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- we come on _ patches of green, s

- all rebuffs. Ruminating thus, many a lesson

. cottages while their husbands sit smoking

A NAMELESS ROMANCE.
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France. 1 might ba:k more in the smile of
gentle dames, forgetting . my lomeliness, as

- one forgets in the sunahine that only a mo-

ment before thesky hung black with clouds.
Bat I am neither young ror rich-; and even
if I were, it secms to me that no ylace in

Yes: I am old now, and chilly sometimes
at night when the fire gets Jow, wearing a
coat even on the summer days, and
ivering often when the zephyrs fan my

and pray as thahily,
bad turoed his eyes on she house he would
vindow, a woman’s

bave seen the glam of sciumph ilh'q;
—dark, flashing, ocal-black eyes—as »

watched the tall bent figure walk behind
with such a weary, listlass step Bat soon
a turn in the road hid the company from

view, and the window was again.
One year had sufficed to darken the
brightness of that fair young life. Did it

ever strike you, reader, that some men and

women seem to have had a sunlight bath be
fore entering this world, so destined are

to make everything arcund them pure
and good ; while others, wafted from the
regions of glcom, oast all around them the
shadow of death ? Into this baleful darkness
had the young bride fallen, and in it her
spirit had been quenched. She loved her

face. Bat I am kept young by my love for I husbaad truly, that tall, bronz:d man, who

nature ; I woo her as amo y a8 evec
maid was wooed by swain, and she is not
afraid to press her rosy lips to mine, yellcw
and withered as they are, and to twine ber
lovely arms round my neck. I love her for
her hopefu
of youth. Everywhere with )ove she .1e
es poor mortals for sitting down sad with
folded hands, and with a glad voice bids
them be up and doing. She is irrepressible.
You may crosh her down with stuny hand
and plaster over every vestige of her beauty, |
and then say to yourself. in pride of hears,
‘T have made a city, a place for commerce
and traffic, and pleasure and sorrow ; ”” and,
Eet’ turn your back for an instant, lo! a
ittle blade of grass comes up between the
stones of the causeway and laughs in your
very face. We may build our houses vp |
story upon story, with the dingy attic at the
top, for women’s hearis to break in, and I
the tqualid court beneath in which little
children may get their first taint of sin; but
a gleam of sunshine will day after day work
its way down to the very centre of the filth
and squalidness, and a rose will bud and

Inees, for her inexbaustible store | tressure ; she, toy, in her simple

had come from the Indies to woo her in the
sunny lanes of her own Eug'and. Right

too, had she been to become mistress of his
old bome. For months, no spot had come
on tkeir home picture, He was happy in his
e in the
village, where, from her kindness, she al-
ready was r-ceiving the homage due to a
queen. But one day, when thesnow wason
the ground and the flowers were deid, a
woman came to the Old Houre in the Hol-
low. She was dark, and radiantly beausiful
with the beauty that blstons under west-
ern skies She neither asked nor received
leave to stay a3 a member of the family
gircle in the old house, but thers was no one

| to oppose her action. Tne master was her

cousin, she said ; and even a3 she spoke, the
glram in her eyes gave her words the lie,
Yet he said nothing, for suddenly he had
grown silent and c¢)ld, avoiding even the
‘wistful, questioning glances of his wife.

The shadow sp slowly over the house,

| up the staircases, into the nooks and corners

of therooms, laying its black hand now oa

| this and now on that, but nowhere 80 strong-

ly as cn the heart of the young mistress.

bloom 1n some poor man’s window.  blushing
Elck with pleasure into the face of its kindly
I. | ,
hen think how charitable she is, how
slow to return an insult, how cheerfully she
bears an affront. I often think—though, of
course, it is but the vagary of an old dream
er—that those who build up masses of brick
and mortar would be well repaid it nature
left a sterile belt round their work, a belt I
grnﬂmd cold as their own walls, But no !
he tikes no such revenge as this. Long
before the oity smoke has mingled with the
olouds, or the hum of city life died away,
us a
welcome ; on irees, too, sprouting forth in
beauty, or draped with leaves and flowers
nodding to us in a grave and stately way, as
if to show that they at least bear no grudge, I
and are prepared to be friendly in spite of

have I learned on ctarity and forgiveness.

