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ENTERTAINMENTS. 

CITY HALL, 
Friday & Saturday and Saturday 

Matinee, Sept. 24th & 25th. 

D’Oyley Carte's London OperaCo 
Composed of the principal members of the Orin- 
■■al 3th Ave. Theatre C®., will appear in 

this citv on the above dates in the Melo-Dra- 
matic Opera, in two acts, written and 

composed expressly for produc- 
tion in the United States, by 

Arthur Mullirnn and W. N. Gilbert, Author and Composer of “PINAFORE,” entitled 

Int mm Of rtNZANlit, 
OR, THE SLAVE OF DUTY. 

The opera, which is produced under the personal 
direction cf the author aud composer, will be ren- 
dered in the >ame manner that characterized its 
successful run in New York aud the principal cities 
of America. 

The Scenery is Entirely New! Elaborate 
■tew Costumes! An Enlarged Or- 

chestra, and a Chorus of 40 
Trained Voices. 

The sale of seats will commence at Stnckbridge’s 
on Tuesday morning, Sept. 21st. 

Reserved Seats, 75 cents and $1.00. Admission, oO c*nts. Matinee—Reserved Seats, 75 cents: Ad- 
mission, 50 cents; Children, 25 cents. 
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LAKE MARANACOOK, 

Wednesday Sept. 29, 1889. 
The large number of prominent Oarsmen 

already entered insures this to be one of the nota- 
ble events in the annals of Aquatics. 

The Greatest Double Scull Race 
Ever held in America, in which the following re- 

markable crews will participate: Graudeau and 
Mate, of Toronto, Canada: Plaisted and Leo, Ross and Davis, Hosmer and Mate, 

Falkner and Mate, Riley and 
Mate, and Ten Eyck 

and Mate. 

Prizes, $350, divided $200, $fOO, $50. 

Professional Four-Oared Race. 
Jn which the following crews have entered:—The 

famous West End Grew of Boston, Hosmer, Brailey, Green and Hilley: The Falkner 
Crew of Boston; Everetts of East Boston; 

Enterprise No. 1 of Salem; Columbia 
of East Boston; the Union Crew 

composed oi x1. a. Piaisted, 
Goo. Lee, Wallace Ross, 

M. F. Davis, and oth- 
ers, Lakeman, 

No. 1 of Bos- 
ton. 

Prize*—§300 divided,§150, $IOO, §50. 

Amateur Single Scull Race. 
The following noted Scullers will appear: Frank 

K. Holmes, of Pawtucket, R. I., winner of the 
World’s Regatta; Wm. Murray, of Portsmouth 
Va.. winner of the Geueva, N. Y., Regatta; Geo., 
Gaisel of N. Y. City, winner of all the Western Re- 

Prize*—An elegant Gold Watch to fird, Gold mrdnl to second. 

The Great Scullers9 Race. 
The following world-renowned Oar*men will take 

part:—Wallace Ross. George H. Hosmer, Janies 
H. Riley, J. Gaudeau, Geo. Weisgerber, 

Fred A. Piaisted, Geo. Lee, James A. • 

Ten Eyck, Richard Nagle, 
M. Lynch, and others. 

§225 divided, §IOO, §60, §40, §25. 

Indian Canoe Race 
In which the Braves of the different Tribes will 

struggle for the Championship. 

Running Race. 
The Union Rowing Association being desirous of 
giving the people of Maine an opportunity of wit- 
nessing some first-class running, have secured some 
of the fastest five mile runners in the country. 
The following flyers will positively start: Happennv 
of Boston, Toole of Bangor, O’Toole of Clinton, 
Mass., Hounhan of Boston, Robbins of New York, 
Delaney of Biddeford, McLean of Portland. 

Walking Race. 
Limited to the State of Maine, for which the fol- 
lowing well-known Pedestrians have entered: 
Toole of Bangor, McNamara of Old Town, Haskell, 
Flynn, and Gay of Portland. 

Dancing in (lie Pavilions. 
in .‘ftieiunt iViintnit tn will cnaro nn rt'jltiu (a molr a 

this one of the most enjoyable features of the day. 
Hattie by tvro superior Quartrille Bands. 

Baiul Concert, 
By Chandler’s Famous Brass Baud. 

At least 15 Swings will be provided for those wbo 
enjoy this exhilarating sport. 

iST-Refreshment*.—A large and elegant Dining 
Hall is being built where a go*d Dinner may be 
secured at a reasonable price. Also a Lunch Counter 
400 feet long, where refreshments may be had at 
City Prices. 

E^T'Entries to be to M. F. DAVIS, Portland, 
Maine. Fnt ies to c'.ose September 25. 
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CITY HALL, MONDAYJVE’G. SEPT. 271h. 
GRAND CONCERT 

By the following celebrated Artists: 

MISS ANNIE LOUISE GARY, 
CONTRALTO, 

THE TE.HPLE QUA ITETTE GLEE 
CU.U7B, 

Miss Gertrude Franklin, Soprano: Miss Florence 
Holmes. Contralto; Mr. D. F. Fitz, First Tenor; 
Mr. W. C. Tower, Second Tenor: Mr. H. A. Cook, 
Baritone; Mr. A. C. Ryder, Bttsso; Mr. H. Kotz- 
sefamar. Pianist. 

Reserved Seal* 73 cl*.; Admis«iou 30 ct»» 
For sale at Stockbndge’s. scp21 dtd 

TOURISTS AND STRANGERS 
Coming to Portland should visit the Observatory on 
Mon joy Hill. From the cupola may be seen the en- 
tire city, the Ocean to the horizon, C-awco Bay, 
with its beautiful islands, Old Orchard Beach ; ami with the powerful Tch^cope mounted in the 
cujH.la the hotels on .’It*. tVa«iiju^(ot<. Roar* 
*nr#c aud I’lcuKaut may be distinctly seen. 
■The views here are said to be unsurpassed lor be*u- 
ty and variety by auy in the world. Congress street 
cars puss every ten minutes. aulO dtl 

NOTICE. 
All Persons having bills or demands against the 

(iimhpilaiid Count) Agricultural 
Society, 

contracted during the late Fair, will please present, 
them on or before the 27thiuat, to 

A. L. DENNISON, Secretary. 27 Preble Street. 
Portland, Sept. 20, 1880. 
8ep2 J dtd 

MISCELLANEOUS 
_ 

FALL OPENING 

beji’s, niiTiis’itoynsii childress 
CLOTHING, 

-ON- 

SATURDAY, SEPT. 25th. 
New, Elegant, Attractive. Stylish Garments in Every Department. 
Nobby Suits, 

Stylish Overcoats, 
Perfect Fitting Pantaloons. 

