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The poesry of our
enrioched not & lissle by the
shas versssile bard James
whe now

Pagers’ have done moss 1o popularize him,

Special ci;t;nmuﬁm and occurrences at
which 1 ‘ Bigelow Papera’’ were
ai pers .

O8ase 10 exercise the force they do on she
miods of the present generasion, many of
Whom were on the scene when the curse of
legalized chastel slavery was wiped ous of
America. His is not the poesry thas dies
with the poes.

He was born at Cambridge, Mass., on
February 22ad, 1819, studied law and wae
in bis swensy-fires yesradmisted to the bar.
The work wae uncongenisl, asishough thers
8T8 0O% lacking 1o his works evidences shas
bse derived benefit from the course of ssudy,
sod he soon abandoned is snd turned his
astension to literature. I[n 1841 —when he
was 22 years of sge—his firss published
work, * A Year's Life,’ was given to the
pubtic. In she following year '‘ A Legend
of Bristany, and other Poems,”’ appeared
snd did nos fail to astract astention and
ovoke criticiam. Bince thas time his name
bas been more or less prominensly before
the wor!(;l of lesters. He engaged with

arter in publishing a magazine
oslled ** The Pioneer,” but nos even she
Eo of Poe and the gifted elder
wthorne coald aid him to snccess. In
1845 the firss of the series of ' Bigelow
Papers' and  The Vision of Sir
Launfal” appesred and were well
received. Everything he wrote as or abous
thet period breathed the spiris of the
sbolitionist. Into thas movement he pus
his whole heart and influence, often to his
own great personsl discomfort and disad-
vantage. He cared not how greas was the
_ #dds sysinss him, always exemplifying his
belief shas
“ They are silaves who dars notbe
In the rixht wita two or three.”

“ From 1857 to 1863 he edited the
“ Adlsniic Mooshly,” sand from 1863 1o
1872, in company with Charles Norson, he
edited the ' North American Review.”’ His
soaniry nonored him by appointiog bim
Minister 1o Spsin and, subsequently, to
Bagyland, ia bosh of which ocountries he
gs ned an enviable popularisy. It can
sosrcely be said thas he was a brillians
diplomatiss—indeed occasion never tried
his powers—bus he never [failed
to gasher friends, and AmODg
sll who have held the position
in either of these countries, none leave
behind sach a fragrans memory. Thas he
wae no parish polisician is breathed in his
* Fasheriand.”’

* Where ia the trne man’'s fatheriand ?

I1s it where he by chsnce 18 born?
Doth not the y-arning spirit seurn
In such seant borders to De spauned?

O ye-! His fatheriaud must be
As the biue heaven wide and free.

Where'er a human heart doth wear
Joy's myrtie-wreath or sorrow’s gyves,
Wher~'er a huwab spirit strives

Atter o life more true and fair,
There is the true mau’s birtbplace grand,
His is a world-wide fatheriand.”

I$ would be qoite impossible, in & briet
sketch, 50 yive anything like representasive
exiracis from his very voluminous works,
but o {ew gems will no¢ fail to show some.
thiog of his versstility and wide range of
mental vision. From hia'' Presens Crisis,”’
s poem of the abolision times, I quote :

* Once to every waa and nation comes the
womsen: to decide,

Im the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for the
good or evil ide

HSome great canse God's new Messiah, offering
eaect tr.@ bion or blight,

Pats the goats upon the leit band and thesheep
upon the right, )

Amd ti.e choice goes by forever twixt that dark-
ness and the light.
- ¥ -

* »

Then to side with Truth is noble when we share
her wretched crust, )

MBre her cause bring fame and profit and 'tie

rosperous to be just ;

'!ha!:z np:: the bravle man chooses, while the
coward stands aside, .

Doubting in tis abject spirig, till his Lord is
erncified

And 1be muliitude make virtue of the faith they
had denied.
. - - «

For Huma: ity sweeps onward ; whers to-day
the Martyr stands, )

Om the morrow crouches Judas with thesilver in
his b nds;

Mer in frint the cross stands ready and the
sraekling faggots barn,

‘While the hooiing mob of yesterday is silentawe
return ] ,

To gleanu up the seattered ashes into History's

guiden urn.

