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A " YEARS AND YEARS. down, down. T oould not stop myself ; | and Heart Loster lived on; but no one How Far Bells May be Heard,

out into
ol
o d“ﬁm’ ing down npon the wreck I
e,
= i4s Ursuls, you have done it
‘].d"l']"ﬁ“ old Jnm'at. privil SOr-
anb that sho was, began to soold me for
B et mind, nursie! jusholp me
Jﬂn'; gtool of penance; 1 866 b {
vista of deli hit opening ont before me.
wThe child has gone clean daft! Yon
¢ never going to read all of those
usty old lettsrs 2" for down I sat on
B oor sod gathered them up in
l . .
"3,';:'{.&, you good old thing, j‘ltst 8o
1t off anywhere you please, and don't
w:” Lear A sight or sound till supper

Wié phraseology was getting a little
mixed, 1 perceived, so I fossed off my
gekeloth and ashes, otherwise ml_lml
destiny cap and apron, and leaning

inst the despised step-ladder, began

iov myself.
"E”"i’mgm be allowed to speak,” sar-
astically remarked Janet, “what shall I
if any vne ealls 2°
gay—say—ol!” and I absently
sirred np the contents of the box, “‘you
gsy S8y that I am digging up old

ﬂ‘&‘: last wos too much for old nurse,
soi with an indignant “Humph!” she

1.
‘“@m and years ago these letters were
and new; now, they were noarly all

cellow, musty, sud defaced. These, tied
with what used to be dainty blue ribbon,
were from  dear, tried friends; lovmg
sonds of affection and playfulness, This
other was rose-pink, as bright as, the
days were then, and ah! just as faded
m{! old now as myself, I dare not
trst wyself o sight of those pages,
though fifteen, almost twenty years have

d since each arrival nsed to eall up
the red flush to my face and make my
heart bonnd with joy. Put them aside

tly, it is all over now, - :

One little envelope ramaing tied with
wlite; ah! who does not know the shape
of wedding-cards? und there are en-
pwined initmls, L. and M, T cannot
belp it, old maid of almost &orty that 1
um, the hot tears are coming just as fast
g they nsed to in the old, sad day=.

Not another letter will I look at.  Cer-
winly I have found something now that
will not call up those old memories.
Nothing but a sheet of music, with one
little verse on the outside:—

love, I love my love,

1 love m
know my love loves me.”

Hecuuse
Back years and years, and I remember
an old, long, low parlor, with bright fire-
light glancing over and np and down o
lughing gronE of girls af the piano, and
s quiet figure by the fireplace.

“Sula will sing it; she's always ready
{o king that, and she brought it to-night
on purpose.” .

“Hush, yon provoking bell! when will

youl over know how to ring?”
" A langhing, sancy face was raised to
mine, as I stood augry and embarrassed
st the unkind speech, Tt was my sworn
friend and ally, Rosamond Rivers, who
had thus spoken in my defence, and now
the other girls chimed in,

“Do, Suls, Belle Avery would give
her precions head, I believe, to be able
to sing 18 you do,"”

“0Of conrse Sula will sing it, now that
sho knows Mr. Meredith admires it," and
the girl walked scornfully away to the
table.

“That's enongh, givls,"and my nsually
mint blood rose indignuntly, **I certainly
i) not sing it now."” a

“Oly, that hateful little bell-clapper!”
shispered Rosamond, “I wish [ eonld
figit up, Jennie Andrews, do play that
mchanting waltz of yours, and by that
tiie my sultaua's blood will have cooled
down,” and griving my shoulder a gentle
litile pat, she joined the girls who had
pitherad closely about the player,

“Sula, sweetheart,” and « soft hand
cight my wrist, ‘“what mukes those
eheeks flame so0? T thought T was going
io bear my favorite song."”

“Oh, nuntie, it is nothing. I will sing
itif you want me to,” and 1 kissed the
dear, pale face that all through my life
bl taken the place of mother, sister,
fnend, 10 me, {lmr old father half the
time conldn't nnderstand me, and auntie,
# ball the neighborhood called her, hnd
taken me right into her heart and kept
e there,

fho drew down my face now to hers,
and softly kissing me she told me “‘to be
8g00d child and run to the piavo.”

