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CHAPTER XX VI.—REerorTING PROGRESS

Warren Relf spent many days that sum-
mer at Whitestrand, cruising vaguely abont
the mouth of the Caar, or wandering and
sketching among the salt-marsh meadows 3
but he never happened to come face to face,
by accident or design, with Hugh Massinger.
Fate seemed persistently to interpose be.
tween them. Oace or twice, Indeed, Wini-
fred said with some slight ssperity to her
hushand, ‘“Don’t you think, Hugh, if it
were only for old sequaintance' sake, we
onght to ask that creature Reli some day to
dinner ?"

Bat Hugh, who was yielding enough in
gertain matters, was as marble here: he
could never consent to receive his enemy, of
his own accord, beneath his own reoof —for
Whiteetrand, after all, was his own in
reality. ‘‘ No,” he growled out, looking vp
from his paper testily. ‘‘I don’c like the
fellow., l've heard things about him that
make me sorry I ever accepted his hoepital-
ity. If you happen to meet him, Winifred,
prowling about the place and trying to
intercept you, I forbid you to epeak to
him.”

“You forbid me, Hugh "

“Yes"—coldly—** I forbid you.”

Winifred bit her lip, and was discreetly
gilent. No need to answer. Those two
prond wills were begioning already to
clash more ominously one against the ot her.
““ Very well,” the young wife thonght in
gilence to herself; *“if he means to mew me
up, seraglio and zenana fashion, in my own
rooms, ne should hire a gnard and somsa
Circassian slaves, and present me with a
yas hinak to cover my face with.”’

A day or two later, as she strolled on

some errand into the placid village, ahe;thn_ﬁrat poignancy of her grief a year
came suddenly npon Warren R:lf, in his| behind her ; but Warren saw quite clearly
rongh jersey and eailor cap, henging about | still, with a sinking heart, that she was true

the lane, sketch book in hand, not with-
ous some vague expectation, as Hugh had
enid, of accidentally intercepting her. It
was 8 painfal duty, but Eleie had leid it
uvpon him ; and Eisie's will was law now.
Naturally, he had never told Elsie about
the meeting with Hugh at the Cheyne Row
Club, If he had, she would cever have im-
posed so difficuls, delicate, and dangerous a
task upon him. But she knew nothing ;
and so ehe had sent him c¢n this painful
errand.

Winifred emiled a frank emile of recog-
nition as she came up close to him. The
painter pulled off his awkward csp awk-
wardly snd unskilfully,

““ You were going to pess me by, Mr.
Rell,” ehe said, with & good-humoured nod.
“ You won't recognice me or have anything
to do with me, perhaps, now I'm married
and done for 1"

The words gave him an uncomfortable
thrill ; they seemed so ominons, so much
truer than she thought them,

“ T hardly did know you.” he answer-
ed with a forced emile. ° I've ot been
ascustomed to eee you a black before,
Mrs. Massinger.—And o say the truth,
when I come toloc” at you youre paler
and thioner than when I last met you.”

Winifred coughed—a little dry cough.
Women always take sympathetic remarks
about their ill health in a disparsging sense
to their personal appearance. ‘‘ A London
seacon !” she answered smiling; yet even
her smile had a certain unwonted air of sad-
ness about it, ** Too many of Mre. Bouverie
Barton’s literary evenings bhave unhinged
me, I suppose. My small brains have been
overstimulated.—You've not been up to the
Hall yet to see us, Mr. Relf, I saw the
Mud Turtle come ploughing bravely in seme
three or four days ago, and 1 wondered
you'd never looked up old friends.- For of
course you know I owe you something: it
was you wko firet brought dear Hugh to
WEitEEtrﬂn t” y

How Warren ever got through the re.
mainder of that slippery interview, gliding
with difficulty over the thin ice, he
bardly knew. He walked with Winifred
to the end of the lape, talking in vague
generalities of  politeness; and tien,
with some lame excuee of the gtate oi the
tide, he tock a brusque and hasty leave of
her. He felt imself guilty for tulking to
her at all, comsidering the term= on which
he stood with her husband., Buas Eleie's
will overrode evervthing, When he wrote
to Elsie, that letter he had looked forward
to so long and eagerly, it was with a heavy
heart and an accusing censcience ; for he
felt somehow, from the forced gaiety of
Winifred's ostentatiously careless manner,
that things were not going quite 8o emooth-
ly 85 a wedding-bell at the Hall already.
That poor young wife was ill at ease. How-
ever, for Elsie's sake, he would make the
best of it. Why worry and trouble poor
heart-broken Elsie more than absolutely
needful with Winifred's possible or actual
misfortunes ?

