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By A M*‘L

WaEN Geordie Donce died in Blacktown hospital,
and was followed to the graveside by such a
motley crew of boiler-makers, riveters, millmen,
and nippers, with a fair sprinkling of women,
there were many among the latter who regretted
that he had never been married. The Blacktown
women of the working-class had keen eyes for the
:bgood points of a likely husband (in this bearing

a strong resemblance to their sisters in higher
spheres of life), and were unanimous in their
opinion that the foreman of Top Lane Works
would have made a model “man’ for any girl who
could have found favour in his eyes.

But Geordie had lived and died a staunch
bachelor, dwelling alone in his queer little house,
squeezed in among boiler yards, foundries, and
locomotive sheds, his few wants attended to by a
niece, the only woman ever allowed to step beyond
his threshold. A confirmed misogynist, who,
strange to say, was not altogether disliked by the
womenkind around him.

For more than one mother took note that no
child was ever ¢ frighted > by the looks of the stern
old man, with his grim visage, his grizzled gray
hair, and straight-cut thin lips. Nor were there
wanting some among the younger women who,
had they been pressed upon the subject, might
have told of sundry occasions upon which they
had consulted Geordie upon some affaire de ceur,
drawn Dby that unerring instinct which tells a
young girl who among her male acquaintances
may be trusted to guide lier in such delicate
matters as love, courtship, and marriage.

But perhaps the best indications Geordic gave
that he held that divinest of all possessions—a
feeling heart — were connected with those too
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CHAPTER 1.

frequent and often fatal accidents of which
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Blacktown had its share. For this was long
before the days of the Employers’ Liability Act,
long before the idea of the legal protection of
machinery was regarded as anything more than
the dream of a body of meddlesome faddists.
And when a man left his home and children in
the morning, and was carried to his wife in the
afternoon an almost unrecognisable mass of
quivering flesh, little was the hope of future
bread for the orphans left behind.

It was then that Geordie, that {aciturn, un-
sociable bear of a man, took comfort of a solid
and practical kind to the heart of the widowed
mother, accompanied by dire threats of what
would happen if she ever bLreathed a word alout
it to any living soul.

Such visits were always made at night-time,
when the moon was down, and none in Blacktown
but the recipients knew of Geordie’s many acts
of charity. So his neighbours had some excuse
for looking upon him as a cross-grained, gnarly
species of animal, whom it was wisest to humour
as much as possible.

Great was the public wonder, too, when his
married niece, his sole relative and legatee,
announced that her total inleritance only
amounted to exactly twenty-seven pounds thir-
teen shillings and fivepence, which sum lay to
her uncle’s credit in the Penny Savings’ Bank.
And yet he had been in regular employment all
his life, and had always stuck to his work like
wax.

But now that he was dead, the objects of his
benevolence could keep silence no longer. They
Lruited abroad his many kindly acts. Women
told how the gates of the ¢ House,” more horrible
to them than the gates of Hades, were opening to
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admit them when Geordie’s strong hand pushedl
them to. Others spoke of times when their ‘man’ |
being sick, and the cupboard bare, Geordic’s
watchful eye and open purse had kept the wolf
from the door. And so, little by little, the truth :
became known, aud the man whom few had'
understood in life was known and honoured in :
his death.

Yet this old man of forbidding aspect and;
unattractive appearance had had hLis romance in |
his younger days. Love and a woman had come
to him, as they come once, at least, to all men.
e had built his Chateaw en Espagne; had played
a rubber with Cupid—and lost.

But the episode had taken place so many years
ago that none in Blacktown remembered it. And
besides, at the time it happened, Geordie was!
working for Jabez Drew at Castor Heath, two or;
three miles out in the country, and any one in
Blacktown would have told you on the day the
old man was buried, that Jabez Drew, the well-
known ironmaster, had died at least thirty-five
years ago. So time had obliterated the memory
of Geordie’s love-story from the minds of all but
one lonely old man, who was not over-clean in
his habits, much given to strong language, and
habitually clothed in iron-stained moleskins and
a waistcoat which had once been of fur, but
which, at the time of his death, bore a strong re-
semblance to a piece of black and greasy leather,

Yet, as the manager of Top Lane Works knew
only too well, the late foreman had been un-
equalled for integrity, honesty, and faithful
service, in spite of his reprchensible language
and quaint attire.

Had you known Geordie in those far-off days,
when he was head furnaceman at Castor Ileath
Ironworks, you would have found him to be
as fine a specimen of a DBritish workman as
those days produced. The type has changed
somewhat since, the spread of education and other
softening influences having made the best of our
toilers something more of men and less of brutes ;
but when Geordie was a young sprig of tweuty-
six, or thereabouts, the majority of the workers
in the Black Country were gigantie, muscular,
and ignorant fellows, much given to fighting,
drinking, and swearing, yet not without some
capacity for nobleness,

The lead furnaceman at Castor IIeath stood
six feet threc-and-a-half inches in his clogs, was
as active and upright as a Life Gunardsman,
possessed a tuneful voice, which could roll out
as good a tenor song as one would wish to hear,
and was known amongst his confréres as the
jolliest and most good-natured man in all the
yard.

It was a pleasure to watch him at work in those
days. lle put such a whole-hearted swing into it,
as if the greatest joy in the world was to stand in
front of a glowing puddling furnace for twelve or
thirteen hours a day, while the perspiration ran
in streams down his bare breast and arms, and
his brawny muscles stood out in beautifully
rounded and glistening masses, as he worked up
ball after ball of soft metal.

And never did work seem so easy, never did
the balls appear so light as during that summer
after he and Liz Perrin had come to an under-
standing, and were to be married in the autumn.
Harder and harvder the furnaceman worked in

front of his glowing fire, thinking the while that
thus it was he would work for Liz in years to
come. The balls of metal threw out dazzling and
radiant stars of light as he carried them to the
jaws of the ‘alligator) or to the rumbling
shingling hammer, keeping him in mind, he
thought, of the Lright eyes of his sweetheart.

And as he watched the lambent blue flames,
flickering here and there over the surface of the
half-plastic mass of ruddy metal beyond the
furnace doors, working at it vigorously the while
till it should ‘come to mature, what could be
more like the colour of those same bewitching
eyes than the colour of the dancing flames.

The wooing of Liz had not been an easy matter.
An only daughter, somewhat spoiled by father
and mother, a beauty of the hea}thy buxom type
by no means uncommon in the Black Country,
where parents are physically as perfect as pos-
sible, and a coquette who loved to exercise her
power, Liz had dallied with Geordie and some
half-dozen others for a long time ere she had
finally succumbed to the big furnaceman, with
his honest laugh and good-tempered nature. Both
father and mother thought she might have looked
higher, might have chosen Tim Snacker, for in-
stance, who owned a house and furniture in his
own right, while Geordie had nothing but his
fortnightly wage.

However Liz had apparently fixed her fickle
aflections on Geordie, and the happy lover flung
about the iron balls for the following two months
as if they had been but feather weights. He took
a house in Milton Row (then but a cluster of
cottages, but now a fair-sized suburb of Black-
town), which lay about a mile from the works
and maybe two from Burter's Buildings (the
latter being a kind of mushroom hamlet that had
sprung around Naylor’s ironworks), lying on the

far side of Castor Heath. And almost every other
cevening the loungers about the ¢ Buildings’ might

have observed Geordie’s tall figure stalking down
the heath-side, and making straight for a certain
house at the end of the row of squat cottages.

The new home in Milton Row was partly fur-
nished by Geordie’s own hands, the work giving
him the keenest pleasure. He kept this part ot
his happiness entirely to himself, allowing Liz
to understand that they were to live with his old
landlady for a week or two after they were wed.
Ie wanted to surprise his newly-acquired trea-
sure by leading her straight to what was for
the future to be her own home.

The cottages in the Row were so much alike
that a stranger would have been puzzled to tell
one from another. Each contained a living room
on the ground floor, with a kind of outhouse
beyond, while above were two tiny bed-chambers,
reached by what was more like a step-ladder than
a stairease. Into one of these quaint boxes of
houses, which rose straight from the edge of the
road, and were destitute of the tiniest serap of
garden or yard, Geordie brought sundry articles
of furniture. Ife bestowed bhis greatest efforts on
the bridal-chamber, carrying thither a small chest
of drawers, very loosely fitted, an iron bedstead,
and a picture. Somewhat short, one would think,
of a complete bedroom suite, but wanting nothing,
in Geordid’s opinion, when he had hammered four
tenpenny nails into the walls for Liz to hang her
clothes on, fastened the picture behind the door,
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put the bedstead in frocks, and bestowed a ewer | in due course the sun rose on_his wedding morn.
and basin on the top of the chest of drawers. A resplendent sun it was, flooding the whole land
That ewer and basin would have told any one | with {ight, making even the dull, black, and grimy
in Milton Row (no one saw them, for they were | precincts of BMilton Row somewhat beautiful by
smuggled in one evening after dark) to what a |imparting to them a transient golden glory.
height Geordie had raised Liz in his affections. | Long before it was necessary, Geordie was up
For the ladies and gentlemen of the Row, when | and had had his breakfast. He had resisted hLis
they found leisure and inclination, not to mention | landlady’s entreatics that he would let her cook
soap and towel, to perform their ablutions, usually | him something tasty on that morning. No, he
adjourned to the outhouse and employed the [ would put away all idea of feasting and merry-
slop-stone. But in one of his furniture-hunting | making till the afternoon, when he should lead
expeditions to Blacktown, Geordie had observed a | Liz, in a march of triumph, to the new home in
ewer and basin standing upon a chest of drawers, | Milton Row.
and Dbeing informed by the shopman that they So his breakfast, as usual, consisted of a couple
were used for ¢weshing’ in, bad purchased them | of fair-sized rashers of bacon, with plenty of
forthwith. bread, and a mug of ale (for in those days tea had
He had also noticed in the same establishment  not become the democratic herb it now is), and
a picture of a bed in ‘frocks,” and the idea had | then across the way to the barber’s.
taken his faney ; it looked so genteel, he thought. | ¢ Goin’ to get married, are you ?’ the man of the
Not knowing, however, what material the frocks | razor asked, as Geordie entered his little shop,
were made of, and being too bashful to inquire, | seeming to fill it with his herculean figure and
he had hit upon the brightest thing lLe could ' genial beaming face.
think of. The bedstead was accordingly frocked | ¢I amy so,” his customer replied, with a broad
by Geordie’s own hands, and he looked forward . grin,
with the keenest delight to witnessing his wife’s| ¢ Well, I wish you luck, lad. It’s about the
surprise and pleasure when she should see the two ' best thing a young fellow of your age can do,
sides and one end of the green painted iron bed- ' though I was never given much that way myself.
stead girt about with short ‘frocks’ of shining What art laughing at ?’
oilcloth, bearing upon it a startling pattern in| TFor Geordie’s mouth had exploded with a loud
red and yellow. | gulfaw, scattering the lather from his lips as it did
No clouds arose upon the horizon of his happiness | so. Every one knew that old Tarpin had already
during the time these preparations were being I led four brides to the altar, and was now looking
made. Not even when it was hinted to him, and | around for the fifth.
retty broadly—as was customary among the ¢ At any rate, he went on, getting his customer
cenizens of Milton Row—that Tim Snacker was | under control once more, ‘Liz is a good girl by
seen rather too frequently about a certain house ; all accounts, though a bit lighty, 1’m afeard, a
in Burter’s Buildings ; not even then did Geordice | bit flighty.  Keep tight hold of the reins, lad, an’

suspect evil days. ! drive steady when trouble comes, as come it muss,
He was told he ought to keep a close eye on, o’ course. An’ mever be too anxious to have the

Liz, in case she gave him the go-by. last word.  An’ don’t always keep looking in pot
] O ) p O

¢Not me, he replied, with his hearty laugh ;| to sce what goes inside. Wife’ll manage all that
¢let Liz have her fling. She’ll scttle down to the | if you let Tier alone, No, lad, no; I never
best wife the Row ever secn when we’re married.’ | takes payment from a man as is goin’ to be

¢Then tell her old man not to let Tim be there | married.”
so often,’ urged one well-meaning friend. ¢Then come an’ drink her health this a’ternoon,’

¢ Not me,’rﬁe replied again ; “Tim’s right enough. | said Geordie.
He’s better off than me, I know ; but then Liz ¢Ay, I will, with all the pleasure i’ life. 1°ll
loves e, lad, and she does’t love Tim.’ step over to Burter’s Buildings an’ shake hands

Whereat the friend shrugged his shoulders and | with the bride.’
went off, with an inward Lope that all would | So, with this assurance, the bridegroom ad-
be well, leaving Geordie with his undimmed | journed to his lodgings to array himself for the
happiness. wedding.

‘No, no, my lad,” he thought aloud ; ‘Tim’sgot | Geordie in his bedroom reminded one very
more brass nor me, but he’s not the man I am, | strongly of a Newfoundland dog in a hen-coop.
Fancey her takin’ to a fellow as goes about every | lle had to bend his head on entering lest he
evenin’ dressed as if for Sunday, with his woman’s | should strike it against the low lintel, and needed
ways too. No, no. If; and he laughed outright | to be extremely cautious in the matter of flinging
at the utter absurdity of the thought, ‘if Liz | his arms about, for fear his knuckles came in
gives me over for any one, it’ll be for a finer | contact with slate or rafter ; and it would have
fellow nor Tim. Besides,’ he went on, ‘it’s on’y | puzzled any one to determine how the six-foot-
nat’ral she should like the young fellows to see | three-and-a-half man slept in the five-foot-four
her, an’ nat’ral enough they should like to cum. | bed, without thrusting his feet through the
They may cum just as often when Liz is my | narrow window.  Ilowever, if he had cver
missis,’ noticed these little inconveniences, he certuinly

From which you will gather that the big heart | did not mind them this morning,
was not big emough to lhold any portion of He dressed leisurely, and with great care and
jealousy. His sweetheart loved lLim, of that he [ pride. His wedding outlit had been chosen rather
was fully assured, and what better guarantee | with a view to contrast than harmony. Bright
could he have ? blue striped trousers, brown jacket of a large

So he continued to tread the primrose way, | check pattern, crimson necktie, black bowler
with never a thought of thorns in his path, and | hat, and boots polished almost to flashing point,
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These in themselves were resplendent enough,
but when he had added a light-coloured fur
waistcoat, the effect was absolutely startling in
its originality.

“1’m not goin’ to shame Liz to-day,’ he said, as
he fastened the waistcoat across his ample chest,
aud regarded its large white bone buttons with
complacent pride ; ‘an’ I’ll bet anythin’ that
nothin’ finer than this ’ere rig-out has been seen
in Milton Row for many a long day,” an observa-
tion which was perhaps perfectly correct.

Geordie had longed to possess that waistcoat for
months past. He had first observed it in the
window of a ‘general dealer’s’ shop in Blacktown
one day in the previous spring. The rich soft-
ness of the fur and whiteness of the buttons had
caught his fancy, and he had registered a vow
that, if ever Liz became his, he would wear that
garment on his wedding-day.  When Liz had
actually promised to bLe his wife, e had jour-
neyed up town the very next day, and had striven
to strike a bargain with the general dealer, but
the latter asked too high a price.  Nothing
daunted, Geordie began to wage a weekly war
with him, and gradually worked the price down
to a figure within his means, and carried home
the garment triumphantly.

At last his preparations for the ceremony were
almost complete.  Ie only wanted a posy for his
button-hole, and that was ready waiting for him
down in the kitchen, held upright by the neck
of a broken Dottle standing in a muyg of water.
The bowler hat, as far as he could judge from
the reflection in the diminutive bit of looking-
glass fastened against the wall, was inclined upon
his head at the right angle ; his well-oiled hair
showed from Dbeneath it in the most approved
style ; the ring—most important of all—of the
thick and solid variety, was safely deposited in
one pocket of his waistcoat, and now he was ready
to set off.

As he was giving himself a final and careful
survey before stepping downstairs, he heard his
landlady calling him.

¢George, George, she cried, ‘come down at
once. Yer wanted quick.

Something in her voice made Geordie uneasy ;
a strange fear crept to his heart.

‘What’s up ?’ he asked, half-way down the
steep stairway.

‘Cum an’ see, poor lad, cum an’ see.’

Entering the stuffy little kitchen, Geordie was
greatly startled at seeing his sweetheart’s mother
seated there, her disordered dress and distressed
looks boding some terrible ill.

“Hullo !’ he ejaculated, ¢ what’s up ?’

¢ Geordie, Geordie, she’ve gone,” Mrs Perrin
burst out, breaking into tears as soon as her pro-
spective son-in-law appeared.

“Who’s gone?’ Geordie queried, setting his
teeth hard and looking sternly at the weeping
woman in front of him. IIe knew he wus no
favourite with her, and suspected—well, he
would have found it hard to say what he sus-
pected.

¢ Liz hev,” Mrs Perrin gasped.

¢ What ?’ cried Geordie, seizing hold of her arm
and shaking her roughly. ¢Speak plain, can’t
e.’

‘She 've gone, Geordie. She went off last night
with that wretch, Tim Snacker’

“Yer a lie, he shouted, as he flung the woman’s
arm fiercely from him. ‘It’sall a dirty trick to
get Liz away from me. I know well you never
liked me.’

‘Trick !’ exclaimed Mrs Perrin indignantly.
‘Do you think I’d trick my own girl to her
shame ¥’

¢ There’s no shame,” Geordie replied. ¢Tim has
put a power over ler, an’ ’ticed her away. Liz
ain’t to blame. I reckon she’s at home again now,
waitin’ for me.

¢ Geordie, lad, the distressed mother went on,
laying her hand on his arm and standing close to
him, while her voice took a softer tone, ‘I be
feared there is shame, though sad I am to say
it

And feeling the gentle touch on his arm, hear-
ing the gentle words, and secing the genuine
sorrow in the streaming eyes raised to his, the
conviction began to force itself upon him that, in
some way he was too dazed to understand as yet,
his beautiful dream had vanished, his love was
lost, his hoped-for happiness gone for ever.

He sank into a chair, and sat with hands cover-
ing his face and elbows on kuees, as Mrs Perrin
told how she had gone up to her daughter’s room
that morning, and found it had not been occupied
during the night, while on the pillow of the bed
was a tiny note. The note, ill-written and worse
spelled (for her daughter’s education, though
greatly lacking in many things, had advanced so
far), ran thus:

“DERE MUTHER—I must go with Tim tell him
i can’t marry him i wanted to tell Lim miself
afore but was ollers frited and i be frited now at
what i do but i must.

¢ Ay, ay !’ sighed Geordie, as Mrs Perrin came
to the end of the pitiful little missive, ¢ he put a
power over her ; ’tweren’t her fault.’

At first the mother had not bLelieved it, but had
searched high and low, expecting, poor body, that
there might be some chance of the misguided girl
returning.

¢Geordie, I would a’ spared thee this, lad, I
would indeed. I allow I'd thought she might ’a
looked higher, but when she took thee and allus
seemed glad to see thee, I was glad, too, for my
bairw’s sake. Tho I do mind now she hev’
seemed unsettled and queer-like of late, but I
put it all down to feelin’s, like as any girl has
nigh on her weddin’ !’

Geordie’s right hand went out to her, and
rested on her shoulder.

¢Say no more, mother, say no more,” he half
whispered in a choking voice. ¢’Tis all Tim, all
Tim I’

By this time two or three of his friends, who
were to have escorted him to Burter’s Buildings
as bridegroom, had entered the little apartment,
and were looking in amazement at the unusual
scene in front of them.

Before the landlady had time to give them any
particulars, Geordie raised his tall form from the
chair on which he sat, and came towards them.
His face had grown strangely hard and set in the
few minutes which had elapsed since he had left
his bedroom. As he turned towards where they
stood, his glance fell upon the little posy stand-
ing in the mug of water. Ile took it out, and
slowly crushed the homely flowers in his strong
hands, and threw them under the kitchen grate.
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Then placing his finger and thumb in the right-
hand pocket of the fur waistcoat, he drew out the
heavy gold circlet, and having bent it twice,
drolgped it into the hottest part of the glowing
coals.

¢Chaps, he then said, ‘there’s to be no weddin’
to-day, for’—— then he paused, as if doubtful how
to continue—* for reasons as I ain’t goin’ to speak
on.

He spoke so calmly that his friends were de-
ceived. Evidently the matter could not be very
serious, and he would soon get over it. DBut the
women, shrewder and sharper, waited for more,
and were not surprised when Geordie, first plac- |
ing the bowler hat firmly on his head, moved
towards the door, and remarked generally as he
did so:

¢I’m goin’ to Tim,” adding significantly, as he
reached the outside of the house, ‘you can come !
and see it if you like.

With that he passed the lbarber’s shop, turned
to the right by the ‘Pig and Pipe,” and in a
couple of minutes had reached the Heath, and
was striding across it in a north-westerly direc-
tion, towarﬁs the point where Tim’s stone house
was situated.

BANANA-GROWING FOR THE MARKETS.'
By RowraNDp W. CATER. i

i
THE headquarters of the banana trade in Nicaragua |
is Bluefields, until recently the capital of the Mos-
quito Reservation, whence about a million bunches '
are, or were, annually exported to the United
States. Early in 1894, being in the neighbour-
hood and desirous of gathering information, I
visited Bluefields, intending to journey to the
Cama River, a branch of the DBlueficlds River,
where a citizen of the United States had a very
extensive and profitable plantation. !

I am writing in the past tense as a matter of '
prudence, although I have no reason to suppose '
that this gentleman’s plantation is less prosperous
than it was, or that he has changed his peculiar
residence for a more ordinary one. But B}ueﬁelds
and the Mosquito Reservation are now under'
Nicaraguan rule, which is by no means as stable
and free from vagaries as it ought to e ; hence
the desirability of writing of things as they
were.

The planter whom I desired to visit had built
his house in a tree, presumably to escape the
malarious vapours of the lowlands. It was a
substantial structure, I understand, boasting of
three stories, erected round the trunk and lower
branches, which ran through the middle of the
rooms like masts in a ship’s cabin. This novel
residence was well furnished and perfectly safe,
being supported by piles in addition to the trunk,
and ‘stayed’ with ropes of raw hide. The owner
gained access by means of a primitive, yet well-
made clevator ; and once inside, with the door
closed, he was beyond the reach of snakes, wild
beasts, thieves, and every other possible enemy.

I never saw the American’s aerie. My prepara-
tions for the journey had just heen completed, a
boat and crew engaged, &c., when the Nicaragnan
government seized Blucfields, deposed the king,
.or chief, Robert Henry Clarence, dismissed the

of Nicaragua in place of that of Mosquito, and
subjected the town to martial law. am not
going to enter ‘into the political aspect of the
seizure. That is now ancient history. But it
prevented my journey to the Cama River. Ilow-
cver, I was able later on to gather the information
I needed. This was on the Rama River, another
tributary of the Bluefields, or Escondida, at the
plantation of an acquaintance, Mr Lesley, also
an American, like the tree-dweller.

But for the banana and the plantain, the natives
of Central America would have to live Ly the
sweat of their Lrows; possessing the banana and
the plantain, they may toil or not, as they please.
There is no necessity. A fortnight’s intermittent
labour will supply a man and his family with
food for a year. During the eleven months and
two weeks remaining they may swing in their
hammocks if they think fit. Their dinner will
always be within arm’s reach, so to say. One of
the ‘notions’ of that much misunderstood and
unfortunate reformer, Colonel Walker, the ‘fili-
buster, was to destroy every banana and plantain
tree in Nicaragua. It would have been a task
for Hercules. Whether he was in sober ecarnest,
or merely expressing a wish, is of no consequence ;
he was right in his conclusions. Only by doing
s0, and making replanting a penal offence, could
lie hope to overcome the innate indolence of the
})eople and compel them to be industrious and
appy.

For the planter with small means—that is,
with a capital of £200 upwards—I know of no
occupation so certain to realise a decent income
as growing bananas, provided that the plantation is
within easy reach of the sea, and there are steamers
to carry his produce to New Orleans, New York,
or London. That is of prime importance. For
the rest, he may tickle the soil and it will Jaugh
with a harvest. He need not take any risk. 1le
may sell his produce to the captain of the fruit-
steamers for 25 cents a bunch, pocket the mouey,
and have done with it. And this plan has many
advautages.

Botanically, there is scarcely any difference
between the banana tree and the plantain.  Both
are Musa sapientum, but the latter is also Para-
distaca — Musa saptentum, variely Daradisiaca.
Now that the banana has become almost a regular
article of food in this country, it is quite unnec-
cessary to describe it. Everybody knows what it
is like, but the large, solid, farinaceous fruit of
the plantain is less familiar. There are many
other species of Musa, but these two are the most
important.

The banana is cultivated from suckers springing
from the roots of an existing tree, generally
known as the ‘stool.” These suﬁ(ers are detached
and planted. They strike, and shoot up so fast
that 1t is no great exaggeration to say that you can
see them grow. In a year or less the planter
harvests the first crop.

The banana has no trunk, but a soft, fibrous
so-called stem, composed of the leaf-stalks rolled
one over the other, which grows to from 10 to 20
feet in height, and withers after the fruit has
ripened. The tree is scldom known to sced. The
roots, however, furnish shoots or suckers year
after year, until the stool is exhausted. The
purple flowers blossom on long spikes, springing
from the cluster of leaves which appear to open

council, judges, and magistrates, hoisted the flag
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out from the stem. The flower-spikes are often
4 feet long, and the bunch of fruit which succeeds
the blossom comprises from eighteto twelve dozen
bananas, weighing from 30 to 60 1b. The leaves
are from 6 to 10 feet long, and from 1 to 2 feet
wide. When the leaves are newly opened, the
tree has a most graceful appearance.

For successful cultivation, a cool, rich, and moist
soil is required, the alluvial deposits of the river-
bottoms, or the higher land where rain is abun-
dant or water plentiful. Bananas grown on high
ground are said to be finer than those of the
valleys.

In preparing a plantation the trees and brush-
wood should be cut down, and after lying a
month to dry, burned, and the ashes spread over
the land. The suckers, which, being very abun-
dant, may be purchased at a low price, are then
planted at a distance of from 12 to 15 feet apart,
or say 200 to the acre. In Mexico, as will be
seen presently, they are often planted much more
closely, 1000 trees to the acre being common.
After the first crop is harvested the stems should
be cut down, chopped into short lengths, and
heaped round the roots, whence spring the new
suckers. A proportion of these only are allowed
to grow from the stool: the remainder are
removed and sold, or planted elsewhere. Like
the first tree, they grow as by magic, and Dbear
fruit within the year. It will be scen, therefore,
that a large plantation may be formed with the
grealest ease, while by judicious management and
attention to the time of planting the suckers, a
constant succession of crops is sccured and fruit
gathered every week throughout the year.

All that is required as regards after cultivation
is an occasional weeding, say, twice during the
year, and the removal of suckers and uprooting
of barren stools. When the stems cease to
bear fruit, or the fruit is poor, the sooncr the
roots are dug up and a new sucker planted the

better. The expenses of the necessary c]ezmin%-
1

and replacing are very small. The only careft
work required on a plantation is in haundling
the massive bunches. This must he done so as
to avoid bruising them, or a small black spot will
appear, followed by rapid decay. Care is also
necessary in gathiering the bananas, but experience
has taught the native labourers, when cutling the
stems, to gauge their Dlows so that the first will
cause the ponderous bunch to droop slowly until
it nearly touches the ground, when another cut
severs it from the tree.

The bananas ave thien collected and carefully
loaded into a cart, hoat, or railway truck, as the
case may be, and conveyed to the nearest port
to await the arrival of the fruit steamers plying
between Blueficlds and New Orleans.  Sometimes
they are packed in waste cotton from the ceiba tree,
but this is not general. The average price, if
#old on the plantation or at the port, is 25 cents
1.8, currency (or ls. 03d.) per bunch, while if
carried to New Orleans they realise from 30 to
50 cents per bunch.  Some of these bananas, like
a proportion of those grown in Costa Rica, find
their way to England vie New York, and when
sound often realise from seven shillings to twelve
shillings per bunch ; bLut if intended to be carried
so far they must be packed carefully and in a
very green state. In the year 1894-95 upwards
of a million and a half bunches of bananas were

imported from Costa Rica, worth £240,000, or an
average price of about three shillings per bunch.
The value of the bananasimported into the United
States from Nicaragua in a single year has ex-
ceeded six hundred thousand dollars.

At the plantation on the Rama River where I
was staying 1 obtained the cost and profits of
plantations of various sizes. The figures given
below relate to one of twenty acres in extent.
Land may be purchased at five shillings the acre,
or leased at an annual rental of 5 cents mnative
currency (1jd.) upwards. The outgoings are cal-
culated in native currency ; the profits in that
of the United States.

TWENTY ACRES.—Tirst year.

Dr. £ s d
20 acres of land at 2 dols. 50c. an acre..... 500
Surveying and titles. 4 00
Clearing............... 40 0 O
4000 Suckers at 25 dols. per 1000. 10 0 O
Planting at 10 dols. per 1000..... ... 400
Weeding at 7 dols. per acre ..oc....co.co...... 14 0 0
Harvesting : Forty days’ labour at 75c.

POE dAYee ittt 300

Total cost. .....ooeveeriiiriiniiniiiieeees £80 0 O
To balance..........covveumuneeeennnieninns 128 6 8
£208 6 8

Cr. £ s d
4000 bunches at 25¢. U.8, cur-

rency cach on the plantation 208 6 8

208 6 8
Profit......... £128 6 8

In the second year two bunches may be ex-

pected from each stool, or 8000 in all, of the
value of £416, 13s. 40.  While the cost of cultiva-
tion in the second year will be, for two weedings,
£28; removing overplus of suckers, £4 (the cost
of which may be covered by their sale or
recouped by planting them out); and harvest-
ing, £6—total, £38. The profits of the planta-
"tion, therefore, for the second year, will be £378,
13s. 4d. This will continue until the stools are
exhausted, when they must be grubbed up, and
suckers planted in their stead.  With the trees
"fifteen feet apart the suckers may be planted
"between them when the first signs of exhaustion
Fappear, so that there shall e no break in the
¢ yield of the plantation.
7 As cach stool sends up from six to ten stems
by the end of the third year, it is possible to reap
that number of Lunches from each original tree,
aud four or five stems are sometimes allowed to
produce fruit. But the bunches will be much
finer if only two stems are permitted to mature ;
"the others, if not sold or required for extending
the plantation, should be cut off’ high up, or bent
down, 80 as not to cause excessive b]oe(lling from
i the stool, in which case the stool will not only
I'yield finer fruit, but remain in vigorous health
wuch longer than if allowed to exhaust itxelf.

In a recent bulletin, issued by the Burean of
the American Republies at Washington, it is stated
that sixty-nine acres of land will yicld 54,000
bLunches of bananas, worth, in the market, a
minimum price of 374 cents U.S. currency, or
about Is. 7d. per bunch--£4275; but T cannot
endorse so large a profit.  In Dritish Honduras,
which offers facilities even superior to those of
Mosquito, with the dinestimable advantage of a
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stable government, the profits of a banana plan-'  ¢Seilor | sefior !’ he cried, between a sob and a
tation are said by Mr Morris, assistant-director of | shout, ¢culebra !’
Kew Gardens, to range from £12 to £15 an acre; Snakes were common enough in the neigh-
after the lapse of eightcen months. bourhood, I knew, but luckily, fatalities seldom
But the banana can be most profitably grown  happened. It was clear, however, from the
in connection with other crops, for which it serves ' man’s agitation, that something dreadful had
as a shade plant. TFor indiarubber, the cultiva- | taken place. ~Mr Lesley took down his gun,
tion of which promises such magnificent profits, and we joined the terrified mozo, who at once
it affords admirable shade ; also for cacao, coffee, ' led the way back to his hut.
vanilla, &c., as the banana plantation can be so ‘I was asleep, sefiores,’ he panted, as he ran,
regulated that it will provide shade all the year ‘with my wife and little ones. Suddenly I awoke.
round. Something, a rustling, a whisper, aroused me.
In Mexico, where 1000 suckers to the acre are | So dark it was in the hut that I saw nothing—Dbut
often planted, the profits appear to be very large. I listened. Again I heard it. “Por la Sanfa
The figures given by Sir Henry Dering in a recent Virgen, salvame !”—Ay de mi, sefiores! it was my
Foreign Office report would show that the total ' wife, who lay on my bed of stretched hides near
cost of cultivating an acre of bananas, including ' the window. “Mariquita!” I cried. ¢“Speak to
the purchase of the land, is £6, 1s. 10d., and the  me !”—There was no answer, but a horrid }xissing.
reburn for the first year £27, 1s, a profit of Then I smelt the creature’s fetid bhreath, and T
£20, 19s. 2d. per acre; while the cost for the ' knew my poor Mariquita was in the coils of a
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second year is under £3, and the return £54,
2s., a profit of £51, 2s. per acre.

Sir Henry Dering also supplies a mass of
information, the greater part of which is equally |
applicable to British Honduras. We append a
few extracts :

‘The banana will grow in nearly every soil,
except those composed almost wholly of sand or of
calcareous matters. The best soil is a warm, well
drained, but rather moist, deep loam. The Dest |
elevation iz 700 to 1500 feet above sea-level, but !
many varieties do extremely well at a moderate |
elevation in the mountains, provided they are |
protected from the withering blasts of high
winds. The sucker, when planted, should be
about two feet over all, and four to six months
old. It should be placed in a specially prepared
hole, and when the land is poor a little manure
can be put at the bottom of the hole. After

lanting, the earth should be firmly pressed down

y the feet all round the sucker. In seven
months a long spike bearing clustering flowers,
surrounded by coloured bracts, shoots forth from
the clustered leaves, and minute bananas soon
a?peur at its base. During the growth of the
plant the land must be kept frec from weeds.

‘Before the plant throws out its flowering stem,
suckers will make their appearance. While the
plant is young all these should be cut away
except ome. Afterwards, when the stool has
matured, from three to five stems may be allowed
to grow, which at three or four months old may
be sold or transplanted to a new plantation ; but
on no counsideration should a larger number Le
allowed to shoot up if fine bunches of fruit are
looked for. After the stool has borne a crop
or two, the earth should be loosened round the
stem, and manure or decayed leaves and bunana
stalks forked in, the whole being moulded up
with surface soil.  With proper cultivation, a
rich soil, and a suitable climate, the first crop
may be gathered in ten or twelve months from
the time of planting, and at all times thercafter.”

The banana planter in Mosquito has an excit-
inz moment occasionally. I was sitting with
Mr Lesley, my Rama River friend, soon after
dawn one morning, awaiting ecarly café, when
Diego, the head mozo from the next planfation,
came rushing np. IIis face was livid and covered
with sweat ; his eyes seemed starting out of his

constrictor !

‘Seiiores,” he went on, in a voice bLroken by
emotion, ‘I had no gun, and my machete I had
dropped in the forest. So T ran to you for aid.
We shall be too late, I fear; but there is vengeance,
and she, querida mia, my lost one, shall be saved
from that horrid grave’

¢And the children ?’ eried Lesley breathlessly.

‘I carried both from the hut.)

It is scarcely necessary to say that we ran as
fast as the uneven, narrow forest path and the
mist would allow us to do. The distance was
not great. Diego’s Liut stood on our side of his
master’s plantation, a long way from that gentle-
man’s bungalow. Emerging from the forest, we
rushed across the clearing.  With his gun at the
ready, Lesley entered first.  IIe had outstripped
both Diego and me. I heard two shots. Lesley
met us at the door.

¢I've killed the brute,” he gaid, ‘blown its head
off ; but I’'m afraid it’s all over with the poor
woman.’

It was not, however. Diego’s wife still breathed.
But she was fearfully crushed, and she never
recovered. I refrain from describing the spectacle
upon which I gazed when I entered. Fortunately
such scemes are rare. The Loa, or python,
measured fifteen feet in length, and was as thick
as a man’s thigh.

One consequence of this terrible adventure was
that Mr Lesley told me all the snake stories he
could remember, or so I should judge from the
number of them. Ile had seen men die from the
bite of the Corale, of the Tamagasa, and the
Campanilla, or rattlesnake, but Diego’s wife was
the first person scized by a python within his
experience.

‘I guess snakes don’t trouble me wmuch,’” he
added. ¢TI keep pigs, and when T hear of a rattler
Leing seen about, I send a herd of {‘nigs to the spot.
Many a pretty fight I’ve witnessed.

¢ Do pigs kill the snakes, then ?’ I asked.

‘I caleulate they do) he answered. ¢Why,
Zapatera-—that’s an island in Lake Nicaragua—
swarmed with snakes yearsago. 1’m told it was
a< much as a man’s life was worth to stroll around
there, for I guess there were nearly as many
snakes as mosquitoes. Corales there were, and
rattlers by the hundred. Well, an Italian thought
the island would make o first-class pig-farm, and

head.

0 he landed a cargo. Them pigs just fattened on
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snakes, I'm told—ate ’em all up, or mostly so,
and now they grow cacao, and sugar, and coffee
on Zapatera.’

Mr Lesley’s yarn was quite new to me, although
I had dwelt within sight of Zapatera for some
time. I giveit asit was told. All I can vouch
for is the cacao, sugar, and coffee.

¢ A real good set-to between a pig and a snake
is worth going a yard or two to see,’ my host went
on, ‘When the grunter sights his enemy I cal-

culate he drops on all fours—doubles up his

knees and tucks his legs out of the way of danger.
Then he shuts his eyes and squints through his
eyclashes with a sort of confident smile. The
snake strikes, but he doesn’t hurt the pig much.
I guess the fat neutralises the poison somehow.
The grunter bides his time. By-and-by his
chance comes. He catches the snake Ly the neck,
Jjust below the head, and I guess there’s another
dead sarpent in about ten seconds.’

Of the value of pigs as snake traps I have no
ersonal knowledge, but there is no doubt that a
terd will pay the banana planter very well. It
sometimes happens that the fruit-steamer does
not call when expected, and in consequence a

quantity of bananas become too ripe for exporting. .

Unless pigs are kept, a great deal of such fruit is
generally allowed to rot.

A TSAR'S GRATITUDE.
By FRED WHISHAW.
CHAPTER XI.

MeaNwaILE Philipof had been removed to the
fortress-prison. Those who have seen St Peters-
burg will remember well the building, with its
marvellously delicate golden spire keeping guard
alike over dead emperors and the living persons
who have conspired against them or their people,
The church of St Peter and St Paul is the mauso-
leam of the Romanof dynasty, and here may Le
scen Lhe tombs of all the Tsars and Tsaritsas from
the days of the poor little German princess who
had the misfortune to marry the great Peter’s
ill-starred son Alexéy, until now. Outside the
church doors are the walls of the so-called
fortress, which surround it, and beyond these
again are the waters of the Neva, for the entire
mass of buildings is erccted upon a small island
in mid-stream, an island once in possession of
and fortifiel Ly the Swedes, but wrested from
them Ly force of arms by DPeter the Great in
person. This spot was the nucleus of the city of
St Petersburg, which was built up around it by
Peter’s orders in the beginning of the eighteenth
century. At that time the fortifications were
principally wooden, but these were afterwards
pulled down and walls of solid masonry substi-
tuted. The old wooden erection, however, would
have been nearly as capable of resisting the

day would knock the St Petersburg fortress into
builder’s rubbish in five minutes, for the capital
of Russia is practically undefended, so far as any
defensive works of its own are concerned. But
twenty miles or so from its harmless fortress
walls, and in the path of any warships that might
think to steal a march upon the defenceless city,
i there lies day and night a Cerberus, known as
Cronstadt.

In the narrow neck of the Gulf of Finland this
watch-dog has his kennel, and there he lies from
“year’s-end to year's-end,and shows his teeth to all
"who come—a double row of terrible fort-teeth,
“which would grind to powder any who came
within reach if on mischief Lent. Woe to the
I'warship, be she never so heavily-armed and
, armoured, that ventured within reach of the awful

jaws of the Cronstadt Cerberus! What with
her forts and her torpedoes, her chess-board of
submarine-mine works, and her fleet of coast-
defence ships of many shapes and sizes and arma-
ments, Cronstadt is as awkward a spot for the
,approach of a hostile naval force as there exists
. on the face of this earth : in a word, it is impreg-
X nable.

Ilence little importance is attached to the so-
called fortress of St Petersburg, which is used
mainly for the double purpose of a mausoleum
for the emperors and of a prison for the political
offenders of the realm.
| It was to this retreat that poor Philipof was
; brought by his escort of excited policemen ; the
creal culprit—the student—Deing conducted by a

second detachment to the same destination. IIis
i thoughts during the drive, and for some time
’ after his arrival, when he was thrust into a small
, apartment and left alone, were so confused that
. lie was only conscious of a kind of numb, speech-
, less feeling of indignation. ITe was not particu-
 larly frightened even when thrust into his little
prison-chamber and left, hecause he still felt sure
that his conduct would be justifiecd and himself
released in a very short while: some one must
,have seen how the episode actually occurred,
“and would reveal the truth, and justice would
Le done—there was no doubt of that. But he
was very angry, so angry that for quite a long
time he could do nothing but helplessly nurse
his wrath, and let it boil within him in a con-
fused and undiscriminating sense of burning in-
dignation.  After a while e grew calm enough to
bethink him of his position, and to look around
. the room into which he had been thrown. There
| was not much to occupy his attention here. A
tiny chamber of about ten feet square, furnished
with a bed—a very plain, hard-looking one—-and
a chair which looked even plainer and harder.
There was alxo a washing apparatus— a thoroughly
Russian article, designed to suit a non-washing
people like the Russians, and consisting of a basin
with an overhead cistern of water and a pedal for
the foot below, hy pressing which a few drops

attacks of the heavy ordnance of the present day | of fluid were allowed to trickle from a tap into
as are the stone walls which now rise out of | the hands outepread to catch them. This is the
Neva’s waters, and the title ¢fortress’ is merely | manner of the middle-class Russian’s washing, the
given to the building as a courtesy-title in con- [ central idea of which appears to be to do every-
sideration of its importance as a citadel in the | thing in one’s power not to get wet,

days that are no more, when wooden walls, if | This was all the furniture. The room was
thick enough and high enough, were sufficient to | lighted by a tiny barred window, six or seven feet

keep an enemy at bay until he succeeded in
§l_<;t%ng fire to them. The guns of the present
X

|fm|u the ground, and Sasha climbed upon his
j chair to look out of it. As he did so a small
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aperture, made by a sliding panel, appeared in
the door, and a gruff voice bade him come down
again.

‘None of that, now !’ it said ; ‘no climbing on
chairs or fooling with the window-bars —it’s
against rules and carries a penalty.’

Philipof jumped off the chair quickly and looked
round. ‘Come in, for God’s sz(xlke,’ he said, ‘and
talk to me, whoever you are—there are things I
must know’——

¢ Against rules !’ replied the voice. ‘I am not
allowed to talk to prisoners’ And the window
closed with a snap.

At this a great flood of bitter indignation swept
over Philipofs heart. TFor the first time he
realised his utter helplessness—thrust away here
out of sight of friends and justice. What had he
done to deserve it? TFool that he was, why had
he not allowed the student to work his will
uion the Tsar, instead of interfering in matters
which did not concern him, and thus landing
himself in a scrape to which it was impossible to
affix a probable limit! Sasha rushed to the door
and banged at it with his fists and kicked the
panels with his heavy Russian boots.

Instantly the window opened and the same
gruff voice spoke again—¢ Penalty for violence,’
it said, ‘the knoot : six blows first offence after
warning ; twelve for the second. You are
warned.’

‘But look here, my man,” Philipof began, ‘just
tell me this’ But again the window was slid
back in his face, and Philipof listened helplessly
to the heavy tramp of his guard, as that worthy
took himself out of reach of the temptation to
break rules Ly talking to a prisoner.

For a full minute poor Sasha stood with
clenched fists and blanched face, the prey to a
thousand conflicting impulses. Then he burst
into a roar of laughter, and threw himself upon

the little hard bed in the corner : the droll side

of the affair had occurred to him, which was

rhaps the best thing that could have happened
Just at this crisis, for 1t saved his brain from the
tension which for the last hour or two had
threatened to upset its equilibriumn,

It was very funny, he reflected, after all!
Here was he, an officer of one of the Tsar’s finest
regiments, and a good officer too, he flattered
himself —cast into prison suddenly and unex-
fectedly—wlmt for? For saving the Tsar’s life,
t was quite on a par with the usual conduct of
Dame Fortune towards him ! There were some
people whom this elderly lady detested, and he
was ome. Others were her favourites — like
Dostoief, and such men could do nothing wrong !
If this had happened to Dostoief, now ! If he
had knocked up a man’s arm and preveunted him
from shooting the Emperor dead on the spot, what
would have happened to him ?
himself would have secen the action, or the police
would—at any rate somebody in authority would
have observed it ; and the Tsar’s preserver would
have been led up to the Tsar’s carriage amid shouts
of applause, and the Emperor would have fallen
upon his neck with tears and protestations of
gratitude ; promotions and wealth would have
been showered upon him, titles also no doubt,
and all Russia and the world would be ringing
to-morrow with the glory of his deed. And
here was he, Philipof, who had done the T=ar this

Why, the Tsar,

very service, arrested and chucked into a dirty
prison-cell like any common malefactor—and—
yes—and actually threatened with the knoot! It
was too ridiculously absurd, and Philipof laughed
aloud ; but when he had laughed enough, his
nerves required a reaction, and he shed Ditter
tears and lay upon his bed cursing his fate, and
cursing the Tsar and Dostoief, and the student,
and the police, and everybody he could think of
upon whom a malediction would lie.

And so, laughing and cursing and foolishly
crying in turns, the unfortunate man passed the
evening and c¢hivered through the night; and
when the gray light of dawn came through his tiny
window and awoke him from a fitful sleep, the
only occupation open to him was the rapid walk-
ing up and down lis room in order to restore cir-
culation to his stiffened limbs and to keep himself
decently warm.

TIHIE PROVIDENCE OF BOOK-HUNTERS.
By ANNA BLACKWELL.

[Tr1s article was written Ly an old contributor,
in one of the latest years of the sixties, when
the authoress was an intimate friend and near
neighbour of the father and sister of Robert
Browning. Every one of the facts recounted
was communicated to her Ly the father of the
poet, their intimate friend the late M. Milsand of
La Levue des Dewr Mondes, and the late Ilon. G.
P, Marsh, at one time U.S. Minister at Constanti-
nople, at Florence, and at Rome. Several of these
facts occurred in their own experience, others in
that of their friends or acquainiances; while the
truth of each fact was amply vouched for.]

To the proverbial saying that ¢Providence looks
after the lame and the lazy, there ought to be
a pendant declaratory of the special aid and
guidance that scem to be vouchsafed, Ly some
; oceult and favourable influence, to the brother-
hood of book-hunters.

That one who is always secking should occa-
sionally light on something worth finding is cer-
"tainly not surprising; bLut the most wonderful
thing is that when the book-hunter has set his
;mind on getting some rare volume, the desired
. object in the long-run very often comes into his
' possession.

As cxamples simply of the usual connection
between secking and finding, to which are due
the ordinary joys of the book-hunter’s existence
(examples of the extraordinary ones, the special
" providences’ shall be cited afterwards), take the
i following, gleaned Dby the writer, like all the
others, from actual experiences of collectors.

A work on astrology, believed to Le unique,
without title-page, but bearing date 1473, and
, consequently one of the earliest specimens of

printing extant, having bLeen brought out about
"twenty years after the discovery of the art,
exquisitely printed, with all the capital lctters
put in by hand, some of them heing done in gold
and others in colour—was picked up at a London
bookstall for fiftcenpence.

A copy of Bedmar's ¢Squittino della Liberta
Veneta,’ 1612—a work so rare that its very exist-
ence lhas bLeen denicd—was bought at another
London bookstall for sixpence. :
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The possessor of the first volume of a very ' which he bought, for a mere trifle, at a bookstall
rare Italian catalogue, for which he had paid a'in the same ancient metropolis of Burgundian
guinea (deeming it a bargain at that price), found wines, mustard, cassts, and ¢spice-bread.
some years afterwards, at a continental bookstall,| The results of the book-hunter’s loiterings
the second and third volumes of the same rare ' among bookstalls are not, however, always pro-
catalogue, and bought them for sixpence. ductive of rejoicing.

A book-hunter who was already in possession A friend of the writer’s, when searching for
of the original manuscript of Fleming’s ¢ Decline  a certain very rare book along the whole line
and Fall of the Papacy,” published in the reign of of stalls on the quays of Paris, discovered a pam-
William ITL—which manuscript was shown to phlet against capital punishment written by
George III on account of a passage in it which bespicrre in his lawyer-days—a work which
contained a prediction that the years 1793 and he had never seen or heard of, and whose exist-
1848 would be fatal to the papal power, although, ' ence he believes to be unknown to collectors.
according to this prediction, the final destruction ! On %)lunging his hand into his pocket in scarch
of that power would not be consummated until  of the copper coins which would have enabled
half a century afterwards—picked up a copy of him to transfer the precious pamphlet to his own
the earliest printed edition of this work, now  possession, he discovered that, by some untoward
extremely rare, for twopence, at a bookstall. chance, he had forgotten to provide himself with

Two very rare old Spanish poems, so scarce | the five sous to which he prudently restricts his
that for years past the dealers had declared it daily investments along the quays and among the
to be impossible to procure them, were found,' other haunts of the Parisian dealers in old books.
one after the other, ai two different bookstalls in | Intending to return home in quest of the requisite
Paris, by the same collector, and bought by him ;i coppers, as soon as he should have completed his
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one of them for two sous, the other for ten sous.

A work in two volumes, entitled ‘The True
Secret History of the Lives and Reigns of all the
Kings and Queens of England, from King William,
called the Conqueror, to the end of the Reign of
the late Queen Anne. By a Person of Honour.
Printed for D. Browne, Jr., at the Black Swan,
without Temple Bar, 1725’-—a work so rare that
it is not to be found in the British Museum-—was
picked up at an old-clothes shop in Walworth for
sixpence a volume. This copy was subsequently
lent by the finder to the late Lord Macaulay, who
got from it the anccdote about William IIL tell-
ing how that sovereign used to become so exaspe-
rated by the presence of idlers among his soldiers
that whenever his servants stole into the camp
to have a look at the trenches, his majesty would
sally forth from his tent and cane them for their
intrusion ; and lLow hoth servants and soldiers
used jocularly to speak of the reception of these
summary castizations as ‘being knighted.” Apropos
of which dislike of the royal leader to the presence
of civilians among his troops, will be remembered
the manifestation of the same dislike by the
Duke of Wellington, who, in his determination to
keep idlers at a distance, not only procured the
passing of an act of parlinment subjecting to
cam) discipline all persons who were proved to
have remained three days within the Hines, but
threatened to flog the women who used to frequent
the battlefield after an engagement for the pur-
pose of robbing the bodies of the slain.

A Parisian book-hunter, passing through Dijon,
discovered, in a box of miscellaneous rubbish
outside the door of an old-clothes shop in that
city, a copy of a poem entitled ¢Clovis,’ pub-
lished about the beginning of the seventeenth
century—a work of little intrinsic merit, but one
which, having been set down as ‘unfindable’ for
half a century past, was regarded as ‘invaluable’
by collectors. This treasure, purchased by its
discoverer for one sou, was by ]lil]\ subsequently
exchanged with a brother collector for some costly
and valuable literary rarity. Shortly after this
exchange had been made, to the equal gratification
of both parties, the same book-unter who had
found ‘¢ Clovis’ stumbled, just as unexpectedly, on
a second copy of that same ‘unfindable’ poem,

investigation along the quays, he continued his
| walk in search of the rare book for which he was
looking, and which, to his great delight, he pre-
'senﬂy found at another stall. Tnchanied with
the results of his walk, he hastened home to pro-
vide himself with the sous that were to bring the
two treasures into his possession, and returned
with all diligence to the quay. But, alas! short
as had been his absence, both pamphlet and book
had been purchased and cm'rie(H off.

The quays of Paris are the favourite hunting-
ground of all the Look-hunters who have ever
visited the cosmopolitan caravanserai on the
banks of the Seine; and the habitual outlay of
the most diligent of the brotherhood appears to
be limited {o a few sous per volume. The late
eminent collector, whose mname, Libri, smacks
of predestination, used to say that his best pur-
chases had been picked up on the Paris quays;
and that other eminence in the same line, the late
Dr Yarnold, the friend of Belzoni and Jolhn
Kemble, used frequently to remark that, in
making his acquisitions, he ‘never went higher
than the fourpenny boxes”  Yet, after his death,
his collection sold for £400.

So much for the ‘common mereies’ of the book-
hunter’s life.  As examples of the “special pro-
vidences’ already referred to, take the following :

A London book-hunter of the last gencration
gave to his son, as the ‘nest-egg’ of his future
library, a translation of ‘The Life and Character
of Theophrastus,” minus the title-page, but attri-
buted to Coleman. On giving this book to
his son, the father wrote his name on the fly-
leaf. A few years afterwards the son, accom-
panied by his Leloved books, went to Jamaica,
where the translation in question was borrowed
of him by a military oflicer on service in that
colony.  This officer, being unexpectedly trans-
ferred with his regiment to another colony,
quitted  Jamaica very suddenly, inadvertently
taking with him the borrowed translation; a
circumstance whieh caused great annoyance and
regret to its owner, who prized it very highly
as being the gift of his father and containing that
parent’s handwriting.  He made various attempts
to learn the whereabouts of the officer who had
so carelessly carried off the treasured volume, but
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could never obtain any tidings of him, and at
lenith relinquished the effort, and gave up the
book for lost. Five-and-twenty years afterwards
the book-hunter, having returned to London, was
one day strolling along the Old Kent Road, and
peering about him as usual, when he came to the
shop of a dealer in old iron, near the then-existent
turnpike-gate which formerly stood nearly oppo-
site the burial-ground. As he glanced into
the dingy depths of this shop he suddenly espied
his lost translation, stowed away upon a shelf.
Hastily entering the shop, he bought back his
missing treasure for the sum of sixpence, which
the man of iron seemed to think himself very
lucky in getting in exchange for it. The presence
of his father’s handwriting on the flyleaf was still
as legible as ever, and rendered it certain that the
volume, so strangely recovered, was the identical
one the loss of which he had so long deplored.

The dens of dealers in ‘marine stores, be it
noted en sant, are much frequented by the
book-hunting fraternity ; those dealers being in
the habit of buying up vast quantities of old
books, which they tear to picces for the purpose
of wrapping their leaves about the second-hand

okers, kettles, nails, and frying-pans purchased

{ their customers. Terreting among the piles
of old books thus waiting to be torn up is
often found by the buok-hunter to Le profitable
emgloyment during a spare half-hour.

collector went one day to the shop of a
well-known London bookseller for the purpose of
rocuring a copy of a certain catalogue of Italian
oks which the dealer was in the habit of be-
stowing gratis on his customers. On glancing
over the contents of this catalogue, the hook
hunter’s attention was specially attracted by
the mention made therein of a very rare and
valuable work, in two volumes, entitled ¢La
Libreria del Doni Fiorentini,” printed in 1580 ;
the first volume only of which work was marked
in the catalogue at one guinea. As he walked
homewards from the dealer’s with the catalogue
in his hand, meditating somewhat ruefully on the
price of the volume, which he would have pur-
chased but for the fact that the guinea very far
exceeded the amount to which he habitually
restricted his purchases, he happened to pass a
cobbler’s stall, when he suddenly espied hoth
volumes of the rare work in question standing
together on a shelf at the back of the dingy little
den. A few moments sufficed to effect the trans-
fer of the precious volumes, to his own joy and
to that of the cobbler, who evidently thought he
had done an excellent stroke of business in getting
rid of them at threepence apicce.

The reader may or may nol be aware that
there exists an excellent English translation of
Molitre’s plays published in 1751, and now ex-
ceedingly rare. This translation is advertised in
the Grub Street Journal of that epoch as con-
taining ¢ Designs by Monsicur Coypel, Mr Ilogarth,

Mr Dandridge, Mr Hamilton, &e., in eight pocket '

volumes.” Two of these translations—namely
that of ¢L’Avare’ and ‘Le Cocu Imaginaire’—
had the honour of being adorned with [rontis-
pieces by Mr Hogarth. A certain book-hunter,
who had already sncceeded, after many years
search, in forming an unusually extensive and
valuable collection of Hogartl’s prints, chanced
to hear of the existence of these frontispieces,

and forthwith set his heart upon adding them
to his collection. On the day following the one
upon which he had obtained his information
he lad occasion to go to Hackney in great
haste, on an errand of kindness. On his way
thither he saw a wheelbarrow full of old books
standing at the door of a public-house, at whose
tap the man in charge of the harrow, as he soon
discovered, was just emptying a mug of beer.
The book-hunter had stopped immediately, not-
withstanding his hurry, to overhaul the contents
of the wheelbarrow ; when the very first book he
took up proved to be one of the volumes of the
translation for which he had determined to search.
Hastily turning over the leaves of the volume he
found to his unutterable delight that it contained
both of the desired frontispieces in excellent con-
dition. It may Le added that the second of these
two engravings so luckily found contains the
portrait of Hippesley the actor, which Hogarth
has also introduced into his print ¢The Beggars’
Opera.’

The same book-hunter also succeeded in making,
at long intervals, a complete set of the first editions
of all Milton’s poems, with the exception of that
of “Comus, which, to his sorrow, he never suc-
ceeded in finding.

But the proverbial ¢slip ’twixt eup and lip’ so
i common in the experience of ordinary mortals

sonietimes causes, as already remarked, cruel dis-
appointments even lo the most fortunate of the
brotherhood. Thus Dr Yarnold, having meditated
much upon the marvellons lifelikeness of ¢ Don
Quixote,” arrived at the conclusion that, inasmuch
i as Cervantes could hardly have drawn the charac-
ter and adventures of his hero from his own im-
agination, he had probably derived his idea of the
immortal ‘Knight of La Mancha’ from the life and
doings of some bond fide original ; just as Defoe had
Cobtained from the veritable history of Alexander
Selkirk the idea which he so admirably worked out
in his ¢Life and Adventures of Robinson ('rusoe’
"Taving come to this conclusion in regard to the
areat Spanish romancer, and being fond of expa-
ltiating upon it to his friends, the indefatigable
book-hunter became extremely desirous to dis-
"cover the supposed prototype of Cervantes’ hero.
' For several years his inquiries and researches
failed to elicit any trace of this supposed ori-
ginal. But, at length, happening to travel from
| London to Oxford by the stage-coach, he alighted
| from the vehicle at one of the ordinary stopping-
places on the road to wait in the inn while the
liorses were being changed. On going into the
i bar he saw an odd number of some old magazine
| lying on the counter. 1lle took it up, and, on
opening it, his eye lighted on an article treating
of Cervantes and his immortal romance, which
the magazine-writer boldly asserted to have been
suggested by the eccentricities of a countryman
of the novelist, of whose real life and odditics he
gave a sketch, purporting to be derived from
authentic sources. Being abruptly summoned
by the guard to resume his journey, Dr Yarnold
threw down the magazine and got back into the
coach. DBut no sooner had the ponderous vehicle
cleared the precinets of the village than he be-
thought himself, with immense regret and self-up-
braiding, of the carelessness of which he had been
guilty in not making a note of the periodical in
which he had chanced to meet with so unhoped-
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for a confirmation of his own hypothesis. How-
ever, though greatly annoyed by the thought of
his oversight, he consoled himself with the deter-
mination to look up the precious magazine on his
return, and, if possible, to purchase it. But alas!
when, a few days afterwards, the coach again
deposited the returning book-hunter at the door
of the village inn, the magazine had disappeared.
None of the people of the inn had seen it or knew
anything about it ; and though the Doctor exerted
his utmost ingenuity to ascertain the title and the
publisher of this magazine, he could never obtain
the slightest information in regard to it.

There is, in the library of one of the English

universities a very rare work on the life of
Richard III, of which, to the librarian’s sorrow,
one section is missing. A well-known historian

and delight, this rare work was sent to him with
the rest of the books he had ordered, and at a
moderate price.

Another American collector having received a
London bookseller’s catalogue in which was in-
cluded a copy of the earliest French edition of
Froissart, marked at eighteen shillings, sent im-
mediately for this book, and duly received it at
the price set down in the catalogue, although
another copy of the same edition had been sold
in London a short time before for £95, and the
copy he had obtained so easily and at so low a
price, being a very much better one, would readily
have obtained £100.

Many years ago an eminent transatlantic pub-
lisher and book-collector set himself to obtain a
certain collection of old Spanish ballads, so rare

happening to visit this library, the librarian that only three or four copics were known to
showed him, as one of its raritics, the work in exist. In seeking for this collection, supposed to
(uestion, pointing out to him the fact of the'consist only of a single volume, he was long un-
missing section ; ¢ probably left out,” he remarked, ' successful ; but his search at last was richly
“through inadvertence when the book was bound.” rewarded by the discovery, in different places, of
‘I, too, possess a copy of this work,’ returned five other volumes of this same collection, whose
the historian ; ‘and as the section which is'existence does not appear to have been known to
missing in yours occurs twice over in mine, the lany bibliographer.
superfluous one in my copy is probably that| When, after the death of President Monroe,
which is lacking in yours’ his library was advertised for sale, the same for-
A couple of Dbook-hunters—one French, the tunate book-hunter was the first in the field;
other English, but both residing in Paris—had ' and finding among the treasures amassed by the
occasion to consult Melanchthonw’s ¢ Chronicon’—  deceased president a magnificent copy of Pur-
an extremely rare work whose existence was until ' chas’s ¢ Pilgrims,” in nine volumes, he inquired the
recently unknown to the majority of collectors, ' price of it. ¢Three dollars a volume, replied
and which is mentioned in only a few of the cata- i the administrator. The book-hunter instantly
logues of the writings of this eminent reformer. | paid down the amount, thus obtaining possession
Having searched in vain for this work in all the ' of the work at the total price of twenty-seven
great public libravies of Paris, they gave up the | dollars, though a very inferior copy of the same
quest as hopeless. A few days afterwards, when | had recently been sold in London for £735.
the idea of the work had passed from their minds, | This lucky collector had picked up an exces-
one of them, when loitering among the cases of | sively rare work on the carly history of Awmerica,
old books on the quays, suddenly lighted on alwith the title-page and first leaves missing,
complete copy of the ¢ Chronicon,’ of which he at ' and several other leaves stained with water.
once possessed himself at an outlay of five sous. | The absence of the missing leaves had always
A couple of days after this unexpected acquisition | been a matter of regret to the owner of this

by the English book-hunter, his French brother, |
strolling alonyg another part of the quay, and
equally forgetful of the object of lis recent |
researches, came upon a second copy of the
“Chronicon, in excellent condition, and carried ;
it off in triumph at a cost of ten sous.

One of the most eminent book-hunters of the
New World, who had bLeen vainly endeavouring
for many years to procure a copy of an extremely
rare and ancient three-volumed work, the record of
the travels of an Italian in the East, chanced, on
passing through Genoa, to find the first and second
volumes of this work in the shop of a dealer in
old books. Two years afterwards, the same gentle-
man, on looking through the shelves of a book-
seller in Turin, found the third volume of these
old travels, and bought it, as he had done the two
others in Genoa, for a very small sum.

A book-hunter of New York, who is helieved to
possess the fullest existing collection of books and
records concerning the colonisation of that state by
the Dutch, greatly desired to obtain a certain Dutch
history of the early days of the scttlement, so rare
that only one copy of the work was known to
exist. On one occasion, when ordering a quantity
of Duteh books from the Hague, he put down the
title of this work in his list, though without the
least hope of receiving it. But, to his surprise

book, who prized it very highly. Several years
after its acquisition, this gentleman, on open-
ing a case of books that had been sent to him
from London, found amongst the waste-paper
that had Dbeen stuffed in between the EOOkS
to keep them from rubbing, the whole of the
missing leaves of the work in question, includ-
ing the title-page.  The ragged edges of all these
leaves tallied exactly with those of the book from
which they had evidently been torn, and all were
marked with the same walter-stains.

COUNTY COURT DAY.

It is, I am well assured, a safe assertion, however
startling it may sound to some ears, that the
average Londoner knows more of the manners
and customs of the Boers of South Africa, or of
the dark-skinned natives of Indian villages and
South Sea Islands, than of the peasant population
of many an English county. Such is nowadays
the desire to acquaint one’s self with that which is
far off and strange rather than with the people
who live, and the events which are happening, at
our own doors, that, unless some ‘show place,
some, widely known and much-praised stretch of
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landscape, or some spot immortalised by having
been the Dlirthplace or abode of genius, attracts
gnzers in thousands, rural England is left severely
alone.

The student of country life will naturally re-
sort to the market, the inn yard, and bar parlour
on the weekly market-days. In addition to these
haunts of ¢Hodge,” he will do well to visit a
certain apartment of the Shire Hall on ¢County
Court Day.’

This apartment is entered, metaphorically
speaking, by way of the office of the Registrar of
the County Court. To this vestibule of justice
resorts the creditor whose patience has reacled
its utmost limit; the shopkeeper whose ledger
shows a long-standing account; the labourer
suing a farmer or other employer for work done
and disputed over ; the village landlady who has i
provided board and lodging too confidingly for
some ‘single man.’ Here in short ab one time or |
another come representatives of almost every class
of the rural community ; paying the shilling or'
two for the ‘summons; glibly swearing the |
necessary oath on tho greasy Testament; and—
the greater number of them—rehearsing at great
length the circumstances of the case for the
benefit of the Registrar’s clerk.

Hither, too, on the morning of ‘County Court
Day,’ comes a little company of debtors, eager to
pay in the amount in dispute together with the
trifling fees disbursed by the plaintiff, and thus
save the further expense of ‘hearing fees’ and the ‘

discredit of appearing in court.

But the brisk strokes of the clock in the turret
of the butter market have been followed in the
announcement of the hour of ten by the deeper
booming of the bells in the cathedral tower, and

either a bailiff, tipstaff, or similar officer of the
court. A fresh case has just bLeen called, and
the lady plaintiff rises from her seat in the row
of benches. In a moment the officer is fussing
about her like a wasp. The witness-box is
approached by a complicated little maze of turns
and steps.  He pushes, pulls, cautions, and directs
the woman till she knows not which way to turn.
At last the commotion attracts the attention of
the Registrar, a stout, jolly-looking gentleman
with a merry eye. ‘Let the woman alone, 1
dare say she knows her way, is his remark,
followed by dutiful smiles from the ¢Court,” and
the Lailiff retreats with an injured air.

Safely in the box, the plaintiff fixes her eyes

| steadily on the Regi~trar, but is again thrown into

confusion by interference from another quarter.
A timid-looking little man, who is ensconced secm-
ingly as guardian by the judge’s chair, at last
succeeds in his endeavours to attract her attention.
It is some few moments before she realises that
she has yet to be sworn, and longer still ere she
grasps the fact that she must hold the Testament
which lies on the ledge of the box in her right
hand, and solemnly kiss it at the close of a for-
mula repeated to her by the little man. But it is
done at last, and she is all ready to state her case.

Meanwhile in the benches of the semicircle is
gathered a motley group of litigants and spectators
—mien, women, and even children, for often whole
families come in on ¢ C'ourt Day’ to hear the trying

the family case. Silence is of course the
understood rule, but intermittent whisperings are
kept up by one or other of the little knots of
acquaintances, save perhaps when a witness is
giving evidence of general interest, or the Registrar
1s announcing his decision.

For the first hour or so the proceedings are
rather devoid of interest to a looker-on. Cases
are called in which neither plaintiff nor defendant
makes answer : the money haying within the last

. Y s ey % i day or two been paid direct to the former, and
t}'e sce]ne]fhlf]ts to th('ll_mnl(’f Jl;l"h;’f‘)nsci{’ W h‘z‘(ihrer‘ the court having had no notice of the seltlc;nent.
the clerks have already betaken  themsclves propq cases still are called in which judgment for
with their huge record books under their arms. plaintiff ¢goes by default,’ defendant not appear-

Usually the Registrar himsell hears the simple ing. IIe knows his lability, has little or nothing
‘undefended’ cases; those defended and to be | to urge as palliation of his conduct, and does not

tried before a jury await the arrival of *IIis
Honour”’

Crossing the quiet square—mnot the market
scquare, but a second one a little farther down the '
street—and entering the gravelled enclosure
where stands the great statue of a local celebrity :
of a century ago, the stranger is directed to one
of the many chambers of the hall.

We pass down a passage, and opening a door
continue forward until we enter an opening and
find a seat in a small amphitheatre of narrow
high-backed benches. The seats—some three or
four rows—rise tier above tier, and a placard
placed on cither hand labels them respectively '
¢Plaintiffs’ and ‘Defendants.” Below is the ‘well)
occupied by a sprinkling of lawyers and their
clerks, who are seated at a Dhaize-covered table
furnished with quill pens and other accessories, |
Beyond, and slightly above this level, sits the
Registrar with his clerk ; and towering above
is the empty chair of the judge who is yet to
arrive.

Hovering about the witness-box, and making
far more noise than he suppresses, is an oflicial,

AAN-3449

think it desirable to show his face. A majority
of the cases are those of grocers. The grocer is
the one absolutely necessary tradesman to the
cottager. Supplies of tea, sugar, cheese, and lbacon
will keep a lubourer’s family going without much
recourse to the butcher. A town grocer usually
puts a batch of overdue accounts in the court at

I'once in order Lo save time and trouble. The village

shopkecper also will be here with two or three
defanlters.  Tailors and drapers are duly repre-
sented. ¢ Ready-made’ (ailors and ¢ packmen’—
which latter have to a large extent tuken the place
of the old-time pedlar—do a large trade in the
villages, and have gencrally a long string of cases
on hand.

As a rule the dates of the accounts make it
evident that great forbearance is shown in the
matter of credit.  Often the last entry in a grocer’'s
account will be more than a twelvemonth old; he
will have refused further credit, and have hence-
forth taken what money he can obtain for current
purchases. But frequently the customer thus
‘pulled up’ takes umbrage and departs with the
ready money to another shop—a course which
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naturally has an influence the reverse of soothing
on the tradesman’s temper, and brings the errant
one before the tribunal of justice much sooner
chan would very likely have been otherwise the
case.

Once there, the defendant has little to urge in
extenuation. Illness;
these are the standard excuses. DBut she—it is
nearly always the wife who appears—is invariably
very clear on one point, namely that the debt can
only be discharged by a series of the most homeo-
pathic doses. A shilling a month is & frequent
proposal from a labourer’s wife towards a debt of
five pounds or upwards. The face of the trades-
man grows long, and the Registrar institutes an
inquiry.

¢Your husband is a labourer, you say. What
are his wages 7’

¢Thirteen shillings a week, sir; and we’ve
eight children at home. It’s of no use wanting
me to pay it no faster, because we can’t do it.

The plaintiff interposes. ¢Two of the sons are

in regular work, sir, and live at home ; and there |

are two great girls who ought to be at service.
Besides, they have a donkey and cart, and do a
bit of carrying for the ncighbours, I know.

¢No; the donkey and cart’s my son’s,) replies
the woman, and so on. Dut the Registrar has

formed his opinion after a word or two in a low

tone with his clerk.

¢Five shillings a month. I know that you can
pay it well enough, so see that you do so.—Next
case.’

So with considerable monotony the work drags
on for another half hour, until the clock above
the empty chair points to cleven, and the little
man who administers the oath, and who has been
absent from his post for the last few minutes,
returns and leans over the rail to muwrmur respect-
fully to the Registrar.

“Oh, very well) is the reply. ¢Then His
Honour will take the defended cases now.

There is a flutter of expectation ; a door behind

the empty chair opens, and the judge appears, |

with the little man of the oath in attendance,
hovering round in obsequious anxiety. The
¢ Court’ rises to its fect and bows deferentially—
the Registrar and his clerk, the lawyers in their
fluttering gowns ; while the country folk on the
Lenches bob and curtsy after their kind. The
judge gets into his chair of state—not without
difficulty, for the space is somewhat confined ; the

little man arranges the curtain over the door

carefully, that IHis Honour may be shielded from
draught, and the first defended case is called.

It is that of a woodman, hailing from a rather
remote village, versus a firm of timber merchants
in the Midlands ; and, briefly stated, the case is
this. The defendants firm having purchased,
felled, and removed from the ground certain
¢sticks’ of timber, engaged the plaintift to ¢ grub’
the stumps and roots, and thus clear the ground.
The dispute now before the cowrt turns on the
price per root to be paid. The plaintifl affirms

husband out of work;

I forelock respectfully to His Honour, and then
stands motionless, only withdrawing his eyes
from the face of the judge at intervals to louk
at his lawyer. He is deaf; but his replies, when
once a question is heard and graspedl,) are short
and to the point. He has finished the work
according to agreement ; the price agreed for was
two shillings and sixpence; and he has only
received a cheque at the rate of a shilling. He 1s
succeeded in the box by his witnesses, a couple of
respectable-looking men, who state that half-a-
crown is the usual price for the work done ; and
who also give evidence to the effect that they
Lave seen the ground, and consider the job to
have been properly carried out.
. TFor the defence, the timber wmerchants are
, represented by their clerk, and do not employ a
| lawyer. The clerk states that a member of the
, firm agreed with plaintiff for a shilling; that
payment has been made, the cheque sent being
in full discharge of all liability ; which cheque,
having been accepted by plaintill, is considered as
suflicient receipt.  Plaintill, interrogated by the
judge, says that Lie wrote claiming the further
cighteenpence per tree the very day he got the
cheque, he thinks, but ‘he caw’t rightly mind.
The clerk denies that any such letter was ever
received, and hands up copies of the whole cor-
respondence to the judge.
i *But here, says Ilis Honour, ‘you refer to a
letter of his dated the first of January.—Is that
_the day you wrote to say the payment was short #’
Lie adds, turning to plaintifl,
¢ Ay, your ITonour, it were just after Christmas,
but 1 can’t say to a day.’
i The clerk is Daflled, but returns to his great
point, that the cheque was sent in full pay-
,ment, and not being returned, must have been
accepted on that understanding. The plaintiff
still stands stolid, too phlegmatic—and perhaps
too wise—to enter into direct argument with his
. opponent after the usnal manner of rural litigants.
- His eyes return to the judge as his one hope.
¢Al yes) says Iis Hounour, breaking in uncere-
; moniously on a lengthy but confused statement
which the clerk is pouring forth, ¢that’s all very
well, I dare say ; but you know you can’t expect a
man of the plaintill’s position to be up in all the
technical niceties of city business ways—returning
cheques, and so forth. IIe was not likely to write
by return or to send back the money, or any part
of it he could get hold of. Do your employers
think that such as he have a large balance at
their Dankers? Such arguments are absurd in
a case like this.  The man’s evidence is straight-
forward ; he has brought witnesses to prove the
custom of the trade. You don’t even produce the
person who made the bargain to face him. Men
“of this class work very hard for a scanty living,
“and in my opinion are entitled to be paid promptly
, without the quibbling and delay there has been
here.  Take your papers.  Judgment for the
; plaintill with costs.
| There is no ‘applause in court,’ but there is a

H

j that half-a-crown was the sum stipulated for ;. subdued buzz of satisfaction among the lookers-on
! the defendants, denying this, say that they agreed | who fill the benches. The clerk sits down with |
: for a shilling. i his documents, discomfited. But the plaintift has

. After a brief statement of case by his solicitor, | not been able to follow the low tones and rapid
} the plaintiff is put into the witness-box : a spare, | utterance of the judge ; he stands regarding him
: wiry old man, rapidly nearing, if not already past, | steadily.  His Honowr turning slightly, sees him,
the ¢threescorc-and-ten’ limit. Ile touches his | and his eyes rest for a moment on the weather-
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beaten face. The keen shrewd face of the lawyer | however well it may be adapted 1o turning out

relaxes into a slight smile ; not of contemptuous
pity for an inferior, but of kindly sympathy for
an unlettered man doing his duty according to
his lights amid hard surroundings and for meagre
pay. He raises his voice :

‘I say they must pay you the balance—the
extra eighteenpence—and the costs as well, and
he dismisses him with a good-humoured nod.

A look of grim satisfaction comes into the
rugged face. The sinewy right hand is raised
again to the forehead, and the old lellow tramps
awkwardly from the box. One can well imagine
in what terms llis Honour will be discussed to-
night Lefore the inn fire, and for many a day in
the cottage to the ‘missus, and over the low
hedge to passing neighbours.

And thus the morning wears on, and the judge
steadily picks his way among local customs and
dinlect, through rural obtuseness, never losing
his temper, often with a kindly word to a con-
fused and frightened witness, and with ear and
brain alike on the alert to discriminate between

truth aud fiction—a difficult task when both |

come with equal lubour from the slow lips. The

hesitation, the long pause between question and |

answer, may be the result of endeavours to invent
a lie; but they are quite as likely to be caused
by the query being put in unfamiliar language.

It is some time before the actual sense of the .
phrase dawns upon the rustic mind ; longer still

efore he can shape his truthful answer into an
intelligible sentence. To him the gentleman in
the great chair, with the keen face framed in the
full curling wig, is something almost more than
mortal. The squire and parson have lost or are
losing to a great extent that indelinable and
intangible ‘somecthing’ which partakes of the
¢divinity that doth hedge a king;’ but about the

occupant of that raised and =olitary throne, e¢ven .

when it is only ¢ ILis ITonour,” and not ¢My Lord
Judge, it lingers yet and cows the vokel into a
submission well-nigh abject. A stern, harsh man,

uttering ‘great swelling words’ totally incom-

prehensible to the rural mind, may impede
the doing of justice to a serious extent.
shrewd lawyer, keen as a knife, yet able to un-

bLend in a homely phrase, able when he sces due
Yy ) .
cause to ‘help a lame dog over a stile, may

be an incalculable blessing to the district.

THE SCIIOOL OF MUSKETRY.

NorwITHSTANDING the enormous strides that have
taken place of late years in the attention paid to
the musketry-training of the British army, it must
bLe owned that the same is still some way from
being in a satisfactory condition. The real fact is
that the system pursued is too much Dased on the
old bull’s-eye principle. Ilere is a fixed Lurget,
nicely painted ; a well-sheltered range, measured

out toa foot ; every facility for sceing the mark ; do,

not be in a hurry; adjust the back-sight care-
fully ; take aim as long and as steadily as you
may wish : good, a bull. And so on, till the
ordinary soldier is converted into a ‘marksman,
and what is more, believes himsclf to be a really
fine shot. But, needless to say, this system,

The’

satisfactory musketry-returns in peace-time, is
apt to fall to pieces when our crack-shot finds him-
self firing on a range unprotected from wind,
rain, and sun; where the distance has to be
judged, and, moreover, where the target itself is
returning the fire. Tield-firing is the only true
test of a Dattalion’s merit—that is, where the
troops are manwuvred in full marching order over
a rough streteh of ground as in actual warfare,
and where the targets are got up to represent hos-
tile units, some running on a kind of tram-lines,
others acting on the revolving-shutter principle,
but all moving.  IFor a good percentage of hits in
this practice is far more valuable than a sprinkling
of high individual scores made on a range at
known distances.  As in all other military pur-
suits, the seeret of musketry efliciency rests
largely with the officers; and here it may be
stated that although the British officer always per-
forms his duties, he has never yet been induaced
to get up any real enthusiasm on this particular
subject.  The reason for this lies probably in the
sporting tendencies of his class, or as a stall-oflicer
once candidly put it : ‘If the target only kicked,
or moved an arm, or ran away when struck, I
could understand men enjoying blazing away for
hours at it ; as it is, this form of shooting at an
inanimate object, useful though it may be, appears
to we to be the poore~t fun out’” An important
consideration, therefore, is to invest all musketry
practices with as much reality as possible, to
abandon all foolish self-deceptive measures, bhut
at the same time not to negleet the preliminary
arounding exercises, which, though irksome, are
absolutely indispeusable. The ne plus wltra of
such training is fortunately now to be found at
the Mythe School of Musketry, and in the courses
of six weeks’ duration which are being perpetually
carried on there.

The rambling old Iythe barracks had ex-
pericnced many vicissitudes before a ¢ Corps of
Instructors in Musketry’ was established under
a royal warrant in 1853, the stafl of which took
up their quarters lierve, first as a temporary
measure, soon as a permanent one.  For from the
technical point of view, ITythe must be considered
an ideal place for a school of musketry, and a
,man who learns to shoot well there will Le able
Cto shoot well anywhere. The whole neighbour-
hood, in fact, is given over to the wouship of the
"gun-god. The great expanse of shingle, stretching
i in a huge crescent for some miles, is broken only
by martello towers and the butts of the numerous
ranges, iron mantlets are scattered about like
I huge mushrooms ; while every weck-day, from
cone end of the year to the other, as long as the
 light is good, the noise of rifle and machine-gun
firing is incessant, and the scream of the ricochet
, bullet echoes curiously from the low-lying cliffs
in rear,  The ITythe course lasts abont six weeks,
and no soouer is one class dismissed than another
takes its place. For administrative purposes, a
‘schooly when it assembles, is divided into two
wings, cach of which consists of forty officers
rand sevenly sergeants.  The commissioned portion
lis under the command of a captain-instructor,
| the non-commissioned, of a lieutenant-instructor.
These are again split up into squads of eight
Iundcr a scrgeant-instructor. The ouly private
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soldiers to be seen about are a few duty men,
utilised for fatigue purposes, such as painting
the targets, cleaning the officers’ rifles, and other
small jobs of a domestic nature. As the work to
be got through is of an extremely business-like
character, relaxation in the matter of uniform is
not only permitted but encouraged. The officer
discards his sword for the bayonet-frog and Lee-
Metford, serge jumpers and the oldest of overalls
are quickly adopted, while shooting-boots of the
stoutest description are necessary to negotiate the
desert of shingle.

Work usually commences at 9 A.M., and each
so-called parade, lasting half-an-hour, is followed
by lectures in the class-rooms, where the black-
board of one’s school-days plays a prominent
part.  During the first fortnight the squad finds
itself detailed to drill of a very elementary and
irksome description. For, to begin at the be-
ginning, the authorities act upon the assumption
that the officer is entirely ignorant concerning
the use of his vifle.
plenty of ¢position-drilly or as it is termed at
Hythe, ¢poke-stick’—that is, exercises in the
different positions of shooting, standing, kneel-
ing, and lying down ; though, for the last two,
little mats are provided to take the edge off
the sharp gravel. Absolute accuracy is insisted
upon, both in giving the instructions and words
of command and in conforming to the same.
Range-linding, aiming-drill, and judging distance
practice are interspersed throughout the morn-
ings, and the neophyte when considered well-
grounded in all these exercises, is marched down
to the formidable IIythe ranges, there to fire his
course. For to obtain the desired certificate all
must prove themselves to be at least ¢second-class
shots,” while to emerge from the ordeal a marks-
man one will have to be something out of the
common. Many a man who comes with the
latter reputation and cherishes the secret deter-
mination of showing the instructors a thing or
two, finds Lo his dismay and mortification that
heve the standard is a high one indeed, often in
fact but narrowly escaping the disgrace of being
sloughed in his first attempt, and consequently
eing obliged to shoot the course over again.

The culminating practice, however, is when the

whole school turns out for the great day’s ficld- |

firing, commencing at ranges of 2000 yards, for
which claborate preparations have been made.
Batteries of artillery (painted upon canvas screens)
dash in and out upon trolly lines like the running-
deer at Bisley ; phalanx after phalanx of black
heads pop up from the ground in every conceiv-
able direction ; and last comes a cavalry charge—
a huge travelling screen of equestrian figures with
fluttering pennons—which with the wind behind
it gets up a very fair rate of speed, only disap-
pearing into the bowels of the earth within fifty
yards or so of the squave, which, it is to be
hoped, has riddled it through and through with
bullets. The Commandant of the School always
commands this engagement in person, and the
result in the percentage of hits is awaited with
great interest. A scarching oral and written
examination completes the ordinary course, though
there is what is known as the ‘extra, a higher
grade of honour, which requires some very hard
work to obtain. As may be expected, the armoury
of the school is a splendid one, containing every

Accordingly, he is given

type of machine-gun and a most interesting col-
lection of small-arms; for it is etiquette among
all the Great Powers (with the exception of
France and her wonderful Lebel weapon) to send
a standard pattern rifle to Hythe, which returns
the compliment with the presentation of a Lee-
Metford.

From the social point of view the school can
hardly be termed much of a success. A mess of
eighty which includes Guards, cavalry, rifles, line,
militia, and an odd volunteer or two soon splits
up into cliques, each keeping very much to itself.
With the exception of two officers being detailed
on Sundays to take the church parade, of ordinary
military duties there are none; so from Friday
afternoons till Sunday evenings—Saturday being
an off-day—the school is practically deserted, as
nearly every one either runs up to town or takes a
trip over to Boulogne. At all seasons of the year
Hythe is a place where the wind and sun com-
bined manage to tan the skin very effectually ;
but after a summer course, with really hot
weather accompanying it, all return to their regi-
.ments with the appearance rather of having just

taken part in an expedition across the desert.

BECAUSE.

I LovE you not because your eyes
Blue as the blue skies are,

Nor yet because your check outvies
The summer roses far.

The locks of gold that cling and curl
Around your forehead fair,

Your ruby lips, and teeth of pearl
Did ne’er my heart ensnare.

’Tis true the blackbirds in the trees,
The larks in ether clear,
Will often cease their melodies

And list your voice to hear.

To match your hands no lilies grow
In wood or garden plot;

But for white hands and accents low,
Sweetheart, I love you not.

But ’tis because that voice so soft
Has kindly words for all;
Because the tears of pity oft
From your bright cyes down fall;
Beceaus® your hands are strong to do
Good for the poor and lone:
Because your heart is brave and true
My heart is all your own.
M. Rockr.
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three several law-pleas, one of them quite recent,
DEER-FOREST ROMANCE. in the course of the last hundred years.
WHEN is a forest not a forest? The answer secems| Then there is the statistical point of view.
to be pretty plain: when it is a deer-forest. Atall | The fact that there are in Scotland one hundred
events, the Irishman who could not see the wood | and thirty decer-forests, covering a total of
for the trees would run no risk of a similar dis-! 2,552,383 acres, is both imposing and suggestive.
ability if Le scoured the large extent of country in! It puts the calculator at once upon his inquiry
Scotland devoted to the harbouring of the ¢noble  into questions such as these : how many spinsters
denizen of the forest,’ as a preceding generation, in | are there according to the last census for every
a literary or journalistic mood, might have termed | acre of forest in the Highlands? or, what pro-
the deer. Undoubtedly the name of ¢deer-forest’ portion do the points of the antlers of every deer
is misleading to the tyro, whose sensations on be- ' in these forests hear to the number of the adult
holding one for the first time may aptly enough be male population of our large cities? or, how
compared to those of the innocent and untravelled many deer forests, cut into strips of a yard in
tourist in search of health and leanness, who, width, would it take to reach the moon? Such
visiting the Thiergarten of Prince Metternich at instructive speculations, illustrated though they
Marienbad, finds it to be, not as he expected, a might be with elaborate and curious diagrams,
species of Zoological Gardens, but a park for the are unluckily no concern of ours in this place.
breeding and preservation of all manner of game. ' Neither is it proposed to treat the subject in
Deer-forests may be regarded from many very ' its political or economic aspect. For the moment,
different points of view. They may, in the first we know nothing of the relative merits of sheep
Fl'tce, be regarded historically. To recall that and red deer, or of the amount of employment
ittle more than two centuries ago the Earl of ' which they respectively afford to the natives of the
Huntly possessed the whole stxubch of country ' country-side. The solution of these and many
from Ben Avon to Ben Nevis, that this tract in- ' other similar problems may be tracked out by
cluded the forests of Ben Avon, Glenmore, Glen | the inquisitive reader through a maze of blue-
Feshie, Gaick, Drumchalder, Ben Alder, and Loeh  hooks. It is rather what may be described as
Treig, that it extended to about two hundred and | the romantic side of the deer-forest and the sport
twenty square miles, and that over this area it supplies which is to be considered in the
the proprietor administered the old forest laws present article.
with the utmost severity, is in some measure to. On the one hand, every deer-forest in the
realise the meaning of the dominant theme in  country has its own peculiar and cherished tradi-
Scottish mediwval history—the struggle between , tions. On the other, the pursuit of the deer has
the crown and an enormously powerful territorial | long been felt to he one which makes other sports
nobility. appear wholly insignificant’ (to Lorrow the em-
Deer-forests, again, may be looked at from a | phatic words of Scrope). These are propositions
legal point of view. "It cannot he pretended tlmt' which it would be rash to gainsay ; and they are
rights of forest have been as prolific of litigation ' fully horne out in the handsome and beautifully
as grants of salmon-fishing ; yet many an honest ; illustrated volume in which Mr Grimble has
guinea has heen put into counsely’ pockets by some | recently sought to enumerate and describe the
debatable feudal charter ; and an ancient grant to | Deer-Forests of Scotland (London : Kegan Paul
the Laird of Tilliesnaught of a right of hunting | & Co., Ltd., 1896). There is scarcely a stream, a
and fishing in the royal forests of Birse and | hillside, or a corrie that is not invested with a
Glencat, together with the right of keeping and | multitude of associations which seem distinetively
bigging shiclds in the same, has given rise to|to belong to an age less prosaic and more imagina-
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tive than our own. No doubt there is a very'
great deal to be said for the view that the life
of modern, no less than that of ancient times is
steeped in the unmistakable glamour of romance ;
and Mr Kipling has done well to remind us,
in one of the trenchant and memorable lines
with which his recent volume of poetry abounds,
that ¢ Romance brings up the 9.15” Yet, without
pausing to debate a question, which is, after all,
almost wholly one of words, we may perhaps be
permitted for once to identify romance, if not
with an age which has entirely passed away, |
at least with habits of life and modes of thought
easily distinguishable from the humdrum routine
of everyday Tife.

