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THE RIFLE BALLS OF THE FUTURE.
The reduction of the calibre of guns is

necessarily accompanied witb a diminution
in the weight of the projectile. The length
of the latter, in fact, cannot exceed a cer-
tain limit, beyond which it would no longer
have sufficient stability in its trajectory. Lt
would therofore ho of considerable interost
to have at our disposai, for the manufacture
of rifle halls, a metal of reasonable price and
beavier than lead. One of the metals upon
whicb hopes may be founded, remarks the
Revue d'A rmes Portatives et de Tir, is Tung.
sten. This metal, whicb is almost as bard
as steel, bas a density varying from 17 to 19-
3, say one and a half finie that of lead. By
roason of sncb qualitios, halls of tungston,
of equal dimensions, possess a power of peno-
tration much greater than that of load.
Thus, a tungaten bail ponetrates a
steel plate 3 incbes in thickness at
a distance of 650 yards white a siniilar one
of tead penetrates a 2l-inch plate at 325
yards only. The present obstacle to the use
of tungston is its relatively high price, but
there are indications that this will soon be
lowerod to reasonable figures.

LORD) DUFFERIN AND DISIUAEMI.

Two excellent storios of DiHraeli told by
Lord Dufferin are flot to ble found in the
copions profaco to Lady Dufferin's poeme.
"One of my oarliest encounters witb Mr.

Disraeli," writos bis Lordship, "1was in
Brook street, the afternoon of the day ho had
won bis Buckinghamshire eloction. 1 stop.
ped to congratulato bum on bis succosaful
campaign, when he said to me, 1 Yes, 1 said
rather a good thing on thebhustings yesterday.
There was a fellow in the crowd wbo kopt call.
ing me a man ofýistraw, without any stake in
the country, and aaking wbat 1 stood upon,
8o 1 said, ' Woll, it is true 1 do not possess
the broad acres of Lord So-and-So or the
vast acres of the Duke of A--, but if the
gentleman wants to know upon what 1 stand
I will tell him-I stand on my head.'
Many years after I passed bum again as
ho was strolling up hatloss from the buse
of Commons to speak to some colleague in
tbe House of Lords. Happening to enquire
wbother ho had read a certain novel, be
éaid, 'Oh, 1 bave no tie for novel read-
ing now. Moroover, when I want to read
a novel I write it.' "-Lo?ïdonz Pubjic Opinl-

ON A MULE

In riding a mule up a mounitain,
wbere the trait often mun along the edge o!
a precipice, the rider in told that it is safer
to let thE beast have its own way than to
attempt to guide it. But even in moun-
tain*riding the old adage holds-thero is no
rule witbout its exception. Miss Sanborn
telîs us in ber book, " A Trutbful Woman
in Soutbern California,?" that in ascending
Mount Wilson able lot the reins bang fromn
tbo pommel of the saddle, and humored ber
mule's wisb to nibble the herbage.

At a narrow place, with a sharp decliv-
ity below, the beast fixed bis jaws upon a
emalt, tougb bush on the upper bank. As
ho warmed to the wcrk, bis bind foot work-
ed round fowards the edge of the chasm.
Tbe bush began to corne out hy the roots,
wbicb seemed to ho without end. As the
weight of the mule was tbrown beavily
l ackward, I looked forward with appreben-
eion tn the time when the root sbould fin-
ally give way.

I darod flot and could not movo. The
root gave way, allowing the mule to faîl

backward. One foot slipred over the edgo,
but tbree stuck to the path, and the major-
ity prevailed.

After that 1 saw it was safer to lot my
faitbful heast graze on the outer edge. All
went well until hoe hecame ahsorhed in fol-
lowing downward the Loliage of a bush wbich
grew up from helow.

As ho stretcbed bis neck farther and
fartber down, 1 saw that hoe was bonding
bis forelegs. His shculders sank more and
more. 1 workod mysoîf backward, and
was sliding down behind-too late. The
bush broke, causing the mule to Lall back
forcibly against the innor bank, witb my-
self sandwiched between the adamantine
wall of the mountain and the well-sbod heels
of the mule.

The animal, heing as m-uch scared as
myseif, started up tbe trait on a gallop. I
had saved my life, but lost my mule. I ro-
soived to pnsh on. At the very first turn
a boy appeared burrying back my palfrey.
-Boston Home Journal.

(iOI IS LOVE.

