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The Proprietor of this paper, Mr. George E. Desbarats,
has been obliged to go into insolvency. He had hoped to

recover from the heavy losses incurred in the early stages .

of this publication, some of which are natural to all sim
ilar new enterprises. And latterly, he endeavoursd to
form a company to carry on the business, and thereby
relieve himself of a part of the load, mental and financial,
he was carrying. But undue pressure in certain quarters
bas forced him, before this plan was completely realised,
to protect himself and his creditors under the provisions
of the Insolvent Act. Should he he enabled to regain
possession of the business, he is contident that its present
effftient state, and its powers of production, may enable
him, in time, and with industry and perseverance, not
only to recuperate, but to reimburse those whom his fail-
ure may temporarily affect. Meanwhilc, his creditors
understand the impossibility of stopping for a single
week such important publications as the Cunadian Illus-
trated News, The Fuvorite, L' Opinion Publique and the Pa-
tent Qffice Record, without loss toall concerned, and the bus-
iness will suffer no interruption. We therefore request a
continuance of the public confidence and support, and, on
our part, we will strive to improve our publications in
every respect and to deserve the cooperation of every
true Canadian.

Another of thove terrible railway accndents which re-
sult in loss of life and cpst a gl.om over the country oc-
curred last week. The scene was on the line of the Great
Western Railway, midway between London and Komoka.
On . aturday evening the Sarnia express left the former
place at twenty minutes past six, with several petroleum
and baggage cars and one coach crowded with passengers.
About midway between London and Komoka station, an
oil lamp in the closet fell from where it was suspended
to the floor, and was broken. In a moment the oil ignited
and the whole interior of the closet was on fire. A panic
at once seized the passengers, and efforts were made to
stifle the flames by the use of cushions, but it was tound
useless. The great speed at which the train was going,
reckoned at over 30 milesan hour, fanned the fire to such
a degree that no hope was left but an immediate stop-
page of the train. But there being no bell-rope attached,
no communication could be passed, until Conductor Mit-
chell, at much personal risk, ran forward and gave the
word. By this time the fire had gained full sway, and the
affrighted passengers were throwing themselves head-
long from the platform and out of the windows which
they smashed for the purpose. In a few minutes the car
was consumed, and those who could not escape were
burned to a crisp. Such is the account given of the dis-
aster in the morning papers of Monday last. Seven
persons, it appears, lost their lives, and twelve were in-
jured, seven seriously. It is only natural to expect that
such an accident as this —if accident it can be called —
will be made the subject of an enquiry instituted by the
Government. It is to be hoped that the investigation
will be more thorough than such investigations are wont
to be and that the parties who are responsible for the
disaster will be made to understand that they cannot with
impunity ‘trifie with the lives of the public. After a}l
there is very little to sift, and the duties of th
pointed to examine the matter will be mainly confined
to discovering the individuals to whom the blame at-
taches. It is pretty clear that the disaster is due in the
tirst place to the insecurity of the lamp in the closet of
the burnt car. Everyone accustomed to travelling by
rail must have noticed the careless manner in which the
oil lamps are frequently fastened, and how hable they
are to being upset by the jolting of the cars.' It is only
surprising that accidents of the nature of that which oc-
curred at Komoka are not more frequent. In this case,
however, the disaster might have been limited to the par-
tial destruction of the car had it not been for the unac-
countable absence of the bell-rope which usually connects
the whole train with the engine. Had this rope been in
its place there would hive been no difficulty in commu-
nicating with the engine driver and stopping the train
before much damage was done.
extraordinary thing, whether iv be of frequent occurrence
or not, that a train should be allowed to leave any station
without the indispensable apparatus for communication.
As well might a vessel be allowed to sail from port
without life-saving apparatus. The person who is guilty
oi the culpable piece of negligence which has led to the
loss of seven lives has a heavy weight of responsibility at
his door. There is yet another feature in the Komoks
disaster to which we would draw attention, viz., the dan-
gerous custom of attaching petroleum cars to passenger
traine. This should be distinctly prohibited by law under

days, and will then drop out of sight,

‘be made to the Hon, President of the Council.

It certainly is a very:

heavy penalties in cases of infraction. There are dangers
enough already attendant on railway travel, without
~ adding new and cunningly invented perils to risk the
unfortunate traveller's life and limbs. Until our railway
system is established on a completely new basis, or the
European principle is adopted, which insists on the high-
est penalty being visited on the person or persons re-
sponsible for accidents involving loss of life, we despair of
seeing railway traffic in this country conducted with any-
thing like due regard for the safety of passengers. One
accident may occur after another. all causing loss of life,
and still the lesson will not be learned. The Komoka
disaster, like those that have gone before it, will be a
subject of interest and indignation for the usual nine
It might be dif-
ferent had there been a couple of dozen railway directors,
a sprinkling of members of Parliament, and one or two
Cabinet Ministers on board the ill-fated Sarnia train. But
in that case the bell.-rope would have been in its place.

At the dinner given last week by the Cabinet to the
Delegates of the Dominion Board of Trade, Mr. Hunting-
ton, the Chairman, expressed a wish that merchants, and
commercial men in general, should devote themselves
more to politics. We think the retort courteous might
Mercan-
tile men might reply that it were more to the purpose if
politicians applied themselves more to a knowledge of
the commercial wants of the country. Much less politics
and a better acquaintance with the practical requirements
of a new people like ours are, indeed, much to be desired.
That the Delegates of the Dominion Board of Trade, at
their last annual meeting, more particularly, were alive to
this fact is matter of sincere congratulation, The ability
displayed in the discussions was certainly very marked,
while the range of subjects occupying the attention of
the Board testified to their knowledge of our national
wants and their zeal for their country’s welfare. Clear,
practical views were expressed on such important topics
as the Insolvency Laws, Insurance, the Inspection Act,
Reciprocity, the Fisheries, Inland Communication, and
the Tariff. The latter question, hinging as it does on
political issues, especially in the presentaltered condition
of the Government, was treated in a business-like spirit,
and was brought to a point which must be regarded as
particularly significant. The present tariff is known to
be drafted on an average of fifteen per cent. The Free-
traders, feeling that they could not reasonably ask a
reduction of that figure, and being naturally opposed to
any increase of the same, opened the debate by pro-
posing the maintenance of the present tariff, with
the proviso that, in the event of an increase of rev-
enue being required, it should be raised by an increase
of duties on articles that are luxuries and not ne-
cessaries of life. The Protectionists, on the other
hand, brought forward a proposition to the effect that
a tariff of twentv per cent, instead of fitteen, was
necessary in order to afford proper protection to the
manufactures of the country. A long discussion ensued
in support of one or the other of these motions. The
speeches were rather distinguished for earnestness and
special knowledge, according as the speakers represented
different manufacturing or commercial interests, than for
a broad or profound grasp of the subject, but they made
patent the fact that the majority of the Board was in
favour of moderate protection. But this was not sufficient.
It was made known that the revenue of the last fiscal
year was $6,000,000 less than the revenue of the previous
year, and that, in fact, for the first time since the estab-
lishment of Confederation, there was a deficit in the Uan.
adian revenue. That deficit had to be made up during
the approaching session of Parlisment. Should the Board
memorialize Parliament to do this by raising the tariff to
twenty per cent , as the Protectionists wanted, or by re-
taining the present ad valorem rates and increasing the
duty on luxuries, as the Free-traders advised? It was
finally resolved to drop any specific figures, and leave
the whole matter to the wisdom of Parliament, on the
distinct understanding, however, that the principle of
protection to manufacturers’ industry should be embodied
as a groundwork in any revision of the tariff. In other
words, Government and Parliament are given to under-
stand that the representatives of the commerce and
wealth of the whole Dominion are pledged to a protective
policy. Considering the known leanings of the Govern-
ment towards free trade, the declaration is timely, and
there is reason to believe that it will prove potential.
Under the circumstances we may express ourselves satis
fied. But, things being equal, and the former Govern-
ment being in power, we should have preferred a more
precise and outspoken opinion from the Board, who, con.
ridering their standing, have an undeniable right to
speak with authority on all questions coming within their
sphere. -

The strange, dramatic, wearisome Tichborne trial is
over. After a duration of one hundred and eighty days,

it resulted in the claimant being convicted of perjury and
immediately sentenced to fourteen years of penal servi-

tude. From many points of view, the conclusion of this
case may be regarded as a great relief. It decides, with
almost the force and clearness of a demonstration, the
unparalleled audacity of the knave who palmed himself
oft as a scion of English aristocracy and the heir of one of
the oldest patrimonies in Britain. It rehabilitates the
reputation of a virtuous married lady from the slur of
unchastity. It frees the English courts from a growing
imputation of charlatanism and ridiculous adherence to
mere forms. It saves a considerable portion of the
English people from a further exhibition of morbid sym-
pathy for bare-faced rascality. And finally, though not
least, it relieves our English exchanges from the daily
incubus of eight or nine columns of matter relating to the
transactions of the trial._
manifested in the case that this report had to be regularly
published to the exclusien of far more important matters.
The two Tichborne trials will remain among the most
famous on record. The burly figure of the claimant bids
fair to be long remembered not only in judicial annals,
but in grotesque legend and ballad as well. Much of his
fame will also doubtless be due to his native cleverness,
for none but a man of singular ability could have carried
himself through two such ordeals with so few breaks in
his chain of consistency. The issues which the case pro-
voked in its progress are likewise curious as psychological
manifestations. The active and zealous interference of
Mr. Whalley, out of pure religious fanaticism, is remark-
able as illustrating the existence of an old leaven of in-
tolerant bitterness, not at all creditable to the good sense
of the English people, What will add to the interest of
the case, in a legal and literary point of view, is the con-
nection of Sir John Coleridge and Chief Justice Cockburn
therewith. The speech of the late Solicitor-General in
the first trial was a marvel of clear analysis, logical shrewd-
ness, and elegant diction. It led té the complete break-
ing down of the case and the withdrawal of Sergeant Bal-
lantine from any further participation in it. The sum-
ming up of Lord Cockburn in the second trial, just closed,
is described as singularly impressive, and it reads as a
master-piece of straightforward, uncompromising, inexora-
ble presentment of truth, stripped of every disguise and
accretion. It carried conviction to the mind of every
hearer, and it is no wonder that the jury should have
retired for only a few moments prior to returning withan
unanimous verdict of guilty. The. statement is made
that, after the verdict was announced, the claimant px-
pressed a desire to address the Court, and that a move-
ment is already on foot to have an appeal. But it is hardly
to be credited that fanatical votaries will subscribe any
more money to this scandalous case. It is rather to be
expected that the ¢ Tichborne Bonds '’ will drift rapidly
into the collection of curiosities, as monuments of human
folly and religious bigotry.

When the Ministry came into power in November last
wo heard a great deal about the promptness they were
going to display in the conduct of public atfairs, Oh,

where is that promptness now? Gone away, like Hans '

Breitmann's ¢ Barty,” ‘“away in die Ewigkeit.” The
Estimates were to have been brought down in November.
They were not brought down, but they would be ready
for the meeting of the House in January. In January the
House did not meet. Then we were to have them in
March. And now, alas for the fallacy of human hopes,
we are once more put off—to April. The promptness was
evidently meant in a Pickwickian sense, but then no one
was prepared to see the Premier, of all men, making his
appesrance in the character of a humourist.

The doctors are at their old games--falling out’ again.
There is war—war to the scalpel—between the Allopaths
and the children of Hahnemann, and outsiders, such at
least as enjoy good health, are laughing at the belli.
gerents. For sick people the spectacle must be anything
but reassuring. .

¢ Procrastination is the thief ofitime.” Can that be so
applied as to mean that the procrastination of the Minis-
try in the matter of calling Parliament together will prove
the thief that will rob them of their time—in office. It
certainly does look as if they thought so.

Here is a chance for the Ministry to act up to their
principles. Let them reform our railway system. It is
bad euough in all conscience, and cries loud enough for
improvement to be seen and heard by the blindest and
deafest of reformers.

—————————

MARRIED.

TAYLOR—SMALLWO0OD.—On Tuesdn, the 17th ult., at Christ Church
Cathedral, by the iteotor, assisted by the Rev. Canon Bancroft, D.D.,
Reid Taylor, Esq.. advocate, to M;ttie youngest daughter of the late
Charles Smallwood, Eag., , D.C.L. 'The happy couple
loft for the South immediately a.ft.or the mn.rriaco

So absorbing was the interest

it 'ML& e
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A POETIOAY, COOKERY BOOK.

The writer of a keenly satirical and most amusing little
pamphlet, which hails from the University of Oxford, has
shadowed, if not demonstrated, that the larger portion of the
poetical effusions which fiood us from the purlieus of “ Mount
Parnassus” are capable of being concocted according to teceipt.
By way of illustration, he gives the ingredients and quantities
of several popular cooks of the day whose names may easily
be guessed from their respective ¢ plats,” )

Touching the nature of poetry as illustrated by the produc-
tions of some noted pens of the day, the Oxford censor ob-
serves that it may be briefly described as  the art of expressing
what is too foolish, too profane, or too indecorous * to be ex.
pressed in any other way.” Then as to the materials with
which they work, “ animals, vegetables, and spirits,” he pro-
ceeds to show, were by putﬁords of song deftly interwoven in
their creations, whereas modern masters draw upon only one
of the three, so that their readers are either deluged with
fleshly lucubrations, pictures of inanimate nature, or gpiritual
and metaphysical abstractions. Bpeaking of a noted poet of
the « Lake school,” he observes, % He confined himself almost
exclusively to the confection of primrose pudding and flint
soup, flavoured with the lesser celandine, and only now and
then a beggar-boy boiled down in it to give it a colour. The
robins and drowned lambs, which he was wont to use when
on additional piquancy was needed, were employed 8o spar-
ingly that they did not destroy in the least the general veget-
able tone of his productions; and these form, in consequence,
an unimpeachable Lenten diet.”

Shelley’s mode of cookery would appear to set the culinary
code at defiance, though promising an exquigite hash or
piquant-made dish. He “is, perhaps, somewhat embarrassing
to classify, as, though spirits are what he affected most, he
made use of a large amount of vegetable matter also. We
shall be probably not far wrong in deacribing his material as a
kind of methylated 8spirits, or pure psychic alcohol, strongly
tinctured with the bark of trees, and rendered below proof by
& quantity of sea-water,” .

Lot us turn to the ¢ Recipes,” which are arranged progres-
sively for a tyro’s use, commencing with * the silliest and
commonest of all kinds of verse.” « How to make an ordinary
Love Poem.”

¢ Take two large and tender human hearis, which match
one another perfectly. Arrange these close together, but pre-
serve them from actusl contact by placing between them some
cruel barrier. Wound them both in several places, and insert
through the openings thus made a fine stuffing of wild yearn-
ings, hopeless tenderness, and a general admiration for stars.
Then completely cover up one heart with a sufficient quantity
of chill churchyard mould, which may be garnished according
to tagte with dank waving weeds or tender violets, and promptly
break over it the other heart.”

Next is the recipe for concocting « A Pathetic Marine Poem.”
« Take one midnight storm, and one fisherman’s family, which,
if the poem is to be a real success, should be as large and as
hungry as possible, and must contain at least one innocent
infant. Place this brat in a cradle, with the ‘mother singing
over it, being careful that the babe be dreaming of angels, or
else smiling sweetly, Stir the father well up in the storm,
until he disappears.”

The epic poem “may now be cooked.” Our Oxford Soyer
lays it down that as we may find some difficulty in obtaining
a hero, we should content ourselves with the next best article,
“ plentifal and easy to catch, namely, a prig.’

“Take, then, one blameless prig. Set him upright in the
middle of a round table, and place beside him a beautiful wife,
who cannot abide prigs. Add to these one marred, goodly
man, and tie the three together in a bundle with a link or two
of Destiny. Proceed next to surround this group with a large
number of men and women of the ninsteenth century, in
fancy-ball costume, flavoured with & great many possible vices
and a few impossible virtues. Stir these briskly about for two
volumes, to the great annoyance of the blameless prig, who is,
however, to be kept carefully below swearing-point for the
whole time, If he once boiis over into any natural action or
exclamation, he is forthwith worthless, and you must get
-another. Next break the wife’s reputation into small pieces,
-and dust them well over the blameless prig. Then take a few
vials of tribulation, and empty these generally over the whole
ingredients of your poem; and, taking the sword of the
heathen, cut into small pieces the greater part of your minor
characters. Then wound slightly the head of the blameless
prig, remove him suddenly from the table, and keep in a cool
barge for future use.”

It i8 unn to mention the particular poem here so
deftly dished and spiced, though it may be observed that the
conoomitants are equally useful to the novelist. From such
favourable circumstances a highly wrought and déchs: ent kettle
of fish may easily be served at the shortest notice ; and our
sympathy is somewhat confusedly divided between the wrongs
of the heavy saint and the temptations of the sweet sinner.
For in this wicked world we cannot help pitying the super-
human trials of those erring ones when authors sugar the for-
bidden fruit out of an enchanted bag. What should we have
done in their place ? )

Apropos of sugar, which Mr. Lowe so sagely described as
the especial solace of ladies, we now approach the dazaling,
succulent regions of eternal ¢ sweetness and light".~a combi-
nation of divine philosophy and transcendental poetry, barley-
sugar and sunshine! What a charming diet for % an age when
young men prattle about protoplasm, and young ladies in
gilded saloons unconsciously talk atheism 1 ~ Is it surprising
our mental stomach is disordered when we must, to be in the
fashion, consume some such plat” ag the following, more
deleterious than the frenzied combination of the hasty ball-
supper on the swift-succeeding plates of two reckless, ab-
sorbed, flirting fellow-creatures 7

# Take one soul fall of involuntary unbelief, which has
been previously well flavoured with self-satisfied despair.
Add to this one beautiful text of Scriptare. Mix these well
together, and, a8 soon as an ebullition commences, grate in
finely a few regretful allusions to the New Testament snd
the Lake Tiberias, one constellation of stars, half a dozen
allusions to the nineteenth century, one to Gosthe, one to
Mont Blanc or the Lake of Geneva, and one also, if possible,
to some personal bereavement, Flavour the whols with &
mouthful of ¢ faiths’ and ¢ infinites’ and & mixed mouthful of
« passions,’ ¢ finites,’ and ‘yearnings.’ This class of poem is
concluded usually with some question, about which we have
only to observe that it shall be impogsible to angwer.” ‘

Whosoever may have groaned over the exquisitely muddling,

.the sight is not uncommon of a

discordant pages of a venerated master of strange dishes
which are caviare to the vulgar, and generally more admired
than understood, will appreciate the next recipe. Let us
csll it Analytical Pudding, and congratnlate the lucky fingers
that can extract a tasty plam from the bulky darkness.
Would that it were possible to learn how many honest, plod-
ding, common-sense readers have skirted the gates of Hanwell,
trying to learn what the frantic poem was all about! The
nightmare poet should be prosecuted by the Crown for hope-
lessly muddling the brains of John Bull.

‘Take rather a coarse view of things in general. In the
midst of this place a man and woman, his and her ankles
tastefully arranged on a slice of Italy or the country about
Pornic. Cut an opening across the breast of each, until the
soul becomes visible; but be very careful that none of the
body be lost during the operation.” Pour into each breast as
much as it will hold of the new strong wine of love, and, for
fear they should take cold by exposure, cover them quickly
up with a quantity of obscure classical quotations, a few fami-
liar allusions to an unknown period of history and a half-de-
stroyed fresco by an early master, varied every now and then
with a reference to the fugues or toccatos of a quite forgotten
composer. If the poem be still intelligible, take a-pen and
remove carefully all the necessary particles.”

