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CHAPTER XXXIIT,~—~(CoNTINUED )

When the hired mantrom the mews behind
flang open the drawing-room door in his lord
ly way and announced in a very loud voics,
““Mrs Bouverie Barton and Mrs. Hugh Mas
ginger,” neither Warren nor Edie was in the
front room to hear the startling announce-
ment, which would certaialy for the mom-
ent have taken their breath away. For com
municabtions batween the houses of Relf and
Massinger had long since ceased. But War-
ren aud Kdie were both up-stairs. So
Winifred and her hostess passed idly in
(just shaking hands by he dosrway
with ‘good old Mrs. Rslf. who never
by any chaocs caught woybody's name)
and mingled shortly with the mass of the
visitors. Winifred was very glad indeed of
that, fer she wanted to escape observation,
Sir Anthony's report had been far from re-
assuring. She preferred to remain as much
in the background as possible that afternoon :
all she wished was merely to observe and to

listen.

As she stood there mingling with the gen-
eral crowd and talking e some chance
acquaintance of vld Loudon days, she hap-
pened to overhear two scraps of conversation
going on behind her.  Thne first was one that
mentioned no names: and yet, by sume
gtrange feminine instincs she was eure
it wes of herself the spoakers were talk-
ing.

& Oh Yes,"” one voice said in a low tone,
with the intonation that betrays a furtive
side-glance ; *‘ She'sfar from strong —infact,

Winifred turaed round upon him with a:
angry flash, This was more than she coul
bear. Lhe tears were struggling hard t
rise to her eyes ; she kept them back with #
supreme effort. ‘' How ghonld I know,
pray ?’ she answered tiercely, but very low
* Doee he make mo the confidante of all h_t.-
loves, de you suppose, Mr. Ralf 2—He saic
she was in Australia,—He told me a lie.—
Everybody's combined and eaballed to de-
e ve me.— How should I know whether be
knows or not? I kmew mothing. Bat one
thing T know : frem my mouth at least he
shall never, never, never hear it."”

Spe . turned away stern, and hard
as iron. Hugh bal deceived her;
Flsie had deceived her. The two

souls she had loved the best on earth!
From that moment forward, the joy of her
life, whatever had been left of 1, was al
gone from her. She went forth from the
room & crushed creature.

How varied in light and shade the world
is ! While Winifred was driving gloomily
back to her own lodgings—solitary and
heart-broken, in Mrs. Bouverie Barton's
comfortable carriage—revolving in her own
wonnded soul this incredible oonepiracy of
Hugh's and Elsie's—Edie Relf and her
mother and brother were joyfully discussing
their great triumph in the now dismantled
and empty front drawingroom at 128
Bletchingly Road, Sonth Kensington.

‘ Have you totted up the total of
the sales, Warren?' Edie Relf inquired
with a bright*light in her eye and a
smile on her lips; for the private view—her

very delicate. He married her for her
money—of course : that's clear. She hadn't
much else, poor little thing, except a certain
short-lived beaute du diable, to recommend
her. And she has no goin her; she won't
live long. You remember what Galton
remarks about heiresses ? They are gen-
erally the last decadent members, he says,
of a moribund stock whoese strength is
failing. They bear no children, or if any,
weaklings : most of them break down with
their ficst infant; and they die at last
Erﬂmaturﬂly of organic feebleness. Why,

e just sold himself outright for *he poor
girl's property ; that's the plain Eoglish of
it ; and now I hear, with his extravagant
habits, he's got himself after all into mone-

own inception—had been more than success.
ful from its very beginning.

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

I thought so,” Edie answered with a
happy little laugh of complete trinmph. *‘1

tary difficulties.”

¢ Agricultural depression !” the second
voica inquired—an old man’s and louder.

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

afraid the lady’s rather near us.”

