NEW YORK.
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PUBLISHERS’ CARD.

ﬁﬂlzgﬁflnnmf 8 new Story, “Tar VirGINIANs,"
i ulllmﬂmuﬂ illustrations by the author, was com-
It is printed ?DIG!IBH number of Harper’s Mdgazine.
& d‘P ted from {*n:ﬂ}".shﬂl&ts, recsived from the author
ndvance of publication in England; for which the
Publishers pay Mr. Thackeray the sum of $2000,

&3~ With the fall knowledge of this arrange-
ment, the proprietors of the New York T,-;J,.qir
'wlu? have been leading advocates of an inter-
national Copyright Law, and profess the warm-
est regard for the interests of British aathors in
this country, bave begun
; to copy this Se‘arytﬁ*m;: our Muagazine
lﬂltli} their paper, f.{rﬂrﬁ:}rﬁ without the r::u!'frﬂ:!ri.ﬂ ad-
mirable illnstrations. The same parties, ander
the same circumstances, reprinted upon us Mr.
Dickens’s ¢ Little Dorrit,” for which we paid
the ‘:Hl{h-DI' Two Thousand Dollars.

No American pablisher can afford to give two
thousand dollars for carly sheetsof a foreign work
which is instantly reprinted upon him by a rival
in business, :

The course of tha Tribune is, therefore, de-
cidedly calculated to deprive the British author
of the only compensation he ean get, in the pres-
ent state of the copyright law.

A MORYING AT A FASHIONABLE
CHURCH.

To the Eddor of Harper's Weekly.

My pEar Sin,—Why don’t you send reporters to
the fashionable churches? Why, I want to know,
do the newspapers report lectures, concerts, operas,
dramas, vaudevilles, comedies, ay, even dirt cart-
men's meeotings, yet have never a word for the as-
semblies at the fashionable churches, which, as er-
ery one wili admit, are far more instructive and
edifving ? I do, now and then, see a sermon re-
ported. When the Rev. Ichabod Surplice, who
was perverted from Protestantism, preaches on
the rross errors of the Reformation ; when the Rev.
Mrs. Panta Loons preaches on the text ““ Wives,
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] submit vourselvesunto your husbands,” and proves
. but the very

that the apostle meant no such thing
opposite—then, indeed, 1 perceive that the daily
papers send reporters; and ¥yweu, Sir, frequently
give us the marrow of their report. DBut why 18
the practice ot general? Believe me, you would
do the public a vast good were you to send your
corps of artists and writers to each fashionable
| church in town, and daguerreotype for us the

scenes which take place there every Sunday morn-
ing. Wheo knows but yon mizht Le the means of
bringing some erring soul from the depths of vul-
| gar religion to the shining light of gilt-edged and

perfumed piety ?

I am a plain fellow, myseif. We live in a pret-
tv fair town ir the interior of this State, We are
plain folk, and carry out the Maine Law among us,
| though we've only conricted one chap, and he was
an Irishman. We have a nice, trim, little ehurch,
and a first-rate minister—a Down-Easter—who

reaches twice a day on Sunday, and teaches our
young folk a’'mest every day of the week. lle
ain’t what you'd call a smart feillow : he never
pitches into the Catholies or the Unitarians; be
never gets into a fume about slavery; he don't
mnddle plain folk's brains about transubstantia-
+h doctrines, which are not for

tion or other toug
farmers to understand. - But he just reads a2 few

lain chapters from the Good Book, and explains
all the hard verses as he goes along; and then he
gives out a few verses of a psalm, and Auré Bettv
and Cousin Mary they lead the singing, and we
all join in, some in tune, some out of tune: and
then he preaches a plain sermon, and tells us we

onghtn’t to sell short weight, or to mix our seed,

or to overwork our help, or to let our children be
idle and ignorant, or to suffer any poor, homeless

creature to go hungry from oar door.  So, you see,
and being besides a very kind so-
day to see any body

preaching thus,
ciable man, who comes every
who's sick, and a mighty favorite of the young
ones, our minister rather suits us plain folk. I
reckon that if he was hard pressed there'd be a
good many purses open to him: and a good many
strong chaps, I tell you, a standing before his door
if any one wanted to do him a hurt. — But Lless
you, there doesn't live the creature that doesn’t love
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' our minister Jeremiah—
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Nay

name.