Children’s Garments, all Sizes, all Grades, 
Sure to please tlie most fastidious tastes. 
The Selling Price marked in Plain Figures 

on Each Garment. 

WE SEND A CORDIAL INVITATION TO EVERYBODY, 
COME TO OUR OPENING! 

Saturday, Sept. S5. 

C. D. B. FISK & CO., 
Under PretDle House, 

,n 
CONGRESS STREET. 

sept23 dtf 

Fall Styles. 
SPECIALTIES. SPECIALTIES. 
Ijadies’ Men’s 

Oil Gt. Button Boots (New Last), tor Street wear, Single Sole Congress Boots, Plain Toe, Bevel Edge, Boyd’s N. \., AA, A. B. and C. A. B, C and D. 

Liadies’ Men’s 
Oil Goat Side Lace Boots, Boyd’s N. Y., A A. A. B. Double Sole Congress Boot', B, C, D, E and F. 
and C. 

Ijadies’ Men’s 
Calf Balmorals all widths and sizes. 

Cloth Top Button Boots, ihe Popular Style for this 

VA- Men’s 
iJL Cloth Top Button. Men’s Cloth Top Congress 

Boots. 
French Kid, Side Lace, Boyd's N. Y., AA, A.B 
and c* 

Boys^ 
S O ^ Calf and Grain Balmorals, 

fseamless Button in Kid and*Oil Goat, widths AA, Ililf ^ 

^ "H 9 *—-* FineN. Y. Boots, Black, Brown, White, Blue and 
/ ■ B 1 B Cl ■ 1 rt Pink. 

Spring Heel Boots, the proper Boot for weak ankles. 

Sign of Gold Boot, 421 Congress St 

BROWH, THE SHOE DEALER. 
AGENT FOR BOYD’S FINE BOOTS. 

sep!8 eodtf 

Owen, Moore & Co. 
Offer a complete assortment 

(PATENTED TUNE 18TH, 1876.) 

For Ladies and Gentlemen. 
This with other new goods just 

received, makes our stock equal, 
if not superior to any in New Eng- 
land. Gloves fitted and satisfac- 
tion guaranteed in all cases. 

Owen, Moore & Co. 
sep20 ,ltf 

Prof. I>. A. Kodgers 
is now permanently located at No. 3 Deering Place, 

off Deering Street. tie lias been tried, test- 
ed, and found to be one of tho 

most wonderful 

CLAIRVOYANT PHYSICIANS, 
bat bas ever visited this city. lie U now treating 

some of tbe best citizens of Portland. 

§300.00 BSGWABD 
Wliere 1 do not describe accurately every ache and 
pain in tbe human body without asking a question of the patten*. Diseases of all nature treated and 

A Cure Gnarautced cr IVo Pay. 
if your Doctor has failed to know your diseases, 

send or come to me and I will give you full diagno- 
sis in five minutes. 

You have but to bear me and be convinced of tbe 
wonderful power God gives to man. Examination 
Fee §1.00. 

Catarrh a Specialty. dd 

MKM, JB. LYE J91YI2K*’ 

VETERINARY SALVE. 
A positive cure for it will remove 
lloof Disease*!, Mpiaiux. 
Scratches, Wind <*aiis. 
Running Sore**, Unsightly Bunches, 
Saddle €*al Ik, Ac. It penetrates 
Cult* and Kraise**. to the bone, will not blis- 
ter and never takes off any hair. 

Xo horse owner should be without it, 
nothing eijual to it has ever been pre- 
sented to the public, the best horse- 
men in the country have acknowledged 
its efficiency. 

Price 30 ccufs and $1.00 per bttx. 

For Sale by JAMES BAILEY & CO. 
apfl(ily 

Commissioners’ Notice. 

THE undersigned having teen appointed Com- 
missioners by the Judge of Probate for the 

County of Cumberland, to receive, eiamine and 
decide upon all claims against the Estate of 

RICHARD CROCKETT, late of Portland, 
in said County, deceased, except tlio.-e of the ad- 
ministrator, hereby give notice that they have ap- 
pointed the Second Tuesday of October, December, 
and April ue»t, at ten o'clock in the forenoon of 
each oi said days, for meetings for toe urpuse 
aforesaid at their o£3ce, at >.0 49V_* Exchange 
Streefc, Portland, Maine. 

JOHN BREWER JR., I 
WM. H. .MOTLEY. } (-°“b-isBtouers. 

Portland, Sept. 15, 1880. 

*epl7 d3w 

THE BEST 
DRY GOODS STAND 

in Portland. now occupied by Kastman Bns., & 
Bancroft, 534 Congress street, will be to let after 
September 15th. It has been occupied as a dry 
goods store for a great many \ cars oud always with 
success to the occupant, aim has the largest coun- 
try trade of any dry goods store ii Portlaud. 
Enquire of lRYrIN(* BLAKE, 532 Congress street. 

sei»4 dtf 

MiimtrTiiir 
FOR SAL'. 

a t is a i imbcr 1.,-r saie, 
by CHARLES .'.ILKRILL. J17 

v-oiumercial Street. sop7 dim 

Ladies 
BEWARE OF IHIIFATIONS. 

Use the Best. 

ON WHITE SPOOLS. 

Geo. A. Clark A Bros., Sole Agenls 

For Male at leading retail uteres. 

F. A. LEAVITT, 
MANUFACTURER OF 

Tents, House, Store and Lawn Awn- 
ings, House, Ship and Campaign Flags, 
Canvas Hammocks, Cots, Signs, Yacht 
Sials, Ac. Tents to Let. 