Passing over excellent prescriptions for the modern Pre-
Raphaelite and long-winded narrative mythological poem, we
arrive at the Byronic-Satanic, ¢ Take a couple of fine deadly
sing, and let them hang before your eyes until they become
racy. Then take them down, digsect them, and stew them
for some time in a solution of weak remorse ; after which
they are to be devilled with mock despair.”

Our cook appears to agree with Jehnson, that patriotism
may be defined as the last refuge of « scoundrelism.” Indeed
tavern demagogue, inspired
by a ¢ dogsnose,” spouting « Ohartism,” while his poor wife
and child cower cold and hungry round the corner. So we
have writers of patriotic poems who might better serve their
oppressed country by leading lives of ordinary respectability,
and speaking moderately and decently, 0

4 Take one blaspheming patriot who haa been hung or buried
for some time, together with the oppressed country belonging
to him. Soak these ina quantity of rotten seatiment iy
they are completely sodden, and in the meanwhile get ready
an indefinite number of Christian kings and priests; kick them
till they are nearly dead ; add copicusly broken {mgments of
the Catholic Charch, and mix all together thoroughly. Place
them in a heap upon the oppressed country ; scason plenti-
fully with very coarse expressions; and on the top carefully
arrange your patriot, garnished with laurel or with parsley.
Burround with artificial hopes for the future, which are never
meant to be tested. This kind of poem is cooked in verbiage,
flavoured with liberty, the taste of which is much heightened
by the introduction of a fow high gods and the game of For-
tune.— London Society.

THE MONACO.-RATAZZI ALLIANCE.

Anna Brewster, writing from Rome,
“'The last bit of gossip is the report of
Prince, the reigning Prince of
One can hardly oredit it. But the news comes to
me from excellent authority. It is not announced
publicly, but I am assured that the report is true. 8 jétais
Reine is the title of Madame Ratazsi’s curious novel in which
she lampooned Turin society. Then she hoped to be Queen
of Piedmont. Now, if this story is irue, she is a reigning Eu-
ropean princess. What social luck for her, and what a blua-
der for the Prince of Monacu! Ratazzi has uot been dead a
year. The Prince’s wife died ten years ago. 'That Princess
of Monaco was a Princess Chislaine, Countess de Merode, a
kinswoman of Prince Amadeus’s wifo and of the Monsignor
de Merode who is to be named Cardinal in Juae, according to
report. As the Prince of Monaco was born in 1818, his re-
ported folly cannot be attributed to second childhood ; he is
at that period of life' of which Byron said so wittily :

¢ « The worst of all ages 18 the middle age of man,’

¢ His son, the heréeditary Prince,
the Duke of Hamilton in 1869, but
parted company. Last year, when the hereditary Princess of
Monaco and her mother, the widowed Duchess of Hamilton—
who, by the way, was by birth a Baden Priacess—were in Flo-
rence, the hereditary Prince tried to get posscesion of the
child of this short-lived, ill-starred marriage. Thuis child is a
boy, and was bora ju 1870, 80 he is quite a baby yet. Kvery-
body was on the side of the Princess, for it sppears that the hero.
ditary Prince is a bad fellow. The child was smuggled off
into the house of some Russian lady, tho officers of the Prince
were forbidden to enter by the Russian authorities, and the
Princess and her mother carried off the child. Madame Rat-
azzi has Bonaparte blood in her,andis acknowledged by some
of her Bonaparte kinsfolk, notwithstinding her notorious re-
putation. She is probably one of the vainest and most con-
ceited women living, and uses the journals for réclames a8
much as a quack doctor or cheap clothing store does. Her mother
was a half sister of Cardinal Bonaparte, a daughter of Prince
Lucien (the son of the old Prince Lucien, brother of Napoleon
L) by asecond marriage with & certain Madame de Bles-
champs. This mother of Madame Ratazzi married s Sir T'ho-
mag Wyse, who was English Minister to Greece. Madame
Wyse led an adventurous life, and her daughter has followed
in her footsteps. A gay Princess of Monaco she will make.”

has the following :
the marriage of the
Monace, toMadame Ratagzi !

married the daughter of
they soon fell out and

A GENTLE CLOWN.

Oharles Dickens did not disdain to devote some of his
youthfal powers of genius to & sympathetic and heartily ap-
preciative biography aof the famous and irreproachable Eng-
lish clown, Joe Grimaldi ; and the death, at Bordeaux, about
& month ago, of Debureau, the grea:est of French Pierrots and
oft-celebrated delight of Theophile Gantier and Scribe, has
indaced many interesting reminiscences in foreign print.
Like Grimaldi, the French grotesque pantomimist was the son
ot a professional clown of great note, Who strove hard to avert
the boy from his own vocation—for a time, at least ; and, like
the younger Grimaldi in, Debureau could not resist the
hereditary instinct impelling him to the plaghouss. He and
the veteran Paul Legrand were long the renowned rival comic
pantomimists of France; and his inimitable foolery in the
whitened face, white peaked hat, and snowy costume of the
traditional Pierrot made thousan 18 of audiences;roar over what

is the only clean and harmless humour of the Parisian the.
atre.,

Before giving way finally to his inherited predilection for
the stage, this genius of the grotesque acquired a good edu-
cation, and always thereafter maintained the intelligence and
manners of a well-bred man in private life ; but on one occa-
sion, when a wild young nobleman of Paris exhibited the
questionable feeling and taste of inviting him to meet a party
of learned savans at dinner, his professional wit got the better
of his reverence. After listening for a while to the erudite
discussions of all sorts of abstruse and scientific themes by
the pundits around him, he suddenly sprang to his feet, seized
two tapers from a pair of candlesticks on the table before him
turned a double somersault with marvellous agility and grace,
and, in descending, replaced the candles in their sockets.
‘¢ There, gentlemen,” said he to the astounded pedants, « you
have spoken what you know, and I have done what I know.
80, we are quits.” .

At the particular request of the Khedive, Debureau paid a
professional visit to Egypt, and in the City of the Pharaohs
reaped & golden harvest of more than $40,000. Low as his
calling may have been in the scales of intellect and art, he
was unquestionably the greatest in it of his time ; the enthu-
siastic praises of the critical and msthetic Gauthier gave him
a rank much above anything conceivable in comic pantomi-
micry outside of France,and the ample fortune and blameless
bame which he has bequeathed to his children are proof of
the compengations and sterling merit that may enter into &
career apparently no more substantial than a sorry jest.

A Geneva physician has observed that among populations
dwelling at a high elevation above the level of the sea
cases of consumption are veryrare, while on the other hand
cases of pneumonia are very frequent. Having bestowed at-
tention also upon therapeutic effects of a change of latitude
he comes to the conclusion that a given increase of alti-
tude produces always the same effect, whatever the altitude
of the starting point.

The business agent of Miss Braddon and of Mr. Wilkie Collins
has recently made arrangements for the. pubiication of works
by those two writers in Holland, Russia, and S8weden, and in the
language of those aations, upon terms which recognize the in-
terests of the authors. For instance. ¢ Lucius Dayoren,” i8 to
be published in the German language, and £100 has been ac-
cepted for the copyright; in the Russian language for £45, in
in the Swedish language for £80, in the Dutch language for
£26, and in the Italian language for £10. ¢ John Jago's Ghost,”’
4 short story written by Mr. Wilkie Collins in the Home Journal,
13 to be published in German, and £65 is to be given for the
copyright; in Swedish for £10, in Russian for £15, in Italian
for £5, and in Dutch for £5.

ghews of the SYech,

THE DOMINION.—Manitoba wants to extend her boundartes.
—A terrible tragedy occurred on the Great Western Rallway
on Saturday 28th ult., resulting in the deathof 7 or 8 passengers,
and the serious wounding of 10 or 12 others. The Barnia express
left there at 6:20 p. m., with several petroleum and baggage
oars, and one coach crowded with passengers. About midway
between that city and Komoka station, anoil lamp in the closet
fell from where it was suspended to the floor, and was broken.
In & moment the oil ignited, and the whole interior of the closet
was on fire. A panie at once seized the passengers, and efforts
were made to stifle the flames by the use of the cushions, but 1t
was found useless. Ina few minutes the car was consumed, and
those who could not escape were burned to a crisp.

GREAT BRITAIN.—It ig sald that the new Parlijament imme-
diately after assembling will adjourn for a fortnight or three
weeks,——The ccmpany which isued proposals a few weeks
ago for laying a light telegraph cable between England and
America has abandoned the enterprise, because of scanty sup-
pori, and gives notice that money deposited by subscribers to its
stook will be rerunded on demand.——Mr, Cardwell, late War
Seoretary, has been made a Peer.——The Queen has senta con-
gratulatory despateh to Sir Garnet Wolseley.——Advices from
the Gold Coast represent that up to the 29th January it was
doubiful whether the Ashantees meant peace or war. News
having beeu received that a large force of the enemy was col-
lecting in rear of the British forces, a reconnoissance was made,
and this led to aseries of battles which ended in the capture of
Coomussie.——It 18 officially announced that the Dake of Edin.
burgh and bis bride, accom panied by the Queen, will enter Lon-
don on the 13th March.——The trial of the Tichborne elaimant.
ol charges of perjury commitied during the trial for the posses-
ston of the estate which has been in progress for 180 days, was
brought to a close on the 28th ult, with the conviction of the
accused. The jury, after belog out a short time, brought in a
verdiot of guilty of all the charges, and the clatmant was sen-
tenoed to fourteen years’ penal servitude. There was great ex-
citement over the verdiot.

FRANCE.—The sale of the Conservative Republican journal
Le XXe Stécle has been prohibited, because of a publication in
its columns of an article insuliing to M. Buffet, President of th:
National Assembly,——-The French exhibition to be held in 1875
is & private enterprise,——The Court of Appeals has dismised
the claim of Naundorf, who styled himself Louis XVII, pronoun-
cing the man a crafty adventurer.

fUSSIA.—At Yamud, the Turkomans recently made an attack
on Russian fortifications; they were defeated, and while cross-
Ing the frozen river during their retreat the ice broke, and a
large number were drowned. Gen. Kaufmaun is to return to
Khiva in April,

SPAIN.—Nenor Serrano bas been declared President of the
Republic of Spain.——A despatch hag been received at the War
Office, Madrid, from General Moriones, stating he s unable to
force the Carlists from the entranchments before Bilboa, and
that his own advanced liue has been broken by the insurgents.
He aaks for reinforcements and the appointment of his succes-
sor.——President Serrano and Admiral Topete, Mi: ister of M-
rine, left Madrid for the North. Zabala will act as President

. during the absence from the oapital of Senor Serrano,

UNITED STATES.—The Woman’s Temperance Assoclation met
with a very encouraging reception at Ithacs, N. Y.——United
States imports for last January, from Great Britain, have grent.
1y decreased compared with the same month last year.——Loco-
Inotive englueers are in sessions at Cleveland. Though the
business is transacted in seoret, it i1s thought the subject of a
general strike is being discussed.——A Detiroit despatch 8AYR
information from the Upper Lakes indicates an unusually early
opening of navigation.

OK;‘:A.—R is reported that the Chinese Government notified
Forelgn Ministers at Pekin that it cannot guarantee the safety
of the lives of foreigners residing at Tientsin, and that the
naval authorities here have been requested to send war vessels
to Tlentsin to insure their protection,
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MR. WENDELL PHILL}PS,

Wendell Phillips was born
sl Boston in 1811. Helsthe
son of John [P'hillips, first
mayer of Boston. He per-
fermed bis stadies where he
greatly  distinghished him-
self, praduating in 1831. He
then entered Cambridge Law
School, where he got bis de-
gree in 1833, He wasadmit
ted to the bar in 1334, but
never practised. He chose
the platform as the sphere of
his activity, and acquired &
world-wide reputation as an
snti - slavery  propacandist.
Since the war Mr, Phillips
has tprned his attention to
literary subjects. His private
life has always been simple,
elegant, and above reproach,
His devotion to an invalid
wife has been truly exem-
plary. His mannersare grace-
f11 and digritiad, and hiz con-
versation is always engaging
and sometimes fascinating.
His courage has been put to
the test by excited mobs and
desperste raffians, but has
never failed, and hiz gifts to
poot coloured people and the
destitute friends of the anti-
slavery cause would amount
to & fortune. He has been
the friend of the friendless,
and has carried his kind of-
fices to the very bottom of
society to save its dregs. If
ke has excoriated judges and
heads of colleges and doctors
of divinity and Congressmen
and Presidents, he bas never
failed to lift his voice for the
poor and defend the defence-
less and oppressed. His
speeches read like decanted
champagne; to know what
they are they must be heard
as the words fiow, beaded and
sparkling, from his lips. As
an orator he has no living
superior, He stands on the
platform, with finely chiselled
face and thoughiful brow—
sorcething almost Roman in
the statnesque severity of his
features and aspect—and sen-
tence safter sentence drops
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from bis lips alnost as jf jy,.
provised and he were merely
talking to his frienda; ang
yot every sentence {8 ag ex.
quisitely cut asa cameo or 5
brilliant in it pollsh a5 4
Damascus blade.

The  University Literary
Society of Moutreal whe have
done so much towards foster.
inga taste for seience, liters.
ture and art, by the engage.
ment of promwinent Americap
apd  Buglish lucmrers, nuy
be #Rid 1o have get the gea)
on their usefulness by indue.
ing Mr. Phillips to deliver
two of his celebrated ag.
dresses, nader thefr suspices,
There will certainly b
vowded houses to hear Mr,
Phillips on the 11th and 12y
instant,

GRAUVEFUL CONDESCEN.
S1ON,

Schand, the faithiul body
scrvant throngh many vearg
of Marshal MacMahon, wag
married receatly at Versailleg
to the waiting-woman of the
Duchess of Magenta,  The
veremony  was  attended by
M. and Mwme. de MacMahon,
wha preseated the bride and
bridegrooa with many sal.
uable and uscful presents,
The contract was signed by
the Prosident and his wif::,
who also appeared at the
wedding-breakfast and danee.
The prescuce of the Marshal
and his wife, who are now the
sovereignsg of France, at ths
wedding  of their servands,
rays the Cuatholic Reeiew, re-
winds one of the good old
times when Mary Stuant
danced-——for the Jast time
alas—at the marriage of her
valet, Sebastien,

The number of industrial]
estabiiximents in France at
present is 157,600, employing
two miflion of hands and
steam power cqual ta 659,000
hiarzes. The business done
atmonnta to twelve thouzend
million: of frances.
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CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.
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(For the Canadsan Ilustrated News.)
EXPERIENCES OF A “ COMMERCIAL TRAVELLER.”

BY “ onNm OF THEM.”

Orillia, Feb. 7, 1874.

In the course ot an -experience extending about over five
years of Ontario peregrinations, the writer has often
thought that with all the advantages this checkered life af-
fords them, no one of the ‘¢ changing, wandering tribe” has
ever put his experiences on paper ; but few occupations ad-
mit of the same opportunities for studying human nature in
all its varied phases. The business demands the adaptation
of every characteristic in the traveller to the humour of his
customer, and while teaching him to discipline and subjugate
his own eccentricities, necessarily makes him realise more
keenly the same, or similar, eccentricities in others. Doubt-
lees the reason of ¢ the craft " not being * heard from,” is the
close attention which the business demands—besides which,
an active mercantile life undeniably blunts the perceptions to
everything outside the actual requirements of the vocation.

Commercial travellers, as a distinct class, are daily growing
in importance, as is evinced by the increasing notice which
is being taken of them in the prints of the day ; this recog-
nition is certainly not always complimentary, for the press is
never very charitable to any aspirants for public favour who,
it imagines, can not, or will not, take up the cudgels in their
own defence; so that those who are not brought into
daily contact with the travelling tradiug species, are prone to
form a very hazy, and, to say the least, uojust opinion of them.
American papers abound with jokes having for their staple
element  the drummer ; " he i8 pictured as a selling machine
and outside of that acquired “ bread-and-butter ” talent, a mere
animal in his tastes and passions, a vehicle for the samples of
a firm and the slang of a State. Unfortonately, a large num-
ber of the fraternity, particularly across the lines, have well
earned this unworthy reputation, bat in ¢ this Canada of ours”
the commercial travellers of to-day—to their credit be it said-—
are, as a thinking, intelligent class of the community, infinitely
superior to those knights of the road, who, ten or fiftern years
ago, 8o well earned the sobriguet of “ Canadian guerillas.” I
must,however,presume so far on the acquiescence of my brother
sample men, as to admit that there is still ample ¢t room for
improvement ; ” and, to justify this admission, I will attempt
to sketch a few of the wmore notable types of us travellers.
One very common now-a-days is the “ green ” Commercial
Traveller : the frequency with which this verdant specimsn
occurs is owing to the rapidity with which the number of men
on the road is increasing. He is easily recognized. Should he
be just starting out, he will probably have a number of his re-
latives about him bidding him an affectionate and lachrymose
farewell ; he carries his valise, no matter how cumber-
some, in one hand, and it is not at all unlikely tbat he w:ll
have a lunch done up in newspaper in the other; he rushes
frantically about the platform, and exagperates the ¢ baggage-
smasher ” by his ceaseless importunities for ¢ checks.” When
he is at length fairly on his way, his inexperience manifests
itself in about the same way as does that of any ¢ untravelled”
man; he is sure to have lost his ticket when the conductor
comes round, and exhausts that usually urbane official's pa-
tience by his search for it in all sorts of unlikely places, prob-
ably concluded by finding it in his other hand. But it is away
from home that the “‘new hand” becomes conspicuous; all
his efforts to maintain & nonchalant air are vain—they only
serve to make his verdancy more painfally prominent.  He is
a ¢ marked man” with hotel-keepers ; should they be ¢ full,”
the vnfortunate youth, though blissfully ignorant of it, comes
1n for but a small share of accommodation. Nor is it they alone
who tratlic on his ignerance ; ¢ a fellow feeling * is said to make
us ‘¢ wondrous kind,” but the unfortunate travelling novice
soon realises the fallacy of the adage, for it is too often the
case that none are 8o uncharitable to him as his more expe-
rienced brethren-—they chaff aud bully him alternately, and it

-is & curious fact that the young C. T., grown older, seems to
lose all recollection of the time when he was green, and takes
delight in joining with his former tormentors to use in like
manner the first eligible subject they meet with ; perhaps in
the days of his fagdom he looked forward with longing
to this time, as affording him a chance to wreak hisrevenge
on “ the coming man.”—1I, of course, don’t know.

