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Mr. Tennyson’s English and Colonial
National Song.

(From the Times, March-15.) &
This song to be sung by Mr. Santley, at St. James’
H.all, and throughout the colonies on the Queen’s
birthday (published by Boosey, Regent ‘street),

runs thus in the first draft, though it has been |

slightly altered for the sake of singing :—

“HANDS ALL ROUND.
*“First pledge our Queen, this solemn night,
“Then drink to England every guest,
“That man’s the best cosmopolite,
“Who loves his native country best!
“May Freedom’s oak for ever live,
“With larger life from day to day :
“That man's the true conservative
“Who lops the moulder'd branch away.
*“Handsall round ! God the traitor's hope confound !
““To the great cause of Freedom drink, my friends,
“‘And the great name of England round and round.

“To all the loyal hearts who long
*“To keep our English Empire whole!
“To all our noble sons, the strong
“New England of the Southern Pole!
“To England under Indian skies,
“To those dark millions of her realm!
“To Canada whom we love and prize,
“Whatever statesmen hold the helm.
“Hands all round ! God the traitor’s hope confound !
““To the great name of England drink, my friends,
*“And all her glorious colonies round and round.

““To all our statesmen so they be
“True leaders of the land’s desire |
“To both our Houses, may they see
“Beyond the borough and the shire!
““We sailed wherever ship could sail,
““We fourided many a mighty State,
“Pray God our greatness may not fail
“Through craven fears of being great.
““Hands all round ! God the traitor’s hope confound !
““To the great cause of Freedom drink, my friends,
“‘And the great name of England round and round.”
A. TENNYSON.

A SERMON

By Rev. Jno. W, Wadman.

PREACHED IN THE METHODIST CHURCH, FRED-
ERICTON, SUNDAY, MARCH 26, 1882.

Nay; but as Captain of the host of the
Lcd am I now come.—Josh. v., 14.

When Moses, the lawgiver, died, he was
succeeded by Joshua, the military chief,
on whom devolved the great and import-
ant work of leading the Israelites into
their inheritance, and giving them the
long-promised “rest.” Sprung of a
Jewish family by the name of Nun, he
first comes to the front in the ever-inem-
orable battle of Rephidim, in which, under
‘his ripe generalghip, the children of
promise achieved a splendid victory over
the fierce-fighting Amelekites, while
Moses stood on a hill near by, holding
in his hand that all-sufficient ontstretched
rod. As an able warrior, Joshua's mark
was now made, and the part he was to
play in the gr-at coming drama was to
test his fidelity as well as prove his skill.
Having grown up tomanhood in the state
of an Egyptian bondage, where he was
known by the name of Oshea—Saviour;
and having shared in the experience and
trials of the wilderness—receiving his
new name, Joshua, God is the Saviour—
he comes forward at the age of 84, at the
divine appointment, to assume the com-
mand and leadership of God’s people,
with a character in full and beautiful ac-
cord with his wonderful career, and that
character highly interesting and instruc-
tive because of its moral worth and his-
torical value. In that character you find
the union of energy and gentleness; deep
humility and lofty courage; strong faith
and unflinching obedience. On the one
hand you have a lion-hearted warrior, on
the other a devout, humble, blaneless
citizen. At one timc he cries with a
courageous heart and joyful soul, “ Oh!
how I delight to do thy will O Lord.”
Again you hear him say, “Whoam I O
Lord that thou shouldst send me?” Of
no other of the Old Testament worthies
have we a fuller historical sketch, and
yet 'no other so stainless and spotless.
Aboveall others his name must continue
to shine with a fairer and brighter lustre.

