STRONGER THAN LIFE.

CHAPTER I,

A drawing-room in a gombre hovse in
a gloomy London street—unmistakably
the drawicg-room of a lodging house. A
girl sitting before a piano—an Krard,
hired by the month—looking at the
music on the desk before her and yawn-
ing undisguisedly, it being no breach of
politeness to yawn when there is nobody
but oneself in the room. The drawing-
room is the drawing-room of the house
No. 33, Carleton Street, and the gir: ia
myself,

My name is Al'ie Somers Scott, and 1
have come up to London for the purpose
of having singing-lessons. I had & lesson
this morning, and I have gone over it
again and again till I am tired to death of
words and masic both. Batl have set it
up before me now with the landable in-
tention of going over it once more before
It grows too dark to see. To that end I
play the prelude through conscleuntiously,
and then I lift up my voice and sing :

*He thinks I do notlove him |

" He believed aech word I said ;

Ardhesaled away in sorrow
Ere the sun had leftits bed.

I'd have told the truth this morning,
Bus the ehip was out of sight. :
Ob, I wish there wavaswould,bring him

Where we parted yeaterright!
Oh I wish—

A knock at the street-door, and a
knock wherein the knocker gives no un-
certain sound. I hear it through the
melancholy wail of my own high-pltched
volee, through the planoforte accompani-
ment, I leave the ipstrument and rush
to the window. Olive Deane promised to
make her mother sst her down here, in-
stead of going to the Rollestons' ‘' At
home ” in Berkeley Street. I hope it
may be Olive, though I had given her up
half an hour ago. I have spent such a
stupid afternoon cooped up in this dingy
room that more than once I have been
tempted to break my promise to uncle
Tod and sally forth into the atreet. Why
uncle Tod thinks it quite permisaible to
go ont in the morning for my music-les-
son, yet ont of the question that I shounld
put my head out or doors alone in tke
afternoon, passes my comprehension, I
suppose he knows, or thinks he knowe,
more sbout London than I do. Poor
dear uncle Tod !

That is not the Deanes' carriage, that
hangom drawn up before the door. Nor
is this Olive Deane running up the steps.
I draw back from the window infinitely
disappointed. 1t is horribly unkind of
Olive not to come : ahe does not know
how lonely I am in these stupid old
lodgings, how long the safternouns and
everiugs ara. She cannot ¢ mprehend a
feeling of lome'inese, with that great
houseful of brothers and sisters 1n Dextar
Square. But she might keep a promise
when she maken one. 1 shall seld her
when I meoet her at the singing-clasa to-
morrow, and tell herghe dees not embody

—v-ddaa of a friagd. i
But, 1?5.*. is not Ulive, who ja it1 The

harsom has driven sway, but the door

has not yet opered ; and 1 flatten my

nose against the glass to see the doorsteps,
which ere partly concesled by the open

Ironwork of the baleony, A voung man

1a standing below waiting, patiently or

impatlently—the top of his round felc hat
giving no clue to hia meood— ontil sach
time 28 Mrs. Wauchope's mald-of sll-
work shall aee fit to ascend from the
basement storey to open the street-door.
He is coming to stay, evidently, for he
carries in one hand a black leather valiee,
in the other what looks like a large pie-
ture, in a kind of reugh wooden case. Of
himself 1 can see nothing but a dark
overcoat and the round hat alresdy men-
tloved, except the glovea hand which
holds his valise, his figure, =& visible from
my stand-pcint, bsing so foreshortened
bhat it presents very little bejond the felt
hat and the toes of his boots. I wonder
who he is | Searcely a tradesman, though
at first I had fancied he must ba a glazier,
with his tocls in the black bag and his
pane of glass in the wooden case. And
certainly not Mrs. Wanchope's son, for
he is & small boy of eleven snd to my cer.
ht.:in knowledge does n~t wear a round

t.

