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¢ American Brains in London.

BY ROBERT BARR.

London is a buge magnet which attracts
and always has atiracted, authors from _the
four quarters of the English-speakiog
world. Metropo-and-moth  relationsbip,
wera the smile not so trite and inad«quate.

One summer eveniog I was dinming on
the upper balcony ot a hotel tacing the
Moselle River in Germsny. For many
days 1 had dined thus out of doors, and
the view over the placid river to the dark,
csstle-crowned heights opposite was plea:
sant. But this psrticular evening there
came trouble in the shape of large, pure
white moths, so numerous that the scene
resembled a snow-storm. Tae moths
tumbled into everything, and made lite
unbearable.

It is all right,’ said the botel keeper
soothingly ; ‘tbey will be all cleared away
in & few hours.’

The vilisgers were piling up s huge
heap of brush wood at the edge of the
river. and in a short time fi‘e was set to it
soon to illuminate the hills and throw 2
red glare on the mirror of the river of the
water

The events that tollowed b:fil: d script-
jon. Down the valley and up the valley
came two dense clouds ot moths, meetiog
and dissolving in the flames. Out ot the
darkness, east and west, they poured in
one continuous torrent, so inestimable in
pumber that the beating of their wings
sounded like the roar of reilway train.

Before long the replenishers o the fire
carrying brushwood, bad to plow their
way kree ceep through quivering drifts of
motbs, and by midmeht there was rot &
living moth in Moselle Valley for similiar
fires had been lighted all the way from

Treeves to Coblenz
L 3

It seemad frightfully cruel, but it was
perhaps necessary, altbough how N ture
restored the balance tbuy thrown off its
pivot by such whol. sale destruction I muest
leave naturslists to determine. All next
day the peasants were shoveling the moths
into the river, and feasting fishes were
lesping up into the air through the floating
masses. This Moeelle boifice seemed to
me fypic:] of London; but the great city
consumes continually, and not for cne
night only

1 bave often tried to discover the secret
of tke charm of London to the writer.
Perhaps the moth dosen’s kuow why it
yushes into the boufire, acd perhaps the
unknown author would be puzzled to give
a sane rezson for his incursion to the met-
rOpoli'. ;

In any one 'point except mere 81Z%
London is hop:lessly beat-n by other
capitals. Its Parliament buildings h .ve
nothing ot the stately granceu of the
Japitol at Washington ; Saint Peul's 1s
overshadowed bothin bulk and beauty by
S4int Peter’s st Rome ; its cours ot justice
do not compare in ste or structure with
new buildings ot a 1k~ nature 1o Brussels ;
no opera house it possesses Can touch tbose
ot Paris or Vienna; it has po city hull like
that of Philadelphia; and Hyde P.rkisa
croguet lawn beside the romantic heauty of
Fairmouth ; it has no streets of palaces like
Fitth Aveoue, snd no maj:stic vista hke
the Champs-E'ysces. .

Its streets are, as a rule, rg row, mear,
dirgy and muday ; its climate 18 occ .slon=
aily detestable. An American epecul-
tor, it permitted, would put vp one build-
ing with halt a doz:n elevators that would
house every office at present bordering
Fleet S reet ana the Strand; yet London
is London, and its tascination 1s as real as
the secret of it is evasive.

‘Here lies Oliver Goldsmith,’ says, in

plain letters, an inscrip'ion ¢n a plain

stone slab in one of the quiet courts of the

Temple, and tere, to my miod, lies at
least part of the secret of London’s en-
chantment. _

It is not the busy metropolis we go to
see; it is the City of Gigantic Ghosts.
In the possession of one house London 1s
supreme, —the silent, narrow Louse ot the
grave. The ancient Abbey is the beauti-
tul carven tombstone of maoy ; the thrine
of the patron saints of the _succeutul.
The tqualid, three-story house in DBrooke
Street, on the other band, may be taken
as one of the numerous shrines of the pa-
tron saint ot the deteat-d, for in its miser-
able attic (Chatterton, not yet .exgnte.en
years of age, hurried starvation with
arsepic. He was one of the singed moths
who, nev -rtheless, left an immortal record

hind him.
be'[ atill live’ were the last words of Web-
ster ; and so, in eff:ct, might a'l the great
dead say. Itis not the material London
that casts its spell over us,—it 18 the
London of the imagination; the London
made vivid for us by Charles Dickens, 80
that when we come upon it in reality it 18
like visiting an old home, & place 1n which
our spirit has walked before our actual
footstey s echoed from its real pavements;]
ihs London ot Charles Lamb ; the London
ot Oliver Goldsmith; the London of Doc-
sor Jobnson. I never meet 8 fat man
coming up Fleet Sireet but I think of burly
Samuel Johneon, sictatorial, positive,
browpeating. usuvally wrong, &8 he was
about the Am-rican Revolation.

