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A Romance---By Hannah B. McKenzie.

L3333 33

AR ERFREER ARG

CHAPTER 1 !
Golng owt nealn, Magnu: ™ |
“I must, little one.  Yoeu look quit
tlenppolnted, as if you had expected
me to spend the rest of wy
n luneleon-table.”

life over

"Now, you're laughing at me, Mag- |
nus, Noi but | hope you are not go-
ing far. You're not going to—to Crag

Castle?”
Dalsy Halerow uttered the list words |
hesitatingly, ag If not quite suee of

how they might be taken: but  hee |
brother  answered readily  onough. |
though a close obsgserver might have

notleed that his bronzed face took on |
a darker tint as he did so I

“Yes, 1 am going, Day. You
1 have to see Lady Westray."

“Is she then so very ill, that you |
must go to see her every day?" asked
Day quickly. Perhaps there was a
faint shade of sarcasm In her ques-
tion: but if there was. Dr. Magnus
took no more notice of it than he hod
of her former hesitation.

He had been standing by the manipe-
plece, leaning his elbow upon it. Now
he eame to the window, in which his
sister stood, and gently laid his hand
on her ghoulders,

“My dear little Day, Lady Westray 12
Just as {11 asg she imagines herself - in
other words, she {s a confirmed hypo-
chondriae. But I must not forget that
ghe Is one of the few among my pa-

Know

tients who are llkely to pay me jfor
my services.' |
The girl caught hig hand fmpui-
gively.
“That {8 not the spirit of my noble,
independent, great-hearted Sea-king,

who does his work for love of itself,
and for love alone! Nor is It the spirit
of our dear old daddy, Magnns, who
gave of what he had freely, and was
content 8o long as he had wherewith
to eat and drink and be clothed.”

“Our father was only too generovs,
Day,"” sald Magnus slowly. “You know
it 18 necessary to have a little worldly
wisdom and forethonght as long as yon
are in this world. And I have an am-
bition, as you know, and that ia to
repair and beautify this rulned home
of the Halcrows., Dut 1 must not waste
time now. Give me a kigs, lttle one,
and let me go."

“Take care of youreelf, and von't he
overtaken by the storm, dear,” said
the girl. She stood on tiptoe and
pressed her fresh young lips to her
brother's bearded ones; then sudiden-
Iy threw an arm around his neck, whis-
pering, “Safe home, my Sea-king!"

She stood by the window until she
gaw her brother emerge below, leading
out his bicycle, The fortunes of the
Hulerows were fallen indeed, and long
since Magnus Halerow had had to part
with his fine chestnut, the less arls-
tocratic and less expensive steed serv-
fng him equally as well. Day smliled
and nodded and waved her handler-
chief, as her brother took off his cap,
gmiling also, mounted his iron steed,
and shooting down the poad, soon van-
ished out of sight.

A bieyele is not the best mount fer
ehowing off a4 man's stalwart or hand-
some figure; but Magnus Halerow's
proportions were so magnificent that
nothing could hlde them. He was, as
his sister had ecalled him, a veritable
Sea-king—a lneal descendant of those
golden-haired, blue<eyed, brawny
Northmen whose fame and exploits
Saga and Seald have sung.

Six feet in helght, he was splendidly
made, with square shoulders and un-
bent back, His limbs were sinewy and
muscular: his face, burnt to a bronze
hue, was the noble, open, generons
one of an honorable, God-fearing, cleun
gounled young man, His blue eyes and |
abundant auburn halr made him ke
a sun-god.

The Halerows were true Orveandians,
and to them this “land of the mid-
night sun'” was of more importance
than all the great world without, Fm
thirty years Dr. Halcrow, the elder,
nad lived at Abbot's Head, wearing
out his life in the hard work of a
sountry doctor, azg his father had done
before him. Then he had died, and
his son Magnus had taken hig place,
ministering to the rough flsherfolk and
farmera within twenty miles,

And Day lived with him—Day, whom
her mother, who had died shortly after
ghe was born, had named Daisy: but
who, to her father and brother, wag
always Day—Day, the soft-eyed and
dark-haired, smail and slim of staturo,
whom everybody loved;, Day. the
elghtean-year-old, to whom all life as
yet waa falr and sweet, becnuse she
had known none but those who loved
per and whom she trusted,

When Dr, Magnus was out of sight
Day still stood by the window, look-
ing out half-absently on the sccne be-
fore her.

