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scholars, also, who, whether by their voice or
pen, are already beginning fairly to force the
earnest and honest Christian thinker here
manfully to take the field for a free and fearless
scientific sifting of the current Christian views.
Let the battle now, in every great arena of the
struggle, and on every vital aspect of the ques-
tions involved, be fairly and squarely joined.
Without fear and without favor, let Christian-
ity from this moment onward march forth to
meet in open, honest conflict, whatever anti-
christian form of faith is anywhere being put

forward, in the name of modern thought and .

culture, to take her ancient place. If they, in
comparison with herself, stand upon a truly
scientific basis, let us know the truth ; if she,
in comparison with them, stands upon a truly
scientific basis, then let us know the truth as
well. And just so surely as she does so stand,
just so surely shall she yet resume her more
than pristine sway among and over all the finer
souls of every Christian land. If otherwise,
then otherwise her future must be augured,
and augured by her friends.

'SIEUR GEORGE.

A STORY OF NEW ORLEANS.

In the heart of New Orleans stands a
large four-story brick building, that has so
stood for about three-quarters of a century.
Its rooms are rented to a class of persons

" occupying them simply for lack of activity to

find better and cheaper quarters elsewhere.

. With its gray stucco peeling off in broad

patches, it has a solemn look of gentility in
rags, and stands, or, as it were, hangs, about
the corner of two ancient streets, like a faded
fop looking for employment.

Under its main archway is a dingy apothe-
cary-shop. On one street is the bazaar of
a modiste en robes et chapeaux and other
humble shops; on the other, the immense
batten doors with gratings over the lintels,
barred and bolted with masses of cobwebbed
iron, like the door of a donjon, are overhung
by a creaking sign (left by the sheriff), on
which is faintly discernible the mention of
wines and liquors. A peep through one of
the shops reveals a square court within, hung
with many lines of wet clothes, its sides
hugged by rotten staircases that seem vainly
trying to clamber out of the rubbish.

The neighborhood is one long since given
up to fifth-rate shops, whose masters and
mistresses display such enticing mottoes as
“Au gagne-petit/” Innumerable children
swarm about, and, by some charm of the
place, are not run over, but obstruct the
banquettes playing their clamorous games.

The building is a thing of many windows,
where passably good-looking women appear
and disappear, clad in cotton gowns, water-
ing little outside shelves of flowers and cacti,
or hanging canaries’ cages. Their husbands
are keepers in wine-warehouses, rent-collect-
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ors for the agents of old Frenchmen who have
been laid up to dry in Paris, custom-house
supernumeraries and court-clerks’ deputies
(for your second-rate Creole is a great seeker
for little offices). A decaying cornice hangs
over, dropping bits of mortar on passers-by,
like a boy at a boarding-house.

The landlord is one Kookoo, an ancient
Creole of doubtful purity of blood, who takes
all suggestions of repairs as personal insults.
He was young when his father left him this
inheritance, and has grown old and wrinkled
and brown, like a mummy, in the business.
He smokes cascarilla, wears velveteen, and
is as punctual as an executioner.

To Kookoo's venerable property a certain
old man used to come every evening,
stumbling through the groups of prattling
children who *frolicked about in the early
moonlight,—whose name no one knew, but
whom all the neighbors designated by the title
of ’Sieur George. It was his wont to be
seen taking a straight—too straight—course
toward his home, never careening to right or
left, but now and then forcing himself labori-
ously forward as though there were a high
gale in front, or scudding briskly ahead at a
ridiculous little dog-trot as if there werea

tornado behind. He would go up the main ,

staircase very carefully, sometimes stopping
half-way up for thirty or forty minutes’ doze,

| but getting to the landing eventually, and

tramping into his room in the second story,
with no little elation to find it still there.
Were it not for these slight symptoms of pota-
tions, he was such a one as you would pick
out of a thousand for a miser. A year or
two ago he suddenly disappeared.
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being as reserved as ’'Sieur George ; but the
reverse being the Creole custom, and she
being well pleased to keep her own company,
chose mystery rather than society.