Romance, to be sure, sometimes bears a less
honourable connotation; and in one sense it
may be said that romance has clustered round
the weight of many slain deer. This is due in
great measure to the fact that no definite rule
exists whether a deer shall be weighed ‘quite '
clean,” or with heart, liver, and lIungs included. |
The difference between the two methods may be |
gauged by the fact that the ¢ gralloch’ is estimated ;
to be one-third of the entire weight of the animal. |
There seems no reason to doubt that thirty-three |
stone, weighed quite clean, is the highest authentic
weight recordct(l1 of any slain deer ; and the credit
of the record is Lord Greville’s, the scene the
forest of Glenmore, and the date 1877. The
poch-a-buie, or tripe, it appears, is never taken
into account ; which might be considered nnfair
by the true wild Highlandman, who, if we mis-
take not, much prefers the flavour of ungralloched
venison.  What a glorious name, by the bye,
would Poch-a-buie e for a Ilighland chicf in a
novel !  We make a present of the suggestion to
the clever little band who are attempting what is
sometimes called a Celtic ‘ revival.

Romance has played an even more prominent
part, in the same sense, with regard to the lon-
gevity of deer. What says the Iighland adage ?

Thrice the age of a dog is that of a horse,
Thrice the age of a horse is that of a man, [
Thrice the age of a man is that of a deer,

Thrice the age of a deer is that of an eagle,

Thrice the age of an eagle is that of an oak-tree. |

This is to assign the decr a period of more than !
two hundred years ; and the estimate is supported |
by many highly circumstantial stories. Thus, '
Captain Macdonald of Tulloch, who died in
1776, aged cighty-six, is said to have known the |
white hind of Loch Treig for [ifty years; his
father for a like period before him; and his
grandfather for sixty years before Zim. So, in
1826 Macdonald of Glengarry is reported to have
killed a stag which bore a mark on the left ear
identical with that made on all the calves he
could catch by Ewen-Maclan-Og, who had been '
dead one hundred and fifty years. Analogous
stories, it may be noted, arve told in countries
on the continent of Europe, where deer are to
be found in any number. But, alas! the Zeit-
geist will have none of such narratives, however
detailed and however ‘well attested ;” and
the general opinion among experts would seem '
to be that t{nirty vears or thereabouts is the'
limit of a deer’s life. The inference is drawn |
from this, among other circumstances, that in
many deer admittedly of the age of fourteen or,

_in three ways.

sixteen, teeth are found to be missing, and it is
argued that such loss of teeth is a sure index of
inci]i)ieut decay. The same test applied to man-
kind, would,. we rather fear, point to a figure
considerably smaller than the threescore and ten
years that sum up the days and years we see.

Turning, however, to the more honourable and
dignified signification of the word romance, we
may first take notice of the class of stories which
deals with Deings of a supernatural order.
Witches, warlocks, and fairies, as may be sup-
posed, haunted most of the desolate tracts in the
Highlands which afforded them such congenial
accommodation. A tiny woman clothed in green
is observed milking a hind; the hind becomes
restive ; the little woman impatiently exclaims :
‘May a shaft from Murdocl’s quiver pierce your
lLicart ere night !’ Necedless to say, the luckless
animal falls a victim Lefore night comes on to
the unerring skill of the mighty hunter so named.
Or, perhaps, a couple of deer-stealers take refuge
in a solitary hut, and pass so disagreeable and
painful a night owing to the practical jokes of
spirits and hobgoblins, that thenceforth the hLut
is left severely to itself. As we read these and
similar tales, we instinctively feel that we have
heard something very like them before, whether
in the folklore of other nations, it may be of
Maoris or of Bushmen, or in the floating tradition
of the nursery, who shall say ? Such narratives
at least throw light upon the motives which may
prompt a more sophisticated age to acquiesce in
the perpetuation of legends which had no ulterior
object for one more simple and less conscious. A
trusty keeper might well be disposed to announce
that he had Deheld an apparition in some spot
which would have formed a convenient rendez-
vous for poachers ; a smuggler might more than
tacitly encourage the belief that the scene of his
illicit traflic was haunted by fairvies ; while no
prudent parent could aflord to be remiss in im-
pressing upon a young family the solemn fact
that the deepest and most dangerous pools and
mountain tarns were the abode of the water-
kelpie.

The most formidable, perhaps, of the uncarthly
beings who peopled the deer-forests, at all events
in the central districts of Scotland, was the witch
of Ben-y-Gloe, which is the highest peak in the
forest of Athole. This amiable enchantress, whose
dict consisted prineipally of live snakes, delighted
in every kind of evil-doing, but in none more
than in assisting mortals to gratify the passion of
revenge. Upon one occasion her aid was invoked
Ly the Earl of Athole’s cup-bearer, whose son, a
robber, had been executed by the earl.  The
witeh promised to abet his schemes of vengeance
She presented him with certain
herbs, which, if given to his master’s horse,
should so madden the animal that it would dash
out its rider’s brains, She further gave him a
deadly poison to put in the earPs cup; and,
lastly, she undertook, failing these devices, to
conceal the cup-bearer in the earl’s Ledroom, so
that he might stab him in hissleep. She clinched
the matter by vowing the most horrid vengeance
upon any one who, having heard her secret,
should venture to disclose it before St Andrew’s
day. The earl’s page had happened to overhear
what was passing, and was much puzzled how to
save his master on the one hand, and how to
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" elude the witch’s resentment on the other, if he
to divulge the plot. King James V. and

his court, it should be said, were paying a visit at
the time to the earl, who entertained them with
what Captain Costigan called ¢princelee hospi-
talitee, and indeed had built a palace specin%ly
for their reception. When on the following day
the cup-bearer, as usual, proffered the carl his
‘morning,’ ¢ Hold !’ exclaimed Willie the page,
‘and 1pm.y to the saints that their Dlessing may
attend the day’s sport” The carl accordingly fell
on his knees, when, to his great astonishment, the
ioblet instantly broke into a thousand pieces.
ut, the king being mounted, there was no time
for commentary or delay. The carl’s fiery steed

scarcely has he set foot in stirrup when the twang
of a bowstring is heard, and the horse falls dead,
pierced to the heart by the page’s arvow. The
natural annoyance of the haughty noble at such
an occurrence is mnot sensibly diminished by
Willie's somewhat lame excuse that he had been
shooting at an eagle and missed his mark, and it
might have gone hard with the boy but for the
timely intervention of the queen-mother. The
cup-bearer was now left, so to speak, with but
one string to his how. That night at the hanquet
the king was summoned to the south to mect the
English foe, and set out forthwith, bidding his
host follow in the morning with his ¢tail”  The
earl was on the point of retiring to his room,
where the cup-bearer and his friend, the witch,
were cavefully concealed, when the page, at his
wits' end how to avert the dreaded catastrophe,
made the brilliant, though somewhat extravagant
suggestion, that the palace should be set on fire
by way of providing the king with a boufire or
beacon to guide his steps through the darkness.
The earl, like a loyal vassal, jumped at the idea,
which was promptly put into exccution. The
cup-bearer perished miserably in the (lames ; the
witch cscaped, uttering loud execrations, in a
column of smoke ; and the page, when St Andrew’s
day had come and gone, told everything, and was
suitably rewarded with an estate nuﬁ a Dbride.
The last year in which the witch of Ben-y-Gloe
is known to have held converse with men was
1773, the very same in which Dr Samuel Johnson
safely accomplished his celebrated tour to the
Hebrides.

Other witches, though less famous, were often
more successful in their predictions or under-
takings than she of Ben-y-Gloe in the enterprise

proved to be not very wide of the mark; while a

runs, was extremely desirous of making a road
between Blair-Athole and Badenoch.  Whether
his object was to facilitate the importation of a
gal'ticula.r sort of malt into his own country for
rewing purposes may be doubtful, but certain it
is that he had collected a large gang of workmen,
aud had made considerable progress in the con-
struction of a road. Two wilches, to whom these
operations were for some reazon highly distasteful
(they who ride on hroomsticks probably need no
l‘oacis), resolved to put a spoke in his wheel.
Assuming the disguise of cagles, they somehow or

is brought round ; he malkes ready to mount, but |

just referred to. The mermaidl who gave
‘Combie a warning as to the date of his death |

couple of witches in the Moulin quarter of the
Athole district achieved a most notable if san-
guinary performance.  Walter Cumyn, so the tale :

other dispersed the ‘ navvies, and terrified Cumyw’s
horse, which took to its heels, the witches in hot
pursuit.  All of Camyn that reached home was a
single leg in a stirrup ; the rest had apparently
been accounted for by his implacable pursuers.
An clement of poetical justice is a.ddc}l to the
narrative if we assume, following one version,
that the witches were the mothers of two girls
whom Cumyn had ordered to reap a field of corn
the next day stark naked.

There is a second class of story which is con-
cerned with historical rather than supernatural
personages.  Fingal and his dog, it is true,
scarcely pretend to come within the former cate-
gory, but the century and a half which have
elapsed since the 45 have not sufficed to raise the
| Young Chevalier to the vague if highly honour-
“able dignity of a sun-myth.  We should not, to
I be sure, care to vouch for every house or cottage
“in the ighlands which claims that the unhappy

prince spent a night beneath its hospitalle roof
after Culloden. The number of suclll buildings
I'almost equals that of the ¢oldest inhabited houses
" in Scotland.”  Dut there is no suspicion of doult
about Macpherson’s ¢Cage’ in Ben Alder, which
is also memorable as one of the resting-places of
that singular pair of fellow-travellers, David
Balfour and Alan Breck, who, if we mistake not,
, rere kindly reccived by, and played cards with,
; Cluny himself.  Nor would it seem as if the scep-
. tical had any reason to disbelieve in Ian-Molu-
Nan-Chastel, who flourished in Glen-Urquhart
about the year 1581, and whose celebrated wager
about the candlesticks (also azeribed to M‘Donald
of Keppoch) has been turned to such good ac-
count by Scott in The Legend of Montrose. Such
an incident possesses a high degree of picturesque-
| ness, and, therefore, of probability.
i A typical illustration of the life of a barbarous
age—its numberless vicizsitudes, the ceaseless el
tand flow of fortune—is furnizhed by the feud
between Cumyn of Badenoch and the M¢Tuto~lic=
'of Tirinie in Glentilt. Cumyn, whose cupidity
i had heen fired by a present of cattle made (»
his wife by M¢Intosh, attacked the castle of the
Matter, and butchered the whole houschold, with
the exception of an infant asleep in its cradle,
"which eseaped the vigilance of the attacking
party. The child was taken by an old tenaut ot
M¢Intosh to he brought up by relatives in Arpyll-
shire, and as he grew up to manhood, became
remarkably expert with bow and arrow. The
chance remark made one day that ‘the gray
breast of the man who killed your father is
broader than that target, hecame the signal for
the dixclosure of the whole affair, and young
MIntosh vesolved to be revenged. In due cour=e
lie attacked Cumyn’s stronghold with suceess, and
chased tke murderer to Rannoch and {hence to
Glentilt, where he despatched him with a well-
directed shaft beside a small loch near the foot
of Ben-y-Gloe. A cairn called Cumyn’s ix believed
to commemorate the event. The same M‘Intosh,
we are told, was in the habit of holding his court
enthroned upon a boulder in the middle of the
the Tilt. This chair, however, was luckily seldom
uncovered by the water, for whenever the chicf
lield a court he hanged a man, )

A third class of story deals necither with
witches nor with persons of importance in their
day, but with people in a more obscure walk or
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a humbler rank of life than great chieftains—
shiepherds, poachers, gillies, and other private
individuals. This kind of tale frequently con-
taing a strong infusion of humour, and certainly
nothing could be better in its way than the story
of Peter Robertson or Breck, the then Duke of
Athole’s forester. To Peter and his two colleagues
the duke offered a large reward for the fattest
hart they might succeed in shooting as a present
for George I1I. Now Peter, as it li,la.ppened, had
in his eye a certain five-year-old hart which he
knew had been captured as a calf, and brought up
in domesticity among the sheep and cattle on a
farm on Gaick, which was not the duke’s property.
Ample supplies of oats, peasemeal, and other deli-
cacies hacrl) brought the animal to an enormous
degree of fatness. Peter set ont for Gaick, left
his gun and pony at some distance from that
place, and on reaching his destination, recled into
the shepherd’s cottage as though intoxicated, and
sunk upon the bed in a drunken sleep. The two
shepherds, spying a whisky bottle in his right-
hand pocket, made short work of its contents,
which they duly replaced Ly water, and they
treated similarly another whisky Dbottle which
they found in his left-hand pocket. Peter soon
awoke from his pretended slumbers, and proposed
a dram from his bottle, which the s]llepherds
nervously declined. It was not long bLefore, over-
come by the strength of their potations, they fell
unaffectedly asleep, and then came Peter’s oppor-
tunity. He drove the cattle, with the coveted
hart among them, towards the place where he
had left his gun, and upon arriving there, was
able to take a quiet easy shot at the hart, which
he proceeded to carry without delay to the castle,
thereby securing the promised reward. For such
an act of theft its very audacity might serve as
an excuse, and deer-stealing was possibly at onc
time regarded with more toleration than it would
be now. But we fancy that the poacher of a Ly-
gone age had some redeeming qualities which his
successor of to-day lacks, and t 1at, in particular,
he was far more deeply versed in the hunter’s
craft which elevates Lis occupation from a purely
commercial level almost to respectability, and a
knowledge of which Scott attributes in one of his
most spirited short pieces to ¢ Donald Caird.’
Numberless other stories there are, both grave
and gay, connected with the deer-forests of Scot-
land, but our space is exhausted, and we can only
refer the reader to the pages of the fascinating
Scrope, from whom we ourselves have nothing
scrupled to borrow with great freedom. His
Art of Deer-Stalking is, in truth, one of the best
sporting books ever written. Its attractions are
manifold. The illustrations are good, though not
to be compared in fidelity and grace of repro-
duction with those in Mr Grimble’s work. There
is a poem by ‘Monk’ Lewis, a trauslation from
the Gaelic from ‘the celebrated pen of Mr
Disraeli, Jun. ;* and above all there is a lively
description of a deer-hunt in Jura by Mr Archi-
bald Macneill, who seems to have hit upon a
prose style more closely resembling Sir Walter’s
than that of any writer we have chanced to come
across. But the charm of Scrope’s book, of which
well-nigh sixty years have mnot impaired the
efficacy, consists not in those or other contribu-
tions, but in Scrope’s own manner of writing, so
easy, so conversational, so garrulous, so studded

with stock-quotations from the classics, yet withal
S0 remote ?rom the merely pedantic, so impreg-
nated with the open fresh air of the Highlands
and the true delight of the chase. In Mr Scrope’s
agreeable company we lie down flat on our faces ;
we crawl for miles through marsh and heather on
hands and knees ; we lurk behind boulders, we
skulk in the shadow of rocks; we wade, bent
double, up deep and rapid streams ; in short, we
endure incredible hardships and discomforts till
we come within range of the monarch of the glen.
We fire, we slip the dogs, we follow in hot Laste,
we find the noble creature at bay, we put an end
to his existence with a well-aimed bullet, and
then we blegin it all over again with redoubled
zest. Some of our readers may perhaps share
with us the heterodox view that a haunch of
venison is very like a haunch of white elephant,
and that a leg of mutton is infinitely preferable
to the flesh of the red deer. But, be that as it
may, few we take it will decline to subscribe to
the opinion that, eating qualities apart, the stag
is a glorious animal to stalk, and an excellent
animal to read about in the works of writers such
as Mr Scrope or Mr Grimble.

A TSAR'S GRATITUDE.
CHAPTER XIL

A comumissIoN of inquiry arrived to examine both
Philipof and his fellow-prisoner on the following
morning ; but as the student took care to repeat
his version of the story exactly as he had given
it on the previous day, and as Philipof was too
proud to speak at all, excepting so far as to
reply indignantly to every question that was
addressed to him, ‘I gave my version to the police
yesterday : I am innocent,” the commissioners did
not make much progress with their enterprise,
and both prisoners remained in their cells. These
examinations were constantly repeated, though—
to the honour of the Tsar be it said-—by special
command from ¢the highest, as the Russians style
their sovereign, no kind of violence was employed
in order to extort the truth from one or the other.
Both men were visited by the prison confessor ;
but he—like the commissioners—utterly failed
to persuade either of the prisoners to vary his
version of the episode at the Summer Gardens in
order that the truth might be arrived at ; and so
the weeks and then the months passed away, and
a year had nearly gone by, and still no progress
had Dbeen made towards an clucidation of the
mystery.

Gradually Philipof’s confidence that some one
would be found courageous enough and honest
cnough to come forward as a witness in vindica-
tion of hLis version of the story wauned and died,
and in its place came a bitter hatred of mankind
and a wild desire for revenge against the world
in general and the Tsar in particulur—these senti-
ments vying for first place in his heart with the
feeling of blank despair which began and ended
cach hour of his life in the dismal prison-chamber
of the fortress. Philipof felt that it would need
but a few more weeks or months of this to un-
hinge his mind altogether. If only they would
take him out and hang him, or send him away
to Siberia—anything rather than this! Ile Legan
seriously to consider the advisability of making
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a bogus confession in order to bring about some
change in his present intolerable existence—
whether that change were the scaffold or Siberia
did not matter much !

But as it happened, an unexpected event causedl
a great change in Philipof’s affairs before he had

made up his mind as to the making of a sham

confession, and without the need of any such
drastic measures. It was early in April, and
Sasha became conscious one morning that a gale
from the west was blowing straight up the Neva,
which his little window overlooked. IIe had fre-
(H:lently braved the wrath of his surly-voiced,
though not surly-hearted custodian by mounting
upon his chair and gazing upon the ice-bound
river but a few feet beneath the tiny barred
aperture through which he looked out. This
was his one recreation, and to watch, far away in
the distance, those who crossed the river by the
ice-rond on foot or in sledges. The warder had
caught him thus employed on more occasions
than one ; but finding that his object was merely
the sentimental one of gazing upon his fellow-
creatures, and not the dishonest one of attempting
escape, the official closed his eyes to the irregu-
larity of the proceeding. On this April morning
Philipof looked out and heard the whistling of
the wild wind as it rushed shricking from the
Finnish Gulf up the Neva, carrying with it most
of what little loose snow was at this late season
left upon the ice. He saw also that the ice, thus
bared of its covering, looked waterlogged and

When once the Neva waters make up their
mind to rise there is no shilly-shallying about
the business; they mount ‘with a vengeance ;’
every puff of wind seems to add an inch or two
to the depth of the river, and before the city has
realised that there is going to be high-water
there are pools of a foot in depth along the line
"of the quays, and the cellars and basements are
full of floating [urniture and other movable

property.

Almost Lefore Philipof had realised that the
" waters were mounting he became awave of hlocks
of ice colliding against the bars of his window,
and of a small stream trickling in through the
broken glass. This soon increased to a steady
flow of water, and the floor of the chamber was
almost immediately covered. A rat or two and a
few mice had alrecady appeared before this, scared
from their holes by the influx of water, and had
climbed upon the bed for safety. These were
friends of Philipof’s ; he had often fed them with
crumbs from his own meals, and he had no objec-
tion to affording them the sanctuary they thus
claimed.

And now the water began to pour into the
,room so rapidly that Philipof thought he had
. better call the attention of his friend the warder;
. the fellow might he asleep—it was still very
i early in the morning; and if the water should
Icontimle to rise at this rate there would not he

too much time to spare, in case of any delay in
So Philipof waded through

getting him voused.

rotten, and he thought that it would not take the water, which was knee-deep by this time and
much now to move it and set it floating away horribly cold, and hammered at the door. There
en masse towards the Gulf of Finland, into whose ! was no reply, however; clearly the man was
broad bosom the Neva yearly sheds her harvest | asleep. As a matter of fact, it had been a church
of icefloes. ¢If this wind continues,’ he reflected,  holiday the day before, and the fellow had made
¢there will be high-water, and that will soon himself piously drunk, after the manner of his

set it floating !’

The wind did continue, and the ice did move,

and the water rose rapidly. Philipof watched
the scene from his little window and enjoyed it.
It was fine to see the great ice-Llocks crashing
and ploughing through every obstacle, now diving
one beneath another, now mounting one upon
its fellow and forced onward by the pressure from
behind, assuming the most grotesque of attitudes.
It is a fine sight to see the Neva ice move !

When the west wind blows hard at St Peters-
burg the water from the Gulf of Finland is driven
back into the Neva, and that fine stream occasion-
ally overflows its banks and floods the town, or
those portions of it which lie close to the water’s
edge. Philipof was not aware that at such times
those cells in the fortress-prison which overlooked
the river were completely inundated; had he
been aware of the fact he would scarcely have
watched the progress of the breaking up and
floating away of the ice so composedly as he now
did. It never occurred to him that things might
become unpleasant for himself, until it suddenly
struck him that the huge blocks of ice appeared
to go whirling past his little window very much
nearer its level than the surface of the river
was wont to be.

The discovery rather pleased than disconcerted
him, for he reflected that if he were to be flooded
out of this room he would be taken into another,
and any change from the monotony of his little
cell, which he had begun to loathe unspeakably
long before this, would be an unmixed delight.

I'kind. The Russian peasant would sooner perish
than work on a church holiday: to do so he
 would consider a sin of the first magnitude. On
the other hand, it is a virtue, in his estimation,
to be happy after a bacchanalian fashion, and
"no harm whatever to drink hiwmself, as I have
expressed it, piously drunk. Philipof hammered
again, very loudly ; for it could not but occur
to him how very awkward lis position would
be if this sleeper were to remain sleeping until
the water should have flooded and filled his
"room to the ceiling. Dut still there came no
“answer to his now somewhat frantic battering of
the strong iron-studded panels.

Then Philipof felt that he was in a predica-
ment, and reminded himself that he must keep
cool. ¢ Alquam memento) he repeated to himself,
‘rebus in arduis scrvare mentem.”  What was best
to be done? There were his boots ; and he took
"one off and hammered the door with that; but

the clamour of the heel upon the woodwork,
though it made noise enough to wake the dead,
Pdid not avail to attract the attention of the
warder or of any one else ; and Philipof put his
boot on again, and waded to the window to see
whether anything could be done in the way of
loosening the bars ; perhaps, he thought, the
“frequent impact of the masses of ice had hy
,this time partially s‘)rung them. The water
was now nearly up to his waist, and the rats and
"mice had been driven from their sanctuary, and
“were swimming about, trying to climb upon the
» chair and table which {loated hither and thither.

ip—
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As Philipof, half-swimming now and half-
wading in the freezing water, captured his chair
and brought it up to the window in order to
stand upon it as before and look out, the first
thing he saw was a great mass of woodwork bear-
ing down obliquely towards the fortress walls in
the midst of ice-blocks ; as he instantly perceived,
it was the large wooden bridge of the Trinity,
which had broken loose from its moorings and
was floating away towards the gulf in company
with the masses of ice which had eﬁ‘ectccll its
release. Almost at the same moment the huge
structure came crashing down upon the fortress
wall with a sound of rending and crumbling like
the roar of a thunderclap that bursts overhead.
The fortress, of course, stood firm; but great
masses of the woodwork of the bridge tore away,
or crumbled to pieces. A corner of it struck the
bars of Philipof’s window and broke them like
twigs, so that all three of them were forced from
their fastenings above, and were driven inwards
into the room, remaining fixed only at the base,
where the masonry was, however, ploughed up
and barely held them in place. Instantly Philipof
seized one and forced it downwards and out,
then the second and the third, and with a sensa-
tion of wild delight and thankfulness he realised
that—so far as bolts and Dars were concerned—
he was free to emerge from his prison that instant.

The broken bridge, having collided against the
fortress walls, was quickly swept round and
away by ice and current, and was now half-a-
hundred yards from the point at which it had
struck.  Philipof climbed wupon Lis window,
through which the water was pouring now in a
rush like that of a small cataract, and looked out.
A huge mass of ice instantly swept him off his
feet and dashed him back into the cell, sending
him backwards into the water which flooded the
apartment.

THE DYAKS OF BORNEO.

WHETHER or not Mr Guy Boothby lLad in his
mind Rajah Brooke of Savawak when writing the
story of ¢The TFascination of the King’ of the
Medangs for the delectation of the readers of this
Jowrnal, the story of Rajah Brooke is a romance in
itself. One recalls it in connection with a remark-
able and curiously interesting book about the
natives of Borneo* by Mr Ling Roth, of which
we propose to make some use. These volumes are
a mine of wealth for the anthropologist and folk-
lorist, and they are largely based on notes by the
late Hugh Brooke Low, himself for many years in
the active service of the Rajah of Sarawak., But
first let us tell brielly about that benevolent despot.

Borneo is, as everybody knows, an island in the
Malay Archipelago, and as everybody does not
know, it is equal in size to Germany and Poland
together, or say 270,000 square miles. On the
north-west coast is situated the Raj of Sarawalk,
comprising some 50,000 square miles, and at the
northern end is the DBritish territory (about
31,000 square miles) at present administered by
the British North Borneo Company—one of the
chartered companies recently referred to in this

* The Natives of Sarawak and British North Bornco,
by Henry Ling Roth. With a Preface by Andrew Lang.
(London : Truslone & Hanson ; 2 vols.)

Journal. Sarawak is the oldest settlement, and
it was first made known to us by some Bruni
traders who brought a few pieces of antimony tu
Singapore which attracted the attention of some
Englishmen there. Then trade sprang up in
British hands, but it was soon greatly harassed
and hampered by the pirates who were encour-
aged and supported by the Sultan of Bruni. A
young Englishman interested in what he heard of
the miseries of the natives under an abominable
Sultan, determined to visit the country. This was
James Brooke, who at Sarawak found the natives
in rebellion against their own ruler, a weak but
humane man, the vassal of the Sultan of Bruni.
Brooke made peace among the people, obtained
a cession of a part of the country, and was ap-
pointed or constituted himself in 1841 Rajali of
Sarawak, ‘and such a Rajah as the world had
never seen before nor will again’ e found the
Dyaks ground down under the cruellest tyranny,
cheated Ly the Malay traders, and robbed by Malay
chiefs, the prey of the neighbouring tribes, who
sold their women and children into slavery.
Justice was unknown, redress unattainable ; Rajah
Brooke appeared, and all was changed as by a
magician’s wand. The pirates were punished,
and shut up in their own territories. Equal
justice to all races and all men was established.
Slavery was stopped, the raids were put an end to,
and the Dyaks could sleep in peace, and sow and
reap their crops in comfort and security.

1t was all the work of one man in an incredi-
bly short space of time ; and it is not surprising
that the grateful natives came to look upon the
stranger who had become their ruler as a superior
being, sent specially to confer blessings on the
afllicted. They believed he could give them good
harvests and make their fruit-treces bear an
abundant crop—they were even disposed to attri-
bute to him larger powers. Now Sir James Brooke
(for he was knighted by the Queen) hLeld Sarawak
not by the sword but solely by the goodwill of
the inhabitants, of whowm there were two races,
one of which, the Mohannmedan Malays, looked
upon the others—the Dyaks—as savages only fit
to be slaves. He had to protect the Dyaks with-
out making cnemies of the Malays, and it is a
remarkable fact that he won the aflection and
confidence of both antagonistic races. Ile ruled
the country not for his own good but for the
good of the people, and of him we may quote the
tribute  of Alfred Russel Wallace, no mean
authority on anything connected with the Malay
Archipelago : ¢By those who knew him not he
may be sneered at as an enthusiastic adventurer,
or abused as a hard-hearted despot, but the uni-
versal testimony of every one who came in con-
tact with him in his adopted country, whether
Turopean, Malay, or Dyak, will be that Rajah
Brooke was a great, a wise, and a good ruler, a
true and faithful friend ; a man to be admired for
his talents, respected for his honesty and courage,
and loved for his genuine hospitality, his kindli-
ness of disposition, and his tenderness of heart.
Rajah Sir James Brooke went to his rest in 1868,
and was succeeded by his nephew, the present
Rajah, Sir Charles Brooke.

Now the people whom Rajah Brooke rescued
from oppression are the Lamd Dyaks of Sarawak.
The Malay pirates were dispersed, but there were
other tribes on the coast and inland whose depre-
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dations had to be put a stop to. These were the |
Sea Dyaks, ‘a brave set of robbers,’ and the !
Kayana, ¢ a robbing set of blusterers’ It Lias been |
the work of the present Rajah to complete the,
suppression of the raids of these tribes. The |
government of Sarawak is an absolute monarchy, |
in which the Rajah is assisted by a supreme
council of six, composed of two chief European
residents and four leading natives ; and a general
council of fifty, in which are represented the |
leading European and native residents of all the
districts. These districts are for administrative |
gur&wes eight in number, and are presided over .
uropean officers, assisted by native oflicials. :

'I?l;e law is ‘the law of common-sense based on
English law, with a good deal of native and Mus- '
sulman customs.’ |
The term Dyak used to Le applied by Euro-
eans to all the people of Borneo, but Sir James !
Erooke said that the name only properly applied
to one ‘particular clan on the north-west crest
and in the mountains of the interior. He divided
these into Sea Dyaks and Land Dyaks, or rather
he so designated the two natural divisions of the
eople. There are also in Borneo, Malays, Kayaus,
Luruts, Duruns, and other tribes, from whom the '
Dyaks are quite distinct. The Land Dyaks are
small, slizhtly built, coloured like Malays, and
with straight black hair. The Sca Dyaks are
more stoutly built, well proportioned, Lrown
skinned, and also with straight black hair. Their
language resembles Malay. They Dbelieve in
dreams, consult birds as omens before engasing in
any important undertaking, bury their dead,’
believe in a vague futurc state, live in long'
houses on’the river-banks, and tattoo the shoulders
and arms. The mental capacity of the Dyaks is’
rated by Dr A. R. Wallace above the Malays, and
in moral character they are undoubtedly superior.
¢The worst feature connected with the Dyak
character is their temper—they are sulky, ob-
stinate, and sullen when found out or corrected ;
and they are exceedingly apatletic, nor dues
there appear any inclination on their part to rise
above their low and degraded condition) As
against this, however, we have the testimony of
Rajah Brooke that they are a race ecasily to be
modified and improved, especially as they have no
prejudices of religion, food, or caste. They are
sociable and domestic in their habits, and ¢from
five to fifty families’ will live under one roof
without coming to Dblows. In many cases the
women are cleverer than their husbands, and |

“of the dead and living is supposed to be brought

was tried to soften their learts, but they were
obstinate, and endeavoured to induce her to give
up her lover and marry another. In their despair
the lovers retired to the jungle and swallowed the
poisonous juice of the ube plant: next morning
they were found dead, with their cold and stiff
arms entwined round each other. Cases are not
of very rare occurrence among the Sakarang Dyaks
where disappointed love las sought solace in the
grave) There is a Dyak tradition that in the
next world there is a hill covered with poisonous
uba, beneath the shade of which suicides enjoy
undisturbed repose. Ilere despairing lovers are
reunited whose union upon carth was forbidden
by harsh and unfecling parents.  And women
used to commit suicide to avoid the shame and
disgrace of being sold into slavery.

All this implies a belief in the future state.
The Dyak, in fact, has many gods for worship,
spirits for helpers, omens for guides, sacrifices for
propitiation, and ancestral traditions for authority.
Their great observance for the dead is the Festival
of Departed Spirits. 1t takes place at irregular
intervals, occupies weeks and months of prepara-
tion, and severely taxes the resources of the
people.  But it is necessary, not only as a great
soclal wathering, and to mark the throwing ofl
of mourning, but also as a respectful entertain-
ment of the departed, for whom provision is made
as for the living,  ¢The guests arrive during the
day, and the feasting begins in the evening, and |
lasts all night.  An offering of food to the dead is
put outside at the entrance of the house. The |
wailer, of course, is present, and her office now is
to invoke the spirit of the winds to invite the

" dead to come and feast once more with the living ; I

and she goes on to deseribe in song the whole
imaginary circle—the coming of the dead from
Hades, the feasting, and the return, &e.  The
song makes the dead arrive about dawn, and then
occurs an action wherein the inter-communieation

to a climax. A certain quantity of tuak has been
reserved until now in a bamboo, as the peculiar
portion of 1ades, set apart for a sacred symposium
{)ct\\'ecn the dead and the living. Tt is now drunk
by some old man renowned for bravery or riches, |
or other aged guest who is believed to possess a
nature tough enough to encounter the risk of so !
near a coutact with the sharer of death. This °
“drinking the bamboo,” as it is called, is an im-
portant purt of the festival’

In most of the Dyak tribes there are several

their advice is often followed in scrious business. ' priests, and in some of them half the women are
They are hospitable, too, and the waylarer is | priestesses, whose power consists in their chanting
presented with the best food the house affords— to drive away the spirits. In their ‘College of
very ‘higl’ fish or egge, clean boiled rice, fruit, ' Physicians’ there are two classes—the men whose l
and areca nuts. iaid is sought in sickness, and the women whose
Girls marry forlove ; they are not sold as amonyg duty is to ‘doctor’ the paddy with songs. The !
many primitive peoples. ~ All the cowrting is ! Dyak theory of sickness is that it is either caused
done by night in the home of the parents, and ¢if | by the presence of evil spirits in the patient’s I
a girl cares for a man she will let him know ; il " Dody, or that he has heen struck by one of them,
not, no amount of money can win her? The  or that one of them has enticed his soul out of his
method of courtship described in Mr Rotl’s book | body.
reminds one very much of current practices in| The Dyaks (especially the sea tribes) are rich
Lewis and other parts of the Ilighlands. in stories, legends, and fables handed down from
A love story is vouched for as authentic which ' generation to generation. Some are in prose, but
savours of love @ la franpaise. ‘A young man | others ave in rhythmical measure and are chanted,
had proposed to a Dyak girl and was accepted by tand all are unwritten and transmitted orally.
her, but her parents refused to give their consent, | Some relate to intrignes and stratagem, others to !
as he was of very inferior birth. Every means, the histories of Rajuhs, and others to mythical |
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Dyak heroes—the greatest of whom was one
Klieng, who did many wonderful things, and
married a sort of Dyak Venus.

They are a domestic and sociable people, as we
have said, and though the women do most of the
hard work, they are not ill-treated. The larger

ortion of them live in what are called ‘long
1ouses,” which seems an eastern form of the flat
system, adopted for protective purposes in a land
exposed to periodical invasions. One of these
houses is 594 fect long, with one front room
occupying the entire length of the building. The
back part is divided by partitions into the private

fulfilled. The south wind had called up damp-
looking clouds; the horizon was hazy and in-
distinet ; the pools sullen ; the slag heaps ugly
and coarse. Everything, in fact, about the Heath
was in keeping with the features of the solitary
figure whicH strode on towards its north-western
extremity : gloomy, forbidding, and repellent.

Geordie’s friends hesitated a little before they
followed him. They were still somewhat mysti-
fied, and needed to ply his landlady and Mrs
Perrin with numerous questions before they re-
cognised the full import of his invitation to come
and see it.

apartments of the various families, each with a| Then they hesitated no longer. ¢It’ was likely
separate door leading from the public apartment.  to prove such a fight as had never been seen
Widows and bachelors occupy the public room, | in those parts in the memory of the oldest inhab-
and the ‘long house’ will altogether accommodate , itants (and they were not slow to wrath in Black-
four hundred to five hundred men, women, and  town, at that time), and they wouldn’t miss it on
children. The whole edifice is erccted on a plat-  any account. Failing a wedding, what could Le
form a few feet above the ground, approached by a | better than an opportunity of witnessing a bout
ladder at each end. The platform projects beyond | between the would-be bridegroom and the man
the front of the house, and affords accommodation . who had wronged him?
for the domestic animals as well as for domestic ;  They hastily called together some dozen or so
labour. An upper storey is added for stores and | of the most responsible males who were about the
implements. Inside, the hollow trunks of trees | Row at that time of the day, and soon followed
cut in half serve both as benches and beds., Geordie across the Heath.
Somctimes villages are intrenched behind strong ! The group was a somewhat miscellaneous one,
palisades. The “long houses’ are not all so large | aud strangely contrasted in detail, both as regards
as that just described, but the general size will | motive and dress. Geordie’s friends were attired
accommodate from fifteen to twenty families, |in full lholiday fig, and were bent on seeing fair-
A village may consist of two such houses on posts. | play. Others of the men, clad in their usual
This curious and interesting people have been | work-a-day clothes, and black and grimy as to
from time immemorial inveterate ¢ head-hunters, faces and hands, were actuated by a desire to
and the taste is by no means yet eradicated. In | view what promised to be a very sanguinary
fact, the present Rajah Brooke tells of some of his | ‘slogging’ match.  The landlord of the ‘Pig and
Dyaks crying to be allowed to go for Lieads like | Pipe” was there, making varied Dbets with the
children crying for sugar-plums, Cannibalism, casy nonchalance of one who would pay himself
too, was at one time general among them, although | in malt, if not in meal. The old barber, Tarpin,
no Euro'perm has seen any traces of it in recent | Was also among the crowd, perhaps the only one
years. They are keen hunters, but wealth is not ' whose motives were entirely disinterested. He
so much the accumulation of cash as the possession | was anxious, and alraid that the encounter would
of gongs, brass guns, and jars, of jugs, fowls, and  lead to far more terrible consequences than any
fruit trees. lof the lighthearted men around him thought of.
Ile had not seraped men’s faces for over fifty
years without being able to read their characters
' somewhat.  Lastly, well in the rear, hung half-a-
dozen small boys and a couple of small dogs, who
were there—well, simply because dogs and small
THE Ieath, cven at that early day, had lost much , boys cannot keep away whenever mischief is for-
of its original beauty (now a certain portion of it ward. No woman was present, the unwritten law

THE FURNACEMAN.
CHAPTER IL [

has been converted into a public park, the rest
having been absorbed into ¢ Greater Blacktown’) ;
stagnant pools lay in little hollows here and!
there ; pyramids of furnace slag dotted its sur-
face, with no blade of grass or herh on their
black, glassy slopes; the few attenuated cows |
cropping about dejectedly just imparted the one ;
remaining touch of rusticity.

Still it must be admitted that, a few short
hours before Geordie walked across it so deter-
minedly (his heart full of grief, his mind bent on
revenge), even Castor ITeath was Leautiful. The !
sunlight struck the pieces of slag till they flashed |
like so many diamonds; the bright beams fell
upon each pool and converted it into a dazzling
mirror; an early lark poured forth his joyous
matins ; an early dew had collected in lquid
drops on each tuft of heather; and the air was
full of the delicate odour of the whin Llossoms.

But the morning’s early promise had not been

of Milton Row decrecing that on such occasions
a woman’s room was better than her company.

‘Do you think he’ll stand to it?’ asked a
burly smith of the landlord.

‘Who? Tim?’ queriecd mine host, as he
booked his seventh bet.  “Stand to it?  Rather !’

¢I misdoubt it said a third man, one of the
wedding party. ‘It’ll be strange if Geordie
doesn’t Pound him to a jelly.’

“Tim’s tough an’ wiry,” objected the landlord,
“an’ will stan’ up to Geordie. Though, mind
you,” desiring to ingratiate himself with both
factions, for a landlord must not be partial,
“Tim’s a miserable kind o’ cuss, an’ I shouldn’t be
sorry to see (leordie win.’

Tixe stone house, or, rather, cottage, to which
Tim had carried Liz, stood on the edge of a
little copse on the far side of the Heath, and
Geordie’s friends came in sight of him when he
was within about a couple of hundred yards from
the cottage gate. They hung back a little and let

'th
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lim enter the garden alone, while they took up
a commanding Position on the sward in front.

Now Geordie’s heart had not grown any softer
as he crossed the Heath. Rather was he more
determined than ever to be revenged on the man
who had wrecked his love and shattered his hope, ,
and as he crunched along the little path leading i
from the garden gate to the door, he felt fully
inclined, if not to ‘pound Tim to a jelly,” at least '
to leave marks upon his body which he would
bear with him to the grave.

He had raised his huge foot preparatory to
kicking in the door, being fully persuaded that
Tim was in the room beyond, when something .
happened which changed the whole current of his |
thoughts.

For as he reached the door he heard a light
ripple of laughter from behind it, his sweetheart’s
laugh, which, as it struck upon the ear of this,
untaught and terribly-wronged man, caused the |
scales to fall from his eyes and led him to see that
he was standing on the threshold of murder.

¢Ay! an’ worse nor that’ he muttered, for'
Geordie was not accustomed to make moral com-
parisons, ‘worse mor that. For Liz loves Tim,
an’ if I smash him I’ll be hurtin’ her, too, an’ that’d
be orful. Where should I be then? Liz’d hate me.’

A fierce battle raged Leneath the fur waistcoat
for about a minute, and then, to the intense
astonishment of his friends grouped together
beyond the gate, Geordie actually raised his hand
and knocked at the door with his knuckles !

The laughter and the voices within ccased, a
heavy step trod across the floor, the door was
thrown open and revealed Tim Snacker. )

‘Thous’t cum then?’ he remarked, taking off
his coat without any further preliminary. He
had expected the visit, of course, and the group of
men outside at once indicated Geordie’s intentions. |

¢ Ay, I’ve cum,’ Geordic replied sadly. :

¢Well, I’m ready for thee, said Tim, divesting .
himself of his waistcoat and letting go his braces,

‘Nay, Tim, nay,’ Geordie began, ‘put on thy
coat again, lad ; I can’t fight thee to-day.

¢PFeart ?’ asked Tim, with a sneer.

Geordie’s fingers clenched lard and the blood
rushed to his face till the veins in his forehead
looked like cords.

‘Feart?’ he shouted. ¢Thou knows I be none
feart, curse ye for a , but there he stopped, |
guined the mastery over himself once more, and
continued in the same quict tone in which he
had begun. |

‘I cawt fight thee, Tim, while her’s alive, T,
can’t indeed. ‘

Tim was nonplussed and puzzled. The man’s
calm refusal baflled him. Ife scratched his head !
in doubt as to what would be expected of him |
under such extraordinary circumstances. What
had Geordie come across the Ileath for, and
bronght his mates with him too, if not to have it
out in the regular and recognised fashion %

‘I’ fight thee with no end o pleasure, he
urged, feeling he was playing a very poor part
indeed.

¢No, Tim, no,” Geordie continued ; ‘I’ve said it,
and I’ll stick to it. Not while her’s alive.

He breathed hard for a few seconds, and then, |
turning full upon Snacker, while a kind of glow |
spread over his homely features, urged him to be |
kind to Liz and treat her well. .

‘She’s worth it, Tim. Mebbe she might have
said sooner she would rather have you nor me—
but, there, I ought to ’a seen that myself, fool as
I was—ar’ if she’s happy with you, Tim, Il try
an’ be main glad, a’—an’’ then with a burst,
¢shake hands oer it, lad.

And with that the strange fellow put out his
hand and Tim, still puzzfed, half angry, half
ashamed, altogether misdoubting whether he
heard and saw aright, took hold of the out-
stretched hand and shook it, or, rather, let his be
shaken by Geordie.

The latter then turned away, passed quickly by
the group of astonished men outside, and struck
off across the Heath with fierce strides. They
would have followed him, but he waved them
back with such vehement and unmistakable
gestures, that they thought it would be the
kindest (and wisest) thing to let him be.

On and on Geordie walked, till the Heath began
to slope gradually down to lower grounds, and
the heather and whin bushes gave place to close-
clipped hedges, trim fields, and country lanes.
On and on, by farm and cottage, stream and mill,
woods and pastures, till the smoky cloud, ever
hanging over Blacktown, had disappeared beyond
the hazy horizon ; on and on he strode, while the
perspiration oozed from every pore, walking as if
for a wager, till, from very weariness, he had to
rest, and cast himself down on a heap of Lroken
stones lying by the roadside at the summit of a
small hill.  1lis fierce and rapid walk, and the
many new objects he met with huring its progress,
had distracted his thoughts somewhat from his
bitter trouble. DBut now that the excitement of
motion was passed, it came upon him with re-
doubled force as lhe sat upon the heap of stones
in that lonely lane. His face was set towards
the direction in which Castor Heath lay. He
thought it all out, the happiness he had so nearly
grasped ; the home that might have been so
dear ; the joyful hard work he had looked for-
ward to; the building of the tiny nest in Milton
Row.

He leaned back upon the stones and gazed up
into the leaden sky, trying bravely to fight the
trouble down.

“It’s hard,” he muttered, “it’s terrible hard.
An’ T loved her true an’ fair; an’ would ’a loved
her true an’ fair to the end.

The south wind had chilled the damp-looking
clouds till they began to descend in myriads of
tiny refreshing drops, and in a short while the
whole country-side was penetrated by the fine
rain.  But the solitary figure sitting on that stony
mound, with bowed head and listless hands, neither
noticed nor felt it

‘I loved her fair an’ true an’ I would ’a loved
her fair an’ true to the end, was the refrain of
his thoughts. ¢But then,’ still trying to shicld
Liz from any blame, ‘perhaps it’s best as it is,
She might have married me first an’ hated me
after. But it’s terrible hard, an’ I loved her fair.
Lord knows I did.

As he sat, something cold and damp was pushed
against his left hand, and looking down he saw
that a wretched little rough-laired terrier pup
had erept up to him and was licking his palm.
Apparently a serious attempt had been made to
despatch puppy to the shadowy land, for one end
of a piece of cord was tied tightly round his neck,
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while at the other end was a loop highly suggestive
of a stone or brickbat.

‘Poor beast, muttered Geordie, as he cut the
cord and patted the miserable little brute kindly
on the back ; but puppy was’ too exhausted to do
anything to show his gralitude just then, beyond
a little feeble licking of the hand that had severed
the cord, after which le curled himself up close
against his rescuer’s big legs.

Hour followed hour, till the dim twilight came,
and at last Geordie realised that he had still to
reach home—what was his home now ?—and he
was many miles from Castor Heath, in an un-
known country, and with night approaching.

How long he had sat by the roadside he never
knew, but he reached Milton Row long after
midnight, by which time the crimson scarf was a
stained rag; the well-polished Dboots washed
white at the toes by the wet grass; and the fur
waistcoat a sop of matted hair. And as he had
trudged along, the rough-coated terrier pup had
trotted close to his heels, followed him upstairs,
and slept on the chair by his bed-head.

Geordie’s friends were Dbitterly disappointed,
and hurt too, at what they considered his unkind
treatment of them. They couldw’t understand it.
His conduct had been so unlike what he had led
them to expect. It was really very shabby treat-
ment indeed, to lure them across the Heath on a
hot summer’s day, in hope of witnessing a fight,
and then turn tail and show the white feather in
such an unaccountable manner.

They turned to Tim for an explanation, but
that individual could only say, and honestly
enough, that he had offered to fight Geordie and
the latter had refused. Though when Tim,
desirous of placing himself in as favourable a
light as possible, threw out a broad hint that
Geordie had been afraid, he was pulled up sharply
by the others.

¢I’ll bet he wasn’t afraid a happorth,’ said the
burly smith before mentioned, ‘though I allow
there’s som’at in this I can’t quite make out.
But T reckon it wasn’t fear as druv’ him away in
that queer start.’

¢Wish he’d stood us treat afore he rushed offy
another man grumblingly remarked.

Here was an opportunity for Tim to turn
popular fecling in his favour, and get rid of his
unwelcome visitors at the same time, by offering
to stand treat that very evening at the ¢Pig
and Pipe’ to all who cared to come. He made
the offer, the invitation was eagerly accepted,
and Dby seven o'clock a merry group was as-
sembled in the sheltered and cosy parlour of
the ‘Pig and Pipe,” drinking at Tim’s expense,
while the man who ought to have been there
was battling with his trouble out on the lonely
country-side, drenched and chilled to the bone.

The company gathered so convivially at the
‘Pig and Dipe’ discussed Geordie freely and
openly. Ilis strange conduct had had the eflect
of alienating public sympathy from him almost
entirely.  1lad he met Tim, fought him like
a man and been beaten, he would have been
judged with some leniency perhaps.  But his late
friends, drinking at Tin’s expense, were not slow
in coming to the conclusion that perhaps, after
all, the latter was right in carrying off Liz. It
would have been a pity for lcr to have been
wasted on such a man of straw as Donce.

One unanimous conclusion Geordie’s friends
came to, which was that he was bound to take to
drinking. No other course was open to a man
after such conduct, following hard upon his throw
over by Liz. They prophesied that in a month’s
time he would be a perfect wreck.

Certainly his immediate conduct seemed likely
to fulfil the prophecy. For the landlord of the
‘Pig and Pipe’ had never had such a constant
customer as Geordie became during the next
week. Seven days and seven nights passed,
during which, with the exception of a few hours
each morning, he was never sober. He drank in
a determined, dogged, and constant way, that put
the habitual topers of Milton Row altogether in
the shade. The prophets reduced their month to
a fortnight.

But at the end of that week of semi-forget-
fulness and stupor, the man they were watching
with such interest came to himself once more.
Perhaps he felt that he had now propitiated
his friends by showing that if he would not
! fight he could at least drink. From that time to
I'the day of his death he was never again the worse
| for liguor.

I1is sudden reform was a second surprise for his
- friends. Evidently this was no ordinary man, and
'must not be measured by every-day standards.
¢ Their regard for him began to grow again. A
i third and greater surprise, however, was in store,
[not only for them, but for the whole Row ;
one which caused them to entertain doubts as to
Geordie’s sanity. TFor, his debauch over and its
effects passed off, the furnaceman went to work
again one morning, and returned to his lodgings
at the usnal time for tea. Ile sat in the kitchen
afterwards and smoked long and thoughtfully,
emptying Dowl after bowl, till evening ap-
proached and the sun had almost disappeared.
Then he roused himself, knocked the ashes out of

his ]l)i ve, put on his greasy cap, and slowly saun-
tered down the street, with the rough-haired terrier

pup at his side.

1Ie stopped at the little cottage he had lately
furnished with so much pride and thoughtfulness,
took the key from his pocket, unlocke({)r the door,
and entered. The door opened directly upon
the living room, which was an apartment about
three-quarters kitchen and one-quarter parlour,
Geordie had not embellished this room with any-
thing like the amount of care he had bestowed
on what had been destined for the bridal chamber.
It contained little else but a dresser, an arm-chair,
and a rocking-chair, both of common wood, and an
cight-day clock which stood upon thechimmey-piece.

The placing of that rocking-chair had been a
matter of great debate with Geordie. If he
stood it on the right-hand side of the hearth,
then Liz would he in the draught from the door.
If he put it on the left side, she would be too far
from the window. So he compromised matters
hy placing both chairs, the one with rockers and
the one with arms, opposite the centre of the
hearth, and contemplated the arrangement with
much satisfaction, as he thought delightedly of
the time when he and Liz would sit there together
in the long winter cvenings. But when his
imagination had run riot, and he had pictured
a little wooden cradle beside the wooden rocking-
chair, then he had had to stamp about the tiled
floor of the living room, and slap hLis huge thigh

)
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with his heavy hand till the room echoed again
with the resounding smacks.

¢Eh !’ he had cried aloud, *it’s fair grand to think
of, just fair grand. An’ it Deats all to fancy how
Liz could have taken to a fellow like me. But
then she have, and that’s enough.’

He thought of all this as he stood within the
silent house, and the bitterness of his grief came
back to him. He set his face hard, pressed his lips
together, and began the work he had come to do.

aving locked the door, he took a hatchet from
his coat pocket, a small, sharp, and heavy-headed
hatchet, a very effective tool in the hands of a
strong man who knew how to use it. Armed
with this, he then broke, cut, split, and chopped
into pieces the dresser and the chairs, piling the
ieces in the centre of the floor. This done,
e brought down the chest of drawers from the
room above and treated it likewise.

The sound of his labour had penetrated to the
adjoining houses, and brought sundry neighbours
to the window, who peered in and tried to see
what he was doing. But the light was too dim
for that, nor did Geordie pay any attention to
them, but went on steadily with his chopping.

Having destroyed the chest of drawers, he next
brought down the oilcloth ‘frocks’ from the iron
Ledstead, gathered a small heap of splinters in
the shiny ‘frocks,” opened the door and carried
the bundle in his arms to the road. Taking no
notice of the group of women clustered together
outside his door and window, he walked to the
middle of the road with his bundle. Placing
it on the ground, he opened it slightly, so that
the oilcloth was bulgec{) and creased, while the
splinters of dry wood lay loose within. 1le was
soon surrounded Ly a small crowd of women and
children, who watched his proceedings with much
iuterest and curiosity.

“Tis a rat, said one small boy. ¢IHere, Ned,
run for “ Tiger.” Ilc’ll have the life out o’ that
rat in two shakes.’

©Taint a rat. Are it, Mester Donce ?’ another
asked. ‘Besides, look at his own dog’ DBut
the figure crouching over the bundle made no
reply, nor did the terrier pup deign to take any

" notice of the question, but sat with one car

cocked, as much interested as any one in Geordie’s
proceedings.

Suddenly there was a splutter (and the terrier
pup backed, with his tail between his legs), a fizz, a
flash of light, and then intense darkness, rendered
all the more intense in contrast to the momentary
brightness. Geordie’s first match having failed
him, he struck a second with greater care, shielded
it with his hands, and held it to one corner of the
oileloth. A cloud of smoky flame and a crack-
ling of burning chips followed immediately, and
the small boys shouted with glee.

Before the chips and cloth had burned them-
selves out, the silent man had re-entered his house
and returned with his arms full of broken table
legs, battered ends of drawers, and backs and
rungs of chairs. These he heaped upon the little
fire, carefully stacking them so that not a particle
could escape, and remained on guard till the
fierce flames, rushing through the open spaces in
the wreckage, had seized on every bit of the dry
timber and were roaring up like a furnace into
the still summer air.

‘A bonfire, horray !’ cried the boys, and one

of them ran forward with the full intention of
seizing a brand, in order that he might rush down
the street, and wave it round his head in fiery
circles.  But before he could get the brand offi—
which happened, by the way, to be part of the
rocking-chair—he felt a heavy hand laid on his
wrist, saw a grim face bending down and heard
the words, ‘Drop it,’ hiss from between Geordie’s
teeth, as he pushed the lad, terribly frightened,
Lack into the crowd again.

¢Come away, Johnnie ; what business has thee
to go meddling with what doesn’t belong to 'ec?’
a woman cried, and Johnuie was huffed and cufled
right away to the outer darkness. For the women
felt it was wiser to leave Geordic to his own
devices. True, such wanton destruction of good
furniture was sad to sce; but then if a man may
not do what he likes with his own, what is he
sood for, pray ?

So they looked on in silence, as this priest of
Moloch continued to sacrifice ; even when the iron
bedstead, Lent and twisted beyond recognition,
was planted in the middle of the fire and capped
with the straw mattress, they made no murmur.

The bright flames lit up the whole length and
breadth of Milton Row, making the cottages
=land out clear and distinet against the dark sky.
Heads were looking out of every window, groups
were gathered at every door, as the news spread
that Donce had gone ‘off his chwmp,” and was
simashing and burning his brand-new furniture.

After the mattress came the ewer and basin,
cach being hield aloft over the altar and shivered
to atoms by a blow from the sharp hatchet.

A slight murmur arose from the women-follk
at this.  True, they would not have put the ewer
and basin to their legitimate uses, but the former
would have scrved to carry beer for their lords
and masters, and the latter for pecling potatoes
and mixing dough.

Again Geordle appeared, this time with the
cight-day clock in his hand, destined, with all the
rest, to form part of the sacrifice.

‘I’ll have that at anyrate, one of the women
said, stepping forward.

¢ Best let be, Mag,” another woman advised, hut
the first gave no heed.

‘Don’t go for to break the pretty -clock,
Geordie,” she said, touching his arm. ¢Let me
have it ; we’ll give you full money for it.’

The six-feet-three-and-a-half turned round upon
her sharply, and whether it was the flickering
light of the fire which had by this exhausted its
first fierceness, or the gleam of the bright hatchet
in his hand, that gave his face such a sinister and
forbidding expression, Mag shrank back as much
cowed and abashed as Johnnie had been a short
while before. Then a smart crack with the back
of the hatchet ended the days of that clock as a
«oing concern, ity wreck was cast upon the glow-
ing heap in the middle of the road, and the sacri-
fice was over. )

Lvery article but two had been passed through
the flames. These were the fur waistcoat, des-
tined, in future years, to be so well known in
Blacktown ; and the picture which had Leen
fastened behind the door of the bridal-chamber.

Jeordie would not have been able to give any
suflicient reason for retaining the fur waistcoat,
but he knew well why he had kept the picture.
The latter was a gaudily-coloured representation
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of a Man dressed in long garments, with a number
of children gathered round him. In the back-
ground were a few other men similarly attired,
and in front of the picture several women were | If we left the jar with the current passing
standing, some with babies in their arms. Among through it for a still longer period, say for a
the latter was one who, he thought, bore a strong  whole day, we should find that this eating away
likeness to Liz. So he kept that picture. of the one piece of copper and deposition of fresh
coppclar on l;he1 o&her wouk} ci)Ftinlie dunt,il }ll;hg
e first had entire isappeared. we had weighe
NEW APPLICATIONS OF ELECTRICITY. ") two 1)iecesyof flc:ﬁ before commencingothe
WaEN the industrial history of the second half of : experiment, we should also be able to prove that
the century which is just about closing comes to = practically no copper had been lost ; for the re-
be written, one of its chief features will be the ! maining piece with its red deposit would weigh
chapters describing the immense development of K nearly as much as the two pieces with which
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the pieces of copper-foil has been attacked by the
solution and eaten away, the other has been
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arts and industries connected with electricity and
its applications to the affairs of daily life.
steam and the steam-engine may be suid to have
played the principal réle mn the industrial develop-
ments of the first half of the century, so clec-
tricity in its varied applications undoubtedly

occupies the foremost place in the half-century |

that has followed.

Electric telegraphs were first used on land in
the year 1847 ; ocean telegraphy, its mighty oft-
.'s;()lring, was initiated with the Irench cable in 1850.

iese two have in the intervening years so,

increased and developed that, as Lord Dufferin

finely said in a recent specch, the world is now |

covered with a throbbing network of nerves, and
in its social and political aspects has become as
sensitive as a living organism.

The application of electricity to lighting pur-
poses—now no longer regarded as a novelty
except in country districts—was so recently as
1880 in its experimental siage.

ten years ago a telephone was a scientific curiosity.
These three applications of electricity have given
rise to manufacturing industries of great im-
portance ; and the capital sunk in these, and the
namber of people engaged in connection with
them, is suflicient to cause them to rank with
some of the foremost of our older staple industries.

Two other applications of electricity are at
present undergoing rapid development in this
and other countries; aud it is quite possible that
these may in a few years equal or perhaps exceed
in importance those already named. These com-
paratively new applications ave its use for traction
purposes and its use as a source of cuergy in
chemical and metallurgical operations. 1t is
with one of the latter applications that this article
will deal—namely, the production of relined
copper.

One of the first experiments which the student
of electricity is expected to perform on entering a
physical luboratory is to pass an electric current
through a solution of blue vitriol (copper sul-
phate). Let us suppose we are performing this
experiment.  We take a glass jar and fill it with
a solution of this blue vitriol 1u water. We cut

As

The telephonic |
system, complete now in all the larger towns of |
our country, is a still more recent growth ; and ,

we started. If we now analysed this deposited
copper we should find it quite pure, and any
impurities it might have contained in its original
form would be found as a black or brown sedi-
ment at the bottom of our glass jar.

It is not possible within the limits of this
article to explain, even briefly, the modern theory
; of the conduction of an electric current by solu-
tions of salt. The changes that occur are mole-
cular ones, and are, in fact, a splitting up of the
molecule of the compound into simple parts.
The term used to describe this change—electro-
lysis (from Greek élektron, and lyg, to loosen)—
indicates this.

TFaraday discovered in the early years of this
century that the amount of chemical change is
always proportionate to the quantity of current
used.  To explain this, he put forward the
hypothesis that each atom, or group of atoms,
as 1t passed from one side of the electrolytic cell
to the other, carried with it a definite amount
of electricity ; and that the current, therefore, was
carried through such solutions by a continuous
drift of numberless units of matter, cach charged
with its minute, yet lixed, portion of electricity.

The modern theory is merely a modification of
this carlier one. If, then, we had possessed eyes
capable of penetrating the molecular structure of
the clear blue copper solution contained in our
glass jar during our supposed experiment, we
might expect to have seen a regular and con-
tinnous drift of myriads of the most minute
particles of copper from the piece which was
being dissolved towards the other ; and if we had
possessed any means of isolating one of these
particles, and of testing it, we should have found
,that it carried a most minute and infinitesimal
,charge of electricity. Now, when we realise
, that this transfer of copper from the one piece to

the other is taking place atom by atom, and it is
I caleulated that there are sixty thousand million
million atoms in one cubic inch of copper, it may
scem incredible that this method of producing
| pure copper should be used on an industrial scule
of operations. The clectrolytic production of
copper, however, not only exists as an industry,
but is one that in recent years has attained very
great magnitude. The first patent dealing with

two pieces of thin copper-foil of a size suitable | this method of producing pure copper was taken
for our jar, attach them to the two wires from | out by Mr James Elkington in the year 1865.
our battery, or other source of an clectric eurrent, | The first electrolytic copper-works were started at
and place them about one inch apart in the Pembrey in South Wales in 1869 ; and to-day it
copper sulphate solution. Unless the current is ' is estimated that there are about forty of these

much too strong, no visible changes will be | refineries scattered throughout Europe and
witnessed for some time ; but if we leave our jar | America, and that no less than one hundred

with the current passing through it, and return | thousand tons of copper, or over one-fourth of
in half-an-hour, we shall find that whilst one of | the total copper production of the world, is

h
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passing through them annually. The cause of | copper are turned out daily. The value of the
this great expansion of what was, until 1885, a  copper contained in the depositing vats alone
small and limited industry is the demand for a  at this refinery is estimated to be over £200,000,
very pure form of copper for electrical purposes. and the value of the ‘impurities’ of the raw |
It 1s found that some metals conduct e ectricity ' copper (the silver and gold) recovered monthly
with much less heating and loss of current than [ ds between £40,000 and £50,000. This electro- |
others. Silver is the best conductor, and copper | lytic copper-refining industry is one which will
stands next. The first is of course excluded from | grow to still larger dimensions in the future. !
Bt for il pepes where. st it Ton |t asione of sletricly Ty the ars and |
P her as | manufactures are increasing yearly, and conse-
to be conducted with a minimum of loss. It has  quently the demand for pure copper is one that
g:?a (gi;s%c;vz?:‘l;r I:gge;'eri, that a very s]malllper- :3 bouutd to grosv ttio'ev(e]n larger dimensions than
als in copper much reduces | those at present attained.
its conducting power ; andpp;.hat commercial ~ This iI:xdustry is a unique one; for though
copper, which contains generally antimony and  other chemical and metallurgical processes are now
silver as impurities, is a much worse conductor | worked on an industrial scale in which electricity
that;{ p&refcopp;r. Ig is undoubbfedl.i' a most }:'e- . is the source of energy, yet in this case electricity
markable fact that a few atoms of silver or other | not only supplies the encrgy but provides the
metal, distributed uniformly throughout a mass market ¥or tllul: article produ:-)c'd. P
containing millions of atoms of copper, should
produce any marked alteration in its conducting
properties. The fact is, however, beyond dispute, '
and experts of great ability are even now engaged
upon experimental work directed towards its ex-
{)anation. The copper produced by the electro-
tic refining process is remarkably pure, and
therefore specially suited to the requirements of
electrical work. It is owing to this, and to the
fact that the whole of the silver contained as an
‘impurity ’ in this raw copper can be recovered
from the sludge which collects at the bottom of
the refining vats by a comparatively simple and
inexpensive process, that the electrolytic refining

‘AN AWFUL FLUKE’
By Commander E. P. Statnay, R.N,

A mIcHTY roar from a dense circle of spectators
surrounding a closely-cropped green arena, level
and smooth as a billiard table, dotted with a
" dozen or so of figures clad in white flannels.
' Tt is the last day—nay, the last hour—of the
" first match of the season between the great rival
counties of Cottonshire and Woolshire, and the
prospect of a close finish has attracted a crowd
"of some twenty thousand enthusiasts to the well-
process has undergone such extraordinary develop- | known Cottonshire ground, one of the finest in
ments in the period 1885-1896. Ingland.  Woolshire had Dbeen left with the
The modus operandi in these electrolytic copper , formidable task of obtaining two hundred and
refineries is only a repetition of the metho(ll)s of *thirty-five runs, and in spite of the eflorts of the
our experiment upon a vastly magnified scale of | crack Cottonshire fast Lowler and the wiles of the
operations. The impure copper is cast into  sly left-hander, they looked like getting it; so,
plates, and these are hung in rows in wooden as the telegrams were posted during the day in
vats filled with a solution of copper sulphate.'the great town, train after train discharged its
Thin plates of pure copper are likewise prepaved, Dbrimming cargo at the cricket-ground station,
and hung in such a way that there is one facing until every seat was filled, and a thousand or two
each side of the raw copper plate at a distance of were standing where they could.
about two inches. The current connections are’  The Woolshire captain, ever staunch at a crisis,
then made, and care is taken that the direction | had already considerably exceeded his ¢ century ;’
the current takes between all these plates is from | and at the moment of our entry the ninth wicket

those of raw copper towards those of pure copper. |
The process is then allowed to continue until
the original plates of impure copper are entirely
eaten away. The plates of pure copper, now '
thickly coated with a rough  deposit of fresh
copper, are taken out of the vats, washed, dried, .
and melted down into ingot form for sale. The
impurities of the raw copper found at the Lottom
of the vat are carefully collected, and treated Ly
a chemical method in order to extract the silver.
Hundreds of these vats must be kept continuously
at work in order to groduce the pure copper in’
large quantities, and large steam-engines and,
dynamos are necessary in order to produce the
requisite electric current.

ur own country possesses only four of these
electrolytic copper refineries, but in the United
States there are at least sixteen, most of which
have been erected in recent years. The largest
in the world is that at the Anaconda Mine, in the ;
State of Montana, U.S.A. Here engines of 3000
horse-power are used ; there are 1200 depositing
vats, each capable of holding four tons of copper
when charged for working, and 110 tons of pure

had just fallen for two hundred and twenty ; and
fallen in a somewhat sensational manner. The
other Woolshire batsman had cut the fast bowler
well forward, and his captain had called Lim for
a short run. Alas for the rashness of youth!
Had he forgotten that there stood there, nearly
in the track of the ball as it twisted and circled
swiftly over the smooth turf, the redoubtable
Tommy Bates, one of the finest cover-points in
England? None more skilful than he in judging
every manauvre of a ‘cwrly’ stroke; no one
more clean and swift in picking up and return-
ing. Quick as a flash he has the Dball in his left
hand—and a left-handed cover-point, mark you,
is a dangerous man any day- and with an almost
simultancous motion has sent it straight at the
bowler’s wicket. In vain the Woolshire man
covers the ground at lightning speed ; the ball
is there before him ; there is a rattle of stumps
and a flying of bails, for Tommy has thrown
down the wicket.

Fifteen runs wanted for the last wicket, and
only twenty-five minutes play ! Hence the roar
which greeted Tommy Bates’s smart performance,

H
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a roar in which the Woolshire men, who were
present in large numbers, could not but join, for
every lover of cricket and fair-play feels his heart
stirred at such a moment. It was as when the
brave Horatius swam the Tiber, in the presence
of friends aud foes :

And when above the surges

They saw his crest appear,
All Rome sent forth a rapturous cry,

And even the ranks of Tuscany
Could scarce forbear to cheer.

In the crowded covered stand on the pavilion
side there sat a little party of enthusiasts, who
had scen every ball bowled in the match. It

Tommy DBates was once more put on, with his
shifty left-handers, varying constantly in pace
and pitch. The young Woolshire professional
faced Lim, and had all he could do to keep lLis
wicket up for the first three balls. Then came a
rather short-pitched one, a little to the off, and
he prepared himself for a mighty cut, which
should win the match, and cover him with glory.
But he had not got to the bottom of Tommy.
The ball hung ever so little on the rise, and his
stroke was consequently timed too soon. It fell
with vigour enough, and took the ball fairly
aslant ; but instead of flying low off the bat, clear
of point's left hand, and going to the boundary,

consisted of one Jack Poole, as he was commounly | it rose, at a tremendous pace, shoulder high, and
called by his friends, a keen cricketer in his | within reach of Trelawney’s right hand. He was
younger days, but now somewhat prematurely 'not the man to shirk a ‘hot’ one ; his hand shot

stout, and better at looking on ; his young wile,
and her younger sister, Muriel Paget, all staunch
adherents of Cottonshire ; also Reginald Norcock,
Jack Poole’s intimate friend, though considerably
his junior, and a very keen Woolshire man.
Muriel, who understood the game thoroughly,
had been on tenterhooks all day as the Wool-
shire score rose steadily, and Norcock had not
found it difficult to ¢draw’ her, after his mis-
chievous fashion, until she felt ¢ all over prickles.
And yet he was almost persuaded that he was
deeply in love with ler, and she was not at all
sure that she would not have said “yes’ to him,
only there was another man to whom she thought
she would just as soon say it, if he gave her
the chance, and that was Arthur Trelawney, the
young Cottonshire captain, a Cornishman by birth,
but Cottonshire by residence, and a cricketer every
inch of him. Ile had placed himself at point,
where, in spite of some innate modesty, he knew
he was unrivalled, and had won many a round of
applause during the day for his smart ficlding.

out as he leaned over, and was there as soon as
the ball, which, however, struck his thumb-joint,
and flew spinning up into the air.

¢Well tried ! Well tried !’ roared the crowd ;
but before they had the words well out they
realised that it was more than a ‘try.” Turning
on his heel, Trelawney rushed under the ball as it
descended well beyond him, and just secured it with
his left hand, losing his balance in the effort ; he
stumbled a few paces, and fell heavily on his right
side, rolling over oun his back, but holding the ball
up in his left hand ; and Cottonshire had won !

Never was such a cateh, at such a moment!
How the people yelled and cheered! They
climbed over the railing, and rushing from all
sides upon Trelawney and Tommy Bates, carried
them to the pavilion.

The Woolshire men, being good sportsmen, as
every one knows, said it was the Dbest mateh and
the finest catch they had ever scen ; and Cotton-
=hire, not to be outdone in generosity, declared
that the Woolshire captain’s innings of one

¢ What a beastly fluke !’ exclaimed Norcock, as | hundred and thirty-five not out had never been

the Woolshire batsman retired.

excelled : and so good-fellowship prevailed, as

‘A fluke! what will you say mnext?’ said | it should do in all such contests.

Muriel. ¢IIe aimed at the wicket, and there
wasn’t a run there in any case.’

Reginald Norcock was no whit behind any
other Woolshire man in his sporting proclivities,

¢Not with such awful luck as that; but these but he could not resist the chance ol another shot
rat his fair neighbour, as she half-rose in the

Cottonshire fellows have had all the luck to-day.’
¢Oh, Mr Norcock ! \
missed when he had only made fifty !

Johnson was the Woolshire captain,

*Oh, I quite admit that the Cottonshire men
can’t ficldy said Norcock ; and Muricel only re-
plied by an indignant side-glance, which her com-
panion duly noted, for she was a very pretty girl.

A dead silence reigned as the last man came
in, a young professional, more noted for bowling
than batting. The captain met him as he ap-
proached, and addressed a few earnest words to him.

Slowly the score rose, but the minutes sped
quickly as the shadows lengthened on the green-
sward.  Every hit, every smart piece of ficlding,
was greeted with ever-increasing enthusiasm.
The captain, anxious to atone for his momentary
lack of judgment, played with consummate skill,
keeping the bowling to himself as far as possible,
even ab the occasionul sacrifice of a run. There
was a deafening burst of cheering when he drove
o delivery of the fast bowler’s right into the
circle of spectators, and the score reached two
hundred and thirty-three ; one to tie, two Lo win,
and only time for two or three more overs.

A great shout went up from all Cottonshire as

Why, Mr Johnson was | excitement of the moment, crying:

‘He bhas it!
he has it ! Oh, well caught, Mr Trelawney !’

Muriel Paget, had she been a Roman lady of
old, would have cried ¢labet !’ with the best of
them ; ay, and turned her thumb down, too,
perhaps : for there is a merciless strain which
crops up at times in gentle women.

“There you are! Won by a fluke!’ said
Norcock.

‘A fluke! You call that a fluke !’ cried Muriel,
turning on him with a flash from her blue eyes,
‘I thought Woolshire men had more generosity ;
but you told me you came here to see Cottonshire
beaten ; and I’m very glad you’re disappointed ;
you couldn’t have caught it yourself !?

‘I’'m catehing it now, it seems to me,) said
Norcock, with his provoking smile.

“Serve you right !” said Jack Poole, laughing,
as they slowly descended in the throng. ¢ Muriel
is too many guns for you, my boy !’

And so thouglit Norcock, sitting opposite to her
as they drove hiome.

Arthur Trelawney was a guest that night at
Jack Poole’s snug house in the suburbs, with his
right hand bandaged and somewhat helpless, for
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he had not come unscathed out of his last exploit; | ¢ Well, now, which am I to take clharge of ¥’

but little recked he of a dislocated thumb or the 'said Mrs Poole mischievously.

loss of a little cuticle when Muriel’s bright eyes| ¢Toss up, if you like, said Muriel recklessly.

smiled upon him, and she exclaimed, ¢ You won | ‘I don’t care, I’'m sure.”

the match, Mr Trelawney !’ “What a capital idea! There’s just time:
Norcock and Trelawney were not intimate, but here’s a coin ; heads Woolshire, tails Cotton-

each knew well that he had a rival in the other ' shir¢!” and she actually spun it, letting it fall on

with regard to Muriel Paget.
Trelawney was extremely chivalrous and gene-

{ the grass in front of her. “There, it’s Woolshire !’
Before Muriel could reply the men were within

rous by nature, and strove to regard the other ' hearing.

man with a friendly eye, and to persuade himsell | ¢ Hullo, Mary, what are you tossing up for?’
that he only wished Muricl to be happy ; though  said Poole—* first innings 1’

he would, of course, prefer that he should be the | ¢I dropped a shilling,’ said Mary innocently.
chosen instrument to that end. Norcock, while, ¢ Jack,” she whispered, taking his arm for a mo-
he was a gentleman all through, and incapable ' ment, ¢ you come along with me. Mr Norcock, I
of an unworthy or underhand action, had a strain ' promised to show you our tomatoes ; come along.’
of hardness and cynicism—a synonym for selfish-|  Norcock muttered a hearty wish with regard
ness in many instances—together with a Wool- to the tomatoes; it was not that they might be
shireman’s characteristic aversion to being beaten | eaten, which was their legitimate end. He did
at anything, from cricket to love-making; and!not wish to go with his hostess; but pretty little
his sombre eyes regarded his rival across the | Mrs Poole had, when she chose, ‘an eye like Mars
dinner-table with a glance which was certainly  to threaten and command,” and when she wanted
not friendly. He was quite conscious, too, that ' man, he generally went.

he had not improved Lis chances by his remarks, Muriel, finding herself thus summarily appro-
at the cricket match, but he had an inveterate ' priated on the spin of a coin, was furious for
habit of bantering any one who was ecasily a moment, until she reflected that it might have
‘drawn ;’ and then Muriel looked so bewitching  been worse ; for she was beginning to think that

in her indignation.

‘Here’s your lealth, Trelawney !” said Poole,
when the wine was passed round ; ‘may you live
long to catch Woolshire men !’

¢Hear, hear !’ said Norcock sarcastically, but
raising his glass: ‘but that’s not exactly the
whole duty of man.’

‘It’s a very important one, sometimes,’ said
Muriel ; ‘and one can only do one thing at a’
time, after all.’ :

¢ Ah, it’s the old story, Miss Paget—Vie victes!” |
said Norcock ; ‘and no one shouts it louder than
the women.’

¢Oh dear, what a tragedy you are making about '
a cricket match !’ said Mrs Poole. “One would
think the fate of nations depended upon it. 1like
to watch a good game, and let the best side win,’

‘It would puzzle any one to know which was
the best side to-day, said Trelawney, pouring
oil on the troubled waters; ‘it was anybody’s
game all through ; Johnson was simply splendid. '

Norcock did not, it is to be feared, altogether
appreciate this pacificatory cffort ; but the con-
versation took another turn, and presently the
ladies departed, and strolled into the garden in
the warm summer twilight, where they presented |
such an attractive picture that Poole proposed !
after a time that they should finish their pipes
outside.

‘Which of those men are you going to have?’
said Mrs Poole to her sister ; “ they are both good |
fellows, and—well I needw’t descant on their,
feelings towards you: they wear their hearts
upon their sleeves.

‘Am I necessarily a daw?’ said Muriel, tem-
porising ; for she was disturbed in her mind,

*Not necessarily,’ said Mrs Doole, laughing;
‘but you have had a few pecks at ench; you
can’t deceive me, you know ; and you’ll have to’
decide soon, depend upon it, for peace and quict’s’
sake : they’ll Le having a duel @ le morte !’

‘Oh, don’t, Mary !’ said Muricl, who had not
failed "to observe Norcock’s preoccupation at
dinner ; ¢they are coming out.’ ,

she much preferred Trelawney : nevertheless she
surreptitiously stamped on the soft grass as she
said to herself that it was ‘too bad of Mary ;’
and <o it undoubtedly was.

They followed the others a little way, but Mrs
Povle took care to ignore them pointedly, so they
were soon practically alone, and, at Trelawney’s
suggestion, entered a little sort of roofless arbour,
enclosed by impenetrable box hedges; and here
they seated themselves,

Meanwhile the others walked round towards
the greenhouses, some distance away ; and on
turning the corner of the house found, to their
amazement, a light ladder put up against the
window-sill of Mrs Poole’s hedroom.

¢ITullo !’ exclaimed Poole; ‘dinner-time bur-
alars, by Jove ! Call Trelawney, and we’ll catch
them 5 you stand by the ladder, while we go and
force the door !’

‘There he is, Jack!” cried Mrs Poole; and
sure enough, there was a man crouching under
the Dbushes. IIe had in fact just come down
when lie heard their footsteps approaching, and
as it was now nearly dark, he hoped to elude
observation.

Directly Mrs Doole spoke he was off like the
wind, taking the direction of the box thicket
where Muriel and Trelawney were ensconced.
Norcock gave chase, but the man was flect of foot,
and he had all his work cut out.

Jack TPoole saw it was hopeless for Lim, but
followed as fast as he could, calling for Trelawney
to stop the burglar.

Trelawney, on his part, had lost no time in
availing himsell of his opportunities, and was
engaged in an carnest, but it must be confessed,
a very one-sided conversation with Muriel, who
had not as yet opened her lips. Ile told a very
ancient and oft-repeated tale : that he was not a
rich man, that he knew he was not worthy of
her, that he loved her with all his heart; and
wouldn’t she, couldi’t she, say she loved him?
Couldn’t she just look at him, and he would
know ? and so on.
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Muriel apparently couldn’t or wouldn’t do any-
thing he wanted, but steadily regarded her pretty
little shoes peeping out from under her skirt.
She was struggling in her heart between a feeling
of bitter resentment against her sister’s shameless
conduct and a sensation of relief that it was this
man and not the other who had been so disgrace-
fully paired off with her. Iler pride was fast
giving way, however, before a very different
sentiment, and after a moment or two she was in
the act of turning her face to his with the answer
he wished for, when she started violently, and
exclaimed : ‘Jack’s calling you!' instinctively
edging away from him as she spoke. Simul-
taneously they heard footsteps approaching at
headlong speed, and then again Poole shouting :

‘Trelawney ! Stop him! Stop him !’

Trelawney, thinking it was some ‘fool’s game, .
as he called jt, of the others which had thus'
interrupted his love-making, was furious; but
the next instant a man rushing up, stopped a few :
yards from the entrance to the arbour, in full
view, and turning, presenled a revolver at some
one who followed.

¢ Drop that, you scoundrel !’ said Norcock.

Instantly appreciating the situation, Trelawney
seized with ~his uninjured hand a pair of
gardener’s shears which had been left there, and
swinging them round, discharged them as well as
he could at the head of the desperado.

On the instant the report rang out, and Nor-
cock, who was only a yard or two away, must have
been shot, but that the uncouth missile caught
the man a heavy blow on the shoulder, spoiling
his aim, and causing him to stagger for a moment.
He was instantly floored by a blow from Norcock’s
fist, and the weapon wrested from him.

When Poole hurried up, followed by his wife,
they found a melodramatic tublear vivant; the |
burglar lay on his back, with Norcock’s big foot
on his chest, breathless, silent, hix keen eyes still
glancing round for some possible means of escape. !
Trelawney stood over him, and the still smoking ‘

istol lay where Norvcock had thrown it ; whilci

Luriel, white and terrified, looked on from the

gap in the box hedge. I
|

When the police had been found, and the
ruflian handed over to them, Norcock turned to
Trelawney in the drawing-room and said :

It seems to me, Trelawney, that I owe you my |
life; I dow’t know that it’s very much good to
me or any one clse ; but you were confoundedly
smart with those shears!” and he stretched out
Lis hand and shook Trelawney’s warmly. ‘

‘It was an awful fluke!” said Trelawney,
laughingly depreciating bis action. ¢TI had to use
my left hand, you know ; but it seemed the only
thing to do.’

¢Second fluke you’ve made to-day,” said the in-
corrigible Norcock, with a sly glance at Muriel, ‘but
it’s lucky you happened to be in the right place.

Muricl blushed crimson, and became deeply
interested in the pattern of the carpet. Iler
sister whispered to her :

¢That was a fluke, too, if they only——

‘Mary I” cried Muriel with flashing cyes, so
that all three men turned to look at her; but
the women kept their secret, and Trelawney never
knew until long after they were married that his ;
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evening was the biggest fluke of all.

THE DEAD LOVER

Deap! And only a week to-day

(The blackbird sang from the hawthorn spray)
We wandered up through the dusky wood,
Till high on the moor above we stood,

And gazed on the goodly lands beneath,

That stretch away from the purple heath

To meet the line of the distant sea—

The goodly lands that belong to me.

Dead! I can see the world’s smooth face,
As it follows him to his resting-place ;

Can hear each weighty, sententious phrase
In which it measures him out his praise.
‘Clever? Some hold the truths he taught
Will leave their mark upon modern thought.’
¢Good? Why ! yes; he preferred, I'm told,
A poor man's thanks to a rich man's gold.’
Then, dropping the while a pious tear,
"Twill breathe a sigh that is half a sneer—
¢The finest fellow that walked this earth;
But then—that ugly stain on lis birth!’

Fools! Who heeds such a stain but you?
Far above from the heavenly blue

God flashes a smile of awful scorn

At the pitiful sons of woman born,

Who wrap themselves in their ragged pride,
And turn with insolent lip aside

From the better man whom a mother’'s shame
Has robbed of his right to an honoured name.

Dead ! And he loved me! A week to-day
(The blackbird sang from the hawthorn spray),
As we stood alone in the evening light,

I looked in his eyes, and read aright

Their wistful glance, and my pulses stirred,
Though I knew he never would say a word.
The earth stood still while I tried to speak,
The red blood mounted to flush my cheek ;
But pride—though neither of rank nor race—
Drove it back ere it tinged my face;

It checked my pulses, and kept me dumb,
Strangling the words as ther strove to come —
That craven pride in the woman's thought—
¢I dare not cffer the gift unsought.’

So, silent, a little space we stood,

Then turned our steps to the dusky wood ;
And still behind me the voice of Fate
Whispered, mocking, ‘Too late ! too late !’

Too late indeed ! In the silent gloom,

The darkened hush of his curtained room,
e sleeps so sound he could never hear

My words, though breathed in his very ear;
Ile would not stir though I rose and crept
To kneel beside him ; no tears I wept,

No kiss I pressed on his quiet brow,

Could tell my lover the secret now.

Dead ! And I sit i my state apart,
And curse my cowardly woman's heart.
MareARET MAcpoNALD.

47 Paternoster Row, LONDON ; and EDINBURGH.
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THE MOTHER OF ROBERT LOUIS
STEVENSON.

A GENTLE, kindly lady has passed away some-
what suddenly ; and one to whom she was ever
most friendly would fain lay a stone on the cairn
which will be erected by many in affectionate,
sorrowing remembrance of Mrs Stevenson.

Edinburgh in especial mourns her loss. In
its immediate neighbourhood she passed her early
years, her father, the Rev. Dr Balfour, being
minister of the parish of Colinton. ¢The Manse’
afterwards became what has been truly called
‘the much-loved second home of Robert Louis
Stevenson in his childhood. It was his holiday-
house and his convalescent hospital” In one of
his charming papers in ¢ Memories and Portraits’
he gives us a graphic portrait of his grandfuther
and his surroundings, in the cherished spot so
tenderly imprinted on the tenacious, youthful
memory. In Edinburgh Mrs Stevenson spent her
happy married life ; here her husband died ; here
she returned from a distant land a widowed
mother, mourning over the loss of her only son,
to dwell among us for too sadly briel a time, and
then to fall asleep.

How vivid is the remembrance of the happy
home in Heriot Row !—the kindly, clever head of
the house ; the bright, pleasant wife and mother ;
and the fragile, imaginative boy who was after-
wards to become so famous. We used to wonder
how any two of the three could exist if the
third were called away, each seemed so necessary
to all !

The death of the husband and father caused
the first break in the little circle, and muost
sincerely was he mourned by the two survivors.
In his later years Mr Stevenson had the happi-
ness of seeing his only child honoured and
admired in no ordinary degree, although he had
not by that time reached the zenith of his fame.

The loving ¢n memoriam picture of his father
by Robert Louis is to be found in ¢Thomas
Stevenson,’ one of the ‘Memories and Portraits,’
and the dedication of that volume to his surviving

parent is infinitely touching in its affectionate,
simple brevity :

¢TO MY MOTHER,
IN THE
NAME OF PAST JOY AND PRESENT SORROW,
I DEDICATE
THESE MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS.

Some time after the death of her husband, Mrs
Stevenson, knowing that her son, although now
happily married, needed her as much as she
longed for his companionship, left her home here,
and bravely went to the distant sunny land
where the novelist found he could best enjoy a
measure of health. There the presence of the
surviving beloved one soothed his mother’s
sorrow ; and ler intense interest in all that con-
cerned him, and also in the entirely new phases of
life around her, made time pass very pleasantly.
Wlen on (we think) two occasions she returned
to Edinburgh for a short visit, she delighted all
her friends Dby graphic descriptions, aided by
innumerable photographs, of life in Samoa. A
third time she joined her son and his household
there ; but now they were not to be long together.
As every one knows, after a few hours of illness,
the distinguished novelist breathed his last, and
sleeps in a lonely grave far from his native land,
far from the spot where both his parents now rest
till the great awakening. When his mother
returned here she looked so changed and
saddened, it seemed as if she never could be her
own bright self again. True Christian resigna-
tion however, time, and the appreciation in
which her lamented son was held, had their
healing effect ; her wonted cheerfulness gradu-
ally reappearcd, and she evidently began again
to enjoy life.

