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OscarWilde on L merd

A large audience sssembled at the Crys-
tr] Palace recently 1o hear Mr. Oscar
Wilde's leoture on  his nmprossions and
experier cetof America. ir. Wilde (who
Las discarded knee-breechies and resumed
the prosac truuses) sabl that ihe Amer-
irsn are t e Dol ieat people iu the world,
wleee nativoal vecujaledl is catching
trains, Pennsylvania, with it rocky
gorges and we odland scenery, reminded
bim of Switzerland ; the praine of a piece
of brown blotting paper. Everythiog 1s
twice s large.as 1. should be; everywhere
is twice as far as it should be. He visit
e’ Leadville, the chief characteristic of
whose inhabitants is tho costant use of
the revolver. He lectured to them upon
“ Benvenuto Cellini, His Lifeand Works,”
ana was reproved by his hearers for not
having brought that artist with him.
The explanation that he had been dead
for sowe little time elicited the inquiry,
**Who shot him!” Among the more elder-
ly inhsbitants of the south he found a
melancholy tendency to date every event
of importance by the late war. “Huw
beautiiul the moon is to-night!” he c¢nce
remarked to a gentleman who was ataud-
1 e xt to him. "‘Y-r:':'," ﬂ:l..l- the ]'l;-IJ::,-‘,
v-Lut you should have seen it befure the
var.”  So infinitesimal did he BGud the
knowledge and appreciation of art west
of the Racky Mountains, that an art pat-
yon—aong who _in his day had been a
miner— actually sued the railway company
for damages because the plaster cast of
Venus of Milo, which he bad imported
from Paris, had been delivered minus the
armus! And, what was more surprising
stil!, he gained h's case and damages.
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Exercising the Devlil

Fears of the devil seems to be more the
character of Chinese rel gion thau love of
God, and when these iguorant dwellers
on the water expericuce some accident
they promptly resort to meaus of driving
his rather Sataunic majeaty back into the
water whence he cane. You can not
take a walk along the Bund without «u- |
conntering over and over again illusira-
tions of this national tendency. Joss
aticks wiil be buruing aboard the sam-
pens, or the snapping of fire-crackers at
your elbow in midwinter will nearly cary
you off froth your feet.  Inquire what 1t
means and you will be told thas an ef.
fort is being made to “*drive Joss away.”
Oue of the most curious nutioos pupulur-
ly entertained (and one at which the
Chinese are fond of pointing as evidence
of their superior revereucu for that
which is literary) is a scrupulous preser-
vation of any paper which may have writ-
itg upon it. If this paper must be de-
steoyed, it is solemnly consigned to the
Haures 3 but the custom is to preserve all
bits thus written upon. Letters are al-
ways kept in the household filed away fur
future reference ; and ss Chinesa lettors
cons:at of long atrips of paper, It I8 cua-
tonary to paste all letters of a single cur-
respundent together.
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Luxarions Canine I'els.
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Little dogs are growing more luxurious
every day.  Mats, rugs, and biscuila
crumibled in ereamm are made ready for
them at the fashionable dressmaker’s
while they and their mistresses aro wait-
ing toboe titted.  The httle dog must have
n paletot of velvet brimmed with fozx, se
that he earries the conquersd skin of iv's
hereditary enomy on Jus back. In tho
morming, when ho is not payiog visits, he
wiars a plainer paletot of flaunel lined
with seariet, with the monogram of s
house embroidered on the buck and a
gorect coming up high under his bell-
hung leather collar, wih also a bunch of
flowers on tho lett shoulder. For las
afteravon drive his coat 18 lined and
fuced with silk, and the collar is of velvet.
Ii the weather 18 below zero, ho wears
sealskin ;) and for lr.nf-.-'Ilmg, the U'.lltlll't.‘ll..'u
or Murray tartan,with red leather hainces
amid  reins,  Duog-collars are made of
massive gold and silver, with diamonda,
emeralds, opals and rubies spolling ous
the mame of the favourite.  Let us hope
thiat thess are of lLmitation stones, else
T'eny, Blanche, and Sweetheart will ges
stolon for other than their own intrinste
merit, however great that may be. Tue
very stately lion poodles, with their fue
mistress, walk every day in the Fifth
avenuws,  They are said to be worth their
weight in silver,— Huarper's Bazur.

They Sold Him a Hole
o was telling the story in the billiard-
roam of a Denver Hotel Sand he—
v Phero were three of us, you see, and
Nevada wos acold elimate for us, We
wore dend broke, balf HL’ll"lr‘l."ll, and clear
discouraged, when along came a New
Yorker. He wouldn't play cards, wouldn't
be robbed, and we couldn't stick him
with forged land patents or bogus pre-
vinptions.  Oue day we tratled out and
duz a hole into a hill and salted 1t a bit,
ant rushed back and offered the New
Yarker the big discovery for 83,000 cash
down.”  “"Aud he bit{” *“Took right
hold itke a pair of pincers. Why he never
stopped to beat us dowa, We got a cool
thousand apicee, amd made for "Friaco.”
“Purty cool that was,”  **Well, 1 dunuo.
If there was anythiug cool in that trans-
action it was the way that New Yorker
hunted upa  pand, set miners to work,
bought machinery, and took over §750,-
GO0 out of that ar’ hole inside of eizht
months ! Maybe we got over fesling flat,
but | guess not.”
S L R L

A Barrel Post-0Mee.

