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CHAPTER L
AX THB DOO* Of GOOD FOETUS M.

It n the middle of • night in June, or 
rather in the very earliest hoars of e morning 
in the fall height of a London season, that two 
young men ran down the steps of a handsome 
boose near Eaton Square. Oar young men 
were m evening dress. One was tall and dark 
with a superb fall heard ; the other, much 
slighter in frame, wore the look of a man won
ted to society and to London ways. Both had 
cigars between their fingers ; that of the

Sanger man was already lit, and he gave a 
ht to his companion aa soon as they found 
emselves in the Sheet. r 
" Are you bound for year lodgings, Colonel 

Wolcott?” asked "the younger man.
“Indeed I am,” replied the oOlonel, 

laughing. “I am not habituated to London 
hours ' as yet, though I shall be broken in 
soon as a matter of course and find them all 
right, as I did rising before daybreak all 
right in the East.”

“You are fortunate in coming to Condon 
just when you did,” said his companion. 
“ There is nothing in the world more de
lightful than the life you are likely to lead 
for the next six months. Your book has 
made s hit in fashionable and literary circles 
which will ensure you a successful season in 
town, and that will be followed by another 
round of engagements in the country during 
the .shooting and hunting seasons ; or, if too 
much lionizing proves a bore, yon can break 
away at any moment and take a run across 
the channel. Indeed, that is one of the good 
things of being in England. You are certain
ly A lucky fellow. Colonel. Here you wake 
up one fine morning and find yourself famous 
in a certain way, and that at the beginning of 
the season, too, in the very heart of the 
civilized world. I hope you realise your 
good fortune. ”

The other laughed. It was rather a forced 
laugh at first, but as it continued it became 
more natural

“ It is no use for me to sham indifference, ” 
he said, “ for truly I am very much gratified 
at my little success. The position is wholly 
unexpected. It is what cultivated Americans 
all dream of as about the best thing that can 
happen to anybody. A trip to Europe is the 
great holiday of our lives, you know ; the 
hope of it sustains us through the toil and 
moil of business, which from fifteen to thirty- 
five gives most of ns few chances of pleasure. 
For.an obscure American like myself to find 
himself a lion, even in a small way, in the

"ah so- 
1 beta

: permitted to return to earth 
and enjoy his fame ; and I have had too few 
of this world’s good things in my day not to 
enjoy it thoroughly. Even the snobbish side 
of it is entertaining. Why, there was a fellow 
at my lodgings this morning before I was out 
of bed—a reporter, or whatever you call a 
man who collects artistic matter for the illus
trated papers—to get my photograph for 
* The Illustration. ’ 1 felt the compliment to
my beard too much to deny him, only I was 
afraid my complaisance did not do him much 
service ; for I told the maid who kocked at 
my door to give him a carte de mette from the 
mantel-piece of my sitting-room, and I have 
a strong impression that she mistook and got 
hold of the likeness of an old general of mine, 
now serving the Khedive, whom I stopped at 
Cairo to see on my way from Constantinople 
to Malta."

I a moment, and went on :—
I another of the strange new things 

rasa au ad upon me to find myself so kindly 
rauectod by all of von at the Legation. 
When I quitted civilization, just after the 
tall of our Confederacy, Uncle Sam was my 
worst enemy : at the end of five years I find 

tored to his protection and honour- 
t the consideration of his représenta

it gives me a^ueer sense of

To l
_{ of security under the old 

# indeed to me. I was ast
of old-time feeling when, in the 

harbour of Constantinople, I recognized the 
Stripes and Stars. There is nothing like five 
years’ exile m the East to revive one’s love of 
country.”

“The old hatreds are subsiding," said the 
Secretary of Legation, “ subsiding, that is to 
say, as fast as politicians and reconstraotion- 
ista will permit. Americans certainly are the 
most wonderful people in the world for ac
cepting the inevitable. We are educated to 
it. Ours is a land of fever and ague in 
politics, Colonel Wolcott—of hot fits suc
ceeded by cold chills. Butprosperity and peace 
are springing up finely in Georgia, your own 
State. It is five years, is it not, since Lee’s 
surrender ? I admit that more ought to have 
been done politically to settle our vexed 
questions ; but so far as social feeling is con
cerned, I believe all bitterness at the North 
has passed away.” «

“Yon mean to hint that the South is not 
so placable ? I presume not. But then it 
was the seat of war. Would the non-combat
ants of Massachusetts be able, do you think, 
to feel kindly towards Southern troopers, 
stragglers, bummers, and camp-followers, 
who had chopped up their fruit-trees, laid 
waste their fields and gardens, scattered then- 
families, burned down their homesteads, and 
overturned the very foundations of their 
social customs ?—However, that is not what 
we were talking about.”

“No ; and here we are at the door of your 
lodgings. Shall I come to-morrow morning 
and tale you to see some of the sights of 
London ?”

“ Thanks, but to-morrow—this morning I 
mean—I am to breakfast with my publisher, 
who has asked a lot of literary men* and 
travellers’ to meet me—members of the Geo
graphical Society, the Asiatic, and the Travel
lers’ Chib. I look forward with great pleasure 
to seeing these men, whose very names have 
been full of associations and interest to me for
y*^Well, I can only repeat that yon are a 
fortunate fellow, and I «ivy you the frank 
spirit in which yon accept your popularity 
even more than I do your literary position, 
though that might gratify any man. Your 
travels out only six weeks, three editions 
tlready called for ! reviews in the Timet and 
the Quarterlies, and all flattering 1 A man 
without family incumbrances too. Well, you 
have the ball at your feet—and it win be 
pleasant to watch yon kick it. Good night 
md 60» repos /”

.Colonel Wolcott ran lightly np the stairs to 
his sitting-room, where a lamp was dimly 
burning in expectation of his arrival.

“ Yea, I am a lucky fellow !” he exclaimed, 
sa be entered his apartment “lam fortunate 
Indeed to have no ties, no responsibilities, no 
drawbacks to my thorough enjoyment of this 
bright streak of prosperity.

“ * A youth, light-hearted and content 
I wander through the world ;

Here, Arab-like, ia pitched my tent.
And straight again is furled.’"

The quotation seemed to call np some sad
dening reminiscences. He did not go on to 
die next verse about the “ two locks’"of hair,

. : but, with a passing gesture of impatience and 
discomfiture, turned up the lamp, and made 
a sudden brightness in the chamber. On 
the table, underneath the lamp, lay a thick 
letter.

“Ah !” he said, looking at the cover, 
“ what is it now, I wonder ?”

He broke the seal, and read :—
“ Dear Sir,—I forgot, this morning, when 

I bad the pleasure of seeing you that some 
letters for you had come addressed to our 
aare. I forward them with apologies. I have 
secured Murchison, Layard, Kinglake, and 
the rest, for breakfast to-morrow morning. 
Sir Roderick will afterwards introduce you 
at the Travellers’ and the Oriental Nothing 
must prevent your coming. We shall break - 
fact At sharp ten.

