact by which the shutters are sprungis made
by the breaking of a thread drawn across ‘the
track at about the height of the horse’s breast,
there being one thread for each camera.  In his
tlight throngh the air, therefore, e brings each
of the twenty-four cameras to he.r apon him at
the moment when he passes in front of it, anq
that camera represents his position at that iu-
stant. The series of representations indicates
the cousecutive positions at each of the twenty-
four feet covered by the instruments. In a series
showing a horse trotting at speed the spokes of
the sulky are shown as distinet lines quite to the
felloe of the wheel, indicating an extremely short
exposture.  lu a fast run, the tufts of the horse's
tail, as it waves with his stride, are clemly
marked.

VARIETIES.

“ Youxe man, we eat all the rind here,”” said
a boarding-housekeeper to 2 boarder who was
taking off the outer portion of a piece of cheese.
¢ All right, " replied the boarder, “ [ am cutting
this off for you.”

AN Art Queny.—DBriggs hired a livery horse
to take a little exercise.. He got more exercise
than he wanted, and, as he limped to the side
of the road to rest himself, 2 kind friend asked
him : ¢ What did you come down su suick for
“ What did I come down so quick tor? Did
you ~ee anything in the air for me to hold on
1o 1" he »said.

“JoLty PARTICOUVLAR. —A sailor complained
of the power of the captains, and spoke bitterly
of the churacters of the skippers of the day.
“ Why,"” said he, *“not long ago, on the coast
of Afriker, u cap’'n was going to throw one of the
crew, that was dying, overboard, before he was
dead. Sothe mansays: * Youain't a going to
bury me alive, are you?" “Oh,”" says the
cap'n, “‘you needn’t be so jolly particular to a’
few minutoes.””

‘Litk celebrated Abernethy having asked a
eandidate at his examination what means he
would use to promote perspiration in a particu-
lay disease, the' student exhausted all the res
sources of his wemory and imagination, and

still the portinacions old man continued to

bore him with, ¢ Well, sir, and if that failed,
then what would you do ¥ The lad, driven to

his wits’ end, at length exclaimed, **Then, sir,-

I would send him to vou to be examined, and
i that did not' make “him sweat, it is my opin--
ion his cuse would be hopeless,”™




