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The Adventures of a Man of Science.

BY L T MEADE AND CLIFFORD HALIFAX, M.D.

VII.âA RACE WITH THE SUN.

T was In the spring of 1895

that the following apparently

unimportant occurrence took

place. I returned home

somewhat late one evening,

and was met by my servant,

Silva, with the words : â

"A lady, sirâa nun, I think, from her

dressâis waiting for you in your study."

" VVhat can she want with me ? " I asked.

I felt annoyed, as I was anxious to get to

work on some important experiments.

"She is very anxious to have an inter-

view with you, sirâshe called almost

immediately after you had gone out, and

said if I would allow her she would

wait to speak to you, as her mission

was of some importance. I showed her

into the study, and after a quarter of an

hour she rang the bell, and desired me to

tell you that she would not wait now, but

would call again later. She left the house,

but came back about ten minutes ago. I

did not like to refuse her, and â¢''

" Quite right, Silva ; I will see to the mat-

ter," I answered.

I went straight

to the study, where

a bright, young-

looking woman, in

the full costume

of a nun of the

Church of Rome,

started up and

came forward to

meet me. She made

a brief apology for

intruding upon me,

and almost before

I could reply to

her, plunged into

the object of her

visit. It so hap-

pened that she

knew a young man

Vol. xiii.-1.

in whom I was interested, having come across

him when in hospitalâshe confirmed my

views with regard to himâtold me a sub-

scription was being got up for his benefit,

and asked if I would contribute towards it.

I gave her two sovereigns â she expressed

much gratitude, and speedily left the house.

At this time I was lecturing in several

quarters, and did not give another thought to

such an apparently uninteresting event. In

the autumn of the same year, however, I was

destined to recall it with vivid and startling

distinctness.

During the special autumn I was, as I

fondly hoped, approaching the magnum

opus of my life â I was in a fair way to

the discovery of a new explosive which would
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a most important factor in case of war, and

of immense use to England as a nation.

Giddy hopes often throbbed in my head as

I worked over it.

My experiments were progressing favour-

ably, but I still wanted one link. Try as I

would I could not obtain it. No combina-

tions that I attempted would produce the

desired result, and in much vexation of

spirit I was wondering if, after all, the secret

of my life would never reveal itself, when

on a certain afternoon Silva opened the

door of my laboratory and announced two

visitors. This was an unusual thing for him

to do, and I started up in surprise and some

involuntary annoyance. A tall man had

entered the roomâhe was dark, with the

swarthy complexion of a gipsy ; his eyes were

small, closely-set, and piercing ; he had a long

beard and a quantity of thick hair falling in

profusion round his neck. Immediately follow-

ing him was a little man, in every sense of the

word his antitype. He was thin and small,

clean-shaven, and with a bald head. The two

men were total strangers to me, and I stood

still for a moment unable to account for this

intrusion. The elder of the two came

forward with outstretched hands.

" Pardon me," he said, " I know I am

intruding. My name is Paul Lewin â this

is my friend, Carl Kruse. We have had the

pleasure of listening to your lecture at the

Royal Society, and have taken these uncere-

monious means of forcing ourselves upon

you, for you are the only man in England

who can do what we want."

" Pray, sit down," I said to them both. I

hastily cleared two chairs, and my uninvited

guests seated themselves. Lewin's face

seemed fairly to twitch with eagerness, but

Kruse, on the contrary, was very quiet and

calm. He was as immovable in expression

as his companion was the reverse. The

elder man's deep-set eyes flashed ; he looked

me all over from head to foot.

" You are the only person who can help us,"

he repeated, breathing quickly as he spoke.

" Pray explain yourself," I said to him.

"I will do so, and in a few words.

Mr. Kruse and I heard you lecture in

the early part of last summer. From

hints you let drop it became abundantly

clear to us both that you were in the

pursuit of a discovery which has occupied

the best part of both our lives. We are in a

difficulty which we believe that you can

explain away. We had hoped not to ask

you for any assistance, but time is precious

âany moment you may perfect your most

interesting experiments. In that case the

patent and the honour would be yours, and

we should be out of it. Now, we don't want

to be out of it, and we have come here to

ask you frankly if you will co-operate with

us."

I felt the warm blood rushing into my face.

" I don't understand you," I said ; " to

what discovery do you allude?"

" To that of the great new explosive,'' said
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discovery; it is nearly complete. When

absolutely completed we intend to offer it to

the German Government for something like a

million sterlingâbut there is a probability

that you may be first in the field. If you

patent your discovery before ours, we are

done men. Will you be content to work with

us, or"âhe stopped, his face was crimson, his

eyes seemed to start from his head.

" My friend is right," said Kruse, " but

he is far too excitable : I have told him

so over and over. We know of your

discovery, Mr. Gilchrist ; we believe that

you can help us, and we know that we can

help you. We are working on the same

lines. The discovery of this new explosive

means money, a very large fortune, and fame.

Now, we don't mean to resign our own share

in this without a struggle, but we are satisfied

to go hand in glove with you. Will you visit

us in Cornwall and help us with our experi-

ment ? We will impart to you gladly what

we know, on condition that you in your turn

give us information. You thus see that

between us the discovery is complete ; without

our united efforts it may be a very long time

before it is ready for use. Let us go shares in

the matter."

" I am not working at this thing for money,"

I said. " I am an unmarried man, and have

as much money as I need. When my dis-

covery is complete I shall offer it to the English

Governmentâthey can do what they please

with itâmy reward will be the gain which it

will give to my country. This is a time of

peace, but on all hands men are armed to

the teeth. The discovery of this explosive,

if it means all that I hope it may mean, will

be a most important factor in case of war."

Kruse laughed somewhat nervously.

" We are not so quixotic as you are," he

said ; " I have a wife, and my friend, Lewin,

has large claims upon him which rrake it

essential that he should make money where

he can. Now, will you come to terms

or not ? The fact is this, our knowledge

is indispensable to

you, your knowledge

is indispensable to us

âshall we go shares

or not ?''

I thought for a

little. I had begun

by being much an-

noyed with my strange

visitors, but now, in

spite of myself, I was

interested. They not

only knew what they

were talking about,

but they had some-

thing to sell, which I

was only too willing

to buy.

" Can I look at

your notes for a mo-

ment ? " I said to

Kruse..

He immediately
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was fair-haired, and, I had little doubt, had

German blood in her veinsâher eyes were

large and blue, and particularly innocent in

expressionâher mouth was softly curved ;

she had pretty teeth and a bright smileâshe

was like thousands of other women, and yet

there was a difference. I felt certain that she

was not a stranger to me, but where and

under what possible circumstances I had met

her before was a mystery which I could not

fathom. She apologized in a pretty way for

forcing herself into my presence, but told me

she was really as much interested in the

discovery as her husband and friend, and as

the matter was of the utmost importance, had

insisted on coming with them to visit me

to-day.

Having asked my guests to be seated, I

immediately proceeded to the subject of their

visit.

" I have thought very carefully over this

matter," I said, " and perceive that it may be

best in the end for us to come to a mutual

arrangement, but I can only do so on the

distinct understanding that if this explosive

is completed it is not to be offered to a

foreign nation, except in the event of the

English Government refusing it. That is

extremely unlikely, as, if it is perfected on the

lines which I have sketched out in my mind,

it will be too valuable for us as a nation to

lose. I am willing, gentlemen," I continued,

" to help you with my knowledge, provided

you allow a proper legal document to be

drawn up, in which each of us pledges the

other that we will take no steps with regard

to the use of the explosive or the surrender-

ing our rights in it, but with the concurrence

of all three. My lawyer can easily prepare

such a document, and we will all sign it.

On those terms and those alone I am willing

to go with you."

Lewin looked by no means satisfied, but

Kruse and his wife eagerly agreed to every-

thing that I suggested.

" It is perfectly fair," said Mrs. Kruse,

speaking in a bright, crisp voice ; " we give

you somethingâyou give us something.

When the explosive is complete we go

shares in the matter. We are willing to

sign the document you speak of. Is it not

so, Carl ? "

" Certainly," said her husband. " Mr.

Gilchrist's terms are quite reasonable."

Lewin still remained silent.

" I have nothing else to suggest," I said,

looking at him.

"Oh, I am in your hands," he said then ;

" the fact is, the thing that worries me is

having to offer this to England. I am not a

patriot in any sense of the word, and I believe

Germany would give us more for it."

" My terms are absolute," I repeated. " I

am rather nearer to perfect discovery than

you are, and the matter must drop, and we

must both take our chances of being first in

the field, if you do not agree to what I

suggest."

" I am in your hands," repeated the man.

THE ADVENTURES O* A MAN OF SCIENCE.

1

which had taken place. He promised to

draw up the necessary document, and begged

of me to be careful how far I gave myself

away.

"There is no doubt that the men are

enthusiastic scientists," I said. " It is plainly

a case of give and take, and I believe I can-

not do better than go shares with them in the

matter."

Mr. Scrivener promised that I should have

the terms of agreement in my possession

that evening, and I returned home.

The next day I made further preparations

for my Cornish visit, and on the following

morning, at an early hour, took train from

Paddington to Chrome Ash. The season of

year was late October, and as I approached

the coast I noticed that a great gale was

blowing seawards. I am fond of Nature in

her stormy moods, and as I had the com-

partment to myself, I opened the window and

put out my head to inhale the breeze.

I arrived at Chrome Ash between five and

six in the evening. Twilight was already

falling and rain was pouring in torrents. It

was a desolate little wayside station, and I

happened to be the only passenger who left

the train. A nicely appointed brougham

and a pair of horses were waiting outside,

and with her head poked out of the window,

looking eagerly around, I saw the pretty face

of Mrs. Kruse.

" Ah, you have come ; that is good," she

said. " I determined to meet you myself.

Now, step in, won't you ? I have brought

the brougham, for the night is so wild. We

have a long drive before us, over ten milesâ

I hope you won't object to my company."

I assured her to

the contrary, and

seated myself by

her side. As I in-

tended to return to

town on the follow-

ing day, I had only

brought my suit-

case with me. This

was placed beside

the driver, and we

started off at a

round pace in the

direction of Castle

Lewin.

To get to this

out-of-the-way part

of the country we

had to skirt the

coast, and the wind

was now so high

that the horses had to battle against it. The

roads were in many places unprotected, and

less surefooted beasts might have been in

danger of coming to grief as they rounded

promontories and skirted suspicious-looking

landslips.

The drive took over an hour, and long

before we reached Castle Lewin darkness

enveloped us. But at last we entered a

8
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A side door which I had not before noticed

opened, and Kruse and his extraordinary dark

companion both entered the room. They

were accompanied by a couple of pointers,

and were both dressed in thick jerseys and

knickerbockers. Kruse offered me his hand

in a calm, nonchalant manner, but Lewin, who

could evidently never check his impetuosity,

came eagerly forward, grasped my hand as if

in a vice, and said, with emphasis : â

" We are much obliged to you, Mr.

Gilchristâwelcome to Castle Lewin. I am

sorry the night is such a bad one, or, late as it

is, we might have had a walk round the place

before dinner."

"No, no, Paul," said Mrs. Kruse, "you

must not think of taking Mr. Gilchrist out

again-âhe has had a long railway journey and

a tiring drive, and would, I am sure, like to go

to his room now to rest and dress for dinner."

" I will show you the way," said Kruse.

He took me up a low flight of stairs

âwe turned down a corridor, and he threw

open the door of a pleasant, modern-look-

ing bedroom. A fire blazed here also, the

curtains were drawn at the windows, and

the whole place looked cheery and hospitable.

My host stepped forward, stirred up the fire

to a more cheerful blaze, put on a log or

two, and telling me that dinner would be

announced by the sounding of a gong, left

me to my own meditations.

I stood for a short time by the fire, and

then proceeded to dress. By and-by the

gong sounded through the house, and. I went

downstairs into the hall. The pointers were

lying in front of the fire, and a great mastiff

had now joined their company. The mastiff

glanced at me out of two bloodshot eyes,

and growled angrily as I approached. I am

always fond of dogs, and, pretending not to

notice the creature's animosity, patted him

on his head. He looked up at me in some

astonishment ; his growls ceased ; he rose

slowly on his haunches, and not only received

my caresses favourably, but even went the

length of rubbing himself against my legs.

At this moment Mrs. Kruse, in a pretty

evening dress, tripped into the hall.

"Ah, there you are,"she said, "and I see

Demoniac has made friends with you. He

scarcely ever does that with anyone."

At this instant Lewin and Kruse entered

the hall. I gave my arm to Mrs. Kruse, and

we went into the dining-room. During dinner

the gale became more tempestuous, and

Kruse and his wife entertained me with

tales of shipwreck and disaster.

The cloth was removed, and an old

mahogany table, nearly black with age and

shining like a looking glass, reflected decanters

of wine and a plentiful dessert.

" Pass the wine round," said Lewin.

" Pray, Mr. Gilchrist, help yourself. I can

recommend that port. It has been in bins

at Castle I^ewin since '47, and is mellow

enough to please any taste."

So it was, being pale in colour and appa-
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might have another side to her character.

As I looked at her she returned my gaze

fully and steadilyâthen raising her voice she

spoke with some excitement.

" Carl," she said, " Mr. Gilchrist is ready,

and we have no time to lose. Remember

that to-night, if all goes well, we perfect the

great explosive. Now, then, to work.'1

" Here is the agreement," I said, taking the

"'HERB is THE AGREEMENT,' i SAID."

lawyer's document out of its blue envelopeâ

" will you kindly read it ? We can then affix

our signatures, and the matter is arranged."

Kruse was the first to read the document.

I watched his eyes as they travelled with

great speed over the writing. Then he drew

up his chair to the table, and dipped his pen

in ink preparatory to signing his signature.

" Hold a moment," I said ; " we ought to

call in a servant to witness this."

A slightly startled look flitted across Mrs.

Kruse's face, but after an instant's hesitation

she rose and rang the bell.

The footman appearedâhe watched us

as we put our names at the end of the

paper, and then added his own signature

underneath. When he had left the room

Kruse spoke.

" Now that matter is settled," he said,

"and we can set to work. You know, I

think, Mr. Gilchrist, exactly how far we have

gone." Here he produced his pocket-book

and began to rend aloud.

I listened attentivelyâMrs. Kruse and

Lewin stood nearâI noticed that Mrs. Kruse

breathed a little quicker than usual; her

Vol. xiii.-2.

breath seemed now and then to come from

her body with a sort of pant.

" At this point we are stuck," said Kruse,

pulling up short; " we have tried every

known method, but we cannot overcome this

difficulty."

" And for the success of the experiment,"

I interrupted, " it is almost an initial know-

ledge."

" Quite so, quite so," said Lewin.

" I can put you right," I said;

" you are working with a wrong

formula â you do not know, per-

haps"âI then began to explain to

them the action of a substance as yet

never used in the

combination in

which I had

worked it. I was

interrupted in my

speech by Kruse.

"Anna,"he said,

"get paper. Write

down slowly and

carefully every

word that Mr. Gil-

christ says. Now,

then, sir, we are

ready to listen.

Are you all right,

Anna ? "

"Quite," she
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" You will give me your information ? "

" Of course, but the best way of doing so

is by showing you the experiment itself."

" That will do admirably," I replied.

" If you are ready we will go now," said

Mrs. Kruse.

She started up as she spoke, and led the

way.

We left the study, and, going down some

passages, found ourselves in the open air.

We were now in a square yard, surrounded on

all sides by buildings. I.ewin walked first,

carrying the lantern. Its light fell upon an

object which caused me to start with sur-

prise. This was nothing less than a balloon

about twenty feet

in diameter, which

was tied down with

ropes and securely

fastened to an iron

ring in the pave-

ment. It swayed

to and fro in the

gusts of wind.

"Halloa!" I

cried, in astonish-

ment, "what is

this ? "

" Our favourite

chariot," answered

Mrs. Kruse, with

a laugh. " Wait

a moment, Paul,

won't you ? I want

to show our balloon to

Mr. Gilchrist. Is it not

a beauty ? " she added,

looking in my face.

" I do not see any

car," I replied.

" The car happens

to be out of order. You

do not know, perhaps,

Mr. Gilchrist, that I

am an accomplished

aeronaut. I do not

think I enjoy anything

more than my sail in

the air. It was only last

Mondayâ

" My dear Anna, if

you get on that theme

we shall not reach the laboratories to-night,"

interrupted her husband. "This way, please,

Mr. Gilchrist."

He opened a door as he spoke, and I

found myself in a large laboratory fitted up

with the usual appliances.

Kruse and his companion, I^ewin, began

to show me round, and Mrs. Kruse stood

somewhere near the entrance.

The laboratory was full of a very disagree-

able smellâKruse remarked on this, and

began to explain it away.

"We were making experiments until a late

hour this afternoon," he said, " with some iso-

cyanides, and as you are aware, the smell from

such is almost overpowering, but we thought
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When I entered the laboratory I was full of

the keenest enthusiasm for the moment when

Kruse and his companion should sweep

away the last obstacle towards the perfecting

of the grand explosiveânow it seemed to me

that I did not care whether I ever learned

their secret or not. The explosive itself and

all that it meant might go to the bottom of

the sea as far as I was concerned. I only

longed to lay my throbbing and giddy head

on my pillow.

"I will take your advice," I said. "It is

quite evident that in my tired state these

fumes must be having a direct and poisoning

effect upon me."

" Come with me," said Kruse ; " you must

not stay a moment longer in this place."

I bade Mrs. Kruse and Lewin good-night,

and Kruse, conducting me through the yard

where the balloon was fastened, took me to

my bedroom. The fire burned here cheer-

fullyâthe bed was turned down, the snowy

sheets and befiilled pillows seemed to invite

me to repose. I longed for nothing more in

all the world than to lay my head on my

pillow.

"Good-night," said Kruseâhe held out

his hand, looking fixedly at me as he spoke.

The next moment he had left the room.

I sank into a chair when he was gone, and

thought as well as I could of the events of

the evening, but my head was in such a whirl

that I found I could not think consecutively.

I threw off my coat and, without troubling

to undress, lay down and fell into a deep and

dreamless slumber.

" Have you got the hydrogen and chlorine

ready ? "

These words, whispered rapidly, fell upon

my ears with distinctness. They did not

disturb me, for I thought they were part of a

dream; I had a curious unwillingness to

open my eyes or to arouse myselfâan unac-

countable lethargy was over me, but I felt

neither frightened nor unhappy. I knew

that I was on a visit to Lewin and Kruse in

Cornwall, and I believed myself to be lying

on the bed where I had fallen into such heavy

slumber some hours ago. I felt that I had

slept very deeply, but I was unwilling to

awake yet, or stir in any way. It is true I

heard people bustling about, and presently a

vessel of some kind fell to the floor with a loud

clatter. A woman's voice said, " Hush, it will

arouse him," and then a man made a reply

which I could not catch. My memory went on

working calmly and steadily. I recalled how

the evening had been passedâthe signing of

the documentâthe balloon in the yard, the

horrible smell in the laboratory. Then I

remembered as if I heard them over again

Mis. Kruse's words when I returned to the

study, ".// will he the third cup." What did she

mean ? Why should I be bothered with

this small memory now ? I never wanted to

sleep as I did at this momentâI had never

felt so unaccountably, so terribly drowsy.

" I hope that noise did not wake him,"
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in the laboratory was very dim, and just

then the huge form of Lewin came

between me and it. He bent over me, and,

putting his hand under my shoulders, lifted

me to a sitting postureâat the same moment

Kruse took hold of my feet. In that fashion,

without paying the slightest attention to my

words, they carried me into the yard where

the balloon was fastened. The contact with

the open air immediately made me quite

wide awake, and a fear took possession of me

which threatened to rob me of my reason.

" What are you doing ? Why am I bound

in this fashion ? Why don't you speak ? " I

cried.

They were dumb, as though I had not

uttered a word. I struggled madly, writhing

in my bonds.

" Mrs. Kruse," I cried out, " I know you

are there. As you are a woman, have mercy ;

tell me what this unaccountable thing means.

Why am I tied hand and foot? If you really

mean to kill me, for God's sake put me out

of my misery at once."

" Hold your tongue, or I'll dash your

brains out," said the ruffian Lewin. "Anna,

step back. Now, Carl, bring the ropes

along."

As the brute spoke he flung me with

violence upon a plank, which ran across the

iron hoop to which the meshes of

the great balloon were attached. I

struggled to free myself, but in my

bound condition was practically

powerless.

" What are you

doing ? Speak :

tell me the worst,"

I said. I was gasp-

ing with terror,

and a cold sweat

had burst out in

every pore.

" If you want

to know the worst,

it is this : you are

going to carry

your secret to the

stars,"said Lewin.

"Not another

word, or â¢ I'll put

an end to you on

the spot."

As he spoke he

and his com-

panion began to

lash me firmly to

the plank. My

hands, which

were already tied together round the wrists,

were drawn up over my head and fastened

securely by means of a rope to one end

of the plank ; my feet were secured in a

similar manner to the other. Just at this

instant a sudden bright flash of lightning lit

up the yard, and I caught sight of a large

dumb-bell-shaped glass flask, and also what

appeared to be a tin canister. These
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cleared the buildings the full force of the

gale caught it, and I felt myself being swept

up with terrible velocity into the very heart

of the storm. Blinding flashes of lightning

played around me on every side, while the

peals of thunder merged into one continuous,

deafening roar. Up and up I flew, with the

wind screaming through the meshes of the

net-work and threatening each moment to

tear the balloon to fluttering ribbons. Then,

almost before I was aware of it, I found

myself gazing up at a wonderful, star-flecked

firmament, and was drifting in what seemed

to be a breathless calm. I heard the thunder

pealing away below me, and was conscious of

bitter cold. The terrible sense of paralysis

and inertia had now, to a great extent, left

me, and my reason began to re-assert itself.

I was able to review the whole situation.

I not only knew where I was, but I also

knew what the end must be.

'' Hydrogen and chlorine," I muttered to

myself. " The dumb-bell-shaped glass vessel

which is fastened under the plank contains,

without doubt, these two gases, and the tin

canister which rests beneath them is full

of nitro-glycerinc." Yes, I knew what this

combination meant. When the first glint

of the sun's rays struck upon the glass vessel

it would be instantly shattered. T/te nitro-

glycerine would explode by the concussion, and

the balloon and I myself would be blown into

impalpable dust beyond sight or sound of the

earth.

This satanic scheme for my destruction

had been planned by the fiends in human

shape who had lured me to Cornwall.

Having got â¢my secret from me, they meant to

destroy all trace of my existence. The deadly

poison of narceine had been introduced into

my coffee. I knew well the action of that

pernicious alkaloid, and now perceived that the

smell in the laboratory had nothing whatever

to do with my unaccountable giddiness and

terrible inertia. Narceine would, in short,

produce all the symptoms from which I had

suffered, and would induce so sound and

deadly a sleep that I could be moved from

my bed without awakening. Yes, the ruffians

had made their plans carefully, and all had

transpired according to their wishes. There

was absolutely no escape for me. With

insane fury I tore at my bonds. The ropes

only cut into the flesh of my hands, that

was all.

The storm had now passed quite out of

hearing, and I found myself in abrolute still-

ness and silence. I was sailing away to my

death at the dawn of day. So awful were the

emotions in my breast that I almost wished

that death would hasten in order to end my

sufferings. Why had not the hydrogen and

chlorine exploded when I was passing

through the storm ? Why had the light-

ning not been merciful enough to hurry

my death ? Under ordinary circumstances

they would certainly have combined if they

had been subjected to so much actinic light.

I could not account for my escape, until I
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explosive from the plank. Here, however, I

was met by what seemed to be an insuper-

able difficulty. The glass vessel and the tin

canister had been secured round the plank

by means of a chain, which was lashed in

such a manner that by no possible means

could I undo it. I was now free to move, but

the means of destruction were still close to me.

How long had I before the sun would rise ?

Even now the light in the heavens was getting

stronger and stronger. What should I do?

My hands were free and I could sit up. In

another moment I had managed to untie the

cords from my legs. And then, with many a

slip and struggle, I contrived to clamber up the

network till 1 came to the balloon itself, when

I set to work to tear at the silk with my nails

and teeth like a man possessed. After almost

superhuman efforts, I managed to make a

very small hole in the silk. This I enlarged

first with my finger and then with my whole

hand, tearing away the silk in doing so till I had

made a huge rent in the side of the balloon.

As soon as this

happened, I

knew that the

balloon would

slowly, but

surely, begin to

descend. The

question now

was this : how

soon would the

sun rise ? Per-

haps in an hour,

but I thought

sooner. The

murderous ex-

plosive was so

secured to the

plank that there

was not the smallest chance

of my getting rid of it. My

one and only chance of life

was to reach the ground

before the sun got up. If

this did not happen, I should

be blown to atoms.

The stars were already

growing faint in the heavens,

and, sitting on the plank,

holding the meshes of the

balloon on either side, I

ventured to look below me.

I saw, with a slight feeling

of relief, that the wind must have changed,

for, instead of being blown seawards, as was

doubtless the intention of my murderers, I

had gone a considerable way inland. I

afraid

I had

could see objects, trees, villages, solitary

houses dotted in kaleidoscope pattern beneath

meâit seemed to me as I gazed that the world

was coming up to meet me. Each moment

the trees, the houses, assumed more definite

shape. Within a quarter of an hour I saw

that I was only about six hundred feet from

a large park into which I was descending.
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along the plank till it and the infernal

machine had reached one end. I noticed

with joy that here the chain was loose, as the

plank was thinner. Seating myself on the

hoop and clinging to the meshes with one

hand, I tore and tugged away at the knots

which secured the plank with the other.

Merciful God ! they were giving way ! In

another instant the plank fell, hanging to the

hoop at the opposite side, and as it did so,

the infernal machine slipped from the free

end and fell.

I was now within 3ooft. of the earth,

and, clinging for bare life to the meshes of

the balloon, I looked below. There was a

sudden flash and a deafening roar. In mid-

air, as it fell, the machine exploded, for the

sun had just risen. In another moment my

feet had brushed the too of a huge elm tree,

and I found myself

close to the ground.

Seizing the oppor-

tunity of open space

I sprang from the bal-

loon, falling heavily on

the wet grass.

The instant I left

it, the balloon, relieved

from my weight, shot

up again into space,

and was lost to view

behind the trees. I

watched it disappear,

and then conscious-

ness forsook me.

I was picked up by

a game - keeper, who

conveyed me to

his own cottage,

where I was well

and carefully

nursed, for the

exposure and

shock which I had undergone induced a

somewhat severe illness. When the fever

which had rendered me delirious abated, my

memory came fully back, and I was able-to

give a faithful and circumstantial account of

what had occurred to a neighbouring magis-

trate. Immediately on hearing my story, the

superintendent of police in London was

telegraphed to, and a detachment of his men

went to Castle Lewin, but they found the

place absolutely deserted. My would-be

murderers had beyond doubt received news

of my miraculous escape and had decamped.

I have only one thing more to say. On

my return to London, amongst a pile of

letters which awaited me, was one which I

could not peruse without agitation ; it ran

as follows :ââ¢

" You acted on my hint, and have escaped

truly as if by a miracle.

We are about to leave

the country, and you

will in all probability

never hear anything of

us again. But it gives

me pleasure even in
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T has been my good fortune to

have an experience of a life

which is already extinct, for

although whale - ships, both

English and American, still go

to l)avis' Strait, the Greenland

fishingâthat is, the fishing in the waters

between Greenland and Spitsbergenâhas

been attended with such ill-fortune during

the last ten years that it has now been

abandoned. The Hope and the Eclipse, both

of Peterhead, were the last two vessels which

clung to an industry which was once so

flourishing that it could support a fleet of a

hundred sail; and it was in the Hope, under

the command of the well-known whaler, John

Gray, that I paid a seven months' visit to

the Arctic Seas in the year 1880. I went in

the capacity of surgeon, but as I was only

twenty years of age when I started, and as

my knowledge of medicine was that of an

average third year's student, I have often

thought that it was as well that there was no

very serious call upon my services.

It came about in this way. One raw after-

noon in Edinburgh, whilst I was sitting

reading hard for one of those examinations

which blight the life of a medical student,
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there entered to me a fellow-student with

whom I had some slight acquaintance. The

monstrous question which he asked drove all

thought of my studies out of my head.

" Would you care," said he, " to start

next week for a whaling cruise ? You'll be

surgeon, two pound ten a month and three

shillings a ton oil money."

" How do you know I'll get the berth ?"

was my natural question.

" Because I 'have it myself. I find at

this last moment that I can't go, and I want

to get a man to take my place."

" How about an Arctic kit ? "

" You can have mine."

In an instant the thing was settled, and

within a few minutes the current of my life

had been deflected into a new channel.

In little more than a week I was in

Peterhead, and busily engaged, with the

help of the steward, in packing away my

scanty belongings in the locker beneath my

bunk on the good ship Hope. And this,

my first appearance aboard the ship, was

marked by an absurd incident. In my student

days boxing was a favourite amusement of

mine, for I had found that when reading hard

one can compress more exercise into a short

in the United States of America.
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time in this way than

in any other. Among

my belongings there-

fore were two pairs of

battered and dis-

coloured gloves. Now,

it chanced that the

steward was a bit of a

fighting man, se when

my unpacking was

finished, lie, of his

own accord, picked

up the gloves and

proposed that we

should then and there

have a bout. I don't

know whether Jack

Lamb still livesâbut

if he does I am sure

that he remembers

the incident. I can see

him now, blue eyed,

yellow-bearded, short

hut deep - chested,

with the bandy legs of

a very muscular man. Our contest was an un-

fair one, for he was several inches shorter in

the reach than I, and knew nothing about

sparring, although I have no doubt he

was a formidable person in a street row.

I kept propping him off as he rushed at me,

and at last, finding that he was determined

to bore his way in, I had to hit him out with

some severity. An hour or so afterwards, as

I sat reading in the saloon, there was a murmur

in the mate's berth, which was next door, and

suddenly I heard the steward say, in loud

tones of conviction : " So help me, Colin,

he's the best surrr-geon we've had ! He's

L
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blackened my e'e I "

It was the first (and

very nearly the last)

testimonial that I ever

received to my pro-

fessional abilities.

He was a good

fellow, the steward,

and as I look back

at that long voyage,

during which for seven

months we never set

our feet upon land,

his kindly, open face

is one of those of

which I like to think.

He had a very beau-

tiful and sympathetic

tenor voice, and many

an hour have I

listened to it, with its

accompaniment of

rattling plates and

jingling knives, as he

cleaned up the dishes

in his pantry. He knew a great store of

pathetic and sentimental songs, and it is only
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charging down with the heel of the ship.

He was a baker by trade, and I dare say

Greenland is as much a dream to him now

as it is to me.

There was one curious thing about the

manning of the Hope. The man who signed

on as first mate was a little, decrepit, broken

fellow, absolutely incapable of performing the

duties. The cook's assistant, on the other

hand, was a giant of a man, red-bearded,

bronzed, with huge limbs, and a voice of

thunder. But the moment that the ship

cleared the harbour the little, decrepit mate

disappeared into the cook's galley, and acted

as scullery-boy for the voyage, while the mighty

scullery-boy walked aft and became chief

mate. The fact was,

that the one had the

certificate, but was

past sailoring, while

the other could neither

read nor write, but

was as fine a seaman

as ever lived ; so, by

an agreement to which

everybody concerned

was party, they swap-

ped their berths when

they were at sea.

Colin McLean, with

his six foot of stature,

his erect, stalwart

figure, and his fierce,

red beard, pouring out

from between the flaps

of his sealing-cap, was

an officer by natural

selection, which is a

higher title than that

of a Board of Trade

certificate. His only

fault was that he was a very hot-blooded

man, and that a little would excite him to

a frenzy. I have a vivid recollection of an

evening which I spent in dragging him off

from the steward, who had imprudently made

some criticism upon his way of attacking a

whale which had escaped. Both men had

had some rum, which had made the one

argumentative and the other violent, and as

we were all three seated in a space of about

seven by four, it took some hard work to

prevent bloodshed. Every now and then,

just as I thought all danger was past, the

steward would begin again with his fatuous,

"No offence, Colin, but all I says is that if

you had been a bit quicker on the fush "

I don't know how often this sentence was

begun, but never once was it ended, for at
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the word " fush " Colin always seized

him by the throat, and I Colin round

the waist, and we struggled until we

were all panting and exhausted. Then

when the steward had recovered a little

breath he would start that miserable

sentence once more, and the " fush "

LIFE OX A GREENLAND IVHAf.ER.

'9

pan in his hand.

He said nothing,

but he struck the

man such a fright-

ful blow that his

head flew through

the bottom, and

the sides of the

pan were Icit

dangling round

his neck. The

hilf-drunken and

half-stunnedcook

talked of fighting,

but he was soon

made to feel that

the sympathy of

the ship was

against him, so he reeled back grumbling to

his duties, while the avenger relapsed into

his usual moody indifference. We heard no

further complaints about the cooking.

There are eight boats on board a whaler,

but it is usual to send out only seven, for

it takes six men each to man them, so that

when the seven are out no one is left on

hoard except the so-called " idlers," who

have not signed to do seamen's work at

a!L It happened, however, that on board

the Hope the " idlers " were an excep-

tionally active and energetic lot, so we

volunteered to man the eighth boat, and we

made it, in our own estimation at least,

one of the most efficient both in sealing

and in whaling. The steward, the second

engineer, the donkey - engine man, and I

pulled the oars, with a red-headed High-

lander for harpooner, and the handsome

outlaw to steer.

Our tally of seals

stood as high

as any; and in

whaling we were

once the harpoon-

ing and once

the lancing boat,

so our record

was an excellent

one. So congenial

was the work to

me, that Captain

Gray was good

enough to offer to

make me har-

pooner as well

as surgeon if I

would come with

him upon a

second voyage,
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with power to

draw the double

pay. It is as well

that I refused, for

the life is such a

fascinating one
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regions was the rapidity with which you reach

them. I had never realized that they lie at

our very doors. I think that we were only

four days out from Shetland when we were

among the drift ice. I awoke of a morning

to hear the bump, bump of the floating pieces

against the side of the ship, and I went on

deck to see the whole sea covered with them

to the horizon. They were none of them

large, but they lay so thick that a man might

travel far by springing from one to the other.

Their dazzling whiteness made the sea seem

bluer by contrast, and with a blue sky above,

and that glorious Arctic air in one's nostrils, it

was a morning to remember. Once on one

come together at a variable spot, which is

evidently pre-arranged among them, and as

this place may be any\vhere within many

hundreds of square miles of floating ice,

it is no easy matter for the fisher to find it.

The means by which he sets about it are

simple but ingenious. As the ship makes its

way through the loose ice-streams, a school of

seals is observed travelling tinough the water.

Their direction is carefully taken by compass

and marked upon the chart. An hour after-

wards perhaps another school is seen. This

is also marked. When these bearings have

been taken several times, the various lines

upon the chart are prolonged until they

FLENSING A , WHALEâI.E., CUTTING OFF THE BLL 11BKK IN LONG STRIPS WHILE
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of the swaying, rocking pieces we saw a huge

seal, sleek, sleepy, and imperturbable, looking

up with the utmost assurance at the ship, as

if it knew that the close time had still three

weeks to run. Further on we saw on the

ice the long, human-like prints of a bear.

All this with the snowdrops of Scotland still

fresh in our glasses in the cabin.

I have spoken about the close time, and

I may explain that, by an agreement between

the Norwegian and the British Governments,

the subjects of both nations are forbidden to

kill a seal before the 3rd of April. The

reason for this is, that the breeding season is

in March, and if the mothers should be

killed before the young are able to take care

of themselves, the race would soon become

nxtinct. For breeding purposes,"the seals all

intersect. At this point, or near it, it is likely

that the main pack of the seals will be found.

When you do come upon it, it is a

wonderful sight. I suppose it is the largest

assembly of creatures upon the face of the

worldâand this upon the open ice-fields

hundreds of miles from Greenland coast.

Somewhere between 7ideg. and 75deg. is

the rendezvous, and the longitude is even

vaguer; but the seals have no difficulty in

finding the address. From the crow's-nest

at the top of the main-mast, one can see no

end of them. On the furthest visible ice

one can still see that sprinkling of pepper

grains. And the young lie everywhere also,

snow-white slugs, with a little black nose and

large, dark eyes. Their half-human cries fill

the air; and when you are sitting in the cabin
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of a ship which is in

pack, you would think

a monstrous nursery.

The Hope was one

seal - pack that

year, but before

the day came

when hunting

was allowed, we

had a succession

of strong gales,

followed by a

severe roll, which

tilted the floating

ice and launched

the young seals

prematurely into

the water. And

so, when the law

at last allowed

us to begin work,

Nature had left

us with very little

work todo. How-

ever, at dawn

upon the third,

the ship's com-

pany took to the

ice, and began

to gather in its

murderous har-

vest. It is brutal

work, though not

more brutal than

that which gods

the heart of the seal-

you were next door to

of the first to find the

FLUNKING AND CUTTING UP BLUHUEK ON HOARD.

from a Photograph.

on to supply every dinner-table in the country.

And yet those glaring crimson pools upon

the dazzling white of the ice-fields, under

the peaceful silence of a blue Arctic sky, did

seem a horrible

intrusion. But

an inexorable

demand creates

an inexorable

supply, and the

seals, by their

death, help to

give a living to

the long line of

seamen, dockers,

tanners, curers,

triers, chandlers,

leather mer-

chants, and oil-

sellers, who stand

between this

annual butchery

on the one hand,

and the exquisite,

with his soft

leather boots, or

the savant, using
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of the adventures which befell me. I

have said that a strong swell had arisen,

and as this was dashing the floating ice

together the captain thought it dangerous

for an inexperienced man to venture

upon it. And so, just as I was clamber-

ing over the bulwarks with the rest, he

ordered me back and told me to remain

on board. My remonstrances were useless,

and at last, in the blackest of tempers, I

seated myself upon the top of the bulwarks,

with my feet dangling over the outer side,

and there I nursed my wrath, swinging up

and down with the roll of the ship. It

chanced, however, that I was really seated

upon a thin sheet of ice which had formed

sealing out of his head, and I had to answer

to the name of " the great northern diver "

for a long time thereafter. I had a narrow

escape once through stepping backwards

over the edge of a piece of floating ice while

I was engaged in skinning a seal. I had

wandered away from the others, and no one

saw my misfortune. The face of the ice

was so even that I had no purchase by which

to pull myself up, and my body was rapidly

becoming numb in the freezing water. At

last, however, I caught hold of the hind

flipper of the dead seal, and there was a kind

of nightmare tug-of-war, the question being

whether I should pull the seal off or pull

myself on. At last, however, I got my knee

fmiaa]
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upon the wood, and so when the swell threw

her over to a particularly acute angle, I

shot off and vanished into the sea between

two ice-blocks. As I rose, I clawed on

to one of these, and soon scrambled on

board again. The accident brought about

what I wished, however, for the captain

remarked that as I was bound to fall into

the ocean in any case, I might just as

well be on the ice as on the ship. I justified

his original caution by falling in twice again

during the day, and I finished it ignominiously

by having to take to my bed while all my

clothes were drying in the engine-room. I

was consoled for my misfortunes by finding

that they amused the captain to such an

extent that they drove the ill success of our

over the edge and rolled on to it. I

remember that my clothes were as hard as a

suit of armour by the time I reached the

ship, and that I had to thaw my crackling

garments before I could change them.

This April sealing is directed against the

mothers and young. Then, in May, the

sealer goes further north ; and about latitude

77deg. or 78deg. he conies upon the old

male seals, who are by no means such easy

victims. They are wary creatures, and it

takes good long-range snooting to bag them.

Then, in June, the sealing is over, and the

ship bears away further north still, until in the

79th or 8oth degree she is in the best Green-

land whaling latitudes. There she remains

for three months or so, and if she is fortunate
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she may bring back 300 or 400 per cent, to

her owners, and a nice little purse full for

every man of her ship's company. Or if her

profits be more modest, she has at least

afforded such sport that every other sport is

dwarfed by the comparison.

It is seldom that one meets anyone who

understands the value of a Greenland whale.

A well-boned and large one as she floats is

worth to-day something between two and three

thousand pounds. This huge price is due

to the value of whalebone, which is a very

rare commodity, and yet is absolutely essential

for some trade purposes. The price tends to

rise steadily, for the number of the creatures

is diminishing. In 1880, Captain Gray

calculated that there were probably not more

than 300 of them left alive in the whole

expanse of the Greenland seas, an area of

thousands of square miles. How few there

are is shown by the fact that he recognised

individuals amongst those which we chased.

There was one with a curious wart about the

size of a beehive upon his tail, which he had

remembered chasing when he was a lad on

his father's ship. Perhaps other generations

of whalers may follow that warty tail, for the

whale is a very long-lived creature.

How long they live has never been

ascertained ; but in the days when it

was customary to stamp harpoons with

the names of vessels, old harpoons

have been cut out of whales bearing

names long forgotten in the trade, and

all the evidence goes to prove that a

century is well within their powers.

It is exciting work pulling on to a

whale. Your own back is turned to

him, and all you know about him is

what you read upon the face of the

boat-steerer. He is staring out over

your head, watching the creature as

it swims slowly through the water,

raising his hand now and again as a'

signal to stop rowing when he sees that

the eye is coming round, and then

resuming the stealthy approach when

the whale is end on. There are so

many floating pieces of ice, that as

long as the oars are quiet the boat

alone will not cause the creature to

dive. So you creep slowly up, and

at last you are so near that the boat-

steerer knows that you can get there

before the creature has time to dive

âfor it takes some little time to get

that huge body into motion. You

see a sudden gleam in his eyes,

and a flush in his cheeks, and it's

" Give way, boys ! Give way, all! Hard ! "

Click goes the trigger of the big harpoon

gun, and the foam flies from your oars. Six

strokes, perhaps, and then with a dull, greasy

squelch the bows run upon something soft,

and you and your oars are sent flying in every

direction. But little you care for that,

for as you touched the whale you have

heard the crash of the gun, and know
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know that lie has gone. It is a waste of fish

to cut the line, for the victim is already

hundreds of fathoms deep.

" Haud your hand, mon," cried the

harpooner, as a seaman raised his knife on

such an occasion. " The fush will be a fine

thing for the widdey." It sounds callous,

but there was philosophy at the base of it.

This is the harpooning, and that boat has

no more to do. But the lancing, when the

weary fish is killed with the cold steel, is

a more exciting because it is i more pro-

longed experience. You may be for half an

hour so near to the creature that you can lay

your hand upon its slimy side. The whale

appears to have but little sensibility to pain,

for it never winces when the long lances are

passed through its body. But its instinct

urges-it to get its tail to work on the boats,

and yours urges you to keep poling and boat-

hooking along its side, so as to retain your

sate position near its shoulder. Even there,

the fin rolled over the other way, and we

knew that it was dead. Who would swap

that moment for any other triumph that

sport can give ?

The peculiar other-world feeling of the

Arctic regionsâa feeling so singular, that if

you have once been there the thought of

it haunts you all your life â is due largely

to the perpetual daylight. Night seems more

orange-tinted and subdued than day, but

there is no great difference. Some captains

have been known to turn their hours right

round out of caprice, with breakfast at night

and supper at ten in the morning. There

are your twenty-lour hours, and you may

carve them as you like. After a month or

two the eyes grow weary of the eternal light,

and you appreciate what a soothing thing

our darkness is. I can remember as we

came abreast of Iceland, on our return, catch-

ing our first glimpse of a star, and being

unable to take my eyes from it, it seemed

however, we found upon this occasion that

we were not quite out of danger's way,

for the creature in its flurry raised its

huge side-flapper and poised it over the

boat. One flap would have sent us to

the bottom of the sea, and I can never

forget how, as we pushed our way from under,

each of us held one hand up to stave off that

great, threatening finâas if any strength of

ours could have availed if the whale had

meant it to descend. But it was spent with

loss of blood, and instead of coming down

such a dainty little twinkling thing. Half

the beauties of Nature are lost through over-

familiarity.

Your sense of loneliness also heightens the

effect of the Arctic Seas. When we were in

whaling latitudes it is probable that, with the

exception of our consort, there was no vessel

within 800 miles of us. For seven long

months no letter and no news came to us

from the southern world. We had left in

exciting times. The Afghan campaign had

been undertaken, and war seemed imminent
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with Russia. We returned opposite the

mouth of the Baltic without any means of

knowing whether some cruiser might not

treat us as we had treated the whales. When

we met a fishing-boat at the north of Shet-

land our first inquiry was as to peace or

war. Great events had happened during

those seven months : the defeat of Maiwand

and the famous march of Roberts from

Cabul to Candahar. But it was all haze to

us ; and, to this day, I have never been able

to get that particular bit of military history

straightened out in my own mind.

The perpetual light, the glare of the white

ice, the deep blue of the water, these ar-e the

things which one remembers most clearly,

with the dry, crisp, exhilarating air, which

makes mere life the keenest of pleasures.

And then there are the innumerable sea-

birds, whose call is for ever ringing in your

ears : the gulls, the fulmars, the snow-birds,

the burgomasters, the looms, and the rotjes.

These fill the air, and below, the waters are

for ever giving you a peep of some strange

new creature. The commercial whale may

not often come your way, but his less

valuable brethren abound on every side.

The finner shows

his ninety feet of

worthless tallow,

with the absolute

conviction that no

whaler would con-

descend to lower

a boat for him.

The mis-shapen

hunchback whale,

the ghost-like

white whale, the

narwhal, with his

unicorn horn, the

queer-looking bot-

tle-nose, the huge,

sluggish, Green-

land shark, and

the terrible killing

grampus, the most

formidable of all

the monsters of

the deep, these are

the creatures who

own those un-

sailed seas. On

the ice are the

seals, the saddle-backs, the ground seals, the

huge bladdernoses, izft. from nose to tail,

with the power of blowing up a great blood-

red football upon their noses when they are

angry, which they usually are. Occasionally

one sees a white Arctic fox upon the

ice, and everywhere are the bears.

The floes in the neighbourhood of the

sealing-ground are all criss-crossed with

their tracksâpoor, harmless creatures, with

the lurch and roll of a deep-sea mariner. It

is for the sake of the seals that they come

out over those hundreds of miles of iceâand

they have a very ingenious method of catch-

ing them, for they will choose a big ice-field
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STRANGERS

IN THE

HOUSE.

AMONGST the first work to be

done in the new Session that

opens this month is the re-

appointment of the Select Com-

mittee nominated last year to inquire into

the circumstances that led up to the raid on

the Transvaal. It may be useful, for

purposes of reference, to give a list of the

members of the Committee as it is set forth

in the columns of the Paris Gil Bias. It

runs thus : Sir milord Willam Hardtcourte,

Sir H. Campell Bamnermard, Sir Michael

Chicks Black, Sir Richard Webster, Lydney

Bluxtone, H. Lebouchere Bigham, Sir Hart-

Dyki, and M. Chamtertain.

When on Mr. Gladstone's trip to the Kiel

Canal the Tantallon Castle touched at

Copenhagen, a local paper gave a list of the

principal guests, which included Lord

Randoll, Lord Welley, Sir Writh Pease, Sir

John Leng Baith, and Sir Cuthbert Quiets.

Under these disguises fellow-passengers

recognised Lord Rendell, Lord Wei by, Sir

Joseph Pease, Sir John Leng, and (though

this was more difficult) Mr. Cuthbert Quilter,

M.P.

But for picturesque spelling of proper

names Paris beats Copenhagen.

A suggestion thrown out on this

page last year has been taken up

by the member for Birkenhead,

' who has addressed to the First

Lord of the Treasury inquiry as to the

possibility of finding within the precincts of

the Houses of Parliament a site for a

memorial of Lord Randolph Churchill. Mr.

Arthur Balfour diplomatically replies that

if the First Commissioner of Works is

approached on the subject by a responsible

committee, he will give the matter his full

consideration.

There, for the while, the matter rests. It

is probable that, sooner or later, this honour

will be done to one of the strongest,

ablest, and most original Parliamentarians of

the later Victorian age. One deterrent

influence is the fearsome consequences of

similar endeavour to do honour to the

memory of Mr. Bright. The smug block of

marble last year placed in the outer lobby of

A STATUE

FOR LORD

RANDOLPH.

the House of Commons labelled John Bright

casts a baleful shadow over further enterprise

in analogous direction. It is felt that it

would be better to leave Lord Randolph

Churchill's memory enshrined in the hearts

of those who knew him than to attempt to

perpetuate it for posterity in the fashion Mr.

Bright has been dealt with.

A notable, unvarying, and un-

SIR GEORGE i â¢ j i r lt_

explained phenomenon of the
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The member for Kirkcaldy was

SIR GEORGE of tougher metal than his col-

CAMPBELL. league of Kincardineshire. He

was, moreover, a far abler man.

Sir George was Lieutenant - Governor of

Bengal during the great famine. Quitting

THE LATE SIR GEORGE CAMPBELL.
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India whilst the plague had not been entirely

stayed by his energetic and well-directed

efforts, the Times threw its hands up in

Editorial despair. The question of what would

become of India when Sir George Campbell

had forsaken it seemed at the time appalling.

When he first took his seat for Kirkcaldy,'

Sir George was still in the prime of life as

time is counted in the political arena. Just

turned fifty, he might reasonably count on

fifteen, perhaps twenty, years of active life in

which on new ground he might repeat, even

excel, his triumphs in India. Indian questions

he had at his finger ends. But in the course

of an active life and wide reading he had

amassed a store of information on a wider

range.

Perhaps that was the secret of his Parliamen-

tary failure. He could talk on any subject

at any length, and was not indisposed to

oblige. A further peculiar disadvantage

was possession of one of the most rasping

voices ever heard on land or sea. In the

1880 Parliament the mere sound of Sir

George Campbell's voice at the opening

sentence of a speech was sufficient to send

the merry-hearted Unionist majority into a

roar of laughter.

The temptation to score off Sir

FEARFUL George was great, since nothing

CREATURES ! pleased the House more than

success in that direction. One

afternoon questions, of which due notice had

been given, were addressed to Mr. Plunket,

then First Commissioner of Works, with

respect to the carving of strange birds and

beasts with which the new staircases in

Westminster Hall had been ornamented.

No one was dreaming of Sir George Campbell.

It wasn't his show, but he must needs poke

his nose into it. Mr. Plunket had disclaimed

authority in the matter.

" Who, then," cried Sir George, at the top

of his voice, " is responsible for these fearful

creatures ?"

Mr. Plunket returned to the table, and

turning a beaming face upon Sir George said,

in musical voice that contrasted pleasantly

with the rasping of a file, " I am not

responsible for the fearful creatures in West-

minster Hall, or in this House either."

In the following Session Sir George acci-

dentally and undesignedly gave a fresh point

to this little gibe by a slip of the tongue.

Having, in companionship with Mr. Storey,

Mr. Conybeare, and two or three other

members below the gangway, long withstood

the Government in Committee of Supply,

Sir George, in one of twenty-three speeches

delivered on a single night, desired to

make reference to " the band of us devoted
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One of Sir George's minor fads

was objection to the device of St.

AND THE ,, ' , ., f~. i j

George and the Dragon employed

DRAGON, c â¢ i_ â¢ i_ j

for coins which passed currency

in Scotland. St. George was all very well for

mere Southerners. North of the Tweed, St.

Andrew was the saint. In Committee of

Supply he returned to this subject, dwelling

upon it as if he approached it for the first

time. The Chancellor of the Exchequer,

who had replied a score of times to the

question, made no sign, and the Chairman

of Committees had risen to put the question.

Sir George bore down upon him with un-

governable fury, threatening to move to

report progress if he were thus ignored. Mr.

W. H. Smith, still with us at the time, inter-

posed with characteristic effort

to throw oil on the troubled

waters. Sir George, in re-

sponse, clamoured for a

pledge that in any new coin-

age the familiar device should

not be introduced. Here-

upon, Sir Wilfred l^awson,

ever a man of peace, sug-

gested, as a compromise,

that the die should be cut

to represent Sir George and

the Dragon.

Amid the uproarious

laughter that followed, the

vote under discussion was

hastily put and further dis-

cussion by Sir George Camp-

bell necessarily deferred.

Still another

RICHARD emi"ent Ind!?n

TEMPLE, statesman who

found a low level

in the House of Commons

was Sir Richard Temple. Sir

Richard has recently pub-

lished the Story of his Life,

from which it appears how intimately and

directly he was connected with the growth

and prosperity of India over a period of

twenty-nine years. He was nine years older

than Sir George Campbell when he entered

the Parliamentary arena. In mental and

physical vigour he was at least his equal.

Sir Richard's career in India had been one

of unchecked advancementâthe reward of

honest hard work and high administrative

capacity. As he himself puts it, he "was

fortunate in climbing rapidly up the steps of

the ladder in a comparatively short time, and

remaining at or near the top for the greater

part of my official days."

SIR RICHARD TEMPLE TURNS

HIS BACK ON THE HOUSE.

He came to Westminster just as Napoleon

went to Spain after his triumphs in Italy and

Germany, meaning to possess himself of a

new territory as a matter of course. Exclud-

ing Irish members from the computation,
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One reason for this is that they enter the

House too late in life. There are exceedingly

few-exceptions to the rulethat men do notreach

supreme position in the House of Commons

unless they enter it on the sunny side of thirty.

More directly fatal to House of Commons

success of Indian ex-Ministers and officials is

the absolutely altered conditions of life.

Stepping from Government House in one of

the Provinces of India on to the floor of the

House of Commons, they experience a more

striking and not so attractive a transformation

as Alice realized when she wandered into

Wonderland. For years accustomed to auto-

cratic power, his lightest whisper a command,

the ex-Satrap finds himself an unconsidered

member of a body of men who, unless their de-

meanour is misleading, would think nothing of

tweaking the nose of the ex-Governor of Bom-

bay or the ex-Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal.

The lesson is learnt in time. To begin with,

it is difficult for a man who, as Sir Richard

Temple boasts in his own case, has ruled

over millions, to realize that he must compete

with borough members and the like in the

effort to catch the Speaker's eye. His earliest

natural impulse is to clap his hands and

order the optic to be brought to him on a

charger. By the time the hard lesson is learned

the spirit is broken, ambition is smothered,

old age creeps on, and strong, capable, suc-

cessful men, who have thrown up high appoint-

ments in India, in order to serve their country

and themselves in a Parliamentary career,

find how much sharper than a serpent's tooth

is House of Commons' ingratitude.

The gentlemen of England who

UNNAMED live at home at ease, and, morning

HEROES, after morning,

through an

important debate in the

House of Commons,

glance down the report

of speeches delivered on

the previous night, reck

little of tearless dumb

tragedies that take place

in the historic Chamber

and find no record. It is

all very well for the man

who has worked off his

speech, even if the

benches should empty at

his rising, and the news-

papers give the barest

summary of his argument.

Alas, for those who never sing,

But die with all their music

in them.

WAITING FOR AN OPENING.

Through nights of big debates, for one

member who catches the Speaker's eye there

are, at least, twenty who compete in the

emprise and lamentably fail. It is no un-

common thing to see a member sit hour after

hour, notes of his speech in hand, waiting till

successive orators have made an end of speak-

ing, eagerly jump up, and be passed over by
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THK GOOD

OLD

TIMES.

TRYING TO CATCH THE SPEAKER S EVE.

enough to avail himself of, whilst not

abrogating his right to make such selection

as he pleases.

In olden times, before the closure

was, the House was to a con-

siderable extent at the mercy of

a single member in the matter of

closing a debate. Mr.

Frank Hugh O'Donnell

reduced to a perfected

system the habit of in-

terposing at the moment

when a big debate

seemed to have come

to a natural conclusion.

In his day there was

neither the twelve o'clock

rule nor closure. Talk

might, not infrequently

did, go on all through

the night and fill the

wearied hours of the

succeeding morn. Mr.

Gladstone, as Leader of

the Opposition, would

wind up the debate from

the point of view of his

party ; Mr. Disraeli, as

Leader of the House,

would reply, a task

usually completed be-

tween one and two o'clock in the morning.

The Speaker would rise to put the question,

and tired members would gratefully prepare

for the march through the division lobbies,

and the subsequent rush for cabs.

â, ,

, ,'

*vroEJn

when an

At this critical moment would be

discovered below the gangway Mr.

O'Donnell on his feet, leisurely fixing

his eye - glass preparatory to delivering

a long speech that might just as well

have been spoken before dinner. The

House howled, and, using the phrase

in a Parliamentary sense, tore its hair

and rent its garments. But it felt its

impotence, and Mr. O'Donnell relent-

lessly used his power. When the con-

tinuous roar of " 'Vide ! 'Vide ! 'Vide ! "

filled the Chamber, Mr. O'Donnell seized

the opportunity of silence enforced on

himself quietly to study his notes. The

conflict lasted for ten minutes or a quarter

of an hour, according to the reckless heat

of passion. But there was never any

variation of the conclusion. When six

hundred members had shouted them-

selves hoarse, Mr. O'Donnell continued

and concluded his :peech, to the prolonga-

tion of which members had contributed

the odd ten or fifteen minutes.

Members of the present House

FROM BEHIND THE SPEAKER'S CHAIR.

one of its successive appearances. The

advocates of the measureâforemost among

whom was Mr. Courtneyâwere flushed with

hope of a good division. At a quarter past

five, tht* champion rose to clench the argu-

ment in favour of the second reading. Under

the standing orders then in force, Wednesday's

debate must needs close at a quarter to six.

If any member was on his feet when the

hand of the clock touched the quarter, the

debnte would automatically stand adjourned.

The House had had enough of debate

carried on through a long summer afternoon.

Members knew Mr. Courtney's views on the

question, and would rather have the division

than enjoy opportunity of hearing them

formally stated. Accordingly, when he rose

there were cries for the division.

But Mr. Courtney, though then compara-

tively new to Parliamentary life, was not to

be put down by clamour. Disregarding the

interruption, he went on with his remarks.

As he continued the storm rose. Mr.

Courtney's back was up, and

occasionally so also was his

clenched fist, shaken towards

high Heaven in enforcement

of his argument. At the

end of a quarter of an hour

a glass of water was brought

by a considerate friend. Amid

howls of contumely the orator

gulped it down. Evidently

refreshed, he began again.

Nothing was heard beyond the

invocation, " Mr. Speaker,"

and the chorus, "'Vide!

'Vide ! 'Vide !" The roar of

human voices filled the

Chamber with angry wail.

When it seemed dying away

Mr. Courtney's lips moved,

whereat the blast broke forth

with renewed fury. Another

glass of water was brought,

and drank amid demoniac

shouts.

So the moments sped till a quarter to six

rang out from the clock tower, and Mr.

Courtney sat down pale and breathless,

secure in the rare triumph of having talked

out the Bill whose passage through a second

MR. COURTNEYS BACK UP.

reading he had risen with intent to enforce.

That is a scene the like of which members of

the House of Commons living under the

New Rules will never more look upon.

A well-known member of the

A NIGHT House of Commons has brought

ALARM, up from the country a story

which illustrates the responsi-

bilities of hospitality. His house standing

in an isolated position, with the highway

skirting the park walls, he became concerned

for the safety of many precious portable

things collected under his roof. Taking

advice in an experienced quarter, he was

advised that the best thing to do was to have

all the doors and windows on the ground floor

BY GRANT ALLEN.

N our return to London,

Charles and Marvillier had a

difference of opinion on the

subject of Medhurst.

Charles maintained Mar-

villier ought to have known

the man with the cropped hair was Colonel

Clay, and ought never to have recommended

him. Marvillier maintained that Charles had

seen Colonel Clay half-a-dozen times, at least,

to his own never ; and that my respected

brother-in-law had therefore nobody on earth

but himself to blame if the rogue imposed

upon him. The head detective had known

Medhurst for ten years, he said, as a most

respectable man, and even a ratepayer; he

had always found him the cleverest of spies,

as well he might be, indeed, on the familiar

set-a-thief-to-catch-a-thief principle. How-

ever, the upshot of it all was, as usualâ

nothing. Marvillier was sorry to lose the

services of so excellent a hand ; but he had

done the very best he could for Sir Charles,

he declared ; and if Sir Charles were not satis-

fied, why, he might catch his Colonel Clays

for himself in future. .

" So I will, Sey," Charles remarked to me,

as we walked back from the office in the

Strand by Piccadilly. " I won't trust any

more to these private detectives. It's my

belief they're a pack of thieves themselves,

in league with the rascals they're set to

catch, and with no more sense of honour

than a Zulu diamond-hand."

" Better try the police," I suggested, by

way of being helpful. One must assume an

interest in one's employer's business.

But Charles shook his head. " No, no,"

he said; " I'm sick of nil these fellows. I

shall trust in future to my own sagacity. We

learn by experience, Seyâand I've learned a

thing or two. One of them is this : It's not

enough to suspect everybody ; you must

have no preconceptions. Divest yourself

entirely of every fixed idea if you wish to

cope with a rascal of this calibre. Don't

jump at conclusions. We should disbelieve

everything, as well as distrust everybody.

That's the road to success; and I mean to

pursue it."

So, by way of pursuing it, Charles retired to

Seldon.

"The longer the man goes on, the worse

he grows," he said to me one morning. "He's

just like a tiger that has tasted blood. Every

successful haul seems only to make him more

eager for another. I fully expect now before

long we shall see him down here."

About three weeks later, sure enough, my

respected connection received a communica-

tion from the abandoned swindler, with an

Austrian stamp and a Vienna post-mark.

" My dear Vandrift,

" (After so long and so varied an acquaint-

ance we may surely drop the absurd

formalities of ' Sir Charles ' and ' Colonel.')

I write to ask you a delicate question. Can

you kindly tell me exactly how much I have

received from your various generous acts
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the letter down, "in a week er less the man

himself will follow. This is his cunning way

of trying to make me think he's well out of

the country and far away from Seldon. That

means he's meditating another descent. But

he told us too much last time, when he was

Medhurst the detective. He gave us some

hints about disguises and their unmasking

that I shall not forget. This turn, I shall be

even with him."

On Saturday of that week, in effect, we

were walking along the road that leads into

the village, when we met a gentlemanly-

looking man, in a rough and rather happy-go-

lucky brown tweed suit, who had the air of a

tourist. He was middle-aged, and of middle

height; he wore a small leather wallet sus-

pended round his shoulder; and he was

peering about at the rocks in a suspicious

manner. Some-

thing in his gait

attracted our at-

tention.

" Good morn-

ing," he said,

looking up as we

passed; and

Charles muttered

a somewhat surly

and inarticulate,

"Good morn-

ing."

We went on

without saying

more. . "Well,

that's not Colonel

Clay, anyhow," I

said, as we got

out of earshot.

" For he accosted

us first; and you

may remember

it's one of the

Colon el's most

marked peculi-

arities that, like

the model child,

he never speaks till he's spoken toânever

begins an acquaintance. He always waits

till we make the first advance ; he doesp't

go out of his way to cheat us ; he loiters

about till we ask him to do it."

" Seymour," my brother-in-law responded,

in a severe tone, " there you are, now, doing

the very thing I warned you not to do !

You're succumbing to a preconception.

Avoid fixed ideas. The probability is this

man is Colonel Clay. Strangers are generally

scarce at Seldon. If he isn't Colonel Clay,

Vol. xiii.-5.

PEEKING AT THE ROCKS IN A SUSPICIOUS MANNER.

what's he here for, I'd like to know ? What

money is there to be made here in any other

way ? I shall inquire about him."

We dropped in at the Cromarty Arms,

and asked good Mrs. M'Lachlan if she could

tell us anything about the gentlemanly

stranger. Mrs. M'Lachlan replied that he
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man of between forty and fifty; and his

forehead was lined in a way which a less

consummate artist than Colonel Clay could

easily have imitated. But I felt we had at

least some grounds for our identification ; it

would not do to dismiss the suggestion of

Clayhood at once as a flight of fancy.

His wife was sitting near, upon a bare boss

of rock, reading a volume of poems. Capital

heather smells sweet. You are stopping at

the inn, I fancy ? ''

" Yes," the lady answered, looking up at

him with a charming smile. (" I know that

smile," Charles whispered to me. " I have

succumbed to it too often.") " We're stopping

at the inn, and my husband is doing a little

geology on the hill here. I hope Sir Charles

Vandrilt won't come and catch us. He's so

'* 1 HOPE SIR CHARLES WON'T COME AND CATCH US."

variant, that, a volume of poems ! Exactly

suited the selected type of a cultivated

family. White Heather and Mrs. (Iranton

never used to read poems. But that was

characteristic of all Colonel Clay's imperson-

ations, and Mrs. Clay's tooâfor I suppose I

must call her so. They were not mere outer

disguises; they were finished pieces of dramatic

study. Those two people were an actor and

actress, as well as a pair of rogues ; and in

both their rales they were simply inimitable.

As a rule, .Charles is by no means polite to

casual trespassers on the Seldon estate ; they

get short shrift and a summary ejection. But

on this occasion he had a reason for being

courteous, and he approached the lady with a

bow of recognition. "Lovely day," he said,

" isn't it ? Such belts on the sea, and the

down upon trespassers. They tell us at the

inn he's a regular Tartar.'1

(" Saucy minx as ever," Charles murmured

tome. "She said it on purpose.") "No, my

dear madam," he continued, aloud; " you

have been quite misinformed. / am Sir

Charles Vandrift; and I am not a Tartar.

If your husband is a man of science, I respect

and admire him. It is geology that has made

me what I am to-day,'' and he drew himself

up proudly. "We owe to it the present

development of South African mining."

The lady blushed as one seldom sees a

mature woman blush â but exactly as I had

seen Madame Picardet and White Heather.

" Oh, I'm so sorry,'1 she said, in a confused

way that recalled Mrs. Granton. " Forgive

my hasty speech. I â I didn't know you."

(" She did," Charles whispered. " But let

that pass.") " Oh, don't think of it again ;

so many people disturb the birds, don't you

know, that we're obliged in self-defence to

warn trespassers sometimes off our lovely

mountains. But I do it with regretâwith

profound regret. I admire theâerâthe
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beauties of Nature myself; and, therefore, I

desire that all others should have the freest

possible access to themâpossible, that is to

say, consistently with the superior claims

of Property."

" I see," the lady replied, looking up at

him quaintly. " I admire your wishâthough

not your reservation. I've just been reading

those sweet lines of Wordsworth's :â

And O, ye fountains, meadows, hills, and groves,

Forebode not any severing of our loves.

I suppose you know them ?" And she

beamed on him pleasantly.

"Know them?" Charles answered. " Know

them ! Oh, of course, I know them. They're

old favourites of mineâin fact, I adore

Wordsworth." (I doubt whether Charles has

ever in his life read a line of poetry, except

Doss Chiderdoss in the Sporting Life.} He

took the book and glanced at them. " Ah,

charming, charming !" he said, in his most

ecstatic tone. But his eyes were on the

lady, and not on the poet.

I saw in a moment how things stood. No

matter under what disguise that woman

appeared to him, and whether he recognised

her or not, Charles couldn't help falling a

victim to Madame Picardet's attractions.

Here he actually suspected her; yet, like a

moth round a candle, he was trying his

hardest to get his wings singed ! I almost

despised him with his gigantic intellect ! The

greatest men are the greatest fools, I verily

believe, when there's a woman in question.

The husband strolled up by this time, and

entered into conversation with us. Accord-

ing to his own account, his name was Forbes-

Gaskell, and he was a Professor of Geology

in one of those new-fangled northern colleges.

He had come to Seldon rock-spying, he said,

and.found much to interest him. He was

fond of fossils, but his special hobby was rocks

a-nd minerals. He knew a vast deal about

cairngorms and agates and such-like pretty

things, and showed Charles quartz and felspar

and red cornelian, and I don't know what else,

in the crags on the hillside. Charles pretended

to listen to him with the deepest interest and

even respect, never for a moment letting him

guess he knew for what purpose this show of

knowledge had been recently acquired. If we

were ever to catch the man, we must not

allow him to see we suspected him. So Charles

played a dark game. He swallowed the

geologist whole without question.

Most of that morning we spent with them

on the hillside. Charles took them every-

where and showed them everything. He

pretended to be polite to the scientific man,

and he was really polite, most polite, to the-

poetical lady. Before lunch time, we had

become quite friends.

The Clays were always easy people to get

on with ; and, bar their roguery, we could

not deny they were delightful companions.

Charles asked them in to lunch. They

accepted willingly. He introduced them to-

Amelia with sundry raisings of his eyebrows
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Colonel Clay, merely because I don't happen

to spot the particular scheme he is trying to

work against me. The rogue has so many

schemes, and some of them so well con-

cealed, that up to the moment of the actual

explosion, you fail to detect the presence of

moral dynamite. Therefore, I shall proceed

as if there were dynamite everywhere. But, in

the Third Placeâand this is very importantâ

you mark my words, I believe I detect already

the lines he will work upon. He's a geologist,

he says, with a taste for minerals. Very good !

You see if he doesn't try to persuade me

before long he has found u coal mine, whose

locality he will disclose for a trifling con-

sideration ; or else he will salt the Long

Mountain with emeralds, and claim a big

share for helping to discover them ; or else

he will try something in the mineralogical

line to do me somehow. I see it in the very

transparency of the fellow's face ; and I'm

determined, this time, neither to pay him

one farthing on any pretext, nor to let him

escape me ! "

We went in to lunch. The Professor and

Mrs. Forbes-Gaskell, all smiles, accompanied

us. I don't know whether it was Charles's

warning to take nothing for granted that

made me do soâbut I kept a close eye upon

the suspected man all the time we were at

table. It struck me there was something

very odd about his hair. It didn't seem

quite the same colour all over. The locks

that hung down behind, over the collar

of his coat, were a trifle lighter and

a trifle greyer than the black mass that

covered the greater part of his head. I

examined it carefully. The more I did so,

the more the conviction grew upon me : he

was wearing a wig. There was no denying it!

A trifle less artistic, perhaps, than most of

Colonel Clay's get-ups; but, then, I reflected

(on Charles's principle of taking nothing

for granted), we had never before suspected

Colonel Clay himself, except in the one case

of the Honourable David, whose red hair

and whiskers even Madame Picardet had

admitted to be absurdly false by her action

of pointing at them and tittering irrepressibly.

It was possible that in every case, if we had

scrutinized our man closely, we should have

found that the disguise betrayed itself at

once (as Medhurst had suggested) to an

acute observer.

The detective, in fact, had told us too

much. I remembered what he said to us

about knocking off David Granton's red wig

the moment we doubted him ; and I

positively tried to help myself awkwardly to

potato - chips, when the footman offered

them, so as to hit the supposed wig with an

apparently careless brush of my elbow. Bnt

it was of no avail. The fellow seemed to

anticipate or suspect my intention, and

dodged aside carefully, like one well accus-

tomed to saving his disguise from all chance

of such real or seeming accidents.

I was so full of my discovery, that

immediately after lunch I induced Isabel to
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Gaskell accepted the invitation with the

utmost alacrity. She was profuse in her

thanks, indeed; for she told us the Arms

was an ill-kept house, and the cookery by no

means agreed with her husband's liver. It

was sweet of us to invite them; such kindness

to perfect strangers was quite unexpected.

She should always say that nowhere on earth

had she met with so cordial or friendly a

reception as at Seldon Castle. Butâshe

accepted, unreservedly.

" It can't be Colonel Clay," I remarked to

Charles. " He would never have come here.

Even as David Granton, with far more

reason for coming, he wouldn't put himself

in our power: he preferred the security and

freedom of the Cromarty Arms."

"Sey," my brother-in-law said, sententiously,

"you're incorrigible. You will persist in

being the slave of prepossessions. He may-

have some good reason of his own for accept-

ing. Wait till he shows his handâand then,

we shall understand everything."

So, for the next three weeks, the Forbes-

Gaskells formed part of the house-party at

Seldon. I must say, Charles paid them most

assiduous attention. He positively neglected

his other guests, in order to keep close to the

two new-comers. Mrs. Forbes-daskell noticed

the fact, and commented on it. " You are really

too good to us, Sir Charles," she said. " I'm

afraid you allow us quite to monopolize you ! "

But Charles, gallant as ever, replied with a

smile, " We have you with us for so short a

time, you know !" Which made Mrs.

Forbes-Gaskell blush again, that delicious

blush of hers.

During all this time, the Professor went

on calmly and persistently mineralogizing.

"Wonderful character !" Charles said to me.

" He works out his parts so well ! Could

anything exceed the picture he gives one of

scientific ardour ? " And, indeed, he was at

it, morn, noon, and night. " Sooner or

later,"Charles observed, "something practical

must come of it."

Twice meanwhile, little episodes occurred

which are well worth notice. One day I was

out with the Professor on the Long Mountain,

watching him hammer at the rocks, and a

little bored by his performance : when, to

pass the time, I asked him what a particular

small water-worn stone was. He looked at

it and smiled. " If there were a little more

mica in it," he said, " it would be the

characteristic gneiss of ice-borne boulders,

hereabouts. But there isn't quite enough,"

and he gazed at it curiously.

"Indeed,"! answered, "it doesn't come

up to sample, doesn't it?"

He gave me a meaning look. " Ten per

cent.," he murmured in a slow, strange voice ;

''ten per cent, is more usual."

I trembled violently. Was he bent, then,

upon ruining me? " If you betray meâ

I cried, and broke off.

" I beg your pardon,1' he said. He was

all pure innocence.
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I reflected on what Charles had said about

taking nothing for granted, and held my

tongue prudently.

The other incident was this. Charles

picked a sprig of white heather on the hill

one afternoon, after a picnic lunch, I regret

to say, when he had taken perhaps a glass

more champagne than was strictly good for

him. He was not exactly the worse for it,

but he was excited, good-humoured, reckless,

and lively. He brought the sprig to Mrs.

Forbes-Gaskell, and handed it to her, ogling

a little. " Sweets to the sweet," he murmured,

and looked at her meaningly. " White heather

to White Heather." Then he saw what he had

done, and checked himself instantly.

Mrs. Forbes-Gaskell coloured up in the

usual manner. "IâI don't quite understand,"

she faltered.

Charles scrambled out of it somehow.

" White heather for luck," he said; "andâ

the man who is privileged to give a piece of

it to you is surely lucky."

She smiled, none too well pleased. I

somehow felt she suspected us of suspecting

her.

However, as it turned out, nothing came,

after all, of the untoward incident.

Next day, Charles burst upon me, trium-

phant. " Well, he has shown his hand ! "

he cried. " I knew he would. He has come

to me to-day withâwhat do you think ?âa

fragment of gold, in quartz, from the Long

Mountain."

" No ! " I exclaimed.

" Yes," Charles answered. " He says

there's a vein there with distinct specks of

gold in it, which might be worth mining.

When a man begins that way, you know

what he's driving at ! And what's more, he's

got up the subject beforehand ; for he began

saying to me there had long been gold in

Sutherlandshireâwhy not therefore in Ross-

shire ? And then he went at full into the

comparative geology of the two regions."

"This is serious," I said. "What will you

do?"

" Wait and watch," Charles answ-ered;

" and the moment he develops a proposal for

shares in the syndicate to work the mine, or

a sum of money down as the price of his

discovery â get in the police, and arrest

him."

For the next few days the Professor was

more active and ardent than ever. He went

peering about the rocks on every side with

his hammer. He kept on bringing in little

pieces of stone, with gold specks stuck in

them, and talking learnedly of the "probable

cost of crushing and milling." Charles had

heard all that before ; in point of fact, he

had assisted at the drafting of some dozens

of prospectuses. So he took no notice, and

waited for the man with the wig to develop

his proposals. He knew they would come

soon ; and he watched and waited. But, of

course, to draw him on, he pretended to be

interested.

While we were all in this attitude of mind,
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" It's disgraceful," Charles exclaimed ;

" disgracefulâtaking us in like that." And

he grew red as a turkey-cock.

Sir Adolphus has no delicacy. He burst

out laughing.

" Oh, I see," he cried out, simply bursting

with amusement. " You thought Forbes-

Gaskell was Colonel Clay in disguise ! Uh,

my stars, what a lovely one ! "

" Von, at least, have no right to laugh,"

"What is the meaning of this, sir?" he

shouted out, as soon as he caught sight of

Charles. " I'm told you've invited my wife

and myself here to your house, in order to

spy upon us, under the impression that I was

Clay, the notorious swindler ! "

" I thought you were," Charles answered,

equally angry. " Perhaps you may be still !

Anyhow, you're a rogue, and you tried to

bamboozle me ! "

â¢'â¢'

"OH, MY STARS, WHAT A LOVELY ONE!"

Charles responded, drawing himself up and

growing still redder. " You led me once

into a similar scrape, and then backed out

of it in a way unbecoming a gentleman.

Besides," he went on, getting angrier at each

word, " this fellow, whoever he is, has been

trying to cheat me on his own account.

Colonel Clay or no Colonel Clay, he's been

salting my rocks with gold-bearing quartz, and

trying to lead me on into an absurd

speculation ! "

Sir Adolphus exploded. " Oh, this is too

good," he cried. " I must go and tell

Marmy !" And he rushed off to where

Forbes-Gaskell was seated on a corner of

rock with Amelia.

As for Charles and myself, we returned to

the house. Half an hour later, Forbes-Gaskell

came back, too, in a towering temper.

Forbes-Gaskell, white with rage, turned to

his trembling wife. "Gertrude," he said,

" pack up your box and come away from these

people instantly. Their pretended hospitality

has been a studied insult. They've put you

and me in a most ridiculous position. " We

were told before we came hereâand no

doubt with truthâthat Sir Charles Vandrift

was the most close-fisted and tyrannical old

curmudgeon in Scotland. We've been writing

to all our friends to say ecstatically that he

was, on the contrary, a most hospitable,

generous, and large-hearted gentleman. And

now we find out he's a disgusting cad, who

asks strangers to his house from the meanest

motives, and then insults his guests with

gratuitous vituperation. It is well such people

should hear the plain truth now and again in

their lives; and it therefore gives me the
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greatest pleasure to tell Sir Charles Vandrift

that he's a vulgar bounder of the first water.

Go and pack your box, Gertrude ! I'll run

down to the Cromarty Arms, and order a cab

to carry us away at once from this inhospitable

sham castle."

" You wear a wig, sir ; you wear a wig,"

Charles exclaimed, half-choking with passion.

For, indeed, as Forbes-Gaskell spoke, and

tossed his head angrily, the nature of his hair-

covering grew painfully apparent. It was

quite one-sided.

" I do, sir, that I may be able to shake it

in the face of a cad!" the Professor responded,

tearing it off to readjust it; and, suiting the

action to the word, he bran-

dished it thrice in Charles's

eyes ; after which he darted

from the room, speechless

with indignation.

As soon as they were gone,

and Charles had recovered

breath sufficiently to listen to

rational conversation, I ven-

tured to observe, " This

comes of being too sure !

We made one mistake. We

took it for granted that

because a man wears a wig,

he must be an impostorâ

which does not necessarily

follow. We forgot that not

Colonel Clays alone have

false coverings to their heads,

and that wigs may sometimes

be worn from motives of pure

personal vanity. In fact, we

were again the slaves of pre-

conceptions."

I looked at him pointedly.

Charles rose before he re-

plied. " Seymour Went-

worth," he said, at last,

gazing down upon me with

lofty scorn, "your moral-

izing is ill-timed. It ap-

pears to me you entirely

misunderstand the position and duties of a

private secretary ! "

The oddest part of it all; however, was this

âthat Charles, being convinced Forbes-

Gaskell, though he wasn't Colonel Clay, had

been fraudulently salting the rocks with gold,

with intent to deceive, took no further notice

of the alleged discoveries. The consequence

was that Forbes-Gaskell and Sir Adolphus

went elsewhere with the secret; and it was

not till after Charles had sold the Seldon

Castle estate (which he did shortly after-

ward, the place having somehow grown

strangely distasteful to him) that the present

"Seldon Eldorados, Limited," were put upon

the market by Lord Craig-Ellachie, who pur-

chased the place from him. Forbes-Gaskell,

as it happened, had reported to Craig-Ellachie

that he had found a lode of high-grade ore

on an estate unnamed, which he would parti-

cularize on promise of certain contingent

claims to founder's shares : and the old lord

Lightning.
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T. STREAM LIGHTNING AT DUBUQUE, IOWA, U.S.A., JULY I/, 1887.

From a Photo. by Â«. Â£. ;KI riÂ», liu!<u<i<t.-. Lent by tit, Royal Uettoroloyical Society.

IGH.TNING dearly loves a

tortuous path. Sometimes,

of course, it goes straight to

business and does not stop

on the way, but, in the

majority of cases, it meanders

about the empyrean, curls itself up in a lot

of knots, shoots out in flashing filaments,

and when it gets tired of roaming, comes

down to visit the gas-pipes and stir things up

generally. It is a brilliant visitor, but modest

people usually avoid itâor try to. In fact,

some people put spikes up to ward it off, but

there have been cases where even this

pointed rebuke has failed.

Be that as it may. In this article we are

not concerned with lightning-rods, but with

the lightning flash and the ruin it leaves

behind. To illustrate it, we have an almost

unprecedented collection of photographs.

We have pictures of tall oaks laid low, stone

walls shattered, trousers demolished, and

boots in frightful collapse. And, to crown it

all, we have a photograph of a thunderbolt that

wasn't a thunderbolt, and a picture of zigzag

lightning, the like of which was never seen.

Vol.

y.âRAMIFIED LIGHTNING AT SYDNEY, N.S.W., DEC. 7, 1892.

From a Photo, by H. C. RiMell, Sydney O&wrnatorj/. Lent by the Royal Metvti-ulogical Society.
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3.â" ARTISTS'" LIGHTNING.

From a 1'hoto. lent bt Shcljonl Hidmll, En., F.R.S.

Let us attend to this zigzag lightning.

From time immemorial it has been the

custom of artists to depict lightning in the

jagged form shown by our reproduction

(3). But the artists have all been wrong.

Nasmyth, the inventor, in 1856, contributed

a notable paper to the British Association,

and gave scientific support to the accuracy of

Turner's observation. Yet some artists still

use the zigzag flash, and delight therein.

There are several distinct kinds of

lightning, and most of these are illustrated

by our photographs. In order, however, to

show immediately the great contrast between

the various forms, we avoid following, for

4. â K1BBON LIGHTNING.

Prom a Phota. Imt It SlirJ/anl Biilwtll,

Km-, F.R.S.

Out of the thousands of

photographs that amateurs

and professionals have taken,

there has never been a case

of a zigzag flash, and it must

now be admitted that Nature

never works in such a

crooked way. The great

Turner was the first to paint

lightning as it really is, and

in one of his famous land-

scapes we find a simple

thread of light in the midst

of the gathering clouds.

5.âTRIPLE FLASH OF MEANDERING LIGHTNING.

