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BVERYWHERE.

An angel stood with a Naming sword,
Ana firmly barred my way,
" While there beyond shone the
Gintes,
Bright with the light of day
%0, et me pass,” 1 trombling cried,
But the angel sald me “nay."
“Thou mortal weak, look there below,
At what thou hast left today.* !
And as 1 turned my shrinking face
Toward the edrth with Its joy and
pain,
1 saw the form of one 1 loved,

With armis outstretched In valn
"Let me go back,” 1 humbly craved
And 10! The angel slghed, :
While there beyond, where all was
Bright,

The Holy Gates swung wide,
“The face of God let me behold
Just once ¢er 1 depart,”
“The face of God,” the ange! =ald,
“Ia stamped on every heart.'
And a= 1 spoke a glorfous voloe
Came floating In the alr;
“My child, return.” it softly sald,
“For 1 am evervwhere."

il

CHRISTIAN PILGRIMS.

If we are to believe Don Beaugrillage,
Chevalier Elol de Lohe was trunsport.
ed from Egypt to Touraine In a single
night in & manner which was certain-
1y marvellous, though not unigue, since
authors who are quite as worthy of
credence as Beaugrillnge tell us of gime-
llar adventures and say that they had
pergonal knewledge of them. 1 will
first speak of the adventure of a lord
of Gascony, & most excellent account of
which has been given by Jean Fran-
cols Blade, It Is a singular story, ow-
Ing to the rfact that the devil acted
rather curiously toward the hero ol It,
who, by the way, was a good Christfan.

The hero was “‘as devoul as a priest,
a8 slrong as Samson and withal a man
of incomparable wisdom and prudence.'
(These are the very words of Jean
Francols Biade.) Having sworn by the
Blessed Virgin of Bethanam in Bearn
that if his good wife, who had been
for & long time barren, would finally
give hitn a child he would go to the
Holy Land and spend seven years there
in fHghting the encmles of the good
God, this mighty lord set out for the
Holy Land Immediately after the birth
of the long desired son. For a year he
fought there “like a Caesar.” One day,
bowever, he fell from hi® horse, and
“belng captured by the enemies of the
good God, he was locked up by them
In a tower” There ths devil went to
see him, and on three occasions he
brought him news from him home, And
bad news it was,

"Three brothers,” sald the devil," have
taken possession of your property, and
your wife and son have not found any
relative or friend to Jdefend them, By
night and day these rascals feast In
your castle and they sell the harvest so
that they may squander the money at
gambling. Aye, and the time
I8 approaching when your wife will be
forced to wed one of the three broth-

Naturally, when he heard this news
the good lord was selzed with an ur-
gent desire to return home. The devil
offered him his services and promised
to land him in three days within a hun-
dred yards of his castle, Certain con-
ditlons were attached to this offer, but
these the Gascon Knew how to evade.

The devil took the lord on his back.
Then with one stroke of his wings he
carried him above the clouds; and his
speed was a hundred times greater
than that of a fash of lightning,

The first day the devil said:

“Keep up your courage. Don't lose
your seat. Look down. What do you
see "’

“1 see cities and villages; 1 see rivers
and great forests; I see mountaing and
plains.*

The second day the devil sald:

» *Heop up your cournge. Don't lose
your scat, Look down. What Jdo you

seel”

“l see the ocean, 1 sce Islands, I sce
ships."”

The third day the devil said:

“Keep up your courage. Don't lose

your sgeat, Look down. What do you
Bee

“1 pee my native country. [ see my
castle, 1 gee my wife at the window, |

She is combing my son’s hair with a
beautiful comb of gold, and she Is look-
Ing far away, looking to see If I am
coming back."

Then the devil landed the lord with-
in & hundred yards of his castle and
went away. The poor man was 8o bad-
Iy clothed that he looked llke a beggar,
Until night came he hid himself, but
then be knocked without foar or trem-
bling at the door of the castle,

“Hullo! Hullo!™

“Well, poor man what do you want?'”

“Lackeys, who i in commuand here?’

“He who was in command here died
in the Holy Land. Tomorrow his widow
takes n second husbind, At present she
8 upstairs ln the drawing room, tak-
ing supper with her son and her three
sultors.”

I do not Intend to relate how this
good lord, after the fashion of the an-
clent UVlysses, Killed the three sultors
and made hlmself known to his good |
wife, His Journey through the alr is

the unly mutter which Interests us at
present
A VERY NOTANLE JOURNEY THRO
THE AllL
If the Gascon whose story we have

told as brought from the heart of a |
pagan country by toe devil and landed
safely at his own home, St. Adjutor, on |
the other hand, was providentially res-
cued by saints from paradise, This
saint, who is vulgarly known as St
Ajoutre and St. Ustre, was miracolous-
Iy transported In one night from Je-
rusalem, where he was a captive, to
his castle of Blaru, near the town of
Vernon, In Normandy.

