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X The Cathedral Clock Once MocaBhakapcare'e Love.
Ann» Hatneway'» Cottaee ae it uwu 

now—The Towns or Eneland-Popti- 
lar affection for the Story of Shales* 
peare'e Love In the Thatched Cot* 
tage.

Stratford os Avos, April 4. —I have 
walked to-day from here to the neighbofllhg 
village of Shottery to aee the cottage wl^re 
Anne Hatheway lived and where ShakzpSE’e 
won her. Jt is a charming bit of représenta- 
tive "Engiiah scenery—that landseape tod 
view so unlike our own, and yet eo familiar 
through literature and tradition that it el- 

seems to me os if I had seen it l>erore 
or some previous condition of ex- 
I followed a footpath across the 

old-fashioned stiles at every 
rn hedges along the lanes 

very path trod by Shakspeare in his 
•of Anne. Tradition doea not say how

(From the Toronto New Dominion )
Ah, the weary silence since last I favoured 

the world with my meditations 1 The 
world has missed me, and I have missed my 
congenial employment in that world of set. 
vice. And so many things to talk aboutfl 
so many follies to snoot 1 eo many wonders 
to chronicle t so many snobs to laugh at I 
so many oads to kick I so many eolona to 
celebrate 1 eo many politicians to praise 1 so 
many orators to ovate t so many editors to 
exalt ! eo many I eo many 1 O dear ! O dear 1 
And the Clock all the time quite crazy with 
fnlness of matter ! And the world needing 
instruction eo badly 1 There was the N. P. 
in all its aspects and nobody to expound its 
mysteries and explain its belongings bnt 
the little oracles of the OloU and Mail 
whom I have seen trotting down King Street 
for all tbcao months past as big with im
portance as if they held the destines of the 
world in their grasp, and carried continually 
a ground plan of the universe in their waist- 
coat pockets. Oh the grandeur and the 
glory of those bright particular stars I the 
swagger ! the air ! the animation ! the—the 
—Tuts, I cannot tell all. And the poli
ticians generally. Oh the days and the men 
that I have seen ! How they held people 
even as did that Ancient Mariner with their 
—what was itT Their finger? or their eye? 
or what ? How the finger went at any 
rate ! How the head was shaken ! How 
the hands were rubbed ! How they settled 

How
they laughed 1 How 

w they showed that their 
fools — mostly — thouah
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fields, with 
fence and hawtho 
—the “Mirai," she answers very slowly, very 

steadily, with bar miserable eyes fixed on 
me, “ if what she says is true—if Jack does 
not cure for me as I thought be did—then I 
will marry Sir Robert—is he not better at 
lthst than Grannie ?" (with a wan smile); 
“but if Jack loves me—loves me well

wards the latter end of July. Sundays at 
•Grannie's are not pleasant days. Thu Sun
day is unp’eaiant r than most of its prede
cessors. Ever since early morning it has 
rained—a steady, straight downpour, hope
less of clearing. My sofa is drawn close to 
the window ; but not one breath of air comes 

prom the dull and clouded heavens to me 
• little prison. Oa the other side, oppo- 

the window, the heavy velvet portiere» 
are close drawn, shutting out the front draw- 
ing-rcom from the back. That is a little 
way we have on Sunday afternoons -Grannie 
goes to her room and 1 to mine. If visitors 
come they are shown in to Grannie, and I 
remain undisturbed. If no visitors come, 
then Grannie can go to sleep equally undis
turbed.

Jennie has been sitting staring drearily at 
the rain-drops pattering on the little balcony 
—Jennie, who is so changed from the bright 
merry Jennie of a month ago—feverishly, 
wildly gay at one moment—dull, hopelessly 
dreary at another—and now, wearied out 
with that amusement, has left the 
quietness and

I, lying there through the long, hot 
hours, debarred even from the occupations 
which on week-days make the time hang less 
heavily on my hands, gradually lose hold of 
my thoughts, fall slowly, slowly from con
sciousness to unconsciousness. . . .

“ You must bo mad," says Grannie’s 
voice in my dreams (shrill and sharp—how 
like it is to Grannie’s real voice 1). “ You
must bo mad ; do you think that any other 
girl alive would throw away such a 
chance t"
... 1 am not dreaming, 

it Grannie’s voice, bnt it c 
in my dreams, but 
a moment I am 
moment I realise 
Jennie, and that I must 
tie for her, if necessary.

Prince Louis Napoleon. Ambitions Italy.
An Immense Project to Cover the King

dom with a Network of Railways—De
tails of the 8cheme-The St 
ard Tunnel.

outweigh the youth and good look* of the 
other, that a woman who should be forced 
to choose between them could not fora*mÿ 
ment hesitate. •

But then, I am t*enty-nine, and J ennie is 
neteen ; and I have had no lovers, 

r looked in 
ks in

“ TO THEE ALONE"
often he had to walk it.

The Education of the Boy for Whom 
Splendid Eugenie Live»

A Love Song Set to Music by H. R. H 
Prince Leopold of England

tleiosii favourably known as sn d
ae the author of a volume of graceful potin

The cottage, a quaint, straw-thatched 
building, covered with ivy and rose liushe*. 
is in a good state of preservation. The old 
house, which was for its time commodious 
and of some pretensions, is now occupied 
by three families—farm 1 .borers, u The cen
tral division, which is formed, of the hall

(From the London Truth.)Men
Jack

nineteen ;
have never looked into ray eyes as 
Mellish looks in Jennie’s—never with 
thing warmer than the cal 
ness of a comrade 
make ”'\

“ Captain Mellii 
India, I believe," 
this tim

in
I Remember seeing the Prince Imperial 

when he was a boy of twelve having a veloci
pede race .with his yound friend Louis Con
neau (eon of the Doctor), 
terrace of the Tuileries.

A correspondent at Rome of The New Fork 
Evening Pott writes :

A project is now before parliament for the 
construction of not less than seventeen 
hundred miles of new railroads at a cost of 
$160,000,000, Parliament, however, delays 
to pass the bill until it shall have discussed 
the condition of the national finances and 
assured itself that this additional expense 
will not make it bankrupt. A committee of 
investigation has been appointed which has 
recently demanded six months’ longer time 
to present its report. The expenses of the 
new constructions would be divided over a 
period of fifteen years, leaving $10,000.000 
for each year ; the provinces through which 
the roads pjssed also contributing. It is 
proposed, before adding eo many milt» of 
new roads, to study the system of railroad 
■WMemmSwAhatTmtedatates.. -ThArails
and cars are modeled m Italy from those of 
France and England, bnt engineers now be
gin .to poroeire thaCthe United States may 
also offer something worthy of imitation.

The astonishing rapidity with which rail
roads connecting the interior with the rivers, 
the lakes and the ocesns have been con
structed in the United States excites the 
admiration of the Italians. The fact that in 
forty-six years eighty-three thousand miles 
of railroad were constructed there surprises 
them by its magnitude. And the economy, 
the ingenuity and comfort used in the cars 
and on the roads elicit their approbation, 
and no longer disposed to smile, as at first, 
at the “Yankee” inventions, they wish to 
adopt them. The short curve, for instance, 
which is used in the mountainous regions of 
both North and South America would obvi
ate many of the difficulties of railroad build
ing in Sicily. That island presents every
where an intricate aeries of hills and tortu
ous valleys, with a soil of clay and marl, 
which as soon as it is opened begins to swell 
and crack. The American system would 
obviate the difficulties of construction hero 
and diminish the expense. The machines 
are also considered superior to those now in 
use here, and the convenience of the cars is 
compared with the small box-like compart
ments in which European travelers are 
placed. The liberty of movement, of con
versation with old or new acquaintances, 
and the safety of the American system are 
appreciated, and there is little doubt that on 

) of the new lines that kind of car will

enough to marry me even without a penny— 
than I cannot give him np even for you."

She rises as she speaks—lifts my hand 
andltisses it very gently—and goes away 
without1 another word.

And I am left to myself to cry the bitter
est k»rs I have ever criei yet.

That eve ling, Grannie and I dine alone
flot in the gloaming 

her room with a letter in her hand—and 
ringing the bell, sends Thomas with it to 
the post I need not go to look 
whom it is addressed.