Frvm a Photo, lent by Sliel/ont JOdrnll, KÂ»., V.R.8.

the moment, the order in which the pictures

are arranged, and refer to them only

by their numbers. Number 4, for instance,

lent to us by Mr. Shelford Bidwell,

F.R.S., is an excellent specimen of "ribbon

lightning"; (5) is a triple flash of "meandering

lightning," in which "knots" are distinctly

seen; (7) is also an excellent specimen of

" meandering lightning." It was taken in

Newark, New Jersey, the camera being

6.âSINUOUS LIGHTKING, WITH RAMIFICATIONS.

Prom a Photo. 6p 8m. G. BtutoHl, Saint-PulaitSiir-Mer 'Olumnte-Inflruiire/, France.
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7.âMEANDERING LIGHTNING STRIKING TELEGRAPH POLE, NEWARK, NEW JERSEY, U.S.A.

From a Pluto. I'll Wm. Archibald, Aeunr*. Lent 6|i th, Roual lltttorolooical Socuty.

forty-nine feet from the telegraph-pole,

which the lightning touched. The Sydney

photo. (2), which we mention later, gives

a fine idea of the "ramified lightning," in

which the small flashes are attached to the

main flashes, as fibres are to the roots of

trees. A like effect is shown in (6), which is

more properly called " sinuous " lightning, as

most of the flashes keep

the same general direc-

tion, though bending

irregularly from side

to side; (8) shows the

ramified flash.

One of the most

remarkable flashes

ever photographed is

shown in (2). It was

taken at Sydney Obser-

vatory on December

7th, 1892. The flash

on to the water was

i,54oft. long, and was

not all taken, the upper

part being above the

limit of the camera.

The point at which it

struck was 2,oooft.

from the camera, and

the camera was i6oft.

above the water. How

well the photograph

shows the sleeping

town ! Yet the night

was pitch dark, except

for the brilliancy of the

lightning, and the plate

was so good that it

shows even the lights

of the street-lamps.

As a further illustration of the different

forms, we reproduce three striking photo-

graphs with characters all their own. The first

(9) is distinctly ramified, and its seeming

connection with the steamship makes it mar-

vellously attractive. But, so far as we know, the

flash may have been miles and miles beyond

the ship. The next photo.(io) shows "stream"

From a f koto, bifi

8.âRAMIFIED LIGHTNING.

U. (.'rait, Herne Bar.
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9.âRAMIFIED LIGHTNING BEHIND A STEAMSHIP.

From a Photo, lent by the Royal Meteorological Society.

lightning near Trinity College, Cambridge,

about midnight on June 6th, 1889. The flash

10.âSTKF.AM LIGHTNING BEHIND TRINITY COLLEGE,

CAMBRIDGE.

From a Photo, by Valentine Blanehard tt Luitn, Cambridge.

appears to descend directly upon the build-

ings in the background. The Dubuque, Iowa,

photograph (i) shows a curiously-formed

flash seen at 10 p.m. on July i7th, 1887. It

needs but a mouth and an eye to make it a

perfect profile on the sky.

The subject of " lightning prints " has, for

many years, occupied the attention of

scientists. It was first brought to the notice

of the public by Professor Andreas Poey, of

Havana, who, in a small pamphlet, published

in 1861, cited some two-score cases, in which

lightning had photographed objects upon the

human skin. In 1825, it was said, a sailor,

who had been mending his shirt at the foot

of a mast, was struck by lightning, and when

the dead body was undressed, the image of

a horse-shoe was distinctly visible upon the

f

II.âARBORESCENT MARKINGS ON BOYS ARM,

DUNS, BERWICK.

From a Photo, by George BrÂ«Â«, Dunl, N.B.

small of the backâan exact representation,

in short, of a horse-shoe nailed to the ship's

mast. Another sailor, struck in the same

manner, had the name of his ship plainly

marked upon his breast. Trees, birds,

cows, crosses, and other objects have been

photographed in like manner, so it is said.

At Errol, a few years ago, the picture of a

roof of a house was reported to have been

seen on an insulator. But the most remark-

able story of all has been written about

six sheep killed by lightning about four

miles from Bath, in 1812. When the skins

of the sheep were taken off, " a fac-

simile of a portion of the surrounding

scenery was visible on the inner surface of

each skin."

LIGHTNING.
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Of these remarkable occurrences,

nowever, there have been no photo-

graphs. Indeed, the only photograph

of a lightning print which has been

published is probably that reproduced

herewith (n). It represents the

arm of a boy who was standing by

a yew-tree at Duns, in Berwick-

shire, on June Qth, 1883. When the

tree was struck the boy was thrown

across the road, and upon examina-

tion, he was found to have the

"impression of the yew-tree

branches" distinctly marked upon

his skin. The beautiful fern-like

figure would certainly tempt one to

believe that the tree had been

photographed upon the flesh, but

the phenomena is probably due

simply to the ramifications of the

electric fluid, such as may be seen

on a sheet of deflagrated gold-leaf.

If this is true, people have been

tricked for a century by these reports

of "lightning prints."

The effect of lightning on wearing

apparel is most curious. A glance

at our reproduction (12) will show

that when a flash once gets on terms

of familiarity with a suit of clothes,

it leaves nothing to speak of.

The photograph was taken by \V.

Marriott, Secretary of the Royal

Meteorological Society, after a thun-

derstorm, which passed over the Spaniard's

Farm, Hampstead Heath, on June I4th,

1888. Two workmen were eating dinner

under a tree when the flash came, rendering

one senseless and stunning the other. The

CLOTHES OP MEN INJURED BY LIGHTNING AT HAMPSTEAD HEATH, JUNE 14, 18

From a. Plato. iÂ» Wm. Marriott, En.

13.âCHORISTERS' BOOTS BURNT BY LIGHTNING AT ATCHAM CHURCH,

SHREWSBURY.

fVcrm a Photo, by J. Laing, Shnuabury. Lent by O. J. Stimont, E*j., F.R.S.

stunned man felt no pain, but discovered

that his trousers were burning, that his knife

had been knocked out of his hand, and that

his steel buckles had been torn from his

legs. When he had put the fire out in what

was left of his trousers, he

managed to crawl to the

road for assistance. The

first man had burns on his

right side from shoulder to

foot.

It is difficult to account

for the disruptive effect

that lightning has upon

clothes, but it is supposed

that the current travels

along the damp surface of

the skin, driving the mois-

ture into vapour, which, on

account of its expansion,

blows the clothes to tatters.

The boots shown in (13)

were doubtless burst by

this means. They belong
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14. CATTLE KILLED BY LIGHTNING NEAR

BURY ST. EDMUNDS.

from a Pluto, lent 6Â» Herman Bidddl, K<q-,

Playford, Ipswich.

choir boys in Atcham Church,

Shrewsbury, which, in July,

1879, was visited by lightning.

It may be said, in passing, that

the clothes of women are much

less likely to be shattered by

lightning than the clothes of

men. Feminine apparel is

loose, whereas the comparative

tightness of masculine attire,

and the greater tendency to

perspiration, offer excellent

opportunity for the explosion

of expanded vapour.

To show the deadly effect

of a lightning flash, we repro-

duce a photograph (14) sent

to us by Herman Biddell,

Esq., of Playford, Ipswich.

Mr. Biddell writes that the

beasts were found lying under

a tree near Bury St. Edmunds,

and in an interesting paragraph

says, apropos of damage to

trees : " I fancy the pulveriza-

tion of the bark of a tree full

of sap is the effect of the

moisture being instantly con-

verted into steam. I do not

think we have any conception

of the heat generated by the

electric fluid being brought into

15.âOAK SHATTERED BY LIGHTNING AT HWHURST CHURCH, SURREY.

From a Pkolo. by Admiral J. P. IfaeJtar. Lattbttl* Baa<a MtttorokvKal Soditv-
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.âWALNUT TREE STRUCK BV LIGHTNING AT FEI.TWELL, NORFOLK.

From a Piota. b-i iTiu Ann, Seacamt, ftltmtt Hall, Brandm, .Vor/ol*.

contact with non - conducting

matter. Dead trees are never

struck by lightning ; at least, I

never yet saw one."

The tree in (14), it may be

noticed, was little harmed,

although the poor beasts under

it were killed. In (15) we note

the effect upon the tree. This

oak was struck at 2 p.m., on

Apri' 27th, 1895, a quarter of a

mile west of Ewhurst Church,

Surrey. It sometimes happens

that a tree gets off with a scar,

or with the loss of a little bark.

But in the case of oaks and

elms, of which lightning is par-

ticularly amorous, the damage

is often enormous. Elm, chest-

nut, oak, and pine are often

struck ; ash rarely ; beech,

birch, and maple never. At

least, so wrote once a scientist,

Mr. Hugh Maxwell, to the

American Academy in 1787.

On the evening of September

12th, 1896, during a violent

thunderstorm, a large walnut

tree in full leaf, in the village of

Feltwell, in Norfolk, was struck

by lightning and set on fire.

The tree blazed most of the

night, in spite of heavy rain,

until the trunk, which was partly

hollow, the tree being an old

one, split open, and the next

morning the tree pre-

sented the appearance

shown in the photo-

graph (16). A hen

which had been under

the tree was killed, but

some of her chickens

escaped with their

feathers on fire.

Lightning, so runs

the old saying, never

strikes twice in the

same place, but, like a

bought affidavit, the

statement is false. Not

only does it some-

times strike twice, but

it finishes things up

when it comes the

second time, as wit-

ness the oak in (17).

This splendid tree was

17.âOAK STRUCK BY LIGHTNING ON TWO SUCCESSIVE DAYS NEAR

CRANLEIGH, SURREY.

From a Phot:,, tu Admiral J. P. Unclear. Lent by Ike Â«o|ml Ueleorolotrical Society.
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18.âTREE STRUCK BY LIGHTNING, THORNBURY, GLOUCESTERSHIRE.

From a Photo, bu frank Rulnui, Cliflon. Lent bu Out Royal Slcteorolooiml Socittv.

first struck on June 6th, 1889, at 5.30 p.m.,

and the next day at half-past one it was

shivered and split open. The ruin stands on

Old Farm, Sachel Court, four miles from

Cranleigh, Surrey.

More picturesque than (17) is the ruin

shown in (18). The trunk of this tree was

ruptured from top to bottom in a series of

twisted splits. In this case, the sap of the

tree was probably converted into vapour, with

the explosive result. The accident occurred

at Thornbury, Gloucestershire, July 22nd,

1891. The tree was an oak.

The accompanying reproduction (19) shows

the damage done to a stone wall on Cop Hill,

Allonby, Cumberland. The thunderstorm

took place on May 3ist, 1894,

and the benevolent - looking

gentleman standing behind

the ruins is Mr. Clark, aged

eighty-four. The photograph

was lent by G. J. Symons,

Esq., who obtained it from

Mr. Clark's son.

Professor Tyndall used to

tell a story of a lady who,

shutting a window casement

during a storm, had the gold

bracelet on her arm defla-

grated by a flash, which left

her perfectly unhurt, but with

a blue mark around her wrist.

The blue mark was oxide of

goldâall that was left of the

bracelet. Another lady had her

bonnet burnt, the wire frame

having attracted the lightning,

but the wearer was unhurt.

19. âSTOSE WALL BROKEN BY LIGHTNING AT ALLONBV, CUMBERLAND.

fn.m a Pkola. kut t>v O. J. Sirmani, Ktq., P.R.S.

!0.âTHE KILBURN THUNDERBOLT,

JULY 5, 1877.

From a Photo, lent by (j. J. Â£pntonÂ«,

Esq., F.JLA

Now comes the " thun-

derbolt "âthat is to say,

part of it. It " fell " on

July 5th, 1877, at Kilburn,

and was picked up by

James Parbett, of the Kil-

burn Fire Station, when it

â the thunderbolt â was

cold. " Three peals of

thunder," says a newspaper

account, " were heard in

quick succession, and with

the last a sheet of fire

seemed to fall into Bridge

LIGHTNING.
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21 AND 22.-

CURIOUS FRACTfKF. OF A GLASS TUMBLER AT LETHKRHF.AD.

tVoni PkolM. lent by A. Huron, Km., Ltlherlmtld.

Street."- (Mark that " seemed") " The

thoroughfare," continues the account,

" seemed to be completely in flames, and a

material similar to molten metal descended,

which, on reaching the ground, coagulated,

leaving behind clinkers from an inch to six or

seven inches in circumference." Our picture

(20) shows one of these pieces ; but how

like an ordinary domestic clinker it looks !

Well, it is a clinker, and fell from one of the

fire-engines engaged in putting out the great

Kilburn conflagration. The '' molten metal "

which " descended" was probably a bit of

telegraph wire broken and fused by the flash.

At least, this is the conclusion of a noted

scientist who has a passion for hunting

" thunderbolts " down.

Througli the

kindness of Abra-

ham Dixon, Esq.,

of Cherkley Court,

Letherhead, we

are able to show

the astonishing

result of a light-

ning flash, which

occurred in his

gardener's house

during a storm on

September 7th,

1895. The tumbler

(21) was struck,

causing a fracture

of a perfectly

annular character,

interrupted only

by the triangularly

shaped crack

shown in (22). So

neatly was the

glass cracked that the ring (which was

about half an inch in width) could be lifted

from the tumbler and replaced with a perfect

fit. After the storm was over, it was found

in place, although perfectly detached.

Fusion is one of the catastrophes that

sometimes happen to poorly-made lightning-

rods, sometimes on account of poor material,

and frequently on account of unequal

resistances offered by different portions of

the rod. Our reproduction (23) shows

portions of a conductor, fused at Upwood

Gorse, Caterham, on May 28th, 1879. The

circular rod was fused at the screwed union,

as shown. The plaited copper-wire failed,

probably on account of a bad joint with the

circular rod.
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ItTMNG -KOD DESTROYED BY FUSION.

a I'lwtv. lent ty U. J. Sfmani, Â£*)., F.RJ,

Dr. Bernard's Patient.

BY HF.NRY E. DUDKNEV.

HERBERT HEATHFIELD was

by profession an artist. His

father, a prosperous City mer-

chant, would have preferred

that his son had joined him in

business, but Herbert's tastes

did not lie at all in that direction. He had

studied many years in the best London and

Paris studios, and was an enthusiast and a

very successful landscape painter.

His mother had been dead some years,

and he had neither brother nor sister. There

was a foster-brother who had turned out

very badly, and who, after repeated attempts

at his reform had failed, had been cut adrift

and disowned. This person, whose Christian

name was Jacob, was, during his boyhood,

ungrateful, quarrelsome and vindictive, and

intolerably jealous of Herbert, whom he grew

to positively hate. Herbert had not seen

Jacob for many yearsânot, in fact, since

they were youthsâbut he occasionally heard

rumours of the man's misdeeds.

When old Mr. Heathfield died, it was well

known that Herbert had inherited all his

wealth, which was considerable. The artist,

who had, so long as it was necessary, been in

receipt of a sufficient allowance from his

father, had not yet resolved how he would

make use of his newly-acquired riches, but

he determined to travel for the first few years.

He consequently came up to London, so

soon as the will was proved and the affairs

connected with the estate finally settled, to

make some necessary arrangements.

One night he had been visiting an old

acquaintance in South London, and he re-

mained until a late hour. As it was fine,,

though very dark, he thought he would go

back to his hotel on foot. He was a man

accustomed to taking long walks, and since

he had been in London he had missed his

favourite exercise.

He knew his way well, and sauntered

leisurely along, smoking his cigar, and think-

ing out plans for the future. In a short time

he was on the borders of Clapham Common,

across which his road lay. He had fancied

once or twice that he was being followed by

two or three persons, but had thought that he

must be mistaken,

He was about half-way across the commor,

when suddenly, out of the gloom that sur-

rounded a clump of straggling trees, three

men sprang upon him. Herbert was instantly

on his defence, but as his only weapon was a

stout walking-stick, which he broke in half at

the first blow, he had but little chance. How-

ever, he made the best use he could of his

fists, and sent one of his assailants rolling on

the ground. He was turning his attention to

another, when he received a terrible blow on

the back of his headâand remembered no

more.

When Heathfield next recovered con-

sciousness he found himself in bed. As he

turned his head a sharp pain shot through

it, and somehow immediately reminded him

DR. BERNARD'S PATIENT.

(>

" HE RECEIVED A TERRUII.E Ill.OW OX THK BACK OK HIS HEAD."

" Poor fellow ! Then I fear I must tell

you. You are blind ! "

" Blind ! Blind ! Oh, my God, it cannot

be ! What cursed fate is this ? Blind ! What

is life to me without vision ? Every pleasure

of my existence came through my eyes!

How can I go through the world in perpetual

darkness ? Never to see the light of

Heaven again ! "

He reached out his hand, and took hold

of hers in a frenzied grasp.

" Oh, it is impossible ! Woman, who ever

you are, you lie ! "

" 'Twere better I did," she replied ; " but,

alas, it is too true ! You were found, wounded

and insensible, on the common by Dr. Paul

Bernard, as he was returning from a patient

at two o'clock in the morning. He had you

brought hereâto his own house--and I was

at once engaged as nurse. You have had a

narrow escape of your life, and appear to

have been the victim of some terrible out-

rage. Do you know who your assailants

were ? "

" I have not the slightest idea. Three

men suddenly sprang on me out of the

darkness, and one felled me with a terrible

blow on the back of the head. I know no

more."

" But the principal villainy seems to have

followed your unconsciousness, for but

you really must try to compose yourself."

" I beseech you to go on ! Tell me, is

there no hope whatever of my recovering my

sight ? "

â¢' Not any, I fear. It would seem as if

they had deliberately made you blind :

probably in order to prevent your afterwards

identifying them."

" What horrible barbarity ! Why did not

they kill me outright?"

" Everything is being done for you that

can be done. You must now be as patient

as possible, and hope for the best. But

do not again, until you have the doctor's

permission, remove the bandage from your

eyes, or you may get a recurrence of inflamma-

tion. And, above all things, do not attempt

to rise or turn in your bed. There is also an

injury to your spine which demands the

greatest care and rest on your part, and any

premature strain might disable you from

rising for the rest of your life."

Heathfield clenched his fists, and the
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features of his face told of great mental agony

as he uttered a prolonged groan. To be blind

was, indeed, terrible enough ; but not to be

able to use his limbs, to be compelled to lie

on his back for the rest of his days, would

be insufferable torture.

Wishing from the bottom of his heart that

he were dead, he soon fell into a restless

sleep.

Day after day the wretched man lingered

on in the darkness that held no hope of

dawn The doctor visited him two or three

times a day, and spoke cheerfully and hope-

fully to him. As for his nurse, she was kind

and sympathetic, and most assiduous in her

attentions.

Heathfield had no very near relatives, and

only a few friends that he cared to com-

municate with. To one or two he dictated

short letters, and one acquaintance he desired

to call and see him. The doctor preferred

that he should not be excited by visitors for

a while, but consented to' this one friend

being admitted. However, a letter arrived in

a day or two saying that he had been called

abroad.

Dr. Bernard communicated with the police,

and one day a man came and took down his

patient's depositions. No clue, though, was

discoverable as to the assailants.

One day when Heathfield had been talking

to the doctor about his prospects, the patient

urged him to let him discharge some of his

indebtedness. At first Bernard protested

against any present discussion of the subject,

but at length yielded, and it was decided

that Heathfield should give him fifty pounds

on account.

A cheque-book had been found in one of

his pockets, and this was produced. Under

the guidance of the doctor, who directed his

pen to the beginning of each line, he filled

up the body of the cheque and signed it.

The writing was so successful that Bernard

congratulated him pleasantly on his blind

penmanship.

But, oh, those terrible daysâor, rather, in-

terminable nights ! How Heathfield cursed

his fate ! How he cursed those infamous

brutes for not completing their work ! Some-

times his nurse would sit and talk to him for

hours together ; sometimes she would tell him

all the news of the day, and even sing to him,

for she had a pleasing and well-trained voice.

One day she was sitting by his bedside hold-

ing his hand.

" Ah !" said Heathfield, " you cannot con-

ceive, Mildred " (for so he had come to call

her), " what it means to be doomed to utter

darkness for life. To one who had trained

his eyes to see innumerable beauties of

Nature that are not regarded by most men,

it is an intensified torture. I would rather

a thousand times that I were dead and

buried."

;' Oh, you should not say that. Beautiful

thoughts and pleasing sounds are still possible

for you. Though you cannot see the blue

sky, you can hear the brook; though the

DR. BERNARD'S PATIENT.
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hospital, and all expenses were defrayed by

himself. Still, he thought it prudent not to

have any unpleasantness with Dr. Bernard,

and resolved to be cautious in future.

During the rest

of the evening he

did not again

refer to the sub-

ject. Mildred

was in and out

of his room a

good dea1,' but

the conversation

' HE DKEW HER HAND LO HIS l.ll-S

was merely that of patient and nurse. As

the evening closed in she came and quietly

bid him good-night and retired.

Soon the house was still and the noise of

the street grew hushed and mellowed. He

could not sleep, but restlessly turned his

head from side to side on the pillow. Had

he done wrong in telling Mildred that he

loved her? It was selfish of him to expect

or ask her to devote her life to a living

wreck like himself, and perhaps he had

mistaken love for gratitude in his own case,

and sympathy for love in hers.

A horrible despondency and despair came

over him. His mind ran on suicide, and he

thought of various ways of destroying life.

There was only one way that was practicable,

and that was to open an artery. He had

studied anatomy when painting in the studios,

and could do this successfully. And yet how

was he to obtain a knife or a pair of scissors ?

Under what pretext could he ask for such an

article? The request would at once excite

suspicion.

Then he remembered that he always carried

3 penknife in his waistcoat pocket. If his

clothes were only in the room and he could

manage to drag himself to them ! Should he

try? Even if the strain cost him his life, so

much the better. It was only another way

to the desired end.

While he was yet

resolving on his

course of action, he

heard the door very

quietly open and

somebody stealthily

enter.

"Who is that?'1

he called out.

"Hush! Do not

speak. It is Mil-

dred," said the

nurse in a whisper,

as she bent over

him. " I have come

to befriend you, at

the risk of my life,

because I love you.

Yes, I really love

you. But I am

under oath. The

doors to night will

be unlocked. Save
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began to raise himself to a sitting posture,

and was surprised to find that not only was

there no pain, but that so far he had encoun-

tered but little difficulty.

Soon, however, a faintness came over him,

and he had to throw himself back on the

pillows for a rest. In a few minutes he again

sat up and let his feet touch the carpeted

floor. Next he tried to stand erect, holding

on to the back of the bedstead. Oh, how his

knees shook under him ! How inexpressibly

feeble he had become !

Taking occasional rests, he managed to

stagger about the room

and get, through the sense

of touch, some knowledge

of its size and contents.

It was a fairly large room,

with a heavy marble

mantelpiece of a kind

usually only found on the

ground or first floors of

houses. Judging from the

furniture, he thought it

was a sitting - room that

had been specially and

hastily converted into the

uses of a bedroom. There

were no dressing - table

and washhand-stand â no

looking-glass or wardrobe.

He felt a large book-case

and a round pedestal table,

also bearing many books,

and a capacious easy-chair.

He had searched in

vain for clothes, when his

foot caught in something

that had fallen from the

back of a chair. He-

picked it up, and felt a

garment with a cord and

tassels. It was a man's

dressing-gown. He felt

cold, and would put it on.

"What is that?" he

said to himself, as something jingled in one

of the pockets as he was tying the cord round

his waist. He put in his hand and drew out

a tin box of wax vestas.

He was replacing the matches in his

pocket, when an idea occurred to him. He

had often heard that blind men could tell the

difference between light and darkness, that

they could not only feel, but in a sense see

a bright light when it shone on their sightless

eyes. He would try the effect in his own

case of holding a light close to his eyes.

He took out a match and prepared to

strike it on the roughened side of the box.

One blow, and with a sharp crackle the piece

of waxed cotton burst into a flame. The

light fell full on Herbert Heathfield's face

and illuminated the room.

"Great heavens! I am not blind! I

see ! I see ! " he exclaimed, in a frenzy,

and fell senseless on the floor.

The fallen match had set fire to the bed,
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looked round. Mildred was trying to follow,

but was being dragged back by Dr. Paul

Bernard. He rushed to her assistance, but

the door was slammed in his face, and he

fell backwards down the steps into the

street

In that brief moment Herbert

recognised in the person of

" Dr. Bernard " his own foster-

brother Jacob. The " nurse "

he did not know, but she was

evidently some person who had

been in his power and forced

to aid him in carrying out his

diabolical plot. Whether they

both perished in the fire,

whether he killed

the poor woman

and escaped him-

self by the back

of the house, or

whether both got

off, is not known.

The house was

burnt completely

to the ground,

and neither has

since been heard

of.

There can be

no doubt as to

the nature of the

plot. The man

Jacob deter-

mined to obtain

for himself some

or all of the

wealth that Her-

bert had in-

herited from his

father. He therefore had him waylaid, seized,

rendered insensible, and lodged in a house

that he had taken and prepared for the pur-

pose. Persuading him that he was blind by

putting him in a carefully darkened room,

and making him believe that it was necessary

for him not to rise from his bed on account

of spinal injuries, it was possible for him to

keep Heathfield entirely in his power with-

out his being able to recognise him or

suspect what was being done.

His greatest difficulty lay in the fact that

the bulk of Herbert's property was invested,

but subsequent inquiries proved that deeds

and transfers were being prepared for signa-

ture. The cheque

that was sup-

posed to have

been drawn for

Â£50 was found

to be for^5,ooo.

The pen had evi-

dently been dry

until the signa-

ture was reached,

when, Herbert

remembered, Dr.

Bernard took the

ILLUSTRATED BY J. A. SHEPHERD.

body does trust

appearances, every

day of his life, with

varying success.

For he who never

trusts appearances

is as likely to be

mistaken 'as he

who always does

so. His is the fate

of all who iive by

rule, unaided by

the natural gump-

tion that points

out the occasion

for exception. One

rule there is, how-

ever, that all may

go by, wise or

foolish. Never

trust a black ani-

mal. The black

cat is a witch, as

everybody knows.

The black leopard

is worse than a

witch. The witch

may stick pins in

your effigy, in the

hope that you will

feel the pain ; but

the black leopard

will stick claws

and teeth into

EVER trust appearances, says

wise old aunt with a sour face

her own. But the precept

futile.

Every

the your actual person, and so put the pain

of beyond all question. There must be some

is reason for the general human horror of all

black things. Black

was the mourning

colour among the

Romans, who got

it from the Egyp-

tians, who had it

the begin-

A bad day-

black - letter

A mauvais

is a black

" DEATH,'

from

"ing-

is a

day.

sujct

sheep, and we put

him in our black

list; and so, being

in our black books,

we black-ball him

at our club. We

speak of Black

Monday, Tuesday,

Wednesday, or any

other day, when it
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be knocked

down bya black-

guard. Now, all

this black smoke

is not without

its original fire ;

and that there

is something in

this universal .

dislike of black,

the negative of

colour, is evi-

denced by the

generallysatanic

character of all

black animals.

The black

leopard is the

most savage â

and untractable

of all quadru-

peds. Do you remember " Death," the black

leopard in Eugene Sue's " Wandering Jew,"

and the horrible, goggle-eyed Englishman who

followed it about, anxious some day to see

and wants to

fight it, to gnaw

it, to tear it to

rags and splin-

ters ; and he is

staring, dancing

, mad, because

he can't get at

the world to do

it. Approach his

cage. He is

probably raging

somewhere in

shadow, hut, as

you. come near,

he starts up and

turns toward

you, looking like

âSatan. "Ah,"

N- he says to him-

self, " a human

creature ! Oh, to tear, bite, claw, crunch, and

break him to scraps! But, soft, perhaps he'll

come a little nearerâPerhaps near enough to

grab. G-r-r-r ! I'll crawl across to the other

0-A-S

'G-R-R-R! LET ME GET ROUND TO YOU 1"

it eat its tamer ? " Death " is no whit over- side." But, no; tempting as the prospect

drawnârather underdone, indeed.1 There is seems, you refrain from offering him a bite of

a black leopard at the Zoo now ; his cheerful your fingers. He lies there, black and deadly,

name is Satan. Satan hates the whole world, his yellow eyes ablaze, ready to bounce on

VuL xiii.â8.

UCO.ME INSIDE THOSE BARS ! "
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" EFFERVESCING."

youâif only those bars suddenly melt away !

But they don't melt, and you come no nearer.

Then Satan flings himself at the bars with a

yell, and flies up and down and over and over

about his cage, like nothing but a black

leopard with about three thousand seidlitz

powders, swallowed separately, and suddenly

effervescing all together inside him. He

claws and bites at 'the walls, the bars, the

floor, even his own Jtail and feet, in frantic-

rage at his inability to get near you. And,

finally, he rolls over on his back, half-choking,

and crunches in his teeth a mouthful of

straw snapped from

the ground, just to

make you understand

what would happen

to your head if it

were where the straw

is. And altogether

Satan's manners are

not of a patient and

long - suffering sort.

There are meeker

creatures, even among

the rabbits. And Satan

is the only member

of the cat tribe that

absolutely goes vege-

tarian with rage.

Other black leopards

are much ns Satan is ;

and altogether the most animated job a Zoo

keeper or a menagerie man ever gets is the

turning of a black leopard out of one cage

into another. This, more especially if the

animal be just brought from another placeâ

for'then, the surroundings being strange, it

objects to leaving its present quarters, and

haÂ£ to be smoked out with smouldering

damp straw. Then, when at last it does

comeâwell! The proceedings are more

amusing if viewed from a distance.

.Now, zoologists tell us that the black

leopard is of precisely the same species as
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" NEVERMORE !"

the ordinary spotted quality, differ-

ing from it only as a black cat

differs from a tabby. So that it

is plain that the black leopard's

extra dose of original sin arises

from his colour alone. Still, it is

curious that the black leopard

comes from a particular partâ

Java and the Malay Peninsulaâ

and is never found among the

variegated leopards of India. These

leopards are really comparatively

decent, tamable, and often friendly

âwhen you know them. But the

black leopardânever.

It is a blessed relief to turn from

Satan to make friends with the

comparatively soft - hearted lions

and tigers who are his neighbours.

It is with difficulty that you restrain

yourself from rubbing their heads

to make them purr, or dangling a

piece of string for them to run

after. Beside Satan, they are kitten-

like. And all because he's black.

Another black rascal is the raven.

A joker, certainly, but one of

melancholy exterior. What crea-

ture in the whole world could Foe

have better chosen than the raven

to say "Nevermore"? The raven's

character and surroundings are an odd

mixture of the dreary and the comic.

The raven seems always to be " in at

the death," so to speak. What blasted

oak, what haunted castle, what gallows

at a cross-road, without its raven ? Any

scene-painter who dabbed in a blasted

oak or a gallows without the proper

raven sitting on it would be sacked in

ignominy, and sent to learn the elements

of his trade. And if an art-editor

commissioned an artist to illustrate a

story with a haunted castle in it, do you

think that art-editor would accept a

drawing of that castle absolutely bnre

of ravens ? Not he ; and quite right,

too. Oh, a sinister, sly, melancholy,

grim-visaged, and, withal, mischievous

and humorous bird is the raven. He

cannot do as much damage, perhaps, as

a black leopard on the loose, but devas-

tation and the gloating over it form

his mission on earth. Thus it is that

nothing but his sense of humour saves

him from total, neck-and-crop destruc-

tion. For people there are who buy

the raven and keep him as a pet. He

is getting rarer in this country than he

6o
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was, and usually he is expensive to buy.

But having bought him, the best thing to do

next is to give him away instantly ; if possible,

give him to an enemyâbut, anyway, give

him to somebody. Then you will limit your

loss to his original price.

To look, however, entirely on the bright

side of raven-keeping, you may get a certain

ing, begin to count your eggs by hundredsâto

say nothing of unhatched chickensâand the

hens themselves dash about madly, anxious

to discover the unknown champion egg-layer

among them. The raven will make a fool of

every other creature on the premisesâmore

particularly yourself. He will creep close

behind the cat, and startle it with a sudden

*\VHO LAID THAT EGG?"

amount of fun for your money :f you are a

millionaire, and don't mind giving up all your

worldly possessions to the raven to do as he

likes with. There will be certain jokes with

the fowls. He will learn to crow and to cluck

before he learns anything else, and he will

cluck away stily behind a door, till you, listen-

bark. He will call the dog, in your own

voice, from various invisible points of the

stable-roof, till something approaching hydro-

phobia takes possession of the worried

quadruped. He will quarrel with the parrot,

and pluck feathers from its tail. He will

tell horses to " Get over there," and then to
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' HALLOA ! MOONING AGAIN !"

gat back again, till they sweat and plunge.

He will chase terrified housemaids and peck

at their heels. He will dog the steps of the

gardener stealth-

ily as he beds out

rare and valuable

plants, and he

will tear them up

and drag them all

" BOW-WOW-WOW

about the premises with triumphant croaks.

He will hop in at the kitchen window, and

leave a few scattered bones where the cook

placed a newly

trussed fowl; and

if the cook doesn't

moderate her ob-

jections to the

meal, he will as

likely as not top

up with a little

dessert off her

fingers. True, he

will also catch an

occasional

mouse; but, prob-

ably, only because

he imagines mice

Â«*â

"WHERE'S THAT DOG?"

to be a valuable possession of yours, which

you are anxious to keep alive and in good

condition. When he has killed a mouse he will

not straightaway eat it, as a cat would do ; he

will carefully separate it into joints and hang

them round the wires of his own habitation,

in the manner of a butcher's shopâa leg, a

shoulder, another leg, the head, the brisket,

and so on. He will gloat over these for some

little while before he

begins his meal, and

call passers - by to

admire his stock. And

he will altogether be a

big, sardonic, terrible,

demoniac bird, andâ

black.

" Halloa, halloa, hal-

loa ! What's the matter

here ? Keep up your

spirits ! Never say die !

Bow-wow-wow ! I'm a

devil ; I'm a devil ;

I'm a devil ! Hurrah ! " shouted Grip, the

raven in " Barnaby Rudge." Now, this Grip

was Dickens's own raven, which died through

eating white paint

âif only it had

been black paint,

probably there

would have been

no trouble. Now,

an ordinary man

owning a raven,

and so fortunate

as to have it die,

would probably
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self off from all raven society for the

future. But the great novelist, daring Fate,

bought another raven, which died (with its

eye on the meat roasting in the kitchen) after

a liberal meal of glazier's putty. Again, if

this had only been tar, or black cobbler's

wax, the raven would probably have lived to

vex the world for many years. The virgin

purity of white paint, the pale innocence of

glazier's putty, agree not with the sombre

blackness and

sophisticated

devilry of the

raven. He is

another of the

creatures in sil-

houette.

Truly there is

something un-

canny in a black

cat, if only you

look at it (re-

membering tales

of witchcraft and

the Black Cat

taleâPoe's) till

the creature hyp-

notizes you. It

is said to be

lucky fora black

cat to come into

the house; but

if it goes out

again in com-

pany with a fil-

leted sole, the

case is altered.

And all authori-

ties agree that

it is unlucky to

fall over a black

cat and break

your nose. In

the old days, Â§

when witchcraft

was still a re- I

spectable and

re m u nerative

profession, the black cat was found to be a

useful, cheap, portable, and convenient form

in which to put up one's familiar demon.

Moreover, it was an equally useful, portable,

cheap, and convenient form to adopt oneself

when pressed for space, anxious to preserve

incognito, or desirous of seeing in the dark.

Though it must have been a trifle trying to a

witch of weak stomach to have to play up to

the character by eating mica. The devilish

atmosphere about it has made the black

cat also commercially useful in the trade of

novel-writing. If ever you want to invest

a character with mysterious, thrilling, occult,

and not altogether human attributes, you

put a black cat handy to climb about the

character's knees and neck and rub against

his (or her) legs. That strikes the occult

note at once. The character immediately

becomes mystic, a dabbler in forgotten lore,
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as to cats, they invented our cat superstitions,

or derived them from the misty beginning,

even as they did the functions of black. He

who killed a black cat in old Egypt, whether

by design or by accident, was killed himself.

For the Egyptians knew many things, and

doubtless the proverb, " Care killed the cat,"

was familiar among them. " Begone dull

care," sang the hilarious Pharaoh.

â¢' PLUTO ! "

been a great genius, by-the-bye, that original

undertaker. Only a genius could have fore-

seen the possibilities of black as an imple-

ment of trade in the way that undertaker did ;

only a genius could have handled it with

such mastery to conjure the 13st coin from

the shallow pocket of dire affliction. Black

horses, black palls, black coffins, black vehicles,

black feathers, black weepers, black hat-

bands, black clothesâall useless except for

the occasion, all to be paid for again and

again and again, with a black settling-day

fittingly to crown the grief of the bereaved

every time ! But, as to the Egyptians, and

THE SECONDS TRADE MARK.

Fv

"

" PLUTO THE SECOND.'

Edgar Allan Foe was past - master of

horror and mystery, and he well knew the

value of plenty of black in his animals to

get his effect. He handled the black cat in

fiction as it had never been handled before,

and has never been since. He did not

debase it to a mere accessory, by way of

imparting mystery to a mere human proprietor.

The human proprietor was no more

than a common drunken ruffian

with his decent qualities drunk out

of him. The cat Pluto was the

central figure and hero of the story;

or perhaps we should say the two

cats, Pluto the first with his one eye

and his total blackness, and Pluto

the second with his one eye and

the white trade-mark on his chestâ

the gallows ! Read the story in a

dim room on a black night, and

enjoy the black horrors, assisted, if

possible, by the immediate presence

of many black-beetles. The black-

beetle himself, by the way, is only
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THE FURTIVE EXECUTIONER.

one more instance of the original proposition

ânever trust a black animal. Who would

trust a black-beetle ? Look at his furtive,

murderous, round - shouldered deadliness of

shape â a masked, black-clad headsman

among insects. Nobody would trust a black-

beetle, for he

is doubly false,

even to his

o w n n a m e.

For he is

neither black

nor a beetle,

say the accu-

rate persons â

he is a cock-

â¢roach; and

then he is

neither rr cock

'â¢Â« nor a roach.

KfPman exist-

ence, taking

its occasional

sup of horror

from black

animals, as it

goes alongâat

the end black animals, in black velvet and

black feathers, triumph over its end. There's

a deal of mystery about an undertaker's

horse. How does it grow its mane and tail ?

It is whispered that the tail is often brought

up tenderly by hand at the upholsterer's,

and grafted on

with a bent

hair-pin. But

false hair or

none, the under-

taker's horse

triumphs in the

end. "They

break us, drive

us, ride us,"

said the horses

at Anthony

Ch uzzlewit's

funeral. " Ill-

treat, abuse,

and maim us

for their plea-

sure. But

they die;

hurrah! they

die!"

"HURRAH! THEY DIE

Portraits of Celebrities at Different Times of their Lives.

tit. by AdoliAc Beau.

THE LORD MAYOR.

BORN 1840.

R. ALDERMAN GEORGE

FAUDEL PHILLIPS

holds the unique position of

being the first Lord Mayor

whose father has sat in the

great civic chair before him. His

father. Sir Benjamin Phillipsâthe first

member of the Jewish fraternity per-

mitted to hold office in the Corporation

of London â retired from civic life

through ill-health in 1888, and the

present Lord Mayor was appointed to

the vacant nldermancy. I ,ike his prede-

cessors, Lord Mayor Phillips is promi-

nently connected with many societies

and institutions. He is chairman of

the Chamber of Commerce, governor

of the Irish Society, an almoner of

Christ's Hospital, a trustee of the

Rowland Hill Fund, and a governor

of St Bartholomew's, Bethlehem, and

Bridewell Hospitals. Mr. Faudel

Phillips is justly noted for his energy

and skill in the discharge of civic

and commercial duties.

AGE 48.

Prom a Phitto. l<y The. Luntlon tittrcvKotric

Vol. xiii.-9.
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COMMANDER WELLS.

BORN 1859.

OMMANDER LIONEL DE

LANTOUR WELLS, R.N., the

new Chief Officer of the Metro-

politan Fire Brigade, was educated

at Cheltenham, and entered the

From a Photo, by] AGE 30. [Si/tnond*Â£Co.,rorttmonth.

Navy in 1871. He saw active service on

a torpedo-boat during the Egyptian War.

In 1892 he reached his present rank of

Commander, and was appointed senior officer

of a flotilla of torpedo-boat destroyers.

a Pkolo. M

ACE 22. IB. Wat .(Son, Qotport.

From a Photo, bu]

PRESENT DAY.

[JfauU .1 AW
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CELEBRITIES.

MISS MARIE TEMPEST.

JOVELY O Mimosa San, otherwise Miss

Ma.rie Tempest, is a native of London,

and London has made her one of its

children of fame. Her rise in the

theatrical world is one almost

unprecedented when we remember that her

dtbut took place in 1887, as Dorothy, in the

opera of that name,

and that she now

ranks as one of the

foremost theatrical

celebrities not only

in England but in

America as well.

She received her

education mainly

in Belgium, and

her musical train-

ing from Manuel

Garcia, obtaining

t'ue gold, silver,

and bronze medals

for singing.

She went to

the United

to her native shores and played

her part of heroine in " An Artist's

Model,'' with what success is well

known. Mr. George Edwardes's

pretty piece, "The Geisha," at Daly's,

iMer.xewCna. gives Miss Tempest yet another

opportunity of delighting crowded audiences

in the part of O Mimosa S<ui.

AC1E 19.

a Plujla. bu Elliott ,f Fiâ¢Â».

States in 1890, appearing in " The Red

Hussar," " Dorothy," " Carmen," " The

Fencing Master," " The Algerian,'' and

other pieces. Four years later she returned

From a Pfwto. by]

I'KESIiNT UAY,
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THE BISHOP OF DURHAM.

BORN 1825.

HE RIGHT REV. BROOKE

FOSS WESTCOTT, D.D.,

U.C.L., Bishop of Durham, was

educated at Trinity College, Cam-

bridge. His University career

of more than ordinary brilliancy. He

elected Fellow of his college in 1849,

proceeded M.A. in 1851, B.D. in 1865,

from (I fhoto bi/\

AGE 52

[X. A. Waller.

and D.D. in 1870. Oxford University

conferred upon him the honorary degree

of D.C.L. in 1881. In 1851 he was

ordained deacon and priest by the Bishop

of Manchester, and in 1879 he became

Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen.

Dr. Westcott resigned his residentiary canonry

at Peterborough in May, 1883; he was

appointed one of the Archbishop of Canter-

bury's chaplains in the following month;

From a Photo, btl ACE 63. [ElUatt <t Fry.

in October of the same year he was nominated

to the canonry of Westminster, and succeeded

Bishop I.ightfoot in the See of Durham on

May ist, 1890. His theological works are as

numerous as they are well known.

From a Pkoto. 6Â»)

A Child's Memories of Gads Hill.

BY MARY ANGELA DICKENS.

MISS MARY ANGELA DICKENSâAGE 4. â¢

From a. Photo, by JTcuon it Co., Old Band Street.

VEN as I write the words I

stop, and a little smile and a ours : as survivals

I and my brother and sisters grew up

there.

My home life there was as happy as a

child's' life can be. I learned to love

the place with

the love of inti-

mate familiarity.

And yet, to the

very last day of

my life at Gad's

Hill, there were

bits about the

house and garden

which never

seemed to me to

belong to usâthe

ordinary, every-

day family party,

which had taken

possession ; bits

which stood out

vaguely for me, as

having been left

behind by that

other life which

IjI1

had preceded

PRESENT DAY.

a Pftoto. bp Vnndyk, Gloucester

ttu \ nut

Hnad.

little sigh come togetherâas

childish memories are apt to

bring them ! For there are

two Gad's Hills in my life ; two

which are yet one.

The picture of the

square, red - brick

house, with its

porch, its bell-

turret, and its four

bow windows, so

familiar to all

Dickens lovers, re-

presents for me

not only the misty

region of these

scattered, childish

recollections ; it is

the picture of my

home, too âthough

it is many years

now since I have â¢

seen itâthe pic-

ture of that child-

hood's home which

holds a place in

one's life never to be filled by the dwelling-

places of after years. After my grandfather's

death, my father bought Gad's Hill, and

of that past which I could dimly remember.

Quaint enough are some of the details

with which this atmosphere of the past was

associated in my mind. There was a little

7P
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was " The grave

of Dick, the best

of birds." This

best of birds, I

knew, had be-

longed to the

" Auntie " â my

grand father's

eldest daughter

âwho had been

mistress of the

Gad's Hill of

those other days

when I had been

only a visitor

there. I think

I had a misty

feeling that the

grave of Dick

was lonely, now

that its mistress

had gone away,

and I was sorry

for it. The con-

nection of ideas

here is, perhaps,

natural enough.

But why should

the looking-glass

THE LIBRARY AT GADS HILL.

a 1'hoto. by Eduard Banna, Brompton.

panels of the

dining-room door

have given me,

somet i mes â

even after Gad's

Hill had been

my home fo r

years â quite an

eerie sense of

realization of the

life that had

been ? I cannot

say. 1 only know

that I never felt

anything but most

respectful and a

trifle deprecating

towards that

door.

The Gad's Hill

of my very early

childhood ; the

"Gad's "to which

I used to go on

visits ; the

"Gad's" which

my home of after

years was, and

yet never was, to

From o]

THE DINING-ROOM AT GAD S HILL,

A CHILD'S MEMORIES OF GAD'S HILL.

me; had that about it which stamped

the remembrance of it clear and distinct

upon my baby senses as a thing apart.

It had that about it which gave a

peculiar character to the passionate attach-

ment to the place which grew in me after

it became my home; that which gives a

peculiar halo to its memory. To this day, if

I hear or read of that mysterious something

which is known as the magnetic influence of

Genius, I feel again, instinctively, the atmo-

sphere of my grandfather's home as it

penetrated the consciousness of a little child

visitor.

I have no recollection of ever being told

I have said that I was never afraid of

him, and this is true. I was never afraid

of his presence. But I recall very clearly

a vague sense of dread, only to be de-

scribed as "creepy," with which his absence

â under certain circumstances â inspired

me. And the circumstances were these :

The Swiss chalet, given to my grandfather

by Fechter, stood in the shrubbery almost

hidden among the trees. The shrubbery

itself was separated from the garden by the

high road. It was approached by a tunnel

and two flights of steep steps. It was when

" Venerables " betook himself to the chalet for

long morningsâas I know now, to writeâ

frnm a]
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that my grandfather was a great man. There

is no shadow in my memory of ever having

feared him. Hut all my recollection is

pervaded with the sense that " Venerables "â

as I was taught to call himâwas not as other

men. If I were to reproduce pictorially the

old Gad's Hill scenes, which start out for me

so vividly on the dim background of the for-

gotten, I think I should inevitably surround

the figure of " Venerables " with a coloured

light, or a peculiar line of isolation, as the

only possible means by which my sense of

the most striking characteristic of those

scenes could be expressed.

that the haze of the mysterious rose about

him in my little mind, and all sorts of un-

defined and dreadful possibilities presented

themselves to me. 1 can feel myself, now,

creeping indoors, when I had been sent to

play in the garden, because the thought

of that little house among the trees, with

its solitary occupant, haunted rne. I remem-

ber the childish reticence which kept me

silent as to the cause of my reappearance,

when I had found the consoling society of

my " aunties," and the touch of shame with

which I met my grandfather afterwards.

But perhaps my tenderest and most
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persona! recollection of my grandfather is in

the capacity of doctor. Running about

where I had no business to be while dinner

was going on, one summer evening, I came

into collision with a large saucepan of boiling

water ; and disastrous consequences ensued to

one small foot and leg. I suppose my nurse

was to blame, and a guilty conscience made

her put me hastily to bed and conceal the

accident until dinner was over. I can only just

remember lying there, feeling very lonely and

neglected, and crying for my "auntie." But

I have a very vivid recollection of the subse-

quent appearance, not only of "auntie," but

of " Venerables," and I remember how com-

forting he was, and what a marvel of wisdom

and knowledge I thought him, as he made

the poor leg feel much better. And after

that I seem to see the pretty roomâmy

aunt'sâfull of people ! I conclude that all

the people staying in the house must have

come to visit the small sufferer. And out of

the mist of faces I distinguish, most distinctly,

that of Mr. Marcus Stoneâa great friend of

mine, in those daysâas he stood at the

foot of the bed contemplating me with the

deepest sympathy ! The unfortunate little

leg was a long time getting wellâat least I

suppose it was a long timeâand "Venerables"

was the only person in whose treatment of it

I felt any confidence. I remember how

unhappy I was when his absence for a few

days left it to the care of the kindest and

most loving of aunts.

I have just used the phrase, "a few days."

But time has nothing to do with these

childish memories of mine. How many

visits I paid to this Gad's Hill of the past I

do not know. My recollections, for the most

part, are like instantaneous photographs on

my memory. Each stands alone, unconnected

with the otherâexcept by that singularly im-

pressive atmosphere which I have tried to

describe. Sometimes it is winter, in my

memory; sometimes it is summer. I can

remember one arrival with my father and

motherâI think it must have been a

Christmas visit, for there was snow. I can

see the drawing-room as it looked while we

had tea, on that occasionâthat wonderful

drawing-room, with the fire-light and lamp-

light reflected everywhere, in the looking-

glasses of which my grandfather was so fond.

And I can remember our departure, when I

disgraced myself by weeping copiously, and

declining to go home! But for the most part,

as I have said, my memories are isolated

pictures. Here is one which I believe to be

curiously characteristic of the life of Gad's Hill.

CHARLES DICKENSâAGE 45.

From a

A CHILD'S MEMORIES OF GAD'S HILL.
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THE CHALETâGAD'S HILL.

Prwn a Pkoto. by tkt Ijontlan Sitreotfojjif Company.

The scene is the drawing-room, and it is

full summer time and early evening. The

great bow window-

is wide open, and

the beds of scarlet

geraniums, with

the waving trees

of the shrubbery

beyond, make a

brilliant back-

ground. There is

a tall stand of

flowers, too, in the

corner between

the window and

the door, and

close to it a group

of men in even-

ing dress. There

are other people in

the room. Some-

body is late for

dinner, and, I

think, even the

small observer in

the muslin pina-

fore has a notion

Vol. *m.â KX

that " Venerables " does not like

people to be late. But " Vener-

ables " himself seems to be wholly

unconcerned. He is laughing and

talking at a great rate, there, by the

stand of flowers. One of the men

he is talking to is " Mr. I^ayard "-

afterwards Sir Henry lanyard. I

see him, now, as distinctly as I

see my grandfather; I suppose,

because he made a great pet of me,

and I was very fond of him. Another

is " Mr. Chorley "â H. F. Chorley,

the musical critic. He was very

kind to me, too, but I fear I was

a little ungrateful for his attentions.

The others I cannot see; but I

know they all laughed very much,

and I wondered whether I should

have to be very old before I could

understand what grown-up people

talked about.

The picture fades as I call up

another. The dining-room this time,

and Christmas morning. The room

is decorated with holly and ivy, and

the red berries glisten cheerily. It

is a long room, with that looking-

glass panelled door, before men-

tioned, at one end. The other end

I cannot see. Later on a conserva-

tory was built out there, and sub-

sequent impressions have blurred the older

memory, I suppose. One Ions; wall is covered

Prom a]
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with pictures, and against

it stands a long side-

board. In the wall fac-

ing this are the windows,

through which I see

snow-covered lawns, and

between them the fire-

place, with a peculiarly

high mantel - piece.

Breakfast things are on

the table âwhether it is

before or after breakfast,

I do not know ; and in

front of the fire stands

" Venerables," looking

down at me. He and

I are alone together, and

he is giving me a Christ-

mas present, a book

called the "Child's

Prize." I knew enough,

by that time, to be aware

that it was somehow

highly appropriate that

his present should be a

book. Indeed, I suspect

myself of having be-

lieved that he had written

the "Child's Prize" from

end to end himself, especially for my

edification ! But his last present to me had

been a very magnificent doll's house, and

the small recipient of the " Child's Prize"

experienced, I blush to own, a keen pang of

disappointment.

My last memory of my grandfather has no

connection with Gad's Hill, but it is the most

vivid of all to me. I was takenâI suppose

that I might be able to say in after years that

I had heard him â

to one of my grand-

father's last readings,

and the awe and ex-

citement of the oc-

casion make my

heart beat a little

faster even now as I

recall it. "The Christ-

mas Carol" was the

reading chosen for me

â probably because

Tiny Tim was con-

sidered to be within

my comprehension ;

but I regret to say

that the reading itself

went completely over

my head, and I only

recollect being very

THE MISTRESS OP THE HOUSE, WITH HER I-ETS.

From a rhota. ba ilatan & Co., Old Hood Street.

ONE OF THE GUARDIANS OF GADS HILL.

From a Ptwto. by the London Sttreotcopic Company.

frightened and uncom-

fortable.

The "Venerables" on

the platform was quite a

stranger to me, and his

Beer-Markers.

BY GEORGE DOLLAR.

[Illustrations from Photos, by George PfiU'iics, Limited. ]

LL roads in Germany lead to

Munich, where the beer comes

from, and all roads in Munich

lead to the Lowenbriiu Keller,

where we got these beer-

markers. The Keller is a

noted place, possibly not so celebrated as

the Hofbrauhaus, or Court Brewery, where

the special brew of the Bavarian dignitaries

is doled out in foamy quarts and pints to the

populace; but in its own way it is unique.

It is an enormous hall gaily decorated in

evergreen, closely packed with tables, at

which natives and visitors sit in loving com-

munion over their " bock," while the band

plays. The tunes are good, and the solid

contentment of the crowd is sweet to look at;

but the beer-markers, in the words of the

poet, "take the bun."

To describe them briefly, they are little

puppets of knitted wool about four inches high.

Now, at the beginning of this article, you will

find two pictures of beer-mugs, with the beer-

markers stuck fast upon little metal knobs at

the top of the handles. The markers are

placed there by the beer-drinkers, so that,

when the mug goes out to be refilled, it will

come back to its proper owner. Each man,

therefore, by simply placing his beer-marker

upon his mug, always gets his own mug back,

and not somebody else's. The pretty " kell-

nerin," or waitress, is a very careful woman,

but as all the mugs in the Lowenbrau Keller

SBRAU BEKR-ML'G, WITH THE MU.N'CHENER

KINDL AS BEEK-MAKKEK.

2.âA FANCY REER-MUG WITH CAPKIVI AS HKKK-MAKKKK.

are alike, she might get them mixed up

in the shuffle if the drinkers did not

co-operate with her to make mistakes im-

possible.

The photographs reproduced on these

pages will show the variety of the markers.

They are nearly all caricatures of the promi-

nent people of the time, as well as a few local

figures, unknown to the great world -but

about them all there is an excellent likeness

to the originals.
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3.â EMI'EROR WILLIAM OF GERMANY.

4.âEMPEROR NICHOLAS II. OP RUSSIA.

5. âBISMARCK.

But let us to the markers. First and fore-

most stands the Kaiser (3). Note his darting

eye and his majestic air. A born ruler, with

his manly breast covered with emblemsâ

made of tin. His brown-yarn mustaches

sweep across his face as if they wanted to

kiss his ears, while a faint tinge of red paint

gives colour to his fat cheeks. The little

figure is carefully made, and the Kaiser

grasps his sword as if he were showing his

troops the proper way to fight.

Beside the Kaiser, where the great

difference between the Teuton and Slavish

features may be seen, we place the

Emperor of Russia

(4). Now, very few

people will believe

us when we say

that this is the

Czar, but it really

is. The likeness,

however, is very

poor. The Czar

looks aged and

distressed. Possi-

bly, the knitter

made him so on

purpose, as a sly

dig at the Czar's

late hobnobbing

with la belle

France.

We place Bis-

marck next (5).

After him COmeS 6.âDR. WINDTHOKST.

\Vindthorst (6), the German statesman who

died in 1891, and at his left Eugene

RiclHer (7), the Radical leader of the

Reichstag, or German House of Commons.

When Bismarck was the first figure in Germany,

his two greatest political enemies were Wind-

thorstand Richter. If Bismarck wanted a canal

dug or an army raised, his opponents were

sure to say they weren't needed, and at last

the fight got so hot, that if Bismarck had

asserted that the Atlantic Ocean was filled

with water, the others would have said it was

made of mud. Hence, we mention these

notabilities together. Note Bismarck's three

hairs. They are

all he has in the

world, and the

woman who knit

the " Iron Chan-

cellor " did not

forget a single one.

Mark also Rich-

ter's portfolio

under his right

arm, and his gold

watch-chain. And

before passing to

Ferdinand, note

W i n d t h o r s t' s

chubby face and

BEER-MARKERS.
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stirred up a lot

of excitement

for his size, by

being admitted

to the orthodox

faith. In all

the caricatures

of Ferdinand,

you find him

adorned with an

enormous nose,

and in this beer-

marker the pro-

boscis stands

prominently out.

There is no-

thing more to

say about Fer-

dinand, except

that his uniform

is made out of

blue wool. In-

deed, all the

beer - markers

representing German military men are in

blue. The editors and statesmen are in inky

black.

Here (9) is an editor, with wise and

knowing eyes, and a pen behind his ear.

Doubtless Dr. Sigl is unknown in

England, but in Munich, where he edits

the Catholic paper called the Fatherland,

he is a noted public character. Sigl is a

great opponent of progressive or Radical

movements, and advocates the separation

8. â FERDINAND OF BULGARIA.

10.â HERR AHLWAKDT.

O.âDR. SIGL, EDITOR OF " VATERLAND."

of Bavaria from

the German Em-

pire. His mus-

tache shows true

editorial training.

Herr Ahhvardt,

the pompous and

well - fed - looking

individual who

bears down upon

us in (10), is a

pugnacious anti-

Semite who has

figured promi-

nently in the

Reichstag. Once

in a while he gets

thrown into gaol

on account of the

nasty way he says

things, and his

popularity is as

considerable as a mustard-seed. Many of

his accusations against the Semites have been

proved unfounded, and this has not added

to his reputation. But he makes a jolly

handsome beer-marker.

Our next reproduction shows Caprivi (n).

We also see him

upon the fancy
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12. â LIEUTENANT VON BRUSEWITZ.

should be represented in a defiant attitude,

and that his mustache should have an angry

spread.

Like Dr. Windthorst, the Shah (13) is

represented with gold spectacles. It is, how-

ever, not the present Shah, but the late one

âhe who was once the pet of the English

ladies. Most of them will quickly recognise

him here as a friend. Emin Pasha (14) was

ATE SHAM OF I'ERSIA.

brilliant figure

(15) was also

frequently seen

on the beer-

mugs, in the

time of his

short-lived

leadership. His

red trousers,

blue coat, and

beautiful white

plume made a

very gay appear-

ance.

Here let me

add that the

" beer - marker "

custom has

been known to

Munich for

many years, and

that it has been

adopted in

nearly all of the German cities and towns.

In the Lowenbrau Keller the markers are

sold for fifty pfennige, or sixpence, each, by

an old woman who goes round amongst the

beer-drinkers with a basket. She is a well-

known character in Munich, and knits the

figures herself.

At the present time, one of the most cari-

14.âEMIN I'ASHA.

15.âGENERAL BOULANGER.

a popular beer-marker in the days when he

was fighting in the Soudan, and trying to

bring glory to the German arms. Boulanger's

catured men in Germany is Father Kneipp

(16), the noted preacher of the "Kneipp

cure." Kneipp's theory is that nervous

BEER-MARKERS.
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troubles may

be cured if

people will sys-

tematically pro-

menade with

bare feet in the

early morning

dew. The

beer - marker

shows a philan-

thropic face

and a watering-

pot, from which

latter the good

" Pfarrer " ob-

tains artificial

dew.

The list of

great men

would be in-

complete if we

16. â FATHER KNEICK (j|(j f]0t haVC

Prince Luit-

pold, the ruler of Bavaria, amongst them.

For the Bavarians are proud of their land,

and look upon their Sovereign as equal to

the Kaiser any day. Well, here is Luitpold

(17), but he wears a slightly uncomfortable

look, as if he felt himself a makeshift for

the real ruler, Otto, who is said to be

insane.

The Munich people are particularly fond

of the little figures which represent characters

of local reputation. Herr Tiefenbach (18) is

one of these. He

is a local painter

who attracts

great attention

on account of

his curious attire.

He has long,

flowing hair,

wears large spec-

tacles, a long

ulster, and con-

stantly carries an

umbrella. When

he walks down a

Munich street he

is always followed

by a crowd. Our

r e p r odu ction

gives an excellent

idea of this most

curious mortal,

whose reputation

in Munich art is

of the highest

,,,, , , 17.âLUITPOLD, REGENT OF

Ihere Still BAVARIA.

18. â HEKR TIEFENBACH.

remain four beer-markersâthe best of the

lot. Look at this pretty " kellnerin," with

her gay bodice and her two beer-mugs (19).

She is a familiar figure to the Germans;

but, with all her beauty, she is inferior to

our own national institution â the British

barmaid. Here, also (20), is " Wurzl," the

So
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hand and a beer-

mug in the other

(22). We have

already seen him

on the top of the

Lowenbrau mug

(i). He is called

the " Miinchener

Kindl," or " Mu-

nich child." By

some mysterious

chain of events,

in the olden time

the arms of

Munich became a

little monk, or

" Monchen," from

which we get the

German " Miin-

chen," or Munich.

Now, the little

monk always

held a Bible in

one of his hands,

and raised the other in exhortation. But

in the Lowenbrau Keller, we find him

with the radish and the beer-mug. The

radish, it may be

added, is an indis-

pensable accom-

paniment to a mug

of beer. It is cut

lengthwise in long,

thin strips. It is

then opened like a

book, and each leaf

is sprinkled with

salt and then closed

again. In a few

20.--" WUKZL."

22.âCOMIC ARMS OF MUNICH REPRESENTING THE " MDNCHESER

KINDL," OR LITTLE MUNICH MONK.

minutes it is taken up in the fist and well

squeezed, when the water runs out of it in

streams, like the juice of a lemon, the flesh

becomes soft and

flabby, and the

radish is ready to

be eaten. It lies

on the table beside

the drinkers, and

with it the bock

becomes nectar.

So much for the

radish in the

hand of the little

monk.

31.â" WURZEL SEl'F.'

Told to the World.

BY MRS. EGERTON EASTWICK (PLEYDELL NORTH).

ROOM so poor that it could

hardly be poorer, and so bare,

that but for one presence it

would have been apparently

empty. In the middle of the

floor, where a faint ray of

sunlight struggling through the single window

rested upon it, stood a square object,

which seen in its native simplicity would

have proved to be a deal box reversed.

On the top of the box was a pillow,

and the whole was covered by a piece

of coarse clean white calico, the remains

of a sheet.

But between the pillow and the sheet a

tiny form was outlined, limbs that should have

been rounded, but were spare and thin and

angular, yet with hardly bone enough to define

the angles, so

small and limp

was the whole

figure. The sheet

was turned back

from a baby face,

and the pale sun-

light kissed a

head covered

with curls soft as

silk, and still

holding in their

dead beauty the

living sheen of

gold. The fea-

tures were small,

delicate, and

regular, waxen in

i niperturbable

stillness, pathetic

in the hush of

sorrow for ever-

more.

The o n 1 y

touches of colour

were in the dark-

ness of the brows,

strongly pencilled

for such a baby

face, and in the

curle'd lashes ;

beneath these a

dim shadow was visible ; a blur, a suggestion

of eyes that had once been blue and full of

life, over which the white lids were not com-

pletely closed. The last wail of the child had

been heard ; in a single year its spirit had

Vol. xiii.âH.

THE ONLY VISIBLE LIFE WAS IN THE FLOWERS.

touched the four great mysteriesâlife and

sorrow and love and death. So far as

humanity was concerned, it was quite alone.

Presently the door opened with a slow,

grating creak, and a woman entered. A red-

faced, frouzy-looking person, short-skirted,

with a big apron tied across her stoutness,

a shawl pinned over her bosom, a hat,

decorated with a few limp feathers and

a damaged red rose, upon her head.

In her hand, however, she carried a bunch
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was easy to recognise in her the mother of

the child. She could hardly be more than

twenty years of age ; the features were regular

and delicate, the face pale, the eyes large and

pathetic: the mouth had taken curves of

settled anguish. She caught sight of the

lilies upon the sheet, and the sudden tears

rushed to the large grey eyes, suffusing

them, hanging on to the black lashes, flowing

in a resistless torrent down the thin, pallid

cheeks. She was still young enough to cry.

She knelt beside the box and pressed one

of the little waxen hands to the thin bosom

against which it had been used to nestle.

"My littleâlittle babyâoh, my heart, I

can'tâ1 can't."

It was th.e thought of the coffin that came

into her heart; she had just been to see what

it would cost.

A week later and Hymar Meadows sat

alone in her room upon the box which had

once been a child's cradle, shivering and

staring at the bare walls. The sun still

shone, but a bitter east wind was blowing,

and she would have had no breakfast had

not the flower woman brought her a bit of

bread and a cup of tea before going out.

Hymars literally last penny had gone on the

baby's funeral. She had thought at the time

that she would be rather glad than otherwise

to starve, if she could only die. But she

could not die, and the pangs of cold and

hunger stirred a craving for life in her young

and still healthy frame. She must live, and

she must do something for a living; the

question was, what could she do?

To start as a flower girl meant a certain

amount of capital, and she had absolutely

nothing. As she sat upon her box, she

indulged in some retrospect. She saw the

room as it had been a year ago, before her

husband had fallen ill. He had been

employed as scene painter in a lesser theatre;

that is, it had been his duty to restore and

alter the stock scenes as occasion demanded,

and he had earned fair wages.

The little room had then been furnished

quite decently, and they had also rented an

adjoining one as bedroom. Her fancy con-

jured up the past comfort, the familiar

belongings ; the centre table with its crimson

cloth, the wooden chairs, the plants in the

window, the rough chalk sketches (her

husband's designs) upon the walls ; the

materials for his work strewn around, the

few books, his favourites, upon the rough

wooden shelves which he had put together,

and which she had deftly covered with cre-

tonne. Then had come the baby and her

illness, and before she was fully recovered,

Tom had taken that cold in the draughty

theatre, which settled upon his lungs. He

had died just before Christmas, after finish-

ing the work for the pantomime ; he had

never gone to the theatre again.

The baby had always been weakly, and on

the 2oth of March, a week yesterday, she

had been left quite alone.

How she had subsisted for the last few
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had seemed always a certain pathos in the

attempt to bring the vision, the memory of

blue skies and trees and meadows into the

crowded, dusty thoroughfares ; to be rubbed

into a meaningless blur when the day was

done, or washed out by

the first shower; to be

trodden out by the ever-

thronging, hurrying feet.

Her work on the floor

was equal to, if not better

than, much she had seen

in the streets of the

town ; surely there must

be something to be

gained by such a trade,

or the men would not

persevere in it. Why

should not she try ? The

work in itself was a

pleasure to her; she

found a curious, eager

satisfaction in the blend-

ing of the colours, in

the endeavour to express

that which her mind saw.

She replaced the chalks

in the bag, and rose to

her feet; she was very

weak, but she would feel

better outside in the

sunshine ; she would

seek a sheltered corner,

and, perhaps, she might

gain a few pence for

bread and coffee at

dinner-time.

She put on her shabby

black hat with the piece

of crape on it given by

a neighbour, and wrap-

ped herself in her old

shawl; then she took the bag of chalks in

one hand and her box in the other, and

started upon her new venture.

She found a sheltered pavement by the

side of a busy thoroughfare, which yet was

not in the heart of the city. The opposite

wall was overhung by the trees of an old

garden, at a little distance away, for the canal

had been tunnelled beneath the road ; the

shadows in the water and the trees decided

her choice; she thought the surroundings

would be of use to her. She felt very nervous

and shy as she sat down on her box and

opened her bag of chalks. Her life had

been a retired one for the last six years, and

she felt as though she must be doing some-

thing dangerous and wrong.

She shrank before the curious glances of

the passers-by, and trembled when the sturdy

figure of a policeman came in view. He

gave her a quick, searching look, asked a

few questions, a woman on this lay being new

HE GAVE HER A QUICK, SEARCHING LOOK.

to his experience, and passed on. Soon she

was down on her knees and at her work ; it

possessed a real fascination for her, and she
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and prepared to leave her post for the night,

she had taken a shilling in coppers, two

sixpences, and a threepenny-piece. At any

rate, she need not starve at present, but the

return to her desolate room was very bitter.

She threw herself upon the bare floor and

sobbed ; these tears were her baptism into

a new phase of sorrow : the ever growing

daily realization of her loss.

During the spring and summer she

prospered fairly well. The slight novelty of

a woman drawing on the paving stones, the

sweetness of a face which yet had a look of

untamed wildness, a certain delicacy and taste

in her work, interested those who passed ;

some flung coppers at her carelessly, others

offered them with kindly words, some merely

stared.

She contrived to live, to gather back a few

of her more necessary belongings; her room

looked less dreary and empty, but the barren

void in her heart nothing could fill; the pain

was there always, gnawing at her untutored

soul, expressing itself in the wild, tortured

look of her eyes.

On Sundays she tramped out to the

cemetery. With the autumn, times grew

harder; wet days were more frequent, fog

and mists set in early that year; Hymar went

out when she could, but she coughed and

shivered as she sat on her box, and there

were so few passengers. Some other work

for the winter must be found, but the finding

would be no easy matter. Who would

employ the street artist ? Day by day she

grew paler and more sad.

One afternoon she crept out as a faint

yellow sunshine took the place of the dri/./ling

rain which had been falling all the morning.

The whole world looked wet and dripping.

She drew two of her pictures, but her hand

failed somewhat in its cunning; the pave-

ment was still wet; the few persons who

ventured to walk through the mud hurried by

without noticing her ; the afternoon went on,

and she had taken nothing; she had no

money at home.

She sat still, and for a moment closed her

eyes, her head was aching wearily. Then, as

often happened, she began to see pictures

in the darkness. To-day, the visions which

sometimes cheered her, making her forget the

present in the past, failed to come ; and one,

never in truth very far absent from her mind,

repeated itself obstinately. She saw her

room as it had been when she returned after

ordering her child's coffin, nothing else. In

truth, she was weak, chilled, and feverish ;

her brain refused to obey instinct or will or

the influences of the outer world ; when she

opened her eyes she still saw only the white

coverlet, the outlined form beneath, the head

with its sunny curls, the closed eyes, the

lilies ; the scent of these was surely in her

nostrils.

She leaned her head upon her hand, lost

to all outward sensations; upon the pave-

ment at her feet she still saw the brain
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while there was dead silence ; then a voice

full of sympathetic vibrations said, very

kindly :â

"Howdid you do it? What does it mean?'1

She looked up, to see a tall man in an

ulster, a soft felt hat set upon a quantity of

reddish-brown hair. Glancing at her, he

said, in the same tone :â

" What put it into your

head ? The drawing is

all wrongâyou want train-

ing ; but it is very clever.''

'WHAT PUT IT INTO YOUR HEAD?

" Clever ! " she said, with a sort of fierce

anguishâ" clever ! " And she made a dash

at the picture with the chalk-stained rag she

carried in her bag.

He caught and stayed her arm.

" Not yet," he said, with imperturbable

gentleness. " Tell me all about it firstâI

am an artist myself."

Tone and manner were so genuinely

friendly that she felt reassured.

" I don't know how I came to do it," she

half sobbed. " It is my own little babyâ

and it died, I think, because it was starvedâ

and now the winter is coming on maybe I'll

starve tooâand if I could die I wouldn't

mindâbut to live "

In a few minutes he had drawn from her

the short, pitiful story of her life. He did

not offer her much sympathy, seeing that in

her present state of weakness it would hardly

be the wisest treatment.

As she concluded he said, cheerfully :â

"Well, I think we may rub this out now;

it is growing dusk, and you had

better go home."

He watched her smear over

the picture, and noticed that, as

she gathered her chalks together,

she pushed the pennies on the

pavement aside with her foot.

He understood the action, and

felt that it would be useless to

offer her money without further

pretext; his fingers relinquished

the coin they had been seeking,

and he took a card from his

pocket-book and handed it to

her.

" You will find my name and

address there," he said. " If you

will call to-morrow morning,

about eleven o'clock, I think I

can find you employment if you

care to take it. In fact, your

head is just what I have been

looking for, for one of my pic-

tures. I have left the face blank

for want of a suitable model.

In the meantime, let me pay

you for a sitting beforehand,

then you will feel bound to

come, you know.''

He dexterously slipped

some silver into her bag,

said a pleasant good-night,

and strode away before she
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terminated in permanent employment of a

different nature.

The artist's housekeeper, who was elderly,

and growing slightly infirm, had taken a fancy

to the gentle-mannered young woman with

the sorrowful eyes, whose ways differed so

materially from the generality of professional

models. Mrs. Johnson rather shook her

head at the idea of Hymar's seeking further

engagements among the painting fraternity,

and after a few cautious inquiries suggested

that she should take the place of household

assistant in the modest establishment of

Grove Place.

Geoffrey Burroughs did not live altogether

at the little two-storied house with the big

studio attached. When in town he painted

there for many hours a day, and if engaged

upon some work of special importance,

occupisd the bedroom which was always

kept in readiness. But his home was con-

sidered to be the big house in Queen's Gate,

inhabited by his mother and sisters.

During his frequent absences, the studio

was left to the care of Mrs. Johnson and her

husband, Sandy, who was employed chiefly

in the garden, and hitherto the services of

the couple had been sufficient. But this

winter Mrs. Johnson's health was found to be

failing. Geoffrey intended to pass the next

few months chiefly at the studio with a view

to finishing a large picture for the spring

exhibits, and had no mind to change his old

servants. Help must be found, but Mrs.

Johnson had a horror alike of girls and char-

women. Hymar seemed to present a way

out of the difficulty.

She accepted the proposal gratefully. The

whole atmosphere of the house was congenial;

the studio seemed to her a palace of art and

wonder ; the kindly ways of the housekeeper

and old Sandy gave her a sense of home and

rest; Geoffrey Burroughs she regarded as

her saviour from the horrors of starvation

and despair.

She fulfilled her ordinary duties with careful

exactitude, but the painter, her master, had

no mind to forget that artistic capacity which

it pleased him to think he had discovered.

He advised her to cultivate her talent, and

to employ her leisure hours in copying the

studies he lent her. The studio was to be

her charge, and he further told her that,

during his absence, she might draw there

from studies he would arrange; he himself

would afterwards overlook her efforts and

give them occasional direction.

The winter months sped quickly. The

little household, seldom varying its peaceful

routine, lived a life with which the world

interfered but little. The painter was

absorbed in his work; Hymar, between her

household duties, her efforts to carry out her

master's instructions, and attendance upon

Mrs. Johnson, whose rheumatism often

rendered her almost helpless, found little

time for thinking. Her memories were not

dead, only the hand of a busy present had
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1 MAY 1 ASK IF MR. BURROUGHS HAS RETURNED?"

"/am Miss BurroughsâMr. Burroughs's

sister," said she who stood in front of Hymar.

" I thought my brother had arrived. Perhaps

I had better see Mrs. Johnson."

She spoke coldly, and with considerable

emphasis.

" IâI am afraid you can't," said Hymar,

very humbly. " Mrs. Johnson is ill in bedâ

I am here to help her, and Mr. Burroughs

gives me leave to draw in the studio when

my other work is done. If I can take any

message "

Miss Burroughs turned away haughtily.

"Thank youâI will leave a note for my

brother. I shall find writing materials, I

have no doubt."

Something in the tone caused Hymar to

feel abashed; she hurriedly gathered her

drawing materials together, and left the

room. 'When the door had closed behind her

the girl who had been staring at the statue

turned round. She was undeniably hand-

some, fair, golden-haired, and perfectly

dressed in a suit of brown

cloth that harmonized with

the tints of her hair and

darker brows : it was em-

broidered with silks in the

same shades, and trimmed

with sable. But the face,

which was meant to have the

delicacy of a pale tea rose,

looked hard, and almost fierce.

"It seems that your brother

allows strange liberties to his

servant, and gives her

truer information as to

his movements than he

vouchsafes to me, Lotta,"

she said.

" Oh, Hilda â don't

misjudge Geoff. He is

the most recklessly good-

natured fellow in exist-

ence. The girl has im-

jiosed upon his easy

temper, or else he knows

nothing of her im-

pertinenceâyou saw

how confused she

was. As for his

change of plans,

proba bly he tele-

graphed to Mrs.

Johnson on account

of his dinner. Here

are pen and inkâI

shall give him a

good scolding.

Fancy his dismay when he finds we have

been here."

Miss Burroughs rattled on, but the face of

her companion remained clouded ; she made

no reply, and moved restlessly about the

room with a dissatisfied air while the note

was being written.

Hilda Mayne had been engaged to Geoffrey

Burroughs for nearly two years. They had
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morning had elicited the present visit. The

possibility of a marriage in the spring had

been spoken of, and there was much to

consider. Under the circumstances, there

was some excuse for petulance.

Hilda was not accustomed to be dis-

appointed or neglected, and she seemed

inclined to vent her displeasure upon her

lover's belongings : she turned over his

pictures and sketches with no very gentle

hand, and presently brought down a pile of

canvases heaped one upon another in a

recess, across which a curtain had been

draped.

She gave a little cry of impatience, and

began to replace the pictures, glancing at

each one during the process, and at the dust

on her gloves. As she raised one which had

been near the bottom of the pile, however,

she suddenly became perfectly tranquil, and

stood staring at it with an air of incredulous

surprise which deepened into disgust. For

some minutes no sound was to be heard in

the room but the scratching of Lotta's pen.

At length Hilda said, " Lottie, come here."

The scratching ceased instantly. Some-

thing in the voice caused Miss Burroughs at

once to look round; then, having caught a

glimpse of Hilda's face, she rose and hurried

to her side. The subject of the sketch which

Miss Mayne was holding was the same as that

which Hymar in her despair had drawn upon

the wall, but Geoffrey had made one or two

additions. The idea expressed by Hymar's

effort had been deeply imprinted upon his

brain, and he had striven to reproduce and

extend itâbut the result had been thrust

aside as a crude failure.

The bareness of the room of which Hymar

had told him was hinted at, and he had

depicted truly the gleam of yellow light that

streamed through the window touching the

head of the dead child. To the face he had

imparted a strong likeness to the mother.

For he had brought Hymar into the picture'â

he had drawn her kneeling beside the dead

child, her face lifted and her eyes fixed upon

those which would never again meet them

with an answering look. Then a fancy had

seized him, and in the background he had

introduced a shadowy figure, which bore an

unmistakable likeness to himself.

To his own idea he had been a mere

onlooker, vague and unrecognised, led by

the accident of circumstance into participa-

tion in a scene which he felt was the result

of the neglect and indifference of the society

of which he formed a unit. It was in this

way that Hymar's story had affected him,

and his face wore an expression that might

have been grief, remorse, or pity; or a blend-

ing of all three. Miss Burroughs glanced

curiously over her friend's shoulder, then

seizing one corner of the canvas drew it

eagerly nearer to herself, and the two women

gazed at the scene portrayed, with hideous

misconception of its meaning.

" It is too horrible, Hilda ; put it downâ
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Hildaâthe girl seemed positively unable to

understand me when I spoke of the shame

of her position. As I entered the studio she

came back by the house door, and I went

straight to the point at once. Her great eyes

stared at me till I lost patience. ' It is no

use attempting to deny the truth,' I said ;

' unfortunately, my brother himself, of whom

I am heartily ashamed, has immortalized the

facts.'

" Then I went to the recess and took out

the picture. Instead of being conscience-

stricken, to my surprise she went down on her

knees before it. She cried, ' Oh, my little

babyâmy darling,' and seized the thing from

my hands and kissed it and seemed to forget

I was thereâher eyes looked hungry. ' Have

I been forgetting you, sweetâtaking my

comfortable ease ?' she went on, ' and you

lying out there under the cold earth. How

could he make it so like you, how could he

remember ?'

" I felt the tears come to my eyes, Hilda,

I did, indeed, shocking and sinful as it all
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was. So I said, ' If you want

to see your baby again, you

poor woman, you will change

your present mode of life;

already my brother's future

happiness is ruined. That

lady you saw here with me

was to have been his wife,

now I fear she will never

speak to him again. Leave

this house before it is alto-

gether too late. I will get

you received into a home

where you will be shielded

from temptation, where you

will be kindly treated, and

have time for repentance and

the chance of making a fresh

start.' She sprang to her

feet, and her eyes positively

flashed fury. She asked me

how I dared to insinuate such

dreadful things, then she grew

quieter, and added, ' As for

Mr. Burroughs, my master,

he is noble, and honest, and

true, but if your friend is

like you, his sister, and ready

to think evil of him and

distrust himâthen it is she

who is not fit â not good

enough for him.' With

that she turned her back

,T,,EK." upon me and began to re-

place the pictures in the

recess, and I could only come away."

" Uo you think, Hilda, we can have made

a mistake ? She will be sure to tell Geoff."

Hymar had been too proud to show-

in the presence of her assailant the full

bitterness of the wound inflicted. She had

been taken by surprise : emotions which

the peace of the last few months had
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beautiful woman whom it was to be supposed

he loved. She was to have been his wife.

Hymar's thoughts travelled back to her

own humble girlish love-story. Would she

have thrown over her lover on such a bare

and vile suspicion ? She concluded that the

ways of gentlefolk were different. At any

rate, she decided this place could be a home

for her no longer; her own pride and her

good name forbade it, and she could not

stay to ruin her friend's happiness. If she

disappeared, the story would be explained

and forgotten, but so long as she remained

she knew that Geoffrey's sense of justice

would lead him to defend her, and she would

become a mere bone of contention. Also she

felt ashamed to face her master, knowing that

the construction placed upon his goodness to

her must reach his ears. The only course

possible seemed to fly. AVhere ? Ah, that

poor Hymar could not tellâher heart went

out to the only spot on earth which seemed

all her own.

She did her work as usual that night and

the following morning, attended to Mrs.

Johnson, who was fortunately able to come

downstairs, and prepared everything with

grateful, heart-breaking solicitude for her

master's return ; he was not expected until

about nine o'clock in the evening. When

all was ready, she asked leave to go out.

When Geoffrey Burroughs was eating his

dinner that night, with a good traveller's

appetite, in the warm, firelit dining-room off

the studio, he asked for Hymar, wondering

why she was not there as usual to change

the dishes and attend to his wants. Sandy

was fulfilling these duties to the best of his

ability, and replied that, having asked leave

to go out that evening at seven o'clock, she

had not yet returned.

Geoffrey felt annoyed, but when the usual

time for closing the house arrived, and Sandy

came with anxious face to ask if he should

bar the door, Hymar being still out, he

was seriously disturbed. The weather had

changed since the previous day with sudden,

treacherous gustiness. During the afternoon

sleet had begun to fall, a cold wind from the

north-east had set in; and now it was snow-

ing heavily. " Leave the door, Sandy," he

said. " I am going to sit up for another

hour or so. I will let Hymar in, and give

her a scolding."

