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liament, and that eiglit bours bo the maximum turne of tlie working day in

ail their establishments. Ail the English delegates tliat were at the Paris

Oongress were also at the one liold at CNottingham. In the discussion on

tlie hours-of-labour resolution at the Toronto Congress, alrnost ail the dele-

gates that spoke proposed asking tlie Government to enact a similar law to

the one askod for above. The second sentence is a mistake, because no such

axiom was laid down as that ovoryone should have a vote, and mîither the

Globe nor Mail reported any delegate ns having said so. When "lA By-

stander" says tliat "lthe iargest attainable miensure of wîse andjust govern-

ment can ho secured only by confining political power to those who are

duly qualified to use it," lie is only saying what miglit ho said ns well by

the most rabid Tory, as long as tbey had the determining of who woro the

onos "lduly qualified." "A Bystander" says that productive co-oper-

ation has failed. This is very misleading froin the fact that productive co-

operation lias nover been attompted on a large enough scale to have a fair

trial, but se far as it lias been tried it lias been ns successful as privato on-

terprise, and in most cases where it lias fniled it lias been because it

have tried to combine honosty with trade, and lias found it liard te

do that and compete witli the Ilguiding liead of capital.' But in spito of

ail tlie difficulties that co-operation lias had to contend witb, there are

many co-operative establishiments running and paying to-day in Engiand,

without the "lguiding head of capital."

It seems te ho assumed by "lA Bystander " ln bis concluding remarks on

the late railway accident as weil as in bis opinions on the Trados Union

Congress that there cannot ho brames without capital.
ALFRED F. JURY.

CORRESPONDENOE.

JOAQUIN àMILLER'S LETTER.

CONGRES5MEN AND THE FOaTY-EIGIEITH CONGRE55.

WASHINGçTON, Jan. 15.

"Wbat is geing to ho the issue 1"I asked of the nblest Republican in

Washington yosterday. Ho smiled, sliook lis bond and muttored some-

thing about tlie microscoping insignificanco of ail present differences ho-

twoen parties, and thon brancbed off on art and belle lettres.

1 told this te an able Jeffersonian l)emecrat, and lie at once

said : IlThe issue wll ho Democracy and anti-Democrncy. It has

always been that and wiil always bo that, iii some form or other. The

Republicans want te imply that there is ne issue. They are beaten, and

that is their way of admitting it. Yes, sir!1 The issue isavrelv .

We stand bore like a rock as we hiave~ adwnys steod. The tide mny rise

above us but it doos net moe us. This next election it will net even

toucli us. Tariff i The question on that point is not, shahl wo or shall we

net, but merely liow mucli or liow iittle 1 IFree trade 1 Yes, we are net

far from it. Protection? Protection of whnt '1 Who? Tlie lahouring

man Ne. The labouring man's boss! Sir, our foot are at last set

soiidly upon the groat cross-ronds, witli Free Trade written on the guide-

board peinting te the riglit!1"
IlTbank you Senator. And cani you tell me what our leading liglits in

this Congrees are engaged in new cbiefly, beside reading that guideboard ? "

IlAnswering autograpli letters," sighod. tho tbouglitful senater. IlYes,

Sir: piles of thoma every day corne toeoaci oe. You can say that the

Forty-eiglith (Jongrass ie engnged in the innocent employment of saving

this great country by answoring applications for autograplis."

AUTOGRAPH HUNTERS.

When iast witli the late Mr. Longfellow, lie complainod a lîttie of these

autograpli huntors, but told me that lie lad answered, and sliould try te

continue te answer, ail reasonable demnnds of this kind while lie lived.

And bis kindness in this way lias kept me up this far mn the saine attempt.

But 1 imagine tlie nuisance was neot quite ns f uliy developed as now.

Those autegrapli foends, mostly very ignorant, 1 suppose, as they oftemi

mis-speli yeur namne, 110w inclose you printed lotters. They are tee indolent

even to write their letter te yeu, yot have the audacity te nsk you tl:

write tliem a verse and enclose it in the stamped and printed envelope.

give notice that 1 shahl confiscato ail stamps sont me liereafter for auto

graplis, for soe cliarity. Mr. Longfellow told mne that bis autograpi

letters averaged about se Von per day.

LAST ])AY5 WITH hME. LONGFELLOW.

Having ahluded te the late illustrions peet, 1 amn tenmpted bore te recal

some mest moments spont witli this first of authors and niost perfect gentie

man. Many others, I know, stood nearor te him, s0 mucli nearer an

dearer, and maybe 1 ouglit net te dlaimi the riglit te say mucli of a sacre(

nature ; but semehow 1 always feit wlien lie reached eut bis riglit hand an<

drew me te him, and leoked me fairly and silently la the face witli hi

earnest seer eyes, that lie knew mie, did net dmslike me mucli, and tba

ho know, seul te seul, wo souglit tie good and tie beautiful and frue, eno]

after bis fashien and as best lie knew.

Hie hadl a pretty way of always getting eut of the heuse-that beautifu

bouse of bis, wiore Washington hadl dwelt-into the weods. Ho posseese,

a wenderfui lot of books, but lie knew the lairds, the crickets, the fiowert

Woods and grasses were more in my way, and with rare delicacy hoe nove

talkod on books at ail, but led eut at ence, wlienever pessible, to ou

mutual friends in the rear of the old lleadquarters of WaAlmngten.