All the evening she sits on the fl >or by 
my sofa, with my arm round her neck . . . 
but she will not let me speak to her. My 
poor Jennie !

calm, cold friendli- 
brother. That may 

rence. j
ish haS not Ion

site
tral division, wlncu is lormeu, oi me uau 
and main fireplace and the sitting-room of 
the old building as it stood in Shakspeare’s 

now kn
tage, and is kept much as it sto d then, 
with some of the old furniture and heirlooms 
of the lamily. An elderly woman, with the 
pleasant manners of the humble classes here, 
received me and showed a real and intelli- 

iute o t in explaining the legend and 
PUB piece.

f a comrade 
all the differ

on the private 
Young Conneau, 

already a true courtier, held in nis hand so 
that the Prince might not be 
public ; but in slackening speech he gave his 
bar a too sharp jerk, so that his fore wheel 
caught that of the Prince's vehicle and both 
velocipedes rolled on the ground with their 
rid-re. The merry way in which Napoleon 
111.’s heir laughed as he scrambled to his 
feet and assisted his friend to rise stamped 
him as a good-natured boy. He takes after 
his mother in sweetness of temper. All who 
have ever approached him, either during hie 
father’s reign or since his exile, have struck 
by his sunny face, great-intelligence, and 
frank manners.

He was bom a very delicate child, and had 
to be nursed with the utmost care till he was

come from 
believe,” continues Kir Robert— 

na with visible, unmistakable hesita- 
“ Is he—returning there soon ?’’

own as the Hatheway cot- 
much as it sto d then, indefeated is shaken ! 

rubbed ! How they 
they demonstrated !

they laughed l How 
/ showed that their 

oh — mostly — though 
Oh the men that I bare 

Street 1 The

things 1 How they 
they proved I How 
they grinned 
opponents 
sometim

I eat upon the purple hill 
And watched the world ith.

Will, Jack will do,” I“ Impossible to say 
answered ltVa whisper—(we have been pur
suing the whole of cur conversation in a 

close together, for the 
d though he is—is

There was no need to eay twa* she, 
No need of sound or alun,

Fo r all the hea.t leiped ont of me 
And murmured, üir Aile*n I

I Holowed a real and inteili- 
pluining the legend and 
lu answer to a question 

was herself a Hatheway, 
had lived on the spot

suing the wh
whisper, with heads close togetner, tor me 
subject of it—engrossed though he is—is so 
near, so dangerously near. It is one of the 
few advantages of being a cripple. I may 
talk to one man all the evening through, 
and no one, not even the. most malevolent, 
will think anything of it. Who would, be 
even suspected of making love to a woman 
who has to be dragged from one roou 
another like a log ?... ). “ His father got
him, by hook or by crook, a comm; 
a crack regiment. ‘Id* h year Jack

Jennie comgene mte o 
re ics of the 
she to d me 
and tint her fami

theseen at the corner of Toronto Street 1 The 
oily smudge of that fat heax-y young lawyer 
who(knows everything from poetry to poli
tics ; the shouldering mastetfulair of that 
terrible oracle of all ordi 
pushes hie way even as 
memory, and has a sort 
about his voice like a 
shout of a wolf hound and the snarl of a 
bu tclutt’srfuir *, the. patronizing nod of that 
long, lean, abominable boor with the half
squint look, and the stupid eyes that have 
no speculation in them but what lends ani
mation to the orbits of a hog, and gives in
terest to the bullocks he loves eo well and 
resembles eo much ; the jerky jump of that 
little man who manages everything ; and 
the owl-like solemnity of that queer block
head who thinks ho pulls wires and could 
not xvell be done without in this lower 
world ; as well as hundreds of others ; how 
they have all been circulating and demon
strating and explaning and patronizing and 
expostulating, running to their clubs ! pilg- 
ing their neighbours ; bragging about thtir 
wisdom ; cheating wherever they could, and 
humbugging as they best might all these 
weary months and me not saying a single 
word—simply looking on all the while 1 It 
has been awful. I can bear it no longer. I 
must say my say or stand still and die.

The N. P., what about it? The New 
Dominion durst not touch it. You have 
had plenty of law suits I guess to serve you 
for some time, and “stop my paper'’ is not 
pleasant in these stormy days. How did 
you got on with their “shoots?” It is a 
mercy you were not killed at any rate. 
How <lo you find the oat meal ? What about 
the printers’ ink ? Upon the whole is N. I*, 
a blessing or a curse ? Guess it is the old 
story. Not so bad ae some would have it ; 
nor so good as others declare. There are no 
hogs yet as far as 1 have seen running 
through the streets ready roasted, with 
knives and forks stuck in their side crying 
to all to cut and come again ! Neither are 
there any quite dying for want of sugar ; 
while coal, 1 am told, can still bo had. I 
cannot make things out, but then the mayor 
is alxvays ready ami I swear by him unless I 
take up Hallam for a cliang. So the Mar
quis is coming, and the Princess end a’ and 
a1 ; and the Qouncil are going to put on their 
singing robes, and the Mayor is to*have a 
chain, and Alderman Hallam a claw-hammer, 
an l Piper a stovo-pipo hat ; and the wells 
are all to run wine, and the Tories are not 
to say a word about Letellier ; and Gold- 
wiu Smith is to bo loyal for tho day 
aud take tho first walk with the Princess ; 
and everything is to bo lovely ! Oh tho 
times ! The cathedral bells are to ring out 
a series of merry peels. The streets are to 
be made decent. All the newsboys are to 
have new suits, and two thousand girls, 
from twelve years and under, dressed in 
white, are to bury the Marquis in bouquets, 
and sing an entirely new song with words 
and music prepared for the occasion by the 
greatest poet and tho greatest bore in To- 
route. The Princess is to stay a month and 
will certainly call on every respectable per
son in the city from the merchant prince to 
tho minister’s man. Two or three very pre
tentious suobs are busy getting their houses 
ready for a grand splurge and hope to have 
the noble party at tea iu a quiet way. I am 
glad to hear that no vomiting is to be al
lowed cither iu the halls or staircases. Ono 
experience of the k ml having more than 
satisfied the Marquis that if the custom is 
Canadian it is not satisfactory. Two or 
three of tho chief offenders in the Ottawa 
orgy are not to bo allowed tho entree, with
out having first appeared at tho corn
certain streets robed in white blankets, __
ashes on thei» heads and tho Mi 
their tongues. This last point is sure, 1 
heard the managing Alderman himself state 
it, pointing at tho corner of Church Street.

Oh, dear Dominion, I am relieved, I 
wont detain you longer. Au revoir.

The Cathedral Clock.

ever a.nee the time of 
for generations before

Although the exterior of the house is of 
tmble aouoarance. the Hatheway family 

better sort k those 
K>m where Shakspeare made 
Anne made love to him, ae a 

damsel of tho 
look s» wywwalk.t- 
tind of mild lunacy, 

me fifteen

at it to
Shakspeare, as we She spoke—her voice rang stl 

The birds hushed In the crove,
The earth stood still that 1 might hear 

The Bret words of my love.
Ah, woe Is me I crowed that heath, 

For ehe may ne'er be mine I 
Yet muet 1 bier through life and 

This motto, “ Dir Allein r

vn clew.

linaiy wisdom, who 
did Stry ver of happy 
rt of growling ha ha 
i cross between the

room tohumble appearance, th 
must have be.n of the 
days. The room wher room to
lore or where Anne n 

what oyuicJ and 
place, who seem 
Shottery parish as
informed me, is a large room, some lit teen 
feet square, hand omely paneled iu oak. It 
is flagged with bro.nl stoues, worn smooth 
by the ste;,a of generations, looking rudo to 
us, but which w.s the coinioitable custom 
of tho time, the great feature of the room 
is tho wide, old-fashioned chimney-place, in

Thsoext morning I wake with one of tho 
•dachee to which I have always been 

subject after any excitement or worry—a 
dull, stunning p.in which makesjt impossi
ble for me to lift * eta