‘“* I didn't mest your cousin himself,” he
wrote with o very doubtful hand—it was
hard to have even to refer to the subject at
all to Elsie; *‘but I came across Mrs.
Massinger one alternoon, strolling in the
lane, with her pet pug, and looking very
pretty in her light half mourning, though a
trifle paler and thioner than I had yet
known her. She attributes her paleness,
however, to too much gaiety during the
London season and to the late houre
of cur Bohemian society. I hope a few
weeks at Whitestand will set her fnlly up
again and that when I have next an oppor-
tonity of meeting her, I may be able to
send you a good report of her health and
happiness,”

How meagre, how vapid, how jcjure, how
couventional ! O!d Mrs., Walpole of the
vicarage herself conld not bave worded it
more baldly or more flabbily. And this was
“he letter he had been burning to write :
this the opportunity he had been so eagerly
awaiting ! What a note to send to his
divine Elsie | He tore it up and wrote it
again half-a-dczen times over, before he was
finally satisfied to accept his disatisfaction
as an immutable, inevitable, and unconquer-
able fact. And then, he compensated him-
self by writing out in full, for his own mere
subjective gratificaticn, the cort of letter he

would have liked to write her, if circum-]

stances permitted it—a burning letter of
fervid love, beginping, ‘‘ My own darling,
darling Elsie,” and ending, with hearts
and darts “and tears and protestations,
- Yours ever devotedly and lovingly,
WakrgeN.” Which done he burned the
second genuine letter in a solemn
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hoiocaust wich a lighted fuses, and sext off
that stilted formal note to ** Dear Miss
“halloner ” with many regrets and despon
dent aspirations. And as soon as he had
dropped it into the village latter-box, all
aglow with ehame, the Muwd 2'urile was soon
under way, with full canvas set, before a
breathless air, on her voyage once more to
Liowestoft.

But Winifred never mentioned to Huagh
that she had met and spoken to ** that
creature Ralf,” with whom he had so stern.
ly and authoritatively forbidden her to hold
any sort of commanication., This was bad
—a beginning of evil. The first great breach
was surely opening out by slow degrees be-
tween them.

A week later, s the yawl lay idle on her
native mud in Yarmouth harbour, Warren
Roslf, calling at the post-offize for his ex-
pected budget, received a letter with a
French stamp on it, and a post.mark bear.
ing the magioal words, ** St Martin de Lan-
to:que, Alpes Maritimes,”” which made his
qunick breath come and go spasmedically.
He tore it open with a beating heart.
““ Daar Mr. Ralf,” it said simply—** How
very kind of you to take the trouble of
going to Whitestrand aad sending me go
tull and careful an aczount of dear Winifred.
Thank you ever 8o much for all your good-
ness. But you are always kind. I have
learnt to expect it.—Younra very sincerely,

EvrsiE CHALLONER,"

That was all ; those few short words ;
bret Warren Relf lived on that brief note
night and morning, till the time came when
he might return once more in his small
craft to the South and to Elsie.

When he did return, with the southward
tide of invalids and swallows, Eleie had left

as ever to the Hugh that was not and that
never had been. She received him kindly,
like a friend and a brother : but her manner
was none the less the cold fixed manner of a
woman who had lived her life out to the
bitter end, and whose heart has been broken
once and for ever. When Warren saw her,
his soul despaired. He felt it was cruel
even to hope. But Elie, most cheerful of
optimists, laughed him to scorn. “If I
were a man,’ she cried boldly, and then
broke off. That favourite feminine aposiope-
eis 18 the most cutting known form of
criticism. Warren noted it, and hslf took
heart, half desponded again more utterly
than ever.,

