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THE PROGRESS OF CANADA.
Encouraged by the reception of a paper of his
on Canada, recently published in the Hestmin.
der Review, Mr, J. G

second desoriptive of the progr

Jourinot has put forth a
ss of our coun-
try, which appears in tl March number of
Black {. The author is well

and literary abilities.

eqmipred for the

task, both by his off
He is Clerk of tl w of
Henorary Seeretary of the Hoyal Society of

imons and

The present paper is exhanstive, but
for only a very brief

Canada
we have time and space
summary. After dweliing opon the minersl,
timber and agricultural resources of the Domin.
ien, the author very properly draws attention to
the progress which we have made, within the
past five vears, in the industrial arts. From a
careful apalysis of statistics, he shows that the
appusl value of our exports and imports is two
hundred and twentv.five million dollars, or
twenty millious more than the aggregate tra I
of Brazil, or of Norway and Sweden ; one-thind
that of the Empire of Austria, and greater than
that of Spain. The revenue, mostly derived
from Customs receipts, estimated at thirty.five
million dollars, or three times greater then the
Lreater

revenue of Denmark, filtern per cent
than the revenue of Portugal, and equal to the
revenue of Sweden and Norway., The public
debt, though large, is represented hy public
works n‘us-.lu:»'ly necessary to the devel pment
of the internal resources of the Dominion. Mr
Bourinot goes into the details of our railway
system and Lis information coucerning the Cang
dian Pacific will prove very valuable to British
readers. As we read his sccount we are oure
selves lost in admiration of a gigantic enterprise,
which we have almost lost sight of, although it
is going on st our very doors. As was fitting,
the writer supplements his article by a review
of our various legislative and sdministrative
eystems. What he says of our social condition
and of our literature is likewise iutcresting
We have read with pleasure that ses eral of the
principal English organs of public epinion have
poticed and summarized Mr. Bourinot's paper,
thereby diffusing useful knowledge about | anada,
We cannot do otherwise than gain by being
known in the Mother Country to which we na.
turally look for the emigration that will fill up
otir vacsnt spaces, und assist in the development
of those sources of wealth which have too long
Iain dormant.

MRS, LANGTRY.

Monteal is to be honored this week with a
visit from Mrs, Langtry, who will appoar at the
Academy of Music, on Friday and Satuirday

evenings sud Seturday afternoon.  This lady,

singularly gifted with physical charms and »
high talent for light drama, will receive o warm

‘nvwr slow in appreciating beauty and merit,

Mrs. Langtry deserves the highest praise for the
industry with which she has risen to her present

position.  We need not say more in meommon-

dation of her, because her success is also assured

in Mentreal,

| THE WEEK.

Avrek the manifest of Prince Napoleon,
there comes a proclamation throughout France
demanding the overthrow of the Republie and
the installation of o Regeney under the Duke
d’Aumale.  Orleanism is stronger than Hona-

partism,

Matr. Arpant made her visit to Moutreal

memorable by her charities. The poor hittle

Chambly girl, who went forth, twenty odd years

i ago, with no other wealth than her talent,

comes back in prosperity to her uative land and

| her first thought is to alleviate the sutferings ol
l the de titute

N Tie event of the week was the visit of Mme
| Albani to Montreal. The enthusiasm from the
| first was intense and remained such unto the
‘ end, A delegation went out to meet her at St
| Johns on Monday, and on her entering Mont
real she was oscorted to her hotel hy a torch.
consisting of our prineipal
snow-shoe ¢lubs,  On Wednesdsy there was an
official reception at the City Hall where appro-

light procession,

priate addresses were made

Tue pifted artist Albani give three concerts,
every one of which was attended by wvast au-
the

| diences. The result of her singing was u tl

highest degree satisfactory. She is not only a
| good singer, but & great one. She ranks equa
| to Nilsson and second only to Patti, The range
? of her voice s very great and the quality unex
! Her method is simply perfection

It is extraordinary what e ffects cun be pr

evptionable

! hy study and training
| o
‘ Tur return of Mr. Chapleau to the country
will be weleomed as well by his political adver-
saries as by his personal friends.  That he has
«o far recovered his health as to be able
sume his offivial duties is a further cause of con
gratulation. We may not have approved of the
whole of Mr. Chaplean’s public course, but we
have always admired his brilliant taleuts and
iis desire to promote the interests of his native

Provinee

Tir Quebee Legislature adjourned ou Friday,
after sitting considerably over two months. Wo
has  no inclination to pessimism, bat must
| express the opinion that this last session was

the most unsatisfactory ever held since Confod.
The Province is in & critical candition

emation,
: aud something must be done for it, else by the

| time the next session comes on, we shall
| ourselves face to face with baukruptey. Our
horrowing capacity is well-nigh exhuusted

the Ministry is a direct loss to the Government
as well as to the country,
understand this withdrawal. [If the hesdth of
the gallant Knight requires a change, there is
no more to be said, but otherwise we should
much rather have him in Ottaws than in Lon
doun. No doubt he can and will exercise his
great energy towanl promoting emigration to
Canads, but others conld do that as well, while
few can replace him in his present charge,

Mu. Jous Lowk, the ableand eflicient Secre.
tary of the Department of Agricalture, tus heen
directed by the Committes on Inmigration wnd
Colonization to prepare u list of gquestions to be
submitted to farmwers relative to the number of
farms now for sale in the older Provinees. The
ohject is to lesrn the volume of strctly Cina-
disn emigration from these Provinees to the
North-West and the United States.  This is a
wensible step which will set at rest the much

vexed question of the atmount of Fiench vmi-

gration from the Provivee of Queber jnto New

welcome from the public of this city who are

Fugland,

ALTOGETHER irrespective of party, every

Canadian has reason to rejoice over the situation
of the conntry as depicted by Leonard Tilley in
his Budget speech, Notwithstanding the heavy
reduction of many duties, and the necessary in. |
crease of expenditure, there is still a large sur-
plus for the past fiscal year, and the ontlook is
correspondingly bright, Sir Leonard does not
share the fears of some about an approaching
depression, as foreshadowed by the number of
failures which have oecurred this winter. He |
pelieves the country is sound and so do we.
These partial failures only weed the garden and 3
clear the atmosphere

Tie backwardness of the spring is a surprise
to everybody and a serious souree of inconven.
jence, It was generally thought that a severe
winter was shorter than a mild one, but this
year hins cortainly been an exception, and it is
long sinece Easter occurred in mid winter, as it
There are two grains of com-
fort, however,—first that the gradual thaw may
prevent floods, and secondly, that the great
quantity of snow may preparo the soil for a good
I'he Tusean proverh may come true
fame. Sotto meve, pane, and we

did this season.

harvest
Softo "acqwa,

trust the prophets may fit their theories thereto

MR GLADSTONE'S SCHOOL DAYS.

Willian: Ewart Gladstone entered Eton in
Soptember, 1821,  His two elder brothers,
Ihomas and Hobertson, hnd already been some
time st the school, and Thomas was in the fifth
form. William was soon to be his fag. When
the London coneh lind set down the throe
brothers at the door of thed hiristopher Inn, they
had not far to go to reach their boarding-house,
which was just over the way. It was Kept by a
dame, Mrs. Shurey, and, by reason of its vicinity
to the famous tnn, was looked upon by the bovs
as mast eligibly sitzated. It was, however, the
worst of all houses for stuldy © and it doubles the
merits of Gladstone's achievements at Eton that
he should lhave been able to work in su ha
place. To the ** Uhinst !Nnvr " eamie many times
« duy coaches and post-chuises trom all points of
the compuss ; on Fridavs, which were market.
lavs in Eton, the farmers held their ordinary
| and squires, drovers, pedlers, recruiting-
wenches who

there ;
sergeants, and oceasional village
came in to be hired as servants, clustered ander
the porch.  From their barr 1 windows the bovs
it Shurey's, who were 1diy d sposed, wonld often
watch diversing sights, and net anfrequently
their slumbers would be disturbed at nights by
the untuneful choruses sung in the coffesroom
after hunt dinners,

It bad apparently been fated that the sound-
noss of Gladstone’s moral nature should be tried
at the very outset of his school life by the peril.
ous characterof his surroundiogs. But he pussed

Tue retirement of Sie Charles Tupper from |

We do not sxanily | ately fond of theatres

quite nnseathed through temptations, and so did
(eorge Selwyn, the future future bishop of New
Joealand, who boarded at the same hoose, and
who becamne early one of his best friends. Thes
two and their brothers—for the two Selwyns and
and the three Gladstones all deserve the sanie
praise —remainsd uncont sminated amid cerrup.
tions which are known to have had a urn-.u-[.\-
damaging effect upon some other boys losa finely
In Mr. Gladstone's own words, the
e

constituted
bovs of lits honse became for the most part
very distinguished set

(+ladstone was '.} weed in the middle remove of
the fourth form.  That was not & had placing for

A h‘.'. who was luru‘:_\' twelve vears old, as in

those days when boys went to Fton much
younger thon they do now, fow new colers es-
caped a probationary stage in the lower school
His tutor was the Rev, Henry Hartonp Kuapp,
an excellent scliolar, and & pleasant, very
pleasant fellow, but a curious cleric, and as &
tutor by no mears exemplary.  He and another
master, the Rev, Benjamin Drury, wers passion
and Mr. Maxwell Lyte,
in his interesting ** History of Eton,"” mentions
into what queer freaks their love of the drama
often led them. They ware in the habit of going
up to London whenever any performance ol
specinl attraction was to tuke place They would
leave Eton on Saturday afternoon and retiurn on
Monday morning in time (or not in time) for
early school, looking over exercisosas they drove
along in their eurricle.  Sometitmes they wonld
each take o favored pny»il to see the play, and
to sup and sleep at ** Hummuws ™ or the ** Bed.
ford ™ in Covent Garden.

(Hadstone and his friends, by leading blume-
leas lives, and striving to learn more than their

|
mastors tuught thew, truly gave more to Eton

in the munuer of example than they took from

|
In 1522 the Rev, John Wilder, now Senior Fol

low, became ono of the assistant masters; and
wo years later the Rov, James Chapman, after
wards Bishop of Colombo, was added to the
number,  These two gentlemen, moro earnest
than most of their colleagues, sought to intro-
dunee a Greek Testament lesson once o woek, and
they succeeded after a time ; but not without
wneh ditfieulty, s the othor muasters disliked
the innovation, snd Dr, Keate hoped little good
from it
The manner in which Sundays were spent in
those days would have gone far to defend Eton
against any charge of being a sectarian sehool ;
it might even have raised o question as to
whether, althongh all its masters were olergy-
men, it could rightly be called an ocolesiastical
foundation. The boys nsed to lie in bed ull
nearly ten, #s Sunday * private business "
(which consists now of a Seriptural lessou) was
not yet thought of. At hiall-past ten they ate
tended u service in chapel, apd 1t was a conmmon
| complaint among the parishioners of Eton, many
of whot had sittings in the chetr, that the boys
in the higher forms used not to enter ohispal
until the last stroke of the bell, when they
wonld vush in all together, helter skelter, shav-
ing one wnother, laughing, and making as mueh
noise as possible,  The noblewen, or “* nobs,"
and the sixth form, oceupied stalls, and 1t was
customary that every occupant of a stall, should,
on taking his seat for the first time, distribute
amongst his neighbors packets of wlmouds aud
rusins, which were eaten during the service
totween 2 and 8 pam, all the lorms below the
sixth (but vot the Lower Sehool) had to muster
in the upper school-room, where Dr. Keate gave
ot the subiects for the week's Latin theme, and
then gabblel out some pages from the ™ Max-
ims ' of Epictetus, or & few extracts lrom
Rlait's **Sermons.”  During this performance
some of the boys, haviug bronght peus and ink
with them, would Insh off their themes, while
the others kept up a continuous uproas K eate,
quacking like an angry duc K. to tise Alexander
Ringlake's description of his voiee, wonld now
and again demand stlence, but 1t was thie custom
of the boyvs to be deliberately obstrepurous at
LS Sunday ciuss, which they called ** Prose ™
Keate called it ** Pravers” ), and the headmaster

so far tolerated the scandal that hie oniy made o

show of trying to suppress it by oce
pieking out som {the worst among the rioters
and floggiug them.  Being indiseriminating in
his punishments, as despots gener ally are, he
1o flog Gladstone becauss the lat

Olee wanltedq
tet's hat was knocked ont hanud by a Loy
nodging his elbow, ™ Plaving ricket with
vour hat, ¢h ™ he soreatned from s desk It
was with some tronl he wecnsed demonstratad
that there had been no offence, but only an ac
cilent
however, was 1nvelerats
l-'uutwn‘_\' for this,” he gua ked
the hoy who gave you the nudge ol
(g one oceasion Liladstaone, being P stor
| of his form, had omitted to mark down a tnon
| who had come late into sch A birch was o
| onee called for, aud Keate magniloquently up-
{ braided as a breach of trust that which seoms 1
| have been only a lapse of memory. **I1 you
please, sir,” argued the future statestuan, then
fourtesn years old, **my propostorship would
have been an otfice of trust if | had sought it of
£ oy "
hove answered that the otfices of

'urhlrln.

heat's distrust of
S Well, 1 must Hog
*“Find me

schowlboy honor,

|
i

| my own accord, OSul ot was Jor

Keate mig
[ sherttf and )
l who nevertheless are required to discharge them
‘ with diligence ; but he was a very sophist, al-

irvinan are foreed upon the

| ways more opposed to wdmire the tugenuity of »
tortuons »xouse than te ‘-Ilf {aith 10 a candid ex-
[ planation, Mr Cilndatone admits now that his
defence was more culpable than the fault ; but if
lie had not snecesded in puzziing the small wits
of hiis maater, that peevish pedagogue would have
| Hogged him.
| Arthar Hallam had gone to Fton in the same
| year as Gladstone, snd they were both in the
| same form, Gin Istone being severnl r!:u""l‘-n\‘--
| his friend . Dr. Keate used once s week to take
the ** remove’ tor o lesson of Horace, and the
fourth form for u lesson of Cusar ; and he soon
singled out Gladatons, Hallam, and J. Colvile as
good boys to ** eall np,” becaus they seemed to
take some interest (u their lessons
' Gindstone and Huallam only remained lower
| boyw fur about eightecu months,  During most
of that time Gladstone fageed for his brother
| Thomns, sud he was lucky in having s brother
who did not deive about bn gigs, a8 1t was & com-
mon oustom for fast upper boya to do. The fags
of these fast ones would be sent to the livery
stubles to order traps, and so vetimes their fTAs-
ters would take them out to act as “tigers "' dur-
| ing drives to Salt Hill or to Marsh's lon at
’ .“.ol-ln-nhv':'ul, a favorite place of resort, a8 there
was a cockpit there.  On oue of these ontings
{in w cwrriole a horse boited, and the driver
I brotalised |oy terror, ordered his fag to Jjaiup 01;
}l-. the horse’s back and saw at his bit. The
loolhardy feat was necormplished, and the horse
stopped, but the small boys arms were almost

it. Besides the Selwyns and Arthor Hallom, | puiled out of their sockets, and oue of them got

Gladstone's principal frends wors J. Milnes |
Gaskell, Franeis H. Doyle, John Hlanmer (atter
wards Lord Hanwer), Froderick Rogers (Lord |
Blanchitord), J. W. Colville (Right Hon. Sir
afterwards Chief Justice st Calenutta, ete.), W f
F. Jelf (Rev.),J H. Law, ' A, Pickering, W. W,
Farr, aud Charles Wilder.

It is mure than strange to hear that the future
Chaneellor of the Exchequer the greatest linan-
clor of a fluancing age) was tanght no mathe- |
matics at Kton, and hardly any arithmetie
Gladstone received no religions teaching either.

badly dislocated.  This boy boarded ut Shurey's,
and it tell to Gladstone's lot to embrocate his
shonlde: with vinegar, until it was seen that the
tnjury could not be repaired without help from

doctor.

Gladstone himawel! never had such grievous
fngging adventures as this

Tonehing Tags, it mny e montioned  that,
when 1t gume o Gludstone's own tarn to he o
fag-master, one amonig the servitors he had was
George Maollish, son of the Dean of Hereford
Mostor and fag lost sight of each other after
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both had left school ; but years alterwards it
beeame Mr. Gladstone's duty, as Prime Minister,
toufler a Lord Justiceship to George Melligh,
““1 wrote to him as * Dear sir,” " says Mr. Glad.
stone, “* having no iden that I was addressing
anold fug of mine ; but  few days later, as we
were golng down to Windsor, we met on the
platform at Faddington, and he reminded me of
the relution in which he had formerly stood to.
wards mo,  All recolleotion of him had unae.
countably slipped from my memory, until he
thus unexpectedly reintroduced himself.*

Another of Mr. Gladstone's fags was John
Smith Manetield, now a police magistrate at
Marlborongh Street Court.  Mr. Mansfiold AUy
of him © ** He was not exacting, and | had an
casy time of it | cannot remember doing any-
thing more than layivg out his breakfast s
tea table, uud ocensinnally doing anerrand.  As
Glwlstone was about five years wy senior, there
wits an immenss  distance between us, | recall
Lim as a good-looking, rather delicate youth,
with a pale face, and brown, curling hair —al-
ways tidy and well- dressed —not given much to
athletic exereises, but occasionally senlling,
plaving cricket, and hockey. "

It usoid to bo customary for s boy on promotion
10 the fifth forin to give an entortainiment in his
room ; and afterwards to rocite a satiricsl ode,
rwiugmmnenl. on all the other fullows in his
woarding-house.  These productions wers often
very coarse, for it was an understood thing that
the anthors of them were never to be molested
by those whom they abused. Gladstons in Ais
fi'th form poem o chewed all personulities, but
conveyed his opinion with grest vigor on some
of the abuses rife in the school, and in particular
on cruelties that used to be practised towanls
igs at the Fton fair that wus held every Ash

Vednesday, A barbarous usoge had srisen for
boys to bustle the drovers aud then ent off the
toils of the pigs. Gladstone gave great offence
by remarking that the boys who were foremost
in this kind of butchery were the first 10 quake
at the consequences of detection, and he dared
them ws they were proad of their wark, to sport
the trophies in their hats. Onthe following Ash
Wednesday he found three newly-amputated pig-
hung in a bunch ou his door, witha paper bear-
ing this inseription

' Quisquis amat poreos, porelf smabitar illis
Cauda sit exemplum ter repetits tibi

Gladstone wrote underneath u chullenge to
the despoilers of the pigs to come forthk and take
& receipt for theiroffering which he would mark
—** In good round hand apon your faces ;* but
the statesman, who, in bis seventy-fourth year,
fells trees for amusement, was already, as a boy,
atough foe to deul with, und his invitation met
with uo response. it would be pleasant if one
could add that after this the pigs had & better
time of it | but their miseries only censed when
the Ash Wednesday fair was abolished under
Dr. Hawtrey

A few weeks after Byron's death, Mr, Can-
ning came down to FKaton for the 4th of June,
and found time to have nearly an hour's chat
with the son of his principal supporter in the
famous Liverpool election of 1812 Canning's
career exercised the greatest fascination over
young Gladstone's mind, and on that privil.
eged day when he took the Foreigu Seeretary to
see his room, and then walked about college
listeniug to his advice and to his remarks about
some of the important topics of the day, the
fascination became complete and lasting, It
was donbtless from « happy recollection of his
own precocity that Canning did not speak to
his voung adwirer as a boy about childish
things ; he must have seen the sparkle of hero
worship in Gladstone's eves, and he luid himself
out to produce a desp impression by emitting
on all subjeets those gonerous sentiments which
leave their mark on & boy’s understanding,

Just before Gladstone entered Fion, in 1521,
the Eronion, edited by Winthrop Muckworth
Pracd, bad run its short, brilliant carreer : and
Gladstone, though a lower bay, got scquuinted
with soms of the contributors to that periodical,
who used to come and breakfast with Llnlnxullwl
Thomas.  Among them were Richurd Durmford
(whom ** Gladstone minor” alterward appointed
Bishop of Chichester), Walter Trower (who
became Bishop of Gibraltar), Chauneey Hare.
Townshend, and Edmund Beales (who acquired
glory of a eertain sort during the Hyde Park
riots of 1868.) These scho I worthies hindd
wequired w renl renown through their writings ;
and us Gladstone tose to the higher torms, the
purpose of fonnding & magezine naturslly sug
gested itael! to him as one of the only methods
that 'y open to him for achieving scliolastic
distivi tion. anndny- the talents of school
boys fiud plentyof scope in competitions for prizes
el w"in\.ul‘ha'm, and, as u conseuence, the
vartous Eton periodicals started during the last
thirty vears have boen very poor.  Their stails
have been rooruited from among boys not suc-
s tul in sehool work—youthful Ceoen L es,
triflers, Alosds, and suel like. Bt in Glad.
stoue's days there woett no prizes for scholar-
stips, amd very few examiuations, Wheny o
Loy had ouce got into the 61 b, he abtained bis
removes to the middle or upper division with-
out 1 s, and eventually ascended to the sixth
by sentoity <there being only ten eollegers and
tew oppidans in that bead form. Gladstone was
rentoup” several tinees for i veor os, bt this
was the vuly honor to which he and boys of his
desortption conld aspire.  Thus the very best
muterinl i the sehool was alwiys available for
idependent literary work.

