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Roasted to Death, .
Brave Enginsers Who Begged 1o be Bhot
Breathing Purnace Flames and Steam,

“1¢ tnere be a man #0 kind to me, will ho
shoat me in the heart or out my throat?” was
the cry raised by Nicholas Schillinger as he
lay in n%n the victim of an t on the

h oy Railroad. The Buffalo &
We train from Philadelphiaand
New York, due at this city st 1.16 a. m.,
left on time, The engineer snd fireman had
been changed. The engine was ooe of the
the road, aud the engineer,
, one of the oldest employes of the
company, had taken his seat at the lever.
Stevenson, for the past half-dozen
the pay roll of the company, was
‘s seat. The signal was given,
and the long t-ain, Joaded with human
Seoight, star od off at a thirry mile run. It
was hound ng along through the suburbs of
the city st the nsusl even apeed when it en-
tered a cut at the northern boundary of
Wilkesbarrs, Pa. It has never Leen con-
sidered a particu'arly dangerous place, and
no watohm n h-s ever | een stationed th: re.
Th train had p: ded but a few h d
yards into the ¢ it when, as the fireman said,
the e 1ine b gan to go up and down. snd, n
instant la e-, it had plunged head ong into
the right bank of t:e cut. Th: engi e ten-
der d ubled ov r upon top «f the engine-
house, and huried in the ruios were the en-
gi eer, Nicholas Scuilling r, and Henry Ste-
venso ), the fireman. The pipe+, fi led wi'h
sca'd ng wat -r and steam, were br. ken, and
their co tents tr ed upen th: po r unfor u-
nates lying unde- the eng ne. 'The b.ggige
ca-of the trainalo e luft t e track, but the
8 ddeiness of the stop produced several
sever: contusio s snd gr at fright. Ladies
fiinted and men wer: throwa « ver the bick+
of seats and upon th  floor, The voic & of
th: engineer and firemm crying };itco::uly
for help »lm st drowned the nois: of the es-
caping steam. Schillinger was a rman,
and, in his broken :ccents, he pleade | to b
killed, and when he founl his appeals f r
deliveraice from his terrib'e lms-uun nuna-
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Irish song.
(Air: “Oh! Woman of the House."

Before the first ray of blushirg dn{l..n
Who should come by but Kiity Chan,

With her cheek like the rose o1's bed of snows,

And her bo-omn beneath 1'ke the suillng swan,—
1 looked aud looked, till my heart was gone,

With the foot of the fawn she crossed the lawn,
Half confiling, and h If in fear ;

And her uyelo’l-lue, tiey thrilled me through,
Une hlessed minuts, then like the deer
Away she darted, and left me huro.

Oh ! Sun, yon are late at gm:r golden gate,
For y: u've nothing 10 shuw be eath the sky
To compare to the laks who c-ossed 1he giass
Of the shamrock fi. U ere the dew was dry,—
And the giance that she gave me ¢ she went by,

R

“« AULD ROBIN GRAY.

Parr I (CoNTINUED.)

¢ Captain Mellish is in the drorin’-room.
He was told that mistruss was not at home ;
but he asked for Miss Jeaunett:. Thom:s
says,” she aunounces grimly. Parkinson

vailing, he cri d likea ch 1d, til
n 8s an | death hush d his voice.
man was lyinz very ¢ ose
more fav- urable pos tion. The wi linghsnds
of succor wers gr atly baffl d for some time.
The e ¢ ping stea'n was so dense that no h-
ing could be s en around the wre k but the
fr gment+, and when assistance did come the
br.ve engneer was pastallhumnad. The
fireman with jreat diffienlty was extricated,
but di d t'is evening. Your correspsndeat
visited the fimi ies «f the men, Stevenson,
before his death, lay upon his bed writhing
in »rgony and praying for the end t» come.
“Wiy was I not killed at onve and_put ont
of this misery?” was his of.-rerenml ejacula
tion. He ra'd he was compelled to breathe
t1- furnace flames, whils ths steam had so
sc Idel him taat the flesh hung in shreds
uon thet poer portion of his body. His
hands were burned to the bone, and the
finger-nails dropped” off. Schillinger,
engineer. was scarcely rec gnizable by his old
comrad 5. He leaves a wife and daughter.
Stevenson had a wife anl two children.
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Capture of a Devil Fish.

(From the Sa.ta Barbira (Cal.) Press |

One of the fishermen employcd by Larco
in drawing his nets this morning fouud, en-
tangled in its meshen, a veritable devil fish
of large size. 'Tho ugly thing was so en-
tangled, anl hell on with such tenacity,
that it was with great difliculty, and only
after tearing the net badly, that it was re-
leascd and got into the boat, It was brought

to the whar{ where a number of persons vi-
sived and inspected the monster,  The body
is an elongted oval about 15 inches wile

and 4 feet long from the head to the end of |

the spear-shapol tail. The mouch, ot ra-
ther beak, is exactly like the mandibles of
a hawk, and is placed underneth the body.
The long arms or feslers, of which there
are eight, radiate from aroand this beak,
and the largest of them are upward of 7 feet
in length, making 11 feet from the end of
the two longest tentacles to the tip of the
$ail. The other arms are from 4 to 5 feet
long. Tue underside of the-e feelers, for

about two feet from the tip, are armed with
rows of shirp-pointed hooks, increasing in
size as they approa:h tho end, where they |
terminate in veritable talons. The body is
of a 1eddish-gray colour on top and a pile|
salmon p nk uud-rneath. Toe underside is

covered with small suckers possesting con- |
siderabls power. Evea after the creature

had been on the dock for some time, avd
was nearly dval, a finger plac:d to the
moath of ona of these suck

upon and onl; releaseldl by a strng pull.
Whils lying on the do:k the fish exuded

about two gillons of the dark Huid with
which it is supplied, an 1 which 1t uses to
discolour the water, either to conce al iteelf,
or to reader helyl ss ita prey. This fluid
is of a mcst offensive odour and is of a dark
yellow colur. The monster, which wus
capturel just iisile of the line of ke'p,
would be an unpleasaut thing to come acr.8<
in the water, aud after seeing him cne can

thoroughly appreciate the scene in the cav-
vern, 8o graphically described Victor
Hago in **The Tolers of the Sea The
fish was cut ap and tikenout by the fisher-
men 16 thir c:ab nets as bait, but the beak
and some of the larger talons were secured
by Mr. I cece. Small fish of this d.ser p
tion have bee foun | in the channel at sev-
eral times, measuring from 6 to 8 inches,
but not ing approach ng this one in size has
ever huen captured in this vicivity.

e s —————

The Religion of the Bedouins

The Lelief in God is of the simplest kind.
ardly extends beyond the axigm that

Jo bardly extends DOnL, (2 s ghes,
they conncet the idea of Him with the sun
or with the heaveas, no trace of such an

opinion has come under my ntics, G »d
is God,"” they say, anl it very simply ex-
prosses all that they koow of Him, w

and wnat and where He is, has not, 1
should think, ever besn so much as discuss-
ed amonyg them. Of a divino revelation
they seem to have no traditions, nor of any
law divinely institnted, God is the fate to
which all must bow, the cause of the good
and of the evil in life, of the rain and of the
sunshine, of the fertility of their flocks, and
of the murrains which sometimes afHlict
them. But they do not seek t) propitiate
Him with prayer, nor complain of His se-
verity when they suffer. They neither
bless nor curse Him, nor do they regard Him
with love or fear. 1f He have any personal
relation with themselves, it is as the silent
witness of their oths, the name to which
they appeal in their disputes. But even
thus, they expect n thing at His hn Is, nei-
ther protection from wrong nor 1Puni shment
if they are forsworn.— Bedouin Tribes— Lady
Blunt,
—— e —ea———————

A Boy Cut to Pieces with & Red-hot Red.

