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THE LAST DEPARTURE~ALONE.

** Je mourrai seul.’ — Puscal.

The silent chariot standeth at the door,
_'The house iz hushed and still from roof to flour,
None heanl the sound of its mysterions wheels,
Yet each its presence feels.

No champing bit, nor tramp of pawing feet,

All dark sand silent up and down the street,

And vet thou mays't not keep it waiting there
For one last Kixs or prayer.

Thy words, with some strange Other interchauged.

Strike cold scross us like loved eyes estranged,

With :hmgs that are not franught : our things that are
ude like a sun-struck star.

And thou too werk and agonized to lift

‘'he cup to quench thy dying thirse, or shift

“Thy pillow, now without our help must rise,
Nor wait our winistries.

“Thon, loved and cherished, must go forth alone,

None sees thee fondly to the door, not one :

No head i¥ turned to see thee go: we stay
Where thouart not, and pray.

No panel bars thy white, resistless teet,
o walls are wist to thee : out in the steeet
It waits, it waits for thee, for thee alone :

** Arise, let us begune!™

Alone. alone, upon thy awtul way!

Do any show thee kimdness? Aoy stay

Thy heart! Or does the silent charioteer
Whisper. ** Be of good cheer 2

We know not. None mav follow thee afar

None hear the sound of thy departing ear.

uUnly vast silence like a strong, black sea
Raolls in "twixtus and thee.

Eruice Hopxixs,

THE SINGER AND THE SONG.

** For sale : One family ghost, with big bones
and plenty of them-—spiritnal outfit complete !
Auswers to the name of Joel Cardeck, and can
Le seen apy widnight on the Boxleigh hedge-
road with the head tucked under its arms, and-—
ehat did you say it was doing last night,
Livorge, deart

‘‘ Pointing at its throat like this,” illustrates
voung George, placidly, **and muaning-—so—
like a dog tied.”

“ 1 dou't see what more could be expected of
suy ancestor,” goes on Anune, practically. *“‘And
as the pablic ought to be pretty tired by this
time of misty waidens in Swiss muslin and
frathers, and moldy old male spirits who do
uothing tut prowl around and smell bad,
should think our enterprising Joel might bring
his weight in guld, and if only there were chains
—you are dewd sa.e you heard no phantom
chains, whose clankiog melody sounded like the
langhter of fiends in hellish glee, George, dear ™

‘“ It might have beeu only bones,”” ventures
treorye, cautiously, ** but it sonnded like chains,
rasty oues, all over blood, and the smell was
just—brimstone !”

“ Young people,” 1 observed, imyposingly,
‘“if you really appreciated the disastrous condi-
tion of the House of Cardeck, you would not—""

*“Spare us !” jmpiores Anne, who is lying in
a pink gingham heap under the willows, with
her arms dcubled like a jack knife over her
eves. ‘* We have had Geoffrey Cardeck with
our daily bread now, until 1 am absolutely
piniog for bim to take us by the back of our
uecks and fling us out, by way of a plensant
chaoge. Aiu’t you, George, dear 2

‘1 won't have uny mendling with my neck,
though,”’ announces the young heathen, who is
sprawled out ou a crust of bank, with his brown
legs dungling over the spring stream.

‘““Weare not & pack of thieves, | hope, in
spite of our looks,” continues my sister] in most
objectionably virtuons tones. **And if Boxleigh
venlly nud traly does belong to the interlopiug
Geaof- "

* Boxieigh duves not belong to Geoflrey Car-
deck,” I ery, ina gust of contradiction, “merely
Lecause the will is missing—-""

“But there was no will, Janet; remember
how suddeuly poor Uncle Joe was called
AwWaYy——"'

“Don’t tell me! Do you suppose for eue
minute thut Uncle Joe was the sort of a man to
willfally die of vertigo, and then go to heaven
in cold bloud before protecting us from want,
when he Inew that Geoffrey Cardeck would be
dovi on us like 4 hawk ——"'

“All right,” assents my sister, rising snd
stretching ker long young arms ; “*have it voor
own way, lady ; ouly, as I helped to ransack
the house from garret to cellar und then clean
back again, you will huve to excuse me for
keeping my opinion for my pains. 1 tell yon,
Janet, we might as well make up our minds to
be grateful to Geoffrey Cardeck for allowing us
w live here these last two years—unless we can
unction off George’s ghost and buy the old place
in.

