THOUGHT OF THE HOUR.

THE WEST,

This isno fable-land where dreams

Are wand-transformed into the realy
No idler's Paradise where hopes

Fall, realized, from fortune's wheel;
No slnggard’s kingdom, blindly ruled,

Where Chancesits on a golden throne,
And throws his doubtful favors out

To gild thelives of fools alone.

It holds itself in higher grace,
It keeps the cleaner, stronger couras
And takes from chance what chance will give
But draws its weekly wage from force.

Come, brawn, and brain, and earnesisoul—
The patient manhood that can wait,

And hold its truth through bitter days
Willnot knock vamly at the gate.

-D. H. Rothacker, at the opening of the Den-
yor Exposition.

THE PROFENSOR.

BY 8. D.
Written for the Courier-Journal

“Miss O'Brien will read the next
stanza!” said Prof. Ingram, incold,
dignified tones, as he looked up from
the battle-scared copy of Horace that
lay on his desk, and fastened his dark
eyes on Elise.

“Excuse me, Professor, butI know
the translation I made of that passage
is not correct, and I would rather not
read it. Although I tried very hard I
have not baen able to get at the poet’s
exact meaning."”

“I did not ask you to express your
-opinion of the translation you had
made, Miss O’Brien, but requested you
to read it!” and the shadows grew
.darker on his face.

“Really, Professor, I cannot read it,”
persisted the fair girl.

“Well, try!”

Elise recognized the accents of com-
‘mand in what he said, and it never oc-
curred to her to disobey him or to re-
sist further. No one who had everbeen
in his class would have parleyed with
Yim when he looked and spoke in that
way. So she snatched up her book and
hastily read the verse he had called
upon her to translate.

Her effort was grented with'a titter of
laughter all around the class. It was
not often that the members of Prof.
Ingram’s class cast aside the dignity be-
coming the sitnation when they were in
his recitation-room, but this was more
than they were prepared for. Even the

Professor could not restrain the smile
ghat crept over his dark, handsome
face as he heard his pupil’s version of
the venerable Latin language. Elise
feigned to laugh a little, too.

‘I suppose, sir,” she said, looking
up at him defiantly; “the next time I
tell you T cannot translate a certain
passage you will believe me ?”

He made uvo reply, but fastened his
eyes on her with a keener scrutiny.
He was wondering how the girl who was
so freely praised by other teachers as
being the star of their classes, who, he
had heard. was the sharpest mathema-
tician in the school and excelled in the
literature of other languages, could be
80 slow to comprehend Latin.

Elise was glad when he passed the
verse to another girl, for she was grow-
ing unecasy under his searching gaze.

A short time afterward she was on
her way to her music-room to practice,
and chanced to meet Mattic Hatton,
her first favorite, in the hall. Mattie
commenced laughing and exclaimed :

“Well, Elise, that was a heavenly
translation vou treated us to this morn-
ing! No doubt it made old Horace turn
over in his grave to have his pet thought
so fearfully distorted.”

“I don’t care if it did! Did I not tell
Prof. Ingram I could not read it? I
know as well as you all how ridiculous
my translation sounded. I have known
& long time there is no bright hope of
my ‘ever being a Latin scholar. Papa
says it is because I did not have a com-
petent teacher in the beginning. Any-
way, I have such a distaste for it that
I can not make up my mind to learn it.
I did not dislike it so before I com-
menced taking lessous from Prof. In-
gram, but now it scems like I only go
to that class to make a display of my
ignorance day after day. He generally
calls upon me to read the most difficult
part of the lesson, and if he finds that
Iam especiclly ignorant on any par-
ticular subject that is the very one
about which he asks me most questions.
You know I have notrouble in any oth-
er class, but it scems that when he fixes
those hateful old dark eyes on me it scts
my wits woolgathering. I beheve I am
afraid of him.”

