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A NAMELESS ROMANCE.

I bave a leisure hour to spend now and
then, and I spand it in rambling round the
the city where I dwell, Perhapi some of

ou muy think this is poor enjoyment, but
t does not seem 8o to me. Traoe, were [

oung and rich, I might seek my pleasores
arther afield—on the sunny shores of the
Mediterranean, or in the gay gardens of
France, 1 might bask more in the smile of
gentle dames, forgetting ,my loneliness, as
one forgets in the sunshine that only a mo-
ment before thesky hung black with clouds.
But I am neither young vor rich ; and even
if I were, it seems to me that no rlace in
the world could ever be so dear as those
lanes and meadows [ love so well

Yes: I am cld now, and chilly sometimes
al night when the fire gets low, wearing a
great coat even on the summer days, ani
shivering often when the zephyrs fan my
face. Buc I am kept young by my love tor
nature ; I woo her as amorously as eyer
maid was wooed by swuin, and she is not
afraid to press her rosy lips to mine, yellow
and withered as they are, and to twine her
lovely arms round my neck. I love her for
her hopefulness, for her inexbaustible store
of youth, Everywhere with Jove she re
bukes poor mortals for sitting down sad with
folded bands, and with a glad voice bids
thembe up and doing. She s irrepressible.
You may crush her duwn with stuny hand
and plaster over every vestige of her beauty,
and vhen say to yourself. in pride of hears,
‘I have made a city, a place for commerce
and traffic, and pleasore and sorrow : " and,
yet, turn your back for an instant, lo | a
little blade of grass comes up between the
stones of the causeway and laughs in your
very face. We may build our houses up
story upon story, with the dingy attic at the
top, for women's hearts to break in, and
the rqualid court beneath in which little
children may get their first taint of sin; but
a gleam ot sunshine will day after day work
its way down to the very centre of the filth
and esqualidness, and a rose will bud and
bloom 1n some poor man’s window. [blushing
back with pleasure into the face of its kindly
keeper.

hen think how charitable she is, how
_slow to return an insult, how cheasrfully she
bears an affront, I often think—though, of
course, it is but the vagary of an 0ld1 dream
er—that those who build up masses of brick
and mortar would be well repaid if nature
left a sterile belt round their work, a belt
grny,nnd cold as their own walls, Buat no !
he takes no such revenge as this, Long
before the city smoke has mingled with tne
clouds, or the hum of city life died away,
we come on  patches of green, smiling us a
welcome ; on .rees, too, sprouting forth in
beauty, or draped with lsaves and flowers
nodding to us in a grave and stately way, as
if to show that they at least bear no prudge,
and are prepared to be iriendly in spits of
all rebuffs. Ruminating thus, many a lesson
have I learned on charity aud forgiveness.

Nor are my rambles unromantic, though
the scenes are no longer strange. Every
house and farm has become familiar to me. 1
have seen a generation or two of cowboys de-
velop into ploughmen, wed themseives to
rosy dairymaids, and go their ways, I have
beguiled idle hours in weaving webs o
fancy round their married lives, listening for.
the merry langhter of children in their co*-
tages, and watching for the glad light of love
on many a mother’s fac2. And as with men
and women 80 with things, The old castle
with its turreted walls and secret passages
has furnished me much food for thoaght, I
have recalled in fancy the noble men ana
fair women who used vo tread its halls, their
ourtly, gallint 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 ma:l still on
the walls, and hear through the mist ot
years the voice of some 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
see, Iam old enough to pat the com:ly
maidens on the shouluer without exciting the
ire of their brawny lovers, and to chat, too,
with impupity to the buxom matrons in the
cottages while their husbands sit smoking
by the fireside. And thus it was that I heard
the story of the Old House in the Hollow, 1
had often wondered if it did not contain a
secret, 8o silent was it, so forbidding in as-
pect, with its old porch black with sge, and
its windows stained and weather beawen, [
looked so grim, that I vsed to think it, too,
must have witnessed deeds of blood, and
taken the best way to avoid detection by
standing for evermore in gloomy silence. [t
gtood among thick foliage, so thick, that
even ona summer day but a stray sunbeam
or two rested on its blackened walls, wa-
vering end timorous, as if scared at fhoir
bravery in venturing so far. Tae cacriage
road from the gate to the door had faded
out of sigh*, and there was nothing around
but grass neavy and dark-coloured, with
the weeds that grew among it. The woman
in the cottage not far off was glad enough
to give me the key of the rusty iron gata
which admitted to the grounds, and there [
vsed to wander more from curiosity than
pleasure. But [always felt morbid under
the old trees ; and the grass, too, was thick
and rank, that it wae like walking over de.
gerted graves.

