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There is a lone upper world among
the Connemara hills seldom visited by
any wayfarer from the ordinary paths
of life. Mountains form bulwarks
around it: the gates Into it are nar-
row deflles bLetween rugged crags; the
centres of its silent valleys are deep
lakes, cold and gray as steel, or black
with the shadow of the rain-clouds. By
the water's margin the dark sullen
earth with its gorgeous clothing of pur-
ple and embroideries of emerald green
upheaves in curious knolls and bosses.
or stretches away in wind-swept levels.
The peaks around take fantastic shapes,
and in twilight the place is like some
region of Hades, where disembodied
souls walk 1n shadow and muse upon
the mysteries that death had unfold-
ed to them.

Uncongenial as it appears to human
life, there are a few inhabitants of this
world of silent gloom and barren
beauty. Here and tlLere the infrequent
traveller will come upon am isolated r.:?..b—
in built of rude stone and roofed with
tte sod, hardly distinguishable from the
beather-capped rock except for the
curl of smoke that steals through a
hole from the hearthstone within. On
4 summer morning an inquisitive ex-
plorer of this lonesome world passed PF
one of these smoking hovels, and while
gazing on it in dismay, almost ax?ent-
ing to see a gnome or monster 1ssue
from it, was startled by the appearance
of an exquisite face which shone on hu:‘ll
for a moment and vanished.  The soli-
tary rambler in so eerie a spot was atb
the moment in an imaginative mun@.
and open to all influences of the beautl-
ful and supernatural, and almost be-
lieved that a sprite of the mountain had
¢rossed his path, and that she had a
fateful message for him in her eyes;
but shaking himself into a more ration-
al frame of mind he went his way, with
only a lingering look @t the cabin,
which seemed to retreat imto the fast-
messes of the rock. Yet, im spite of
common sense, the wild beautiful eyes
of the mountain girl pursued him, the
message that lay a mystery im their
depths bewitched him, and finally, as
the sun shot forth long shafts of
flame and lances of gold, setting fierily
behind a cluster of blackening moun-
tain-peaks, he turned upon his heel, and
retraced his steps in the direction of
the enchanted howel.

Macha, the owner of the beautiful
face, had withdrawn it hastily into the
interior of the cabin, scared at the un-
wonted sight of al stranger, as low-
land dwellers might be scared by a
ghost. The cabin was so poor
that, only for the red hearth and the
warm gmell of smoke, it might have
been mistaken for a .shed for cattle.
The earthen floor was uneven and full
of holes ; the roof, of heather and sticks,
was blackemed with smoke; the hearth-
stone was broken. One crazy table,
one chair, and two or three otherl non-
descript seats; a kettle, a pot, a bat-
tered tin-can, and a few mugs and
plates—these were the chief contents of

the dwelling’s principal room. Look-
Ing around, one might well ask by what
means life could be supported in this
place. Patches of potatoes that strug-
gled for existence belween and
rock close by, and a black cuttimg, that
showed like an ugly wound on the face
of a distant level, and was the turf-
mine—these gave the only answer to
such inquiry. An old woman sat spin-
ning in the corner of the cabin, Ean
and smoke-dried, like a mummy, her
dark-red garment, and the yellow hand-
erchief wound turban-wise round her
ead, making a spot of subdued color
in the murky picture, The contents
of a pot of potatoes had been turned
out on the : and Maacha, who with
g peculiar cry had summoned the fam-
ily from their work at the bogl to din-
mer, stood im the middle of the floor,
with a light falling on her from the
eky, across the mountain-peaks, through
the smoked-stained doorway. Her skirt
of crimson wool, spun by the grandame
imn the cormer, and dyed with madder
ﬁum herself, was short enough to
w |her white feet, shining on the
earthen floor. Over it she wore a shart
brown bodice, and a few yards of coarse
ellow-white calico were wound about
shoullders, and had been about her
head, but the drapery had fallen back
in a sort of cowl behind her neck. No
white lily or golden rose was ever so
beautiful as the face of Macha, erowned
with its honey-coloured hair, set with
eyes dark and blue, with a look half
gweet, half troubled ; a rose-red mouth,
tinted to match fiowers the girl had
never seen, and creamy, satin-smooth,
dimpled cheeks. The '-t-‘::j' ip which her
head was set on her shoulders, the pose
of her figure, and the movements of her
white bare arms recalled the goddesses
in marble of the early Ureeks. With
her almost superhuman beauty, where
had Macha come from—to battle with
the elements for life, to grow sun-
tanned, weather-beaten, lean, and
withered in' the struggle to foree the
potato out of the rock and peat out
of the rg,egcmdgl'bogi What was she Ho-
Ing in this dreary upper world of the
barren Irish hiils; how could she be
the granddauglter of the unlovely crone
in the corner; and why had generations
of ignorance and Lunger and rude toil
produced her? If must be that Nature
Lad created her for a whim, making her
a sort of image and expression ulFfr the
wild beauty of this picturesque wild-
BITIASS,