Hunt up on your map the Straits of
Mageilen ; look at the mountains hang-
ing over; imagine the point of ek that
leans the farthest out, and think of a bar-
rel hung Ly a heavy chain swinging there,
That is a pat-offlee ! The postmaster
doesu't stay up there to'deliver the mails,
and no postman uulocka it ; in fact 1t has
nokey. Yet it is a grand old post-office,
ships coming along that way stop and fish
out packagus of precious letters that have
beou dropped therein, see if they can find
any that want to travel their way, and, if
so, they take them on; in ther place
they leave a package which is to go inan- |
other di ection, and sowmo day a ship
comes alony, studies the direction of that
package, ‘**A h, 1 can take that," and
away she sails. And the barrel swings,
doing its duty day by day without being
watched, sending joy to many hearts,
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A Japanese Lawyer In Court

Judges Allison and Biddle, of Philadel-
phia, had tho pleasure the other day of
having introduced to them Banister R.
Massugema, a Japanese of high rank,
who had been scnt to Euripe by his gov-
ernment to study and wassdmitted to the
barin England. e was about five feet
two inches in beight, but had an uncom-
monly large hu:.r and a high, broad fore-
head. He wore guld eye g and had
his thick, straight hair cut in a style ap-
proaching the bang le wus ceremonious
wn all his actions. e spuke Engliah al-
most without accent. IIIu said he had
gone Lo Eun‘nl'-t! b way of the Suez Canal
and is now on Lis way home, by way of
the United States and the Pecifi:z. He
sail that he intends to practice law at
hme and addel that he had certain im-
ywovements in legal furma to suggest to

guvernment.

w

" 30 sorely through the |

¥ 1 Y 'eal weakness, even his mother thought
{'L I’ID!T‘ A‘L\n Cﬂlﬂ * him littls changed, and began to ttuurlf!h
—_— | faint hopes that love iuu:,1 h;:;m would
| bloom again in the cruelly darkened life.
CHAPTER XXII.—CoxTISUED. L, Thﬁu is his cousin E:Iairﬂ Fontayne,”

The color died slowly out of Mra. ' she wou!d think. *‘The child is good as
Brucy's face—a naturally florid fase, in! gold, and waits on him like a sister—un
which pallor became ghastly. She h.w.rkEtHh_"'"t'“ iy and —oh, if my poor boy
round Ler with wide frighrened eycs, and | ""_"U"l"i ":'i_j forget and give his heart to
said, in a hvarse 'H"hi.l-pm— ;h”l?”{:hl re, he “uﬁht‘ be ]”‘I’P}r even

*Why do you talk of that awful time 3'*"';‘:. : :
uow T’ . With sn_innocent diplomacy, she con-

Cristine met the startled glance with a trived that Miss Fontayne should be much
eold and cruel smile. y with her in these ** convalescent ™ days—

‘ Bocause it has all eue back to me | 804 i one way at least her efforts were
to-uight with the sight of Vance ; he has | urr-m'm_tl with ﬁuc‘;ﬁ“‘ TE;U ah}*,drﬂn!ﬁutllc
never [Orgiven uiug Nora'sadeath—hbe LI.H\'IL"'.“I: ;"‘Llﬂ gu‘l oo ‘.ur} much IEPUEE tol ':.n 3
will. Aund he wiil avenge her now by |5 and worship her handsome cousin,
preveuting this marriayg.: " ':ﬂh“' in the character of wounded hero,

There was a dull assured conviction in | W83 ""‘rmm”.‘f iloubly ﬁ'f[-mh"ﬁ- But
Cristine's tone which decidediy f:ightuu-“‘t“h'lrﬂ manner from first to last was
ed Mrs. Bruce ; but she answered quick- | 310 1y and frankly kind.  Mrs. Deaupre
ly— ; i could nos tatter herself that his heart was

“ What n: nsense ! Crirtine, you have | touched.  But her faith was large in time
never doue your brother justice ; you  and the magic influence of com anionship,
wrong him shamefully now., Nuia'a | aud she hoped on m“?““ﬁ'f still. _
troubles, pogr, niul, unhappy child, are| But she was not thinking of her project
all done with and forg tten ; and, if you ' as she watched her son's worn face. K
did mct & — a little unadvisedly in her! Your own preacription is best, dear,
atfairs, he has no speeial right to resent it.” | she said gracefully. W ]’_fl'iflh awr ﬂhﬂll be

¢t He ar,ogates the right,” Cristine said | ﬂ:ﬁixu.l.ﬂf doclor. i“ will go for a long
};j;llitu.:l ll{:'* t:l::t.:‘—l—]:;::}r!;a:i?:‘];I:::;jr:-;;'r“{:;.rnf v ““And delnrn:u Claire of the Alqurt Hall
hated her so fiercely.  He will sacritice | gt BIRGE FORE  DrOMURG LD, CIRPRIN

) " her 1" Arthur asked with a faint smile.
T o N |+ She will be in despair if dearaunt Beau-
aih Tl s

« How can he ! Oh, the task will be i""f.“[';:;‘:_l‘::f“l;“"ilmupm.I e fi e

very easy | Listen, mother. ]ﬂn:hgll*tfi:;::lr Ia._ udy of contending feeliugs. Lir.
: s i : Sty 51+ had forgotten Claire,” she admitted
I o o Mave his. woid for tha, | Toxedly s~ but do not mitud that, Asthur.
But in we ho will have neither speck nor | The child can go some other time. 'l:lbhulm
blemsli, I must be cxactly what he ! i:'lL_:r H"FH]Ihuflih“h thing, and w11 QL
thinks me, or 1 shall not be Ins wife.” i fLr ::“ Slughio Vo TR TCR: Ay P

5 "fv"“ ' Mis. 1151'm:q i"?”rj“ﬂ'“'l’ il u“}:i'iu; more reason that we should not
“'}ﬂitlli;“itpﬁt;:?:‘l :;LI: ﬁ[ltturlug eyes and | oy frur her to do it,” Arthur said very de-
SANEP'T. MIA> i 4 cidedly.