Still, he had one little buttress left fof his
failing hopes: there was no denying that
Hisie'sdnterests in his art, as art, increased
daily. She let him give her lessons in
water colours now, and she watched his own
patient and delicate work with constant ad-
miration, among the rocks and bays of the
inexhaustible Riviera, Dariog that second
sunny winter at San Remo, in fact, they grew
for the firat time to know one another. War-
ren’s devotion told slowly, for no woman is
wholly proof in some lust corner of her heart
against & man's determined and versistent
love. She could not lpve him in return, to
be feure : O no; impossible: all that
wag over long ago, for ever: an ingrain-
ed sense of womanly copsistency barred
the way to love for the rest of the
ages. But she Jliked him immense-
ly; she saw his strong pointa; She
admired his earnestness, his goodnees, his
singleness of purpoee, hi= worehip of his art,
and bis hopeless and chivalrous attachment to
herself into the bargain. lts very hopeless.
nees touched her profeundly, He could
never expect her to return his love; of
that she was sure ; but he loved her for all
that ; and she acknowledged it gratefully,
[n cne word, she liked him as much as it is
poesible for &8 womsan to like a man she is
rot and cannot ever be in love with,

““Is that right yet, Miss Challoner?’
Warren asked one day, with a glance at his
canvag, 88 he sat with Edie and Elsie on
the deck of the Mud-Turtle, paintiing in a
mass of hanging ruddy brown seaweed,
whose redness of tone Elsi2 thought he had
somewhat needlessly cxapggerated.

“Why ¢Miass Challoner?' Elie asked
ed with one of her endden arch looks at her
brother. “*We're all in the family, now,
you know, Waurren, Why rot °*Eleie?
She’a Elgie of course to all the reat of us.”

Warren glanced into the depths of Elsie's
dark eyes with an inquiring look. ¢ May it
be Elsie 1"’ he asked, all tremors.

She looked back at him, frankly and open.
ly. “ Yes, Warren, if you like,” she =aid
in & simple straightforward tone that dis-
armed criticism, The answer, in fact, half
displeased him. She granted it too easily,
with too little reserve. He would heve pre-
ferred it even if ehe had said ** No, ' with a
trifle more coyneas, more meaidenly timidity.
The half is often better than the whole,
She assented like one to whem assent is a
matter of slight importance. IHe had leave
to call her Elsie in too brotherly a fashion.
It was clear the permission meant nothing to
her. And to him i¢ might have meart so
much, 80 mech! He bit his lip, and an-
swered shyly, ** Thank you."

Edie noted his downcast look and supress-
ed sigh. **You goose!” she said afterwards,
“ Pray, what did youexpect? Do you think
the girl’s bound to jump down your throat
like u ripe gooseberry? Ili she's worth win-
ning, she's worth wsaiting for. A woman
who can love as Elsie hes loved can't be ex-
pected to danmcs a polka at ten minutes’ no-
tice on the morral remains of her dead self.
But then, a woman who can lc v as Elsie has
loved must love in the end a man worth lov-
ing.—I doa't say Ive a very high opiaicn
of you in other ways, Warren. As a man
of business, you're eimply nowhere; you
wouldn't have sold those three pictures
in London, you know, last autumn
if it hadn’t been for your amiahle sis-
ter's persistent touting ; but s a marrying
man, I consider you're Al, eighteen carat, a
perfect hundred-guines priz: in the matri-
monial market,”

‘ﬂafura the end of the winter, Elsie and
Warren found they had ssttled down into a
quiet brotherly and sisterly relation, which
to Elsie’s mind left nothing further to be de-
sired ; while to Warren it seen.cd about as
bad an) arrangement as the nature of
things could easily have permitt«.d.

*“ It's a pity he can’t sell his rictures bet-
ter,” Elsie said one day coufi lentially to
Edie. “*He doss so deserve .5; they're
really lovely. Every dayIwatch him, I tind
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new pointa in them. Ibegin to see now how
really great they are.”

‘““ It is a pity,” Edie answered mischiev- |

ously. *““He must devote his energies
to the harmlesa necessary pot-boiler. |
For until he finds his market, my dear,
he'll never he well encugh off to marry.”

“0 Edie, I counldn't bear to think he
should sink to pot-boiling. And yet [ should
like to see him married some day t)» pome
nice good girl who'd make him bappy,”
Elsie assented innocently.

** So should I, my child,” Edie rejoined
with A knowing smile. ** And what's more, |
I mean to arrange it too. I mean to put
him in n proper position for asking the nice
good girl's consent. Next sammer and
autumn, I shall conspire with Mr, Hather- |
ley to boom him,”

“‘To what 1" Llsie asked, przz'ed.

