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Coupter to the opinions (sic) of Lord Raundolph Churchill and other hair-

rained Machiavels, the vetoran statesman and his supporters have bartered

the honour of Britain, are disloyal, are in the pay of the foreigner.  Such ad

%Zplftéﬂdum claptrap, however, deceives none but the shallowest of those who
e it,

From men like Lord Salisbury, however, better things might be ex-
pected. A Tory of the Tories, and a prominent leader of a class doomed
%o lose much of the power so long and so unjustly wielded by it, he still
ought to be ahove the pettinesses of the unthinking Tory mob, e has

ad Opportunities, during his conncction with Journalism, of educating him-
:‘;‘lf In the realities of politics—opportunities not enjoyed by many of his
q Other aristocrats. Yet we find him telling a Welsh audience the other
8y that all Liberals are infidels. TLord Salisbury must have been
a::e tI_)ut to it when he fell back upon so gratuitous and untruthful an
Wa,srLlon' A well-know_n writer nnm'edmtcly pointed out that not only
Withi ord Salisbury abusive, but inconsistent.  In {mot%mr specch (leh.V(':red
to 1 a few days of the one referred to, he had complained of the religious
ne of Mr. Gladstone's Midlothian speeches, and had spoken in a gencrally

Sneeri i : _ :

hel‘lng manner of religion.  Moreover, there is a certain Mr. Balfour, of
t‘as(;)tm M‘anumans have an intimate acquaintance, whose views, to say the
rel of it, are not, orthodox—and Mr. Balfour has the honour of a blood

" ‘lill?nship with the “master of flouts and gibes.” It is questionable, also,
esher L(?I‘d Salisbury would have been guilty of his. indiseretion at
and GiF]:)(i)OI if he bad remembered the cases of Hobbes, Bolingbroke, 'I{ume
archet on, a._ll _Of ?vhom ln.ve served England well, and cach being an
spok ype of Infidelity. Neither Mr. Huxley nor Mr. Tyndall have ever
°n 50 foolishly about religion ; but then those gentlemen are inuch too

0g}
lo;fﬂlyto Suppose that they are the embodiment of human wisdom or of

jo‘lrﬁaﬁgoiio%of the exceeding nonsense con’tinual‘] y }y),ul.)li.shcd~ﬂev.en by TQPy
0 Doint oy tr;lgland.—-about;_ our .ludmn "fronm'ur_, it may be interesting

85 boop fut sk1!led opinion is very much dwl'x’dud upon tl}(a question.
that the o a favourite doctrine amongst many nuhtm.'y str;'\tuglsts in J_n‘(ha,

s ependency should be secured somewhere beyond its own frontier.
hy the casis of Herat and the Valley of the Murghab are at this
the subjects of diplomatic contention. Russia’s steady march
a has been inevitable from its heginning. No one ever
Wpassal]e bulw‘u-ill(np“{'\i;ﬁ f}agleg would .lll—alt .4fxcep§, linlfpx'o;‘()xllcc E)t tsin
Oceupieq the t( . ere t.lus bulwark was to be _uum constantly
Ina.jority ineli attention of ‘I'ndmu collnmanders and statesmen, and the
Afg alistay, med to the opinion that-lt‘, ought to be pl‘aced 50 as to turn
by who {t‘)ltf? a strong buffer. Sir Pcter: Lul;ls(lt)l‘x'ls one r)f. the lesser
Secure, nat flﬂleved that the actual f'r'ontler of India 1t5j¢lf is the only
A'Chibal d E‘,"'a, and common-sense line of defence. So thinks 'M.r.
forge and g?bes, and he has stated his case in an article of characteristic
Afgh&nst a lht.Y-_ We have had the choice before us of leaving the
an, 0 deal with the Russians, or of making cause with the Afghans

ireamt that the

oi - . . . o g
The lgat&g to Herat to contend with the invader in the region of Turkestan.
in fay, * plan hag apparently been preferred.  But Mr. Forbes says ho is

