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Afghanistan.

The Afghans first made the acquaintance
of the English in 1809. Napoleon had been
intriguing in Persia, in consequence of which
the Hon. M. Elphinstone was sent as envoy
to Shah Shuja.  This man afterwards be-
came a refugee in British tenitory, and m
1838 an expedition under Sir J. Keane ad-
vanced through the Bilan Pass for the pur-

e of re-establishing him upon the thione.
andahar was taken in April, 1839, aud
Shah Shuja was crowned. On tha second of
November, 1841, a revolt broke out at Ka-
bul, and Mayor Buvines and other officers
were murdered. Ou the 6th of Jannary,
1842, began that disastrous retreat, from
which Dr, Brydone alone reached J alalabad,
General Pollock forced the Khybar Puss,
and relieved Jalalabad on the Ilit.'l‘n of April,
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1842. On the 15th Sept , he p
Kabul where he was joined by General
Nott. The army fina'ly evacuated the
country in December, 1842, In 1848, the
Afghans_joined the Sikhs in their revolt
against the British. In January, 1855, a
treaty was made at Peshawar. During the
Indian mutiny Dost Mahommed, the ruler
of Afghanistan, remained taithiul, though
his tidelity wis strongly tried. =The pre-
sent ruler of the whole of Afghanistan, and
Afghan Turkestan with Baidakshan as a tri-
butary, is Shere Ali Khan. In 1870 in a
correspondence between the Russian and
English governments, the Oxus from its
source in Lake Sirikal to the western limit
of Balkh was recognized as the frontier of
Afghan dominion. Such is a very brief out-
line of the relaci I sn - Afghani
and Britain since they first beeame known
to each other in 1809.  Recent events have
brought the former comparatively little
known country into greater prominence.

Afghanistan is a mountainous eountry ly-
ing to the N.W. of India, and extending
about 62° to 70° E long, and from to
5° N. lat. It extreme length from N. t,
8. isabout 450 miles, and from E. to W. it
stretches about 600 miles. Ic is -InnFe
quadril | plateau iderably b er
than it is long.

Ridges of high and rugged mouptains
bound it on the N. and E., on the south the
valleys of two rivers the Lora and the Hel-
mand separate it from Biuchistan. The
western boundary from the intersection of
the Lake of Seistan runs as a general thing
almost due north, till it meet the spurs of
the Safed Koh which form ypart of the
Northern boundary. The country falls nat-
urally iato six divisions, embracing the
high central part of the table-land on which
stands Ghazoi ; the Kabul Basin; the upper
and lower Helmanl bas ns; the basin of

the river Herat; inl the eastern par. ol
the table-land draining towards the In-
dus,

Afghanistan cannot boast of many large
rivers, and what there are are scarcely navi-
gable. In fact 1t may be sad that for prac
tical purposes there is no navigable country.
The Kabul river is the most important one

It is betwern 250 and 300 miles in length,
and below its junction with the Kuner river
is both deep und broad. The curreat, how-
ever, is very swift. Below Jalulabad, boats
of 50 tens can be navigs The usual
way of crossing is by fecr There are
also fords, but thess are availuble only ‘in
the dry season.  Other rive s are the el
mand, the Lora, and the Tarrah.

Numerous tribes dwell in this wild, moun-
tainous country. Of these the wost impor-
tant are the Afghans, properly so called.
The distinction between them and the so-
called Pathans, is not wily pointed

M.

out, the two resembling cne another very
much indeed, both in language, customs and
other respects, and scoming to be essential-

ly of the same stock. They are fine athletic
follows, tall, muscular, wcll-proportioned
and developed ; their complexion is fair,

and they wear the full and towing beard;
their features are very aquiline, and the
Jewish cast of countenanc: s strikingly no-
ticeable, especially amony the women.  To
a stranger they at first appear very pre-
possessing, & frank, manly, open mauner
they have about them, contributing largely
to make a foreigner have a better opinion of
them than they really deserve.  On closer

acquaintanceship their trae character comes
out, and shows them as they really un-
scrupulous in every kind of wickedn per-
juring themselves on the least excuse, terri-
bly vindictive, vain and treacherous. Cus
tomn compell them to treat a stiaucer with-

in their own household with respect, They
nevertheless cousider him as fair game
as soon as he has gone. They are

inured to bloodshed from their infancy,
and are careless of death. Hardiness and
sobriety are among their better characteris-
tics. No true Afghan will engage in trade,
Agriculture and war take up all their atten-
tion, and alone are considered worthy of a
man, The soil in many places is extremely
fertile, and with good cultivation might be
made to produce abundant crops. The
country has ail the advantages to be derived
from variations of soil and climate. In
many places there is an Indian temperature
uearly all the year round. In other parts
the weather is more moderate, and on the
whole the climate of Afghanistan may be
set down as one of the linest in

the productions of the country
rice, melons, madder and  tobacco.
he fruit crop is of ygreat importance
forming as it does tae principal food of a
a large part of the people. Mulberries aze
ked in skins for

sometimes dried and pac
winter use. i 'l
and the ) HUMErous.

Afghanistan is rich in minerals or thought
to be %o at any rate, although few of them

own very largely,

are worked. G silver, copper, iron and
lead are found. ¢ sulphate, silicate of
zine, and nitre alro occur. The yew, the

hazel, the juniper, the walnut, the oak, the
alder, and the ash are founl among the

trees.  Assafwtida and manua form part of
the principal exports. As regards govern-
ment the countiy 18 nominally under one

chief, but the Sirdars as the leaders of the
different districts are called are particularly
independent.  There is no such thing as

unity. Everyone is ready at any time to
plunge into war as ambition or revenge may
prompt him. The Afghans in their political

wstitutions are < wratical. A code of
law, rude it may t ot understood and ac-
knowledged by every one is the connecting
boud of society, and each cousiders himsell
personally intercsted in preventing any in-
tringement of this. Iu religion the Afghans
are orthodox Mah.:»medans, and, as a rule,
more tolerant than their co- %

other places,

- oo
. Poets’ Children.

The fates of the families of the English

sets are rather peculiar. Shakspeare and
Milton each died without a son, but both
leit daughters, and both names are now ex-
tinct. Shakspeare was toon so. Addison
had an only cﬁ:ld, a daughter, a girl of some
tive or six years at her father's death, She
died unmarried, at the age of eighty or
more. Farqubar left two girls dependent on
the friendship of his son' Wilkes, the actor,
who stood nobly by them while he lived.
They had a small pension from the Govern-
ment, nuq had long outl_ived t'heir fn‘ther,

seen his

ed ; both died unmarried. The son and
daughter of Coleridge both died childless,
The two sous of Sir Walter Scott died with-
out children—one of two daughters-died an-
married, and the Scotts of Abbotsford and
Waverly are now represented by the children
of a daughter. How little unu{d Scott fore-
see the sudden failure of male issue? The
poct of the Fairie Queen lost a child when
very young by fire when the rebels burned
his house in Ireland. Some of the poets had
sons and no daughters. Thus we read of
Chaucer's son, of Dryden’s sons, of the sons
of Burns, of Allan Ramsey’s son, of Dr.
Young’s son. Ben Jonson survived all his
children, Some, and those among the great-
est, died unmarried—Butler, Cowley, Ot-
way, Prior, Pope, Gay, Thompson, Aken-
side, Shenstone, Collins, G ay, Goldsmith
and Rogers.
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Jottngs.