As we have remarked, Joshua was
raised up to fill the place of Moses. This
has always been the plan of D.vine pro
cedure. All through the history of God’s
people, innumerable instances co.ne
under our notice in which by special ap-
pointment and equipment, men have
been prepared to catch the floating man-
tles of ascending and departing aeroes.
No fatal emergency has ever occurred ;
nor shall the work ever cease. In this we
strongly believe, and the stronger our be-
lief the better. If at the present day
there is need in the church of strong-
armed and warm-hearted men and women
to prosecute the unfinished labors of
glory-crowned saints, then, as soon as
ever this becomes a matter of your con-
sideration and the subject of your prayers,
80 soon will these men and women make
their appearance, and so soon will the
world continue to advance.

Joshua stepped on the stage—
as the right man in the right place—
at the right time. His soldiers
had full confidence in him—their
General; and the General looked
proudly down into the face of a handful
of men, whose strength and valor he had
alrcady tested to the fullest extent in a
few hard-earned victories. The gurgling
waters of the Jordan boiling over with
spring freshets, had been ceremoniously
and miracuously crossed; and now Gen.
Joshua and his little army were preparing
to unwall Jericho and slay its proud in-
habitants. And yet what do we call it?
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Bravery or fanaticism? Courage or fool-

‘hardiness? Manly confidence or child-

ish enthusiasm? A hand-full of men
with as many women and the proportion-
ate number of children—raw, rough, un-
disciplined, unequipped, unaccoutred,
marching up against a city of warlike in-
habitants—firinly built upon a rocky
height with lofty battlements, towering
heavenward, strong, massive, broad and
impregnable. Nowhere, and at no other
time does all history present such a
madly intended onslaught. They can-
not mean it. They cannot be sincere.
They dare not expect to pierce those
gigantic ramparts with rams’ horns in-
stead of batteringrams. Yet so is the
enigma presented to you. '

But we pass to the circumstance
of the text—Joshua had sallied
out to reconnoitre. Before this
he had sent spies whose report had
been much more encouraging than he or
the people had expected. But now he
sees for himself; and perhaps for the
first tine anticipates the difficulty of the
work he had undertaken to accounplish.
Having sauntered forth, he had not pro-
ceeded far before he emerged irou a
forest of palin trees by which Jericho
was flanked on its river side, and right
before himn towered the city’s wmighty
fortification. "See him! He stands an.l
gazes. No doubt his heart trembles. It
was indeed a sight to appall any heart
and weaken any arm. To his mind co.nes
suddenly the question.in what way are
these walls to be scaled and razed ? How
shall we approach this city? In what
way are my men, destitute of aliwost all
kinds of warfare, to lay seige to the city
and slay its inhabitants. How shall we
act? What shall we do? Suill standing,
and doubting, and enquiring, and trembi-
ing, he lifted up his eyes and looked and
behold there suddenly appeared before
himn an unknown person in military
dress standing over against the wall of
the city, gra p.ng adrawnsword. Joshua's
fa gives way to bewilder.e t.
‘I'ne apparition lor a noment confuses
his mind. In another instant, however,
he suinmons up his reduced inilitary
bravery, and bracing himself up like a
true general ready for any emergency
with his hand no doubt on the hilt of his
sword he puts the question—“Are thou
for us or for our adversaries?” The an-
swer coines, and he said—*“Nay ; but as
Captain of the host of the Lord am I now
co.ne.”

How true it is that in the hour
of the deepest trouble and greatest need
and darkest cloud God is nearest his
people. Tho' perhaps in unexpected
ways and unlikely means, yet co.xfort is
always given and strength proportionate
to the exigency afforded. [ take it, that
Joshua never for a moment thought who
this person was ; nor for an instant would
he expect to meet a friend at such a
woment and in such a place. Far above
our ways are God's ways and far moved
from our thoughts are His thoughts.

