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ODD INCIDENTS OF FORVEIGN TRA-
VEL AND OBSERVATION.

Wine

Wraiths of the Olden Roman Roads-
John Connell, the Blind Singer of Edin-
burgh.

Loxpox, Dee. 27.—An eminent Ger- |
man author and myselt visited Farringford !
IHouse, Isle ot Wight, the home of the late |
Lord Tennyson, a few months before the |
poet’s death. In his later years. the laur- l
eate, forgivably enough, received thissort of 1‘
tribute rather charily, as he had somehow |
become possessed of the odd suspicion that |
literary pilgrims sought his cellar, famous
for the oldest and the choicest port wine in
England, rather than for opportunity for
worshipping at the shrine of his personality. |

We found him among the shrubbery
which luxuriously hides the quaint old
place, wandering in the verdure and blos-
soms like an unseasonable St. Nicholas
masquerading beneath a frowsy slouch
hat. e received us kindly enough, but
with brusque familiarity ; as though we |
had been importunate tenants coming to
insist upon rent reducticns, and led us
The one man servant |

directly to his study.
of the place instantly appeared, with the
air of a country inn servitor awaiting a du-
bious order from questionable guests.
The great poet simply said, *“Two! ”
; motioned us to a

with |
a deprecating gesture
seat upon an ancient leather-covered settle :
tossed his slouch hat into a corner of the
study and sank wearily into his capacious
easy chair at the study table, as if about to |
undergo an unpleasant ordeal. ’
Tennyson eyed my German friend with '
evident mistrust until the man servant re- |
turned with two bottles of port wine, glas-
ses tor his visitors, and a huge dock-glass, |
holding at least a pint, for himself. Then
the great man deliberately put an end to
conversation by abruptly declaring that he ,
felt unable to discuss German philosophy |
pushed one bottle |

or American polities ;
and the glasses towards us; and held the
other bottle the neck as if fearful it
might somehow disappear.  Impatiently
motioning us to partake, he at once helped |
himself to a good half pint of wine, to
half as much cold water.

by

which was adaed
This was repeated, until in a half hour,s
own bottle had been

We

came

time, his entirely

some pleasant

My

more furious

emptied. said
(rerman

the

things and away.

friend was furious ; over
quality of the wine that had been served to
us, than the poet’s apparent antipathy to
The

same evening in London, while we were

the philosophies of his countrymen.

still in company together with a few literary

friends at a Convent Garden resort, the

(ierman author indignantly related the in-

I'he entire party laughed merrily

iscomforture, and one, a well known

ever really got the best of Lord Tennyson
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f his favorite port, a glass

I[rvine. and the same huge dock-glass, with
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A i'i-, her of water was set before hi
a few moments Lord Tennyson fell asleep

1
. [rving gently disengaged his hand from the
neck ot the bottle, took it to his own side
of the study table, and leisurely drank its
I'he

remainder of Irving’s visit was distinguished

entire contents before the poet awoke.

by extreme hilarity on his part, and a well-
defined coolness on the part of the laureate :
but Irving has always been ecstatic over
his achievement, and possesses the extra-
ordinary distinction of being the only man
living, aside from the laureate himself, who
ever really drank an entire bottle of Lord
Tennyson's rare old port wine.

In foreign travel, as in some other things,
we are often the vietims of our own
In London and other

opa-
ueness or prejudice.
British cities, the American will notice lit-
tle signs at street corners, in crowded, nar-
and at

parkways,

all sudden turnings traversed

row thoroughtares, in
lu‘\ \'(‘hi('le's,
reading. **Keep to the left.”

Some years ago when | first noticed that
it worried me. I wanted to understand it, '
and like a true American, perhaps protest
about it a little. lapproached a lLondon
policeman with the earnest inquiry :

: ““Beg pardon, officer, but might [ ask

why. in London, everything goes ‘to the
left?’