A son of the Duchess Rogamond, Ad-
jutor had become a Crusader In 1005 |
and had gone to the Holy Land with
& thousand good good men-at-arms.
After fighting for seventeen years he
was taken prisoner and was locked up
In Jérusalem. One night, while he was
asleep, he saw In a vision St. Madeline
en his right hand and St. Bernard of
Tiron on his left. Stralghtway they
took him up and they transported him
that very night to the forest of Blaru.
Then they left him, saying:

“T'his I8 the resting place which we
have chosen for youw'™

Adjutor, recognizing the scenes of
hig voulh, called a boy, who was herd-
Ing cattle nt a little distance, and or-
deércd him 1o 20 to the castle and tell
the Duchesg Rosamond that her son
bad returned, The boy carried the
PLEREL K Lyt Boesamond answepred:

J v won B deald at Jerusnlem, and I

will never have the Joy of geelng him
eatre fivme aghin '’

The lttle herdsman went back to
him who had sent him and repeated

these words,
back to the eastle of Blarw,” said
Adjutor to him, “and say that the
three bells of the church are about to
ring of thelr own accord, and will In
that manner announce my return”
And, indeed, the herdsman hnd no
sooner taken this message to the Duch-
ess than the bells began Lo ring. Rosa-
mond, however, shook her head and

waid

count of my son's returning.’

The little herdaman went back a seo-
ond time to Adjutor and the Iatter gave
him yet ancther message.

“Go once more,' he snld, “and tell my
mother that 1 have returned, and, It
ghe will not belleve it, say as & proof
that the cock which s at this moment
on a apit In the ktt‘r-n of the castle
will crow three times,

When the herdsman had glven this
meg=age, the cock that was on the mpit
began (o crow. When she heard him
Hogamond was finally convinced that
her gon had returned, Bo she went to
the forest in order to embrace her
child who had been g0 marvelously re-
gtored to her, She had, however, dee
layed too long:. God Is not willing that
any one ghould doubt his power and
his mercy. Therefore he had called his
gervant back to him. As Rosamond
opened her arms to embrace him, Ad-
jutor drew his last breath, and thus
wis kept the promise which St. Made-
Jine and St. Bernard had made to him

The result was that Hosamond, as
wns quite natural, took the wveill and
died In a gtate of sancilty. The mem-

ory of 85t Adjutor |8 stiil greatly ven-
ernled in the Little town of Vernon.

The story of the mirnculous journey
of the three sons of Madame d'Eppes
I8 almost as well known In the north
of France. Madame d'Eppes wns the
owner of A large and fine properly In
the district of Laon. Her sons ook
the crogg and the pligrim's stoff and
carrded the golden banner of the
d'Eppes over the land which s sanctl-
fled by the blood of Jesus At that
time Fulk, king of Jerusalem, took by
nszault Caesara, which Is the anclent
city of Dan, and which wae situated at
one of the extremitiea of his kingdom.
At the other extremity he erected the
castle of Beersheba, and thus re-eatab-
Hehed In s entirety the kingdom of
DPavid and SBolomon, which, according
to Holy Writ, extended from Dan to
Becrgheba.

Now, Fulk of Anjou, Intrusted to the
three sons of Mme. A'Eppes the guar-
dianghip of the new castle of Deer-
sheba, which was sixteen miles distant
from Ascalon and was constantly
threntened by the Saracens. Ascalon
wa san anclent city of the Philistines
and was then In possession of the In-
fidels, who keplt a strong garrison there,

One dany the three gons of Mme.
d'Eppes were riding at a little distance
fromm Beersheba, when sudenly they
were surprised by a troop of Arab

horgemen, To Ascalon they were taken
and there they were put In a dark dun-
geon, where they would have perighed
miscrably If they had not recelved help
from the Blessed Virgin, who carried
them during thelr sleep back to the
country of thelr birth, where their
mother never expected to see them,
When they awoke they were greatly
surprised to see the Laon couniry and
the cathedral of Laon on top of Lhe
familiar hill

HOW THE CHEVALIER ELOI DB

LOHE WAS AT THE BAT-
TLE OF ABHMOUN.

