THE NEW INMATE OF HILFONT.

A THRILLING STORY OF OLD ENGLAND.

UHAPTER XL

““Lucy Crofton ! ah,
cause you Lave lived so long abroad,” said

This scene continued to po on gtill fora | the firsu EF}EEI':['EI‘. ] -ﬂ'II]:f Enow that 1

few days longer; Lucy was less liberal of |

should never marry & man who had been in
love before. I sghould always suppose he

her mueic, but quite ready to talk with|yaq thinking of the other ludy ! 1 would
anybody, and particalarly with Mr, Sedge- | not for all the world !”

wick, and I can not say that Mr. Sedge-
wick neglected Clara. When he spoke to
her, the very tone of his voice was tender;

1 caught his eye following her light stepe | novel reader.
about the room many times, and he never |
passed by her chair without a caressing look |

| “I think every man has been in love
| before,” said Lucy.

“‘Oh, how shocking ! I never would
'marry anybody 1f 1 thonght so,” cried the
‘““Mr. Nugent, is 1t true?”
Now Bert:e was generally bold enough of
In the present inetance, huwever,
that he stood alone, the

| speech,
whether 11 was

or word. But this thing was certair, that | sole representative of the lords of creation,
he did not seek her society; that he chatted | whether it was the eyes of 80 mauy girle

with Lucy by the hour, abont subjects quite
out of Clara’s range, it is true but by no
means beyond her intelligence, looking
very much as though the child belon zed to
him and he was foud of her, yet never
expecting that there could be companionghip
between them. And it is quite true that
when the sisters burst into my dressing-
room to tell me of the wonderful
which had startled their youth, Clara was

event

upon him that confused him, or whether it

| was some secret sentiment In the young
Igentleman'a heart, I can not tell ; buat
' Bertie stammered, hesitated, blushed, and
|mnd¢ final answer with a nervous laugh,
| that “‘really he had so little experience on
the subject, he could not say.”

Whereupon my niece, Mary, a merry-
hearted girl, began to ‘‘tease’’ Beriie, and
under covert of this, to my utter amaze, |
' overheard Lucy say—‘‘ You know Mr.
| Sedgzewick, Mary ; he looks juet like a hero
| doesn’t he ? Do you Enow [ heard a laay

quite a child; but these days were aging | tell Aunt Clare that she had refused him,

my little girl,
more in the history of her life than many

years, and I do not think she was such a | i, §ionantly, throwing an anxious

child now.
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| “The more shame for the lady to say
'apything about it !” said Marv Crofton,
£ 3 _ giance
' back at Clare ; ““but perhaps he might even

5 - ® l. Y vl ¥
““ Derwent’ said I, one morning, when | fall in love three times, and I hope nobody

my patience was near giving way ‘‘ do you

| would care 7°
| And Mary rose and changed her seat,

: : , | .
think you have any influence with Luey | fy]] of virtuous resentment, but comforted

Croften ?”

Derwent, who was in his diessing-gown,
came forward to me, swinging in his hand
the tassels of his girdle. ** Have 1 any in-
fluence with Luecy Crofton? A very odd
question, Clara. Notso much as you have,
Idaresay. But why do you ask ?

‘1 have no influence whatever over her”
said I; ** but she is making great unhapp-
iness, or I am very much deceived.”

My husband repeated over my words
apgain, in amazement. *‘* Making great
unhappiness ? Good little Luecy Crofton !
My love, what do you mean?”’

*“1 mean that,’ said I ; **she draws
Hugh Sedgewick to her side constantly,
they are never apart, and I tremble for my
dear little girl.”

Derwent opened his eyes wide, stared at
me, and then langhed.

““Do you think her artful and deigning,
Clara ?” he eaid, “‘These are the words
you ladies use when you suspect one of
your number ; come don't be unjust. I
dare say Lucy likes to talk with Sedgewick
he’s a clever fellow, and hae seen a great
deal of the world. But what has that to
do with your dear little girl ¥”

““Ie it possible you can see what pasces
every night in your own house,” said I,
“and yet ask me that question *’

“Upon my word, it is quite possible ;
what passes every night in my own house I
don’t know,"” eaid Derwent. “1 dare sav
it is 8ome invention of Mre. Roberta. When
Little girle are s0 ambitious, Clare, they
muet tage the risks. How cun Sedgewick
talk to that child #”

I had almost eaid ‘““she is worth ten
guch a8 Luecy :” but paused in vime; for Mr.
Crofton had a warm heart to his own blood.
So I did not say anything, but remained
locking a little sullen, as I supposed Der-
went thoupght.

