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church still, a quiet quaint old church, but the
noble dome of the Invalides had faded from my
sight, and only the pointed arches of a Gothic
roof were ahove my head. Here there was a
tomb, the tomb of an emperor, with many colos-
sal figures standing near ; but these were no
longer the statues of angels carved in Carrara
marble, but the bronze effigies of heroes and
heroines of> old ; neither were they grouped
around the tomb as in the Invalides, but were
placed on either side of the nave, forming a very
avenue of statues.

The darkness, too, had passed away, and the
full light of the noonday sun was shining in
upon the scene. It needed no second glance to
tell me that I was standing in the Church of the
Holy Cross at Innsbriick, and that the beautiful
mausoleum at the end of the nave was the monu-
ment which a grateful country has erected to the
memory of the good Emperor Maximilian, the
husband of Mary of Burgundy and the grand-
father of Charles V.

It was not easy
had only seen it
‘“marble pictures’
my memory.

But it was not to this mausoleum, beautiful
work of art as it is, that my attention was at-
tracted now. 1 was standing in the northern
aisle, before another and a simpler monument—
a plain marble tomb, surmounted by the figure
of a man dressed in the picturesque costume of
the country. He was bare-headed, for his
Peasant’s hat was lying on the ground at his
feet ; across his shoulders a rifle was slung, and
resting on his right arm was the unfurled banner
of Austria and Tyrol. '

o king, no eémperor was this ; not even a
man of princely lineage. He laid no claim to
titied ancestors, and yet he came of a royal race
for all that. He was one of the honourable of
the earth, one of N ature’s true noblemen, cast in
her OWn pure unsullied mould ; and his patent
of nobility is written on the grateful hearts of
those countrymen for whoge sakes he was well

leased to live and die. High in the ranks of

to mistake it ; for though I
once before, each one of its
" was indelibly engraved on

3 enerous sympathy for
what is truly great and good. ympeity

. Even little children love to hear and to tell in
lisping accents the touching story, fraught with
all the interest of 5 romance, of Hofer’s life and
d.eathfof how this man, who was at first but a
simple innkeeper, was chosen to be the leader of
that heroic effort which his country made to free
herself from the tyranny of usurpers; and of
how, when the good cause failed, and God in His
mysterious providence suffered the o pressors to
triumph for o season, he, the nt leader, was
contented to lay down his life for that cause,
and, a true hero to the last, sufferd cheerfully
€ven a traitor’s death out of very love for the
country which, living, he had served so well.

I knew that story almost by heart; and it all
came back to me now as I stood gazing upon the
strong stalwart form and the grave beauty of
those sad yet noble features,

The quiet home in the Passeyerthal, where
from his childhood he had learnt to grow famil-
lar with the most beautifal scenery in the Tyrol ;
that humble hospitable cottage, almost hidden
. amongst the mountains, from which only a

bridle-path led to beautiful Meran, the capital

Tyrol proper, the stronghold of Tyrolean
freedom ; the calm delights of his domestic life ;
the hapEiness of the "husband and father, en-
nobled by the manly piety of the Christian.

n came the call to arms—when innumerable

ts of cruelty and injustice committed by the

“varian usurpers had aroused even the meekest
%o the conviction that the time for resistance
come at last—and one sad day Hofer, who
would have sacrificed all bat bonour to keep the
Peace, was singled out by his companions to be
eir leader in the war, It was a sad duty
truly ; for very soon the beautiful land was laid
Waste and desolate by the march of contendin.
armies ; the peaceful valleys of the Jauffen an
the Pusterthal, the defiles of the Brenner and
the Iselberg, rang with fierce battle-cries, and
with the shrieks of wounded and dying men.
as it leaped and foamed be-
n:a_th the stupendous rocks of the Finstermunz,
1sach, and many other beautiful
f;:ex-e runnixi‘glred with blood,
er own chj
of their ‘enemies, 8evera] battlegre 3::: ‘;(eulllgﬁ:
with varying success ; prodigies of valour and
-daring were "performed by tﬂ Tyrolean moun-
taineers, who were among the

most i
marksmen of the day. The capital ‘:as :;kll:l:zl
to be lost and recaptured by t’l:em within the

short space of a few months ; while, to the sy.
perstitious consciences of the invaders, it seem-
ed as if the saints themselves were fighting
against them on the side of liberty.