“ Well, Vance will refuse to speak to Thu{u was a half sorrowful, half-angry
me, as he has refused to open my letters. | reeognition of his mother's project in the
The Baron, naturally curious as to the ' young man's thought. Did she think,
cause of our quarrel, will question and in- | Jeeause Nora's name never passed his
vestigate ; and then—— You may guess | Jips, that the dead girl was forgotten?
fhﬂ iﬂih" she finished with a short Litter’ 1id ghe think that the heart in which his
augh.

.‘ﬁm. Bruce both looked and felt
thoroughly dismayed, and at a loss for
congolanon. Her chitldren hal il.l'll'ﬂ}.‘!
been impracticable, and altogether be-
yond her guidanee. 1t was quite possible
that Vance, urged on by the burning in-
dignation he had shown at the tune of
Nora's death, might now take vengeance
on oristine : but in her heart of hearts
she did not think it probable.
his fuults, her scapegrace son had always
been loving and sort-heavted.  Surely
she, his mother, whom in all bis wander-
ing and alienation he had never foigotten,
could move him still !

“* You fears are far-fetched apd improb-
able,” she said hurriedly, for the sntriacte
music was drawing to a close, and she
kuew Benjuds would soon be back ; “*but
we will take care to give them no solid
foundation in fact. You and Yance must
not meet first in the Baron’s presence.

You know how easy it is to talk your
brother over : trust moe for the rest.”

Cristine shook her fair head despond-
ently. Perhaps some faint stirring of
conscience reminded her hox thoroughly
she deserved her punishment, and forbade
her to hopo for eacape; still there was
something in her mother's words.  The
cloud on the white brow grew a shade

lighter, the lips were less cruelly u:um-]

pressed, snd when, a little later, herlover

returned, very flushed and self-complac-

ent and smiling, very apologetic too for
the length of an absence that had seemed

' to her extremely short, she was able to

smile up in his face, and chide him with
srettily tranquil grace for his desertion of
their box.

** [here was metal more attractive on
the other side of the fuotlights, no
doubt,” she eaid, with a demure droop
of the white lids. ** The young lady in
the canary-colored gown is an exceedingly
pretty person——"

“ And a very charming person also,
agreed the Baron gaily, as he drew up h
seat between the two women and prepar-
ed for further enjoyment, ** She is an
old friend of mine too; and we had
naturally a few remarks to exchange.
But it was not Miss Levinge who de-
tained me.”

“ It was Vance!" Mrs. Bruce asked
eagerly ; and again DBenjuda shook his
sleek black head, amused by their evident
euriosity.

“* Not altogether Vance, though I saw,
ﬂiﬂkﬂ with, and congratulated him, By-
t
Mrs. Bruce: he and [ will be capital

w-way, he i3 a very fine young fellow,
friends. 1 know the eoming man when 1

seo him, and generally manage to make

his acquaintance too,” he added, with hia
genial little chuckle of admiration for his
own cleverness,

 But, if Vance did not detain you,
who did1” Cristine asked, bringing him
back to the point with languidly persist-
ent curiosity. It really mattered nothing
to her, but she was conscious of an odd
desire to know,

“ A lady,” said Benjuda gravely—"''a
lady, though mnot the cne in the canary-
coli.red guwn—an old friend of mine, and
a very handsome women, though a little
past her first youth. You may have met
her p-:r‘.urs, for she travels about a good
deal —Lady Olivia Blake."

CHAPTER XXIIL

‘* My dear Arthur, your eyes are heavy,
your face is pale—that means another bad
night.  You must see Sir James to-day.”

“ ludeed 1 must not,” Arthur Beau-
pre answered, looking up into his mother’s
anxivua face with a haggardly affoctionate
smile, as he suffered hertoarra his ecin-
furtable chair and hover round him in her
tender mother-fashion. **1 am off the
sick-list, mother, and want nothing but a
little fresh air now.”

‘ But your wound has been troubling
you again, dear !”

Arthur nodded a little abstractedly.
The old wound that ached and throbbed

slvepless night had not
thrust for which he was invalided home,

but that erueller stab which Mr. Beaupre | mind.

fupdly hoped he had forgntten.

Forgotten !
life in which that spectral memory ceas-
ed to haunt and turture the young man’s
faithiul thoughta. But he was not one to

wear his heart upon his sleeve, or force

others to share the gloom of his great sor-
row, and he played his so bravely
that, allowing for the lassitude of phym-

-l
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With all |

ong watches of a| Something in the pose of the Tml
the fanatic's-knife ' form and small stately head brought back |
to Arthur Beaupre's in me |
ed his hand across his
grown dim and misty. |
' The sunlight fell upon the duwn-bent
'head and soft rings of snow-white hair
The thought
ln
spite of the lithe slender form and stately
cartiage, it was not even a youny woman

Thore was no hour of his

unhappy love was shrined would ever
open to ancther tenant .

“ No, we will not disappoint little
Claire,” he said, with returning bright-
ness. ** And you shall have your way too,
mother. You can drop me at Kensing-
ton (Gardens ; the day is exquisitely fine,
you moust prodent of nuraes, and, while
you listen to the musie, I can sit under
the trees.”