The after-glow of the sunset was
abroad when Macha went out again, to
roam round the lake in a fashion of her
own. A strange amber-and-red re-
flection illuminated one side of the sky '

ven were pictured in the lake—the
gemmed meadows and luridly illuminat=-
ed deserts on high, the blackening hills,
and the moving shape of orange, brown,
and purple that caught and rent the
fringes of the slowly approaching night.

Macha clasped her hands over her
head, and gazed round her half fear-
fully, enjoying and understanding the
béeauty of it all. She had heard of
a shining city beyond the gold and sil-
ver gates of the sun and the moon ; also
of earthly cities, wonderful too, but not
so beauwtiful, that lay down below the
mountains in the busy world of mgen.
She meant to go to the one, but she did
not eare to visit the others. Her moum-
tain home, with its inhalbitants, con-
tained the desires of her heart. 'The
old brown erucifix on the cabin-wall was
her passport to the final happy desti-
nation of all patient souls, whither she
and all she loved would depart when
the Master should send them a mes-
sage to come. Nothing natural or sup-
ernatural dismayed or disgusted her.
If there were spirits in the rocks and
fairies in the lake, the Almighty Knew,
what they were doing there, and every-
thing was all for the best,

““Macha, come imn," called her mother,

from the cabin. “‘Something will get
j"m].."
“Ay, mother, I am coming,” sald
Macha ; but still she lingered, look-
ing hard at a piece of rock that seemed
to be taking the shape of “something.”
The clouds are alive, and move, and
change—wihy should not the rocks ? Sud-
denly a living person seemed to emerge
out of the rock, and come beside her;
and, startled, she would have fallen in-
to the lake had not a strong arm seized
her and swumg her into safety.

“Holy Mother! I mearly drowned
you!l” cried Macha, looking at the same
traveller who had passed the cabin in
the momming. :

“I mearly drowned you,” said the
stranger, gazing in wonder at her
beauty, whuwch seemed to have become
almost umearthly, as the still warm
glow from one side irradiated her hair,
and the greenish moonlight from the
other whitened her round cheek and
the drapery of her shoulder. :

“I thought you were—him who lives
dowmn imn the lake,” whispered Macha.

“Who is he B

She looked all round in the air, and

her lovely face caught a thousand re- |

flections of flitting colours and lights.
Them she signed with her hand to-
wards the dark lake. )

“The water is deep,” she said, “and

there is many a thing down there. Hl;tl
you are a living man, for 1 saw, you in |

the morming."

The person addressed felt a strange
thrill as she spoke and put out her
round gleaming arm and touched his
hand with her warm fingers, as if to
assure bherself thhat her own words were
true, and thet bhe was indeed a living
aamn. f

“And you are a living woman,” he
saud. I almost thought you were a
spirit moving along the edge of the
lake. Why du you keep so close to the
edge? 1 thought I saw you walking on
the water." :

“I like to look in and see, what I can
see,"” sald the girl mysteriously.

“And do you always walk here in the
evenings ¥"’ .