Winifred strained her ears to the ntmost
to here the rest; but the voices had sunk
too low now to catch a sound. Even as she
did so, anether voice, far more distinct,
from a lady in front, caught her attention
with the name ** Miss Challoner.” Winifred
pricked vp her ears incontinently. Comd
ilJ:a be of her Elsie that those two were talk-

1

# Oh, yes,” the second lady addressed
made answer cheerfally ; ‘“she was very well
when we last saw her in April at San Remao.
We had the next villa to the Relfs on the
hillside, you know. But Miss Challoner
doesn’t come to England now ; she was go-
ing as usual to St Martin de Lantotqug to
Epeud the summer, when we left the Riviera.

he always poes there as soon as the San
Remo season’s over.”

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

“Oh, Ifancy it was Mr. Warren Relf him-
self who made her acquaintance somewhere
unearthly down in Sutfolk, where she used
to be a governess. He's always there, I
believe, lying on a mudbank, yachting and
sketching. ’

Winifred could restrain her curiosity no
longer. “1I beg your pardon,” she said,
leaning forward eagerly, *“ but I think yonu |
mentioned & certain Miss Challoner.
May I ask, does it happen by any chance
to be Eisie Challoner, who wus once
at Girton? DBecause, if so, she was a
governess of mine, and I haven't heard of
her for a long time past. Governesses drop
out of one’s world so fast. I should be glad
to know where she’s living at present.”

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

was oertainly a Girton girl; but 1l hardly
think she can be the same you mention. |
should imagine, indeed, she’s a good deal
too voung a girl to have beeu your govera-
EEH.'” '

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

““At San Remo. Yes, She spends her
winters thers, For the summers,she al ways
goes up to St Martin.,,

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

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

Winifred held out her hand frankly. She
liked Warren ; she had always likel him ;
and besides, Hugh had forbidden her to see
him. Her lips trembled, but ehe was bold,
and spoke. *‘Mr Relf," she said with quiet |
earnestness, *‘I'mso glad to meet you here
to-day again—gladon morethan oneaccount.
You go to San Remo often, I believe.
Can you tell me if Elsie Challoner is living
there 1"

Warren Relf looked back at her in uundis.
guised astonishment, 1€ She is,"’ he answer.
ed. ** Did my sister tell you so?”

¢ No,” Winifred replied wi
fulness. ‘‘I found it out.”
one short incisive sentence, she moved on
coldly, as if she would fain look at the pic-

“Does—does Massinger Jnow it?"
ren asked all aghast, taken aback | :
1ice, and unwittingly trampling on h €r

rest feelings.
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hit upon such a capital dodge, Warren. I
never told you beforehand what I was going
to do, for I knew if I did, you'd never allow
me to put it into execution ; but I wrote
the name and price of each picture in big
letters and plain figures on the back of
the frame, Then, whenever I toex up a
person with a good, coiny, solvent expres-

inspect the studio, I waited for them casual-

particu’arly admired. *‘ Let me see,
I. *“ What does Warren call that ?

it's on the back here.”

as life: ““ By Stormy Seas—Ten Pounds ;’

dear.

what I've done : I've made your fortune.”
Warren kissed her affectionately on the
forehead, half abashed.

after all, if I can make this
you comfortable.”

ously.

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

“ You goose I” said Edie, and laughed at
him to his face.
than he did.

able

self in a mad fever of deapair:

Elsie, of Elsie—never, never !”

CHAPTER XXXIIIL—THE
Draw CLOSEE,
“] feel it my duty

““that Mrs Massinger's lungs are far more
seriously and dangerously affected than I
deemed it at all prudent to inform her
in person last week, when she con-
sulted me here on the. subject. Gal
loping consumption, I regiet to say, may
supervene at any tlme, The phthisical ten-
denency manifests itself in Mrs Massinger’s
case in an advanced stage; and general
tuberculosis may therefore on the shortest
notice carry off with startling rapidity.
I wculd advise you, under these painful
circumstances, to give her the benefit of a
warmer winter climate: if not Egypt or
Algeria, then at least Mentone, Catania, or
Malaga. She should not on any account
risk seeing another English Christmas. If
ghe remains in Suffolk doring the colder

personally answer for the probably conse-
qaences.”