But the hour passed, and no Hymar

came. Geoffrey was really alarmed. Was

the girl bad after all, or had some harm

befallen her? He drew the curtain aside,

and looked out into the bleak, white

worldâwhere was the child on this bitter

night ? He left the curtain undrawn, the

lamp-light streaming over the newly-fallen

snow, so that if she came she might not fear

to ask admittance, and taking a candle,

wandered into the studio.

The drawing she had finished was upon

the easel she used. He took it up and

examined it with critical care. His heart

was aching ; he had looked upon this girl as
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Good heavens ! What did she mean ? She

must have intended to go. He glanced

round the room, went to the writing table

and opened the blotting-book ; there might

be some further message. He found one or

two torn pieces of paper on which he dis-

tinguished his sister's writing. Lotta had

been here, then. Already he began to swear

internally. Carrying on his investigations, it

struck him that the draperies over the recess

had been disarranged. Hymar was very

careful in these matters, never disturbing

things beyond her province. He pushed

aside the curtain and saw lying on the top of

the pile of canvases the sketch of Hymar and

her child, which he had purposely hidden.

"Lotta has been routing," he muttered.

" U , ah, bless herâcan this have any-

thing to do with the present mystery ? "

He took up the sketch and studied it

afresh, trying to read all that it might imply.

He returned it to its place almost with a

groan, and looked at his watch. It was nearly

one o'clock ; a wild night, and Hymar had

not returned. He went upstairs and roused

Sandy, then out to the nearest police-station.

It was in the grey of the early winter's

morning that two

men entered the

Highgate cemetery,

and after some

searching found

their way to a grave

of which they had

secured the number.

It was a very small

grave; almost hid-

den in the snow,

but it was distin-

guished by a dark

object not entirely

covered.

"Good heavens,

she is there!" said

GeoffreyBurroughs.

He and the other man, a policeman, lifted

her and carried her to the keeper's cottage at

the gate.

A week later Geoffrey wrote to his sister.

" You may be thankful," he said, " that the

death of a fellow-creature does not lie at

your door. They say at the hospital that

Hymar Meadows will recover. I suppose

you know by this time that Hilda Mayne

has broken off her engagement to me. My

non-appearance at Queen's Gate the day

after my return completed the sum of my

offence. Having been up all night, wander-

ing about in the snow, after a long journey,

I did not feel fitâbut she did not deem

my explanation on this and other points

sufficient. I am astonished to find with

what equanimity I bear my dismissal.

Hymar Meadows is ordered the most abso-

lute quietâso pray make no effort to see her.

I have discovered that though her father was

a small tradesman, she comes of gipsy origin

on the mother's side, which may account for

The Greatest Juggler in the World.

BY WILLIAM G. FITZGERALD.

OME men were born to explore;

others to write, or paint, or

fight. Paul Cinquevalli was

born to juggle. As a boy at

school he would throw his slate

and pencil high into the air,

catch the pencil first, and then swiftly draw

the letter "A" in three lightning strokes,

while yet the slate was in the air.

Therefore it is not to be wondered at that

the boy presently

ran away from

home with a pro-

fessional gymnast,

whose discern-

ing eye saw a

fortune in the little

fellow. And Paul,

by the way, adopted

the name of his

new guardian.

Soon he made a

name, and his

father, reversing

the parable, came

to him and fell

upon his neck.

Although rather

below medium

height, Paul Cin-

quevalli possesses

enormous strength;

his patience, too, is

almost incredible,

and his vigilance

unceasing.

The feat depicted

in the first photo-

graph calls for all

these things. The

juggler comes on

to the stage wearing the

spiked helmet, and carry-

ing four sections of a

jointed pole. The tub is

then brought on. He

would bring it on himself

only it's a thing one can't

carry about conveni-

ently; it is a family tub,

and weighs 44lb. The

juggler places it on one

section of the pole, and

makes it spin. When

its velocity is great, he

commences to lengthen

the pole by fitting the other sections ; and

at last the lower end of the pole is resting

on his shoulder, whilst the tub is revolving

madly some 25ft. above his head.

Even so far, this is no ordinary feat of

nerve and strength ; but what follows would

be absolutely incredible were it not that

multitudes have seen it done. Raising one

hand, Cinquevalli deliberately dashes away

the pole from beneath the tub, causing the

latter to fall in a

perfectly straight
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ordinary cue. On top of the cue

are balanced two other billiard

balls, one on top of the other.

After eighteen months' weary

practice he could maintain the lot

in position for one, two, or three

secondsâ"then my will gave way,

and I gave it up." Later on, in

Chicago, he again attempted this

feat, but found he couldn't do it at

all, solely because â as he after-

wards found outâthere was some

heavy machinery work-

ing in the basement of '

the house in which he

lodged. He moved to

San Francisco, and

recommenced practice

with some success.

It sounds idiotic to

say that anyone could

do this if the billiard

balk were flattened ;

of course he could.

Times beyond number

has Mr. Cinquevalli

been called upon in

various parts of the

world to decide bets

arising out of this very

feat. " It's an utter

impossibility," one man

will say ; " he uses wax

or something." But he

doesn't.

In these two photos.

Cinquevalli is seen in

a queer garment. This

is his " billiard table "

jacket, which was made

to his order by a Regent

Street tailor. Briefly,

he plays an orthodox, scientific game of

billiards on his own sinewy person. The

jacket is of real billiard cloth, with five

beautifully-made pockets of cord and brass

wire. The sixth " pocket " is the juggler's

own right ear, a,nd his forehead is " spot.''

His arms and knees serve as cushions, and

wonderful cushions they are.

Roberts or Peall would consider the whole

game wonderful. " I play an ordinary game

of 'fifty up,'" says Mr. Cinquevalli. " Cannons

are made in the air. There is a pocket on

each shoulder, two in front, and one at the

bottom of my back."

The game is a very miracle of neatness

and skill. The balls fly into the air, cannon,

and then descend, only to glide hither and

BALANCING THE HILI.IA

FEAT EVF.

"^1 thither, in and out of the pockets,

'ii actuated only by a series of sharp

jerks on the part of the player.

" When the balls are moving over

my back, I am guided only by the

sense of touch." And marvellously

delicate must that sense be, con-
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" for then I have more time to judge

where it will descend. Tn most cases,

however," he went on, " my assistant

is not strong enough to pitch it very-

farâas you may imagine."

He is an extraordinary man, this

Cinquevalli. He might have his big

tub suspended with fine wire, his

billiard balls slightly flattened, and his

cannon-ball hollow, or made of wood

âsuch as his imitators use. Only,

personally, he despises such professional

chicanery. Once he saw a Japanese

juggler throw up a weighted worsted

ball and catch it dead on his forehead.

He suggested using an ordinary tennis-

ball instead, and he offered one. The

Japanese juggler laughed and took it

airily. Every time the tennis - ball

came down it struck the mail's fore-

head at a different angle, and re-

bounded a ridiculous distance. After

half an hour's practice, that Japanese

juggler said the thing was impossible.

Now, Cinquevalli literally knows not

this word as applied to a juggling feat,

so he took home with him that identical

tennis - ball, and practised daily for

exactly four months. He does it easily

now. The ball descends, rebounds, and is

caught again and again, until it is coaxed

Jown inert.

An amazing feat of quickness and dex-

terity is next shown. Cinquevalli holds in

his left hand a blow-pipe, loaded with a

small dart, whilst in the right he juggles a.

heavy knife, a fork, and a turnip. All at

once the fork is thrown high into the air,

followed by the turnip. Some fraction

of time before the

ascending turnip

meets the prongs

of the descending

fork, the blow-pipe

is used and the

dart embedded in

the turnip. A

moment later, the

united three are

received on the

blade of the

knife, and the

juggler claims his

applause.

This beautiful

feat grew out of

another. At

supper in St.

Petersburg, one

night, Mr. Cinque-

valli's host asked

him to do some-

thing for the com-

pany's entertain-

ment. He pro-

tested he had no
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half on the point of knife and fork. He

succeeded first time, in fact; but when he

began seriously to practise the feat, he

realized its extreme difficulty of achievement.

The potato could never be depended upon.

According to its

r texture, it would

either fall perpen-

dicularly or else

evince a sudden

briskness on being

halved, which

would cause it to

" kAINV DAY I'MUKKLI.A THICK â TIIK I.KMONAUE

BOTTLK DESCKNDING.

glance off at peculiar angles. It was only

after using almost as many sacks of potatoes

as would mitigate an Indian (or Irish) famine,

that the juggler was able to combat the

vagaries of the erratic tuber.

It will be seen that Mr. Cinquevalli juggles

with very homely articles, and gets ideas for

new feats in very curious ways. Take the

clever and diverting (eat shown in the next

two photos. " One summer I was up the

Thames picnicking with a party of friends.

At Marlow we left the launch, and on the

bank there we spread the cloth. later, I

commenced juggling as usual with every-

thing within reachâsardine-boxes, glasses,

serviettes, and so on. Then I picked up

an umbrella, and presently a bottle half

full of lemonade. After juggling these in

various ways, I threw up the bottle, opened

the umbrella while it was descending, and

received it upon the ferrule, while it poured

out its contents." Of course, this added a

new trick to Mr. Cinquevalli's list.

He only lives to juggle. Once he dropped

a half-crown ; it fell on to his felt slipper.

Without stooping to pick it up, he gave his

foot a jerk, and lo ! the coin flew into his eye

as an eye-glass. When this was done he

jerked his slipper upwards from his foot, and

it instantly stood meekly, toe upwards, on his

massive head.

He has sustained injuries innumerable,

and almost any one of these would have

induced an ordinary man to seek a less

dangerous and trying calling. In his

acrobatic days

he was doin^ a

wire - walking

act in a circus

at Odessa.

The weight of

snow burst the

canvas roof and

descended into

the arena like

an avalanche.

Of course it

swept the wire-

walker with it.

He fell on to a

lady's lap, break-

ing both her legs ; she died, and her guiltless

slayer was laid up for weeks.
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thing of a physical phenomenon, but we

needn't enter into that. Mr. Cinquevalli's

assistant holds two open

razors, and from these are

suspended a couple of loops

RAZOR.EDCESâ" READV.

1886. The Prince him-

self was greatly struck

with it, and asked the

juggler to repeat it again

and again, in order that he

himself might select razors,

broom-handle, and striking

stick, and also make the

paper loops.

This well-known enter-

tainer has for many years

practised the extremely

difficult art of doing several

things at once, until now

one may see him at

home writing an

important business

letter with one hand,

juggling three plates

with the other, and

at the same time

carrying on an ani-

mated conversation

with two different

people.

One result of

incessant practice in

%. this direction is the

successful accom-

plishment of feats

like the one next

shown. Here we

of twisted paper, made

before the audience.

In the loops is hung a

broom-handle.

The juggler then

takes a heavy oak stick,

and sharply strikes the

broom-handle, breaking

it in halves, but with-

out in any way injuring

the paper loops that are

hung on the razor-

edges. Sometimes the

trick is varied by plac-

ing the broom-handle

on two clay-pipes, these

pipes being smoked,

more or less placidly,

by a couple of

assistants.

Mr. Cinquevalli per-

formed this interesting

feat before a brilliant

gathering at Marl-

borough House, in

THE FEAT A
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Elsewhere I remarked that at all times

Mr. Cinquevalli is on the look-out for

new tricks. I'm afraid he is often something

of a trial in the

house. The

" afternoon

tea" feat was

actually in-

vented at that

cosy, attractive

meal, and a

remarkably

neat trick it is.

He juggles first

of all with a

cup, a saucer,

a lump of

sugar, and a

teapot half full of

tea. Suddenly the

cup descends as if

by magic into the

saucer, the laggard

sugar joins the cup

a second later, and

before you could

count three Mr.

Cinquevalli is gal-

lantly pouring out

" a nice hot cup "â

not indeed for one

fair lady, but for a

mixed multitude.

1 HE '' AFTERNOON TEA " fKAT-

JUGGLING.

FO'.'K SEI'AKATK MOVEMENTS AT ONE TIMK.

see Mr. Cinquevalli juggling plates with one

hand, and keeping a basin revolving on a

stick with the other, whilst his powerful head

is performing a trick of extraordinary delicacy.

On his forehead is balanced a lighted candle,

and in his mouth he has an unlighted

cigarette in a holder. By certain move-

ments of the jaws the cigarette goes back

to the candle, and is lighted and smoked for

a while. At length, it is ejected by blowing

through the holder, and the latter then

inclines again towards the candle, which it

extinguishesâthat is to say, Mr. Cinquevalli

blows through it once more. And, remember,

during all this both arms are occupied in

different juggling actions.

Vol. xiii.â13.

Here is, per-

haps, the jug-

gler's riskiest

feat. He first

of all balances

two pieces of

gas-pipingâone

on his forehead,

the other on his

chin. On the

former is placed

the 481b. cannon-

ball, which the

juggler has to

transfer to the
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TRANSFERRING THE CANNON-HALLâA

TICKLISH MOMKNT.

I

by some extraordinarily delicate

movements, it begins to take

the weight off the other section

of piping. The crucial moment

is when the. ball is exactly

between the two ; it is so apt

to slip down between them.

Obviously, the time for getting

out of the way is not great.

The 481b. cannon-ball has only

to descend isin., and Mr.

Cinquevalli's head is held well

back, as you may see in the

photo.

What, then, does he do when

it slips ? Well, somehow he

knows when it is going wrong ;

he feels it. Quick as thought

he turns his face aside, and

receives the ball on the side of

his neck. Only once or twice

has the ball had the best of

the incredibly brief race, and

then Mr. Cinquevalli couldn't

take solid food for days, so

sore and stiff were his jaws.

There is hardly a trick that has not its

own story. I asked Mr. Cinquevalli how he

came to do the extremely difficult feat seen

in the next photo.âdifficult if only on

account of the sheer physical strength called

into play.

" Years ago," he said, " I was engaged at

Koster and BialPs famous theatre, in Thirty-

fourth Street, New York. Every day, on my way

to the theatre, I had to pass the shop of a

wealthy cooper. One morning he greeted

me as usual, and said : ' Say, I saw yer last

night, and it were fairly marv'lousâright,

straight marv'lous.' Then he pointed to

some i81b. casks, and said: 'Could you

juggle them, now ?' I said I could, where-

upon he declared with rapture that he would

make me a set of three, if I would use them.

And I use that very set now."

But Cinquevalli

can juggle with

anything. He

J

THKIK CASKS.

juggles a cannon-

ball, an egg, a

bottle, and a

scrap of paper

all together ;

which is amaz-

ingly difficult.

No feat illustrates the

man's astonishing instinct

for his work so well as

the one next seen. He

was practising the catch-

ing of the tennis-ball on

his forehead when he

chanced to drop one of

the balls. As it re-
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dance, which Mr. Cinquevalli executes

on the stage, having beneath his feet

some tennis - balls. Of course, the steps

of the dance are wholly controlled by

the upward rebound of the balls, and as

THE WAK DANCE WITH

TENNIS-BALLS.

this rebound is

never twice the

same, the dance

is proportion-

ately eccentric

and diverting.

Try this tor

yourself with

two tennis-balls,

and you will

most certainly

realize the

apparent impos-

sibility of a sustained dance.

Cinquevalli possesses amazing strength,

though no one would think so who met him

in the street. Look at the next photo. The

juggler has raised his assistantâtable, chair,

and all âand placed the whole in his mouth,

whilst he juggles three balls with evident

nonchalante. The assistant weighs lost. 61b.;

the chair 22lb., and the table 1515. And this

in a man's mouth !

The genesis of this remarkable feat was a

wager, made in a cafe in Paris. Cinquevalli was

there recognised one day by a gentleman, who

betted 500 francs that the juggler could not

lift him in the chair above his head. Simply

thatâno holding the chair in the mouth.

The challenge was accepted, and Mr. Cin-

quevalli retired to practise with a terrified

waiter. In a few minutes he came in and

won the wager, though with a tremendous

effort. " I couldn't hold the gentleman quite

at arms' length above my head," he remarked,

naively, " because he was in such a hurry

to get down. Besides, on that occasion the

chair was none too strong."

The next photograph shows how complete

is the great juggler's command over three

separate movements executed at the same

time. He juggles some hats with one hand,

and holds in the other an inverted straw hat,

whirling on a stick. On his forehead is

balanced another stick, surmounted by an

unfashionable hat.

Mr. Cinquevalli has juggled with his great

cannon-ball for many years, but the law of

gravitation still renders it a dangerous profes-

sional companion. It does not turn upon and

rend him, but it sometimes descends upon and

cripples him. Tame it may be for a long

time, but it breaks out now and then. The

photo, reproduced shows a perfectly appalling

IOO
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THREE INDEPENDENT MOVEMENTS.

feat, done for the first time in Providence,

U.S.A. The manner of it is this : The 481b.

cannon-ball is hoisted up 4oft., measured

distance. It rests on a collapsible shelf at

this height, and the shelf is controlled by a

string, acting on a bolt.

Immediately beneath the ball is placed a

big, strong table. The string is jerked â¢

down comes the cannon-ball and smashes

that table into firewood. And then Cinque-

valli takes the place of the table. The feat

calls for great strength, iron nerve, and

wonderful skill of judgment. If the stage

lights get into the juggler's eyes, the ball

will, perhaps, strike him an inch or two out

of the proper placeâthe lower part of the

back of the neckâand then he sees stars,

and gets " pins and needles " most shockingly.

If the deviation were to run to three cr four

inches, it would mean certain death.

CANNON-BALL FALLS 4OFT. ON TO MK. CINU.UEVALL1 S NECK,

AFTER DEMOLISHING BIG TABLE.

BY ROBERT BARK.

F a man finds himself enduring

a night journey on an American

railway train, there are two or

three things he may do to

make life worth living. If he

has two dollars to spare, with

twenty-five cents extra for the porter in the

morning, he may enrich Mr. Pullman to the

extent of the two dollars, and thus get a

berth in the sleeping car. This is a good

way to spend two dollars, and if you are on

a. line where train robbers are epidemic you

are just that much ahead, for what Pullman

gets, you may depend the train robbers never

see, and so you have the comfort of the

berth, and the satisfaction of knowing that

your money has been divided between two

sets of robbers. Of the two I like Pullman

the better, for he certainly gives you some-

thing for the money, while the others give

you nothing but bad language, with perhaps

an ounce of lead thrown in.

If you haven't the two dollars to spare,

there are still three things left for you to do.

You m^y sit bolt upright in your seat; or

you may turn the back of the opposite seat

over, and stretch your weary legs across the

chasm : or you may try to lie down on one

seat, which you will find to be practically

impossible unless you are as short of stature

as you are short of cash. Entering a

smoking car at night on a through express

you will find men in all these three attitudes,

doing the best they can with the weary hours

that are head of them until daylight breaks.

The smoking car on the night express of

the Texas, Belmont, and Crucifer Air Line

was well filled with men of all descriptions,

most of whom were endeavouring to get some

sleep in one or other of the three attitudes

above alluded to. There was only one sleep-

ing car on the train at the rear ; in front of

that came two ordinary cars, then the smoker,

the luggage car, the car of the American

Express Company, and in front of all, the

engine. On that train were two very anxious

men, and they sat on camp stools near the

big safe in the express car, fully armed,

knowing that in that safe were gold packages

amounting to over 200,000 dollars, coming

east from California. These two men, at

least, made no attempt to sleep, but listened,
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without saying much, to the express grinding

on through the night, the whistle of the engine

breaking through the continuous roar with an

occasional long toot followed by two short

ones. It was now midnight, and in two hours

the train would reach Belmont; after that the

two guards of the safe would feel easier in their

minds. They were at present going through

a wild country where anything might happen,

although they hoped that the secret of the

safe had been well kept. It is astonishing

how news leaks out and how quickly it

travels when large sums of money are being

transported across the plains.

In the forward end of the smoking car

four bearded men sat opposite each other

playing euchre. They were rough-looking

citizens who might have been cow-boys or

anything else. The conductor looked askance

at them as he collected the money for their

ride, for none of them had tickets, but they

paid their fares without trouble, and that in

itself was a boon, for the conductor expected

some dispute from the look of them. Three

others had come on at the next station, and

were now watching the game. There were a

few more passengers in the car who might

have been suspected of belonging to the

same gangâif gang it wasâbut no sign of

recognition passed between the card-players

and the others, who were apparently trying to

get some sleep.

" I don't half like the look of that crowd,"

said the conductor to the brakemnn, after he

had collected the tickets and the fares.

" What's the matter with them ? " asked

the brakeman, who was chewing tobacco,

taking a bite from a black prug as he spoke.

"They seem quiet enough."

The brakeman appeared to be himself

about as rough a customer as any of the

card-players, and so, perhaps, had a feeling

of comradeship for them.

" That's just it. They're too darned quiet,"

replied the conductor. " If they were real

cow-boys playing a real game, there would

have been a row before this, sure. That tall

black-whiskered man's been looking at his

watch a good deal lately, and's been trying

to peek through the window 'sif he wanted

to know just where we were. I don't like

the look of it."

"Think they're going to hold us up?"

inquired the brakeman, with a trace of anxiety

in his voice.

" I shouldn't be a bit surprised."

" Why, there ain't fifty dollars on the whole

train, is there ? How many people in the

sleeper ? "

" Not more'n half-a-dozen ; still, there may

be some rich cuss on board we don't know any-

thing about. These chaps may be onto him."

" Well," drawled the brakeman, with some

deliberation, " I give the T., B., and C. Co.

notice that when the firing begins I crawl

under a seat. I don't take no lead in mine

for thirty-five dollars a month."

The conductor made no reply to this heroic

TWO OF A TRADE.

"THK TALI., m.A

" Who's running this show ? " demanded

Mannies. " Who's your boss ? "

" We're Captain Snikes's gang," replied the

other, with deference.

" I might a-known it," cried Steve, with

unconcealed derision. " It's just like his

Sunday-school picnic way of holding up a

train. I'm going out to have a talk with

him."

The masked man made no attempt to stop

Steve and his followers as they poured out of

the car into the surrounding darkness.

" What are you about there ? " yelled a

voice from near the engine. " Don't let

those men leave the car."

" It's Steve Mannies and his boys," shouted

back the masked man, in excuse.

Although the surprised Captain Snikes

merely mentioned the lower regions, there

was a tremor in his voice which showed

that the unexpected meeting with so noted a

man as Steve was not one of unalloyed

pleasure.

" See here, Captain," roared the angry

desperado. "What's the meaning of this?

What are you doing on my territory ? Have

I been asleep, or jugged, or have I been

yelling for help that you've got to poke your

nose into my district ? Can't I take care of

these here trains, or has there been any

complaint on the part of the T., B., and C.

Company that I'm nr.t looking after them

close enough ? What in thunder's the reason

o' your being out so late at night, anyhow ?

Some o' you boys '11 catch cold, first thing,

you know."

" Why, hang it, Steve," said the Captain,

in tones of apology, " I didn't know you

were in this locality at all. You see, nobody's

heard from you for a month, and we thought

perhaps you had struck for Californy. We

did, sure. But I'll tell you what we'll do.

We'll divide square and fair."

"Divide nothing," cried Steve. "This

train's mine, and you've no business here at

all. Still, there's nothing mean about me,

and I like to encourage amatoors. If you

want the passengers, you can have 'em. You

go through 'em, and then git."

" We don't want no passengers, not to-

night we don't," demurred the Captain. "We

got news from 'Frisco, and thought nobody

else was onto it. We're after the safe, an'

that's what's the matter with this crowd."
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" Well, I'd like to oblige you, but that

safe's mine. We had news from 'Frisco, too.

Did you think we were off on our vacation ? "

" Won't you divide ?" appealed the Captain.

"There ought to be enough to go round."

" Nary a divide," said Steve, determinedly.

his finger on a trigger. In two seconds the

biggest fight that part of Texas had ever seen

was on, and the black darkness was fitfully

spotted with the crimson spitting of revolvers.

Cries of rage and pain showed that some at

least of the bullets were finding their billets.

" tVEKV MAN HAD HIS KINGEK UN A TRUXIEK.

" The safe's ours, and has been ever since we

got on the express. We've got dynamite in

a bag to blow her open, and we'd a-been

through and away by this time if you hadn't

chipped into the game when you weren't

wanted."

At this juncture one of the express mes-

sengers, with a genius for doing the right

thing at the psychological moment, fired at

Steve, dimly seen through the radiance from

the car windows ; missed him, of course, but

winged one of the gang standing near, who

instantly whipped out his gun with an oath,

and blazed away in the direction the shot

came from. Each side thought the other

had broken the understood truce, and had

fired first. Both gangs had been on the

alert for that very thing, and every man had

The conductor crouching along on the off-

side of the train, stole up to the engine, and

said in a hoarse whisper to the driver, who

still stood dazed, with his hands above his

head : â

" For God's sake, John, pull out quick."

" Ain't they covering me ?" asked the

frightened engineer, in a trembling voice.

" No. You're all safe. They're fighting

like cats and dogs. Get a move on you."

" But the track's bound to be torn up

ahead."

" We'll have to risk that, John. Anything's

better than this. Pull yourself together and

clap on all the steam she'll stand," said the

conductor, climbing up beside the engineer.

The engine gave three stentorian puffs, so

loud that both conductor and engineer

TWO OF A TRADE.

trembled with apprehension lest the sound

would be heard by the combatants above the

roar of the fusillade, then the train glided

almost noiselessly away into the darkness.

When the firing slackened off a bit, the

voice of Captain Snikes from behind a bush

made itself heard.

" Put up your guns," he yelled. " What's

the use of this nonsense ? Somebody will

get hurt with all this carelessness. Stop

your pack of fools, Steve."

" Stop yours," roared Steve. " You began

it, you lunkhead."

" We didn't. You fired first."

" You're a liar," cried the thoroughly

exasperated Steve. " One o' your men fired

In answer to this there was a torrent of

profanity from Steve that startled both gangs

with its comprehensive terseness. The smoke

had now partially cleared away. Steve stood

between the rails looking eastward at the two

rear lights winking maliciously at him in the

distance.

" Well, I'm jiggered ! " said Steve, more

in sorrow than in anger, his stock of

malediction running dry when a realiza-

tion of the joke fate had played upon

him became more and more apparent.

" While our love-feast was going on, blow

me if these tenderfeet didn't steal our train

with my dynamite on board ! This is what

comes of your interference, Captain. There

HIS IS WHAT COMES OK YOUR INTERFERENCE, CAPTAIN.

at me and hit Bill Simmons. I never see

such foolish shooting in my life before.

You fellows couldn't hit the Nevada

Mountains."

" You're not much better. Well, Steve,

seeing it's you, we'll go through the passengers

while you blow up the safe."

goes nearly a quarter of a million of good,

sound money to some cussed bloated

capitalist in the east, who has no more right

to it than you had, and between the two of

you I'm robbed of my own. Hang me if

I don't turn farmer, and take up 160 acres

of land to grow turnips on ! "
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" Tlie Professors Puzzles."

SOLUTIONS.âBY "SPHINX."

HE COINAGE PUZZLE

(page 720).âThe point of this

puzzle turns on the fact that if

the magic square were to be

composed of whole numbers

adding up 15 in all ways, the

2 must be placed in one of the corners.

Otherwise fractions must be used, and these

are supplied in the puzzle by the employment

of sixpences and half-crowns. The following

(No. i) is the arrangement

requiring the fewest possible

current English coinsâfif-

teen. It will be seen that

the amount in each corner

is a fractional one, the sum

required in the total being

a whole number of .shillings.

THE POSTAGE STAMPS

PUZZLE (page 721).â-This

puzzle is based on a similar

principle, though it is really

much easier, because the

condition that nine of the

stamps must be of different

values makes their selection

an easy matter, though how they are to be

placed requires a little thought or trial until

one knows the rule respecting putting the

fractions in the corners. Here is the solution

(No. 2).

THE MAP PUZZLE (page 721).âStrange as

it may seem at first sight, the twenty-six

districts may all be coloured strictly within

the conditions with four coloursâthe fewest

possible. This may be done as follows:

A,C,F,I,M,X â red ; D,G,N,Q,R,U,Y â blue ;

H,J,L,O,T,W,Z â yellow; B,E,K,P,S,V â green.

Now, if there had been three colours (red,

blue, and yellow) in the

paint-box, green, orange, or

purple could clearly have

been obtained by mixing two

colours. ' But four colours

cannot be obtained from

fewer than three (I am speak-

ing of distinct colours, not

gradations of hue). Conse-

quently, there must have

been TWO (" not enough

colours by one ") in the box.

THE FROGS AND TUM-

BLERS (page 722). â It is

perfectly true, as the Pro-

4S.

&.

4s.

4s.

Â£s.6i.

8,.

<5i

5s.

Is.

2s.

5S.

2s6a.

&.

6d.
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3.âTHE ROMEO AND JULIET PUZZLE.

so, that one specimen with which he made

experiments went off in a straight line one

night, and has never come back since.

THE FROGS WHO WOULD A-WOOING Go

(page 723).âThis is one of

those puzzles in which a

plurality of solutions is prac-

tically unavoidable. There

are two or three positions

into which four frogs may

jump so as to form five rows

with four in each row, but the

following is the most satis-

factory arrangementâ(No. 5).

The frogs that have jumped

have left their astral bodies

behind, in order to show

the reader the positions

which they originally occu-

pied. Chang, the frog in the

middle of the upper row,

suffering from rheumatism, as

explained above in the Frogs

and Tumblers solution, makes

the shortest jump of allâa

little distance between the

two rows ; George and Wil-

helmina leap from the ends'

of the lower row to some

distance N. by N.W. and

N. by N.E. respectively;

while the frog in the middle

of the lower row, whose name

the Professor forgot to state,

goes direct south.

THE Six LITTLE NIGGERS

(page 724). â In order to

arrive at the lowest sum

possible, it is necessary that

the six niggers should exercise

the strictest economy in the

matter of clean sheets. There

are fourteen different lines in

which it is possible for the

niggers to sleep, as Hawk-

hurst pointed out to the

Professor, and it will be

obvious at a glance that on

each successive night at least

five of the niggers must change

their cots. The question is

whether it is not necessary on

some nights for every one of

them to occupy a bed different

from the one he slept in the

night before.

Now, as a matter of fact,

by forming lines around each

of the four sides of the square

in succession, and using the two diagonals as

links to pass from what may be called one

system into another, it is quite possible for

only five niggers to be required to change

\

/\,

Â£Â±
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their cots during every night of

their visit. In the following

diagram (No. 6), the thirty-six

squares represent the beds, the

daggers show the fourteen

different lines, and the num-

bers the order in which those

lines are slept in by the boys.

In passing from line No. i to line No. 2,

it will be seen that each nigger removes to a

cot in a straight line along the diagonals, with

the exception.of the one who slept in the

top left-hand corner, who retains his bed ; in

passing from line No. 2 to line No. 3, five

niggers similarly remove in a straight line to

new cots, leaving the boy

at the bottom left-hand ^ fy

corner in the cot he

previously occupied ; and

so on throughout the

series. It will, therefore,

be clear that although

six pairs of sheets were

required on the first night.

on each of the thirteen

succeeding nights only

five clean pairs were

necessary. Hence, five

times thirteen, added to

six, gives seventy-one as

the number of pairs of

sheets needed during the

whole visit, and these at

fourpence a pair produce

an item in the washing

bill of Â£i 35. 8d, which

is the correct answer.

THE THIRTEEN TRA-

VELLERS (page 724). â

The ancient puzzle quoted

by Grigsby, in which it

is shown how a clever

Ian Jlady placed thirteen

5.âTHE FKOGS WHO WOULD

A-WOOING GO.

guests in twelve beds (each

having a bed to himself), and

which brought from Hawkhurst

the remark, " I can scarcely

believe it ! " contains a curious

little fallacy that is not difficult

to discover. Of course, the

guest fetched from room No. i

was actually No. 2 (not No. 13), and the

thirteenth guest was therefore still un-

provided for.

THE STRAND PUZZLE (page 725). â In

giving the solution of this puzzle, I need

only record the sequence of moves. Having

placed the lettered counters in the manner

aÂ«-

IX:N

â¢-I-

. _L

I

1

|

i
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shown in the smaller diagram, play them as

follows : a,e,h,T,e,h,S,t,T,e,h,S,t,T,e,h,r,ii,d,e,

h,r,n,d,r,t,S,aâtwenty-eight moves in all. As

there is never more than one vacant place, it

is, of course, unnecessary to distinguish the

different squares.

LOVD'S PONY PUZZLE (page 726).âMr.

Loyd, who kindly gave me permission to

introduce this curiosity in company with my

own puzzles, has sent me the following

amusing account of a few of the attempts at

solution that he has received from time to

time :â

" I have, of course, received during

the thirty years which have elapsed since I

brought it out, many thousand answers, or

attempted answers, to that Pony Puzzle.

Many of the arrangements received were

very -funny and ingenious, reflecting great

credit upon the patience and skill of their

authors. I send you three specimens,

selected pretty much at random, so as to be

impartial.

" The first (No. 7) was received from Master

Harry Williams, of New York, who said :

' I guess I've got that pony's

^Lt limbs joined on to their

/V| ft* proper places. I don't mind

â¢ telling you that I caught

at the prancing pose from Mr.

jfrjpl Seward Webb's cob at the

â¢^^f^* horse show. When I found

^^P how to do the trick I just

ff9 went and danced all over

P^E the block with delight. If

. it's wrong, then I'm no judge

of horse-flesh.'

" A young lady from

Atlanta, Ga., presented the following pic-

turesque portrayal of a galloping horse (No. 8).

She said : ' There

exists a doubt

in my mind re-

garding the com-

pliance with the

terms of the puzzle

which called for

a trotting horse.

,, 8.â"TROTTERS RUN JUST

However, trotters THAT WAV.-

often run just that

way, and I am quite sure that no one will

be able to present a speedier movement.'

<; A gentleman from Kentucky, where

7.--HARRY WILLIAMS

SOLUTION.

trotting is culti-

vated and appre-

ciated, and who is

a veteran turfite,

sent the following

illustration (No. 9)

9.â "THE 2.14 GET-THAR PACE." of a prize trotter

going at what he

calls 'the 2.14 get-thar pace.' He says he

takes no credit to himself for solving

the puzzle, as he remembers it as a boy,

'when everyone knew how to do it.'

WITTY-

SPL1WTER;

FROM THE GERMAN OF

CLEMENS BRF.NTANO.

NCE upon a time there

was a King of Round-

about who had, among

many other servants,

a page-boy who was

called Wittysplinter,

and he preferred him above all the others, and

showered upon him honours and presents,

because of his uncommon skill and cleverness,

and because everything the King gave him

to do he always accomplished successfully.

Now, because of the great favour which the

King showed to Wittysplinter, all the other

page-boys and servants were jealous of him ;

for, if his cleverness were rewarded with money

th'jy generally received nothing but scoldings

for their stupidity â if Wittysplinter received

praise from the King, they generally received

a blowing-up â when Wittysplinter got a new

coat to his back, they got instead the

application of a stick to theirs, and if

Wittysplinter were permitted to kiss the King's

hand, they were only allowed to touch it

when they got a smack from it.

On account of all these things, there-

fore, they got very angry with Wittysplinter,

and went about murmuring and whispering

the whole day long, and putting their

heads together and plotting how best

they could deprive Wittysplinter of the

love of the King. One of them scat-

tered a lot of peas on the steps up to

the throne, so that Wittysplinter might

stumble and break the glass sceptre which

he always had to present to the King ;

another nailed pieces of melon skin to his

shoes, so that he might slide along and make

a dreadful mess of the King's gown when he

was handing him the soup ; a third put all

sorts of horrid flies in a straw, and blew

them into the King's wig when Wittysplinter

was dressing it; a fourth played some other

nasty trick, and everyone sought to do some-

thing to deprive Wittysplinter of the King's

favour. Wittysplinter was so cautious, how-

ever, and so clever and watchful, that every-

thing they did was in vain, and he brought

all the commands of the King to a successful

issue.

Well, when they found that all these

manoeuvres were quite useless they deter-

mined to try something else. Now, the

King had an enemy, whom he could never

get the better of, and who was always doing

him some mischief. This was a giant who

was called Sleepyhead, and who lived in a

large mountain, where he had a splendid

palace, surrounded by a thick, gloomy wood ;

and with the exception of his wife, Thickas-

mud, no human being lived with him ; but a

lion who was called Hendread, and a. bear

called Honeybeard, and a wolf called Lamb-

snapper, and a dog called Harescare, acted

as his servants. He had also in the stables

a horse called Flyinglegs.

Now, there dwelt in the neighbourhood of

WITTYSPL1NTER.

in

Roundabout a very beautiful Queen, Madam

Flosk, who had a daughter, Miss Flink, and

the King of Roundabout, who wanted to

possess all the land adjoining his own, was

very anxious to marry Madam Flosk. But

she was proud, and let him know that

many other Kings were also anxious to marry

her, and that she would accept in marriage

that King only who was most expeditious, and

that he who was first by her side when she

went into church next Monday morning at

half-past ten should have her as his wife,

and all her possessions into the bargain.

Thereupon the King summoned all his

household, and put the question to them :

" How am I to manage to be first in the

church on Monday morning next, and so

gain Queen Flosk for my wife? "

Then his servants answered him, and said :

" You must gain possession of the

horse Flyinglegs, belonging to the

Giant Sleepyhead ; if you once get

astride of it, no one can possibly get

there before you ; and to get this

horse for you no one is more suited

than Wittysplinter, who is so success-

ful in all he undertakes."

Thus spoke the wicked servants,

in the hope that the Giant Sleepy-

head would kill Wittysplinter. The

King, accordingly, commanded Witty-

splinter to bring the horse Flyinglegs

to him.

Wittysplinter got a hand-barrow, and

placed a bees' hive on it,

then a sack into which he

thrust a cock, a hare, and

a lamb, and laid it on the

barrow ; he took with him,

also, a long piece of rope,

and a large box full of snuff;

slung round him a riding

whip, fastened a pair of

good spurs to his boots,

and quietly set off, pushing

his barrow in front of him.

Towards evening he had

reached the summit of the

high mountain, and when he

had traversed the wood he

saw before him the castle of

the giant Sleepyhead. Night

drew on, and very soon he

heard the giant Sleepyhead and his wife,

Thickasmud, and his lion, Hendread, and his

bear, Honeybeard, and his wolf, I^ambsnapper,

and his dog, Harescare, all snoring loudly ;

only the horse, Flyinglegs, was still awake, and

stamping the floor of the stable with its hoofs.

Then Wittysplinter took the long piece of

rope very quietly from the sack, and stretched

it across in front of the door of the castle

from one tree to another, and placed the box

of snuff in the middle ; next he took the

beehive and placed it in a tree by the side

of the path, and then went into the stable

and undid the fastenings of Flyinglegs. He

placed the sack with the lamb, the hare, and
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But in the darkness the giant Sleepyhead

and his wife Thickasmud stumbled over the

rope which Wittysplinter had tied in front

of the castle door, and, splosh !â-they fell

with their eyes and noses right into the box

of snuff which he had placed there. They

rubbed their eyes and sneezed one time after

another, and Sleepyhead said : *" Your good

health, Thickasmud." " I thank you,"

answered Thickasmud, and then said :

"Good health to you, Sleepyhead." "I

thank you," answered he; and so on, until

they had wept the snuff out of their eyes

and sneezed it out of their noses, and by the

time this had happened Wittysplinter was

clear of the wood.

The bear Honeybeard was the first after

him, but when he came to the bees' hive the

smell of the honey enticed him, and he

wanted to eat it; then the bees came buz/ing

out, and stung him all over the face to such

an extent that he ran back half blind to the

castle. Wittysplinter had already got some

distance out of the wood when he heard the

lion Hendread coming bounding after him,

so he quickly took the cock out of his sack,

and when it flew up into a tree and began

to crow, the lion got so dreadfully frightened

that it ran back again.

Now Wittysplinter heard the wolf Lamb-

snapper behind him. He quickly let loose

the lamb out of his sack, and the wolf

galloped after it, and let him ride off in

safety. He was by this time quite near the

town when he heard a bark behind him, and

looking round saw the clog Harescare coming

tearing after him. Quickly he let loose the

hare out of the sack and the dog ran after it,

and he arrived safely in the town.

The King thanked Wittysplinter very much

for the horse, but the wicked servants of the

Court were very much annoyed that he had

come off with a whole skin. On the follow-

ing Monday the King mounted upon his

horse Flyinglegs and rode off to Queen Flosk,

and the horse galloped so quickly that he

was there long before any of the other Kings,

and had already danced several of his

wedding dances when they arrived. Just

when he was about to start off home with

his Queen his servants said to him : " Your

Majesty has indeed the giant Sleepyhead's

horse, but how much more splendid it would

be if you had his clothes as well, which are

"NoTK.âThe custom of wishing one "Good Health," after

a sneeze, prevalent in Germany and other European countries,

Â» supposed to have origin in the fact that the crisis, or turning-

point (or Letter or worse of a certain fever, is indicated by a

sneeze from the patient, and hence the natural expression of a

hope for a favourable recovery.

said to surpass anything that man has "ever

seen. The clever Wittysplinter would, no

doubt, very soon bring them to you if you

commanded him to do so."

The King was at once possessed with a

great desire for Sleepyhead's clothes, and

again gave the commission to Wittysplinter.

When the latter had started off upon the

W1TTYSPLINTER.

4 t_f~ ,<-.. ,,!â¢.

to run, he was driven along just as if he

was in a carriage. He began to cry out

several times " kikriki-ki-kri-ki," just like a

cock, and the lion got such a fright at this

that he ran in mad terror

right up to the gates of

the city. When quite

near to the gates, Witty-

splinter took out'his

knife and cut the string,

and the lion, who was

going at such a rate that

he couldn't stop himself,

ran his head full bang

against the gates and fell

down dead.

The other animals,

who had been bound to

the bedstead of Sleepy-

head and Thickasmud,

could not get it out of

the door because it was

too wide, and they

dragged it and pulled it

about the room so much

that both Sleepyhead

and Thickasmud fell out,

and became so angry

that they beat the wolf,

the bear, and the dog to

death, although

the poor animals

really couldn't

help it.

When the

watch in the

city heard the

noise of the great

blow which the

lion had given to the gates, they opened

them, and \Vittysplinter carried the clothes

of Sleepyhead and Thickasmud in triumph

to the King, who nearly jumped out of

his skin with joy, for such clothes had

never before been seen. There was, among

other things, a hunting-coat, made of the

skins of all the four-footed animals, and

so beautifully sewn together that one

could see the whole story of Reynard

the Fox depicted on it. Also a bird-

catcher's coat, made of feathers from all the

birds in the world, an eagle in front

and an owl behind; and in the pockets

there were a musical box and a peal of bells,

which made music just like all kinds of birds

singing together. Further, there was a

bathing-dress and a fisher's-dress, made from

the skins of all the fish in the world, sewn

together so that one saw a whale-hunt and a

Vol.xiii.-15.

great catch of herrings on it. Then a

garden-dress of Madam Thickasmud's, on

which all sorts of flowers and fruits, salads

and vegetables, were embroidered. But

what surpassed everything else

was the bed - cover ; it was

made entirely of the skins of

bats, and all the stars of
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her arm, who was showing his teeth and

bleating like a calf.

Wittysplinter went in, and said : " Good-

day, my great and beautiful, broad, and

portly dame ! How is it that you have got

to do so much work and have to nurse your

child at the same time ? Have you no

maids or grooms ? Where is your husband,

then ? "

" Ach," said Madam Thickasmud, " my

husband has gone out to invite all his

relations to a feast we are going to hold.

And I have to cook everything for myself

now, for my husband killed the bear, and the

wolf, and the dog, that used to help us; and

the lion has run off, too."

"That is certainly very hard lines on you,"

said Wittysplinter. " If I could do anything

to help you I should be only too glad."

Then Thickasmud asked him to

chop up four logs of wood into small

pieces for her; and Wittysplinter took

the axe and said to the giantess, " You

might hold the wood for me a mo-

ment, please," and the giantess bent

down and caught

hold of the wood.

Wittysplinter raised

the axe in the air,

and swish ! down it

came, and cut

Thickasmud's head

off and Mollakopp's

at the same time,

and there they lay.

The next thing

he proceeded to do

was to dig a large,

deep hole right in

front of the castle

door, into which he

threw Thickasmud

and Mollakopp,

and then covered

over the opening

with a thin layer

of branches and

leaves. Then he

proceeded to light

up all the rooms of the castle with candles and

torches, and took a large copper kettle and

beat upon it with soup ladles. Then he got

a tin wine funnel, and blew a blast on it just

like a trumpet, and between each perform-

ance he shouted, "Hurrah! Long live His

Majesty the King of Roundabout."

When Sleepyhead was returning home

towards evening, and saw all the lights in

the windows and heard the shouting, he was

mad with rage, and ran with such fury against

the door that he fell through the hole covered

with branches and lay there a prisoner,

shouting and making a great noise. Witty-

splinter immediately ran down and threw

large stones on him, until he had filled up

the hole.

And now Wittysplinter took the key of the

castle and ran with it to King Roundabout,

who immediately betook himself to the castle

Curiosities.
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THE I.OCHBUY BROOCHâA REMARKABLE

HEIRLOOM.

The silver ore of which this brooch is formed was

found on the estate of Loch, in the Isle of Mull, and

was made by a tinker on the estate, in the reign of

Queen Elizabeth, about the year 1500. It was handed

down by the ladies of the family to one another, until

Anna Campbell, lady to Murdoch McLean, who had

BUST OF WASHINGTON MADE OF PULPED

GREEN BACKS.

It is pretty safe to assume that redeemed British

paper-money has never been put to such an ingenious

use as this. Here we see an antique-looking bust of

George Washington, the first President, made

entirely from U.S. greenbacks redeemed and

macerated by the U.S. Government at Washington,

D.C. These busts are sold at the great American

Exhibitions, this one in particular having been

bought lor 2s. (50 cents) at the Centennial Exhibi-

tion, held at Philadelphia in 1876. It is estimated

that the alxive bust contains no less

than 25,000 dollars' worth of re-

deemed notes, so that countless

humble individuals from Maine to

California may lie said to possess a

fortune in one of these busts. The

green money, when macerated,

becomes dull gray.

no male issue, gave it to Isal>ella, their daughter, who

married John Scroyne, Esq., to whom she presented

it on the day of their marriage. The brooch is of

circular form, scalloped, and ornamented by small

upright obelisks, each set with a pearl at the top. In

the centre is a small crystalline ball, considered a

magical gem. The top may lie taken off, showing a

hollow, originally for reliques. It is nearly 5in. in

diameter, and weighs alxnit a pound, so that it is not

everyone who can wear it.

A TORTOISESHELL BONNET

PRESENTED TO THE QUEEN.

This is a peculiarly interesting

article of attire intended for no less

a person than Her Majesty the

Queen. It is a bonnet of orthodox

Salvation Army shape, and made

entirely of tortoiseshell ; wherefore,

one would think it must needs Ix-

more for ornament than use. This

costly but inelegant bonnet was

made specially for the Queen by

the natives of Navigator's Island,

but Her Majesty, doubtless realiz-

ing the true inwardness ot the

present, discreetly handed it over to

the British Museum, where it may

always be seen.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

BLACK. UAHY WHO WAS THROWN OVERBOARD

FROM A SLAVE-SHIP.

The nice, bright, intelligent little fellow seen in

the middle of this group has an extraordinary

storyâa story that well illustrates the romance of

the mission field. One day when the tide was

out the other four children were playing on the

sea-shore at Zanzibar, when they picked up a liltle

black baby, dripping wet and half dead. They

ran with their find to Miss Mills, a well-known

missionary, and it was afterwards found that the

baby had been thrown overlx>ard from a slave-

dhow, because he seemed too ill to be worth

the slave - dealer's while to smuggle ashore. r

Miss Mills nursed the liltle boy back to f

health and strength, and he became the pet

of her school. The photo, was kindly lent by

the Universities' Mission to Central Africa.

JAPANESE STIRRUP.

These stirrups are of cast iron,

painted black and red. The weight

cif them is prodigious, being about

jib. each ; they are I4in. long and 6in.

wide, and were at one time much used

by the Daimios, or aristocracy of

Japan. For handicapping, these stir-

nips might be found somewhat useful ;

but what object is to be gained by the

use of such weighty articles for ordin-

ary purposes is somewhat difficult to

discoverâunless weight was supposed

to add to the dignity of the Daimio.

Made by Chozayemon Nagakuni, in

the early part of the eighteenth

century.

A CURIOUS PIECE OF WORKMANSHIP.

This beautiful little toy group may IK seen in the

well-known Ilorniman Museum at Forest Hill, S.K.,

and will lie pointed out on application to Mr. Quick,

the courteous curator. The carriage is made from a

nautilus shell, whilst the other figuresâcoachman,

attendants, etc.âare fashioned with wondrous in-

genuity from the claws of the crayfish. Notice the

reckless, dissipated demeanour of the coachman, and

the haughty air with which the footman l>ears

himself.
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TEA AT NINETEEN SHILLINGS A POUND!

Here we have reproduced a very interesting order 195. lod. per Ib. for Bohea '. and gs. 6d. for the

a tea-merchant early in the last century. humbler Pekoe ! This order was kindly placed at our

disposal by the well-known tea-merchants, Messrs.

Dakin & Co., of Si. Paul's Churchyard, E.C.

sent to

Economical housewives of to-day m.iy very profitably

compare the document with their own grocer's books.

from a Pkoto. by]

ASTOUNDING STORY OF A DUCK.

[B. Gratton, Bal&rtU.

taken from the centre gave unmistakable evidence

of the genuineness of the Sheldon tradition about the lost duck. On one side of each of these boards was (he

perfect form of a full-sized duck. The body measures Sin. across, and the length, from tail to beak, is 2lin.

There are holes in lÂ»th boards at the point where the duck's brains would rest, as if these agencies rotted the

timiier. This also occurs where the lights and liver settled. The duck appears to have gone head foremost

into a hole, which was known to be in the tree, and couldn't get out again.

n8
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ICE-YACHTI.VG AT ST. MORITZ.

All sorts of sports and games are carried on on the

ice at St. Moritz, including curling, figure-skating, and

ice-yachting. Our photograph shows a small ice-

yacht under full sail. It is great fun, only one requires

to lie well wrapped up. It needs considerable skill

lo be able to navigate one of these novel craft properly,

and lo beat up against a head-windâwhen one pre-

vails. Of course, there is not at St. Moritz the same

scope for ice-yachting that there is on the vast

American lakes, but still, many "skippers" attain

wonderful proficiency and get over the ice with sur-

prising rapidity. The ice at St. Moritz, by the way,

is always kept as smooth as glass, especially the ice of

the rinks close to the hotels. Skaters don't like the ice-

yachts, because the lalter cut up the ice pretty severely.

SKATING WITH A WIND-SAIL AT ST. MOKITZ.

One of the very many diversions that are practised

on the frozen lakes at Davos I'lalz and St. Moritzâ

two famous Swiss health resorts. It is not everyone

that can afford a real ice-yacht, such as the one seen

in the other photo, reproduced on this page ; so the

gentleman here seen has turned himself into a sort of

animated ice-yacht. He is skating with a wind-sail

which he has rigged up himself. The spar is strapped

lo ihe skater's [tody over his shoulders and round his

waist. 'Ihe poles attached to the lower corners of

the sail he holds in his hands ; and then, leaning as

it were against the breeze, he glides gently across the

lake. It is not very often, however, that this sport can

l>e indulged in, for there is not much wind in the

Engadine.

LOCUSTS ON THE TELEGRAPH WIRES

IN JOHANNESBURG.

Besides the rinderpest, locusts take a

prominent place among the curses of South

Africa. They come in swarms of billions,

so thick as to obscure the sun like a cloud

for ten minutes or more at a time while

passing. They even enter the houses and

put a stop to business. Sometimes they

settle overnight on a field of vast extent,

and in the morning, when the sun rises and

shines on their wings, that field will resemble

a rippling sea of silver. The photograph

here reproduced shows how even the

telegraph wires in the great gold city of the

Transvaal are occasionally covered with

these terribly destructive insects.

THE PRICE OF A MAN.

This object, though not particularly

striking at first glance, is of very con-

siderable interest, not only on account

of its beauty as a fine specimen of the

green jade, now so rare, but also from

the fact of its representing the price

paid by cannibals of the Mare Islands,

Polynesia, for a fat man for eating

purposes.

CURIOSITIES.
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GOVERNOR DAVEVS PROCLAMATION TO THE ABORIGINES.

This is an exceedingly interesting and diverting

pictorial proclamation, showing in four simple

tableaux the amity, peace, and justice accruing

from the rule of the white man. Beyond doubt,

Governor Davey conveyed more to the natives of

Van Diemen's Land by merely showing these

pictures than if he had roared himself hoarse every

day for a month. You should understand that these

natives could not read ; and, therefore, one must

admire the ingenuity that prompted the proclamation

by pictures. It is all so obvious, so beautiful !

Look at No. I. The white man is embracing the

black ; the children even are hob-nobbing in touch-

ing style ; whilst their mothers are rapturously nursing

one another's Irabies. No. 2 shows the cordial

meeting and greeting between the Governor and

the head-man of the black people; the third native

seems an independent spirit, by the way. The next

two tableaux are given up to Justiceâswift, even-

handed justice. So swift, indeed, that the murdered

white has scarce touched the earth when his black

destroyer is strung up nimbly by one of His

Excellency's underlings. But that underling can be

just as nimble in the case of'a white man slaying

his black brother ; and Governor Davey looks even

more severe.
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A CURIOUS MEMORIAL BY SIR EDWIN

LANDSEER, K.A.

This picture represents all that remains

of the glory of William Smith, who,

l>eing possessed of the organ of com-

Kitiveness and animated by a love of

glory, enlisted into the loist Regiment

of Foot. At the Battle of Waterloo, a

cannon-ball carried off one of his legs ; and

thus commenced and terminated William's

military career. As he lay wounded on the

field of lattle, the dog here represented,

blind in one eye, and having also a leg

shattered, apparently by a musket shot, came

and sat beside him, as it were in sympathy.

The dog became William's prisoner; and

when a grateful country rewarded William's

services by a pension and a wooden leg, he

stumped about accompanied by the dog, his

friend and companion. On the 15th of

December, 1834, William died. Misname,

never having (â¢wen recorded in an extra-

ordinary Gazette, this memorial, represent-

ing the dog at a moment when he was ill,

and reclining against the mattress on which

his master died, was painted by Sir Edwin

Landseer, R.A.

HOGARTH'S "TAIL-PIECE."

A short time before Hogarth was seized

with his fatal illness, he suggested preparing

this " Tail-Piece." The first idea of the

picture is said to have arisen while the con-

vivial glass was circulating round Hogarth's

own table. He began next day, and con-

tinued his design with great diligence, ingeni-

ously grouping everything that could denote the end of

all things. We see a broken bottle ; an old broom,

worn to the stump ; the butt end of an old musket; a

cracked l>ell ; a bow unstrung ; a crown tumbled to

pieces ; towers in ruins ; the sign-post of a tavern

called the "World's End " falling down ; the moon

in her wane ; the map of the world burning ; a gibliet

falling, the body gone, and the chains which held it

dropping down ; Phoebus and his horses lying dead on

the clouds; a vessel wrecked; Time with his hour-glass

and scythe broken ; a

shoemaker's last and

cobbler's end ; a to-

bacco pipe, with the

last whiff of smoke

going out; a play-book

opened, with "ajerutti

ontnes" stamped in

the corner ; an empty

purse ; and a statute

of bankruptcy taken

out against Nature.

" So far so good," said

Hogarth, on review-

ing his performance ;

" nothing remains but

this," and taking his

pencil, he sketched a

painter's palette

broken. " Finis ! " he

then exclaimed, "the

deed is done: all is

over." It is a very

"SHE FRONTED HER ENEMY AND HELD HIM AT BAY."

(See page 136.)
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The Marquis of the Lofty Mountain.

BY H. A. RUDALI..

HOSE among us who are old

enough to have been news-

paper-readers in the early

sixties will remember the pain-

ful sensation excited in this

country by the announcement

that a young English lady, named Evelyn

Felbrooke, while sketching outside Gibraltar,

had sud-

denly been

quent silence, the cautious character of this

preliminary missive, all suggested the master

hand of a notorious scoundrelâone Caspar

Sanchez, self-styled " the Marquis."

Sanchez had a vigilance society of his

own. The few outsiders who had enjoyed

the unique privilege of holding converse with

the " Marquis " differed materially in their

upon by;'

Spanish brig-

ands and

carried off to

the moun-

tains. The

party of

friends who

accompanied

Miss Fel-

brooke on

this ill-fated expedition

Spanish territory could not have

been many yards distant at the

time ; nevertheless, they heard

no cry, and had no reason to sus-

pect mischief until, returning to the

spot where she had promised to wait

for them, they found it deserted. In

spite of an exhaustive search, no

traces of the girl were to be found,

and no inkling of the nature of the

misfortune that had befallen her was

obtained until several days later.

This came in the form of an ill-

scrawled, anonymous letter, ad-

dressed to the hotel in Gibraltar. It

stated nothing but the bare fact of the

abduction, no clue being afforded

either to the girl's whereabouts or to

the identity of her captor. But the

neatness of the operation, the subse-

'POUNCED UI'ON UV SI'AMSH IIKICJANDS.

124

THE STRAND AIAGAZ1NE

description of his personalityâsome repre-

senting him to be a man of tolerable

education and withal courteous in manner,

others setting him down as a foul-mouthed,

unmitigated ruffian.

Slowly, and with ^^â¢^â¢^^^^â¢â¢^^^

the caution born of

long experience in

a complicated and

delicate branch of

industry, did San-

chez put forth his

feelers ; contriving,

meanwhile, to keep

himself well in the

background. Pre-

posterous sums

were hinted atâ

sums as completely

beyond Miss Fel-

brooke's reach as

the liquidation of

the National Debt.

Mysterious emis-

saries came and

went ; hole - and -

corner meetings,

hedged in by al-

most superhuman

precautions, were

charily conceded ;

but still negotia-

tions flagged, and

still the captive's

whereabouts re-

mained enshroud-

ed in impenetrable

mystery. The fate

of Evelyn Fel-

brooke trembled in

the balance.

Another painful

feature of this case

was the fact that the

girl was engaged to

be married, shortly

after the date on

which she had ar-

ranged to return to

England. Forty-

eight hours after

news of the dis-

aster reached this,

country, Philip

lister, her fianceâ* stalwart, high-spirited

young fellow, little likely to let the grass

grow under his feetâwas hurrying by express

train through France to the Spanish frontier,

and thence to Madrid. There, armed with

"HK LOUNGED IN THE ALAMEDAS AND

private letters from the P'oreign Office, he

broke the journey for a day, in order to lodge

his complaint with the higher authorities,

and to impress upon these the necessity of

prompt and vigor-

i^^^H^^HBMHMl ous action. He then

proceeded south-

wards into Anda-
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Civil." With this notion he forsook the more

populous towns and took to lonely rambles

in the interior, choosing the wildest and most

desolate regions, ever on the look-out for

chance encounters, chance dangers even ; a

man, in short, with " appointment:' on the

brain. As week after week passed without

further sign from Caspar Sanchez, the

anxiety increased. A silence as of the grave

rested over the fate of Evelyn Felbrooke.

Some people went so far as to suggest that

the unhappy girl had already died in her

captivity â in a strange country, among

ruffians of the vilest type, far away from

lover, friends,

and home.

From time to

time he was told

that the " Mar-

quis " had been

seen, now in one

district, now in

another. In con-

sequence of one

of thes_e rumours

âmostly emana-

ting from the

imagination of

his informantsâ

Philip shifted his

quarters to Gra-

nada. From the

front window of

his hotel in that

place, there was

spread before

him a wondrous

panorama of the

ancient town,

crowned by the

ruined palace of

the Alhamrid

monarchs, and of

the white peaks

of the Sierra Ne-

vada, dreaming

in a sky of pro-

foundest blue.

But neither the

beauty of the

scene, nor the

stirring memo-

ries associated

with it, exercised

their fascination over a mind engrossed by

one overmastering anxiety. When he turned

his eyes towards the mountains, across which,

even in the summer months, came a freshen-

ing breath, his thoughts strayed longingly

' ciNR-EVKD MIGUEL.

and sorrowfully to the dear one he had lost.

When he wandered within the precincts of

the Alhambra, it was with no tourist's

enthusiasm, but with a vague hope of being

watched and followed.

One morning, unable longer to bear the

torture of inaction, Philip started for a few

days' journey farther into the interior, taking
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Thus, owing to a peculiarly untoward

combination of circumstances, the much-

longed-for " appointment " miscarried ; and

one-eyed Miguel, frightened, not without

reason, at the non-success of his mission,

returned slowly to the place he came from,

breathing hard, and muttering as he went,

" He'll beat me like a dog !" The oppor-

tunity of a meeting between Philip and the

" Marquis " thus missed, was never renewed.

Nevertheless, an interview did take place, at

the " Three Pigeons," on the very night and

at the very hour fixed in the " Marquis?s "

letter to Philip. It is with this interview,

held under singular conditions, and fraught

with consequences vitally affecting the fate of

Evelyn Felbrooke, that the presentâ¢ story is

concerned.

The "Three Pigeons," though described

by the " Marquis" as a tavern, had long since

fallen from its original use, and was now little

better than a ruin. It is not easy to imagine

how entertainment for man and beast could

at any time have been in request in this

solitary region at the foot of a mountain. A

low. rambling structure of villainous aspect,

with broken windows and tottering walls, it

was eyed somewhat askance by the super-

stitious country folk, and when passing it

they generally crossed themselves. Had they

been venturesome enough to explore the

place, they would have discovered at least

one room which had not been entirely

abandoned to the rats and the weather, and

could even boast a few articles of rough

furniture. This was a long, lofty apartment,

entrance to which was obtained by a door

opening from the courtyard. The ceiling

was raftered ; the walls displayed coloured

patches of curiously-variegated patterns, the

efflorescence of damp and decay. For signs

of habitation there were a few plain chairs, a

deal table, a tall wooden press looming

ghostly in one corner, and in another a heap

of miscellaneous rubbish, chiefly rusty weapons

and tattered military garments. Here, on

the night of the appointment, sat one-eyed

Miguel mending an old leather saddle by the

light of a single candle stuck in a bottleâthe

sole illuminant in that stable-like apartment,

save a charcoal brazier, which stood in the

middle of the floor, and within a limited

radius shed a red glow of comfortable

warmth.

There was a break in the fine weather

usually prevailing at that season of the year.

The afternoon had been cloudy, and as night-

fall approached a distant continuous rumbling

warned old Miguel that a storm was gathering

in the mountains. Already the wind was

rising, and as the old man turned from his

work with a peculiar sidelong jerk of his

grizzled head, he heard the swish of rain in

the courtyard.

" A fine night," he muttered, " for Don

Caspar's mountain ride. Marquis ? Bah !

Sham Marquis, but real king of cut-throats

and thieves!"
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table, and surveyed him curiously by the dim

candle-light.

" I think I'm dying," said the boy, faintly.

" Better death in the storm than 'shelter

here."

Miguel drew a ^^^â¢â¢â¢os^BM^HI

flask from his

pocket and put it

to his lips.

" You have tra-

velled far?" He

answered by a

feeble nod.

"Over the moun-

tains ? "

" Yes."

" Here. Drink

again before you

go."

At the last

words the wayfarer

turned to Miguel

with an imploring

look.

" You will not

âyou cannot have

the heart to "

"Heart!"echoed

ths old man, with

a laugh. "We

have no hearts

here. None of us

have."

Miguel again

forced him to

drink, scrutinizing

him narrowly the

while. Suddenly

he started back with an exclamation.

" Ho ! Ho ! A woman ! "

Denial was useless. After a short

silence the stranger, to whose cheeks

a slight colour had already returned,

answered, mournfully:â

"Yes â a hapless Englishwoman

flying for her life."

" From justice ? "

" No. From one of the world's

vilest criminals and his ruffianly crew."

One-eyed Miguel thought again for a while,

and nodded his head.

"I see ; kidnapped on the mountains."

Even while he uttered this sentence,

another thought came to him as in a flash.

"And yetâand yet," he muttered, "it's

impossible. Your name ? " he asked.

" You would not know it. Three days ago

their chief was called away. I bribed one

of my gaolersâa womanâand she gave me

food and this disguise. Since then I have

tramped the lonely hills, wandered through

dismal forestsâanywhereâanywhereâto get

away from that horrible place ! "

The old man gave vent to a signifi-

â¢ cant "Ha ! "and grinned half-maliciously,

half-compassionately.

" And now, poor fool, you've hurried

into the lion's den." He sidled nearer
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self in the Gaceta. \ got it in the town

this morning. Listen : ' The fate of the

unfortunate young Englishwoman, Evelyn Fel-

brooke, who was kidnapped some weeks ago

by a band of ruffians not far from Gibraltar,

is causing renewed anxiety, the ransom

demanded being

altogether beyond

the resources of her

family. Mr. Philip

I^aster, who is said

to be affianced to

the young lady, has

just arrived in

Spain.' "

" Philip ! Poor

Philip ! " cried the

girl, with a sob.

"Ah, if I could

find him now ! "

" The very thing

I was saying to

myself this morn-

ing. And he would

have been hereâ

yes, at this very

moment â if I

could have deli-

vered into his

hands this letter.

Read for yourself."

With small cere-

mony he broke the

seal of the Mar-

quis's letter, and

spread it open be-

fore her. Evelyn

read the letter at-

tentively, and, with

a despairing ges-

ture, moved to-

wards the door.

" You are right,

I must go from

hereâat onceâat

once !"

But Miguel

placed his hand

upon her arm :

"Gently pretty "THE MARQUIS HIMSELF AT

lady !"

" Do you want to prevent me ? " she

asked, in a frightened voice.

With a sly look the old man went as softly

as his limp would allow to the door.

" That's the tramp of his horse on the

road."

Evelyn heard it too, and gazed at him

terror-stricken.

" Yes," repeated Miguel, looking out

cautiously. " It's the Marquis himself at

the foot of the hill. You're too late."

Fear seemed to give her fresh strength ;

she ran towards Miguel with outstretched

hands. " For the love of Heavenâsay,

quicklyâ whereââ¢

where can I hide

from him ? "
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Evelyn was so taken aback by this extra-

ordinary proposal that at first her heart failed

her.

"Safe conduct to the town, remember,"

urged Miguel. "The Marquis never breaks

his word. It would ruin his business."

" But if he discovers me ? "

Miguel crouched in the corner and rum-

maged among the pile of rubbish. " Another

cloak," he said, throwing one over her

shoulders, " a tuft on those pretty lips, and

an extra touch or two will hinder that."

There was no lack of such paraphernalia in

that abode of intrigue and chicanery, nor of

dexterity in applying it, to judge from the

deftness with which the old man set to work.

In a few minutes a transformation was

achieved sufficiently satisfactory to elude

suspicion, though by no means complete

enough to defy suspicion should this un-

luckily be aroused. This done, Miguel

limped about the room with wonderful

alacrity, and snatching from the cupboard a

magnum of wine and two tall glasses, placed

them upon the table.

" (Jive me the letter," said Evelyn, at length,

scarcely knowing what she did.

"Courage, pretty lady," said Miguel,

hobbling to the door. "You have entered the

lion's den. You shall beard the lion in his

den ! I go to announce the young English-

man's arrival."

A moment later Evelyn was alone.

"Courage," the old man had said; and

assuredly never did she need it more than at

that moment when she was about again to

meet that cold-blooded miscreant face to

face. Evelyn listened to the old man's

departing footsteps with a strange feeling

that she had heard them all her life, and that

they were in some mysterious way connected

with her destiny. Mechanically and un-

critically her mind received impressions of

the grotesque objects around her. She was

conscious, too, that the " Marquis " had not

arrived alone, for the clock of horses and the

oaths of his followers reached her ears from

the courtyard. Feeling some hard substance

in the cloak Miguel had given her, she drew

from it a little silver pistol, and examined the

strange chasing on the handle. She had

time to wonder whether it was loaded, and

whether Heaven had sent it for her protec-

tion. Soon, without looking round, she felt

the presence of the Marquis, as he stood in

the shadow of the doorway. She hid the

weapon quickly.

Miguel accompanied his master to the

threshold.

Vol. xiii.-17

" The young Englishman is there,

Excellency," he said, pointing to the slight

figure standing motionless near the table.

He left the two together, muttering, as he

went out, "The saints be with you, pretty

lady, and help you better than they have

till now ! "

The man who advanced differed widely in
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honour, anxious, like themselves, to secure

the safety of our charming guest."

" Or prisoner ! "

The Marquis waved his hand with a depre-

cating gesture, and began to show unmis-

takable signs of vexation.

"Tut, tut ! An unpleasant word ; a word,

I flatter myself, we may banish from our

conversation. This is, I know, a delicate

matter. But we meet to-night as two sensible

men of the world, to discuss it calmly and

in good faith."

" In plain terms," suggested Evelyn, with

an air of confidence astonishing to herself,

" to arrange the terms of ransom."

Again thus early in their conference the

Marquis seemed to be seriously annoyed.

Turning with a frown that might have been

interpreted as a warning, he exclaimed :â

" Hold ! my friend ! "

For some moments he puffed his cigarette

in silence; but presently resumed with a

more friendly air. " You have for a second

time been guilty of a slight indiscretion . . .

But I pardon the word. See! I blow it

away in that curl of smoke." As he spoke,

a blue ring of tobacco-smoke floated slowly

upwards towards the rafters.

" If," said Evelyn, with some trepidation,

" in my anxiety to hasten the business I

have unwittingly "

"You spoke of a ransom, young sir,"

replied the Marquis, with a touch of return-

ing severity. " The unpleasant position in

which the young lady still remains ; the un-

certainty of her fate from day to dayâthese

things, believe me, are as painful to me as to

yourself. But I, like you, am no more than

an emissary of others. To-night you honour

me with your presence, I take it, in order to

comply with the little formality invariably

observed on these occasions. You come to

buy, for a price to be agreed upon, a cask of

this wine." He pointed to the magnum on

the table.

"The object is the same," said the youth.

" The restoration of this lady to her

friends."

" I see but one obstacle to its attainment."

" And that is ? ):

" Yourself ! " said the Marquis.

Clearly their interview was about to enter

upon a new phase. The grey eyes began to

take""their most unpleasant expression.

" I speak frankly, Senor Ingles. It is you

who render negotiation impossible."

" I am at a loss to explain," began the

youth, uneasily.

" Yet the remark should not surprise you.

Read again the conditions of this meeting as

set forth in the very paper now in your hand.

What do they imply ? Good faith and

mutual trust."

The visitor bowed in silence.

" After all, it is a mere formality. But I

am a stickler for the proprieties. Before we

exchange another word I am obliged to ask

for the custody, the temporary custody, of the

weapon now in your possession."
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The Marquis did not exaggerate its

marvellous qualities. When Evelynânot

without a passing misgivingâtouched the

glass with her lips, the glorious liquor

seemed already to revive her sinking

courage.

" Well," exclaimed her host, enthusiasti-

cally, "may they call it Bottled Sunshine !

Older than living man, mellow with years,

yet luscious with the ardour and sparkle of

youthâthis is, and always will be, the chief

pride of my lifeânext to my character. Join

me, then. Drink to two bright eyes, the

memory of which even now stirs my heart to

quicker beats."

These words produced an effect little

suspected by the speaker, and it was with

difficulty that Evelyn repressed her rising

indignation.

" Ah, my friend," he continued, " you are

not the first who has sat in that chair to

bargain for a cask of the precious

liquor. Think seriously before you

bid for what we may truly call the

Elixir of Life. For does not a

" You believe our family to be richâyou

think "

"Tut, tut, I think nothing. According to

the protestations invariably made in such

cases, England ought to be the poorest nation

in the world."

"This is monstrous," exclaimed the girl.

She rose as if about to depart, but the

Marquis motioned her back.

" I have something more to sayâsome-

thing I would gladly have spared you. But

you drive me. You drive me." He leant

forward across the table and spoke very

slowly.

" Since starting on my journey â three

days agoâI have received news of the girl."

News ? Had he heard, then, of her

escape ? Did he recognise her even

now ?

" You force me to be frank. I left her

safe and well. But that last news has caused

" ' FOUR THOUSAND POUNDS ! ' HE CRIED."

life hang on its purchase ? I see you

hesitate. Perhaps, after all, the relatives

were scarcely wise to send so young a man

âCan I help? Shall I bid for you?"

Slowly he raised one hand and cried, " Four

thousand pounds !"

me grave anxiety. Evelyn Felbrookt

is in danger ! "

The proposition was undeniable, but

something in the speaker's manner im-

pelled Evelyn to regard him intently.

" This morning I was horrified at receiving

from head-quartersâthis." He handed her

gravely a little cardboard box of oblong

shape. " When told that it was to be handed

to the girl's friends, I guessed too well its

contents,"
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" A box ? From her ? "

" That box I regretâdeeply regretâto say

contains a human finger !''

For the first time Evelyn lost self-control.

She flung the packet from her with a shudder-

ing cry.

" Ah ! Villains ! villains ! "

" I need hardly say that this sad step

was taken without my knowledge and

approval."

As she sank back in the chair, the room

spun round, the candle in the bottle grew

dim. A conviction, however, that to faint

would be to invite certain destruction, is likely

to act as a wonderful restorative in such

situations. Meanwhile, was not the Marquis

eyeing her in a manner almost to justify her

former suspicion that he was playing a game

of cat and mouse ?

" Believe me, young sir, I sympathize with

your most natural agitation. Another sip of

this wine will help you to follow me further.''

He refilled the glass and compelled her to

drink. " First let me hasten to explain.

Perhaps I ought to have done so earlier.

This little packet is sent as a warningâa

threat, if you willâbut nothing more. Rest

assured on my word, the word of a man of

honour, that Evelyn Felhrooke, up to the

present time, has suffered no harm."

" But thatâthat ? " stammered Evelyn,

pointing to the thing on the floor.

"There," said the Marquis, with a curious

smile, " you trench upon the secrets of the

prison house. But let us return to our

matter. Once more in the new, I may say

the terrible, light just thrown upon the situa-

tion, I await your bid for a cask of this wine

.... And while the devil is playing out of

doors with his match-box and tinder, remem-

berâa Life is at Stake I "

A vivid flash illuminated the room ; and,

for the first time, the thunder burst im-

mediately over their heads with a deafening

crackle, followed by a clank as of Vulcan's

hammer, a hissing of angry torrents, and

another sound like the jingling harness of

frightened horses. Next morning the lower

parts of the district were found to have been

flooded. Within a few yards of the house a

huge fir tree, charred and splintered, lay

across the path.

The scene inside the "Three Pigeons " im-

mediately after the detonation was a strange

one. The Marquis had raised one arm high

above his head, and there he sat, and with

an impudent grin of triumph, as if to suggest

that he, Caspar Sanchez, commanded the

battalions of the sky. His figure seemed to

grow larger, and the red glow of the brazier,

falling full upon him, helped to complete the

Mephistophelian effect.

In front of the Marquis the youth, resting

his chin on his hands, leaned forward across

the table and regarded him long and thought-

fully, till the last after-roll had reverberated

and died away in the vast rotunda of the

mountains.
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The wine was potent, and the cheeks of

both had become flushed. Seldom, surely,

was a more singular drinking bout. For

Evelyn, perhaps, it was fortunate that her

host's appreciation

of his own sample

saved her from the

awkward conse-

quences of a too

pressing hospitality.

As for Sanchez, he

â¢was too well-sea-

soned a tippler, and

also too wary a

diplomatist, to risk

muddling his brain

at a time when im-

portant business

was at stake.

" Still silent ? "

he said. " Shall I

come once more to

the rescue ? See.

I bid again." Then

he raised one hand

as before, and cried,

" Five thousand ! "

For the moment

Evelyn did not rea-

lize the drift of this

fresh piece of

audacity. Neverthe-

less, she was pru-

dent enough to

abstain from useless

protests.

"To-night," the

Marquis observed,

" our market seems

to be rising by leaps

and bounds. You

alone can check its course. You ask me

how ? Simply, my friend, by doing what

you might have done at first: by closing the

bargain. Believe me, our conversation is

now taking a serious turn."

There he spoke the truth. No sooner had

the youth hinted at the necessity of consult-

ing with his friends than the Marquis rose,

cold, composed, and determined.

"It seems to me, young sir, that we have

been wasting precious time."

It was an entire change of front. The air

of mock geniality with which Sanchez had

occasionally enlivened the earlier proceed-

ings was now entirely abandoned. Making

a formal bow, he said, significantly :â

" I, too, must consult my friends," and then,

without further parley, stalked out of the room.

SINGING TO THE THRUM OF A GUITAR.

Left alone for a second time, Evelyn had

ample leisure to reflect upon the unexpected

course this interview had taken. The sense

of impending danger, and of her own de-

fenceless position,

was heightened

when, pressing her

face close to the
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exact relations between Philip Taster and

the Marquis, of the places her lover had

lately visited, the steps he had lately taken

to obtain her release, the very suggestion

filled her with dismay. Evidently the interro-

gatories had been carefully prepared, and

between each Sanchez made a short turn up

and down the room, taking time, apparently,

to formulate them in precise terms that had

been agreed upon.

" I assume that you bring an authority,

duly signed by this girl's relations, to act on

their behalf ?" No, but it would be forth-

coming at the proper time.

" Now," rejoined her interlocutor, " is the

proper time, and the only time."

Means of payment: What had he ? In

what way was this to be assured ? He could

only stammer in reply that all promises

would faithfully be fulfilled. The vagueness

of this answer did not fail to arrest the

Marquis's attention, and each moment his

manner became more disconcerting. Stop-

ping in his walk, he remarked, as if thinking

aloud : " Not such a guileless stripling, after

all."

In her agonizing anxiety to end the inter-

view, Evelyn again made a move to depart.

" Early to-morrow you shall hear from me,"

she said.

" Not so fast, young sir," interposed the

Marquis, raising his hand.

In her desperation, she turned upon him

almost defiantly. " Till then, Marquis, I

claim of Caspar Sanchez, the man of honour,

the man who has. never broken his word, safe

conduct to the town !"

" If I so choose," said the other, with the

shadow of a smile. " I might ask who

violated the conditions: you or I ? Read

them again. ' Alone, unarmed ' . . . . And

you "â-here he shrugged his shouldersâ

" prate to me of honour ! "

The Marquis's next words were somewhat

less alarming.

" Don't misunderstand me. Let that little

incident be forgotten. I ask to continue our

conversation for a short time longer, with

quite another object." He added, with sudden

gravity : " If the proceedings of to-night

should turn out to have been a blind, a

premeditated farce, a dishonourable attempt

to pry and equivocate, then, indeed, you will

have wasted the most precious moments of

that unhappy girl's life."

During the questions that followed, Sanchez

ceased to pace the floor, but, standing

motionless, held her fast under the spell of

those unpleasant grey eyes.

" After that long interview with my mes-

senger at Cordoba you made, I think, certain

representations ? "

She answered with a faint " Yes."

" Andâlet me seeâyou stayed at Cordoba

about a week ? "

At this question Evelyn staggered as if he

had struck her. Sanchez was about to test

her knowledge of her lover's past movements.
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Old Miguel, limping quickly into the room,

with panic-stricken face, announced the

arrival of a visitor. " He will take no refusal,"

said the old man. The arrival of a stranger

at so late an hour set the Marquis reflecting.

" He says you will find the name there,"

added Miguel, handing him a folded paper.

courage which redeemed his nature from

utter contempt. He grasped the situation at

a glance. Whoever this lad might be, the

real Philip, it was clear, had now come upon

his track. The house would be surrounded;

already his ragged crew, chattering noisily in

various dialects, were hurrying to and fro in

11 ' HE WILL TAKE NO REFUSAL,' SAID THE OLD MAN."

Caspar opened it hurriedly, and in his

astonishment read aloud, " Philip Laster."

Did fancy play him a trick, or was it an echo

of his own voice that gasped, almost at the

snme time, " Philip " ? He darted a look of

fresh suspicion in the direction of the young

Englishman and noted his agitation. But

Miguel had further news to impart; news

which he had kept for the last, not, it

appeared, out of any friendly consideration

for his master's feelings. " I think there's

mischief abroad ! The stranger has brought

with him a troop of the Civil Guard."

Having launched his thunderbolt, old

Miguel, deeming it prudent to give Sanchez a

wide berth, quickly made for the door. To

say that the Marquis, at that critical moment,

experienced any kind of fear, would be to

deny him the credit of that one quality of

the courtyard. Whatever might happen to

them, his own safety was assured. The Civil

Guard, it is true, were upon himâbut not

for the first time; and so practised a

strategist was scarcely likely to have neglected

ample provision for such an emergency. But

before accomplishing his subterranean exit,

something remained to be done. As he stood

face to face with the false Philip lister, the

youth who for some unknown reason had

laid this trap for his destruction, there was

that in bis countenance which had proved

the death-warrant of many a helpless prisoner.

Some shots were fired ; one rascal managed

to climb the roof and, scampering overhead,

nearly thrust his foot through a hole in the

rotten rafters. Sanchez, preserving his cool-

ness, drew something from his belt: but when

he turned round two great surprises were in
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store for him. First, the feel of cold metal

pressed firmly against his forehead ; the cause

of which he speedily understood. Her wits

sharpened by mortal fear, Evelyn had

snatched from the table the forgotten silver

" curiosity," and now held her finger upon

the trigger. Secondly, a wonderful change

in the appearance of the young Englishman

himself.

There was one silent witness to this scene,

whose presence in the room can only be

explained by his perfect knowledge of the

peculiar construction of the Marquis's retreat.

This was old Miguel, who out of curiosity, or

impelled by some other motive, had crept

back and concealed himself in a shadowy

corner. From the description afterwards

given by him, mostly in grotesque panto-

mime, it was easy to gather that in this

moment of supreme peril the girl was

splendid. By some bold inspiration, she

had quickly discarded her disguise, and her

natural hair, released from its imprisonment,

now full in golden clusters upon her shoulders.

Erect, flashing defiance, beautiful in the flush

of excitement, she fronted her enemy, and

held him at bay. He recognised her at

last.

" The girl herself'"he muttered, between

his teeth. All her long-repressed indignation,

all her scorn and loathing of the man before

her, were concentrated in her next wordsâ

the last ever addressed by her to Caspar

Sanchez, Marques de Monte Alto :â

" The girl you thought in your power has

escaped. The Civil Guard are even now at

your door. Yes ! Cowardly insulter of

women ! Assassin ! Thief! Cur ! / told

you ive should meet again ! "

Thus she held him while the noise outside

increased, and until rough, eager hands

seized the Marquis from behind, and dragged

him down. While they were pinioning him,

a well-known figure darted forward, and a

moment later Evelyn, with an hysterical

sob, flew into her lover's arms. Whatever

sympathetic feeling this spectacle may have

inspired in the breasts of many of the rough

specimens of humanity now gathered around

them, one, at any rate, was occupied with

wholly different reflections. In the opinion

of Miguel, this prolonged embrace, at a time

when so many matters demanded attention,

was, to say the least, inopportune. Failing

to attract their attention by other means, he

approached Evelyn and twitched her sleeve.