“Miss Jumes, who 15 that very sweet
girl?"and the dark-haired, quiet man who

pover stirred from auntie's side all
that avening, leaned over to hear the
reply.

“Miat is my especinl child—Heart Los-
ber, or ‘Sula,’ as [wr friends call her; to
meshe is ‘Sweetheart’ always. She is
very shy and proud, Mr, Meredith; per-
haps you would not like her.”

“Ah! perlaps not,” and he smiled
mvely, and leaned back again.

Lwas greeted with shouts of trinmph

3 | reached the piano. Rosamond gave

ther wrm to conduct me to the seat,

dthe others very officionsly offered to
ime in any way. Belle smiled su-
knely from the sofa, and vouchsafed

Py word, It was only o simple song,

¥ wonls by Tennyson, and 1 gen y

Agit well, for it was auntie's favorite,

Encore!" shiouted my audience, when
il finished ; and Rosamond chanted
e

“Hecause I tnow my love loves me”

fitg with a comical Jittle sigh, I

¥ ke did."

L, girls, suntie has actnally gone to
% I think it is high time we were

By 3ome,” aud Jennie Andrews came

0z buck from her tour of investiga-

St she called it, in high glee.

o ot little witch!” laughed auntie,

6t not think of going yet ;" bant
m-rpr sleigh was at the door, anid
wod-natured driver though he

"8, sid not wait all the night. So
thonkayd shawls, and bewitching little
“h"“":‘m donned, and the langhing

2 &vded out into the poreh.
Oliwhen shall we have such another
tue, dear Anntie James? Your
ia Palace Beautifal.”

it was only n step or two, but all snow
and ice, and the prancing, spirited hors-
es weré 80 olose. A blind, frightened
clutching for support, then o dnﬁl blow,
and it grew ulnnuul{ dark and still,

I don't know how long I lay so, but T
opened my eyes on auntie’s bright,
e room, and I heard her give one
little sob of thankfulness as she sank
dm‘rﬁ. by ‘ihl?e side of :iale bed,

“Have I kept you all waiting, girls? 1
should think it was time to ggirhome.“
and my poor, bewildered brain tried
to take in the surroundings, and my
father's pule, anxions face.

“Sula, you have been very sick, dar-
ling," he said ; *“‘sick for weeks, but you
are better now, Will you try not to talk
for u little while ?” :

Sick? How very strunge it seemed ;
that was the reason [ was lyvingin auntie's
bad, and everything was so still.

* Just tell me what was the matter,”
I murmured, **and I will be very good.”

My father stroked the hair from my
face, as be said, “You fell nnder the
horses' feot that night that you were at
auntie's, and yvou have been sick ever
since."

I tried fo beay it all patiently—the dull
headaches, and the rustling, bewildering
feelings in my lLead. and finally wuntie
sard that I might go down to the little
ritting-room and look interesting on the
sefa,

“Now, suntie, I huve a thousand ques-
tions for your answer,” for they had per-
sistently refnsed to tell me anything
about my aceident,

** First, darling, yon must tell me if
you can remember, how yon felt from the
steps,” and she looked at me intently
while I tried to gather np my seattered
wits,

“Why of course I do," I exclaimed at
last. “Belle Avery fell against me or
pushed me"—here 1 stopped, frightened
at what that implied.

*“Yes, dear, T thonght so,” suid auntie,
gadly. “Belle has been here doy after
day mquiring for yom, and a more
wretched being, I never saw. She wounld
not tell me anything, but sesmed nearly
wild with fear, lest yon would never get
well."”

“0Oh, she was angry with me that
night, suntie, but she duln’t, she could
not mean to o it,”

“‘Hush, hush, dear! Don't cry."

So I Iy there quietly, duy after day,
growing gradually stronger; kind friends
sent me froit and flowers, and Rosa-
mond’s bright face and chatter made the
siok-room cheerful. Still I did not ask
the question that I longed to ask, and
that ?turned over and over in my mind
every minute,

“Who saved me from those dreadful
Lorses? Who saved me from being
crushed to death ?" I dreaded, and yet
hoped what the answer would be, and
longed for some one to tell me.