But the peasants fought against fearful odds,
Of what avail was all their skill and ene,
and courage against the close and serried ranks,
the disciplined thousands, which Bavaria ard
France poured in upon their devoted land ¢ The
unequal striggle could not last for ever, Aus.
tria, bowed down beneath the iron yoke of Na-
Poleon, cared not and dared not to send help to
the little band of heroes who were §ouring out
their very life-blood in her cause. None of the
other countries of Europe had aroused themselves
in time to strike a blow in favour of Tyrolean
freedom. Even England stood passively aloof
till the time for help was past. And so the brave
deeds that had been done had all been done
in vain, and presently the hosts of armed 1uen

were disbanded as speedily and as mysteriously
as they had been raised ; and it only remained
for their brave leaders to elude the vengeance of
their now exasperated enemies by seeking such
shelter as their beloved mountains could afford.

And Hofer?  As he had been unspoiled by
prosperity, so now he showed himself undaunted
in_adversity. The hour which had seen him
called to the post of honour and power, had
been to him no mere moment of gratified pride
or awakened ambition ; it had only been marked
in his life’s calendar as the beginning of a.sea-,
son of greater watchfulness and prayer. Andas
during the time the struggle lasted he had
trusted in no arm of flesh, but in the help of
the God of battles, so now that it was ended,
and had proved worse than vain, he committed
himself with the trustful confidence of g child
into the hands of his loving Father to do and
to suffer His good pleasure.

For many months his fate hung in the balance.
There came along cruel winter, which he spent
in the snow-hidden chalet on the Timbler Jach,
about twelve miles from his home—a loug trying
season of cold and privatioa and suspense,
cheered only by the sweet companionship of his
loving wife and devoted children. But even
there the patriot was not safe. Not by the
energy or perseverance of his enemies, but by
the cold-blooded treachery of one who pretended
tobe a friend, was Hofer tracked to his last
asylum. A false priest, one who had received
many kindnesses at the hands of the man he
was about to betray, found it in his heart to
compass the destruction of his benefactor. He
was one of the very few who knew the secret of
of that safe retreat ; and one cold morning in
January, long before it was light, he guided the
bloodhounds of France step by step along the
narrow path which led to the chalet, and Hofer
was surprised and captured before he had even
time to think of escape. What wonder thet to
this day the name of Douay is execrated through-
out Tyrol !

Then came the last sad scene upon the ram-
parts at Mantua. At daybreak one morning,
only a few days later, whiist the winter sun was
stil{ struggling through the mists which over-
hung the Adriatic, a party of soldiers issued
forth from the prison by the Molina gate, and
conducted Hofer to the place of execution.

He walked with his head erect and with firm
unfaltering footsteps, his tall stalwart figure
showing to the best advantage in the pictures-
(que costume of a Tyrolean peasant. His road
lay by the Molina barracks, where many of his
countrymen, some prisoners like himself, were
assembled, and they fell on their knees and with
tears émd sobs begged for a last blessing as he

assca.

P The.apg)ointed spot was reached, a bastion
near the Porta Ceresa ; and we may well im- |
agine that in those last
turned with a longing lingering look towards
the east, where in the extreme distance the
Adige was flowing, a broad calm stream, through
the plains of northern Italy, for he knew that
that same river was even then winding like a
silver thread through the beautiful Etsc%n Thal,
which lies at the foot of the Castle Tyrol, so
very near fo his home amongst the mountains
which he would never see again.

The prisoner was commanded to kneel, but
he refused. ““1 have always worshipped my
Maker standing,” he said, “‘and thus will 1
enter His presence now.” So, too, when they
%ould have bound his eyes with a handkerchief,
he again resisted. ¢ Think you that I fear to
face death 1—1I who have looked into the nouths
of cannon ¥

With a voice that never faltered he himself
gave the word to fire.

But his noble bearing had unnerved the hearts
and hands of his executioners, and the first dis.
charge was cruel, for it did not kill. Hofer was
only wounded, and fell upon one knee.

There followed a few moments of intense agony
and suspense, and then one hand, more merciful
than the rest, took fatal aim. Another instant
and all was over. A helpless mangled form had
fallen heavily on the ground, but a pure and
guileless spirit had taken its flight to the world
above—to that home in the eternal heavens
‘“ where the wicked cease from troubling, and
the weary are at rest.”