The ¢ 8well” Commercial Traveller is a heavy card; his
personal baggage is often much larger than bis samples, and
a hat-box, umbrella and cane are indispensable bolongings of
this variety ; in Canada they almost all hail from Mo itreal,
and they shine to best advantage in Western cities and large
towns, where the uninitiated are only perplexed as to whother
the gorgeous gent is a foreign plenipotentiary or a confidence
man. In the winter time he will have rugs, coats and satchels
enough with him for a 8aratoga swell ;—sunch is his well-as-
sumed contempt for all the vulgar requirements of life, includ-
ing business, that other and more retiring members of the
craft cannot but wonder when he does that busineas, which he
affects to regard as altogether a minor consideration to the
maintaining of his reputation as a * dresser.” To the credit
of our fraternity be it said that ho is regarded by the majority
as a vulgar snob,—a brainless fop who endeavours, by affoct-
ing to ignore his confréres on the road, and preserving a pom-
pous silence when in their company, to induce a belief that he
18 Sir Oracle '—and were he but to open his lips, the words of
wisdom that would fall from them would shame the Delphian
oracle of old I-—This man desms it his especial privilege to
stare out of countenance every 11dy who is unfortunate enough
to come under his notice. But — thank Fortune—his type
is becoming rarer every year. Merchants are realising that
the pranks these travelling tailor-shops cut up don't pay ; they
find they have to % pay too dear for their whistle”

Then we have the ¢ sly ” Commercial Traveller, whose psc-
cadilloes-are known only to a few, but are none the less for
that; he is often mistaken for an itinerant preacher, and, in

. fact, would have no objection to addressing 8 Suaday school

if he thought he could thereby ¢ makea point ;" he is regarded
by his customers as a paragon of virtue, and is always sleek,
well-brushed, and tidy. Asa rule, he parts his hair in the
middle, and never speaks above a low und well-modulated
tone of voice. He smiles meekly at the jokos of his boister-
ous companions, who, if they don’t know him well, regard
him with a feeling akin to awe. As an offset to this character,
we have the  hail-fellow, well-met” Comumercial Traveller,
who always has his joke ready for vou; and by his immense

display of sociality makes you feel that you're not half the
man you ought to be, in fact, that you're almost an anchorite.
This youth’s ambition is to earn a reputation for being a jolly
fellow, technically known as ¢ a boy,” or ¢ a white man.”
He never objects to sitting up all night ¢ just to please the
company,” and he will sing for them, joke for them, and—
drink for them. A specimen of this species is a perfect god-
send to the fossilited shopkeepers of some rural hamlet, but
with those who know them better; their humorisms and
mountebank tricks are stale, flat and unprofitable, although
in rural districts if any of his more sober-sided brethren
should fall in with him, he has the clown’s pleasure of mon-
opolizing the guffaws of the company.

One of the most amusing men to meet with/is the * mys-
terious” Commercial Traveller, who comes from nowhere,
sells nothing, and don’t know where he’s going; the species
might almost be called the Know-Nothings for their professed
lack of knowledge. = One almost wonders how they were ever
allowed to leave home. But he is not without his match in
the ¢ curious ” Commercial Traveller, who, like the mosquito,
seems to have been invented for the annoyance of all men,
but for the particular pestering of his mysterious brother, who
makes it his especial business to find out everything about
him and everybody else, and in reply to your modest question

-will tell you everything about his business with a charming

frankness that completely disarms you, but whose voluntary
information is unfortunately unreliable. A twin-brother of
his is the ¢ impertinent” Commercial Traveller, whose in-
herited “brass " has lost nothing by the exercise of his peculiar
calling, and who shows the ¢ ruling passion” in his business
by rudely thrusting himself through a crowd of customers to
gain the ear of a merchant, and to the customers’ annoyance
and the merchant’s loss, proceeds to clack his oft-repeated
story. Snubbing has no terrors for the irrepressible infant.
When at last he hooks the merchant, the unhappy man, if he
be at all weak-minded, hardly knows whether he is buying, or
the disinterested youth is buying for him. On the train,
should he see a young lady apparently alone, he will, without
the slightest hesitation, take the other half of the seat, and at
once enter into a conversation, which, should she be bashful,
will partake of the nature of a soliloquy.

Stealthily watching his movements, we have the ¢ spy”
Commercial Traveller, happily a « rara avis,” but detested and
shunned by all who know his despicable nature. This is the
man who, sycophant that he is, makes it his business to
worm himself into the confidence of his fellow travellers, and
then, at the first opportunity, poisons the ears of their em-
ployers with garbled accounts of their doings on the road, and
who regales the too-often greedy ears of country merchants
with histories of the scrapes of Brown, the misdeeds of Jones,
and the sprees of Robinson.

And now, Mr. Editor, for the delineation of various other
road characters you will have to “ await developments.” You
ask me who I’'m travelling for? That's nons of your business.
What are yon selling? Well, ’'m selling—but that's my
business. I'm going, at present, to play the rble of the Mys-
terious Commercial Traveller ; but I suppose I'll have to tell
you where I'm going to ensure my reader’s attention next
week, when I intend to give them an account of my wander-
ings. I'm going * up North.” So “ali aboard,” and good-bye.

‘WaAYFARER.

GILDING BOOKS WITH GOLD.

Gold is a wondertul metal! This is a very original obser-
vation, let it be noted ; though we are ready to grant that
there may be those who have found it out for themselves. But,
setting aside gold in its monetary sense, it is really wonderfal
how thin a film can be laid upon another substance, giving to
it the effect of fine gold, as brilliant as if the piece were solid.
We are far more economical now than they used to be in by-
gone days, when monks and others devoted themselves to the
illuminating of books. Some of the parchments display bright,
glittering layers of gold that are, comparatively speaking,
massive in comparison with the film that our bookbinders are
compelled to handle so gingerly that a breath would send it
flylng—one of the heaviest metals—like a piece of thistledown.
Here, close at haud, we can see the manipulations of the gold
hammered out so thinly by the goldbeater, Here they are—
not the goldbeaters, but the men who use their gold. This
man is a fair sample of the rest, and he has before him a pile
of “blind" covers; a very neat little calf leather cushion,
about ten inches long by six wide—the brown leather hasupon
it a ruddy tinge, as if it had been rubbed with red chalk. He

has also & thin-bladed palette knife, whose edge is smooth and

blunt, and a dozen or two of little, dirty, ochre-smeared, ruddy
books, just a few leaves of some old book sewn up together
and cut square. Uninviting little pamphlets these, uatil a
workman takes up one, and dexterously opens it at what
should be page one. Not much dexterity needed, it may be,
to open a little book. Stop a little, mé dear critic, and place
yoursolf in our workman’s situation. © has g0 many of these
books counted out to him a day ; each book countains so many
leaves, and between these leaves are films of gold leaf—each
leaf containing so many square inches ; and for all those inches
he has to account. The loss of a leaf means money out of his
not over-rich pocket ; hence he acquires dexterity in opening
a leaf which your fingers would touch but to send the gold ilm
filying away, or crumble it up beyond recovery. It isinterest-
ing to watch him as he opens the leaf to display the rich,
smooth film of refulgent gold, looking the richer for the ruddy
paper, chalked to prevent adhesion. Now he takes up his
palette knife, gives a gentle pat to the paper, with the effect
of n.aking the gold start up sufficiently to allow of his passing
the knife blade beneath. This done, he lifts the tender gold
geutly, bears it over the pad or cushion of leather, and lets it
fall upon the surface—all so gently that the delicacy of the
strong hands is surprising. But for all that the gold leaf lies
crumpled up on the leather, Only for a moment, thouzh, He
breathes upon it softly, and it all lies smooth—ready for him
to deftly raise his knife, and mark or cut it into eight little
square pieces. What next? Each little square is taken up
upon a pad slightly oiled, and then transferred to the blind
cover—in this case to the back where the title of the book is
to b, and to the centre of the front side, where there is to be
a golden ornament. At the next bench, though, the woerker
is preparing for the embellishment of a gorgeous book, and he
literally covers the back and one side of the case with gold.
'This constitutes these men’s task—namrely, to transfer to the
parts to be gilded thin films of gold, just large enough to cover
the stamp to be applied : and as they perform this task, they

-

diminiéh the blind heap on one side, and pile up a roughly.
gilded heap upon the other, ready for them to be borne off to
the stampers, busy by the presses we have seen in use for the
blind-tooling--arming presses they are termed, and they pet-
form the work at one motion, with beautiful exactness, eithet
ornamenting or lettering, that used to be done by hand, regus
larly by the very skilled workman, but indifferently well by
those fiot 80 true of eye, Here, all is the regularity of the
machine; the workman has merely to get .by experience the
right heat to be attained by his brass ornaments, already
secured to a plate at the proper distance one from the other by
meane of paste and brown paper. The gold was, as we have
seen, adhering to the cover or case in a square patch; and
there is sufficient adhesiveness in & newly-glued or ‘¢ green”
cover to ensure the firm fixing of the gold when heat is ap-
plied. A heap of loose covers has just been placed by one
man's press; and on looking at them we see that they are
those richly gilded cases, with side and back completely cov-
ered. He takes up one, passes it under the brass ornaments,
placing it exactly square, according to certain checks or stays
arranged for accuracy ;- he draws a handle, and the heated
machinery is moved by powerful leverage, coming down with
slow, steady force upon the cloth-covered mill-board, which,
on the handle being released, is quickly removed, and another
and another rapidly stamped or printed. Upon taking up a
printed cover, thereis the pattern, glistening and bright, while
the rest remains gilded but dead. We now see what a waste
of gold there is—unot one-half having been covered by the pat-
tern. However, our friend at the arming press has nothing
to do with that; he merely goes on stamping, watching care-
fully the while that his brazen ornaments keep sufficiently
heated to force in the pattern deep into the cloth without burn-
ing. It is this division of labour that enables binders to fur-
nish handsome book covers at 80 low a rate, cach man keeping
on at his own particular branch, and acquiring a dexterity that
is almost wonderful in the work it achieves,—~Once a Weck.

TENNYSON'S DISLIKE TO BEING STARED AT.

A writer in Lippincott's says : ¢ An unfamous person finds it
a little difficult to sympathize with Tennyson's overpowering
horror of the troublesomely affectionate curiosity of which he
is the object. Even such extreme cases of hero-worship as
that of the American who climbed the tree at Farringford to
survey its master at his leisare, and that of the bevy of ladies
at a London exhibition who, occupying a lounge before one of
the special pictures of the season, and beholding 'Tennyson
approach for a look, overwhelmed him with discomfiture by
impressively ceding to him the entire sofa,—even these, and
others of their kind, have a humorous side that might serve
to quelify- their impertinence and ill-breeding. Neither
Browning nor George Eliot is unknown by sight to the read-
ing world of London ; neither was Thackeray or Dickens. Did
either of these make outcry at the friendly if vulgar glances ?
Yet it is true that no one of them, save Dickens, has been so
widely read, and it is probable that Browning, who looks like
nothing 80 munch as a hale, hearty business maun, oftenest
escapes detection, while Tennyson's late photograph repro-
duces him so faithfully that he declares he can go nowhere
without being known. Of the mischievous fidelity of the pic~
ture I am myself a witness for having driven up one day to
the Victoria station of the London, Brighton and .South Coast
Railway, by which Tennyson's new home is reached, and being
busied with extricating from my purse the cabman’s fare, my
companion suddenly caught my arm, crying out, ¢ Oh, 8—,
there’s Tennyson!’ The purse dropped in my lap; he wai so
near the cab I could have touched him, and of course he had
heard the exclamation and knew why two ladies had so utterly
forgotten their manners ; but if he bad also known that one of
us had a certain shabby thorough-use a edition of all his earlier
poems, which during a space of a dozen years had never been
separated from her, travelling in a crowded trunk for even the
shortest absence from home—that for months of that time she
had been used to read therefrom to a precocious child who
came every night in her nightgown to nestle in the reader’s!
lap and listen to the music without which she declined to un-
dertake the business of sleep—I think the look bestowed upon
the absorbed twain might well have been more amiable than
the one which really fell upon them and blighted their inno-
cent delight. It was all the photograph’s fault, and, enthu-
siastic American sisters, be content with beholding the repre-
suntation, for the original looks neither more patient, more
gracious, nor more hopeful. So sensitive is he to looks which
have 1n them any recognition, any stress, th it a visitor at
Farringford relates that, wandering about the cliffs and shores
with his host, the latter would every now and then nervously
cry out, ‘Come | let's walk on—I hear tourista !’ and his com-
panion, delaying a little, would be able to answer reassuringly,
¢Oh no; see! there's nothing in sight but a flock of sheep.’”

DICKENS' DOMESTIC TROUBLES.

The late Charles Dickens, it was generally known, was se-
parated from his wife. In the third volume of Forster's “Life
of Dickens,” just issued in London, the great novelist himself
explains his mysterious family troubles : ¢ Poor Catherine
and I are not made for each other, and there is no help for it.
It is not only that she makes me uneasy and unhappy, but
that I make her so, too—and much more so. She is exactly
what you know, in the way of being amiable and complying ;
but we are strangely ill-agsorted for the bond there is between.
us. God knows she would have been a theusand times happier
if she had married another kind of man, and that her avoid--
ance of this destiny would have been at least equally good for
us both. I am often cut to the heart by thinking what a pity .
it i+, for her own sake, that I ever fell in her way; and if I
were sick or disabled to-morrow I know how sorry she would
be, and how deeply grieved myself, to think how we had lost
each other. Bat exactly the same incompatibility would arise
the moment I was w-1l again; and nothing on earth could
make her understand me, or snit us to each other. Her tem-
perument will not go with mine. It matteged not so much
when we had only ourselves to counsider, but reasons have’
been growing since which make it all but hopeless that we
should even try to struggle on. What is now befalling me I
have seen steadily coming, ever since the days you remember
when Mary was born ; snd I know too well that you cannot
and no one can, help me. Why I have written I hardly know,
but it is a miserable sort o0 comfort tha' you should be clearly
aware bow matters stand.”
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DESPAIR.

Ah me! the curse of the Music Hall !

Its glided terrors and crimson pail—

Is brilliant glare, its reckless cheer,

Its noisy din, its insolent leer!
Behold its glitter and dazzling show,
But seek not the skeleton lying below !

Hark ! from the boxes, curtained and dim,
The jeering laugh of the Wine-Kiug grim,
‘Who numbers the fallen, one by one,
And shouts when his fiendish work is done !
‘Who shall give answer whether or no
Such hell be not worse than the h 1l below ?

L]
Alas, for the cup that lures to Sin, !

With its glittering serpent coited within!
Wreathed with Despair to its hideous brim,
Death’s pale roses encircle its rim !
Misery dwells in its sparkling flow,
Madness and Ruin lie hid below.

The wasted life, the maudlin brain,
‘With all to lose and naught to gain,
The mother’s tear, the rerpent’s hiss,
The loss of another world in this—
T'hese are the trophies of Music Hall woe,
‘s hat light up the courts of the reaims below !

Sad, white face, lying mute and alone,
Bleeding and dead, on the cold, hard stone,
Let the mantle of charity over thee fall—
Thy taint was the breath of the Music Hall!
Over thy grave let the violets grow,
Thy griefs are at rest in the dust below.

For Gvergboddy,

A New Prodigal.

A young man in Indiana sued his father for loaned money
which the father claims was his own. The latter’s counsel, in
summing up the case of his client, remarked : “Twice has
the prodigal returned to his father's house ; twice has he been’
received with open arms ; twice for him has the fatted calf
been killed ; and now he comes back and wants the old cow.’

Belles Lettres.

Charles Francis Adams thinks the art of speaking and writ.
ing with elegance and force has been too much neglected in
all colleges, but questions whetber the plan of intercollegiate
contests will meet the case. His present impression is that
the proper time has not yet come to decide the question. The
first thing to consider is whether the respective colleges have
yet done their preliminary duty in the premises. He cannot
disguise the fear that they have not.

French Colony in Missouri,

Count De Vervins of France, who has been examining ‘the
lands of this and other States for several months past, hae just
closed a purchase of 40,000 acres of land on the line of the
Atlantic and Pacific Railroad, in Newton county, Mo., ex-
tending from Neosho to the border of the Indian Territory.
The Count will erect flour and saw mills, a school, church and
store at once, and arrange as speedily as possible for bringing
out some five hundred French people from his estate in France
and establishing & colony on these lands. . :
Longevity.

The obituary of the Times lately contained some remarkable
illustrations of prolonged existence in five ladies and gentle-
men, whose united ages amounted to 437 years, giving an
average of 87 years and more than four months to each, The
oldest was a lady, who had rcached the great age of 99 years ;
the youngest was a gentleman 80 years of age. The following
were the respective ages: 80, 81, 85, 92, and 99. Of the sep-
tuagenarians there were seven, whose united ages amounted to
525 years, giving an average of exactly 75 yvars to each.

A Doll# Ball. .

The little misses in Philadelphia gave a dolls’ ball one
evening last week. Invitations written on miniature note
paper were sent to thirty or forty of the most aristocratic of
the Quaker City dolls, and, in every instance, the invitatien
was accepted. The dolls presented themselves in full bajl
costume, and some were exquisite. Supper was served at the
unusual hour of eight o’clock. The service and the proportion
of food corresponded with the sise of the guests. Champagne,
in bottles about the size of one’s finger, was placed in silver
coolers of equal height. After supper there was dancing,
which continued about an hour, when the servants annoanced
that, «* Miss Dollie Dumpkin's carriage stops the way,” a sigual
for the termination of the ball. A

Wooden Shoes.

European agricultural societies are interested in the manu-
facture of wooden shoes, which are said to possess many ad-
vantages over leather, a8 it is shown that many diseases
resulting in impaired constitutions, and even in the loss of
life, have resulted from wearing leather shoes in wet weather,
A practical workman from France has'been called recently to
Germany to superintend their manufacture. They are light
and easy to wear, and provided with & small cushion
within the upper side to obviate any pressure on that part of
the foot. They are of a neat, pleasant appearance, blackened
or varnished, large enough to accommodate comfortable stock-
ings, and provided with leather straps. Their prives range
from twenty-four to thirty-six cents, and a very few pairs
would last a lifetime.

An Imperative Order, .

One of the numerous anecdotes set afloat by the Ashantee
war brings into notice a strange practice. The King of
Ashantee, deeiring one of his generals to return ‘with his
troops, sent by & message an ¢ emblem of recall,” consisting
of a circle of beads. This order was disregarded, and one
more potent was sent by the irate king. Its form was that of
& small shicld made of fibres of palm, and fts significance was
well understood by it8 recipient. In accordance with native
usage, when & general will not return from war in accord with
the message of the beads, the kiug takes this miniature shield
and solemnly swears upon it that he will kill himself if his

order is again disobeyed. The troops were filled with
superstitious horror when the symbol was received, and the
general no longer disobeyed the order to retreat.

Trained Pigeons.

Whimsical Paris is now enjoying a curious street exhibition
of tame pigeons. The owner has a portable figeon-honse,
which he piants at a street corner, the flock being at liberty
toremain in or out. Having taken up his position, the exhibitor
blows a trumpet, and off flies the whole flock a quarter of a
mile or g0, setting eventually on house-tops and window-sills.
Another peculier blast, and back they come. As they ap-
proach the Frenchman holds up a small red flag. That red
flag is fer one particular bird, which knows the colour, and
settles upon the staff a8 the showmsan holds it horizontally.
In like manner are blue, white, and rarti-coloured flags held
up, each one of which seems the exclueive property or signal
of a particular bird, and on which that especial bird, which,
meantime, has been waiting on some window-ledge or house-
top, settles.

Red Tape.

In the trial of an English election petition the other day the
post-office authorities were required to. produce the telegrams
which had passed between certain persons during the election.
A clerk accordingly attended with “ & sackful” of the desired
documents, but refused to give them up without an order of
the court. The judge took three days for consultation and re-
flection, and then declined to interfere.  His lordship said he
did not intend to go into the reason for this decision, but he
had no wish to say that cases might not arise where strong
specific grounds might justify the interposition of the election
judge.” The demand was not pressed, and the telegrams were
not read. The inquiry is now raised why telegrams should not
be held as sacred as letters, and protected absolutely against
the espionage which they seem to have narrowly escaped on
this occasion. .

What one Playwright has Imagined.

A writer in the Paris Figaro gives some statistics which
show that dramatic authors in France are not altogether
exempt from the straining after the sensational which is the
prevailing vice of modern literature. Fresh from a visit to
the Porte St. Martin, which M. ’Ennery has supplied with a
drama of the most approved fashion, he points out that in the
numerous pieces written by that gentleman fhore are 18
widows, 16 sons and 2 daughters of men who have been guil-
lotined, 196 orphans, 60 blind persons, 10 persons shamming
blindness, 93 abductions, 22 fratricides, 8 parricides, 145 found-
lings, 162 children lost, 116 children stolen and 134 change-
lings, 212 forged wills, 216 robberies of note-cases, 198 duels
with swords, 168 with pistols, 8 with knives, and 10 with

hatchets ; 13 cases of arson, and 123 of arson accompanied by

murder; 136 poisonings, 46 drownings, 28 convicts rightly
and 62 wrongly sentenced, 80 convicts set at liberty, and 35
escapcd from prison; 77 cases of asphyxiation, 116 escapes
from violent death, 206 cases of luuacy, and 359 of adultery.