Mrs. Beaupre would have proferred
that she and Claire should sit with him;
but on this point Arthur was fiem, and,
with visible reluetance and a faint protest
awainst the lopeliness to which it would
condemn him, his wother accepted this
arrangemont at last,

The lunlness! Arthur felt that it
would be basest ingratitude to complain
of the untiring eunergy with which his
mother strove to rouse and interest him,
He must be talked to, must be amused ;
gince lhe could no longer forget his
troubles in manly work, he must drown
them in childish play. Above all, he must

"never be alonoe and he must never think,

The kindest of preseriptions and the
‘cruellest.  His thoughts she could not
fettter ; they hovered ever and always
round the one torturing memory : but,
oh, how wildly and persistently he craved
at times to be alone !
Well, fate would favor him for once !
Mrs. Beaupre, handsome and stately as
she always looked in her rich matronly
attire, and the slim pretty little girl who
wmerged comfortably in her ample shadow,
“only peeping from time to time from un-
der the falling lace of her pink-lined para-
sol to see that Arthur was comfortable,
and to answer his 1ather forced civilities
with a shy little schoolgirl phrase, duly
deposited him in the grand tree-shadows
'of the ** long walk,” and, with an anxious
backward look and caution against catch-
ing cold, left him at last.
The day was fine and warm ; the 2un

across the velvet smoothness of the turf,
| Arthur Beaupre leaned back against the

rugged stem of the old tree that shadowed
| him, and abandoned himself to a very
i luxury of quiet thought. It was a mo-

ment in which he expected all the aching
' memories of the past to rise up before him
like living things, sure that they need not
be crushed back upon themselves, or
masked behind a smile. ;

But, somchow, what he expected did
not conie to pass,
of the air and sunshine, the quiet beauty
of the grand old garden, deserted on this
bright autumnal day by all but a few
nursemaida and children, lulled his weak-
ened senses to forgetfulness, Whatever
the cause, he grew less and lesa conscious
of the past anguish and present pain, and
gat in a serenely placid, half enjoying
frame of mind, watching the busy nurse-
maids and their attendant soldiers, listen-
ling to the shrill sweet laughter of the
“children and the soft whisper of the wind
among the trees, until his thoughts grew
still vaguer and more hazy, and at last he
fell asleep.

That u}}wp lasted perhaps half an hour;
then he woke with a chilled, uncomfort-
able feeling, and the sound of a child’s
pitying whisper in his ear.

“(Oh, poor man, how ill he looks,
whiter and thinner than 1 am, and his
arm in a aling ! Oh, Nora, do look !"

The last cry, the appeal to ** Nora," fell
on the sick man's ears with the force of
an electric shock, sending the blood flying
madly through his veins, though he scorn-

Were there not fifty thousand Noras in
the world, and was not his Nora dead |
He opened hiseyes. A little lame girl,

ling over pai
watching him with eyes of pitying wonder.
At a little distance, holding the rail of an
iron chair, as though for support in some
sudden weakness, was a tall slender wo-

' wail &

rawn acrosa her face.

that maddess |

He
| eyes ; they had

FI::-umm.lm a blask bononet.
| was even madder than he fancied.

I who stood before him.

Perhaps the influence |

ed himself even then for the wild folly. |

“+ | thought you were asleep,” the child

Dazelle,

LLS,

gaid shyly ; but she still lingered, in spite
of what the young man fancied was an
entreating gesture on her companions
part. He thought also—but his gaze was
dazzled and uncertain—that some strange
emotion caused that companion to tremble
from head to foot. ! .
. ]I think your mamma is ill,"” he said
hesitatingly ; and his voice sounded
hoarse, broken, oddly uulike his own.

It seemed to alarm the child ; for she
drew back a step or two, eying him with
wide-eyed wonder.

“ My mamma is not here. Oh, you
mean Nora! She is never ill; 1 am al-
ways. My back is bad, and my head
aches dreadfully ; but Nora #

As she turmed with some contempt to
illustrate her remark, she too seewmed
struck by something strange in Nora's
attitude and persistent silence. The
egotistical little speech died away in a
faint murmured sound ; she moved, with
slow dragging step, back to her compan-
ion's side.

““ Are you ill, Nora 1" she asked curi-
ously, laying one hand on the slim black
arm, and trying to peer into the shrouded
face. **1 would rather go out with Net-
tie than with you. Nettie is never tired
and never cross.”

She spoke in an aggrieved petulant
tone ; but the woman did not seem to
heed her. She clasped the small hand,
and led the girl away, with rapid and un-
certain step, from the bewildered man.

time to disentangle his thoughts, to dream
of speech or action ; but, as he saw the
woman who was ** Nora,” and not the
ghost of his dead love, who was gray-
haired and old, and yet moved with the
free quick atep of early youth—as he saw
her passing from him without one word,
one backward look, all the keen anguish
of his troubled thoughts found vent in a
brief bitter cry.

It reached her. It reached her and
brought her back, She paused, cast one
stortled glance over her shoulder, and
then—Arthur could never tell how it all
happened— just as the dark waters seem-
ed closing over his head, she was kneeling
at hia feet, clasping his cold hands with
her warm loving fingers, looking into his
face with her dark, loving, passionate
eyes, calling him with her own tender
voice to live and look on her, and not to
break her heart.