That is just like Aane, winding op our daily
arguments with s distracting sort of craelty
that wakes me Jong beyond &l things to shake
her hurd |

*And I tell yon,” | exclaim, savagely, ““that
I n:ean to fight his right here every step of the
way. Yot submit. [ do not. Aloneas ! am,
withont vue friend —-—-"'

"'l)'ur's u big white yangel by yo' vide a flo’t'n,
N’ he’s wings am de colali ob de dawn.”’
“Uusle Gub'l mnst think himaelf ¢ real boran
robin,” lnaghs Anne, gayly, as the thres of uj
turn w watch him shoffling down the thread of
puth that winds from & cabin oo the hill top't
tha spring : '

2]

N ef youw'm got a burd’n you’ a tired ob a tot'n,

Des you ;&mp it 'u He'll kotch it sho’s you bavn

Zhit

“Mawnin’, chil'n, wawnin' 1"  'Pears ter me
dis yar spring am des’ de cooles’ spot on de
whole fahm—"pears ter me so”

A gauut, shriveled ol creatore, with a face
as brown as & cocoanut amd n temper as sweet
as its milk, Happing trousers of faded blue cotton,
amd a wilted shirt as white as a card —that is
Uncle Gab'l as he sets his tob on the shady
stones and dips his gourd in the spring.

“Uucle Gab'l,” straightway begins Anne,
with malice aforethought-—1 see it in her eyes,
‘Do you believe Georgie saw the ghost last
night, do yout”

4 A chile dat trows stones at de frawg dat
keeps the spring sweet,” he answers, slawly,
fishing from the patched depths of his pocket u
gorgeous thing in bandanas, with which he
mops his face, *‘am gwine ter see wus'n goses,
fo' he's done ; you heah me ™

¢ Of conrse, you have s.ep it,"” she goes on,
suggestively, for Anue dearly loves to wheedle
the old soul ont of his stock of storjes.

“‘Des ex plain’s | e you all chilern’ soitin’
heah—down in dat clamp o' cedars by de bresh
fence——now des watch dat "diclus frawg, hoppin’
so opeasy liks, same’s of 1 wasa't ole frens wib
ebry spot on his back. 1 clar ter de Lawd,
Marse (Giwge, honey '

“Oh, Uncle Gab'l,” comes the pathetic inter-
raption, *‘ do give the thing time to get over ity
jlumyps, and tell us about the ghost; please,
do 1"

“*1t takes » mounsus long time, chile,”” he says,
uneasily. ‘N de ole ‘oman’s & waiting’ twel
1 fotches her de water. Yo' Aunat Ria's done
got mos’ p'ticlar wib yo' po’ Unele Gab’l, chil'n
cawse he's soole dat she cawn’t trus'n himout'n
her sight—deed cawn't she.

He seems rather proud of this disastrous state
of atfairy, and in spite of Anne’s protests, pours
gourd after gourd of water in his tub till it
trickles down its cool, dark sides ; theun swing-
ing it to his head with s mighty grunt is tot-
tering up the path again, when something in
Anne's face—such a pretty face it is, with but-
tercup hair, and cheeks like the little pink
flowers that grow in the wheat —prompts me to
keep Aunt Ris waiting.

“Uncle Gab’},” 1 call after hiwg, ‘1 see your
tobaceo looks ready to cut .

“Leend am it 1" The dark face flnshes into &
chuckle as he turnsit cautiously —tub and al}—
toward me. ‘‘I'se monsus feard I'se got de bes’
crop o' bacea of any niggah clar roun ! ['se been
'lowin to de Lawd dis long time dat de ole
‘oman's hopes was sot on & two hogshead crap,
and dat dar was debts 'nuf fur ter eat up es
many ground leaves es He please Hissaf to gib
me “thout countin’ the par o' shoes er piece
we'm ablecgrd ter buy—'n spect’'n He gwine ter
heah my prar, Miss Janet, mney. I trus'n in
His word, an’ | turns de turkeys in de field
regl’r ter eat de wurms—'n 1 spee’'n de Lawd
gwin= ter heah ole Gab'l's prar!”

“1 wish, then, you would pray for Boxleigh,"
I say, with laughing irreverence, aud 1 am very
properly ashamed of myself when he set his tab
on the grass and answers, simply :