“Yes, and sometimes a bit at dawn.
Mother says something wicked will
meet me. But I have -only met you,
and you are not wicked.”

“I am not as good as I ought| to be,”
sald the mamn tremulously, answerin
the look of simple falth and approva
in the girl's wonderful eyes. “'But 1
hope I am not altogether wicked ;" and
the strangeness of his own humility

“l do not much beiieve in wickedness
myself,"” said Macha, “except, of course
in the great dhiaoul,”” (devil), crossing
herself. ““But he will never hurt me,
unless I do something wrong.”

““What do you see when you walk here
in the dawm %"

“] see the blessed spirits trooping up
and down the skies. Anybody could
see them. Sometiunes they come down
upon the hills; but they change into
white clowds and run away when they
come too near me. There s my mother
calling me, and the supper is ready.”

“By what pame is she calling you?f"

“Macha is my name. If you will eat
a few potatoes I will bring them out
to you."” :

“I am not bungry, Macha, and I am
going back to the iom. But if you offer
me some another day I will take them.”

The girl went in to her mother, and
the stramger returned through the
brightening moonlight down the rug-
ged mountain, retracing the steps he
had made in the morning. The inn lay
under the hills, and a few miles below
the wild region where Macha had bLeen

born, in which she had grown to wo- !

manhood, eating the potatoes she had
helped to produce, and watching the
blessed spirits trooping up and down
the skies,

“Something will get you,” said Ma-
cha's mother for the bundredth time,
as the girl appeared f[or her supper;
and she was not wrong, for Fate had
got hold of Madha that very might.

BStrange and unaccountable are the
whims of men. Here was one with
wealth and rank, accustomed to all that
is cultivated, witty, and beaufiful am-
ong women, and yet having gone fancy-
free till rather a later period of bach-
elorhood, he had climbed a savage
mountain in an isolated corner of what
he considered an uncivilized country, to
fall in love with a wild girl with a
wild name, who lived upon potatoes in
a hovel under a rock! And he did not
feel ashamed of himself.. Contrastsand
inconsistencies had always possessed a
fascination for him. Did not the spof-
less white flower of the bog flourish
there as purely as though it had not
sprung out of the black slimy sub-
stance that held its root? And Macha,
with her shining bare feet and arms,

all the more enchanting to his imagin-
ation because she had sprung with her
spontaneous loveliness, out of the moun-
tain, and had been nourished and per-
fected between the wind amd the sun,
without help from ‘civilization' or a
lesson from ‘art.’ |

He was going back to the inn that he
might have further opportunities of see-
img this girl, and yet he told himself
that his admiration for her was mere-
ly an abstract idea; that, after he had
seen her a few times and studied her
excepltional beauty and character, he
would go on his way contented, rejoic-
ing to have perceived that Nature can
be still so lovely and unspoiled in her

and the mountain-peaks, intensified by

loomy fringes trailing along the |
orizon. Delicate green tints over-
spread the other; and in this fairer |
gkyey Tfield had blossemed the round |
white moon, brightening momentarily, |
and shining among the early stars like
a lily among dgisies. FEarth and hea-

' night

own secret fasimesses, beyond the ken
of the world. Mis rest was broken that
by a new excitement; and he
wakened in the dawn to fancy he saw
Macha walking, with her bare white
feet, in the rosy light round the marg-
in of the lake. He wanted to hear her

i&'ﬂice again, and feel the touch of her

nd her face li poet's dream, was | : : : :
R &L e like a o | Then, if you love him like that, my |

hand. Tt struck him as remarkable
that she had shown no shyness of him,
speaking to him as naturally as if he
had been her brother:; and he divined
that this was so because she knew no-
thing of ranks and classes. Only the
supernatural had power to awe her,and
she had felt safe and happy as soon
as she had assured herself that he was
a living man. Accustomed to the at-
tentions of women, he would have fell
less attraction towards Macha had she
shown any desire for his return. The
absence of all coquetry in her delighted
him.