“What a little humbng you are!” burst
out Rosamond one day; “‘yon proud
heart, you wonld die before you wounld
nsk, and I believe you are dying now to
know."

“What do you mean?" I stammered.
“You are very silly."”

“Doesn't she want to know whbo sprang
the whole length of the steps and
snatehed lier from under the plunging
horses, and who earried her into the par-
lor, and who dashed off through the
snow all those five long miles for the
doctor, and who has been here day after
day to see how she is, and who brings all
these flowers and grapes ?”

“Why yon do, don't you?"

“Oh, you little simpleton!”
lnughed teazingly.

I lay quiet after thet, trying to keep
back the joyful glad heart-throbs and
the erowds of happy thoughts.

I saw him every day after that, and al-
most sighed when I grew well enough to
go home, But that didn't frighten him
away, aud I grew to love more every
glance of his grey eyes, and every one of
his sometimes merry, sometimes sad
tones and words, At last, it was in the
summer, I sat in auntie’s parlor again,
thinking how very happy the world had
grown, when my face was taken between
two hands and bent back till T gazed up
into the eyes so full of love I could not
bear it, and struggled for very shame to
free myself.”

“Dear little Heart, sweet little Honrt
Lester, dovs shie belong to me ?"

O, it was more than I deserved, more
than I could bear, and Isstole ont of the
voom by and by to wonder and think.
Dear auntie, how she rejoiced, and Rosa-
mond langhed and kissed me, and dear
old father was positively tmha]:pj' till 1
told him I shonld take him wherever I
went. So I began the prefty, dainty
olothes that brides bave, and dreamed all
day, and planned our little home with

tobert, for so I had learned to call him.

Just two weeks from the day, my day,
he had to go away, but he was coming
back two days before the Thursday, the
fifth of June. Rosamond came to stay
with me, and take his place, as she said,
and the days flew very quickly. The
pretty wediding cards were out, and
Tuesday arrived. He is coming this
morning, and I ran to the window time
and agun, The dn‘\' past; he will cer-
tainly be here on Wednesday, Evening
came, and auntie and Rosa stayed with
me all night, Father went np to the city
to see if he was #ick; and still they
didn't come. .

Thursdsy morning dawned so, bright
and sunny. 1 hastily threw on my dress-
ing-gown and ran to annties room.
#Did he come?” but she gently pnt her
arm around me and kissed me—not one
word, only that kiss, and my heart sank
down like load. Package after package
was bronght to the door; lovely flowers,
presents, cake, and the last of my pretty
clothes eame home, but auntie took them
all, and hurried them awsy. Kosa was
a kind angel to me then, comforting,
Lopeful, keeping away intruding friends
and servants, Only old Janet came to
me, and she conld but softly ery and say,
“Poor little child!”

Gradually night came on, and at last
I heard my father's well-known step
sounding weary and slow on the path, I
coulid not wait s minute, but ran quickly
to him. ‘

“Father, he is dead: you needn't tell
me. You will have to keep your little
girl always, mow." Then they say I
fainted.

There 15 limﬁo more totell. He t:u

seen, m bert, ing into &
- . r:r pto sail, and

Euro steamer just
n:boj’;ukuw .nl ing further. The

steamer wis ed and telegrapbed,
but no one ing his description

a d Resa

&“M ush, and
1ell doy, the :‘ﬁ-‘:ﬁ;’ﬁ;m

could be found —and was eighteen
years ago. Hearts do not always !m'li.

calls her that now, nothing but *“Miss
Ursula.”

“Miss Ursala, are you psleep?” and
dear old Janet stood beside me,  *“1liave
been knocking here for five minutes; it
is tea-time now, and there is some one
down stairs nsking for you.”

“Who 15 it?" amlfgot up wearily.
“Gisther these all up, Janet, and throw
them away, I shall never care for them
agaiv," and meohanieally I went down
stairs, regardless of zﬂ dnsty, orazy ap-

rance, It was a tall, foreign-looking

that was standing by my piano,

turning over the loose music, and as
entered he eame toward me hastily.