I was going
York on business,
vou know I daresay,
davs? adding, with :
g‘ﬂ-ini and cherry suited me, I would find him and
therm in the library all day.

[ said I was a couniry caap
shiped once a day at least.

On this he laughed, and bade his wife—a mon-
strous fine womar, I tell you—take me to church

ng after Mrz. BDrown, for she
Arabella, quite filled the side-
{Vhen we reached the

to say that b ;
mv cousin, Joka Brown, Waiom

asked me what I did ¢ Sun-

and mostly wor-

with her.
So [ went, walki
and her daughter, :

walk with their dresses.
church door a fashionalle sort of man bowed to

Mrs. Brown, and came forward to meet her. See-
ing him bareheaded, I thoucht he was the minister,
and, says I—wanting to be civil—** How do you
do. Reverend Sir?” Upon which that minx Ara-

bella nearly choked herself with a laugh, and cried,
¢ Trpcle Obadiah, why that’s the sexton ™

He led the way to a pew, and opened the door ;
after we had gone in he closed if. I had & mind
to give him fip-pence, but hadn't change handy,
<o T nodded, as much as to say, ** You score one.”
ITe stared in a mighty insolent way, and walked
down the aisle Tike a Rajah’s state elephant.

I noticed that the gentlemen, the moment they
entered the church, poked their noses into their
hats, and heid them there for a good minule.
Why is this, Mr. Editor ? Do they find the air of
the church overpower them ? Do they carry snuff
in their hats? I like to know the reasons of every
thing ; so when the gentleman before us had gone
through the ceremony, I just stretcheékl over and
took up his hat to Jock at it. It was a common
hat, much Jike my own. There was nothing in it
that I could see but the maker’s name. So I gave
it back te him, apparently much o his relief.

I was thinking over it when the music strack
ap a lively air with variations. I am good at mu-
sic myself, and would have given a good many
dollars to have had my old Lanjo with me at that
moment to bave accompanied the orgamist; as it

was, I tapped time with my fingers on the pew— |
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2 kind of snigger, that if re- |

or mind his other | till I saw

aving come to New |

. jnfinite grace and sympathy —a

the minister walking up the junior

rse. and the service be-
gan. I will say nothing of that old Anglican

service, Mr. Editor, except that it seenis to me the

most touching and heautiful composition In ouf
n the grand old Sax-

lanrgace, all written as it is }
tong hild can understand

on tongue ; so plain that a ¢ :
it - so noble and mighty that the greatest mind

finds it fill its grasp: cunningly adapted to touch
some chord in every | and by turns to appeal

resst, a4
to the rich, to the poor, 10 the happy, to the sor-
rowful, to the believer,

pulpit.
Then I stopped, of cou

and even to the skeptic.
There was a Roman Cathelic, or mayhap an in-
fidel (poor fellow!)—a Frenchman and a poet of
' h! he died only a

fow months ago— who used to say that he could

r refd the Anglican Litany without tears.

neye
e as much heart as

How few of ns Protestanis hav

poor De Musset [

There were not many tears shed in my part of
the church that morning. If there bad been I
chould have seen them, fer the ladies’ hats didn’t

even cover their ears. Their eyes were very busy
— a millinering, I should =ay. The lady in front
of us had ber book upside down ; the two behind
us got into a violent guarrel about somebody’s
bonnet, which one of the two said was Dew, while
the other pretended it was anm old one turned.
They carried on the quarrel furiously, making the
responses all the time. The effect was curious.

First YouxG Lapy (angrily). *Itell you I saw
it hanging at Mrs. —. (Sqfily.) ‘Good Lord
deliver us."”

Secoxp Yousc LApy (furously). * 1 tell you
it was brown, with feathers, last summer. (Zen-
derly.) ‘ We beseech Thee to hear us.’”

