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THE THREAD OF LIFE

SUNSHINE AND SHADE.

CHAPTER XXXI[II. —(CosTINVED }'

When the hired mantrom themews behiod

flang open the drawing-room door in his lord-
ly way and aonounced in a very loud voloe,
““‘Mrs Bauverie Barton and Mrse. Hugh Mas
sivger,” nelther Warren nor Edie was in the
front room to hear the startling announce:
ment, which would certaiuly for the mom-
ent have taken their breath away., Fercom
muniocations between the houses of Relf and
Massinger had loag since ceamed. But War-
ren aud Kdie were beoth up-u!ui.n. Se
Winifred and her hostess passed idly in
(just shakiog hands hy she dosrway
with good old Mra Rsll. who never
by any chance caught anybody's nams)
and mingled shortly with the muass of the
visitors. Winifred was very glad indeed of
that, fer she wanted to escape obaervation.
Sir Anthony's report had been far from re-
assuring. She preferred to remain as much
in the background as possible that afternoon:
all she wished was merely to observe and to
listen.

Asshe atood there mingling with the gen-
eral crowd and talking w some chance
acquaintance of uld Loudon days, she hap.

ned to overhesr two scraps of conversation

going on behind her, Tne firat was one that
mentioned no names: and yet, by some
stranpge feminine instinct she was sure

it was of herself the spoakers were talk-
ing.
% Oh Yes,” one voice said in a low tone,
with the intonation that betrays a furtive
side-glance ; ** She'sfar from strong —infact,
very delicate. He married her for her
money—of course : that's clear. She hadn't
much else, r little thing, excepta certain
short-lived beaute du diable, to recommend
her. And she has no goin her; she won't
live long. You remember what Galton
remarks about heiressea ? They are gen-

ﬁlllj’ the last decadous mamhara. he says,
a moribuna stock whose astrength is

failing. They bear no children, or if any,
wukﬁng. : moat of them break down with
their first infant; and they die at last
Euml.mral of organic feebleness. Why,
e just sold himself outright for *he poor
elr 's ]:lrupurtf ; that's the ihln Eoglish of
t ; and now I hear, with his extravagant
habits, he's got himself after all into mone-

tary difficultiea.”
“t Agricultural depression ?’ the second
voics inquired—an old man’s and louder.

* Worse than that, 1 fear; agricultural
depression and an encroaching sea. Besides
whioch, he spends too freely.—DBut ‘excuse
me, Dr. Moutrie,”’ in & very low tone: *‘I'm

afraid the lady’s rather near us.”

Winifred strained her ears to the ntmoat
to here the reat; but the voicea had sunk
too low now to catch a sound. Even as she
did so, anether vnice, far more distinct,
from a lady in front, caught her attention
with the name ** Miss Challoner.” Winifred

icked up her ears incontinently. Coud

t be of her Elsie that those two were talk-

ing?

% Oh, yes,” the second lady addresised

o anawer cheerfully ; ‘‘ she was very well
when we last saw her in April at San Rsmo.
We had the next villa to the Relfs on the
hillside, you know. But Misa Challoner
doesn’t come to Elﬁllnd now ; she waa go-
ing as usnal to Sy Martin de Lantotyue to
d the summer, when we left the Riviera.

She always goes there as socn as the San
Remo season’s over.”

¢ How did the Relfs first come to pick
her up ?’ the other speaker asked cariously.

*'Oh, I fanoy it was Mr. Warren Rslf him.
self who made her acquaintance somewhere
unearthly down in Suffolk, where she used
to be a governess. He's always there, I
believe, lying on a mudbank, yachting and
sketching. * :

Winifred could restrain her curiosity no
longer. ‘1 beg your don,” she said,
leaning forward eagerly. *‘ but I think you
muntllnnad ﬂ,‘ mrtnl:n .Hil; Uhl.l:lnnnr.
May I ask, dres it ha y any chance
to {re Elsie Ghn]lnnegfmnwhu Wa8 once
at Girton? Because, if 8o, she was a
governess of mine, and I haven't heard of
her for a long time past. (Governessea dro
out of one's world zo fast. I should be gl
to know where she's living at present."