Hugh laid down the letter with a sigh of
despair.
his back with utter despondency. How to
finance a visit to the south he knew not.
Talk about Algeria, Catania, Malaga ! he
had hard enough work to make both
ends meet anyhow at Whitestrand. Hae
had trusted first of all to the breakwater
to redeem everything : bat the breakwater,
th&t broken reed, had only pierced the hand
that leaned upon it. The sea shiitad and
the sand drifted worse than ever. Then
he had hoped the best from ‘‘A Life's
Philosophy ;" but ** A Life's Philosophy,”
published after long and fruitless negotia-
tions, at his own risk—for no firm would so
much as touch it as a business speculation
—had never paid the long printer’s bill, let
alone recouping him for hia lost time ani
trouble. Nobody wanted to read about his

th bitter truth- | life or his philoscpby.
And with that |

Of Winifred’s health, Hugh thought far
less than of the financial diffi :ulty, He saw
she was ill, decidedly ill, but not o ill as
everybody else who saw her imagined.

War- | Wrapped up in his own selfish hopes and
+ | fears, never really fond of his

poor small
wife, and now estranged for months and
months by her untimely discovery of Elsie's

sion of countenence, and a picture buying
crease about the corners of 1he mouth, to

ly to ask the name of any special piece they
said
I think
So I turned round

the frame, and there they'd see it, as large

or, ** The Haunt of the Sea Swallow—Thirty
(Guineas.” That always fetched them, my
They couldn’t resist it.—Warren, you
may give me a kiss, if you like. I'll tell you

“You're a bad
girl, Edie,” he said good-humouredly ; “‘and
1f I'd only known it, 1'd certainly have taken
a great big cake of best ink-eraser and rub-
bed your plain figures all carefully out
again.—But I don’t care & pin in the end,
ear mother and

“‘And marry Elsie,” Edie put in mischiev-
“But

She knew women better

And all this while, poor lonely Winifred
was rocking herself wildly backward and
forward in Mrs Bouverie Bartou’s comfort-
carriage, and muttering to her-
ii I
could have believed it of Hugh ; but of

STRANDS
to let you know, " Sir

Anthony Wraxall wrote to Hugh a day or
two later—by the hand of his amanuensis—

months of the present year, I dare not

1t was the last straw, and it broke

e ———————————— . ————————  —————————————————. —

watch, which bot's he and she had entirely
nisinterpreted, Hugh Maseinger had seen
hat frail young ereature grow thinner and
aler day by day withount at any time realis-
ng the profundity of the change o
he actual seriousness of her failling con
lition,

He went out inte the drawing-room to
join Winifred. He found her lying lazily on
he sofa, pretending to read the first vol.
ima of Besant's lagt new novel from Muadie's,
* The wind’s shifted,” he began uneasily.
'* We shall get it warmer, I hope soon, Win-
froed.”

“Yes, the wind's shifted,” Winifred an
| «wered gloomily, lonking up in a hopealea
wud befogged way from the pages of her
story. ** It blew straight across from Siberia
yesterday ; to-day it blows straight across
‘rom Greenland.” -

““ How would you like t> go abroad for
the winter, I wonder?’' Hngh asked ten
atively, with seme faint attempt a% his old
kindness of tone and manner.

His wife glanced over at him with a sudden
and strangely auspicious emile. *To San
Remo, I suppese ¥ she answered bitterly.

She meant the name to speak volumes to
Hugh's conscience ; but it fell npon his ears
«i flat and animpreseive as any other. “Not
necesmarily to San Remo,” he replicd, all
unconscious. ‘To Algeria, if you like—or
Mentone, or Bordig | era.

Winifred arose, and walked without one
word of explanation, but with a reselute
air, into the study, next door When she
cams out sgain, she carried in her twe arms
Keith Johnston's big lmperial Atlas, 1t
waa & heavier book than she could easily
lift in her present feeb's condition of body,
but Hugh never even offered to help her to
carry it. The day ot small politenesses and
courtesies was long gone pasi. He only
looked on in mute surprise, anxious to know
whence came this eudden new-born interest
in the neglected study of European geo
graphy.

