“B. A." (N, ard Q., No. 12) asks for ia-
formation respecting Baron Ward, who from
being & Yorkshire stable-boy became Primo
Minister of Parma. A lengthy account of
Ward may bs found in Sir Bernard Burke's
“Vicissitudes of Families,” but the fol.
lowing sketch may be of servics to many
readers who have not access to that volume,
Ward was born at York in the year
1809, and was the son of ;(groom in the sta-
bles of a trainer there, 18 mother dying
very early, he was taken by his grandfa.
ther, also Thomas Ward, a labourer, who
lived in a small cottage at Howden. ~Here
he passed his early years, and ever after
spoke of Howden as his home. At fourteen
years of he began life for himself, and
in May l;s; he was sent with a horse to Vi-
enns, where he entered into the service of
Prince von Lichtenstein as groom, and was
soon after, for his good conduct, advanced
into the service of the Duke of Lucea, At
this time he was a’good specimen of & York-
shire lad—clever, shrewd, and well-conduct-
ed—remarkably clean and npeat in his per-
son. The Duke promoted Ward tfo his
valet de chambre, which office he he'd for
seven years, when, in 1836, he was made

rincipal valet and confidential attendant.
e accompanied the Duke to various
oourts ; to the coronation of the Emperor of
Austria as King of Lombardy : to Eogland
at the coronation ot Queen Victoria, when
he was with his master at Windsor Castle,
As a matter of necessity, Ward became the
confidential connsellor "of his master, and
was known at this time simply as Signor
Tomaso. He was now married to a native
of Vienna, and lived in a neat little house
near the Palace. Though he was Keeper of
the Privy Purse, he mi iatuined his humble
position.  He mude a yearly visit to York-
shire to buy horses for the Duke’s stables,
and never came into the county without vi-
siting h's grandfather o+t Howden,  Ward
was sent on s:veral important dip’omatic
missions, and m nagzed them so well that
his master urged him to accept the office of
Minister of State, but this he declined. At
length he yii kied in part, and the Duke joy-
fully placed him at the heal of the Fiunance
Department, creatnz him at the same time
a baron. The regard in which he was held
by his royal master will be best seen in the
followiny little circumstance. Oue day, on
entering his presence, Ward found the Duke
busied with pencil and paper. “Tam de-
vising a coat of arms for you, Ward,"” he
said, ‘‘as a mark of the este:m in which
you are held by the Duchess and mysolf,
ou shall have armorial bearings composed
th of her arms and mine—the silver cross
of Savoy, with the glden flewr.de-lis of
France in dexter chief.” Ward was deeply
touched, but begged to have something add-
e1 emblematis of his native land. **So b2
it,” said the Dnke; ‘‘ you shall have two
bulls regardant as your supporters.” These
are the arms of the good Biron Ward, as
may be seen in ** Burke's Peerage,"” amongst
the English foreign arms. He was now a
wealthy man, but never for;ot his Yorkshire
relatives. In 1848 he sent his father a
handsome New Year's giit, and allowed him
a pound per week, payable -every Monday
morcing. Ouce being sent on a mission to
Scot'and, he had to see a gentleman at Bol-
sover Castle, whero he was pressed to re-
main, but declined, on the plea that he
wished to give his few houra to his aged
grandfather at Howden. Opening his port-
manteau, it was found to be literally filled

- with order: mno less than feur orders of
rand crogses b ing there, all of which he
Eld receivel from various eovereigns,
These, he said, he wished to show te his
Yorkshice kinsmen, knowing how much
pleasure it would give them. *‘ Ward con-

tinued to be Prime Minister of Parma, with
absolute authority,” says Sr Beroard
Burke, “during the short reign of Charles
IIL” In 1854 his master died, and the
Duchess deposed Baron Ward and sentenced
him to banishmens. e now retired from
public  affiirs, and undertook a large
farming establishment vear Vienna, and
u})ent his few last hours in the enjoyment
of domestic hippiness with his wife and
Ho died in 1858, at the early
age of forty-nine, leaving a nob'e example
of how integrit) anl talent can
raise a man from the lowest posizion to. the
high places of the earth, and maks him an
honaur to his native ccuntry,

ohildren.
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The Stand at Newmarket.

——

(From the London Society )
The stand is, as nsval, divided into three
rtions—one for members of the Jockey
Olub, the sccond, Tattersall’s and the third
for the general public—the two last named
are generally full, as all the principal book-
makers assemble Lere, There is compar-

ative quietness until the numbers for the
first raco are put up—the only noise to bo
remarked is the voice of some book-maker
offerin,

to bet on some big race to come ;
peculiar creaking is heard,
:s above the building next to
the trainers stand, wizh the numbers of
horses starting, and the names of jockeys.
There is then a dead silence for a minute or
80, while people are marking their cards,
and next a perfect storm of 4 to 1,bar one!”
rises from the ring, deafening and utterly be-
wildering the novice. This storm lasts,if it is
not a heavy betting race, not only until the
horses are at the post, but even alter they
are running, and some individuals actually
offer to bet as to what horse has won after
they have pissed the post. Butif there has
been any heavy betting, a dead silence is
maintained inf the ring from the time the
horses get to the starter until they have

sed the post ; this was most remarkahly
illustrated on the last Cambridgeshire day.
From the time the horses got to the starting-
post until after the race was finished, though
there was a delay of three-quarters of an
hour, owing to some of the horses repeated-
ly breaking away, not a sound was heard in
the ring ; the silence was almost oppressive.
Sometimes when a complete outsider wins,
whose name has never been written down
by the book-makers, the more excitable of
them throw up their hats and cheer loudly ;
bat as a boily they are & most impassive
sort of men, and you could never tell by
their faces whether they had lost or won.
Very curious are tln?' in another way : they
never seem to, and I suppose do not, care a
bit about the horses themselves, many of
them not even looking at them when they
are runniong, merely glancing at the winning
numbers when put up. They do not appear
to be guided in their bets by any regard to
the conditions of the horses, state or length
of the course, or their previous perform-
ances, but on what they imagine to be the
intentions of the stable to which they belong;
and sometimes they seem to suppose that
certain horses take it in turn to win, and
back them accordingly, quite independently
of the condition of the horse itself. —London
Society.

The Mexican Exhibition.

At the end of March 600 mechanics and
labourers were engaged on the Exhibition
Buildiog, which was making rapid progress,
Sanors ﬁiv. Palacio and Sebastin Comacho
are reported to have offered to advance the
Government a loan of §200,000 toward com-

leting the Exhibition Building at an early
ay.

ot ——

Browx says that a marriel man some-
times finds himself to be aa April fool soon
after the wedding March.

Mr. FroUuDE is now sixty-one, and has
hcen actively and successfully engaged,
chiefly in historical work, since 1860,

Miss Juria Warn Howe was, in Febru-
ary last, while in Athens, presented with
an address from Cretan refugees, in acknow-
legoment of the services 1endered to their
country by Dr. Howe.

Tue ceramic craze still rages in London.
A collection of old china belongiog to the
Earl of Lonsdale was recent'y sold at auc-
when an old Chelsea vase, with deep blue
ground and medallions of Chinese figures,
and eight small medalliuns of exotic colours,
brought §2,800. A pair of vases, with co-
vers, also Chelsea ware, brought $2,100.
Three Oriental jars, lacquered black and
gold, sold for §2,635. The Dresden was
very fine, and one dinncr service sold for
$1,485. An exquisite tea service was bought

for $655. One day's sa'e amounted to more
than §30,000.