I believe that the person who met Joshua
over against Jericho was the Son of God.
It was a brief incarnation before the long
and continued incarnation which began
with Bethlehem’s cardle and c._sed with
Calvary’s cross. This toour minds may
be incomprehensible, and yet as we look
upon the battlefields and search Into the
geographical description of that historic
record of Israel’s conquest of Canaan we
cannot but catch unmistakable glances
of this inysterious personage with nilitary
garb and flashing sword. Then again
throughout this whole Old Testa.uent
narrative which was to be sure intended
to perpetuate civil history. there is, like
a strain of sweet inusic rushing through
a tumult of clashing discord, a thread of
spiritual teaching, and we dare- not
venture to deny that this system of
analogies was unintended by the Holy
Spirit. God was verily present with his
p ople. Smoki g ucunta.nswere his foot-
pr.nts. Terrible tenpests were his chariots.
Under his omniscient eye came impor-
tant crises and fearful issues. By his
hand were moulded the destinies of
nations and the lives of individuals. The
earlier revelation was—“Nay; but as
Captain of the Host of the Lord am I
now come,” the later and latter revel-
ation is analogies and coincident—*“Lo !
I am with you alway.” Between one and
the other rolled a thousand and five hun-
dred years but the one was as much a
truth as the other—yea in the two you
have a mere repetition of the same fact.
Up and down the land of Canaan at the
head of a few score men and women,
went this divine drawn-sword warrior
from Jericho to Ai, from Ai to Gilgal and
from thence, to the cities of divers kings
and tribes, and to every effort came suc-
cess and to every onslaught a victory.
Up and down that same land from city
to city and village to village many years
after went this same personage clad in
the same attire, with an unsheathed
sword indicative of his great miss.on
which was to be, on his own declaration,
one of warfare and not of peace. “lam
not come to send peace but a sword.”
Among us, as of old and as of late years
and as always- the warrior still stands.
His war plume waves, his regimentals

glitter, the all conquering sword flashes.
Lo the question—*“Art thou for us or for
our adversaries ?” falls upon our ears the
encouraging answer—*“Nay ; but as Cap-
tain of the host of the Lord am I now
co.ne.”

Friends, we stand today on s
great battlefield, stretching out towards
the farthest points of the compass—s
field upon which our fathers fought, whose:
value and heroisin we must never cease
to perpetuate and exemplify. To us
they have bequeathed “banners fanned
by conquests crimson wing,” as they float
victorious over enemies prostrate and
foes subdued. Do we half appreciate
these victories? Do we fully appreciate
the blood-purchased gift of Freedom—
freedon of religious thought a qguﬁon ?
This we now possess and enjoy; while
for this same right many others are to-’
day contending in different parts of our
battlefield where heretofore it has been
unknown.  Mark their fidelity and
heroism. Up against the Jerichos and
Gi.gals, of superstition and darkness and
barbarisin Joshua-like they march and
we stoop and see the sword of truth
raised against the battleaxe of
error and 1t is but the clash of
two different set of opinions—the right
with the wrong, the god-like with the
earth-like. And still the battle goes on ;
this battle of different opinions and be-
Liets. It is true that, 1n one sense; we
are prosperous and peaceful. Into plpw-
shares we have beaten ourswords and into
pruning-hooks our spears. Into our har-
bors come white-winged ships of com-
werce instead of wen-of-war, of booming
gunand thundering cannon. Qur cities are
centres of industry, and our country full
ol ho.ues, where by the benign influence
of good govern.uent, reign happiness and
content.uent, surrounded also by beautu.—
1ul churches an:l tewples, in which each
wan way worship according to the dic-
tates of his own conscience. We_ B'ray
that the stars may ever look down upon
us thus. But, while governments have
ceased to lay their hands upon their
sword-hilts, and nations will seon discon
tinue everywhere to marshall themselves
in battle array, yet there are two gigantic
forces at work in the world, under whose
weasured tread this very earth trembles.
Druus roll, banne.. stream, bayo
nets gleamn.  Opinions are stronger than
arms. The right clashes with the wrong.
Truth contends with error. I wish you
for a mo.uent to look into these things.