He msay be related to the two maiden
laldes whom the maid-of-all-work cslla
‘‘ the parlors,” as I suppose she calls me
‘“the urawing-room,” when relating all
ghe knowe of me and my affalrs to some
body else. I can distinguish the initials
‘““G. B."” printed In white on the black
bag. ‘‘G. B.” stands for nothing that I
can think of on the spur of the moment
but ‘‘ Ginx's Baby.” The name s not
satisfactery, nor are my surmises likely to
lead to any appreclable result., 1 leave
the window convinced on this point, jost
as Mary Anne opens the door and admits
the stranger, without a question appar-
ently, and certainly with but little delay
In closing the door behind him.

I glance at the open plano, but I cannot
bring myself to sit down and finish that
song. had been longing to learn it :
the Deanes raved about it, but I have
had enough of it. It was unkind of Olive
not to come—we could have had a pleas-
ant chat and drunk tea together—Mary
Anne has carried up the tea-things, the
tea-pot stands under that hideous dark
blue kunitted cosy on the little Equare
table near the fire. I do not care to
drink tea all alone,

I wander away from the window and
round the room aimlessly, my hands
clasped behind me, my long blue gown
traillng over the carpet—the ugly shabby
old-fashioned room which is ** my dolefnl

rison this sixth of May,” as poor Anne

oloyn wrote in the Tower three hundred
and fifty years ago. Not that this is the
sixth of May. This is the sixth of March,
and dear old uncle Tod's birthday. He is
seventy-two to-day.

Not that I am in prison here, either.
Nokody wanted me to come here—] came
of my own free will, Indeed a great
many people wanted me not to come, and
Rosa among them, who thinks it very
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outre for a young girl llke me to live
lodgings illr[.rﬂngﬂﬂ all by myself, lg{
she objected very much to my coming®n
to town, even fq.;:; the landable purpnuﬂi}?
roving myselk.

imﬁk;azgthﬂ};e furnished lodgings %o be
eminently respectable —was not Mrs.
Wauchope housekeeper at Woodhay
Manor when I was a child i—and I have
promised uncle Tod to be very steady,
and not to go anywhere without the
HE:H:I]-}’?Tth, Allle, you look exactly ]'ji’ku
Mr Millais’s picture of ** Yes, or No.

I turned my head. Olive Deane Is
standing in the doorway, with her gold-
rimmee glasses on her sancy nose, langh-
ing at me.

**Youn wretch!"” Is wy saloation.
“ Where have you bewvn all the afternoon?”

“ At the Rollestons'—mamma wounld
not let me off. But I got her to put me
down on her way home, and she has pro-
mised to send Fred for me at half-past

e.

ﬁ?ﬁ.u hour and a half | It is an aternity
of enjoyment to look forward to. 1 put
Olive into my own hammock-chair, and
take off her fur tippet.

‘1 intended to give you a great scold-
ing,” I confees laughingly, *‘Bat, now
that T have got you, I can’t find it in my
heart to say anything." ,

““But it wasn't my fanlt, Allie ; mamma
would not let me go ; and, oh, I've got an
invitation for you—you're to come with
na to the Rollestons' dance on Friday.
Won't that be fun %"

““ But I have no evening-dresses here,
Olive | "

““Then you muet send down for one,
unless you choose to buy a new one.”

““Oh, 1 can send down for the dress I
wore at the Hatchells’'! Wae don't go cut
much at the Vicarage, so don't t e shocked
when I tell you that I have only one ball-
dre=s in the world,”

*That's why I want you to come on
Friday. You haven't been at a dance
since you came up to town.” '

““1 don't know what aunt Rosa will
say. I came up to town for singing
lessona,”’

‘* She can't eay a word when mamma is
chapercning you. Itis not to be a grand
affair, you know—only a nice littla car-
pet-dance. Wae'll call for you in the car-
riage at nire.”

**But aunt Rosa will object to it,” I
say, shaking my head,

*“As if you really minded your annt
Roea! You know it's a shame you haven'’t
regularly * come ont,” Allie—mamma says
B0, and everybody."