orce, ‘l;'};:ti the fs'ormer:, for several reasons. In the first place, no foreign
C0Untepin ver ity object, can march through Afchanistan without en-
“Afg ani’:’tra‘n_COrous and relentless opposition. In the sccond p]aco,'
Armjgg » Sian g country unfruitful in supplies t'or.the maintenance of
Adia, g5 0 the third place there are ouly four defiles giving access to
fourty all are commanded by powerful strategic works. In the
fact thstac(f’ .theSe military obstacles would be greatly increased by ?he
Columpg uring the whole route through Afghanistan the advancing
yould .be perpetually worried, hatrassed, and thinned by the

18 melag, Ela-tl\’es. - Instead of allg\\jing the Russian to g0 t}lropgll
reGeption v }}l' éXperience, and remaining ‘at our true base for his final
. Orﬁesf}i ave apparently decided to incur it ourselves. Alt.hf)ugh
Buthopy, olds no post in the army, he is an unquestionable military
of o {)’ a close student of strategy, an intelligent observer of the greatest
frontier. ®r wars, and perfectly familiar with Afghanistan and the Indian

late, R:‘ LABO.UC”ERE is eredited with having invented two good phrases of

Cading t'he London newspapers,” he writes, ¢ 1 have f(ﬁ}t.il‘lclillcd

' w l"orga.n?zt (fr .]Ourna,l'ists were not, speaking gem)mlly, ag pernicious tr.i

ePOI‘ts_) S €d community as mad dogs.”  (l'his apropos of sensationa

Chuys . « Peaking of the'debatable land botween Russia a.n(l. }.&fgh;.xmstun

Ance becay 18 2 meatless bone, which has only acquired a fictitious import-
© two dogs are snarling round it.”
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at entimental argument, one chiof vround of opposition to
011 has to ] 3 i

a ad regy] oen that it would destroy evidence of foul plzf,y \.V.h,m)‘i-‘,
", dregy ted from such means,  Sir Spencer Wells, in the course o
obJection 3t the Parlos Museam, London, the other day rcp]x(:fl to this
fosure hissohur a8 it applied to tho society he is conunected wth:. He
N Which 5 CATers that the Cremation Socicty had formulated conditions,
snbifilz 1OANts mush comply, of so stringent a character as to prevﬁent
Y of any person. who had come Lo his death foally being

of t?ﬂ_p.erso,l Who had poisoned a relative would assuredly apl;)Ey
: PIU cortificatos, or submit to the conditions which they
been pOiSOILeI(li od at the Milan Crematorium, the fact of w child llfl.Vlll}.g
Toug},, to li,}whlch otherwise would have esvapud notice, was z).lct,un ly
in( %g,lt by bhe_prclimimu‘ics which were thero insisted \%polxl,
€250 the poisoning turned out to have been purely aceidental.

Ix this connection the following lines, to the writer of which a London
weekly adwarded a prize ““for the bost Twelve Lines of Original Verse on
Cremation,” may prove of interest :—

Though our atmosphere is laden with the germs of fell disease,
And the black, polluted river wafts its poison on the breeze ;

Though the filth of slum and alley spreads contagion far and wide,
Still we look upon eremation as a horror —from our side.

Yet within our very city graveyards fester and decay,
Where our pale and puny children pluck the buttercups and stray
And at times some ¢ jerry ” huilder desecrates the grassy hed,
Casting to the winds of heaven ashes of the sacred dead.

,

Bat the time is not far distant when this question we must faco—
Life and health will be the problem for the growing populace ;
For the custom now prevailing like its followers must die,

And the urn will claim our ashes, closed for aye to mortal eye.