At first we dreaded the most distant allusion
to her loss ; but Lefore long found that nothing
pleased her more than to speak of Robert Louis
and his works. This last winter she seemed speci-
ally animated and cheerful. The meeting in the
Music Hall (presided over by Lord Rosebery) in
connection with the proposed memorial to the
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great author was a heartfelt pleasure to her. So
crowded was it that with the utmost difficulty
his mother effected an entrance, and only by
going on the platform, much against her inclina-
tion, could she obtain a seat. ¢You may belicve,’
she afterwards wrote, ‘I listened with very
mingled feelings ; but I think the prevailing one
was gratitude.

A daughter of the manse, Mrs Stevenson was
always, as was her husband, an attached member
of the Church of Scotland and a warm friend to
its missions. Kind, thoughtful, generous to a
degree, she was ever ready to respond to appeals
for aid n any form ; and many a charity, public
and private, will miss her sympathetic heart and
her liberal hand.

Interested in all around her, brightly intel-
ligent, full of anecdote, and with a keen sense
of humour, she was a delightful companion ; and
her pleasant smile, her genial laugh, are good
to remember.

The afternoon of Easter eve was the last time
we saw ler; and little did we think that the
Parting cheerful ¢Good-bye’ was ¢Farewell’ for
Time.

Now the attached trio are reunited where
separation is unknown; and sadly as we all
mourn the recent loss, and much as we shall
miss our kind friend, we cannot but feel thank-
ful in thinking of their happiness.

Long will the skilful engincer be remembered
for his work and for his worth ; the fascinating
writer will continuously hold his exalted place in
the Temple of Fame ; and to many, many a one
who knew, admired, and loved her, the memory
will ever be fresh and green of the mother of
Robert Louis Stevenson.

. L.

A TSAR'S GRATITUDE.

CHAPTER XIIIL

No whit disconcerted, but drenched from head to
foot and very cold, Philipof clambered back to the
window and thrust his head and shoulders through.
A second mass of ice was in the act of bearing
down upon him, and Sasha determined that this
time he would be ready for it. As it neared his
perilous perch he scrambled out towards it and
alighted, to his joy, safely upon its surface. The
ice-block sank a little with his weight, for a
moment, but quickly recovered its equilibrium and
bore him bravely. It was a large piece of some
fifteen yards in diameter, and its thickness was at
least two feet, so that the weight of Philipof was
really insignificaut as compared with its carrying
capacity, though the rains and suns of spring had
rotted and weakened it so that its strength was
more apparent than real. In an instant Philipof
was twenty yards away from his prison walls—
saved, in a moment, from both drowning and cap-
tivity ; a live man and a frec one for the time being,
though—it must be confessed—it did not appear
probable that he had done much more, so far, than
exchange one way of getting drowned for another !
But Philipof felt full of fight now. Trreligious and
inclined to scoff as he always had been by nature,
he could not help at this crisis sending up a mut-
tered prayecr for aid ; while at the same moment
the idea occurred to him that Providence could

_hardly have released him from his horrible posi-
. tion within the flooded cell in order to immediately
.immolate him outside of it. He must surely be
destined to escape once more: at all events he
. was going to try !

The surface of the river was covered, Philipof
, how saw, with Dblocks of ice similar in size and
,shape to that upon which he rode; some were
larger, some smaller. There were patches of open
water here and there ; and boats, small barges, and
bits of bath-houses and other waterside buildings,
carried away by the ice, dotted here and there the
surface of the rapidly moving ice-river. Philipof
i reflected that if he could somehow get across to
the nearest boat or lighter, and climb on board, his
position would De, for the time being, assured.
He was the more inclined to make an attempt to
do this rather than stay where he was and float
down strcam on his ice-raflt, because, standing
there, he formed an object of observation to those
on shore, who would doubtless follow him up and
perhaps attempt to save him, or—if he saved
himself—wish to know who he was and how he
came to be there ; and the result of their curiosity
would, he knew, be his eventual return to the cell
he had just left, with, very likely, the punishment
of the knoot for attempted escape.  If he could get
into a barge and hide himself until the current
bove him out of the reach of curious eyes, he might
float out of danger first and then begin to think of
landing.

There was a small lighter floating down almost
in a line with him, but some hundred yards away,
and upon this little vessel Philipof fixed his hopes.
Very carefully at first, but alterwards more boldly,
he proceeded to put his plan into execution.
Tirst he jumped lightly from his own block of ice
upon the next block which floated along cheek
by jowl with that on which he had stood.  There
was an intervening space of black-looking water
about five or six feet across ; but this offered no
impedimeut. The block he now alichted upon
was considerably smaller than his first raft, and
sank beneatl his weight until the water was knee-
deep, and Philipof felt that the sooner he got
safely off it the wiser he xhould be. But the
nearest piece in the direction he was making
for was a good twelve feet distant, and that
with a take-off from knce-deep water was a big
jump to attempt standing. He undertook i,
however, header-wise, plunging forward head
first and alighting half in water half on ice on
his stomach.  After this there was an easy
progress for at least {ifty yavds. Then DPhilipof
suddenly stepped upon a block which was so
rotten that it broke in half with his weight, and
the portion his feet rested upon sloped downwards
so rapidly that he slipped backwards into the
water and was obliged to swim for it. A large
block of ice caught Lim in the nape of the neck
as he swam, and forced him under water, and
for a moment or two Philipof thought it was all
up with him. At that critical minute, as once
before on a critical oceasion, pious Olga’s appeal to
him to think of his patron-saint in moments of
danger occurred to his mind, and again he did his
best to call upon Alexander Nefsky for aid and
intercession on his behalf. Iiven at that grim
instant of deadly peril, Philipof could not help
picturing to himsell the traditional voyage of the
saint upon this very river, seated upon a mill-
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stone, and the humorous appropriateness of the
icture commended itself to his imagination.
hilipof’s destiny, however, was not yet accom-
plished, or perhaps the saint was really, like the
patron gods and goddesses of the Homeric heroes,
somewhere at hand to help his votary in emer-
gency : in any case Sasha came presently to the
surface and struck out with all the little breath that
the joint action of cold and a fairly long submer-
sion had left in his body. This time he reached
a large and strong piece of ice—so large that it
seemed to him when he stood safely upon it that
it extended almost up to the lighter towards
which he was struggling. How lucky, he reflected,
that he had not got under this block instead of
the one he had just escaped from; his breath
could never have held out until it should have
ed over his lead, and he would have been
owned to a certainty. Asit was, he was in Inck
at last, for one or two small leaps now Dbrought
him in safety to the side of the barge, and the next
moment Phlipof swung himself over the edge of
the craft and stood on the deck, feeling like a
pursued criminal who has succeeded in reaching
sanctuary. It was terribly cold, however, and—in
hopes of finding clothes or blankets, but chiefly
because it was necessary to stow himsclf away out
of sight in case of interested spectators on the
bridges and along the quays, though it was too
early for many people to be about the streets—he
quickly sought the tiny recess Dbelow which
answered the purpose of cabin for the lighterman
or men.

And now Philipof found that his run of good-
luck was not over even yet. There wasa fire
lighted in the little cabin, and a pot of buckwheat
porridge rested smoking upon it : this was good
enough in itself, for he was ravenously hungry as
well as chattering with cold, and lLere was remedy
for both evils ; but this was not all.  On the rude
plank Dberth was stretched a sheepskin kaftan
such as moujiks wear—old and greasy and dirty
beyond the dreams of griminess—-yet, to one in
Philipof’s position, the most welcome *find’ he
could have made under the circumstances. Ivi-
dently the proprictor had been surprised by the
flood just as he had risen from his night’s repose
and made preparations for his breakfast, and had
effected his escape as the craft was torn from its
moorings, and set floating with t(he icefloes
towards the Finnish Gulf. = Philipof ‘took the
goods the gods provided” Ile hung his wet
clothes all over the stove to dry; he donned the
dirty but delightfully warm sheepskin coat, the
fur of which is worn inside, and in his case came
next to the skin, and then he ate the porridge—
every particle of it, and sighed and wished there

were more. Soon after this there came a
sudden grinding sound, the lighter scemed to

sway and twist, and then came to a sudden stop.
Philipof peeped out and found that, by reason of
the opposition to its passage offered by the great
stone bridge of Nicholas, the ice had blocked and
stopped. This often happens during the spring
‘moving, the stoppages sometimes lasting for
half an hour, sometimnes for scveral hours, oe-
casionally—if frost supervenes {o harden the nass
and rivet it together—for a week or more.

On this occasion the block was a tight one, and
Philipof found that he was destined to spend the
day on board his lighter—no very great hardship,

for the craft was loaded with grain, part of which
was buckwheat meal, and there was plenty of
wood for fuel. He was well in mid-stream, so
that it was extremely unlikely that any one would
venture over the dangerous ice in order to call
upon him and inquire after his feelings. In
order to discount the risk of callers as far as
possible, however, Philipof never showed himself
on deck, and though—with a fire going—he could
not altogether avoid giving some indication of his
presence on board—yet he used no more fuel
than was already burning, and allowed the fire to
burn out as quickly as might be, lest he should
attract attention. However, the day passed with-
out incident of any kind ; passers-by upon the
stone bridge did occasionally group to gaze at the
derelict craft and to hope that its crew had escaped
in time, but no one attempted to board her in
order to find out for himsell ; and so the evening
fell at last, and Philipof stretched himself out
upon the sheepskin, and indulged in a few hours of
very welcome rest, having first heaped plenty of
wood upon the fire in order that his clothes might
have every chance of drying before early dawn,
at which time he intended to flit.

There was a pretty severe [rost during the
night, and the wind abated and changed. When
Philipof awolke at early morning, and, finding lis
clothes quite dry, he donned them once more and
climbed out upon the surrounding icefloes; he
found these so tightly packed and frozen together
that he had no difticulty whatever in walking
straight across to the shore dry-shod, and landing
safely close to the Nicholas Bridge. It was about
three in the morning, and he was unobserved in
the dim light of the dawning day. At the land-
ing stage a sleepy night-policeman met him and
was about to expostulate with him upon the folly
of venturing upon the ice in its present dangerous
condition, hut observing that Philipof, who still
wore his old Okhotsk uniform, was an oflicer—
having come to abuse—he remained to salute. The
fact that Philipof was still dressed in his uniform,
which had not been taken from him at the fortress,
rendered his proceedings at this stage very much
simpler than they would otherwise have been.

CHHAPTER XIV.

During his dreary months of captivity in the
fortress, Sasha Philipof had had plenty of time to
review the entire question—or questions—of his
feelings for Olga, hers for him, Dostoief’s for his
wife, Olgw’s attitude towards her husband, and of
his own duty under the complicated situation
superinduced by Dostoief’s shameful neglect of
the unfortunate little woman whom he had
wooed and wed under misapprehension.  Was
Dostoiel’s mneglect of her attributable to a con-
sciousness that he had never really gainéd her
allections, which remained constant to her old
love?  Was Olga still in love with him, Philipof ?
Or, on the principle that ill-treatment at the hands
of a man endears him to the ill-treated one, had
Olga’s aflection for her husband strengthened into
a warmer feeling by reason of his neglect of her?
The baby’s birth would contribute, doubtless, to
Lring the husband and wife closer together.
Lastly, was he himself—Philipof—more in love
with Olga to-day than had been the case while he
was pledged to marry her and before Dostoief
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had rendered impossible the performance of that
obligation ?

To the last question there could be but one
reply. He was certainly immeasurably fonder of
Olréu now than ever before. During his captivity
he had longed to see her as he had never longed
in the old days of absence in the Crimea or else-
where. He had felt that, if it were possible, he
would gladly marry his little ward now. He had
also felt that, if he chose to raise a finger on behalf
of his own claims upon her affection, he could com-
mand her love at a moment’s notice ; she had
never really loved Dostoief, and never could or
would. The theory of ill-treatment endearing
instead of repelling was nonsense. The child’s
birth might incline a tender heart like Olgn’s to
feel kindly towards its father; but that was not
love—Olga’s love was his own: had been, was,
and should be ; it would depend upoun himself
whether he should claim his own or leave it to
run to waste, a spring of pure and beautiful water
that flowed into the sand and was lost.

There was one way in which this spring of pure
love might yet be utilised. Sasha Philipof was a
man of the highest virtue. He was well aware
that Olga, though nominally Dostoiel’s wife, was
in heart and soul hLis own ; he knew that, if he
chose to do so, he could easily persuade her
simplicity into regarding her union with Dostoief
as unreal, unhallowed Dby love, and as such
wicked and impossible ; and that therefore her
return to himself, her own lover and betrothed,
whom she had deserted in consequence of a mis-
tuke, would not only be righteous and just, but
her plain and inevitable duty. Yet Philipof
never dreamed of such a thing. If he and Olga

were to come together, this could only be after

Dostoief’s removal, by death or legal separation.
Sasha’s sentiments towards the Hussar were at
this time of the very Dbitterest.
rendered himself obnoxious, first, by marrying
Olga ; and, secondly, by ill-treating her. Thirdly,
he had given deadly aifront to Philipof by his
conduct in connection with Sasha’s arrest and
imprisonment.  Sasha knew well enough that
Dostoief might, if he had liked, have procured
his immediate release. That he had not done so
was a deadly injury, and for this last offence he
should answer at the sword’s point. It would be
difficult, in Philipof’s present position, to bring
his cnemy to book; hut to book he should be
brought, in due course; and when that happy
hour arrived, Dostoief should not escape. It
should be his business to bring this matter to
issue as soon as possible ; and, now that he was
free, he had the best hopes that all would be
well in a short while.

Philipof had taken the precaution to fortify
himself with a good breakfast of buckwheat
kasha, or baked porridge, which is very much to he
recommended to those who have not tried it by one
who has. Tt is delicions to the taste and extremely
nourishing. Philipof found it so; for thus fortified,
he was able to wander about the streets of St Peters-
burg from four in the morning until eight, at which
hour he had promised himself the delight of
visiting Olga. He could not very well go earlier
than that ; even eight was somewhat early for a
morning call.  To most people inhabiting the city
whose streets he now threaded such an occupation
as Philipof’s present one would have been the

Dostoief had |

dreariest possible, for Russians hate walking. To
Sasha, fresh from his maddening captivity of so
many months, that early morning walk through the
familiar deserted streets was one long progress of
delight. He went on winged feet. He visited
every street and byway that he knew ; he walked
up his own stairs and saw another man’s name on
the door of his lodging—it was a card nailed on to
the panel—and only laughed and wondered what
had been done with his things: Olga would be
able to tell him, no doubt. He visited the Summer
Gardens, the scene of the student’s attempt upon the
Emperor’s life and of his own arrest—and even
these painful recollections only for a moment
threw a shadow over the Dbright surface of his
content and happiness. He thought of the student
and cast his eyes over the intervening area of
uneven ice-blocks, wedged together, with here and
there a bLright pool of water where the rush of the
current had resisted the sharp night-frost, to the
grim fortress wall beyond, dotted with small
barred windows. He saw his own window, and
even thought he could make out some one at work
mending the bars. Where was the student now,
he wondered! Had he been rescued in some
providential mauner like himself; or had he
I fallen o victim to that drunken warder, and been
miserably drowned, like a rat, in his cell—bang-
ing and thundering at the door in despair and
anguish !

Philipof shuddered to think what might have
been his fate and very likely actually had been
that of the student. Then he took a sudden
resolution and marched straight off to the Kazan
Cathedral in the Nefsky. The old, patriarchal-
looking, bearded and grimy caretaker, dressed in
semi-ecclesiastical garb, and rubbing his eyes as he
stood and looked out upon the day from the small
, side-door of the church which he had just opened,
was surprised to see so early a worshipper, and
i watched Sasha rather suspiciously as he entered
i the sacred edifice and knelt before the shrine of
. St Alexander Nefsky. The tutelary saint of the
| Neva had done him a good turn yesterday, and
: Sasha’s devotions before his dkon this morning
were sincere enough ; so the old caretaker con-
cluded, for he left him to pray undisturbed, and
continued his own occupation of rubbing the dust
from his eyes and yawning at the side-door, con-
vineed that the valuable jewels set in the frames
; of many of the greater tkons within the cathedral
; were safe enough in so far as this devout but

shably ofticer was concerned.

I Philipof left the church greatly pleased with
his own conduct. Olga would think a great deal
of it, he knew. It would be delightful to be able
to tell her, when she suggested a visit to the
shrine of his patron (as she certainly would !), that
i he had Leen already. Ilow delighted and sur-
prised Olga would be--dear, pious little Olga !

It was nearly eight o’clock now, however, and
he might fairly direct his steps towards her home.
As Philipof reflected, with mixed feelings of bitter-
ness and satisfaction, there was little fear of en-
countering Dostoief at his own house. He was
sure not to be there; which—though all wrong
theoretically—was all right practically, for it
would not suit Sasha at all to see his enemy, or
rather to be scen by him, at present ! If Dostoief
could or would do nothing to save him when
arrested, but allowed him to lic and languish for
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probability was that he would get him re-arrested
without scruple if he knew that he was at large.

So when, after having rung very modestly at
the Dostoief door-bell, Philipof saw, to his relief
and delight, that it was old Matrona who opened
to him, he placed his finger on his lip to warn
her, and whispered :

‘Hush, Matrona; don’t mention my name—I
must not be seen. Is your master at home ¢’

Poor old Matrona, who had heroically stifled
the scream which would have been so great a
relief to her emotions upon catching sight of her
beloved Sasha, threw herself into his arms without
sreaking, and blessed him and kissed him, after
the manner of okl Russian nurses, with many
signs of the cross both over him and herself.
She had drawn him within the eutrance hall and
shut the front door behind him.

¢Oh no!’ she gaid, ‘he needi’t fear ; her master
was not at liome—there was no one in the house
excepting servants, of course, and the nurse and
children’

¢ Children ?’ repeated Sasha; ¢is there another
then, Matrona 7’

‘Holy Mother!’ cried the old woman, ‘and you
don’t know that—two months ago—the sweetest
baby-girl—the exact image of’—— The good old
nursegburst into a passion of tears.

¢Whom ?—her mother? Well, Matrona, there’s
nothing to cry about in that ; so much the better.
And my Olga, is she up yet 9’

Matrona threw up her hands and wept
alond. ¢Oh my Sashinka, my poor dove,’ she
wailed, ¢ where did they hide you away that you
have not heard? Our Olga’ Matrona paused,
twrning to the <kon in the corner and bowing and
crossing herself with lamentations and incoherent
prayers.

Philipof’s heart sank within him ; he sat
down quickly—was this another calamity to be
sudden‘}
tried to speak, hut no words would come. Ile
waited awhile, ¢ Well, Matrona,” lic said at length
—aud his voice sounded dry and harsh, ‘speak !
What is it? She is dead ! Is that it 1’

‘Dead—dead, yes, two months dead and in
heaven,” sobbed the old nurse. ¢She began
to pine slowly away from the day he came and
told her that you, my poor Sashinka, had done a
dreadful deed, and were thrown into prison for
ever ; and when this second baby came she just saw
her, and blessed her sweet little life, and then gave
up her own. Our poor darling! it was not that
she believed you guilty, for she never did; and

she often made me promise, if I ever saw you

again, to tell you so. But she could not bear to
think of you in prison, and she was never really
strong since that first illness, when you were away
at the war ; she just seemed to fade slowly away,
like a flower !’

‘And—and her husband 2’ muttered Sasha
hoarsely. He could not bring himself to pro-
nounce Dostoief’s name.

‘He was not present when she died,” sobbed
Matrona; ‘bLut he came afterwards and scemed
much moved, more so than one would suppose.
He was at the funeral of course, and wept much.
But since then we see little of him—once a month
he comes to learn that all is well with the children,
and I am instructed to report to him every week,

y faced? Was Olga ill—or worsc? He

beloved had lived two months longer and seen
you—now that your innocence is proved, she’——

‘My innocence is not proved, Matrona ; I have
escaped. I am innocent, of course, but you must
say nothing to him about having seen me—not
just at present, at all events !’

Matrona crossed herself and prayed audibly in
her horror.

¢Not a word !” she protested ; ‘but you will
come and see the children sometimes ?’

¢Is the nurse to be trusted 2’

¢She is my own niece, Katia; you know her
well. She is as devoted to you and yours as I
myself !

Then Philipof paid a visit to his small nephew
and niece, as lie, being a Russian, would call these
little ones, the children of his cousinj and it
comforted him to see them and fondle them and
to pick out the likeness in tiny Olga to her dead
mother. After that he and the old nurse had a

uiet talk over the coffce—there is no coffee like
that which these old Russian nurses can brew ;
and Philipof learned that his property had Leen
lconﬁscat.ed and his lodging sealed up until his
papers had been examined by the police. As for
his money, Matrona knew nothing of it; but
, her dead mistress had left a packet for him to be
"given to him in case he ever appeared ; there was
'money in that, Matrona knew, for ¢Olyushka’
had said so ; her dear cousin might need it if he
, were released from prison some day, she said, and
,her children would he rich without that. Then
Matrona added, blushing and confused, that she
and Katia had saved a part of their wages for the
| same g)nrpose, and produced quite a respectable
, sum of money thus devotedly collected, which she
i placed in his hands, together with poor dead Olga’s
| packet.

Philipof’s heart grew very soft as the good old
nurse unfolded her tale of devotion. There were
tears in his eyes as he returned the moncey to the
two women, and kissed them both without speak-
.ing.  Katia remembered that kiss for many a day.

Afterwards he told them that he could not now

accept their gift, but promised that if he were
ever in real need of funds he would apply to
them for a loan.

Olga’s packet contained a considerable sum of
money however, no less than five hundred roubles.
There was also a photograph of herself and a few
trinkets which had belonged to her dead mother.
With these there was a long and loving letter
from Olga, in which she commended her children
to his care ; assured him of her absolute Lelief in
his innocence ; adjured him, as a solemn bequest
from a dying woman, never under any circum-
stances to quarrel with her husband ; and said a
good deal about Alexander Nefsky and the powers
of that saint to protect his special votaries when
specially called upon. Philipof read the letter
with tears and buttoned it up in his breast-pocket.
Then he took leave of the two faithful women,
promising to visit them as often as possible,
and went away to take the necessary steps for his
own safety.

He engaged a modest apartment in a by-street
in the Vassiliostrof (Basil Island), purchased
plain clothes, and set about to obtain employment,
This he eventually found, after much sceking,
in the ofice of an Euglish merchant who, being

F
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in nced of a Russian clerk, and feeling interested
in the story of Sasha—which was true as far as
he told it—engaged him at a moderate salary to
write letters in the vernacular to his agents in
the interior of the country. Sasha had found it
more convenient to seek employment among the
members of a foreign community, because there
would bLe fewer inquiries made as to passports
and such matters by an English employer—
inquiries which would be awkward indeed for
him, who did not at present possess one of those
important documents,

STRATHSPEY.

By BENJAMIN TAYLOR.

Ix all broad Scotland there is no region more
inspired with the romance of the past and more
instinet with the bLeauty of the present than that
which is collectively, but somewhat vaguely, called
Strathspey. Amongst the rivers of the country the
Spey itself is the swiltest and second longest—
the Tay alone having the superiority in length.
But not even the classic Tay can rival the great
strcam to the north of the Grampians in volume,
in forceful flow, in eventful history, and in pictur-
esque environments. Not of Spey can it be said
as of Denham’s river that it is ‘strong without
rage, without o'erflowing, full’—for, as a matter
of fact, its rage is often fierce, and ils course is
marked by a long history of inundations. Who
has not heard of the great Moray Floods, and who
does not know of Sir Thomas Dick Lauder? The
tourist in Speyside can no more keep Lauder out
of his perspective than Mr Dick could keep King
Charles the First out of his memorial. The gar-
rulous Baronet of Relugas is ubiquitous in this
region ; and, truth to say, we would get on badly
without him. In fact, the traveller from Perth
to Inverness who rejects the guidance of Sir
Thomas Dick Lauder through the Moray Floods,
the Highland legends, and the lair of the Woll
of Badenoch, must be accounted lost to the grace
of a vanishing art.

Upwards of thirteen hundred square miles of
country are drained by this romautic and volumin-
ous stream, we are told. Prodigious! But what
‘plain man’ or woman (only women are never
plain) can mentally or otherwise grasp thirteen
hundred square miles of territory? More casy,
at any rate, is it to understand the force of the
current of this river (which is said to throw more
water into the ocean than any other stream in
Great Britain) when we learn that it has its
source in the Braes of Badenoch, some twelve
hundred feet above the sea, and that it drops to
sea-level in a course of only about a hundred miles,
while constantly fed by impetuous tributaries. To
its rapid flow it owes its name—at least according
to the respectable Shaw, whose views on Dicts
and Teutons were lardly orthodox, to say the
least. The Spey, he says, ‘seemeth to have its
name from the Teutonic or DPictish word Spe
?S'pectum) because the rapidity of it raiseth much
oam.” 1[ this be not true it is at least sufficiently
¢well found’ to answer the purpose of all but the
hypereritical.

1t is a sclf-contained stream too—much less
ambitious in the matter of reputed sources than
the classic Nile or even the romantic Tay. As

the worthy but finical M‘Culloch remarks: ¢It
is one decided Spey from its very spring, receiving
numerous accessions but no rival. Its course is
almost everywhere rapid ; nor does it show any
still water till near the very sea. It is also the
wildest and most capricious of our large rivers ;
the alternations of emptiness and flood being more
complete and more sudden than those of any
other stream.

And what a history it has conveyed to the
heaving bosom of the mnorthern sea! What
tales of love and devotion, of chivalry and
treachery, of clan conflicts and of national
vicissitude ! How its now rushing, now bab-
bling waters

Tell of a time when music’s flow,
In bridal bower or birth-day hall,
Hath often changed from mirth to woe,
From joyous dance to vengeful call ;
or,
Tell of a time when from their steep,
The mournful bier oft wound its way,
And kindred scarce had time to weep,
‘When summoned to the bloody fray.

Those who would ‘recall the straths of rapid
Spey’ must travel far in time and space. The
river flows, or rather rushes, to the Moray Firth
"between the northern range of the Grampian
"chain and the Monadliadl (or gray) Mountains.
Keeping watch and ward over its course are
the gigantic peaks of the Cairngorm (or blue)
Mountains, and that course is through three
counties, which formed the ancient province of
Moravia, or Moray. In Ptolemy’s map the Spey
figures as the Tuessis, discharging into the Tuessis
Alstuarium, with a Roman town or station called
Tuessis near where mnow stands Castle Grant.
After the Romans came the kingdom of the Picts,
and then in the ninth century came the union of
Picts and Scots, followed by the ascendency of
the Scots and the re-division of Scotland into
Highland and Lowland. In the fifteenth century
the country of the Spey was divided between the
three lordships of Balvany, Badenoch, and Loch-
aber—the homes and haunts respectively of the
Grants and Gordons, the Macphersons, and the
Camerons.

Of Lochaber the memories are endless, though
it includes some of the dreariest and most barren
as well as some of the most romantic, districts of
Scotland. Ilere was killed the last wolf in
Britain in 1680, and lere was invented the
deadly axe which figures so mueh in Scottish
history. It was in Lochaber that some of the
most stirring events of the times of the Lord of
the Isles occurred; it was in Lochaber that the
last stand was made against the troops of Crom-
well ; and it was in Lochaber that the Young
Chevalier made both his entrance and his exit in
the fateful '45. And from Lochaber has re-echoed
round the world the plaintive melody, which has
"been well defined as expressive of a breaking
heart, and over which so many hearts have
throbbed to breaking :

Lochaber no more, to Lochaber no more,
We’ll maybe return to Lochaber no more !

But Lochaber is a wide term that brings us to the
shores of the Atlantic, whereas our purpose is
with the valley of the Spey.
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It is said of Badenoch— were ever bent on the river and its afluent<) In

many places the flood rose so high that when the
Th‘evll‘mrd‘g"h? M’:gpherzmr‘s 4 waters subsided hundreds of sheep were found
In th:ae]:n'dp\evizrzll{?);‘s Charlie” alive in the topmost branches of the trees.
Knew his best friend in his woe— Nothing, says Sir Thomas Dick Lauder, can
equal the sublimity of the scene on the memorable
that no district of the ITighlands, in proportion | morning in August 1829. ¢An entire river poured
to its size, has produced so many distinguished | itsell over the rugged and precipitous brow of
soldiers. Once upon a time all the hieads of all ‘the bhill of Upper Craigellachie, converting its
the branches of the Macpherson clan gave all | furrowed frontinto one vast and diversified water-
their sons to the profession of arms; and within | fall. Every object around was veiled in a sort of
living memory nearly all the farms in Badenoch ; obscurity, save where occasional glimpses of the
belonged to or were occupied by retired Macpher- | lofty Cairngorm burst forth amidst the fury of
eon soldiers who had distinguished themselves in | the tempest, and he reared his proud lead as if
the service of their country. But other times |in mockery above it” The Spey has always been
other manners; most of these farms are now in |subject to sudden ‘spates, ‘and within living
the hands of strangers. Perhaps this portion of | memory there have been inundations of appallin
Speyside is Lest known to the gencral reader in ! extent, though none, perhaps, so extensive ang
connection with the notorious ¢ Wolf of Bade- | disastrous as the great flood of 1829, which Sir
noch,’ of whom Sir Thomas Dick Lauder has told | Thomas Dick Lauder has commemorated, and of
at length. Kingussie, the capital of Badenoch, is | which we are reminded in every stage of our
well known to all travellers on the Ilighland | journey on Speyside, by oral and written {ra-
Railway as the one place of refreshment between | dition.
Perth and Inverness. Ilere the S{my is some | In entering Strathspey, we pass through Kin-
eight hundred feet above the level of the sea. | rara, now the property of the Duke of Richmond
Its source is about twenty-six miles from Kin- | and Gordon, where the ¢ witty Duchess of Gordon’
gussie, and in its course to the sea, for three cen- | frequently lived and where she lies buried, and
turies (accordiug to Skene), it formed the bound- | where Elizabeth, the last Duchess of Gordon,
ary between ‘Scotia,” or Scotland proper, and |retired from the world. Gordon Castle, however,
‘Moravia’ or the great province of Moray. is far away at the mouth of our river, and the
From Kingussie, facing northwards, we descend : vast Gordon estates, with all their romantic asso-
into the cxtensive valley intersected by the river | ciations, are now, with the old Scottish title,
Spey—a rich vale through which the stream winds [ merged in the properties of the Duke of Rich-
in beautiful curves, Now we enter the shadow of | mond, Gordon, and Lennox.
the mighty Ben Muich Dhui and of the shapely | Between Kinrara and the chief Gordon country
cone of Cairngorm, in the crevices of the |is the land of the Grants of various ilks :
summits of which the snow forms dazzling white

patches even in the hottest summer. Cutting %"l’}“:ht::l‘f (irl?tsvgfl:f‘ldcl?ﬂ‘g?cﬁ:m
through the ancient forest of Rothiemurchus, we Proud t],ell,};ﬂ:ﬁ; are ’th(ut"borc”cm,
cross the boundary-line between Badenoch and Fiddle-fa-fum,

Strathspey, and near Aviemore find the craggy

watch-hill of Craigellachie, the southern outpost Next the Grants of Rothiemurchus,
of the Grant clan, whose northern limit on the Every man bis sword and durk has,

Every man as proud’s a Turk is,

Spey, thirty miles away, bears the same name. Teodlo-decdlo-dam—

Hence the famous clun slogan, ¢Stand fast,

Craigellachie !’ 1lere we are in the very centre | as Sir Alexander Boswell sang.

of the Grampians ; and though within thirty miles i  That there is a magic in the very name ¢ Strath-

of Bracmar yet separated from it Ly mountain- | spey’ is not to be denied. It is not in the High-

masses of four thousand feet, through which is lander alome the cmotions are stirred by the

only one practicable and difficult pass. From : associations which the name awakens, although it
|

Aviemore one may ascend the Cairngorms or may be that none but a Iighlander can [ully
explore the forests of Rothiemurchus and Glen- |app1-cciate all the figurative strains of its poetry,
more, while we who seck the Land of the Reel | or can grow properly enthusiastic over the tales
press on through pine-woods to Doat of Garten, ! of the conquests of the rival clans. For nowhere
from which we view the grand stretch of Strath- lin the Ilighlands has clanship been more dis-
spey—the Dbeautiful river speeding through a | tinctively marked, and nowhere has the national
spaious valley fringed by fragrant pine-woods | music had more powerful effect, whether in the
and cencircled by the everlasting hills. martial pibroch, the lively reel, or the wailin
Seventy years ago this smiling valley was a|coronach. “Not a turn of the river, says go
desolate waste of waters, such as the sons of Noah | old Dr Longmuir, the historian of this district,
saw from the windows of the ark before the|¢not a pass in the mountain, or the name of an
waters reached the mountain tops. The greal | estate, that does not recall some wild legend of
floods of August 1829 converted the greater por- | the olden, or some thrilling event of more recent,
tion of Strathspey into an inland sca. ~ Where the | times ; not a plain that is not associated with
Nethy joins the Spey, in the romantic district of | some battle ; not a castle that has not stood its
Abernethy, the stream rose more than twenty feet | siege, or been enveloped in flames ; not a dark pool
above its normal level, aud it is said that a fifty- [ or gloomy loch that has not its tale either of guilt
%un frigate might have been sailed from Boat of | or superstition ; not a manse that has not been
allicfurth to Boat of Garten. (The nomenclature | inhabited by some miuister that eminently served
of the district, Ly the way, abounds in ¢Boats’ | his Master; or a “town” that has not been the
and ‘Bridges, as if the minds of the inhabitants | birthplace of some who have shone cither in the
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literature, the commerce, or the armies of their
country.’

It may be that the frequent stone circles and
isolated ~ ‘standing stones’ do mnot speak so
definitely of Druidical occupation as the guide-

books would have us believe ; but though we may:

find some other explanation of their origin, their
hoary masses tell us that these straths were
eopled in an age that has forgotten to leave its
iistory. That Fingal fought and Ossian sang
here who can doubt, when we know that the
revealer of the Ossianic poems to a wondering
modern world was a Speyside Macpherson !
Whether or not Ossian sang here, we are at the
birthplace of the famous Reel of Tulloch, and in
the land from which emanated the strange, wild
music known as the ¢Strathspey,” known to and
loved by thousands to whom Ossian is only a
name. Right in the midst of the strath, and
facing the Blue Mountain is Tullochgorum, be-
longing to a sept of the Clan Grant, with whom
tradition has associated the peculiar music named
after the district, The Reel of Tulloch, how-
ever, is said to have been composed by a Macgregor,
who wedded a maid of Tulloch, and had
slain a number of her clansmen who opposed the
match. The Strathspey reel, again, is said to
have been invented Ly the Cummings of Castle
Grant ; while the song of Tullochgorum (said
rather extravagantly by Burns to be the best
Scotch song Scotland ever saw) was written by
an Episcopal clergyman, the Rev. John Skinner of
Longside, Aberdecnshire, to the old tune com-
posed by the Macgregor for the Maid of Tulloch.
Since before 1890 public attention has been
frequently drawn to the falling-off in the rod-
fishing on the Spey, and as the result of an
inquiry by Mr Henry Ffennell, he condemned
the persistent manner in which the nets were
worked night and day for nine miles above the
mouth of the river, by which means he believed
the Duke of Richmond was robbing himself.
This goes on from Monday morning till midnight
on Friday. The increase of the distilleries
making the famed Glenlivet whisky is another
factor, for the distillery refuse discharged into
the river has increased a hundredfold. Salmon-
fry placed in the polluted water taken below
certain distilleries all died; in the water taken
from above they kept all right. This in not a few
cases has led to strained relations and litigation.
By passing the refuse from the distilleries into
settling ponds Dbefore its discharge into the Spey
the danger to the fishing has been much mitigated,

THE FURNACEMAN.
CHAPTER IIL

Taus it was that Geordie took up the thread of
his life again, and followed its leadings, though
in a dogged, surly manner that soon won for him
the character of being the most cross-grained man
anywhere about Castor Heath. But life was
never the same again to him, nor had his work
that same energetic swing it had had only a few
weeks before.

He was still the best puddler Jabez Drew had
in his employ, still able to gather on the end of
his ‘rabble’ heavier balls than any other man

could have lifted ; but he never again sang at
his work ; and he changed his erect bearing and
square shoulders for a heavy slouching gait,
carrying his head so low that his chin almost
touched his chest.

So the months crept on to winter, and winter
changed to spring, bringing no gleam of hope to
Geordie, but rather adding to his bitterness of
spirit.

For rumours had reached him that things were
not going well with Liz, and he regretted his
promise not to chastise Tim while she lived. He
heard that Liz was neglected and left alone for
days at a time. Nay, she had even been struck
—kicked, the rumour said—one night by Tim
when he was in liquor. But Geordie could not
bring himself to believe that.

It is, perhaps, not difficult to understand how
Tim had managed to exercise such influence over
Liz. He had put a power over her, as many a
man has done with a weak, vain, shallow, and
frivolous woman. Tim was high up in the social
ladder of Burter’s Buildings. His house of furni-
ture, and about ten pounds per annum he received
from his father’s executors, made it less necessary
for him to be in constant employment than the
majority of workmen around Castor Heath. He
always dressed too in a fashion superior to that
of the men he came in contact with, and never
failed to drink a glass of wine with mine host of
the ¢Pig and Pipe’ on every alternate Saturday
night, after he, in common with all other workers
in those parts, had received his bi-monthly wage.

Not that Tim was by any means a favourite.
In fact, but for his money, he would have been
relegated to a very obscure position in Castor
Heath society, being of a mean and villainous
type of character. The men could not stand his
fine airs and fine clothes; his long, tawny mous-
taches; the perpetual flower in his button-hole
on Sunday ; and lastly his scented pocket-hand-
kerchief ! This latter offended his companions
extremely. They did not use handkerchiefs
themselves, and abominated scents.

Naturally enough, perhaps, the clothes and
flowers, moustache and perfumes, attracted many
among the women, and none more so than Liz.
Wherefore, being fickle, inconstant, and flighty—
as the Milton Row barber had warned Geordie—
she had allowed Tim to put a power over her, and
thus ministered to her own undoing.

Having gained his end, having prevailed with
Liz and carried off the belle of Burter’s Buildings
from under the bridegroom’s eyes, Tim soon grew
tired of his prize. Coldness was followed Dby
harshness ; then came neglect, and after that ill-
treatment and blows,

Being of a mean and contemptible character,
Tim delighted to imagine that in some way he
could revenge himself on his former rival by
being cruel to Liz. He had never forgiven
Geordie for the moral victory he had obtained
over him the previous summer, and hoped his

&
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ill-treatment of Liz would drive her to complain | without givin’ it back again, aw’ the smart of it
to her old lover and thus bring on the fight e - will be l{itter to me all my life. And I’ve leen
had been balked of before. In this, however, he  blamed fora coward, but I caw’t fight. Because
was disappointed. Whoever Liz might confide | when I“IZ —and he paused as if doubtful for’a
L woes 5 ahe sty i nok g 1o Geordi 1 Yo, When Ligmarid T © prowied 14

Perhaps it was this feeling of disappointment | ;. ;0 1., it » e ©

- A g goin’ back on it.

on 'Ijmxs part which at last led to a memorable | ° Simple words these, but spoken so earnestly
conflict between the two men, and one which'and with such sorrow in their accents that thie
brought public opinion entirely round to Geordie’s , hearers instinctively felt the victory lay with
side. Geordie. They stood on one side to allow him to

and drinking his customary mug of beer, when
the door was suddenly swung heavily open aund
Tim lurched in, pretty well on in liquor, having,
in fact, reached stage number two—the quarrel-
some.

¢Ullo !” he cried, catching sight of the furnace-
man, ‘be thou here? I thought thou’d given up
drink and all such man-like ways.’

But Geordie made no answer. His mug would
be emptied and his pipe finished in a minute
or two, and then he would be off. However,

easily.

‘Got married yet?’ he asked, with a sneer.
‘Chaps,’ he added, with a laugh, ‘here’s a fellow
as wants a wife. Can’t we fit him ¢’

‘Shut up, Tim !’ said one of his friends, who
had noticed an ugly look pass over Geordie’s face
at this Lrutal speech, as he rose slowly and crossed
over to the bar to pay his score.

‘Hold yer jab, hiccuped Tim. ‘I do hear/’
he added, turning to the man he was baiting, ‘as
how you’ve sold all that pretty furniture; or
burned it, was it? Pity you didn’t send it to
Liz an’ me’

But never a word did the furnaceman utter.
His Lreath came quick and short ; his hands were
clenched deep in his trousers pockets, the veins
on his forehead seemed fit to burst, as he moved
slowly towards the door leading to the open
street, looking neither to right nor left.

Some good-natured fellow would have held
Tim back, but he pushed his way out after his
enemy. He was exasperated by his cool silence.

¢Cum, now,” he said, ‘I asked thee to fight me
wonst and thee wouldn’t. Will thee fight me
now ¥’

No answer from. the man walking with slow,
heavy tread in the middle of the road.

‘Thee won’t?’ the half-drunken fellow hic-
cuped, seizing Geordie’s arm ; ‘then take that.

A smart blow on the check sent every particle
of blood in Geordie’s system first to his heart and
then back to his head in one mighty rush. This
was too much for human endurance.

‘A fight! a fight!’ was cried on all sides.
Several men went to back Tim, though far the
greater number stood by Geordie. He had torn
off his coat and waistcoat in a flash and thrown
them on the ground.

Suddenly lie stopped, as he was rolling up the
right sleeve of his shirt. Like oil on troubled
waters came the memory of his promise to Liz.
The sleeve was slowly unrolled again, the coat
and waistcoat picked up and thrown over his arm.
Then he turned to the men around him, who
stood silent with astonishment.

‘Lads he said, ‘I’ve taken a Dblow to-day

He was sitting one evening, in early spring, in |
the bar-parlour of the ¢Pig and Pipe, smoking

pass on his way up the road, still with the coat
and waistcoat over his arm. It certainly wasa
pity such a dirty, miserable chap as Tim should
not have had a little of the conceit knocked out of
him, but——

¢ Put Tim in horse-poud,’ a voice cried out, and
the suggestion was immediately taken up with a
laugh. Now, the horse-pond was opposite the
door of the ‘Pig and Pipe,” and its contents were
composed of two-thirds mud and one-third stag-
nant and foul water.

Tim was forthwith seized, his friends being too
few to protect him, and dragged to the edge of

Tim had no intention of letting him escape so | the pond. Two men laid hold of his wrists, two
- his feet, and he was swung from side to side a

few times, face downwards; then, with a ‘one,
two, three, and away,’ he was shot out into mid-
air, and fell with a monstrous flop, in spread-
eagle fashion, right in the centre of the pond.

He emerged, covered with mud and slime,
sobered by the cold water, and furious at the
laughs and jeers of the crowd on the bank. Ile
spat the foul water from his mouth, and waded
to the side, stirring up the stinking mud at the
bottom of the pond, while the men above him
almost tumbled down with merriment at the
success of their joke.

¢Want some scent, Tim ?’ one asked.

¢Give him a hankcher,’ shouted a second.

‘El, Tim, those fine clothes of yours look
wet.

The poor draggled wretch struggled up the
bank, green mud hanging from shoulders, head,
and arms, his legs swathed, from thigh down-
wards, in oily-looking mud. But his troubles
were not yet over.

“Seem to be in want o’ a wash, Tim,’ some
one cried. ‘Come, chaps, and put him under
pump.’

So Tim was carried, resisting as well as he
could, to the trough, standing in the stable-yard
of the ¢ Pig and Pipe,’ plunged in, and vigorously
pumped upon. Thus, at any rate, he Dbecame
clean again, but was still not yet out of the
wood, or, perhaps one ought to say, out of the
water.

The joke was too good to be curtailed. Such
an opportunity might never occur again. The
men were like schoolboys in mischief. To have
such a fine gentleman as Tim Snacker entirely
in their hands, to maul and muck at their own
sweet will, was the best bit of fun of the season.
Their loud laugliter eclioed and re-echoed around
the yard. Those who were not near enough to
manipulate the pump-handle, or assist in holding
Tim down, stoo& around on tiptoe trying to get
occasional peeps at him.

And it was these, when the victim was at last
allowed to scramble out of the trough, dazed and
confused with his most unusual experiences, who

&,
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hurried him out of the yard and into the open
road.

*Roll him in the dust, lads, and dry him a bit,
they cried.

So Tim was rolled over and over in the thick,
black, powdery dust, till, after being mnearly
choked with mud and drowned with water, le
was now in some danger of suffocation. Indeed,
it is quite possible matters might have gone too
far and Tim have met with serious injuries had not
a horse and trap, driven rapidly along the road,
caused the crowd to divert, and thus gave him an
opportunity to make a rush for liberty.

He ran as man surely never ran before or
since, hotly pursued Ly the rough-haired terrier,
who sprang up at him, and tore out a great piece
from his hinder garments. My faith ! what a
glorious time this had been to the rough-haired
terricr. How he had yap-yap-yapped till he
almost cracked his throat, rushing here and there
in all directions, getting in the way of the men,
tumbling in the trough, blinding himeelf with
dust, till he put the final touch to the ruin of
Tim’s trousers Ly tearing off a piece from their
very centre.

But as Tim ran, one thought, and one only,
filled his mind. He would make Liz pay for
this second defeat; he would take a dire ven-
geance for the ill-treatment he had received.

¢Curse lier,” he muttered, when he was at a safe
distance ; ‘and curse you,’ he cried, turning round
to face the crowd, while he shook his fist at them,
only to immediately resume his running, as one
or two men made a motion as if to give chase,
¢ Ay, laugh away,” he sneered, as a derisive shout
came up the road, ‘laugh away. Liz will have
marks on her back to show for this to-morrow.’

Poor Geordie! If he could have forescen the
result of his forbearance that evening, would he
not have bLroken ten thousand promises rather
than add anything to the sufferings Liz was
already enduring ?

During all these months he had never once
seen Liz. He had been at Burter’s Buildings
two or three times, but Liz was never there
now, and Tim’s house was away at the other side
of Castor IIeath, so that there was little chance
of their meeting. But at length le came across
her, and in this wise,

He was walking on the heath one evening
towards sunset, and had unconsciously taken the
path Le lLad followed on his first visit to Tiw,
when, on approaching a stile leading over a stone
wall, he noticed the figure of a woman standing
against it. The light was too dim to enable him
to see anything of her features or form, so that
he was almost within a couple of yards of her
before he recognised—Liz !

Ie stopped and stood by ler as still as a statue.
He could not get over the stile unless she moved,
and his dogged nature refused to allow him to
turn back. So he gazed with stony face over the
heath and away from Liz, while his heart beat
like a steam-hammer.

‘I saw yer comin’, Geordie,” and at the sound
of her voice, changed, alas! from the time he
heard it last, the strong furnaceman trembled,
‘and stayed, for I wanted to speak to yer.”

Poor Liz. If she had sinned she had truly
sorrowed. Dark lines of gricf were hencath her
eyes, and on her brow and cheeks were other

markings not of griefs making. Her eyes had
lost that starry brightness Geordie knew so well.
Her sprightly figure was bowed with the weight
of her bLreaking heart.

‘I wronged yer, Geordie; wronged yer sore,’
Liz pleaded ; ¢an’ I want to ask yer forgiveness.

But Geordie’s lips uttered no sound.  He held
himself as stifly and as doggedly as before.

¢Father an’ mother have cast me off, Geordie,’
the sad voice continued, ‘an’ I don’t blame them.
But I should like to have forgiveness from you.’

No answer, unless the clenched hands laid on
top of the stone wall with knotted veins on their
backs were an answer. The stony face still
looked away across the heath, though the heart
beneath it was beating more wildly than ever.

‘I know I shan’t live through it, Geordie, an’
it ud comfort me as I lie dyin’ to think I’d had
just one kind word from you.’

Go on, Liz. Try once again. The big heart
is almost melted now. One more effort and the
hands upon the wall will unclench, the strong
arms fold round you and take you and your
shame into their embrace. Forgiveness is yours
with one more eflort.

But that eflfort was not made. Liz did not
plead a fourth time. She turned and gazed at
the figure of the man standing by her, and saw in
it nothing but unrelenting justice, untempered
with the slightest drop of mercy. What could
she know of the tremendous battle going on
beneath Geordie’s waisteoat ?

So, with a heavy, heavy sigh, she lifted her
weary limbs over the stile and dragged them to
what was called her home.

A week later word was brought to the furnace-
man one morning that Liz was very ill, and on
the evening of the next day he licard that she
was dead ; died in child-birth he was told, though
most people said from ill-treatment mainly,

At first Geordie would mnot believe the news.
ITe was shocked, too, that it should come so soon
after his meeting with Liz. e had reproached
himself bitterly for his hard-hearted pride and
obstinacy in not speaking to lLer that night ; and
now came tidings of her death.

Finding that the tidings were true and that
she was indeed dead, all his old desire to take
vengeance on Tim returned. Ile was freed from
his promise now ; free to show all the world that
he was no coward. Ifree to punish Tim for every
wrong, every insult, every unkindness, every act
of cruelty he had inflicted upon the woman he
ought to have loved and protected.

To-morrow lLe would go and have it out with
him ; and this time nothing should save him,
nothing intervene. And with a heart full of
thoughts of vengeance he went to rest.

He set off immediately after breakfast for the
stone house on the other side of Castor Heath.
He did not invite any one to accompany him this
time, but started alone, his brows contracted and
lips pressed firmly together, determined that the
punishment Tim was to receive should be full
and complete.  Ife would not smash lim or
break any bones, but wounld certainly not stop
much short of that.

During the night the wind had risen higher and
higher, until by nine o'clock an awful hurricane
was blowing, a hurricane remembered for many

, along day on the coasts of Brituin, and regarded
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as more than a nine days’ wonder even at such an
inland place as Blacktown.

The howling wind tearing across the heath, blow-
ing now in this direction and now in that, seemed

a fitting companion to the solitary being walking

along towards the north-west extremity of the
storm-swept area. Geordie found a keen enjoy-

ment in resisting its force. Now it would blow '

direct in front of him, and he had to lean forward
and bend his knees if he wished to keep his feet
at all ; then a great Llast would strike him in the
back and he would run Dbefore it, for thus he
would reach the stone cottage sooner. Or else,
at other times, all around him would be a com-
parative calm, while over his head he could hear
the wind roaring as though wild Dbulls were
fighting in the sky; a moment later and it seemed
as if the bulls had fallen in one mass on his
head, as the terrific wind descended vertically
and almost crushed him to the earth.

Now fighting his way onward —with the rongh-
haired terrier, looking like an animated ball of
ru%ged worsted, trotting at his heels—now running
before the storm, or again pausing to take lreath
during a temporary lull, lie struggled on and in

time reached Tim’s house, only to find it closed, '

locked, and empty.

‘He’s soon put ler out of his sight,” Geordie
muttered, as he turned away and set off in the
direction of the works where Tim was employed,
hoping to find him there ; ‘soon got rid of her,’
and he reckoned that as another count in his
indictment against Tim.

To do the latter justice, however, he had not
been in any unseemly haste over the burial of
Liz. Her death bad occurred three days before
Geordie had even heard that she was ill, so that
Tim could not be accused of undue haste, though,
no doubt, he had had no great desire to delay
matters. Geordie, however, did not know this,
and Tim’s apparent callousness added fresh fuel
to the fires of his anger.

THE CYCLE AND TIIE TRADE OF TIE
MIDLAXNDS.

THE yearly increasing popularity of cyeling and
the enormous sums of public money which, within
the last eighteen months, have been invested in
the cycle trade, are circumstances of interest and
importance in themselves, and as such have
naturally drawn wide attention to the industry
—its origin, development, present position, and
probable future.

It was in the Midland counties of England
where the trade first settled, and there it is
centred to-day, though the making of cycles is Ly
no means confined now to that busy hive of
industrial activity of which Birmingham is the
metropolis, Cycle-manufacture has had a very
great influence on the prosperity of the district,
and more particularly on Coventry, where it has
really metamorphosed many local characteristics
and changed the life of the people. The transfor-
mation is the greater there, because cycle-huilding
engages a larger proportion of the population
than it does at either Birmingham, Wolver-
hampton, or Nottingham, or indeed any other

!town; and, moreover, Coventry being smaller
than either Birmingham, Wolverhampton, or
Nottingham, it is casier {o gauge the alterations

i that have come with the trade—the benefits and

| possible drawbacks.

That the industry found its earliest lodgment
where it did was, in one way, the purest accident.
+ A sewing-machine traveller was in Paris in 1867,
and found the wooden ¢ bone-shaker?’ heing ridden,
and he was offered an order for a large number of
| machines of similar build if he could get them
Imade in England. IIe sent to his firm at

Coventry, where sewing-machines had lately been
" constructed as a means of finding employment
for citizens almost ruined by the French treaty
of 1860. The bicycle was made, and, what was
more, improved. It may be said to have come
out of the sewing-machine, and the sewing-machine
out of the watch—that is, the local watchmakers
were found to be particularly adapted for the
making of the other machine, and, in turn, for
the present popular means of travel. But while
the cycle was for a long time exclusively made
at Cuventry, so soon as steel was used in the
construction, and iron felloes for the wheels,
other places in the Midlands were hound to play

a part in the making. None of the components —

a word of quite modern use in relation to this
trade—were produced at the place where the

, ecomplete machine was turned out. Coventry not

tonly improved but built the bicyele; yet the

_tubing was made at Sheflicld, Birmingham,

| Wolverhampton, and in Sweden. Saddles, bells,
spokes, bags, and what not, were manuflactured

clsewhere, aud the wood then used for tyres
often came from distant lands. The Midlands
outside Coventry got the bulk of this trade,
cand still retain it ; though lately several of the
component industrics have heen planted in what
is sometimes called ¢ Cyclopolis.’

Wolverbampton took up cycle-making at a
comparatively carly date-—the name of the late
Mr Daniel Rudge being the best known there
—and Mr Thomas ITumber, still living, planted
a business at Beeston. DBut Mr Rudge, or at
any rate his business, was soon transferred to
Coventry. Birmingham also founded a trade, and
cycle-making shops sprang up at the same time in
many other parts of England too.  Still the fact
remains that the Midland counties can lay claim—
and no doubt the claim is indisputable——to doing
the bulk of the business; and the Birmingham
market has six times the {ransactions in cycle-
shares of all the other stock exchanges put
together.

I we leave out the Midlands capital and
the Black Country capital, it is the fact that the
cyele trade has introduced many new eclements
into the towns whither it has gone. In the first
place, it has carned much additional wealth ; but
this chiefly in later ycars, for in the early days
immense sums of money were lost in vain enden-
vours to found businesses. Still, the employés
benefited when employers were ruined, or nearly
so. But it must not be supposed that all the
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people who embarked money in cycles became
financial wrecks. Very far from that has been
the case. There are not a few men who went
from distant homes to start in this trade as
mechanics or gencral managers who are to-day
very wealthy ; the former have done best. Indeed,
it is one of the striking features of the industry—
and this should be an encouragement to working
men—that until very recently the profits have
gone almost entirely into the pockets of those who
themselves worked at the bench with turned-up
shirt-sleeves and in aprons. Industrious and
clever artisans found persons with money ready
to combine with them in the establishment and
maintenance of cycle-works.

The standard of wealth has been everywhere
raised in the last quarter of a century. Time
was when men with £10,000 or £15,000 saved
were content to either retire from business
altogether or at any rate give up the active pur-
suit to others; but so large have been many of
the fortunes made in commerecial life of late years,
that people have not been content to leave off
work until in possession of an amount of wealth
which was beyond the dreams of their fathers.
The cycle trade has produced its capitalists who,
so far as money is able to do it, put into the
shade many men hitherto deemed well-off. When
one hears of a manufacturer building and furnish-
ing a mansion at a cost of £80,000, of another
selling his factory and goodwill for over half-a-
million of money, and of scores of others also in
opulence, little wonder that ordinary fortunes
seem puny in comparison and their possessors
of little account in the social scale.

We have shown that people having no original
or mnecessary conmection with the making of
vehicles have had a share of the earnings from
cycle - making. To thousands of them it has
been a good share in the sense that they have
earned better wages in this way than they were
likely to earn in other callings. For the most
part these machinists, as they are called, were
not skilled workmen when they entered on the
business. Often as not they have done some work
in an iron-foundry, ov they have gone into the
towns from the agricultural districts. They at
once make fourpence-halfpenny per hour, and
very soon rise to sixpence and sevenpence. The
skilled men in the recent ¢ boom’ times got week
by week from fifty shillings to four pounds; and
when they were piece-hands, with others under
them, it was not at all uncommon for a cycle-
builder to earn five and six pounds. A boy of
tender years, who has just passed the necessary
standard in an elementary school, starts work
at ten shillings, and by eighteen years of age
he will be getting his twenty-five to thirty shil-
lings weekly. So the workers have been helped
considerably, and the wise among them are per-
manently better off.

Girls and young ladies have gone very largely
into the cycle trade. The rougher work is that
of packing and painting, the lighter is of a clerical
character. The daily correspondence in all cycle-
factories is very great and almost invariably the
letters are typewritten. The wages paid to
shorthand clerks and typists are considered good
—from twenty to thirty shillings, while some

oung ladies in responsible positions earn more.
The hours of business are about seven and a half

per day, and half-a-day off on Saturday, with the
usual, or more than the usual, holidays.

Where, as at Coventry, Redditeh, and Long
Eaton, the cycle people form a large proportion
of the total population, the general tiade of these
places has immensely benefited by the coming of
the cycle, and by the increased popularity of
the pastime belonging to it. The industry
has bLeen the commercial salvation of Coventry ;
the population steadily increases, and since the
last census it has added one thousand persons
each year. The building trade has long been
brisk, and Dbricklayers, carpenters, plumbers,
paperhangers, &c., have had the advantage of an
increase in wages. All departments of local life
have been put under pressure. In Birmingham,
too, many large new factories are erected solely
for this trade. The Dbrokers’ offices were for
months almost entirely employed in cycle-share
transactions.  The tube-makers of the Black
Country do well. The whole of the industrial
Midlands has, indeed, found increased wealth by
the expansion of the cycle trade.

Nothing has hitherto been said about cycling
itself —the use of the machine which some one
lias alleged the prophet Isaiah must have had a
vision of when le saw one wheel with one cherub,
and another wheel with another cherub—Dbecause
the recreation belongs to everywhere now. But,
perhaps, there is more riding in the Midlands
than elsewhere ; people there are so much brought
into contact with the machine, and the highways
have always been kept up to a high standard of
efficiency.  An official police report once made
to the HHome Office declared that ‘evervbody in
Coventry rides) and really it would seem that
more do so there than elsewhere. The usefulness
of the cycle is now beyond dispute. It was of
service in the Transvaal ¢ revolution,” and it goes
to hounds and weddings in the Midlands. Not
unfrequently it beats the trains in speed. Some-
times accidents are caused by it, but these are
incidental to all means of locomotion.

The cycle trade, with its £30,000,000 of capital
invested, and its employment of 40,000 hands,
has thus done a good deal. Wealth has leen
made in piles, and all classes engaged in the
work are, or might Dbe, considerably better off
in consequence. The cycle-worker is of a type
distinet from the native in several of the places
he has invaded ; he often lacks desirable charae-
teristies which belong to the men of the older
crafts, and many of the principals lack the re-
finements of the London and Liverpool com-
mercial potentates. But we must make the best
of the world as we find it, and maybe presently,
as cycle-making becomes more of a settled and
less of a spasmodic occupation than it has been,
the race \\'lhich carries on this immense trade will
have other tastes and a larger sense of citizen-
ship.  We can never forget that, after all, they
have done a great work. Ile is a benefactor who
makes two Dblades of grass to grow where only
one grew before : then, too, must they be good
genjuses who plant and carry out an industry
that employs many thousands of people and
causes wealth to be distributed in millions of
pounds yearly. They have given the world a
il‘éw pastime and the country districts fresh
ife.

In Chambers's Journal, as long ago as 1882, we
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find the following: ¢ With such a machine as
the electric tricycle, we can foresee the day
when the old Red Lion and the Blue Boar,
deserted these last forty years, will again De-
come gay and busy.” The bicycle has done that
now, at least in the Midlands, and the electric
car, motor-car, and motor-cycle promise to carry
still more interest to the rural districts by en-
abling people to live out of the din and smoke
of the factory.

A CARINTHIAN TRAGEDY.
By the BAroNEss VON GILSA.

¢ BROTHER JOHN !’ said the Abbot, ‘I am grieved,
sorely grieved, to hear this of thee. I hoped my
oft-repeated admonitions would have borne better
fruit.’

The person to whom he spoke was a man of
forbidding aspect, whose cunning eyes, peering
from under their shaggy brows, glanced restlessly
from face to face of those around him, secking
some escape from conviction, but manifesting no
sign of penitence.

¢I would fain admonish thee once more in
private, my son,’ pursued the AblLot gently, ‘and
bid thee by daily prayer and penance to wrestle
with the evil spirit that leadeth thee astray—Dbut
alas ! thou hast transgressed so often !’

¢It is a grievous fault, father !’ put in the sub-
prior, an energetic young monk with stern, com-
pressed lips, who stood scanning with keen eyes
the face of the culprit ; “moreover, the transgres-
sion hath Leen an open one, and cannot be
atoned by private penance; it is known to many
of the community, and there are young brethren
among us’

beyond all doubt ; and yet it grieves me sorely.
We must lay it before the Chapter to-morrow.’

The culprit was led out in sullen silence, the
snb-prior bringing up the rear, after receiving the
directions of his superior for the formal trial on
the following day.

¢ A severe punishment and public rebuke may
lead him back into the right path at last) mur-
mured the Abbot to himsclf as he paced slowly
up and down. ‘I would it were possible to cure
sin by gentle means. Woe is me that I must
wield the stern arm of justice !’

The cloud was still heavy on the old man’s
brow as he climbed a long stone staircase which
led to a large bright room, the scriptorium of the
monastery. It was usually filled with busy
transcribers, for the library had been celebrated
for generations; mnow, however, it had but one
occupant ; an elderly man, clad in the brown
robe of the order, sat at a table drawn close to one
of the windows; his head was bent over the
vellum on which with slow and careful hand he
was transcribing a precious manusceript, and so
absorbed was he in his task that he never noticed

¢True !’ said the Abbot sadly. ‘I must think'
of my duty to others, and the matter is clear,

the Abbot’s entrance till the latter sat down beside
him.

‘I have been sorely troubled, Brother Anthony,’
said the superior. ¢John the cook has been found
at his old practices, scen by several of the brethren,
and brought to me for public censure.’

The scribe looked up at the sad face beside
him.

‘That man mistook his vocation when he
joined us ; there will be neither peace nor order
among us while he remains. It is well perbaps
that he has broken the rule openly and must be
judged Ly the Chapter.’

‘Perhaps,” rejoined the other thoughtfully ;
‘we must not question the leadings of Providence.
Yet I would it had not fallen to me to pronounce
sentence on an erring brother !’

‘My work is done for to-day, said the scribe,
after a short pause. Wiping and replacing his
pen with solemn care, he turned back a page or
two till he came to his last initial letter, and laid
it before his friend as if to divert his thoughts to
a more pleasant subject. It was a gem of mi~sal-
painting, and represented iu its small compass a
bird sitting on its nest among tall rushes, the
little head turned sharply to one side, and the
watchful eyes directed towards a corner where a
child’s hand was parting the reeds, aud two little
flaxen heads were pressed close together gazing at
the creature ; there was a stretch of calm water
beyound, and a low range of green hills sloped
gently from the farther bank. The Abbot
uttered an exclamation of delighted surprise.

¢ How well I remember that evening !’ he cried.
¢ It was you who discovered the nest and brought
me to look at it on our way home.’

‘And you who saved me from slipping into
the water in my heedlessness,’ said the scribe ;
¢ yours was ever the guiding hand.

‘I remember too, continued the Abbot, ¢how
your good father chid us for staying out so late,
and meant to chastise us; but the Miller’s
Andreas came running in with the news that the
fever had left his little sister, and the good man
I'put up the rod, saying there should bLe no tears
| shed on the day on which God had restored a
I neighbour’s child to life.  Many a long year has

passed, Brother Anthony, since then, since thou
and I looked at that nest by the stream.

| ‘Five and forty years, sighed the other, ¢and
vall are gone now save you and I, who have Leen
friends and brothers through all’

‘Friends till death, said the Abbot, and the
two old men joined hands and sat in silence for
a while.

¢The world was brighter then than it has ever
been since,” he said presently, as if thinking aloud.

‘But not so Lright as it will be,’ said Anthony,
gazing through the western window. The gables
and walls of the old town were dark, and a dim
veil was creeping up the slopes and hollows on
the hillsides ; but the rocky peaks of the Dob-
ratseh stood out sharp and clear against the sky,
flushed with the sunset glory which melted
softly away through shades of paling gold till it
met the gray shadowy twilight.

It shall come to pass that at evening time it
shall be light, said the Abbot.

Just then the bell rang in the refectory, and
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hand in hand the two old men went down the
stairs,

‘The pottage methinks has a bitter taste this
evening,’ said the Abbot, pushing away his un-
finished meal, and leaning back wearily in his
chair.

No one else seemed to find fault with the fare,
but the ever-watchful sub-prior motioned to one
of the novices to remove the dish in front of the
superior, and whispered to him to place it care-
fully in his cell. Later, it was remembered that
the Abbot sat, absorbed and careworn, resting
his head on his hand, and that at evensong his
voice faltered strangely, and his face was deadly
pule.  But all knew that he was sad at heart on
account of the scandal in the monastery, and none
gave heed to these symptoms, till at dead of night
the whole community was aroused by the tidings
that their superior had been seized with mortal
pain, and every moment threatened to be his last.
Dark suspicions were hinted against the culprit,
who had been allowed to complete Lis labours in
the kitchen that night before being removed to
the cell where le was to await the morrow’s
trial.

groups listening for fresh reports from the sick- | Kevenhiillers.
Towards morning suspicion swelled to town of Villach, walking with the bLrisk step that

roomni.

carried into execution. Then, in slow and sulemn
procession, they passed from the chapter-house.
One loud, wild cry rang through the corridors,
and the pale monks crossed themselves, repeating,
¢ Libera nos a malo.’

That evening the bell of St Blasius tolled long
and loud, and a funeral mass was chanted in the
lighted chapel. And then all was still. But the
sentinels on the walls of the distant town noticed
one lamp burning till dawn again brightened
over the world. It was in the Abbot’s chamber,
where two gray-haired men prayed fervently for
merey to a parting soul.

It was a glorious summer morning in the year
of grace 1852. A faint mist partially veiled the
summit of the Dobratsch, hiding tenderly the
rifts and scars in its abrupt sides ; the peaks of
the great Alps rose a snowy line against the deep
blue sky. DBirds sang in the woods, and swallows
darted merrily across the clear still waters of the
lake and round the old mud castle on its northern
bank. The sun gleamed on the cross which
crowned the tall tower of the church, and stole
in through the high windows, lighting up the

The corridors were thronged by agitated ; gilded altars and the huge tombs of departed

Two young gentlemen left the

certainty ; a dog which had eaten the remainder | characterises the Driton all the world over, and
of the Abbot’s supper lay dead in his kennel  makes foreigners declare that the sons of Albion

with unmistakable sigus of mortal poison ; the
lay-brother who stoud sentinel at the door of
Brother Johw's cell had noticed a gleam of
unchristian joy on his evil countenance when
he heard of the Abbot's sickness. Another day
found the sufferer weak and sorely spent, yet
seeming likely to struggle back to lille. The
mecting of the Chapter, delayed by this untoward
event, now assumed larger dimensions.  The
Bishop of Villach and the heads of all neigh-
bouring monasteries were summoned to attend
the solemn ceremony. It was no longer a ques-
tion of convent discipline, but a matter of life
and death.

The trial was a short one; many an evil deed
and word were remembered against the accused,
and not one voice bore testimony in his favour.
IIe stood before them, stubborn, stolid, the per-
sonification of dogged impenitence, never even
attempting to coutradict his accusers. The case,
bad as it was, was simple enough, the sentence
unanimous : ‘Let the culprit be walled-up forth-
with in the deepest vault of the monastery, and

let the record of his crime be buried with him.’ !

At that awful moment one of the monks rose
from his seat.
weary with long watching by the bed of his
friend.
feet were still trembling oun the brink of the

make even reereation a matter of business. They
were going to explore the ruins of the great
Abbey of St Blasius, and, by a détour to reach
the little town of Velden in time to cateh the
steamer which was to take them down the lake.

¢ That was a gruesome story the landlord told
us last night,’ said the younger one. ¢One reads
of such things, but never expects to find traces of
them in real life.  Only fancy, he went on, as
they paused amid heaps of dust and rubbish,
where here and there a fragment of carved stone
showed that something Dbetter than a common
dwelling-liouse had once stood there, ‘perhaps
Jjust under our feet a human being was walled up
in this little hole, and left to die by inches while
his murderers feasted above him !’

‘I wonder what his crime was?’ said the
other.

‘Crime?  Perhaps he knew too many secrets,
and they put him out of the way. Perhaps he
was a Reformer, and they feared his eloquence.
Perhaps’

¢ Perhaps he was a great rascal, and deserved
lis fate, horrible as it was, interrupted his friend.
¢ Why arve you always so hard on those monks of

It was Brother Anthony, pale and | old ¢’

¢ And why are you always so ready to speak up

In the name of the good Abbot, whose  for them 77 was the retort.

¢ When I remember the books these old fellows

unkuown world, he pleaded for a more lenient saved for us in the dark ages I feel sure that

sentence, for one more chance of penitence.  The
criminal’s face changed, and his eyes glanced
cagerly towards the speaker. But the Bishop, in
measured tones, replied : ¢ This has been the sin
of the parricide ; he must share the parricide’s
doom,” and every voice but one murmured its
assent. A sheet of parchment lay on the table,
on which a scribe had written in Latin the

i

there were more than ten righteous men in the
city, let others say what they will?

A party of uwoisy urchins were playing at a
short distance umong the ruins ; one heap, larger
than the others, was an jmaginary castle, which
they were besieging and defending by turus,
Two sunburnt, ragged boys drew near to the
speaker, each shyly nudging the other and trying

minutes of the trial; to this the judges affixed  to push him forward as spokesman.

their signatures, and left it to Le laid at the feet

‘What do you want, my little fellow ?’ he

of the wretched man when the sentence was  asked good-naturedly.
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‘Please, sir, have you a knife? Will you
cut this for me{’ said the bigger of the two,
holding out a large discoloured flap of something
which looked like neither rag nor paper. The
young man took out his knife, but he had no
sooner touched the thing than he uttered an
exclamation of surprise, and examined it care-
fully.

*Where did you find this, my boy ¥’

¢Down there, sir, in the rubbish. It was
blowing about, and Franz caught it and said it
would make a famous flag if we tore a hole in one
corner to put the string through, but none of us
could tear it, though we tried very hard.

The traveller put his knife in his pocket, and
took out his purse instead. ¢ Look here, boys,’ he
said, dropping some zwanzigers into the hard
brown palm, ‘go and buy yourselves a real flag,
and leave this with me.’

The urchins rushed off in wild delight.

¢What treasure have you picked up?’ asked
his friend.

¢ A message from the dead,” was the reply ; ‘let
us sit down in a quiet place, and make it out
carefully.’

The little steamer started that morning without
the travellers, who sat for liours on a stone beneh
deciphering the faded characters on the large
yellow parchment. This was what they read :

‘In the year of our Lord 1498, Gishert of
Hohenembs being Bishop of Villach, and Scbal-
dus Abbot of the Monastery of St Blasius,
Brother John, cook in the said monastery, being

, Which might well be labelled as Deing ¢made in

I

considered the favourite pastime of all those who
live on the coasts of the Pacitic; and amongst
the expert anglers of New South Wales at all
events Jadies are happily admitted.

Muny of the fish caught in Australian waters
bear considerable resemblance to those with which
home fish-caters are familiar. The early scttler
when le caught a fish called it after that
which he considered it most closely resembled.
Alas! many of them, beyond the appearance,
have bui little of the flavour of the home article.
The salmon of Luwrope has a representative in
Australia, masquerading under his appearance and
even adopting his name. But what a diflerence
—quantum  mubalus b ello! The Australian
article is flabby and insipid. Ie is a sorry
pretender to the throne ol the king of river-
fishes.  The trout or sea-trout is al-o an imitation

Germany.”  The cod and rock-cod ave good ecating,
but not equal to the originals. The mackerel is
but a mackerel in name.  As for herrings, we
are told that immense shoals of these fish visit
our cousts annually, but so far no means have
been adopted to take them in.

The balanee, however, does not lie wholly against
us, There is a fish known as the Murray cod |
very similar in appearance, and with very much

cof the flavour and the flakiness of its northern

summoned before the Chapter to answer to re-

peated and scandalous bLreaches of discipline, did,
the night before his trial, mix
pottage of the reverend father who now lieth at
the point of death, in grievous budily torment.
The murderer, being tried in solemn conclave by
the Bishop of Villach and the heads of seven
adjacent monasteries, was by them condemned to
be walled-up alive in the right-hand corner of

)])oison with the

the great western dungeon, a copy of the sentence, |

signed by all the judges, being Placc(l at his fect.
Which just and righteous judgment was duly
exccuted on the night of the 14th November
AD. 1498’

FISH AND FISHING IN AUSTRALIA.

THosE who enjoy a fish-breakfast in the old
country, and those who esteem fish mostly for
‘the calching’ they afford, can have little con-
ception of the quantities of fish that abound round
the Australian  coasts.

,of the daintiext ol Australian fishy and a yeneral

We must admit that and, perhaps, those most easily caught, are
neither salmon nor trout lishing exists anywhere  mullets.

congener.  Deing a native of the Autipodes, it is
bound to bLe a little irregular—outré would be a
better word.  The irregularity of the Murray cod
is that it is absolutely a fresh-water fish, while
the cod at home is found only in the sea. 1t !
1eaches a large size—say ten or twelve pounds—
and iy found plentifully in many of the large
rivers of the southern colonies, among the in-
habitants of which it is very highly esteemed.
The whiting is well represented along the
cousts, where 1t delights to poke aliout the sandy
shores just outside the long line of Lreakers. It
can be caught with a line having an appropriate
hook and bait thrown from the shore. It attains
a size o shade larger than the whiting of Turope,
but very much resembles it in appearance and in
flesh.  1f mot the real whiting, its Australian
namesake is certainly a good imitation.  The gar-
fish—commonly called ¢guard-fish’—is similar to,
il not the same as ‘the mackerel guide” of Dritish
waters, and is a peeuliar fish with a long pro-
truding under-jaw, It wanders in shoals, and
can only be taken by special nets. It is one

favourite for breakfast.
The most common of all the Australian fish,

In flesh and appearance these fish seem |

in Greater Britain; neither does any cquivalent to be exactly the same as those found in home

to the sport with rod and line offer itself to  waters.
The fish in Australia ave of a different | seem to e constantly in season.
Notwith- staple food of
standing the immense number of sharks that food to which our population can return when
Every | other fish have gone ‘oft!?
creek, bay, river, lnke, and lagoon scems actually to the allurements of rod and line, but are
to be alive with fish, which, although differing | caught in vast quantities with nets in our lakes
much from those species with which the good "and tidal waters.
people at home are familiar, afford splendid sport | is an all-vound fish, although perhaps a little too
The | rich for most palates unless cooked in a par-
national sport of Australia, like the national sport ticular way.
of England, is undoubtedly cricket, and after that | are bream and black-fish.
Still fishing has some claim to be | by net, and vast quantities are seut daily to the

Piscator.

order. The sport is of another cast.

must be fed, the open sea teems with fish,

anl excellent cating at its couclusion.

again—cricket.

In habit they are similar. Ilere they

They are the
the fish-eating inhabitants—a

They never answer
The mullet, as we have said,

Next to the mullet in quantity
These are also taken
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metropolis of "each colony. They generally in-
habit the same lakes and are caught in the same
nets as the mullet. The bLream—generally pro-
nounced ¢brim’—though having much the ap-
pearance of the British sea-bream, Lelongs to a
distinet family. The Australian variety grows up
to three pounds or even five pounds weight, but
fish that are not quite so heavy are generally
more highly appreciated. The species called
silver bream is that which is most esteemed.

The king of Australian fishes is undoubtedly
the schnapper. We speak not now of the trum-
peter of Tasmania nor of the blue cod of New
Zealand, about which the inhabitants of these
colonies are mnot unnaturally proud. Judging
by his shape, the schnapper is an ugly fish.
His colour is good, but his proportions are not
fair, as hie lies on the slab of the fishmonger.
your first introduction to a ten-pound schnapper
on the end of your line he strikes you as an
interesting acquaintance of whom you would like
to know more. On your subsequent intimacy at
table you forget much of his unsightliness. He
is, however, gibbous and unsymmetrical, having a
strange lump on his head, which gives him a
startled appearance. This fish is always caught
with rod and line, aud the mauner of his taking
is Peculiar.

The home of the schnapper is in the deep sea,
generally a considerable distance from the shore
and in the immediate neighbourhood of a shelv-
ing reef. Good sclma})per-ﬁshing may, however,

be had from the rocks of the mainland or an |

island.  Every holiday in Sydney there are hun-
dreds who go forth to fish for schinapper. Tor
this purpose it is usnal to club funds and charter
a small steamer.
lessened, while the party is made more enjoyable.
The bait is usually the flesh of mullet or other
fish cut up. When the boat has arrived at the
fishing-ground selected, steam is shut ofl, and the
vessel allowed to drift with the tide or wind.
Then the hooks are baited, and the lines cast
forth, the fishers occupying the side opposite
to the drift of the vessel. When the conditions
are favourable, a large harvest is usually the
result, as schnapper bite very freely. There are
two or three hooks on each line, and it is no un-
common sight to see every line coming in with
each hook holding a schnapper. This is real
fun; and may last any time from ten minutes
to two or three hours. When the school of fish
has passed, the steamer will generally shift to
other quarters. When two holidays come together,
schnapper-parties are in vogue in Sydney. As
in the winter season we have the calmest weather,
as a rule, it is no unusual sight to sce our amateur
fishermen returning on Saturday or Sunday even-
ing with hundreds and hundreds of fish. DMost
of the take is presented to friends, but many of
them find their way to Woolloomooloo, wherein
lics the Billingsgate of Sydney. We have only
regarded the amateur so far, but there are many
others who, going forth in all sorts of craft, depend
upon schnapper-fishing as a means of increasing
their livelihood.

The fish of Australia have one or two peculiari-
ties which are worth noting. Many of them are
fantastic. Most of them are Lrilliantly coloured.
The rock-cod is a beautiful pink with a sheen not
unlike that of plush or velvet as he dies. The

On !

By this means the expense is '

nanygai is almost scarlet. The maori has light-
blue patches interspersed through vivid tints, like
the tattooed face of the aboriginal of New Zea-
land. The sergeant-Laker is well named. He
wears the gaudy uniform of a most distinguished
recruiting officer. Another peculiarity of the
Australian fish is the quantity of spines in which
they are arrayed, and with which they may
defend themselves. The beautiful rock-cod is a
perfect demon for spines, as are most of the
others. Indeed the fishermen of Australia must
needs he cautious, or a bad wound for weeks
afterwards may remind him unpleasantly of his
holiday.

Before closing may we be pardoned for men-
tioning the oyster? This delicious molluse is of
two kinds—the mud-oyster and the rock-oyster.
The former grows to a larger size, but the rock-
oyster is more geunerally esteemed for flavour.
Their names indicate their place of growth. The
rock-oyster loves the beds and adjoining rocks
of tidal streams. They grow in clusters, in a
variety of shapes and sizes, and each cluster is
attached to something solid. Here they are alter-
nately bathed in salt water and in fresh or
brackish. They are also left for hours high and
dry until the incoming tide refreshes them. Nor
do these oysters always seleet rocks on which to
dwell.  This accommodating mollusc may {re-
quently be found adhering to the roots and lower
branches of the mangrove and other trees which

delight in a sort of submarine residence. It is
doubtless to this peculiarity that the sailor

_referred when he wrote to his mother at home,
“telling the old lady, and not untruly, that in
" Australia oysters grow on trees.

Many other edible fishes are plentiful in
. Australian waters, but we think we have enume-
; rated the most prominent of the number.

VILLANELLE.

THE past is o'er—
Waste not thy days in vain regret:
Grieve thou no more.

Look now before
And not behind thee ; do not fret—
The past is o'er.

Thy pain is sore
And thou hast cause for sorrow, yet
Grieve thou no more.

Close Memory’s door—
That day is dead, that sun has set—
The past is o'er.

There is in store
For thee still happy days.
Grieve thou no more.

Forget !

Smile as of yore—
No longer let thine eyes be wet.
The past is o’er.
Grieve thou no more !
M. H W.
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A TRAPPIST MONASTERY IN NATAL.

By CARLYLE SMyTHE, B.A.

DurBAN, the port of Natal, is, like Jerusalem,
‘beautiful for situation,’ despite the fact that the
alleged port is nothing bLut an open roadstead
where passengers are always landed in a sort of
marine lift, a small wicker-work chamber con-
structed to hold four inside, and rigged to a
derrick. By this comfortable contrivance one is
lowered with ease and safety from the steamer to
the tender.

The city, which is not the capital of the colony
although the largest town, lies just a little below
the tropic of Capricorn, and thus enjoys a tem-
perately warm climate, and is graced with a rich
tropical vegetation that justifies the town’s un-
challenged claim to be the garden city of South
Africa. Indeed in this respect the whole colony
of Natal stands out in precise contrast to the sur-
rounding states, a bright green gem in the weary
waste of the monotonous brown veldt. It is the
Wales of South Africa, and with a sturdy spirit
of independence has paddled its own canoe against
that of its bigger and richer rival, the Cape
Colony. Possibly the large leaven of Scot, par-
ticularly in Durban, is responsible for this soli-
darity and stubbornness in a contest where the odds
were certainly not equal. The population is of
a very mixed description, and there is a distinct
Oriental touch about it that is pleasant and re-
freshing. The ricksha is the favourite public con-

togethier.  Consequently although he is the
common and convenient means of haulage, he is
not the representative working-man of the colony.
Thousands of Hindus, chiefly Madrasis, have been
imported under government auspices, as servants
and labourers ; and with such satisfactory results
that what was once a thin stream of immigration
has assumed the proportions of a tidal bore. So
great indeed is the increase that there is every
reason to fear some serious complication of the
gravest question which the Government of Natal
has to deal with—namely, the native question.
There are now 50,000 Indians in the colony, that
is to say, they equal the whites in number ; whilst
there are ncarly 500,000 natives, who, although
averse to anything approaching continuous effort,
are yet obliged to do some work in order to pay
their annual hut-tax and provide the necessaries
,of life. A little larger increase in the supply of
Indian labour, and the native will be shut out
from all employment. To be sure, the influx of
! Asiatics may inspive the native to less spasmodic
work. That would be a result as splendid as it
“was unexpected ; and then it would become the
business of the government to hinder Ly a poll-
tax (as in California and Australin) or other
| preventive measure the Asiatic invasion.

i But pretty as Durban itsell was, and interest-
ing as was its labour problem, there was yet some-
thing outside the ecity that possessed stronger
attractions for me. About sixteen miles from the
town was a Trappist Monastery, and a day’s excur-

veyance ; but instead of the small vehicle of  sion to this home of silence remains in my mind
Ceylon and Japan, that of Natal, although still as the most salient experience during my brief
light in structure, is capable of carrying two 'sojourn in Natal. I believe that strictly speaking

persons. Only a race of giunts, such as the Basuto
and his kindred tribes are, could manage a double-
seated ricksha up the inclines round about the
city. In stature and physique the Bantu tribes
are probably the finest specimens of humanity on
the globe, Certainly they are superior to the
Maoni, although perhaps the latter is the Ligger
brained creature of the two. But strong as he is,
the native of Natal is disinclined to work any
more than is necessary for keeping body and soul

there is no longer any such congregation as a
Trappist brotherhiood, since by a decree of the
present pope the order has been amalgamated
with the Carthusians ; but it is simpler to adhere
for present purposes to the old appellation, not in
any measure as a rigid Protestant’s dissent from a
papal decree, but because the place and the order
are so widely known under the old style. About
fourteen years ago some Trappist brothers pur-

chiased 12,000 acres near the very small village
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of Pinetown, christening the property Marianhill,
and here, unaided except by the lay brothers, they
began their stupendous werlk.
own bricks, cut their own timber, and contrived
their own water-supply, buying nothing except

galvanised iron and machinery, which were obvi- -

ously beyond their powers of construction. Yet
they have been able to make a system of roads
through the property, build bridges, crect a large
brick ~church capable of holding six hundred
persons, also a still larger building that comprises
the refectory and monks’ cells; and finally, in
addition to all this, they have constructed several
substantial  houses, schools, and  workshops.
Among the latter are to be seen an iron-foundry,
a tannery, a large carpenters’ shop, bootmaking
and tailoring establishments, a bakery, a flour-
mill; and, most surprising of all, a vast printing
oflice, which includes not only the most modern
printers’ plant but also stereotyping and book-
binding departments ; whilst attached to it is
another
own type. The produce of all these factories is
not of course limited to the needs of the brothers
any more than is the liqueur manufactured at
either the Grande Chartreuse or St Elmo. I'rom
the tannery, for instance, where the pelt is
treated in all its stages from the raw hide to the
finished article in leather, the monks send saddles,

bags, and straps away even into the heart of

Matabeleland or anywhere else where there may
be a demand. In the carpenters’ shop, wheels,
doors, and window-sashes are manufactured for the
contractors of Durban ; whilst the printing office,
at the time of my visit, was busily employed on
a government coniract.

All these edifices and works are the result of
hut fourteen years’ labour, and at no time have
the monks gone outside their own ranks for assist- |

ance. Ilow has it been accomplished ?  Monks,
novices, and lay-brothers vetire at eight and rise
at midnight or one in the morning according to
the season of the year; whilst the rest of the

twenty-four hours, except when the oflices are

being said and during the half-hours devoted to
meals, they work at their several tasks. At all
times unbooted and unbonneted, aund, except in
the schools, where the nature of the vocation
makes it impossible, in absolute silence, the monks
go through their daily round of incessant toil.
The Trappists are vegelarians of the strictest sort.
I was present at the principal meal of the day—
dinner, and partly partook of it. The menu con-
sisted of a dxick barley-broth without cither fat
or any extract of meat, and a mash made of
turnips, carrots, pumpkins, and beans, without con-
diment or seasoning of any kind, but there was
plenty of beautifully-haked hrown bread, and the
whole was washed down with a enp of tamarind
wine, an agreecable unfermented drink.
brethren ate the meal in silence, and the stillness
of the huge refectory was broken only by the
intermittent clink of a knife on some tin plate
and the droning voice of the brother whose turn
it was, while the others dined, to read aloud some
passage from the Vulgate. When the meal was
finished, each taking his plate and cup, handed
them to the brother who acted as cook; and,
thanking him, not in words, but with a grateful
smile and howed head, passed out immediately to
some appointed task. '1‘0 me it was allogether a

They made their

building where the monks found their

The '

! touching sight. Here were over one hundred and
:fifty strongly-built men who had not only left
" father and mother in some far land for His sake,
~but had denied themselves all the comforts and
solaces of this world, even to the sweet sound of
the human voice.  All, except the youthful novices
(who were still plump and rosy), bore traces, in
the pallid complexion and hollow cheek, of the
austerity of their life; most of them also wore
spectacles. To what purpose is this stern devotion
mainly directed ?  Simply to the end that a few
hundred black brethren may be taught the know-
ledge of God and the consolations of the Church.
I am not a Catholic, nor have I much sympathy
with some of the practices and tenets of that
Church ; but T should like to feel that the congre-
gation to which I do belong could actively testify,
as ecloquently as the Trappist monastery of
Marianhill does for the Catholic, how much self-
sacrifice and real suffering can be endured, how
much good work can be accomplished, how high
an example can be set when one is thus securely
‘mailed in the perfect panoply of faith” The
Roman may bLe wrong in lhis solutions of the
deep problem of life and the still deeper one of
futurity. Such are matters which we mmy not
know with certainty ; the most plausible solu-
tion is, after all, a mere groping in the dark;
but in the deeds that find words, in the examples
that move us on to nobler ends, these white-robed
brothers of St Bernard may teach Protestants not
a few salutary lessons.