*““Uncle Ted doesn’t care for London
society. "’

‘* But you must take a zeason or two
when you come of age.”

‘“ If yon mean a eeason or two of bails
and garden-parties, I certainly shall do
no euch thing.”

“ But why, Allie? You don't mind
their old-fashioned notions at the Viecar-
age 1"

¢ My dear Olive, I don’t care a pin
about balls and garden-parties,”

** That's because you know nothing
about them,"

“0Ob, isit? I've been to garden-par-
fies at the Towers and at Dursandle,
They were encugh for me.”

‘“ Bat you ought to be introdaced into
soclety, Allje."

““Yes, if I ware a beanty, perhaps, and
likely to make a gensation. Bat I'm not
a besnty—quite the contrary ; and, be-
sides, it would be & joke to ‘come cut "
at ove-and-twenty.”

‘“Ellinor ie to come out next Aeason,
and then mamma will have three of us on
her hands,"” Olive rays meditatively,

*“ Bat Poppy is engaged.”

‘““ Oh, yes, Poppy is engaged | And
I'm going to retire into private life and
teke up sstheticlem or woman's rights | ”
Olive laughs, taking her cup of tea out of
mwy hands. *‘I can't compliment you on
the beauty of your tea-service, Allie.
You won't find it very hard to *live up
to’ that tea-pot!”

““Or the coey |1

say, holding it u
for her inspection. Isn’t it ‘utter,’
Olive 7”7

‘‘ Usterly hideons | "
looking at it through her glasses, ** Why
dor’t you throw it behind the grate and
work a new one for yourself in crewels
on peacock velveteen, like what I am
making for Ellinor 7"

**Idon’t do crewel-work ; and, besldes,
I don't want to insult Mrs. Wauchope.
She made that cosy hereelf,”

‘Mo 1 should have supposed. You
muet find it lonely here in the evenings,
Allie "—looking round the room.
“Lonely 1" I echo. *Yon may
80, my dear ! I never felt so
fore in my life.”

** Then why do you stay here, you ridl-
culous gir] 7"

““ Oh, because I won't give aunt Rosa
the satfsfaction of going home before the
end of the month | She would only tell
me for the hundredth time that it was a
pity I didn’t know my own mind.”

** Then why don’t you come to us{”

** And practice scales half the day for
your delectation and that of your visitors ?
No, thank you, my dear. I came up to
get singing-lessons, not to amuse myself ;
and, having put my hand to the plough,
I won'’t turn back—yet awhile. And it's
not so bad here, after all, only a llttle
;nna}’y—nnd the music-lessons are great
un.

Olive answers,

BaYy
lonely be-

** How do you like the new song ? "

** I have murdered 1t till it threatens to
haunt me for the rest of my life,” I
laugh, glanclng at the plano. Then,
struck by a sudden recollection— ¢ Oh,
Olive, I've a plece of news for you !
We've got a gentleman-lodger at Number
Thirty-three, "

*‘ A gentleman lodger 7

““Yea. He arrlved about twenty min-

utes ago, with a black vallse and a huge
wooden ccee.,”’

“* Who is he 2"
‘“‘Idon’t know. Mrs. Waunchope never
told ue a word about him, She said there

————— e . ———— —_—

was nobody In the house but those twc
old maiden ladies down stalrs,”

‘““ Well, he wasn't in the honse then, I
suppoge | ' Olive says, laughing. ** Whut
Is he like, Allie? Young or old, dark or
falr 7"

““ Why don't you ask Mary Anne(”

‘“*She has not been up here since he
came into the house.”

“Then ring for her now, and Wl_a’ll
cross-(uestion her,” Olive suggests, with
animation,

Olive is more up to mischief than I am,
notwithstanding her spectaclea. I ring
the bell,

‘“We need nob expect her for ten
minutes or 30,"” I say ; and, pending her
arrival, we drift into talk about our sing-
ing-lessons, of the concert we are to take
part in with the rest of the pupils on the
twenty-first, Poppy sbridesmaids’dresses,
and a hundred other things. When at
last Mary Anne does make her appear-
ance, we stare at her withavague eurprise
in both our faces.