The girl thought of him, lyng on her
straw bed in the dead of the mnight.
| There was a hole in the roof above her
head, a hole that would be thatched ov-
er with heather for the winter, but at
present it was good to let im the air
of heaven. Through it Macha could see
a star shining in the sky, like a litile
island of splendor in an ocean of dark
blue, and the rugeed twigs of the brok-
en heather made a rough frame for the
bit of glory. The beauty of Macha's
face lay quenched in darkness beneath,
but her soul escaped through the open-
ing up to the kindred mystery of the
star, carrying with it the memory of
the event of the evening. Her mind
rested with placid wonder on the oceur-
ence of her meeting with the strang-
er. She had not fallen in love with
him, as he with her, nor did the dream
him, as he with her, nor did she dream
of such a thing. Round about her lay
her mother, her grandmother, her little
sisters, sleeping soumndly, with the love
of Macha asleep in their hearts. She
loved them passionately, and had no
thought or hope for herself apart from
them. T owork with them hand and
potatoes and turf to enable them to live
foot, that they might all have emough
together, without more pain than they
lcould endure, this was the one object
of her existence. Vague splendors and
delicious rest and joy were, she knew
awaiting them all beyond the gates of
the sun., The only thing to be desired
was that they might not be parted
meanwhile in their purgatory on the
lonely mountain. As the night erept on
and the stars waxed brighter, Macha
owned to herself that the ‘living man’
might have been 'him who lives down
in the lake’ after all. Pondering this
doubt, she fell fast asleep.

The stranger reappeared next day,
and for many days afterwards haunted
the mountain. Macha bad leave from
her mother to accompany him in his
search for the wild-flowers which, he
explained to them, he wanted for scien-
tific purposes. The 1little sisters frisk-
ed about them and took their share in
| the search dancing like young kids on
| the edge of pmﬂi;]zimq, with wild bright
'eyes and flying locks. Potatoes boiled
in the cabin were eatlen on the heather,
rand the long summer days went past
like the 1 s on a golden rosary, told
brightly throuigh the fingers. The man
was brotherly and kind with the little
girls and the elder women, but he re-
cognized a gulf between them and Ma-
cha. Their speech translated literally
from the Irish, though poetic and mus-
ical enough, was not delicately correct,
as his ear imagined hers to be; their
swift feet were not white, nor was
their clothing spotless. Macha, who
bathed in the lake every morning, and
hung out her yellow hair to dry in the
first beams of the sun, and who wore
her well-bleached draperies like a prin-
cess, could not keep young nor old
from dyeing their skins and garments
in the hog-holes. An instinctive pers-
onal delicacy had come to Macha with
her exceptional beauty. At the end of
a fortnight the stranger told himself
| that this mountain flower was worthy
of being transplanted into the bright-
est parierre ever c¢herished by man.
And what a month ago would have ap-
peared to him only madness seemed now
the most sensible course he could pur-
sue

. Macha came into the cabin one even-
ing in the gloaming, with a face of dis-
imay. .

“Mother!"” she said, grasping her mo-
ther’s arm.

“What is on you, child§g”

“The sassenach is asking me to go
away with him."”

“*Away with him "

“He wants to give me a satin gown
and a ring, and to take me fo hs
home.""

“Well, wavourneen,” with a long
sigh, “if he makes you a Lrue wife and
is good to you, you would be better with
'hirn than here.”

“Mother,”” cried the girl passionate-
ly,” “have I vexed you, have I angered

|

you, that you would turn me from
your door 2"
“Turn you away, asthore machreel

Macha, are you mad? Wouldn't it be
only to see you happy and well? 1
suppose Lhe man has a good farm and
can pay his rent. And you would be
well warmed and fed, my Macha, though
your mother’'s hearth would be blank.”

“1 don't want to be well warmed and
fed; T am as well-off as you and the
grandmother and the girshes. He
would take me out to England, over
the sea—away, away to the olher side
of the world!”

