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(krom the Boston Saturday Evening Express, July 14.) 

THE MOUNT VERNON PAPERS. 

Mr. Editor : Sin—1 have before me two criticisms on 
the Mount Vernon Papers.  One is in the North Amer- 
‘an Keview, the other in the New YORK SATURDAY PrEss, 
One representing the literature, the other the preten- 
sion of the country. Onesupporting the true interests 
of progress in art’ and sdience and civilization, the 
other pertly attacking intellect and morality, and | 
making an idol of Whitman. and a paradize of Pfaff's. 

| 
| 

[ 

| 
| 
| 

| 

[mlndod apd virtuous, as it is distasteful to the hum- 

| bugs. i 
(From the New York Dispatch.) 

For our own part, we are free to confess that we take 

up no paper with more eagerness, and peruse none of | 
all our exchange list, which is over-large, with half as ! 

much satifaction as THE SATURDPAY Prrss. Nay. we | 
would willingly pay fifty cents a-copy rather than do 
without it, and the subscription-price is only $2 per 
annum. THE SATrRDAY PrEss cannot be induced by 
money or patronage to puff anybody or anything not 
deserving free favorable mention, and is as free and in- 
dependent as it is witty, sprightly, and just in all mat- 
ters of art, literature, and social questions. It is the 
paper for intelligent and independent people 

(From the Pluladelphia Pres: | 

We are moved by no consideration save genuine 
merit to commend to the searchers after a good week- 

| ly paper, Tk SATURDAY Prese, published in New York 
by Henry Clapp, Jr. It is really the first attempt in 
this country at pure, decent, uninfluenced literary 
Jjournalism, and is free from the nauseating traits of the 
majority of the weeklies. The criticisms of affairs in 
the artistic and social realm are intelligent, and always 
hit straight ; the bon-mots out-sparkle the best things 
of Punch ; and a feature alone worthy the subscription, 
is the weekly Book-List, accurately prepared. ' 

(From the Seranton Republican. ) 

It is conducted with great sprightliness and vigor. 
Its editors are evidently men who do their own think- 

| Whately formula. " and then loud braying agaisst seid Ml 

'l'hc‘ North American Revew calls the Mount Vernon | ing, and give independent criticisms on passing events 

NEW YORK., JULY 21, 1860. 
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ly carvied out.  Half-culture doss 
% man, but fall and complete culture re- 

- biin, not after s now model, but after an improv- 
™ old. There are certain stages in the growth 

a mind when we appear 10 be going in the oppo- 
divection of 

absence. How absurd! hlfu—lmldhfllh 
hights Emerson does without logic; yes, without task- sl 
ing it to its utmost, and going beyond it into regions 
where it is as feeble and as useless as a tallow-candle in 
the open day. ] the end aimed at, and when the imme- 
The highest and last result of logic is pure stutement, ‘extornal signs, if we look no deeper, would lead 

simple unqualified afirmation, like that of & child and 0 to bolieve that the of culture wes to ini- 
the Scriptural Writers. When & man has arrived pewurish aull @wurf, and not to strengthen and enrich. 
full sight of a thing, his language is naturally positive Wi fs what we might call the green state of things, 
and direct ; but when he has only some faint trace and *gu of the apple in July, whose 
glimmer of it, he may be pardoned long and careful : Savor seemsa 80 far remaoved from the sweet 
statement, and close adherence to the rules of circum- on the oid hand, atd #0 opposite to the 
stantial evidence. y vih astwmnal freit, on the other. March is certainly 

Locke's logic is more obvious than Emerson's, because | sstep from Winter towar Sammer, yet its sour, fickle, 
he stops away this side ; he produces mixed flamte snd | ligstering weather, if ome looked no furtber, 
heat, while Emerson gives pure white light ; his thought consjder the law, would induce the belief m: 
is arrested in the lowest stage of its development, and * had taken the wrong road, and that Summer did 
is like a chick with the shell always to its back. Em- 288 Mo In this direction. 8o in the progress of culture 
erson’s goes full circle and transcends all conditions and | there are peciods when we seem farther from truth and 
limitations of its earlier birth. His logic is hid like | right knewledge of things, than when we set out. 
the cob in the ear. The golden kernels are there, and and study change our stand-point, and before 
what more do you want? Is that considered the xipesigiadove wosked through te another, and come to see 
and best corn where the cob is constantly showing | things from the grounds of intellect and not of experi- 
through ? on the contrary it ig evidence of partial devel- | ence, we are apt to be unbelievers, acoffers, and skeptics ; 
opment, and is never used by the farmer for seed. ligving as yet no faith in anything permanent and sol- 

There is a period in the growth of every idea, when | i we lose all sense of sacredness and veneration, and 
it naturally tends toward the syllogistic form, and is { 00 lnstinct is to deny and trample down. In such a 
combative and demonstrative : even as there is a peri- the course for an individual or a nation to pursue, 
od in the growth of the individual when he becomes | Winot to deny its unbelief and turn back, and say the 
argumentative and pugilistic, believes only in his senscs, #mdency of culture is evil, but to persistently follow it 
loves display and an array of evidence. But heoutgrows | ®it, push it to its legitimate results, and the law will 
it, ax the fruit outgrows its sour puckery flavor. His | b# found to vindicate itself. 

Papers ** the ripened fruits of a rich and various’cul- 
ture ;" the New YORK SATURDAY Press says ** they 
constitute a frightful mass of wenk and wearisome 
platitude "' —*‘a level waste of stupidity.’” The North 
American Review asserts that ** they have been read by a 
greater numnber of persons than any similar collection 
in our language.” The SaTvrRDAY PrEss declares they 
bave ‘‘ enjoyed the kindness of apathy and the cour- 
tesy of milence.’’ 

The comparative value of these opinions, and the 
ubsolute truth or falsehood of these assertions an edu- 
cated public opinion can easily decide 
Such a man as Mr. Everett belongs to the public. 

He has submitted himself to the scarifying operations 
of criticism as completely as a man who wills his body 
to a hospital is entitled to dissection. He is exposed 
to the attacks of spiteful lit:leness as much as the 
tlower or the forest tree to the dirty contact of the 
caterpillar and the grub. And no one will feel sur- 
prised that a witling of the Ngw Yomk SATURDAY 
Press, inspired by lager, and bloated by bad tobacco, 
records ** entire and hearty disgust ' at Mr. Edward 
Everett ; with drunken hardihood untruly asserts that 
the author of the Mount Vernon Papers has assured us 
** that the only straight and narrow path to happiness 
is through the office of the New York Ledger ;'* and adds 
three notes of admiration at his own gross self-conceit 
and measureless vanity. 

To this sort of dungfly criticism Mr. Everett will of 
course he indiffcrent ; and [ am exercising only a right 
common to every individual, when I crack the illiter- 
ate scribbler, who in miserable malignity insults the 
community by assailing one of its most talented and 
wmoat honorsble members. 

an unknown, unused, dollar-g-day hireling 

! mmwdlu?lmmlm:l}*y'c;lmg‘ 
an ‘' inflated bladder,”’ may be accepted as an 

ence of the miserable state of the Gothamite press. 

But should this impertinent little nibbler escape flea- 

bottomry, it would be a disgrace to every man who 

recognizes Mr. Everett's claims to the good will of his 

countrymen. 

So far as the diluted venom of the noxious scribe 

can avail, Mr..Everett is injured. But wherever an 

honest public opinion exists, the slanderer in the Nxw 

York Saturpay Press, who designates Mr. Everett ‘‘a 

hollow and artificial pretender,’” will be regarded as 

merely insanely malignant. Verire. 

1d 

(From tho Mattapan Register, July 14th.) 

We copy upon our fourth page, from the New York 

SATURDAY PrEss, an ably-written notice of the * Mount 

Vernon Papers,” which series appeared originally in the 

New York lLedger. Ar Bostonians we do not exactly 

relish all it says about our illustrious fellow-townsman, 

the Hon. Edward Everett ; but the general good sense, 

and pointed and truthful hits contained in the article, 

are in refreshing contrast to the namby-pamby, bogus 

reviews published in journals of much less ability, but 

of far greater pretensions. The Press is emphatically 

a live, original, and independent paper ; and when we 

find a criticirm in its columns, we know that it comes 

from the head -not the pocket. It is no vehicle of 

hired puffery. We hope its days may be long and 
PrORPerous. 

[From the Boston Transenpt. | 

I'ng NEw YORK SATURDAY Press is one of the live 

weekly journals of the country, and we observe that 

the English literary journals make copiops extracts 

from it. 

(From the Noston Courier. ) 

Tur NEW YORK SATURDAY PrEss is a paper which 

seemy to sparkle with new brightness at each appear- 

ance. | 
[From the Boston Recorder. ) 

We know of no literary journal, either in this coun- 

try or in England, which, on the whole, we should pre- 

fer to the SATURDAY PrEss ; and we heartily commend 

it to all who desire to keep themselves acquainted with 

the issues of the American and English press, and 

other current matters in literature. 

(From the Boston Congregationalist. ] 

We have been much pleased with the Nxw Yorx 
SATURDAY Priss, which strikes us as being the spiciest, 
frankest, and truest in its criticisms upon literature of 
any journal out. It contains the completest printed 
list of New Books and Books in Press. 

[From the Boston Commercial Bulletin. ) 

The SATURDAY PREss 15 mainly devoted to curremt 
Literary News, Belles Lettres, the Fine Arta, etc , and 
is one of the best journals of the kind ever published 
in this country, 

[From the New York Daily Times.) 

The SATURDAY Prems is the ablest of the literary 

and current literature. It is especially valuable to the 
literary man and the hookseller, by reason of its pub- 
lication of the weekly issues of the leading publishing 
houses in the country. 