It s to be noted, however, that if there was
always plenty of talent at Fron, able oditors

were a8 searce there as elsewhore., The ouly
three schaol periodieals which stand out as ex-
coptionally good —the Microcowm, the Etonian,
wd the Miscellany —wern edited by boys who
possessed great firmuess of charncter as well as
genius and Judgment. Canning, Mackworth
Pracd and Gladstone all knew how to recruit a
stafl, keep it np to the best standard of work,
and prevent its members frem falling out, If
he bad not become w statesman, he might have
done wonders in conducting u London duly
NeWs paper,

Gladstone was always merry enough ; but he
was not one of those hoys who ean be called
“merry fellows,”  Whilst he edited his maga-
zine, o used to stupefy his fags by his prodi-
gious capacity for unvi. His table and open
burean wonld be littored with “eopy und
proofs ; he sutferad, like other editors, from the
plague of MSS., avd had to rewd fuires of
proffered contributions that were utiacceptable ;
and yet he always found time to do his school-
wotk well,  Dr. Keate, carper as he wis, could
find no fuult with him; snc even ended by
tuking him into special favor, as undoubtedly
one of the best and most undustrions scholars in
tho school.  Probably no other boy aver got so
much praise from Dr. Keate as Gladstone did,
when the headmaster said to him :—* You be-
long to the Literati (Pop.), and of conrse you sy
there all that's on your mind, [ wish 1 cous
hear you without your being aware of my pre-
sence ; | am sure I should hear & speech that
would give me pleasure "

The Eton Miscedlany continued to appear
until its editor left Eton at Christmas, 1547
He had theu been o whole veur in the sixth
form ; but he had not become  Captain of Oppi-
dans, for one boy who wus his sonior temuined
ot the school much lenger thun usual ; and, as
alrendy explained, places in the sixth were only
to be conquered by time, not by merit.  Glad.
stone was, howevor, President of the Debating
Society and the acknowledged head of Eton in
lterary attaiuments and oratory, o helped to
revive the prestige of ** Pop.,” which was on
the wane when he entered it, though le never
suw it in stich a Hourishiog condition as it has
been in thesedatter times, when there are al
ways candidates to fill every vacaucy. In
Gladstone s days the society often found it difhi.
cult to recruit suitable members. Mr. Mans
held says of this society “Poorly educated as
Etonians were by Dr. Keats, they did a great
deal in educating each other. The Debating
Soctety drew their attention to history und poli
ties ; and ull the printed speeches of statesmen
in the last century, and the beginning of the
present, were known to the young debaters. " —
Temple Bo

THE ITALIAN WARSHIP LEPAN T0.

The ceremony of lannoking this most power-
ful ship of the Italian Navy bas been appointed
to take pluce at Leghorn o morrow (Sunday),
i the presence of the King und Queen of ltaly
We are indebted to Mr. A Pe y Inglis, the
Acting British Consul at that port, for a sketeh
of the euormous vessel lying ready to be lannched
in the butlders’ yard, that of Messrs. Orlando
Brothers, In the construction of *he Zuilio
and the Dandoio, which were double-serew
turret-ships of the Mouitor type, each « ATVIngG
tour 100 ton guns of Sir William Armstrong’s
manlacture, mounted in two turrets, the [talisn
Navy considerably surpassed any thing vet sup
plied to the Royal Navy of Great Brivwn,  Buat
the Jtadia and the Lepaato, apparently, are very
much more formidabile ; their dimensions being
us follows . —Length, 122 metres (or 403 fr.);
groatest breadth, not reckoning the armour, 22
tietres 28 centimetres ; height wt the middle
section, 15 molres 20 centimotres ;. medium
depth of tmmersion, 8 metres 45 coptim irvs
tonnage, about 15,000, The Lepanto will have
tour 100-ton guus in o central srmoured re.
doubt, and eighteen 44 tou guns in the baitery
There are two screws, each moved by two en.
gines und three eylinders on the Penn system |
twenty-six botlers, and six funnels.  The indi
cated horse-power s 13,000 ; the expected spoed
18 seventoen miles.  There are only two masts,
which serve for signalling.  Sude urmour being
.l“"gl'lhrt abolished, the system of delenes con-
sists in the oeliular deck of the first battery, the
armour of the mun deok, the ton:easing of the
funnels aud passages for projoctides, and the
attnour ol the redoubt contauing the tour
cannon.  The Zepanto 15 22 woties longer than
the Duilio sud Doawdolo, und will have 4,000
wore toutage, ahout 8,000 extra horse-power,
and & covered buttery ot eaglitevn cannon, whicl
the above nated ships have not The Lepanto
will theretore be weh o powe riul Asmuch
as possible, she will preserve the type of o
trigate, differing here also irom the Z0edols und
Dl She will cost about twenty-tour mil-
lons ol franes. Having beon constructed 1
private dockyand, tior hull will cost the Govern-
et much less than that ol the fadin, which
wis  bult in a Government dockyard,  The
launch might bo attended with some datliculties,
for it will be necessary to stop the ship as soon
ns she Hoats by means of large chinins to provent
lior trom: running against the opposite stde of the
basin, only SUmctres distant. dut the report that
it will be an expensive work to get her out of
the basin when once stloat 15 exaggerated, it
being only necessury temporanily to renwve the
toatiug bridge of the dock. At the mowent of
lsunehing the hull will weigh about 000 tons.
The Lepanto was commeneed 10 September,
1577, and about 500 workmen have boen con
stantly conploved in her construction
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E.STONE WIGGINS, LL.D.

Professor E. Stone Wigging, whose weather
predictions have given him such wide celebirity,
was born in the County of Queens, Provinee of
New Brunswick, Canada, Decomber 4th, 1835,
He was educated in United States and Canadisn
universities, having taken his degres of Doector
of Mudicine in Philadelphin 1o 1568, and his
Bachelor of Arts at Albert University, Ountario,
the following year. For two years, from 1863 to
1570, ke distinguished himsell as Principal of
the High School at Ingersoll, when he was also
nppointed by the Ontario Government a mem-
ber of the Board of Examiners for the examin-
ution of teachers for the Provines. n 1571 he
was appointed Superintendent of the new Insti-
tution for the Edueation of the Blind at Brad.
ford, and to fit himself more fully for his special
work and employ skilled teachers, was sent by
his Government to visit various Blind Institu.
tions in the United States. This position he
admirably filled for fuur years., At the general
election to the Canadian House of Commons in
1578, he was chosen as the Conservative candi-
date for his native county, a strong Liberal
constituency, and was defeated, hut was imme.
dintely appointed to a position in the Finanee
Department by Sir Leonard Tilley, the new
Finanee Minister in the Government of Sir
Jubin Macdonald, which then rose to power.

Professor Wiggins is the author of several
works on scientific subjoots ; his “ English
Grammar for Dominion High Schools” being a
superior work.  Two vears ago he was & com-
petitor for the Warner prize, offered for the
hest exsay on comets, and in the struggle took
wecond pluee, though no less than one Tmlu'rwl
and twenty astrovomers competed. He is a
lirect descendant of Captain Thomas Wiggins,
who was sent out in the year 1830 to this conn-
try by Lords Saye aud Brook s Governor of
one of the Massachusetts districts. As is known
to our historians, this family were among the
first to resist the arroganes of the Colonial Go-
vernors) and are eredited with having been
smong the chief actors who prepared the way
for the Revolution of 1776, The late Stephen
Wiggins, Esq., of St John, great unele of Prof
Wiggins, was one of the merchant princes of
Canada, and, haviog won his millions oun the
sen, left a large bequest for the education and
support of the children of sailors lost at sea, In
1543 he invested the sum of forty-five thousand
pouuds in the parechase of New York city bonds,
aud out of the interest of this fund has recently
been erected in St. Johin's one of the finest
charities in America, known as the Wiggins
Male Orphan Institution.

In 1372 Professor Wiggins was married to his
cousin, Miss Susie A. Wiggins, thinl daughter
of Capt. Vincent W. Wiggins, of Queens, New
Branswick, This is the lady to whose zesl and
talent is due the passage through the Canading
Netinte, two vears ago, of the well known Bill to
legalize warriage with a decessed wilu's sister.
Fraring a second defest of the measure, she
bravely eutered the Ssnate, and by her pleasaut
manner and persuasive arguments, converted
her winority into a majority. Her letters signed
“Guuhildae,' und addressed to the Right Rev.
the Lord Bishop of Outario, to whose unwise in.
terposition she atributed the defeat of the Bill
in the first instanece, were read with great inter-
#st both in this country and the United States.
A number of ladies interested in the passage of
this Bill have employed Mr. F. Daunbar, the
Dominion sculptor, to execate a hust of this
lady, which is to be placed in the Dominion Li-
brary at the capital. * Already it is said to be a
striking likeness.

A FETE AT THE PARIS CPERA,

GOUNOIY ASD oo,

On the S1st of March a great fote for the
benetit of the suflerers from the loods in Alssce
and Lorraine will be given at the Opera House,
Paris.  The musical portion of the entertain-
ment was organized by Louis Besson, of the
Erene i oy who addressed timself in the first
place te MMe. Ambrotse Thomas, Gonnod and
Massenet. Thomas, asa native of Metz, as di-
rector of the conservatory and the compo-er of
“ Hamler,” st ones promised his assi«tance, Mas
setiet the same ; with Gonnod, Besson had s
long interview. H- wished 10 P oduce Boito's
e, .“"l.\ihl'l'l-' - ” hod seenred the Services of
Mada Salley, who hd ereate] the piece ot St
Petersburg, and of M. Galhael, who created it
at London, as well as Boito's consent.  But of
vourse, when  ** Meficotele ™ i85 meation d,
** Faust ” isthought of, The two pieces have
nothing in common exvept that they are Yoth
based on Goethe's poeta, still it was feared that
there might be some objection on the jrart of the
tHustrions Frenchiman. Besson ealled and fonnd
Gonnod smoking in & gray coat and o cap on
his head.  *“ For Alsace ™ he replied when the
object of the entertamment was mentionsd.
“Yos, | am with you. | am very busy, | am
growing old, but your proj-ct is ove to which |
must associnte myself.  What do you want me
to do ™' The case was laid before him. ** Shali
| comduet the performunce of *Gallin’ or of an
act of ¢ Romea " Dispose of me.  You have kept
a good ’-luw' for Ambroise Thomas.  He is our
master.”  Then tonching the prano he sang the
waltz before the soene of Ophelio fn the fourtl
act,  ** And Mozart,” he continued, ** vou have
not forgotten him, that divine master " And he
sang the air of the quintette from *Cosi fun

tatte.™ ¢ Aud Rossind ! and Massonet 1* **Now,

master,” begau Besson, * we reach a delicate
point. “There is in the world a Mephist flonting
about abroad o

“Boito ! Certainly ; and here you have an
opPortunity to produce it."

‘1 came to usk your advice,”

“My advice is, give it. Do not hesitate.
Boito sent me the score ; | read it i it interested
me much,  He is an [talinn who has studied the
German  music, and who, while remaining a
thorough Italian, has known how to Appropriate
the tendencies of the new sehool, Twenty-two
years ago, when [ produced * Faust ” at Milan,
Baoito was the leader of the vouth and ZAVE mea
superh féte. He was one of the most snthusiastio
npostles of French music in Italy. The least |
can do is to do for him in France what he did
for me in Italy. My “ Faust** has no ronnec-
tion with his * Mefistofele,” | wrote my score
after Berlioz had written the * Damnation of
Faust."  Why should nota third treat the sub.
jeet afterme? Give *Mefistofele,” [ will an-
swer for its success."”

A MUSICAL BED,

A musical bed is no longer a myth. A
Rajah who desires to remain incognito has just
ordersd a couch worthy of the Arabisu Nights,
The bedstead is made of rosewood, covered with
plates of silver, embossed or engraved, The
style of ornamentation is, on the whole Indian ;
but the roses, ears of corn, vines and the like
are modelled in the Furopean fashion. The
mattress is in blew elair damask tichly embroi.
dored.  When one lies down the musie hegins
to play, The Rajah did not select the airs, but
the maker of this piece of furniture chose them
from the repertoire of Gounod, who must be
immensely flattered by learning that he soothes
to sleep such a wealthy and whimsical potentate.
The spring, which sets the music in motion,
likewise acts on four figures. These figures are
painted to the life, and have wigs of diverse
hues—blonde, black, red and chestnut—and
clad only with a bracelet on the right wrist.
They wave over the Rajali’s recumbent form
fans formed from the feathers of the white pea-
cock, or the tails of the sacred Yak. One of the
figures represents a Greek, one a Spaniard, one
uul{taliuu. and one a Parisienne.  May he sleep
well !

DEATH ON THE STAGE

A tragic event is announeed from Sinigaglia,
the death of the tenor Ronconi. The theatre
was crowded, the orchestra hegan to play, the
curtain rose, Ronconi as Faust was seen sitting
in & chair. The public welcomed him with npe
plause, he tried to rise up and return his thanks,
but was unable to do so, and, trembling all over,
sank back. He uttered some phrases which
were quite devoid of seuse.  The orchestra con-
tinued to play, but the tenor remained mute
Many thought that the actor was drunk, and
expressed great indignation. Rouconi sat still,
with his eyes glassy and unmoving; his lips
were in motion ; his mouth opened and shnt :
but nota word or a sound proceeded from it. He
raised his hand painfully to his head.  The pub-
lic continued to hiss. The manager then came
forward and endeavored to explain that the
actor was seized by a sudden panic. Hisses
continued with redoubled foree, and the curtain
fell on a death scene. Ronconi expired at
three o'clock in the worning without having re-
covered conscionsness, This Ronconi was the
son of the celebrated baritone Ronconi, the con-
temporary of Lablanche, Grisi and Alboni

LITERARY.

Tue Earl of Rosslyn has in press a volume of
poetry, prineipally sonnets.

D 0. W. Houstes is to write a lifo of Kmer-
sion furthe series of ** Amoriean Men of Lettors.”

Crantes A, Daxa, editor of the New York
Nien, hins purchased a one hundred and fifty thousand
dollar house

TrHomas G Arrerrox has given five thousand
dollnrs for the endowment of the wotnen’s annes at
Harvard College.

Messus. Buack, of Edinbureh, are issuing o
new ilustrated edition of the Waverley novels, in
twelve yolumes,

Tue admirers of the old religions classic of
the ** Lmitation of Christ,” by Thomas & Kempis, will
woleome the bhook 1 the style of the parclunont
Shakespeare, The publishers annonnes in the same
form the poetns ol l orace nnd l‘u'n-'n |._\ s

Hosorasir Freperick Brouixas, of Woad.
stock, who purehiased the libmry of the late tisonge PP
Marsh for it teen thousand dollars and presented it
to the University of Vermont, hus now given that in
stitution sevents -five thousand dollars tora Librry
buitlding.

P'uovesson Hexeey sad in a recont lecturs
that he hd wo svmpathy with o kind of seet or horde
of seteatitic Goths or Vamdals who think that it wonld
be proper and desienbie to sweep away all other forms
of eltare and iustraetion except those in physioal
sMIIe,

Waosa Cuisa Foo, the editor of the Chinese-
t American, is about 1o begin the transiation into Kog
lish of ** The Fan Yoog ; or, the Roval Slave,” the
most popular of Chinese historiond wovels. The m
mance was written two thousand two hundred yenrs
ago hy Kong Ming.

Laspaanks of English Literoture, by Henry
Jo Nieolly s an adonirable attetpt to stimphity snd
abbireviate the learner's course throagh the immense
accumuplation of English Literars prodoaction.  The
anthor has a clear view of the value of the best, and
e winnows the wheat from the ohatl with an unspar
g hand

|
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Then they lowered the yawi—us the ropes uncoiled,

TERRY WIGAN.

(From the Norwegian of Henrik Ihsen.)

A strange and grizzled man once dwelt
On yonder oatmost isle :
By Iand or sea he never dealt
A human being guile ; it
But at times came an ugly gleaw in his eye,
When the weather wasn't good,
Aund then they thought he was mad thereby,
And then few men would dare go nigh
here Terry Wigan sto

I saw him n{nll‘ a single time —
He lay with his fish by the pier: Y

Though his hair was flecked with a fosmy rime,
Gay was his voice and clear.

With o quip and » l’;‘l‘ the girls he cheored,
With 3:0 village lads nwle fun;

He waved his sou'wester, and off he sheered,

Then up with his stay-sail and home he steered,
Away in the setting sun.

"1 tell you now of Terry's tale.
Whatever | have heand

And if at times “tis dry and stale,

here’struth in every word.

I heard the story from those whose place
Was with him when he died ;

Who watehed by his bed at his decease,

And closed his eyes to the sloep of peace,
High up on yon hillside.

In bis youth, a wild dare-devil Inck,
He gave his folk the slip,
And bore with many a monkey trick
As the youngest lad in the ship,
Then at Amsterdam away he ran,
For his home-love unged him sore,
And returned in the * Union "—Capiain Brann ;
But at home there was none that saw in the man
The little boy of yore.

For he'd grown to be dapper and tall and red,
And was rigged out tight and trim :

But bis father and mother both were dead,
And all that were dear to bim,

He mourned for a day—ay. maybe two,
Then rose from sorrow free

With earth at bhis feet no rest he knew ;

It was better, he said, to have to do
With the broad and boisterous sea.

In & vear from then was Terry wed, =
It came nbout in haste, )
And he rather repented a step, folk said,
That kept him firmly rlu-wl.
So beneath his roof in idle play
The winter slowly sped,
Though the windows shone like the brightest day,
With their curtains smwall and their lower-pots gay,
In the little cottage red.

When {air winds broke the ice-lumps through,
With the brig was Terry gone

When the grey goose in autumn southwards flew,
He met it half-way flown.

Then a gloom like the shade of the coming night
Clouded the sailor’s brow

He eame from the land of the sunshine bright,

Astern lay the world with its life and light,
Aud winter before the bow.

They anchored, and his mates betook
Themselves to their carouse

He gave them just one longing look,
As he stood by his quiet house.

In at the lattice he peeped. Not one,
But two in the room were they

{i¢ wife sat ssill and linen spun,

While in the eradle, full of fun,
A rosy lassie lay.

By that one glance was he inspired
With a resolution deep ;

He toiled and moiled, and was never tired
Of rockiug his child to sleep,

Of a Sunday night, when the dances gay
Were heard from the homesteads there,

He'd sing his merriest songs and play.