“Afraid of Prof. Ingram? The idea
of such a thing! It is true I would not
dare disobey him, or thwart him in any
way, but I never dreamed of being atraid
of him. He is positive and stern, but
never violent nor rude, and, truly, for
justice and kindness all seasons are sum-
mer to him,”

“Kindness!” cried Elise, her pretty
blue eyes sparkling scornfully, “I wish
he would indulge in u distribution of it
when I am near, if he keeps such a
stock in store. I suppose, in my win-
ter of discontent, I fail to appreciate
Professor’s summer time disposition.
I am sure I ever dread the hour when
his class meets, and I would walk far
out of my way to avoid meeting him on

the lawn.”

“Elise, you should not say that. For
my part I think he is very patient with
you, and I know he has never treated
You unkindly.”

““No he never chides me in words,

but his eyes speak volumes of disap-
proval to me. He is so cold and digni-
fied that I am alwaysill at ease in his
presence. They say he goes much in
society; I wonder if his manner out
there 18 the same as here? If it is I
should think there would always be a
vacant space around him,”

“I do not know; I naver met him be-
fore I came here, but have heard he cut
quite a figure in Paris winter before
Iast. I suppose he was more vivacious
there, or la belle Francaise would never
have smiled on him.”

Here Mattie, remembering that the
bell had rung for her next class, start-
ed on, telling Elise to come over to her
room early that evening, that they
could get throngh with their work in
time to go out for a walk. Elise and
Mattie were true friends, and they al-
ways studied their lessons together,
helping each other all they could, ex-
cept in Latin. Elise would not study
that with any one, because she felt that,
in it, she could not help them in return
for the assistance they would give her.

For a few days after this little epi-
sode, Elise, although she pretended not
to mind her failure, worked at the de-
spised study with more zeal.

But ere long she became discouraged
again, and many a time would have
begged the superintendent’s permission
to quit the class, but for one reason—
she knew that unless she attained a pro-
ficiency in this branch, she could not
take a full diploma that year, and, al-
though the stady of Latin was a great
burden to her, she could not gain her
own consent to lay it down at the cost
of losing a diploma, “the consummuation
devoutly to be desired” of every school-
girl’s heart.

“I am afraid it is useless for me to
try,” she said to ona of the girls, on her
way to the Professor’s office the day of
the senior Latin examination, “but it
seems too bad, after I have been so sue-
cessful in all my other classes, to give
up my hopes of a diploma and the
scholarship medal without even making
an effort in this. If I had gotten the
music medal, T would not eare so much,
but I lost time droning over this old
Latin, and could not pay proper atten-
tion to my music. I rarely ever had
such horrid luck in all my life, and
poor vapa will be so greatly disap-
pointed when he comes to commence-
ment!” Here Elise’s voice faltered, and
a tear stole into her great blue eyes.

“I am so glad you are going to try,

dearie,” said the girl to whom she had
been speaking, ‘‘and [ hope, sincerely,
You will meet with more success than
You expect.” And she truly did;all the
girls loved the beautiful, kind Franco-
Irish girl, for she was always merry and
always kind. She worked hard all that
day and remained in the office writing
long after all the other girls had gone.
The Professor waited patiently for her,
but never glanced to the desk where she
sat. At last she laid down her pen,
folded her papers without reading them
and, with a deeo sigh, handed them to
the Professor. It was seldom Elise
sighed, but she was very tired now, and
had little hope of her labor availing
anything. A little while afterwards
she passed by his door, and, glancing
in, saw that he was sitting in the same
place intently reading her papers.
“I understand!” she said to herself.
“He is so much afraid my papers merit
a mark high enough to pass me that he
can not wait longer to look over them.”
Perhaps Llise felt that she was un-
just to the Professor in her surmise,
but she would have felt it more if she
had only glanced up to meet the kind,
sympathetic look in his eyes as she
handed him her papers, not an hour be-
fore.

In a few days thoy all met again in
his office to hear the fiat passed on the
result of their labor. When he came
to Elise’s name he made a slight pause
befcre he read it, and the mark he had
put on her examination—a pause to
give her failure emphasis, Elise inter-
preted it. She was the only one who
had failed! No need of emphasis to
make her feel it! How was she to
bear her great disappointment ?