Abbot's Head stood on an eminence
overlooking the sea and Day could let
her gaze travel over that great ex-
panse of water which stretched away
to unknown worlds. Today it was as
ealm ng glass, but had a dark hue, such
as often presages a storm. The sky
ahove was blue, but thickly velled with
grey, thundery clouds, edred with a

tinge of copper.

-

CHAPTER IL.

It was o doy of excessive Meat. No
bird chirped, no leaf stirred. Al na-

ture secemed exhausted, or praparing
gor some tervific outburst,

-l T
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The storm |s coming: | can see it

Day sald to horself, 1 hope he wi!!

redeh Crag Castle befors B bursts, Why

dora he zo so often? Lady

Westray, as he 1.Ath

Stuunrt’

Some  dieagresable thonght
gerose the untronbled calm of
brow, ke the dark clouds on the Sun -
mer sky without, She pressed  he
hand over I, a8 if to clear away gome
unpleasant thought, and murmoared: |

Am T unjust, T wonder? Unjust and
uncharitable? Dear daddy used 1o say
it was the way of youth to Jindge hasti-
Iy and uncharitably; yet 1 ean’t heip ht
—1 ean‘t, 1 ecan't' 1 don’t trust heyr,
and can’t eompel myself to like her,
Sometimes | foel as if- as If she were
wicked— really wivked, Tike those woe
wily Vivien, the
“lovely, baleful star” or  Cleopatrs,
who won men's souls and then ruined
them.

“How unkind, how bitter T am!™ sho
cried, beating her little hands togeth-
or the next moment, 1 must do as
dear daddy uged to say we ought to do
when the devil enters Into us —drive
him out by doing something for God
or for our neighbors, I'll go and see
poor old Low, 1 promised to bring
him a Httle treat of my own baking.™

For Duy Halerow was her brother's
right hand In everything, and thore
wns no poor or aged or dying person
among bis patlents whom she did not
vislt and bring comfort to, elther phys-
feal or mental,

She ran lightly downstairs, packeod
her lHttle treat—a small eake and one
or two other dainties—in a basket, and,
putting on a sallor hat in the hall, pre-
pured to go out.  Dell, the old servand
who had been with her mother, heard

Is it to see
FAVE, OF 10 o
swent
Nay's

her, however, and ran to the door.

“Ye'll not be going out just now,
Miss Day? The storm iy coming up
fast."”

“T don't think It will overtake me,
I'm only going as far a8 old Low's: so

don’t you he anxions, yoia  foollsh
Hell” sald the girl, “Where's Ola!
Ola! Ola! are you coming, old hoy?"

A great tawny collle as large as a
St. Bernard came lumbering into the
hall from the kitchen regions at her
enll, and thrust his cold nose into hes
hand.

“Come on, then, old boy, and take
good care of your missis,” eried Day
gally. “Good-bye, Bell. T'll be back
in half an hour.”

A long straight road led down from
Abbot's Head to the small hamlet of
Finstray, where Day's pensfoner lived,

The village was by the sea, most of
the honses being built in a hollow be-
tween the road and the ghore. The
road ran on past the lonely lakes of
Harvis and Stennis, and the standing
stones to the important little town of
Kirkwall,

The air was still ns death and as hot
nus an oven. The silence and oppres-
glon were appalling, and even Day, wno
wig a brave little goul if there ever
was one, felt awod by it

“Magnus must be near Crag Castlo
now, so he is all right,” she thought,
Her anxieties were always for her he-
loveil brother, not for herself, 0Old
lLoow was both lume and deaf, and a
vonversation with him was trying, He
sat outslde hig door on a Lench, smok-
ing a pipe, his only solace; but he
gsmiled, lald it down, and put a tremb-
ling old hand to his hat as Day ap-
proached.