Winifred laid the Atlas down with a flop
on the five o’clock tea table, that staggered
with its weight, and turned the pages with
feverish haste till she came to the map of
Northern Italy. *I thought so,” she gasp-
ed out, as she scanned it cloee, a lurid red
spot burning brightin her cheek. *‘Mentone
and Bordighera are both of them almost next
door t» San Remo.—The nearest stations on
the line along the coast.—Yon could run over
there often by rail from either of them.”

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

“ Oh, you act admirably !’ Winifred cried
with a sneer, “ What perfect bewilder-
ment | What childlike innocence ! I've
always considered you an Irving wasted
upon private life. If you'd gone upon the
stage, you'd have made your fortune ; which
you've scarcely succeeded in doing, it must
be confessed, at your various existing as-
sorted professions.”

Hugh stared back at her in blank amaza-
| ment. *‘I don’t know what you mean,” he
answered shortly

“ Capital | capital I” Winifred went on
in her bitter mood, endeavouring to assume
a playful tone of unconcerned irony. *‘I
never saw you act batter in all my life—not
even when you were pretending to fsll in
love with me, It's your most successiul
part—the injured innocent :—much better
than the part of the devoted husband. 1f I
were you, 1 should always stick to it.—But
it's very abrupt. this suddem conver-
sion of yours to the charms of the Riv-
iera."”

¢ VWinifred,” Hugh cried, with transpar-
ent conviction in every note of his voice,
¢ ] see you're labouring ander somedistress-
ing misypprebension ; but I give yeu my
solemn word of honor I don’t in the lsaat
know what it is you're driving at. You're
talking about somebody or something un.
known that I don’t understand. I wish
you'd explain. I can’t follow you.”

But be had acted too often and too suec-
cessfully to be believed now, for all his
earnestness, ** Your solemn word of honor |”
Winifred burst oot angrily, with intense
contempt, *‘ Your solemn word of henour,
indeed ! And pray, who liu you think be-
lieves now in your preciow® word or your
honour either *—VYou can’t deceive me any
longer, thank goodness, Hugh. I know you
want to go to San Remo; and I know for
whoee sake you want to go there. This
solicitude for my health’s all a pure fiction.
Little you cared for my health a month
ago | Oh ao, I see through it all distinctly.,
You've found out there's a reasen for going
to San Remo, and you want to go there for
your own pleasure accordingly.’

An idea fiashed suddenly across Hugh's
mind. I think, Winifred,” he said calm-
ly, *“ you're labouring under a miatake about
the place you're speaking of. The gaming
tableg are not at San Kemo, a8 you auppose,
but at Mente Carlo, just beyend Mentone.
And if you thought 1 wanted to go bo the
Riviera for the sake of repairing our ruined
estate at Monte Carlo, you're very much
mistaken. I wanted to go, I solemialy de-
clare, for your health only.”

Winifred rose, and faced him now like an
angry tigress, Her sunken white cheeks
were flushed and fiery indeed with supprees
ed wrath, and a bright light blazed in her
dilated pupils. The full force of a burning
indignation possessed her esoul. ** Hugh
Massinger,” she said, repelling him haught-
ily with her thin left hund, ** you've lied to
me for years, and you're lying to me now as
you've always lied tome. You know you've
lied to me, and you kpow you're lying to me.
This pretence about my health’s a transpar-
ent falsehood, These prevaricationa about
the gambling tables are a tissue of fictions.
Y on can’t decive me. 1 kpow why you want
tc go to San Remo !” And she pushed him
away in disgnst with her angry fingers.

The action and the insult were too

————iF
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much for Hugb., He could no longer
restrain bimself, Sir Anthony's letter
trembled in his hands; he was clutch-
ing it tight in his waistcoat pocket.