“You ask if I kave eny influence with
Luey. Do you meau that 1 should use it
to prevent her from talking to Mr. Sedge-
wick ?” said Derwent gravely.

““No ; certainly that is not what I mean.

There is nothing to be done, I perceive, " |

sald 1. “‘It must be left to time and pro-
vidence ; you are quite right.”

““I am very glad to hear it, Clare, ” said
my husband, langhing, ‘“though I am not
aware that 1 eaid anything abouat time or
providence. Come to breakfast. At any
rate, there is not the slightest reason for
beicg out of temper with me.”’

That was true, certainly, and no advant-
age to be got out of it either, for Derwent
was imperturbable, and never gave one the
least satisfaction in getling angry ; so we
went to breakiust, and Lucy kissed me,and
we were all as harmonious and friendly as
possible downstairs,

_ That day the young ladies chose to gather
in a cluster round the fire in the breakfast
room. It was wet, and there wes nothio
to be done or seen out of doors. The
gentiemen were playing billiards, or read-
Ing newspapers,or at least doing something
which carried them out of our society :only
Bertie lingered among the girls by the fire.
Bertie displayed an unusual liking for
female society just at present. I could not
say that my match-making scheme made de-
cided progress; but certainly Bertie kept
most perseveringly in the vicinity of the
young ladies,and I thought—hoped —began
to address himself to Alice more than to
any of the rest. But then, being anxious
for this result, I believe I gave undue im-
portance to words which meant but little,
Alice was unusually grave, as she had been
for some time. Clara, on the contrary,was
in high spirits, and I could not help think-
ing that if she ever had been troubled,
something must have occurred this morn-
log to reassure her heart.

Mary Crofton of Stoke had been reading
a novel which she held open in her hand.
She was lnveighing against the hero, whom |
she could not tolerate. *‘If | had been
Julia,” cried this young lady, 1 should
never have married him !—never, if he had
gone on his knees twenty times a day !
And as for breaking his heart ! A raan who
forgot nie first love, and went and fell in
love with a second lady, I don’t believe
he had a heart to break !'”

‘“*Some people,” said the other Mary
sensibly, '‘mot only fall in love Lwice, but
many times. He was not 5o bad as that '’
“‘But why should Le not fall inlove twice?”
asked Luey,

' by the thought that ehe had discharged ner
last arrow emartly, and to the point. Had
any one else overheard the aside but me?

I conld not be sure. Clara was playing
with the little Fortescuea, cutting out
pretty things 1n paper to amuse them, Her
tace was very much flushed, and ghe turned
her head away,but was g0 buey,and worked
away eo guickly with her scissore that 1
wag rather at a loss to know. Yes, Alice
had heard! Her cheek, too, was red, her
eyes shining, her whole face beaming with
indignation and pity.

Lucy Crofton had meant it for their
benefit, and pot for Mary’s. Had Clara
heerd it, too?

But 1 found 1t quite impossible to decide
upon this, Clara sat between the twolitile
girls, merrier than ever—talking to them,

laughing with them, cutting out dogs and |

cats, children and flowers, to the i1ntense
admiration of the little ones—but never by
any chance looking at me or at her gister,
and, indeed, avoiding both eyes and speech
of any one in the room. 1 was greatly dis.
tressed what to do. If I explained to her
the real story, perhaps she had not heard
Lucy’s words, and wouald find in the ex-
planation only an incomprehensible inten-
tion of giving her pain ; and if she heard it,
what mugt the echild think? Not that
Hugh Sedgewick’s first love was a echool-
boy's famcy, but perhaps that it was a gad
disappointment, out of which pique and
wounded vride had driven him to seek her
own innocent heart and make itsad. I
was anxious to speak to Alice too, yet
afraid to leave that poor child alone, per-
haps to hear someéthing furthur insinuated
azalnst her peace. At last, to my great
comfort, little Mary Fortescue dragged
Clara ofl in triumph to show mamma her
achlevements on paper, and I seized the
opportunity to call Alice also out of the
room. Alice followed with a prond step;
she had always been a gerions child. Ske felt
herself outraged and insulted, as well as
her sister ; and Alice began to look stately
and majestic, as she had pever looked be-
fore, and as I did not think it was possible
for her to look ; she was rather tall, and her
hair had darkened since she became a
woman, and though there was a certain
swell of youthful heroies in her demeanor,
it became her well enough. * What is
wropg!” said Bertie, with a suodden per-
ception of eomething which mus: have
happened, as she passed him ; but 1 hasten-
ed her out before she could answer. I conld
eee that Alice was bitter in her own heart,
and classing all those happier young people
together ; I dild not choose she ehould reply
to Bertie now,