Yes, it was Nora—Nora in living flesh-
and-blood reality—changed, oh, so chang-
ed from the Nora of the old days —
changed even from the wild-eyed mad-
dened Nora he had left upon her wedding
day—a new Nora, with eyes that were
ineffably sad through all their glad and
tender light of recognition, with a pale
apiritual face that, crowned with such un-
timely snow, looked like the face of a
virgin-martyr, pure and fair and swect |

The shrouding veil thrown back, the
eager eyes upraised, {)yug »ft hands clasp-
ing lis—so Artiur " apre’s lost love
came back to hiv” day, mot in a
dream or vision,.' ii reality and truth,
And so for a litti¥ nile they clung to-
gether, forgetting all aings in the bless-
ed senss of reunion, Death might have
found them in that moment, and found
them both content,

But presently, like ice falling on flire,
memory aud fear awoke—fear for her.

that earth could offer her as a refuge,
then Nora was in cruel peril still.  The

terror, looking round with wild haggard
eyes.  All the weary weeks and days that
had worn themselves away so drearily, so
slowly, became as nothing in a moment—

w:aiherda}-, and Nora a hunted fugitive
atill,

“ Your veil—some one will see you
he cried harshly, though mdeed there was
no one in sight, ** Nora, do not stay a
moment hore !"

She ruse in an instant, and the pale
lovely face contracted as in a spasm of

'l'l
L ]

child, who had seated herself on the grass

v lay like o golden glory on the tall tree- at a little distance, and was apparently
g tops, and fell in long tremulous lines taking no heed of her, then said, in the

sweet low voice he had thought hushed
 for ever—
** There is no danger.
I am dead !”

Arthur shuddered at the words spoken
with such sorrowful firmness.
this calm acceptance of a living death
mean na calm a confession of that erime
of which it maddened him to think—
which, looking into the pure proud face,
it seemed so impossible to connect with
her 1

¢ Doad? You are not dead ! he eried,
speaking with savage roughness, born of
his cruel pain. ** Ob, Nora, I almost wish
you were, rather than living thus 1"

““Why 1" She winced a little, and
grow a shade whiter; but in her wide
clear oyes there was no trace of shame,
only a hopeless half-indignant pain.

Somehow that look dazzled and thrilled
the haggard watcher with th
hope. Was it possible?
Nora lived, all things were possible
Was it true that he foully wronged
the girl he loved so dearly 1"

¢ Arthur "—the sweet clear voice waa
infinitely sad—** is life even harder and
more bitter than 1 thought it1 Have
you too "'—she paused a second, drawing
a long painful breath—-*‘condemned me

The accusation of her voice was the
axeetest music it had ever made for
Arthur, the anger of her eyes more wel-
| come and precious than any lock of love.
1I;I-::nn‘.lzl. seemed to give him new life and
1
|

You forget that

Yen, since
L]
a

morseful pain, He forgot his weakness,

small cold hands with convulsive force,
'and saying, with broken fervour—

** Oply tell me, Nora, that I was wrong,

with a pale pinched face and fair bair fall- ' g5 d [ will doubt myself, my own eyeaand .
nfully rounded shoulders, was ¥ ¥ ¥ be 100 metres wide.

ears, the whole world, everything but

. you .

' She drew away her hand, and stood be- | entirely under the control of Germany, of ¢

fore him in perfect silence, but silence that

: | 'struck him to the heart. Somehow the’ passag

man dressed in deep black, with a crape’ positions had reversed themselves : she | mark ia at present ablo to im
| was the judge and he the trembling crim- |
al imal.

** Was there not cne
guilty 1
from the pale lips.

abindonment—shadowi

more ; and yet he co not »
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It all passed so quickly that he had no|P

If not dead, if not in that one safe spot |

man drew away from her with sudden |

Lord de Gretton's murder was a thing of |

Did not !

¢ swecteat

Id floct tators ¥
| duced such an effect on the spec 5 Siih all thlr eforts. got further than the

¥

strength, and yet to sting him with re-|

and rose quickly to his feet, clasping the

; person to believe | ytilized in the North Sea.
Did all the world think me that merehant vessels will gladly avail
: themselves of the canal in order to avoid
cry broke almost unconsciously | the long tour round the Kettegat, and
Arthur saw the old  the dues paid by them are ex
loat lock—the look of deaperation and ' cover the cost of the construction of the
her fmknilﬁl'w Another marvel of science—an-
e er stupendous enterprise, u whi
words that burned upon his !ipﬁ,ﬂL for at the .gumI:; be congratulated. s
that n;umeﬂ:u the mlimd[e was b:;:-ktn H,“: !u
upon by a e group of passers-by. Lome men In marriage etek company  some o
could t{nlr draw her upon the bench, and rzther than a companion. i
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’: jealously try to screen her from observa-
! tion,

| It was an odd irony of fate that posed
them thus in this easy lover-like attitude,
while the girl's heart was hot with indig-
nant pain, and his throbbed with hate and
wild remorse,

As the strangers d, she could have
risen ; but he kept her prisoner still, and
whispered, with an eager passion that
rave him strange and sudden strength—

‘¢ No, you sball hear me, Nora!' Was
it strange! Yceu were mad—a trapped
and helpless creature, with hopless misery
in your heart and a wild fever in your
brain. I1f fate had placed a weapon in
your hands at such a moment b

* T might have used it,” she finished,
with a convuisive shuddsr, *‘ But,
Arthur, as Heaven hears me, 1 did
not; I am as innocent of Lord de Gret-
ton's murder as that child—as you !"