The poor landlord was sorely troubled ; it
must not that anything de #rop take place in
his house. He watched the two rooms nar-
rowly, but without result, save to find that
Madame plied her needle for pay, spent her
money for little else besides harp-strings, and
took good care of the little trunk of Mon-
sieur. This espionage was a good turn to
the mistress and maid, for when Kookoo
announced that all was proper, no more was
said by outsiders. Their landlord never got
but orie question answered by the middle-
aged maid:

“ Madame, he feared, was a litt’ bit embar-
rass’ pour money, eh?”

“Non ; Mademoiselle [Mademoiselle, you
notice !] had some property, but did not want
to eat it up.”

Sometimes lady-friends came, in very ele-
gant private carriages, to see her, and one or
two seemed to beg her—but in vain—to go
away with them ; but these gradually dropped

off, until lady and servant were alone in the |

world. And so years, and the Mexican war,
" went by.

The volunteers came home ; peace reigned,
and the city went on spreading up and down
the land ; but ’Sieur George did not return.
It overran the country like cocoa-grass.
Fields, roads, woodlands, that were once
'Sieur George's places of retreat from man-
kind, were covered all over with little one-
story houses in the “Old Third,” and fine
residences and gardens up in ¢ Lafayette.”
Streets went slicing, like a butchers knife,
through old colonial estates, whose first mas-
ters never dreamed of the city reaching them,
—and’Sieur George was still away. The four-
story brick got old and ugly, and the sur-
roundings dim and dreamy. Theaters, pro-
cessions, dry-goods stores, government estab-
lishments, banks, hotels, and all spirit of en-
terprise were gone to Canal-street and be-
yond, and the very beggars were gone with
them. The little trunk got very old and bald,
and still its owner lingered ; still the lady,
somewhat the worse for lapse of time, look-
ed from the balcony-window in the brief
southern twilights, and the maid every morn-
ing shook a worn rug or two over the dan-
gerous-looking railing ; and yet neither had
made friends or enemies.

The two rooms, from having been stingily
kept at first, were needing repairs half the
time, and the occupants were often moving,
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now into one, now back into the other; yet
the hair-trunk was seen only by glimpses, the
landlord, to his infinite chagrin, always being
a little too late in offering his services, the
women, whether it was light or heavy, having
already moved it. He thought it significant.

Late one day of a most bitter winter,—that
season when, to the ecstatic amazement of
a whole cityful of children, snow covered
the streets ankle deep,—there came a soft
tap on the corridor-door of this pair of rooms.
The lady opened it, and beheld a tall, lank,
iron-gray man, a total stranger, standing
behind—Monsieur George! Both men were
weather-beaten, scarred and tattered. Across
'Sieur George’s crown, leaving a long, bare
streak through his white hair, was the souve-
nir of a Mexican saber.

The landlord had accompanied them to
the door: it was a magnificent opportunity.
Mademoiselle asked them all in and tried
to furnish a seat to each; but failing, 'Sieur
George went straight across the room and
sat on the hair-trunk. The action was so
conspicuous, the_ landlord laid it up in his
penetrative mind.

'Sieur George was quiet, or, as it appear-
ed, quieted. The mulattress stood near him,
and to her he addressed, in an undertone,
most of the little he said, leaving Mademoi-
selle to his companion. The stranger was a
warm talker, and seemed to please the lady
from the first ; but if he pleased, nothing else
did. Kookoo, intensely curious, sought some
pretext for staying, but fuund none. They
were, altogether, an uncongenial company.
The lady seemed to thick Kookoo had no
business there; ’'Sieur George seemed to
think the same concerning his companion;
and the few words between Mademoiselle
and Monsieur were cool enough. The maid
appeared nearly satisfieG, but could not avoid
casling an anxious eye at times upon her
mistress. Naturally the visit was short.

The next day but one the two gentlemen
came again in better attire. ’Sicur George
evidently disliked his companion, yet would
not rid himself of him. The stranger was a
gesticulating, stagy fellow, much Monsieur’s
junior, an incessant talker in Creole-French,
always excited on small matters and unable
to appreciate a great one. Once, as they
were leaving, Kookoo,—accidents will hap-
pen,—was under the stairs. As they began to
descend the tall man was speaking : “—Dbet-
ter to bury it,”—the startled landlord heard
him say, and held his breath, thinking of the
trunk ; but no more was uttered.