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

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

She read the letter threngh withont a
single word ; then she yielded at last, in
spite of herself, to her womanly tears ‘I
gee it all, Hugh,"” she cried, flinging herself

T

down once more in despair npon the sofa.
" Youn fancy I'm going to die now ; and it
vill ba so cenvenient, so very convenien!
for you to be mear her there next door al
3an Remo !”

Hugh g+zed as her again in mute supris:
Aw last he saw it—he saw it in all its naked
jideonsnees. A light began gradually
dawn upon his mind. It was awful—it wa-
norrible in its crmsl Nemesia apon his un
spoken crime. To think she should b
joalous—of his murdered Elsie | He coulc

pardly speak eof it ; bat he muar
ae must. ‘' Wionie,” he cried, almos
softemed by his pi'y for whas 'h'
sok to be her deudly and’ terrib:

mistake, I understand youn, I think, u.fte..
JL T know what yeu mean.—You believ
—that E sie—is at San R=mo,’

Winitred losked up at him through he:
toars with a withering glance. You have
said i |"” she cried in a hanghty voice, and
relapsed inte a silent fit of sobbing and sup-
pressed cough, with her poor wan face buried
deep once more like a wounaded child’s in the

eushions of the sofa,

)T0 BE CONTINUED )
R —— L

“IN THE SoUP.”

Two Theorles as to the Orizin of this Lat-
ecat Bit of Papular Slang.

Everybody who is running for cffice, to
gether with every party thatis running a
candidate, 1s, according to one statement or
another, ‘*in the soup.” Outside of politics,
the same fact is observable. Everything and
everybody that doesn't just suit everybody
else is sure to be consigned by somebody or
other to *‘the soup.” The world, in fact,
seems to have become an immense tureen,
and all ita inhabitants are floating around
like chopped vegetables in a julienne. Why
this sheuld beso, and why the *‘in the soup
idea should be uppermost now in the mind
of every citizan who wants to say something
funny, is not more apparent than was,
awhile ago, the reason for every one being
inclined to tell every one else to ** Lat her
go, Gallagher.” The origin of both expres-
gions is involved in obscurity. !

*‘ In the soup’” first achieved classic an-
thority, so far as can now be ascertained, in
one of the pictureeque storiea of what
are called *‘sporting’ events. The event
was the arrival in America last fall of
Kiirain, the pugilist. The situation was
that the big Cunarder Etruria, with the
pugilist aboard, lay in the darkness off
(Quarantine, waiting tor morning, and a tug
with Kilrain's friends aboard, was hovering
about, anxious to get Kilrain off and brin
him up to the city. The Captain of the
Igpruria had announced with a severity that
seemed unnecessary that no such drunken
crew should come anywhere near his vessel,
The disconsolate but not unhappy crowd
on the tug had to content itself with howling
greetings to Kilrain across a watery gulf
that separated the two vessels. One of the
men on the tug, Johnston by name, was so
anxious to get as pear Kilrain as possible
that he tumbled overboard. One of his
companions, witnessing this act, instead of
asgailing the atill depths of the darkness
that brooded over the waves by shouts fo
help, or shocking the calm stara overhead
with frantic cries for a rope, simply balanc-
ed himself against the rail and called
out :

‘ Ho ! Johnston’s fell in de soup !"

The sublime audacity of the comparison
of the ; reat Atlantic tva plate of soup was
wasted onthe drunken crew that heard it, but
the waves chuckled gleeful ripples against
the tug's sides, the stars twinkled merriy,
and next morning, when people read about
it, it tickled the public fancy so that
the new slang became qaickly the

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

Nobody knows just where this *“in the
sonp ' expression came from, but two ingen-
ious theories have been broached to a re-
porter who attempted to trace the *‘soup”
to ita lair—to its kettle, as_it were. Mr.
Gaffaey, who is the language gharp of the
*“ Police Gszette,” says that the expression
ficst became current in sporting circles
about eight or ten months ago, but that
for long befors that he remembered to bave
heard the street gamins cry after a drunkerd
man that he was * full o’ soup’ and he also
thinks that among criminals the expression
“‘ he's got in soup”’ was used to express the
idea that a person has fallen into the hands
of the law, and was locked up. From using
““goup” to express the idea of drunkeness
the step was to make it cover,the misfortune
to which drunkenness led, and 8o to convey
the idea of any misfortune, so that ‘““in the
soup” came to have its present signifi-
cance.