“Yon rang, miss,” she says
look of stolid inquiry

“Oh, yes! " Olive answers, in quite a
sprichtly way, *‘‘ Yonm want coal on the
fire, Allie, didn’t you 1"

Mary Anne puts coal en the fire pon-
derously,

““Who was the gentleman who came in
jaet now 1" 1 ask, trylng to epeak with a
gravity which might excuse the question.

““The atticks,” Mary Aune answers,
putting some finishing toucher to the
coal with her fingers.

* What is his name 1" Olive Inqnires,

with a

| without a change of countenance,

*“1 forget his name, Wa call him the

Count.”

**1s hea Connt 7"

““ Oh, no— no more of a Count than you
are | But he's so dark and forelgn-look-
ing, and ao short-like of money, we calls
him the Count. Not that he’s mean or
that—he's as proud as Luclier, and
wouldn't owe anybody a farthing."

** Then how do you know he is poor 7"
Olive Inquires with intereat,

““In courss he wouldn't live up four
pairs of stairs if he had much money to
spare, for all he wants to be near the sky-
light."

‘““ What does hs want with the sky-
light 7"

‘* He's an artist,” Mary Anne answers,
with such an inimitable air of pity, not to
say contempt, that Olive and I were abso-
lutely afraid to look each other in the
face,

““1z he a photographer1” Olive asks
Innocently,

““Oh, no—a palnter! And a poor
thing he makes of it, thongh the mistress
do eay that, if he worked at it, he'd make
a name for himaself. He do work hard
énovgh sometimen, but it's only by fits
and stsrts. And he haa a lot of idle
voung frlends that come bothering him-—-
1 don't doubt but he'd do well enough if
they let him alone.”

** Where has he been for the last fort-
night 7" I inquire, thinking of aunt
Rosn.

*On a sketching tour,” Mary Anne an-
swers glibly, ““up in Scotland or some-
where. Can I take away the tea-things
now, ma'am { "

Permitted to take away the tea-things,
Mary Anne retorns with them to the
lower reglons, whence we had svolved
her. The moment the door closes behind
her Olive and I begin to langh.

" What will aunt Rosa say 1" Olive ex-
claims delightedly,

‘“ Indeed I don't know,” I answer more
seriously. **I only hope she won’t know
anything about it for the next fortnight,
1 sha'nt tell her.”

“You'll bever see bim,” Olive BAYS,
““unless you happen to meet him on the
stairs, and that’s not very likely.” And,
as for his friends, I dare say Mrs. Wane-
hope will give him a hint not tobring them
about the house while you are here.”

‘“1 don't mind his friends, or him-
self elther. Oanly I know aunt Rosa will
think my beirg here more outre than
ever. I say, Ollve, wouldn’t you like to
see hls studio 7"

*“1 should, very much. 1 wonder if
he fakes portraits, Allie? Wouldn's it
be fun if I got him to pains my plcture 7
You could come with me to play propriety,
you know ; or would {t be DeCessary to
have up Mrs. Wanchope? I wish we
knew his name.,"

*‘ Iehall soon find it out. Ginx's Baby,
I {?1315 h.i.m"' the initials on his valise were

"G, B."" Olive repea‘s musingly.
** Fred knows a great many young artists,
I'll ask hiw if he knows any ‘G, B,' "

“lam afraid the * four pair back’ is
an artist as yet anknown to fame,” I
laugh, poldng the fireinto a bright cheery
blaze. It has grown dark already in
Carleton Street; but I do not care to
light the gas yet; It makes the evenings
seem 8o Interminably long to light the
gas ahb half-pas’ five,

“1'm afrald so. Allie, what color is
your evening-dress 7

‘““Blue, my dear—the most delicate
shade of bird's-eggs blue.”