In that old garden, eaid the villagers, a
lady in a white mantle used to walk among
the trees, and look with yearning glance to-
wards the windows of the old house, There
I have waited for her, but she never came :
for, through haoit. I have fallen into be.
lieving the stories I hear. Psrhaps 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 theres alone
with the darkness for her friend and the
winds sighing comfort to her among the
trees, Whatever the reason was, 1 never
met her face to face in that gloomy hollow,
Yet, although she was so fair and young,
the older villagers could not tell her tale
without a shudder ; and though the lads and
lasses Inughed aloud, yet it was a wavering
uncertain lavgh, which died on their lips,
and laeft a silence all the more profound.

Forty vears had passed since the oalken
door creaked on its hmges to admit the mas-
ter and his fair young bride ; and a year la-
ter, it had closed on her as they bore her
away to sleep in the churchyvard, to the
grave that had preved too small for her
wandering restless spirit. On that day,
cold, and with a drizzling, chilling rain, the
amall cortege passed through the gate, a man
walking behind, with head bent and eyes
cast on the ground, his face calm, but chill

and gray as the sky. And if the curious ons
had toroed his eyes on the house he would
have seen, at an upper +indow, a woman's
figure, clad in mourning, with head bent,
intently watching the J)H.ﬂ bearers as they
wound alng the muddy road, Had the
curious one cirad to look closer, he might
have seen the glaam of triumph in her eyes
—dark, flashing, coal-black eyes—as she
watched the tail bent figure walk hehind
with such a weary, listl2ss step But soon
a turn in the road hid the company from
view, and the windo~ was empty again,

Oone year had sufficed to darken the
brightness of that fair young life. Did it
ever strike you, reader, that sorne men and
women seem to have had a sunlight bath be
fore entering this woill, so destined are
they to make everything around them pure
and good ; while others, wafted from the
regions of gloom, cast all around them the
shadow of death ? Into this baleful darkneas
had the youpg bride fallen, and in it her
spirit had been quenched. She loved her
husband truly, thar tall, bronzsd man, who
had come from the Indies to woo her in the
sunny lanes of her own Eagland. Right glad
too, had she been to become mistress of his
old home. For months, no spot had come
on their home picture, He was happy in his
treasure ; she, tou, In her simple lhife in the
village, whera, from her kindness, she al.
ready was r-ceiving the homage due to a
queen, But one day, when thesnow was on
vne ground and the flowers were dead, a
woman cama to the Old Houte in the Hol-
low. She wai dark, and radiantly beantitul
with the beiaty that bloseo na under west-
ern skies She neither asked nor received
leave to stay a3 a member of the family
gircle in the old house, but there was no one
to oppose her action, Tne master was her
cousin, she said ; and even as she spoke, the
gleam in her eyes gave her words the lie,
Yet he said pothing, for suddenly he had
grown silent and eold, avoiding even the
wistful, questioning glancea of his wife,

I'he shadow spread slowly over the house,
up the staircases, into the nooks and corners
of the rooms, laying its black hand now oq
this and now on that, but nowhere so strong-
ly a8 cn the heart of the young mistress,
Her rippling laughter changed to asighs, her
bright smil:s were repliced by downcast
locks; she passed from summer to winter
with no mellowing autumn days to make the
change less sad. It waa not that the woman
who had come so strangely, sought the love
of her husband, or in any other way a*.
tempted to diep-1 the sunshine of her life :
she simply oaw.lt with them, nay, was
friendly evongh at times ; but the dark
drees which she wore, and the wasses of dark
hair which at times ehe would let fall abouat
har shoul iera, scemed indicative of the mo.
ral cloud which was slowly gathering over
their lives, The lily droopad day by day
for wantof eunlight. She pecame morbid,
nervous,fall of strange and wayward fancies,
She thought the 1ove of her husband was
dead; and she took to dressiag hersel’ in her
wedding garb, to try if by that strange way
she might make it live a ain, Clad in the
#oft lustrous satins—in which as a happy
bride she had !]ished and smiled in che
| t112 English chucch but a tew months be
fore —she would pacs her room for hoars,
and stand, too, loogingl y before the glas
peeriog wistfully to see if aught of her,
charm were gone. la this garb, too, she
would walk amsug the old trees, and deck
her bosom with the snmowdrops of spring :
but they geemed to wither away as her
touch and bang listless and dead. Thus 1t was
one day she was found sitting among the
trees on the fresh spring grass, scme faded
snowdrope in her lifeless hand, her golden
hair surmounting a face darkened with some
mysterio is presence. A pals gleam of spriug
suplight had crept dowu and setsled on her
brow; but it was out of place, aad timid as
the sunbeams which I have seen playing on
the old house itself,