It sometimes happens, of course, that some fall
under the burden ; the eross is too heavy and the
habit is renounced. In this connection there was
a curious and somewhat beautiful incident that
came under my notice on that visit. In our tour
round the well-cared-for grounds, the brother—
there is always one who has a speaking part for
the sake of the visitors—told me that only the
week before they had buried one of the monks
who had grown gray in the service of the order,
and who had planned and cultivated the grounds,
in which lie had always taken the deepest pride,
but his part now,

... In all the pomp that fills
The circuit of the summer hills,
Is that his grave is green.

In telling this there was no note of sadness in
the monk’s voice, but rather of happiness that
one more of them had been bound into the sheaf
of kindred souls. A little later on, however,
when in the carpenters’ shop, seeing one evidently
of the outer world, for he wore neither habit nor
, clerical mark, I inquired who he was. ¢ A, poor
, fellow 1 said the monk, for nearly three ycars
- he was a Trappist, and then sought permission to
retive.  Ile left us; but he vetnrned two months
ago secking help ; so we are teaching him a trade
“in which he can surely earn a living in the world.
This confession of a failure was in a sad key, and
"there was cmotion in the eyes of the speaker.
! The dead brother was not lost to them, but merely
s separated and resting from his labours and happy.
i This man, on the contrary, who was once in the
ranks, had failed in strength and courage ; and
:ult,hough the monks ungrudgingly assisted him,
they were sad in the belief that he was a strayed
! sheep and in peril.
With delightful prescience, the Prior, concluding

'h
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that the lenten entertainment of the refectory ' whom, the luncheon finished, we thanked in the
might not be sufficient nourishment for his worldly limited vocabulary of French that we enjoyed in
visitors, had arranged by telephone—just think ' common. But we were not to leave Marianhill
of that for one moment, a telephone in a Trappist | without a little theatrical incident. A priest
monastery—for us to take luncheon at the con- i who had come out with us from Durban had
vent, which was situate about a mile from the mounted into the vehicle with the precedence
monastery. In our walk towards the convent we ' commonly accorded to the cloth. e had searcely
were met by a brother, who, I was told, enjoyed 'seated himself when a shrill pathetic voice cried
quite a celebrity in the community—he was the out: ‘IIdlas! mon pére, mon pére, vous ne m'wrez
engineering genius of the place, and in his case, | pas bende) and like a flash a red habit brushed
for a reason I could not ascertain, the law of 'past us and prostrated itself in the dust alongside
silence. had been considerably relaxed, so we the trap. It was Phyllis; and the priest had to
stopped to barter a few words.

In the course of | dismount to confer the omitted benediction— [

conversation, a young journalist, who had con-
ducted our party from Durban, happened to say
that he was showing Mark Twain over the monas-
tery, explaining briefly who Mark Twain was, and
ended by asking the brother if hie had ever heard
of the author of The Innocents Abroad. ¢ What!
Mark Twain?’ exclaimed the monk; ‘the real
Mark Twain? Where is he? which is he? [
must speak to him ;’ and then in a whisper, as if
he were confessing some lhorrible sin, ¢ [’ve read

thought in a rather perfunctory manner—receiv-

ing in return a grateful ¢ Merci, bien merci, mon
) )

pere.

A TSAR'S GRATITUDE
CHAPTER XV,

PrILIPOF did not court discovery and disaster by
showing himsell during daylight in the greater

all his books.  Yes, everything he has published” thoronghiares, where he would be likely to meet
’I]':Ie ImdA}l”s (]{35":0',:‘;"‘““:]&1 and 'a"ct""‘l,l’f}"“"fln'“]“’Iaml be recognised by old friends and brother
ramp Abroad as lar as the convent, 1he ie/low | The necessity to lie perdn was disagree-

it s officers.

had a magnificent laugh, such as that of Herr| . .
: O P ) able but obvious ; also it was calculated to render
him morbid and bitter towards those to whose

Teufelsdrockh, a ‘laugh of the whole man from .
head to heel!  This brother was the one worldly ! ! .
note in those sad and silent surroundings, and | actions all his troubles were to be attributed.
his laugh appears almost ineredible in the retro- lClcrk’s work in an office is not the ideal employ-
spect. Unlike the other monks whom we had ' ment from the point of view of a soldier : he hated
seen, and who were all foreigners, chicfly Austrians it cordially ; hut, contrasted with his existence
and Germans, this one was an Engli<hman, and I\ithin ghe walls of the fortress, the counting-house
}‘l(::ls]e)rl]lg]:lbllagl(lltr?[s 'i“(ll(ipfhwig‘x; ?ﬁ‘l‘b‘}: u\l(:]l;;;(llugl) was a paradise. Contrasted, again, with the free
S q "eSN { i 2 e . . . .
our own conversation almost to whispers. Amidst and ‘.‘mblt.m“? and glorious life Of. a ':01‘11,9" m
the brotherhood of pathetic and grim-visaged | War-tume, it was—well, the other thing ! Never-
ascetics it was very pleasant to meet this apostle theless, he endured it with a fair amount of
of cheerful godliness; and [ should like to think ~patience considering his naturally impatient and
—what lni;ﬁlt really be—that his hearty laugh " indignant temperament ; and if he fumed and
was mainly the result of long practice over the ! cursed his enemies and the authors of his mis-
healthy pages of Mark Twain. . . fortunes in private, and in his bitter moments, he
cor?:h:x: (l)l:sviﬁwtl‘lw? (;fllll(;\\t I;Jli:(t;l(}:E>xixlltlir:fl::,ll),lll: : did nothing foolish in public. IIis life was not
red with the monastery ; g s many | e T
plairlx, woollen crosses in the acre alongside there | “”‘h?"t ‘ll)]"m;)s)’ h.o’\\ e‘lel. i I‘lulr lll'jt{)mf'o’ w ‘le"".-'(
was ample evidence that in the short span of | i€ day by the qaay, he suddenly became aware
ten years many a sister had given her life Lor the | of Lwo or three droshkies 991’1’0“"]”"%' rapidly,
coloured children of that region. lIlere was just cach occupied by a plumed oflicer, aud before Sasha
the same air of abstinence and incessant toil as | could turn aside or conceal his face with Lis
prevailed among the brothers, but the industry ' pocket-handkerchief he recognised the Tsar, ful-
was naturally directed into appropriate channels, | lowed as usual by Dostoiel and others,
such as needlework, laundry, and the manufacture | Philipof pretended to drop his glove and bent
of straw hats. The Superior was a Canadian; to pick it up. e saw that the Tsar looked
and it was noticeable that the law ol silence was | fixedly at him as though endeavouring to recall
not insisted upon in the convent. This was | his features, but the vehicle dazhed by and his

perhaps a humane, not to say inevitable, conces-
sion to a congregation of women.

By the time luncheon wis prepared we were
all quite famished, and I, for one, still had the
nanseous flavour of the monkish fare in my
mouth. The meal, which was plain hut satis{ying,

I Majesty apparently failed to attach a name to the
. face he half-recognised. As for Dostoief, most
fortunately for Philipof, he was busily occupied
"in watching the hools of his splendid trotter,
which appeared  to  have developed a limp.
ITow poor Sasha blessed that timely lameness and

consisted of an exceptionally tough chicken, over | wished the horse a speedy cure and a happy old aze
a portion of which [ spent a considerable amount | for his opportune misfortune! DBut he ground
of unavailing labour—vegetariaus, however, canuot  his teeth at the cavaleade as it hastened away out
be regarded as experts in the choice of even a | of xight, and inwardly shook his fist and spat at
fowl ;'a peculiar salad made with oil extracted | it (if those operations can be said to be performed
from monkey-nuts and vinegar manufactured | internally —at all events he did neither exter-
from pineapple ; great square thick slices of | nally). These were theauthors of all his troubles ;
read, sonie pasties, and sweet bheer.  Our neat- | why should le any longer feel loyalty towards

ed Phyllis was a nun of the red habit,,a man whose life ‘he had saved and who had
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promptly repaid him for the service by absolutely
and hopelessly ruining him? Surely he had a
right to hate and to curse such a man !'—Half-an-
hour later Sasha laughed at the episode and
exonerated the Tsar from blame, as he generally
did when he reflected quietly and dispassionately.
He exonerated the Tsar, but not Dostoief ; with
Dostoief there must be a reckoning, one day !
On another occasion Philipof had an agitating
experience. It was the namesday of St Olga, and |
Sasha had purchased a lovely cross of white!
flowers to lay upon his poor cousin’s grave at the
Smolensky Cemetery.

Olga’s tomb was at the corner of an alley, and
was separated by a railed enclosure from the two
roads which ran at right angles to one another ;
and in rounding this corner Philipof was sur-
prised to observe a gorge~usly-decorated officer
kneeling at the cross which marked dead Olgn’s
resting-place. The last person in the world he
had expected to sce here was one who, in the
natural fitness of things, should have been the
most likely of all to be kneeling at his wife’s
grave on such an occasion—Dostoief. Philipof
recognised him in a moment, but it was then too
late to draw back ; he therefore made no attempt
to escape, but leant against the iron railing which
surrounded the little plot of ground, and waited
until Dostoief, who had seen him come round the
corner, should make the first move. Ile was
surprised and a little softened to see Dostoief Lere,
the more so as he observed that he had been
weeping.  There must be a fine, if mysterious,
quality of devotion about this man, he thought,
since he could apparently be so sincerely attached
to a woman that he visited her grave some months
after her death, and yet had systematically
neglected her during life out of an exaggerated
sense of duty towards his employer the Tsar !

Dostoiel rose from his knees, crossing himself.
He looked pale and haggard, the little colour he
possessed having quite left his face at the moment
of catehing sight of Sasha.

¢So you escaped, after all,” he said. ¢TI guessed |
you had, though the lving warder swore to sceing
you go down beneath the jce.

“Yes, I escaped,’ said the other; ‘no thanks to
the warder, nor yet to you. I suppose,’ he added, |
¢you will now take steps to have me re-arrested 17 |

Dostoief started and Jooked if possible a shade
paler still ; he considered a moment.

“That is, of course, my plain duty to his
Majesty,” he said, ‘but’

“Yes, but ’—— Philipof repeated bitterly.

¢ But, continued Dostoief, ¢ here, at Olga’s grave,
I am tempted to be, for the first time, unfaithful
to my beloved master ; she always came to some
extent between me and my duty towards him, in
life ; and now in death it is the same—I am
tempted to betray him by allowing you to escape,
for her sake” Philipof ground his teeth with
rage.

‘And I too am tempted, Dostoief,) he said.
‘I am tempted to take you by the throat and to
say, “ Now—one of us shall go and one remain—
having met, we must ficht to the death” DBut T
annot, here, over her very head, Morcover, T have
vowed, for her sake, to keep my hands off you,
otherwise 1 should certainly chastise you as you
deserve, for your treatment of her and of me’
Dostoief laughed scornfully.

¢This is very ridiculous,” he said ; ¢‘you forget
that Tam armed and you are defenceless ; itiseasy
to talk as you do. I repeat, I shall allow you to
depart and shall further betray my master by
saying nothing as to having seen you. But if
we meet again—eclsewhere—I shall certainly do
my duty. Therefore I counsel you to keep clear
of me. You will understand that I believe you to
be guilty of the attempt upon his Majesty’s life ; the

student’s version is circumstantial and positive.’
‘He is a liar, said Philipof, ‘and you are
another. As for your master’—— Dostoief

flushed red and paled again.

‘Leave his Majesty out of the discussion,’ he
interrupted ; ‘do not try me heyond endurance,
Philipof. There is a limit, even here !’

¢ T}n-ust me through the body if you like, said
the other ; ‘I-am unarmed, as you say ; it would
be the kind of justice to suit his Majesty, your in-
dulgent master. Imprisonment and stabbing for
one of those who have saved his life—decorations
and honours and wealth for another. Come, stab, if
you mean stabbing, or else go away and leave me
here with my sorrow. This wrangling over her
grave is foolish and unseemly.’

Dostoiel hesitated a moment as though he were
undetermined whether to dov as invited, and thrust
his sword through this undesirable relative’s body,
or not. Then he glanced at the cross over his
wife’s grave, and departed without a word ; he
could not very well draw the sword upon her
friend here, richly as that friend deserved chastise-
ment, and vile though he believed him to be.

Philipof was sore and angry. It was too bad
that destiny should have delivered this man into
his hands only to tantalise him. Why had Olga,
in dying, left him this unwelcome legacy of mercy !
Sword or no sword, he felt he could have fallen
upon the fellow and strangled him but for Olga’s
last injunctions! Why, of his own confession,
this man actually believed him guilty of the at-
tempt upon the Tsar’s life ! That being the case, it
was no wonder he was kept a close prisoner in the
fortress : the Tsar '\voulc{ naturally take his cue
from this precious aide-de-camp of his, who should
have been the first to champion the faithful friend
and guardian of his wife, and yet was the first to
condemn him !

¢Olt Olga, Olga,” Philipof whispered, as he laid
his cross upon the grave, ‘I have borne much for
your sake to-day !’

Afterwards, however, when he reflected calmly
upon the agitating event of the morning, he saw
clearly that it was in every way Dbetter that the
matler should have passed ofl without anything
more actively violent than excited language from
both sides. Lf he had attacked and killed Dostoief,
things would have been extremely awkward for
him ; he would have been caught before long, and
his formal imprisonment in the fortress, with
decent food and fair treatment, would have been
exchanged for deportation to the mines of
Siberia ; while, on the other hand, if he had failed
to get the Letter of Dostoief, his fate would have
been, first, a dig in the body from a sword, fol-
lowed by the journey to Siberia --unless, that is,
the dig had Leen so mercifully formidable as
to have dug the life out of him. Nevertheless,
while hie remained at the cemetery, poor Philipof
felt very sorry for himself, and even shed un-
familiar tears over Olg’s grave, repeating to him-

'ty
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self over and over again how much he had suffered
to-day for this dead woman’s sake !

After this interview Sasha did not see Dostoief
again for many a long day. He lived peacefully
at his lodgings for nearly two years, working at:
the Englishman’s office, and visiting constantly,
at safe hours, the little children, Olga’s son and |
daughter. It was a quiet uneventful existence,,
and not of the kind to satisfy Philipof, who longed
for something to happen which would restore him
to his lost position and honour among his fellows ;|
but the days went on and on, and life became very |
monotonous and dreary, until at last something
did happen to change the even course of his exist- !
ence, though it was not preciscly the kind of
event he either expected or desired.

When first Sasha had engaged his present lodg-
ings, the dvornik (or yard porter, whose duty it is
to see that all dwellers in the lLiouse are provided
with passports and to hand these, when collected,
to the district policeman, who, again, passes them
on to the proper authorities), as in duty bound,
asked for his ‘papers’ Now Philipof had no
Eapers. These had been taken from his old lodgings

y the police ; and even il he had possessed his
Essporb as Alexander Philipof of the Okhotsk'
giment, he could not have used it without risk-
ing immediate discovery and arrest, for he now
figured as plain Mr Ivan Pavlof, merchant’s clerk. |
He therefore declared, after a long display of search-
ing, that he had lost his passport. That was very
unfortunate, the dvornik observed. Philipof agreed '
that it was very unfortunate, and toyed with a'
bank-note for twenty-five roubles. Then the|

drornik scratched his head for inspiration.

¢Your mercifulness is quite sure your name is |
Ivan Pavlof ?’ he said at last. ;

‘I am not at all sure, my good man, said |
Philipof ; ¢for when one loses one’s papers he,
may easily forget what is written in them.

¢Because I was thinking,’ continued the other,
‘that if it had happened to be Alexey Blinof,'
now, I believe I should know where to lay wmy !
hand upon your lost passport at this very!
monient.

¢ Why, I declare, that <s my name, of course,’
said Philipof ; ‘how silly of me to forget it—
Alexey Shinof, of course.’ X

¢ Blinof,’ corrected the dvornik.

¢Blinof, Blinof, of course, assented Philipof.
The passport was duly handed to the policeman, '
and the twenty-five roubles to the dvornik; and
when the policeman had been to congratulate M’
A. Blinof upon the happy discovery of lhis pass- .
port, and had pocketed a similar douceur, thei
thing was in order.

But two years or so later, the last-named official *
died or was removed, and another came in his'
place. The first time Philipof saw him he scemed |
to remember his features, but could not recall
where they had met. Alas! the policeman had
a better memory. He it was who had arrested
Philipof at the gate of the Summer Gardens and
had conveyed him to the fortress. This man had
heard of the escape of Philipof and of his drown-
ing, but a careful inspection of his features assurved
him beyond doubt that this was the identical
runaway political prisoner whom he had once,
to his great and cndless glory, arrested : the only |
professional feat he had ever performed; he was
not likely to forget it. Here was & prize indeed !

The policeman went straight to the head of
his district and told his tale. The chief discerned
fame and fortune in the affair, and sent to the
fortress to make inquiries, with the result that
that very evening, as poor Philipof sat at lis
supper, a squad of constabulary suddenly entered
the room, carried away every paper they could
find, sealed up every door, and seized the person
of Sasha himself for inquiry and identification.

And thus Philipof presently found himself
once more a tenant of the very cell from which
he had escaped with so much difficulty four
years ago; and here he remained in solitude and
wretchedness, though always well treated, for
upwards of a year, until Alexander II., in his
clemency, and as a preliminary to his great act of
serf emancipation, declared an amnesty in favour
of all who, like Philipof, had been imprisoned for
political offences ; and for the second time he left
the prison behind him and stepped forth a free
man.

MARVELS OF PHOSPHORESCEXNCE.

WHETHER we look at the subject from a
scientific point of view, or from that of the
mere spectator who likes to see pretty experi-
ments, there is hardly anything more fascinating
than phosphorescence.  Long before Ulysses and
his comrades urged their galleys through the
darkness, the rowers must have wondered at
the Iuminous water dripping from their oars,
and conjured up visions of Nercids sitting
among the rocks. It is only within the last
few years, however, that these beautiful pheno-
mena have been explained.  As science advanced,
it was found that many things in addition to
glow-worms and small marine animals were
pliosphorescent.  The great progress in mathe-
matical physics since the middle of this
century led to their investigation by Sir G.
Stokes and others, so that all these manifesta-
tions of light now admit of explanation. DPro-
fessor Dewar, so well known for his work on
liquefied air, not long ago gave the Chemicul
Society an account of his experiments on phos-
phorescence at very low temperatures. These
remarkable experiments, conducted with sub-
stances cooled down within a short distance of
absolute zero (the point where even hydrogen
will be reduced to an inert solid, where all
motion will be destroyed, and the life of the
very atoms themselves suspended as it were),
carry the light of our knowledge far down the
dark vistas of the unknown. DBeautiful as the
experiments were in themselves, it was (his
light thrown on the dark places, these glimpses
into the mnature of things that appealed to
every one present.

Light is so universal and so commonplace
that we rarely think about or try to under-
stand its cause. If we ave to appreciate the
full beauty and significance of these experi-
ments in  phosphorescence, it is necessary to
have some clear conception of modern dis-
coveries as to the mnature of light. Now,

, although it requires the highest mathematics
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to deal with the subject seriously, yet, by the
help of a metaphor first used by Sir Gabriel
Stokes, it is fortunately quite easy to follow
the main features of the wave theory of light.
In the early days of science, light, as also
heat, was thought to be a substance emitted
by the luminous body. This substance, striking
the eve of the spectator, was thought to pro-
duce the sensation of vision. Modern scientists
regard it quite dilferently. They, with good
reason, regard the whole universe, from the
largest star to the tiniest chemical atom, as
floating in a sea of imponderable matter called
the ‘ether” In this sea of ether, waves of
light and heat travel in much the same way
that waves travel across the Atlantic Ocean.
The intensity of the light depends on the
lLieight of the waves in the same way that the
Kower of the oceanic wave depends on its
eight. In the sea there are long slow waves
and short quick waves. In the ecther, the
former correspond to red light, which produces
heating effect; and the latter to violet light,
producing chemical action. Now comes Sir
G. Stokes’s explanation of phosphorescence.
Suppose we imagine the atoms of a particular
body to be a number of ships anchored close
together. Suppose the waves from a distant
storm to reach them. If the waves are long
compared to the ships, the vessels will rise
and  fall with them; and when the waves
cease to move them, the ships will remain
stationary.  But, if the waves are too short
the ships will roll irregularly and give out
waves of their own. Even after the cessation
of the original waves, the wvessels will go on
rolling and giving rise to undulations. In the
same  way, the particles of a phosphorescent
body go on rolling, or vibrating, as it is termed,
and sctting up light waves in the ether sca
long after the light has ceased to shine upon
them from without.

After the glow-worm and the luminous
animaleules of the sea, the best-known example
of a phospliorescent body“is, probably, Balmain’s
luminous  paint; the active substance in it
being barium sulphide (made by heating barytes
or heavy-spar with charcoal), the particles of
which continue vibrating and setting up waves
of light for many howrs after they are placed
in darkness.  Attempts were made to ewmploy

this substance as a coating for the buoys that

mark the channels at seq, and there were many
exhibits at the Tisheries Exhibition a few
vears ago showing its uscfulness in this con-
nection. It was proposed, also, to employ the
paint for ambulance wagons; and, last of all,
for making luminous sights for rifles. The
substance, however, loses its light-giving power
after a time, and requires to Le heated to
restore its activity. Curiously enough, phos-
phorus is not phosphorescent in the sense that
we have been using the word; the luminosity
being duc to its burning slowly away in the
air even at the ordinary temperature. The
word ‘¢ phosphorus,” by the way, in the days of
the alchemists, included all bodies that appeared
luminous in the dark. These substances are
nearly all similar in composition to the lumin-
ous paint.

As science advanced, a new class of bodies,

known as fluorescent substances, were discovered.
Nearly every one must have noticed the curious
violet lustre possessed by a solution of sulphate
of quinine, the yellow fluorescence of uranium
glass, and the green or reddish light diffused
by many of the dyes derived from coal tar.
Some of these latter, such as wuranine, are
exceedingly Dbeautiful. A solution, perfectly
transparent when held Dbetween the eye and
i the light, will seem to be composed of exquisite
|tiny red or green spangles when viewed the
Vother way. Rays of light extend far bLeyond
ieither end of the colours that our imperfect
:eyes can see in the spectrum. Beyond the red,
 they are known as dark heat rays, and beyond
the violet, as ultra-violet rays. When a solution
of sulphate of quinine is moved along the
visible spectrum until the violet has been
passed, a strange thing happens: the quinine
I'nakes the dark violet rays visible, and the
['bottle is filled with violet light. 1f we look at

a rainbow through a solution of quinine, the
violet band will broaden out considerably. The
explanation is a simple one: the particles of
, quinine, not Leing able to dance to the tune
,of the short ultra-violet waves, merely roll
like the ships we were speaking of just now,
"and give out much longer waves, which are
visible to us as ordinary violet light. Although
| the fluorescence appears to vanish immediately
Uthe light is cut off, it has been proved by very
delicate experiments that it does countinue for
a minute fraction of time.

Before commencing his experiments on phos-
phorescence in hislecture to the Chemical Society,
Professor Dewar showed the effect of extreme
cold on the rigidity of bodies. A soft metal
coil, which lengthened out when a tiny weight
was lung upon it at the temperature of the
room, was plunged, hissing and spluttering like
a red-hot iron dipped in water, into a flask of
liquid oxygen at a temperature of —210° C.
When the oxygen had ceased to Dboil, and the
coil had fallen to the temperature of the liquid,
it was withdrawn and appeared as rigid as
hard steel wire. This experiment has a distinet
bearing on our theories of light waves, which
pmay seem  rather far-fetched and illusory to
; those who have not studied the subject. Let
us see what would happen in the case of the
ships at anchor that we considered before.
Imagine them to DLe leld down by many
anchors, so that they are much more rigid
than they were.  Under these circumstances
they will ride uneasily over the waves, and will
have a tendency to convert all the short waves
that strike them into long omes.  In the case
of our particles floating in the ether sea and
disturbed by the waves of light, a precisely
similar efleet should be produced.  As the atoms
become more rigid, they, too, should vibrate
irregularly when the short waves strike them,
and go on doing so long alter the original
light has ceased. In a word, they should be
much more phosphorescent than they were at
the ordinary temperature. In practice it was
found that this actually was t‘le case, cvery
substance being much more luminous at the
low temperature. Very beautiful some of the
experiments were: horn, bone, feathers, and
similar materials gave a magnificent greenish
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hosphorescence after they had been cooled in
iquid oxygen and exposed for a short time to
the rays of the electric arc. An egg, when
treated in the same way, glowed like a gigantic
opal in the darkened room. Pure water hardly
phosphoresced at all, but milk, frozen in liguid
oxygen, was very luminous.

For exquisite beauty, however, the preceding
experiments are not to be compared to the
phosphorescence produced by the ultra-violet
rays of the electric discharge acting on sub-
stances in high vacua. Any one who has scen
Sir William Crookes’s beautiful exhibits at the
soirées of the Royal Society will never forget
them. In deseribing them we can only say
that they glowed with such and such a coloured
light, for 1t is utterly impossible Ly mere word-
pictures to convey the glorious eflects of these
phosphorescent bodies : the deep rosy reds, the
gorgeous blues and greens, the brilliant oranges
and yellows. To spend half an hour in watch-
ing them is like a vision into the future.
Whilst such beauties actually exist, what possi-
bilities may there not be of others that will
transcend these completely? The vacuum tube
used by Mr Jackson, whose work on phosphor-
escence is the most recent, i~ about six inches

long, and has a perforated shelf in the middle |

on which the substance under experiment is
placed between the two terminals of the wires
conveying the clectric current. The latter is

induction coil giving an eight-inch spark in

the air. A side-tube leads from the vacuuwm

tube to an air-pump capable of producing a

high degree of exhaustion ; the pressure of the
air still left in the tube at any time being
shown by a very delicate gauge. Mr Jackson,
in his paper read before the Chemical Socicty,
describes the effeets that are produced on the

. beautiful crimson glow of alumina as the air

is gradually removed from the tube. A con-
siderable exhaustion was nceessary Lefore the
glow commenced, and when this was carried
still further, a little spot in the dircct line of
the electric discharge glowed with increased
brilliancy. Then it died out, but the intensity
of the bright spot had been so greut that for
a time it appeared black to the observer's eye
by contrast. As the vacuum increased, the
whole of the alumina had the appearance of
being carried up to a white heat; then again
the central spot looked black and the whole
of the bright light gradually died out. When
the vacuum was so high that the electrical
discharge would hardly pass, the central spot
commenced to phosploresce again, while all |
the vest was dark, but the light it gave out
now was blue.

Mr Jackson found that different substances
required different degrees of exhaustion to be-
come phosphorescent. To understand  the
reason for this, we must say a few words about
the ‘uegative glow’—that is, the lalo that
surrounds the terminal of the conductor bring-
ing the negative current from the induction
coil. Vacuum tubes are such common exhibits
at conversaziones and bazaars that nearly every
one must have had the opportunity of secing
them at work, and noticing the curious halo
that swrounds the mnegutive electrode. This

sugplied by a powerful battery connceted to an'

;h:do is caused Ly the phosphorescence of the
air or other gas in the tube, for the ex-
haustion is not complete.  If, whilst the cur-
rent is passing, we commence exhausling a
cvacuum tube de noro, we shall notice that we
have to remove a large portion of the air
Lefore the mnegative halo commences. As the
exhaustion proceeds still further, the glow in-
"creases and extends, until finally it nearly fills
the tube. If, however, we carry the exhaustion
to a very high piteh, the glow gradually de-
creases until it vanishes, practically, altogether.
, When waves of light of a particular length
ccause a body to phosphoresce, these waves, as
v we explained  previously, are destroyed, and
_others, given oft by the vibration of the particles
rof the body itself, tuke their places. It has
been noticed that some substances glow readily
when the tube is only slightly exhausted,
whilst others, such as lime made from Iceland
cspar, glowed Drilliantly in a rather higher
vacuum ; and alumina, maguesia, zine oxide, &e.,
crequired  still further exhaustion before  the
alow commenced. Now comes the reason for it :
rays of all kinds are coming from the electrode,
“and the very waves that cause the alumina or
magnesia, for instance, to phosphoresce, are
destroyed by the air in the tube, which is
glowing itself.  As the air i> removed, these
waves, with short distances between them, are
able to reach the substances on the glass shelf,
which glow immediately. Some materials will
not  glow until the mnegative halo actually
“reaches them; whilst others would mnot glow
until the exhaustion had been carried so high
that the negative halo had almost disappeared.
It is these rays from the negative halo that
contain Réntgen’s X rays which have Jately
absorbed almost the whole interest of the scien-
tilic and photographic worlds. What these X
rays are nobody knows. It is possible that they
are waves of light vibraling not like ordinary
waves, but like the movement of an cel.  Der-
haps they are not waves of light at all, but
streams of chemical atoms carrying the clectric
discharge. In any case their power ol pene-
trating substances, such as ebonite, which are
quite opaque to ordinary light, is very remark-
abl-,
. To the chemist and the mathematician the
cstudy of phosphorescence is most fascinating, for
it carries us to the very gates of the fortress
| where Nature guards her most wonderful secrets.
. The possibility is mooted that the blue of the
summer sky 1s merely the phosphorescence of
the air in its rarcfied upper regions, caused by
waves of light from the sun that never reach
our eyes.  Sun-gpols which scem to be glimpses
of the central body of the sun, seen through
oceasional rifts in its glowing  atmosphere,
“appear dark to us, beeause cither the waves of
light are so short that our imperfect  eyes
icannot see them, and the intensely "hot body of
the sun appears dark in consequence, or that
| these rays are absorbed in the upper regions of
the air, giving 1ise to the auroras that always
oceur at these times, and are similar to the
negative glow in a vacuum tube.  Before long
“we shall ascertain, perhaps, what this something
,is that manifests itself sometimes as light and
, sometimes as electricity. We know not what to
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call it, for it is not force and it is not energy,

yet Ly its means the throbs and heart beats of the
universe pass from sun to planet, and from star
to star.

THE FURNACEMAN.
CHAPTER IV,

THE man whom Geordie was seeking so earnestly

and eagerly was employed at an iron-smelting ! .
 form of a man, holding on to the side of the

works distant about a mile and a half from the
stone cottage. The various buildings and fur-
naces were situated near the head of a small dell
on one side of the Heath, its open end being in
the direct path of the storm. The works belonged
to a company that, by all accounts, had much
trouble to make lLoth ends meet. It was also
reported to possess very poor plant, not being
able to lay out the necessary money to keep it in
efficient repair.

As Geordie came to the rim of the small
depression in the Heath—for really it was hardly
worthy of the name of dell—and looked down
upon the ironworks, he at once noticed some-
thing was wrong. What it was he could not at
first make out, except that a number of men were
running and staggering about in the wind below,
and seemed, even at that distance, to be in a state
of great excitement.

“Why, he exclaimed, as the truth flashed upon
him, ¢ where’s the first blast ¢’

The works had four Dblast-furnaces erected in
line, and connected at the top by a broad main
tramway, with lesser ones branching to each
furnace. But when Geordie came in view of
them the first appeared to have vanished entirely.

1Ic hurried down and soon reached the works,
making at once for the crowd assembled within
the gates, but keeping at a respectful distance
from the remaining furnaces, and saw at once
what had occurred.

The cheeseparing policy of the company that
owned the works had resulted in a dire calamity.
Owing to want of proper attention and repair,
the first furnace, weakened by long-continued
action, had burst, scattering the molten metal in
all directions, though, fortunately, without loss
of life, as the men had not yct resumed work
after breakfast.

Such an accident was bad enough in itself, but
was rendered doubly so by the storm. TFor, just
as the burst occurred, and the furnace was totter-
ing to its fall, o terrific rush of wind tore along
the dell and scemed to exert its full impact right
upon the falling brickwork, hurling it against
the second furnace, and bringing down lall of
that as well.

All this Geordie had shouted into his ears by
the men about him, and was told, further, that
the first blast, in falling, had carried away not
only its own tramway but that of the second blast
as well, and, as this fell to the ground, it dragged

with it the tramway of the third blast. In fuct,l

he was told, it was a wonder the whole works
had not come down with a run.

‘Any fellow hurt?’ Geordie Dbellowed, all
thoughts of Tim gone for a time.

¢ Ay, there’s one poor chap up there now,’ his
neighbour replied, using his hands as a trumpet.
¢Don’t you see him ?’

And then Geordie saw what he might have
noticed before. High above their heads, sus-
pended as it were in mid-air, hung or clung the

second furnace, and appearing ready at any
moment to drop upon the mass of fiery metal
beneath.

¢Who is he ?’ shouted Geordie.

¢Tim Snacker. Do you know him ¥’
Geordie’s brows had contracted.

¢ Ay, I’ve heered on him,’ he replied shortly.

There was the man he had come in search of,
bound in a very short while to meet a death
horrible to think of, but not a bit worse than he
deserved, thought Geordie,

Ile was told that Tim—who was the general
smith and fitter of the works—had been busy at
one of the charging doors of the second furnace
while the men were at their Lreakfast, and had
been knocked over when the wreck of the first
furnace carried away the tramway of the second.
IIe had, however, managed to cling to the end
of a broken beam and so save himself for the
present.

‘But he can’t hang there long,’ thought
Geordie, not without a slight feeling of pity for
his enemy.

Nothing could be done to save poor Tim, one
of whose arms seemed to be broken, as it hun,
motionless and straight down over the side o
the beam. 1lle was half-lying, half -sitting on
his little refuge, and had received a great cut on
the side of his head, from which blood was flow-
ing freely, the red drop\ss falling with a hiss upon
the hot metal below.  Nothing could be done, for
access from the third or fourth blast was impos-
sible, and no kite would fly in such a wind, and
Tim would drop from very weakness long before
a ladder could {:e fixed against the side of No. 2
blast.

¢ No, there’s nought can be done, Tim, my lad.
Thou’rt bound for hell now, and it almost
seemed just to Geordie. ¢ Nought to be’
ILe paused, for his quick eye had discerned a pos-
sible way of relief.

Around the cireumferences of the furnaces, and
at heights of about five feet, bands of iron were
passed, holding the brickwork together. The
lengths of cacli band were fastened by large bolts,
and a strong man, a very strong man, above the
usual height too, might, with the aid of a good
rope, gain the top of the third furnace by means
of these bolts, and then jumyp to the second fur-
nace, and so save Tim,

Geordie saw all this, and called himself a fool
for being so quick in the ¢ uptake.’

‘Let him bey) he muttered ; “he deserves it
all.?

Jut he despised himself for the thought, and
after a few seconds’ struggle, could not refrain

For
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from pointing out the possible way of relieving
Tim from his dangerous position.

¢Oh yes,’ cried one of the crowd, ¢it could be
done, but where’s the man what’ll do it ?’

He might well ask ; for a slip or a fall meant
certain death. And Tim was no great favourite
anyhow. Who would do it, indeed ?

The idea mooted by Geordie spread around,
and many looked at him as if, having given birth
to the idea, he it was who should carry it out.
He tried to look away—it was none of his busi-
ness ; but wherever he turned, the crowd seemed
to be expecting him to at once sct about relieving
Tim. A very strong man, and above the usual
height. Yes, he was such. But then was not
the man up there his bitler enemy? He would
stir never a finger to help him.

¢It >ud comfort me to think I’d had just one
kind word from you.

Geordie started, and drops of perspiration rose
on his forehead. The very words Liz had used.
Why should they come back to his memory now,
of all times? And he had withheld that kind
word. Liz had gone to her death wanting it.
Here, then, was an opportunity to make repara-
tion. Liz was dead, but she had once loved

Yes or no? Which should it be ?  For about a
hundred years, so it seemed to Geordie, he kept
trying to persuade himself that Tim was only
being meted with his own measure, while all the
time those words of Liz kept buzzing and bang-
ing in his head. Which should it be? Merey or
justice, love or hate? Yes orno?

‘Yes,” he shouted at last, ‘I’ll try it.
rope, lads.

A slight cheer arose as the news spread. “IIold
on, Tim,’ some one roared up to the man above,
clinging to the bit of projecting iron; ‘help’s
comn’,’

The rope was brought, and Geordie, with
nothing but shirt and trousers upon him, began
his perilous journey. By the aid of a short
ladder he gained access to the roof of the low
shed covering the tapping-hole and cinder-notch
of the furnace. From that point he had to trust
to Providence and the strength of his own
muscles. He knew he was attempting no child’s-
Eluy; he was fully aware of the risks he ranm;

ut for love of Liz he would save Tim—or die.

Standing on the top of the lean-to roof, he
fastened ome e¢nd of his rope sccurely to the
lowermost bolt, and then passed the rope round
the second bolt, five feet higher up, and pulled it
taut. The slack rope was coiled loosely, and
thrown over his right shoulder.

He then raised himself a couple of feet or
more by means of the second bolt, passing his
leg round the taut portion of the rope, resting
part of his weight on his left arm and clbow,
while with his right arm he threw a loop of rope
over the next bolt. Pulling in the slack, and
drawing it as taut as he could, he then hauled
himself up till his feet rested on the bolt which
had Lefore given support to his elbow.

Thus he uscendc{) the almost perpendicular
face of the furnace-wall, every movement followe
with strained attention by each individual in
the crowd Lelow. Once, when about thirty feet
above the shed, the rope slipped ofl the bolt end,
and he fell, scraping against the side of the

Get a

Lrickwork for about four feet. A shudder of
apprehension ran through the crowd; but no
sound came from them, as Geordie, though jarred
in every bone Ly this accident, calmly set about
regaining his lost point of vantage.

So, foot by foot, he went up, till the last band
but one had been reached. Here he found, to his
great dismay, that the bolt joining the pieces of
the top band was not set vertically over the
others, but so far to the right that it was quite
impossible to reach it, though he cast his loop
again and again. This was a bitter disappoint-
ment. Could he but reach the top Dband, lhe
would have scaled the furnace, and have accom-
plished the worst part of his task. To make
matters still more difficult, the space between
the top band and the second was over eight
feet.

By this time, also, he was growing exhausted.
It had taken him almost twenty minutes to
mount a little more than forty feet, and unless
he could gain the top quickly the strain on his
muscles would become too great, and lLe would
have to give in, and own himself defeated.

He lowered himself to the next bolt, and,
making a sling of the rope, rested there for a few
minutes.

¢Well done, lad, well done,” he heard some one
in the crowd below call out; ‘take your time
and you’ll win up yet.’

The words cheered and strengthened him, and
put new courage into his heart. Ie would try
once more to reach the top.

Standing on the third bolt, counting from the
summit, he made two loops beneath the second,
one long and one short. Placing one of his feet
in the first, he raised himself about half-a-yard ;
the shorter loop gave him another half-yard ;
but left him still nearly two feet lower than the
second hand.

He was literally clinging to the furnace by
tooth and mail, being too far below tlie bolt to
get any support from it, or even to see it, for his
face was pressed close to the Lrickwork. He felt
about with his free foot for the bolt, und having
found it, put the toe of his boot firmly on it, and
then gradually raised himself, working his hands
higher and higher, and taking advantage of every
joint in the bricks.

The whole of his weight was now resting on
the front of one foot ; his only protection aguinst
the wind—fortunately he was on the lee side of
the furnace—his finger-hold of the bricks; a
sheer fall of fifty feet if he faltered or failed ;
and two feet above his head the top of the
furnace.

He moved the palm of his right hand gradually
higher and higher, fearing to lose one hold till
secure of the next, while the sinews of his foot
and leg scemed as if they would Dbreak any
instant.  Inch by inch his fingers crept up, with-
out sceming to be anywhere nearer the top. 1lis
breathing was extremely painful ; perspiration
streamed from cvery pore; the beating of his
heart almost choked him.

He would lold on till his hand had passed three
more joints.  Still the top was not reached. Two
more, and then he must drop ; his strength could
la~t no longer.

Up and wp his fingers crept, the skin worn and
bleeding, the nails torn to the quick. The first
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joint was reached and passed ; the second also.
Could he try one more? lle did, and touched
what iufused lerculean strength into his aching
muscles. 1le touched the bottom edge of the last
band. Three or four inches more, and his haud
rested on top of the furnace.

His left hand quickly followed, aud then he was
able to change his weight to his other foot, and
rest for a short while. Encouraged and strength-
ened by his success, he nerved himself for the
last effort ; raised himself Ly his hands till his
head was above the flat top of the furnace, lung
one arm forward and grasped a rod attached to
the chimney, and then, with a final struggle,
pulled the rest of his body safely over the edge.

A deep, low roar broke from the crowd at this;
but the man on the furnace top did not hear it.

There was a buzzing and a singing in his ears which |

shut out all outer sounds ; he was seized with a
terrible fit of trembling and vomiting ; but he
was there, with torn clothes, bLleeding shins,
bleeding knees and elbows, bleeding arms and
hands.  What matter that? Tim would be saved
after all.

Geordie was so long in recovering that the men
and women below grew anxious, as minute after
minute passed, and yct no sign of his figure on
the edge of the furnace. But at last they saw his
liead and shoulders appear, as he raised himself
to his kuces, and then his whole body, as he
advanced to the edge of the brickwork.

Now he found he had to contend with a new
clement of danger. For up at that height, in
such an exposed position and away from the
shelter of the chimmey, the wind whistled past
his ears as if it would tear them off. It felt icy
cold, too, striking upon his recking skin, alto-
gether unprotected save for his ragged shirt
and trousers, worn to shreds during his perilous
ascent.

Having with his eye measured the distance he
had to jump in order to rcach Tim, hie fastened
his rope to one of the chimmey-rods, paid out
about fiftcen feet of it, and secured the vest
tichtly round his body. The broken bLeam to
which Tim was still clinging was about a vard
lower than the furnace top, and in order to reach
him Geordie would have to spring a clear dis-
tance of ten feet or more. Fortunately, the fur-
nace top was flat and free of obstacles, so that he
would be able to gain a run of a few feet, and thus
sccure a slight impetus.

1lis preparations made, he stepped back to
take the jump; but just as he neared the edye
that horrible trembling scized him again. It
balked him, and made him turn sick and giddy.
A second time he tried, and again his heart failed
Lim. 1le drew away once more and cowered
shivering under the lee of the warm chimmney.
A third effort might have been successful but
for a terrific Llast of wind which blew him full
against one of the chimmney-rods.

Stunned, disheartened, and faint, he crawled to
the edge of the furnace, and looked across to Tim,
almost carried away Ly the awful gale roaring
around him.

‘Could you make the rope fast, Tim?’ he
shricked; but the man, scarcely more than three
vards away, only shook his lLead; he was too
weak to speak.

¢Can you catch it ?” and Tim nodded.

¢ All right ; catch it, and drop loose end to chaps
below,” Geordie shouted again.

He unfastened the rope from his body, and
made the spare portion into a firm knot. This
he then swung round his head several times, and
shot it out, as if from a sling, in the direction
of the broken beam. The wind tossed it awa
as if it had been a feather. He tried again with
the same result. Again and again he flung it
out, and each time it fell short of its mark.

Every movement had been followed by those
below, every failure to jump, and each renewed
effort to cast the rope. The men stood still with
folded arms and compressed lips, while the women
clasped each other’s hands. Not a sound came
from them, so intense was their anxiety. And
it was pitiful to watch the rough-haired terrier
during all this excitement. Ile kept running
backwards and forwards from the crowd to the
foot of the ladder, uttering mournful little whines
the while. Standing by the ladder, he would place
one of his fore-paws on the bottom rung and
half-raise the other, as if fully determined to
climb after his master ; or else he would sit on
his tail and gaze up at the slowly-ascending
figure, while his every muscle quivered with
suppressed anxiety.

Failing to fling the rope over the beam, Geordie
fastened it once more round his body and tried
to jump for the fourth time, and for the fourth
time his heart sickened. Yet the distance was
such as he had cleared scores of times on the
level. Do what he would, he found it impossible
to keep back the thought that, if he missed his
hold, Lc would whiz through the air and ble
dashed in pieces on the glowing iron below.

Then a bright thought occurred to a man in
the crowd of sympathetic onlookers, the same
man who had already cncouraged bhim while
ascending the furnace.

¢Let’s cheer him, lads!’ this mau cried out,
and instantly ¢Ilooray ! hooray ! ho-o-o-r-a-y!’
burst from each throal, as the men waved their
-aps and the women their aprons, the terrier also
adding his voice to the general salute.

The wind bore up the cheering sounds to
Geordice and restored his failing courage. Lookin
down at the sea of upturned faces, he crie
out :

¢Thanks, lads ; 1’11 do it this time, you bet.

e rose to his feet once more, stepped back a
little, waited for a Tull in the storm, and then,
when it came, and with the echoes of those shouts
still in his cars, sprang out into space just far
enough to cluteh the heam with both arms.  Six
inches less and he would have been lost.

Then what a roar Dburst from the crowd,
when at last they saw Geordie sitting astride
the same beam with Tim.  They shouted, they
shrieked, they bellowed in their joy. The men
flung their caps in the air, and the wind imme-
diately swept them far away ; the women wept,
and Dblessed Geordie in their hearts,  Well done,
indeed it was! and each began telling the other
what a fine fellow Geordie was, and where did
he come from ; aud what was Lis name ; and who
was he, anyvhow ¢

Geordie's task was an easy one now. Ile
fastened the rope carefully round Tim’s body,
first making a rough bandage of a piece of his
shirt with which to bind up the wounded head,

'h
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and then lowered him gently down to those

waiting to receive him below.

The beam was immediately above the still hot
iron from the bLurst furnace, so that he had to
swing Tim backwards and forwards a bit, till he
was within reach of the hands outstretched to
take him. But so eager were they, and so
suddenly did they snatch at him as he was just
on the {)oint of swinging Dack again, that they
pulled the rope clean out of Geordie’s hands.

He and Tim had changed places! Still, it was
one thing to be up there with whole limbs, but
quite another to have a smashed head and a
broken arm.

So clated was Geordie at his success in saving

Tim, that he almost laughed at this sccond
accident, though at first he had uttered an ex-

clamation of dismay.

¢Tie something to end of rope and swing it in,’
he shouted.

This was done, and the rope swung in and
out, but not near enough to reach him by a yard.

There was nothing for it but to jum)p at the wpe‘i

as it swung to him, and catch it that way.

He waited till it came towards hLim agaiu,
gprang out, clutched the rope, and descended like
lightning to the ground, giving vent, as he did
8o, to a yell that would have excited the envy
of an aboriginal Fijian.
Iiot in his hands, and when he was safely down
and looked at his palms, he found he had left
the skin of them on the rope.

The men and women closed round him, shook
his arms almost out of their sockets—he wouldn’t
let them touch his hands—eclapped him on the
back, and in every way they possibly could tried
to show their admiration of his heroic deed.  Aud
if the rough-haired terrier did not break his spine
it was not for want of jumping high enough and
falling down again, all-abroad, as he made frantic
efforts to leap up to Geordie’s shoulders.  But the
liero of the hour took all their congratulations
very quictly. Ile alone knew with what far dif-
ferent feelings he had sought Tim that morning.

A few more words and this rambling relation
of an episode in the earlier life of Geordie Donce
is ended.

Tim Snacker’s injuries were very serious indeed.
The crushed arm and broken head would have
tried the strougest man, but were too much for
one of Tim’s unsteady habits. The mischief had
also been aggravated Ly his long exposure.

1Ie was carried to a cottage near by, and lingered
for a little over two days.  Larly on the morning
of the second word was brought to Geordic that
Tim was dying, and wished to speak to him. e
went, if not quite willingly, at least without delay,
and soon reached the cottage where his late enemy
was lying.

As he crossed the threshold the doctor came
out of the dying man’s room.

‘You are just in time, he said; “he’s almost
gone. Ias been asking for you all night.  Wants
to see you alone.

So Geordie entered the room very quictly,
bending his head to avoid striking the low lintel,
aud closed the door softly behind him.

¢Is that you, Geordie 7’ those in the outer room
heard the broken man ask, in a weak voice,

‘Ay, Tim, I’ve come, Geordie replied, in a
kindly tone.

Tor the rope felt red

¢It’s getting very dark, lad, and I wanted’
but what it was Tim wanted none but Geordie
ever knew, as the closing door shut off the
rest.

Nor did any one ever know what passed
. between the two men in that last interview.
" All that was certain was that it was Geordie who
closed Tim's eyes, und that when, three days later,
a little procession set out from the cottage and
| took the road lealing to the churchyard where
Liz and her child lay buried, the chief mourner
was a big furnaceman, who walked heavily with
a stoop in his shoulders, and wore a bLrown fur
waisteoat, while close to his heels a rough-haired
terrier trotted with great soberness.

ZANZIBALR SLAVERY.

By Licutenant Stranrt D. Gorboy, R.N.
RecENT legislation on the part of the Government
has declared the legal status of slavery in Zanzibar
and Pemba to be abolished. But that it does not
follow that slavery itself will cease to exist is
apparent to those who have lived for any consider-
able time among the subjects of the Sultan of
Zauzibar (both Arab and native) in the different
- parts of his domains.

The writer having been, for some five years,

actively employed in the suppression of the
slave trade; and having subsequently lived in
, Zanzibar, Mombasa, Liamnu, &c., and at other
places up-country and on the West as well as
the East Coast of Africa, ventures to think that,
as he has such an intimate acquaintance with
the subject (possessing the additional advantage
of a knowledge of the language), it might be
tinteresting if he were to advance for the con-
sideration of the readers of this magazine one
or two points which do not appear to lhave
gained the attention they claim in the recent
parliamentary debates, but upon the satisfactory
settlement of which depends the practical effec-
tiveness of this latest decrcee.  In his treatment of
"the subject, it will be the writer’s endeavour to
avoid, as much as possible, its political aspect ;
but rather, by the presentation of facts which
i have come under his notice during his stay among
these people, to perhaps throw light upon a
muatter of xueh vital importance.

The two principal questions which suggest
themselves are :

1. Is it possible, by the passing of a VLill in
parliament, to abolish slavery, as practised in
Zauzibar and Pemba? 2. How are the newly-
i emancipated slaves to gain their livelihood ?

It is not sufficient to ery, *Ilere are thousands of
human beings held in bondage by their fellow-
I'mien : slavery is a blot upon the face of the carth ;
therefore let freedom be declared!” There are
, many other features of the case which have to be
“considered before such a praiseworthy intention
“can be carried into effect.  Raee, power, ability
for work, inclination, tradition, and above all,
| religion, are a few.
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Before a thorough grasp of the question can be
obtained, it is imperative that we should first have
some knowledge of the slaves themselves : where .
they come from, how they are obtained, and the
life they lead in hondage.

Tanganyika, and the district of the Great
Lakes generally, is the ‘happy hunting-ground’
where the raw slave is secured. This operation is
effected in many ways; but always through the
employment of force. Stray natives may be kid-
napped, or—which is practically the same—de-
ceived into accepting ‘temporary’ employment at ‘
the hands of the Arab; but the principle of power,
“might is right,” invariably rules the manner of |
their capture and their retention in servitude.'
One of the most commonly practised methods of '
supplying the continuous demand for free labour
is by raiding.

The slave-raiders having organised a caravan,
leave the coast laden with such articles as can he
used for the purposes of harter or bribery—cloth,
cotton-stuffs, beads, brass and copper wive, &c.
Their chief impedimenta, however, consist of
guns and ammunition—the nwmber of flint-locks
frequently exceeding by many hundreds the
people in the caravan. The Arab leaders have
alveady made it their business to find out the
position of a couple of towns or villages withiu a
short journey of each other whose inhabitants
are unfriendly—have a feud, in fact. To the
smaller and weaker of these two the marauders
betake themselves; when by gifts, bribes, and
promises of plunder—as well as revenge upon
their enemies—they have no difficulty whatever
in swelling their ranks by the addition of every
able-bodied man in the place—even women and
children sometimes accompanying them. Then
it is that the large (uantities of guns and ammu-
nition are requisitioned, each native being armed
by their new champions. :

The next morning before daylight witnesses
the larger town surrounded by the unexpcctcd'
foe, and ere they are well aware of it the in-
habitants are made prisoners—unless indeed they
are killed fighting for liberty.  Then the spoil is
divided as previously stipulated, the Arabs taking
all things human except the aged and infirm,
whilst the natives sack the town, wreaking their
vengeance upon the helpless few of their enemies
remaining. The long lengths of chain, iron collars,
and  slave-sticks are now brought forth, the
captives secured, and the caravan pursues its
course, or starts on the return journey. As often
as not, however, if the ‘bag’ is disappointingly
gmall, the Arabs will turn upon their late com-'
panions-in-arms and enslave them also.

This mode of capture, with its attendant
sullerings, and the subsequent march to Lhel
coast, are in truth, as a general rule, the only,
absolutely eruel phases of African slavery ; and,
as to the march, the tortures the captives ave
compelled to endure have been greatly exagae-
rated by well-intentioned folk at home, whilst
the oft-repeated story of the laggards being shot

down occurs but seldom ; and when it is re-
membered that the alternative treatment is that
the captives would be left Lehind to die in the
desert, one can but say that, in the circumstances,
the former is the more merciful of the two
courses.

Throughout the consideration of this question,
it is of the first importance to beur in mind that
to the slave-raider—as also to the owner after-
wards—each slave represents so many dollars.
It is plain, therefore, that unnecessary cruelt
would not be used, at all events is not practised,
in actual slavery ; for of all men under the sun
—although lavish in lis hospitality, and in no
circumstances parsimonious—noue has a keener
appreciation of the value of money than the
Arab. Marching beneath an African sun is at
the best of times a severe hardship, and it goes
without saying that for these wretched natives
chained together, their necks in slave-sticks or

" collar, the sufferings to be borne must inevitably

be dreadful.

On their arrival at the coast they are most
generally housed and fed for a time, and when
sufliciently rccovered from the effects of their
long tramp, some are shipped to the Persian
Gulf and others run across to Pemba or Zanzibar
at night-time in small dhows, or even in fishing
canoes, s0 anxious arc the owners to avoid the

" man-of-war’s boats which continually patrol the

channel between the islands and the mainland.
It is during this term of resting at the seaport
{e.g. Kilwa, Pangani, Dar-es-salaam) that the
actual sclling of the slaves usually takes place ;
the owners of plantations sending their agents
into the town to effect the necessary purchases.

Duly landed =ay in Pemba, the new-comers
are distributed among the houses or huts in
which live the other slaves; and the first thing
in the morning, immediately after dawn, sees
them at work in the tields ov spice groves. Here
it will be well to note that assuredly the only
profitable labour of which the raw slave may
possess a knowledge must necessarily be of the
agricultural kind, his existence hitherto having
been mainly spent in the task of producing
his daily Dread from out of the grouud. This
being the case, the master, by his purchase, adds
so many labourers to his establishment, every
one of whom is already trained in the work
which will be required of him; the only thing
necessary to teacl them being the art of picking
cloves.

So year in and year out, except on Fridays
and feast-days, the negro works for the Arab,
who in return gives him a roof, food, clothes—
such as he wears—and, when he reaches man’s
estate, a wife from among his female slaves.
True, the offspring of the marriage all become
the property of the master; yet he in turn is
bLound by law to have them educated in the
rudiments of knowledge and religion.

And now we come to the crux of the whole
question.  Children born in slavery in any
Mohammedan country are naturally brought up
in the faith of Islam, one of the first principles
they are taught being that God created the black
man to serve the white (Arab). We have thus
both Arab and negro implicitly believing that
slavery is the divine ordinance of the Almighty.
It naturally follows that the new decree abolisfx-
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ing the legal status of slavery will be met with
opposition, not only on account of its being con-
trary to the custom and traditions of centuries,
but also because it is in conflict with the religions
belief of Loth master and slave alike, and is, in
their eyes, thwarting the commands of Allah
himself.

In these circnmstances it is more than doubtful
that Zanzibar slavery can be completely abolished
—at all events for some considerable time to
come. Perhaps the altered conditions under which
it will Le carried on will necessitate its not being
so open and declared, and may even modifly the
gystem itself ; yet still there will remain slavery
in some shape or form.

But, it may be argued, if the penalties attached
to the possession of slaves be made sufficiently
severe, slavery perforce must disappear. The
reply is, that, with the exception of the few
isolated cases of harsh or cruel masters, those
natives now in bondage will, from choice, remain
as they are. Nor is the reason for this difficult
to discover.
to-morrow, they wonld not know what to do
for a living ; they could not support themselves.
In many instances has the writer had the refusal
of freedom from these men’s own lips.
fed, clothed, housed, and cared for as—to use their

own expression—*¢children of one father’ (master). .

For the masters who do not possess the regard
of their slaves, the fear they are held in by their
unfortunate serfs, together with the well-known
native cunning of the Arab, are quite suflicient to
bafle any steps that may Dbe taken to put free
labour in place of slavery.

Even as things are at present, there are many
masters who pay some of their elder slaves ; while

nearly all permit them to hire themselves out as’
rters to caravans, &e., during the slack season. '

n this latter case, although the slave, it must be
borne in mind, is absolutely the master’s property,
it is the universal custom that he shall be allowed
to retain a certain portion of the wages he earns;
thus is his master, though indirectly, paying lLim
money. Yet, still argning by the conditions which
exist at the present tine, the owner would be per-
fectly justificd in refusing the slave permission to

work for others ; or, having granted it, might with |
all eqnity keep the whole product of the man’s”

labour for himself.

In conmnection with this part of the subject,
it should Dle insistel on that the African slave
who is born in slavery is remarkable for his

fealty to his master; indeed it is analogous to
the allegiance to his Queen possessed by every

Englishman. Born under the conditions dexeribed,
he, the sluve, recognizing that everything he has,
and is, comes from the same source, is it not
but natural that he should hold his master in
regard ! Add to this that the religion in which
he has been brought up teaches him that it
was but for the purpose of ministering to the
comfort of the Arab that he was ever brought
into this world, and it will be readily seen
that the slave lLimself will, in many instances,
be as strong an opponent to the institution of
the new rdyime as the largest slave-owner in
Zanzibar or Pemba.

Thus there is the question if the greater part
of the slaves accept their freedom, how are they

Were they granted their liberty’

They are '

'know]edge of any trade whatsoever ; and, even
were it otherwise, the industries have yet to be
developed in their country before they can be
employed. Then are we still to have the slave
selling himself back once more into slavery, and
after spending in debauchery the few dollars
he obtained by the transaction, returning of his
rown free-will to lis old, or it may be a new,
master ?  Doubtless he will have to do so a little
less openly than he does now, bhecause slavery
will not be recognised by law ; but that man

of the Waswahilt will shortly look back with
“longing regret to the days of their bondage the
writer, for one, feels confident.

| But, it may be urged, these men understand
the work of the plantation ; they can do the
! same work as that in which they have hitherto
been engaged ; the only difference being that
i they will now Dbe free men, drawing wages for
"their labour. Yes; but there will be another
difference and a great ome. It is more than
probable that in a very short time the owners
of the plantations will ecither make some secret
arrangement with the men whereby the latter
will again bLe virtually enslaved, or they will
feease to grow cloves—or anything else, for that
matter—when there would be no employers of
Tabour.

It is hardly to be expected that this country
should subsidise the owners of these estates.
What then is to be done? There is certainly
la way to prevent the deadlock that would
“undoubtedly ensue in the circumstances here
' foreshadowed ; and one which will] no doubt,
'be recognised and  laid hold of Dby some of
|

our enterprising commercial community. It is
that the clove plantations should be leased or
bought from the present holders; when, even
with paid labour, the cultivation of this prolifie
soil, with trees already bearing, would be found
a profitable investment, if run on strictly husiness
principles, as would then be the case. This
of course it would Dbe idle to expect from the
aristocratic Arab, who, content to follow in the
footprints of his prehistoric ancestors, asks but
that his immediate comfort should be studied
and luxurious appetites satisfied.

I some such scheme as the above Le not
worked concurrently with the emancipation of
the slaves, these miserable men must either
starve or steal.  So, simultancously with, or
following close upon, the propagation of the
decree there will have to be laid the foundation-
stones of a workhouse and a prizon.

The gigantic truth staves us in the face, that
to abolish the slave-trade altogether there must
be a complete revolution in the very natures of
both Arab and negro. And so stupendous a task
is this that it is excusable if those who really
know these races have grave doubts of the
suceess that will attend whatever measures are
taken, unless a way be provided whereby the
newly-freed slave shall Le able to earn his living
Ly honest toil.

No such means now cxist ; but the onus of
providing it clearly rests with those who have
been instrumental in influencing the government
to pass the late bill. Let these not halt half-
way, but show they have the courage of their
convictions ; otherwise the compulsory and sim-

to gain their livelihood? Not one of them has a' ultancous releasing of this large number of slaves
1 o o
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will, instead of a Ulessing, prove a curse to those
they have striven to benefit ; and the fair islands
of Zanzibar and Pemba will be transformed into
a hotbed of vice and misery.
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world I cared to court, and at once I sct down
this move as being a wocful sight too risky.
Towards the end of the week, while exercising
a restive barb on the neighbouring médanos, Seftor
Arditi was unseated by the vicious brute and flung
heavily to the ground, the fall fracturing one of
- the bones of his fore-arm. I bandaged the limb
in splints as well as I could ; but since my know-
. ledge of surgical work is of the crudest, I greatly
It was most unfortunate that the periodic revolu- | foared lest complications should set in if the
tion should break out so soon after I arrived at | injury were not attended to properly and speedily.
Seiior Ardit’s estuncia, for thereby my long- | Now, the ouly individual thereabouts who bore
anticipated sport amid ‘fresh woods and pastures  any reputa}.iun) at all as a medico or b011e-§et_ter
new’ again became but matter for regretful | Wasa certain Padre Felipe of the Dolores Mission
dreams. That is the worst of these Central | 111?11%;:]113 E:}E;s_s"zl‘ill {i?esrep\(:':?slwll[iﬂn; eg]ts)g(}'of-oilt‘;l:
American ten-acre states—you never know, from | leaving Seiior Arditi to the care of his major.
one day to anot}xer, who may suddenly start up | domo, I rode out myself post-haste to the mission.
and proclaim himself President; and until the| ¢ pyire Felipe sfarted this morning for San
question is satisfactorily settled, things are apt to | Campos, said that member of the brotherhood
grow a trifle exciting. IIowever, I should not  who answered my inquiry. ¢IIe was summoned
so much have objected to other people’s indulging  to a fever-stricken peon in that town. No, seiior ;
in a little promiscuous shooting il their enjoyment assuvedly he will not return to-day.
had not happened to interfere sadly with mine. Of a truth, this was indecd pleasant hearing—
¢All this rumpus to sccure a berth not worth San Campos being quite three leagues away
a hundred a year in solid comfort, growled I northward! Yet here again could 1 perceive no
disgustedly. ¢ Faugh—it’s sheer idiocy !’ Dalternative.  Not a soul on this side of the town
“Ilush—hush, amigo mio, interposed Seiior knew more than I mysell of the surgeon’s art;
Arditi, glancing ® round aplirchcnsivcly; ¢you | whereas at San Campos, even if the padre failed
must not speak like that. It is dangerous—if | me, doubtless [ might be able to command the
not to you, to me.’ | services of some equally competent practitioner.
I forgot myselfy I answered humbly.
¢ For your sake, too, I am anxious.

With the twin cones of Agualaxi for guide, I

True, you | urged my horse with both voice and boot-heel to

are Lnglish, and a non-combatant; yet if you . his topmost pace. The bullock-cart track wound

were found with a gun in your possession, how- along by prickly-pear hedges at first, through a

ever innocent your iuteutions, some hot-blooded | tangled belt of jungle, and afterwards across an

capitan de guardic might choose to regard you as i uneven plain overgrown with sawgrass, and in-
a rebel caught red-fingered, and even your nation- | terspersed with clumps of trees and chaypparal.

ality would not save you then, Still, while you| Perhaps two-thirds of the di~tance between Las

are my guest, so long as you act discrectly, I Portus and San Campos had been covered, when

think [ may confidently assure you that you will | T heard a prolonged outery away to my left, and

TIIE RENEGADO.

By Grorce G. FARQUHAR.

be unharmed.  Nor, Seiior Norreys, do I imagine
this trouble can last for many days. A week or
two at most, and it will all have blown over.

¢I hope so, heartily,’ replied I ¢I’m fidgeting
for a shot at a puma or jaguar, or even at the
cotlton-tails and’

¢ Patience- patience, seiior. I have reason to
believe that President Diaz is awake to the plans
and movements of his opponent, Don Miguel, and
is prepared to mecet him with effective strategy.
Mysclf, I suspect the alealde of San Campos {o be
the divulger of Don Miguel’s scerets—a shrewd,
ambitious man, with the boldness of a peceary
and the cunning of a coyote. e is ostentationsly
the ally of the insurgents, and therefore to him 1
ascribe the part of traitor to’

‘Really, a most amiable crew altogether, said T,
choking back a yawn—{for I never could interest
mysell In foreign politics. ¢ Let’s adjourn to the
veranda for a smoke.’

During the next few days I confined myzelf to
the case and indigo-growing estates of my friend.

looking thitherwards I saw a sight that caused me
to pull up abruptly. Irom round one of the
afore-mentioned palmetto clumps there sprang a
man of middle age, lean and sapless as a lath,
flying for dear life from half-a-dozen howling
‘areasers’ who, with glistening  knives and
machetes, hounded close upon his hecls.  One of
them, having distanced his fellows, was already
within striking range.

‘A muerte—d muerte !’ yelled he, and his

“arm went up for the blow.

Swerving suddenly aside, the fugitive bent low
and thrust out his leg.  As his pursuer stumbled
over it, the other added weight to the fall by a
deft stroke upon the nape of the scoundrel’s neck.
The min shot impetuously forward, head-fore-
most, into the bole of a silk-cotton tree. If ever
human sconee was broken in this world, assuredly
that fellow’s was,  The agile movement so stirred
my admiration and sympathy, from the first
enlisted on Lehalf of the hunted man, that I
could not repress a wild ‘Bravo !’ In a moment

At one time I thought of making a dash for the he had dashed alongside me—a swart, gasping,
neavest seaport and getting out of the country palpitating bundle of bones; his lank, leathery
altogetlier ; but a wholesome respect for my skin * checks working like a smitl’s bellows ; his small
stayed my feet.  What hostilities there had been | dark eyes aflame,

hitherto—mere skirmishes only—had taken place | “The cowards—the Dbeasts 17 he cried vehe-
amony the hills to the unorth, the said hills lying  mently.  ¢Sefior, you will Lelp me? Sacristi—
bLetween Sefior Arditi’s house and  the ocean.  /l« canalla, la canalla ! But 1’1l be even with the
Personal danger is about the last thing in the ~pack of them yet !’

'th
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Not waiting for answer or invitation, he swung !
himself easily into the saddle behind me.  As the
mare broke into a lumbering trot under her
double burden, I was startled by a hurried clatter
of hoofs in our rear; looking back in alarm, I
discerned eight or ten caballeros bursting round
the hillock in full pelt after us. Several of them,
I noticed, wore a dingy Llue uniform—the dis-
tinctive garb of Don Miguel’s partisans !

Not until that instant did I dream that the
business in haud had relation to other than an
ordinary personal squabble, at worst an altempt
at robbery or vengeance; but now the aflair
assumed a totally different complexion. By a
most malevolent turn of circumstance I had got
myself inextricably mixed up in the national
imbroglio—an entanglement ~which, above all
things else, I was especially anxious to avoid.
Yet here was I—with no mauner of interest in
the struggle—cast into the very thick of the
political discussion.

Just before we gained the partial shelter of a
belt of mesquite-brush, there came the report of
carbines and the zip-zip of the bullets holing the
turf close behind us.  No mistake, I felt anything
but cheerful over the prospect. There could be
but one issue to a race of this sort. ITad I alone
been upon the mare’s back, handicapped and
badly Llown as she was, there mizht have been a
chance of escape for me—a slender chance only
maybe, yet tangible enough to have endowed me
with pluck to make a bold dash for it. But the
pair of us !

A similar notion, apparently, had struck my
companion, for no sooner had we galloped into the
open again than le slipped his arm swiftly round
my waist and tumbled me clear of the saddle.
The fall half-stunned me ; dazed and stupid I lay
there, unable adequately to realise the devilish |
nature of the trick he had played off on me—so
little so, indeed, that I recollect staring blankly
after his fast-retreating figure, and vagucly hoping
that he might even yet get safely away to San
Campos. DBut his treachery availed him nothing.
His pursuers drew up with him, hand over hand,
firing as they rode. A ricochet shot brought his
horse to its knees, the Lrute stageering up and'’
flonndering a few paces farther before finally
rolling over. Its rider, sceing the [utility of
resistance, yielded himself a passive prisoncr.

They led him back to where I stood—one of |
the mestizoes having stationcd himself beside me
a3 guard—and together captors and captives,
jogged Lack by the way we had come.

“Sefior, murmured my fellow-prisoner, with
an air of magnanimity rather than of apology ;
‘for the extreme step which my necessity forced
me to take, I tender you my sincerest regrets, [
was  wrong ; I was ungenerous. Seiior, I crave
your pardon.’

To this bombast T vouchsafed no reply ; words
of mine were utterly unequal to the occasion.
But my silent disdain in nowise troubled the
speaker ; shrugging his shoulders resignedly, he
straightway fell into glib chat with our escort.
From the ‘wag of their tongues, I gathered that |
he was none other than the Sefior Valdo, alealde
of San Cumpos, who, according to my host and
to fact, had been playing fast and loose this many
a day between the President and the insurgent
leader. Somchow, his duplicity had come to

. alealde.

light at last, and it was while bent upon evading
the dire penalty of his misdeeds that he had
been surprised and run down by Don Miguel's
ruffians. For the alquerie wherein Don Miguel
Lad temporarily established lhis headquarters” we
were now bound.

An hour’s trudge brought us to the place—a
squat, winged, rambling structure of adobe brick.
A motley rabble thronged the puatio—jesting,
smoking, and jabbering in lazy abandon—perhaps
to the number of three hundred altogether, hele
and in the out-buildings. There was little pre-
tence at discipline ; neither patrol, sentry, nor
guard whatever.  Sefior Valdo bore himself
nonchalautly, even jauntily, as we filed through
the ribald crowd into the house. I really believe
I might have found it in my conscience to admire
Lim even then if T had been able to spare thought
for anything outside my own plight.

Awaiting us in an inner room sat Don Miguel
himself—a wizened, sallow-skinned little man—
who, having already been apprise:l of the seizure,
Lad apparently resolved upon both judgment and
sentence in hot haste.  Crossing over from the
group of attendant officers, he planted himself in
front of us, his fect set far apart, his beady eyes
scintillating viciously.

CAMUL cumplimientos, seiiores !’ said he, with
assumed pleasantry. ‘It was a brave race, no
doubt, but the last that cither of you will ever
run.  For you, seiior, whom I have not lhad the
felicity of meeting before’—lie was speaking to
me now—-*I have dirceted a firing-party to hold
itself in readiness. An open foe I ever hold in
Ligh esteem, and for such an one a soldier’s death
can have no terrors’

I broke in with

hasty explanations. My part
in the unfortunate aflair had been wholly guilt-
less— the outcome of pure accident and coinci-
dence; I was an Engli-hman and a non-belli-
gerent ; Serior Arditi would answer for the truth
of my assertions—and much more to a like eflect.

¢ Buenos, seiory Don Miguel interrupted blandly,
“all this may be as you say. Yet Iam told that
many Americanos have placed themselves under
the command of the tyrant. IIow am I to know
you are not one of these meddlesome Gringos.
Quien sabe? You do not deny that you were
secking to aid the flight of a descrter—of a

“scoundrel whose life is ten times forfeit, a be-

trayer of his friends, an enemy of’

¢ Pshut—enough of that!” interposed Seiior
Valdo scornfully. “I, at least, will not snivel
for merey ; I, at least, will bare my breast for the
bullets of yonr hirelings without a tremor. I,

“senor—I will die like a soldado I’

‘A soldado, nimbler with his legs than with
his wits I’ put in Don Miguel, langhing immoder-
alely.  “There was no talk of shouting you, sefior
Carramba, no! Such supple limbs as
yours were meuant for the faundango—and dance
they shally amigo mio I?

¢ Not that !’ cried Sefior Valdo shrilly, with a
catch in his lreath. “It is infamous! The
death of a cut-throat—of a base asesino I’

‘Sant’ Geronimo, the man jests with his neck
in the noose !’ blurted Don Miguel sardonically.
‘But I have spoken.  Capitan Perez, conduct the
renegado out into the patio, throw a lariat over
the magunolia there, and hang—hang—hang the
reptile !’

&,
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Ere the words were well uttered, Seiior Valdo
had wrenched himselfl free from the grip of his
custodians, and dealt the insurgent commander a
terrific blow full on the mouth with his fist. Don
Miguel bowled over like a nine-pin. Choking
and spluttering in agonised rage, he scrambled to
his feet and Lounced over to where the alcalde,
speedily overborne and secured by the soldiers,
now stood smiling in grim content. Before head
or tail could be made of the little Spaniard’s
incoherent ravings, before one could well hazard
a guess at his intentions, he had pulled out his
revolver and sent a ball crashing through Seior
Valdo’s brain.

I recall it all now as vividly as when it befell
—the bare, whitewashed room in the farm ; the
swart assemblage that peopled it; the bruised
and bleeding visage of Don Miguel ; the ghastly
sight of the dead body as it was dragzed away for
burial.  Ugh, it gives me the shudders to think
of it even at this late day! Yet I recollect
experiencing a sense akin to joy, in that Don
Miguel had Dbeen craftily cheated of the full
vengeance he had promised himself, and the
alcalde saved from that last detested degradation
of the gibbet. A knave as dauntless as unscrupu-
lous ; in truth, a brave scoundrel—requiescat !

Perhaps Don Miguel had had a sufficiency of
blood-letting for one day—though I find it hard
to credit him with any such lack of appetite—for
he issued no further orders as to my disposal just
then ; but, instead, turned to whispered colloquy
with his officers. Trom the snatches of talk that
reached me—*¢ Inglaterra,’ ‘las reprisaliag,’ ¢ley
internacionale’—1 concluded that certain of his
council were of a mind to deal leniently with
me, nor was I loth to back them up with my own
reiterated protests of innocence and good faith.

In the end, after much harangne and pufling of
cigaros, it was resolved to hold me in (}uress for
the present, and accordingly I was marched off to
a cupboard-like camara in the rear of the house,
the door being shut and locked upon me. Comn-
pletely unstrung, limp, and exhausted, I flung
niyself into a corner, and set about anathematising
the ill-happed current of events that had brought
me to this sorry pass.

In the midst of my Ditter tirades there came
the sharp sound of a gun-shot; immediately it
was followed Ly others, by a regular fusilade, by
the bawling of hasty commands, by the sewrrying
of feet in the corridors, the clatter of steel, a
babel of raucous voices, and all the confused
tumult of an army caught napping Ly the enemy.
Alove the clamour rose a cry that sent the blood
tingling through my veins.

¢ Viva el Presidente—Viva el Presidente Diaz !’

The press of conflict drew nearer minute by
minute. The insurgents, getting the worst of it,
were falling back upon the shelter of the farm-
stead. I was exultant. Now, by peering through
the narrow slit that did duty for window in my
carcel, 1 canght spasmodic glimpses of the strile
—figures in dirty blue flitting from tree-trunk to
tree-trunk, ever in the direction of the house ;
shadows in gray, with red sashes worn bandolier
fashion — the president’s  soldiery — advancing
steadily and surely, pouring in a hot fire that
bid fair soon to make of the retreat a demoralised
rout. A few stray bullets spattered agaiust the
walls of the alqueria, but I was too fascinated to

heed the warning; not until a missile, more
minatory than the rest, snipped a fragment off
the window-sill did I judge it wise to duck down,
and await the outcome of the attack with what
composure I could muster.

Nor had I long while to wait. As I afterwards
learned, Don Miguel had been killed early in
the action, and his dispirited supporters, thus
deprived of leader, retained small stomach for
further fighting—indeed, most of them were quile
eager now to cat their principles and cast their
votes in favour of the opposition candidate. The
campaign, both military and political, was at an
end.

Eventually, the victors entering into full pos-
session of the building, I was freed from my
prison-house, and brought before the triumphant
president.  After hearing my story, he abun-
dantly condoled with me upon the scurvy treat-
ment to which I had been subjected by bis late
rival, and furthermore, of his own accord, sug-
vested that one of his surgical staff should
accompany me, with an escort for our protection,
to Seior Arditi’s casa. And here I may as well
make mention of Sefior Arditi’s firm-rooted con-
viction that, Lut for the skill and care of this
medico, he would never have pulled through at all.

Subsequently I heard it bruited about that the
train of events, culminating in the detection and
death of the alcalde, was attributable to the initia-
tive of President Diaz himself—that, in short,
having no further use for a tool whose cunning
and ambition might prove an insecure guarantee
of future loyalty, he had deliberately taken
measures to rouse suspicions of the truth in Don
Miguel’s breast. Personally, I turned a deaf ear
to all such calumnies.  Since that day I have had
several opportunities of gauging his Excellency’s
character for myself—Dbeing more than once enter-
tained by him in the Casa Blanca itselff—and I
invariably found him as courteous, urbane, and
genial an old dago as one would drop across in a
lifetime. Touching one of his accomplishments,
I can speak with express assurance, for my know-
ledge of it was acquired in the best of all schools,
and at a pretly cost to my pocket. Briefly put,
it amounts to this—that no defter hand at euchre
or monte ever yet fingered cards in either of the
two Americas—and lived.

A RUINED COTTAGE.
Tur roofless walls stand open to the sky,
The nettles grow where once the firelight played
Upon the hearthstone, and beneath the shade
Of flowering hemlocks, loathly creatures lie.
Al me! the place is but a memory
Of hands that tried to work, and lips that prayed
In accents vain and weak, for rest and aid:
Till Death the llealer heard the bitter cry.

The tangled roses grow heside the door,
And when the March winds blow across the land,
There dances in the breeze a joyous band

Of yellow lilies; yet no springs restore

The vanished hopes and faces. Kvermore

Silent, deserted, will these ruins stand.
C. G.
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GUIDEBOOKS OLD AND NEW.

AccorpiNg to Hazlitt, one of the ‘pleasantest
things in the world is going a journey ;’ but the
fellow says further that ‘T like to go myself, I
can enjoy society in a room, but out of doors
nature is company enough for me.’ In this R. L.
Stevenson was in hearty accord with him. This
poetical philosopher was perfectly happy with
the clear blue sky over his head, the green turf
beneath his feet, ‘a winding road before me, and
a three hours’ march to dinner—and then to
thinking” This is like Bernard of Clairvaux
journeying in the neighbourhood of Geneva, who
was so enraptured by heavenly meditation that he
did not see the beautiful lake at his feet. Lord
Bacon’s hint to the young traveller ¢to carry with
him some card or book describing the country
where he travelled, which will be a good key to
his inquiry,’ is more practical. There might be
some difficulty in doing this in Lord Bacon’s
time, but none in these days of the multiplication
and excellence of the guidebook.

The traveller by express train may find Brad-
shaw sufficient ; but the cyclist, pedestrian, or he
who travels for pleasure or profit, loves and
lingers over and uses his Murray, Black, Baedeler,
Baddeley, or useful local guide, and comes home
inspired from viewing picturesque plains, winding
rivers, old castles, and battlefields, to read up the
‘biography’ of cach, and 8o to make their history
and romance or commonplace facts a possession
for ever. This is by far the pleasantest way of
drinking in knowledge. Stewing in a classroom
has its place, but here pleasure and profit mect
together, and so the traveller is lifted up to a
higher plane of intelligence. In commenting on
new editions of Murruy’s guides, the Edinburgh
Review remarked that ¢more, we are convinced,
may be learned of the progress and the changes
which have built up this England of ours, and a
far deeper insight gained into the real life of the
past, by a “field” study of the country, than by
the profoundest lectures of the most learned pro-
fessor’ The same applies to continental travel,

or a journey farther afield. And what memories
a row of old guidebooks can conjure up !
O love, what hours were thine and mine
In lands of palm and southern pine ;
In lands of palm, of orange-blossom,
Of olive, aloe, and maize, and vine.

Sir Walter Scott’s genius never lost the impress
of carly pedestrian tours and excursions. John
Ruskin had his eye and mind trained by accom-
panying his father and mother in long summer
rides in a postchaise about rural England, and
thus ‘saw nearly all the noblemen’s houses in
England in reverent and healthy delight of un-
covetous admiration” No wonder he was after-
wards so hard upon railways. The impressions
of such travellers of genins when set down make
excellent and stimulating and ‘animated’ gunide-
Looks. But these impressions lack the practical
everyday details of which the traveller is in want.
Still, much may be gained from a perusal of the
letters of Thomas Gray the poet to Wharton, or of
Beattie, from Scotland and the North of England.
They show that dawning love for natural scenery
which culminated in Scott. After seeing the best
scenery in the neighbourhood of Pitlochry, Gray
exclaims: ‘Since I saw the Alps, I have scen
nothing sublime till now.” Dr Johnson in his
famous tour showed little sense of the picturesque.
William Cobbett on his Scottish and English
tours writes strongly and warmly in praise of
what he likes and just as strongly expresses his
dislikes.  Such books as Borrow’s 1F4ld 1¥ ales, the
journeyings of William and Mary Howitt to re-
markable and unremarkable places, Longfellow’s
Poems of Places, and the gossiping volwmes of
American literary men, of which the Dbest are
Irving’s Skefch Book, Willis's Pencillings, and the
volumes by Hawthorne, Emerson, and Holmes
are worthy of mention in this connection. But
probably the best journal of a tour ever written
in this way is that of Dora Wordsworth.

William and Dorothy Wordsworth made a
memorable six weeks' tour in Scotland in the
autumn of 1803, the year after the poet’s marringe.
The narrative of this journey is set down by Dora
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Wordsworth in prose which is sometimes more
descriptive and poetical than her brother’s poetry.
One wonders how fur they were fortified with
guidebooks in their journey of over six hundred
miles in an lrish car, with a horse now jibing and
backing over a bank, or walking all too leisurely.
The ground they covered was well chosen, being
from Grasmere to Carlisle, then by Longtown,
Aunan, Dumfries, and Lanark to Glasgow. Next
by Dumbarton they had a peep at the picturesque
scenery of Loch Lomond, and turned by Arrochar

to Inveraray, on to Dalmally, Ballachulish, Tvn- |

drum, Killin, Kenmore, and Blair-Athole. This
was their farthest north.  We find them crossing
the lonely moor round Amulree to Criell, then on
to Loch Earn by the route which is to be profaned

Ly the railway ; next to Callander and the Tros-
sachs (which was thus known and famous ere the |
issue of Scott’s Lady of the Lulke), then across the .

Jorder, taking Peebles, the vale of Tweed to Mel-

rose, Jedburgh, Hawick, and Langholm on the
way back to Carlisle.  We commend this journal
to the pedestrian or railway traveller.
Wordsworth did not write the journal of this
tour, he was afterwards author of a guide to the
English Lakes.

The traveller who leaut on the map of that part
of ¢Great Britain called Scotland,” published by .

ITerman Moll in 1714, was leaning on a broken
reed.  The country is divided into territories, not
counties ; the towns of Selkirk and Peebles arve
noted, but not the counties ;

ently gathered round the Cromarty IFirth.  Ap-
pended are some useful facts, with some fiction.
Loch Lomond is said to be ¢famous for its floating
islands, its fish without fins, and being tempestuous
o« calm’  Tn Tona “is St Ouran’s chureh, famous
for the burying-place of eight kings of Norway,
forty-eight kings of Seotland, four of Treland, and
many other persons of distinction. If things were
properly managed there would he no need, we are

told, to go to Norway for wood or to Newfound- :

land for fish, as Scotland would be quite equal to
all demands.  The inhabitants of St Kilda are
two hundred in number, and we are told they
commonly have ‘about two thousand solan-geese

in their storchouses in a year, or two a weck for

cach inhabitant.  There is a reproduction of this
curious work by Mr R. 8. Shearer, bookseller,
Stirling.

OF carly guides, the Anglie Notitic of Fdward
Chamberlayne, first printed in 1668, went through
forty separate editions, Jolm Ogilby’s English

roud-hook  Britannin appeared first in folio in,

1675 (fancy a folio guidebook to-day !), but after-
wards in 8vo, and gave cach main line of road
and distance.  In 1726 the Rev. James Drome,
rector of Cheriton, Kent, published the result of
three yearsof travel ; and Thomas Pennant, whose
works are still readable, began his tour in 1769,
when Reotland was, as he says, “as little known
as Kamschatka.! DPatersow’s Dritish Itincrary was

Though

mlashiels appears '
as Caldshecls, and Melrose as Melrey ; Greenlaw '
is Grinla; Dumfries, Dumfreris; and St AbULs |
Ilead, St Ebbshead ; while Cromarty is conveni-

published in 1776 as ‘a new and accurate descrip-
tion of the direct and principal roads of Great
Britain,” and  passed L}u'ough fifteen editions
Lefore the author’s death in 1820. It formed the
companion to many a posting journey, aud the
last edition appeared in 1840, just when railways
[ had emerged. John Cary’s New Itinerary, pub-
| lished in 1798, gave place to his Dritish Traveller,
which was in an 11th edition in 1828.

At the beginning of an industrious literary
and commercial career, William and Robert
Chambers did not a little for the topography of
Scotland.  They jointly compiled a large Guzelteer
of Scotlund, while William Chambers wrote the
| Book of Scotlund, and later on a little work on
| Peebles and its Nedghbourhood, with « Run on the

Pecbles Railway, which owed so much to him.
Tt was an excellent  contribution to Scottish
antiquities and topograply, and the forerunner
of his more elaborate Ilstory of DPecblesshive, a
model county history.  The Picture of Scotland, by
Robert Chambers, was published by W. Tait, 78
Prinees Street, in 1827, In his preface, regarding
guidebooks, the author says: ‘Such publications
are usually anonymous, and the purchaser thinks
no more of the unknown author than he thinks
ol the man who made his hat or tanned the leather
cof his shoes!”  In this Look the author made an
Cattempt to elevate a topographical work into ¢the
superior region of belles Ildtres”  Tlis method of
work was as follows: After employving several
wonths of 1826 in reading up previously-published
works on his subject, he began a series of pedestrian
tours thronghout the country, taking as his motto
s a sentence from B

Jurns : ¢ 1 have no dearer aim than
to muke leisurely journeys through (‘aledonia ; to
sit in the fields of her attles, to wander on the
romantic banks of her streams 5 and to muse by
the stately towers of venerable ruins, once the
honoured abodes of heroes”  The stage-coach lifted
the author over desolate and uninteresting tracts
of country, while walking allowed him to move
clast or slow as he pleased. ‘T traversed,” he says,
Calmost every vale in the Lowlauds of Scotland
and a greater proportion of those in more northerly
regious, I saw all the towns except three or four.
This isa great improvement upon ITerman Moll,
" sebting down the products of a fireside invention.
I1is walks occupied five months, and the result
was & book which ran through three editions in
three years, and may still be read with pleasure
and  profit.  The  Steamdoat  Compuicion (1825)
shows a greater appreeiation of the heauties of
Scotland than might have been expected in pre-
railway days.  The Seottish Tourist of the same
date was an intelligent, well-illustrated compila-
tion, dedicated to Sir Walter Scott.  Black’s
| Leonomical Tourist of Scotlund was first published
“at three shillings and sixpence in 1839, and has
| sinee grown in size, price, and usefulness, and the
series has also grown with public requirements.
George Dradshaw {1801-53), a pioneer in rail-
way guides, was trained as an engraver and
printer, made engraving of maps his specially,
and for our ennal systems published Drodshaw's
" Maps of Inland Nuvigation,  The introduction of
the railway system led up to Dradshaw's Railway
Time Tables (1839), which developed into the well-
 known mouthly milway guide with its yellow
| wrapper, of which No. T appeared in 1842, This
, was Tollowed by coutinental railway guides, as
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well as a series of about a dozen handbooks to
various parts of the Continent.