(From the Hartford Courant ) 

A vigorous, original, lively, and independent liter- 
ary weekly. It is distinguished above any paper in 
the U'nited States for ita fresh and accurate literary in- 
telligence, the independence and vigor of its leading 
articles, the choiceness of its miscellaneous matte:, 
and, especially, for its complete weekly List of New 
Books and Books in Press. To the scholar, the literary 
man, and the man of taste, in all matters of art and 
literature, we consider this paper almost a necessity 

(From tue Providence Journal | 

The nost attractive journal for literary men and 
book-collectors which has fallen under our notice is 
Tuz New YORK SATURDAY Press. 

——— 

SUMMER. 

The fickle year is in its golden prime ; 
The world is dreaming in & hasy lustre, 

And round the altarg of our Summer clime., 
The blushing roses cluster. 

Upon the mountain dwells impasaioned light, 
And in the valley sleeps a shade depressing, 

While fields of waving wealth enchant the sight, 
Like gold of God's own blessing. 

The ploughman rests beneath the vu{uide tree, . 
The stream curls slowly round the hoofs of cattle ; 

And o'er the meadow floats the droning bee, 
Fresh from his flowery battle. 

Soft the Southern meshes of the viue, 
b':[ birds mw wh omn' CRIDYo . 

Far in the distance rolls the dnf ish sea, 
With not enough of life in all its breathing 

‘T'o bid the sail from its rude bonds go free, 
And spumn its hempen wreathing. 

On all there rests a halo and a hush, 
The spell of poesy is on the blossom, 

'y And Nature's spirit slumbers in & blush, 
Caught from high Heaven’'s bosom. 

The Past and Future blend in one sweet sleep, 
The world's a dream, and Care a hidden mumumer, 

Whose tears, however sadly he may weep, 
Are but the dews of Summer. 

—_—— 

(For Tue New York Saturday Press.) 

A THOUGHT ON CULTURE. 

By J. Burrovaus. 

In the conduct of life, a man should not show his 

knowledge, but his wisdom ; not his money, that 
were vulgar and foolish,—but the result of it, indepen- 

dence, courage, culture, gencrosity, manliness, and that 

noble, humane, courteous air, which wealth always 

brings to the right sort of a man. 

A display of mere knowledge, under most circumstan 

ces is pedantry ;: an exercize of wisdom is always God- 

like. We cannot pardon the absence of knowledge, 

but itself must be hid. We can use a thing without 

absolutely showing it, we can be reasonable without 

boring people with our logic, and speak correctly with- 

out parsing our sentences. 

learned, any more than the end of eating is that a man 
may seem to have a full stomach : but the end, of it is 
that a man may be wise, ree, and understand things as 
they are; be able to adjust himself to the universe in 
which he is placed, and judge and reason with the celer- 
ity of instinct, and that without any conscious exercise 

of his knowledge. When we feel the food we have 

eaten, something is wrong ; 8o when a man is forever 

conscious of his learning, he has not digested it, and it 
is an encumbrance. The virtue of a pair of drawers is 

to keep us warm without making themselves felt ; and 
books are of value only so far as they strengthen and 

fortify the mind without our being aware of it. The 
rule, the manner of the feat, should be hid. We love to 
see the a<idress on an envelop written strait and in order, 
but do not like to see an indented line beneath it. 
Show the boy the spring that makes his dog jump, or 
the reason that makes it bark, and he is indifferent to- 

ward it at once. 
We must go beyond learning and logic to pure intel- 

lection, to plain, child-like statement of truth. Itis 
vulgar and mercenary to ask reasons. Do you doubt 

my integrity ? must I chalk out my proof and fill my 

pockets with statistics, to confirm my word? If I have 
gained the summit of a mountain, must I needs show 
you the calves of my legs to convince you that 1 really 

clomb there? Is it possible for a man to climba moun- 

tain without calves to his legs? 

We nputl“h./w should not show itself ; 

it should be silent and hid like the earths and alkalies 

at the roots of a tree, and our wisdom and culture as 

open and free as the fruit upon the branches. 
It is a strange some people have of use : asif a 

The end of knowledge is not that u man may appear |, 

riper maturity is marked by more sedateness, less show 
and more substance, less logic and more reason ; he is | divilimtion is marked by results directly contrary to 
less disposed to contradict, is more simple and direct in | t8ose almed at, extravagant taste, a love of show and 
his speech, uses the first person and the positive degree, display, of luxurious living and martial conquest ; but 
and delights in maxims and proverbs. 80 with the 
idea ; as it ripens (and it will ripen in & mind with 
enough sky-room), it is refined and expanded, or rather 
metamorphosed like the grub; transcends these local and |#rogress of government. All systems of government 

forms, gets up from grovelling on its belly 'lp‘hnld properly in no government ; that is, in 
wif government, when the code and statue pass into 

Emerson is the most mature mind in this country ; his | #e individual and become his spontaneous life ; yet 
culture is the most perfect and complete, and to wish | the middle stade, the antipode of the circle is s despot- 

accide 

and app hes the dignity of real being. 

him more logical is to wish him to stoop from his. 
altitude and become less intellectual. 

vance one or two more ideas relative to culture. 
The boy is to learn much that he is tounlearn. The 

1ast is not to be left in the shoe, nor the potters-wheel 
in the pot. Study is for discipline : the mathematios 
are a sort of mental gymnastics ; Algebra and Geome- 
try are not always to be carried in the mind. We are 
not to state our thoughts in the Algebraic formula, nor 
solve the problems of life on Euclid’s disgrams. The 

{ mathematics would thus defeat their own end; they 
are to mould and develop, and to teach close and con- 
nected habits of thought. - When the world comes in, 
these things must go out ; when the house is finished, 
the scaffolding must come down. Their value iswhelly 
As a means, not as anend. We are to study Astrodomy 

tiful, and sublime; has an ennobling, elevating, eflegban 

the whole mpn.  The hagmonevand. seyodenp.al. 
ofly‘&n’ne- ddwm and appears in life. 

Thus the chief value of all the sciences is not literal, 

but virtual ; they are not to encumber the mind with 
facts and details, but to conduct it to laws and princi- 
ples, and to enable it to translate outward conditions 
into its thought : Analysis is of value only where it 
leads to a higher synthesis. 

In view of these facts,many good people are seriously 
opposed to occupying the time and attention of the boy 
with mathematics and the sciences. ‘* What is the use 
of it?"’ they say ; ‘‘ he never practices them afterward. 
They adhere to his mind about as firmly as do his spit- 
balls to the ceiling over his head ; the rush and jar of 
life soon precipitate them from him.”” My farmer 
friend, do you wish the manure you draw upon your 
fields always to remain manure, and lie there in visible 
chunks as when first scattered? Do you not rather 
wish it to entirely dissappear, and its virtue become 
latent and hidden in the soil? Verily s0o: and know- 
ledge must not only be eaten but digested, and incor- 
porated into the very substance of the mind to answer 
its end. Why may not the business-ability, the quick 
comprehension, the rapid adaptation of means to ends, 
the insight and foresight that has gained your son’s 
success in the world, be owing in a great measure to 

the severe discipline of these same mathematics, which 
he has now forgotten, and the study of which you re- 
garded as time thrown away? These things work by 
wonderful indirections, and strength acquired by any 

one means is 8o much ready capital, good for any in- 

vestment whatever. 
Let the boy study that which will teach him to think 

and reason, and give him entire command of all his 

faculties. If chess will do this better than anything 

else, then set him playing chess, though he be designed 

for the ministry, or a Stock Jobber in Wall Street. 

He is not to be educated solely with reference to his 

future calling or pursuit. This lies out of him, is not 

yet his, and can only be rightly appropriated by his 
coming to it from higher grounds, and in full posses- 
sion of himself. This is the way men are dwarfed and 
deformed ; by being educated solely with s view to 
some speciality, and having only certain sets of their 
faculties developed. The character loses all symmetry 
and proportion. It is unduly, even offensively promis 
nent on one side, hut weak and deficient on every other. 
Hence men become’knots and knurls, parts and frac- 
tions, the prisoners of one ides, and are good for nothing 
outside their particular channel. 

Except in rare cases, educate the boy with reference 
to no speciality. Let him make his own banks as the 
brook does, and determine his own course under the 
sun. Give him volume and copiousness ; place him at 
an altitude above his surroundings, let the element 
that feeds him be piire and wholesome, and leave thé 

result to time. 
The perfectiop of Art, we are told, is to conceal Axt; 

that is, push it so far'that it goes full circle, coases to 
be Art, and becomes nature again. The same is true of 
culture ; it must be pushed so far as not to remind us 
of culture, of books and systems, and' seem natural and 
intuitive. Is not that the best polish where all the 
marks of the chisel and scratch of the sand-paper are 
polished away, and the lustre seems borne on it? 

Culture should end in making us more 

ment ; the utmost externization of law-; the unlimited 
And now, since we are on the subject, we will ad- | Powes of one, the no-power of the many ; the fartherest 

possible remove from democracy (the highest result of 
all government), yet on the road that leads to it, a ne- 
cesstry intesvening condition, and one that is not to 
be denied or damned, but to be followed out, till the 
ourve of the circle brings us around, corrected and dis- 
ciplined, and our unconscious life on a level with the 
highest conception of law. 

colirbator, s butor, 
not merely to know the sise, distance, and motions of ”M!:lmfil Sunget on the Banks of the Merri- 
the heavenly bodies,—this is the husk, the kernel les | > ') 
deeper. A habit of contemplating objects 8o vast, beas- | 

iIn & people, the first advances from barbarism toward 

it farther, civilise more, and the law brings us 
again to our first insight and simplicity, and with 

rough barbarous element purged away. 8o in the 

the ignoring of the individual and of private judg- 

# 
B T 

(From the Independent, July 19.) 

THE RIVER PATH. 

BY JOHN G. WHITTIRR. 

new and beautiful m, from our ever-welcome 
be recogunised by who bave ever been near 

No floated down the hill, 
The bank below was still ; 

: ha hirchen gtem. 
The dusk of round us grew, 
We felt the falling of the dew ; 

For, from us, ere the day was done, 
The wooded hills shut out the sun. 

