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vant returned with two bottles of port
wine, glasses for his visitors, and a
huge dock-glass, holding at least a pint,
or himseif. Then the great man delib-
erately put an end to conversation by
abruptly declaring that he felt unable to
discuss Germantfhilosophy or American
politics; pushed one bottle and the

lasses toward us; and held the other
Eottle by the neck as if fearful it might
somehow disappear. Impatiently
motioning us to partake, he at once
heiped himself to a ‘foocl half pint of
wine, to which was added ‘halfl as much
cold water. This was repeated, until in
half an hour's time his own bot;le had
been entirely emptied. We said some
pleasant things and came away. My
German friend was furious; more furious
over the quality of the wine that had
been served to us than the poet’s appa-
rent antipathy to the philosophies of his
countrymen.  The same evening in
London, while we were still in company
together with a few literary friends at a
Covent Garden resort, the German
author indignantly related the incident.
The entire party laughed merrily at our
discomforture, and one, a well known
actor, finally said: 'S

“Henry Irving is the only person who
ever really got the bestof Lord Tenny-
son regarding his famous port wine.
He was visiting him about two years
since.  When the dessert came on, the
poet left the table and retired to his
study with Irving. Here a bottle of his
fayorite port, a glass for Irving, and the
same huge dock-glass, with a pitcher of
water, way set before him. Ina few
tioments Lord Tennyson fell asleep.
Irving gently disengaged his hand from
the necl: of the bottle, took it to his own
side of the study table, and leisurely
drank its enjire contents before Lht,z poet
awoke. The remainder of Irving’s visit
was distinguished by extreme hilarity
on his part, and a well defined coolness
on the part of the laureate; but Irving
has always been eccstatic over bhis
achievement, and possesses the extra-
ordinary distinction of being the only
man living, aside from the laureate him-
sell, who ever really drank an entire
bottle of Lord Tennyson’s rare old port
wine. .

In foreign travel, as in some other
things, we are often the victims of our
own opaqueness or prejudice.  In Lon-
“don and other British cities the Ameri-
can will notice little signs at street cor-
ners, in crowded, narrow thoroughfares,
in parkways, and_ at all sudden turnings
traversed by vehicles, reading “Kecp fo

1’
Mgolgqe. years ago when [ first noticed
this it worried me. 1 wanted to under-
stand it, and, like a true American, per-
baps protest about it a little. Tap-
proached a London policeman with the
earnest inguiry:

*Beg pardon, officer, but might T ask
why, in London, everything goes 'To
the Left?”’

Like one of Mrs. Jarley’s figures his
head moved stately. He regagded ne
one awful, official moment with con-
temptuous pity. His head moved
back again. Then with withering scorn
he answered:

“An’ w'y in 'ell shouldn’t it?”

1 had never thought of that. After
observing and thinking a little, I saw
that the English are right in keeping to
the left. Drivers being seated at the
right, there is absalutely no other way in
wﬁicﬁ to utilize everyinch of crowded

|

street. In keeping to the right, as with
us, no driver can safely judge distance,
when nieeting or passing other vehicles.
Here, where the drivers’ heads practic-
ally come together over their wheel-
hubs when meeting or passing, far
reater speed is secured; while
anger and loss from clashing wheels
are almost wholly avoided. There
is wisdom in discarding a bad custom
for a good one, wherever we may find
thé latter.

There is one custom of the British
gentry and nobility, as old as the
English railway system, which can
never, save in a modified way, have its
counterpart even with the most offens-
ively recent accessions to our American
‘‘aristocracy.’”” That is for a gentleman
and his wife Lo occupy a first-class com-
I)artment of arailway carriage, apparent-
y for the better accommodation of their
lap-dog, while their children and
servants are crowded and banged about
in asecond or third-:lass compartment
of the same train. .

Perhaps this custom was never quite
so unpleasantly impressed upon me as
when returning from London to York
over the Great Northern Railway. 1
happened for a time to be the sole
occupant of a firstclass compartmeng
and had fallen asleep. TParties ha
entered unknown to tne, and I was
awakened just as the London sub-
urbs were reached by an unusual com-
motion.