Thus quietly as tne glidiog ofa river did
her spirit depart, or rather was effaced, a1 a
cloud can hide the eilver moon from us for a
time, Andso they tell me, she can be seen
at times in the old garden, jist as, when
the clouds grow faint, the we.coms shafts of
light come down to assurs us that the' r mo
ther orb still lives.
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Where Meteors Come From.

Lf, about 200 years ago, a witness had
8'ared that he had seen a witch at midnight
riding through the air ona broomstick, he
would have been believed ; but if he had
stated that he had heard a loud explosion,
and found a large hol® in the ground, and,
upnn thrusting his hand in, he bad found a
stoae which was warm, his veracity would
have bsen doubted, Meteors must have tall-
en in olden times, but it is only in latter
days that these cases have been reported,
Until 1749 it was the belief that meteors
were visitations from God. A Danish as-
‘ronomer was the firat to write on the sub-
ject. Pallas found a meteor which the form-
er examined, and recognizad its true char
acter.being « comp isition of iron and nickel,
11883 a large suow.r fell in Normandy,
which was of meteoric origin. A Hindoo
claimed that a meteor followed him for two
hours before it tcll to the earth. The most
celebrated one fell in 1492, in Alsace, and it
has hung for three centuries ina cathedral,
Ii weighed 230 pounds, and fell with the
eoand of a clap o' thunder. It peanetrated
the earth six feet. ‘I'tie best known meteor
11 one of 1874, which fel' in Wolverbampton,
Eng, A rarmer saw a hole in the ground,
and an examination showed the earth to be
warm, and a msteor was finally unecarthed
which weighed about 700 pounds. Being
polished, 1v resembles sond iron, and 18 now
swored in the British Museum. In falling,
meteors start trom abuve the atmosphere,
where there is little resistance, and come
down with a velocity twenty t'mss greater
than that of a bullet. Comng in contact
with the atmosphere great heat is generated
and the meteor is broken in pieces, The
most common meteors are stones, and can-
not be found because they resemble stones,
on the earth’s surface. In S beria and
South America the most are fonnd, Where
they come from has caused much discussion,
One theory is that meteors originally came
trom the earth, and were due to stupendous
volcanic eruptions of ages gone, when the
meteors were tirown beyond the attraction
of the 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 1t plunges into the earth. Any
stone thrown at the rate of six miles a second
woull be thrown outside of its attractive
power. Kvery one of these must in time
enter the orbit of the earth and must, of
course, retarn to i1t.—[Proi. Ball before a
Boston audience,

With the drunkard life is reel,

KILLING HER CHILD AND HERSELF.

A Distracted Wile's Last Message (o 1he
Man who Had Deserted Her,

In a humble room upon the second floor of
a Callowhill street, Pniladelphia, boarding
houge, a mother and child lay down recently
and died in each other’'s arms, Upon the
head of Jesae Liogan, the recreant hurband
and father. resta the moral responsihility
for the double tragedy. When Mrs. Theo-
dore Seifers, the mistrees of the bcarding
house, arose in the morning an1 went about
her duties, she wondered why her lodgers
in the back room slept so late, Saoe did not
g0 to their room uvnuil nearly noon. Then
she knocked violencly and called, but the
room was quiet, She put her face to the
keyhole, It wes stoppad with a wad o
paper, but she detectea the odcr of escaping

i,

1 The door was forced open. The body nf
Annie Logan was cn the Zd. She had un-:
dressed for the night. Her careworn face
was almost a3 peaceful as though she aleps,
One arm was outstretched upon the pillow
and the ¢ther clasped in a tight embrace the
body of her baby boy, Howard. The bed-
room was ecrupulously neat, The clothing
of mother and child had been carefully
packed away in a trank, together with some
httle trinkets, O.ily a few articles of the
child’s clothing were in sight, Thess had
been carafully used to seal cracks about the
door and window frames, Under the door
was tightly wedged a picce of carper. The
gas jet was turned on.