What strange coincidences sometimes happen! While all
Ohio is being stirred with the excitement of the temperance
movements, something very like it is happening in Loudon.
The Ritualists have started a “ mission,” like those which are
common in the Roman Catholic Church, and the wetropolis
rings with the clamour of advocates and opponents of the
scheme. The Ritualists, indeed, purpose to go much further
than either the Ohio praying bands or the Roman Catholic

" clergy, for according to the Pall Mall Qazette % there is to be
& general invasion of every building whose owner will tolerate
it—ship-yards, dock-yards, hotels, railway stations, breweries,
printing offices, factories, and gas works. Public house tap-
rooms are also to be entered ; there are to be special efforts for
fallen women, and visitations from house to house in the poorer
districts of a parish every evening shortly before the services
to ask the people to come.” The more staid and orthodox
papers wonder how Dr. Jackson, the Bishop, could have been
induced to tolcrate what they call ¢ religious hupbub. ”

Why English Workmen Don't Liks the United States,

The London correspondent of the Cincinnati Commercial
_says : “The other day I bad shown me some letters written
by various p>or men who had gone out from Yorkshire and
settled in a town of Central New York, aud they said that,
though they would carn eno'gh there 10 make them much
more comfortable than they had b, en in Yorkshire, they wece
all resolved to come back, and i suppose by tuis time they
have done s0. They were vugue in giviug their objc ctions,
but they said they found life 1n America void of all interest
for workingmen. They found none of those litile clubs in
which at home (Yorksbire) they were wont to meet aad talk
over the politics of the day. They found no lcarned gentle-
men anxious to lecture to thewn occasionaliy, The amuse-
ments were of the most miserable description, chicfly negro
wminstrelsy. The local newspaper ha! never an interesting
article, and wag a tissue of the dryest local items. The
preachers preached a dull, hbum-drum orthodoxy, and wore
rarely as well educated as their own Engli-h parson:. Alto-
gether, life in a New York town they found intolerable, and
preferred their crust in Yoikshire with the old surroundiugs.

Expenses of Opera. ,

Strakosch has given to a Chicago tuporter siatistical infor-
mation concerning the sxpenses of running an vpers company
for four performances por weck, tabuiated as follows :

Primadouna,. ..., B e rarans $4,000
Other 8OPTANOE. .. ... ccvvoe vvrnen vnnenarnnn 600
Contraltos...... ...oo0vvevcnvaiiisiiun.n.. 400

Agents., ........... B N 350
“ Travelling........... . ettt 500
Advertising.......... creeiaen L e . 800
 Properties, ballet, stage hands, tailors, ete.... 1,000
TOL.evnsrneveernnearennrnnnnn. $16,000
A Novel Thoutre.
A vigitor of the Chinese theatr', in San Francis~o, does not

seem to be particularly charmed by the Mongolisn drama.

He says : “ Battle scones are stock ingredient of the Chinese
drama, and are conducted on s principle totally at variance
with al}! our modern ideas of warfare. Itis no uncommon
feat for the hero to dismiss his army, and, single-handed, con-
quer the enemy, merely using his soldiers as a pursuing force.
The stage, which is limited, in that the orchestra occupies
nearly the whole of it, is merely a platform flanked by the
walls of the house, lit up by some four or five footlights and
two attenuated gas-pipes pendant on either side of the house,
which terminate in numerous gas jets far more useful than
ornamental, In the rear a screenm, fegtooned with spears,
armour, musica. instraments, and diabolical characters, serves
as a partition to veil the dressing-rooms and green-room from
the eye of the casual observer, and two curtained doors are
the means of exit and entrance. It has never been our mis-
fortune to hear the overture, if one be played, but judging by
the descriptive music and singing during the pro:ress of the
play, which would make an excell nt accompaniment for wan-
dering minstrel cats, nothing has been lost.”

Mr. Spurgeon on the Good Old Times.

Mr. Spurgeon is a believer in the ¢ good old times,” and, ac-
cording to his views, they were Christian times. In an ad-
dress at a prayer meeting at the London Tavern he gaid :
“ There has been much prayer during the past year, in one -
place or another, for the success of the Church, yet the Church
had not succeeded, and the year 1873 could not he said to be
a satisfactory year as far as the interests of Christianity were
concerned.” And the reason of this he stated as follows : ¢In
the city of London the first, all-absorbing thought was to be
a successful banker or a well-to-do merchant, and afterwards
to be a Christian. The fact was, our religion was treated in
the same manner as & rich man treated his farm—it was hand-
ed over tothe care and management of some hired person.
This was not a creditable state of things in a Christian com-
munity. Peter the Hermit proclaimed throughout the world
God’s will,.and the world listened to him. Some there were
who might say all this conduct on the part of Peter the Her-
mit and other ¢ early’ Christians was fanaticism. He prayed
that God might bring us to such a state of fanaticism.”

The Value of a Newspaper.

A mechanic tells an interesting story of how he wasinduced
to take a newspaper, aud what came of it, a8 follows: “ Tea
years ago I lived in & town in Indiana. On retarniog hoqm
one night—for I am a carpenter by trade—I saw a little g{rl
leave my door, and I asked my wife who she.was. Sh‘e said
Mrs. Harris had sent after their newspaper which my wife had
borrowed. As we sat down to tea my wife said to me:

« ] wish you would subscribe for the newspaper; it is so
much comfort to me when you are away from home.’

« ¢ I would like to do so,’ said I, ¢ but you know L'owe a pay-
ment nn the house and lot. It will beall I can do to mest it.’

«8Bhe replied, ¢ If you t.ke this paper I will sew for the tailor
to pay for it . .

I subscribed for the paper; it came in due time to the
shop. While reading one noon and looking over it I saw an
advertisement of the county commissioners to let a bridge that
was to be built. I put ina bid for the bridge, and the job
was awarded to me, on which I cleared $3,000, which enabled
me to pay for my house and lot easily and for the ncwspaper.
If I had not subscribed for the newspaper I should not have
known anything .about the contract, and could not have met
my payment on the house and lot. A mechanic never loses
anything by taking a newspaper.” .

Religious Liverty under Bismarck.

Are they themselves convinced of what they say, who
praise Prince Bismarck as & champion of religious liberty?
asks the Cuatholic Times. Is there anybody at all against whom
he has to defend religious liberty in Germany ? May the Catho- -
lics not go over to the old or new Protestants or become Jows
or Pagans if they like, not only with the fullest liberty, but
even with the utmost adventages ? There 1s nobody in all the
German Empire who offers violence to men’s consqlencea but
Bismarck himeslf. Thirteen millions of Catholics in the Ger-
man Empire, and espeolally the cight millions in Prussia, are
worn down by the religious tyranny of Bismarck.. They were
Catholics before they were Prussians, and when they united,
the free vxercise of their religion was guaranteed by the ho-
liest of compacts; and that they all, except very few, the most
of whom are dependent upon the Government, wish for no-
thing more than to be allowed to exercise the religion of their
forefathers, has bevn evidently proved by the last elections,
and is testified by the people wherever an apportunity is sup-
plied. Sunday, Jauuary 18, there was a very t.ouching spec-
tacle in Breslau. The old prince-bishop, Dr. Foerster, his car-
risge and horses being seized by the Government, was for the
first time oblived to go on foot to the cathedral. As soon as
the rumour of it was spread through the city, psople ran from
all parts to the palace of the prince-bishop, the clergy and
nobility furmed & brilliant procession, a vanner being borne
before it, aud attended their old beloved shepherd to the
cathedral and acompanied him the same manner home after
the high mass. It would be very easy to collect a great many
similar proofs from all parts of Germany.

T mp——

They had a wreck on Tuesday at Jobnstown, and the Tridbune
says : « Some of the folks wne considered that they had a perfect
right to capture the goods at the wreck, near the depot this
morning, will likely have-an opportunity of knowing what
twelve unbissed men think of it at the next term of the Dis-
trict Court.

An amateur actor recently, on coming down to the footiighta,
wWns seen Lo have an undesirable rent in a portion of his cos-
tume. His cousin was sitting on the front bencb; he immedi-
ately rose, and in A 8tage whisper, sant over the orchestra and
heard by all 1he house, exclaimed «Larry ! Larry! there’s the
laste taste in life of yer washing to be seen !”

An Aberdren student has found out & means to induce bim to
rise early and rapidly while he was about it. The alarm-clock
struck a matoh which lighted the lamp, which bolied the water
for shaving.- If the rooster stayed in bed too long the water
bolled over upon his razor, and clean shirt, and the prayer-book
his mother gave him, and Burns’s autograph, and his open
vocket-book, and all the ather precious things he oould put in &
hiain nadernenth when he werts 1o bed; 80 he had to get np be-
fote that moment came.
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BABY ANNIE’S KISS.

. Awp
WHAT CAME OF IT.

BY ANNA BOYDE.

I had no home, or to be more explicit, had no settled home,
for truth is I had so many 1 hardly knew which to choose
from ; indeed I often feared that I might some day find myself
in the same predicament as the man with the ¢ two stools:”
and told sister Anuie so, but she would laugh and say that
never could happen whilst ¢ Ivy Cottage’ stood. Too many
homes? Yes, really, for I had four ; butas I'loved ¢ Ivy Cottage’
best, the dear snug little nest of Annie and Fred, I shall not
trouble myself to say anything about the others. Whata
8weet 8pot o be sure was ¢ Ivy Cottage,’ though why it was
called 8o I never could understand, for there was not so much
a8 a leaf of ivy o be secn anywhere. Fred (that's my brother-
in-law, you know) used to declare that ¢ ivy’ was only a cor-
ruption of ¢ Hivey’ and that that was what the former tenant
meaut to call it because the old gentleman was near crasy
about bees, but then we never minded what Fred said, and
besides Anaje and I liked the name and we did not care a rush
whether it was appropriate or not.

I bad been living with Fred and Annie two years, and
always declared [ never intended leaving them. ¢ Not till
you get the chance,” would tantalizing Fred say (brothers-in-
law are so rude, they are ten times worse than cousins). ¢ Not
till the right onme cowes for you,” would Annie say and then
call me “old maid,” and she was pretty true too, for I was
very nearly tweaty. ‘I doun’t care, I intend tobe an old maid,
and wear curls and glasses, talk about women’s rights’ and
interfere with every one’s business.” So I would 8ay, but I am
not quite sure that I ever intended it, any more than I was in
earnest about old waids interfering; but then, we talked a
¥reat deal of nonsense in that happy home.

How few visitors we had. I often wondered then how it
was I was never lonesome. I never do now, though ; for I can
now see that all I cared for used very often to be to walk up
the trim little garden walk of an evening—of course to © see
Fred.” Buat then we were nearly always all together, and
somchow neither Annie nor I caved to leave the rose-covered
porch or cosy fireside, ns the case might be, just because the
Revd. Richard came to talk to Fred. The oconscquence was,
we stayed chatting together till late on into the evening.

If there was one person in the world that I loved dearly,
truly, fondly, it was dailing Baby Anuie, with her blue eyes,
flaxen curls, dimpled cheeks, and little rose-bud of a mouth ;

and I think she loved me too, the darling, for she was always

ready to come to Auntie. She was barely a year old, and had
maopy funny little ways, but the one which gave her fathsr
more amu-ement than any other was, to insiss upon every one
who kissed her duing the same to the one who happened to
have her iu their arms. How often had she done so with us
three, turning round the face «f whoever she wished to have
kissed, and saying, in her baby way, « Too, t0o,”.or, when very
anxious, « Tis too, oh i

Fred would laugh heartily, and often pretend not to under-
stand the little lady, purposely that he might hear the sweet
little coaxing voice say,“ Oh, pease.” But one day he was
awkwardly placed by Miss Baby, and after that the fashion
was quietly set aside in the hope it might be forgotten,
Among the few who came to see us was Mrs. Merton and her
two danghters, Sophia and Ellen, familiarly called Nellie.
Mrs. Merton was a dear old lady, and Nellie about the most
bewitching little dame that ever donned  Grecian bend ” and
high-heeled boots. But Miss Sophia was quite another sort.
Tall, thin, and plain, she made herself taller, thinner, and
plainer by her style of dress, No Grecian bend or voluminous
over-skirts for Miss Sophia; no smart little hat with light,
graceful trimmings, or becoming donnet ; no pretty lace collars
and cuffs, with nice bright bow to lighten up the sallow com-
plexion. No, year in and year out Miss Sophia was never
seen in other than one of two suite, black or grey, each severely
plain, and plain linen collar and cuffs. No wonder that
Bophia Merton at twenty-five looked forty-five,

They had been seated with us for some time one lovely sum-
mer afternoon when Fred, who had just arrived from the city,
entered the room, Babie Annie in his arms. He spoke to
Mrs. Merton, and then turned to Bophia, who unfortunately
kissed Annie. No seoner had she dome so than the little
hands were pulling at her father's face, and the Too, too,”
we knew %0 well sounded through the room. Poor Fred, I
think I see him now striving 80 hard to smother a laugh,
and at the same time quiet his little daughter before Sophia
should understand ; but it was all to no purpose—aup to this
time Baby Annie had always had her own way, and, with
praiseworthy perseverauce, she trjed for it now. # Too, too, oh !
pease,” sounded the little voice over and over again, till at
length our gravity was completely upset, and all but Sophia
laughed in chorus. I must say it was Nellie began first. She
‘¢ could not help it,” she declared to her sister, with eyes brim-
full of fun. But Miss Sophia never quite agreed to that.
Need I say that we were rather afraid of Miss Annie's affec-
tionate ideas after this, and rather discouraged them.

It was a lovely day in autumn. ' Annie and I were seated

at our work, when we were rather surprised to see our old .

friend Bevd. Richard Whitman walk up the garden-walk.

“Burely it is something unusual brings Mr. Whitman here
at thix time,” said Annie; “he never comes till evening.”

* Parish business, most likely,” I answered as careleasly as
I could; for somehow my heart always beat a little fagter
when he was near, aud the fear that others might be aware
of it only made matters worse. I sometimes fsncied that
Annie looked at me, but I must have been mistaken, for how
could she know what I scarcely knew myself,

‘¢ [ suppose 80,” was Annie’s demure answer, but there was
a little roguish smile about her mouth that made me angry,
and it was that and nothing else, I agsure you, that made the
colour rash to my face when Mr. Whitman took my hand in
his. But it was uot ¢ parish business,” no, not oue bit, but
something & groat deal nicer, if not better,

His mother and sister had come to ctay a fow days with him,
and he wished them to see the “ Falls,” about seven miles
from the village. Would we drive with them ?

‘ Yes, certainly, we shonld be delighted.” And so it was
arranged.

We, that is, Aonie and 1, would go over that very afternoon

-and 8o we allow

to call upon the ladies, and next day we were to have our
drive.

I wonder what al ways makes me look back to that day as the
happiest of all my happy life. There was nothing very special
aboat it. I have known hundreds and hundreds of fine days,
yet for everything that i= bright and happy memory always
returns to that one day. There was nothing <o very remarkable
surely in & seven-mile drive with a middle-aged clergyman,
whose conversation would have been thought dull by many.
And yet, as I said before, it was the one day in my life, above
all others, deserving the white cross. Years have passed since
then, and & white-haired gentlemun who is looking over my
shoulder, with most unpardonable vanity says it was becaunse
“ he was there.” But that could not be—could it ?

Our intention, upon leaving home, had been to retura in
time for tea, but as the weather was rather sultry we tired,
vurgelves to be persuaded to wait at the
hotel till evening.

“Let us take tea at the hotel, and drive home by moon-
light” -

“JI donw't mind, as we have Baby with us;” and so we
waited, and, I believe, ve might have waited till now, if we
had been as obstinate as the moon, for rise it would not, though
we waited and waited, and watched and watohed, and at last
had to go without it.

I had driven with Mr. Whitman, Fred and Annie with Mrs,
Whitman, whilst a certain Cousin Harry, who, by the by, did
not seem at all satisfied with the relationship, took charge of
Busie. Tired of waiting for her fickle ladyship, the moon, we
were about to start when something, I know not what, made
me stretch out my arms to Baby Annie, who willingly came
to their shelter.

We drove away from the hotel, Fred first, to « pilot us,” he
said, next Susie and her cousin, and we were following, when
& poor man, who was standing near by, recognized my escort,
and cams forward to speak to him.

A good ten minutes passed ere we followed the others, who
were by this time out of sight. On we went in the dusky
light, which seemed each moment to become thicker und
darker as great héavy clouds swept across the heavens, till at
length we reached a spot where the road divided. Either of
the two would take us home, and it mattered little whether
wo followed the one chosen by the others or not.

“ Which shall it be ? " said Richard.

“Leave it to Pluto.” A d so we did, and Pluto, very unlike
a good parson's horse, chose the broad way instead of the
narrow,

©h, what a road that was. Surely all the stones in Canada
had been hurled there for the express purpose of breaking
waggon aprings ; anyway, ours came near doing so.

‘“ Had we not better tarn back and take the other road 7" I
asked, and 8o Pluto was guided roand, but in the darkness a
treacherous hole made short work of our axle, and lo! we
were helpless on the roadsi te, fully three miles or more from
home.

‘ What shall we do; how ever get home? ” I asked, and I
must confess I felt very like orying.

“Btay here till morning, I suppose,” was the somewhat cool
rejoinder ; “or at any rate till some one comes for us. Were
the moon shining I could place you on Pluto, and so reach the
village, but one cannot see where to step, it is so dark.”

At that moment a little rim of silver showed through the
breaking clouds, and soon the ¢ Queen of Night” was sailing
along with her usual brilliancy. Pluto was untackled, the
reins fastened up, as well as numerous straps, and I was just
going to attempt to mount him, when he pricked up his ears,
gave a little short neigh, just as near to a laugh as could be,
and away he trotted off towards home. Nothing will ever
persuade me that that horse did not know better ; he did it
from pure mischief, and the roguish twinkle in his eye when-
ever I go to his stall with Richard, and stroke his still glossy
neck, says as plain as possible: “ I knew all about it better
than you did yourselves, and helped you both.”

No use to rum after him—no, that has been tried often
enough, and very little comes of it, except tired legs. Men do
look such fools running after 4 horse, who ten to one just
keeps far enough ahead to lesd them on, and on, and will not
be caught till he pleases. No use to run after him, what
then should we do? Why, leave the waggon to take care of
itself and walk home.

Behold us started, Richard in front carrying Baby Annie, I
behind. No difticulty now about the r which after all was
not so bad. The bright full :noon shone down on us and we
could not fail to reach home in time to save the dear ones
any very great uneasiness. '

And so we should but whatever tempted us to try that pro-
voking little bye-path through the maple grove ?

“ Here is a path will save us a good distance, do you mind
trying it?” And 8o we entered what turned out to be a per-
fect labyrinth to us. How we walked to besure, here, there,
everywhere it seemed to me, and yet no sign of the high road.

Our friend the moon, too, having finished her nightly journey,
sank quietly to rest and we were onve more in darkness. I bad
kept up bravely till now, but I was really tired, and the littie
light we had left, though quits sufficient to let us see a short
distance round us, was of vory little use for any other pur-
pose. I tried to laugh as the trath burst upon me that we
were lost, but it was a pour attempt and tears rolled silently
down my cheeks. .