The police, on the other hand, say that
they never heard of the expression *“‘in
soup” being used by criminals to mean im-
prisonment. 'Phey derive the phrase, ‘‘ip
the soup,” from an entitely different source,
the theatre, and make his original spellingy|
“gupe.” ¢ He's the sups,” according to this
theory, was first a contemptuous designation
of an actor’s place, classing him among the
supernumiaries, and then a general expres-
sion of contempt for anything, so growing
naturally into it present significance,

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

——

The etfects of the defunct Gladstine Club,
in Kingston, were sold by auction on Fri.
day.

Professor Chandler Roberts estimates the
weight of the smoke cloud which daily hangs
over London at about 50 tons of solid car-
bon, and 250 tons of carbon in the form of
hydrocarbon and carbonic oxide gases. Cal.-
culated from the average result of tests made
by the Smoke Abatement Committee, the
value of coal wasted from domestic grates
reaches, upon the annual consumption of 5,-
000 000 people, to £2,257 500. The eost of
oartage on this wasted coal is calculated to
be £2(8,750, while the passage of a large
number of horses through the streets in
drawing it adds comsiderably to the cost of
stree’ cleaning and repairing. There is also)
the cost of taking away the exira ashes,
£43 000 a year. Suomming 1t all np, the
direct and indirect cost of the wasted coal
is set down at £2 600,000, plus the addition-
al loas from the damage done to property
caused by the smoky atmosphere, estimated
by Mr. Chadwick at £2 000,000—the whole
ﬂmf;nuﬁng to £4 600,000 or &23,000,000.
—| Ex. '

| nre ajpreciatad,

STATISTICS.

All the muney which the world possesses
so-aay would only purchase one-third of its
-ailways, since to-day the rail of the
world are worth nearly $30,0 000 of
‘hout onae-tenth of the total monaetdty wealth
f the civilizad nations, and over one quarter
i their invested capital. , In comparison
with thia sumghe ameunt of mcney invest:d
in banking thronghout the entire world is
bub a trifla. The railroad busincss is one
¢hich is increasing at an almost incredible
ate of apeed. 1n 1875 the world's railways
wgregated 185 000 miles, while in 1883 therg
vere over 300 000 miles of railroad, thus
showing an increase of 115 000 in ten years,

}or, on an average, npward of 11,00 miles 2

y ar. Whenit is considered that this wounld
mean the laying each year of railway enough
to rasch nearly half uround the earth the
vagri'ude of the increase can be in a mea-

No better illustration of the wonderfal

wealth of the United States is furnished
han the figures which David T. Day, of
the division of mining statistica of the Unit-
ad States geological survey, gives regarding
the immense minerxsl output of the country
for the past year. They show that the total
valoe of all minerals raised that year amount-
ad to $538,000,000. This is $70,000,000
more than the catput during the previous
year, and more than $100,000,000 greater
than that of 1835, The last year s outpus
's not only the greatest ever raised in the
United States, but is at least $100,000,000
greater than tne output of any other coun-
try, and leaving out Euagland is greater
than that of all Europe put together Ver-
ily wo are living in & marvellous country,
which the ready ingenuity of the people is
doing more and more to develop.—Spring-
fie!/d Republican,

P’rofessor Chandler Robsrts estimates the
weight of the smoke cloud which daily hangs
over London at abont 50 tons of solid carbon,
and 250 tons of carbon in the form of hydre-
carbon and carbonic oxide gases, Calculat-
ed from the average result of tests made by
the Smoke Abatement Committee, the value
of coal wasted from domestic grates réaches,
upon the annual consumption of 5,000,000
people, to £2,257,500. The cost of cartage
on this waated coal is calculsted to be £268-
750, while the passage of & large number of
horses through the streets in drawing it adds
congderably to the cost of street cleaning
and repairing. There is also the cost of tak-
ing away the extra ashes, £43 000 a year.
Samming it all up, the direct and indirecs
cost of the wasted coal is set down at £2,-
600,000, plus the additional loss from the
damage done to property caused by the smo-

