¢ THE CRITIC.

. ITEMS OF INTEREST.

Ax INpian Sugp por Breacit or Promise,—Nora Cugart, preposscssing in
appoaranco, and sged 18 years, has sued Marshall Kid-Lo-Ste, n Miawmi Indian,
living near La Fontaine, Indiana, for bronch of promise. Mo igsaid to bo of
rathor bad charactor, and is not such an individualas would naturally win the
affoctions of a Caucasian maiden. Tho complaint alleges that Kid-Lo-Sio was
asaiduous in his attentions to Mies Engart, proposed marringoand wasaccopted,
and subscquently distegarding his botrothal, wedded another woman, to all
of which Kid-Jo-Sio ects up a stout donial,  Suvoral damaging lotters, how-
aver, aro in tho possossion of Miss Engart. Tho demand is for 5,000, and
as Kid-Lo-Sio has proporty, a vordict in favor of Miss Engart would bo
warth 100 conts on the dollar.

It is said that Maurico Strakosch has discovored anothoer nightingale.
This one, liko AMme. Christine Nilecon, is a Swedo. ler namo is Milo,
Sigrid Axnoldson. Sho isstill in her tcons, and is remarkable both for
beauty and a superb soprano voico. It is now fully thirty years sinco Mr,
Strakosch discovered the greatost of all songbirds in his young sisterin-law,
Adolina Patli, but long as has been her roign and groatas has been the flight
of time since his first marvelous discovery, lio is still unwearied in tho soarch
for great singors.

Neer Coblentz is tho Church of St. Castor, and this church thoy are now
bedecking with ovorgreons, for it is this month 1,000 years old end fifty
yoars to spare.

At the late annual cenvention in San Francisco, the G. A. R. of Califor
nia sent the Prosident an invitation on a card of solid gold.

Aacassrz axp THE StupeENT.—Tho writer woll romoembers his introduc-
tion to the late Professor Agussiz, and how ho learned his method of
investigation.

Having undortaken the study of natural history, I went to the Professor
and asked him whero to begin. ¢ Ah,” said he, *so you want to begin, do
you? All right, hore is a bluefish ; now takeit, dissect it carefully, noto all
you sce, and como back to-morrow at the ssme time ond roport.” Off I
started with my fish, but as I was not to roport until the noxt day, I kept at
it, every hour finding somcthing new. I wont to the Professor at tho
appointed time, feeling proud and confident that my natural discerninont,
for such I was pleased to term it, had enabled mo to mastor tho subject, and
that I should woll acquit myself in my report. Tho Professor listened to all
I had to say, and .in his quiot way remarked, * So, so, very good, but not
all,! To make a Icag story short I kept at the fish for a month, receiving
slways the samo answer, “ very good, but not all”” Iow I hated that fish
at the end of the weck. Iow it did smell! I did not want to touch it,
and flew into o rage at least a dozen times, and yeot cach day I found some-

thing new, and so on until the end of tho month, when what there was now |

about that fish that I did not know was not worth knowing.—Electrical
Revietc.

A Very Drseerate Game.—A writer in the Paris Martin tells the fol-
lowing story :—In 1871, immedintely after the surrender of Paris, and whon
tho.Germun army was in the city, Genersl Boulanger, thon a colonel, was in
commaud of the 127th of the line. The regiment was en enchelon in tho
Ruo Saint Honore, guarding the limit beyand which the Prussians ware not
to pass. At tho intersection of the Ruc Saint Honore and another street,
the name of which the writer does not recall, but he romombors that it was
near the Rothschild house, suddenly appeared the gencral in command of
the Prussian army, followed by his brilliant stafi.  They were about to pass
the line of demarcation, whon Colonel Boulanger rodo up in front of
them. * Genera),” said he in a Joud voice, * you cannot pass.”” The latter
pretended not to understand, and appeared to bo about to come on, wher
Boulanger, purple with rago and hatred, dashed forward, sabro in hand, and
shouted vut in asavage voice : * Genoral, you must not pass, If you advance
snothor step—" Then, seeing that the brilliant troop had come to a halt,
he added, with an imposing gesture, the words: Respept la consigne! 1t
needed but litile,” says the writer, “to put a match to tho powder at that
moment. There and then Germany might have lost some precious heads.
Inspired by the con” 2t of our brave colonel, wo grasped our chassepots.
The quality of the yame was most tempting.”

—————

SuarT CAT.—A remarkablo Maltese cat is to bo found on Sullivan
strect. While sitting sunning itsclf the other day,all uncounscious of game
near by, a large rat that had been watching it stoalthily from undor an adja-
cent t1ied suddenly darte out across a narrow passagoway about six feot from
puss’ nose and through a friendly knot-hole in the fenco. At a glance the
cat took in the situation, With one bound she topped the fenco, some five
feet high, and with the sccond she lit upon and caught Mr. Rodont just as
he emerged through tho knot-huio on the othor side. The owner submils
that it was the smartest foat that that or any other cat over accompiished.—
Toronto GQlobe.

Philadelphia has 1,600 miles of streets.

The brewories and distilleries of the United Statespay to their croployees
in wages $120,000,000 a _ oar.

King Humbert has orected a monument to Victor Emmanucl.at Turin
cost $200,000.

[ron THE onrrio.)