Talking of ch and championsl

SONNET.
BY P 8. SALTUS,

Ot through th » maz2s of the Roman mrt
And quaint Prastevere | ha slone,
And in Saint Peter's, miracie of stone,
Have felt the awe of God pervade my heart.
The stately city in its every part
s to mine eyes its grandest splerdours shown
Its loves, and pains, and suff rings I huve known,
Tts dizzy carnival, its ) erless art
The Vatican recalls delicious da;
And, w.th the flawless,
Through august rui
But uh ! I marvel st all, yet dare not pruise—
vonder green Campagna she lies dead,
viiat is Rome's maguificence to me !

A MAYFAIR MYSTERY.

non o'erhead,
wandered free :

BY JAMES PAVN,
IL
DUBITATION. 1

laded

had arrived, except the one for whom all
eyes were strained, all ears upon the stretch.
The Baroness sent for Cyril and suggested
that a messenger should be dispatched to
Buckingham Palace to ioquire the cause of
the delay.

“ That would be madness,” was his reply;
“t5 be hurried would be intolerable "to his
Imperial Majesty. He would probably cut
the messenger’s head off.™

The Bironess would not have minded that
if he would only have started ‘or Kvelyn
Ldge immediately afterwards, and 1t was
with some difficulty that she refrained from
taying so.

However, she had not much longer to
wait. There was a clatter of hoofs at the
door, greater than auy that had preceded it,
and a wild cheer broke forth from the crowd
assemblod without.

At last the Shah had come.

Through the long hall of marble, between
the banks of flowers and the rows of sta-
tnes, the Baroness could perceive his dusky
Majesty coming slowly towards her, follow-
ed i;y the officers of his household. On one
side, but a little behind, wxlk‘et‘l! Jack £:~
layne, thesupernumerary or “ flying inter-
pe{ter, " as h.pa himself. The presence
of this it gave the B: almost

Preparations for the Ball, which i
a fete in 80 much of the garden as the throw-
ing out of the ball-room had spared, were
completed in ample time. A whole army
of work-people had occupied the house
for days, and absolutely nothing wap
omitted which could insure the success of
an entertai which the fashionabl
pers had described beforehand as of *‘unique
magnificence ;" and yet the Baroness was
consumed with anxiety lest there should be
» screw loose, the least screw anywhere.
The greatness of the occasion was too su-
preme for prsitive enjoyment, She wished
in her heart —as a hostess generally does in
similar circumstances—that the whole thing
was over, and that she might begin to talk
about it.  * Would it were supper-time and
all were well ” 18 an aspiration that most
persons in ‘her position are prone to echo ;
only in her case the supper itself was a dif-
fieulty, because no one could give her any
certain information as to what his Imperial
Majesty liked in the way of food, or how he
chose to eat it, except that he used his Im-
perial fin_ers instead of a fork. A little ta-
ble was put apart for him, just as one is
placed for conjurers at juvenile entertain-
ments, aud everything rich and rare that
earth and air could furnish was provided to
tempt his Imperial palate.  Some wicked
wagy (friends, I am sorry to say, of Cyril's)
had suggested that nautch girls were indis-
peusable to dance before him as he sat at
table ; and the Baroness would have taken
the matter 1nto serious consideration, and
had the whole corps de batlet from the
an Opera, had it not been for Cyril.
was also a question whether he did si
ble ; and a pile of Persian carpets was kept
in readiness, in case it should be fouud that
he could not ba comfortable in a chair.
Can't sit ina chair !” exclaimed the Ba-
ron, to whom this piece of information was
vouchsafed on that eventful morning. ““ Ah,
that comes of putting him on horseback at
the review, I suppose.”

“My dear Baron,you are ridiculously ig-
notant,” suid the lady. ““ Don't you kuow
that Persians never sit down at home—that
is, except cross-legged "

“ Bless my soul I said the Baron. For
the tirst time he hadl begun to entertain a
ray of interest in their expected guest.

cy a fellow with his legs crossed — lik
a cheque !"
At that moment a telogram —he used to

have one about every half-hour —arrived for
Cyril,

““ What is it about ?"" asked the Baroness
excitedly. *‘ You look annoyed.  Nothing
has happened, I do hope !” and she held out
her hand for the missive.

But Cyril had already torn it up into
small pieces. It seems,” smd he, * that
chibouks must be provided for the Shah and
all his suite.”

““What does that mattor? What are
chibouks * Do you mean to say they can't
be got "

The Baroness had dreadful suspicions that
they were animals peculiar to Persia, sacred
to the sovereign, and without which he
never moved, like white elephants in Bur-
mah.

“They are only Estern pipes,” langhed
Cyril.

““Then send for five-and-forty of the best
that can be procnred,” said the Baroness.
“Why on earth should that annoy you, Cy-

ril? Upon my word, you looked so queer
that it gave me quite a turn.”
““ Weil, these l“ersmn fellows are a dirty

lot, you know, as Jack remarks’ (Jack was
Jack Delayne, in the Foreign Otlice, who
had sent the telegram), “‘and I was think-
ing that they'd spoil your new carpet.”

" Carpet !” echoed the Bironess scorn-
fully ; ** what siguities about the carpet *”
I suppose I had better not come home
to dinner to-day, my dear,” remarked the
Baron mildly, as he rose from his chair,

“ Dinner ! repea she, with even

reater scorn. ‘‘ The idea of a man think-
ing of his dinner who has got the Shah of
Persia coming to sup with him !"

For a few minutes afterwards Cyriland his
beloved object were left alone in the conser-
vatory together.

“Cyril,” said she, “ you have not de-
ceived me ; you would never have changed
colour if that telecram had becn only about
the chibouks. What was it about *”

He whispered something in her ear which
made her turn as pale as the camellias
ameng which they stoo l ; she tottered, and
would have fallen ; and as there was no-
where for her to fall except upon the tessela-
ted pavement, Cyril considerately opened
his arms, and she fell into them.

““Oh, my l%mcimm gooduness !” were her
first words, It would be a breach of contfi-
dence to repeat the conversation further,
which was carried on in tender murmurs.
Suffice it to record its conclusion,

““ You are quite, guite sure, Cyril darling,
that the man will come ?"

“1 will lay my life upon it, sweetest.
Y our dear mother shall not Ye disappointed
s0 far.”

DELECTATION,

The day ot our Baroness’ delight only be-
gan to dawn after it had been long over for
the majority of her fellow-creatures. The
Shah was not expected at Evelyn Lodge
till eleven o’clock p.m., and his movements
were 80 erratic that he might not make his
appearance till even a yet later hour, Long
before eleven o'clock, however, and indeed
immediately after the time named in the iu.
vitation for the ball, Evelyn Lodge was
thronged with rank and fashion. The Ba-
von and Baroness stood to receive their com-
pany on either side of the ball-room door,
which opened upon the great hall ; the for-
mer behaved like a well-constructed autom-
aton ; his Lead inclined, his lips parted with
a smile, he put out his hand and arm like a
pump-handle at every arrival. The lady,
on the other hand, had, it was evident, her
heart in the matter ; she had a gracious look
and a pleasant word (pretty much the same
look and the same word, it must be owned,
however) for everybody ; but when anybo-
dy very ificently was d
the lrrllv;l :fthel Duchess of Doldrum, for

it may be remarked that ever since the de-
feat of the Torontos by the Caughnawagas,
the latter fancy themselves cock-o'-the-
walkers,

Toronto’s cup of happiness is now full. In
addition to her ex-M. P.’s, ex-Mayors, and
ex- Aldermen, she has now got her ex-hibition

~to pay for.