If Elise’s good judgment had not
made her know how deficient she was
ina knowledge of this language, she
would bave believed the Professor's
dislike for her had influenced his de-
cision, but she well knew it was just,
and her heart sank deep under her

failure. She did not raise her eyes
from the floor, but sat there mo-
tionless, expressionless, until the

class was dismissed, for the last time,
with congratulations from the Profes-
sor. Then, without speaking to any
one, she hastily turned to leave the
room. She made her exit from his
presence to-day less joyfully than sh
had ever done, for, heretofore, howeve!
serious may have been her bearing
when she entered his recitation-room,
her face was always the most radiant of
the class as soon as she was dismissed.
She avoided speaking to any one, and
walking briskly to her music-room
opened her portfolio and commenced
practicing. It was the hour for her to
practice her vocal lesson, but she was
too nearly erying to sing. At first her
lovely eyes were 8o dim with tears she
could scarcely see the notes, but ere
long, with her unusual powers of self-
control, she had mastered her feslings
sufficiently to sing. Turning over the
fancy operas she was wont to practice
at this hour, she sought the old Irish
melodies thatshe used to sing to her
father summer evenings when the
shadows had gathered on the hills, and
the din of the world was hushed and
gave place to the music of her sweet,
childlike voice. It seemed a consola-
tion to pour forth the sadness of her
soul nto those sweat old refrains that
she had first heard as they fell in music

from the lips of her mother, whose voice
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had long been hushed on earth. The
last notes of “Kathlecen Mavourneen”
had just been borne away by the sum-
mer breezes when Mattie, her favorite,
gently opened the door and asked per-
mission to enter.

Mattie was closely allied to Elise in
all her merry makings, and now she
felt that she ought to try to share her
SOIIrow.

It was not long before Elise’s tears
had broken through the barriers of self-
control and were falling fast from eyes
that, it seemed nature had fashioned
for smiles.

“l know it is silly tocry about it,
Mattie; but, oh, it is such a bitter dis-
appointment! No diploma, no medal,
no honor on commencement day, after
80 many sessions of faithful labor. And
I have looked forward to my com-
mencement day as the happiest, fairest
day of my life. I would not mind for
only my own sake, but to think of how
disappointed poor papa will be.”

In vain Mattie tried to console her
friend, telling her that it was only the
disappointment of a day and “would
never count in the news of the battle,”
as she had merely failed to attain the
outward flourishes of her recompense,
that she had gained knowledge, taste
and adornments which were recognized
by all the inpmates of her Alma Mater,
and would be appreciated by society in
days to come.

But all the logic failed to bring back
the smiles to Elise’s face, for she could
not help but deem it a cruel fate that
her first great disappointment should
cast its shadow over the day she had
ilmrkcd out to be the brightest of her
ife. :

But after all, when that much-talked-
of day came Elise was not so sad as she
feared she would be. How could she be
sorrowful in such a scene? Surround-
ed by such a convoy of merry, white-
robed creatures, with such a flood of
golden sunlight pouring down upon
them, balmy, perfume-laden breezes
fresh from the gardens of June fanning
their brows and strains of joyful music
charming their senses, hearts that had
grown old in disappointments soon cast
aside their sadness.

That night after the exercises were
over and the audience dispersed, Elise’s
father led her out on the moon-lit bal-
cony to tell her how well pleased he
was with her session’s accomplishments ;
he told her how happy it made him to
hear her voice and to see how skillfully
she executed the most difficult instru-
mental pieces.

“But, dear papa, I have no diploma,
no medal for you,” she said, deeply
sighing.

“That does not, in theleast displease
me, my little girl. “As to medals,
they only represent relative excellence,
and if you are not exactly satisfied with
your literary attainments, and have
your heart set on taking a diploma, you
need not be disappointed, for to-day
Prof. Ingram spoke to me of your fail-
ure in Latin examination, and told me
the cause of it. He said, as he accepted
the invitation extended him, he would
take pleasure in giving you a few pri-
vate lessons, and you might pursune your
studies in Latin and be able to take
your diploma yet, with very little in-
convenience to either party.