The lady nodded. *‘ Her name's Elsie,"
gaid he with a quiet inclination, ** and she

was certainly a Girton girl; but 1 hardly
think sho can be the same yon mention. |
gshould imagine, indeed, she’'s a good deal
too voung & girl to have beeu your goversn.
ess,”

It was innocently said, but Winifred's
face was one vivid flush of mingled shame
and humiliation. Talk about oneaute du
diable indeed ; she never knew before she
had grown so very plain and ancient. *‘ I'm
not quite so old as I look, perhaps,” she
answered hastily. *‘I've had a great deal
to break me down. Bat I'm glad to learn
where Elsie in, anyhow., You said she was
living at San Ramo, I fancy !

““At San Remo. Yes., She spends her
winters there. For the summers,she always
goes up to St Martin.,, '

““Thank wyou,” Winifred answered with a
throbbing heart. *“I'm glad to have found
out at last what's become of her.—Mrs
Barton, if you can tear yourself away from
Dr. and Mre., Tyacke, who are always so
alluring, suppose we go up-stairs now and
look at the pictures.”

In the studio, Warren Relf recognised her
at once, snd with much trepidation came
up to speak to her. It would all be out now,
ho greatly feared :mnd Hueh would learn at
last that Elsie was living. “or Winifred's
own sake—she looked so pale and iil—he
would fain have kept the secret to himself a
faw months longer.

Winifred hela out her hand frankly. She
liked Warren; she had always likel him ;
and beaides, Hugh had forbidden her to see
him. Her lips trembled, but she was bold,
and spoke. ‘‘Mr Relf,” she said with quiet
earnestness, ‘‘I'm so glad to meet you here
to-day again—gladon morethan oneaccount.

You go t0o San Remo often, I believe.
Can you tell me if Eleie Challoner is living

there 1"

Winifred toraed rennd upon him with a
angry flash. This was more than she coul
bear. [he tears were struggling bard u
rise to her eyes ; she kept them back with »
supreme effort. ‘' How should I kmow,

y !’ she answered tiercely, but very low
¢ Does he make me the confidante of all h
loves, de you suppose, Mr. Ralf * —He sais
she was in Auetralla.—He told me a lie.—
Everybody's combined and caballed to de
ce ve me,— How should I know whether b
koows or not! | knew mothing, Bat om
thiog I koow : frem my wouth at least he
shall never, never, never hear it. .

She turmed away stern, and haro
as iron. Hogh bhsl deceived her;
Elsia had deceived her., The two
souls she had loved the best on earth!
From that moment forward, the joy of her
life, whatever had been left of ir, was al.
gone from her. Sne went forth from the
ronm & crushed creature.

How varied in light and shade the world
is! While Winifred was driving gloomily
back to her own lodgings—solitary aud
heart-broken, in Mrs, Bauverie Bartoa’s
comfortable carriage—revolving in her own
wouanded soul this incredible contpiracy of
Hugh's and Elsie's—Edie Relf and her
mother and brother were joyfully discussing
their great triumph in the now dismantled
aod empty front drawingroom ut 128
Bletchingly Road, Senth Kensington.

¢« Have you totted wup the total of
the sales, Warren?!” Elie Relf inquired
with a bright light in her eye and a
smile on her lips ; for the private view—her
own inception—had been more than suoccess-
ful from ita very beginniog.

Warren jotted down a series of figures on
the back ot an envelope and counted them
up mentally with profound trepidation.
* Mother,” he cried, clasping her haund
with a convulsive clutch in his “ I'm afraid
to tell you; it's so positively grand. It
seems really too much.—If t{llll goea on,
vou need never take any pupils again.—
Edie, we owe it all to you.—Iv can't be
right, yet it comes out tquare. 1've reckon
ed up twice and got each time the same
total—Four hundred and fifty 1" !