Then, relapsing into the professional beggar's

whine acquired by long practice at church

doors and market places, he stretched forth

an open palm, and, as if repeating a lesson,

called out, in piteous, nasal tones :â

"/was the first to tell them. Old Miguel

showed them the way, pretty lady ! "

Illustrated Interviews.

No. LI I.âSIR CLEMENTS MARKHAM

AND THE ROYAL GEOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY.

BY WILLIAM G. FITZGERALD.

T is not usual to associate with

the learned societies stories of

weird adventure, and romance

more strange, more thrilling

than the wildest flights of

fiction ; but the magnificent

Institution in Savile Row is the striking

exception that goes to prove the rule. To

realize this, it is only necessary to recall the

marvellous exploits of such men as Schom-

burgk, Ross, Layard,

Livingstone, Barth,

Burton, M'Clintock,

Franklin, Speke, Grant,

Cameron, Baker,

Stanley, Thomson,

Greely, Emin Pasha,

Selous, Littledale,

Nansen, and many

others whose names will

be found recorded in

the list of Gold Medal-

lists in the entrance-

hall of the Royal Geo-

graphical Society.

When a man is about

to explore remote and

unknown parts of the

earth, he comes to the

R.G.S. fora little coach-

ing in methods of ob-

servation ; and the

moment he has returned

from the wilds, the very

first thing he does is to

read a paper before

that appreciative body.

From this, then, some

slight notion of the fascinating romance attach-

ing to the Society may be obtained ; but I

hope to demonstrate conclusively, even in

this brief sketch, that the R.G.S. is the most

interesting institution in the world.

The distinguished President, Sir Clements

Markham, K.C.B., F.R.S., whose portrait

appears on this page, is well known as the

leading British geographer and a voluminous

writer on many subjects. My interview with

him took place at the Society's head-quarters

in Savile Row. He is a Yorkshireman, born

at Stillingfleet in 1830. At fourteen he joined

the Navy, and although his stay in that

branch of the Service was short, yet he had

plenty of stirring adventures, such as hunting

Vol xiii.-18.

SIK CLEMENTS MAKKHAM, K.I.I:., K.K.S., ETC.

(President of the Royal Geographical Society.)

/â¢Vow a Phttlo. by Thr, Van Iter H'fyitt Light, Urgent tftn-t't.

the Riff pirates in the Mediterranean. A

few years later, we find young Markham

going to the Arctic regions, with Austin's

expedition, in search of Franklin ; and on

his return he passed his exam, for lieutenant,

and then left the Service. That was in 1851.

The next phase of Sir Clements' career

was his work in Peru, where he went to study
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)ST-OFHCK CA1KN IN THE 1'ULAK REGIONS, MAUt.

among the stones of a big cairn by Sir

Leopold M'Clintock's search expedition of

1857. The paper, which is stained with rust

spots, was contained in a tin case, and is, in

fact, the record of the long-lost expedition.

Besides Franklin's own notesâand, by the

way, he was a Vice-President of the R.G.S.

-âmuch additional information is given round

the margin of this

historical docu-

ment: " Sir John

Franklin died on

the nth June,

1847 ; and the

total loss by deaths

in the expedition

has been to this

date, nine officers

and fifteen men."

In order that it

may be fully un-

derstood what a

cairn is, I repro-

duce here a singu-

larly interesting

one, erected by

the Nares Arctic

Expedition of

1875-6. This is

a " post - office "

cairn, established

at the winter

quarters of the

Discovery in

August, 1876. It

is built entirely

of empty meat

tins. Records are

frequently left in

these cairns; provis-

ions, too, are buried

under them ; whilst

others are erected

for survey pur-

poses.

I imagine the

R.G.S. possesses

the most interesting

collection of photo-

graphs in the world.

The traveller's Al ma

Mater is not neg-

lected ; her fellows

are always in touch

with her whereso-

ever they may be,

and they delight in

adding to her

already unique

collection photographic records of the

wonderful sights they behold at the ends of

the earth.

The next photo, shown was also taken

during the Arctic Expedition of 1875-6.

The precipice depicted was near the spot

where the Discovery took up her quarters

for the winter, and the official description
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the Raleigh

Sir Arthur

gentleman's

was to be

beneath the view tells us that "the smooth

face of the rock is pure coal."

The very evolution of the Royal

Geographical Society was of peculiar interest.

I say "evolution" instead of "inception,"

for the Society grew out of

Club, founded in 1826 by

Broke. According to this

original scheme, the world

mapped out into so many divisions, corre-

sponding with the number of members, so

that the Society collectively should have

visited nearly every part of the known globe.

The dinner given at the first regular

meeting was a remarkable functionâmainly

by reason of the out-

landish "wittles." Sir

Arthur Broke himself

contributed a haunch of

reindeer venison from

Spitzbergen ; a jar of

Swedish brandy; rye

cakes baked near the

North Cape; a Norway

cheese ; andâby way of

dessertâsome preserved

cloudberries from Lap-

land. A ham from Mexico

next figured on the festive

board, as also did a loaf

made from wheat brought

by the donor from Hesh-

bon, on the Dead Sea.

Food for reflection, truly.

The Raleigh Club was

the immediate forerunner

of the Royal Geographical

Society. The original list

of members of the latter

contained 460 names, and

the last original member

died in 1896. To-day,

the R.G.S. has nearly

4,000 Fellows. The

library contains nearly 70,000 volumes and

pamphlets, and the map-room, 120,000

sheets of maps (including atlases) and

about 12,000 photographs.

The histories of the various expeditions

promoted or encouraged by the Society is one

long series of marvellous, magnificent records,

commencing with Burnes's amazing journey to

Bokhara, and Chesney's survey of the

Euphrates in the thirties, right down to

Nansen's world-famous expedition to the

Polar regions. The infinite care and patience

exercised by the heroes of the R.G.S. are

well exemplified by the eminent Indian

surveyor, Capt. T. G. Montgomerie. This

MR. J. SCOTT KKI.TIE.

(Secretary of the Royal Geographical Society.)

From a Photo, by J. Thornton.

officer surveyed Kashmir and the mighty mass

of mountains up to the frontier of Tibet.
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slave traders, yet the daintiest of Central

African heroes, who has his table spread in

the wilderness with immaculate napery. Sir

William Martin Conway will turn up a little

later for a chat about Spitsbergen, and may

encounter Colonel Trotter, just home from

the source of the Niger, or the veteran Sir

Erasmus Ommanney, who has come in to

talk about Nansen. A wonderfully interesting

place, the R.G.S. head-quarters.

Mr. Keltic, on geographical impostors, is

more than entertaining. Here is a pen-

some faint idea of the extraordinary sights

witnessed by travellers in various parts of the

world â strange customs and marvellous

natural phenomena.

As to queer customs, the accompanying

photograph surely illustrates one of these. It

is one of a set presented by the Geographical

Society of Finland, and it shows how a newly-

married girl has to pay homage to her

mother-in-law. One doesn't quite know

whose house it is in which the ceremony is

taking place ; presumably it belongs to the

AN EXTRAORDINARY FINNISH CUSTOMâNKWI.Y-MAKRIEU GIRL FAYING HOMAGE TO HEK

MOTHER-IN-LAW.

picture of a little comedy enacted quite

recently in his office. Enter a cultured

gentleman from Scandinavia. Knows Nor-

denskjold, Andree, Nansen â thought he

would just call and pay his respects, as he

was in town. Chats for a long time, and

thenâ" Dear me ! What a muddle I'm in

about that chequeâbeen expecting it these

three days. Mr. KelticâahâI dont like

asking you; but could you, as a favour, lend

me . . . ." and so on.

This turned out to be the very gentleman

who posed as Dr. Nansen's brother in

Edinburgh, and to whom a citizen of that

classic city was about to give a big dinner.

The detectives heard of the gentleman, how-

ever, and the gentleman heard that the

detectives had heard of Aim, so he didn't

wait for the dinner.

The photographs reproduced in this sketch

of the Royal Geographical Society give

mother-in-law, a lady of unamiable aspect.

The litter is deplorable, but probably it is

washing-day.

As to the wonders of Nature witnessed by

those who look upon the R.G.S. as their

head-quarters, what can be more impressive

than the giant trees of California ? Two

unique photos, from the Society's collection

are here reproduced, which give a really

adequate idea of the vast size of these trees.

In the first we are looking through two of

the giants at a huge domed building, which

has been built on the slump of one of the

trees. Of course, this building is dwarfed

in the photo, by the enormous trunks in the

foreground ; but look at the second photo.,

which shows the interior of the structure.

The floor is, of course, the top of the tree-

stump, and who shall say that a county ball

could not be given in this most extraordinary

of rooms ?
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the Eastern Sahara, during which he

explored the previously unknown

regions of Tibesti and Baghirmi."

And lastly we have Dr. Nansen.

There is no more interesting depart-

ment in this great institution than the

one presided over by Mr. John Coles,

who left the Navy at the close of the

Russian War. It is Mr. Coles who

coaches intending travellers, and

among his more famous pupils may-

be mentioned Joseph Thomson, Mr.

Littledale, and the Right Hon. G. N.

Curzon. Practical demonstrations are

carried out in the observatory on the

roof of the building, and also on

Mitcham Common, near Mr. Coles's

own residence.

In the great map-room- -which is

I may say here that the R.G.S. is not subsidized by GovernmentâMr. Coles sits

merely the head-quarters of geographical nearly all day, at the mercy of people who

science in Great Britain ; it is virtually the want to know things. Like his able

head-quarters for the whole world. Its colleagues, Mr. Coles is a very mine of

information. And he has need of

his extensive knowledge. The map-

room being open to the public, the

curator naturally receives some strange

visitors. "I get," he said, "both

verbally and by letter, a great number

of inquiries respecting the climate of

of various regions. Insurance com-

panies, even, write to say that they

TREES OF CALIFORNIAâKXTERIOR OF HOUSE BUILT ON THE

STUMP OK THE ORIGINAL BIO TREE.

INTERIOR OF HOUSK I1UII.T ON STUMP OK GIANT TKEK

REKERRF.D TO ABOVE.

awards are eagerly sought after by foreign

explorers, and here are a few names from its

long roll of heroes: " Baron C. von der

Ueekenâfounder's medalâfor his two geo-

graphical surveys of the lofty mountains of

Kilima-njaro. The Pundit Nain Singhâ

patron's medalâ for his great journeys and

surveys in Tibet, and along the Upper

Brahmaputra, during which he determined the

position of Lhasa. Dr. Gustav Nachtigalâ

founder's medal for his great journey through

MR. JOHN COLES.

(Curator of the Map-room),

/â¢"(â¢em (I 1'liotu. titfUif Luivlun StereoKopic C'um/*m0.

are about to issue a policy for some big

amount to an intending traveller ; what sort

of risks will he have to run from fevers,

natives, and wild beasts where he is going? "
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Men going abroad on service or on sport-

ing trips, gravely consult Mr. Coles as to the

details of their outfit; and all this information

is readily and gratuitously given. Among

the curator's correspondents there must be

some very queer folk, judging from the extra-

ordinary letters I have seen. " Would it be

possible," wrote one man, earnestly, " to be

in one island on a Saturday, and row across

to another and find it Sunday ? "

The very instruments used by Mr. Coles

in his teaching have a romantic history.

Take, for example, his theodolite. " Originally

it was made for Dr. Mullins, who took it

across Madagascar. It was then taken up

towards I,ake Victoria, in East Africa. After

possibly such instruments are used as

ornaments. A theodolite would make an

imposing brooch, and a couple of sextants a

taking pair of earrings for some savage

beauty.

I gladly acknowledge here the courteous

assistance rendered me by Mr. Coles in the

selection of the remarkable photos, that are

reproduced in this article. Consider for a

moment the accompanying illustration ; it

depicts the Akabar, or Great Caravan, which,

starting from Morocco once a year, crosses

the Sahara, and is bound for the Western

Sudan and Timbuktu. The Akabar is

usually composed of 10,000 camels, each

carrying goods valued at ^50. Observe the

THE GREAT CARAVAN CROSSING THE SAHARAâSHOWING HOW THE WOMEN ARE CARRIED.

Dr. Mullins died in Africa, the instrument

was brought home. It was then taken by

me across the mountains and untrodden

paths of Iceland for a thousand miles. Next

it was lent (as many R.G.S. instruments are)

to a person who took it within the Arctic

Circle for magnetic observations, and after

that it was again sent out to East Africa for

a year's surveying. It was later on returned

to me, and has since been constantly used in

giving instruction, for it is as perfect now as

the day it was bought."

One wonders, by the way, what becomes

of scientific instruments taken by savages

from explorers they have murdered. Quite

great fan-shaped erections on the camels'

backs. It is interesting to note that these

contain the women of each household, who

are in this way screened from vulgar observa-

tion.

In wading through the great boxes of

photos, at the Royal Geographical Society,

one envies the widely-scattered Fellows of

that body, so wonderful are the peoples they

meet and the places they visit. It is com-

monly supposed that all savages lead a lazy

life, and have nothing else to think about

but " knockin' the stuffin'" out of their

peaceable neighbours. The head-hunters of

Borneo take to collecting human heads much
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as our own leisured classes adopt slumming

âsolely as a light and interesting occu-

pation, entailing much kudos. But travel-

lers frequently come across real hard-

working people in savage lands.

Look at the two Kashmiri wood-

carriers depicted in the accompany-

ing illustration. This photo, was

presented to the Society, with others,

by Captain H. H. Deasy, who has

been recently attempting to reach

the sacred city of Lhasa, in Tibet.

Captain Deasy met these men near

Bandipura, in Kashmir. " I weighed

one load," he says, " and it turned the

scale at 24olb." No wonder the poor

fellows carry a pole to lean upon !

Hard work, we know, falls to the

lot of woman among savage races.

The next photo, shown was taken

by Dr. Holub, an Austrian, in South

Central Africa (Barotseland); and

it depicts a woman of powerful build

hoeing in the gardens. The institu-

tion of the creche being unknown in

the Barotse country, the big, comical

baby accompanies its mother, being

fastened securely on to her broad

back.

One might, indeed, go on in-

definitely reproducing photos, out

of the Society's splendid collection

â particularly as these show that

there is hardly a square mile of

the earth's surface that has not been visited

by some daring Englishman armed with

camera and gun. The next photo, illustrates

the extraordinary growth of orchids on a tree.

NATIVE WOMAN AT WORK IX GARDENâBAROTSE COUNTRY.

ILL USTRA TED INTER VIE WS.
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SHOWING HOW ORCHIDS GROW ON TREKS IN NEW GUINEA.

Those glorious exotics, we know, are parasitic

plants, but I doubt whether an actual photo,

of them in situ has ever before been repro-

duced in a popular

magazine. Ex-

perienced orchid-

hunters are sent out

to Central America,

New Guinea, and

elsewhere, by such

firms as Sander and

Co., of St. Albans;

and the adventures

of some of these

collectors would fill

many volumes with

thrilling narratives.

So dense is the

forest in many

cases that, in order

to get at the plants,

the tree itself has

to be felled; this,

of course, necessi-

tates a large and ex-

pensive retinue.

Vol. Â»iii.-19

The denseness of tropical forests, by the

way, is illustrated in an interesting manner

by the accompanying photo. Here we see

how the natives of Guadalcanar (one of the

Solomon islands) carry a pig through the

forest. They would carry in the same way a

prisoner or a wounded man. It is difficult

enough to " persuade " a pig along a London

street, but it would be absolutely impossible

to drive one through the dense undergrowth

of a tropical forest. This photo., as well as

its immediate predecessor, was presented to

the R.G.S. by Mr. C. M. Woodford, who

took them in 1886-7 m New Guinea and the

Fiji and Solomon Islands.

The Royal Geographical Society instructs

travellers in a wonderfully complete manner.

That invaluable little book, " Hints to

Travellers," issued by the Society, and used

by travellers of all nationalities, contains

information on outfit, by Mr. Douglas

Freshfield, Mr. Whymper, Sir Harry Johnston,

and others, and medical and surgical hints by

a famous Army surgeon. Some elementary

knowledge of medicine and surgery is

obviously of vital necessity to explorers. The

knowledge of the healing art possessed by

" doctors " in savage lands may be peculiar,

but it is rarely extensive. I reproduce here

a portrait of the " koodoo," or medicine

man, of a tribe in Siberia. According to

our ideas he is not the kind of practitioner

that compels one's faith and respect; but he

is far from being the most forbidding medicine

man ever encountered by travellers.

Besides Mr. Coles's lessons in observing

METHOD OF CARRYING A PIG THROUGH THE FOREST IN THE SOLOMON ISLANDS.
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" KOODOO, OR MEDICINE MAN, OF TRIBE IN SIISKR1A.

and surveying, there are other lessons given

under the Society's auspices in photo-

graphy, meteorology and climate, geology,

botany, natural history, and anthropology.

Lastly, the explorer is carefully instructed as to

the taking of "squeezes." I hasten to explain.

What is meant is wet paper " squeezes" of

monuments, inscriptions, and similar things

which cannot be bodily removed.

Dr. Hugh R. Mill, who presides at the

R.G.S. over the finest geographical library in

the world, is himself a scientist of distinction.

Like Mr. Coles, the librarian also receives

extraordinary letters from remote parts of the

world. The " flat-earth man " (and there is a

number of him) still afflicts the genial doctor,

who, however, takes no notice whatever of his

despairing argument, " Is the

eye a perfect instrument ? "

Before me as I write is a

specimen of the amazing letters

that sometimes figure in Dr.

Mill's correspondence. It is

written from Dallas, Texas :â

MY DEAR SIR,âI beg to take

the liberty of asking you to kindly

decide a controversy on the follow-

ing qucslion, which at present

agitates the mind of two of my

friends. It is :â

IS ENGLAND IN EUROPE t

Kindly answer either in affiimative

or negative, and greatly oblige,

Yours very truly,

DR. HUGH R. MILL.

(Librarian, Royal Geographical Society.)

From a Photo. b> Uaull <t Fox.

Dr. Mill's reply to this " poser" was a

masterpiece of cautious diplomacy. Asked

why, he said he suspected it was a bet.

Formerly he used to take great pains in

answering such letters ; but one day he got a

note thanking him most effusively for his

reply, and stating, incidentally, that the writer

had won a large sum of money.

" Do salmon go up Niagara ? " was another

question sent thousands of miles to the

R.G.S. ; and "Is there a town in any

part of the world called ' Trilby ' ?" was

another.

This latter, Dr. Mill tells me, was a

trade-mark caseâsomething connected with

stockings; and no geographical name

can be registered as a trade mark. Almost

needless to say, there now is a town called

"Trilby," andâequally of courseâthat town

is in one of the Western States of America.

Some of the earlier geographical works

under Dr. Mill's care contain pictures of

impossible human beings, strange and

fearsome animals, and maps of utterly non-

existent islands and continents. Written as

valuable contributions to science, these

books are extremely interesting, not to say

funny; but there are also in this marvel-

lously complete library examples of far more

modern mendacity.

ILL USTRA TED INTER VIE WS.
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pendous mountain, which

was, at length, triumphantly

proved to be located 600

miles out at sea !

As might be expected,

the Society's great collec-

tion of photographs con-

tains many interesting ones

bearing upon the religions

of various native races.

Whilst looking over these

I came upon the accom-

panying curiosity. This

strange object is a figure of

Christ, which was made by

the Indians for a chapel at

Azara, in Paraguay. The

traditional likeness is cur-

iously suggested ; notice,

too, the long robe, the

girdle, and the crown of

thorns. This latter is a

little anachronistic, for

Christ is here supposed to

be delivering the Sermon

on the Mount. The head is

of wood rudely but effec-

tively carved, and painted

with brilliant pigments.

It is a truism to remark

that no instinct is more

common to the human race

than the worship

of â something ;

even one's own

ancestors. But

perhaps the most

extraordinary

form of worship

on record is that

indicated in the

last photo, re-

produced here.

FIGURE OP CHRIST MADE BY INDIANS IN

I'ARAGUAV.

This shows a number of

bears' skulls set up for

worship by the Ainus in

the Island of Yezo. The

photo, is one of a number

taken by M. J. Revilliod

and Professor Milne, the

famous seismologist.

One parting word about

the Royal Geographical

Society. Its sphere of in-

fluence is the whole of this

planetâof which, by the

way, a goodly portion yet

remains unexplored by

civilized man. The secret

of the North Pole having

been almost definitely laid

bare by the heroic Nansen,

the R.G.S. fixes its cor-

porate eye on the Antarctic

Regions. A large part of

South America is still terra

Duelling in German Universities.

Bv AN ENGLISH STUDENT.

|EIN I.IEBER PAPA," once

wrote a German student.

" My honour has at last

been satisfied. A week ago

a 'dunimer junge' named

Schwartz stepped on my

dog's tail, and I challenged him. The fight

HIS FIRST DUEL, OR BANUAGLD HONOUR.

from a PHoto. by ]TM. Bimc, Marburg, AIL. Germany.

took place yesterday. Schwartz got a bad

slash on his left cheek, and I got two cuts,

one just under my eye, and the other on my

head. The cuts are very painful, but they

will make beautiful scars. As soon as the

bandages were on, I got photographed, and

with this letter I send you the result. You

will be proud." And when the father got

this letter, he fell over himself with joy. For

his son, the pride of his heart, had at last

fought a duel, and had received his first

scar.

This letter would appear an exaggera-

tion if it were not for the fact that many

funny things go on in the world that

some people don't know about. One

of these things is the German University

duel. Travellers in Germany often notice

the slashed faces of the men on the

street, and soon learn that the scars are

the results of duels, but it is not gene-

rally known that, amongst the students,

duelling is a custom regularly observed,

and that instead of avoiding en-

counters with the sword, they welcome

and hasten the moment when they can enter

a combat and get a scar. It is also remark-

able that, although civil duelling is forbidden

by law, the custom flourishes like a green

bay tree. Bismarck favours it, and the

German Emperor appreciates it. The Kaiser

himself is said to have once fought a duel

at Bonn, and what is good enough for the

Kaiser is excellent for the average German

student. In this may lie the reason for the

laxity in enforcing the law.

At first sight, the system of duelling now

in vogue in Germany is a little confusing ;

but, generally speaking, there are two kinds

of duels. The first kind is that alluded to

in the boy's epistle to his fatherâa duel in

which honour has to be satisfied. The

second kind is best described as a duel " by

agreement." For the sake of avoiding con-

fusion, we delay speaking of the second kind

until we have shown the nature of the first.

The modus operandi of the honour duel is

as follows. A good duellist who knows no

fear simply goes about seeking whom he may

affront. He seats himself, for instance, in a

restaurant, with his great Daneâthe fashion-

able pet dogâat his feet. By-and-by another

student wanders in, and if he, too, is looking

for a " scrap," he casually plants his foot

on the big dog's tail. This is all that is

necessary. Hot words ensue, cards are

exchanged with a great deal of politeness,

and the meeting takes place irt a secluded

spot in the woods at an early hour. It lasts
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they want more

cuts, they go off

and step on more

dogs' tails.

As fo r the

"agreement

duel," it may be

said that nearly

every German

student belongs

to a " club," as a

member of which

he is bound to

fight. This rule

accounts for

many of the

honour duels, as

a student, if he

has been in the

club a reasonable

length of time

without having a

quarrel thrust

upon him, is

finally informed

by the leader of

the club that he

must have a duel

within a certain

period. The student is then obliged to

secure a quarrel with someone, and, if he

fails in that, he sometimes selects his best

CHARGISTER, OR OFFICERS OF A V

From a Photo, by H V,'i Rtile

friend. But it is

when the club

as a whole chal-

lenges another

club to fight that

the true meaning

of the word

"agreement "

applies. The

contests are, in

reality, mere ex-

hibitions of skill,

and upon this

basis they may

be heartily com-

mended. One

club of students

merely says to

another, "We

will fight with

you now," and a

list of fixtures is

arranged. The

duels take place

every Saturday,

commencing at

seven o'clock in

winter, and half-

past six in sum-

mer. The different clubs go by different names.

There are " Corps," " Burschenschafts "

(" students' associations "), and " Verbin-

ERBINDUNG, OR STUDENTS CLUB.

Marburg AIL, Germany.
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dungs " (" leagues "), and each club usually

fights with a club of its own class and rules. A

"Corps" will not fight with a "Verbindung,"

and rarely fights with a " Burschenschaft,"

because the last-named club plays a waiting

game, and can draw back its head when a

blow is coming. For this reason, the

Burschenschaft is usually despised by the

Corps, and, it may be added, usually wins

the match. Each club, moreover, has its

own set of officers ; and to show the gay

costumes in which the officers and members

array themselves, we give two picturesâone

photograph showing three " Chargister," or

officers, of a Verbindung, and the other

showing a number of Verbindung junioisâ

cantly called " Fiichse," or " Foxes," at their

beery revels in the " Kneipe."

But these little details may be left, for

a moment, to take care of themselves. It is

the " mensur," or match, that shows German

University duelling in its most interesting,

and, I may say, silliest, form. Often on

Saturday mornings, from my study window, I

have watched the cart-load of duelling ac-

coutrements passing up the road to a suburb

of the town, and curiosity at last drew me

into the stream of students following. I

entered an hotel with the others, and im-

mediately found myself in a large hall filled

with studentsâsome seventy or eightyâin

caps of all colours. It was a gaily dressed

throng. Some of the students were drinking,

and others, upon entering the " Kneipe-

room" (where the drinking goes on), intro-

duced themselves to a sort of master of

INTERIOR OF A KNEIPE-RnoM, WHERE THE STUDENT DRINKING-BOUTS TAKE PLACE.

Frnm a J'Aolo. by H'ilA. KVOK, ilnrtinrg AIL, '/trniimy.

ceremonies, by bowing and at the same time

mentioning their names.

On the other side of the hall was a door,

labelled " Billiards," and into this I walked.

The place reeked of iodoform and beer. In

the centre of the room two chairs, about

three yards apart, with their backs to each

other, stood on a square of carpet, old and

discoloured, with here and there a splotch of

faded blood. A duel was just over, and the

sprinkled sawdust was dotted with little

ruddy pools. Two students were sitting on

the chairs as if for a shampoo, their heads

bent over basins, while young medicals in

long white aprons, with upturned shirt-

sleeves, were stitching the nasty wounds. No

anaesthetic was used, for no duellist would

be thought " weak."

While the stitching was proceeding prepara-

tions for another duehvere going on, and two

students were being strapped up in their

uniform. This encounter, " with seconds,"

was to last for twenty-five minutes. I may

add that when duellists have no quarrel with

each other, and are simply exhibiting their

skill, they fight with seconds, and a halt can be

called as soon as five blows have been struck

on each side, a momentary rest being thereby

allowed. In the duel " without seconds " no

halt can be called for twenty-five minutes,

or until blood has been drawn and a

DUELLING IN GERMAN UNIVERSITIES.
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A DUEL WITH SECONDS I THE DUELLISTS FACING KACH OTHER WITH CAl'S ON.

he drew a sleeve of wadded silk, running

from wrist to shoulder. He then put a heavy

leather pad on his right armpit, and a like

pad over his heart. Now came a heavy

fencing glove that completely covered the

hand, and after that, the arm, from wrist to

shoulder, was wrapped with strips of silk,

until the limb was quite as large as a man's

thigh. Silk is used because it protects the

arm best from cuts. After the silk was on,

the student placed a wadded silk cravat on his

throat, and a pair of heavy iron goggles on

his eyes. Next came the " pauckhosen," or

fighting-breeches, of thick padded leather.

Often, I may add, in explanation of the

costume in the duel " with seconds," the

padded trousers are not worn, not being

deemed necessary in a simple trial of skill.

Finally the student takes up the big "schlager,"

or rapier, about forty inches long, with a blunt

point and sharpened edges. The sword is

protected at the hilt by a rounded tin-plate

about ten inches in diameter, which has been

jokingly dubbed the "soup-plate of honour."

from a

SECOND STAGE OP A DUEL WITH SECONDS: CAPS OFF AND SWORDS CROSSED.
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A DUEL IN PROGRESS AT BONN I TRYING TO GET THE FIRST CUT.

When the dressing was done, there was a

delay of a few moments, during which each

duellist rested his padded arm on a comrade's

shoulder, to prevent it getting tired. Suddenly

there was a movement amongst the onlookers,

and the Master of Ceremonies entered, and

made a little speech. The fighting students

then took their places three feet from

each other, each still wearing his cap,

and standing on a cross marked on the

floor. They were compelled to stand on

this cross, and, upon pain of expulsion

from the corps, were not allowed to bend

back to avoid a blow. The umpire stood

a few feet to the side, and prepared himself

to mark the time of the duel, to give word

for the various halts, and to declare the

number of blows which drew blood. A

second now called out, " Umpire, please com-

mand silence for a fifteen minutes' 'mensur'

between Von Briesen and Boos with seconds!"

The umpire gave the command and the caps

came off. The second then cried, "Auf der

mensur ! Bindet die klingen ! " (" On with the

match. Touch blades ! ") The swords were

now crossed, and the seconds, who were stand-

ing at the left of each principal, touched the

crossed blades with their own swords, one of

the seconds calling out, " Gebunden sind ! "

(" They are joined !") The duellists now
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raised their right arms over their heads so

that the arm protected the top of the head,

the sword hanging parallel to the left side of

the face, guarding the left cheek. As soon

as both were on guard, one of the seconds

cried, " Los ! " (" Apart ! ") and the fight

began. Clash followed clash, and each tried

to strike the first blow. The fighting is all

done from the wrist, and the arm must be

kept above the head. Each man tries to

touch his adversary by reaching over the

protecting arm and striking the scalp or left

cheek, when the latter is unguarded. The

fight continued for some moments, when one

of the men began to bleed. " Umpire ! "

called one of the seconds, " please declare a

' blutigen ' on the head ! " The umpire

declared it, and a doctor ran forward to

examine the cut, which, he said, was insignifi-

cant. Then the fight went on.

In fifteen minutes it was over, and the

hospital work began. Two tired students,

streaming with blood, were bending exhausted

over the chairs. The rapiers, which had been

bent in the fight, were straightened, and

cleaned with carbolic acid, and the sponges,

water, and crooked needles, filled with

coloured silk, lying on a table near by, were

brought into use. One of the doctors was

entering up in a little book the number cf

cuts received, and the number of stitches

required to sew them up. The doctor is

the judge of a cut sufficiently dangerous to

stop a duel, and his little book is the official

record of the contest.

According to the rules of some Universities,

the nature of the offence in a contest of

honour requires a certain number of cuts.

If one man, for example, calls another a

"dummer junge," which really has a dread-

ful sound, although it simply means " silly

youth," the injured honour may be satisfied

with twenty-four cuts with the sword. The

same amount is prescribed for the injury

done by the word " infamous," which cer-

tainly does not seem a fair penalty. Some-

times one student kills another. In that

event he is advised to quit the seat of

learning. He can, however, enter another

University, but if he kills a second time, his

reputation is gone, and no University will

allow him within its doors. Often, again,

it happens that a duel brings on serious

consequences not dreamt of in the German

philosophy. In 1882, for example, at the

University of Jena, twenty-three duels took

place among the students in a single day,

and all those who had been wounded

suddenly found themselves down with blood-

poisoning. Three of the students died, and

forty-three were laid up in the hospital. It

was quickly discovered that the swords,

which had been used in the previous duels,

had not been properly cleaned.

But with all its dangers, from dirty swords

or other causes, the custom goes gaily on,

even in defiance of the law. If a local

" bobby " happens to catch wind of the duel,

A Wooden Shoe.

FROM THK FRENCH OF PH. ATDEBRAND.

N 1832, just at the end of

September, the music-lovers

of Paris were greatly disturbed

by a disquieting rumour, which

spread quickly through the

city. A newspaper announced

that Nicolo Paganini had suddenly fallen ill

at the end of one of his concerts. For a

time, the amateurs hoped that the news-

paper story was erroneous, or at least

exaggerated. But it was all too true. An

intermittent fever, common amongst artists

who overwork, attacked the great musician,

and aroused grave fears that his life was in

danger. Paganini, who was ideally slender,

seemed to live only in his art. It was feared

that his frail and nervous organization would

break down before the first attacks of an

obstinate disease.

Paganini's friends hastily called three

doctors of great reputationâthree lights of

the Paris faculty. Such is the custom.

For a long time these gentlemen examined

their patient, but could not come to any

agreement. Such is also the custom.

" It is easy to see," said one of the doctors,

" that disease has laid our Orpheus low.

This is doubtless the result of a too great

love for music. Our patient has neither

heart, thought, nor breath, except for his

violin. It is my opinion that the best

remedy is absolute rest. I am also willing

to prescribe chirken-broth and Bordeaux, on

the understanding, of course, that the wine

will be given only in small doses."

" As for me, gentlemen," said another, " I

am of the opinion that this sudden illness is

a result of the cholera, which has raged

through Paris this summer. Wine and

chicken-broth are all very well, but something

more is needed. Instead of quiet, I should

advise riding and other exhilarating exercise ;

conversation, gaiety, and intercourse in

general."

" With all due deference to such honour-

able colleagues, gentlemen, I may say that

the advice just given does not wholly con-

form to my idea," objected the third. " If

this famous musician is allowed to play even

for his own amusement, I venture to say that

he is a dead man. The present state of

things has been brought about by an even-

ing's excitement. The applause of the crowd

and the flowers thrown at his feet have

caused fever. The praise of the Press

excites him and wears him out. Paganini

began by a struggle against misery and

obscurity. He then weakened himself by

burning the midnight oil, and he is now

completely broken down by continual travel-

ling. Paganini loves to be by himself, and

my prescription takes this fact into account.

I would suggest that he settle down for the

autumn in a warm and quiet place, where

there is a large paik in the neighbourhood,

and, if possible, a woody promenade. In a

place like that he would drink in the

sweetness of autumn. ' Carpe diem' says

A WOODEN SHOE.
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are not a few public men who take great

delight in the reflection of their own glory.

The great musician was not, however, one of

these. He was most uncomfortable when

the eyes of others were fixed upon his long

and melancholy face. Let us listen to the

gossip of the drawing-room. Four or five

old women are tearing Paganini to pieces.

" Have you seen this great artist, ladies ?

He bows to no

one, he never

opens his mouth,

he never re-

mains in one

place ; he rushes

through his

soup, under the

arbour when the

sun is shining,

and takes to his

legs if he catches

sight of a looker-

on. What an old

bear he is !"

"That's on

account of his.

disease," added

another." People

say that his life-

is shadowed by

some terrible

mystery â some

mishap which

has brought on

aneurism of the

heart. The poor

man knows that

he is going to

die of it in less

than a year,

perhaps in six

months. Of

course, it gives

him the blues."

" You haven't

yet hit it," broke

in another old

cat. " Paganini

is an old hunks,

and everybody

knows it. Do you remember the concert

which M. Jules Janin got up for the

benefit of the sufferers by the Saint Etienne

flood? Paganini refused to take part because

they wanted him to play for nothing. In

this house, where he knocks round amongst

a few people, he is afraid of being forced to

observe the little courtesies which a well-bred

man never forgetsâan ice, a bouquet, a box

HE 1'KEKKUKKD TO WALK ABOUT UNDER THE THHKS.

at the opera, or a fashionable novel. He is

a perfect miser ! "

"That's so!" cried a fourth. "You

haven't stretched it a bit. When I saw him

come in, I said to myself that he would

probably never set foot in the drawing-room,

seeing that the gaming-tables are there. Fancy

this Harpagon at play ! If it were possible
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fast in the morning, she told Paganini, not

for mischief, but for the fun of the thing, the

story of the day's doings in the house. A

smile, which showed no trace of bitterness,

played round Paganini's lips and made him

look young again.

One day, Nicette came in without her

happy smile. Autumn was drawing to a

close. The leaves in the garden were already

turning yellow, and the first winds of winter,

which draw people together, began to rattle

the window - panes. The musician was

amusing himself by carving a piece of

ivory in the form of a dagger handle, and

he began to question the young girl

keenly.

" Ah ! What's the matter with you, my

child ? You don't seem very lively. Your

" Simple enough.

" WHAT S THF. MATTER WITH YOU, MY Ct

pretty eyes are red. You've been crying,

Nicette. Has something gone wrong?"

" A great deal, monsieur."

" Would it be wrong for me to ask the

reason ? "

"No, monsieur, not exactly, butâ

He turned his two magnificent eyes on the

troubled face of the maid.

" All right," he said. " I understand every-

thing. It's about a sweetheart! "

Nicette did not reply in words, but she

blushed. It was answer enough. He insisted.

"Tell me everything, my child. Perhaps

I may be able to help you."

Nicette dried her tears on the hem of her

apron.

" What has he done ? " continued the

musician. " Wait! I have heard the whole

story a hundred times in the comic operas of

Italy. After having made you a thousand

promises, he has left you, and now he never

sends you word of love."

"Ah, poor fellow ! He has left me, it is

true, but not through any fault of nis."

How so?"

He was twenty this

summer, and was

needed for the army.

He had an unlucky

number at the con-

scription ; he has gone

away, and at this mo-

ment he is mounting

guard at Lille, in Flan-

ders, with a musket

five feet long on his

shoulder. That's the

trouble, sir. You can

see that nothing can

be done." '

"But, Nicette, isn't

there some way of get-

ting a substitute ? "

It was Nicette's turn

to-smile, but her smile

was a sad one.

" You are joking,

sir," said the young

.-/ WOODEN SHOE.

and hastily wrote these words on the cover

of a note-book :â

" Remember to give a concert for the

benefit of Nicette."

A month slipped by, and winter was at

hand. We all know how quickly the bitter

wind and the drifting snow come in Paris.

Of the charming garden of the Villa

Lutoetiana nothing remained except leafless

trees, bare flower-plots, silent birds, and two

or three little marble statues which shivered

in the frost.

One November day the doctor said to

1'aganini: " My dear sir, you must not go

out into the open air till the first of March.'

" I will obey," replied the musician.

It is necessary to add that from this time

forth little was needed to bring Paganini

back to complete health. When he made

his toilet in the morning, and then looked into

the mirror, he had noticed for some time

that he was growing singularly youthful.

Although the musician was denied his

usual walk in the garden, he was happily

becoming a little less gloomy. It was

noticed that he sometimes lingered in the

drawing-room. After dinner, he would throw

himself on a red-velvet couch, and rest

there for twenty minutes, turning over the

leaves of an album of fashionable drawings,

or stirring with a little gold spoon his glass

of water, sweetened with orange-flowers. All

this naturally set the tongues of the gossips

wagging again.

Paganini let them talk. His health restored,

he could think of one thing only â the

promise made to Nicette.

" We'll see about that during the winter,"

he thought, " in January or February. A

few strokes of the bow will be enough.''

Christmas Eve was approaching. At the

anniversary of the birth of Christ, there

exists in France a custom dear to children,

which is regularly celebrated in Paris. In

the chimney corner, they put a boot or a

wooden shoeâthe latter by preference and

imagine that a spirit afterwards comes down

the chimney with hands full of sweets and

toys.

On the morning of the 24th of December,

the four busybodies of whom we have

spoken got together for a chat about this

custom, which is beginning to fall into

disuse. For such people, it is but a step

from gossip to a well-matured plot.

" For this evening, then."

" Yes, this evening is just the time."

When the evening came, Paganini, as

usual, was seated on a divan in the drawing

room, busily stirring his sweetened water,

when an unusual noise arose. Near the

entrance door, in the corridor leading to the

other rooms, was heard a babel of voices and

stamping of hob-nailed boots, loud enough to

interrupt the whist and conversation.

" What's that noise all about?" asked one

of the members of the feminine quartette.

"A mere nothing, madam," said Nicette,

who came in just at that moment. " They
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"THE nox AITEAKS TO UELONI; TO YOU."

But Paganini was so evidently perplexed

that he did not think of answering. He

kept turning and re-turning the box over on

all its sides. His sharp eyes looked as if he

were saying : " What is this box ? Where

does it come from ? " The word " Fragile"

purposely written on the cover, upset all his

conjectures.

" In truth," daringly broke in one of the

four dames, " it is evident that New Year's

gifts are arriving before their proper time."

" Yes," said a second, " that little box

must contain something valuable. Who

knows but it may be a Stradivarius, or an

Amati, perhaps ? "

"You are mistaken, my good woman,"

said the boarder with the gout; " I am well

up in the art of packing, and I stake my

reputation that it is almond-cake from the

South."

" But, my dear sir, an almond-cake is not

exactly 'fragile,'" protested the four women.

As for Paganini, impatience grew on him,

and, quickly taking hold of the wrapping-

paper with the ends of his long fingers, he

had the wrapper off in a second.

"At last," said a voice, "we are going to

have our curiosity satisfied. The box is

open. We are going to see what it is."

The voice was mistaken. As yet, they

saw nothing.

By this time, the musician had taken out

a very bulky package, containing a thick wad

of darkish paper, like that used by travellers

on long trips. The object was solidly held

together by three great lumps of red sealing-

wax.

"Well, what is it? " asked a whist-player.

"We must break the seals to find out."

Faganini did not hesitate.

But when the wrapper ,vas off, the mystery

was far from solved. After the dark paper

came a second wrapper of grey, and after

this a third one of blue.

Seeing that the thing was beginning to

prove a veritable puzzle, the spectators of this

scene began to prepare for the moment when

they might enjoy a hearty laugh.

Meanwhile, the maestro had decided to

take off the third wrapper, and, at last, in

his hand, under the eyes of twenty people,

he held an enormous wooden shoeâa shoe

of ash-wood, made in the Ardennes, or,

may be, in the Black Forest, big enough to

cover the foot of a cyclops, or to serve as a

cradle for the son of a woodcutter.

The discovery was followed by a long and

noisy burst of laughter.

A WOODEN SHOE.
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" A wooden shoe!" said the four old

women in unison, looking at one another

knowingly.

" A wooden shoe ! " repeated Nicette, in

an undertone.

" A wooden shoe!" added Paganini, in a

very confused way. "It is a bad joke which

they think very funnyâa sly dig at what they

" A WOODEN SHOE '. "

I

call my avarice. I think I know who

did it. By sending it to me on Christmas

Eve, they liken me to children who always

ask but never give. One does not need to

be very bright to see through that. Well, so

be it! They pretended that this box con-

tained something valuable. I will make it

worth so much that they shall not be deceived.

Some day this wooden shoe will be worth its

weight in gold."

When he finished speaking he got up, made

a slight bow to those around him, and went

away with the box and its contents.

For three whole days the artist did not

show himself in the drawing-room. Nicette,

questioned, maintained that he was in his

room, absorbed in a great work. His

neighbours, however, said that he was con-

tinually using a file, a saw, and a hammer.

As a matter of fact, Paganini, who was very

clever at the lute-maker's art, had in three

short days, by dint of patience and hard

work, succeeded in transforming his ash-

wood sahot into a violin sweeter and much

more harmonious than an Amati.

By means of a gimlet, he had embellished

it with a silver string,

he had scooped it

out, carved it, and

made it sonorous ;

he had given it a

soul; he had made

it a masterpiece.

The next day, a

blue poster on the

walls of the Villa

Lu toetiana a n-

nounced that in less

than three days âon

New Year's Eve, in

fact â Paganini

would give a concert

in the drawing-room.

The master would

play ten pieces, five

on the violin, and

five on a wooden

shoe. The admis-

sion was fixed at

twenty francs. In

three lines, the

musician also gave

notice that the pro-

ceeds would be

applied to a worthy

object.

Like notices had

been distributed
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a hundred strong to assist at this recitalâ

one of the most remarkable incidents in an

age prolific in eccentricities.

Chairs, benches, and a platform had been

cleverly arranged in the drawing - room.

Paganini came in smiling, looking younger

than his years, earnest in his art. He played

on his favourite violin, and a sudden intoxi-

cation seized his listeners, and transported

them to the seventh

heaven. He was a

Linus, bringing the

ancient world into

subjection by

means of melody.

To the great artist

this effect was not

uncommon, and

not wholly unfore-

seen.

" But how will

he go to work to

get the same effects

out of the wooden

shoe ? " was asked.

"Wait a mo-

ment, and you will

see," said the de-

lighted dilettantes.

"Paganini has

taught us to expect

all sorts of wonder-

ful things."

Paganini now

took the wooden

shoe, and in a

moment he trans-

formed it into one

of the subtlest and

most harmonious

instruments which

the human ear has

ever heard. Carried

away by his desire

to outdo himself,

he did not use this

novel instrument for one of those common

cantilenas which in a moment lay the soul

captive, and thrill it by a superb flight of

song; he played an entire drama, the mean-

ing of which was evident to everybody: it

was the return of a conscript. The bow

pictured the sadness of the conscript's depar-

ture, his happiness on leaving the barracks ;

then the sound of sobbing, and a sweetheart's

joy, followed by complete happiness.

Upon this, the applause was overwhelming.

The artist was called again, as at the opera,

and bouquets fell in profusion at his feet.

At a certain moment, even the four old

women who had been so little in sympathy

with the great violinist could not hide their

deep emotion

" It is very beautiful," they said.

In a corner of the room, half-hidden by a

screen, a child was sobbing from sheer joy.

It was Nicette. The conscript's symphony

had gone straight to her heart.

From Behind tJic Speakers Chair.

XXXIII.

(VIEWED BY HENRY w. LUCY.)

WORK-TIME

AT WEST-

MINSTER.

IT is probable that amongst

other results the new procedure

governing Committee of Supply

will settle the vexed question of

the time of the year through which Parliament

should sit. It has long been regarded as an

unpardonable and unnecessary anomaly that

Parliament should be condemned to hard

labour through the fairest months of the

year. Since the birth of organized obstruc-

tion in the Parliament of 1874, it has come

to pass that members of the House of

Commons have been practically debarred

from enjoying the delights of the country

when in its prime. The custom has been for

Parliament to meet the first week in February,

adjourning somewhere between the third week

in August and the last week in September.

This arrangement of Parliamentary times

'and seasons is not consecrated by the dust of

ages. It does not go even as far back as the

Georgian Era. When George III. was King,

Parliament met in November, sat till May

or June, and thus earned a recess endowed

with the warmth and light of summer

time. As we are reminded by recurrence of

the anniversary of Gunpowder Plot, the

custom of Parliament meeting for a new

Session early in November dates back

beyond Stuart times. Seven years ago, Sir

George Trevelyan made an attempt to induce

the House to return to old Conservative

customs. He moved a resolution recom-

mending that the Session should open in

November, that the House should adjourn

for brief recess at Christmas, and not sit far

into June. The proposal was negatived by

a majority of four in a House of over 350

members.

Mr. W. H. Smith, then leading the Com-

mons, was so impressed by this declaration

of opinion, that it was resolved to try the

experiment. Accordingly, in 1890, the Session

commenced on the 25th of November.

Parliament sat till the Qth of December, and

adjourned till the 2znd of January. It was

a rather long Christinas holiday, and it had

to be paid for later on, the prorogation not

being brought about till the 5th of August.

This was an arrangement fatal to a move-

ment that had commenced with such

sprightly hope. When members were brought

Vol. xiii.â21.

MR.

BALFOUR'S

PLAN.

to town in November, they were promised

that school should break up on or about

Midsummer Day. What actually happened

was that the prorogation took place about the

date which was, prior to 1874, regarded as

customary, the difference being that members

had been in harness since November instead

cf meeting in February.
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in the House of Commons. Mr. Lecky,

finding himself on his feet for the first time,

going through the dread ordeal of speaking

in the House of Commons, was

manifestly nervous. He wrung

his hands with despairing gesture;

his knees, trembling, lent the

appearance of a series of depre-

catory curtsies towards the

Chair. Soon he recovered his

self-possession, and proceeded to

the end of a wisely brief speech

delivered in a pleasant voice with

clear enunciation. He doubtless

did much better than if, foresee-

ing the opportunity, he had in

the retirement and leisure of

his study prepared a more

elaborate oration.

Another man of

"OBITER letters, not brought

DICTA." in with the present

Parliament, though

in it he has made his first distinct

bid for position as a debater, is

Mr. Augustine Birrell. The

member for West Fife un-

doubtedly prepares the good

things he distributes through his Parliamentary

speeches. But their point, and the happily

natural manner of their delivery, invest them

with the charm of the impromptu. The very

best style of Parliamentary speaking is that

illustrated by the successes of Lord Salisbury

and Lord Rosebery, where the

gift of public speaking is founded

upon literary gift and literary

training. Mr. Birrell has the com-

bination of these good things.

When, as in his case, there

is added a strong savour of

sprightly, occasionally audacious,

humour, success is assured far

beyond the measure that awaits

the weightier and more distin-

guished historian of " England

in the Eighteenth Century."

One of the most

elaborate and, by

the public, least

used underground

avenues in the Metropolis con-

nects Palace Yard with the Em-

bankment. It is probable that

of the hundreds of thousands of

persons who cross Westminster

Bridge in the course of twenty-four hours, not

a dozen are aware of the existence of this

subterranean thoroughfare. As a matter of

MR. LECKY S MAIDEN EFFORT.

SUBTER-

RANEAN IN-

FLUENCES.

MR. AUGUSTINE FlIKi.l I I

"OBITER DICTA."

fact, it is reserved exclusively for members

and others proceeding to and from the

House of Commons. It is open only whilst

J-ROM BEHIND THE SPEAKER'S CHAIR.

is record of the crushing and trampling to

death of a number of people crowding it

when Queen Elizabeth, at the head of a

cavalcade of her nobles, rode to Westminster

to open Parliament in person. To-day the

broadened thoroughfare of Parliament Street

is not wide enough to hold the throng that

gathers on the rare occasions when the

Sovereign opens Parliament.

Soon it will be further widened by addition

of the back street in which Edmund Spenser

died for lack of bread. It was in a room of a

house in King Street that the author of

" Paradise Lost " received the tardy charity of

twenty pieces of silver sent him by Lord

Essex. He returned it with bitterly courteous

expression of regret that he had " no time to

spend them."

Mr. Loder discovers in the con-

A NEW templated improvement of Parlia-

PROPOSAL. ment Street an opportunity of

adding to the comfort and con-

venience of Ministers and officials. He

suggests that from somewhere in the neigh-

bourhood of Downing Street a subway may

start, landing in Palace Yard. As the money in

this instance would be forthcoming not from

the purse of a railway company, but from

the coffers of the State, it is not probable

the scheme will meet with the warm

approval bestowed upon the passage under

Bridge Street. Moreover, objection may

reasonably be taken on behalf of the Man

in the Street. During Mr. Gladstone's

Premiership it was the daily delight of a

crowd lining Downing Street, and of another

clustered opposite the gates of Palace Yard,

to await the coming of the veteran states-

man. Had he, enticed by the privacy and

shelter of the subway, gone underground,

much innocent pleasure and excitement

would have been lost. Nor would the

public to-day willingly let die the oppor-

tunity of seeing Mr. Arthur Balfour, with

long, swinging stride, and a pleasant smile

on his still boyish face, pass daily through

the Session on his way to the House of

Commons.

PARVENU *n t'ie PUD''sned letters of the

PFFRS v 'ate Archbishop Magee there are

P\RII\' severa' indications, scratched by

MENT a rutn'essly sharp pen, of the

heartburning that underlies the

ordinary placid appearance of the House of

Lords. " I am thoroughly sick of episcopal

life in Parliament," moans Dr. Magee, after

he had sat in it for ten years as Bishop of

Peterborough. " We are hated by the Peers

as a set of parvenus whom they would gladly

DEBATE IN

LORDS AND

COMMONS.

rid themselves of if they dare, and only

allowed on sufferance to speak now and then

on Church questions after a timid and

respectful sort."

Dr. Magee addressing any body of his

fellow-creatures in timid and respectful atti-

tude does not immediately jump with con-
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part in the de-

bate. He was,

accordingly, at

some pains to

prepare a

speech pre-

sumably full of

good things.

Inquiring

where he was

to come in, he

was quietly told

that he would

not be wanted.

"So."he says,

with a twinkle

in his eye and a richer note in his brogue,

"I'm saving this speech up for the next

Irish I^and Bill a Conservative Government

will bring in."

It seems natural enough that a

clergyman, albeit an archbishop,

projected into the political arena,

should be possessed with that

feeling of chilliness in the atmosphere of the

House of Lords which Dr. Magee indicates

in the passage quoted. But it affects even

lawyers. A short time before his death the

first Lord Coleridge, talking to me about the

AT THE

ADMIRALTY.

LORD MORRIS.

CHEERFUL

SIMILE.

THE LATE LORD COLERIDGE.

House of Lords, said : " I have had my

seat there now for more than a dozen years.

But when at this day I rise to speak I have

something of the feeling that chilled me

at my first essay. Making a set speech

in the House of Lords is like getting up

in a churchyard and addressing the tomb-

stones."

The prospect of Lord Charles

Â°T -rÂ»V Beresford returning to the House

of Commons, a happy event not

likely to be long deferred, flutters

the Admiralty with pleased anticipation. As

seen from Whitehall, it is doubtful whether

Lord Charles, being in Parliament, is better

in office or out of it. Out of it he is always

cruising round, continually threatening to

run down the First Lords' frigate with his

saucy gunboat. In office he is not any

more tractable.

He tells a charming story of what happened

to him " when I was at the Admiralty."

"One morning," Lord Charles says, "a

clerk came in with a wet quill pen, and said :

' Good-morning. Will you sign the Estimates

of the year?' I said: 'What!' He said:

'Will you sign the Estimates for the year?'

I said: ' My good man, I have not seen

them.' ' Oh, well,' he said, shoving a little

astern, ' the other Lords have signed them.

It will be very in-

convenient if you

don't.' ' I'm very

fROM BEHIND THE SPEAKERS CHAIR.
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embody in a Standing Order. It is aimed

against the practice of a few recalcitrant

members insisting upon dividing when their

chances of prevailing in the lobby are

ludicrously hopeless. A division taken in

ordinary circumstances with a full House

and only a moderate majority occupies a

minimum of ten minutes. If the minority

is exceptionally small and the House is full

when the division bell rings, the time taken

is longer, since a larger crowd of members

throng one lobby.

This is an opportunity not lost upon

obstructionists, who when they tire of talking

have only to challenge a division, which

secures for them a little wholesome exercise,

combined with a waste of ten minutes of

public time.

Mr. (ledge proposes that the Speaker, or

if the House is in Committee the Chairman,

may, after putting the question a second time

and finding his opinion challenged, call for a

show of hands. He may thereupon declare

whether the " ayes " or " noes " have it, his

decision to be final. In order to gratify the

desire of members to see their names in the

division list, Mr. Gedge further proposes that

members may write their names, with the

word " aye " or " no," on a card provided for

the purpose, and deposit it in a box, the

votes so signified to be printed in the division

list.

There is already in existence a

FORE- Standing Order designed to effect

STALLED, the purpose Mr. Gedge has at

heart. In accordance with it,

the Speaker, or Chairman of Committees,

regarding a division as frivolously claimed,

may direct those clamouring for it to stand

up in their places. The Committee clerks

are summoned ; the names of members on

their feet are ticked off, and are printed with

the votes on the following day.

This is an excellent rule, calculated to

save time and to rebuke petulant obstruction.

It is, however, very rarely invoked. Since it

was added to the Order Book, successive

Speakers and Chairmen of Committees have

declined habitually to use it. They think it

better to waste ten minutes of public time

than to incur the reproach of limiting

the freedom of duly elected members to

take a division.

Once last Session Mr. Weir suc-

FRIVOLOUS ceeded in provoking the Chair-

DIVISIONS. man of Committees to put in

force the Standing Order. In

Committee of Supply he, lamenting the slack

attendance of Her Majesty's ships in the

neighbourhood of the Hebrides, moved to

reduce Mr. Goschen's salary by the sum of

,Â£1,500. The Chairman, putting the question,

declared the " noes" had it. Mr. Weir

insisted on the contrary, and claimed a

division. Thereupon, the Chairman directed

the "ayes" to stand up. Nine members,

including Mr. Caldwell and Dr. Tanner,

supported Mr. Weir.
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voice issuing from below the fringe said,

" Mr. Speaker ! " But the owner was per-

sistently ignored.

Wearied by reiterated effort and con-

tinual disappointment, he went out about the

dinner hour to get some refreshment. He

was back early in fresh quest of opportunity.

But.even in the more favourable circumstances

of lessened attendance and reduced com-

petition, he did not get his chance. New

members have a prescriptive right to prece-

dence over all but the giants of debate. On

this occasion new members seemed, with

one accord, to have agreed to seize the

opportunity.

It was eleven o'clock before the member

above the gangway was called upon, by

which time, partly owing to the heat of

the atmosphere, partly to extreme mental

perturbation, his hair was almost entirely out

of curl. But the attention was well meant,

and was much appreciated by members who

in the course of the evening possessed them-

selves of the secret.

It was another new member,

A NEW fresh from Ireland, who, in the

WORD, heat of oratory, flashed forth a

new and delightfully expressive

word. Mr. Gerald Bal-

four had declined to

assent to one of the

many proposals formu-

lated by rival factions

below the gangway op-

posite.

'' Sir," said Mr. Mur-

naghan, fixing the

Minister with flaming

eye, " I can tell the

Chief Secretary that his

message will be received

in Ireland with constir-

A friendly

A FEARFUL reader of

WARNING, these discur-

sive pages

sends me, as a token of

his esteem, a rare pam-

phlet whose well-thumbed condition testifies

to the interest it has excited. " A Short

History of Prime Ministers in Great Britain "

is its title, the imprint showing that it was

" done by H. Haines, at Mr. Francklin's,

in Russell Street, Covent Garden, 1733."

The history, much condensed, is designed

to show how fatal for a nation's welfare is the

delegation of kingly rule to the hands of a

" GERALD.

single man. The anonymous writer goes

as far back as the time of William the Con-

queror with his favourite Minister, Odo,

Bishop of Bayeux, and passing through

succeeding reigns, shows how A'Beckett,

Hubert de Burgh, Mortimer, Somerset,

Buckingham, and others placed in supreme

power by the personal affection of the

Sovereign, brought their country to the

verge of ruin.

Bv GRANT ALLEN.

EY," my brother-in-law said

next spring, " I'm sick and

tired of London ! Let's

shoulder our wallets at once,

and I will to some distant

land, where no man doth

me know."

" Mars or Mercury ? " I inquired ; " for,

in our own particular planet, I'm afraid you'll

find it just a trifle difficult for Sir Charles

Vandrift to hide his light under a bushel."

" Oh, I'll manage it," Charles answered.

"What's the good of being a millionaire, I

should like to know, if you're always obliged

to ' behave as sich' ? I shall travel incog.

I'm dog-tired of being dogged by these

endless impostors."

And, indeed, we had passed through a

most painful winter. Colonel Clay had

stopped away for some months, it is true, and

for my own part, I will confess, since it

wasn't my place to pay the piper, I rather

missed the wonted excitement than other-

wise. But Charles had grown horribly and

morbidly suspicious. He carried out his

principle of " distrusting everybody and dis-

believing everything," till life was a burden to

him. He spotted impossible Colonel Clays

under a thousand disguises ; he was quite

convinced he had frightened his enemy

away at least a dozen times over, beneath

the varying garb of a fat club waiter,

a tall policeman, a washerwoman's boy,

a solicitor's clerk, the Bank of England

beadle, and the collector of water-rates. He

saw him as constantly, and in as changeful

forms, as mediaeval saints used to see the

devil. Amelia and I really began to fear for

the stability of that splendid intellect; we

foresaw that unless the Colonel Clay nuisance

could be abated somehow, Charles might

sink by degrees to the mental level of a

common or ordinary Stock-Exchange plunger.

So, when my brother-in-law announced his

intention of going away incog, to parts

unknown, on the succeeding Saturday, Amelia

and I felt a flush of relief from long-continued

tension. Especially Ameliaâwho was not

going with him.

" For rest and quiet," he said to us at

breakfast, laying down the Morning Post,

" give me the deck of an Atlantic liner ! No

letters ; no telegrams. No stocks ; no shares.

No Times ; no Saturday. I'm sick of these

papers '"

"The World is too much with us," I

assented, cheerfully. I regret to say, nobody

appreciated the point of my quotation.

Charles took infinite pains, I must admit,

to insure perfect secrecy. He made me

write and secure the best state-roomsâmain

deck, amidships â under my own name,

without mentioning his, in the E/ruria, for

New York, on her very next voyage. He

spoke of his destination to nobody but

Amelia ; and Amelia warned Ce'sarine, under

pains and penalties, on no account to betray

it to the other servants. Further to secure

his incog., Charles assumed the style and
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Street. Finglemore, the senior partner,

hastened, of course, to receive us. As we

entered his private room, a good-looking

young man rose and lounged out. " Halloa,

Finglemore," Charles said, "that's that scamp

of a brother of yours! I thought you had

shipped him off years and

years ago to China ? "

" So I did, Sir Charles,"

Finglemore answered,

rubbing his hands some-

what nervously. " But he

never went there. Being

an idle young dog, with a

taste for amusement, he

got for the time no

farther than Paris. Since

then, he's hung about a

bit, here, there, and every-

where, and done no par-

ticular good for himself

or his family. But about

three or four years ago he

somehow ' struck ile ': he

went to South Africa,

poaching on your pre-

serves ; and now he's back

againârich, married, and

respectable. His wife, a

nice little woman, has re-

formed him.âWell, what

can I do for you this

morning ? "

Charles has large

interests in America, in

Santa Fe and Topekas,

and other big concerns;

and he insisted on taking out several docu-

ments and vouchers connected in various

ways with his widespread ventures there.

He meant to go, he said, for complete rest

and change, on a general tour of private

inquiryâNew York, Chicago, Colorado, the

mining districts. It was a millionaire's

holiday. So he took all these valuables in a

black japanned dispatch-box, which he

guarded like a child with absurd precautions.

He never allowed that box out of his sight

one moment ; and he gave me no peace as

to its safety and integrity. It was a perfect

fetish. " We must be cautious," he said,

" Sey, cautious ! Especially in travelling.

Recollect how that little curate spirited the

diamonds out of Amelia's jewel-case! I

shall not let this box out of my sight. I

shall stick to it myself, if we go to the

bottom."

We did not go to the bottom. It is the

proud boast of the Cunard Company that it

FINGLEMORE'S BKOTHER."

has " never lost a passenger's life " ; and the

captain would not consent to send the

Etruria to Davy Jones's locker, merely in

order to give Charles a chance of sticking to

his dispatch-box under trying circumstances.

On the contrary, we had a delightful and

uneventful passage ; and

we found our fellow-pas-
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Mrs. Quackenboss, it turned out, was an

amateur artist, and she painted Sir Charles,

on calm days on deck, in all possible attitudes.

She seemed to find him a most attractive

model.

The doctor, too, was a precious clever

fellow. He knew something of chemistry

âand of most other subjects, including, as I

gathered, the human character. For he

talked to Charles about various ideas of his,

with which he wished to " liven up folks in

Kentucky a bit "on his return, till Charles

conceived the highest possible regard for his

intelligence and enterprise. "That's a go-

ahead fellow, Sey !" he remarked to me one

day. " Has the right sort- of grit in him !

These Americans are the men. Wish I had

a round hundred of them on my works in

South Africa ! "

That idea seemed to grow upon him. He

was immensely taken with it. He had lately

dismissed one of his chief superintendents

at the Cloetedorp mine, and he seriously

debated whether or not he should offer

the post to the smart Kentuckian. For my

own part, I am inclined to connect this fact

with his expressed determination to visit his

South African undertakings for three months

yearly in future; and I am driven to suspect

he felt life at Cloetedorp would be rendered

much more tolerable by the agreeable

society of a quaint and amusing American

lady.

" If you offer it to him," I said, " remember,

you must disclose your personality."

" Not at all," Charles answered. " I can

keep it dark for the present, till all is arranged

for. I need only say I have interests in

South Africa."

So, one morning on deck, as we were

approaching the Banks, he broached his

scherre gently to the doctor and Mrs.

Quackenboss. He remarked that he was

connected with one of the biggest financial

concerns in the Southern hemisphere; and

that he would pay Elihu fifteen hundred a

year to represent him at the diggings.

" What, dollars ? '' the lady said, smiling and

accentuating the tip-tilted nose a little more.

" Oh, Mr. Porter, it ain't good enough ! "

" No, pounds, my dear madam," Charles

responded. " Pounds sterling, you know.

In United States currency, seven thousand

five hundred."

" I guess Elihu would just jump at it,"

Mrs. Quackenboss replied, looking at him

quizzically.

The doctor laughed. " You make a good

bid, sir," he said, in his slow American way,

emphasizing all the most unimportant words :

" But you overlook one element. I am a

man of science, not a speculator. I have

trained myself for medical work, at con-

siderable cost, in the best schools of Europe,

and I do not propose to fling away the results

of much arduous labour by throwing myself

out elastically into a new line of work for

which my faculties may not perhaps equally
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iterated his belief in the unfitness of mid-

stream as an ideal place for swopping horses.

The more he declined, and the better he

talked, the more eager Charles became each

day to secure him. And, as if on purpose

to draw him on, the doctor each day gave

more and more surprising proofs of his prac-

tical abilities. "I am not a specialist," he

said. " I just ketch the drift, appropriate

the kernel, and let the rest slide."

He could do anything, it really seemed, from

shoeing a mule to conducting a camp-meet-

ing; he was a capital chemist, a very sound

surgeon, a fair judge of horseflesh, a first-

class euchre player, and a pleasing baritone.

When occasion demanded, he could occupy

a pulpit. He had invented a corkscrew,

which brought him in a small revenue ; and

he was now engaged in the translation of a

Polish work, on the "Application of Hydro-

cyanic Acid to the Cure of I^eprosy."

Still, we reached New York without having

got any nearer our goal, as regarded Dr.

Quackenboss. He came to bid us good-bye

at the quay, with that sphinx-like smile still

playing upon his features. Charles clutched

the dispatch-box with one hand, and Mrs.

Quackenboss's little palm with the other.

"Don't tell us," he said, "this is good-bye

âfor ever ! " And his voice quite faltered.

" I guess so, Mr. Porter," the pretty

American replied, with a telling glance.

"What hotel do you patroni/e?"

" The Murray Hill," Charles responded.

" Oh, my, ain't that odd ? " Mrs. Quacken-

boss echoed. "The Murray Hill! Why,

that's just where we're going, too, Elihu !"

The upshot of which was that Charles

persuaded them, before returning to Kentucky,

to diverge for a few days with us to Lake

George and I.ake Champlain, where he

hoped to over-persuade the recalcitrant

doctor.

To I^ake George therefore we went, and

stopped at the excellent hotel at the terminus

of the railway. We spent a good deal of our

time on the light little steamers that ply

between that point and the road to Ticon-

deroga. Somehow, the mountains mirrored

in the deep green water reminded me of

Lucerne; and Lucerne reminded me of the

little curate. l''or the first time since we left

England, a vague terror seized me. Could

Elihu Quackenboss be Colonel Clay again,

still dogging our steps through the opposite

continent ?

I could not help mentioning my suspicion

to Charlesâwho, strange to say, pooh-poohed

it. He had been paying great court to Mrs.

Quackenboss that day, and was absurdly

elated because the little American had rapped

his knuckles with her fan and called him " a

real silly."

Next day, however, an odd thing occurred.

We strolled out together, all four of us, along

the banks of the lake, among woods just

carpeted with strange, triangular flowersâ

trilliums, Mrs. Quackenboss called themâ

and lined with delicate ferns in the first green
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"HE SEIZED THE DOCTOK'S HAIR."

ations of a certain Colonel Clay, a machia-

vellian rogue, who had hounded him relent-

lessly round the capitals of Europe. He

described in graphic detail how the impostor

got himself up with wigs and wax, so as to

deceive even those who knew him intimately:

and then, he threw himself on Dr. Quacken-

boss's mercy, as a man who had been cruelly

taken in so often that he could not help

suspecting the best of men falsely. Mrs.

Quackenboss admitted it was natural to have

suspicions â " Especially," she said, with

candour, "as you're not the first to observe

the notable way Elihu's hair seems to originate

from his forehead," and she pulled it up to

show us. But Elihu himself sulked on in the

dumps : his dignity was offended. " Jf you

wanted to know," he said, " you might as well

have asked me. Assault and battery is not

the right way to test whether a citizen's hair

is primitive or acquired."

" It was an impulse," Charles pleaded ;

" an instinctive impulse ! "

" Civilized man restrains his impulses," the

doctor answered. " You have lived too long

in South Africa, Mr. PorterâI mean, Sir

Charles Vandrift, if that's the right way to

address such a gentleman. You appear to

have imbibed the habits and manners of the

Kaffirs you lived among."

For the next two days, I will really admit,

Charles seemed more wretched than I could

believe it possible for him to be on some-

body else's account. He positively grovelled.

The fact was, he saw he had hurt Dr.

Quackenboss's feelings, andâmuch to my

surpriseâhe seemed truly grieved at it. If

the doctor would have accepted a thousand

pounds down to shake hands at once and for-

get the incidentâin my opinion Charles would

have gladly paid it. Indeed, he said as

much in other words to the pretty American

âfor he could not insult her by offering her

money. Mrs. Quackenboss did her best to

make it up, for she was a kindly little crea-

ture, in spite of her roguishness ; but Elihu

stood aloof. Charles urged him still to go

out to South Africa, increasing his bait to

two thousand a year; yet the doctor

was immovable. "No, no," he said;

" I had half decided to accept your offerâ

//'// that unfortunate impulse; but that

settled the question. As an American

citizen, I decline to become the representative

of a. British nobleman who takes such means

of investigating questions which affect the

hair and happiness 0/"his fellow-creatures."

I don't know whether Charles was most

disappointed at missing the chance of so

clever a superintendent for the mine at

Cloetedorp, or elated at the novel description

of himself as " a British nobleman." Which

is not precisely our English idea of a colonial

knighthood.

Three days later, accordingly, the Quacken-

bosses left the Lakeside Hotel. We were

bound on an expedition up the lake ourselves,
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completes! of American travelling-dresses.

Charles held her hand affectionately. "I'm

sorry it's good-bye," he said. " I have done

my best to secure your husband."

"You couldn't have tried harder than I

did," the little woman answered, and the tip-

tilted nose looked quite pathetic ; " for I just

we had found the cigarette-case, and returned

to the sitting-roomâlo, and behold ! the

dispatch-box was missing! Charles ques-

tioned the servants, but none of them had

noticed it. He searched round the roomâ

not a trace of it anywhere.

" Why, I laid it down here just two

THE PRETTY LITTLE WOMAN BUKST IN.

hate to be buried right down there in Ken-

tucky ! However, Elihu is the sort of man

a woman can neither drive nor lead; so

we've got to put up with him." And she

smiled upon us sweetly, and disappeared

for ever.

Charles was disconsolate all that day.

Next morning he rose, and announced his

intention of setting out for the West on his

tour of inspection. He would recreate by

revelling in Colorado silver lodes.

We packed our own portmanteaus, for

Charles had not brought even Simpson with

him, and then \ve prepared to set out by the

morning train for Saratoga.

Up till almost the last moment Charles

nursed his dispatch - box. But as the

" baggage-Smashers" were taking down our â¢

luggage, and a chambermaid was lounging

officiously about in search of a tip, he .laid it

down ' for a1 second or two on the centre

table while he collected his other immediate

impedimenta, He couldn't find his cigarette-

case, and went back to the bedroom for it.

I helped him hunt, but it had disappeared

mysteriously. That moment lost him. When

minutes ago!" he cried. But it was not

forthcoming.

"It'll turn up in time," I said. "Every-

thing turns up in the endâincluding Mrs.

Quackenboss's nose."

" Seymour," said my brother-in-law, " your

hilarity is inopportune."

To say the truth, Charles was beside himself

with anger. He took the elevator down to the

" Bureau," as they call it, and complained to

the manager. The manager, a sharp-faced

New Yorker, smiled as he remarked in a

nonchalant way that guests with valuables

were required to leave them in charge of the

management, in which case they were locked

up in the safe and duly returned to the

depositor on leaving. Charles declared some-

what excitedly that he had been robbed, and

demanded that nobody should be allowed to

leave the hotel till the dispatch-box was

recovered. The manager, quite cool, and

obtrusively picking his teeth, responded that

such tactics might be possible in an hotel of

the European size, putting up a couple of

hundred guests or so ; but that an American

house, with over a thousand visitorsâmany
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of whom came and went dailyâcould not

undertake such a quixotic quest on behalf of

a single foreign complainant.

That epithet, "foreign," stung Charles to

the quick. No Englishman can admit that

he is anywhere a foreigner. " Do you know

who I am, sir ?" he asked, angrily. " I

am Sir Charles Vandtift, of Londonâa

member of the English Parliament.'"

" You may be the Prince of Wales," the

man answered, "for all I care. You'll get

the same treatment as anyone else, in

America. But if you're Sir Charles Vandrift,"

he went on, examining his books, " how does

it come you've registered as Mr. Peter

Porter?"

Charles grew red with embarrassment. The

difficulty deepened.

The dispatch-box, always covered with a

leather case, bore on its inner lid the name

" Sir Charles Vandrift, K.C.M.G.," distinctly

painted in the orthodox white letters. This

was a painful contretemps; he had lost his

precious documents; he had given a false

name; and he had rendered the manager

supremely careless whether or not he recovered

as to whether they had seen his dispatch-box.

Most of the visitors resented the question as

a personal imputation ; one fiery Virginian,

indeed, wanted to settle the point then and

there with a six-shooter. Charles telegraphed

to New York to prevent the shares and

coupons from being negotiated; but his

brokers telegraphed back that, though they

had stopped the numbers as. far as possible,

they did so with reluctance, as they were not

aware of Sir Charles Vandrift being now in

the country. Charles declared he wouldn't

leave the hotel till he recovered his property ;

and for myself, I was inclined to suppose we

would have to remain there accordingly for

the term of our natural livesâand longer.

That night again we spent at the Lakeside

Hotel. In the small hours of the morning,

as I lay awake and meditated, a thought

broke across me. I was so excited by it

that I rose and rushed into my brother-in-

law's bedroom. " Charles, Charles! " I

exclaimed, " we have taken too much for

granted once more. Perhaps Elihu Quacken-

boss carried off your dispatch-box ! "

" You fool," Charles answered, in his most
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his stolen property. Indeed, seeing he had

registered as Porter, and now " claimed " as

Vandrift. the manager hinted in pretty plain

language he very much doubted whether

there had ever been a dispatch-box in the

matter at all, or whether, if there were

one, it had ever contained any valuable

documents.

We spent a wretched morning. Charles

went round the hotel, questioning everybody

unamiable manner (he applies that word to

me with increasing frequency-);Â» " is that

what you've waked me up for? Why, the

Quackenbosses left I^ake George on Tuesday

morning, and I had the dispatch-box in my

own hands on Wednesday."
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answered. " But I confess I don't think it

was worth waking me up for. I could stake

my life on that little woman's integrity."

We did inquire next morningâwith this

curious result: it turned out that, though the

Quackenbosses had left the Lakeside Hotel

on Tuesday, it was only for the neighbouring

Washington House, which they quitted on

Wednesday morning, taking the same train

for Saratoga which Charles and I had

intended to go by. Mrs. Quackenboss carried

a small brown paper parcel in her handsâin

which, under the circumstances, we had little

difficulty in recognising Charles's dispatch-

box, loosely enveloped.

Then 1 knew how it was done. The

chambermaid, loitering about the room for a

tip, wasâMrs. Quackenboss ! It needed but

an apron to transform her pretty travelling-

dress into a chambermaid's costume; and in

any of those huge American hotels, one

chambermaid more or less would pass in the

crowd without fear of challenge.

" We will follow them on to Saratoga,"

Charles cried. " Pay the bill at once,

Seymour."

" Certainly," I answered. " Will you give

me some money ? "

Charles clapped his hand to his pockets.

" All, all in the dispatch-box!" he mur-

mured.

That tied us up another day, till we could

get some ready cash from our agents in New

York; for the manager, already most

suspicious at the change of name and the

accusation of theft, peremptorily refused to

accept Charles's cheque, or anything else, as

he phrased it, except " hard money." So we

lingered on perforce at Lake George, in

ignoble inaction.

" Of course," I observed to my brother-in-

law that evening, " Elihu Ouackenboss was

Colonel Clay."

" I suppose so," Charles murmured,

resignedly. " Everybody I meet seerns to

be Colonel Clay nowadaysâexcept when I

believe they are, in which case they turn out

to be harmless nobodies. But who would

have thought it was he, after I pulled his

hair out ? Or after he persisted in his trick,

even when I suspected himâwhich, he told

us at Seldon, was against his first principles ? "

A light dawned upon me again. But,

warned by previous ebullitions, I expressed

myself this time with becoming timidity.

" Charles," I suggested, " may we not here

again have been the slaves of a preconcep-

tion ? We thought Forbes - (iaskell was

Colonel Clayâfor no better reason than

because he wore a wig. We thought Elihu

Quackenboss wasn't Colonel Clayâfor no

better reason than because he didn't wear

one. But how do we know he ever wears

wigs ? Isn't it possible, after all, that those

hints he gave us about make-up, when he

was Medhurst the detective, were fr-amed on

purpose so as to mislead and deceive us ?

And isn't it possible what he said of his

methods at the Seamew's Island that day was
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over on the Etruria with you, intending, as

usual, to make something out of you. We

followed you to I-ake Georgeâfor I had

' forced a card,' after my habitual plan, by

inducing you to invite us, with the fixed

intention of playing a particular trick upon

you. It formed no part of our original game

to steal your dispatch-box ; that I consider a

simple and elementary trick unworthy the skill

of a practised operator. We persisted in the

preparations for our^coufl, till you pulled my

hair out. Then, to my great surprise, I saw

you exhibited a degree of regret and genuine

compunction with which, till that moment,

I could never have credited you. You thought

you had hurt my feelings ; and you behaved

more like a gentle-

man than I had

previously known

you to do. You

not only apologized,

but you also endea-

voured voluntarily

to make reparation.

That produced an

effect upon me. You

may not believe it,

but I desisted

accordingly from

the trick I had pre-

pared for you.

" I might also

have accepted your

offer to go to South

Africa ; where I

could soon have

cleared out, having

embezzled thousands. But, then, I should

have been in a position of trust and responsi-

bilityâand I am not quite rogue enough to

rob you under those conditions.

"Whatever else I am, however, I am not

a hypocrite. I do not pretend to be any-

thing more than a common swindler. If I

return you your papers intact, it is only on

the same principle as that of the Australian

bushranger, who made a lady a present of

her own watch, because she had sung to him

and reminded him of England. In other

words, he did not take it from her. In like

manner, when I found you had behaved, for

once, like a gentleman, contrary to my

expectation, I declined to go on with the

trick I then meditated. Which does not

mean to say I may not hereafter play you

some other. That will depend upon your

future good behaviour.

" Why, then, did I get White Heather to

purloin your dispatch-box, with intent to

return it ? Out of pure lightness of heart ?

Not so ; but in order to let you see I really

meant it. If I had gone off with no swag,

and then written you this letter, you would

not have believed me. You would have

thought it was merely another of my failures

But when I have actually got all your papers

into my hands, and give them up again of

my own free will, you must see that I mean it.

A Living Idol.

BY FRAMLEY STEELCROFT.

[Illustrations from Photos, by George Newnes, Limited.]

HE picturesque figure depicted

on this page is none other

than Bava Luchman Dass,

a Punjabi, and a Brahmin of

the highest casteâas, indeed,

anyone may judge for himself

smear of reddish - brown paint

eyes. And Bava's history is

from the

between the

as picturesque as his personality.

NO. z.âBAVA I.VCHMAN DASS, THE LIVING IDOt

When he was but four or five years

old, the great mutiny convulsed the

Peninsula from the Himalayas to Cape

Comorin. Consequently Bava's parents

suffered. " They were in a starving

condition," to quote the words of the

interpreter ; and they sold their child

to the mysterious priests that inhabit

the Black Caves of Central India. The

purchase price is not known.

From this time forward young Bava was

cut out, nolens volens, for a Yoga. Now, the

requisite training is peculiar and severe, but

then there is a glorious aftermath of power,

and free living, and ineffable laziness. One

has to start early in life for this kind of

thing, as Bava did. He was at it forty

years before he received his diploma; which

is the paint-mark aforesaid. A Brahmin

Yoga, or priest, is able to throw himself at will

into various postures, in imitation of certain

idols. When he has attained absolute

proficiency in this difficult art, he may con-

sider himself provided with a calling which is

at once holy and sufficient for all things.

For the fully qualified Yoga needs neither

scrip, nor staff, nor purse, nor wallet in the

journey through life. He just strikes an

impressive attitude at the street corners, and

then money and hospitality are showered

upon him in embarrassing abundance. Those

upon whom he quarters himself think they

are honoured indeed ; and the rich merchants

vie with one another in offering him presents

and money. Literally, they idolize the Yoga.

Be it observed that Bava is straight-limbed

as a Greek athleteâeven if he hasn't the
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NO. 3.

physique. It is important to remember that

not a single bone of his body is, or ever has

been, broken.

No. 2 photo, shows the Yoga in his cus-

tomary attitude of supplication at the street

corners âawaiting worshippers, in fact. His

complicated arms are supposed to be calling

down all manner of blessings. For himself

he has no need to pray, being already a deity.

He is merely awaiting hiy call to the Brahmin

Nirvana, supported meanwhile by the offerings

of the faithful. It should be understood that

the Yoga's posturing forms no sort of enter-

tainment. His worshippers do, all the

entertaining, which usually takes the sub-

stantial form of free rations, the best room in

the house, and liberal offerings of a miscel-

laneous kind. Not the least interesting or

momentous episode in the Yoga's chequered

career was his meeting with a certain rich

Bombay merchant. They met at the Holy City

of Benares, where Bava was reaping a grand

harvest. It occurred to the merchant that,

if the English people could not be induced

to idolize the Yoga, they might at least pay

handsomely to see him go through his forty-

eight postures. 'Twas a brilliant notion;

Vol. xiii. 23

but would that high caste Brahmin cross

the kala pani, or black water of the ocean

separating India from the West, and mix with

unclean barbarians ?

Alas ! he would ; it was merely a question

of vulgar Â£, s. d.Â« By a series of wonderful

events, more startling than the magic of a

Hindu sorcerer, the Yoga found himself

translated from the mysterious Black Caves

of Central India to a side - show at the

Westminster Aquarium. Aye, and from there

to the photographic studio of THE STRAND

MAGAZINE. The third posture is a peculiar

oneâposture and motion combined, in fact,

for the Yoga moves rythmically up and down

on his left knee-joint. Bava Luchman Dass

is no showman himself; he is too sad-eyed

and serious for that blatant calling. But,

then, consider the circumstances; why, the

only analogy I can think of is Dr. Parker

footing it on the slack wire at the Empire.