Customer (to tailor). Guess I’ll in-vest
in that waistceat. - What's your quot-ation ?

Tailor, It's worth $3.75, sir,

Customer. Is that true-sir ?

Blood will tell. —*“ Oh,"” she exclaimed to
her fellow, ** you can keep your presents if
you can give me nothing better than a trashy
15-cent dime novel.”

An Irishman recently sent a post card ap-
plying for a situation, and put a 3c. stamp
on it, and said : ““ Plea-e find enclosed 3e.
stamp for reply.”

A LINE in one of Moore’s songs runs thus:
“Qur couch shall be roses, bespangled with
dew.” To which a sensible girl replied :
“It would givo me the rheumatiz, soft

examp a step over the

hreshold, beckoning with an imperious ges-
ture her lord and master to do the like. This
latter manceuvre was repeated about twenty
times ; the ordinary welcome movements
about eight hundred. So the papers had
not been far wrong in predicting that there
would be a thousand persons of rank and fa-
shion at Evelyn Lodge that night, including
many of very emiunent distinction; there
were even rumours of the presence of a royal
duke (the circulation of which, between
ourzelves, cost the Baronessa pren{pexm A
but that was merely a little garnish to the
affair. Her imperial guest, as she delighted
to call him, was an attraction that could
afford to be independent of all others,

In the mean time Cyril ylarke and some
of his trusty friends did their very best to
sot things agoing ; the music struck up, and
a few guid dances were got through ;
but there was a sense of expectation upon
all the company that dulled it and forbade
enjoyment. ey could dance and eat and
drink and go to a garden fete any day of the
‘week ; but they had come to Evelyn Lodge
to meet the Shah of Persia. At a quarter

would you.”

past eleven the last guest of the Patterinis

as much pleasure as that of her Imperial
uest himself ; for she knew about as much

rench as the Shah did, and could never
have never made herself intelligible to him
without assistance. It had cost her days
to make up her mind what to say to him, for
dreadful tales had been told her of his
quickness to take offence ; how somebody,
for example, had observed to_him that the
sun was very bright; to which he had re-

lied thgt that was more his (the Shah’s)
ﬁx)k«nu than that of the person making
the observation, inasniuch as the sun was
his object of worship. She had resolved, af-
ter much cogitation, to say, Welcome to
our humble roof, your Imperial Majesty,”
and then leave him to choose his own topics
of conversat on.

«1 don't think much of his suit,” observ-
ed the Barou, beneath his breath. He meant
his suite—which was certainly smaller than
might have been exp:cted—but he pro-
nounced the word like a suit of clothes.

“What would you nave " replied the
Baroness angrily.  *‘ Look at his fez cap ;
look at his sabre; he is one blaze of diamunds
and every diamond worth a million at the
very least.”

The Baron shook his head; he very seldom
dared to do so at anything his wife observ-
ed, but upon a question of money’s worth
he cons dered he had some right to an opin-
ion, He thought within his breast that if
his distinguished guest should be driven to
raise money upon his persounal apparel, a
million would be a long price for the whole
ot 1t,

The general style of progression of the
Shah of Persia when put in motion was,
as everybody knew by that time, a species of
imbecile shamble that at once distinguished
him from the common herd ; but on the pre-
sent occasion it was remarked that he mov--
ed with a certain dignity—ill-natured pers
sons said because he was aware that he was
performing an act of unusual condescen-

sion in coming to Evelyn Lodge at
all.  This dignity, combined - with the
splendour of his garments, which glis-

tened like a suit of mail with precisus stones
made lis progress up the hall, as the Baron-
ess said, ‘‘a traly Imperial spectacle.” His
attendants glistened little less than himself,
and would have cast the tlying interpreter,
in his ordinary evening clothes, quite into
the shade, but for the extraordinary bright-
ness and intelligence of Jack's eyes. He
was a person not easily depressed by hered-
itary greatness of any kind, and was accus-
tomed to describe! his peregrinations with
the Shah, in confidence, as ** a jolly lark.’
On the present occasion, whondavarybody
else was on tenter-hooks of eeremony
and sublime expectation, and the Baroness
was, as she afterwards confussed, ‘‘ready to
drop” with an overpowering sense of per-
sonal responsibility, Jack was . evidently
quite at ease. His eyes roved hither and
thither, and presently fixed themsalves on
Cyril Clarke with such an expression of
comic enjoyment as brought a look of severe
reproof into his friend’s face.

“ Welcome to our humble roof, your Im-
perial Majesty,” observed the Baroness, in
a clear, triumphant voice, at the same time
advancing three steps to meet her august
visitor.

The Shah's arms fell Mt on his sides, and
he bowed profoundly.

“ His Imperial Majesty bids me say that
he is very glad to come,” said Jack, in re-
spectful tones, ““and that he congratulates
you upon the weather,”

Then the Baron came forward.

“Proud to see your Majesty, I'm sure,
Ho‘n- it won't be the last time.”

This was the observation he was accus-
tomed to make te every guest to whom he
wished to be civil, and he had not the fac-
ulty enjoyed by the Poet-Laureate and

others of gracefully varying his thascn.
“ Impossible; starts for Teheran to:
night,” whispered Jack hastily. Then

aloud, in grave and deferential toune, he
added, * His Imperial Majesty reciprocates
your good wishes, but is not inclined for
prolonged conversation upon a ny topic.”
This was an immeaose relief to the hostess
who; with her rounded arm—on which he
kept his eyes fixed as though it were some
species of sausage forbidden to the true be-
licver—linked in that of her distinguished
guest, began to make a progress through the
rooms. The Shah looked exquisitely un-
comfortable ; his face betrayed that mix-
ture of fear and fierceness peculiar to Eais-
tern despots when in European society, and
every now and then be addressed his inter-
preter in the Persian language in a tone of
manifest dissatisfaction, Only when Myra
came forward to be introduced to him did
he show any symptoms of interest. She was
generally mistress of herself, and on thisoc-
casion manifested a calmness and dignity
that were beyond all praise. The Duchess,

him off, the bette
visitor

ancestor in the Arabian Nights, who was

upon an enchanted carpet.

to her that he was likely to go to T

and yet the air would be certain to disagree
with him.

“There are some chibonks, Mr. D layne,”
she whispered ; ** 1f you think——

““Not for worlds,” answered the interpre-
ter hastily. ““Get a cu

coffee ; then make the hnns

thing—and I'll get him away.
The coffse was bronght. “The Shah look-

sure, as though he detected chi i.ol:
a drowning fly, and then kicked i

the attendant’s hand. Fortunately at that
instant the band struck up a wild and piere-
ing Eastern air, and, assisted—i ‘oom-

with an unex|
gles, like the knight at chess,
entrance hall e Biron hastened forward
to escort him, but his politeness had nearly
cost him dear, for the Kastern potentate,
mistaking the object of his haste, and ever
son the watch for treachery, half drew his
sabre, and yelled something in the Persian
tongue which sounded uncommonly like an
execration. Jack hurried him through the
hall; closely followed by his two prime min-
isters, or whatever they were, and at the
door found the royal carriage in waiting,
which whirled him off to the palace.