“J thought so,” Edie answered with a
happy little laugh of complete trinmph. ‘1
hit upon such a capital dodge, Warren. I

| never told you beforehand what I was going
| to do, for I knew if I did, you'd never allow

me to put it into execution ; kut I wrote
the name and price of each picture in bi
letters and plain figares on the back o
the frame, 'Phan, whenever 1 tyex up a
with a good, coiny, solvent expres-
sion of countenence, and a picture buying
crease abomt the corners of the mouth, to
inspect the atudio, I waited for them casual-
ly to ask the name of any speci
articn’arly admired. *‘ Let me see,” said
t * What does Warren call that? Ithink
it's on the back here.” Sv I turned round
the frame, and there they'd see it, as large
as life: *“ By Stormy Seas—Ten Pounds ;"
or, ** The Haunt of the Sea-Swallow—Thirty
Guineas.” That always fetched them, my
dear. They couldn's resistit.—Warren, you
may give me a kiss, if you like. I'll tell youn
what I've done : I've made your fortune.”

Warren kissed her affactionately on the
forehead, half abashed. *“You're a bad
girl, Edie,” he said good-humouredly ; ‘‘and
if I'd only known it, 1'd certainly have taken
a great big cake of best ink-eraser and rub.
bs your plain figures all carefully out
again.—But I don't care a pinin the end,
after all, if I can make this dear mother and
you comfortable.”

“Ié.nd marry Elsie,” Edie put in mischiev-
ously,

Warren gavea quiet sigh of regret.
““ And marry Elsie,” he added low. “‘But
Elsiv will never marry me.”

‘¢ You goose |"” said Edie, and laughed at
him to his face. She knew women better
than he did.

And all this while, r lonely Winifred
was rocking herself wildly backward aod
forward in Mrs Bouverie Bartou's comfort-
able carriage, and muttering to her-
self in a mad fever of despair: *'I
could have believed it of Hugh ; but of
Elsie, of Elsie—never, never 1"

CHAPTER XXXIIL—Tuae STrRAXDS

Draw CLOSER.

“J feel it my duty to let you know, " Sir
Anthony Wraxall wrote to Hugh a day or
two later—by the hand of hia amanuensia—
‘“‘that Mrs Massinger’s lungs are far more
seriously and dan ly affected than I
deemed it at all prudent to inform her
in person last week, when she con-
sulted me here on the subject. Gal-
loping consumption, I regiet to say, ma
supervene at any time. The phthiaical ten-
denency manifests itaelf in Mra Massinger's
case in an advanced stage; and general
tuberculosis may therefore on the shortest
notice nu:iy off with startling rapidity.
I would advise you, under these painful
vircumatances, to give her the benefit of a
warmer winter climate: if not Egypt or
Algeria, then at least Mentone, Catania, or
Malaga. She should not on any account
risk seeing another English Christmas, If
she remains in Suffolk during the colder
months of the present year, I dare not
personally anawer for the probably conse-
quences,’’

Hugh laid down the letter with a eigh of
despair. It was the last straw, and it broke
his back with utter despondency. How to
finance a visit to the south he knew not.
Talk about Algeris, Catania, Malaga ! he
had hard appngb}wnrk to make both
ends meet anyhow at \Whitestrand. He
had trusted first of all to the breakwater
to redeem everything : but ths breakwater,
that broken reed, had only pierced the hand
that leaned upon it. The sea shift2d and
the sand drifted worae than ever. Then
he had hoped the beat from ‘*A Life's
Philosophy ;" but ** A Life's Philosophy,”
published after’long and fruitless negotia-
tions, at his own risk—for no tirm would =so

much as touch it as n businesa speculation

Warren Relf looked back at her in undis. | —had never paid the long printer’s bill, let

aised astonishment, ‘' Sheis,’ he answer.
ed. ** Did my sister tell you so?”

tNo,"” Winifred replied with bitter truth.

fulness, **1 found it out.,” And with that

one short incisive sentonce, she moved on |
coldly, as if she would fain look at the pic

tures, . o
“]iren —does Massinger ynow ii?

ren asked all aghast, tageuv o K
 ise, and unwittingly trampling on h

reat feelings,

alono recouping him for hia lost time ani
trouble. Nobody wanted to read about his
life or his philozophy. |

Of Winifred's health, Huzh thought far
less than of the financial difhi :ulty, He saw

' she was ill, decidedly ill, but not so ill as

everybody else who saw her imagined.