8 | ky atmosphere, estimated by Mr. Chadwick

at £2,000,000—tha whole amohnting to £4-
600,000 or 323 000,000. '

A NEw Yorg Evection—A Rovca EstiM-
ATE oF WHAT Tuvespaxy's FicaHT CosT

THE (CITY. !
Whole expense at polls......... $£620,560
Mayoraity fight...... B widiaieiorath 273,000
Ballot printing............ Pl 60,000
] R O O o T e 24,000
Parades . . . e e aemgl s ates cawe 900,000

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

L0030 emolr. . n o h e ssieaiae S tuidar 1)
Three candidates for Congress in

each of the nine districts at $2,-

500 each . Rt s i are e . 67,500
Three candidates for sheriff at $20,-

D00 'ench........co0es T .. 60,000
Three candidates for county cler
- ab 920,000 each........ are-s-srwrs - 0000
Three candidates for president o

the Board of Aldermen at $5 000

T | R O R R D N ek 15,000
Ten candidates for coroner at $5000

BREEE S b et o o dls e sl il ahihlg ./ . 50,900

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

The statistical returns of the expor-
trade of India during the last tem years
shew a very considerable and gratifying in-
crease in almost all the chief products of
the country. The amount of raw cotton ex-
portaed has ricen from 93 800,000 to 134,700,~
000 rupees, wheat from 28 700,000 to 86,-
200,000 rupees, and rice from €9,500,000, to
88,300 000 ‘rupees. In cotton -twist and
yarn there has been a largzelv increased ex-
port—irom 7,400,000 to 34,100,000 rupees.
The only marked falling off is in opium
which declined from 123,700,000 to 110,700,
rupees. The tables further show that the
growth indicated has been steady and is
still kept up, the total export trade of India
which has increased about 35 per cent. in
the ten years, having been larger last year
than in any year preceding. The figures
respecting cottonand wheat are particularly
suggestive, They point to undeveloped
possibilities wihch have a serious medning
tor America, no lees than for Europe. But
increased abnndance of food and t:lﬂthinﬁ
must be in direct line with the world’s
well-being.

e

A sensation nas been created in Wood-
stock by a zermon preached by Rav. Mr.
Farthing, of the Episcopal church there, in
denunciation of gambling., Mr, Farthing
condemns the practice as tending to deprave
the community and to divert men from
horest toil to speculative means of making
a living. The practice is ‘a tremendous de-
ception in more ways than one. W henever'
a man falls a victim to the gamblers the
popular feeling for him is one of regret.
But a due regard for the circumstances will
show that the man has really made a fool of
himselt by deliberately walking into a trap.
Nobody bat the professional makes money
at gambling. The games of chance are not
devised with a view to giviog the green-
horn on equal opportunity with his gambling
acquaintance, Even if the appliances are
not fixed so as to prevent the novice from
winning, the superior knowledge [of" the
game possessed by the professional renders
loss to the beginner a certainty.

The degree of civilization which a country
has reached may be fairly gauged by its iree-
dom from bigotry and intolerance. Judged
by this standard, Russia must be a semi-
barbarous country, another anti-Semitic
crusada having been started in the Czar'a
dominions. Foreign Jewish farmers have
been ordered to quit Poland, and it is expect-’
ed an edict of expulsion will be pronounced
againat the foreign Jews in Southern Russia.
There was a time when the Jews were perse-
cuted in every country in Earope, but the
anreasoring prejudice against them has in
most cases been weakened or removed alto-
gether by the spread of civilizing iufluences
among the masses, As the probabilities are
that of the Earopean nations Russia will be
the last to obtain free institutions, it may be
expected that parsecution will there fiad its
last stron ghn‘.dl?