“Sula, wre you waiting for me still,
my little Heart ¥

And s0 T was rested  at  last,
eighteen  years of  waiting and
watching, and lus arms were around

me onee more. 1 did not ask kote, then,
then it was enough to feel him near me.
At last Junet appeared at the door, and 1
came back to every-day life, and to the
realization of ten-time. Dear old Janet,
she knew him at once, and when she
came to call me, was wondoering how she
could break the glad news to me,

How he langhed when he took that
roll of musie from my hand, which I had
been grasping frantically all that long
afternoon, Thenin the evening the long,
long story was told. How he went to
bid good-by to a sick friend, and in stay-
ing to help and eomfort him tho steamer
satled before they knew it. Then the
long, stormy passage, the arrival in Eng-
land, the fover that attacked him theve ;
the long, anxions waiting for letters that
never came ; the disappointment, when
obiiged to stay away month after month,
compelled by the doctor’s stern decree,
Then the news of his darling’s death—
ves, ha thonght that I was dead ; was it
father's nnme that got so strangely twist-
ed when it reached him? After that the
reckless longing for change, change, any-
thing to drown dear, past memories.
At last, when years had gone by, eamo
an intense desiro to see the old places,
and hear all that was possible of his old
friends.

Was it not a kind Providence that led
him here first, aud that Janet shonld see
him before strange voices had sent him
away carelessly? It is all strange and
happy to me, and once more li have
promised to be his wife, and next Thurs-
day is to be my wedding day.

tosamond is with me now as T write,
aud she langhs ns she points to her gray
hairs, and then to my own shining brown
braids, and I am glad for Robert's sake
that they are the same that he loved years
and years ago.

Pompelin Relies.

There, in the museum, I sought the
exhumed proofs of the existence that was
choked so long ago as scarcely to have o
lineal connection with our world, I
fonnd eight human bodies perfectly

setrified in their ashen sheaths; in these

read the enconraging lesson that
Cicero, Pompey or Marcns Antoninus,
Glauens or Clodins, were not men of
great physical stature than our present
poets, statesmen und omdbors. The
sheleton of a dog, o bird, a bone of roast
beef, » loaf of bread, s dishof barley,
n napkin  (the warp still preserved)
bronze lmu\m, honsehold Inxuries, ear-
rings, bracelots and necklaces, teach us
that the work of ereation, the human
uppetite, the preparation of food, the
the habits and carvings of women for
gewgaws, were the same in the classic
ages a8 they are to-day. Itisa cold,
stern _fuct that the lifo we found in tho
strects of Naples is very much the life
that was stilled in the streets of Tombs
eighleen centuries ago, where the front
and lower story of the pulaces were let to
merchiants, while the wdile supped in the
atrinm with his lordly guests, npon
lampreys, pistachio, figs and Vesavio
wine, We faw that the baths, the
theater, the temple and the fornm were
the loadstairs of men and women then us
now. Luxurious as these Sabarites
lived in their honses, sparkling with all
the glory of fresco, mosaie, statuary,rich
in their retinues of slaves, lulled by the
full of fonutains, charmed by the beanty
of Greek femnle loveliness, still the most
opulent homes were comparatively
small, while vast spaces were devoted to
public buildings, where the populace
met to disenss statecraft in the fornm,
gocinl seandnl at the baths, to worship
the false gods, and be duped by the
charlatanry of such false priests ns
Arbuces in the temples, and enjoy the
bestinl sports of the amphitheater, Here
the masterpieces of Greek and Roman
prinees of the chisel and the brush were
gxhibited; here the song of the poet and
voice of the declnimer rang through
colimn and archway, from fenndation to
eapital; hore the patricians felicitated in
transport of oil and sromatic ointment;
here the contrite matron and maid re-
paired to solicit pardon for the old sin,
and sign a contract with her absolver for
A New one.