Like one of Mrs. Jarley's figures his head
moved statelily. He regarded me one aw- |
ful, official moment with contemptuous pity. l
His head moved back again. Then with |
withering scorn he answered: ;

““An’ w'y in ‘ell shouldn’t it?" i

I bad never thought of that. After ob- |
serving and thinkirg a little, I saw that the
English are right in keeping to the left.
Drivers being seated at the right,
there is absolutely no other in
which to utilize every inch of crowded street.
In keeving to the right, as with us, no
driver can safely judge distance, when meet-
Iere, where the

way

ing or passing vehicles.
drivers’ heads practically come together
over their wheel-hubs when meeting or
passing, far greater speed is secured ; while
danger and loss from clashing wheels are
almost wholly avoided. There is wisdom
in discarding a bad custom for a good one,

The Late Lord Tennyson and His Rare Port
A Good and a Bad British Custom |

| *‘you saw through my sightlessness.
we blind folk are mair canny at seein’ than |

| This deprecatingly.

3 hard by St. Andrew's square, in which I
| love to make my home when in ** Auld
| Reckie:” for while it is but a few steps
_f‘ from the city's peerless P’rincess Street, it
'is still within the precincts of a fine old
residence district, made famous by the
| haunts of a score of the great literary
| Scotchmen of other days.

Much going and coming between this
inn and central city places, brought to my
notice the fact that, nearly every pleasant

' summer night when the hush of evening

had fallen upon the town, a marvellous
singer of the tenderest ballads of Scotland
came that way ; stood for a quarter of an
hour or so in the quiet entrance to St. An-
drew's street; and at intervals to the
accompaniment of an accordion sang
sweetly for those who tarried.

At chance glimpses of the singer and his
regular evening audience I noticed, too,
that the man never solicited alms. He
stood quite still in the middle of the street,
and now ard then some one of the crowd, in
the pauses of his singing, would step quietly
up to him and place a coin within his hand.
These were copper coins always, and they
nearly always came from the pockets of
poor people. Finally, the songs and the
scene touching my own heart, [ went and
placed a coin in his hand, as others had
done before me.

Then for the first time I saw that the
man was blind. I saw, besides, such a
face as will haunt me all my lifetime. I
cannot tell you what painter has put most
of hopetul patience, exalted resignation
and sublime faith into any one face upon
But here was a face that instant-
I went back to him.

canvas.
ly revealed them all.

' 1 told him I would like to know him ; asked

him if I could come to his home, or if he

' could find lis way to my lodgings; and in

a moment more we had arranged for a
meeting at the little St. Andrew’s street inn
for the morrow.

When he came his first words put us
both as warmly i touch as though our
hearts had been open to each other for a
litetime.

“I knew by vour voice,” he said sadly,
An’

So do I.”
my

You make rhymes.
“(zod

yve think.
knows
heart is sair t’ sing wi’ a pen, too!”
So I knew he had already sung **wi’ his
pen,” and made bim there and then repeat
Ilere was another Burns in
Surely this is so.

his rhymes.
rags and obscurity.
Then T went with this blind poet and singer,

- PROGRESS

| minus another hen that night, and in the |

John Connell, to his home, No. 12, Gibbs’ |

Enry (second flat), Nicholson street,

l:dinburgh ; away up among the densely in- |

habited wynds and closes of old town.

What was there? Just so many children |
one could scarcely count them or remem- ‘
ber their names ; a kindly-faced wife, loyal
and true : a hearthside as barren of the
comforts of this life as the face of a storm-
beaten crag: but with faith, hope and un-
falterine love enough within it to seed for

saving an entire race.
fter strug-

I'he storv of the man and his bi

§

one ; because of mis vocation,

He

nopes for

gle 1s a short
silent suflering. was

his pove riy, nis

a mechanic once, with boundless

education and advancement ; [wrlm;n with
(in'unn 'l ht'
That the wife and bairns might not starve,

of fame blindness came.

he must sing upon the, street. Then a pass- |

ing grand lady heard bim sing.
for him and gave him an audience. The
old hopes tlamed anew. To make her hus-

band presentable the soft-hearted wife gave

She sent |

all her savings and pledged all their little |

belongings for clothing and a brave new

accoridon. ** The puir body may find fa-
" The fond wite prayed.

vor .

He did— |

antil he told the grand lady proudly of his |

good wife and bairns. Then she

good-day, and her servant showed him the

door.

now for more than four years for this mis-
hap ; that those dear to him may barely
live : to relieve himself trom the wolt-fangs

| of the usurer; and to retrieve himself from

the favor of this grand Edinburgh lady.
Many, silent, dreadiul are the tragedies of
this life from the heedlessness and heart-
lessness of the rich and great!