*“ Ganze or grensdine 7"

‘ Nelvher, sllk and crepe, Oh, it Isa
very decent dress! I was entravagant
enough to get it from Madame Garoupe,”

“‘Then It is sure to be all right,” Oliye
says, with a sizh of as complete satisfac-
tlon as if the crepe and silk *“ sonfection”
were absolutely before her eyes, ¢ ]
wish I could order my dresses from Ma.
dam Garonpe.”

‘1 can afford it ; I get so fow of them., "

*“ Afford it1” Olive laughs, shrogging
her shoulders.

** Oh, well, you know unecle Tod doesn't
allow me much for dress|”

*‘ Theo why don’t you make him give
you more 7"

**Idon't want it. He le!s me have
my horse and my dogs: and nobody
dresses much at Yattenden,”

So *“Ginx's Baby " drops ont of the
conversation. And so completely have
we forgotten his existence that, when

Fred Deane comes in, we never think of
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aaking him if he knows of asking him if
he knows of any artist whose initials are
““G. B." Fred wants to engage me for
the first waltz on Frlda{ evening, and, as
he dances very badly, | want to reserve
myself for kLis brother Gus, who is sure
to ask me, and who dances very well.

*“ What's to be the color ot your dresa,
Miss Scott 7" Fred Inquires, thinking no
doubt of Covent Garden.

“‘ Blue—cerulean blue.’

** *Taking color from the skies, can
heaven's trath be wanting 7’ he quotes
sentimentally, looking inty eyes which
were certalnly not ‘“mads for earnest
granting,” blue as they msay be,

“* Come home, Fred ; we shall be late
for dinner. Send him away, Allle ; you'll
have lota of time to flirt on Friday even-
ing. Good-bye, my dear, and mind you
write down to Yattenden for yoar dress.
I'll see yon at Madame Cronhelm's to-
morrow. Farewell till we moet again ! ”

An hour later, while I am engaged In
demolishing my eolitary chicken | hear
voices overhead—high overhead— Mrs.
Wauchope's voice and another, and then
a carcless boyieh Jangh. I glance at my
closed door, at the great empty silent
room, at the chair by the fire, where I
shall presently try to while away the rest
of the evening with ald of a dish of al-
monds and-raising and Oectave Feuillet.
How lonely it locks | How wearisome it
will be withouc a voice to break the s!-

lence ! 1 envy people who have other
people to talk to—I envy Mra. Waunchope
—1 even envy Mary Aune. That boy’s
laugh isan off:nce to me—I, who have
nothlog to make me laugh,

Yet hemust be as lunely as [ am, up
there at the top of the honss. The even.
ings must seem just as dreary and long to
him as they do to me. Not a bit of it |
Before I have fintshed my dinner [ hesr
him ran down stairs, cross the hall. and
go ont at the front door. On the door-
step he pauses & moment to lighta match,
and then he walks away down the street
qulckly, as though he knew where he was
going, and la glad to go.

It is good to be a man, 1 think, a little
bitterly, as Ilean back in my hammock-
chair and stretch out my hand lazily for
an almv nd. How pleasant it would be
if I could pat on my Newmarket nowand
sally out into the gaily-lllaminated
streeta—to the theatre perhsps, or to
meet and chat with a friend ! Bat, in-
stead of that, I must sit here over the
fire, reading a book 1 know by heart and
munching almonds and raisins.

**Who went out1” I ask Mary Anne,
a3 she {olds up the table-cloth.

*“The Count,” Mary Anne anawers
laconically.

‘““Does he go out every evening 7"

** Mostly—to the Opera or something, "

** Where waa he golng this evening " I
ask carelessly.

““To a dance,” Mary Anne answers
vaguely. “* And he do look well when
he's dressed for the evening,” she adda,
with some lightiog up of her stolld coun.
tenance *‘ The mistress told him so
just now on the stairs.”

