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'8 THE HESPERIAN STUDENT.
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The THind is n little prosy, but filled
with substantinl muterind, all the same.

The Trénity Tublet talks well about
American humor v, English. It ¢laims
that though we have “no great organ of
fun, sneh as Punch 18 o England, and
Chavivard to Fanee,” we are not therefore
inferior or deficient in this respect. Our
whole liternture, especially our periodi
enls, is replete with ~eins of nutural, fresh
wit and humor. This appears to us to be
sccording to nature,  As in lite, <o in lit.
erature, we do not want all the fun and
gpice, set apart for w separate meal at

given hour, but want it to permeate and |

give relish to the whole at all times.

A Glanee at Our Country’s Past.

More than ninety-nine venrs ngo, in
the continental eongress nt Philadelpliia,
the Declavation ol Wiks
remd, and the tttli'slinll wis, “shall It be
andopted ¥ and the ayes had it. That vote
changed the political eharacter of this
western world: it secured for us not only
the sympathy, but the admiration of the
best mer in all ages; it roused into action
those envrgies that have caused the wil.
derness to blossom. as the rose, covered
our scas with commeree, filled our land |
with happiness and indastey; it gave o
us freedom as well as independence, and |
Just here is the gueat stronghol! of her |
greatness, for if & man would be greut |
he must be free, for he can never have in
his soul elther pocioy or t'lmpll-nm',ur1
patriotism, without the light and glow of
liberty,  God has made him so,

*Tis liherty alune

That gives the flower of Necting life
s luster and perfume,

And we wre woeds withont I

Let us, then, (us we enjoy her freedom, |
and admire the grestness to which she |
has attained) not forget the many struggles
through which our country has passod,

llll’l'[ll'lh'l‘lll‘l'

Her first contlict was with the wiliness
of nature.  Nature clad in her wildest ar. |
riy, sheathed In glittering snow, and gath- |
ering up the awe of the grand mysterious
solitude, <he blew upon those pilgrim
futhers the chill of those December winds
and sought to plerce their hearts with its
iey spear.  But they were no faint hearted
men, the wilderness was 1w how before
their strong arms and stout hearts. The
conflict has joined, it has gone on antil
forest and praivie, valley and hillside, |
have yielded betore it and in its bloodless |
track, shoots up the green blade of corp, |
rise the walls ol ¢ities and villuges Lloom
and smile—the gurden of happy homes,
But the contliet with wild nature w I8 s -

“I-'Iltt'll l!_\' the strugele with savage men
For tifty yenrs the trewty turmaed by our
forefathers with Magsnsoil, the great s
chem of the Wampunong, continued in-
\'ilnl:ll--, but at length the Hames of war. |
fure Kindled.  The hotoliet, it
ETUITEN buried only hy the !l
arm that wiclded 1t But the white man
wias the vietor and the red men
melted away, “Slowly and sadly
¢limb the mountain and read their doom
in the setting san, They are passing be |
fore the wave of the mighty tide thatshall |
wash over them forever”  Let us hope
that & peaceful evening may clese the his
torical day (if ¢lose it must) of this doom-
ed and dying ruce.

Then enme the confliet the memory of
which clusters olosely around our hearts,

wuere

wis o e

have |
they

to the land of their birth, England's soil
England’s fume and  England's renown
were theirs, Tt was only whenthe convie-
U tion fustened itsell upon them that there
was no sectrity but in independence,
that they threw to the breeze the flig uf
their solomn and daring adventure, and |
having taken the step, they went forward
with iron nerve und heroie valor and vie.
tory crowned their efforts,  And we their
children, would honor them for this noble
step of herolsm.  Hud not our fathers, a8
it were, turned from  the parental roof,
burst from the galling yoke of bondage
| that shie would with skillful hands have fet.
teredl them, where woulid we as a nation, as
a people have beent  Did not our fathers
purchinse this Hberty, this imlv|wllnlu-m-(ﬂfl
Did they not sacrifice their almost every |
comfort, lnying all upon their couptry's

altary  And shesmiled ns ghe aecepted the
offering and ganve them in return freedom
andd independence. How  welcome o

thosge war-scarred velerans were the yenrd
of peace that ollowed the elose of this |
long contliet!  How sweet to thein was |
the folding of the wings of Peace as she
hoveicd over thci.