But on the river's farther side 
We saw the hill-tops glorified, — 

A tender glow, exceeding fair, 
A dream of day 'lthon“h glare. 

With us the damp, the chill, the gloom ; 
With them the sunset’s rosy bloom ; 

‘While dark, through willowy vistas seen, 
The river rolled in shade between. 

From out the darkness where we trod 
We gased upon those hills of God, 

Whose light seemed not of moon or sun. 
We spake not, but our thought was one. 

We as if from that bright shore 
Beckoned our dear ones gone before ; 

And stilled our beating hearts to hear 
The voices lost to mortal ear ! 

Budden our pathway turned from night ; 
The hills swung open to the light ; 

Through their green gates the sunshine showed, 
A blng‘.hnlnt splendor downward flowed. 

Down glade and glen and bank it rolled ; 
It bridged the shaded stream with gold : 

And, borne on piers of mist, allied 
The shadowy with the sunlit side ! 

‘‘8o," we, ‘‘ when our feet dfiw near 

The rlv':t,- m& with mortal fear. 

And the night cometh chill with dew, 
0, Father ! let thy light break through ! 

So let the hills of doubt divide, 
80 bridge with faith the sunless tide' 

80 let the eyes that fail on earth 
On thy eternal hills look forth ; 

beckoning ls know 
md‘:?zlnwhonn below !"’ 

———— 

~— From an article on Town Gossip in the Court News 

asd County Familics Chronicle we extract the following 

prssage on ‘ The Club,’ the club of Johnson, Burke, 

sod Reynolds : ‘In these days the term club usually 

Smpliss & magnificent stone-bujlding in Pall-mall or 

8t. James street, by Smirke or Barry. But there still 

remain one or two of the old houseless clubs with 

which our grandfathers were familiar. Amongst 

others, there is one which so far transcends all others, 

‘beth in antiquity and in old associations, that it has 

all along maintained the name of ‘ The Club’ par ex- 

cellence. To it Dr. Johnson, Boswell, and the other 

wits and literati of his day belonged, and it has retain- 

od an apostolical succession of great names down to the 

present day. It is very small and select, and s single 

black ball excludes. A yesr or two since it numbered 

smongst its members Hallam and Macaulay, and they 

were among the constant attendants at its dinners, 

whilch take place twice a-month during the Parliamen- 

tary season. Byron and Scott were not members of 

*The Club’ in their day, because they were not usually 

demiciled in the great metropolis ; and poets and his- 

testans who prefer the retirement of the country to the 

bricks and mortar of London are still excluded from 

its festive gatherings. ‘The Club,” however, though 

unknown to fame, still holds its assemblies, and em- 

weeklies, and almost the only one which possssses any | man must go jirgling his money in his pocket to estab- 

very salient peculiarities of character and tone. ] 

(From the New York Sunday Courler.] 

The SarvrpaY Pamss contains wit enough, and good 

writing enough to entitle it to a hearty support from 

all the cultivated and right-thinking classes. 

(From the New York Day Book.] 

We believe everybody, unless-be is a sham and a 

charlatan, likes this spirithd, outspoken sheet. The 
individuals excepted hold it in holy horror; for the 

manner it pitches into nonsense of all kinds in its sharp, 

sententious, Frenchy way, is as refreshing to the pure- 

trumpeter. Wisdom, like the sun, is its own herald. 

oot eclipse the end. 

lish his claim to wealth; or reciting passages from 
books to gain the honor of wisdom. Good painting 
snd good sculpture need no explanation ; and & really 
wise man need not hang out a sign-board or employ & 

The means are always local and secondary, and should 
1 prefer the house to the scaffold- 

ing, victories to military tactics, and gold to the pick 
and spade with which it was dug. Some long-esred 
critics object to Emerson that he has no logic: * fime 
word painting,”” say they, ** deep insight into men and 
things ; wonderful ability in grasping and stating first- | Locke's saying that ‘ when God makes the prophes | Legendary Art, will be published under the care of 
principles, but a total absence of the syllogism and the | he does not unmake the man,’ is equally true of cul- h 

‘brnoes most of the representative-men of the age, such 

o4 Mr. Btisling, Profemor Ower, Dean Milman, &c. 
The custody of the books and archivesof the club rests 

with the Secretary, Dr. Milman, the venerable Dean 

natural and individual than we genenally are. Itis 
not to recast us, or force us into this or that convess 
tional mould, but to bring out our native features, ul- 
timate our possibilities, and further ufll our ows 

dia, nor properly should it end in thought and theory, 
but in manliness, composure, self-possession, pressmce 
of mind, clearness of vision, courage, charity, s thee 
ough and instant command of all our powers, and cow- 
trol of all our passions ; in short, should énd in char 
acter more than in faculty. - 

after dinner, and there is a tremulousness about Boszy's 

signeture which is most characteristic of the man.’ 

— It is snnounced that M Jameson's ‘ Life of 

Christ and John the Baptist,’ completing the series of 

Lady Enstiake. 

[ 
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And .untl heir fragrance i h poured their o'er me in a shower 
Of purple mist. Anon, upon mine ears 
Came a low, sweet, and silvery melody ; 
Which with delicious filled the air, 
And, like the sunset-colored water, broke, 
And floated into labryinths of sound. 

a dim and ghostly shape, 
er form nor feature given ; 

A lhm‘x splendor, seeming as it came 
A pearly cloud shot through and through 
With faintest rays of sunset : within 
A spirit dwelt ; and, floatin, within 
A murmur trembled softly into words : 

‘1 am the ghost of & most lovely dream 
Which haunted, in old days, a Poet's mind ! 
And long he sought for, wept and prayed for we ; 
And searched through all the chambers of his soul, 
And searched the secret places of the earth, 
‘The lonely forest and the lonely shoré, 
And listened to the voices of the sea, 
What time the stars were out, and midnight cold 
Slept on the dark waves wh ng at his feet : 
And sought the mystery in a human form, 
Amid the haunts of men, and found it not ; 
And looked in woman's sweet and tender eyes, 
And mirrored there his own; and saw no sign ! 
But only in his dreams I came to him, 
And gave him fitful glimpses of my fuce, 
Whereof he r sang in sweetest words ; 
Then died came to me. But, evermore, 
Through w days and lonely, wakeful nights— 
A life of star-lit gloom — do Poets seek 
To rend away the veil which covers me! 
And evermore they grasp the empty air. 
For only in their dreams I come to them, 
And give them fitful &l!mp-u of my face, 
And lull them with the music-words of hope, 
That ise sometime to their ravished eyes 
A n of the absolute Beautiful '’ 

Then the voice ceased, and only on mine ears 
The shaken roses murmured and the wind ' 

—_——————— 

Then rose a shape, 
Whereto was Mf;l 

4 
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COMEDIANS  WITHOUT KNOWING 

BY HONORE DE BALZAC. 

(Continued.) 

As soon as Gazonal appeared, Marius glanced at him 
favorably and cried, ‘‘ Regulus, this head for you, clip 
it with the small scissors.’’ 

‘‘ Excuse me,'’ said Gazonal to the pupil, ** I desire 
to have my hair dressed by Mr. Marius himself.'’ 

Marius flattered at the compliment, left the head he 
was dressing and advanced. 

‘1 shall attend to you, I will finish you, do not be 
unesay, my pupil will prepare you, I myself will de- 
cide about the cut."’ 
«yMesina, ghe was a little man, marked with the 
CTOW, aud Gresweu ‘wFSilnd ke Rnhini’s. as black as » 
ormamented with a diamond, just then recognised Bix- 
fou, whom he saluted as a power equal to himself. 

** It is an ordinary head,’’ he said to Leon, pointing 

to the gentleman he was attending to, ‘‘a grocer, 

what you will. If we followed only ourart, we would 
die crazy in an asylum.” 

He returned with an inimitable gesture to his client, 

after saying to Regulus, ‘‘ Be careful with the gentle- 

man, he is evidently an artist.” 
‘A journalist,’’ said Bixiou. 

At this, Marius gave two or three strokes with the 
comb to the ordinary head, azd turned towards Gaso- 
nal, taking Regulus by the arm just as he commenced 
to use his small scissors. 

“ I will attend the gentleman. Look, sir,’’ he said 

to the grocer, ‘‘ look at yourself in the glass—Ossian ! '’ 

The servant entered and handed the client his coat 
and hat. 

** You pay at the desk, sir,”’ said Marius to the be- 

wildered customer, who had produced his purse. 

‘¢ In this operation of the small scissors necessary!’’ 
asked Bixiou. g 

“* No head comes to me, unless cleared,’’ answered 

the illustrious hair-dresser ; ‘‘ but on your account I 

will do the gentleman'’s entirely. My pupils make the 

sketch. [1 do not work myself at that. You said what 

all the world says, ‘I wish to have my hair dressed by 

Marius.' I can only give the finishing touches. Upon 

what paper does the gentleman work ? "’ 

** In your place I would have three or four Mariuses,”’ 

said Gazonal. 

*‘Ah, the gentleman, I see, is a feuilletoniste!'’ 

said Marins. ‘‘Alas, in hair-dressing, where they pay 

for the individual, it is impossible. Pardon—"' 

He left Gazonal to go and overlook Regulus, who 

was preparing a newly-arrived head. He struck his 

tongue against the roof of his mouth with a noise of 

disapprobation. 

*‘ Come, good God! it is not cut square enough; 

your scissors make hacks in it. Stop, see! Regulus, 

we are not shaving poodles. These are men who have 

characters, and if you continue to look at the ceiling 

instead of dividing your attention between the glass 

and the face, you will dishonor my house ' 

*‘You are severe, Mr. Marius.' ‘ 

** I owe the secrets of the art to them."’ ! 

It is an art, then? '’ said Gazonal. e 
Marios indignantly looked at Gasonal in the glass, ' 

and stopped, the comb in one hand and the scissors in | 

the other. 
*8ir, you speak of it like a child, and yet, from 

your accent, you seem to come from the South, the | 

1and of men of genius.’’ I 
““Yes, I know that it needs a sort of taste,'’ an- | 

swered Gasonal. 
** But don't speak 80, sir. I axpected better of you. 