All the

10 years old. His nurse was awJBogHeh wo
man, and he had a German-8 wiss valet ; both 
were enjoined to speak to him always in their 
respective tongues, while hie mother address
ed him in Spanish, so that the boy grew up 
to be a good linguist without any effort. He 
could read in four languages when he was 7. 
and he spent many of the long hours, when 
when he had to remain indoors by doctors’ 
orders, perusing books which treated of his 
great-uncle’s battles. He preferred this 
literature to auy other, and became of a ra- 
ther bellicose mood in consequence, strutting 
about with a toy sword by hie side, and 
fighting sham battles with young Conneau in 
the broad corridors of the Tuileries. His fa
ther, who loved him with a doting lox*e, 
would have spoilt him ; but his mother, wiser 
in her affection, insisted upon his blind 
obedience. When he was two years old he 
was appointed corporal in the Imperial Guard, 
and at five was promoted to his sergeant- 
ship. For having disobeyed the Empress 
while he held this grade her Majesty caused 
his stripes to be taken away from him, and 
ho was reduced to the ranks for a whole 
year. The disgrace very deeply affected 
him, for he was very fond of showing off his 
uniform^bofore the children who were invited 
to the palace to play with him. Once by 
the by, a child of the actor Fechter was 
among his guests, and the Prince having 
quarrelled with this brat, gave him a slap on 
the face. Fechter was huffed when he hoard 

affair, and declined to let this boy go 
Tuileries again.

the tutorship of a 
professor of some ability, but who labored 
under the disadvantage of being egregiously 

This gentleman had taken into his 
he would make of hii

mmissH.n inmature I lain would speak, yet dare not, tor 
Her gentle soul's distress ;

What Is to me ons sorrow 
So that she have one lets?

Yet 1 could wleh when I am d 
Her eyes should look througn 

And on my heart engraven nad 
This motto, “ Dir Allein /"

a crack regiment, in a year Jack was so 
hopelessly in debt that he had to exchange 
into a regiment going to India. Ho has 

I only been home three months."
I “ Mrs. Brandreth is making signs to 
I yon,” interrupts Sir Robert. “ 1 think 
* that some one must be going to sing."

I wake up to the fact that Grannie is 
waving her tan and making faces at me from 
the other end of the room, and that Fuski is 
standing by the piano in ominous silence, 
and with an expression of disgust that makes 
me shrivel with shame.

But I am almost glad when, being assured 
that we are all* reduced to an awed and re
spectful silence, he assails us with such a 
storm of “ Diavolo, Diavolo’s,” as to make 
conversation impossible not only to us but 

iu the window also.

morning through, Jennie sits with 
ing me most patiently, most gently. 

Towards afternoon, my head geta better, 
and Jennie gets restless. She does her hair 
a dozen times before it will suit her, though 
it seems to mo, watching her, that it looks 

uch the same the last time as the 
She puts on a pretty cream-coloured 

gown with dainty knots of ribbon, aud then, 
all being done, she paces np and down the 
tiny room, stretches her long neck out of the 
small window, and finally comes and stands

To’" AULD ROBIN GRAY.”
, I am awake. It 
ouïes to me, notwhich you can sit, and sitting look up 

through to the sky. In the left wing of this 
capacious fireplace, as you face it, there is 
cut or built iu tho will the bacon closet,

through the peri 
wide awake and alert. In a 

that Grannie is scolding 
be ready to do bat-

pretty me 
first Sh

Part I.

“ You hax'e a treat in store for you, Sir 
Robert,” she whispers to my companion, 
while Jack Mellish says pretty nothings— 
ns he so well knows how to say them 
— to me. “Mr. Titkins — that 
little man with the big eyes and 
retn ating forehead — do you see ? 
there !—we call him the Owl—is he not 
like one?—is going to sing ‘Nancy Lee.’ 
He has sung it regularly at every one of 
Grannie's ‘at homes.’ We think he does 
not know any other song. Look at him 
when he comes to the ‘ yeo ho’s’—he looks 
as if ho were going to hurt

“ Hush ?” and Sir Robert tries not

still se ving tint homely use lor the Hatlie- 
ways of 1879. On the right side stands the 
“ eourtiusetrie,” as my old iriend 
it, a very ru ie wooden 
long, with bn.-k and 1 
my guide was sure was the real and verita
ble place which did the work, and carried 
tho Hatheway lamily into legend and history.

Up a narrow and humble wooden stairway 
you re ich tho half story rooms, which are 
now and w- re in the rixteentb century the 
sleeping apartments of the family. Tho bed
stead, the central feature, is further evi
dence of the substantial standing of the 
family. It is h mdsomely carved with scroll 
work and hum in figure•, tome of them re
sembling tho grotesque carving seen in 
ancient cathedrals. This work appears, by 
its style ’and cla-s, to date about four hun
dred years ago. The bed has been in tho 
Hathew.i) family ever since their name be
came a matter of interest, mi l is believed 
by them t • have been used for generations 
before. It is not in use now, 
nished With very heavy and 
woven m tho family, and 
wonderful e aboration. Thi 
loom from more

phrased 
bench, some five feet ow about any other girl,” 

firmly and coldly. “I can 
only speak for myself. I will not marry any 
one—any ons—unie» I choose. In this case 
I do not choose.’’

“ Think well before you decide,"
Grannie in a voice of concentrated passion. 
“There are one or two points for you to 

!1 into consideration. Sir Robert is 
rich, and has a first-rate position. Do yon 
think that you—you who have flirted and 
made yourself talked about through two 
whole seasons, who are caraying on now to 
such an extent with that mol. Jack Mellish, 
that soon no decent woman will care to speak 
to you—will over get auch a chance again? 
Ia it Jack Mellish you are hankering after?" 
(with a cruel laugh). “He may be a fool, 
my dear, but not such a fool as to miirry a 
girl without a penny, for the sake of her 
beaux yeux."

“Stick to the point," says Jennie . . . 
and the young voice sounds quite as hard 
and cold as the old one. “ You called me 
here to speak to me about Sir Robert An- 
atnither. Captain Mellish has nothing to 
do with it."

“ I am afraid he has a good deal to do 
with it,” answers Grannie, sharply, 
is a clever old woman, I cannot deny that, 
but on, not a nice one.) “If yon pin your 
faith to him, you’ll find yourself left in the 
lurch. Ask nim” (with another laugh)— 
“ask him about the girl he wai with at 

er girl with the hun- 
She'» mere in Jack’s

“ I do not kn 
answers Jennie,ty. by my bed.

“Do
her thin fingers in and out ___
each other. “ I”—(trying to ape 
lesaly)—“I wrote to Jack yesterd 
haps lie may come and answer t 
himself—who knows? and if he does, 

"—with 
last time

This seat
ell, Mimi ?” she says, lacing 
in and out—in and out of

he letter

imem-

to those two

" Grannieno longer “ at home, 
has disappeared in Parkinson's hands to go 
through the mysterious process of unmaking 
—the lights are put out—the guests are 
parted to digest as best they may the 
wholesome sandwiches, the gooseberry cham
pagne ; and we—Jennie and I—are in the 
tiny, the very tiny room wherS Grannie 
lodges us free of charge.

I, bereft of my smart company gown, and 
t into bed much as if I were a baby, am 

lying and watching Jennie as she stands be
fore the glass, dreamily and thoughtfully 
combing out her long, bright hair. She 
looks like the Schontle Yungfrau in ‘Lorelie,’ 
who kammt ihr goldnet JIaar to the peril aud 
destruction of unwary fishermen—as if she 
ought to have a golden comb iu her hantl 
instead of a common tortoise shell one. 
There is no laughing gossip, no m< 
ism of Grannie 
We are both silent—ve

Grannie is answers

K as well look my best—you see 
little smile)—“ it may be the 

“ Never the last time,” I

take we

t r
“ nnlesi yon wish it, or As does. I 
her, you nave only yourself to please.

“Only myself to please," she repeats, 
with another smile—I do not like Jennie’s 
■miles this afternoon—“only myself."

speaks there is a sharp tap at 
door, and Parkinson struts in.

[to be continued ]

I say " iiusn : aim oir jxouurt tries uuv 
mile ; but how can he help it with that 

facmerry lace so close to his own?—and the 
opening bars of ‘ Nancy Ivee’ are struck on 
the piano, and Jennie retreats into the shade 
of tlie curtains, and seats hvasolf on the 
window-aill, close—a great deal too c’ore— 
to my smutty plants, for the good of her 
white gown, and Jack Mellish ait®, as well 
as his long legs will allow him, by her side ; 
and we—Sir Robert Amstruther and I—find 
ourselves much as we were before, only now 
we are silently listening, with admiration a 
good deal tempered with astonishment, to 
the little man with the big voice.