Nor are my rambles unromantic, though
the scenes are no longar strange. Every
house and farm has become familiar to me. I
have seen a generation or two of cowboys de-
velop into ploughmen, wed themselves to
rosy dairymaids, acd go their ways, I have
beguiled idle hours in weaving webs o°
fancy round their married lives, listening f. r
the merry laughter of children in their co.-
tages, and watchiog for the glad light of love
en. many a mother’s facs. And as with men
and women 80 with things. The old castle
with its turreted wa'ls and secret passages
Kas furnished me much food for thought, I
have recalled in fancy the noble men aad
fair women who ueed to tread its halls, their
ojurtly, gallant ways;, their feasts and
tournaments : and as I stand in the chamb-
ers, girt with gray stone and canopiea by
heaven. I can see the coats of mal still cn
the walls, and hear through the mist ot
years the voice of eome gay warrior recount
ing his triumphs in the field. And many a
story, too, have I heard from the rustic
people about the whole gray house which
stands in the hollow among the trees. Y u
see, Iam old epough to pat the com 17
maidens on the shoulder without exciting the
ire of their brawny lovers, and to chas, t0>,
with impunity to the buxom matrons in tte

by the fireside. Aod thus it was that I heard |
the story of the Old House in the Hollow. I
bhad often wondered if it did not contamn 4
secret, so silent was it, £0 forbidding in as-

with its old porch black with sge, and’
its windows stained and weather baaven. Is
looked so grim, that I vsed to think it, {oo,
must have witnessed deeds of blood, and
taken the best way to avoid detection by
standing for evermore in glcomy silence. I:
stood among thick foliage, so thick, that
even ona svmmer day but a stray sunbeam
or tworested on its blackened walls, wa-
vering and timorous, as if scared at their
bravery in venturing so far. The carriage
road from the gate to the door had faded
eat of sigh*, and there was nothicg a-.und
but heavy and dark-coloured, with
the weeds that grew amongit. The woman
i the oottage not far off was glad enough
to give me the key of the rusty iron gata
which admitted to the grounds, and there I
vsed to wander more from curiosity tban |

re. But Ialways felt morbid under
the old trees ; and the grass, too, was thick
and rank, that it was like walking over de-
serted graves.

In that old garden, raid the villagers, a
ladyin a white mantle used to walk among
the trees, and look with yearn'ng glance to-
wards the windows of the old house. The e
I have waited for her, but she never came ;
for, through haoit. I have fallen into b--
lieving the stories I hear. Perhaps the sun-
shine frightened-Ler away; perhaps, from
long living in the shades, her eyes had
grown too weak to bear the light ; perhap:
she cared not that strangers should share
her grief, and wished to mourn thers alone
with the darkness for her friend and the
winds sighing comfort to her among the
trees. Whatever the reason was, I never
met her face to face in that Yy hollow,
Yet, althuvugh she was so fair and young,
the older could not tell her tale
without a shudder ; and though the lads and
lasses laughed aloud, yet it was a wavering
uncertain lavgh, which died on their lips,
and left a silence all the more profound.

Forty years had since the oaken
door creaked on its hinges to admit the mas-
fer and his fair young bride ; and a year' la-
ter, it had closed on her as they bore her |
away to sleep in the churchyard, to the |
grave that had proved too small for her
wandering restless spirit. On that day,
cold, and with a drizzling, chilling rain, ¢
*mall passed through the gate, a man