-—

‘““ My dear, do you think she heardit?"
cried I, anxiously, when we were out of the
room. *‘I do not know,” said Alice,
glowly and sadly, ‘‘she never kept her face
away from me cefore: but she had better
know it. I do not think it can come too
BOAOI,

“It 18 entirely a misrepresentation,”
said I. *‘I might almost use etrong words,
and it was certainly said with malice and
evil intention,
refused Huge Sedgewick was—DBut never
mind who she was, lvoceurred when he
was & boy at schaool,

To my utter amazement, Alice answered,
““Then 1t is really true—yousay it ? Ah,
Clara ought to know, if she did not hear!”

““Alice,” I exclaimed, *‘it wae a piece of
congence on the partof a school-boy—a boy
of eixteen or seventeen; do you not under-
stand what 1 mean*”

““Oh, please, Mre. Crofton, do not ke
angry ; I am very miserable. I would die to
gave her any pain,” said Alice; then grad-
ually calming down to her dignified expres-
sion—*‘Clara ie only seventeen,” she said,
quietly.

Here was a pretty business ! Clara was
only seventeen, and Hugh Sedgewick’s
boyish presumption was a serioue love and
disappointment in the eyes of Alice—
doubtless in the eyes of Clara also. I could
have laughed,and I am not sure that I conld
not have cried aleo, with eheer vexation
and helplessness ; for I might preach to)
them forever without being able to mova
these children from the unreason of their
youth.

*“At all events, say nothing to Clara,” I
exclaimed at last, in despair. *‘ I am not
in the least afraid of Hugh Sedgewick’s
gecond love,” ,

‘““But he might fallin love three times,’
said Alice with meaning. **Oh,Mrs.Crofton,
I am very unhappy; I wish we kad not
come to Hilfont., I kmow very well what
they all mean, end why he does not seek
Clara now—and I almost think she knows
too ; but she will not speak to me. Oh,
1% 18 cruel, eruel—Clara will die !’

“‘ Hush, Alice! 1 said peremptorily,
not anather word—it is mere f{ancy, and
you mugt not tell her. 1f you do I ehall be |
very much displeased.

Alize consented with reluctance, and we
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had to separute hastily, as some cne sud- | did not speak,

lesten, Alice, the lady who |

| seen again that day ; even I could not find | By
them in vheir own apartment. They came | forsake me go? Ciarn |

- | 0 ey 1. 1 A
I euppoee it's be- | But I could not help remarking that Clara, |

denly appeared. The sisters were scarcely

pride and youthful spirit conld maice them.

though she was tne voungest, had less of
the heroical and more of the real in her
youthful assumption of dignity than Alice
could boast. We ladies bestuwed npon
them both a good deal of secret observa-
tion : nothing was Baid, bul one after
another of the matrona among us pitied the
poor' child, and the two Marve tock
possesaicn of her, and spent their whole
impetuons, girlish energies in a*tempts to
amuse her—everybody saw that a crisis
approached.

| Everybody bnt Mr. Sedgewick, who |
| spcke to her with the same playfulness,
and passed her bv with the same affection-
| ate, careiess hod as usual, to hear Lucy’s
music, and join in Luey's talk about
foreign parts. 1 could not feel otherwise
than ont of patience with this man—a man
who prided himself upon his knowledge of
the world and of human nature, yet who
was blind as a mole to the troubled heart
and racking mind of the poor little girl
whom he professed to love, And looking
at Clara's face and at hig, I began to make
up my mind that this brief engagement
wag to come to an end immediately, and
had been nothing more than a fancy =o far
af he was concerned. Very well. Poor
little Clara suppoeed it would break her
heart : but, at all evente, it would cover
Hugh with contempt, and give everybody
a right to despise him, with which thought
I comforted myself.