While in bis lap littie Anna lay
With her hands in his suburn hair,

Se the weeks went by till the war broke out
In eighteen hundred and nine ;

The troubles still are talked about
That then made the people pine.

Every port was blocked by English erews,
Inland there was famine sore.

The poor had to starve and the rich to lose,

And two strong arms were of little use
With plagae and death at the door,

Terry mourned for a day or two,
Then rose from sorrow {ree :
He thought of a friend that wius old and true,
The brond and boisterous ses.
There's a western rhyme that still gives life
To his deed as thing of note ;.
* When the winds were loud with storm and strife
Terry Wigan rowed for his ehild sad wife,
Uyer seas in an open boat.™

H = smallest skiff was chosen out,
To Skagen he must go -

Mast and sail he did without,
For he thought it safer so,

He knew the boat could bear him far,
Howe'er the sea might chop ;

The Jutinnd-reef was a ticklish bar,

But & worse was the Eoglish man-o'-war
With & wateh on the mizzen-top.

80 he seized the oars and gave his fute
Over to Fortune's care,

And, safe at Fladstrand, did bat wait
To ship his cargo there.

Not much of & freight, Lord knows, he drives.—
Three kegs with onts high piled :

Put he enme from a country where poverty thrives,

And ahoard of bis boat he'd the uvﬁ' o' Ylveo.
And it was for his wife and child.

Three nights and days to the thwarts bound close
Strongly and bravely he rowed ;

Wheno next the morning sun arose,
A misty line it showed.

It wax no cloud that met his view,
But lsnd before him lay ;

The Imennes Saddle, broad and blue,

~tood out, the = and ri throagh,
And then he kuew his way,

Ie was near his bome, and he had just
To benr a short delay :
His heart swolled high in faith aod trust,
e wns near ut tuuy.
“Twas ax if the words had stopped frost-bound ~
He gnzed, and in his teack,
Through the fading fog that upward wound,
He saw a corvette in Hesnaes d
Thnt pitehed ns she iay aback.

The skiff was seen, the signal prased,
That way was bloeked oul L

Bat the west wind veered, Terry staernd
Townrde the west his fight.

d hear the sailors sbout
With B fhet gh the Trame of the boat he toiled
At the cars, till the water foamed and boiled,
And the blood from his nails oozed out.

Gaesling's the name of a sunken shoal
To the cast of Homburg Sound :
There's an ugly sarf and the breakors roll,
And two foot down you're aground.
There are white spurts there and a yellow slough.
Though the ses hasn't even rippled ;
Bat, :l'.ﬁmuch the swell be never so rough.
Tuside it is ealm and smooth e A
For the foree of the current’s erippled.

There Terry Wigan's skiff shot through
Over the foam and sands :
But in his wake behind him flow
The yawland fifteen hands, .
It was then that he cried through the hreakers' roar
To God in his bitter dread : —
* On yonder famine-stricken shore
Sits my starving wife at my oottage door,
And waits with her child for bhread.™

But the fifteen shouted louder then,
was the same as at Lyngor—
The luck isever with Englishmen
When they plunder Norway's shore,
When Terry touched on the sunk reef’s top,
_The yawl too seraped the cliff:
From the stern the officer saug out, ** Stop !
Then he hoaved up an oar and he lot it drop.
And he thrust it through the skiff,

The thruft made a burst of Crame and plank,
The sea rushed in at the chink
In the two foot o' water his cargo sank.
But his spirit didn’t sink.
He fought himselt free from the armed wen,
Their threats deterred him not
He ducked and swam, and be ducked again ;
But the yawl pushed off, and there flashed ont then
Cutlnss and musket-shot.

They fished him np and aboard theeraft,
The sailors gave three choers ;

The commander stood on the poop abaft,
A boy of eighteen years,

Terry's bont was the firet prize ¢'or he made,
So he struts with a proud stiff neek ©

Bat Terry's mind was now dismayed,

The strong man lay and wept and prayed
On his knees on the vessel's -lwl.

He bought with tears and they sold him smiles,
They paid him seorn for prayer :
An east wind rose, and from out the isles
Seawand the victors fare.
"Twas done : not a word had he to say,—
He would bear his sorrow now |
But his eaptors—it was strange, thought they,
How a something stormy passed away
From the vault of his cloudy brow,

In prison for many a year he lay,—
Full five long years, say some ;

His back was bowed, and his hair grown grey,
With dreawming of his home,

He would think iu silence, and never ceasc.
Of & joy his heart waxed big at :

Then 1514 came with peace,

Aud the eaptive Norse on their release
Satled home in o Swedish frigate,

He stood

o the pier by his home anew,
1 nee the war:
man was known to few

I him save
lings { d!
id left,” was the tale they gave,
“ They starved, and got a4 common grave
From the parish in pauper's ground.”

| The years went by, and the pilot dwelt

O yonder oatmost isle

sox he never dealt

being guile

Jut at times came an ugly gleam in his eye,
When storms by the reef were brewed,

Aud then they thought he was mad thereby,
Aud then few men would dare go nigh

Where Terry Wigan stood

The pilots were roused one moonlight nighe,
When the breeze was landwand borne ;

An English yacht beat into

| W ih wains
From her foremast top the red

Heor need without & wond

| Auda small boat tacked where the breakers b ke, —

It fought through the storm-waves stroke by stioke,
And the pilot stood aboard.

e scemed so safe, the grizeled man,
And he gripped the tiller so

That the yacht lunged forth, and seawsnrd ran,
With the skitf bebind in tow

A peer with his chitld and his dawme demure
Came aft aspale as o ghost ;

*I'll make you as rich a3 you now are poor,

lf“"uu bear us safe from the waves and sure !

ut the pilot left his post.

He paled at the mouth, and s smile he found
Like » swile of power long sought.

Over they bore, and high aground
Stood the Eoglishman’s splendid yacht.

* Take to the boats!  Tu the breakers wild

he yacht will splintered be.

My wike will guide to a haven mild ;

My lurd and my lady snd the little child

| Shall come in the «kiff with me,””

The wild fire famed where the skiff flew along
Toward land with ils cargo rare ;
Aft stood (hclpilut. tall and strong,
His eye bad an eene glare,
Teewnrd e looked at the Gaesling's top,
And windward at Hesnnes eliff
Then be left the hetm, and he sang out, ** Stop I"*
Then be heaved up an onr, nod he let it drop,
And he thrust it through the skiff.

In swept the sea, the fomn fashed by,
On the wreok I‘wrr raged a fight ;

| Bat the mother lifted her dn-uﬁler high,
Her terror tarued her white,

| ** Anna,my child! my ebild " eried she :
| Then quivered the grizelod man ;

He gripped the sheet, set the helm to lee,
! .\u-’lhe bont was ‘most like a bird to see,
' A« through surf and foum it ran,

l It struck, they sank : but beyond the flood

All quiet was the sea:
A ridee iny hid, and there they stood

n water to the koee,

sumd gives way !" the peer cried out,—
* oo roeky prow !
| But the pilot smiled : ** Nay, tremble not ;

Three kegs of onts and a sunken boat

Are the ground we stand on now.™

| A light of the past that Tong had slept
Gleamed ont at Memory's P
A the peer knew the man that had lain and wept
On his knees on the vessel's deck,
.
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Then Terry : ** All that was dear to me
(ou crushod without remorse |

Now shall the retribution be——

Then the English noble bowed the knee
Before the pilot Norse.

But Terry lent on the shaft of an oar,
Erect as in the past ;

His exve had a glosm of boundless power,
His hair stresmed on the blust,

* You sailed ar your ease in vour big corvette,
My little skiff | steered

1 totled for wy owntill my strength was lot,

Y ou took their broad, snd without regret
My bitter weeping jeersd,

* Your rich lady is fairand grand,
Her hand is silky fine

Comrse and hard was my wife's haud,
Aund yet that hand was mine,

Your child has blue eyes and golden hair,
Lake a little ehild o' God ¢

My Inss didn 't look much suywhere .

Ceodd better it, she was pale and spare,
Like the ehild of a common eld.

“ Well, these were my Kingdom on the earth,
They were all the good 1 Knew |

I thonght them a treasure of mighty worth,
But they weren't much to you,

But now 15 the time of reckoning uigh,
Aud you with an hour shall cope

Fhoat'll well make up tor the years gone by

I'hat have bowed my back and dimmed wy eye,
And ruined all my hope, ™

His arm round the lady cedied
“ Stand back, my lord ! A single step
Will cost you wite and chtid !
| Then up the Britou ieapt in seorn,
| _Mul was tar too weak to fight |
! His breath was hot and his eyes were worn,
And his hsir, as they saw by the light of the morn,
' Furued grey that single uight.

|

|

|

|

! He raised the child in his powerful grip,
|

]

But Terry's brow has lost its trown,
Freely his breast expands |

He sets the child full gently down,
And tenderly Kisses tts hands.

He breathies as treod from a prison’s pains,
Lis voice is caltn and still —

" Lerry Wigian s better sell regains ;

I'ill now the blood was damuied 10 my veins,
Revenge was iu my will,

*“The loug, long years of a prison's woes
Had wrought ay heart atniss

Sinve then | nave been as a pine that grows
Lawoking into a wild abyss,

But that is past : our debt is scorwld,
And | am not to blame.

I gave what | could - you teok my hoard, —

It you think you're wronged, appeal to the Lord
Who made me what [ am.”’

yhreak saved. The yacht
o J o oaine
t ol the night they whispered not,
wide woent Terey's taie.
| His dreams ke storm-clouds swept away,
Nor lett the smal speck,
Aud the head arose ervet and gay
Lhat was bowed you day he wept as he lay
On his Kuees on the vessel's deek

The poer was come, and his lady a8 well

\tud many more were come
To bid good-bye, d 1t

wl-apeeds tell,

rom the stormy press

saved 1o the worst distress

e Jitlie 18

When the yacht was benring off Hesnaes Sound,
0ist “nsgn .

o the west there's a Iy
Where they tired & salvo f

A tear in Terry's eve theu shu
As out frow the cliff he gaze

* Much have | jost, bat much have | won

It was best, maybe, that it shouid be done,
Aud so may God be praised !’

-

aw-hidground,

It was thus that | saw him a single time, -
He lay with bis fish by the pier

Though bis hair was flecked with a foamy rime
Gy was his volce fcle

With & quip sod »
With the vilinge lac¢ !

He waved his sou’wester, aud off he she

Then up with b stay-sail sod howe he ste
Away in the setting sun,

chieered,

| - —

[ saw & grave by Faroe Church
O aplot of grass und moss

It wasu't tended, atid sank with & lureh
But it had its blackened ¢

There * Thaene Wughen '
With day and month and year

He lay where the sun sod the storm eould light,

Aund that's why the grass was so coarse and tight,
With & blue-bell there aud here,

s

tood in white

“UNFINISHED, "
1.

What most attracted the notice of Jervis
Faulder on going into the gallery of Childs &
Purvis, the picture dealers, was o canvas pre-
senting the foll-length figure of a tallish, spirit.
ed young lady in a black dress, with some lkmd
of timid coy, dark bonuet on her head. Not a
dowuright, conclusive bonunet, but ons which
seemed to have set out with a foolish plan of
covering up those beautiful twists of pale chest-
nut hair, and then impulsively to have given
up the idea. It was incomplete, and so was
the painting. The voung lady in black started
out from the vegue fumid tints of the back.
ground with wonderful vigor, smiling as if with
the surprise of her own sweet advent.  But the
dress in portions was only scumbled on with

was altogether missing.  Jervis knew it must
have been dainty by reference to the other,
which was seen holding a wrinkled glove. Be.
low, on the frame, hung a card, Lﬂn‘ the
word * Unfinished."’

But the picture was evidently a portrait, and
it was the work of a distinguished B:m- artist,
whom, in order to .¢n him @ classical air, we
will call Venator. Faulder found the myste
of he subject and the incompleteness tantal.

izing, yet engaging.

N . (b a4 6, .
- -

“ Have you scen that unfinished girl of Vena.
tor's I he ssked, when he called soon after on
his friend Mrs. Crayshaw, of Brookline, an illus-
trous member of the social oligarchy.

Mrs. Crayshaw based her interest in portraity
largely on the standing of their owners. ** Do
you mean the picture,” she inquired in return,
“or the lady herself 1

“The lady, by all means,” said Faulder,
promptly. ** Do you know her 1"

“That 1 can't tgll until 1 have seen the
painting.  Of course, being by Venator, it's
quite possible—ah, quite likely—that 1 do
know ber; that is, it must be very good.”
| (She referred really to the social status of the
| canvas.)

“ You really ought to see it,” Fanlder urged.
“There's time now, if you drive into town
We shall have the marluw afternoon hight,
and He paused, embarrassed, as if he had
nearly betrayed some interest deeper than that
of the dle connoisseur.

“ 'l order the horses at once, and we'll go
together,” said his friend.

1ut when they reached the gallery, and Faul.
der indicated the picture by a flash of the eyes,
Mrs Cravshaw stood instantly still, with a
shock. A fuint blush stole over her cool, hand-
some face, as though she felt herself unwillingly
involved in & social impropriety.  *“That I (in
subdued remonstance) —** why, that's only Miss

great haste, and behol |, oue of ber dainty hands |

Hetwood. Miss—what's that odd name ! —oh,
Candace ; yes, Candace Hetwood ™

' “It's a charming name, at any rate,’" said
| Faulder. ** Why do yousay ‘only’ ! Don't you
| like her "

“ Neither like nor dislike,”” Mrs. Crayshaw
| answered.  ** Her fumnily were very obscure. |
| just happen to know her sunt because she's a

member of our congregation at Nt -‘.lfPhl'll.- &
| ** Merely an impecunious fellow.worshipper,
[ eh "
“ Wenk sarcesm,” Mrs. Crayshaw remarked,
with playfully criticsl demoanor, ** is & sign of
immaturity. But | forgive youth— most de-
| lightful of faults! The portrait is certainly
| good one. But the original could hardly inter.
| est vou : she’s one of these girls who never get

beyond @ certain stage —-require a second bak-

ing
“ Human ceramics,” muttered Faulder, ** She
basn t the true Elder-Browster tea-pot wark, |
But Venator doesu’t seem to mind

Ill{l'.lv
roow left at St. Stephen’s, Mry

I« there any

Crayshaw ™
“Our pew is always at your service,” swiled

that accomphished matron, looking straight
through his well.cut waisteoat, and observing
the condition of his heart

It was but & Sunday or two sfterward that
Faulder repaired to the little Episcopal church
where Mres. Crayshaw worshiped (and allowed
ess fortunate beings to adore Aer.) But he did
not clam admission to her pew. In the dark-
ness of the church he could not at first discover
the tace he was looking for.  But when the peo.
e ross —rustling like ap extensive bed of arti.
ficial lowers-—to recite the psalums of the day, a
sudden ray from the outer sunlight fell into the
trapsept. Then Faulder saw, bathed in the
sunbeam, those fair cheeks and brown eves and
the pale chestuut hair which he already kuew
so well without having bebeld them. Truth
compels the statement that at this point he ne.
glected his religious duty, sud the service
dwindled to » bewildering monotone iu  his
ears.  Hut the assen bly soou sat down again,
ad Miss Hetwood onee more disappeared iu the
barren streteh of arificial lowers.  luconsistent
though 1t seems, the Young man was surprised
10 find how ¢l sely she resembled her own por-
trait. He had expected to see hor more prim and
conventional, with leas artistic fire iu her fea.
tures, less effect of a 1apid sketeh, and more of
an air of having been worked out in details.
Bat he now percetved how exactly the painter's
wode of treatment was (o keeping with the or.
1ginal

They had got as far as the Litany, when a stir
inone of the aisles causd him to 1ift his bowed
head, and (histime he sow Miss Hetwood moving
from ber pow, an eld gentleman, apparently ber

father, leaning heavily ou her shoulder. Two
geoatlemen cme to their assistance, and Faulder
wiso Jeft Lis place to follow, all moving out at
the side door just as the pastor and his flock
| were uttering the petition, *‘— and from sudiden

death, ood Lord deliver us."”
[ " Can [ assist you I the young man asked, as
| Mr. Hetwood was weated by the others on the
| Stone step outside. 1 ama physictan.”’
| Candace received hin offer with & glance of
| awift titude ; but though Faulder would

have liked nothing better than to go on gazing
| into ber frank brown eyes, hie lost uo timie
| producing his pocket case and giving a restor-
| Ative to the pallid old gentleman, now quite
unconscions.

** Oh, do tell me, is it anything dangerous '
Candace asked.

** 1 hardly think so,” said Faulder,striving to
maintain a calm professional manner, for this
unexpeeted contact somehow agitated him more
than he could have belioved. * [t's ouly a faint.
(ing fit. See, he is opening his eyes again. Your
father, | presume, Miss Hotwood
¥ * Dear papa,” cried she, bending over him,

are you all right sgain " Mr. Hetwood
nodded a feeble encoursgement. Then she
::ned to Faulder. **I see you knew our name,”

0 0 "

“Yeoyes; so 1 did. I that."

“Forgot what 1" Candace

“ Oh, | beg your pardon,” said he, s:umb.
lingly.  ** Not your name, but that you didn't

looked surprived. -

P
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know it—I moan, know that | knew—" And
here Faulder sto 5-«]. feeling that he was mak-
ing an idiotic exgl hition of himself.

“CAt any rate we are greatly indebted to you,"”
she said, sweetly, ignoring h(; confusion.

“* May | ssk who this is " said Mr. Hetwood,
looking up.

1 will give you my card. | trust you feel
quite well now I Yet even while addressing
gim Faalder could not keep his eyes from Can-

ace,

At that instant a earringe, for which one of
the other gentlemwen had gone, rolled up.  Mr.
Hetwood was helped i ; ‘im and his danghter
bowed to Faulder; and the interview, which
hind barely began, broke off abruptly. This was
provoking enough. The problem that now pre.
sented itsell was how to continue the acquaint.
ance.

Being wealthy, our young physician had not
yet taken the trouble to burden himself with a
practice, and »o ho found time during the next
tew days to think a good deal about Candace.
He had not made up his mind what to de, hew.
ever, when chance again favored him.  Turning
the corner of Winter street suddenly, one after-
noon, into Tremont, he came upon the young
lady herself, darkly dressed, but bright and rosy
in the frost-keen air.  1f you have seen a Mar-
goten rose or & La France on the bush, when a
breeze gently rutlles the close-gathered petals,
and if you have noticed that there is a change of
crimsons in the folds of the lower, which makes
it lash and whiten at the same time, you will
know how Candace looked jnst then,

Faalder lifted his hat ‘Pardon me for
stoppivg vou,” he said, *but 1 want to ask
after vour futher,”

“Oh, he seems as well as ever,” sho answer.
ed ; “and | think he wants to see you, Can't
you eall some evening '

“ | should be -luhggtr-l -

Before he conld collect himself enough to ask
their address, she had bowed and gone on. He
turned to speak to ber again, but she had dis-
appeared umong the crowd, and he gave it up.

*Lg it always to be like this "' he wondered ;
“ always something fragmentary snd incomplete
in our meetings " But he bethought him of
the sexton at St. Stephen’s, and having learn.
od the address, he made his call the next even.
ing

Both father and daughter were at home.

| am glad to see vou, doctor,” said the old
gentleman. ** We hurried off so the other day,
votr must have thought us rude.”

“Oh, not at all. As a stranger | had no
claim upon yon."

“The name of Faulder, sir,” returned Mr.
Hetwood, not in the best taste, “is oo well
known in Boston for you to be a stranger. Your
family

1 have myself heand a good deal about,”
said Jervis, smiling.  ** It's an old subject, Mr.
Hetwood.”