But again did Britin deign 1o insull
her glorious offspring, and by numerons
insults provoked into action the feclings
of revenge and defense,  And again did
our noble forests echo and re.ccho the roar
of cannon, the clash of musketry and the
groans of soldiers dying far from home
and friends.  But I need not tell you ours
wits not the defeated but the victorions;
you are ull conversant with the history of
our loved country.  But again in forty-six
came the trouble with Mexico. This was
another victory, another trinmph achieved
which added apother gem to the crown,
another lnurel to the wreath of our nation.

Sweet Peace ngain hovered o'er us, andd
resting upon the thought that, a8 i nation,
our triuls were over, no more should she
be foreed to leave us, But soon we saw
she was again preparing for flight and
souring away she left us amid our foes.
This muy be called aur stuggle, for where
is the one that is here tonight, that had
no interest in the last national confiet.
Did we not see our loved ones leave for
the hardships of soldier life?  Did we not
see our fathers and brothers and friends
gird on the armor and go o the front?
We ean almost feel the pressure of their
hiands as they bade us farewell and marched
awny, They loved their home, but they
loved their eountry; they were brave in
battle; true through trouble; unmurmur-
ing in pain: patient in sorrow, anc loyal

Vi death. :

Shall we forget the
enjoying pence, pence that wns ]ollt'-'ln:lal'd'
by the sufferings of all and the lifeblood |
of maty of our dewr soldier boys* How |
many _of them have returned lll'lillli"il'.1
Here B u hrother with an srmless sleeve.
That Httle hand T held so ofton in ehild.
hood, strengthenced with his strength andd
matured with his might until it was able
to strike n blow for his country:
hand and arm P

wulilier, now we are

thint
then and there, lefi
vpon the bloody ficld of Spottsylvania,
and he maimed for life,. How mn;w i it
tle foot that has run so quickly 'ﬂ.l the
mother's bikling, now lies perishing far
from its owner! Such men are all HINON L
us—our duty is wo plain to be mistaken.
Well do we remember the joyous meet.
ing when this confliet ceased and we wore
folded in the arms of a dear father, and

Wi,

met by the *home welcone”  Let us not
l'nl'ltt'l.lhl' witlows and orphans who luulI
no joytul mecting, when this war wis ov.
er, but herfloneliness, one continned llighi.:
Her hushumd sleeps upon some far ofl
battle fleld, or his bones lie Bleaehing
neath the scorching sun, or not even his
resting plaee known,

Were we now 1o g0 south, we shoula
not hiear the roar of cannon, the flash ot
musketry, the clash of sabers, the neigh-|
ing of the war horse, the bugle's blast and |
the monns of dying soldiers, who had
fought, bled and died for our country, |
The dear old fing that floats so proudly in
the hreeze, that ander its blessed flolds we
feel such satety and protection, eame ont |
of the contest, like silver fromthe farnnee,
purificd.  No longer that harbarons word
sluvery pollutes its folds, but is inscribed
instend, A race et free, a nntion redeemed,
andd feedom vindieated  But the
that tried men's sonls, is not merely fAids
torde but present.  Grave questions of the
entire poablem of American destiny await
its solution, We are in doanger from those
evils that sap the THeblood of a nation

Oh God! hasten the tme when we ne
nation shall be free from all the
politieal life, from Intempernnce, monied
aristocracy  and  eatholocism: and may |
penee and harmony dwell together, so that |
from the counting house of the millionare
walching his complicated web of enter.
prise, to the hillside plowboy whistling |
un echo to the Iark in the clouds,

Tao theo,
Onr Conntry, seeing thow art frew,
Ana C.Go Winniams.
An ortion delivered before Palladian
Bociety, Oct. 24, 1875

timues

. ™ |
evils of

Tourmnline,

The stones were smnoth and oblong, of]
the size of o robin’s égg, Afteen innumber,
and strung on a thin silver cord without
setting of any sorl. Their color was a
pale pink, bt no words can deseribe how
resplendent. No diamond, no milkawhite
pearl, no dew drop was ever so luminous,
g0 clear,  Bo intense was the light, so much |
did they reflect light, that away down the |
passage 8o dark I conld not see Jezebel's
alabaster throat, I could see them glow
rosily as though they themselves were n |
tiny source of light, yet, in the strong sun.
light, they were almost white und color-
less and dazzled the eyes so that on trn,
ing from them, other objects were not vis.
ible for the glory that still lingered.

