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HE SIGHTS UF
-~ HULD EDINBURRH,

Jokn Swinton Visits the Far-
Famed Ancient Capital of
Seotland.

THE PEOPLE AND TREIR WAYS,

- Scenes of Romance, Tradition and

Interest — The Carnegie Free
Library—Seme of the Imposing
Structures of the Modern Athens.
Picturesque Costumes — From

Castle to Palace.

4DINBURGH (Scotland),
There isan array of Ame

» .
¥

Aug. 12.—
1S in Ed-
zh this summer enjoying the at-
and sunshine of this healthfal
city, promenading or saunterin~ ‘hirough its
interesting old streets and its stylish new
Q ~ssopvifig its quaint and its classieal
architecture, visiting its scenes of historie
interest and romantie tradition, looking up
the haunts of its famous or memorable men,
climbing the slopes of the three hills on
which it is built, enjoying the many gardens
and parks by which it is adorned, learning
something of its great nstitutions of culture,
admiring its picturesque features and rare
beauty, and familiarizing themselves with
the ways and life of its geni:l and intelli-
gent people. From the time of i's founding,
long Lefore the pericd of authentic Listory,
and the time when its Castle rock was held
- the Roman legions and when it was but
| tof mud and waitles, infested by

mosphere

an

1 boar and the wolf, it has grown
through the ages until now it is a city that
attra tourists from all parts of the globe.

i'he ierican tourist, who becomes well
acquainted with it, finds it worthy of its re-
nown.
; SEEN FROM THE HEIGHTS.

Viewed from the castle-crowned r ck,
\ rises in massive grandenr in-the hear
city, or from Calton Hill, which ri
r off, the spectacle of theci
1s of surpassing and varis 2
: on Calton Hill, where you find
sundry monuments and an observatory, vou
the Crags and Arthur's Seat, with its
you see the gleamipg waters of

see

ion’s head;

Edinboro Castle.

the }_‘i:".'sx of Forth, ¢ver which that great
cantilever bridge which is the marvel of

modern engineering has been bu’'t; you see
th cient castle off toward tb_."west, and
up aloft you see domes, tow.rs, steeples
and monuments, hills and >ales, to your

heart’s content; and you obfain a superb
viéw of the city, old apd new. Still another
picturesque view, hardly less attractive, is
found when you mount to the top of the
Castle, from which you desery the Pentiand
hills and gaze upon scenes thai captivate
the imagination.
RENOWNED FOR LEARNING.

“ainburgh has been renowned for ages as

t of learning. In the various depart-
118 of the great umiversity, which was
founded over three centuries ago, there
are 2600 students. Theret are 2490 in the

hnical College, and in an official report

he French Government, the
ollege is referred to as the
echnical institut'on ought to
Qi abundance of academies,
high sclioois, art schools,

scientific and theological i
There are also industrial colleg
chools, and so on.

THE FINE ARTS.

Here, also, is the gigantic Museum of
Science and Art, freely open to everybody.
Here is the still more gigantic Scottish Por-
trait Gailery (free). Here is the National
Picture Gallery (free). Here is the very
valuable Antiquarian Museum (fres). Here
is the Carnegie Free Library (referred to
elsewhere). Here are the DBotanical Gar-
dens (free). Here and hereabout, in short,
are other like institutions, many and fine.

THE ‘“*MODERN ATHENS.”

Soon after the opening of this century
there arose a yearning amoug certain pund-
its for Greek architecture in Edinburgh, and
there have been erected anumber of fabrics
in imitation of others that glorified Greece in
ciassic times. Amongthese the Antiquarian
Museum, the High Sechool, the Physicians’
Hail in Queen street, the Naticnal Picture
Gallery, the Bank of Scotland, the County
Hall and several mmposing structures on
Princess street, and the untinisbed national
monument on Calton Hill (which is modeled
after the Parthenon in Athens) are con-
spicuous examples. Itis on this account as
well as on account of its schoo!s of learning
that Edinburgh has taken to itself the title
of the “*Modern Athiens,” which it deserves,
to say the least, as much asour own Boston,
n the prison, when viewed in front,
n you behold ifs massive towers and
lumns is an impressive and attractive
syectacle, and that not only for architects.

POPULAR GUMPTION.

There is a notable range of intelligence
aniong the populace of Edinburgh. In my
rambles I have talked with all scrts of peo-
ple, from the rageed to the genteel, from the
toilor to the factor, fronr the theclogian to
t hinker, from the clerk to the capitalist,
Tom to Harry, from the neodle to the

1 have everywhere found an
imption, love and pleasantry
A t me. This gumption and
y forth may be due to the original traits of
the Scoteh peovle, to their wondrous ex-
pverienees of many ages, to their excellent
training in the schools, to the influence of
heir host of trained men, to the sermoniz-
ing of the shrewd clerics, to the universal
dy of the Bible and to the widespread
eading of books of all kinds. About the
iter [ speak elsewhere, and the growth of
t in these times is marvelous.
LIQUOR-SHOPS, CHURCHES AND PAPERS.
There are in this city of Edinburgh, with
300,000 inhabitants (about one-fifth
1e population of New York), but two daily
moruing newspapers, while there are 769
l.censed places for the sale of liquor, and,
ineluding the port of Leith, 201 churehes.
Both of thess newspapers are large sheets,
each of them sold for a penny, and neither
of them published on Sunday. Of the liquor
licenses, 42 are held by hotels, 418 by
grocers’ shops, and 309 by puablic-liouses
-(taverns). It is said that are also a few she-
beens, which, however, do but little busi-
ness, In the fligh street and its continua-
tions  from the city castle to Holyrood
Palace, as vell as in other streets
inhabited by the miserables, there is
much drunkenness, and on Saterday
afternoon, when the masses of workers are
free, the display of it in these .quarters by
men and women is hideous to behold. Of
the 201 churches, 130 are of the Presbyter-
jan order, which is here divided into three
branches—the Established, the Free and
the United—while the others are of various
creeds, including six of the Catholic. De-
sides the services in these churches, there
is a greatydeal of preaching by gospelers in
‘the sireets and in the fields adjacent to the
city, and these with their girl-songsters,
hold forth on the evenings of week days
as well as in the day-time on Sundays, Most
of the churelies are well filled on Sundays,
and among them are not a few noble edi-
fices, including the grandly domed Cathe-
dral of St. Giles, which was built in Catho-
lic times, and in which John Knox preached
between three and four centuries ago.
FAME AND GENIUS.

Not in all the wide world beyond the
bounds of Edinburgh is there a mopument
to any literary genius thal approaches in
grandeur or Dbrilliancy this wonument
which stands bhere -in the Princess-street
Gardens in honor of the * Wizard of the
North,” Sir Walter Scotl, poet and ro-
mancer. As I stood te-day gazing up at the
lofty, ornate, majestic, superb work of art,
I feit proud to think that it was not in
honor of any King or conqueror, but in
honor of the anthor whose magic pen gave
us the * Lay of the Last Miostrel.” The
monument looks magnificent when seen at
the dawn of day, or in the glory of the
noon-time, or under the shadows of the
gloaming, or by the moonshine. It is a per-
petual delight "to the eye and the imagina-
tion. There are many other monuments or
statues here in honor of other men of litera-
ture, science and philosopby. Here, but a
steps from the Scott memorial, is the exguis-
fie statue of the author of the “Gentle Shep-

tions.
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?.f:“\l'» 4.1 u Ramsay, a d agentle shepherd

sexms to be as he stands hersnot far
ggm Hm ll;{n;se, in which he once dwelt, or
Tom tha litt ie
S e old shop in which he once
IUT'Q is the statue of Kit North, auther of
the “Tales of the Borders,” who bears on
his broad shoulders a head like unto that of
Jupiter Oiympus, with a face unlike that
of his portrait which hangs in the office
of * Blackwood’s Muagnzine.” Here in
commemoration in Edinburgh sre mon-
uments or statues of Livinzstone, the
A‘fn(-an explorer, of the eloquent Thomas
Chalmers, of Dugald Stewart, the meta-
1»hys:cn:m._ of Dr. Simvson, the discoverer
of chloroform, of Napier, the inventor of
logarithms, of James Wait, the steam en-
gineer, of Adam Black, Dean Ramsay and
miny others, as well as of sundry roval and
wirlike personages, and it is now proposed
10 rai-e a statue of Adam Smith, the author
of the * Weaith of Nations.” Here on the
slope of Calton Hill is the circular and vil-
lared monument in honor of the plowman
toet, Scotia’s 1avorite bard, Robert Burns,
whose songs are in everybody’s heart here.
Near by, in an old graveyard, is the mauso-
lenm o! David Hume, the historian, whose
dw~elling may be found in the canon gate,
and an obelisk in memory of the **five po-
litical martyrs” of 1703, There are aiso
many fine figures and memorials of nota-
bles in the many graveyards of the city,
and there are likewise unnumbered busts
of scholars and thinkers in the galleries of
sculpture. In short, Edinburgh is a city of
monuments and statues, most of which do
it honor.