*“Tu boom him, my dear B double o, m
—boom him. A most noble verb, imported,
I beliave, with the pickled pork and the tin-
ned peaches direct from Chicago, To boom
means, according to my private dictionary,
to force into sudden and almost explosive
notoriety.—That's what I'm going to do
with Warren. I intend, by straightforward
and unblushing advertising—in short by log.
rolling —to make him go down next season
wish the maney-getting claeses ae a real live
paiater, Their wold shall pour itself into
Warren's pocket. If he wasn't a geniue, I
should think it wrong; but as I konow he is
one, why shouldn’s I boom him ?"”

** Why not, indeed ?" Elgie answered all
uoconscions. ““And then he might marry
that nice good girl of yours, if he can get
her to take him.”

** The nica good girl will have to take
him,” Edie replied with & nod.—** When I
put my foot down, I put itdown. And I've
put it down that Warren shall sncceed,
financially, artistically, and matrimonially,
So there's nothing more to be said about
lt.l“

And indeed when \Warren returned to
Eagland in the epring, to be boomed, it was
with distinct psrmission this time from
Flsie to write to her as often aid as much
a8 he wanted—iu & strictly fraternal and
domestic manner,

CHAPTER XXVIL.—ArT AT HoOME,

That same winter made a sudden change
in Hagh Massinger's fiaancial position. He
found himiself the actual awd undoubred
possessor of the manor of Whirestrand,
Winter slways tried Mrs, Meysey, Like
the bulk of us nowadays, her weak points
were lungy. Of late, she had suoffered each
season more and mere from bronchitis,
and Huogh had done his disinterested best
to her to go abroad to some warmer climate,
His solicitude for her health, indeed, was
truly filial, and not without reason. If she
chose Madeira or Algiers or Egyp%, for ex-
ample, she could at least be well out of her
new son's way for six months of tii¢ year ;
and Hugh was begioning to realiz:, as tims
went on, a little too acutely that he had
married the estate and manor of Whitestrand
with all its encumbrances, a mother-in lyw
included ; while if, on the other hand, she

preferred Nice or Cannes or Pau, or even
Florence, or any other continental resort,
thay could at anyrate have an agreeable
place to visit her in, if they were suddeuly
summoned away to her side by the telegra.-
phic calls of domestic piety. But Mra Moey-
aey, true metal to the core, wouldn't hear
of wintering away from Suffolk. She clung
to Whitestrand with East Anglican persist-
ence. Yhere was one better off, indeed,
than in one's own house, with one's own
people to attend and comfort one? If the
March winds blew hard at the Hall, were
there not deadly Mistrals at Mentone and
gusts of foggy Fohn at dreary Davos Platz?
If you gained in the daily tale of registered
gunshine at Hyeres or at Bordighera, did
not a superabundance of olive cil diversify
the stews at the table-d'hote, and a fatal
suspicien of Italian garliz poison the frican.
deaus of the second breakfast? Mrs.
Meysey, in her British mood, would stand
by Suffolk bravely while she live; and if
the hard gray weather killed her at last as
it killed its one literary apologist in our
modern England, she would acquiesce in the
decrees of Fate, and be buried, like a Bri-
ton, by her husband's side in Whitestrand
chuichyard. Elizabeth Meyseys of the
clder stock—in frilled ruffs and stiff
starched head-dresses—emiled down upon
her resolution from their niched tomb in
Whitestrand church every Sunday morning:
never shonld it Le said that this, their de-
generate latter day representative, ran away
from the east winds of dear old England to
bask in the sunlight at Malaga or Seville,
among the desceadants of the godless Arma-
da eailors, from whose wreckages and pillage
those stout old equires had built up the t'm-
bera of that very Hall which she herself still
worthily inhabitsd.

So Mre. Meysey stopped sturdily at home;
and the east wind wreaked its vengeance
upon her in its wonted fashion. Early in
March, Winifred was summoned by tele-
gram from town : ‘‘ Come at once. Much
worse, May not live leng. Bring Hugh
with you.” And three weeks later, unother
fresh grave rose eloquent in W hitestrand
churchyard ; and the carved and painted
Elizibethan Meyseys, smiling placidly as
evar on the empty seat in the pew below,
looked forward with confidence to the proxi-
mate addition of another white marble
tables with a black epitaph to the family
collection in the Whitestrand chancel.