It is saying that a hair-dresser—I ddgaot say a good | 

hair-dresser, for one is or is not a hair-dresser— a hair- 

dresser is more difficult to find than—what shall I say ! 

—than a—I know not what—a minister - (dun't move) 

—no, for we cannot judge of a miaister's value, the 

streets are filled with ministers ; a Paganini—no, that 

is not enough ! A hair-dresser ! sir, s man who guesses 
your soul, your habits, 20 as to dress your hair in ac- 
cordance with your face, he needs the qualities which 

make & philosopher. And the women, also! Stay, 

IT. 

the women appreciate us, they know our value—we | 
are worth the conguest which they wish to make the | 
day when they bave their hair dressed for & triemph — 
that is 0 sy, that a bair-dresser—no one can know 
what he is. Stay, I who speak to you, I am almost— 
without boasting, I am known. Well, no, I find that 

it needs the best. Execution is the whole matter. | 

an infernal imagination—but the women will not do 
it ; they have their plans, they stroke themselves with 
their fingers, or the comb, when you are gome, altering 

y 

m«mmmmumm 
and preserved, for our works, air, last only & 
bours. A great hair-dresser, ¢h ! he would be 
thing like Carime and Vestris in their spheves. (Your 
head on this side, if you please ; I am 

are of or essences to make the hair grow ; 
they see nothing but the bottles to sell you! Thatis 
pitiable—it is trade. Thess wretches cut hair, or dress 
it as they can. I, whitm I came from Toulouse here, 1 
had the ambition $o sucopad to the great Marius, to be 
a true Marius, 0 make the name more illustiious by 
my own deeds than all the other four had dome. 1 
said to myself, To conquer or to die. (There, hold 
yourself erect, | am almoet done.) Itis I who first 
introduced this elegance. I made my rooms the ob- 
Ject of curiosity. 1 despise advertising ; and what ad- 
vertising costs, I put, sir, in comfort, in decoration. 
Next year I will have in a small saloou a quartette. 
They will play the best music. Yes, it is neccssary to 
charm the weariness of those whose hair we dress. | 
do not disguise the disagreeable part of the business. 
(Look at yourself.) To have one’s hair dressed is tire- 
some, perhaps a8 much so as to sit for one’s portrait, 
and the gentleman perhaps knows that the famous 
Mr. Humboldt (I knew how to use the little hair which 
America had left him. Science has this similarity 
with the savage, that it scalps its man perfectly), that 
famous sage, said that next to the pain of going to be 
hung, was the pain of going to be painted; but, ac- 
cepting the opinion of some ladies, I place the patu of 
having the hair dressed before that of being painted. 
Well, sir, I wish that people would come to bave their 

hair dreseed from pleasure. (You have a tuft which 
must be overcome.) A Jew proposed to me some Ital- 
ian singers, who in the Intervals would have brushed 
the haly of all young men under forty ; but I found 
they were the young girls of the Conservatoire, the 
pianesplayers from Montmartre street. Your hair is 
dressadl, sir, as a man’'s of talent should be. Ossian," 
said he to his servant in livery, ** brush the gentlemen 
and show them out. Whose turn is it?'" he added, 
looking proudly round upon the persons who were 
waiting. 

**Don’t laugh, Gazonal,’’ said Leon to his cousin, as 
they reached the bottom of the stair-case, and looked 
out upon the Place de la Bourse ; ** I see down there onc 
of our great men, and you can compare his language to 
that of this industrial, and tell me, when you have 
heard both, which of the two is the greatest priginal.”’ 

“Don't laugh, Gazonal,” said Bixiou, fasetiously 
repeating Leon's intonation. ** What do you suppose 
occupies Marius® "’ 

‘* Hair-dressing.’’ 
‘‘He has,’’ resumed Bixiou, ‘‘gained the monopoly 

of the wholesale trade in hair, as that tradesman who 
is going to sell us a plate for a crown is said to have 
the trade in truffies; he discounts the paper of his 
trade, he lends on security to his clients who are em- 
barrassed, he sells hnnuities, he gambles in stocks; he 
is stockholder in all the periodicals for the fashions; 
then under the name of an apothecary he sells an in- 
famous drug, which alone gives him thirty thousand 
francs income, and costs for advertisements a hundred 
thousand francs a-year.'’ 

* In that possible?’ said Gasonal. 
‘* Remember this.’’ maid Bixion lv : **in Pari 

the selling of rags up to the't?:de"i:xv:n:tcheln. Ne 
lemonade-seller, who, with his napkin under his arm, 

sees you énter his shop, may be worth fifty thousand 

francs ; a servant in a restaurant is a voter; and the 
man whom you, seeing him pass by in the street, might - 

think was a beggar, may have in his pocket unset dia- 
monds worth a hundred thousand francs, and does not 

steal them.”’ 
The three friends, for this day at Jeust inseparable, 

proceeded, under the direction of the landscape-painter. 

in such & way as to meet a man about forty years old, 
decorated, who came upon the boulevard from New 

Vivienne street. 5 

““‘Ah," said Leon, '*what are you dreuming about, 

my dear Dubourdicu? what fine symbolical compoxi- 
tion engages you now’ My dear cousin, I have the 

honor of p ting you to our illustrious painter, 

Dubourdieu, nat less celebrated for his talents than for 
his humanitariin opinions. Dubourdieu, my couxin 
Palafox.’’ 

Dubourdieu—h small man with a pale complexion, 
a melancholy blue eye—bowed slightly to Gazonal, who 

prostrated himself hgfore the man of genius. 

‘* You have named Stidmann in the plnce of '’ - 

** What would you have me do? I was not there,'’ 

-| answered the great landscape-painter. 

** You bring the Academy into contempt,’ said the 
painter. ‘* To choose such aman ; 1 do not wish to say 
anything against him, but he is a mechanic! What wi!l 
become of the first of arts —the one whose works are 
the most durable, which recreates nations after the 
world has lost even their recollection ?—which conse- 
crates great men! Sculpture is a priesthood ; it epito- 

mizes the ideas of an era, and you receive among you 
s maker of busts and chimney-pieces—a maker of orna- 
ments —one of the sellers in the temple. Ah! as 
Champfort says, to support this Parisian-life a man 
must commence each day by swallowing a viper. Yet 

art still remains to us ; 1ts worship caunot be forbidden 
us 08 e 

“And then, my dear, you have a consolation which 

few artists possess—the future is yours,’’ said Bixziou. 
*‘ When the world shall become converted to our doc- 
trine, you will be at the head of your art, for you bring 

to it ideas which the world will comprehend—when 
' they shall have been generalized! In fifty years from 

hence, you will be for the whole world what you are 
now only for us—a great man! It is only necessary to 

wait until then! "’ 

“1 am just now,’” said the artist, whose face dilated 
as a man’s does when his vanity is flattered, ** engaged 
in finishing the allegorical figure of Harmony ; and if 

you will come to ree it, you will understand that | 
have done well in spending two years upon its creation 

It embraces everything! At the finst glance you will 
see the destiny of the globe. The Queen holds in one 
hand the pastoral biton, a symbol of the advancement 
of the useful clames. She wears the cap of liberty : 
her breasts are six in number, in the Fgyptian style, 
for the Egyptians had a presentiment of Fourier; her 
feet rest upon two joined hands, which surround the 
globe, in token of the fraternity of the human race; 
she tramples upon broken cannon, to signify the aboli- 
tion of war; and I have tried to express in her face the 

serenity of triumphant agriculture. I have also placed 

flhflomm(‘w'fikfi.mw 

our Master, is the symbol of concord—O! It is not 
one of the least of Fourier's claims to veneration that 

| he has restored ideas to plants; he has harmonised all 

| creation by the mutual significance of things, and also 
| by their peculiar language. In an hundred years the 

| world will be much greater than it is*'— 
!« How will that be brought about, sir ?** said Gazo- 
pal, stupefied st hearing & man who was not in an 

"® | insane asylum speak thus. 
+* By the Incresse of production. If we would only 
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'PPly THE sysTEM, it would not be impossible to influ- 

ence the stars."’ Ry 

“And what then would become of painting *'" asked 

Gazonal. 
“Tt would be grander ' 

And would we Lave larger cyes!’ 
looking signiticantly at his two friends 

+» Mankind would then become again what we were 

befure: our degeneracy | our six-feet men would then be 

pigmies ™ p 
“*Is your picture tinished "’ asked Leon 
Entirely finished,'" answered Dubourdien. *'1 

nave tried to find Hiclar, to have him compose a sym- 
poony © 1 would wish to have those who locked at 
wy composition hear music like Beethoven's, so.that 
their ideas should be developed, and their intelligence 
awakened, in two ways.  Ah, if the Government would 
lend me: one of the saloons in the Louvre ' — 

** But Lwill speak about it if you wish ; for nothing 
tending to improve the mind should be neglected .’ 
0! my friends are preparing articles, but T am 

afraid they will go too far,"” 

! 

said Gazonal, 

“ Bah!"' said Plxiou: **they canmot yo ua L s the , 
future.”’ 

Dubourdieu looked sideways at Bixoo and continued 

on his way. 

“Heina fool,"" said Gazoual 

moon guides him 

“He has a touch, and he has Knowledge, 

Leon: bt Fourerism has kitled him I him you 

see, Consin, the effect of artists 

Too often, in Paris, from a desire to succeed, sooner 

than by the natural was, in obtaining the celebrity 

thie vivarse of the 

sl 

ambition  upon 

which i~ a fortune for them, the artists borrow the 

wings of chance. They think to make themselves 

great by making themselves the men of a party, - 1y 

hecoming the supporters of asystem ;. and they hope to 

change a faction into a public. Such an one is a re- 

publican, another  Saint-Simonian, another an aristo- 

crat, another a Catholic, this one eclectic, that one 

middle-age, or German, as may happen.  But if party- 

spirit does not give talents, it always spoils themn— 
witness that poor fellow you have just seen.  The art- 

nt's spirit should be a faith in his work ; and his only 

means of success, when nature has given him the 

sacred fire, is work."’ 