49 1-2 EXCHANGE STREET. 
mrl8 eodtf 

Health is Wealth ! 
Dh. E. C. West’s Nerve and Brain Treat- 

ment; a specific for Hysteria, Dizziness, Convul- 
sions, Nervous Headache, Mental Depression, Loss 
of Memory, Spcrraatorrocea, Impotency, Involun- 
tary Emissions, Premature Old Age, caused by 
over exertion, self-abuse, or over-indulgence, which 
leads to misery, decay and death. One box will 
cure recent cases. Each box contains one month’s 
treatment. One dollar a box, or six boxes for five 
dollars; sent by mail prepaid on* receipt of price. 
We guarantee six boxes to cure aay case. With 
each order received by us for fix boxes, accompan- 
ied with five dollars, we wiil send the purchaser our 
written guarantee to return the money if the treat- 

I lent does not effect a cure. Guarantees issued by 
all druggists in Portland and everywhere. 

JOHN W PERKINS & CO., General Agents. 
J scp6deow&weowly Portland. 

YOlJffG WOMEN 
OF good health, between 20 and 30 

years of age, who would like posi- 
tions as Attendants upon the insane, can 
hear of Much places by applying (enclosing 
recommendations as to character and abil- 
ity) to UR. J. G. PARK, Nupf. Worcester 
liiiuatic Hospital, W’orcester, mass. 

sepl3 d&wlm 

Swill and Offal. 
MR. LEWIS P. KNIGHT. Stroud water village, 

cont ractor ior removing swill aud offal, is prepared 
for the same with covered carts, so as to avoid all 
off ence. All citizens are requested to employ Mr. 
Knight, aud any orders leu at the police station 
will na\ e attention. 

C. K. BRIDGES, 
Sept. 13tb, 1880. v_ity Marshal, 

sepl 4 d3w 

FOR ADOPTION. 
ft BRIGHT, healthy male infant of Amerioau 

xjl parentage, pipe weeks old. Address, 
sepltldtf TEMPORARY HOME, Box 1101. 

□ H PRESS. 
SATURDAY M0R5TNG, SEPT. 25. 

We do not read anonymous letters and communi- 

cations. The name and address of the writer are in 

all cases indispensable, not necessarily for publica- 
tion but as a guaranty of good faith. 

We cannot undertake to return or preserve com- 

munications l“at arc not nsed. 

Kvkhv regular attach^ of the Press is furnished 
with a Card certificate signed by Stanley Pullen, 
Editor. All railway, steamboat and hotel managers 
will confer a favor upon us by demanding credentials 
of every person claiming to represent our Journal. 

FOR PRESIDENT, 

JAMES A. GARFIELD, 
OF OHIO. 

FOR VICE PRESIDENT, 

Chester A. Arthur, 
OF NEW YORK. 

FOB PRESIDENTIAL ELECTORS. 

For Electors at Large. 
JOSEPH S. WHEELWRIGHT, of Bangor. 
IRA H. FOSS, of Saco. 
First District—ELISHA H. JEWETT. 
Second Distnct-OTIS HAYFORD. 
Third District—EDWIN FLYE. 
Fourth District—LEWIS B. JOHNSON. 
Fifth District—SEWARD B. HUME. 

Three Books of Recreation. 
Letters as well as laws get no hearing 

amid the clash of arms. For the two months 
now happily past, Maine folk have given 
themselves up to the party newspaper and 

neglected the book. Even the magazines, 
usually so welcome visitors, have got hut 
scant and hurried attention, and the only 
pamphlets that could command more than 
passing regard have been reports from leg- 
islative committees and reprints from the 

Congressional Record. Men preferred read- 

ing Senator Blaine’s startling arraignment 
of South Carolina census takers or Colonel 
Waddell’s ingenious plea for the Southern 
eaders to puzzling over the Philosophy of 
Final Causes or following Buskin in his 
splendid diatribe against modern fiction. 
Women forgot the feud of Fusilier and De 
Granpion, the fortunes of Richard and Mar- 
garet, the obstacles which stand between 
felicity and Mr. James’s placid heroine, and 
flocked to the political meetings and graced 
the pavements while political processions 
stumbled over the street stones. Even the 
children forsook Jack and Jill, lost their in- 
terest in Bird’s Nesting, and followed eager- 
ly after their elders. The boy got him a 
dime torch, bought him a campaign hat 
and marched sturdily in the rear of the uni- 
formed men, while the girl went out to ad- 
mire the brave show her brother or play- 
mate was making. 

That is all over now. The battle is not 
yet lost nor won, but hero in Maine an 

armed truce has been declared. We are on 

furlough until November. The speakers 
have forsaken tropesaud betaken themselves 
to troches. Black type has nearly disap- s 

peared from the columns of the newspapers. 
The campaign poster has given way to the 
play-bill. The torches are but, and the 
street-lamps seem so dim by contrast that 

people will prefer tlio warm lights of cosy 
studies and comfortable drawing-rooms to 
the evening promenade. Loitering over a 

book will be found far pleasanter than loi- 

tering along the street. The imperative 
question, “Whom arc you going to vote 
for?” is no longer put, and in its place we 

ask “What are you going to read?” We do 
not take up the newspaper to look for ;lie 
list of speakers’ appointments, but for the 
column of publishers’ announcements. 
T Iinrn on n m ■ noom nn f o nf 1,/irwl, a nIi>AnJ» 

printed and of books soon to be, are many, 
and indicate great activity among the book- 

makers, and promise much pleasure to the 
book-lovers. We have not space here to 

even mention by title the more meritorious 
of the volumes that will find their way into 
the hands of readers these lengthening 
evenings. But three works of fiction—and 1 

to fiction the mind jaded with political ex- 
citement and wearied with figures and sta- 

tistics, will naturally turn for recreation— 
fresh from the p: ess, can certainly be 
named among the most entertaining books 
of the year. These are The Grandissimes, 
White Wings, and the Stillwater Tragedy. 

This is not the column in which to review 
them, to point ou' their defects—not a few 
—or to call attention to their many excel- 
lences. Our purpose is only to direct those 
who are looking for fresh, entertaining and 
instructive reading, who are seeking recrea- 

tion and not study, and whose interest in the 

daily prints has diverted their attention 
from the monthly publications, towards 
these stories whose course as magazine 
serials has just been run. All three are 

worth reading, but no one can afford to 
miss reading the Grandissimes. The faults 
of it may be more conspicuous than the 
faults of the others—but that is because it 
is more noticeable in every way. 