A horrible accident occurred in the rolling
mill in the E ghteenth Ward in Cleveland.
William Raleigh, wa'er boy, was standing in
front of the rolls, through which a bar of
red-hot iron was being run. When the iron
is at its proper heat, the bar is very pliable,
but by becoming chilled it takes all sorts ot
fantastic forms, and flies and twists about
in every direction, This bar wrapped itsell
about the Loy and encircled him inits folds,
literally burning his body in two. It was
some minutes befors he could be extricated.
Meanwuile the iron was eearing his flesh,
causing the most horrible cries of agony
from the helpless sufferer. In a few mo-
ments after he had been relessed by tongs
and pincers by the workmen who could
reach him, he breathed his last in terrible
agony, His clothing was completely burned
from his body, which presented a most
sickening spectacle.

walking in a London
park the other day, meta writer who de.
scribes the poet thus: ‘“He looked tall,
somewhat stout, round-shouldered, and he
walked wth a stick, as though the gout
were bavging about his legs or feet. He
had a long beard which almost buried his
face, and wore a pair of large, round, Chi-
nese-lo king spcotacles, Hehadona vsr{
broad-brimme 1, weather-wora felt hat, dar
trousers and gaiters, several undercoats or
iunu, covered all over by a thin, -hnbby;

Mr. TENNYSON,

the |

does not app! of love and lovers.
The fire- “ Miss J’;unia will come down,” I answer.
to him, but in a| Jennie, turning from rad to white, from
white to red, mechanically takesup a trn:h,

and smooths her already s'eek hair ; then
+he throws down the brush and turns to nie.
Her face has final y settled down to a dead
white, and her eyes are burning.

+* Wish me luck,” she says, speaking as if
her breath came hard., ‘I am going to set-
tle all my life now, one way or smother.”
And 50 she leaves me.

. . »

.
Half an hour had passed—three ?umn.
Did ever mioutes tarry 8o dong? 1f I had
nos looked at my watch s0 often, ‘apd put it
to mX ear to assure mysel that it i:ering, 1
cou'd swear that hours have pass ince
| Jennie 1 ft me.

| . Parkingon comes with my afternoon tea—
‘ Parkinson, with a graut and & sniff which

| say 83 plainly as they can that she disap-
proves of Jennie's goings-on.
‘ Anothar quarter of an hour goes. It is an
hour now—an hoar and five minutes—and
| then I hear the street door bang,  'Will she
| come two steps at a time, with a glad,
bluching face, and happy smiles ¢ or will she
| come slowly and heavily, with tears and
bitter railiogs? She does neither of these
| things, Aunother half-hour passes before she
| comes at all, and then she walks in quietly,
| it is true, but quite briskly, with a small set
{ smile and a cheerful voice.

“ How are you getting on, Mimi ¥ Have
[—" there is a momentary tremble—* have

| I been long ¥

“It has seemed very long,” I answer

[ quietly ; and then we are silent—brih si-
lent. For I will not ask her what she does

| not care to tell me.

| Presently she comes and sits on the other
little bed c'ose to mine, si's with folded
arms facing me,

“ Do you not want to know what I have
bsen doing ¥ are you not going to ask me?
Yon will have to kn ,w—as well now as any
other time. I "—(with a little catch in her
| breath) —‘‘ L have becn #aying good-byo to

ack Mellish, or rather "—(with a bitter
| smile) —*“he has been saying gond-bye tu

me. He said it very nicely, very prettily,

| very affectionately, and it took a good while
| to say, did it not ? But all the same, it is
sil.. Do mot look glad,” she breaks off,
| eycing me distrustfully, “or I shall hate
| you !—on the other hand, do mot eay you
are sorry, or I shall not believe you."

“] do not know whether I am glad or
so'ry,” I say tratofally.

«Mimi,” she gocs on presently, ‘I used
to be very rroud——l used to think 8o much
of myself, did I not? I thonght I was so

pretty that I had only to pick and choose ;
do you remember I used to laugh at the
wen who asked m» to marry them ? laugh at
them for their presumption? You did not
think that'l should ever come to asking &
man to marry me, did you ¥’

“ You did not ?" I cry hotly.

“ Not exactly ; not in so many worde.

| But it came to [iwtty much the same thing,
1 told him that I was willing to wait for him
| ten—twenty years—that I did not care how
poor he was, if only he would let me tell
‘u‘ranmo that I could not marry any one
'wlsﬂ, beciuse I was o1 agad to him.”

And he?" 1. sk eagerly.

« He declined the tempting offer with
many thanks —very pretty thanks, you
| understand, and very nicely worded ; but
st ]l declined it. He was very fond of me—
| oh yes, ver fond of me’—(with that miser-
| able heart-breaking laugh)—* but it would
| be wicked, and selfish, and cruel f him to

keap m> hanging on for years to a forlorn
hope. Let me see . . . what was it he
said " she goes on, putting one small hand
on her rufled golden head, ‘‘that he had
| not a chance, not a chance of narrying
| now, or in years to come—he ought to have
%—an¢
houghy of that before, ofEb ot hecgas
me tied to a miserable unlucky beggar like
| him for years and years ; but all the same
he loved me 80, yes , . . loved me 80,”
_And she falls to laughing, and from laugh-
ing to sobbing.

“He is a wretch!” I ey, ““a selfish

‘ wretch ! You are well rid of him, Jennie,
| my darling.”

“ Do not abuse him,"” she cries, her eyes
tashing, ‘‘at least not yet. We do not
abuse people who are only i’ust de:d. Wait
| little, wait a little, and I may be able to
oin with you, and we will abuse him to-
gether hotly and roundly . . . but mot yet.
Remember, that yesterday . . . only yes-
terday, 1 loved him.”

I am silent. What can I say that will
not hurt her more ¥

By-and-hy sh falls topacing up and down
—up and du . il e little room.

Presently suc stops opposite my bed.
“When you se3 Graunie alone, alone, mind,
not when I am by, you can tell her that
she may write to Sir Robert and tell him
that I should like to see him. I do mot
promise to marry him ; remember, I make
no promise, but'I will see him and he shall
choose for himself.”

“Do not ses him,” I say eagerly.
“ You have no right to see him or to marry
him, unless you are sure—quite sure that
you do not love Jack Mellish to-day as well
as yesterday.”

@ Perhaps he may think differently,”

she says coldly. ‘‘Perhaps may
think me Worth the taking, though Jack did
not.”

Already I see a gleam of hops.  Already

it seems to me that she who was always so
proud may be cured of her luckless love
through her wounded pride.

That night she son to a ball with Grannie ;
dances, flirts, and makes merry with the
best of them (so Grunnie tells me after-

wards).
But at night I hear her sobbing ia her
sleep.

Two days afterward Jennie and I arealone
in the diawing-room. It has been the hot-
test, closest day of all this hot summer.
Grannie, hard-working, indefstigab's pur-
suer ofjpleasure (1), has collapsed under it and
is invisible. Jennie thioks her complexion
has melted, and that she dares not show her-
self until it bardens again. I, more chari-
tably, thiak there must be some real Gran-
nie under the thick—very thick coating of
false Graunie, aod that the real Grannie
feels being resily, you see, only a
very, very old woman,

Jennie, ln,vinx thrown all th_C‘dI)OI'l and

ooking red twead dust coat,
very tightly, as though it were much too
small for bim. Daagling outside, from
what should have been a clean white sbirt
front, was a pair of large gold-rimmed nose
speatacles.

Tae Dacliess of Connavght has secured
$7,600 a year from her husbind, with $25,-
000 a year if he shall predecease her. Lhe
Emperor of Germany gave her $75,000, with
princely apparel, jewels, and an outfit suit-
able to a princess of the royal Prussian
hcouse.

For his , “The Defence of Luck-
now,” and its prelude, addressed to the
memory of the Piincess Alice, making alto-

ther 127 lices, Mr. Alfred Tennyson, Post
nm received £300.