NO TIP-TOP GIANTS.

Edinburgh has lad manv illustrious names
on its rolls in other times—the names of
men renowned in literature, science and
philosopliy; but Tam not aware that it can
now boast of any tip-top man in any line of
knowledze or thought, There are plenty of
able and erudite men in the institutions of

Holyrood, Edinburgh.

learning and among the authors, essayists,
t but this is all that cou!d be s

et aid. ‘The
giunts do not stalk aboul the streets at this
time. Wnen I was told that there are

twenty poets now living in Edinburgh, I re-
plied that I knew over a hundred in New
York, and that this is but a tithe of the
number in Chi

There are ti

's whose
he Scot-

y men of other d:

stars shine with esprcial luster in

tish

horizon, and who live in Secotland’s
and life—John Knox, Robert Burns
‘alter Seott.  Of course, Robert Bruee
am Wallace are also names to con-
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JOHN ENOX'S HOUSE.
In High street one sees the nondeseript,

quaintly gsbled and shattered old stone
lmnso, W Il!cll, over three ceatn azo, was
was the abode of thegrim and t religious

revolutionist, John Knox, who was the
chief agent in turning Scotland to Calvin-
ism. In the same st may be seen the

grand Cathedral of St. Giles, in which Knox
preached, aud fr he pulpit of which, as
shown in a we own picture, he thun-
dered in a way that shook the cathedral,
the palace, the eastle, the whole city and the
kingdom «f Srot 1.
THE FOOTPRINTS OF
There is no difficu!ty
prints of Burns in Edinn
house in which he used to
with his friend Monboddo and in which  he
wrote, “A Man’s a Man for a” That.”” Here
is the queer house in which he was ehosen
poet laureate ledge of F¥Free Masons;
here is a tavern in which he spent many
jovial hours; here are several places in
which he hadquarters at various times; and
tliere are vet other srots in Edinbargh as-
sociated with his name,
FISH-WIVES AND
ictur unes in this city.
1IWart ives marching
ts with th-ir heavy creels
backs and wearing woolen

BOBBY BURNS.

tracing the foot-
Here is the
high jinks

of a

KILTIES.
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that give a good view of their
nks. Look now at the advoeeates in
gown. Look at the boys in kilts,
or at that rching band of youngsters
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THE OLD LINGO.

The old Scotch di has still a very
strong hold upon the folk at large. It is im-
possible for an American to understand it
when it is broad, 1itis very broad among
the rustics. In Edinburgh itself on» hears
many words that are not in Webster’s Dic-
tionarv, and even among pecple of the
cuitured stripe many words are pronounced
in a way that sounds strange to the ear of an
outsider. But you wiill give offense if you
speak of the Scoteh dialect as a ' brogue,”
for it is the real old genuine original thing
that has been passed aiong from the Norse-
men.

PREACHERS.

I have attended the services at a number
of the churches of the various sects of Pres-
byterianism here. The scrmons that I heard
were dull, formal ard whim-wham. 7The
preachers all looked fleshy and dronish as
they stood up in their black silk robes in
their pulpits.

The beauty of Edinburgh is enbanced by
the many gardens, parks and recreavion
grounds {o be seen in the city itself apnd on
the outskirts, from the Princess-street Gar-
dens to the Meadows, the Links and so
forth. The city isliberal in its expenditures
for their maintenan ‘e.

DOWN A WYND,

I found the home in which Seott lived be-
fore he built Abbotsford, and the homes or
haunts of many other swells and big-wigs.
I found down a rickety wynd the house In
which Boswell entertained Jchnson, and
next to which I found in adolorous hiouse, the
stone stairs of which are almost worn out by
the generations that have trod them, a well-
known university professor and botanist,
Professor Geddes, who lives in this foul and
impoverished locality in order that he may
study the social question and the practical
means of its solution.

THE NEW FREE LIBRARY.

I have been mterested in the superb edifice
recently built here by the generosity of
Andrew Carnegie of Pittsburz as a free
public library, aad whi‘h he had the good
judgment to raise near an antique and im-
poverished part of thecity. It containsa
reading-room, a reference library, a lending
library and a children’s library, When I

The Tolbooth.

visited its various branches the other day,
there was in one of them a bevy of (ull{ of
both sexes epgaged in perusing magazines
and other periodicals; there was in another
an army of readers that filled almost every
ehair, studying books of all kinds; there
was in another many book borrowers who
were coming and goipg all the time, while
the children’s quarters were so fully packed
with boys and girls that a swarm of them
had to be kept outside the gate awaiting
their turn to get in, one by cne, as others
made room for them by leaving. It was with
surprise that I noticed the solid character of
the books that many of the youngsters here
were poring over and that others of them
were taking home from the lending depart-
ment. ¥

Buth old and young seemed o be serious
readers, not a few of whom turn up when
the doors are opened in the early forenoon,
and stay riveted to their chairs until the clos-
ing hour at night. There are m'u.fesslonnl
men among them, but the great majority are
shop-keepers’ elerks, tradesmen or arfisans
and other toilers. Between 2000 and 3000
volumes are given out daily from the lending
library.

The trend of thought in Scotland at this
time may be seen from the fact that, aside
trom fiction, nearly 5000 of the books taken
out during the past month were from the
alcoves of *“‘science and art,” 5332 from the
aleoves of **history, blography and travel,”
1000 from the aleoves of © sociology,” nearly
7000 from the alcoves of *‘ philosephy, poetry
and geveral literature,” snd only 14582 from
the alcove of “religion.” 'These striking
facts give an ldea of the favorite themes of
study among the populace of Edinburgh in

these times, Is there any other city of the
world which can show a like record?

There are other great libraries in Edin-
burgh, soms of them centuries old; yet it
wouid seem that the edifice built by our re-
nowned Secoteh-Americ.n millionaire, who
has within the past fcw vears given so
many of Lis millions for the spread of
knowledge, both in the United States and
in Scotland, and who holds that “the man
who dies rich dies disgraced,” has been a
boon to this antiquated eity.

CHEAP LIVING.

The domestic economies are very close
here, as in other yarts of Scotland, except-
ing among the aristocratie and the rich.
There is a great deal of scrimping among
ordinary folks. The necessaries of life are
cheap; the price of living is low and renis
are not more thon half as bigh as they are
in New York. It seems to me that we
Americans would do well to use oatweal
and peasemeal as fieely us they are used
here.

BUT FEW EVIL-DOERS.

Edinburgh is a city thatis remarkably free
from criwes of a serious nature. 1 have
here the official reportof the Chief Constable
for last year, in which all the eriminal sta-
tistics are given. There were but two mur-
ders in the city during the year. The figures
look formidable when I say that the arrests
for the year were close upon 7000, or about
4000 males and 3000 females, but the vast
majority of the offenses were of the petty
order, as may be seen by the fuct that of the
whole number of persons arrested only 340
were liable to the penalty of imprisonment
even for a short teim. I have been greatly
struck by the leniency of the courts here in
imposing peualties for the lesser grades of
offenses,

A week’s or a fortnight’s imprisonment is
often thought sufficient for misdeeds that in
New York would be accorded far severer
punishment. When 1 spoke to the Procura-
tor Fiscal about the merciful disposition of
the beuneh there, and told him oi Colenel
Bob Ingersoll’s discourse upon ‘‘Crime
Against Criminals,” he said he had never
heard of any such crimes hiere in these times.
Unless one knows how the songs of Robert
Burns have touched the heart, soul and life
of the Scolch people, high and low, it will
secm absurd to say that the plowman bard
may have had a humanizing influence even
upon the administration of the law here, and
that even a wearer of the wig and gownmay
be influenced when he sings:

Then geutly scan your brother man,
Still gentler sister woman:
Thoungh they may gang a Kenning wrang,
To step a sk !
One point must stilt be greatly dark,
The moving why they do it !
And just as lamely can ye mark
How tar perhaps they rue it.