Day presented her little gifts and sat
chatting with the old man for a lttle.
Suddenly she was startled by a vivid
flagh of lightning, and the next instant
a toud roar of thunder burst over-
head.

“It he a' goin' to storm, miss, and
no mistake,'" sald the old man. "Yu'd
better come indoors till it ba past.”

“No: 1 think I shall run home be-
fore it comes on very badly,” sald
Day. “Good-bye, Mr. Low. [ shall
come again in a day or two.”

“Good-bye, miss, and God bless yu
for the comfortable worda ye've a'
spoken Lo me this an' many times,'
said the old man, holding her own lit:
tle roseleaf of a hand In his own work-
roughened, aged ope, *“The Lord be
with yu for a sweet young lady,"

Day picked up her basket, hurried up
to the main road, and was soon walk-
fng swiftly homewards, But swiftly as
she went, the storm moved more qulck-
Iy atill,

Flash succeeded flash with startling
rapldity; the whole artillery of heav-
en seemed rumbling across the skies.
The sen waa no longer calm, but mov-
ed and swelled as If In some strange
convulsion; and every moment the sky
greéw blacker. A dreadful oppression
filled the alr, which was almost suffo-
catilngly hot. As Day hurrled on, half
running, she felt her throat dry and
parched, and the perspiration stood in
beads on her face.

No human ereature had passed her;
there were no houses hetween Finstray
and Abbot's Head. But suddenly, as
Day ran on, gshe heard the sound of a
bell ringlog behind her, and, turning,
she saw a cycllst come flying along tae
road at terrific speed. For a moment
her heart bounded, for she thought it
wis Magnus. Bleyeles were not w0
common in that far Oveadian land.
The pext moment she knew it was im-
possible—Magnus had gone in the oth-

!
bitist out,

| turned up to the

er direetion, The cyelist was on her
In a few geconds. He slowed up as he

§ e em g W

it

approached,
asked:
Can vou tell me if ¥ am right for
Stromness ?*
“Stralght on.”

and, 1nu-hm‘ his eap,

1y replied, He toneh-
ed hig eap again and tlew on Pay
looked after h'ey, and his fAgure was
lit up by n brillian' Aush of lightning
ag ghe looked. Mo was a gentleman,
shie conld tell at once-—slight o figure,

ik in econiplexion, handsome and als

fentures,  All that
it bright fNash; then
he was beyond her slght, hid by a turn
in the road, She hurrled on
Smddenly o fash of forked Hghtaing
muiversd for o momenl over
the landscape, Hghiing it up with a
bive and purple glare, then went oul
Alost at the game moment o terrifie
clagh of thunder shook the whole sky;
the ratthing anwd pealing above was
HKS the day of doom, Diy was conurs
ngeonus, bhot that awful peal made her
atart nervously pnd fly onwards,  She
war cloge o the narrow rond which
Hend when some ob-
on the ground Jast ot the
drew hey attention,  Her
leaped to her mooth,  Conld
struck by that fearfal

maost patrican in
Day took In in 1.,

Juet Iying
crossg-ronls
henrt
be the cyelist,
bolt?

She hardly touching
In o fow Boe-

ran up to It
the ground in her haste.

onds ghe saw that she had been vigot
in her conjecture, The bleyele lay on
the slde of the road, with twisted

handle-bare; and a few paces from it
in o strange, hnddled-up positlon, mo
tionless, lay the unfortunate vider!

CHAPTER 111,
Day went on her knees
over the prostrate form,

and heng

“Are you hurt? she asked In @
vomewhat shaken little volee, 1ut no
answer came.  She tried to draw the
man's arm from under him. It was
Hmp and powerless, like that of the
dead,

“Oh, God, grant that he lg not dead?
Day whigspered, in an  awe-strickoes
volee, She wus young and strong, and
the warm blood  of  youth flowed

through her veins, It sent a sbuddor
to her Inmost heart to think that the
man whom she haid geen n fow sec-
ondg ago as fnll of youthful health
and energy as she herself might o
lying now cold, supine, without sight
or hearing —dead.

