
CANADIAN ILLUSTRATE'EM 1873. D NEWS. 363

AP

Co calls Ireland the Mark Tapley of nations.,ofS
eo, fat'her, uother and saiters will go abroad to relde. tha

Ph.)rince Imperial is raising a moustache. It li said his tory
SCIe a nild-glass. afte

be 0 ardif1Olant-once a mort of theatrical attraction-has kin
b oold r% Alrs, La., for $8. mo

l riht of translation of M. Victor lugo's "Quatre-Vingt- my
afor Enigland and America lias already beeu moldf

of Toroll, of Upsala, conildera it probable that EnglIsh inay ben
cadoptad as a comiion soleutific languiage, and lias written his

<,,,tleît work Iu that tangue.fl
Brue, a French fre-thinkor, is said l have bequeathed frI

o oo franes for the establishnent of a ecular schoolhto- ha
br with a splendid caste for that purpose.' fir

er car or a North Country village lu muaking arrangements inu
iii Itobert Wright ,the noted Blorder champion wrestlerta da

zrne lassons in wrestiliug to aill young men In lis parish. th
church near Bergen, Norway, which cania cotain noarly lei

0 persons, ia coustrcCi4iti entirely of papier machô, rendered E
wsterpr-of by tuatit5UoiIn vitriol, lime-water, whey, and white foc

of bot
l a phSrae that wantta to be shot on the wing. Says fo
i -. A journal remarks that M. Thiers was received m

v y by the asembly." Dable! Some people's tiermo- m
teirs are never satisfled. dr

pr D0lllnger, who was deciared by th Iornlmi paers a ahave
,epmraed hlUnscîttrattethe IlOUI Clatoltc"Il novemtent lu <er- a r

bas requested Professor tuiber, of Munich, IU> contra- sh
th sUtrainontanle lie."
'd"', ai the Vatican, that the Pope intends topresent Henry pa
h s agoli crucifix on thu event Of is beIng raised to the st

one.II wlll e set in dianois of the fnest watcr and bear bal
jh followinig inscripttin:-In hoc signo r inc,.oe

Mong hie treasure, to be (found ini thet Khedive's Museum la sh
,sie worn by Queen Aahi-ept., nother of Kng Ashmne1, e n

the founder of the eighteienth dynuty, who was not only coeval
virb hram and Sarti, but thei idetical lharaoh who was
.., gueýd with great plagueia' beicause f :nat Abram'is wife. rai

We 1 opto tinklly thilik o! Alfred Tennyson as a fariner, but r,,
gMFIIni,,lueti4 Sterling, wlioqu noble contralto votre lg ,,bunly
ce char,, nur Englih friend a il has delghîted Plymouth tr
Chureh befotre, writes in a privaite letter of a pleaant lunch en- h

on Tennyson's grounda, In the ame field as hi hock of ci
.,thdoiwn's marked A.T. le pract'ies pastoral life as wel as I

duSi il.
Tourgiluntr, ther famouIs tussaian nvelist, Is said to -e quite I

en down hy recent risfortuines. WIthhn a year hs wi&fe and a
,cay danghter have died; by the faiture of his Parisian hanker S
nent of his earnings have been xwept away ; and a nephew to
whcom ble was greatly attached has he•n sent to prison for out- lmjeQ Paufelates. The poar novplist writes very littl' now, , as he
izys bjisa torici. refleetlig lit% onavra nnicr, tr#-% to', oin lirc.

ai de ( 1na' la idc n a r aeo thl mI cre.pitiousti d
renons on thlet , reret4 of Paria. Hlile ivery tall, hroad-houlder. w

nd wear a very large nd pecuillar-looking hat, whleh he a
percheA over bis left ear. le walks In a bold, deflant manner, it
ad carries a huge wnicngtck which hlie fromt trne to lime k
wintgs onllouîsly nfrom hide to lUe, as Lthogh just preparing to t
'nah the heol of some lmaginiary foe., and at suche times thes
peeer.by do nit fat lepoint hlim ont very ,vnliringly. As for
tih ladles thîey alnire Moullieuîr De Camenuac very openly. liep

ai

a soi large, so darki, hlm eyea ane ,'o black and ao bright. and all ~
thiat sort of thing, and no onue k nouws it better than P. de C'.