Porhaps shers may be grander thoughts
10%0 nobler verse and expressing more
¢ibly a gress trath, but [ have not met
with the pariicular e ‘“oman’s
barshoess 10 the unfortacate of her own
sex seems to bave forcibly impressed
Loweil, and, in his ** Legend of Brissany,”’
s besunful story, sfter leaving the be-
senyed pirl freezing as the door he admian-
imsers this ssinging rebuke 0 the ‘*Levites'’

of the sex :

Thou wilt not let her wash thy daiaty feet
With such sait things as tears, or with rude

! adr
them soft Pharisee, that sitt'st at meat )
ith bim who made her such, aud speak’st
bim rair,
God’'s wanderin: lamb the while to blest
Unheeded shivering in tbe pitiless air:
Phou bast 11 +de prisoned virtue show more wan
And baggsrd then a viee to look upon,

Whas Soos hae ever resd his ** An Ipci-
dens in » Railroad Car’’ withous s awelling
of the bears? Where was ever mon:o
modest or feeiiog tribute to Scotlana’s
immortsl bard tban in those quies verses:

1B . Men rude and rough
B}:mdpoka ‘rtu}n?;r:; benx ?bo praise of one

‘Whose beart was made of manly, simple stuff,
As homespun as their own.

Amd when he rssd they forward lesuned,
Driok:ng with thirsty hearts and esrs

Hie br. ok-like songe whom glory never weaned
From bhuwible smiies snd tears,

Blowl a tender awe,
*n!“;::r;g'ﬂ;:“s brown and hard,
Asif i him who read they felt and saw
Some presence of the bard. o Be
If there ia any Soos, any lover urns,
or suy one who the charm of
poetry of feeling, who bas nos resd the
poem | quote from he has

“ »

‘Who think no word can please the Lord
Untess it smell of sulphur.
Dear Poet-heart that childhike guessed

The Father's ]
Come now to mo%,u dldli‘“'a?m
It haply 'twas in blindness. b

In his ‘* Anti.Apis "’ he expresses in a

i of
1l Lowell, | verse & gress truth concerning the growth
spends the declining ymdhl;'l; of laws as founded upon our idess of righs
lite as his lovely home, ‘* Elmwood,” as|sud justice, and the hope
» Mass. Perhaps his ** Bigelow | ever present amid the blunders nasurai to

of improvemens
humsnity.

is ymerics, bus meritorious ae shey are he | But dig down, the old unbury ; thou shalt find
bas lefs numerous other works which will
endesr his memory o posterity wi the That each age hath carved the symbol of what

on every stone

god to them was known.
Ugly shapes and brutish sometimes, but the
fairest that they knew,

i . - If their sight ai d 3 i
being bat s reminiscence, they will hop:'ﬂ was dim and earthward, yet their

and aim were true.

And mark the rebuke that is administeres:
in » succeeding verse :
Think you Truth a farrhing rushlight to be
pinched out when youn will

With your dert official fivgers and your politi-
tician’'s skill ?

Is yo&;god a wooden fetish, to be hidden out of
fight,
That bis block eyes may notsee you do the thing
that is not right
Few men with betterf grace could utte-
auch words, for Loweil has been
Wy s man having the courage of his
convictions, and as such he is universslly
respected. Criticism he has had and of the
most biased avd unjust kind, when his pen
was one of the moss active in the advocacy
of the abolision of slavery ; bus his
of motive has never been impugmed. By
the way, his * Fable for Critics ' is s
moss interessirg production —a resl work
of genius, whetner viewed as s poem or
merely a8 a jingling rhyme, but which
8 forbids further reference to here.
ut & glance at his ** Bigelow Papers.”
How is this for dislect philosophy ?
Ez fer war, [ call it murder—
There you hev it plain an’ iat ;
I don't want 10 go no turder
Than my testyment fer that ;
God hez sed so pl..mp an’ fairly,
It's ez long ez it is broad,
An’ you've got to git up airly
It you waans to take in God.
'Taint your eppyletts an’ feathers
Make the thing a grain more right ;
"Taint afollerin’ your bell wethors
Will excuse ye in His sight;
Ef you take a sword an’ dror it,
An’ go stick a feller toru,

Guv'mentaint to answer for it,
God ‘ll_send the bill to you.
* - . =

I dunno but what it's pooty
Trainin’ roun’ in bobtail cats—
Butit's curus Christian dooty
This 'ere cuttin’ folks's throats.
And in the ssme strain he makes our phi-
losophical friend ** Birdofreedum Sawin,”
remark on his Mexican war experienoes :
There's sutthin’ gits into my throat that makes
it hard to swaller,
Itcomul.sro nateral to think about a hempen

col :
Iagloryl—but in spite o’ all my tryin’ to get

I fesl iﬂkg:é o' in a cart aridin’ to the gsllows.
And bow correctly he valued much of the
currens political demsgoguery of the age :
The side of our country mustallers be took,

An’ President Polk, youknow, he is our country,

An’ the angel that writes all our sins ina book
Puts the debit to him an’ to us the per contry
. 3 * * x »

Wal, its & marcy we've got folks to tell us

The rights an' the wrongs o’ these matters [
vow,—

God sends couuntry lawyers, an' other wise fellers
To start the worid's team when it gits in a

slough ;
Fer Jobhn P
Robinson he
Says the world'll go right it he hollers out Gee!