This revelation struck Elise almost
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pupil need no longer exist between us
let me be your friend and helpmate.
do nat know why you appear to dislikt
me, aud are so constrained in my pre-
sence. I have often noticed that you
are never 8o frolicsome and gay when 1
am near. Noneed to put constraint
on your happy spirit on my account,
child. Although the joyous mirth of
youth has departed from my life for-
ever, it still gladly echoes the music of
other youthful hearts.”

“Indeed, Prof. Ingram, you misjudge
me. I do not dislike you, and I know
You have always been just to me. I
confess I was not always perfectly free
and at eascin your class. You always
looked at me as though you were criti-
cizing what I said so severely in your
mind.”

“Did I” said he, laugning. “Well,
hear me swear, right here, by the shade
of old Tactitus that I will not do so
again, And will you not, on yourside,
promise not to look so solemn whenever
I come near you?”

Elise promised, and it was not long
before she and her teacher were fully
enjoying each other’s society. They
often sat and conversed long after les-
sons were over. Nor was their conver-
sation confined to Latin literature for
Elise was beginning to feel 8o free in
his presence that she could converse
with him as easily as with one of her
schoolmates. She would show him her
books, birds and flowers, and even let
him examine the collection of botanic
specimens she had made. She would
often go out for a walk with him, and
as they wandered where the prospect of
green, sloping hills, shady dells, spark-
ling streams and distant, blue moun-
tains was spread out in heavenly beauty
before them, the grave professor lost
many a lesson that nature, in her silent
language, would have taught him, in
listening to the siren voice of his happy
companion. Elise would go on with
her merry discourse, hardly realizing
that the dark face before her, which she
had come to think sohandsome, was the
same that had often been turned upon
her with a frowning expression i the
(tlreary old recitation room at the Insti-

ute.

She often sang for him, and he seemed
never to tire of hearing her voice. One
evening when she had finished singing
“Kathleen Mavourneen,” he said: “Do
you know that I once heard you sing
that song more beautifully than I ever
heard it sung by any musical artist of
either continent?”

“Why, no; I did not know you ad-
mired my voice enthusiastically. Please
tell me when I was so fortunate as to
deserve such praise.”

“Do you remember of practicing in
the music room near my office the
hour after Iread the examination re-
port of my Latin class? I heard you
singing, and went out and sat down by
the window and listened to your songs.
I was there when Miss Hatton eame in
and you told her how sorely disappoint-
ed you were in not getting your di-
ploma. T cannot tell how deeply I
symwpathized with you! It was then I
determined that you should not be dis-
appointed, in the end, if any assistance
I could render you would be of avail.”
“Oh, you eavesdropper! and how
little T dreamed then you were so sweet
and kind. T do not remember all I said

breathless.
“What invitation, papa?” she asked. |
“Is Prof. Ingram going to visit you at i
Woodlawn this summer 2” |
“Yes, darling, I have often invited |
him to visit me at my summer home, |
that we might hunt and fish together |
and spend again pleusant time in each
other'scompany as in our old college
days. I have always been fond of In-
gram, and will be only the more re-
joiced to have him with me if his visit
1s the means of making my loved one
more happy.”
It made Elise’s heart sink, the pros-
pect of the summer before her, when
she had expected to be as joyous and
free as a lark, to be restrained all the
bright, beautiful time by the grave,
dignified Professor’s presence. How
much more happy she would be to pur-
sue her studies free and alone!

But she did not mako known her
feelings because she loved her father so
well and would not for anything annoy
him. Sheturned the subject as soon as
she could, asking eagerly about her
“Aunty,”a maiden sister of Mr. O’Brien
who lived with him and tried faithfully
to fill the oftice of a mother to his
orphaned child.

For the firstfew days after the Pro-
fessor’s arrival at Woodlawn Elise skill-
fully steered clear of his presence, never
meeting him except at the table and
when she went to take her lessons from
bim in the library.