Athens, lIn., has a paper named co. wlth hie motto' I eanu

To Xcnow how to 11pel eorrectly it a ge t thinîg-unle.s you areC
an Aniailcan bnsnuîioirlit .

The Iatraighteu-up-Mary.Jane-and-showour-breastpin " ait-
udilet bans sîperseded the GIree an bnd.s
Outn unMontana when they start a man down bill In a barrel,

hey speak of his -appearance ito a nw ro,"
SWhat Is your naie, littli girl* "MinnIte." lMinnie whait?"

*0tiulDe Dton't; that's what Mamma caiN lue."
Please don't shoot the cowra" is a sign on a farmer's fence

near Chilcago, lriuded for city sportsmen wlho go out alter
prairie chickens.

A Pekin, Ill., coroner's jury rendered a verdict that a mtian,e
whoe body was foind in the river, came ltohs death by a blowN
on the nead, 4which was given eltier befor orafter drownlng."t

--The arrangements of N'attire are admiraible," exclaimed at
yosung Aberdeen lady, during tie aite high winds. "lThe samet
wind which disarranges our dress blows dust into the eyes of thei
would-be observera."i

A lady of the shoddy aristocracy found, ni returning from
a drire, soie visiting carda on lier table. She calleld a servant
In great haste, aylig: "-John John !take these and run quck 1
Theni ladies ilaforgot their tickets!"I

An agreeable and versatile Iowa Ilocal" ,says: "eCedar River
l in a langulshinîg condition. It la very low ad confined to its
bied. The cat-flabî get aground, and have to be hielpe t al the
sand.bar by the good-natured boys."

ùnce wlhen preachlng at Wapping to a congregation ciil'omeiel
prinlipally of eea-faring m uen and afshler.womxenî, inewland Hill
greatuy netonisd bis coin regation by couiiening the sernion
wlth thhese words : coine to preiach to great siîuniers, lotorioust

inrs-yea to Wapig siun'iner1"
A preacher in a Scotish towu took up a collectinti one recent

Sunday andr foudit, Vhen hi iat was returned, that. there wasnî't
a cent la iL.Il 1 thanki my Gd,"anid he. turntlg the hlibatpupse
down and tapping the crown or It withi hts hand, l thait I have
gOt My hat back fron this conigregatnu."

A wetern paper teils a tiory of a country womn.u who mnaîdo
her nrth attempt toge lin the conrt-houte yard through the patent
back-aclton gate. be opened the igaite, went thriough,, as she
UppOsedl, 1and shut ihoeelf out on the Rsanie hsido sevei numes;

then, ejaculatling I Mireiful sakea 1" ellinbed over the fenr'.
A Àradesnans was served lait wveek with a schedulo lW<i nake

hi& returns. In the coluni for nolting the iiumer of carriages
With les thant four wlheels, iti heiserted-" A barrow drawn by'
me in the gardon, with on wheel." The héassesor wrote under

Asses and one-wlieel carrinages are exemîîpt fromt duty."
hays a hondon letter-: The moniey-taker bclng unavoidably

absent, was tonponarily replace'd at the exhibitionfh of the boarded
lady Iad other natural phenoiena by a pretty, bright-yed girl
Of about fourteen. a'Ilaw e1 suppose the-the-er bearded lady
ha your inother," observed a sweil, as he pald his moîney. '' No,
sr, 1said the extanpore nioney-taker, "sh's ny ratller."

Now the WInter ganies for the homo circie are st.ting In, and
the family, gathored bonnatlîthe rays of ia brigt 1111hlav a n
8pPearatice of 1uo enjoymeit Ilia l blea i t a sOc.Naîîglt.
a hoUrd but the grinug o! ti checker, the ellek o the domilno

and the mumftied, ramp of the card, with an oocasionil observation
Such as, ,Whose tur il il ?" lWhy don't yo play, mnother
Il Ohwhat a bfil," anti ith like,