Sterry HUNT has maintained that be-
cause the gold leads of Nova Seotia conform
generally with the beds in which they occur,
the auriferous quartz veins are interstratified
with the argillaceous rocks of the district.
H. 8. Poole does not agree with this view,
He has classified the leads in these groups

ding to their relati to the tai

ing rocks, collected the results of mining
experience, and arrived at the conclusion
that the leads are true veins from the evi-
dences presented by the irregularity of
planes of contact between the slate and
quartz, the crushed state of the slate on
some foot-walls, irregularity of mineral con-
tonts, the termination of the leads, the ef-
feots of contemporary dislocation, and the
influence of strings and offshoots on the
richness of leads,

mmu&mmmumﬁo
Minister.
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The Ship from France.

IY C. L. CLEAVELAND.

Queske, 167
1 pass the great stone chiurch, where shines the altar
ght §
The Ion|el)' convent walls, wrapped in the shade of
night.
Above the fortress grim and high chateau I see,
1ts white folds proudly upread, our regal feur-de-lis.
1 soe the traders’ roofs close clusterad on the strand ;
Their two towera dimly reich below me, a3 I stand
Upon this tower-rock above the stream's expanse,
And watch the moonlit tide to see the ship from
France.
Thou piercing northern star that dest so clearly
m,
Look down the apreading way of this life-bringing

m,
And tell me if thou see the blessed sail appear
That bends above my love, that brings wy true love

ere |
In the dark wilderness, where raging rapids toss,
1 ardently have fought to raise tne flag and cross ;
But now my heart is wild in Love’s enraptured

trance,
To know my malden comes within the ship from

Thou bright and distant France ! the rich lights of
y skies
\Vill ahine on me again from out her sunny eyes ;
And 1 shail fool again sny youn 1its's heillant sir,
When I clasp her soft, warm hands, sad kiss the lips
of her.
And will she bear the change, my lily pure and
white.
That knows no harsher touch than balmy dew of
ight ¢

My blos: of the south, my girl of gentlest glance,
Will she rexret she left lier gay and gracions France? J

m

Great river of the north, back from the ocean glide,
And swifter bear slong the soldier’s peerices bride ;
Blow, forest wind, whose breath is of the fic and pine,
Ahd hasten, hasten her to these strong arms of min
I It the mist that moves upon the channel's trail
No, there the lanterns gleam beneath a gliding ss
They pass the shadowy ivle, and to the cliff adva
She comes, she comes, my love, my dariing bride of
France !

—May Atlantic
- —

“ AULD ROBIN GRAY.”

BY MRS, (i, W. GODFREY,

Avrnor or * DorLy—A PastoraL,' Erc.

PART IL.—CoNTINUED.

Three days haye passed away. Oaly two
more and Jack and his flancee will take their
departure and I shall breathe freely again.
They have passed, with Jack and Jennie,
in a sort of armed neutrality. There
have been little passages at arms, but
no open scenes; by the most careful di-
plomacy Jeanis has up to the present time
avoided being alone with him. Bat each
day Jack, piqued by her indifference, by
the utter absenze of the praference she once
showed only too openly, disappoiuted of
finding himself held in teader and regretful
remembrance by her who, as Lady Astru-
ther, is probably ten times more attractive
in his eyes than ever was Jennio Brandreth,
is growing more reckless, more indifferent
to the ill-humounrs of his betrothed, more
get on reviving the dead ashes of a love he
himself extinguishel. D) we not all kaow
that in thesa enlightened days a man thinks
no shame of repaying his friend’s hospitality
by making love to his wife before his very

Jach day Miss Hodgson, who is, I have
discovered, not deficient in a cortain shrewd-
ness, grows a little wore sulky, a little cold-
er to ﬁmlnie, and a little more stolidly ex-
acting of the attentions which she considers
her exclusive right. Each day Sir Robert
grows a little more silent, never forgetting
one of the duties of the most courteous host,
and yet going through them with an effort
which is apparent to me, who know too
well his usual genial and hearty manuer to
deceived by any counterfeit of it,

Do you wonder that I wish from the very
bottom of my heart that Jack's regiment had
been ordered to India or to the very utter-
most ends of the earth before ever he had
put foot in Beechlands to destroy our new-
found happiness.

The evening of this the third day of thsir
visit is, by one of the accustomed freaks of
our English climate, warm and close as
summer, and I, who have been suffering. all
day, am lying in & sma!l room that opens
out of the drawing-room, so that I am not
obliged to see or to speak t) any but those
who come especially to sec me,

Some little time after dinner, Jeonie
eomes in, and as th . Jdoor closes behind her,
and the smile that has been put on for com-
pany fades from her faces, 1 notice sadly how
white and worn she looks.

““How are you, darling ! she says, com-
ing to me and laying her hand on my fore-
head.

““ Much better,’
nie, you ars not well
burns !

*“It is 8o horridly warm,” she says, with-
drawing her hand quickly, and pushing back
the loose hair from her forehead ; I am
suffocated. How can you bear this fire,
Mimi? Should you mind if I were to open
the window a minute "

She goes to the window, opens it, and
steps out on to tho terrace. The silent gar-
dens and the park beyond are flooded in
pale moonlight ; giant shadows are lying be-
neath the grim old trees, and, as Jennie
steps out and leans her bare white arms on
the gray stone balustrade, the moonlight
falls on her too, kissing the arms that
look like rouadsd ivory on the old dark
stones, the bosom that is so much
whiter than the old lic:s that half cover
it, the fair young face, £s though it loved
them.

Surely a beautiful woman never looks
more bsautiful than in the moonlight which
is 80 much softer and kinder than the hard
unblenching sunlight, When I look at
Jennie I can almost find it in my heart to
be sorry for Jack, because, through his
own want of ;n-pose, his own inability to
face poveit,, he has lost her. There is a
step along wue terrace; Jennie, starting,
loo{:u round, draws herself quickly up, and
noves a step towards the window. }i‘iut it
is too late ; it is Jack, and he is closs upon
her, too close to be avoided. She turns her
back upon him ; leans her arms again upon
the stones, and ssems as though she did™mot
see him.

“ Jennie 1" cries the young man, throw-
ing away the cigar which has probably
served as an excuse to get out on the ter-
race,

No answer.

*Jenuie !" (this time pleadingly), ** won't
you speak to me?"

“Call me by my proper name, if you
pleass,” she says cold!

‘1 beg your pardon ” (with a sneer), ‘‘I
did not know you wers 8o fond of your ti-
tle.”

¢ Jennie Anstruther is much prettier than
Jennie Brandreth, there can be no doubt of
that,” she begins.

““None whatever,” he iaterrupts. ‘‘ She
e much prettier,”

“‘But,” she continues, scornfully ignoring
this compliment, * if I were Mrs. Smith, or
Mrs. Jones, I theuld choose to be called so.
It seems 80 odd to hear people with whom
one has the very slichtest acquaintance,
ulli_?g one by one's nickname across the ta-

I answer. ‘‘But, Jen-
How your hand

Raising myself on my elbow to look at
them, I can see that this shot tells. The
young man turns paler than the moonlight
has already made him.

‘““‘Since when has our acquaintance
dwindled into such infinitesimal propor-
tions " he asks bitterly, *‘I think we were
pretty intimate ocquaintances once — long
ago.