The story of Elol de Lohe's adven-
ture will perhaps seem less surpris-
ing than the storles which we have
just told. Elol was of good family and
was extremely hand some and well

built. He was nineteen years old when
he sccompanlied his uncle Baudry to
Cyprus and Egypt. When they ar-

rived at a place called Ashmoun they
met the Soudan and he was clothed In
golden armor, on which the rays of the
gsun fMashed with wonderful brightness
The Suracens around him made a ter-
rible nolse with thelr drums. Nothing
happened then, but at nightfall the pa
gans began to fire so fast and go furl-
ously that it seemed as though a dra-
gon wis flying through the air. When-
ever this fire threatened the sacred
relies 8t Loulg sald gamid tears: 0,
gooid Lord (lod, preserve me and my
people! “Amen!” said Elol de Lohe,
And at such moments he thought of
the green Loire and his father's home.
Nevertheless he killed a good many infl.
dels, for he loved to bear himself llke a
man When the battle was over he
could not find any trace of his uncle
Baudiy, who had borne hlinself hrave-
Iy during the confilet and had then dis-
appenried in the thickest of the fight
Elnl de Lohe saw most of his compan-
fons dle of o terrible digense. The flesh
of our lemgs, saye one of them, wasted
awny, and the skin was covered with
black and earth-colored like nn
old bool which has been for a long
time hidden behind a trunk,. Few es-
eaped this disease, and bleeding at the
nose was soon found to be n sure nign
of denth, o that when this symptom
once appeared the sufferer was bound
to dle in a short time. Now, as Eloi
de Lohe was steering a boat that was
going down the Nile¢ with a number of
potients, and was thinking that he
would goon be afflicted with the same
malady, he was captured by the Sara-
cens and was led before o certaln Emir,
who =aid to him: “You are a youth of
great beauty and you scem to be very
strong, If you will embrace the faith
of Mohammed 1 will give you great
power over my slaves and you shall be
lord over my gardens.” But Elol de
Lohe refused to embrace the faith ot
Mohammed,

Az he stood beneath the porch of the
Emir's palance Blol saw approaching
him a swarthy old man, whom he at
first ook for an Arnb, but in whim he
sonn recognized a squire named Plerre
who was a native of Cougny-leg-Tours,
and whom he had not geen since the
battle of Ashmoun

“Plorre,” =ald he to him,
to you before the end comes for
both of us, which will assuredly be
soon, for there I8 no doubt that we will
ke sacrificed 1o the Mohammedan [dol
St11, you will be able to give me news
af my uncle, audry, who taken
prisoner by the Baracens nt Ashmoun
I suppose he {8 at pregent enduring
great sufferings in the service of Owm
Lord T

“You necd not suppose anyihing ol
the kind, sir,))" replied Plerre, “Your
uncle audry has taken up the business
of preserving roses wt BEmyrmna, where
he lives In a fine garden, with fifty
wives, whom he eells whenever they
cese to please him.™

Flol de Lohe was surprised and sorry
to hear that his uncle Baudry was noe
lunger a4 Christian He was not, how-
eer, begulled by his example; on the
contrary, it strengthened him in his
resolution to remain a Christian

The Emir, who thought that such
handsome fellow ought 1o bhecoame a4 pa
gan, constantly entreated and throsten

spols

“1 am gland

Ry

wis

a

ed him, and finally ordered that he l.'i
Cast Into prisen.

The Juiler, who was a garrulous old
man, related many fine parables, hop
ing that they wauld induce him iy
change his mind All his lubor, how
eeVr. Was in vain

The Emir finally saw clearly that nel.
ther the dread of punishment npor tn-l
lave [ wealth wauld ever impel Elo)
de Lohe to become a Sardacen Fie Bt
tered himself. however, thit logle would
win the day, and so be sent to him th
mosl lenrned doctors in AraMda, and
avery day they reasoned with him I,ﬂi
his cell In the most subtls fashion. |
The ductors knew Aristotle apd  ox- |

in mathemntlcos, medicins :1“1;
my. Elol d¢ Lohe knew pothing |
of astropomy, medicios muthematics
or of the works of Aristatle. but hel
knew by heart the Lord's Prayer .-;::'.|
Eevers! other beautiful prayers .\nd.

| “These bells are not ringing on so-' that Is why the learned Arablan dectors
! were unable to cenvince him, and with-

drew, covered with confusion,

The Emir, who was of an obstinate
vangquished, even though Arlstotle and
the doctors had falled in thelr mission.
And he resolved (o try another plan,
which would surely produce a better
result,. WIth this Intent he summoned
one of his Nty daughters—a girl named
Bulbul, who was young, besutiful, a
fine musiclan and a4 more subtle logl-
¢lan than any learned doctor

The Emir ordered hig daughter Bul-
bul to array herself in her most costly

ralment, to anoint herself with oil of
baleam and to visit Elol de Lohe In
prison.