The streets are narrow, the carringe-
way scarcely broad enough to admit of
one or two-wheeled vehicles of to-day,
sinking more than a foot below the side-
walk, in the conter of wlich are stepping-
stones, retaining the prints of horses'
hoofs, The ruts of wheels and the worn
and rounded curbs are evidences of the
supernnnuation of the eity before its
destruction, or, as I have heard it
tormed, its preservation. Would we
have Pompenn in so perfect n state of
converation to-day hud not the ashes
from Vesnvius embalmed it, and pro-
teoted it from deeay and corruption of
ages? The fountain-basins st the streot
corners areé worn into hollows by the
press of hnman hands upon the brim,
while the watey filled the pail, or by lazy
indolent hands that lolled here while
their owners chatted the lours away,
The stone staps are worn into grooves by
the tramp of many fest, but the word of
welcome, salve or eave capem (beware
of the dog) are still in perfect hlack and
white mosaic in the paveménts. Shafts
are gone, colnmns bhroken, and altars des
filed, but the colors and formsof the
frescoes are marvelonsly unmasmed.
Walking the streets, we exclaimed st the
limited dimensions of the town, How
much still sleops under yonder hills of
pumice-stone’—J. W. Forney.

The conversation appesred to be dying
out, when a bilions man suddenly ob-
served to a young lady on his right: “I
don't think they pills as large as
they used to.”  After this the conversa-
tion went on,

I | almost box up the sonnd.

Ina hilly localit 8 the Scienti
American,  bell may’ not, be heard W
a8 far s if the land were level, or nearly
80. A bell will be heard a great deal
further lengthways of & valley than over
the hill sides. [t is frequently the caso
that bell rooms are lower than the sur-
ronmlmg buildings and trees, and these
obstructions break the sound and pre-
vent its passage to a distance, It is
frequently the case, too, that towers have
small  windows or openings, with the
lower boards so close together as to
¥ In cities the
noise of steam and horse ears, mann-
fueturing establishments, earringes and
earts rattling over the pavements, efe., is
so great that bells are not ex pected to be
heard at any considerable distance, and
this is the reason why,in all cities,
soveral Dbells are used for fire-alarm
I;ur]mu-s. it being impossible tor one

oll, no matter how large it may be, to
be heard above the thousand and one
noises incident to overy lnrge place, The

largest bell evor made in this counti
welghed 22,000 ponnds, and, before it

was fractured, hung in the city hall of
New York. On one or two oceasions this
bell was heard up the Hudson river thir-
teen miles, in the night, when the city
was comparatively quiet. Water is
good condnetor of sonund, und aided ma-
terially in making the bell heard as above
mentioned. It is a great mistake to sup-
pose that bells ean be henrd in propor-
tion to their weight; that is, to suppose
that a bell of two thousad pounds can
be heard twice as far nsa bell of one
thonsand pounds. Thisis not so, for the
reason that the larger bell (oes not pos-
sess twice the resonant of the' smaller
one,  What is gained and admired in the
Inrger bell, §s the deep, majostic, digni-
fiedd tone, which it is impossible to se
curd in the smaller one, the weight of
u bell invariably govaming its force. A
bell of one hundred o two handred
|m!lmln, in an open belfry, on a school-
wuse or factory in the country, is
froquently heard at a long distance out
of all proportion apparently, to one of
thousand pounds in a chinrch tower near
by, and instances of this kind frequently
cauge no little comment in the way of
compirison, The reason for this is, that
the small bell has a sharp, shrill, pene-
trating sound, that ninst, of necessity, be
heard a great deal farther, in proportion
to its weight, than the low, mellow,
“‘church-going” sound of the church-
bell. The same principle applies to the
whistle of a locomotive, and it is heard a
long distance simply bocause its tone is
shrill and penetrating.  When hong
stationary and strnck, or tolled, bells
will not be heard, as o rule, half as far as
when hnng, The swinging motion
throws the mouth of the bell up, and not
only carvies the sonnd off, but imparts to
it a richness that is absent when the bell
18 ot rest and struck, A great deal is to
be gained by ringing o bell properly,
throwing the month well np, and not
lazily jngling it. It is not physical
strength that is vequired in ringing o
bell, so much as “‘getting the konack" of
catehing the rope just right, particularly
on the second “down pull.”  The win-
dows in the tower shonld be us open aa

ossible, and the tower should be ceiled
just above the windows,

How Glrls go to Sleep:

We had wandered out in the moonlit
larches, and we talked and laughed at
nothing, in thet silly, happy way young
peoplo have,  We told riddles and sung
the old college songs till finally sleep,
with  his  bright-colored mantle of
dreams, called us, and we finally retived
to what we fondly supposed would be
repose,  But if you have ever oceupied
a room with six girls you will know that
slogp is not always to be obtained at
ones,  Oue young lady was an honr and
n half by the clock in brashing and
braiding her hair, in putting up her
crimps, and in polishing her finger
nails, in running a piece of silk floss be-
twoen each pair of her thivty-two tecth,
in polishing cach one with a little stick
and some powder, in giving them a
vigorous brusling with some soap and
water, in washing her hands and in
applying glycerino to them, in putting
on n wash good for the complexion, in
reading her Bible, in kissing everybody
good-night, and in getting into her
hamymock, which everybody who has
ever tried it knows isa work of time,
Just as we thought we were almost
aslecp she recollected that she hnd not
taken her nux vomiea, and ahe argued &
long time with another young lady to try
to got Lier to take nux vomica, quoting at
greab length from Dr. Pulte and other
eminent homapathic plysicians to prove
that she and everybody nesd nux vomicn
ocensionally,  'When, to get pearve, the
poor girl swallowed the globules, we
thotnght we had earned ropose, but when
unother yonung woman remarked in u
cheerful tone that she was cold, and one
of the windows must come down,  This
oceasioned what seemed to the ones an
endless controversy, s somebody else
wus ' burning up with heat” and wanted
another opened.  This  was finally
sottled.  BEverything was quiot for at
least five minutes, and wo were all at
length given to *‘tired natore's sweet
restorer” when suddenly an awfal sound
was heare. A great weight foll violently
upon the bare floor, the shriek of &
woman leaped upon the midnight air,
quick questions and exclamations were
heard, A light was struck and it was
discovernd, not that murderers and
robbers were npon us, but that some-
body's hammock had broken down. This
wis reconstrnoted, and agnin we ad-
dressed onrselves to persnading Mor-
pheus to knit up eur sleeve of care,
which by this time was very much
raveled indeed,  “Ten minutes of utter
quict passed sway; nothing was heard
ot the gentle breathing of the sleepers,
when one aflectionate girl, turning over,
called out: “Well, I'm going to sleep,

ood-night everybody.” — Lippincoll's
Magazine,

Futher Hyaeinthe is quoted as saying
the other day, in referring to kis chureh,
which bas now been opened twolve
months, that the eollections st the ser-
viees lind amounted to GO franes, and
the remainder of the income had been

from volun contributions,
iefly from his English and American
bbmil. “Our foreign friends,” he re-
marked, “have their varions national
and religions undertakings to attend to,
snd, however gmteful we may be, our
solf reeject eannot allow the present
state of :fings to continne,”

»

The Russtan Crar.

The threats made by the Nihilists
to burn St. Petersburg may simply
be bravado, but the fact that hereto-
fore they have made the most des-
perate efforts to carry out their
Ernmisvs, induces many people to

elieve that the effort at least will
be made to carry out the last one,
Anything relating to the Emperor
just now is intoresting, and the fol-
lowing from the Loundon Zruth, by
one who evidently knows his subjoot,
will be found worth reading.

The teeling which comes upper-
most in the mind of any one who
soes the Czar for the first time is
that of sincere pity. Ho is n large,
ox-oyed man, evidently of good in-
tentions, but with a look of sadness
and perplexity in him, His voice is
ns harsh us the grinding of' a coffoe-
mill out of order, for an affection of
the throat, under which he hus long
suftered, renders speech painful to
him. He would have made a very
aminble private  gentleman, and
could have got far more caso and
amusoment out of life it' he had
hunded all the botheration of gov.
ernment over to hig brother Con-
stantine, who has a taste for that
sort of nonsense.  He himself’ eould
hardly have wanted to reign. It
was the Shouvaloffs, the Lamboerts,
the Bariatinskys, the Alderbergs,
the Dologourouks, and some others
who desived he should be a firm
ruler of men. They wero forever
goading and conxing him by turns,
a8 beet is driven to market for those
who wish to reast it. They must
often have had a dificult task, for
his ponderons Majesty (good, casy
man) is slothful and lwuv{uwiuod
by pature. He must have been fre-
quently unable to understand even
what was wanted by him. He is
subject to melancholy periods of

hypochondrinsiy, during  which,
existonce scems but 4 dreary
blunk to him. Ho it

hauntod by fears of sudden death,
and by the dread of assassination.
At these times he moves about on ap-
parently solitary walks with o large
dog, but thero is always a policeman
handy o keep the sacrilegious from
approuching bhim. When well, he
devotes much of his timo to tailoring,
changing his costume with much
stolid perseverance, and he likes to
be attended by a humpbacked Privy
Councillor, wfu aots a8 a foil to his
fine figure, and sets it off, for ho is a
well-built man, tall and straight,
though rather too German in the ro=
tundity of cortain ol his curves.