. stalking behind, with head beat and

cast on the ground. his face mlm,butg::

b

sonnd of a clap of thunder. It

Her rippling langhter changed to sighs, her
bright amil:s were repliced by downcast
locks; she passed from summer to winter
with no mellowing antumn days to make the
change less sad. It was not that the woman
who bad comeso strangely, sought the love
of her husband, or in any other wnf as-
tempted to disp 1 the sunshine of her life ;
she simply dwclt with them, nay, was
friendly enough at times ; but the dark
dress which she wore, and the masses of dark
hair which at times she wounld let fall. about
har shoul {ers, scemed indicative of the mo-
rsl cloud which was slowly gathering over

| their lives. The lily droopsd day by day

for want of sunlight. She became morbid,
nervous,full of strange an1 wayward fancies.
She thought the love of her husband was
dead; and she took to dressing hersel: in her
wedding garb, to try if by thas strange way
she might make it live a.ain. Clad in the
goft lustrons satins—in which as a happy

| bride she had tlushed and smiled in the

lit:le English church but a few months be
tore —she would pac: her room for hours,
and stand, tco. longingl y before the gias

peericg wis f.l'y fo see if aucht of . her,"

charm were vone, I1 this garb, too, she
would walk among vhe old trees, and deck
her bosom with tne snowdrops of spring :

but they se~med to wither away at her |

touch and hang listless and dead. Thus it was
one day she wa: found sitting among the
trees on the fresh spring grass, scmo faded
snowdrops in her lifeless hand, her golden
hair surmountieg a face darkened with some
mysterio 18 presence. A pils gleam of apring
suplight bad crept down an1 setiled on her
brow; but it was ou* ~f place; aad timid as
tae sunbeams which I have scen p'aying on
the old house izsellf.

Tuous quietly as tne gliding ofa river did
her spirit depart, or ratner was effaced, as a
cloud caa hide the silver moon from us for a

time, And o, they tell me, she can be seen |

at times in the old garden, jist as, when
the clouds grow faint, the weicoma shafts of
light come down to assure us that the r mo
ther orb still lives.

—— -t I i R il

‘Where Meteors Come From.

If, about 200 years ago, a witness had
s'ated that he had scen a witch at midnight
riding tkrough the air ona broomstick, he
would have been believed ; but if he had
etated that he had heard a loud explosion,
a d found a large hole in the gronnd, and,
vp-n thrusting his bard in, he had found a
stone which was warm, his veracity would
bave bzen doubted. Meteors must have tall-
en in olden times, but it is only in latter
days that these cases have been reporte?,
Unt:l 1749 it was the belief that meteors
wera vigitations from God. A Daunish as-
ironomer was the firat to write on the sub-
jett. Pallas found a meteor which the form-
er examined, an1recognizad its true char
acter,being a comp isition of iron and nickel,
1o 1883 a large snow.r fellin Normandy.
which was of meteoric origin. A Hindoo
cla'mad that a meteor followed him for two
houra before it fell to the earth.. The most

celebrated one fell in 1492. in Alsace, and it

has hung for three centuries ina cathedral
It weighed 230 pounds, and fell with the
penetrated
the earth six feet. The best known meteor
1* one of 1874, which fel in Wolvarhampton,
Eag. A tarmer saw a hole in the ground,
ani an examination showed the earth to be
warm, and & meteor was finally uaearthed
which we'ghed about 700 pounds. Being
polished, 16 resembhles solid iron, and is now
stored in the British Muaseum, Iu falling,
meteors start from above the atmosphere,
where there is little resistance, and coms
down with a velocity twenty t mes greater
than that of a bullet. Comng in contact
with the atmosphere great hea$ is generated
and the meteor is broken in pieces. The
most comm)n meieors are stones, and can-
not be fouud bucause they resemble stones,
on the earth’s surface. In S beria amdi
South America the most are found. Where
they come from has caused much discussion.
One theory is that meteors originally came
from the earth, and were due to stupendous
volcanic eruptions of ages gone, when the
meteors were thrown beyond the attraction
of tne earth, and sent revolving:around the
sun. When the earth in its orbit comes
near one of there wandering meteors. it at
tracts it, and it planges into the earth. Any
stone thrown at the rate of six milesa second
would be thrown outside of its attractive
power. KEvery one of these must in time
enter the orbit of the earth and must, of
course, return to it.—[Prof. Ball before a
audience, i
e .