And the girl sobbed wildly on her
mother's shoulder. i

“Send bim off then, wacushla mach-
ree. Why need you bLrealk your heart
about what nobody is going to bid you
do? Your mother before you never
jwore a fine gown; and we will be hun-
gry together as we always were.”

Macha's weeping subsided a litthe;
but only to break out again as fiercely
as before.

“] cannot send him away, mother! 1
llove him as well as you. O, why did
|he ever come over the mountain? Bet-
Ler it had Lbeen him that lives down 1n

(the lake !l

| The mother stood aghast. “"Holy
r‘VirgEn.'” she cried; "and ‘'iis only a
score of days since we saw him first.

| i -
|[];1ugi11.er, you are bound to be his wife.

' You must go—even to England over the
'sea |"

| *“You don’t know what you are say-
| mg, mother. How could I live without
iseewng your facef"

| ““As many have to live, my Macha.

:HlE: potato-seed, or a piece of the good

flannel to keep us warm.”
| Macha looked piteously in her mo-
ther’'s eyes, and then round the famn-
iliar cabin; the storm came down up-
lon her heart, and she flung up her
larms and fell into a swoon. Her lover,
arriving up the mountain, found her
lying white on the heather outside the
door with her head on her mofher's
knees, and was thus led into uttering
' promises which, else, he might never
' have made, -

“It's only the heart that is too strong
im her,” shid the poor mother sorrow-

fully. *“It is ill to love a stranger that
must part you from your own.”

“l swear to bring her back,” said the |
man eagerly. “'She shall come when-
ever she pleases, and bring as many
good things as she likes. We might
even build a house in the valley below.”

At this the eclor began to return to Ma-
cha's cheeks; and the comfortable pro-
mises sank deep into her mind.

Little by litile the struggle between
the new love and the old was softened
away; the will of the stranger prevail-
ed, and the marriage fook place Imn a
little rude mountain chapel, where Ma-
¢ha had been baptized, and where, trav-
elling through hail, rain, and storm,
she had knell every Sunday since she
had been able to walk. At the church-
doors the husband reiterated the pro-
mise that he would bring her back; very
soon she would return to the moun-
tain. He almost tore his bride away,
weeping and half-fainting, from the em-
braces of her people, from the clinging
of their thin brown hands, and the
kisses of their weather-beaten faces.
And in spite of the promises he had
just repeated, he was glad to think
that he had probably seen the last of
this wild mountain tribe. :

(To Be Continued.)
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PEARLS OF TRUTH.

The greatest difficulties lie where we
are not looking for them.—Goethe.

Lel us dignify the lowliest duties by
a noble nature. It takes a greater man
to do a commmon thing greatly than to
do a great thing greatly.—F. B. Meyer.

One can and should ever speak quiet-
ly ; loud hysterical vehemence loaming
and hissing, least of all beseems him
that 1s convinced and not only sup-
poses but knows.—Carlyle.

He 1s the best who wins the most
splendid vietories by the retrival of
mistakes, by beginning afresh. ¥For-
get mistakes. Organize victory out of
mistakes.—F. W. Robertson.

Do not think of others’ faults; im
every person who comes near you look
for what 18 good and sirong; honon
that, rejoice in if, and, as you can, try
to imitate it.—John Ruskin.

By the comstitution of the human in-
tellect error constantly tends to resolve
itself into nothing, and to sink into
oblivion ; while truth, having a real ex-
iIstence, remalns permanent and imp-

pregnable.—George Combe.

(As the shadow of cloud-masses ona
plain so passes the lile of man. In the
midst; of Life, Death surrounds us. The
Palgd Hunter pursues all that breathes
—kinga and beggar, strong and weak,
are alike to him prey—F. W. Weber.

He only is advancing in life whoss
heart is getting softer, whose blood
warmer, whose brain quicker, whose
spirit is entering into living peace. And
the men who have this life in them are
the true lords and kings of the earth—
they and they only.—Huskin,

The mastery of self is the end of true
living, and this mastery is shown, not
i the negative attitade, by the things
we do not do, but by that mental power
that compels the mind to the positive
attitude—the forcing of the mind to
da that against which it rebels.—Ham-
ilton W. Mabie. .

