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till he should again speak. "Write," he said at length, "his
name," headded,trying toraisehimselfonhis elbow.

CARLYLE ON THE ATHEISTIC DARWINS.
Cabltle is now very feeble, throughage,buthis memoryis still
marvellous, and the flowof his talk— doubtless the most eloquent
of the age

—
isunabated. Takethis for asample :—":

— "
About thirty

years ago a book was published here called the 'Vestiges of
Creation.' It ran quietly through fiveeditions;menreadit with
bated breath, in silence, and marvelledat its audacity. Itwas
likea pinchof snuff, andnow whole wagon-loadsof it are thrown
downin the public highways, and atheistic sneezing has become
the fashion. So-called literary and scientific classes inEngland
nowproudly give themselves toprotoplasm,origin ofspecies, and
the like, to prove that God didnot buildthe Universe. Ihare
known three generationsof tho Darwina;grandfather,father, and
son:Atheists all. Thebrother of thepresentfamous naturalist,
a quiet man who lives not far fromhere, toldme thatamonghia
grandfather'seffects he founda sealengraven with this legend

—
"

Vmnia ex conchis;' everything from a clam-shell! Isaw the
naturalist not manymonths ago; toldhim thatIhad read hia'Origin of Species,' and other books; that he hadby nomeans
satisfied me that men weredescendedfrommonkeys,buthad gone
far toward persuading me that he and his so-called scientific
brethrenhad brought thepresentgeneration of Englishmen very
near tomonkeys. A good sort of man is this Darwin,and well-
meaning,but withverylittleintellect. Ah, itis a sadandterrible
thing to see nigh a whole generationof menandwomen,professing
to be cultivated, looking roundinapurblindfashion, andfinding
no Godin this universe. Isupposeitis areactionfrom the reign
ofcant andhollow pretence,professing tobelieve whatin fact they
do not believe. And this is what we have got to "" All things
from frog spawn; the gospel of dirt the order of the day. The
older Igrow

—
andInowstand upon the brink of eternity— -the

more comes back to me the sentence in the catechism, which.I
learned when a child, and the fuller and deeper its meaning
becomes

— '
Whatis thegreat endof man?

'
'To glorify God,and

toenjoyhim forever.' No gospel of dirt, teaching thatmenhave
descended from the frogs through monkeys, can ever set that
aside." Itis really wonderful to hear the oldman's talk, forhe
pours his wholesoul into his conversation. Itskey,as youknow,
is a Scotch monotone;butat time3he rises to the height of fiery
enei^y, and almost of overwhelming eloquence.

— 'Reay'sLetter
to Hartford Courant

'

A PHILOSOPHER IN BLACK.
Anelderly coloredmanwithavery philosophicalandretrospective
cast of countenance was squatting upon his bundle on thehurri-
canedeck ofoneof the Western river steamers, toasting his shim
against the chimney, andapparently inastateof profoundmedita-
tion. His dress and appearance indicated familiarity with camp
life, and,it being soonafter the seige and captureof FortDonel-
son,Iwas inclined to disturb his reveries, and on interrogation
found thathe hadbeenwith theUnion forces at thatplace, when
Iquestionedfurther. Hisphilosophy was sopeculiarthatIgive his
viewsinhis ownwords as nearas my memory willserveme :—:

—
"Were you in the fight ?""Ihada little taste of it, sah."" Stoodyour ground,didyou?"" No, sah;Iruns.""

Bunat first fire, didyou ?"" Yes,sah,an' wouldhaverunsoonahadIknow'ditwascomin.""Why, that wasn'tvery creditabletoyour courage.""Dat isn'tin myline, sah;cookin's myprofesshun.""Well, buthaveyou noregard for your reputation?""Bepetation'snuffin' tome byde side ob life.""Do youconsider your life worthmore thanotherpeoples?""It's worthmore to me,sah.""Then youmust value it veryhighly ?""Yes, sah,Idoes;more dan alldis world,moredanamillion
dollars, sah; for what would that be wuth toaman wid the bref
out of him ? Self-preserbashunis the first law widme.""

But whyshouldyouact ona different rulefromothermenV" 'Cause, sah,diffierent menset diffierentvalueuponderaelvea;
my life is not in themarket."" But if youlost ityou wouldhave thesatisfactionof knowing
that youdiedfor jourcountry.""What satisfactionwoulddatbe tome whendepowerof feel-
ing wasgone?""

Then patriotismandhonor arenothing to you?"Nuffin' whatever,sah."" Ifoursoldierswere like you, traitorsmighthavebrokenup
the Union withoutresistance.""Yes, sah; dere wouldhave beenno help for it. Iwouldnt
putmy life in the scales 'gainst any guberment dateber existed,
for noguberment could replace de loss to me. 'Spect dough de
Gubernmentsafeif daalllike me.""Do youthink any of your company wouldhavemissed youif
youhadbeenkilled?""Maybe not, sah. A dead white man ain't much wid the
sojers,let aloneadeadnigga;butI'damissedmyself,anddatwas
thepint widme."

andthusthe gravehad shut down over her last hope fromthisworld; thedeepblack she had wornafter thisheavy stroke she had
neverremoved, she woreitstill for her deepergrief,her more than
widowhood. Letters from Miss Greenwood during hernovitiate,
andthesociety of Sister Agnes, wereher chief worldly solace j now
andthenaglimpseof Bosinerewardedhepatientwaiting,although
her friend'slipswereclosed on thesubject of deepestinterest, both
fromasense of delicacy andCaptainHartland'sexpressedwish.