* But I'm curious,’ said the old gentleman,
" 1o learn how vou came to hear of owr name.”
Jervis explained.  But the mention of the por.
trait seemed to make Mr. Hetwood nueasy.

* How do you like being exhibited "' Faulder
asked, turning to Candace.

] don't like ita bit,"" she declared, infor-
mally,

¢ Shall yon withdraw the picture, then 1"’

Miss Hetwood flushed. **1 can't,’ she said.
“1t's not mine. It belongs to Venator.”

He saw that he had foreed a disagreeable ad-
mission.  *“*1 don't understand his insisting on
anything that is disagreeable to you,” he ob-
sorved. * And yvet | ought to be grateful to him
for it, for without the picture | shouldn’t have
made your acquaintance.”

But Candace would not spare herself.  ** You
sce,” she continued, glancing around the room,
*“we are poor, aud can not afford such a paint-
ing as that.”

“ [t ought to be yours, though,'' Faulder
asserted, # plan suddenly taking shape in his
mind. .

He did not stay long ; and on his goiog, they
asked him to come agun. ** | shall be happy
to have my sister call on vou,” he said to Can
dace, **if you will permit her."

“ But 1"m not in society,” she protested.

“ All the more reason why you should be-

in."

X She hesitated, and then began a timid,
“ Well, if you think—""

1 do,” said Faulder. *So we will call it
settled.”

It was not settled at once, however, for Miss
Henrietta Faulder strongly objected when her
brother proposed it to hef. Leaving this difhi.
enlty to arrange itself through the play of na-
tural curiosity, which he knew how to excite,
Jervis went off to see Venator.

This painter, thriving on the patronage of a
rich and cultured class that adored him, was in
 position to rail at their aflfectations or egotism
with impunity. Meanwhile he lived in Hohe.
yuian way, occupying a bleak, lonely studio at
the top of a huge commercial building, and
squeezing a comfortable income eut of his little
color tubes. He was a man of more than middle
age, with deep-set eyes and a long careless gray
moustache. He received the young physician
with a bitter, piercing qlnnce that had no wel.
come in it, so that Jervis hastened to introduce
himself and his errand. '

“| want to buy your portrait of Miss Het

wood,'" he stated, briefly.

¢
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“Itisn't for sale,” replied Venator, with a
kind of hiss from under his meustache. Then,
striding across the bare floor, he dis
behind a canvas, whieh he stroked heavily with
his brush, as if it were some kind of watch-dog
that he was restraining for a moment.

‘1 thonght possibly you would say so. But
I have become singularly interested in Miss
Hetwood, and besides "

“Ha! you know her, than,” the artist ex-
claimed, rather melodramatically, emerging from
his concealment,

“A little, How came it that you had the
luck to find her, and she the good fortune to be
puinted by you 1"

Venator had once more disappesred behind his
eascl. “That's right,” he remsrked, senten.
tiously ; ** whittle your compliments fine at
both ends.” He then appeared to forget that
any one was present, nml worked at his picture
in silence, All at once he resnmed, casually :
“One of the beys that studies with me was ac-
:lunintnl with her.  We went out to see her one

ay, ,u-l I could not sleep till | began the por-
trait.’

A spasm of alarm attacked Faulder. * Who
was the * boy’ you refer to 1" he inquired,

*“ His name 1s Swinton."”

Faulder knew that Swinton was a clever
youug artist, who handled trees in a familiar
munner, and was pressing the cow into service
as a sort of pictorial and female Pegasus. But
Swinton's talent was greater than his personal
attractions, so that he gave no cause for jeal-
ousy-—supposing that Faulder eared to be jealous.
After an awkward pause he said : *“1 don't
wonder at your enthusiasm, but you must let me
ruy wy tribute to the genius with which you
yave represented her. Thisisn't a whitted com-
pliment. It's a blunt one."

The painter looked aronnd the edge of the
canvas, suspecting a new light on his visitor,
This time ;u- eyes betrayed good-fellowship.
“ Bnt it wasn't so much Miss Hetwood 1 was
enthusiastic about,” he affirmed ; *“it was the
painting of her.”

“Is she only good as a portrait, then 1"
Faunlder queried.

“That depends on how you look at her," said
Venator. **As & woman there’s more nature
than art in her, I should say. But that’s an
advantage, If | were in love with her, for ex-
ample—"" He appeared not to think the sen-
tencs worth finishing.

Faulder was annoyed. **It’s hardly neees.
sary to discuss her in that way, | suppose,”’ said
he. *“Let us go back to business. It strikes
me that it would be fitting for Miss Hetwood
to own the picture herself.  Will you allow me
to buy it on condition of presenting it to her 1"

Venator ceased working, but still remained
out of view, except for his legs, which were
visible below the shelf on which the picture
rested, The legs looked meditative, At length
he sxid, abruptly, ** You're interfering.”

Faulder blushed in astonishment st this in-
dignity, ““We'll agree that | am,"” he never-
theless answered. **Will you consider my
pro osal '

he artist got up and stalked about nervously.

“4Tell me first what your interest in all this is.”

| might—if 1 could,” returned the other.
“I'm not surs what it is yot'"

“Well, then, I'll answer your proposition
with another : 1'll keep the picture, and let you
take the lady.”

“1 decline to pursue this strain sir,"" retorted
Faulder. *I respect Miss Hetwood too much to
assume that she can be made over to anybody
by a word."”

“ You're a good deal impressed by her, 1 can
see,” said the painter, with exasperating satis.
faction. **1'm serious, though, in saying that
I'll stand out of the way.'

b, | dido't kuow you were in the way."

Venator catue closer, with a passionate look
in his eves. **1 was infatuated with her,”" he
declared, vehemently. ** But what's the use !
It's not for me. | am too old ; i'm miserable.
Besides "

“Well 1"

“ There's something about her—1 don’t know
what—that always makes me nneasy. That's the
reason | couldn’t finish my picture. Bat it
would be like losing a piece of my heart to let
that picture go now,"”

“You decline my plan, then 1"

‘“ Absolutely.”

Faulder contemplated the barren floor for a
while. Slowly he brought himself to put his
next question.  ** Suppose a peculiar case,” he
began. **If relations were to change, if-—well,
to put it plainly, if Miss Hetwood should con.
seut to marry me, would you give up the por.
trait "

“You!" exclaimed the artist—** you marry
hert  You're incapable of it."

“Incapable "' echoed the young man, per-
fectly dazed. ** What right have you to—what
reason is there for your opinion "

* Do you want 1t in all its nakedness 1" de-
manded his sardonic vis-d-vis.  Well, then, you
strike me as too finical, too much devoted to
appearances, and too full of a certain Kind of
Bostonism, to let yourself be carried that far.
Miss Hetwood will never accommodate hersell
to your notions, and you can never adopt your-
selito her”  He closed with a somewhat fierce
stare, which Faulder met by a short laugh.

“'There's euly one thing more I wish to say,"”

remarked the latter, dryly. **Since you're so con-
fdent of my incapacity, Jyou can hardly refuse
the request I've just made.”

Venator winced. He saw that he was corn-
Cored. **Oh yes,"" he said, atfecting carelessuess;

-

;‘ ?.l' course, if she marries you, 1'll let you have
L

““Very well, | sha'n't forget,” said Faulder.
o (kod?noruing.” i

Itwas with some bewilderment that, as he
made his way eut, he recognized how he had
committed himself to the atutude of a suitor.
Certainly he had not defined his own mood be.
fore he entered the studio ; but it was rather a
relief to him that he had been surprised into d -
ing %o,

Several calls at the little house in Brookline,
however, fai'ed to produce any material change
in the situation, exeept that he came to know
Candace better, She attempted to play on the
piano for him one evening, and plunged chire-
teristicvlly 1oty w S hubert impromp a. it went
off brilliantly at first ; but betore she could get
through, Candace stumbled wofully, and at last
left the pisno stool, in a fit of impatience, while
there remained many bars to play.  *“ [ can’t do
it,"" she deciared —** | can't possibly.”

Faulder was amused, and tried to make her
conclude, but she was not to be induced. An-
other time she was at work on some embroidery
when he came ; but on his next appearance he
found that she had abandoned it in the midst,
and had begun a small water colop painting of
some flowers.  This iu its tarn was never fin.
ished.

“ Why don't you carry something through "
he inquired, disposed to take her to task.

“It's not in me,"” was her answer, ‘1 never
could do anything thoroughly to the end. Up
to a certain point | can do very well, butif |
were to go on, | should spoil my beginning. So
what's the use of my trying to be completa 1"

To Faulder this was a new idea ; for all that,
he thought he would try to “form " hor mind
somewhat, so he investigated her readiog. Find-
ing it fragmentary and sen-ational, he advised
some volumes of Motley, and insisted that she
should read thew to the very last page as a dis
cipline, which she promiscd to attempt. He
waited a few days, and when he went again, Can-
dace hailed him with important news,

“I've had a visit from your sister to-day,"”
said she. J

‘“Ah " Faulder lifted his light eyebrows.
“ How did you like her !

‘““What a strange question ! [ couldn’t help
liking her a fiztle, you know, when she was =0
kind as to come and see me."’

He smiled at her undiplomatic honesty.
“ And what did she talk about 1"

*Oh, everything: music—she asked me if
I'd heard the new prima donna Tricoti; and
science—Darwin on carth-worms ; and society

made me feel how few people | know. Oh,
Mr. Faulder” (she never would call him “* Doe.
tor”) ** | see plainer than ever that I'm a no-
body."  The poor girl seemed to be on the point
of breaking down in tearful catastrophe at the
recollection of & doubtless trying interview,

““Bat you mustn’t mind my sister,” said he.
* She's only a nobody too, mounted on stilts.”

At this Candace burst into a cordial laugh.
““ | forgot . there's something still more import-
ant,”" she resumed. “ Mrs. Crayshaw has in
vite d me to her next kettledrum.”

As Faulder had privately asked Mrs. Cray-
shaw to do this, he was not much astonished.

** Shall yougo 1'* he asked ; and Candace ap-
pearing undecided, he offered to escort her, with
his sister,

** Oh, it isn't that, so much,” she explained ;
“but I'm afraid togo. [ don't know anybody,
and I don’t know anything."

He prevailed npon her to consent, however,
““ And how comes on the Motley I was his next
question,

“| stall never accomplish it,"" she answered,
desperately, ** I've stuck in the first volume."

The young man had an inspiration. ** Let me
read it aloud to youn," he proposed. ** Z%hen
you'll gt through."

Candace was delighted ; and they began. But
before they had concluded a single chapter
Mr. Hetwood came in, and that stopped the
reading.

Candace went to the kettledrum-not in silk,
but in A dress of white nuus' veiling (for it was
a'most spring-time), Scarcely any one knew
who she was, vet she drew decided notice, snd
Mrs. Crayshaw in a burst of generosity even de-
clared that she was more beautiful thau her por-
trait, Still, Candace was not at ease : she felt
alone, and out of herelement, and was full of the
petty awkwardoess of inexperience. Over and
over she caught hersell in some careless, half-
slangy phrase, or in saying something too direct
and earnest, which gave offense.  And worst of
all she feared that Faulder noticed her short-
comings and was displeased. She perceived that
it was & mistake attempting to meve among
these people.  Impulsively, without even say-
ing -afternoon to any one she departed
When Fanlder, who had left her in the middle
of & conversation, came back to continue it, he
could not find her. He was vexed ; and to in-
crease his irritation he overheard his sister and

Mrs. Crayshaw discussing Miss Hetwood in the
most patronizing fashion.

“ | ean not understand,” Henrietta said to
him afterward, ** how you can maintain your in-
terest in this Miss Hetwood. She is not of our
world at all, and never can be.”

** Perhaps the decision of that question won't
be left to you,” retorted *her brother, with Or-
phic darkness.

It was on the next day that he once more pre-
sented himself before Candace.

“Don't say kettledrum to me!™ she ex-
claimed.

“Why not 1

“ Oh,*I've done with that sort of thing. I'd
rather live ina g:nt full of pictures, like Vena-
tor, than in society."

Faulder began to wonder if she had all
cherished a secret attachment for the grim ol
artist. She seemed to be slipping out of his
grasp. ** There may be another alternst ve than
the gar-et,” he sugeested,

“"What one 1" asked Candace, with iudiffer-
ence. ‘* By-the-way, you huven't seen v new
accomplishment, 1in making macramé lace.”

He watched her a moment or twe, as she
showed him the process. Suddenly she dropyed
her work, saying :

] can't J: tgut knot. Do you see how 1"

“ ] have some knack at tying,” he answered.
Then they began te discuss knots, and he ex-
plained them to her, *“I've helped you with
these,” he said at length, in a timid tone.
“ There is another, more im‘porun( than all,
that yon might help me with."

She looked puzzlod at first ; but he soon made
his meaning clear, as mach by his general be-
haviour, and the wav he looked into her eyes, as
by wonls. lmpulsively he took one of her
hands, and though she did not resist, he as
quiekly released 1t. “* No, not that one,” he
exclaimed. * The other—the unpainted one."”

Half inclined to sob, Candace burst unexpect-
edly into laughter. “ What in the world ! —the
unpainted one."

“1 mean,” he stammered, *‘the one that
wasn't in the picture. 1 want it now for my
own."”

Venator kept his promise. As Faulder's wife,
Candace was a social success; and it was re-
markable how Mrs. Crayshaw, Henrietts, and
the rest now discovered that what they had be-
fore cousidered a want of * finish ' was really
charming originality and refreshing naivets,
Venator not ouly made a wedding present of the
portrait, but he offered 1o complet s it.

“ Not for the world,"” responded Faulder.

And so the picture remains, as Candace de-
clares, a symbol of their love, which is always to
be ** unfinished."”

George P, Lataror,

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

Paris, March 17,

Most of the Paris ladies of fashion who have
passed their premidre jeunesse are wearing white
wigsof a jovenile make. In many cases the
effect is certainly pleasing ; but it will be dithi.
cult in future to fix the uge of one's fair friends,
and the fashion will probably occision many
awkward mistakes,

Sior i M. Grévy resign we must be prepared
for startling events, His respectability and
eqnanimity utider many trials give to the French
Repablic & faint amount of stability, which
would, without him, entirely disappear.  Of his
real capacity no one seems to know much, and
it i=to be presumed that the amouut is not vast.

| This only shows the comparative value of char-
k acter.

Mu. Howarp Pavi, in his researches into
the French idiot-ism in comparisou with the
English *“ ism,” has male the discovery that
Pas d'elle yewr RAiéne que nous soands like
“ Paddle your own canoe.’” He kuows, too, that
the late lamented Lempicre, in his dictionary,
savs 1o was changed into a heifer, but finds the
end of that interesting person has been given in
the latest me lical dictionary—** it is iodide of
potassinm,”

Frexcit people who have influence are being
invited to leave Paris in batches on excursions
to visit the French works that are goiug on in
order to make a channel between France and
Eugland. There isa likeness in these treat pro-
ceedings to those which took place in England a
few months sgo ; could, therefore, the same in-
veutive mind have originated the French expe-
dition novelty ! Every one who returns to Paris
expresses himself delighted with the idea, and
the attention he has received.

A Frexcon lady recently died at the advanced
age of minety. Her will contained this provi-
sion : **1 leave to my physician, whose enlight.
ened care and wise prescriptions have made me
live so long, all that is contuined in the old
oaken chest of my boudoir. The key of the chest
will be found under the mattress of my bed.”
The heirs were much disturbed. The fortunata
physician arrived.  The chest was cpened, and
found to contain solely all the drugs and potions,
still intact, which the doctor had given his
patient for twenty years back.

Tue French have caught the tender feeling of
the British for the poor dove, and consequently
propose to do away with pigeon-shooting.  The
jnitiative was taken at the Gun Club in the
Bois de Boulogue the other day. The substitute
tor the live bird was the water ball, consisting of
a colored India rubber ball, which, when in-
flated, contains a certain amount of water to give
it weight. The ball is projected iuto thLe air
from a trap ia the usual way, but as yet the
terra-cotta plate and wachine have not been
used. The sportsmen who shot at this ball, and
expressed themselves as perfectly satisfied, were
of the eréme, namely Barony de Saint-Clair,
Count de Martiniere, Mr. Roberts, Prince Ester.

hazy, M. Mougin, &e.
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ICE BRIDGES AND ICEBERGS AT NIAGARA FALLS.
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A BIRD BALLAD.

(From the Danish of Henrik Ibsen.)
BY NED *. MAN,

We walked, one lovely spring day,
n the :ll'.:i“ ?p an :
ore alluring far
A street in the gaudy l::;.

The West wind whispered softly—
| bbb oo
A bird lmlr{n the linden tree
To her children, as mothers do.

I painted ;;-ﬂ pictures,

gﬂch( wit! m::y I. -p«l:n;tive word ;
rown eves made lsughing strietu

And glistened as they heard. i

Then, ‘'mid the foliage, high laughter
We heard and chatterings plain.

But we kissed good-bye, and after
That parting, met never again,

And, as [ wander lonely

and down in the avenue
OFf the featherod small folk, only
For peace and for quiet [ sue.

For Mistress Sparrow—the truthless !
Made a ballad of our love,

And set it to music, ruthless,

A+ she sat by her nest above,

With the tale the binl-world is ringing,
And under cottage eaves

Each unfledged songster is singing

Of that spring day "mid the leaves.

ONLY A DREAM.

———

BY MRES. M. A, DENISON,

A richly furnished room in one of the princi.
pal streets of London, West End.

Its inmates were a beaotiful woman, a hand-
some but somewhat haggard-looking man.

The latter stood opposite the mirror, and,
though his face was turued towards it, he seemed
to experience no great satisfaction at the coun-
tenance that met his guze.

The two had evidently been arguing some
L\oint, for the woman's cheeks were flushed and

er eves were humid,

“ Do you thiuk I would forego my engage.
ments for a foolish dream " he lgkl‘d.’ o

“To pleass me, dear Ralph  You seldom do
anything to please me, of late,” she pleaded.

““ Bah! Look at your wardrobe,” was his re-
sponse,

“0Oh! dresses and money—ves ; but | count-
ed upon more than that when | left my father's
home. Consider, | gave up everything.”

““Yes; and when will you cease to taunt me
about it '

““ Oh, Ralph, I never taunt you—at least, |
never mean to. Forgive me—I am thoughtless
at times. Yon know I love you ; but don't you
suppose | see’—and the c ing face grew
more eloquent as the dark eyes were brimmed
with tears—** that you never cared for me as |
care for you ! There, don't look that way. Only
listen to me this once—stay home only to-day !
Lisetta is coming, and the poor girl will think
it so strange if you are not here to welcome ber.
Tomorrow the danger will be passed —tomor-
row | shall be happy again.”

““A woman's whim,” ke responded, slowly
drawing on bis gloves. *“‘ The thing is simply
impossible. | made the engagement. Bni-fn.
I'm out of funds, and you know what that means
to me—I| may say to wus—whil: in these very
exrensive apartments.”

*“ Ralph, you know | would willingly go into
the meanest— "

*“Oh, stop, stop! No moreof that. [ know
that you don't know anything about it. You
never lived in a mean place in your life. You
never had a wish uogratified, ever since you
have known me, I am proud to say, and you
never shall. That is why | must go out to-
night.”

* Oh, Ralph, nlor this way of living! 1 will
be poor with you—live in lodgings, leave these
splendid miseries, go anywhere—aud love you
to the end, if you will give it up.”

“You talk to the winds, woman—I might
s1y to the whirlwinds. If you continue in this
strain much longrr——""

“We might go back home,” continued the
woman, in a broken voice. * My father cannot
have cherished anger all this time."