Yours truly,

‘Be quite easy, my dear sir, nothing shall 
ivent my coming, ” remarked Colonel Wol-

r* u

1 in the stops of 
anxious to see

with my theory

about the old bed of the Oxna ? Letters 
from America 1 Alas 1 I have friends there 
no longer. I propose to begin a new life, and 
to make new friends and a new future. Let 
me see, from my mother’s lawyer in New 
York. Ha t I know what he writes about. 
I hope he can manage it”

“New York,.April 10, 1870.
“ Mi mar Colonel Wolcott,—Permit 

me to express the high gratification it was to 
us to reoeivs yours from Constantinople, dated 
the 8th of lurch, after a total silence of to 
many eventful years. We have noted the 
contents of your communication, and believe 
that by proper application to the oonrte of 
the State of Indiana the thing yon desire can 
be very easily accomplished. We will set 
about it at once, and a few weeks may relieve 
you. You gave ns no address, so that I di
rect my letter to your London publisher. 
Allow me to congratulate you as an author 
and a traveller—nothing like since Both en.

“ Your most obedient,
“Robert S. Deane.”

“So far, to good,” said Colonel Wolcott, 
and took up the second letter.

“ Mr drab Colonel,—In pursuance of the 
business intrusted to our firm in your favor 
of March 9, from Constantinople, I have 
called on Mr. Engels—Mrs. Wolcott’s father, 
—and have informed him that we desire to 
avail ourselves, with as little delay aa poss
ible, of the well-known facilities for divorce 
offered by the laws of Indiana. I represented 
to him that as you had lived apart from Mrs. 
Wolcott for nine years, neither party holding 
communication during that time with the 
other, there could be no difficulty in dissolv
ing your union on the ground of desertion. I 
suggested that it might be more speedy and 
satisfactory if, on his daughter’s part, he 
should bring suit, and so join us in an amicable 
arrangement for the dissolution of the mar
riage. He expressed bis entire willingness to 
do so, provided Mrs. Wolcott be permitted to 
retain the child ...”

“ Child !” exclaimed Colonel Wolcott. 
“ What child ? My child ? I the father of a 
child ? I never heard of any child ! What 
can the man be thinking of ? Why have I 
never heard of it before ? Why did she never 
send me word I had a child ?”

He flung himself back in his chair, still 
holding the lawyer’s letter.

“True—true,” he said at last, “during 
the war I got no letters. I left her suddenly. 
I had borne everything from her and from 
her friends which a man is bound to bear. I 
was driven to leave her. She said nothing to 
me of her situation, but ft may have been so. 
The child must have been bom while I was 
in Alabama, and when the war was over I 
went at once abroad. I wrote her father 
word that I was going to the East, and got 
no answer. To be sure, answer was not easy. 
Even the news of my poor mother’s death 
reached me at second hand. It was a difficult 
matter even for loving wives, during our war, 
to communicate with their husbands in the 
Confederacy, and she—Well, I never wrote 
to her, that is true. But a child !—it seems 
incredible. A child would alter everything. 
Son or daughter, did he say ?....”

“ He expresses his entire willingness to do 
so, provided Mrs. Wolcott be permitted to 
retain the child, from whom nothing, he was 
sore, would prevail on her to parti I told 
him that the child being already more than 
seven years of age, the father is its legal 
guardian, but that after the divorce, if pro
ceeding had been satisfactory, it was pro
bable some arrangement might be made by us 

.to meet their wishes. We.will therefore see 
Mrs Wolcott’s lawyer, and hurry an the 
suit, leaving you to advise ns further on this 
point aa you think 
hinted an intention
grandson, and even _____
upon yourself, should yon waive all «Ini™ to 
the child’s custody.”

“ The bargaining Yankee 1" exclaimed 
Colonel Wolcott, starting from Mb chair. 
“ Does he think his dirty Northern dollars 
ami buy from s Southern gentleman his own 
flash and blood! It,«,«L,bqy. then ! His 

" - Jtf; hg-W.Pwn _ boy I He

own father 1 And I do not even know his 
name I I never heard of him before !”

He flung open the window in strong excite
ment, amf leaned out to catch a breath of 
morning air. As he did so his aar caught the 
hum that in a mighty city precedes the 
dawn. In London streets there is one hour of 
night to twenty-three of day. Colonel Wol
cott turned from the open window, and paced 
up and down his sitting-room, with a tempest 
raging in his bosom.

Ashe walked, the cdzcninetanoee of his life 
rose up before him. t

CHAPTER IL
UNADVISEDLY AND LIGHTLY.

He saw himself a little boy upon a Georgia 
farm, playing in the woods with many dogs 
and many little darkies. He was an autocrat 
among his playfellows, but an autocrat 
whose sway was tempered fay nature into a 
very endurable disposition.

He remembered himself in the woods upon 
a summer’s day with Hany, Cato, Jefferson, 
’Lias, Melchisedeck, and James Buchanan, 
when a slow procession came wending through 
the trees up to the mansion. An ola m»«™« 
wiping her eyes, came to fetch him to the 
house. In the great hall he found relatives 
and friends, who had brought his father 
home, wounded to death in a duet In lees 
than an hour after the child was summoned 
from his play, the tragedy was over. The 
shock of that moment he could feel still. .It 
would go with him to the last hour of his life, 
burnt into memory as with a fiery brand.

Next he saw himself bidding a sad and long 
farewell to the home of hie childhood, the 
stronghold of his Southern pride. His mo
ther had been a Northern beauty, wooed and 
won at one of the Virginia springs. She hated 
the seclusion of Southern country life, though 
she liked well enough the importance of 
owning a large plantation. On her husband’s 
death ahe purchased a pretty place dt the 
Northern River, living there, or at Newport, 
during the summer months, and passing the 
winters usually at a New York hotel or 
fashionable boarding-house.

He saw himself at school—a school which 
brought him under better influences than did 
his mother’s intimates. He saw himself a 
half-grown lad upon the lawn of his Southern

again she trusted to hie strong arm in the un
der-tow, and let him battle (with that arm 
around her waist) the stringent force of the 
receding tide ; again he led her from the sort 
over Wet shingle to one of those unpointed 
pine-board boxes which they call “ bathing 
houses “on the Newport beach.

He recalled the sudden shook with which 
he learned one day of her rengagement to aa 
elderly New York banker, and the moment 
when, in her cool seaside drawing-room, he eat 
in the half-light thrown by the summer sun
shine through green blinds, waiting to hear 
his fate—to lose or win her.

He saw her enter, in a fresh and faultless 
robe of crispest frills and flounces, and take a 
seat near him. Again he pleaded his deep 
love, his long devotion : and she answered 
calmly that his foreign education had given 
him no insight into the social necessities of 
American society : that an American girl, 
being chaperon to herself, could not be blam
ed for tentative efforts to find out who might 
beet suit her as a husband ; that, as guardian 
of her own interests, she was bound to look 
ont for the best possible match, and that she 
sincerely regretted if anything in her manner 
had given rise to hopes which she had never 
supposed him seriously to expect her to fulfil.