“ It was long ago, thank heaven,” she an-
swers with a bitterness equal to his; she
seems to have concentrated all the anger, all
the scorn that have been growing during
these past days, into her words and man-
ner—scorn of him for being what he is—
scorn of herself for having loved him, anger
—fierce bitter anger to think that he—or
such as he—should come between her and
her husband. . . .

1 cannot wonder at her anger, it seems to
me to be just. . . . but I wish that she
would not drive him too far. I try vo make
signs to her, but she will not see me ; they
stand face to face in the moonlight, looking
straight into each other's angry eyes, and it
is difficult to say which is the paler.

“Don’t you think it is time to drop this
farce,” he ngl hoarsely, maddened into sud-
den passion by her taunting words. “‘Itis
very pretty, and it looks very well in com-
pany to to have no eyes, no ears for

—

to keep it up, before me, who know
so much better."

“Jt is no farce,” she says calmly m_zd
bravely ; ““there is mo pretence about it.
1 do love him better than any one else
in the world. I never was good at pre-
tending." I am not preteading now : it'is
true.” 3

He breaks into wild lavghter—such laugh-
ter as I have never heard befors, as 1 hope
never to hear again.

“ And you have loved him always, I sup-
pose” (still laughing), ** yon never loved
any one before 2" y

““On the contrary,” she answers, still
calmly, “I did love some one before, or
thought I did. Bat I found that he—whom
I thought my lover—had only b2en amusing
himleli playing at love, and thinking it
good sport ; and when I needed him most,
turned on me, and laughed at me, metapho-
rically, if not actually, for taking his pretty
jest in earnest.”

“ And do you think it was only sport *”
he cries, grasping her hands. * D> you
think that I did not love you .. . that I
could help loving you " .

o ¢ o and un-

flinchingly, “that you do not know what
love is—you! I think that such love as
yours, that sacrifices everything to its own
selfish gratification, is not worthy to be spo-
ken of iy the side of such noble, unseltish
love as my husband's.”

He does not answer. Perhaps in that
moment some dim perception of the
ignoble part he is playing breaks upon him.

““It i3 likely,” she goes on—** ask your-
self, is it likely that I should prefer you to
him ?—you who always, since the very be-
ginning, have dons your best to spoil my
life—while hs ”"—(with a suspicion of tears)
—*“has he ever thought absut anything but
making me happy "

He drops her hands, and there is silence,
the silence of thunderclouls befors they
break.

“ And I suppose,” he says presently, very
sullenly, ““that he knowe all ahout that lit-
tle episode—that he and you have laughed
over it together ?”

The arrow shot at a venture reaches its
mark. :

For the first time Jennie flinches.

“Do you think that we should trouble
to talk about you /" she says scornfully.

Oh! unwise Jcnnie! Will she not see
that she has driven him to the very ead of
his endurance ?

“T think,” he answers slowly, * that it
would not trouble him, on the contrary it
might amuse him very much, to read, for
instance, a letter that you wrote. when he
first proposed to you, It would be s»—se
gratifying to ee» the difference between
then and now, supposing for instance the
lutter fell into his hands by aceiden'—would
it not 7"

Jennie's face, white enough already, turns
ghastly in the moon’s pale light. She looks
as if she were petrified by the horror of the
idea, she cannot ses as I can, that it is ovly
the bitter taunt of a man driven to the last
extremity. She takes the crucl jest for
crueller earnest.

“Do you mean,” she cries, showiog her
hand—poor Jennie, who could not deceive a
baby—** do you dare to tell me that you have
kept letter ¥

““Do you think I would part with the only
letter I ever had from the woman I love best
in the world ?" ke retorts,

““(ive it to me !” she cries, stamping her
foot, **fetch it anl give it to me this in-
stant !"

“Ask preitily,” he says—more gently,
‘“say, ‘Ghve it to me, Jack,’ ani you shall
have it.”

For a moment she hesitates. Then she
turns away.
‘“ No,” she says deliberately. *“I will not

say it, not to save my life.”

““Say good-bye then, Jeanie,” he cries,
laying a detaining hand on her. ‘‘Say
good-bye kindly—as you used to say it, and
to-morrow I will go away and trouble you
no more,”

She shakes bis hand off with a sudden
fury.

“I wish that I had never seen you, I
wish that you were dead!” she cries pas-
sionately. *‘I hope that I may never
see you again. That is my good-bye !”

He does not try to detain her any more.
He drops her hand and turns away.
And she comes to the window : and as her
foot is on the step the door opens, and
Sir Robert comes in from the drawing-
room,

*“Whore is Jennie
the words die on his lips. .

Jennie stands framed by the window, with
the lamplight falling full on her white pas-
sion-stained face. She looks, in her long
straight gowa in the eerie mingling of lamp-
light and monlight, like one newly risen
from the d2ad.  She has no time to smooth
away from her face the emotions that have
wrought such havoc on it, They are all
there—written o plainly—that one cannot
look at her and not read them.

“‘Jennie,” cries her husband, forgetting
in a moment all the coldness of the past
three days. ‘‘ My darling, what has hap-
pened "

His arms are around her, holding her.
He 18 looking down tenderly, anxiously in
her troubled face, when a shadow falls be-
tween him and the moonlight.

He looks out and sees Jack—Jack, with
arms crossed and head bent, pacing the ter-
race.
He starts forward as if his first impulse
were to go there too—then his arms drop
by his side—he gives Jennie one look—
and without a word turns and leaves the
room,

For a moment sho stands as it turned to
stoge—then she, too, moves without a word
towards the door.

The quiet despair of her look and attitude
are 80 unhke Jeonie that I am frightened.
1 cannot let her go like that.

“Jennie, do not look like that!" I cry.
““Go to him and explain. L

“Explain!" she exciaims, * Think for a

what expl: ion is ibl Did
you hear what Grannie said the other night ?
—what Ae heard for the first time? After
that, could I ask a man in his senses to be-
lieve that 1 did not go out on purpose to
meet my lover ” (with a bitter laugh), ““ and
that the scene of which he saw the close was
not & love-scene? No—he could only think
that I was telling lies, I will not sink still

Jut

" he hegins. I

lower in his estimation,”

And 80 she moves Avui.

““ At least,” I urge, *‘do not go into the
drawing-room looking li'te that.”

She presses her hands on her poor pale
cheeks to bring some colour to them.

“ Perhaps I shall find find & smile some-
where on the other side,” she says quictly.
And so goes.

.

About ten minutes later Jack comus in at
the open window.

“Good-bye, Mimi,” he siys, holding out
his hands to me. ‘I shall be off to-morrow
before breakfast, this is the last you will see
of me,”

I say ‘“ good-bye” kindlf'—quiu kind-
ly. There are many things I might say to
him, I know, by way of reprowt, but it is
ill-work throwing stones at a dead dog, and
he looks so hopelessly down, that I, wilo
always have a sneaking kindness for those
who are in the wrong, retrain even from grod
words.

“Tell Jennie,” he says, lingering, ‘‘that
she ought to have knowa that I was only

R
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That night, in the smo%king-ro>m, Cap-
tain Mellish takes lsave of hls host. Ha
finds he must be in town for a day or two,
and must leave by the early train, He pro-
mises Sir Harry Gra‘nger that he will retara
to Stoneleigh (Sir Harry's place) for an-
other wesk's hunting, bat he will not be
able to revisit Beechlands, There  has
never been much friondliness between him
and Sir Robert, but the leave-taking is
sufficiently courteous oa both sides (:0 I
hear afterwards), and be‘ora we are astir
next morning Jack is driving t) the station.