Lowell had had a good desl of experience
with ** practicsl polisicians '’ and certainly
never were those professionals more lam.
pooned than by him. He had seen thas
Resolves sir a thing we most gen’ally kerp ill,
They're a cheap kin' o' dust for the eyes o' the

people.

And that so far as the professional poli-
tician is concerned
A marcifal provitence fashioned us holler
O’ purpose that we might our principles lwd}or.
Aint principle precions 7 Then who's going to

use it
Wen there's resk o' some chap's gittin' up to
abuse it ?

He waa early disgusted with the glitter.
ing geverslities in which some alleged
statesman delight ever to deal, and this is
how he gets at is :

I'm willin' & man shou!d go tollable strong
Agin wrong in the abstract, fer that kind o’
WTong
Is allers unpop'lar an’ never gets pitied

Brcause it's & wrong no one ever committed ;
But he musto’'t be hard on pert kler siuns; .
Causethen he'll be kickin’ the people’sown shins.

His ** Pious Editor’s Creed”’ is & very
neat thing of its kind, bus I mus$ not pause
to quote. The temptation to do scis gress
but space is limited. In sorrow’s moods
Lowell’s poetry holds the deepest feelings
ia sway. Whas mother can resd his
+* After the Burial ’’ anmoved ?

Cousole if you will, I can bear it;
'Tis a well-meant alms of breath;
But not ail the preaching since Adam
made Death other than Desth.

Yes, it's pagan; but wait till you feel it,
jar of our earth, that dull shock
When the pl.ughshare of deep-r passion
Tears down to our pr mitive rock.

That little shoe in the corner,
80 worn snd wrinkied and brown,
With it . emptiness confutes yon,
And argues your wisdom down.

Bat for the present I muss close a volume
from which I have derived nos a lissle
plessurs and profit. Versatile beyond
many greas suthors; ever natural ; pos-
sessing a msanly heart and gifted wish the
true poetic fire, nothing that he has pro-
duced will be found profitless. He hae
nos yes ceased t0 woo the Muse, aitho
he has ** wa med both hands as the fire of
life,”’ and bide fair to realize

Happy their end
Who vanish down life's evening
Placid as swans that drift in dream
Round the next river bend !

Happy long life with honor at the close,
Friend’s painless tears, the softened thought of
{oes

A'ndgeﬂtikohimﬂt:'” v

gujb, our Al

%‘lrlo: :nid-me’:‘go?xgot and eid's ::l::ontment
x;thtu:uwotmukll?r.mmuuud‘?

Few poets have had such au unsroubled

life as the slight, spare man, crowned with

» wesith of curly gray hair, and with wev:

beard, who whiles awsy the evening of his

live in comfors among those who love and

revere him in his plesssnt home st Cam-

bridge. MisqUETTE.

Innocence .uvtﬂo Protested.
I kiss your listle baby sister?

ism’t

Tom—Msy
pethy. Lowell gives Burns s b:;yn 'rg': Fu:;y (sged 16, demurely)—No, she

caught sight of her dead fasher in his

gathered abous the bier.
‘“ Papas i asieep,’”’ they told her.
“Why is paps in thas ugly box?" she

** He can sleep better there.”

‘¢ Good nighs, paps.”

She passed into the adjoinisg room and
was soon asleep.

The mourners sat abous the coffin of the
dead fireman ail nighs.

Shorsly before 1 o’clock in the morning
the gong on the wall that had se often sum-
moned him to his duty clanged an slarm
for the Polk street fire. It had sounded
once and was repeating the alarm when the
listle girt came flving into the room in her
long white nightdress. )

She looked at the silent and
then ran to the side of the man.
Climbing on & chsir she reached inso the
coffin and shook her father by the shoulder.

‘“Paps, paps, wake up!” ahe cried.
¢t There's & fire! Wake up!”’

-- The locks of the people in the room and
the strange silence of her father frightened
her.