There cameatime when these visitsweremore frequent
—

after
Bosine returnedfromHawthorndean thebetrothedofHarry Green-
wood. Hehad.from many interviews with his sister,imbibedher
firm faithinLaura's innocence of the crime of whichher husband
heldher guilty,andnaturallyhe imparted this faith to his well-
iploved,who accepted it gladly as the echo of her ownheart, sowithout comment or question from the still faithlessNed,inter-
viewsbetweenBosine andLaura were multiplied. Years of such
suffering as Mrs. Hartland's could not fail to tell onher whole
naturej spiritually ithadbroughther toa lifeof constantpenance,
leading her by the way of the Cross to the sure refuge of thedisconsolate;physically,she had lostherboundingpulseandhearty
laugh,her bold,fearless mannerandself-assured step,anda shame-
facedpensive shadow was fixedupon her countenance.

A call wasmade at this time uponthe religious housesof the
north for the hospitals of one of the southerncities, where feverwasraging. Miss Greenwoodhad just taken her final vows,and
from henceforth we know her only as Sister Angela, She had
beensentat once with a band of co-workers to New Orleans,and
Laura wished to accompany the two sisters going from the House
of the Infant Jesus to the same destination;she wishedtohelp,
to be of some service, if she could not be one of them. Sister
Agnes placed no obstacle in the way;perhaps a change might
benefither young friend, and Laura entered on her newposition
withsomething of her former energy,and thehelp andcomfort of
Sister Angela werelike sweet flowers in the bleak desert of her
life. Months of such work as she hadneverbefore knowninvigor-
atedher mind andbody, she saw others more abandonedthanher-
self,and helpedto soothe the misery of many a poor soul whose
life wasdarker thanher own.

Intime the yellow-fever increasedtoa pestilence, the panic-
stricken inhabitants fleeing in many instances, and leaving the
dying anddead uncarad for. Itwas the mission of the Sisters to
seek out these forsaken ones,as often inthehouses of the wealthy
as inthe hovels of thepoor;all alike shared their succor. The
hospitalswerecrowded,enclosures wereimprovised,wherehundreds
in every stage of this dire disease werebrought for the tendci*
offices of the religieuse. The enemy sparedneither age, sex,rank,
nor profession;physicians were striken down in their efforts for
others, and werecarried to the charnel house in a few hours.
Requiem masses were chanted for priests and Sisters who had
fallen in the midst of their arduous labours. Laura looked with
envyupon these shrouded martyrs, and workedwith new vigor;
onerous duties had separated her from Sister Angela, who was
calledby her Superior to the care of some ofthe worst cases in the
temporaryhospital.

A gentleman, evidentlyamanof wealthandposition,hadbeen
foundat deadof night in oneof the large hotels, locked into his
roomin an advanced stage of this fearfnl fever,his friends and
destiny unknown. Sister Angelahadreceivedhim;though every
bedwas filled, she found place for another amid the groansof the
dying and the rattling of the death-cart. His appearance was
melancholy inthe extreme; his skin coldand clammy,presented
the direfulhueof the advancedpatient,changing already from the
bright orange to the dull brown;thepulse was feeble andinter-
mittent, and thebreathing irregular and labored. He was in the
vigor of manhood, with a foreign air, and evidently had beena
man of mark;now his words were few and incoherent, and his
wandering eye singled out Sister Angela,and neverleft watching
heras she smoothedhis pillow,bathed his head and hands, and
busiedherself constantly ina subduedandquiet way for his com-
fort. The physician, as he looked athim, showedno hope inhisface, andsoon after whispered tohis attendant, "He cannot last
long;if hehas any thing tosay tohisfriends, it shouldbe said at
once," andpassedonto thenextpatient.

Sister Angelabentover him toseeif reasonheldher seat, that
she might help, if possible,thesoulinits death-struggle. Words
cameat length,andunexpectedlyhe spokeinEnglish."Dying, didhe say ?

"
he enquiredwithagasp."

Very low," replied the voice at his side. "Have youany
wordsyou wouldsay ?

""ButImust not die!
"

he cried, grinding his teeth. "I'm
youngyet, andshall weather it.""God calls whom hepleases,"was the reply, "and we have
only to prepare tomeetHim.""

MonJDieu!
"

he exclaimed,withasneer;"Ididnotbelieve
inHim. Ah,yes,Ithrewallthat awaylongago)butIcan't die,"
|he groaned, writhing andtwisting in his cot. The Sisterprayed

for the poor wretch;it wasall there waslefttodo.
"Message for friends," he continued. "Message! did he

say P Ihavenone,alllost,— jperdit /"
He turned to the wall for amoment and was quiet. SisterAngela thought he might sleep,and attempted.togo tothe nextcot, when she heard alow stifled groan, and the sick manrose

wildly, tearingaway the curtains and sinking back. "Don'tyou
leaveme!

"
he* cried frantically,clutching the Sister'sdressas she

returned. "HesaysImust speak;yes,Ihave something tosay
—pencil

—
paper." The articles wereat hand. "Youdon't knowmeP

"
the Sister shook herhead. "Iknow you," he muttered,

fixing upon her his piercingblack eyes, over which the film of
death had not yet gathered. "Yes, there is one wrongImust
right; itmayhelp me there,if therebe anyhereafter." Hegrewfeeble, faltered, and sank under the exertion. Stimulants were
applied,andSister Angelawaited,withherpatient,prayerfulspirit

The January number of the
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maintainsthe reputation of the periodical. The chiefinterest of
theillustrations is centredin a w'viw yf the s.s. Otago on shore nt
Chaslaad'sMistake.
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