aps

thought, to manufacture certain clover ex.
pressions for the suke of u happy quota-
tion. Hie learning (8 undoubredly great,
but it is small to stoop tondisplay.  Each
gentence must be necessary,  The best
ia all that i= fit for books. The world is
large, and we may have our choice.  Be.
hemoth knows the erib is fed by the rods,
and will eat his fill of the good grain,
will have no chall,

His “ Reprosentative Men' are not the
every.day biographies found in magazines,
“ Jones™ would gound as well for hiim s
anything else, to begin the “ Life of W,
Bhakespeare” with. No man shall put
wSmith in the front of his essays,  His
sketohes are mentnl photogrephs, Hiesize,

and he will put on the right shoulder.
straps without hesitation,  Neither will
he flatter him by u high grade, making
him n hero.

His love for the Bible & ns for a book
of many ages. But all of Christianity
and Mahammedanism can be found in
Plato's Pheedo, It is his bosiness to
know as much of the world as possible—
its orlgin be with the heavens, fle was
put here with the flowers like them to
wither or bloom, ns the weather orders;
and like them, he will take what comes,
There is in his writings, however, n cer-
tain tinge of a belief in the immortality
of the sounl, and in the existenco of a Dei-
ty—a spirit, pervading all things. There
is no skepticism in those lines; but it is
none of his bhusiness,—he will not meddle
with God and the angels,

This man is not made by recipe, us the
Oxford gradunte propose to manufncture
numberless Wordsworths and Tennysons,

There is too muech life in him. We must

Bonaparte's exact rank is plainly seen: |

and as the women do cakes and puddings, |

That is a poor excuse, for Iack of |the ridge yonder. 8o with Emerson.  He

never pulls a plough, There are no heavy
trains of thought or reasoning tn his
work. He comes at the question on all |
sides at once, but he never wils in strik.
[ing the centre,  Your heart swells: your |
Lcont fits tghtly. “Prythee undo  this
[hutton,! thiat T may grow ns big as T feel.
You feel yourselt fuirly hold of the
ronnds of the Jaddor that leads up to Ga
Ibriel.  His nerves are strong, We mis
{hold nll hope, drop all disconrngements,
Y Never hang o dismal pletare on the
willl™  The uneduented are hlessed, i
they have rend his works, e
curiosity. Read his essay on Plato, and i
will be hard not to hasten away for the
works of the old That, to him
has whaole currviculums, ten Himes over, in
. Whether his mental meanderings and
{ beliefs will do 1o follow always, we have
|mn presumption toosay: but all will find
in him a stuprdy helper. A tonie for their
debilitated norves, A zort of gualvanic
hattery.  His is what he himsels ealls the |
“eelestinl chime, ringing in the best |
minds of the world for anditors.” A di

vine mind. Kanus,

r\rih'.

master,

Three. |

THEIR sAVINGS, HOTH WISE AND FOOLISIL,

As veported by Isroel,

0, come Maldens, come, o'er the blue-rolling

wave,
The lovely shnll still be the care of the Brave,"
comes  softly from the dusk within
the room  where belle Marie

sits at her piano, idly singing “very soft
and low,” old half-forgotten melodies of
“long ngo.” Itis a fushiion of our beantiful |
friend’s to sing to us thns ar twilight and
she searcely needs Euphrosyne's hialf
command, half request, which is sure to |

have no platitudes, Let each word be
coined gold, standing for something.
will then sparkle in the eyes of some
shrewd hunter, some good mind ; nnd thal
is the excellence of o work, the triction it
creates,

My first love for him came through his |
“Bociety and SBolitude," o series of essnys
on such subjects ay most interest o young |
mind, viz.: Success, Courage, Bloguenece,
Books, Old Age, and others. My room
was peculiarly uncomfortuble and cold;
the noise down stairs rude and unpleas.
ant. I purchased this book one evening
to keep the glooms away. Wrapping
myself in a quilt, I sat down to read.
The cold was forgotten. The book was |
full of heat—a perfect warnung-pan, My
Llood tingled. Each sentence wias ' stout
with vitality," As Lowell would say
“the thoughts and fancies seemed o play
around his head like heataghtening.”
The brain is puffed with with incessant
encouvagements. Nor is it of the bubble
kind., After you have lnid the book aside,
gome sentence, you find, hangs fire, Ttre-
fuses to leave yon, but creeps in and oul
of your mind like a bee humming abont
the dewy portals of & rove. Your mind
is full of & panorama f falrylond. The
sentence will ¢ling o you. A sprite, it is,
which feeds you with a dreamy noctar,
too swoel to drive away.  You dream with
your eyes wide open. But it is not the
profitless drewm of slecp. It ig pure hon.
ey, and you are never satiate. Ile¢ seems
to be in communion with tho gods, for his
pen is surely dipped in their blood. You
may wonder why that wild colt is rang.
ing over the prairies so madly, until you
see that he is the Inspiration of a troop of