A week later they came again.
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gent reception of the story, would laugh im-
moderately.

However, with all Monsieur’s prattle, he
never dropped a word about the man he had
been before he went away; and the great
hair-trunk puzzle was still the same puzzle,
growing greater every day.

Thus the two rooms had been the scene of
some events quite queer, if not really strange ;
but the queerest that ever they presented, I
guess, was 'Sieur George coming in there one
day, crying like a little child, and bearing in
his arms an infant—a girl—the lovely offspring
of the drunkard whom he so detested, and
poor, robbed, spirit-broken and now dead
Madame. He took good care of the orphan,
for orphan she was very soon. The long gen-
tleman was pulled out of the old basin one
morning, and 'Sieur George identified the body
at the Tréme station. He never hired a nurse
—the father had sold the mother’s maid quite
out of sight; so he brought her, through all the
little ills and around all the sharp corners of
baby-life and childhood, without a human
hand to help him, until one evening, having
persistently shut his eyes to it for weeks and
months, like one trying to sleep in the sun-
shine, he awoke to the realization that she
was a woman. It was a smoky one in
November, the first cool day of Autumn.
The sunset was dimmed by the smoke of burn-
ing prairies, the air was full of the ashes of
grass and reeds, ragged urchins were lugging
home sticks of cordwood, and when a bit of
coal fell from a cart in front of Kookoo’s old
house, a child was boxed half across the street
and robbed of the booty by a dlanchisseuse
de firn from over the way.

The old man came home quite steady.
He mounted the stairs smartly without stop-
ping to rest, went with a step unusually light
and quiet to his chamber, and sat by the
window opening upon the rusty balcony.

It was a small room, sadly changed from
what it had been in old times; but then so
was'Sieur George. Close and dark it was, the
walls stained with dampness and the ceiling
full of bald places that showed the lathing.
The furniture was cheap and meager, includ-
ing conspicuously the small, curious-looking
hair-trunk. The floor was of wide slabs fas-
tened down with spikes, and sloping up and
down in one or two broad undulations, as if
they had drifted far enough down the current
of time to feel the tide-swell.

However, the floor was clean, the bed well
made, the cypress table in place, and the

musty smell of the walls partly neutralized

by a geranium on the window-sill.
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He so coming in and sitting down, an un-
seen person called from the room adjoining
(of which, also, he was the rentee), to know
if he were he, and being answered in the af-
firmative, said, ¢ Papa George, guess who was
here to-day.”

“ Kookoo, for the rent?”

“Yes, but he will not come back.”

“No? whynot?"”

“ Because you will not pay him.”

“No? and why not?”

“Because I have paid him.”

¢ Impossible ! where did you get the mo-
ney?"

“ Cannot guess >—Mother Nativity.”

“ What, not for embroidery?”

“No? and why not? Mais oui /”—saying
which, and with a pleasant laugh, the speaker
entered the room. She was a girl of sixteen
or thereabout, very beautiful, with very
black hair and eyes. A face and form more
entirely out of place you could not have
found in the whole city. She sat herself at
his feet, and, with her interlocked hands
upon his knee, and her face, full of childish in-
nocence mingled with womanly wisdom, turn-
ed to his, appeared for a time to take principal
part in a conversation which, of course, could
not be overheard in the corridor outside.

Whatever was said, she presently rose, he
opened his arms, and she sat on his knee and
kissed him. This done, there was a silence,
both smiling pensively and gazing out over
the rotten balcony into the street. After a
while she started up, saying something about
the change of weather, and, slipping away,
thrust a match between the bars of the grate.
The old man turned about to the fire, and
she from her little room brought a low sew-
ing-chair and sat beside him, laying her head
on his knee, and he stroking her brow with
his brown palm. :

“Thus they sat, he talking very steadily and
she listening, until all the neighborhood was
wrapped in slumber,—all the neighbors, but
not Kookoo.