Everybody said that nothing had been
more characteristic of the illustrious visitor,
more redolent of Kastern customs, than the
mode of his departure, His breaking the
coffee-cup to symbolize how his heart was
torn at having to bid adieu to his host, his
half drawing his yataghan, as though his
despair at parting would have almost led
him to cat short his owa illustrious exist-
ence, and his manifest reluctance to leave
the house, were the themes of universal ad-
miration.

movement at right%n-
tow::%n the

still more unassailableposition ; and itis m
belief that, if he had cut the Barou’s he:
off, it would have been set down to his Ma-
jesty's geniality and condescension.

Shah that evening was dazzled and delight-
ed. The Duchess of Doldrum publicly ac-
knowledged to her hostess that she had
spent a delightful evening, and the Baron-
ess was overwhelmed with congratulations
and invitations from * the best people” in
Mayfair.

That very morning, ere the midday beams
began to stream into the deserted ball-room,
and when the mistress of Evelyn Lodge was
still sunk in dreams of greatness, Cyril
Clarke was married by special licence, in a
ueighbouring church, to Myra Patterini.

The consent ot both parsnts, as we know,
had been obtained, and had cet her scruples
quite at ease, and Cyril—who, unlike his
father-in law, wos averse to speculations or
risks of any kind—had thought it better to
settle the matter. He had been kept ‘‘hang-
ing on and off " so long that he dreaded any
more delays.

When the Baron and Baroness came down
to their dejeuner a la fourchette, they found
it was a marriage breakfast, and there was
nothing for it but to congratulate the bride
and bridegroom.

“ After the magnificent event of yester-
day, Cyril, you might have taken my appro-
bation for granted,” was the only reproof
that fell from his mother-in-law’s lips.

“M; "d:;r‘ Baroness, I did take it for

even went so fas a8 to compli-
ment him upon his sagacity. ‘‘ You are a
deuced sight” (he was certainly not a real
nobleman) ** cleverer fellow than I took you
to be,” was his very expression ; nor did his
eucouragement end in words, for he gave
him a cheque for his danghter’s dowry upon
the spot. He was not pleased with what
had happened, but he was a man who never
cried over spilled milk; when he made abad
debt he wiped it off his books, and thought
no more about it—nay, he never even spoke
1ll of his debtor.

There was still another surprise awaiting
the Baroness that morning when she came
to look at the newspaper.  In most of them
the fete of the previous night was described
in the most glowing colours, and the house
of Patterini complimented in the highest
terms upon the honour that had been con-
ferred upon 1t; but one or two had not a
word about the matter. They described the
movements of the Shah in other directions,
and announced his departure for that morn-
ing, but not a syllable did they print about
his visit to Evelyn Lodge. Those represen-
tatives of the press who had not taken ad-
vantage of the Baroness' wvitations to her
ball had quietly ignored it altogether. They
had been asked, of course ; the Baroness had
been careful to ask them all ; but some ma-
lign influences had been at work even upon
an incorruptible press, and her politeness
had been thrown away. The force of spite
and envy on the part of certain people—
people who pronounced their p's like 5's, but
who had intluence with the * babers " —
could not further go, as the little party all

Still, jas the judge observed in
the famous murder case, the testimony of
ten witnesses called to prove that they did
not see the crime commit was a smi
thing when weighed against the testimony
of one who did see it. And not only had
eight hundred psrsons of fashion seen the
Shah at Evelyn Lodge, but the representa-
tives of a dozen newspepers.

The latter fact became afterwards of great
importance, for, incredible as it may seem,
no sooner had his Imperial Majesty left
Eogland—i. e, that very afternoon—and
been thereby p d from dicti

who was a witness to the introduction, re-
marked that the Patterini girl rather over-
did it, and would have shown better taste
in manifesting a little more humility.  Bat
the Shah himself (and nobody cared for the
Duchess in comparison to him) appeared
more than satisfied.

“ After hnvmg seen your lhughtnr, Bar-
oness,” said the interpreter, huvlmperin

the t in person, than a
rumour got about that Ae Aad never been at the
Patterins ball at all!

The conflict of evidence was curions.
Eight hundred persons of fashion plus
twelve newspaper reporters on one side

the of fashion who had not been
able to obtain invitatious and all the news-
papers minus twelve upon the other. Im-
infl 1 am so! to say, even

M ijesty feels that there can be
to see worth speaking aboat, and he would
rather go home at once.”

“(io home | What does he want to go
home about? He's only just come,” whis.

red the Baroness remonstratingly. The
Shah’s atteution was fortunately eugaged
at the moment in looking at himself in a
mirror.

“ He wants to go home and think about
her—whether he can afford to buy her,” an-
swered Jack imperturbably. ‘ Don’t say
that money wou't do it, because you'll make
him angry. He is not in a sweet temper.
That’s why he’s got such a short euite,  He
has just put to death —"

“ Supper is served,’; said the major-domo,

proaching his mi with a respectful
u{;eimnw, and cutting short the sanguinary
details.

The supper was an immense success. So
far from the Shah being particular in his
food, he ate of everything. But the sherbet
which had been provided for him did not
seem to his taste.

“ What can we do?’ whispered the Bar-
oness in great distress.

“Hush ! put some brandy in it,” said
J.

ack.

“Brandy ! Why, I thought all spiritu-
ous driuks were contrary to his religi-
e

“ Of course they are; that's why he
likes them, Put lots of brandy in it.”

The Shah drank this sherbet like a fich,
As the temporal head of the Persian Church,
he abstained, however, from the chm}ngne_
which his two attendants partook of from

goblets.
he ball was proceeding by this time with
great vigcur, and everything going on pro-
pitiously.

“ Would his Imperial Majesty likea turn
in the garden ?” inquired the baroness, will-
ing that her guest should show himself to
those who were unable to penetrate the
crowd in the banqueting hall. Jack repeat-
ed the invitation, but the Shah shook his
twinkling fez.

“ He know what’s good for him, and I
don’t think the o air would quite suit
him, Baroness, He has had too much b.

lar;

and s.—brandy and sherbet. He starts to-

mense rry

that of the Lord Chamberlsin himself—was
thrown into the latter scale ; but people who
had met the Shah of Persia at lnpﬁ were
uot likely to be browbeaten out of that fact,
and the twelve newspapers, of course, stuck
to their guns. Nobody ever heard of a news-
paper acknowledging itself in the wrong, ex-
cept under pressure of an action for libal,
and the action (and the idea of bringing one
was at one time seriously debated at Evel
Lodge) would have been instituted in thi
case, if at all, by the other side. Cyril per-
suaded the Baroness, with difficulty, to treat
the scandal with the contempt it deserved,
and so the matter rested.

The divan on which the Shah had sat in
solitary state—the Persian Lone, as Jack
had called him—and the chibouk which he
would have smoked had he not taken so
much brandy with his sherbet, were pre-
served with reverent care, and shewn to
particular friends as a speeial favour for long
afterwards,

Only two things, as it seems to me, gave
any colour to the ridiculous and malicious
rumour to which I have alluded. The one
was Jack Delayne’s sudden retirement from
the Foreign Office, in consequence, it was
stated, of seme tr: jon in connection
with his Imperial ﬂljuﬁy'l visit, baut
which might, of course, have been for any
other reason, for there were plenty. The
other was even a still slighter ground for
thamndnl:iswuonlythohmm-moﬁ
the o bers of the hosssheld
Cyril Clarke, Esq., was to be seen an Eas-
tern retainer, said to have been the Persian
crossing-sweeper in Regcnt street, who dis-
appeared at the very date of the great eveat
1 have been describing—the ball at the Pat-
terini's. This was in all probability a mer-
coincidence ; and what it could ible
have to do with the Shah of Persia’s vis-
to Evelyn Lodge I' leave the reader to judge
Cyril proved an excellent son-in-law ; and
again and azain I have heard the Baron Pat-
teaini remark, that he was * a deuced sight”
&c., &c.; in fact, he had the very hi
opwion of his sagacity. He used to have
rows with his mother-in-law—who has not?
Bat with regard to the Shah of Persia, not
a word ever passed between them. As to

—— =
night for Teheran, :nd the sooner I can get

The Baroness looked at her illustrious |§
an admiration even greater than |/
before. Her mind reverted to his august

wont to make his journeys through the air
Jt did not seem

that night by other means of progression, |

of very strong
strike up some-
thing strong—the ‘ Rogue's March," or any-

ed at it for a moment with grave displea-
or
of

If a King can do nowrong, a Shah is ina

Everybody who caught a glimpse of the

s Standard.