This news is announced to us at bresk-
fast. It is received by Miss Holgson with
evident and angry astonishment ; by Jennie,
with a bright flash, which looks like guilt ;
by me, with an attempt to look surprised,
which I am conscious is a failure; by the
others, with more or. less regret, for Jack is
a man who is generally like%.

“ You and Anstruther must come over and
see us befors he leaves us al ther,” s\ys
Sir Harry to Jenunie, ““and we'll have a day
with the d

» e AR g i 4

rful proposition is received
with lukewarm thanks, and it falls to the
ground in silence.

The next morning—the morning of the day
on which Sir Harry and Lady Grainger and
her o are to leave us (for this last we
ars 10ae of us particularly sorry, for she
has done nothing to make herself liked by
any of us, and since Jack's departure has
not evea tried to hide ber discontent)—as
ill-luck will have it, the post-bag arrives
just as we have done breakfast, and having
satistied our appetites have plenty of leisure
for curiosity as to our own and our neigh-
bours’ correspondence. The key is haaded

What do you-asy to|’
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no doubt, says the London Zan.
the medical profession in Russia
present moment in a state of pro-
as to the near future of plague
the beginning of the cutbreal

% Standard.

] HAWKINS & KELLS,
*{ PUBLISHERS AND PROPRIETORS.

Coral.
(From the Sclence Observer.)
The poinhr idea that coral is formed by

an insect busily working to build up reefs in
the ocean, is erroneous. A piece of co_nl is

ce of Altn:hn, ther;lnn been
perhaps the course
plague pursued du:{ 1ts recent
ce in the province of Ghilan, North-
Persia— this outbreak was
bly but the forerunner of a wider and
perio manifestation in Russia which
be looked for in the course of spring.
tion of the outbreak in the prov-
¢ Astrakhan has not in any d
this view of the subject, and as
draws on expectation is on the
inguish the first indicati

a ol

h l;lp Mpﬂ ed. ,'l'lui ocenr;en;:e of
d not fatal case of

the infected area on the Volp,pin,gt::

of last week, gave rise to a moment-

the of intermission be-

foator in 0 od had come to an
end. Itis not, however, the indication in
this ion which exercises at the ent
moment the minds of our profi nalp::r:tlh
ren in Russia. Their attention is fixed upon
seeming forerunuers of the dreadful malady,
which would appear to be scattered almost
over the whole area of Russia in Europe.
Our readers will remember the case of bu-
bonic malady, unatended with much gen-
eral disturbance of the system, which f’m~
fessor Botkine observed a few weeks ago in
St. Patersburg, and which he pronounced to
be the slight form cf plague which often
recédes the deadlier manifestations of the
isease, T‘ha woig}xt‘nf liudicnl opinion in

t6 the butler, and he, with ca!m sol ity,
doles out to each person his or her portion
of letters, Sir Robert and Sir Harry, be-
ing both county magnates, have each a lit-
tle pile ; the rest have all some letters, some
more, some less. Miss Hodgson has none,
1 have none, Jennie hes four, and on the
top lies one, whose bold and careless super-
ecription I think I should know, even if I
were not already familiar with Jack's hand-
writing.

Miss Hodgson's eyes, which have been
eagerly fixed on the post-baz, light on it im-
mediately.

“A letter from Jack,” she says, forget.
ting in her jealousy the etiquetts which
makes us pretend not t) see the handwrit-
ing on our neighbours’ letters, even when
we cannot fail to» do so. ‘‘Fancy Jack
remembering to assure you of his safety !
He generally forzets these little forms
aud ceremonies. He is 0 naughty and care-
less.”

“Is he?’ says Jennie, with a little fro-
zen smile, but she do:s not touch her let-
ters, and her face isas white as the unlucky
eavelope that bears Jack's unmistakeable,
terribly unmistakeabls handwriting.

A wminute's silence. Miss Hodgson is
evidently drawing on her resources,
Jennie pushes back her chair and makes a
move, gathering up her letters. But if
she thinks to escape so easily she is mista-
keo.

“ Have you no curi-sity, Laly Anstruth-
er?’ siys Miss Hodgson. *‘Now, when 1
i»t letters, I am wild to see what is in them.

“ancy " (with a little affected laugh) *“ being
able to keep one's letters !”
““ Mine will usually bear keeping,” says
Jennie, coldly. ‘‘I generally prefer to read
thom them in my own room.”
Any other woman would be daunted.
Miss Hodgson is more ill-bred than most
women (if her mother in any way resem-
bled Lady Grainger, there must be a strong
vein of the cotton-making papa in the
daughter), and she persists.
““But, at least, open Jack’s letter and tell
us whether we may expect him at Stone-
leigh to-night,” she says with an air of play-
ful coaxing. .
Jennie is driven into a corner. Miss Hodg-
son has succeeded in at least one thing. She
has attracted general attention to Jennie
and her letter. She has no alternative but
to open it. She gives Miss Hodgson one
look—such an one as I would not care vo
meet—and breaks the seal. I'rom the outer
envelope comes another—another that has
evidently already been through the post, and
is battered and tumbled aad altogether the
worse for wear,

Jennie turns it over, puts it back again,
and looks her enemy straight in the face.

*“There is not a line from Captain Mellish
—not a word,” she says, with a cold smile.
‘ He has merely enclosed me a letter. No
doubt he wiil meet you to-night at Stone-
leigh, and set your anxiety at rest by giving
an account of himself,”

Without another word or look, with a step
that seems light and careless enough, though
her face is white, treacherously white, she
leaves the room.

My eyes anxiously seek Sir Robert. - He
has the T%mes open in front of him, and the
big sheets partly hide him from the general
view, Neither by word or sign has he be-
trayed the slightest interest in what has
passed . . . he would not give Jenuie's ene-
my that alvantage over her . . . and yet I
have only to catch one glimpse of his bowed
and stricken facs, to know tha’ he has seen
and heard it all.

- . -

Jennie is sitting in my room. It is hard
to believe it is the same Jennie who, a
while ago, sang and danced and laughed
about the place who is sitting there with
listless hands clasped in front of her, list-
less eyes staring blankly at the chill October
landscape.

She will not let me speak to her or try to
comfort her. Indeed, it is hard to say
where any comfort is to be found. I know
that the letter which has put what seems to
us the last crowning blow to her ill-fortune,
was her own letter, written to Jack on that
Sunday evening when she first heard that
Sir Robert had asked he to marry him, en-
closed without a word, and that she has
burnt it. Bat I know no more—is not that
enough ?

We are sitting in saldcst silence when
the door opens, and Sir Robert comes in.

He goes straight up %o her.

**Jennie !” he l\{l, sflading over her,
pale and resolute, though he speaks quite
calmly and gently, * will you show me that
letter?”

Her hands nervously tighten their clasp
of each other, and she gives one piteous
glance up in his face, but she does not
apeak,

[T0 BE CONTINUED.]

St. P g itself against
Professor Botkine's view of this case.