L3
The gambler going from Nice to Monte
Carlo, always takes a return ticket, no
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matter Fow much money he possestes, 80
that he may st least gt home again; ir-
deed on the train that 1 aves Nice sb ut
noon the ticket-seller never thioks of sup-
plying » singl: ticket, but will quite auto-
matically throw you out a return‘as soon
as you mention Monte Carlo. |

it, then, the Am rican hes a return tic-
ket over the ocesn, I will tell bim how
cheaply itis possibleto livein London.
At the municipal boarding-houses he can
get a room and bed, both as small as pos-
sivle. but th: latter with clean sheets, for
eight cents a night. This includes the
right to a hot or cold bath, the use of a
large reading-room, and the privilege of
cooking a rasher of bacon or herring on
the municipal stove.

It is, in tact, a sort of club; the com-
pany may rot be as select as at the Retorm
or tha Carelton, but you will meet more
characters out of Dickens’ novels th.re
at the West end institutions I have nsme{.
You may cook your owa breaktast in che
morning, but if you are proud and haughty
wishing to go it and hang the expense,
you can bave a chunk of bread and a cup
ot coff-e at Lockhart’s for two cents which
is filing and satisfying. The Lockhart
coftee houtes are all over London.

*

For a mid dav meal there is nothing so
succul:nt :s a ‘saveloy ’ which is suasage
and mash=d potatoes. This can be bought
anywhere tor from four to tix cents. Asa
heavy meal at night is not to be recom-
m nded, tour hot baked potatoes, with a
desh ot sal: thrown ia, can be hsd for two
cents. Thus you may live in London on
eighteen cents a day. Ot course it may be
done cheaper than that, but [ am taking it
for granted that you want to live well.

The next step below the Manicipal
Lodging Etaslishment is the Salvation
Army shelters, and the nextagiin is the
Doss House, waere beds in a common
room, mittresses on the floor, costs irom
two cents a vight upward. Bad-rock is
reached by ele:ping under an archway, or
on the Tonsmes Embatkment, or in the
parks, bu’ there you are apt to have broken
rest on account of dodging the policemen
who will rouse you up and make you move
on

A nigit or two on the Embankment bas
come to be looked upon as part of the edu-
estion of & litera'y man in London,—The
Hotel ot the Besutiful Star. as David
Christie Murray calls it.—and I de ply re-
gret tbat it is impostible for me to give an
wccount of its airy ac:ommodation from
personsl experience. Murray spent four
nights there, and went four days bungry.
He tells about meeting four distinguisbed
men of letters in the Savage Cicb, all of
whom cootuesed to having been guests of
the Beautul Ster.

»

I was dining one night with a literay
coterie in London when the talk turred
tow:rd early hardstips, and 1 felt
quite out of the game, as nearly everyone
present recounted incidents of crawlng
under bushes befre the parks were closed
at night, and huddling close to avoid pokes
from sticks that the police thrusts through
the thickets to discover anv cinceal:d
tenants. 1 put down on a tabl) belore me
a golden halt tovereign and said :

‘Gentlemen, 1 believe t1hese tbriiling
recitals are largely brag; neverthel ss,
while we are here revling in luxuary there
is no doubt that many poor wretches are
now on the benches of the Embankment.
I propote, therefore that each man cuange
halt sovereign into to ten ehillings; that
we appoint a treasurer to whom the fund is
to be delivered; and it there are one
among us who can write he be cbosen
secr-tary ; that we proceed now to the
Embankment and give every person there
a shilling on ths sole condition that he
tells bis name to tbe secretary; that the
ecretary write these names down, and
the se names be placed in the archives ol
this club, and reterred to at a similar din
per five years from to-night, to see if we
have shillinged a Shakespeare.

‘ILis was hilariou:ly agreed to, gold was
chsnged into mlver by the waiters, and the
bag handed to a celebrated novelist whom
we named Judas pro tem., and we set out
tor the Embankment, beginning at Black-
friars Br1'ge and working our way to the
Houses of Parliament, going wes’, like the
Star of Empire.

I don't suppote we raked in one true nasme
and that knocked in toe beard my projects
at the very outset. They are all Smiths or
Joneses or Robinsons. Uunder proteste,
one man obligingly changed his fi-st ap-
pellation from Thompscn to Jackeon, but
this was too evidently a desire to please a
crowd cf generous persons wno unexpect-
ed liberality be could not understand.