In view of the enormous amount of whisky
that is drunk in Edinburgh, it is surprising
that the ealendars of crime are so D'glit, but
it seems that the rankish beverage is more
apt to lead to joviality or stupor than to
criminality in this part of the world.

NO FOUL PLAY IN OFFICE.

I am assured that there is no such thing as
municipal eorruption in the government of
the city of Edinburgh. I have made inquiry

his subject amoug burghers orf all kKinds

Candle-makers’ Row (0!d Town/.

and parties, and they are unanimous in say-
ing that the City Counecil is a body of men
with elean hands striving to premote the
welfare of the city, and that the public
functionaries, fromm the Lord Provost and
the Procurator Fiscal to the Chief Con-
stable, the Judges and their subordinates,
are never even charged with foul play in
their official capacity. 1 am assured that if
any of them were guilty of unlawful prac-
tices in office he would be disgraced and out-
lawed.
WOMEN.

Women are more generally employed here
than in New York, in shops of all kinds, in-
cluding liquor-shops and barber-shops, in
business establishments, as elerks in oflices,
Government officials in the post and tele-
graph offices, ete. They are thoroughly
trarned in their doties and competent to
perform them. Upon the farming lands
near the city women may often be seen
king in the fields. At the same time
is a medieal college for women, and I

as

believe they are allowed to study in the
medical department of the university, In
truth, the woman here appear to have

won many of their *“‘rights,” iueluding cer-
t in political rights, which may yet end in
their admission to Parliament.

GREYFRIAR BOBBY.

There is here inone of the streets of Edin-
burgh a short monument over which is seen
a pretly statue or stone image of a dog,
known as ‘‘Greyfriars Dobby.”” It appears
that there was such a deep love between
Bobby and his master that when the latter
died the former sat upon hLis grave and
wailed until Leart broken with grief. Truly,
Bobby deserves the monumental honor that
has been given him.

THE EXHIBITION.

There is an International Exhibition in
Ediuburgh at this time. It is a third-class
affair, though, of course, it has features of
interest. There is not mueh to be-learned
from it by the Chicago people, though it is
under the patrouage of the Queen and has a
Marquis for its President. Nearly a million
and a bhalf tickets of admission to it bave
been sold since its opening.

COFFINS IN EDINBURGIL

The ciiy of Edinburgh is noted for its
healthfulness and for the lowpess of the
death rate. The weekly reports for several
wecks since 1 came lere have shown a
yearly rate as low as fourteen per 1000, and
the average annual mortality of the city is
between sixteen and eighteen per 1000, The
drainage and sewerage are of tiie best kind ;
the streets and wyunds are kept ciean by
thorough daily scraping and sweeping:
there are public parks and gardens by the
score, and there are always fresh sea breezes
or breezes from the hilis by which the eity
is surrounded. If the denizeus of the im-
poverished quarters here could but be in-
duced to use water more freely upon ther
persons and to get rid of vermin they would
be all the happier! Bnt, anvhow, compare
the death rate of Edinburgh with that ot
New York!

THE BOBBIES.

The police system of Edinburgh is first-
class, and there are 493 names on the rolls.
T'he force is a mostintelligent and courteouns
body of men, always ready to give informa-
tion or guidance to strangers. The other
day, while meandering through some dark,
narrow, noisome ‘‘closes’ in the antiquated
and squalid part of the city, 1 became aware
that 1 was being shadowed by a policeman,
and when at lust 1 asked him why his action,
ne frankly said it was for the purpose of
safegnarding me through a part of the city
that was considered dangerous. 1 found,
moreover, that he did not desire any dole
for bis guardianship.

QUIET SUNDAY.

his is a city of rare quietude on Sun-
day. All business is then proliibited; the
tramways do not run, and it is hard to find
a vehicie of any kind for hire. The great
majority of the people are rigorous in their
attendance at church, and those who do not
go there are apt to loaf in the parks or keep
indoors, or go to some of the meetings that
are held on the greensward in the outskirts
of the city, or ramble among the crags and
hills that are not far off.

UNIONS AND GUILDS.

The workmen of the skilled trades here
are in tolerable estate. They are well fed,
not iil-clad, live in decent homes, and are
far more aspiring, self-asserting and intelli-
gent than those of bygone times, The
wages of many of them range from $7 Lo
$10 per week.

They have strikes which, judging by the
newspaper reports, seem to be as numerous
as those of their fellow-workmen in the
United States. They enljoy the Saturday
half holiday, and have holiday weeks twice
a year. Nearlyall, if not all, the crafts have
unions or guilds, as they have had for many
cenfuries. I had a glimpse at a meeting of
the uniown of tin-workers the cther night, and
this is a trade that has been organized sivce
the dark ages. There were about 100 men
at the mecting in the hall, self-respecting,
clear-headed, shrewd men, who condueted
their business in a way that showed they
knew hew to do it, and do it according to
rule, without acrimony, in courteous style,
with all the logic of the Scotch race.
grievous to know that there isalways a large
surplus in the labor murket here, as there is
in so many other yarts of the world,

The provision that is made for the eleva-
tion and improvement of the mind of the
“ working classes” takes many shapes,
apart from school training. hey are
freely admitted to scientific museums, at
which there are always crowds of visitors,
and also to the art galleries and libraries, of
which they make good use. There are
manpy parks and meadows for their recrea-
tion aud games. Thére is often music by
military or police bands to which crowds
are drawn.

There isa “Workingmen’s Flower Stow,”

It is-

now in full bloom. There are lectures
alwavs open to them, and the character of
many of these may be judged by this ad-
vertisement which I clip from the Daily
Scotsman:

ECTURES on BOTANY for the WORKING

C1 ASSES, <

The KEEPER of the ROYAL BOTANIC GARDEN

will give FOUR LECIURES on Plant Life, in the

LECTURE HALL in the GARDEN, on SATURDAYS,

in AveusT. The Lectures will be Open Free to
both Men and Women. Hour of Lecture, 6 P. M.

FIRST LECTURE ON SATURDAY, AuGUST 9TH.

Subject—Fungt and their Uses.

CO-OPERATION.

Not only is the philosephy of eo-operatien
being studied here, but the practice of co-
operation and profit-sharing ismaking rapld
progress, It is mainly in the distributive
I'ne as yvet, and enly to a small extent Iin
the productive. At tlie Co-operative Con-
gress held in Glasgow last May, figures of
an astounding magnitude were reported as
to the growth and distributive co-operation
in Seotland, and the President of the Scot-
tish Wholesale Society said that in these
times *‘there is an inward throbbing energy
in its favor all over the land.” There are
about a million members of the ce-operative
societies 1 Great Britain, with a share
capital of over $50,000,000, and with heavy
returns in the way of profit. It will not be
long before the principle is more exten-
sively applied to produstion than it has yet
been. As to the co-operative building com-
panies that have been established here, I
hear of the prosperity of several of them.

Edinburgh is not a factory town. There
are few factories of any kind within its
bonnds. The adjacent shipping jort of
Leith is lively and busy all the year round;
but what you see there mainly are the lesser
craft employed in the coasting trade.

FROM CASTLE TO PALACE.

