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nnd Notes, from original sources—by Prof. Sound, 
published by Slow A Seldom.—We hare looked 
into this great work with peculiar pleasure. Apart 
from the standard reputation of the great Goose, 
we felt a high degree of reepeet for the common- 
tator, and knew that a work of this kind must bear 
the impress of his splendid and maasire intellect.

Prof. Sound is the distinguished teacher of elo-
cution a t the Cattawampus College, and erinoes his 
excellent good sense in inriting Dr. Digg, (for-
merly of the same institution) to write an intro-
duction to his work, which he has prepared in his 
inimitable style, and has furnished many extracU 
from the Ore bo to prove the assertions made by 
Prof. Sound.

The work throughout is full of sound sense ytd 
sound argument, and brings to light many facts 
hitherto unknown. Prof. Sound in connection 
with other commentators regrets his inability to 
shed any light upon the early history of Mrs. 
Qoose, and after he has made every inquiry in rela 
tion to the subjeot, he finds there exists a lament-
able ignoranoe in regard to it. He even went so 
far, (wrote so far) to ask for information from the 
Queen of England, knowing that she was well 
posted up, but the Professor has not yet received 
an answer to his letter. Prof. Sound has bestowed 
much attention on the question, whether the name 
“mother”  was applied to Mrs. Goose because of a 
motherly and affectionate disposition, or that she 
had in reality, a family of her own. The conclu-
sion at whioh he arrives is, the latter of the 
two theories. “Taking the fact that Nero fid-
dled at the sight of burning Rome, and that Amer-
ica was discovered by Herod the Great, does it  not 
in the face of reason appear probable, and in ao- 
cordanoe with the ourious fact that some poems 
seem to presage forth their own death in their po-
ems, that M rs. Goose depicts forth her own 
lowly situation, in the narrative of that viotim of 
poverty who was compelled with a large family of 
children dependant upon her, to reside in a shod" 
This fact assumed, the Professor adds—“ Does not 
this fact furnish another proof, that many of the 
greatest writers and philosophers were persons in 
indigent circumstances.”

Prof. Sound aims to oorrect a  prevalent notion 
that Mrs. Goose was not gifted with a  feeling of 
sympathy for the distressed. In  the narrative of 
Mother Hubbard and her Dog, in which U related 
the attempt of Mrs. Hubbard to appease the ora- 
vings of her dog’s appetite, but was unable on ac-
count of the emptiness of the cupboard, it has been 
asserted that Mrs. Goose does not express a parti-
cle of sympathy for the unsatisfied dog, gterely 
ending the narrative by saying,

“ And so the poor dog had none.”

We agree with the Professor in his remark, that 
the word “ poor”  prefixed to the word “dog”  ex-
presses volumes of oommiseration for his misery; 
that that one word conveys to the mind more 
meaning than would hundreds of ejaculations of 
pity. But whatever may be thought of the feel-
ings of Mrs. Goose as expressed in Mother Hub-
bard, surely all will agree that her pity and sym-
pathy shine forth in that tragio narrative in whioh 
is related the malicious drowning of a pussy cat by 
Master Green. Here the genuine feelings of Mrs. 
Qoose gush forth in their keenest intensity, the 
fact that Miss Puss had been ruthlessly deprived 
of existence by a mischievous boy, called forth her 
deepest emotions of pity. Mrs. Goose’s anger and 
indignation never carried her to extremes, instead 
of using a torrent of invectives; and vituperations, 
she merely call shim a  “ naughty boy.”  Nolle wo-
man, surely thou oouldst not look on injustice 
and suffering but with the eye of deep sympathy ; 
rarely if thou hadst lived in these days, thou 
wouldst have seen much to exeite thy benevolent 
and sympathetic feelings.

An important fbature in Prof. Sound’s great 
work are the notes critical and explanatory which 
accompany the text. We subjoin an example to 
illustrate the intrinsic merit of bis labors :

“ Ding dong bell, the cat’s In the well.
Who pot her In f Little Johnny Green.
Who polled her out t Great Jack Stout.
What a naughty boy was that,
To drown poor pussy cat,
Who never did him any barm?
And killed the mice In his father’s barn.”

EXPLANATION XT PROP. SOUND.

“ Ding dong bell,”  signifies the sound emitted 
by a bell in the act of ringing; any one can easily 
ascertain that a sound it made by a bell, by placing 
the ear near to one, while the bell is being rung 
violently.

"The cat's m the well,”  by malioious means; the 
drowning of Miss Puts was a  sad truth. I t  was a 
favorite oat, if we may judge from the circumstance 
that the bell was rung to notify the villagers of 
tbe atrocious transaction.