It is now known that the case in question
is not the only one of the sort which has
occurred in St. Petersburg, and that the
later cases have been free from the compli-
cations which led to doubt in the earlier case.
It is now known, too, that similar cases of
this dubious bubonic affection have been ob-
served also in Vitebsk, Tsaritsyn, Odessa,
and in Warsaw; and it may be inferred
that there is at present widely scattered in
Russia a form o? buboniec disease, of seem-
ingly trivial character, unfamiliar to the
medical profession there, and which is fear-
ed may be of the sort which preceded the
several recent appearances of plague in
Mesopotamia, which occurred also prior to
the late outbreak of plague in the province
of Astrakhan, and wfnich is, in fact, a form

of Eh

Jnder these circumstances, it can be un-
derstood with what anxiety the near future
as to plague is regarded in Russia by those
who are most competent to judge of the
possibilities of the case, and how anxiously
obscure forms of disease are now being scan-
ned over a large part of that empire. It i3
we'l that this state of things should be
fully apprehended here. We shall not now
have long to wait before the fate of Russia
and our own prospect as to plague for the
present year may be determined. But with
the events of the Mesopotamia and Persian
outbreaks before us, if Europe should be so
fortunate as to escape from any further ap
pearance of plague this year, it will be pre-
mature to think we have escaped with only
the circumscribed explosion on the Volga
until another winter and spring has passed.

PEARLS OF TRUTH.

To know how to wait is the secret of snc-
cess,

I is easier to bs wise for others than for
ourselves.

Marr lega the opportunity of saying a
kind thing Ry wnitisgo to wen’;;h the :{-:Atgur
too long.

Ir we will be contending, let us contend
like the olive and the vine ; who shall pro-
duce the most best fruit ; not like the aspen
and the elm, which shall make the most noise
in the wind.

BE cheerful always. There is no path but
will be easier tnve{led, no load but will be
lighter, no shadow on heart and brainbut will
litt sooner in presencs of a determined cheer-
fulness.

Turee TaiNes,—The world is governed
by three things—wisdom, anthority, and
appearances. Wisdom is for thoughtful peo-
ple, authority for rough people, and appear-
ances forjthe great mass of superficial people,
who can look only at the outside.

TiME wears slippers of list, and his tread
is noiseless. The days come softly drawning
one after another ; they creep in at the win-
dow ; their fresh morning air is grateful to
the lips that part to it ; their music is sweet
to the ears that Listen to it ; until, before we
know it, a whole life of days has posses-
sion of the citadel, and time has taken us for
its own.

THERE is no sweeter will than that which
prompts a woman to of some service to
another being than herself, The willingness
with which a woman slips into an easy, help-
less, idle life is an exact measurement of her
poverty of character. Any woman with
wealth of soul and vigour of character would
rebel against such a life, and find her way to
something better.

Jones Versus the Duchess.

Miss Jones against the Duchess of West-
minster has turned the eyes of the London
ladies to the court reports in the daily jour-
nals. Miss Jones was discharged because
her mistress wished to have a foreigner as
lady's maid ; but this was not all. The
maid had no positively bad qualities, but
immediately after she received notice of dis-
missal she became insane, according to the
duchess, and a little fretted, according to
herself,  Of the alleged insanity the
Duchess of Westminster said noth in
the character, but half-a-dozen years after;
when Miss Jones had in man; as
tions, and had been unable to keep them—
when she had taken steps to annoy the
Duchess by setting up as a dressmaker near
Cliveden, walking in the private grounds
there, and abusing the Duke and Duchess
to all her acquaintances—her grace wrote a
character which was not favourable to the
maid. This second character was the ground
for an action for libel which has recentl
been decided in favour of the Duchess. It
was very i the Duchess at the
outset to give the maid a good character for

briety, Industry and ability, buat scarcel

Better Late Than Never.

It is not an uncommon ‘thing to hear
young men complain that their early sehool-
ing was deficient in guantity, poor in qual-
ity, or—if neither of these--was wasted
thm\:{h boyish indifference and folly. They
would get on better in life if they knew
more, they are free to admit, but they do
not see that they are daily wasting oppor-
tunities which, if improved, would in a few

ears give them a fairly good education.

hey think themselves too oil to learn, and
spend more time regretcing their lack of
knowledge than would saffice to give them
the knowledge they need. It is said that
the father of Professor Sumner, of Yale Col-
lege, could neither write nor read when he
came to this country, a young English me-
chanic. Within twenty years thereafter he
was known a8 ene of the best read men in
Hartford, one of the most cultivated com-
i in the country. Instead of wast-

teasing about a lett he will

She shall have it, and burn it herself. I
suppose " (with a bitter laugh) *‘she would
not trust me if I said I had burnt it. She
should have it now if I had got 1t with me.
Tell her to forgive me if I have vexed her.
Iam an unlucky devil. I didnot know how
fond I was of her.”

“It is too late now to talk of being
fond of any one but your wifs,” I say
sternly. ‘“You mast forget a!l this non-
sense, and soon you will be married and

He interrupts me.

“No. I will not do any woman swch an
ill turn as to marry her. I have made up
my ‘ind,” he says gloomily, ““I am
going back to India, Good-bye, Mimi,
don’t bear me any grudge, it is the last
time 1_'.h.u come across you and Jennie any

more,

I give him my hand —yes, in spite of the
harm he has duyn to Jennie, I give him my
hand, and we say good-bye for & very, very

any one but your husband, but it is harlly

long time.

ing his time in idle regrets for his deficient
schooling, ke learned to read, and read to
good purpose. In a similar way many of the
best, most h d, and most ful
men our country has known bave begun
theiueq}\luinhuce with letters after reach-
ing manhood ; and there is no reason why
the most illiterate mechanic in our land, if
possessed with natural ability and a sincere
Eurpo:_e. may not increase his enjoyment in

fe, his opportunities for improving his
social and financial condition, an

jn-tgolh:lqaxt mistress to leave out all

th of the first testi.
monial, but never could kzeg them—a cir-

tance not to d at if her frot-
fulness took the form alleged by the Dachess
of Westminster.

situations on the s

The Buried Treasure.

(From Chambers’ Journal.)

A l"rbnc‘:.mhnt‘ was agreeably sur-
prised receipt of an anonymous com-
mnniclh('n advising him that a box of trea-
sure was buried in his garden, and that the
exact whereabouts would be shown him if
he agreed to an equal division of the spoil.
He jumped at the offer, met his kind in-
formaot, and the piir were soon plying
spades, their labour hiﬁl rewarded by the
unearthing of a box, t of silver coins.
The - delighted merchant counted out two
piles of 800 five-franc pieces, and bade his
partoer take his ahare. That worthy, after
mm his heap for a minute or
two, it was rather too heavy a
load to carry comfortably to the railway
station ; he would prefer having the amount
in or notes, if it could be
Nothing was easier ; a walk up to the house,
and the business was settled entirely to his
satisfaction and that of the merchant too.
Twenty-four hours later, the good man took

chances of his family for the highest success
in life, by an honest effort to i by
study the disadvantages by which early pov-
erty or lack of educational opportunities has
surrounded him.

It is our good nature, and not our fine
furniture that makes home attractive. —New
York News. But when all the bed slats fall
out of p! and waken you up with a crash
about midnight, what beoomes of your good

natare ?

a very it view of the transaction, for

. upon ation he discovered there was
not one g five-f piece among the
1,600,

Tus monament to be erected near Tra-
Lll'l Wall, in Balgaria, by the Russian
it, to te the deeds of

and  the | end,

or is8 |
Jones appears to ‘have obtained repeated

posed of the ekel of tiny 1
that in life are covered with a gelatinous
substance. More than a thousand species of
the coral animal have been described by Dana
in his work entitled *‘ Corals and the Coral
Islands.”

