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Carey's chickens the Home Minister believes ta be the
disbanded soldiers of Boulangism, and who want some
work ta do by organizing an international row. Either
the Governnent or the noisy Anarchists must give way,
and in either case sncb might cause the Czar ta twirl his
moustache. Unless M. Van Dyck ("Lohengrin " ) pleads
again unstrung vocal organs, and sa imposes another post-
ponement of the opera, the ball must proceed with all its
grave or comic consequences.

In the German manoeuvres this autumn one circum-
stance bas occurred and meriting well ta be noted-the
cordial reception of William Il. by the Bavarians. The
German unity, like the links of a chain, is strongest in its
weakest part ; now Bavaria bas been suspected as the
weak link in Teutonic unity, till the presence of the
Emperor dispelled all doubt.

The Russophilism fever is sensibly cooler; is this the
consequence of the new test it must undergo-lending the
Muscovite half a milliard of francs ? It remains taobe seen
will the ewtraction of that sum be a painless operation.
Russia bas now only France to borrow from. Madame
Adam is the leader of the Russian boom. For years she
bas laboured in ber Revue ta tic a true-lover's knot between
France and Russia. She bas just published an authorized
article on Holy Russia by a Russian, who must have sip-
ped some " vodkii" during its elaboration. The writer
tells the French that the Russians of every class are indif-
ferent ta polities, that the Russian press-an official
institution-in no manner represents public opinion, and
that while detesting the Germans, the Russians have no
cause of quarrel against them. The Czar and his Ministers
know what is right, and can only do what is right. That's
encouraging for an ally.

A serious French journalist, who bas been at Trèves
ta witness the Holy Coat, availed himself of the oppor-
tunity ta take stock of the feeling of Germany towards
France. He spoke ta nany Germans; they all hungered
and thirsted after peace, but added, "the moment France
attempted ta seize Alsace, every Gerian, to a man, will
range himself bohind the Emperor." Next he interviewed
German Alsatian soldiers that had just completed their
two mîonths' drill ; they admitted that as private citizens
they were as ever French at heart, but when they don the
Gernman uniform they are no longer the same men ;bthey
feel as it were in irons ; the chef commands; they are
between his handa as machines ; they no longer reason,
they but obey orders.

Prince Henri d'Orleans is son of the Duc de Chartres,
and sole months ago returned from a voyage through
Thibet and China. Some people swear by all the gods of
Olympus ho was not in Thibet at al, etc. He bas given
his opinion on the burning question of the "heathen
Chinee." In according ta Protestant powers, such as
Germany-why does not the same logic hold good for
Anierica and England-the right to protect ber own mis-
sionaries, French influence received a knock down blow.
He warns France taobe on ber guard against the sincerity
of the aid t bo xpectcd from ber rivals in trade in the
far East, and, above all, of perjide Alion. If France
wishes ta uphold ber influence in China, she should send
ber fleet there ta blockade all the ports and thousands of
bayonets ta aid the cutlasses. If the Prince proposed in
the Chamber an expedition ta China, plus one ta Tonkin
as a necessary consequence, he would certainly be locked
up in an asylum and Jules Ferry sent ta keep him com-
pany. Up ta the present the Chinese massacre craze is
clearly anti-religious; it is not anti-commercial, but the
danger is that all foreign devils-Germans and French
included-might be marked good for anti-Christian atten-
tions.

Zola, upbraided with upholding Republican views,
replies that when he was penniless in Paris, having an
aged mother and a sick girl-wife to support, only the
Republican journals would purchase his manuscripts, and
that if he has a leaning ta expose social corruption it is
due ta having had to live in a milieu of misery in his
youth.

Respecting the rumoured doings of the British fleet
and Tvrkey it seems to be forgotten that since the period
when General Kaulbars tried ta govern Bulgaria with his
boots, England holds a firman authorizing ber fleet ta paiss
the Dardanelles in case Russia should ever land troops at
Varna; this largely explains why Bulgaria is nt invaded.

Honours ta Lord Salisbury : his head now adorns the
bowl of a new clay pipe. To be apotheosized he has anly
to be done in gingerbread.

Madame de Herrera and ber three young daughters
from Ecuador, owing ta reverse of fortune-one time
millionaires-have just taken the veil in the Dominican
convent at Etrèpagny. Z.

DANTE ROSSETTI used ta tell a story of Tennyson, with
whom ho was walking one sultry summer night through
High Holborn. They passed a building brilliantly lihted
up, and from which issued the sounds of joyoue music.
" What is that place? " asked the bard. "It is called,"
replied Rossetti, "Ithe Holborn Casino." "I should like
ta look in," pursued the bard, "only J should be at once
surrounded by a crew of groundlings who would mob and
pester and jostle me." " My dear sir," quietly remarked
Dante, ''if you were ta get on one of the tables, announce
your name, and recite three of your poetic masterpieces
into the bargain, probably not two per cent. of the audience
would have the slightest idea of who yon are !"-The
Argonaut.

TE WEER.

OUR ENGLISH WATERING-PLACE.