The Professor, although she was per-
fectly polite to him, saw thut she avoid-
ed him, and the hour spent with him
in the library each morning was a real
punishment toher. The first morning,
as the Professor had not brought his
text books with him, she was obliged to
let him look on her book as she read;
but by the next day she had brought
down an old copy of Tacitus, that was
her father’s, from some dusty recess in
the library, and politely offered it to
him. He noticed this, and tried to
make her more at ease in his presence.

““Miss Elise,” he said one morning,
“‘let me entreat you not to sit so far off, .
as if you were afraid of me. Come
over here and sit on this sofa by me,and
I give you my word for it, if you do go
a little wrong, you will sustain no mor-
tal injury at my hands.

“Pray do not rush through your les-
son, listening to my comments and cor-
rections as the inevitable, and then hur-
ry out of my presence as if I were an
ogre. It was expedient for me to be
strict and stern in my class at the In-

stitute, but the relation as teacher and

[in my disappointment; maybe I said

something naughty aboat you,” said
Elise, affectionately taking his hand
from the back of the chair, where it
was lying, and tenderly toying with the
fingers.

“No, you did not,” he said, bending
his dark, handsome face close to hers:
“and my little darling, I have some-
thing more to confess. Do you know
that, asTheard you sing, I determined to
one day make that sweet voice and these
sunny curls and laughing blue eyes all
my own ?”

But we will not listen to the words
he uttered as he told her the old, old
story that has kindled lovelight in the
eyes of happy maidens from time im-
memorial; the old, old story that en-
chanted Elise as no music had ever
done, and called forth from her
heart a confession of the love she
bore for him—a love that “was founded
on a rock;” and was as pure as her spot-
less life.

Ereanother commencement day rolled
around at the institute, the professor
had made her his bride, and when he
came to sign his name to the diploma
that Elise had so fondly desired, a thrill

of happiness and pride ran through his |

heart as he thought of ull it had Lhelped
him to gain.

Personal Matters.

Holland knows how to honor her
distinguished sons. To Nicolas Beets,
professor of divinity, late vector magni-
ficus of the University of Utrecht, she
is about to present a national testimo-
nial. It is in recognition of the schol-
arly attainments of one who has made
valuable contributions to. Netherland
literature, and who now, on his seven-
tieth birthday, in accordance with the
educational law of Holland, is compell-
ed to resign his office.

A leading woman of fashion is repre-
sented as announcing that she has taken
a census of one Summuer resort, and can
countsixty girls who will never marry.
The cause of this destined celibacy is
explained to be that “they are brought
up to spend money, and must marry i$
or remain single. But the men of their
own set will not marry except for some
great advantage, and they know to a
dot that the sixty girls I have counted
will not only be poor themselves but
will have poor sisters.” Whether this
condems the summer resorts, the young
men, or the young women moest severe-
1y, is & question.

Sharp Retorts.

A very clever reply to a somewhat
satirical remark was that given to Louis
XV. by Cardinal Richelieu, who was a
nobleman as well as a priest. A cele-
brated Archbishop of Paris wasappoint-
ed preceptor to his majesty, One day
he preached a notable sermon before
the court of France, which touched prin-
cipally upon the duties of the nobility.
“Ab,” said the king to Richelieu, “the
preacher has thrown a vast quantity of
stones into your garden to-day.” *‘Yes,
sire,” answered the cardinal; “and a
few have fallen into the royal park.” A
courtly etiquette of expression is ob-
servable in this answer, with which we
may presunie that even royalty itself
could in nowise be offended. One of
the most distinguished incidents of Zim-
mermann’s life was the summons which
he reccived to attend Irederick tho
Great in his last illness in 1786. One
day the king said to this eminent phy-
sician, “You have, I presume, sir, helped
many a man into another world ?” Any
ordinary person would doubtless have
been scared by so momentous an inguiry,
and it was, in fact, a somewhat Dbitter
pill for the doctor, but the dose he gave