Shoals of Englishmen went to the Continent
after Waterloo ; but the first English handbook
for Paris was Galignant’s Picture of Puris (1814),
while Mariana Starke’s Letters from Ituly (1814)
and Travels on the Continent were popular and
useful hamdbooks for the Continental tourist of
the period. Hobhouse, writing in 1817 to John
Murray the publisher, alluded to the inadequate
nature of the books for tourists, and the wide field
of glory for one who would get an adequate book
‘done like a cyclopede dictionary, by departments.’
And so it happened that John Murray the second, |
grandfather of the present representatives of the -
publishing house of Albemarle Street, is the foun-
der of the modern guidebook, although not at the '
instigation of IIobhouse. It happened in this
way : John Murray the third was possessed with
an ardent desire for travel from his earliest youth, |
and an indulgent father promised to gratify his
desire provided he masteved the langnage of the
country he was to travel in. In 1829, accord-
ingly, he brushed up his German, set foot on the
Continent at Rotterdam, and the result was his
Handbook for Holland (1836), the precursor of the
excellent series of red handbooks of world-wide
reputation which have issued from Albemarle
Street.  And; as remarked in the Edinburgh
Review, they have converted many a traveller, who
without them would have resembled the “no eyes”
of the story, into an intelligent and interested
sightseer.

This was greatly owing to the founder being all
that he wished the nsers of the guideboovks to be.
At that time such a thing as a guidebook for Ger-
many, France, and Spain did not exist. There
was Ebel for Switzerland, Boyce for Belgium,
and Mrs Starke, already mentioned, for Italy.
Murray had only a few manuscript notes, and his
own needs opened his eyes to the necessities of
coming travellers. Notebook in hand, he jotted
down every fact of utility or interest regard-
ing streets, hotels, picture-galleries, or travelling
routes. These notebooks, of which he had dozens,
were submitted to his father on his return, who'
saw in themn the germ of a good guide to which
the name of Iundbook was fivst applied. Iis'
travels were all accomplished in pre-railway days. '
The guides which followed—to Spain, Rome,
Algiers, and Sicily—have been praised as amongst
the Lest of a long series, which maintains a very
high level of excellence.  Handbooks to the cathe-
drals are a branch of the same series.  One of the
latest additions, which shows how the cyclist has'
been impressing a conservative firm like that of !
Murray, is a Cycle Roud-book from London tv the!
New Forest,

Local guidebooks are legion, and sometimes |
their very gossiping garrulity constitutes their
chief charm. \\’Lut would not be endured in an
ordinary haudbook becomes tolerable in a district
guide. It is a great joy to be able to visit the
Cairngorm Mountains under the guidance of John
Hill Burton, or go from London to Land’s End
with Walter White, or vicw the Roman Wall in
company with such an intelligent guide as the
late Dr Bruce in his Ifandbook to the Loman
Wall. The maps, illustrations, local notes, and
descriptions show rare knowledge and industry.
W. W. Tomlinson’s Comprehensive (uide to North-

umberland has the rare excellence of good sense ;
is well informed, accurate, and scholarly. The
first and second Statistical Accounts of Scotland
are admirable companions to the guidebook, but
only for library consultation. The same may be
said of Blackwood’s County Histories at present
in progress. All the large towns have been well
catered for., London has innumerable maps and
guides, including Cunningham’s Handbook, ITare’s
Walls in London, and Murray’s Environs of London,
giving a radius of twenty miles.

Baddeley’s Through (fwide Series, of which we
have about a score, and the well-known Bacdeker,
of which there are two dozen in the tourist series,
follow closely on the heels of Murray, and Joass
for France, all of which have each their own
excellences.  Stanford has a very uscful servies
of county guides also. The Americans have
AYpleLon, the Sutchel Guide to Europe, and many
others.  The big railways and shipping lines
have found it to their advantage to issne elabor-
ately-illustrated guides, as well as Cook and
Gaze of tourist fame. The money spent by
American and Canadian railway companies on
illustrated guidebooks alone must be enormous.
Some of the illustrations depict the fuirest
scenes on the cartl’s surface. One has always
the suspicion, of course, that the guidebooks
got up by a railway or shipping company lack
the independence of those produced by private
enterprise solely for the goul of the greatest
number.  Many things are seen therein conleur de
rose.  They form excellent and entertaining pic-
ture-books, however, and often valuable souvenirs
of travel.

The cyclist has also been catered for by the
Touring Club and by private enterprise.  Perhaps
the most ingenious works in guidebooks for
wheelmen are [oward’s Road-books for Scotland,
Ingland and Wales, and Inglis’s Contour Road-
book for Scotlund, which supply in easily-under-
stood diagrams the gradients to be encountered
and distances.  Another volume for the North of
LEngland, we believe, is at present in progress,

Irom this brief review it will be seen that the
cuidebook has grown and improved with public
requirements, and that never was it more useful
and eflicient than at the present time.

A TSAR’S GRATITUDE.
CHAPTER XV

Ir Philipof had been inclined to consider himself
the plaything of a cruel destiny- as indeed he had
some right to do—Defore his second incarceration,
e had grown ten times less in love with his ¢luck’
when the Tsar’s ookaz opened the prison doors for
him and he was at liberty to go forth a free man
among his fellow-men.  Such treatment as he had
experienced from *the powers that be’ was suf-
ficient to spoil the best of tempers,  Philipof’s never
had heen the best, and the assaults of destiny had so
battered and ill-used it that by this time it was
distinetly and decidedly a temper of the very
worst quality.  He came out of prison a morose,
discontented, cheerless, hopeless man. Ilis pro-
speets were  blighted ; for, of course, though
¢pardoned’ by the Emperor, in hix clemency, he
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was still a bad character and a ‘suspect’ in the
eyes of tlie authorities ; there could be no ques-
tion whatever of obtaining readmission into his
beloved regiment, and therefore no hope of a
career, such as lis soul longed for, of military
glory and advancement and honour. He might
enlist, perhaps ; but what would be the good of
it? A marked man and a ‘suspect, as he was,
could never hope to rise from the ranks—no;
his hopes of military honour were dead and
buried in the fortress-prison. As Philipof
quitted the grim precincts of the building he
was interested to recognise the student, to whose
action had been due in the first instance the
whole series of his misfortunes; and the sight
of the man roused his pity rather than his
indignation, so thin and haggard was he after
his three or four years of captivity. The two
men found themselves side by side in the corridor
of the prison when the Tsar’s amnesty to political
prisoners was read out to the dozen or so of such
captives then in durance at the fortress, and
strange and mixed feelings came into Philipof’s
heart as he now for the first time set eyes upon
his fellow-prisoner since that fatal day upon
which they had wmet at the gate of the Summer
Gardens.  In spite of his wretched physical
condition, the spirits of the little Russian were
of the brightest, and his joy at the news of his
approaching release was exuberant and noisy ;
indeed, the corridor was little Dbetter than a
pandemonium with the loud cries of delight and
the hurrahings of the amnestied unfortunates.
Philipof himself was too bitterly indignant to
join in their demonstrations. He was glad to be
free, of course ; but the memory of the injustice
which had condemned him to the captivity from
which he was now to pass outweighed at this
moment even the delights of freedom. Ie was
morose and silent; alone among the shouting,
dancing throng.  Coming out of the great gates
the student accosted him :

¢Well, brother,” he said, ‘you were luckier than
we others; you esecaped and had a hLoliday for
two years; upon my word, I admired you, for
how on ecarth you got out of your window and
swain away is more than I can understand. 1
mysell would sooncr perish than put my foot
into ice-cold water if the choice were given me!
Come, shake hands ere we part; we were fellow-
sufferers after all !’

Philipof took no notice of the proffered land,
nor did he deign to reply by word or look to the
other’s advances,

¢Ah 17 said the student, wagging his head ; ¢you
are still angry with me, 1 sce : come, it is time
to forgive me; what will not a man do to save
his life? 1 condemmed you to a year or two of
prison, certainly—it would have been three and a
half, but you cleverly reduced it to two—well,
what then ? Tere we are, alive and free, both
of us: otherwise I should have gone to Siberia,
or been hung in chains on the fortress-wall, and

! only one of two good men, instead of both, would
Le alive at this moment. Sir, you have restored
to Russia a useful and promising citizen, and I
thank you and apologise.”

‘You little reptile,” said Philipof, who never-
theless could not forbear to smile, ‘so you admit
| your guilt, now that it is too late to do me any
| good ¥

| ‘Admit it? Certainly, to you, my dear sir,

and in the strictest secrecy ; we are out of

i hearing of others, you will perceive, else I

should be unable to favour you so far. I

should have been glad to do you thus much

courtesy at any time if we had met without
witnesses. Why not? My word is as good as
yours, you see ; it ought not to be, you will say ;
but it is. But if you were to go to the governor
and say : “Mr Zoubof,” that’s my name, “admits
his guilt and my innocence !” the governor would
say : “Is this true, Zoubof,” and I should be
under the painful necessity of declaring that

Mr Philipof laboured under a strange delusion.

Thus we should remain exactly where we were

before—neither of us guilty and neither of us

innocent—which situation was the safety of us

both I?

Philipof laughed outright. ¢Come, he said, ‘I
meant to chastise you if I got the chance—kill
you, perhaps. I may feel the inclination again if
you cver cross my path after to-day ; but here I
am laughing at your villainy instead —which
proves, I suppose, that my heart is not quite
broken as I thought. I am grateful to you for
that discovery at least. I suppose self-preserva-
tion is an irresistible law and must Le obeyed
even at the expense of one’s fellows. I suppose
also you would not comprehend if I told you that
you have utterly ruined my life; the existence
I shall be obliged to lead lenceforth has mno
attractions for me. You will return to your inter-
rupted career and take it up where you left it;
but with me it is different. Your arrangement
was an unequal one, you see, at the best.’

¢Oh, nonsense,” said the student airily ; ¢life
is full of possibilities ; if your way is barred in
one direction you need only take another ; happi-
ness is simply a matter of point-of-view. I could
introduce you to a crowd of people—enthusiastic,
clever, intense, delightful persons — who would
soon teach you where to look for a mnew career
of interest and glory if—as you say—your own
is blasted.

¢Thanks,’ said Philipof ; ¢the delightful people
who put you up to taking a cock-shot at the
Emperor, T suppose ; no, thank you, it is not in
my line. If you will take my advice, you will
drop those charming friends of yours and sweep
a crossing.  Shooting at emperors is not a paying
game, May I ask what induced you to try it ?’

¢Oh come, come, come—no politics !’ said the

student, holding up a minatory finger as to a

naughty child ; ¢we never mention these things;

T will only say that a great deal would have
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happened differently if you had not jogged my
arm ; you did a bad stroke of business for both
of us that day ; but I forgive you.’

‘You are very good, said Philipof, smiling
again ; ‘and were many of the delightful people
you speak of present on that occasion #’

‘Half the crowd you saw, including some of
the policemen,’ replied the other coolly. ¢As I
said just now, things would have been wonder-
fully different to-day if you had not jogged my
arm !’

Philipof walked silently along musing. If this
little rascal was not lying there was much food for
thought in what he had said. The two men were

crossing the ice-path from the fortress to the

mainland while this conversation proceeded, the

remainder of the released prisoners walking in :

twos and threes in front or behind. A few
gendarmes brought up the rear, and a pair of
these uniformed officials led the procession, which
was bound to the police department in order
that the final arrangements might be made for
their release and the conditions read out under
which each of them was to enjoy freedom.

The student broke the silence presently.

‘I am dying to know how you escaped, he
said ; ¢the warder would or could tell me nothing
about it, drunken brute ; he did his best to drown
me, for which I ultimately got him expelled by
complaining to the governor. You are stronger
than I am ; I suppose you broke the bars of your
window? I tried—and I was pretty desperate I

can tell you !—but it was no use; they were as!

hard as the devil’s heart !’

‘Mine were broken for me by the Troitsky
Bridge, which broke loose and charged the fortress
wall ; a corner of it luckily squeezed itsell in at
my window and started the bars’

‘Good !’ said the little student enthusiasti-
cally ; ‘good ! and you floated away on top of the
bridge—splendid ! and you to talk of ill-luck!
My dear sir, you are the spoilt child of for-
tune !’

Philipof gave the true version of his adventure,
to his companion’s unbounded admiration, after
which the latter gave an entertaining account of
his own escape which, since it was really some-
what original and interesting, may be passed on
to the reader.

‘When the water began to flow in at the
window,’ said the student, ‘T was just about as
scared as I had ever been in all my twenty-eight
years of life—for if there is a thing I dread ou this
earth it is immersion in cold water. I am told
that the English are in the habit of bathing in it
every morning for choice, and I think this is
about the strongest proof of any that the English
are as most people aflirm—mad. As for me, the
very idea of such a thing would be enough to make
me mad, and the prospect of being flooded by that
iey fluid and gradually drowned in it did actually
madden me for the time being. T had observed
the water rising fast, and had hammered at the
door till my hands and feet were sore; but Ivan

l'was drunk, as you know, and did not hear either
that or the frenzied language in which I shricked
for him. Then I tugged at the Lars in hopes of
breaking one off and smashing in the door panels
with it ; but that was no go.

¢Then I gave my old prayers a turn. T had for-
gotten them long ago, though a word or two came
back to me; but I made a very poor business of
the praying, which was perhaps the reason that
nothing seemed to come of it ; or perhaps—which
is still more likely—Providence doesn’t think
much of the prayers, in emergency, of those who
treat it shabbily when things run smoothly. At
any rate, the water continued to rise and I con-
tinued to yell and weep and eurse and pray in turns,
and if old Ivan had heard the expression of my
opinion of him during that bad quarter of an
hour I really think it would have sobered him.
e never heard me, however ; and I stood on my
bed and watched the water rush in at the
window and slowly creep up the legs of the table
and chair as it grew deeper and deeper in the
room ; and I may assure you that I wasa very
desperate and miserable man.

CHAPTER XVIIL

‘I think I had quite given myself up for lost,
continued the student, ‘and had sett‘ed into a
condition of numb and silent despair, waiting for
the unspeakable misery of feeling the first chill of
the water upon my feet as T stood on the hed—it
had rvisen by this time to within an iuch of the
level at which I was perched —when suddenly I
observed that the table and chair had both been
lifted, so to say, ofl’ their legs, and were floating
side by side about the room. At first, this further
evidence of the depth of the water only caused
my already well-filled cup of despair to overflow,
and I started crying and shricking and cursing
again,  But after a while an idea struck me.  If
that table were to float close to me, which it
probably would divectly, why shouldn’t 1 cap-
"ture it and wake myselt a raft? At all events, if
, I sab or lay upon the top of it, though T might
get wet I should not drown uutil the room was
"quite full of water; and there was always a
chance that the flood might not rise quite go high
as to fill the cell up to the ceiling !
¢The idea comforted me a little, and restored
Jjust suflicient vitality to my nwmbed lmbs to
allow of my stretehing ont and securing both the
i table and the chair. [ faxtened the chair beneath
| the table, to make a better raft, using one of my
two blankets to do it, and wrapped the second
Llanket round me for warmth, for it was bitterly
cold with the window broken and the room full of
icy water.  The flood was on the point of lapping
up over the edge of the bed now, and T deter-
mined to serew up my conrage and get alloat on
my raft. I’m not very hig nor very heavy, hut
T was both too big and too leavy for that table.
Tt floated all right; but though I Jay on my side
and screwed myself into almoxt nothing, my heels
went into the water on one side and my arms up
to the elbows on the other.  The shock, when the
table first sank with my weight, and put me half
under water, was killing. T asswre you—and it’s
the plain truth-- I wished T had never saved myself
(at your expense), but had got myself respectably
; hanged on the fortress wall.




486

CHAMBERS’S JOURNAL.

[July 31, 1897.

‘However, I grew accustomed to the water
after a bit, and floated about the room for an
cternity, clinging on like grim death to the sides
of my table. My bed, an iron one, soon disap-
peared, and T was presently on a level with the
window, and had a fine view of the outside world,
which was all water and ice. Then I rose above
the level of the window and had nothing to look
at but the ceiling, a couple of feet or so above my
head, and still the water continued to rise.

¢It rose another foot, and I thought it was all
over with me. I felt more cheerful about it now,
hecause I had become hardened to the coldness of
the water. I lay and watched the ceiling and
wondered how 1 had better act when my nose
should come in contact with it and acquaint me
with the fact that hope was at an end. I decided

that it would be hest to allow myself to slip head i

first into the water, aud get it over at once. I
remembered once drowning a kitten by filling a
]mil quite full and placing a tray on the top.
That kitten’s fate was very like this. 1 would
never drown another kitten in that way, I vowed,
if ever I got out of this fix.

“Well, my nose never touched that ceiling. I
smelt the sour whitewash of it distinetly, as I
Jay there within an inch or two of it; Lut that
was the nearest I came to the top, and the flood
turned just at the proper moment to save the life
of a distingnishc(} Russian citizen, who must
surely be destined to great things, you will say,
after so providential an escape.  Perhaps you are
right.

¢ When the water fell to its usual level and the
cell had been pumped dry from outside, the door
was opened and Ivan the warder brought-—not
my breaklast—but a stretcher to carry me away
upon. 1 am glad T was alive because of Ivan’s
face when he saw me, if for no other reason.
Having scen that, I feel that I have not lived
quite 11 vain. I told Ivan many things about
himself which must have been new to him ; at
all events I am sure he had never before heard
himself so accurately or so cloguently described ;
nor had so many ingenuous wishes for his future
in this world and the next ever yet, I am sure,
been lavished upon him.  The governor visited
me in person and was polite and interested. Ile
sent me in a very excellent breakfast, together

with three dvy blankets, and the stove was allowed :
Ivan very,

to go night and day for some time.
properly departed 5 if ever I meet Ivan again,
- private life, I shall continue the settlement
of accounts with him, and if I do not stick a
knife into him it will be solely heeause he
Lappens to be turned my way and has not his
back to me.

By this time Philipof and his voluble companion
were nearing the lmlice department, and here the
released prisoners were requested Lo enter in single
file and to refrain from further conversation.
Then, the formalities having been gone through,
cach was allowed to depart whither he would,

after giving an assurance that he would report

himself at certain stated intervals.  Philipof was
given to understand that if he did not so report
himself, the police would very soon invade his
premises and know the reason why 5 he would
not escape the supervision of the Third Depart-
ment—it would be uscless to attempt it—every
action of his would be known and reported ; if

ke behaved himself for a few years the supervision
would be relaxed ; for the present he was still a
¢suspect.’

These were the conditions under which poor
Sasha started life anew on lis second departure
from the fortress.

1lis first visit was to Olga’s mansion, where he
found all well, and where the faithful Matrona
and the equally-devoted Katia fell upon his neck
after the approved Russian style.  After this he
visited his former employer, the Englishman,
because it was necessary to find some sort of work
in order to keep body and soul together, and
Sasha hoped to learn that Mr Harrison was
willing to give him the same situation in his
office whieh he had filled satisfactorily enough for

nearly two years on a former occasion. But Mr
Iarrison, though as genial and kind as ever, did
not see his way, afler hearing Philipof’s story,
to offer him re-employment in his oflice ; these
sudden goings and comings did not conduce, he
pointed out, to that smoothness and regularity
with which the wheels of a commercial establish-
ment like his own should move. As a matter of
fact he had filled up Sasha’s place, and did not
feel disposed to turn out a good man in order to
readmit him—it wounld not be fair.

This was so evidently true that poor Philipof
could only sigh and prepave to go. But Mr
Tlarrison was sorry for this hardly-used young
Russian, and bade him wait 2 moment. Then he
wrote and handed to Philipof two or three letters
of recommendation to other English merchants in
the place, armed with which Sasha sallied forth
once more in search of employment, and this time
successfully. It was neither a very lucrative nor
a very glorious situation that he now found ; but
it would at least, he hoped, provide him with the
wherewithal to procure the mnccessavies of life,
and  perhaps something betler might turn up
presently.  The post offered 1o and accepted by
"' Philipof was that of superintendent of the small

fleet of ‘lighters” engaged in loading grain for the

 English firm which employed him. " Sasha’s duty
was to see each morning that the lighters were
severally in their proper places at the wharves,
and in the evening to repair to the office with
i reports as to the loading of each during the day.
It was a dreary and monotonous job at best, and
not the kind most calculated to wean Philipofs
wind from the contemplation of its own griev-
ances ; on the contrary, it was the sort of employ-
ment to drive a man into himself, and to make
of a discontented person a dangerous one ; of an
ill-tempered man a savage one; and of an un-
happy man a desperate one. It is not suggested
that poor Philipof Lecame all this at once—he
went downhill, that is all that is meant. His
tendency was not in the direction of peace of
mind after storm, but rather of an increased per-
turbation of the meutal atmosphere.

Nor did the conduct of the police tend to
improve matters in this respect. These officials
soon made it clear to the unfortunate ¢suspect’
that, though free, hie wax still in bondage. Once
a week he was obliged to report himself at his
district office, and if he allowed the proper day
to go by without having gone through the stipu-
lated formality, that very night he was sure of a
domiciliary visit from a half-dozen or so of
sworded and kaftaned oflicials, who searched the
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apartment for papers, and turned the place up-
side down in order to make sure that all was in
order and no mischief hatching. It was in vain
that poor Philipof explained that his duties at the
wharves demanded his altendance there until
after the hour which had been appointed for his
presence at the })olice office ; the officials merely
shrugged their shoulders and said it seemed hard,
but what was to be done? Orders were orders,
and the department presumably knew what it
was about.

Another circumstance

which increased the

bitterness with which Suasha looked out upon

life and destiny was that when he walked abroad
in the greater and more fashionable streets, as he
was able to do now without fear, he occasionally
met men who had been his friends and com-
panions in former days, and these almost invari-
ably avoided him or gave him the cut direct.
This sort of thing maddened him, and he found
it wiser to avoid those parts of the town in which
such offensive behaviour might at any moment
upset his equanimity. The sight of officers of
his own regiment, dressed in the old uniforn,
was specially trying to his feelings; and the
thought that, through no fault of his own, he
was debarred for ever from wearing
familiar tunic and associating with his natural
fellows was intolerable and maddening.  One
evening he walked straight up against Serueyef,
an officer of his corps whom he had always
cordially disliked, a cowardly, bullyiug sort of
man who ill-treated the privates and systemati-
cally browbeat the junior oflicers. Philipof was
in a bad humoyr already when he met the man,
and the fellow’s offensive bearing irritated him
further. He therefore barred Sergeyef’s passage.
¢Well? he said, “don’t you recognise me ; where
are your manners?’

Sergeyef stared insolently, but affected not Lo
know him. Philipol sejzed him by the ears and
shook him: ¢Oh,’ he eried, ‘don’t you recog-
nise me? try again’ Sergevel grew very wlhite
and felt for his sword ; Sasha saw the motion of
his hand and forestalled him. ¢No, no, hie =id,
‘no brawling, please!’” Ile wrested the sword
from the other as he spoke, and threw it on the
ground.  ‘Now,” he continued, shaking the
wretched Sergeyef like a medicine bottle, ¢who
am I ?—quick V’

‘I—I Dhelieve you are Mr Philipof—I—I’m
sorry—I didn’t recognise you !’ said the scared
little officer. IIe thought he was dealing with a
lunatic.

¢ Cuptain Philipof, if you please !’

¢ Ca—captain Philipol, of course !’

‘Good : now ! salute me, please !’

Sergeyef obeyed.

¢ Excellent. = Now take your sword and go,
said Susha ; ‘and, stay ! You can tell the other
fellows that I shall treat any one of them in the
game way if they presume to cut me in future.
Do you understand ’

Sergeyef understood marvellously well, and told
his fellow-officers as much of the incident as was
convenient. Most of these agreed that Philipof
was mad, and had better be avoided as a danger-
ous lunatic; but one or two who kuew him
better said that it was ‘just like dear old Sasha,’
and that he was no more mad than Sergeyef him-
self. It was difficult for any one to Llelieve in

)

the .

Philipof’s innocence of the crime imputed to him,
in face of the circumstantial tales of his guilt
circulated broadcast four years ago and mnever
satisfactorily contradicted ; nevertheless there
remained some who had never Delicved him
capable of such an act as that of which he was
accused, and who steadily and sturdily avowed
that there was a mistake somewhere.  If these
men had met Philipof they would have greeted
him cordially, and this would have done him a
world of good ; but unfortunately he never came
across them.

(T0 be continued.)

A SHETLAND COTTAGE-INDUSTRY.

| IN these days when what are known as ‘home
| industries’ are being brought forward as a means
"of eking out the earnings of our remote country
populations, it may interest readers to liear some-
, thing about the manufacture of Shetland hosiery
- —an industry, as the name implics, confined to
the lonely homes of ancient Thule.

i The chief characteristic of Shetland hosiery is
"the extreme fineness of the wool used. This
wool is obtained from the native Shetland sheep,
an aunimal of decidedly meagre appearance, and
whicli a southern flockmaster would be inclined
to ‘have none of” Nevertheless, this humble
beast, picking up a scanty living on the bleak
hillsides where its larger 1elatives would starve,
produces wool of remarkable fineness; and when
1t is mentioned that the natural colours vary from
black and while to an endless variety of grays,
browns, fawns, and chestnuts of many shades
(locally called “moorit”). it will be seen that the
Shetland people have ready to their hand raw
material of the most suitable kind for their
purpose.

- In connection with the fineness of the wool the
metiiod of taking it from the sheep is worthy of
note. It is not elipped or shorn in the usual way;
bul, at the proper scason, is literally plucked from
the backs of the animals, it being averred that
' shiearing tends Lo deteriorate the quality of every
succeeding fleece ; and, of course, to keep the
vield of wool as fine as possible is a great desidera-
tum. The plucking referred to usually appears
to strangers to be a cruel expedient 5 Lut in reality
the sheep seems to sufler no more from it than
from ordinary shearing.

The first process in the actual manufacture of
the wool i3 that of combing and carding.  Thix is
done by the aid of two ‘cards’ or wire-toothed
brushes, somewhat resembling large curry-combs,
between which the wool is first smoothed and
straightened, and finally rolled into loose, slender
strands ready for spinning.  The spinning is done
on o very primitive-looking instrument called a
‘spinney.’” In most Shetland houses one or more
of these can be seen, and the women acquire great
deftness in handling and drawing out the strands
of wool as they are rapidly spun into fine yarn on
these wheels; the same wheel being afterwards
used to twine the yarn into as many plies as may
be required.

The wool is now ready for knitting, and passes
to what may Le called the sccond stage in the
process of manufacture. It should be understood,
however, that the whole work of preparation is

'




488

CHAMBERS’S JOURNAL.

[July 31, 1897.

usually done by the knitters themselves, without
the aid of machinery other than what has already
been mentioned.  An old custom is for the women
of several neighbouring cottages to gather in the
home of one of their number to give a day’s
assistance at carding or spinning, the courtesy
being in due course returned all round ; so, with
gossip and story, lightening the burden of what
must be otherwise a monotonous task.
though this system of mutual help is oceasionally
resorted to, it is much more comnion for a woman
single-handed to go through the whole work of
preparation and manufacture, from the gathering
of the wool until in the shape of some knitted
article it is ready for the market.

In the working of the yarn into the various
marketable articles much time and skill are
required. It is safe to say that almost every
Shetland woman is a good knitter ; but, as the
things manufactured are various, it is natural
that some should excel in particular hranches of
the industry. Thus it comes about that you may
find one woman, or, it may be, family, engaged in
making stockings and underclothing only, another
making gloves, while a third may take to the
finer work of shawls and lace goods. All acquire
great deftness at their various kinds of work ; but
it is in the last-mentioned that the greatest scope
for displaying individual taste and ingenuity
comes in.  Some of the designs inwrought in the
shawls are indeed very beautiful ; while the mazy
intricacy of the work is often wonderfully fine.
The varied natural colours of the wool, too,
allord scope for the exercise of taste in the matter
of shade and combination, though a large number
of the finer fabrices are made in pure white. An
idea of the fineness of some of the work may be
gathered when it is stated that shawls are made
measuring from two to three yards square that
weigh not more than two and a quarter ounces,
and that can easily be passed through a lady’s
finger-ring. Shawls of this variety are usually
sold at from thirty to forty pounds each; and
often represent the sole work of a knitter for
from one to two years.

Artificial colouring is not much resorted to; but
a notable exception isx found in a peculiar kind of
goods locally known as Fair Isle hosiery. The
peculiavity lies in the great variety of the colours
mto which the wool is dyed, the knitted articles
reminding one somewhat of what might be called
mongrel ITighland tartans. The stains used to
produce these colours are all found on the islands,
being prepared from indigenous roots and lichens.
Tradition has it that the natives were first tanght
the art of preparing and using these dyes by some
Spanish sailors who were shipwrecked on Ifair
Isle, the southernmost of the Shetland gronp.
It appears to be a fact that one of the ships of
the mighty Armada perished on this ixland, and
that part of the crew lived for a time amongst
the islanders, so that it scems possible that the
tradition may have some foundation in fact,
though doubt has recently heen expressed on the
point.

The financial vesults of the Shetland hosiery
trade are in the aggregate very considerable. It
is difficult to get at the real figures; but the export
trade alone is computed by those in close connee-
tion with it to be worth from twelve thousand to
fifteen thousand pounds a year to the islands.

Butg

The quantity used locally must also be consider-
able, home-made underclothing being largeliy
used by the Shetland people; so that it will
probably not be far wide of the mark to put the
total annual value at about twenty thousand
; pounds. This to a population of under thirty
thousand is an important item of income. It has
the advantage, too, that all classes of the com-
munity participate in it, and that it is subject to
little or no fluctuation of value or demand from
year to year.

The work is mostly done at times when the
knitters would otherwise be idle, such as in the
long winter evenings, or at odd times in the
ordinary routine of a crofter-fisherman’s house.
There is little or no outlay in connection with it ;
the crofters growing their own wool, and, as has
been said, the whole process of manufacture being
carried out at home. The goods are usually
disposed of in the first place to dealers in Lerwick,
where there are several large warehouses devoted
to the trade. Thence they find their way into the
markets on the mainland, and even—in smaller
quantities—to most parts of the world ; for Shet-
land hosiery has made a name for itself that is
world wide. The parcel post has been found to
be most advantageous to the trade in providing a
rapid and cheap means of transit ; the lightness
of the goods am\ the ease with which they can be
parcelled and handled rendering them very suit-
able for this means of conveyance.

In the development of this industry Shetland
has shown a worthy example of what may be done
in a poor district to make the best of the resources
at bhand; and has over and over again, when
fishings have been poor and crops a failure, found
that in it she had a surer stay against the pro-
verbial rainy day than in her more conspicuous
Paths of human industry.

A STRIKE IN THE SIERRAS.
By E. and 1. IIERON.

‘I’'ve been sampling the raw article on the
Pacific coast, up and down thirty degrees more or
less north and south of the line, any time these
twenty years, and I’ve no opinion of one-horse
republics left,” Gormully was saying. ¢ Expertentia
docet, as we used Lo say at school.

I bad just bLeen telling Gormully that, having
proved the utter futility of tinkering at a time-
worn profession in England, I proposed to make
my fortune in nitrate somewhere in the neigh-
bourhood of the tropic of Capricorn ; and Gor-
mully, lately home from Santa Maria, was in
consequence giving me his views on things in
general and tropical republies in particular, as
only Gormully, who had smoked his pipe and
made his observations in every port in the old
world and the new, coukd.

e ceased speaking, and I took up the conver-
sation.

“There are degrees, I suppose,” I xaid.

‘Even the best regulated of the lot are as
uncertain in their tempers as pet rams,” he replied,
settling his big frame more comfortably into the
deep wicker-chair; ‘as many men as many minds,
and as many separate—and operative— interests.’

“I’m bound to go and try my chance there
now,’ I remarked.

‘th
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We were sitting on the terraced lawn below a' with him an air of interested surprise that com-
reen-shuttered house, overlooking the ribbon of pletely misled casual acquaintances. He’d scen
Elue sea, stretched smooth and shining on that events boil over more than once in those regions,
summer day, between the east coast of Jersey and " and was generally about with a ladle to scoop up
the white cliffs of La Manche. . his own interests. I lived with him and worked
¢ Nitrate’s not played out yet, said Gormully | with him for a considerable time, and I found e
encouragingly. ‘In fact, there’s more than one had an aptitude for a good mauny things Dbeside
way of making a decent living in that part of the | cooking an omelette.

world, provided the existing government don’t
put one of their ingeniously-assorted spokes into
your wheel.

“At first there were some five or six of us,
Englishmen, learning our work and gelting the
mine, which had hitherto been run on aboriginal

lines, into some sort of order. When this was
said, ‘and it seems to answer very well’ in a fair way to be accomplished and I had got

‘Yes, of a chastened and widdle-aged type, the hang of my duties, Atterson started off’ with
which moves with the slow step of wisdom, and | the assayer and one or other of the assistants to
has only a few harmless vices. My dear fellow, ' prospect farther on, and by degrees he planted
you’re a fool ! Shut up in England all your life, | out the whole lot of them with the exception of
you’ve no more notion than a child what a the assayer and a country-born idiot called Platt,
overnment can and, on occasion, will do to inter-, who kept the accounts. These (wo remained

‘They run a sort of modified republic here,’ I

ere with the aims of the individual.’

¢But an Englishman is safe anywhere,” I put
in,

‘You’re quite right to believe so at any rate.
It begets confidence, which is always useful. As
a nation we are given to assuming things and
making them facts by force of pigheaded convic-
tion. But’—Gormully sent a long spiral of
smoke upwards into the quiet air, and narrowed
his eyes to look at me—*there are a good many
ways of getting rid even of us where we’re not
wanted ; and it is often impossible to make a
government respongible. Now when I began life
one of my first experiences was a strike in the
Sierras '——

¢Well, we’ve strikes at home for that matter,
I observed with pardonable pride.

*With a difference” Then he proceeded to make
some idiotic remarks about the French coaxt.

I laughed. “Gormully,’ I said, ‘I have intro-
duced you to the best brand of cigars within
a thousand miles, I’ve seen you home more
than once in an irresponsible—mood, shall we
say? I have saved you from sampling the
justice of the Jurats and the indignity of being
sentenced to pay a fine in French.

¢And if you have !’

¢One good turn deserves another. Go on’

Gormully grinned and produced another cigar
of the before-mentioned high-class brand, such
as persons of moderate means may enjoy in the
islands, where there is no iniquitous duty levied
on the lonely mau’s friend.

‘You must understand,’ he began, ¢that what T
am about to tell you happened some while ago.
I was offered the post of superintendent of a
mine in the Sierras. It sounded as well as an
auctioneer’s advertisement, and I, being guileless
and not yet twenty-three, jumped at it.’

He drew the whisky and seltzer nearer to him
and mixed a carefully-proportioned drink,

¢The place was some thirty miles up from the
plains, deep in the mountains, and though I found
the mine was not much more to look at than a
good-sized rabbit-hole, yet there was the novel

reedom of the life to be enjoyed under simply
Al conditions of climate and scenery, and in fact
I fancied the whole business down to the ground.
The name of my boss was Atterson. Ife was a
wiry, hard-bitten chap, who never hurried him-
self, and was always there in time.
matter where “there” was. Ile carried about

It did not |

more or less at headquarters. As for Atterson,
one could never count upon him, as his business
, took him to the various points where he was
opening mines in the mountains, or in the other
direction down to the city and port of Santa
Maria.

| ‘Things went smoothly for a time, but after I
had Dbeen there a year or so, troubles began to
crop np, the peons turned sulky, and I could not
get at any reasonable explanation of the discon-
tent.

¢ Atterson had been away for an unusually long

eriod with the assayer, and Platt was an abso-
lFut;e dolt outside his immediate provinee, hesides
, being too copper-coloured to breed any confidence
“in me, so that I was thrown ecntirely on my own
resources. Therefore, when Atterson pul in an
" appearance late one night, I wasn't sorry to see
him.

“In the morning as I was telling him how
matters ~tood, a tall, dark man strolled past the

Coffice window towards Platt’s quariers.
b ¢« Who's that 77 asked Atterson abruptly.

¢“ He gives out he’s a pure-bred Mexican, and
they call him Don Ignacio,” I answered. “But he
. seems to be a hanger-on of the Cacique’s. Ile’s
lived in the village for some time now, and is
- rather a chum of Platt’s.”

¢ “He’s a greaser,” said Atlerson conclusively.
“I know him. We came across cach other years
ago at Acapuleo, when I was a tenderfoot.”

‘T heard the details of that meeting afterwards
from an eye-witness. It appears that Ignacio had
gol up a row with a young fellow who had made

_his pile, married a pretty girl, and was just start-
. ing to spend his honeymoon in Europe, when he
had the mixfortune to be drawn into a gamble
"and a quarrel by the greaser. The aflair looked
“ugly, when Atterson, who had lately arrived in
_the country, interfered. Knives and pistols
, weren’t worth a cent in that fight, my informant
,said, for Atterson went in at Ignacio with his
, bare fists. Tgnacio used the weapons he was born
. to, but Atterson, at twelve stone, hit like a cart-
_horse kicking. Tgnacio wasn't recognisable for a
month. That was Atterson’s début in the Re-
' publics, and I am bound to say he las lived up
to it

Gormully knocked off the ash of his cigar on
the toe of his boot and smiled pleasantly over the
recollections Atterson’s career afforded.

‘Now you see, he continued, ‘a greaser is

T,
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like no other mortal except a Red Indian for
unappeasable vindictiveness. He’s a Red Indian
in Ins grievances and a cat in his gratitude.
Atterson, however, appeared to have forgotten all
about Ignacio, and to my disappointment went
off again at once, only telling me to keep a sharp
lookout. And this time he took Platt with hinm,
so I was left alone.

“After that the discontent grew day by day,
and the plot, whatever it was, began to thicken.
I know now of course that Tgnacio was at the
bottom of it all. I1le’d not forgotten his whip-
ping, and was on fire till e could do Atterson a
mischief ; and if the plot included shunting the
boss into the permanent siding we call Paradise,
why, so much the better.

“Ignacio knew how to make himself useful in
various disreputable ways, and consequently pos-
sessed friends in high places, who were quite will-
ing to make use of his private feelings when
occasion served.

¢ All of a sudden the peons struck, or did their
equivalent, which means they lay about in the
sun in their striped blankets, and got drunk on
aguardiente if they could afford it, and on pulque
il they couldn’t. You can get drunk on pulque
for about two cents if you are not in a hurry.

‘They came to me and said they wanted more
wages, and I gave them the requisite abuse, and
decided to shut down the mine and appeal to the
government later on if the trouble continued.
Under ordinary circumstances I should have
been right, but 1 didn’t happen to know that on
this special oceasion the government were in it
for reasons of their own.

¢So I shut down, and sat on my heels to await
developments.

‘I had noticed for more than a week that the
camp was filling up with outsiders. All the
tramps and cut-throats in the country swarmed in
and settled like flies on carrion.

¢I had not sense enough to ealeulate that what-
ever had brought these gentlemen about would be
got through with hefore the wine-shops ran dry.
This would take ten days on the rough, so that
I might have expected any disturbance to fall
in about the Friday week after the Wednesday

I shut down, when the peons would be full up’

and ripe for anything. At that time, however, |
had not my present experience, so 1 let things
drift.

‘On the Friday night T went round the
“arroya”about dusk to see that all was right. 1
was leaning over the lower stockade, smoking my
pipe, when 1 heard a voice apparently at my
feet :

¢“Tean down, senor, and listen.”

¢Then 1 perceived a man lying close in under
the shadow of the palings, a poor wreteh of a
peon, who had come to sell information. T Lent
down and he whispered to me through a erevice
between the uprighits.

¢IIe told me that an organiszed attack was to be
made upon the house and oflices just after mid-
night, as it was believed that the place was worth
looting.

‘T asked him why they thought o,

““Liven a blind mule knows the way to his
own mouth, seiior,” he replied.  “The mine is as
rich as adream; it is spoken of in the hot country
and as far also as Santa Maria”

¢ By further questioning I extracted what I had
begun to expect, that Ignacio was the instigator
"'of the plot, and that he had promised rewards to
;all and sundry who would join in the projected
attack.

‘I explained to Pedro that we had been expect-
ing this outbreak for some time, and had in
I consequence laill down a train of dynamite
'between the main Luilding and other offices, and
he would of course guess the fate of any persons
who happened {o Le in the vicinity when the
lexplosion occurred.  We had as a matter of fact
been digging some drains.  “So if you take my
advice,” I added, “you will carry a message from
me down to the General, by which means you
will be absent if anything awkward happens,
besides gaining double the reward I have already
promised you.”

‘e rose to this, and after some haggling we
arranged the matter, and he slid oft as he came.

‘I stayed where 1 was for ten minutes, watch-
ing the dark figures in the camp Lelow eddying
and humming round the lights in the wine-shops.
"There was a good deal of noise, and 1 fancied
, something out of the common was on fool. I was
»exceedingly uncomfortable, 1 can tell you, for I
saw little prospect of saving the premises, and
what was a good deal more to the point, my own
life. T felt Lound to do what I could to keep the
rioters at bay in the Lope that the troops might
arrive during the small hours.  But by that time
the “arroya,” il not the oflice, would be sur-
rounded and my chance of escape gone,

“1 was turning back to the house when a bird
cried near the spot 1 had just quitted. After a
mowents hesitation 1 strolled back towards it,
and found Pedro had returned, he was breathless
with rauning.

¢« Senor Atterson is dead ! he said,

“Dead? Iow do you know ?”

“They are telling it below there. 1le had
an accident at the new mine. 1t is quite true, for
Jos¢ saw it, and he has run in with the news.”

¢Upon thix he urged me to escape while there
was vet (ime, for he assured me that the fear of
Attersen would have kept many of the peons in
chieek -in caxe of his return, but that now there
was nothing for me but flight.
| < You scem very anxious for my safety 77

c“Shall I not otherwise lose my reward ?” he
‘ answered candidly.  “In an hour’s time, sefior,
cab the latest, you must escape from this place ;
i even now there are watchers on the other side,
because they think you will make for the plains.
i Jut you must go upwards, uY\\'anls. You will
1

find a pony at the turn of the road above the
mine.”
‘I concluded that T might trust him, as his
Cinterests could ouly be sceured Ly my escape.
Yet I could not make up my mind to desert the
Cbuildings until 1 saw better reason for going.
*Desides T was concerned to get any money there
“might be in Platts oftice put away somewhere out
of reacl of the peons,

“There happened to be a good deal in hand—
~in silver mostly of course—and it struck me that
as it was impossible to carry it away, it might not
be a bad plan to shovel it into the drain, one end
of which was still unfinizhed and open. This
I managed to do, and to get it well out of sight
“of the opening at the end, which 1 lelt gaping as
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I found it. The last place a thief looks in is an | then I ventured to suggest that the rope was

unfastened box.

¢I worked in the dark like a navvy, and the
thing I chiefly remember was the smell of the
roses heavy on the night-air.

¢ Getting back to the house, I barricaded the
doors, as, i the worst came to the worst, I did not
suppose my future movements would include the
use of either of them! My plan was to sit tight
as long as I coull and avoid being shot, mean-
while the soldiers might arrive in time to save
the place from being completely wrecked.

"Phe village was uniet enough by this time,
and in spite of Pedro’s warning I begaun to think
the whole affair might resolve itself into nothing
more serious than big talk amongst Ignacio and
his friends.

¢Just then there was a slight noise at the door,
I turned the lantern on it and saw a paper spill
moving in along the ground. I picked it up and
read three words, “‘Let me in) followed by Atter-
son’s crabbed and unmistakable signature.

¢ He was laughing under his breath when I got
him inside.

¢“They’re closing in round the stockade,” he
said.,  “1 had a narrow squeak of it !”

¢“Why in the world have you come here?” 1
exclaimed,

¢«Why in the world have you stayed here?”
he retorted.

‘% Decause I'm paid to do it, I suppose,” 1
said.

¢ ¢“True.
to—Dbolt.”

¢“ By the way, now I come to think of it,” I
went on, “I understood you were dead.”

¢« Never believe I’m dead, Gormully,” he
replied in his dry way, “until you have scen
my corpse, and not even then without further
evidence. I have a simple little plot on hand of
my own, which could not be carried out while |
was supposed to be alive. Therefore as a good
opportunity offered to be killed at the upper
mine, I took it. It’s a delicate thing to get
palpably killed anywhere! DBut hurry up and
let’s have a square meal before we start.  Mean-
time tell me what you have heard.”

¢ While we ate, I told him all T knew and
what I had done.

¢4 Good !” said he,
and we’ll start.
the warpath, they’re so quict.
rush the place direetly.”

¢IIe went into the little sleeping-room at the
back of the house, and dragged out a long coil of
knotted rope from a cupboard. 1 asked him
what he was going to do.

And I came round to give you leave

“ Now secure the books,
Ignacio and Co. must be on
They’ll try to

¢4 Ag our friends outside object to our strolling ;

casually away by the front door, it only remains
for us to drop out of the Lack window,” he said
shortly, and set about sccuring the rope to a
couple of big hooks in the wall.

¢l must explain that the sleeping-room over-
looked a narrow ravine ; the wall of the house
stood on the very edge of the precipice, which
fell sheer away without foothold for a hundred
feet. Below this the trees grew thickly, feather-
ing down the steep slopes and hiding the torrent
in the hollow. A small window gave on to this
gully.

¢I watched him make his preparations, and

too short to enable us to reach the ground.

““It’s long enough for our purpose; we’re
going to stop hall-way,” was all the satisfac-
tion I got from him. *“I’ll go first, and when I
signal with the rope, you follow. IKecp steady.
Now !”

¢1le slipped through the window and dis-
appeared, while I waited with my heart in my
mouth. If there is one thing 1 like less than
another, it is monkey-work. I’m mnot built
for it.

¢ At the sume moment firing began outside, and
before Atterson signalled for me, the peons were
battering at the doors. The sash was a trifle
narrow for my bulk, and I’ve known few less
comfortable periods in my life than the one I
spent squeezing through the window till 1 found
mysell with nothing but a knot of rope between
me and the yiclding velvet blackness of space,
while a strong mountain breeze tugged at my
back. The rope was taut, however, and I let
mysell carefully down till 1 felt Atterson’s hands
about my feet.  He pulled me in through a mass
of leaves and thorns, and the next second I found
myself Iying on the floor of one of the low-Lrowed
galleries of an old native mine, the opening to
which on the face of the precipice was masked by
bushes.  Atterson explained that he had discovered
these long-disused galleries by chance at a point
where our own workings approached them, and
had kept the seeret as a valuable asset in view of
sich an emergeney as the present.

¢The rope was then cast loose and hung swaying
over the depths of the ravine, into which we hoped
the rioters would conclude I had fallen while
attempling to escape.

‘As we cautiously made our way along the
gallery we heard the dull roar of some explosion
overhead, and 1 remarked on the amount of
damage the peons would probably erowd into the
next two hours,

¢ I’ve Leen in these parts some time,” said
Atterson contentedly.  “You take my word for
it, we wor’t Jose by this night’s work, whoever
does 1 I we were safely out of this hurrow the
worst would be over.”

¢« The peons know everything,” 1 said presently ;
“they must know of this mine.”

““I’ve proof emnough of that,” returned
Atterson pointedly.  “They know everything—
nearly.  One of their limitations is, luckily,
! the extent of my knowledge,  Look here !

“1le turned his lamp into a crevice, which,
though only about cight inches high, ran back
some feeb--about as far as a man’s arm could
reach in fact. The contents of this and other
similar ones showed me conclusively that our
| peons were even less honest than I had given
| thiem eredit for.

¢4 1 respeet the sanclity of these ¢cachies,” but
‘the.\' are as good as a delective oflice to me all

the siume,” said Atterson.
““That’s how you canght Raphael so neatly !”
I exclaimed, alluding to a recent act of justice
dealt out by Atterson. “I've often wondered
how you managed that.”
¢ After a careful survey all round the mouth of
the mine we cmerged inlo a mountain path, where
we found Atterson’s horse.  Pedro had kept his
i promise with regard to the pony, which came in

—
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very handy. Mounting, we rode away to an
outlying spur of the Sierras, from which we
could catch the first glimpse of the troops as
they came up from the plains.

“After we had gone some distance, Atterson
turned in his saddle, and pointed to a flare in the
sky.

““Look !” he said. “These fools are firing the
lower sheds. Some one will have to pay over this
affair!  We’ve gone far enough. Keep to the
right among the trees.”

¢While we waited for the dawn we fell into
talk and then I learned something of the methods
of the Santa Maria Government,

¢« The sight of Ignacio made me ’ware snakes in
the first instance,” Atterson told me ; “especially

as he appeared to be living in the camp for the '

sole pleasure of cultivating Platt’s acquaintance.
So I left before he had any reason to imagine I
had spotted him. I made straight for Santa
Maria, and lay low, making inquiries. You may
have begun to colleet some dim notions as to the
lines this state is run on. I gathered that the
executive were hard up, and the troops clamour-
ing for pay. I mnosed around a bit more, and then
it came out that Tgnacio was in communication
with the powers that be; aund after that I did
not need the law and the prophets to tell me
what was going to happen.”

¢« Do you think the government had any hand
in the strike ?” I asked.

€“I'm coming to that” he said. “I felt
certain a strike would be the next act of the play,
and I waited on at Santa Maria to see what
measures would be taken on receipt of that
information.”

““What did you expect them to do?” I
inquired, as I had no notion of the tyranny
possible in a sclf-governing state.

““Why, in the ordinary way,” said he, “they
would have sent up an officer with a score or so
of their fierce little soldiers with orders to shoot
down the rioters in the bulk, and also any
extraneous individuals who had been unlucky
enongh to make themselves disliked. There 1s
no partiality shown in these expeditions, I’ll say
that for them.”

““They made no military demonstration this
time,” I said.

¢«“No; they just sat on their heels like your-
self, my son, and waited for developments,”
returned  Atterson, mimicking my tone. “When
[ saw the troops were not fortheoming, T reasoned
that the government was playing its own game,
which wasi’t ours. A very little thinking is
required to give one the general run of their
innocent hopes.”

‘I intimated I could not imagine what they
were after.

““] am the sole owner of this mine, which
is reputed rich--and is not so bad in reality—
as we know,” proceeded Atterson. “It’s pro-
ductive, and that’s a fact. Suppose I dropped
suddenly into a premature grave, the govern-
ment could take their pickings—if no more—
from my heirs ; and it is just on the cards that
they could make it too expensive for the xaid
heirs to realise my possessions out here. On
coming to Santa Maria, you may be sure,
Ienacio made it known in the suitable guarter
that if any one should happen to be wanted to

»
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Idispose of me and give trouble up here in a
general way, he’d be proud to undertake the
' Job for what he could make out of ready money
on the premiises.

““In due time it was hinted that if he cared to
get up a trifle of discontent among my employés,
" the government would give him a free hand for

a limited period, during which he could help
. himself as liberally as fortune permitted.”

¢“Then you think they will disregard my
appeal sent through Pedro?” I exclaimed, not
liking the prospect thus opened out.
l ““By no means! There is a factor to be
taken into account in an affair of this kind that
I fear Ignacio has overlooked ; which is that the
governinent must keep its reputation whitewashed,
expecially at the present moment, when it has a
loan on hand and investors over the water are
showing symptoms of growing shyness. No, no;
on receiving your message they will calculate that
a couple of hours should suflice for your removal
and the completion of Ignacio’s plans. At the
end of that time they will despatch troops, and
revenge you severely on their cat’s-paws; peons
are plenty and mostly worthless. They woun’t
care ]ll()\\' many they slay !”

¢« And Ignacio ?”
Io¢«Ah, I don’t know. His fate will depend
con himself. I shouldw’t wonder if he failed to
appreciate the present position of the govern-
, ment.  Unless he makes himself scarce in good
, time, it may strike the General as convenient to
get rid of him too out of hand. His destiny is
m the ‘lap of the gods.’”
| ¢The day was already a couple of hours old
ibefore we saw the glint of bayonets in a distant
defile.  Atterson looked at his watch.

¢« We’ll give them an hour's start,” said he.
“It won't do to leave them any longer when
i their Dlood is up.  Then we’ll drop in to give
the General a pleasant surprise.”

¢“The General?  Surely he won’t be there ! ”?

¢« I’11 be very much astonished if he isn’t. You
don’t realise this is a big thing, Gormully !”

¢We carvied out this programme. And the
 first object that mel our cyes as we approached
home was the dead body of Tgnacio suspended
from a tree in full view of the camp.

““The whitewash on the sepulchre,” said
Atterson.

¢ A little farther on we came upon a group of
peons guarded by half-a-dozen troopers. They
'eried out to Atterson for mercy as he passed, but
e rode on without turning his head.

‘I mneed mot deseribe how our appearance
affected  the General. He wasw’t much of an
actor anyway ! Atterson overwhelmed him with
cffusive thanks for his promptness in coming to
our aid.

¢As soon as he had partially recovered himself,
the General replied in suitable terms, and gener-
ously olfered to make it up to us by a holocaust
of peons.  Atterson declined this civility on
the ground that, as an employer of labour, he
believed more in live Indians than in dead ones.

¢The General seemed disappointed. IIis private
opinion, no doubt, was that his government would
find it cheaper to pay in men than in money.

¢« IMowever, you have not lost much, sefior, in
| this little affair,” he said aloud.
I “Atterson smiled.

'th
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¢«It is hard to tell—yet,” he said, glancin
round at what remained of the offices. “But
will send in a statement to the Minister of Finance
at the earliest possible date.”

‘I almost fancied that the Spaniard made a
grimace under his big moustache, as we accom-
panied him to the stockade.

¢ “The ringleader has already Leen punished,”
he observed, pointing to the dead body of Ignacio.
“A personal matter, I presume?”

¢« Hardly, General !” replied Atterson politely.
“Shall we say a public matter?”

¢ ¢ Sefior ! ” the General drew himself up.

¢« Justice is always a public matter,” rejoined
Atterson quietly. My consul holds papers be- '
longing to”—— and he also pointed to [gnacio.

¢%Ah, precisely,” said the General compre-
hensively.

¢ Within a week we were in full swing again
up and down the monkey-pole of the mine.’

Gormully ended.

¢Is that the mine you run now 7’ I hazarded.

¢Well it’s one of em,’ said Gormully modestly.

THE MONTIH:
SCIENCE AND ARTS.

A BusT of Sir Walter Scott, a finely exccuted
copy of the famous Chantrey bust at Abbotsford, '
has been placed in Westminster Abbey, and was '
recently unveiled in the presence of a company’
which included many notable men. This is an’
event which is of wide interest ; for, to quote the
words of Mr Balfour, who assisted at the cere-
mony, it was not ‘to celebrate the memory of a
Scotsman, but of a man of letters whose works
are the heritage of the whole English-speaking
race throughout the world, and who had an almost
unique position even during his own lifetime upon
the continent of Europe among men of letters
speaking other languages than his own.’ Sir.
Walter Scott needs no memorial other than the
works which have delighted thousands, and will
delight thousands to come ; but it is only right and
fitting that his name should not be absent
from that noble roll of eminent men whom
the nation has rcason to honour at the historic
Abbey of Westminster. As Mr Balfour said, ¢lis
character stands out in its broad outlines of
humanity above all, or almost all, of those with
whom it will be associated within the Abbey, so
we may claim for him that none of those have
exceeded him in genius, none of those have heen
more richly endowed with the gifts of imagina-
tion than he was, and none has made a better
use of his unique inspiration for the benelit and
for the happiness of his own and succeeding
generations.’

¢Signalling through Space without Wires’ was
the attractive title of a lecture recently given by
Mr W. H. Preece at the Royal Institution. The
way in which the lecturer himself achieved this
result and telegraphed without wires across the
Sound of Mull in 1895, when the submarine cable
broke down, was bricfly alluded to. But the

main purpose of the discourse was to consider the
method which has been devised by Maconi, a
yvoung Italian, who in July last year brought the
new system to this country, where it has heen
tested with successful results. In this method two
spheres of brass about four inches in diameter
are put into such electrical condition that a
continuous torrent of spavks passes between them,
producing a series of waves which will penctrate
not only through air hut through solid obstacles.
A receiving instrument placed, it may be, at some
miles from the originating-point of these waves
will, if it be in electric unison with them, respond
to them, so that signals sent by interrupting those
waves can be deciphered at a distant point. Neither
wind, rain, nor any climatic conditions will stop
these wonderful penetrative waves; so that it
would be possible to send messages from a point on
land to the whole of a flect of ships within range
of the instrument, provided that cach vessel pos-

“sessed the apparatus properly attuned to veceive

them. Signals have in this way been successfully
sent across the DBristol Channel, a distance of
nine miles.

Professor Benjamin of Cleveland has lately
been making some experiments with a view to
find out how much power is wasted in factories
from the friction arising from the employment
of belts and shafting. In all large factories, the
machines of which are driven from one source
of power—a steam-engine—that power must be
transmitied from shop to shop by means of
shafting and belts ; and in sixteen such factories
Professor Benjumin’s tests were applied, with
somewhat startling results. At a bridge-material
factory, where the various shops were spread
over considerable space, no less than &0 per
cent. of the engine’s power disappeared amid
the shafting. At a planing-mill the loss was 73
per cent., and at a sewing-machine factory 70
per cent. The average loss for heavy machine
shops was a trifle over 62 per cent, and for
fuctories where lighter work was done about 55
per cent. It may be noted that in places where
clectricity is employed for motive power, as it can
be with great advauntage where there is a source
of energy available—such as a waterfall—little
loss by shafting or belting is incurred, from the
circumstance that the necessary communication
between one department of a factory and another
is by wire cables.

A novel method of lighting gas-jets has been
adopted at the famous Victor Emmanuel Gallery
at Milan, where there are many hundreds of gas-
burners placed in rows. Just beneath them there
is a tiny railroad track, upon which runs an
clectric locomotive carrying an alcohol lamp.
The gas being turned on, the little engine is
despatched on its journey, and does not fail to
light every jet beneath which it passes.

To make a wild animal take its own portrait
is the last achievement of the scientific photo-
grapher, and one which seems to open out endless
possibilities for the camera. The apparatus was,

'th
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in this case, arranged by Mr Charles Ilughes, of | whether, as many believe, the Kent coalfield
Red Bluff, California ; and the remarkable picture | extends towards that of Bristol.
which he obtained is reproduced in a recent| Indian ink, so largely used by artists all the
number of the Scientific Admerican. Mr Ilughes | world over, forms the subject of a recent trade
knew well enough that certain deer were known | report by Mr Fraser, our consul at Wuku, on the
to make their way at night along a particular | Yang-tsze. The ink, which is more -correctly
trail, and he arranged a kind of trap, upon which | described as China ink, is only made in the
any animal passing that way was bound to tread. | Anhui province, and from Auhui it is exported
Close by a camera was set up focused on the|to all lands. The material of the ink is
spot, and so connected by electrical means with | lampblack of particular preparation, and the ink
the trap that, directly the latter was pressed, the | doubtless owes its beautiful quality to careful
lens would e uncovered, while at the same time | choice of its constituent parts. A vegetable oil,
a brilliant magnesium flash-light would illuminate | cither  colza or the oil expressed from the
any object which presented itself.  The object poisonous sceds of a tree extensively cultivated
in this case was a startled deer, who gives evi- | for the purpose, and also well known in Japan,
dence by his attitude that he is not accustomed * forms the basis of the product, and to this varnish
to this novel method of portraiture, although le ; and pork fat are added. This does not seem a
hinself has been its unwitting agent. promising beginning for an ink used for fine
It is a laudable aud common custom among drawing, but it must be remembered that the
those who are lovers of nature, and have the mixture is burned, and its smoke collected to
opportunity of doing so, to feed the wild birds produce the actual material, the lampblack of
which come to their windows. A lady who has  which the ink is made. This lampblack has a
lately sent an account of her woodland guests  small quantity of glue and water added to it, and
to Nulure Notes, the magazine of the Selborne is then beaten with steel hammers on wooden
Society, seems to have been especially fortunate | anvils, scented  with musk, and forced into
in wooing the conlidence not only of birds but | wooden moulds. In fine weather the contents of
of squirrels also, who come regularly every the moulds will become dry in twenty days, when
morning to be fed from her hands, More than the sticks of ink are gilded with leaf gold, and are
this, they have become so tame and bold that | ready for market. There are about a dozen
they will enter her room and help themselves | different grades of ink, varying from two shillings
to the good things which they know where to | toseven sovereigns per pound—about thirty sticks
look for in a certain cupboard. The pleasure | going to cach pound. The ink finds wide demand
which this lady experiences in watching the  not only for drawing but for writing purposes,
pretty ways of her feathered and furry friends| for throughout China, Japan, Korea, and some
may, she says, be realised by cevery one residing | adjacent countries, the natives use mk in this
in the country, if he or she will throw out on | form only—rubbing the stick down with water,
their lawns regularly every morning a supply | and commonly using a Lrush set in a bamboo
of sopped bread and Barcelona nuts.  In a year| holder in preference to a pen.  The Chinese seem
or two the squirrels will become as tame as hers, | to keep the finest grades of ink for home con-
but only on one condition—no dog or cat must | sumption.
be allowed anywhere on the premises; and the | An American specialist—Dr C. A. Wood—de-
lady Dbelieves that it is because the house is|clares that the wearing of veils produces weak
without Dbarking dogs and prowling cats that eyesight, headaches, and sometimes vertigo and
the pretty rodents are so ready to pay her their nausea, and that the mischief is due not ouly to
daily visits. the eye-strain consequent upon the effort to see
So many persons must be interested in the dis- | through or around an obstruction, but that the
covery of coal in Keut that the puper by Mr irregular figuring on the veil itsell constitutes a
Etheridge read at the annual conference of the , torment and szource of mischief to the wearer.
Institution of Civil Engineers, which deals ex- IMaving made a number of experiments with
haustively with the subject, is sure to attract wide | different patterns of veils, Dr Wood sums up the
attention.  The story begins just forty years ago, (results ab which he has arvived as follows:
when Mr Godwin-Austen communicaled a re-| “LEvery kind of veil obstruets the sight more or
markable paper to the Geographical Society of " less, and the most objectionable kind is the dotted
London npon ‘the possible extension of the coal = veil, the influence for evil being more marked in
neasures beneath the south-cast part of England.” | some patterns than in others.” In plain veils
This paper indicated that the coal measures  vision is interfered with in direet proportion to
of England, France, and Belgium were probably  the number of the meshes to the square inch.
once coutiguous, and that a link of connection  The conelusion of the whole matter is that the
would be found on our southern shores if borings least objectionable veil is that without dots,
were made.  The opportunity came with the sprayvs, or other figures, but with large, regular
closing of the Channel Tunnel works in 1882, meshes made with single, compact threads.’
when Mr Brady, the engineer of that undertaking, | Some interesting experiments with regard to
having a stall’ of men to whom he could only give the cold storage of L()m&gro\vn apples were
oceasional employment, set them to work on al recently made by the Kent County Council, the
trial-boring, with the result that coal was dis- | stores being kept at steady temperatures of 30°
covered near Dover.  As our readers know, a to 40° for many months. ~ The results were on
couple of shafts are now being sunk in the same the whole very satisfactory, althongh the fruit
locality, and before long Dover coal will become I was found to lose 15 per cent. of its moisture per

a marketable commodity. It is now the inten- | week, the said amount of moisture being taken
tion to make a series of borings at various points | up by the air and deposited upon the walls of
in Kent to the west of Dover, in order to see | the store.  The apples remained in other respects
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sound ; but while the winter varieties retained
their flavour and remained as hard as when first
plucked, the summer apples gradually softened
and lost flavour.

There are now so many amateur entomologists
that there is danger of certain interesting and
local British insects becoming extinct, so untiring
are collectors in their capture. The council of
the Entomological Socicty of London have
thought it necessary to take action, and the
result is the formation of an association for the
protection of the threatened insects, and the issue
of a memorandum, which is being numcrously
signed and which runs as follows: ¢We, the
undersigned, being desirous of Protccling from
extermination those rare and local species of
insects which are not injurious to agriculture or
to manufactures, do hereby agree, by our own
example and by the exercise of our inlluence over
others, to discourage the excessive collection and
destruction of those species of insects which, from
their peculiar habits, are in danger of extermina-
tion in the United Kingdom.

An important experiment in electric railway-

on the line between Berlin and ITartford. An
electrically-propelled train was run on this line
between two trains drawn by steam locomotives,
dropped in on the time-table, as it were, without
in any way interfering with the ordinary arrange-
ments of the line or the comfort of the passengers
Colonel Heft, the chicf electrical engineer of one

demonstrated that a divect current of electricity
can be made to do railway duty for a distance of
nearly thirteen miles without serious loss [rom
leakage. This result will astonish many clec-
tricians, for it was an almost universal opinion
that the effective range of electricity in railroad
service was only six miles. If Colonel ITelt’s
couclusions be correct, they show that from a
central station a railroad could be worked having a
radius of twenty-five miles.  DBut like most other
such problems, the solution of this one will resolve
itself into a question of L.S.D., and on that
point little information is at present available.
Cycling has a friend in the person of a distin-
wished member of the Berlin Medical Society, who
as recently been giving much attention to that
ular mode of progression. In moderation he
{:.?Eeves that cycling 1s for the majority of persons
a salutary form of exercise ; but there are certain
dangers which are brought about by over-exertion,
and which professional riders and competitors in
races must be prepared to face.  Ie bases his views
on observations of twelve professional riders whom
he examined hoth before and after they had been
racing. The strain upon the heart was shown by
strong pulsation and acute dilatation of the left
ventricle, which disappeared with rest, hut would
probably become permanent with oft-repeated
over-exertion. There were also other symptoms

provoked by the sustained cffort of eveling.
Christopher Columbus is so generally regarded
a3 the discoverer of the ¢‘New World” that the
claims of another great explorer to whom we owe
the discovery of North America are apt to be
forgotten. Sir Clement Markhau’s paper recently
read before the Royal Geographical Society en-
titled ¢ The Fourth Centenary of the Voyage of
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traction has recently been made in America,

of the lines interested in this experiment, has -

which indicated that irritation of the kidneys is |

John Cabot, 1497, will help to keep green the
memory of one who deserves much houour,
John Cabot was probably a Genoese; but he
became a Venetian citizen, and subsequently went
' to Spain, where he heard of the achievements of
! Columbus.  Ultimately he came to England,
where letters patent where granted him Dy
i Henry VIL to fit out ships under the English
tlag to discover new lands. To Bristol he went
and fitted out one small vessel called the Mathew,
"which was manned Ly Bristol sailors, and sailed
from that port on May 3, 1497. The voyage
proved to be the first successful expedition of
ldiscovery which sailed from an English port, and
,as a result the Dowinion of Canada, Newfound-
 land, the United States, and all the people of
Lnglish origin on the Western Coutinent must
,regard John Cabot as theiv Columbus, A tablet
to his memory has just been inaugurated at the
Legislative IHall at Halifax, Nova Scotia.

It has been known for many years that there
“are elfective means of rendering wood and
“textile fabries fireproof, but probably on account
of some little extra expeuse, or the trouble in-
volved, these methods of protection are left in
“abeyance.  Then there will come some terrible
disaster like the burning of the bazaar at Paris,
and for a time interest is avoused in precautionary
measures. We are just now passing through one
of these periods, and attention is being turned to
, various methods of rendering combustible things
fireproof. A large company assembled recently
on a piece of wuste ground in London to sce
a wooden building rapidly consumed, while a
,similar crection built of wood which had been
subjected to particular treatment withstood all
jefforts to bun it down,  The process is said to
feonsist in replacing the natural juices of the wood
by certain chemical substances which are forced
{imto its pores at a high temperature. An exhi-
- bition has recently been held in the Metropolis
Ly the United Asbestos Company in order to
show how moulded decorations of all kinds can
now he made which refuse to take fire even
when submitted Lo the strongest lame. It would
therefore seem that a house can now be built of
,absolutely fireproof materials,

i The Duke of Bedford has taken the public into
his confidence, and, under the title of A Great
Agricultural Fstate (Jolm Murray), has told. the
story of the origin and administration of his
sestates of Woburn and Thorney. At the same
, time he has also given the results of the Experi-
mental Fruit Farm at Woburn,  The result is
_disappuinting as a prool that such great estates can
ralways be made to pay, for it shows ¢that rent had
¢ disappeared, not only from Thorney, but also
from the Bedfordshire and Buckinghamshire
}csbulcs, and that the possession of these proper-
ties, even after excluding all expenditure on the
abbey, park, and farm at Woburn, now involved
! upon their owner a heavy anunual Joss”  Adverse
seasons, low prices, remission of rent, and heavy
land taxation, and the difliculty of getting good
| hived labour, all figure as drawbacks. The story
| of the great Bedford Tevel is again retold, how at
r cost of more than £100,000 much land was re-

claimed from the inrouds of the sea. The average
net income from the Thorney Estate for the past
twenty years, even without taking death-duties
into account, is only equal to 2! per cent. interest
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on the capital outlay on new works. The only
pleasure and real profit derived from such owner-
ship, the Duke assures us, is the kindly feeling
which has existed between his tenants and the
inhabitants of Thorney town, and the fact that a
pretty village has been evolved out of the dreary
waste of fens, and that crime and pauperism have
practically disappeared. On Thorney the ex-
penditure from 1816 to 1895 amounted to
£1,598,353, and on Woburn £2,632,186. Thus,
after spending nearly four and a quarter millions
sterling since 1816 on some 51,643 acres of land,
a large proportion of which is some of the best
wheat land in England, and after excluding all
expenditure on Woburn Abbey, its park, and
farm, at the present time an annnal loss of more
than £7000 a year is entailed on their owner.
The percentage on cottage outlay (1890-95) is 0-24
per cent. ; but about 7000 persons are comfortably
housed in 1803 cottages of good sanitary con-
struction. Some small holdings on the Thorney
Estate have, however, been an undoubted success.

The Woburn Experimental Farm is a mile from
Ridgmont Station on the London and North-
Western Railway. From 1877 to 1896 the total
cost has been £16,379, or £885 per acre. The
Woburn Fruit Farm was started in 1895 in con-
junction with Spencer Pickering, F.R.S,, and its
purpose is to supply a model of what a fruit farm
should be; while sixty experiments have been
made with fruit trees as to different methods
of planting, pruning, and manuring. Apple trees
are most abundant, and the whole twenty acres is
already planted.  The annual cost of the farm is
about £500, and it is worked by a resident manager
and a staff of seven or eight men and boys. All
those interested in the experiment are made wel-
come to a sight of the farm. There is also a
farm school for instruction in farm practice, at
Warren Farm, Ridgmont.

THE MAN OF CULTURE IN LOVE.

Tuis witch of modern days,

Secure of all men’s praise,

Laughs at the eritic's gaze,
Arts analytic :

One kneels before a shrine

To worship, not refine,

And when I come to mine,
Dieth the eritic.

That Love makes all men blind
My scientific wind
Is half-ashamed to find

Like some before me
And yet this question dread
At times flits through my head—
¢When we are fairly wed,

Will she not bore me?’

For all her mind lies waste,
And, save in dress, her taste
In no degree is based
On higher culture ;
Recondite things of art
I labour to impart
In vain -my words depart
To swift scpulture.

Once when I brought from town

A book of Browning’s down

And read to her, a frown
Puckered her forehead ;

'Twas on that very day

I heard bher lightly say—

(It took my breath away)—
‘Poets are horrid.’

I point her to the best, ot
She answers with a jest,
Says she can but digest
A mental jelly !
So finds her choicest food
In Mrs Henry Wood,
And loves in every mood
Marie Corelli.

When Bach or Mendelssohn
Like Jove is thundering on,
With many a stifled yawn
Her lips are twitching;
But at Chevalier's song
Her laugh is loud and long.
And can a laugh be wrong
That 's so bewitching?

Her simple creed and bold
In Art (Oh heavens!) would hold
All bad, per se, that's old,
All good that’s recent ;
Phil May outweighs, in fact,
With her, a gallery packed
With ‘masters old and cracked,
And hardly deeent.’

I aim to teach and miss,
She stops me with a kiss;
If unconvinced by this,

With some soft menace :
We drift through lover's nooks
Of talk, we drop from books
To chatter of her looks,

From art to tennis.

She is Love's poem writ
In flesh and Dblood, and yet
(Let me but whisper it)

The least bit stupid.
Well, Love will have his way,
If at some future day
She bores me, I shall lay

The blame on Cupid.

Wavrrer Hoae.
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‘MR CHAIRMAX, ladies and gentlemen, said Mr
Potter for the third time.

¢Sit down,” shouted one of the audience.

‘Go on,’ cried a second.

‘IHear, hear,” screamed a third.

The cracked voice of a youth at the back of the
hall inquired aftectionately if Mr Potter’s mother
was aware that he was absent from home, and the
question was followed by a roar of laughter, a
storm of hisses, a volley of groans, and shouts of
¢Turn him out, turn him out.’

¢Order, order,” cried the exasperated chairman,
hoarse with indignation, and bewildered with the
noise and excitement. ‘If Mr Potter persists in
this disgraceful conduct, the audience cannot pos-
sibly go on.’

Shouts of laughter greeted this unfortunate slip
of the tongue, interspersed with cries of

¢Order, order.

¢Chair, chair.

¢Sit down.

¢Go on.

¢Hear, hear.

Hats waved, hands clapped, sticks and umbrellas
pounded the floor. And in the midst of this out-
rageous uproar, his bald head, and large fat face,
crimson with rage, his prominent fishy eyes glar-
ing behind 'his gold spectacles, one hand thrust
into the Losom of his frock-coat, the other vainly
attempting by a benedictory gesture to calm the
passions of the multitude, stood the unfortunate
Mr Potter, the orator of the evening, In order
that the tragic nature of the situation may be
clearly understood, it is necessary to explain that
Mr Potter had acquired a considerable local
reputation as a Dbrilliant impromptu speaker.
. When he posed in a dignified attitude upon a
public platform, and rolled forth his majestic

POTTER’S SPEECH.

By JAMES WORKMAN.

CHAPTER I

sentences in a rich bass voice, the inhabitants of
Westbeach were almost as proud of him as he was
of himself. They little guessed with what labori-
ous effort those sonorous periods were elaborated
and committed to memory. Could they have seen
him standing before the mirror in his libravy
in precisely the same attitude, rehearsing his
sparkling impromptus to the ornaments on the
mantelpicce, the charm of his oratory would have
vanished for ever. He was morbidly conscious of
this, and nervously afraid that Ly some unlucky
chance the truth would sooner or later become
known. It is a serious thing to obtain the reputa-
tion of being a fluent and ready speaker. Behind
him who, in the solitude of lhis library, carefully
elaborates the ‘good things’ with which he sub-
sequently astonishes the public, ever stalks, like
a shadow, the fear of being found out. At every
public meeting when he is unprepared to speak
lie sits on pins and needles, trembling lest the
chairman’s eye should wander in his direction or
some injudicious admirer call upon him for a
speech. Me feels instinctively that under such
circumstances he would ignominiously collapse.
Moreover, there are generally a few who have
found him out, and he masks his humiliation with
a sickly smile when he sees them listening to his
¢lib and sparkling periods with impassive faces.
Hitherto Mr Potter had evaded detection with
singular good fortune. This night, however, he
appeared as a candidate for the District’ Council,
and as he strenuously opposed the construction of
a Marine Park on the flat monotonous foreshore,
a project enthusiastically advocated by many of
the inhabitants, he met, for almost the first time
in his career, with a violently hostile reception.
But though amazed and bewildered, he lLeld his
ground with a courage that was little short of
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heroic. At every lull in the tempest hie began
again.

¢Mr Chairman, ladies and gentlemen’——

¢Sit down,” shricked his opponents.

¢Go on,’ shouted his supporters,

¢Order, order, reiterated the chairman.

So the tempest of sound would break out again,
and Potter would become inaudible once more,
But he stubbornly refused to give in. The speech
he had prepared for that evening was his magnwm
opus, and was intended to place him in the front
rank of public orators. To the aspiring DPotter,
a seat in the District Council was but a stepping-
stone to higher things. Might not an epoch-mak-
ing oration reported at full length in the TFest-
beach Times find its way into the columns of the
metropolitan prototype of that influential journal ?
Before the meeting had commenced, Mr Dotter
had, in imagination, already received an urgent
telegram from the prime minister requesting him
as a personal favour to contest the next parlia-
mentary vacancy. And this was the end of it
all !

Almost frantic with
with egus and flour, for missles were beginning
to fly about the hall, he stool doggedly on the
platform, striving with the pertinacity of despair
to recite his priceless oration in the teeth of the
shouts and groans and hisses of the excited audi-
cuce. IIe would, no doubt, have struggled through
it word for word in spite of all that man or fate
could do to stop him, if the chairman, exasperated
beyond endurance, had mnot interfered, and
peremptorily closed the meeting. No words can
deseribe  the mortilication of the humilinted
orator. In every glance and gesture of the friends
who surrounded him and did their best to make
light of his defeat, he could perceive, with an
anguish too deep for expression, that his reputa-
tion as a public speaker had received a disastrous
check.

‘You mustn’t attach any importance to these
disgraceful proceedings, my dear sir) remarked
Sir Joseph Maxwell, the chairman, svothingly.
¢It’s some abominable trick of that vulzar fellow
Jones, A man like that would stick at nothing.’

Jones was the opposition candidate, a revolu-
tionary fanatic in the eyes of those who wished to
preserve the aristocratic exclusiveness of West-
beach.

‘Yes; I expect Jones is at the hottom of it
murmured Potter, who seemed half-stupefied by
the ordeal through which he had just passed.

‘My carriage is outside,” continued Sir Joseph.
‘You might expose yourself to a good deal of
insolence if you walked home before the streets
are clear. Come with me. We’ll have a glass of
wine and a cigar, and talk matters over.

The crestfallen orator assented, and was driven
to Westbeach 1lall, where his kindly host suc-
ceeded to some extent in smoothing down his
ruflled plumage,

Eventually Sir Joseph changed the theme of
conversation with the hope of diverting the
current of Mr Potter’s thoughts,

‘Is it true, by the way, that your daughter is
engaged to young Wilde? You won't mind my
asking the question? T heard a rumour to that
effect.’

Mr Potter hesitated.

“The fact is, Sir Joseph, it’s rather a painful
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I subject.  They are not engaged as yet, and unless
I change my mind very much they never will be.
Of course they are what is called in love with
cacli other, and it really places me in a very awk-
ward situation.  Jack Wilde is the son of a cousin
of mine, an orphan, you know, and that sort of
thing, so I can’t exactly shut the door in his face ;
and Katie—well; you have dauglters yourself,
Sir Josepl, and understand these matters—Katie
has a will of her own, 1 assure you.

“Yes,” rejoined Sir Joseph feelingly, ¢I under-
stand the situation perfeetly.  The young fellow
has literary aspirations, 1 believe? Not a very
profitable oceupation, 1'm afraid.

¢IMardly, said Mr Potter grimly. He had made
hig own money by speculating in hacon and lard.
‘1Ie’s serving a sort of apprenticeship on a local
paper ; gets fifteen shillings a week, I believe.  Of
course the fellow has a private income and ex-
pectations as well, or I should have put my foot
down long ago.

¢Which paper does he write for?’

*The Westbeach Times.  Good Heavens !’

Why, what’s the matter ??

My Potter had suddenly turned crimson and
; jumped from his seat.

¢ O, nothing, nothing,” he answered confusedly.

*The fact i, I’ve forgotten a most important
engagement.  Why, bless my soul, it ’s after twelve
celock. You'll excuse e, Sir Joseph, I—I
thaven’t a moment to lose. 1 must go at once.
Good-night.’

Sir Joseph followed his retreating figure with
puzzled eyes which gradually began to twinkle
slily.

“There’ll be some fun in the morning, I expect,’
he chuckled to himself. ‘1 didw't see Wilde at
the meeting, and T can guess now how it comes
about that the estheach Tiones always reports
Potter’s speeches in full. 1 fancy he lhas more
reasons than one for not giving young Wilde the
cold shoulder. 1 alwayvs thought that there was
something  fishy  about Potter's fluency. 111
guarantee he wrote out every word of that speech
and learnt it off by lieart.  Yes, by Jove, I see it
all.  Wilde, for some reason or other, couldn’t be
present, and Potter gave him the manuscript.
Let me see, this is Friday night. Why, it’ll ]be
in print by now. Potter will be the laughing-
stock of the neighbourhood.  I’'m sorry for him ;
but if it takes a little bit of the conceit out
of him, it wor’t do him any harm.

We are all human, and Sir Joseph, who as an
orator had been eclipsed by Potter, couldr’t help
chuckling at the prospeet of his rival's discom-
fiture.

¢ Brown,’ hie said to the butler, ‘just sce that a
TFestbeach Times is sent up to me first thing in
the morning.’

Sir Joseph had gauged the situation exactly.
Wilde had ealled on My Potter early in the
evening to inform him that he couldn’t possibly
be present at the meeting, and Mr Potter, with
the usual injunctions to scereey, had solemnly
entrusted the precious manuseript to his care.
Stupefied by the disastrous collapse of the meeting,
the unfortunate orator had completely forgotten
this circumstance until Sir Josepl’s question had
awakened his slumbering memory.

At a speed that appeared almost incredible,
, considering the size of his waistcoat, he flew in
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the direction of Jack’s lodgings, hoping against
hope that he might even yet be in time to stop
the publication of his unlucky speech. The per-
spiration burst out in great beads on his fore-
head whenever he thought of what would occur
if it appeared in the paper next morning. No-
body would spare him. Friend and foe alike
would chuckle at his downfall. He had so in-
variably made a point of suggesting that he was
unprepared. The erasures and interpolations in
his manuscripts proved only too plainly with
what patient deliberation he claborated his im-
gromptus; and yet he usually suggested that he
ad not come to the meeting with the intention
of speaking, but rather of listening to those who
were better qualified to deal with the subject
than himself. This magnanimous humility gene-
rally evoked a round of applause, the clapping of
hands, and thumping of sticks, always sweeter
to the well-developed ears of Mr Potter than the
music of the sirens. On the following Saturday,
the other speeches would appear in the local
paper considerably boiled down, while Mr Potter’s
would be reported verbatim. These ave the sort
of things that no competitor ever forgives. How
would his enemies rejoice ! How would his rivals
trinmph !

As he resolved these thoughts, he swept along
at full speed, and turning a corner, came into
violent collision with some one going in the
opposite direction.

¢ Where the—that is to say, I beg your pardon,’
he gl,rasped.

‘I’m sure I beg yours.
hope ?°

Then by the gas-lamp just above they recog-
nised each other.

¢Oh !? exclaimed Potter.

¢Alh I’ exclaimed Jones.

Then Potter with an angry gesture darted away,
and Jones stood watching him with a wide grin.

No bones broken, I

¢Seems a bit put out,” he murmured, rubbing i

his hands together as he turned and walked on.
‘Didn’t expect such a lively mecting, 1 suppose.
I’ve put a spoke in your wheel, Potter, my boy.
Just wait till the day after the election, and
you’ll sing small, very small indeed, or my
name’s not Jones.

Mr Potter knew that it was not in the least
robable that Jack, who loved to read and smoke
y his fire till the small hours of the morning,
would be in bed. He was therefore not surprised
to see his light still burning.  Attired in a shabby
old dressing-gown, with a iwell-seasoned Driar
between his lips, he answered Potter’s ring in
person. The appearance of his dignified relative
at that unseasonable houv struck him speechless,
and he made way for him in silence.

‘I’ve come for the notes of my speech,” gasped
Mr Potter, sinking into a chair, and wiping the
perspiration from his brow. Tle nsed the formula
which Jack had adopted for letting his self-
important relative down as easily as possible.
Jack always spoke of Potter’s painfully elaborated
manuseript as ‘notes’ and Potter accepted the
euphemism with palpable relief.

ack stared at him in astonishment.

‘The notes of your speech!’” he exclaimed.
‘Why, it’s in print long ago !’

‘Then you must get it out of print!’ shouted
Potter.

¢Get it out of print!’ repeated Jack, who began
to think that his relative’s mind was aftected.

Potter whisked out his cheque-book, signed a
blank cheque, tore it out, and threw it across the
table.

¢Is the editor at the office still?’ he asked.

“Yes, he won't hiave gone home yet.’

“Well, go to him at once. Tell him that cvery
copy of the paper containing my speech must be
destroyed on the spot, and fill up the cheque for
any reasonable sum he may demand as compen-
sation.’

¢ But I dow’t understand. Why is your speech
not to appear ¢’

‘Because I never made it, you young idiot. I
tell you the hall was packed with all the rag-ty,

Pand bob-tail of the neighbourhood, yelling and

howling like a set of escaped lunatics. Don’t
stand there with your mouth open. Are you

going, or must I go myself ¥’
¢Oh, I’ll go—hut’

‘But. What’s the matter now?
editor ohject ?’

‘Not he.  The sight of the cheque will remove
any objections he might have. :

¢Well, why do you hesitate ?  Out with it.

¢The fact 15, T bhrought a copy away with me)
¢Give it me at once.  Where is it ¢

‘It’s in the pillar-box at the end of the road.
I posted it five minutes ago.’

“You posted it. Not to any one in the ncigh-
bourhood ??

¢Well, I’m afraid it was.”

¢Who was it ?’

IV be all right, answered Jack evasively.
‘Il get it back in the morning and take it
round to you.’

¢Tell me the name of the man you sent it to,
stormed Potter.

But Jack, now fully awake to the situation,
aud appalled at the prospect of DPotter’s indig-
nation when he knew the truth, remained speech-
less.

¢Why don’t you speak ¢’ shouted Potter. Then
he suddenly sprang to his feet, and struck the
table a sounding thwack with his fist.

¢Ah! 1seeitall. You're in the plot, are you?t
You’re one of them, eh?  You knew the mecting
was going to be broken up, and so you called for
my speech and pretended you couldw’t be present
in order to have an excuse for printing it, did
vou? And you’ve sent Jones a copy of the paper
to make a fool of me, have you? But 1’ll be
even with you. Show your face in my house
again and I’ll have you turned out by the police.
You shall never set eyes on Katie again if 1 have
to send her to a convent. 1’—I’II°——

“If you’ll allow me to get a word in edge-
ways, Interposed Jack, ‘I shall soon convince
vou that you are doing me a great injustice.
1 did send the paper to Jones, 1 admit that,
but not for the reasons you suggest. Jones had
undertaken to get up a temperance concert at
Farmwood. A lot of his private friends took
part in it, and he was in the chair, and 1
])romise(l to give him a good line, and send
vim a paper by the carly morning post. Farm-
wood, as you know, is half-a-dozen miles away,
and T didw’t get back ¢ill late. I hadi’t the least
iden that anything had gone wrong at the meeting
until you told me so yourself.

Will the
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“So you say,’” retorted Potter, who, by this time,
ras hardly responsible for his speech or actions ;
‘but I shall have my own opinion of the matter
until you place that paper in my hands. Even if
what you say is true, you were neglecting your
duty in going off to a trumpery concert instead of
being present at the meeting ; and if you suppose
you are going to make me the laughing-stock of
the neighbourhood with impunity, you make a
very great mistake, I can assure you. Now
understand, unless you have every paper at the
office destroyed, and get that copy back from
Jones before he has time to do any mischief with
it, vou shall never enter my house again.’

After delivering this ultimatum with extraordi-
nary emphasis, Mr Potter put on his hat and
departed.

¢Well, this is a nice how-d’ye-do,” said Jack
blankly. ¢I strongly suspect that Jones has been
fooling me. IHe must have guessed that Potter
wrote out his speeches, and would supply me
with the manuscript, when he Ladgered me into
going to that confounded concert.  Well, T ex-
peet  there’ll be some fun in the morning
whether I get that paper back or mot. 1If it
weren’t for Katie I shouldn’t object to see
Potter taken down a peg or two. 1t would do
him good. IIe needs it

PROSPECTS OF AN ENGLISHMAN IN THE
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA.