A cup oun the washstand was partly filled
with laudanum, and a teaspcon redolant
with tincture of opium lay upon the floor
where Annie Logan had thrown it afur
giving her child a fatal dose ani draining
the dregs herself. The foraaken wife had
aleo twisted and knotted a towel abiut her
throat to hasten the work of suffocation
On the burean were a few rumpled and tear-
stained leaves hastily torn from a memoran-
dam book, They contaiced the story of the
woman s shattered life, or as much of the
story as the heart-b:oken wife chose to
make public on the night of her death, The
first note, hastily 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 fireman at
Twenty-third and Race streets, with Norto
& Brother,

In the other message, written closely upon
five pages, the trembling hand had confessed
the motives that hal prompted to murder
and suicide, The letter was addressed to
her tamily. It read:

DEAR BrROTHERS AND SisTeRs: My dear
husband bas forsaken me and his dear little
boy that thought there was no cne like his
papa, and was looking for him every day.
1 hope he will often think of the best friend
he has had for the last six years, I gaveup
ell for him, and I will die for him. [ hope
he will forgive ms for what I have done, and
I hope we will soou meet each other in the
other world, 1or I forgive him and still love
him, and hope our litils boy will, Howar 1
wili be three years cl1 the Sth day of next
March. Please bury him inmy arms Daar
brothers, forgive me. Take care of my
trunk and bury ms whereever you wish to.
Good-bye to all and every one and to our
dear pipa.
word,

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

Here the writing wavered and stopped ia
the m'ddly of a sheet,

N1k years ago Aonie Fegley lived with her
parents in Pottavills, Houre she first met
Jesse Logan, a man considerably her semor.
They were married, She was then 24 years
old, They cams to Philadelphis, where
Mrs. Logan’s little fortune was soon spent,
Then the busband began to neglect her, and
finally he left them apparently forever. On
the followiag day Mrs., Logan received a
postal card. The husband's bii:f message
was this ;

Will not be home again. K-'ss Howard
for me,

v e
A Sunday Scene in Texas,

A piwrty of hunters returning from a trip
on the pliuns captured, elsven miles from
Colorado City, Texas, a huge bla-k bear,
weighing, in bis half-tamished condition,
about 300 pounds, For days he would
nelther eat nor slaep, and kept the curious
at respectful distance, as he paced uneasily
to and fro the length of his chain, rolling
his blood-shot eyes aod giviag vent to his
rage and fear in snarling, menaciag growls,
On Sunday morning as the church bells were
calling the children from all directions to
Sabbath School, bruin waxed drsperate,
and, with a powerful tug, snapped the chain
that held him, and was off on a clumy
gallop through town. A great hue and ery
was raised, and pursuit made. Bruin, thus
hard beset, and haviog long fasted, made a
break for a large paned window ia the
dining-room of the Rendrsbrook Hotel,
Ianding with a crash in the midst of the as-
tonished guests, who ‘‘stood not upon the
order of theirjgoing, but wentat once,” Amid
the clang and clatter bruin placed himself at
bay in a corner, unconsiously, but undeni-
ably, ** monarch of all he suryeyed,”

brief, however, was his reign. Soon a
cowboy entering the long hall,threw a lassoo
over his shoullers ; a second and third
followed, and the great angry brute was
dragged into the street, Then a lively skir-
mish followed, causing a general stampede
ot the crowd, the three cowboys endeavoriug
to mount their plunging, bucking, frightened
poniss, who evidently did not like his bear-
ship. The feat was accomplished, however,
and then came the *“‘tug of war’—the
harassed brute, fairly at bay, lunged to the
right and left, while the ponies, with fest
spread, bracing sturdily against the tremen.
dous strains of the lariats wound ahout the
saddle horns, were with their riders dragged
hither and thither over the hard, smooth
ground, A girth snapped, and a saddle
went spiuniag over the horse's head, leavin
the nimble rider astride the neck of the
snorting equins,

But the war was unequal, and Brain at
langth, utterly spent, surr ndered, and
sul'enly allowed himself to bs lad off towards
the Zoo in the park. Crossing the Lone
Wall Creek, ** Ursa Major's” spirit utterly
failed him, and he liaid him down in the
shallow water and gave up the ghost,
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The plumber may not be a musieian, buot
he often plays on the pipes,

Lo him Howard said the last-

The Prayer Barrel.