A few miputes of time will take the pedes-
trian from the splendor and fashion of
Princess street to the squalor and wisery of
Cowgate and the Canongate. 1 strolled
through them last evening in the long twi-
light. Princess street surpasses Broadway
in that, through nearly all of it, the build-
ings are on only one side of the street, the
other side being open gardens, and in the
snperb yview you can enjoy from it of the
bold and prond natural features of the
locality and of the lofty edifices in the
distance. When I got into the Cowgate and
thereabouts, I fouund swarming masses of
dehumanifized humanity, ragged, haggard,
degraded and heart-breaking to look at. Not
in Rome or any of the other Italian cities 1
have recently visited, nor even in London
itself, did I see such putrescent hordes as I
saw there, and the worst parts of the East
Side of New York can show nothing like
them. They hudile together here and down
these dismal alleys in hugh erumbling stone
buildings, which, ages ago, were the domicles
of the nobility and gentry. Up there at one
end is the ancient castie, on the rock which
has been the scene of romance, story and
tradition since the time of the Cwmsars aud
before it, while down vonder atthe other
end is tle old royal palace, with which is
associated the name of the beauteous but
debauched Queen of Scots, and besiie which
stand the ruins of the ancient abbey that
was held by the monks 800 years ago.

Between these far-famed edifices and in
their vicinity, and along through the Cow-
gate and Canongzate 1 saw last evening ver-
haps ten thousand human muckworms not
to be deseribed by my ven. They belong
mostly to the lowest grade of drudges in the

lowest stratum of society, earning the
smallest pittance of wages, and many of

them are always out of emvloyment and in
want. In these quarters, which are in the
old town—Edinburgh has an old town—the
death-rate is of course very high, while it is
very low in the better quarters., It is un-
doubtedly to the accursed land system and
landlord system here that many public evils
may be traced.

Isee no prospect of any speedy change in
the land laws by which the aristeeracy will
be d-prived of their vast territorial domains
or preserves; but yet a good deal Is being
done in several ways to bring about im-
provement in the condition of the disinher-
ited classes. The city autborities are caus-
ing the dewmolition of many of the oid rook-
eries and compeliing the erection of woedern
domiciles in their siead ; the brecom brigade
do:s its duty well; there is a temperance cru-
sade that is tellinz, and there are hundreds
of benevolent and reformatory societies that
are doing good work. 1n readinga list of
these societies one wonld think that provis-
ion had been made against almost every hu-
man ill in Edinburgh: but, alas! the fucts
show that neither religion ncr science has
yet reached the reot of the wrougs that bear
foul fruit here,

ABBEYS AMP Wi i
The tourist can ufd numerous places of

rare interest in the environs of Edinburgh;
and he will find it worth his while to visit
Roslin Charel, Melrose Abbey, Dryburgh
Abbey, Abbotsford, ete. He will also find
it instructive to visit the doemains and pal-
aces or mansions of the aristoeracy, such for
example as those of the Marquis of Tweed-
dale, the Duke of liucoi(-m-il, the Marguis
of lLothian and Lord Rosebery. I have
found that there is no great difficulty ia ob-
taining adini>sion to them at this season of
the year. JOHN SWINTON.
Copyright, 1850.

THE GIFFARD GAS-GUN.

Its Shortcomings and Possibili-

ties as Viewed Here.

The declaration cf the Paris Paix, echoea
by the London Daily News, that M. Paul
Giffard’s substitute for gunpowder as the
charge for small arms is likely to revolu-
tionize the art of war, is not received with
entire faith by all our officers. It is said
that the Chamber of Commerce of St
Etienne has already given the inventor a
gold medal and $2000 as a testimonial of the
success gitained by this noveity: but a fair
statement probably is that in its present
form the nouvelle balistique can never be a
complete substitate for gunpowder, although
within its restricted liwmits it bas remark-
able merits.

Since 150 or even 300 ‘‘drops” or charges
of the liquid ecarbonie acid gas can be stored
in the small steel reservoir under the gun
barrel, and ove charge falliog into the cham-
ber volatilizes andgexplodes in contact with
the air, so forcibly as to drive out the bul-

let, the firing can go on very rapidly and
continucu-ly. Suvposing the soldier to
have an extra steel cartouche or cylinder

with him, Le would carry 600 charges ot ti.e
liguefied gas, each liberatea as far as
the trigger could ve pulied. Still, the load-
ing with bullets, which are dropved sep-
arately into an averture in the breech-lock,
mus! go on, and this double process must
be coutinued. Other advantages possessed
by this weapon are smokelessness, a very
moderate report, safety in use, and the
preservation of the barrel from fouling.
Perhaps the sportsman, even more than the
soldier, will appreciate the lack of smoke
and of noise, which might alarm his game,
as well as the advantage of finding his gun-
barrel smooth and bright after 300 rounds.
As it does not need to be heavy the weapon
can be manufactured at small cost, while a
eylinder full of the liquid costs only a few
cents,

But a fundamental shortecoming of the
Giffard gas-gun, which in its present state
must dispose of 11s claim to be the “military
weapon of the future,”” 1s the shortness of
its range. The extremely low pressure
which the gas exerts ou expandiog, as com-
pared with gunpowder, cau hardly make it
effective at much abovea third of a mie,
Troovs armed wilth such a weapon might
therefore be at the mercy of an enemy pos-
sessed of rifles sighted up to 1200 yards,
Spacial forces might carry them and re-
serve their fice until the enemy should be
within their inferior range; bat such a
doudnle system of arming wouid not be geu-
erally approved. The rifle, us it appears,
would also have to be held in a limited po-
sition in order that the drop of liqnid may
be properly volatalized, and this might be g
drawback ip battles  But it would seem to
be an acquisition in any case to the sphere
of machine gun-. Unforiunately, criminals
may also appreciate the advantages of its
smokelessness and comparative noiseless-
ness,

Dut perhaps the most interesting sugzges-
t on wade in regard to this new invention is
that it ought Lo enter the field of heavy guns
instead of small arms, and apply itsell to
tive projection of shells filied with dynamite
and other high explosives. Commander F.
M. Barber of our navy, a well-known ex-
pert, has pointed out that this liquefied gns
of Giffard should really be put upon the
plane of compressed air as an explosive
power for such projeciiles. Like the pneu-
matic gun of the Vesuvius, it has a low
pressure and a short range, but a pressuie
which is fixed and which can be most ac-
curately measured. This means absolute
safety in the use of the high explosives

as the bursting charge of the pro-
jectiles. Moreover, the pressure of the
carbonic.  acid gas rewains uniform

to the last drop of the liquid. As the
pneumatie gun gives a mortar-like fire, the
usserted necessity of not depressing the Gif-
fard gun would not put the latter at a dis-
advantage by comparison. This use of the
new projecting power, as suggested- by
Commander Barber, may tura out to be the
nost practically important one, at least for
military purposes, and at any rate it su?-
gests the future of mortar fire with shel
containing lurge charges of explosives at
short or medium range.

Another suggestion is that the new lique-
fied gas may be really only the pioneerin
new experiments, and that if it has so low
a pressure as to give too short a range for
infautry arnns yet some other substance may
do better. At all events, one more stop is
taken in replacing, for certain wilitary pur-
poses, the irregular and violent shock of
gunpowder by slowly acting but steady and
xirccgrutely measured expansive forees.—N.

. Sun,

GEMS IN VERSE.

Written for THE SUNDAY CALL.

A SEA THOUGHT.

UDS the sunbeams never quickened,
Leaves that never felt the breeze,
Torn from sunless depths of ocean—
Relies, children, of the seas.
Cn the rocks their trailing garlauds,
Dripping, bruised ana vroken cling,
While upon the cliffs are tossing
Myriad flowers of the spring,
‘Which, 'neath azure skies, are rev’'ling
In the sunlight bright and warm,
Kuowing not the strife and turmoil

Of the storm. p

Some there are as gay and careless
In their glad prosperity
AS the bright-hued witdflowersnodding
On the cliffs above the sea; -
For their bcarts are filled with pleasﬁre.
And their thonghts are of their own.
So they care not for the struggles,
Griefs ana trials of those thrown,
Like the seaweeds, by the breakers
On the rocks, each ruined form
Marred and broken—a grim relic
Of life’s storm.
Alameda, Cal., September 1, 1890.
AR e

DO THEY ENOW?

ANELEH.

Do the loved dead know, in their bright heavenly
home,
When on their dreamless beds are lald earth’s
flowers sweet—
When blue forget-me-nots and lilies white
Upon thelr Jonely graves the wildflowers meet ?

It were not strange if earthly flowers full hands
And angel bands should bridge Death’s river dark
and wide,
Or if our Father earth’s fair, fading flowers
Should make immortal on the heavenly side.
GRrACE HIBBARD,
P e

DELIVERANCE.