The lightning waz aclll playing ahont
her head, and the thunder rattiing
but Dax hardly heeded It All thoughts
of her own danger were banlshed from
her mind, The effort to turn him
around, so that the man's face was
hidden, for it was turned Inwards upop
his arm. Day made a violent effort
to turn him so she could see hig face
She suceeeded partially at last: but
then the slght that met her eyes terrl-
fied her more than ever.

Ghasztly pule, with cloged eyes and
mouth, and with apparently no breath
coming from between the tightly-set
Hps, it geemed to Day llke the face o)
i dead man, In ite white, awful pallor
she saw it more distinetly now than
she had bhefore. The features were fine
and dellieately eut, and the whole face
refined: only the mouth, In its cloke-
got geemed 1o glve Indleation of a stern
nature—too stern for so young a face,

“0Oh, merciful Father, grant that he
may not die!” Day prayed agaln, hard-
ly knowing what she sald, for In her
decpest heart she belleved he was »eal-
ly dead,

“Whatam I to do?"

Then, swift as an arrow, It flashed
into her mind what she should do. She
roge from her knees, called to Ola, who
was gniffing about the prostrate figure,
and flew up the road which led 1o Ab-

bot's Head., In  three minutes, hot,
breathless, panting, she was at the
door,

Hell was looking out for her, with a
seared expression on her face.
(To be Continued,)
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GRANITE CARVED BY NATURE.

Pecullar Effects In the Geologlenl Straes
ture of Newfoundiand,

From the Philadelphia Record: Ex-
traordinary activity has been displayed
recently in opening up deposits of coal,
iron and copper of Newfoundland, and
it 18 reported that the export of cop-
per from the sland during the past
twelve months was one-sixth of the
total output from all other parts of
the world, while the prospects are that
in the next twelve months a still larg-
er tonnage will be recorded., There
are gome very pecullar local effects
observed in the geologieal structure of
the island of Newfoundland. There s
a large granite quarry about fifty miles
from St. Johns, the capital, whers
granite bhas been hewn by some econ-
vulsion of nature Into rectangular
blocks ot different sizes, so conven-
iently aseorted that schooner loads of
selected atones have been brought to
St. Johns and used in some of the
publiec buildings and the warehouses
with Ilittle or no hand dressing by
masons. The new postoMce and cus-
tom house, bullt after the great fire
which practieally wiped out all the
business part of the town, are partly
constructed of these granite stones
hewn by nature,

Two Views of s Sad Coase,

Her Father—"1 am afrald, sir, that
my daughter can never be happy with
a man who can be engnged to her a
month without giving her a ring.”” The
Asplrant—"8ir, I am afraid I can nev-
¢er be happy with a glrl whose en-
gagement to me will not Induce jews-
elers to trust me."—~The Jewelers'
Weekly.

In California thers were experiments
in stor'ng raising so as to have them
as free from seeds as the ordinary cuv-
rant. Buccess has followed; till now,
sogfded matsinns are becoming an tmports
ant item among the frult industylies of
Califorala.
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HOW LITTLE 1ZORA WANRNLD |
COMEZ OF AN AMBUSH.

G

Part Played
Persleed in

by w Ktubborn Don Whae
MHaving Mie Own Way at

vloud boteath some
km--ur uverhanging

of nge sat In a swing that wis s
pended from the limb of o large troe
and as she gontly swayed hor sllvery
volee rang out In mughter, as n smil)
dog chased back ond forth at  her
foet,

As we hesitate and finally stop ‘o

thls humble home,
door, and speaks
Ing:

“lzora, will you go and find old Dan
for papa®™

"Yes, papa,” criea the child in a de-
Hghted volee, and withont walting for
the swing 1o «top she sprang to  the
gronnd and ran up the rond, the doz
running after her, barking and pnli-
Ing at ber skirt.  Old Don was a mule
and there was nothing that Httle Tzora
enjoyed more than to go and find him
for her father, for it gave her an op-
posainity to have a ride. Son ~times
he wandered far from home, but she
did not mind that, as she was ae-
qualnted with every road and bypath
for miles around, She mot a4 man
on horseback, and stopping him she
usked If he had geen old Don,

“Yes,” =ald the man. “He wan
drinking at the spring at the foot of
the hill as 1 passed.”

lzora knew the place well, and thank-
ing the man, she whistled to her dog

n man comes to the
to the child,

and agaln started on  her fJourney
About a quarter of a mile
from the  spring, when turn-
ing a bend in the road, she

saw o man coming toward her dressed
in the uniform of a Spanish soldier.
Quick as a flash she darted In among
the brush by the side of the road, fol-
lowed by her dog, and as the soldler
happened to be looking in another di-
rectlon he did not see her, She erepmt
through the brush, three or four rods

fhade  trees any
Wis surtoumled by
tronionl lower:
while n stall
brook made mnuie
the Hvedong  day
as Jt rushed past w few fest from the
window, Jjumping over rocks and
Rreat gnarled roots, singlng s mey-
Yy rong S0 beautiful & spor made
one wish that he were n hummhle Cuy-
ban, Hving In thin Kden HBut  lo |
make the pleture more complete and
homelike, a Mttle ehild abour § YEnrs

drink our fill of the tropieal be muty of |

Hny-

Irush
one groal degire to teach den, Gomesz
and warn him of the danger into which
he wian muarching Finally, aftor she
had gotten o few
lenged the dog, who =till Intent
play, nipped at bee heels and gave n
sharp bark. ®She gelzed Dim and again
held bilm so that he could not ciake o

un

Whatever Cost - Dreakacek Flight Over | pojee, and then listencd,
Rough Roads, | Suddenly ghe heard the eficer, In o
S —— low, charp volee, hilsa cul the word
LT was a sl asa 1 and then heard themm coming
| humile cabin with ‘l'hl'ml;‘,ll the brush townrd her,  Hey
A roof  made of | heart gave 4 preat bonnd, and deemed
palm leaves, 1¢ | to lodge way up in her throat, and she

moaned, “Oh, what «hall 1 dp?"

had heard enoagh of the Span.
lads to Know that If thoy suspected
thelr conversation had been overheard
thongh but a elithl, they would not hes.

Hhe

1tate to Ki her, She atood silent and
AL almost paraivaed with feanr, but
Lo the men almost rogehed her, she wias
araveed to activity by the loud bray-

e ol nomle, o few rodlds up the romd
{1t was old Don on Bls way heme, When
she heard Wl famdliar  bray hope
[ eprank up within ber heart.  If she
could only repch her falthful otd friend
she bellevaed that she conld yel save
| General Gomeg,

01 Den was o long

GOMEZ AND HIS HEROINE.
ecared, raw-bhoned old mule, but he had
[ ran raees In the nelghborhood, and
| hatt beaten them all, If she could only
| reach him and get on his back. She
dropped the dog and ran through the
hrush, while the scout in hot pursult,
while the offfeer, who could not run
hig horse through the thick brush,
turned hoek toward the road.

izorn was an active child, and It was
only o fow rods to old Don. She
reached the road and darted out by the
alde of the mule, who, being startioed
by her sudden appearance, turned and
fledl up the road. But she ran on, ery-
Ing out: “Don, Don; good old Don,
wilt for Izora.,” The old mule recog-

—————

IN PURSUIT OF 'i'll

from the road, and sat down, taking
the dog in her lap, she held his nose
with one hand so that he could not
bark, and In whispers commanden
him to keep quiet. While trying to
still the heating of her heart, she heard
the footsteps of the soldler, and at the
game time the clatter of horse's fee:
coming from another direction. The
rider of the horse and the soldler met
close to her hiding place and stopped
to talk., She looked out through the
brush and saw that the man on the
horse waa also a Spaniard, and evi-
dently an officer. The ofMcer sald 0
the soldier, who was a scouut;

“Are they coming?"’