FinsT Yorxc Laoy (savagely). ** You're a fool !
(Beseeckingly.) *Grant us Thy peace.” ™

Secoxp Yoursc Lapy (with digrily). ** Mrs. Jm-
pudence! (With meekness.) *Have mercy upon
ns‘i ¥y
Tue Misova (authoritatively).
tongues ! ‘ Reward us after our iniquities.

One of the churchwardens, or deacons, or vestry-
men (I don't know what they are called), took out
his note-book and fignred away during the pray-

“Hold your
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B3~ With the full knowledge of this arrange-
ment, the proprietors of the New York Lribune
wh? have been leading advocates of ‘an inter-
national Copyright Law, and profess the warm-
est regard for the interests of British authors in
this country, have begun

' to copy this Story from our Magazine

into their paper, though without the author's ad-
mirable illustrations. The same parties, under
the same circumstances, reprinted upon us Mr.
Dickens’s “Little Dorrit,” for which we paid
the anthor Two Thousand Dollars.

No American publisher can afford to give two
thousand dollars for early sheets of a foreign work
which is instantly reprinted upon him by a rival
In business.

The course of the Tribune is, therefore, de-
cidedly calculated to deprive the British author
of the only compensation he can get, in the pres-
ent state of the copyright law.

A MORNING AT A FASHIONABLE
CHURCLL

To the Fditor of Harper's Weekly.

My pEAR SIR,—Why don’t you send reporfers to
the fashionable churches? Why, I want to know,
do the newspapers report lectures, concerts, operas,
dramas, vaudevilles, comedies, ay, even dirt cart-
men’s meetings, yet have never a word for the as-
semblies at the fashionable churches, which, as ev-
ery one will admit, are far more instructive and
edifying? I do, now and then, see a sermon re-
ported. When the Rev. Ichabod Surplice, who
was perverted .from Protestantisin, preaches on
the gross errors of the Reformation ; when‘fhe ?{ev.
Mrs. Panta Loons preaches on the text Wives,

submit yourselves unto your husbands,” and proves
that the apostle meant no such thing, but the very
opposite—then, indeed, I perceive that the daily
papers send reporters; and you, Sir, frequently
give us the marrow of their report. DBut why is
the practice not general? Believe me, you would
do the public a vast good were you to send your
corps of artists and writers to each fashionable
church in town, and daguerreotype for us the
scenes which take place there every Sunday morn-
ing. Who knows but you might be the means of
bringing sowme erring soul from the depths of vul-
gar religion to the shining light of gilt-edged and
perfumed piety ? .

I am a plain fellow, myself. Welive in a pret-
ty fair town in the interior of this State. We are
plain folk, and carry out the Maine Law among us,
though we’ve only convicted one chap, and he was
an Irishman. We have anice, trim, little church,
and a first-rate minister—a Down-Laster —who
preaches twice a day on Sunday, and teaches our
young folk a'most every day of the week. Ile

~ain’t what you’d call a smart fellow: he never

pitches into the Catholics or the Unitarians; he
never gets into a fume about slavery; he don’t
muddle plain folk’s brains about transubstantia-
tion or other tough doctrines, which are not for
farmers to understand. -But he just reads a few
plain chapters from the Good Book, and explains
all the hard verses as he goes along; and then he
gives out a few verses of a psalm, and Aund Betty
and Cousin Mary they lead the singing, and we
all join in, some in tune, some out of tune: and
then lie preaches a plain sermon, and tells us we
oughtn’t to secll short weight, or to mix our seed,
or to overwork our help, or to let our children be
idle and ignorant, or to suffer any poor, homeless
creature to go hungry from our door. So, you see,
preaching thus, and being besides a very kind so-
ciable man, who comes every day to see any body
who’s sick, and a mighty favorite of the young
ones, our minister rather suits us plain folk. I
reckon that i€ he was hard pressed there’d be a
good many purses open to him; and a good many
strong chaps, I tell you, a standing before his door

- if any one wanted to do him a hurt. - But Lless

you, there doesn’t live the creature that doesn’t love
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our minister Jeremiah—

name. ‘
I was going to say that having

them in the library all day.