And Napoleon could have saved this man ;
one spoken word, one stroke of the pen, and
Hofer need not have died. Oh, the strong sheuld
be merciful ! He who in the hour of triumph
fails to show mercy toa fallen.foe forgets that
he is robbing his own crown of one of its bright-
ést jewels.

Amongst those who surrounded the Emperor
of France, a few brave spirits had not been want-
ing who had ventured to risk their own favour
l]g‘ Pleading for the life of the Tyrolean patriot.

ugéne Beauharnais’ kindly voice had been
raised, as it was always raised, upon the side of
Justice and mercy ; but the Man of Destiny
turned a deaf ear to all their entreaties, and
Hofer was left to his fate, But for once even a
coh}i l:«m]ﬁsh world exclaimed imttll this act of
Deedless tyranny, judgi ight) at a true
man and no tm?;of, h bgeezgsucziﬂced in that
dark morning’s work upon the walls of Mantua,
and many were the hearts that throbbed in sym-
pathy with Hofer's widow, who, when she was
offered some time after a safe asylum in Austria,
refused the proffered honour that had come all
too late, ang chose to live on in the Passeyer
valley, in that quiet home endeared to her by
1ts associations with the past and with her mur-
dered husband, waiting, patiently waiting, till
her own time should come.

Once more the scene had changed. This time

moments Hofer's eyes
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it was a garden, and a chapel in the garden, and
in the chapel two slee ing marble figures. It
was the garden of Charlottenbur ,* and the
figures were those of Frederick William 111,
King of Prussia, and of Louisa his wife.

She looked so calm and peaceful as she lay
there in her last deep slee ﬁ; the side of her
royal husband. This was she who once selected
these words as the most fitting epitaph for her
tomb : ““She suffered much and endured pa-
tiently.”

Truly sorrow and suffering did their worst in
her lifetime upon the fair Prussian queen, but
they are powerless to harm her any longer, now
that she has passed away from this world of
trial, and is ““resting from her lahours” in the
house of many mansions in her Father's king-
dom. Nothing can ever again disturb “‘the
rapture of repose” seen upon those expressive
features, the perfect serenity of that noble hrow,
or the smile of angelic sweetness which still
lingers on those chiselled lips.

hanks be to the wondrousart of the seul ptor*
whose genjus has given such spiritul beauty to
the mere lifeless marble, and has preserved to
us 8o touching 2 memorial of one whose sad but
noble story moves even the hardest hearts to
feeling of pity and admiration.

Sleep on, gentle lady, true wife, loving mo-
ther ; no bitter taunts, no cruel insults, can ever
reach you more. Never again will you have
cause to blush for Prussia’s weakness and dis-
grace, or to wee(f: at the thought of your beloved
country low and wasted beneath the conqueror’s
iron yoke. + Magdeburg is restored now, though
ke, no chivalrous soldier, could resist- your
pleading.

Sleep on, gentle lady, so loving and s0 loved.
It is well that there are no royal robes here, no
earthly crown, to tempt one to forget the woman
in the queen. Rather .would we think, while
gazing on her saint-like beauty, of that * crown
of life” which, faithful unto eath, she is wear-
ing now, and trace in the faded garlands which
her children’s hands have hung around her tomb
the records of the love she inspired in her life-
time—not fleeting and transient as the breath
of popularity, but lasting and unchangeable as
eternity itself.

Suddenly and with a start I awoke. Yes, it
had been alla dream, and I was still standing
in the dim twilight beneath the dome of the In.
valides..

The sober realities of the scenc recalled me to
myself, and I found that I had lingered far
longer than I had intended.

I turned at once to leave the church, but with
what changed feelings ! The blind enthusiastic
admiration which but an hour ago I had enter-
tained for Napoleon was gone, and in its place
there was a feeling of almost scornful aversion
towards one who had proved himself so pitiless
to a brave enemy, and had acted so cruel and in-
sulting a part towards a woman and a queen,

I was walking slowly down the ais e, when
my attention was attracted by a little lamp
burning at the side of one of the pillars, under-
neath which these words were written : “ Trone
pour la charits.” I paused for a moment, and
then dropped one or two small coins into the box.