There was a sound of revelry and mirth,
The banquet-hall was thronged with armed men;
And song and laugh and merry jest went round,
Glass clashed with glass and shouts rang out again
And there were women in this boisterous throng,
With fiying hair and loosely streaming gown,
Who chased each other in the mazy dance,
Or crowned their heroes with a flow’ry crown,
Women who long ago had lost the nane
Of women. True,some beautiful, but all
Lost to the world’s respect. Though brazen-faced
They sang and danced, delighting in their fall.
Lounging back in a large chair of oak,
Attended on each side by amnorous dame,
The chief sate. He was known in all the land
As one of cruel deeus and blackest fame.
Slowly he looked around the noisy board,
His roving glance searched each face in the throng,
Seceking for some remissness he could blame,
Some unprotected persoun he could wrong.
Then suddenly his restiess glauces ceased,
Aund rested with a cruet smile on one
Who sat apart from all the noisy crowd,
And looked with frightened eyes on what was doue.
A slender mald was she with sweet, pale face,
Robed In a nun's black veil and flowing gown;
With tight-clasped hands and shortened breaths of
fear,
And prayerful lips and modest eyes cast down.
A sister stolen from her peacelul home,
Where naught but love and holy quiet dwelt,
Py yonder savage knight, whose cruel eye
Had seen her beauty and no pity felt,
But threat and bribe and violence were in vain,
They turned to steel the maiden’s gentle heart;
She looked with horror on the giddy dance,
She would do naught but weep and sit apart,
The chief rose in his place and struck the board
Witk heavy hand, while all the noise was still,
And men and women harked with bated breath
To hear their master speak and learn his wiil
* Bring hither yonder maid who sits apart!”
He cried; while, pale and wan with fear,
The unhappy maid was seized and pushed along
By jeering women to their master’s chair.
»* And how Is this ?”” he sald with menace stern,
** Why sit you here clothed in that poor array ?
And why do you not sing and join the daunce ?
Is this the way thatl you my laws obey ?
Off with that glecomy gown and dismal face!
Dance, sing,smile, laugh! 7Thy youth will soon be
past.
Thy beauty was not made to shine unseen,
Be merry while you may. Death comes at last
To all, my pretty mald, and death’s the eund.
I love thee, girl, I say it notin jest,
Come, kiss me, do my will, all will be well,
1f not—"" his cruel glances said the rest.
The malaen’s face grew paler yet, but stiil
She did not shriuk nor talter, but replied
1u accents low but firm, *Oh, wicked one,
Thy wiil Is paught to me; and though my side
Your lances pierce, I will not stoop to sin,
1 trust in Christ and heaven. Do thy will;
1 fear thee not, and pain will soon be o’er,
Though bLitter be my cup I'll drink its fill;
But befike thee, 1 will not, Hear me now:
Destroy my body, thou canst-H#et my soul;
It as a home which thou canst not moles
A peaceful refuge beyond thy control.”
Ere she had ceased the angry chief arose
And cried with passion hoarse: “You'll not obey!
Ho, seize her! cast her in the lowest cell!
Spare not the torture; 1 will have my way,
Unquestioned, although heaven itseif forbid,
What! thus defy me ? She shall see that I
Am masier nere, and we shall se —ha ha!
If heaven itself has any rescue nigh "
But here he paused, for through the vaulted hall
There rang a strain ol musle stranze and swee.:
First low and teuder, then resounding lond
Like sounds the angeis siug their Lord to greet,
All nolse was hushed, @#nd every eye was turned
To the huge door from whence the music came,
The ruftian chief sank back into his ¢halr,
And ail his boisterous nilowers did the same.
The ha!l was still as death; within the door
There stood a youth, arrayed Ia light like one
Of the celestial hosts, with golden hair
That streamed beneath his cap, bright as the sun,
In one hand was a siiver bow, with which
He drew the music from the violin
Which rested oun his breast. His presence breathed
Of peace aud streugth, of Jove unknown to sin,
Slow be advanced, and stifl the music rang
Sweeter and wilder through the siient hall,
All gazed at him amazed, and dared not stir,
For some superior strength held them in thrall;
And stiii the youth moved on, and reached the maid
And took her hand and without speaking led
Her to the open door; then turning, looked
With sad, sweet eyes upon the chief and said:
“0Oh, thou, whose soul by blackest sin 18 soiled,
Think'st thou to touch a maid In heaven’s care!
Thy courage, true, is stroug in wicked deeds,
But to defy tuy God thou must not dare,
Oh, wicked oue! Oh, erring sisters, dear!
Though thou hast fallen deep in guifsof sin
The door of heaven Is open; still thou hast
Only to ask and he will let you in.
Turn from thy crooked ways while there is time
Ere yet Death’s hand gives to thy soul release;
And now I go to take mny sister home,
Unto you all and with you always, peace !"
He paused. Before the brightness of his smlle
And the sweet mildaess of his beaming eye
All bheads were bowed; though strong in sin they
were
Seized with a trembling awe, they knew not why.
T hen fell a chlil upon the wondering throng
Like that that fills the earth when sinks the sun;
And when at last they raised thelir heads and looked
At oue another, youth and maid were gone,
BEATRICE B. DE LUNA,

—_—

MEMORY.

The wheat is reaped; the flelds are bare;
The harvester's work is done;
Dead are the days, so short, so fair;
The goal of the year Is won.
The gray skies arch where the biue skies bent,
And earth is robed as a penitent.

The stubble sere and the withered grass
Doth sway softly to and fro;
In the moaning wind there seems to pass
A troubled spirit sobbing low.
The unguicr ghost of the vanished days,
That grieviug through scenes of its bright past
strays.

The mist creeps down from the hill-top high,
A curtain drawn by vuseen hands;
Two birds across the horizon fly,
On swift wings Lorne to southern lands.
Already too 1 ng have they tarried here,
No merry-voleed comrade lingers now near,

From Nature’s cloister, the gray nun, earth,
‘With sacden’d eyes 100ks forth to=lay;
The summer's brightness and joyous mirth
Doth seem so very far away.
E'er faster and thicker the shadows fall,
And the sunny hours are beyond recall.

Gone 15 the light and th e warmth of June;
The fires of life have burnt down low:
Their flickering flames shall now full soon

Be quenched beneath the winter’s snow.,
Of all the spiendor, pale Earth, to thee
Is left but a dream—a memory.

Yet thou, straying through these fields forlorn,
Whose sorrowing heart is with the past;

The radiant hours of [ife’'s bright mor:s,
When no dark clouds the sky o’ercast.

The flowers of summer not wholly are lost,

Though chilled by the blight of the wind and frost,

And there lingers still a presence near,
A phantom of the time now fiown;
Though the friends are gone thy soul held dear,
Not yet art thou left all alone.
Lo, even through life’s sere flelds walks there with
thee

The heaven-sent comforters, sweet memory !

Then dream on, O Earth, throngh days of suow,
Through days of wind and sleet and rain,
For in time the gray skies biue shall grow,
And thy sad heart be glad again.
Fresh flowers will bioom and young birds will sing,
For the New Year brings thee another spring!

O human heart, keep thou the happy dream !
Though dark clouds hide the sun’s bright rays,
Still o’er thy pathway may refulgent stream
The golden Jight of vanished days!
And may fond memory’s spell charm back for thee
The flower’s fragrance, the bird’s sweet melody !
San Franeisco, August, 1890. SELMA SCHMID T,
—_———

MOMENTS OF GRATITUDE.

Sometimes on the virgin paper
Pauses the poet's pen,

Ere he shapes the unborn lyrie,
That shall gladden bis fellows agaln.

Though his soul is inspired and longing,
He pauses in doubt to know

The theme that is best and brightest,
'Mid the fancies that come and go.

Ab! friend, you have known this feeling,
Sometimes an bour has been,
When mem'ry and fancy writing,

And all was at peace within,

You longed to unfold your musings,

‘While the thoughts came so mild and serene,
That they loved the past and the future,

Aud the present in between,

‘When you pictured in gold your neighbor,
When ycu kissed the eternal rod,

When you turned with the deepest devotion,
To the author of all—to God.