“Ha, ha!" he laughed, sonorously. ‘I
think I see the old patrician standing on the
rug with both hands extended ; methinks | hear
him say, ‘I forgive you; bless you, my chil.
dren,' Fancy ! the sou of an ordinary actor,
whose family were mountebanks from the begin-
ning—the man he ~ursed. But " —his voice grew
Jlow and hard—*‘] was not the only one he
cursed. Don't you e it is working out ™™

““Don't talk that way, MPh. or heaven's
sake, or I shall lose my reason,” and with a half-
smothered moan, the woman sank into a chair.
*“ Why not go back upon the stage ! | am will-

ling ; anything fir an honest Iivi:s.”

* You forger that I am prejudiced against
hard work,"” Le said, turning f-aside. *“1
need & fortune at my back, with my luxurious
tastes and my beq’vly experience, |t ht
I should have one,” he added, bitterly, ** but
there | was mistaken.”

““Yes, but who knows what may happen ! My
father loved me once—there ix no one to take
wy rlm; let ns try——" Then, frightened at
the forbidding expression of his face as he turn-
¢ upon her, she shraok back, only adding, ** If
you would only stay home y—to-night |

Gl it L
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Oh, !"yuhu how fearfully real that dream
was "

“ Why, did I shoot yeu, or myself I’ he asked

coolly. ““Did 1 scatter my brains (quite an

unnecessary commodity inmy business) all over

the floor ! "Bah ! what weak things women are !

I have had occasion to remark that before.”
“Then you will go! You will not heed

me !”

“] will go. [ will not heed you."

.0 n.‘l:nlpl. good-by ; 1 shall never see

you alive."

He burst into & low, musical laugh.

* How well she would loek in tragedy !" he
said, posiug his head one side, contemplating
her with half-closed eyes. *‘ My dear, you
would have made your fortune on the stage.
Why didn't we go at once into legitimate busi-
ness 1"

“Will you go now " ghe asked, her face
brightening. *“‘I will do my best; come, try
me! see what an apt scholar I shall make—
anything—anything but this terrible uncer-
tainty !

“ Ah, but, my dear, there's an easier way to
fill my purse. hen that is full of the hard,
yellow rocks—"

She made a gesture of despair, and hidjher
face in her hands.

“If this is to be our last interview, hadn't we
better play a little at the sentimental ! Shall |
Kkiss you at parting 1"’

She sprang up and flung her arms about his
neck, bursting into a paasion of teats.

“No nonsense !" he said, almost angrily, as
he disengaged himself from her embrace.

“You will never speak to me that way again,”
shesaid, with an emphasis so mournful that it
startled even him.

“ What was the dream !"* he asked almost in
spite of himself, *‘I can at least hear it; but
I shall not heed it, remember.”

*It is not much to tell, only "—and she
looked up with a shodder—*‘the horror of it—
the horror that never leaves me ! | dreamed you
were in a room that seemed to me to be the
apartments of a palace, it was so exquisitsly fur-
nished. It was an oblong room, and pictures
and statuary, and hangings that glittered with
gold, and panels paiuted in the most exquisite
colors, met my sight everywhere. | did not stop
to look at these things, however. My attention
was riveted on a long table richly draped in red.
It did not seem a dinner, and yet there were
men and women seated along both sides, and
you were in the centre. Saddenly | saw at your
back a tall, thin, evil-looking man, whose face
held a terrible fascination. He seemed to be
full of power, wud his eyes gleamed and darted
fire, like the eyes of 3 basilisk. The awful eyes
were fixed on you, following your every move-
ment. | tried to warn you, but my tongue
seemed powerless to move, and my limbs were
palsied. Oh, how those evil eyes followed vou !
And presently | saw what broke the spell of my
silence-—that in one hand he held a shining
dagger, and was only waiting his opportauity to
-mt- you to the heart !

* At last ""—she rose from the chair, white as
death—**at last the blow fell, and at that mo.
ment the clock struck —it was striking when |
waked ap—but the hands seemed to stand at a
quarter of three. [ screamed, but you neither
heard me nor saw me—and then | awoke.

“ And whose was the face ' he asked, in a
low voice.

It he felt any emotion as he listened to her
description of a place he knew too well, he gave
token of none.

“ How can [ tell, except to describe it! A
narrow, high forehead ; black, curling hair ;
eyes brighter than diamonds : a look of assured
power ; thin but handsome lips ; tall, sinuous.
Ah, | shall never forget that man—oever !"

“ No. He don't let people forget him, once
they have seen him,” her husband said ; and
then looked up with a keen, almost frightened,
glance, as he still stood smoothing his hat with
his gloved hand.

*“Oh! then you know him! My dream
means something. Now you will stay—oh,
Ralph, you will stay 7" she added, with suppli-
cating voice and eyes,

“ Indeed, | will not stay,” he made answer,
impassively. *1'll go if only to show you of
what tangible stuff dreams are made. So
farewell, and forget—all you can,” he added, in
a lower voice, anc somewhat impressively. *If
you don't see me again, why, farewell, and meet
your fate as bravely as you met me."”

He went out, humming and laughing, leaving
his wife sitting motionless, » nameleas horror in
her eyes, a faintoess at her heart that she could
uot conquer.

How much she had dared, how much she had
done for that hamdsome, wayward man'! How
dearly she had loved him, how fervently be.
lieved in him ! And even yet it seemed to her
that if only once she could compel that better
self of his to come out into the light, she might
yet save him from the curse that seemed hover-
m% over him.

he believed in her dream, rather vision, she
called it ; and now he had gone to his doom,
leaviug her to suffer alone.

There was nothing to be dons but to endare
her lonelinnss. If she could but have followed

him, as a strange yearnin her to do
now ! Buthiw! He taken & cab at the
door, and she was not hrd{ enough to venture
out, particularly as a thick fog suddenly
sprang up, obscuring the streets.

For some moments she walked the room,

::.bndn clasped, her breast heaving with emo-
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“To be in this great city alone !'" she mur.
mured ; ** and he leaves me so often alone !"'

She went tothe grand piano aud struck a few
chordswildly ; they seemed only to recoil in
sound against her heart. She took up & dainty
violin, but the tones held no melody for her.

Suddenly the door was thrown open.

A lady," said the pompous servant, with a
doubtful glance at the veiled figure.

Mrs. Forester came forward with a cry of al-
most rapture. 3

Any ome would have been welcome in that
supreme hour—how welcome then his sister,
whom she hal never seen before !

“ [ thought Ralph would be at the depot,”
said the young girl, after her wraps had been
taken off. ** You don’t know what a time | had
finding you. | am afraid he is by no means a
model husband,” she added, laughing, little
knowing what pain she gave. *‘He used to
think we girls never needed him, but, indeed, |
think he shoald have met me. "

“He would, | think, but for an engagement
that called him away,” said Mrs. Forester, a
sudden pang at her heart.

Now perhaps she could while away the hours
of that dreadful evoning !

““How pretty you are ! and what lovely
rooms ! said the youung girl, looking about her.
“ Do you make tea yourself 1"

“Oh, yes, always,”" was the reply, as the
woman set a talle daintily for the visitor |
5 llal‘-h likes the tea | make better than any
other.”

“| should thiuk he would,” said the young
girl, mlmiringlﬁ; she was herself very pretty,
a bloude, with soft, shining eyes and flutly,
golden hair. *‘ Do you know | was so surprised
when | got your letter,saying | must come here "

“Pray, why " asked her hostess, looking up
with a smile.

“Well, because | am going to play in Lon-
don, and came on with a troupe,” was the can-
did answer. *“Don’t yon see, we all thought
you married beneath you

“Oh, don't say tgnt 1" and Mrs. Forester
drew her breath hard.

“Yes, of course we knew you did, for you
were rich and of an old tamily—aud besides, it
was foretold.”

“ What was foretold I'" queried the hostess,
growing pale.

“ Everything as it has happened, so far,” was
the reply. ““One night thers was a dreadful
storm—| shall never forget it—thunder, hal,
lightning, and rain and snow. Father came
home in the midst of it, leading a half-blind
old.fypsy who had lost her way, sod told us to
kind to her. She seemed very grateful, and in
return for feod and shelter told all our fortunes.
Ours—| mean we girls—were only common:
place, but Ralph's was wounderful. He was to
marry a great beauty and an heiress—to be for
tune’s favorite in every way—but in a certain
year to meet with an accident, unless very care.
ful, which would change his whole carcer.”

The woman listened with a smothered cry.

“ Do I frighten you I asked the young girl

*“No, no—go on. | wasthinking,” was the
h’lliﬂnll'.

* Well, sure enough, he married a beauty and
an heiress—so that part of it oame true. The
other—well, if he is very careful, he will avoid
that, perhaps.”

** And he would go out to-night,"” groaned her
listener.

*“ Why shouldn't h- 1" asked the gitl Lisette,
glancing up in saprise.  “* Do you know you
trighten me, you look so ill."”

“I feel ill. I have had a dreadful dream
that worries me ; but come, let us talk of other
things. **Tell me about yourself."’

“Oh, there's nothing to tell, scarcely. |
came on with a troupe, and it gave me some im
portance to have u brother living in London,”
said Lisette, settiog her cup down. *'It's so
nice te come here and be w.-L-um'. I know all
the others are envying we because they have to
go int» common lodgings. And then | haven't
seen Ralph for three long years, and he was al-
ways my favorite. | suppose he don't have to
play now.”

Her hostess smiled bitterly at the double sig-
nificance of the word as she answered that he
had given nE the stage.

“And is he as handsome as ever ! the girl
went on. *‘I used to think him as beautiful as
an angel, *

““ 1 still think him handsome,"’ was the an.
swer. * You will find him very little changed.”

“ Bat you're not happy,” thought the girl.
“I'm afraid you're neitE«-r of your happy. Shall
I sing for you?t' she askeld, .xm..';. “1 do
nearly all the singing parts. They say | have a
very good voice,” she added, naively.

““ Above all things | shouid like to hear you
sing, if vou will not mind my walking aboat.
I am restless to-night."’

“ Of course, walk all you please; and [ will
see if | am inbsood voice. It wassuch a dread-
ful voyage, and [ am to make my appearancs in
public to-morrow night."”

The evening passed wearily away to Mrs.
Forester. Hour after hour she looked for her
husband, who sometimes, if he had & run of
luck, came home early. An indefinable anxiety
weighed her down.

As for Lisetta, the girl uwd all her efforts to
amuse her, There were w0 many beautiful
thium“h wee and talk about, that she would
not 0 to any excuses for retiring.

“] don't usually go to bed till twelve,” she
sain, **and sometimes & good deal later, when

1 am quite sure he has not.”
There came « knock at the door. Lisetta
opened it, hoping to see her brother ; then
looked back with a white, scared face, as she
said, in a hoarse whisper : B

**'He says—they' ve —brought—him-—home.

“oad I shricked the wife, and mercifully
fell senseless. )

It was well she did. She did not see that
ghastly burden, wer bear the decision of the
surgeon who was called in, that the man was
e g

When she came to hersell Lisetta was weep-
ing over her, and the landlady derloring that
such a dreadful thing should have happened to
her respectable mausion, ‘

“ Lisetta, don't leave me !" cried the unhappy
woman.

“* Never, dear!
'ou.n

“ And ho-—oh, my husband 1"

 Hush, dear !"—and the girl foll sobbing on
her bosom.

“1 must go and see him,” said her sister,
litting herselt from the lounge where she had
fallen.

“ Not for worlds ! was she agonized reply.

“1tell you I will. I am his wife—you shall
not keep me from his side.”

“ But dear, there are watchers there ™

“ It makes no difference! | must see my
hnsband. Have they had a doctor 1"

“Yeou.'

“ And there is no hope ™

“ No hope, deoar.”

“Dead! Is my Ralph dead ! Oh, my dar.
ling! my idol! God has indeed punished me 1"

She went slowly into the room beyond. How
still and stark and white, that figure under the
sheet |

Two men sat by the open bay.-window, keep-
ing each other's spirits up. They were smok-
ing, and that pungent odor seemed to otfend
her.

“ How little they care I"* she sighed,

Lisetta had followed her only to the door,
then shrank back, leaving the woman aloue

“Oh, my darling! if yon had only listened
to me ! she moaned, as she turned down the
covering. ** Why woulda't you 1"

She leaned over, fixing her eyes upon the
pallid face.

Long and steadily she gazed, holding her
breath, both hands pressed over her breast as
if to restr.in the raptd pulsations of her heart,

The mowments passed.  Once she looked up at
the clock. l¢ wanted & quarter to three, und
theh, throwing herself on her knees, she took
her position ciose to the body, and watched and
watched with strained eyes.

What did she see ! The men had flang their
cigars out of the winaow and chauged their
places, looking in awe at the strange tableau.
Ihe man seemed marble on the bed, the wowan
seomed marble at bis side,

* Hush 1" she satd, with uplifted foger

Theu one ory rang through the room that
brought evervbody in the house to the door.

1 am so glad 1 was with

“There s life here!—life! | tell you !
eried the wife hoarsely and rapidly. ** Ran one
of you for help. He is not dead ! Go quickly !

—waste no time ! —for who knows —~who knows !
Oh, fly, fly, for help ™

Both watchers left the room precipitately.
Others came in, and with careless, pitving words
mocked her hopes.

“ | care not if Le is cold, rigid, seuscless—
there is lifo there—I saw it! Bring me fire, &
coal, avything that barus, and sse if his flesh
does not blister !’

And still they did not believe her. Two
surgeons came—by that time they had applied
the tests, and behold the dead man opened his
eyes,

" Terrible wax the story he told, when at last
they reused him from that death.like trance,
He had been couvscious every moment from
the tize they pronounced him dead.

When his wife came, he feit the deadly torpor
stealing over his senses, but her voice, ler la.
mentation, her close watch revived and leart.
ened him, and he made almost superhuman
etforts to show Lier that he was not dead p

That close watching saved him, and made him
another man. Teo the wife he had alighted,
wronged, insulted, he owed his life, and he had
manliness enough to remember and conless it.

His wound healed rapidly, and when, s month
later, they were recalled to America, on the
death of Mrs. Forester's futher, he was able to
accompany her.

A late repentance had resulted in the altera.
tion of the will in their favor, and Forester
found himself in possession of the wealth he had
80 long coveted.

But more to him than all the riches that now
poured in upon him was the love that had so
guarded and restored him, and of which he
found himuell unworthy.

The gambler, who had been accused more
than once of unfair dealing by Ralph Forester,
and whose losses had kindled an animosity long-
cherished ngainst his victim, till it resulted in
blow from the dagger of an assassin was never
heard trom, though a reward was offered for his
arrest.

Lisotta was sent by her brother to Italy,
where she is still parsuing her studies, and bids
fair to astonish lLe world with her marvelous
voioce,

Mi. Hixny Invixe will be tendered a public
banquet in London on the eve of his departure for
Amerion, st which Lord Coleridge, who s wlso coming

1 go through a play. Do you think Ralph has
gone to the theatre I
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LOVE'S LAST DELAY.

BY CLANENCE M. BOUTRILLK.

What consternation there will be down here
dear friends, if ever the moou turns gossip. The
dignified old satellite long ago acquired the
watchful habit of keeping her face constantly
turned towards us.  Let us hope that so long as
the sea finds her attractive, and stretches up-
ward for the kisses of the moonbeams upon his
wrinkled face, she will be discroetly silent re.
garding mere human loves and hates, mortal
cemedies and tragedies,

Her saucy face was just looking over the
eastern horizon on the night when my story
beging, and her smile was making the world
bright and beantiful, | caunot tell how many
lovers she shone on that night, for she is silent,
and I don't know, but | think | may venture
the opinion that none of them were happier or
more worthy of happiness than the two whose
lives we are to follow for a little time.

Sydney Cobleigh wnd Fleanor Preston were in
that remurkable condition of happiness (quite
beyond my wrt to depict, sinee it is incompre.
hensible to those who have not experience it,
and indescribable by those who have) which
comes from a proper and pleasing combination
of ** Will you 1" and * I will,*

** Every cload has a silver lining.” This has
been for ages the voice of cheer and sympathy
in trouble and bereavement. Did vou ever
thiok to revers« it all? Hus not svery silver
lining, which comes into our lives to give us
pleasure aud a chance to rise to our higher as-
pirations, a cloud side, too ?

When a stroug wan, a good man, a handsome,
intelligent, cultured man & man like Sidney
Cobleigh, 1n brief—lavishes the whole affection
of his true life on & woman who is responsive,
and & woman like Eleanor Preston, the silver
side of lifo shines out under the light of love.

Bat behind it all there was & cloud —a cloud
in which pride, prejudice, poverty, wealth,
wickeduess, want, helped make up the darker
shades,

Eleanor Preston’s father was rich ; Siduey
Cobleigh was poor ; a condition of things which
has formed the groundwork for more than one
sad story; a condition of things common enough,
but none the less tragie in the effocts which may
come as a natural sequel.  Common as death,
aud as old, yet new cvery day.

“ | shiall go and seek my fortune.”

“| shall have encugh for both,”

*“ 1 shall win your father's approval.”

**Weo can live without it if we must."’

‘* 1 shall alwavs be true to you.”

“Aund | to you, for ever.'

So long as one great body of laws, God given,
govern the activities ol the human mind, there
will be little ¢ ifference in what other lovers will
say and do under the circamstances we have
mentioned.

Buat so long as mankind is made of workers
and waiters there will be at least two kinds of
results, The way to achieve utter failure is to
talk of what is to be done; *the way to do a
thing, is to do it."

So say |

So said Sidoey Cobileigh.

He voted on it, too

There are ways and ways to fortune ; slow
ways and swift ; sure ways, and those in which
w hundred fail for every one who succeeds.
S duey Cobleigh believed hitaself the one man
10 the hundread, and to him s belief was a spring
to action. The dey after the night when he
kissed his promised wife for the first time, he was
on his way to ene of the richest miniug regions
of the West,

et gold,” was what society would sy to
the man who aspirel to the honor of wedding
the daughter of Archibald Preston. *Get
gold,” was the echo he feit would find a place in
the heart of Archibald Preston himself.

So be it ; he would get gold

Dy is prosaie.  Some, even lovers, have said
that engagement is, too. When the lovers
parted at noon, there was more of the matter.of-
tact in their words and acts than either would
hiave thought possible when the woonlight was
was around them the night befire.  There
was the discussion of the route he was to take,
and the connections he was to make in his jour.
ney.  There were promises of frequent letters.
Fach pledged the other the privilege of an carly
knowledge of sickuess or aceident, should either
come to one of them. This was the end. Her
lover turned to go. The woman-unature broke
down at last,

** Be very sure you send for me at once if you
ure sick or in trouble. | almost feel as though
the very winds of heaven would aid us.  Turn
your face this way, wherever you may be, and
call me in your heart. 1 will come,” she said,
through her teais.

**(ood-by, and God bless and keep you,” he
answered,  **1 shall remember your quaint
faucy, but | am sure that a letter or a telegraph
would be better. Good:-by." Oae long kiss
and he was gone.

If Sidney Cobleigh had waited a week he
would never have gone to the mines, and this
story would never have been written.

Archibald Preston kissed his daughter one

night coldly, for he was not a de
man, but more kindly than usual, e

*“ 1 am not well," hLe said ; “| am an o)d man,

W:"l l':?'lll itim ’ wlm; your father is gone 1
e m honest i
"".“?‘ Aoy g y what her sometime

‘Fromise me you will not for two
year,” he said. ** | feel that your c{oiu is &
wiss one in every respect but one. If he had
money | would send for him to come home at
once and marry you. As it is, promise me you
will not marry for two years.”

** He may return rich in less time than that.”

i Premise me, rlun promise me."

"1 promise. Unless you give me your per-
mission before that time, I will not marry for
two years,” )

X\"i!l?t;)ut’ his permission !

rehibald Preston took s journey that

from which he will never cou‘)’o boek’w uvn:ﬁ:
this may be or that may not —a journey ‘so far
that he may never {uow whether earth!
promises are kept or broken —a journey vhicg
I8 never commenced in all God's universe save
by those who are mortals, and which has never
ended save where none but immortals are. A
Journey of weakness. A journey of blindness,
A ‘Jou_rney of white lips and folded hands. To
a loving God.  May he rest in peace.