War. | Wrapped up in hia own selfish hopes and
i | fears, never really fond of his poor small
(¢t | wife, and now estranged for montha and

months by her untimely discovery of Elsie'y L

al plece they l

vatoh, which both he and she had entirely
nisinterpreted, Hugh Massioger had seen
hat frall youag ereature grow thinner and
alor day by day without at any time realbs-

og the profusdity of the ohange or
he ne seriousness of her failing con
itlon.

He went out into the drawlog-room to
join Winifred. He found her lying laxzlly om
he sofs, pretending to read the firss vol.
ime of Besaut's last new novel from Madie’s.
* The wind’s shifted,” he began uneasily.
* We shall get it warmer, I hope soon, Win-

fred."
' Yes, the wind's shifted,” +Winifred an-

.wered mily, looking up in a hepeless
.nd befogged way from the pages of her
wory. ** tﬂhln atraight across frem Siberia
seaterday ; to-day it blows straighy across
rom Greenland.”

* How would you like to go abroad for
the winter, I wonder?’ Hogh aiked ten-
:atively, with seme faint attempt at his old
kindness of tone and manner.

His wife glanced over at him with a sudden
aad strangely auspicious amile.
Remo, I suppese !’ she anawered bitterly.

She meant the name to & velumes to
Hugh's conscience ; but it fell upon his ears
a1 flat and unimpressive asany ether. ‘‘Not
aecessarily to San Remo,” he replied, all
anconscious. ‘To Algeria, if you like—or
Mentone, or Bordig k era.

Winifred arose, and walked without ene
word of explanation, but with a reselute
air, into the study, next door When she
came out again, she oarried in her twe arms
Keith Johunston’s big lmperial Atlas. [s
was & heavier book than she could easil
lift in her present feeb's condition of body,
but Hugh never even offered to help her to
carry it. The day ot small politenesses and
courtesies was long gone past. He only
looked on in mute surprise, anxious to knew
whence came this sudden new-born interest
in the neglected studyof European geo-
graphy.

Winifred laid the Atlas down with a flop
on the five o’clock tea table, that ataggered
with its weight, and turned the pages with
feverish haate till she came to the map of

Northern Italy. *‘1 thoughtso,” she gasp-
e-&n:mt:r:l ul.'u:?r scanned itolose, & luﬂ& red

apot burningbrightin her cheek. ‘‘Mentone
and Bordighera are both of them almoat next
door t7» San Remo.—The neareat stations on
the line along the coast.—Y oun could run over
there often by rail from either of them."

““ Run over—often—by rail—to San
Remo !’ Hugh repeated with a genuinely
pozzled expression of countenance,.

¢ Oh, you act admirably 1" Winifned cried
with a sneer. * What perfect bewilder-
ment | What childlike innocence ! I've
always copsidered you an Irving wasted
upon privats life. If you'd gone apon the
stage, you'd have made your fortune ; which
you've scarcely succeeded in doing, it musé
be confessed, at your various existing as-

sorted professions.” :
Hugh stared back at her in blank amazs-

ment. *‘I don’t know what you mean,” he
answered shortly.

* Capital | capital I” Winifred went on
in her bit‘er mood, endeavouring te assume
a playful tone of unconcerned irony. I
never saw you aot batter in all my life—not
even when you were pretending to fall in
love with me. It's your most sucoeesful
part—the injured innocent :—much better
than the part of the deveted husband. 1fl
were you, I should always stiok te it.—DBus
it's very abrupt. this sudden ocenver-
sion of yours to the charms of the Riv-
iera."”