Few such gquietthings in nature have
so much of the sublime in them asthe
spectacle of a poor but honerable-mind-
ed youth, with discouragement all
around him, but never-dying hope with-
in his heart, forging, as it were, the
armor with which he is destined to re-
sist and overcoma the hydras of this
world, and conquer for himself in due
time a habitation -among the sunny
fields of life.—Carlyle.
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AN EAST INDIAN KNIGHT.

[
flis Brave and Noble Act Broke Through
the ELaws of His Custe,

Major-General Younghusband writes
to the London Times: “May I hope that
you will find space in your columns for
the following extract of a letter re-
ceived by last mail from Captain Leslie
Younghusband, Inspeeting Officer Im-
perial Troops:—

“That! poor boy of the Central India
Horse, (adell, died here, Jodhpur, in
the, house of enteric fever. These men
here did what I suppose no other na-
tives in India of their class would have
done, when there was not any absolute
necessity for it, and for almost a
stranger, simply because he was a sol-
dier. Sir Pertab 6ingh, his brother,
and two other officers helped Mayne
and I to put Cadell into his coffin and
to carry the coffin down stairs to the
carriage, and again at the cemetery.
You know what 1bis 1s for a high-caste

Hindu to do. We had an escort of cav-
alry. Mayne read the service. The
Resident and one or two more who
belonged to this place were away in

|Mu}’iae he would bring you back to see |
'us. And you might be able to send us |

camp.’
I “The Sir Pertab Singh &bove-men-
| tioned 1s Maharajah Pertab Singh, K.
' C.S.1., the regent of the Jodhpur State
} Rajputana, and ancle of the ruler, who
'is a minor. He 1s a wman of the high-
| esfl caste and bluest blood in India, the
L@enecalogy of the family going back to
before the Christian era.
“Lieutenant Cadell was not a British
official employed al Jodhpur, he was
' not a personal friend of the Maharajah,
| but he was a brother soldier. Those who
| have lived in India know how powertul
musi, have been Sir Pertab Singh's re-
| solufions when he broke through the
laws of his caste inthe action he took.
| Futting this aside, I do not think we
| ecan withhold our admiration irom the
| Regent of a BState, who, with his bro-
' ther, personally aids in the last sad
| olfices to a DBritish olficer. There 1s &
thrilling incident related by Lord Rob-
| erts in his Life, of an encounter on foot
with a swild boar and the author and
Sir Pertab Singh, where the latter was
severely wounded."”
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LIGHT BREAD.

In baking bread it is wrong to put
| it into a very hot oven, for the great
| heat kills the yeast plant before it has
iilzt.d time to grow, and makes the bread

heavy. The oven for bread should only
be slightly heated, and gradually al-
lowed to gel ‘hotter. Bread baked in

| this way is sure to be very light, and
‘riade:_-‘- to an astonisping degree,
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WHAT IS GOING ON IN THF. FOUR
CORNERS OF THE GLOBE.

i —

OId and New World Events of Interest Chrone
icled Briefly—Interesting Happenings ol
Recent Date.

A hbrse car line to the Pyramids
has been authorized at Cairo.
Prince Ernst won Windischgrats,

who was robbed by Corsican briganda
a mpnth or two awzo, died recetly
of consumption at A jaceio.

M. Levat informs the Academie deg

Sciences that steel tempered in com-
merical carbolic acid is much superior
to that tempered in water.

Fishing in the lakes of Killarney
seems to have been destroyed by the
recent bog slide. Only seven salmon
have been killed since it happened.

One of the polsherds, inscribed with
the name of Themistocles, with whichl

the Athenians voted for his ostracism
in 471 B. C., bas been discovered ati

| Athens.

Islington refuses to have a public Ii~
brary even when it can have one fon
nothing. The parish has rejected by
a large majority an offer of $§50,000
for such a library.