N ADVENTURE IN ST. PAU'US.
hou

Wu colonials, on the whole, I think, have more appreciation chi
8t. Paul's than of any other of our London sights. More up
n of Westminster Abbey, even. For It wants a deal of bis- wal
y to understand the abbey and its puzzling chapels and arr
er a certain amount of stock-driving one jumbles up the I
gs apd queues, Coming over from Australla for a six I h
ntha' visit to England, one of the firt things I promised fro

self on landing was to sec St. Paul's, and yet it's a singular a il
t that up to the very end of my sojourn hure I had never doi
n inside your (or may I say our ?) great cathedral. ap
1 felt il impossible to go back and face my relations and Oe
ends if 1 couldnt say that I'd son St. Paul'scand I made roi
if a dozen plans at various times of paying It a visit But 1

st one thing intervened and then another till my last day ab
England had coume, my pilgrimage unperformed. This last lis

y, however, I kept clear of engagements on purpose to sec M
e place. Before I was out of bed in the morning I had a te- a
gram of importance, which took me off poat haste to the
astern Countes ; and It was eight o'clook In the evening be- si
re I reached Shoreditch station on my return. Now I was o
und to start early next morning to reach Brindisi In time el
r the Italian mail, and it thus seemed as If it ere my fate to ti
lias mny last chance of entering St. Paul's. Still I was deter- u

tied not to throw away chance; it might be that the cathe-
ai was still open; and I picked out a fast looking horse fron it
row of hansoms, and hade the driver put me down in the o
ortest possible time at the corner of St. Pauil's churchyard. m
As I descended from the cab and stood on the edge of the u
vement looking out at the giant builk of the dome the clock S
ruck nine. ''lhe suni had set; but high overhead the golden w
il and cross stood up against the sky, still burnished by theI l
ening glow. Ail thp lower part of the building was in deep n
adow, rendered still darker bv the thick coating of sootlthat i
cased it ; but the upper portion, towering clear of bouses

ni chimneys, and swept and swectened by the wind and ci
is, cauight a gleam of brightness from the clouds above, and S
ised itself white and fair into the evening sky. e
The traflic of the day hadislackenud ; there were few pedes-
ians and ouly an occasional cab rattled by. The big ware- a

iouses had retired from business; the shops were shut; the
ity seemed to sileep. St. Paul's îaso was closely fastened up. C
t muigave me that all I should sec of it would be the outside.
Bending back my neck and gazing upward at the huge domo
saw that about the great golden cross and bail was a traccry
a of cobwebs, and mnu like iles were crawling about these
lender filanent. Stout scaffoldings and thick cables they
were, no doubt ; but fron the street they looked like the de-
icate fabric of the gossamer.

I walked quickly around the church, hoping to find some
aorway open, some access to the interior. The irou gates i
were ail closed, the doors were fast. St. Paul's portais looked
s inaccessible and forbidding as the rocky flank of a moun-
in. I was detormined ta find my way in, if possible, but
new not low to set about it. Could I have come across any-
hing that looked like a deanery or sacerdotal residence I
hsould have made bold to knock thereat and ask the occu-
liers for the key. But i could find nothing of the sort. Even
t a bun-shop, which was still open, where I enquired as to
the way'ofgetting into the churchi, the people knew no more
about St. Paul's than if it had been a thousandu miles distant.

I began tu fee despondent about the matter, but went
around the church once more till I came to the end of the
south transept-the shorter limb of the cross--and looked va-
cantly u ilt the tine semicircular portico, with its tall coluans
and fàigbt of steps. All itis time b never thought of thera
beting anybodly living inside St. Patil's ; I should as soon have
expected t meet with furnished apartnments in the Catacombs
or a family residence in the Pyramids. But peeringcautions-
ly about I espied, in the angle formned by the nave and tran-
sel t on the western side, a window fron which caine the faint
gieam of a candle. I stood and looked between the railings
and saw that somebody was moving within. There was a
bitrdcage in the window ; on the sill outside some red flower-
pots. Presently somebody came ta a desk near the window
and began to write-an old man with white hair.

If 1 could only make him see me perhaps he would take
compassion one u and let me in. But it wasn't likely that ho
coulu sec Me. ooking from the lighted window into the
twilight outside it was hardly possible that he should sec any-
thing. I thouglht of flinging a pebble at the window ; but it
was a good distance off; I night break the glass and be taken
in custody. I gave a few shrill whistles, hoilding my fingers
in my mouth ; I even venture-d on a modified version of an

Austmalian i coOeO; " but it as aIl of no use. The old man
didn't turn bis he-ad.