With the drunkard life is reel.

D AND HERSELF.

KILLING HER

Io a humble room upon mwﬂnﬂr o
a Caliowhill sirze:, Philadelphis, boarding
house, a mother and child Jay down recen:ly
ani died in- erch other’s arms, Upon the
nead of Jesse Logan, the recreant hu:band
and father. rests the moral r ibility
for the double tragedy. When Theo-
dore Se:fers, -the mistress of the boarding
house, arose in the morning an 1 wens abous
her duties, she wondered wny ber lodgers
in the back mmihp; BO 'l.*:u. She did nat
g0 to their room un‘il nearly noon.
ghn knooked violently and called, but the
room was quiet. She put her face to. the
keybole. It wss stopped with & wal of
paper, but she detected the odcr of cscaping

B."i'lzm door wss foroed open. The body ~f
Annie Logan was ¢n the bed. She had vn-
dressed for the night. 'Her careworn fac:
was almost a1 peaceful as though sbe s:ep=.
One aim was outstretched upon the pillow

and the c ther olasped in a tight embrace the

of mother ‘and ohild bad been carefully
packed away in a trank, together with some

little trinkets. O .ly a few articles of the
child’s clothing were in sight. These bhad
been carefully used to scal cracks about the
docr and window frames. Under the door
was tightly wedged a piece of carpet. The
gas jet was turned on. '

A cup ou the washstand wa3 partly filled
with laudsnum, and a teaspoon redolent
with tincturs of opium lay upon the flor
where. Annie Logsn had thrown it aftr
giving her chiid a fatal dose and draining
the dregs heraelf. The forsaken wife had
aleo twisted snd kuotted a towel ab)rut her

throat to bascen the work of suffocation.

On the bureau were a few rumpled and tear-
stained leaves rastily torn from a memoran-

dum book, They contained the story of the
woman s shattered life, or as much of the
story as the heart-broken wife chose to
make public cn the night of her death, The
tirst note, hactily written with-a pencil
found beside it, was addressed to her land-
lady. It read:

Mgs. SEiFErT: You will let my brothers
know it as soon as possible, The eldest,
Jerome Fegley, lives at 2 418 Reece street,
between Fifth and Sixth streets. Thomas
Fegley, 2 816 Poplir street, is firemaa at
Twenty-third and Race streets, with Nortn
& Brother. s - |
( In the other message, written closely upon
five pages, the trembling hand had confessed
the motives that kal prompted to murder
and suicide. The letter wus addreseed to
her tsmily. It read:

DEAR BR(THERS AND SISTERS: My dear
husband has forsaken me and his dear little
boy that thought there was no cne like his
papa, and was looking for h'm every day.
1 nope he will often think of the best friend
he has had for tha last six years. I gaveup
all for him, and I will die for him. - ‘I hope
he will forgive ma for what I have done, and
I hope we will soon meet c¢ach other in the

L other world, for T forgive him and still love

him, and hope our litile boy will. Howarl
will be three years c11 the-Sth day of next
March, Please bury him in my arms. Dear
brothers, forgive me. Take care of my
-trunk and bory m3 whereever yon wish tu.
Good-bye to all an1 every one :ni to our
dear papa. To him Howard said the last
word, .