His father Nicholas, who was in
many respects n notable sovereign,
had him very carefully brought up,
and foresceing that he would want
support, perhaps devotion, in after
lite, to counternct his apathy, sur
vrounded him with some select young
men, who could be relied upon.
This little band of cronies have hung
together ever since ; they have lived
with und on the Emperor without in-
terruption from the time of his acces-
sion until now he provides for their
wants ; they dip their fingers into
his pockets whenever they are so
mimﬂ;d.

He is a loosely hung Emperor,
more like the good fellow of u frece
and-eusy than the despotic master of
millions, when in the midst of these
his tumiliars. He has been known to
git in his shirt sleoves, asteaddlo on o
chair, hobnobbing with them.

The late Count Strogovofl;, who
wus o prewx chevalier,, and o very
high pacing person generally, once
broke in upon the party thus em.
ployed. The Emperor looked at him
with those unutterably mournful
eyes of his, and hold out a champagne
gluss to be refilled frem n bottle which
stood by,  The old soldier drew him-
solfl up and answored sternly: “Lot
those who love you less than I do
porform that service.” The Crar
showed no sign of displeasure, but
within s few months Strogonofl was
doprived of his offices, though he was
nearly connected with the Imporial
family, his son baving married the
Grand Duchess Marie.

Odd Dinner Costoms in Sweden,

The Swedes have k. queer wiy of loco-
motion at their menls.  They often it
abont like lies, from’ one table to an-
other, and sometimes seem to turn the
menu topsy turvy when they order a re-
k. t is no rare thing to see them

sgin with cheeso and biscnit, next pro-
ceed to ham and salad, with aslice of
meat to follow, sna then suddenly start
up in the middle of their dinner to
swallow, while they walk about, a plats-
fal of poa soup, A habit which they
have of beginning each repast with what
they eall & “‘smorgos,” not merely leads
to much untidiness at meal-time, but
mukes them scem contented to live on
bits and seraps, The Smorgos consists
of little dishes, such as slices of smoked
reindeer, snd eaviar, and sardines, with
pickles, cheeso, and other whets provo-
vative of thirst. Theso are fished out
with & fork of general utility, and laid
on thumb pieces of rye cake, thickly
smeared with butter, which serve by way
of plate.  Then they are bitten into, re-
gardless of the fragments which may fall
on other dainties (for your true smorgos
eater seldom wits to his repast) and they
are finally washed down with a glass or
two of spirits which stand haody by their
side. Buch a prelude to s meal is not
merely upcleanly, but must vitiate the
rhue, and injure the digestion. [ndeed,

feel convinced that, were the smorgos-
bord abolished, not merely would the
cookery in Bweden soou improve, but

v many of the people would be
fndudly weaned from their weakness
or strong drink.— All the Year Rownd.

No mstter how honest an auctioneer
may try to be, be cannot make s living
ithout knocking down.

A Financler and His Dogs.

The guardian of the source of
England's greatness is not only an
enthusinst in the cause of his human
friends, but in that of those delight.
ful animals specinlly described us the
friends of man. After deseanting on
the pleasures of his enforced periodi-
cal visit to Puris to ussist at a meet-
ing ot the Disectors of the Suez
Canal, he regrets that the mobile ex.
istence which deprives bim of any
fixod habitation bas reduced his
establishment of dogs. According to
his view, there is no comparison bes
twoen # bulldog and other dogs, not
only in courage, but sagacity and
tonderness. A bulldog is not gener-
ally known as a water dog, yet fow
dogs known for their aquatic in-
stincts can swim with anything ap-
prouching his speed and power. Long
colebrated for his peculiar choice
strain of buidogs, Mr. Rivers.Wiison
was originally one of their most vio.
lent opponents, and from his list of
canine friends excluded John Bull's
cherished companion, Perbaps an
intimate acquaintance  with the
French language and manuers may
have been responsiblo for the abnor.
renco of the bouledogue, but, be this
a8 it may, the aversion existed. It
chanced, however, that an intimate
friend was a groat breeder of bull-
dogs, and begged to present one of
his favorite strain to Mr. Rivers.-Wil-
son. The gift was rofused, but the
bulldog fancier, fillod with the true
proselyting spirit, would not be de-
nied, aud brought one day a small
pinkish-hued puppy out of his coat-