That night he left Newport on a fishing ex
pedition. To the day of his death he would 
remember the awful loneliness of the Isles of 
Shoals, where he stayed a week. The blow 
was a severe one—Ul the more that it “came 
not as a single spy,” but followed by bat
talions. His pecuniary affairs, just at this 
time, proved out of joint. The Wolcott estate 
had never been properly divided. A black 
storm was gathering on the political horizon, 
which alarmed all holders of Southern pro
perty, and “ great stirring of heart” was felt 

horn thiami - those to whom the Southern States

plantation. There lived the uncle and cousins 
who were allowed to reside, rent free, in the 
ojd homestead ; there was his blooded riding 
mare, his favourite gun, the dogs who hailed 
his holiday with wild delight, the dusky faces 
lingering round the porch, the boys, who 
looked upon his stay as a perpetual Whitsun
tide. The cousins worshipped him ; his uncle 
deferred to him ; his dogs and dependants 
fawned upon him. Education, means, ex
perience, acquirements and position gave the 
boy a weight far greater than any to which 
he was entitled from his years in "that simple- 
hearted, primitive, hero-worshipping society. 
Lancelot Wolcott’s memory dwelt tenderly 
upon hie Southern home, and his hand clench
ed and his brow darkened as he thought of 
his property laid waste, his horses requisi
tioned, his dogs masterless. He remembered, 
with a thrill of anger and bitterness, his last 
Sight ot the charred ruins of his homestead-** 
s black blot on the green landscape, marking 
the swathe of Sherman’s mighty scythe.

Again the tableau shifted, and he was at 
Bonn, whither his mother bad taken him 
when he was seventeen. There, with the 
German language, he had learned German 
notions—a little rationalism, a little materi
alism, something of the German Protestant 
ideas of loose obligations in marriage. He 
had imbibed these things unconsciously, yet 
they formed an important part of that sub
structure of impressions— the “ gold or sil
ver, wood, hay, stubble,” of ideas and princi
ples, which we collect to build oar future 
lives'upon.

Then his thoughts shifted to Newport. He 
was riding on horseback ver the lovely curv
ing Second Beach, in days when fashion still 
encouraged horseback exercise on the long 
stretches of those glorious sands. Beside him 
rode Cora Noble, faultless in beauty and

The accounts laid before Lancelot Wolcott, 
about a year aftei;his coming of age, were by 
no means satisfactory. His mother had been 
extravagant, tjieir agents incompetent, his 
uncle supine. In the bitterness of his heart, 
he was forced to tell himself that the mer
cenary beauty who had thrown him over had 
done wisely.

“ Perhaps,” he exclaimed, “in her capacity 
of chaperon and guardian to herself, she may 
have already satisfied her own mind by 
private inquiry as to my ‘means,* or the want 
of them. ”

Who knows ? Women of that stamp are 
very wise in their generation, and capable of 
calm, keen management of their own interests, 
untroubled by superfluous delicacy.

When Lancelot reappeared at his mother’s 
cottage on the North River, the cause of his 
ill looks required no conjecture. Every 
gossip in every circle of the federated upper 
ten cackled to every morning visitor and de
tailed to every correspondent in “the set ” 
the news that Cora Noble—wasn’t it too bad 
of her ?—had flung over young, Wolcott for 
old Tontine.

One of the first annoyances that greeted 
Lancelot Wolcott, when he came back to the 
world again, was his mother’s importunate 
desire that he should marry—marry at once, 
without delay.

Her argument» were varied and cogent 
It would be the best way of getting over «11 
feeling about Cora Noble. It was desirable 
to marry before be had in any way hardened 
into being a bachelor. It was particularly to 
be wished that he should choose e rich 
woman, and so mend the falling fortunes of 
his family. Why should not rich girls be as 
charming as poor ones? more so, indeed, for 
they had fall command of those advantages 
on which many of a well-bred woman’s 
charms depend. In short, Mrs. Wolcott 
brought her arguments to a point by assuring 
bin that she had found the very match for him " 
in Miss Adels Engels, only daughter of the 
very rich old merchant who owned the hand
some villa next her own.

“Fresh from school, my dear Lancelot— 
an unsophisticated creature ! You can mould 
her into anything you wish. Very pretty, 
very dutiful, religions, and all that ; ready 
to look up to her ‘ Sir Lancelot’ as a hero. 
She knows all the tilings schools ever teach 
young ladies, and her father is as rich as— 
well ! they say there is nothing to which we 
can compare old Engels’riches. She is a girl 
who will have crowds of men after her as soon 
as she puts her head into society, but' she ap
pears to have no taste whatever for fashion
able life, and her father and Mrs. Engels are 
keeping her book-keeping her for yon, 
Lancelot, for I’ve sounded them, and their 
views are mine precisely. Yon may have the 
first chance, if yon please, with this girl. 
And, my dear son, if you win Adels Engels 
for your wife, I think I «hall ask nothing 
more to make me happy.”

At first Lancelot smiled languidly at these

omitted no poeeible opportunity of thrusting 
upon him his unwelcome society.

Adela, absent from home at the moment, 
was sent for. Lancelot saw perfectly well, 
and merited, each careful step taken for their 
introduction to each other. He was languidly 
amused by the commotion and his mother1» 
vain hopes. They first met at a dinner-party 
at Woodbine, the Engels’ villa, to which hu 
mother made it a matter of especial concern 
that he should accompany her.

Adela was arrayed in white mnslin and 
bine ribbons—the very picture of an ingénue. 

-file found her unformed, self-conscious, a 
thorough school-girl, perfectly aware of what 
her elders woe expecting, intrenched behind 
two giggling comrades of her own age, who 
looked on Lancelot Wolcott (the most finished 
man of fashion they had ever seen) as the de
clared and accepted lover of the great heiress.

Had Lancelot been in spirits, he might have 
thought it good fun to attack her prudery, 
and, after overpowering the friends who held 
the out-works, to approach her by the lines 
and parallels of scientific flirtation. But he 
had no heart just then for jesting in any way 
with young ladies—no heart even for taking 
flight, no spirit to resist the small machina
tions of their respective mothers.

Day after day, under the joint manoeuvres 
of both families, he drifted on to the fate pre
pared for him. He saw enough of Adela to 
be sure that she was a thoroughly good girl, 
unspoiled as yet by any taint ot family vulga
rity ; he perceived that she was absorbed in a 
sort of awful admiration of himself, for which 
he could not but .be grateful She was ap
parently a tabula rata, upon which might be 
written anything that suited him. Of his 
affair with Cora Noble she had somehow 
learned, for even in boarding-schools the mat
ter had been canvassed and discussed as an 
interesting item of current gossip ; and he 
came at last to the point of saying to Hi™««lf 
that, as to feel a passion for any woman was 
thenceforth impossible to him, might it not 
be well that he should gratify everybody by 
throwing his handkerchief to this highly 
eligible and attainable young person?

Then came a day when, by the river’s 
brink—very much as Pendennis offered him
self to Laura Bell, to take or to fling sway, 
as she thought proper—he offered himself to 
Adela. She, poor child, in no wise resembled 
that self-possessed, complaisant Laura, with 
theories which she was prepared to carry out 
at all hazards-6-» just consideration for her

1 importance, experiences with Mr. Pyn- 
; to fall back on, and a predetermined oon-

own
cent to fall back on, and a predetermined con
sciousness that the eternal fitness of things 
destined her to bear rale over her husband. 
Not at all Adela was overwhelmed by a 
sense of the honour and bliss conferred upon 
her by this noble suitor. Of course it would 
be her happiness to obey him, to adore him, 
to cherish, honour, and, so far as she might 
be permitted, comfort him for the loea he had 
sustained in Cora Noble.