Mit. Stoddard’s care worn and noble 
face, as pictured in Scribner's, will com- 

mand the admiration of, though it does not 
murur me imuj'e e>eb up uy, me men vvuo ns 

boys read the Songs of Summer twenty 
years ago. Weliave forgotten that he is grow- 
ing old as we are: and in contemplation of 
the gray beard of the Scribner portrait, we 
lose sight of the white hairs that lace our 

own heads. That is well for us and a trib- 
ute to him. He made our youth joyous, and 
in thinking of him we cease to remember 
our age. 

Mb. Denis Keauney has not lost his fine 
command of language. He has put forth an 

“address to Calfornia workingmen” in which 
he said: “The industrial masses are being 
ground between the upper millstone of bul- 
lion bulldozers, grain ring sharks, and water 

pirates and the nether mill-stone of land- 
grabbers, usury blood-suckers, and national 
bank absorptionists to poverty and ruin.” 

Mb. W. 13. Allen, ef South Bend, lud., 
for a quarter o' a century an active Demo- 
crat, ha joined the Republican party, after 
a careful consideration of the attitude of 
the two parties tow ard the country and its 
continued prosperity. 

Mb. Steroy of Nottingham, England, has 

just published a series of papers under the 
title “Useful Hints for the Proper Preserva- 
tion of a Carriage” in which he tells us that 
“there should be no communication be- 
tween the stables and the coaeli-house.” 
Wouldn’t that be rather awkward iu case a 

fellow wished to take a drive? 

Pleasantries about the Maine election 
are getting out of date. They are shop-worn 
and should have no longer a place in the 

newspapers. It is time they were bound up 
and put forth iu book form. 

“Moths” is the book in greatest detnatjd 
at the public library. The walla of those 
rooms ought to be ceiled with camphor 
wood. 

The Literary Calling. 
Mr. James Payn, novelist and essayist, is 

writing for the Nineteenth Century some pa- 
pers on “the literary calling,”—papers that 
are received with interest and provoke much 
angry comment and sharp and ill-natured, 
and sometimes most unjust, criticism. In 
these essays, reprinted so far as published, 
in the eclectic magazines here, Mr. Payn dis- 
cusses authorship as a trade, and gives kind- 
ly advice to the apprentice to letters and 
tells the workman how best to use his tools 
and market his wares. He holds that young 
people who like books, have mastered the 
English language, have something they 
want to say, and can say it in a pleasing 
way, should be encouraged to turn to litera- 
ture and try their hands at it. His idea 
is that the boy who has an.incliuation to au- 

thorship should be put upon the same foot- 
ing as the boy who has an inclination to 
mechanics or to a sea-fai ing life, that his 
chances are as good, and that his protectors 

siiuuiu iiceu aim seeK 10 grai- 
ify his ambition. He may not succeed, but 
the probabilities are in his favor. Few of 
the boys who go to sea become commanders 
of great ships, but the majority are good 
sailors and lead lives pleasant to them. Few 
mechanics become masters of shops and 
take out letters-patent for startling inven- 
tions, but they make good workmen and en- 

joy the toil which is not drudgery" because it 
is congenial occupation. So, few men in 
the “literary calling” may become great au- 

thors, hut they can do good and honest work 
which brings 'hem pleasure and secures 

them competence. 
This, in substance, though not in lan- 

guage, is Mr. Payn’s argument. I' is a 

good argument, from the dialectic stand- 
point, but if it has any effect that effect will 
be more harmful than helpful. It extends 
invitation and gives encouragement to the 
many who have no real aptitude for the 
“literary calling,” but who mistake a taste 
for reading for a call to write. The very 
people to whom Mr. Payn’s pleasant arti- 
cles will most strongly tppeal are the people 
who should be deprived of the pen 
instead of being urged to its use. 
It is wholly and emphatically true of the 

literary calling, as it is in part true of all 

callings, that no man is fit for it unless he 
can make his own struggle led on by a 

strong and passionate love that will not 
brook denial and can command living ser- 

vice. He who cannot make his own way in 
literature should not be led along. The 
journey will be unhappy to him and profit- 
less,—except in way of warning—to all oth- 
ers. If one has anything worth listening 
to, the world will give him ear readily 
enough. If he has a message to deliver and 
strength to preach he will make his audi- 
ence. The strong god Circumstance, like 
heathen deities, may be overcome by the 

strength and wit of man; but the man 

mu t be of heroic strain, and one who 
Hands in no need of fostering. Those who 
do need fostering are the ones least worth 
preserving. The men we need in literature 
are the men who are bound to make them- 
selves heard. He who has to be assisted to 

bis voice is not worth listening to, and 
wastes his time and abuses our patience. 
Of all men he should not be encouraged. 
We have, a surfeit of him now, and he is 

boring us to death. 
If by the “literary calling” Mr. Payn 

simply means book-making and journalism 
liis advice is well enough. There is some 

lemand for drudges in both these lines of 
jusiness, and whoever is content to be a 

journeyman will find frequent oppor- 
unities. If he have a real and abiding 
iking for either he will find in 
hem much hard work, the enjoyment that 
follows the faithful performance of con- 

genial labor, and the usual small pay of 

journeymen. If he he satisfied with that, 
veil and good; but he should not think 
limself “a literary feller” or speak of his 

laily labor as “the literary calling.” Into 
his error he will be led by an urqnestion- 
ug and confiding reading of Mr. Payn’s 
igreeable essays. That gentleman, like 

nany an argumentative man, before him, 
uses his reasoning upon a misinterpreta- 
ion of words. He confuses book-writing 
md journalism with literature. These 

nay. in rare cases, lead up to literature, 
nit they are certainly not literature, and 
he man who engages in them has not given 
limself to the “literary calling.” They are 

trade, as Mr. Payn in effect admits. 
Literature is not. 