The moment was a specially trying one
for Winifred. A month later, a little heir
to the Whitestrand estates was expected to
to present himself on the theatre of exis-
tence. When he actually arrived npon the
stage of life, however, poor frail litcle waif,
it was only just to be carried across it once,
a speechless eupernumerary, in a nurse's
arma, and to breathe his emall goul out in a
single gasp before he had even learnt how to
cry aloud like an Eoglish baby. This final
misfortune, coming close on the heels of all
the rest, broke down poor Winiired’s health
cerribly, A new chapter of life opened be-
fore her. She ceased to be the sprightly,
lively girl she had once been. She felt her-
gelf left alone in the big wide world, with a
husband who, as she was now beginning to
suspect, had married her for the sake of her
moncy onlv, while his heart was still fixed
upon no one but Elsie. Poor lonely child : |
it was a dismal cutlook for her. Her soul
was sad. She couldn’t bear to brazzn things
out any longer in London—to emile and
smile and be inwardly miserable, She must
come back now, she said plaintively, to her
own people in dear old Suffolk.

To Hugh, this proposition was simply un-
endurable. Heshrunk from Whitestrand with
adeadly shrinking. Everything about the es-
tatehe hadmadehisown was utterly distaste-
ful tohimandfraught with horror. Thehouse,

the grounds, the garden, the river—above
Jnll, that tragic, accusing

nplar—were so
many perpetusl reminders of his erime and
his punishment. Vet he saw it would be
useless to oppose Winifred's wish iu euch a
matter—the whele idea was so simple, =o
nataral. A Sqguire ought to live on his own
land, of course: he ovugh$ to o'cupy the
ancestral Hall where hia predecessors have
dwelt before him for generations. Had not
he himself fulminated in his time in the
georgeous periods of the Morning Telephone
againes the crying sin and shame of absen-
teeiam 7 Buat if he went there, he could
only go on three conditions. The Hall ic-
gelf must be remodelled, 1ed:zcorated, and re-
furnished throughout, till its own iohabit-
anta would hardly recogn'zs it : the grounds
mus’ ba replanted in accordance wich his
own cultivated and reined taste; and last
of all—though this he il not veature to
Winifred—by fair meavs or by foul, the
Whitestrand poplar—that hateful tree—
must be levelled to the soil, and ita very
place must know it no longer. For the
first two ¢onditions he stipulated outright ;
the third he locked up for the present (niet
ly in the secret recesses of his own bosum

Wini'red, for her part, was not wholly
averse, either, to the remodell ng of White-
getrand. The house, she admitbed, was old.
fashioned, and dowdy. Iti antiquity went
back only to the * bad period.” After the
mathetic T.ondon drawing rooma of the
Cheyne Row sef, she confessed to her-
solf, grudging!y—though not to Hugh
—that the Dbiue satin and whitey-gold
paint of the dear old place seemed perhaps
just a trifle dingy and  antiquated.
There were tiny cottages at Hampstead
and Kensington that Whitestrand Hall
eould never reasonably expzct to emnulate.
She didn't object to the alterations, she said,
30 long aa the criginal El zabethan front was
1:ft :2rupulounsly intact, and no incongruous
meldling was allowed with the oaken waina-
cot and carved ceiling of the Jacobean vesti-
bule. Bat where, she asked, with sound
Suffolk common-sense, was the money for
all these improvements to come from? A
genson of falling rents, and encroaching sea,
and shiftiaz sands, and agricultural depres-
sion, with Hessian fly threatening the crops,
and ohscure bacteria fighting among them-
selves for possesasion of the cattle, was surely
not the best-chosen time in the world for a
country gentleman to enlarge and complete
and bsautify his house in.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Alaska ClLifif Dwellings.,

In pre-historic times, human beings often
dwelt in pens, and caves of earth, as much
for safety from their numerons enemies ag
for ehelter. Cave towna were even excavat-
ed in the sides of cliffa with what must have
been, considering the rude tools employed,
an epormous expenditure of labor. The
evidences of this custom are numerons in
Asia Minor, in [taly, and in our own South-
weat Territories, 'To.day the most noitable
inetance of cave-hoases, on this hemisphere,
at least, is to be seen on what is termed
King’s Island, to the south of Cape Priace
of Wales in Bhering's Sea, on the west coist
of Alaska.

This small island is an elevated tableland
of basalt. Its shores consiat of nearly ver-
tical cliffs, fronting the sea, and ranging in
height from fifty to saven hundred teet.

The island 13 inhaoited by a tribal fami'y
of the Mahlemnots or Eskimos, about two
hundred innumber, who gained a subsistence
by walrue-hunting, seal-huntingand whaling.
They pursue the creatures in kyaks: or
canoes, whichthey are very expertinlaunch-
ing througn the surf, and navigating in
rough water.