The applause of multitudes is thrown away

on our living god. One amiable gentleman

who saw the third photo, taken compared the

Yoga's posture to a broken umbrella ! And

yet the human idol made no sign. Possibly

he was praying for the irreverent scoffer.

In a serious article like this it is out of

NO. 4.
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place to record much of the flippant talk of

mere idle spectators. Whilst the Yoga was

posing for No. 4, on one occasion,a Cockney

was heard to exclaim that "it was a fine

mode of pedomotion for a man cursed with

corns." Others made bets as to whether the

holy man could or could not beat Mr.

Harry J. Lawson's latest motor car up a stiff

hill!

Certain it is that this remarkable man

walks miles on the stumps of his knees.

The pace is surprisingly elastic and fast, but

there is no ascertainable record. The

attitude itself is merely one of eloquent

supplication ; and if that posture would be

out of place under the dome of St. Paul's,

we may rest assured that the mere accom-

plishment of the feat

âto say nothing of

the sprintingâis ex-

ceedingly difficult of

achievement.

From what I

gathered, I came to

the conclusion that

when the ghastly

consciousness that

he was a side-show

dawned upon the

Yoga, he didn't like

it at all, and nothing

would induce him to

go through his sixty

or seventy perform-

ances a day but the

near prospect of a

return to his own

native land. On land-

ing there, his whilom

" proprietor " would

advance a certain

sum of money, which

would insure his re-

gaining caste once

more.

During his forty

years' probation and

practice, the budding Yoga ate very little;

he trained, if I may say so without levity, on

a very light diet of goat's milk and dried

fruitâwhich is good news for vegetarians.

Of course, I had to interview his interpreter,

and this gentleman in turn interviewed the

Bombay merchant aforesaid. That same

interpreter knew . no Hindustaniâknew no

other language, in fact, but his own ; where-

fore was he called an " interpreter."

At the same time he knew pretty well

everything there was to be known about the

NO. 5.

Yogaâexcept what went on in the Black

Caves. That swarthy mystic is a living

testimony to the brotherhood of nations.

Who would suspect him of partaking of tea

and muffins at five o'clock ? True, he made

both himself in a peculiar manner, and called

his little cakes by another name.

The posture shown in the next photograph
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NO. 6.

tricks." One is inclined to believe the small,

fat man, on looking at No. 6. One asks

one's self, " Is it worth while to lead such a

complicated existence even for the sake of

ranking as a demi-godâor even as a whole

god ?"

Nowhere did Bava Luchman Dass (how

like a mild expletive is his name !) meet with

such an enthusiastic reception as at our great

hospitals. And, of course, he was taken to

the hospitals, partly in the interests of science,

certainly; but primarily in order that these

stirring words should be blazoned large on

his show bill : " DOCTORS DEFIED AND

BAFFLED!" "THE MOST STOOPENDOUS

MARVEL OF THE AGE ! " I have said that

the Brahmin knew nothing of the noble

art of showmanship. On demand, he would

go through his postures with the utmost

ease and perfect gravity, wondering vaguely

what was the meaning of the uproarious

applause.

At St. George's Hospital an interesting

lecture on the Yoga was given to the

anatomical students. Whilst the Brahmin

went through his postures on the platform,

one of the professors demonstrated the

apparent impossibility of the feats by means

of a hanging skeleton. To the ordinary

person the demonstrations were interesting

enough, but the lecture was appalling.

Referring to the posture shown in No. 2, the

anatomist remarked, feelingly, " You will

observe, gentlemen, that the tibia rises

at least an inch above the condyles of

the humerus."

So far as I am able to judge, No. 7

is the Yoga's customary attitude when

buried in deep thought. At such times,

his legs are apt to worry him a littleâ

they get in the way, as legs willâso he

ties them in a tasteful, fancy knot round

his neck and shoulders. How often it

happens that at supreme moments the

voice of the vulgar grates upon the

sensitive ear of the reverent ! Once,

whilst the Yoga was in this position,

someone was heard to wonder whether

the Brahmin was puzzling over the

amount of last night's takings !

For the most part, the Brahmin Yogas

seen in India are repulsive enough. They

have been known to stand at the road-

side for years, with one hand or leg

extended motionless in one position,

until the sinews and ligaments wither,

and the limb becomes immovably fixed.

Their arms, too, are occasionally seen

shrivelled to mere parchment covered

bones, with finger-nails growing inches long

through the palms.

Others have shrivelled feet and toe-nails

like the claws of a bird ; and yet others there

are with huge callosities on their knees, on

which they have voluntarily walked and

NO. 1.
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cantered for years, as

is seen in No. 4. If

in No. 7 the Yoga's

mind was apparently

grappling with some

abstruse calculation,

the mental crisis has

evidently become

more acute in No. 8.

" Seems ter be \vuk-

kin' wonderful hard,''

commented one sym-

pathetic spectator in

the holy man's audi-

ence â " fair goin' it

bald-headed, ain't

he?" Presumably,

this person referred

to the fact that the

Brahmin had re-

moved his turban.

It is only to be expected that Bava should

have a disciple ; he had one when I saw

himâan earnest, dark-eyed lad in search

of an exalted callingâwho was already

perfect in many of the elementary postures.

Master and disciple

read the holy books

together, between

the demonstrations.

According to one

eminent anatomist,

these marvellous

contortions are pro-

duced by a temporary

dislocation of the

joints. That the

feats are anatomi-

cally marvellous was

proved by the fact

that when the gentle-

man who presided

at the skeleton

tried to reproduce

upon it the Yoga's

movements, he

declared he couldn't

do so without break-

ing the bones.

But the brightest

jewel in the Yoga's

saintly crown is the

feat shown in our last

photo. Observe, not

only is the man

twisted up in an extra-

ordinary manner, but

he is supporting the

entire weight of his

body on the tips of

his fingers. That he

remains perfectly

motionless in this

extraordinary posture

is manifest in the

success of the photograph.

The fact is that, before the Yoga was

sent forth from the Black Caves as a duly

Portraits of Celebrities at Different Times of their Lives.

town, Dundee, where he was enthusiastically

received, and presented with the freedom of

AGE 25.

Prom a Fkolo. 6Â» ./. Abbot, Dtmdtt

Prom a]

AGE 17.

THE RIGHT HON. C. T. RITCHIE,

P.C., M.P.

BORN 1838.

HE President of the Board of

Trade was first returned to Parlia-

ment as the Conservative repre-

sentative of Tower Hamlets in

1874. Having gained a consider-

able reputation for practical ability and

conversance with affairs, he was in Lord

Salisbury's first Ad-

ministration made

Secretary to the

Admiralty. At that

time he took a promi-

nent part in the

agitation against

foreign bounties on

sugar, and in Lord

Salisbury's second

Administration he

was appointed Presi-

dent of the Local

Government Board.

In 1888 his Local

Government Bill,

which he success-

fully piloted through

Parliament, gained

him considerable re-

putation, and in

October of that year

he visited his native

PRESENT DAY.

from a J'Aolo. at S. P. L. PlaUipl, Croydon

AGE 35.

Pram a I'lu'to. by JOliutt Jt Vru.

the borough. It is said

that Mr. Ritchie studied

" Local Government"

more than Tower Ham-

lets, and hence, in 1892,

he failed to secure re-

election, but Mr. Sidney

Herbert, succeeding to

the peerage in 1895,

gave him a safe seat at

Croydon.
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THE RIGHT HON. SIR CHARLES

DALRYMPLE HAY, BART., P.C.

BORN 1821.

1HE record of Admiral Sir Charles

Hay, Vice-President of the Institu-

tion of Naval Architects, almost

takes one's breath away ; here are

some of the salient points in his

career. He entered the Navy in 1834, and

defended Port Elizabeth in the first Kaffir

War. In 1840 he took part in the operations

on the Syrian Coast. He was at the capture

of Beyrout and of Acre, and at the boat attack

on Tortosa, also at the operations in Borneo.

AGE 65. (FrateUe, Rtgmt St.

which he destroyed in Bias

i a Photo, by}

in Bias Bay in 1849.

He commanded H.M. Hannibal in the

Black and Mediterranean Seas during the

Russian War of 1854-56, and commanded

the Indus in North America and the West

Indies from 1857 to 1859. He has repre-

sented various constituencies in Parliament,

and is the author of several standard books.

He retired from the Navy in 1870.

From a] , AGE 32 [PAofoprop*.

He commanded the Wolverine and Columbine

in China, and was senior officer in the opera-

tions against the pirate fleet of Chinapoo,

from a Photo. 611] 1'RESENT DAY. IBynt, Richmond
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MISS GERTRUDE KINGSTON

(MRS. SILVER).

O speak Latin, ^|

French, German,

and Italian, to

paint in oil and

water colours,

write short stories for

the magazines, be an ac-

a' that," and her unrepentant villainy

on the stage contrasts vividly with

her uniform amiability in private

life. Although she made her

debut somewhere about 1888,

she has already played in an

amazing number of pieces. She

first "came out"in London, as

Mrs. Harkaway, in "Partners,"

AOL 3.

Phuto. by Turner tt Ewritt.

and her latest im

personations will

be remembered by

her appearance in

"The Passport''

and "The Match-

maker," of which

latter play she was the part author. Miss Kingston was

educated as an artist, and studied under Carolus Duran.

a Pkoto. by] AGE 20. 1II imfoic it Grow.

complished musician, illustrate books

for children, and above all to be

awarded a place in the front rank of

P

AGE 18.

From a Photo, by r'rtiu E. Vofiflaant;, Berlin.

English actresses, is something to be

proud of. But this is not all: Miss

Kingston is a womanly woman "for

Frrnn a Photo. 6y)

I'KESBNT DAY.

IW. <t D. Dtnmty.
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HARRY NICHOLLS.

BORN 1852.

ARRY NICHOLLS

is an excellent

com pa n ion

and a sterling

friend, and

when he is not laughing he

is invariably smoking the

fragrant weed." Such is

the popular description of

the subject of this sketch,

and it is a reputation worth

having. Harry Nicholls

mastered his A B C at the

City of London Schools;

where Toole received his

education twenty-five years

before. After a clerkship

in a railway office and an

apprenticeship with an

auctioneer, Nicholls hit

the right groove in which

he has earned his life's

success. The stage has

members. He assisted the

late Sir Augustus Harris in

the preparation of the

famous Drury I,ane panto-

mimes, and his songs have

met with great success in

many pieces. In 1878

Mr. Harry Nicholls married

a sister of the well-known

playwright, Mr. H. Pettitt.

He is an excellent hand

at outdoor sports, and a

member of the Green-

Room and Garrick Clubs.

Prom a I'hottt. M AGE 30. [Berlin, Brighton.

For years he has been the leading comedian

at the Adelphi Theatre, and no production

at that noted home of melodrama is complete

without him.

AGE 13. â

fnmi'n 1'h. t., >-, t!Â» Viftird rhotagraithic InttituU.

indeed met with a brilliant addition, and he

is now numbered as one of its most noted

fRKSKNT DAY.

From a Photo, lit Karolu.

The Adventures of a Man of Science.

BY L. T. MEADE AND CLIFFORD HALIFAX, M.D.

VIII.âTHE MAN WHO SMILED.

HE Crocodile was one of the

finest of the P. and O.

steamers, and I had secured

a comfortable deck cabin. I

was on my way to India,

partly in search of rest and

refreshment, partly to renew my acquaint-

ance with certain tribes in the Central Pro-

vinces, whom I used to know in my early

days of adventure. They possessed some

marvellous remedies for snake bites, wounds,

and other casualties. These were, I was

quite persuaded, unknown to the British

pharmacopoeia, and I hoped to beguile some

of their most valuable secrets from them.

We had just passed Gibraltar, and the ill-

fated Bay of Biscay lay behind us. Favoured

by a soft, southerly breeze, we were most of

us on deck, and enjoying ourselves after our

various fashions, when, as I stood in the

neighbourhood of the companion-way, the

following words fell on rny ears :â

" I can find you a comfortable corner on

the hurricane-deck, Lil, where we shall be

quite alone."

"I would rather not go,r was the quick

reply. " I expect Mrs. Sully up every

moment from her cabin. She has a great

deal to tell me about Bombay. Her house

at Breach Candy must be magnificentâ

andâwhy, what is the matter, Dick?"

" Nothing that I know of," was the reply,

sulkily uttered, and a tall man walked quickly

past me to the other side of the boat.

I knew who he was, although up to the

present I had not made his acquaintance.

His name was Farquharsonâhe had a good

appointment in the Civil Service at Bombay,

and was taking his bride out with him. The

bride in question was a pretty, bright, some-

what nervous-looking young girl. She was

so gay, and her laughter so infectious, that

she made a complete foil to her husband,

who was about the most morose-looking man

I had ever had the pleasure of seeing. His

conversation, however, was genial enough,

and I often heard people laugh as they

listened to him ; but his face, with the eyes

full of gloom, the tense mouth, firmly and

immovably set, the long, cadaverous cheeks,

the surly set of the chin, was enough to

depress anyone. I could not help at times

Vol. xiii.â 24.

marvelling why his pretty young wife had

married him.

When he moved out of sight now, she sat

down on her accustomed deck chair. I

moved off", and presently found myself close to

Farquharson, who was standing near the rail

of the hurricane-deck smoking a cigar and

looking moodily out across the waves. When

he saw me he made an observation with

regard to the weather in a friendly manner,

and then, still keeping his back slightly

towards me, entered into a brisk and animated

conversation. We discovered, as so many

people do on board ship, that we had mutual
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MRS. FAR<,'VIIAKSON STOOD UP AS SHE Sl'OKE."

or tension, which kept each feature more or

less fixed. But for the eyes, which were dark,

bright, and lively enough, it might have been

characterized as wooden.

The following evening, just when the dusk

was falling, a light hand touched me on my

sleeve. I turned round and saw, to my

astonishment, Mrs. Farquharson standing

near me.

" I know you are surprised," she said;

" but please will you walk up and down with

me?âI want to say somethingâI amâa

little frightened."

" What about ? " I asked.

" Hush ! " she answered. She looked be-

hind her. " He did not notice that I came

on deck," she said, in a tone of relief. " Let

us walk just here. Talk to me about anything

or nothing, only keep talking."

" But you have not told me what has

frightened you."

She glanced again behind her and then

bent towards me.

"I am afraid of Dick," she said. "IâI

think he must be a little mad."

" Oh, nonsense," I answered ; " he is as

sane as you or I."

" You would not say so if you knew every-

thing."

" But what has he done ? " I asked.

" He has done nothing, only looked like a

<fn<il." Here her voice shook. " He has

looked like the Arch Fiend himself. Oh,

the sight was horrible ! I cannot live through

it if he does it again."

' Her agitation was all too real, and, believ-

ing it to be a case of nerves, I -tried to turn

the conversation to

indifferent matters.

" Don't," she said,

in a piteous voice ;

" I must speak of it

to someone, and you

are the only friend I

have on board. I

believe my secret is

safe with you ? "

"If you really wish

me to help you, you

must be more ex-

plicit," I said. " Re-

member, you have

not yet told me what

has frightened you."

She laid her soft

hand on my arm, and

then withdrew it.

"lam frightened,"

she said, " because

Dick looked like a devilâ// was his smileâ

oh, Heaven ! " She shuddered from head to

foot.

"Now that I come to think cf it, I have-

never seen your husband smile," I said. " I

have been struck from time to time with the

extreme taciturnity of his face.''

" I am not surprised. You cannot have
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"Very well, I will do what I can for you,"

I said.

" Thank you, from my heart," she answered.

She held out her hand.

I took it in mine. The next moment

she disappeared in the direction of the

companion-way.

The electric light

was now switched

on, and the deck

looked bright and

animated. Awnings

had been drawn

overhead to keep out

some of the night

air, and couples

began to appear from

every quarter, talk-

ing, laughing, stroll-

ing up and down. A

string band made ex-

cellent music, and I

heard a girl propose

dancing.

I stood leaning

against the rail in

exactly the position

in which Mrs. Far-

quharson had left

me. I by no means

liked the task she

had forced upon me,

but my impression

was that she herself

was ill, and that it might be only a kind-

ness to warn her husband with regard

to her condition. Presently I saw his

melancholy, taciturn face towering above the

smaller men as he came on deck. I watched

him look round, and I doubted not that he

was expecting his wife to join him each

moment. By-and-by Farquharson strolled

over in the direction where I was standing.

" Halloa !" he said, " I did not know you

had come up."

" I have been here for some time," I

replied. " It is a beautiful night."

" But stifling under this awning," he said.

As he spoke I saw him glance in the direction

of the companion-way.

" You are looking for Mrs. Farquharson ? "

I said. " She has just been here, but has

gone below."

" Have you spoken to her ? " he inquired.

" Yes. She asked me to give you a

message."

He did not inquire what it was, but looked

me steadily in the face.

" She is not quite well," I continued.

'WILL YOU TAKE A MESSAGE?

" You will, I hope, forgive my interfering.

I am not a medical man, but I know a good

bit about medical matters, and I cannot help

telling you that you ought to be very careful

with regard to your wife."

Just for a moment he looked as if he

meant to resent my

intrusive remarks,
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standing him. "Mrs. Farquharson needs a

tonic and a little care and watching."

" She does not," he answered.

" I am sure of it," I said. " Such a state as

hers is not altogether uncommon."

He interrupted me with a harsh sound.

" Believe me, there is nothing whatever

the matter with her," he said; i: she only failed

to endure what no woman in her senses

could stand. I see, Gilchrist, that I must

give you my confidence, and believe me, it is

a horrible one. I had no right to marry that

young girl. I was tempted, for I loved her,

(iod knows how deeply. Still, I behaved like

a selfish brute, and this is my just punish-

ment "

To my amazement, the man was so over-

come that great drops stood out on his fore-

head. All the time there was not a trace of

expression in the face, the lips

looked straight and fixed,

each feature was as if carved

in wood, yet one glance at the

eyes told me that he was

suffering torture.

" You have never come

across a case like mine," he

began. " I consider myself

the most afflicted man in the

world. Now, come here, just

under this lightâbut first tell

me, can you stand a shock ? "

" What do you mean ? "

" Are your nerves good ?

Can you stand something

horrible?"

"I believe so," I answered;

" I have had some tough

seasoning."

He kept gazing at me as if

he meant to read me through

and through.

" My wife has explained to

you that she dreads my smile,"

he said, at last ; " the best

way .to show you why she dreads it is by

illustrating it."

I did not speak. He continued, after

another pause :â

'' Some people wonder at my grave, immov-

able face. As far as I am concerned, they may

wonder in vain. For you I lift the curtain."

Suddenly his whole face underwent a com-

plete revolutionâthe mouth was stretched

wide, and literally seemed to open from ear

to ear, showing his glittering, white teeth. The

short hair on the forehead was brought down

until it reached the eyebrows, and at the same

time, by some extraordinary spasm of muscle,

the lower eyelids were everted, and the eye-

balls rolled up until there was nothing visible

but the whites. In this horrible contortion,

which partook of the idiot and the monkey

in its extreme horror, the real Farquharson

completely vanished. Uttering a groan as

his features recovered their normal attitude,

the man turned aside and covered his face.

It was enough. 1 had seen something
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I have heard madmen laugh before now,

and have listened to the jackal in the jungle.

but I never, from man or beast, was greeted

by such a sound of horror as proceeded from

Farquharson's lips.

" Now you know my secret," he said,

resuming his usual automatic manner and

immovable cast of face. " Let us walk up

and down."

" But why do you do it ? " I said.

" Because I cannot help myself. As a

child, I am told that I was all right, but when

very young I had a bad fall off a pony and

had concussion of the brain. From that

moment the horrible thing came upon me

slowly but surely. I was taken to many

doctors, but no one could help me, the

general supposition being that I received

some grave injury to the cerebral centres

when I fell from my pony; at least, that was

the understood pathology of my condition.

One or two doctors said that it was caused by

shock, and one man was sufficiently hopeful

to hint that another and greater shock might

possibly restore meâbut that kind of thing

cannot be done to order, and my case is

without doubt incurable. Now, Gilchrist, the

tragedy of the thing is thisâthat smile and

laugh have nothing whatever to do with me:

within I am like all other men. I am not the

monster my smile would show and my laugh

prove. I can love deeply, and I can be

stirred to noble thoughts. No woman was

ever better loved than my wife is loved by

me. While I live I shall love her, and even

if:>âhis voice faltered and brokeâ"What-

ever happens, my love will remain unalterable,"

he continued. " For years I have trained my-

self never to smile, never to laughâeven the

ordinary powers of expression are impossible

to me, for the slightest movement of my

face causes an intolerable grimace. Before

we were married Lil often remarked

on the immobility of my face, but I put her

off the subject with tender words, and she

learned to love me in spite of my ugly

exterior. I often felt that I ought to tell her

the truth, but the fear, the terror, that I should

lose her kept me silent. I believed that she

might safely marry me, for I resolved to be

always on my guard. You can little imagine

the torture of such a state. It is my lot to

see humour with startling quickness, and my

whole life is spent in a state of terror, fearing

that I may indulge in the smile or laugh

which would drive those mad who observed

them. I am never quite at my ease except

when the light is dim ; and, although I may

allow myself to change my expression then, and

even smile fearlessly, I have still to guard

against laughter. I perceive that in an un-

expected moment I betrayed myself to Lil.

She is horrified, and little wonder. The

stoutest nerves could not stand the infliction of

such sounds and such looks as I can give."

" You are right/' I replied.

" You have never seen anything worse ? "

He looked at me with his immovable eyes,
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"Never, never."

" I believe she can. Anyhow, let us try

herâI will tell her, if you like. Will you

allow me ? "

" God bless you," said the poor fellow;

" it would be an untold relief."

I went downstairs at once and entered one

of the saloons. It was empty. I sent a

servant to ask Mrs. Farquharson to come

to me.

She came almost immediately; her eyes

were red as if she had been crying, her face

was pale.

" I have something to tell you," I said ;

" woTi't you sit down ? "

" I cannot," she replied ; " have you spoken

to Dick?"

â¢â¢

' HAVE YOU SPOKEN TO IMCK ?

" Yes, and he has told me everything."

" Then he is mad ? '; She leant against

a chair, trembling.

" He is as sane as you are ; but all the same,

it is a terrible storyâit lies in your power

alone to make it endurable to him."

I then related as briefly as I could the

tragedy which I had just heard from

Farquharson's lips. Mrs. Farquharson

listened in absolute silence. When I had

concluded she held out her hand to me.

"Thank you," she said, briefly. " I have

nothing more to say. I believe I can do

whatâwhat he requires. I am going to him."

She left the saloon and went on deck.

I did not see either of the Farquharsons

again that night.

The rest of the voyage took place without

anything special occurring, and when a couple

of weeks later we reached Bombay, Farquhar-

son and his wife came to bid me good-bye.

I noticed that her face was pale, but her eyes

had a brisk, resolved sort of look about them.

She spoke cheerfully.

"You must come and see us, Mr.

Gilchrist," she said. " Dick has a pretty house

at Breach CandyâI shall be very proud if

you will be one of our first guests."

I said I would call upon them, and it was

arranged that I should

dine at their house on

the following day.

Farquharson held out

his hand, which I wrung.

The young wife smiled at

me as I turned away.

The husband with his

immovable face stood

close to her; even in his

dark, deep-set, honest

eyes I could not trace the

faintest touch of expres-

sion.

At the appointed hour

I went to visit the Far-

quharsons in their pretty

house. Mrs. Farquharson

ran out to meet meâshe

looked young, childish,
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"Pray, don't think of me, my dear fellow,"

I replied. " Remember, I have seen you at

your worst ; I believe I can stand you now

whatever you are likely to do."

" You have not been tried," he replied.

He moved his chair as he spoke and sat

facing out into the garden.

I bade the Farquharsons adieu at an early

hour, thinking it likely that I might never

meet them again. I went back to my hotel

and finished making arrangements for my

journey to the Central Provinces.

The next day I was busy, but immediately

after dinner a servant came to inform me that

an English lady was waiting to speak to me in

one of the saloons. I went into the room,

and Mrs. Farquharson stood before me. She

greeted me with a slight cry and gesture of

relief.

" You must help me," she said, in an eager

voice; " I have borne it up to the very last

pointâI cannot endure it any longer." Her

voice was low and almost breathless in its

eagerness.

" What has happened since last night ? "

I spoke in as cool and calm a voice as I

could command. There was nothing for it

but to make light of poor Farquharson's

affliction to his wife.

"I was brave last night," she said; "to-night

I am a coward. Mr. Gilchrist, my nerves

won't endure it any longer. I have come to

beg of you to do something for me."

"And that?" I asked.

" You are going to Jubbulpore to-morrow :

will you take him with you ? Without him

my nerves may get strongerâafter a time I

may get accustomed to this horror and be

able to endure it. Just after you left last

night I went into the room, and I saw him

smile. He was standing by the veranda, and

he was smiling to himselfâoh, it was

fiendishâI slipped away, I do not think he

saw me, but as I went down one of the

passages I heard him laugh: his laughter

echoed in the empty passage ; it haunted me,

I heard it all night. If this goes on much

longer, I shall hate him ! "

She said the words with remarkable

emphasis : her eyes were gleaming queerly,

she was certainly by no means herself.

" When first you told me the whole dread-

ful history I thought I could bear it," she

went on ; " now I see it is beyond the strength

of an ordinary woman. I am an ordinary

woman. I love him well, but when he smiles

at me I feel that I am looking at a devil. I

wish I could go back to England. Whatever

happens, we must live apart for the present.

Can you suggest anything ? Even a fort-

night's peace would be a boon."

" 1 will ask your husband to come with me

to-morrow morning."

" But can you really bear his companion-

ship?"

" Of course âin fact, I shall not mind it in

the least."

This was not true, but I lied to the poor
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*' WHY ARE YOU UOING THIS THING, GILCHKIST?'

"One moment first," I interrupted. "If

you come with me, please understand that

you can be, and I hope you will be, perfectly

natural. When you wish to make grimaces,

pray do soâwhen you wish to smile, smile

freely, and also laugh when you are inclined.

I want you to be naturalâthose are my

conditionsâwill you grant them?"

He wrung my hand, his eyes spoke, though

the rest of his face was immovable. He left

the room.

In about five minutes he came back to tell

me that the matter could be arranged, and

that he and his wife would go at once to the

Sullys, to ask if she might remain with them

during his absenceâin short, that I might

expect him to join me at an early hour on

the following morning.

There was no hitch in the way of this

arrangement, and early next day Farquharson

and I started for Jubbulpore. During our

rapid journey I found my companion over-

come by a melancholy so intense and profound

that no effort could shake it off. He seldom

spoke, and there was no chance of his

inflicting his terrible smile upon me. I watched

him with ill-concealed anxiety, and often

sought an opportunity to beguile him into

talking of his troublesâall in vain, he was in

no mood to be communicative.

We spent a night at Jubbulpore and then

went on to a small town in the vicinity, of the

name of Morar. In the neighbourhood of

Morar we should get the big shooting we

were in search of. We had sent a telegram

to Mrs. Farquharson during our journey,

telling her that Morar would be our destina-

tion, and the following day a whole budget of

letters arrived. There were some for me and

several for Farquharson. I saw

his face change colour as he took

one up and eagerly broke open

the envelope. I guessed that it

must be from his wife, and, going

on to the veranda of the little

hotel where we were staying,

occupied myself reading my own

correspondence. A sudden groan

and stifled exclamation within

the room caused me to quickly

turn my head. I saw Farquharson

seated by the breakfast-table, his

face bowed in his hands.

" What is it, old chap ? What

is wrong ? " I said, coming back

to him and laying my hand on

his shoulder. He did not shake

me off, but neither did he make

any reply. One or two more

deep groans escaped him, then he started to

his feet.

" Look here, Gilchrist," he said, "I cannot

talk of it. You had best know what is up by

reading my wife's letter. God knows it is con-

clusive enough." He hurriedly left the room.

Mrs. Farquharson's letter was lying face

downwards on the table. I took it up, and
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He shook his head.

" You must be mad," I cried; " you

cannot consent to a separation without

making some effort."

" I will atone, but not in that way. For-

give me, Gilchrist, 1 am in no mood for

discussion ; give me back the letter. Poor

Lil! poor little girl ! " His voice shookâthe

next moment he gave one of his terrible,

nerve-jarring laughs.

" Merciful Heaven !" I could not help

muttering to myself, " no wonder that young

woman flees from him. He is the best of

fellows, and yet to all intents and purposes

he is little short of a monster."

His laughter kept on echoing and echoing.

" Ha ! ha ! " I heard him saying. When he

could recover himself, he turned to me, and

spoke abruptly:â

" Have you arranged about the shooting?"

English sportsmen get rid of these terrors of

the jungle. Hence the delight of the people

at our arrival. This tiger had already killed

twenty-seven inhabitants of the village. The

natives were in a state of absolute panic, and

were willing to put themselves altogether into

our hands. They had many curious ideas

with regard to the tiger, believing it to be

possessed of unnatural power, and regarding it

with superstitious awe. They were most

anxious that it should die, but were unwilling

to kill it themselves.

The chief of the party took us immediately

to his hut, and very soon after our arrival one

of the women of the tribe came to interview us.

She had once been with a white lady as ayah,

and could speak a little broken English.

She told us that her husband and three

children had been victims of the tiger

âthe poor creature was nearly mad with

" THE POOR CREATURK WAS NEARLY MAD WITH TROUBLE."

" Yes," I replied. " There is a small

village called Rhanpore, about twelve miles

from here, where good tiger-shooting is

generally to be had. Shall we go there ? "

"Yes, and immediately," replied my com-

panion. He went into the house, calling back

to me to get ready as quickly as I could.

Half an hour afterwards we were off.

Rhanpore was a small hamlet, in the very

thick of the swamp or grass jungle. The

chief of the little village came out to

welcome us with enthusiasm, the reason for

which was soon made plain There was a

man-eating tiger in the vicinity. The Hindus

know well the pluck and avidity with which

Vol xiU.-26.

trouble, and gave us to understand that if we

could get rid of the brute, she would regard

us ever after as gods. Knowing that none of

the tribe would dare to kill the monster, she

looked upon our arrival as an interposition

of God.

" We will have a try for the brute, and

at once," said Farquharson, his eyes

gleaming queerly in his head. A glance

showed me that he was in the mood to do

desperate deeds, and on this occasion I did
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None of the inhabitants of Rhanpore were

willing to run the risk.

" You do not expect us to undertake the

destruction of so dangerous a brute alone ? "

I asked the chief. " Will no one accom-

pany us ? "

Several men who stood round shook their

heads.

" All right, we will go for the beast by our-

selves," said Farquharson.

lust then a tall, good-looking young Hindu

touched me on the arm.

" I will show you the tread," he said.

" Let us start at once ; the tiger never comes

out until evening, so there is no danger of

meeting him now. You can go and have a

shot at him presently, if you like."

In less than half an hour, well pro-

vided with ammunition and our rifles, we

set forth.

" This promises to be something like

sport," said Farquharson to me.

I made no replyâwe were crushing down

the long jungle grass as we walked. Suddenly

he spoke again.

" I have been thinking over that letter of

Lil's."

"God knows you have," was my internal

reply. I said nothing in words.

" And the more I consider it, the less I

like it," continued the poor fellow. "I see

plainly that she cannot put up with me ; and,

mind you, I am not a scrap surprised, nor do

I blame her in the very least. I did wrong

to marry her, and my just punishment has

come upon me. But a girl who is separated

from her husband, from whatever cause, how-

ever innocent, has a hard time in this

censorious world. Now, if death "

" Oh, come, none of that," I said, interrupt-

ing him almost roughly ; " we have no time

just now to think even of your most absorbing

affairsâwe carry our lives in our hands ; a

man-eating tiger is no pleasant monster to

meet, and if I am not mistaken, this is a

tiger's tread."

I looked upon the grass, which was torn

and broken asunder. At the same moment

the Hindu fell on his knees. He began to

examine the grass and to sniff. Then he

faced round and spoke.

" Here is the tiger tread," he said ; " he

comes nightly right through here, and

goes -to the pool there to the right to

drink."

As the man spoke, he bent slightly forward

and appeared to be listening.

" Do you hear anything ?" I asked of

him.

" Only the snapping of a twig," was the

reply; " the tiger will not come out until

to-night; we are safe, but this is his tread."

Again he bent and listened. Suddenly I

noticed a queer change coming over his faceâ

he glanced from Farquharson to me, and the

next moment, before I had time to address a

word to him, disappeared. I was just bend-

ing down to see where he had gone when a
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him from the tree. The best chance for

both of us was to remain motionless, trusting

that the animal would presently stalk on in

search of the water which he was coming to

drink.

At that moment a covey of partridges,

evidently disturbed by my possession of the

tree, rose with shrill cries above my head

and flew away. The tiger, attracted by the

noise, raised his tawny eyes and followed

them in their flight. He left his position

under the tree, walking forward a few

paces. At the same instant I saw Farquhar-

son raise his rifle and fire. He shot the

brute in the side, rolling him over. My

first impression was that he had killed his

game. Now was my chance to descend

quickly and fetch my rifle. I was just

about to do so when the beast, whom I had

supposed to be dead, quivered violently and

staggered to his feet. He uttered a loud

growl, and, turning his bloodshot

eyes, saw Farquharson in the tree.

With a supernatural effort the wounded

animal made straight for my friendââ¢

he sprang at Farquharson, and drove

one of his great claws deep into the

poor fellow's leg just above the knee.

The flesh was immediately ripped

down to the ankle, and then the brute

stood growling, showing his teeth, and

preparing for a further spring.

" Hold on, for Heaven's sake. I

will get to him," I cried.

" No, I have him ; it is all right,"

was answered back. The mouth of the

beast was openâI saw Farquharson

deliberately place the rifle between his

teeth and fire. This ought to have

finished the brute, but the bullet must

have come out in the cheek, for the tiger

only uttered growls of agony and rage,

and making another spring, managed to

wound Farquharson once again, clutch-

ing his leg higher up and tearing the

flesh in a most horrible manner.

I leapt to the ground and had all

but secured my rifle, when the tiger

saw me. He wheeled round, made a

sudden spring, and pinned me to the

earth. Another instant, and all would

have been over if I had not remem-

bered my knife. I wrenched it from

my belt and drove it deep under the

brute's left ear, and with all my power

severed his throat right across, cutting

through the jugular vein ; he stretched

himself out, fell forward, and died.

It did not take me an instant to

regain my feet. I was shaken, but un-

wounded. I saw that Farquharson was

fainting from loss of blood.

" Cheer up, old chap, we have done for

him," I cried. " Here, have a nip of this

brandy." I managed to pour a little into his

mouth, and then helped him down from the

tree, but he had scarcely set foot upon the

ground before there was renewed hemorrhage,
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handkerchief without a word. I did what

was necessary for Farquharson, the woman

watching me silently. The light was now

failing fast, hut I saw through the brightly-

coloured grasses of the jungle several more

dusky faces peeping curiously at us. Amaze-

ment, horror, delight, were reflected on every

countenanceâthe dead tiger lying in our

midst was enough. Without uttering a word

the natives came forward and helped me to

carry Farquharson back to the village.

It is needless to say that we were the

heroes of the hour, but I had little thought

for anything hut the terrible condition of my

poor friend. I dreaded blood-poisoning, the

result almost invariably of all bad tiger

wounds, and in the morning saw from the

high delirium and rapidly rising temperature

that it had actually set in. I had none of

the necessary remedies with me, and did not

think it likely that Farquharson would survive.

The native woman, Rhanee Mee, had insti-

tuted herself his nurse.

" His life will be spared," she said, many

times. " We have certain cures for tiger

wounds in the jungleâwe can soon check

the fever."

I have a great belief in these remedies,

handed down as they are from parent to son,

and containing the germs, many of them,

of our own most valuable medicines; but

I perceived, to my consternation, that they

had little or no effect upon Farquharson.

Whether his state of nervous depression

before the accident had an unfavourable effect

upon him now I cannot say, but notwith-

standing the skill of the Hindu, nothing could

check the inflammation and fever.

Two or three days passed away, and my

friend's condition was almost hopeless.

I was pacing about just outside the chiefs

hut, and wondering whether Mrs. Farquharson

had already sailed for England, and what her

feelings would be when the appalling news of

her husband's terrible death reached her,

when a clear English voice sounded on my

ears, and, turning with a startled movement,

I saw Farquharson's wife standing behind

me.

" By all that is wonderful, how have you

come here ? " I cried. She held up her hand

to interrupt me.

" Never mind that part now," she said ;

" I have come. They told me at Morar of

the accidentâis he alive ? "

In her travelling dress, her face deadly

pale, her eyes red as if she had been weep-

ing ; distrait, worn, and weary, I should

scarcely have recognised her for the bright,

young-looking girl whom I had first seen on

board the Crocodile. She came close to

me.

" Is he dead ? " she asked again. She did

not wait for me to replyâbut continued,

speaking in a wild and yet automatic

voice : " Listen. Since I wrote that letter I

have been nearly mad. My misery and

remoise grew beyond words. I suddenly
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and incomprehensible smile, and turning went

back into the hut.

In a moment she came out again, holding

in her hand a curiously-carved box.

"Open it," she said, pushing it into the

hands of the wife.

Mrs. Farquharson did so. Inside there

lay what appeared to be a solitary pearl of

large size and beauty.

" That pearl is hollow," said Rhanee Mee.

" Within there lies a medicine more potent

than anything I

have yet used for

the sahib. Take it,

memsahibâI give

it to you because

you love him.

Take it and try it.

If anything can

bring him back

from the grave,

that will."

Mrs. Farquhar-

son's face grew

whiter and whiter.

Holding the box

in her hand, she

stared at Rhanee

Mee.

" Go at once," said the woman,

with an imperious gesture ; " he

is lying there inside the hut,

go to him. Crush the pearl

and then hold it to his nostrils.

Let him inhale the fragrance.

What is within is the most

potent thing in all the world.

That pearl has cost many lives: it was

taken from a neighbouring tribe with which

our tribe was at war. It was given to

me by my husbandâI was to use it in

my last extremity. The sahib avenged the

life of the one who gave it to meâthe

extremity has comeâthe sahib shall have the

medicine."

Lil seemed to understand at last. She

shook herself as if out of a sort of stupor,

and, not even waiting to thank Rhanee Mee,

went into the hut. I followed her.

Farquharson was now lying in a state of

complete collapse, his eyes were closed, his

face was ghastly, his breath came at longer

and longer intervals from his parched lips.

He did not hear his wife's step or see her

when she came into the darkened space.

She knelt by the couchâI stood behind.

" Dick," she cried, bending forward and

pressing her lips to the forehead of the dying

man. " I could not do what I said I

would. I could not leave youâI have

come back to you again. Smile or no smile,

I cannot do without you; I have come back

to you."

" Tell her to break the pearl, there is not

a moment to lose," said Rhanee Mee.

" Do what she tells you," I whispered.

" Break it and hold it to his nostrils."

Her fingers trembled, but she did what I

Some Peculiar Occupations.

BY BALLIOI. BRUCE.

F you doubt the existence of

a " black-eye academy," pay a

visit to Mr. W. Clarkson, in

Wellington Streetâprince of

perruquiers, and monarch of

" make - up." The number

of patients treated here in the festive season

is surprising ; so are the stories put forward

by sufferers to account for the disfigurement.

The gradations in black eyes are notice-

able in the tariff. Half a crown to ten

shillings is the usual fee ; but Mr. Clarkson

himself once went to Brussels in hot

haste to paint out a virulent specimen ; on

this occasion the artist's fee and expenses

came to iÂ£,^ ! Believe me, this is a serious

business. The artists ask no questions;

they are tactful and diplomatic, listening to

the (unsolicited) excuses given, and gravely

assuring the victims that some day our

scientists may be in a position to account

for the shocking vagaries of bedstead-knobs

and the unprovoked assaults committed by

unexpected doors.

In the photo, a black-eye artist of seventeen

years' experience is seen at work. On the

table at the back lies the paint-box. " First

of nil," said the artist, "a No. 5'^ grease-

paint is rubbed in, and next comes a No. 4,

which is of a darker hue. Lily powder is

ustd to finish off, and if there is a high colour

on the cheek, a little carmine comes into

play." The sound eye is also touched

up to bring it into perfect

accord with its damaged

neighbour. The process takes

about half an hour, and is

conducted before a mirror.

Patients are curiously nervous

âthey are sure they are going

to be hurt. Allowing for a

perfunctory morning toilet,

the artist's handiwork will

last about a week; then it

must be renewed, which

means another fee.

Some sufferers try to do

the job themselves. They

get pink and white chalk at

the chemist's, but the result

is a weird, ghastly face, with

the discoloured optic far more

noticeable than before. Here

are a few cases selected at

random :â

i. Angry wife; threw book

at husband, but missed him. He rushed

from the house ; went to Clarkson's and asked

to have a black eye painted in, so as to fill

his wife with remorse for the injury she was

supposed to have inflicted !

2. Lady shopping; three days before her

marriage. Boys playing tipcat. Tipcat flew

and struck lady between the eyes, blackening

both terribly. Anguish and despair. Wedding

postponed. Friend suggested Clarkson.

Work of art painted ; wedding, after all.

3. Solicitor wanted black eye painted out

SOME PECULIAR OCCUPATIONS.

199

THE WATER-WIZAkD, MH. GATAKEK, TRACING A SUBTERRANEAN STREAM

From it Phot'i. by Dtbrnhaitt ft Co., n'efkm-suptr-3Iare.

of the ground. The chief exponent of this

recondite art is Mr. Leicester Gataker, of

Weston-super-Mare, who is shown at work in

the photo. Mr. Gataker is here seen tracing

a subterranean stream on Lord Llangat-

tock's estate, near Monmouth. Behind

him are his lordship's agent and foreman of

works, both of whom are literally trying their

hands to discover whether or not they possess

the peculiar power of water-divining.

Although science has not recognised the

divining-rod, still the fact remains that Mr.

Gataker is extraordinarily successful in finding

water where geological experts have failed.

Moreover, he is employed by great land-

owners and municipal bodies, so that he

makes a handsome income out of the subtle

affinity that exists between him and running

water.

Mr. Gataker discovered his strange faculty

accidentally. Chancing to walk across a

field, holding a V-shaped white-thorn twig,

he suddenly felt it turn in his hand.

Most water-wizards use the twig in their

divinations ; but Mr. Gataker uses his

hands only. He is made sensible of the

existence of water beneath the surface by

experiencing a mild tremor all up the muscles

of his arms and a slight tingling sensation in

the palms of his handsânot unlike a weak

electric shock. But Mr. Gataker not merely

finds water; he also gauges the depth at

which it will be found, and this he estimates

according to the sensations felt. Many

people, I learn, possess this power without

knowing it.

During his career as a " dowser" (local

name), Mr. Gataker has had to contend with a

great deal of scepticism.

And he has been tested.

He was once shown a

well in an unfamiliar

place, and asked to trace

the water that fed it. He

set to work, but found

he could _trace no water

in the vicinity. That

well had been dry for

years ' Mr. ' Gataker

long ago silenced those

who suggested trickery.

He adopted the prin-

ciple, " No water, no

pay ! " and now great

landowners and local

corporations have,

through his agency, se-

cured an abundant water

supply in the form of

gushing wells, where it was never even

suspected that water existed.

An extraordinary business is carried on at

the Maison Pinet, 56, Berners Street, W.

M. Pinet is a professional height-increaser.

This is effected in two ways : (i) By using in

one's boots the plush-covered pads (called
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One hears of the dignified gentleman who

left his elevators in his boots, when he put

these outside his hotel bedroom door. When

the boots were brought up polished, the pads

were missing, and the gentleman was " con-

fined to his room." He didn't care to make

inquiries about the things. When he did

venture out, he was somewhat lower in the

eyes of his friends. The moral is, keep

duplicate pairs.

The turtle trade is unique. Nine-tenths

of it is in the hands of Mr. T. K. Bellis, of

6, Jeffrey's Square, St Mary Axe, E.G. The

head-quarters of the trade is at Kingston,

Jamaica, but nearly all the fishing is done

on the coral reefs, north of the island. One

hundred men work on the eight to fifteen

schooners. The catching is simple enough.

Strong twine nets are stretched from rock

to rock, and when the " fish " (as it is called)

feels itself caught, it clings to the meshes

with its fins.

Each schooner returns to Kingston with

eighty to 150 turtles, which are deposited in

inclosures, filled with sea-water ; they are fed

on turtle grass and taken as required. No

turtle of more than iSolb. is eaten in

England, whilst fish of uolb. are most in

demand.

The importer's standing order to his agent

is. " Don't exceed 100 turtles by Royal Mail

steamer, once a fortnight." The death-rate

en route is great, although hose and sea-water

and warm straw are used, and a liberal diet of

oatmeal and lettuce supplied. In the train

from Southampton numerous foot-warmers

are placed to raise the temperature. Below

forty degrees means death. " I remember,"

said Mr. Bellis, "landing seventy-five out of

120, and then lost another thirty before the

turtles reached my warehouse."

Most of the fish are sold beforehand to

restaurateurs and hotel and private (hefs.

Mr. Bellis imports about 2,500 turtles a

year, the price ranging from tenpence to a

shilling per pound.

Though susceptible to cold, the turtles

may be nailed to the

deck of the ship, so as "

to prevent the creatures

swarming all over the

vessel. The seeming

vitality of the turtle

after decapitation is

curious. Mr. Bellis

once sent a big fish to

an hotel in Newcastle.

The chef cut the turtle's

head off, and hung the

body upside down to

bleed. Twenty - four

hours after that turtle

knocked down a man-

cook with one blow of

its fin. A turtle's head

was also mentioned

which, severed from the

body for many hours,
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CAVEUR, OR TRUFFLE-HUNTER, AND HIS DOG AT WORK NEAR CARI'ENTKAS

Prom a Photograph.

have been called " thunder-roots" and

"swine-bread"), attracts many animals â

even pigs. Pigs were trained and used to

hunt for truffles, until dogs superseded them.

The hunters seek truffles during the winter ;

but they are baffled by a severe frost, which

hardens the ground. The biggest

truffle on record was unearthed two

years ago ; it weighed 61b. io^o/,.,

and was presented by Messrs. Ber-

nard to Messrs. Morel Bros., Cobbett

and Son, Limited, of Pall Mall.

Truffles are most abundant on

mountains. When the trees are fully

grown and the crop favourable, one

hunter and dog can find from 45!!).

to 55)0. of truffles in a day's work.

But the majority of the men own

very little hilly land, and only find

lylb., 2olb., or 25lb. per day. Some

seasons the truffle crop is an utter

failure. Messrs. Bernard handle every

year between 7o,ooolb. and 75,ooolb.

of truffles, the bulk being preserved.

In the season, however, London and

other great cities receive by parcel-

post baskets of fresh truffles weighing

7lb. to gib.

When the dog has found a truffle,

he stops, sniffing, on the spot. He is

then rewarded with a scrap of food,

and his master digs up the truffle,

puts it in his wallet, and makes for

another tree; for it is beneath trees

that this fungus is found.

Vol. xiii.-29.

The working of devices in

human hair is virtually a

lost art. I am indebted for

these details to Messrs. Chas.

Packer and Co., of Regent

Street, who kindly lent me

the floral trophy worked in

hair, and inclosed in a glass

case, which is here repro-

duced. It is a romantic

story. Somewhere in the

forties a certain Swiss shep-

herd, Antonio Ferrer, was

tending his flocks ; and like

(iiotto, he was a bit of an

artist. Instead of drawing,

however, he used to weave

hair and wool into quaint

devices.

An English lady saw some

of his work, brought him

over to England, and edu-

cated him at her own

expense. Next we find him

set up in business in Regent Street. His

trade grew, and he foresaw a craze. Accord-

ingly, he sent over to Switzerland for a lot

of pauper crippled girls, whom he said he

would teach. In 1850, Forrer had a grand

house in a southern suburb, and he lived
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like a prince on ;Â£ 10,000 a year. The

craze was now at its height. Provision

would be left in wills for mourning

brooches at Â£20 each; mourning rings,

and so on. In London alone there were

100 hair-working houses. Special artists

prepared designs. I^arge brooches had hair

designs set in them ; pencil and cigarette

cases were covered with hair; and waist-

belts even were prepared from long tresses.

Finally, regular pictures were prepared in

hair on various backgrounds. One of these

depicted somebody's birthplace â a pretty

little French village, with brook, trees, houses,

and even the names over the shops, all

wrought in hair. One man had his dead

wife's hair turned

into an artistic

landscape, after

Corot. The frame

was subsequently

covered with the

hair of the second

wife! Captains ot

sailing ships

brought orders

from all parts ot

the world ; and

one gentleman had

an evening dress tie

woven out of the

snow-white hair of

his dead partner.

After the Prince

Consort's death,

Her Majesty had

some of his hair

made into a brace-

let. Now, the

Queen stipulated

that there were to be no joinings ; but this was

impossible, the Prince's hair being too short

However, the Queen's instructions were

carried out, and the bracelet delivered.

Chancing to be toying with it one day, Her

Majesty drew out a hair three times the

length of the Prince's hair; then there was

trouble. The bracelet was inspected, and it

was found that while much of it was Prince

Albert's hair, the greater part of it was not.

The last curious industry deals with funeral

horses. Mr. Robert Roe, of Kennington

Park Road, has imported these stately

animals for upwards of twenty-five years.

It seems they come from Friesland and

Zeeland, and cost from ^Â£40 to ^70.

There must be about nine hundred funeral

horses in London. The average undertaker,

however, keeps neither horses nor coaches,

but hires these from people like Seaward, of

Islington. Mr. Seaward keeps a hundred

funeral horses, so that a visit to his stables is

an interesting experience.

" It is dangerous," said one of my in-

formants, "to leave a pair of these black

stallions outside public-houses, when return-

ing from a funeral; for these animals fight

with great ferocity." Once, at a very small

The Flowery Islands.

BY SIR GEORGE NEWNES, BART.

from a Photo. by\

VERYONE

from school-

days onwards

has heard

from time to

time of the Scilly Isles,

but comparatively few

people ever have the

opportunity of seeing

them. They are on the

way to nowhere, and

unless you live in Corn-

wall, and are enticed by

summer excursion

steamers, there is no

chance, as a rule, to

visit them, and yet they

are most interesting and,

so far as this country,

at any rate, is concerned,

unique.

Right out on the

broad Atlantic a cluster

of rocky islands ; five

of them inhabited, and

producing beautiful and

TEMPESTUOUS WEATHEKâSCILLY ISLES.

BISHOP LIGHTHOUSE.

From a Photo, by K. It /Ve*(oÂ», Pensanct,

at the same time profit-

able growth, the others

of little value.

The two features of

the Scilly Islands pre-

sent a striking contrast :

flowers and storms;

beauty and shipwreck.

In tempestuous, and

more especially in foggy,

weather they have

proved a death-trap to

many an unhappy mari-

ner, though the great

utility of the lighthouses

around our coast is

shown by the fact that

since they have been

made efficient on Scilly

the shipwrecks have

been comparatively few.

As a set-off to the

havoc that the islands

have worked at times is

the fact that they have

also proved a place of
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shelter. It is now pro-

posed to make them of

great use to our Navy, by

fortifying them and estab-

lishing a coaling-station and a harbour. The

islands form a sort of lake in the ocean, and

when a breakwater has been made to the

westward, where the largest area of the

Atlantic is seen, there will be almost a

perfect protection from every wind that blows.

There is no coaling-station for our Fleet

between Ushant and Ireland, and it is

conceivable that under certain circum-

stances the Scilly Islands might prove most

valuable.

It is supposed, though no one knows, that

Scilly was joined to the mainland, and there

is a tradition amongst the people that at one

time a horse's head could have stopped all

the water that flowed between Scilly and

what is called land's End : but there is now

nearly thirty miles of

rolling sea between

them.

If, however, the

Scilly Islands have

suffered through the

angry storms of the

Atlantic, they have

enjoyed the soft em-

braces of the warm

Gulf Stream, which

comes across it. This

flows all round the

islands and keeps an

equable temperature.

For this reason it is

possible to grow cer-

tain flowers about two

months earlier than

anywhere else in

Hl'GHTOWN, ST. MARYS.

From a Pkoto by J. Valc*ii*t A &>iu.

Britain, and in consequence of that fact a.

very large industry has been developed.

Mr. Augustus Dorien Smith was for nearly

forty years Lord Proprietor of the Island, and

he commenced and encouraged the cultivation

of early flowers on a large scale. He was

called, like his successor, Mr. Algernon Dorien

Smith, " Lord Proprietor of the Island,'7

although the Scillies are leased from the

Duchy of Cornwall. Still, no one grudges the

Dorien Smiths their title, as they have done

so much for the island and have been

practically kings of the place.

Upon the Island of Tresco is situated

TKESCO ABBEY.

[J t'olntmt Â£ gimt.
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their residence â a

large one, with all the

comforts of a modern

English mansion. Sur-

rounding it are many

acres of gardens con-

taining flowers and

tropical plants, many

of which are not to

be met anywhere north

of the Mediterranean

shores. One part of

the grounds is called

North and the other

South Australia. The

KESCO ABBEYâROCKERIES,

SHOWING A GREATER

VAK1ETV OF PLANTS

THAN IN ANY OTHER

PHOTO.

flower, but it is

true that they die

immediately after-

wards. One is re-

minded at every

turn of the cele-

brated tropical

gardens of Mr.

Hanbury, near to

Mentone, where,

1 KESCO ABBEY GARDENS

BIGGEST TREE FERNS

SC1LLY.

Long Walk separates

the two, and here are

found many trees, etc.,

which are indigenous

to the soil of those dis-

tant colonies. Among

the more striking of

the plants are gigantic

cactus, gum-trees, and

fuchsias, more like

forest trees than garden

plants. There is also

;i variety of palms from

China, India, and

Japan; and aloes

which are reputed to

flower only once in a

hundred years, and then to die, as if the

Front 1'luitti* bit]

TRESCO ABBEYâEUCALYPTUS, ETC.

[PriUl <t Co.

as here, is a wealth and profusion of luxuriant

display of their fragrance and beauty were growth, of rare and beautiful plants. On the

fatal to them. As a matter of fact, very few

of them do take as long as that before they

hill above the gardens is a statue of Mr.

Augustus Dorien Smith, on which is an
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inscription stating that for thirty-nine years

he was Lord Proprietor of these Islands.

Descending from this statue one comes

to a lawn-tennis court, which is of itself

a very common-

place object com-

pared with the

wonderful beau-

ties that the

visitor has just

witnessed, but

even that has a

special and in-

deed a weird and

ghastly interest of

its own. At one

end of the court

deed a depressing sight, knowing that these

twenty or more figure-heads are, perhaps, all

that are left of so many ships carrying human

freight, and the disasters to which hurled

hundreds of

souls into

eternity.

We believe

this curious

and uncanny

collection was

made by Mr.

Augustus, the

uncle of the

present Mr.

Algernon

Dorien Smith.

This latter

gentleman is a

handsome

man, in the

prime of life,

full of vigour

and strong

personal individuality. He is often called

" King Smith," and his manner shows that

he is 'not one who would like to be

denied his own way. After all, kings are

mortal, and it would be surprising if the

King of the Scilly Islands did not, like

all other Imperialists, show that he meant

his royal will to be respected. But though

he is controller of all the land in the

island, and everyone has to go to him for

permission to do anything upon it, still

his is not an absolute monarchy. He has,

like the Queen of the adjacent islands of

BVIU)IN<; IN THK IKNM^ CIHK'T

t rum cl Photo. tiy C. J. A'tJitf, S

ARl/M I 11 IKS.

Ft** J*ofe * R. H.

is a building for

spectators, and

this is embellish-

ed, if one can

use the word in

such a connec-

tion, by the figure-

heads of ships

which have been

wrecked on the

THE FLOWERY ISLANDS.

207

Great Britain and Ireland, to put up with a

county council, of which, however, as might

be expected, he is chairman. The people

will astonish most people to learn that no

less than 500 tons of narcissus were sent

from Scilly to the mainland, mostly bound

for Covent Garden Market. It is

not that they grow in Scilly more

beautifully or larger, but because

they are some two months earlier.

It is rather prosy to introduce

into a description of lovely flowers

sordid questions of monopoly and

competition. But still these islanders

have the chance of putting upon

the market at a time when no one

else can the results of their labours,

and no one can blame them for

A FIELD OF I'RINCKPS. TAKEN

IOTH FEBRUARY.

From a PAo(o. by R. II. I'rcgtfm, Pemanc

on the islands are repre-

sented in Parliament by

the member for the Pen-

zancc Division of Corn-

wall.

But perhaps the most

interesting feature in re-

gard to these beautiful

islands is the enormous

increase of the trade in

early flowers, particularly

PICKING OKN'ATUS.

From a I'hoto. '<j/ C. ./. King. S

treating in a business-like and com-

mercial manner the fortunate con-

dition in which they find themselves.

As we have said, the equable climate,

in consequence of the Gulf Stream,

A FIELD OF NARCISSUS. TAKEN JOIIl Ft-liia1 AK-i.

From a I'hnlo. by R. H. Preaton, Pcmance.

narcissus and daffodils ; of the former

some 150 varieties are grown.

From very small beginnings this in-

dustry has progressed, and last year it

PACKING DOL'lil.E WHITES, ETC.

from a f'ltoto. ty A'ritt it Ci).
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is the main reason for the early and successful

growth of the flowers, but they must be pro-

tected from certain winds, and large hedges

are grown, so that the gardens look like

are right out on the Western Ocean, not

upon an Atlantic lin^r, but upon solid

mother earth. Little frost or snow visits the

isles, whilst in summer, intense heat is pre-

vented by the cool Atlantic breezes.

There is some talk of establish-

ing a large sanatorium upon the

islands. The history and traditions

of the place are largely con-

nected with shipwreck and drown-

ing. The people do not call them-

selves Englishmen or Cornishmen,

ST. MARY'SâI'L'LriT KOCK.

patches or allotments. It is a very

important question this study of the

protection of the flowers, and the in-

habitants of the isles seem to have well

mastered it. The quantity of flowers

ST. MAKV S â LOADED CAMEL

ROCK, AND Sl-OT WHERK

SIR CLOl'DESLEY SHOVEL'S

BODY WAS FOUND ANL>

FLEET WRECKED, 1707.

t'rvm a fllato. tit FHth <t Co.

grown is steadily in-

creasing, and in a few-

years' time the huge

figure we have quoted

will probably be far

exceeded. Early pota-

toes and tomatoes arc

also cultivated in large

quantities. Altogether

Scilly is well worth

a visit. At first there

is a curious sensation

in feeling that you

1 <L fluito. lent fty\ LiAjAN STONE.

ROCK.

a Pkoto. by J. t'aleniine it San*.

but Scillonians, and they are

proud and fond of their birth-

place. The rock scenery

of some of the coast is im-

posing, and here is perhaps

the largest of the Logan, or

rocking-stones, a huge piece

of rock so poised that it is

possible for one person to

move some hundred tons.

Sir Walter Besant

spent six weeks here

writing his famous

novel, " Armorel of

Lyonesse," which

gives a good insight

into the legends and

folk-lore of the place :

and certainly Scilly

would be just the

spot to inspire the

novelist or the poet

with ideas of ro-

mance, of rescue,

BY MRS. EGERTON EASTWICK (PLF.YDELL NORTH).

OU must realize the risk

entailed. A new play by an

unknown author; it is only

of late that ladies " (he

was not sufficiently sure of

himself, or her, to say

" women ") "have commenced to make their

mark as playwrights."

" But the beginning has been made," she

said, smiling ; " if the work is good, the sex

of the writer has ceased to be an objectionâ

give my work a chance."

"There is undoubted merit. Insight into

character, fine touches, not too fine to escape

the ' gods' (an excess of delicate perception

usually fails), bright dialogue, dramatic unity,

rapid action. It really ought to succeed.

And yet I have known a piece that seemed

to have all these qualifications die on the

first night. The thing is to make it go.

Who the deuce is to play the part of

Vol. xiii.-27.

Beatrice 1" He was walking up and down

the room, talking more to himself than to

her.

" Do you think," she said, shyly, "that 1

could ? "

He stopped in his v/alk and looked at her.

" You !" he said, in astonishment.

She was certainly a beautiful woman, and

there was about her an air of both power and

fascination, the latter apparent in spite of a

certain plainness, even poverty, of dress,

which did not escape the practised eye of the

manager.

" You," he repeated, with a touch of amuse-

ment in his tone, and still regarding her

critically.

She wisely remained silent.

" Tell me," he said, presently, " what put

the idea into your headâwas Beatrice a

piece of self-portraiture ? "

She flushed deeply.
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" I believe I could render the part as

no one else could," she said, " because I

know the truth of her story."

He resumed his walk.

" Well, to tell you the truth, the likeness

struck me, gesture, styleâI don't know that

I should have realized the possibilities of

Beatrice if I had not seen you."

" Then I have already acted as her inter-

preter ? "

"Just soâfaith, if Beatrice were to tell

her story to the pit as you told me yours the

day you persuaded me to read the playâbut

the training ? You have no experience."

" Only as an amateur, but I would work

hard, spare no effort "

They discussed the point for another half-

hour; finally it was arranged that, should the

manager not see his way to making other more

satisfactory arrangementsâthat is, should

he not succeed in securing the services of

Miss D'Arcy, the only suitable actress he

could think of as likely to be available for the

part in " A Modem Wife"âMrs. Grey

should study the role with a view to taking

it herself.

At any rate, the piece was to be produced

at the Hyperion Theatre in six months' time.

When Mrs.

Grey had taken

her departure,

the manager sat

for awhile in his

comfortable den

with the type-

written copy of

the play in his

hand, speculat-

ing upon the

wisdom of his

ve n t ure, and

certain peculiari-

ties connected

with it. Who

was Mrs. Grey ?

Until she had

written for a

personal inter-

view, he had

never heard of

her.

On that occa

sion she had

enclosed a photograph, which led him to

imagine that she desired an engagement,

and the photograph had induced him to

grant the interview. Then she had offered

him the play. That a woman hitherto un-

known to the world should have written at

the outset something that approached a

masterpiece, was sufficiently startling.

Although he felt sure that he was not

aware of her true name and identity, he knew

something of her history; at least, he had

reason to think so. She had given him an

outline of the struggle and necessity which

had driven her to make this histrionic effort,

with a passion and intensity of pathos which

had made him promise to read her work, and

HER ONE INSPIRATION; OR, A MODERN WIFE.

211

which it took all her woman's wit and

courage to save him. Yet she thought of

him still as the hero and lover of her youth,

and held that the harshness and cruelty

of his fellows alone had driven him to

desperation.

The successful manager had not much

sympathy to bestow upon this fool of

fortune ; he had no belief in a relentless

fate, and regarded hypersensitiveness as mere

idiocy; but he admired the woman who

sought so bravely to withstand disaster, and

was interested in her fate.

About a week later he wrote to Mrs. Grey.

In a few lines he told her that, Miss D'Arcy

having a prior engagement, he had decided

upon offering to her, Mrs. Grey, the part of

Beatricc'm "A Modern Wife."

As a result, it was to be supposed that

Mrs. Grey removed to town, for during the

succeeding months she was, as a matter of

necessity, in constant attendance at the

theatre : but the secrecy with which she had

in part chosen to surround her private life

remained unbroken.

After that first expansiveness, she never

again referred to her husband or her home ;

communications from the theatre were now

addressed to a ladies' club ; her companion

at rehearsal was an old woman, apparently

a servant, as reticent as herself.

They generally arrived on foot, alighting,

as the manager discovered, from an omnibus

in the main street near the Hyperion.

Instincts both of wisdom and courtesy

induced him to refrain from making any

effort at present to penetrate her reserve.

As to the success of his venture, his con-

fidence increased as time went on. Beatrice

appeared to be under the influence of some

over-mastering purpose which enabled her to

surmount the difficulties inseparable from her

inexperience, and to endow the part with

startling vitality. Her fire was enough even

to have redeemed stupidity, and she had

none to encounter: it communicated itself

to the rest of the company, it communi-

cated itself to him, Percy Marks, the

actor-manager, who played the part of the

ruined genius, the husband of the " Modern

Wife."

She led, thrilled, enthralled him. The

pathos of failure crept into his marrow, and

he began to understand its possibilities for the

first time. She thrust them home upon him,

and made him suffer all their torture ; up to

the last scene where she saved him from

cowardly surrender. But he sometimes

wondered whether she would ever act again ;

whether she were acting now. She seemed

to be merely telling a story which she was

determined the world should hear : it seemed

impossible that she could ever assimilate any

other part as she assimilated this. She was

so desperately true.

The critical night drew near. The play

was announced as the work of Lucian Grey,

an author hitherto unknown, but a rumour
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would he withdraw " A Modern Wife" of a white, eager face, and the figure of a

under the time specified. ivan.

The following night his expectations were But now the call was growing imperious:

more than realized. The house was crowded. " Author ! Author ! " and she showed no sign

THE AUTHOR WILL APPEAR UPON ONE CONDITION.

The audience was at first good-tempered

(Percy Marks was eminently popular), then

appreciative, then enthusiastic. As the cur-

tain fell the storm of applause rolled from

stalls to gallery, and from gallery to stalls,

and back again.

It was one of those unqualified triumphs

which more than once the manager had

scored by his venturous daring and apprecia-

tive judgment. And yet a sense of annoyance

mingled with his satisfaction. Mrs. Grey

had done splendidly ; had surmounted inevit-

able difficulties with marvellous courage; had

haidly, after the first scene, shown appreciable

signs of nervousness. She was called for

again and again with him before the cry of

"Author!" arose. She had justified his

expectations, but he was conscious that she

had not played for him or to him alone.

More than once he had seen her eyes fixed

upon a box to the left of the stage, and in

the shadow at the back he had caught sight

of response. He turned towards her quickly ;

her face had grown ashenâshe was trembling

from head to foot.

" Go on," she whispered, " tell them that

the author is illâwill come presentlyâask

them to waitâgive me five minutesâonly

three "âher hand was pressed to her side.

He was really alarmed, and hurried before

the curtain to make his little speech. He

was always welcome and listened to. When

he returned he found her standing where

he had left her, but by her side was a

stranger, a man, the same he had seen in

the box.

" Here," she said, rapidly, " is the author,

the true Lucian Grey ; he is ready to appear,

and receive his rights."

Marks drew backâsurely he recognised

this man.

'â¢ Remember your promise," she said,

imperiously.

The cries from the front were growing
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once more imperative. With a quick motion

of her lithe white hands, she pushed the

man who had just joined her towards the

wings.

" What does this mean ?" said Percy

Marks, angrily, when he stood with her

alone.

" It was he wrote ' A Modern Wife.' He

The silence of the end had fallen upon the

auditorium. John Graham had received his

ovation, which had been mixed with consider-

able surprise, and returned.

He stood before them, transformed. The

pallid cheeks were burning, the eyes aflame

with strange, mysterious light.

Percy Marks was a clever man, able to

' HERE IS THE AUTHOR."

âmy husbandâyou know him ; he sent

you the play under another title, and you

would not look at it. Five years ago, when

you were a critic, you ruined him. Do you

remember ? But for me, you would have

killed him, body and soul and brainâJohn

Graham, do you remember ? "

She spoke with quick catches in her

breath, with rapid, eager pleading.

" And he has played this trick upon me,"

he said, angrily, " using you ? "

" No, noânot he. It was my doingâhe

never knew until this evening when he sat in

the box there and heard his own wordsâsaw

you acting themâoh !âshall I ever forget it ?

â the triumph, the joy. Forgive me, oh, you

must forgive me. I could not see him die

before my face; die of disappointment,

despair. Look, he is coming."

recognise a mistake, and could atone

generously. He stretched out his hand.

" Allow me to congratulate you," he said,

frankly, " as much upon the success of your

wife as upon your own. After all, it is to

her that both your thanks and mine are due.

Will you sup with me to-night ? "

But that night the Grahams preferred to

go home, to the unpretentious rooms where

their child lay sleeping, and which they had

taken six months previously, when " Mrs.

Grey " entered upon her engagement at the

Hyperion.

" A Modern Wife" ran over the one

hundred nights, and Percy Marks had no

cause to regret his venture. Mrs. Grey

played Beatrice to the end, but she never

again appeared upon the boards.

" She had had " Her One Inspiration."

Policemen of the World.

BY C. S. PELHAM-CLINTON.

OLICEMEN are a necessary

evil, and the world is full of

them. Every civilized, edu-

cated, and dignified nation is

compelled to feed a large

number in order to hunt

rascals down and to help the women across

the street; and in every country where law

is a thing unknown, every man is his own

policeman, and takes care of the above-named

things for himself.

Now, for several years, the " bobby " has

been my hobby, and in my travels I have

an embryo smile, as if he were running in

competition with the next man's white shirt:

and three of them carry " wristers " on their

belts. With all their ungainliness and lack

of beauty, however, they are a decidedly

efficient set of men, and manage to keep the

wayward citizens of South Africa in gentle-

manly order.

The Guardias Civiles, or Civil Guard,

of Spain are, without exception, one of

the finest bodies of men in any part of

Europe. They are, perhaps, only equalled

by the Irish Constabulary, a body they

'a Photo, lif]

NATIVE POLICEMEN, CAl'K TOWN.

[It. U. Lennon tt Co., Cape Town.

often noted the great difference in the police-

men of the world. As the photographs

which I have collected will show, there is a

wide difference in dress, feature, and stature.

Some of the " bobbies " are handsome men,

carrying in their face and form the dignity of

strength. Others wear upon their brow the

care of long hours and small pay. And

some are so ugly that you would have a fit

if you met them late at night.

To show you at once that some bobbies are

not Apollos, I begin with the native police

of South Africa. There are four of them,

standing against a stone wall. The man on

the right is a fierce man, and his set lips are

a warning that the way of the transgressor is

indeed hard. The bobby on the left wears

very much resemble, though, happily, at

the present time, the latter have not the

same disagreeable duties to perform as do

their Spanish confreres. It is not so very

long since travelling in Spain was quite as

dangerous as, if not more than, a trip

through Kashmir, or other equally out-of-the-

way part of the world. The absence of rail-

ways, and the difficulties of communication,

which, to a certain extent, still obtain, made

travelling as dangerous as it was in England in

the old posting days, when "Stand and deliver"

was frequently heard on Hounslow Heath and

other parts near London. The Spanish

highwayman, however, usually reversed the

order of action, making you a target first of

all, and then requesting the unpunctured
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portions of your anatomy to deliver up your

worldly goods. In 1845 the Civil Guard

was established, and the duty of its members

is to patrol the high roads and practically

guard travellers. Since their enrolment,

brigandage has almost entirely disappeared,

and except in the most out-of-the-way

portions anything like highway robbery is a

thing of the past. Their power is almost

absolute, and it speaks wonderfully well for

them as a body that it is very seldom abused,

and if abused it is the malefactor who suffers,

and not the peaceable citizen !

OFFICEK OF THE CIVIL GUARD OF SPAIN.

From a Photo. on Ua Platograpliie Company of Madrid.

The Guardias Civiles are scattered all over

the country in pairs or squads, and the

patrolling is invariably done in couples, the

order being to march, when on patrol, fifteen

yards apart. There are always two guards

on each train, and with their curiously

shaped hats, dark blue tunics, and yellow

belts, their cloaks hung over their shoulders,

and their quaint, rather old-fashioned gaiters,

they make a picturesque effect when, im-

mediately the train stops at a station, the

two get out and march up and down the

platform. There are in all about twenty-five

thousand foot and five thousand mounted

Guardias Civiles in the country. On proper

representations one can always be obtained

as an escort if required, and I believe that

even in the beautiful cork woods near

Gibraltar, which are a favourite pic-nic

ground for the garrison and tourists, if a

party is known to be visiting that picturesque

spot, the Guardia is generally to be found

handy, though I have never heard of there

being any need of his services; the idea is

evidently that prevention is better than cure.

Besides these, there are the Municipal Police,

MEMBER OF THE PUBLIC GUARD OF SPAIN.

From a Photograph.

who meander round in an amiable fashion

and look after the cleanliness of the streets,

and are supposed to direct the traffic, which

they generally do by allowing the traffic

to direct itself. Their uniform is very much

the same as that of the Ordenne Publico,

or Police of Public Order, who are paid by

the city and not by the State, the chief

difference being that they wear green gloves

instead of white, and wear belts outside the

tunic ; their caps are much the same, but

they have the municipal coat-of-arms on the

front.
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these respects, as there is as little cruelty to

animals to \ye seen as there is in I^ondon,

and the traffic is certainly better regulated

than in most towns of Europe.

The police of Italy is divided into five

bodies, or sections, the first being the

Carabinieri, who wear a dark blue tail-coat

and trousers, with red band and thread silver

buttons and ornaments, and a cocked hat

with tricolor cockade and tuft, and gloves

and sword. The second section is the

(limrdie cli Publica Sicurrezza, or Guards of

I'ublic Safety, who wear a dark blue tunic

with light blue ornaments, grey trousers, a

round cap with a peak, gloves, a small sword,

nnd a revolver. Both of these belong to

the military service, and are entitled to a

pension. The men can rise from the ranks

to be officers, but cannot advance beyond

the rank of captain. The other police are

the Municipal Police, the Forest Guards,

and the Guardie Campestri, who look after

the fields and farms, these last three being

local bodies. The service is, of course,

voluntary.

The Pope's Swiss Body-guard may perhaps

come under the head of a police, though

-i1- . buc -a
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they are more of

a' military body ;

their uniform is

one of the most

picturesque in

Europe, the only

other equally fanci-

ful costume being

our beefeater's.

The Japanese

police are very

picturesque, espe-

cially in their

summer costume.

Dressed in white,

with a sort of cape

attached to their

hats hanging down

on their shoulders,

they may often be

seen walking along

the street two by

two. In speaking

of the photograph

here reproduced,

Mr. A. R.G.Clark,

the manager of

Messrs. North and

Rae's well-known

firm in Yokohama,

says: " I may men-

tion that it is very

difficult indeed to obtain such picures, as

the native ' Robert' must be snapped un-

awares, and very few good negatives exist."

The photograph is certainly an excellent one,

Vol. xiii.- 29

and was taken by

Mr. O. A. Poole, a

distinguished Yoko-

hama amateur.

The Roumanian

police are a fine

body of men, and

are under the con-

trol of the Govern-

ment. In com-

parison with the

City of London or

New York police,

they are much more

military looking, and

their dress is smarter.

In summer, they

wear a canvas uni-

form, and at all

times carry a sword

and loaded revolver.

Through the kind-

ness of Mr. N. San-

Marin, Director of the Prefecture

of Police, I am able to present

two photographs of Roumanians,

showing the winter costume and

full dress.

Try as I would in Vienna, I was

not able to obtain any photographs

ROUMANIAN POLICEMAN IN WINTER DRESS.
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of the police

there, which was

the more aggra-

vating as, both

in uniform and

appearance, they

are as smart a

body of men as

anyone could

wish to see.

However,

shortly after-

wards, by the

kindness of Mr.

M. Feldschark,

the British

Consul - General

in Vienna, I

obtained some

excellent photo-

graphs of the

Viennese police,

and those of

Bohemia as well.

The uniform of

the Viennese

gendarme is one

of the most pic-

turesque of any

in Europe â of

the regular

police, that is;

it consists of dark green tunic, blue-grey

trousers with madder-red trimming, a blue-

grey cloak with madder-red

facings, a chasseur hat with

a tuft of dark green feathers,

and they are armed with a

sword and Mannlicher rifle.

They are a gendarmerie,

or almost military body,

organized for the main-

tenance of public order

and security all over the

country, with the exception

of large towns, such as

Vienna, Prague, etc., where

a town police is in exist-

ence. As I said before,

the Viennese police are a

very smart-looking body of

men; the mounted men

in particular, with their

gauntlet gloves, high boots,

dark blue cloth jackets,

and lighter trousers, and a

leather belt across the

chest, have a very spruce

appearance. The ordinary

VltN.sA i'ULILb

From a Photograph*

policemen have a black cloth dress, with red

facings, a black metal helmet with an eagle

in nickel, and are armed with a sword. The

inspector's dress is very much the same,

excepting that

the ornaments

are silver, and
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body of men as regards size, showed a great

deal too much disposition to girth. They

are, however, extremely serviceable in regulat-

ing the traffic, and I watched the way they

kept the people

back on the

pavement, while

the German Em-

peror was riding

up Unter den

Linden, with a

good deal of

curiosity, as

they showed

much firmness,

and yet were

very good-

natured and

polite through it

all. Their uni-

form is dark

The mounted

uniform with a

cloak lined

a

GERMAN POLICEMAN.

fVom a Photograph.

blue, and they wear a

helmet of shiny leather,

with a band of nickel and

arms of the same metal.

For some reason or

other the powers that be

at the Hague declined to

let me have photographs

of their police, but offered

a picture of a fireman

instead. What the con-

nection between the two

is I rather fail to see, but

it was doubtless kindly

meant. However, the

terror to evil-doers in the

Netherlands is dressed in

a dark blue tunic and trousers, and wears a

shiny helmet, and carries a short, heavy

sword, which he is only allowed to use in

desperate emergencies. The rural policeman

much resembles his town brother, but the

most gorgeous officials of all are the Custom

House police, who have a much more gaudy

uniform.

I suppose the French policeman is almost

as well known to English people as the

English one. The uniform of the gendarme

is a dark blue tunic edged with red,

rather lighter blue trousers, black braid

epaulettes, a cocked hat with silver braid,

and aiguillettes of white thread. He is

armed with a revolver,

gendarmes have the same

cross-belt of buff leather,

with scarlet cloth, and are armed with a

sword and carbine. The ordinary town

policeman is dressed in darker colours, and

has the regulation of the traffic in his hands.

I did not visit Serajevo, but Mr. Freeman,

the British Consul there, kindly sent me
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forces wear the Austrian

cap, the Mohammedans

the fez. All the uniforms

are dark green ; the gen-

da nes and the town

police have red facings,

and the latter, when on

duty, wear a metal plate

with their numbers. The

gendarmes carry a Kro-

patchek rifle and a sword-

bayonet, the policemen

only a sword. The

Custom House guards

have green facings, and

carry a Wernde rifle and

sword-bayonet."

As regards size, the

Russian policemen are

the biggest men of any

in Europe, and compare

in this respect with the

police of New York,

though what is known as

the Broadway squad in

the trans-Atlantic city

can, I think, give inches

in size to any body of

men in Europe.

The Russian

force is divided

into three sec-

tions, the Urban,

Suburban, and

River police.

The uniform of

the Urban police

is black, with

yellow and red

facings, and in

cold weather they

have a heavy great

coat, and round

their waists is a

belt carrying a

short sword and

a revolver; the

uniform of the

Suburban section

is black with pur-

ple facings, and

the River police

have black with

white facings.

There is also, in

various parts, a

mounted police,

and I noticed

these particularly

in Moscow, their uniform

partaking much more of

a military character. The

Russian policemen are

drawn from soldiers who

have done their service

in the regular army, but

it is not a military corps,

and the men are not
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resident of Sura, I have received photographs

showing these men outside the Sura Barracks.

The man on the right

presenting arms is the

common soldier-police -

man, with black tunic

and black facings. The

man on the left is an

officer. His tunic of dark

blue with scarlet facings

contrasts strikingly with

the scalloped kilt of white

linen. Note the curious

manner in which the

native Fiji policeman

wears his hair.

In the Straits Settle-

ments, the police force

numbers over 2,000, of

whom about 100 are

Europeans. The accom-

panying photographs

show the well - known

Sikh and Malay police-

men. The first - named

" bobby," with gun on

shoulder, is a picturesque

figure. The gun is used

when the Sikh is on

guard at the treasury or

Government offices. At

differs slightly

All the British

other times he

wears the side -

sword on'y. The

second Singapore

photograph shows

the native Malay-

policeman.

In passing, I may

say that the police

forces in the various

British Colonies are

modelled on the

lines established in

the mother country.

In many of the

Colonial cities and

towns, the police

legislation is based

upon metropolitan

enactments, and

the expense of the

police establish-

ments is borne by

the Colonial

revenue. British

India is divided

into police districts,

but the system

in the different presidencies.

Indian police are in uniform,

SIKH I'OLICtMAN.

.'-â¢â¢- a Photo, by MoaM it Go., Singapore.

NATIVK MAI.AV HOI.ICEMAN.

from a Photo, by Utau <t Co., Singaport.
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and are trained in drill and

in the use of fire-arms. The

ordinary members of the force

are natives, while the officers

are nearly all Europeans, who

have seen military service.

By the Code of 1883, which

has tended to make the force

very efficient, the police hive

a legal sanction for acts that

in England are sanctioned

by practice. Policemen take

evidence, and have the power

to compel the attendance of

witnesses and to question

MADKAS I'OLICEMAN.

Mtuii a I'hoto. by J/Â«>or Hand*, Madras.

them. In fact, as one great

authority, Stephen, says, the

police of India are far more

important, and relatively more

powerful, than the English

police, owing to the smallness

of the number of the Euro-

pean magistrates and other

circumstances.

The costume of the Madras

police is less attractive than

that of the Sikh. A gaily-

coloured turban, dark jacket,

white trousers, and sandals

make up the uniform, and

the " bobby " carries a sword.

The Montenegrin policeman,

with his trusty pistol in his

belt, is much smarter in

appearance, stalwart and im-

pressive.

In Stockholm and Chris-

tiania the uniforms much

resemble each other, being

of dark blue, almost black,

cloth, with brass buttons, and

a brass plate on the shiny

leather helmet, and they are

armed with a short sword.

MONTENEGRIN POLICEMAN.

from a Photograph-

SWEDISH POLICKMAN

From a fluto. ty DaMW.

From a Photo, bit S. Spurting, Luuncttbm,

Tasmania.

Here is a policeman from

Launceston, Tasmania, who

measures 6ft. 2in. in height.

The number of the force in

that town is about fifty, and

they are often spoken of as

" a model police force." At

present, the local police of

Tasmania are under the con-

trol of the local municipal

councils, but it is very pro-

bable that, under a centrali-

sation Act, all the police of

this far-off island will be
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under Government control. As will be

noticed, the Tasmanian " bobby" is re-

markably like the London " peeler," and is

quite as fine-looking.

In Denmark the city and county police

are also a distinct bodyâmen who have been

in the army being preferred, though military

service is not essential. They receive a

pension on retiring, but are allowed to follow

any civil occupation in addition if so inclined.

The ordinary policeman can be promoted to

an inspectorship, which is about equal to a

sergeantship in this country, and to rise

higher and get command of a district he

From a 1'hoto. bu A'Mten A Sim

must pass an examination, and, after a few

years' service in the ranks, is promoted as

vacancies occur.

Belgium enjoys with Switzerland the

reputation of being one of the least-policed

States of Europe. There is, roughly speaking,

one "bobby" to every 350 persons. The

duty of the gendarmerie, or members of the

horse and foot police, is to maintain internal

order and peace. In this work they are aided

by the " Guard Civique."