[ added to his httle store of books;

' helped a little in other ways from my own

slender purse ; but my heart aches and my
eyes mist in the longing for some good and

‘ powvrtul man—is there not such a Scotch-

man in Scotland or America’—to place

| this blind singer where the songs of his
tender heart may be made koown to all

men. Wherever my wanderings may lead
me. I cannot but hear his thrilling voice in
¢ Auld Reekie's” pleasant thoroughfares,

or see him in the little Gibbs Entry home-
cell, sitting in the silences of his sightless
life, bis faithful wife reading over and over
to him the songs of other men, or taking
down the lines that crowd upon his tremb-
ling tongue;—a transcendent picture of
some modern Prometheus bound.

When tramping upon the grand Scottish
highways, and drawn from the road to the
fields by some vagarous fancy, a thrilling
gense of exultation comes in the accidental
discovery of some old Roman Road. You
have perhaps leaped a wall and come upon
a ragged hollow. This can be clearly
traced, straight as an arrow for a long dis-
tance. There is a wondrous fascination in
this bramble-covered swail. You pother
about for a little, and find it paved with
huge stones. More digging discloses solid
walls set beneath the rubbish of its sides.

The sea itseif hardly broke the line of
this stout old artery, along which once

wherever we may find the latter.
There is a quaint little inn of Edindurgh,

surged tbe iron blood of Rome. Stern
Agricola rode at the head of his legions

bid him

|
past the very spot on which you are stand- |
ing. Almost ceaseless tides of warriors |
swept over the road to Mons Grampus, that
ten thousand slain and stark Caledonians |
might form an impassible wall before the
mist-wreathed mountains beyond.

Lighteen hundred years have passed
since jealous Domitian recalled to Rome
this invincible leader of steel-mailed slaugh-
terers and the glowing pen of Tacitus told
the surpassing bravery of the skin-clad
Northmen who fell beneath his onslaughts :
but as you linger upon this old Roman way,
dreaming until the sun 1s almost level with
the far mountain-tops, flaming their purple
heather marvelously, countless wraiths pass
and repass in olden battle array.

Then that is the nineteenth and not the
first century upon which the sun is shining
is recalled to you by the face of a keenly
observant but solemn collie dog breaking
between some clumps of golden broom
above your head.  He has been minding a
flock ot sheep, grazing yonder on the brae-
side; and he has stepped aside for a
moment to interrupt your vagarous fancies
about Agricola and all the other grim old
fellows of his blood-letting time, and to
study your intentions and possibly exam-
ine your credentials. You beg his pardon
for the trespass ; leap the wall to the high-
way again; gaze back down the valley
upon a score of red-roofed hamlets ; push
forward to the wayside inn where you are
to tarry ; and between the walls of its huge
chamber, you march in dreams from the
Seven Hills to the Grampians, with mailed
hosts and forests of spears, along that old
Roman Road throughout the livelong night.

Evcar L. Wakemax.

4 COLLIE DOG’S CUNNING.

How He Managed to Catch the Prowlin¥
Minks. |

Mr. Nicholas H. IHilton, who runs a saw-
mill on Cranberry Creek, owns a smart
collie dog named Shep. Soon after the
mill pond became frozen over last month
Shep trotted into the mill one day with a
min[: in his mouth. He dropped it in the
sawdust, wagged his tail, walked to the
opposite side of the mill where some siding
was off, and went to gazing out on the ice-
covered pond. The mink was warm, and
Mr. Hilton tried in vain to get the dog to
tell where he had caught it. When Mr.
[1ilton counted his hens that night he found
that one was missing. The ground was |
bare, and the flock of hens and roosters
had been scratching in some weeds jand
corn stubble not far trom the pond. In
the morning Mr. Hilton found the missing
hen lying dead on the ice a few yards from
the shore ot the pond. IHerneck had been
bitten by a mink.