We are soldiers, Our battle is continu-
ous. OQur enemies are strong. Sin has
ever been a fixed and unyield ng power.
Not like & tender plant which a wor.a
may gnaw away in a night or a child’s
hand tear up. Its roots are deep and
firm. Attack it and you ’ll know. The
lion behind the bars may not alarm you,
but unfetter him and you are helpless.
Attack any of the great ethnic faiths—
Buidhisw, with its 300,000,000, or Islam-
is.n, with its 180,000,000, and you are at
once convinced of the magnitude of the
power of superstition, by which so large
a part of the earth is enslaved. All honor
then, to those souls who, in self-denial
and obloquy and suffering, are heroically
waging a conflict with error. How nu-
merous are the forms this enemy, sin,
assuwes, and how strong its antagonistic
force. We believe in a personal devi
If he is not. you have no personal Christ]
because the same lahguage is applied to
both. Evaporate the word Satan into a
mere evil influence and you, by the same
dangerous process, empty the bible and
rob us of an actual personal Christ. We
are told whenever Napoleon entered fresh’
territory he spread a map ‘upon the
ground, and upon his knees he pondered
it until he made himself familiar with all
its features. He knew the rivers, with
their bridges and fords; the hills, with
their ravines ; the villages, with their po-
sition and relation to adjacent towns.
He then planned his mode of attack,
And so, friends, we meet a foe upon life’s
great battle field, whose acquaintance
with our constitutional weakness and
temper, appetites and propensities, is as
vast as his wiles and stratagems are de-
lusive and ensnaring. How often he
meets us! How often he tempts 1 *How
often he conquers! Fresh from this day.
in and day-out contest, with the smell ‘of
the battle still upon us. Fresh from an-
other week of noble warfare and heroic
struggle. Fresh from a battle-field where
each one has had to wage a personal con-
flict. OUne contending with a powerful
passion, another with the b ‘setting sin—
unbelief, another with temptations from
without, another with internal doubts and
abomniable suggestions of the adversary -
What need we most? Brethren, it is not
a system we trust in, but a person. Our
heart “cries out for the living God.”
Each devout soul says longingly, “ I would
see Jesus.” Happy is that soldier whose
eye is ever more steadfastly fixed upon
our great personal Captain. Inte our
midst he comes this morning, clad in that
same military garb and holding thatsame
drawn sword, as he was seen by Joshua
many years ago, over against the walls ef
Jericho ; and, asin one of the Napoleonic
wars on the Peninsula, a corps of British
troops were being so sorely pressed and

——
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began to waver, suddenly Wellington

his hand inspired a courage and confi-
dence which brought a grand victory;
80, to the equipped warriors under the
ensign of the cross, a sight of Christ, lends
new inspiration and hopefultiéss.

Our Captain is a congueror. On yon-
der mountain top; in youder wilderness,
on yonder temple pinnacle, his thrice
won victory over the devil proves his con-
quering power. In yonder land where,
in the days of his flesh, he knew and felt
the temptation to which we are subject—
but he did not sin. In yonder sepulchre
he laid aside his grave-clothes and rose
victorious over death. He is a conqueror
and knows no defeat. Hence that tre.
mendous bugle-blast which sounded from
the lips of the Apostle Panl.  “Nay! in
all these thinigs we gpe more than con-
guerors through him who loved us.”
Friends, here then we have a Captain
whom we may trust; a Captain whose
sword is mighty to conquer; a Captain
whose armor yields to no dart; a Captain
who insures you victory and conquest ; a
Captain who never rétreats; a Captain
always with you, leading you from con-
quering unto conquest. Let Jericho's
fortifications, then, tower heavenward ;

her citizens resist with mighty foree, but,
see, yonder stands the strange warrior!
Who art thou? Art thou for us or for
our adversaries? “ Nay; but as Captain
of the host of the Lord am. I now come.”