It would be carrying coals to Newcastle to

give a detailed description of the English

police and their efficiency. It seems to be

the custom nowadays to run them down on

every occasion. Why, I never can see, for

taking it all in all it is not too great praise to

say they are the most efficient body of men

in the world. There may be a. few black

sheep among them, and a few of them may

not have read Lord Chesterfield's book on

manners, but if their efficiency, readiness to

oblige, and general civility were placed in one

side of the balance, and the contrary attributes

on the other side, I think everybody knows

which side of the scale would reach the

ground with a bump. Only travellers who

have watched the traffic of foreign towns

HKl.UIAN POLICEMAN IN UNDRESS UMKOK.M.

/â¢"rom a l'hvtuyi'ui>h.

extricate itself, more by good luck than good

guidance, can appreciate the careful manner

in which the gigantic mass of vehicles in

London is managed by our friend the

" bobby."

In London, the " Metropolitan " and the

"City" policemen are distinguished when on

duty by the difference in the small canvas

armlet worn on the left fore-arm. In the

" City " this strap is of red and white stripes,

while in all other parts of the Metropolis the

stripes are of blue and white. The Metro-

politan police area is over 688 square miles,

and includes all places within a radius of fifteen'
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miles of Charing Cross â

except the "City." .In the

"one square mile" on the

other side of Temple Bar,

928 stalwart men, from the

" Commissioner " down to

the ordinary constable, guard

the public from harm. The

force costs about .Â£128,000

a year. This sum is paid for

entirely by the citizens, with-

out Imperial aid, and the

wages for each man is con-

siderably in advance of police

wages in the United King-

dom. The Metropolitan

force, up to December, 1895,

numbered 15,271, and the

cost of supporting it is partly

borne by the Government.

An equally efficient corps

is the Irish Constabulary,

which is, however, consider-

ably more of a military force.

Their good temper under

difficulties and danger can

be appreciated by those who,

like myself, happened to be

quartered in Ireland when

the Emergency trouble com-

menced, and the dark green

uniforms and the

stalwart forms

they encased will

be always remem-

bered by those

who have seen

them in such try-

ing circumstances

as a first - class

body of well-

drilled guardians

of the peace.

I have already

mentioned the

New York police-

LONDON METROPOLITAN " BOBBY."

om a Photo, by F. C. O. Stuart, Southampton.

man in terms of deserved

praise. Theyâin fact all of

the American policemenâ

are as fine a body of men

as any in the world. In

many of the Eastern cities,

such as New York, Boston,

Philadelphia, there is a

strong sprinkling of Milesian

blood in the multitude of

officers and patrolmen, and

it is said that many of them

go on the Milesian principle

of " hit him first and hold

him afterwards." The "hit-

ting " is done by means of a

club or " billy "âa short

stick of hardwood loaded

with lead, about as long as

the fore-arm. This stick has

Cliff-Climbing and Egg-Hunting.

BY L. S. LEWIS.

>f egg-hunting, as in other

things, there are degrees; and

in this article I propose to deal

only with the very highest

form of this fascinating hobby.

I refer more particularly to

cliff-climbing, or, more properly, cliff-descend-

ing, in search of eggs. Among the most

distinguished adepts in this difficult and

perilous ?rt isâappropriately enoughâone of

the most popular officers in the British Army

âLieutenant-Colonel Willoughby-Verner, of

the Rifle Brigade, who is, at this moment,

a professor of military science at Sand-

hurst. As his egg-collecting adventures

and stories would fill whole volumes, I have

some difficulty in " boiling-down," as the

saying is, even a tithe of the interesting

material gathered at our interview.

First of all, let me say that in the portrait

reproduced on this page Colonel Verner is

depicted in full climbing attire â knife,

camera, ropes, and sling, or belt. He wears

rope-soled shoes, which he bought for one

peseta in Andalusia.

li I began egg-hunting as soon as I could

climb a tree," the Colonel said to me ; "and

later on I used

to assist my father

in training his

sporting hawks

and falcons, of

which he hid a

large number."

While stationed

at Gibraltar, be-

tween 1874 and

1880, Colonel

Verner had splen-

did opportunities

for indulging his

favourite pastime.

"The lowestâas

to situationâand

also the very first

eagle's nest I ever

took, was that of

an Imperial eagle

âa tree - nesting

species. This nest

was in a stunted

tree, only 2oft.

high, in the

middle of an al-

most impene-

VoL xiii.-28

LIEUT.-COL. wlLLOUGHBY-VKKNb.R IN CL.lh F-CLIMH1NG CUbTL'MK.

From a Photo, by Strut. Smitt, .1 MtnAut.

trable thicket, which was surrounded by a

large swamp covered with reeds loft, high."

Here the great bird relied for security on

the solitude of the swamp, and the diffi-

culty of access to the tree. Certainly, Colonel

Verner would never have reached that nest

were it not for the assistance rendered by a

couple of bare-legged Spanish leech-catchers,

who beat down the reeds for him with their

poles.
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capable of supporting two men. This rope

was given to the Colonel by the late Crown

Prince Rudolf of Austria, who had used it

himself whilst chamois-hunting in the Tyrol.

In the spring of 1878, Colonel Verner left

Gibraltar with a friend for a nesting expedi-

tion into the mountainous country north of

the Rock. They chanced to visit the nesting-

place of a griffon vulture in a cliff, which in

most parts inclined at an angle of about

seventy degrees. Two-thirds of the entire

height was as smooth as a wall. " We had

no ropes. We worked our way through a

densely wooded ravine to the foot of the

cliff, and managed to reach a ledge whence

we could command most of the face of the

precipice. Here we found it possible to

sidle, barefooted, along the narrow ledges,

the strata being more closely defined.

" Before reaching the ledge where the nest

lay, I had to let myself down 6ft. Having

packed the egg, I

climbed still higher,

and came across two

more nests with eggs.

Great fissures were

met with now and

again, and as I was

creeping round into

one of these, a gigan-

tic griffon vulture-

flew out with discon-

certing suddenness.

Here I found

another nest. 1

swung round into

the fissure, but could

not get back again,

so I climbed up the

'chimney' a-d col-

lected more eggs."

A few moments

later the daring

climber had a ter-

ribly narrow escape

from an awful death.

He was sidling along

the narrow ledges as

we see him in the

picture (which is

from a drawing by himself, made immediately

after the occurrence), when the rock gave way

under his foot, and he swung out 3ooft. above

the abyss, holding on to the upper ledge

only with the fingers of one hand ! " As I

slipped," he said to me, plaintively, " my egg-

box struck against the rock ; and it was just

my luck that the most beautifully marked

egg of the whole lot should be the only

A GIGANTIC GRIFFON VULTURE FLEW OUT.

from a Water-Colour Dratnnpbif Lieut.-Col. Willouohbv-Verner.

one that got cracked." And as he spoke,

the Colonel produced the identical egg for

my inspection.

Colonel Verner casts something more than

doubt on the stories of eagles attacking

people. " I have taken eggs from scores of

eagles' nests in lofty crags," he said, ''and
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suitable point of viewâand the range was

limited, seeing that he wns dangling half-

way down a formidable cliffâthe Colonel

was just about to photograph the nest,

when the buckle of the camera-strap gave

way, and down fell the little instrument

i5oft. into the boiling surf below.

" A few minutes later I saw it floating out

to sea, and, of

course, I gave it

up for lost. A

coast-guardsman,

however, who

accompanied me,

volunteered to re-

cover the camera,

which was now

zooft. or 3ocft.

from the shore.

Forthwith he was

lowered into the

sea, and not long

after he swam

back with the

camera in his

mouth, for all the

world like a re-

triever !"

This camera

is the one the

Colonel is hold-

ing in the portrait

on the first page.

The next pho-

tograph repro-

duced here shows

in quite a start-

ling manner the

frightful posi-

tions in which

cliff- climbers

quite commonly

find themselves.

This daring man

is Mr. C. K ear-

ton, of Elstree,

Herts, who in

colla boration

with his brother

(Mr. R. Kearton)

prepared a

unique work (it

was illustrated

entirely from photographs taken in situ) on

" British Birds' Nests," which is published

by Messrs. Cassell and Co.

I asked Mr. Kearton to describe his

method of making a descent, and this is

what he said : " Perhaps it would be better,

HOTIXIRAI'HING BIRDS -

BACKWARDS DOWN A CLIFF.

From a I'holo. by Mr. C. Kearton, Elitree.

first of all, if I said a word or two about

that photo. In it I am depicted climbing

down a cliff on the south coast of Ireland.

I am about soft, down, and the cliff was

nearly 3ooft. above the sea. The photo,

was taken by a naturalist friend, for whom,
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As I am lowered, I carefully dislodge with my

feet every loose bit of rock within reach, so

as to avoid a possible shower of rubble

and stones (the result of contact with

the rope) when below. This is vitally

important. At will, I can sit in the girth

or sling. As the sound of one's voice

is lost when at a depth down the cliff

of about soft., another man is stationed at a

point where I can see him ; and it is through

his agency that the man at the crowbar

receives my signals. The nest to be photo-

graphed may be found on a fairly accessible

ledge, in which case the manipulation of the

camera is comparatively easy ; but where it is

built on a projecting stone or small ledge,

tremendous difficulties have to be overcome.

In such cases two legs of the camera must

rest on my body, most conveniently in the

belt round my waist. Having fixed up the

apparatus I proceed to focus the object; this

is the most difficult task of all, and one which

may last five minutes or an hour, or even

longer still, according to circumstances.

Then it frequently happens that when every-

thing is ready for the exposure, one of my

legs will slip or my body sway in an aggra-

vating manner, so that the nest will have to

be re-focused.

"Where a recess in the cliff is reached in

descending or ascending by the ropes, one's

body, being insulated, begins to rotate like a

goose on a roasting-jack ; and the sensation

of twirling round in mid-air at

the end of a rope, with the very

real possibility of a shower of

dislodged stones from above,

andâin the event of an accident

--certain death beneath, is any-

thing but pleasant. Remember,

one's life is literally in the hands

of the man at the crowbar. On

one occasion, just as I was dis-

appearing over the cliff, this

responsible person got joking

with his companion, the signal

man, and he let the coil of rope

slip up to the top of the crow-

bar. A moment more and it

would have slid off altogether,

but a horrified yell from me

brought the careless fellow to

some sense of his duty, just in

time to avoid a catastrophe.

" My cliff-climbing in the south

of Ireland was uncommonly suc-

cessful : but on one occasion

I was victimized by an Irish

peasant, whoâfar too anxious to

pleaseâspoke of a grand rock dove's nest he

knew of at the bottom of a sheer precipice,

accessible only by rope. I walked back

two miles along' the cliffs, and straightway

prepared for a descent. When about half-way

down, one of the legs of the camera got fixed

firmly against the rock, and as I still con-

tinued to descend, the full weight of my body

came upon it. Next moment the legs of the
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the non-existent nest solely in order to give

me a little pleasurable anticipation and

excitement."

The remainder of the very impressive

photos, reproduced in this article were taken

by Mr. Charles Jefferys (and his colleagues),

of Tenby. This gentleman fortuitously com-

bines the zeal and energy of a naturalist with

the peculiar skill of a professional photo-

grapher. The

photo, reproduced

on the preceding

page was taken

for Mr. Jefferys by

Mr. H. Mortimer

Allen ; and it illus-

trates admirably

the dangerous and

difficult nature of

this work, or hobby

âcall it what you

will. Here the egg-

collector is seen

taking a raven's

nest near Fresh-

water, Pembroke-

shire. This nest

was placed in a

most curious posi-

tionânot on the

usual ledge of

rock, Jjut on a

blunt point, so to

speak, which

sloped abruptly

away on each side

of the nest. To

make it still more

difficult of access,

the big point of

light rock shown

in the photo, was

separated from the

main cliff, render-

ing it impossible

to descend straight

over the nest. The

photo, also shows

that the collector

is making des-

perate endeavours to transfer the eggs to

the fishing-creel he carries at his side.

" One of the most remarkable features of

Pembrokeshire," says Mr. Jefferys, " is the

extent of its coast line. Though one of the

smaller of the Welsh counties, its coast line

must be fully 100 miles in length, owing to

the numberless indentations in the form of

bays and inlets. It will, therefore, be under-

MKSSKS. CHAKLKS JEFFERYS AND C. D. HEAD TAKING A

PEKECKINE FALCON'S NEST NEAR TENBY.

stood that a rocky coast, so broken up, must

offer unusual advantages for obtaining photo-

graphs of portions of the cliff front. Almost

everywhere some projecting slope or ledge

may be gained, which will reward the climber

with a view of portions of the face of these

precipitous limestone cliffs, which are the
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peregrines, who

return regularly

year after year.

Mr. Jefferys and

his colleagues conduct their cliff-climbing

in the orthodox way. " We use ropes of

the best quality," he tells me ; " and given

a careful, reliable man on top, there is

really very little danger to the climberâ

always excepting the unexpected descent

of loose rock and stones." In many of

the photos, the guide-rope is seen hanging

below the climber. This rope is made fast

to a steel bar, driven into the top of the cliff,

and the climber uses it in ascending and

descending to take his weight off the

"body-rope," which is attached to the

"sling." In this way, only one man is

needed to attend to the ropes, whilst a

second is told off to interpret the climber's

signals.

The next photo. sho\vs the taking of a very

large raven's nest (compare it with the figure)

which was built on a precipitous cliff at the

mouth of a tidal river in Carmarthenshire.

In difficult or dangerous places, Mr. Jefferys

makes fast to the crowbar the body-rope as

well as the guide-rope ; and he tells me that

in Iceland last year he had to use the native

hide-ropes - - strong enough, but knotted

and greasy, and therefore unpleasant to

handle.

The taking of a raven's nest at Trevent,

Pembrokeshire, is shown in the next photo-

graph. " This nest," says Mr. Jefferys,

" was placed in a deep hollow, which is seen

a little below the climber (Mr. C. I). Head).

The great cliffs at this point are unusually-

steep and lofty, this one in particular project-

ing sharply from the main line of cliffs, and

AKING RAVENS EGGS ON GKEAT CL1KF, IN CARMARTHENSHIRE.

having a raging sea on either side. To reach

the spot where the rope attendant (myself)

is seen standing, a narrow saddle-shaped ridge

of treacherous rock and soil had to be crossed,

MR. C. D. HEAD TAKING RAVENS NEST AT TREVENT,

I'EMHROKESHIRE.

CLIFF-CLIMBING AND EGG-HUNTING.

TAKING PEREGRINES' EGGS NEAR I.INNKN

HEAD, PEMBROKESHIRE.

and this was barely 2ft.

wide, so that passing over

it was no pleasant task,

especially when burdened

with steel crowbars, ropes,

and other impedimenta.

1 luring the past two years

the ravens have removed

from this spot, and the

ledges shown in the photo.

are now in the possession of

a large colony of cormorants

during the nesting season."

" Taking peregrines' eggs

âfour of themânear Lin-

ney Head, Pembrokeshire,

April, 1896." Such is Mr.

Jefferys' comment on the

photo, next shown. " The

eggs," he goes on to say,

" were placed as usual on

a bare patch of soil on a

broad ledge, and they may

be seen in the photo, near

the left foot of the climber

âMr. C. D. Head." This

last-named gentleman,

being the light-weight of

the party, usually made the

descents.

The last photo, reproduced shows Mr.

Head collecting sea - birds' eggs near

Tenby. Mr. Jefferys and his daring com-

panions have quite as thrilling stories to

tell respecting their adventures in search

of the eggs of tree-nesting birds; and

although this work is not so interesting as the

cliff-climbing, from a pictorial point of view,

still Colonel Verner, the brothers Kearton,

and Mr. Jefferys all agree that it is even more

perilous. Colonel Yerner declares that ropes

are apt to make the cliff-climbers care-

less (he was once horrified to behold his

own " half-hitch" knots in a new rope

untwisting in the hot sun) ; but he con-

siders tree work more difficult and dan-

gerous, considering how the nest-hunter has

often to crawl out on long, slippery, and

perhaps treacherous branches 6oft. or yoft.

above the ground.

COLLECTING SEA-UIKUS EGtiS NEAR TENBY.

THE

MID-DAY

FROMinmatcH CHILDREN

otj -

JNCE upon a time there was a

poor man, who lived some-

where in the middle of the

woods near a place called

Gatines de Treigny. Every-

body called him Father

Rameau. Not that he had any childrenâ

he had not even ever been married; nor

that he was very old, for he was barely fifty;

but he had always had such a hard time of

it that his hair had grown grey very early,

and his back had been bent and bowed long

before its time.

He was generally to be seen toiling along

under a big bundle of brooms, which he

made with the greatest skill from young birch

branche?, selling them on market days to

the housewives of Saint-Amand or Saint-

Sauveur.

Father Rameau was not ambitious, far

from it; if he had been alone in the world,

without relations depending on him, he would

have been quite content to live on black

bread every day of the week, with an

occasional glass of wine from th- charitable

folk of the neighbourhood. But Father

Rameau had a younger sister married to a

vine-dresser of Perreuse, and he was god-

father to their daughter; she was just growing

up into a woman, and was so pretty and

modest and intelligent, that everyone had a

good word for her, and now she was engaged

to be married to a young man called George,

a capital worker, but without a penny in the

world. The wedding was to take place as

soon as she was twenty ; and they had given

each other engagement-rings, common leaden

rings, bought from one of the pedlars who

visit the hamlets of the district.

Humble as he was where he himself only

was concerned, Father Rameau was proud

indeed in matters connected with his niece.

"A leaden ring," he murmured, "when so

many other girls, not half as good as my

god-daughter, have a gold one ! How I

wish Madeleine could choose the one she

liked best from the jeweller's shop in Saint-

Sauveur. Ah, it's not much use wishing.

If I put by every penny I could spare for

years and years I could never afford it.

Madeleine's poor, George is poor, I am poor,

and always shall be. Well, we're honest,

that's one comfort, and we needn't be jealous,

at any rate."

As the old broomseller was thinking all

this, he met George, who was driving a pair
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of oxen, their nostrils steaming in the first

rays of the morning sun. "Good-day, lad,"

said he.

" Good-day, Father Rameau."

" Off to work already ? "

"Yes, father. I'm just going over the

master's fields for the last time before seed

sowing; we shall begin next week. We're

rather behind-hand, you know."

" So you are ; October's nearly over."

" Can you guess what I was thinking of as

I came along ? "

" What you were thinking of? You mean

who" said Father Rameau, rather crossly.

" Well, yes, you're right. Madeleine is

never out of my mind," answered George,

thoughtfully. " I was saying to myself that

if there are plenty of weeds over there " (and

he pointed to the uncultivated moor with his

goad), " there is good soil as well, and that

anyone who had time to clear even a corner of

it might buy the girl he was engaged to "

"A gold ring!"

" How did you guess what I meant ? You

don't come from Cheneau, where all the

wizards live," laughed George.

" No witchcraft in that, nephew. The

other day I saw how unhappy you were that

you could only give Madeleine a leaden

Even at the risk of offending his future

uncle, the young labourer could not help

smiling.

"That's a task for stronger arms than

yours, father," he said. " No one can beat

you at cutting birch branches and making

them into brooms. But that doesn't need

so much muscle as digging up soil like this,

pulling up the great roots out of it, or smash-

ing arid carrying away huge boulders of rock.

Ah, if only I had not given my word to stay

with my master till I am married !"

" You may laugh at me, lad, but I won't

bear malice," said die old man. " If the old

are not so strong as the young, they are more

persevering. I shall clear a bit of the moor,

and with the money from my first harvest,

we will go and buy the ring. Good-bye,

lad."

" Good-bye, father; we shall see you doing

wonders before long, I know."

" I shall be working for Madeleine," he

said, " and your patron saint (George means

cultivator of the soil) will help me."

At twelve precisely, Father Rameau came

back to the moor with a heavy pick on his

shoulder ; he meant to set to work without

delay.

Bang went the first stroke of the pick,

" HE STOOD SUDUliM.V STOCK-STILL."

ring, and I was just as sorry myself that I

couldn't buy her a better one . . . and ever

since I've been trying to think of a way . . ."

"And have you found one, father?"

" You've found it for me, lad. I shall make

a clearing of a bit of the moor."

Vol. xiii.-3O.

accompanied with the significant grunt

diggers, woodmen, and such folk give over
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From the midst of the boulders scattered

about, which were trembling like Celtic

monuments, had arisen an apparition, which

the old man knew was supernatural and

divine, though its form was human.

Imagine a tiny little lady, ethereal rather

than thin, youthfully lovely and dainty, a

kind of dream beauty, attired in a silvery

tunic, embroidered with gorse blossoms. On

her head a wreath of heather ; in her hand a

wand of the broom plant in blossom ; all

around the holly, ferns, and junipers, all the

wild plants and shrubs, were bowing down

as if in homage to a Sovereign. A ray of

sunlight was playing round her head like an

aureole. She was the Fairy of the Moor.

" You are a bold man," she said to the

old workman, " to dare thus to encroach on

my domains." There was a thrill of anger

in her clear voice, and her blue eyes sparkled.

" Lady Fairy," stammered the old man,

" be merciful to a wretched labourer who

never meant to wrong you. Your domains

are so vast, I hoped there would be no harm

if I took the liberty of borrowing just a little

corner from you."

" What do you want it for ? "

" To cultivate it," answered old Rameau,

who was beginning to feel less frightened.

" To cultivate it! " cried the fairy. " You

mean to dig it up, turn it over, and upset it

all round ! Do you not see how lovely it is

now, and are you so presumptuous as to

think you can do better for it than Nature

has done already ? " Her voice grew softer

as she went on : " What could you find any-

where that is as beautiful as this spot in

spring-time, when, under a sky of the tenderest

blue, the little leaves are beginning to bud on

the branches, the tufts of narcissus are open-

ing among the marshes, and everywhere in

the woods around the blackbirds are

beginning to whistle their first notes, the

doves keep up a gentle cooing, and the jays

are chattering like parrots ? "

"A couple of partridges calling to each

other," answered the old man, "a quail

uttering its three sonorous cries, or a lark

soaring into the sky with its breathless

melody, make a pleasanter sound, to my

way of thinking. But these are birds that

like to build their nests among the corn.

They are not found near your kingdom."

" In summer,'' went on the fairy, " when

the moors are flooded with sunshine, and

the heat brings out a delicious odour of

resin from my favourite shrubs, I love to

look on the purple of the heather, and the

gold of gorse and broom."

" I prefer the pink-clover with the drowsy

bees humming over it," answered the old

man, "and the ripening harvest, yellow like

your beautiful hair, Lady Fairy."

Fairy as she was, the queen of the moors

was not displeased at the compliment.

Father Rameau saw this from her face, and

said to himself his cause was half won.

" In autumn," she retorted, though, "even
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" FATHER RAMEAU CLEARS THE PATCH."

who have no ambition for yourself, but only

care for your dear ones, you will have your

reward for your cheerful faith in the future.

Take up your pick and have courage over your

digging. I grant you this corner of my domain.

The rest I am sure you will respect, for you

are not greedy ; will the others who come

after you spare it, too ? Alas, when once the

moor has been cleared all over and cultivated,

I shall have to die ! But we will only think

of the happiness of your young folk ; and,

silence ! not a word of all this to anyone ! "

And with a finger on her lips, she

vanished.

By the end of October Father Rameau

had dug over, cleared, and prepared two acres

of ground. All by himself ? With his pick-

axe and spade? Yes, quite by hir.:.;elf, and

with his pickaxe and spade. He had

worked as if by magic, for the fairy,

always present and always invisible, had

endowed him with some of her magic power.

She helped him to split the hardest boulders,

to haul up the most tenacious roots, to collect

in bundles the old tree-stumps and weeds,

and every kind of rubbish, and set fire to it,

and so make the very first dressing the soil

had ever had on it. Will you believe it? By

seed-sowing time the ground was ready, and

was sown with oats which began to grow in

no time, came well through all the frosts,

and by the following April was waving

abroad in a luxuriant mass of green. A lark

built its nest in it, and every morning nodded

its little tufted head at Father Rameau, who

was watching over its nest, as if out of

gratitude for what he had done.

The harvest was splendid, and fetched a

high price.

George could no longer smile at Father

Rameau's old arms, and had to confess he

had found his master: Father Rameau

smiled slily when he said, " After all, nephew,

we shall have a gold ring for Madeleine."

But when the time oame for getting it,

Madeleine would not allow it. " No, father,"

she said, "you have toiled and moiled this

year at your digging ; buy a plough : anyone

will lend you a plough-horse for a few day?,

and it won't be nearly such hard work for

you."

So when autumn came again, the old man

cleared another two acres, and next summer

his harvest was twice as bigâand so were his

profits.

Madeleine still refused the precious ring.

" Buy a pair of oxen," she said ; " you will

be independent then of everyone.''

Next year the old man's field was bigger

than ever; and Madeleine advised him to

use the profit of his harvest for building a

little house. Her modest, sensible advice

was acted upon every time, and, in fact,

when the wedding-day arrived, the gold ring
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had still not been bought, and at the marriage

ceremony, in the church at Treigny, it was

over the old leaden rings of their betrothal

that the cure pronounced his blessing. " We

have given our hearts to each other," said the

young wife ; " what do we want with gold

rings after that ? What do you think,

George ? "

" I mean to spend the money on a

cottage, surrounded by a circle of bright

light, the marvellous godmother, the Fairy of

the Moor.

Many tried to follow Father Rameau's

example and cultivate a portion of the moor ;

but very few succeeded, because the fairy

could see into the very bottom of their hearts,

and would only help the true-hearted, rare

folk, alas, in this world. There is much left

~M.R ^

THE FAIRY OF THE MOOK. '

christening robe, then," said Father Rameau,

gaily. " Bless me, things'll have to be just

so then, if ever they are ! If you only knew

what kind of a godmother "

But he stopped short just in time, remem-

bering the fairy's injunction about silence;

and Madeleine, whom he had made very

inquisitive, could not get another word out

of him. She never found out what he meant

till her first baby was born, when on the day

of the christening, there stepped into the

still to be cleared. And she yet lives on, the

little fairy of the silvery tunic embroidered

with gorse blossoms, with her crown of

heather bells, and her wand a verdant broom

branch. But if ever you want to see her,

as old Father Rameau did, you must arrive

at the Mid-day Rock on the first stroke of

twelve, and have a conscience perfectly

clear ; two conditions which seem easy

enough, and which are really very difficult of

fulfilment.

Curiosities.

[We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to fayfoi stick as are accepted.'}

ASSEGAI, OR SPEAR-HEAD, FOUND IN â

AN ELEPHANT'S TUSK.

It is astonishing to note the number and

variety of articles and strange things found

in merchandise by vendors of the same.

This page is devoted to curiosities of the

kind. The first photo, was sent in by

Mr. P. Ehrenfeldt, of 3, Brabant Court,

!'..('. It shows part of the tusk of an

elephant, in which the head of an assegai,

or African spear, was found embedded by

the cutters. This tusk was being cut up

for knife-handles. It is surmised that the

spear was thrown at a young elephant,

and that the head broke off and lodged in

the hollow part of one of its tusks. Then,

as the tusk grew, the spear-head was

pushed farther and farther towards the tip,

and at length the ivory grew round the

steel blade itself.

lieen smoking whilst placing

the curd in the cheese - press,

and the pipe must have fallen

in. Then, unable to find it

again, he filled the press, with

the result that nothing more

was seen of the pipe until it

was brought to light by the

retail grocer. It was a short,

dirty pipe with a tin cover on

the bowl." We know that

pencil inscriptions on eggs

have led to an offer of marriage;

and other things besides pipes

and revolvers are found in

cheeses. Once a brooch was

found in a Dutch cheese, whicli

led to the identification of a

long-lost relative.

REVOLVER AND PIPE

FOUND IN A CHEESE.

The next two photos, on

this page were lent us by Mr.

Frank Irvine, of 62, Stoire

Street, Paisley. Mr. Irvine

thinks the revolver was

deliberately placed in the

cheese â which was made in

Americaâeither as a piece of

bravado or as a temporary

hiding-place. But the pipe ?

"The pipe," says our in-

formant, " undoubtedly found

its way into the cheese through

the gross and slovenly care-

lessness of the maker â an

Irishman. He had evidently

from a Photo. 'â¢â¢; Whittford, Paisley.
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FOUR DAYS IN THE SEA.

This is John Hooper, of Exeter. On

November 26th, 1874, the La Plata left

Gravesend with 300 miles of cable. She

. THE STRANGEST BUILDING IN THE WORLD.

Here we see a monastery built in the face of an awful

precipice at Inkerman. This extraordinary building was

established in memory of a troop of cavalry, who, during the

From a Photo, by Scott <t Smt, Kidtr. Crimean War, rode right over the precipice in a thick mist.

foundered three days later,

and only one l>oat, containing

fifteen men, managed to gel

clear away from the wreck.

Kul ihere were two other sur-

vivorsâHenry Lamont, boat-

swain, aud John Hooper,

quartermaster. Being washed

out of one of the boats, these

two fought for their lives among

the wreckage, and then got on

to an air-raft. The lower part

of their bodies grew benumbed

with the icy water, and they

tried to appease their gnawing

hunger by chewing a silver

medal Lamont had on him.

Al lenglh, after four days'

immersion in the sea under a

bleak November sky, and

wholly without food, they were

picked up by a Dutch schooner.

Lamont did not survive, but

Hoopr recovered, after years

of suffering, and is at this day

acting as lanternist to lecturers

at Exeter.

A GIGANTIC GOURD.

The colossal gourd seen in this picture was grown in the garden of John Thomas Leathes, Esq., of

llerringfleet Hall. Suffolk, in 1846, the seed being provided by the Horticultural Society. It weighed

I961b., and measured 7ft. 3in. in circumference.

CURIOSITIES.
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AN OCEAN LINER THAT SPLITS IN TWO.

This ship, the Keewatin, was built at Bay City,

Michigan, for ocean traffic. In the photo, we see

her being towed down the St. Clair River in two

sections in order to enable her to pass the locks of

the canals. The background is Point Edward,

Ontario. Between the sections of this extraordinary

vessel may l>e seen the Grand Trunk Elevator.

We are indebted for the use of the photo, to

Mr. W. Beeley, of 1308, Military Street, Tort

Huron, Michigan.

RARE CASE OF SUPER-

NUMERARY THUMB.

This is an eminently successful

radiograph, or X-ray photo., of the

hand of a resident of Chorlton-

cum- Hardy; it was taken by Mr. W.

L. Chadwick, of Manchester, with

an exposure of 3min. It will lie

seen that Mr. 1" has two thumbs.

Similar cases are not unknown, but

this one is unique in that the super-

numerary thumb is of very real

utility to its possessor. Mr. P

says lhat he found his additional

thumb was so useful in handling the

chisel (he was a stone-carver), that

he actually regretted his other hand

was not similarly provided.

A RECORD HOG.

This hog, the pro-

perty of a Mr. Charles

Butler, was killed at

Kidmarsh Farm, near

Pan^lxjurne, Berks, on

the I5th March, 1797.

It was 2>Â£ years old.

Its measurements were:

8ft. long, 3ft. 7^in.

high, and gft. in circum-

ference. The animal

weighed Slilb. The

enormously fat beast

had to be killed young,

because it necessitated

the presence of an

attendant night and day

to keep it on its legs.

Can the pens of Chicago

produce anything like

this?
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AN AMUSING MASQUERADK.

This interesting and amusing set of photos.

was sent in by an African missionary, the

Rev. H. J. Quilter, of 6, Church Street, Car-

narvon. The first photo, (taken by the

elder Miss Quilter) shows the missionary's

daughter and a girl friend, who dressed

themselves Â«p in rugs and ihings, blacked

their faces, and posed as Xulu chiefs, ihe one

holding an African spear and the other a native

axe. Both girls carry real Xulu shields. The

second photo, shows Mr. Quilter's younger daughter,

dressed in the costume of a Maiulingo, one of the

West African tribes. The conical hat is made of

native grass, and is worn as a protection against the

sun and tropical rains. Miss Quilter is wearing a

real native costume of blue and white cloth, dyed with

indigo grown on the banks

of the Gambia. In her hands

she carries a native sword and

its sheath, which latter is of

goat's hide. Round the neck

are wound native charms

called " gree-gree," supposed

to ward off evil from that part

of the person on which they

are worn. The next two

photos, show the fair young

masqueraders free from their

war-paint and altogether far

less terrifying. Mr. Quilter

being a missionary, it is only

natural that his daughters'

thoughts should turn to savage races, even in

moments of recreation. At the same time, the

ingenuity shown by the masqueraders in dressing

and posing is perfectly obvious when one con-

siders that the girls were in no way instructed,

and that, furthermore, in the first photo, ordinary

rugs had to IK used instead of the real native

garments.

1 I LEAPT UPON THEM LIKE A MADMAN."

(See page 246.)
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A Russian Experience.

BY " KNARF ELIVAS."

WILL take your Excellency

for a rouble !"

" A rouble ! Hear him talk.

I will take the gentleman for

seventy kopecks. See my

horse, the swiftest in all

St. Petersburg!"

" One of noble birth, take me. For forty

kopecks, anywhere in the town."

I stood on the steps of the Central Station,

while drosky drivers quarrelled over me, and

waited for competition to show me the

approximately true value of my custom. The

last bid stood. I turned and looked at the

bidder of forty kopecks. His brown eyes

met mine appealingly, and his tremulous lips

muttered :â

" For the children, one of noble birth, for

the tiny younglings â I have had but one

short fare to-day."

Tender-heartedness and economy formed

an alliance. I motioned my porter to his

drosky. The choice being made, the market

was "beared," and bids of thirty and twenty-

five kopecks fell like summer rain. But

curiosity (for his face was strangely

attractive to me) and tender-heartedness

formed a dual coalition, and economy was

routed utterly. Instead of the coarse

angularities of countenance, the flinty, deep-

set eyes, and stunted forehead of the ordinary

Russian peasant, his facial outline was

classical as a Greek statue ; his brown eyes

might have been gazing a lifetime at the Bay

of Naples. His one Tartar trace was the

blue-black lank hair, which came straight

back from his forehead, and his brow,

furrowed with wrinkles, swelled out beneath

it white and high.

My regrets ceased abruptly with the arrival

at the hotel. He received his forty kopecks

with thanks, but without effusion, and made

no effort to obtain a " tea " over and above

his contract. I turned into the doorway, and

he drove away.

A day or two after, while the town was

Vol. xiii.-31.

new to me, and my daily routine of sight-

seeing a thing still to be reckoned with, he

passed the hotel as I sauntered out. I had

meant walking, but a sudden impulse made

me hail him. He recognised me with a faint

smile as he turned in to the curb, and I con-

tracted with him for a course to include

several of the de rigiteur objects of interest.

Our bargain was necessarily prefaced by a

haggle, or it couldn't have taken place in

Russia, but even with my short experience

of the Czar's dominions, I couldn't help

noticing the apathetic nature of his chafferings

and the quickness with which he met my

terms, compared with the ferocious and saint-

invoking orations of his brother Jehus under

similar circumstances. That day's drive was
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" I serve in the army of "the Empress-

Queen of Britain, and as surely as the sun

shines, shall her soldiers and your Emperor's

meet some day, not far off, to do battle for

the East, even as five years ago they battled

in the South," I answered, for the Crimea

was then a thing of yesterday.

" And you really wish to learn Russian to

help your fighting against the Czar? "

He spoke eagerly, and at first I thought

my bluntness of speech would land me in

the nearest police post. I proceeded to

gloss the subject down a little. I explained

that the acquirement of Russian meant

increase of pay in our army, that long leave

was given to study it, and that if one satis-

factorily passed the examination therein, one

was a marked man, and so on and so forth ;

in fact, I staggeringly insinuated that thereby

a better understanding

was to be attained be-

tween our two nations,

and so any idea of war

obviated, etc., but he

cut me short by sud-

denly whipping up, and

spoke no further word

during our drive.

When I stepped out

at the hotel, and ten-

dered his fare, he seized

my hand and kissed it,

and thrust it from him,

muttering:â

" I take no money

from a brother," and

drove off then and

there.

I was too much sur-

prised at the time to

stop him, but next day

he turned up as usual,

and I insisted on his

receiving his due.

He took it quietly,

apologized if he had

offended the Excellency, and made no further

mention of the incident. It was about this

time, when I had been nearly a fortnight in

the town, that the amount of my weekly bills

reminded me acute'y that I couldn't afford

to live for ever at the Hotel de France.

Clearly lodgings must be found, and cheap

ones withal. Orenovitch (as I had discovered

his name to be) might here be of use, and in

fact was the only person in St. Petersburg I

could consult. When I laid the case before

him, he was silent for a while, and finally :â

" One of noble birth, there is an empty

HE SEIZED MY HAND AND KISSED IT.

room at 'my little house ; it is clean. The

old woman who looks after my three young-

lings would see to your Excellency's coffee

in the morning, if you could dine out. It

would be gratifying to help you with your

language study in the evenings, if I can be of

any use."

The prospect sounded alluring, as far as
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We began our studies that evening; I

arranged that I was to read for an hour, and

he was to correct my pronunciation, and then

we were to talk for an hour more on any

subject that might turn up. I also insisted

on his taking pay at the rate of a rouble per

diem for his trouble. For a week or two

this arrangement went on swimmingly, and I

began to make good progress. Our talks at

first were somewhat Ollendorfian, consisting

merely of queries on my part, as to various

objects, customs, and institutions, and

descriptive replies from Orenovitch ; but, as

I grew more fluent, the conversation veered

to more abstract subjects, among others, to

religious beliefs. He was, I soon found, an

Agnostic, though able, from an outside point

of view, to give a good account of the doctrine

and ritual of the National Church. During

our talk I had suggested that some form of

belief in a higher power and influence than

the mere march of fate and natural evolution

was a necessity of human nature. His reply

was a startling indication of the despair that

must have been eating away his soul.

" Excellency, would any almighty Good

allow this world of ours to wallow in the reek

of misery that it does ? "

Of course, the natural answer was that our

sorrows were the results of our own indiscre-

tions, etc., but he quickly stopped me with

his next remark.

" If one whose life was gentle, loving, un-

selfish, who had never wronged a soul, finds

a fate worse than any described in that Hell

of yours, is that a meet reward ? Is that the

justice of your Almighty? If so, how do

you reconcile such a doctrine with the

teaching of Scripture ? "

His whole frame quivered with passion,

and I said no 'more, but my curiosity was

whetted again, and I determined to get to

the bottom of his sorrow and his hate.

A night or two after, I began, haltingly,

to describe to him our own Constitution and

political system. He listened with interest,

though he made no remark of any moment,

but a great sigh burst from him as I finished

speaking.

" Ah, one could do more than exist in

that land," he said, wearily, and spoke no

more.

Having made a beginning, after a night or

two I ventured to speak of his own country

and laws, and praised the reported liberal

views of the new Emperor, who was expected

to do so much for the enfranchisement of

the people. The expression of bitter loathing

I had seen before crossed his face again, but

his voice quivered more with utter contempt

than anger.

" I have seen three C/.ars mount the

throne. Three times have the same lies been

spread abroad. Liberty and the new

Emperor were to walk hand in hand. All

was to be peace and happiness. Well, you

know the story of King Solomon and the

whips, and Rehoboam and the scorpions ?
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kind to the little ones, and my heart goes out

to youâ-I will tell you what I have told no

man yet. Then judge between me and your

God, if He exist.

" The officer at the guard-house there saw

Marie, and,

grief-stricken

as she was,

her beauty

excited his

desire.

" THEKE THEY SAID THEIR LAST GOOD-BYE."

" 'The lady needs consolation, it appears,'

he said, with a coarse laugh, ' let me offer it,

and refreshment therewith.'

" Marie shrank from him as from a loath-

some reptile, and I answered, quietly and

respectfully, that we wished for nothing but

leave to return as we had come. I was

burning with rage at his insolently smiling

glance, and could have killed him with my

hands, but I knew how utterly we were in his

power, and restrained myself.

" ' Nay,' he replied, ' I here represent His

Majesty, and it would be a grievous derelic-

tion of duty to allow his hospitality to be

churlishly refused. Bring the lady in.'

" We still hung back, and two of his

soldiers advanced, and laid hands on Marie.

When I saw my darling in their coarse grasp,

the rage that had been swelling in me all

those weary weeks of travel burst its bounds.

I leapt upon them like a madman. I bore

them both to the ground, and had my hands

at their throats, but the rest

of the guard rushed out and

overpowered me, and one,

more cowardly than his

fellows, swung his boot

against my head and stunned

me. When I recovered con-

sciousness an hour later,

Marie had disappeared, the

guard had been changed,

and the lieutenant professed

to know nothing of his pre-

decessor's whereabouts. I

implored, wept, grovelled at

his feet, till my importuni-

ties, which at first amused

him, began to annoy him,

and he swore at me and told

the sergeant to throw me out.

" I won't weary you,

Excellency, with the story

of those weeks of anguish,

while I searched, and un-

availingly, for my daughter.

East of Orenburg there is no

law but the will of official-

dom, and against what an

officer did, there was no appeal. Suffice it to

say that, after six months of brutal insult and

infamy, he tired of her, and I found her

forsaken, penniless, and sick unto death, in

a low lodging in Kazan. She died in my

arms three weeks later, swearing me by all

that I held sacred (little enough then, Excel-
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friend and intimate of the young Czar, and

he is of a powerful house. Little wonder

that the petition I made to His Majesty, and

the story of my wrong which I sent to his

Minister, were torn up before my eyes by the

head police official of my district, who bade

me, with curses, be silent, lest a worse thing

come upon me. Aye, he lives, but I know,

Excellency, that my time and his are coming.

I have seen him twice these last six months ;

but if I fell on him openly, what could I do to

be certain of his death ?âand, success or no

success, it would be utter destitution to my

little ones. When it comes, my revenge, it

will be suddenly out of the darkness, when

his life is sweet within him, and none but he

shall know who struck the blow."

He never spoke again of his sorrow, or

referred to the subject distantly, but I

noticed his eye kindled whenever I showed

any kindness to his grandchildren, and the

earnestness which he applied to my studies

showed me that he felt and appreciated my

silent sympathy. That was a very quiet

winter, and a very happy one, I spent in St.

Petersburg, and till April nothing occurred to

turn my mind from its routine of study.

About the middle of the month, I was

thinking of taking a little tour in the

provinces, and mentioned the fact to

Orenovitch. I was astonished to see some-

thing like a look of relief cross his face,

when I mentioned that I thought of being

away for ten days or so shortly, and he

eagerly joined in the discussion of my plans.

However, an attack of influenza put an end

to my ideas of travel for weeks, and for

many days I was confined to the house. It

was then that I noticed a peculiarity of

Orenovitch. About eight o'clock, the hour

when I was usually dining, he generally

retired to his room, which adjoined mine, and

thin as the partition was, I couldn't help

noticing the invariable clink of glass and

metal which issued therefrom after these

disappearances. One night I jokingly asked

him if he was a glazier or ironmonger in

addition to being a drosky driver. He

answered, coldly:â

" Neither, Excellency; I have but one

business, and that I can attend to without

assistance."

I felt thoroughly snubbed, but naturally

my curiosity was the more aroused. A night

or two afterwards an unaccustomed sound

startled me. It was like the buzzing blast of

a pair of bellows, only with longer but more

irregular beats. I stole quietly from my sofa,

to where I had noticed a loose knot in the

wooden partition, and, as I suspected, it came

out in my hand without noise. I hesitated a

moment before spying thus on my host, but

curiosity was too much for me, and I stooped

and looked. I nearly betrayed myself by the

start of surprise that I gave. Orenovitch

was using a blow-pipe, and evidently making

or repairing a glass dipping tube. One end

of the room was fitted up like the bench of
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to undress. When

I heard the shoot-

ing of the door-

bolt, and the steps

of Orenovitch out-

side the house

speeding down the

street, the impulse

to follow him and

learn his quest was

too strong to be

resisted. I hastily

donned my furs,

stole noiselessly

downstairs, and

followed him out.

He was at the

corner of the street

as I left the house

and turned to the N-

right. I kept my

distance, and after

a quarter of an

hour's smart walk-

ing through the

suburbs, we struck

the main road to

Chatsk. Up this

he swung along at

a pace that, in my weak state, took me all

my time to maintain. I had on my snow-

boots and kept in the shadow, so felt no

fear of detection ; but so clear and still was

the frosty night, that I could hear his mutter-

ings though full a hundred yards away. For

an hour and a half we strode on, pursuer

and unsuspecting pursued, till we reached the

well-known bridge ofMyschkin. Here Oreno-

vitch stayed, and, leaning over, looked list-

lessly, as it seemed, at the water. I took

advantage of his abstraction to steal quietly

into the black shadow of the parapet. I was

congratulating myself on my safe seclusion,

and about to peep over to observe further my

landlord's actions, when a grip of iron seized

me from behind, and a voice, that rasped

with hate, hissed into my ear :â

" Brute ! Viper of a spy ! Did you think

I saw you not ? Fool ! Dog ! You fooled

me once when I told my story to an English

gentleman, as I thought; but for days I have

suspected, and now I know that you are a

crawling worm of a police spy. Well, you

shall know all you want to know to-night, but

I question if you will ever tell it to your

superiors."

With a strength that my disease-weakened

muscles were no match for, he tied my hands

firmly with his neckcloth, and wrenching off

A LOOK OF SAVACE EXULTATION WAS ON HIS FACE.

the handle of his

clasp-knife, forced

it into my mouth,

and effectually

gagged me. This

was the work of

moments, and he

made no more of
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" HE DRAGGED ME OUT OF THK SHADOW.

what, in half an hour, will have become

national history. When I believed you to

be what you seemed, not what you are "â

and, his passion overmastering him, he raised

his hand and struck me full in the faceâ"I

let you into the secret of the one desire of

my life. No doubt you thought my tale the

melodramatic vapourings of a peasant, who

perhaps had been whipped a little too far

and would be safer in Siberia when his

possible sources of information had been

drained dry. If time permits meâand I

think I have still ten minutes at your serviceâ

I will give you every detail of my designs.

" First â¢ let me inform you that I only

discovered your true character about ten

days ago. My good neighbour, Minska, who

lives opposite, and belongs, as you possibly

have been made aware, to the same revolu-

tionary group as myself, informed me the

other morning, that you were spying upon

me through the partition that divides our two

rooms. Let me condole with you upon the

want of forethought which allowed you to do

this with a light in your room. On the other

hand, let me congratulate you on your acting.

Till that moment, I had no suspicion but

Vol. xiii. -32.

that you were what you repre-

sented yourself to be. How-

ever, time does not permit us to

stand and bandy compliments.

I have now something to com-

municate which you do not yet

know, and will, I venture to say,

be interested in.

" I belong to the Red Centre

âthat may possibly be news

to you, or possibly it may not.

The piece of information which

will really be of moment is

that the Czar, with a small

private escort, will be upon this

bridge in twenty minutes. I

say advisedly upon it, because,

my friend, he will never cross

it. The liquid there, the

manufacture of which you so

kindly assisted, in part, to

superintend, is nitro-glycerine.

You will have observed that I

have placed percussion caps

among it. It will take less

than the intelligence of a police

spy to understand that if a

wheel or hoof falls upon one of

these caps, this bridge will

cease somewhat suddenly to

exist. The means by which

my committee discovered His

Majesty's frequent visits in this direction, I

will not trouble you with. Nor will I insult

your intelligence by explaining their object.

I will merely remark that Mademoiselle

Nevskoi lives temporarily at Drizin " (a

small village about five mites down the

road), " and our good Czar has no limits to
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voice died away into indistinct mutterings,

and for two or three minutes I could not

understand his jerky, low-voiced sentences.

He soon awoke to the situation. Advancing

towards me, he bowed in mockery, and

then said : â

" I am keeping the Excellency waitingâhe

has already worked over hoursâI will no

longer detain him. It is not meet that a

common police spy should share the fate of

an Emperor, so 1 will wish you ban voyage."

He quickly took the overcoat from around

my limbs, and after a futile and very short

struggle on my part, thrust me over the

parapet into the river. Shall I ever forget

1

the shock of that fearful

plunge into those icy waters?

The events of the previous

few minutes had numbed

me into a sort of coma,

and I had only thought of what was passing

round me as a hideous nightmare, from

which I should shortly wake. As those

black, free/ing floods closed over my head,

I for the first time realised my position, and

the imminence of death.

Thank God, I did not utterly lose my self-

possession, and as I rose to the surface after

that awful plunge into midnight darkness,

1 felt there was yet a chance for life. At

Harrow I had been a " duckHng," and swim-

ming without my hands for a short distance

was therefore by no means an impossible feat.

Bound though I was, I managed to jerk my

head above the water-line for a second or

two, to survey my whereabouts, and in the

blackness I was able to discern that a

hundred yards or so below me, the river took

a bend, and the left shore ran out into the

stream some forty feet or more. If I could

only, by swimming on my back, and striking

out with all my might, reach this friendly

peninsula, I should have a reasonable chance

of safety, as I did not believe that Orenovitch,

occupied with his approaching revenge, would

be on the look-out for my escape, or imagine

it possible.

\Vith the energy of despair, I

used my every effort, but the

current was strong above my

expectations I began to lose

strength and make short and

flurried strokes. I was passing

the promontory, when suddenly

it seemed to rush out.towards

me, and I grated on the pebbly

bank. I had been caught in a

back eddy and drawn in to the

shore. With my fettered hands

it was no easy task to

drag myself up the

pebbles and gain the

field above me. At

first I lay utterly ex-

hausted by my efforts,

but as I regained my

bodily vigour, the
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my shivering limbs would carry me, I crept

across the crisp, frozen grass, and gained the

road. In the stillness of the winter midnight,

I could hear clearly the approach of several

horsemen, and the rumbling of not far-

distant wheels. I was not, then, too late.

As noiselessly as I could, I ran in the direc-

tion of the approaching cavalcade. An

indefinable impulse of dread made me turn

and glance over my shoulder ere I had gone

a staggering fifty yards. Not thirty yards

behind, Orenovitch was following, silently

as a sleuth - hound, his face ablaze with

frenzied passion, gaining upon me at every

si ride. Evidently the clatter of my foot-

steps on the rough road flints had reached

his ears, and, weaponless as I knew him to

be, I could be no match for his maniacal

strength. He would crush or choke me to

death, as a terrier kills a rat. The black

dread of that awful man rushing upon me

from the dark shadow of the bridge utterly

broke down any strength that was left in my

weakened nerves. I shrieked aloud in the

extremity of terror, and fled down the road

with the speed of utter despair. My cry was

W^^if?Â»*rr ~*

FLED DOWN THE KOAD WITH THE

SPEED OF UTTEK DESPAIR. '

heard, and two of the riders came dashing up

at a hand gallop, and I fell in a convulsed

heap at their horses' feet, as my pursuer, with

a snarl of scarcely human rage, turned and

.sped back as he had come.

One of the horsemen, a man wearing the

rich uniform of the Imperial Guard, leapt

off his charger, and, with a rough oath,

asked what in the name of Heaven I had

been screeching for. So utterly unstrung

was I, that at first a confused babble of a

nameless terror, and the pointing of a

trembling hand towards the bridge, was all

the answer I could give. My mouth was

parched and dry, and every word of Russian

seemed to have been clean wiped from my

memory. At this moment, the carriage and

the remaining horsemen swept up to us and

stopped, and the officer, with an impatient

gesture, turned from me as a voice from the

window addressed him.

" What is the matter, Count ? "

" I can't find out, your Majesty," he replied.

" This man, who appears to be a foreigner,

as well as a more than ordinary fool, is

evidently terror-struck by something upon

the bridge, and with your good leave, I think

the shortest way will be for me to ride

forward, and see if it is anything more than

his own shadow."

He leaped upon his horse, and as I realized

his fate, should he carry out his intentions, I

scrambled to my feet, and screamed to him

to stop. He paid no attention, but cantered

after the receding figure of Orenovitch. I

ran after him, shrieking, imploring, but with-

out avail. A few moments, and pursuer and

pursued reached the bridge almost together.

I heard a stern
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of All the Russias. He spoke to me in a

calm and dignified voice, and as my halting

phraseology told of my foreign birth, inquired

my nationality. I told him, and thenceforth

he spoke to me in my own tongue. A few

minutes' rapid

conversat ion,

and he knew the

whole story, and

my connection

with it.

" I have to

thank you for

my life, sir, it

seems,v he said,

in conclusion.

" You may yet

find me not un

grateful. If your

late landlord's

story be trueâ

and I fear there

is little cause to

doubt itâI can

hardly regret the

death of Count

Prazinsky. His

end was frightful,

but mercifully

swift, and he was

no worthy ser-

vant to be about

my person. I

must request

your word of

honour not to

speak of this

night's business

to a soul, at any

rate during my

lifetime, and I think you will find it to your

advantage to oblige me."

I couldn't help wondering how the dis-

appearance of the bridge was to be accounted

for, but I had little experience of the ways

of a country where the Press censorship

is among the first of national institutions.

The Official Messenger, the following day,

announced the destruction of the well-known

bridge of Myschkin, from a sudden flood-

wave, and the other papers merely copied the

bare announcement, without remark.

His Majesty did me the honour to convey

me back to the city, and on our arrival, his

secretary, M. Hovski, accompanied me to

the Hotel de France, where, he informed me,

I should consider myself the guest of his

master. With his escort the proprietor ex-

pressed no surprise at my arrival at such

untimely hours, and hastened to attend

upon me with incurious consideration. M.

Hovski visited

me the following

day, and took

me back to the

Palace, where I

had the honour

of a private audi-
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DROVE up one fine morning

lately to Mr. and Mrs. Tree's

house in Sloane Street in the

hope of finding my victims

at breakfast, for I had been

told that they were the earliest

of birds, and that I should have no hope of

catching them unless I startled them in their

nest before ten o'clock. Big Ben had just

struck the hour, so I was a moment too late.

A hansom stood at the door, and there emerged

Mrs. Tree herself, dressed, as she always is,

in the most fascinating attire âthis time all

black lace over white, with roses in her

toque and carnations at her waist. A very

tall girl of eleven tripped at her side. I

peeped under her Panama hat, and there

glanced up at me from its shady depths a

pair of long brown eyes, very serious and

childish in expression. As she glanced, she

twisted a strand of her red-yellow hair round

her finger, execu-

ting the while a

pas seul very

gravely upon the

doorstep. Her

frock, I noticed,

was of some ac-

cordion-pleated

stuff.

" Make haste,

Viola," urged

Mrs. Tree ; " or

you will be late

for Mrsj Words-

worth."

The child

vanished with

her governess,

still footing as

she went the

most Highland of

Highland flings,

with the same

imperturbable

gravity.

" She dances

in her dreams,"

murmured Mrs.

Tree, as she watched her little daughter

disappear. Then turning to me, vaguely :

" Oh ! I beg your pardon. You want to

interview us ? Do you ? That is sad ; for

I am just starting for the country, and my

/â¢'rwm (I /'ftoto. 6j/I

MISS VIOLA TRtE.

husband has gone to the theatre. Rehearsals,

I believe, have begun. Come to me to-

morrowâlateâin the afternoon, and all

will be well. I am so sorry I have to

catch a train"; and before I could say

another word this bright and reassuring lady

had skipped into her hansom.

The following day, in the afternoon, I

tried my luck again. " Mr. and Mrs. Tree

are expected home almost immediately,"

declared the maid ; and would I wait in

the drawing-room, meanwhile ? As she ltd
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" Miss Felicity is just eighteen months,"

she remarked, with icy dignity, as if she antici-

pated the question. Then pride in her charge

breaking down the barriers of restraint, she

added, " And a

very fine child

for her age. As

for her intelli-

gence, I can

assure you,

sir "

" I am con-

vinced of it," I

exclaimed,

hastily.

" She knows

all one is talk-

ing about, and

if you could see

her when she

isn't shy, you

would "

" I am sure I

should be de-

lighted," I re-

plied. " But her name, you say, is Felicity.

Why Felicity?"

" Well, you see, sir," said the nurse, " she

was born in December !"

"December !" I mused. And as I mused,

there came into my mind certain lines of

Keats :â

On a drear-nighted December, too happy, happy tree,

Thy branches ne'er rememlwr their green felicity ;

and I wondered if the verses had suggested

the name.

At this point

the baby, weary

of waiting for

the return of the

cuckoo, became

once more aware

of my presence.

" Good-bye I"

she repeated,

with marked

hauteur. This

time I felt she

would brook no

gainsaying. So

I escaped up the

green stairs to a

green drawing-

room. What a

pretty room it

was, too, and

leading from it

another equally

charming. A for-

get-me-not and its leaves had, I am told,

suggested the colouring of the walls to Mrs.

Tree. Anyhow, the front room is distempered

blue, and the back room a dim, reposeful

green. Both are

panelled white,

and hung with

Hollyer's repro-

duction s of
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of Swinburne's verses, and while away the

waiting hour, came a double rat-tat at the

door, and in ran Mrs. Tree. A dazzling

frock was hers, of silver and old lace and

turquoise blue! I looked my admiration.

Mrs. Tree explained: "This is a wedding

garment. I have just been to a wedding."

Then, after a moment's pause, I com-

menced, "It was about yourself, Mrs. Tree,

and your husband, that I came here, like

Dickens's- young man, wanting to know,

you know."

" That's the dreadful part of it," laughed

Mrs. Tree. " I cannot bear being inter-

viewed. Nor can my husband. If you

could promise that you

will not say my smile

is ' charming,'. it would

put us on a better foot-

ing at once."

I gave a faithful pro-

mise, and then, glancing

round the room, begged

to be told something at

least about the household

gods.

" What is the story,

for instance, of this

quaint picture of Hamlet

in the corner?" I asked,

pointing out a posterâa

panel of brown paper,

stretched from floor to

ceiling, on which an

heroic-sized Hamlet was

daubed in tar, apparently.

" That! Oh ! that was

a Christmas card from

Ellen Terry to Herbert

âmy husband. Ellen

Terry is kindness itself,

always remembering her old friends, always

full of fun and graciousness. Once, when I

had rheumatic fever at Hampstead, she drove

up to see me and distract my thoughts during

convalescence, bringing with her an air-ball

and other toys. Then, when we were bound for

America, she sent me a life-saving apparatus !

A fur and woollen lined bag into which to

roll oneself when lying on deck. There

is no end to her thoughtfulness. Then,"

continued Mrs. Tree, " this little oil-colour of

our daughter Viola is the work of Mr. De

Castro â yes ! it is wonderfully painted.

That head of her, again, in red chalks, is

by Winifred Brooke Alder, a rising young

artist, of whom you may have heard."

" Tell me more," I said, after a pause,

turning to the bookshelf.

ftlKS. BEERHOHM TREE.
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Mrs. Tree handed me a volume of "Asiatic

Studies," by Sir Alfred I.yell. On the first

blank page is written by the author a graceful

poem of dedication to Mrs. Tree, which

appears to me absolutely characteristic of

the personality of the lady to whom it is

addressed. The lines run thus :â
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" Here, for one, is a chatelaine in gold

and mother of pearl, given me by dear Mrs.

Stirling, after she had seen me play Ophelia.

It was accompanied by a delightful letter

telling me its history-â' how it was worn on

the stage by the incomparable Miss O'Neill.'

I used to delight in wearing it every night

in ' Hamlet,' to represent ' Remembrances of

yours.' Here, again, is a ringâit is old Floren-

tineâwhich Alfred Gilbert, the sculptor,

gave my husband. This little red clock

is mineâa gift from Sir Henry Irving-and

that photograph of Burne-Jones's ' Psyche '

came to me from Ellen Terry. Now look

at some of my

books! Lord

l)ufferin,yousee,

sent me ' Sheri-

dan,' with his

own brilliant pre-

face, and that

delightful book

about his mother.

And Apropos of

Lord Dufferin, I

remember how

he and the late

Mr. Arthur Cecil

Blunt met at our

table one night

and made friends

over the fact that

Arthur Cecil had

been present at

a performance of

I-ady Dufferin's

play, 'The-

No ! I cannot

remember the

name. But to

return to my

books. Henry

James gave me

his two come-

dies, ' Tenants'

and ' Disengaged'; Alfred Austin, his ' Love's

Widowhood.' Hamilton Aide is represented

by several novels as well as charming land-

scapes in water-colour. And here, you see, are

the works of Matthew Arnold and Browning.

I am proud to remember that I knew them

both personally in their life-time. Then you

see here a copy of Joseph Jefferson's ' Life

and Letters.' Jefferson is a great favourite in

the United States, and his name will be for

ever linked with the character of Rip Van

U'inkle. \Ve made his incomparable ac-

quaintance in Boston, and he at once added

us to the crowd of those who know and

love him. Colonel John Hay gave me, too,

this book of his own poems."

Once more, after a moment's respite, Mrs.

Tree laughingly pointed out a fresh treasure.

" Here is a curled-up ivory monkey from

Mr. and Mrs. Henschel; and here a cloisonne

enamel-box that came from Mr. Gilbert.

The whole history of a dynasty is contained

within its little inside ! It was part of the
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" Have you always lived in Sloane Street ? "

" Oh ! dear, no ! We have had a hundred

different houses. Once we lived in Cheyne

Walk, and there never was a sweeter place to

see the spring from than from the windows

of that house. The rememhrance of the

almond trees, and the river, and the green

mist of the young trees in Battersea Park

makes me cry regretfully, each year, ' Oh !

to be in Chelsea, now that April's there !'

Then once we had rather a mansion of a

house in South Ken-

sington. That had a

pretty drawing-room,

\vhich I made from

tulip-yellow walls and

light green curtains,

but on the whole the

house was too Lin-

crustan and ana-

glyptic for us. Vi'e

never could enter into

the spirit of its stair-

case. So we fled from

its splendours."

" What was your

next home ? "

"We had a kind

of rambling flat built

over a place for hiring

carriages. I used to

call it ' The House of

the Seven Stables.'"

"I thought you

lived at Hampstead

once ? "

" Ah ! yes ; and I

wish we were there

still. We had a

charming old house

on the very top of

Hampstead Heath,

with a large garden,

and a meadow', and

a cow, and a lodge,

and a view. One

could just not see the

Crystal Palace, but

caught the actual glimmer of the Firth of

Forth ! Every season of the year was beautiful

at Hampstead, even when ' full knee-deep lay

the winter snow,' and eight horses were

necessary to bring each doctor to our door

when every inmate of the house was laid low

with bronchitis !"

"Did you not find Hampstead rather a

long way off?"

" Yes. So I hired a carriage for a little

while. I called it my Victorian Era. But

Vol. xiii.-33.
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as a matter of fact, hansoms were within an

hour's call; and time doesn't seem to matter

at Hampstead."

Mrs. Tree now sank into a chair, smiling,

but evidently exhausted with the effort she

had made as show-woman of her home.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

From a Photo, b

THE UINING-KOOM

I never dreamed of the air of luxury and end-

less wealth and comfort one sees on every side.

The carriages, the horses, the buildings in

Fifth Avenue ! But I think what struck me

most was the Opera House. An enormous

house, all glorious within-'white, you know,

quite white, no gilding. I should like our

new theatre to be just like it. And then,

what had a fascinating look were two little

white wooden doors on each side of the stage,

through one of which the artists come to

bow on the fall of . .

the curtain, re-

tiring through the

other. They used

to have such

doors in old

English theatres,

as one may see

by prints of a

bygone period."

' " I suppose you

were worried a

good deal by the

interviewer out

there ?"

"There are

interviewers here,

too, sometimes,"

said Mrs. Tree,

with a significant

smile ; and then

added : "No; we

were not victim-

ized very much.

" Some of the

newspaper criti-

cisms of our act-

ing were wonder-

fully clever and

ilium inat ing.

Others again

were, well, neither

clever nor illumi-

nating. We would

laugh tremen-

dously over the

newspaper des-

criptions of our

personalities in

one or two of the

smaller towns.

My husband was

spoken of ' As no

dramatic artist

this, but a manly,

honest, hard-

working, unaffect-

ed fellow.' And

1 was described as 'a dark, Hebraic-looking

woman, with a slight lisp.' Once we enter-

tained at Chicago a very charming lady. We

had no idea that she was a journalist. My

young brother-in-law, Max Beerbohm, was

there, too.--, We all talked together uncon-

cernedly, and had great fun. The next morn-

ing everything we had said rose up again
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does the essays and caricatures. In America

he had quite a success on his own account.

His writings in the Yellow Book were well

known. He is an amusing boy. The other

day,' just when his collected ' Works ' were

going to be published, I asked him if he

thought they would be a great success.

" 'Well,' he said, gravely, 'my only fear is

that the nation will insist on burying me

alive in Westminster Abbey.'

" Now he is writing some fairy tales for

' The British Child.'

"' Will the British child understand

them ? ' somebody inquired.

" ' Oh ! I think so,' he answered. ' When

it grows up !'

" At Boston, early one morning, an in-

terviewer came to interview Max, but my

husband, thinking he had come for him, rose

in haste, and passing into the sitting-room,

there saw Max ensconced in a yellow

dressing-gown, answering every question.

' Go away, Herbert!'exclaimed Max. 'This'

is my interviewer !'

" I must ttll you another mot of Max's !

An American asked him if he could stand

the artificially-

heated rooms.

' Oh, yes ! I don't

mind them ! ' he

replied. ' What I

can't stand is that

you keep your

streets artificially

cold !' But, here,"

exclaimed Mrs.

Tree, " comes my

husband ! I hear

his Voice on the

stairs. I shall leave

him to tell you all

about our new

theatre."

"Stay! Mrs.

Tree," I entreated

âI really dreaded

the departure of

the genial ladyâ

" One word, only

one word, more !

Are your little

daughters going on

the stage ? If you

will tell me that,

I will ask nothing

further."

" We never have

wished our daugh-

ter to act. Cer-

MK. It. BEER

From a I'hoto. by the

tainlyj never, never'! Though I have often

seen "11 said in several newspapers that

she is to go on the stage, this is utterly

untrtjp. But she takes a great interest in

our plays, and criticises our performances â

just a little harshly â sometimes, to our

amusement. â¢ As a very little child, she was
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beautiful. He is a man of manners,

yet his reserve is the frugality of a

warm nature rather than the isolation

of egotism. He is not sentimental,

yet he has sentiment. Impulsive he

certainly is, but yet he is also deliberate

and constant in all that concerns his

work. He is hard to satisfy ; at

rehearsals he is imperious and exact-

ing ; but he has the confidence of all

who play with him, or write for him ;

for all know that he is a true and

sympathetic craftsman, looking after

the divine effect. He is a man of

moods, but he would be no actor if

he were not. His effects are not

machine-made ; they are the result of

impressions of a spirit amenable to

the power of the right thing, governed

by the good discipline of art which

says, 'This shall thou do,' and 'This

shall thou not do.' "

These lines, written, strange to say,

by one who had but a slighl acquaint-

ance with the famous actor, are said

to be extraordinarily to the point by

those who have had a life-long intimacy

with him.

Mr. Tree, when he entered the room,

wore a half-absent, half-anxious air.

" Busy, terribly busy," he murmured,

as he shook hands. And, indeed, from his

every pocket bulged huge packets of letters,

which he would be obliged to read, mark, and

answer before the day was out.

" My new theatre is taking up every moment

of my lime just now. You want to know all

about it ? Why, so you shall, as far as I am at

present able to tell.''

" When, then, do you expect the building to

be complete? "

"Oh! I hope early in the beginning of the

new year. Perhaps at the end of March;

but certainly April."

" Can you tell me what the theatre is really

to be like? I have heard so many contradictory

reports."

" Well, if you want a few facts, here they are.

The building is to occupy a length of isoft.

towards Charles Street, and will have a frontage

in the Haymarkef. There will be eleven exits

and entrances at least. On three sidesâthe

Haymarket,

Charles Street,

and the Opera

Arcade â the

theatre will be

practically iso-

lated."

" Is it true that

an hotel is to be

built close by ? "

" Oh, yes. An

hotel will be

raised on the re-

maining portion
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something like ,Â£58,000. The architect is

Mr. Phipps, and his coadjutor in the work

that very accomplished gentleman, Mr.

Romanes Walker."

"About the interior of the building,"! began.

" Ah ! " laughed Mr. Tree. " There are

several new features which I will not reveal

at present. But I can tell you of the change

from a flat stage to an open one, and the

entire separation of the stage from the

auditorium. Then I think of having a

number of 55 or 6s. seats between the stalls

and the pit. I believe those will be liked. I

hope so. I have always wished to lower all

the prices of the seats at my theatre, but I am

afraid the scheme might prove impracticable."

" And the decoration of the theatre, inside

and out? "

" Of the outside I have spokenâthe French

Renaissance, you know. At present we

wish, my wife and I, to have the interior

all painted white and the seats crimson,

and with painted panels, after Boucher,

in the style of the Louis Quatorze. We

admired the whiteness and absence of gilding

at the Metropolitan Opera House in New

York so greatly."

" At Bayreuth I suppose you have gathered

some hints ? "

" Yes, oh ! yes ! At Bayreuth the theatre

can be enlarged or made smaller at will by

shifting the stage. I hope to introduce that

arrangement. In America, you know, they

have a capital plan of sending volumes

of iced air into their theatres on hot

nights. I hope we have conquered that

secret too. People go to the play jirst for

the sake of enjoying the refreshing coolness !

And I have another good idea for the

comfort of audiences in the summer months.

Now, don't you think I have talked enough

about ' Her Majesty's" ?"

I made a gesture of dissent, but at that

moment a maid put her head in at the

door, saying that a lady was most anxious to

have a few words with Mr. Tree. With a

murmured excuse, the actor left me, only to

reappear again very shortly with a smile upon

his face.

"Would you believe it?" he exclaimed.

"That is the sixth application I have had

fnm o PAolo. i>Â»]

[ W. <t D. Doipney.
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to-day from a lady who wishes- to go on the

stage. The number of letters of entreaty I

daily receive from histrionic aspirants would

amaze you. Some of these letters are the

strangest compositions possible. I have kept

several of the more absurd," and Mr. Tree

went to a bureau and returned with a note

which he, laughing, bade me read. The

letter ran as follows : â

".Veneered Sir, âI wish to go on the stage,

and I would like to join your valuable theatre.

I have been a bricklayer for five years, but

having failed in this branch I have decided

to take on acting, it being easier work. I

am not young, but am six foot tall without

any boots. I have studied Bell's system of

elocution and am fond of late hours.âE'. S."

" I have received dozens of letters quite as

extraordinary as this one," declared Mr.

Tree, after I had finished reading it.

" Now will you tell me," I askedj after we

had discussed several indifferent subjects,

" which is your favourite part ? "

"Oh ! I think Gringoire m 'The Ballad-

monger1 is the part â¢!â¢ most enjoy, acting.

B.ut of course there is Hamkt .....!' In

a different way I delight in playing a part

like Sir- Woodbine Grafton in ' Peril.' "

" Did you find the American audiences

sympathetic?" .â¢"r . .' : ' - ' ";

"Yes! On the whole, very'sympathetic.

It is remarkable how the Americans

appreciate Ibsen. I shall never forget their

reception' Of the ' Ene.my of the People.' At

Chicago especially, the audience positively

inspired us/all when we gave the play there."

" What struck you most in America ? "

" The hospitality and kindness of the

people. If .you are an author, and

invited out to dinner, you will find that the

hostess and every one of the guests have

taken the trouble to read all your, books

beforehand. Isn't that true hospitality ? If

you are an actor, they, know everything about

your career, and will discuss all the parts you

AS THE ABnfe DUBOIS IN "A VILLAGE FKIEST."

From a Photo, by the London Stereoscoiric Company,

have played. The women are usually pretty,

and always charminglydressed. But over here

we hear too much about the American women,

and too little about the men. We met such a
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number of courteous

and accomplished

gentlemen, wherever

we went. The culture

of some of the

younger men there

is remarkable. They

are thoroughly well

versed in modern

history and modern

art. Where Americans

seem to me especially

to shine is in their

after-dinner speeches.

They quite surpass us

in this respect, though

as a general conver-

sationalist the Eng-

lishman has the pull.

General conversation,

indeed, is rather rare

at an American din-

ner-party. But almost

every born American

can manage to make

a brilliant after-dinner

speech."

" I suppose you were

often asked for an

'anecdote ' by your

fellow-diners ? "

" Oh ! yes. The

true American

loves an anec-

dote. I acted Fal-

staff there, not

my last Fa/staff

in 'Henry IV.,'

but the older,

more farcical

man in the'Merry

Wives of Wind-

sor.' Rather an

absurd thing hap-

pened, apropos. I

had planned that

Fa/staff, driven

to desperation by

the gibes and

buffets of the

elve in Windsor

Forest, should

make one mighty

effort to climb

the oak tree. The

pegs that were to

serve as supports

for that treeâ

and this Treeâ

AS SVKNGALI IN TKILBV.
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were conspicuous by

their absence. On the

morning before the

performance, I was

assured that they

should be there. The

morning came, but
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something about that

much abused person,

the actor-manager ? "

"Well, the critics

are right in abusing

him in some ways, I

suppose," replied Mr.

Tree, rather absently.

" But I think it must

be admitted that the

actor-manager is able

to do more for the

propagation of new

dramatic ideas and

the development of

modern drama than

the manager who is

not an actor. They

are more willing to

make experiments

with new plays which

please their fancy.

They can judge better

of the probable value

of cutting out these

scenes or keeping in

MK. TREE'S NEW THEATRE.
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those, for instance.

Besides, I truly believe

that most of the artistic

results shown on the

stage during our genera-

tion have been due to

the actor-manager. A

lay-manager, I suppose,

if he loved his work

and had the capacity

for it, would be the

ideal head of a theatre.

The double burden of

acting and manage-

ment would not be his.

Butâ' breaking off

suddenly â "I really

must ask you to excuse

me. I have just re-

membered I have

another appointment

after this one with my

secretary. An revoir / "

and Mr. Tree was

already half-way down

the stairs. W. P.

Salvage Hunter.

BY CUTCLIFFE HVNE.

I.

ICHAEL POWER, the third

mate, was standing with his

grizzled chin thrust over the

starboard dodger of the Black

Pearl's upper bridge, and the

binoculars at his eyes were

pointed to a shadowy outline which loomed

vaguely through the darkness as it swung in

the trough of the Western Ocean swell.

" Not a light showing anywhere," Power

summarized. " Mizzenmast off the deck and

mainmast stand-

ing, as the Yankee

wreck-chart said.

She's got her fore-

yard crossed, but

the topmast and

the rest of the gear

are gone by the

upper cap. She'll

have dropped

those in that

breeze of last

week. Likewise all g*.,

the boats, barring

the two lifeboats

we took ; she must

have been pretty

well swept. That

funnel's scoured

down to the naked

iron. But it doesn't

look shaky, though. Glad

1 had those funnel-stays

set up the day before it

happened." He stared on

with a drawn face whilst the

derelict passed astern. " But

she can't have much water in

her, or she wouldn't swim like

that. And the cargo's shifted

into place again : she's lost all her list. Oh,

Lord, my luck ! \Yhy can't I have her back

now ? "

The Black Pearl went ahead at her steady

nine knots, and the timber in her holds

squeaked like a supper party of mice as the

rollers shouldered her over their backs. The

deserted steamer dwindled into the night

astern. With a sigh, Power left the shelter

of the canvas dodger, and turned to go down

to the track-chart, which lay on the table at

the head of the companion-way. He was

going to make an accurate (and private) note

Vol. xiii.â34 Copyright, 1897, by Cutcliffe Hy

of the derelict's then position upon the face

of the waters.

But as he turned, another figure met

him on the ladder of the upper bridge,

and he recognised with a shock the second

quartermaster of the watch, the official

look-out on the Black Pearl's forecastle

head. The man had given no warning

of having seen the derelict drift past, and

Power, with a gush of thankfulness, had

supposed him to be asleep. The pair met

across the binnacle, swaying to the roll.
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" Youâyou spotted her, then ? "

" I was on the Caspian myself once, when

she was in the Bombay trade. That was

before you got her, captain."

" Yes," said Power. " I wasn't appointed

till she'd left that, and the firm had put her

on the South America run. But you're sure

it's her?"

" As sure as you are. What sailorman

ever shipped on a steamboat and forgot her

afterwards ? "

" Whyâwhy didn't you hail me ? " Power

asked, nervously.

" Because I reckoned that if you wanted to

make a noise, Captain Power, you'd use your

own voice. I don't owe the old man here

anything that I know of. Nor do you, I

should say. All hands forrard has seen the

way he's been treating youâyou that had a

master's ticket before he was put in breeches.

If we picked up that steamboat now and

towed her in somewhere, the skipper here

would make a thousand pounds, and I'd

get tipped a matter of two weeks' wages.

Well, a couple of quid isn't to be sneezed at

by a man like me that's steadied down and

got a wife and kids to keep ashore, and I tell

you I had it in mind of me first to sing out

blue glory. But when I looked aft and saw

you with your glasses on her, squinting for

all you were worth, but never letting up a

word, I says to myself, ' The third mateâthe

captain that wasâknows his own business.

He's got a game on, and if there's a nice thing

to be picked up out of this, W. Joist will not

be forgotten. The captain of the Black

Pearl is a beggar, but Captain Power, that

used to be master of the Caspian before he

had his misfortune, is a gentleman every inch

of him.' "

The quartermaster broke off and knuckled

his sealskin cap.

" I don't think I was wrong, sir ? " he said,

tentatively.

" Quartermaster," said the third mate,

huskily, " I'm hanged if I know what to say

to you. I'm hanged if I know what to say

to myself."

" Very good, sir," said Joist, " don't let me

scurry you. But there ought to be dollars in

the old Caspian, Captain Power, if one can

only see where they come in. And y'know

I'm a married man, sir, with a missis and

kids to think about."

" You great fool," said Power, " do you

think you're the only man in the world with

a wife and family that are hungry? Look at

me : I was a steamboat skipper myself once,

all brass-edged, and proud as a soldier. I

was earning a matter of between fifteen and

twenty pound a month, and we lived

up to it. I'd a house ashore as smart

as any man could wish for, and our

minister had supper with us Sunday

nights fifty-two times every year. I'd a

good insurance mounting up, and in thirty

more months' time I should have been able

to have left the sea and be the gentleman

THE SALVAGE HUNTER.

267

grimly. " I know it for myself. I've remem-

bered it most days, since that Yankee wreck-

chart was handed in as evidence. I can tell

you it's tolerable purgatory for a man who's

been a master fifteen years to climb down to

the other end again and be glad of a shop

as third mate. I'm officering this ship just

now ; to-morrow we'll be in soundings, and

I sha'n't be allowed to take a watch ! The

mate will be set over me, a young slip of

twenty-two, who does the funny dog business

to make the other officers laugh at my bit of

a stomach. Well, I know I'm not so slim as

I was, and I suppose I am slow. But, look

here, quartermaster, you keep your tongue

quiet in your head, and if there's anything

to be made out of the old Caspian, you shall

have a fling at it."

" Then you have a plan, sir ? "

" I have no plan. But if I can get this

poor old head of mine to work after I'm

turned in, and any ideas come to me, I

promise that you shall stand in to get your

whack. And now I'll just slip below and

prick off on the chart exactly where the old

Caspian had drifted to

when we saw her last."

II. ^

" I'D scorn to twit you

with your misfortunes, â

Michael," said Mrs.

Power.

I'D SCOKN TO TWIT YOU WITH YOUK MISFOK1 UNES.

" Woman," retorted Power, " you've done

nothing else since the luck turned ; yes, even

when the girls have been in the room with

us. It's not what you've said so much as

what you've done, and what you looked.

You've not been to chapel once since it

happened."

" How can I, for very shame ? We've had the

minister in to supper every Sunday night since

he's been on this circuit, and everyone knows

we can't do it now; and there's three other

ladies that would invite him under my very

nose, so that I might hear."

" You do nothing but stay at home and

snivel."

Mrs. Power blew her nose.

" Michael â (sniff) â Michael, I'm very

sorry. I try to bear up; but losing the

chapel society, and not having the minister

in to supper, is a blow, and there's no deny-

ing it."

" You may think yourself deuced fortunate

if you get any supper at all in the future,"

said Power, gloomily. " I'm hanged if I see

where it's coming from."

"Oh, Michael, you're neverâ"

" I am, and they were quite

right too. They've just paid me

off at the office, up in New-

castle. I'm not fit for a mate.

I'm too old, and too fat, and

too slow. If I'd been master of

the Black Pearl, I'd have fired

such a mate out of her when

we were loading the timber in
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if we miss a month, it all goes. You know

it says so on the paper."

" Oh, Ix>rd, yes, I know," said Power,

drearily.

" What will become of us ? "

"They tell me," said Power, with heavy

flippancy, " that the workhouse has just been

re-painted, and is really very comfortable when

you get used to the grub and the uniform."

Mrs. Power sobbed noisily into her apron.

Her husband went on: "You don't like the

idea, old woman? Neither do I. Well,

there seems just one chance of getting to

windward of our luck, and I tell you that

chance is a pretty sick one. Finding a

needle in a truss of hay is easy compared to

it. But I guess that chance is about all

we've got, and if we don't like it, we may as

well bear up for the ' house' at once."

Mrs. Power looked up, red-eyed and

tremulous.

" It's the old Caspian I'm thinking about.

She's afloat somewhere away up north. I

saw her three nights ago, and a quarter-

master named Joist saw her too, and so there

is no mistake. Now, I've pricked off where

she was then, and I know what the winds

have been since, and I can calculate the drift

of the current. She's heading now for the

North Cape of Norway, and I don't think

there's much chance of anyone else picking

her up. Y'know, the Black Pearl came

north-about for here, and she'll be the last

vessel sailing that way this season. Belle

Isle Straits would be frozen up directly after

we got through. So you see the chances are

that no one's seen the Caspian, unless she's

blundered against one of the Iceland cod-

men coming home, or gone and piled herself

up on some skerry off the Shetlands."

Captain Power broke off, and tapped the

oilcloth table-cover with his fingers.

" And so you're going to give the informa-

tion ? " said his wife. " They won't pay you

for it. Not more than a pound or so. It

isn't like towing her in. They're always

mean."

" If you'd tell me who ' they' are ? "

" Why, the owners."

"Yes, but who are the owners? The

Company did own her once, but they got

paid off by the underwriters. The under-

writers gambled amongst themselves, and

then they gave her up ; and who owns her

now, the Ixsrd may know, but I don't. Now

I'll tell you what, my dear : you've got to find

out who the owners are, and you've got to

buy up their interest in her."

" Me ! " screamed Mrs. Power.

" Yes, you ! Woman, don't fling yourself

about like that. Listen, and if you keep

your head, we may cheat the workhouse yet.

I've been to one of them money-lender

fellows, and he says he'll take up my insur-

ance, and give me ^250 for itâand not a

penny more."

" That'll never keep us our time, let us be

as near as we may. And there'll be nothing
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The tug's complement was not excessive.

There were three in the stoke-hold and engine-

room, and there were the skipper, mate, and

one deck-hand above. That made six all

told ; and they took it in turns to cook, and

each watch messed together in its entirety.