"Whoput her in T Who jmlltd her out f”  These 
queries were probably propounded by the neigh-
_ . .

bore who came running and Hocking round ths 
scene of tho tragedy.

"iAttle Johnny Orem,"—••Great Jack Stout" — 
were the answers to the above questions. We can 
imagine the shout of indignation that arose as the 
name of the vile perpetrator was announced, and 
passed from mouth to mouth, and tbe expressions 
of gratitude to Mr. Stout for his exertions in res-
cuing the cat from her unfortunate predioament, 
but whioh proved unavailing. We learn an im-
portant lesson from this, “ that a small and weak 
person can do a vast deal of mischief that a strong 
and capable person oannot undo or remedy.

"What a naughty boy was that." Naughty! 
few historians would have used such a word to ex-
press so much wickedness, but how natural to the 
great Mrs. Goose.

"To drown poor pussy cat." Mrs. Goose pitipd the 
unfortunate Tabby. “ Poor pussy oat.”  Mark the 
similarity in Mother Hubbard, “ poor dog.”  This 
is true sympathy ; true, generous tenderness.

“  Who never did him any harm." Why did Mas-
ter Green then drown her 1 pure maliciousness, 
and if such a disposition was manifested in bis 
youth, we should shudder to think what he must 
have been in his manhood ; no doubt the records 
of crime must be reeking with his villanics.

"And lulled the mice in his father's bam." 8o far 
from having done any injury to Master Green, he 
had actually been doing him a vast amount of 
good, by killing the mice that would have con-
sumed the grain that was to furnish him with food. 
Like many other persons who perform acts of im-
pudence and folly in the face of their best interest.”

We think we have given extracts enough to 
show the merits of Prof. Sound’s great work. When 
we read the great amount of faots and theories 
presented, and fathom their eloquence and mean-
ing, we are lost in admiration of the talents of the 
Professor. We do not believe that any other liv-
ing man would have undertaken the enormous 
task of writing such a book, or oould have carried 
it out. J a b e z  G u l l , P r o k .

ORIGIN OF THE HUMAN RACE.
In looking over a child’s geography lately, we 

were specially attracted by a wood cut reprosonta* 
tion of a pair of Orang Outangs with their baby, 
and led to reflect thereby upon that favorite dog-
ma of rationalism whioh holds that man is but an 
improved specimen of oysters, legitimately de-
scended from tho polipus tribe, and great grand-
son to the ring tailed monkey.

I t oocurred to us as singular that no systematic 
effort had been made to prove the oorreotness of 
this theory, maintained in such books as “ Vestiges 
of Creation,”  and by men of talent, wealth and in-
fluence. I f  man is really descended from the 
monkey tribu, and these good looking folks whose 
portraits we were admiring are intermediate pro-
genitors between it and tho “ men with tails,” 
why can it not be proved beyond a cavil, by col-
lecting a missionary oollege of advanced speci-
mens of the nearest approach to humanity, afford-
ing them every facility for improving, and see bow 
fast they progress. We should think that with 
especial care they might advanoe as far in several 
generations as they oould be expected to do in 
many thousand years if left to themselvos, and if 
in a couple of centuries the desoendents of your 
Orang Outangs should approach the standard of 
Lord Monbodo’s men, while they, in turn, should 
be showing some sign of dropping their peculiar 
feature, there would be proof strong as holy writ. 
I f those who first advanced the theory had gone 
vigorously a t work to test its truth, we might have 
had quite an interesting museum of half mon, 
half monkeys, with spinal columns more or less 
elongated aooording to phrenological developments. 
Even at this late day something should be com-
menced for tho enlightenment of future genera-
tions.

We oommend the subjeot to the “ Boston Inves-
tigator,”  and do think that those who really be-
lieve the doctrine of progrossiveism should at once 
lay the foundation of an institution for testing its 
correctness. The fact that it has not been done 
is strong evidenoe that very few, if any, do, or ever 
have, believed tbe theory. We have heard a groat 
deal said of individual instances of sagacity in the 
nrute creation—of Orang Outangs tha t have been 
taught to do many things about domestio labor, 
oarrying water and breaking pitchers, Ac., and 
of one who even invented a mode of oracking his 
walnuts. Well, why not teaoh them all they can 
learn, preserve their progery from generation to 
generation, and note progress, so as to calculate 
with some degree of oertainty what length of time 
would have to elapse before we should have an or-
dinary newspaper poet. Do please, somebody, 
oomraenoe a subscription to send out missionaries 
to India or Afrioa or somewhere else for the pur-
pose of humanising the Orang Outangs and con-
verting their ohildren into respectable statesmen. 
—Pittsburg Saturday Visiter.

The weather stUI continues.