More keenly than other American
writer has Hawthorne seen into the hu-
man heart, and he so,newhere remarks
that the human face is never so beautiful
#is shen the sou) has'passed through so.ue
great struggle ; when it has triumphed in
this grest uhseeh battlefield there is seen
ig thefestures a sort of divine irradiation,

ch as shone in Jacob's fece after his
night of wrestling prayer, when the morn-
ing light breaking over the mountains of
Gilead revealed in his features
that celestial halo which is sai
to have crowned them. So, all
moral beauty is secondary. It comes
from conflict and victory. The boy David,
the stone-slinger, became the man David,
the monarch. The persecutingSaul, after
a three days’ conflict with self, becamne
the preacher Paul. We are told that in
far-off forests, and on Alpme peaks, and
on everlasting icebergs, are found flowers
which have no fragrance ; but to which,
when care, skill and patience are layished
upon them, a secopdary nature is given ;
and in our conservatories we have then
swost.as well as fair. It is needful for us
oftentimes to be brought under frans
Jorming influences. Man is' made for
spiritual beauty; hence the need
of this stern discipline of conflict
God is giving us our proper share of it.
The world is full of it. The young man
as he opens his father’s door to step out
into life, meets it at once. The battle
rages everywhere. On which side are
we? For the right or the wrong? For
the truth or for error? For light or for
darkness? Art thou for us or for our ad-
versaries ?

Fellow-soldiers of the cross! Be not
discouraged. Sin opposes you to be
sure, the devil meets you in fierce con-
fliet, and temptations assail you and trials
‘heset you and difficulties oppose you.
Bugt what tho’ the battle rages and within
are fears and without are enemies. Hast
though an armour? Hast thou a sword ?
Hast thou a Captain? Hast thou faith ?
Every conflict will bring you into closer
and sweeter sympathy with Christ and
-He, too, comes so near us.  He hears the
cry of every wounded man and flies to
the relief of the ready-to-perish ones. Up
then and once more into the battle. To
that weak one God says, “My grace is
sufficient for thee.” To this bereaved
follower he whispers, “ All things will
work together for good to thein that fear
God.” To that disheartened one the
tender message comes, “Thou hast a little
strength and hast kept my word. Hold
that fast which thou hast that no man
take thy crown.” To this whole company
of blood-bought followers comes pealing
down over Heaven’s battlements this
morning the thrilling command,
“Be ye faithful unto death and
I will give you the crown of
life. . He that overcometh shall eat the
tree of life in the paradise of God.” How
grand will be the celestial triumph when
Jesus shall bring his victorious hosts into
glory.

Actions for breach of promise are rare
in Germany. A Miss Constance Kirsch-
ner recently brought an action of this
kind against her faithless swain, a gold-
smith, named Mr. John Fundel, in which
she sued for the fulfilment of his promise,
or, alternatively, damages to the amount
of $750. - In the present state of the law
in Germany, the Court could not award
the fair plaintiff any pecuniary compen-
sation ; but the defendant was formally
adjudged to be guilty of breaking his
promise, and, further, legally bound to
marry his betrothed. This judgment
having been duly communicated to all
the matrimonial courts in the empire,
Miss Kirschner has the satisfaction of
knowing that, if her truant lover-will not
marry her,”he cannot marry any other

lady in Germany.

rode in among them, and with a wave of |

let the walls be flint or iron or brass ; let).

Some New Geegraphy.

Of what is the surfage of the earth
composed ?

Of corner lots, mighty poor roads, rail-
road tracks, base-ball grounds, cricket
fields and skating rinks.

What portion of the Globe is water ?

About three-fourths. Sometimes they
add a little gin and nutmeg to it.

What is a town ?

A town is a considerable collection of
houses and inhabitants, with four or five
men who “run the party” and lend money
at fifteen per cent. interest.

What is a city ?

A city is an incorporated town, with a
Mayor, who thinks that the whole esrth
shakes when he happens to fall flat on a
crosswalk. :

What is commerce ?

Borrowing $5 for a day or two, and
dodging the lender for a year or two.

Name the different. races.

Horse race, boat race, hicycle race and
racing sround to find a man to indorse
your note.

Into how many classes is mankind
divided ?