Tea was always simmering in the kettle, but

meal-times advertised themselves more ac-

curately with a warm aroma of bloaters.

Every day Captain Power with sextant and

chronometer worked out the tug's position

just to keep his hand in, though he could

have run to Shetland by dead reckoning a id

made a good landfall. And every day he

studied a pencilled track on the chart across

the far-off northern sea, gazing at it for half

his watches below with puckered brow, noting

with deep anxiety every phase of the weather

overhead, and finally with the aid of parallel

ruler and compasses adding a short pencil

line. He was following in imagination the

drift-course of the derelict Caspian.

They picked up the light on Bressay one

midnight, and were out of sight of the last

skerry of the Shetlands when the next day

broke dull and windy over the waters. There

was a heavy sea running, but the little tug

had burnt up most of her deck

load, and rode over it drily,

squattering with her paddles like

some grotesque green ocean fowl.

Joist took over the watch (and I

the wheel) from Power at eight

in the morning, but the tug's

master did not go down. He

stretched his limbs and peered

through the sea-haze with his

binoculars.

" Do you expect to find her

as soon as this ? " Joist queried.

" Not yet. By my reckoning

she should have drifted a good

bit further north and east. But

ye know, matey, it's only been

guess-work, and the sea's big,

confounded big."

Joist sent tobacco juice on to

the wheel grating. " If it wasn't,"

said he, philosophically, " some-

body else would have snapped

her up months ago. When we

saw her from the Black Pearl,

she must have meandered quite

3,000 miles without being caught.

I shouldn't give up hope if we

didn't see her for a week after

we come on the ground where

you calculate she is."

" A week ! " cried Power, and

then, like Vanderdecken, he spun out an oath.

" Good heavens, Mr. Mate, you don't under-

stand what this is to me. I'm at the end of

my string. Nobody will hire me to be master

of another steamboat, and I'm not fit for

anything else but a skipper's berth. I'm sixty-

three years old this month, and I've followed

the sea all my life; I can put my hand to no

other trade. I've got no money to go on with ;
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what about the rest of us ? I'm not desperate

like that myself."

"When this tug gives over looking for the

Caspian, my lad, you may do as you like,"

said Power; " I shall not be on hand to

interfere." And he raised the binoculars

again and began to peer through the haze

which limited the cold hori/on.

Days came and days went, some of

them heavy with gale and some of them

dense with snowstorm ; and when it was

clear enough to see a thousand yards ahead,

the green tug quartered that bleak northern

sea in accurate zig-zags, and when the light

failed, she lay-to in the trough with banked

fires, saving coal. Michael Power's clothes

never left his back; he rarely ate, he rarely

slept ; he still more rarely left the little

yellow, wooden pulpit which stood on the

flying bridge between the paddle-boxes. And

the days came and the days went, and the

crew of the green tug began to grow

frightened of him. They were sick of being

knocked about on those inhospitable seas,

and when they asked questions, he heard

them like a man in a dream, and answered

only with a grunt and a growl. But when

they protested, he looked ugly in a way

which scared them. Michael Power had

not been a shipmaster all those years without

knowing how to drive any hands who might

be under him.

Yet the chase was not without interest to

all on board. The green tug's business had

been told before she surged out from between

the Tyne pier-heads. A reward of one

hundred sovereigns had been promised to the

man who first was lucky enough to sight the

derelict, and it was worked for assiduously.

A boatswain's chair had been slung high up

on the tug's solitary mast, just above where

she carried her light, and it was a very rare

thing when some one of the crew off watch

was not jockeying this, and staring with all

his might over the ruffled plains of ocean.

But at last the discontent of the crew grew

to a climax. They had a weighty reason for

discontinuing the search. The bunkers of

the tug were nearly empty; barely enough

coal remained to carry them to the nearest

port in Norway ; and, once their fuel was

done, they would drift about helpless till they

starved. They were far north of all steam

lanes and ship tracks, and there was no

chance of being picked up. So they insisted

on giving up the search and turning then and

there towards a hospitable coast.

" \Ve shall find her in two more days," said

Power; " you'll see. And then we can

re-bunker from her. She'd a matter of two

hundred ton of coal on board when we lefi

her."

But even Joist deserted him now.

" I'm afraid it's no go, captain," he said.

" We've been looking for her over - long

already. She's either gone ashore somewhere,

or else been picked up. And we've got our-

selves to consider now."
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in the trough till she drew alongside. The

jolly-boat kissed the water; Joist and a

fireman took the oars; and once more

Captain Michael Power stood on the deck

from which Fate had so unkindly shouldered

him.

The two inferiors looked about them with

professional appreciation, Power with linger-

ing affection. The fireman poked his head

inside the engine-room skylight, and said:

" Well, them machines are only fit for the

scrap-heap, anyway." Joist commented on

the weight of the seas which had swept

away boats, bridge, bulwarks, and almost all

the upper works.

But Power laughed like a child, and said,

"Why, there's my old meerschaum lying on

the chart-house floor, and not broken.

Fancy !"

They ran about the Caspian for full an hour,

observing; and

then began a

spell of savage

labour which

was to be con-

tinued without

intermission till

the little green

tug had berthed

the great help-

less, unwieldy

hulk inside the

granite harbour

walls of Aber-

deen.

They had first

to re-bunker

the tug from the

Caspian's store,

filling the coal

into bags, and

ferrying each

bag across an

angry sea in a

cranky, twelve-

foot boat; they

had to get tow-

ing hawsers

passed ; and

then they had

to still further

weaken their

weak crew by

leaving two

men on the derelict to

hand-wheel. Gales

"A CRANKY, TWELVE-FOOT BOAT."

steer her with the

came down on them

in cruel succession, and often they made a

bare twenty miles of headway in the day.

The water which came on board froze where

it fell, and everyone who worked in the open

got touched with frost-bite. The tug was

light and tow was heavy : the big ship would

neither steer nor follow. She sheered cum-

bersomely, first to this side, and then to
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Now, it would be pleasant to chronicle the

fact that all these aspirations of Captain

Power's came into actual being with full

completeness, but truth compels a modifica-

tion of the tale. When the green tug brought

her charge within the safe keeping of the

granite city's port, the crew of sailors were

more fit for hospital than anything else.

Indeed, help had

to be called in to

berth her; and

when the strain

was taken off him,

Michael Power

tumbled down on

the dirty floor of

the tug's cabin and

slept there like a

man dead for

twenty-eight con-

secutive hours. He

awoke to find him-

self not only

famous but rich.

The Caspian, be-

yond the loss of

her boats and

superstructure, had

in reality suffered

very little. Her

engines, which

had been so con-

temptuously rele-

gated to " scrap-

heap " value, could

be put to rights for

a couple of hundred pounds. And the

machinery under hatches, thanks to the

strong cases in which it was stowed, was as

good as ever it had been. The ship and

cargo had officially been considered by

Lloyd's as totally lost; his wife, acting on the

instructions, had bought all up for a song ;

and now it was all his. In less than a month

he found himself sole owner of ^Â£26,000.

It was Mrs. Power who lost her head under

this shower of affluence. She went back to

the chapel, it is true, but the chapel circle

looked upon her with suspicion. She could

not help it, poor woman, but there was no

mistake about the matter : she was too grand

for them. And so she 'verted to the Estab-

lished Church (with Michael and the girls in

her train), and the chapel circle, once so

much sighed after, now knows them no more.

They should be entirely happy, and yet I

am afraid they are not. Michael is a church-

warden, and his name frequently appears in

print. The vicar calls and receives sub-

scriptions and afternoon tea, and they speak

of him loudly to all their acquaintances as

a dear and intimate friend. The Miss

Powers have forgotten all about their

aspirations in the millinery line, and tell

strangers that " papa" (Heaven save the

mark) " used to be in the Navy." But the
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vicar, who is a proud man and a married,

The New Telegraphy.

AN INTERVIEW WITH SIGNOR MARCONI.

BY H. J. W. DAM.

YEAR has elapsed since

Rontgen gave us the new

photography. To-day, on the

same general lines, we are

confronted with something

more wonderful, more im-

portant, and more revolutionary still, the

New Telegraphy. After Rb'ntgen's announce-

ment that his rays will penetrate certain

substances at short distances, comes now a

young Italian to tell us that electric rays or

waves, generated in a way which he has

discovered, will penetrate all substances at

all distances. That, generally speaking,

telegraphy needs no wires, and that, through

walls, through houses, through towns, through

mountains, and, it may possibly even happen,

that through the earth, we can send despatches

to any distance, the only apparatus needed

being a sender and a receiver, the com-

munication taking place by means of electric

waves in the ether.

Before proceeding to describe this gentle-

man and the scientific indorsements which

give the fullest weight to his words, it is

advisable, in order that all the readers of this

Magazine may understand the nature of the

inventions, to say a few words about the

ether. It is further advisable, from the fact

that the ether is the great scientific field of

the immediate future, and the certainty that

for fifty years to come the word which will

oftenest appear in the accounts of new and

astonishing scientific discoveries will be this

familiar name of something which has long

been one of the deepest of the scientific

mysteries.

The English language uses the word ether

in two totally different senses. The first is

as the name of a colourless liquid easily

vaporized, whose vapour is used to allay pain.

This liquid has nothing whatever to do with

the subject, and should be put entirely

out of the mind. The second use of the

word is as the name of a substance, colour-

less, unseen, and unknown, we will sayâ

except in a theoretical senseâwhich is sup-

posed to fill all space. The original con-

ception of this substance is as old as Plato's

time. Newton, Descartes, all the beacon

lights of science through the ages, have

assumed its existence, and all modern physical

students accept it. The ether theory of the

formation of worlds must be familiar to many.

In fact, up to twenty years ago, as the men of

Vol. xiii.-36.

to-day who were then at the Universities will

remember, the word ether was a familiar

name, a harmless necessary conception, a

great convenience in bridging a tremendous

void in science which nobody knew anything

about, or ever would know anything about,

so far as could then be seen.

But the electrical advance in the last

twenty years has been most extraordinary.

Invention and experiment have daily, if not

hourly, thrown open new doors in the
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That the minute atoms composing the

cherries are so large when compared with

the thinness of the jelly, that each atom is

surrounded by the jelly just as the whole

cherry is surrounded. That, in short, the

jelly is continuous, without a point in the

whole universe at which there is a single

break in its continuity. That, consequently,

if we tap the glass containing the jelly on the

table, a quiver will run through the jelly

completely. The cherries will not quiver,

but the quiver will run through themâthe

jelly which has soaked through them carrying

the quiver through them as easily as through

the spaces between the cherries. That, in

short, this jelly or ether is a universal sub-

stance so thin that it permeates through

everything in space and on earthâglass,

stone, metal, wood, flesh, water, and so on;

and that it is only by its quiveringâby means

of the waves in it, that light rays, electric

rays, and Rontgen rays, exciteâthat all these

rays are enabled to travel and produce their

various results.

Light enables us to see. But all the light

which comes to us from any object, and

enables us to see that object, comes by way

of waves in the ether. These light waves

pass through glass, that is, the wave continues

right through the glass in the ether which

lies between the particles of glass. From

causes yet undefined, the ether carries light

rays through certain substances, but will not

carry Rontgen rays through those substances.

Rontgen rays, on the other hand, are carried

through substances which stop light. Electric

rays, or electric rays of a low rate of

vibration, differ in some respects from both

light and Rontgen rays in the substances

which they can traverse. Electric rays of

high oscillation show other differences still.

Other classes of rays or waves which remain

to be discovered, and which will also have

different properties, will doubtless be found

to receive different treatment from the ether,

the sum and substance of the whole matter

being that the comparatively new research

for new rays has now concentrated the whole

scientific world's attention on the ether, and

that its different treatment of different rays

affords to-day a means of studying the ether

that has never been enjoyed before.

The density of the ether has been calcu-

lated from the energy with which the light

from the sun strikes the earth. As there are

twenty-one ciphers after the decimal point

before the figures begin, its density is, of

course, less than anything we can imagine.

From its density its rigidity has been

calculated, and is also inconceivably small.

Nevertheless, with this small rigidity and

density, it is held to be an actual substance,

and is believed to be incompressible, for

the reason that otherwise it would not

transmit waves in the way it does. As it is

believed to fill all the inter-planetary space,

many most profound and searching experi-

ments have been made to determine whether,
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millions per second. Marconi has been

employing much longer waves whose

vibrations were 250 millions per second.

These are simply a suggestion of the

gathered facts which have now, as said

before, placed science in a position to more

hopefully attack the mystery of the ether.

Leaving Sir Isaac Newton's suggestions

and the theories of other writers out of the

question, electric waves may perhaps be said

to have been discovered by an American

scientist, Joseph Henry, in the year 1842.

He discovered that when he threw an electric

amount of interest in and experimental

investigation of electrical phenomena therein,

it has been left to a young Italian, Guglielmo

Marconi, to conceive what might be done

with electric waves, and to invent instru-

ments for doing it.

Marconi's story will be told with the

utmost simplicity and care. But it sounds

like a fairy tale, and if it had not for a back-

ground a committee of engineers represent-

ing the British Army, the British Navy, the

British Post Office, and the British Light-

house Service, which are now investigating

/â¢'rom a]

SIGNOR MARCONI AND HIS INSTRUMENT.

spark, an inch long, on a wire circuit in a

room at the top of his house, electrical action

was instantly set up in another wire circuit in

his cellar. There was no visible means of

communication between the two circuits, and

after studying the matter he announced his

belief that the electric spark set up some

kind of an action in the ether which passed

through two floors and ceilings, each fourteen

inches thick, and caused inductionâset up

what is called an induced currentâin the

wires in the cellar.

The fact of induction is now one of the

simplest and most common-place phenomena

in tht; work of electricians. Edison has

already used it in telegraphing to a flying

railway train. Hertz, the great German

investigator, developed the study of these

waves, and announced, in 1888, that they

penetrated wood and brick, but not metal.

Strange to sny, however, considering all the

brilliant electricians in the more Western

countries of to-day, and the enormous

it, it might well be doubted. As it is, the

imagination loses itself, in the face of

Marconi's experiments, in trying to conceive

what indefinite marvels and miracles may

soon be produced by the new power which

has been put into human hands.

By a not unnatural misconception, the

fame of having discovered the new telegraphy

has been awarded indirectly to the Calcutta

scientist just mentioned, Doctor Jagadis

Chunder Bose, the Professor of Physical

Science in the Presidency College ai

Calcutta. Doctor Bose, whose great and

valuable work in the study of electric waves

appears in the records of the Royal Society,

and his recent address to the British Associa-

tion, is certainly the last man in the world to
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part which had for their sole object the

assistance of scientific investigation, and

could be properly appreciated by men of

science alone.

Guglielmo Marconi, whose name will

doubtless be often heard in the years

which lie before us, is a young Anglo-

Italian. He was born in Bologna, Italy,

and will be twenty-two years old next April.

His father is an Italian gentleman of

independent means, and his mother an

English lady connected with several well-

known English families. He is a tall,

slender young man, who looks at least

thirty, and has a calm, serious manner and a

grave precision of speech which further give

the idea of many more years than are his.

He is completely modest, makes no claims

whatever as a scientist, and simply says that

he has observed certain facts and invented

instruments to meet them ; but the facts and

the instruments are so new, that the attention

they are at present exciting is extraordinary.

This attention is largely due to the enter-

prise and shrewdness of Mr. W. H. Preece,

the able chief of the Electrical Department of

the British Postal System. Marconi's inven-

tion is a year old, but he could obtain no

satisfactory recognition of it in his own

country. Mr. Preece, however, had for a

long time been at work upon the problem of

telegraphing through the air where wires were

not available. I^ast year the cable broke

between the mainland and the Island of Mull.

By setting up lines of wire opposite each other

on the two coasts, he was enabled to telegraph

by induction quite successfully over the water

and through the air, the distance being four

miles and a half. He sent and received in

this way 156 messages, one of them being

120 words in length. Ordinary Morse signals

were used, the despatches being carried by

the ether in the air.

In a late lecture at Toynbee Hall, Mr.

Preece admitted that Marconi's system, which

is electro-static, far surpassed his own, which

is electro-magnetic. He expressed the fullest

faith in Marconi, describing his inventions as

new and beautiful, scientifically speaking, and

added that he (Mr. Preece) had been in-

structed by the Postal Department to spare

no expense in testing them to the fullest

degree. It will be understood, therefore,

that it was due to Mr. Preece that Marconi

has received the fullest recognition in England,

and that engineers from different departments

of the Government are now supervising his

work.

Marconi was educated at Leghorn, Florence,

and Bologna, and has more recently been

following his special study at his home in

the last-named city. He speaks English

perfectly, and said, in his London home, in

Westbourne Park :â

" For ten years I have been an ardent

amateur student of electricity, and for two

years or more have been working with

electric waves on my father's estate at
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receiver. These are now being patented, how-

ever, and I cannot say anything about them."

" How high an alternation were you

using ? "

"About 250 million waves per second."

" Do these waves go farther in air than

Hertz waves ? "

" No. Their range is apparently the same.

The difference is in penetration. Hertz

waves are stopped by metal and by water.

These others appear to penetrate all sub-

stances with equal ease. Please remember

that the amount of exciting energy is the

s.ime. The difference is in the way they are

excited. My receiver will not work with the

Hertz transmitter, and my transmitter will

not work with the Hertz

receiver. It is a new

apparatus entirely. Of

course, the waves have

an analogy with the

Hertz waves, and are

excited in the same

general way. But their

power is entirely dif-

ferent When I am

at liberty to lay my

apparatus and the

phenomena I have ob-

served before the

scientists there may be

some explanation, but

I have been unable to

find any as yet."

"How far have you

sent a telegraphic des-

patch on the air ? "

" With a small ap-

paratus we have sent

them a mile and three-

quarters. We got results

at two miles, but they

were not entirely satis-

factory. This was at

Salisbury Plain, across a shallow valley

between low hills."

" What battery were you using ? "

"An eight-volt battery of three amperes,

four accumulators in a box."

" Did you use a reflector ? "

" Yes. It was a roughly made copper

parabolic reflector with a mistake of an inch

in the curve. I shall not use one in future,

however. A reflector is of no value."

" Nor a lens ? "

" Nor a lens."

"Why not?"

" Because the waves I speak of penetrate

everything and are not reflected or refracted."

MR. W. H. PKEECE, C.B., F.R.S.

from a Photo, by Elliott <t fry.

After Professor Rontgen's distances of a

few yards and limitations as to substances,

this was rather stunning. Marconi, however,

was entirely serious and visibly in earnest in

his statement.

" How far have you verified this belief? "

" Not very far, but far enough, I think, to
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This means that, whatever the energy with

which the waves are sent out, their power at

say 2oft., when compared with their power

at ioft., would be in the proportion of

10 times 10 to 20 times 20, or one-fourth

in those special instances.

" Do you think they are waves of invisible

light ? "

" No, in some respects their action is very

different."

" Then you think these waves may possibly

be used for electric lighthouses when fog

prevents the passage of light ? "

" I think they will ultimately be so used.

A constant source of electrical waves instead

of a constant source of light waves, and a

receiver on the vessel, would indicate the

presence of the lighthouse and also its

direction."

" But would not the fog interfere with the

passage of the waves ? "

" Not at all."

" Nor metal ? "

" Nothing affects them. My experience of

these waves leads me to believe that they will

go through an ironclad."

" Concerning the size of the apparatus.

How large is it ? "

" The transmitter and receiver we have

been using at Salisbury Plain and at the Post

Office are each about "âhe held up his hands

to indicate the dimensionsâ"say, I5in. by

loin, by Sin. Small ones, effective enough

for short distances, can be made of half that

size."

" What are you working on at present?"

" Mr. Preece and I are working at Penarth,

in Wales, to establish regular communication

through the air from the shore to a lightship.

This will probably be the first direction in

which my apparatus is utilized, communica-

tion with the lightships. The lightships lie

off this coast at any distance from half a mile

to twenty miles or more."

" What length of waves have you used ? "

" I have tried various lengths from 30

metres down to loin."

" Why would not these waves be useful in

preventing the collision of ships in a fog ? "

" I think they will be made use of for

that purpose. Ships can be fitted with the

apparatus to indicate the presence of another

ship so fitted within any desired distance.

As soon as two ships approach each other

within that distance the alarms will ring on

each ship, and the direction of the other will

be indicated by an index."

" Do you limit the distance over which

these waves can be sent ? "

" I have no reason to do so. The pecu-

liarity of electric wavesâwhich was noted, I

believe, by Hertzâis the distance they travel

when excited by only a small amount of

energy."

" Then why could you not send a despatch

from here to New York, for instance ? "

" I do not say that it could not be done.

Please remember, however, that it is a new
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merits could have been easily summoned in

time."

" Would the apparatus be bulky ? "

" Not at all. A small sender and receiver

would suffice."

" Then why would it not be equally useful

for the admiral of a fleet in communicating

with his various ships ? "

" It would," said Marconi, with some

hesitation.

" Is there any difficulty about that?"

" Yes," said he, very frankly, but in a way

which set the writer to wondering. " I do

not know that it is a difficulty yet, but it

appears to be."

The writer pondered the matter for a

moment. Then he

asked :â

" Did you ever try

exploding gunpowder

by electric waves ? "

" Yes."

" Could you not from

this room explode a box

of gunpowder placed

across the street in that

house yonder ? "

" Yes. If I could put

two wires or two plates

in the powder, I could

set up an induced cur-

rent which would cause

a spark and explode it."

" At what distance

have you exploded gun-

powder by means of

electric waves ? "

" A mile and a half.

This was not directly

by means of the waves.

They simply upon

reaching the receiver set loose a stronger

current, which produced the explosion."

" But could you have exploded it by the

direct action of the waves ? "

" Yes. But it would require much more

energy than I was using."

"Then if you threw electric waves upon

an ironclad, and there happened to be two

nails or wires or plates in the powder

magazine which were in a position to set

up induction, you could explode the magazine

and destroy the ship ? "

"Yes."

" And the electric lighthouses we are

speaking of might possibly explode the

magazines of ironclads as far as light from a

lighthouse could be seen ? "

" That is certainly a possibility. It would

PROFESSOR H. HERTZ.

(Inventor of the Hertz Transmitter.)

Reproduced by permtMitm of the " KlirtrKian " Printing

and I'ubliahitiii C'Â» , Limited,

depend on the amount of the exciting

energy."

"And the difficulty about using your

instruments for fleet purposes ''

" The fear has been expressed that in using
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Now, however, it really seems that some

Columbus will soon give us a new continent

in science. The ether seems to promise

fairly and clearly a great and new epoch in

knowledge, a great and marked step forward,

a new light on all the great problems, which

are mysteries at present, with perhaps a

correction and revision of many accepted

results. This is particularly true of the

mystery of living matter, and that something

which looks so much like consciousness in

certain non-living matter, the property which

causes and enables it to take the form of

regular crystals. Crystallization is as great a

problem as life itself, but from its less number

of conditions will perhaps be easier and

earlier attacked.

The best conception of living matter which

we have at present, completely inadequate

though it be, is that of the most chemically

complex and most unstable matter known.

A living man as compared to a wooden

man responds to all kinds of impulses. Light

strikes the living eye, sound strikes the living

ear, physical and chemical action are in-

stantly and automatically started, chemical

decomposition takes place, energy is dissi-

pated, consciousness occurs, volition follows,

action results, and so on through the

infinity of causes and infinity of results

which characterize life. The wooden

man is inert. There is no chemical or

physical action excited by any impulse

from without or within. Living matter is

responsive, non-living is not. The key to

the mystery, if it ever comes, will come from

the ether. One great authority of to-day,

Professor Oliver Lodge, of the University of

Liverpool, has already stated his belief that if

the ether and electricity are not one and the

same, the truth will ultimately be found to

be near that statement. If this be true, it

will be a great, a startling key to the now

fathomless mystery of life.

So also with regard to that question which

is the field of so much inquiry in the

Psychical Societies of England and America,

the transference of thought. Thus far there

is no experimental basis on which one can

definitely say that an impulse from one

brain affects another over indefinite distance.

The belief that there are such things as

thought waves is, however, held by many

intelligent thinkers, and as soon as someone

appears who is ingenious enough to subject

the human brain to mathematical conditions,

the silent influence of brain on brain may

not only be established as a fact, but measured

in its extent.

If thought waves exist they are unques-

tionably ether waves, and in this connection

the latest work of Doctor Ramon y Cajal,

the world's greatest authority on brain action,

is full of interest. He has come to the con-

clusion that the communication between the

brain-cells does not take place by conduction,

but by induction. Nerves, known to be

excellent electrical conductors, were supposed

Portraits of Celebrities at Different Times of their Lives.

THE VERY REV. JAMES CAMERON

LEES, D.D., LL.D.

BORN 1834.

|.

AGE 25.

From a Pkatonraplt.

HE VERY REVEREND

JAMES CAMERON LEES,

D.D., LL.D.. is the. son of

the Rev. John Lees, M.A.,

sometime secretary to the

AGE 35.

From a Photo, by H'tn. firoirn. Paisley.

Royal Caledonian Asylum, London.

After Dr. Cameron Lees had received

his education in London and at the

Universities of Glasgow and Aberdeen,

he entered the ministry of the Church of

Vol. xiii.â36

Scotland, was parish minister of Carnoek,

Ross-shire, from 1856 to 1859, when he was

appointed to the important charge of the

Abbey of Paisley. Thence, in 1877, he

came to St. Giles s, Edinburgh, the ancient

parish church and cathedral of the city. He

became Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen

in 1878, and Dean of the Chapel Royal of

Scotland, and Dean of the most Ancient and

Honourable Order of the Thistle in 1886.

During his incumbency, St. Giles has been

restored, and its service made attractive. Dr.

Cameron Lees is well known in Scotland as

a preacher, writer, and leader in public affairs.

PRESENT DAY.

Fnm a PMo. by J.
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SIR DAVID SALOMONS, BART.

BORN 1851.

IR DAVID L. SALOMONS, as

is well known, has devoted the

greater part of his life to the pur-

suits of science. From University

College, London, he proceeded to

Caius College, Cambridge, where he graduated

in the Natural

Science Tripos,

his tastes tend-

ing rather to-

wards physical

science than

pure mathe-

matics. A

thorough theo-

retical know-

ledge did not

satisfy him, and

consequently

he visited work-

shops, worked

with the men,

and thus gained a deep insight into the

practical part of his profession. ' Moreover,

his uncle, the late Sir David Salomons,

Bart., the first Jewish Lord Mayor of London,

provided him with a laboratory where he

could study the subjects in which he was so

from o]

deeply interested. Sir David is, perhaps,

as well - remembered for his distinctive

attitude on the "Woman's Rights " question

by his " Address to the Ladies of England,"

which was the means of opening several new

fields for female employment, as for his

scientific achievements and his many success-

ful inventions. He is the author of many

scientific papers, which he has read before

scientific assemblies. Sir David has worked

hard as a county magistrate, being a J.P. for

Kent, Sussex, Middlesex, Westminster, and

London; has been several times elected

Mayor of Tunbridge Wells; is an Associate

of the Institute of Civil Engineers ; Manager

of the Royal Institution of (Ireat Britain;

and is, of course, highly connected with many

other prominent scientific societies and

institutions. Sir David has recently taken

great interest in what may now be called the

great motor-car movement.

PRFSENT DAY.

From a J'Aoto. by G'eo. Glanvillt, TÂ«u>:ril:j, II. IN.
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MISS ALMA STANLEY.

V sheer hard work and varied

talent, combined with great per-

sonal attrac-

tions, Miss Alma

Stanley has won

for herself a place in the

foremost ranks of her pro-

fession. To look at Miss

Stanley, one is astonishe

to hear that she made her

di-hitt on the stage in 1873,

at the Theatre Royal, Hull,

in the tragedy of " Lucrezia

Borgia." She must, in-

deed, have commenced

very young ! She was an

earnest student from

the start, and having

made a beginning,

she never let any-

keenest satisfactionâa visit to America, where

her success was a record one. She made her

first appearance in farcical comedy, appearing

at a matinee in " The Two

Johnnies." After engage-

ments with Messrs. Wynd-

ham, Alexander, Edwnrdes,

and the late Sir Augustus

Harris, Miss Stanley suffered

from a very severe illness. She

fortunately recovered, and

made her reappearar.ee at

the Avtnue.

Pi-urn a I'h'flo. by Henry Kniykt, St. AÂ«Â»iÂ«rJÂ»-on-SÂ«i.

thing stand in the way of her steady ad-

vancement. Her third engagement was at

Cremorne, in " Black-Eyed Susan." Then

the astute John Hollingshead recognised her

talents, and engaged her till March, 1878.

In 1879 sne joined the banner of Kate

Santley at the Royalty, her next part being

that of Adonis in " Venus and Adonis," and

then came a most important move, and one

on which Miss Stanley looks back with the

From a Photo. by\ PRESENT DAY. [At/ml A'llu,

284

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

AGE 7. AGE 8.

Frvm a Photo, by Tke London btr,rtu#r<>i>ic Cninjxinit.

PRINCE MOHAMMED KHAN AND

PRINCE HOSSEM KHAN.

JJIRZA MOHAMMED KHAN and

3 Mirza Hossem Khan are two of

Jt the sons of His Excellency thÂ«

Persian Minister. They have

been carefully educated, and

though only thirteen and fourteen years of

age, speak three languages fluentlyâPersian,

AGE 13. AGE 14.

t-'i-om a Photo, by The London Stereoscopic i'uitij any.

mechanics: and Prince Hossem has de-

veloped his artistic talents in a marked

degree for one so young.

AI;K 7}^. AGE 8}4.

from a Photo, by The Istndon Stercotcopi? Cotnitantf.

English, and French. They are also excellent

musicians; the piano being their favourite

instrument. Prince Mohammed is interested

in and has a considerable knowledge of

/â¢Vvm a Photo, by The London Stertotcopic Company.

Football in Armour.

BY CHARLES EMERSON COOK.

[From Photographs specially taken in the United States for George Newnes, Ltd.~\

A COLLKGE FOOTBAI.LKK IN

FULL ARMOUR.

Kv courtesy of " The Siurttmian't

e " of Xeu; York.

HE game of foot-

ball in the

United States

is confined

almost exclu-

sively to the colleges

-baseball being the

national sport. On

account of the climate

the season is short.

It begins when the

colleges open in Sep-

tember, and ends with

the ist of December.

Yet in that short

two months, popular

enthusiasm runs

strong, and the

armoured knights of

the football field fill

the public eye.

There are naturally

many differences between football as played

in England and America; but to the

spectator, to whom the game means chiefly

the reaching, by one team, of its opponent's

goal, and who enjoys aspects and effects

rather than signs and

causes, the conspicuous

disadvantage of the

American game is in the

point of roughness. The

highest American authority,

Mr. Walter Camp, explains

that the feature of the

American game, in distinc-

tion from the English, is

" the outlet of the scrim-

mage," or, as it is called in

England, the " scrum."

An equally vital differ-

ence, and one of much

more recent development,

appears in what is called

" interference." This is

the assistance given to a

runner by one or several

companions who go before

and break a path for him,

or who shoulder off would-be tacklers. To

an Englishman this is the most unpardonable

kind of offside play, not to be tolerated

for an instant upon any field. In America,

however, it is of first importance. Inter-

ference properly developed demands some-

thing from nearly every player. There .are

eleven men on each side, and of the twenty-

two men on the field, I should say that twenty

are expected to take a part in every play.

So that when a runner is tackled and thrown,

there at once rises above him a pyramid of

writhing humanity, conspicuous for its scarcity

of heads and its abundance of legs. Every
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These are the only ban-

dages in general use, but

other special bandages are

ready for special needs.

One player at some time

may have suffered a dislo-

cated knee, and, bearing in

mind the proverbial " ounce

of prevention," he provides

himself with a " knee-cap

bandage." Another player,

for like reasons, wears a

bandage on the forearm or

the elbow. A thirdâand

this man is the rule rather

than the exception âwears

a " shoulder-cap bandage,"

which is contrived of elastic

woven silk, is secured by a

band passing around the

chest, and is worn next to

the skin on his weaker

shoulder, usually the right,

to prevent dislocation

during rough push-playing.

The essentials of leading

importance, however, in a

football player's outfit are

the trousers, the jacket, and

the shoe. Sometimes the

trousers and jacket are

joined at the waist, as is

shown in the illustrations,

but more often the gar-

ments are separate. The trousers especially

are made with the greatest care. They must

be fairly loose and of some stout material,

such as fustian or moleskin ; but their special

feature of defence is the padding. Besides

the heavy quilting with which the trousers

are lined, great thicknesses of wadding or

hair are bunched at the knees or over the

hips. The thigh, also, is a particularly

vulnerable part in a rough game, and so is

often protected by sewing a pair of shin-

guards, minus the straps, on the inside lining

of the trousers.

The football jacket is made of a special

quality of thick white duck, sewed with the

stoutest of linen thread. Usually it is sleeve-

less. It should fit closely, but not too tightly,

and is sometimes provided with elastic pieces

set in at the sides, back, and arms. The

innovation a few years ago, whereby leather

suits were used, was made at Harvard ; and

as such a suit proved not only an excellent

defence against blows, but also, by reason of

its smooth and hard surface, made it difficult

for the opponent to hold the wearer, it was

AN AMERICAN FCM)TBALL SUIT, SHOWING

KNEB PADDING.

highly approved by some

authorities. But a suit of

leather is expensive, and,

in spite of its lightness

and its advantages in rainy

weather, it was this expense

that prevented its general
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LEG-SPLINT, OR PKOTECTOR, WORN UNDER SUITâL

OUTSIDE, PADDING INSIDE.

difficulty by

cove r i ng his

hands with resin.

Consequently,

the ball became

so coated with

grease and pitch

that it would

stick to the

player's hands,

twisting his most ^

careful throws

and passes into curiously defiant

curves and tangents. Then, when

the oiled jacket was ruled out,

a leather jacket was made to

take its place; but the greatly

increased cost soon cast that

into unpopularity. It will be

seen, therefore, that the part of

the rule with which the inventor

of defensive football armour had

to contend was that which for-

bade iron plates on the shoes and

metal on the clothing. Obviously

he must procure, for his pur-

poses, material which would pro-

tect the player without injuring

his opponentâa problem simple

enough as regarded the jacket, the

trousers, the bandages, the supports

for waist and ankle, and the head-

harness, but which, in the making

of nose-guards, shin-guards, and

shoes presented some difficulties.

THE SPIKED SHOE,

Next comes the shoe. This is the most

important part of the uniform ; consequently

its evolution, deprived of the use of metal,

presented the most serious difficulties. But,

at length, from the primitive canvas-shoe,

with leather cross-pieces nailed on the sole

to prevent slipping, was developed a shoe

made entirely of leather. It is of moderately-

stout material, fitting the foot firmly, yet

comfortably, and lacing well up on the ankle.

The sole is provided with a small leather

spike, which can be renewed when worn

down. Inside this shoe, and either attached

to the bottom of it or not, as the player

prefers, is the thin leather anklet which laces

tightly over the foot, and is an almost sure

preventive of sprained ankles.

It was almost a pity that circumstances

rendered the wearing of the spiked shoe

necessary. There was no more frequent

cause of contention between opposing Ameri-

can footballers than " spiking." Several

times within the past ten years serious

charges have

been brought

against various

members of the

Harvard and Yale

teams for brutal

use of the spikes.
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him with the brutal nails. The defence was

usually that it was almost impossible for a

runner to know where his foot was going

to land when he floundered in the " scrim-

mage," and if it happened that somebody's

cranium got in the way â well, that was

the mere mishap of the game. Happily,

however, the leather

" spike " has changed r"~

all this. The worst that

a brutal player can now

do with his soles is to

bruise a man, and even

this practice is heartily-

despised.

The shin-guard, with

its long ribs of rattan

between two stout

thicknesses of leather,

is far less conducive

to vigorous adjectives

than the nose - guard.

This hollow mask is

fastened to the head

by an elastic band and,

besides defending the

nose, is held in the

mouth as a protection to the teeth. And, being

made of the finest rubber, the man who is not

wearing it may punch the nose of the man

who is without fear of injuring or being

injuredâa strangely childish pastime, you

will say, but one which, in a hard-fought,

irritating game, brings with it as great a moral

satisfaction as in certain emergencies one may

find in a forcible and timely swear-word.

If the player, however, has friendly con-

fidence in the resisting powers of his own

nose, or cultivates a special enmity against

the man who dares

hit it, he uses only

a small rubber

mouthpiece, which,

by keeping itself in,

keeps the dirt out,

and which is per-

forated with small

holes for breathing.

The finishing

touch to the defen-

sive armour worn

by the player of

American football

is the head - har-

ness ; and when

we behold him in

full pride of this

last disfigurement, â.

we thank all the

(

SIDE VIEW OF NOSE-GUARD.

BACK VIEW OF NOSE AND MOUTH HECES.

gods of the game that American football is

still confined to American fields. In com-

bination with nose-mask, shin-guard, and all

the other paraphernalia, the costume is well

calculated to strike terror to the heart of a

heroânot to mention a not over-courageous
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is similar to those used in other out-

door games. The shell is merely a

concave piece of leather, well padded,

and is used only to protect a painful

bruise. The corset is a cylindrical

piece of padded leather, and is laced

about a fractured limb.

It is but natural that all these fiercely

grotesque inventions should prompt

either a frown or a smile from the

conservative Englishman who, since his

gentler game of football needs no such

defences, must regard them either as

an indication of brutality or as a very

huge joke. If the last be true he will

find a ready sympathizer in the ever-

ready American lampooner. This indi-

vidual tries to console the football

captain for the loss of a generous

handful of cherished hair, by saying

that one of the opponents' ears is

hanging by a shred. " What's an ear

more or less ?" moans the bereaved

captain. " I'd give both ears to have

back that bunch of hair." Or perhaps

the same wit-vendor will lead you to

an hospital where the assistant is tell-

ing the house-physician he has just
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admitted an aeronaut who fell 2,oooft.,

and a football-player who got tangled

up in a rush. " I am the only doctor

not engaged," says the assistant ;

" which shall I attend to first ? " Then

the house - physician waxes wroth.

" Have I not often told you that in

a case like this you must attend to

the man who is most seriously hurt ?

The balloon man can wait, of course !

Look after the football-player ! " And

then, when the patient has recovered,

and the doctor tells him football is a

pastime he must strive to forget, a

sad, far-away look will come into the

half-back's eyes. " Forget ! How can a

man forget when he sees an ambulance

in every street ? "

One of the most curious things about

the American football player is his hair.

He revels in long and shaggy locks,

and, during the months of face train-

ing, it is the habit of the American

comic artist to picture the head of a

football player by the side of a highly-

cultivated chrysanthemum, and then

calmly challenge you to say which is

which. But as everyone understands

that the roughness of the game will
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not admit the wearing of caps, and that the

head must be protected, the long and

flowing locks of the footballer are treated

with respect.

The cost of football armour varies greatly

with the quality of the material, but it may

roughly be said that

a ten-pound note or a

fifty-dollar bill would

cover all expenses

for an up - to - date,

impregnable outfit.

When new inventions

in the details of the

armour come upon

the football market,

the price is slightly

increased. Some-

times, in the case of

final games between

the big colleges, as

between Harvard,

Yale, Princeton, and

the University of

Pennsylvania, an

entirely new outfit is

provided to each

player; and one of

the great items of

expense during the

football season is the

cost of the armour,

not only for the

'"Varsity" teams,

but for the substi-

tutes, and other

likely players who are too poor to buy the

outfits themselves. Truly, much money

seems to be thrown away in changing a good-

looking athlete into a temporary monstrosity.

Allowing, however, that the armoured

American football player does present a some-

what ludicrous figure, we should still not

forget that the defensive features of his dress

are the results of hard study and harder

experience. The man who sees in them

only proofs of brutality must be reminded that

MODERN JIKAD-HAKNESS,
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the player himself is one of the most generous

and big-hearted fellows alive, always ready with

sympathy and self-denial. As has been said,

injuries do occur ; but they are usually the .

result of the player's youth or inexperience,

or the lack of intelligent precautions and

proper training. They

are rarely serious or

permanent. More-

over, proper allow-

ance should be made

for the American

spirit, which cannot

comfortably endure

defeat. W hen an

American player is

injured, he himself

is most largely re-

sponsible. He is so

them

HE " Hotel des Touristes "

was a modest dwelling, a

simple tutberge for travellers,

guides, and mules passing

on towards "l,e Summet."

It evidently possessed little

accommodation, fewer luxuries; yet its

appearance pleased me. The brown chalet,

with its green shutters, was situated on a

little grassy plateau, half-way down the

mountain. After the snow-covered heights

above, and the brown, barren rocks we had

just passed, the spot had a cooling, restful

look about it. A vague idea suggested

itself to my mind.

I paused a moment, and looked before me.

What a view! Straight in front, the other

side of the valley, rose the rocky, grim, cross-

crowned head of Flegere, alongside, and

towering some thousand metres above it, was

the snowy BreVent. The sun was just

sinking, the reflection in the sky threw a

crimson stain upon its glistening whiteness.

Mont Blanc would have been magnificent,

but I could not see it, as it lay in a line

parallel to wheie I stood. In the distance,

however, to my right, the Alps du Valais

compensated for it ; the evening shadows
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had not yet fallenâthere

they stood, one pure,

glittering chain of icy

cones. Never had I seen

more exquisitely clear, more

intensely beautiful.

Immediately below, the fir-clad lower

portion of my own mountain sloped

away; here and there the narrow,

yellow mule-track peeping out, as

it corkscrewed downwards. Through the

valley I could trace the long white road that

curved to Chamounix; even now it looked

hot and close ; my vague idea grew into a

resolution.

"Josephe," I said, turning to my guide,

"I shall rest here the night."

"Bon Dieu!" he cried ; "not so, monsieur.

It is the Anniversary ! The day of the

' Grand Desastre !' Three years ago "

I smiled. " You told me that before.

Why should there be another avalanche

to-night? "

He shrugged his shoulders. " The moun-

tain is haunted, they say, monsieur; on these

nights there is always a fearful storm, and

voices "

" A storm on such a night.' " I burst out,

laughing.

" But, monsieur, that is the house itself! "

" And what happened there ? The

avalanche did not touch it ? "

"Noâno!" he shook his head. "But

the people "

" What had they to do with it ? "

Again he shook his head, and a vague

expression, either ignorance or obstinacy,

overspread his features.
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" I will sacrifice ten francsâwoyld

monsieur mind if I leave ? "

The way down was easy now; I had had

enough of the heavy, stupid fellow ; I paid

him, gave him a pourboire, and sent

him home.

In answer to my request, the auber-

giste replied he had a comfortable bed;

" Everything was in readiness for monsieur,"

but his manner was hesitating ; he glanced at

me in an uneasy, wondering way.

" I know," I smiled, " it is the anniversary

night, but we English are not superstitious.

Will you have me ? "

" Bien.'" his face brightened; he was an

honest, good-looking fellow. "Mais out'/

Adele and I will do our best; we shall be

delighted to have your company."

I believed him, for he looked nervous and

apprehensive.

There were few people in the cafe,

and they soon left. I enjoyed my simple

supper of chicken, salad, and Gruyere,

but the room was close and cheesy ; the air

outside had now grown chilly. " Have you

a private room ?" I asked the waiter, the

only one the hotel possessed.

There was a door in the side of the cafe; he

opened it, and showed me into a neat little

parlour. It was scantily furnished, however,

and had rather a cold, cheerless appearance.

The deal floor and pinewood table were

uncovered ; some cheap ornaments adorned

a second smaller

table in the win-

dow, the usual

white stove stood

in a corner of

the room, but,

of course, it was

unlighted.

One thing,

neithercheap nor

usual, attracted

my attention,

hanging in a

small glass case

beside the stove.

It was a beauti-

ful silver chate-

laine of rare

device â the

chains fell from

an elaborately

chased lover's

knot, the bows

were set with

opals. There

were no pictures

or other ornaments upon the wall, except a

carved cuckoo clock, which ticked lustily away,

and two large marble statues of the Virgin,

which smiled down from their respective

roomy brackets. I did not feel good enough

to restrict myself to such society.

" Send the maitre d hotel to me," I

called back to the garfon.

The proprictuire arrived. I had a chat

with him. I soon learnt his name was Louis
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"Eh bien ! Si voits voulez," he acquiesced,

but I noticed his face was grave, his voice

had lost its cheeriness, and Adele's head

bent low; and this is the translation of his

history :â

" It was three years ago, this first week in

July, when we found the body of poor Henri

Pallisier, the Balme guide, beneath ' Les

Escaliers du Diable.' Ah ! you do not

know the place? Ma foi.' you must have

seen it in your descent this morning ; but

Josephe may not have told you. Passing

' L'Aiguille Terrifique,' two kilometres from

the summit, climbing down the narrow bed of

the ' Glacier du Droisier,' you near it at the

pointwhere the stream divides. In former days,

before the great avalanche prevented it, the

quickest way to get below the belt of ice was

by the steps cut from the left glacier stream.

It is a sheer precipice, over a mass of pointed

rocks rising from, and divided by, narrow,

bottomless abysses. They arecalled ' Les Dents

du Chien.' Winding above these, till you

reached a spot opposite the shallowest, you

made a sharp descent, and passing between

the two ' Dents d'Enfant,' after an almost

perpendicular climb up again the other side,

gained the ' Pas du Midi.' The powdered

snow lies lightly on its rocky surface; when

you got there your difficulties were at an

end, but it was a nasty route, monsieurâa

dangerous route," and Louis sighed.

" We found Pallisier's body resting on a

ledge of rock at the mouth of one of the

largest fissures. He was on his face, and had

fallen from a great height; his body was

terribly mutilated, but we knew him, as we

should have known any guidÂ«! lor fifty miles

around, had we seen but a quarter of his

features. Pallisier's stock lay by him ; strapped

round his shoulders was the battered, empty

case of an opera-glass. Chips of the glass

were scattered all about ; inside the case we

found the curious name of Clulo Godwin.

" Round Henri's waist, strained very tight,

was the rope that bound his companion to

him. It had broken, the end was hanging

over the edge of the chasm ; we all knew

what that meant ! We searched about, though

we knew it was useless ; then we brought him

here. He had no wife or kindred, monsieur,

but we did our best for him. He looked

quite nice when Adele had washed and

dressed him. We laid him on the bed in our

own little attique, then I sent down to

Chamounix to give intelligence.

" It was the next day, in the evening,

before anybody came to see about the body.

They could scarcely have had it in the

papers then, but about seven o'clock,

monsieur, a young lady surprised us by walk-

ing into the cafe. She was quite young, only

about nineteen, and very slight. She was

not tall, either, but she carried herself

in a way that made her look like a little

queenânot that she was conceited at all, or

grandly dressed ; she wore one of those white

jackets and skirts your English misses wear ;
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" ' Why impossible ?'

'"The chasm is bottomless.'

" I expected her to scream, or faint, but

she did neither, she did not even stagger.

"' Show me the opera-glass case,' she

said.

" I went to fetch it.

" ' Come into the private room,' I heard

Adele say, as I reappeared, but mademoiselle

shook her off again, and though a chair was

pushed behind her, she did not seem to see

it.

" Before I reached her, she had seen me,

however, and the case was in her hand. She

walked up to the lamp, and read the soiled

label out aloud: ' Clulo Godwin, Clulo â

Clu-loâClu-lo God-win,' again she seemed

to spell it out, though her eyes were shut, and

the case lay on the table.

" Then suddenly she turned and looked at

me again. ' Why is it impossible to find

him ?' This time her voice was calm, almost

cold.

" ' Because, mademoiselle,' I replied, once

more, 'the chasm is bottomless.'

" ' Where is it ? '

" ' Beneath " Les Escaliers du Diable,"

among " Les Dents du Chien." '

'"How far?' her words

came in quick, imperious

tones.

'"Two kilometres from

here, mademoiselle.'

" ' I will go. Who will

be my guide ?' She looked

round the room inquir-

ingly, but no one spoke.

" ' It is late, mademoi-

selle,' I ventured, ' and

cold. The sun has gone

behind '

" ' The moon is rising,' she

broke in, decisively. ' You

say it is coldâyou do not

think of him â suppose he

may be there, crawled out of

that hole ? He will be faint,

wounded '

" A little mutter ran round the

room; several shook their heads,

all of them were looking down ; she

did not notice it.

" ' Who will guide me there ? 1

am going, I say.' Again she looked

round, but there was silence.

"I saw her lips were tightly pressed

together. I noticed an uncomfortable bright

light shining in her eyes, though not a shadow

of a tear was there. I told her I would go.

She didn't speak one word to me, monsieur,

though it was an hour's climb or more. On

and on she went, like some young chamois,

scarcely seeming to touch the ground, while

I stumbled on, a metre or so behind her.

And when we stood en the path, almost

beside the spot, she would not rest. We had

to descend to a little plateau, bordering the

very edge of the fissure, opposite the ledge
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echo back ; everywhere else an awful, death-

like silence reigned.

" Her voice grew hoarse ; she rested a little,

then began again ; now, it was so passionate,

so pitiful, I dropped tears she never knew of

on her dress. Then the tears, which never

came to her own eyes, seemed to get into

her throat, and the words came in great

gulps, with choking fits between.

" I got her home at last, monsieur ; never

a word she spoke to me again ; but this time

her feet in truth scarce touched the groundâ

I carried her in my strong arms. It was

midnight when we reached the chalet.

Adele had the best guest-room ready. After

forcing mademoiselle to drink warm milk,

she dressed her in the robe-de-nuit she had

for her own wedding, and laid her in the bed.

You sat up with her, was it not so, Adele ? "

Louis broke off abruptly in his narrative,

looked up at his wife, and apparently wiped

a mosquito from his eyes.

" Eh! Otii." Adele just flashed one

glance up from her knitting, though she

might have done it blindfold. I noticed

her face was working strangely.

" She walked up and down the whole

night long. I didn't question her, and she

didn't seem to notice me, but her hands were

clasped behind her, her eyes were curiously

bright, and her lips kept moving, moving

" The peasant woman was bending over

her work againâshe relapsed into her former

moody silence.

"Si, si," Louis began again. "Well, it

was in the morning, quite early, we had

another arrival : the father and mother of

the mademoiselle. The day before they had

returned to their hotel to find the newspaper

lying open, and their daughter vanished.

They had traced her with difficulty, and,

mafoi! how nervous and anxious they were,

and how they sobbed with joy and grief on

their arrival !

"In five minutes they had told us all.

There was not much to tell. Clulo Godwin

was to have married their daughterâLil they

called her -before the month was out. He

had taken leave of them two days before the

accident.

" \Ve led them to the bedroom where we

had left mademoiselle ; the place was empty.

We knew where she had gone ! I guided

them myself, monsieur, and by the ' Escalier

du Diable ' we found her. They went to

meet her ; I came back alone.

"Just before dinner they returned. They

passed through the cafe to this private room

they were to hire. The mademoiselle walked

first: she looked neither to the right nor left;

her big, blue eyes had a hard, cold stare in

themâthey seemed to be looking at some-

thing in the distance ; her face had a lifeless,

set look on it. The gentleman and lady

followed; the lady had her handkerchief to

her eyes. The old man came up to me and

laid a shaking hand on my arm.

"' I do not think she knows us, Monsieur
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him till eleven o'clock next morning to reach

it. Of course, the place was empty, but he

had a roof to cover him, and provisions to

his hand. He needed both. His journey,

the pain and long exposure, brought on a

fearful fever. Three days he must have lain

unconscious ; then slowly he came round

again.

"To move was an impossibility, his suffer-

ings were awful, and as his body grew better,

the worry in his mind grew worse. How

were his friends to know he was alive? The

ban Dieu favoured him, monsieur ; after

more weary days, peasants arrived to take

away poor Henri's

belongings, and

there they found

the Englishman.

They took him to

Chamounix; he

arrived there

only to find his

friends had left

it! He heard

they were here,

got a doctor to

see to his foot,

and then came up

immediately.

"'HowisLil?'

was his first

question, and he

had repeated it

five times before

I left the room.

l'Eh bien,

monsieur, ah!

what came next ? How

dark it seems to have

grown ! Bon Dieu!

there arecloudsgather-

ing!" The aubergiste

turned his weather-

beaten face towards

the window, there was

an uneasy light in his

eyes ; he shivered be-

fore he turned round

again, though it was as

close as possible.

" Eh Hen-lwn.' I had cleaned the knives,

when I saw them all three pass the cuisine

door, on their way to the little plaisance

behind ; then I heard a light step coming

down the stairs, and guessed the reason.

Mademoiselle was passing through the

cafe to the private room. A moment

later Monsieur Godwin repassed â he

was going to join her there alone. I

waited till I heard the door close on

them, then I went into the cafe to see to

things a bit. The walls are not thick, as you

perceive, monsieurâI heard mutteringsâ

pardon me, I listened. There was only one

voice speaking, it was the Englishman's ; for

half an hour it hardly ever ceased. Bon Dieu,

tie me reproche tit pas / It was dishonest, but

1 had great affection towards themâI put my
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her, and each one looked the very same as

when they went.'

" ' She does not know him, nor ever will,'

I told Adele." Louis was puffing furiously at

his pipe, his wife still bent over her work,

apparently utterly absorbed, only occasionally

I saw her chest heave, and the needles twitch

in her hard, wrinkled hands.

"Two days this state of things went

on. ' She is mad, and it is killing him,' I

told Adele again. She is not a woman of

words, is Adele; she did not answer, but

instead she went and knelt below the

crucifix. It was long before I slept that

night. I lay watching her lips moving,

trying to pray, too. When I woke, she was

there still.

" I shall never forget that morning." Louis

was looking apprehensively towards the

window; he shuddered, and again that curious,

half-frightened expression crept over his

features.

" ' I have an idea in my head,' Adele came

to me and said ; 'the ban Dicn put it there.'

"Two'hours later I told it to Monsieur

Godwin.

" ' Your lady is mad,' I said. He looked

at me, his eyes dropped, he bit his lips, but

he did not contradict me, only I saw his

fingers twitch, and clasp, and unclasp his

stick.

"'She thinks your body lies in yonder

fissure. She thought at first you might crawl

out alive, and she would find you thereâ

perhaps she thinks so still. There is a ledge

on the other side of the chasm, beneath

" Les Escaliers du Diable," it is opposite to

where she stands. We could get you

there ' A flash like lightning came into

his eyes.

"' I see,' he cried, in English. ' God bless

you !' He wrung my hands. 'She shall find

me there to-night! A thousand heartfelt

thanks !'

" I had never finished, but he understood

me. 'Thank Adele,' I said, and turned

away.

" In one thing the Englishman was obsti-

nate : he must go to ' Les Dents du Chien '

by himself, he said. It was impossible, I

told him ; he could not clamber down alone.

At length he consented to let Monsieur

Beaumont accompany him and help to place

him. Madame was to follow with the young

lady."

Again Louis pausedâhe was looking at

Adeleâhe seemed at a loss how to proceed.

At last he did a strange thingâhe moved his

chair round, turned his back upon his wife,
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and then continued. I noticed a change in

his demeanourâhis words were not so fluent,

his sentences came forth in laconic, laboured

jerks - - his eyes were fixed on the open

window and the sky beyond it.

" I see them now," he said ; " it was ten

o'clock when it happenedâthey had been

gone two hours, it must have been about
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clasped ourselves in each other's armsâwe

knew what it meant.

"There we stood for half an hour, then

the vibration ceased, the thunder grew

distant, and indistinct, the atmosphere

became clearerâthe avalanche had passed ! "

Louis mopped his face with his handkerchief,

and opened his coat. "It was the Grand

Uesastre, monsieur, the bursting of the

Glacier de Col.

" We found them in the morning,

monsieur â they were together. She had

her arms round him, his head was resting

on her face. Only a few huge rocks had

rolled towards ' Les Dents du Chien,' but

one was on themâthey were on the ledge,

their meeting place. We never found the

parents ; the sea

of rocks and ice t

and snow had

swallowed up

the path, and all

beyond it. But

beneath ' Les

Escaliers du

Diable' there is

a stone : ' Clulo

and Lil' is carved

on itâthat is all

--and under-

neath, ' Requies-

cant in pace.'

Thebodies "

Louis ceased.

He puffed at

his pipe, but

it had gone out.

i, r- ^

"Bon Dieii.'" he cried again. A cloud

had suddenly blown up and obscured the

face of the moon. We were thrown in

almost total darkness; through the open

window came the chilling breath of an

approaching storm.

A second later a peal of thunder burst

right over the chalet, and then, with a wild

shriek, the wind arose and dashed a sheet of

rattling rain against the panes and roof.

Louis started up, his face looked ashy in

the "gloom. " Did you not hear it, wife ? "

He stumbled like a stricken man across the

room, but ere he reached Adele, she had

fainted.

All at once, a fork of lightning flashed

past me, and played a ghastly dance upon

the silver chate-

laine. A shiver-

ing ague sei/.ed

even my strong

limbs. I dropped

my pipe â it

crashed upon

the floor. Then

it was that terri-

fy i n g shriek

arose a gain,

" Clu-lo ! â Clu-

lo ! " I could

Queens of a Day.

BY MARGARET GRIFFITH.

UEENS of a day have to

make up for the brevity of

their sovereignty by the pomp

of their installation. There-

fore, each succeeding year, the

chosen one, in her magnificent

state robe, with crown, bracelet, and ring,

carrying a sceptre and a huge bouquet, and

seated in a superb flower-wreathed car, makes

her royal progress through the streets of

Paris, as the Mi-Careme or Mid-Lent

festival of the students comes round.

Surrounded by her maids of honour and

flattering attendants, lauded by the Press,

and greeted with the loud and enthusiastic

plaudits of the crowds that have assembled

all along the route to do honour to the

Reine ties Reines, her triumph is as absolute

as it is ephemeral.

The Mi-Careme Carnival is entirely

organized by the students of the Latin

Quarter, who conscientiously live up to the

letter of their motto âFolie et Charite.

Though generally regarded as mad Bohe-

mians, whose words are wild and deeds worse,

those best acquainted with them know of

many acts of unostentatious charity, of pri-

vations borne unmurmuringly, and many

instances of unselfish generosity that would

shame some of their detractors.

It is M. Emile Merwart, Colonial Adminis-

trator and President of the Students' Asso-

ciation, who deserves the credit of founding,

or rather reviving, the present Mid-Lenten

fetes; for one day, while studying in the

Bibliothlque Nutionale, he came across some

old records of the fifteenth and sixteenth

centuries containing descriptions of student

celebrations of those days, which he at once

determined to revive in Paris. In 1891,

with the able collaboration of M. Brill,

who was elected President of the Mi-

Careme, a brilliant procession was organ-

ized, which was to be repeated with added

magnificence each year as far as the funds

would permit. It was also determined

that a queen of the fi/cs should be selected

by vote from among the employ-its of the

public lavoirs or wash-houses, which it

must be explained are not laundries in the

accepted meaning of the word, for the linen

sent by private individuals, shops, or by

blanchissciises, or laundresses proper, are only

â¢washed in these places.

The attributes and qualifications essential

for the high position of queen are beauty

and goodness, for it is said that purity

of morals is as much a sine qua non as purity

of linen in these /avoirs, and canvassing and

preliminary meetings are strictly forbidden to

the candidates who aspire to royal honours.

The election usually takes place at the Catd

Americaine, in the Place de la Republique,

in the presence of the committees, of the

students, and of the /avoirs; M. Semichon,

the President of the Committee of Wash-

houses; M. Gastane, its Hon. President

âwho is now in his eighty-third yearâand on
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The queen-elect remains at the wash-house

until about a week before her final triumph,

when she has to be photographed, and to

hold consultations with her dressmakerâfor

what may not depend on her robe?âand to

hold levies, at which all the journalists of

Paris assist; but she remains perfectly

unmoved by their praises and compliments.

The beautiful dresses worn by each

succeeding queen and her maids of honour

are usually presented to them by some well-

known drapery firm. Last year they were

given by the Magazin known as the

Samaritaine.

The bracelet is the gift of the President of

France, the ring and bouquet of the students,

and the sceptre and crown â which every

year differ in designâof the committee of

/avoirs.

One day occupying a throne and the next

beating linen at the wash-tub is a startling

transformation ; but these ex-queens live

happily on the memories of their brief

honours, and carefully preserve their robes

and regalia, to don them a second time on

as equally happy an occasionâthat of their

marriage.

Seven queens of a day have already reigned

in Paris. Two of them are marriedâone of

whom, alas ! is awaiting the result of her

petition for divorce; a third is in exile, and

three are spinsters, but there has, as yet,

been no dauphin.,

It has been my privilege to have inter-

viewed these queens of the past, and to hear

from their own royal lips the history of

their lives and the glories of their sovereignty.

The first " Queen of Queens "was Mile.

Louise Sicard, who was elected in 1891. I

called upon her at

the laundry of the

Rue Milton, where

she has worked for

many years. On

stating my business

at the little office in

the laundry where

soda, soap, and

other necessaries are

weighed and given

out to the washer-

women, the ex-queen

was summoned from

her tub, and stood

before me, a tall,

dark, and rather

handsome woman of

commanding pre-

sence and mien, and from a ptmto.

with a little more than a suspicion of down

outlining her upper lip.

" I was less fortunate than my successors,"

she said, " for I had neither bracelet nor

ring, and had to buy my own dress, which

I wore at my wedding, for I was married

about ten months ago," she added, proudly.

" My diadem alone remains now, and if you

will come to my house in Montmartre, I

QUEENS OF A DAY.

attire. I realized at once that the oft-quoted

" dignity which hedges a king"âor queen â

must lie in their fine clothes. Mme. Sicard

was accompanied by her husband, who

explained at great length the difficulties

and responsibilities of his position as the

guardian and protectorâshe was nearly twice

his sizeâof so exalted a personage. After a

little light refreshment he became con-

fidential, and informed me that " she

had hundreds of offers of marriage that

year," referring to 1891, whereupon the

ex â¢â¢ queen non-

chalantly inter-

rupted, " That's

nothing ; we all

get the same,"

adding, with an

eloquent, dis-

dainful gesture

of the hand, " I

threw them all

behind the fire."

Her photograph,

in an elaborate

gilt frame, was

then exhibited,

and I was told

they had only

that one copy,

and they could

not part with

such a precious

souvenir. I ex-

pressed my

willingness to

pay for its being

copied, so that

difficulty was

overcome, and I

was promised a

photograph in

three days. In-

stead of the pic-

ture, however, I

received a letter,

offering me the

original portrait, frame and all, for the modest

sum of twenty pounds. As I considered

the demand excessive for a cabinet portrait,

albeit it was that of the first " Queen of

Queens," I did not reply to Monsieur le

Man', but preferred to reproduce, for the

amusement of the readers, the royal visiting-

card.

Mile. Henrietta Delabarre was the queen

of 1892. She lives with her mother and

sister at the Rue des Trois-Couronnes, where

they have a laundry, a clean and inviting

MI.LE, HENRIETTA UEL

fVoin a /'Audi. !Â»

little home; the exterior, painted blue, looks

as bright as the merry face of the ex-queen

herself, who came forward to receive me and

to learn my business.

" Ah," she said, in reply to a question, " I

have never forgotten that lovely clay and the

acclamations of the crowdâI felt as if I were

in a dream. Yes, our reign is brief, but I
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went on to say,

" Nothing will ever

make me forget

the Mi-Careme of

1892. It was the

most perfect day

of my life."

Mile. Eugenie

Petit, the queen of

1893, is now

Madame Renard.

She is very pretty,

but very unfortu-

nate, for her mar-

riage has turned

out to be a failure,

and her happiness

was as short-lived

as her royalty.

Separated from her

husband, although

only married about

a year, and living

with her family in

great poverty in

the Sante Quarter,

she is impatiently

awaiting for her

divorce; but I

heard it said that

" the judges do not seem to admit

the possibility of incompatibility of

temper between a queen and her

subject. Nevertheless, nothing is

more common." This poor, sad

queen has fallen from her high

estate, and sits in lonely misery

thinking longingly of her past splen-

dours and pleasures, and her tears

flow as she turns on her finger the

little gold ring given her by the

students on the day of her election.

Queens in misery are as much out

of place as " Kings in exile."

The queen of 1894, Mile. Bon-

homme, is another unhappy proof

that royalty is not exempt from

misfortune. Her father was at one

time proprietor of the laivir Jouy-

Kouve at Belleville, and fairly well

to do, but from some cause or

other, business got bad and went

from bad to worse, until the final

crash came, that not even the small

sum of money received by the

young queen at her festival could

avert. That was soon swallowed

up, and still misfortunes, which

never come singly, followed fast

MU-K. El'<;KNIK PKTITâQUKKN IN 1893.

tVum a />Â»oto. *Â« I'itrre-Petit, 1'arit.

and faster. It was

discovered that

the queen was a

usurper, and had

no right to her

throne, for she was

not a member of

QUEENS OF A DAY.
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MI 1,1 . LOUISE GRIMMâQUEEN IN 1895.

From a Pltolo. by Pierre-Petit, PariM

de-Piete. The gloom was a little

dispelled when two suitors carne

to woo Mile. Bonhomme, one a

butcher's boy, the other an engraver,

but they both quickly retired when

they discovered she had no dot.

This poor, luckless queen was at

last compelled to say good-bye to

her beloved Parisâthe scene of her

triumphs, the city of brightness and

pleasure, and to retire to Auvergne,

her native province.

Mile. Louise Grimm, the beautiful

blonde queen of 1895, has been

the most fortunate and happiest of

all the queens up to the present.

She lives with her mother in the

Rue des Boulets, in the Roquette

Quarter, and keeps a small laundry.

Her royalty, she told me smilingly,

lasted more than a day. " I was

four months at the laundry exhibi-

tion at the Palais de PIndustrie,

where as ' Queen of Queens' of

the Guilds, I gave demonstration

lessons in laundry work for the

benefit of the visitors. I have

been much spoiled, and have had

hundreds of proposals ; many of

them, however, I must confess,

were from unknown persons, who

principally wanted to obtain my

photograph, but I had several

genuine offers also, one from a

millionaire living in the Hautes-

Pyrenees." "And you refused it?"

" Yes, I can afford to wait, and I

should like to see and know a great

deal about a person before I could

marry him."

This ex-queen is as wise as she is

fair. Her lovely gown, her crown,

ring, and the bracelet presented to

her by M. Felix Faure, are religiously

preserved in her wardrobe, and ex-

hibited with pardonable pride.

Mile. Defilloy was the queen of

last year. She belongs to a lavoir

in the Jouy-Rouve district, and was

selected from among ninety - six

candidates, but she is not as beauti-

ful or as refined-looking as her

predecessor. Her two maids of

honour, Miles. Marie Francois and

Eugdnie, are very handsome girls,

MLLE. DEFILLOV â QUEEN IN 1896.

frvm a PHoto. i>Â» Picrn-Pttit, Parit.
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and rather put their royal mistress in the

shade.

Some of the proprietors of the /avoirs

complain that this custom of selecting

queens has unfortunate results: that the

acclamations, compliments, and praises turn

their heads, and that they become dis-

contented with their position and work,

which, after the high prerogative they had

enjoyed, they consider beneath them. Their

companions become jealous of them, and

vent their feelings in petty spite and annoy-

ances, which engender bitter ill-feeling.

How far this is true I do not know. All

the queens I saw seemed to be contented

enough ; the worries of poverty and domestic

troubles would come to them the same if

they had never worn the ermine. The

institution is eminently picturesque from an

artistic point of view, and one it would be a

pity to do away with.

The funds at the disposal of the committee

for the Mi-Careme of 1896 were much

smaller than the amount placed in their hands

for the festival of the previous year. This

may be explained by the fact of the revival

of the old Bceuf-Gras celebrations, and

their taking place only a few weeks before

the students' fete, and also because all the

shopkeepers on the boulevards had sub-

scribed towards the Bceuf-Gras instead of, as

formerly, supporting the Mi-Careme. This

is the more to be regretted as the students

devote all their profits to charitable purposes.

In i8c,5 they had in hand the sum of ^{,450 ;

last year only a little more than half that

amount, subscribed by the Municipality, the

committee of the latoirs, the Students'

Association, and the general public, was

available.

Despite lack of funds and bad weather,

the fete was a great success, and the many

who prognosticated a failure, and jeeringly

remarked that it was impossible for the Mi-

Careme to compete with the Bteuf-Gras,

were obliged to own that the students knew

what they were about. " Bah ! " was the

students' reply to the croakers, "our youthful

limbs and 'go' will outwit our rivals."

The procession was originally intended to

represent all the events of the preceding year

âpolitical and religious exec-pledâbut it was

finally decided to include only the principal

events. There were twelve chariots in all,

and the royal carriage, which, with its escort

of students, looked very imposing. The

students of the Colonial College had exercised

their ingenuity in the representation of a

Hindu fete and the procession of Buddha ;

but the most amusing feature in the whole

procession was the triumph of auto-mobiliza-

tion, organized by the students of the Ecole

d'Alfert. An elegant Victoria, propelled by

invisible force, was occupied by horses sitting

in nonchalant poses, with forelegs crossed, and

escorted by cavaliers personifying such historic

celebrities as Fanfan la Tulipe, Don Quixote,

Sancho Panza, Henry IV., and Jean d'Arc.

GO very much to the Crystal

Palace. My wife, indeed, who

is a very remarkable woman,

and stands five feet ten, buys

me a

sea-

one has no money. I,

always have a shilling,

in the corner of my

when she leaves me at

son ticket every

year, and puts me

in at the turnstile

whenever I am

likely to be in the

way in the house,

or whenever she

judges that I re-

quire amusement

and instruction. I

think that must be

one reason why she

chose our house

at Sydenham. It

is very thoughtful

of her, and, as she

says, the Crystal

Palace is a very

proper place of

resort, where one is

not likely to get

into habits of dis-

sipation so long as

Vol. xiii.- 39.

" LOR! SHALL I VENTURE?"

as a matter of fact,

which my wife ties

pocket - handkerchief

the gate. This, you

will understand, is

in case of emer-

gency. I have

never yet sum-

moned courage to

have an emergency,

so that I have

always carried

home the shilling

intact. I under-

stand nothing of

poultry, dogs, cats,

goats, and rabbits,

though I have seen

so many of them

at the shows that

they have made

me giddy. I saw-

fowls (Cochins and

Brahmas, I believe,

were the sorts) at

a show lately that

would, I imagine,

terrify any ordi-

nary fox who tried
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to steal them, and I saw bantams so

small that they might have been included

in lark-pie without anybody suspecting it. I

saw so many of these things that at last I

grew very tired,

with the familiar

Crystal Palace

weariness, and

sat down in the

Egyptian Court

to rest. Pre-

sently I per-

ceived that what

I had supposed

to be a large,

reddy - brown

gentleman of

Egyptian extrac-

tion, painted on

the wall, was in

reality a stout

person in tweeds,

who had terrified

me a little time

before by tread-

ing heavily on

my toes, and

apologizing in a

very loud voice.

Much to my alarm, he approached me

again, and, ere I could escape, slapped me

on the back.

" Come along here and see the exhibits,"

'TENSHUN !

A L1FEGUARDSMAN.

he said. " I don't believe you're enjoying

yourself a bit See what wonderful things

breeders are doing! Perfecting species till

their mothers wouldn't know 'em. What's

the good o' fowls that only lay eggs, and

QUICKâ MARCH !

HEAVY AND LIGHT WEIGHT CHAMPIONS.

stuff pillows, and help to make dinners, and

so on ? See these game-cocks, now. We're

breeding 'em into lifeguardsmen. Good

notion, eh ? And Houdans, tooâthey're

evoluting into grenadiers. And we're getting

boxers as well. We're working up to heavy-

weight champions with Indian game fowl,

and we're getting feather-weights out of the

game-bantam class. Beats cock-fighting, that,

ON SHOW.
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THE FEK1N BANTAMS.

don't it ? Oh, I tell you, I knew all along

what careful breeding would come to. The

recruiting difficulty will be got over altogether

as soon as we've bred off a little more of

the lifeguardsman's tail, and brought that

grenadier's toes close enough to go into

boots. And we breed the uniforms on 'em

all ready, too ! Look at the saving in bear-

skins alone ! Paying game, too ! I believe

you, my boy. When a breeder's got a few

thousand Houdans and game-cocks all draw-

ing full privates' pay and allowances, why,

his fortune's madeâto say nothing of the sale

of dead poultry after a desperate battle. And

there's a deal o' money in boxing matches,

tooâand you can keep a whole nest of

champions going on a handful of oats now

and again, and an occasional worm. Cheaper

than the usual sort of boxing champion, I

assure you.

" Of course, some breeders aren't so

successful. Here's the Pekin

bantams, for instance. Well,

there's been a deal of trouble

taken with them, but they

haven't got far. We've cut

down the Cochins' clothes for

'em, but they haven't grown

a decent fit yet, and never

will, so far as I can see. Why,

any common bantam you like

can show a neater figure than

them. Look at that preco-

cious little chap pre-Cochin'

with that big hen."

I glared, but the stout

person never blenched.

" Halloa, Maria," he ex-

*KCOCIOUS.

claimed, familiarly, and I

quailed, for my wife's name

is Maria. But I perceived

that he was addressing a

black Spanish hen, who was

busy with a powder-puff. I

had never understood before

how the black Spanish hens

got their beautiful com-

plexions when on show. Now

that I saw it at last, it seemed

the most natural thing in the

world, and I was not in the

least surprised to hear the

bird reply, in tones that

3o8
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reminded me singularly of my wife's. " Oh,

don't bother me," she said, " it's sicken-

ing. Here I'm expected to keep a good

complexion for four days right off! It's all

very well as regards my face, but I can't

make it stop on my nose. And a pretty

sight I'm beginning to look, Orlando ! " The

Spanish hen looked straight in my face.

Now, my name is Orlando, and what with

the Spanish hen's voice, and other things

that reminded me of my wife, I felt so

uncomfortable that I began to

run swiftlyâmany, many miles,' it

seemed, till I arrived at the part

of the show occupied by the geese

and ducks.

But the man in the brown suit

was still with me. " We haven't

done so much in breeding with

ducks," he said. " The duck

remains pretty simple, even a

course I kiimued I shouldn't get no prize.

Just like these fellers. It's scandalous.

Wh y, only

yesterday as

never was I

says to Mrs.

Harris, I says"

âbut I fled

again. The

geese seemed

a shockingly

"CALL HISSKLF A JUDGK, INDEED!"

first prize duck. Something white

with a beak and legs, and there

you are. They're so much alike

that duck judges go mad regu-

larly after three shows each."

Here a very hoarse goose,

shuffling impatiently in its cage,

addressed me as though in

response to an observation of

my own. " Prize ? " she said,

" no, of course not ! It's dis-

graceful ! Oh, I know how these

shows are worked ! Ketch me

comin' agen, and leavin' the

washin' an1 everythink ! 'Him

call hisself a judge, indeed! Of

\"

PNU

"YUSâI'M FUST.

vulgar crew, and were

" guying " each other

and the very respectable

turkeys near them, like

bad boys in a theatre

gallery. One had begun

to ask me an impudent

question as to my feet,

when I left, and came again among the

much better behaved fowls.

" Here," said the brown man, who followed

THE TV1-H.

ALL RIGHTâbEE YOU AGAIN AT CHRISTMAS !

ON SHOW.
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me everywhere,

" here are the

Cochins." By

this time, I began

to distrust my pre-

vious recognition

of the brown

man. They were

certainly not

tweeds he was

wearing, and there

was something

very distinctly

Egyptian about

him. Was he the

figure on the wall,

after .ill? Certainly

his hair was rather

oddly plaited, and

his hat had the

aspect of a curious

canister from a

grocer's shop.

Also I began to

doubt whether

they were actually

tight brown trou-

sers or only the

mural brick-brown of his not very fleshy legs.

But he was very active, and he went about

freely prodding the Cochins with a brass

telescopic " stir-'em-up " to make them

1 I M A FINE OLD ENGLISH GENT.

as we've bred the tail

it into a pair of white

show their points

for my instruction.

" The Cochins,"

he went on, " are

excellent for mis-

cellaneous de-

velopment. You

know what the

fanciers say " (I

didn't) â "they

say you can't put

a Cochin in an

unsuitable place.

He's good all

round, and he'll

adapt himself to

any conditions.

He'll make a lot

of useful breeds

without much

trouble. Just as

we shall recruit

our army from the

game-fowl and

Houclans, so we

shall fill up the

police force with

Cochins as soon

very small and turned

cotton gloves sticking

NICE DAY FOR A SAIL, SIR.

XXX 24.

out of the pocket. We have great hopes,
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" There is a certain safe and steady

character about an old Cochin cock

that should inspire confidence in the

most timid tripper looking for a boat.

As a music-hall vocalist, too, if we

can only get his crow hoarse enough

and loud enough, he should have a

great future. Then as a City waiter

we might do excellent business with

him. They can't get City waiters fat

enough nowadays â the old sort is

dying out. And then we can use up

all the mistakes in breeding as dray-

horsesâlook at their legs ! If only those

motor-cars would keep off, we should

have great times in the new Cochin days ! "

I frowned, but he went aheadâperhaps

he hadn't meant it. " And we quite

expect to get an old-fashioned inn-landlord

or two," he said, "just accidentally among

some of the broods, you know; we're

pretty near it already. It's a great thing

to revive old institutions like this by

breeding from poultry, isn't it ? And

" FOWL, SIR? VESS1K."

THE NEW COCHIN DAYS.

ON SHOW.

A LANDLORD.

money in it, too, I assure youâlots. Just a

little trouble, and a little oats, and a few

worms, and you draw all the waiter's tips,

THROGMORTON STREET.

the landlord's bills, the policeman's mutton,

and the princely salary of the music-hall

singer ! I'm getting up a syndicate to run

the notion. When we've bred a

few more bantams into stock-

brokers, I think we'll sell the

idea for big money in Throg-

morton Street." It was really

very wonderful, and I began to

feel an immense respect for the

oddly-shaped birds in the cages

before me. I had once longed

for one of the telescopic brass

" stir-'em-ups " that fanciers use,

but now I wouldn't have used one

if I had it.

" See this black Spanish cock,

now," pursued my guide. " We're

experimenting with him. The idea is to

make him a gentleman. It would be

altogether a fancy breed, you understand,

and of little use commercially, unless we

could get them a few directorships and so

forth. We thought they'd breed best into

evening dress, consideiing the plumage.

THE "STIR-'EM-UF.

We're also getting on very well with some

more black Spanish, which we are gradually

working up by successive generations, into

nigger minstrels. The sands, you know, will

be so good for them â excellent thing,

sand, for fowls; and we calculate to

produce in time a complete troupe from

each sitting of eggs. So that, with a

few good sitting hens, every popular

seaside resort could be supplied in a very

HKM'ECKEL).
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AFTER FOUR DAYS.

short time, and the net income would be

enormous. I'm putting money in it. Won't

you take sliares ? " For a moment I reflected

on the shilling secured in the corner of my

pocket-handkerchief. Was this an emergency?

Perhaps it was. But I didn't dare. What

would Maria say ?

" But speaking of the black Spanish which

we are developing into a gentleman," the

brown man proceeded, "you see, we've

managed to breed his black trousers some

little way down his legs, and, although we

have not yet developed a complete shirt,

we have achieved a dickey. It was very nice

and bright when he first came here, but after

four days, you know, it'sâwell, it's a little

dickey, as they say." I began to suspect

the brown man of the low vice of punning.

â¢ But he went on : " I expect he himself feels a

little dickey (though he's really a large bird),

after four days and nights in evening dress.

One does, you know. Besides, he's the only

person here in evening dress, and no doubt

he feels uncomfortable in being so. That's

natural in a gentleman. Oh, yes, we're

bringing out the feelings of a gentleman,

too, I assure you, though they're really useless

âin fact, a dead loss, commercially. It's

1 NOW WE SHAN T BE LONG '.

ON SHOW.

an experiment, you know,â

purely a fancy matter. Nothing

of consequence, of course,

compared to the policeman, or

the niggers. We shall make

money out of them.

" There'll be a deal of

human labour saved, of

course," he went on presently ;

" but it's being compensated

for in other ways. You see,

what with incubators and

foster-mothers, and one thing

and another, fowls get very

little of their own old-fashioned

work to do nowadays, and

they must find some new

outlet. Why, they do say

tiiere are some fowls now who

don't even lay their own eggs !

So that they must do some-

thing to occupy their time.

It would be foolish to let

them waste their efforts in

mere amusement â they'd go '.

playing the piano, and singing,

and reading novels by Miss

-âbut, there, never mind

who. As it is, they'll be

bred up to decent trades,

and we'll take their profits,

see? That's what I call keep-

ing up with the spirit of the times. That's

the watchword of progress. Improve, im-

prove, improve; make the world, and the

poultry in it, better, happier, clevererâand

scoop in the profit for the syndicate. This

Vol. xiii.â4O.

" WHAT'S THE TIME? '

PLAYING THE PIANO AND SINGING.

sort of benevolence doesn't amount to much

unless it is run on strictly business lines.

Our chief difficulty, of course, will be, while

we make the cocks and hens clever enough

to carry on all our work for us cheap, to take

care that they don't

get clever enough to

demand wages, and go

_ striking, and all that.

There is a danger,

although it isn't very

apparent as yet. Com-

ing up here from the

country teaches them a

great deal. Why, do

â¢ you know, when the

electric light was

turned on the first

evening, I heard a

white Leghorn and a

I-angshan disputing

like anything. 'What's

the time ? ' asks one.

' I don't know,' says

the other. ' Why, hang

it,' says the first,- 'I

got through all my

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.
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day's crowing hours ago, and here's

another blessed sun!' Hut they've learnt

better by this. They get more knowing

every day of the show, and the humanizing

influence will land them a long way ahead

in shrewdness presently.

The thing we must take

care of, as I have said,

is to get all we can out

of them before they get

too clever to stand it.

At present they are only

at a fair average of

ordinary intelligence.

We're closing to-night,

and you'll find all the

more intelligent and cul-

tis'ated breeds looking over the eligible coops

and desirable troughs and runs that they

show there at the end, with the idea of

taking home a new residence. And last

of all, when everybody's worn out and tired

to death, and seedy

as caraway, you'll find

some respectable old

couple stranded on the

inhospitable railway plat-

formâhaving lost their

last train as naturally

and intelligently as any

pair of human beings you

can name ! Oh, I tell

you, we're doing a lot for

progress in poultry ! "

(To be continued.)

j)oi\ortr/:

BY JAMES WORKMAN.

HE judge had dined, and was

enjoying an after-dinner cigar,

before turning to a pile of

papers that lay on the table at

his elbow. Yet even as he

watched the flickering fire,

and puffed dreamily at his cigar, luxuriating

in a little relaxation after a hard day's work

in a close and crowded court, his mind was

busy formulating the scathing sentences in

which he intended to sum up a case that had

been tried that day. There could be no

doubt as to the guilt of the prisoner, who had

been accused of a most impudent fraud, and

though it was a first offence, the judge

intended to pass the severest sentence which

the law allowed.