She gave herself, therefore, into his keep
ing, with no misgivings except such as arose 
from fears that she might prove unworthy of 
him. Before she slept that night she read 
that most tender and unrivalled speech of the 
heiress who weds Baesanio, also Tapper's 
chapters upon love and marriage, Mr. 
Coventry Patmore’s “Betrothal/’ She felt 
herself m harmony alike with dramatist, 
proverbial philosopher, and poet, and was as 
far from thinking that there could be cold, 
ungenerous ■ -«snips in the world aq that 
there were critics who could gibe at the 
poetry of Tapper.

Aa Colonel Wolcott, more than n™« years 
after, paced Ms London lodgings, turning over 
ul his mind, the pm and sew pf divorce by the

laws of Indiana, he feltamoment’s tender thrill 
pea through hie heart as he remembered the 
soft trustfulness with which this girl had given 
herself to him for life, and her blush of pride 
andpleaenre as he first pressed her to his

Their engagement was short, and Lancelot 
Wolcott was absent a good deal of the time, 
The fnes of preparation annoyed him much, 
and tête à tttes with Adpla bored him and de
pressed him. They left him more disappoint
ed with himself than with her, and yet there 
wm a certain feeling of irritation at her 
evident satisfaction in the affair and in the 
love she had wdto.

She had him fast. Sorely, that was enough 
for her and for her parents. Why must they 
expect him to aqdreee to her the vows that 
were still sacred, to the memory of another ? 
Nor, truth to toll, wae Adela fitted for light 
lover’s chat—the give and take of happy girls 
and men who are consciously in love with 
each other. . , j

Had Lancelot cared far her, their talk 
would probably have risen to high themes of 
abstract speculation, to disquisitions upon 
social science, discussions of ethics, mild 
metaphysics, or points of feeling ; for, strange 
to say, this kind, of conversation is an uner
ring symptom of .a mutual inclination between 
men and women. The young people who en
rage in it are feeling their way in the dark 
towards mutual discoveries ; and Adela could 
have done her part in such grave speculation 
(on which she had thought much) far better 
than she did in pieyely conversational small 
change, with thoughts whichiecretiy wander
ed as her sweet, shy fancies shrank hack, re
buked at her lover Vindifference.

Adela could think, fed, and reason, but 
neither training nor . experience had given her 
any skill in the batfledorq-and-ahuttiecock of 
lively conversation. She was too much afraid 
of the exalted Lancelot to let her real tender
ness or her timid hopes peep out from under 
the veiling propriety and decorum of her de
meanour.

Still less was Lancelot pleased with the 
fight m which he appeared to be regarded in 
the Engels family. Mr. and Mrs. Engels 
hardly seemed to consider him a free agent. 
Their daughter’s sense of his exalted worth

“* -—------—‘end to l '* ~
ze that tl

, - - —-------- - rights that they vuemamvea
had thrust upon him would become his right
ful claim ; rather, they regarded him as a 
sort of steward of their own selection- 
worthy and satisfactory, no doubt, but in 
some subordinate way an appendage and 
appurtenance to the glories of the Engels 
connection.

That autumn brought a time of fierce po
litical excitement, and Lancelot gladly absent
ed himself daring the wearisome discussion 
over the trousseau and the wedding, feeling 
that his real internet And destiny l*y fax more in 
the results of the election of John Bell or Abra
ham Lincoln than in matters connected with his 
marriage. Like the victims who stood quiet
ly to let men gild their horns, be-garland 
them with flowers, and lead them to the 
pompous fate prepared for them, he went 
through sue of the most magnificent of tedious 
weddings—a wedding whose mere details, at 
“ the usual rate” per line, furnished many a 
poor reporter with a supper.

They were married, and set off alone to be
gin a new existence, to weld their two lives 
into one, make their far different antecedents 
coalesce, and fashion unity out of diversity ; 
to combine into strength, disintegrate into 
indifference, or to harden into hostility, as 
might happen.

At Nature invents ways for completing her 
own processes, and provides by natural in
stincts for the careful cherishing of all things 
newly born, so > has she invented the glamour 
of “ true love” by Which to set a wedded couple 
forward on their road to happiness. They see 
each other, and they see life, only through 
this beautifying, .glorifying medium. It 
serves them till thtor eyes can bear the light ; 
H tides them over quicksands ; by its help 
they walk in cataleptic safety among gins and 
snares ; ffad-by the time it fades, there has 
sprung* (mb a besMiy Undergrowth of per- 
manent aneetiotoi ’! *.»• ' km»

In this oaee,-there wtis no glamour in the 
husband’s eyes, and the young wife soon saw 
her sitnatjpn in the dispiriting and chilly 
morning light 01—
had dreamed a
read in poetry---- „„„ «ou 01
lovers. She found keen disappointment in 
her honeymoon. Was it so with every mar
ried pair ? she asked herself. Wae it true 
that all romance, all happiness in life, was 
only a creation, of novelists and poets ? Did 
they earn their daily bread, their favour with 
the public, by trading on the impressibility 
of inexperienced victims whom poetry and 
art could mislead ?

She was far too -proud and sensitive to con
fess her disappointment or complain of it, 
bat the little loves and charms and coquetries, 
that were already to peep forth had there 
been sunshine to entice them, ran back into 
their winteçneete, and left her dull and un
attractive. She was glad when she got back 
to New York and to familiar people. Life 
did not look so chilly and so strange in the 
shelter of her family circle. She began to re
ceive and to make visits, to display herself 
as s rich bride ; and this still further estrang
ed her husband. He thought her frivolous, 
contented with mere vulgar gauds and 
fashionable observances ; and each day they 
drifted more and more apart

Then came secession. Lancelot’s heart, 
empty and braised by disappointment, began 
to brood over the news from the far South, 
though he was not prepared as yet to be an 
advocate of actual separation. The heart of 
Adela began to stir within her too, responsive 
to the traditions in which she had been 
brought up, and to the feelings of her family.

There were times when Lancelot Wolcott 
oonld hardly keep his seat at his father-in- 
law’s table, days when his dependent poeition 
galled him past all endurance. Each day he 
wished himself- away, at the South with his 
own people, free to express his sympathies, 
free to discuss unsettled pointe m politics, 
free to offer his wisdom in council (so long as 
moderation and forbearance might appear of 
any use), and then, if need were, to draw hie 
sword.

At last arrived the crisis ; tile balls that 
tore the Store and Stripes at Sum ter, the 
19th of April in the streets of Baltimore, fell 
like a lightning-bolt on the country, and with 
a fierce suddenness rent apart Lancelot Wol
cott’s relations with his wife and family.

No blaze of popular fury, since the world 
began, ever equalled in rapidity and fierce
ness that which followed the events at 
Charleston and a^ Baltimore. In old times, 
popular excitement took weeks to diffuse iti 
self over » broad, area : this spread like a 
prairie-fire, lighted at a thousand points by 
eager hands ; and ardent patriots, both at 
North and South, started, like Clan Alpine, 
from the earth, with weapons in their hands.

In the general effervescence, words were 
Said in the presence of Lancelot Wolcott that 
a far tamer nature would not have endured 
to hear. In the conjugal chamber even, 
Adela herself raised the standard ef battle and 
grew aggressive. In what appeared a holy 
cause, she dared to measure herself against 
her husband. The lights she followed show
ed her wholly in the right, and Lancelot 
wholly in the wrong. From each safe stand
ing-ground, backed by all history, by the 
pulpit, by the Word of God as she interpreted 
it, and by her own surroundings, she dared 
to discharge some keen shafts of ratriotism. 
He answered with bitterness. To her the 
dispute was no mere matrimonial jar, in 
which it might have been her wifely duty to 
show tenderness to the prejudices of her hus
band—no, she was called on as a patriot to 
lift her voice against treason, treachery, and 
national suicide, in a tremendous crisis. For 
the cause of her country, the honour of its 
flag, she braved domestic discord, felt proud 
of her own vehemence, and gloried in her ex
citement and her tears.