Wrowo oy tHE Face or 11.—~We often
besr of masked batterics, but it is & mistake

$o suppose that they fire ** masked

all the open, and d herself
that not one breath of air comes through any
of them, is lying back in an easy-chair with
her feet on another, and her hands under
her head. Her bair is rufiled ; her dress—
not ber pretiiest by any means—is rumpled
up under her, showing a liberal—a vnr{ li-
beral—allowanoe of pretty aukles and fect ;
and her eyes are closed (possibly as sn ex-
cuse for mlence). She is altogether a very
different Jennie trom the dainty sleck-baied
Jennie who went downstsirs two days ago
to see Jack Mellish. - But, then, Thomas has
strict orders that Mrs. Brandreth is not at
home to sny one, snd we im: ourselves
to be perfectly safe from tors. We do
not even disturb ourselves when we bear a
rlnx at the front door.

lnl-uno:'p-m e - Joonie, with-
out opening eyes, il
visits such an afterncon a8 !
Heaven we are nob at home ! for #f it

Listowel

©

were & womsa I should strangle her—
if it were & man, I couldn't even flirt with
him.”

“'Thomas is coming up with the cards,” I
say, with a glance at Jennie's feot. “ Had
not you betrer——1" ;

But Jennie mutters, *‘ Bother Thomas,”
or something cquivalent to it, and does not
move or open her eyes. Aund before we
kuow it, Thomas is in the room, and close
up n his heels, and stanling in the wide-
open doorway, some oune else.

*3r Rob.rt Austruther,” says Thomas
maj 'lﬁﬂall{, and disappears, shutting ths
door after him.

Ia a moment, in the twinkling of an eyes
Jenuia is on her feet, flushing crimson red ;
but when I look at her sguin, Sir Robert is
hoidivg her hand, and she is white—deadiy

whire.

Oh, if I had but the use of m\ legs, that I
migut take myself quietly and comfortably
out of the rosm, and leave them ulone toge-
ther !

We have all said ** How d» you do?” to
each other. We—Sir Robert and I—have
both ssil *“ How warm it is,” and that we
think it is going to thuander, Sir Robert is
leaning against UGranmie’s litule gimorack
velvet Ipiece (bl asfully i
its insecurity). Jeonie ‘hn gone

of

back to her
i bl

y

Bat is it the * Sweetheart's Walts ” the:

are playing, or has the tune changel sud-
den'y . . . changed to ‘‘Aul Robin
Gray?"

Parr IL

UL Dalou know,” says Jenuie, lying with
her head in my lap, her han 1s clasped under
it, and her durk soft eyes fixad reflactively
on her husband, “‘that we have been mar-
riel eleven months? Fleven whols lun
monthe, and 1—I, who always tired of al
my—fcienls in so short a time—I, who
could not endure auy one mora than two or
three months at the ontside, am not tired of
you? Oa the contrary, strange as it seems,
1 like y u batter thaa I did at first "

T am afraid that ‘would not be difficuls,”
apawers Sic Robert, smiling. He is Ixing
back in a low gardea-chair, lizily ing
the little wreaths of smoke that ascend from
his cigar tte ; but as he speaks he turns his
¢yes frum them to the wile who is lying on
the grass, with her pretty head shining like
burn'shed gold among the sombre fulds of
my sad-coloured gown.

We are sitting—or rather two of us are
lying—I on soft cushions, Jeunie on the
grass—in a giwrden at the side of the house ;
a garden alt full of brilliant-tinted, sweet

Ll flowers, and on which the

chair, and we are y
wondering what to du or say next.

1 have just made up my mind to ask Jen:
nie to ring the bell for Parkinson to help ine
upstaira, when Jennie, white indeed, but
very quiet, very self-possessed, rises and
comes and stands in front of Sir Robert.

“You have come to speak to me,” she
says very quietly, very steadily. ‘‘I asked
{zu to come, though I did not know it would

80 soon, Do you mind Mimi being here?
You know there is nothing that concerns
me that does not concern her quite as
much ?”

« And there is nothing I have to say that
Mimi may not hear,” he answers, with a
kind smile at me. And then he turns to
her, and straightway forgets my very exist.
€nce,

¢ Jennie,” he says, holdinz out his hands
to her with so loving, so tender a look, that
it seems to me she cannot shrink from him.
“Did you think me very presumptuous to
waat you for my wife? My dear, I am not
going to weary you, and sicken you with
telling you how much I love you ; but do you
koow that in all the years I have lived I
have never desired any other woman for my
wife? . . . and IKAt almost as soon as [
saw you I loved you—loved you so much—
that” old as I am, I could not help
hoging—hoping sgainst hope—to win you ?”

She does not answer, but she lets him
hold her hands ; she doss not try to get
away.

7T am not going to ask yon whether you
lTove me as I love you. I am not cven going
to hope that yet; but it"—(looking at her
with eyes that are very kindly and yet very
keen)—** if nothing stands betwe:n you ani
me, nothing that can prevent you from
honestly trying t» like you, then,
dear, think me very presumptuous,
if you will—but I am so sure—so sure
that I can make you love me—that my great
love must by degrees win yours, that I will
willingly, gladly run the risk. Oaly, Jen-
nie, there must be nothing. no other love to
stand betwesn you and ma.”

He is holding both her hands and looking
most earnestly in her face. She is white—
white to the very lips ; but her eyes do not
flinch or fall before his,

' Dear,” he goes on, still facing her, still
holding her, still looking through and
through her eyes, “I have watched you
for many months past now, and it has seem-
ed to me that though many men have loved
you—how could they help 1t, my Jeunie !—
and though you have amused yourself with
all—perhaps a little too mu:h for their

nod "—(with & grave smile)—‘‘none, not
voe, has giined your heart? Is that s0?
. . Answer me, dear, and answer me
truly—is thers one among all your lovers
whom, if you ¢ uld, you would marry rather
than marry me 1"

There is utter silence for a momen‘—
silence 80 deep that I can hear my owa hsart
beating,

And then she answers him.

““There is no oue,” she says most empha-
tically, “‘no onme in all the world whom I
could, should, or would marry, if I do not
marry you.”

He draws a deep breath of intense relief—
but I, though 1 understind her answer,
though I know that she has answered him
trathfully, and thas she would not, if she
could, marry Jack Mellish now, yot I know
that she has noue the less deceived him—
and I am afraid for her.

““Then, Jennie,” he says very low, ‘ will
you come to me? Will you bs my wife 1"

She looks back at him wistfully, and
the big tears gachering, soften anl dim
her beautiful eyes—but they are not bitter
tears now.

“1f—if I marry you—L will be a good
wife ta youw,” whoe say®p very giutly,
very solemnly, moru as if she were taking a
vow than accepting an offer of marriage.

And he stoops anl very teaderly, very
reverently lays his lips on her foreheal.

But rin};ing through and through my
ears, deafening me, blinding me with a
rush of foolish tears, comes the memory
of a glad, childish voice singing merrily —

“T'll do my best & gude wife tobe.”
0 Jennie, Jeanie, my poor little Jenaie !

“Mimi,” says Jennie that night, sit-
ting white-robel on my bed, “ won't
you say you are glait Won't yon wish me
joy 1"

“‘Dear,” I answer presently, ‘I would if
Icould. Bat that drealful song will keep
ringing in my head. ‘I toiled day and
night, but their bread I could not win.'
Jenaie, it is not for father and mother, and
it is not for bread; but is it for me, for
health and strength for me, that you are do-
ing this thing? If it is, I declare to you
most eolemnly that it would be better, far
better, for yoa and for me too that I should
die first.”

“And 7 declare to you most solemuly,”
she answers, ‘‘that if yon were not
nl_ive_., if you did not exist, I shoald marry

m.

What can I say more ? I can only sadly
and sorrowfually hold my peacs.

“Do you know,” she says presently—

you wiil not believe me, L dare ny——gnl
I quite like him.”