I have lived as long as I could bear it, for
these two weeks I bave lived in misery, but
before that I was——

Hzre the writing wavered and stopped ia
the m:ddls of a sheet. |

Six years ago Annie Fegley lived with her

arensa in Postsvilla, Here she first met

ssse Logan, a man considerably her senior.
Tbey were married, She was then 24 years
old. They cams t5. Philadelpbis, whera
Mrs. Logan’s litcle fortune was soon spent.
Then the hustani began to neglect her, and
fin:lly he left them apparentiy forever. On
the foillowiog day Mcs. Lozan raceived a

postal card. The husband s brief message
was this : - '

1 he often plays on

Will not be home again. Kiss Howard
for me. hi _

A Sunday Seene in Texas,

A p.rtv of hunters returning from a trip

ou the pl ins captured, elsven miles from

Colorado City, Texws, a huge bla-k bear, |

weighing. in his balf-fam'sied condition
about 300 pounds. For days he would
neither eat ncr sleep, an1 kept the curions
at respectful distance, as he paced uneasily
to and fro the 1 of his chain, rolling
his blood-shot eyes and giviag vent to his
rage aund fear in snarling, menacing erowls,
On Sunday morning as the churoh bells were
calling the children from all directions to
Sabbath School, bruia waxed desperate,
&nd, with a prwerfal tug, snapped the ¢ ain
that beld hum, and was off cn a clum sy
gallop tbrough town. A great hue aad cry
was raised, and pursuit made. Brauin, thus
hard beset, and haviog long fasted, made
break for a large-paned window ia the
dining-room of the Rendrebrook Hotel,
landing with a crash in the midst of the a .-
tonished guests, who ‘“stood not upon the
order of theirjgoing, but wentat once,” Awmii
tue clang and clatter brain placed Eimself at
bay in a corn>r, uncousiously, but undeni.-
ably, ‘* monarch of all he suryeyed.”

tirief, bowever, was his 1eign, Soon a
cowboy entering the long hall,thraw a lassco
over his shouliers ;

= .
followed, and the geond and ¢hird

great angry brute was

dragged into the street. Then » lively skir- |

mish followed, caumng a general at
of the crowd, the three cowboya end ey
to mount thoirsi ing, bucking, fr'ghtened
ponies, who evidently did not like his beas-
ship. The feat was accomplished, however
and thmbnmnmt}m “tog :
harassed brute, fairly at bay, lunged to the
r.ght and left, while the ponies, g:rdth foet
spraad, b: sturdily against the tremen.
dous straios of the lariats wound about the
saddle horus, were with their riders dragged
smooth

snoring €quine, _
But the war was uuequal, and Brgin at

length, utterly spent, surrandered, and |

sullenly allowed himself to bs led off towards
the Zoo in the park. Crossing ufho Lone
Wall Creek, *‘ Ursa Major'’s” spirit utterly
failed him, and he laid him down in the.
shallow waterand gave up the ghost, ' ¢
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Toe plamber may 80k bo s mukician; “but

pipss.

Then

body of her kaby boy, Howard. The bed- |
room was scrapulously neat. Tte clothing |

 endeavoriug |
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borders of Thibet,
DAITOW P& : : »

estic, pre: ipitons Himalayan ' crags, we
::imrr;lzlmfnmnﬁl further north

in proper order befcre
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The Prayer Barrel.

S »¢ barrels on the
I fist mot with prayec berrels on She

¢hs whioh wind along the fuce of

traders dri flocks of laden goats,
:um_- nl:ih qmt headdresess of iLmps of

turquoises fastened
amuer s0d l61g9, &N i heve And there

me time before I svcoeeded in getting hold
:mnﬂhﬂa for & closer ex+mination, as
the owners ave nervoualy afraid to trust
their treasures in the hands of one who,
albeit in ignorance, might irreverently turn
them the wrong way, and so undue much of
the merit soquired by 1 twirling ia
the oppneite direction, For, as we event-
ually cuscovered, not only is the sacred mx.
syllabled charm embossed on the metal
oylindcr, but the same mystic words were
written over and over again o1 very lengthy
strips of cloth or papyrus, which sra bound
.ound the spindle on which the oylinder ro-
tates and one end of which forms the handle,
Is is therefore nscessary to turn this listle
barri 1 of prayers in such a direction that the
charactcrs forming the holy phrase may fa 8
, the person turning,
and as all Oriental books are read from the
right side of esch page to the left, the barrel
is turned in the same direction. For the
s: m s reason the Thibetan walks in this direc-
tion round the great terraces and other
buildings, on which the holy words are
inscribad, in order that his eyes may rest on
the words in due course, which can only be
the case when he keeps his left hand toward
the object round which he is walking. Hap-
pily this produces a doubly satisfactorily re-
sult. for ia Eastern lands, as well az in our
own Weat, it has ever been accounted lucky
and meritorious to walk rouud sacrcd objects
or places i this sunwise course—an act of
bomage to the sun which I have seen ren-
dered in many lands. Just as our British
ancestors cont'n 1ed thus to circamambaula‘e
their churches long af‘er they had nominally
abandoned all pag
world we tind surviva's of the old homage.