I off Buphrosyne's ‘theories' T am suspicious

| manifests itself more clearly than in the

ceme at the “edge of the dark.”  In spite
that & thread of golden romance runs
through her practical nature and nowhere

music she prefers, She sits now on the
veranda steps, leaning against the column
over which clambers a sproading  rose.
tree; with her hands, firm white hands
they nre, idly clasped In her Inp w8 they
have a trick of falling; the leaves droop
down to touck {ihe short, wavy hair
pushed hastily back from the white brow
whose contructions show ghe is thinking
deeply. T quite agree with the Apostle
in what he said of the chief glory of u
woman. It is even a shame that she have
short hair, no doubt the good saim
thought.  Murde's now, is theroyal crown
W her womanhood.

I wateh Euphrosyne's drooping face
in silence.  There are lines there that to)l
of pride and haughty determination but it
g sweet and womanly withal, An Carnes,
fuce yet not one to tell you all at the first
glanee,  There is n restless look in the |
brown eyes scoming to be always secking
after something,
~=hlue, arl

Sdecper than the depth of wators,
Btilied st even,

I can conceive ol no greater contrast than
these iwo friends of mine. One restless,
Belftagsorting, inquiring, The othercalm,
quiet and restful, One, never content, |
lmpatient, always questioning, The
other aceepting everything with that fuith
which is woman’s most endearing ¢harm,
Euphrosyne must work for, and by her.
self. She s a law unto herself Murie,

|
They are not Murio's |

geldings who are following away along

dependant and womanly, is content that
she is happy. One is un intellectual

Ceconsidering when you spoke to me.
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woman ; the other, a beautifal one.
As the words of the song come floating
through the open door, 1 see on Euphro-
syne's face a swift look of displensure. |
am eurious to know what ghe thinks, ftor
I amy sure I shall hear something origmal
at lenst, as the reward of my inguiry
“Whatare you thinking of, Mimi "
Evenosyse. Aosthetienlly 1 approve
of thut song—morally, T don't. Or if you
WL Tt e coin noword, “romantieally™ it
fs all vight, but peactienlly it 14 all wrong
I was just wondering what beeame of that

poet's thought when he wrote thnt very
pretiy sentiment—what becomes ol the
unlovely in 1act,

Iswart,  You, at any rate, will have no
oceasion to be tronbled.  (There is o look
in Buphrosyne's hrown eyes that shows
ma I have made a very foolish spoechi)

Evrnnrosyse,
pliments, Isracl,

Don't descend to com:

IU's & very common way

L you men have of getting around anything

nowomnn aays, And it's perfectly oxas
perating to be remted so, oo, I you

would give us eredit for the sense woe do

possess we might come in time to have |

maore,

Ispakn, Well, well, Mimi, I'll try to
do so after this, I you are not lovely
what are you going to do abont jt?

Evranosyxe.  That is just what T was
In.
directly our poet secins to divide into four
parts “all prople that on earth do dwell.”?
Twao, fortunate—two, unfortunate, which
may be deseribed thus: Class First—
those who are jovely ; Class Second—those
who are breve; Cliass Third—those who
are not lovely and Class Fourth, those
who are not brave. Doubtless it is very

{elngs who evidently had no place in the |

pleasant 1o be one of the Lovely
and  be tenderly  eared  for hy the
Brave, Doubtless it i  a  sad|

fact that but few of us are of that favored
cliss wnd not all of you are of the Brave,
Evidently then we, the unfavored many,
must take enre of ourselves as best we
MLy 01—

[imarr,  Perhaps you, since you per.
sist in placing yourself' there, and your
class are in the charge of your fourth di.
vision—those who are not brave,

Eurnuosyse. A gracious dispensation
of Providence truly! A double blessing
to the lucky and a double ecurse to the un.
lucky ones.  Well, let the first he so, but
we will work out our own salvation with-
ottt being a “charged' upon you