T HE question,I" Where shall we go for the holidays,"
has been asked and answered more or less satisfac-

torily in many hundreds of English middle-class homes
during the last few weeks, and now the 'watering-place
season is in full swing. To Londoners, this annual exodus
is the event of the year, and the various railway stations
there have been daily thronged with a motley crowd
largely made up of amily parties whose impedimenta,
whilst severely restricted in the number and size of the
trunks, swells out into undue proportions in the matter of
what may be termed "outlying property." Unwieldy
bundles, which are supposed to conceal, but do not, articles
of intimate domestic economy ; waterproof cloaks of the
fashion of years ago, in which one species of female tourist
delights to array herself, spades and tin pails ; all these
are crowded into the racks intended "I for light articles
only," to the dismay of the other passengers and the
imminent danger of their heads. A third-class compart-
ment on the South Eastern Railway is distinctly to be
avoided during the months of August and September by the
cynical bachelor or fussy maiden lady. They will be liable
to have their toes freely trodden on by hordes of juvenile
Jones', Smiths and Browns, who, unchecked by their fond
parents, squeeze along the narrow space between the rows
of seats in order to secure the vantage ground of the two
small windows. They only desist from this occupation
when called upon to share the contents of a basket of pro-
visions, which would seem, by the odours exbaled, to con-
sist chiefly of peppermints, oranges and stale apples.
There is, however, a large packet of the pièce de resistance
of the British tourist-sandwiches, which, having been
wrapped in newspapers and disarranged during the process
of transit, present a peculiarly revolting appearance to
the uninitiated, and this is the reason, doubtless, that tbey
are always accompanied and washed down with strong
waters, usually contained in a flat black bottle and par-
taken of at frequent intervals, at first surreptitiously but
afterwards with the nonchalance induced by custom and
Dutch courage.

The last hour of the journey is decidedly the most try-
ing : the children clamour to "se the sea " long before
that range of Downs is passed which signifies that we are
drawing near to our desired haven. After the Downs
there is a grey line on one side of us, beyond the green
stretch of pasture land ; the line broadens-changes-
presently the sun shines on tiny white sails. We pass a
small fishing village and harbour, and now speed along for
a few minutes still with the Downs on our right, not so
bleak and bare as at first, but crested at intervals with
cluqnps of trees and with deep undulations in which are
nestled little villages. Each bas its old church, built in
the fornm of a cross and having the solid square towers
peculiar to this part of the country. On our loft is the
sea, far off, indeed, as yet, for the tide is out and the sun
shines on a glistening expanse of sand and shingle. Ah !
here we are at our destination, and thoughtful friends hav-
ing met us and secured a porter, we look on calmly at the
scene of wild confusion in the little station. Our fellow-
passengers and many others of their eind are rushing aim-
lessly about looking for a box which bas probably been lefIt
in London, whilst their bundles, which have been all more
or less unfastened and disarranged during the journey,
scatter thoir contents freely about the platform, to the dis-
may of the matron of the party, who makes a wild clutch
at children and packages and drags them away. Mean-
while, our luggage bas been piled upon a truck, and we
walk past rows of trim villas, each with its bright patch of
garden in front, to the cottage whither we are bound, and
which is a perfect tower of climbing roses and clematis.

The interior, we note thankfully, bas little of the typical
sea-side lodging about it. With the exception of the stuffed
sea-gull standing on a wool mat, there is nothing to posi-
tively shock our æsthetic tastes in the little sitting-room,
and much to charm us in the profusion of flowers arranged
by our landlady. We make a hasty inspection of our new
quarters, and, after a cup of tea, stroll down to the shore.
There is, doubtless, an advantage in living close to the sea,
and the great object of most people is to do this, but we
question if after all thora is not a more sybaritic pleasure
in not seeing it all at once, but coming to it by degrees and
almost unawares. We go straight through the principal
street f the little town, past the town hall, which stands,
like those in Belgium and Holland, at one end of an open
" Place," past shops, qUite one-third of which have for their
stock in trade cheap fancy articles. At first we marvel
bow on eartb the owners manage to make even a precari-
ous livelihood by selling such rubbish, but after a week's
study of the manners and customs of the British "cheap-
tripper " one learns that a great part of bis or her day at
the sea-side is spent in pottering about the town, and that
each invariably carries off a memento of the place in the
shape of an article de Paris or a box decorated with Indian
shells. But this street debouches on to the Esplanade or
Marine Parade, and immediately we are struggling with a
stiff north-westerly wind, and close ta the sea, which is now
tumbling in, bearing on each wave a burden of sea-weed,
which in many places completely covers the shingle.