The emotion communicated itself to the 
whole household. All united against the 
Southern husband, whose temper, irritated 
and unstrung, was in no condition to bear the 
assault patiently. The attack ended by Mr. 
Engels telling film that he had bettor leave hi* 
house ; that no man with such sentiments as 
he avowed was fit company for loyal men or 
a fit husband for his daughter. . ^

look»*! »t Adds. Her eyes did 
not dissent, The fire of hie anger sad. exaito-

ment died within him. He rose up, deadly 
pale.

“ I have an engagement," he said, looking 
at his watch. “I will say good-by to all of 
you.”

Adela was short-sighted. She did not see 
the expression of his face as he quitted them.

Days passed, no one heard of him. At last 
arrived a note to Mr. Engels, dated simply, 
“ The left bank of the Potomac

Let my 
arrangements

“ I have joined my own peopli 
mother know this. Make what ar 
yon think proper.”

To Adela there was not one word.
Thus stood the case as it now opened itself 

before him in his London lodgings, five years 
after the collapse of the Confederacy. Lance
lot had fought until the war was over. When 
the “ Lost Cause” was hopelessly lost, he had 
sailed for Europe, being indeed excluded from 
pardon by the terms of the first amnesty. 
He wrote to his mother’s lawyer in New 
York, and, after long delay, received the 
news of her death. The North River estate 
had been sold at » great sacrifice, during the 
worst period of depression—only a few thou
sand dollars remained to him. Like another 
outcast of whom we all have heard, he gather
ed his substance together and went into a far 
country. It had always been his ambition to 
explore the unknown interior of Asia. In his 
present mood his heart cried out that better 
than tiie convulsions of the New World was 
the Stagnation of Cathay. As a traveller he 
exhibited striking personal qualities and made 
some fortunate hits. He succeeded in pre
serving his journals through varions risks and 
dangers, and, during a forced detention in the 
mountain fortress of a tribe of Afghan robbers, 
occupied himself by writing out the narrative 
of his perils and discoveries. A young English
man was in hie company, and they were re
leased, by British influence, at the same time. 
The Englishman Went back to England, 
taking with him the MS., which he put into 
the hands of a great London publisher. It 
chanced to come out at the right moment and 
under the right auspices. When Colonel 
Wolcott (having reached London the night 
before) woke up on the morning of the day in 
which our story begins, he found him««)f well 
on the way to be the temporary lion of a 
London season.

The raw chilliness of early dawn stole in 
upon him through the open window after thi. 
night of agitation and reminiscence. When 
the maid came to put his little sitting-room 
in order she wae surprised to see its occupant 
there, still in evening toilette, with morning 
twilight straggling with the yellow flicker <3 
the lamp, which yet burned on the table.

The first order he gave her was to call the 
landlady, when he settled hie bill and gave 
up his lodgings. After this he hurried to an 
International ticket-office, and applied for 
passage to New York in the next steamer.

“The Crimea is next, she sails to-morrow,” 
said the clerk. “ Or will you waite for a 
Cunarder ?”

“ Whichever goes first. I am impatient to 
get home on pressing business, ” said the 
coloneL

“ I doubt if there if there is any berth to be 
had in the Crimea,’’•said the clerk, consulting 
a plan of the vessel “All were taken up a 
day or two ago by a large party. But per
haps, ” he added, “if you apply to the office 
at Liverpool or on board, at the last moment, 
yon may happen on a vacancy. Passengers 
often give their berths up just as the ship is 
ready to sait”

The colonel had stimulated this man’s in
terest, either by the look of disappointment 
in his face, or by the propitiatory offering of a 
fine cigar.

“Thank yon. I shall lose no time. I’ll 
take the first train to Liverpool. ”

He drove to the house of his friend, the 
Secretary of Legation, whom he found still in 
bed. In a few words he announced that, in 
consequence of letters received the night be
fore, he was going home in the Crimea.

“ What ! give np all your prospects for the 
season ?”

“I must leave London by ten o’clock. 
Will yon make my apologise at the Legation, 
and to your chief, with whom I am engaged 
to dine on Monday, and,— another thins;—if 
yon can, oblige me by seeing my publisher? 
though that is not necessary, perhaps, since I 
have sent himanote full of regrets and excuses. 
Tell him how disappointed I am to miss his 
breakfast this morning. I shall never have 
such a chance again. I am sure you will 
excuse my troubling you.”

“ Oh ! certainly . I will do it for yon with 
pleasure, or rather, I should say, with ex
treme regret, I execute many commissions 
in my official capacity. We of the diplomatic 
corps are the servants of our republican 
sovereigns. ”

“ I shall be beck again, perhaps, before 
the season is over, but I know that by going 
home now I miss my chance. Mrs. Leo 
Hunter will find her material elsewhere. A 
traveller differs from a literary man,—he 
has bat one success. His reputation is 
worthless after it grows stale. I should 
have enjoyed the pleasant tilings that 
seemed in store for me. Good-by, and thank 
you for much kindness et the Embassy.”

So saying, Colonel Wolcott ran down the 
stairs, opened the front door before the ser
vant could perform that duty, and closed it 
after him, as no Englishman, whatever his ex
citement, would have done. For English 
social etiquette demands that a stranger’s 
exit shall take place in the presence of a com
petent witness, who is held responsible for 
the propriety of the departure.

In half an hoar he was in a first-class 
carriage at the Eustoir Square station, waiting 
to start for that New York that he had left, 
in a white heat of pain and anger, nine event
ful years before.

(To be continued.)

A Prisoner's Queer Predicament,
There was a very funny incident happened 

at the police station yesterday, and one which 
caused the guardian angel of the office, 
“ Pop” Hemingway, considerable trouble. A 
drunken person was put into one of the cells 
on the lower floor, and lay down on the stone

Savement to sleep. In the bottom of the cell 
oor, and close to the floor, is pn aperture 

nine inchee in height and six inches in width, 
through which food is passed to the prisoner. 
The drunken man, it is fair to suppose, tried 
to crowd through the bole, or else attempted 
a novel mode of suicide, for when an officer 
went into the prison to light the gas he found 
the man’s head outside the door and his body 
inside the cell. Soap was brought into re
quisition, and the head of the unfortunate 
man and the bare of the aperture covered 
with it, and then, by the use of considerable 
force and trouble, the unfortunate man was 
released from the poeition where he was 
slowly but surely choking to death, for he 
could move neither one way nor the other un
til the soap had been applied.—New Haven 
(Oona.) Register, Oct. 17.