And once more I found that this trifling act
had changed the nature of m feelings. The
words 1 had read beneath the Lm recalled to
my thoughts that higher charity of which alms-
giving is 80 small a part—that Christian charity
which indeed “covers a multitude of sing”—
which, if it cannot blind a man to a brother’s
faults, at least teaches him to extend to those
faults the pity and pardon which he daily needs
for his own. And as I left the charch, and
once more stood without, amidst the glure and
tumult of the great city, this was the thought
uppermost in my mind : ¢ Oh, that men would
learn to read the lesson of Napoleon's life and
death aright, and take warning to themselves
from the sad exam‘iﬂe of mingled strength and
frailty which it holds up to the world, learning
with humility the lessons it should teach,
leaving all judgment with his God.”

O~ ——
" ATTEMPTS TO ANNIHILATE AN R
ORGAN-GRINDER.

He was a high-toned young man, but he had
been looking upon the wine when the adder was
there and as he rushed out of a saloon on Seventh
street, he brandished a gold-headed cane and
cried, ‘I want to destroy some one.” A man
who stood by listening to a hand organ turned
upon him ard inquired: * Have you any pre-
ference as to the social standing or business oc-
cupation of the victim 1

‘‘ Anything, anything that’s (hic) human,”
and he cut the air with his cane in 8 manner that
indicated great earnestness,

‘ Then tap that grinder on the head,” said the
old man, ‘‘and the world will call you blessed, "
and the young snob waltzed up to the organ
ﬁrinder and got a very painful bump placed over

iseye. When he picked himself up from the
pavement he looked mournfully sad at the man
and shouted, * You old wig-headed betrayer,
give me an easier one,” and then reeled aroun
the corner just in time to run into & policeman,
who subsequently tokl the Jjudge that it was an
ordinary street affray, and ‘the regular fine was
aceordingly imposed,

but

* In the outskirts of Berlin.
* Rauch.

t Napoleom at Tilsit, on one occasion, offered to the
Queen of Prussia a beantiful rose. She nccepted it after
& moment's hesitation, and said, smiling, *‘ Yes, but at
least with Madgeburg.” I must ohserve to you,
madame,” replied the Emyemr‘ ‘* that it is my part to
give, and yours only to receive,’

CENTENNIAL STATISTICS.

The American Republic commenced in 1776,
100 years ago, with thirteen States and 815,615
square miles of territory, which was occupied by
about 3,000,000 of civilized human ‘beings. 1t
has now a population of 43,000,000, who occup
thirty-seven States and nine Territories, which
embrace over 3,000,000 of square miles. It has
65,000 miles of railroads, more than sufficient to
reach twice and a half round the globe. The
value of its annual agricultural productions is
2,500,000,000, and its gold mines are capable of
producing $70,000,000 a year. It has over 1,000
cotton factories, 580- daily newspapers, 4,300
weeklies, aud 625 monthly publications,

T ———eee.
MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

COoLONEL MAPLESON the London impresario,
arrived in New York some days ago and in-mediately
proceeded West. According to the World, be is the
husband of Mlle Titiens, but that is a mistake.

Diox Bovcravwr sails for the United States
in February. He intends while there to renew the
agitation hecreated in England in favor of the release of
the Feniun prisoners. He will play at Cincinnati, Pitts-
burg, St. Louis, and Chicago, the proceeds of the per-
formances at these cities to be for the benefit of the im-
prisoned Fenians.

ATTACHED to the new London Opera House
will be class-rooms, and a regular conservatory is to be
formed. Each of these ruoms is to have & stage, and on
this the aspirant will be required to move al out in order
to gain that ease which in indispensable. Thus when a
singer does a serenade he will be dressed in the costume
of the character, and CHITY & guoitar. That is the only
true way to help educate the Iyrio aspirant.

THE Athenawm says that in his three fafry
comedies Mr. W. 8 Gilbert has Presented -himself in as
maoy different lights. *In * The Wicked World' he is
a satirist, in ' Pygmalion and Galatea’ he is 8 humorist
and in ‘ Broken Hearts ’ he is a poet.  The three plays
together form the most important’ contribution to fairy
literature that has been supplied by uny dramatist, oy
indeed, any writer, since the commencement of the seven,
teenth century.” .. )

TrE decadence of the vocal art and the methods
of instruction ever form fertile subjects of discussion in
English and foreign musical circles. Two enthusiastio
F 1 have lingly resolved to study the
various methods of the old masters, and to inake an his-
torical analysis of the musical principles of the Igst three
centuries. The resenrches wil] he emtodied in a Histoire
de U Art du Chant, which Will include an abstract of all
ancient and modern tresties un singing, a careful survey
of the varions conservatoires und methods of instruction,

and an historical comparison of the French and Italian
schools.