] duz pray, honey, 1 prays hard’'n | sings.
.ok at me, chil'n,” he goes on, turning around
s0 that we can get the full benetit of the patclies
that make vp his shabhy ouatlives, *‘des’ look at
yo' ole Unele Gab'l a staudin’ heah wib hix wiol
mos' white 'n he'’s skin es black es pisin!  You
knows he cawn't read de Gawspel., You sees
fo’ yo' awn se'T dat he goes bar’ foot ob a Run.
day in Safnmer time 'n dat he's chil’n 'm nuitia’
but a passle ob rusty niggahs! Now whar
would / be ef 1 didn’t believe in prar? Dou't |
trus'n His promis’ ter wash me whiter'n snow !
Don't | know Ise gwine ter hab wings ob geld'n
fedders 'n a yarp ! Now, min’ what { done tole
you, ef 80 be the Lawd gwine ter take the time
'n trabble to shine upa wufl's ole niggah critter
widout & cent in he’s pocket 'n owes tar de lan’
he libs on, why mout’'ns He do as mueh for
fus’ class white folks chil’ns like you'ms be—
dat’s de quesh'n I'm a axin' you, Miss Janet,
honey, *n now whars de answer ter match ¥

Emphatically there is none ! There is such a
wealth of belief in his homely words, such a

athetic faith in the religion he hak picked up
in his simple wayy, that 1 cau say absolutely
nothing i

1 guess grandpa used to pray hard,” men.
tions Anne, with the most startling innocence,
considering she knows, as well as the rest of the
county, that Ignatiuy Cardeck wus as wicked as
wankind comes.

Unele Gab'l, who has settled his tub on his
head again, pauses, Imts it back on the grass for
the cecond time, and 3ays, impressively .

“ Mos folks sot'n in Marse Nace down fur a
regalar Belzebnbn, but he had his pints 'n dey
was good pints. Lawd! you all chil'n ain’t
seen nuf'‘n—you des er lib'd afo' de wah ! Dem
wuy de times fur Boxleigh ; you alls ain't up
ter de trickv ob dis yar ’ceitfo) olo place, cawse
Marse Joey was allus des es peaceful es a litde
chile. Gawd in Heben bless 'in ! But when
Marse Nace afore him settled hisself down ter
his badness, he des’ uster make his ole fuhm as
lively, chil'n, es & fox a racin’ thro' the woods
wib he heall’s tail ou fish—now min’ 1'm a
talk'n' ! I was tol’'n de ole *oman des last night,

dat ebry time { heah de squinch-owls a.hollerin’.

it allus sots me stedy’n ob de night Marae Nace
got clar out’n he’s senses 'n staked Missie Rose
on de keard board—dars a wufl’s ole he squineh-
owl up in the pines yander—"

1, even §, Janet Cardeck, with my vengefal
heast and steady purpose, have so far forgotten
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my wrongs for the minute that 1 watch as
breathlessly as Anne while Unele Gab'l stretches
suspicionsly towards the tub—takes a lang drink
from the brown gourd that bobs on its surface—
and then, settling his old bones comfortalily on
the grass, goes on : .

“Dat squinches pezactly like the squineh-
owl dat squinched de night Marse Nace cussed
de squinch-owl, prrzactly ! 1t wus des er'bout
dis tite o' de yar, craps was growin' mad all de
same’s weeds, 'n de sun come down hot " yaller
on a pass'l o' black nigeah critters Marae Nace
called him own, Dar ueber breved a Cardeck
in my time, chil'n, dat eber raised o lash or sold
& 'oman, "n dar wus'n’t a slave in Marse Nace's
but what lub’d de ground he walked on, des de
same’s old Gab’l lubs you all chil’'ns heah.
Well'm, de houce wus chuck full o’ town gen'l'm
down fur de fish'n an’ de likes, "o in de lot way
a stranger pus'n come from clar’ ‘cross de seas
somewhars, 'n de wminute he sot'n hes eyes ou
little Missie Rase "pears like he couldn'v riz’'m
ol'n her, nowise-—lats yo’ maw 1'm tolin you
"bout, chill’n, yo' awn maw dat bawued you.
She svus’er purty little critter, Uke de posies in
de gahden and de robins in de tree, ‘n des es full
of good es a Chrismus stock'n’, but she had her
ways, mind you, "n one of 'eny wus ter up 'n hate
dat Eoglish’rman wus'n s busab’l of snxkes.
Bumby de gemmin arx Marse Nae> fur ter lot he
marry ber. Marse Nace he lafi'n say, *All
right"; Missic Rose she spunk up 'n say
No!’ Den ’long cuin young Murse (Gawge a
ridinj to cote Missis Rose, an’ she 'lows ter her
paw dat she mean ter marry her cousin or die
in de ‘tempt—cose Marse Nace gib in lubin
‘nutl arter dat, cawse dar warn’t mor'n a top
sile ' badness oun hes heart, de roots wus all
right, "u he let dat English’'rman hufl he's sef’
of quick, now I tell yon. But des er'bout de
time o' de wed'n heatr he cuwm ridiu’ back es big
es life, an'—itg & fac I'm tol'n you, chil’'n—
Marse Nace he sot'n hissef down at dat 'ar keard
bode n—arter losin’ ebry head o’ nigigah on de
fahm * Boxleigh in de barg’n—dat devil Kag-
lish'r suy, 80 woax’n, put Missie Rose up, 'n
mebbe he win "em all back ag'n—see ! Fus’ yo'
gronpaw look'd same’s a thunder-clap souns’ den
Lie cus'n ens’n de squinch-owl out’n de bushes
he squineh ‘o squinch—den Murse Nace threw
de cawds on de table 'n holler out: * It am de
las’ thing in Gawd’s worl' dats lef’ we, so——""