The story on which the argument of “A1 
;ernon the Footstool Bearer,” is based, has 
ieen told in the Pbess. As readers may 
lave forgotten it, we tell the story again, 
rhe lale runs thus: 

Swinburne is a warm admirer of Browning; 
Browning a qualified admirer of Swinburne, 
rhe elder poet once met the younger at a rail- 
way station and shook his umbrella at him, ex- 

llaiming, “Ah, you foolish boy, why will you 
10 degrade such splendid taleDts?” This is but 

modified version of Browning’s words which 
vere rather too strong for print. One day Swin- 
jurne called on Browning, who received him 
jourteously and bade him be seated—much 
narvelling the while why he carried a small 
oqlstool. The mystery was soon cleared up, 
for Swinburne laid the footstool at Browning’s 
E et, and sat himself thereupon. He could not 

urogate equality with a master of the divine 
irt, his sole ambition was to sit at bis feet. 
Browning wa3 profoundly bored and in mortal 
fear that somebody might call and become a 

spectator of the interview. He knew his visi- 
tor well enough to understand that the latter 
would not badge for any intruder. It speaks 
volumes for Browning’s urbanity that he con- 

versed patiently and composedly with the 
srratic one for the space of an hour, then—for 
iramanity is frail, and some men will not take 

hint —his nerves gave) way. “And 
now,” said the host, “you must forgive me, for 
[ have an appointment, and must go.” Swin- 
burne took up his 8tool and preceded Brown- 
ing down stairs. In the hall he observed that 
be had a special favor to ask. Browning as- 

sured him he would do anything In his power 
to be of service to him. Swinburne replied 
‘It is that you would allow me to sit at your 
ieet for yet another five minutes.” The tone 
was one of imperturbable gravity. Browning 
rented, and the nair walked un stairs again. 
Swinburne replaced bis footstool, and sat out 
the full live minutes. 

Mbs. Myra Bradwell, who edits the 

Chicago Legal News, has been called upon 
to define woman’s rights, and replies that 

the first and foremos is “to delude one man 

into the idea that the Lord never made 

mother such woman as herself.” That 
idea is as old as the Garden of Eden, and 
was as indisputable when advanced by Eve 
as it is i.greeahle when mouthed by her 

daughters to-day. 

A Brunswick correspondent—we suspect 
he lives on the Topsham side of the river— 
wants to know why tire Press doesn’t say 
more about the Republican victory in the 
Second District. The Press is not in the 

way of taking part in wakes and declines to 
dance over the late Mr. Fogg’s grave. The 

funeral was quiet, and the ceremony at the 
burial in excellent taste. We do not propose 
to disturb the rest of the unlameutcd dead. 

Stilson Hutchins of the Washington 
Post gives the principal credit for the Demo- 
cratic work in Maine to Ben Butler and Sam 
Cary, and says men who were most wanted 
during the campaign by the Democrats were 

Tom Ewing and Dan Voorhees. He is not 

very hopeful as to Democratic prospects in 
Maine in the November election, as he 
thinks the Republicans have n->w “g t their 
mad up”, as he expresses it, and will bend 
every energy to the carrying of the State. 

Ik the other Northern States gain on the 

Republican vote of 1879 in proportion to 
their total vote as Maine has gained, Gen- 
eral Garfield will find against him in the 

electoral college only the 138 votes of the 

Solid South. 

Maine has only seven electoral votes to 

be given for Garfield; but those will b« 

given with a will. 

Algernon, the Footstool-Bearer. 

a tragedt. 
Written for the Portland Press by the author of 

Algernon in London. 

THE PERSONS. 
Algernon Charles Swinburne, a Poet. 
Robert Browning, a Pcet. 
Chorus of Club-men. 

The Argument. 
Robert, being set in his house anil rnimleil to 

work, is made aware that to him entereth Alger- 
non, haring in the hands of him a footstool 
whereupon to sit at the feet of Robert, for sake 
of the fame of this poet. But he, misliking the 
laughter of men, is at last brought to speak a 
lie that he may be rid of this guest; yet is pres- 
ently judged, aud a measure of further wearL 
ness meted out to him, than which he could 
bear no more. 

The Drama. 
CHOBC8. 

Say we, declare we, wliy In such a storm 
Delay we, standing in the street-corner; 
Is this the kind of weather we prefer? 

Club members, shall we call this thing good form? 
For our umbrellas drip, 

And our wet ulsters cling about our knees, 
And in the mud we slip, 

And we are cold as men carved ou some marble 
frieze. 

We are not hero of choice, not yet because 
We fancy fog and falling rain at all; 
But Algernon takes his constitutional, 

And he is not constrained of any laws 
Of the barometer; 

And, careless of what weather heaven sends, 
It did to him occur 

This morning to fare forth to viSit certain 
friends. 

A footstool Algernon in liis hands doth bear; 
With gum goloshes for his over-shoon 
He treads as softly as a summer moon 

Moving through dusky heights of slumberous air; 
And we may not surmise 

The reason aipi rhyme of this, and we remain 
Astare with wondering eyes, 

And follow him afar this marvel to explain. 
Yea have we followed him at least a mile, 

And we have met thereby with many men. 
And we have noted how each citizen 

Looked upon Algernon with a fdrtive smile; 
And still he went before, 

And not the less his footstool did he bear, 
Till here at. Robert’s door 

He rang, yea, and our eyesjiave seen him enter 
there. 

All we will wait until his visit ends, 
Until that Algernon again come forth; 
For surely it shall be of no small worth 

To look upon the faces of our friends— 
It shall be good for us, 

Remunerative, and cause of endless fun— 
Robert ridiculous, 

And Algernon mgde glad for sake of strange 
things done! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Yea we have spoken well, yet time seems long. 

% SEMI-CHORUS, 
Not over-long if pleasure us repay. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
What pleasure have we- seeing men unde absurd? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Pleasure of minds superior to those. 

SEMl-CIIORUS. 
Shall we rise higher for cause of others, fallen? 

semi-chorus. 
Yea, for all thiDgs are by comparison. 

SEMI-CHORUS.____ 
Have ye writ poems as these me* have writ? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Yea, all we sometimes see ourselves in print. 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

And gat ye praise of men for poems made? 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

Not one of us but has his little clique. 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

And volumes with fair margin and large type? 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

Yea, we have have had editions de hue. 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

Are ye repaid, have ye made money of them? 
semi-chorus. 

That is our secret, and our publishers/ 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

What do we wrangling, is this time for chalf, 
For light and shifting speech blown to and fro, 
Words wanting weight and wafted hither and there? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Do you think we shall wait here till night, 

Wet and fatigued as we are? 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

The average rainfall for the month is less 
Than last year; and the average temperature 
Higher, and higher the mean barometer. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Will any man lend me a light? 