The summer houses of the islandera are
gso many little platforms, attached to the
face of the gen-cliffs, and composed of whale
rib bones, or shoulder-blade bones, fastener
by thongs of sinew to large pegs of bone
driven into the interstices of the basalc,
The platforms are guarded «round the outer
gide by a rail, and are large enough for the
family to lodge upon. They thus serve at
once the purpose of a habitation and a sen-
try-box, for which the hunters may keep a
lookout for wulrus and seals,

Fires are kindled on them, ard sll the
ordinary affairs of life are pursued often at
a height of a hundred and fi'ty feet above
the ocean swells, which thonder on the
rocks beneath, Not even a bird, a bank
swallow, or an eagle coull have a mors airy
habitation, Like the eagle, the King's
Islanders have pliced their eyrics on the
cliffs, to serve as lovkouts for their prey.

The oddity of these singular habitations
does not ead here, however, since these
platform houses are but the summer abodes
of the hunters.

The wiater houses are even more remark-
able. To escape the winter storms, the
islenders have excavated caves in the shat-
tered and seamed basalt—in many cases
caverns of cornsiderable depth and size,
Daring eight months of the year these cave
dwellings constitute comfortable retreats
from the inclement weather, and also serve
as storehouses for the rude wealth of the
family,

There are, it is stated, forty or fifty such
cave houses, corresponding to the number
of families, and to the platforms of sammer.
In some cases, the platform-house is at the
mouth of the cave house, so that the shift
from gummer to winter quartera can be
easily and speedily «flucted.

It is diffi:ult to conceive of the character
of such a life, on the face of a crag, with
the ocean surges beating far below, and the
open gky all around. What must be the
thoughts and ideas of a child, born and
nurtured amidst such strange surroundings.

King Ja Ja.

When the Dritizh tore Kipg Ja Ja from
his little realm arvd sent him to Jamaica,
where he is enjoying rum and sugar at the
very source of those supplies, he left behind
him at Opobo 200 grass widows to mourn
his untimely departure. His favourite wife
and their two sons, Saturday and Sunday,
were permitted to thare hia exile, but the
British frowned upon his exprecsed desire to
take along the Hower of his large family,
which he was willing to guarantee should
not exceed thirty of the ladies of his court.
He felt his manifold bereavements so keenly,
however, that his present custodians have
been moved to pity so far as to consent to
the exportation of his better half, Patience,
and her little boy, and this young woman
has sailed from Liverpoel to join the old
gentleman, in whom she hes a emall frac-
tional interest. Meanwhile Ja Ja's crown,
a gorgeous bauble made of Dutch gold and

lass diamonds, ie8 ont of commission, but
the Eoglish hold ont the hope that if he be-
haves himself and loves his white enemies,
Ja Ja may be permitted to wear it again,
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PAS*ING NOTES.

It has been discovered that a New York
policemun is an ex-thief whoss portrait
adorns the rogues’ gallery.

Wicgham has given bonuses to three
manufscturing firms during the past week,
One establishment received £10 000, and the
other two §5,000 each. The bonusing sys-
tem has received a fresh impetus in the west,
anc other towns are urged to follow the
Wingham example,

The scntence of fifteen years' imprison-
ment passed upon the men who shot and
killed Mrs. Howes, in New Brunswick, will
not be regarded aa too severe. Although the
unfortunase Jady was not the person for
whom the shot was intended, tuere is no
doubs that murder was meant,.

It is satisfactory to observe that the force
of public opinion compelled the Buffalo
autnorities to prosecute and punish the pugi-
listic ruflians who arranged the recent prize
fight between two women., The sentences
were, however, it i8 to be regretted, very
light, the maximum term of imprisonment
tmpored being six months and the minimum
three months, The women who competed
io the fight were allowed to go free.

A Toronto journal, with an admiration for
the waya of tne United States, says in re-
gard to the recent Cuicago wheat corner,
that Old Hutech's ** disgoosia of the wheat
situation was the correct one and conse-
quently was succeesful ' So, too, was the
**diagnosis " of the Heathen Chivee cor-
rect and successful whea he had o fifth ace
up his sleeve. The gambling was of a simi-
lar character in the two cases.

France is now adopting a reactionary
policy in regard to the receptionof sirangers,
the (roverument having issusd a decree im-
pusing regulations to disconrage immigration,
among the features ot whicn ure demiciliary
visits, declaration of a change of residence,
police penulties for violation of rales, and
the right of the Government to expel from
the country. It will be seen by the cable
despatches thas France’sneighbours are con-
siderably angry.