“Indeed 1" I say sarcastically.

 Most men make such fools of themselves
when they mike love,” she goes on reflect-
ingly, not noticing me, *‘ but he—he was not
foolish at all, was he? I did not even mind
it when he kissed me—not much, I
thought it woald be horrid, and I screweld
up my courage to bear it—but I did not
mind—TI really did not mind it much.”

And 80 it comes to pass that in the late
t: Robert A her takes J t

Brandreth to be his wedlded wife, to have
and to hold from that day forward, for
better for worse, for richer for poorer, in
eickness and in health, to love and to cherish
uontil death sball them part.

For three months we have been staying—
Graonie, Jennie, and I—at Sir Robert's
couniry-house, and wuatil those three
moaths wers past he would not hold her
bound to him. .

He was ‘‘on approbation,” so he said,
emiling ; and before half of the three months
were past Jennie’s oolour, Jeunie's laugh, all
Jennie's gay spirits came back. And when
they were over we returne |, once for
the last time—to Granie's little
the weddi e

Aund now I am holding her in my o
I:y Huutiful darling, and saying * Good-

8,

yOntAida » brass band is loudly braying the
,,8weetheart's Waltz.” Iuside G o is
crying plentifal maudlin tears {the cham-
g:.gnc has been reéal this time 4 Sir Robert
séen to that), which are getting the bet-
ter of her oymplexion, but I am holding

Jennie tight, tight to my heart.

*“ Do not look like m:(," she whis-
pers. “‘lam A 1 am happy,
and soon, so soon 1 shall come back to you,
and we will never part again.”

And so she away from mes—awsy

with baus
And the band on plsying, loud}, :ﬁ
CI

, sud Gran on ill sl
P&:-n.a:h.‘:pokd
over her face,

lod
wgum

wiwlows of my own icular room open,
the prelty damty room to which, if I am
sick, or surry, or dall, or weary, [ may go
and hide myself away from tho many visit-
ors with whom Sir Robert and Jennie, the
most genial of hosts aud hostesses, deiight
to fill their country house. Away, bey&:nd

—{very thoughtfally)—“is it to be so fond
of & person that when he is away from you
you miss him horribly, and_connt the min-
utes till he comes back ? Is it to feel that
if you had any trouble or sorrow he would
be the first that you would go to, sure that
he coald comfors yout Is it to feel that if
he died you wounld not much care about
going o0a_living without bim? Is it, oh,
Mimi, i3 it to feel that it anyching happened
to mike h'm despise yo1, 10 make h'm eord
to you, you ¢owld not b:ar it—is that lov-

g

“*Something very near it,” I say quietly.
“Then"” (with a little smile of intense
self-satisfaction) ““I do love him, for if any-
thing could make him chan je to me, if ever
he should leave off loving me, and kaow that
I bad never de-erved his love, I should wish
that [ were dead.”

We are silent then, When oue's heart is
full for very gladness and thankfulness, one
does not care to spe k.

1 am sure now, quitesure that Jennie does
in truth love her husband very fondly, veri’
tenderly, and yet—not as he loves her.
know, tos, that it would require some cruel
trial, some fisrce jsalousy, some imminent
danger of losing his love, to kindle hers
from the mili warm:h of tenderness to the
brighter tire of possionate love, and I cannot
with that my little sister shuld be so tried,
even to gaiu for my kindest, most generous
friend his heart's desire.

. . . . .

The next morning, a morning chill with
the ferocut of winter, bright with the re-
t

the garden and the flowers, lie long
of fine green grass, giant trees for whose
magnificence Beechland is famous ; beyond
the park, belting it in on every side, thick
wing woods whose fierce summer suns
me kissed so hotly, that they are blushin
crimson-red. Over and above an autumaoal
sky, flacked with lightest flsecy clouds,
that look like little puffs of smoke, and
around and about us, breathing health into
our veias, brightness into our hearts, pure
air straight from God’s owa heaven, un-
tainted by the fatid breath of a town.

When 1 think of the smoky chimney-pots,
the little backyacd that used to bound my
view of earth and heaven, my heart grows
full for very thankfulness,

“‘To have been married a whole year. It
makes one seem quite old, does it not?’
Jennie goes on, reflecctingly.  “‘It is 80 hard
to realiss that one is oneself. Ooly yester-
day I caught myself trembling in my shoes
when I heard Grannie's voice raised sharp'y.
Thaunk goodaets !” (with a laugh of childish
glee) *“ she will never scold me any more.”

Grannie is here on a visit—a visit that is
striotly Jimi to one month. Sir Robert
would include even Grannie in his limitless
hospitality ; but Jennie will not.

“That she certainly shall not,” says
Robert, stretching out one hand to stroke
the pretty shining head that lies on my lap,
and looking at it very lovingly.

It is a peculiarity of their courtship—be-
fora marriage and after (cannot a man court
his wife 7)—that is carried on unblushingly
before my face. They seem to look on me
a3 nobody, or as a somebody so very near to
themselves as not to be regarded in the un-
desirable light of a third | erso 1.

“ No more scoldings ; no wore dinners
herb: gre chicken-b frizzled
mutton c‘\opl—wil.hont the love, for Mimi
and me,” cries Jennie, joyfully. *‘Does it
not seem strange, Mimi, that we shall never
have to go t> bed in that little garret again?
never have to keep the principal part of our
clothes in & box? never look at our last
shilling an | wonder where the next is to
come from !’

*Very strange,” I say lightly, ** thongh
I do not think you troubled yourseli much
about the shiil ngs ; you left that for me.”

Bat Sir RoLert suys nothing ; and I, who
have learnt to know him so well, know that
he is so greedy of his wife's love, 80 earnest-
ly desires to b loved Ly her—aot for what
he has gven her, but for himself alone—
that he dves not even like to be reminded of
all she has gained through him.

D) you not think that Grannie has
g-own very old?' I say pre-eatly, to turn
the conversation, for Jenuios still lies musing,
ready to break into fresh retrospections at
any o veat. **Dil you not think that her
stories were worse than ever last aight ?”

Jennie bursts out luuzhing,

“Poor Mini! You should have watched
her faca. Did you ses it, Robert? With
ewch glass of champagoe, (rannie’s stories
got a little more risky, and Mini a lttle
more nervous, She lvoked as if she ‘were
sitting on hot bricks. The rector is comin,
to dinner to-morrow, Miwi, I mean to seu
him in with Graonie. '

* Pray do not,” 1 say hastily, but Sir
Robert only laughs, and I kuow that I
might as well spesk to the wiads as oppise
any of Jenuie's mad freaks now. Truiy if
ever any woman had a chance of being hope-
lessly spoiled, rhe does. By-aad-by, with
many yawns and much reluctance, Sir
Robert goes into the house to write letters,
aad Jennie and I are left alone.

* Mimi!” she says presently, looking
straight up with herbiggrey eyes that seem to
have canght some of the blus of the sky,
‘*do you think there is anything inherentiy
bad in me? anything that makes it impos-
sib’e for ms to love one person for long to-
gether 1"

“] do not suppose that you are much
yorlu than other people,” I answer consol-
ingly.

% Do not laugh,” she says, sitting up and
lookinl; at me very earnestly, very anxious-
ly, “T'am asking you reaty. Yo1 know a
girl in & novel or story or poem, if she loves
one man, loves him for alwags, He may not
love her, he may treat her badly, he may
even marry some one else, but still she goes
on loving him all the same, or all the more,
the more badly she is treated. There seems
to me something pitiful in that—pitiful and
m:nmpiriud'."
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il t duriog
which Jenuie sits with hands clasped round
her knees—in deepest thought.