How kind he was to me, choosing the best available spot for
ms to sit down, wmaking me as comfortable as he could, and
then sitting near as he said to ¢ wat¢h over me.”

I think we had been wandering about nearly two
hours, an all that time, Annie'had slept soundly in the strong
arms that cradled her 8o gently ; but now she woke up, and
unable to understand why she was not in her own crib at
home, began to cry. Richard Whitman tried hard to comfort
her, bue all to no purpose—truth compels me to say that he
wus awkward about it, he is much better now though—so he
was furced to give her up to me,

I stooped over my pet. kissing the sweet little face, and she
wad soon quiet again, but whatever possessed me to say
“ now Annie, kiss Mr. Whitman, and ssy ¢ thank you’ for be.
ing #o good to you.”

It was a foolish speech, and the next moment I could have
bitten my tongue out for having said it, for in an instant, up
went the baby hands to my face, and the baby voice pleaded
as it had 8o often done befors, #¢ top, too, Auntie too,” and
then almost in desperation, ¢ oh please, pluase.”

We were standing side by side, for I had risen to take Anuie,
and involuntarily my eyes wero raised till they met those
looking su caruestly dt me—talk of love being blind tndeed,

-

nonsense, why no other person would have been able to see
whether you had eyes or not, and yet Richard always declares
it was what he read in mine that gave him courage—but 1
don't believe him one bit, though I would not tell the dear
old fellow so, and really after all I like to make an excuse for
what he did. My eyes barely met his when I found myself
olasped close to the truest heart that ever beat, anda whispered
“ my darling ” sounded sweetly in my ear. .

What Baby Annie thought I neither knew nor cared. 1 was
happy, oh so happy! And so was Richard. He did not tell me
80, there was no need, but I felt it as we sat side by side in the
wood waiting for the dawn. It came at length and we found
ourselves quite close to home, though we never kunew it.
Twenty minutes sufficed to take us there and then imagine if
you can our reception. I shall not attempt to describe it, for
I could not. I only know we were all cried over and kissed
and petted as though we had all escaped certain death.

Before Christmas there was a quist wedding in the village
church, and although the Rev. Richard Whitman was there,
he did not officiate—he had other duty that day which pre-
vented him—duty which he undertook that day and which
will last his lifetime or mine. I was there too; *throwing
myself away,” as people said because I was barcly twenty and
my husband (there it is, out at last, though I did not intend
telling) was nearly double my age; but I who ought to know
best, consider it the most fortunate “throwing away' that
could have happened, forare we not happy as the day is long.

He is looking over me as I write and I turn round to say,

“ Richard, what made you choose such a strange time and
place to propose to me? ”

“ My dear, you are under a mistake, I never proposed.”

I was astounded. I jumped from my seat in a most unma-
tronly way. « Why, Richard, you don't mean to say / asked
you.”

“I mean, dearest,” there was a glance of quiet fun in the eye
though a world of love in the tone and in the manner of hold-
ing me close to him, “I mean dearest that I don't think I
ever fairly asked you to be my wife, but when I kissed you
that night, I felt I never could marry another, and I seemed
to feel that you too thought the same. It was Baby Annie,
darling, I have to thank”

And now I think it over, I believe he is right ; but what does
it matter, indeed perhaps it 18 better as it is, for had he reaily
said plain out those words which every lover is supposed to
say to the lady of his choice, # dearest, will you be mine 2" (I
am just certain that the half of them never say anything of the
kind) I might perhaps have said ¢ no,” when all the time I
meant # yes.” At least so Baby Annie says, who by the way
is no longer a baby, but a dashing young lady with hair 2 la
wild buntress behind, and countless little frizsles in front,
and who wears flowers, frills, and ribbons enough to mark her
a8 a true daughter of our Dominion. Anaie then says so, and
of course she must be right, let me therefore never forget,

Baey Annie's Kiss.

DUMAS AND HIS PLAYS.

Olive Logan, while protesting against «interviewing ” any--
body, has yet furnished ina recent letter some very interesting
goseip about Dumas, fils, After stating that « he writes at a
large Marie Antoinette desk, and with a steel pen that has an
ivory holder a8 big around as your fiuger and twice as long,
with his fect in a heap of tiger skins, and wearing light trou-
sers, and a brown neglige jacket buttoned with one button at
the neck,” she goes on to say : * During my last conversation
with Damas he was full of the wrongs he had sustained at the
hands of American managers, and I stood up for such of our
managers as I know have dealt honourably by him. I said that
whether the money ever reached his (Dumas’s) pocket or not,
Augustin Daly had paid very considerable sums for Dumas’s
pieces, some of which he had made money by, and some of
which have served no other purpose than to embellish Daly’s
bureau drawer, as that manager has not seen fit to put them
on the stage. Dumas’ pet grievance is that Za Dame auz Ca-
melias has been performed upwards of 3,000 times on the
American stage. and he has never got one penny from it. Poor
Matilda Heron ! I could not help thinking of her. No doubt the
idea of paying Dumas anything for the use of his piece, which
was bringing her in thousands and thousands of dollars, never
once entered her head. Far be it from me to say one word against
the impulsive, generous, and warm.hearted Matilda, whose
greatest fault has always boen that she was too unselfish ; but
the matter ig really a curious study, as showing the necessity
of laws to regulate us in the way of toeing the mark. If¢Ca.
mille’ had been John Brougham’s piece Miss Heron would
have paid h.m a nightly royalty with pleasure ; but the idea
of paying a vague abstraction—a literary Will o’ the Wisp, who
called himself Alexandre Dumas, and lived away off here in
France— was a shadowy notion which had no more tangibili-
ty of right and wrong about it than the airy visions of a dream.
This question of copyrights is a dreadfully mixed affair. Mr.
Dumas told me that Boucicault had paid him for the right to
play : Diane de Ly#’ in America. Now, we all know that
before Mr. Boucicault found time to handle that some other
parties—the Lingards, I think—brought out ¢ Diane de Lys’
at a minor theatre. 8o Boucicault works up ¢ Le F'ils Naturel *
instead into the ‘Man of Honour;’ and for ‘Le Fils
Naturel,’ if I understood Mr. Dumas correctly, he has not
-aid, Mr. Dumas was particularly savage on the subject of
agents—said they gobbled 4 third of the money paid to them
by the managers for the actors. At tﬁis rate one might better
be an agent than an author; it would fatigue the brain less.
Nevertheloss, I prefer the literary sphere. Everybody hates
agents— Dumas not excepted. This ied me to inquire if
¢ Monsieur Alphonse’ had been purchased for America yet.
He replied no; but he had been pestered by a dozen agents
who wanted copies of the play to speculate with ; he had re. -
fused to let them have it; his price for New York was several
thousand francs. A manager in Rome had just paid him ten
thousand francs for the right of that city alone. Still more
was paid for the right for England, but it will not be produced
there till April. 8o yoa will probably see it in New York
before it will be seen in England——for Igot the play from Mr.
Dumas for Augustine Daly, and shall sent it over by the ship
that takes this letter to you. Say whit you wiil, Daly is &
plucky mansager. He sent the money for ¢ Mousieur Alphonse’
across the ocean by cable, and I had thoughts at one time of
sending the whole play over by che same channel. It would
only have coet about $7,000 at the regular rate—soventy-
five cents a word.

“I presume Mr. Daly will rehandle the piece before |lay-
ing it. As doné here, the whole action of the play takes place
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in one drawing-room, and as the events transpire in a single
afternoon, there are no changes of costume. Mr. Dumas told
me, with a mischievous smile, that he had done thie on pur-
pose (je Pas fait expr2s) ; he wanted to show that a real piece
had no need of such accessories, and that while scenery and
toilets were well enough in their way, they were apt to lead
an author to rely too much on them, and to become a mere
scene carpenter and ' man-milliner—a hit, I thought, at Sar-
dou’s ¢ Merveilleuses’ ; an absurd procession of extiavagant
and ugly costumes, with no plot, nor good writing, nor inter-
est of any kind in {t. If I am mot much mistaken, Daly will
find ¢ Monsieur Alphonse , as much of & magnet as ¢ Divorce ’
was, The way the handkerchiefs flourish in all parts of the
Gymnase Theatre every night is a cantion. Men, women, and
children snivel in concert, and when Mlle. Alphonsine comes
out with one of her slang-whanging funny remarks the laugh-
ter is enough to shake the house. As they say in Theo's
opers bouffe, ¢ C'est immense!’” )

On @lb&tmﬁmﬁ.

The RIGHT HON. WILLIAM EWART GLADSTONE was born at
Liverpool, Dec. 29, 1809. He was educated at Eton and at
Oxford, where he graduated, with double first-class honours, in
1831. After a tour on the Continent he was elected M.P. for
Newark in December, 1832. When S8ir Robert Peel was in office
in 1834 and 1885, Mr. Gladstone was appointed a Junior Lord of
the Treasury, and, some weeks afterwards, Under-Secretary for
the Colonies. He lost office, with his political leader, in April,
1835 ; and the Conservatives did not regain power till 1841, Mr.
Gladstone was then admitted toe the Privy Councll, and took
office as Vice-President of the Board of Trade and Master of the
Mint. The revision of the commercial tariff in 1842 was chiefly
his work in matters of detuil, In 1843 he succeeded the late Earl
of Ripon as President of the Board of Trade, but left that office
in 1845 to succeed Lord Stanley (the late Earl of Derby) as Secre-
tary for the Colonies. In 1846, by acting with Sir Robert Peel in
the repeal of the corn laws, Mr. Gladstone was obliged to give up
his seat for Newark; but in August, 1847 he was elected for the
University of Oxford. Mr, Gladstone’s separation from the Tory
party began soon after the overthrow of Sir Robert Peel’s Gov-
ernment in 1846, but it was latent and gradual. In 1851 his
complete estrangement from his earlier political allies could no
longer be disguised, and his-re-electlon for the University cost a
severe contsst.” The Earl of Aberdeen formed a Coalition Min-
istry in December, 1852, upon the defeat of Mr. Disraeli’s Budget,
after a debate in which Mr. Gladstone had been the most form-
idable antagonist of the Tory Finance Minister. Mr. Gladstone
was therefore made Chancellor of the Exchequer in the new
Government. But the Russian war broke out in 1854, and caused
the downfall of the Ministry. A new one was formed by Lord
Palmerston, in which Mr, Gladstone at first held office, but with-
drew on aecount of Mr. Roebuck’s motion for an inquiry into
the mismanagement of the War Department. Mr. Gladstone
remained some years out of office, but in 1853 accepted from the
late Lord Derby a special mission to the Ionian islands.

‘When Lord Palmerston was again in power, in 1859, Mr, Glad-
sione joined his Cabinet as Chancellor of the Exchequer. In the
very next year he gained & brilliant success, with the help of
Mr. Cobden and other economists, in concluding the French
commercial treaty and in abolishing the paper duty. This made
him very popular, and he was invited, in 1861, to become a
candidate for South Lancashire, He did not, however, avail
himself of this offer till 1865, when the University of Oxford
had rejected him. After the death of Lord Palmerston, Lord
John Russell having gone up as Earl Russell to the House of
Lords, Mr. Gladstone became leader of the House of Commons
during the ascendency of the Liberal party. In 1868 he pro-
posed and passed his resolutions for the disestablishment of the
Protestant Church in Ireland. The genera' election of Novem-
ber, 1868, turned mainly upon this question. Mr. Gladstone
lost his seat for South Lancashire, but was elected for Green-
wich. He came into power wjth a large majority in December,
1868, and proceeded to executs his measures of justice to Ireland,
The abolition of the Irlsh Church Establishment in 1869, was
followed in the next year by the Irish Landlord and Tenant Act.
The Gladstone Ministry has done several other useful things in
the reform of th e army and navy and the law courts, the estab-
lishment of school boards and of a school rate, the improvement
of criminal law and of bankruptey law; while it bas escaped
being drawn into the wars of the contineital powers. Mr. Glad-
stone, as a writer, has sho vn a fine taste for literary soholarship,
with an especial turn for classical archaology, and a disposition
to reflect gravely upon themes of deep moral and religious in-
terest. His chief publications are ¢ The State in its Relations
with the Church,” which appeared in 1888; ¢« Church Princi-
ples Considered in their Results,” in 1841; «8tudies on Homer
and the Homeric Age,” 1858 ; a commentary on * Ecce Homo,”
1868; and « Juventus Mundi; or, the Gods and Men of the Herole
Age,” 1869; besides political treatises or pamphlets. Mr. Glad-
stone married, in 1839, Catherine, eldest daughter of the late Sir
Stephen Glynne, Bart., of Hawarden Castle, Flintshire. He has
four sons and three or four daughters, :

THE MARRIAGE oF His RoYAL HIGHNESS PRINCE ALFRED
ERNEST ALBERT, DUKE oF EDINBURGH, second son of Her
Majesty Queen Victoria, to Her Imperial Highness the Prin-
CESS and GRAND DUCHESS MARIE ALEXANDROVNA, oaly
daughter of His Imperial Majesty Alexander II. Emperor of
Russia, took place, in the Winter Palace at St. Petersburg, on
Friday, the 23rd January, a day which is reckoned the 11th by
the Russian Calendar.

The different classes of persons who were privileged to witness
the ceremony met about noon 1n the several state apartments
of the Winter Palace. Members of the Council of the Empire
and Foreign Ambassadors, with-the ladies who accompanied
them, met in the Alexander Hall ; the Emperor’s Aldes-de-
Camp and other military or naval officers of distinction met in
the Nicholas Hall ; a select company of Russian merchants and
foreigners met in the Marshals’ Hall. In the Concert Hall were
the Court ladies, the wives of senators and other Russian nobles.
They assembled, at a quarter to one, in the Salle des Armolries,
Here were several hundred ladies and gentlemen, the former in
rich robes of every gorgeous colour, with diamond-studded coifs
and lace veils, the latter in & variety of splendid uniforms, with
the badges of many orders. The ladies were ranged standing on
one side of the long and rather narrpw hall or gallery ; the gen.
tlemen stood along the other side. An avenne was 80 formed,
through which the proceasion of the Imperial family, with their
princely visitors, cenducted the bride and bridegroom to the
chapel. A detachment of Lancers was stationed as & guard of
honour in the middle of the gallery.

The Ozar wore the dark green uniform of a Russian General,
with white shoulder knots. He oarried a plamed helmet in his
hand. The Empress wore a gold-embroidered train trimmed
with ermine, and with two broad rows of gems on her breast ;
on her head was the crown, with a tiara of diamonds, and a
long vell. The bride, Grand Duchess Marie, wore & stlver em-
broldered dress, on Which Were roses and flenrs-de-lys; she had

& purple velvet mantie trimmed with ermine ; her train, very
long and beavy, was borne by four chamberiains and an equerry.
The bridegroom, the Duke or Edinburgh, wore his uniform as &
Captain in the British Navy. Tbe Crown Prince of Germany
wore a dark blue uniform. The Crown Princess of Germany had
a green velvet train. The Prince of Wales wore a British
military officer’s scarlet uniform, with white satin shoulder-
koots. The Princess of Wales wore a pearl-coloured satin dress,
with a train of crimson and gold ; she had a diamond tiara, a
collar of brilliants, and a pearl necklace. Her sister, the
Czarevna (Princess Dagmar of Denmark), wore a gold and white
robe, with a train of deep.blue velvet, a diamond tiara, and &
collar of brilliants. The Russian Grand Duchesses were all
splendidly attired. The eDuke of Saxe-Coburg had a white
Russian uniform. Some of the Grand Dukes were little children,
wearing uniforms, helmets, and high boots, with a manly and
soldierly air.

At the door of the Imperial chapel the Czar aud Czarina, and
the Prince and Prinocesser, were received by the Metropolitan
Archbishop and the Holy S8ynod, with other clergy, bearing the
cross and holy water. They were conducted to the altar,

Upon the altar table were placed the cross, the Gospels, in a
massive gold frame, the pyx or box for the sacramental bread,
and a picture of the Virgin and Child framed in gold. A fiood
of light was shed upon all by a great number of wax tapers in
the candelabra- The four chief priests—viz.,, the Metropolitan
Archbishops of 8t. Petersburg and Kiev; Monsignor Bajanoff,
Confessor of the Emperor and Empress, and Monsignor Maoca-
rius, Bishop of Vilna-—stood at the analogion or lectern. They
wore gold bestments, and Monsignor Bajanoff wore & scarlet
collar, with other decorations. The Czar took his place at the
right-hand side of the altar. The bride and bridegroom were
placed immediately before the priests at the lectern; Prince
Arthur and the Grand Dukes Viadimir, Alexis, and Sergius stood
behind them as groomsmen,

The Greek service then began, one of the chief features, that
given in our illustration, being the ¢crowning " of the bride and
bridegrcom. Taking in his hands the crowns, which play a
oconspicuous part in every Russian marriage, the priest first
crowned the Duke of Edinburgb, mentioning his Royal High-
ness’s name, and saying. ¢ The servantof God is crowned for the
handmaid of God (naming the Grand Duchess Marle), in the
name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.”
Then he put the crown on the bride’s head, saying that she, the
handmaid of God, was crowned for the servant of God (her hus-
band), inthe name, &ec. After this interesting ceremony the
benediction was given, the priest saying three times, ¢ O Lord
our God, crown them with glory and honour,” and making in
the alr thesign of the croes. From this time until the end of
the service the crowns were held over the heads of the bride
and bridegroom by the four groomsmen alternately. Next came
the Prokeimenon of the Apostle, consisting of verses out of the
Psalms, the choir chanting the verses after each had been read.

At the oonclusion of the service, the bride and bridesroom,
having kissed the holy cross, were embraced first by the
Emperor and then by the Empress, whose greeting of her Royal
son-in-law was profoundly touching. After the congratulations
of the other members of the two Imperial and Royal families,
the bridal proocession left the church, the conclusion of the Rus-
sian rite being marked by the discharge of 101 cannon from the
ramparts of the fortress of fit. Petersburg.

The procession moved on through the palace to the Alexander
Hall, whioh is not very large, but of beautiful design and soculp-
tural adornment, with pillars of white marble, their capitals
surmounted by white marble eagies.

In this room an altar had been erected. It was exceedingly
plain, about 3} ft. in height, and covered with a deep, rich crim-
son velvet altar-cloth. The altar-rails were of brass, supported
on brass pedestals ; three steps led to the holy table, and in the
centre of the steps were placed two cushions of the same deep
ecrimson velvet as the frontal, and a curtain of similar texture,
hung in brass rings, draped the back of the altar.

8hortly before balf-past two o’clock the procession entered g,

the Alexander Hall, the Emperor leadisg the Duke of Edinburgh
and the Grand Duchess Marie to the altar, where stood the three
English clergymen. . :

When all had taken their places the English form of solemni-
sation of marriage was begun. Just as at Royal marriages In
England the Archbishop of Canterbury reads the whole of the
service, 8o on this day the Very Rev. the Dean of Westminster
took the whole of the duty upon himself.

After its conclusion the procession went on to the Malachite
Hall, where the last important formality of signing the register
was gone through, the only persons present besides the above
distinguished personnages and Viscount Sydney, Lady Augusta
Stanley, and the three English clergymen, being the chamber-
lains and the pages who held the trains. Prince Gortschakoff
and Count Schouvaloff were present. The bride and bridegroom
signed first, then the Emperor, the Empress, the Russian and
English Princes and Princesses signing next. Viscount Sydney
aflixing his signature last but one, and the Rev. Mr. Thompson
signing last. During this interesting ceremony the Grand Du-
chess Marie sat on one side of the table and the Empress on the
other. The register of the Chapel Royal 8t. James's being
Justly regarded as too valuable a volume to be removed, a leaf
was taken to 8t. Petersburg in order that, after their Royal
Highnesses has signed it, the page might be subsequently in-
serted in the book.