1 first met with prayer barrels on the
horders of Taibet, when travell ng the
narrow path: which wird along the face of
majestic pue. ipitous Himalayan crags, we
met native travel rs from still further north
—tradurs driving flocks of laden goats,
wom n ®it7 quaint headdreses of iuvmps of
amber #na large, ccarse turquoises fastened
on bands of dirty cloth, ani here and there
a man holding in bis hani a emall bronze or
brass cylinier which he twirled mechanically
alt the ttms he was journeying, It was
some time vefore I suc:eeded in getting hold
of on= of these for a closer examination, as
the owners are nervourly afraid to trust
their treasures in the hands of one who,
albeit in ignorance, might irreversntly turn
them the wrong way, aod so undue much of
the merit acquired by perpetual twirling in
the oppoeite direction, For, as we event-
vally arscovered, not only is the sasred six:
syllabled charm embosced on the metal
cylinder, but toe same mystic words were
written over and over again on very lengthy
strips of cloth or papyrus, which ar» bound
round the epindle on whizh the cylinder ro-
*ates,and one end of which forms the handle.
Lv 13 therefore nacessary to turn this Jittle
verce | of prayers in such a direction that the
charactera forming the holy phrase may pa:s
in proper order before the person turning,
and as all Oriental books are read from the
right side of each page to the left, the barrel
ts turned in the samme di-ection. For the
93 s reason the Thibetan walks in thia direc-
tion round the great terraces and other
buildings, on which the boly words are
inacribad, in order that his eyes may rest on
the words in due course, which can only be
the case when he keepa his left hand toward
the object roond which he is walking. Hap
pily this produces a doubly satisfactorily re
sult, for in Eastern lands, as well a3 in our
own West, i has ever been accounted Incky
and meritorious to walk rouud sacred obj-cta
or places in this sunwise course—an act of
bomage to the sun which I have seen ren-
dered in many lands, Just as our British
ancestora continaed thus to eircamambulate
their churches jong afcer they had nominally
abandonsd all pagaoism, so throughout the
world we find surviva's of the old homage,
—[The Contemporary Reviaw,

Carving Ivory and Bone.

All the curiously carved handles which
are so fashionable, and the quainter that are
nought after, are shaped upon a series of
rapidly revolving wheels, ranging from an
eighth to three inches in diametsr, and
which are a cross between a file and a saw
upon their cutting surface, Ivory and bome
arecarved in precia ly /the same manner,
the only  difference in the handl'ng
of the two being that bona has to be boiled
a long while to free it from animal matter
before it goes to the carver, while ivory is
clean and pare from the start

When ivis desired to produce any object
in bone or ivory, an umbrella handle with a
crouched tiger npon 1t for instance, the car-
ver takes a piece of the material of suitable
gsize. and presses it upon one of the wheels
desciibed above, At the point of contact it
ciuts with amazing rapidity. S>on the shape-
less block beginis to assums the rough out-
lines of the objact intended, The lathe is
then stopped, wnich requires but an instant
and another, probably a smaller wheel, is
gubstituted. In this wiy a dozen wheels
may be used before the final finish is given
with a delicatedisc,alitt]s larger than a pin's
head ; but when the work leaves the deft
fingers, ot the skilful worker a perfect mini.
ature of the royal native of the jungle is
seen. The only remaining thing to be done
polishing, which is accomplishel by m=ans
of canvas belis with pumice npon them; and
finally, by canton flannel belts or wheels,

Many people suppose that biliiard balls
are turncd by msans of some exquisitely ad-
justed machinery in order to secure their
spherical parfection. The exquisite mach-
inery 18 the eye and hand of the artisan. The
writer 8aw a gray-hairad wo-kman turn sev-
eral billiard balls, and the oaly tool he used
was an ordioary turner’s chisel. His eye
was his gaogs.