BY A MAN ON THE SPOT.

MaxyY able works have been published dealing
with the prospects of young kKnglishmen who
choose the United States as their initial field of
labour in the battle of life, and at the time they
were compiled doubtless these manuals formed
a true index to afluirs on this side of the
Atlantic.

It must always be Lorne in mind that this is a
comparatively new country, and that wuch of it

west of the Missourt state line has only been !

settled some twenty-five years. It is thus evident
that the conditions of life change to a radieal
degree not only from year to year, but almost
from day to day, and therefore what was sound
advice five ycars ago may be entirely misleading
to-day.

The object of this short sketeh is to give a few
practical hints to parents, guardians, and any
young fellows who think of trying their luck in
the States.

First and foremost, I have a piece of advice for
the man who has a little money, and can do a
little of two or three things rather nicely, and
would like to get an easy hillet—Stey at home,
young man ; in Europe you can loaf scientifically
for one-tenth of the cost of loafing heve, and three
times as comfortably. You can also be appreci-
ated at your proper value in an old country—
the Yankees will have no use for vou.

Now a word to parents and guardians who,
without a large outlay, wish to place hoys in a
position in which they can help themselves.  The

lidea of a conntry gentleman usually is to put a
boy on a farm and eventually buy him one.

Farming in England and farming in the States
are two very different things. I am not now
dealing with the case of young men who have
several thousand pounds of capital, but with those
who, including their passage-money, are to have
from £100 to £500 as their start.

Now, parents and guardians all, for the love of
common sense, Legin by putting your pride in
your pockets—the boy will find that he must sink
his to succeed; and before your charge leaves
+ England let him learn some trade thoroughly, and
- go right away West,

Don’t, for heaven’s sake, try and make a farmer
of him. It is the hardest work in the country,
and beyond the shadow of a doubt the least re-
munerative. The worry and anxiety is never-
ceasing, and the prospects of the simple agricul-
turist in this country grow blacker every day. He
Lias not only to contend with bad seasons and
poor crops, but the railroads are going to beat
him every time he tries to get his produce to
market.

Another pitfall to guard against is the specious
prospect offered by those sharks, usually with
unimpeachable references, who offer to take ¢ farm
pupils, and who promise all the comforts of
English country-lile and paying work in the
future.

If the boy will be a farmer, in spite of advice,
and wishes to tame the fiery mustang, better to
let him make up his mind to hard work and
roughing it at once, and {o go and hire out as a
farm-hand, thus learning his business from meun
who understand it, and are not amateurs who,
failing to make a legitimate living out of the soil,
farm human flesh and Dblood in the shape of
pupils.

As a pupil he will pay £50 to £100 for a year.
If the former amount, he will be worked twice as
hard as any farm-hand, and will have foud and
quarters that the paid man would absolutely
refuse ; if the latter amount, he will be en-
i couraged to develop into a loafer and divide his

time between lawn tennis, shooting, polo, and
-1riding into the nearest town, where he is pretty
, sure to get into mischicl.

In either case, at the end of his period of
tuition, if he means to stick to farming, he will
find that he has still almost everything to learn;
Fand if he has sense and grit he will do what he
should have done in the first place, and hire out
[ to the best farmer in the neighbourhood.

Farm-work is hard and pay small, varying
according to the state from twelve dollars to
twenty-five dollars a month, with free board and
Todging.

In the summer any able-bodied man can get a
job with the current rate of wages as soon as
hie can hiteh up his horses, ride a little, drive,
plough, mow, and know how to take to pieces and
repiece the various farming implements in use
On some farms the boys take it in turn to be woman,
and cook and do the housework.

As a general rule, the routine is, roughly—
turn out just before daybreak ; feed, water, and
partially haruess vour team, or feed the cattle;
come in to breakfast, and at sun up go out and
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lough, mow, or work on the farm until noon ;' your travelling be at your own expense; if no
inner and a pipe, then work till 7.30 ; feed your | other means offers itself, get work as a train
horses and cattle, supper, bed down your horses hand.
and lock up, amuse yourself and turn in when| You will first go as assistant brakesman on a
you like. No work on Sunday except to feed and _ {reight train, and will receive about forty to fifty
water. dollars a month. After a time you will be pro-

The beginner who is new at the work may 'moted and in turn fill various billets, such as
possibly have to take somewhat less than the ' baggage-man or ‘smasher’ on a passenger train,
current wages until he catches on, and some ' freight and passenger brakesman, and then con-

winters, after a bad harvest, lots of hands are only
too glad to work for keep.

Ranching in the territories has seen its palmiest
days, civilisation is steadily creeping onwards, and
settling lands where the cattleman used to range
with his herds.

At best the life of a cowboy is a very hard one.
The writer tried it for a time and liked it ; but
the constant exposure, sleeping out all weathers,
month in and month out, the twelve to twenty
hours daily in the saddle, and the almost un-
changing diet of bacon, coffee, and biscuit three
times a day will wear out any but the very
strongest constitutions. The price of cattle more-
over is down and the cost of pasture away up, so
that a man has to figure to a very close margin
when he has allowed for losses from drought,
death, and disease, and he must have considerable
money invested to see the prospect of a fair in-
come ahead. Cowboys get from thirty-five dollars
to sixty dollars a month.

Now, parents and guardians, and more especially
young men on your own hook, don’t cut up rough
when I advise you not to buy any swagger new
clothes or expensive guns or saddlery. Keep the
money in_your pocket and put it in a National
Bank on deposit as soon as you arrive.

Bring out all the old clothes you have, the
stuff is better than you can get here for any
reasonable price, and at manual labour everything
wears out or becomes moth-eaten.

Swagger riding-breeches are all very well if you
have them, Lut you will find yourself far more
comfortable on a Mexican saddle if you have on
a thick pair of ordinary trousers with jeans or
leather chapporals over them.

A hunting-saddle does not serve on the prairies
where going is rough, distances long, vour pony
unbroken and very likely a buckjumper at that ;
you need something solid to sit on, to which yon
can suspend the necessaries for a day or two, as
well as your blanket and wet weather “slicker.”
Your old riding boots are all very well to wear
out, but you will then find that you prefer those
of the country, made with a ‘horse-thief’ heel
some three inches high, which is not liable to slip
through the wide wooden or iron stirrup that
forms part of your biz 45 to 74 1b. weight
Mexican or punching saddle.

These saddles ease a horse, as they distribute
the weight evenly over his whole back, and a
good one does not even gall with an awkward
rider, whilst a horseman can do fully double as
much work in them without fatigue as he can
in the best English saddle ever built.

Let us suppose that our boy has tried farming
for a reasonable period, and is satisfied that there
18 not enough in it to justify him in sticking to
it. I can only hope that this may reach the eyves
of such an one, to whom I give n piece of good
advice.

States as you can in every direction. Dow’t let

Before settling down, see as much of the

ductor.  If you like your prospects railroading,
| your next move is starter, and then district super-
"intendent, &e.

Railroad pay out here is good in all the
practical branclies ; a conductor, who fills much the
"same position as our guard, Lut with far more
responsibility, reccives from one hundred to one
I hundred and fifty dollars a month, with numerous
perquisites in addition. There is a sort of free-
"masonry amongst railroad men, and they have a
countersign, changed cach year, that passes them
over any line in the States if they board the train
anywhere except at a terminus, where tickets are
examined at a barrier.

For the lad who does not like the idea of rail-
roading, but wishes to see the country, a good ])lzm
is to go to some great city and apply for work as
a ‘drummer’ or commercial traveller. These jobs
are fairly well paid and not difficult to obtainif a
man be of good address and appearance and a fair
"talker.

Of course in England the squire or parson’s
son would not like taking this sort of work ;
but in the West ¢ drummers’ are looked upon as
the salt of the earth, and are well treated wher-
“ever they go. In hotels they have everything
, their own way, and landlords can’t do enough for
them,

Should the Loy ever find himself in a strange
place, dead-broke (which is quite possible), his
Mirst idea is to see if hie can find a fellow-country-
"man, fecling sure that he can get advice and
possibly a leg-up.

Let him put this idea on one side at once.
inglishmen in the States look on all other
Eunglishmen with suspicion, unless they come
with good lctters of introduction from common
friends ; they always have a lurking suspicion
(frequently verified) that the new-comer is here
for his country’s good.

i Better by far go to an entire stranger. Ask who
are the most prominent men in the town, get
them all pointed out to you, and having made up
your mind as to which is your huckleberry, go to
him like a little man and tell him all the facts
of the case; let him understand that you know his
support is all you need o get an opening, and if
he sees that you are willing to work the prob-
ability is he will find you something to start at.
This is all any man needs, and the rest depeuds
on himself.

| In the States never wait for an introduction.
Successful men here are not diflicult of access,
“and it is a curious fact Lhat they arve nearly
always flattered at any one wishing to make their
"acquaintance, and will generally find a little spare
time to give to a stranger, especially if he lLe a
foreigner out of luck.

I The footing of Englishmen in the States is
"somewhat peculiar. In the East they are made a
areat deal of if they are properly vouched for,
"especially if they have any sort ol title or belong
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to a well-known family; but the has been is
accorded but a sorry welcome, and until he drops
his spurious swagger has a very bad time.

Chicago is the happy hunting-ground of the
Irish and German, but it is a case of ‘no English
need apply” At the present moment it is the
hardest city in the Union in which to obtain
work at even starvation wages. The ¢ World’s
Fair’ bLrought men from all states and coun-
tries, and there is not work for one new arrival
in ten.

The labour question is the problem of the age,
and not only puzzles the student of economics in
your big cities, but tries the soul of the agri-
enltural bosses. I have visited large farming
tracts in the North-west, South-west, and Far West,
and have a good insight into the conditions that

prevail there as well as in the interior of several ;

New England states.

There are hungry hordes of unemployed men
and women in every large city in the land—thirty
thousand in Chicago alone, and probably fully as
many here in New York. The same holds good
proportionately in other cities. Not the same
persons all the time perhaps, but an average-—some
working to-day and some to-morrow, for a few
weeks or a few months; another sct being idle
while these have work, and so on. When we con-
sider the still greater number who labour at o

recompense so slender that it merely serves to:

keep body and soul together, who live practically
in perpetual bondage to their daily necessities,
this view is appalling.

As a matler of cold fact, there is employment
to-day for every able-bndied man and woman in
the United States—remunerative employment.
There is more territory and wmore enterprise
sullering to-day for want of labourers than there
is territory over-crowded or enterprise over-
supplied. There are vast sections of this country
where it is actnally impossible to obtain help,
male or female, and where that is, we lave
arrested development.

I know it to be a fact that within twelve hours
of Chicago enough help cannot be obtained to
carry on farming operations. There are no farm
hands to be had, although homes and good pay
are offered on yearly contracts.

There are no house servants to be hired for
love or money, and the well-to-do are obliged to
do their own washing and other housework,  The
absence of help is as marked in all the western
small towns as in the country. I believe there
is some sort of employment and a home for every
man, woman, and child in this country who can do
something,

The trouble is just as it is with contracts, the

uestion of exchange. People are freezing to
death within a few hours of coal regions, whilst
other people are starving here while corn is being
burned for fuel in Kansas. Our grain rots in the
shock for want of help to garnev it, while thirty
thousand hungry months and twice as many idle
hands are within a few hours’ travel of our fields.

The high daily wages of manufacturing centres
drains the country of young men, and once there
they will never return.  Their children wounld
ather live in garrets in the city than go on a
farm and plough and plant and do housework.

The rcn} labour problem is to equalise things,
Lo draw ol the surplus from the congested points

|

and spread it over the deficient spots. If the
so-called labour-leaders and humanitarians could
work harmoniously and earnestly together to
that end the labour problem might Dbe solved.
I don’t say it could be accomplished without the
co-operation of labour, for it could not.

In the States good mechanics are everywhere in
demand at high wages ; their working day is eight
hours if they be wumion men, and for overtime
and night-work they receive a price and a half.
Bricklayers and stonemasons earn from four to
seven dollars a day according to locality, and plas-
terers from three to five dollars ; carpenters vary all
the way from two dollars fifty cents up to four-
teen dollars in the high points of the Rockies.
Blacksmiths earn from three dollars fifty cents
to seven dollars and whatever they like to ask
in mining districts. A young fellow of good
education has the certainty of a competence and
the possibility of a fortune if he sink pride
and spend two years or so in learning to he a
practical carpenter or bricklayer, and study
domestic architecture.

The whole country is being bunilt up, frame-
houses in outlying districts are giving way to
brick and stone edifices, and there is a lucrative
field open to thousands of young fellows to come
out here and work their way to being builders
and contractors. It is a pleasant life, with a great
future, and in most states there are to be found
hundreds of places that give a good opening for
the educated man who will buy all his own
supplies and be his own architect, superinten-
dent, foreman, boss carpenter, boss bricklayer,
and, in a word, factotum. The very best employé
cannot be as solicitous to carry out a contract as
the man who is going to earn the profit or stand
the loss. A man need not be deterred because he
has no capital ; reputations are quickly made and
credit easily obtained by straightforward working
men ; and I do not hesitate to say that there are
few banks in this country unwilling to advance
the needful money to carry out a contract under-
taken by a man who can fulfil his end.

If things are not working well with you at
first, do not let any one know it, but just put on
a bold face and keep altogether to business; the
more work a contractor does himeself the less he
has to pay some one else, and the greater is the
extra gain.

Before setting up in business carefully study
the question of buying, as on that very much
depends your future gain. It is an easy matter
to sell what has a market value; and a careful
business man with a clear head will be found
in possession of nothing that has not an imme-
diate saleable and mortgageable quotation in the
local market.

Above all things, never abuse the United States.
If you do not like the country, after all it is at
your own wish that you remain here, and it is the
very worst form to come to a country, make a
living in it, and then abuse it. Americans are
very patriotic, and no one can deny that they have
reason to be proud of their wonderful country
and the progress it has made through American
enterprise and perseverance. A man can like
forty countries and still love his own no less; so
do not. fall into the ervor of imagining that dis-
paraging remarks about the Stars and Stripes
rellect any credit upon the Union Jack 5 they
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show rather the bad taste and ignorance of'
the person from whom they emanate, and stand !
effectually between him and success in the United
States.

A TSAR'S GRATITUDE.
By Frep Winismaw.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THEROUGHOUT this melancholy period of friend-
lessness and solitude, undoubtedly the brightest
moments of poor Philipof’s existence were those
spent by him in the society of his small nephew
and niece. The boy, Petka (which is the
familiar form of Piotr, or DPeter, which name |
had been bestowed upon him instead of either
Vladimir or Alexander), was by this time in his
sixth year, and a fine little specimen of humanity.
He had developed a great fondness for his ¢ uncle’
Sasha, who was to him the incarnation of all the
virtues; for Philipof was never tired of playing
with him or of entertaining him with stirring
tales of the battles and marches and adventures
by flood and field in which he himself had taken
apart. Petka would sit upon his knee and listen
for hours, or for as long as Sacha’s breath or
leisure held out, and it is scarcely a matter for
surprise that the hero of so many of the adven-
tures should have become the hero par eccellence
of all heroes in the eyes of the child. Among
other tales, Philipof (very unwisely, but finding
perhaps some relief for the soreness of his heart in
speaking about that which for ever lay uppermost
in it, even to a child) told little Petka the story of
how some one—he did not go so far as to mention
names—once saved the life of a Tsar by jogging
the elbow of an assassin; and how the Tsar,
fancying that this poor man was the would-he
murderer instecad of his preserver, clapped him
into prison when he should have loaded him with
honours.  Little Petka wept bitterly over this
story, but asked for it over and over again ncver-
theless ; and the tale made the deepest impression
upon his juvenile imagination. 1f Sasha eould
have forescen the effect upon his mind which
was brought about by this oft-repeated tale, and
its influence in future years upon the life of this
child, it i3 quite certain that he would have bitten
his tongue out rather than have thus sown the
seeds of a poisonous growth in that impressionable
soil. As the immediate result of the story, little
Petka would flush red with indignation, and
declare that he hated the Trar; and when he was
a big man he would find him out and tell him
how base he was to do such a thing to the poor
officer ; whereat Philipof laughed and pattc(\ his
bright head and said that this was all ancient
history.

‘Are they both dead then?’ asked the child,
with sorvowful, sympathetic eyes.

‘Dead and buried and forgotten, years and
years and years ago !’ said Uncle Sasha,

‘And was it never found out how good and
noble the officer was, and how baxe and cruel and
horrid the king was?’ continued Petka.

‘No, said this indiscrect historian, ‘it never
was ; and the poor oflicer died a beggar, or starved I
to death in prison—I forget which—and the Tsar :

grew fat, and lived happily for years and years,
and then died amid the tears of a grateful and
admiring people.’

¢ And are Txars always bad and cruel like that ¥’
asked Petka, with tears in hig eyes. “Is this one
that father is always with ¢’

Philipof was a little alarmed by the effect which
his story had produced upon the child’s imagina-
tion, and hastened to assuve him that, for all he
knew, the present Txar might be the best of men ;
probably he was, since Petka’s own father was
deeply devoted to him.

¢I don’t believe he is, a bit,) said the boy, ‘or
he would let father come and see Olga and me
oftener, I think he is a bad man, and I hate
him.

¢Who told you that he prevented your father
coming to see you and Olga?’ asked Uncle Susha,
surprised.

¢Matrona,” saildl the bov; ‘she savs father
never came to see mother cither, and that it’s all
the Tsav’s faull ; and I hate the Txar, Uncle Sasha,
and I love you ever so much better than father,
and so does Olga’

Tt appeared, then, that poor Petka was subject
to other indiserect influences at home hesides that
of his Tnele Sasha.

It was =carcely a matter for wonder that the
children should prefer their uncle to their father,
however ;3 for the last-named so rarely visited
his family at this time that the little ones were
practically strangers to him and he to them.
Dostoief was not unkind to them on the rare
occasions of his visits, and took care that
Matrona should provide them with the Dest
of everything that money could purchase ; hut
there was no real sympathy between father and
childven, which is one of the few things that
money cannot buy; and though the children
resented the long intervals which their father
permitted to clapse between his visits to them,
thanks to old Matrona’s indixereet remarks on the
subject, vet they rather disliked than enjoyed
those visits when they did actually take place.
So that when Petka declared that he loved his
uncle infinitely better than his father, hie was only
expressing what was undoubtedly the ecase, and
what both children had many times in solemn
domestic conclave confessed to one another with
hated hreath to be ummistakably the condition
of their affections.

Ouc evening, as Philipof «al with hoth children
upon hix kuee, cngagu({ as usual in drawing for
their entertainment from the storchouse of his
imagination, the door opened, and Dostoief sud-
denly entered the room. This was his first visit
for upwards of a mounth, and he was entirely
unexpected.  Apparently the spectacle of Philipof
sitbing comfortably in his apartment, with his
children perched upon the knee of a suspected
regicide, was equally unexpected and distasteful
to Dostoief, for he started as his eye fell upon
the little domestic picture, and his face flushed
angrily.

“Ileavens) he said aloud, ¢it never occurred to
me that you would have the audacity Lo show
vourself here ! Leave the room, children, and go
to bed”  Olga slipped down from her uncle’s
knee, and proceeded to obey her father, walking
slowly Lo the door and crying quictly ; the boy
paused. ‘You’ll come again, soon, won't you,
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Uncle Sasha,’ he said, ‘and finish telling me that
story ?’

“There will he no more stories from this gentle-
man, Petka,’ said Dostoief; ‘he is not coming here ,
again,’

Petka hurst into tears. ¢ Oh, Uncle Sasha, is it
true?” he cried.  ‘Please, please say it isn't true ;
are you going away ’

‘No, dear ; I am not going away,’ said Philipof,
‘and I shall come and sec you again very soon ;
your father is making a mistake. Now run away
to bhed.

Petka disappeared, and the discussion that’

must of course override the wishes of their dead
mother, expressed under a misunderstanding.
You are a suspect: that is enough ; your ticket-
of-leave, T warn you, may be withdrawn by ookaz
of his Majesty at any moment ; and if I find that
you have disobeyed my wishes by forcing yourself
upon my children, I shall request the Tsar to
reconsider his clemency in your case; a word
from me will suflice.’

Philipof laughed scornfully. ¢Oh! I can quite
believe it,” he cried. ‘The Tsar’s clemency, indeed ;
wlhy not his justice also, and his gratitude? Oh! a
great and a just man is your master, and a grand

forthwith ensued in the nursery made still more fabric is the edifice of his virtues—a word from
clear the fact that of the two men known to the 'a Dostoicf-—a Dostoief, a man whose cruelty has
children, the uncle was undoubtedly the favourite  driven a wife into her grave, and whose idiotic

and the father nowhere,

Meanwhile the two men in the drawing-room !
stood a moment in silence, and watched one
another.  Both were violently agitated, and could
scarcely trust themselves to speak. Dostoief was
the first to hreak the silence.

‘I suppose,” he said, ‘that I ought not to be
surprised to see you here; probably you are
capable by this time of any audacity, and T might
have known you better. Of course this will he
your Jast visit to my house ; vou will understand
that your presence here is impossible—we need
not enter into details and reasons—and your
society and influence cannot for a moment be
permitted to my children. T should have for-
bidden my servants to admit vou if it had
occurred to me that you could he so wanting in
the commonest good feeling as to demand admit-
tance into this house. They shall have theiv
orders in future. It is uscless to mince matters;
you will have the sense to sce that there is no
other course open to me.

Philipof was very pale; but for once in his
life he <Hid uot fly into one of his usual paroxysms
of rage.

¢ Dostoief, he said, quictly enough, it would he
foolish to plead innocence before you, hecause your
mind iy already made up in this matter, I know ;
but your wife believed me innocent, and in that
Delief she left me as a solemn legacy the duty of
looking after your children, whom you dixgrace-
fully neglect, as you are well aware.  Let me tell |
you this: I have more respecet for the wishes of
my dead cousin, as expressed in this letter, which ‘
you can read if you like, than for a hundred
million commands of yours—enforeed it yon will |
by ookazes from your master, and by all the
terrors of the fortress-prison. So long ax T am
frec and able to go where T will, I shall {ind
means to see Olga’s children, whether you bid the
servants refuse me admittance or not. I see you
are reading her last letter to me.  You will find
mention of another obligation bequeathed to me |
as a legacy by your wife—namely, to refrain from
laying my hands upon your person; you may
now comprehend how it is that you remain un-
chastised for your conduct towards your wife and
her little children.  Were it not for Olgw’s letter !
I should have beaten you like a dog long bcl'ore!
this. |

¢Come, come ; this matter can be settled with-
out vulgar boasting and threatening,’ said the
other; “enongh said. Take your letter. My poor
wife was easily convinced of your innocence ; as
for the children, my will as the living pavent

neglect of his children is fast estranging their
hearts from any sort of affection for him—a word
from this Dostoicf, and down topples the whole
card-house of clemency, and justice, and all the
rest of the great qualities which go to make this
precious Tsar of yours. You are a fool, Dostoief ;
I am a grown man, not a child, to be turned aside
from my intention by threats.

¢ Enough, now go,” said Dostoief ; ‘there is no
need to prolomy this conversation. That is the
door ; no, the other one’

Philipof deliberately chose the door which led
to the nursery. ‘I have not yet said good-night
to my dead cousin’s children,’ he said.

White and trembling with rage, Dostoief fol-
lowed him, aud watched him visit and caress each
child as it lay in bed.

“Come and see us again soon, Uncle Sasha,’
they both cried as he left the room, and again
Philipof repeated that he would return very
soon. Then he stalked away, still followed by
their fuming parvent, and departed without ex-
changing another word or look with that irate
individual.

When Matrona asked Petka afterwards how it
was that he never hugged his father, when bid-
ding him good-night, as he had just hugged
Uncle Sasha, Petka replied that it was becaunse
e loved Uncle Sasha ever so much better. And
this being the very reply which the foolish old
nurse had angled for, containing, as it did, a
sentiment in which she heartily concurred, and
which it gave her pleasure to hear repeated, she
went away perfeetly happy, and not dreaming
that she had been guilty of a great indiseretion.

NTAMPS AND THEIR
COLLECTION.

TuotsaNDps of people, young and old, now find
pleasure and profit in stamp collecting, a pursuit
which extends year by year, the price of genuine
specimens of early stamps rising continually with
the demand.  There are now about fifty dealers in
stamps in London alone, and the collector may be
found everywhere. One dealer, Mr W. J, Palmer,
of the Strand, estimates the value of his stock at
over £60,000 ; and last year he sold upwards of a
hundred  thousand stamps, while he examines
from five to ten thousand every day. The varied
uses to which stamps are put may be judged from
the fact that a customer bought 20,000,000 of
the commoner sorts, for papering walls of houses

and public buildings, It 1s estimated that there
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are 500,000 stamp collectors in the United States,
the C. H. Melkeel Stamp and Publishing Co., of St
Louis, employing alone about one hundred and
thirty persons in the conduct of a very large busi-
ness. Sensational prices are given for rare stamps.
American local varieties bring from £250 to £500 ;
one of Livingston, Alabama, has sold for £140.
One of the ten specimens of the Brattleboro stamp
has sold for £250; the twenty cent St Louis (1845)
for about £500; a pair of Post-office, Mauritius, are
worth £600 (two have been sold for £870); and a
set of the five British Guiana, first issue of 1850,
will fetch £1000. An unused Transvaal stamp
with error ¢ Transoral’ has sold for £30. One of
the most valuable English stamps is the ninepenny
straw-coloured Queen’s head with hair-line of
1862, which is worth £30.

Amongst valuable collections is that of Fervari,
of Paris, which is said to be worth £250,000.
That of the Duke of York is worth Letween
£30,000 and £40,000; Rothschild, about £100,000;
and that of the late Czar of Russia, £150,000.
The collection which Mr Tapling left to the
British Museum was worth £70,000. There are
now collections in Berlin Imperial Museum, also
at Amsterdam, Vienna, and Dresden.

Some of the first collectors began before the days
of adhesive stamps by cutting out the old news-
paper stamp, and placing it in copy-books, with
crests, book-prints, and similar curiosities. A Bel-
gian schoolmaster is credited by some with being
the founder of Philately. About forty years ago
he is said to have tried to make geography more
interesting by getting his pupils to adorn their
atlases with stamps belonging to the different
countries. Others give Mr Palmer, of the Strand,
the credit of being the father of Philately in this
country. The French collectors soon began to
see the necessity of classification, and there is no
difference of opinion as to the educational value
of a knowledye of the features of the many rulers
which usually adorn foreign stamps.  Some of
these rulers have died ; some have heen murdered
or removed by revolutions. In this way have
been preserved interesting portraits of Juarez, and
of Maximilian, Emperor of Mexico, and of Lincoln
and Garfield, Presidents of the United States, as
well as of the late Shah of Persia. The Don Carlos
stamps of 1873-75 record a futile insurrection ;
while the change from Alfonso XII of Spain to
the Regency is plainly read on the stamps. As
the young Queen of Holland has objected to be
represented upon the national postage stamps any
longer as a mere child, a new set of Duteh stamps
isannounced. An Argentinecommemorativestamp
used for one day only—October 12, 1892—com-
memorates the discovery of America by Columbus
in 1492. Venezucla has a commemorative stamp
also for the date when Columbus first stood on
the mainland of America, while the United States
has a centennial commemorative stamp of her
Independence, issued in 1876.  Some valuable
lessons in history and geography are thus to be

iined, and the wlhercabouts of many an obscure
igland or state may be fixed in the memory, along
with the changes in government, from the study
of a good collection of stamps,

As the number of postage stamps which ean be
collected is increasing cvery day, the knowledge
required to prevent unwary collectors being de-
frauded increases in an cqual degree. The

various South Awmerican republics, with a de-
preciated currency, are continually emitting new
issues of postage stamps which are sold in large
batches to certain dealers for the purpose of heing
retailed out to collectors. The debased currency
of many states makes the face-value of these
stamps considerably more than their coxt if
bought from the government of the country
issuing them. The dealers, however, make no
reduction for this depreciation, and stamps
which were never intended to be used for the
purpose of franking letters through the post are
sold at and above their face-value to unsuspect-
ing collectors. In some cases a defacing stamp is
obtained and applied to the stamps, so as to make
it appear that they have done duty through the
post. Some of the treaty ports in China have been
exploited in the same way, and stamps apparently

-duly post-marked are sold in the original shects

inlarge quantities. There was a bogus issue, also,
of six stamps purporting to belong to a state
called Sedang, but the whole thing was a fraud,
there being no such state in existence. In the
case of Bolivar a new set of newspaper stamps was
supposed to have been issued in 1892, These
were bought up by the dealers and catalogued at
82s. Lhe sct. Investigation was made into their
genuineness, with the result that it was dis-
covered beyond doubt that no such stamps had
ever been issued in Bolivar, and we understand
the dealers were compelled to return the money
obtained for them to their customers, and that the
original dealers who sold them to the retailers
had also to disgorge their receipts ou account of
them. For every stamp used in Cook Islands for
postal purposes, it appears that one hundred or
two hundred are despatehed to the stamp col-
lectors.  One Indian native state has issued three
hundred and sixty varieties of postage stamps,
post-cards, and ~tamped envelopes between 1877
and 1894, These were certainly never all meant
for postal use,

With reference to forged stamps, it may be as
well to remind collectors of the clause in the Post-
oflice Protection Act, thanks to Mr Palmmer, which
cuaets a penalty against any one who utters, deals
in, or scl}s fictitious stamps, or knowingly uses for
any postal purpose any fictitious stamp, or makes
any die or plate for the printing of such a stamp.
This section has a wide sweep, and includes both
foreign and colonial stamps, and the dies for pro-
ducing them,

Three years ago the Timnes drew attention to the
subject of surcharged stamps in a lengthy article.
Lord Ripon had caused a cireular to be sent from
the Colonial Oflice in order to put down the
abuses connected with the sale of ¢surcharzed
stamps,” which had proved a templation to post-
masters and treasurers, and other public oflicers,
by making irregular profits in dealing with stamp
collectors and others.  The remedy for this state
of matters ix to keep a suflicient supply of stamps
on hand, and then there would be no necessity to
practise ¢surcharging.” It appears that when in
certain cases it became known that a stamp was
getting scarce, agents of the stamp-dealer would
at onee buy up the stock and ask for more. The
Colonial Post-office, in order to get over the delay
involved in procuring fresh supplies, would print
on dearer stamps than those which were exhausted
the price of those which were asked for.  For in-

g
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stance, a threepenny stamp becomes a halfpenny l

one, and a fourpenny stamp a twopenny one. A
stamp thus altered in value is said to be ‘sur-
charged, and a rush is made for this by the
dealer.  These find their way into collections at
50 or 100 per cent over their value. A DParis
dealer is said to have kept a sum of £1000
¢placed’ at ditferent post-oflices, with instructions
to local postmasters to send on specimens to that
value whenever a new stamp or a fresh surcharge
was made.
a remittance for 12s. G1. in halfpenny postage
stamps from some one in Fiji who was in debt
to him for that amount. The stamps, being all
surcharged, were sold for about £15.

It will be remembered that the Republic of
Liberia, on the west coast of Africa, not having
ready cash to pay the expenses of its delegate

to Chicago Exhibition, gave him a supply of .

postage stamps to sell to the best advantage. Tt
appears that this negro republic depends largely

on the sale of stamps for paying its way, and the

stamps, beautifully engraved in London, are largely

sold Lo stamp collectors. When the North Borneo |

Company issued a finely engraved stamp in 1894,
in six weeks the wholesale dealers turned over
£2000 worth of them. One dealer went in for
£800 worth, another £400, and two for .£1200
between them.

Important public events somctimes leave their
record on postage stamps.  Our Post-oflice refused
to sell stamps got up in connection with the
Queen’s Diamond Jubilee in furtherance of the
objects of the Prince of Walex's Iospital Fund.
The bookseller was the medium for the sule
of these 1s. and 23 Gd. stamps, of which the
issue was limited.  The well-known picture of
‘Charity’ by Sir Joshua Reynolds forms the basix
of the design.  The copperplates were destroyed
when the impression was completed.  There was
a rush for the Canadian Jubilee postage stamps.
The government at first decided only to present
three sets, the recipients being the Duke of York,
Duke of Norfolk, and Lady Aberdeen. There were
new issues of French stamps in conncction with

the visit of the Czar to Paris and the opening of |

the Drussels Exhibition. It may be added that
there is now a society for the suppression of
speculative stamps.

Mr Tirth, in his Postaye Stamps and thelr Collee-
tion (Upcotl Gill), recommends the beginuner, if
collecting for pleasure, to attend to stamps of
countries hitherto mueh  neglected, also 2.
stamps of all countries in the Postal Union,
with post-cards and envelopes.  1le also vecom-
mends a collection of all the halfpenny, penny,
sixpenny, and shilling stamps of England and the
Colonies.  Stanley (ibbons's blank stamp album,
and Whitfield, King, & Co.’s inlerchangeable stamp
album, will be found useful.  Mr Firtl’s motto in
colleeting envelopes is to get the “envelope, the
whole envelope, and nothing but the envelope!
Experience will alone make the collector a critie
of used and unused stamps, of dexign, paper,
gum, and perforation, and other features which
give character and value to a collection.

A very comsiderable bibliography has grown
u}) around the subject.  There is the catalogne
of Calman and Collin, published by the Scott.

Stamp and Coin Co., New Yok ; Millington and |

Lockyer’s Postage Stumps of the Dritish IXmpire;
y yi 1 1 b

A London dealer one day received

The. Philatelic Handbool: and Stamps and Stamp Col-
| lecting, by Major Evans ; Philbrick and Westoby’s
, Postage and Telegraph Stamps of Great Britain %ICW
edition 1897) ; while there are and have been
many journals, such as Stamp Collectors’ Mage-
wine, Philatelist, and Philatelic Record. America
has, amongst others, the Stamp Collectors Bureau
“and the dmerican Journal of Philatcly.

SOME ITIISTORIC APPARITIONS.

By GeorgeE EvRE-ToDD.

" PROBABLY the more interesting half of the history
"of every country is the part uncountenanced and
Nittle known. The conspicuous event, patent to
all the world and to all time, is apt to prove little
tmore than dry crust of fact unless something is
kuown of the personal elements which lay hehind
it. Oune asks to Le made aware of the human
,motives and mistakes, the turn of thought, and
the seemingly trivial circumstances which have
led up to the catastrophe. A knowledge of this
“desire is the secret of the writing of historic
"fiction, and it is by filling in between the lines,
supplying the probable train of human motive,
circumstance, and passion, that the novelist pro-
duces his enchanting tale.

This same filling in is somectimes done for us
" by popular legend and tradition, and where this
i occurs a wonderful new realism and colour seem
ladded to the marrative. Scotland in particular
| Possesses a singular wealth of such tradition ; and,
to take one kind ol it alone, it is remarkable how
Poften conspicuous events of Scottish history have
\a lurid and significant light thrown over them

by rome corollary of uncanny legend which the
popular memory has preserved.

Every one is aware of the story, which Shake-
speare  found in  Holinshed, which IIolinshed
borrowed from DBoece, and which Boece took and
embellished from the chironieler Wyntoun, of the
appearance of the three witches to Macbeth, their
prophecy, and its tragic consequences. In Shake-

vspeare’s play the witehies appear to Macbeth and
I]"anquo as the two are crossing a heath near
| Forres on their way home from victory against
rebellious islesmien in the west,  And so strongly
"Mas the dramatic ineident taken hold of popular
"imagination that the hillock on which the witches
rstood when Macbeth accosted them is actually
[ pointed out at a spot in the Brodie woods between
- Nairn and Forres, and the barrenness of its sides
accounied for by the statement that the witches
"poured out their horrid brewing on the summit.
"The original account of the matter, however, as
I'uiven by Wyuntoun, is very diflerent.  In the old
chronicler’s narrative the incident is related in
i the form of a dream.

One night, it appears, Macbeth thought in his
, dreaming that he was sitting beside the king. It
was al a pause in hunting, and in his hand he
held two greyhounds in a leash. As he sat he
thought he saw three women going by, and these
"women he took to be three ¢weird sisters”  The
first he heard say as she was passing : ‘Lo ! yonder
the thane of Cromarty !’ The second woman in
her turn said ¢ ¢ Of Moray yonder I see the thane !’
Then the third said shortly : ¢1 sec the king!’
¢ All this, adds Wyntoun, ¢ Macbeth heard in his
dreaming. Soon afterwards, while still in his
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youth, he was made thane of these thanedoms;
then next he thought to be king when Duncan’s
days should be over. Butin the end the fanlasy
of his dream moved him to slay his uncle.

It is possible, of course, that Wyntoun, in
giving this tale, modified some tradition of an
actual, tangible appearance of the three weird
sisters ; but it is not likely that he did so, for
in another part of his work he gravely recounts
an altercation which St Serf, the patron saint of
his monastery, had with the devil n proprid
persond. The story, therefore, in its successive
versions, forms a very good example of the
manner in which such traditions grow. Dut the
legend in any shape, whether as dream or as
actual appearance, remains the factor of dramatic
interest in the otherwise empty story of the
murder of King Duncan.

More mysterious, if less dramatic in its conse-
quences, is a story recounted by Wyntoun’s con-
temporary, Fordoun, in the Scotichronicon, and also
embodied by Boece. It belongs to the last days
of Alexander III, that ¢ PessyDbill King who kept
his peace with such an iron hand, and gave the
Norsemen on the sea-slopes at Largs to know how
he could keep his kingdom.

This last of the long line of Celtic kings was
a widower, in old age, and the succession to
his throne hung upon the life of hLis daughter’s
daughter, the infant Princess of Norway. Scotland
was still a land of separate races—Scotic and
Cymric, Saxon and Norman—and the nobles
foresaw that, without a king to rule, the nation
might easily fall to pieces, and be lost to name
and fame. In the circumstances it was well that
Alexander should marry again. A bride wax found
in Joleta or Iolande, danghter of the Count of
Dreux ; and the marriage took place amid great
rejoicings in the church of Jedburgh. In the

! Tndeed, but for the timely remorse of his lady-
love, who had been bought over by the English
governor, he must inevitably have been faken.
As it was, escaping in woman’s clothes, he was
closely pursued Dy his enemies, aided by a
bloodhound. Accompanied by a small party of
followers, he made for the Forest of Gask, in
Strathearn. After some time, the pursuit con-
tinuing hot hehind them and their case appearing
~almost desperate, one of the party, a man named
' Fawdoun, suddenly declared he could go no
farther. Wallace appears to have had previous
suspicions of his follower’s good faith, and these
suspicions were now strengthened by Fawdoun’s
conduct. The leader, at any rate, knew that il
this man fell into the English hands the fate of
the party was assured. To prevent treachery,
therefore, as there was no time to lose, Wallace
|dl'ew his sword and struck off Fawdoun’s head.
|This act saved the lives of the parly for the
time, for on the hound reaching the spot it
"'stopped at the blood ; but the occurrence had a
I'eurious sequel.

The little band, now reduced to thirteen, took
up their quarters in Gask Ilall.  There they
made a fire, and began in haste to make ready
'a couple of sheep which they had taken from a
fold close by. They were about to begin a rude
supper, when they were startled by a sudden blast
of horns outside.  Tearing it might be the English
who had discovered his retreat, Wallace sent
out two men to bring word. After a time, no
; Lidings being returned and the horns still making
i a tremendous blast, he sent out other two. These,
' however, also remained away ; and presently, in
“anger, the leader sent forth his whole remaining
party. Wallace was now left alone, wondering
"and impatient.  Still the blast of horns increased;
"'so, concluding that the place was surrounded by

evening—it was the 14th of October in the year  enemies, and that hix men had fallen into their
1285—to crown the occasion, a greal masked hands, the knight himself drew his swerd and
ball was given in the abbey. Never, say the went to the door. There, standing opposite to
chroniclers, had so magnificent a spectacle been ! him in the darkness, he beheld Fawdoun, with—
seen before in Scotland. Thane and abbot, | dreadful to relate '—his head in hisz hand. .\t the
bishop and prince and earl—all the nolables of 'sight Wallace crossed himsclf; but the spectre
the realm were there; all had sought to do ! hardly gave him time to do so, for, with sur-
honour to the hour; and the old king himself pri~sing promptitude for a dead man, it hurled
and his new-made bride were present to grace ! the head at him. The hero, nevertheless, proved
the occasion. Music and the dance were at their | equal to the occasion, for he picked up the head
height, and the courtly pageant was at its by the hair and as vigorously hurled it back
brightest, when suddenly, to the awe and horror | again. By this time; though, Lie had had enough

of the beholders, the apparition of a ghastly
figure became visible on the floor of the abbey.
It glided silently amid the revellers, scemed to

join for some moments in the dance, and then'!

vanished as silently and swiftly as it had ap-
eared. None there knew what or who it was;
ut by all who saw it it was taken as an omen
of disaster.
wards, by an accident to his horse, the brave

Seots king lay dead under the clifl at Kinghorn, !

and the shadow of the longest and most dreadful
of its wars was gathering on the horizon of
Scotland.

Again, not many years after the appearance
just narrated, tradition records a strange adven-
ture which is said to have befallen the patriot
Wallace. The story is told by Llenry the Minstrel
in rude but spirited verse.

In the course of an amorous adventure in Perth
the knight of Elderslic had been all hut trapped.

And, sure enough, not a year after- '

ol the interview, deeming his antagonist no spirit
of man, but come devil ; and considering, as the
narrator quaintly puts it, that there was little
advantage to be got by remaining longer there,
Ihe turned and fled.  The last thing he saw, as
"he made his way up Strathearn, was Gask Hall
Fin a blaze, with the spectre of Fawdoun towering
civantic in the lurid light, as it Lrandished a
blazing raiter over its head.

That night Wallace swam the Forth at Cambus-
kenneth, and from his refuge in the Torwood sent
a woman back to the scene of his discomfiture,
Strange to say, she found Gask Ilall unharmed ;
and there a fragment of the ruin stands to the
Ppresent day Lo witness to the tale, though it has
been succeeded sinee then by an “auld house’
and a new house of Gask in turn, both famous in
sweet Scots cong.

A traditional portent, not less interesting, has
I supplied the motive for John Galt’s romance, The
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Spaewife, and is related with telling effect in D.
G. Rossetti’s poem ¢ The King’s Tragedy.

James L., it is said, was on his last fatal journey,
to spend Christmas in the Blackfriars’ Monastery
at Perth. He had reached the shore of the
Scottish Sea, as the Firth of TForth was then
called, and was about to embark for the opposite
shore, when a woman threw herself on his path,
and with wild gestures and boding words urged
him to turn back. Time after time in her wander-
ings, she declared, she had seen his wraith, and each
time a winding-sheet was wrapped higher about
his figure ; and now, she exclaimed, if he crossed
that sea, he should never again come back. James,
as we know, put aside the waining, crossed the
Firth, and took up his abode in Perth, with the
tragic consequence which is matter of history. It
is said, however, that on the wild night of Feb-
ruary on which he was slain, just before the
assassing broke in, the soothsayer once again
appeared with her warning bhefore the Charter-
house gates, and had James listened to her he
might even then have escaped his fate.  One of the
last things he heard, before the flare of torches
and clash of armour told him the truth, was the
wail of the womaw’s forcboding under the very
windows of his chamber, when she had been |
turned from the door. Tradition has it that the
soothsayer was possessed of second-=ight ; hut as |
she was Highland, it may well be that she had |
less oceult means of knowing the plots for the
king’s death which Sir Robert Graham was just
then hatehing in “the country of the wild Scots’

Two of James Is descendants, it tradition is to
be believed, were favoured likewise with super-
natural warnings, and in the case of James IV.
the warning occurred twice. Both occurrences
are recorded by Pilscottie, who reecived the ac-
count of them from an eye-witness, the famous
Sir David Lyndsay.

It was on the eve of setting out for Flodden,
and James was worshipping in_the great old kirk
of St Michael, which =t1ll stands close by Linlith-
gow Palace. Iivensong, it appears, was nearly done,
when there came suddenly in at the kivk door a
tall man in a blue gown, helted with a linen roll
and wearing sandals on his feet.  IHis head was
bare,, in hix hand he carried a great pikestall, and
he came forward rudely ‘eryand and speirand for
the king Without ceremony he went up to
James, and leaning his arm on the royal prayving-
desk, began a brusque harangue, ¢ My mother,” |
he said, “hath sent me, desiring thee not to pass
whither thou art purposed ; for if thou dost, thou
wilt not fare well in thy journey, nor none that |
passcth with thee.  Further, she hade thee melle
with no woman, for if thou do it thou wilt be'
confounded, and brought to shame” The king,
it is recorded, was about to make answer, but
before his eyes, and in the presence ol all his
lords, the man vanished ‘as he had been ane
blink of the sunmne, or a whiss of the whirlwind,
and could no more he seen.

The zecond oceasion happened a few days later.
James was al BEdinburgh, busy marshalling his
army on the Boroughmuir, and getting his cannon
out of the Castle for the campaign, when at mid-
night a cry was heard at the Market-cross, pro-
claiming what the invisible herald gave out to
be the “summons of Ploteock, otherwise Pluto.
This summons called upon all men “to compear, |

both earl, and lord, and baron, and all honest
gentlemen within the town, every man specified
Dy his own name, within the space of forty days,
before the said Plotcock, where it should happen
him to appoint” All the persons thus cited, it
appears, were among the slain afterwards at
Flodden, except one. That fortunate personage,
happening to be on his outer stair, heard the
summons, and, with great presence of mind and
legal knowledge, took a crown from his purse and
threw it into the street, crying, ‘I appeal from
that summons, judgment, and sentence thereof,
and take me all whole in the mercy of God and
Christ Jesus, ITis Son.’

TUnfortunately, there is reason to believe that
both of these apparations were stage-effects got
up by the astute Sir David Lyndsay himself, at
the instance of Queen Margaret, to dissuade the
somewhat morbid mind of James from the English
war. The mention of a possible relation to a
woman points to a natural feminine jealousy of
the king’s weaknesses towards the Queen of France
and the Lady of Ford.

For the apparition which in his later days
visited the sleepless eyes of James V. the sole
authority is the highly characteristic Historte of
Joln Knox. Sir James Hamilton of Finnart,
the former friend of the king, had been tried and
exceuted at Ldinburgh upon a charge of twice
attempting the life of James—once secking to

 murder him in hed at ITolyrood, and again shoot-

ing at him from the steeple at Linlithgow. These
charges, however, did not satisfy the mind of
Knox, who secks to make out that the true
reason for Hamilton’s condemnation was his lean-
ing towards the cause of the Reformers. In proof
of his assertion Knox states that the king was
tormented afterwards by the apparvition of his
unjust judge.

‘How terrible a vision,” he states, ‘the said
Prince saw, lying in Linlithgow that night that
Thomas Seot Justice-clerk, died in Edimburgh,
men of good credit can yet report. For, afraid at
midnight or after; he called aloud far torches, and
aised all that lay beside him in the palace, and
told that Thomas Scot was dead ;” for he had
been at him with a company of devils, and had
said unto him these words: ¢Oh, woe to the day
that ever 1 knew thy service ; for serving of thee
against God, against 1lis servants, and against
Justice, I am adjudged to endless torment !’

It is needless to expatiate on these traditions.
The chiefl interest which they possess lies in the
light which they refleet npon the human nature
of past times 3 and, for the amount of that light
which they afford, they remain of more value
than many dissertations.

A MINITATURE REPUBLIC.

Morg than two hundred years ago, Addison,
in his delightful ¢Remarks on Several Parts of
Italy, says: ‘At twelve miles’ distance from
Rimini stands the little Republick of St
Marino, which I could not forbear visiting,
though it lyes out of the common tour of
travellers, and has excessively bad ways to it,
because I know of no body else that has done
it Like Addison, we, too, could not forbear
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visiting the place, though for doing so we had
not the same reason.

To one looking landward from the coast near
Rimini, a long spur of the Apennines bounds the '
landscape, and the eye is especially attracted tol
the three peaks of Monte Titano, on which the
little capital of San Marino is built. Day after
day we had watched those peaks, somet:imes|
glowing in the morning light, sometimes thrown
into dark relief at sunset, now veiled in mist,
or capped with thunder-clouds, and we formed
an inward determination that the Titan Mount
should not always be to us an unknown land.,
In the diligence, or rather wagonette, covered
with a linen awning and drawn by a pair of
good horses, we set forth on a bright July
afternoon.

After leaving Rimini, passing Ly the ancient
fortress of the Malatesta family, once lords of
Rimini, the road for four or five miles was
level and somewhat monotonous, passing between
gardens and orchards, white clematis and the

scarlet flowers of the pomegranate making gay '

the hedges. The way then gradually becoming
steeper, glimpses of mountain or sea presented
themselves across corn-fields or trim mulberry
plantations, becoming more and more lovely as
we proceeded.

‘Now you are in the land of freedom,’ said
a fellow-traveller as we crossed the bridge
over the narrow stream which at this point
forms the boundary between the kingdom of
Italy and the Republic. At the village of
Serravalle, in the commune of the same name,
ended our first stage. From this point the
ascent became more rapid, and the distant

scene grew wilder, as one Apeunine ridge after .

another came into view, and soon the Titan
Mount rose before us in all its majesty sheer
from the elevated plateau we had now reached.

Outside the chief of the two gates of the city

we next drew up, for no vehicle, except perhaps |

a bullock-cart, ever goes up the steep, narrow,
tortuous streets. This is the Porta San Fran-
cesco, so called from the neighbouring Franciscan
church and convent. It is of somewhat imposing
proportions, and bears above the massive archway
the word ‘Libertas, the motto of the Republic.
The scecond gate, that of La Ripa, is more
picturesque, built as it is of huge stones, now
overgrown with trailing ivy and brambles, and
approached from below by a narrow stony way
scarcely more than a bridle-path.

The tall stone houses of the Cittd looked
gloomy as we entered the dark winding streets,
especially as we had yet to begin a search for
an abiding-place. Our search ended in a house
the buck windows of which commanded a glorious
l)rospect of rugged mountains stretching ridge
behind ridge like the waves of a stormy ocean
suddenly petrified ; and in the foreground, wild
rocks hurled in confusion, and stony valleys,
among which the Marignano wound its devious
course towards the sea. Ilere were wild fast-
nesses and narrow gorges, which might indeed
have afforded sccure refuge to Sun Marino
when, having embraced the Christian faith, he
was compelled to flee from the Diocletian per-
secutions. Tradition says that, wandering home-
less and desolate near the castle of Felicitd, a

rich lady of the district, he was mistaken for
a robber by her two young sons, one of whom,
taking aim at the saint, was suddenly struck
with blindness. His brother, then raising his
bow with similar intent, likewise instantly
became blind.  Their mother, concluding from
this catastrophe that the intruder must le
something  more than an ordinary mortal,
implored him to have pity on her children
and restore their sight. Her request was
granted ; and she, in gratitude, bestowed on
the wanderer the rugged Titan Mount, where
he founded the city which bears his name. So
much for the legend.

Alban Butler, in The Lives of the Satnts,
says : ‘Mavino was by trade a mason, who
worked for some time at the building of the
i walls of Rimini. DBut God having made known
his holiness, he was ordained deacon by Gau-
dentius, Bishop of Brescia. He retired to a hut
he had constructed in the middle of a wood at
Monte Titano, where he lived for some ycars
as a hermit, and died towards the end of the
fourth century.’ His reputation for picty and
wisdom attracted many followers, for whom he
made laws and founded a city ; ‘so that’—again
i to quote Addison  “the Commonwealth of Marino
may boast at least of a nobler original than that
of Rome, the one having been at first an asylum
for robbers and murderers, aund the other a
"resort of persons eminent for their piety and
devotion.’

In the course of time a castle was built for
the protection of the infant community ; and it
is the proud boast of the Sammarinesi of to-day
i that their stronghold has mever been in the
!hands of an cnemy. In the stormy tines
succeeding the fall of the Roman Ewpire the
i Republic scems to have been too inaccessible, or
, too poor aud insignificant to attract attention,
, aud while rival powers were contending for the
,mastery in the rich plains below, it quietly
maintained its position, gaining occasionally
small accessions of territory.

We first hear of its coming into collision
with the IHoly See in the thirteenth century,
when a Bishop of Arezzo, viear of the Tope,
sent his agent thither to collect taxes. The
Sammarinesi  objecting  to the demand, and
refusing to receive the emissary, the case was
, laid before a tribunal in Rimini, when judgment
, was given in their favour. The vicar accepting
the decision, the independence of San Marino
was thus virtually recognised by the Papacy.
, But an  enemy mearer home threatened the
freedom of the little Republic.  The growing
,power and greed of the Malatesta family, the
lords of Rimini, imperilled its very existence.
Sigismund, one of the most ambitious of the
race, ravaged its territory, in the hope of draw-
cing its people into a contest which he knew
[ would probably be fatal to them. They appealed
to Pope Pius IL, who espoused their cause
Lecause of Sigismund’s sacrilegious attacks on
'the Church. With this powerful support, the
struggle ended favourably for the Republie, its
territory being increased and its independence
guaranteed by a Papal bull.

i When Cwsar Borgia carried fire and sword
| through the length and breadth of the Romagna,
“San Marino would probably have shared the
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common fate but for the opportune downfall
of the invader, who was scized and imprisoned
by the then Pope Julius II.

But Papal favour was mnot always to be
relied on, for in 1543 Pope Paul IIlL., wishing
to make a present to one of his nephews,
thought that San Marino would exactly suit
his purpose, and sent troops to take it DLy
surprise.  With this intention they marched
from Rimini on the evening of June 3,
hoping to reach their destination under cover
of darkness. DBut as they were crossing the
plain a terrible snow-storm cawe on, completely
hiding the mountain from view and throwing
the ranks into confusion; so that when day
broke they found themselves no farther than
the fronticrs of the Republic, and, unwilling to
be discovered, they beat a precipitate retreat. In
conzequence of this deliverance, the 4th of June
has ever since been a day of solemn thanks-
giving at San Marino.

Another day of national rejoicing is February
5, the anuniversary of the failure of a second
attempt to bring San Marino under the rule
of the Papacy. Cuardinal Alberoni had been
sent as legate to the Romagna by Pope Clement
XII, and, by Lribery and corruption, had won
over some faithless Summarinesi to betray their
country. Iaving installed himself in the city,
he summoned all the oflicers of State to mect

Lim in the cathedral for the purpose of swear- |

ing allegiance to the Pontifical authority.
When all were assembled on the appointed
day, a slentorian voice resounded through the
cchoing aisles, making the following declaration :
‘I have sworn fidelity to the Republic of San
Marino. 1 confirm this oath” It was the
voice of a patriotic old Sammarinese, Alfonso
Giangi, and his words were taken up and
repeated by the throng of his fellow-citizens,
who shouted enthusiastically : ¢ Viva Giangi!
Viva San Marino! Viva la Repubblica !’

The cardinal, fearing for his life, made good
his escape ; and Belluzzi, a man of high reputa-
tion, was sent to Rome, as a delegate of the
Republie, to obtain from the Pope a pledge

that there should Le no further encroaclhhments

on its liberty. The Pope disavowed the pro-
ceedings of the cardinal, assuring the envoy
that, so far from desiring to seize the Republie,
his only wish had been to extend to it his
fatherly protection. A treaty of peace was
accordingly signed, February 5, 1740.

When Napoleon, fresh from the victories of
Lodi and Arcola, was stationed at Pesaro, some
miles south of Rimini, he sent a deputation to
San Marino. Ostensibly upholding everywhere
the cause of freedom in the capacity of general
of the IFrench Republie, he could not but show
favour to her diminutive sister, and accordingly,
with assurances  of friendship, he made a
tempting offer of an increase of territory should
the opportunity present itself, a-king the citizens,
in other words, whether there was any vineyard
of Nuboth on which they had set their hearts.
But the little state, while gratefully aceepting
the offered friendship, refused the gain, prefer-
ring to preserve ils independence with poverty,
and werely requested that its commerce might not
be interfered with.  Napoleon, astonished at this
disinterested conduct, wrote a letter granting

| their desire, and offering, in the mame of the

TFrench Republic, a present of four field-pieces
and one thousand quintals of corn.  The corn was
duly reccived; but the cannon never arrived.
Afterwards, when Napoleon was emperor and
the map of Italy was under revision, Mare-
iscalchi, the Italian Minister of Foreign Affairs,
jappealed to him as to what was to be done with
San Marino.  ¢Ma foi!’ replied the Emperor,
|laughing, ‘we must preserve it as a specimen of
a Republie.

In later years, during the great struggle for
Ttalian unity, Garibaldi with a few of his
followers took refuge on the Titan Mount.
iThe Austrians, who then occupied Rimini,
threatened to attack the place unless Garibaldi
(were at once given up. To this the Sam-
marinesi could not consent; but, unable to
ccope with the force of Austria, they stipulated
,that  Garibaldi should receive a passport for
. America, and that his companions, on giving
yup their arms, should be free to return to
their homes.  This was accorded ; but Garibaldi,
; mistrusting  Austrian  good faith, escaped by
night to the little port of Casenatico, where
e embarked in a fishing-boat. Those of his
,followers who, trusting to the treaty, went to
, Rimini were seized and imprisoned. A marble
bust of the hero occupies a conspicuous position

in the main street.
Since these stormy times and the settlement
jof the kingdom of Ttaly, San Marino has
always been on very friendly terms with the
Italian  government, aud has shared in the
general progress of the country.

And so, for fourteen hundred years, this
miniature Republic has held her own, preserv-
ing her independence, her laws, and institutions
tintact, the gray walls and towers of her little
metropolis still presenting a firm front to the
| wountain storms, and scarcely  distinguishable
from the rock on which they stand. = Strictly
speaking, the government of San Marino is an
oligarchy rather than a Republic. It is vested
vintwo  Presidents, or Rewgenti;, as they are
called, who hold oftice for six months, and a
Chamber of sixty members elected for life.  All
legislative powers rest with this Chamber, which
“also fills up all vacancies oceurring in its own
, body.  There is, besides, a small Council of
twelve members, two-thirds  of whom retire
every year. The clection of the Reygent? takes
;place on Ist April and Ist October, the Chamber
| selecting six candidates, and every clector—that
|is, every citizen above the age of twenty-five—
j receiving  three  voting-papers, each containing
jthe names of two candidates.  These papers
are dropped into an urn behind the high-altar
in the cathedral to the solemn chanting of the
Te Deum; and one of them having Dbeen ex-
tracted Ly a child, the names thereon written
are proclaimed Ly the priest to the people as
those of their duly elected Regyenti.  The
religious ceremony over, the new Iegyenti go
Jin state to the Council Ilall, where they take
,the oaths and receive the seals of the State
cand the keys of the city. Any man refusing
i this office when duly clected forfeits all civil
“rights.

[ With certain exceptions, every man serves in
. the army, which consists in all of about twelve

——
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hundred men ; and there is, besides, a body of
gendarmes, who, as well as the magistrates, are
all drawn from Dbeyond the limits of the
Republie, so that they may have no personal
relutions to hinder the impartial fullilment of
their duties.

All Italian money is current in San Marino,
which, however, has a copper coinage of its
own, bearing the heraldic device of the Republic
—namely, *Tre monti, tre torre, tre penne’
(Three peaks, three towers, and three peunons).
It also bhas its own postage stamps, some of
which bear the same device as the coinage;
others, the liead of a beautiful woman, copicd
from a statue of the Republic which stands in
the chief square of the city. There is no
national debt; the taxation is very light; and
the revenue is always found sullicient jor the
expenses. The exports are cattle, tobacco,
cheese, and other agricultural products, and
silk culture is carried on to some extent in the
level districts. The wine of San Marino has
also long Leen noteld.

Of the three towers, each surmounted by a
pennon of iron, which crown the three peaks
of Monte Titano, that of La Rocea forms part
of a fortress built in 1411, and now used as a
prison ; but, happily, crime is rare, and consc-
quently prisoners few. The top of the tower
commands a magnificent view.

A steep stony pathway cut in the wmountain-
side leads down from the fortress to the plateau
where stands the cathedral, occupying the site
of an older church, and built on the model of
the Madeleine in Paris.  Over its handsome
portico is the legend, ¢Divo Marino Patrono
et Libertatis Auctori Sen. P.Q.;’ and a white
marble statue of the saint, the work of Taddolini
of Bologna, a pupil of Canova, stands in the
choie.  IIe is represented in deacon’s robes,
holding in his hand a scroll which bears the
arms and motto of the Republic. On a still

oil, ¢

lower level is the principal square of the town,

another rock-terrace, one sile open to the mag-
nificent mountain country ; while the other
three are occupied by the chief public build-
ings, one of which —the new Council Hull-is a
handsome building, with a lofty tower somewhat
resembling that of the DPalazzo Veechio  at
Florence. In the middle of the square is a
public well, supplied from an immense sub-
terrancan reservoir, and surmounted by a beauti-
ful statue of the Republic, bearing the motto
‘Libertas” It was the gift of a German lady who
had made San Marino her home, and who was
ennobled by the State, receiviug the title of
Dulee of Aquaviva.

The Republic provides carvefully for educa-

tion ; there are elementary schools, and even ai

university, whose degrees are recognised through-
out Italy. There is a public library, and an
Art Gallery and Museum are in process of
formation. Medical advice can be had by all

of the cathedral.  After a term of years these
were opened to make room for other inmates,
the bones taken out, burnt on the hillside, and
the ashes scattered to the winds of lieaven.

WIITE ANTS OR TERMITES.
By J. T. CusNINGIaM,

Ix the minds of most people the name of these
inscets is associated with ideas of tropical coun-
tries, where they have been described as construct-
ing huge mounds of clay, destroying the woodwork
of houses and furniture, and living in communities
like Dees, but with “queens’ of extraordinary size.
But it is not so generally known that white ants or
termites oceur in Kurope.  There are two species
in the island of Sicily, and one of these extends
through Taly and the south of France as far
north as Dordeaux. TFrom time to time the
natural history of these inscets, both in Europe
and in the tropics, has been investigated and
studied by cminent naturalists,  But the dis-
coveries recently made after many years of ob-
servation and experiment by Sicilian zoologists
surpass in interest and importance all those that
have preceded them.  The researches to which
we refer were carried on principally by Professor
Grassiy of the University of Calania, who was
assisted by one of his pupils, Dr Sandias.

The termites of Sicily are of two species, Termes
lucifugus and Calotermes flavicollls, the histories
of which differ considerably. It is the former of
these two which oceurs in the south of France.
The inseets live in decayed wood, which forms
their only food.  They are not capable of gnaw-
ing undecayed woud, although their presence
causes decay to spread more rapidly, because the
galleries which they excavate introduce air and
moisture into the iuterior of the wood.  The
Termes lueifugus is in the habit of lining its
galleries with wood pulp, formed partly of the
undigested remains of food expelled from the
intestine, partly of the disgorged food from the
stomach.  With the sune material the inscets of
this species make galleries outside the wood in
which they live, cither in semi-tubular form
resting on w solid surface or completely tubular.
Without such tubes or arcades the inseets very
seldom emerge info the open air, aud when any
do emerge they remain for a very short time.
By means of such galleries they reach trees or
timber not conneeted with their original nest.

It is from the same material that in South
America some speeies build large globular nests,
extending out from the branch or trunk of a

. tree whicl they inhabit ; and it scems very pro-

the citizens free of expense, as the government t
material, for all the species feed only on rotten

pa{'s the physicians. It is a curious fact that
till quite lately the Sammarinesi Lave had no
cemetery, and their mamner of disposing of the
dewdl was, to say the least, extraordinary.
Except the few who were buried in the vaults
of the churches, all were laid in stone recep-

bable that the great hillocks nine or ten feet
high which are constructed by _tcrmitcs in Africa
are formed chiclly, if not entirely, of the same

wood and seem to be ill adapted for building
with mud or clay.

wlotermes fluvicollis forms much smaller com-
munities than the other species, and a few
specimens can make themselves at home in very

tacles in the walls between the exterior columus | confined quarters.  The indispensable conditions
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for their existence are a certain degree of warmth
and moisture ; and many of Grassi’s most success-
ful experiments were made on communities which
he kept for weeks in small glass tubes closed with
a cork and carried about in his waistcoat pocket.
A few picces of decayed wood were enough to
supply all their requivements. But they had an
unpleasant habit of boring through the cork and
so escaping ; and although their presence in the
clothes or on the person was not to be dreaded
like that of some other insects, their escape
brought interesting experiments to an untimelly
conclusion.

Every year, chiefly in the month of May, the
swarming of winged perfect insects takes place
from the habitations of Doth species. They are
about one-third of an inch long, with thin delicate
wings longer than the body. It is well known
that the termites belong to the same division of
insecls as dragon-flies, and their wings are similar
to those of the latter. The winged termites take
flight in the morning, and are destroyed in large
numbers by birds, lizards, and ants. In the
case of Termes lucifugus, none ever survive to
form new colonies ; while in the case of the otlier
species & small proportion survive, join one another
in pairs, and each pair, throwing off its wings and
creeping into some hollow or cavity in a part of
a tree or vine where decay has commenced, lays
eggs and founds a new community, or, to use a
more correet term, a new family.

The swarming of Termes lucifugus bLeing a use-
less process, not leading to the formation of new
families, there must be in this species some other
means by which new families are produced, and
by which extermination is prevented.  When the
constitution ol the communities in the two species
has been ascertained the mystery is explained.
In a family of Calotermes there are only two
individuals capable of producing offspring—the
so-called king and queen, or male and female.
These are without wings, but they differ from
all the other members of the family in their dark
colour and the possession of well-developed eyes.
The wing-stumps are present, which were left
when the wings were thrown ofl after swarming,
The female is larger than the male, but does not
reach the enormous size of the queens of tropical
species.  Now, no such king and queen were ever
found in the habitations of Termncs lucifugus. The
fertile individuals in colonies of this species were
similar to the immature kings and quecens of the
other species.  They had not the dark colour,
the well-developed eyes, nor the wing-stumps of
the perfect insects, and they were much smaller.
There were hundreds of such individuals of the
female sex, and sometimes a number of males ;
but the latter were only present for a short
period, being absent during the rest of the year.
In fact, these fertile males and females were
proved to be immature individuals whose repro-
ductive powers had been perfected, and whose
further development had been arrested. They
possess the beginnings of wings, but these are
very different from the stumps which remain
when the wings are cast off in the perfect insects
after swarming.  These ‘complementary kings
and queens, as Grassi calls them, never leave
the nest or habitation, but remain in the family
in which they have been reared, and continue to
lay their eggs in the sane tree.

The individuals of Termes lucifugus are very
numerous ; they pass easily from tree to tree, and
carry eggs and larvee with them. But the com-

lementary fertile individuals never change their
iome. Consequently many trees contain swarms
of termites but no fertile forms. After a time,
however, the insects in a tree newly colonised
cease to depend on the parent tree or family, and
rear hundreds of fertile, but not fully developed,
males and females for themselves. Thus a new
community is established, and so the species is
perpetuated without any danger of extermi-
nation.

1t has further been proved that if the king and
queen of a family of the other species, Calotermes
Jlavicollis, are taken away at any time, a single
fertile couple are produced from individuals
which have not finished their development.
These are substitution kings and queens, and re-
semble the complementary kings and queens of
the other species.

The strangest part of the whole story is, that
the termites are able to produce the precociously
fertile forms in whatever numbers and at what-
ever time they please.  That is to say, they
produce them only when they are required.
Calotermes only produces them when the true
king and queen are killed or removed. If anew
king and queen are introduced while the others
are alive they are killed. The chief, if not the
only, means cmployed to cause the precocious
development of the reproductive powers is feeding
the immature individuals with the secretion of
the salivary glands of the workers. The workers
are themselves individuals whose development
has been arrested, and they feed the newly-
hatehed larvie with saliva, but they do not feed
the older larvee with this food exclusively, except
when it is intended to muke them precociously
fertile. All fully-developed individuals leave the
nest and ¢swarm ;’ it is only those that are made
fertile before the wings are developed which lay
egus in the same nest in which they have been
reared.

LOVE THAT AVAILETH.

Easy it were to give my life to thee,
Its days of toil and hope, its utmost wealth;
To travel the wide earth, the pathless sea,
Tending thy waunt, thy sickness, and thy health.

Such were a summer task, a soul's desire,

Though I were bared of all things for thy sake.
There is a sacrifice whose worth is higher

Than any gift supremest love can make.

To stand aside while others wait and tend thee—
To know thee ministered by other care,

To walch while other loving hands defend thee—
To see the service which I cannot share—

To joy when alien kindness is availing—
To quench the jealous agony, the pain!—
O true heart’s love, so patient yet so failing,
Such a high glory how canst thou attain?
Arrur L. SavLon.
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during summer to IIavre --a charming trip down

ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE. the Seine, which will cost six francs first-class,
five francs second-class. Havre is a busy and
modern town, but there are no interesting monu-
ments to be seen.  Its harbour is worth visiting
I wiLL suppose somebody to be contemplating a, by those who ure interested in shipping; the
holiday, the primary condition that it shall not ' boulevards and the church of Notre Dame should
be too costly. The said somebody wishes a!not be overlooked. DBut after a night’s rest at the
change of scene from his native Lmd, and cannot Hotul de Normandie or the IIoLd de Bordeaux,
make up his mind where to go—*‘abroad’ heing 'the traveller will be quite ready to take the
rather a vague term, full of potcun.thms, agree- stemner across the river to the little town of
able or otherwise. To such an one I am going Honﬂelu which I propose as his headquarters,
to suggest a visit to the Lanks of the Sune, any Yes ! thou<rh people and guidebooks remark
month between May and September being suitable | that its streets are crooked and narrow, and that
in the matter of temperature. i —exception being made of the old church of St

The starting-place shall bLe Newhaven, the Catharine, which s built of wood, and the church
landing effected at Dieppe. This is now a fashion- ' of St Léonard, which boasts some fine modern
able bathing-resort for Parisians and others, far glass - there is nothing much to see, I still suggest
too expensive during the summer season to be Houfleur as a pleasant, healthy, and inexpensive
recommended to those who, from inclination or place wherein to spend a holiday fortnight.
necessity, study ecomomic pleasure-taking. A The IIotel du Cheval Blane, by the little pier,
couple of hours will be sufficient for seeing the : will accommodate you for six or seven francs per
principal buildings ; but if a night’s rest is wished = diem, everything included except wine—even the
for, the II6tel du Soleil d’Or will not be exorbi- etcellent cider, which is of course a speciality
tant in its charges. of Normandy. The walks in all directions are

So on to Rouen, the chief town in the depart- charming ; to the forest of Toueques for instance,
ment of the Lower Seine, and once the capital of *with infinite possibilitics in the matter of wild
Normandy. Here the tourist must spend two or flowers, or along the road to St Sauveur on one
three days, and the Hotel de PEurope can be re- 'side, ot to picturesque Penne-der-Pis on the other.
commended as reasonable and comfortable. Trom ' Then there is the ascent of the Cdte de Grice,
the upper part of the town there is a fine view | which rises high above the little town; and its
over the River Seine—the river which divides it  tiny votive chapel to visit, adorned with quaint
into two parts, connected by two bridges. The  pictures and offerings of all descriplions. Here
principal buildings are on the one bank ; the  for centuries sailors have come on pll«rnnnge
prison, barracks, and cattle-market are on the 'before going to sea; here mothers and wives
other. The cathedral church of Notre Dame is | have knelt to pray for the safe home-coming of
a splendid specimen of Gothic architecture ; it | the breadwinner, upon whose life so much de-
contains many fine monuments and some mag- | pends.  The Saturday’s market is the chief event
nificent stained-glass windows. The churches of of the week to the TTonfleurais, and an amusing
St Ouen and St Maclou are very beautiful; there |scene to the passing visitor. Grouped round the
are others too numerous to mention in a brief | church of St Catharine are the stalls from which
paper or to see in a brief visit. The Place de la | you purchase butter, vegetables, pouliry, all ex-
Pucelle is pointed out as the spob where Joan of | cellent and all cheap.
Arc was burned at the stake in 1431. In the vicinity of the Cours ’Orleans are the

A HOLIDAY FORTXNIGHT.
By Mrs M. CORBET-SEVYMOUR.

LITERATURE, SCIENCE, AND ART g'

From Rouen the steamer runs every day |stalls for the display of stuffs and ready-made
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clothing, which last the vendor will often put on
in order to give a hesitating customer the oppor-
tunity of admiring shape and style. Now and
again a travelling dentist appears on market-
days at Honfleur. A chair for the accommodation
of the victim is arranged in the cart, and when a
sufferer can be tempted {o undergo an operation
Lis groans or cries are drowned Ly the noise of
two drums, which have previously heralded the
approach of the vehiclee Trom Honfleur to
Trouville would be a charming ride for the
cyclist, or a carriage drive for those who do not
favour the fashionable wheel.

Caen is another favourite excursion, and is
almost the most interesting town in Normandy.
Here, in the church of St Stephen, lies the body
of William the Conqueror. It was here too that
Charlotte Corday met the Girondist leaders and
planned that assassination of Marat which she be-
lieved would liberate France. The churches are
numerous, and are without exception fine build-
ings from an architectural point of view. Like
nearly every Norman town, Caen boasts many
interesting old houses; but of late years it has
become more important commercially.  Lace-
making employs the women and children.

Another day’s excursion from Houfleur is to
Bayeux, a dreary old town, yet worthy of a visit
if only for the sake of secing the famons tapestries
which were the work of Queen Matilda and the
ladies of her court. This tapestry consists of
fifty-eight representations of historical subjeets.
In the first Edward the Confessor is shown, com-
manding Harold to go to Normandy and tell
Duke William that he will one day be king of
England. The second represents Harold on his
journey ; the third, Harold engaged in prayer ;
the fourth, 1arold on the sea, &c. In these
needlework-pictures the Normans wear chain-
armour, and carry large shields shaped like chil-
drew’s kites. The last of the series shows the
English {lying before the conquering army at
the battle of Iastings. The noble cathedral of
Bayeux dates from 1106, with additions.

Another day of the sojourn at ITonfleur may
be Fleasantly spent at Lisieux, a short journey Ly
rail or a ride for the cyelist. It has been greatly
modernised, and is now a thriving town with a
considerable woollen trade. But there are still
many ancient buildings and old wooden houscs
that date from the fourteenth and fifteenth cen-
turies. The cathedral; commenced in 1045 and
several times destroyed, has Leen restored in the
style of the period.

There are usnally a few English families living
in IIonfleur, but mnot enough to be called a
colony. There is a resident Inglish chaplain
and a very friendly English consul. The shops
are sufliciently numerous, and sufliciently good,
to supply all the ordinary wants of the tourist.
The pastry cooks (and there are several) will be
sure to attract him ; nor must he leave the town
without tasting the little ercam cheeses known
ag fromages de Pont U Evéque.

Given fine weather (and in summer il is very
fine in Normandy), a holiday on the banks of
the Seine will Le so pleasant that the visitor

will look back from the deck of the departing
steamer with regret that he cannot stay longer
at ITonfleur, and an ‘Aw revoir’ rather than
¢ good-bye’ to fair France.

A TSAR'S GRATITUDE.
CHAPTER XIX.

TrovGE Philipol had so successfully kept his
temper within bounds while in the presence of
Dostoief and the children, he was nevertheless
extremely angry and depressed when he stepped
out into the street. This was another attack
upon him by his evil destiny, one more stab from
the dagger of misfortune, one more drop in his
already brimming cup of injustice. Insults from
Dostoief were nothing ; they could and must be
borne for Olga’s sake, though Philipof bitterly
wished that she had not imposed so hard a task
upon him ; but if he was to be deprived of his
principal solace in these dark days—the society of
Olga’s children—then, positively, life would not
be worth living ; he might as well be back in the
fortress for any pleasure he extracted out of life
outside the walls of his prison. Of course Matrona
and Katia could both be {rusted to ignore their
master’s orders to refuse him admittance, but
Dostoief could not long remain in ignorance of
his visits. Ile would set spies and detectives to
watch the house, and the servants would get into
trouble.  Others would be put into their places—
to the grief of the children—and there would be
no possibility of seeing his little nephew and
nicce unless he forced his way into the house.
It was a bad business, and Philipof went down
the road in that condition of mind in which a
man longs for some one to address an offensive
remark to him in order that he may relieve his
feelings by knocking him down.

For an hour and more he tramped the streets,
reviewing his position, reviling destiny, counting
up one by one his grievances against the powers
that be, fuming, despairing ; now deciding that a
plunge into the Neva would be the only wise
course—there was the Nicholas Bridge ready to
hand, and the dark current, full of back-waters
and dangerous eddies, beneath—why not end the
tyranny of fate once and for all? A single leap
would do it. Then again, chaging the unworthy
thought, would come another—that he would live
on, and wrest even yet from fortune some share
of her gifts. Other men had justice and happi-
ness accorded to them in this life.  Why should
not he? Was he less deserving than others?
Was he never to have his turn ?

If Philipof had only known it, this evening was
the dark ]hour for him which comes before the
dawn, ITe was even now walking unconsciously
into a change of fortune. IIere was one street,
and in the next destiny had a surprise for him.
This is an old game of destiny’s.  We wake in
the morning, imagining that this day is to be
like another; then we receive a letter, or make
an acquainiance, or conceive an idea, or perform
an action which ulterly changes, for better or
worse, our life—it may be suddenly, at a blow ;
it may Le by degrees—at any rate destiny gives
us no warning. We are face to face with a crisis
before we know it.

-
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Walking, by choice, along the quicter and
darker streets of the town, in order to be the
Jess observed and disturbed in this hour of bitter
reflection, Philipof was startled, on turning into
a by-street near the Custom ITouse, to find that he
had unconsciously marched into the midst of
what we in England should describe as a ‘free
fight” There were, apparently, four men and al
woman engaged in the struggle, which was being
conducted in silence, though, as Sasha could see, |
the combatants were very much in earnest in
spite of that circumstance.

Now a fight was of all things that which, in
his present condition of mind, appeared to
Philipof the most desirable in the world. Ile
was dying to let off steam, and here was the
opportunity to hand. The only question was,
into which scale should his weight be thrown?
There could be little doubt as to this, however,
since one of the combatants was a woman, and
Sasha only waited long enough to discover which
of the struggling, grunting creatures was on her
side and which opposed her, and then he joined
in.

It appeared that the woman and one man, a
small one, were defending themselves from the
assaults of three men, and Philipof naturally
allied himself with the weaker party without
asking foolish questions such as ¢ What was it all
about #’ and ¢ Who and what were the respective
sides?’ and *What the rights and wrongs of the
conflict 2’

Two men were busily engaged with the small
but active person who fought on the side of the
lady, and Philipof determined to leave these three
for the present to roll about the road together,
while he attended to the third man. This fellow

- knelt upon his chest.

to take refuge in flight. Philipol now flew to
the assistance of her companion, whose voice he
seemed to recognise, though there was no time
at this moment to verify his impression. One
of his assailants had now seized Doonyu's friend
by the throat, while the second was endeavouring
to secure the man’s struggling feet and hands
with a stout cord which he had produced from
his pocket.  Philipol closed wit,llx the first  of
these, and for a moment or two rolled with him
about the road, Then Sasha got uppermost and
As he did so, the light
from a strect Iamp fell upon his face.

¢Aha !’ said the man, *Mr Philipof, is it? So
these are the follks he chooses for his associates.
ITere, Gregory, make a note of it—Mr Philipof,
the suspect, you know, interfering with us in the
exccution of our duty, and interfering on behalf
of avowed revolutionists.’

ITe struggled in Sasha’s grasp as he spoke, and
stretched his hand for his weapon, a pistol. Sasha
could sce it sticking out of his girdle.

‘No, no, none of that!’ he cried. ¢TFight fair,
if you like. IIere, get up, and start again, but
no shooting”

But the girl Doonya, whom Sasha had relieved
of her assailant, took this opportunity of making
sure that there should be no pistol practice by
darting up Dbehind Sasha’s new opponent and
seizing his pistol before he had accepled Philipof’s
invitation to stand up. Seeing this, and observing
that Sasha was now reinforced by the girl, the
man turned and ran. Doonya coolly raised the
pistol and fired after him, but missed him, though
she succeeded in greatly accelerating lis move-
ments. Then the third man, who had failed to

was busy also, for though he had scized his
opponent and held her tightly with one hand, he

was obliged to defend himself with the other:
y no means despicable attack on the |

from a
part of the lady, who, unarmed as she was, was
pummelling him about the face and neck with the
greatest energy.

Philipof seized his arms. ¢ Let go of the lady,
he said ; ‘quickly—do you hear? Let her go V’

The man muttered a curse, and said something
lt)o his friends, who replicd, bidding him wait a

it.!

But Philipof gave the gentleman no oppor-
tonity to ¢ wait a bit” Seizing the fellow by the
back of his nmeck with both hands, and getling

secure his nimble little antagonist, jumped to
his feet and followed his friend down the road,
having first, however, unobserved by the rest,
drawn his knife and plunged it into the fellow’s
Dody.

A deep groan from the latter immediately called
the attention of Philipof and his companion to
the wounded man, and now Saxha made a dis-
I covery which surprised him—for the first ¢lance
al the sufferer showed him that they were old
acquaintances : it was none other than his fellow-
prisoner of the fortress, the mendacious student,
| to whose instinet of self-prescrvation was Lo be
traced the wnole series of Philipof’s misfortuncs
since the fatal afternoon at the Summer Gardens.

But Sasha’s reflections on this point were

one of them well behind his collar, he ‘put on | quickly put to flight by the girl Doonya, who
the screw’ to so good effect that the fellow loosed | behaved rather strangely. Ilaving knelt a moment
his hold of his first opponent, and sprang round | at the student’s side in order to bind his wound,
to face the new assailant, tuking a dagger from  for the Dblood flowed apace, she sprang to her
his waist as he did so. Philipof saw the move- | feet, and scizing Philipol’s hand, covered it with
ment of his hand, and stepped backwards ; then , kisses, bursting into tears and sobbing wildly.
he brought down his stick, which was his only | ¢God in heaven bless you and help you as you
wea‘)on, with all his force full upon the fellow’s | have helped and saved me this day,’ she said,
head. | ¢ON, if you had not come, I dare not think what
Down went the man like an ox, and ¢ the subse- ' would have happened to us—poor Colya lere, and
quent proceedings’ interested him no more. rme!?  She hid her face in lier hands, as though
‘ Run, Doonya, run !’ shouted the little man on | shutting out some dreadful picture. ‘Do you
the ground, who, in spite of the unequal fight | know who they were ?’ she whispered, a momeut
he was maintaining, had contrived to see and'after: ¢bloodlhounds—the epies of the Third Sec-
make a note of the new arrival and his victory | tion. If I had fallen into their hands I should
over Doonya’s antagonist. “Run, Doonya—never : have been lost. God reward you again for it !’
mind me—hide yourself— get into safety !’ *But what about poor Colya ?” asked Philipof.
But_the girl remained where she was, and |¢Neither he nor you can remain here. Those
seemed more disposed to re-enter the arena than | fellows will return for their friend, who is ounly
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stunned. You must be off at once. Is there any
house you know to which we could take your
friend ? I fear he is badly wonnded.’

¢Can you carry him a short way ? I could help
a little, said Doonya. ¢There i1z a house close
by, belonging to friends of ours. We were on the
way there when those men pounced out at us.

TFor answer, Philipof, with a laugh, raised the
unconscious student in his strong arms. ¢Lead
the way quickly, he said. ‘I could carry him
to Moscow !’

Away flitted Doonya, and after her ran Sasha
with his burden.  Down the street and round two
corners, and into a dark lane that led to the river.
Half-way up the lane she stopped at a door and
knocked—three soft knocks. Instantly an old
wonman opened the door to the extent of three
inches, and looked out. Seeing that Doonya was
accompanied by Sasha she paused.

¢ Dobruz droog !’ (a good friend) whispered the
girl.

Y rohodyec, dobrut droog !’ repeated the old lady,
opening the door wider, and allowing them to
pass.

Doonya led the way to a barely-furnished room
upstairs, and here Philipof deposited his hurden
upon a couch. The student’s eyes were now open,
and he groaned deeply as Sasha laid him down,
thongh this was performed gently enough.

¢AbL, he said faintly, ‘so it is you, Philipof—
good for evil, my friend—upon my word, I grow

ashamed that I employed so goad a fellow to save |

me from the gallows and share my crust at the
fortress ! And you are in at the death after all!
Tpon my word, it is an odd world.

“Clome, comey” said Philipof, who counld think
of nothing wiser to say : ‘you are not so bad as
all that.

‘I am though, my friend !” said the other. *I
am booked through—I feel it.  Is Doonya safe ?’

“Thanks to this brave stranger, yes!’ said the
girl.  “Thank him, Colya—as I do/

“This is an old friend, Doonya, said the
wonnded man; ‘I did him a bad turn and he
has done me a good one; he is the officer who
stood by me on a certain oceasion at the Summer
Gardens -you remember—I accused him of—a
certain act, and he accused me back—we went to
juil together, the judges being undecided.  Upon
my word, Philipof, if I had known you as well
then as T do now I should have chosen the fellow
on the other side)

Doonya looked with undisguised admiration in
Philipol's face : *You are very noble,” she said,
with  true Russian simplicity, ‘and  Colya’s
behaviour was mean and abominable—I  have

often told him so : it would have been nobler to

take the consequences of his decd—and the glory
of it

¢Never mind cither the consequences or the
glory of it now, Doonya,” said poor Colya ; ‘in an
hour or two I shall be beyond all that.—Philipof
—1 treated you badly once, but I swear to you I
regret it—will you grant a favour to a dying
man ¥’

¢With pleasure,’” said Sasha, who listened to all
this as though it were happening in a dream.

¢Take Doonya away somewhere and hide her
for a while; the police will be here in an hour;
take good care of her; she is worth it.-—-Doonya,
send Kirilof here. I may as well die like a gentle-

man, with a doctor to hold my hand. Tell him to
bring a notary with him.—I have something to
dictate for your benefit, Philipof !’

‘It is too late to Dbenefit me, said the last
named with Ditterness; ‘but I promise to do
what I can for your sister”

;I]‘he wounded man flushed through his deadly
pallor :

¢She is not my sister,” he said ; ‘she is nothing
to me—and yet ecverything—Dbut all that is
over!’

Doonya came to the bedside and kissed the
dying man’s forchead without a word.

“Thanks !” said he; “that will help me to die
happily. Now go, Doonya—good-bye! if there is
a God in Heaven I hope He will bless you.—Fare-
well, Philipof ; hide her well and quickly. Send
Kirilof and the notary—that condemned knife
has scooped the life out of me! Ah, Philipof, if
only you hadw’t jogged my arm that day we
should both have been saved a lot of trouble !’

THE PRESS ASSOCIATION.

I THE Press Association is a very interesting and
"important organisation, of which very little is
" known outside the newspaper world, though most
persons are more or less indebted to it. It is the
leading news-collecting agency in the kingdom, a
co-operative association of newspaper proprietors
all over the country, formed at the time the
stelegraphs were taken over by the government
about thirty years ago.

Up till that time there had been nothing of the
kind. Newspapers were not in any way asso-
ciated, but each relied on its own resources for
| getting news, often a dillicult and costly business.
,Only a few—just the wealthier and the more
powerful of the daily morning papers, chiefly, if
' not entirely, in London —could afford to organise
_the means of collecting news on anything like
an adeqnate scale.  The smaller London journals,
"and practically all the provincial press, were
"dependent on the great London dailies for their
"news of what was going on in the world.
I Of course this total individualism of the pro-
vincial press kept country papers down at rather
a poor level.  They were hound to be very ‘local’
indeed, simply because their comparatively small
circulation did not permit of the costly enterprise
of the great metropolitan journal. It was long
felt that some organised development was required
in the interest of country papers, while even the
big London journals might very well be benefited
by a well-managed news agency. It was obvious
that great waste was involved in the entirely
independent action of a number of papers, each
doing on its own account what, by a litt‘e system,
might often be done by one representative of
them all. One eflicient report of a speech, for
instance, would obviously serve for any number
of papers, and in a great many cases, at least, one
good deseriptive account of any occurrence of
interest would be as good as fifty. Yet every
editor of a newspaper wishing to have a report
of a speech delivered in a distant part of the
country, or a descriptive account of the effect
of a landslip or of a sensational shipwreck on
a distant part of the coast, would have to incur
the cost of sending a special representative on
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an expensive journey, and, perhaps, the still more
serious expense of telegraphing several newspaper
columns of matter.