It i8 observed with interest that the prayer-book from which
the Dean of Westminster read the first part of the service was
the same volume which was used at the coronation of William
IV, and that in the after-part of the office Dean Staniey read
from the prayer-book which was used at the marriages of
George IIL, Princess Charlotte, the Duke of Gloucester, the
Princess of Hesse, the Duke of Cambridge, Willlam 1IV., the
Duke of Kent, and the Prince of Wales. This historic volume is
the property of Lady Mary Hamilton,

The Emperor and Enipress gave a graud banquet to 800 wed-
ding guests, in the Nicholas Hall, at five o’clook. It wus a bril-
linnt scene ; the great hall ix white, and was lighted up by
thousand of wax lights in the numerous chandeliers, At the
four tables sat a splendidly-dressed company. The newly-mar-
ried Duke and Duchess of Edinburg were placed side by side.
On her loft sat her father the Czar, and next him were the Prin.
oess of Wales, the Prince Imperial of Germany, and the Czarev.
na on that side of the high lable. On the Duke of Edinburgh’s
right sat the Empress, in close conversation all through the
banquet with her new 80on, who, in speaking to her Majesty, bent
towards her with an air of courtesy and deference. Next to the
Czarina sat the Prince of Wales. Next to tbe Prince sat the
Princess Imperial of Prussia, and the Czare witch. Music was
performed during the feast, Patii and Albuni singing their Lust.
The health of the bride and bridegroonm wa« drunk, all standing
up and touching glasses With each other. At half-past eight {n
the evening the company reassembled at St. George’s Hall for
the graceful dance, or rather promenade to music, which is
called the polonaise. It went gaily round the bail-room, with
frequent changing of partners, till nearly ten o'clock. Then
came the quiet departure of the newly married couple to the
palace of Tearsko-Selo, & few miles from St. Petersburg.

ELRCTRIC APPARATUS fOr vessels has, since the loss of the
Ville du Havre, n atiracted the attention of underwriters.
The French Transatlantic Company was the first to use the
eleotrig light) but diseontinued 1t during the war: It will dow be

.

revived, especially as both the governments of the United States
and Great Britain have resolved to move actively in the prem-
ises. The buoys given in our sketches to-day are of two forms.
The one, of sheet iron and elliptical are provided with a recep-
tacle in which would turn substances giving an intense }ight in-
extinguishable by either wind or rain. The others represent the
aspect of a small raft whereon a species of mast upholds eom-~

Odities.

A Kentuckian has married his stepmother, which is said to be
a step farther than the law allows.

‘When a couple of young people strongly devoted to each ofher-
commence to eat onions, it is safe to pronounce them e od.

An obituary notice in & western paper contained the touching
intelligence that the deceased ¢« had accumulated a littie money
and ten children.” o

Smith writes thus of a oattle show :  As with men, 86 1t is:
with cattle. They may be, and possibly are, lovely and beauti..
ful in thelir lives; butin their death they are divided.”

A Peoria letter-carrier, after walking nine miles and deliver-
ing the same letter to 137 men, none of whom would receive it,
sat down on & fire.plug and wept. The latter was directed to Mr.
Smith.

A workman, while repairing one of the outer Venetian blinds
of an aristooratic establishment, missed his footing and fell into
the street. A crowd gathered round him and raised him up,
when it was found that he had received only a few slight contu-
sions, Meanwhile, one of the servants brought him a glass of
water. Making a wry face, the man sald, « Only water! From
what height should I have to fall to get a glass of beer ?”

PLUGGING TEETH.—A ocountry paper contains an account of
a machine for plugging teetb, which reminds us of the invention
patented many years ago by Dr. Slugg. It was a tooth-puller.
Slugg had an enormous business, and he concluded to economise
his strength by pulling teeth by machinery. He constructed a
series of cranks and levers, fixed to 8 moveable stand, and oper-
ating a pair of forceps, by means of a leathern belt which was
connected with an engine. The doctor experimented with it
several times on nails irmly ingerted in a board, and it worked
splendidly. The first patient he tried it on was a judge, who
cdlled in to have an aching molar removed. When the forceps
bad been clamped upon the judge's tooth, Dr. Slugg geared the
machine and opened the valve. We believe it was never known
with any degree of exactness at what rate of power the steam
engine was working. But, in the twinkling of an eye, the judge
was twisted out of the chalr, and the moveable stand began to
execute the most surprising mancuvres around the room. It
would jerk the judge high into the alr, and souse him down in
an appalling manner. Then it would jerk him up against
the chandelier three or four times, and across the room ; it drove
the judge’s head through the oil portrait of Slugg's father over
the mantlepiece. After bumping him against all the ancuestors
it flung the judge around among the crockery on the wash.-stund,
and danced him up and down in an exciting manner ; finally,
the machine dashed violently against Dr. Slugg, who seised the
judge’s leg with the forceps, and out came the tootb. When they
carried the judge home, he seemed inordinately glad his tooth

Ohess,

F‘ Itis impossiblefor wua to answer letters by masl. Games, Problems,
utions, dc., forwarded are always welcoms, and receive due atiention,
but we trust that our corresp ¢ will or the variows

upon our time, and acoopt as answers the necsssarily brief repliss through
our * column.” .

CoxrxoT SoLurioNs RxCEIVED.—Enigms No. 34, E. L. 8., Causap-
scal; Problems Nog. 110 and 120, W. H. P, Montreal; No. 119, G- B.
C., Mon , and Junius.

PROBLEH No. 121,
By “ Alpha,” Whitby, Ont.
\

BLACK.

WHITE.
White to play and mate in three moves.

SoLuTioN 10 ProsiLEM No. 119.

Black.
1. X to B 2nd (best)
2, Pin

Whste.
1. Kt to Kt 8th ch
dis ch
§'., 5 mgzh m:u.
I

2 KtoQa
3. Kt takes P die oh and mate. Qua

"SoLuTioN 7o Emena No. 35.

Black.
1. Qtaka &

toKaq.
8: P toQ B 4th dis ok ruste-
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INLAND,

* Here rosy snow peaks out the twilight heaven,

And boundless gTéen savanas roll below,

New stars look down from dewy skies at even,

And unfamiliar flowers in splendour glow !
Where is the sea ?

Strange boughs wave round me,
gulden,
Lithe dusky forms look kindly on my way,
And wondrons cities, mythical and olden,
Open their glittering gates, to lure my stay !
Wh.re is the sea?

bright with fruitage

Oh ! for the sounds of rushing wind and ocean,
The mingling, many-voiced, bewiidering sea,
The light, the power, the tumult and the motion,
The air that is the breath of life to me!

Where is the sea ?

Oh, for the stretoh of brown and shingly beaches,

Where dreaming childhood played the livelong day,

For the bright water’s wide and changeful reaches,

The strong salt breegzes, and the blinding spray !
Where 18 the sea ?

Ye glorious mountains | wonderful and lonely,

I bow before your majesty divine!

But oh, forgive! if I remember only

Beyond you lies the sea for which I pine!
‘Where is the seq ?

[RearararED according to the Copyright Act of 1868.]

TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.

A NEW NOVEL,
By the Author o ¢ Lady Audley's Secrot,” « Strangers and

Pilgrima) &e., Fe.

CHAPTER XLV.—( Continued.)

“ There is somzthing,” thought Shadrack Bain, *some se-
cret between these two women. I could read as much in
Lady Perriam’s face to-day, when it paled at the mention of
Mrg. Carter's name, Is the link the secret of the remote past,
before Sylvia was Sir Aubrey’s wife? Or has it something to
do with the time I was away, just before Sir Aubrey's death ?
There was a strangeness in Lady Perriam’s manner when I
first saw her after her husband’s death which I have never
been able to explain to myself. 1 have not forgotten her look
of horror when we went into Sir Aubrey’s room. A woman's
natural aversion to the gloom of death, perhaps. Yet she
scema of t0o stern a metal for weak fears such as those. There
i8 something~a secret—e mystery somewhere, and that woman
Carter knows all about it. Why should I puzsle my brains
to unravel it? Whatever t is I'll make it work into the web
oBii my”own scheme, or I am something less than Shadrack

n,

Not many weeks after this, before the summer was old, all
Monkhampton was startled by an event which scandaliged a
considerable portion of the community., Shadrack Bin se.
ceded from the Baptists and entered the Church of Egland,
Without a day’s notice he left his family to worship alone in
the square deal pew in the Water-lane Chapel, and transferred
himself to one of the oaken benches of the Parish Church.

‘ Let my children still sit under their favourite minister,”
said Mr. Bain. “ I don't want to disturb their convictions,
however my own opinions may change.”

CHAPTER XLVI,
ByLvia Wrirss 4 Larres.

Very sweet was that summer tide to Esther Rochdale, The
old, commonplace life went on at Dean House. Esthers
mornings were still devoted to Ellen Sargent's children—she
taught them —piayed with them—petted them —was, in fact,
& second mother to them ; while the languid widow, apoiled
by the tropica] luxuries an | indolences af her life in Demerara,

" lolled upon gsofas, dawdled through the last new work from
the library, and lamented her t dear Ge rge.” Esther had her
mead of praise and gratitude from mother and grandmother,
hui the duty itself was pleasant to her, and the love of thos:
img:zlsive little ones a-nple recompense for all her trouble,
Esther's life was full of occypation. She had her music, which
she cultivated assiduously for Edmund’s sake; she had ta
read the books he recommended her, sometimes books which
required all a fominine intellect to understand. She had her

wdistrict, her sick and poor, by whom she was tenderly be-
loved, and whom she never neglected,

But with evening, and Edmund’s retarn fromy the Bank,
came Esther's holiday. Mrs, Bargent, after resting all day,
was equal to the fatigue of sitting in the nursery, while the
children were buing got ready for hed, and of even hearing
them say their prayers, though this, she complained some-
times, made her head ache, - Esther had Edmund all to herself
of an evening, for Mrs, Btanden, with a mother's unselfishness,
wa3 never happier than when these two were absorbed in each
other, and forgetful of her. The dearsst wish ot her lifs had
been gratified when she saw them uni for now; she told
herself, Edmund must bave forgitten that wicked Sylvia
Carew. Nothing less than her son’s engagoment to Ksther
would have convinced Mrs, 8tanden upon this point, but apart
from this, she had years 8go planuned such a ynion. It had
heen in her scherme of the future, when Esther still wore disper
pinaforce, with lace frills round the neck and arms, and broad
scarlet rashes, and shouider knots. She was a pretty ohild,
and would grow up a pretty girl, and Edmund must inevitably
fall in love with and wantto marry her, thought the mother ;
forgetting that young men rarely wish to marry young ladjes
whom they ree every day of their liyes, or aj l6ust not until
they bave been lead agtray omce or twice by less familiar
charmers.

But now all was well. Bdmund bad been foolish, and was
cured of histolly. There is no better wisdom than that of the
man who knows he has been fooled. -

There had been no talk yet awhile of wedding day, or even
of the trousseau. The lovers were happy, and in no Laste to
change these light bond - for the heavier fetters of matrimony
Whenever Edmund touched upon the question of when the.

marrisge was to be, Esther put him off lightly, and could not
be induced to prolong the discussion.

“I want to be very sure of you before we are married, Ed-
mund,” she said, ¢ and for you to be very sure of yourself, I
believe in long engagements.”

They had many & walk and ride together in the summer
evenings, and the newsmongers of Hedingham were not slow
to find out that this time it really was an sngagement between
Mr. Standen and Miss Rochdale.

“Ihad it from Mrs. Standen herself, my lady,” said Mary
Peters when she told Lady Perriam the'news on g sultry morn-
ing late in August. It might be the heat which made Bylvia
g0 deadly pale just at that moment, Miss Peter thought; or it
was just possible that she did not quite like to hear of her first
lover's intended marriage.

“But ghe couldn't have cared for him
reflected Mary Peters, ¢ or she wouldn't
cool as she did.”

“ When is it to be ?”

very much, anyhow,”
have cast him off as

asked Sylvia, in a tone of indifference
that imposed upon the artless mantus-maker.

Y% Not just yet, but it's quite settied. Miss Rochdale wants
it to be a year's engagement, Mrs. Standen says, if not longer;
and I don't wonder at that, There’s something 80 nice in
courting, and when people are once married they 8o soon settle
down,and it's all over and done with ; and after the first gix
months they might just as well have been married ten years,
for any diff rence one can see in them. I know I should like
a long engagement, if I was keeping Company with anyone.
I'm to have some of the dresses to make, Mrs, Standen 8ayS, 80
I shall know & good bit before the wedding, and I can let you
koow all about it.”

‘“ Let me know!” cried Lady Perriam. « Do you suppose I
care whom Mr. Standen marries, or when he marries.”

“No, of course not, my lady,” said Mary Peturs, afraid she
hed offended. ¢ 1 hope you don’t think I've taken a liberty in
mentioning such a thing; but I thought you might feel a
little interested in Mr, Standen, after having been engaged to
him yourself. I remember what pleasant walks we used to
have of an evening—you and me, and Alice Cook, and how
we used to meet Mr. Standen promiscuous, and how he always
seemed to wish Alice and me away. To think of my making
your wedding clothes, and believing it was for Mr. Standen all
the time, when you was going to marry Sir Aubrey, and be
made a lady of title. What a wonderful life yours has been,
Sylvia—I beg pardon, my lady1”

“ A wonderful life” repeated 8ylvia, with a sigh; « yes, it
is a wonderful life. I wouder what will be the end of it.”

“And a happy life too, I should think,” said Mary, «In
this beautiful house, and with these lovely rooms farnished
according to your own fancy.” Mary cast an admiring glance

round the bright-looking boudoir which Lady Perriam had ly

embellished. ¢ And that dear boy, in that lovely bassinet,
with white lace curtains over pink silk, Mrs, Triogfold was
kind enough to let me have a peep at the pretty dear asI came
past the nursery door. And quite your own mistress, too ”

“Quite my own mistress,” echoed 8ylvia. «Yes, there was
hever anyone more free than I.”

She dismissed Mary Peters, and then began to pace the room
with quick, impatient steps. The dark eyes glittored angrily,
the full under lip was held in by the small white teeth.

This was the end of it all, then. This was what came of
her liberty. She had been & widow more than five months,
and in all that time Edmuud Standen had made no sign. She
had waited with a sickening heart for some token that the old
love was not utterly dead ; that to know her free was to love
her once again. He had loved her 80 well of old—was it pos.
sible that such love could die? In her breast it lived and
burned still, a deathless flame. Why should he find it eagy to
forget when memory had such power over her? He had
seemed to love the best in those old days, He had been ready
to sacrifice 80 much for her sake—to lead s life of poverty and
toil even.

The days went by, the dreary days, whose length wus an
almost intolerable hurden, and brought no indication of surviv-
ing regard in Edmund Standen’s heart. Bhe tried to think
that Le kept aloof from delicacy. Her widowhood as yot had
been brief. Her former lover dared not approach her. For
him to cross the threshold of Perriamn Place would be to set a
hundred tongues wagging,

But he might, at leut,%mve written a few lines of sympathy,
with the old imperishable love lurking between them, folt bat
anexpressed—how such a letter would have cheered Sylvia
Perriam’s solitude, breathed of hope and fature happiness.
No such letter came, and a desperate, half angry, half despair-
ing feeling was kindled in that passionate heart, 8he tried
ta hate the man whas coldness thus tortured her, tried to
farget him, but in vain. Her love had been fostered in loneli-
ness, she had never honestly striven to thrust it out of her
heart. At her beat, when she was most dutiful as & wife, she
had always chierished one dream. a dream of the day when Sir
Aubrey’s death would leave her fre¢, and Edmund Standen
wonld come back to her,

She was fres, but Edmuud did not return.

Until this news of Mary Poters, she had still hoped, Buyild-
ing much upon her knowledge of Edmund's bigh principles,
she had comforted herself with the idea that he was only waii-
ing till a decent period of mourning should be past, and he
could approach her with a good grace, This annouac-ment of
to-day was a death blow. All that day and all the next ghe
spent in the solitude of her own rooms, shunning even the
Rurgery and the garden, where her child, now a fine little fol-
low of a twelve month’s growth, beguiled the long summer's
day with his baby sports. She looked so pale, and was so
silent th t her maid thought ahe must be ill, and said as much
to Mrs. Carter, who went to Lady Perriam’s room 8soon after-
wards, full of solicitude.

“1 heard yau were ill,*
be of any uge,”

Sylvia was in no humour for sympathy, even from Mrs,
Carter.

¢ You can be of no use,” she answered.
I should send for you ”

The nurse drew back with a pained look. :

¢« It's hardly kind to speak to me ljke that,”, she gaid

“1 cannot stvdy my manner of 8peaking t» you. You should
not come to me unless you are sent for,” returned 8ylvia, im-
patiently. She was sitting in her easy chair by the open win-
dow, in a listless attitude, gazing straight before her at the
dark line of the avenue, and the distant hills beyond that
boundary.

“Bylvia,” said Mrs. Carter, bending
figure, “ You are unhappy, and I haye

ghe said, « and came to see if I could

“If I waunted you

over the weary looking
& right to be near you—
-

not the right of motherhood alone, I may have forfoited that
for ever—but the right of having served you at the sacrifice of -
my own peace. God knows I have never known an hour's
peace since I did you that fatal service,”

“ What am I the better for it ?” cried Lady Perriam,
fretfully from the eyes that looked at her with such mournful
tenderness, “I wish it had never been done, Would to God
it could be undone.” ' :

‘¢ That can never be till some of us are dead )" answered Mrs
Carter, in a tone of deepest despondency. “I told you at the
time, Bylvia, when I tried to dissuade you, on my knees, that
it was an act which once done was done for ever. Remorsefal
d“?“ﬂ, gony of mind, can avail nothing now. The thing is.

ne.”

turning

* Will your preaching mend matters, do you think ?” cried
Sylvia, angrily, « Why do you come here to torment me? I
want comfort not torture.” ’

“If I only knew how to comfort you,” said the mother, re-
gretfully,

“There is no such thing as comfort for a grief like mine. I
have lost the only being I ever cared about. He is lost to me
for ever.”

*¢ You mean Mr. Standen ?7”

“Who else should I mean ? He is the only person I ever
cared for, and now he is going to marry Esther Rochdale.”

“Are you quite sure of that?”

“ Quite sure, it isa settled thing. His mother has persuaded
him into this engagement, I daresay, but the fict remains, he
is engaged, I thought that when he heard of Sir Aubrey’s
death and knew that I was unfettered, his heart would turn
towards me again. He cannot have forgotten me. My love
for him i3 the same to-day as it was two years &g0.”

“But you can hardly expect him to believe that, or to for-
give you for having broken faith with him. Perhaps if he
knew how you repented that falsehood, he would turn towards
you again.. But even if he did—"

“ Well, what then ? "

“You could hardiy marry him,” said Mrs. Carter, in an awe-
struck whisper. She looked at her daughter with a curious
expression—half horror, half pity—as if she wondered at hay-
ing given birth to 80 relentiess & being, yet clung to her with
all a mother's love,

‘l‘ What other motive had I for wishing to be free ?” agked
8ylvia,

Mrs. Carter covered her face with her hands, to hide the
tears she could not keep back—tears of shame and agony. She
had felt the sting of shame for herself, drained the cup of self-
abasement, but this shame which she felt for her only child
seemed even more bitter. !

“ You had better go back to your charge,” said 8ylvia, cold-

“Iam going,” answered the mother. She tried to clasp
Sylvia’s hand, but was repulsed impatiently.