Of the sub-kingdoms into which the ani-
mal kingdom is divided, namely, vertebrates,
articulates, mollusks, radiates, and proto-
zoans, coral animals belong.to the radiate
division. These creatures have no sense ex-
cept a low degree of sensitivenvss, and live
in salt, clear water, having a temperature
of from G8° to 85° Fah. They do not live
singly, but grow together in clusters, which
start from a single little animal, that is soft,
oval, white, and jolly-liks, and has the
power of rapid motion. It attaches itself
either t> a rock or the ses bottom by one

while the other s.  Then &
mouth, stomach, tentacles, and corporeal
partitions are soon formed, and the last be-
come quite hard from accumulations of par-
ticlos of lime.

Coral animals belong to the animals fami-
liarly called polyps, and they multiply
themselves by eggs and also by budding,
until there are countless numbers living to-
getheg in one community, Different kinds
of coral bud in ditferent ways ; assome grow
in bunche:, others in round masses, and so

PERSONAL.

,  Tug Princess Loui:
| a portrait of Mra, Scot
tation to the actress.

Tue Rev. Dr. Swing, of C
telephone leading from his study,
ous branches to the houses of intimate
friends and parishioners, and does much of
his *“ visiting " with the aid of this appar-
atus.

Tre Empress of Austria is a good tenant.
It is eaid that she has already expended on
Lord Longford's placs in Ireland, which she
hired the past ceason, $10,000, and further
paid $2,500 rent. She has taken it for next

is said to be painting
jddons for presen-

Did You Ever?

(From the Toronto New Dominion.)

Did you ever what? Did you ever hear
such a racket as has been raised by my in-
nocent and historical remarks last week ?
Well, bhardly ever. .All were indj &
and some were furious.  Mr. Rainsford and
his admirers were for having me tarned out
of the steeple forthwith, though all that I
eaid of that gentleman was true as truth
and not half what might have been said in
the same line. And oh how the skin men

could scarcely believe that such things were
possible. The butchers though seemed
pleased, and it was something to have such
a lot of jo!ly fellows on one’s side. Let us
hope that the skin matter will be all right
from this time forth, and that all concerned
will shake hands and take a horn in token
of Eame being restored.

at bad as was my mistake about the
skins, it was nothing apparently to my let.
ting the cat out of the Lg about the damsel
of Ligh degree consultiag as to how she
would serve out the cad who dared to lift
his eyes to her serenity, At least a dozen
take it to themselves, and the number of
servant women who, suffered for tellin,
tales out of the house was considerable,
could not begin to tell all that was said, or
to describe all the tears that were shed, It
does not matter, One young woman of
forty Aftn.l}y thought that it was she who

season on condition that, if pi d from
going, she is to be let off by paying a bonus.

MaxyY years ago Dean Stanley is said to
have remarked to his wife that the people
bad that morning gazed intently at him
while he preached his morning sermon.
““ How could they help it, my dear,” she re-
plied, *“ when one of your gloves was on top
of your head all the time?” The good dean

was to ; while others lately con.
cerned in sending out bogus invitations to
some ball took guilt to themselves,—very
néedlesaly,
It is curious to notice sometimes what a
lull takes place in the occurrences and
m even of such a place as Toronto.
i positively nothing worth speaking
about, and gossip, sad newspaper corre-
dukin 00

makes no gestures while he p , and
stands quite still, so that the glove, which,
it seems, had fallen from his hat to his head,
remained there during the entire discourse,

Mr, Froupk originally intended to take
orders in the Church, but finding himself
unfitted for clerical duties, abandoned it
and his fellowship after having entered the
diaconate, After this, he says, *“ I found

forth. A piece of dead coral shows the spot
where every animal has lived. As a mass |
of coral grows, the lower creatures gradu- |
ally die, but their hard skeletons, consist-
ing mainly of carbonate of lime, remain and
furnish a firm foundation for those that
work above them. By the striking of the
waves against this foundation, its inter-
stices gradually become filled with mud,
bits of shells, and other substances which
sea water contains, so that it grows firmer
and firmer. If such a foundation is laid
upon an elevation of the ocean floor, it is
Iiﬁzly to continue to increase insiz2 ; but by
the time it has reached the sea-level, the
whole community of coral animals has be-
come lifeless, for these polyps cannot live
out of water. The beating billows break
off portion of the skeleton formation, which
are soon worn into'sand by the water, and
afterwards, perhaps, thrown with other
debris upon the surtace of the mass, which
is thus supplied with soil. Then perhaps
seeds are scattered upon this eoil, which
give rise te vegetation, iyl so a' pleasant
home is prepared for maaf.

These coral structures, called reefs, are
often circular in form, and many of them
inclose a lake or lagoon, whose waters
farnish an excellent harbour for ships.

Taese recf-bailders have not only Lui't
up large islands, but also considerable por-
tions of the coatinents of Europe and
America ; and somse of their structures must
be of great age, as remains of a prehistoric
civilization have been found upon them.

Happy Thoughts.
Sorrows are like thunder-clouds; in the
distanca they look black, over our heads
hardly grey.

The Infinite has sown his name in the
heavens in burning stars, but in the earth
He has sown His name in tender flowers.

Geenius loves toil, impediments, and pov-
erty ; for from these it gains its strength,
throws off the shadows, and lifts its; proud
head to immortality.

Gentleness which belongs to virtue is to
be carefully distinguished from the mean
spirit of cowards and the fawning assent of
sycophants, &

No man is ever good for anything until
he has found two things—first, something
to love, and second, something to rever-
ence.

Nothing is more amiable than troe modes-

ty and nothing is more contemptible than
the false. The one guards virtue, the other
betrays it.
Mental pleasures never cloy ; unlike those
of the body, they are increased by repeti-
tion, approved by reflection, and strengthen-
ed by enjoyment.

Overburden not thy memory, to make eo
faithful a servant thy slave. Haveas much
reason as a camel, to rise when thou hast thy
full load.

The worthiest people are the most injured
by slander, as we usually find that to be the
best fruit which the birds have been pecking

at.

A full-blown rose ** bespriokled '’ with the
I»urel. dew is not so beautiful as a child
blushing beneath its parent’s displeasure,
and shedding tears of sorrow for its faults.

Never has one person forgotten his pure,
right-educating mother. On the blue
mountains of our dim childhood, towards
which we ever turn and look, stand the mo-
thers who marked out to us from thence our
life.

- e

An Eccentric Statesman.

Some curious anecdotes are told of M.
Vaulabelle, of Paris, the bistorian and ex-
minister of 1848, who died the ether day.
Alphonse Karr relates that when he went
to call on the new minister of public instruc-
tion he could find neither a messenger nor a
clerk to announce him. He wandered from
room to room, and at last a strong smell of
tobacco made him suspect that the minister
was not far off. In fact, M. Vaulabelle was
smoking in bed and reading the newspa-
pers. On being invited to breakfast Al-

there was no fire in the kitchen, ‘That
does not matter,” replied the minister;
“ my charwoman will soon be here, and she
will fetch us some pork chops and a vol.au-
vent,” The writer remarks that M. Vaula-
belle, all the time he remained minister of
public instruction, never had at his official
residence anything beyond s pocket-hand-
kerchief and a shirt collar, which his char-
woman renewed every morning, with a shirt
and stockings twice a week. He used to
say, “‘Ihave been placed here on sentry,
and I do not wish to have any more impedi-
ments than a soldier on duty; having
brought nothing, I shall have nothing to
take away when I am relieved.” Under
these circamstances it is easy,to believe the
story told of a friend meeting M. Vaula-
belle in the street, carpet-bag in hand, and
asking him where he was going.  “‘I have
just been turned out of office,” was the re-
ply, “ mf‘l I am waiting for the omnibus to

Fighting a Leopard in His Cage.