‘* Let us flee,"" said Bixiou ; ** Leon begins to moral 

e’ 

**And that man was in carnest”"’ cricd Gazonal, still 
stupefied 

““Thoroughly in earnest,”’ answered Bixiou, - 

uch in earnest as the king of humbugs was just now 
** He is crazy !"" said Gazonal. 
**He in not the only person whom Fouricr s ideas 

have made crazy,'’ said Bixiou. ** You know nothing 

of Paris. Ask here for a hundred thousand francs, to 
realize the most useful idea to the human race, to tiy 

something like a steam machine, and you will die at 

the hospital as Solomon de Caux did ; but it it is for a 
paradox, people will lose their lives and their fortunes 

tor it.  Well, it is with systems as it is with things 

Impossible journals have, during the past fifteen years, 

consumed millions here.  What makes your lawsuit so 

hard to gain, is that you are right, and that according 

to you, there are secret reasons on the Prefect’s wide. 

** Do you conceive that when a man of wit has onee 

comprehended the moral side of Paris, he can live any - 
where else " said Leon to his cousin. 

* If we carry Gazonal to mother Fontaine's,” waudd 

Bixiou, ealling a public carringe, ** it will be passing 

from the severe to the fantastic. Driver, the Old Tem- 

ple street.” 

The three rode towards the Marais 

** Who are you going to show me ? "’ asked Gazonal. 

** The proof of what Bixion just said to you,"’ an- 

swered Leon, ** by showing you a woman who makes 
twenty thousand francs a-year by working an idea."’ 

*‘A shuffler of cards,”” said Bixiou, who could not 
help interpreting the Southerner's look as a question. 

‘‘Madame Fontaine passes, among those who seck to 
know the future, as wiser than the late Miss Lenor- 
mand was."’ 

** She must be very rich,'’ cried Gazonal. 

‘*As long as the lottery lasted, she was the victim of 
her own idea,'’ maid Diriou, ' for in Pario thore is no 

great receipt without great expenditure. All the 

strong heads crack themselves, as if to give a suspicion 

of their emptiness.  All those who gain a great deal of 

money have vices or fancies, doubtless for the purpose 

of producing an equilibrium."” 

**And now that the lottery is abolished 7'’ asked 

Gazonal. 

* Well, she has a nephew tor whom she nmasses her 

money."’ 

When they arrived, the three friends saw in one of 

the oldest houses in the street a rickety staircase, with 

rotten steps, leading, from the gloom and stench pe- 

culiar to houses in an alley, up to the third floor, and 

which only a drawing could represent ; literature 

would lose too many hours in the attempt to paint it 

correctly. 

An old woman, in harmony with the door, who wus 

perhapa the door animated, introduced the three friends 
into a room used as an ante-room, where, despite the 

heated atmosphere which filled the streets of Puaris, 

they felt a cold damp, as great as that prevailing in 
the déepest tombs. A damp air came up from dn in- 

terior court, which resembled a vast air-hole. The 

light was grev, and in the window were growing some 

unhealthy-looking plants.  The room wus covered 
with grease and smoke ; the chairs, the tables had all 

n miserable appearance. The floor was as dirty as a 
butcher-pen. Even the smallest accessorics were in 
harmony with the hideous old woman, with a hooked 
nose, a 'pule face, and ragged garments, who told the 

upplicants to be seated, and that they could v admit- 

ted to MAI".\II only one at a time, 

Gazonal, who was intrepid, entered bravely, and 
tound himself in the presence of one of those women 
whom death has forgotten, donbtless for the purpose 

of leaving some few images of himself among the liv- 
ing. She had a withered face, from which shone two 
grey eyes with a fatigning stare ; a turned-up nose, 

soiled with snuff'; bones, well mounted with muscles 
resembling bones, with which, under the pretext that 
they were hands, she carelessly shuttled the cards, ke 

s machine about to stop its movement.  Her body, 

like a broom-stick decently covered with a dress, en- 
joved the prerogative of a corpse - it did not move, 

Upon her forehead stoenl o band of black velvet. Mal- 
ume Fontaine, for it was really # woman, had a black 

towl upon her right, and a large toad, called Astaroth, 
upon her left, which Gazonal did not see at first. 

The toad, though of a surprising size, did not by it- 
self excite so guuch fear, as by its two eyes, us large as 
five-cent pieces, and which glowed like two lamps. It 
i3 impossible to support such a staring look.  As the 
late Lassailly once said, when he had been Ivingdn a 
field and trying to outstare a toad by which I was 
fascinated, * The toad is an inexplicable being " Per- 
haps the animal creation, including man, is epitomized 
Jn him : for, said Lasaailly, the toad lives an indefinite 
time ; und. ws is well known. among all created ani- 
roals his marringe lasts the longest. 

The black fowl had her cage at a distance of two 
feet from the table covered with a green carpet, and 
could walk up to it by a plank, which furmed a sort of 
drawbridge between the cage and the table. 

When this woman, the least real of all the creatures 
which filled this Hoffmanic den, said to Gazonal 
**Cut,”’ the honest manufacturer felt an involuntary 
shiver. It is the importance of the things we wish to 
know, that makes these creatures so formidable. W, 
€0 to buy hope from them, and they are well aware 
of it. 

The cave of this sybil was much more sombre than 
the ante-chamber. You could not distinguish the color 
of its paper; the cciling, blackened by smoke, ab- 
sorbed instead of reflecting the little light which came 
through the window, darkened by the pale and sickly 
plants which stood in it; but this balf light fell full 
upon the table at which the sorceress was seated. This 
table. the old woman's sofa, and the chair upon which 

Gazonal sat, was all the furniture of the room, which 
was divided by a partition, behind which Madame 
Fountaine doultless slept. Gazonal heard, through a 

.small door which stood ajar, the murmur peculiar to 
the boiling of a pot. This noise of cooking, accompa- 
nied with a compound smell in which that of a sink 

. was the principal ingredient, mingled incongruously 
' the idea of the necessities of life with those of a super- 
natural power. It was a mixture of disgust with 
curiosity. Gazonal saw a wooden step, the last one 
doubtless of the private staircase that led to the garret. 
At a single glance be saw ull these details, and was 

| almost nauseated by them They were frightful in a 
different way from the stories of romancers and the 
scenes of German plays . they had a suffocating reality 
in them. The alr, exhaled a stupefving heaviness, and 
the darkness irritated tiie nerves. When the South 

lern:-r. stimulated by a sort of fatuity, looked at the 
tomd, he felt the heat in his stomach which an emetic 

prixiuces; and a terror like that of a criminal before the 

{ police He tried to reassure himself by looking at 

j Mudame Foutaine, but he met two eyes almost white, 

U the aspect of whowe motionless and glassy balls was 
iisuppertable to him.  The silence became fearful. 

© What dues the gentleman wish?' gaid Madame 
Fontaine ; ** the game for tive francs, the game for ten 
trancs, or the grand game **’ e 

*The game for tive francs is costly enough,'' an- 
swered the Southerner, making unheard of efforts to 
prevent himself from being influenced by the surround- 
inzs in which he found himself 

Just as Gazonal tried to collect himself, an infernal 
voice made him start from his chair; the black fowl 
commenced to cackle. 
o oin, my davghter; the gentleman wishes to 

spend only five francs. ** The fowl appeared to under- 
stand her mistress, for, after having advanced a step 
towards the cards, she returned gravely to her place 

** What flower do vou love *** asked the old woman, 
in i voice made harsh by the phlegm in her throat 

*The rowe. ™" : 
** What color is your favorite?’ 
* Blue 

“ What animal do you prefer? 
““The horse Why these questions**" he asked, in 

his turn 

* Man isinfluenced in everything by his former con 
litions,”" she said, sententiously : ** from thence come 
liis iustincts, and his instincts rule his desting.  What 
ty you cat with most pleasure —fish, game, grain, 
hitcher’s meat, sweet things, vegetables, or fruits ' 

*Game.”’ 

““In what month were you born * 
* September,” 

“ Hold ont your hand. " 
Madame Fontaine looked uttentively at the lines of 

thes handd held out to her Al this was done seriously 
without any pretence of sorcery, and as sitrply as a 
notary would have inguired into the intentions of 
client betore drawing up a law-paper.  The cards beiny 
sufliciently shuted she asked Gazonal to cut them, 
anel plce them in three piles. - She took the three 
piles, spread them one over the other, and examined 
them as o gambler examines the thirty-six nunibers of 
vronlette-table before risking bis stake. 
hotes sected frozen 

Gazonal's 
he knew not where he was: bt 

Bis astonishiment increased when this frightfal ol wo- 
meatincegreen, greasy, and flat cap—the false top of 
which showed more  black-ribbons than gray-hairs, 
curled into interrogation-marks—commenced, in a 
voice stitled with phlegm, to tell him all the facts, 
‘ven the most secret ones, of his former life,—to tell 
tim his tistes, his habits, his character, even the ideas 

of his childhood, everything that could have influenced 
i, his broken engagement of marrlage, why it was 
broken, with whom it was made, the exact description 
f the woman he had loved, finally what country he 
came from, his lawsuit, etc. 
Gazonal suspected 4 mystification got up before hand 

by his cousin ; but he saw the absurdity of this con- 
spiracy as soon as the idea of it occurred to him, and 
he stood guping before this really infernal power whose 
incarnation had borrowed from humanity all that 
through past ages the imagination of painters and 
poets had looked upon as most frightful,—an atre- 
fiously little ol dissaesd waman, tanthless, with cold 
lips, & flat nose, end white eyes. The pupils of Ma- 
lame Fontaine's eyes became animated-- they were 
lighted up with rays from the future or from hell. 
Gazonal interrupting the old woman, asked mechani- 
cally of what use were the toad and the fowl. 