1 did like Jack Mellish, she goes on
presently, the bright carnation colour sud-
denly flsming in her cheeks, “I was very
fond of him. He might have sunk into the
lowest depths of poverty—he might have
committed a crime—and if he had gone on
loving me I should have stuck to him and
have loved him—and perhaps all the more.
But when I know that he could never have
loved me at all, that he had only been fool-
ing me, just as he had fooled other girls —or
at all eveats had never loved me well enough
to sacrifice his own ease and comfort for me
—then—then I think that cured me.”

“ Not all at once,” she goes on by-and-by,
““not all at once ; for days, and weeks, and
months I fretted—not for Jack Mellish so
mach, I think, as for the mistake I had
made, the love I had wasted. If I had been
a proper eort of girl, like the girls one reads
of, you know, the girls in books, I should
have gone oa loving him, and pining for
him, and ‘ganging like a ghuist,’ and wish-
ing that I were dead, evan after [ was mar-
ried, shou'd not I 1"

““ That is not my notion of a proper sort
of girl,” I say sarcastically.

““There seems to ms sumething humiliat-
ihg in that kind of love,” she goes On, not
noticing me, bat pursuing her own thoughte,
“* it is like l-.cking the dust off & man's feet
—it i1 like saying, ‘ Trample on me, cast my
‘ove back in my teeth, but I will go on lov-
ing I‘m.' On the other hand, thepe can bs
nodoubt thit it is to my advantage to like
my busband bes*, that it is the properest,
comfortablest &hmg to do, and "—with a lit-
tle laugh—'‘ one bas a feeling that it is &
li'tle mesn-spuited, a little timc-serving,
tickle, and altogeth:r uohercic to change
one's feelings when the change is €0 much
one's own aivantage.”

“It would be very strange if y.u did not| A

like your husbaud,” I say prosalcally.
_**Yes,” she says very though:fully, ‘ to
live slways with a person who loves you 80
much, who is always kind, always tender,
always most. ugsaltish, moss generous, and
pot like h'm, that would be hard- uuless
one had altozether 8 bad heart, that would
be very bard.”
“ But liking, thit is a poor word,” I s
a little . “I1lke him with all n;
:‘-l':, bus that is not loving. Do you love
=t
|°';;l—l -:d.:.uch 3 groat mistake .bc‘r:l}
sinoe,” she ssys, vory wistfall
wise 1 qul'h koew what love means. ,L it”

o we are sitting at
breakfast—Jepnie, Sir Robert and I—when
ths letters are brought in. In the after-
noon there will be a fresh influx of visitors,
and to-morrow yet more, bat this morning
we are alone : the only two staying in the
house, (irannie and another old lady, Gran-
nie's contemporary and Sir Robert’s aunt,
do not spprar till midday : Grannie, for rea-
sons weall know ; the other old lady because
she candidly confesses that she is an old
lady., ‘“When you are my age, my dear,
and have white hair like me,” she says to
Grannie (perfectly oomscious that Grannie
is the eldest). *‘ and have to carry the bar-
den of seventy years en your shoulders,
you'll find the day quite long enough with-
out getting up too early.”

[T0 BE CONTINUED. ]
=
The Punishment of “the Leather
Glove.”

The Goveraor of Haha, the largest and
most important province in the Empire,
which long maintained its independence of
the Sultan, had hereditary claims to the
government of the 12 Shellah tribes who
make up the populstion. Although misera-
bly fallen away from its ancient prosperity
—ia the time of Leo Africanus (ia the sx-
teenth century) there were six or seven
Eopulonu towns where there is now nothing
etter than & village—the Province still fur-
nishes much sgricultaral produce and live
stock, and sends hides, grain, oil, and other
merchandige for exportation to the port of
Mogador. The Governor, at the time of
our visit, had long held his office ; by lib-
eral contributions to the Imperial Treasury
he had kept himself in the favour of the
Sultan while amassing vasc wealth, Power-
ful and feared, h3s might have maintained
his authority unbroken, but that, by a con-
tinuous course of oppression and cr. elty
he at length stirred up the spirit of rea.s-
tance amung his own people.  Vengeance,
however atrocious, for acts of revolt in so
fully the a imitted right of men in authority
in Morocco, that it did not seem to couut
for much in the indictment against him
that on one occasion he inflicted on several

nundr said

PERSONAL.

Miss MaRY CARLYLE AITKEN, & nieca of
Thomas Carlyle, is about to be married to
her cousin. _She has long been the philoso-
pher's caretaker, and the young couple are
to dwell with him.

Tae fact that the late Mrs. Hannah
Browne, the companion of Burdett.Coutts,
should bave left £70,000 to the latter ex-
cites considerable sarprise, It in said that
when Lord Beaconsfield was told of the cir-
cumstance, and his informant added that he
“thought Mrs. Browne ha 1 been dependent
on the baroness,” the Premier replied, with
5’6‘3.{7 wit, ‘‘ That's the raason she left £70,+

A FrexcH celebrity, M. Reinart, has just
died in h's rative town of Longueviile, leav-
ing a fortune of several millions of francs, for
which he was indebtel to services renl
to Prince L mis Napoleon duriog his s»jrurn
in Switzorl ol iter succecding to the
throne, N poleon III. remembered the man
who had bscome so useful to him, and gave
him the coatract for furnishing boer to the
French army.

Wues the now famous Zulu, Cetywayo,
was Prinee Imperial ho gave his father great
trouble, for, instead of looking after the
royal cattle, his speciasl duty, he passed
nearly all his time at Greytown, the neirest
Eoglish town. There he am himself
after his manner, drinking brandy, which he
could not get at home, and smoking pipes,
which his dignity prevented his doing among
his own pesple. He paid court to the ladies,
and had the reputation of going the pace.

Tur Palace of the Elysee, which in its
docorations and furniture was good enough
for the crowned guests of Napoleon 1IL. and
for the late ruler of France, Marshal Mac-
Mahon, is not, it seems, in a sufficientl
sumptuous state for President Grevy. X
supplementary credit in the budget of 1879,
amounting to 400,000 francs, is demanded
“pour le service de Palais de I'Elysee.”
The furnitvre i3 vaid to be worn oat through
the generous Irish hospitality of MacMahon.

Tue Chicago Inter-Ocean says that Mr.
Longfellow, at the present writing, ‘‘is
rather short and alender, and bet a

Standard.

{ HAWKINS & KELLS,
PUBLISHERS AND PROPRIETORS.

Spanish Anchovy Fishers.
(From All ﬂu_fur Round.)

ing the sardines in baskets sha)
thing like a nautilus-shell, an

100, or 4s. 21. on the 1,000 ; so that if, as

this one dealer, he stood to clear
allowing eomething for losses. Well,

interested as to the
risked their lives, a
tion that the commandante
said that if the patron m

would be considered and the cre
would be well satisfied with 12s,

of for repai
met wi
thinghlike £90 in three months—it being
possible to cvunt on a longer

has to keep his

tion., Probably the men may realize in

amonnts,

sensitive fibre in every movement, His
hair and beard are white, with here and
thers a tinge of light brown remaining. A
bald ‘ pesk’ runs back from his forehead on
each side. His face is bright with interest
despite the folds in his cheeks. His com-
lexion is clear and red, and indicates good
ealth, His snowy eyebrows are slightly
arched, and his bright blue eyes beam with
expression constantly. His beard is not as
long and abundant as Bryant's was, but,
though full, follows and preserves the lines
of his face."”

Axoruer explorer has crossed the * dark
coatinent.” Pinty, an enterprising Portu-
%’uuu scientist, started from the coast in

otober, 1877, with 400 followers, ounly
eight of whom survived the privations aud
hardships of the journey and the struggles
with the natives. Ina communication to
the Portuguese government,
* In concludiug my journe;
struggled with huoger, thirst, the natives,
floode, and drought, I have saved all my
papers—twenty geographical charts, many
topographical maps, three volumes of notoes,
meteorological studies, drawings, and a
diary of the complete exploration of the Up-
per Zambesi with its seventy-two cata-
racts.”