Isnakn. A vain boast, I appreliend,
But, Mimi, are you sure that your third
and fourth classes are as large a8 you
imging them to  be?  You dare

not determine who i8 brave and whoe is
not.  You dave not set up a standard by
which to measure all men, saying of one
this mnn is brave; of asoather, this man iy
not brave, he does not rise to
your ideal of manly cournge. IHow do
you know that your hero is the trae one

Evennosyne,. 1 donot, But the ideal
I have, be it worthy or unworthy, is the
standard by which my judginents are
rendered, My Judgments, remember, not
your's or the world's, and a8 Channing

becanse

says, I am answernlile, not for their right |

ness, but for their uprightness,

Isparn, ‘vhen let your standard be as
near the true one as 18 possible for a hu.
man one to be,

Evennosyne, (guickly.)
trucone? Is it yours?

IsnagL. Not because it 45 mine. We
hiave but one true Idenl Man—the Good
which came out of Nazareth,

What s the

— ———

BuranosyNe,  Measured by ihay Htan.
durd do you hope to lessen (he multitnde
of that unfortunate clnss? Ay, my friend
whose deeds are great ehough o 1in him
to that level ¥

[snarn,  The magnitude of the thing
done s no mensure of the heroism pe
quired to do it and in one sense we might
say there are degrees in moral horolsm
Do you not think it is heroie for the m"nf
est of us all to overcome his peculin
temptation, ns for John Huss to bam g
the stak e, or a Cameronian o endype pér.
seeution tor his fith®  Again It is not s
often the deeds done that are herole g
those that are not done—those that e
renounced-—those dearest hopes of our
1ife perhaps that are resigeed for (he
most uncongeninl work. T believe that the
grandest lesson of life isrenuncintion, To
lenrn to give up in silence our cherished
wishes because duty calls usto it and
even find pleasure in so doing ot te lyst
<18 it not heroic? I8 it not more heroie
than to congquer worlds—for unnoticed we
conguer ourselyes by moral foree, by fie
# more diffieul® ek than to oyvercome the
world by physical power amidst the
pralses of an admiring multitude. And
in that our struggles are unnoticed lies the
neroism.  We ean not be rightly judged

[ or we lose the end for which we are striv.

ing—the bloom is gone from the frait,

“Hutten sle mich beurthellen konnen

8o war' fch nicht vas ich bin."

Mimi's face glowed wiih the thought s
she sat in silence, a black robed figure,
looking out into the west where the moon
hung, w silver setting in the blue enamel
of the heavens and Hesperus gleamed
like & golden lamp. A light wind sud
denly stirred among the vines—like “the
sound of a going in the tops of the mal.
berry trees.” A limitless prairie-sea at
our feot stretehed in the dim distance to
meet the  dark-blue sky.  Across s
sheeny waves of fading Autumn  grass,
shining in the last rays of the moon, there
came the falnt ery of some wandering
bird,  Within the dusky room the piano
which had been growing softer and softer,
now stopped. A light footfall and a scent
of Heliotrope at my side told me withoug
4 100K who slood, & stalely picture, with
white flowing drapery, framed inthe dark.
nesss of the doorway. “A daughter of the
Gods, divinely tall And most divinely
fair,"—ZLa Belle Marie! Her clear voice
broke the charmed silence at last,

“Dreaming as usnal, Mignon?' (Do
not wonder at the number of names we
give our drenmer,  Euplirosyne is such s
stumbling block to us all that we are glad
to substitute almost anything for it
Mignon slowly turned her face still glow
ing with the enthusinsm of her thought.

I was thinking how glorions it must be
to strive for vietory over ourselves and
vanguish the “inward fire.” That after
wll, & life of work and continual strife,
such as is onr destiny, is the noblest tha
could be given us to live-~and the mosg
to be desired,  And that i s not so much
the victory as the strugpele that is the hap-
piness of noble souls. I was even think,
ing I was ulmost glad that I am one of
the uniovely, beeause then T have o diff
cult part in the contest. Don't laugh atme
plesae, I know all my enthusiasin will
vanish with the practical sunlight and I
shall be jusk as doubting and morbid a8
betore, T shall faint in the noontida but
I am the better for even this little flash of
heavenly foe  Sull, after all, what are
you going to do with us?

MAwin. Here is o chance for you o