**To predict the future. The questioner himself 
throws some grains of corn upon the cards : Bilowch 
comes to pick them up! Astaroth crawls over them 
to get his food which the client holds out to hiwm ; and 
these two admirable spirits are never deceived., Do 
you wish to sce them at their work? You will learn 
your future. It is & hundred francs.” 

Gazonal, frightened at the aspect of Astaroth, hast- 
ened to the’ anteroom, after saluting the terrible 
Madame Fontaine. He was in a sweat, as though le 
had been subjected to the infernal incubation of the 
spirit of evil. 

“*Let us 2o, he maid to the two artists. 
you ever consulted that sorceress "' 

** I never undertake any important matter without 
making Astaroth speak,’” said Leon, ““and I have al- 
ways found it well to do so. 
1 am expecting the honest fortune which Biloweh 

has promised me,”* said Bixiou. 
I have a fever!"" cried the Southerner. ** If I be- 

lieved in what you say, I would believe in soreery, in 
a supernatural power.'’ 

‘It may be only natural,’’ said Rixiou. **A third 
of the lorettes, a fourth of the statesmen, a half of the 
wrtists, consult Madame Fontaine ; and a Minister is 
well-known to whom she serves as an Egeria.' 

** Have 

** Did she tell you your future ' asked Leon. 

‘** No: I had enough with my past. But if she can, 
with the help of her frightful assistants, predict the 
future,”” said Gazonal, taken by an idea, ** how conld 
she lose in the Jottery ' 

**Ah! you put your finger upon one of the greatest 
mysteries of the occult sciences,'* answered Leon.  *‘As 
soon as the sort of interior mirror in which the future 
or the past is reflected for them, is clouded by the 
breath of a personal fecling, of any idea foreign to the 
use of the power they exercise, the sorcerers and sor- 
ceresses no longer see anything in it —just as an artist 
who soils his art by a temporizing or time-serving 
compliance loses his talent. Some time ago, a man 
endowed with the gift of divination by cards. a rival 
of Madame Fontaipe, gave himself up to criminal 
practices: he could not read the cards for himself, and 
sec that he would be arrested, judged, and condemned 
by the Court of Assizes. Madame Fontaine, who pre- 
dicts the future correctly eight times in ten, never 
knew that she would lose her stake in the lottery."” 
It is the same in magneiism,”' said Bixion. A 

person cannot magnetize himself " 

*“Goud for maguetism ! cried Gazonal. 
know everythiog. then? " 

** Friend Gazonal,'’ said Bixiou, gravely, ** one must 
know everything, in order to be able to laugh at any- 
thing. As for me, I have been in Paris from my in- 
fancy, and my pencil supports me by ridiculing things, 
at the rate of five caricatures a-month. 1 frequently 
joke upon an idea in which I believe."” . 

‘* Let us pass.on to other exercises,’’ said Leon : ** Jet 
us go to the Chamber, where we will arrange our cousin's 
business."” 

‘*This,"’ said Bixiou, imitating Odry and Gaillard 
**is high comedy, for we will make the first orator we 
meet in the hall of Pas-Perdus poee for us, and you 
will recognize there, as elsewhere, the Parisian lan- 
fuage, which has never but two expressions—interest 
or vanity.'’ L 

On getting into their carriage, Leon saw in a cab 
which was rapidly passing & man to whom he made a 
sign signifying that he wished to speak with him. 

** It is Publicols Masson, " said Leon to Bixiou. ** I 
will ask & chance to see him this evening at five, after 
the Chamber. The cousin will see the most curious 
specimen of all the originals.** | 

“*Ah, you 

**Whois he* " asked Gazonal, whllelmm*lk- 

ing to Publicola Masson. ’ 
**A pedicure, the author of a treatise upon chiroped- 

ism, published by subscription; a man who, if the 
republicans triumph for six months, will most certainly 
become immortal."’ 

**In a carriage? "' cried Gazonal. 

** But, friend Gazonal, in Paris only millionaires have 
time enough to go on foot."’ 

“To the Chamber,’” said Leon to the driver. 
** Which, sir?"’ 

" Of Deputies,' said Leon, interchanging a smile 
with Bixiou 

** Paris commences to confuse me,’’ said Gasonal 
\To be continued ) 
—— 

{From © Lyrics and Legends of Rome ') 

CAVALIERE SERVENTE. 

Antonio Brandi was a noble Roman, 
A married man—but that's his-own affair : 

'Tis very certain that in Roma no man 
Ere pauid such mark'd devotion to ‘ the Fair 

And consequently, if at any Festa— 
Ur gay resort— within the Holy City, 

He met a * Bella Donna,’ he address’d her, 
And mostly with success—the more's the pity ! 

It chanced one year, at Carnival appearing, 
He sought by umlthgeghncu :fl around, 

In every carriage, and beneath masks Ecrlng. 
For what it seem'd was nowhere /o\ found ; 

It was not very difficult to guess | 5 
Some * assignation ' promfted this h ; 

And when the streets grew silent, (his distress 
Was great, to find himself ¢ left in the lurch !’ 

So giving o'er the chase, he turn'd away, 
Intending peaceably to go to bed ; 

And would have done so, but that in the wa 
Came that which turn'd his footsteps and his head— 

‘It cannot be ! I never could suppose her 
So false !  And yet this chance is monstrous handy ! 

Although I ne'er would doubt my lovely Rosa, 
"1l ree the truth on’t, or my name’s not Brandi !' 

And ane follow'd, being now convinc'd 
| “I'was she—the faithless * Rosa’—souglt in vak v 
’ And with another! Poor Antonio winc'd, 

Not with a husband’s, but & lover's pain ; 
Along the * Via Condotti ' —past the Fountain— 
Through the Piazza—t'wards the Pincian Hill— 

The pair moved on, and just as they were mounting 
The steps, they felt his presence, and stood still 

tamy 

The night was dark enough, but yet the Moon 
Threw on the spot a faint illumination : 

A shriek of recognition—then a swoon— 
And then Antonio’s angry exclamation— 

‘Signor! this lady is, I think, my own !’ 
The lady groan’d—Antonio drew his sword-- 

“ine instant, and the Cavalier had flown, 
i And left them both without another word. 

He zently raised the treasure from the ground, 
Where still she lay with scarce a sign of life ; 

But mark Antonio's horror, when he found 
"“T'was not his long-sought Rosa—but * his wife !’ 

Quite blind to our own faults, we see them in.otheri. 
Although the impeachment our nature disowns ; 
content with your own, and don't covet another’s 
*Those who live in glass houses should néver throw 

stones.’ 

Be 

—e 

LETTER FROM PRESIDENT FELTON. 
[ the Futor of the Evening Transcript : . 
“Under ordinary circumnstances I should not feel call- 

edupon to take notice of an anonymous attack upon 
the administration of Harvard University. But there 
is & communication in the Transcript of last evening, 
signed ‘ Massachusetts,’ which is so erroneous in its 
*tatements, and so calculated to stir up ill-feeling, that 
I'must ask you for the privilege of a brief reply, es- 
pecially as you seem partly to approve the communica- 
tion in your editorial comments. 

I understand you to say that it came from a distant 
part of the State. It is an obvious remark that Cam- 
bridge is only half an hour from Boston, and any per- 
son having the right to inquire and desirous of know- 
ing the truth, might in half ar hour more, have ascer- 
tained what has actually been done, and the reasons 
for the course adopted, in each of the cases alluded to. 
He would have found them quite different from the 
representations in the communication of * Massa- 
chusetts.” He would have found for example that the 
allegations relating to the ‘ Glee Club’ are essentially 
erroneous. He would have found that the states 
relating w the cCUILMENCOMENt DIMNEr gre quite 
In regard to the latter the facts are simply these : It i 
not the established custom, which it is proposed to 
break up ; but it has been found necessary to abandon 
an innovation, and return to the old and long-estab- 
lished custom. The measure has been adopted, not by 
choice, but by necessity. The dinner provided on Com- 
mencement-day is paid for out of a fund created by a 
charge formerly made on the quarterly-bills, under 
the heading of * Catalogue and Commencement Din- 
ner.” That charge has been for many years discon- 
tinued. The dinner was provided for Masters of Arts, 
and all persons who have received honorary -degrees, 
tozether with the officers of the College and invited 
guests.  The practical interpretation put upon the rule, 
was that all graduates of three years' standing were 
considered entitled to admission to the dinner. 

A few years ago, the younger clusses were invited, 
including the graduates of the year. For a time, no 
inconvenience was expericnced from the new practioe ; 
but as the classes increased in number, and the hall 
was crowded with more than eould be comfortably ac- 
commodated, many of the older graduates, who had 
paid for their dinuers, ceased to attend. Now the sim- 
ple question is, which shall have the precedence, the 
older men or the younger men—those who have paid, 
or those who have not? The present hall is not sufti- 
cient to receive both. One or the other must give 
way. It seemed clearly just that the innovation should 
be discontinued, and the old cstablished rule restored. 
This would meet the difficulty, and wonld do no i 
Justice to anybody. The younger classes will have 
their turn, and the older graduates will take the places 
they are fairly entitled to, without the rush and pres- 
sure of a crowd too large for the hall. 

* Mussachusctts ' imputes the postponement of the 
Inauguration to an ‘injustice toward the Senior Class.’ 
The postponement of the Inauguration from the 20th 
of May,—the day first selected —to the 19th of July, 
was made upon my own recommendation. When the 
20th of May was suggested, I did not remember that 
the triennial meeting of the Alumni was to be held 
this year. T have always thought it desirable that the 
body of the Alumni should be associsted, on afl pob- 
lic occasions, so far as possible, with the Universtty. 
It would be for the benefit of the Institution, if they 
had xome practical part in its affairs, as such. In the 
English Universities this relation, in one form or 
another exists. The graduates ought to be regurded 
as in part the representatives of the University. They 
certainly are its representatives as much as the under- 
graduates. The Inauguration of a President seemed 
to me an occasion proper for combining both bodies ; 
and this was the main reason why I proposed the post-- 
ponement of the Insuguration to the Alumni Day. 
The dissatisfaction of the Senior Class with the first 
arrangements reported by the Committee, was an incl- 
dent, and only an incident. I confess I did desire to 
prevent them from doing, under the excitement of a 
supposed wrong, however mistaken, any act which 
they would afterwards regret. 