Let us call such golden moments
From the shaslows of the past,

‘With thankful soul let us court these dreams,
That are too fair to last.

And as the passionate poet,

We will pause knowing not the theme
Of the lay our feeling wouid utter,

Ere the waking from our dream.

In doubt as the longing poet,
So the thankful soul may pause,
Utter but the name of {he maker—
God—of all pleasure the cause.
San Jose, Sept, 1590. LAWRENCE ARCHER JR,
—_— . ——

A WAYSIDE FLOWER.

It grew by the dreary roadside
In the sultry summer’s heat,
‘Where each passing breeze was laden
‘With the dust of hurrying feet,
As day by day apast it
The tide of travel beat,

It had for its sole companion
A rugged and gray old stone;

‘W hose heart tolove ne’er softened
Though hot the sunbeams shone,
And for years it had been contented

To rvest by the wayside alone.

No stream sang in slumberous murmurs
The song of the far off sea,

Perchance the dust-laden breeze told
Ot its journeyings wild and Iree,

But to the wayside flower
"T'was an echo of melody.

Still bravely the flower struggled
And lifted its head to the sky,

And oft’ won a smile of welcome
As it caught the traveler’s eye;

And many a thought it called forth
In the heart of a passer-by.

Though few of life’s fair blessings
Were granted it by fate,

Still, it fulfilled its mission,
Resigned to meekly wait.

Full grateful for the gifts received
Though neither rich nor great.

There is many a wayside flower
Whose lot for life’s brief day

Is the glare, and heat and turmoil
Along life’s great highway,

Where only the passing breezes
From earth’s sweet gardens play.

And as the flower at even
Felt cooling shadows fall,
When gentle star-eyes shone above
‘I he blue, celelestial wall,
S0 these are seothed and strengthened
By him who watehes all.
NerLwmie C. Davis,
Lakeport, Lake County, Cal.
—_—

THE CUBAN

GIRL.

Oh, whbat a matchless, maddening face,

Lit, it seems, with God’s ewn grace!

¥illed with a beauty so divine,

Touched with a giory 8o sublime,

She seems a creature from the upper world,

And lifts the thoughts to high domains,

Abovethis earth’s wild greeds and gaius,

Filis the mind with pure desires,

Lifts the very being higher,

So beauntiful is she,

Oh, what wondrous soul-lit eyes

That seem to seek the very skies,

And to call on him most high,

To give her freer, wider scope

To sing her songs of joy and hope.

The ruby Iips so ripe and red,

The peachy cheeks, the well poised head,

The hair as black as black midnight,

The breast, like marble, gieaming white,

The dreamy, soft, voluptuous voice,

That makes her lover’s heart rejoice,

Make the greatest beauty of the world,

The queenly far-famed Cuban girl.

Ferndate, Cal., Sept. 1890, W. J. WEYMOUTH.
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THE YACHT RACE.

’Twas a bright and beauatiful summer day,

And sailing out on the clear, calm bay,

Trim yachts from fifteen to seventy-five feet,
Formed many and many a very pretty fleet:

A race was coming off that morning at nine,

But the yachts had assembled an hour before time,

Of all the yachts, that lovély, warm day,

That were salling upon the peaceful bay,

The * Elsie” was thought to be the best,

Aud ev'ry one thought her the prettiest,

The young lady whose name the royal craft bore
Stood talking with the captaln by the cuddy door.

To him her voice sounded s0 very, very sweet

JASSHe sy 4. he ‘Elsle’s’ sure to beat,”

They stood and ta n‘ami““"‘is‘ nine;

Some yachts, then, were wmtmg‘.’.m

“ Port helm!” the skipper cried, as down his w
sat,

“ Here, Jim, stow ’way this hawser; quick, you
little rat.”

As the helm was ported the yacht swung round,
Eounding thro’ the water, swift as any hound.

At the line she touk her assigned place,

And ail was ready for the coming race.

The judge stood on the shore ready to fire the gun,
While the skippers to their crews talked of the run.

Then scarcely breathed the people that stood on the
shore:

Miss Elsle stood anxicus, at the cab’n door.

“ Bang!" weut the cannon, off each yacht flew.

“ Deerhound” started first, “Elsie” number two,

Then the * Elsie” gained until they were abreast,

Aud ev'rybody saw that she was tihe very best,

Together to the stake, nearly all the way,

Kept those yachts—the fastest on the bay,

See the ‘‘Elsie” gain! She’s leader, now,

Tho' they rounded the stake, nearly bow and bow,
Still she keeps on gaining; galning more and more.
Miss Elsle eagerly watches from the cabin door,

Becomiug excited, she rushes to the side:

But, list ! a scream; she’s fallen to the tide !

The captain saw her, and over the rail

He sprang, without a tremble or a quail !

He pauses not a moment, but nobly strikes out,
While the steersman of the craft quickiy puts about.

When on board, and agaln in the race,

They saw the ** Hounda’ ahead, in first place.

The * Elsie” spurted and steadily dld gain

Until both of the yachts were the same.

Oun they come together ! Look at their awful speed !
Cheer the ** Elsie’s” captain; his yacht has the lead.

A length ahead, * Elsje” crossed the line,

The skipper shouting, ** The race is mine !”

Miss Eisie feit happy and very, very proud

Of him who'd saved her belore that crowd.

It isn’t every one that has such pluck and sand:

He'll soon get what he earned—pretty Elsie’s hand,
BERTIE WATERMAN,

THE ARAB TRIBES.

How They Are Naomed — Blue Bloods
Very Select in Mating.

Ardbs are, asall know, divided into tribes,
which, like the Scotch clans, take their
names from their earliest head. As there
are in North Britain Macgregors and Mac-
donalds—that is sons of Gregor or of Don-
ald—there are in the desert Beni Shammar,
the sons of Shammar, and many other tribes
similarly called after their first ancestor.
The aristocratic families of a tribe, says the
author of ** The Ho'y Land and the Bible,”
marry only in a very limited circle, to keep
their wealth and influence in as few hands
as possible. But the blue-blooded husbands
maka up for this by marrying several
wives, leaving the supreme rank for the one
of purest descent. who has the honor of
giving out the provisions of the household,
and of preparing the meals for her husband
and his guests, a prerogative which was
ceded as a matter of course to Sarahh when
Abraham entertained tiie avgeis and was
proudly accepted by her.

I the husband, as is sometimes doue, ac-
cept firom a childless wife the gift of one of
her female slaves, as a wife of inferior rank,
in the hope that the latter may have a child
whom her mistress may adopt, the child,
until adopted and fermally &clnred free,
is, like its mother, a slave, and the property
of the wife, and can be sold or driven out as
she pleases, the husband, according to Arab
custom, being belpless. Hagar and Ish-
mael were in this way the slaves of Sarah,
and she was within her right when she de-
manded the expulsicn of both from the en-
campment.

Happiest Moments.

In answer to a question propounded by
the editor of The Ladies’ Home of Phila-
delphia as to what was the happiest mo-
ment of her life, Mrs. Croley (Jennie June)
wrote: One of the happiest moments of my
life came to me on ascending the steps of
my home on the day on which I had paid
a mortgage upon it of $10,000. It had taken
ten years to do it, and during that time I
had not spent a dollar unpecessarily. 1
had paid it in an hour’s interval from office
work, and was too busy to think about it
till I neared home late in the afternoon.
Then 1 looked at the very modest brown-
stone front with quite different eyes. It
became suddenly interesting to me. 1 felt
for the first time a sense of ownership.
The granite steps, the door, were mine, 1
had earned them. A feeling of intensest,
indescribable thankfulness came over me
that the roof which sheltered wmy children
was theirs, and mine, and that no one
could dispessess us. I went upstairs si-
lently and fell on my knees in voiceless
thanksgiving, but I did not tell any one for
three days that the burden was lifted; I
could not; there was no one to realize what
the tact was to me,

Twice in my life I have experienced mo-
ments of supreme exaltation, when all ma-
terial things seemed at a distance from me;
and I was only alive to the yerception and
influerce of the profound emotion excited
by the circumstances and environment.
One of these oceasions was on first arriving
at Stratford-on-Avon; the second while
hearing ** Parsifal” at Bayreuth. Since
then 1 have had a dim idea of the happi-
ness we shall know when we can see, feel
and understand,

[HE PRESERT
BISHOP *OF GRETHA.