Has any man got a cigar? 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

Algernon stays too long; a morning call 
Should not too much withhold the unwilling host 
From Tork. acd from the peace of work well done. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Our boots and our garments a-soak 

Have dampened us through to the skiu. 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

Yet we will see this thing through, even if we 

Bring us bronchitis and pneumonia. 
HE MI-CHORUS. 

And where is the point of this joke, 
And where does the laughter come in? 

SEMI-C1IOBU8. 
Pray fate to give to Algernon for our sakes 
Brief words and ways that he return to us 

Before we are grown weary unto death. • 

ROBERT. 

1 must to work, I, Robert, though a poet, 
Mu*t work, for Adam’s apple sticks i’the throat 
Of all his sons. A plague o’ work, say I! 
Goose-quill, come hither—dip o’ ink—what’s odds 
Gray bird or gray-beard owns thee? What's ! 

my theme? 
Largo e sostenuto—tune the fiddles, 
Blow up the organ—vox Humana stop— 
A Social Essay on the Bore, blank verse, 
Spar si tf* amaro pianto—I have wept 
And weep shall ye, my public: Time is long 
Or short, Procrustes-British-public, drag 
Time to the crack o’joints and crack o’doom, 
Kill him what way ye like, cut as ye will 
Short sixes or long nines—the dial hand 
Moves, and all things move on. Save and except 
The Bore—nay save him not nor yet except 
From your anathemas; plant ye him head down, 
Looking toward lowest limbo, for his hand 
Is against every man ; his fingers rend 
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The buttonholes of every coat, Lasciate 
Ogni speranza, ye who sit at \^ork, 
If he shall enter. Bore ! The world is full* 
Of bores from Boreal to Austral Pole. 
All we are bored aboard the Ship o’ Life, 
Starbcard or larboard. Bore as ye are bored 
Ye bitten biters; bore with auger-bit 
False auguries of false prophets. How shall T 
Shake stick i’the face I fear, how write up bores 
Heart-full o’ hate. Rap on my door—come in! 
Per me si va nella cittadolente, 
Come in—and heaven send it be no bore, 
Or Dante’s sorrowing town shall be not less 
Amenable and healthful than mine house. 
Ti* Algernon—a long haired poetling. 
Full of strange music as an egg of meat! 
My gray-goose-quill addiot cignofede.l 
Ti amo solo, solo amai! Goodmorning, 
How are you Algernon? A rainy dav. 

ALGERNON. 
Morn of mist and misery, a day of rain made Jruin- 

ous, 
On land it is desolate, and sad on sea; 

Yet I meet thee, master, with mine eyes of joy 
made luminous, 

My mouth filled of singiag for the praise of thee. 
Though the fleecy fog gather and enfold 
All the city a-sliiver for the cold, 

Still mine heart shall not remember more 
All its ancient grief and woe it wore. 

Tan ugh the flying rain fulfil the space of heaven 
and whiten it, 

Though winds may wander through the fields of 
air. 

After storm and shudder of sea the sun shall come 
to lighten it, 

The sky shall be clear again with wind set fair; 
For my long-delayed and long-desired delight 
Is arisen as the sun before my sight, 

1 have sought and found thee, and at last 
Now miue hands hold to thine bands fast. 

ROBERT. 

May I inquire what have you i’th’ arm? 
A footstool! 

ALGERNON. 
Yea a footstool. At thy feet 

To sit as one who, serving the high gods. 
With fear is fallen before them. Look on me, 
The head of me hardly higher than thy feet, 
And all mine hair made dark against the Day 
And Martin of thy shoes, which with iny tears 
Shine, sir! 

ROBERT. 
How now, young man! Be ruled by me, 

Sit in a chair like common folk; nay look 
The folly o’t i’the face. I’m man, you're man— 

Not such like each as other, it may be— 
In some sort differing. Younger you than I— 
That’s true—o yiorni della yinventu 
Hold hard—o lieti yiorni—what’s the song? 
Why thus it goe9 and so. Young man, rise up. 
Somebody’s on the stair! 

Algernon 

Nay, 1 will slay 
Forever ou my footstool at thy feet. 

Should uncalled callers come, they call down fire 
On their own heads, profane ones, who, unasked, 
Break up our interview as the heavens break 
With imminent £lap of clouds. Yea let them come, 
And let the unholy laughter of their lips 
Burn all about me as the lightnlngs’.tire; 
And let them mock me, loud as thunder cries 
Through hollows of the immemorial hills— 
Yet mine hands shall not smite them, nor a curse 
Come from the mouth of n e against these men; 
For all mine heart shall mix its hate with love. 
Love of thee, lord of a strong lay and lyre, 
With hate of them, stones and stocks, llmlte l 
In love and loathing, cheapeuers on 'Change, 
Philistines, fools. Yea praise and scorn are one, 
And I care not. 

HOREKT. 

(But I do—this aside.) 
Get up and take a chair. The public’s dull, 

; It cries Go to, and reckons lack o’wlt 
With little cause. Cigno/edel, sweet swan, 
One raven’s croak i’the air is reason enough 
That all the iir grow hoarse with ravens’ caws: 
So public chatter, chin and chin a-wag, 
Takes oft* the praise—we'll say, well earned enough— 
Of you and me. 'Twas a young fool, forsooth, 
Say they, to sit at feet of an old fool, 
And no fool’s like an old fool, but a young. 
So both we wear the motley in their minds. 
Get up, young man! 

ALGERNON. 
Reverence of high things sought, 

Not lightly left when found, and of the men 

Made memorable and mighty of the muse— 
These are for youth; and thou, no more a youth, 
Art crowned of all men’s praises; and lo, a leaf, 
A little leaf of laurel lightly laid, 
Lighter than lilies lie on limpid lakes. 
Is overlieavy for the honored head 
If given of mine hands, hated. 

ROBERT. 
You mistake. 

uuve no personal oisiiae to you; 
But time flies fast (and vet meseems he lags; 
Why Slowfoot, r could take you by the forelock 
But for delaying you) I said, time flies. 
(Have at you now, my loDg-haired tedium!) 
Beg pardon, my young friend (Crook up your joints 
Sir Pliable my si inal column, bend 
To this man civilly,) Algernon, of your grace, 
I must adjourn our interesting session,' 
I have a man awaits me round the corner, 
And I have sworn by this and that to meet 
Him at eleven sharp, and I must go. 