"o, my daughier,” he sald to her,

*and teach this Christian the Mdhame-
medan law, And undergtand that your
work will be of little avall If you meres
Iy speak the truth, You musgt gee o it
that your arguments  are rendered
maore cogent by the brightnegs of your
eyven, by the radiant glory of your
halr, by the perfume from your bosom
and by the roundnesa of your arms,
and thot when you speak all the nrta
of persunslon are ol work around you
ke a light and powerful odor.™

The Emiv's Instructions have seemed

unreasonable to some wuthors who
have told this story PDon Heaugril-
lage, however, observes that they are
Just such Instructions as an infidel

would be liKkely to give in such a case
In like manner, he says, the daughlers
of Midian and of Morb, by the detest-
nble adviee of the ralse prophet, Ba-
laam, were gent o the children of 18-
rael with the object of perverting them
and causing them to fall Into dointry,
and In Hke manner the daughters of
Ammon turned the henrt of the great
king, Solomon, toward (dolatry, und 8o,
too, Queen Athalie, having inspired
with passion the son of the holy king,

Josaphat, Indured him to become &
worshiper of Baal
At any rate the Emir asked his

daughter every duy If she was making
good progress In her conversion of the
Chevaller de Lohe, and the princess
Bulbul prudently replied that there was
still A good deal of work to do In that
direction. Bhe gpoke In thls manner so
that she might vigit Elol as often A8
she pleased.  Already, however, she
wne fully determined to free him from
prizon and to flee with him. For they
were In love with each other.

When everyvthing was ready for the
execution of this plan Bulbul, while
her attendants were nsleep, escaped
one night from the palace by a garden
door, and under her cloak she carried
her jewels In a easket. And so she set
free Chevaller de Lohe nnd took him
to the bank of the Nile, where he found
a boatman., who rowed him over to the
other side.

They fell asleep. The next day Elol
wns surprised to see the steeples of
Tours and the Lolre, with its light sand,
flowing Indolently as ever. Bulbul was
not less astonished. Noone knows how
they were transported from Egypt to
Touraine. Bulbul was baptized by the
Bishop of Tours, and she married Elol,
and In this way ahe became the ances-
tress of a4 long line of descendants,

- ..
Everyone His Own Deserts.

(Heélen Wilmans in “Freedom.™)

“My own shall come to me.' It shall
come because It Is related to the char-
acter of my mental development. If
my mental development is of a law or-
der then my surroundiug conditions
will correspond. As 1 go on improving
my mind, gaining more knovledge of
the law of growth and of wmy own la-

tent powers my conditions will im-
prove. And this thing will go on for-
ever, Let no one suppose that because

a few men have heaped up much money
this praoves my statlement untrue,
Money Is related to their development,
but it has enslaved them; it has be-
come thelr master, and does not add to
thelr happiness, Money properly ae-
quired under a Knowledge of the law
of growth and of one's relation to the
law will free the Individunl; It will be
his slave and not his master,

Kz vledge g the food of the iImmor-
tals: and 8o long as they confine thems-
aelves to It, using thelr brains freely
In digesting It, making practical ap-
plication of it when It |8 perfected,
death or old age 8 simply Impossible to
them,

The habit of procrastination s simply
a habit of lifelessness; a hablt of de-
vitalization. But how can such persons
come out of thelr condition? They can
come out of it by thinking. The habit
of thinking on almost any  subject
whatever will arouse thelr braing In a
way to put more vitality in thetr bodies;
with more vitnlity thus added the pow-
er to think will be increased and the
power to enjoy also, until after awhile
the pleasures of life -will take hold of
them and start them in an effort Lo per-
petuate life here In thi= world. The
habit of postponement will become con-
quered and they will become practically
citlzens of our beautiful earth,

“Gireat truthse are dearly bought; they
do not come by ¢holee, they are not
blown in our way by the passing wind,
they come from long continued thought,
A fact pleked up here, a truth from
some other source, those combined and
joined with & thought of your own, the
power to concentrate the mind, and
goon mental strength is ours, and we
can go gleanig sheaves of the truth of
truth that are o thickly strewn In our
way."—Martha 8. Richardson.

-——— .

A young man and a young woman
simultanecousty started for the same
gentl on a grip car yesterday afternoon
at Fifth and Main street. The young
man discovered the young woman's
purpose and gallantly stopped The
yvoung woman flounced hersolf quickly
into the seat. which was hullt for one,
and regarded the voung man with a
pityingly triumphant glance, that sald
but too plainly: “You're too slow.”

The young man, who spends that part
of his time which 18 not engaged (u the
practice of law In studying human na-
ture and philosophizing, went back to
the rear end of the traller and told 4 re.
porter who was perched there all about
It

“In the slow days of long ngo a wo-
man would have been quick to detect

the courtesy and prompt to acknowls
edge It, but,” with fine scorn, “in these
rapid later days, if & mun makes a

wted an if he
ieally deforme.

Blulr at politeness he s b
were an imbecile or phy
ed and inactive

“1f ever | give up a gent 1o any wo-
man, unlegs 1 know her, T hope 1 may

be sent to 8pain 1o learn selfishness, |
propose 1o sit ke a sphinx, and If wo-
men have forgotten the finer gentle-
ness of thelr sex, let the recall it by
rumination while holding to a strap in
A Mreect car.”