He Who Has Charge of the Ree-
ords of John Paisley and
His Suecessors.

A SINGULAR BEING DESCRIBED.

Visiting a Drear and Grass-Grown
Place in Which Lie Buried the
Extraordinary Priest of Hymen
and Those Who Followed Him.
Tom Hood’s Verse—A Pathetic
Falsetio Gurgle.

Written for Tur SuNpDAY CALL.

GRETNA GREEN (SCOTLAND), Aug. 1,
1800.—I had tramped over the once great
mail road from Carlysle to Glasgow, trom
Ecclefechan, where Thomas Carlysle was
born and lies buried, towards the Border to
Grema Green. So far as human eyes could
diseernp, not a soul had housing within its
half dozen ruinous habitations. Not a
youthtul or wrinkled face pressed against
tiny window-pane as I passed. No dirty
children skulked like grouse in and out of
the pleasant hedges. Not even the snarl of
a watchlul cur contributed to the fact of
artival, or conveyed a sense of welcome. I
kicked bravely at a few doors, without even
awakening an echo. Where echo is dead it
is silent indeed, I reflected, as I broke into
the old kirk-yard. I could not force the
door of the kirk itself. Then I prowled
about the ivy-covered manse behind. Here
lived, I knew, one of those remnants of a
half-dead and altogether breathless eccle-
siastic system—the Established Church of
Scotland, expiring from a transfusion
of religious Dblood and life into the
vigorous young Free Church — a
parish minister; but evidently he, too,
was past awakening. Then I saun-
tered among the graves. There was at least
interest, if not life, here. That extraor-
dinary priest of Hymen, the first *‘ Bishop
of Gretna,” who had defied bulls of Popes,
buliyings of Lord Chanecellors and edicts of
Kings, fat, old Joseph Paisley, lies here, and
the path to his humble grave-stone is worn
deeper than to that of purest life or of high-
est title, who is commoner in the same last
mold. His suceessors as *‘ priests” of the
irregular Gretna marriages are buried near,
and their head-stones are also shrines for the
enrious. I could not but refleet that could
all the couples or the descendants of all the
thousands of couvles in England and Seot-
land, that these three men joined together,
unite in visiting the graves of those to
whom they owed their connubial joys or
miseries, what a wonderful pilgrimage it
weuld be. Why, the o!d enach road would
be massed with folk, a score abreast, away
back over the Sark and Esk to Carlisle.

Loitering outside the wall for a fical
glimpse of
THE DREAR AND GRASS-GROWN PLACE,

I at last became conszious of presence.
Turning I saw a nose of wondrous propor-
tions, with a man of no proportions at all
behind it. The man stood motioniess, but
the nose seemed possessed of life. It gently
swayed pendulum-tike in the August breeze,
as 1? in compensation of all else dead and
stil at Gretna. The man was old and
humped, and was clad in that beautiful enr-
tailed garb of the Dritish postman, with the
skirts at the waist, the waist at the shoul-
ders and the cuffs at the eibows, with a
straight-visored cap like a truncated dunce’s
cap, and the whole wrinking and concen-
tering skyward, as if Authority had the
British postman eternally in grip at the nape
of the neck to accelerate the action of his
nether extremities. The hands of the old

Lman hovered about his wrists, suggzesting

chilly weatherand his two green little eyes,
brighter in theil-_green for the red and
rheum of their lash.'S. seemed peering over
and around his mighty 85¢, as if the intel-
lect behind were having a ™ ime of it set-

tling the exaet status of the stoapger. 1f I
could not have anywhere recognizeé the odd

jumble of clothing and figure as beloMNs lg\
to a British postman, the environment, the
recent kirk-ysard musings, and the unesrthly
silence at Gretna, would have conjured the
fellow as some gnome on postal service from
another world; and the first impulse of the
situation was to hold out mv hand for the
forthcoming message. But restraining that, I
fell in beside him with civil greeting, «nd we
trudged on together down the long street into
Springfield. The old fellow seemed still in
deep study. He would not walk Deside me.

If 1 crowded «close upen him at
one side, he would suddenly full
behind, tring up in the rear, and

patter along there in silence, or hug the
hedge at the other side of the way; but
always when I could get a glimpse of his
wicked little eves, they seemed fastened on
me with a glitter of intense caleulation and

venality. As we reached the edge of the
village the sides of the old ramshackle

houses were fringed with sullen-looking
hinds, filthy ana wrangiing childien ana
old dames with short skirts and **mutch’”
caps, yellow with sge and dirt; and all these
uncanny folk, first eyeing the old man and
then myself, indulged in shrugs and derisive
smiles that were disquieting indeed. Lhere
were two iuns, the Kings Arms and the
Maxwell Arms, equally forbiddings and I
chose the latter at the old mau’s recommend-
ation, as it was the first reached, Its pro-
prietress was a veritable *‘Meg Merrilies” of
a woman, and the ground floor, chiefly given
over to drunken orgies and reeking with
filth, was crowded with pluwmen, herdsmen
and trawps
IN VARIOUS STAGES OF STUPOR

Or elation. All of these seemed to regard
wyself and my companion in the lignt of
such a hilariousiy fortunate arrival, that not
until I had paid a reckoning for two seore
thirsty Scoteh gullets could I avoid sundry
demonstrations which savored overmuch of
hustling and secure the seclusion of a musty,
dark room. Tureing to close the door, the
wrist-fluttering hands and the ogre-like face
of the old man prevented.

“ Noo, waur ve seekin’ the meenester 2’
he asked with an uncanny leer.

* The m:nister.”

“ Oh, aye—the meenester 0" Gretna.”

No, only those who were dead; whatever
I could find out about them; and perhaps
the old Gretna records, if they were to be
diseovered ; I managed to explain.

e .\)l;mu be yer'e seekin’ ory pertecklar
ains 2"’

** Oh, no, my good man ; simply anything of
general iuterest.”

““Oh, aye.” Then a long pause with that
glitter of calculation flashing diabolically
from these specks of green eyes; and sud-
denly, while his shriveied old hands rubbed
nervously together: *“It’s no wantin’ Jthe
record, ye're seekin’ 2"’

I subsequently well understood the old
wreteh’s meaning. At that moment I did
not. But it flashed over me that he was an
old man; a postman; had probably always
lived at Springtield and Gret:a; might be
very serviceable in assisting in my investiga-
tions; and I asked him plainly if he could
be; to which, after a long time regarding
me with a leok of incredulity, suspicious
cunning and positively plteous greed, he
solemnly asserted that be was the only man
living that could give any one of an in-
quiring turn of mind complate informa-
tion upon the subject of Gretna mar-
riages; which he would do Iif
would join him on the morrow at his
own house, the third from the Sark bridge
—*if there’s siller ahint it!”” he concluded
almost savagely, I assured him there was
a reagonable amount *‘of silver behind”
whatever he could do for me, whereupon
the old wretch went his way.

