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has entertained such a notion, to drop it and retire grace-
fully at the end of the present year with the stock of glory
he has accumulated at home and abroad. He should let
well enough a T.oan.
* * *
‘/ E sometimes hear about the “ Conflict of Religion
and Science,” and it has been learnedly argued by
Principal Dawson and others that there is no such con-
flict. This point is set at rest, since Mr. John .. Sullivan
was anointed with holy water by one of his pals just before
going into the ring to fight Kilrain.  Mr. Sullivan, we are
told, is a very N_hglou: man, and it really looks that way.
So was the fellow who murdered the laborer and ate the
lunch in his dinner pail, rejecting the meat because it was
a Iriday.
A 5t E<3 R
THE Globe jibes at the “Lwmpire, Matl, Montreal Gasette
and other Conscrvative organs ” because they have
remained silent on the Foster-Chisholm case.  We can
assure the Globe that it has gained nothing in public res-
pect by its own course in the matter, as it has been only
too evident that the making of political capital and not a
regard for domestic purity is the motive which has actu-
ated it. Nor should it surprise an editor who at this time
of day describes the A/asl as a Government organ that
the public has little confidence in his honesty and good
faith where politics are in any degree concerned.
* * *

THE average Toronto man will learn with pride and

pleasure, through Mr. Dudley Warner's article in
Harper's Magasine that the new park on ourisland is one
of the prettiest places in the world—a delightful retreat
for a summer afternoon.  Then, if he thinks of it, he will,
on the first available opportunity take the ferry boat and
go over and sce for himself. For the average Toronto
man, who has helped to pay for the park, has never paid
it a visit!

NDER the new law relating to capital punishment in
New York State newspapers are prohibited from pub-
lishing sensational or detailed accounts of executions. If
a suml'lr enactment were made to cover descriptions of
prize fights, and in fact all that appears under the head
of “the ring” in the “sporting” dcpartments of the
press, it would be a vast gain to civilization. Our own
truly good dailies would be rendered more fit for family
use.

A SWEET ROMANCE.

HIS night,” exclaimed Don John de Balladoux, “I
qlnll know my fate from the beautcous lips of
Eleanor. If—as I would fain believe—she returns my
love, and answers mc ¢ yes,” then it is bliss unutterable, I
shall be the happicst man on earth ; i the answer is ‘no,’
then indeed am I undone. But she shall never know what
a wound she has given me. I will school my features
that they betray me not, and going from her presence I
will, in some distant Jand, end a life that will no longer be

worth living !

* * * * ESS

The shades of evening had fallen upon hill and dale.
l.ady Eleanor sat at the grand piano gently caressing
the keys, which under the witchery of her touch seamed to
sob forth the accents of love.  She was thinking of Don
John, whose name was sweeter to her even tlnn the cara-
mel that was even now nestling within her lovely mouth
as she mused.

Suddenly in the hall she heard the well-known step, and
her heart gave a great bound. Then the voice of a
menial at the door announced ‘ Don John de Balla-
doux!’

A look of earnest purpose was in his eyes and alternate
lights and shades of hope and fear flitted over his fea-
tures, as he advanced and greeted the fair lady. To his
greeting she made no reply.

“Why thus siient, Lady Eleanor? Am I not wel-
come ?” he asked in a voice full of apprehension.

A troubled look in hereyes, and a sorry smile upon her
lips was the enigmatical answer.

“1 have come,” said Don John, growing suddenly bold,
“to ask you, Eleanor, to be my wite. 1 have long loved
you ; do not tell me I have misrcad yvour feelings toward
me—you reciprocate my passion, you wili be mine ?

Lady Eleanor looked confused, but remained silent.

“What? You answer me nothing? Ah! it is the
overwhelming joy of the moment that forbids utterance.
Isitnot so?” And Don John advanced and grasped
her white hand in his.

WHEN DEAF MEETS BLIND.

OLp Lapy (wha is hard of hearing)—* 1 want to get a pint ot
milk. How much isit > (Puts up her car irum/ul)

MILKMAN (who is near sighted )— Six cenis, mum.’
out the lacteal fluid, and old lady is on her car inshmfl_\'.)

(Pours

“ Speak to me, dearest.
dure this suspensc!”

‘Her lips moved, and again the troubled look came
over her face, but she spoke no syllable. 1don Jobn
dropped her hand.

“You do not love me or you would at least say one
word to tell me so!”

Still she spoke not.

“ Enough ! ” exclained he, for his Normon blood was
up.  “This is meant for silent contempt. I understand.
It is cnough. I leave you forever. Farewell!”

So saying he strode from the castle and disappeared in
the gloom. Lady Eleanor stood as onc paralyzed for a
brief space, and scemed to be struggling with her cmo-
tions. Then with a shrick that rent the night air she flew
to the door and screamed :

“ Come back Don John de Balladoux!
you !” )

Too late, alas! he had gone forever. In a distant
clime he died without knowing that it was a gummy cara-
mel and not a false heart which held Lady Eleanor silent
on that fateful night !

Say something—I cannot en-

I do love