“It is a great gift to be able to sing,” 
says Kir Robert, with a s-gli, when the first 
verse has come to a violent end. (He does 
not know ono note from another, and 
it all 
the am: 
child.)
•myself.’’

$
bedroom

aomo of the new {jnea that kind of car will 
be adopted. The greater simplicity of the 
stations as they are found in the 

is also recommended, 
minish tho number of 

ployed at the stations and the* many cere
monies in use before permitting trav elers to 

. Even the cc

to the 
He was under

United
recommended. This would 

persons cm-
States 
also diminand is fur- 

anft line Stone Wells of Arizona.
hemmed with 

a, too, an heir- 
prosperous times. In this 

>om ii a spinning wheel sea', alleged to 
been immortalized by Shakspeare, but 

good dame would not give the passage 
by which his kindly remembrance had 
carried the homely object into literature.

Tli a room, tho old state bedroom of the 
family, like its adjoining mate, the present 
sleeping apartments of the house, is so low 
that you touch trie ceiling everywhere but 
in the centre, and tho joists ami ra ters are 
joined together, not by nails, but by wooden

head that
philosophical Emperor, and he procec 
ply him with maxims which seemed derived 
from Ilouaseau’s “ Emile. " One 
court dinner tho Prince, having 
mitted to dessert, stupefied the whole table 
by saying to an Austrian Archduke : “ Vout 
avez te» idee» de Tan

enter the cars. Even the cow-catcher is 
recommended as a useful institution 
does not as yet exist in Italy. Young 

becomes in tho economical 
■uu muueiriai arts tho teacher of young 
Italy, while the latter returns the good 
office by instruction in painting, sculpture 
and architecture.

Natural Formations in an Arid Desert- 
One Hundred and Fifty Graves 

(From the Arizona Sentinel.)
eded to

rry critic- 
to-night.

air, when she 
is nothing to 

my sweet, 
as she has 

little child,

ng gossip, 
and her j highly 

which 
America thus 
and industrial

her guests, to- 
ery silent, 
e her hair, wh

been ad-
A wonderful place is Tinajas, about thirty 

miles southeast of Mission Camp. The 
mountains have one face of hard, smooth 
granite. All the water falling upon thia 
basin has to How through nine tanks, 
above the other. The lower tanks are 
easy access, and are often drained of their 

itenta by men and animals travelling be
nd Sonoraa The upper tanka 

by circuitous and diffi-

When she has don 
has said her prayers—there is 

ne between her anrl God yet 
pure darling 
always done ever sin 
for her good-night kiss.

I have loved Jennie more as a mother 
loves an only child, than as sisters love. 
She has been the one brightness, the one 
gladness, of a life otherwise desolate. But 
for her, I should long ago have found it in 
my heart to cry out to God to take the life 
on"'fthich he has seen lit to lay so heavy a 
blight.

Ever since the day when mother, dying, 
put her into my aims—a little soft baby 
with fluffy golden hair and dark, wondering 
eyes, and bade me be good to her, I have 
lived for her, and for her on

Bnt never haa my heart ached for her with 
such sore misgivings as it aches to-night.

“ Jennie," I say very gently, holding her 
to me, “ do you remember, dear, what fool- 

jsh caatles in the air .we used to build—what 
happy, foolish pictures we used to draw 
about all we would do whçn you should find 

e—aud marry?" 
Only her eyes 

droop and hide themaelves away from mine 
—only I feel the clasp of her hands tighten

“ Haa the time come dear?" I ask, very 
low, freeing one hand to stroke the loose, 
shining hair.

In a moment her arms arc around my 
neck, and she ia laughing and sobbing by

the (She

in, voice, false chords, and all, with 
limple, all-believing confidence of a 

“ I often wish that'I had the gift

—she cornea to me, 
ce was a regime, Prtnce ; mai» 

Le peuple e»t un ocean: 
vou» emporte." The 

would say,

elle» ontfait leur temp».
»i vou» lui reiUtez, it 
Emperor felt bad, as an American 
and requested the philosophical tutor to go 
and preach his maxims elsewhere. The 
Prince, however, had become so imbued with 
his lessons that being asked soon afterward 
what disguise he would wear at a fancy 
dress ball that was to be held at the Tuile
ries, he elected to appear as Masaniello. The 
Emperor and Empress agreed to humor his 
wish, because, as they judiciously observed, 
nothing was to be gained by making believe 
that his first tutor had put foolish notions 
into his head. They gave him, however, as his 
second tutor and governor Gen. Frosaart, who 
know bo little about philosophy that he would 
probably have spelt it with 

Gen. Froesart ia the warrior who cut such 
a poor—x’ery poor—figure at the battle of 
Forbach. He was a clever strategist on 
paper, and a decent scholar all round ; but 
he was at the same time an extremely con
sequential, fussy personage, whom the Prince 
never liked. I saw them together in 1869, 
when tho Prince went with his mother on a 
political trip to Corsica. While they stood 
on the plattorm of the Lyons railway station, 
where crowds were cheering, and loyal

"of One of the meat important of the proposed 
new routes ie that called the Roma-Solmona, 
which will connect Rome with the fertile 
provinces of tho Abruzzi le Puglie and with 
the shores of the southern Adriatic. This 
important project, when completed, will 
supply the capital with fruits, vegetables 
and meat, thus reducing greatly the expense 
of living in Rome. This scheme was pro
posed by the then master of public works. 
8ig. Gaddi, four days after the entrance 
the Italians into Rome ; at tho same time 
the works on the Tiber and those on the 
Campagna were proposed—these three pro
jects being considered as most necessary to 
the prosperity, health and provision of tho

*?he railroad proposed in the Val D'Aosta 
will open to travelers one of the most beau
tiful and interesting regions of Italy. The 
mountains of this picturesque neighborhood 
are the natural bulwarks of Italy, aud the 
courageous inhabitants are not less a protec
tion than their impregnable mountains. It 
was in these fastnesses that Victor Em
manuel took refuge from the ceremonies of 
the court and followed tho wild deer through 
tho forests. Whoever goes there and 
breathes the fragrant air or sees tho giant 
mountains of ice and rock comprehends at 
onee the affection of the king for this region. 
Besides the pioturesqueness and beauty of 
the Val d’Aosta it has great agricultural re
sources which the construction of this rail
road will develop. The people, who have 
desired it for twenty-three years, have al
ready paid their contribution to the ex
pense—$600,000—and now only wait for the 
action of the government. There are re
mains of Roman civilization in this vallev. 
as well as that of the feudal pen 
the rich fields and pastures the 
mineral waters ana mines which have been 
partly abandoned on account of tho difficulty 
of transportation.

The railroad from Nox-ara 
fines must be completed 

neonsly with the principal li 
Gothard tunnel, which it is thought will be 
finished by the 1st of October, 1881. This 
great work has required a capital of 187,- 
000,000 francs, forty-five million of which 
were contributed by the Italian government.

it was found that an additional

Ascot—the Manchester 
dred thousand pounds 
line than you, my dear !"

“If this is all you have to say,” says 
Jennie, and I know by her voice that it is 
all she can do to repress her passion, “ 1 
had letter go. ’’

“Stay a moment,’’ says the old woman ; 
“there is something—just one thing more. 
I do not know that it will have much 
weight with you—you, who are willing to 
throw away money, title, and position for a 
love-sick fancy. Has it ever occurred to 
you to think, if you marry Jack Mellish, 
who has not a penny, or if you do not marry 
him—as you most certainly will not—what 
ia to become of your sister? Your sister, 
who day by day grows a little thinner, a 
little paler, a little nearer, the grave ? 
* Count;

tween Yninaai 
are approached only by 
cult climbing over rocks. To one standing 
below they afford no indication of their ex
istence, nor does climbing the smooth, steep 
mountain side seem possible to one unac
quainted with the way they do it.