SO SHORT! SO SWEET |

Why ('t 80 long that Winter etays
T'o rack tho earth with bitter blast,
And clogs with frost his darksome days,
3ut Smniner goos 8o faat §

How s it, whon the hoavy skics
Their cold white bundén earthwanld caat,
That I'imo walks slow, with downcast oycs,
But Bummer goes so faat !

O Ingpard Thne ! Escaps the storm !
(io clasp tho Spring leat sho slip past.
Who watks with hor, his heart growa wacni,—
But Summer goos so faat.

Decp is tho aky of softeat Llne,
Jarker the hlue of watem vast,
8woet flowera the ficld aud rond<ido strow,—
But Yuiatner goos s fast,

Still rns tho burden of our nong—
‘I'he aamo rofrain frum first to last ; .

How i it \Winter staya so lang,
But Summer goes so fast!

Frepgnricron, N, 13, JaNE K. G, Ronrkr,

———— -
[ron TuR omimio.}
A TIGER HUNT IN INDIA.

(From the French.)

Whilo living iu India, I havo assisted at sovoral vory interosting tigsr
hunts, but I will not speak of thom now for two ruasons, first, becausa |
have related the most curious, and secondly, that in theso wild chases T hava
not takon that Lrilliant role which all narrators attribute to themselves ip
speaking of each oxpedition in which they havo had a part. My passion
for tho chiase has procured mo tho friondship of sovoral old huntors, among
them, a mighty nimrod named Major Walker, genorally known as the tig.r
caler throughoat the threo prosidencies. It is one of Major Walker's tales
that I give ?wrc, a8 told by himaolf.

“T was an ensign in Hor Majosty’s 23rd Rogt. of Infantry. My regi
mont was stationed at Palamow, excopt ono battalion, to which I belonged,
and which was dotached at Sahruk., ‘The placa was dull, and to capmy
misfortunas, two oflicors obtained leave of absonce, and another dangerously
ill had beon left at Palamow,

Ono day I was chagrined at having my captain’s daughter roject my
addresses, In tho hopo of dissipating my grief, I had my horso saddled and
rodo out with tho {atontion of plunging into tho thick jungles which begin
a fow miles from Surak. Oualy a fow moments after starting I met 2
lioutenant of my regiment namod Richard Mowbray., At tho timo of which
I sponk, ho bad been marriad for thros yoars to a charming woman whom
he adored ; as to him, ho was a nian six foot in height, ugly onough, but
activo and robust. Ho had conceived a friondship for me, and on my side
I was much attached to him. Seceing me at a hard gallop, Mowbray hurried
his horso and joined mo. At twenty years old one muet opon his heart, and
I related all to my friend, who did nob try 1o comfort me, but pressed iy
hand and rode on in silonco beside mo. At the end of a fow miles wo heard
crios of distress. Prossing forward wo soon arrived at & clearing. About
five hundred feot boforo us ran a deop stream, bordered with rushes and
bainhoos ; on the other side, about twonty Indians, men and women, were
indulging in noisy lamentations, Wo crossed the stream and approached to
learn tho cause of their griof. Porceiving us thoy separated, and in the
midet of the group we saw an unfortunate woman, covered with blood,
knooling noar the horribly mutilated body of an Indian, Tho body of this
wan was horrible to seo. The skin of his head torribly torn almost fell over
his oyes, his nock was brokon, and a littlo above his right hip was an
enormous wound,

Fivo or six Indians ran towards us, lifting their arms aud crying aloud,

‘ Tho tiger, sirs] tho tiger ! Ho has carried off tho child, and killed the
fathor, and tho motljer, sco what a stato she is in,' The poor woman was
indeod to bo pitied. Though the claws of tho tigor had only grazed her,
they had made doep scores in hor shoulders and arms, and tho unfortunate
creature was suifering horribly, They told us that whilo the unhsppy
family woro walking by tho river, a tiger had sprung upon the child.
Though without arms, the father had hastened to tho rescue, but what could
he do against tho terriblo snimal? After throwing him on the ground,
biting him in tho neck and eide, th) tiger shook him as a cat shakes a
mouso, then seizing the child in its 1iouth, with a fow leaps disappeared.
Throo other porsons, inhabitants of « rillage seven milos away, had already
beon dovoured by this samo tigi. - ¢ He will not stop thero,’ said the
speaker of the crowd. ¢ Onco a tiger has tasted human blood, he wants ne
other—if the gentlemon do not como to our holp and kill this man-cater, we
aro Jost I At this momont tho unfortunato woman, absorbed till now in her
grief, suddenly raised horself, and throwing horself at our foot cried out,
¢ Avenge my husband, avengo my child' In my thon framo of mind life
was a burden, and a dangor to face, a godsond indeed. .

¢ Bo calm,’ I raid to tho poor widow. ¢ I will myself go in pursvit of
your enemy. A fow days henco, 1 swear, ho shall have devoured mo or [
will have rid the country of him.! Crics of >y groeted this prowiso, made
in all sincerity, and with all the thoughtlessncss of a hearl twonly years old.

Mowbray said nothing, but made a gesture of dissent, of which I asked
him tho cnuse. ¢ I will oxplain presontly,’ said ho in a low voice. A -
tiger hunt demands somo preparation. I promised to roturn the noxt Jay
or tho following one, and was turning to go, but Mowbray stopped mo. *Is
the a shiklaree (nativo bunter) hero ¥’ domandoed he. A man already old and