The oldest and best frien is of the Prestons,
I{r. and Mrs. Kelland, could not have been
kinder to the desolate girl in her great sorrow
than they were,

Eleanor had a man’s strong arm on which to
lean when there was work to be done ; a woman's
kind heart to comfort ber when duty left only
painful quiet possible, ’

Siduey Cobleigh was notified of the sad event,
of course ; but, at the advice of Dr. Kelland, he
did not return for the fuueral. Eleanor wrote
the letter in which she advised him to remain
away for a time. Buat she wrote sorely against
her own desires, and she quoted Dr, Kelland :

* Your father would not have approved of the
match. It would not have beeu made publie,
if he bad lived, that you are er saged to a young
man who has only himself to sapend upou for
bis daily bread. 1 grant you that Sidney is
worthy ; | admit that 1 am myself one of his
warmest friends ; it is true that | believe in him
fally and completely. But your father did not.
For him to come now would be to advertise
your engswgement to all your relatives and
friends. It 1s no time to do that. Your promise
to your dead father stands in the way of it, it
you desire to carry out that promise in spirit as
well as in letter.  You have friends who will
do everything for you ; you have fortune. You
will have but two years to wait.”

So it was settled.

Letters passed between the lovers regularly.
Each knew all that the other did. Each knew
the thoughts and feelings, the joys and cares,
of the other. Sidoey was working hard, and
acquiring money rapidly.  Eleanor was slowly
wearing out the wmemory of her grief, and
coming to appreciate her friends, the Kellands,
and her distant lover more and more every
day.

Sidney need not have continued his labor.
He had possessed enough for bis own moderate
use during the two years he must wait. And
the woman who bad given him her promise
was ready to say, ““Mioe is thine,” when, the
LWO YeArs Was gone,

He was no fortune-hunter ; and, being blame-
less on such a score, wonld doubtless have cared
little for what the world would hiave said if he
had gone home, waited his time, and married a
rich woman while poor himself.  To see her ; to
enjoy her companionship ; to hear her voier ;
to touch her hand; these were temptations
which came to him again and again; tempta.
tions to leave all and go tg her.

Bat he loved the excitement of the life he was
leading, and he was oue of those men whose
hardest task in life was to wait, He counted
himself fortunate that he was so constituted
that increased work made waiting easier.

8o he remained in the mines.

This is vot a story of mining-life, and I shall
not try to picture for my readers the freshness
and freedom of the existence which Siduey en
joyed. His cabin stood on a little hillside,
tacing the south, and affording s view of the
mountainus in the distance. At the foot of the
hill ran a little stream of water.  Near at hand
were the rade habitations of the others of this
little community of seekers for sudden wealth,
The nearest cabin was perhaps, an cighth of an
mile from his.

There were men there whose lives were ro.
mances,  Perhaps we may look into the history
of some of them at & future day. Picturesque
as it all was, we must do little with it now,

Good men were there, f1:d from wrong at
home ; bad men, fugitives from law ; old men,
young men. No women. No pl{{mc. no reli.
gion. Happiness was the rule.  Would itend !

It did end one day. In more than a year,
less than two. A few days before there had
been a party of prospectors with them for a day.
They had gone away with the heartiest wishes
of the miners, No one suspected any possibilit
of their having done any injury in the little
settlement, even inadvertently.

But this day a half-dozen men complained of
being tired and far from well. By afternoon
they were worse, And a wan who was called
“the doctor,” and who was believed to be in
the mines rather than in the FEast, because of
the unfortunate results attending the use of
some drugs of which he knew less than he had
pretended, pronounced the men sick with small-

pox.
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Sowe men 1 every eommunity are cowards,
It was 30 here. Some are cowards only under
certain circnmatances.  That was 8o in this case
also.  Some men flud from the settlement who
had uecded only some emergency —an emer-
gency of any kind whatever—to show them in
their true light. Others, who would have fought
savages or wild beasts in aid of their companions
left the settlement or remained away from those
who were ill.

Sidx::l Cobleigh, a man who never drank or
ﬁ:mbl was not as popular ay he deserved to

. Those brave enough to care for the sick
hli:l friends or relatives to claim their atten-

n.

Sidney, terribly sick, was utterly alone.

Day after day and night after night he tossed
upon his bed of pain. By day the sunshine
burned him, and the distant mountains looked
like pillars of heat ; at night the moon .ooked
in upon him as he gathered up the scanty co-
vering to shut out the cold, He was rational
at times, and would lie weeping silently over
his terrible condition ; then he would be wild
with delirium, and his fevered imagination
would people his narrow room with demons.
He watched the outer world through the narrow
windows (set high up in the wall, %n-cauw of the
possibility that ““a man's house” might have
to be ““his castle” in a literal sense some day
when it suited the wickel convenience of the
crael savage), and wondered listlessly whether
he should ever stand under the free sky again.
Then he would give way to the disease again,
and the greatest boon he would have usked
would have been to die,

So for days, until one evening he awoke from
a long sleep, his brain clear, nnx the fever gone.

How weak hie was—weak in body especially !
His mind seemed strong again. %he power to
reason about his aeeds had returned to him,
and with it the indomitable will which would
not give up.  Slowiy, sud with great etfort, he
left his bed. He could not stand, But he
worked his way, little by little, across the roow
to the pail of water. It took him a half hour to
doit. He drauk deeply.

He found clean clothing, Finding it and
changivg what he had worn so long, took an-
u;.lher bour. He had not stood on his feet at
all.

He found food. There was not mach in the
house. He was wise enough te eat only a
little.  Every power of miud was being brought
under a strict subordination to the will which
had chosen life before anything else.

He crawled to the door. Some one who feared
the sick man might die of exposure had been
kind, or some one fearful of the onsequences to
those outside had been cruel. It matters not
which. Enough that his door was fastened on
the outside.

Tue cold tears crept slowly down over his
wasted cheeks, and droplued silently through
his white thin fingers. Unable to stand, un-.
able to speak above s whisper, almost out of
food and water, and a helpless prisoner in his
own house,

Suddenly he thought of Eleanor ; he had not
thougut of her betore since he had recovered his
senses.  His memory went back to her parting
words. Was what she said prophetic! He
turned hus face towards the vast, and whispered,
brokenly : ** Eleanor, come to me, God knows
I need you now, if | ever needed you. Come
quickly 1"

The greatest ball which had ever been given
in the ety where Eleanor Preston lived was at
its height.  Bright faces smiled.  Bright jewels
flished.  Music crashed. It was an event to be
loug remembered.

Eleanor—her year of mourning for her father
over—was present. Her friends, the Kellands,
were with her. More beautiful thau most of
those present, aud more tastefully dressed than
auy of the others, she was kept in the dance for
hour atter hour,  She enjoved it all ; the exer.
cise, the admiratiou, the compliments. But at
last she felt she must rest. She said: Lient.
Clong, 1 will go and sit in the conservatory for
a little time.  Will you go aud cheer my lone-
liness by something more concerniug your life
on the Plains

Lieutenant Cloug might have excused himself
if he had known that all the interest she had—
and any one could see that she wus deeply in-
terested—centred in ““on the Plains.”  He only
uoticed how she said ** your life,"” and he went
with her.

I have nothing against Lieutenant Clong. He
was a ﬁenllemrn and a brave man. | shall not
drag the details of the sorrow of o good a wan
as he into the light.  Briefly as possible, during
the next halt-hour he asked Elcanor Preston to
marry him and she refused him.

*“At leas', let me have one last waltz with
you. lleave the vity to-morrow. 1 shall never
see you agan.'

““ Yes, Livutenant Clong; I will dance with
you,"

Like a breath came the words through the
westward-looking window before which they
stood.

** Eleator-—come —to—me., God— knows—1I
—need—you - now—if—I —ever—ueeded—you.
Come—quickly "

She gianced at her companion. He had heard
nothing.

Suppose hor face was white, and that she
trembled.  Was that reason for him to wonder ¢
She pitied Clong ; she had promised to dance

with him ; she it

It was not a long dance.  Porhaps the sweet.
ness of this womau's companionship was too
much for the man who had &f ever lost all hope
of winuning her. Perhaps her imagination was
tormenting the woman who had fancied the
tones of her loved one calling for her help. In
a quarter of an hour she was standing before the
same window, and listening to these words, as
the wind from the west seemed to faintly breathe
them in herear :

“ Eleanor —1 — shall— die — unless — you—
cone 1"

Men loved to serve Eleanor Preston. One
went gladly to find Dr. Kelland, another to call
her carriage.

“Dr. Kelland,” she said, *“you must gratify
4 woman's whim. Women are privileged to do,
without giving reasons. | am going to Siduey
Cobleigh. .\'uthinf could hire me to delay for
one moment. Will you go with me 1

“I will. I cau notify my partner by letter.
You will explain. I shall insist on that. But
your condition at this mo nent is such that |
wouldn't risk refasing you. | will go.”

They drove at once to the stativu.

“Two first-class tickets to Chicago,”” said the
doctor.

“You will have to wait twelve hours, sir :
the train has been gone ten minutes.”

They took the next train, aud were delayed
twenty-four honrs by an accident before they
were a hundred miles from houe.  After that,
uo greater delays than they would have found
hiad they started before.

The history of a forced jonrney, in which
every moment is & new fear, s not a pleasant
one, Toe reader will pardon me if | do not
write it,

They reached the post office, to which her
letters for Sidney had been addressed, early in
the morning. It was noon when they entered
the little settlement which had been made
strangely familiar to Eleanor by her lover's
letters.  There was no need te ask questions.
She could select his cabin from the description
he had written,

Dr. Kelland asked, however. He wanted to
be sure, and he had no keen lover-eyes to see
all that she could.

The man asked looked strangely at them as
he answered the doctor’s question. He added :
“(Cobleigh had the small-pox. Perhaps he's
dead ; 1 haven't heard.”

They hurried up the hillside, the noonday sun
beating down upon them unheeded ney
stopped at the door with frightened hearts.
Eleanor looked at the mountains and wondered
how anything in natare could be so calm and
still while her heart and hrain were slowly
breaking.

Tuey knocked.

There was no answer.

At length, Dr. Kelland broke the door in.
We will pass over without description some of
the sights they saw. We will not tell how
everything showed that every morsel of food
had been found and used. Lot us look at the
worse ; and look no further.

Siduey Cobleigh leansd against the wall, his
face towards the East, his forehead against his
open palms. His black hair rested aguinst a
whiter background than though it had lain on
snow, There was no need of questions. But
Eleanor asked them.

“Is he dead ¥

“ Dead," said Dr. Kelland.

‘“Since when 1"

* Perhaps au hour ago ; certainly not two."”

*“ With small-pox "

No. He bhasn't that. Some mountain fever
which the mountain air cured days age. Look-
ing as he does, there is only one conclusion to
be stated.  He has simply starved to death.”

““Could we have saved him, then "’

““ Yes, but—that is—""

“Tell me the truth.”  Her voice was raised a
little.  *“ Could we have saved him ?"*

" Y“_"

*“ When " Her soul was in her voice,

“ 1 can't really tell.”

“ You caw tell, Dr. Kelland, and [ know it.
Could we have saved him yesterday '’

“Yes"

* Without any doubt

“ Without any doubt,” he said, sadly and
slowly.

Iv.

There is a beautiful woman in one of the
largest private insane asylums in the East. She
has been there for years, She will only leave
it when she dies. The best medical talent iu
the world has pronounced her incurable.

Usually she 15 calm. But when the moon is
full she acts out a frightful scene which she has
patched ur from the fragments of her lost
memory. It always ends in this way. She
sweeps a long low courtesy to empty space, and
says : “*Yes, Lieutenant Clong, 1 will dance
with you. | care nothing for you—leas than
nothing. My lover is dying, and calling for
we in vain. My whole happiness for this world
and the next is shpping through my heedless
fingers.  Every mowment is priceless. Delay 1s
murder. Procrastination is maduness.  To wait
is suicide. Dut | will dance with me !’

M. GeoncEes GRANDHOMME, the secretary of
the Paris Jockey Club, has just died, to the
great regret of his numerous circle of French
friends ; and doubtiess many English have a
pleasant recollection of a gentleman who was
always most obliging and courteous. M. Grand-
homme was the founder of the club,
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THE BACON.-SHAKESPEARE
CRAZE.

BY RICHAERD GEANT WIUITE,

And now we are face to face with what is,
after all, the great inherent absurdity (as distin.
guished from evidence and external cenditions)
of this fautastical notion,—the unlikeness of
Bacon's mind and of his style to those of the
writer of the plays. Among all the men of that
brilliant period who stand forth jn the blaze of
its light with sufficient distinction for us, at this
time, to know anything of them, no two were
80 elementally unlike in their mental and moral
traits and in their literary habits as Francis
Bacon and William Shakes) eare ; and each of
them stamped his individuality unmistakably
upon his work. Both were thinkers of the high-
est onder; hoth, what we somewhat loosely call
philosophers ; tait how diflerent their philoso-

hy, how dive:gint their ways of thought, and
Row notably unlike their modes of expression !
Bacon, a cautious observer and investigator,
ever looking at men and things throogh the d
light of onof reason ; Shakespeare, glowing wit
instant inspiration, seeing by intvition the
things before him, outside and inside, body aud
spirit, as it was, yet moulding it as it was to his
immediate need, —finding in 1t merely an ocea-
sion of present thought, and regardless of it, ex-
cept 88 a stimulus to his fancy and his imagina.
tion . Bacon, a logician ; Shakespeare, oue who
set logic at naught, and mnmmp\n wings,
compared with which syllogisms are crutches :
Bacom, who sought, in the phrase of Saul of
Tarsus,—that Shakespeare of Christianity,—to
prove all things, and to hold fast that which is
good ; Shakespeare, one who, like Saul, loosed
upon the world winged phrases, but who recked
not his own rede, proved nothing, and he'd fast
both to good and evil, delighting in his Falstaff
as much as he delighted in his Imogen:
Bacon, in his writing, the most self asserting of
men ;. Shakespeare, one who, when he wrote,
did not seern to have a self . Buacon, the most
cautious and painstaking, the most consistent
and exact, of writers ; Shakcspeare, the most
heedless, the most inconsistent, the most inex.
act of ull writers who have risen to fame : Bacon,
sweet sometimes, sound always, but dry, stiff,
and formal ; Shakespeare, unsavory sometimes,
but oftenest breathing perfume from Paradise,
grand, large, free, lowing, flexible, unconscious,
and incapable of formality : Bacon, precise and
reserved in expression ;- Shakespeare, a player
aod squibbler with words, and swept away by
his own verbal conceits into intellectual paradox
and almost into moral obliquity : Bacon, with-
out humour; Shakespeare’s smuling lips the
mouthpiece of humour for all human kind : Ba-
con, looking st the world before him and at the
teaching of past ages with 4 single eye to his
theories and his individual purposes; Shakes.
peare, finding in the wisdom and the folly, the
woes and the pleasures of the past and the pre-
sent only the means of giving pleasure to others
and getting money for himself, and rising to his
height as a poet and a moral teacher only by
his sensitive intellectual sympathy with all the
needs and joys and sorrows of humanity : Bacon,
shrinking from a generalization even in morals ;
Shakespeare, ever moralizing, and dealing even
with individusl men and particular things in
their general relations : both worldiy-wise, both
men of the world, and both these master intel.
lects of the Christian era were worldly-minded
men in the thorough Bunyau sense of the
term : but the one using his knowledge of men
and things critically in philosophy and in af-
fairs ; the other, his synthetical ¥, 48 & creative
artist : Bacon, a highly trained mind, and
showing his training at every step of his cautions,
steady march ; Shakespeare, wholly untrained,
and showing his want of training even in the
highest reach of his soaring flight ; Bacon, ut-
terly without the poetic faculty even in a
secondary degree as is most apparent when he
desires to show the contrary ; Shakespeare, ris-
ing with unconscious effort to the highest heaven
of poctry ever reached by the human mind. To
suppose that one of these men did his own work
and also the work of the other is to assume two
miracles for the sake of proving one absurdity.
—Atiantic.

THE MARRIED WOMAN.,
A SQUIE,
By a Barrister.

The title of this article is hardly an attractive
one to & spiuster; yet by a strange anomaly,
she might perbaps obtain the greater henefit
from the digestion of it. On t:: principal of
the old ssw, that it is not much use attending
to the stable door after the horse has le't it, the
married lady may perhaps consider with com-
parative indifference, what further advantages
and privileges she migbt have secured, before
she put her dainty foot across the Rubicon. She
is now in the enemy’s country, and can only
look wbout her and speculate upon the limit of
her prison, and as to how far she can move with
freedom.  On the other hund the spinster who
meditates (in her virgin mind) an allisnce with
Mr. B:ocks, of Shetfield, is in a position, if not
to hold out the citadel altogether, at any rate to
dictute her conditions of surrender, Lot e ask
her before she does so, to read this cartel which
I throw upon the point of u spear into ner camp,
11 she surrenders at discretion without contract,
she will enter into community (Civil Code of

Lower Canada, Act 1270) with Mr. Brooks and
the consequences will be as follows : Mr. Brooks
will become lord and master of all the movable
property to which he has been laying siege
(C.C. 1272), he will have the full enjoyment
and benefit of it until the dissolution of the
marriage when he or his heirs will become own.
ers of one half. He will also take into his
grasp, all the lands, houses and other real J;N
perty which she will become possessed of after-
wards, unless it be a token of affection from one
of her ancestors, or falls to her by succession,
(10 Em.) He will enjoy all her revenues and
he will put into his ![:ckot any movable which
sheacquires, unless the gentleman who presented
it to her, has given him to understand that he
shall not do so (C.C. 1276)—when Mr. B. re.
tires from active life, and takes up his residence
in a planet, Mrs. B. will enjoy again half of the
property which has been wrested from her, to.
gether with half of his worldly goods acquired
under similar circumstaneces, (1857 C.C.) Asa
cousolation for his loss she will also extract
from his heirs, her dower, a small solacium,
consisting, speaking generally, of half of his
immovable property (1434). And well will it
be for Mrs. Ig irher husband does not insert in
the daily papers one of those crnel advertise.
ments to confiding trandsmen, to the etfect
that her credit shall be limited to small pur.
chases of sweetmeats and medicine, and other
necessities of the nursery. If he does this, or
otherwise gives the tradesman to understand
that it is against his consent that his wife is—
investing : the wary shopman will hesitate be-
fore dealing with her (1282, 10 Em.) He knows
by experience that he will have no action for
his price, unless he is lucky enough to have
pandered to the tase of the head of the house as
well, and that gentleman has feasted on the
groceries or worn the woolen shirts which she
purchased. Otherwise the creditor must wait
until the marriage is dissolved. 1f no such no-
tice is given by Mr. Brooks (and it is not often
that he does do so) the trade may safely furnish
Mr. B. with all that is necessary to the wain.
taining of her household and look to for pay.
ment. She is presumed to have a tacit mandate
or order from her husband to purchase especially
if he have once paid oue of her accounts thus in-
curred (10 Em. 1761). Mrs. B. must live with
her husband and obey him uvless he insult her
grievously, or otherwise ill-use her. Her domes-
tic quarrels with Mr. B., in which she enforces
her arguments with a poker and he perhaps re-
taliates with the leg orol chair, the law would
hardly consider sutficient. They might come
under the head of incompatibility of temper, but
our law does not imclude this as a cause for
separation, (10 Em. 188), Should Mrs. B. wish
te sever as far as she can, her counection with
her husband, she must apply by a petition to a
Judge, setting forth her reasons and askiog to be
allowed to sue for separation, and to be allowed
to withdraw, pending the suit, to a place which
she indicates, (10 Em. 194). She will lose her
right of action if Mr. B. apologize for breaking
the peace and she accepts that apology. During
the suit she must leave her children with Mr,
B., unless she can pursvade the judge to give
them to her, bygshowing that her hushaud is a
brute. If she succeeds in this she will be allowed
to keep them for the fature, until they reach
the age of 14 when they may choose for them.
selves with whom they will reside. (Stoppellben
Vs. Huel, 2 Q.L.R, 255. Rivard Ve. Goulet,
1 Q.L.R., 174.)