“ VWinifred,” Hugh oried, with transpar-
ent conviction in every note of his voice,
‘¢ 1 see you're Iabouring under somedistress-
ing misapprehension ; but I give yeu my
:Famn word of honor I don't in the least
know what it is youn're driving at. You're

known that I don't understand. I wish
you'd explain. I can't follow you.”

But he had acted too often and too swo
cesafully to be believed now, for all his
earnestness. ‘‘ Your solemn word of honor "
Winifred burst ont angrily, with intense
contempt. ** Your solemn word of henour,
indeed ! And pray, who do you think be.
lieves now in your precious word er your
honour either ?—You can’t deceive me any
longer, thank goodness, Hugh. I know you
want to go to San Remo; and I know for
whose sake you want to go there. This
solicitude for my health’s all a pure fiction.
Little you cared for my health a month
ago ! Oh ao, I see through it all distinctly.
You've found out there's a reason for going
to San Remo, and yon want to go there for
your own pleasure accordingly.’

Aun idea tiashed suddenly across Hugh's
mind. * I think, Winifred,” he said calm.
ly, *‘ you're labouring under a mistake abeut
tﬁu place you're s ing of. The ‘gaming
tables are not at San Remo, as yon suppose,
but at Mente Carlo, just beyond Mentone.
And if yon theught L wanted to go to the
Riviera for the sake of repairing onr ruined

Y | eatate at Monte Carlo, you're very much

mistaken. I wanted to go, I solemnaly de-
clare, for your health ooly.”

Winifred rose, and faced him now like an
angry tigress, Her sunken white cheeks
were flushed and fiery indeed with suppresa-
ed wrath, and a bright light blezsd in her
dilated pupils. The full force of a burnin
indignation her soul. *' Hug
Massinger,” she said, repelling him haught-
ily with her thin left hand, *‘ you've lied to
me for years, and you're lying to me now as

ou've always lied to me. You know you've
ied to me, and you krow you're lying to me,
This pretence about my health’'s a transpar-
ent falsehood. These prevarications about
the gambliog tables are a tissue of fictions.
Yon can't deciveme. Ikpnow why you want
tc go to San Remo " And she pushed him
away in disgnst with her angry fingers.

The action and the insalt were too

much for Hugh, He could no longer
restrain  himself, Sir Anthony's letter
trembled in his hands; he was clatch.

ing it tight in his waistcoat pocket,
To show it to Winifred would have been
cruel, perhaps, under any other circumstan.
ces ; bus in face of such an ancusation as that,
yet wholly misunderstood, flash and blsod—
at least Hugh Massinger's—could not furth-
er resist the temptation of producing it.
‘“ Read that,” he cried, handing her over the
letter coldly ; * you'll see from it why it ie
[ want to go ; why, in spite of all we've lost
and are losing, 1'm still prepared to submit
to this extra expenditure.”

“QOuat of my money,” Winifred answer
ed scornfully, as she took the paper
with an inclination of mack.courtesy from
his tremulous hands. ** How very gener-
ous ! And how very kind of you !”

She read the letter threugh without a
single word ; then she yielded at last, in
apite of herself, to her womanly tears *'I

see it all, Hugh,"” she cried, flinging herself

‘To San|

talking about womebody or something un. | P®

down onoe more in despair npon the sofa.
* You fancy I'm goiog to die now ; and it
will be so convenieat, so very oconvenien:
for you to be mear her shere next door a
d3an Reme 1"

Hugn gezed at her agiin in mute supris»
Ab lash he saw it—ho saw it in all its nakeo
nideousness, A light began gradually to
dawn upen his mind, It was awful—it wa:
aorrible im i crunel Nemesis upon his un
ipoken orime. To think she ehould b
joaleus—ef his murdered Elsie ! He could
aardly wspeak eof iv ; bat he mnusg
ae musk ** Winnle,” he oried, almost
softeaed by his r'y for whay h:-
wok te be her deudly and terribe
wmissake, 'l understand yven, I think, after
all. I knew what yeu mean.—You believe
—that Elsio—ia at San Remo, '’

Winitred leeked up at him threugh he
boars with a withering glance, * You have
said is 1" she oried In & hanghty voice, and
rel inte a silens fis of sobbing and sup-
pressed cough, with her poor wan tace buried
deep ence mere like a wounded child’s in the

ona of the sofa.