(From the St. Louis Times Journal.)

Mr. Conklin had been in the cage but a
few moments when the leopard attacked one
of the lions, and put his teeth through one
of the enemy’s paws. Mr. Conklin inter-
fered, and the leopard 'grsng upon him,
scratchiog him severely behind the right
ear, Mr. Conklin threw the animal violent-
ly to the floor and put himself on the defen-
sive. Three times the infuriated beast
‘lpnng at him, but did not succeed in inflict-
ing any injury upon him.

The lions became excited, and Mr. Conk-
lin became aware that his posilion was an
extremely dangerous one. A number of
the circus attaches gathered around the cage
acd offered assistance, but Mr. Conklin told
them to keep back and he would manage the
affair alone.

The leopard lay for a moment crouched
upon the floor, his eyes flasbing fiercely,
and uttering a low, threatening growl
Gathering all his strength he sprang at
Mr. Conklin, who struck him a side blow
on the head with the handle of a heavy
whip. The blow proved more powerful
than was intended, and killed the beast in-
stantly.

The body was dragged out of the cage,
and, after paying his respects to the lions,
to show them that he was master of the
field, the lion tamer left the cage. The leo-

was four years old, and was sent to

. Cole from Brazil about three years rgo.

He was a beautiful specimen of his species,
and was valued at $300.

Tuz rich yxng lady who recently married
a horse-car driver had taken to heart Sir
Joseph Porter’s pronunciamento, - that

phonse Karr accepted, but remarked that |

myself Ob“lic 1 to settle to some definite oc-
cupation. would have gladly gone to the
bar, or studied medicine, or gone into busi-
ness; but, as the law then stood, these
roads were closed tome. I did not wish, I
could not afford, to be idle; and though I
knew that I had but the most moderate
capacity for it, literature was the only al-
ternative left open.”

Miss Jurie E. Syirh, having attained to
years of discretion—eight-six—was married
on the 9sh of April to Mr. Amos G. Parker,
who had arrived at the same maturity,
Miss Smith was the last of the two famous
‘“ Glastonbury sisters,’’ who for many years
had resisted the demands of the exacting
tax-gather because denied the privilege of
the franchise. Since the death of her sister
Abby, a yecar ago, Miss Smith has felt great
loneliness, added to which her warm at-
tachment for Mr. Parker, a hals and hearty
gentleman, a lawyer and a poet, and very
intelligent and agreeable, induced her to
enter the marriage state. She is very
wealthy, and the arcangement is pronounced
to be one that will promote the comfort and
happiness of each.

Magsuar M'Manoy, notwithstanding the
large salary attached to the office ($120,000
per annum and $60,000 for household ex-
penses), retived from the Presidency a com-
paratively poor man, and refuses to accept a
evsion from the government, It is known
that the expenses of the splendid entertain-
ments given by him during the Exposition
were defrayed from his private fortune, and
that the sums allowed him all went to the
poor of Paria through the hands of his wife,
Iudifference to pecuniary reward is one of
the best features among public men in Eu-
rope. Recently the Bishop of Durham re-
tired, refusing a large pension. The last
speaker of the House of Commons declined
the $20,000 a year pension allotted to that
offica, English premiers are entitled to a re-
tiring pension of $10,000 after a few years’
service, but never accept it unless ia very
moderate circumstances.

A wriTeR in Edmund Yates’s new and
very interesting monthly, Zime, describes a
visit to Professor Kdison, at Menlo Park,
in which it i3 stated that Professor E. *“ has
spent  $400,000 in the last few years in
experiments and researches, but his income
from his inveations is enormous. The
Western Uniox Company paid him $100,000
for his carbon telephone, and as much again
for the quadruple system. He is the owner
of ninety patents and inventions, and re-
ceives a royalty of $500 a week for the ex-
hibition of the phonograph alone. His wife
was a lml{ telegraph operator, whose soft
and nimble fingers attracted the shy stu-
dent's notice as she worked at her instru-
ment, And the two little ones who crewd
on to his knes when he comes home from
work are named Dot and Dash, after the
letters of the telegraphic alphabet. All this
he tells with pleasant, unaffected simplicity,

as you sit with him far into the small
hours,
Ox the receipt of the resolution of the

King of Italy to commute the sen‘ence of
his would-be assassin, Passanante, the At-
torney-Generaal went to the prison, and
communicated it in the following terms :
“You attempted to take the life of the
King; the King gives you life.” Passan-
ante betrayad cousiderable emotion, and ex-
pressed his deep gratitude. Few expected
that the sentence of the Court would be
carried into execution. ' Sufficient time had
elapsed for indignation to give way to com-
passion—a sentiment against which the King
found it difficult to contend. Without con-
sulting his ministers, therefore, he accorded
the much-desired commutation, The King
has acquired much temporary popularity by
the act. Oa its being announced in the
Theatre of the Florentini, and other minor
theatres, there was a burst of applause, ac-
companied by shouts of-** Viva IF Re,” while
the Royal Hymn was called for. The.
Neapolitans were true to their antecedents.
Not four months have elapsed since they
would have torn Passanante to pieces, and
at last accounts they were all rejoicing that
his worthless life has been saved.

GeNERAL Ricnarp Tavror, whose death
occurred recently in New York city, was in
many respects a notable man. He was a
man of scholarly tastes and habits, as well
as a man of wit and society, while he proved
himself one of the ablest and most success-
ful generals in the Confederate army. He
was one of the b:st whist players this couan-
try has produced, and in the London clubs
was regarded as possessing rare ekill at the
game, so much so that his fame came to the
ears of the Prince of Wales, who loves a
rubber next to a tiger-hunt, and they met
at the Marlborough Club ons night and
played together. Thus began an intimacy
which endured to the last. Wherever the
Prince went, whether to Sandringham for a
whiff of rustic air, or to Scotland to stalk the
deer, or to the races at Ascot, or to the Uni-
versity boat-race on the Thames, thither he
was certain to invite General Taylor. He
introduced him at Wiadsor to the Queen,
and the Queen was so charmed with his
company that she prayed bhim to stay for a
week at the Castle. When the Prince went
to India, he invited General Taylor to be
one of the party. But the General preferred
to stay in London, and many a quiet rubber
was played at Marlborough House b,
the Princess, the Dake of Cambridge, an
the American, while the Prince was riding
in an elephant howdah through the jungles
of Nepaul. In the royal box at Ascot bis
figure was familiar to every jockey on the
course, though his means never allowed him
to own meiorua, and rarely to bet.

St. Paul's Cross.

The workmen in the new garden at the
north-cast of St, Paul's, London, in digging
recently, came upon the foundation of Paul's
Cross at the depth of six feet, The date of
the cross is antecedent to the thirteenth cen-
tury. ‘ It was used for ecclesiastical purposes
for the first time during the reign of Edward
L, the earliest record of such employment
being in the year 1299, In Henry VIIL’s
and Elizabeth's reigos the pulpit was filled
by the most eminent preachers of the Refor-
mation, It washere tfmt Latimer and Ridley
proclaimed to crowds of eager listeners that
testimony which they afterward sealed with
their blood. It was here, also, that Ridley
preached his memorable sermon on the occa-
sion of using the new Service Book for the
first time. The demolition of Paul’s Cross
was decreed by the Long Parliament in 1642,
and in the following year it was raz:d to the
ground,

- .