Once again I had almost given the thing up and gone home;
but juAt icn the liglt disappeared from the windiow and ail
wa darknes, Was the old man off to bed, i wondered, or had
lie gone to grope among the crypts below? Should D sec bis
light presently twiiklng in those high windows? Did lie
couch in some stony gallery or find a resting-place in the
golden bail? Whilst I was thuis speculating I heard a door soft-
ly closed, a doorstep ail the$ tone staircase; the iron gate et
the bottom creaked on ils hinges. i sprang forvard and met

a greybheaded old niai with a pallid face, who wasjust open-
ieg tIc iron grille .

with alil thte eloquence of whicli I amn master I besought
hl mn to do me the good obice of letting me into the sacred fane.
le lesitatedîl shuook his head ; at last he relented. Very
welI,,"hlu asiti, " il against rules ; but, as yotu say, it's a long
we, he antipodes,1 aga Ictoitliif you don't mind stop-
wvay to th1ant odes be that time before I1
ping insde alone for an haur; it wi b D lim sti
return; and I must lock the door behind tue. Do yoa still

wishî ta go inside "
I thanked him wnarmly and said : " Certainly, yes." I was

delightedl ait the ideai o! atn bour u perfect silence ad seclu-I
aian arnoug the mighty coliimns and arches o SI Paul's. I

g t ,nd,-, th, great dome, which hangs like a luminous clond
sveinlo rain shiadows, a faint circle of light rim-
ming itrouud arches sudlige piers encompassing it. From
mle iest auIbnîed criuson glw e; oastward the choir, dark

wd soubre; tIt windows of the apsa showing as stray lumin-
and oatces;th le wtAr ooning in the distance like some

funeroal catafalque. hiu tgî g treaatleîming lure sud ther

lin shadowy recesses-marble warriors, broes, dtatesieii.

iTder the dame, lu tIc grohit .o pen space, vas s Vasi. crovd

of clairs woodeu rusl-botom ch hlrs-lshed together in

olv, ,looking towards the east Choosing one of the most

central of theso I sat down and began to dream, peopling this

vide area with a vast, invisible congregation,

n soft, long-drawn cadence the bell of Paul's struck out the
r of ten. I had been in the place nearly an hour. I felt
lled and numb. Enough of dreams. Let me walk briskly
and down and think of the busy scenes awaiting me; the
rm, glad welcome ; wife and ichildren holding out eager
ms-right at the other side of this huge world.
1 paced rapidly up and down an avenue between the chairs.
.ad seen enough ; I was anxious to be released, to get away
Dm the world of shadows into the living world outside. For
moment I stood in what seemed to be the very centre of the
)me, and looked upward. A faint circle of light marked the
ex of the soaring vault, and just above my head I saw-my
es being now accustomed to this half-light-I saw, I say, a
pe hanging down from the vast height above.
Then I remembered the spider-webs I had acn outside
out the ball and cross. And as I stood and lookcd and
tened I heard faint sounds of hammering and knocking.
en were at work hundreds of feet above; a light shone bere
d there, twinkling like a star.
In years gone by I used to be a famonus gymnast, and the
ght of the rope hanging just above my head put me in mind
f my ancient prowess. I was heavier now, my muscles less
sstic; still there was sone sait of youth in me. How many
mes, I wondered, could I, hanging to that rope, draw my chin
p to my knuckles?
The rope was just out of reach, but I leapt up and caught

-once, twice, thrice. I felt a kind of emulation with my
ld self. I wanted to persuade myself that I had not lost
uch of my former prow'ss; andso I went on drawing myself

p and down, not touching the ground, till I grew tired, and
;tretched myself out, expecting just to reach the pavement
ith my toes. But I couldn't reach it. Casting a glance be-
ow me, I saw with borror that the flooring had vanished
nder me. I was swinging suspended by my hands high up
n the dome.
Perhaps if 'I had dropped at that moment I might have es-

aped with a serious shaking; but I hesitated and was lost.
lowly and steadily the rope was being wound up. I shut my
yes. Surely this was a hideous delusion that another moment
would dispel. But no; as I looked down, the floor below was
lmost lost to my sight. There I swung, a tiny human speck,
half way between heaven and earth. I couldn't hope to hang
n much longer. My muscles were wearied with the task I
had given themn. I made a desperate effort to raise myself
hand over hand, so that I might grasp the rope with my feet
also; but it was impossible; I could not do it. Even the
desperate energy of self-preservation could extract no more
force from my muscles ; I could only hold on.