IN a communication addressed to the Paris Charivari, M. Charles
Levilly gives some amusing details of the methods anployed to make
Madame Patti’s Awmerican tour a finaucial succsss. At San Franeiseo, on
Patti’s arrrival, an auctioneer was employed o put up for auction, not the
reserved places, but the right to choose reserved places.  The anctioneer,
duly installed in the theatre with gigantic plans of the building, was en-
gaged during the whole day in putting up to compstition the right to
choose a place. To be allowed to take part in the bidding it was necessary
to take seats for the whole engagement, extending over a fortuight, The
right of choosing the best places generally fotched about $30, which added
to the price of the place, about $15, made a total of $75. Poor places were
sold at a premium of about $1, so that even for the privilege of getting the
worst seats something had to be given in addition to the advertised price.
The correspondent adds that the bidding was lively in the extreme, and
that the auctioneer did his work with so much spirit and address that the
public quite enjoyed being fleeced.

Hax Faig, which is just over in Paris, is one of those curious fétes in
which the lively Gaul revels. Although it is held in one of the dirtiest
quarters of the French capital, the well-to-do drive thither in their
carriages, freely mingling with all that is low and coarse, and freakishly
crowding into the innuinerable shows, where they test the solidity of fat
women’s limbs by the sense of touch, or lauch at the antics of mounte-
banks on a rough stage. It pleases them also to buy a two-sou sausage
and carry it home ag a memento of the fair, which, as may bs imagined,
is not altogether a source of innocent or refined amusement. Qut of the
hundreds of booths, » few are devoted to the sale of hawn in various dis-
guises. The Arles sausage, we read, continues an indispensable feature,
although its component parts are admittedly a mystery more impossible
of solution than our own succulent skins of ““ linked sweetness long drawn
out.”

ExcLisn papers just to hand poke much fun at Lord Tennyson’s poem
on the reported insufficiency of the British fleet. One journalist says it is
‘ deliciously like a caricature of himself ” ; another calls it “ an attempt to
be melodramatically indignant.” He can hardly get his words out.
“You—you!” he stutters to Lord Northbrook, and then as though not
quite sure of his preimnises he comes along with an array of “ifs.” If (and
the “if ” i3 emphasized too) ¢they have failed to understand,” that the
fleet of England is her all in all,  If that Old Eagland fall which Nelson
left so great,” on Lord Northbrook and his friends “ will come the curse
of all the land.” This, laughs one critic, is the first time in literature that
a curse was conjured by two “if's” founded upon a “report.”

You—you-—who had the ordering of her Fleet,
If you have only compassed her disgrace,
When all inen starve, the wild mol’s million feet
Will kick you from your place ;
But then—too late, too late.
Poor Lord Northbrook. What an enormous kick! It would be bad
enough, as an irreverent correspondent says, to be by 999,999 feet, but a
millign is surely one too many. A contributor to the Laverpool Mercury
concludes a merciless criticism of the Lauceate’s latest as follows : —
You—you—if you have failed to understand
That Kngland thought you knew the poet’s trick,
On you now comesy the laughter of the land

Tor that mysterious kick
Which falls too late—too late.

Poet of perfect diction highly wrought,

Poct whom England loved in every sea,

Poor Baron, what shall million kicks be drought,
And what avails the ancient fame of thee
Whom once we called * the Great "?

You—you—who had the ear of all the world,
If you can compass only pathos, see!
‘When all men laugh, a million lips are curled,
To send o jeer at thee,
Our laughed-at Laureate !

Yur another scoffer,  Dagonet,” of the Referes, thus unbosoms hi}n-
self : ¢ Alfred, my doar Alfred—and in the Z'imss, too! *The Fleet '—
is it a joke? Did you intend it for Punch and drop it into the wrong
letter-box ! You, a peer, a hereditary legislator—and you talk about
“the wild mob’s million feet’ kicking the Government from its place ! Tt
is the funniest poem you have ever written. ¥ou were not nfmr]y 80
comic even when you stood on a tower in the wet. The same writer also

contributes the following parody +-—