That evening passed like the former
evening, Lucy piayed, and Hugh Sedge-
wick stood behind her chair. Lucy left
the piano, and by and by, quite naturally
and simply, it came about that Hugh
Sedgewick war called to her table, laugh-
ingly appealed to about semething which
nobody else knew. But the drama by
thias time had become painfully interesting
to the women present, None of us gepoke
to Lucy except inthe slightest manner,
and the two Mrs, Croftons, 1 could see,
had even come go far as Lo confide to each
other their dirapproval of her. But Bertie
and Mr. Sedgewick, sometimes Derwenrt,
made up to Lucy for our withdrawal ;
and poer little Clara, out of sight, looked
on and watched, with a strange change

upon her child's face—perhaps as strange
on her tender little heart.

CHAPTER XIL

Next morning, still somewhat excited
and nervous about this matter, and having
it much in my thoughts, I went to a little
inner rooia within the library to write
some letters, Both Clara and Alice knew
me to be there, and I had given them s=ome
little matvers to do for me, which I sup-
posed would accupy them till I was at
liberty, for 1 wished to keep them as mnch
as poesible out of the society of Lucy.

Knowing this, I was much surprised, a
few minutee after, to hear Clara’s voice in
the library. My door wae open, and I
could hear what shesaid, I rose suddenly,
that 1 might not be a clandestine listener,
when I remembered that Clara knew where
I was, and took my seat again. It was, I
suppoee, an innocent artifice of her own,
puor child, to let me know what she was
about to do. - But I started painfully when
I heard the other voice.

“‘Clara, don’t run away, child” =aid Mr.
Sedgewick; ina tone of pleased surprise.
““Snbmit, you little rebel, and tell me what
you mean by keeping away from me. I did
not see you all yesterday; you shall stay
now."

‘I mean to stay,’’ said Clara’s soft young
voice, trembling yet strangely firm. ‘‘But
please don’vspeak, Mr. Sedgewick ; I am
going to epeak, please.™

‘“‘And so you shall, sweetheart, as much
and as long a8 vou will; you could not
please me better,” cried the lover and
certainly in a voice so lovelike that I conld
scarcely even be provoked with him for
appearing so totally nnconscious of his own
misdeeds,

“No, no! Let me stand here,” said
Clara her voice tremhling more and more.
“‘Oh, don't say anything ! Let me speak.
Ub, Mr. Sedeewick, it is all a mistake. 1
would not believe 1t for a long, long time;
but 1 see it plain now. Perhaps you were
fond of mea little, for 1 knew you would
not say anything that was not true. You
were fond of me, ag if 1 were your little
sister ; but all the rest was wrong—all a
mistake. O(h, do not say anything, Mr,
Sedgewick !| I know itnow.”

“What was all a mistake? Clara, you
mustnot trifle with me,” said Mr. Sedge-
wick, with the tone of a man injured and
superior, who is determined to check at
once an unwarrantable caprice,

‘* And you must not trifle with me,”
cried Clara with a sndden inspiration, ** You
are '‘a man, and you know everything
better than 1 do ; but you asked me to be
with you all my life—you asked me to be
your wife. You said you were happy when
I was with you, snd wounld be happy any-
where with me. You sald eo; it 18 not
my fancy, though sometimes ] almost think
1t muet have been. You said so, and be-
ceuse you said 1t I wase sure it was true,
That is only & month ago,” said Clara, her
voice breaking and falling once more,
‘““But now we are both in the same house
and in the same room, andwhether you are
happy or not I cannot tell; but you are
not happy because of me.”