There is no bold line of cliffs here, as at other places
on the South Coast ; only a long stretch of pebbly shore,
and below that a tract of dark sand, which, ugly in itself,
bas yet a weird charma of its own under certain aspects.
The tide is coming in fast; as we pace from end to end of
the sea-front it covers the sand, and then we begin to bear
that familiar and delicious sound, the plash of the waves
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upon the shingly beach, and the soft rolling back o
scattered pebbles-the crescendo and diminuendoa wcb

always makes us think of Schubert's Barcarole. As te

listen and let our thoughts wander as they will ami .

memories sweet and sad borne to us on the rythmic ref

twilight comes on, lights twindle along the coast, atr th
coloured lamps on the pier attract most of the visitara
that direction. Presently the wind carries toward nt

snatches of airs from Dorotby, played by the banudn the

Pavilion--.More associations, more memories,but thisa

Lime not of the sea, but of crowded theatres Of thiso ud

the other side of the Atlantic. As we did not coinetabau
watering-place to sentimentalize, but to revive exhaks

nature and think as little as possible, we turn Our backa

upon the "lady moan" just rising over the sea,ageda

smart walk of twenty minutes brings us to Our ottage
door.

On the morrow, our first question is the trly briLiah

one, " is it fine ? " We are eager to go out and hreath8

more ozone, but a violent rattling of the windoW-gale
warns us that there is a " little breeze on," as a tN evler
is playfully termed in this part of the world.eer

mind-we are provided with clothing to defy tue the e,

and as, after breakfast we make our way toward ases'

we look with a superior and pitying eye on thoseddats,

we meet, who, adorned with large flower-garlanded bath

are holding them on frantically with one hand, and gather'

ing their fluttering drapery about them, and are
like leaves before the storm.nt we

If we were cynically disposed, which we are fo

should at once make for a certain corner on the pier'.

pass which, in weather like this, with becoming d
it behooves a woman to be " gowned " in the tautS 6efe
trimmest fashion. Otherwise-but no, we will neede

dimly hint at the harrowing scenes we have wi t, l

but go in search of our own special boatman, who gret ce il
with as near an approach ta a smile as his woodm fhappy
capable of wearing, and soon we are off for a longbaPPY
morning's rowing and fishing. There is nothing es0

ta be caught at our watering-place. Tboug
through many ceremonies with soie very repuldlv 6 took

ing bait, we are more often than nt disgusted ta ch d

after a smart pull at our line, a crab hanging taare
our hooks. Great is our excitement when we sebya
small plaice, and envious looks are directed at busf

party of excursionists in a boat yonder, whoseO t
ances, " sicklied o'er with the pale ast of a phoUg

they would rather not realize, express a very red

enjoyment of their position. The bay is looking peth

charming this morning ; the sea is a bright grofl
white-crested waves. There are numbers of saili'ng

dotted about, and in the ofling sanie stately ships Malre

their way down Channel. Our boatman 15 ven ts i
laconic than usual. Finding that he only gruneore

answer to aur enthusiastic remarks on the scene elicit

us, we pass on to more congenial topics, and soonlpre-
from him that business is bad, the weather havingtour
vented the usual number of visitors from com«ing thich <

watering-place." He gives us a short sketch, wb iC
have often heard before, of previous years, wheie list
mers were something like summers," ta which be
sympathetically, but are afraid ta increase his glor j
imparting ta himn our favourite theory that tde

slowly but surely returning ta the glacial peria t aZD . aceitb~
existence. Just imagine "Our wateringpacefee
summer at ail ! " Our boatman, with hîis bretr he
the craft, would become sa many modern editionsrfaea 0

" Ancient Mariner," and we feel sure he woulrd op

on old acquaintance, ta stop us with that logen dO

days of yore. tlornin
When we land at the Pier-head we find the ato

promenade in full swing. After a few days au6 g al

recognize the habitués, and ta feel quite a strong e *hO

interest in their little ways. There are the 1 the

bring work ; the ladies who bring novels meore r ,hel
worse for wear from the circulating library ; thehe6ce th0

take possession of the sheltered seats, from whihiObhte
can survey the passing crowd in comfort. Then

sentimental couple about whom we are tenlpted14 ethi
a romance, until we discover that there is sontba

radically wrong about the young man's necktie ab tr

his hair is nat cut correctly. It is foolish ta letd s b
turn us against him, but they do ; and we could w' 1 s're

girl, who is nt bad looking, a better fate. W o

she will "repent at leisure " if sho decides to sita 1plit
that tie, or one like it, for the rest of ber natld the
There is a sprinkling of the Hebrew persuasionOafltbher

there is the largest element of al-the families'childri

and fathers, with troops of sunburnt, happy-facedren a
Our watering-place makes a specialty ofachiltjoi

ages and ranks, and they, at least, are thorough ybithb
themselves. The wind doesn't trouble thei a-cia
race about on the shore on donkeys and in goat Il r
they paddle in the water, and carry honte in, trid Ibe bk
trophies of sea-weed, which are hung up behilwether
door in their city homes to tell them what the

going ta be. tering.plce

There is this great charm about "our watere are

that when one gets weary of its sea-aspect tbeO fi -ii ,

bers of inland rambles. Off every road are 1ôwhichI
paths leading ta little villages; shady by-w. ays l a
ta take one nowhere in particular, but if followok

bring us either to one of the prosperous of );0 .
steads, which seem ta survive the decadence There th
farming generally, or ta the distant Downs- fat
fascination about these Downs. They lialwy8