Reported for the Carpet-Beg.

W H A T  S H E  S A I D .
ST ONB WHO HEARD IT.

Ton sey that you will always love as now,
That time's stern power will not affect your passion, 

But I can see, e’en while you speak the vow,
That you will break It, after man’s own fashion ;

M an! ’tls a shorter name for treachery—
Don’t talk to me !

Ton say that you will always be the same,
Through years of change, perhaps of toll and trouble, 

That time and absence will but ten your flame,
And age and poverty but make It double |

Bat here we differ quite materially—
Don’t  talk to m e!

Too say that there Is naught In sea or air 
That you would not o’ercotne, to meet my wishes— 

That there is naught you would uot do or dare,
From “breaking lances,” down to washing dishes,

To make me look on you more lovingly—
Don’t talk to me !

You say that wealth, and rank, and power would be, 
Unshared by me, but worthless, empty seeming,

But that a humble cottage home, w ith  m e ,

Would be the climax of your happiest dreaming,
The highest pitch of earth’s felicity—

Don’t  talk to me !

Yes, you talk beautifully—but I know 
Just how ’twould be, in six months after wedding— 

Vanished would be your passion's ardent glow,
While I, in some lone corner, should be shedding 

Tears, bitter tears, for your base perfidy—
Don’t talk to me !

The charm of novelty would wear away—
You’d grow accustomed to my voice and features,

And cease to prise them as you do to-day ;
Men are, at best, but fickle, wavering creatures, 

Changing like flakes of foam upon the sea—
Don’t talk to me !

Bo all your eloquence will not avail—
This Is all nonsense that you’ve been repeating—

I do not choose to have my cheeks grow pale 
With brooding over sins of your committing—

Which, should I marry you, would sarely be—
Don’t talk to me !

"Agreeable now J” Yes—but you’d not be, then ;
Urged on no longer by romance and Cupid—

For I hare noticed oftentimes,how men,
When married, grow most strangely stern and stupld- 

C us tom to love is such an enemy—
Don’t talk to me !

I do not choose to spoil my precious eyes 
By weeping o’er the griefs of matrimony—

I would not breathe my life away in sighs,
For that, It strikes me, wouldn’t be so funny ;

And proof thereof I  do not wish to see—
Don’t talk to me !

I do not choose to break my happy heart 
By pinning it to this warm protestation ;

Tls better far that we at present part,
Than seek, months hence, a legal separation ,

Find some one who’ll be gulled more easily,
Don’t talk to me !

GEORGE SAND.
b v  aav. c h o r u s  w. a o o k s s .

Madame Maria Aurora Dudorant, better known 
in this country under the “ nom de plume”  of Geo. 
Sand, is one of the most distinguished literary wo-
men that Franoe has produood sinoe Madame De 
Stael.

She is the only daughter of M. Dupin, an officer 
of the French army, who was killed when she was 
a child, by a fall from his horse. Being an or-
phan, sho was committed to tho care of her grand-
mother, Madame Dupin, whose name she took. 
This lady resided in the Province of Berry—and it 
was here, in a quaint old ohateau that the youth-
ful Mario, now no longer innocent and pure, but 
developed into the notorious Geo. Sand, spent the 
Arst fifteen years of her life.

Here, also, amid the revealings of nature, added 
to the immoral lessons of Frenoh philosophy, her 
mind was fashioned—her character formed—her 
destiny sealed.

She was, when young, an interesting brunette, 
of noble form, strongly marked features, and 
haughty expression. She is now a bold, mascu-
line woman, who frequently dons male attire when 
she appears in publio, and indulges in the luxury 
of a generous glass of wine and a good cigar. In 
the garb of a fashionable gentleman, it  is said she 
onoe attempted to enter the Chamber of Deputies, 
when one of the guaid planted his musket before 
her and said significantly—“Monsieur les dames ne 
pasMut pas parioi !”

Madame Dndevant is a follower of Rosseau, 
whose principles she unblushingly advocates, al-
though she was educatod a t the convent of the 
Dames Anglaises. Shortly after loaving school 
she became the victim of an unhappy marriage* 
which is somewhat to be wondered at, as she was 
strikingly beautiful, accomplished and wealthy.