—h -
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The Drunkard’s Tounghness,

In his “‘Scrambles Among the High Alps"
Leslie Stephen tells the story of a guide who
while drunk fell over a prespice so deep that
a fall over it seemed almost certain death,
and yet sus'aised listle mjary, Stephen
accordingly gives his readers the advice
either pot to fall over a precipice or to get
thoroughly drunk befors doing so I myself
once taw & min who had thrown himself
while drunk over the Dyan briige, in E lin-
burgh, a height of about 200 fecg, on to the
rocky bed of the str:am below, A sober
man would probable have been instantly
killed, but thii iadividual though he had
broken both of his thigh bones, quickly re-
covered, The reason of thia immunity pra-
bably 13 that the nerve centera, which regu.
late the heart and vessels, areso much para-
lizad in the drunken man as not to be affect-
ed by the fall, which in a sober man would
have acted oa them so violently as to stop
the heart, arrest circulation and cause in-
stant death,

N b s L —

The Pie-Eater and the Lunchman,

The other day a newspaper man, en route
from Columbus to his home in Cincianatti ig
search of a clean shirt, might have been
seen muunching a piece of pie at the lunch
counter ot the depot at Xanii, The pie-
eater observed to the lunchman -

‘I notice that this piece of pieis balow
the regulation size,"

** Well," was the reply, *‘the factis, I am
a little short on pies this morning, and 1 had
to make a draft on the transfec pies. The
truth of the matter is, I sell a piece of pie
t> a railrad employe or transfer hand for 5
cents and | charge passengers 10 cents. I
cut a passenger pie into three pieces and
get thereby 30 cents for a pie. The trans-
fer pies are cut into four pieces, and I get
20 cents for the pie trom the transfer hanls,
You jus% ate a piece of transfar pie, Ten
cents, plaasge "

‘“If a passsnger happens to get served
with a hunk of gransfer pi» he has to pay
regular passsoger rates, en ?”

‘““ Correct again,’

‘' Sappose the transfer pies should run ont
and the passenger pies had to be served to
the railroad employes, what rate would they
l}]}r ?li

‘“ There goes your train, sir,”

e el ————

There 18 a great deal of flash literature
coming over the wires nowadays, yet no one
attemps to suppresa it,

RUSSIL'S GREAT CORN FURT.

A Commercial Mart on the Black Sea and
1t8 Characteristic Feaiures,

There are some towns, #s there are some
faces, upon which the lapse of years seem
to leave no trace, and the great corn port of
R1seia is one of them, Its bombardment
by the combined fleets of I ance and Eng-
land in 1854 might almost be considered a
blesring 1n disguise, a3 tending to break, if
even ovly for a time, its dedly umformity,
but even setting it on fire did it no perma-
nent good. The streets are just as straight;
the butter-colored houes jusc as yellow, the
dust clonds just asstifling, the surroundings
just as outrageonsly mecdern as when I was
last here in 1873. Oae change. indeed is
apparent, viz : That the names of the prin-
cipyl streets, formerly written in Rasian
and Italian, now appear in Russian alone,
But in a'l other points Odessa is Oiessa
still, The statues *‘aftar the antique” are
80 long after it that it has forgotten all
abont them. The gaunt, scraggy church
towera look like overgrown coffee pots, and
all the larger buildings are so exactly alike
trat I am ip hourly expectation of seeing a
newly-arrived tourist swagger 1nto the town
hall or the public library, instead of his
hotel, shouting to the astcunded custodian
to “*trot out tha bill of fare.”

But this universal unprogressiveness is
merely the naturil and ipevitable rasalt of
the peculiar temperament which character.
1zes the Slavonian race, Paradoxical as the
agsertion may appear, there is not enough
diecintent in Russ'a. There is, indeed,
misery enough, and far too much ; but, in-
stead of being thereby goaded into advanc-
ing, the sole idea of the suffaring masses’ is
to endure doggedly until the evil day is
passed, and then to jog on in the old ruts
after the old fashion, The Finn 8'ill inbab-
its the rame Joz hut, wears the same shoes
of twisted bark, feeds npon the same dried
bread and fish mixed with sawdust, which
served his forefathera in the days of Pater
the Great. The Russian peasant, in an age
of railways and telegraphs, is still the same
careless, hospitable, thievish, drunken, good
humored savage that he was two centuries
ago. The Tartars of the Crimea burrowing
like rabbits amid the ruine of Chersonesus
or in the caverna of the Inkerman valley,
will tell yon, as they told Mr. Kinglake, in
Ostober 1854, that they are content becanse
they lived hapoily under the czars for three
geperations, It is not from soch material
as thig that great pations are wroaght, The
sheep-skin %runkad philosopher of the
steppes, a conservative by nature and a
fatal'at by creed, accepts without a murmur
the coarse fare and log-built hovel which
served his ancestors in the middle ages,
content to remain as his father was before
him, and as his son will be atter him, To
offer civilization to such a race is like read-
ing poetry Lo an oyster,