Two daysafterward Shep fetched another
mink into the sawmill and put it down in
the dust. He noticed that his master was
not looking at him, so he took hold of Mr.
Hilton's trousers’ leg and called his atten-
tion to the mink. Mr. Hilton put the mink
on a shelf, and the dog went to the open
space in the siding and began to peep out
on the pond as betore. The flock was |

morning Mr, Hilton found her dead on the
pond, with her throat torn Ie couldn’t
make out how or where the dog had caught
the minks, and the disappearance of the
hens on the same day puzzled him so that
lte decided to kl'n';) a close watch on the
dog.
Shep followed Mr. Hilton to the sawmill
the next morning and immediately took his

stand at the hole in the si 'i:v-,f and began
to gaze ut on the U‘Hlvl. ile watched
there until the middle ot the forenoon, when
he ran out of the mill as though he had
seen something.  Mr. Hilton ran to the
hole and saw a mink hopping along the ice

from the direction of a stump in the upper

nda wWas maxing straigut

of the i»u.:‘i. it
for the weedy bank, just
hens were scratching in the
and Hilton watched it till it reached
the shore and i“r;ii!;lv':‘.i'x‘l! in the weeds.
He was expecting to see the dog pounce
upon it near the shore, and, while h: was

‘:ll‘}-" v

where the
S Aol b b
corn stubble,
AT
Mr.

wondering where the dog was, Shep trotte d
down to the pond, some distance above
where the mink had lett it, stole across the
ice. and hid behind a stump.

No sooner had Shep got to the stump

| than Mr. Hilton heard a hen squawk out in

the patch ot corn stubble. ‘lhe roosters
and the other hens squalled and skedaddled
toward the barn, and Mr. Hilton who said |
he desired to see what the dog was up to
behind the stump, stayed in the mill and
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kept a close watch on the shore and the |

stump. About a minute
squawk(f(l Mr. Hilton saw the mink come

' out of the weeds with a hen by the neck.
| It held its head as high as it could to keep

: " é . ‘ 1 dragoi o,
John Connell has been singing for alms | the hen from dragging

but the hen was
large and heavy, and the mink wasn’t tall
enough to lift her clear of the ice.
it had got witkin a few feet of the stump
Shep bounded out and nabbed it.
shock the mink for several seconds and
then he trotted to the mill and dropped it
in the sawdust as before. The dizcovery
of the dog's cunning trick greatly pleased
Mr. Hiiton, and since then he has kept his
hens shut up.—N. Y. Sun.

A New Slang Phrase,

Besides being v ry- vuigar, a slang ex-
pression is undoubtedly the most compre-
hensive of language, and especially so in
its up-to-dateness and its popular under-
standableness. ‘* Ah! yer trolley's off!”
contemptuously sneered a scrubby little
newsboy on Fulton street, Brooklyn, the
other day to a companion with whom he
was endeavoring to straighten out some
difference of opinion. And **Your trolley’s
off” is getting to be pretty generally used
to express what has been indicated by
¢ You're off your base.” If Macaulay or
Charles Lamb offers anything more terse or
pithy, that would express to every one just
what everyone understands by ** Your
trolley’s off,” it would be worth ¢uoting.
Slang is perhaps richer in the history that
touches the lite and common experience of
all the people most closely than most other
words. Future generations may know the
exact date when the trolley car was first
used, but if they could discover jast when
*“ Your trolley’s off” came into vogue they
would know better when electric trolley
cars began to be in general use and com-
mon to the people.—N. Y. Sun.

Japanese Hairping.

Japanese women put up their bair with
wooden, ivory or tortoise shell pins, seven
or eight inches in length and tully half an
inch wide. The pins are usually carved
and are often capped with pivoted figures,
which dance w1tﬁ every motion of the

wearer.
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When |
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THYE KANGAROO CURSE.

ers of Australia,

The kangaroo plague (says Hardwicke's
Science Gossip) has always been a great
nuisance to the Australian squatters, for on
an average these animals consume as much
grass as a sheep. It is stated that, on a
sheep run of 60,000 to 80,000 acres, 10,-
000 kangaroos were killed annually for six
consecutive years, and yet their numbers
remained very formidable in the locality.
In the colony of South Australia hundreds
of thousands of kangaroos are slaughtered
annually for their skins and the bonus
offered by the authorities. The number of
these marsupials in New South Wales in
1889 was estimated to be over 4,000,000,
and yet about halt a million kangaroos and
650,000 wallabies were destroyed in the
colony in that year. A bonus of 8d. for
each kangaroo killed is offered in Australia ;
hence the colonists are gradually extermin-
ating these native animals. Over half a
million skins are annually shipped to Eng-
land, and a large number to North America,
to be converted into leather. The macro-
pide include several kinds of kangaroos
and wallabies.. The progress of settlement
in Australia has driven these animals from
the more densely populated parts of the
Australian continent, but in the country
and unsettled districts they are still num-
erous enough to cause very considerable
damage to the natural grasses. So serious
has been the injury thus wrought that the
Colonial Governments and run-halders pay
a small sum per head for the destraction of

the kangaroos.