Pmto says:
across Africa, 1

AN old acquaintance of Mr. Sothern met
him recently in London after an interval of
several years, and says he was ** astonished
at the change in his appearance, His hair
urerfeelly white, and he looks quite the
old man. As he 18 playiog Garriok, his lip
is shaved ; and wearing no moustache, it 18

the terrible punishment of the ** loather
glove.” A lump of quisklime is p'ased in
tae victim’s open palm, the hand 1s closed
over it and bound fast with a piece of raw-
hde. The other hanl is fastencd with a

almost imp to realise that one is Jook-
ing at the youthful David or the lim?eriug
Dnndreary in the ight old

with the white hair to whom one is intro-
duced as Mr. E. A. Sothern.” Yet the

chain behind the back, while the bound fist
is plungel in water. When, on the niath
day, the wretchol man has ths remaining
hsnd set free, it is to fin | himself a matil-
ated object for lfe, unless mortification
has set in, and death rclieves him from fur-
ther suffering. But, in addition to such
acts as these, the Kaid of Haha was ac-
cused of capricious deeds of ferozity that
revolted the conscieaces of his people.
Among other stories of the kind, we were
to!d that on some ocas'on, when he was
hiving & wall made round his gardea, he
happened to see & youth jump over the
low, untinished fence. Foeling in some
way annoyed at this, he had the nofortunate
bay's right foot struck off as a lessoa not to
repeat the exp 'rinent.—Journey in Morozco
— Hooker and Ball,

B s —

The Suez Canal.

Me. Farman, United States consul-gener-
al at Cairo, Eypt, furnishes the Depart-
ment of State with an interesting article on
the Suez Canal. His facts are derived from
authentic sources. A few of them are se-
lected of remarkable interest, The entire
cost of the canal was 472,921,799 francs, or
$92,273,907. The stock of the company
consists of 400,000 shares, at 500 francs
each, These shares have sold as low as 100
francs each. At the :])on;ag of the canal
they had advanced to only francs, They
are now quoted at 717 framcs, and are proba-
bly worﬂ) more. The British Goverament
paid about 568 francs, The number of

i ight old geatleman” has los! none of
his vitality, and goes next summer to his
fishing river, down ths §t. Lawrence, to
catch salmon at about £50'@ach—certainly a
dollar a nibble,

Four Turkish officers were recantly bap-
tizad into the Russian Church at Sebutapﬁ,
where they had been held as prisoners of
war, During their stay the e they had es-
tablished such a friendship with their fer-
mer foes, that when the time came for their
rele se they reluctently returncd to Tarkey.
When they reached their Turkish quarters,
the Sultan’s Government refused to pay
them for the twenty-two moaths they Eyd
beea prisoners in Rues'a, and so they deter-
mined to go back to Sebastopol and become
subjects to the Czar. To do so proper y and
acceptab !\;. they embraced Chnstianity.
At their baptism the most prominent Rus-
sians of the place quarrelled with each
oth-r for the honor of being the godfathers
of these new Chnstians, who at once ac-

uired many powerful friends and patrons.

'here have recently been other cases of
baptism of Turkish men and women in Rus-
sia.  Then several Russian regiments adopt-
ed Turkish orphans found on battle fie!ds or
in the diserted villages during the late war.
The orphans, when bap:ized, received the
names of the regiments adopting them, and
these regiments agreed to support them till
they are of age,

Tue London World's last ‘' celebrity at
home” is John B. Gough, whose fine country
house at Worcester, ghlmachnuh.n, is de-
scribed as ** handsome, airy, roomy, and, a3
a r:;tiug.-plwoL after the lecturer's vilj:‘ter

shares bought, in 1875, by Lord B
field at this price were 176,602, This great
purchsse, aside from its political and com-
mercial advantages, thus affords a clear pro-
fit of 25,000,000 francs at grusnt prioes,
The balance of the stock is held by a largs
pumber of persons, mostly in France. The
revenues orthe canal have inoreased from
5.000,000 francs in 1870 to over 30,000,000
francs in 1877. The usemu, including in-
terest, sinking fund, and land, have been a
little over 17,000,000 francs per year.
While the revenues -tudilijnuu. the

work, 4 B

it is the *farm'—a noble and besutiful
estate of two hundred and forty acres, part
of it of eurk-like beauty, and all of it under
horough caltivation. The g is imme-
diately sarrounding the house are extremely
lovely, and laid out with gravalled roads,
bordered by fine old trees with broad-reach-
ing depths of shade. The lawa includes
tive acres, gliding downward into one of the
loveliest vaileys of New nd—a valley
which English visitors are quick to com

P are or 5 o
ducting the amount paid for intorest and the
sioking fund, the actual expenses are about
5,000,000 francs annually, The cost of

uluning the canal ard its accessories is only
about £,000,000 francs per sanum. The
small ive ocost of intaining the

canal arises from the fact that there are no
lé»k- or ll:w?il' embankments ‘&a be bn:n;‘

xcept the ordinary cleaning, there is little
to bs done, Vessels drawing twenty-five
feet of water or less pass through the canal.
The saviog of distance to the British ships
going to Iudia is nearly 5,000 miles. Two
thirds of all the vessels passing throngh the
canal carry the English flag.

Monsienr Ferdinand Lesseps, who has
been at the head of the enterpriss simce its
beginning in 1854, expresses the opimion
that the Panama canal must be constructed
without; locks to be successful or remunera-
tive.

A Cold Dinner.

Says & Siberian traveller : Our dinner
y was extremely merry. Each ons lail

is stores under contribution. 8omebrought
out fr sen bread, others frozem caviare,
others frozen gv-nrv-, others again sauss-
ges which ocould not be bent even if put
across the knee and pulled with the strength
of both arms. Can you imagine, wi hout
hu}hh-l. the appearance preseated of seven

ha f-famished people sitting at s table with
thirty differeat before them, and un-
able to touch one, except at the risk of

breaking their teeth ? ing could be
done, except to wait patiently for the vari.
ous dhh:-bt:b- thawed by sicting oo them.

t the of the dinner we ate exosllent
fruit, which badbeen kept frozen. T! b
out Sib. as 8000 a8 very oold wi
sots in, all fruits are out of doors,

with & northérn exposure, that the sun ma;
never touch them. They are frozen throug
snd throngh, and retain their flavor as .

1 floor.

to those of Kent and Surrey, with its gentle
dulsti its round and velvet hills, its
flowering hedges along the turnpike-roads,

its umed air, its swarms of singing
birds, Nor is the interior of the house less
attraclive. ‘Taste and culture units with
Yankee neat-handedness to make drawing-
room, dining-room, library, and ‘grass-par-

lor’ singularly fresh and inviting. Like all
the rooms in the house, the lil is bright
and sunay, with broad large-paned windows

coming from the ceiling right down to the
Upon the marble mantel-shelf are
vases holding fresh-cut flowers, whose frag-
rance fills the room ; a few choice landscapes

The Climate of the Levant

(From Blackwood's Magazive.)

recurrence of its annual ohanges.
Jordon Valley, a climate

Arctic shrubs o
flowers of Jericho.

the healthy slopes of Carmel,
the climate differs thus suddenl,
bouring lccalities, it cannot be cn{

regularity.

only deadening to an iron-gray when th

is rendered more healthy and
out the

the interior of the country,

nomenon.
becomes heated b,

the afternoon.
> R e—

“ Hey 1"

who, even if he understands perfectl
an inqui

submitted again.

man’s eccentricity.
remarked :
“1 want four pounds of sugar.”
‘“Hey " replied the other,
] said I wanted a sausage-stuaffer,” con
tinued the man.
“ What—hey 1"
“1 asked if {on had pickles in vinegar,
coolly remarksed the stranger,

“ Hey 1"

slowly replied the stranger.
“ Bless your soul ! but I don't keep it
lu(ldlo?ll_:rl exclaimed the citizen.

“1 didn't id.”