A Murderous Bride.
Mrs. A. McLeod, a widow, and her two 

daughters, live in a tent on what is called the 
bottom land, near the Mission. chapel, in 
Denver. It was announced a few weeks ago 
that on the evening of the 20th of October 
one of Mrs. McLeod’s daughters would be 
married to Mr. Frank Myers. Mrs. Mc
Leod bought “ cake, wine, and other good 
things for the wedding feast,” and on the 
evening of the 20th “a large number of 
guests assembled to witness the hymeneal 
ceremonies.” But Mr. Myers tarried. An 
hour of waiting slowly passed. 8till Mr. 
Myers came not Meanwhile a number of 
people had made up a charivari party. Sup
posing that the ceremony was over, the 
merry-makers surrounded the tent and began 
a serenade. But the bride became greatly 
incensed at the music, and finally was 
wrought up to such a pitch that she seized an 
old, large-mouthed, single-barrel pistol, 
loaded with eighteen buckshot, and placing 
the weapon through an opening in the rear of 
tiie tent, fired into the crowd. The entire 
charge took effect in the thigh of John E. 
Jones, one of the serenading party, produc
ing a very ugly flesh wound. The young 
man, who is twenty years of age, and in the 
employ of Goodrich A Marfeli, dealers in 
coal, wood, Ac., was carried to his room in 
the vicinity, and his wound attended to. 
Officer Doney, although loth to disturb the 
festivities; was compelled, from a sense of 
duty, to arrest the unhappy bride.

HOW A WOMAN VOTES.

How Electioneering Is Done In Wyomlnr—
Cooktoe Beeetpte and Polities Very Much

A lady correspondent of the Chicago Inter- 
Ocean writes from Laramie City as follows :— 

I Between the covers of a big book, in the 
Council Chambers of Wyoming Territory, are 
written these words :—
. “Be it enacted by the Council and House 

of Representatives of the Territory of Wyom
ing:—

“ Section 1. That every woman of the age 
of 21 years, residing in said Territory, may, 
at every election to he holden under the laws 
thereftf, cast her vote ; and her rights to the 
elective franchise, and to hold office, shall be 
the same under the election laws of the Terri
tory as these of other electors.
. Sec. 2. This Act shall take effect and be 
in force after its passage.

“Approved Dec. 10, 1869.”
This Act was considered a very important 

one ra the history of Laramie City, as it was 
the first place in the Territory, and probably 
in the world, where this Act or anything simi
lar was put in force, as. will be shown by the 
records of a term of district court held in this 
®ltÎJ>n the 7th day of March, 1871, the Hon. 
u ** ’ ,we’ Chief Justice,'presiding, wherein 

th0 merits of the law were discussed and a 
decision rendered.

WOMAN JURISTS IN COURT.
The court was duly opened by the Sheriff 

of the county, whereupon an equal number of 
men and women were sworn in and served as 
grand jurors. The petit jury of the same 
court was also composed of males and females, 
and froyi that time female suffrage became a 
fixed fact.

And, while the United States of America, 
by the fifteenth amendment to its Constitu
tion, has seen fit to extend the right of 
«image to the male portion of the poor and 
down-trodden of all nations, regardless of 
race or colour ; the Territory of Wyoming, by 
an act of its legislature, has taken up the 
grand principle that their wives, mothers, 
sisters, and daughters are at least entitled to 
the same rights and privileges; and it is 
believed that the good reputation which 
Laramie City; has gained within the few 
years, of its existence, is due, in part, to the 
influence of

WOMEN AT THE BALLOT BOX.
Our wanderings over the earth’s surface 

found ns in Wyoming Territory in the month 
of June, and as the summer advanced we be
gan to indulge some anticipations with regard 
to the coming election on the 2nd day of the 
following September. We had no idea that 
the casting of our individual vote would con
trol the weal or woe of the Territory in the 
least. But as a three months’ sojourn in this 
city would entitle ns to citizenship, we 
thought we would like to vote just once for 
the novelty of voting, and to catch a glimpse 
of that great political elephant—the ballot 
box (as we had never yet gazed upon one)— 
and to realize, if possible, that indescribable 
sensation of exalted citizenship and patriotic 
“ swelling of the heart” which were ex
periences incident to the casting of their first 
vote, at the mature age of twenty-one years 
—when they stand with so much pride upon 
the threshold of manhood.

wbMBN AS CANVASSERS.
The last week in August was one of un

usual interest to me, much of my time being 
occupied in receiving and entertaining ladies 
whose calls were prompted not only by an 
excess of friendship for myself, but for their 
chosen candidates for varions offices. The 
usual salutations and kindly greetings over, 
and the best interests and health of myself 
and family inquired after and discussed, ad
ding a little harmless gossip in a very confi
dential way, and after the interchange of sun
dry domestic recipes for gingerbread, sponge 
cake, etc.,- and after various useful hints 
about the best treatment of whooping cough, 
measles, worms, etc., the all-important sub- 
jectof the coming election was brought for-

Many-eif these ladies talked in a business- 
like, intelligent way upon the probable issues 
of the election, and

SOLICITED VOTES TOR TER CANDIDATES
of their choice like men of understanding, 
and urged upon oar consideration the best 
interests of our city end territory with re
gard to temperance and morality, in a way 
that would have made quick work for a re
porter.

“ Well, Mrs. C----- , you have been a resi
dent here three months,” said one lady, “and 
you will certainly go with us to the polls and
vote, wonft you ? By the way, Mrs. C----- ,
what are your husband’s politics ? and will 
yon be obliged to vote as he does, or will you 
nave independence enough to vote as yon

êease ? And won’t you vote for Mr.----- ?
e is each s particular friend’of our family ?” 
I assured my callers that to the best of my 

knowledge I should vote on election day, and 
in all probability should

VOTE AS MY HUSBAND DID,
“ until I got my hand in,” and I would be 
most happy to meet them at the polls.

The second day of September dawned un
der a heavy snow cloud, and as I sat down by 
the fire to shell some peas for dinner, the only 
green things visible were the pea-pods in my 
basket, ana as my cold fingers flew nervously 
among the cold pods, I said to myself :—
' “ What matters it if women do have at 

right to hold office ; to nominate and vote* 
for officers, make speeches at mass meetings, 
and sit on the jury ? Why ! It’s more than 
one’s vote is worth to pay taxes to live in a 
climate that will show such inconsistencies 
on election day ; and as I warmed my be
numbed fingers over the fire, while my 
thoughts went back among the flowers still 
blooming in my father’s dooryard in my far 
eastern home, and the glories of autumn 
tints on hill and vale away back there in 
“God’s country,”

my zeal as a voter.
and my patriotism in behalf of Wyoming 
Territory, fell several degrees, and I con
cluded that I would at least vote fora change 
of office at the weather department, or call a 
counsel to sends petition to “Old Proba
bilities ” not to have it snow on the Fourth of 
July or election day.

