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senrch for Werth,

Men, like coin, have n value, which de.
pends mainly upon thelr own diligence,
Hence all are searchers, and it matlers
pot whether in a stone quarry, in the coal
pit, along the sea shore, hunting quuriz

upon the monntain side, gold in the |

gulehos or gews upon the dinmond field,
tholr worth, I sny, depends upon the num.
ber of pearls they gather.  Butheavy and
unfruitful would our lives be, it these re.
deeming qualities did not exist among us,
for all that gives us an idea of our future
are these tenths we plek up here and there
gnd deposit with our enlurging treasure,
Although these are the first elements of
holiness, we often neglect to scarch for
them, because it does not confori to our
indolent dispositions; for the brightest
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quisition of real, genuine worth. Here
the diligent miner works from duy to day,
not fearing the dirt, the water, or the tot.
tering bank ubove him. Here, whore so
clety hus never lelta foot-print.ho scarches
{Tor that which will give him a high worla.
{1y sunding,

fand 10 be a real student, he must ¢areful-
|y employ those instruments which Kind-
{1y nuture has placed low withio his reach.
With those powers, which are given us
frecly as the waters from the melting
snows, he must bore steadily against the
| il of seience,  And thus, he may forget
{the gracelal bows of sociely a8 he daily
pioks up those thoughts which, by the in.
strumentality ol the mind, he has washed
clenn and golden.  As he is traioed o the
Larmony of thought and stands upon the

The student is also aeearclier for worth, l

goms aro sometimes covered by rubbish | gray, oltl bed-rock of principle, that was
or huge unwieldy stones, the finer mewds | oo i creation, his step may lose its
combined with the baser class, and that | oy o0 on the tloor of 4 drawing room,
which Is pure has the exact color of its| .00 grow deaf o the more weari-
counterfeit. Do youwask—Is money made | oon o und artful tones from the touch of o

of bruss, or will m man puss adollar though
it lies in the rond 2 Al! you have resch.
ed the very principle in question. Tt s
the perception of an  imitation that
makes the renl article valuable, or it is
brushing aside the dust that muakes a
coin brighter, It is the diligent search,
after nll, thut gives to objects their value,
that lends life its virtues and cternity its
happiness. Hence it fortifies our integri.
ty, as it becomes our intorest financially,
intellectually, earthly and heavenly, to

apply ourselves with unfailing fidelity, |

and guide ourselves with a well cultivated
judgment,

The gold miner is a searcher for worth.
He strives to excel ina worldly sense, and
hence bends every circumstance which
he controls toward that leading idea. By
so running his ditches he gathers the wa.
ter from the mountain side und turns it
hundreds of feet above him, thence down
through pipes, he gains a power at the
nozzle of the hydraulic by which he can
ensily remove the debris that for ages has
slept upon those precious grains which he
80 often longs 10 handle, This saturated
rubbish now hurries through his sluice
boxes in the hottoms of which he has
placed mercury to attract whatever fine
particles that, by the great power he lins
crouted, may have been forced away from
his clean washed bed rock. If the pic

ture could omy be painted more brightly, |

until you could see the office of every
diteh, or flume, or reservoir; until you
conld see a fullsized man standing in
some moumais guleh, with verdant hills
on either gide and far beyond those, rank,
ing as godly men before their congregs
tions, bald with snow yet pointing heav-
enward. 1f you could only henr the roar
of the hydraulie, grim and booming as a
distant cataract; if you could see that
powerful stream dush against the baok,
in which the treasures sre hidden, madly
robbing it of its golden bed, and now
burrying it away through the mountain
pass; then you might gain an idea of the
principle which must be used in the ac-

pianoforte.

r So, when acguiring worth, whatever the
chaunnel or motive, lot the seeker remem.
| ber, to start with nis own natural gifts,
| then strengthen these powers by diligence
[and diseretion, until he can overcome ev.
| ry obstacle that may attempt o thwarl his
{ntentions; to bend forward in one direc-
tion, hnving his eye on some digmond of
no mean proportions; to be within him
sell n principle of fores and judgoment;
to possuss an atteaction for merit, at tie
same time yielding not w the desires of
the worthless. F.M L
shakespeure, and the Authen-
ticity of his Workns,

|

In entering upon this subject, surely we
are wandering into a boundless expanse
of intellectual fertility, We doubt not
but that this particular age has been pro-
ductive of more literary value than the
| remaining ages combined. It is the cen-
{tre around which every branch of litera-
| ture revolves, and towards which all con-
iverge, Indeed, who can give to those
brilliant luminaries a detailed account of
their lives, habits, and, above all, their
writings, without heaping volume upon

volume, of almost immeasurable length,
on their elerance, conciseness and purity

of language

| From the age of Augustus to that of
Blizabeth, the world of lilerature  and
morality was one dork, blank chuos, al
| most devoid of anything bearing a rescim.
blance to numanity.

| Far down in that yawning chasm of hu.
man degradation wis seen, for & time, the
|murning star of modern Htoralure strig-
gling desperntely against the powerful
odds of Wickedness and
Daote, in whom were found the last faint
traces of ancient nobleness and the first
strong outlines of modern genius, loomed
up against the horizon with dazzling
splendor, for & brief space of time, and
then disappeured, leaving the world,which
he had so completely revolutionized from
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the wncient to tie modern, works that pic.
ture vividly w our minds the admiration
of his mighty erudition. But soon, feo
goore, he was forgotten in those suceeeding
centuries in whicl nothing transpired bot
the lowest villuinies, and no one lived ex.
Lcept perseentors and their innocent yet
ignorant vietims.  During this carnival
ol erime and misery, whils the blood
crested dagger of Roman  Catholicism
| wits held alolt in open definnee to retribu.
live justice, when Kings could only mnke
[ the signof the eross in confirmation of
[ their charters, when human resson wos
erled down by the poiot of the stilletio,
]:tl]li when the blood ol innocent victims
wus demanded to atone for the abomina-
ble tiendishness of assumed Christinnity.,
Shakespeare, with his sirong array of
contemporaries, burst upon the scene,
armes with those superhuman powers,
God’s best gily to man, talent and origin-
ality, and succeeded in dispelling to a
great extent the horrid consequences of
Bigotry and Superstition.