% He‘ o’ suppose you di
of it.
No doubt the dealer had heard evi
single word of the entire conversation, an
habit prevailed and again he called out
“ Hey "

had any good, eight-cent calico !"

his ear.

was nothing to throw at,

Lorenzo de Medici at his Death-bed.

sack of Volterra, the
Monts dells Fanciulle and
i

i ennlm' e
things he 4

ly of Enilinh commentaries on the Scrip-
tures, and other helps to the comprehension
of “I:,'rdt.h'ﬁ" Next htzﬂtrl;uie, the most
notable thing in the li s the Fmt
number of volumes relating to art, and the
i q ity of sketches and engrav
ings, bound in magnificent folios and quar-
tos, or lying loose in portfolios. Amon

them are Cruickshank’s works, of whi

Mr, Gough has perhaps the finest nollection
in the world. Y: numbers nearly twelve
bundred of the best etchings of the humour-
ous and highly moral p:peil-advocats of tee-

to'alism.”

and family portraits are on the walls, Lin- vonarols, to calm him, kept on
ing the walls, between the airy lace-hung “uod is

ws, are book-shelves from floor to|Went on, “yon must do three things.
ceiling, upon which rest some three thousand | ** What are they, father 1" asked Lorenzo.
carefully selected volumes, isti - | The f )|

sons to make restitution for you.” For

moment this demand se-med
he signitied his assent
be made,

solemn in manner,
in llllﬁ-lll!,

INDIVIDUAL CKmml.—-EverL buman

ing has a character of his own, which he is
not to change or mould into that of another,
but to develope and exalt into the highest
form of which it is capable. He his daties
whi-h 1o one e'se can perform, aa influence
which no ons else can wield, and a i

with which nothing elss must conflict.
Nothing is more fatal to
than to part with our own individuality, or
to toa !:ahi_qn ourselves upon anothe er's

m isp
with bumility. Thbe more we Eomu[y feel
our defici the more ity do we

letaly as if they had just been pluok
m the tree,

find for personal efforts, We can do for
ourselves what no other person can do for
us, sad if we reverence our moral natures,

The speed of East Indisn oyclones seldom | and nse sll ex uence as & means of

exceeds 100 miles sn heur, {utd Iate the | guickening our internal , streogthen-

wind has blown across Mount Wasbing: ?um‘ Jties, and the best

at the rate of 182 miles with a low that is in us, society will bave falfilled her

tars. Nobody could stend out of true end for us, in the individual
nature which she too oftes

Men and women were hard at work pack-

some-
holding
each 5,000. The fish were placed in layers,
separated by leaves and salt, and in this
s'ate were despatched on mule-back over
the mountains, to supply the interior of Na-
varra and Alava, and even through the gov-
eroment lines into Castile. Asking what
they would be likely to realize in the inland
towns, I was told 10.1., per 100 at the very
least. Tnus the buyer who had his outlet

was informed, 100,000 would be sent off by
), even
this
gave mo a tolerable notion of what the buyers
were making in & fair season, bat I felt more | i
sins of the men who

this is the informa-

ve me. He
e for himself,
boat and net, £2 the round trip, the return

each,
Thus supposing four voyages a week to be
made during & good season, giving two days
of gear, and no serious accident
the patron mght pocket some-
im-
riod owing
to weather and various obstacles—and the
men possibly £28. Of course there are the
tuony, anchovy, mackerel, and other sea-
sons, but it 1s to be doubted, even with the
best of luck, such as being able to put to
sea nine months in the year, whether the
Enron ever gets beyond £250, outl of which
e t, spars, sails, ro|
and above all his nets, ia s::vioeabla onm

good year £80. But these caloulations were
made under the most favourable circum-
stances ; and it was more than likely that,
one year with another, neither patron
nor crew ever reached these respective

The climate of Syria and of Cyprus is re-
mavkable both for the sudden local con-
trasts which it presents and for the regular
In the
short distance of 150 miles we find, in the
ing from the
polar to the tropiosl—a flora including the
Hermon and the African

Near the Dead Sea the
humming-birds may be eeen fluttering gaily

the pesti

the healthy Bay of Seleucia; and the fe-
ver-stricken marshes of Acre are close te
Buat while
in neigh-
led varia-
able, because the recurrence of the chlngo
in its seasons is almost monotonous in
The spring showers having
fullen, the sky becomes clear, and it re-
mains clear for six months—a deep, hard
blue, scarcely ever relieved by a cloud, and

wind blows from the desert, until in Au.
tamn the land and its inhabitants seem
only to subsist in expectation of the rain.
Another important feature of Levantine oli-
mate is the comparatively moderate tem-
perature during the summer, and the re-
treshing difference between day and night.
In addition to this advantage, the climate
eeable by
the fact that the prevailing winds, through-

imur part of the year, blows from
the south-west and west. The great heat in
where th
Syrian Desert extends eastward toward the
Euphrates, is no doubt the cause of this phe-
The result is that a fresh ses-
breoze rises as soon as the interior country
the sun, and blows
steadily all day, dying away in the cool of

Up King street a piece is ons of those men
well
addressed to him, invariably re-
plies: ““Hey?" and the inquiry must be
The world has teus of
thousands of these *‘heys!” but until the
other day this fellow was the worst of all.
Along came a stranger the other evening who
might and might not have known of this
Eatering the store he

¢ [ —want—a — gallon —of — turpentine,”

"
: o« l"ui;l 1I'd take some liver pills in place | 108

he didn’t like it very well, either, but

¢ Calico ! calico !I"” shouted the siramger.
“I've asked you a dozen times over if you

“No, sir—no, sir—no, sir !” was the in-
dignant answer,
““ Hey ?" called the stranger, his hani to

The citizen looked around for the fur-
pound weight, but when he found it there

The dying man said he had three sins to
confess, for which he asked absolution—the
taken from the
ishing the b i :’muudd’”dthh
ose who were in the

F:u While ::f.m; of these
tly sgitated, .uL Sa-
God is merciful. But,” he

of became E‘lv
;, extending the fingers of his right hand,

lied : ‘* First, you must have a
and 'vini faith in the mercy of g
“Jo that I have the greatest faith.”

* Secondly, you must restors all that you
bave wrongly taken away, or instruct your

ly to dis-
tress Lorenzo ; but, at last, msking aa effort,

by ao inc.ination of
his head. The third mu{ms was yet to
Savonarols became still more
and. seemed to increase
as, with terrible earnestness, he
: * Lastly, you must restore lib-
erty to your native country, as it was in the i

mcth upon a:“ sr.inl-, mf{. u(nndtoug:lc‘r
snother word. Savonarol parted with.

A parriorrc Hibornian, after listening for
some time to & miuﬁo:i:s Irish ’b_nlh mlud

| ™ Who Would Have Thoughs It ?
| m!hho';:lwm

folka i
T e

es but I do,
Church Street has exactly the same idea.
:‘v‘;eu. let them ﬁgh:.ﬁ It will l;.mr little
r one way or other so 88 they
Llh to make hlltz of them.