ANALTYTIC FICTION.

BY CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER.

The analytic method in fiction is interesting,
when nsed by a master of dissection, but it has
this fatal defect in & povel, —it'destroys illusion.
We want to think that the characters in a story
are real persous.  We cannot do this if we see
the author set them up as if they were mario-
nettes, and take them to pieces every fow
and show their interior structure, and the
machinery by which they are moved. Notonly
is the illusion goue, but the movement of the
story, it there is a story, is retarded, till the
reader loses all enjoyment in impatience and
weariness.  You find yoursell saying, perhaps,
What & very clever fellow the author is ! What
an ingenious creation this character in ! How
brightly the author makes his people taik !
This is high praise, bat by no mesxns the high-
est, and when we reflect we see how immeasur-
ably inferior, in fiction, the analytic method is
to the dramatic. [n the dramatic method the
characters appear, and show what they are by
what they do and say ; the reader studies their
motives, and & part of his enjoyment is in anal-
vzing them, ...5' his vanity is fattered by the
trust reposed iu his perspicacity. We realize
how unnecessary minute analysis of character

and long descriptious are in reading a drama by
Shakesjeare, in which the characters are so
vividly presented to us in action and *speech,
without the lesst interference of the author in
description, that we regard them as persons
with whom we might have real relations, and
not as bundles of traits and qualities, True,
the conditions of dramatic art and the art of
the novel ars different, in that the drama can

dispense with delineations, for its characters are |
intended to be presented to the eye ; but all the
same, a good drama will explain itself without
the atd of sctors, and there is no doubt that it |
is the higher art in the novel, when once the |
characters are introduced, to treat them deama. |

tically, aud let therm work out their own destiny

. e g s v i W L8
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according to their characters. It is a truism to
say that when the reader perceives that the
author can compel his characters to do what he
pleases all interest in them as real persons is
gone. In a novel of mere action and adventure,
a lower order of fiction, where all the interest
centres in the unraveling of a plot, of course
this does not so much matter.— April Atlantic,

SAINT SAENS.

M. Saint Saens has a strange original physi-
que. The first thing one sees in him is his nose
~—a majestic nose, a heroic nose, like the beak
of an eagle, The nostrils are marked by deep
furrows ; the eyes are bright, yet of great soft.
ness, and lay hold of the interlocutor, allh:fh
the gleams are hidden by a rtpmul binocle.
The brow is and somewhat bold, his bair
is becoming thin, his beand, which grows very
thick, is clear chestnut. His mouth has thin
lips and is large. Altogether, not a handsome
man. He is of moderate stature and his de.
portment is as strange as his physiognomy. He
18 awkward and does not know what to do with
his arms when they are not on the key-board.
Usually he stoops, and his legs seem badly con.
vected with his trunk. He walks like one walk.
ing on a pavement covered with ice. He trots
and slides, his legs embarrass him ; he walks,
in fact, as if he were placing his feet on the
pedals of his organ. His life has been little
agitated, sud hence his biography offers no pe-
culiar interest. Well known and well appre.
cisted in the world of musicians, Saint Saens
is not popular. He does not aspire to the suf-
frages of the crowd, even if the crowd could ar-
rive at a higher stage of musical education. He
is a savant. His enginality does not lie in the
character of his inspirations, but in the personal
manner in which he treats them. He is a
scientist of the scientists. He has seen every-
thing, read everything, studied evervthing,
meditated everything, compared everything,
sonnded the depths of everything.  The terrible
science of counterpoint, the history of musie,
the works of the masters, are no secret to him
Born with almost phenomenal instincts for
musie, he has baen able to develop his original
faculties by an extraordinary capacity for work
While cultivating harmony he found time to
become a virtuoso of the first order. He suc-
ceeded as organist at the Madelsine, the famous
Lefébure-Wely,

A LITERARY CRANK,

M. Philippe Villiers de L'lsle Adaw, the
author of the ** Nouveau Monde,"’ the wild play
Just prodoced at Paris, with teorge Washington
as ope of the characters, is, according to his
friends, eccentric ; according to his enemios, a
erank. He is the last representative of the il-
lustrious race which gavs to the Knights of
Rhodes their most famous Grand Master, is of
woderate stature, wears his hair long, is hand.
somely dressed one day and in rags the next,
aud his eye is somewhat wild. He does the
strangest things. About three years ago, being
tired of gay lif+, he engaged himself to an under-
taker, and was seen by his friends carryiog a
child's coflin along the Rue Notre Dame de Lo.
rette. While thus en he wrote his ** Cruel
Tales,” based on his observations. Afterwards
he went into a lunatie asylum and played the
part of a lunatic who had been cured. When
any one cawme to the asylum the director sum-
moned Villiers.

** Here, sir, is a gentleman who was quite ont
of his mind. Thanks to our treatment he has
now recovered."”

He gained $40 a month by this occupation.
In one of his plays he introduces a band of
dumb people.

“Sire," says a herald, ** here are some dumb
men who wish to speak to you."

‘‘ Introduce their chief," replies the mouarch.

This is as good as Ponson du Terrail’s “* We
men of the Middle Ages.”

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

Loxpox, Mareh 17,

Prorie have ** What to do with the Welling-
ton Statue " on the brain. Among other odd
proposals is oue for elevating the Duke to the top
of Mount Primrose.

Tur Government propose to ask this year for
£180,000 on account of building the new War
Office and Admiralty.

Tuere has been a pause for some time past in
the manufacture of new clubs, but the little game
isto begin again this season. One in to be
called “The Harmony ;" another, without a
pame as yet, is to be in the wsthetic live, Har-
mony is ever in season, the other thing has had
ity day —the public want a novelty, Who will
inventit?

ONE of the oldest clubs in London is ** The
Covon-tree Club,” The hmox' of the celebrated
members and the episodes that have occurred
there would be curious reading, if « little anti-
quarian ; but the pen that could do the deed
inust, of course, be a brilliant one. A new career |
awnits the favorite house, us it is to be hence.

Thue earliest tronble of Archer in his married
state was to be severed from his dearly beloved
wifo at a high-cluss chureh, when he innocently
sat down in a free seat with his beloved. He was
at once bidden, with threatening mien, by a
bold Bamble, to get out of that, and go in
amongst the men.  Archer bowed meekly, and
went over to the race of males,

A¥ter all, the report scems to be a correct
one that the exterior of Westminster Abbey is
in such a bad condition that it will be necessary
to have considerable repairing executed. The
estimate falls short of a anlml thousand ; but
nearly that sum will have been expended when
all has been done that should be to pat the
sacred edifice in & substantial condition of re.

pair.

Tux hadsome newly-finishad building in Pie-
cadilly—Prince’s Hulf~ -which is partially occu.

ied by the luostitute of Painters in Water

‘olours, will be opened towards the ond of
April. It will give the West.end one more large
and hond ome room capable of holding several
bisdtes people.  la the height of the season
there is a great want of accommoedation of this
character when balls, grand dinners, and meet-
ings abound.

I is in contemplation to enclose the whole of
Romney Hoy, a part of the district of Romney
Marsh.  An immense tract of land would thus
be recovered, and building would forthwith be
commenced on a large scale, & railway, would be
also constructed, and accommaodation provided
for steamers. Clearly, there is an idea that an-
other fashionable sea resort will result from the
carrying out of this grand scheme,

Tue observance of Lent has been of late ysars
on the increase in the Metropolis, but it has
never reached the climax that it has this season.
There are no balls, no dances of any kinds and
very few dinner parties. In fact, with the ex-
ception of the theatres, it is considered very
*bad form " to join any amusement whatever
until the (imaginary) fast of Lent is over, which
will not be the case for nearly two weeks yet,
The (supposed) observance of the forty days'
fastiog and penance has been on the increase of
Iate years, but never to anything like the pre.
sent,

Tuat atheism is largely on the increase in the
metropolis is a fact which the Secularist school
crow loudly over, but which is too generally ig.
nored. The lower orders of London ten or fifteen
years ago were simply irreligious ; now they are
to a very large extent openly and avowedly infi-
del. In Germany, even in the universities,
scepticism is said to be upon the wane. Accord-
lug to recent accounts, there seems to be a silent
but widespread revival of Evangelicism through-
out the Fatherland. In Eogland the movement
Appears to be the other way. The disagreement
of the jury in the Foote prosecution, in the face
of clear law and clear evidence, is only a sign of
the existing state of things.

Mi. Jonx MorLEY was a tolersbly well-known
man in London society, in the lobby of the
House, aud even iu our streets, long before he
becawe a member of Parliament ; yet to the
astonishment of those who thought everybody
knew Lim, he has been criticized almost like an
utter stranger.  He will, perhaps, be amused to
learn that his appearance is regarded generally
as ““disappointiog.” People are sorry that thers
15 no suggestion of the dreaming philosopher
about him. His features are not such as one
associates with the highest culture, His walk
is criticized.  Pawer there is in his face, but no
suggestion in his bearing of that grace of style
which makes some of his books models of Fng-
lish. People speak, therefore, with pity for the
loss of another ideal, and taik almost as though
they were ready to return to the worship of Ox-
car Wilde,

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

Tury are kind to mnsical directors in Chi.
cago.  Hans Balatka was presented with a bag full
of gold on the veeasion of his fittioth birthday.

Tux Doke of Edinburgh has presect d Mme.
Marie Rore with a bandsome diamond brooeh, It is
intended as a souvenir of the recent coneert given st
the Liverpool Philharmonie Hall, in aid of the Royal
College of Music, on which occasion Mme, Marie
Roze sang " Gounod's “Ave Maria,”” secompanied on
the violin by the Duxe. |

Mrie. Mariv Fronrer, the danghter of the
oolebrated notor, was married on the 26th ult. to M.
Porée her consin,  The religious ceremony took place
at the Church of St. Louis " Antin, hrf:nrv n large
company of friends, who met agnin later in the day
at the dinner, and a ball was given at Lomardelny's in
the evening.

Waoser left a larger fortune than was
thought, says the London Figare. Herr Neumann
aloue paid rﬂm twenty five thoussnd dollars u yoar
in royaltios, and the total income from this source is
near {thrim that sum.  Wagner has also ieft about
fifty thousand dollars in ecash besides his freeholds.
The opers on which he wis engagod at the time of his
death is entitled ** Die Bosser,” (the Penitont). but
it 18 in too incomplete a stato to be touched by other
hands.

Eowix Boorn's porting from Hamburg Inst
week was made the oceasion of even n greator ovation
than that st Herlin,  After he had boon enlied out
more than twenty times, the artists of the Thalia
Theatre prepared a touching seene on the stage for
the departing trngodinn, in the eonrse of which M,
Formes, in an Evglish speech, '-n-wnlml bt in the
name of the whule compnny with the branch of a l-nlm
tree, richly wrought in silver, as the fittest omblom

forth a Members’ Club vice a proprietary one.
May it flourish !

of Booth's mastery over all hix collengues in both
homisphores.
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A VIOLIN'S VOICE.

A PATHETIC STORY OF A MUSICIAN AND A
DYING CHILD,

_—

(From lielgravia,)

The dark angel of death was standing ou'side
the musician’s door, for little Annita, Maestro
Narditta's ehild was fading away ; no tears, no
prayers ceuld uvail, not even Carissima’s lovely
voice,

Carissima’s voice was hushed now ; the maes-
tro had no heart to take up his dearly loved
vielin and play to soothe his sorrow, as he had
done many years ago, when his wife died and
left this little one behind,

Heaven had given him the divine gift of
genius, and had bidden him to call alond to the
world. So the Carissima and he played together
through sickness and sorrow and success, and
through aill the changing scenes of life they had
been faithiul friends,

They had just come back from the crowded
hall ; the peaple said that never before had the
maestro played so beasntifully, and that never
before had the violin's voiee sounded so mourn-
ful and pathetic

Well, vou see, they did not know the reason ;
but we do, for both were thinking of the little
dving girl, and how could their thoughts be
anything but sorrowful, or the outward ex.
pression of those thoughts be anything but
mournful !

The father was weeping by his ehild’s bed-
side. But she said: “ Do not weep ; sing to
me—sing me to sleep, for I am so weary, dear
father, and the evenivg has been so loug with.
out thee.”

Then he rose and played for her, and she
closs d her eves, and listened Im)-"lly to Caris.
sima's Vol It sang & song without worls
the musie alone told the tale—of a pure yvoung
life, too pure for earth, and ther fure to be taken
away to that fair land where only the good and
pure and true dwell,  Yet it was hard to ivave
the earth, harder still to leave the dear onix be.
hind, and to know that they would be des Jlate;
and here the violin's voice sobbed and trembled
as if from sorrow, and the melody became softer
and softer, as if deseribing the very jmrting
which was soon to take place ; then the hinger-
ing notes died away, and the maestro’s hand was
still

“Is that all 7" murmured the child ; “ ok,
play again '

Onee wore he raised his bow on high, and the
air resounded with a psalm of triomph—the
same wmelody, but no longer soft and sad, for
the gates of the fair land were opened wide, and
amid this jubilant strain the child had passed
away with the angel of death

MILTON AND ANACREON,

A Boston eritic is of the opinion that * Milton
i As sweot & poet as Anacreon.” If all crestion
had been raked over, two poets more unlike than
Milton and Anacreon would not have been hit
upon for a comparison. Milton is always vast
in his simplest footsteps. There is a sweep and
a grandeur and a swing in his treatment of the
simplest subjects.

Thus

Morn her easy steps in th' eastern elime
Advancing, sow'd the earth with orient pearl

Again :
—ee ) OW gEDtle gales,
Fanning their odoriceous wings, dispense
Native perfumes, and whisper whenee they stole
Those balmy spoils,

Ur:

How from that sapphire fount the cn-PﬁI brook
Rolling on orient pearl and sands of goid,

With mazy error under pondent shades

Ran nectar.

Or this ¢

Hear the Iark begin his flight,
And singing startle the dull night.

Who but Milton could give such & picture of
& beautiful yonng girl as this:

Her vermil tinetured lip,
And trosses like the moru.

Or this :

(irace was in her stops, heaven in her eve,
In every gesture dignity and love.

Milton's beautiful women are up in the
clouds, heaven is in their eye, and their tresses
nre asgrand as the morn.  But Avacreon’s wo-
men are altogether different,  They are quite
down among the balmiest odors and sweotest

flowers of the earth.

Thus :

Oh! mu;hlfl wv{i‘ the hnmu_\'r 'wnl\:".
Which thy fair form is wont to jave,
'l'h':l wrﬁ’nmo'- office 1 wonld bear,
Which now anoints thy graceful hair:
Or like a gariand round ﬂ})‘ neck,
Wonld that its whiteness I might deck;
Or blost whilst tramplod on hy thee,
Thy sandal gladly wonld I be.

Or this :

To-day is ours ; what do we fear?
To-day is ours ; we have it here,
Tat's treat it kindly, that it may
Wish at lenst with us to stay.

Laot's banish business, banish sorrow,
To the gods helongs to morrow

Or:

Draw, some Appelles, draw me here,

Bles flod; bat I8 s brsast 1 Snd
L] : bu t

That she has left herself bebind.

Or this on music :

Now let the wo
Musie I‘- t'}n lo;‘l"o‘f.’m:nl.u‘ o
Weo may say thet Milton threw roses on his
l:n-cepu to adern them ; but Anacreon threw
in ideas in the midst of rosss, The one soars
like an eagle in grandeur.  The other lights like
u song-bird in the flower-scented meads. They
are each perfect masters in different styles.

ECCENTRIC ARTISTS.

The whimsical reception offered to his visitors
by Mr. Whistler on the occasion of the private
view of his gallery of etchings is still the talk
of the studies. The crowd, obedient to the hour
named on the ticket, having to wait in the
little, dark, unventilated entrance-room, did not
fail to give utterance to the most cutting plea-
santries inspired by the time, the place, the o
portunity of displaying the yellow butterfly
token of Mr. Whistler's b nevolent patronage.
The visit of the Prince of Wales seemed to last
an eternity, so stifling was the atmosphere of
the little room into which fresh srrivals kept
ponring.  And when the Prince had depart.
ed, and the guests rushed in a compact body to
the gallery, some little disappointment was ex-
pressed at the mawkish effect produced by the
muchevaunted arrangement in yellow and white,
which was declared poor and pitiful in the ex.
treme. Bat a lnwm gathering of well-bred
people is soon restored to good humor, and con-
solation was found in the comparison made be
tween the late Count Montroud and Mr Whist
ler's practical jokimg. Count Montroud, who
hind retired to a small apartment after the decay
of all his grandeur, was determined that none of
his courtly friends of former days should be ad.
mitted to bear witness to the chauge in his
surroundings.  But the fine ladies of Paris are
not easily batfled. They resolved to get a sight
of the ménage, anl so, upon an occasicn of fire
works, knowing that a spacious belvedere, for.
merly an observatory, on the roof of Montroud's
apartment looked over the ground where it wes
to take pluce, they sent in a round robin with
the request to be allowed to view the show from
thence. The request, signed by every one of
the beauties of Paris, could not be decently re.
fused—all the more that the most splendid col
lation—fowers, fruit, choice wines, cold fowls,
gelatines, ices and confectionary was sent by
contribution of the fair signataires to be spread
in the belvedere.  Well, Montroud received his
beautiful visitors with every expression «f hearty
welcome, but many of them still remember the
malicious expression of his eye. At the first
bang of the signal rocket a rush was made for
the little staircase leading from his rooms to the
belvedere. It was steop and narrow—the ladies
were crushed and pressed to death—their beau-
tiful toilets completely wrecked ; but Montrond
stood at the head of the stair, in far more trou.
ble than his fair visitors. He held a tremen-
dous bunch of keys in his hund, and was trying
each one of them in the lock. None would fit!
the key was evidently not there.  He called
aloud to his valet, who, in answer to his dis-
tressful inquiries, bade bim remember that he
had taken the key off the rin - that very morn-
ing, and had locked himselt in while he dis-
wosing the good things sent by the ladies to the
Luil advantage. Then it was likely that he had
forgotten to tuke the key out when he left, and
had closed the door behind him.  What was to
be done ! The heat in that narrow stair was
tremendous.  The fireworks were by this time
banging away without interruption—now and
then a tlash of colored light through the glass
dome of the roof would show the angry coun-
tenances and disordered toilets of the ladies,
and the distressed expression in that of their
host. But nothing was to be done. The last
phiz of the bouquet died away, and all was
dark, when the poor mystified guests, vowing
vengeance against their mystifier, who, with all
the courtesy of his voung days, expressed himself
far more injured by their displeasure than they
conld possibly be by their misadventure, de-
scended the stair and went home—to listen to
the accounts of those friends who had witnessed
“ the most brilliant display of firewurks ever
seen in Paris.”  And Montrond, suddenly find-
ing the missing key, sat down with a select party
of his boon companions to a jolly supper, and
drank the health of his fair guests in their own
exquisite wine. b

PRIMA DONNAS AT HOME.

St. John's Wood, a pretty suburb in the
porth-west of London, is a favorite neighbor.
hood for artists. Alma Tadema’s study is there.
Marie Roze, the wife of Henry Mapleson, flvoa
frequent concerts in her house to the residents
of tlhr Wood, and Sir Ju'ius Benedicl does so
more pretentiously once & year.