Kookoo in his old age had become a great
eavesdropper ; his ear and eye took turns at
the keyhole that night, for he tells things that
were not intended for outside heaters. He
heard the girl sobbing, and the old man saying,
“But you must go now. You cannot stay
with me safely or decently, much as I wish it.
The Lord only knows how I'm to bear it, or
where you're to go ; but He’s your Lord, child,
and He'll make a place for you. Iwas your
grandfather’s death; I frittered your poor,
dead mother’s fortune away : let that be the
last damage I do.”
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From all Kookoo could gather, he must have
been telling her the very story just recounted.
She had dropped quite to the floor, hiding her
face in her hands, and was saying between her
sobs, “I cannot go, Papa George; oh, Papa
George, I cannot go!”

Just then ’'Sieur George, having kept a good
resolition thus far, was encouraged by the
orphan’s pitiful tones to contemplate the most
senseless act he ever attempted to commit.
He said to the sobbing girl that she was not
of his blood ; that she was nothing to him by
natural ties; that his covenant was with her
grandsire to care for his offspring ; and though
it had been poorly kept, it might be breaking
it worse than ever to turn her out upon ever
so kind a world.

“I have tried to be good to you all these
years. When I took you, a wee little baby,
I took you for better or worse. I intended to
do well by vou all your childhood-days, and
to do bestat last. I thought surely we should
be living well by this time, and you could
choose from a world full of homes and a world
full of friends.

“I thought that education, far better than
Mother Nativity has given you, should have
afforded your sweet charms a noble setting;
that good mothers and sisters would be wanting
to count you into their families, and that the
blossom of a happy womanhood would open
perfect and full of sweetness.

“1 would have given mylife for it. Idid
give it, such as it was; but it was a very poor
concern, I know—my hfe—and not enough to
buy any good thing.

“1 have had a thought of something, but
I'm afraid to tell it. It didn't come to me to-
day or yesterday ; it has beset me a long
time.”

The girl gazed into the embers, listening in-
tensely.

““ And oh! dearie; if I could only get you to
think the same way, you might stay with me
then.”

“ How long ?”” she asked, without stirring.

¢ QOh, as long as Heaven should letus. But
there is only one chance,” he said, asit were
feeling his way, “only one way for us to stay
together. ~ Do you understand me ?”

She looked up at the old man with a glance
of painful inquiry.

“Ifyou could be my wife, dearie?”

She uttered a wail of anguish, and, gliding
swiftly into her room, for the first tume in
her sweet young life turned the key between
them.

And the old man sat and wept.

Then Kookoo, peering through the Leyholc,
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saw that they had been looking into the little
trunk. The lid was up, but the back was
toward the door, and he could see no more
than if it had been closed.

He stooped and stared into the aperture
until his dry old knees wére ready to crack.
It seemed as if 'Sieur George was stone, only
stone couldn’t weep like that.

Every separate bone in his neck was hot
with pain. He would have given ten dollars
—ten sweet dollars!—to have seen 'Sieur
George get up and turn that trunk around.

There! ’'Sieur George rose up—oh, whata
face !

He started toward the bed, and as he came
to the trunk he paused, looked at it, muttered
something about “ruin,” and adding audibly,
“ What a fortune is in you!” kicked the hd
down and threw himself across the bed.

Small profit to old Kookoo that he went to
his own couch; sleep was not for the little
landlord. For well-nigh half a century he had
suspected his tenant of having a treasure hid-
den in his house, and to-night he had heard his
own admission that in the little trunk was a
fortune. Kookoo had never felt so poor in
all his days before. He felt a Frenchman’s
anger, too, that a tenant should be the holder
of wealth while his landlord suffered poverty.

And he knew very well, too, did Kookoo,
what the tenant would do. If he did not

‘know what he kept in the trunk, he knew

what he kept behind it, and he knew he would
take enough of it to-night to make him sleep
soundly.

No one would ever have supposed Koo-
koo capable of a crime. He was too fear-
fully impressed with the extra-hazardous risks
of dishonesty; he was old, too, and weak,
and, besides all, intensely a coward. Never-
theless, while it was yet two or three hours
before daybreak, the sleep-forsaken little man
arose, shuffled into his garments, and in his
stocking-feet sought the corridor leading to
'Sieur George's apartment. The night, as it
often does in that region, had grown warm
and clear ; the stars were sparkling like dia-
monds pendent in the deep Dlue heavens,
and at every window and lattice and cranny
the broad, bright moon poured down its
glittering beams upon the hoary-headed thief,
as he crept, like a prowling dog, along the
mouldering galleries and down the ancient
corridor that led to 'Sieur George's chamber.