““ But he nebber spiled he's wouf wib de rest
ob it, honey, fur de black niggah eritter dat
was'er waitin’ on de gem’n laid his paw ou de
keards and say :

“ Marse Nace, houey, ain't you clean forgot
me " )

¢ Get out’'n my sight,) bawls yo' graupaw,
‘“or I'l{ brain yer, do you heah 7

“ ¢ Yes, Marse, I heah you," said that wufl's
critter, *but | cawn” stan’ reun’ ‘n see little
Missie Rose sot up wus’ a slave.  When 1 sabed
yo' life on de Missersippy you «ib me my free.
dom fur pay, &uf if dem paper's gwing ter stan’
‘tween Missie Rose 'n shame, why—heah, 1 is,
Marse Nace, honey, yo' own slave, safe 'n
sound.’

“ Ay, chill'n, dat fellow he Jamp clar ‘cross
de roow to de little drawer under the mantel
whar Marse Nuce lem his tree papers stay, 'n he
tored 'om up’n he fung de seraps on de flo’ 1

“Aud did he play, and Jid he win 7 eries
Anne, in « gast of excitement,

“ Dil he win! " exclaimed the old creature,
witha superior sort of chuckle, * Cose he wins ¢
You all nebber see de likes o' dat uiggah far
luck, ef "twor treein’ possums, or trappin’ hars,
or cotin, or anythiug—cose s win'd 1"

** And what was his nume 1

“Gab't —Gab'l 1Y

* 1i, chil'n, dars da vle "ommn “vitin up dis
witer she sont wme ter feteh—omin', comin' 1"

** But Unele Gab’l, wait.  Who wax it—"

S Qaltl—Gakl "

* Lot get de ole man a lammin, chilern, fur
de Lawd’s vake!  De ole "oman’s s wousus tuff
hat’ at a fus’n—comin’ Ria, chile, comin’-—
comin’. Dar's u big, white yangel by vo' side
a flot'n, 'n he's wings am de color ob e dawn.”

We are dawdling along the shady footpath
to the honse, when George, who has rolled out
from his grassy nest and scampured off o good
ten minutes bofore us, comes tearing back like
mad with a square of white paper. .

And just to think, with all my cleverness, 1
never once thought of the little drawer under
the mautel !

My ouly comfort is that Anoe did not either!

MR BEECHER'S SEVENTIETH
RBIRTIH DAY,

Henry Ward Beecher reached the end of his
seveutieth year on Suuday, Juue 24th, and the
svent was celebrated on the evesing of the fol-
lowing day by a public celebration in the Brook-
lyn Academy of Music. The eccasion was in
every way & notable one. There was an im-
ense aidience, and the interiorof the Academy

was haudsomely decorated. Streamers of red,
white and blue stretched (rom a central point
up among the files to every quarter of the stags
below, Each box was aidorned with the national
colors and with 8 shield bearing the coat-of-
arms of some State of the (Union. The gullery
frout was wreathied with bunting vnd flags, and
vases of plants swung from the balecony. On
the stage was a rich floral display, a bed of
blooming flowers, with lilies, vroses and pinks in
profusion that fairly obscured the central spot
where Mr. Beecher and the speakers of the even-
ing occupied seuts. Flaukiog this display were

pots of tal), nodding grasses that added. to the

goneral beauty of the sceme. The stage had
been erowded with chairs, and they were occu-
pied by men distinguished in nearly ull the
walks of life. The private boxes were filled
the ladies of Mr. Beecher's family and the wives
and danghters of some of the committesmen,