ALGERNON. 
Thou shalt pass from mine eyes as a light, 

As a song from mine ears; 
I will walk in the borders of night 

And the region of tears; 
Thou wilt leave me unholpen, and lost in a deso- 

late place 
Made lonely for lack of the light and delight of thy 

face. 

As Ipliigeniajwas carried 
In clouds light as lawn. 

When the knife from the maiden was parried, 
To fall on the fawn,— 

Who is this that rends Robert away from my sight 
without sound? 

What man, and what corner is this that he waiteth 
around? 

I am covered with grief for a garment 
And woe for a^loak; 

Thou hast given my heart up to torment, 
My neck to the yoke; 

Yea what torment or yoke shall be sharper or 
heavier than this, 

The gladness of greeting and madness of meeting to 
miss? 

Have I help of the earth, or again 
Of the strength of the sea? 

Can I cry to the clouds, or complain 
To the four winds set free? 

Shall I hunt thee with lightning for spears and with 
««r boan<U9 

Will the earth stay the course of thy feet, or the 
sea set thee bounds? 

As the snow that is sifted and takeu 
By blasts from the North, 

So I, of thee suddenly shaken, 
From thee must fare forth; 

Thou hast scattered my spirit and breath of my 
body abroad 

As the fields of the frost when tie waters of winter 
are thawed. 

Thou hast set on mine head sorrow’s crown. 
To remember good things; 

Thou hast stricken the strength of me down 
And hast broken my wings; 

Thou hast quenched the quick flame of delight into 
ashes for fire, 

And thy face and thy feet turn away from mine eyes 
that desire! 

ROBERT. 

I must go now, young man. 

ALGERNON. 
Yea thou shalt go, 

Not without witness and unheralded; 
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And go before thee, a procession of one; 
Yea thou dost lack the si'ver cry of flutes, 
Aud reeds made tuneful of remembered sighs 
Of winds blown through the waste places of the 

world 
Whore the marsh meets the water; not for thee 
Are innocent slain tLings, and trodden grapes, 
And grain in golden plenteous gratitude 
Poured out for thy gifts givon, and smitten brass, 
And high strong trumpets, and the hands of men 
Struck in thy praise—thou hast not these, but me, 
Me only and the footstool in mine hands 
To go before thee as thou goest down stairs. 

ROBERT. 
In this procession you're the chanting crowd: 
I, the reluctant sacrifice, a sheep, 
Bleat and stretch neck to knife, wool pulled past 

eyes. 
More meek aud sheepish eveu than mutton’s wont. 

ALGERNON. 
I*o my foot falleth on the ultimate stair, 
Lowest and last—yet once before I leave, 
One last gift grant me for my great love’s sake. 

ROBERT. 
Fear gifts from Greeks—they give ungodiy gifts. 

ALGERNON. 
Fair is all fruitage given of thine hands, 
Yea, were it apples from the sterile marge 
Of the dead sea made bright with bitter brine. 

ROBERT. 
Your speech Is Dcad-Sea-apple-sauce, saucy boy. 

ALGERNON. 

Yea, asheu apples seethed in scalding tears, 
A bubbling bitterness of dusty death 
Made sweet with honey of thy remembered speech. 

ROBERT. 
A spoon are you, to stir th’ unhallowed mess. 

ALGERNON. 
And lo a gift ungranted, and lo a prayer 
Half heard and half sent flying down the wind. 
The gods give ear thus—art thou as a god? 

ROBERT. 
What is your wish? I’ll serve you as 1 can. 

ALGERNON. 
A little moment, a little moment more 

For space of pleasure aud for my delight. 
Five minutes more, my master, at tfiy feet. 

ROBERT. 
I have said. Turn back. (Cool heels my man 

round corner!) 
ALGERNON. 

While we went down these stairs, I was as one 

Descending down into the dead men’s place, 
With darkness in mine eyes, and in mine hands 
Not any strength, and no more might of feet, 
And mine heart hollow for woe; yea was the world 
More blind and bitter than winter’s midmost night. 
Thou hast recalled me and set back my day; 
And life burns in my veins, a fire new-lit, 
And light of a new day is in mine eyes; 
And every stair grows golden as a cloud 
When the sun climbs above his eastern sea. 

I lift me and rise out of gloom into gladness, 
From the foot of the stairs to the top of the flight. 

My feet forsake now the way unto madness, 
Again I return to delight. 

From dreams of despair I awaken 
That wandered in woe and forsaken; 

As a ghost 1 come back, as a shade 
Arisen from the grave newly made: 

O glory and gladness undying 
Thy feet and my footstool shall meet; 

My mouth on the name of thee crying— 
I fall at thy feet! 

ROBERT. 
(For what old sin of mine am I judged thus— 
Murdering King’s English—1broken laws o’ verse? 
No- ’tis the lie now spoken in self-defence.) 
Five minutes said you—five times sixty seconds, 
Cipher’s a cipher for a nought is nought, 
And live times six are thirty—learn your tables, 
Sing-song of infant schools—three hundred seconds 
Live till to-morrow, longest day will end. 
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Lo at thy feet again I set my footstool; 
And I am fallen upon it as a man 

Fallen before the altar of strange god?. 
ROBERT. 

.Tust so. Exactly. Yes. One minute gene. 
ALGERNON. 

Turn back, turn back, Time, take some pity of me 

That have so little a limit in all thy space— 
Few moments, feathers fallen from tby wings. 

ROBERT. 

Speak to the point o* purpose, please. Two min- 
utes. 

ALGERNON. 

Alas, bow shall 1 apeak, for sorrow shuts 
The curved carton doorway of my mouth, 
And mine eyes sec the fleet flown feet of Time. 

ROBERT. 

Words, words, and want o’ wit. Three minutes past- 
ALGERNON. 

Yea these dead minutes make me one as dead; 
My feast they turn to fuueral. and delight 
fs darkened as a flickering dime blown out. 

ROBERT. 
Oue minute more, young man. Four minutes gone. 

ALGERNON. 
Who shall withstand the Lours that they stay, 
Devise a new division of day and night, 
Or hold the sun against the hollow heavens? 

ROBERT. 
Time's up. (S'arnD feet outside, my man o’ straw!) 