— [The Contemporary Revisw. -

Carving Ivory and Bone.

All the curiously carved handles which
are so fashionabie, and the quanter that are
sought after, are shaped upon a series of
rapidly revolving wheels, ing from an
eighth to three inches in diameter, and
which are a cross between a file and a saw
upon their cutting surface. Ivory and bouoe
arecarved in precis-ly  the same manner,
the only difference in the handling
of the two being that bone has to be boiled
a long wkile to free it from animal matter
before it goes to the carver, while ivory is
clean and pure from the start. -

When it 18 desired to produce any object
in bone or ivory, an umbrella handle with a
crouched tiger upon 1t for instance, the car-
ver takes a piece of the material of suitable
size. and presses it upon one of the wheels
derciibed above., At the point of contact it
cuts with amazing rapidity. Soon the shape-
lers block begins to assume the rough out-
lines of the object intended. The lathe is

| then stopped, which reqnices gbut an instant

and another, probably a sma'ler wheel, is
substituted. In -this way a dozen wheels
may be used before the firal finish is given
with a delicatedisc,a little larger thana pin’s
head ; but when the work leaves the deft
fingers, -ot the skilful worker a perfect mini-

| ature nf the royal native of the jungle is

seen. The only remaining thing t) be done
polishing, which is accomplishel by means

of canvas bel's with pumice upon them; and

finally, by canton flannel belts or wheels.
Many paople suppose that billiard balls
are turncd by musans of some exquisitely ad-
Justed machinery in order to secure their
spherical perfection. The exquisite mach-
inery is the eye and hand of the artisan. The
writer 8aw a gray-ha rad wo-kman tura sev-
eral billiard balls, and the oaly tool he used
was an ordinary turner’s chisel. His eye
was his gaungs. -

e e e

The Drunkard’s Toughness,

Ia his “‘Scrambles Among the High Alps”
Leslie Stephen t¢lis the story of a guide who
whils drunk fell over a presgics so deep that
a fall over it seemed aimcest certain death,
and yet sustained little injury. Stephen
acoordingly gives his readers the advice

either mnot to fall over a precipice or to get

thoroughly drunk before doing so. I myself
once faw & min who had thrown himself
while drunk over the Dean briigs, in Eiin.
burgh, a height of about 200 fess, on to the
rocky bed of the straam below. A sober
man would prohable bave been instantly
killed, but this iadividual shongh he had
broken both of his thigh bones, quickly re-
covered. The reason of this immunity pro-
bably is that the nerve centers. which regn-
late the heart and vessels, areao much para-
lized in the dranken man as not to be affect-
ed by the fall, which in a sober man would
have acted on them so vio'ently as to stop
the heart, arrest cirou'ation and cause in-

stant death,

The Pie-Eater and the Lunchman,

The ather day a newspaper man, en route

from Columbus to nis home in Cin.ianatti i
search of & clean shirt, might have bee:
seen munching a
counter of the depot at Xenis. The pi
eater ohserved ‘to the lanchman : i

piece of pie at the lunch

‘* I notics that this plecs of Dpie i
'thﬂ‘r;'ﬂl:ﬁm ‘iﬂ‘!‘." P Ch 0O ‘Ph 18 hd"
** Well,” was the reply, *‘the facti
a little short on pies 'rmmi;m .:;‘fm

i-f Th&g‘ ii‘ d ' P _ -I.I' < :l.-:
m“mﬂﬂ eal' of ' finah: ‘Heérature
lfhmmhnmig

t0 make a draft on the transafer pi

‘truth of the matter is, I s:ll a mr Pm'nprI;:
| o a railr)ad employe or transfer hand for 5
cents and I charge passengers 10 cents, I

cut a
et thereby 30 cen's for a pie.