)TO BE CONTINUED ) *
B & o o EEEEEEE—

““IN THE soUP.”

Two Thcories as to the ®rigia of this Lat.
cat Bit of Papular Blang.

Everybody who is running for cffice, to
gether with every party thatis running a
candidate, s, according to one atatement or
another, *'in the soup.” Outaide of politics,

¥ | the same fact is observable, Everything and

everybody that doesn’t just suit everybody
else is sure to be consigned by somebody or
other to *‘the soup.” The world, in fact,
seems to have become an immense tureen,
and all its inhabitants are floating around
like chopped vegetables in a julienne. Why
vhis sheuld be so, and why the **in the soup”

of every citizan who wanta to say something
funny, is not more apparent than was,
awhile ago, the reason for every one bein
inclined to tell every one else to ** Let her
go, Gallagher.” The origin of both expres-
gions is involved in obsourity.

““In the soup"” first achieved classic au-
thority, so far as can now be ascertained, in
one of the *plntumq,nu stories of what
are called *“sporting” events, The event
was the arrival in America last fall of
Kilrain, the pugilist. The situation was
that the big Cunarder Etruria, with the
pugilist aboard, lay in the darkness off
Qaarentine, waiting tor morning, and a tug
with Kilrain's friends aboard, was hovering
about, anxious to get Kilrain off and bring
bhim up to the city, The Captain of the
Esruria had announced with a severity that
seomed unnecessary that no such drunken
crew should come anywhere near his vessel.
The dieconsolate but not unhappy crowd
on the tug had I‘Eul uﬂ;;unt itself with hﬂ‘!"“lll

tings to Kilrain across a watery gu

Eﬁ: separated the two vessels. One of the
men on the tug, Johnston by name, was so
anxious to get as near Kilrain as ble
that he tumbled overboard. Oae of his
companions, witnessing this act, inatead of
assailing the still depths of the darkness
that brooded over the waves by shonts fo
help, or shocking the calm stars overhead
with frantio cries for a rope, eimply balanc-
ed himself against the rail and called
out :

“ Ho | Johnston's fell in de soup 1"

The sublime audacity of the comparison
of the reat Atlantic toa plate of soup was
wasted onthedrunken crew that heard it, but
the waves chuckled gleeful ﬂlﬁlu against

the tug's aides, the stars twinkled merriy,

and nexs morning, when le read about
it, it tickled the public fancy =so that
the new eslang became qaickly the

t expression of the day, and by this time
it has attained just about ripeness enoungh
to make it ready to pick any lay away alon
with Mr. Gallagher and other slang once o
repute,

Nobody knows jast where this **in the
soup”’ expression came from, but two ingen-
ious theories have been broached to a re.
porter who attempted to trace the *‘soup”
to ite lair—to its kettle, as it were. Morc.
(affaey, who is the language sharp of the
* Paliee Gezstte,” rays that the expression
first became current in sporting circles
abont eight or ten months ago, but that
for long befors that he remembered to have
heard the street gamins cry after a drunkerd
man that he was ** full o’ soup’ and he also
thinks that among criminals the expression
“‘ he's got in soup ' was used to express the
idea that a perscn has fallen into the hands
of the law, and was locked up. From using
‘““soup” to express the idea of drunkeness
the atep was to make it cover,the misfortune
to which drunkenness led, and so to convey
the idea of any misfortune, so that **in the
soup” came to have itsa present signifi-
canoe.