- -

Alkall 1ke—8a you Killed that lterary

chap from down cusl”

Cactus Pele—Yep His +ddieatinn
ftood Him in good stead until he tripd
ta read de cards In 8 poker gamie. Then
it proved his ruinaticn

- . -

First Tramp—Dig s what 1 call a
mixcd drink

second Tramp—Ain't it bieer®

First T'rmmp=—Yes. bt Ii's beon took
out of sixteen different kegs

THE BLUE AND QOLD.

1
Long #'¢r the morning star hath slipped
Awny
Drawing etheral
face
To

hide
Buch

ribes  before her

: her beauty from all-seeini
any
i® her
Brade,
Into the vaulted blu
Splrals of golden
come
Trembling with Joy, they reunite ngain
To join their beautivs Ull the day 18

chastity and malden
of Baul's domalin

glery  shimmering

'1"“I'
Making 1o watching man & glorfous
sight
After the faint falrness of the night
The bLlue and gold, so beputiful to
o)
One disenchantment only Joth con-
taln
A slivery chill o'or-hanging scems to
b
Bo fulr, so chill doth harmony dis-
dain

The blue and gold doth symboline our
lan,;
WwWars birnzom trumpet blares her re.
Enl pride;
Frecdom and power seem walking hand
in hand,
And ull i= falr that's by the eye de-
meribied
while we wvaunt her
her fame
A crawling ohill doth over steal the

But glory and

heart
Falr Liberty doth hide hir face for
shame
Thut none will to a call for succor
stnrt,
But linger long with fingers in the
Purse
While a poor nelghbor groans be-
nenth her curse,
Our Iand ix falr, but with the gold

and blue
There clings a tinge of Nero's purple

hue
1L
My Indy's eyes are as the morning
whiog,
Grayv-blue and blithesome, a celostial
patr

O'er-brimming with cach thought that

lives and dies,
Falr eves, bespeaking thought as
truly falr,
And @ gold crown doth decorate her
birow-
A crown of twenty thousand golden
banids,

A flowing halo that doth lend s glow,
And as a glory from her head ex-
pands,
Her presence i a balm unto my soul,
For whers ghe s, dull sorrow can-
not hide,
The strength of her
ward roll,
Expelling raw contentions from her

perfections out-

glde,
1 only #igh that being chilly pure,
She cannot feel of love's consuming
fire,
V.
But why complain of beautles not en-
tire?
God lenves the rest for us to make
complete,
If we admire the beauties which but
nre,
We mend the lack; for all such
fancles aweel

Are winrm and rosy red; thus we dis-
el
The only fault, and perfect make the
well, —~KTHEL GRIFFITH.

PR S——

What profita It, O America, to prevall
In camp and mart and council, and
bustrew
With sovercign argosles the
blue,
And wreat thy tribute from each slil-
ver #=nil,
If. in thy strongholds, thou canst hear

waters

the wall
Of maldens martyred by the Epanish
Crew,
Whose tenderest mercy was the sword
that slew,
And left no hand to wield the purging
il

deemed that thou dids't  hold
charge from him
Who watches glrdler round with cher-
ulsim
To =nilte the wronger with thy destined
roel
Walt'st thou his sign? Enough, the
sleeplesys oy
Of virgln gouls for vengeance, and on
high
The gathering blackness of the frown
of God,

wWae n

- -

If T was rich, 1'd have a hike,
I'd chaw terbacker an' 1'd fight;
1I'd go to Cuba “ith Unole Sam,
And all them Spanish I'ud lam
If 1 was rich

All bhoys wnd never go a day

To Sunday schonl, but alers play.

And Jeg' have fun from morn till night—
Now wouln't that be out o sight!

111 was rich!

I wouldn't Fave to work n lick,

IBut jes' chaw candy til 'se sick,
An' pum! I'd have n bushel basket,
tn' glve to nll the Kids as asket,

If 1 was rich!

I'd worh my face Jo8 once n weolk,
An' then ye'd never hear me squek,
When ones g month 1 combed my bhear,
An' wash-nll.over! Never, there!

IT 1 was rich!
JAMES L
Nelh,

WHITTINGHAM,
Omaha

-

Only a bird! and a vagrant boy
Fits o pebhle with boyish skill
Into the fulds of o supple sling
“yWateh me him him. 1 can an® 1 wilL*
Whirr! and a slience ehill and =ad
Fulls like a pall on the vibrant alr,
From a brchen tree, whenoe a shower
aof song
1ud fallen i ripples everywhere,
Nnly a bird! and the tiny throat
With guaver and trill and whistle of
flute
Brulsed and bleeding and silent
There it his feet
And The by
wueh,
Frouid of hig prowess and brutsl skitl,
Throws It nstde with o cureless toss
Only o bird! It was made to KilL"

s
Its chords are mute,
with Joud and bolsterous

Only o bird! yet far away

Little apnes clamor and ery for food—
Clarror and ery and the chill of night

Kettles over the orphan brood
Winker and fainter the moanlnge ecall

For o hrooding breast that shall nover

i1
LY s ks o'er o lonely nest
voe] Hided \ nidd dumhb
Mary Moy iy in “Hilrds
- . -