In the upper tanks water has never lieen 
known to fait To this water eoines game 
of all kinds in great number from the great 

ateiieis country around Trasjai. Ante- 
, mountain sheep, and deer of several 
e come in herds. Rabbits and hares 

are as plenty as anywhere, and are prey : 
many coyotes and beautiful little roclc foxes. 
One would think that all this game would be 
thinned out by the Papago Indiana who in
habit the country. Bnt these Indians are 
superstitious, and avoid Tinajas with abject 
horror.

Within two miles of this water are cer
tainly 150 graves, and probably more, each 
marked by rows of stones laid in the form 

a cross. Sco

Heaven
ish it,” I say hastily, 

sure that your friends must thank
u have not. Look at Grannie ! she

Do not vx

Visitors, the Hatheway dowager informed 
mo. vamc often, bus not so many in these 

times as in years before. The Ameri ' 
cans, she said, were “the best,” and to my 
inquiry ai to what was best, ehe said they 
took moit interest and teemed most pleased. 
1 was pretty sure my hostess took me for an 
American prince, ami to, nobletie oblige, 
give her a shilling, where I think a six

British co 
inga and I 
practical, 
for remon 
deed, the

is sitting on thorns. She knows—we all 
know—that the last ami far the 
is to come. You do not know yet what he

“ I think that I must have heard the song 
before,” he say a simply. “It seems fami
liar to me."

while he speaks to me Ilia 
wandering to those two on the 
Jennie looking up now aud then 
pretty flushed face, oftener locking 
with a consciousness quite new—Jack 
ing over her a good deal closer than he need 
do. When a little lull in the music makes 
their voices audible, Sir Robert turns his 
head religiously and honourably in the 
other direction, trying not to listen. I, un
troubled by any such honourable scruples,

hard
worse verse

3

eyes keep 
window— 
with her

But ÏÏ.
usual gratuity. This modest 
in I rouglit me a shower of bless- 
kind wishes, and what was more 
s ïïïe hu >« drops and “rosemary 

mbrauce"’ from the garden, lu- 
real gratitude which a shilling 

given to a decent man or woman in this land 
always evoker is a sad evidence of tho 
narrow margin of existence here. Life is a 
struyg e, and the [ oor go into it burdened 
and haudicipped almost beyond hope.

garden of the cottage, 
planted with box, lavender, marigold, ro;e- 
mary, pansy, thyme and other familiar 
English flowers and shrub'-, stands the well 
of pure cold water, in the same place and 
serving the home y uses as of old. It is 
doubtful, however, if Shakspeare ever drank 
of it. Tli i Englishman of the sixteenth 

iry, like the Englishman of the nine- 
h, I suppose, confined himselt to ale.

In my ualk across fields from Stratford or 
down to Shottery the footpith, of course, 
often dix'orged, an 1 I xvas forced to inquire 
of those I met the way. 
with the familiar knowledge of all I met 
who knew the story of Sliukspeare’s love, 
and their simple piiile in it. In other locil- 
itivs, xxh.-re there were famous churches, iu 
which goo l kuijits and o d earls, famous in 
history, lay buried, 1 luve o:t n enquired of 
respeo-.ablo-looking people and found them 
ignorant or only half acquainted with the 
great hist-ri ; features of these places. In 
Warwick, for instance, I found sex-cral 
wortny people who semed to know nothing 
of the great earl of Leicester, and net to 

whether his body was in their 
All around Shottery, how- 

ime Hatheway .was a 
tho humble thatched 

rude farm laborers, 
1 c mhl hardly under- 

l language so provincial 
as not to seem English to America 
and some bright little boys, hardi 
old, alike gave intelligent answers, 
a friendly interest in my quest, and seem to 
think my pilgrimage the right and proper 
aud natural t .ing to do.

This it “Shakspeare land." The town 
and moves and has its being in his 

memory and tradition. II s body lies buried 
in a beautiful ami stately edifice—a noble 
shrine to which the culture and 
the world come
which he was bora has been cirefully and 
faithfully restored, and is held in honorable 
trust for the u-e and devotion of posterity ; 
the dwell ng in which he died is set apart 
from commua uses, and is to be the tite of a 
grand memorial monument, but the hearts 
of this people go - ut in simple Iox*e and af
fection to the little cottage where he loved— 
even though historic gossip suggests and 

e calm reflection conx'iuces one that the passi
onate communion of a boy of 18 with an in
nocent creature of 26 was not a purely idyl- 
ho romance.

lope,
kind

ry air, carriage exercise, oltf port, 
of cream ’—every doctor says the 
What ia the coed of their saying it 

a shrill cry)—“to 
these things ? But 
i risked her life, and 

1)8—you are the only 
one who are sp self-engrossed that you 
not see that every day she gets worse, 
are the only one that can save her.”

“Stop! stop l” I cry in agony—I have 
been crying so for many minutes, but they 
will not hear me—“Jennie ! Jennie ! do not 
listen to her 1"

The heax'y curtain is thrown violently 
back, and Jennie, with a face from which 

ry particle of colour has fled, with totter
ing limbs and horror-stricken eyes, comes 
through them with a little cry—such 
as one hears sometimes from a wounded, 
hunted animal—can I ever forget it ?—and 
stands before me.

“ Is it true t ’ she says, as though the 
warm blood were suddenly frozen in her 
veins. “ Is it true ? and I—I only have not 
seen it. Are you ill ? . . . Are you ?—oh, 
my God !—she cannot—cannot be dying !”

She throws herself upon the ground in an 
agony of tears—such tears as I have never 
in all my life seen before.

“Look up, Jennie, dear—stop crying, for 
pity’s sake,” I cry, trying to lift up her 
face. “ Look at me—indeed I am well— 
quite well.”

She doea look up. She scans me with 
miserable, despairing eves.

“You are not well,”
“You are thi 
oh, I have bee

the man whom you could 
No answer—not a word.

îe go 
?" (she says with 
Can I give lier

îy might, 
that I 

my sister is saying.

listen wi 
“ You

worse—far worse than >ou expected?
“ And if it xverc,” -T ick Mellish 

“ if it had been a dissenters’ pray 
ing, and we all had td'aay texts and pray 
aloud iu turn, do yon not think I would 
come to be near you !”

Ilia eyes, looking down, 
hera, say a great d<a 

How I wish

warned u not to
ofIn the in nie it of men famishing for 
water have expended their last strength iu 
reaching Tinajas only to find the lower 
tanks dry, and, ignorant of the upper ones, 
have lain down in despair to die. The re
mains have been buried by later travellers, 
aud the graves marked. Mexican fashion, by 

ot stones. During the rush to the 
of California cholera attacked 
the road from Mexico, as it did 
imigrants along the Platte, 

ne combined with thirst to produce 
corpses at Tinajas. Recollections of bleach
ed bones and grinning akulla protect the 
game from Papago arrows and flintlocks.

After passing through the usual fermenta
tion the water becomes clear and pure as 
any in the world ; it comes from the clouds 

nly, and, flowing into the tanks 
soluble gcanita^ifieeKrriea no mineral matter. 
Every hWYÿram pours a whirlwind torrent 

the tanks, washing them out to the 
very bottom ; no organic matter stays be- 
hind. The number and variety of birds 
here is marvellous, many of them appearing 
to be new and undescribed species. At 
morning and evening the din of their song, 
confined by the sides of the mountains, is 
almost deafening. All around Tinajas is the 
remarkable vegetation of the desert ; near 
its tanks are many plants nourished by their 
moisture.

dedyou—you, for whom she 
lost the use of her lim , withmg,

Mayors were presenting addresses, the 
General kept saying audibly to his pupil : 
" Take your hat off." Put your hat on.”

Bow to the gentleman." &c. The Prince, 
who know very well what to do, looked p.. 
foundly bored, and ended by walking on to 
get nearer to his mother, leaving Frossart in 
the lurch. To give the Prince some eraula- 

his studies, the Emperor allowed 
young Louis Conneau to bo educated 
him. Conneau’s father had been the Em
peror’s closest friend during his captix-ity at 
Ham, and was chiefly instrumental in abetting 
his escape from that fortress. Tha Emperor 
never faltered in his gratitude for this ser
vice, and he wished his son to make the 
friendship hereditary,
Louis Conneau is to thi 
poleon’s most trusted 

The Prince Imperial had to put up with 
more than one affront in his boyhood, for the 
Emperor had so many enemies that chan 
of snubbing the heir arose frequently. In 
1868 the Prince went to preside at the annual 
distribution of prizes held in the Sorbonne, 
after the Concours General of all the public 
schools. A son of Gen. Cax-aignac happened 
to be among the prize winners, and his name 
was called to come and receive his books 
from the Prince’s hand ; but at this moment 
a tall lady, dressed in black, rose among the 
reserx'ed seats, and, with an imperious ges
ture, ordered young Cavaignac not to move. 