Mlle. Conedon, the Paris soung wo-~
man who is in communication with the
Angel Gabriel, has moved into Belgium,
where the Bishop of Liege has given
her his benediction. -

A prophet is mot without honor save
in his own county. The Guildhall Li-
brary in London has refused to accepti
a bust of the late Joseph Whitaker

whose “Almanac’ is one of the mosﬁ
ugeful books ever devised.

Marseilles is worked up because the
city authorities have ordered the
street venders, and especially the fish-
wives, to employ the ordinary scalea
instead of the old-fashioned Roman bal-

ances they had used from time immems-
orial.

Fifty thousand marks have been ap-
propriated to the Russian budget ta
the development of the practical usesg
of the Rontgen rays. Prof. Friedrioh
of Vienna annoumnces that he is able

by the use of the rays to find ouk
whether a person is dead or not.

Masses =maid for a dead man’s soul
are a charity, and therefore no legacy
duty need be paid on money left fox

that purpose, according to a recent de-
cision ol the Irish Court of Appeal.
It is the first time that the guestion
bhas come up in a superior court in
lreland_ﬂr kngland.

Frau Bohme, alias Mother Sedan, the
German camp follower who distin-
guished herself by giving birth to a
son on the battlefield while the fight
Ia[ ‘Z}1[d05) JE paip Seq ‘U0 JUlo3 SEAM
boy was christened in the trenches
around Paris, Crown Prince Frederick
standing godfather. .

Paris is gloating over the detention
in quarantine at Bougival of a little
London steamer having on board some
cargo that came from Bombay, as it
brings out the fact that Paris is now
a seaport, Bougival has been hitherto
famous chiefly for demi mondaine boat-
ing parties and suppers.

Daubigny’'s “Banks of the Olse” was
sold to an American for 68,000 francs
at the recent Vever sale in Paris. This

i3 the highest price yet obtained for
a Daubigny at auction. Three Coro
sold for 32,000, 30,000, and 24,700 francs,
and a little Meissenier 6 1-4 by 41-2
inches brought 94,000 francs.

A British Dr. Rainsford recently
presented himself at a county ball at
Chelmsford and delivered an address

to the dancers on the wickedness of
their ways. He said he could not un-
derstand people enjoying themselves
when there was a judgment to come.
After he had withdrawn the dancing
went on.

Church cars are a recent HRussian
improvement. They are intended for
the Siberian Railroad. The cars look
like ordinary first-class carriages, butj
the windows are shaped like those of
Byzantine churches. One-third of the
space sbhut off by the holy gates, is
devoted to the priests, the rest is fon
the congregation.

One-third of the Duchesse de Mont-
pensier's estate goes to her grandson,
the Infante Luis Fernando. The
rest is divided between the Comtesse
de Paris and Prince Antonio de Mont-
pensier. The palace of Sant’ Elmo in
=eville is bequeathed to the Archbishop
of Seville to be made into a semipary;
and $1,000 is given to the Pope, on
condition that he will say mass for
her soul.
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ARMENTAN HEROINES.

It has been eommented upon as some-
what strange that in the year of mas-
sacre in Armenia no man of that coun-
try has risen to the stature of a hero,
gathered around him a band of his
countrymen, and, if nothing better, died
fighting. There is much to account for
the submissiveness of the Armenians
and if their men have given no conspi-
cuous evidence of valor, the Armen-
ian women have afforded ample proof
of heroismn. On several occasions, when
resistance was hopeless and when con-
fronted by the alternative of Islam
and worse or death, they have wel-
comed the latter by throwing them-
selves from lofty rocks or into rivers.
There hbave been and there  are
heroines among the Armenian woemen.

MAMMA HAD NOT FORGOTTEN.

No, daughter, just tell the yovung
man tbat he can never take youw sleigh
riding with a sleepy-locking old horse
like that. :

Why, mamma, that's false pride,

Nothing of the sgort. It's just com-
moil sense. Ut is plain that the horse
was chosen because he can be driven

with cme hand.