The great disadvantage at which country news-
papers were conducted, and the wasteful extrava-
gance of the chief London papers, from the absence
of any united action in the newspaper world was
long recognised, and in a small and tentative way
the old telegraph companies—the Electric and
International and the British and Irish Magnetic,
had made some little effort to organise a system
of news-supply when the great and important
transfer of the telegraphs to state control put
an end to enterprise in that direction, while, at
the same time, it opened up wider facilities for
more complete and efficient combination among
the newspapers themselves. Mectings of pro-
vincial proprictors were, therefore, held in
Manchester and London ; and, as the result, the
Press Association, Limited, was formed, with a
nominal capital of £10,000 in shares of £10 each.

The ¢P. A, as all newspaper men know it, is,
it will thus be seen, a co-operative organisation
of newspaper proprictors, who are divided into
five classes—proprictors of daily morning papers,
daily evening papers, tri-weckly, bi-weekly, and
weeily. The individual journals of each class
all contribute the same share of capital and get
precisely the same service of news.

Thus a morning paper takes twelve £10 shares,
an evening or tri-weekly six, a bi-weckly four,
and a weekly two. A paper published only once
a week, or on Wednesdays and Saturdays, obvi-
ously does not require the same scrvice as one of
the great London morning papers. It does not,
of course, compete with a daily paper; its compe-
tition is chiefly with papers of its own class, and
with them alone it requires to be put on a level.
Euch paper is charged for what it reccives
according to a certain scale ; and if at the end
of the year there is a profit on the year’s business
it only shows that the rate has been a little
higher than it need have been, and it goes bLack
into the pockets of the shareholders, or perchance
into the reserve fund, which is now, after about
thirty years of work and a Dbusiness of some
two millions of money, about £15,000.

The Press Association, it will be seen, is a little
oasis of neutral ground, flourishing and fruitful
amid the contending forces of journalism. The
clash of opinions and the turmoil of argument
never disturb its atmospheric serenity. In the
press world itisa centre of unruflled calm, around
which meteorologists tell us all storms revolve.
It deals only with facts and matters of descrip-
tion, uncoloured reports of speeches, and such other
things as may be published in any newspaper
whatever opinions it may advocate or whatever
party it may represent.

The association has a board of ten directors,
all of them prominent newspaper proprietors,
and five of whom form a committee of manage-
ment, with Mr E. Robbins as the manager
in charge. TFor many years the association,
having its clientdle secured, and having there-
fore no occasion for show, was content to occupy
decidedly shabby quarters in Wine Office Court,
Fleet Street. Of late, however, its £10 shares
have stood at a premium of £7, 10s., and with its
£20,000 assets and a very flourishing and sub-
stantial business, the ¢I>. A’ has betaken itself to

more dignified accommodation not far from the
foot of Ludgate Hill—14 New Bridge Street—
which may be considered the centre of newspaper
organisation, the Delphic oracle of the provincial
and metropolitan press, with Mr Robbins playing
the part of Apollo, in a handsomely-furnished
room with stained-glass windows. This establish-
ment is, of course, in telegraphic communication
with the post-office, and in a room set apart for
the purpose are a number of the finest modern
telegraphic instruments for receiving and trans-
mitting messages.

The stafll for the supply of information com-
prises some of the ablest journalists in London.
One section of it is in attendance at all the law-
courts ; others of its members are in the reportery’
gallery and in the lobby of the House of Commons,
and others constitute a sort of flying brigade, ready
to take wing to any part of the kingdom in which
anything of interest is going on. Kach of the
London police courts has some one always ready
to represent the association, and in every quarter
of the metropolis and in every important centre
in the kingdom there are local agents on the look-
out for news for headquarters; while, as in an
ordinary newspaper-oftice, the ‘flimsy’ of the
obscure but useful and hard-working liner’
is regularly skimmed for items of interesting
intelligence.

¢P. A representatives do not as a rule go outside
the Tnited Kingdom ; but the association trusts
to Reuter’s agency for foreign intelligence. It is
in fact the sole agent for supplying country papers
with Reuter’s telegrams from abroad, while on the
other hand the news collected in England by
the Press Association is disseminated through the
world by Reuter’s company.

Primarily the object of the organisation is the
supply of nmews and reports to provincial papers,
and the shares are held only by the propiictors
or managers of such papers; but any one may
become a subscriber, and, as a matter of fact, not
only country papers, but London, foreign, and
colonial newspapers, and clubs, exchanges, and
newsrooms, are regularly supplied with what
they may require from the great network of

- which 14 New Bridge Street is the centre.

MR POTTER’S SPEECIL
CHAPTER II.

THE next morning Jones could hardly believe his
eves whon he opened the copy of the Westbeuch
Times, which arrived by the early post, and dis-
covered DPotter’s speech of the previous night
reported in full. When convinced that it was
really there in print, word for word, he was be-
side himsell with joy. To an accompaniment of
delighted laughter from Mrs Jones, he read it
aloud from beginning to end, mimicking Potter’s
deep voice, dignified gestures, and statuesque
pose.

The unlucky Jack, who had solemmly vowed to
rise with the lark in order to interview Jones
before the postian arrived, was fast asleep in
bed, dreaming perchance of Katie and rose-em-
bowered cotlages.

Mr Potter, worn out by the exertions and agita-
tion of the previous night, was also sunk in heavy
slumber,
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Katie, who was staying with a friend at South-
poul, the neighbouring town, was serenely uncon-
scious of all that had taken place.

Sir Joseph Maxwell, after hurriedly glancing
through the copy of the paper, and finding no
report of Potter’s speech, had thrown it im-
patiently aside.

Mr and Mrs Jones had the joke all to them-
selves; and they thoroughly enjoyed it. Presently,
however, a yearning came over Jones to go forth
and spread the glad tidings.

¢I’ll take care that every soul in Westbeach
knows about this before the day’s over,) he ex-
claimed. ¢ Potter has always put on such ridicu-
lous airs about his speechifying that every one
will be glad to have a chance of poking fun at
him. Why, Pearson, who was at the meeting last
night, told me that he began by saying he was
obliged, owing to want of time, pressure of busi-
ness, and so on, to speak without notes or adequate
preparation, aud thercfore hoped the audience
would excuse any deficiencies, or some stuff of
that sort. And yet the old humbug had written
out every word of it, and learnt it off by heart.
By Jove, it will make him look silly. Take my
word for it, Mary, it will give me at least fifty
votes. I consider myself as good as elected. I
must be ofl at once, and get to work.’

¢ Won't you take the paper with you?’

¢No. 1 shall want two or three copies. I°1l
pick up another at the oftice.
Oh! it’s Liere. I’m off?

“Did I tell you I was going to Southpoo! this
worning ?’

‘No.’

‘Yes, I am. I have to do some shopping. I
shall be back at twelve o’clock.”

¢ Very well.  Good-morning.’

¢ Good-morning.’

It must be confessed that Jomes, though not a
bad fellow in the main, wasdistinetly coarse-fibred.
No suspicion that the task he had undertaken
with so much zest might have been performed
with more delicacy Dby some one else ever sug-
gested itself ¢o his mind.  To use his own expres-
sion-—his phrascology consisted largely of pithy
if somewhat vulgar figures of specch—he meant
to ‘let Potter have it straight from the shoulder.

¢ llave you seen the Westbeach Times yet 2’ he
asked almost every one he met.

¢No, I haven't’

¢ Well, get a copy at once.  There’s going to be
a run on it to-day. You won't get one if you
don’t hurry up.

¢Is there anything special in it ?’

‘Yes; a full report of DPotter’s speech last
night.’

¢ But Potter never made a speech.
The mecting was broken up.’

‘That’s where the joke comes in.  Potter
always speaks impromptu, you understand. 1le
didw’t speak last night, and yet there’s a verbatim
report of the speech lhe didw't make.  See the
puint of it ?’

¢Well, if that’s so, I should say that Potter’s a
Lhumbug.’

¢Obh, don’t take my word for it.
the paper, and look for yourself?

As Jones saw one after another making his way
towards the Times oflice after a conversation of
this kind, he knew that the story would travel

He couldn’t.

Get a copy of

Where’s my hat #

from one end of Westbeach to the other before
many hours were over. He struited gaily along,
humming a lively air, and smiling pleasantly to
himself. He felt at peace with all mankind—
with the exception of Potter—and greeted his
opponents as allably as if they had pledged them-
selves to vote for him, as indeed he hoped they
eventually would.

He was in this pleasant frame of mind when
he encountered Mr Gregson, the most crusty and
dogmatic old gentleman in Westheach.

¢ Good-morning, Mr Gregson.’

¢ Morning.’

¢ Have you seen Potter’s speech in the Times 2’

¢No, I haven't’

¢Then you’d better get a copy.
to be’

‘I have a copy.

¢Then you haven'’t examined it very carefully.’

‘Yes, I have’

¢ My dear sir, you can’t have done. The speech
is reported in full. I saw it with my own eyes.
You sce the joke of it is that laust night Potter
did’t make a speech, and yet his speech’——

¢ I don’t care a straw about his speech. Wouldn't
have wasted my time reading it if it had been in,
but it isn't’

¢1 tell you it is)

¢Then show it me,’ retorted Gregson, taking a
copy of the T¥mes from his pocket, and handing it
to Jones.

No words can describe the amazement of Jones
when he searched every column of the paper with-
out discovering a trace of the speech.

¢This is most extraordinary,” he stammered at
length., ¢ I—I certainly can’t find it

¢Of course you can’t find it, because it isn’t
there.’

¢But I saw it with my own eyes, I tell you.

¢Then you've either been hoaxed or you'’re
trying to hoax me,” snarled Gregson, returning
the paper to his pocket, and moving away;
‘but you’ll find I’'m a little too wide-awake for
that kind of thing, I can assure you.

For some moments Jones stood petrified. A
man never feels so helpless as when he begins to
doubt the evidence of his senses. He had seen
the speech, he had read it aloud to his wife, and
vet, according to the evidence of his own eyes, it
had no material existence ; it was but a phantom
of the brain, a creation of the imagination. Jones
felt his flesh creep.  There was something uncanny
about the affair.

¢Can I possibly have been dreaming’ he
muttered, passing his hand with a gesture of
bewilderment across his forehead. ¢If 1 lave,
what an unmitigated ass I have made of myself,
The laugh will be against me and no mistake—
not against Potter. And yet it’s incredible. I
saw the thing as plainly as I sce that boy there.

The Dboy in question had a bundle of news-
papers under his arm. As Jones glanced at him
he promptly advanced.

“IVestbeach Times, sir?’

¢Eh 7’ exclaimed the bewildered Jomnes. ¢ No,
certainly not—that is to say, yes, I will take a
copy.’

‘Thank you, sir.

‘Ilere, dor’t go.  Stop a minute.’

He glanced hurriedly through the paper. There
was no sign of the specch.

o . 1
There’s going
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¢ There’s sixpence,” he said to the boy. ¢You
can keep the change. Now, look through that
paper carefully. IF you can find a full report
of Mr Potter’s speech at the Town Hall last
night I°ll give you half-a-crown.’

The boy glanced up at Jones with an expression
which suggested some doubt of the latter’s sanity,
but stimulated by the offer of so large a reward,
he examined the paper with extraordinary dili-

ence.

¢Well, can you find it ?’ asked Jones impa-
tiently.

¢No, I can’t, replied the disappointed urchin,

Jones walked off homewards without another
word.

‘I must place myself under treatment for it,
he muttered as he walked along. ¢I shall have
a look through the paper at home, and if Potter’s
speech isu’t in it, I shall consult a doctor at once.’

At that moment he met the Rev. Marma-
duke Thompson, B.A., to whom he had gleefully
imiparted the joke about Potter five minutes
before. The Rev. Marmaduke had a paper in
his hand, and eyed Jones severely.

¢This is a copy of the TWestbeach Times) he said
sternly. ‘I have examined it carefully, and I
find there is mnot the slightest foundation for
the story you have circulated about Mr Potter.
If you are the victim of a silly hoax, I should
advise you to expose it, for your own sake, with-
out a moment’s delay. If, on the contrary, you
are the perpetrator of it, I must tell you frankly,
that I cannot undertake to vote for any one who
has so little regard for the truth, and I shall use
:'ny zuﬂuence I may possess to oppose your elec-

ion.

‘I tell you I saw the speech with my own eyes,’
cried Jones desperately. ‘I read it aloud to my
wife. ‘How could I have done that if it wasn’t
in the paper?’

The Rev. Marmaduke shrugged his shoulders
and passed on. He represcnted at least a score
of votes, and Jones groaned despairingly.

‘Look lhere, Jones, said a voice at his elbow.
“What lhave you been spreading this cock-and-
bull story about Potter for? A joke’s all very
well in its way, but a man in your position, a
candidate on the eve of election, should leave
this sort of thing to the comic papers. It’s
undignified, you know; upon my word, it is.
I’ve heard some pretty severe things said about
you by those you sent off on a wild-gouse chase
to get a copy of the paper. You’ve got yoursell
into hot water, I can tell you. I shouldw’t be
surprised if every man you've taken in plumps
for Potter.

The speaker was Mr White, the chairman of
Jones’s election committee. Poor Jones began
to lose his temper.

¢ I suppose it never enters your head that I told
them what I implicitly Lelieved to be the truth)
he exclaimed indignantly.

¢ Well, the facts speak for themselves,” rejoined
White.

resent, and I shall still give you my vote, but
tell you plainly that in future you may do your
canvassing yourself. Good-morning’

In the meantime, Jack, who seldom rose before
noon on a Saturday, was lying in a state of Dliss-
ful semi-unconsciousness, blinking dreamily at the
window, hearing afar off the frizzling of his morn-

‘I have worked hard for you up to the |

ing rasher, at peace with himself and all the world.
No disturbing memory of his prospective father-
in-law’s ultimatum ruffled the calm screnity of
his slumberous soul. How long he might have
remained in this enviable state, if he lhad been
left to himself, it is impossible to say. A resound-
ing knock at the front door awakened him to the
realities of life. IIe dragged his watch from
underneath the pillow.

¢Good gracious, he
o’clock.’

He jumped out of bed and instinctively made
for the door, which he opened and held slightly
ajar. A shiver went through him as he did so,
for he heard the deep bass voice of Mr Potter,
who was standing on the steps outside.

¢Is Mr Wilde in?’

¢ Yes, siry replied the servant; ¢but he’s not
up yet.

¢ Not up yet,’ replied Potter in a tone that made
Jack’s flesh creep.

‘No, sir; but we expect him down every
minute, sir.  Will you come in and wait, sir ?’

¢No, [ wor’t come in and wait.  Tell him that
I called ; tell him that Mr Potter ealled at cleven
o’clock and was informed that he was not up yet.
He’ll understand what that means.

The door closed. Mr Potter was gone. Jack
understood only too well what was meant by that
ominous message. lle clutched his hair with
both hands and groaned.

¢I’ve done it this time. What an idiot I am.
I might have known I shouldw’t wake up in time
on a Saturday morning. I should never have
gone to bed. I'm an ass, that’s what I am; an
unmitigated ass.  I’ve made Potter an enemy for
life. Ile’ll never forgive me.

His eyes fell on his trousers hanging on the
back of a chair.  IIc dashed wildly at them.

‘I’ll have it out of Jones, anyway. If he’s
made an ass of Potter aud of me, I’ll make an
ass of him too before I’ve done with him—see if
I don’t’

IIe swallowed a hasty breakfust, and dashed off
to interview Jones.

¢ Hallo,” shouted a friend on the other side of
the strect, ¢ have you heard the joke about
Potter 7’

With an ambiguous wave of the hand he
hurried on.

‘It’s all over the place already,” he groaned,
and five minutes later he was ringing furiously
at Jones's bell.

‘Is Mr Jones in?’ he asked the servant who
appeared.

¢No, sir)

¢Is Mvs Jones in ?’

¢No, ~ir’

¢Well, look here, you know who I am—don't
you?’

‘Ol yes, sir—2Mr Wilde!

¢Well, I sent Mr Jones a copy of cur paper last
night. I’ve a particular reason for wanting to
look at it.  You know it by sight—don’t you?—
the Westbeach T'imes. Just see if you can find it
for me.

‘I can’t, sir. Mrs Jones went to Southp(':ol
this morning, and took it to read in the train.
It’s very queer, but Mr Jones came in a few
winutes “ago, and hunted for it high and low ;
and when he heard that Mys Jones had taken

groaned, ‘it’s eleven
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it with Ler he took on dreadfully. I believe he’s
gone to the station to meet her, sir.’

“When is she expected back ?’

¢ At twelve o’clock, sir)

Jack darted away to the station, leaving the
astonished servant gazing after him with open
mouth. Presently he ran against Mr White,
who quietly but firmly buttonholed him.

¢Well, Jones has made a nice fool of himself
this morning,” he said. ‘He’s been spreading a
cock-and-bull story about Potter's speech being
reported in full in your paper.’

‘But Potter didn’t make a speech,’ replied
Jack.

¢Of course he didw’t. Every one knows that.
Jones wanted to insinuate that Potter learns his
speeches off by heart, and lhad given you the
manuscript beforchand as you couldn’t be present
at the meeting—do you sec? I couldn’t Lelieve
you’d be such a fool as to print a speech that had
never been delivered. So I bought a paper. Of
course the speech wasn’t in it.

¢Of course not, murmured Juck, who, not
knowing cxactly what had taken place, was
afraid of committing himself.

¢And yet the fellow had the assurance to say
that lie ’d seen it with his own eyes, or words to
that effect. Ile’ll do himsell a lot of harm by
tricks of that kind. I’ve told him so. Good-
morning.’

In a moment Jack realised the situation, and
saw that if Ly any lucky chance he could get
hold of the paper before Jones, the whole tide of
battle might be turned in Potter’s favour. Jones
might protest till he was hoarse, but as he was a
})X'ejudiccd witness, the public would never accept
iis testimony when they found it contradicted
by the evidence of their own senses. Every one
in the newspaper office had been bribed to main-
tain inviolable secrecy with regard to the suppres-
sion of the first edition ; and Jack was confident
that the secret would be well kept, provided he
could only secure the one copy that contained a
report of the speech. The fruits of victory would
remain with the one who obtained that copy. If
Jones got hold of it he would convince all West-
beach by ocular demonstration of the truth of his
story. If it fell into Jack’s hands Potter was sure
of a triumphant acquittal.

It was now within a few minutes of twelve
o’clock, and Mrs Jones, with or without the fate-
ful paper, must be speeding rapidly towards West-
beach. Jack glanced cautiously into the station.
There was Jones on the platform gesticulating
almost frantically to a group of men who stood
looking at him and at cach other with incredu-
lous smiles, Anxious as he was, Jack could not
help chuckling at the comical way in which Jones’s
triumph had been turned, for the moment, at least,
into defeat. He cavcfully avoided showing him-
self, however, fearing that Jones would immedi-
ately demand an explanation. Ilis plan was to
pounce on Mrs Jones aud induce her on some

retext or other to part with the paper, Lefore
ounes himself appearced on the scene.

In another minute the train rushed in. It was
unusually full.  There was quite a block at the
gates as the passengers crow&cd out. Mrs Jones
was quite a dozen yurds away, before Jones, who
had managed to struggle out before Jack, could
overtake her.

‘Mary,” he exclaimed breathlessly, I want that
paper—the FVestbeach Times—you took away with
you to read. Where is it #’

¢What a start you gave me, she replied. ‘Is
anything wrong/’

¢Where’s the paper?’ he cried.
paper, the paper.’

“The paper. It’s here. No, it isn’t. I’'m
very sorry. I must have left it in the train. I
forgot all about it.’

ones turned from his astonished spouse, and
rushed to the station, preceded by Jack, who had
overheard the conversation. Westbeach was the
terminus of a branch line, and the train was still
standing at the platform. As the two men began
to examine the carriages at the same moment,
they naturally came into collision.

“What are you doing here, Wilde 2’ exclaimed
Jones suspiciously.

‘I want that copy of our paper I sent you,
retorted Jack defiantly.

¢ What do you want it for?’

¢You’ve been trying to hoax the public at our
expense, and I’m goin§ to show you up. Do you
think we’re going to have the reputation of the
Ttmes ruined by you ?’

‘I tell you that Potter’s speech is in that
pape}',’ shouted Jomnes. ‘I saw it with my own
eyes.

)He naturally couldn’t have scen it with any
one else’s, and he had made the remark before ;
but the poor man was too excited to vary his
phraseology.

‘You must be going off your head, Jones, if
you suppose that any one will believe such
nonsense, unless you can give them proof of it
in black and white. Don't push your elbows into
me, please.’

¢Will you get out of my way 9’

The struggﬁc might have ended in blows, if a
stalwart porter had not appeared on the scene.

¢ Now, gentlemen, he said, ¢ what’s the matter ¢
If you’ve lost anythin’ it ain’t auy use lookin’ in
them carriages.  I’ve examined every one of them
myself.’

‘Did you find auything ¥’

‘Nothing at all but a newspaper.’

¢ What paper ¥’

¢A Westbeach Ttmes.?

‘1I’Il give you a shilling for it,” cried Jones.
‘Hand it over.

‘Stop. 1’1l give you half-a-crown,” exclaimed
Jack.

‘Five shillings,” shouted Jones, at the same
time snatching the paper out of the porter’s hand
as he drew it out of his pocket.

Before Jack could interfere, he had glanced at
the page on which he had seen Potter's speech.
It was not there. Ile turned pale, and the paper
slipped from his trembling fingers.

¢ My braiu snust be softening,” he groaned.
could have sworn I saw the thing.
taken my Bible oath on it. Yet I suppose I
dreamt it. Look here, Wilde, I expect you’ll
have to put a paragraph or two in about this affair,
but let me down as easily as you can. I shall be
chaffed to death as it is, so you needn’t be too
hard on me.

¢ No, no,” replied Juck, who was shrewd enough
to conceal his own bewilderment. ¢Certainly not,
my dear fellow ; but really, you know, you must

‘I want the

‘I
could have

'
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be more careful in future about making assertions| Mr Potter, having a strong sense of personal
of that kind without sufficient proof.’ » dignity, did not execute a step-dance, or tling his

‘I shall) murmured poor Jones, ‘I shall in- hat about, but his jubilation was so intense that
deed.’ . he consented to his daughter’s engagement to
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He was moving away, when the porter tapped
him on the shoulder.

¢ What about that five bob as you promised me,
sir.’

‘Oh yes,’ replied Jones, ¢I forgot.

He meekly paid the five shillings, and walked
away so meek and crestfallen that even Jack was
half inclined to pity him. Still Jack’s relief was
8o intense that he could almost have executed a
Jig, but for the inquisitive eye of the porter. He |
picked up the paper, and made off at full speed to
report progress to Potter.

¢ Well, this is a rum go,” he murmured joyously.
‘Of course this isn’t the paper I sent him—it,
can’t be. But he thinks it 1s, and the other’s|
lost ; and unless somebody who has heard of the |
joke happens to find it, Potter will score every .
time.’

At the moment he attached little or no im-,

rtance to the disappearance of the paper which
ggnes had actually received, but he grew more and
more uneasy as he began to reflect that in all
possibility 1t must have been carried away Dby
somebody who got out at Westbeach.

‘It would be Jones’s turn to score if that
turned out to be the case,” he muttered gloomily. |
‘He would get the laugh on his side with a ven- |

nce. I’'m afraid Potter will never feel easy
mn his mind till he knows what has become of
that paper, or forgive me until I get hold of it.”

He was relieved to find that Mr Potter liad |
just gone out, and that Miss Potter had just come ’
. A slim, pretty, brown-eyed giil of eighteen !
advanced joyously to meet him.

‘Is that you, Jack? Come into the library..
Papa’s out, Lut he’ll soon be back. 1le’s
awfully busy, you know—quite an important
personage. I do hope he’ll be elected. What
a fine speech he made last night. I’ve just been |
reading the report of it in your paper. :

‘In our paper, cried Jack. ¢Where is it?!
Where did you get it 9’

¢Why, whatever’s the matter with you, Jack?'
I picked it up in the railway carriage 1 came from
Southpool in a few minutes ago. Somebody left !
it on the scat, and I saw papa’s name, and thought
I should like to read his speech.  Here it is.

A glance told Jack that it was the identical |
paper he had sent to Jones. e flung his hat to |
the other end of the room, took the hewildered
girl in his arms, and kissed her again and again.
As he did so, he saw her pretty face become
suddenly grave, and he glanced round. Mr Potter
stood in the doorway, glaring through his gold-
rimmed spectacles, boiling with wrath, and speech-
less with amazement.

‘I was under the impression,” he said in his
most majestic manner, when at length he had.
become articulate, ‘I was under the impression
that I had forbidden you, sir, cver lo enter my '
house again. Why do I find you here? 1!
have just heard that Jomes, having told the
story without showing the paper as a proof of
it, is supposed to have made a fool of himself ;
but as soon as hie produces the paper’

‘He mnever will produce it, exclaimed Jack.
‘He’ll never set eyes on it again. It’s here)

,in the carly eighties.

Jack on the spot.

A week later he was elected by an overwhelm-
ing majority, his victory being to a considerable
extent due to the very circumstance which at one
time he imagined would insure his defeat.

The secret never leaked out. Nevertheless, he
was taught a valuable lesson. He never after-
wards spoke without notes, or attempted to pose
as an impromptu orator.

AN UNEXPLORED EL DORADO.

THE colony of British Guiana, or Demerara, as it
is popularly called, is familiar enough to English
cars, But it is mostly associated in English minds
with the beautiful crystal sugar of our breakfast
tables, Comparatively few people entertain any
intelligeut notious about the colony itself, and
still fewer about its great ¢hinterland’— that
enormous extent of territory lying westward of
the Essequibo river, the sovereignty of which
the neighbouring republic of Venezuela disputes
with Great Britain. Nor is this surprising, con-
sidering that fifteen years ago the district was
practically unknown to the Guianese colonists
themselves.  In the early years of the century,
under the Dutch, it had been more or less ¢settled ;’
but the blur of time had effaced the memory
thercof from the colonists of to-day as effectually
as the reclaiming hand of nature had obliterated
all traces of occupancy. The Central Africa into
which Stanley led the van of modern exploration
was hardly more unknown.

The whole region was a howling wilderness,
known only to the native wood-cutters and a few
daring naturalists and orchid-hunters, and the
devoted missionaries who sought the Indians in
their forest homes. With the exception of the
speculative red line on English maps, the more
distant and larger portion of it remained even
beyond the pale of political sway —hence the in-
ternational imbroglio that has arisen over it, but
with which this account has nothing to do save
incidentally.  This was the condition of things
Then came the discovery
of gold in such profusion as to lead to the in-
fercuce that the rich gold-fields of Venezuela were
but the outer fringe of an auriferous belt situated
in this territory, which was probably the lost El
Dorado of Sir Walter Raleigh’s {ruitless quest.

But alluring as were the prospects thus held
out to the colonists, it soon became apparent that
a stubborn fight with nature would have to le
waged ere those treasure-houses could be rifled.
And before anything could be attempted in this
direction Venezuela put in her claim, the present
status quo was established, and English enter-
prise, on anything like an adequate scale, had to
hold its hand. That the country, however, is a
veritable El Dorado is beyond dispute. I have
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traversed a considerable portion of it, and can
testify to the fact that it literally oozes gold in
clay, in gravel, and in quartz. Even the beds of
the creeks are sown with the precious metal, and
would haply reveal their secret to the sunlight
did not their sombre, wine-tinted waters jealously
conceal the ravishing sight. Dut this inestimable
wealth lies, for the most part, buried in a land
of death. Nothing short of an army of woodsmen,
engineers, and railway constructors can bring it
within the reach of man. And this requires
enormous capital, indomitable pluck, and assured
guarantees.  No one doubts that Great Britain
possesses the Lwo first essentials in abundance ;
but it remains to be seen whether she can aflord
the latter, which, after all, is the greatest of the
three.

Now, let us in imagination pay a flying visit
to this region. As a matter of course, there are
no roads. ~ Our route lies by water, and we travel
in the crankiest and crampiest of ¢ dugonts’—
this being the country’s only conveyance. Ior a
while the journey is ordinary enough, if deadly
monotonous.  We paddle and paddle along over
the ruddy waters of a great river, say the
Mazaruni, under a blazing sun in a cloudless
sky, and with nothing in sight but the thick,
aank vegetation that flanks the stream to the
water’s edge. The first night we camp under
the old adjupas (huts) of a mission station, and
that is our farewell to civilisation.

At dawn we are up and away ; and in an honr
or two come to the cataracts, which are perhaps
the fiercest and most complicated on the continent,
Only the life-trained skill of the ¢Boveiander’
boatmen (of whom more anon) dare encounter
them. The journey at this stage can no longer
be called monotonous.  We firmly believe that
in facing these seething maclstroms we are tuking
our lives into our hands,
to some extent ; but the Boveianders know very
well what they are alout, and il they decide to
go on we are safe enough,

This novel experience over, we have time to
consider the sun—and he sees o it that we do.
The heat that pours down from the brazen sky
through a perfectly stagnant atmosphere is akin
to that of a furnace. And when we branch off
into a creek and get some shade, it proves nothing
to be thankful for. Ior these crecks sometimes
wind through dense forests that the sunlight

never penctrates, and they thus become pesti-

ferous with the reek of nature’s innumerable and
combined exhalations.  Moreover, the vegetation
often interlaces right across the stream, and we
have to tear our way through it, disturbing in the
operation myriads of venomous inseets, which
assail us with great fierceness and determination.

Night falls carly, and we must make camp.
This is done at the most inviting, or, T should
say, the least vepulsive place, that suggests itself,
withoul too much consideration as to time; for,
in going farther, we are apt to fare not merely
worse, but mayhap disastrously.  Seldom is there
room for a tent, even the tiniest, and hammocks
Tiave to be slung between the trees.

A great deal bas been written about the alli-
gators and reptiles of Ciniana  attacking the
traveller. Thix, however, is mostly faneiful. They
are not aggressive.  The malaria is what we have

And perhaps we are, !

to dread. We can see, sme'l, and even feel it as
it rises and hangs in a dark, filmy vapour on the
motionless air. If the system is at all predis-
posed, it is apt to souk in—but in that case you
ought not to be there, The real cause of infection
is the mosquito, which abounds in the forest ; and,
unless you can protect yourself with netting from
Lis attacks, you run a considerable risk. And
how many can do this successfully night after
night for wecks, perhaps months? Only a frac-
tional percentage of the pioneers have met a
tragic end from the reptile’s lethal lance, or
been devoured by the sncaking alligator ; Lut
hundreds of strong men in the bloom of health
have been punctured by the mosquite’s tiny sting
at night, and awakened with fevered blood, never
to leave their hammocks more, Truly here we
have ‘the pestilence that walketh by night, and
hence much of the great hinterland of Guiana is
a land of death.

For the most part the face of the country is
cavered with these great forests, intersected in all
directions by ecataract-broken rivers and streams ;
but beyond the forest region—where the gold-
fields apparently mostly lic—are immense savan-
nahs.  Some are elevated and healthtul, and may
one day become important cattle-raising centres.
Others ave low-Iving and boggy in the dry season,
and become marshes and lakes in the rainy season.
These will probably always he worthless.  Con-
siderable mountain chains oceur, but toward the
southern and western horders—in so far as there
may be said to exist any *borders’  Much of the
interior tableland is well adapted for agricultural
purposes, heing well-watered and fertile, with
excellent elevations,  But the rivers not being
navigable, and the distance from the sea being so
considerable, the railway is a sine qua non for
development.
| The fluvial system ix complicated and even
peculiar. Countless tributaries of the great feeders
"of the Orinoco and Amazon interlace and overlap

in bewildering confusion, and frequently they
bifureate and flow one into another in natural
canals which the Indians call *itaboos”  One re-
=ult of this is that small canoes navigate the face
tof the country in every direction. Indian and
_ Brazilian traders (the latter mostly slave-dealers)
I'frequently making the journey hetween the Orinoco
and the Amazon,

Of the fauna and flova a great deal might
be said did space permit, for the naturalist and
the botanist have not exhausted the marvellous
resources of this country. 1 have frequently
encountered lizards, moths, and beetles that are
not described in the standard works.,  And this
is true to a far greater extent of the herbs. To
i fully understand this, one has only to compare
| his experience of our own medical practice with
the work of the Indian peiman. The most per-
Inicious of the loeal fevers are amenable to his
“treatment ; and he ean cure the ngliest of wounds,
even when gangrene has taken place, as by a
magical touch.  More than this, he can neutralise
the deadliest serpent’s poison il he operates in
time 3 and he hax a svstem of inoculation against
the effects of snake-bite the eflicacy of which 1
have myself witnessed on two occasions.  And all
this is done with vegetable preparations—plus a
great, deal of muummery.

The whole extent of country with which 1 am
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dealing is very thinly peopled. The pure-blooded
Indians for the most part inhabit the forest and
savaunah regions, and live a nomadic life. They
camp, cultivate, work out the clearing and move
on, supplementing their ground provisions with
the spoils of hunting and fishing. Their prin-
cipal industries are weaving matting and feather
and bead work, which they periodically take
down to the English settlements or sell to traders,
They are of a decidedly low type, but entirely
inoffensive and generally hospitable unless they
are ill-treated ; in that case they vanish with
the celerity of mice. Many missions have been
established among them, and they are almost all
nominally Christians.

There 1s, however, another class of inhabitants,
who dwell along the central and lower reaches of
the great rivers, although they penectrate to con-
siderable distances into the interior, and have, in

and Orinoco their own. These are the ¢ Boveian-
ders,” a half-breed race descended from the inter-
marriage of the old Dutch settlers with the
aboriginal women. There are alxo black Boveian-
ders, who are descended from the admixture of
Indians with the runaway negroes who fled to
the wilderness in the days of slavery. In colour,
the Boveiauders of Dutch extraction are of a light-
brown vellow, somewhat fairer than mulattoes,
and having a strong European cast of countenauce.
They are well-formed and generally goud-looking ;
these of negro strain are of a dirty reddish-black,
somewhat flat-featured, and ugly. In habit and
mauner the white is tidy, clean, pleasant, and
attractive ; the black slovenly, foul, sycophantic,
and repulsive. Their language is English, but so
full of Indian and Dutch idioms and variations as
to be something of a Volapulk.

The customs of the white Boveiander, like his
langnage, are a combination of savagery and
civilisation.  Socially as well as cthnologically,
the European and Indian meet in his personality.
Prior to the discovery of gold in the north-west
territory, these people were little known in the
colony except to the government and among the
wood - traders, their chief industry heing wood-
cutting,  As boatmen they are in their own way
to be classed amongst the most expert in the world,
combining with the unerring instinet of the
Indian the superior intelligence and calm intre-
pidity of their Dutch ancestry.  Of late vears
they have been brought more into touch with the
colonists, and already an interesting change has
been wrought in their life,

The Boveianders existed when Great Dritain

1814, and in their half-wild, independent way,
acknowledged the Dritish soveveignty, and have
ever proved law-abiding citizens. It iz a notable
fact that, up to the time of the recent controversy
the present generation actually remained in ignor-
ance of the existence of a foreign country in their
neighbourhood ; to  them, indeed, the Tnion
Jack and Mr M¢Turk, the magistrate, filled out
their conception of government and authority.
And it is on these people’s claims that Great
Britain will mostly rely to establish her rights
under the fifty years' clause of the Arbitration
Treaty with Venczuela, Thus may they give
their name to that portion of the colony ere the
last is heard of the dispute. Nor will its adoption

fuct, made the whole region between the Essequibo

acquired the Colouy of Guiana from the Dutel in |

be inappropriate in a toF<»graphica1 sense, for the
word is a corruption of the phrase ‘above yonder’
—signifying the dwellers above the cataracts,
over yonder.

TIIE LIGIIT-KEEPER’S STORY.
EvERY one in Pengarrock knew that old Abel
Williams ‘had a story;’ they called it ¢ Abel's
secret, because he had never told it to anybody,
though many had tried to draw it from him when
he sat in his favourite corner in the bar of the
‘Sea Ilorse’ of an evening.  Ile was as loquacious
an old man as you could meet on the coust from
Weston to the Land’s End; but if he imagined
that an attempt was being made to draw him
on to speak of his secret he would shrink back
against the wall and pull silently at his pipe until
closing time, when he would get up and go with
the curtest of “good-nights.’

I forget how it came about that Abel was in-
duced to tell me his story. I used to meet him
every fine day on the beach, where he sat watching
the fishermen mend Dboats or nets, smoking
stolidly ; ¢ waiting,” he said, “till [’m called to sign
on for the last voyage” Ile took me, a compara-
tive stranger, into confidence, and I write what
hie told me now as well as I can in his own words.

“It was in the year ’21 or ’22, I can’t rightly
say which, for I'm going on for nincty-tive now,
and forget things, dates and the like.  Anyway,
it was about then I was in the Light Service and
was ordered to the Carpenter’s Rocks Lighthouse,
down Land’s End way.  You don’t know it ; "twas
washed away, and never a stone left, in the winter
of '52—one of the most awful storms that ever
blew on this coast. Folks on shore looked and
saw the light when the sun went down, and at
dawn it was gone, swept clean away with the three
men, whose hodies were never found to get a
* Christian burying.  Well, in those days in the
"twenties only two men manned a light'; they’ve
|chaugc<l that, and now it’s always three—never
iless. If there’d been three in the Carpenter’s
Rocks in my day, I’d never have had this here
story to tell.

‘My mate was o man named Wolll—George
Wolft—and his name fitted him, though maybe 1
oughtn’t to say it, him being so long gone to his
account. You’ve mnever been in a lighthouse?
Well, you don’t know what it is for two men to
be shut up together day arter day, night arter
night, and nought to hear but the wash of the sca
and the seream of the wind, with now and again
the ery of a gull, which isn’t a cheery thing any
“time, and most lowering to the spirits when you
hear it and naught clse alive.  Two men shut up
together are apt to have words when the loneness
presses heavy. 1’m not quarrelsome by nature;
always was for peace and quiet --always; but
George Wolll—well, perhaps the fault wasn’t all
his, though, if ’twere my last word, he’d a tongue
like any scold.  Anyway, things didu’t go smooth
in the living-room on Carpenter’s Rocks; and
many’s the time up on the gallery, cleaning the
lamp glasses outside, with a rail betwixt us and
the sea-boil fifty feet below, I was minded to give
Lim the push that would send him over. I never
laid finger on him though ; not but that [ could
have done it, me being a powerful strong man in
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them days, and he—well, I could ha’ held him up
with one hand and trounced him sound with the
other, I never touched him, though sore tempted
by his tongue. I dow’t think he was a healthy
man ; he’d a yellow face, and his eyes was a queer
dead-blue, with no life in them, so to speak. I did
threaten him once, and that’s the beginning of
the story. Wolll was going for his shore spell,
and as he steps down the ladder to the boat I
says to him, “ George Wolff,” I says, “if you was
more of a man, I’d ha’ give you a proper lesson
with my fists ere now. When you’re ashore do
you ask for a change, lest I come to do you an
injury.” He answers me back, “I ain’t afeard of
you, Abel Williams, big brute as you be; and I
don’t go to ask to be transferred to no other light.
But I’ll tell you what I will do: I’ll report that
you threaten me with vilence.” Them was his
words: “I’ll report that you threaten me with
vi’lence.” I remembered ‘em after on the night—
on the night I’m agoing to tell you about. It
was a decent man, one Anson, that relieved Wolff,
and sorry I was when WolfP’s spell ashore was up.

“The boat that brought Wolll back and took
Anson off was the last that came nigh the light-
house for a matter of three wecks, the sea ran
that high, you understand ; it was October, and
the “noctial gales Llew as if they’d never stop.
The Carpenter’s Rocks got their name from the
reefs about ; on every point of the compass you
could see ragged black points in the white surf,
edged tools every one, that would tear the bottom
out of the stoutest Loat ecver put out from Ply-
mouth. It needed nice steering to make the
light safely in fair weather; with just a capful
of wind we were clean cut off ; and that October
it blew, day in day out, till you felt the tower
tremble to the smash of the sea, and shake as if
it was a living thing afraid. It’s ill to feel that
in the living-room, with no light excep’ a dull
Jamp, and oilskins and kit hanging, like drowned
sailors’ ghosts, in the shadows.

‘I forget what led to it, but ene night, two
weeks or thereabout arter Wolfl’s return, we had
words—high words.  Wollt always looked bad in
coarse weather, and when he looked bad I did
my all to keep a hand over myself. I was afraid
of him ; not of his doing me a hurt, you under-
stand, lic being a poor creature at best ; but I
was afraid, he looked so queer. When a big sea
come “clop!” I’d see his lips go white and his
hand shake, and he wouldn’t be fit to climb the
stair for an hour. Ile wasn’t a man for a light
on the mainland let alone the Carpenter’s Rocks,
where a boat could only come wiL{nin hail in fair
weather, and that’s the truth. The wiud that
night was roaring, and whiles you’d fecl the seas
strike and shoot up the tower-side, and then
you’d hear the crash of the falling water. We’d
put things right in the lantern, and glad I was
to come down and put on dry clothes. Maybe it
was ten o’clock, and I was thinking to turn in,
when Wolll, who’d gone a bit up the stair to see
that all was fast, comes down, and he says, “ Are
you deaf you couldn’t hear me hollerin’ 2” and
sels to calling me ill names. You couldn’t hear
a fog-horn in the roowm itsell for the wind and
rain and sea, but Wolff was looking downright
bad, so I put his words behind me, and I says,
“What’s amiss that you got hollerin’#”  «There’s
something amiss,” he says, civil enough by reason

of my easy-tempered answer; “something’s not
fast above.” “1’ll come,” I says, and slipped on
my oilskins, he going to climb the stair in his
slow way. When Wolff was looking bad he went
aloft as slow as any Jandsman. I went arter, and
found him waiting at the trap, a little, low door
that gave on the gallery you see railed round
the lantern. It opened inwards, and the wind
pressed so that you’d think a man outside was
shoving hard and steady all his might. The two
of us let it open with our four Liands, and Wolfi—
he was gasping like a fish. I crawled out, the
rain stinging on my back and the wind tearing
the cars off my head ; when I got to the wind’ard
the force of the gule held me pressed against the
lantern like a bit of paper. I drew mjyself,
nearer lying than crawling, and come on a corner
of sheet-lead the wind lifted and dropped with a
thundering clap. It was nothing to harm, so I
crawled as quick as might Le back to the trap,
where Wolfl" was sitting with his legs on the stair
inside. “Go on down !” I yells. “But what’s
lamiss2” he roars back. Nothing to hurt,” I
yells, though his ear was but a hand’s-Lreadth
| from my mouth. “Go on down,and I’ll tell you.”
The wind and sleet was cutting into the bones of
me, and it wasw’t sense to sit there bawling at
a man. “Go on !” I shouts impatient, and, he not
going, I gave him a push to make him understand.

¢1t wasn’t a push to call such, no more’n if
I’d been putting the cat ofl my knee ; but Wolff
must have been moving, for down he s]i{)ped into
the dark, and I heard him bumping down the
stair as he fell.  “Serve him right for an obsti-
nate fool,” I says to myself, for he’d kept me
out in the wind and wet, and I’d no thought of
his taking more harm than a few bruises. I got
the trap shut and made it fast, and then come
down. It was a corkscrew stair, two full turns
of it, and very steep. When I got to the bottomn
where I see the light in the living-room through
the crack, I trod on something. I pressed the
latch, and Wolfl, lying all of a heap at the stair-
foot against the door, burst it open. “Stunned !”
I says; for a man might well get stunned fallin
all that way. I pulled off his oilies, and lifted
him into his bunk, dipped a clout in the bucket
and put it on his head, and then I got the brandy
and put a drop into his mouth. Even then I’d
no thought ’at he was worse’n stunned, but by-
and-by, when he didn’t came round, I stooped
over to listen for his breathing, aud then my
hands fair broke loose and tore the clothes off
his chest to listen for the heart-beat, you under-
stand. T listened till my own heart was shaking
me, for Wolfl’s chest inside was still as a church-
vault, and I knew he was a dead man.

¢When T kuew that, I pulled the sheet over his
face, and drew my chair to the other side the
room, as far away’s I could get, and got out my
pipe, while I looked at Wollf lying in his bunk
over mine. TFirvst I thought, “How’ll I lie down
in my own bunk to-night with his dead corpse
over me ! ”—just that you know, same as if it had
been a leak in the deck, and how was a man to
sleep with water falling on his face? Then, as I
smoked, things began to shape themselves, as one
may say, in questions. Did Wolff fall down the
stair because I pushed him? If Wolff fell be-
cause I pushed him, was his blood on my head?

There was more questions, but I dursn’t answer
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’em. Then I thinks, “You didn’t ought to sit
and smoke with George Wolff lying dead there.”
So I puts out my pipe, and sits like a figurehead,
for, what with the raging and tearing outside and
the stillness in Wolff’s bunk, I was muddled-like.

¢It would be near dawn when I got drowsy in
my chair, and got to dreaming, though it wasn't
like a dream. I saw Wolfl sit up, and though
his eyes was a dead man’s eyes, Ee spoke plain
but slow-like, as if he thought for each word.

He says, “ You shoved me down the stair, Abel:

Williams, and killed me. The bruises shows it ;
and you durstn’t throw me overside, because I ’ve
reported you for offering vi'lence.”

¢ At that I starts up, wide awake. The corpse
was & corpse, but it had spoke, and pricked out
the course to steer, as one may say. I took the
lamp off the wall, and went upstairs to the
lantern-room, for I couldn’t bide no longer below.
Islep’ a little, being wore out, hut by fits and
starts, for Wolff, he come peeping down, a-nodding
at me, and saying quite civil-like, “ You killed
me, and you’ll swing for it; you know you
durstn’t throw me over, because I reported you
threatened me.”

‘Now it hadn’t been my thought to do aunght
but let the poor dead corpse lie respectful till the
relief-boat come off to the distress-signal I°d hoist
at daybreak ; but when Wolll come like that in
my dreams I begun to get uneasy in my mind.
The questions begun again, and never stopped
till daybreak, when I got up, and soused my
head to clear my Lrains. The storm was raging
as bad as ever when I went up and lay flat on
my back to run up the “distress.” As I shook
it from the stafl-top I says to mysclf, “You
wouldn’t be in such a hwry to call for help if
you’d killed Wolff,” and I got comfort thinking
other folk would think that too. Still it was

oor comfort ; it’s a terrible thing to be shut up
ike that alone with a corpse, and think all the
time, ¢ If it wasn’t the fall from that push what
killed him, what was it killed him ?” It wasn’t
so bad in daylight, such daylight as came through
the slits of ports, and I could face the questions
1 says, “If the fall did kill Wolll I’'m
not to blame, not having any thought to do him
hurt”” That was my answer.

‘I lit the stove and had breakfast. I sat with
my back to Wolf’s bunk first, but soon I had to
get up and sit on t' other side of the table to face
it; afore I’d finished I was casting about for
what I could do, and got the jack from the

" locker to put over him; I wanted to treat him

respectful, you understand. DBy-and-Dy I took
the glass and looked to see if the coastguard
had read my signal ; but 1 couldn’t see the clifls,
let alone the coastguard station, for the rain-
drive, so I put by the glass and went to clean
the lantern and pump oil, working very slow for
[t was getting on for dark
when I went up to the gallery to look at the
weather. It was blowing hard as cver, and the
rain come in driving squalls straight over the
tower to the shore, so’s the signal might be blown
to threads before the coastguard read it. The
sea was mountains high and the spray broke
clear over the lantern. There was never a sign
of the weather breaking, and I come down.
‘When dark fell T took table and chair and
bedding up to the lantern-room ; for the smell

:of oil was better’n the close feel in the room
i below. T didw’t sleep; the scream of the gale
“was awful, and it come to me quite sudden, «If
"this lasts, what’ll T do? 1 durstw’t throw him
Toverside—I durstw’t do it—or I’ll swing sure as
"sunrise. And yet if the sea don’t go down to
let a boat come off, what’ll 1 do with him?” 1
got thinking of this, and thinking; and by-and-
Ly I was sure it was me had killed Wolll, and
it wasn’t believable as I’d no thought to do him
hurt, having threatened him with vi'lence. I
lay awake all night; and Wolff he comes and
stoops over me to tell me quite civil again I
daren’t throw him over, and I was bound to
swing. At dawn the sky was still black; the
rain was ofl, but ’twas blowing great guns, and a
worse sea I never saw anywhere; and as I looks
I says, “If it blows itself ont to-day, it’ll be two
days more hefore the sea goes down to let a boat
within hail, let alone come alongside.” What
Vtook me I can’t tell, but when I thought that I
went down to the living-room. Did y’ever go in
"a room where a body’d lain shut up for two
nights and a day? No; then you won’t under-
stand the feel of it. I put the jack straight, and
then I says, “Can I do anything for ye, mate?”
and him not answering (as how should he?), I
says to myself, “’Tisn’t friendly to keep away
when maybe he’ll come to and want summut.”
i So I sits down to smoke a pipe, waiting for him
to come to. I forgot the lantern, and forgot to
|light the stove ; and if T were hungry I didn’t
feel it. I just sat there watching until I fell
"asleep ; sound sleep that I wanted, not having
slep’ these two nights.  When I woke ’twas nigh
ldark. 1 lighted the stove and boiled some tea
and ate a biscuit, and then my mind being on a
i even keel again 1 remembered the lantern, what
.had been burning all day, me having forgot
to turn it out. I went up and trimmed and
lighted it again; and while T worked I says,
“You're a pretty fool to set there talking to a
dead corpse, you are.” But all the same I was
powerful afraid of the night. There was just a
cleam of light in the west when the sun sank,
to promise a break in the weather, aud that kep’
me up; for I says time and again, “The day after
to-morrow I’ll be took off for certain.”  But there
was two nights between, and 1 sweated for fear
when I thought of it.

¢ Having slep’ that day, T was wakeful, and the
horrors took me, and 1 couldn’t see mor hear
nothing but WolfP’s dead face and dead voice.
[’ve been a sober man all my life—none can say
I’'m not—but when Wolll come troubling me

I got up and I says, “I’ll get drunk.”  There
was brandy in  the locker below; I hadn't

touched the bottle, let alone tasted it, for six
monthg, excep’ when I got it to give Wolfl,
thinking he was stunned. [ got the bottle,
watching Wolfl's bunk while I felt round for
it. I brought it up to the lantern-room and
drank steady; it did not need so much, me
being sober by habit. But I got drunk ; ’twas
the reasonable thing to do.

¢It probably saved you from going out of
your mind,” 1 said, for Abel paused and looked
at me with appeal.

¢That’s just what the doctor says arter. He
says, “The drink’s cost muny a man his reason ;
but it saved yours,” he says ; “it saved yours."’

g
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¢And when were you taken off?’ I asked. T'
did not want Abel to dwell longer on the story ;
it was too horrible. |

¢On the cvening of the fifth day, replied Abel. |
¢After five nights and five days the boat come
off and took me and Wolff’s body—that is, they
towed it ashore lashied in blankets—they couldw’t ;
take it aboard. The doctor was awaitin’ at the
coastguard station ; and he looks at me and
orders me to bed at once. Two of the coast-
guard stayed by me till the doctor come and
give me sleeping-stuff. It was when I woke
up the mnext night, having slep’ thirty hours
right off, that they told me I wasn’t anyways:
to blame. It was heart trouble ’at killed him,
they said—heart trouble; and they didn’t have
no business to put him on a light at all’

‘You never went back to the Carpenter’s
Rocks, T suppose ?’

‘Not to that mor any other light,” replicd Abcl.
¢ Them five nights and days made me a old man
at six-and-twenty, and I came back to the fishing.
That’s all the story, sir.

ADELSBERG AXND ITS CAVE

By CuARLES EDWARDES.

THE visitor to Venice of but ordinary energies,
and with but a fair amount of time at his
disposal, must reproach himself if he fails to
cross the Adriatic, and take the railway from
Trieste to Adelsberg. It is not often in the
course of one’s peregrinations about this little
world that one comes well within reach of such
a natural marvel as Adelsberg.  The memory
of it, once scen, is ineflaccable.

The Dbest time of the year for the excursion
is the summer. It is possible, however, at all
times. The cave is always accessible, though it
costs much more for the winter tourist to see it
than for the summer traveller, who finds it then
daily lit by electricity with as much method
as that Dbestowed upon the lamps of Piccadilly
after nightfall.  Of course it is casy enough to
traverse the Adriatic to Trieste—ihat place of
olive oil made from cotton seced and much else
of the kind. You go on board the steamer
late one evening, and alter a more or less com-
fortable night among the red velvet cushions of
a spacious saloon, you are landed in Trieste at
about six o'clock in the morning, just in time
to sec the markets in the full swing of activity.

I for my part made the trip in the spring,
Jate in March, when the fruit-trees had got
well into Dblossom, and the weather portents
seemed fairly settled. DBut you never know in
March and April what meteorological luck or
ill-luck is in store for you. They are just as
badly off in this respect at the head of the
Adriatic as are we in Great Britain. In fact,
though I left Venice after a day of sunshine
and sweelness, when we set foot in Trieste a
thorough ‘bora’ was blowing. Il you do not
know from experience what a ‘bora’ is, I think
you may be congratulated. It was enough to
look at the faces of the people who had to turn
their noses in its direction. They were bluc
with cold, and if they were of the fair sex
these had the greatest dilliculty in the world
to control their petticoats. The wind is a no-

i the open sea at Trieste.

torious periodical infliction. It rages from the
north-cast, getting well iced on the tops of the
Carpathians en route, and picking up a whirl-
wind of limestone dust from the stony plateaus it
sweeps across ere it gets a satisfactory outlet upon
It is in short an abomin-
able feature of this part of southern Austria.

The ¢bora,” as much as anything else, made
me hurry direct from the stecamer to the rail-
way station. I knew there would be no joy in
Trieste while it lasted, and methought in the
highlands of Adelsbery (some fifty miles inland)
I might find it spent after a railway journey.
But I was doomed to be disappointed. All
along the line of the rails the ‘bora’ screeched
and roared, and at the cave town it seemed
to have made its headquarters. I could not
lLielp laughing to see how the wind canght the
various passengers and railway officials at certain
of the more exposed stations, such as Nabresina.
It did not favour the stoul at the expense of
the lean. Not at all. But when its gusts were
mightiest it took every man, woman, and child
on the platform and swept them along irresis-
tibly until they could get hold of something
sustaining. Once or twice it looked as if there
might be an accident. There were shricks from
the weaker victims. But they were evidently
used to the curse in those parts of Austria,
and matters duly composed themselves. The
‘bora’ tried what it could do in fair fight with
our train. We had two engines on our side,
and the rolling-stock was of the very ponderous
kind. Once or twice, however, it made us
stagger, and all down the valley of the Reka
and up that of the Poik it had a perceptible
ceflect upon us. It may have sluckeneg our pace
about twenty-five per cent.

The country between Trieste and Adelsberg
is quite curious once the Adriatic coast is left.
Tor bleakness and forbidding aridity it would be
hard to match. We were ascending the whole
way, with Dbare limestone hills on both sides,
though mnot close to the line. And the uneven
land  Detween the railway and the hills was
studded almost everywhere with masses of rock
whichi completely put any plough at defiance.
Ouly rarely were the heavy-browed houses of
the district to be seen., Their dull red roofs
went well with the blackness of the stormy
skies and the dark clouds which pressed the
hill-tops.  Throughout the last twenty miles of
the journey we were in a land of caverns and
streams with long underground courses. A man
might, I will not say emjoy, but certaiuly ex-
perience a very adventurous week or two among
these wilds, with a capable guide and a few
hundredweight of candles. The caves of the
Reka are reputed, for example, to outdo those
of Adelsberg in the maguificence of their stalac-
tiles and their extent. But they have not been
taken in hand, civilised, and advertised as a
world’s wonder like those of the latier place.
A fortune would have to be spent in rendering
them even tolerably approachable. And even
then they would not be dangerous rivals of
Adelsberg until a village had grown up in
their neighbourhood, with hotels and lodging-
houses for visitors.

At length the train drew up in the Adels-
berg station. A furious howl of the ‘bora’

'th
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greeted us the moment we set foot on the plat-
form, and the kindly plienomenon hustled us
brutally while we walked the half-mile or so
into the town. Dull and gloomy though the
day was, and {)iercing]y cold at this clevation of
eighteen hundred feet above sea-level in the
teeth of the freezing and merciless wind, some-
thing of Adelsbery’s attractions, the grotto apart,
was immediately made plain. The town lies
in a basin of land girdled with hills. Its
buildings are of the solid, massy-roofed kind so
much in vogue in southern Germany. They
suﬁgest opulence as well as warmth. There is
a large hotel in the outskirts, with a hydro-
pathic establishment ; and there is a castle on
a cliff just within the town’s precincts, a few
hundred feet above the nether houses which
once upon a time it so effectively controlled.
The castle rock gives the name to the place.
It was known of old as the Avisperch or
Arensperch, though the modern name scems
more explicitly to indicate it as the cagle’s

mass beneath the castle. This imposing super-

chambers of the great grotto.
Now I did not display my Anglo-Saxon energy

and futile feat of impetuousness. It was the dead
season. The caverns were wrapt in primeval
gloom. A certain amount of notice is required

T gave formally at the snug Croat inn into which

I forget exactly how thick were the walls of
this inn ; but they impressed me at once. You
would have supposed they were put of a
medieval fortress. In truth, however, they were

attacks of such foes as the ‘bora’ There was
a good deal of smow in .Adcelsherg, and the
streets, with the quaint mercantile tokens over

caverns themselves.

And so I ate my soup and beefsteak in the
large warm room of the inn, and afterwards
smoked a cigar. And while I smoked, a burly
citizen from Laybach come in, swathed with furs,
and said he also desired to see the grotlo and
would be charmed to share with me in the ex-

too much of an exotic for him. DBut we managed
to join in amicable execration of the weather
over our coffee and cigars, and in due time we
went arm in arm under domestic guidance in
the direction of the cavern. The mulnal support
we derived from each other was really a most
serviceable aid in our struggle with the gale.

A walk, or rather stagszer; of ten minutes
brought us to the iron gates of the cavern.
These were thrown open with all the parade so
dearly loved by the representatives of a Teu-
tonic society, and we were respectively inviled
to sign our names in a book. The cavern, he
it said, is managed Ly a commitlee who spend
upon embellishing and maintaining it all the
profits derived from it. The committee carries
a very long corporate name, which it applies in

rock. The caverns burrow in the mountain
structure of mighty crags and masonry seems
to give added majesty to the sublerrancan’
by going at once to the cave. That were a necdless

to get them into visiting gear—and this notice -

I made my way, and where T ordered dinner.’

designed merely to make the Lest fight possible
against the insidious and yet sufficiently overt

the doors of the shops, were as empty as the

pense of its illumination. Ilis German was too
good or too provincial for me, even as mine was

"full to the notices and manifestoes with which

“it adorns the wall. All honour to it, however,
for its good works. As the author of a divert-
ing little local handbook observes: ¢Whereas

“in other caverns you have to go carcfully hand
in hand, knee-deep in mud and in peril from
“falling water, here the paths are all levelled,
‘made quite smooth, and even bespread with

"sand? Morcover, there is a tram-line, so that
ladies and others who shirk the exertion of a
four-mile prowl under ground on foot may see
most of the cavern’s glories as much at their
case as if they were in a railway carriage.

At the outset we were not surrounded by
sen<ational speetacles.  We walked in a neat
subterranean passage, geuntly rising, with the
noise of running water gradually intensifying,
as an orchestra of encouragement. DBut soon
this corridor ended, and from a height of some
'sixty feet we looked down upon and across the
great Cave of Neptune—the first of Adelsherg’s
grotto apartments. The cave is, ronghly, a circle
about a hundred and fifty fect in diameter,
and with a vaulting some seventy feet high, The
River Poik roars in its bed, and there are stair-
cases here and there, and a stout stone bridue
"spanning the river. Staircases, bridge, and the
various thoroughfares were all lit by scorves of
candles, and the sparkle of the lights shone fit-
fully in the turbi(\ speeding stream.  The roof
of the cave is of the conventional stalactitic
 kind.  Suceh, in dry detail, are the attributes of
the Cave of Neptune, or, as it is more pictur-
esquely called, the Cathedral Cave. TFrom our
lofty perch we gazed at the surprising scene,
murmured some of those adjectives of delight
and admiration with which the German langunage
abounds, and then prepared to descend to the
lower levels and cross the bridge. I think the
finest thrill in Adeclsberg is to be had on this
bridge when the river is in full spate, as it was
with us, and especially when the place is not
"searched in its every nook and corner by the
“cleetric light.  The candles were a humble
enough illuminant, but they left the imagination
in strong possession of its powers; and it was
impressive to look hither and thither in the
cchoing  semi-darkness, and to see no forms
except those of the prattling guide and the stout
Laybach merchant, whose fat hands were for
cver rising to give greater emphasis to his ejacu-
Tations of awe and amazement.

IFor those who like such things, there is a
conspicuous memorial tablet in this cave telling
in fulsome terms of the visit hither in 1816 ot
¢ Francis the Ilirst, the just, the good, and the
i wise.”  But it seems out of place. We are here
pin the realms of the gnomes. IIuman poten-
llates are of no account in these depths, any
more than in the air five or ten thousand feet
above their kingdoms of carth.

Before passing to the mnext chamber, ¢the
,name place,” a convenient slab of stalactite, may
be noticed. Five hundred years ago Austrian
i tourists seratched their initials here. Posterity
has vastly increased the number of these tolkens
“of the dead.

' The Emperor Ferdinand’s Grotto, which ad-
1joins the huge vestibule of the cave, is more
,than half a mile lons. Tt is not broad in pro-
“portion to its length, being really in places a
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mere corridor; but it is interesting through-
out. Our methodical cicerone never paused in
the claims he made on our atlention. The
walls on either hand are wronght into an in-
finite variety of stalagmitic freaks. The names
of a few of them will be as good as a minute
description—the Butcher’'s Shop, the Elephant’s
Head, the Font, the Crinoline, the Opera Box, the
Bacon Rind, the Handkerchief, the Leaning Tower
of Pisa, the Nunnery, the Wax Candle, and so
forth. The Butcher’s Shop, for instance, is an

odd agglomeration of pendent stalactites of many .

shapes, in which the gross fancy of the commit-
tee (we will assume) have seen legs of mutton,
ribs of beef, and the like. Our guide held his
light behind many of these diverting excrescences,
and it was at least instructive to see the deli-
cacy of their organisation and the Dbeauty of
their translucent framework.

The most remarkable part of the Emperor
Ferdinand’s Grotto is the Ballroom, a chamber
broadened in its midst. This apartment is well
named, for annually on Whitsunday a great
dance is given here. As many as five thousand
persons have polka’d and waltzed in it in a
day. There is a suitable natural nook among
stalactites for the musicians, and a pure spring
of fresh water to aid in refreshing the dancers.
Conceive the scene when this ballroom (one
hundred feet by ninety, and forty-five feet high)
is filled with lusty Croats and visitors of all
kinds, and the whole is lighted as the com-
mittee well know how to light the caverns on
pavticular occasions !

In 1856 conjecture and gunpowder extended
the grotto from this last chamber into the

. . I
Francis Joseph and Elizabeth Cave—also tra--

versed by the tram-line. A tunnel nearly forty
feet long opened up the Belvedere, an apartment

about a hundred feet high, which lends itself ex-'

cellently to illumination. A somewhat repellent
chamber to the left is called Tartarus (echoing with
the voices of the river far down its black depths),
and on the right extends the most astounding of
Adelsberg’s features, the Calvary Cave.

Our guide made himself a little hoarse in

trying to make me understand how many thou-’

sand years it took a common Adelsbery stalac-
tite to grow a yard. IIe had in the Sword of
Damocles a capital text for his dissertation,

This is a pendent stalactite which, in 3000 A.p.

is Adelsberg’s glory. We were a mile and a
half or more from the entrance, and it was as
if we were on the site of some wrecked acro-
polis, with the pillars and pediments of down-
fallen temples littering the ground. The stalac-
tites here were of different colours — yellow,
crimson, white, and lemon—and dazzling with
diamond-like lamince. Milan Cathedral gives its
name to one mass of pinnacled rock. Here, too,
is the Curtain, though there is another curtain
lower down much more enchanting. The latter
is perhaps the finest stalactite in the caves. It
: has grown from the wall like a fungus ; is nine
feet long by three broad, and is little more than
"a quarter of an inch in thickness. A candle
behind it shows its amber and roseate hues and
crystalline beauty to perfection.

. After the Calvary, our finite powers of admi-
ration failed to hold out. The voluble guide con-
i tinved his narratives most conscientiously, but
1 yawned, and the Laybach citizen complained
,of weariness in quite an irreverent manner.
, However, there was no help for it. We were
far in the bowels of the earth, and we had
perforce to grope back the two miles we had
come,

In all, we were under ground three hours. I
hailed the daylight and the ¢bora’ with com-
parative relief when we renewed acquaintance
with them. They told us at the inn that the
cavern committee have still most ambitious de-
signs in the matter of the grotto. They believe
it may be extended indefinitely, and they mean
to continue blasting their way from chamber to
chamber. But really, upon the whole, these
gentlemen may be advised to be contented with
Adelsberg as 1t is. No ordinary mortal will be
able to endure with comfort the strain upon
body and mind involved in more than four or
five hours’ life under ground, every minute of
which is devoted, of necessity, to the contrivance
of a new compliment to Damme Nature for her
ingennity and grace. As it was, after supper at
the Crown, T recalled with a certain horror the
number of times I had uttered the word ¢ Extra-
ordinary !” during the aftermoon. One may save
time and eflort by pronouncing Adelsberg’s
caverns, once and for all, sublime.

SONNET.

or thereabouts (according to his theories), will

have joined a neighbour gradually rising to it
from the level.
friend had a fit of ecstasy over the Lauudry, an
arrangement of dainty transparencies which the
Teutonic or Slavonic fancy interprets as pocket-
handkerchiefs, sheets, and more recondite objects
known only to washerwomen.

The Calvary Grotto has left the strongest im-
pression on my mind. It is adjacent to the Belve-
dere, and is reached by a staircase zigzagged up
the limestone. The height of this chamber is
one hundred and seventy-two feet, and a mass
of rock springs from its midst to within fifty
feet of the dome. When, not without some
panting, we had reached the level of this grolto,
and marked our shadows writ gigantic against
the walls and the vaulting, and Dbeheld also
the radiant confusion all about us, it was im-
possible not to agree with our guide that this

Hereabouts, too, my Laybach !

SoMETIMES amid the garish hours of day,
Bringing from golden hills the breath of morn,
Through fields of waving barley and ripe corn,

Stealing athwart the old and beaten way

My feet have trod, sweet vagrant wemories stray,
Old loves, old dreams; mnot wan and travel-worn,
But fresh with beauty as of flowers new-born.

And in the passing moment that they stay,
Trembles my heart with all the olden grace

Of joy and hope ; again my pulses leap,

A flash breaks through the dusky bars of sleep—
A glance, a whispered word, a touch, a face.

So in the crowded street comes back to e,

The scent of pines, the glimmer of the sea.

Vizxa Woobs.
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A TALE OF TWO MASSACRES.

To those who have lived in the East during the
last twenty years, and have been in the way of
hearing, there have come to knowledge not a few
histories, some romantic and some tragic, arising
out of the Bulgarian massacres and the incidents
that succeeded them. It will be surprising if the
next twenty years do not bring to light many
other such stories in connection with the recent
fearful massacres in Armenia. But the follow-
ing tale, which is true in every particular except
that all identifying names have been altered, is
probably at present unique, and will not in the
fature e often matched in respect of the singular
way in which it unites these two dark epochs of
suffering.

July of 1877 saw the Shipka Pass, which the
Turks had so stubbornly defended, in the hands
of the invading Russians. After that, the next
few moves for General Gourko were very easy.
With a Lroken foe before him, retreating into a
region devoid of fortresses, he had but to descend
the steep southern slope of Stara Planina and
possess himself of the rich region Deneath it.
Kazanluk with its rose-gardens was his, and so
too was the lovely and fertile valley of the
Tundja, stretching westwards towards that most
beautifully situated of all Bulgarian towns—
Kalofer, and eastwards towards Sliven and
Yambol. But close at hand there was an im-
portant town, the capture of which would do
much to give him the command of the vast plain
of the Maritza. This was Stara Zagora (the Eski
Zaghra of the Turks), to reach which he had only
to cross the slight range called Karadja Dagh,
forming the southern slope of the Tundja valley,
by the easy pass a short distance to the south-cast
of Kazanluk. Reserving the greater part of his
force for the descent upon Philippopolis by way
of Kalofer, General Gourko selected six thousand
of the Bulgarian volunteers who had rendered
him such signal aid in the fighting at Shipka,
added to these two thousand men from lLis own
Russian army, and at once struck for Stara

Zagora. Such Turkish troops as were there
offered no resistance, but fell back to the south ;
and the victorious invaders seized their prize.

Then the Bulgarians fell before their great
temptation. The scenes at Batak and the many
other places where the horrors of the massacres
had rent the heart of their nation, were still fresh
before their eyes: the bursting wrath and hatred
against the barbarous oppressors who had tried
by such foul meaus to arrest their fight for liberty
had not yet been appeased. And now they had
a chance to take revenge. Few of the inhabitants
of Stara Zagora had had time to escape ; and the
reputation of the Turks in that region already
stank. The Bulgarians made them their victims.
If they had stopped with the five hundred whom
they killed in hot blood as soon as they had taken
the town, the slaughter would have been bad
enough ; but they did worse. In the evening
they looked about them, and found some fifty or
sixty tsigani (gipsies) still left in their miserable
huts on the outskirts of the town, and doubtless
hanging on in hope of finding their turn for
plundering.  These wretches the Bulgarian bands
compelled to dig a trench and to bring into it all
the Turkish slain in the town; and then, when
all was done, they killed the tsiyant also, threw
their bodies upon those of the Turks, and filled
in the earth.

It was a horrible day’s work, inexcusable even
after all the dreadful provocation they had
received ; and Ditterly and speedily they had to
pay for it. Iow it was that General Gourko
made the great mistake of the following days
is a secret that lies with the Russians; but, at
any rate, learning that Suleiman Pasha had con-
centrated a force at Kara-bumar, a place some
little distance to the south of Stara Zagora, he
moved upon him to dislodge him from his posi-
tion. But the Turkish force was larger than
General Gourko supposed—forty thousand strong.
The Russians had speedily to retire; and when
the Turks followed them and inflicted a defeat
upon them in the outskirts of Stara Zagora, in
the course of which they captured the standard
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of the Bulgarian volunteers, the invaders had to "the age of fifteen, his parents took him the pil-

retreat still farther to the north till they should ! grimage to Jerusalem ; and shortly after his return -

be reinforced from Kazanluk. And now it was!as a full-fledged hadji it became time to think of
the turn of the Turks. They swore that in no | having him worthily betrothed. The father and
place where there had stepped the foot of aimother discussed the matter with their friends;
Russian soldier would they leave alive any |Dbut so warm a place had Ekaterina by this time
Bulgarian male over eight years of age ; and that | secured in their hearts that their final decision
oath they not ouly kept to the letter in one of | was that a better daughter-in-law than she could

the most appaling episodes of the insurrection
and war, but they killed many a woman and
child too, and some who were not Bulgarians,

The village of Dérékeny was one of the places
which they visited with sword and fire. When
they came upon it, the people were in the act of
taking to flight. One of the families had brought
out their wagon; aund as the mother with her
infant baby and her little girl Ekaterina (five
years old) were standing by the oxen, the father
went into the house to collect a few necessaries.
Ile came out just to meet a rush of Turks. In-
stantly they fell upon him; and at the feet of
his wife and children he was cut to pieces. In
moments like these, even a mother’s love may not
be able to preserve the mental balance against the
suddenly added weight of fear and horror. It
was so in this case. With a shrick of agony the
murdered man’s wife {led from the spot with ler
infant in her arms; and in the midst of that
wild scenc of pillage and lust and Dbloodshed
little Ekatevina was left standing alone,

It may have been some hours later—it may have
been after a day or two—a detachment of the
officers of the British Red Cross Society, in going
its rounds of mercy over this scene of carnage,
found the little girl. She was far from Dbeing
their only foundling; and in due time they, with
their band of hapless wails, followed over the
plain that heterogencous and forlorn caravan
which represented the last of the lately flourishing
town of Stara Zagora. Adrianople was their ob-
jective point; and there the Red Cross doctors,
after all inquiries dictated by humanity and
prudence, handed little Ekaterina into the care
of a benevolent Armenian family.

For three or four years the poor Bulgarian
orphan was kindly treated in her new home.
Perforce she had to learn Armenian; and the
little that she knew of her own language soon
slipped away entirely from her through lack of
use. IIer adopted parents did mot conceal from
her that she was Bulgarian. They also told her,
what they had learned from the Red Cross doctors,
that she was from the village of Dérékeny, in the
Stara Zagora district. DBut they were not able to
tell her what her father’s name was: and the

oor child herself was unable to supply the in-
formation. But at the end of three or four years
business reverses came upon her foster-father. Ile
removed to Constantinople ; and there, unable any
longer to maintain the stranger child with his
reduced income and higher cost of living, he
passed her over to a trusted friend of his own |
nationality who lived in that great Asiatic quarter
of Counstantinople—Scutavi.

Ekaterina was now about nine years old. Her

not be found. Accordingly, they betrothed their
Hampartsoun to this Slavonic maiden of Armenian
tongue; and when they reached the ages of seven-
teen and sixteen respectively, they were married
amid much quiet rejoicing.

In 1692, four years after her marriage, there
chanced to reach the ears of this young wife the
news that there was a Bulgarian family living in
their district in Scutari. She had no idea who
they were or where they were from ; but a strong
desire began to take possession of her to try
whether they could not help her to find out
something about her relatives. She went to see
them, and, speaking in Turkish, told them her
story. Mr and Mrs Georgiell' welcomed her as a
sister ; and the husband, whose work tovk him
into nearly every town and village in Bulgaria,
and who had already been successful in tracing
the connections of several victims of the Bulgarian
atrocities, began with zest the task of hunting up
her friends. The case proved easier than most.
Mr Georgiefl wrote to the kmet (chief magistrate)
of Dérékeny, minutely describing everything that
might help to identification ; and he on receipt
of the letter at once called the villagers together,
read them the communication he had received,
and began to make inquiries. In a very short
time it was clicited that Ekaterina’s grandmother
was there in the village, and with her the child,
now a maiden of sixteen, that had bLeen in her
mother’s arms that day when her father was killed ;
but her mother had married a second time, and
was living in another village. The latter, how-
ever, on being communicated with, replied that if
this was really her Ekaterina, the ends of her
little fingers ought to be found to be bent. Ex-
amination was made, and this identifying proof
was at once discovered.

Mr Georgieff now wrote to Ekaterina’s friends,
sending pictnres of herself, her husband, and
their three children, and enclosing as a gift for
her mother a headkerchief whichi her husband
and she had woven and embroidered. At the
same time he said that their business was not
prospering very well, that the actions of certain
revolutionaries were causing the Armenians some
anxiety, and that they would be glad to move
into Bulgaria were it not that they were too poor
to raise funds for the journey ; he asked, therefore,
whether the friends there could not help them to
elfect the removal. But the relatives in Bulgaria,
though willing, were as poor as themselves, and
replicd that it was beyond their power to give
help. And so cach went on their own way for
other four years, with only the occasional inter-
change of news through the Georgieffs.

By the summer of 1896 a fourth child had been

new parents had a son, ITampartsoun, just a year | horn to Hampartsoun and Ekaterina ; but one of
her senior; and these two, so closely matched in | their first three had died. This was the size of
age, grew up together with the happy freedom of = their family wlen that insane attack by Armenian
Lrother and sister. The girl’s story, however, was | revolutionaries on the Ottoman Bank gave the
well known, and indeed was carefully preserved | Turkish government its pretext for a massacre of
for her suke. When Hampartsoun had reached | the Armenians of Constantinople. In two days
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and a half between six and seven thousand of
them fell. Few were the Armenians who slept
in their own homes on these fateful nights, and
for many nights beyond. Nearly every foreigner
in the city harboured his quota of refugees; and
where no foreigner was at hand, Greeks and
Bulgarians opened their houses, and, let it be
added in justice and with thankfulness, so also
did not a few of the better sort of Turk.

As soon as the first horror died down, and

before the government had fully made uE its
mind how to act, there was a great rush of

Armenians for lands of safety—distant or near ;
and one or two of the embassics and consulates
did noble work in assisting them to make their
escape. But in a few days the government had
matured its plans; and then followed weeks of
persistent, implacable hunting of the afflicted
people from house to house, filling the prisons
with them, and extorting from them by threats
and by promises all that they could wring both
of information and of ransom.

Hampartsoun had not been in any way mixed
up with the revolutionary plots ; but he well
uuderstood that innocence would be no protec-
tion to him when the relentless agents reached
his home. IHe must fly before they could lay
hands on him; otherwise his fate must be
months in prison with probable death at the end
either by illness, or on the gibbet, or through
treachery—and meanwhile, what of Ekaterina
and the children? So once more he applied to
his friend Mr Georgieff. Now this good man and
some others (foreigners and natives) had become
80 zealous in the aiding of Armenians to escape
that they had established a means of working
which might be compared in a small way to
the ‘underground railway’ of slavery times in
America. The hatred and vigilance of the Turk
could not cope with this society’s determination to
save ; and scores of men were safely passed through
its hands who might otherwise at least have
been exposed to great privations and danger. In
this way [Tampartsoun and his family were landed
beyond the reach of alarm ; and, as may naturally
be supposed, Bulgaria and the Stara Zagora village
of Dérékeny were selected as their haven of
refuge. It was not done without difficulty.
Funds had to be raised Ly private appeals ; pass-

orts and railway aud steamer franks had to
Ee applied and begged for; friends on various
points on the route had to be communicated with
who should interest themselves to help forward
the little party in its ignorance of the language
of the country. Once, through the failure to
secure the passport in time, the villagers of
Dérékeny, who had perhaps prematurcly been
communicated with, came in their wagons to
the - railway station at Nova Zagora to reccive
the refugees, but had to go back without them.
But at last all ditliculties were surmounted ; and
behold Hampartsoun, sent on by a friend in
Nova Zagora in lis own wagon, bringing
Ekaterina and their children to the village of
her birth—a stranger amongst her own kindred !
The whole village came out en féte to receive
them. Girls and youths had on their prazdnik
attire, parents brought all their children to
welcome back the lost one, the strains of the
gaida testified to the joy of the people and to
their readiness to celebrate the happy ecvent

with a dance, and in front of all moved the kmet
with his secretary to give to the proceedings the
needed touch of formality and the air of official
sanction. It was a joyful meeting. Some of the
older villagers still retained their knowledge of
Turkish, and so the awkwardness of dumb-show
was happily avoided. The grateful immigrants
were smilingly conducted to quarters that had
been prepared for them by the commune, and
were shown in triumph the heap of grain, the
stack of firewood, and the various other provisions
which thoughtful kindness had prompted the
villagers to prepare, so that their first thoughts
should not be as how they were to live.

Not many days later ITampartsoun wrote to
tell his Bulgarian friend in Constantinople that
the commune had passed over to his wife several
acres of land as her share of her father’s inherit-
ance, cight hundred piastres as the rent of these
acres during her years of abscnce, and a site in
the village where they might rear a house.  Thus
all their needs were met and their future pro-
vided for, while the special industry with which
they were acquainted—the weaving of kerchiefs
for embroidery—promised to bring them in what
might e looked upon as wealth.

And so Ekaterina, carried as a refugee child
from the home where father and friends had been
massacred, was driven back to it again—a happy
wife and the joyful mother of children—by t&le
massacre at Constantinople.

A TSAR’S GRATITUDE,
CHAPTER XX.

Puiriror and his companion hastened to obey the
advice of the wounded Colya. Summoning the
old woman who had admitted them into the
house, they hastily bade her remain beside the
couch of the sufferer; then Doonya cautiously
opened the front door and looked well up and
down the dark street. So far as could be scen,
there was no one within =ight or hearing, and the
two conspirators—for Philipof felt like a con-
spitator, though he did not clearly understand
whom or what he was conspiring against —togetho r
passed rapidly down the road.

¢To Kirilofs first, whixpered Doonya; ‘he is
the doctor, you know. I fear he will not do
much for poor Colya ; but he must do his best.
Down this street—Colya asked for a notary—he
wishes to make his will, poor fellow ; lie has not
much to leave ! Stop, in here, quickly.” Doonya
had suddenl grasped the arm of her companion
and dragged him within the gateway of a large
house ; here she pushed him into the shadow of
a portico within the yard, and waited a moment,
finger to lip. ¢Did you see?’ she whispered
presently.

¢See what?’ asked Philipof, whose heart was
beating rapidly, though he did not know why ;
he ]wﬁ7 caught the agitation of his companion
without knowing its cause.

‘The Dbloodhounds, Doonya whispered back.
¢They are off on the trail alveady. In fmlf—an-lwur
from” now my home and Colya’s also will be
visited and turned topsy-turvy by them ; prob-
ably others too. Now we can go on—come !’
Cautiously the pair stepped past the sleeping
figure of the dvornik, who sat snoring on his
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bench at the front gate, wrapped, though it was
now the middle of summer, in his sheepskin,
This time Kirilof’s house was safely reached.

It was nearly midnight by this time, but some
sort of distinctive knock given by Doonya soon
brought the doctor himself to the door, dressed in
deshabille and evidently roused from his slumbers.
ITe started violently to see Doonya accompanied
by a stranger.

¢Great Heaven, Doonya,’ he cried—instantly
closing the door behind her after a hasty glance
down the stairs—¢what’s the matter? Who is
this? Has anything happened ?’

¢ Much, said Doonya; ¢this is a good friend.
Colya and I were seized by three of the blood-
hounds as we came from you know where ; this
gentleman delivered us out of their hands, for
which may God give him a heavenly kingdom.
But Colya is dying, I fear; they stabbed him
when they found they could not take him alive ;
he is now lying awaitinlg you at committee-room
No. 4. Go at once. He wants a notary—take
one with you.’

‘A notary 7’ repeated the doctor. ‘What for?
Is it safe, Doonya? Ilas he funked? It is not
a dying confession, is it ?’

¢Come, Kirilof, you should know poor Colya
better than that, said the girl. ‘He is a fool,
no doubt, but his heart is as true as steel ; Colya
is no coward. Take a notary with you ; it is his
dying wish.’

Kirilof shook his head dubiously, as though he
did not altogether approve of the commission.
Nevertheless he presently did as he was bidden,
and repaired—ax quickly as he could dress himself
and summon the man of law, who likewise had
to be awakened and dressed—to the house which
Doonya had described as committee-room No. 4,

With the permission of the reader, we will now
follow his movements, leaving Philipof and his
companion for the present to think over the
problem of where to find a safe place of conceal-
ment for Doonya, to which somewhat embarrassing
undertaking Sasha was more or less committed
by the parting injunctions of the wounded
man.

Kirilof hastily made an cxamination of the
student, whom he found undoubtedly sinking,
though still full of the natural or assumed gaicty
and verve which he habitually wore, and whic?l
were never thrown off even at the most serious
moments,

¢Well, he said as Kirilof finished his examina-
tion ; “it’s a pretty hole, isn’t it? Iow long will
you give me to make my will #’

Poor Colya struggled gamely to conceal the
agony which the exertion of talking was causing
him.  Kirilof shook his head sympathetically.

you there? Will the doctor’s witness be sufficient,
or must a third party be called in %’

¢It would be as well to have another witness if
your communication is to be of importance,’ said
the man of law.

¢It is of the highest importance,’ said Colya;
¢you will be quite surprised to learn what exalted
personages are to be associated with my last
dying confession’——

¢Colya, said Kirilof hoarsely, ‘what are you
saying?’ The doctor looked pale and haggard, and
his hand trembled as he laid it upon the wounded
man’s arm. ‘This gentleman is not a priest, he
is a notary. If you ﬁave anything to confess’—
Colya laughed quite merrily.

“Oh, it’s all right, he said, returning the
surgeon’s meaning look ; ‘mine is a mere personal
statement ; I am going to do a stroke of tardy
justice.—Call in the gendarme, Mr Notary ; he
will do excellently well for a witness—particularly
well I’ The notary left the room in search of the
night policeman. Kirilof spmn% to Colya's bed-
side as soon as the door was closed. .

¢Colya,” he said, ¢ what devilry is this? I warn
you solemnly that at the first suspicion of treachery
in your confession I shall find means to open
your wound ; your vile life shall go out before
your lips have compromised the party. It is
a base end to die betraying those who have
trusted you: think of Doonya—think of the
great cause and all you have done for it already.’

‘Oh Kirilof, what a delightful coward you
are !’ laughed the moribund man ; ‘upon my life,
I am grateful to you for treating me to this last
little bit of comedy ! You are giving me a merry
send-oft ! Cheer up, my friend ; Doonya is all
right ; so is the cause; so are you, which is, I
faney, the main point of this heroic of yours! I
shall give away none of my friends, don’t fear ; it
isn’t like me. I have a fad to do some one a good
turn, that’s all; and, in doing him this good turn,
to saleguard Doonya at the same time; that’s
all, I swear it.  So, for Icaven’s sake, leave my
bandages alone (ill I have done with the notary ;
let & man make a good end if he desires it
Come !’

Kirilof was but half-satisfied with this explana-
tion ; but further consultation was impossible,
since at this moment the lawyer returned ac-
companied by a retiring and very grimy-looking
policeman, who first crossed himself vehemently
as his eyes fell upon the wounded man, and then
expectorated wit}x cqual vehemence. It may be
added that he kept up both actions steadily and
in striet rotation during the whole time he was
present in the chamber.

¢Now, Mr Notary,” said Colya, ‘are you ready!
Pen and paper of the best,” please; you will

¢An hour or two, my friend, he said ; ‘I fear admit that the quality of the materials should be
, My | | Y

I cannot promise you more than that.
this foolery about your will? Do not vex your-
self Dy talking--it will give you additional pain
and also hasten your end.’

‘Be quict, Kirilof, and get the vodke out of
the cupboard yonder ; the committee will not
grudge me a drop under the circumstances. Ah!’
he continued, ‘that’s better; I'm not sure that
I should not like to live on a bit for the sake of
the wodka ; however, the next existence is to be
altogether in a spirit-world, isn’t it? There’s a
comfort in that thought !—Now, Mr Notary, are

What is |, guod when you hear me begin.’

‘I am all ready,” said the notary, ‘and I dare
say my paper is good enough ; it is the usual legal
stufl. .

“Write then from my dictation: To Tis
Imperial Majesty the Emperor Alexander 1L,
Tsar of all the Russias, Poland, Finland, and all
manner of other places and things which rightly
belong to other people. ITave you got that?’

The mnotary glanced at Kirilof in order to
gather from the doclor’s face some light as to
whether he was to take down the words of this

'E']
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dying lunatic. Kirilof, sitting on the couch |and profoundly satisfied that his miserable failure
beside Colya, gave a gesture of assent. After all, of alife had been the brilliant career of a truly
Colya might enjoy a dying bit of foolery, so long ' great and enlightened reformer.

as it was harmless; means could be found, if
necessary, to secure that his dictated nonsense
went no farther than the stove door once he was
dead! The gendarme continued his expectora-
tions freely ; you could judge of the workings
of his mind Ly the loudness and frequency of
those exercises.

CHAPTER XXI.