BUT WHAT HAS THE MARQUIS BESN DOING
that he is abused so awfully ? I can't well
make it out, Some say he is & boy. Sume
incline to think be is a fool. Jack Robin-
son says he has no firmness of character,
but is irresolute and vacillating so_differ-
ent in that respect from Jack.  Tittlebat
Titmo use, the editor of the Montreal After-
noon Sun, has something, I am told, erribly
severe about the Princess. And somebody
down at Quebec was raving the other day

wu‘p'urchuing t 2§d., and even adding an | like an ancient Pistol and asking if he
additional 2§d. for packing ex and | should “ embrue.” If he were only to ssk
transport, the profit wou'd be on the | the advice of the *‘Clock ” on the subject,

1|1 would tell him not to make an asa of him-
self but to avoint his head and wash bis
face like any other oommon rational.
After all, what idiots people do make of
themselves, upeciglli if they have a print-
press handy, and have a strange sort of
usion buzz ng about the vacant craniums
of their brains that there are some folks in
the world who really do care a brass far-
thing about an thinLthay either do ur say.
No, after all I don’t believe there i going to
be civil war. I don't believe
THE MARQUIS I8 TO BE SENT HOME IN DIS-

GRACE ;
or torn limb from limb by infariated French-
men. 1 don’t believe thé end of the world

is coming if Governor Letellier gets his
mittimus, 1 don't believe Canada is goins
to set up am independent shop, or to go of
with the Yankees. In short I don't believe
a tenth part of what is said or feared or
Frophuied or hoped or suspected or prayed
for, There is an awful lot of lying going ;
an intolerable amount of bounce ; any
amount of bad grammar ; while editors out
of number are setting their arms akimbo,
and scolding with a variety and a vnlglrity
sufficient to make the ohmg‘:m blasphemer
of any cabstand in the city hide his dimin-
ished head, and ory with positive vexation
at being so completely out-orowed on his
own special and appropriate dunghill. And
the politiciana have by no means s monaopo'y
of those delightful flowers of rhetorict
CHURCHIMEN GIVE THEM A PRETTY HARD
i PULL,
and Christians for the very love that they
bear to the brethren come out with strong
words, I had good experience of that when
the Anglicans were busy down below choos-
ing & bishop. What lots of those good cler-
gymen, if one were to believe their ecclosi-
astical brethren, did not preach the Gospel
at all. What a delightfully affectionate
feeling some of them musthave for Sam Blake
and Dr. Daniel Wilson! And what a red
that Knox-Little must be to some on the
other side ! Such stories, 1 heard, whi-per-
od, of course, in all confidence, I would not
repeat them for the world, but some of them

::;;:::;yo'n ?1:32& "lhl: ymn’l ::’"“": wore awfully spicy, and to charitable withal.
rolling in oW Tugged block of | HOW sorry they were about this one’s liking
Mount C; i .i.ﬂ.r manner, | {oF, ‘' re'reshments,” and yet they did not

1 Nretia tron look as if they were sorry. It was not to

be told, but So and-So was nearer Rome
than anything else! And then when they
all united, and metaphorically, if not physi-
cally, fell upon each other's necks—it was
d ! and my word for it, they were as
itter against each other as they shouldered
their carpet bags and made for the station,
as if they had never kissed and cried over
the unanimous choice of a bishop, of course
under the immediate guidance of Heaven.
It is very curious to notice, as I do, the
amount of jealousy and bad feelivg among
clergymen everywhere, even of the same de-
nomination. How they like to get a hit at
each other. How they
DAMN EACH OTHER WITH FAINT PRAISE !
How they pity! How they *‘ poor man "
their weaker brethren! How sorry they
are to hear there are difficulties in this con-
ﬂvgumm. or a great falling off in that!
ow the Anglican sueers at the ungeatle-
manly Presbyterian | How the Presbyterian
¢ gakes it out " against the '‘ranting™ and
¢ dighonest " Methodist | How theliletho-

L]

o | dist pities the * unconverted ” Presbyterian,
and thanks Heaven that he knows nothing
of thatdoetrine of devils which consignsbabes
of & span length to everlasting torments !
How unctiously and with what contempt
the Baptist for " *“ baby sprinkling ! '
and how the Pedobaptist has his jest over
the officiating elder in jack boots and acom-
plete India rubber suit, who labours ‘‘ in the
pool ” to have a sister of two hundred and
sixty pounds weight put decently under wa-
ter, let her come up spluttering as she best
may. Curious how all these folks will get
along

IF THEY SHOULD EVER MEET IN HEAVEN

what is the *“ gentlemanly " Ritualist to do
with the jolly brother who asks the Lord
to come down ‘‘right through the shin-
Qlu" and he'll stand all the damages?
What is a sound true blue Presbyterian to
do with a hard shell Baptist? Still worse
how are Calvinists and Armenians to settle
their differences? Just think of Vice-
Chancellor B ake and Mr. Johnson of Wea-
ton having to square up old scores, or Knox-
Little and Dean Grassett! It is too per-
plexing. I get quite confused at the very
» | mention of such a thing. In the meantime,
how those folks they call infidels sneer at
the whole thing, and how mockingly they
» | repeat, ‘‘ See these Christians, how they love
one another.”

GENTLEMEN, GENTLEMBN, MIND THE WORLD
! WATCHES YOU,

and don’t you comfort yourselves with be-

ing martyrs, as the Vice-Chancellor was do-

ing the other day, because people laugh at
such exhibitions and fail to see how thelove
of Christ can lead to such results, or the
spirit of meekness can find utterance in such
: | hard and unoharitable ways. I am but a
olovk, made of dull irresponsible bell metal,
but I can bear all the same—and I tell you
that the squabbles of ecclesiastics, both lay
and olerical, and the bitter jealousies be-
tween different ohurches and different Chria-
tians are

MAKING MORE INFIDELS AND RAISING MORE
DOUBTS

about religion than all the hostile literature
that was ever published, or the subtlest ob-
jections to revelation or miracles that were
There are hundreis of both
young men and old in Toronto who go to
church and are not less on this account infi-
dels all the eame.
am

)
ever

It is a3 trucasthat I

Tug Catuepray CLock,

Just How and Why Nero Fiddled.

Nero fiddled while Rome was burning.
And when we go behind the retarns, we dis-
cover that Nero was what the lamented
» | Artemus Ward would call & “‘sa
cuss,” He had been so frequently urb-
ed and threatened with death the
peighbours, whilst ine,"
nf $

e
laying ‘‘ Baby Mine
t ‘ Whoa Emm.a at home, that he de-
» | termined to have » nice quiet time at least
once, without interruption, o while Rome
burned, Nero took a seat on & stump on the
outskirts ef the city and rattled off *‘ Lan-
pigaw’s Ball,” * You Never Miss the Well
mf-m Water Runs Dry,” “ Where was
the Light when Moses {Vent Out" and
other airs lar in bis day—and not a
single brickbat was heaved at him. He
koew that all his peighbours, sad their
sis—,

their con— and their —nts, were
down in the city linaﬂ to the firemen
swearing at each other, and shouting through
their ridiculous horns, ‘‘ Turn—on—the—

water—Phonix H-0-0-0-5-8

early days of the Republic ot Florence.”
}:MT" r;mnhhg the root of the .mll':"l
rei sd.n.::“l‘;b:;m; turn: hi‘: Mg, Doxawp G, Mrrcmeir (“‘Tk, Mar.

ver”) is said to like Wet Days at Edgewood
better than any other of his works. In

ont answer to a query as t)ol I'.:';O he :lm h:h

iod soon afterward, ame A a Bachelor, he : ‘“ After hav.

of mind 2;1 8, 1:”._3.,,',“?:5,?“3.: L(f‘d:zd ing farnished the first Roverie at the sug-
e g Mook woeld ke 4o well T So-

7 s~ something woul 0 a8 Wel e~

tormined to add toit. I went to a farm-

house in New York State, and shot myself
in. I worked at all hours, sometimes to a
very late hour. I did not write mornings

general g
‘“Faith, Mr, A.,
think ¥ Why,
think, Mr. D, 1"

o gnantly
s’ do ye know what

"bout the Irish is tArue " This was

lot.

indeed, what do you
¢ 8hure, sir ; and do ye
know that I think, indade, that not more
than ome-balf of these lies that they tell Purely
ugsni. | thisk cap be pressed ;
mously pronounced to be the best bull of the delay

i espeoially, but much of m work was done
ix. o-light. I us took a stroll in
afternoon, not so0 much for exercise as
for a breath of fresh air. I lived on far-
mers' fare. i 2 uﬁvovorkldon".
t i lwruin
W uh‘l task, it fellows
.

the habit of
him all through his