(From the New York Times.) This was Mme. Caviagnao, who thereby
Imagination ministers but grudgingly to sought to pay off the son of the man who 

the feeling of sympathy between man and sent her husband into exile. The affair made 
man. We need to see the ghastly spectacle an immense noise, but the Prince remarked 
of mangled remains, to hear the groans of rather pithily : “It seems, then, that young 
agony and the shrieks of despair to have Caviagnac wished to act a comedy, for he 
Eome menace of loss or danger brought must have known I was coming here.” On 
home to ourselves or those with whom we another occasion the Prince Imperial, going 
have some bond of connection closer than to the Bois de Boulogne in a carnage, saw a 
that of the universal brotherhood, in order bov tumble off the box seat of a cab. He 
to realize the horror of a great disaster and ordered his carriage to stop, and alighted to 
feel for its victims. The touch of nature see if the urchin was hurt. There was noth- 
that makes the whole world kin is one of ing the matter, eo the Prince Imperial kissed 
universal selfishness. Perhaps it ie a benefi- the boy, adding : “ Yon may tell vour father 
cial provision that saves us from the strain that the Emperor’s son kissed you. ’ “Oh, no, 
upon our sympathies, which would make I won’t tell him that." answered the boy, 
life miserable if we were forced to share in readily, “ for papa u always saying that 
all the sufferings and calamities of the race. Napoleon is a canaille."

The appalling disaster that overtook the When the disasters of 1870 overtook the 
Hungarian City of Szegedin last week was imperial dynasty, Prince Ixrais Napoleon 
full of multiplied horrors, and had it taken waa Qid enough to feel them acutely. It 
place on the Passaic River it would have coet him the greatest anguish to part with 
filled the columns of our newspapers almost his father just before the battle of 
to the exclusion of everything else, blanched ftn(j having been spirited across the Belgian 
every cheek with a eense of awe, filled frontier to Mens, he actually escaped from 
every heart with pity and dread and made the Hotel de la Couronne in that town, at 
ex-ery task but (£iat of sucooring the hapless night, and tried to prevail upon a jobmaster 
victims almost impossible. But it ie 4,000 to let him a trap of some sort in which he 
miles away. It touches not us. We read could return to France and join his father’s 
of it with a sort of listless wonder at the armies. Of course lie waa politely recon- 
magnitude of the calamity, bnt the most ducted to his hotel, and the next day was 
sympathetic nature fails to be at all deeply conveyed "under the close custody of two 
or keenly affected by the recital. And yet equerries to England. The Prince’s gnef 
human life is as precious in Hungary as in during the whole of the campaign which 
New York. Death and bereavement are as followed made his mother seriously fear for 
pitiful there as anywhere, loss of home, of y, health. There was no keeping newspa- 
friends, of relatives, and of the means pcre for him, and what angered him most 
whereby men do live, brings the same pangs WM to read the accusations of cowardice and 
of suffering, the same desolation, and the jmbecilty launched against His father. One 
same blight upon life. A city of 70,000 in- day he was observed writio 
habitants is overwhelmed in the tremendous a pjcce of paper, and the 
flood of waters as the dikes that held the wbat he waa doing, 
swollen and straggling river with its confines . the names of the men who are 
give way, at 3 o’clock in the morning. ' for i mean to reckon with then 
Nearly 40,000 bouses are swept into ruin, ^id he. But by and by 
hundreds npou hundreds of their occupants into the fire. “ I know the names by heart,” 
are drowned, and the rest are driven out in be remarked." and I shall never forgat 
the cold winter night in terror and dismay, them.”
to leek reloge from the pi til™ Hood. The Tho prjnce „„„ ont v„r, „eU from hil 
neighboring country i. submerged, 2,000 ,tadl„ ,t Woolwich, where he w«s highly 
form hooeee .re swept ew»y, «nd s seaeon s „„Ur He rn dined ieventh ont o! 
crops well-nigh destroyed, pereie.piti- £frt in tbe fi„»l «.mm.tion., .nd
fnl euffenug from kck of .belter, from w.et nli hJt mMeqiie„tly h.vo chosen between the 
of food, from death m fwfnl forme, end "inee„^S „tillery, hid he entered the 
time «Mot repair th.oonroqn.ncro of the B«tj<h _ He himself wished to do so, 
terrible mufortune. les, we „y, it is „d hlve become mi mtiUery-

do not feel it, we cannot ml= bat 10me sute prevented
his taking service in the Queen’s army.

One result of the Zulu war is the starting 
terprise for establishing a telegraph, by 

way of Alexandria, through Egypt, and by 
land to Cape Town ana Pretoria in the

Trees begin te dies at their tops- 
gin te die there, too.

answers— 
er-meet- You

serere on

“How dul you guess? . . . Oil, Mimi, I 
am the happiest—tho very happiest girl in 
all the world 1" gold fields 

travelle 
American im 
Pestile

straight down 
1 move than his 

lie would not look
into
words . . . 
at her like that !

The tem 
Titkins is 
fully, that,—

My heart einks. There is no longer any 
hope that I can be" mistaken.

“Haa it come to this, Jennie, and yon 
have not told me?” I say, when I can find 
voice. “Has Jack Mellish asked you to 
marry him ?”

She loosens her arms from about my neck, 
an l drawing hack looks at me, almost like 

awakened from strange, sweet dreams.
“ Oh, you foolish Mimi 1” she says, with 

a little laugh. “Do you not know that 
Jack ia poor—as poor as Jamie, who had to 

the crown a pound ’? How can there 
talk of marrying yet ? . . . Ie it not 
, more than enough, that he love»

tion in Distinguished Gluttons.peat of muric waxes louder. Mr. 
insisting so furiously, so wrath- with

ley,
tideI was much struck (From the Popular Science Monthly.) 

Viewed in tho light of Dr. 
theory, the gastrynomic exnloi 
and modern savages may gau 
interest. How desirable it 

....................rions virtu

ioda. Bo Boerhaavo’s 
ploits of ant 
in an additi 

. would
know by which vicarious virtue his ! 
the Emperor Vitellius could atone f 
often-repeated sin of dex-ouring three 

, which

bL°”fo
Majesty

Suetonius 
it prevent him from appear

ing iu the palestra an hour afterward and 
joining in tlio games which were prolonged 
by torchlight toward the morning hour ! 
Vendôme, the champion of France and the

“ A «al’ois wife » sal!•'W.TVSh,!- re are many

—that I lose the ether voices. When I hear
over in-

It has 
s day Pri

to the Swissbecome so, for 
Louis Na-

one great favour to 

the cham-

one favour, 
ask of you,” Jennie is saying : “ 
whatever else you do—do not touch

a contempora- 
line of the St.Élit

enough,

“ Dear," I say presently, wishing—oh, so 
sorely, so vainly—that I, who have the love 
of a mother, might also have the wisdom 
and tact of one, “ men who lox-e women 
honourably and talk to them of lo 
them of

of peacocks at a sitting,oi peacocKS at a 
assures us did notpagne.

“ My dear child," answers Jack, serious
ly, “do you know so little of me as to sup- 

e that 1 would drink champagne where 
evidently alter* 

already

g re a Ü ! Last year
■nm was needed, as the expenses were great
er than had been expected, and Italy »nd 
Germany each agreed to give ten millions 
more and Switzerland six and a half millions. 
This gigantic work is destined to pierco the 
Alps at San Gothard as the tunnel of Mont 
Cenis does at another point. Its length is 

ilea, and the average progress 
by the seventy perforating machines 

rk there is twentv-two and a half feet 
r machines of did

(pulling up and
ing his sentence)—“ when I have 
had enough?”

Jennie
tice the haltingn 

“ Nor the ices?— 
nor the claret cup?”