But however morally backward she may
be, the great empire has visibly advanced in
a material sense since the day when 1 saw
all Moscow mourning for *‘the good czarina”
four years ago. If railways are indeed, as
the well-known aayinq declares, the ‘‘trone
2ivilizy1s of mankind,” she has constraucted
enough of them lately, Apart from the
famous military railroad from the eastern
shore of the Cispian esstward across the
Khiva desert—which has jus: received a
iresh extention whereof 1 shall have more
to say befere long, the whole southeast of
Eurcpean Russia 1s now being openad up in
all directions, The prolongation of the
Poti-Tiflis, railroad to Bakua and the new
petrolenm felds has at last connected ths
Black Sea with the Isolated Caspian. Along
the northern slops of the Caiucasus, another
line, running southrastward from the point
where the Don pours into the sea of Azof,
18 already open as far as Viadkavkaz, at
the” foot of the great central ridge and
working its way slowly among the mizhty
precipicaa of the Dariel Pass and Mount
Kasbek tojo'n the tran:= Caucasian track at
Tiflis, and link the border provinces with
the in%erior of Russia. From the Ponti Tif.
lis line a branch has been run out to Raus-
sia s new port, Batoum, ceded by Tarkeay in
1878 and a ‘‘Caspian coast railroad " is now
being p-ojzcted, which is to run southward
into Persis along the western shere of the
great lake, although Persia herself seemsin
no special hurry to accept the benefit,

1t is an unspeakble relief to find one's
self once more, alter s0o many days .among
the uunintelligible dialects of Hungary,
Transylvania and Roumania in a country
where ons can understand every word that
ig saild  When I first heard Russian spoken
a fow days ago av the frontier station of
Umgheni, it was like the firat glimpse of
the minarets of Bagiad to a traveller on
the plaini of Mesyporamia, Bat to any one
who does not understand it, the grand old
Slavonian tongue mnst have a somewhat
startling sound, The Russian word for
“Thank you" i3 prononnced exactly like
“Blackguard are you,” while the phrase for
“‘Piss me the salt "—viz : *'Dai myne sol,”
i3, a8 any one will see who pronounces it
quickly, suggestive of a very unorthodox
remark indeed, The formidable length of
some of the words, too, reminds one of the
kinz of Kamboja's title, which required three
men and a boy to recite it,

All that I have swid regarding the unpro-
gressiveness of Odessa might as justly be
rétorted by O lessa npon us, for just at pre-
sent our progreess has come to a standstill
altogether. My draft upon the Odessa
bank, for some mysterious reason quite be-
yond the comprehension of any benighted
gentile who has not graduated upon the
stock exchange, cannot b2 cashed withount
some further commercial hocus-pocus, which
I have just telegraphed to S§, Patersburg to
obtain. M:anwhile we wers stranded here,
with the satisfactin of seeing the steamer
that should have carried us to Sebastapol
going qnietly off without us, Nor is this
all. Our total wealth in the currency of
the realm being exactly 25 Russian kopacks,
(about 15 centas,) we may well feel like em-
bodied frauds in one of the best hotels in
Odessa. Every dish that I order makes me
feel as if 1 had picked some one's pocket,
and the mere presence of a wailter acte npon
my nerves very much as that of a detective
might act upon thoee of a suspected burglar
or murderer,
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M. Eilouard Dataille, the well-known
French painter, who has been studying the
most characteristic types of the Rassian
g0l dier at the recent maneavres at Krasno-
Selot, found himself exceptisnally favored
by the Commander-in-Chief, He was Indg-
ed in the palace, and every facility given
him to master his subject, Hsahas returned
to France with a great number of designs

and sketches to be worked up into a great

4 battle pieco hereafter,