MAPLFsON says of Titiens : She htsa wonder-
ful memory, and does not need to so much as glance
over the score of an opers before going to rehearsal.
is a wonder on that account to Siy Michael Costa, who
cannot understand how she can retain the music of sixty-

i ras—for her repertoire is go extensive—in her
he only taps her toreheud, and says, ‘‘ They are
all there,” but she can't tell how, Itis long since she
sang Norma, but the other duy she went to rebearsal and
rendered it without glancing at the score.  And what is
more, she not alone knows her own role, but that of
everybody else. :

Mr. F. H.

The organ containg, with the glock euspiel or Bell
Stop), 3,315 pipes and notes, und has three ll)namgalu and
pedale. The'totnl cost is about $15,000, This organ
’I;‘u .’x'l' a[ée:hnlg !It,?)p‘d; St:gshuurg Cathedral has 46;

emple urch, ndon 47; W estminst: ;
Birmingham Hall 53, ’ minster Abbey 32;

MAPLESOX says that Mlle. Chepuy is certainl
a wonderful singer. 8ir Michael Costa, ‘who seldom if
ever praises anybudy, and who has always recognized in
Mlle. Titiens the last of the great race of prime donne,
remarked at Mlle, Chapuy’s first rehearsai in London,
‘" There you have a star "’ This truly great praise from
a man who swears by reccllections otF Bosio, Persiani,
Malibran, was preved on her appearance in “ Traviata.”
8ir Michael, who never allows encores, actually permit-
ted her to respund to fourduring the evening. Her sing-
ing is indeed perfection. You may form some idea of it
when I tell you that she can perform all the Di Murska
feats and clothe them in wonderful richness of tone. She
took the gold medal in Paris for histrionic ability, for she
tress, -

THE wheel skates used for skating on rinks
lsere invented indirectly by Meyerbeer. While ** Le
Léte " was in rehearsal at the Opera in
composer mentioned to the manager that he should have .
been glud to fatroduce a skating scene into
act; but hisidea was only thet skaters shonld be seen
to flit by rapidly in the background of the stage. M. Du-
ponchet turned the matter over with the maitre de ballei,
who, after a night of anxious musing, hit suddenly upen
the grand notion of skatex mounted on wheels, A skate-
maker was taken int, confidence, and the resnit wasa
pair ot admirable Ppatins, which the maitre de ballet brave-
ly tnlm:a aind apirzvlv‘:edm;ith over an oileloth Iuitﬂl;,&
until, having pai s ute to the centre gravit
‘the inevitable oftumblee, he d o't "bh:uﬁ .
capable of skating. All that remained to do was to make
the members of the corps de ballet serve the same appren-
ticeship as their mnnster, and this baving been dune to
everybody's great satisfaction, Haymmw that
musical gem, the ** Bkating Galop.” It Is w record-
ing that in the first public performanoe of the * béte"
oue too energetic couple of skaters—iady and ne! leman
—sturting with an excess of speed, were to check
themselves at the footligLts, and took headers Anto the
orchestra, which cansed Rossini, who was présent, to
remark drily that Meyerbeer's was music & fout casser.

ARTISTIC.

THE Count de la Rochefoucauld, who has in-
stituted excavations at Pompelt In & Lew direction,
hitherto rather disco by the are has
been amply rewarded recently. He has discovered two
skeletons, one ofa man and the other of a womap, both
ina state of preservation. * At. their sides were
found a pair of gild ear rings, & golden purse, und a
piece of gold net work, and near by were some pastry
moulds, fourspoons, eight drinking cups, and four plates,
all of silver.

NEAR the Waltcr Scott monument, in Griay
Friar's church Eiuburgh, stands a red granite
fountain, emte{iairg'memm,v of “Bobby,” a Scotch ter-
rier, of whom the chur i sexton tells this story. For
thirteen and a half years tl.'s dog staid by the grave of
his master, day and night, .ntil algo died, and was
buried in the same yard. Regularly st the firing of the
castle gun atl o’r.locl‘(i, h; wo:ﬁo ) b:uac;hr‘:. noar .b{}
where he was fed, and then he returned to KTRV
his master. When the Baroness .Burdett Contts heard
this story she had the munument crected ut u onst of
1,000 pounds sterling.