T} prowar f I notlon enahlen
it b h < this It tes nand
th i iy & m 1 t m I
4 n t ! ! n pmnd "
A i i | ] Ml ks ] (]
{ w. W 1 1 ingiy

- - -

130 who b | " n is r shoot
birds with air guns r hivey i '
shaould Lw meverviy pUnisiivd by W,
while ndyitas who do o sheuld be ban-
18k 1 from Lthe coun-rk

|

| glmpses of thelr vichness

I|,-" y

| apecinl Toallivied eneny

DONT BELIZVE IN OREEK.

It s not to the Greeks and HNomans
that I owe the formation of my heart
and mind. It is not 1o Virgll or to Cle-
tro; It Ia not to Seneca or to Livy; It
Is not to Bophocles and Plato that 1
owe It I owe It rather to the bible, |
o the clamsi¢ French writérs, to Mon-
talgne, to Pascal, 1o Ln Bruyere, to
Rossonu, to Chateanubriand, to Lamars

’Illln', o Michlet, to Saltte-lbuve, o
I'anine and to Renan
But 1 am becoming more and more

asquiinted with the fact that | know
nothing, I am lgnorant of the Englisgh
Inngunge, which Is apoken by onehalt
the world, and my terman iy simply |
pitiable, Now you will sny that It 1s

my own fault, and that I might have
learned those langunges when 1 was
young, Bul wan It my fault, when I

had at my disposal only one ftaoulty of
Intellectunl work, Hmited and medloore,
which was absorbed completely by the
ptudy of defunct languapges Iimpored
upon me by a blind tradition, and from
which 1 derived veory 1itle advantage?
And don't helleve for o moment theat 1
am the only man in this situation. The |
beautien of the Eoglish nd German
langunges, although 1 can gel only
are 1o me &
Cln#ed |
with intellectual

little better thoan
can not even travel
profit, 1 have forgotien the littde that
1 did know of physical and natural
pcfence, My limbs are awkward and
heavy I have no manual training, I
nm o man In a deserted Island, and
more lonely than Hobinson Crusoe, 1
ptill feel the wolght of the cvening
gtudles of the Institution of muassin,
which Insted thyee hours andgd a half,
and which closed a day's work with-
out fresh alr, without recrention and
durlng which 1 racked my brain over
superfluous Greek ang Laltin I am
good for nothing except to wrlte, and
I would not dare to lay that to my
Latin, because I T write my native
lunguage correctly 1T certainly do not
clalm o write It more putely than
Louls Veullot, who only went through
the cours de “ln mutuelle,” or George
Sand, who Jdid not recelve whal I8
called a Hberal education,

The study of dead lnnguages s useful
ms an exercise of the mind Itut why
should not the study of living lan-
guages be just an valunhie? So far as
1 ean judge, the German grammar 18
more beautiful and more harmonious
In Ita complexity than the Latin gram-
mar, and [t ia not Inferjor to the Greek
grammar. And as for the Intillectual
and mornl substance of antique litern-
ture, It In not alone by the classies that
it penetrates the mind of our children;
it is rather—and how much enriched 7—
by the English, the German, the Itallan
and the Spanish writers

1f, therefore, the bhenefit derlved from
Latin s s0 small for a man like me,
who, twenty-five years ago, knew It
very well, what profit can It be to nine-
tenths of our colleglans, who nppear to
learn it, but who do not know It and
who can never know 1t?

The faculty does not dare o erasge
Latin from the progrims or to maintain
the venerable and proved method by
which alone It ean be thoroughly acs
quired, There are no more Latin themes,
no more Latin verses, and, 1 might al-
most say, no motre Latin compositions,
I have seen the themes and exerclses
of some of the students, They wete
gimply lamentable. It g clear that
their Latin will never help them to
write French with  propriety, unless
they have that gift naturally, or 1o
understand the Latinisms of our classio
writers, which, after all, would be onl
a Hitle galn, out of all proportion wit
the cost

Therefore they loge thelr time, since
they waste It by vainly attempting to
learn » language which, even If ac.
guired, would be almost useloss, Now
all thig time would be better employed
—1 da not gay in the study of the living
or of natural selenoes and geography,
because that s evident, but in games,
in gymnastics, and in the handling of
carpenters’ tools,
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REJOICE AND BE GLAD.