Oh, blessed fulness of conviction that
rushed upon the tortured man with that
clear unfaltering speech! Oh, blessed
lifting of the load that had well-nigh
crushed him to the earth! He could not
speak or move, he could not see the dear
proud face for tears that blinded him—
he could only lower his face upon his
hands and utter all the gratitude and
praise in one great voiceless sob.

“J cannot prove it, Arthur, All the
ast is one dark dreadful dream. 1 only
now that I am innocent.”

“ And I will prove it ! Arthur Beau-

re eried proudly ; but she shrank back
with a little ery— -

“0Oh, Arthur, I am dead !"

Before he could break in with an eager
llmtest, they heard a sudden cry, and,
ooking up, saw Vance Singleton coming
towards them with a look of blaukest dis-
may. He did not recognise Arthur at
first—it was long since they had met, and
time and sorrow and climatic influences
had changed the young soldier much—the
sight of Nora in conversation with any
vne made him uneasy.

“*Vanece, have you forgotten Arthur
Beaupre 7" Nora said gently ; and then
he held out his hand in frank welcome,
though there was only an added consterna-
tion in hia look, and muttered blankly—

* Mother, Cristine, and you! By
George, things are coming to a crisis
now "

“So much the better,” Arthur said
firmly and proudly ; “they could not, and
they should not, stay as they are for
ever "

Vance twisted his long moustache with
v hat, in any other circumstances, would
have been a look of serio-comic dismay.

“ No, no, of course not. The difficulty
is, what would you do 1

“ Find out the real murderer,” Captain
Beaupre said grimly —so grimly that
Vance looked round, as though dreadiog
the echo of his words.

Nora sat with clasped hands, eagerly
listening ; her face was quite calm and
composed now, but in the great sad eyes
there was the faint dawn of hope and joy.

‘¢ A terrible task, 1 fear,"” Vance said
nervously—**a cruel trial to Nora's nerves
at the best. And-—oh, you must come to
us and talk it over !
here."

His own nerves were so evidently
shaken that he dared to try them no
| longer. Moreover, Arthur remembered
that it was time for the appearance of
Mra. Beaupre and DMisa Fontayne, so he

three were soon out of sight.
this on which he looked with happy misty

and overwhelmed, but a world he would
yet convinee and conquer—for was not
Nora living and innocent 1

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Dancing Among the Anclents,

The ancients held the danee in the very
' highest esteem ; for was it not invented
by the goddess Rhea, who preserved

sharpest agony ; she just glanced at the | Jupiter from Saturn? while Homer and |
: Heaiod sang its praises, proveking a pos- |

'sible suggestion from the irreverent
modern that they had been ““dogs” in
their day. Soeratea himself, who ia sup-
posed to have realized the wvanity of all
things save the immortality of the soul,
went to the trouble of learning dancing
when an old man, and perhaps received
the invitation of some antique edition of
| Mrs. Ponsonby de Tomkyns or Mrs, Leo
Hunter, eager for his entrance. But then
it must be borne in mind that the classic
dance was more severe in character, as
the martial Pyrrhic dance, performed by
Greek or Roman armed cap-a-pie, weapon,
torch, or wand in hand, amply testifics,
The ancient rustic was, however, particu-
'larly partial to a curious dance, which
| consisted of jumping with one foot only
on a bladder inflated with air or filled
with wine, and rubbed on the outaide with
oil ; and he who did this slippery exercise
well received the wine-skin for his pains,
The dance of the Eumenides or Furies, in
the theatre at Athens, is said to have pro-

' that they were totally unable to control
their excited feelings, and the direst re-
sults often happened,

o il

Another Great Canal.

This is an age of wonders—of gigantic
undertakings. Another illustration is at
hand. The Suez and Panama Canals aro
not quite disspesed of, and yet a proposal
is made for the construetion of a canal
which will unite the Baltic withthe North
Sea. The canal, it is said, will commence

Margarethen, on the Elbe, will
Rendsburgh, and end at the Bay of
near Haltenau, south of the
cations of Friedrichfort, he length

a depth of nine metres at low water, and

at all hours of the
The canal being

' will be able to
tide in both directions,

' her men-of-war will be alte to avoid
perilous

e of the Belt, which Den-

hen
can be
It is thoug

const batteries and by torpedoes.
the Daltic is frozen over the ships

- -

I cannot keep her:

made no effort to detain them ; and the
But, oh, what n chapged world was P

eyes—no more a world that had crushed |

Her Majesty’s Purveyors.

Joeeph .1., of Austria, was accustomed
to say that ‘‘royalty was his trade ;" but,
could the reforming kaiser be in our
midst at present, he might be slightly
astonished to find that the royal arms of
England have acquired a distinct legal
status as a trade-mark., That august but
somewhat occult body, the board of green
eloth, has given notice from Buckingham