[ said I was a couniry cnap, and mostly wor-

shiped once a day at least,

On this he laughed, and bade his wife—~a mon-
strous fine womazn, I tell you—take me to church

with her. : |
So I went, walking after Mrs. Brown, for she

and her daughter, Arabella, quite filled the side-

walk with their dresses. When we reached the
church door a fashionable sort of man bowed to
Mrs. Brown, and came forward to meet her, See-
ing him bareheaded, I thought he was the minister,
and, says I—wanting to be civil—‘‘ How do you
do, Reverend Sir?” Upon which that minx Ara-
bella nearly choked herself with a laugh, and cried,
‘““ Uncle Obadiah, why that’s the sexton !”

He led the way to a pew, and opened the door ;
after we had gone in he closed it.
to give him fip-pence, but hadn’t change handy,
so I nodded, as much as to say, *‘ You score one,”
He stared in a mighty insolent way, and walked
down the aisle like a Rajah’s state elephant.

I noticed that the gentlemen, the moment they
entered the church, poked their noses into their
hats, and held them there for a good minute.
Why is this, Mr. Editor ? Do they find the air of
the church overpower them ? Do they carry snuff
in their hats ? I like to know the reasons of every
thing ; so when the gentleman before us had gone
through the ceremony, I just stretched over and
took up his hat to look at it. It was a common
hat, much like my own. There was nothing in it
that I could see but the maker’s name. So I gave
it back to him, apparently much to his relief.

I was thinking over it when the music struck
up a lively air with variations. I am good at mu-

sic myself, and would have given a good many

dollars to have had my old banjo with me at that
moment to have accompanied the organist ; as it
was, I tapped time with my fingers on the pew-—

|
come to New
York on business, my cousin, John Brown, :.vhom
you know I daresay, asked me what I did o’ Sun-

days? adding, with a kind of snigger, that if re-
galias and eherry suited me, I would find him and

I had a mind

T A

Never mind his other [ till I saw the minister walking up the junijor

pulpit. .

Then I stopped, of course, and the service be-
gan. I will say nothing of that old Anglican
service, Mr. Editor, except that it seems to me the
most touching and beautiful composition iIn our
language, all written as it is in the grand old Sax-
on tongue; so plain that a child can understand
it; so noble and mighty that the greatest mind
| finds it fill its grasp; cunningly adapted to touch
| some chord in every breast, and by turns to appeal
l to the rich, to the poor, to the happy, to the sor-

rowful, to the believer, and even to the skeptic.
There was a Roman Catholic, or mayhap an in-
fidel (poor fellow !)—a Frenchman and a poet of
infinite grace and sympathy —ah! he died only a
few months ago—who used fo say that he could
never readd the Anglican Litany without fears.
How few of us Protestants have as much heart as
poor De Musset !

| There were not many tears shed in my part of

the church that morning. If there had been I
should have seen them, fer the ladies’ hats didn’t

even cover their ears, Their eyes were very busy

— a millinering, I should say. The lady in front

of us had her book upside down ; the two behind

| .us got into a violent quarrel about somebody’s

bonnet, which one of the two said was new, while
the other pretended it was an old one turned.
They carried on the quarrel furiously, making the
responses all the time. The effect was curious.

FirsT Youxc LApy (angrily). *‘I tell you I saw
it hanging at Mys. ——. (Softly.) *‘Good Lord
deliver us.””’ }

- SECOND YOUNG LAvy (furiously). “I tell you
it was brown, with feathers, last summer. (Zen-
derly.) *‘We beseech Thee to hear us.””

First Youxe LADY (savagely). ¢ You're a fool !
(Beseeckingly.) * Grant us Thy peace,’ ”

SecoxD Youxe Lavy (with dignity). * Mrs. Im-
pudence! (With meekness.) ‘Have mercy upon
'l.'l.ﬂ.’ 3

-THE MAMMA (authoriatively). “ Hold your
tongues! ¢ Reward us after our iniquities.’”’

~ Oneof the churchwardens, or deacons, or vestry-
men ([ don’t know what they are called), took out
his note-book and figured away during the pray-