That was what made him langh. What
a carelesa young langh It was! It rings
In my ears still, To drive it away I
throw down my book and go to the
pleno. A piece of music lies on the car-
pet ; I take it up and eet it open on the
desk before me. It is a Fong—a favorite
of mine—‘The Crors-Roads""—and 1
play the prelude dreamily, lingering over
each familiar chord. Inthe days tocome
I may wonder vaguely what led me to aing
this song to night. On to the very last
verse, | sing it through :

“Was I not made for him? We loved each

other,
Yot fate gave him one road, and me another 4

(TO BE CONTINUED.
————— A A e ——

The Dime Novel Cure,

A trustee of the Providence Public Li-
brary has undertaken to cure the small
boy of his interest in the dime novel, and
can be said to have succeeded. He has
met the antecedent with its consequent.
He has gathered into a scrapbook ad-
ventures of the boys who read dime noy-
els, and has made it hia businessin a
quiet way to ask the boys one by one
who are interested In these atories to
spend an honr or two in reading, not
the imaginative story, but the way In
which the emall boy haa attempted to
realize how boys ought to live and what
they onght to be allowed to do. It is
sald that the dime novel boy usnally reads
the scrapbook, which is rapidly increae-
ing In size aa the fresh exploits of the
dime novel adventurers are added to it,
about two honrs. He then lays it down
In disgust, and nothing can induce him to
retarn to those stories again. He asks
the person in charge of the reading room
for a better class of books. This cure of
a disease with its own poison has been so
effecrive in Providence that the traatee in
question is thinking of taking out a pat-
ent for the process,lest other libraries and
the heads of families and the guardians of
small boya generally may appropriate his
invention without due credit, This gen-
tleman fs the first among moderns to glve
point to the old saying, *‘ Look on this
picture and then on that,” and it ia the
other picture that is powerful enough to
wind up the dime novel business, These
are the realism in literature, and this man
going further than Mr. Howells or Mr.
James, or even M. Zola, has substitated
the pastepot and scissors for the imagina-
tien, gathering his horrors and tragedies
from actual life, In the firm belief that if
truth is not stranger than fiction, it has a
wonderful power at the right moment over
an awakened mind,

———l] i —

“‘Brother A., how does it happen that
you need two horses ! Brother C., of the
Methodist church, has only onehorse, and
Brother D., of the Baptist church, drives
only one horse, and I drive only one.
Why do you need two horses?” Broiher

A. — Because I am not a one - horse
preacher,”

¥
REVOLUTIONIZENG TELE-
GRAP#Y.:

An Astonishing Invention That Threatenk
Lo Supersede all others,

An invention has recently been perfec-
ted at Philadelphia that bida fair to revo-
lutionize all existing systems of electrical
commualeation, both telegraphicand tela-
phonic. The zecret of it haa beon cara-
fully guarded by the inventors ang by
the small company of large capitaliats
who contro!l [t, while it was being fully
covered by patents, both American and
foreign. Now that all is secure, itis to be
suddenly sprung upon the publie by an
exhibition at the Continenta) hotel, prob-
ably during the present week, as ona of
the gigantic acientific surprises of the can-
tory. To state in brief what it is, it fa
nothing less than making telegraphy as
simple, rapid, and easily within the com.
mand of everybody as is the operating of
thecaligraph ortype-wri‘er, Effecting what
Is claimed for it. it will be the means of
greatly reducing the cost of telegraphy,
of enabling the opening of some forty
thomsand new telegraph stations in rail-
road and exprees offices thronghout the
United States where there have hithaerto
been none, and of taking the place gener-
ally of the telephone. Any person who
can plck ont a word on the keys of a
type-writer can tranemit a message by
the syatem accurately and with rapidity,
only restricted by the speed of the plck-
ing, while, as for receiving messages, the
instrument does thatautomatically, wheth-
er there is anybody superintending its op-
eratlons or not. There was a private ex-
hibition of the system recently, the re-
sults attalned at which seemed to fully
sostaln all thet is claimed for this most
remarkable invention,