lace that, by section 100 of the patents,

esigns, and trade-marks act of 1584—40
and 47 Victoria, chapter b7—a penalty
of £20 is incurred by any person, who,
without proper authority, assumes the
royal arms with a view to lead other per-
sons to believe that they are employed
under any department of the royal house-
hold.  This momentous monition is
promulgated by the order of the lord
stewart, Lord Sydnoy, and it is to be
hoped that it will forthwith awaken the
consciences of the misguided persons,
who, without any right to place them-
selves under the patrounage of the board
of green cloth, have caused carved and
gilt presentments of the royal arms to be
hung over their shop doors, or have em-
blazoned efligies of the same worked into
their wire blinds, to the cajoling and de-
ceiving of the public at large into the er-
roneous belief that they, the unauthoriz-
ed butchers, and bakers, and candleetick-
makers, are really purveyors to the royal
household. A foreigner who travelled on
the kunife-board of an omnibus through
all the leading thoroughfares of the me-
tropolis would probably be struck with
amazement at the legions of plastic or
graphic repetitions of thoe royal cogniz--
ance which met his view. He would ask
himself with perplexity whether Her Ma-
jesty really required the services ef so
many tailors, habit-makers, embroiderers,
atationers, umbrella-makers, hatters, cut-
lers, glovers, silk-mercers, and what not
while the stranger of a more philosophi-
cal turn of mind would set about gather-
ing the statistica of the prodigious army
of artificiera, carvers, gilders, moulders,
herald-painters, and the like, who must
find constant employment in producing
fresh achievements of the royal arms.
Setting aside the evident desirability of
preventing tradespeople from sheltering
themselves under the mgis of the royal
arms when they have no authority to do
8o, it may be observed, if only for the in-
telligent foreigner, that the addictedness
to the display of these arms which hus
become a practice so rooted in our man-
ners is, silly and frivolous as it may os-
tensibly appear, underlaid by a very
strong feeling of loyalty to the throne
and attachment to monarchical institu-
tions,
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Fortunes In Australin.

Socially, money will do very much in
America ; judiciously expended [ think
it will do even more in England ; in the
way of eheor purchase of social recogni-
tion it will do curiously little in Auatra.
lin. There was, indeed, a time thero
when, in a social sense, the moneyed
man was regarded with actual suspicion,
And for this there were some grounds,
The original moneyed man might have
had unpleasant antecedents, of which time
had not yet effaced the memory. DBut
now there is a vast number of moneyed
men in Australia, and the means whore-
by their wealth has come to them are
known as reasonably savory, They have
therefore ceased to bo regarded with sus-
icion,

I do not think people at home have any
idea how large fortunes are in Australia,
"and how many of those large fortunes
| there are. Once in South Australia 1
| had oceasion to epeak of a friend who
had come from that colony and taken up
his residence in London, 1 spoke of him
as o very rich man,

‘““ Oh, no," was the anawer, ** he is very

ht

pected to

well off, but we don't reckon him a very
rich man."
“Why," said I, ** I understand him to
be worth a quarter of a million I

““ Well, 1 hope he is a little better than
' that,' said my interlocutor, ** but still we
“don't reckon him here as very rich !

I am not going to compile a roll of
Australian millionaires, because, for one
thing, it would take up too much space.
But this I may aflfirm, that two-thirds of
them are not in society, nor nourish any
hope of ever boing admitted within the
pale. If you find one of them inside 1t
he has not crossed the pallisade on the
golden ladder ; he entered by the gate in
virtue of his social attributes, If these
are unsatisfactory, you will find him out-
side among the nettles ; or again, it may
be, far away in the bush, a man content
with bimself and caring for none of these
things. For it must be said that in Aus-
tralia there is no universal aspiration after
the flower garden of society.
moneyed aspirant will not find that hia
wealth gives him social prestige. There
are Australians now in England who have
entertained royalty, and whose guest-lists
have filled columns of the Morming Post,

et who, in their native land, have never

'outlying fringes of Australian society.

Chewing G(ium

“ T suppose you don't know that chew
ing gum is made from potroleum 1" said
' the confectioner. *‘Here is a lump that
we have just received. A few days ago
it came out of the groundin Pennsylvania,
a dirty, greenish-brown fluid, with a smell
that would knock an ox down. The ol
refiners took it and put it through a lot
of chemical processes that I don’t know

at a point between Brunsbuttel and Bt. anything about, and after taking out a
large percentage of kerosene, a good share
iel, of naphtha, considerable benzine, a cart
eat fortifi- load or so of tar, and a number of other
with names longer than the alpha-
will be 97 kilometres ; the canal will have bet, left us this mass of nice clean wax. |
We
The largest ship will take this lump, cut it up, and melt it
iece will weigh two |
ounds
heap sugar to it, and flavor it with
rmint, or any
hen we turn it
e by her out on a marble table and cut it into all|

is
ked
You
is chewing
when 1 tell you that
alump like this will make ten thousand
penny cakes, and we use one up every
week. Thereare dozens of manufactur-
almost as much of the wax as
_ roleum chewing
{Fum, if honestly made, is perfectly harm-
; eas, and that is more than can be said of
f the gums made from the juicesof | The less a man thinks or knows about
. | his yirtues the better we like him,

" things
Now it has neither taste por smell.

‘in boilers.  Thia
hundred pounds, We add thirty
vanilla, wintergreen, pep

| pleasant eassential oil.

sorts of shapes with dies.  After it
“Wrap in oiled tissue paper and pac
in boxes it is ready for the market.
can imagine that somebody
gum in this coun

ers using

we do. 1 believe this

trees, especially the imported article.”

fut the |
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GEMS OF TRUTH.

Not to enjoy one's youth, when one 1
voung, is toimitate the miser who starves

ide his treasures,

Love, that has nothing but beauty to
keep it in good health, is short lived, and
apt to have ague fits,

Coolneas, and ahsence of heat and
haste, indicate fine qualitica, A gentle-
man makes no noise ; a lady s serene,

Toil is the !iw, Pleasure comea through
toil, and not by self-indulgence and -
dolence.  When one gets to love work,
his life i3 a happy one.

Life is made up not of great sacrifices
and duties, and amall obhgations, given
habitually, are what win aud preserve the
heart, and secure comfurt.