Mme, Albani has a pleasant house, standing
back from the street, amid bright green shrub.
bery, with a hedge inside of the high iron rail-
ings that bound the pavement in front. She
gives teas, garden parties, and dinners often
when at home.  She is Mrs. Gye.

Jenny Lind has a quiet residence in Seuth
Kensington. Almost any day one can see a
Little oid woman bending over the flowers in a
front window. That ix the once great singer.

Nilsson's house is isolated from those of other
noted singers, and she has a social circle of her

own.

Patti lives in London only during her profes.
sional engagements there, home being a
veritable castle in Wales.

HOME OF JEFFEKSON DAVIS.

Beauvoir is a stately mausion, reminding one
of an old English home. It is approached by
an avenue of superb and venerable trees. At
the gate, in a spirit of true Southern courtesy,
Mrs. Jefforson Davis awaited us. Mre. Davis
is statuesque and stately. Her elezantly shaped
head sits upon her shoulders as though chiseled
by Phidias. It is so exquisitely poised that one
cannot relrain from gazing, while her every
movement is the impersonification of digni‘tiy
and grace. A rich mass of hair, whitened,
alas! not by the hand of time, is wound in a
massive coil at the back of the beautiful head.
Her figare is stately, and the close-fitting black
dress, with its Watteau p'aits, clung to her form
as though to caress it.  She wore no ornaments
whatever, save the circle of gold on her fine aud
shapely hand.  Her manner is so winsome as to
completely absorb one, and as we walked ap to
the old manor- house, beneath the arching
boughs of lordly trees that stood like sentinels
presenting arms as we passed, | felt its fascina.
tion to the full. Ascendinga steep flight of
steps, we were ushered into the reception-room,
an apartment at once as elvgnt as it is cozy.
A bright log fire smiled at us, and great easy-
chairs received us with open arms.  Miniatures
of many generations gazed at us from the walls,
and books, old and new, were at our beck. Pic-
tures and portfolios, diinty bits of work, and
all the costiy knick-knackeries that bespeak re.
finement and calture blossomed in this charm-
ing old room, and, as if to complets the picture,
a tinge shaggy Newfoundlund dog tefore the fire
sprawled, who even in sleep over and suon
wageed his bushy tail for very hospitality. Mr.
D ivis’ married danghter is on a visit to Beau.
voir—the electrie lights in the househol |, her
two beautiful children.

After a delightful chat, Mrs. Davis volun.
teered to show us her hushand's study—the
workshop in which he turned out the * History
of the War"—und in which he passes so much
of his waking Lours. Th s sancfum is a ver-
andsed building with a covical roof, standing
apart from the manor-house and iu the midst of
the most magnificent trees. The interior pre.
sents all the rude reality that actual work ever
imparts, and is lined with two tiers of books.
Everything are evidences of Jefl Davis's indivi-
duality in the form of pictures and statuettes.
Mr. Davis will not permit any profane hands
bere, and everything must remain as he leaves
it. While he is closeted in his sanctum no one
may disturb him. This law is Draconian. Mrs.
Davis almost apologized for the condition of the
grounds, which were quite en déshabille, owing
(o the difficulty of procuring labor, Beauvoir,
as 18 known, was the gift to Jefferson Davis
from an ardent admirer, and a right lordly gift
1t was,

VARIETIES.

FANGS OF THE RATTLESNAKE. — At a January
meetiog of the Philadelphia Academy of Natural
Sciences, Dr. Leidy exhibited a series of fangs
taken trom a rattlesnake liuit\m inches in
length. The rapi.ht{ with which the functional
fangs are reproduced was shown by the presence,
on each side of the jaw, of five fangs in varying
degrees of development, so placed as to replace
those which are lost.

Prrits oF BALLooNiNG, —Information hds
been received recently of the frightful death of
two over-daring wronauts in Madrid under pecu-
liarly horrible circumstances. It appears that
Captain Mavet and an assistant ascended in a
balloon in Madrid, before an imnivnse cotncourse
of people, on January 28th,  When the balloon
had reached the height of about 1,000 fect,
Captain Mayet got out upon a trapeze suspend-
ed from the basket and began his performance.
The trapeze was seen to break, and the performer
lost his hold. While in the air he turned over
and over many times. He struck the stoue

vement an unrecognizable mass. A moment
ater the balloon contaiving the other occupan’
was seen to descend with meteorie rapidity, and
it crashed with terrible force against the pro
jrcting eave of a house, tilting the bask«t and

urling the occupant out head first. Striking a

veranda, the man was precipitated to the

nd, torn, cut, and mangled tosuch a degree
ﬁ::be died in a few moments,

OUR CHESS COLUMN.

——

ications intended for this Column
.hﬁ.'.'u“t-':':s.'a'nn&“ to the ‘!_ih.“ Editor, Caxaniay
TLLusTrRaTED NEws, Montreal,

J. W. 8., Montreal.—=Paper and letter to hand.
Thanks,

F.W.H., Boerne, Texas.~Correet solution received
of Problem No. 422,

W have been requested to publish the tollowing
table showing the number of games finished in the
Cineinnati Commercinl Correspondence Tourney to
March 26th, 1888, Several Canadian chessplayers are
engaged in this contest, and one of them, Mr. Shaw,
of Muntreal, s at present taking the lead, as will be
wen by reference to the table. This Tourney is ably
conducted by W. 0. Ferris, Esqo, of New Castle,
Delaware.

(iames finished in Cincinnati Commercial Corres-
pondence Tourney to March 26th, 1843,

—_— GAMES WON.|GAMES LOST.
H.J. Anderson 6 0
A, B Block.. 4 0
C. A, Boivin. .. 4 4
W. Braithwaite. ... 5 2
J. D. Cot 5 4
W. J. Ferris. '3 g’
E. B. tireenshields 1

L. E. Hendricks 3 3
Miss P. Himrod. 4 i
Miss H. Edua Laurens 3 2
I P. Meredith. .. ... : ) 24
J. E,Narraway . 5 3
. €. Robertson 5 4
) & l‘(‘;'lll. : () 4
J. W.Shaw. 9 1
Jas Tarbell. 7 0
George Tatnall 54 1)
S,‘. ¥-,“w?d(:rm5n :’ 2”
1. N. Kittaon 5 0

The announcement that Captain Mackenzie will
take part in the great Internationsl Tourney in Lon-
dou gives pleasure to many on this continent, we
oan nssure him that he has the best wishes of his
Canadian friends for his success,

We have been informed that a telegraph c‘hou
mateh hetwesn the Quebee and Toronto Chess Clubs
began on Saturday lust, March 24th.  As soon as par-
tieulars come to hand, we shall hasten to publish
them in our Column.

A mateh was played three weeks ago between the
University and City Chess Clubs of Oxford. in which
the former wis victorious by 22§ to 10} gumes, Fif-
teen players on each side.

The annual mateh between Oxford and Cawmbridge
was announced some time ago to take place on Sa-
turday, March 17th. We shail be glad to hear the re-
sults,

Harce awr dames ! A lLadies’ Iuternational Tour-
ney is announced in connection with the Matlock Re-
pister, Any number of two-movers - direct and un-
conditionai—may be sent in by each competitor all
bearing the same motto, but numbered. Sealed en-
velopes not required. Time hmit for sending in pro-
blems, December 1st, 1883, Prizes, £22a. for best
set of two problems, a painted Torquay Terra Cotta
Plaque, valued £11s. for the best English set, not
winuning first prize, and two minor prizes for com-
posers in their first year of composition. Joint eom-
positions are barred. Address the Matlock Regiater
Chess Editor, Dovedale House, Matioek Bath, Derby-
shire.—~British Chess Magazine.

PROBLEM No. 427,
By N. M. Carrig
BLACK.

Z /ﬁ/
V74

- - . -»
vy
Z 7 7
7 7

%
7

WHITE.
White to play and mate in two moves,

SOLUTION OF PROBLEM No. 425,

White. Black.
1 Ktto K3 1KtwK ¢
2RBRtoK B3 2 Auny
3 B mates 1K toli3
2Bt 8 2 Any
3 R mates

GAME 83ro.
CHESS AT SEA.
CHE © 2000 VARIATION IN THE FRENCH DRV NEEL.

1 o found below was played bhetween Herr
SI!-!::I‘;.“-I?"-- worr, and Mr De Visser on hoard the
steamship Noratoga, while on their way to Havanas,
where the champion is now e iconniering Judge
Celso Golmaye in a match for $dkia side

W nirk. —{ Mr. Steinitz) Braok.—(Mr. De Visser.)

(Mlindfold.) (sea-siek.)
P to K 1PtoKk3
'l' p 'm'l\( "‘ 2PQB
IPwk By PR K@
4 I takes P 4QK o BS
5K Ktto B3 SlitoKi2
6t k2 6 Qo B2
7 Kt to ls 3 13\1( !:n‘: « P
; 'l\'t(:-"uqlk' > “ Ii takes I\'t ch
10 Q takes Kt . l‘tl' 'I.'x ; t’{!l( 3
o K o N
}l‘ t:-.k':-':'. 12 P takes Kt
13 PoK6 BPwQ3
14 P takes P ch 4 htoQ oq‘
15 Rto RS !'_'l‘! woslk
15 P Queens ch 16 11 okes Q
17 takes :: x.'h . ‘l‘. N :-~|l’. -
akes * ch v sy
Eakpfe SRR

2 castles (K R
and Mr. Vissor retired ** to seek the seclusion that &
calpn granis,

NOTES,

() This move constitutes Mr. Max Judd’s var aion
in the Freoeh defense, tn wiveh Mr. Steinitz nuws ¢
IPto K o This game is po fair test of the strength
of the move, beeause De Visser not only isa weaker
player than Judd, bat was sen sick at the time of
plaving the game.
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ClL’ Y Floral Antograph Album, 1 Photo
Uard Album, | Momoranda Book, 180,
“eu & Co,, Westville, U

G, ~ THE *SKREI"

Yo Cod Liver 01l

asteless.  No other Oil to compare with it

__ KENNETH CAMPBELL & CO.

LT

Pure, Pale and almost

T

Will be mailed rrEs h‘lllr \.:. and 0 cus-
tomers of 1ast year withont ordering it. Itcoutaing
about 170 pages, & Llastrations, |nm-. ACCUTALS
descriptions and valuable directions for planting
5% varneties of Vegetable and Flower Seads,
ts, Frult Trees et luvaluable to all, espec-
ially to Market Gardeners. Send for it !
O.M.FERRY & CO. DETROIT MiCH.
\lA\' Be FOUND oy
THIS PAPER it ven s
lll“\’lll,l.& ('ﬂ'ﬂ
Newspaper Advertising Bureau (10 SPRUCE
STREET), WHEKE Al-
YERTISING CONTRACTS “Ew YonK
Ay be made Inr u in ]
British American
Bk Note [Joupan,
Incorporated by Letters Patent
Capital 8$100,000.
feneral fngravers & Printers
Bank Notes, Bends,
Postage, Bill & Law Stamps,
Revenus Stamps,
Bills of Exchange,
DRAFTS, DEPOSIT RECEIPTS,
Promissory Notes, &c., &c.,
Exocutad in the Best Style of Steel Plate
Enygraving,
Portraits a Specialty.
G. B. BURLAND,
Presvdent o Mooy
(LIMITED)
CAPITAL $200,000,
GENERAL
) '
Engravers, Lithographers, Printers
AND PUBLISHERS,
3,5 7,9 & Il BLEURY STREET,
MONTREAL.
THIS ESTABLISHMENT has a capital equal
to all the other thogm& shie firms in the coun.
try,and is the largest and most complete Estab-
lishment of the kind in the Dominion of Canada,
possessing all the latest improvements in machi.
uery and appliances, comprising :—
12 POWER PRESSES
2 PATENT ENVELOPE MACHINES, which
make, priat and emboss euvelopes Ly ous operation,
1 PATENT LABEL GLOSSING MACHINE,
1 STEAM POWER ELECTRIC MACHINE,
4 PHOTOGRAPHING MACHINES
2 PHOTO-ENGRAVING MACHINES
Also CUTTING, PERFORATING, NUMHBERING, EM-
BOBSING, COPPER PLATE PRINTING and all other
Machinery required in & first class buninoss
All kinds of ENGRAVING, | ITHOGRAPHING, BLEC.
TR 'v ING AND TYPE PRINTING executed IN THE
Brs JYLE
AND AT MODERATE PRICES
PHOTO-ENGRAVING and LITHOGRAPHING from
pen and luk drawings A SPECIALITY
The Company are slso Proprietors and Publlshers of
the
CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED KEWS,
L'OPINION PUBLIQUE, and
BCIENTIFIC CANADIAN.
A large staff of Artiete, Engravers, and Skilled Work-
men jo every Department.

In ¢ nee of Imitations of 1
i "... 2 are calculated to .". 12¢ 1/.,
¢! Purchasers see that the
./m:—

ns (,.l

LA

Ask for LEA and PERRINS' Sauce,
Stopper. Wholesale and for Export
Blackwell, London, &*c., &c.; and by

DOUGLASS & CO Nl)\TKI'Al

Misses. J. M

;.,“ noeTery

To be obtained ot

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS,

HE WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCL |
Public., Lea and Perrins have fo reguesi ’

bottle bears therr Signalure

4@% . |

without which no botile of f/x( original WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE

genuine.
and see Name on Wrapter, Label, Pottie and
by the Proprietors, Worcester ¢ and
(rr: and Osimen throughout the World.

[

ers

MEssgs. U qu H \Hl & CO, MONTREAL

lnd debility

To be had of all Storokeepers, lirocers, and Chemista
Sole Agents for Canada and the United States (whe
C. David & Co., 9, Fenehureh Avenue, London,

LIEBIG COMPANY’S |

An invaluable and palatable tonic in all cases of weak digestion

‘ In a snccess and & boon for which Nations shonld feel gratetul ™
—8ee Medical Press, Lancet, British Medical Jowrnal, e

England.

EXTRACT
OF MEAT

FINEST AND CHEAPEST MEAT-
FLAVOURING STOCK FOR SOUPS,

MADE DISHES & SAUCES.
CAUTION —Genuine ONLY with
fac-simile of Baron Liebig's Signa-
ture in Blue Ink across Label. This
Caution is necessary, owing to
lesale only) various cheap and inferior sub-
stitutes being in the Market

M. Government

JOHNSTON'S

FLUID BEEF

hns been pro-
nounecedby lead
1ng scentists
and physicians
everywhere to
be the most per
feet form of con
ocentrating nour-
izhment st r
sent xnown.

It is rapidly
in the eolder European
lmuxht in the fash-

(Under the Direct Patronage of 1.

Wee
countries, and i# served hot on
lonable Saloons and Restaurants
Az n Winter Beverage it is simply perfection, sup-
plying heat in its natural state; stimulant in s
thoroughly inunocuous form; eoncentrated nourish
ment, rendering Ianguid reaction impossible ; and,
above all, furnishing tone to the nerves, and =ub-
stantial {m»d for bnm bums and muscle.

‘ (‘ARI)S all In

superseding Tea and C

corner, Gilt Edge, Glass, Motto
and Chromo, Love Latter and Case name in gold
m-l;rt 10e. “P‘ST&('U WI-.ﬂIVHlP !'P\\

STEPHENS & LIGHTHALL,

Advocates, Attorneys and Commissioners,
8414 NOTRE DAME STREET,

(Opposite Exchange Bank).

FINE AND MEDIUM.
AN IMMENSE STOCK.

HENRYJ.SHAW & CO,,

726 Cralg St (Near Victorin th
©ey GRAY’S ¢!
0\ x . = - — - - - e

SN *QQQ » ' i.;! UM
¢COUGHS§ COLDS

< {
\
=/ 5010 8Y ALL DRUGGISTS ( /

CASTOR FLUID -

A delightfully refreshing preparation for the hair
Ehould be used daily. Keeps the soalp healthy, {rt
vents dandroff, promotes the growth. A perfect hair
dressing for the family. 25¢. per bottle

HENRY R. CRAY, Chemist,

Bole Manufacturer,

e T

©

Orders by mal!l attended 9 with Punctuality; and
prices the same an!if yiven personally
B 8. BURLAND,
Maxacen,

C. H. Steruess, I W. Douw LaguraLe,
1 * '

S N FALEN PN

144 St. Lawrence Main Street

Arriw 1883,

Lod
Iy

(anadian Magazine

Science and the Industrial Arts.

PATENT OFYICE RECORD,

Eorror—Hexey T, Bovey, M AL (Cam! Assoointe
Mewmb, Inst. CE, ; Momb. of 1 M E (Eng) and
Amertean Inst, MK, Prole f Civil Bugineering
and App. Mech Maotiill University

Every effort will be made to render the pnbe.
lication a useful vehicle for the conveyiug of
information respecting  thie lutest progress in

Science and the Arts

1t is hoped that the Macazise will also be a
medium for the discnssion of guestions bearing
upon Engineering in its various branchies,
Architecture, the Natural Sciences, ete., and
the Editor will gladly receive commnmestions

[ on these and ull kindred subjects.  Auny illns-
| trations a mpanyving such papers as may
l'!, d will be 1 whoced w 1@ utost

\n

A st will be reserved f N and
Reviews of New Books, and Resumds will
g n of the Transactions of various Eugineer.
ingz and Setentific S

The Parext Orrice Ry B w 1 1 to

1 featur 1we Magn ; and will
hed as ndix t wh
<, wever, will t nsiderably
, 8 that v 1 ‘ ¢ more
eXainine w : i arer and r
wral r. T% K !
m of t | en
1 weturers, at all perse in
i iilier mad
\ t great proven t su!
be $2.50 payable in
t nfid y ant ated that
. ie in t n r of
5 riber

The ! \ f the Magazine,
t! { the kKind in Canadas, st in &
Kr i '!-]-‘ni th 18] ]
operation L support of the PPublic

Nory All communications relating to the
Fditorial department should be addressed to the
Editor, 31 McTavish St°, Montreal

All 3 can 1 it st riptions,
and pay to be addr 1G. B} AND

Brrrasp Lirnocraraie Co, 5&7
A , Montreal

Advertising rates will B given on application

to the Off of the Cowpany

i Agents Wanted in every Town and
City in the Dominlon Subserip-
tions and Advertisements, liberal
commissions will be pald.

THE COOK’S FRIEND

BAKINC POWDER

senoLn Worn

NECESSITY

to solieit

for which

Hus become a Hou in the land, and is a

HOUSEHOLD

in every family where Econon | Health are studied
It is used for raising all k { Bread, R i
akes, Uriddle Cakes, & &c., and a s i
ed in Pie Crust, Puddings, or other Pastry, will save
half the usual shortenis g, and make the food more
digestibie

SAVES TIMNE,
IT SAVES TEMPER,
I' SAVES MONEY
For sale by storekeepers throughout the Dominion and
wholcsale by the manufacturer

W. D. McLAREN, 1

Tsvion Mivea,

trsr)f-z 88 Lollege Strer

A Lenading London l‘hy.-
fclan establishes na
Ofice in New York
forthe Cure of
EPI .EPTIC FITS.
From Am Journalcf 20 .

b, Mosarole u.m m London), who makoes s specia
.y '¢\~ w thout «dont od and enred m caron
hys oo s rling ' "

tres

ror who
ANy

Lo . nd their axpress
o w val ne wishing & oure Lo wis

e ul'r .lH ur TEROLE, No, #0 Johu 8t .\-w
( \\\ ASSERS WANTED. To
solicit subscriptions and adver-
tisements tor the CANADIAN
MAGAZINE OF SCIENCE AND
THE INDUSTRIAL ARTS, to

whom liberal commissions will be
paid, Intelligent young women
wottld find this agreeable and pro-
lllul»lv c-mplmlm-nl.

Address, G. B. BURLAND, b & 7
l"t'lll’) Street, Montreal,