Suach a crime as that recorded at Galt,
where poisoned candy was sent by mail to
unsurpectiv g persoos aod being saten caused
the death 01 one child and sericns iojury to
another, ought not to go vudetect:d, The
cffence is as cow.rdly as fimdish, but the.
victimiz>d perecus mnst heve some auspi-
cions, which by carcful investigation would
reveal the criminul. {o huct deown the
perpetrator and award adequare punishment
18 & public duby ou the pai. of the sufferers’
frienda.

Whea Senator Mirgan told a New York
Sun reporter that Cinedisns cannot **live in
close proximity to a (rovernment like ours
for any considerabls length of time without
imbibing all the altection for our inatitutions
that we possees,” he simply displayed bis
want of kndwledge. Ii there is one thing
more than anothe: upon which Cavpadiang
are united it i8 that cur Parliamentary in-
stitutions are infinitely preferable to those
of sne United S:zetes. Toe Senator means
well, bus he doesn’'c kaow —[Tironto Em-
pire.

Experience did not teach Brown, ¢f De-
troit, that marriage was a failure, and he
wuas 80 convinced to the contrary that he
married thirty-three women withio the short
period of five years, or, ¢n the average, he
ook Bix wives a yenr, His wives, however,
held a totally difl.rent opiuion, and fifteen of
them appsared against him an Deatroit on
Tuesdsy, when he was rried for bigamy, and
their evidence consigued him to prison for
life. Brown's too gieat fundness ior matri-
mony i3 evidently not sppreciated by the
authorities of justics,

Thz leader of the Opposition in New-
tonudland is said to be a warm friend «f
Uonfederation. But he took the notion that
the Government fuvoured the scheme, and at
once opposed it. As a former Goverument
was detested on the quesrion the present
Governmen was afraid, in view of the atti-
tude of the Opposition leader, to press it,
The delegates to Ostuwa were therefore to'd
to remaln at home, and this put an end to
the enterprise. Whateves ths politiciana
way think psrsonally abous Confederation,
they fiad ic desirable as politicians to oppose
it. Theie is more sentimgnt to be aroused
ia antagoniz ng' the step than in advocating
it.

A writer in the Evening Melegram, of St
John's, N. F., urges the lmperial Govern-
ment ‘‘ to graat to this dutiful, loyal and
first bora colony of the British Ciown the
privilege of supplying to all her M.jesty's
navy aud army in the United Kingdom a
fish ration of two pounds of codfisk par man
weekly,” This would call for a svpply of
147,000 quintals of cod a year, aad be a sav-
ing (a8 compured with meat) of nearly £154,-
000 sterling. The writer states that the
French give their marines and soldiers such
a ration, as well as giviag the cod fishermen
& bounty,

¥

The Emperor's Diary.

While Prince Bismarck and his partisans
seek to discredit the published extracts from
the late Emperor Frederick's diary by de-
clarirg them apocryphal, is i3 not a little
significant thas the Chancellor’'s newapaper
organs are assailing the memory of the dead
Kaiser, and are vilifying him, beth his
character and intellect. One journal refers
to him as a self-complacent idealigt, rich in
beautifully phrased generalities, bus poor in
the qualities of a practical statesman. If
the published extracts from the diary are
not genuine there can bke no excuse for the
attempt to belittle the statesmanship of the
late Emperor. The policy of the Chancellor's
organs will be accepted generally throngh-
out Farope as an admission that the publish-
ed Olary is authentic,

New serges, camel’s- hair goods, cashmeres,
and vigognea are exhibited, with stripes,
checks, plaids of large size, and odd border-
‘nzs in Persian and Japanese patterns, These
are likely to be very popular, but while this
is the case, it does nct follow that either
style will predominate over the other hand-
some patterns in market, for there are many
novel and attractive gowns made entirely of
plain unpatterned fabrics. A large nnmber
of the imported tailor costumes have a wra
to match, these gradiog from the long stylis
Epglish “*overall” of Queen’s tweed, with
turban or Princess of Wales cap to corre-
spond, to the diminntive pelerine fastened
with a pretty silver clasp.

-

The result of the Quebee Debt Conversion
Act is a depreciation in the securities of the
province on the London market. The scheme
is so upfair that even Mr, G. W, S:ephens
feels it to his duty to condemn it.