A plump English lady, past forty, with
wild eyes and a long, smooth-shaven up-
per lip, was struggling with the rear
portion of a tiny, white Porto Rico
lap-dog. Opposite her, on the same
seat, a burly Englishman was pleading
with the same animal, which had set
its teeth with much persistent firmness
inthe tenderest portion of its master's
nose.

It was a young lady dog-  Its ringlets
had been so sheared as to give it the
appearance of a fierce Numidian lion.
It was exceedingly nervous and ex-
citabte, and its tnaster had nagged the
creature,—*“Derby,” pronounced Darby,
it was called—until it had retorted by
grabbing the pursy gent's nose as though
it had been a rat.

“God bless me soul, Darbyl D'ye
know y’ave me nose qiiite set between
er pretty little teeth? [A quiet tweak
gy Darby.] Darby, dear! 1 say, Darby!
Darby-—there's a darling! God bless
me, but its a brave girll [Another
emphatic tweak.] Precious child: there
now! Mind ye, Darby, dear, I've no
notion of tearing away from ye, Darby.

‘God bless me, Darby, I’aven’t sucha

thought. Oh, no, pretty creature! But,
God bless me, wife, cawn’t ye som'ow,
e know, entice the beastaway? Iv'e
{een very cool—ah, Darby, there’s a
dearl—but, ’pon me word, I'm fast ex-
hausting. Wife! woman!—Show Darby
the creams! ’Eav’n 'elp me, but thisis
a go, thoughl "Ave a cream Darby;
do! There’s a dear, though. Go
bless, me, but the creams did it,
though!”

They really had done it. Darby had
been shown some French creams of
which she was very fond, and evidently
referred them to lier master’s nose.
he pursy gent seemed fit for an
apoplectic stroke on account of
that organ, which had suffered not
more than a good pinch; but the lady’s
moanings at the possibility of Darby's

nervous system having received too
severe a shock were something piteous
indeed.

As we alighted at King’s Cross
station, after milord, milady and
""‘Darby” had been tenderly bestowed
in a handsome brougham, it transpired
that the man and wife's five chiidren,
two maids and the other miscellaneous
luggage, all of whom and which had
shared a third-claas compartment with
as many uncouth Yorkshire yokels were
left behind to reach home as best they
could by way of araging l.ondon ‘‘thri-
penny” ‘bus.

There is a quaint little inn of Edin-
burgh, hard by St. Andrew’s Square, in
which I love to make my home when
in “Auld Reekie;” for a while 1t is but
a few steps from the city’s peerless
Princess Street, it is still within the
precincts of a fine old residence district,
made famous by the haunts of a score
of the great literary Scotchmen of other
days.

. Much going and coming between this
inn and central city places brought to
my notice the fact that nearly every
pleasant summer night when the hush of
evening had fallen upon the town,a
marvelous singer of the tenderest
ballads of Scotland came that way,
stood for a quarter of an hour orso in
the quiet entrance to St. Andrew’s
street; and at intervals to the accompan-
iment of an accordion sang sweetly for
those who tarried. . .

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

Then for the first time 1 saw that the
man was blind. Tsaw, besides, such a
face as will haunt me all my lifetime.
I cannot tell you what painter has put
most of hopeful patience, exalted re-
signation and sublime faith into any one
face upon canvas. But here was a face
that instantly revealed them all. I
went back to him. I told hini I would
like to know him; asked him if I could
come to his home, or if he could find
his way to my lodgings; and in a moment
more we had arranged for a meeting at
the little St. Andrew’s street inn for the
morrow.

When he came his first words put us
bothas warmly in touch as though our
hearts had been open to each other fora
lifetime.

“T knew by your voice,’’ he said sad-
ly, “you saw through my sightless-
ness. An' weblind folk are mair canny
at seein’ than ye think. You make
rhymes. 5o do 1" This deprecatingly.
"“God knows my heart is satr t' sing wi’
a pen, tool”

Sol knew he had already sung “'wi’
his pen,” and made him thiere and then
repeat his rhymes, HMere was another
Burns in rags and obscurity. Surely
this isso. Then I went with this biind
poet and slnger,GIohn Connell, to his
home, No. 1z, Gibbs’ Entry (second
fiat) Nicholson Street, Edinburgh; awa
up among the densely inhabited wynds