»

Our third victim,—John Smith,—a ve’-
eran, tricd to escape with the shuling
his first.

‘N sme, name,” demsnded the secretary.

‘What time is it?" cried the breathless
man. ’

*About a quarter after midnight.’

«Then strike me blind,” he protested
indiguantly, ‘why do you stand trere ask-
ing toolish questions when, you know tbe
‘pubs’ will cicse in a qusrter of an bhour,
and it will take m2 a eood ten minutes 10
get to the nesrest one? Well, my name’s
Jobn Smitb, if you wili ’av it.?

And with tbis te broke through the ring
and bolted for a diamshop, locally termed
a pub,’—sbort for ‘public-house.’

'Yhe sequel to this was rather remark-
able, although we have never bad the din-
ner we promised ourselves —so remarkable
indeed, that in a work of fiction the incident
would be usel«ss ; no novelist except Dick-
ons wou'd dare use so striking a coincidence
There are things happening every day wbich
the intelligent public would not stand in a

J

work of the im: gmation, as being o ab-
surd tor probability

There was & young fellow from one of
the interior towns of New York who drifted

o London snd begsn his rece with starva-

tion. 1 helped bim out somewhat (I may
esplan that my connection wi h the Detroit
Free Press, which for the past eighteen
years bas been printed and published in
London sooner or later brought every ster
ving American to my door, the name of the
paper being #o well known in both contic-
ents), but at lsst he disappeared and I of-
ten wondered 1t he had gone under. How-
ever, [ got from bim, at last, an invitation
to lunch at an expensive restaurant, and I
learned that he had gone north to E'in
burgh, and there met with the success that
bad been denied him in I.ondon.

When we were talking over the trials of
the past I said to him:

‘And did you ever get #o low down that
you had to sleep on the Embankment Y

‘Did 1? Well, 1 should say I did ! And
I'll tell you a funny thing that happened to
me there one night, that I have never got
any one to belicva, but I give you my
word it’s true. li’s like a suction out of
Rybert Louis Stevenson’'s New Arabian
Nights. I got a soft spot on a bench near
Westminster Bridge, but the police kept
moving me on and on, until at last, work-
ing from seat to seat, 1 got over the line
into the city, where I was left alone. Per-
haps you sre not aware that the city police
are much essier on & penniless wayfarer
than the metropolitan police |’

“This is & well known fact,) I replied.
‘I hsve sern a procession of Socialists
marching up the Eabankment carefully
escoi tad to the boun 1ary by the city police,
and the moment (he procession with its
banners crossed the line the metropolitan
police fell on them and dispersed them like
scraps of paper before a high wind. Go

y
on. A

‘Well, about midnight, when I had fall-
en into a dose, I was roused by a hand on
my choulder and thought I was in their
clutches again. But 1t wssn’t a bobby.
‘Give me your name and I'll give you a
sbilling ’ #aid the man. I looked up end
saw a lot of f-1lows as drunk as lords.’

l'No, no,’ I protested ; ‘vot drunk; just
jollv.?

‘You listen. I tell you they were not
only druck ; they were crezy. You wait
till vou hear how I held ’em up.’

Thirks [ to myself, ‘This wasn’t cur
crowd. We weren’t held up.’

*All right, go on.’ [ #aid aloud.

“W.1l, this fellow planks down a shilling
in my palm; I thought at first it wust be
bogus, but it felt like good money.
slipped it into my pocket *Your name,
please,’ said the giver, pretending be could
writs. ‘Brown,’ssys I; ‘Jimmy Brown '’
‘Thanks,” says he. Oh, they were as
pelite as pie; you've reen fellows in that
condstion. ‘Look here.' [ said, ‘aiv’t you
going to give me the shilling you promis-
ed P Tuen you ought to hsve heard the
outcrv. ‘Give up the silver. Judas,’
‘Don’t rook the man,’ ‘I knew Judas was
goirg to try and make money out of this,’
and all that sort of thing. Judas apolc-
gizad in abjact fashion, and torked over
another shillirg, which made two.

‘Corgra‘ulaung myselt on this bonarza
—1 was actully starving—my first instincts
were to rush for some:hing to eat, but the
stranr ¢ : behaviour of tbese men made me
pauce 10 the mddle of the street and look
back at them. [ saw that they were pay-
ing the pext man, and a'l at once my com-
wercisl instincts showed me, Lungry as I
was. that bere wasa gang of Britishers
with more money than they koew wh t to
do with, who could be worked, and I re-
solved to mine the lode while it laeted.

‘I cut round and got on the next bench.
‘Name and address,’ said the fellow a mo-
ment later, *Smith of Smittfi-ld.” says I.
«Hore's a shilling tor you. God bless you.’