" "e tiras bemoaning the inconsistent

homes among the glittering ice peaks of the 
snowy ranges, and by noon all nature was 
once more serene, and the town wore the 
appearance of a grand celebration ; hands of 
music, banners and flags flying, elegant 
equippages driving in all directions, bringing 
ladies and gentlemen to and from the polls. 
No less than a dozen carriages called to carry 
me to the Court House to vote, bat being one 
of the unitisted, and not sure I should be able 
to endure the ordeal of voting, I declined 
going until my husband oonld leave his busi
ness to go with me.

a woman’s tost vote.
As I went np the stone steps of the Court 

House to cast my vote, I began to realize the 
convenience of a strong arm to lean on, as I 
found myself growing weak and nervous, like 
one on the way to the gallows to be hung for 
murder, hnt I met crowds of ladies who had 
just voted, laughing and chatting along, and 
when I remembered the heroism and bravery 
tl my noble forefathers, I was quite over
whelmed with shame at ray own timidity, 
and, holding up my head like a man, felt quite 
reassured by the time I reached the ballot- 
box, and was about to cast my vote with aa 
much sang froid as a newly-naturalized citi
zen, when a little, sharp-nosed man, with sore 
eyes and a very red noee, red hair, and a

ueaky voice, challenged my vote on the
es that I had not bean a resident long 

enough.
But some friends standing near came to 

my reacne, and saw my ticket at last disap

betting, and it looked like business to see a 
man with his wife on one arm and his daugh 
ter on the other, all going to vote. An extra 
police force adds dignity to these occasion, 
and it all passes off pleasantly, ’

3

big table,
... d epectaeli

were levelled at me from behind a I 
and went home,

WEAKER AND WISER THAN I WENT.
Election day brings together all orders of 

society, yet there is perfect order, everybody 
well dressed, and on their good behaviour ; 

, no loud vulgar jesting,, yelling, swearing, or

THE BETROTHAL OF A PRINCE,

The Story of an Eastern Courtship.
TT-T^S-IiOIldon <?fo6e in » recent issue savs 
His Highness tiie Gaekwar of Baroda was a. 
w well known, married last January, and The 
Tmes of India say. :-“The story of his court! 
stop is as thoroughly Eastern as anything m 

Arabian Nights. The young Maharajah 
himself loyally felt, or feigned, that he had no 
nght whatever to meddle in such a matter as 
the selection of a consort for himself, a mat- 
ter which exclusively belonged to his affec- 
tionate mother. And her Highness, the Ma- 
haram Jumnabai Saheb, as the head of the 
Gaekwar family, had to desire the Dewan him- 
self to lend ‘ his utmost personal assistance ’ 
in thu delicate business. ‘Match-making,’ 
says Sir Madava Row, in his account of the 
progress of the State of Baroda, ‘is fraught 
with pleasant anxieties for any mother 
and in the present instance, the mother is one 
of the highest ladies in the land. Trusted 
emissaries started from Baroda and went to 
divers countries, some travelling in disguise, 
and others with pomp and circumstance. In 
a short time, descriptive letters, illustrative 
photographs, and complete horoscopes, won
derfully showing all the planets on their best 
behaviour, poured in upon the Maffirani in al
most embarrassing abundance. The blessing 
of the tutelary deities was devoutly invoked. 
The good will of the priests was propitiated] 
and astrologers in solemn conclave were bid’, 
den to unerringly interpret the mystic in
fluences of the zodiac. Bat the Maharani 
was also desirous of fulfilling more prosaic 
conditions, and she had to satisfy in her"choice 
such worldly persons as the Governor-Gen
eral’s agent and the Dewan of the State. ’

“ Marathi girW are, however, always mar
ried young, and as the Gaekwar’a marriage 
had been deferred until was seventeen 
years old, it was not only necessary that his 
bride should be » young lady of high family, 
of health and beauty, education and accom
plishments, but that she should be of adole
scent age. It was almost impossible to find a 
girl approaching to the required ideal who 
was still unmarried or unengaged. Even 
when the poorest parents were approached 
they were proud enough to disdain to send 
their daughters to Baroda, as if on inspection, 
even on the chance of being married to the 
first Maratha prince in India. Things came 
to a dead-lock ; and the Queen-Mother had 
to press the Dewan to relinquish high polities 
for a time, and set out for the Deccan in 
search of an eligible lady. Accompanied by 
a band of the Maharani’s relatives and de
pendents, he started for Poona on this curious 
quest, ‘ It had been arranged,’ he says,
1 that just at that time several girls reported 
eligible should happen by pure accident to be 
present at Poona. We saw them, but we 
could not decidedly approve of any. ’

“ The rest of the story must still be told in 
the words of the same high authority : • This 
result perplexed her Highness not a little. 
The quarters supposed available had been ex
hausted. < The marriage of the Maharajah 
could not be postponed beyond the next sea
son ; and yet the most plastic Shastrees of the 
palace could not cite authority to perform the 
marriage without a bjrie. Her Highness, 
therefore, directed the uewan to extend the 
politico-aesthetic exploration beyond the Bom
bay Presidency. This was, of course, done ; 
and the predestined sharer of the young 
Gaekwar’s fortunes was at last found on the 
banks of the Canvery.’ The Tanjore family, 
to which the bride belongs, had long been 
intimately connected with Sir Madava Row, 
and the marriage, so far as those who were 
present at Baroda during the marriage festivi
ties could possibly judge, was decidedly 
popular among the Sirdars and Maratha 
people generally, while the English residents 
of Baroda were pleased to find in the orphaned 

■Ekieeq of the Princess of Tanjore a young lady 
who had enjoyed. .all the great advantages of 
a thorough English education.”

The Decline of Romance.
What is the cause of the decadence of ro

mance ? It is unnecessary to repeat truisms 
about our introspective, scientific, analytic 
age. Science, analysis, introspection—these 
are our malady, Bays the Saturday Review. 
There is another cause of tiie decline of stories 
of adventure. We have become very pro
vincial, and are interested beyond all reason 
in the petty details of our own modem ex
istence. Novels most be written, like news
paper articles, up to the newest fashions of 
the hour, and they are all the better liked if 
they contain some reference to contemporary 
scandal, or to some personal satire on people 
of contemporary notoriety. Now the nine
teenth century is not precisely an epoch of 
adventure. The novelists of the begin
ning of the age saw this, and they 
took refuge in the historical novel. 
When gentlemen wore swords and travelled 
on horseback, when highwaymen were com
mon, and when the police force did not exist 
—still more when robber barons could carry 
off captive maidens to their towers—there was 
room for the romance of adventure. “ Any
thing might happen under the Plantagenets, ” 
says Miss Braddon ; and under the Tudors, 
the Stuarts, or at any time up to the French 
revolution, there was ample playing-ground 
for the writer of fiction. But now the his
torical novel is thoroughly out of fashion. 
Perhaps the authors are partly to blame. 
They wore out their machinery. They would 
insist on beginning with a booted traveller 
who arrives at a hostelry, and does ample 
justice to a pasty and a flagon of claret or a 
pot of sack. The love affairs became too 
obvious, the adventures were supplied at 
much too slight an expense of imagi
nation. Then the historical critics 
of this iron time came down on the novelists. 
A German musical critic (of all people) has 
been known to remark that “ Scott knew no
thing of the middle ages.” This kind of re
mark shows the nature of the critical spirit 
An historical novel is read as if it were, or 
ought to be, as gravely learned as a treatise 
by Prof. Stubbs. Indeed, the young Ameri
can reviewer who has recently “ found out ” 
the gross carelessness of these European 
Stubbs would not be at all satisfied with that 
measure of accuracy. Now novelists seldom 

‘know more of the middle ages than Scott did, 
and, being aware of this, they avoid that en
chanted period in which cloaks and swords, 
witches, robbers, knights and ladies passed 
through delightful adventures. To be sure, 
some of oor historians, in revenge, hav^many 
of the charms and style and all the freedom 
of fancy once peculiar to the novelist. Thus 
oor science, and our love of modern gossip, 
which we call “ realism,” and oor languor, 
and oor dandified historical accuracy, all 
make against romance of the old exuberant 
sort, _

As Others See Us.
Atm tAe Canadian Spectator.