Rev. Dr. Charles 1. I1cll acted ay presiding
oflicer of the occusion, prayer was oflered Ly
Rev. Dr. 1. O, Peck, and » number of congratu.
lasory letters were rend, smong them being a
characteristic one from O. W. Holmes. The
addresses of the evening were then begun by
Rev, Dr. Thomas Armitage. Near the close of
his nddress he referred to **Uncle Towm’s Cabin,””
which called forth immense cheering, and the
sudience could not quieted until Mrs, Stowe,
in response to this ovation, arose in her seat and
bowed her ackuowledgments. Addresses were
also made by Rev. Robert Collyer, Rev. Justin
D. Fulton, Mayor Low, and Johu Barry, M. P.
for Wexford, Ireland.  Dr. Hall then presented
Mr. Beecher. The scene as he rose from his
chair to addres his friends and admirers was
stmost bewildering.  The audionce, which had
been anxiously waiting for having the opportun-
ity to express its feelings of regard, rose in a
mass and give way to a spontaneous outhurst of
enthusiasni ; wowen waved their handkerchiefs,
men jumped upon their seats and waved their
arms und all helped to make the applause en-
thusiastic and sweeping. Cheer upon cheer was
given. Mr. Beccher stood apynrcmly calm in
the sea of welcome which rolled around him,
and waited for it to subside. It partly died
away, and then sgain broke out in redoubled
force.

Mr. Beecher's address was in his happiest
vein. He deprecated the commendatory toue
of the previous speakers as to his agency in the
})rogress of the age, and sakd : ** All the way up
rom iy childhood the world has beeu moving,
and | have been moving simply becsuse I was
one of God's passengers. He was carrying the
whole world aloug, and 1 could not aflord to be
hield behird. But to sappose that | had any-
thing to do with it, and that it sprang from my
brain, genius, purpose, is almost blasphemy to
wy feelings.” A little farther on he ssid : *¢1
accept, then, in some sort, this gathering, not
ay a testimony to me, but ax a testimony to my
Lord and my Saviowr. Whatever fault hus
marred the symmetry of wy life is my own, aud
wh atever thing thing has helped you or helped
other men is the Lord's, whose servant 1 am,
amd whose shoe-latches 1 am not worthy to un-
loose. 1 would pot have you think that 1 take
ull the compliments to myself that have been
uttered, and yet 1 do take that love that led
you to exaggerate the truth aud the weasures
and the proportious of praise. 1 love men so
much that ll like, above all other things in the
world, to be loved.”

He closed with warm words of greeting to all
who shared in the testimonial to him, sod dis-
wissed the andience with the benediction.

PrestvenT Erlor ox Puvstcians —From
certain public discumions, suys Yresident Eliog,
of Harvard, which bave attracted popular at-
tention during the past five mouths, it would be
easy for hasty or ignorant people to infer that
the wmedical profession wag thoughtless of the
poor, inditferent to their sutferings, and careless
of their fate. 1 say that hasty or ill-formed per-
sons might easily infer (rom recent discussions
that the cducation and daily work of a physician
tenided to make him hard-hearted and irreverent
toward common humanity, alive or dead. Let
me bear my testimony that the facts are all the
ather way. 1 helieve that the medical profession
in these days, in city and country alike, renders
more direct peronal service to the pour and
friendless, for ciear love of doing good and of
learning to do more good, than all the other
professions put together.  Who give daily ser.
vices without recompense to sick nnd wounded
poor people in thounsands of hospitals and dis-
pensaries all over the civilized world T I'hyaicians
and surgeons.  ‘The poorest nud most friendless
muu in this city knows that if he meets with 4
serious accident or is attacked by a grave disease
he is suce of the prompt services of the most
skilful surgeons or physicians in the commuuity
as soon as he is carried to a hospital. Who care
tenderly for friendless mothers, sick children
and deserted infants, patiently exerting their
best skill to save lile, mitigate suffering and
restore henlth? The physicians of lying-in-
hospitaly, children's hospitals and infant
asylnins.  Who astablished in Boston those
sdwirable nurseries for the babies of poor work.
ing women t It was young physicians not leng
out of the medical school,  To whom does
soaiety owe it that every insaue pauper is more
humanely and rationally treated to-day than
the king’s daughter would have been, if insane,
two centuries ago? Not immedintely to the
dactory of theology or of law, bat to the doctors
of medicine. Who has delivered modeérn society
in great measures from those horrible plagues
and pestilences, like the black death, the small-
pox and the Asintic cholern, which periodieally
desuvlated Enrope, but o few generatious ago !
The Medical profession. This immense service
has not been rendered for pecuniary rewards or
to the rich sud great alone, but freely to the

wor and humble, and chiefly to them. Indeed,
if thers are any ‘portions of modern socioty
which have especial reason to be grateful to the
medical professiun for services already rendered,
and to promote the advance of medical solence
and the improvement of medical education in
the sure hope of ntill greater benefits to come,

it ia the poover and less edacated portions.