Her husband was many years older than herself 
—“a retired, imperial officer” —ugly, stnpid, pro-
saic, while she was bold, ardent, romantic, with 
a cross of the demon and the angel In her nature, 
in whioh the demon strongly preponderated. I t  
was “ the eagle mated with the o w l t h e r e  waa 
no oongeniality of spirit, no oneness, henoe bicker-
ings, jealousies, heart-oonflieta followed, until she

snapped the chains that bound her to her wedded 
lord and would be master, leaving him to take care 

‘of the two children thoy had been blessed with. 
Alter her flight she sought and found admission as 
a penitent a t the oonvent where she was educated 
—but did not remain long. Gray walls, dark 
cloisters, prayers and penanoes had no a harm for 
her. Hers was a  spirit not to be tamed, not to be 
chained, and while hope allured and pointed to 
gayer scenes, she once more east herself on the 
world’s broad bosom, to sip its joys and sorrow s 
and forever be free from conventional restraints. 
We next find her living In an obscure garret, as 
the companion of a young artist, who assisted her 
to bring before the pnblio her first work, entitled 
“ Rose and Blanche, or the Aotresa and the Nun.” 
This production, like hundreds with which a pro-
lific press teems, had not a name to recommend it, 
and at tho time attracted but little attention. It, 
however, oontained passages of thrilling power, so 
original, so beautiful, that a  discriminating pub-
lisher was induced to purchaso one of her manu-
scripts, and thus encouraged to write, she has sent 
out volume after volume under the title of George 
Sand, a name whioh she borrowed from her litera-
ry paramour before their separation, until she ia 
now acknowledged to he one of the greatest of 
French novelists. Tho works of George Sand are 
all bad in their moral tendency—but the worst 
is “ Indiana.” I t  throws a moat beautiful drapery 
over a hideous form, yet you are fascinated and 
embrace it. The kiss is poison; it is transmitted 
to your heart and you feel its power; still you are 
enchanted as she beokonB you forward, until  the 
veil is removed and you see a Syren was your 
guide. Then, perhaps, when near the vortex of 
wo, you start, you turn lest you step beyond the 
boundary line of virtue, and, transformed into the 
being you worship, become a Syren too.— Quincy 
Patriot.

--------^ ---------------
The following poem, whioh wo find afloat in the 

papers, was tho production of Michael W. Beok, 
a young and gifted printer, who died before the 
world had become fully aware of his genius, but 
who mado himself a host of friends in the short 
time allotted him, in whoso memory he still lives. 
In all the duties of his brief life he was faithful, 
in every relation of lifo he was beloved, and in 
truth, to him, whoso joyous spirit oould extract 
sweets from every phase of existenoe, the world 
was “ not so bad a world.”  Our companionship 
with him, as boy and man, was very sweet, with, 
out one embittering circumstance, and his memo-
ry is cherished among the pleasant things recalled 
of our early life :—

THE WORLD A l IT  IS.
The world is not so l>ad a world 

As some would like to make it;
Though whether good or whether bad 

Depends on how we lake it;
For If we scold and fret alldajr,

From dewy morn till even,
This world will ne’er afford to man 

A foretaste here of heaven.

This world’s In truth as good a world 
As e’er was known to any 

Who have not seen another yet—
And theae are very many;

And If the men ami women, too,
Have plenty of employment,

Those surely must be hard to please 
Who cannot find enjoyment.

This world is quite a clever world,
In rain or pleasant weather,

If people would but learn to lire 
in harmony together;

Nor seek to burst the kindly liond 
By love and peace cemented,

And learn the best of lessons yet,
To always be contented.

Then were the world a pleasant world,
And pleasant folks were in It,

The day would pass moat pleasantly 
To those who thus begin it;

And all the nameless grievances,
Brought on by borrowed (roubles,

Would prove, as certainly they are,
A mass of empty hubbies.

T o b a c c o .—Wo hoar of our friend Trask’s la-
bors, in every direction, for the suppression of 
Tobaooo. We last hoar of him in Manchester, 
where, the Mirror says, “ the boys took it upon 
themselves to be very noisy.”  Mr. T. is an hon-
est arid earnest man, and the Mirror, while hitting 
his one-ideaism, helps his cause along by the fol-
lowing, whioh as many may believe as chooso. 
People who are “ up to snuff”  don’t "smoke i t ;”—

“Tho subjeot is worthy of being written about 
nnd talked about continually by able and cx|)eri- 
enced mon. Tobnooo iu all its uses, smoking 
chewing, and snuffing is so filthy, loathsome and 
disgusting, that a boy is playing a fool’s part the 
day he oommcnocs to use it. It  wears gradually, 
but surely, on tho strongest constitution, and many 
eloquent phillippics against it we have heard from 
those who oonstAntly uso it. Wo know a number 
of men whose coustitutioua are entirely ruined by 
tho use of it. Few, not many, can easily break off 
the habit after they have once aoquired it. I t  
stioks and holds like the grappling irons of a war-
ship. Boys, never use it. If you had our expe-
rience and observation you could not be hired to 
acquire the habit. The oommon sense of all men 
Is against it, but the hope of reforming its consum-
ers is almost hopeless/’