Six; being enlightened, civilized, half-
ravage, too utter, not-worth-a-cent and
Indian agents.

‘What nations are called enlightened ?

Those which have had the most wars,
the worst laws and produced the worst
criminals.
 How many motions has the earth ?

That’s according to how you mix your
drinks and which way you go home.

What is the earth’s axis?

The lines passing between New York
and Chicago.

What causes day and night ?

Day is caused by night getting tired:
out. Night is caused by everybody tak-
ing the street car and going home to
supper. o

What is a mariner’s compass ?

A jug holding four gallons.

)
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A PICNIC SPOILED.

Up over the cloud-kissed hills came the
lazily drifting clouds of white smoke from
the little village that nestled so cozily in
the valley below. In every tree the birds
were singing their maddest, merriest lays,
in every nook and corner of the moss-
covered bank that stretched away fron
the rippling brook that glided through
Pecatonica Hollow the red ants were be-
ginning to gather. A gay party of youths
and maidens—rosy-cheeked daughters
of the country—were assembled near the
foot of a huge oak whose sturdy branches
and gigantic trunk had braved the storms
of acentury. Fairest among all the joyous
party was Lurline Leary—bright-eyed Lur
line, with hair of sunny gold and cheek of
damask. Butsheissad now. With solemn
mien and averted gaze she calls from the
laughing throng her schoolate, Jennie
Junebug, and whispers a few vrordsin her
left ear. Jennie turns deadly pale.
“Great Heavens! Lurline,” she said,in a
voice choked with fear, “can it be so?”

“It is,”replies the girl. “Why, what is
the matter with you two?” inquires Cleo-
patra Corcoran.

Lurline bendsover her and says in low,
solemn tones :

“The red ants have got into the sand-
wiches.”

Thus endeth the first picnic.—Chicago
Tribune. iy
————

Naraneg, Ont., March 28—A most hor-
rible murder was committed in the
Tichborne House barn here this morning.
Maggie Howie, of Morven, Ernestown
Township, while milking, was struck on
the top of the head with an axe, Kkilling
her instantly. The murderer is supposed
to be Michael Lee, of Perth, who had
been hostler at the Tichborne House all
winter. The deceased was kitchen girl,
and it is rumored was engaged to Lee,
but they had some difficulty and it is
supposed Lee, in a fit of jealousy oranger,
struck heron the head with the axe
while she was milking. The deceased
not returning as usual, the cook became
anxious, and went in search of her,
finding her on the floor quite dead, but
still warin. Lee was nowhere to be found.

THE MURDERER CAPTURED.

Lee, the murderer of Maggie Howie,
was caught about two and ahalf miles
from here: He was making his way to-
wards Kingston along the railroad track
through the wood. He offered very little
resistance when he was captured, but
tried to commit suicide by falling on the
ground and striking his head against
large stones, but was prevented from
carrying out his intentions. His fore-
head is badly cut and bleeding. ' He is
now lodged in the police station.

—
OraL INsTrRUCTION A FAILURE.-A teacher

in one of the public schools was giving
an oral lesson to her class one day this
week, and having minutely detailed the
characteristics and appearance of a bear,
she asked the children if they knew the
name of the animal she had been
describing. Many hands were raised,
and a little girl with animated tone called
out “a duck.” That teacher thinks oral
instruction a failure.

A STORY OF JENNIE LIND.