‘ Wake up, please, paps,’ she pleaded,
her voice beginning toquiver. ‘* Can’t you
hesar the bell? Yoo’ll miss the fire."”

The fasher still not opening his eyes she
loohads::ot:;g myandtthenuddad
what ught oo not fail to bring
him to his fees:

** Wske up, papa. Yon’ll miss the fire
and be fined!"

When he did nos stir she knew thas
something wae wrong, and turned her tear-
fui, puzzied face to the older peo

“ Never mind the bell, darling,’’ someene
mwex:ad, ‘“‘paps won't go the fire to-

‘** Bus,” persisted the baby, *“ he always
got up before when the bell rang; why
wouldn’t he get up? What's mamma
::ry:x:s for? Whas's everybody orying

And the troubled little child burss into
tears and, crying pitecusly at whas she did
not know, was carried gently back to her
cot to cry herself to sleep again.

How to Entertain Well,

A hostess should think twice befors she
invites people to her honse. She should be
80 genercus a8 to let her friends alone,
unless she wishee to treas them well. Then,
having made up her mind to invite them,
she must remember thas, from thas
moment she is thieir slave. She is to besll
attention and all suavity. If she has
nothing to offer them but & cup of tes, she
must make it'a ‘* beaker full of the warm

south '’ by her manner. In the smalless |

house, the humbiest surreundings, the
hououisqum,andshanmnbagruious.
1t she is nos, she is a snob, a vulgarian and
& poor cresture, no mstter if her husband
is s millionaire, & presidens, or a greas
scholar. A lady shouid be very parsicuiar
to specify whom she wishes to s:e, and no
lady should go to a ssrange house unin-
vited, on the spoken belief of some osher
person that she will be welcome. Still less
should a gentleman presume too much. A
young gentleman may be taken by a mar-
ried lady, who is all powerful, to a ball, as
she is supposed to endorse his respectabil-
ity, but it is always betser for himto leave
his card, and for him $0 receive an invita-
tion. If, however, through any misappre-
hension, a person gets intc s house unin-
vited, a hossess should never show by word
or manner that she observes is. The very

fact that a person hascrossed herthresbold | i

gives, for the moment, that person a claim
on the politeness of a hostess.—Mrs. John
Sherwood in Ladies’ Home Journal for Nov-
ember.

Saivation Lassies in Ssioons.

The women of the Salvastion Army have
taken to visising the liquor saloons of New
York and Brooklyn in order to sell the
War Cry, the newspaper of the army.
Two of the very pretty army girls were in
a nosorious saloon not a thousand miles
away from the Sun ottice, on this mission
the other night. Leaning against the bar
were gamblers and pugilists, and one or
two who have been jailed for using their
pistols too freely. They seemed to be
shocked at the appearance of the giris
among them. The modest dress and red
ribbons on the ugly straw bonnets easily
told them who the visitors were. Seversal
papers were bought, when a =& i
pugilist ssrode up and eaid: ‘* Young
women, I'll buy the whole bundle if you
promise never to come here again.”” The
proposition was not considered for a
second. They said they believed it to be
their duty to visit such places, adding
that the nuns of the Roman Casholic
Church did se. ‘ But, don't you know
that somebody might insalt you,”’ the big
man simost pleaded. ‘‘ No, sir,” replied
the spesker of the two, and in words
touched with scorn, she added : ‘‘No man
will insult us ; the remarks of others would
nos hurt us.”’ It was only after pehr:sumh‘
entreaty from the proprietor ¢t t
zeslons women were induced to leave the
piace 0

Dancing Bound Danees.

You may, with propriety, strive to climb
hills, even if you are not & climber. You
are justified in surf bashing, even though
you cannds swim. It is nos a heinous

ugh | offence to go driving along the sands when

you do nos know how to drive. You may
oconverse with & Boston girl, even though
you have never read a page of Browning
sud know not Emerson. You may be for-
given for ‘losing your hears so s Newport
girt when you haven’s a cent to your name;
bus, young man, be warned in time—if you
insis¢ upon i the ballroom and
dancing rmmddmmwhmyqndon’tknow
how, says the Galop, execution by elec.
trisity is too good for you, hanging wouid
render you illussrious, :‘nd .du?;o‘by :::
slow, torturing process of being n
back with a baked apple would be your
juss desert.

The casiest way for t@?d"if‘“’g:
is to
slong plesssntly is practice what

—The runsway horss always gets hitched
to a rotten poss. '

—SBome thi that they
e things are sc rocky

Journal :
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she spool until it actuaily does seem
deotm are all bastings,
t were unraveling nos only
clothes, bus yourseif.
“] was in to see Wilson Barrett
‘Clandian’ in Boston last week,” said
travelling man. “It was in the
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Everybody was rapt. 1 was sisting
uprighs, and didn’s know or care to know a .