1 say to thee,-do thon repoat
To the first inan thou mayest meet
Lu lane, highway, or open stroot-

That hoe amd we, and all mnen mc'vo
Under a canopy of love,
As broad as the bIne sky ahove;

That doubt and trouble, fear and pain,
Andi anguis,-all are shadows vain,
That death itself should flot remain

That weary deserts we inay tread,
A dreary labyrinth may thread,
Tbrough dark ways underground bo led

Yet, if we will our Guide obey,
The dreariest pat'2, the dlarkest way,
Shahl issue forth in heavenly day;

And we, on divers shores uow cast,
Shaîl meet, on perilous voyage past,
AIl in our Father's house at ]ast;

And, ero thon leave him,-say thon this,
]But ofle word more, they only miss
The winning of that final hliss,-

W'ho will not count it truc, that love,
B]essiug, not eursing, mIles above,
And that [n it wve live and movo,

And one thing f urther make 1dmi know,
That to believe theso things are se,
This firmi faitb nover to foregol,-

Despite of all which semns at strif ea,
With blessing,-all with ourses rifle,
That this is blessing, This is Life!

-A uthor uniki uw.

PURPOSE-NOVELS.
Tbougb I bave some optimistic remarks

to end with, it doos appoar to myseif that
the British novel suffers froni divers banes
or ourses. The firat is the spread of oie-
rnentary education. Too many naturally
non-litorary people of all ranks are now
goaded into acquiring a knowledge of the
invention of Cadmus. Wben nobody could
read, except people wbose own literary
nature impelled tbein to learn, botter books
were writton, hecause the public, if
relativoly fow, was absolu tely fit
Secondly, these newly edncated people
insist on our next curse-", actuality."
Tbey live so]ely in the distracted moment,
whereas true literature lives in the absoluto,
in tbe past that, perhaps, nover was present,
and that in eternal, " lives, in fantasy."
Shakespeare did flot write plays about con.
temporary Ilproblems." The Greek dramn-
atists deliberately chose thoir topios in the

In
Diamonds
P re -e minent

ibou t ii t titti0 ii î)otî i
t1e ,mtg ' imio d lin q. t~1i l t D il mIii i u là] i I gi l il tit

ile t i nliif il i l i il ,li p I- i ti1
iii utui ii ii tii ( t if 'il 1- 0

New iti ik ii i il, iii tit ii i t hti i onm

fi~ ~ ~ ~~W tiii i rrt itrt t .. , rt r ,1 . t k >ii

tit for it i tu filn it y i iii A silt

i gigf mlagfl-

RYRIE BROS.,
Cor, Yonge & Adelaide St9,

il ou t ock oit D i iitttr i aiiîtt n, ing',i
Ptin,, -tii ' iiui liait Pli, tir , ili

n i

tales of Troy,and Thebes, and Atrous's lino.
The very Fijians, as Mr. Basil Thomison in'
forma us, Il'will tell of goda and giants and
canoos groater than mountains, and Of
women fairor than the women of theso daY9t
and o! doinga so strange that the jaws of
the listoners faîl apart?" They don't deal
witb problems about the propriety of caUn'
balism or the casnistry of polygaO3Y'
The Athenians fined, for bis modernite, the
author of a play on the Lall of Milotus, be,
cause hoe Il remindod thrn of tboir misfOr'
tunes." Novels are becoming tracts 011
Parisb Councils, Free Love and other if'
flammatory topics, and the reason of this
ruin in that the vast and the naturally non.
literary majority can now read, and, c f
course, cana only read about tbe actual, about
the noisy, wrangling moment. This is the
bane o! the actual. 0f course, I do 110e
maintain that contemporary life is taboOed
against novelists. But if noveis of cont'
porary life are to ho literature, are to b,
permanent, that life must either ho troatod
in the spirit of romance and fantasy, as by
Balzac and tbe colossally fantastie Zola, Or
in the spirit of humor, as by Charles de
Bernard, Fielding, Thackeray, Dickens'
The tbrifty plan of giving us sermuoUO5f
politics, fiction, aIl in one atodgy sandwicht
produces no permanent literature, produCOO
but tomporary " 1tracts for the times. Y For-
tunately, we bave among us many novelisto
-young crnos, luckily-who are true to the'
primitive and eternal, the Fijian, canons O
fiction. We bave Oriental romance fr0,'
the author of "lPlain Tales froni the Hils.
We bave the bumor and tendernessi-0r'
tainly not Fijian, 1 admit-whicb produCe.
that mastorpioce, "lA Window in Tbrums;
w e bave tbe ad venturous f ancy tha t gaives

us " A Gentleman o! France," ",Thse Master,
o! Ballantrae," Il Micab Clarke," $'Thie
Raiders," IlThe Prisoner of Zenda," and
the truly prîmeqval or troglodyte imagina,
tion wbicb, as we read o! the figlit bot wOO
a knob-nosed Kaffir dwarf and a sacreà
crocodile, brings us into toucis witb thse fira
bearers o! Heraclos's, or Beowulf's, Or
Grettir's deeds, " so atrange that thse jaeý
of the listenets faIt apart." Thua we POO'
ass outlots for escape from ourselves a1U
fromn to-day. We can still dwoll, now lv
thon, in tbe sarne air o! pleagure as otIr
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