‘Sieur George’s door, though cver so slowly
opened, protested with a loud creak. ‘The
landlord, wet with cold sweat from head
to foot, and shaking till the tloor trembled,
paused for several minutes, and then en-



A SPIRITUAL SONG.

745

tered the moon-lit apartment. The tenant,
lying as if he had not moved, was sleeping
heavily. And now the poor coward trembled
so, that to kneel before the trunk, without
falling, he did not know how. Twice, thrice,
he was near tumbling headlong. He be-
came as cold as ice. But the sleeper stirred,
and the thought of losing his opportunity
~ strung his nerves up in an instant. He

went softly down upon his knees, laid his
hands upon the lid, lifted it, and let in the
intense moonlight. The trunk was full, full,
crowded down and running over full, of the
tickets of the Havana Lottery !

A little after daybreak, Kookoo from his
window saw the orphan, pausing on the cor-
ner. She stood for a moment, and then dove
into the dense fog which had floated in from
the river, and disappeared. He never saw
her again.

"Sieur George is houseless. He cannot
find the orphan. And she,—her Lord is tak-
ing care of her. Once only she has seen
'Sieur George.. She had been in the belve-
dere of the house which she now calls home,
looking down upon the outspread city. Far

away southward and westward the great
river glistened in the sunset. Along its
sweeping bends the chimneys of a smoking
commerce, the magazines of surplus wealth,
the gardens of the opulent, the steeples of a
hundred sanctuaries and thousands on thou-
sands of mansions and hovels covered the
fertile birthright arpents which 'Sieur George,
in his fifty years’ stay, had seen tricked away
from dull colonial Esaus by their blue-eyed
brethren of the North. Nearer by she looked
upon the forlornly silent region of lowly
dwellings, neglected by legislation and shun-
ned by alllovers of comfort, that once had been
the smiling fields of her own grandsire’s broad
plantation ; and but a little way off, trudging
across the marshy commons, her eye caught
sight of 'Sieur George following the sunset
out upon the prairies to find a night's rest in
the high grass.

She turned at once, gathered the skirt of
her pink calico uniform, and, watching her
steps through her tears, descended the steep
winding-stair to her frequent kneeling-place
under the fragrant candles of the chapel-altar
in Mother Nativity's asylum.

[

A SPIRITUAL SONG. X

FROM THE GERMAN OF. NOVALIS.

WHo in his chamber sitteth lonely,
And weepeth heavy, bitter tears ;
To whom in doleful colors only,
Of want and woe, the world appears ;

Who of the past, gulf-like receding,
Would search with questing eyes the core,
Down into which a sweet woe, pleading,
From all sides wiles him evermore ;—

"Tis as a treasure past believing
Heaped up for him all waiting stood,
Whose hoard he seeks, with bosom heaving,
Outstretched hands and fevered blood ;

He sces the future, arid, meager,
In horrid length before him lie;
Alone he roams the waste, and, eager,
Sceks his old self with restless cry :—

Into his arms I sink, all tearful :
I once, like thee, with woz was wan ;
But I am well, and whole, and chzerful,
And know the eternai rest of man.

Go 3]0



	Front Cover
	Title Page
	Table of Contents
	Section 1 (Page 1)
	Section 2 (Page 31)
	Section 3 (Page 77)
	Section 4 (Page 90)
	Section 5 (Page 102)
	Section 6 (Page 109)
	Section 7 (Page 128)
	Section 8 (Page 129)
	Section 9 (Page 161)
	Section 10 (Page 296)
	Section 11 (Page 352)
	Section 12 (Page 364)
	Section 13 (Page 471)
	Section 14 (Page 561)
	Section 15 (Page 576)
	Section 16 (Page 703)
	Section 17 (Page 719)
	Section 18 (Page 746)
	Section 19 (Page 753)