Good nature and evenness of temper
will give you an easy companion for lite ;
virtue and good eense an agreeeable
friend ; love aud constancy a good wife ¢x
husband.

Contrasts.—*‘I am glad that 1 live,”
says one man. **l am sorry that 1 must

die," says another. **lam glad,” saya
one, *“‘that it is no worse.” *1 am

sorry,” said another, *‘that it is no bet-
ter."

The most censorious are gonerally the
least judicions, who, having nothing to
recommend themselves, will be finding
fault with others. No muan envies the
merit of another who has enough of his
oW1,

A skeptical young man one day, con-
versing with the celebrated Dr. Parr, ob-
served that he would belicve nothing
which he could not understand, **Then,
young man, your ¢reed will bo the short-
est of any man I know.™

Sneer not at old clothes. They are
tofen made holy by long sacrifices, by
careful foldings away, that they may last
until the dear ones are provided for, 1
many an old coat could speak, what tales
it would tell of the noble heart beating
underneath.

There is no virtue that adds so noble a
charm to the finest traits of beauty as that
which exerts itself in watching over the
tranquility of an aged parent.  There are
no tears that give go rich and sweet o
lustre to the cheek of innocence as the
tears of filial sorrow,

S WP~ —
Reichsland,

The New York IWitness says:—Thoe
standing feud between France and Ger-
many, so long as the latter retains thoe
conquered  provinees of Alsace and Lor-
raine, will in all probalulity not only keep
both nations in very strained relations,
but finally lead to a most injurious war,
It must be confeszed that Germany  had
strong reasons for taking and  Keeping
those provinees as a result of the declara-
tion of war by Franco against her, In teo
firat place, they had been stolen from
Germany in a disgraceful mannor by
France two hundred years ago.  In the
second, the population generally speaks
German,  Thirdly, these provinees wers
needed by Germany to defend her from
sucha belligerent nation as Franee had
over and over again proved herself to be,
And lastly they were the legitimato spoils
of & war begun by a French invision of
Germany without any adequato cause.
Nevertheless, it would “probably have
been better for both nations had Germany
magnanimonsly submitted the choice of
their politieal connection to a plebiscite of
the inhabitants of the provinces in ques-
tion, and generously given them back to
France had the wajorty been in favor of
that connection, ;

In view of this standing menace to the
peace of Furope, a proposition is made
by a person named M, Maus to fully ree-
oncile the two countrivs without wound-
ing the self-respeet of either.  That plan
is to neutralize the provinees in question
under the name of Reichsluud, whose me-
dependence is to be assured by the great
Powers, as is tho case now with Switzer-
land, Holland and DBeleivm,  The fort-
resses  of Strasbourg, Motz and  Delfort
should be demolished, and no soldier of
either France or Germany should be al-
lowed on thia nentral belt..  Still further,
M. Muwws would look to the confederation
of Reichsland with Switzerland, Belgimn,
Holland, and the Duchy of Luxembourg,
the neutrality of the whole to be guar-
anteed by the Great Powers.  This would
be a peace measure for which we fear the
nations chictly interested are not prepar-
ed, Probably Russin would not like i
either, for doubtlesa she wanta to have
France ready to act against Germany on
one side whenever she mukes an attack
on the other.

OfMee Secekers in the White House

An anccdotal paper on “Tho White
House," by E. V. Smalley, 1a the opening
illustrated paper of the April Century. O1
oflice seckers he says in part @ ““Tho late
President Garfield once sand that ho was
obliged to see an average of about thirty
persons for every oflice to be filled,  1f
the question was one of removal, the num-
ber was much greater, including the
frienda of the incumbent ay well as the
candidates for tho place, There 18 an
amnusing story, not a new one by any
means, of the method Mr, Lincoln adopt-
ed to settle a contest over a postmaster-
ehip which had greatly annoyed him,
{ There were two eandidates in the field,
and petition after petition had poured in
upon the weary President, and delegation
after delegation had rushed to the Wihite
House to argue the claima of the rival as.
pirants, Finally, after he had been bored
' for half an hour by a fresh delegation,
| Mr. Lincoln said to his seerotary.  *This
| matter haa got to end somehow.  Dring a
| pair of scales,” The seales were hrought,
‘Now put all the potitiona and letters 1n
favor of one man, and see how much they
weigh, and then weigh the other eandi-
date’'s paper's’. It was found that one
bundle was three-quarters of a pound
heavier than the other. ‘Make out the
'appointment at onco for the man who
' has the heaviest papers,’ ordered the
President, and it was done, ™

e -

Technical Schools in Saxony.

The amount of attention given to pure-
ly technical education in Saxony is shown
by the fact that there is now in that king-
dom the following schools :—A technieal
high school in Dresden, a technieal state
institute at Chemnitz, and art achools in
Dresden and Leipang, also four butlders’
schools, two for the manufacture of toys,
pix for shipbuilders, three for bhasket
weavers, and fourteen for late making,

Besides these there wro the following
trade schools supported by different
trades, foundations, endowments, and dis-
tricts : Two for decorative painting, one
for watchmakers, one for sheet metal
workera, three for musical instrument
makers, one fordruggists, (not pharmacy),
twenty-seven for weaving, one for ma-
chine embroidery. two for tailors, one for
barbers and hairdressers, three for hand
spinning, six for straw weaving, three for
wood carving, four for steam boiler beat-
ing, six for [emale hundiwork, There
are, moreover, seventeen technical ad-
vanced nschools, two for gardeners, eight
agricultural, and twently-siz commercial
achools.
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