Lucy Hamilton Hooper, in a recent
Paris letter, tells the following anecdote
of Jenny Lind: “A baron told me of a
scene that he witnessed at the opera long
years ago, the trial-hearing of a pale, plain
girl, with abundant fair tresses and great
blueeyes. He brought, by his descripton,
the scene vividly before me; the dimly-
lighted house, the fair-haired child upon
the stage, and in the proscenium lox,
superb and haughty, the’ splendid prina
donna of the day,Rosina Stoltz,whose em-
pire over the opera and the heart of its
manager was so supreme that none of the
operas composed for the Grand Opera in
those days contain n.ore than one female
rele of any importance, as witness ‘La-
Favonta ,’ ‘La Reine de Chypre,’etc. The
song ended, Mine. Stoltz leaned over and
said something to ths manager, who ad-
vanced to the young singer, expressing in
polite and empty phrases his re gret that
her talents and her voice were unsuited to
the requirements of the Grand Upera. She
heard him in silence, and folding her mod-
est shawl about her she glided from the
stage. Arrived at the exit door, ‘I bid you
adieu, Monsieur,’ she said quickly. ‘One
day you will implore me to return, but I
never will return. I shall neversing again
in Paris.’ A few years later, when every
opera director in Paris was at that young
girl's feet praying her to accept any pos-
sible terms, the memory ofthat night
stood between hier and the Parisian public,
and deprived Paris of the delight of ever
listening to the greatest singer of the
century,for the pale, blue-eyed maiden was
Jenny Lind.”

Rouver oN TENors.—A German musical
contemparary publishes an anecdote, the
humor of which will be specially appre-
ciated by foreign tenors on the lookout
Jfor American engagements. Five singers

| éngaged by a well-known opera inpresario

for a tour through South America met on
board the ocean steamer in which their
berths had been taken and made the dis-
covery, greatly to their surprise, that they
were all tenors and members of the same
company. Unable to conjecture what
the inpresario could have in view in pro-
viding five tenors, they went to his cabin
and demanded an explanation. “Don’t
trouble yourselves, gentleinen, about my
arrangements; I know what I a n about.
I shall want you all five. ‘Soon after you
get aoross, three, if not four of you, will
die of fever, and I shall be dependent
upon the survivor for all my first tenor -
parts. Experience in tropical and sub-
tropical tours has taught me the neces-
sity of providing against accidents. Con-
sider what a splendid professional pros-
pect I am opening out to at least one nf
your number. Good morning, gentle-
inen.” .

A strange discovery has been made im
the Berg or Castle at Vienna. There isa
certain lofty gallery leading from the
chambers of the Crown Prince to the
chapel, and the walls of this passage are
lined with historical pictures of an im-
mense value. This gallery is neither very
well lighted nor much used, and the pio-
tures have only been placed there because
of their great size. Workmen have lately
been employed in repairing the tele-
graphic communication between the dif-
ferent parts of the vast building,. and m
the course of their labors a skylight over-
looking this corridor has been opened,
whereby prying sunrays have been able
to stream upon the dark canvases. Te
the horror of the Captain of the palace,
who is the responsible personage, the
eyes of all the figures of these pictures
have been found to be cut out, so that
staring holes are left. The perpetratoer
of this piece of vandalism is as unknown
as the motive which induced the act.

AnorsEr Hoax oN THE LoNDoN “Times."
—Not many wecks ago the world was
startled by the announcement thatin the
report of a speech in the 7/mes ot Sir
William Harcourt, M. P., in the House of
Comunons, a most filthy interpolation had
been inserted by somne co.npositor or
person in the T'imes oftice. A rigid search
failed to tind the offender, and a whole-
sale dismissal of employes was the con-
sequence. Since then every precautiom
has been taken in every department of
the Times, but it has been caught agam
notwithstanding. This time the proof
reader must bear the blame. In the
Times of February 21, the following
notice appears: “On the 20th inst., at 27
Park Lane W., the wife of Albert Edward
of a son.” The house belongs to General
Macdonald, but was recently let to a well
known fashionable beauty. There is but
one Albert Edward in Englan 1.

BEm e e W T

There is but little poaching on the
Sandringham estates. If a man needs &
dinner there and wants a rabbit, he has
only to ask for one and his request is
granted. The Priii-¢ of Wales has for
bidden his labour«:~ io trespass and shoot
for themselves, but has ordered his keep-
ers always to supply a rabbit to any
labourer on the estate, and if none are at
hand, the keepers are to goout and shoot

one.