. .
' Consumption
is oftentimes absolutely

cured inits earliest stages
by the use of that won-

derful

Food Medicine,
Scott’s

Emulsion

which is now in high
repute the world over.

“OAUTION.” -Beware of substitutes
Genuine prepared by Scott & Bowne,
Belleville. Sold by all druggists.
50c. and $1.00.

ESTABLISHED 1855 .

YLORS

* £IRE & BURGLA

p,‘;r\LTEN?;EgRGyEMENTS
NoTFOUNP [0 - 2 MAKES

THAT WILL WELL REPAY AN
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THE BEST SAFE

J& JTAYLOR.
TORONTO SAFE WORKS.

TORONTO.
MONTREAL VANCOUVER
WINNIPEG VICTORIA

Agent for the Maritime Provinces

B. B. BLIZARD, §t. John. N. B.

——18 A CERTAIN CURE FOR——
Piles, Fever Sores, Nores of any kind, Ring-
worm, Chapped Hands, Chilbiains,
Frost Bites, Warts, Corns, ete,

| And its efleect on a Burn or Scald is really astonish

ing; it removes the anguish in a very short time
without leaving a blister.

PRICE, 50 cents par Pot; $5 per dozen;
Six dozen $26 ; One Gross $50.

FOR BALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

This Ointment, is put up 10 wiite stone pots with
the above (Trade Mark.) None genuine without it.

Prepared wholly by JOHN A. SEGEE, successor
to Jas. Vi . Segee, Durham street, St. John, N.B.

EASY TO USE.

They are Fast.
They are Beautiful.
They are Brilliant.

SOAP WON'T FADE THEM.

Have YOU used them ; if not, try and
be convinced.

OCne Package equal to two of
any other make.

Caaada Branch : 481 St. Paul Street, Montreal,
Send postal for Sample Card and Book of Instructions,
Sold in St. John by 8. McDIARMID, and E. J

MAHONEY, Indiantown.

\Vhile the best for all household uses, has
peculiar qualities for easy and quick washing of

READ

the directions on the
wrapper.

clothes.

A SECRET.

We Sometimes Meet

a young lady or gentleman whose appearance we like—and
yet wonder why we are interested.

There Are Times

when people who we have heretofore thought quite plain,
suddenly inspire us with an unaccountable interest-—they

appear brighter,--fresher!

—_—— o ianiiite

What the Change?
Why the Interest?
What the Inspiration?

Clean white Collars and Cuffs
In Contrast

with a well washed skin-—with just a suspicion of blue in
the white to form good harmony through the color of the

veins.

UNCAR
HAS
THE

SECRET.

Telephone 58.

it

IS

£
TRADE

and send your Farcels to UNGAR'S Steamn Laundry and Dye Works,
John, (Waterloo street); Telepbone 58. Or Halifax: €0 7

BE SURE [hey will be done right, if done il
NCAR'S.

Barrington street.
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COGNAC.

THE SECOND LARGEST SHIFPERS
OF BRANDY FROM FRANCE.

THEIR BRANDIES
ARE UNSURPASSED
iN AGE AND QUALITY.

Ask vour Wine Merchant fer them.
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‘Thackeray’s Comp

10 volumes, handsome- £
ly bound in cloth,libr- 8%
ary edition, with 177
illustrations for $2.90
is an unequalled offer.

We do not think it will
last long because our
supply is limited, and
we may not be able to
duplicate our orders at
the same figure. .
retail bargain priceis
usuall
set is listed at $10.00.
Given for one new or
renewal subscription
and $2.90 additional.

lete Works 10 vols.
Given for one new or renewal subscription and $2,90 additiona

Thackeray's works

The

$6.00. The [
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