Walt Whitman chanced te ho in Boston wlion 1 laet visited Mr. Lon(

fellow, and 1 was deligbted te bear the peet at bis table in the midst of hi

perfect famiiy, spoak of bim most kindly. Sooni after lie iooked me up i

nîy hotel in -Boston, and we two called on the good, gray poet together. 1

mention this to merely italicise the suggestion that Lorlgfellow's was a large

nature. No narrow eninity, envy, self-glorification, superiority or J-aml-

purer-tban-you about thiis man in the least; perfect and orthodox as wns

his own well-ordored and (stick a pin here) more fortunate life.

SOME SECRETS 0F TRE 5H01'.

It was on this occasion that a pali of black suddenly fell upon the iRe-

public. Garfield lay doad at Biberon!1

The enterprising publishers of the Globe solicited fromn eachi of the seV-

eral authors then in ani about Boston some tribute of sorrow for tho dead.

The genorous sum of 8100 was checked as an earnost. 1 remember

how big-hearted John Boyle O'-Roilly and I got Walt Whitman down

in a cave somewhere under the Revere Huse, where a bottie of

champagne was found, and wrestled with him in a vain effort to make

hiin earn and accept lis $100.
"Yes, l'mn sorry as the sorriest ;sy, ahz wit th groat broken

hoart of the world over this dead sovereign citizen. But I've nothiiig

to say. "
And se persuade as we might, even till past midnight, Walt W hit-

man would not toucli the mioney or try to write a lino. H1e was poor;

but bear it forever in testimony that hoe was honest and would not

promise to sell that wbich he feit God had not at that moment givefl

him to soul. And liereafter wlienevor any of you are disposed te speak

or cven think unkindly of XValt Whitmuan, remember this refusal of

his to touch a whole lîeap of inoney when ho miglit have liad it for

ton linos and maybe less thani ten minutes' emiploymnent. 1 love Ibul

for it. There is not a butcher nor a baker nor a merchant, not a,

banker in America, perhaps, who would have beoil, under thsý cireura

stances, so stubbornly, savagely lionest with the world and himself.

O'Reliyhad lredy ritten his glorious linos and was happy. Hle

paid for the champagne, I tbink. Memory is a littie confused bore. But

1 know that is a way hoe has. Soon af ter rnidnight I left the others in the

cave, and went Up to my room in the liotel and went to work. Early neXt

morning 1l drove ovor to Mr. iLongfellow in g-reat haste and read my linos-

Kindly hoe listened as 1 rend, and thon cnrefully looked tliem ail ovor and

made some important improvements. He had also partly written, and

rend me, his poem, on the sad theme. But it was too stately and fine for

company witli our less mature work, and at the last moment it was with'

held on the pîca that it was stili incomplete. It soon after appeared in

the New York Indepoendent. As I was liastening away with my manu'

script for the press, hoe said, as lie came with me down to the gate, tliBý

the Queen of Eniglnnd had dono more to conquer America by sending thf6t

wreath for tho funeral of the dend President than nîl the Georges had ever

done with ail their troops and cannon. And hoe said it in sucli a pooticai

way that 1 thouglit it an unflnislied couplet of his poem. I nover saw hint
any more. But I find lie did not use that thouglit. And so 1 have

endeavoured to make use of it here in a revised version of the hurried lino$B

which 1 wrote by the lielp of Mr. Longfellow on the death of

GARIFIELD.

"Bear me out of the battie, for Io I arn sorely wounded."

From ont the vast, wide-bosomed West,!
Where gnarled old raaples make array,

Deep scarred from. redmen gone to rest.
Wliere unnamed beroos hew the way

For worlds to follow in stera zest;
Where pipes the quail, where squirrels play
Through tops of trees with nuts for toy,
A boy stood forth clear-eyed and tali,
A. timid boy, a bashful boy,
Yet comely as the sons of Saul-
A boy ail friendiess, ail unknown,
Yet heir-apparent to a throne.

A throne the proudest ever known
For him who beers him noblest, best,

And it was won by him alone,
That boy from out that wooded West,

And now to fal! Paie-browed and prone
lse lies in everlastiflg rest.

The nations clasp the cold dead hand;
The nations sob aioud at this

The only dry eyes in the land
Now at the iast we know are bis.
While she who sends a wreathbhas won
More conquest than ber hosts hll, done.

Brave beart, fareweli. The wheel has run
Full cirele, and behold a grave

Beneath the old loved trees is donc.
The druid oaks 1if t up and wave

A solemn beekon back. The brave
Old maples weieonie every one.

t Receive him earth. In centre land,
Lt As iu the centre of eaoh heart,

As in the hollow of (iod's hand,
The coffin slnks. And we depart
Each on his way as God deems best,

dl To do, and so desierve to rest.

" MA," said a tlioughtful boy. I don't think that Solomon 0910

ricli as tliey say lie was.>I Wliy, my dear î " "Because the Bible

ho b slept with bis fathers, and if ho, had heen so ricli lie would have h'

tt bed of hie own--London Society.