The Clock, etc.

{FFrom the Toronto New Dominion. |

Mr, Rainsford has come to Toronto again,
and with Cathedral people that is one oc-
currence of the week or month. The young
man is good-looking, cultivates muscular as
well as Evangelical Christianity, and does
things in his own way, and not as he has
been told by tradition or the fathers. The

a ‘at the Catbedral has iy

since Mr. Rainsford came, and there is
every likelihood of the ministrations of this
new assistant of St. James being as popular
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as ever. Some wondered at the great pre-
pond: of women, ecially of
young women, who thron, the Cathedral

when Mr. Rainsford was here. Why
should they ? It was the most natural
thing in the world. Young women have in

was wrong about that
far be it from me to hint
‘was), it is certain that she knew all
abbut it from the moment that telegram
[ br.gyril, when he assured her that

that her dear mother should not
nted.”

(THE END.)

¥rom Very Low Lati-
tudes.

fs never too 1a'e to mind your own bu'siness.”

abore. When you have anything
he beckons you to stop so that

e -“lif would come, aud off-red *“ o

calls, or the scope of their husband’s busi-
ness, Of young ladies I would not trust

myself to s eritically. 1 su in
time they will become thoy ma; . ladies
conversationally the same as we have the
latter now. hen we have ladies who will
talk mod, ly well on subji i i

and intelligibfe to ordinary men we will
have more evid of ional
ability around us. The disjointed rubbish
P e, Souched sl -atamdonsd

willl be equally consigned to oblivion with
she despotism of the tyrant who ursurps all
length and boundsto say his say. A flighty
talker who skips over a dozen of snbjects
tires you beyonnd doubt; but there is ever a
prospect of an ble one coming in view,
though it be immediately renounced for
some one else. The persistent talker is a

say it, and when, as it often h
t anything good to say he fills up
with tiresome rubbish. He per-
going on with a subject when you
it put an end to, and he won't hear you
m feel like talking. Give me
listens—or the woman either,
matter, even if it is a miracle—and

¥

terrible p re in society.
“Just so,” said the Young Lady,quite sud-
denly, ** I quite agree with you there.”
The Young Boy had just rejoined usand
with hideous grimace was waking up the
occupant of the black bombazine dress by
ing her nose and mouth with a

eather.

;ﬁ-ﬁ Mll had to sa; \{vithal:-inh!.
ruption axp.noneod for past,
but I ted to say a few other t.hyi;p not

Y.

people, and i
I can't bear to listen to any one else
then. Well, I had my own way of it pretty
well in the country. My nurse and the
YoungGil wereadmirable listenersand knew
-Agoﬁﬂln;.'but the Young Boy had less
discrimingtion. In the middle of my ele-
t sentynce he wonld appear as if in fright-
ul agonid, and with demoniac howls inter-
rupt our dveet converse. He would then as
abruptly gide peaceably off saying he had a
turn for the better. Now that sort of thing
spoils onel pretty sentence. You ean't go
on with same subject for the shadow of
mockery id abroad. Only think of your
beautiful imagery—your classic quotation—
food for hideous leer or unseemly panto-
mime !

as if oppressed by innumerable cramps and
other mternal horrors with shrieks to match,
and we had a chat by ourselves undisturbed
by any such carnival. It is only in the even-
!ng that you can talk well anywhere. It is
indeed an effort to talk well atany time, and
very few accomplish it. You don’t want a
crowd of people and two persons (except in
certain occasions) are too few. If you could
get four people in this world who would be
content to divide up the language and story
of the evening it would be well, perhaps.
But you can’t. It can only be managed
with three, and then you can rule out the
bore. 1 have certain secret leanings for two
only, for if the worst comes to the worst, you
both talk at once, and I've heard a trio as-
sert themselves contemporaneously with re-
spectable success. But beyond that num-
ber some regard must be shown to your neigh-
bour, else you might be hauled up as a nui-
sance creating a riot or rout in the language
of Blackstone. It's a great pity people can't
talk in concerts just as they sing or play.
Each one could then tell his own story,
and how he took everybody else down a
ﬁeg, and no time would be lost. What a

lessing this Wwou'd be in pub'ic meetings
not to speak of the floors of Parliament and
sewing societies ! But I digress. There
were three of us, The last rays of the set-
ting sun were pencilling the western sky
just as you read in your last novel, and the
gentle warblings of some unknown bird were
entirely put in the background by the dire-
ful cat-calls of the Young Boy who, though
lost to sight, was unpleasantly near to the
hearing. My tionate nurse was attired

direction, but as if ready to be at

mwdmmm' r to a body diseased and
:i' for new world's to conquer i e-

w]

me, I ean’t know everything—and a mass of
frizzles, and seemed rand;ns to laugh immod-
erately at the most ordi thing. I'll cut
that boy’s throat,it is the recollection of his
winks and contortions that makes two-thirds
of her 5 ‘e sat there under the
shadow of the old door porch heedless of any
description of the last rayssn question, or
the honeysuckles or other stock scenery of
rural life. When people are in the most roman-
tic situations, or when their hearts throb
under the exhilirating effects produced
by a magnificent landscape, there is little or
nothing said like what we read of in descrip-
tive writers, Igive it as my experience that
1 have always been unable to pass the most
ordinary compliment or speak any appro-
priate eulogy in the presence of anything
really deserving of either. Whilst, there-
fore, the solar beauties were disregarded and
the honeysuckles ignored in silence, the
little incident of being stung by the busy
bee while looking a for ball, called forth a
torrent of exci and mayhap blasphemous
lan, that was quite disproportioned to
the sublimity of the occasion. We ate all
eloquent at times.