the Lking in return was a judi-
cious mixture of truth and flattery:
“Not so many as your majesty,

nor with so much honor to myself.”
All classes of individuals, from the high-
ast to the lowest, are liable at times to
meet with a Roland for an Oliver, we
must not even exempt those shrewd
men of the world termed lawyers. A
seafaring man was called upon the
stand as a witness. “Well, sir.” said
the lawyer, “do you know the plaiutitf
aud defendant?” After a moment’s
hesitation Jack declared his inability
to comprehend the meaning of these
words. ““What! not know the meaning
of plaintiff and defendant?” continned
the energetic inquirer. “An intelli-
gent fellow you must be to come here
as o witness! Can you tell me where
on board the vessel it was that that man
struck the other one?” Certainly I
can,” replied the sailor; ‘It was abatt
the binnacle.“ ‘‘Andpray,” asked the
lawyer, “‘what do you mean by that?”
*“Well, that's good,” responded the
witness; ‘‘yon must be a pretty fellow
to come here as a lawyver and don’t
know what abaft the binnacle means.”
Atanother time a lawyer , in cross ex-
amining a witness, asked him among
other questions, where he bad Dbeen on
a particular day, to which he replied
that he had been in the company of two
friends, ‘‘Friends!” exclaimed his tor-
mentor; ‘“‘two theives, I suppose you
mean.” They may be s0,” replied the
witness, dryly. ‘‘for they are both law-
yers.”—~Collection of Anecdotes.

Victoria’s Fortune.

Her Majesty possesses an immecnse
fortune. The estate at Osborne is at
least five times as valuable as it was
when it was purchased by the Queen
and Prince Albert about forty years

ago. The Balmoral property of her
Majesty now extend over 30,000 acres.
Claremont was granted to the Quecn
for lifein 1866, with reversion to the
country; and her Majesty purchased
the property outright three years ago
for £78,000. Probably its marked value
is not much under £150,000. The Queen
also possesses some property at Coburg,
and the Princess Hohenlohe left her
the Villa Hohenlohe at Buden, one of
the best residences in the place. With
regard to personal property Mr. Nield
left the Queen over £500,000, and the
property left by the Prince Consort is
believed to have amounted to- nearly
£600,000; but the provisions of his will
have been kept a strict seeret, and the
iocument has never been proved. The
Queen must also have saved a vast
sum out of her income, which has al-
ways been very well managed. Since
the death of the Prince Consort
the generul administration of the
Queen’s private aflairs has been confid-
ed to Lord Sydney, who is aconsum-
mate man of business. I have reason
to believe that, in due course, applica-
tion will be made to Parliament on the
behalf of the children of the Prince and
Princess of Wales. Indeed, there is to
be a Royal message on the subject of
Prince Albert. Victor’'s establishment
next session. The country will not.
however, be asked to provide for the

ounger members of the Rowal family.
The Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh
are already wealthy, and on the death
of the Duke of Saxe Coburg Gotha they
will emigrate to Germany; but the

| Connaughts, Albanys, Christians and

Battenbergs will look to the Queen for
provisions; and so, also, will any of the
younger children of Pricess Alice who
may happen to make poor matches. It
will be seen, therefore, that the Queen
will have plenty to de withher fortune,
large as it undoubtedly is;and although
in the evemt of her Majesty’s death the
country would be asked to provide for
Princess Beatrice, yet she will natural-
ly occupy an important place in her
mother’s will. —London Truth,

Rev. Dr. A. A. Miner, of Boston, has
snjoyed the somewhat rare privilege of
seeing seven generations of his family,
all but one (a child barn six months ago),

at the old homestead in New Hamp-
shire. In his childhood eiglit of his
crandpareuts and great-gravdparents
lived in Lempster, Sullivan county, N.
H., at the same time, five in one house
and three in another. Dr, Miner is of
the seventh generation from Thomas
Miner, the common ancestor of the
Miners in this country, who came to

Boston with the elder Winthrop in.1630.,
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