‘‘Clara, what does this mean?’ cried
Sedgewick ; and for the first time there was
a little of conscience in his voice,

‘““It means—oh, I am not angry—]1 am
not surprised—not very, when I ccme to
think,” eaid Clara, one sudden sob inter-
rupting her against her will. ** It means—
it 18 not anybody’e fault, and just a4 mistake
—all a mistake ; and I cannot let it go on
any longer, Though I am only seventeen,”
said Clara with a pathetic girlish dignity,
*“1 am a woman, and nobody must be fond
of me and do me disrespect ; nobody must
want me for a wife, and somebody else for
& companion. You think I am little
ana young, and do mot mind: but I do
mind, and you would despise meif I did not.
Oh, Mr. Sedgewick, 1 am nol angry—I
am not blaming anybody ; butonly it is all
a mistake.” )

There was a little silence—a time of great
anxiety and trembling to me ; for 1 knew
thatsilence was the very thing to OVerpower
Clara, by leaving her free to the recoil of
hrr own feelings. 1 have no doubt it was
to her also the hardest time of che whole
interview, for I heard cne gob and then
another extorted from her by the wviolence

of nature, while still her lover paused, and

down to dinner arm-in-arm, both somewhat | MY OWll .
fluehed, and both as stately as wounded |

““Clara,” he said after a time, ‘‘Clara,
Clara ! do you mean to cast me away and |
! you whom 1 called |
1
He to make such an appeal! as if the
innocent c¢hild did it out of caprice and
perverseness | But | dare say he knew 1t
wis good for hieown end. She could not
bear it. The sobe came faster, ana whether
or not ehe yielded in resolution, she had
beyond guestion yielded a'ready to tears.

Youn did not expect me to be fanitless,”
he cried again. *‘Yes, | am older than you:
[ am etained with the werld. But, Clara,
Clara, 18 myv angel to forsake me us soon s
I do wrong ?

] rose from my chair in impatience long-
ing, ] confese 1t, to interfere and convict
him. Counld Clara be satisfied with this?

“Mr. Sedgewick,” she said, with a
steadier voice, regaining courage, *‘it is
not proper to say ‘when you do wrong.” [f

you «id wrong—real wrong—I ehould be
very sorty—more sorry than for anything
in the world ; but I never wounid forsake
you. But oh, thisis sodifferent ! You are
not doing wrong ; it was only a mistake.
And please say good-by tome now, and let

me go."

“Good-by ? 1 defy you,” said Hugh
Sedgewick, suddenly adopting fome
violent means or other, which of course

my cavesdropping concealment could
not pry into. *‘“Yes, go by all
meane, 1f you can—go ! 1 shall let my
life go eooner. Go! when I  only
begin to know, a dolt that I am, the
treasure I have got. Don’t speak—it is
my torn! Yes, Clara, you are right, I

have made a mistake; [ looked to you
only for love, comfort, the secret. spring and
joy of my life. I did not look to yon for
everything. It was all a mistake-—but 1
too have found it out now—"

““ Oh, Mr. Sedgewick | don’t understand
vou,” said Clara; but she did not say,
Let me go,

““ Yes, you do,” said, this disrespectful
lover, * You underetand everything about
it better than I can tell you, Yonu under-
stand this ass thonght himself wiser than
you and expected that only by-and-by
years after this, you would begin to care
about his tastes and enter into his pleasures,
Yes, Clara you were right, my darling, but
not as you suppose. It is all a mistake. I
was taking but the half of what God has
given me—but now you shall find to your
cost, you rash little girl, if anything will
content me that is a hair’s-breadth less than
the whole.”

““Oh, Mr. Sedgewick, don’t speak so—I
do not know what vou mean,” cried poor
Clara, FPoor little Clara, she was a bad
pretender ; though she tried to keep it up
and meant it, resolution and reality were
faltering together out of her voice.

Then I bethought me of my concealment.
Hugh Sedgewick was proceeding 1n a man-
ner which was not adapted for the hear-
ing of a third party, and I did not suppose
that my known presence vas any longer
comfortable to Clara. Accordingly, with
great boldness, | made a noise at the door,
and issuing hence a minute or two after,
found Mr. Sedgewick filushed with excite-
ment,embarrassment, and nomenfary anger
at this interruption, and Clara, trembling
and tearful, trying te look as sad and as
suffering and as resolute as she was this
morning, but looking only a perfect little
cheat and & sham—a wmasquerading happi-
ness in tears,

““] must beg yon to forgive me,” said I ;
*“] thought Clara knew I was here in the
first place, and then I found it impossible
to interrupt you. Mr. Sedgewick ; Clara
will forgive her oldest friend.”

He hesitated for a moment—only a
moment—and then held out his hand frank-
ly. ““Congratunlate me! he said. *‘*We
have had & quarrel and found each other
out.”