roukel. ln that condition it could
wrdly be deseribed as & thing of
terror.  Its  orthodox patehes of

brindle bad vot yet developed; its
under lip hardly appeared to project;
it had not yet acquired the almost
bairless look peculineto every high
breed. Finally, it was “a very little
one.” The aoimul wag introducod
into the family, and gradually grew
upon its mombers as they declare
only & bulldog can grow. It in-
creasoed in weight gome forty-five or
fitty pounds; but this vate of in-
crenso was slow compared with that
of the favor it found in the eyes of
beboiders. [t is true the head grow
large, and the upper lip fell back,
not exactly like an are de Cupidon,
and that the fore legs assumed u
Chippendale contour; but  these
points seemed marks of beauty to the
wppy's new owners, The animal
Lecume the darling of the house, and
the ancestress of a race which shed
lustre on her ownere, At dog show
after dog show, the scions of this
oelebrated ereature took prizes until
hor strain waxed famous in the land,
and socured the suffrages of all true
connoisseurs of the genuine bulldog.
Thinned out at last by repeated gifts,
the kennel was reduced to one mom-
ber, and the owner determined that °
his affection for this perfect dog
should remain untouched by rivalry;
and whon the animal went down,
full of years and bonor, to tho grave,
gaveup bulldogs forever us a “funcy.”
Now he has o few fox-terriors, good
dogs, and true as far as they go, but
not bulldogs. Speaking of his pres.
ent kennel, he confesses somowhat
sorrowfully that he has “come down
to fox-terrviers,” much as “old Bill
George" some years ago, before the
broed was in fushion, declined to pro-
cure o collie, on the ground that he
had not “come down to sheep dogs
yet."—London Wortd, Nov. 19th.

Princely Peunrionsuess.

Somo of those who were honoml‘lv un
invitation to meet the Prince of Wales
at Hughenden have not serupled to
affirm that their host is failing as much
montally as hois known to be ph ly.
Lovd Beaconsfleld is said to be n{rﬁ}l:
the man hie was even & year ago, and life
at his counftry weat Ii:"demrihml s
“portentously  slow and  pomponsly
dull.”  The witty mot snd sparkling
repurtee  wore conspicuous by their
absenco.  Lovd Beaconsfleld, it is said
spoke but seldom, and when he did
venture to a remark it parfook more of
the nature of & thinlidisgaued platitnde
than of those brillisnt allfrn.nu which
used to drop spontansously from his lips
whenover le opened his mouth,

Taken all round Hughoenden visit was
rather o failure.  H. R, H. is fond of
high play, and Lord Beaconsfield's face
s safd to have grown indeerously long
when his royal guest proy SOV
points at whist. A fo for
prevails among the royal fumily, I4m
told, but they do not all lose
monoy so gracefully as does their heir
apparent, The Duke of Edinburgh's
mesnness has passed into s proverb,
and has done far more to make him un-

pular than the fact of his marrying

ussinn wife. He gets so savage ab
losing that he is the source of immenso
fun to those with whom he plays.

I heard a good, well-suthenticatod
story apropos of this weak side of the
Duke's character s yoar or (we ago.
Royal Highness had accompanied some
ladies to the theater or opern.  If I re-
member rightly, it was the Criterion.
After the performance the party ad-
jonrned to supper. 'The waiters of
course recognized H. R. H.,
pectod o handsome gratuity.
refreshments hud been partaken of
Duke called for his bill. The balf
dozen lackeys flew around

tunt'y than ever. 'The
document was produced
Duke on a silver alaver
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