“You always make me miserable,” said Lady Perriam.
“ You are such a bundle of weakness. Had I any one of strong
mind and steady purpose to lean upon I might leave this
hatefal house, But how could I trust to you to watch over
my interests whils I was away? It would be leaning upon

& reed.”
~ “Iamsorry you consider me so despicable,” said Mr., Carter,
with a touch of bitterness in her quiet tone ; “I have been

faithful to you against my own conscience.”

“Go,” said Bylvia, 4 and before yon prate of conscience try
to remember that I took you out of the gutter.”

The shot went home—Mrs. Carter's face, always pale, grew
deadly white at this savage taunt. She left the room without
& word, and 8ylvia Perriam was alone, She rose and paced
the room in a fever of excitement.

‘“Hemay not know that I am sorry,”
pondering on her mother’s suggestion; “ He may not know
that I loved Him even when I was false to him, loved him with
all my heart when I deserted him. But he shall know it! he
shall know this wretched heart before he marries Esther
Rochdale. Having risked so much to win bim, why should I
shrink from one more hasard. He despises me already. If I
fail in thislast effort he can but despise me a little more, He
shall know that I am at his feet, and then let him abandon
me if he can.” . [

She seated herself before the ashwood writing table, with its.
blue velvet cover and ormolu fittings, strangely different from
the battered mahogany desk on which the schoolmaster’s
daughter had been wont to write her letters. 8he wrote a fow-
hurried lines with a hand that was somewhai tremulous,.
though the characters looked firm enough upon the paper—.
wrote to Edmund Standen, for the first time since that fatal
letter which was to dissolve their engagement,

“ Will he think this step wanting in womanly feeling, or
will he be glad ? ” she wondered ; and then with a little bitter
laugh she murmared, ¢ Womanly feeling! I bade farewell to
;hat when [ jilted the man I fondly loved to marry Sir Aubrey

erriam,”

she said to herself,

CHAPTER XLVII.
 THR PAULTS OF LOVE BY LOVE ARE JUSTIFIRD.”

Was Edmund Standen happy? He tried to believe that hie
lot wag life’s consummate felicity. He was prosperous, suc-
cessful aga man of business, appreciated by directors and
shareholders ; the master spirit of the Monkhampton Branch
of the Western Union Bank., His home was pleasant, his
womankind worshipped him ; he was betrothed to a woman
he admired and respected, who loved him with devotion, and
whose handsome income would do much to swell the sum of
his own prosperity. He eught to have been bappy. He had
youth, health, indopendeuce, the knowledge that work need
ot for him be the monotonous toil of & lifetime but only the
congenial employment of hig prime, to be given up atany hogr
should it prove wearisome to him. He knew that the balk of
his father's fortune was now securely his own, for his mother
had shown him her 1last will, in which she left Ellen Sargent
only the savings of her widowhood, and al} the rest to her gon,

“Iam not likely ever to. alter this will, Edmand, or to
threaten you with loss of fortune,” said Mys, Standen, who
was po-itively enraptured with the present condition of affairs.
8he would fain have hurried on the marriage, but she found
Ksther averse to.haste, and Edmund somewhat indifferent,

“ After all, mother,” he said, “if Esther likes a long en-
gagement why should we worry her to give up her fancy ? We
&re very happy as we aro ”

“ If you are happy, Edmund, that ig al] I care for. And I
am not afraid that Esther will change her mind .
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Thus things went on, with every appearance of general satis-
faction.

« I ought to be completely bappy,” Edmund said to him-
self, more often than a wan who was really happy would have
made the remark. Indeed happiness has so subtle a flavour
that we rarely recogniz. the taste of that wine of life while
yet it lingers on our lips. It is afterwards that we look back
and say we were happy. Few talk of happiness in the present
tense. .

Edmund found that his present content lacked the charm
of that brief period of delight in which he had been Sylvia’s
lover. He tried to recall the old day-dream of a happy home,
only changing the central figure. The same bright picture of
the domestic hearth, but with a difference in the wife who sat
beside it. Vain endeavour. He found that the picture would
not compose as well ag of old. It had even lost the old glow
and colour, He shut his eyes upon the outer world, and tried
to lose himself in dreams of future happiness, but the dreams
would not come. So Mr. Standen became more than ever
devoted to business, worked longer hours at his desk, made
himself hateful to his subordinates by his unflagging attention
to every detail, and went home of an evening too tired some-
times for the twilight walks which were so sweet to Esther
Rochdale—too tired even to sing their favourite duets,—glad
to sit in the easy chair opposite his mother's while Esther
sang or played to him. Bhc did both with exquisite expres-
sion, and often brought the tears to her lover's eyes, but the
tears he shed were not for her. They were weak regretful
tears for one he knew to be unworthy of them. Vainly did he
struggle against regrets which he felt to be both weak and
wicked. This struggle was at its height when Lady Parriam’s
letter was handed to him one morning among his business
letters at the Bank. Sylvia had been too prudent to dir
her epistle to Dean House. :

The letter was of the briefest.

¢ Dear Mr. Standen,

I have a communication to make to you which
I think you ought to hear. I dare not ask you to call upon
me, lest you should compromise yours:If and me by such a
visit. Will you, therefore, meet me to-morrow evening, at

nine o'clock, in Perriam Churchyard ?

Yours faithfully,
SyLvia PERRiAM,
Perriam Place,
ednesday.”

This seemed cool and business like. The letter of a woman
who had forgotten there had beeu so tendor a tie between her
and the map to whom she wrote. Edmund twisted the small
sheet of perfumed paper between his fingers for a long time,
pondering on that strange appeal. 8hould he grant this au-
dacious request, knowing as he too well knew the weakness
of his own heart? His first answer to that request was a for-
cible negative. He would not go.

Then came after-thoughts, which are apt to be fatal. Would
she have written to him thus if she had not had strong reasons
for gending him such a letter? What ¢ mmunication could
she make to him? There was but one secret he would care
to hear from those lips, and to hear that now would be worse
than futile.

She would tell him, perhaps, that the infidelity which had
gone very near to break his heart had been no willing act of
hers. That influences stronger than he could imagine or
believe had forced her to that unwomanly falsehood. That
her father's greed, and not her own ambition, had made her
the wife of Sir Aubrey Perriam. B8he might tell him all this,
but to what avail? Could she stand blameless in his sight,
she would be no nearer to him than she was now, for he was
the affianced husband of Esther Rochdale. It was just possi-
ble, however, that she did not seek this meeting in order to
extenuate her sin against him. She might have some pressing
need of his help. He knew that she was friendless He was
& man of business. He had once loved her. To whom would
she be more likely to appeal than to him ?

« I gshould be a craven if I refused to grant her request,” he
s.id to himself; and wrote two or three lines in answer to
Lady Perriam’s letter promising to be in the cHurchyard at
the hour she named.

The letter was no sooner posted than Edmund Standen be-
gan to repent having written it. He thought how bad a look
such & secret meeting would have in Esther’s eye, should
some unlucky hazard bring it to her knowledge. And people
who live in villages are set round with spies.

Should he write another letter, recalling his promise ? He
debated that point all the afternoon, but did not write any
such letter. .

As the day grew later a guilty feeling crept over him, and
he shrank from the idea of seeing Esther Bochdale and his
mother before he had kept his appointment with Lady Per-
riam. He ordered his dinner fr,m a tavern, and stayed at the
bank after office hours, looking into accounts, and writing
business letters; stayed there till the Monkhampton clocks
chimed the quarter before eight. ,

From the bank to Perriam was about an hour's walk. Mr,
Standen gave himself a quarter of an hour’s margin, but in-
stead of walking ata leisurely pace, and keepiug himself cool,
a8 he intended, he walked his fastest, walked himself almost
into a fever, and entered the little lane leading to Perriam
Church at half-past eight, having done the distance in- three-
quarters of an hour.

He had nothing to do for the next half-hour but smoke a
cigar or two, stroll in and out among the moss-grown old
grave stones, muse like the meditative Hervey on life’s muta-
bility, and regret his own foolishness in having allowed Bylvia
Perriam to entrap him into this evening rendegvous.

Bitterly did he think ef his false love as that long half-hour
wore on, and yet he yearned for her coming; and at the firat
sound of a light footfall on the terrace above him felt his
heart beating, just as it used to beat in summer evenings
gone by when ho had waited for his mistress under the
chestout tree ;—the same fervour, the same impatience, the
eame passion as of old, although he was Esther Rochdale’s
promised husband.

The light step came along the terrace, and he saw & black
rebed figure pause by a low iron gate, open it, and then des-
cend a little flight of steps to & gate opening into the church-
yard. The moon was at the full, mg Bylvia's beauty had a
phbantasmal look in that soft silver light as she came slowly
towards him, slender and shadowy in her flowing black dress
only the face shining yut from that sombre darkness of drapery,
gvory pale. '

«'This is very good of you,” she said falteringly, holding
out her little ungloved haud with a doubtful geatyre,

Hard to keep the leash upon passion. He had intended to
be cold as ice—unimpressionable as a family lawyer. But he

took the tremulous hand in his, and held it in as tender a-

clasp as when he had deemed this girl all innocence and
trath.

“ Good of me!” he said. ¢ 1 suppose you knew you had
only to beckon and I should come. But before you say one
other word to me, let me tell you what, a<an honest man, I am
bound to tell. I come here as Esther Rochdale's affianced
husband.”

4 T knew that when I wrote to you,” answered Lidy Perriam,
her eyes fixed upon his face, fever bright, but steaifast. «1
knew that you could only come here as Miss Rochdale's en-
gaged lover, but before you married I thought it right you
should know the truth about me ”

« I know quite enough, Lady Perriam,” answered Edmund,
letting go the little hand, and putting on that armour of cold-
ness which he had meant to wear from the first. «I know
that you jilted me in order to marry my superior in wealth
and pogition. Do I need to know any more?”

«Yes. You need to know why I did it,” answered Sylvia in
a voice that thrilled him. Its ringing tone sounded like truth.
For passion has a truth of its own—the truth of the moment.

« A woman has a thousand good reasons for every wrong she
does,” returned Edmund. ¢ I am content to know that I was
wronged without entering into an examination of causes. The
effect was all sufficient.”

¢ Do you think it was for my own sake I married 8ir Au-
brey 7"

tCertainly. Since you were the person to benefit by such
an alliance.”

¢ Can you inagine that I who loved you so dearly would
have deserted you, unless I had buen compelled to that act by
an overpowering necessity ? "’

% What necessity should compel you, save your own ambi-
tion. You had shown me, often enough, your horror of poverty.
You shrank from the fature I offored youw, which must have
begun with a straggle for maintenance. It was not enough
for you that I was hopeful ; it was not enough that I promised
to work for you. 8ir Aubrey could give you wealth and splen-
dour In the present, and you choge Sir Aubrey.” .

¢ I chose 8ir Aubrey because my mother was starving in a,
garret in London, and to marry him was my only hope of
maintaining her. You were brave. You were ready to begin
life without a penny, and to work for me. If I burdened you
with myself—blighted your prospects—lost your inheritance—
could I also barden you with the sup{mrt of my mother? Yot
I must do thstx, or let her starve, if I married you. For my
mother’s sake 1 sacrificod my own bhappiness, and married Sir
Aubrey Perriam.”

Edmund guszed at her for some moments in sheer bewilder-
ment. Her looks and tones wers full of truthfalness—earnest-
ness so thrilling could hardly be false. He believed her in
spite of himself. .

« How was it that I never heard of your mother, or heard
of her only as one who had long been dead? You told me
that you had never seen her face, that she died while you were
an infant.”

480 I believed until the night after the school feast,” an-
swered Sylvia, and then briefly, yet with a graphic force that
conjured up the scene bufore his wondering eyes, sha told him
of that night visitant—the penitent mother—depicted all her
misery, but affected a deeper pity than she had ever felt for it,
and touched the listener's compassionate heart. She duscribed
their parting, how the broken-hearted mother had kissed and
blessed her, and how she (8ylvia) had promised to help and
befriend her, were it at the cost of her own happiness.

¢ Within & week of that parting Sir Aubrey asked me to
marry him. I remembered my promise to my moth-r. I
knew that if I married him it would be easy to keep my pro-
mise ; if I married you, almost impossible. I thought how
unfortunate our marriage would be for you ; how great a sacri-
fice it was to cost you; and I prayed God for strength of mind
to renounce you, and to marry the rich old man who could
give me power to rescue my mother from a life of unmitigated
wretchedness. Was I 8o utterly contemptitle as you scem

* to have thought me, Edmund ? ”

« Contemptible,” cried Edmund; ¢ no, Sylvia, not con-
temptible; but mistaken, fatally mistaken. I would have
toiled for your mother as willingly as for you—worked for
her ungrudgingly—and whether our home were rich or poor
she would have shared isv.”

¢ You do not know what you are saying, Edmand, My

“mother was not one you could have acknowledged without

some touch of shame. 8he had been a sinner.”

“ And had repented I wou:d net have been ashamed of
her penitence. 8he should have lived with us in peace and
security, and none should have dared to question her past
life) ‘

«“Oh1"” exclaimed Bylvia, with a cry of des;air, *“if I had
but known you could be so generous.”

« You had no right to question my generosity—or my hu-
manity. This was a case for common humanity rather than
generosity. Do you think I would have lct my wife's mother
starve 7" '

# You might have found life sp hard, Edmund.”

#1 would have fought the battle let it be ever 8o hard. I
would have kept sheep in Australia if I couldn’t earnp our
bread in Eaglaad.”

8ylvia was silent. That picture of Australinn sheep farm-
ing, though noble enough in the abstract, had np fascinativn
for her. Yet, as circumstances had shaped thémselyes, she
would gladly have been an ¢migrant's hard-working helpmeet
rather than the thing she was, burdened with one dark secret
that weighod her to the grouad, °

« I have told you all the truth, Edmund.” she gaid, affer a
pause in which they had both seemed lost in thought, Edmund
leaning upon the rusty railings of a tomb, his face hidden
from Lady Porriam, as if he feared to let her see the workings
of & countenance which might have revealed too much of the
mind’s fiurce struggle with over-mastering passion.

«1 have told youall,” she repeated, ¢ can you forgive me 7 »

« I have nothing to forgive, You did what you decmed
was right. [ can only regret that you had not greater confi-
dence in my affection aud in my power to help those you loye.
T hope that you secured your own happiness by an act which
nearly wrecked mine?”

“ My own happiness!” she echoed drearily. ¢« Do you
think it was for my happiness to forsake you. Do you think
I was all fals:hood when I hung upon your neck that day in
Hedingham churchyard?”

No answer, He stands like a rock, looking straight before

him with a cold, steady gase, ordering his heart to be still,
that heart whose passionate beating belies his outward calm.

« Have you ever doubted my love for you, Edmund ? ” asks
Sylvia, stung by this merciless calm.

¢ No more than I doubted that the summer roses bloomed
that year—and withered,” he answers. ¢ Your love died with
them.”

¢ It never died. It filled my heart when I deserted you.
Yes, when 1 stood before God's altar with 8ir Aubrey Per:iam
it was you I saw standing at my side. It was to you I uttered
my vows, it was to you I swore to love and honour and obey.
The rest was all a bad dream.”

Still silence, & pause, during which Sylvia feels as if her
h art were slowly congealing, as if she were standing in the
Norse God’s icy palace, freezing to death.

Then came a question asked in slow, level tones, as if it
were the most commonplace inquiry.

¢ Was this the communication you had to make, Lady Per.
riam ?”

« Yes ; what else should I have to say to you? Yes,1 sent
for you to tell you this ; you shall not give Esther Rochdale
your heart without knowing the secret of mine. I n -ver ceased
to love you. I was never really false to you. I flung away
my own peace for the sake of a desolate, despairing creature,
who had but one being in all the world from whom to hope
for succour. And now I am free once more—free and rich—
and true to.you. Will you forget all your old vows, the death-
less love you have 80 often told me about? Will you forsake
me to marry that prim pattern of provincial perfoction, Miss
Rochdale ?”

“ Spare your sneers against my future wife, Lady Porriam.
Yes, I am going to marry Miss Rochdale, and if I am not as
happy with her as I once hoped to be with you, it will b - my
folly, and no missing grace or charm in my wife that will be
to blame.”

¢« Which means that you do not care for her,” cried 8ylvia.
« Oh, Edmund, I know how contemptible ] must seem in your
eyes to-night, even more despicable than when I scemed to be
false to you. I know what a hideous offence against conven-
tionality I have committed, that I have almost shut myself
out from the rank of virtuous women by this self-sought
meeting. Despise me as much as you please, Edmund; I
konow full well how deep a shame I have brought upon my-
sulf by this reckless act; but I can bear even that. Marry
Esther Rochdale. Yus, you are right. 8he {s worthy of you.
Bhe is good, pury; true—all things that [ am not. Marry her,
and forget me. fam content now that you know the truth.
Blot me from your memory, Edmund, for ever, if you like—
but if you do remember me, think at least, that I was not ut-
grlly ’bm. And now leave me, and go back to Miss Roch-

8."”

She stretched out her arm, with a gesture ‘of dismissal. Till
this moment Edmund had stood by the ivy.wreathed railings
of the Perriam tomb, fixed, immovable, sturdily battling with
that demon of weak and foolish love which bade him cast
truth, honour, loyalty to the winds, and clasp this false idol to
his breast. But now, as she retreated from him slowly in the
moonlight—a phantom-like figure gliding out of his reach—
the fatal folly mastered him, the passion he had never con-
quered once more enslaved him. He stretched out his arms
—three eager steps brought him to her side—and once again
:he was held to his h:art — held a8 if never more to be set

ree.

“ Leave you, forget you, go back to another woman! No,
Bylvia, vou know I cannot do that. You knew that, when
you lured me here to-night, you would have me at your foet.
I have come back to your net. You have called me back.
You would have it 8o, for good, or evil. I am dishonoured,
perjured, weakest and worst among men, but I am yours, and
yours only !” .

To be continued.

Literary Hotes,

A project is under comsideration for establishing In London s
¢ News Club,” for members of the press, authors, and publishers.

The Duke of Argyll’s ¢ Reign of Law ” i8 about to appear in s
Norse dress, by the Froken Augustra Rudmose of Fersley—a
young Danish lady,

A free library, and about 10,000 volumes as & commencement,
are about to be presented to the town of Macelesfield by Mr, D.
Chadwick, the borough member.

The new novel by Auerbach, which has been expected for
some time, is angounced to be published in March, The title
will he « Waldfried, 8 Pamily History.” .

The new romance of Victor Hugo, % Quatre-vingt-treize,” ap:
peared on the 19Lh of February, publishéd by MM. Michel Leyy
Fréres. It forms three volumes ooctavo, and is in three parts,
entitled : 1st, « En Mer;” 2ud, ¢ A Paris; ” and 8cd, En Vendée.”

Florence Marryat (Mrs. Ross Church), author of ¢ Love's Con-
fiict,” &c., made her début as a dramatic reader in the City Hal,
Glasgow, on the 28th uito., when she read selections from ¢ Guy
Mannering” and ¢ The Lady of the Lake,” accompanied by the
fncidental music.

A Life of Christ, by the Rev. F. W. ¥arrar, D.D., Master of
-sarlborough College, and Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen, is
now in preparation, and will be shortly published in two volumes,
by Messrs. Cassell, Petter, and Galpin. Each volume will con-
tain an illustration from an original sketoh, made expresaly for
the work, hy Mr. Holman Hunt,

Tae world is fast forgetiing Mrs. Barbauld, we fear; 80 we aye
glad to hear that Messrs. Bell a:1d Sons gre about to publish 8
little work, « Memolr of Mrs, Barbauld, including Letters and
Notices of her Family and Friends,” by her great-niece, Anna
Letitia (Mrs.) Le Breton. The volume will contsin a medalljon
portrait of Mrs. Barbauld,— 4theneum.