‘1 am very glad. Be merciful to my
breach of honor for the sake of it," said I;
and stooping to kies my poor Clara’s cheek,
1 was hastening away, when Mr, Sedgewick
stopped me again,

““ You are her oldeat friend,” he said-
“ You give her to me heartily, do you not ?”

For a moment 1 hesitated. Alas for
Clara’s resolution ! I saw her shy, wistful,
deprecating look—the glanze of a moment,
She no longer thought it was all a mistake.
Then I looked inte Hugh Sedgewick’s eyes
—into his eyes; my reason was urgent.
And then I said, heartily, **I do.”

Yes, he had made a mistake ; but, thanks
to Clara’s courage and his own candor, he
had found it out ; and I do not vthink he
wad likely ever to make such a mistake
again,

In the drawiug room I found Alice, rest-
less, wandering about, going from window
to window, and from table to table. No-
body else was in the room. Her whole face
grew crimson with anxiety and excitement
as | entered. Sne made achoking pause,
to command hereelf, evidently thinking
that Clara would follow me; but when Clara
did not follow me, and I sat down guietly
in my usual seat, Alice could no longer
control herzelf. She came to me, and
dropped on her knees by my side. *‘Clara,
our Clara ! cried Alice. “*Oh, Mrs. Crofton,
do vou know—""

“Take comfort, my dear, ’said I; “Clara
is very well and very happy. Don’t be
afraid.”

“Do you mean it ie all over " cried Alice,
gazing at me with her astonished eyes.

“‘Jt 18 al) over,” said I. *‘It was only
partly his fault, at worst, and he eees his
mistake.”

Alice got up quietly from her knees when
I said that, and went about the business 1
had committed to her. She was happy and
pleased, and satisfied in her heart; Euh still
a little, just a little, disappointed. Clara
had bezn a rad and lofity heroine, ‘‘sacrific.
ing” herself half an hour ago in the imagin-
ation of her sympathetic gister; now she
was & happy little bride again, much
beloved and better understood, and self-
gacrificeof any kind was totally unnecessary.
I am not sure that Clara, happy as she was,
did rot feel the downfall evenin her own
persop, Alice was extremely happy too,
and very soon recovered her entire pride
and pleasiare 1n her sister's prospects; but
gshe was beyond question disappointed when
she rose from my gide,

(7O BE CONTINUED. )
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D. A. Buck, a resident of Waterbury
Conp., once made a perfect steam engine
that was o small that the engine, boilers,
governors and pumpe all stood on a space
only one-fourth of an inch in diameter and
less tnan geven-sixteentha of an inch high.
The epgine had 148 distinet parts, held
together by fifty-twoscrews. The diameter
of the cylinder was but one-twenty-sixth of
an inch, and the whole affair, not inelud-
icg the base plate, weighed but three

COLOSSAL BRITISH F

The linmrense Sums of Wone
Hent by BEritish Landis

The Harl of Derby draws from his tenant
farmers upwards of S850.000 a vear. This
18 euppiemented by his Liverpool property.
This fortunate family owns nearly all the
town of Bury. The total insome of the
larl of Derby is close on §1,750,000 a year.
The Karl of Sefton’s is another family
which has done well out of Liverpool, for,
in addition to estates producing $250,000 a
year, and ground rents $350,000 more,
they received 51,250,000 for 370 acres of
land required by the 'corporation for a
public park. Mr. Gladstone, in addition
to $500,000 left him by his father, has the
rent-roll of the Hewarden estate, which

came into the possession of his wife on the
death of the last male GGlynne. Add to the
estate, which is worth $90,8(5 a year.
another 310,000 for royalties and 225,000
as Prime Minister, and you have in round
numbers $125,000 a vear, KEarl Vane has
$300,000 a year, in addition to hiz coal
royalties, which extend over 12,004) acres.
Coal 1s worth to the Earl of Fitzwilliam
£500,000 a .year, in addition to spother
£630,000, the value of his estates, in York-
shire and Ireland. The Marquis of Lon-
donderry, who sells l:is coal wholesale and
retail, has, with land, a renteroll of $915,-
000 a year. The Marquis of Salisbury’s
London property in the neighbournood of
St. Maruin’s lane and the Strand is said to
bring him §350,000 a year. The Marquis’
other estates produce $1065,000 per annum.
As the Duke of Devonshire owns 193,315
acres of land, producing a revenue ot $865,-
000 a year, he isnot likely to accept the
million which has been offered for Devon-
shire house and grounds at Piceadilly.