(Frecdom. )
« Glnd of whut? Oh, everything. I
you sweep crossing put your soul into
your work while you sweep, Make

clenn your corner of the earth, The
Joy of any kind of work is in doing 1t

| smiled and even

ur well ng it can be dane. Try 1t and
see how the net of concentrating the at-
tention on what you are doing will
deliver you from fecling that it is wear.
Ing, or benenth you or anything you
don't want It to be,

Jemember It 18 not the kind of work
you are dolng that will elevate you
or lower you In the evolution of the
race, It 1s the attentlon that you give
It that s helping orgnnlze your mental

faculties and lft you Into a clearer
counsciousiicss,
If you are overburdencd with sore

trialg that seom insurmountable
—nnle capital of them, Say to yours
self quite calmly and rensonably, I
am glnd of every one of these things |
that have befallen me because they |
are helping me to cultivate patience
and fortitude and 1 know that these two
qualitieg, are the cssence of n clear,
conventrated mind which is bound to;
get 1o the bottam of things, I am will-
ing to plow my way through whatever
comies, 1 will look sharp and do It.”
With such a resolution you will feel
yourself borne above luss or responglbil-
ity, You wlil get your bearings and be |
able to make head and tull of your|
affalrs and fnd soursell inexpressibly
cheered and enlightendd

Seurch for things to be glad about,
Take ten minutes time each day for
the purpose of gettineg acqualnted with
yourself, Take account of stock oc-
caslonully amd above nll have no stand-
ing quarrel or feud with anybody or
anything. Be frisnds with the universe,
KATE H. RUSSELL.

TOWS

fend a pure thought to the lustful,
a peaceful thought to the revengeful, a
thoueght of strength and self-tespect to
the slave of appetites, and each thought
will return to you sooner or later laden
with ten-fold its former burden and the
one you sought to help will feel Its
beneficent power and learn to find hap. |
piness in the only way—through knowl- |
wdge k. L. WOODS, |

We worship soulg in proportion to
their ability to stand alone, even though
we lvan upon each other in abject help-
lesaness while doing It

—_— -—- . - —

w“What do you think of young Edl.
son's c¢laim that he ¢an photograph
thought*" HEald Barker 1o Kammerer,

the amnteur photographer

“That's nothing extraordinary I've
done 1t mys=If It'"s & eoombinotion of
mind rending and photography. A few

weoks ago [ made up my mind to pro-

a 10 Miss Dukkats. but with my pe-
cullar power 1 saved myself the morti-
fleation of o verbal refusal by devel-
iplng & poEativy "

- -
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CTOWS «

and owls destroy field mice,
At homts of “cul worma,” clierry
el worm and
vasshlippers, locusts,
shilen yorm. spple
ve thelp
f without which
would soun dismay the farvmer.

rds conkuime the
mhor pewts, While @

tiee

s

worms and cherry warms all hs

they

| of his

ANTON SEIDL.

When Seldl conducted for the first
time In New York, "Lohengrin” was
the opera, We all thought we Knew
that opera perfectly well, and yet It
sounded so differently that many of us
were greatly pussied. Not alone were
the climaxes bullt up In & new man-
ner, the melodles brought out In a more
plastic way, and n hundred lovely po-
ctle detalls supplicd that were formers
Iy miseing, but the opera, an 1 have
already observed, sounded differently.
Belng noked why this was so, My, Held)
winked, but pefused
to give any further explanntion, For
my own part, 1 think that Mr, Seldl
mnay have had the same cxperience
with “"Lohengrin® in New York that
Hane Itiehter had In London. When
the latter rehicarsed the opera for tﬁ.
frst Ume In the Knglish capital it sud-
denly Jeaked out thut the parts con-
tained no less than one hundred nnd
CIRNLY-HIX errors, uhd that it had beon
Eiven In this way, mistakes and all
for something ke a quuarter of u.-".'
tury. ]
Let that be as it may, Anton Heldl
Was acclaimed n musician of the high-
eAL I¥pe the moment he made himself

honrd  he re And his sucoces  grew
apace,  With every new interpretation
the number of hid adherents beemima

lnn_:--r. thelr admbrdition more fervent,

Wherefore My, Seldl determlined forth.
with to settle down here with his wife
~who, as Augunta Krous, wan known
an one of the brightest ornaments of
the German Opera company—and fto
become an American cltizen. In those
dnys he was afMicted with “America-
mania™ In Ite noutest form. Everything
appealed to him—our democratie wWhys,
aur enthustaem for the works of Wag-
per, our mixed drinks, our Welsh rare-
bits, our American clubs, our American
scenery, He lived for o while with his
wife In West Thirty-eighth street, but
decamped gqulckly for reasons that had
better not be told, A French maker
of farces would embrace you for tell-
Ing him these reasons, but rather let
the Palals Royal do without a splcy
novelty than narrate the story here
Resolving never to be tanken in again,
Anton Seldl and his wife took up thely
quarters for & while In the apnrtments
of the Metropolitan Opern House, but
It was not untll they took n house of
thelr own thit even thelr  Intimate
friends had the slightest notion of the
couple’'s charming domestic attributes.
For never was there a house in which
you met with such boundless hospltal-
ity, with such truly interesting people