The police, on ths other hand, say that
they never hesrd of the expression ‘'in
soup” being used by criminala to mean im-
prisonment, Fhey derive the phrase, *'in
the soup,” from an entitely diffsrent source,
the theatre, and make his original spelling
“supe.” ' He's the sup2,” according to this
theory, was first a contemptuons designation
of an actor's place, classing him among the
supernumaries, and then a general exprea-
sion of contempt for anything., so growing
naturally into ity present significance.

Neither of these theories of the derivation
of the slang may be right. They fit suspi-
ciously well, and have a *‘‘ made to-order”
air about them. But any body who thinks
he hasa better theory is welcome to try it
on,

-

The etfocts of the defunct Gladetine Club,

:lu Kingston, were sold by auction on Fri.
‘F!

Professor Chandler Roberts estimates the
weight of the smoke cloud which daily hangs
over London at about 50 tons of solid car-
bon, and 250 tona of carbon in the form of
hydrocarbon and carbonic oxide gases. Cal.
calated from the average result of tests made
by the Smoke Abatement Committee, the
value of coal wasted from domestic grates
mnhea. upon the annual ﬂnnmmlgtlnn of 5,-

000 people, to £2,257 530, he eoat of
cartage on this wasted coal is calculated to
be £268,750, while the passage ol a large
number of horses through the streets in
drawing it adde cnnaiduraﬁly to the coat of
atreo’ cleaning and repairing. Taere is also
the cost of taking away the extra ashes,
£43,000 a year. Samming it all up, the
direct and indirect cost of the wasted coal
is set down at £2 600,000, plus the addition-
al loas from the damage done to property
cansed by the smoky atmosphere, estimated
by Mr. Chadwick at £2,000,000 —the whole
amnunting to £4 602,000 or 823,000,000,

—| Ex,

idea should bs uppermost now in the mind |

STATISTICS.

All the muney which the wnrlﬁ possesees
w-auny would enly furﬂhiﬂ one-third of its
-ailways, sinoce to-day the railroads of the
world are worth nearly $30 000,000,000 of
sbont ope-tenth of the total monetary wealth
of the civilizad nations, and over one quarter
| their invested capital. lon comparison
with this sum the ameunt of mcney invead>d
in banking thronghout the entire world is
bus a tcifls. The railroad business is one
which is increasing at an nlmmt.inundib].
rate of » 1o 1875 the world's railways
sggregated 185 000 miles, while in 1885 there
were over 300 000 miles of railroad, thus
showing an increase of 115,000 in ten years,
or, on an average, upward ot 11,000 miles =
g ar. When it is considered shat this would
nean the laylng each year of railway anuurg:
to reach nearly half nround the earth
usgoitude eof the inorease can be in & méa-

ure aj preciated.

No better illustration of the wonderful
wealth of the United States is furnished
:han the figures which David T. Day, of
the division of mining statistios of the nit-
od States geological survey, gives regarding
the immense mineral output of the country
tor the past year, They show that the total
value of all minerals raised that year amouns-
ed to $538,000,000. This is $70,000,000
mere than the catput during the previous
year, and more than $100,000,000 greater
than that of 1885. The last year's outpud
's not only the greatest ever raised in the
United States, but is at least $100,000,000
greater than tne output of any other coun-
try, and leaving out Eogland is greater
than that of all Europe put together Ver-
ily we are living in a marvellous country,

| which, the ready ingenuity of the people

doing more and more to develop.—Spring-
Aeld Republican,

Professor Chandler Robsrts estimates the
weighs of the smoke cloud which daily hangs
over London at about 50 tons of solid carbon,
and 250 tons of carbon in the form of hydro-
carbon and carbonic oxide gases. Calculab-

ed from the average result of teats made by

£ | the Smoke Abatement Committee, the value

of coal wasted from domestic grates reaches,
upon the annual consumption of 5,000,000
people, to £2,257,500. The cost of car

on this wasted coal is calculsted to be .
750, while the passage of a large number of
horses through the streets in drawing it adds
conasiderably to the cost of street cleaning
and repairing. There is also the cost of tak-
ing away the extra ashes, £43 000 a year.
Summing it all up, the direct and indirecs
cost of the wasted coal is set down at £2,-
600,000, plus the additional loss from the
damage done to property caused by the smo-
ky atmosphere, estimated by Mr. Chadwick
at £2,000,000 —the whole amohnting to £4-

600,000 or $23,000,000.