I was now on a level with the plinth that surmounts the
great arches of the dome. The gilded groundwork of a new
fresco in the spandrel cast a sort of glow upon me; the colos-
sal figures seemed to mwck my agony. I must be balf way up
now, and for the moment a ray of hope shone in upon me that
I could hold on to the end. But, to my despair, I saw that
the seeming dome was a false one, above which rose the veri-
tablc conical roof, another hundred feet or more, and that
through a vast round orifice in the shani done the rope was
to ascend to the uppermost peak of the roof. In that moment
of torture I recognized my fate as inevitable. I might prolong
my agony for a few seconds ; my muscles were involuntarily
relaxing ; my grasp would fail; i another minute at farthest
I must fall to be dashed to pieces on theladamantine floor below.

A thousand confused thoughts whirled through my brain,
like the smoke and sparks of an approaching conflagration;
but especially clear in my mind's eye, I saw-I did not think,
but saw this vision-the picture of my far-utT home, the rolling
plains of grass, the herds and ûocks, a galloping horseman-
there was my home. .My wife stood in the portico, shading
her eyes with her hand ; the children were clustering about
her; there wasnews of daddy coming-perhaps daddy himself.
It was bitter to die thus.

My limbs relaxed; my sensesalmost deserted me ; a merci-
fui oblivion, the intoxication of despair, stole over me ; voices,
I thought, were calling-perhaps a delusion of failing sense-
I was slipping, slipping, and I fell-

"l How do you feel now, sir ?" I heard a voice say close in
my car. Was it possible-was I stili alive? Yes; my brain
was yet consclous. But the frame? Shattered, no doubt; a
mere human wreck, to which life would be a mockery. I only
dared to use my eyes. Any other muscular exertion might
bring on torments to which I was then insensible; and yet I
had no feeling of pain ; perhaps some merciful paralysis bad
cut me off from torture.

An old man was bending over me; the same who bad ad.
mitted me; he had a wine-glass in his hand, with some liquor
in it; a candle burned by his side, forming a little chamber of
light about us.

Am I knocked aIl to pieces ?" I whispered.
I don't thinkso, sr; I don't thiuk you're hurtabit. Bless

you! you didn't fall more than three feet."
I stretched out my arms-ther were whole ; my legs-they

were sound and unurt. What a happiness to be alive, after
seeing death inevitable t

" How is this ?" I1cried, siîting up and lookiug about me.
I thought I was carried up into the d me.a
'fAnd so you were. You'd bave beeu a dead man by this,

but just ln the nick of time I came back. I don't suppose I
should have noticed you. for the light ,was pretty nearly done

but 1 caught sight of you against the giiding, and then you
gave a sort of moan, and says 1: There's death here if I
canut think of something i a minute.' Aud then I recollected
that Ild heard the workmen chaps wlistle thre utimes, like
this, when they wanted the rope lowered, and I piped away,
and then the rope stopped and begau to corne down. I shout-
cd to you to hold on and keep your heart up ; but I don't think
you heard me, for when your face came in sight it was white
lîko death, and your eyes closed--but you still holding on-
till, as I say, you came within three feet of the foor, and thqn
you gave a quiver and fell, and I caught you in my arms, for
you were in a dead faint. But what were you about to let
them draw you up like that ?"

Then I told him of my gymnastic feats.
n Oh, then, I suppose you shook the rope. That's the signal

to pull up, and up they pulled, and they never knew what
sort of a load they were hauling up. The men are working
double shifts now, and are in a hurry to get finished."

When I left St. Paul's I felt weak and nerveless, as if I had
just passed through a long illness I couldn't start next
morning, I was so upset, and I have written this account of
what happened to me as a sort of outlet for my feelings, for I
don't think I shall talk much about St. Paul's when T get
home,
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