Wagner's musle was not as familiar
then as it s r*uwaulnys. and nothing
gave Anton Seidl greater joy than te
#it down to his plano and unfold to
his friends the benuties of Wagner's
scores,  He had lttle or no technlque
from a virtuoso's point of view. And
yet he played the Instrunient in a8 man-
ner that was unigue. His touch waa
w0 beautiful that the plano seemed te
elng, and he could play In & mannet
thiut was truly orchestral,

The musie of Wagner was of courss
his religlon, but he loved Bach passion-
ately. If ever you took him in bhis
gtudy unawares you found him ponder-
Ing over a prelude or a sonata of the
plous old cantor. Latterly he was wrap.
ped up in Tschaikowskl, too, and thess
three  maoasters—Bach, Wuagner and
Teehnlkowski-—he revered more, I think
than any other composers, They aps
pealed more strongly to his tempera-
ment, but It must not be thought for
that reason that he was not In sympa
thy with other things he undertook
for he was a firm bellever In the old
gnw that what I worth doing at all I
worth dolng well, and nothing could
have been more unjust than  the
charges which were frequently mads
thot Herr Seldl slighted all muste thal
was not Wagnerinn, These rumors fre.
quently prejudiced people against him
capecially distinguished singers and
planiets,  Yet when Herr Beldl unex-
pectedly led “Faust™ one evening, Jear
de NMeszke, who had never sung thh
operan under him before, remarked to
me: 1 wias never so surprised in o my
life, for I never sang with such eas
and certalnty hafore, The man seomed
to anticipate everyihing | did, and ac-
companied me as Iff wo had studled the
part together for years."

Simllarly did Mr. JoseTy express him.
self when he first played to Seldls
necompaniment one of the Tachalkow-
skl convertos In Philndelphia BOme
yeirs gince, “Seld! can ¢onduct any.
thing—when he wants to,"” was the vir
tuoso's verdlet,

SEIDL'S WIT.

A young ginger whose volee was gors
geous, but whose talent, as s frequent.
ly the case, was infinltesimnl, often
pestered him by asking him hls advice
She hnd Just been making bad siips al
a rehearsal and eame to him, score ln
hand, saying: “"Now, what do you ad-
vige me to do, Herr Kapellmelster?”
And! gnzing steadfastly at the young

| woman for o minute or two, he retorted

by saying with the utmost dellberation
“1 ndvise you"—emphasizing the lattes
pronoun—"to marry some rich old
trocdesman!” And the lady did!

A FAVORITE RESORT,

Put rehearsals or no rehenrsils, and
in good humor or 111 humor, you could
gee him every afternoon at nbout thred
wending hisa way to the Cafe Frelsch.
mann, situnted at the corner of Tenth
gtreet and Broadway, Detesting walk.
ing us he did, he would take the Fourth
avenue car, and, Indifferent to all ell
matie conditions, always stand on the
front platform, emoking his cigar. Te
the majority of the drivers and brake.-
men the gentleman in the high silk hat
and with the long haly was known sim.
ply as “the Professor” Thit's a funny
Hitle democeratic wiay we've got, A
few who got curlously Interested mads
it thelr business to discover his identity
and, upon bhoarding the car, courteous.
Iy saluted him ag “Mr. Seadle!

The most lovable side of the man's
nature, however, was revealed when
he was guite free from care  DBefore
he went to London for the spiring sea-
gon last year he went to his summet
home in the Catakill mountains, There
in a place called Flelschmunn's, though
betier known by its former name
which was Griffin's Corners, Her Seld!
was ag full of life and proks as =
schoolboy, Had the place been a bit
own Hungarian fatheriand he
could not have been fonder of it. And
when any of his friends came up from
the ity to visit him he was In a ver-
ftable transport of joy Nothing was
too good for such a ane, and Frau Seldl
who was one of the most loyal, de-
voled wives man ever had, vied with
her husband 10 make the guest feel at
home,

Heavens, how those peaple did feast!
Eyvin Mr. Pepys, of diary fame, would
have boen satisfied A dozen people
could hive turned up for dinner unex-
pectediy and yet the supper of Leber-
knoedel-8uppe, of trout. of Backhaendd
and of Apfelstrudel would never have
glven out. The wines, too, being of ths
choleest vintage, the house naturally
rang with mirth and lnughtey on such
GoCAsSIONS.

A man that was as fond as Anton
ge'd! of the dumb brute Wax a good,
lovable man, depend upon It

The music he made often trunsported
the Wetener 1o heaven, Hig goodness to

his Jdogs must have made them think

o bl ildame,