During the rapidly-moving events of the last
hour or so, Philipof, though constantly in the
, society of his_companion, whom lhe had heard
; addressed as Doonya, had had mno leisure to

Colya continued to recite : s observe her.  When, however, Kirilof the surgeon

‘Your Majesty may recall a certain episode  left the pair in his apartment to consult as to
which occurred four years ago or more, close to , their next move, Sasha had time to take a good
the Summer Gardens, when your most Gracious look at the lady intrusted to his care, and was
and Christian Person was shot at and unfortun- 'greatly struck with her appearance. Doonya,
ately missed by a person in the crowd. Two in- though not strictly beautiful, possessed a certain
dividuals were quickly arrested and imprisoned in charm of expression which caused even those
the fortress. One of these was actually the author who knew her best to wonder, now and again,
of the attempt ; the other was the individual to how it was that they had never noticed how ex-
whose action your Majesty owes its invaluable tremely handsome she was. Ier face was full of
existence. One fired, while the other turned intelligence and sympathy ; it was rather the face
aside the bullet. With beautiful impartiality of a madonna than of a conspirator; and yet,
both were punished as criminals. Your Majesty ' judging from the circumstances under which he
will understand that, in my natural anger with  had met her and from the few words she had let
the officious person who by pushing my arm in- fall, Philipof was obliged to conclude that a con-
terfered with my intentions with regard to your ' spirator of some kind she was. Sasha had little
sacred person, I did not at that time take steps  sympathy with the conspiring order of minds;
to justify my companion in misfortune ; indeed | conspiracies were not at all in his line—quarrel-
I may say that I viewed with satisfaction your lingwas; he was as combative as the most quarrel-
Majesty’s treatment of your preserver, as welcome ' some could desire ; but he was averse to plots and
evidence of that splendid regard for justice which | intrigues, and he liked to conduct his quarrels in

is the attribute of all kings, and of yourself
especially. At the same time this person’s
presence in the fortress was convenient because
your Mujesty’s officials were unwilling to hang
both of us and too indolent to ascertain which
of us coull be hanged with propricty. Your
Majesty will grieve to learn that I am now dying,
stabbed by one of the members of your Majesty’s
secret-police force, while escorting an innocent
lady through the strects of the city. Your
Majesty will be glad to learn the name of your
preserver, and as for me, I no longer possess any
motive for concealing it, since in a few moments
I shall pass out of the reach and jurisdiction of
despotisms and autocracies. Accordingly, I here-
by offer my affidavit that on my own initiative
and for my own purposes, at the place and date
afore-mentioned, Fﬁred upon your Majesty, and
that Alexander Philipof not ouly was innocent of
connivance in the act, but actually turned aside
the bullet, exactly as he affirmed at the time,
thereby unfortunately preserving your Majesty’s
life; for which blunder he was very properly
conveyed to prison and kept there for four years
with other political offenders. There,’ continued
Colya, ‘that ought to be a state document, to be
preserved in the archives. Let me sign it, and
you can read it over and witness it, all of you.
The notary read over the ridiculous produc-
tion, the last effort of foolishness and vanity of
which poor foolish Colya should ever be guilty,
and the paper was signed by all present and
handed to the gendarme for delivery to the
prefect at his distvict oftice. Then ihat official
and the notary took their departure, and Kirilof
remained to draw the curtain upon the tragedy-
comedy of poor Colya’s life. IIe did not have to
wait long, for the little student soon sank after
his snpreme effort. IHe died perfectly happy,
convinced that he was making an exemplary end,

the open light of day. Philipof greatly approved
of the appearance of his new friend, and for this
reason was anxious to put himself right with her
without delay. He therefore plunged ‘into the
"middle of things’ as soon as Kirilof had left
the coast clear. ¢My name is Philipof,) he suid,
‘and T was once an officer in a first-rate infan-
try regiment—the Okhot<k. I think the student
whom you called Colya may have explained to
you how it is that I am no longer attached
to that corps; and this exhausts my personal
history. Can you tell me anything ahout your-
self? Tt is as well that I should know who and
what you are, in order that I may be enabled to
judge what to do with you, and whom to fear,
and what hiding-places to avoid.

Doonya gazed carnestly into his eyes for a
moment, then she smiled and Dblushed a little.
“I'see you are to be trusted,’ she said, ‘and there-
fore, though I am entirely ignorant of your vicws,
I shall tell you who is the dangerous person you
have been asked to protect. Since you found me
in the society of Nicholas Smirnof, of whom you
know something, you will not be surprised to
learn that Iam one of the Discontented.” Doonya
paused, as though expecting some comment upon
this revelation.
| T guessed that much,’ Philipof observed.
you as—asg extreme in your views as he ¥’
. “You would say, if you were not too polite, “ Are
"you as mad as poor Colya?” No, 1 do not lay
“claim to anything like the energy and enthusiasm
of our poor student, though I Delong to the same
"secret society of which he is also a member.
Colya was always a trouble to the chicfs of his
“party, for he was ever in favour of extreme
" measures, and had no patience with those who
advocated more peaceful methods of agitating for
'needed reforms. You will be surprised to hear
. that he was chosen for the work he endeavoured

¢Are
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but failed to do nearly five years ago, not so much Mate, for T shall be a source of danger to my

becanse the Society wanted the Tsar out of the.
way, but because Colya was a trouble to the party,
and the party therefore wanted Zim out of the!
way. It seems unkind to say so; but there are
those of the brotherhood who will not be sorry to
hear of to-night’s catastrophe.’ It was a relief to
Philipof’s mind to learn that Doonya was, as she |
expressed it, not so mad as the wounded Nicholas
Smirnof.

‘But how come you to meddle with politics ;
especially with so dangerous a school of politicians |
as this with which you appear to be connected ¥’
he asked. ‘I beg your pardon,” he added, seeing
that his companion appeared distressed ; ‘I have
no right to ask it; }orgive me, and leave the
question unanswered.’

¢No; you have every right to an answer,” said |
Doonya, smiling; ‘and I have no objection to
confiding my secret to you, except that the story !
is to me somewhat painful. My mother was a '
very beautiful woman’——

‘That I can very easily believe, said Philipof
politely.

¢The daughter of a Moscow bourgeois. One
day the late Tsar Nicholas—I think it was the
year before he became Tsar—saw and noticed my |
mother as she entered the church of St Michael. ;
The Tsarevitch was struck with her beauty, and
sent an aide-de-camp to learn her name and
address. Shortly alter this a situation was offered i
to my mother in the palace ; it was a respectable
situation. I think it was that of superintendent
of the table and bed linen, and the salary was
high, My mother accepted it gladly, for trade
was Dbad, and her old father would be thankful
for the assistance she would now be enabled to
offer him. But very soon my poor grandfather
was suddenly overtaken by misfortune. The
police invaded his premises and accused him of
selling merchandise which was not what it pre-
tended to be, and of passing false money, and
other malpractices, of all of which lie was entirely
innocent. Grandfather went to Siberia, and died
there, none of his relations ever seeing him again ;
and my mother, after a long and shameful course
of persecution at the palace, escaped and marvied
my father, an officer in a regiment of the line.
The Tsar never forgave my mother, and my poor
father suffered for it. Ile received neither favour
nor justice in his profession, promotion never
came his way—poverty and persecution did, and
he died broken-}rearted while I was a small child.
Mother died also, and I was left to Jook after my-
self—very learned in the Il)olitical opinions of the
injured and oppressed, and an easy prey to those
Wflo sought recruits for the great army of the Dis-
contented, of whom there are very many in poor,
distracted Russia.’

‘Thank you,’ said Philipof; ¢it is kind of you to
open your heart in this way to a stranger. I be-
long to no secret society, though I too am one of
the Discontented ; but you need fear nothing from
me ; your story is perfectly safe in my keeping.’

¢I fnew that at first sight,’ said Doonya, smil-
ing; ‘and, besides, having saved me to-night
from I know not what horrors, you are entitled to
know anything you care Lo know about me. I
shall be in terrible danger from to-night, and if
you are wise you will only help me to find some

place of concealmnent and then leave me to my

friends, and I would not have you come to any
further harm because of us; you have already
suffered enough for the brotherhood, thanks to
poor Nicholas Smirnof.’

‘Nay, I have nothing further to louse,’ said
Philipof somewhat itterly ; ‘circumstances have
stripped me of all that made life worth living. I
am grateful to you for providing me with a new
interest in life. Can you tell me of what or of
whom you are in particulur danger at present,
and why youn were attacked to-night #’

¢There is something in the air ; some enterprise
being deliberated upon by the heads of our party ;
and the police, who have spies everywhere, have
got wind of it. The more moderate of us are not
consulted when there is talk of violence, though
we are equally bound to all decisions arrived at in
council. ~Nicholas, though not moderate, was not
consulted either, because he was too impulsive,
and was capable of ruining the best-laid plans by
ill-timed individual action. There ha({ been a
general meeting this evening, after the conclusion
of which all but the innermost circle were dis-
missed. Colya and I were walking home together
when we were attacked. Had you mnot rescued
me I should have been tortured in order to dis-
close the proceedings of the council. The police
had wind of the council, but failed to find the
rendezvous, or were unable to obtain admittance ;
therefore they pounced upon us in hopes to dis-
cover from us all the particulars of the plot they
suspect. God knows’ Doonya ended, covering
her face with her hands, ¢what would have be-
come of me if you had not rescued me, Gospodin
Philipof. May God reward you for it. I believe
in God, you see, and in many other things which
our inner circle deny altogether.’

¢ Good again,’ said Philipof ; ‘I am rejoiced that
this is so. Now, I will tell you what I have in
my mind. It appears to me that you would be
far safer out of the country than in it, and’

¢Oh no, no, no !’ interrupted Doonya ; ‘I could
not leave Russia for many reasons! I must lie
hid for a while ; that is all that is necessary.’

¢That is how we will begin at all events,’ con-
tinued Philipof. ¢Now it so happens that I can
offer you a convenient sanctuary, if {ou are not
too particular as to accommodation, where neither
the police bloodhounds nor your inconvenient
friends of the brotherhood are in the least likely
to look for you—in the cabin of one of the grain
barges, whose loadings and dischargings I super-
intend for an Enghsh firm of exporters. The
skipper of one of these barges is a married
man and a capital fellow ; he shall give you
a share of the cabin occupied by himself and
his wife. IIe can sleep on top of the grain in
the hold and she shall look after you. I shall
represent you as my sister and as anxious for
eoritude and a little sea-air. You will not mind
a trip or two to Cronstadt and back ¥’

Doonya clapped her hands with delight.

¢Come !” she said ; ¢it is splendid. God bless
you again, Gospodin Philipof—let us go at once;
I am nervous to-night and upset. Do you know,
when that policeman leld me and I thought 1
should not escape, I saw in my mind a sight Vera
Markova once showed me—she is one of our set—
her back and shoulders all scored and torn with the
knoot ; she had been through the examination

'th
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by scourge. That is what I might have suffered ;
but I should not have borne it as Vera did. I
should have given every name and betrayed every
secret. I could not bear it, Gospodin Philipof ;
let us go at once into safety!” Poor Doonya
was white and trembling at the recollection of
her escape ; she lad seized Philipofs hand con-
vulsively, and was dragging him into the strect.

It was past one o'clock and the town was

deserted save for here and there the usual

drunken brawlers and a few policemen and

tsvoschiks (droshka drivers). Philipof engaged
one of these last and got himself driven to the

rain wharfs, or rather to a point close to these.
i[ere he alighted with Doonya, and, avoiding night
watchmen and sleepy warehousemen, gunided his
companion through a maze of barges and lighters
of every size and shape until the particular craft
he sought was reacheb. The skipper was absent,
probably on bacchanalian business, but his wife
was fast asleep within the tiny cabin Dbelow.
This lady, to her inexpressible astonishment, was
awaked by the superintendent and requested to
make room for a visitor ; but with the unquestion-
ing docility of the Russian peasant she obeyed at
once and made no remarks, excepting an audible
prayer which accompanied the invariable sign of
the cross. It must be all right, she reflected, since
authority, in the person of Mr Superintendent,
ordained it. When Philipof placed a rouble in
her hand and bade her take good care of the lady
and say nothing about her presence to any single
creature in the world if she valued her place, or
her husband’s, the good woman was more than
ever convinced that everything was perfectly
natural and in order.

Then Philipof bade his charge good-night and
hastened homewards, fecling wonderfully content
and happy—more so than he had felt for five years.
Life seemed to have an object once more, and his
grievances retired for once imto the background.

DELAGOA BAY.
By Joux GEDDIE.
A arLANCE at the map of South Africa reveals
some of the reasons why Delagoa Bay is accounted
a key of the political situation in that part of the

world. In its immediate neighbourhood meet the |

territories of three out of the four civilised Powers
that share among them the region lying south of
the Zambesi. The fourth—Germany - would wel-
come nothing more gladly than a chance of plant-
ing itself in this strategic spol, and ousting from
thence Briton, Boer, and Portuguese. For Dela-

It is, however, the future rather than the
present facts of the trade of the Bay and port
that engage the thoughts of statesmen and com-
mercial speculators. Another generation will find
it of immeasurably greater importance than it is
to-day. It must grow up with the magnificent
country on the tablelands behind it, and a large
part of the tratlic and intercourse with the Dritish
colony in Rhodesia, as well as with the South
African Republic, is likely to pass through Dela-
goa Bay. This it is that explains why an obscure
and unhealthy nook of Africa should twice have
been the subject of international arbitrations, one
of them still pending ; why its history is to be
found embalmed in many Dblue-books; why it
should from time to time be made the subject
of parliamentary discussion and of alarmist news-
paper paragraphs, telling of the intrigues of this
or that Power to secure it by seizure or pur-
chase; why everybody understood the significance
of the step when, at the crisix of the recent diffi-
culties with the Transvaal, a British squadron was
moved to Delagoa Bay.

It may Le asked how it is that we were so
long in discovering the importance of Delagoa
Bay, and especially how it came about that, after
having it partly in our hands, we should have
let it go again, The same question might be put,
and would elicit a still more unsatisfactory reply,
concerning the other breaks in the continuity and
stability of our South African Empire—as, for
instance, the two Boer Republies lying north and
south of the Vaal, hoth of which were for a time
under the Dritish flag.  Rulers and governments,
especially  when they have to exercise control

, from so great a distance off as Downing Street,

cannot he expected to look deeply into the future,

or to fully appreciate all the bearings of local
facts.  South African progress, it must also be

remembered, has been made not ouly at infinite
trouble, but at enormous cost to the home country.,
There bave been times— happily the present is
not one of them—when, through native wars and
Duteh worries, the Tmperial Cabinet and the
nation have been ‘sick of South Africa.

Who could have foretold, when her Majesty
came to the throne, the immense significance
which Delagoa Bay would attain before lier reign
was over? At that time settlement from the
south had barely reached the Orange River ; much

s of the Cape Colony was still unexplored desert—

goa Bay is the finest and most capacious harbour !

on the east coast of Africa. Its geographical
position makes it the nearest point of access to

the rich gold-bearing and farming lands of the'

Transvaal, and the natural outlet of its trade.
With Pretoria, Louren¢o Marques iy already con-
nected by a line of railway, which, for political,
fiscal, and other reasons, is specially favoured by
the government of the Transvaal State. Within

the last few years the volume and value of its |

commerce have vastly increased. Quays, streets,
and public buildings have started up out of the
swamp, aud strips of foreshore that but lately

awild gume preserve as yet untouched by civi-
lised man. The discontented Poers were only
preparing  for their “trek’ into the unknown
regions beyond the Gariep; in Natal, Dingaan
ruled with authority undisputed in the room of
his father, Chaka ; Moselikatse and his Matabele
were the lords of the present Transvaal Republic ;
and a third Zulu power, the Gaza tribe, were in
possession of the conntry adjoining Delagoa Bay.
Portugal slept an enchanted sleep on the strip of
Tast Africa which she claimed on the strength of
discoveries made by her navigators ncarly three
centuries ago, and of dubious treaties with the
‘Tmperor of Monumotapa’—a sleep from which
+he has only lately been awakened by the activity
of other Powers. Iler authority in 1837 did not
extend beyond the range of the guns of her mili-
tary posts ; and Lourengo Marques had a little

might have been had for an old song are bid for | before [ailed even to keep at bay the assegais of

at ransom prices by competing syndicates.

the Zulus.
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It is unnecessary to enter far into the question | By many claims and acts the Portuguese had
of the conflicting claims of Portugal and of Great , asserted their right to this northern side of the Bay.
Britain to the southern side of Delagoa Bay—the But it was supposed that its southern shores,
Portuguese right to the territory north of the! with the Bay islands, were still open to occupa-
Espiritu Santo (the name given to the estuary of , tion ; and they lay within the limits of the
the Umbelosi River), including the site of Lourengo twenty-fifth degree of latitude, up to which in
Marques, was not disputed by us. The matter other directions the British authority established
was judicially decided by Marshal MacMahon’s | at the Cape was supposed to extend. The first
award in 1875. Dr M Call Theal is probably  indication given on the part of this country that
right in his opinion that both claims were weak, the prospective value of Delagoa Bay was recog-
but that that of Portugal was the more skilfully | nised was when, in 1822, the surveying expedition

presented. It rested chiefly on the ground of .
original discovery and of intermittent occupa-
tion ; that of Britain on more recent annexation
and concession by native tribes. The decision
turned much on the interpretation to be given
to an old treaty between Portugal and Great
Britain, in which the territories of the former
were defined as extending ‘from Cape Delgado to
the Bay of Lourengo Marques,” which Portugal con- |
tended must embrace the whole shores of that bay.

It was discovered in 1502 by Antonio da
Campo, the commander of one of the vessels of
Vasco da Gama’s squadron, whose ship, becoming
disabled, put in for shelter at this spacious inlet.
From the natives, with whom the Portuguese
began intercourse in characteristic fashion by
kidnapping, a rumour seems to have been
gathered of a great lake in the interior ; and
under the impression that the centre stream of
Espiritu Santo estuary flowed from this imagi-
nary reservoir, the discoverers lbestowed on these
walers the name of Bahia da Lagoa—the *Bay
of the Lake’—which in a moditied form it st¥l
bears. Omne gathers from the narratives of the
Portuguese voyagers that the native tribes dwell-
ing Letween the Bay and the Cape Colony were
very different, in their political and tribal divi-
sions at least, from the Kaffir races that now
occupy the region. A shipwrecked crew that
traversed the distance nearly a hundred years
later than Da Campo’s time met with not a
single tribe bearing the same name as that of
any now ecxisting ; African dynasties are of still
bricfer duration than those of Europe.

Portugal’s interest in the district was confined
to trading in ivory, slaves, and gold-dust that:
cven then came down in small quantities from
the interior. No attempt was made to exercise |

|
|
|
1

- towards the same quarter.

of Captain Owen entered it, and receiving from
the DPortuguese commandant of the fort the
assurance that the natives were not subject to
the Lisbon Government, proceeded to accept the
cession by the chief Mazeta of the land lyin

along the Tembe River, and from Makasane o

the country between the Maputa and the sea. At
the same time, as Dr Theal observes, new names
were affixed to localities; the estuary of the
Espiritu Santo was dubbed English River; the
Da Lagoa became the Dundas, which has in turn
been driven out by the old Bantu name of the
Umbelosi.

So far were the Portuguese from being in a
position at this period to combat the British
claims, that they were themselves, ten years later,
driven from their fort by the warriors of the
Gaza tribe. The question of the ownership of
Delagoa Bay did not, indeed, excite any interest
until the emigrant Dutch farmers had moved into
the country between the Vaal and the Limpopo,
with British authority following hard on the ﬁ)neels
of these runaway subjects of the Crown, as the
law then regarded them. They began eagerly
looking out for some access to the sea that would
make them finally independent of controlling
hands and troublesome taxes, to seek escape from
which they had fled into the wilderness. Natal
was closed to them when it was made into a
British colony. The next opening to sea and to
the world was through Delagoa Bay ; and in that
direction the eyes of the Boers became more and
more fixed. Other eyes, however, were turned
As the Boers trekked
northward into these dry and healthy uplands,
whose mineral wealth was as yet unsuspected,
British authority felt itself compelled to move
after them, reluctantly and with many halts; and

control over the natives, nor do objections appear | by interposing between them and the sca, prevent
to have been raised when other nations—the  the introduction of new elements that disturbed
Duteh and the British—began to visit the Bay.  our native policy and might jeopardise our hold
Thus when in 1721 an expedition from ITolland, | on South Africa. It was in pursnance of this

attracted by the report of gold-mines in the back
country, landed and built a fort—on the site of '
what is now Lourengo Marques—they were left
unmolested, and only ubnnﬂoned it some years
later on account of lack of trade and the un- |
healthiness of the spot. The Duteh, to whose
rights in South Africa this country afterwards |

policy that Captain Bickford, of H.M.S. Narcissus,
in 1861 raised the DBritish flag on Inhak and
Elephant Islands, and proclaimed the adjoining
territory annexed to the colony of Natal.

Then, indeed, moved thereto partly by the
Republic founded beyond the Vaal, whose inde-
pendence had been recognised seven years before

by the Sand River Convention, Portugal took
measures to assert her rights, and in order to
strengthen her case, took care to acquire whatever
trader who visited the spot in 1545—had been  territorial claims had been already put forward in
but a place of call and barter for the ivory and | this quarter by the Boers. The outcome of it all
slave merchants, and for an occasional official = was the arhitration, the effect of which has already
from Mozambique. It was not until 1781 that been described ; it gave to Portugal more terri-
the Portuguese founded a station on the site of | tory, lying to the south of the Bay, than she had
the old Duteh fort, and it was not until after the  asked for.

present reign began that the present town of | Thus at an carly stage of this interesting game
Lourengo Marques took its rise. iof Empire we had apparently lost one of the

succeeded, were therefore the first to attempt
the permanent occupation of Delagoa Day ; for
hitherto Lourengo Marques—so called from a
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frump cards. Not entirely, however, for in the
course of the negotiations that preceded the
arbitration a pledge was obtained from Portugal
that she would not part with the territory in
dispute to any other Power until she had given
Britain the refusal of the acquisition on the same
terms—a pledge which, as we shall see, has since
been confirmed, defined, and extended. But the
fact is that in 1872, when arbitration was agreed
upon, few people in Africa or in Europe dreamed
that any other Power would attempt to gain a
footing In the region between the Eambesi and
the Cape. Enlightenment came when, some twelve
or thirteen years later, Prince Bismarck, having
completed the unification of Germany and rid
himself of other home cares, began to look abroad
in search of a colonial empire, and through his
agents set the example of the ‘scramble for
Africa.’

In the meantime the Transvaal State had
fallen into anarchy and bankruptey ; and Sir
Theophilus Shepstone, with a few policemen at
his back, had stepped across the frontier, and had
annexed it to the British Crown. The military

wer of the Zulus had been encountered and

roken in the coast country between Natal and
Delagoa Bay. Again the winning cards were in
our hands; but again they were given up or

endangered. The Transvaal was surrendered to -
the insurgent Boers, under hurden, however, of

suzerain rights, since modified into an oversight
of foreign policy. Zululand was parcelled out
among thirteen native kinglets.
had we acted with this prodigal generosity than
we found reason to repent our want of foresight.
By a piece of diplomatic sharp practice, Germany

cut out for herself a huge cantle of territory in

South-west Africa. Economically worthless, it
is politically of the nature of a thorn in our side.
Its importance has been largely nullified by the
fact that we still hold the one useful harbour on
this coast, Walfish Bay, and that our advance in
Bechuanaland, covering the trade-route to the
north, has effectually cut off German territory
from the Boer Republics.

Very diffcrent, however, was the situation on
the eastern side, where only a comparatively
narrow band of coast country interposed hetween
the Transvaal and the Indian Ocean. From with-
out and from within sedulous efforts were made
to break through this barrier. Herr Liideritz,
the founder of Angra-Pequena, attempted to plant
another German colony in St Lucia Bay, but
was starved out. The Boers have broken the
Convention line, and have eaten their way
through a good part of Zululand towards the sea.
The rest of it we have been in time to place
definitely under our flag; and by agreement with
Portugal we have joined up the territories of the
two Powers, by parting Tongaland between them.
The recent surrender of Swaziland to the Pretoria
Government has brought it nearver than ever to
Delagoa Bay ; and the Transvaal had also the
Of)portunity of acquiring ¢ way-leave’ for an
alternative line of railway and of access to the
sea through British Tongaland to Kosi Bay, as
a_coundition of joining a South African Customs
Union.

But fate and circumstances have in the mean-
time diverted these schemes and made Lourengo
Marques more than ever the ‘vulnerable point’

And no sooner

lof South-east Africa. Three main factors have
"yet to be mentioned—the railway, the gold dis-
" coveries of the Rand, and the extension of British
"settlement and authority throughout the region
,from the Limpopo to Lake Tanganyika. The
! Delagoa Bay railway question is a long and per-
plexed one ; it is still under arbitration at Geneva,
l'and the award has not yet been pronounced as to
the amount of compensation due to the American
| and British projectors and investors, on account of
- the high-handed action of the Portuguese Govern-
ment In seizing the line on the ground of the
! expiry of the contracted time for completion. But
the railway itself is an important political as
, well as commercial fact. In carrying it through
the Limpopo Range and the swamp-lands beneath,
great engineering difficulties had to be overcome.
On it, under its Boer-Hollander management,
President Kruger relies as one of his mainstays
against that inrush of British influence which
has come along with the wealth drawn in almost
fabulous quantity from the quartz-veins of the
Rand. This last it is that feeds, and must con-
tinue to feed, the trade of Lourengo Marques and
increase the importance of Delagoa Bay—that
. counteracts all the obstacles, in the shape of the
“pestilential climate, the surrounding swamp and
forest, the tsetse fly, and, last but not least, the vis
inertiee of Portuguese officialdom, that Lefore stood
in the way of its prosperity. It has stimulated
also those stories, current on the Continent, of a
project by which, under cover of an extension
of the charter and powers of the Mozambique
Company, the administrative and fiscal countrol
of the Bay would be placed in the joint hands of
the Transvaal Government and of a syndicate
of Berlin capitalists—in breach of the spirit, at
least, of the E‘ondon Convention and of the Anglo-
Portuguese treaty of June 1891, under which
the right of pre-emption is extended to all the
possessions of Portugal south of the Zambesi.

These documents are among the strong cards
that are left us; and they need to be played with
care and finesse as well as vigour. But besides
and beyond, as assurance that no lever inserted at
Delagoa Bay or elsewhere will break up our South
African Empire, there is the northern spread of
British settlement and enterprise, up to and
beyond the Zambesi; there is our paramount
ower on the sen, Who holds the sea holds
! elagoa Bay, and South Africa, ‘in the hollow
of his hand.’

‘AND PARTY?
By . F. AELL.
IN TWO CHAPTERS.—CHAPTER I.

, Joux THoMPSON, late (not very late) sergeant in
| 1ler Majesty’s 200th, now coachman to Colonel
{ Oxenden, also late of the 200th, now of the
" Grange, Puddleham, Hopshire, was hurrying
towards Thrudown IIall, residence of Squire
. Lomax, two miles away, with a note. He was
"hurrying as fast as his vortliness and the ice-
“bound roads would let him, partly to keep him-
self warm, and partly because it was past twelve
o’clock mid-day, and upon his leaving the Grange
gates a strident female voice had commanded him
to be on no account late for the family meal at
| one.
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John Thompson had passed the ¢Golden Ball
Inn’—a rare performance on his part—and had
but a few hundred yards to go when he saw
sauntering from the direction of Thrudown Hall
a tall, good-looking man of five and forty or
thereabouts, with whose figure he seemed to be
familiar, and so he shifted the note from his left
hand to his right, and prepared to give the mili-
tary salute.

1t is a small world, and as John Thompson got
nearer, lie said to himself :

¢ Blessed if it ain't !—But no, it can’t be. But
it is ! Blessed if it ain’t the black capting !’

The two figures met. Thompson, being in a
hurry, would have passed on with a salute, but
the other stopped him with a cheery

¢Why, Thompson, who’d have thought of
running across you lere? TWhat are you
doing ¥’

¢Coachman to Colonel Oxenden, sir, replied
the old sergeant at stifl attention.

“The deuce you are! Why, I didn’t know
lie’d come to vegetate down here. Well, how do
you like it? e was considered a hard one,
wasn’t he 7’

‘He kep’ up the name of the regiment, sir,
replied the sergeant.

“Yes, ves, of course. Well now, tell me about
yourself, said the captain, crossing his leg, and
leaning on his stick with the air of a man ready
for a long chat.

¢ Perhaps you’ll excuse me, sir, replied the
sergeant ; ‘I’ve a most particular note here to
deliver at the ’all, sir. The mistress is took with
the influenza, sir, and they can’t come to the ball
at Squire Lomax’s to-morrow night.’

‘Dear me ! 1’m sorry for that. I’m staying at
the Hall for the ball, and I should have tried to
meet the colonel again after so many years. Any
answer to the note ¢’

‘No, sir. Leastways I hadn’t orders to wail
for one. But I had oughter be getting on, sir,
with your leave’

¢Give me the note. I’m going back to lunch
now, and the squire shall have it directly he
comes in.’

‘You’re very good, sir, thank you.
save me a quarter of an how

So the sergeant handed the note to the captain,
saluted, and was making the right-abont turn
when the caplain said :

¢Oh, I say, Thompson, don’t say you've scen
me. I’ll drop in and surprise the colonel—per-
haps this afternoon.

¢ Very well, sir.  Good-morning, sir.’

And back he trotted, much relicved that he
would be in time for dinner, and would thus
slave off the emptying upon his head of the vials
of Mrs Thompson’s wrath, which nothing could
excite more effectually than the spoiling of a
dinner on account of unpunctuality.

But for John Lomax the world in this corner
of Hopshire would have jogged very drowsily
and uneventfully on its road. Although not
ranking with, or pretending to rank with the
established ITopshire families —that is, with
people who, having lived on the soil for a few
gencrations, regarded every mor¢ recent arrival
as an intrader, he did a great deal more for his
neighbourhood than did most of the clect for
theirs. Blessed with an ample fortune, he made

It would

the best use of it—contributed to the well-being
and happiness of all around him. Hence, the
two dances he gave during the winter season were
affairs of a great deal more than local importance,
and local caste was annually regulated by the fact
of having Leen or not having Dbeen invited to
them.

¢Colonel and Mrs Oxenden and party ’ were, of
course, regularly invited, and as the colonel and
the squire and their respective ladies were,
although living within two miles of each other,
close friends, the regret of the Colonel and Mrs
Oxenden at being disappointed at the last minute
were as genuine as was that of the equire and
Mrs Lomax that they could not come.

¢ The poor thing has evidently written the note
from her sick-room,” remarked Mrs Lomax. ¢She
writes so beautifully as a rule, and this is not at
all her hand. She hopes we will welcome her
“party ” a great [riend of her hushband’s, Major
Clifford.

¢Of course we will,” said the squire ; ¢we have
none too many men as il is, and the colonel’s
friends are always good fellows.

At eleven o'clock the next night the old-
fashioned hall at the squire’s, converted into
a ballroom, presented a pleasant and Dbrilliant
scene.  Everybody worth knowing for miles
around was there, and the neighbourhood was
famous for pretty girls, although it deplored, in
common with most rural distriets, a paucity of
young men. The music was good, the floor was
good, the room was well-lighted, all the company
danced, and the old house, with its numberless
nooks and corners, was admirably adapted for
these between-dance téfe-a-tétes which are the
most fatal nets for suseeptible youth,

Major Clifford had arrived carly, and with that
case which the social side of military life so gene-
rally teaches, was very soon as much at home in
this room full of people whom he had never seen
in his life before as a native of the soil. Stay—
there was one person with whom le seemed to be
acquainted. This was a stylish woman of between
thirty and forty, whose face, which had been
beautiful, bore upon it that impress of hardness
and indilference which so sm-o}y comes after a
life in the world.  When Clifford entered the
room she saw him, and the colour fled from her
cheeks in an instant.  Wlhen he saw ler, he
raised his eyebrows and smiled, very slightly, but
meaningly.  He was afterwards introduced to
Mrs lnderby, but he did not ask her for a dance
nor did they meel again during the evening.

The principal object of his altention was the
squire’s youngest daughter, Lletty, a pretty girl of
cighteen, who was evidently as much attracted
by the quict, well-bred talk and manner of the
Grange representative as he was impressed by her
charms,

That he had already danced with her three
times, and the night was yet young, had not
escaped the notice of Mrs Lomax, who at once
with maternal solicitude, and with a wise maternal
air of indifference, set to work to find out all
about him. In this she signally failed, for she
happened not to ask the only person in the room
who really did kncw anything about him.

After Major Clifford’s third waltz with Ietty
Lomax he led her upstairs to one of the before-
alluded-to alcoves, a dainty little corner, luxu-
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riously cushioned, screened from the vulgar gaze

" fairly begun, and ascended the stair to the retreat

by artfully-arranged grecnery, and dimly lit by a * under the leaves.

quaint Japanese lantern.

_‘]You must be very fond of this old house,’ he
said.

¢‘ITam; Iloveit. And indeed it is an interest-
ing old place. I believe it is historical, but I am
ashamed to say you must not examine me too
closely as to this. At any rate it has a ghost.

¢Good ! One of the usual English country-
house ghosts, I suppose,’” said the major. ¢ Party
in white, with a pale face, sad eyes, and all the
rest of it 7’

¢No. It is a man in a long cloak, and he
haunts the landing outside mother’s bedroom door.’

¢ How interesting !’

¢Do you think so? Well, T suppose there’s
too much of the New Woman in me to see the
fascination of ghosts. But come and see his scene
of action.

So the major followed the girl up the broad
staircase, at the top of which she turned to the
left, and entered a dimly-lighted region of nooks
and corners, and sharp turns, and steps which
went up, and others which went down, until she
stopped opposite a door which she opened,
saying :

¢ This is mother’s room.’

Major Clifford peeped respectfully into a large
lofty room, no small portion of which was occu-
pied by one of those funereal beds in which our
ancestors loved to entomb themselves with such
ceremony night after night. Otherwise the room
was simply the perfectly-appointed sleeping-
chamber of a refined Englishwoman.

¢The ghost comes along the passage,” whispered
the girl, with a mock air of awe and mystery,
‘enters the room, walks up to the dressing-table
in the bow-window, stands for a moment, and
walks back.’

She looked at her companion as she spoke,
and noting that his keen dark eyes were taking
in every detail of the room, said :

¢Yes; it’s awfully untidy.
ing at it ; but-we didn’t finish dinner until late,
and there was rather a rush to get ready for the
dance.’

¢I suppose the ghost is so far orthodox that
he only pays these visits at certain fixed times?’
said the major.

€O dear, no !’ replied the girl. “Ile comes at
all sortx of odd times. 1le’s been seen here in
broad daylight.’

¢Huve you ever seen him ?” asked the soldier.

¢No—Dbut —oh, T say, there’s the music, and
my partner will be hunting for me high and
low !? exclaimed the girl.

So they hastened back to the daneing room.

‘We are engaged for number fifteen, I think 9’
said the major, as he resigned lletty to her
partner.

Hetty nodded and smiled, and they separated.

Ou the eve of number fifteen dance, more than
half an hour later, Hetty said to Major Clifford :

¢I’m going to ask you a favour.’

¢Consider 1t as granted,” said the major, bowing,.

‘Do you mind sitting out this dance with me?
I want to ask you something.

¢With pleasure. Shall we go to our alcove?’

‘Yes

So they slipped away as soon as the dance was |

I
I =ee you 're look-

I ‘You know Mrs Enderby, I think ?—I mean

vou have met her before this evening?’ said the

! girl when they were seated.

| The major bowed affirmation.

¢Who is she ?’
I ¢Wife of Enderhy of the P. W. D. Ile’s on
the frontier. I met them at Dumdum three or
| four years ago. Why do you ask 2’

¢ Because she has been asking about you.
boaweny

¢And of course all I could say was that I had
_never met you before this evening, and that you
were staying at C'olenel Oxenden’s.

‘Does che know the colonel 7°

¢XNo. She is the “And Party ” from the Towers
at Crashford. That fat man and the florid
"woman are her introducers—Mr and Mrs Car-
negie. We don’t know much about them, but
mother always asks them to one of owr dances.
' Now, Major Clifford, dow’t answer this question
"unless you choose, and don’t think me imperti-
"nent for asking it. Ilas she any particular reason
 to dislike you ?’

The major examined his shoes, and did not
reply for a moment. Then le said:

¢She ought not to have—certainly not.
why do you ask 7’

¢Well, there was something in the tone of
her inquiries about you, not in what she actually
said, which made mie wonder, replied the girl.

¢What did she say ?’

¢She asked who you were—who “that cavalry-
looking man” was, she put it, and how long vou
had lived in these parts, and what you were doing
‘now that vou had left the service.’

‘Left the service? Who told her I hal left
the service 7 Well, anyhow, there s nothing very
| spiteful in all that.

¢No. But, as | said, women always judge what
other women mean, not from the actual words
; they use, but from their way of saying them.

“Well, Miss Lomax, so far from having a spite
against me, Mrs Enderby ought to regard me as
"a very great Lenefactor, although 1 say so who
should not”

¢ Why—did you save her life, or what 1’

¢ No-—]—er—-saved something which is often
more precious than life.

¢ Will you explain, Major Clifford ?°

The major hesitated, as if balancing in his
| mind the course he should pursue. Then, with
fa sudden movement, he cllxungcd his leaniug-

forward po-ture for an erect position, and facing
full hiz companion, said:

i ¢Miss Lomax, as Mrs Enderby has given you
I'the idea of being spiteful to me, and she may
possibly say something spiteful about me, I must
take you into my confidence. Now please under-
stand that only upon your assurance that what
I say shall go no further, T will tell you what
I know about Mrs Enderby.

The girl gave the required assurance.

¢Mrs Enderby was very well known in India
as a woman who thoroughly meant to enjoy life,
and in India that is associated with a good deal
that in England is considered fast. She preferred
the society of men—of a certain style of men—
to that of women, and was known as the Gay
Grass Widow everywhere, and entered heart and
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soul into their pursuits. Well, there was a good
deal of high play at the station just then)
¢Card-play do you mean ?’

The major nodded, and continued.

¢Men can’t be blamed for seeking excitement
when they’re exiled away in a bad climate,
hundreds of miles from life; nor can women,
when they keep within bouunds, but Mrs Enderby
went the pace. At any rate, she was always at
the baccarat table, and she won so consistently
that I watched her, and—I don’t think I need say
any more.’

‘I’'m afraid I’m very stupid, said the girl.
¢What then ¥’

¢ Well—she didn’t play quite as ladies and
gentlemen are usually supposed to play.

“You don’t mean to say that she cheated ?’

‘I do. But, Miss Lomax, please remember—
she had her lesson. I spoke to her quietly about
it.  She renounced the cards, became another
woman, and is, T believe, an excellent wife and
a devoted mother. There! I’'m sorry to tell
such a story about a guest in your house, but in
self-defence I must, for, of course, she can never
forgive me for having found her out. Let us
change the topic.

After supper ITetty Lomax came up to Major
Clifford and said :

‘Mrs Enderby and her friends have gone.
Their excuse was that being such a fearful night,
they were afraid the roads would be blocked with
snow if they stayed later.’

‘TU’m afraid, then, that you think my presence
here has something to do with their departure ?’
said the major.

¢ Well, I dare say she was uncomfortable,’ replied
Hetty.

The major and Miss Lomax were not together
until the last dances on the programme came.
When they met for the final waltz, the major said :

¢Strange that you should have spoken about
that ghost, for, as I was taking Miss Lemarchant
to a seat in the uppermost alcove, during supper,
I saw something very like your friend going along
the passage from the direction of Mrs Lomax’s
room, although, if you hadn’t told me it was a
man, I should have called it a woman.

¢ Probably one of the maids, said Hetty, ¢ trans-
formed by your imagination into a ghost.

After the dance the major took his leave, and
ITetty Lomax heard with genuine regret that he
was leaving Colonel Oxenden’s the next day for
Ireland, for, although nothing approaching flirta-
tion even had passed between them, he had won
her esteem by his unaflected, easy manliness, his
interesting talk, and lastly, perhaps not leastly,
his perfect dancing. Aud so, charged with num-
berless messages to Colonel Oxenden and his
invalid wife, the major went out into the wild
wintry night.

The party broke up soon after his departure,
but the story of the evening was not quite com-
plete.

Hetty Lomax could not get Mrs Enderby out
of her mind, and, unaccountably, with ler she
associated the feminine ¢ghost’ seen by Major
Clifford. Some impulse sent her flying up to her
mother’s room, whence she presently appeared,
pale as death, and said to her mother, who was
seated with her father discussing the dance :

¢ Mother, when you changed your dress after

dinner, did you leave your diamonds on the
dressing-table ?’

‘Yes, dear—why ?’

¢ Because they are gone !’

GARDENER AND POTTER.

WiLrray MoRris once described artists as men
whose ‘only idea of happy leisure was other work
just as valuable to the world as their work-a-day
work.” This same conception of °happy leisure’
must have been evolved by Firth of Kirkby Lons-
dale, long years ago, for his spare time for the
last ten years has been as fully occupied by
beautiful and valuable work as his working
hours. .

Born at Thornhill near Dewsbury soon after
i Queen Victoria came to the throne, he was
_brought up as a gardener, and served in various
, situations in different places, among them Kirkby
Lonsdale, to which place an offer of the situation
of gardener to a resident brought him about ten
years ago. Soon after he had settled down, the
first evening art classes were instituted there,
| under the auspices of the Home Arts and Indus-

tries Association ; and Firth, who had already
been led by the born artist’s longing for self-
expression to try his hand at stone-carving, was
jone of the first to join the wood-carving class,
, where his long-hidden talent soon showed itself.
ITowever, as his work in the drawing and model-
i ling classes, which he was obliged to attend,
showed that his real gift lay rather in modelling
with his hands than with the carver’s tools, he
and some others were set to decorate the clay
pots and vases obtained by the promoters of the
' elasses (Mr and Mrs Alfred Iarris) from a neigh-
| bouring pottery. The students tried their hands
at pot-making as well as decorating, and some of
' Firtl’s attempts proved so successful that they
were fired.

The difficulties attendant on the transit of
such delicate wares six miles to and fro were so
great, owing to the many breakages and heavy
expense, that the attempt was on the point of
being given up in despair when the position
was saved by Firth himself, who constructed a
wheel and obtained leave from the gas company
to fire his pottery in a disused retort at their
works.  With these appliances he worked on
steadily for some time, attending the drawing-class
regularly, and studying all the antique models
and photographs of (ireek, Pompeian, Jrench,
and German poitery so abundantly supplied to
him by his patrons. Lventually, as his talent
"proved itself well worth encouraging, a suitable
" kiln was provided for him, and he began to yglaze
and colour his pottery, in both of which arts he
has made great progress, some of his colouring
being worthy of all praise. After the persevering
and patient study of years, his work is now excel-
lent ; and when one realises that his appliances
and kilns are still ‘home-made,’ and that he has
had no professional training in the management
of his materials, even greater credit is due to him
fov the good and artistic pottery he produces. All
is not plain sailing in a potter’s life. Many are
the mishaps in firing, and often in the past the
labour of weeks has been utterly destroyed in the
kiln.  Still these disappointments, so heart-
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rending in their frequent occurrence in earlier | the first exhibition of the Scottish Home Indus-

days through his ignorance of technical diffi-
culties, are gradually being surmounted by
patience and increased skill, and it is hoped that
they will by degrees become less frequent and
disastrous.

Year by year specimens of his work have been
exhibited at the aunual exhibition of the IIome
Arts and Industries Association, where they have | carving. In fact there is no class of men who
invariably gained awards and medals, the climax ; have a Dbetter chance of developing artistic
having been reached in 1895, when he carried off ' qualities if they choose to take it, their actual
the association’s much-coveted gold cross. They | daily work bringing them into contact with
have also received many favourable notices at the  Nature in all her beauty of form and colour,
numerous local exhibitions to which they have thus providing for them the very training which
been sent during the last few years. One of his | all artists regard as absolutely essential to their
finest vases was presented to the Duchess of York | own success.
on her marriage by a member of parliament, and
the Princess of Wales and several other members ;
of the Royal Family have specimens of his work |
bought by themselves at various times. TheII' . first day ab Cou I was sitti
crowning triumph, however, which his skill has | T was my first day ab Lognac. was sitting
achieved came to him through the purchase of 3t 2 window in the Hotel de France looking at
eight vases, adapted by him from clussic forms, by ' the statue of Francis the First, which forms the
the South Kensington Museum Science and Art centrepiece of the square, when I was startled
Department, and the Schools of Art at Birmingham | by a rapid series of detonations which I took at

tries at Aberdeen by a gardener at Broughty
Ferry, and all over the northern kingdom gar-
deuncr’s baskets made by themselves are excellent
in form and quality. Professor Herkomer’s
drawing-room is adorned by an exquisite piece of
lmodelled copper, the work of Ads gardener, and
many possess prizes won for proficiency in wood-

BRANDY-FARMING IN CHARENTE.

and Leicester, as models for their students.

Some years ago he ceased to garden for others,
starting a small market-garden of his own, and
dividing his time Dbetween it and the pottery.
Within the last year, that also has been given
up, the demand for his pots being so great that
the due carrying out of orders requires all his
time. As he has now three kilns and a good
wheel, constructed for him by a young cngineer,
he is quite able to keep pace with the demand,
and his business is rapidly becoming a financial
success. A son, having developed a decided turn
for the craft, has been taken into the workshop,
and between them they produce a simple pottery
which is steadily improving in design and
quality.

Firth’s success, though so entirely the reward

of his own talent and painstuking energy, is in a |

large degree due to the help given him by the
Home Arts and Industries Association’s classes
which he attended. Without the excellent tuition
in modelling he gained there, and the ample

- supply of models so generously lent him, he could
never have gained the knowledge essential to thede-
velopment of his talent, or have become acquainted |
with the fine specimens of ancient art upon which

his own work has been built up. He is no
isolated instance of the value of the instruction
rovided by such classes. Throughout the king-
om there are craftsmen and craftswomen doing
beautiful and valuable work, who owe the foun-
dation of their success to the unwearied labour
bestowed on instructing them in the elementary
Erinciples of design and of the special craft they
ave taken up, by men and women themselves
the possessors and valuers of culture and know-

first to be pistol-shots. Visions of promiscuous
shooting of a kind common in Nevada flashed
| across me. I made cautiously for the door and
looked out gingerly into the street. Then the
| source of the mysterious noises was revealed to
me. It was nothing more formidable than a
I country farmer driving his long, narrow cart,
with two tubs of brandy of his own distilling, to
one of the Lig firms, and announcing his approach
"Ly a series of tremendous cracks from lus long-
lashed whip. The TFrench peasantry, I may
remark by the way, are inordinately fond of
cracking their whips, and perform the feat
with great dexterity ; it is a harmless amuse-
ment which, though it startles the stranger, has
no perceptible effect on the lean and patient horses,
which look as if they would hardly do more
than wink even at ‘the crack of doom.” Perched
beside the farmer on the cart was his wife. A
picturesque though homely couple they were;
both of them as Lrown as gypsies and dressed
in their ‘Sunday best’--he in his broad-brimmed,
low-crowned beaver, his white shirt, flowered
waistcoat, and sky-blue coat ; she in ler simple
stufl gown, mneat and trim as only a Irench-
woman can make herself, with the wonderful
“snow-white cap, the pride of the women of the
Charente—a structure of towering height but
' flattened and squeezed at the sides till 1t looks
i like a half-collapsed fire-balloon.

Later in the day I made closer acquaintance with
this worthy Lrandy-farmer, for I met him at the
establishment of one of the big brandy-merchants
to whom I had an introduction. He had just
sold his brandy, and to judge by the smile of
satisfaction on his shrewd, wrinkled, brown face,

ledge. Many such are voluntarily spending their | had got a good price for it. I tasted his Lrandy
own leisure in thus sharing their knowledge with  too—a perfectly colourless spirit, fiery and rough,
their poorer neighbours, the conditions of whose | but, I was told, of excellent quality, though it
work necessarily prevent them from going far | had, of course, to pass through various processes
afield to acquire the training they need to enable | of reflining and Dblending before it would Dbe fit
them to make use of the talents they possess. for consumption.

Gardeners, as a class, have much leisure during - Perhaps it may be as well to state here that
the winter months, and that some of theni spend , though a spirit called brandy is manufactured
it wisely is well known. No more beautiful |in many countrics and of many different sub-
baskets are made in the world than some sent to | stances, genuine brandy is the product only of
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the distillation of the grape. The finest and
urest brandy in the world comes only from
France, aud from one particular department of
Frauce—Charente. Nay, I may Dbe even more
precise, and say from one particular district of
that department, of which Cognac is the centre.

The brandy-merchants, whose names are famous
over the world, have their establishments in
Cognac, a little town of fiftcen thousand inlabit-
ants, nine hours’ journey by rail from Paris. A
quaint and picturesque old town it is, many parts
of it of great antigquity ; but even the modern
portions have an antique appearance; for the
stone used in building is white, and, being soft
and porous, uickly absorbs the alcololic fumes
with which the air is impregnated, so that a new
house will turn black outside within ten years
of its erection. There are hard knots in the
stone, Lhowever, which resist the chemical action
of the vapours from the vast brandy-stores, con-
taining millions and millions of gallons, and the
consequence is that all the buildings in Cognac
are of a picbald hue, which makes many of them
look older than they really are, and gives a
singular bizarre appearance to the town.

1t is to be noted that very little distilling is
done by any of the big houses in Cognac, such as
the Martells, the Ilenesseys, the Otavd-Dupuys.
They leave this process to the brandy-famrmers,
the vine-growers m the country around, cach of
whom distils the wine produced by his own vine-
yard, and sells the distilled spirit to the Cognac
merchants, who by blending the various ages
and  qualities produce the brands which are
known by their respective names in the market.
The fact is, the distillation of such a fine spirit
can neither be done on a large seale nor far
from the place where the wine has been grown.
Aud, bLesides, there is the inconvenience of carry-
ing wines in bulk which yield only oue-cighth of
their volume in brandy.

The Lrandy-farmers of Charente arve a distinct
class. Every one of them, even if he own no
more than a pateh of six or seven acres, has his
own still and manufactures his own spivit.  Most
of the stills which I saw were mere shanties of
the most primitive lyre, like Ilighland bothies
or the rude huts in which illicit ¢potheen’ used
to be, and [ dare say even now is, manufactured
in some wild parts of Ircland. The apparatus
is of the simplest kind—just a boiler, with
receiver and the ‘worm’ or serpenline, a mere
tube thrust into a big cylinder of cold water.
There are usually two of these humble stills in
operation, and wood is generally used as fuel.
\{'heu the farmer commences making his brandy

| they may be, they still retain the dress and style
; of peasants.  They make no attempt to ape the
mauners and fashions of those above them. Each
| generation is content to live as its predecessor
: did—a frugal, hard-working life, with its occasional
|holidavs and junketings, and the exercise of
, that thrift which is a French peasant’s highest
pleasure.  The pair whom I have already de-
i seribed as driving together into Cognac to sell
, their brandy may be taken as a fair sample of
the class in manners and customs.
Shrewd enough, as far as the making and keeping
of money goes, the brandy-farmer of Charente is
very simple in other matters. Of Lanks and all
similar depositories he has a wholesome dread, and
often resorts to queer devices for the security of
his savings. 1 licard of one case in which three
thousand francs in gold were found stowed away
. in an old cask, where they had been deposited by
,the farmer, who, forgetting that he Lad hidden
, the money there, had refilled the cask and sold
it to one of the large merchants, whose men
, discovered the treasure-trove by the rattling of
, the coins when they had emptied the barrel. He
|bclie\'cs in no investment except Government
'Rentes, and  thinks twice before letting the
hoarded gold pass [rom his hands even for so safe
| an investinent as that.
| The usual mode of culture adopted among the
brandy-farmers is to alternate rows of vines with
,strips of cereals.  There are no fences—no trim
. hedgerows such as skirt you right and left in an
 English  landseape — nothing but the endless
monotony of these alternate patches of vineyard
and corn-crop.
The finest quality of bhrandy produced is the
¢Fine Champagne’ or *Grande Champagne,’ so
p called from a tract of land in the arrondissement
. which has from time immemorial been known as
i La Champagne. There is a common notion that
the ¢ Champagne’ brandy has something to do
, with champagne wine, but there is no connection
; Whatever between the two, and the districts
which produce them are hundreds of miles apart.
i The ¢ Fine Champagne’ brandy is distilled from
grapes grown on a peeuliar soil, composed of very
light carth, so light indeed on the surface that
.1t looks like wood-ashes, and the substratum is
. invariably chalk.  The second quality is called
| ¢ Petite Champagne,” and the t.hir({ ¢ Premier Bois,’
, distilled from wine grown in the woodland dis-
, tricts,  The inferior brandies are those of the
. Aunis vineyards, which lie along the banks of
the River Charente.
The grapes are of the white species, not much
. larger than currants, and the vines seldom Lear

‘h

lie continues working his stills day and night | fruit until four or five years from their planting.
until he has converted all his wine into spirit. | They are most vigorous from the age of fifteen
The brandy at this stage is perfectly colourless, | to thirty. Many, however, bear well up to fifty
and contains the whole of the essential oil, , and seventy, and some exceptional patriarchs are
which has subsequently to be removed by a | fruitful up to a hundred years.
drastic process of filtration. This, however, the | But the vineyavrds of Charente have not been
farmer leaves to the merchant to whom he brings | more fortunate than others in escaping the terrible
his brandy for sale. ravages of the phylloxera. This terrible pest
Many of these brandy-farmers are very wealthy., | made its first appearance in the department in
I was told of one worth £100,000, another £80,000, | 1874, and for four years swept everything before
a third .£60,000, and a considerable number with | it. In the first year, in the beginning of August,
£30,000 and £20,000 apicce—swns which figure | the vine-growers noticed with dismay that the
oul magnificently in francs. But to look at them, | vine-leaves began to turn yellow and droop ;
you would never guess that they possess as many | then the grape lost ils juice and shrivelled instead

pence as they have pounds. For, however rich | of ripening, whilst the tendrils came away in
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pieces In the second year the plants budded
slowly and languidly, giving very faint promise
of a crop, and the grapes were few and sickly.
In the third year things grew still worse, and in
the fourth all traces of life vanished, the vines
became mere blackened stumps, fit only for fire-
wood. It seemed as if the trade which had made
Cognac wealthy and famous were doomed to
death. For the phyloxera defied all the efforts
of science to check its inroads, and to this day I
believe that the government reward of 300,
francs for a perfect cure of the disease remains
unclaimed. But the introduction of new and
healthy vines from California has been attended

with such success that the hopes of the brandy- .

farmers have revived, and they, in common with
the merchants, to whom the largest share of the
spoil falls, look forward to the return of the
fold Saturnian reign’ when making brandy was
only another name for coining money.

The genuine brandy of Counac is undoubtedly
the finest spirit that is distilled. It is also the
most expensive. You cannot expect to get any-
thing like pure French brandy for less than six
shillings per bottle, and the best is, of course,
beyond the means of any but milhonaires. I
tasted some brandy at Jarnae, a little town ten

miles from Cognac, the cost price of which was

thirty franes per bottle. It was the favourite
brand of the late Ewmperor Napoleon IIL, and I
suppose would fetch in England something like
two guineas per bottle !

Whisky has largely superseded brandy among
the upper and middle classes of Great Dritain,
In the (lluys of worthy Bailie Nicol Jarvie and his
father the deacon, ‘a tass o brandy’ was the
general specitic for keeping cold from the stomach,
and the ‘Glasgow bodies” would have turned u
their noses at the suggestion of whisky, which
had no vogue among reputable Scottish topers
till the latter end of last century. But it is
otherwise now ; and though there are millions of
gallons of the finest brandy stored in the cellars
of the great merchants of Cognac and Jarnac,
John Bull, once the best patron of the brandy-
makers of Charente, can no longer be tempted Lo
Luy it lavishly, as in the good old days when Dr
Johnson declared that ‘he who aspires to be a
hero must drink brandy.”  We do not giuge our
heroes now by their brandy-drinking powers, and
the merchants of Cognac find their best customers
to-day among the American millionaires and new-
fledged colonial magnates who are cager to drink
anything that is highly-priced.

HOW DUELS ARE FOUGIT.

To the practical present-day Rnglishman duelling
appears an absurd and ridiculous custom, A
challenge nowadays would be regarded as an
invitation to murder, pure and simple, or as a
piece of grotesque tomfoolery. Ior a gentleman
‘to call out’ an enemy would be equivalent to
calling him a fool and acknowledging that the
challenger himself was an idiot. Yet it is only
just over fifty years since the custom died out in
the United Kingdom.

Until 1843 no gentleman could afford to refuse
a challenge ; indewd, it required far more courage

000 |

" to refuse a challenge than to accept one. In that
year, however, a Colonel Fawcalt was killed in a
" duel by his brother-in-law, Lieutenant Munro, and
this incident resulted in the prohibition of mili-
tary duels, expulsion from the army being the
penalty for infraction of this law. From that
time duelling went out of fashion. The last duel
,actually fought in the United Kingdom was in
: 1851, wheun the Mayor of Sligo and a lawyer met,

P16 s ouly in Inglish-speaking countries that
i duelling is not still practised. In all other parts
, of the civilised world every gentleman is bouund
Ly the code of honour to avenge an insult by
. seeking to kill, and running the risk of being
killed by, the offender,

It is in France where duels are most common,
; over four thousund ‘meetings’ taking place every
_year. QMilitary men, journalists, and politicians

form the larger proportion of the duellists, and to
members of the last two professions fencing and
shooting are as necessary a part of their education
as military training is of the former.

In I'rench duels there are two seconds, whose
duty it is to arrange all the details of the contest.
The challenged person has, of course, the choice
|ol:' weapons.  In a duel with swords one of the
. seconds is armed with a stout walking-stick with
; which to strike up the weapons in case of foul
fighting or immediately one of the combatants is
wounded, however slightly. A duel with pistols
is a very different afluir from ordinary firing when
one has time to take aim. The antagonists stand
. twenty-five paces apart, their right sides facing
:euch other—in order to present the least surface
; to their opponent’s aim—-with their pistols held
| by their sides.  One of the scconds gives the word
[

!

of command : ‘Tire! One, two, three ;” and the
shot must be fired between ‘one’ and ¢three.”  As
Cthe words are spoken rapidly, often as fast as
they can be uttered, it is impossible to do more

ithun glance along the barrel before firing. The
» <kill, however, of some duellists is remarkable. M.

" Clemenceau is the most accurate marksman in
| France, and some of his feats savour more of magic
than skill.  IIe challenged a journalist who had in-
sulted him by saying that Clemenceaw’s character
did not deserve recognition, and that he for one
: would not take off his hat to him in the street.
i Before the duel Clemenceau told his opponent, as
, he would not lift his hat to him, he would take
' it off for him with a bullet.  Clemencean did not
quite succeed, but his bullet turned the hat half-
, way round the jonrnalist’s head—-without remov-
ing it, however.  On another occasion Clemenceau
promised to cut off his oppunent’s cars if two shots
iwere arranged. Though only one shot was ex-
changed, Clemencean was as good as his word,
and shot off one ear.

The code of honour lays down certain cases in
which a gentleman can refuse a challenge without
tarnishing his reputation. Very near relatives
may refuse to attempt to murder each other, a

, debtor should not try to kill his creditor, and a

&
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entleman would not dream of fighting a notorious

lackguard, for ‘to give satisfaction’ to such a
person is obviously an abuse of terms. A cele-

rated duellist may also refuse to meet an ordinary
person, though a challenge from a person of lower
rank cannot be ignored by any but those who
have established their reputation in several duels.

As a rule French duels are harmless. In some
twelve hundred duels fought between civilians
during the last twenty years, only a dozen
combatants were killed; the same percentage
were injured, while the remaining ninety-eight
per cent. left the field of battle unscathed.

Awmong German students duels are common,
but very rarely does one terminate fatally. The
students live in lodgings, and the only bonds into
which they enter with each other are those under-
taken when they join a Corps or a Burschenschaft.
Every member is obliged to submit to the code
of honour, which directs the members when and
Liow to resent injuries, real or fauncied. The
members of the Burschenschaften are not obliged
to duel, and hence they are regarded with con-
tempt by the members of the Corps. The
members of the different duelling societies ave
distinguished by the colour of their caps. The
cost to each member of belonging to a Corps is
not less than £100 per annum.

Duels are fought when no provocation has been
given. The Ehrengericht, or Court of Ionour,
decides that one is to be fought between two
given members with the object of accustoming
them to use their swords and to keep their hands
well in.  From the decision of the Ehrengericht
there is no appeal, and a member refusing to
obey is expelled from the Corps. Swords are
the weapons in these ducls, and despite the use
of leather guards and padding, many flesh-wounds
are inflicted, though serious results are rare. The
students pride themselves on  their scars and
wounds, and in order to make them more promi-
nent, they anoint them with beer.

Though forbidden by law and punishable by
imprisonment in a fortress, duclling is very
common among tlie officers of the German army.
Until recently they have been bound by the
military code of honour to accept challenges,
though they were not allowed to fight a trades-
man. In 1887 an officer was expelled from the
army for refusing to accept a challenge. But the
Emperor of Germany prohibited duelling a short
time ago, and decreed that disputes should be
settled by a Court of Honour.

In Austria the duel, though less common, is
far more deadly than in France and Germany.
Pistols are the usual weapons, and the antagonists
are placed only a few paces from each other.
With the sword, long and furious duels are also
fought out. Both military men and civilians
fight with great bitterness.

Russian duellists staud fifteen yards apart, and
they are allowed to advance five paces at a given
signal and fire at will. If both parties advauce
to the limit before firing, the distance between
them is reduced to five yards. Should one fire
and miss, the other is allowed to advance his five
paces before returning fire. Sometimes one is
mortally wounded before firing, but has still
sufficient strength left to advance five yards, take
steady aim, and shoot his opponent dead.

In the Bultic Provinces this sanguinary method

is replaced by one still more horrible. The
combatants stand only three paces apart; the
pistols are held pointing upwards, and at a given
signal they are lowered and discharged. It would
seem impossible to avoid killing one’s man at
such close quarters, but this is not the case. The
duellists are both so anxious to get the first shot
that Loth often miss, the sharp, downward move-
ment of the arm causing the bullet to be buried
in the ground or only wound the lower extremi-
ties. Sometimes four or five shots are exchanged
without either party being injured.

Among the hot-blooded Italians and Spaniards
duelling is a common every-day method of settling
disputes. The sword is the usual weapon, though
the stiletto is also frequently used. Sometimes, in
order to insure the death of at least one of the
combatauts, they are tied foot-to foot and fight it
out with daggers.

AN OLD MAID.

HEer eyes like quiet pools are clear ;
Her placid face is sweet and fair;
The frost of many a vanished year
Lies on her hair.

She has no memories of vows
Exchanged below an April moon,
Or whispered converse 'neath the boughs
Of rose-bright June.

She never planned her wedding gown—
This sweet old maiden truc and good ;
For her Life held no sacred crown
Of motherhood.

Yet to the shelter of her side
The little orphan children press;
"Tis known she mothers, far and wide,
The motherless.

The poor and suffering love her well—
Such ready sympathy she shows;
The sorrow-burdened freely tell
To her their woes.

For those who stumble, those who fall,
Her heart with gentlest ruth is stirred ;
She has a kindly smile for all—
A cheering word.

With Fate she never wages strife ;
¢It must be right, since God knows best ;’
And so she lives her useful life,
Blessing and blest.

She strews the thorny paths with flowers;
She turns the darkness into day ;
And, as we clasp her hand in ours,
We can but say:

‘Dear friend, so rich in love and truth,
With large, warm heart, and steadfast mind,
*Twas well for some that in your youth
The men were blind.’
E. MaTHESON,
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Seven or cight pounds will, I believe, buy you a
THE TOURIST IN THE LAND |return ticket by sea from Hull or London to St
OF THE TSAR. Petersburg direct, and six shillings and sixpence
per diem will be added thereto for your food. By
land twelve pounds will purchase a first-class
Ix case any of my readers should contemplate | single ticket and about eight or nine pounds will
taking a trip to St Petersburg, I propose to pre- | sullice for second-class, the journey occupying only
face my remarks upon policemen and dsvoschicks | two days and a half by land, or six by sea. Be
(cab-drivers) which are to supply the lit-motif provided with a passport, as aforesaid (your hanker
for this paper, by giving a few practical hints ' will get it for you), and travel with a quict mind,
for the encoumgement and instruction of tourists. “for your friends will not have to bewail your dis.
In the first place, then, let not those who would ' appearance in an easterly direction or to search for
see Russin be deterred Ly any craven fears for you ‘Per inhospitalem Caucasum, vel quae loca
their personal safety ; nothing will happen to  fabulosus lambit Tydaspes !’ but will greet you,
them. Russia is as safe for the oldumr}, innocent restored to them at the expiration of your return
tourist as any other country, and is more interest- ticket, safe and happy, and determined to repeat
ing than some. The traveller—unless he is in- ' your visit at the earliest opportunity !
discreet enongh to photograph fortresses or practise | But let us suppose that you have heen per-
pistol-shooting in the streets, or to indulge in suaded to undertake the journey, or that you
any similar foolish enterprises — will come and go have never experienced that mistrust which so
unquestioned, and there is no danger whatever of many would-be visitors appear to entertain for
his being sent ‘to a distant locality,’ as Siberia is ' the country of the Tsar and his people, and are
officially referred to. I have f[requently been arriving, a stranger and friendless, at the station
asked whether it is ¢safe’ to visit Russia. Most  in St Petersburg ; your best course is now to look
unquestionably it is safe for respectable, law- Lout for the commissionuire of one of the hotels,
abiding people ; as safe as England, and probably 'give him your luggage-ticket, and engage an
safer than France. Only let Llu, tmvdlu provide ' isvoschick to take you to the hotel you have chosen.
himself with a passport, and have it vis¢ according This may be cither the Iotel Angleterre, which
to the legal requirements of the country he desires s a good one and not so expensive as the Demouth,
to visit, and no one will interfere with him in any or the Grand or the Europe or the France,
way whatever. On the contrary, the Russian | though all these are also excellent. You will find
hotel-people will be very glad of his company, 'a strange group of men congregated without the
and will take care that he is made comfortable, 'statlon door, dressed in long, shabby kaftans,
and no one will suspect him of harbouring wicked | , Which are a cross between a du,ssmg gown aml
designs, or wish to do him an injury. W ln should ' an ulster, but favouring the dressing-gown ; these
they? Every traveller is not a Nihilist or a lare the dsvoschicks, and the clamommﬂ with
suspected one. The Russian police are very well | which they assail your ears as you staml aghast
aware whom it is necessary to watch, and who {and listen to their excited exclamations, is the
may be left in peace, and the timid tourist may | expression of their desire to convey you to your
rest assured that he runs a greater risk at home | destination. Stand not, now, upon the order of
by reason of his own anarchist neighbours than | your going, but go at once ; do not pause to select
he will in Russia on account of the Nihilists and | one, or you will be torn in pieces by the rest, or
Nihilism. your clothes will, so great is the longing of each
Therefore, fear nothing, timid tourist, but buy [to receive your custom; jump into the nearest
your ticket Ly lund or sea—and away with you. [ droshky and say ¢ Hotel Angleterre,’ or hotel any-

£ o

By Frep Waisuaw, Author of Out of Doors in Tsarland.
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thing else, and then—well, then sit tight and hold
on, if you can! There is not much to hold on
to, certainly ; but grip what 'you can, the man’s
waistband if nothing clse offers, or you are a lost
man. If you survive that first drive and reach
the hotel in safety you may be quite sure that
you have passed through the most disturbing
experience, physically speaking, which you are
likely to be called on to endure upon this planet ;
earthquakes, in future, need cause you no alarm ;
upheavals shall not remove you; you may smile
at the thought of a trifling railway collision ; for
the passing of an old droshky (and most of these
vehicles are very old indeed, though it should
in justice be meuntioned that some little im-
provement in these dreadful vehicles has been
noticeable of late years) over the cobbles and
in and out of the unmended holes in the road
is worse than all these things, and will cause
the inexperienced tourist to jump about in his
seat like a pea on a drum-head ; and if—after one
of his soarings into space—he happens to alight in
the road (which is a hard road) instead of back
in his seat or on the top of the #svoschicl’s head,
and the latter drives away in ignorance of his
departure, do not let him be surprised, for have
I not warned him? DBut perhaps the tourist will
ask—Why must the droshky be driven into the
unmended holes? Why not skirt them? Ilave
we not heen informed that the roads are very
wide? There must be plenty of room to pass by
where there is no yawning abyss in the road-
way !

Gentle reader, it is part of the game to visit
each hole in succession ; and as for the driver
skirting them, he is not in a position to do any-
thing of the sort, for he is fast asleep and the

little animal between the shafts has your interests |

in hand from the first moment of your departure
until that of your arrival at your destination.
The svoschick is on the box, certainly, but if he
is mot asleep he is sitting round in his place con-
versing affably with his fare. In your case he
will sleep, of course, because he knows you are a
newly-arrived Englishman and cannot entertain
him with conversation. In any case, his share of
the duty of driving you to the hotel begins and
ends in his holding of the reins; the horse does
all the rest, and you may trust him to do it fairly
well on the whole; only you must leave to his
judgment the matter of sclecting the holes he
prefers to drop you into on the way, and also how
far he desires to run in order to reach your ulti-
mate destination. As a rule, he will visit all the
holes he can see, for he dearly enjoys the fun of
himself avoiding an abyss, but deftly steering the
right or left wheel of the droshky into it; and
after all this is the poor creature’s only relaxation
from his really arduous and responsible duties.
As to the distance to any particular point, that
depends a good deal npon chance, for your horse
will follow the droshky next in front of him, and
if that happens to be journcying in a direction

diametrically opposite to your own, you are likely
to be taken a good bit out of your way. But
this need not discourage or disconcert you—there’s
no hurry in Russia; our word ‘instantly’ is
translated by them into ¢ this hour, which reflects
with great accuracy the usual happy-go-lucky
condition of the Russian mind. Nothing need be
done under an hour, not even a drive of a couple
of hundred yards. Your driver will wake up
presently and look about him ; then he will see
that he has gone a little astray, and will scratch
his head and pull the pony round, and grunt
something and fall asleep again, and the horse will
have another shot at reaching the desired destina-
tion by following a second droshky, and so on.
You need not worry about it ; keep an even mind
and you will eventually arrive at the hotel, unless
you are shot out into the road and run over by a
lihateh before you have time to get out of his way:.
A lihatch is also an tsvoschick, but of a very dif-
ferent class: he is paid about five times as much
and goes more than five times as fast; he knows
where he wants to get to, and never fallz asleep,
neither does he drive you in and out of the holes
in the road; he is fairly clean and smart for a
Russian, and his droshky is an infinitely superior
article, for it is provided with springs which are
not tied up with cord, and with a cushion which
does not necessarily cause its occupier to revile
that destiny which brought him into a planet
wherein the cushions are stufled with jagged bits
of paving-stone and old iron. Well, well; @ la
guerre, comme @ la querre ; if we go to Russia we
must not be too particular as to being bumped
about in droshkies; it is painful, no doubt, to be
shot up skywards and to alight on the low bulwark
of the droshky seat, but those who object to the
driving had better walk—and there’s an end of
the matter. My advice to the tourist is to walk
whenever he can.  Our English bones are not
adapted o Russian driving ; they will not do at
all 5 they are useful to us at home, and we risk
too many of them in gaining an experience of the
Russian droshky ; therefore let us be content
to wear out our boots and at the same time to

reserve our bones for use when we return to
ingland,

When you reach the hotel, give your passport
to the proprietor or to the hall-porter ; he will
see thal the authorities get it; for the police
must enter you in their register, and will require
to ‘write you ofl’ again before your departure.
All this will give you no trouble and need cause
you no alarm ; for it is merely the regular work-
ing of the system. It is even a protection to the
tourist, and not a danger, to be properly entered
and pigeon-holed by the authorities; for he is
then under the protection of the police and is
- recognised and treated Ly them as a respectable
i visitor, to be left alone in peace and allowed to
depart in peace whenever he likes, unless he
“proves himsclf to be an enemy to the state.
Should the stranger act in a manner to rouse the
suspicions of the police—by which I mean the

third section, or detective department, whicl is
invisible and ubiquitous and knows everything,
s or nearly everything—he will rightly get himself
, into trouble ; he will be watched and dogged, and,

Ce,
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when the official mind is made up as to his guilt, ! where if you choose to

he will be pounced upon.

‘)ny for it; and with

Mistakes are rarely recard to the vodka, I am delighted to think that

. . I . .
made by the Russian police, and when an arrest there are those who like it; as for me, I quote
is effected, it may be assumed with considerable ' the Latin grammar: ‘Sunt qui non habeant est

certainty that, whatever may be said or protested
by the victim, there has been good reason.

All this is notin the least degree alarming for
the ordinary traveller, who should surely feel
that his innocence is his best protection in a
country where the police department is so ably
managed that his harmlessness is certain to be
recoi;nised just as quickly as his political guilt
would be, if it existed.

Therefore, let the new arrival give up his pass-
port and thiuk no more of the police force, save
and except to laugh at the dress and general
appearance of the ¢ town-man,’ or street constable,
\\5|om he will sec here and there at the corners in
his long kaftan and sword, and with his grim
countenance set in an expression of implacable
severity. These are not the real police of the
country, though they belong to one section of that
wonderful force. These are harmless, brainless
peasants, set here and there to direct the traffic of
the streets and see to the safety of the drunken
men, who are as common, alas ! in the metropolis
of Holy Russia as are the drinking-shops, and
these constitute an altogether disproportionate
share of the buildings in each thoroughfare.
real police are the invisible gentlemen of the
‘third section,” who are everywhere, unknown to
one another and to the world in general—always
watching, always gathering knowledge of their
fellow-citizens, always whatever may be said to
the contrary) acting for the safety of the innocent,
but always accumulating cevidence for the ruin of
the guilty. This dreaded section will never inter-
fere with you, Mr Tourist, so long as you behave
vith your usual discretion ; therefore give up your
passport, as I have advised, and reclaim it a few
days before your departure; and now, having
reached your hotel and arranged with the state
for your protection and safety, go into the dining-
reom and sce what the Russian cooks can do for
you in the way of dinner. If you will take my
aldvice you will taste a selection of the following :
Fresh caviare (the real article); fish-coup, or
ecrawfish soup : cither of these will cause you to
reflect on the advisability of throwing all English
interests and considerations to the winds, and of
permanently taking up your abode in a country
where such delicacies are to be obtained. Then
let the tourist try the game of the country —a
‘double suipe’if he can get it ; or a young riub-
chil; (tree - partridge) ; the former of these will,
if he Dbe still in doubt after the fascinations of
crawfish soup, certainly cause him to send at once
for his wife and furniture, and he will never
return to England, excepting for a day or two
now and again, in order to Leat up other English-
men to come over and cat double-snipe in the
country of his adoption. As to drinking, he
nay (irink anything he likes excepting Neva
water ; hie had better not do that if it has not
previously been boiled, unless he wishes to see
what it is like to be down with the finest imita-
tion of Asiatic cholera to be had in all Europe.
For the rest, all the best wine goes to Russia I
am told. I am also told that codl«, the national
8pirit, is very nice. As to the wine, it appears
to me that you can get it good enough any-

The :

(ui non curat habere !’

A TSAR’S GRATITUDE.
CHAPTER XXIL

WaEN Philipof returned to his lodgings after
having deposited his new friend in sanctuary, he
found that the police had already done him the
honour of calling npon him for an explanation
of his conduet of the evening. Doonya’s ¢blood-
hounds’ had, of course, recognised him, and these
having reported his proceedings at the department,
the authorities there quickly became anxious to
learn why and how he came to be implicated in
the affairs of the student and Doonya. Sacha
found that his papers had been turned topsy-
turvy, and his bed, cupboard, sofa, chairs, and
everything he possessed ransacked for incriminat-
ing documents. All this did not alarm him in
the very least, however, for two reasons. One
was that lhe was by this time quite accustomed
to the altentions of the police, having had a good
deal to do with them during the past five years
or so; and the other because he well knew that
he possessed no incriminating documents what-
ever, and that, with the best intentions to convict
him, the police must utterly fail if they relied
upon documentary evidence.

They might, indeed, and probably would arrest
Lim for the part he had played in assisting the
revolutionists to escape ; but he trusted to a plain
recital of the truth to vindicate his behaviour,
After all, he would point out, there was nothing
to show that the assailants of Doonya and her
companion were members of the police force—
they wore no uniform—and any man would do
Lis best to assist any woman whom he found being
assaulted in the streets.  So Philipof went to bed
not only without alarming reflections as to what
the morrow would bring forth, but actually feel-
ing far happier than he had felt for years. Ilis
adventure had given him quite a zest for life.

When he awoke in the morning and reflected
upon the events of the evening and night, Philipof
was quite surprised to find how much he was
looking forward to seeing Doonya again, and how
his mind secmed to dwell on her appearance : the
sweet expression of her eyes and the pretty way
in which her fair hair grew over the forchead,
and the calm, kindly intelligence that scemed to
be the natural and permanent characteristic of
her face.  Im spite of the lateness of the hour at
which he had retired to rest, Philipof was np
betimes, and had actually left his lodging for his
post at the grain wharves half-an-hour or so before
the usual time.  IIe found barge No. 15, the little
vessel within whose cabin Doonya lay concealed,
being busily loaded with its cargo of wheat, and
nearly ready to be towed away to Cromstadt,
where the goods would be reshipped into the
large English steamer which should carry them

—
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to London or Hull for ultimate consumption at
British breakfast-tables. Ivan the skipper, re-
covered from his devotions at the shrine of
Bacchus, superintended the stowing away of the
big sacks of grain brought on board by hand and
shot into the hold one by onc from the broad
ihoulders of the kruishniks. Philipof beckoned

im up.

¢ Ive?n,’ he said, looking stern, ¢you were drunk
last night.’

‘Exactly so, your Charitableness, said Ivan,
as though he were a school-chikl answering a
question.

‘You know what the penalty for drunkenness
is, according to the rules of our em;)loyers P

¢ Exactly so, your Charitableness,’ said Ivan.

‘What 1s it 9’

¢ The sack, your Mercifulness.’

¢ Are you dissatisfied with your post, Ivan ?’

‘By no means, your Mercifulness; I am very
well satisfied with it.

¢Then why have you behaved so as to lose it ?’

Ivan scratched his head. Then he crossed
himself. Then he went through the gesture of
spitling on the ground.

‘It was the will of Providence that I should
get drunk yesterday, he said ; ‘it was the names-
day of my brother. My brother wished me to
drink with him; how could I refuse? My
brother was also drunk, very drunk. All the
Sergeys were drunk yesterday; it was their
holiday.’

‘But you are not a Sergey ; you are an Ivan!’
observed Philipof.

¢ But the brother of a Sergey, your Mercifulness,
and for that reason—for this once—I am hoping
that your Charitableness will overlook '——

‘See here, Ivan, said Philipof; ¢I have no
right to overlook youv fault. My duty is to report
your conduct to the firm’ (Ivan removed his cap
and scratched his head, which was all over chall
and flour from the wheat), ‘but I am going to
betray my trust and forgive you this time on
condition that the lady who is down below’—(¢I
noticed there was a lady there, «aid Ivan casually)
—*¢remains undiscovered and unmolested, No one
is to see her or to know she is there; do you
understand, Ivan?’

¢ Why, bless you, Barin, said Ivan, ‘it is no
aflair of ours if you load the whole barge with
ladies. Are we to tranship her at Cronstadt with
the wheat ?’

‘Fool--no! She is to remain where she is
until you return here. If I then find that she is
safe, and that neither you nor your wife have
allowed her presence to be known to any single
creature, I shall say nothing about your drunken-
ness yesterday. The monment I learn that you
have spoken of a lady being on board I report
your fault, and out you go.’

¢ Have merey, Barin ! Is it likely that I should
speak of it? ~TFear nothing, your Mercifulness ;
bring as many ladies as you like, no one shall dis-
turb them here.’

Philipof, having settled with Ivan, interviewed
the skipper’s wife, to whom he repeated the con-
ditions upon which Ivan’s drunkenness was to be
condoned. Avdotia declared that in any case the
lady was perfectly safe with her; such a charm-
ing bdruishnya would surely be safe anywhere,

)

Doonya had been ‘making the running,’” appar-

ently, already. Then Philipof descended to the
cabin, the merest den of a place, about five feet
square, half-kitchen and half-sleeping hole, and
here he found Doonya, radiant and happy in spite
of the extreme discomfort of the accommodation,
and full of smiling gratitude towards her pre-
server, as she insisted upon calling Philipof. She
felt perfectly safe here, she said, and Avdotia was
going out presently to buy her a few necessary
clothes—she had a lit{le money. Even the astute
bloodhounds of the Third Section would never
dream of looking for her here.

She would have to make a journey, Sasha ex-
plained, during the afternoon. The lighter would
float down the river when loaded, and be tugged
by a small steamer to Cronstadt.

¢A sea voyage!’ criel Doonya, clapping her
hands. ‘How delightful !’ She could come up
on deck at dusk and take the air. She would be
at Cronstadt a few days and then be brought back
to this place for a further cargo, Philipof con-
tinued, and if she felt safe here she would feel
still more secure when in the open gulf between
St Petersburg and Cronstadt and while in the
harbour at the latter port. But she must never
appear on deck excepting at dusk or by night.

All this Doonya delightedly prowised to re-
member, and Philipof was more than ever pleased
with his new friend, and thought he had rarely
secn a prettier face than hers appeared this morn-
ing when relieved of the anxiety and agitation
which had more or less disfigured it on the pre-
vious evening. Doonya looked ten years younger
to-day.

The barge might be loaded and despatched at
any moment, and as Philipof had other lighters to
visit in his capacity of superintendent, he now
bade Doonya farewell and bon voyage, adding that
he hoped to sce her safely back in a week, or at
most a fortuight.

To his surprise, Doonya burst into tears, and,
seizing his hand, covered it with kisses: he was
‘her preserver, her hero,’” she said, speaking but
half-articulately ; ‘he had saved her from terrors
she could not Dbear to think of, and now she was
safe and he was still running risks for her sake
—she could not Iet him go !’

Philipof soothed this demonstrative little Rus-
sian lady as well as he could, and took his de-
parture, fecling a wonderful softness about the
region of his heart, and quite a new, choky sensa-
tion at the throat. IIe went about his duties on
winged feet, feeling absurdly elated and happy,
and thinking a great deal more about Doonya and
her delightful eves and hair than of wheat and
barges and other subjects which ought to have
engaged his undivided attention.

When he returned to the place which barge No.
15 had lately occupied, he found the craft gone
—a circumstance which for a moment he very
irrationally regretted. The next instant, however,
the feeling gave place to one of unbounded joy,
for even as he stood and peered into the labyrinth
of similar eraft which crowded the river for a mile
on either hand, hoping to catch sight of No. 15 in
the distance, even thongh he would see nothing
more romantic than its black hull, with perhaps
old Ivan coiling a rope on deck, a couple of gen-
darmes strode up to the quay and politely re-
quested him to follow them.

Philipof thanked God in his heart that this had
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not happened an hour or two earlier. As it was, | primitive was the outfit of my companions. Each

his arrest mattered nothing; but what if these
men had arrived while he was in the cabin with
Doonya, and had followed him down there ?

(T0 be continued.)

IN QUEST OF MAHOGANY.
By RowLaND W. CATER.

THE mahogany (Swietenia Mahagont, L.) abounds
in the forests on the Atlantic shore of Nicaragua,
until lately known as the Mosquito Reservation ;
and the districts surrounding the Rivers Wawa
aud - Wanks may be said to be the centre of the
trade in this part of Central America; indeed,
a large proportion of the timber sold in British
markets as ‘Honduras Mahogany’ comes from
the Mosquito forests.

During a visit to this coast in 1893, T took the
opportunity to make myself acquainted with the
methods of mahogany cutters, and accompanied a
gang of these hard-working natives into the in-
terior. The cortadores, as they are called, mostly
Indians and Caribs, are often engaged by specu-
lators, who advance them money and goods, the
bare necessaries of life, tools, &c. In return they
contract to deliver a stated quantity of sound
wood per annum, in ¢rozas (pieces or logs) of a
stipulated size, at a certain price. Whether the

uantity of timber named in the contract is
zxed too high intentionally I am unable to say,
but it is a fact that the cutters seldom fulfil
their obligations, and, in consequence, a Dbalance
of timber is generally due to the patron, who,
however, is always ready to remew the contract
on the same terms.

Much might be written about the waste of valu-
able timber, not mahogany, for which the methods
of the cortadores are responsible.  Whenever trees
are felled, a track, wide enough for the hauling
oxen, must be cut to the nearest river, thus de-
stroying a vast number of saplings and trees of
larger growth. But for this waste there is no
apparent remedy. If light railways were intro-
duced, tracks would have to be cut just the
same. However, railways would be useful in
tapping certain districts. At present the quantity
of mahogany inaccessible, because too far from a
navigable stream, is enormous.

About twenty miles from the mouth of the
Wawa are some extensive sawmills, owned Ly
Messrs Hoadley & Ingalls, pine merchants, of
New York. These mills may be said to be the
headquarters, on the Wawa, of the mahogany
cutters, whose camps, generally tweuty or twenty-
five miles apart, are to be met with close to the
river and its many branches far into the interior.
The gaugs number from ten to fifteen men, whose
business it is to seek out, hew down, trim, haul,
and float to the vessel’s side, as many logs of
mahogany as possible, for which they generally
receive an annual suiary, and a =mall commis-
sion upon every trunk in excess of a mutually
agreed upon number.

After a brief stay at the manager’s house, I left
the sawmills on the 3d of October in a very
large dugout manned by a gang of Caribs and
Mosquito Indians, who were about to commence
work. The felling is generally done in the dry
season, that is, from October to May.

Decidedly |

of the cortadores had a coug e of axes, and their
machetes to cut paths and defend themselves
against wild beasts ; one or two had also a pair of
espuelas (climbing spurs). In addition, the boat
carried chains and iron pins for fastening the logs
together. A supply of provisions, jicara gourds,
and a few garments in waterproof bags, completed
the list of necessaries. The oxen for hauling
could not, of course, travel by water, nor would
they be required imnediately. It was understood
that they would follow through the forest when a
halting place had been chosen. After paddling
some thirty miles, we camped on the bank of a
branch stream running from the south.

Soon after sunrise next morning I left the camp
in company of two Caribs, the buscadores, or
seckers, both of whom spoke a little English.
Ilonest fellows they were, of the negro type, and
as merry as laborious. Each bore a machete
and pair of espuelas. Entering the forest, they
slashed out a path through the dense Lrushwood
in the direction of some rising ground observed
the previous day. At the first lofty tree, a
cedar, they halted ; and one of them, strapping
on his climbing spurs, ascended to the topiuost
branches, whence he glanced in every direction.
Descending in haste, he took off the espuclas and
picked up his machete.

‘It & right, sah, he exclaimed ; ¢Dbig lot ober
dere, pointing in a direction at right angles to
the path already cut. Both at once plunged into
the undergrowth, the climber leading, and, except
for unavoidable détours, guided me to a clump of
mahoganies as straight as the bee flies.

In Nicaragua the Swietenia Mahagoni grows
to a height of from seventy to a hundred feet ;
and its enormous dome of verdure, composed of
small leaves in clusters of from five to ten, being
generally of a much lighter lhue than that of
the other forest trees, the buscadores are able to
distinguish it from a great distance.

On arriving, the Caribs cut their employers’
mark on the bark of each trece. This done, the
climber again took the lead, guiding us to another
clamp which he had perceived from the top of
the ccdar. These duly marked, we proceeded in
quest of others through a forest mostly composed
of tall cedars intermixed with palms, with lere
and there an arched doorway of natural crecpers,
chiefly convolvuli, leading into the undergrowth.
Over our heads yellow fly-catchers perched,
watching for insects ; paroquets flew from bough
to bough in couples ; while from time to time a
hollow tap-tap apprised us that the red-crested
carpintero (woodpecker) had discovered an insect-
infested branch or trunk.

Pushing on, we passed through a copse of cala-
bash, or jicara trees (Cucurbita lagenaria), whose
peculiar fruit is of the greatest utility. The
gourds vary in size and shape, according to their
age, some resembling a pineapple, others a large
Fumpkin, while others again are not unlike a
ige bottle.  The seeds of the jicara gourd are
enclosed in a thin but hard shell, covered with a

green L)ulp and outer skin. After six or cight
hours’ boiling, the pulp and seeds may be ecasily

detached, when the shel