S ing of conversations nowadays, I
said, addressing myself to one corner of the
old homestead, | am afraid they have sadly
degenerated. ~ Somebody has said that
there have been no good talkers since the
diffusion of printing. There is more mate-
rial lying around us in the shape of elegant
muug- and pretty sayings, than we can

, and it is better in every way than the
conversations we hear. We have no need of
thinking in order to s; well, the editors
have it all cut and dry for use, we pay
them for it. The result is that each one has
a paper or 8 magazine to tali to him and
prefers it—to hiudj;gxme—to the higher and

nobler 1 of sp
in The only app h to the
old coteries where brilliant men like the
Garrick or Johnson club talked as mortals
never talked linlc‘:e. is where some lbore ‘;ll\‘-
ing digested a heavy review article inflicts
;:son a long suffering and studiously polite
rawing-room circle. (Ap&roh-ﬁon oun the
part of the Young Lady.) (Myself not notic-
this continues.) Who would exchange
this for an eveningin the Academia, where
the walking students of a gui philusopher
i ona in Homer or debat-
ed the merits of the contestants for the
Crown or criticized a statue of Phidias? Or
who would ex it for an evening in the
country house with Horace's royal patron,
when 8 speech of Hortensius, or a scene from
the great Latin Epic was the theme of con-
These were golden ages in con-
just as in the time of Louis XIV
and of Addison and Steele and
Swift in But what are we to-day
in the Iroa or perhaps the Brazen age? Take
an ud.l-ra company after dinuer. The
clergyman if he spares you a formal sermon,
will, if learned, talk so high over {onr head
that he might as well be in the pulpit. The
in the fulness of big words that
in his profession, di like
another Galen on the idiosyncrasies of the
Mdiﬁumhd' in the hos-
pital. lawyer will of triumphs on
the circuivand witnesses that he pun&d on
ern L The h will re-
vise the tariff and explain his business in
Each ones goes away under the belief
he has entertained everybody else, and

i

«

if
he

£
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saying that and Jones always ‘‘talk
and don't know a thing outside of
their own trade or profession. When a man
has any tlar by, and you get to his
house in his power, after two hours in-
tliction on in which you haven't said
three wor you out under the
im) that you are a most entertaining
fellow. He feels that he has been mjoym
the and conversation of a ** devili

L .” You are the sort of man
he wants to come and have a social chat of
‘What matters to him that his
an excuse some time before,
has deserted the both of

it a duty to entertain people.
with very small hobbies do
you are alone with them and when
ghqn:h muppy,bu;‘thi. is only a
conversation, othing, in m

inion, can reclaim men from '.hilbnbuy-

fikd

He
1,
this

The other evening he betook himself off

in respectable bombazine and looked in no
cular

uite so p I don’t just iike
what th’ Young Lady said.

General Self-Satisfaction.

e most of people one meets ar: more in-
clfed to be dissatisfied with all their sur-
‘oundings than the reverse. Their lives are
one more or less sustained grumble. They

are inclined to think they have not had fair |

play, and that their share of the good things
of this life is not at all in accordance with
their merits. The sight of their neighbour’s
prosperity makes them sick. They covet
his wife, his ox, and his ass. They are sure
the world is all topsy turvy, or they would
be higher than they are. Theynot only envy,
but they growl and they depreciate. They
have nasty disparaging stories to tell about
everybody they know. Their noses have
got into the condition of a perpetual snarl.
They show their teeth as if they were ra-
vening wolves. They cannot tinish a sen-
tence without a ““but.” Their very praises
are like the saliva of the boa constrictor,
only preparatory to wholesale swallowing.
1f a man has ever had a black mark against
him, they are sure to know it. If a woman
has ever made a wrong step, let her look oat
for squalls.

But while all this true, as every one's ex-
perience can testify, there is another pretty
numerous class who have a diseased and
withal an offensive amount of self-satisfac-
tion about them. In the language of rural
life, all their eggs have two yolks. All
their belongings are wonderful.  All their
sayings are clever. All their children are
prodigies, and all their plans succeed.
Somehow or other they edge in, in the most
serene, matter-of-fact fashion, that they and
theirs are superior people. All their stories
are plentifully sprinkled with the first per-
sonal pronoun, and all tend to show how
cool and quick they have been in all their
movements, There never was an wcident
in which they did not play tirst fiddle;
never a conversation in which they did not
bear the chief part ; never a project which
they did mot carry successiully through ;
never a wit whom they did net silence;
never a woman whom they could not win.
The most monstrously improbable things
they could have easily carried through had
they liked, and the strangest experiences
had more than a parallel in their eventful
histories, Pity their poor wives, who have
to listen to all their egotistical talk from

ear's end to year's end, and not merely to
i;mn' , but for peace sake, to appear to ad-
mire and rejoice in. Have not these poor
‘women heard at least five hundred times all
about that clever trick played en the school-
master forty years ago? Embellished, am-
plified, and recast, as that narration about
what was said and done when their hero

Personal.

a

any case a t liking for a young, good-

looking fetlow, whnngreuel well and talks

correspondingly. And when that young
to be a cl

Tue Countess Ari;t._o. the last d

fellow happ a Y , the fas-

ant of the poet, has just died at R.
aged ninety.

Tue Emperor of Brazil has invited eminent
doctors from Kurope and Rio Janeiro to
study on the spot the true character of yel-
low fever, and discover a remedy for it.
Several have accepted the call.

or. SCHLIEMAN, the explorer of the ruins
of Troy and Mycenze, claims to have discov-
ered the ruins of the ancient capital of
Ulysses’ kingdom of Ithaca. No notable
object of art yet been excavated.

WHEN Mehemet Ali Pasha, the distin-
ﬁ\hhed Turkish general, who was murdered
tely, was in Berlin, he took the opportu-
nity to visit his birth-place, Madeburg.
Here he was so tonchaf by old reminis-
cences that he declared that he should lay
down his military duties in Turkey as soon
as possible, again become a true German,
and settle for the remainder of his life in
some pleasant town in the Harta,
Tas pleasant personal is told of Lord
eld while at Berlin : Returning one
day on foot from the qur:i at
the corner of a street a flower girl, looking
auny thing but happy. He mle‘ his secre-

tary, Mr. Corry, to interrogate her, and on

| learning that she had been standing there
| since daybreak, but had sold nothing, he

rchased a rose of her, paying for it an

| pu
| g}ngliuh sovereign, to which he added a bot-

tle of Rhine wine,

IN an account of the early years of Thiers,
soon to be published in Paris, it is related
that on coming into the world he was feeble
and very small. He might have heen put
in a sabot, like the celebrated dwarf Nicolas
Ferri, who was carried to church iu an ele-
gant wooden shoe in order to be baptized.
Thiers certainly did not weigh more than
three kilograms. One peculiarity about him
is that he was not baptized in any church.
He used to relate himself that he was bap-
tizad in a cellar; for in the days of his
youth the Reign of Terror had only just
come to a close, and the priests were still
afraid to perform any ceremony in the
churches,

AMERICAN artists command a preminm
nowadays. Albani, whom we may expect
to see here by-and-by, has won the higmt
honours abroad in the train of the universal
favourite Miss Kellogg. The popular prima
donuna Minnie Hnucagia also an American,
ag is Miss Cary. In fact, the tide is setting
80 strong Westward that we may expect
presently to see singers Anglicizing their
names instead of [talianizing them, as Ras
been their fashion. On the x%rauntw stage,
too, our American ladies take foremost
rank. Mias Genevieve Ward, who has late-
ly made a successful appearatce here, has
long been acknowledged as a leading trage-
dian in England ; Clara Morris has earned a
deserved reputation ; and the youthful
Louisville beauty, Mary Anderson has im-
proved greatly since her debut last winter,
and promises to take a foremost rank in her
profession. Most hopeful of all is the fact
that these ladies enjoy an untarnished repu-
tation, and elevate the stage by their lives
as well as by their talents.