ALGERNON. 
hanks for this good time given. 1 will go, 

bearing again my footstool down the stair, 
Not lingering longer—lo 1 leave thine house! 

«. Honrs. 
He comes again, his footstool in his hands. 

ALGERNON* 
Yea for these hands were met with Robert's feet. 

thorps. 
An hour ami five minutes by the clock. 

ALGERNON. 
A happy hour and measure 1 oversoon. 

CHOKl'8. 
Was Robert tusy that you did uot stay? 

A JLGEKNON. 
His word was given to meet a certain man. 

< HOBI S. 
Around the corner? All we know that man. 

ALGERNON. 
What rnaa is this ye speak so lightly of? 

« Hours. 
A man who hath not life but in men’s mind*. 

ALGERNON. 
A ghost come forth again of the dtad men’s world? 

c Hours. 
More immaterial-one that never was. 

ALGERNON. 
Hath Robert set his mouth to make a Jie? 

Thut is, apprt ximately, the siae of it. 
ALGERNON. 

This in the utie**nn»*t me sure of my grief. 
CHORUM. 

Behold this thing was not fair, was not overwise; 
A bore Robert never could bear, and we all know 

time flies, 
We all know bow fleetly lime flies; and an author 

must fear 
The man who his time occupies, takes the loan of 

his ear. 

It is true you were cleverly sold- Robert’s rune was 

complete, 
Yet we mourn for tbe falscliocd be told and deplore 

his deceit. 
To be rendered absurd few men care and tbe most 

of men bate, 
And overmuch speech is a snare, and too lengthy 

debate. 
An interview ought to be brief, and no man should 

remain 
Till his absence be felt a relief, and Ins presence be 

pain. 
ALGERNON. 

1 am fallen, am fallen. Look ye, I forgive 
False words, and false face set anotber way, 
And him, the graven image of a He, 
Set up against the language of my lips. 
Made for the injurious holding of my mouth, 
To break and blast tbe tcauty and blossom of 

breath 
With sudden silence. Yea these things have been. 
And fare ye well, my friends: take thoughtjof me, 
For now I turn from hence to mine owu house; 
Have all your will of speech of all these things— 
But I am speechless, and my words are done. 

CHORUS. 
Who shall divide a judgment of these men, 

Or mete the measure of their ill-done deeds? 

Long words are wearisome; and yet again 
False words are fallen fruit of evil seeds. * 

He that, desiring for man’s oversj>eech 
An end, and for himself that he escape, 
Crieth to that strange god, an unseen shape, 

Which hath no substance, and no name but tb s. 
The Man Around the Corner—doeth amiss, 

And for his hair the Knmehides shall reach. 
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Humors of the Paris Restaurant. 
Whitehall Review. 

There is a good story told of a famous restau- 
rateur warmly recommending to a customer, 
whom, although rich, he knew to be no con 

uoisseur in wine, a certain Bordeaux, which 
he alleged to be of some splendid old vintage: 
“I can vouch for what I say,” urged the res- • 

taurateur, “for I know it was put in bottle the 

day my grandfather was baptized.” The inno- 
cent victim consented, and the wine was 

brought in—a bottle so covered with cobwebs 
and dirt that it looked more like a large rat 

than anything else. The “cradle” was handled 
most carefully by the sommelier, and the cork 
was drawn with much ceremony. Imagine the 
horror ol the poor restaurateur aDd the hilari- 
ty of the customer when a liy came buzzing 
out, rejoicing at having regained his liberty! 

Another fact worth remembering is that ho 

matter what you may ask for, eveu if it be a 

fried p’ece of the moon, the waiters will inva- 
riably reply, “Yes,” and either bring it you. 
or, on returning, assert with sorrow that un- 

fortunately there is no more left. Mery, the 
well known author, tried this joke on once, 
and peremptorily ordered of a waiter a sphinx 
a la Marenj/o, "I am sorry to say we have no 

more, Monsieur,” replied the </ar<;on. “What! 
No more sphinx?”|excl»imed Mery, feigning as- 

tonishment. The waiter lowered his voice and 
murmured in a confidential whisper: ‘We 
have some more, monsieur; but the truth is I 
should not care to serve them to you, as they 
are not quite fresh!” 

Solid Comfort- 
^Cincinnati Gazette. 

m>i -1_A__ 1 J.. In ll>!o niln itntipDrl Vicki* 

“colored help” chewing pins and needles. The 

lady, thinking the amusement a dargerous 
one, recommended that she desist. 

“No chile,” she said. (The mistress was 

much younger than the servant!. “In de slabe 
times I had heap ob trouble. I sought comfort 
in whiskey, but dat gib me headache In de 
mo’nin’. So I tried -smokin’. Dat was de 
bery same. Den chawin I tried. But dat was 

no good. So happ’ly one mo’niu’ 1 tought ob 
pins and needles. I puts a Imucli ob pins or 

needles in my mouf, chaws em, and dey gabe 
me a heap oh solid comfort. So now wheueb- 
er I feel wearied ob de trials ob dis world I 
puts pins and needles iu my mouf aud chaws 
em. You hah no idee what solid comfort dar 
is in pins and needles.” 

“Don’t you ever swallow any by accident?” 
the lady asked. 

•'Guess do, chile; guess do; for some nights 
I goe9 to sleep with my mouf full, and dey's 
all gone iu de mo'uin’.” 

The Origin of Shylock. 
Tho August uuinber of the Monatsschrift fur 

Geschiehte uud Wissenchafl des Judeuthums 

contains the lirst of a series of articles by Pro- 

fessor H. Graetz on the origin of the Shylock 
legend. The first trace of it, says the author’ 

is to be fouud in Horbers’s French versification 

of “Doiopatlios; or the Seven Wise Men of 

Rome,” made for ono of tho kings of France. 

There we find that a rich vassal of a knight, 
one of whose legs had been cut off by the or- 

der of his feudal superior, offered the latter* 
loan of 100 marks, on the condition that if Hits 

amount were not paid by a fixed time the vas- 

sal should have the right of cutting i>ut a 

piece of the knight’s flesh. The knigut, hav- 

ing succeeded in hia purpose with the money, 
forgot to pay it altogether. The vaMal. mitol 

revguge insisted upon his right, lhe judge, 