—
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JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL. ** At the Burns Centennial”’ is aleo snobie TOUCHING INCIDENT, THE JOKE OF THE SEASON. IBENES LOVE
g tribute t0 the greas poes ; and s proper e —— —
A rebuke to those whose superior righteous. A Desd Firemaw's Child Tries to Wake|{Just & Thread em the Sheuider, But You | Was Streng Encugh to Hrasve the Wrath
wmmmm Dess nerves shem to sit in judgment upon Him from His Last Sleep. Never Find the End of it. A Wi
Survive Our Time. him is contsined in the verse: ** Whas is the matter with my pspa? ' The drummer slways brings the latest| Ireme Washburn, the danghter of am
m:kwcmmﬁnboshhofwmw Steve Nesil’s 5-year-cld daughter had | trick * Here it is, says the Lewiston, Me., aristooratic branch of

came ;

soul aronnd me, when suddenly I felt some | 80 quickly formed shonid be consinmed by

one tugging as that hunngootﬁon thas I

the spectacle. At last the stranger behind
me gave one frantic rip and yanked ous
about 11 yards on one bunch, and aa the
cotton got twisted around his wasch
chain, over his eye-glasses, in his very hair
and filled his lap, I turned around and
producing the spool from my pockas, said :
¢ I am very much obliged for your interess
and very sorry that I msled you. Yom
see I have about 124 yards lefs, bus I pre.
sume that you don's care for any more to-
night. [ am honessly sorry, bus I can’s
help smiling,’

* The man ms!ﬁ:;iestmtotganﬂa-
man in appearance. is face was red as
fire even to his ears. He locked a$t me
then at the spool. He changed color once
or twioce, and then as the crowd caughs on
s big laugh went up right in one of the

i passages of ‘ Claodian,’ and the

who had intended to pull thas
and said,

(From the New York Times.)

A little thread hung on the shoulder of
Broker Dan Dixon’s coat when he went on
the floor of the Produce Exchange after
lunch yesterday. Prince Claggess, during
one of the lulls, oalled his attension to it.

‘* Pull is ous,” said Dixon.

Claggess puiled and pulled until he had
pulled ous abous six fees of coston thread.
Mr. Dixon had had conceasled under his
arm a whole spool of it. There waa greas
laaghter at Mr. Claggett's expense. He
winked wisely and went sway. Presently
he reappeared. _ Alittle thread alse hung

‘ Claggess,” said two or three as he
walked about, ‘‘ there’s a loose thread on

coas.”’

‘ Pull i¢ out,” said Claggett.

About twenty brokers rushed at him,
snd, amid much shouting and hilarity,
they not only pulled the thread, but they
ripped the coat up tke back ¢ like a shad,”
as & member put it.

Osherwise the Produce Exchange pro-

i P s

This is the Very Latest Style in Jokes.

First Mattress—'* How do you feel 2"

Second Mastress—** Full as a tick.”

First Electric Wire—'* What's the
news ?"’

Becond Electric Wirs—'* Shocking.”

First Whiskey Barrel—* Are you
my bidd )
_ Becond Whiskey Barrel—'* Not by a
jugtul.”

First Tree—*'* How’s business 7"

Second Tree—'* Branching out.’’

Old Sol—'* You’re five minutes behind
time.”’

First Cannon—'* How's biz 7"
Seeond Cannon—'* Booming.'’
Old Mustaches—'* Dyed, but not dead.”

Young Mnasaches—'* but nok
downed.”’ Dosmy,

First Key—* Well, what sils you now ?"
S.ax,s}ni Ditto—'* Oh! I am in a hole
agsin.
The Coffee—' I am boiling with »
The Pot—** You have good gmundsng?‘or
your anger.’’
i

A Dunner Dene For,

Angry Man—8ee here, confourd you, I
don’t propose ta have you dun me for thas
bill sny more.

Angry CoHeetor— You don't, eh ? How're
you going to prevent it?

‘ By paying up.”

—_———
Under Certain Conditions,

“ Do you like the Scotch ?" asked one
tmellmgn i man of ancther who was reading

arns.

“ Yes,”” was the reply, ‘if its oold
weather and the Scotch is hos enough.’”’