Jack laughs outright,- then sobers snd-

church 

household xv -rd, and

one strategic peer ever opposed to Malbor- 
ough, was as formidable at the mess table 
as on tbe battle-field. He would gorge him
self till his joints commenced to tremble ami 
the oppression of his chest threatened him 
with asphyxia. Woe to the waiter or mess
mate who offended him by word or want of 
attention in such momenta 1 A tierce blow, 
a hurled tumbler, or a tremendous kick 
were the mildest expressions of his impati
ence. After the defeat of Oudenardo he 
saveil the French army by masterly retreat 
that kept him in the saddle for two days 
and txro nights, and then restored himself, 
not by sleep, but by sitting down to a i 
quet of sixteen hours, during which bein' 
porated as many pounds of mntton-pie 
we may believe Chateaubriand.

nami oi Anthe
is too deeply in ear 

his cndiuL
But nest to no- ve, talk to

marriage also. Is it not so ? Jack 
means well, I believe . . , do not be angry 
with me, Jennie . . . but he never was one 
to deny himself anything—not even the lux
ury of making love to you when he had no 
right—yes, it ia true ... no right to do it. 
Jack has nothing but hia pay and hie debts. 
Do you think he it the sort of man to marry 
without money, and go through all the 
ahifts and economies of a married man with 
small means !"

She draws herself away from me.
“Jack waa right," she says coldly. “I 
ht not to have told you—it is not pos- 

can understand.”

:kly
c utage 
Who i-pok 
stand ihci

mlwichcBthi nor the sa
m, ami u she says excitedly, 

n—you are pale—you look— 
n blind—quite blind not to see 

how you look ! You must go into the 
country to-morrow—you thall go !”

“ She can go,” says Grannie, hovering in 
the background, and looking as like Mephis- 
topheles as an old woman can, “ if you wish 
it. Sir Robert is dying to put his horse, his 
carriage, his cellar—all that his wealth can

How Distance Mitigates our Horror 
at a Calamity.y 12 years 

rs. showed nearly nine minearly nine i 
made by the

a day. Sixty-foto other machines ot dittcr- 
ent systems are *lso occasionally need, but 
the greater part of the perforation ia done by 
the Ferroux system. The entire number of 
laborers employed is between four and 
thousand, and of these thirty-one have 
wonnded and sixty killed. It is not 
dangerous to work thus in 
mountain,
temperature is so elevati 
continue their work with 
ing. Respiration :* * 
the closeness of 1 
pressed air is ini 
Often the excavati 
in the mountain whic 
jets and afterward are converted mu 
which drench the workmen already

Jennie, do they always have thii sort of 
untrustworthy food ? What a horrible 
shame ! You, po-r little thing, I wish-----

I do not > what he wishes, his voice 
drops too lo . but I have a suspicion—a 
terrible an pi.uu—that under the shade of 

"the curtain his hand goes out to meet hers, 
and holds it. Has it cume to this ?...

Nancy Lee’s lover has come to liis last 
yeo ho ! Grannie, looking unspeakably re- 
lieved, is thanking Mr. Titkins profusely, 
and he, having relapsed into the modesty of 
demeanour that characterises him 
times but when he ie performing, ie 
ing modestly into the background.

“ Have you knoxvn Captain Mellish long!” 
asks Kir Robert, breaking in on my thoughts 
with startling suddenness.

“ Ever since he was a baby. In fact, he 
and 1 were contemporary babies, and made 
each other's acquaintance in long clothes," 
I answer readily, glad to give any show of 
probability to the friendship Jack Mellish 
ani Jennie are eo barefacedly exhibiting. 
“We played together, fought together, 
kissed each other, an l scratched each 
other's noses. That was before—before my 
accident—when I could play. Colonel Mel- 
liah and father were chums. We lived to
gether when we were abroad."

“And—and your eigter—did she and 
Captain Mellish also play together when 
they were babies ?’’

The assumption of indifferent curiosity 
with which Sir Robert asks this last quet- 
tion is not well done. I fancy he is not 
good at any assumptions or artifices.

",

lives
five 

ve been
of°the

but extremely fatiguing. The 
i is so elevated that tho laborers 

little or no cloth- 
is difficult en account of 

ess of the atmosphere, an 
ir is introduced into the

ons open springs of water 
hioh issue forth at first in 

verted into showe

purchase, as her disposât ’’
Jennie springs to ner feet 
“Grannie, take her yourself !—take her 

anywhere where she will get well, and I will 
bless you all my life. I will do anything 
for yon,” she says with streaming eyes, for 
for the first time in her life asking a fa 
of Grannie.

“ I thall tak 
ing at her w; 
as she can attain to. 
that I can 
lodgings, s 
tougher bee 
What is enou 
three. Y 
•tin

genius of 
house iu sato worship ; the the heartFor a moment I cannot speak.

“I think that Jack should not teach you 
to keep anything from me,” I say, when I 
can find voice.

Bat she breaks in on me. “ Mimi 1 
Mimi I do not look like that I” she cries re
morsefully. (When she was only a little 
child, did not repentance always follow so 
quickly on her baby sins?) “Do you not 
know that whatever happen* you are first— 
always first to me ! You are hard on Jack. 
He did not mean any harm. He likea you a 
great deal better than you like iim. If he 
had ten thousand a year no doubt he would 
like me to tell you, and all the world, that 
—that he is fond of me . . . bnt, as it ia, 
where is the good !”

“ Where is the good, indeed,” my heart 
echoes dolefully ; but 1 do not say it aloud.

“ Perhaps something will turn np,” says 
Jennie, rising from her knees. “ Perhaps—

i may as well look on the bright side of 
things, you know—his father will die, or 
something. Anyhow ” (with a little wilful 
air of defiance), “if I prefer Jack Mellish 
and poverty to riches and any one else, 
there ie no one— no one in all the world— 
who haa a right to interfere with me, thank 
Heaven !"

And so ahe goes to bed ; and soon, by her 
even breathing, I know that ehe is soundly, 
healthily asleep — dreaming, perhaps, of

But I lie wakeful through tho long hours 
of the summer night, thinking most sadly, 
most anxiously, of my beautiful sister. If I 
could but believe that Jack Mellish 
even try (like Jamie) “ to make the crown a 
pound.” Bat I, who know him, know how 
little chance there is that he has any inten
tion of playing at love in » cottage with 
Jennie or any other woman That he loves 
her in hia own selfish, passionate *ay, I do 
not doubt. It seems to me it would be hard 
for him to help it. That he would marry 
her, if marriage did not mean poverty and 
■elt-denial, that also I do not doubt. Bnt 
that, for her sake, he will forego all the 
amusements and luxuries which now make 
life pleasant to him—the little dinners at 
the club, rides in the park, billiards, cigars, 
and all the little pastimes women only guess 
at—Jack Mellish would not be» Jack Mellish 
if he could do this thing.

If I were a man I would bring him to sharp 
reckoning.

I am a women, and helpless.

Success of Wood Pavements In London.
at all

The asphaltum pavements, which were 
linjj extensively laid in London six 

mostly taken up in the 
aud wood pavement substi- 

ted. The greater portion of the Strand ia 
w laid in wood, and it is being laid at var- 

ts of Chetoside, Fleet street, up to
ol England. Some of the 

,n streets are aleo paved with wood, 
of asphaltum is at first laid and 
to harden, and on thia the blocks 

They are of hard seasoned wood 
first kyanized. After being laid, 
is poured in all the crexdces, and

being extensiv 
ago, nave been 
ness sections an 
tuted

ions point 
ward the 
surburban streets 
A lied '
allowed to harden, an i on enis tne Dirons 
are laid. They are of hard seasoned wood 
and arc first kyanized. After being laid, 
coal tar is poured in all the crexdces, and 
when opened for travel it presents a very ‘ 
■olid and enduring appearance. It has been 

>le of years, in tbenei«hbour-

ake her,” answers Grannie, look- 
ith something as near affection 

“ But what is the best 
her ? Miserable sea-eide 

fool, tough mutton, 
r exercise—a jolting fly. 
for ono is not enough for 

'on laugh at me ! You call me 
Yes 1 I am not blind—I know ! I 

e"—she goes on, her voice rising with 
every word until it reaches a shrill scream. 
“ But do yon know, do you ex-er think, what 
shifts and scrapes it has coat me to have the 
care of you in my old age ! Do yon” (turn
ing on .fennie)—“who throw away a fortune 
without a thought, know that wt ra I die 
my income dies with me, tod that there is 
nothing—nothing, between yon and starva
tion, but your one hundred pounds a year?"