The Duke of Hamilton’s mining royalties
amount to no less than $570,000 a year.
His otker estates bring in $365,000 per
annum, Lord Burton, of Bass fame, is
worth over $500,000 a vear, and the family
of the late Mr. Crawshay, the Welsh iron-
monger, has the handling of $10,000,000.
\When the iron trade was brigk, the Earl of
Dudley netted yearly $150,000. The Dud-
ley diamonds are worth £2,500,000, The
Duke of Norfolk has an income of 31,845, -
000 a year, the Duke of Northumberland
$880,000, and Earl Rosebery $180,000, to
ray nothing of $10,000,G00 his wife brought
him.

R

DEATII'S CARNIVAL IN CHINA.

secenes in the Path of the Pestilence —The
Thiefin the Placuestiricken House,

The reports of the plague at Hong Kong
and Cauton show the deadly effect of a
disease that seems to be due mainly to filth
and insanitary conditions. From private
letters from Canton it is learned that the
plague broke out in the old inner city in the
Mohammedan quarter, and that as many
as 100 dead a day were taken out, :

For some time little attention was paid to
the deatns from the disease, but when the
supply ot coffins ran cut and orders had to
be sent to other places, then the alarm
gpread. Tha disease followed the alarm
very epeedily, and soon deaths from it oc-

curred in all parts of Canton, and even in
the suburban villages, where the wealthy
residents had fled.

The old Mohammedan qguarter of Canton,
where the disease first appeard, is probably
as fiithy and crowded as the worst parts of
Bombay or Calcutta. No attempt is made
to remove night soil or the debris trom
kitchens. Huge heaps of decaying refuse
may be seenon every corner, the stench
from which 13 fearful. According to all
medical laws no one ought to be able to
live in such an atmosphere, but those
people not attacked by the plague appear
to be vigorous. Now signs of death are
seen on every hand. Itis estimated that
60,000 have died in the native quarter of
Canton. One big charitable dispensary
announces that it has given away 2,000
cotfine,

No attempt is made to provide coffina for
children. The little victimsare wrapped in
pieces of matting and thrown into the grave.
Usually a funeral 18 the scene of noisy
mourning, and white and blue lanterns are
the symbols that death has visited a house
Now the lanterns are frequently absent,and
many bodiesare buried without any of the
customary ceremonies,

From Hong Kong reports are very dia-
couraging. The latest news says thirty-five
deaths occur daily, and that the malady is
spresding to all purts of the native city,and
now threatens the foreign quarter. The
slaughter of pigs has been prohibited,as well
as the catching of fish, for fish are said to be |
infected by the disease. So virulent is the |
plague that many have been struck down as|
they were being borne throungh the streets in,
sedan chaire. Tae physicians attribute the
disease td foul smells,and the death of thase

people in chairs would go far to bear out

this theory.

A mnative paper gives a curious incident
showing the lawlessness that prevails in the
infected quarter. All of a rich Chinaman’s
household hal succumbed to the plague ex-
cept one daughter, She was sitting in the
lonely house, but felt too ill to go out and
buy coffins for her dead. Suddeniy a thief,

who had broken into the premises,appeared.
She offered him mooey to buy coffins and
promized if he fulfilled the commission to
let him take any article he wished.

He roon returned only to find the girl
dead. He set to work to loot the premises,
but was seized by the plague and died be-
fore he could get out ot the house,

Colors from Coal Tar.

(‘oal tar, formerly considered a waste and
a regular nuisance to gasworkers, is now
utilized as one of the most valuable ¢olor
producers. Chemists have extracted from
it sixteen shades of blue, the same number
of various tint3 of yellow, twelve of orange,
numerous other

colors, shades and tints. A late magazine
writer in Bumm:ing up an article on ** Uses
of Uoal Tar,” says: *“ The amount of color-
ing matter stored in coal is so great fnat
one pound of the common bituminous varie-
ty will yield sufficient magenta to cover
500 yards of flannel, aurine for 120 yards,
vermilion for 2,560 yards and alizarine for

nive of violet, besides

ﬁl"ﬂ.iﬂﬂ.

255 yards of turkey red cloth.”