More than one had turned to look mt
Jezebel that evening s we entered the
thronged rooms of Madame €1 “ Look at
Miss Lorne” said Wil T.:i);]l'nl o me as
wo stood warching the changing scenes
whieh shifted through the wide halls,
“Does she not make you think of Undine
and Lucrezia in oney Ugh, it makes me
Whutspell i« on her to night v
I turned my eyes where Jezobel stood
venidy to join the waltz, The small head |
drooped slightly ns welghed down by the |
red-gold

shiver,

masses of wavy  hnir which

monlded ehin,  Now and then, ns the gy
Hght fell full upon them, dazzling jis o
light seemed 1o dart o and fra wronmd
thom,  As T gnzed and gnzed in faseipg
tion, 1 seemed 10 lose conscionsness of i
personnlity  and everything around e
to grow dim. laiﬂll"i, tlowers, |||-1-..;'_||].,m
and the moving forms Jomed Tndiserin
inntely in the mad whivl of the daneeps
and all objects were but one confuss
mass of indistinguishable shapes.  Only,
everywhere distinet  before  my "\":".
gleamed that eirele of pink five u\\'u;—ing
(o the eythm of the * Wine, Womuan aud
Song " mensure which flled the tower.
seonted niv,  What spell was indeed 1poy
her?

The starlight fell around vs that pighy
as | stood to hear the last rastle of le
stlken gown sweeping through the duop
way of the old Hall.  Something foll wiil
nostrange mutled soupd o the marble
puvement, but she did not notice. N
did L Gl T tarned to go. The clasp of
the neckluce had purted and the stones
hnd fallen. T held them up in the moon

light, halt covercd with frost, for they

seemed to attract everything thoy touchsd,
und they lovked like the glowing conls of
nowood five with the side from the heat
turning grey with ashes. I had never
seen them so full of coln,  The waves of
fiery light seemed to come and go, to buen
and fade, like living couls. Was [t the
monnlight  that made them  so  mar
velously beautiful, or had the things lifey
A sharp pricking sensation  went up
through my palm to my arm and yet an
other nll over my frame. That was all
for though I shifted them from one hand
to the other nnd all around [T could not
feel the sensation again,  Just then Jeze,

|
bel came anxiously buck and I handed

them 1o her saying, * Do you feel ity
“They nre electric,” she eagerly said.  ~1
never could for my nerves e too strong-
Sara says they aflvet her—I believe they
do’ s it the moonlight ¥ she asked,
presently looking up into my fuce ingquir
ingly as she poured thew into a little heap
in the palm of her hand,

“They're devilish, Jezebel” I said,
“throw them away," and 1 tossed them
down the dark passage and heard them
slide nlong the Hoor quite a distance after
they fell, just aa though they did have life
as the old Indian erone lad said,  Jezebel
looked frightencd. *Good God, what if
you have broken them,' she said, as she
ran towards thom as they lay in o glowing
heap upon the floor.  Their curious tink-
ling she  gathered them up,
mingled with the purling of the brook
ainong the roeks below as T leaned over
the bulustrade of the bridge to listen
But I pat my hamds aver my ears and
wilked on,  Everything that Jook.sl or
soundoed beautifml thar night soemed ke
the fateful tourmalines. They hud cast &
spell over me : A,

sonnd  a=

—Gireat euriosity and exeitement exist
here at prosent to know whetlier the Chan:

crowned it The long Inshes were half cellor is going to commaence bosrding hin
lowered upon the rounded cheek leaving | self 'n the University building. A dis
only u gleam of the brillfunt dark oyes be | tributor of merchandise was poticed in
nenth their white lids, The dead white | the hall recently with a snck of i[.,mg e
silke of her dress fell in clinging folds | seemed anxious to find the Chancellor. in
around her swaying form s she followed ! order o learn *whether he should leave
unconsciously the rythm of the dresmy “l')”“ '1“_I_lr it the college building or at the
Strauss wallz  music, vctor's dwelling, Those students who

Blatucsque  yet| yave boen refusec rooms in which to keep
| ra .

un

e . oy |
breathing life, simple yet severe, pmmlnn-l bach in the third story are
insurrection is imminept

less yet pussionate, nowhere was an stom