Oft I goes round a semi circle agsin, on
to the next bench. ‘Money or your life,’
says Judas. ‘No no, [ mean your name,
and 1}l give you your life, —I beg pardon.
—a shilling.” ‘White of Whitechs pel.’
says | and got my tourth shiiling. Weil
I worked ih .t racker on the boys till I ac-
cumalsted sixteen shillings,—four dollars.
—as I'm a sinner, and they pever knew it.’

»*

‘Hold on,’ I said: ‘I don’t believe that
there are sixteen benches all along the
Embat kment.’

Oh, the moment I realiz>d the kind of
silver mine I had struck I didn’c depend on
the benches. I met ’em now and then be-
tween the seats, and began to mosn about
having no home to go to, which was true
enough. and then it was pame and shill-
ing. When the deputativn got uvp to West-
minster Bridge they embraced each other.
some tried to sing ‘Raule Britannia,’ and
one or two ‘The Star Spangled Banner,’
but the police stopped that and they scat-
tered. howling for hansoms.

‘With all that money in my pocket I
found every place clored and I couldn’t
get a bite, but I got a bed, and next day
struck north and got my first job at Not
ti- gham. Now I suppose you don’t believe
thar varn ?’

‘Well, trankly, you know—’

«Ot course, of course. Nobody does.
But I tell you there’s lots ot things hap-
pening in London that you don’c know
anything about.’

Which was qui‘e true.
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Few Epistles at Sing Sing, However it
may bs Eliewhere,

Sing Sing does not seem to be a senti-
ment-inspiring nam3. From other pritons
come astonishing reports of tender romance
ot criminals who receive shoals ot love
letters from women th¢y have never seen
says N. Y Sun. Warden Si:ge has been
at Sing Sing between four and five years,
but he says nothing of the kind has bappen-
ed there during tbat time. At least, not to
his knowledge.

One letter came to the penitentiary ad-
dretsed to ‘A Prisoner Who Receives No
Leotters.” It was from & young woman in a
Western State, end was written because
the girl bad beard Mrs. Ballington Booth
talk about the prison work and ot the
pleasure it is to the convicts to receive
letters. The girl had written a long and
rather efiusive letter, which she rigned
with her name, preceeded by ‘Lovingly
yours,’ and ber request for a reply.

Mr. Sage wrote a kindly bat plain letter
to the young woman, explaining to her
that the average convict is not the sort of
a man with whom girls should be corres-
ponding even on the philanthropic plane.
Ho remiminded her that ehe would doubt-
leas be embarrassed it the convict should
present himeclt, as be probablp would, at
the end of his term to demand a continua-
tion of her interest in him. He suggested
that she ask her father and her mother for
their consent before she wrote aga‘n. She
did not write sgain.

One convict at Sing Sing bas had his ro-
mance. He is in for a long sentence, one
which is practically a life term. Yet he
has been receiving regularly the most ten-
der epistles from a girl who writes of what
they will do when thcy are married. In
this case, the romance began before Sing
Sirg appeared on the boriz)n. The two
were engaged before the man committed
the crime which landed him in the peniten-
tiary.

Most of the letters sent to the prisonerg
are of a religious tenor, calling upon them
to repent and fl-e frcm the wrath to come.
As these exhortations are generally ot an
unmistakably crank variety they do not al-
ways find their way to the prisoners. A
good many letters of (bis class came at the
time ¢f Mrs. Piacc’s imprisonment, along
with a good many more protesting to the
Warden 2giinst the ‘crime’ of capital pun-
ishment.

Vacher, the French murderer, who was
guillotined recently, received love letters
from women in all classes of society. Be-
fore his trial Vacher received a letter from
a young milliner announcing her willing-
ness to become his wife immediately if he
was acquitted or to wait for him, no mat-
ter how long his ren‘ence might be. She
wes said to be a young girl and a gentle,
retiring creature. Several years ago a con-
vict in an English prison received a besuti-
ful and expensive valentine. He said be
hadn't tbe remotest idea who his anony-
mous admirer could be.

A Bristol woman fell a victim to the
chsrms of reputation of a notorious big-
amist. These charms consisted in bis hav-
ing married a number of wemen, tquand-
ered their possessions, and then gone off

in search ot new victims. Somehow this
just struck the fancy of the Bristol woman,
who wrote a long and tender letter to the
imprisoned bigamist, finally bursting ioto
poetry as follows:

By -m:e strange power thou winneth womsn’s
And losr.rto'nce given, can no more depart—

But though tve world my hoid thee base and vile,
I sha'l aye love thee and on thee wll smile.
Tobough scorned by all, for me thou’lt ever shine,
and whilst I live I'm ever, ever thioe.