fer pies are cut into four
20 oents for the piutmmm' ol 1got
transfer

You jus: ate a piece of
cents, plaase ”

with a hunk of tranxfer pie he has '
regular passenger rates, lgl?" o

and the

the railroad em loyes, would
pay ?”’ . P ?h_‘“m : they

5 % Th!-l'? goes your train, sir,”

passenger pie into three pieces and

he trans.

ansfer hands,
pie,

‘If & passenger hpbmto_ get served

Correct » |
3 ﬂﬂpmmmﬂar Ptes should run ont
passenger pies had to be served to

=

'immwld:rl;-iﬁ'uw}
LG st

avi-m, so throughout the |

RUSSIA’S GREAT Copy PORY

A Commercial Mart on the y,, :
its Characteristio Sea
are some 8, 5a.t
faces, upon which the lap:e .:;“ Are soms
to leave no trace, and the great Joars L
Rassia is one of them, i, %ﬁuq
oy the nl'll'n"“llﬂj fleets of France ani Ment
land in 1854 might almost be oo 11 L%-
blesring 1n  disguise, a: tendiag ¢, b‘“d A
even obly fnr_l. time, i1s deadly up, reak, if
but even setting it on fire did it no
nent good. The streets are just as Perma.
the butter-colored houes just s 7“'&"8'1!,]‘
dust clouds just as stifliny, the .unmn'dﬁﬂ"
just as out sly modern as whe, Im‘I
last here in 1873. Oae change jngq
apparent, viz : That the names of gh,
o'pal streets, formerly wnitten in RF}"
and Italian, now appear in Russian .m“
Batin a'l other points Odesss is 04
still, The statues “‘after the antique” srv.
80 long after it that it has forgotten
about them. The gaunt, scraggy ch all
towers look like overgrown coffee p
all the larger buildings are so exactly ,.ﬁd
trat I am in hourly expecta’ion of sesing 2
newly-arrived tourist swagger into the tow:_
Eall {'.ll' l:aho public library, instead of i
otel, shcuting to the -astounded ustodian
W‘B‘t:rut out the bill of fare.” : :
ut this universal unprogressiv -
merely the natural and iniﬁ%abl& :ana?ii;
the peculiar temperament which character
izes the Slavonian race. Paradox:cal ag t]m
pssertion may appear, there is not ep
discontent in Russ'a. Taere is, ing
misery enough and far too much ; but, i,
stead of being thereby goaded into advane.
ing, the sole idea of the sufforing masses is
to endure dnigedly until the evil day iy
passed, and then to jog on in the old ryf
| after the old fashion, The Finn s'ill inhah.
| its the rame loz hut, wears the same shoeg
of twisted bark,.feeds upon the same drieg
| bread and fish mixed with sawdust, whigh
served his forefathers in the days of Peter
the Great. The Russian peasant, in an
of railways and tel hs, is still the samg
careless, hospitable, thievish, drunken, gcod
humored sa that he was two centuries
a.io The Tartars of the Crimea burrowi
like rabbits amid the ruins of Chersonesns
or in the caverns of the Inkerman valley,
will tell yon, as they told Mr. Kinglake, in
Ostober 1854. that they are content Fecanse
they lived happily under the czars for three
generations, It is not from such material
as this that t pations are wrought. The
sheep-skin - frocked philosopher of the
steppes, a conservative by nature and a
fatalist by creed, accepts without a murmur
the coarse fare and log-built hovel which
served his ancestors in the middle ages,
coutent to remain as his father was before
him. and as his son will be atter him. To