But the main reason—the reason without whick the 
charge would not have been thought of—was she un- | to kote from Capting R. Cidd, the 
doubted propriety of uniting the body of the Alumni | But thank heven, my sire 
in the ceremonies of the Inauguration. This was the | bringing up, | 
argument on which I urged the proposition in laying [are to the fack that nun of our famly wasever in Con- | 
it before the Corporation, the Faculty, and the Com- | gress, or on the New York perlice, or Arms house Guy- | 
mittee of the Alumni, and these were the explanations | ner. 
I frankly gave to the students. *‘ Massachusetts’ ro- | The ensooin seenes in my checkered kareer is re- 
proaches the government of the College with an act of | spectably submitted : 
discipline, by which he says he is informed thet ‘s 
number of the Senior Class, for comparatively trivial 
offences, were deprived of their clas day—a day that 
to them can never be replaced.’ It would be improper 
to answer this charge by stating the particulars of the 
case alluded to. The author of such accusstions must 
know that he has this advantage in making them. I 
shall not, under any provocation, vindicate the action 
of the College government, by exposing the young ' goin in.'’ i 

s i 

~__ THE NEW YORK SATURDAY PRESs. 
men who were the subjects of a remarkably legient 
College censure to the comments of the press. But I 
bave heard, neither from the young men themselves 
nor any of their friends, a word of complaint. Should 
any person, who has a right to au explanation, desire 
it, such person, and such alone, may have it from me 
at any time ; but no amount of ANONymous misrepre- 
sentation of the acts of the College Faculty shall draw 
from me a name or a fact connected with this transac- 

$ nntfi/' again declares that *the College 
hnlinq grounds to the graduating class, which is 
about toleave its walls, for a want of trust and confi- 
dence. He who says this may possibly believe it ;: but 
if he does, it only shows his profound ignorance of the 
principles on which the administration of the College 
is conducted. .And when you intimate, Mr. Editor, 
that there is a want of * frankness’ and of * confidence 
in the honor and gentlemanly spirit of the students,’ 
&5 you seem to do, your language implies a state of 
things at Cambridge the very reverse, pardon me for 
saying 0, of that which actually exists. Confidence 
in their honor, trust in their word, reliance upon their 
gentlemanly spirit, are the lnguixnnl principles of the 
intercourse between the Faculty and the students. 
But with all this there is a government, and there are 
laws, and the laws will be enforced, whatever fault 
finders in distant parts of the State may think about 
their propriety. .. Frumox 

*‘ Dew you know who we air " sed one of the wim- ' 
ln—.hlllndbmd.uloouacrmer. with a blew kot- 

we are sur "’ 
‘*‘ My impreshun s, 

that you air femails."’ 
‘*“ We are, sur,’" sed the feroshus 

long to a Society whitch beleeves she is endowed with ' 
as mutch intellect as man—whitch beleeves in rasin 
her to her proper speer—whitch beleeves she is tram- 
pled on and aboozed—& whitch will resist hensedth 
and forever the incroachments of proud and domineer- 
ing man.” / 

Durin her discours exsentric female grabd me by the 
coat collar & was swingin her umbreller wildly over 
my hed. - 

**1 hope, marm,"" gez I, startin back, ** that your 
intenshuns ishonorable ! Ime alone man, ina strange 
place, besides I've a wife to hum.*’ 

“Yes," cried the female, ** & she's a slave! Doth 
she not dream of freedom—does she never think of 
throwin off the yoke of tyrinny, & thinkin’ & speakin’ 
and votin’ for herself* Doth ske never think of these 
here things *"* 

** Mot bein a natrol born fool,'* sesI, by this time a 
little riled, ** I kin safely say that she doth not."’ 

**O whot—whot!"" screamed the female, swingin 
her umbreller in the air, ** O, whot is the price that a 
woman pays for her experience !’ 

sed I, ** from a kurserv view, | 

—— e 
’ 

3 H “Tdon't know," gez I **the price to my show is {From the Philade!phia Press | 15 vents per indiwiduol,"* 
| LORD BACON. " & can’t our Sosiety go in free ' axed the female. 

“Notif [ know it," sed I. 
“**Crooil, crooil man!"* she saied, & bust into teers. 
 Won’t you let my durter in *'* sed anuther of (he 

| It would be perceived. by u notice in yesterday's 
| Press, that Brown & Taggart, the Boston publishers, 
{ Will not bring out their new and complete edition of 
the Works of Francix Bacon, whom Pope lins designats (1 

* The wisest, greate=t, meanes t of aukind * 

until September.  The publication was to have com- 
menced this month, but will Le delayed in order to in- 

{ troduce valuable additional notes wid corrections, hy 
| Mr. Spedding, the English editor of the work, which 

will much increase its value und interest 
This mention of Francis Bacon reminds us of the 

ordinary, but incorrect, practice of calling him “ Lord ' 
Bacon, which we (The Press) have strenuously objected 

i to, a5 we do to a fiddler or a balloonist heing vulgar- 
;ly and ignorantly dubbed * Professor.”  Tn Thomas 

O, pleage let my darter in - she'sa sweet gushin child 
of natur.” 

their tamal noncents ; * let her gush ! whercnpon 

shun that I was n Beest, 
My female friends, " sed 1, ** bet yon leave, I've u 

few remarks to remark ; wa them well, The female 

land can hoste. It's onpossible to gét along without hir. 

scarcely e here with my unparalled show on this 
horsepishes occashun.  She is good in sickness - good 
in wellness - good all the time. 
Ieride, my feelings wurked np to a hi poctick pitch ; 
‘“youare an uu;xol. when vou behave yvourself ; but 

! Moore's Diary he records a dinuer at Murray’s, the pub 
! lisher, whereat Kir James Mackintosh, Sir Thomas Law - 
| rence, Washington Irving, Lockhart, the Somervilles, 
aud Mr. Miller, an nble writer on luw, were all present. 
He says : Miller * mentioned the circuwstance of Coke 
being called Lord Coke, though with no right to it. 
Lord Bacon, too, a misnomer ; ovueht to be called Lord 
Verulani.  Judge Blackstone a vulgarism.’ 

Sir Edward Coke was only a Knight, and not entitled 
to be called Lord (‘oke, though, as Chief Justice, he 
was ‘ My Lord' und * Your Lordship’ on the Bench. 
Francis Bacon was one of two hundred and thirty-sev- 
en person who were knighted shortly after the acces- 
sion of James I. In 1617 he was made Keeper of the 
Great Seal ; in January, 1618, he was appoiuted Lord 
Chancellor, and in the July following was created Bar- 
on Verulam. In 1620 he was created Viscount St. Al- 
bans. He was, therefore, Lord Verulam first, and 
next Lord St. Albans, but never * Lord' Bacon. 

What was he called in his life-time? We can an- 
swer the question. Mr. Joseph N. Moreau, one of our 
compositors, has a taste for curious old books, and in 
his collection is one which he has lent us. It is enti- 
tled * Via Recta ad Vitum Longam ; or, A Plaine Phi- 
losophical Discovrse of the Nature, Facultics, and Ef- 
fects of all such Things, us by way of Nourishments 
and Dieteticall Obseruations make for the preseruation 
of Health, with their iust applications vnto euery age, 
constitution of bodie, und time of yearc; By To : 
Venner, Doctor of Physicke, at Bathe in the Spring 
and Fall, and at other times on the Burrough of North- 
Petherton, neere to the ancient Hauen-Towne of 
Bridgewater, in Somersetshire.”” This title, by the 
way, shows that the use of the word Fall a8 & Syno- 
nyme for Awutumn, 80 common in this country, and so 
much ridiculed as an Americanism in England, actual- 
ly was thoroughly English long before the Pilgrim Fa- 
thers introduced it into New England. 

Warthv Doctor Tohise Venner, whose book was pub- 
lished in 1620 (the imprint runs ‘ London, Printed by 
Edward Griffin, for Richard Moore, and are to be sold 
at his shop, in §t. Dunstan’s Church-yard, in Fleet- 

speaking and get into my pantyloons—when you desert 
your firesides, & with, your heds full of wimmius rites 
noghuns go around like roarin lyon, scekin whom you 
may devour sumbody—in short, when yon undertake 
to play the man, vou play the devil & air an emfatic 
noosance. My female friends,”” I continued, as they i 

| 
was indignantly departin, ** wa well what A Ward has 
waid " 

A collection of papers has just been discovered, | 
in the handwriting of Lord Chatham. They have de- | 
scended from father to son in three generations, having 
originally been she property of one Marsh, who was in 
his Lordship's employ as valet, and recommended to 
the Premier Ly Lord Rockingham. Mrs. Ann Marsh, 
the wife of the valet's great-grandson, has placed the 
interesting documents in the hands of a celebrated 
literary and political writer, who is preparing them for 

-~ ‘From Hay-time to Hopping ' is the title of the 
new work by Miss Coulton, the authoress of * Our Farm 
of Four Acres.’ 
M 
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street’), dedicated it, in a highly eulogistic preface, mg}'('f,‘;n“ s ;.,":‘m'n";'. . ratal, 
not to * Lord" Bacon, which the mnan was not. but * The Ralph Mead, William H. Macy, 

Richard Field, Leonardo 8. Suarey. 
Irad Hawley . John Penfold, | 

Samuel Raynor 1 
GEORGE 8. FOX, President. 

SAMUEL TOWNSEND, Necretury. 

Right Honorable Fruncis, Lord Vervlam, Lord High 
Chancellor of England,’ ¢te. At the time the book 
was printed, Bacon was only Lord Verulam, though he 
was elevated to the rank of Viscount St. Albans in the 
same year. 