At the head of this brilliant Hst of
dramutists, yen, of’ all the poets living or
dead, stunds Shakespeare, the invineible
army of poets, essayists, and historians
in himsell. He was born at Stratford.up-
on-Avon, in the year 1684, of humble
parentuge, in w “small but venerable
dwelling which will ever be sacredly
guarded as the shrine of England’s great.
lest glory!™  Mr. Scuthey muokes the us
sumption that, " Fame indeed is of slow
growth. Like the Hebrew language, it
has no present tense.  Popularity has no
future one,”  To say thut popularity has
no future tense, which, if it means any-
thing, implies that it cannot protract its
existeace, is treating an inoffensive word
with too much contumely, Shakespeare
was popular in his own day, and will con-
tinue to be popular, we venture to say, in
gpiteof this rule laid down by Mr. SBouthey,
who seems to have entered upon this par-
ticular point with almost literary insanity.

“WHo WROTE BuAKESPEARE?' is the
question that has been going its rounds
in most of our periodicals. Really, it
seems as though somebody was getting con-
cerned ubon! the matter. It is undoubted.-
ly true, that & greal sensation has been
|wrica; but, alas! how wofully has it fail.
[ed! A few literary ** hacks' have been
|slinging broadeast thelr vile bombast,

trying to make themselves notorious by f

sweeping lewrdls from Shakespoare's brow,
and adding precious dicdems 10 the head
of Lord Verulum. They doubt the au
thenticity of his writings: or, in other
[ words, elaim that Bacon wos the author
Lol those muajestic works; and that he [riss-
od them off on ap actor * for fear of com.
promising his professional prospects and
phtlosophic gravity.,” But the very facl
that there are 50 many theories in regard
to il, if’ nothing else, is enough W upset
tLeir fanatical jealousics and absurd ideas
respecting his monument of modern lit
grature. Then why is it, that these here-
tics (7) wish to place odium upon the
grandest name of all time? Why is it
that they doubt his splendid genius, and

desire to give Lord Verulam the credit of
something that his mind, (great as it may
have been), could not wecomplisht Is it
not becanse they cannot concelve the sdea
of “mensuring swords” with so powerful
an antagonist, and bheéenuse there ianot the
| Juintest trace of rivalry perceptibley Lit
tle do these identical individuals think
that they are the ones, who, rom duy to
day, copy some idea and pilfor (%) some
particnlar style that has been traced out
by their ancestors, to whom they canunot
compare!

Upon examination of the works of
Bhakespeare and Lord Bacon, it will be
found that there is notthe slightest resemn.
blance.  Shakespeare's personsges walk
and breathe, and in them we preceive the
passions so common to all men. His lan-
gunge is simple, sweet, and flowing, ever
undulating in the change of characters,
a8 the ripples upon the silent bosom of
the si'very lake, or, making melody us the
tiny rivulet that leaps laughingly along
over its pebbly bottom, murmuring ever
its Tully-bye song, that sootlies the troubl-
ed spirit of the woeay wanderer, unbur-
dens his overiaden mind, and gently
raises it, on gossamer wings, o a higher
and nobler sphere of thought. Ever and
unon he bursts forth in fierce passion that
is soon subdued by the unrivaled gran.
deur of his oratory, which swells forth
with ull the majesty of hange billows that
roll mountain high in mid-ocean, and lap
the golden edges of the murky cloud that
conceals within its treacherous bosom the
wuttering thunder and the wierd, fantas-
tie lightrings. ;

The philosophical researches of Lord
Bacon form a vast sea of study, upon
which the youlnlul voyager can find but
little plessure, and upon which the most
learned cannot smoothly suil. They roll
along with their profound logic and deep
reasonings, in a kind of neverending,
high-toned monotony, that carries before
it the unbounded admiration of all philo-
sophical geniuses and the natural aversion
of the mass of mankind. They show us
what must have been the extreme depth
of his greut erudition, and portray to us
whal a mighty contrast thoge “far fetched”
thoughts, luboredsentences,and his clussic
style, mingled with beauty and vegulari
ty, form with that tree and easy styls,
with words und thoughts of our every day

Tite W. H. N.
BeENE: A department of the Lincoln
Graded School
TreAcur: (Miss ——, a former student

ol the University, interrogating u class of
diminutive boys in history, ete. Topic —
railways.) And now, children, who
invented railways?

First Boy: (vociferously) Geo, Bteven.
son !

Sxrconp Boy: (innocently) Say, teacher,
was he the same Bilevenson, that Universi-
ty chap, who used 10 beau you around
'ast winler ¥

Teacher suddenly begins to talk about
that good little boy, G. Wushington, as a

safer topic, and boy No. 2 loses his recess,
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