A New York ErLectrion—A RoucH EsTiM-
ATE oF WHAT Tuespay's Figur Cos?

THE (CITY.
Whole expense at polls......... $620,560
Mayoraity fight......cc00000n. . 273,000
Ballot printing......e0uv.. sassss 060,000
Bm‘“;.--. llllllll R EEEE RS Ei}m
Plrﬂ“ llllllll R RE o8& B S SsE 8RS ﬁn.m

Three aldermanic candidates in each
of the twenty-four districts at

81,00 each......ovvvvvvnnnnns 72,000
Three candidates for Congress in

each of the nine districta at $2,-

mmhrilliilvri‘l.-iI' lllll [ ] E‘T-m
Three candidates for sheriff at $20,-

mmhii#i#‘lli‘lil'l‘lilttllﬁl m:m
Three candidates for county cler

at $20,000 each......... vesess 00,000
Three candidates for president of

the Board of Aldermen at $5,000

OOR i v R R e 15,000
Ten candidatea for coroner at $5000

e‘nh-nll-ill-iiiiilll||l -------- . Eﬂ.m

Cost of the election in the city.$1,724,060

The statistical returns of the expor-
trade of India during the last ten years
show a very considerable and fn.tif ing in-
crcase in almoat all the chiet products of
the country. The amount of raw cotton ex-
ported has riren from 93 800,000 to 134,700,=
000 rupees, wheat from 28 700,000 to 86,-
200,000 rupees, and rice from 69,500,000, to
88,300 000 rupees. In cotton twist and
yarn there has been o larzely increased ex-

ort—from 7,400,000 to 34,100,000 rupees.

he only marked falling off is in opium
which declined from 123,700,000 to 110,700,
rupees. The tables further show that the
growth indicated has been steady and is
still kept up, the total export trade of India
which has increased about 33 per cent. in
the ten years, having been larger last year
than in any year ﬁraeoding. The figures
respecting cottonand wheat are particularly
suggestive. They point to undﬂalnﬁd
po:sibilitiea wihch have a serious meaning
tor America, no less than for Europe. But
increased abnndance of food and- clothin
must be in direct line with the world
well-being.

-

A sensation has been created in Wood-
stock by a sermon preached by Reav. Mr.
Farthing, of the Episcopal church there, in
denunciation of gambling, Mr, Farthing
condemns the practice as tending to deprave
the community and to divert men from
honeat toil to speculative means of mak
a living. The practice is a tremendous de-
ception in more ways than one, Whenever
a man falls a victim to the gamblers the

pular feeling for him is one of regret.

ut a due regard for the circumstances will
show that the man has really made a fool of
himself by deliberately walking into a trap,
Nobody but tho professional makea money
at gambling. The games of chance are not
devised with a view to giving the green-
horn on equal opportunity with his gamb'y 1g
acquaintance. Kven if the appliances ure
not fixed so as to prevent the novice from
winning, the superior knowledge fof the
ame possessed by the professional renders
oss to the beginner a certainty.

The degree of civilization which a country
has reached may be fairly gauged by its free-
dom from bigotry and intolerance, Judged
by this standard, Russia must be a semi-
barbarous country, another anti-Semitic

craeade having been started in the Czar's
dominions.
been ordered to quit Po. . 1d, and it is expect-

FForcign Jowish farmers have

ed an edict of expulsion w. 'l be pronounced
againat the foreign Jewa in Southern Russia,
There was a time when the Jews were porse.

cated in every country in Earope, but ths

unruuutini prejudice against them has in
moat cases been weakened or removed alto-
gether by the spread of civilizing influences
among the masses, As the probabilities are
that of the EKaropean nations Russia will be
the last to obtain free institutions, it may be

expzoted that parsecution will there fiad ita
laat stroaghold,