Nothing seems stronger than the presumption that 
Bacon, as always has been customary, wis spoken to 
and spoken of, in the fullness of his fame and honors, 
by the title which he had won, and not by one wehich did 
nol exist. Suppose that instend of giving a laronctey 

THE BROOKLYN | 

Fire Insurance Company. | 
CHARTERED 1824. 

to Walter Scott, George the Fourth had created him OFRILE l;’ :3:)::‘8'1' 
Baron Al»botxfur(l.. How would Ae have heen called ? | 16 Merchants Exchange, I Cor. of Remsen ‘l!l‘OOl. No doubt he would invariably he addressed, personally, NEW YORK. BROOKLYN. 
a8 Lord Abbotsford. Many would continue to speak 
of him, familiarly, as * Scott’--but, assuredly, nobody 
would drcam of mentioning him as * Lord| Scott.* 
Again, there is little doubt that, whenever he plenses 
to ask for it, Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton will he eleva- 
ted to the Pecrage—it is understood that he is unwill- 
Ing to accept it while his wife lives, not wishing to 
place a cormet upon the bold brow of one who had 
unsexed herself, and devoted whatever talents she pos- 
sessed to the coustant abuse of himself and his nearest 
relations. (She is in rude “odily health, by the way, 
and very likely to outlive her husband !) Say, how- 
ever, that taking his title from his estate in Hertford- 
shire, Bulwer should be made Baron Knebworth. 
Surely, nobody would think of speaking to him, or 
of him as Lord Bulwer’ 
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thetically, run parallel with the case of Francis Bacon, | William D \\'uddirlx:tl}-l:;‘ 'f}r"':;km 
Baron Verulam, and \ iscount St. Albans—particularly | Frederick Schucharit, Jn?uen Guedin, 
a8, in the parliamentary inquiry into his venality as a , J.p A‘drinn Iselin, . P. Giraud Foster, 
Judge, he is invariably mentioned as Viscount St. Al- -kl g t’d'\"fidéefi'm;at bans, and never once as Lord Bacon. To miscull him 
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BY ARTEMUS WARD. 
| 
| 

A showman meats with strange wsites. He sees hu- | 
man natur as she are, unmasked, & without no close | 
on, & he must be stoopider nor a ded kab hoss if he 
duzzent stock his branes with several kinds of nollege. 

The undersined won't Boste. Ime a American cit- 
tersun. I go in fur the fast salin, snug bilt, & full 
manned skeuner United States, which runs herself, she 
does, & on whore decks 1 man is as good as another, & 
frequently more so, if he conducks himself strate. To 
use & Shakspeerian frase, I'm native and to the manor 
born, & don't want to put on airs simply becaws I've 
met with grate sucksess in the show perfershun, which 
I've bin into goin on twenty-2 yeres. My worthy pro- 
Jennytors was unable to give me a cussycal edycation, 

i and all I noee I pickt up, 
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ton umbreller under her arm—' dew you know who | 

woman—** we b&,r. t_ 

| 

xsentric wimin, takin me aflekshunitely by the hand. 

* Tet her gush ! roared I, us mad as 1 cood stick at | 

they all sprung back with the simultaneons observi. | 

woman is 1 of the greatest institooshins of which this | 

Had there hin no female woman in the world, 1should | 

O, woman, woman '’ ' 

when vou taik oft your proper appariel tmettyforically 

publication, under the title of * Laconics by Chatham.’ I 

! 
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LoRRrAIN FREEMAN, 
Puwakp MacourEk, 
Wanoy F Case 

Arriem 

EDWARD A STANSBURY, Secretary 
| ROBERT ¢ KATHBONE, Axs't Secretan 

Joprn B Varniw 
LRONARD APPIERY . 
Fxkn H Woroon 
Witirew K Sreone 

! Moses Taviok, 
JaMy O Simos, 
DaNim Pagea, 
J LomiMER GRanay, JIr 
GUaTAVES A Cononpn 
Marny Baves Jr | 
Morey R Froex 

CHARIz4 F 

JULY, 1859. 
The Insured Participate in the Profits, 

WITHOUT INCURKING ANY LIABILITY WHATHVFK, 

' Continental Insurance Co., 
CITY OF NEW YORK. 

PEFFICE NO 18 WALL STREE1 

|CASH CAPITAL, - - $300,000 
Tae attention of the community 18 respeetfuily called to 

the tollowing features, in connection with this Company - 

FIRST :— By insuring in this Compaty, the advantages of u 
Mutual Insurance Company are obtained, with the add:- 
tional advantage afforded in the xecurity given Ly an am 
ple and reliable (‘ash Capital —a feature not preseuted hy 
ordinary Mutual Fire Insurance Companies. The divi 
dends to customers, already declared, are as follows : 

e =y ohs 
Fiest Annial Divieon to Poboy Beoiders, e e July 9. % Wy 
Second % . 4 Julv KO8, 
Third July 14, A0 0 

SECOND:-~The security given, which is already Jurge, will 
constuutly increase with each year of successful operation. 
Thix is exhibited clearly in the following Statement, show 
ing the position of the Company in euch year since the 
new system was adopted @ 

July, 1856, Net Assets possessed hy the Co,, $ IR TS Y v o o 
INGR, 
1839, Gross Assets, 035 681 N4 

¢ Liabilities, 16,514 47 
THIRD :—The insured incur no liabilty whatever, while ol 

taining these advantages of superior security and cheap 
ness, 

FOURTH :—This Company has reserved the right 1o insue 
Policies which do not participate in the profits, and 
policios will be insued to those who prefer it, 
LOW AS any COMPANY can insure, and, at the 
present PERMANENT SECURITY to their customers. 

GEORGE T. HOPE, President. 
CYRUS PECK, 

At Secretary. 

H. H. LAMPORT, 
Secretary. 

LIFE INS&RANCE COIPANY: 
NEW ENGLAND LIFE INSURANCE (0., 

OF BOSTON, 
Have just declared a Divinesp o8 Preaiess puid and earu ed the lust five years, payable in cash toal' the policy hold- 
ers, as tollows :— 

A0 per cent. to all members since 1863. a8 e ¥ o 1848, ::,,i % “ : 1843, 
The Dividend is declared on the following husis; 

Acceumulated fund, Dee, 1, 1898, 1,195,622 2) 
Reservation for reinsurance at the 

tabular rate, . . 
Extimated deterioration of livesoth- 
erwise than by difference of uge, 

Estinmte of lossex not heard from, 
Contingencies: of iuvestments, w 

per cent.on the amourt of prop: 

$850,202 2] 

RE,000 00 
20,000 00 

erty of. the Company, -~ (RO NI 
Re-erve for small hills not present 

ed, and chargesaccruing ut agen 
cies on husiness not yet matared, 1,514 (0 

Amount of surplus for distribution. 325,763 00- $1,495,62¢ ,2 
#¥ Thisis the oldest American Mutual ‘Life Insursace 

Company. and one of the most successtul, and is purely Mu- 
| vl dividing all the surplus profits in cash, among sll the 
Insnired. 3 

Insurance may be effected for the Lenetit’ of married wo 
men, beyond the reach of their hushands’ creditors,  Credit - ors may insure the lives of debtors, 

Last repcrt aud other publications und information respect 
¢ insurance, furnished gratis at the 

way, New York city. 
JOHN HOPPER, 

Agent and Attorney for the Company. 

COMMONWEALTH 
Fire Insurance Company, 

Office, No. 6 Wall S_trEet. New York. 
HAS o 

CASH CAPITAL OF $250,000, 
WITH A SURPLUS SAFELY INVESTED IN BOND AND MORTGAGE 

DIDECTORS ’ 

JOSEPH HOXIE, 
Hugh Muxwell, sam’l L Mitchell 
Jobn J. Craue Imdley B Fuller, 
Richard Irviu, Win James Toda 
George Bulkley George T Coulib 
Joreph Stuart Rabert 1 Haw- 
Henry Stokes F C Havems ver, 
Silas Davie, Wiilliam k€0 e 
B F. Wardwell, J P Robson, 
Heory Cumerdon. Jr - Moses Taylor, 
Francis Skicdy Charles H Mar<hall 

GEORGE T HAWS. Seeretary 

A H DOUGHTY, Surreyor 

Presudent. 
William J Butler 
A C Kingslana 
R Burkhaiter 
Wm R Kirklaud, 
Chas Chiamberain 
Robert T Wilde, 
Rucolpl Staudinger 
Wm Nichols, 
Ovcar Varet 

N HB. HOXIE, Altorney and Coungellor 

The, Resolute Fire Insurance Co., 
No. 3 Nassau street, N. Y. 

- $200,000 
WITH A LARGE SURPLUS, 

First Dividend to the Assured, 
and sires gaveme a gud ' Willam :‘ JFor, :3'1§;.w!."."' JULY 1st, 1860. and I pint with feelins of pride & pleash- Peter Cooper, Jekn Capwan, Freetrn ™ Barrou. n Steward, 

y - O o - T ons oy - ] Robt. B. Minturn, I ey e ! ln?(‘.tnm"m::‘e x’l;lu(ll'.t-l \:l‘ul~" tln'l“;:-“l 'nrx -]:lru:'-‘m-n’d » ‘l')‘x.ll'lu" .lll’:: ' Moses Taylor, Eben. B. Crocker. | of ita Stockbolders. wil hereult r 
' Divide three-quarters of the uet Profits to the Assured. 

Those doing busiuess with this ¢ OBipan) W TR #, anuually 
| & large return of their Premiam~ 

Parties preferring a cash deduction fro U Premium at the ime of 1ssuing the Policy are entitivcd to that privilege 
N B —Inland Novigation and Transportatum Risks taken ag Je 

rorable ratrs 

. F. UHLHORN, President 
WILLIAM M KANDELL, Secretary. 

HIRAM rl’.\'l. Surveyor 
New Fork. July 1st, 1889 
%
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