The instrument ueed is both a trans-
mitter and a receiver. The two Instru-
ments used in this exhibition were con-
nected by about one hundred miles of
wire colled about the offices. Each ap-
peared in its front part to be eimply an
ordinary type-wrlter, with the letters, nu-
merals, ete., on raised keys.  Behind
this rises a small column, with blank
paper wrapped around it and moved up
line by line as required by a simple de-
vice. Inside that colamn i3 a small ham-
mer that strikes outwardly,so as to, when-
ever a key is touched, press the paper
agalnst the periphery of a horizontal
wheel that lies between the keyboard
and the column. On that periphery, in
high relief, are the letters of the alpha-~
bet, numerals, and pointa for punctnation,
The wheel spins around with lightning-like
rapidity as the keys are successively touch-
ed by an expert. When it has to recede
in an alphabetical order it flies back to a
fixed point, as does the wheel of
agold and stock indicator, but ve
much more swiftly. All the deli-
cate and Intricate electrical attach.
ments necessary are below, and when un-
derstood are much less complicated than
they seem, their apparent complication
being caused by their multiplicity. A
separate wire leads from each key to a
'In le common wire, and each of these
kvy-connected wires serves either for
transmission or reception of messages.
The sending or receiving of a particular
letter or figure is governed bythe strength
of current required for just that individ-
ual one, and for no other, It seems very
strange that all those various impulses
should be flashed alonz a wilre—even in
opposite directlons at the same time—
without jostling each other or getring
mixed up, but they do. Many messages
were sent and received during tests by
non-experts at a speed of from forty to
fifty words per minute with greater accn-
racy than is usually shown by exper
““sound” operators, and that speed, it was
affirmed, could be very greatly Increased. .
A noticeable and ?;lunb!a feature of
the system is that it prints clearly in the
sight of the person transmitting a mesaage
just what s being sent to the receiver, 80
that errors are avoided, or if committed
are readllty corrected. The messages
sent over a wire by this instrument can be
read by sound, so that it Is much more
favorable to the privacy often desirable
in business than either the Morse system
or the telephone. Inasmuch as the in-
strument can be adjusted to any system
of wire communication and will work to
as great distances as is required in tele-
graphy, it will be of inestimable value to
rallroad and express companies, bankers,
brokers, merchants, and the general pub-
lie. There are no formidabje complica-
tions In its construction, and expert elec-
tricians who have examined it pronotnce
it one of the most wonderful achievemexnts
of the aga. Should it only do half what
18 claimed for It, and that it shows it can
do, it would practically revolutionize tele-
graphy.

The company controlling this great in-
veution has been organized upon a capital
of $2,000,000, but no stock s for sale, all
being held as an investment.

— -
Persian Names in Afzhanistan.

Islt not very desirable (writes an Anglo-
Indian correspondent) that during this
Russo-Afghan business the names of
places on the disputed boundary should
be 8o spelt as to produce when possible
the actual sound of the name in the lan-
guage of the country concerned ? Now,
in all the pspers, without exception, I see
“‘Penjdeh” written, the real sound haing
“Punjdeh ;" that is *“five villages,
“‘pun)” being five, and ‘‘deh’ a territorial
division, not necessarily forming a single
village, but generally including several
inhabited places, much as a village or
parish at home often Includes subordinate
hamlets.  An analogous instance in our
own Indian Empire lg “Punjab,” which
signifies five rivers, from “*punj” five, and
‘““ab,” water. Again, **Pul-i-khishti,”
meaning a brick or masonry bridge, from
“pul,” bridge, and ‘‘khight,” brick,
should have the short accent over th s Yt
in “pul,” 60 as to produce the sound of
pull (a boat) In English. In both in.
stances the names aroPersian, —[Pall Mal]
! Gazette,