A curious woman is Mother Dildine, the
female hermit, who lives in the mountains
fifteen miles from Sutro, Nevada. Recently
she made her semi-annual visit to sell a few
eggs and lay in a scanty supply of provi-
sions. She is sixty, and has for twelve
years lived alone in the mountains, and is
perfectly h-ﬁry in living secluded from the
outside world. Her only support is that
which she derives from 200 Angora goats
and eight hens. She says she is seldom
visited by the whites, and prefers never to
see one her premises, for in nearly
every instance they tease her about her
mode of living, and after their departure
she worres over their conduct toward her.
She likes the Piutes, and even seeks their

ionshi They have never yet

fell among some sharpers btedly has
been, yet the great central facts are oh!
how familiar, and all tending to show what
smart fellows those hasbands of theirs were
long, long ago. The whole tone, the evere
look of such people seems to say, ‘‘ You're
all well enough, but dear have pity, you're
nothing like us.” The very children catch
the infection and improve on 1t.  It's aw-
ful. Self-depreciation is bad, simply abom-
inably, a bareraced fishing for a compliment.
Envying and grambling are quite as detest-
able, but of all the horrors in this weary
world, save us from those awful self-satis-
fied people, who themselves had never a
taint of original sin, and never possessed ei-
ther a ring or a relative that was not per-
fect.

B

Dramatic Notes.

Mrs, P. D. Bowers has played during the
week at Cleveland, Jane Shore being the
leading role.

Vox Burow will give a concert this month
in Berlin, at which he will play the five last
sonatas of Beethoven.

John E. Owens plays this week at the Na-
tional Theatre, Washington, in the Vietims,
Forty Winks and Our Boys. His support is
splendid.

John Lester Wallack has been offered

2,500 a week for one month by the manage-
ment of Baldwin's Theatre, San Francisco,
but he declined.

The Dramatic News accused Miss Pauline
Markham of having turned the head of its
““local seribe ” at Petrolia, and the fair
blonde has written to the News pronouncing
the story a malicious lie.

A call is made unpon all members of the
Widows’ and Orphans’ Dramatic Fund Asso-
ciation for one-half dollar each dues, owing
upon the death of Robert Jones Tretheway,
lately of Boston.

Frou-Frou has been the attraction of the
Gymnase, in Paris, during the last month,
with Mdlle. Legault as Gilderte. It wil
nhortls be replaced by the much talked-off
revival of La Dame aux Camelias.

Geo. F. Rowe, in Wilkins Micawber, was
the theatrical attraction at the Detroit Opera
House last week. ing House at
‘V‘Vhipq‘g and Cool
cal amusement.

The steamship City of Chester brought to
New York last Saturday Mr. Mapleson, the
London impressario, and his array of opera-
tic and vocal celebrities, Mme, Etelka Ger-
ster, Mdlle. Minnie Hauck, Frapoli, Cam-
panni, Arditi, Del Puente, Foli, Campoballo,
and the remainder of his troupe, including
a chorus of sixty-two, which is said to be the
finest chorus in the world.

Mme. Jenny Van Zandt is to take the

P P
seen her in need but they would shoot some
rabbits or kill a few birds for her rel ef,
and in cold weather bave even shared the
warmth of their blankets with her. In
height this singular woman is about five
feet six inches, and in actions sprightly.
Her dark auburn hair lies in wavelets
about the forehead, and hangs about her
head in long curls. Her dress is neat, and
in no way conforms with that she is report-
ed to wear in the mountains. She is a na-
tive of Massachusetts ; has two. brothers
living in Westport, in that State, and a sis-
ter hiving in Lowell. Her living a recluse
was brought about by troubles in her mar-
ried life years ago.

Lorp DUFFERIN'S re-appearance in the
House of Lords will be warmly welcomed.
He was one of the best, if not the best, ora-
tors in thas body, If any one fancies, how-
ever, that his speeches are the work of a mo-
ment, he is greatly mistaken. They are
prepared with the greatest care. He works
out a speech generally in the morning, and
then tends for his short-hand writer, named
Campbell, and dictates to him. Campbell
then transcribes his notes upon large sheets
of foelscap, writing on every second line,
and leaving a margin of half the page. The
extended manuscript is then returned to
Dufferin, who polishes and improves his
compoeition until scarcely a word of the
original conception remains. The amended
copy is returned to the secretary, who makes
a fresh transcription. This in turn under-
goes revision, and a third, often a fourth
and a fifch, transcription: will be ordered,
until his Excellency is satisfied. Then com-
mences the task of memorizing. Lord Duf-
ferin is what actors would call *pretty
good study,” and it does not usually take
him long to get his speeches ‘‘ by heart.”
He reads and repeats his periods over slow-
ly, walking up and down, and reciting
graph by paragraph to Campbell, and not
tll he is perfectly satistied with himself
does he cease work. The reply in Greek
which he made to the professoriate of MaGill
University on being made LL.D. took him
over a week to compose. It excited won-
der and admiration in Canadian and English
It::.med circles as a piece of off-hand scholar-
ship.

Defying a Locomotive.

A Plucky Black Horse tries a Brush
With a Long-Island Railroad Tramn.

After the 7.45 Long Island Railroad N.Y.
express train from Hempstead Garden
City the other morning, the engineer, John
Townsend, espied a gaunt, black horse graz-
ing by the fence. the train neared the
horse he bounded out on the track with a
snort of defiance and started on a fast trot
ahead of the locomotive. He was not
swift-footed enough to keep ahead, howev-
er, and as the train crept close to his flying
heels i nsend shoved down the

part of Adriano in the forthcoming rep
tation in London of Rienzi, by the Carl Rosa
Company. It will be the first performance
in English of this opera.

Miss Sara Jewett, the graceful actress, is
said to have a beautiful voice, which,
she not entered the dramatic profession,
might have been heard to advantage in
opera.

“The Corsican Brothers,” revived, fairly
set and passably dressed, has been ?Iayed
during the present week at Niblo's. Charles
Pope, in the dual role of the twin brothers,
was effective at times.

Miss Rose Eytinge’s assumption of the
g’.r'. of Nancy, in a new version of *‘Oliver

'wist,” is a remarkable one in many re-
spects. She has softened the harsher as-
pects, and in the violent scenes of the end-
10g gives a fresh touch of womanly pathos to
the brutality of the scene. We have no ac-
tress at present who can play it with equal
vigour and tenderness.

Houme Savaces.—The following story is
blished in the Christian Week :—A gentle-

man gave a party in homour of a distin-
guished missionary lately returned from his
tield of work. The ladies a) penro(l in very
decoll dresses, and, as Kll bost feared

the style might shock his reverence, he apo-
logized to him for it, saying the fashion d.e-‘
manded it. *“Oh, I don’t mind it at all,”
replied the missionary, ““I've been ten
years among the savages.”

There are several ways of making mouney,
but I have not hit any of them so far,

brakes, and set the whistle to shrieking. At
this the horse redoubled his speed, and the
train started ahead and was quickly at his
heels again, Forover a mile the race was
kept up in this way. Everytime the tram
overtook the horse it would be slacked up,
and a wild whistle would make the horseé re-
new his efforte. Still he determinedly kept
on the track.

In one place there was a small culvert
crossing the roadbed, and the horse got one
of his feet in this and went down heels over
head. His nose struck the track and he
made a somersault on his back, and then
rolled en his side, The engineer stopped
the train and went with some of the passen-
gers to see whether the horse was dead, but
before they could reach him he was on his
feet and away down the track again at a
tremendous pace, still snortii defiance at
his pursuers. At the end of the next half
mile he stambled and fell a second time but

luckily picked himself up and ran on. A
Elf.ls further on, as the engine was close
behind him, he dropped on his knees
again, but was instantly erect and off once

more.
After he had run three miles he came to
a road diagonall; ing the railroad, and

is pl Duty and ineli
draw in the same direction, and are thus ir-
resistible. The young -looking preacher
was then unmarried. It is to be hoped that
the fact of his having_brought back a wife
may not diminish hif_popularity. In any
case, Mr. Rainsford was wise in his genera-
tion to arm himself as he has done. Other-
wise the Toronto ladies would have been
overwhelming, and then, as monogamy pre-
vails here, when fifty were competing for
the prize, with slippers, cases of conscience,
and various garments for the poor, it is evi-
dent that forty-nine would have been dis-
appointed and disgusted, and would have
been put into such a state that they would
have thereafter profited little by the minis-
trations of the young but lost Evangelist.
Curious the fascination which black coats,
clerically cut, have for young damsels on
the bright side of thirty-five. The red is
the only colour that has & chance in compe-
tition with and, generally, even the
soldier makes & poor run as second to the
priest, especially if good-looking, and with

a fair income.