“Yes," answered the scout; “they
have broken.camp and are marching
down‘this way."

“Good.” sald the officer. “We have
the ambush lald, and if they march Le-
tween our lines we will lterally vid-
dle them. If one gets away he will
do well, Did you find out who was
in command?”

“Yes," replied the scout,
old fox, Gomez, himself,”

“Giomez!" excialmed the officer,
“Can It be possible that we are golng
to get him at last?"

As lzora heard these words, in her
surprisze and horror she almost sprang
to her feet., She had heard her peo-
ple talk s0 mdch about the war and
how he and his little band of patriots
were struggling to free Cuba from the
tyranny of the Spanlurds. Now, as
she heard the plan to massacre Gomez
and his men, it made the cold chills
run over her, and he: neart thumped
and pounded Lol it seeried 1o her thot
Ahe men in 1 he road must hear (1, Hold-
livg the dg under | ar nrm, she glowly
gud cave’illy  Jrawled  mrough  the

“It s that

ST - - e S ———

FLYING MULE AND CHILD,

nized the volee of his Illtla friend, and
stopping, turued around and stood with
his blg ears tipped forward, apparently
trying to collect his shattered thoughts
and grasp the altuation. As he saw the
child running towards him with the
dog at her heels, the scout only a few
rodg behind, cursing and swearing, and
threatening to shoot her If she did
not stop, he seemed to reallze that
some dunger threatened the child and
started on a trot to meet her. When
lzora reached the mule the scout was
only about three or four rods away,
but with the nimbleness of & squirrel
she climbed on old Don's back and
tried to push his head around with her
hand to turn him up the road; but
with mullsh stubbornness he persisted
In standing and looking at the oncom-
ing scout, When not more than a
couple of rods a'vay, with a curse, the
seout raleed his revolver and fired, The
ball plerced one of old Don’s ears, and
with a wild snort the animal tossed his
head In the alr, whirled on his hind
feet and ran like the wind, leaving
such u clond of dust behind that it was
impossible for the scout to shoot with
aceuracy al elther mule or rider. While
the gcout stood in the road, cursing his
luck, there was a loud clatter of horse's
feet, and the next instant the officer,
mounted on his powerful horse, dashed
past him in pursuit of the flying mule
and the child. 0Old Don was not only
scared by the nolse, but he thought he
was going to ndd apother to the long
list of races he had run. He stralned
every musecle in his body, and though
the Met sieed of the oMeer galned
upon him, It was too slow at first to
be perceptible, A couple of nilles they
chittered on over the rough road, the
Tcm’s horse slowly but surely ga.a-

vardas npway. she re I

1lor n}n o lwurt filled with | Ing on the mnle, nhon ml"ninl n sharp
Ehl'nli in the rond old Dua found Liss-
‘41 if fuce to faco =ith General Gomas™

arms,  In his surprise he stopped as
Aiddenly ux he had started, and Mttle
lrora went ¢n over hix head, landing
| In the duat, The mule stood with his
toct braced and his ears tipped forward,
a perfect pleture of stubbornness; and
curiosity shone from his eyes, as 1f he
was trying to deelde whether this wan
friend or foe,

The next Instant, na the Spanish ofi-
cer came elding aronnd the bond in the
rond, & dozen rifle ghota rang oul upon
the wir and both horse and rider fell
te the earth to rige no more,

General Gomez's soldlors pleked up
little lzora, and when she  (old her
slory the General took her up In his
arms anid kissed hor ngnin and again,
dnd tears dropped from hils ayes

“KEven the bubes of Cuby nre patrlot
1" he gald, THEODORE BLAUNT.

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN.