A Chicago murderer, sentenced to death,
received a letter every day irom a young
woman who declared her love in the most
empbatic terms, adding large atsortments
ot kieses by means of the good old method
ot crosses. A St. Louis burglar received
during his trial a ba:ket of flowers every
day, a pretty girl giving them to him as
be sat in the dock. These outbursts of
morbid feeling are more likely to occur
during a trial. When the pritoner is con-
victed ana in the penitentiary he drops out
of notice.

Mrs. Maybrick’s case, of course, has
been diff -rent. She has received bundreds
of letters of sympathy since her convic-
tion, and at the time of her trial she was
deluged with offers of marriage. This
seems another thing, thougb, ifrom pro-
fessions of love for an admitted criminal.
who have written to Mrs. Maybrick un-
douttedly believe her innocent. An
English paper seems to take it for grant-
ed that criminals in this country are all
showered with floral offerings, as the St.
Louis burglar was, and with love letters,
as was the Chicago murderer. Juadgirg
from the Sing Sing records, the Koglisa
peper is mistaken.

Love By Telegraph,

1) 5 love-eick people mek2 use of the tele-
graph? Well, occasionally we have trent
messsges at a half-penny & word,’ said a
post office clerk. *There is & rather well
known solicitor who often communicates
with his lady love in this fashion, and he
exhibits no meanness in catting down words.
Not long ago he tent off an effusion which

cost nearly five shillings; his sweetheart
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replying at length within an hour of receiv-
ing it.

‘When sentiment swells to telegraphi®
intensity, the love burdened one ususlly
scribblos sweetners on a form aud intrusts
it to a second person (preferably of tender
age) for despatch. Oan two or three occa-
gions a litil2 boy presented a form filled
with endearing words, and signed Tom.
When questioned, he replied that Tom was
bis brother Evidently prodigality was one
of the hero’s distinguishing traits, for h's
message generally ccst him about one-and
sixpence.

‘Some messsges appear simple and busi-
ness like, but there is a world of meaning

and love in their composition. A fellow
clerk discovered that the short, blunt effu-
sions of an artful communicator always con-
cealed one or two words. These were bid=
den, puzzle fasbion, the last part of one
word and the begioning of the next form-
ing the ail important definition—Cassell’s
Journal.

Too Many Cooks,

Mrs. O'Hara—‘Oi hear Mrs. Kelly left
ber cusband because he nivir had an appe-
tite ’

Mrs. O'\iara—‘Thot’s no raison !’

Mrs. O Hara—*It is whin your husband
is a polageman, Mrs. O’Mara '—Puck.

G00D HEALTH MINE.

Most Valuable Discovery by a
Prominent Halifax Traveler,

But Rockirgham People Have Known it for
Several Years—Dodd’s Kidaey Pills a
_Perfect Mipe of Health—They Cure
all Kidvey Diseases,

Rockingaam, N. 8., May 1st—(By tel-
egraph.) [ne rich mioe recently discovered
by the oldest traveler in Nova Scotia, Mr.
J. H. Ireland, of Halfax, is said to have
been known to the citizens of this town
five years ago. An old resident states that
he drew a new lease ot life from the mine
at least four years ago. Others have made
similar claims.

Mr. Ireland says he cares not how many
people use the mine. He has named it the
Good Health mine, and says tbat this is
the most suitable title for it, as Good
Health is enjoyed by all who use its output
—Dodd’s Kidney Pills.

There is no doubt about the genuineness
of Mr. lreland’s care. All his triends—
and he has bundreds of them—bave remark
ed the improvemsnt, and congratulated
him upon it. To each inquirv he bas re-
plied that Dodd’s Kidney Pills cured him
in a few days.

The reputation eujoyed by Do1d’s Kidney
Pills in this section of Nova Scotia, isin-
deed a proud one. Itis sate to say they
are used in every household. And in every
case in which they have been tried a com-
plete and l:sting cure has followed. A
large number of cures of Brigbi's disease
D.abetes and Dropsy have been cured by
them here, and the cases of Rheumatism,
Lumbago, Lame back, Scianca, Gravel
Stone in the Bladder, Blood Impurhes,
Diseases ot Women and all Urioary Dis-
eases, that have been cured by them are
simply unaccountable.

Dodd’s Kidoey Pills are sold by all
druggists, at fitty cents a box, six boxes
82 50, or will be sent on receipt of price
by Toe Dodds Medicine Co., Limited,
‘Coronto, Unt.
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