Speaking of girls and their fancies ahout
the other sex, I have often wondered, in
looking along King atreet of an afternoon, if
the people in Toronto are the length of
having a Queen of Beauty, round whom all
the male butterflies of fashion may buzz and
flutter. Whocantell? Tcan’t. I may
say, however, that I never see any signs of
such a thing, but I have often wondered and
wondered, in the event of its being so, whe-
ther it were necessary that the cynosure
should be married, and that her husband
should be a muff. Who possibly can be the
Mrs. Langtry of Toronto. Alas ! alas ! we
have no big folk to bring out beauties and
patronize them into notice. What man, old
or young, that walks the streeta of our city,
could be regarded as a competent judge of
female beauty ? Could A—? or B ?
or C. ? or D——? Surely not, especially
not D——. And what could we do with a
Mrs. Langtry, even if we had her? Why,
all our swells are but bank clerks, or mem-
bers of the Yacht Club.  What could they
do in order to raise a furore over either a
May Queen or a December one? I am
afraid, in short, that pretty Mrs. Langtry
and her sister rivals belong to a stage of c1-
vilization we have not yet reached in To-
ronto, and some I hear are ill-natured
enough to say they hope it will be lang be-
fore we attain to that stage. It is clear at
any rate that nobody can look from my
place without seeing cﬁut Toronto’s daugh-
ters are in many cases very comely damsels,
and well worth looking at even by compe-
tent judges. It is scarcely possible to say
that almost any of them are absolute beau-
ties, though 1 know for surety that there
are at least a score of fathers who each fan-
cies that his daughter bears the *hell for all
the attractions of both mind and face. Itis
plessant to think that so many are so en-
tirely pleased with their owun daughters,
and nobody but an old curmudgeon would
insinuate that the girls were as well pleased
with themselves.

Oh politics ! politics | How the Conser-
vatives are triumphing! Many a set of
teeth owned by loyal adherents of the
tional Policy have during the past few days
come together as with cﬁe snap of a steel
trap, as their owners thought of the good
things in store for them when Johnnie came
marching home. All the Grits are, it
seems, to be turned out or superannuated.
Ths fact is, words fail them to tell of the
coming glories and the abundant spoils.
There is surely something said in the good
book about certain congregations assembling
wherever there happened to be a carcase.
Won't there be a feast? The looks of some
who walk King street deceive me if there
won't,

But before Mr. Rainsford; before the la.
dies ; before even the new ministers and
the exhaustless spoils, there stands forth to
the admiring gaze of the world if not the un- _
iverse, Hanlan, the great, master oarsman
of the Conti He has awal d more
enthusiasm, given rise to more talk, and
been the occasion of the loss of more money
than even John A. himself. Oh, he is the
boy, Itis the greatest pity in the world
that Toronto had not had walls that they
might have been broken down to admit To-
ronto’s most distinguished citizen enter with-
in her bounds after reaping gloyious laurels
down the river. In the absence of this the
best was done that was possible. A torch-
light procession added 1ts brilliancy to the
full moon, and throats innumerable crew
like chanticleer when ‘Sour boy " returned
to the city which he has covered with glory.
I have been given to understand that the
subject of the next University Prize Poem is
“ Hanlan and his Victories,” while I know
that all the male children born in Toronto
for the next ten days are to be called Ed-
ward, or Ned, for short. The aldermen
think of a public dinner, and some are of-
fering as much as a hundred dollars an hour
to get the hero to attend their balls and
arden parties, as a genuine lion warranted
to roar gently and to order so as not to hurt
the nerves of the most delicate.

Mr. Mowat is examining all the shapes of
a civic crown, and has called in Dr. McCaul
to make quite sure that the gift of the Pro
vince shall be perfectly classical. I won't
vouch for this last, but so goes the rumour
round

Tug CArHEDRAL CLOCK.
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““ How can I keep mp- hair in crimp in
warm weather " writes Alice. There are
two ways, never known to fail : keep a bag
of pounded ice on it, or use best quality ot
office mucilage. L

GoLp has been struck in the Magdala mine
shaft, which is the deepest in the colony of
Victoria, at a depth of 1,988 feet below the
surface, This discovery is causing great
excitement in Australia.

AMBIGUOUS.—In a country churchyard
there is the following epitaph : —** Here lics
the body of James Robinson and Ruth his
wife ;” and underneath this text, ‘‘ Their
warfare is accomplished.”

Hasty Generalization—Mamma : “ We'd
better go in, darling ; it threatens to rain.”
‘Harry : ““Oh, then, it won’t,” Mamma :
‘Why ?" Harry : ““ Papa always threatens
to vip me, but he never does.”

A cELEBRATED oculist offered to operate
on a Parisian blind beggar's eyes, and said,
“I'll guarantee to restore your sight.”
“What !” exclaimed the beggar, ‘‘ restore
my sight, and so ruin my business ! A pret-
ty notion ! Do you want to deprive me of
my livelihood !”

TRUE a8 gospel is the remark of the Lon-
don World, that ““of all bores the sporting
bore is perhaps the most insufferable, and a
tote-a-tets with a man who will insist on en-
larging for an hour at a stretch on the merits
a.lrilil horses or his dogs is a weariness to
the flesh of the most unmitigated kind. No
attempt to turn the conversation to political
or social topics is of any avail. The horsy or
v man cares for none of these things,
and at the first lull in the talk he is on his
hobby again.”

A corRRESPONDENT of the London Daily
Newswrites from the Rhodope district : ** 1
have often heard business men express a de-
sire to find some point on the face of the
earth where they could for a week or two
enjoy perfect repose. Let them try Kir-
kova. There is no port here, no telegraph,
and if you speak to a native of this little
vilhfe about a newspaper, he will probably
think that it is something t> eat. Bat ask
for fruit and he will overwhelm you with it
at a farthing a peund.”

Praip dresses are very fashionable. At
the Parisian races several very handsome
models were seen. A beautiful style is of
bright~colourod plaid goods, with the skirt
laited in deep plaits, which open on the
ower part, forming a flounce. The only
trimming on the dress consists of small
lying in a white lace shell-shaped

wheeled into it just as the train was again
rushing and howliag close behind him. The
horse kicked up his heels as he dashed
snorting down the road and disappeared.
The train lost about seven minutes on its
schedule time by the race, but the passengers
quietly enjoyed it. A Pine street broker
who was on the train says it was the finest

piece, wizh buttons of old silver. The habit
matching this suit has the basque cut up
and trimmed with point lace, which lies over
a revers of ruby silk. This has a very
retty effect when seen through the lace.
he old silver buttons have ruby centres.
The round hat worn with the suit has a plaid
torsade and a tuft of feathers in the three

sport he ever saw.
6

colours of the torsade.
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