——

Ix January next Louis Kossuth will be-
come s man withous a country. QOn the
9th day of that month he will have ocom.
plef-dtl'qapuin&ot absenoce from
which will terminate and forfeit his citizen.
shipof shat country. His twosonshave be.
come Italian citizens and the venerable

wise, but he probably wiil nos do so.

;letter. .Imnamnrm.dto hnrh-nul..h

to possees the daunghter of ‘‘ Neoskalete,'

! ana finally he wrote thas he would mees her

day, there was something in Irene's actions
thas made her verysuspicions. Mrs. Powless
told cersain of her friends the indians
o keep asharp lockout for the young pale-
face, and when he pus in an

to ran him off the Reservation. lissle
Irene had her staunch Indian friends, too,
and th:y assisted to emooth the way. On
Sunday Bruce drove from Bransford ec-
companied by a well-known young Indisn
through whom it is supposed the corres-
pondence was keps up. At a spot near
Kanyengeh, the lovers met, bas their mees-
ing was intruded upon. Irene was carried
back to her home, and Bruce was pus on &
:mry und sent across the river. Ireme's
riends arranged for s meesing on Monday.
They mes, drove rapidly to a charch, were
married and had j

for the recov-
ery of his lawfnl wife. But while ha eat
closeted with his lawyer, Irene’s friends
were at work. During Monday night they
stole her from the house, bronght her se
this cisy and delivered her up sa her
husband. On Toesday they lefs for Mon-
treal as happy as two young dowves.—
Brantford Hzpositor.

-
Britain’s Greatuess,

The Chicago Herald says: Let us not
deceive ourselves wish fiotitions greasness.
There is another country as whose greas-
ness we may well pause for consempiasion.
Its erea exceeds eighs and a half million
square mles. The basia of its power is
nos land but waters. Iis greatuess is
maritime, and it8 coass line is twensy-ecight
thousand five hundred miles long., Is lies
on both sides of the equator and its  bomn-
dries touch the extremes of heat and ooid.
Its uncuitivased area which can be made o
feed unborn millions without the help of
the United States, covers miilions of aguare
miles 1% contains one hundred thousand
tquare mules of forests, which are being
jealously preserved, while our’s are being
rushleesly sacrificed. Its  popuiasion
amounts to 315,000,000 souls i i
pressy nearly all vhe races kuown to man.
Iss revenme for governmens amounss to
more than a thoussnd million doliars
annually, only one fourth of which is levied
in direes taxation. It has nearly a miliion
of men under arms. It has one poli
for every sizteen square miles of its ensire
area. Ifs 246 war vessela are all in com-
mission, nos rosting in harbors. Ita mer-
chant navy consiats  of 30 000
shipgs, manned by 270,000 sailors.
Isa sea going tonnage amounts
to eight and a haif millions. It
in steamers all other powers on the globe
and nearly equals their combined sosal in
sailing veeseis. Forty-nine per oens. of the
carrying power of the world is under its
tfiag. Nearly haif the entire yearly cargo
of she world is under thas flag; more than
half the ship earnings from freights and
passengers belong to 1t. Two-thirds of the
tonnage annusily buils belongs to it. The
banks of that Empire transact one third of
the business of the entire world. Its
manufactures comprise one-third those of
all Eorope. It uses 30 per cenms. of the
borse power of sthe world. Its emormous
debt, which it nses as the moes profitavle
investment of its own earnings, amounsia to
only 9 per cent. of ita weaith. Is is the
wealthiest Htate in the world, and its
wealth has been made by its exporss. Its
name is Greas Britain, and it abandoned,
after a full and fair trial, the economic
policy to which the United States fatuously
clings. It sens its ships to every olime; it

its wares in every pors; it asked no
tax on articles offered in exchange, and the
cargoes its ships oarried back to their
wharves enriched it as much as those they
had borne away.

The Safest Part of the Train,

That was a keen cbserver who exolaimed
a8 he clambered over the wreck as Ninth
and Brown streets yesterday, thas he
would nos ride hereafter on either end of a
railroad train. The middle cars are always
the safess. They do nos receive a de-
structive blow from either a frons or rear
collision ; if the engine leaves the track
they usually remsin in place, and they are
never snapped off, as the rear car some-
times is. Almoss the only case in which
the middle cars suffer is when they are
thrown off track by the bresking of a
coupling or of eome pars of the running
gear, and thas is as likely to happen to one
pars of the train as another.—Philadeiphia
Inguirer.

It has been estimated thas the habitual

600,000.

strongly urged hdnhbhoninm-ed-uin the United S8ases number
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