AT a dinner table not long *since, a lady
asserted with a good deal of vehemence that
she never ate pastry. ** What, never !” ex-
claimed a gentleman at her side, expecting,
of course, the usual reply. Judge of his sur-

rise when she remnkog quietly and utter-

“lo¥e is a front platiorm on which all ranks
meet.”

*

y innocent of any knowledge of * Pinafore,”
““ Well, sometimes.”
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P quently at their wit's
end. Of course a few fibs are always in sea-
sen, and *‘ you bet ” are always forthcom-
ing. But then they have to be put upon
the market with caution else they would
soon be at a discount. There are six or ten
or twenty of our citizens who are each
spoken of as the champion liar of the place,
and indeed it would be difficult to say which
was best, But even in spite of their united
and skillful labours there are times of su-
preme ennui when the general demand for u
new lie produces nothing worth mentioning.
Listen to some and you would fancy that
the most reliable business men and business
concerns were going to the dogs. ‘‘He
can't stand it.” **Did you hear of 8o and
s0's loss ¥’ ** If he pull through it will be a
wonder.” *The banks have shut down on
them.” ‘You don’t say!” *‘ There's—
and—and—and I believe—too., Well they
were heavily in with them all, and you know
that’s an awful pull on not a very large
capital.” *‘ Don’t know how they manage ;
They’re awfully run for money, and their
renewals are fearful.” And so it goes on.
Here a doubt, and there half a fact, half a
falsehood ; here a shake of the head, and
there a smack of the lips ; here a word of
smiling pity, and there a leer of malignant
triumph, till I declare 1'm bothered, and at
the same time thankful that I have bowels
of brass and no bills needing rencwal. Be-
sides if 1 am to believe half of what I hear
there is scarcely a public institution but has
overdrawn its account at the bank, and is
burning the candle vigorously at both ends,
Everybody knows that this 1s use and wont
with the city, though it is not very long
since the city had to pay two assessmeots
within six months in order to avoid this *
very thing, and yet it was only the other
ay that some official was procliiming how
much the city was paying daily for bank ad.
vanees. Then somebody was sayiog thut
even our charities have outrun the constable
and are borrowing from the banks in order
to pay their way. Nay, a gentleman was
lately telling in my hearing how u seat of
learning in the city is drowned in debt for
current expenses, and has had to pledge
the mortgages of another fund, that ought to
be kept sacred, as collateral security to the
banks, for the cash needed to pay salaries
and so forth. Can all this be so, or is it only
unfoutided rumour? I know that there are
a good many would like to know for certain
the bottom facts, and they have a notion.
that if the cash cannot be raised in an hon-
est, straightforward way, the plan of reduc-
ing official salaries and other running ex-
mses ought to be tried. Wonder if the
Eblu Society is in debt too? Wonder if
there is any man, or any society, except
building ones, that is perfectly clear with
the world and owes nobody notlyliug !
What a lot I should have to say if I durst
talk of politics ! - How people are spreading
themselves on Mowat and Morris ! How
wise the wire pullers look ! How everybody
thinks himself the big toad in the puddle !
How contemptuously certain all are about
the result ! It is awful, according to one,
to think of the drubbing ‘“poor Mowat ” is
going to get. It is beyond all reasonable
doubt, says another, that ** that fellow Mor-
ris” has not the ghost of a chance. All the
bets on last September are not paid yet
Still men who were then badly nipped are
plunging into new responsibihities,” and
deacons and elders are just as eager as the
ordinarily wicked to make books and show
their confidence. The contradictory de-
monstrations are something wonderful.
The triumphant conftidence makes bashful
people ashamed of their hesitation. We
shall see what we shall see in due time.
This at any rate is certain,—all the prophe-
cies cannot be fulfilled. But what ‘am 1
saying? 1 would not talk politics for the
world—no, though it were only to tell what
I hear. I prefer greatly to Listen to what
is said sbout robberies, Some Toronto
fellows, it seems, have been figuring in the
light fingered department up in Guelph.
Surely bad for them though, one would say,
the judge is merciful who lets off an oper-
ator if tﬁ'w fingers are only in the lady's
pocket, and no cash actually hooked. Not
every fellow who can get bail for a thousaud
dollars. No fear of * jumping ?" The hum
about the Marquis coming has rather gone
down. Nobody knows what may take place
before September. Some think he'll be
turned out of Canada, bag and baggage, be-
fore that time. Some even think that some
of the more furious Frenchmen may try a
shot at him a & the Nihilists, if Letellier is
not properly decapitated. Some, it is said,
are planing to take the Princess a prisoner
and holding her as hestage till everything is
serene. At any rate, the hopes about good
times for Toronto in the fall are not so
bright as they were, and Ald. Hallam ac-
corﬁingly plants his ornamental trees in the
show ground with a sad heart. The only
comfort is that if the Marquis doesn’t come
their five thousand dollars won't be spent,
and that will be a mercy. It is on all hands
settled that if the Governor's father comes
to this country to see how Canada looks he
is to be saltited with groans, and if the sea.
son has produced any rotten eggs they arc
to be freely used in token of welcome; at
least 80 83y some of the newspapers. Would
that be quite the thing? Well, well. Per-
haps the Marquis will come after all. Per-
haps the Duke may not need a linen duster
to save his broadcloth. Perhaps the civil
war will be put off till the winter sets in.
Perhaps Grip will put everything right.
Perhaps there may be no earthquake worth
speaking of. Perhaps—well—perhaps. Be-
fore that time we'll have a Bis uﬁ all right,
and in perfect working order. Handford's
chapel will be finished and running. Dr.
Talmage could easily be got for a moderate
sum to give zest and variety to the pro-
ramme, General Grant may be home from
ﬁi. travels and would be only too happy to
come. All our local celebrities will muster
strong. Mr. Goldwin Smith will orate if
asked, and there are at least half a dozen
poets who could supply verses galore. Yes,
m spite of all the gnthering clouds in the
East L don’t believe Toronto will be disap-
pointed in its autumn festival, and in that
case, in striking the hours and ringing the
chimes, there will be no failure on the part
of

THE CATHMR}L CLock,

GirL (to shopkeeper)—‘‘ Can ye gie me
change of a sixpence !’ Shopkeeper (to
vanishing girl with change)—‘The six-
“My

pence, my girl——the sixpence !” )
mither says she'll gie it to you i’ the moru-
ing.’

Two young.men went into the woods near
Aurora Ill., to play a game of cards. As
they were rival lovers, and had not previous-
ly spoken to each other for months, it is
conjectered that the girl in dispute was the
stake that they played for. The winner,
however, was not permitted to gain the prize,
for his opponent instantly shot him through
the heart, An effort to settle rivalry by
chance hsd a not less sad result in Texas.
The two suitors were convinced that the
young woman would accept either if the
other would let her alone, and they agreed
to throw dice to decide which should give
ber up. The loser honestly endeavored to
keep the compact, but the woman refused
to be disposed of in that way, and wrote to
him that she would marry nobody else, and
would not even see the winner. The latter
would not believe that his competitor had
tried to retire from the contest, and so mur-
dered him,