Tue Athenzum says that in Mr. Freeman's ¢ Historiéal Serjies
for Schools,” the ¢« iistory of Germany” will be the next to ap-
paar, and wil! be immediately followed by the «History of
America.” Toe German history is by Mr. James 8ime. The
« History of the Uatted 8tates of Ainerica” has been written by
Mr. J. A, Dovle, Feliow of Ail 8quls’, Qxford.

The conciudiog volume (the fourth) of the Iate Lord Lytton's
« Parisians” contains a preface by the present lord, stating that
his father intended this work to ha mccepted with ¢« Kouelm
Chillingly” and «The Coming Race,” as exponents of the same
iiea. «The Parislans” hreaks off near to its completion, death
having arrested the author’s hand in the midst of a sentenoe,

The Athenmum contains the following paragraph:—In qup
lust week's number We said that the trustees of the British Mu-
seum bad resigned their patronage jnto the hgnds of the Gov-
ernment. This statement, we hgve been informed, s inporrect.
However, the trustees will, we belleve, in all probability take
the step before long, and, indeed, Would have done 80 by this
time but for the dissolution of Parllament,”
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TRAVE LLER

DIRECTORY.

He crH con/sdentlu recommmd all the Houses
mentioned in ()ze Io/iomnc Lul

OTTAWA.
THE RUSSELL ROUSE........

QUEBEC. T
ALBION HOTEL, Palace Street,... ..

c.JaMxs Gours.

AL KIRwaN,

) f'roprietor
STRATFORD, ONT.
ALBION HOTFEL..covoiviin oot D. L. Cavex,
I'mpnemr.
WAVERLEY HOUSE 8. RevxoLos,
Propriatur.

Eﬂ% Q{‘f},’hh‘q HO'I:EE.. ---Capr. TROS. Dick.
OLDINE EWELLERY
Has become more used the
wore widely it has become knnwn,
until now it not only fuds a

the Dominion. but
1ts superiority over
ticles. which are not

re: wly sale in
a'sein Europe.
all previous ar

gu-d. is that it iz strongly  wade,

RJ richly linished, and has a surtace
equal fo 16 carat gold.: No merely ' xilt brass
will answer these conditions. It iy now sup-
lied in Vest Chaing, Guard Chains. Leontmnes,
Necklets, Bracelets. Suits. Brooches, Ear-rings,
blee\'e Buttons, Stads. Lo\l\cb Pencils, Rings. Lo,

I
All Chaius ure stamped * Goldine ™ th. bar, aud
other nriteles are stampedon tire cards in red letters,
Purchasers must notice this to prevent being imposed
on by cheap wilt imitations.
tr’xvelim,. for wate fng places, there is nothing to
equal the Uoldine Coainsand Jewellery. Ladiesare
wise to useit, ot sa~e their Jiamends and coloured
&old. To behad of all dealers.
ROBERT WILKES,

Patentes and 3ole Whaolesale Agent,
MoxnteEal, avd TurRoXTO.
Goldine '

-1 f-559,

Note.—Dexlars using the word
a.nvt«hor'.ty bad better not.

For morsing wear, for :

' without !

i

GEN'TS COIN MONEY SELLING OUR |

Novel Wateh Kev. Semetbing entirely new.
Foor separate and dx‘u:vt articles in one.  Sails at
sight. Eaoeclose stamnp for eireualars, \ample to agy
address for 23 cents, or two fur 41 cen's
CITY NOVELTY CO..
Bnﬂ'alu \

03-7-22-72

Grand Trunk Ra.llway Company of
Canada.

1873-74. Winter Armugemems. 1873-74.

Pullman Palace Parior uid Haondsome New
Ordinary Cuars on all 1hrough Day Trains,
end [Paluce Sleeping Cers on all Through
Night Tradns over the whole Line.

TRAINS now leave Montreal as follows :
GOING WEST.

Day Mail for Preicou Ogdenzhurgh,
Ottawa, Brockville. Kingstin, Bella-
ville, Toronto, (fuelph, London,
Brantferd, Goderich, Buffalo, Detroit,
Chigago and all ponus West, at......

Night Express 4

Mixed Train for Toronm avpping at sl
Stations. ...,

Passanger Tram tur Dr«wsv;lla and .xll
intermediate Stations

Trains leave Montreal for Lichine at
7.0 a.m:, 4.3 a.m., 3.00 p.m.. and
5.30 p.m.

Traina le'\ve Lachine for Monireal at
.30 aan., 10,00 s.m., 3.30 p.mz., and
A. 00 p.m.

The 3.00 p.m. Train runz through to
Prnv-ncc line.

UOING LAST.

Accommodation Truin for Isiand Pond

and iutermediate stationz............ . 7.00a.m.

.':.hil Train for [sland Pond and interme-

dinte SLALIODS. L e vaeieaai i o, 4.00p.m.
Night Express fur Ieland Pond. White

Mountaing, Portiand, Bosten the

Lower, Provinces at......... vos 10000 pan.
Night mail train for Quebec, sto g at

St. Hilaire and St Hyacinthe......... 1100 p.aa.

OING SQUTH.

Train for Boston um South Eustern Coun-

ties Junetion K- R.......oovoivaaan, o, 7.40 a.m,
Expres: for Bostou via Vermont Central

Railroad. a8 - . vocveiiiiin e 820 a.m.
Mail Train for St. Jolhn's aad Pouse’s

Point, connecting wi % trainz on the

Stapsteadd. Bheford sud Chambly, and

South Eastern Counties Junction

Rallways b .coveiiiinnoieininnena. 2.45p.m
Express for New York and Boston, wia .

Vermwont Central, at..... ............ 3.30 p.m.

As thnpnnctualu, of the traine depends on con-
nections with other lines, the Company will not he
respunsible for trains not arnnnx at or leaving any
station at the hours named. -

The Steamship ** CHASE " or other steamer,
len.ves Portland every Saturday 2t 4.00 pm. for
Halifax, N S

The Inwmatwnal Company's Steamers. also run-
ning in connection with the Grand Trunk Railway,
teave Portland every Monday at 5.00. p.m. for St.
John, N.B., &c.

 BACCAGE CHECKED THROUGH.

’Ihrough Tickets izsued at the Company’s princi-
pal stationa.

For further information, and time of Arrival and
Departure of ull Trains at the terminaland way
stations, app!
Depot, or at No. 143 §2. James Street.

C. J. BRYDGES,
nagmg Dlrector.
2z

Montreal, October 6 1873.
A VOl D Q UAC KS

A victim of early mdiacrahonhcausmz nervom- de- |

bility, prematurs decny aving tried in vain
every ‘advertised remedy, has discoversd 8 sim le
means . of aelf-cure, wlnch he will“send free to
fellow-suﬂ’eran. Addr

B4y J.H REEVES,%Vusnu §t.  New York

P AL

i

at the Ticket Office, Bumvemure .

DR J. COLLIS BROW\TES CIILORODYND

THE ORIGINAL AND ONLY GENUINE,

CHLORODYNE is ndmitted by the Profession to be the most wonderful aml valuable rc- ;

maody ever discovered,

CHLORODYNE is the best remedy known for Cunglw. Consum ption, Bronchlitis, .\st,hmu.
CNLORODYNE offectually checks nnd arrests those too often fatal diseases—Dlptherta,

Fever, troup, Ague,

CHLORODYNE nots like a charm in Dmrrh(\*n, and Is the only specitic in Cholera and

Dysentery,

CHLORODYNE cffectuaily cuts short all attacks of Epilepsy, Hysterls, Palpitation, x\ml

Spasms,

CHLORODYNE is the only palliative in Neuralghy, Rheumatism, Gout, Cancer, Toothache,

Meningitis, &,

From Lorp Fraxcis CoxvNeaax, Mount Charles. Donegal :
* Lord Francis Conyngham, who this time Vast year bought some_of Dr.

17th Docembor, 1868,
J. Collis Browne's Chlorodyne

from Mr. Daveuport. and has fuuml it & most weamierful medicine, will be glad to have half-a-dozen bottios

sent at once to the above address.'

' Earl Russeli communicated to the Oollege of Physicians that he received a dispatch
from Her Majesty’s Consul at Manilla, to the effect that Oholera has been raging fearfully,
and that the ONLY remedy of any service was CHLORODYNE,'—See Lancet, 15t December

1864

CAUTION ——BEWARE RF P RACY AND IMITATIONS.
CAUTION ~Vice-Chancellar 8ir W. Pack Waeb stated that Dr. J. Covris Browxs was,undoubtedly,

the Laventer of CHLORODYNE:

that the story of the Defondant, Fresman, was dohbemu-b untrue,

which. he regretted to -n3 had been sworn to.~See Tiuer, 13th July, 1864,

Sold in Bottlezs at Is. 1id.. 25, 9d., = 8d.,
COLLIS BROWNE'S
aunuxm{jmm each battle.

Soue

and 11s. each. None is genuine without the words *DR. J.
L‘HLOROD\ NE’ on the Government Stawp. Overwhelming Medical Testimony

.\\1,);‘ rrnur:: :—~J. T.DAVENPORT, 33 Griat RessKLL STRRRT, Br.oonsaury, LoNpoy,
t

I\TERCOLO\I AL I\ SILWA

1878. fummer Amm«rement,. 1873

On_and after MON DA\' . 26th inst.. a Passengqr
and Mail Train willleave Halifax daily, at 7:30 a1,
aud be due in St. John at 8:30 p.m. A Passengor

¢ and Mail Train will also leave St. John daily, M $:00

a.m., aud be due in Halifax at $:50 p.m.

Trosne reiél connect
At Painsee with trains to and from Shedizc nyd

intermediate stations.

At Truro with trains to and from Piet u and mler~
mediate stations.
Windsor Junetion with the trains of the Windsor
and &nnapolu Railway.
Se.
North Awerican Railway for Banzor,
Junetion, Mortreal, Quebee, Portland, Boston.

At

also with the International Steamers to and from i
i

Eastport, Portland. and Rm(ou
LEWIs CARVELL,
X Oeneral Nugerivtendent
Railway Offves,

\ll).\'C'm.\'. N.B., May 1873, sc 72448

*" HEALTH THR CBOW\IRG BLEBSING OP LI¥RK”

WINGATE’S
Standard English Remedies.

These valuable Remedies which have stood the test of
trial, and become a hausehold necessity, are the best that
experience aml careful research can prodwce for the cure
of “the various diseases for which they are especially de-
gére:' They are dpure in" quality, ‘prompt i zcuon,

ctual in use, “and employed wi grutw
most entinent Ph)ucxans and Surgeons in Hospn?
private practice in all parts of the world.
The FoLLOWING COMPRISE THE LIST @

Wingate's Cathartic Pillse—For all derange-
ments of the Svomach, Liver and Bowels,

Wingate’s Nervo=Tonic Pillse—Used with
remarkatie success in all Nervous Affections,

Wingate’s Chalybeate Plilse—Designed esps-
cially for Female use in complaints pecubiar toxn!hcxr seft

Wingate's Dyspepsia Tabletse—A powuful
aid ta digestion, and cure for Dyspepsia.

1Wingatels Pulmonic Trochese—An excellent
Retaedy tor all Lrivation of the Throat and Lungs.

Wingate’s Worm Lozen.gea-—-A safe, pleasant
and esfectual Remedy far Wo!

The ahove Remedies are wld by all Dru
and Pealers-ia Medicines, Dmcrﬂ;uve CIrggi
furnizhed on application, and xingle plck.ugu
sent, post pald, on recelpt of price.

Dr. X. A. SMITH & Co.,
BOLE AGENTS FOR GANADA AND THE UNITED B'rATII
No. 345 ST. JAMES ST., MonTREAL, °

7-14 n

Dr. BE"‘SEY

PHYSICIAN AND Sunozow.
8 LFA\'LR HALL SQUARE, MONTREAL.
TLsz1.

Grand Trunk Rallway

ON AND AFTER MONDAY NE’{T iath

instant, an Accommodation Train for MUN-
TREAL and Intermediate Stations will leave

RICII\IOND at5.30 A.ll., a.rtinng at MONTREAL ‘

2t9.70 A, :
Roturuint. will lnvo MONTREAL ath. 15 P
umvinc at Richmond nt9 P.M.

C. J. Brydges
rny Ty g,

John with the Conse! idated European and !
Danville !

- MANAGIXG DirkoToR. -

{
i

|

t

D Lelgimn..

MARAVIILT, (*(3(“0‘\
TAYLOR RRUI‘HE {S (the largest
Manuiactnrers of Cocornin E urnpo),
havipg the EXCLUSIVE bupr of this
UNRLIVALLED COCOA. invite Compar-
tzson with any other Cocoa for Punl) ‘ine
Aroma-—Sanative. Nutritive and Suetaining
Power —Easiness ot Digartion—nnd especially,
HIGH DELICIOUR FLAVOUR. One trial will
extabliah it ns a favourite Beverage for bresk-
fast. luncheon, and a Soothing Refreshment after
a late evening.
N.B. Caution. = MARAVILLA "
Trade Mark. :

it a registered

I\/L\RAVILL -\ bC( )(J?A .

he Globs says
BR(\THER‘\’ \lARA\'ILLA
COCOA haz achieved a thorough
success, and supersedes overy other
Coeoa in the market. Entire solubil-
ity, a dchmto aroma, And a rare .con-
centratjon of the purest elements of no-
trition, distinguish the Maragllia Cocon
above ull others. For Invalids and Dyvpep-
tics we could nutre-wmmend amore agreeable
or valuable bevernge.”
For further fuvouraple opinions vide Stundard,
Moraing P usl Rnlun ”ﬂ(lrm’ qu-n«u e, - .\e

HOMEOPATHIC COCOA.

his original proparation has at-

tmned awarld-wide rclmu\uun anil

is manufactured by TAYLOR BRO-.

THERS, unier the ablest HOMWQ-
PATHIC advice, sided by the ekill and
experience of the inventors, and will be
found to combine in an eminent degree tho
pnnzy,"ﬂne arama, and uutritious proparte of

SO‘ UBLE CIIO(,OL ATE.
Made in One Minute Without Builing.

THE ABOVE ARTICLES are ;}re)mred
oxclusivey by TAYLOR BRUTHERS, the
largest manatactnrers in Burope. and xild

in tin-ipad packets oulf b) Storekeespers and
others all over the warlid, Steam Mu\s.Brmk

T.aane, London.  Export Chicory Mills, Brures.
8-14 1y

.ﬂ {J.’.'ﬁ 'xer‘i'x 2

SAYE YOUR EYESI
¥ Restore your Sigut!
THREOW AWAY your SPRUTACLES,
Ry reading our Hlus-
Ganted - PHYSIOLOGY
AND ANATOMY uf i i
EYESIGUT. Teni 3 8
howto Restore Impanir G g
ed Vision nnd Qverworken dunt huovy
Stoenre Weank, Wateey, Inftamed, nand
Neny-Sightrd Hyes, nand all other Dis=
cases af (e J vy,

WASTE NO MORE MONEY EY ADJUSTING
HUGE GLASTES 68 YVOUR NGSE AN TS .
FUTRING VOGER FACE Prmphletof 100

CpRges \la-ih d Eree. Send your address
1o us s lso.

Agenta Wanted,

Gents or Ladies,  $3 to 10 x day guaran? r-ML
Full particula « - at Free. Weike inunedialely,

~to ™ DR.J. BALL & C0., . 0. Box 87
. No. 91 Liberty 8t., New York City, §. v, ¢

$.22 lan-0s—347

| Reduction in Freight Rates.

HE GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY WILL
‘continue to send out, daily, THROUGH CARS
for CHICAGO, MILWAUKEE, ST. PAUL, and
other Westarn pomw, at rcduead rates rrom the

.1 winter tariff.

" 8Shippers can get full mfonnution hy npplymg to

Mr. Bimss, Agent G..T. R., Chaboillez Square,or |

at the Oﬂ‘xco of the Qeneral Froight Ageont.
c. J. BRYDGRSI,)
N .
P. 8. STEVENSON,; AragiRg Disroroa

General Freiéht Agent.. "11-21 [

Grimsby Fruit Canning Com’ y.,j
CRIMSBY, ONT.

The only Cnnndiun Puckou of llormntionll 3 Sotlod
Fruits and -Vegotablea in the Domlmon.’_' Their
goods are tho hest value offered - to consumers, heing
uniform. .- Ask your Grogers for thom. -Ifthoy have
not got them in stook, ask them to got them.
lists to the trade only, on am'"?*““'ménnns

'9-3-121-695 ~Mauagor.

Prioo,

- tratod ontuln 108 conmin
liet? :fvrngo(‘ull inl’on‘xr:lntion mg brico

‘How to Choosde a Good Watch

Sent frea. Address 8. < KLEISER,
-N'z108 «+ 0. Box loz'z, Toronw

——

WILSON'S

ADJUSTABLE CHAIR,

THE NOVELTY OF THE ACE!

Ar ingenious piece vf mechanismn, which can bear.
vange

THIRTY POSITIONS.
AND CUNVERTED INTO AN

Inealid. Parlour, Library. Reading, Wy ump, Reelin.
gy Sweoking, Stedent’s, Physicion’s, and
Dentist's £hasr, or a Lommr Bed and
Chitid s OCrib and Seing.

Cireulars with axphnau)r) diagrams gent froe on
application. Ordore mail, or otherwise, receive
prompt attcutmn. and éhmn carcfully and secursly
packed, shipped to any address on receipt of price,
or forwarded by express, payable on delivery.

Address,

THE WILSON MANUFAOTURING CO.,
Bole Manufacturers,

245 St. James St., Moutreal.
037-14 22

P. Q. Drawer 222,

WOMAN'S FAVOURITE.

TTIHE ROSS STEAM WASHER, STAIN-
Rewover, and Bleacker, an invention that hay

no rival. No rubbing, no pennding or umn'xrz clother.

Steams deea the waork. There i nolh\ny: ke it in

use. The finest fabrics sre washod in s superior

mannar, vwithcut davger of spoiling or tearing. [tis

truly a labour and clothes suvinx machine. 1t does

its own work. Every family should have one.

! T. SAUCIER. Manufacturer,

i 9~-6-l2f-..;‘:8 119 St. Aatrine Seroat, Montreal,

¥Nwhi Watchman's Detecter.
P: U(‘nted 1870.

The above iz & gimple

but nseful invention. It
i & bighly recommended
b'f.: to Banks,

: Mnnuficturers,

Warehousas
Shig-
owners, and avery insti-
tution whore the faith-
fulness of tho ** Watch-
man’ is to be depended
upon.

REPRRENOES ¢
A. Q. Nisn, Harbour Engineor,
C. T, Inum, Manager Exproas Office.
TroMAS MugarN, Merchant.
Mosars. Sonwos Bros, N do.
For further pnrticnlam nﬂgg

Importen of “ nuhoa and Jewello
68 bt Jamos Streot
. Montreal.

August .5. ] -~9 fan

J OSDPH G.[LLOTT’S
STEEL PENS.

Sold by all Deulgm throughout the World.

' 8-28 1an—684

per day. Agonts wantod: All classes
$5 10 $20 of working peoplo, of oither seX,
young or old; make more money - at. work for us m
their spare moments, or all the time, than at nn
thing olso. Particulars {ree. Addross G. STIN
£C0., ] 1 Portlsnd, Maino. -2

Prin d- and ubllahod by’ the Dnuuu-rs
Lx-rugoa nAnl‘l”C?AND l'um.{amxo CONMPANT,

1, Place' d*Armes_ILill, and 310, §t. Antoine streot,
Montrenl. _