' poetry to an oyster.

ut. however morally backward she may
be, the grea empire has visibly advancedmn
a materal sense since the day when I saw

| four years ago. If railways -are indeed, as
the well-known saying declares, the *“‘true
civilizers of mankind,’”’ she has constructad
enough of them lately. Apart from the
famous military railroad from the eastern
shore of the Caspian ers ward across the
Khiva desert—which has jus: received a

to say befere long, the whole southeast of
Europsan Russia is now being opensd up in
all directions. The prolongation of the
Poti-Tiflis, railroad to Bakua and the pew
petroleum fields hasat last cinnected the
B'ack Sea with the Isolated Caspian. Along
the ncrihern slops of the Caucasus, acother
line, running southeastward from the point
where the Don pours into the pea of Az,
is already open as far as Vladkavksz, st
the™ faot of the t central ridge, and
working its way slowly among the mighty
precipices of the Dariel Pass and Mount
K1sbek to jo'n the trans Caucasian track at
Tiflis, snd link the border provinces with
the interior of Russia: From the Ponti Tif-
lis line a branch has been run out to Rus
sia s new port. Batonm, ceded by Turkey in
1878 and a ‘*Caspian coast railroad ” i3 now
being p ojected, which is to run southward

great lake, although Persia herself seem3in
no special hurry to accept the beaefit. -
1t is an unspeakble relief to find ones
self once more, after 80 mnany days among
the unintelligible dialects of Huogary,
Transylvania and Roumania, in a couniry
where one can understand every word that
i3 8aid When I first heard Russ’an :{pokan
a few days ago at the frontier station of
Umgheni, it was like the firat glimpse
the minarets of Bagial to a traveller oo
the plains of Mesypotamia. Bat to anyone
who does nit understand it, the grand old
Slavonian too must have a somewhab
startling sound. The Russiau word for
*‘Thank you” i3 pronounced exactly like
“Blackguard are you
‘“‘Pass me the salt *—viz: **Dai myne sol,
is, 88 any one will see who pronounces it
quickly, suggestive of a very anorthodox
remark indeed. The formidable length of
some of the words, t0o, reminds one of the
kinz of Kamboja's title, which required three
men and a boy to recite it. -
All that I have siid regarding the onpro
veness of Odessa might as justly be

| retorted by Odessa upon us, for just u.tpr&-

sent our ars bas come to a stands
a.ltoqetha%y draft upon the Odesss
bank, for some mysterious reason qui%e 3
yond the comprehension of any benigh
gentile who has not graduated upon ﬂl:
stock ~xchange, cannot bs cashed w:thgnh
some .urther commercial hocus-pocus, Whio
I have just telegraphed to St. Petesburg %
obtain,” M auwhile we wers stranded heré,
with the satisfaction of seeing the steamer
that should have carried us to Saba_atllﬁ
going quietly off without us, Nor is ® o
a'l. Our total wealth in_ the currency
the realm being exactly 25 Russian kopeck®,
(about 15 cents,) we may well feel like em
bodied frauds in one of the best hotels 1o
Hisaas ’ kety
feel as if 1 had picked some one's poc
and the mere presence of a waiter acte “Eg: _
my nerves very much as that of a detec =
might act upon those of a suspected burg
or murderer, -
M. Eiouard Detaille; the well-kno¥%
French painter, who has been atud?ﬁns the
mos$ characteristic typss of the Kmswnﬂ'
soldier at the recent manceuvres at o
Selot, found himeelf exceptionslly 3 lodg-
by the Commander-in-Chief. He #as

... | ed.in the palace, and every facility B

b 251 - . H 2 has retur
hi%*tg. master his uuh:.:utl;mh; of designs

to Fravoe with a :
and sketohes to b_eg::ﬂ:al ap into & 8r% :
battle piece hereafter.

formity,

ood j -

offer civilizition to such a race is like read. .
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| fresh extenci>n whereof I shall have more -

into Persia along the western shcre of the
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