Silence then. Even I am a little ap
palled by this fact pat plainly before me.

Bnt Jennie stands with ner poor little 
hands clasped tight upon her breast—all her 
tears dried np.

“ Give me time. Give me a little time !" 
she says, turning to Grannie, with a look 
that might soften a stone “ Tell Sir Rob
ert that I must have a little time—two 
days, yes, in two days I will give him hie

Grannie, mutteriog something, turns away. 
Perhaps she does not like that look, aud 
does not care to face it . . . and 
and I—are alone,

" I say after a minute, stretch
ing out my bands to her, “ do you know 
that this ia the bitterest moment in my life ? 
I have never felt my helplessness much, yon 
have been so good to me, dear ; bnt bow 
that it is used as a plea for the sacrifice of 
your life, I almost wish that I were dead." 

She comes to me, and looks wistfully in 
face, and strokes my hand ; but ehe does

red BankWith perspiration.
The piercing of the tunnel begius in 

Switzerland at Goschenen and in Italy at 
Airolo, and it will be a happy day when the 
Swiss and the Italian workmen meet in that 
underground highway of nations and take 
each other by the hand. The rocks are 
principally gray gneiss, schist and quartz, 
and sometimes the latter is so hard that the 
progress is very slow with the perforating 
machines, and dynamite is nsed.

Italy has golden hopes for the improve
ment of her commerce by means of the rail
road through this tunnel. Genoa will then 
be in direct communication with northern 
Europe, end if ahe knows how to profit by 
her position may be able to attract a great 
part of the trade of the Mediterranean. It 
is not sufficient, however, to be on the high
way of trade. A city must add to its advnn-

t
roe”—

he oi l agricult
manuring the soil ; the new agriculture con
cerns itself xvith feeding the plant. The 
old agriculture is local ; the new agriculture, 
coamopolit n. The old agriculture kn 
but the soil, the plant, and the seaso 

agriculture knows all this, as w 
the additional and important fact that there 
is a physiology to the plant end a chemistry 
to the soil, and that each event in culture 
acta with, and is acte 1 on by, other collat
eral events. The godti f irmer, in olden 
times, was the routiniat ; the one who equal
led the farming of the best of his predeces
sors. Un.ler the new regime, the good far- 

man of culture, who thinks, who 
schemes, who studies, not to equal, bnt te 
surpass, those who have been betore him.

ure concerns it elf with

in use fo 

perfect as
caused great injury to horses, 
very slippery in. wot weather, and 
reason waa removed and abandoned.

*the r a couple ot years, in tneneiKnoonr- 
of Charing Cross, and it is solid and 

when first laid. The asphaltum 
as it beibecame 

for thia

The Parisian Woman’s Latest-
“ Yon forget," I answer, with a candour 

other young women might emulate, “that 
exactly ten years older than Jennie, 

and that 1 have just to’d yon that Jack 
Mellish is of the same age ; we [played to
gether before Jennie wasoorn.”

“True,” he answers thoughtfully, his 
eyes resting on Jennie. “ She is so young— 
so very yonng.”

As he looks at

" It is quite the fashion now for parties 
of ladies to make engagements with M. Lie- 
bert, of Paris, for a sitting on the nights 
that they are going to a ball or the opera," 
‘ aud so can be photographed in full toilet 
‘xvithout tho trouble ot been specially dressed 
daring the day time. And the electric light 
haa, of course, this advantage over the sun, 
that it can bo raised or lowered or shifted 
around to anit the sitter’s or the operator’s

I ayting some names on 
Empress asked him 

taking down 
insulting ns,

tage her own commerce and industry 
ie the advantage which Marseilles -a 
the Italian ports in the great straggle f 
commerce of the Mediterranean. The peo
ple add to their resources by a thousand in
dustries 
form of
its value. Genoa, however, is not far be
hind even Marseilles and has made remarka
ble progress in the establishment of indus- 
tries during the last few years. It has eoap 
factories, paper factories, eugar-refinerios, 
furniture factories, besides its ancient pro
ductions of silk, velvet, jewelry, etc. 
the Gothard tnnnel shall be opened the 
superiority of Genoa will be evident. 
Venice also will profit by it, and if her in
habitants have sufficient energy to nee the 
advantages of her position, may really merit 
her name of the Queen of the Adriatic.

e for the
An old darkey who was asked if, in bis 

exoariance, prayer was answered, replied : 
“Well, sali, some pra'rs is an sud and some 
isn’t—'pends on w’at you axes fo’ ; just 
artcr the wah, we'en it was mighty hard 
acratchin’ fo’ de culled biedden, I 'baarved 
dat whenebber I pway de Lo'd to sen’ one 
o’ Marse Peyton’s fat turkeys for de ole man, 
dare was no notice took ob de perdition ; 

we’en I pway dat he would sen' de ole 
fo’ de turkey, de matter w as tended to 

x’ momin’, dcaétartin.”

m some 
he threw, the and great manufactures, chang 

the material furnished and inciat him. He is aher I look
man of noble presence—forty-five, or t 
abouta. The years that have passed 
him, with their inevitable cires, Eorro 
and experiences, have left many traces bt 
hind them—deep lines around the kindly 
keen grey eyes—the pleasant firm-set mouth, 
a plentiful sprinkling of white that has 
turned the dark crisp hair to iron-grey ; but 
they have left, too, all the vigour of pros
perous manhood—more, far more than the 
ordinary abare of honesty, kindliness, 
shrewdness, and good-temper. Taken alto
gether, a man whom a woman might 
bnt could never by any chance despise.

And I look from him to Jack Mellish— 
Jack, with his bold, wicked eyes, that rove 
from one pretty face to another with

we—Jennie

Smitu 1.S3 a good opinion of himself. Uo 
has never dtne a stroke of work, but li*e» 
on a hard-working father. Nevertheless, he 
fancies that aomo credit is due to him for 
the fortune which he enjoys. The other 
day, leaning against tbe mantel-piece, his 
back to the tire, he said, “ I was born the 

a poor labourer. Before I was thirty 
years old I was the eon of one of the richest 
men in the coontiy."

Rev. Dr. Ingram, who died recently in 
Shetland, at tho age of one hundred and 
throe, is said to have been the oldest minis
ter in the world. Four generations of the 
Ingrams have lived in tho same house in 
Shetland, and they were long generations 
too. The deceased’s father died at the age 

dred, and hi« grandfather at one

be-

but WL'» thesun up ne
Dickens, when in America, said 

evening that he always found the people 
most like his characters objecting to them 
as improbable and extreme. A Mrs. Nicklo- 
by had talked to him in eo peculiar a strain 
that he xvas thinking, “ Good Heavens ! she 
is going to charge me with putting her into 
my book," when she began to observe on the 
character as utterly unnatural. So with 
several Pecksniffs.

awful ; but we 
realize it.r—not a word.

do care for Jack. If yon could have mtr- i» » ro®* a“e4di
ried him of your own free will, nothing Plaid uleters, “ nobby ’’ in themselves, 
could have made me happier. He is so hide shabby coats and vests beneath, and 
good, and kind, and nice—I think you could the time for the great bell to call in the 
»ol help lovina him soon. But if yon do it “ plaida " being at hand, tbe average 
for me, then I shall pray that I may die man awaits the doleful eonnd with e 
first. ” that béate in opposition to hie watch.

my

A YOUTH who was going with friends to 
call on a yonng lady last evening, be
ing told that she waa “a lively, bonne- 

girl, the image of her father," said 
he guessed he’d rather be excused ; he 
didn t like bounding fathers, and back he

______ ha look
of equal audacity for each—Jack, with hie 
sun-tanned, handsome face, and confident 
swagger—it seems to me that the nobility 
end goodness that have written themselves 
so fogibly on the elder man's face, so far

ButMadame Rossini’s bequest for an asylom 
for French and Italian musioians at Passy

about $480,000.

of one bondi 
hundred and live.It is Sunday, a dull, close Sunday to-amoute to
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