A Paris paper of recent dato proe
fents It readers with a collection of
opinlons by certain French women of
letters on the eternnl man and woman
micstion,  The French  welters have
heen accusod of hardness, and even
animosity, toward men. One of them
replles that she paints men In her pov-
els an she flnde them, and that thers
are plenty of bad men in the world,
Another poluts out that women, 1o
longer kept In  lgnorance, observe,
learn and mark,  The old Husions are
gone; the old sentiment no longer ox-
Ists; the unmarried women not only
know what men do, lourn and pracfice;
they themgelves have descended Mito
the arcna; they are the competitors of
wen; olien they are victorlous rivals,
Thus the old respect for a superior in-
tellect hua bLieen destroved, A third
declures that the old-fashioned love, In
which two sought to hecome one, 18 no
longer powaible; the old glory and joy
of suffering fur love's sake, of making
sacrifices for love, has entirely van-
ished. A fourth «says that the con-
flict of the sexes s not real, but only
pretended;  that the law of nature
makes them necessary to each other,
and she prophesies that so long as
man ¢an preserve the appearance of
guperiority he will be satisfied, while
the reality will belong to woman,

“Adam,” says one, very sagaciously,
“would not have tasted that apple it
Eve had climbed the tree in order (o
plek It for him. It must always be the
mnon who plecks the fruit,” This {4 o
very pretty illustration, not only of the
point at |ssue, but also of the profound
acqualntance which the writer pos-
sesses of scriptural history, because,
If you remember, it was Eve, and not
Adam, who plcked that apple. A fifth
writer very severely points out that
women can pow read; that they used
thia accomplishment for the purpoge
of proving the cruelties, the falsehood,
the wickedness, the stupidities of men,
thele lnwmakers, and they ask whefor

man I8 more intelligent, more virtuoOs,
wlger than women. One more extract,
“The relgn,"” says another reformer,
“of emancipated woman is certalnly
the end of man's love, for the essential
element of man's love Is that of pro-
tection™

Remark that all this talk of eman-
cipated woman goes on without touch-
jng In the least degree the lives or
the opiniong of the great mass, com-
ments Sir Walter Besant. The mil-
llons go on marrylng and being mar-
rled. 'They go on belleving that they
love each other in the most absurdly
old fashioned and ridlculous manner.
The girls may have found out how
wicked, stupld, cruel, vile, villainous,
foollsh, short-sighted, weak, ignorant,
selfish, greedy, avariclous, dishonest ail
men are-—does not history clearly prove
it?—but every one knows exceptlons.
They are not In the least angry with
men. or desirous of turning everything
upside down: they want no revolution,

S

Russinns Fralsed.

A wrlter in the Contemporary Re-
view passes thls strong eulogy on the
character of the Ruasians: *I foune
that the Russlans by temperament
were without exception the gentlest,
mos! easy-going, and humane nation
In Europe—and I have seen them all.
Thelr defects are many, but the lead-
Ing feature In the Russian character,
high and low, which sta=ds above
faults, of which they have their full
share, s an enthusiastic, generous hu-
manity, exnlly moved to sadness and
tears; full of expansive gratitude for
kindness: free from meanness, petti-
nesa, and cunning greed. In short, it
struck me, the more 1 contemplated
the Russlan characler, that they were
the only people In Europe who possess-
ed several of the better characteris-
tiea of ounrselves, The Russlans are
not g0 fond of falr play, not so truth-
ful, not so energetic, not so manly as
we are: but, on the other hand, they
are less hypocritical, more truly mod-
est, gentler, more tender, more truly
religlous, more humane, and less bru-
tal and violent In every way. This
being so, I decline to belleve that the
Russion nation as a body, or the Rus-
slan government as its representative
—which shares the virtues and volces
of that body-—would ever lend itself
heart and soul to an aggressive gen-
eral war for mere purposes of spite
and plunder; and In this matter far in-
ferior though the Russians are Lo thelr
new allies in intelligence, wit, vivae-
Ity, and many other noble qualitles,
they are Infinitely superior to the
French., They are a juster race, with
less venon."

Forelgners In British Mercdunt Mariae,

Among the foro'gza sailora in the
British merchant  marine 9,000  are.
Secandizavians, 5,000 Uermans and 2,-

250 Russlans,
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