Just 100 years ago this village of Spring-

field was bnilt by Sir William Maxwell. The
necessity for the place had its origin in the
marriage-trade of Gretna, which became so
popular under its originator, Joseph Paisley,
that Maxweil’s own residence at the old
village was transformed into an inn, and
this in & little time was so overcrowded that
other accommodations had to be provided.
The Kings Arms across the way from the
Maxwell’s Arms, in which 1 am writing, by
1800 had become the most famous posting
establishment in the two kingdoms. From
PAISLEY'S MARRIAGE
Of the Cumberland (England) coupie in
1771, as chronicled in my l:st article, to the
time of his death, in 1814, it is computed that
the traffic brought annually to Gretna and
Springfield £10,000 in fees, ex; enses of those
who pursued runaway English couples, out-
lay of barristers who visited the places to
establish proof of marriage, other barristers
who came for cl’ents who hoped to find lack
of proof, the curious who were attracted by
the extraordinary character of the place,
and from the general recklessness and ex-
travagance on every hand where wmarriage
fees from runaway Englisn common folk,
geotry and nobility ranged frem 5 to 100
guineas, as they did, with any amount of the
yellow stuff”” for the hordes of *‘wi n-sses,”
handy men and satraps who lived perma-
nently at the_ inns, filied the rude enttages,
or swarmed like harpies about the then busy
stable-yards. The vpresent owner of the
estate on which Springfield stands is
Sir John DMaxwell, the third Sir John
of the descendants of Sir William Max-
well. He lives in London, renting the
estate demesne at Siripgkell, some seven
miles distant, to Lord Antrim, now here for
his fourth year, as a shooting-box for grouse-
shooting and a summer residence, at £2,000
per y.ar. The wretched habitations of the
now woebegone village, originally parceled
out on 99-year leases which are jos<t now ex-
piring, at the present time are bhased atan
average annual rental of but &£5 per vear,
and house a most miserable populatio S,
much for the village, whose eastern end i
but a few rods from the boundary line be-
tween England and Scotland, at the old
stone bridge across the Sark, where the
olden Gretna marriages were consummated,
many times in less than thirty seconds, and
indeed where they were often performed at
the bridge-end itself, with old Paisléy run-
ning alongside the thundering ecca b with
its foaming horses, so close had been pur-
suit.

Tracing the successors of Paisley, I find
that their line was established in this wie.
High living and frequent debauches brought
Paisley, a mass of 1at and corruption wei-bi-
ing 400 pounds, to his grave in 1814. For
some little time before his death his physi-
cal joys and afflictions compelled bim to
delegate his offices 1o other and younger
hanas. The fortunate man was one i
Laing, a pack-peddler, who had married
Paisley’s grand-daughter. No one disputed
the legitimaey-of the suecession, as David
Laing had both a hard fist and character,
and thouzh rivals oecasionally intercepie
trifie of the tratlic, he controlled it as efi
ally and

GAVE IT SUCH ECLAT

That on hiz death in 1827—having previously
caught a fata! cold on his visit to Lanecaster,
Engiand, to give evidence at the tiial ol
Lord Wakefield, who was indicted, convicied
and punished by two years’ imprisonment
for the abduction of his betrothed, t!
marriage having been celebrated at Gretu
—his memory was thus perpetuated Uy
Thomas Hood:

Sleep, David Laing! sleep
In peace, though »ngry governesses spurn thee;
Over thy grave a thousand maidens weep

And honest post-boys mourn thee.
Sleep, David ! safe nd serenely sl

Bewept by mauy a learned leg: .
To see the mold @ ve thee tn & heap

Drowns many a iid that heretofore was dry,
Especialiy of those that, plunging deep

In love, would “ride and tie,”
Had I command thou should’st have gone thy ways
In chaise and pair—aud la2in in Pere la Cha

The third *‘Bi-hop eof Gretna,” Simon
Laing, son of *‘auld Davie,” inducted him-
self iuto office immediately after his father’s
death, and continned the Gretna marriage
business until his own death in 1871, a fac!
not generally known, with a constant in-
crease of the traffic until 1856. In this year,
by permission of Scottish representatives in
the Brirish Parliament, an aet wns passad
making civil-centract marriage impossible
in Scotland unless one of the contracting
parties became a resident of Scotland for 21
days immediately preceding marriage.
With this modification the old Jaw stands
intact. But the prevailing idea, which ex-
ists even in Sentiand, that Gretna marriages
were ithus abolished is totally incorrect, as
to my amazement was discovered on my vis-
it to the old postman. There I found not
the ogre in blue and red, but a venerable old
fellow of 68 years, with white locks, great
wrred spectacles balf-hidden beneath that
wonderful nose, and his weazened form
clad in a threadbare =ait of clerical black,

whose nume weas Williom Laing. This man
is the fourth “Bishop of Gretns,” having
1}

{ather cn tbe death
in addition to
poestman o
reen @b “'seve!
saxpence the ¥ s Ascontinning )
na service to runaway Laglish eotp )
overcome the twenty-drst day residence ro-
striction without difficulty, to this ver
as he himself micrmed

succeeded his
ter in 1871, ¢
ices to her Majeuiy

field and

1t

me,

illings and as much a: £10 as

marriage fee. N ove character sat i
5 : deal table be-

sacredotal state by a grea¥ A :
gide the one little wWindow of hM-EoNERE I
patiently awaiting my arrival;
there not “siller ahint it?”’ One arm rested
upon a pile of ancient leather-eoversd
record-books. Av his feet was a stout oaken
box with a tremendous padlock. Standing,
or rather teetering about the middle of the
room, was the old man’s wife, deaf for
thirty-eight years, her voice faded to
A PATHETIC FALSETTO

gurgle, and her face and thin old form sug-
gesting some ghostly white fi-id flow.r.
trembling in the wind-whipped autumn of

for was

its life. The old man was fiercely grave and
dignified. The old woman was all feehie
smiles, swaying salaams, soft and pit--

eous cacklings. Forfour hours’ time 1 was
busied in examination of the musty records
of this marital curiosity shop. “irst, the
oaken box was opened. This eontained the
original records, now scarcely more than
a mass of shreds, but still legible, and,
on innumerable oceasions, worth in Scottish
and Euglish courts far more than their
weights in gold. Then the transeript
record-books were examined. These place
at a glance 1n chronologieal order every
marriage recorded as performed by Pais-

ley and the three Laings, down to the
present time. The first marriage was
that of John Edgar with Jean Scott, in
1771. The l:st one, celebrated in this vers
cottage by Willinm Laing, May 20 1806,
was of Thomas Beattie, Parish of
Bewcastle, County Cumberland, gland,

with Mary McGregor, Parish of Gretna,
Dumfries-shire, Seotland, involving eertifi-
cation of the Scottish Twenty-one-day resi-
dence. The records comprise nearly 8000
marriages, including such noted members of
the English aristeeracy and nobility as
Thowas, Lord Erskine, with Sarah Bueck;
Edward Conroy with Lady Alicia Parsoons,
daughter of the Earl of Ross; John George
Lampton, grandfather of the pres.nt
Lord Durham, with Miss Cholmuudley;
Edwin Gibbon, Lord Wakefisld, with
Ellen Turner, for which Lord Wauke-
field suffered two years’ imprisonment,
and Lord George William Coventry
with Mary Beauclaire. Of these Josepnh
Paisley, inforty-three years’ time, performed
about 2300; David Laing, during the next
thirteen yeurs, 1500; Simon Laing, brtween
1827 and 1871, about 31C0, and William
Laing, postman, during the past nineteen
years between 600 and 700. It wasa stiange
and weird experience this, at the cottage of
William Laing, postman and *° meenesier,”
at Gretna Green. But Igive fair warning
to all who come after me that they will not
only find the genuine records attesting
Gretna’s fame, but that, while enjoying the
studies of one of the most extraordinary
characters in Scotland, they will also ex-
perience at departure from the rapacious
and almost fiendaish levy of “*siller ahint its,””
an illustration of the apotheosis of thriit,
savage igoorance and aggressive avarice,
such as the pen of the greatest master of de-
lineation in fiction and fact has never ye.
been wholly able to depiet. ‘.

* Copyright, 1890. EDGAR L. WAKEMAN,

® A new *cure” has been invented in Ger-
many, which may be adopted as a greater
nove!ty than tiie mind cure or the faith cure.
Its b is the hardeping of the human or-
ganization, which Mts been aisastrously en-
feebled by civilization. The patients im-
itate the noble savage and the gypsy, and
the system includes going barefoot as one
part of the eure. One German parish con-
tains 1400 patients.

E been established in London 100 YEARS both as I;

a COMPLEXION and as a SHAVING SOAP, has obt

ained 19

INTERNATIONAL AWARDS, and is now sold in every city of the world,
It is the purest, cleancst, finest,
The most economical, and therefore
The best and most popular of all soaps

for GENERAL TOILET PURPOSES; and for use in the NURSERY it is recom-
mended by thousands of intelligent mo#kers throughout the civilized world,
because while serving as a cleanser and detergent, its emollient properties
gevent the chafing and discomforts to which fmfanfs are so liable,

> 8OAP can now be had of nearly all Druggists in the United
States, BUT BE SURE THAT YOU GET THE GENUINE, as tkereare worthless imilations.
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