For many years the Toronto Globe was the 
first newspaper in the Dominion. Whatever 
those not agreeing with its Puritan style of 
politics, and hardness, and bitterness gener
ally might say, there was no other paper to 
equal it for its news or leader writing. But 
gradually The Mail has been overhauling the 
Globe, and now the positions are reversed. 
The Mail is far ahead of the Globe. Its mat
ter is better arranged, its advertisements are 
not so glaring and vulgar, and its leading arti
cles have a more dignified tone and a better 
literary style. If anyone is disposed to doubt 
this statement, let him take the two papers 
and compare them without reference to 
their politics.____________

Ague Conqueror Will Cure*
There is no disease or affliction more estih 

cured than the ordinary Fever and Ague of tna 
country, and yet it is one of the most dreaded. 
In fact, m some persons. Fever and Ague, Inter

table
never foiled to cure 
knowledge, and the 
that season. Price 50 cents and SI per bon* 
To make a permanent cure of a difficult case u 
will require a «1 bottle to cleanse the system and 
leave too Liver and other organs toaheaWg 
condition so that the chills will not return..-^”

THE FARM.
EDITORIAL NOTES.

French-Canadians who left their nat] 
rince for tiie United States are ret 11 
■king up land. Agricultural pro 
leen most marked in Lower Cana 
ihe past few years, and the large 
Mined have stimula ted new-comers i 
into farming pursuits. There is, hi 
an ample field for all settlers who may 
for, according to the Montreal Star, ti 
thousands of acres of fine land within | 
of from fifty to two hundred miles < 
real waiting for occupation, and Govj 
land, with a fine rich virgin soil, 
tainéd anywhere in the province 
cents an acre.__________

A visitor to Thomas Hughes’ 
Bngby, Tennessee, writes to the 
Courier-Journal giving his impression 
are not at all favourable. The young 
men brought over by Mr. Hughes 
idea ef engaging in anything so low a 
labour. With them the whole thing is 
is a frolic, and they lounge about 
while the* people of the neighbour! 
hired to do all the necessary work, 
the prominent movers in the matter 1 
posed to become permanent resident 
idea is evidently to sell out to some 
The land is described as poor. It 
nooaly been settled in spots, but the! 
tigns of agriculture having been sue 
pursued. The correspondent thinki 
tiie company have paid more than 
pc» acre they have got a dear bargain

The enormous grape crop secu__ 
Dominion during the past season 
enable the manufacturers to supply 
lent native wine at a very low price, 
isno reason why pure grape wine sh 
become a regular beverage among on 
Private growers have demonstrat 
varieties of grape specially adapted 
tag light sparkling as well as st 
san be grown here without diffical 
prejudice entertained ih some quart 
Canadian wines will, no doubt, , 
wear, away, just as the merits of Cl 
■dues are being recognized in tin 
States, It is satisfactory that the pi 

pure Canadian wines is 1 
for imported wines are yearly 
more adulterated. The French G01 
have just passed a measure for dimini 
adulteration with plaster of Paris, w 
developed into a crying abuse. By tl 
the makers were able to give wines 1 
effect of age, and common, coarse 
tiras made palatable. Drinkers o 
wines may possibly find comfort in 
Act, under which no wine is alloi 
brought into commerce if it contains 
grammas of potassium sulphate per 1

Mr. Mackenzie’s speech of last 
Which he depreciated the value of 
West and declared that the extent 
land had been vastly over-est 
always be remfflnbered as an unpai 
nseless attempt to injure the Domii 
falsity of his accusations has been e 
beyond cavil by Professor Macoun, 
just returned from a journey of foi 
over the salt plain which forms the 
part of the alleged “ desert," and 
country: Lest we should be accusi 
aggerating the Professor’s statemen 
low our contemporary to show the
Mr. Mackenzie's assertions :_

14 In point of climate it greatly e 
‘fertile belt ’ further north, while 
tiie drawbacks supposed to exist tun 
be something very like figments, 
of water turns out to be a much les 

‘ ‘We difficulty than has generally 
posed, and so for from the soil beine 
vegetation,‘-he thinks this will yet b 
Stywt grain-raising-region, Vvhlle th< 
district to the north will be given u 
production of cattle. The waiei 
nuch-abused tract has been always 
is unfit for use ; but he found it 
I°°d, but easily obtainable, even 1 
surface of the ground seemed arid.,!
Fhe statements made by Mr. 
were what the Globe describes as “j 
rad our contemporary may justly 
its old leader for forming “ hasty 
from imperfect data.” Ihe resul 
Maconn’s otoervations goes to show 
area of land suited for agricultural 
in the least promising section of tl 
West is much larger than has been 
by those who did not desire to ex' 
unfavourable passages from the 
reports.

The winter will prove a season o 
the,peasants of many districts t 

tracts of country, which in 
hare exported millions of bnsheli 
to England, have failed this year 1 
sufficient for the inhabitants.
Possibly be supported on Amer 
stuffs. The insect plague will, j 
be repeated next year. The ra 
which were extended in such ms 
tor wap purposes will prove the s 
the country. Orenberg, the front 
Gcntfal Asia, is now connected w 
tenpr by a railway to the Vol 
atWWrsT' EkaterinWg, the gs 
Western Siberia, is now but 
hours by rail from the great iroi 
r ermon-the-Kama, whence stes 
twice a week down into the Upper 

A third frontier railway 
Praia (tiie capital of the Caucasi 
'-'Sspian port of Baku—is fast a 
completion, while Sebastopol and 
ports of the Don are now in direct 
cation with Moscow. The India 
system saved millions of lives dnrii 
lamine, and if the Russian auth 
with energy equal to that displa 
British viceroy, a like result max' 
pushed. ^

In the Immigration Committee of 
pf Commons last session the coi 
New Brunswick representatives 
»nd long that their province ha 
vinted by English agricultural 
Within the last few weeks Mes:
*ad Sparrow, tao English fare 
seutatives, have inspected New 
forms, and have expressed their j 
at the appearance of the countr 
John News now fails to perceive 
ncial results can flow from the via 
that if provincials move from th 
*£ei,r places are supplied by ] 
the New " Brunswick era will 1 
to the prairies, and no adn 
•cprae to the province. Po 
*u*ght be the case, but if 
01 hardy New-Bruns wickers 
our North-West and settle on 
hey materially contribute to 0 

uevelopment. We are too apt te 
questions solely from a provi 
gpuit. The people of the Eastei 
re apt to be jealous of the growl 
, Although the agricultural 

.-Quebec have been well adver 
J^ouunion Government, vet the 1 
Plaint is made that the Minister 

re has endeavoured to prevei
visiting the Eastern Tee 

*J“**ffo has ever to become a grea 
tiuAtk mus* he colonised, a 
tpy *1 actloI> of any Dominion 
-v Accomplishing that end i
sfford W1-t*1 jealoo*y by the othi 

‘A ■ strong reason for h&i 
*rmj.i_°Ter *°-A syndicate in retun
'"uau uctjon and operation.

&itish agricultural retoi 
the Statistical and 
of the Board of 1 

special Interest, 01 
r which has for son 

a the future of EngH.lt 
d as under » 
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