The judge was no believer in short

sentences. He regarded leniency to a

criminal as an offence against society, a

direct encouragement to those who hesitated

on the brink of vicious courses, and were only

restrained by fear of punishment. The well-

meaning people who got up petitions to

mitigate the sentence upon a justly convicted

thief or murderer were, in his eyes, guilty of

mawkish sentimentality. There was no trace

of weakness or effeminacy in his own face,

with its gri/.zled eyebrows, somewhat cold,

grey eyes, thin lips, and massive chin. He

was a just man, just to the splitting of a

hair, but austere and unemotional.

He had conducted the trial with the most

scrupulous impartiality, but now that a

verdict of guilty was a foregone conclusion, he

determined to make an example of one who

had so shamefully abused the confidence

placed in him.

Stated briefly, the situation was as follows.

The prisoner, Arthur Maxwell, was cashier to

a firm of solicitors, Messrs. Lightbody and

Dufton. The only surviving partner of the

original firm, Mr. Lightbody, had recently

died, leaving the business to his nephew,

Thomas Faulkner. Faulkner accused Arthur

Maxwell of having embezzled a sum of ^250.

Maxwell admitted having taken the money,

but positively asserted that it had been

presented to him as a free gift by Mr.

Lightbody. Unfortunately for the prisoner,

the letter which he had stated had accom-

panied the cheque could not be produced,

and Faulkner, supported by the evidence

of several well-known experts, declared

the signature on the cheque to be a

forgery. When the cheque - book was

examined the counterfoil was discovered

to be blank. The prisoner asserted that Mr.

Lightbody had himself taken out a blank

cheque and had filled it up and signed it at

his private residence. He could, however,

produce no proof of this assertion, and all

the evidence available was opposed to his

unsupported statement.

" Arthur Maxwell," soliloquized the judge,

" you have been convicted on evidence that
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leaves no shadow of a doubt of your guilt of

a crime which I must characterize as one of

the basest "

The chattering of voices in the hall

brought the soliloquy to an abrupt conclusion.

The judge required absolute silence and

solitude when he was engaged in study, and

the servants, who stood in considerable awe

of him, were extremely careful to prevent the

least disturbance taking place within earshot

of his sanctum. He jerked the bell im-

patiently, intending to give a good " wigging "

to those responsible for the disturbance.

But the door was thrown open by his

daughter Mabel, a pretty girl of twelve, who

was evidently in a state of breathless excite-

ment.

" Oh, papa ! " she exclaimed, " here's such

a queer little object wants to see you. Please

let her come in."

Before the judge could remonstrate, a little

child, a rosy-faced girl of between five and

six, in a red hood and cloak, hugging a black

puppy under one arm and a brown paper

parcel under the other, trotted briskly into

the room.

The judge rose to his feet with an expres-

sion which caused his daughter to vanish

with remarkable celerity. The door closed

with a bang. He could hear her feet scurry-

ing rapidly upstairs, and he found himself

alone with the small creature before him.

" What on earth are you doing here,

child?" he asked, irritably. "What can

you possibly want with me?" She remained

silent, staring at him with round, frightened

eyes. " Come, come, can't you find your

tongue, little girl?" he asked, more gently.

" What is it you want with me ? "

"If you please," she said, timidly, "I've

brought you Tommy."

Tommy was clearly the fat puppy, for as

she bent her face towards him he wagged his

tail and promptly licked the end of her nose.

The judge's eyes softened in spite of him-

self.

" Come here," he said, sitting down, " and

tell me all about it."

She advanced fearlessly towards him, as

animals and children always did in his un-

official moods.

" This is Tommy, I suppose ? " he said,

taking the puppy on his knee, where it

expressed its delight by ecstatic contortions

of the body, and appeared to consider his

watch-chain a fascinating article of diet.

" I've broughted you other things as well,"

she said, opening the brown paper parcel, and

revealing a doll with a very beautiful com-

plexion, large blue eyes, and hair of the

purest gold, a diminutive Noah's Ark, a

white pig, a woolly sheep, a case of crayons, a

penholder, a broken - bladed knife, a small

paint-box, a picture-book or two, and what

bore some faint resemblance to a number of

water-colour sketches. She seemed particu-

larly proud of the last-named.

" I painted them all by myself," she

explained.

DOROTHY.

and truly. Come and sit on my knee, and

show me all these pretty things. Get down,

you little beast."

The last words were addressed to Tommy,

who fell with a flop on the floor, and was

replaced on the judge's knee by his little

mistress.

" This is very like condoning a criminal

offence," thought the judge to himself with a

grim smile, as he wiped the tears from the

poor little creature's face, and tried to interest

her in the contents of the brown paper

" THE JUDGE TRIED TO INTEREST HER.

parcel. But the thoughts the tears had

aroused did not vanish with them. Arthur

Maxwell was no longer a kind of impersonal

representative of the criminal classes, to be

dealt with as severely as the law allowed in

the interests of society in general. He was

the father of this soft, plump, rosy-cheeked,

blue-eyed, golden-haired little maid, who

would inevitably have to share, now or

in the future, her father's humiliation and

disgrace. For the first time, perhaps, the

judge felt a pang of pity for the wretched

man who at that moment was probably

pacing his cell in agonizing apprehension

of the inevitable verdict. A vivid pic-

ture started up before him of the prisoner's

white face, twitching lips, and tragic eyes.

He remembered his own emotion when he

first sentenced a fellow - creature to penal

servitude. Had he grown callous since then ?

Did he take sufficiently into account the

frailty of human nature, the brevity of

life, the far-reaching consequences that the

fate of the most insignificant unit of humanity

must entail ?

At this moment the door opened, and his

wife, a slender, graceful

woman, considerably

younger than himself,

with a refined, delicate

face, came quietly in.

" Ah," exclaimed the

judge, with a sudden

inspiration, " I believe

you are the bottom of

all this, Agnes. What

is this child doing

here?"

" You are not vexed,

Matthew ? " she asked,

half-timidly.

"Hardly that," he

answered, slowly; " but

what good can it do ?

It is impossible to ex-

plain the situation tc

this poor little mite.

It was cruel to let

her come on such an

errand. How did she

get here ? "

" It was her own

ideaâentirely her own

idea; but her mother

brought her, and asked

to see me. The poor
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among the toys, and to interest the child he

began to examine one of the most vivid of -

her pictorial efforts.

" You think I am very hard and unjust,

Agnes ? " he asked.

" No, no, no," she answered, hurriedly;

" not unjust, never unjust. There is not a

more impartial judge upon the Benchâthe

whole world says it. But don't you think,

dear, that justice withoutâwithout mercy is

always a little hard ? Don't, don't be angry,

Matthew. I never spoke to you like this

before. I wouldn't now but for the poor

woman in the next room and the innocent

little thing at your knee."

The judge made no reply. He bent still

more closely over the scarlet animal straying

amid emerald fields, and burnt umber trees

of a singularly original shape.

" That's a cow," said Dorothy, proudly.

" Don't you see its horns ?âand that's its tail

âit isn't a tree. There's a cat on the other

side. I can draw cats better than cows."

In her anxiety to exhibit her artistic abilities

in their higher manifestations she took the

paper out of his hands, and presented the

" Here's the very letter Maxwell declared

he had received from Lightbody along with

the cheque. His reference to it, as he

couldn't produce it, did him more harm than

good; but I believe it's genuine, upon my

word I do. Listen; it's dated from The

Hollies, Lightbody's private address :â

" ' My dear Maxwell,âI have just heard

from the doctor that my time here will be

very short, and I am trying to arrange my

affairs as quickly as possible. I have long

recognised the unostentatious, but thorough

and entirely satisfactory, manner in which

you have discharged your duties, and as

some little and perhaps too tardy recognition

of your long and faithful services, and as a

token of my personal esteem for you, I hope

you will accept the inclosed cheque for

^250. With best wishes for your future,

believe me, yours sincerely,

" ' THOMAS LIGHTBODY.'

" What do you think of that ? I'll send it

round to Maxwell's solicitor at once."

"Oh, Matthew, then the poor fellow's

innocent, after all ? "

" It looks like it. If this letter is genuine,

" HE EXAMINED IT WITH BREATHLESS INTEREST."

opposite side. At first he glanced at it

listlessly, and then his eyes suddenly flashed,

and he examined it with breathless interest.

"Well, I'm blessed!" he exclaimed, ex-

citedly.

It was not a very judicial utterance, but

the circumstances were exceptional.

he certainly is. There, don't look miserable

again. I'm sure it is. If it had been a

forgery, you may be sure it would have been

ready for production at a moment's notice.

Where did you get this paper, little girl ? "

Dorothy blushed guiltily and hung her

head.

DOROTHY.

" I took it out of pa's desk. IâI wanted

some paper to draw on, and I took it without

asking. You won't tell him, will you ? He'll

be ever so cross."

" Well, we may perhaps have to let him

know about it, my dear ; but I don't think

he'll be a bit cross. Now, this lady will take

you to your mother, and you can tell her

that papa won't go to prison, and that he'll

be home to-morrow night."

He kissed her, and his wife held out her

hand. But Dorothy lingered, with hanging

head and twitching lips.

" May Iâmay I say good-bye to Tommy,

please ? " she faltered.

" You sweet little thing," exclaimed his

wife, kissing her impulsively.

"Tommy's going with you," said the

judge, laughing kindly. "I wouldn't deprive

you of Tommy's company for Tommy's

weight in gold. I fancy there are limits to

the pleasure which Tommy and I would

derive from each other's society. There, run

away, and take Tommy with you."

Dorothy eagerly pursued the fat puppy,

captured him after an exciting chase, and

took him in her arms. Then she walked

towards the door, but the corner of her eye

rested wistfully on the contents of the

brown paper parcel. The judge hastily

gathered the toys, rolled them up in the

paper, and presented them to her. But

Dorothy looked disappointed. The thought

of giving them to purchase her father's pardon

had been sweet as well as

bitter. She was willing to

compromise in order to

escape the pang that the

loss of Tommy and the

doll and the paint-box

and other priceless trea-

sures would have inflicted,

but she still wished â

poor little epitome of our

complex human natureâto taste the joy of

heroic self-sacrifice. Besides, she was afraid

that the judge might after all refuse to

pardon her father if she took away all the

gifts with which she had attempted to

propitiate him.

She put the parcel on a chair and opened it

out. Holding the wriggling puppy in her arms,

she gazed at her treasures, trying to make up

her mind which she could most easily part

with that wor'.d be sufficiently valuable in the

judge's eyes to accomplish her purpose.

Finally, she selected the sheep, and presented

the luxuriantly woolly, almost exasperatingly

meek-looking, animal to the judge.

" You may have that and the pretty

picture for bein' kind to papa," she said,

with the air of one who confers inestimable

favours.

He was about to decline the honour, but,

catching his wife's eye, he meekly accepted

it, and Dorothy and the puppy and the

brown paper parcel disappeared through the

door.

" Well, well," said the judge, with a queer

Side-Shows.
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Bv WILLIAM G. FITZGERALD.

HEY are of very ancient date.

It has been stated that the

various colossal skeletons that

come to light f-om time to

time are merely the remains

of prehistoric side - shows â

giants, in fact, that were in former times

exhibited at one stone axe per "time."

However this may be, side-shows have long

flourished, and, doubtless, will continue to

flourish so long as inquisitiveness remains a

part of our nature.

Shows of all sorts thrive exceedingly on

show, by the way. Advertisement being the

very breath of the showman's nostrils, you

will also notice lurid lithographs on the side

of the car, so that the whole makes a stirring

ensemble as the train enters a great terminus,

with perhaps the bearded lady as engine-

driver, and the pig-faced gentleman astride

one of the buffers.

The born showman is so earnest in

manner and gesticulation, so leathern of

lung, and so profuseânot to say incoherent

â in opulent adjectives before potential

patrons, that he at length believes implicitly

From a Photo by]

SPECIAL TRAIN BELONGING TO COUPE'S TRAVELLING SHOW.

[U. tj. tfreerir, Atlanta, Gil.

American soilâand coin. Barnum was a

millionaire several times over during his

wonderful career ; and Adam Forepaugh had

more money than he knew what to do with.

Travelling shows in the United States are

conducted on a tremendous scale. The staff

may number hundreds, and then there are

the human freaks (ever jealously guarded

from the non-paying eye), the huge menagerie,

and hundreds of horses of all kinds, from

the haute-ecole Arab right down to bony

" Jimmy," who drags a van.

No wonder they require special trains !

The photo, reproduced above shows the

passenger part of one of these. The

centre panel of the great Pullman car

is adorned with a modest portrait of

the proprietor of the showâor " director-

general," as he loves to be styled. He

probably owns the whole train, as well as the

in every statement he himself makes. Such

a one was Coxswain Terry, shrewdest of

sailors, who owns the show next depicted.

It was announced as " a 'air-raisin' pifform-

ance " ; and certainly it was a little uncanny,

though not exactly up to the standard of the

pictures hung outside. These depicted a

gigantic individual, apparently in the last

throes of death beneath a tropical sea, and

surrounded by every conceivable (and incon-

ceivable) denizen of the deep. Sword-fish

and shark, whale and octopus â all were

attacking him with staggering unanimity.

Visitors to this side-show see a tank con-

taining 500 gallons of water â positively

guaranteed not to burst and nearly drown the

spectators, as similar tanks have often done.

The water is heated by gas overnight to a
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or rock-snakes (some over I2ft. long), who

protest fiercely against the whole thing.

They would leave the water forthwith, were

it not for the strong wire-netting on top of

the tank.

Presently a man, young and scantily clad,

appears at the back. He removes half the

wire-netting and drops into the water among

the snakes. They instantly twine themselves '

about his legs, his waist, his arms, and his

neck; but some, more knowing than the

rest, neglect him altogether, and endeavour

to hurry out of the hated element.

a fortnight, each snake takes a rest and a

meal, the latter consisting of live rabbits,

birds, and rats.

The baby, Thomas Sabin, whose portrait

next appears, was a great blessing to his

parents, who were people of no great weight,

either in the literal or social acceptance of

the term. For years he brought them ten

pounds a week, his weight increasing, but his

age almost standing still. He has a nice

face, but few would care to dandle him on

their knee. As we see him in the photo.,

this phenomenal baby is just turned two

UNDER WATER AMONG THE SNAKES.

A confederate mingles with the crowd in

order to warn the submerged performer when

one of the reptiles is half-way out; to help

him when he is severely bitten (as he

frequently is); and to render assistance when

he is in danger of being strangled by a

python about his throat.

The performance is one wild, whirling

struggle with the writhing reptilesâsinking

to the bottom from time to time with an

armful of them, merely to drag them hither

and thither to keep up the excitement and

give patrons value for money. About once

Vol. xiiLâ41

years of age, and weighs nearly eight stone.

The child was bom in Banbury, and was in

no way remarkable for some considerable

time. At length, however, little Tommy

began to put on flesh so rapidly, that his

parents, alarmed, sent for the local doctor,

who in turn summoned a specialist from

London. All this, of course, created some

sensation, and in due time the inevitable

showman came along with tempting offers.

It is more or less well known that vigilant

agents are for ever scouring the universe,

from Whitechapel to Central Africa, for
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THE BIGGKST BABY IN THE \VOKLI>.

from a Photo, by llodoe, Pli/mouUi.

freaks of Natureâ"refined freaks," as one

showman remarked, whatever he meant by

that. The famous " dime museum " is the

habitat of human freaks; and

America is the home of the dime

museum. You will find one or

more of these interesting insti-

tutions in every considerable

town from Maine to California.

The proprietor takes an empty

shop or store in the principal

street, rigs up a circular platform,

and seats the freaks thereupon.

Some waxworks or a cage of

monkeys or lions are provided

by way of adventitious free attrac-

tions ; and perhaps there will be

a " bijou theatre" at one side,

in which fifteen minutes' per-

formance is given at intervals ;

this latter, however, is an extra.

But the freaks are the mainstay

of the show. There they sit all

day, beaming sympathetically on

the inquisitive crowds who surge

around them. There are fat

ladies, Siamese twins, and skeleton

men, bearded ladies and elastic-

skinned people; giants and

dwarfs ; armless artists, and cave-

dwelling pigmies; girls with hair

of phenomenal length; people half black

and half white ; and countless other mon-

strosities whom to see is a nightmare.

Every half-hour the official lecturer clears

his raucous throat and proceeds to deliver

the history of each freak, with many an

impressive flourish, whilst the freak himself

(or herself) glares down with conscious pride

on his throng of admirers. Such is the typical

dime museum.

The skeleton man, next seen, has been the

round of innumerable shows in the Old and

New Worlds. His wife and son are photo-

graphed with him, and are in no wise abnor-

mal. On the other hand, freaksâparticularly

midgets â often marry among themselves,

mainly for business reasons.

The etiquette of the side-show holds a

superabundance of clothing highly improper.

Freaks. must exhibit a good deal of their

person in puris naturalilnis, so as to do away

with any suspicion of humbug. For the

side-show cannot exist in an atmosphere

of scorn and doubt ; enthusiasm, energy,

earnestnessâthese are the notes that herald

success and fortune.

By no means the least curious of the

American side-shows is the kiosk of the

professional paper-tearer, which is seen in

the next illustration. The entire facade of

this elaborate little structure is made wholly

THK sKKI.K'InN MAN WITH His WIKK AMI MÂ»

From a I'huto. by (.'hat, Ki*<nniann, A'ew 1'ork,
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A A\ n A

KIOSK OF THE PROFESSIONAL PAPEB-TF.ARER.

J-*rom a Photo, by Robinson ft Roe, Chicago.

of paper torn into shape by the Professor

himself, who boasts of using no other imple-

ments whatever than his own ten fingers.

This is certainly very wonderful when one

looks closely into the photograph and studies

the delicate lace-work ; the arch and columns

and ornaments,

and the flower-

pots and birds

withinâall made

of paper torn with

the fingers.

But this unique

artist had a some-

what ignoble end

in view ; as a fact,

he sold a patent

blacking, using his

stall and his handi-

work as a lure for

the unwary, who

were ultimately

almost forced to

buy.

"Miraklus Con-

t'nental Sensation.

The Mawvel o' the

Age. A wild, fiery

Hafrican Elephant

walkin' on the

tight-rope, an' a dawncin' on a row o'

bottles." Thus overwhelmingly was our

next side-show announced to the ex-

pectant crowd. What the wild, fiery

one did do is seen in the photograph ;

and it certainly is an interesting spectacle

to see the enormous brute picking its

way with patient care along the "bottles,"

which, as one may judge, are massive

blocks of wood mounted on substantial

planks. There is a platform at either

end, and on to this the elephant steps

with an unmistakable air of relief,

after having accomplished the perilous

passage.

There is still a mint of money in

the side - show business. Tom Thumb

received ^150 a week, yet his presence

(scarcely "services," since he did nothing

but strut about the platform) was worth

double that sum to his proprietor.

It was the famous freak - hunter,

Farini, who introduced to the London

public Zaxel â " a beautiful lady shot

from a monstrous cannon." Zazel was

paid ;Â£ioo a week at the Royal

Aquarium. The cannon itself, I gather,

was a French patent concern; it was

made of wood, painted to resemble

steel. Inside there was an ingenious arrange-

ment of powerful India - rubber springs,

which acted upon the plate on which

Zazel herself stood. The lady got right

into the cannon and lay upon her back, her

feet resting upon the plate that was to propel
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A BEAUTIFUL LADY SHOT FROM A

MONSTROUS CANNON."

From a Photo, by Uu London Stertftseopic Co

her. The whole thing was made

wonderfully impressive. The show-

man called for perfect silence at so

serious a moment, and the band

stopped playing. A flaming torch

was applied to a fuse and there

was a terrific explosionâoutside the

cannon. Simultaneously " the beau-

tiful woman" flew out from the

muzzle some thirty-five feet, and

ultimately dropped into the net

below.

There is one peculiarity common

to all freaks and human curiosities.

Directly they enter the show busi-

ness, they assume another nameâa

name more or less appropriate or

descriptive. Thus, midgets will be

" billed" as Princess Topaz, or

Little Dot, or Captain Tiny; and

fat ladies as Madame Tunwate, or

some such inelegant but suggestive

cognomen.

" Knotella," the contortionist, is

a case in point. His real nameâ

like the birth of Jeamesâis " wropt

up in a mistry." However, this

photograph proves that the man

can throw himself into most amaz-

ingly bizarre postures. It is an

interesting fact, by the way, that

photography plays a very important

part in the lives of professionals of

this sort Suppose they live in

Vienna, and want an engagement

in London. They give their best

possible show in a photographer's

studio, and then send a complete

set of photos, to the London agents,

supplementing this photographic

record of their entertainment with

a full written description. The

agents, in turn, place the photos,

before the managers of the variety

theatres ; and thus an engagement

may be definitely fixed without the

performer leaving his home in a

distant part of Europe.

It is difficult to say whether male

or female contortionists ("benders,"

as they call themselves) are the

more successful in assuming strange

and fearful attitudes ; certain it is

that Knotella is run pretty close by

a charming young lady whose pro-

fessional name is Leonora. Clad in

KNOTELLA DOING HIS WONDERFUL BACKWARD BEND.

from a Photo, by W Ulrtium <t ifoor, Xanchater.
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LEONORA AS CONTEMI'LATION.

[Meacham Â£ Sabine, Yottnyatou'n.

snaky, scaly tights, Leonora throws herself

into postures that simply baffle description.

In the first photo, the lady is seen in an

extraordinary attitude of quiet contemplation,

her body hidden altogether. In the next

LEONORA POSING AS A HUMAN BOAT."

Pi-om a Phttto. by ilfaeham A Sabinn, Youngitoim.

she has formed herself into a kind of ship, with

a decidedly prepossessing figure-head. This

contortionist tells me she practises incessantly,

and is for ever trying to devise some new

and startling posture which, without being in

any way repulsive to an audience, will yet

demonstrate the marvellous pliability of the

human frame.

The pony, lamb, and dog seen in the

accompanying photograph are a diminutive

trio, and they go through their performance

without extraneous assistance of any sort.

A highly ornamental kind of stall is provided

for the pony, and, standing in this, he faces

the audience. On a plush-covered canopy

over his back stands the lamb, whilst the dog

sits on a sort of third story above. Presently,

out trots the pony for a gallop round, and as

he passes the tier of canopies for the third

time, the lamb skilfully leaps down on to his

broad back. Then conies another round or

two of this jockeying, and when the little dog

thinks the public are in need of a new sensa-

tion, down he jumps on to the lamb's back,

and round they all go, looking as if they really

enjoyed it. In turn the riders watch their

opportunity and regain their platforms, and at

length the pony backs into the lower stall, to

receive his share of well-merited applause.

Mr. John Chambers, the " Armless

Wonder," when not side-showing, keeps a

comfortable little shop at 697.4, Old Kent

Road. The famous Indian Armless Roy, who

created such a sensation in America, didn't

have to shave, or travel on the railway by

himself, or use a latch-key, or put on

boots, or read the daily papers, or write

letters, or make himself useful in the house as

becomes the father of grown-up girls. Mr.

Chambers does all these things, and more.

Never shall I forget his performance before

THREE PERFORMERS WHO GIVE A SHOW ON THEIK

OWN ACCOUNT.

>'rom a Photo, tin G. Wudcer <t C. Kttoth, Hamiurp.
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a railway booking-office,

ticket, and while the clerk

right laceless shoe

was off, followed

by the stocking,

revealing a won-

drously white,

sensitive foot,

with a wedding-

ring on the second

toe. Like light-

ning this foot was

lifted and dipped

into the low in-

side pocket of an

Inverness cape,

and next moment,

simultaneously

with the produc-

tion of the ticket,

the exact fare was

"planked "smartly

down on the

ledge.

There is hardly

a single thing

He

was

asked for the

getting it, the

which ordinary men do with their

hands that Mr. Chambers cannot

do with his feet. He owes the in-

ception of his invaluable training

to his mother, who, as she saw her

baby kicking on the hearth-rugâas

babies willâconceived the idea of

teaching him to use his feet as other

children do their hands.

The result of life-long practice in

this direction is perfectly astounding.

Look at Mr. Chambers shaving

himself, in the first photograph.

The plentiful lathering, the sure

touch and sweep of the keen razor

over throat and faceâthese must

be seen to be realized. I have

hinted that Mr. Chambers is useful

in the house. He uses with his

feet mallet and chisel, saw and

hammer, as well as any expert

carpenter; and he points with

justifiable pride to floor-cloths laid,

and meat-safes, writing-desks, and

other domestic articles manufac-

tured entirely by himself.

Chambers is one of a family of

six boys, and all his brothers are

perfectly formed. The second

photograph shows this wonderful

armless man having a little musical

evening at home. He is playing

the cornet, whilst his eldest daughter

presides at the piano. I repeat, there is

virtually nothing that Mr. Chambers cannot

A QUIET MUS(CAL EVKMNCj.
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do with his feet.

Mr. Chambers also

conducts his own

correspondence,

business and private.

That he writes a very

creditable " hand "

will be evident from

the following speci-

men, which he was

good enough to write

specially for this

article.

Kert Louw, the

Bushman Chief, is

the next side-show to

figure in our gallery.

Here is his story in

brief. A great show-

man, who must be

nameless, chanced

to be exhibiting a

Zulu troupe in

London, when he was approached by a

certain South African millionaire, financially

interested in side-shows. "Why don't you

bring over some pigmy earthmen?" suggested

the millionaire : and the suggestion found

favour in the sight of the showman. He

accordingly dispatched an expedition, whose

leader was instructed to proceed to Cape

Town, and work northwards from there in

search of the pigmy races. The expedition

was assisted by the Cape Government officials.

Said one of these latter: " Apply to Kert

Louw, the Bushman Chief of the Kalahari

Desert; he will get a whole tribe for you,

if you like." But Kert Louw

was not in favour at the time,

and so was not easy to find.

As a fact, a price of ^100

was put on his head by the

Cape Government, to whom

he was something of a

scourge by reason of mail

robberies and murders on a

huge scale.

But promises and guaran-

tees at length brought the

chief from his hiding-place,

and he agreed to produce

so many "earthmen" in

return for a stated number

of sheep and goats, and a

quantity of tobacco, powder,

and Cape " smoke," or vile

brandy.

Thus the expedition was

successful. In fact, it not

f^rr

SPECIMEN OF MR. CHAVBERS's WRITING WITH HIS FOOT.

KEKT LOliWâTHE BUSHMAN CHIEF.

only carried off the so-called earthmen, but

it also managed to smuggle out of the country

Kert Louw himself; and the Bushman Chiefs

photo, is here reproduced. Clad in unac-

customed garb, he became part of the show ;

and he only secured his release and return to
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fessional equilibrists of the world can ac-

complish. Sadi is a Russian by birth, -and

ever)' single member of his family was an

acrobat, each vying with the other in devis-

ing startling feats wherewith

I ' to take Europe by storm.

In the first photo, we see

Sadi standing on his hands

on the summit of a miniature

Eiffel Tower 3oft. high. A

shaded oil-lamp is balanced

on the back of his head;

and as the point that supports

WALKING ON BILLIARD CU

SAUI ALFAHAItl

ON THE TOWER.

him is m ov-

able, he re-

volves slowly

on his peril-

ous eminence.

The second

photo, shows the equilibrist performing a

peculiarly difficult feat â walking on his

hands on four billiard cues, his legs perfectly

perpendicular in the air. He tells me that

this hurts his hands exceedingly, and is

likewise a severe strain on the muscles of the

back. The third feat of the Russian per-

former shown here is considered the most

difficult ever attempted by an equilibrist. It

is really a very miracle of balancing. The

chairs are in no sense trick chairs ;

they are not particularly light or frail, but

srlidity and weight are absolutely necessary

to the accomplishment of such a feat. This

photograph, as well as others, gives one an

idea of the trouble which foreign speciality

artistes take to insure that their photographs

shall do them justice. There is the labour

of dressing; the conveyance to the studio

of all necessary " properties"; and last,

but by no means least, the actual successful

accomplishment of the feat, which must be

sustained until after the crucial moment of

uncovering the lens. And after all this

the photos, may be utter failures ! While I

am on this subject, I may mention that on

one occasion, in Buda Pesth, Sadi Alfarabi,

whilst posing for the chair feat, incontinently

collapsed in the photographer's studio. A

fresh camera was afterwards necessary, like-

wise a fresh photographer.

A MARVELLOUS BALANCING ACT.

from Photos, by Laietttn it Putpev*. Culifttrnia.

(To be continued.)

\\ have quite a budgel of grateful acknowledgments to makeÂ»to the following well-known impresarios and entertainment

caterers, for the loan of their interesting photos, reproduced in this article : Messrs. Warner and Co., of Wellington Street;

Nathan and Summers, 10, Henrietta Street ; VV. B. Healey and Son, 17, Great Marlborough Street; J. Woolf, of " Wonderland,"

Whitcchapel ; and Read and Bailey, of the Agricultural Hall.]

From Behind the Speaker's Chair.

xxxiv.

(VIEWED BY HENRY w. LUCY.)

IN this, its third Session, it

FADED becomes more than ever clear

STARS. that the Fourteenth Parliament

of Queen Victoria will not vary

the level of respectable commonplace which

has prevailed in the House of Commons in

recent times. As far as individuality is con-

cerned, the Parliament of 1874-80 marks

the high tide. That was the assembly that

provided a platform on which were played the

high jinks of Major O'Gorman, Mr. Biggar.

Mr. Frank Hugh O'Donnell, Dr. Kenealy, Sir

John Astley, Mr. Tom Connelly, Mr. David

Davies, Mr. Delahunty, with his one-pound

notes ; Mr. McCarthy Downing, Mr. Plimsoll.

and his famous achievement of standing on

one leg and shaking his fist at the Speaker ;

Sir John Elphinstone, Mr. David Mclver,

honest John Martin, the Chevalier O'Clery,

J. P. Ronayne, one of the wittiest of Irish-

men ; Dr. O'I.eary, whose vote Dizzy won at

a critical epoch by telling him almost with

tears in his eyes how he reminded

him of "my old friend Tom Moore";

Captain Stackpoole, Mr. Smollet, great

grand nephew of the novelist and historian,

who effectively reproduced in the House the

manners of Humphrey Clinker ; Mr. \Vhalley,

with his grave suspicion of Mr. Newdegate.

whom he once accused of being a Jesuit in

disguise ; Mr. Newdegate, with his funereal

voice, his solemn manner, and his pocket-

handkerchief of the hue of the Scarlet Lady

whose existence disturbed his hours sleeping

or wakingâall these lived in the Parliament

of 1874-80. All, all are gone, and there is

none to take their place.

I see I have omitted the

THI; Admiral from the list, which

ADMIRAL, proves its abundant fulneÂ«s.

Yet, perhaps, of all the charac-

ters in that memorable Parliament, the

Admiral was the most subtly humoristic.

His proper style was Sir William Kdmonstone,

Bart., C.B., member for Stirlingshire. In

the House he was never known by any other

name than " the Admiral." Through the long

Sessions of the '74 Parliament there was no

more constant attendant than the Admiral,

seated midway on the bench immediately

behind Her Majesty's Ministers. Strangers in

the gallery, attracted by certain growlings

suggestive of limited allowance of rum in

Vol. xiii.â42.

the forecastle, grew familiar with the spare

figure, surmounted by a small head, from

which the hand of Time had gently but

firmly plucked the greater part of the hair.

They knew and liked the thin, resolute look-

ing face, with frail vestiges of whiskers, the

mouth marked with lines telling of threescore

years and ten.

In February, 1874, the Admiral came in

with a crowd of new members, absolutely an

unknown man. Circumstances had not been

favourable to the development of that political

acumen later developed in remarkable degree.
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If the attack proceeded, he indulged in a

series of coughs, the like of which was never

heard on land or sea ; at first eloquently

expostulatory, then indignantly denunciatory,

finally hopelessly despairing.

Early in the career of the Parnellites the

Admiral devoted much attention to them.

But for him, as for his esteemed leaders, they

proved too much. During the Session of

1877, when organized obstruction was in lull

play, the Admiral was known to cough him-

self hoarse, and in a single night to use up,in

the process of fanning himself, five copies of

the Orders abstracted from unconscious mem-

bers sitting near him. Mr. Parnell went on

as had been his wont. Mr. Biggar took no

note of the frantic sema-

phore signals made in

his direction. Mr.

O'Donnell blankly re-

garded the irate old

gentleman with the

added aggravation of an

eye-glass.

In the course of time

the Admiral accepted

the Parnellites with the

sort of pained resigna-

tion with which a man

submits to untoward

climatic phenomena.

When one of them rose

to speak, the gallant old

salt, with a low groan,

turned his face to the

wall. Only an occasional

tremor of the nervously

folded Orders showed

he was listening and in

pain. The Admiral

passed away with the

Disraelian Parliament,

and his type we shall

never see more at Westminster.

When the new Parliament elected

THE IRISH in 1892 met, and the Liberal

(BARTER. Party, long straying in the wilder-

ness, crossed over into the

Canaan whose plains smile to the right of

the Speaker's Chair, the Irish members,

according to their wont, remained in their old

quarters on the Opposition side. This was a

piece of tactics suggested, I believe, by the

late A. M. Sullivan. Certainly it was adopted

under the leadership of Mr. Parnell. Up to

1880 the Irish members, Nationalist first and

Liberals afterwards, were accustomed to follow

the movements of the British Liberal Party.

They sat with them in Opposition, and when

A HORRIBLE DISCOVliRV.

the Liberals regained office, they crossed the

floor in their wake. When the election of

1880 put Mr. Gladstone in power, the Parnell-

ites, to the dismay and openly expressed

disgust of the Conservative nobility and

gentry, resolved to stay wheie they had been

quartered when Parliament was dissolved.

They were in full exercise of their right:

J-ROM BEHIND THE SPEAKER'S CHAIR.

blooms. To indicate its precise bearing, it

suffices to say that the bench Mr. Redmond

marked for his own was the very one

frequented by Sir Walter Barttelot when

his side were in Opposition.

For Redmond Minor, above all Irish

members, to plant himself out there was a

procedure relieved only from the charge of

effrontery by suspicion of a joke. There

was no use trying to forestall him. Patriot

squires banded themselves together, taking

turn and turn about to be early at the House

with design to secure all the seats on this

bench. At whatever hour they arrived,

they found on the seat next but one to

that sacred to the memory of Sir Walter

Barttelot a hat they

recognised as hailing from

East Clare.

The owner was always

in his place at prayer-

time to establish the

claim he had thus pegged

out. But men, like eels,

grow accustomed by use

to all extremes of

adversity. After a while

Mr. W. Redmond endeared

himself to his immediate

circle of neighbours by

loudly interrupting Mr.

Gladstone when he spoke

on Irish matters, and by,

from time to time,

blandly inquiring across

the gangway of Mr.

'WHO KI1.LED PARNEI.L

Tim Healy : " Who killed

Parnell ? "

A very old member of the House,

MR. who sits in this quarter when the

REAR DON. Conservatives are in Opposition,

recalls the company of another

Irish member of eccentric habits. This was

Mr. Reardon, who, some thirty years ago,

represented a borough constituency. He had

made his fortune at the auctioneers rostrum,

and when he took to politics, he shrewdly threw

in his lot with what in later times have been

called " the gentlemen of England." The

Conservatives were then in power, and Mr.

Reardon, as a faithful follower of Lord Derby

and a moneyed man withal, sat on the fourth

bench behind Ministers.

He had acquired an odd habit of slipping

off his boots as a preliminary to going to sleep

over an argument. The sight, and something

more, of a pair of stockinged feet greatly

irritated his neighbours. They dropped

many hints of their preference for boots.

But, more especially in hot weather, Mr.

Reardon never failed to kick off his boots as

a preliminary to settling down to close

attention to debate.

One night he was in this condition when a

division was challenged. A happy thought

struck an honourable and long-suffering mem-

ber who sat near him. Taking the brogues

gingerly between finger and thumb, he passed
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SIR JOHN

TKNNIEI.'S

EARLIEST

CARTOON.

It was not without some difficulcy that the

alarmed Lord Lieutenant succeeded in avert-

ing the consequences of his little joke.

The British public, long familiar

with Sir John TenniePs weekly

cartoon in Punch, are not aware

that this master in black and

white at the outset of his

career worked in colours.

Nearly half a century ago

he entered into competition

far engagement to con-

tribute to the frescoes on

the walls of the then new

Houses of Parliament. He

was selected, together with

Mr. Maclise, Mr. Herbert,

Mr. Horsley, and Mr. Dyce,

who have since all achieved

the position of R.A.

In this respect, and in

one other much more satis-

factory, Sir John Tenniel

stands in a position of

splendid isolation. Very

shortly after the frescoes

were completed, the paint-

ings began to disappear.

As early as 1863, nine years

after the completion of the

work in the upper Waiting-

Hall, the Fine Arts Com-

mission reported the paintings to be partially

decaying. Since then decay has spread, till,

at the present day, some of the panels are

blank save for suspicion

of a smudge to be

detected under a strong

light. The one excep-

tion to the common lot

is Tenniel's fresco of

" St. Cecilia,1' to be

found on the staircase

leading down from

the Committee-room

corridor to the central

lobby.

For some years

patient and well-

directed effort has been

made to restore the

other frescoes, but

without effect. " St.

Cecilia." on the con-

trary, having been

dusted and cleaned with

bread, was found to be

in a fair state of preser-

vation. It has lately

A TERKIBLE OFFENCE.

NOTICE TO QUIT.

received two coats of a paraffin wax solution

invented by Professor Church, and all that is

now wanted is a fairly good light in which it

FROM BEHIND THE SPEAKER'S CHAIR.
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A VOICE

FROM THE

PRESS

GALLERY.

accustomed to attend. Why it should be

different in the House of Commons he does

not at the moment realize. Full opportunity

for thinking the matter over is invariably

provided, he being summarily led forth by

the attendant and conducted to the door of

the outer lobby.

The funniest disorderly inter-

ruption to debate I ever heard in

the House of Commons passed

undetected by the authorities.

At the time, some years back,

there was still in the Press

Gallery a very old member.

He had, in fact, been in

the gallery so long, had

heard so many speeches,

seen so many processions

of members coming and

going, that familiarity had

justified its proverbial con-

sequence of breeding con-

tempt. Perhaps of all

members of the House, the

one T. had the most rooted

dislike for was Mr. Glad-

stone. This was partly

based on political grounds,

1. being from birth and

associations a high old

Tory of the Church-and-

State kind. The objection

was possibly nurtured by

the fact that Mr. Gladstone

was a voluminous s|>eaker,

whom it was necessary to

report fully, and when,

towards midnight, a man

got a ten minute or quarter

of an hour " turn," it meant unduly prolonged

labour.

Next to Mr. Gladstone, J. mostly disliked

his own misguided countrymen, the Irish

Nationalist members. As it was not always

necessary to report what they said, he had

the opportunity of listening, and was ac-

customed to growl out a commentary upon

their speeches. One night, after dinner,

Mr. Sexton introduced into his discourse a

statement that particularly irritated J.

"No, no," he cried, in audible voice,

shaking his head reprovingly at the member

for Sligo.

Standing in his accustomed place below

the gangway, at the other end of the House,

Mr. Sexton distinctly heard the contradiction.

" An honourable member above the gang-

way," he observed, " says, ' No, no.' "

Members in the quarter addressed pro-

tested that they had not spoken, but Mr.

Sexton had heard the contradiction, and in

an aside of some length demonstrated its

ineptitude.

J. was remarkably silent for the rest of his
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been checked by the noise of inconsiderate

persons wearying to get home.

In the recently published life of

DUCAL Philip Duke of Wharton there

DUPLICITY, leaps to light a record usefully

illustrating the standard of

morality in those " good old " Parliamentary

times, whose lapse we occasionally hear

deplored. When Atterbury, Bishop of

Rochester, was arraigned on a charge of

treasonable conspiracy against good King

(jeorge, Wharton espoused his cause and

undertook the task of defending him

before the House of Lords. When the

indictment had proceeded a certain length,

the Bishop's friends became anxious to

know whether all had been alleged, or

whether the representatives of the Crown

had any cards up their sleeve. Wharton

undertook to find out. He called upon Sir

Robert Walpole, at the Prime Minister's

residence in Chelsea, and protested his

poignant regret at having hitherco adopted a

line of conduct distasteful to the King and

hurtful to his faithful Minister. By way of

atonement he now offered to join in the

denunciation of Atterbury, and begged the

Premier to coach him up on the subject of

the Bishop's guilt.

Walpole, delighted to secure so important

a recruit on the Ministerial side, told him

everything. Next day the Duke appeared in

his place in the House of Lords, and with a

thorough knowledge of the strong and weak

points of the prosecution upon which the

Premier had dilated for his instruction, he-

delivered a powerful speech in favour of the

Bishop'.

It is happily impossible to parallel

L RD this achievement from modern

Parliamentary records. The

nearest approach to it, far

removed from its slippery footing,

was Lord Elcho's double dealing with the

Derby Day. In the Session of 1890 he, in a

speech that disclosed a real humorist, moved

the adjournment of the House over the

Derby Day. Two years later, in a discourse

equally witty and not less convincing, he

seconded an amendment by Sir Wilfrid

Lawson traversing the proposal that the

House should make holiday on account of

the race on Kpsom Downs.

That is obviously a very different thing

from the deliberate turpitude of the Georgian

Duke. It marks the higher standard of

morality which governs Parliamentary life of

to-day that the House of Commons was

vaguely shocked, being only partially re-

IN TWO

PIECES.

assured by suspicion that it was all a

joke. There may be no connection between

the events, but it is certain that on the

following day, the House having resolved to

sit in spite of the Derby, no quorum was

forthcoming, and within three weeks Parlia-

ment was dissolved.
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cord. The blind stuck fast half-way down on continued a considerable time, and the

a painful slant. Mr. Disraeli, coming into Duke at length fairly lodged himself under

power on the crest of the wave of the General Mrs. Pitt's bed-clothes.

Election of 1874, found the stranded yellow "A person from whom I had the story,"

blind in precisely the position it had been Walpole writes, " suddenly going in, saw

left by Mr. Gladstone's undesigned effort. the two Ministers in bed at two ends of

One of the weekly illustrated papers published the room, while Pitt's long nose and black

A CABINET

COUNCIL

or TWO.

in July, 1874, a sketch of the new Cabinet

Council, which inci-

dentally preserves the

condition of the wrecked

window-blind.

The daily

newspapers

are not

backward in

providing on the follow-

ing morning outline

sketches of events tak-

ing place within the

jealously-guarded portals

of the Cabinet Council.

On the whole, for those

having regard for

accuracy, it is better to

await the later appearance of letters and

diaries, either of dead-and-gone Cabinet

Ministers or of men intimately connected

with Ministerial circles.

Horace Walpole gives a charming account

of a Cabinet Council

of two, held under the

presidency of Pitt. The

Premier, who during

the term of his office

lived in Downing Street,

was in bed with the

gout, and had sum-

moned to conference

his colleague the Duke

of Newcastle. It was

a bitterly cold day, and

Pitt, according to his

custom, having no fire

in his room, had bed-

clothes piled upon him

mountains high. This

was all very well for

the Premier, but rather

hard on the Duke, who, as Walpole says,

' AWFULLY COLD."

beard, unshaven for days, added to the

grotesque character of

the scene."

The well - regulated

mind refuses to con-

template an analogous

scene in Downing Street

of to-day. The boldest

imagination could not

frame a picture calling

up before the mind's eye

Mr. Arthur Balfour in

bed on one side of a

room, whilst there peeped

oTrftc GAHC or

BY GRANT ALLEN.

EYMOUR," my brother-in-

law said, with a deep drawn

sigh, as we left Lake George

next day by the Rennselaer

and Saratoga Railroad, " no

more Peter Porter for me, if

you please! I'm sick of disguises. Now

that we know Colonel Clay is here in

America, they serve no good purpose ; so I

may as well receive the social consideration

and proper respect to which my rank and

position naturally entitle me."

" And which they secure for the most part

(except from hotel clerks), even in this

republican land,'' I answered, briskly.

For in my humble opinion, for sound,

copper-bottomed snobbery, registered Ai at

Lloyd's, give nu- the free-born American

citizen.

We travelled through the States, accord-

ingly, for the next four months, from Maine

to California, and from Oregon to Florida,

under our own true names, " Confirming the

churches," as Charles facetiously put it- -or

in other words, looking into the management

and control of railways, syndicates, mines,

and cattle - ranches. We inquired about

everything. And the result of our investiga-

tions appeared to be, as Charles further

remarked, that the Sabeans who so troubled

the sons of Job seemed to have migrated in

a body to Kansas and Nebraska, and that

several thousand head of cattle seemed

mysteriously to vanish, <l la Colonel Clay,

into the pure air of the prairies, just before

each branding.

However, we were fortunate in avoiding

the incursions of the Colonel himself, who

must have migrated meanwhile on some

enchanted carpet to other happy hunting-

grounds.

It was chill October before we found our

stives safe back in New York, en route for

England. So long a term of freedom from

the Colonel's depredations (as Charles fondly

imaginedâbut I will not anticipate) had

done my brother-in-law's health and spirits a

world of good ; he was so lively and cheer-

ful, that he began to fancy his tormentor

must have succumbed to yellow fever,

then raging in New Orleans, or eaten himself

ill, as we nearly did ourselves, on a generous

mixture of clam - chowder, terrapin, soft-

shelled crabs, Jersey peaches, canvas-backed

ducks, Catawba wine, winter cherries, brandy

cocktails, strawberry-shortcake, ice-creams,

corn-dodger, and a judicious brew commonly

known as a Colorado corpse-reviver. How

ever that may be, Charles returned to New

York in excellent trim ; and, dreading in

that great city the wiles of his antagonist,

he cheerfully accepted the invitation of his

brother millionaire, Senator Wrengold, of

Nevada, to spend a few days before sailing

in the Senator's magnificent and newly-

finished palace at the upper end of Fifth

Avenue.

" There, at least, I shall be safe, Sey," he

AN AFRICAN MILLIONAIRE.
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party, with cards and cigars, instead of being

bothered with the charming but, still, some-

what hampering addition of female society.

The guests that evening were no more

than seven, all told, ourselves includedâ

making up, Wrengold said, that perfect

number, an octave. He was a nouvenu riche

himselfâthe newest of the newâcommonly

known in exclusive, old-fashioned New York

society as the Gilded Squatter ; for he " struck

his reef" no more than ten years ago : and

he was therefore doubly anxious, after the

American style, to be "just dizzy with

culture." In his capacity of Maecenas, he

had invited amongst others the latest of

English literary arrivals in New Yorkâ-Mr.

Algernon Coleyard, the famous poet, and

leader of the Briar-rose school of West-

country fiction.

"You know him in London, of course?"

he observed to Charles, with a smile, as we

waited dinner for our guests.

" No," Charles answered, stolidly. " I

have not had that honour. We move, you

see, in different circles."

I observed by a curious shade which passed

over Senator Wrengold's face that he quite mis-

apprehended my

brother - in - law's

meaning. Charles

wished to convey,

of course, that

Mr. Coleyard be-

longed to a mere

literary and

Bohemian set in

London, while he

himself moved

on a more exalted

plane of peers

and politicians.

But the Senator,

better accus-

tomed to the

new-rich point of

view, understood

Charles to mean

that he had not

the entree of that

disti nguished

coterie in which

Mr. Coleyard

posed as a shin-

ing luminary.

Which naturally

made him rate

even higher than

before his literary

acquisition.

VoL xiii.â43.

At two minutes past the hour the poet

entered. Even if we had not been already

familiar with his portrait at all ages in THE

STRAND MAGAZINE, we should have recog-

nised him at once for a genuine bard by his

impassioned eyes, his delicate mouth, the

artistic twirl of one grey lock upon his

expansive brow, the grizzled moustache that
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New York to look after his royalties. " The

beggars," he said, " only gave me eight

hundred pounds on my last volume. I

couldn't stand t/iat, you know ; for a modern

bard, moving with the age, can only sing

when duly wound up, so I've run across to

investigate. Put a penny in the slot, don't

you see, and the poet will pipe for you."

" Exactly like myself," Charles said, finding

a point in common. "/'Â»/ interested in

mines ; and I, too, have come over to look

after my royalties."

The poet placed his eye-glass in his eye

once more, and surveyed Charles deliberately

from head to foot. "Oh," he murmured,

slowly. He said not a word more; but

somehow, everybody felt that Charles was

demolished. I saw that Wrengold, when we

went in to dinner, hastily altered the cards

that marked their places. He had evidently

put Charles at first to sit next the poet;

he varied that arrangement now, setting

Algernon Coleyard between a railway king

and a magazine editor. I have seldom seen

my respected brother-in-law so completely

silenced.

The poet's conduct during dinner was

most peculiar. He kept quoting poetry at

inopportune moments.

" Roast lamb or boiled turkey, sir ? " said

the footman.

" Mary had a little lamb," said the poet.

" I shall imitate Mary."

Charles and the Senator thought the

remark undignified.

After dinner, however, under the mellowing

" I SHALL IMITATE MARY.

influence of some excellent Roederer, Charles

began to expand again, and grew lively and

anecdotal. The poet had made us all laugh

not a little with various capital stories of

London literary societyâat least two of

them, I think, new ones ; and Charles was

moved by generous emulation to contribute

his own share to the amusement of the

company. He was in excellent cue.

He is not often brilliant ; but when he

chooses, he has a certain dry vein of caustic

humour which is decidedly funny, though

not perhaps strictly without being vulgar.

On this particular night, then, warmed with

the admirable Wrengold champagne â the

best made in Americaâhe launched out

into a full and embroidered description of

the various ways in which Colonel Clay had

deceived him. I will not say that he

narrated them in full with the same frank-

ness and accuracy that I have shown in

these pages ; he suppressed not a few of the

most amusing detailsâon no other ground,

apparently, than because they happened to

tell against himself; and he enlarged a good

deal on the surprising cleverness with which

several times he had nearly secured his man;

but still, making all allowances for native

vanity in concealment and addition, he was

distinctly funnyâhe represented the matter

for once in its ludicrous rather than in its

disastrous aspect. He observed also, looking
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make the hero of a novel," Charles mur-

mured, with complacence. And he certainly

didn't look it.

" / was thinking rather of Colonel Clay as

the hero," the poet responded, coldly.

" Ah, that's the way with you men of

letters," Charles answered, growing warm.

" You always have a sneaking sympathy with

the rascals."

" That may be better," Coleyard retorted,

in an icy voice, " than sympathy with the

worst forms of Stock Exchange speculation."

The company smiled uneasily. The rail-

way king wriggled. Wrengold tried to change

â¢the subject hastily. But Charles would not

be put down.

" You must hear the end, though," he said.

" That's not quite the worst. The meanest

thing about the man is that he's also a

hypocrite. He wrote me such a letter at the

end of his last trickâ-here, positively here, in

America." And he proceeded to give his

own version of the Quackenboss incident,

enlivened with sundry imaginative bursts of

pure Vandrift fancy.

When Charles spoke of Mrs. Quackenboss,

the poet smiled. " The worst of married

women," he said, " isâthat you can't marry

them ; the worst of unmarried women isâ

that they want to marry you." But when it

came to the letter, the poet's eye was upon

my brother-in-law. Charles, I must fain

admit, garbled the document sadly. Still,

even so, some gleam of good feeling remained

in its sentences. But Charles ended all by

saying, " So, to crown his misdemeanours,

the rascal shows himself a whining cur

and a disgusting Pharisee."

" Don't you think," the poet inter-

posed, in his cultivated drawl, " he may

have really meant it ? Why should not

some grain of compunction have stirred

his soul still ?âsome remnant of con-

science made him shrink from betraying

a man who confided in him ? I have

an idea, myself, that even the worst of

rogues have always some good in them.

I notice they often succeed to the end

in retaining the affection and fidelity of

women."

" Oh, I said so !" Charles sneered.

" I told you you literary men have always

an underhand regard for a scoundrel."

" Perhaps so," the poet answered. " For

we are all of us human. Let him that is

without sin among us cast the first stone."

And then he relapsed into moody silence.

We rose from table. Cigars went round.

We adjourned to the smoking-room. It was

a Moorish marvel, with Oriental hangings.

There, Senator Wrengold and Charles

exchanged reminiscences of bonanzas and

ranches and other exciting post-prandial

topics; while the magazine editor cut in

now and again with a pertinent inquiry or a

quaint and sarcastic parallel instance.

It was clear he had an eye to future

copy. Only Algernon Coleyard sat brood-
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It was the latest fashionable variant in

Western society on the old gambling round,

and few of us knew it, save the omniscient

poet and the magazine editor. It turned

out afterwards that Wrengold proposed that

particular game because he had heard Cole-

yard observe at the Lotus Club the same after-

noon that it was a favourite amusement of his.

Now, however, for a while he objected to

playing. He was a poor man, he said, and

the rest were all rich ; why should he throw

away the value of a dozen golden sonnets just

to add one more pinnacle to the gilded roofs

of a millionaire's palace ? Besides, he was

half-way through with an ode he was inditing

to Republican simplicity. The pristine

austerity of a democratic senatorial cottage

had naturally inspired him with memories of

Dentatus, the Fabii, Camillus. But Wren-

gold, dimly aware he was being made fun of

somehow, insisted that the poet must take a

hand with the financiers. " You can pass,

you know," he said, " as often as you like ;

and you can stake low or go it blind, according

as you're inclined to. It's a democratic

game; every man decides for himself how

high he will play, except the banker; and

you needn't take bank unless you want it."

" Oh, if you insist upon it," Coleyard

drawled out, with languid reluctance, " I'll

play, of course. I won't spoil your evening.

But remember, I'm a poet; I have strange

inspirations."

The cards were " squeezers "âthat is to

say, had the suit and the number of pips in

each printed small in the corner, as well as

over the face, for ease of reference. We

played low at first. The poet seldom staked ;

and when he didâa few poundsâhe lost,

with singular persistence. He wanted to play

for doubloons or sequins, and could with

difficulty be induced to condescend to

dollars. Charles looked across at him at

last; the stakes by that time were fast rising

higher, and we played for ready money.

Notes lay thick on the green cloth. " Well,"

he murmured, provokingly, " how about your

inspiration ? Has Apollo deserted you ? "

It was an unwonted flight of classical

allusion for Charles, and I confess it

astonished me. (I discovered afterwards

he had cribbed it from a review in that

evening's Critic.} But the poet smiled.

" No," he answered, calmly, " I am waiting

for one now. When it comes, you may be

sure you shall have the benefit of it."

Next round, Charles dealing and banking,

the poet staked on his card, unseen as

usual. He stoked like a gentleman. To

our immense astonishment, he pulled out a

roll of notes, and remarked, in a quiet tone,

" I have an inspiration now. Half-hearted

will do. I go five thousand." That was

dollars, of course; but it amounted to a

thousand pounds in English moneyâhigh

play for an author.

Charles smiled, and turned his card. The

poet turned hisâand won a thousand.
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thousand on budding; if I were to back

succeeding, I should lose, to a certainty. You

understand my system ? "

" I call it pure rubbish," Charles answered.

" However, continue. Systems were made

for foolsâand to suit wise men. Sooner or

later, you must lose at such a stupid fancy."

The poet continued. " For Freedom's

bride to all ensuing time."

" Stake !" Charles cried, sharply. We

each of us staked.

" Ensuing," the poet murmured. " To

all ensuing time. First-rate epithet that. I

go ten thousand, Sir Charles, on ensuing."

We all turned up. Some of us lost, some

won ; but the poet had secured his two

thousand sterling.

" I haven't that amount about me," Charles

said, in that austerely nettled

voice which he always assumes

when he loses at cards ; " but

âI'll settle it with you to-

morrow."

" Another round ? '

asked, beaming.

" No, thank

answered.

" Mr. Cole-

yard's inspira-

tions come too

Coleyard tore it open hurriedly. I could

see he was agitated. His face grew white at

once.

" IâI beg your pardon," he said. " Iâ

I must go back instantly. My wife is

dangerously ill â quite a sudden attack.

Forgive me, Senator. Sir Charles, you shall

have your revenge to-morrow."

It was clear that his voice faltered. We

felt at least he was a man of feeling. He

was obviously frightened. His coolness

forsook him. He shook hands as in a

dream, and rushed down-stairs for his dust-

coat. Almost as he closed the front door,

a new guest entered, just missing him in the

vestibule.

" Halloa, you men," he said, " we've been

taken in, do you know? It's all over the

" WE BURST DOWN THE STAIRS IS A BODY."

pat for my taste. His luck beats mine. I

retire from the game, Senator."

Just at that moment a servant entered,

bearing a salver, with a small note in an

envelope. " For Mr. Coleyard," he observed.

" And the messenger said, urgent."

Lotus. The man we

made an honorary

member of the club

to-day is not Algernon Cole-

yard. He's a blatant impostor.

There's a telegram come in

on the tape to-night saying

Algernon Coleyard is dan-

gerously ill at his home in

England."

Charles gasped a violent

gasp. " Colonel Clay ! " he

shouted, aloud. " And once
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it proved to lead nowhere, and lost him time.

He darted back again, madly. Delighted

with the idea that I was capturing so

famous a criminal, I redoubled my efforts

âand came up with him, panting. He was

wearing a light dust-coat. I seized it in my

hands. " I've got you at last !" I cried ;

" Colonel Clay, I've got you ! "

He turned and looked at me. " Ha, old

Ten Per Cent. !" he called out, struggling.

" It's you, then, is it ? Never, never to you,

sir! " And as he spoke, he somehow flung

his arms straight out behind him, and let the

dust-coat slip off, which it easily did, the

sleeves being new and smoothly silk-lined.

The suddenness of the

movement threw me com-

pletely off my guard, and

off my legs as well. I was

clinging to the coat and

holding him. As the

support gave way, I rolled

over backward, in the mud

of the street, and hurt my

back seriously. As for

Colonel Clay, with a

nervous laugh, he bolted

off at full speed in his

evening coat, and vanished

round a corner.

It was some seconds

before I had sufficiently

recovered my breath to

pick myself up

again, and examine

my bruises. By this

time, Charles and

the other pursuers

had come up, and I

explained my con-

dition to them.

Instead of com-

mending me for

my zeal in his cause

âwhich had cost me a barked arm and a

good evening suit â my brothur-in-law re-

marked, with an unfeeling sneer, that when

1 had so nearly caught my man I might as

well have held him.

" I have his coat, at least," I said. " That

may afford us a clue." And I limped back

with it in my hands, feeling horribly bruised

and a good deal shaken.

When we came to examine the coat, how-

ever, it bore no maker's name ; the strap at

the back, where the tailor proclaims with

pride his handicraft, had been carefully ripped

off, and its place was taken by a tag of plain

black tape without inscription of any sort.

We searched the breast-pocket. A handker-

chief, similarly nameless, but of finest cambric.

The side-pocketsâha, what was this ? I

drew a piece of paper out in triumph. It

was a noteâa real findâthe one which

the servant had handed to our friend just

before at the Senator's.

We read it through breathlessly.

" DARLING PAUL,âI told you it was too
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I looked at it close. It was the very ring

I had noticed on his finger while he was

playing Swedish poker. It had a large com-

pound gem in the centre, set with many

facets, and rising like a pyramid to a point

in the middle. There were eight faces in

all, some of them composed of emerald,

amethyst, or turquoise. But one faceâthe

one that turned at a direct angle towards the

wearer's eyesâwas not a. gem at all, but an

extremely tiny convex mirror. In a moment

I spotted the trick. He held this hand

carelessly on the table, while my brother-

in-law dealt; and when he saw that

the suit and number of his own card

mirrored in it by means of the squeezers

were better than Charles's, he had

"an inspiration," and backed his luckâor

rather his knowledgeâwith perfect con-

fidence. I did not doubt, either, that his

odd - looking eye - glass was a powerful

magnifier which helped him in the trick.

Still, we tried another deal, by way of

experimentâI wearing the ring ; and even

with the naked eye I was able to distinguish

in every case the suit and pips of the card

that was dealt me.

" Why, that was almost dishonest," the

Senator said, drawing back. He wished to

show us that even far-Western speculators

drew a line somewhere.

"Yes," the maga/inc editor echoed. "To

back your skill is legal; to back your luck is

foolish ; to back your knowledge is "

" Immoral," I suggested.

" Very good business," said the magazine

editor.

" It's a simple trick," Charles interposed.

" I should have spotted it if it had been done

by any other fellow. But his patter about

inspiration put me clean off the track. That's

the rascal's dodge. He plays the regular

conjurer's game of distracting your attention â¢

from the real point at issue so well, that you

never find out what he's really about till he's

sold you irretrievably."

We set the New York police upon the

trail of the Colonel; but of course he had

vanished at once, as usual, into the thin

smoke of Manhattan. Not a sign could we

find of him. " Mary's" we found an in-

sufficient address.

We waited on in New York for a whole

fortnight. Nothing came of it. We never

found " Mary's." The only token of Colonel

Clay's presence vouchsafed us in the city

was one of his customary insulting notes.

It was conceived as follows : â

" Oh Eternal Gullible !âSince I saw you

on Lake George, I have run back to London,

and promptly come out again. I had

business to transact there, indeed, which I

have now completed ; the excessive attentions

of the English police sent me once more,

like great Orion, 'sloping slowly to the west.'

I returned to America in order to see

whether or not you were still impenitent.

On the day of my arrival I happened to

Antarctic Exploration.

BY C. E. BORCHGREVINK.

ANSEN'S remarkable and suc-

cessful expedition forms an

epoch in the history of Polar

exploration, as well as a be-

ginning of a new era in our

knowledge of the globe we

live upon, and of the laws that rule it. Of

what is published up to date of the results of

the Nansen expedition, we know that many

former theories about those high latitudes

have by Nansen's work been turned into

facts, whilst others of them must now needs

be abolished.

Some of the most important problems

will, however, still remain unsolved mysteries ;

and they will be such until the time comes

when observations within the Antarctic

Circle will be at hand to distinguish between

rules and ex-

ceptions. Only

when we have

sufficient news

from the Antarc-

tic regions will

the work done

in the Arctic

acquire its value,

by the compari-

son of the con-

ditions which

exist at the two

Poles. And pro-

portionally with

the growth of

our knowledge

of Arctic pheno-

mena, the want

and necessity of

Antarctic work

is felt.

Apart from

the tremen-

dous geographi-

cal interest

which Antarc-

tic exploration

possesses, there

is a vast open

field for scien-

tific research in

those southerly

regions, with

the maximum interest of the whole scientific

world concentrated on magnetical observa-

tions. On South Victoria Land, 2,500 miles

south of Australia, or as far from that British

Colony as New York is from Liverpool, lies

C. EGEBERG BOKCHGKKVINK.

From a Photo, by Johnttone & Co., Melbourne.

the yet undiscovered South Magnetic Pole1

the culminating point of terrestrial magnetism

in the south.

It was one of the main objects of the

Erebus and Terror expedition to determine

the exact position of this Pole, but although

its variable position was approximately deter-

mined by Sir James Clark Ross by help of the

dip-compass, the main work is yet to be done.
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however, in a considerable degree increase

those possibilities of successful exploration

which we, from Sir James Clark Ross's ex-

pedition, should expect.

â¢The reason why so few expeditions

have investigated those southern lands

is principally to be ascribed to their

great distance from the centre of civilization,

and to the fact that the civilized population

of the south has hitherto had both thoughts

and energies entirely occupied by its nearest

surroundings, through the necessity of con-

quering the difficulties and

securing the riches of those new

countries where they landed

as emigrants, and where im-

mediate gain, with the least

possible risk, was the one

purpose.

At present there seem to

be on foot both national and

private attempts to organize

Antarctic expeditions, and I

venture to say that those obser-

vations I personally made at

South Victoria Land in 1895,

and had the honour of laying

before the International Geo-

graphical Congress, in the

Imperial Institute, have stimu-

lated the interest which the

world at present takes in Ant-

arctic work â partly because

most of my observations cor-

responded with those made on

board the Erebus and the

Terror, and partly because 1

succeeded in bringing new

facts to light. From being

an imaginary mine on the

scientific " Exchange," South

Victoria land commands at

present both scientific and

commercial attention. Since

men of thought directed the

force of their philosophy to-

wards the Poles of the earth, it

has been expected to discover

land round the southern end

of the axis of rotation ; it

was naturally to be expected,

according to the rules of gravi-

tation.

In my opinion the great

southern continent is the

Greenland of the south, with

just as many possibilities. I

do fully believe that hitherto

unknown animal life will be

Vol. xiii.

found on South Victoria land. Captain

1-arsen on the whaler Jason brought back

petrified wood from Graham Land, south

of Cape Horn, which fact of course proves

great climatic changes in those regions during

succeeding periods.

As our knowledge of the great southern

continent now stands we must believe it
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From a Drawing by C- E. Burchgrevink.

soundings; and last but not least, from

the nature of those specimens of rocks

which I brought back with me from Victoria

Land. If it is all land it is probably of an

area twice the size of Australia.

Already the first sight of Victoria Land

convinces one that it is of volcanic origin. The

volcanoes of Victoria Land show a tendency

to follow the same line. From Mount Sabine

to Mount Melbourne the trend is south-

south-westerly. Mount Erebus and Mount

Terror lie almost due south of Mount Sabine.

Further north from Mount Sabine the great

earth-fold, on the septum of which this chain

of volcanoes is situated, probably bends a

little westwards, as shown partly by the sur-

roundings, partly by the position of Balleny's

Island. North-west of Balleny Islands the

great fold trends perhaps to the knotting point

between the Tasmanian axis of folding

and that of New Zealand, the former perhaps

running through Royal Company Island, and

the latter through or near Auckland Island

and Macquarie Island. The knotting point

would probably be somewhere (approxi-

mately) near the intersection of the 6oth

parallel of south latitude, with the

meridian of longitude east from Greemvich.

It would just join the line of extinct

volcanoes along East Australia on the west,

and, perhaps, the active volcanic zone of the

North Island of New Zealand, or at all

events, the fold which bounds that continent

on the east.

Traced in the opposite direction, the

volcanic zone probably runs through Seal

Islands, the active volcanoes of Christensen

and Sarsee, and through Mount Haddington,

an extinct volcano in Trinity Land, to Faulet

and Bridgman Islands, active volcanoes.

The volcanic zone bends easterly from here

on account of the easterly trend in the fold,

which appears to make a loop towards South

Georgia before it swings back towards Cape

Horn. That there is a real easterly trend in

the earth-fold at Trinity Land and the South

Shetlands is proved by the observations

made by the Astrolabe and Zelee expedition,

which record a strike in a north-north-east

and south-south-west direction to the greyish-

white limestones and phyllite-schists at the

South Orkneys. Towards Cape Horn from

near South (leorgia the fold probably trends

west-north-westerly, then follows an approxi-
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mately meridional direction parallel with the

chain of the Andes.

It may be noted, however, that whereas

the Erebus chain of Victoria I^and is on the

east side of the fold, the Christensen-

Bridgman group are apparently on the

opposite side. This may be due to the fact

that at the latter locality the eastern slope of

the fold is steeper than the western, as seems

probable from the presence of the deep

ocean abyss east of Graham Land, as shown

on Dr. Murray's map. It is probable, there-

fore, that the volcanic chain of Victoria Land

will continue towards the South Pole, probably

bending somewhat to the eastward, and will

thence change its

position to the

fold on the other

side of the Ant-

arctic continent,

so as to run

through the

Christensen-

Bridgman line of

volcanoes. In any

case it is almost

certain that high

land, covered, of

course, more or

less by snow and

glaciers, will be

found at the

South Pole.

Many theories

have been formed

as to the origin of

that ice-free bay

which exists near

Victoria I,and,

and which stret-

ches from lat. 70

down to 78. I

maintain the be-

lief, resting on my

own observations, that a north-easterly run-

ning warm current is the main cause of

it. Dr. Nansen's observations in the North

Polar Basin are therefore especially interest-

ing to me, in regard to the existence of

relative warm currents at those high lati-

tudes. Thus, when Professor Mohn, at

Christiania University, writes that Nansen

through his discovery of those currents upset

all former oceanographic theories, it is but

what my observations in the ice-free basin at

Victoria Land did one year before we heard

of the From, and I gave some time to this

same discovery in my lecture before the Inter-

national Geographical Congress in London.

CAPE ADAIRâTHE FIRST AND ONLY PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN OF THE

SOUTH VICTORIA CONTINENT.

The relatively startling high temperatures

which Nansen observed in the northern waters

were all taken from great depths, and in so far

his observations are not synonymous with

mine in the south, which were taken near the

surface; but the mere fact that warm currents

do exist within the North Polar Basin proves

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

ItJSSESSION ISLAND- K1KST AND ONLY PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN" OF I'OSSES-

SION ISLAND, WHERE SIR JAMES CLARK ROSS LANDED IN 1841, AND

PLANTED THE BRITISH FLAG.

Wragge is endea-

vouring at present

to raise the funds

necessary for the

erection of a

similar weather

station to the one

on Mount Wel-

lington, to be

put on Mount

Kosinsko, in New

Zealand.

The honour of

being the first

man to discover

the Antarctic

Continent pro-

bably belongs to

Captain James

Cook, who, in

the year 1772,

reached latitude

7iÂ°io' S. in longi-

tude io6Â°54' W.,

where he sighted

the great ice bar-

rier which forms

the seaward

boundary of Antarctica. Speaking of this dis-

covery, Sir James Clark Ross says : " I confi-

dently believe that the enormous mass of ice

which bounded his view when at his extreme

south latitude was a range of mountainous

land covered with snow." In 1819 William

Smith, in the brig William, discovered the

Archipelago of the South Shetlands, south

of Cape Horn. In 1820-23 Weddell visited

the South Shetlands, including the active

volcano Bridgman. Powell, the discoverer

of the South Orkneys, visited the volcanic

island of Bridgman in 1822, and found it to

be at that time 2ooft. high.

Weddell, who visited it during the following

year, estimates its height at 4Ooft, and

describes the island as being of sugar-loaf

shape, whereas at the time of Powell's visit

there was a crater on the west side of the

island. Weddell penetrated to 74Â° S. in 1823,

thus attaining a higher latitude than Captain

Cook, but he saw no land anywhere in that

neighbourhood. In 1831 Biscoe, in the

brig Tula, discovered Enderby Land. In

1839 Balleny discovered Balleny Islands, a

volcano i2,oooft. high, and adjoining it the

active volcano of Buckle Island. In 1839 the

important French expedition under Dumont

D'Urville explored the South Shetlands. In

1840 Commander Wilkes, in the U.S.A.

corvette Vincennes, discovered Wilkes Land.

In January, 1841,

Sir James Clark

Ross made his

memorable dis-

covery of Victoria

Land. With the

object of trying
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sketch chart accompanying Captain I^arsen's

paper another active volcano is shown, also

Windberg Volcano and the four Seal Islands,

all of which are considered to be of volcanic

origin, if not dormant or extinct volcanoes.

This is in short what had been done before

I visited South Victoria Land in the steam

whaler Antarctic. South Victoria Land, as

it appeared to me, rose from the sea generally

in very steep basaltic rocks, but at places we

found also that the land ran out into quite

low peninsulas, especially near the mouth of

the fjords, of which several were observed.

Professor Mohn, in his article on Nansen's

discoveries in the October number of the

Geographical Journal (translated from the

Christiania Morgenbladet, September 6th,

1896), writes that, during the franis drift

towards the North Pole, "the expedition

made its greatest discovery, namely, a ivide

deep sea tmvards the North Pole, having a

relatively warm temperature in its depths."

I have already touched upon the im-

portance of the discovery of the high tempera-

ture observed, and upon the similar con-

ditions in the south ; but what deserves an

equally important space in this work of com-

parison is Dr. Nansen's deep-water soundings

in those high latitudes. Although new

and cf great consequence, they did not sur-

prise meâindeed, they were to be expected,

in consideration of the already " known "

larger accumulation of land on the northern

hemisphere, as well above as under the

sea-level. Should even the North Polar

Basin have been a shallow pond, I do

not see how even a continent like Antarctica

(twice the size of Australia) should have

counteracted the weight of the northern

semi-globe, as nowhere do deep-water sound-

ings result in greater figures than in the

southern oceans ; thus, whilst 2,000 fathoms

are mentioned as remarkable in the north,

they are but comparatively shallow measure-

ments in the south.

WHY MY ANTARCTIC EXPEDITION PLANS

IN 1896 WERE NOT REALIZED.

When I arrived in London in August, '95,

I was invited to lay the result of my voyage

in the Antarctic before the International

Geographical Congress. Aftenvards I in-

tended to work together the funds for a new

Antarctic expedition. This plan I followed,

and after seeing the hearty way in which my

modest work in the Antarctic was received at

the Imperial Institute, as well as at other

scientific meetings all over the world, I

expected that only few difficulties would be

laid in my road.

A proposal was soon made to me, to the

effect of co-operation in my expedition plans,

by an Antarctic Company. The company

was to utilize the news which I had brought

from the peninsula at Cape Adair, and was

supposed to be floated with the object of
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Furthermore, my scientific expedition was

to be conveyed to South Victoria Land by

the company's steam whalers, thus enabling

me to organize my enterprise for a much

smaller amount than if I had to procure

my own vessels. At last I saw a prospect

of getting my plans through by going

hand in hand with commerce, an illu-

sion from which my bitter experiences in

the whaler Antarctic ought to have saved

me. In all good faith I assisted in obtaining

a Government concession of the guano-beds

at Cape Adair. The concession was granted

with my name left out of it, and, alas ! with

my co-operator from the City mentioned in

the official document as discoverer of my

discoveries. However, with my heart in the

enterprise I pocketed my pride, collected

Premier of New South Wales, who took, and

still takes, a vivid interest in my work for

the Antarctic cause.

Assistance from Australia did not, however,

come in time to allow me to sail south-

wards last season. Thus has my hard

work for a recognised good cause been

delayedâwho knows for how long ? But

another fifty-four years will not elapse before

justice is done to that work which so

bravely was begun by an illustrious Briton,

Sir James Clark Ross, and I believe that to

some extent I have personally shortened the

period of waiting.

I have been reproached because I tried to

make commerce serve scientific ends. How

long shall then commerce continue to benefit

by science without paying its tribute to new

l-'l-om a Sketch by\

DOUKTTUL ISLANDâWITH THE COAST OF VICTORIA LAND AT THE HACK.

[C. E. BorthffrevinJc.

^Â£4,000 for my scientific expedition, and

awaited with eagerness the forming of the

Antarctic Company.

The company's prospectus for private use

came out with a proposed capital of

,Â£100,000 ready for under-writing. It is

unnecessary to say that it never was floated

âwas it ever intended to be ?

Time went on, and it got too late for me

to reorganize my expedition plans for the

year 1896, as it was necessary for me to reach

Victoria Land during the Antarctic springâ

that is, in December.

In the meantime I had twice had very good

news from Australia, where efforts were being

made for the purpose of raising the necessary

funds for me, and I put myself in cable com-

munication with the Hon. H. J. Reid, the

discoveries ? Edison said, some time ago,

" Only when we learn to know electricity

and magnetism in their homes in the Arctic

and Antarctic regions can we hope to realize

the full use of these powers."

MY PRESENT PLANS.

During the next four months, I expect to

have raised my funds sufficiently to allow

me to charter a steam whaler, for the sole

use of my exploring expedition during one

year in the Antarctic regions.

ANTARCTIC EXPLORATION.
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fitted out with the necessary implements for

such research. I still maintain my belief in

a future for commercial energy in those parts,

both in regard to the guano-beds and also in

respect to whaling and sealing.

However, my scientific staff, which I wish

to consist of twelve efficient men, will have

their entire energy directed to scientific-

research. I propose to land at Cape Adair,

with an adequate outfit of instruments,

provisions, dogs, and sledges, and to establish

my winter quarters at that spot. Semi-

globular huts constructed on the Eskimo

principle, and built out of hardwood, will be

taken with us for the purpose of sheltering

my staff, and also some live stock, which I

intend to take with me.

As soon as the provisions and implements

of the main camp have been landed, the

vessel will proceed southwards with its crew,

myself and three of my staff, if possible, as

far as 76Â° S., where my companions and I

will be landed ^all must necessarily be snow-

I hope to have covered the distance inland

and back in two months, in which time I

shall have made the necessary magnetic

observations, and again join the camp at Cape

Adair before the Antarctic winter sets in.

My scientific staff at Cape Adair will

meanwhile have been occupied in exploring

the Bay at Victoria I^and, in taking deep-

water soundings, investigating the fjords, and

in collecting specimens of the fauna and

flora, besides making pendulum observations,

taking meteorological data, etc.

I think it desirable that the whaler should

return to Australia, or Tasmania, shortly

after having landed my scientific expedition

on Victoria Land ; both because it would be

safer for the vessel, and because it could do

some valuable work among the islands

between Australia and Victoria Land during

the latter part of the Antipodean winter. It

would be safer, because it would avoid the

danger of the ice-pressure in winter, and

because it could start fresh for Victoria Land

KAST SIDE OF POSSESSION ISLAND.

shoe runners), with our instruments, dogs,

sledges, and provisions and other necessaries

for the inland journey towards the South

Magnetic Pole.

If I succeed in landing on Victoria Land

at that latitude, I shall have to cross about

the succeeding spring for the purpose of

bringing the members of the expedition

back to civilization.

In zoological direction I expect great

discoveries to be made, especially on the

Victoria Continent itself. So far we know

ten degrees oflongitude in a westerly direction

to reach the place where the South Magnetic

Pole (according to dip-compass observations)

ought to be situated in lat. 75Â° 5' S., long.

150Â° E., or about 150 English miles; the

longitudes at 76Â° S. being about 15 miles

apart

1C. S. BorchermaJc.

that the Antarctic Circle is the home of fish,
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from a]

A TYPICAL SOUTH POLAR ICEUEKG.

population of Possession Island, and of the

mainland. In this connection it may be

interesting to mention a rather curious inci-

dent which came under my notice after

my return to London. I visited the Zoo-

logical Gardens

in mid-summer,

where an Em-

peror penguin

(a specimen of

" Aptenodytes

Forsterii") was in

the act of making

most alarming

preparations for

departure to a

better and cooler

world. The

keeper expressed

great astonish-

ment at the sud-

den death of his

protege, an as-

tonishment with

which I could

not sympathize,

after hearing

that for the last

fourteen days he

had stuffed fish down

the bird's throat, and

also that this un-

happy visitor from

the Antarctic re-

gions had been con-

demned to walk

about on hot

asphalt, with only a

small pond of fresh

water to cool its

Antipodean thirst.

Penguins do not

live on fish, as some

people believe. I

opened the bowels

of nearly every pen-

guin we killed on our

voyage, and never

found fish there, only

crustaceans and

pebbles, or pebbles

only. That small incident could not but

strike me as a curious proof of how little we

know of regions and conditions which are

not alone far from indifferent to us, but which

interest us, affect us, and rule our daily life.

A STORY

FOR

CHILDREN.

FROM THE FRENCH

OK

XAVIER MARMIER.

HERE was once a man and

his wife who were very, very

poor, and had a great many

children. Each year added

one to the number. One day

the wife gave birth to a beauti-

ful boy, who, on opening his eyes, cried :â

" Dearest mother, give nie some of my

brother's old clothes, and food for two days,

and I will go into the world and seek my

fortune, for I see you have enough children

here without me."

" Heaven forbid, my child !" exclaimed

the mother. " You are much too young to

leave the house."

But the little one insisted ; so at length

his mother gave him some clothes and some

food, and he departed, full of joy. Lillekort

(for so he named himself) travelled towards

the east. Presently he met an old, one-eyed

woman, and took away her eye.

" Alas ! " she cried, " I can no longer see.

What will become of me ? "

"What will you give me for your eye?"

asked Lillekort.

" A sword that will slay a whole army, no

matter how numerous."

" So be 'it."

Vol. xiii.-45

Lillekort took the sword and

continued his journey. A little

farther on he met another old,

one-eyed woman, took away her eye, and

asked what she would give him for return-

ing it.

The old woman said she would give him

a ship that would sail over land and sea,

over mountains and valleys, and on his

agreeing, she gave him a little ship so small

and light that he could carry it about in

his pocket.

As soon as he was quite alone Lillekort

stopped to examine his little vessel. He

drew it from his pocket and put one foot in

it. Immediately it grew larger. He put in

the second foot. It grew yet larger. He

sat down in it. It increased yet more. Then

he said:â

" Go over the waves of the ocean, over

mountains and through valleys, until you

reach the palace of the King."

The ship immediately sped through space

with the rapidity of a bird, and stopped in

front of a magnificent palace. From one of

the windows of this palace several persons

beheld, with astonishment and interest, this

boy who travelled in a manner so strange,

and they hastened out to obtain a nearer

view of the wonder. But Lillekort had

already put his ship in his pocket. They
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asked who he was and whence he came. To

these different questions he knew not how to

reply; but in a firm voice said he wished to

enter the service of the King, no matter in

what capacity; if need be, as a servant of

the servants.

His humble request was granted. He

was ordered to fetch wood and water for the

kitchen. Arriving at the palace he saw with

surprise that all the walls were hung with

black, both without and within.

" Wherefore," he asked the cook, " this

appearance of mourning ? "

" Alas," she replied, " the only daughter of

our King has been promised to three trolles,

enormous ogres, and Thursday next the first

comes to claim her. A knight, whose name

is Rend, has undertaken to defend her. But

how should he succeed? In the meantime

we are all plunged in anguish and affliction."

Thursday evening Rend led the Princess

to the sea-shore. It was here he had to

defend her. But he was not very brave, so

instead of waiting near her he climbed a

tree and hid among the branches. In vain

the Princess begged him to assist her.

" No, no," said he ; " why two victims ?

One is sufficient."

At that moment Lillekort asked the cook's

permission to go to the sea-shore.

" Go," said she, " but be sure you return

by the time I prepare supper, and do not

forget to bring me

a good load of

wood."

Lillekort prom-

ised, and ran

toward the beach.

At the same time

the trolleap-

peared, making a

noise like thunder.

His body was of

enormous dimen-

sions, and he had

five frightful

heads.

"Madman!"

he cried, on see-

ing the little

kitchen-boy.

" Madman !"

repeated. Lille-

kort.

" Do you know

how to fight ? "

"If I do not

know I will

learn."

The trolle then threw a bar of iron at

Lillekort, which, felling on the ground, raised

a pile of sand and dust.

" A beautiful tower of strength," cried

Lillekort. "Now, see mine."

With these words he drew his sword and with

one blow smote off the monster's five heads.

Finding herself delivered, the Princess

began to dance and sing gaily, then she said

LIF.LEKORT.

355

" What beautiful things! A thousand

thanks I "

The Thursday following, fresh grief, fresh

anguish. However, Rend said as he had

vanquished the first trolle, he reckoned he

could conquer the second. But this time

also he took refuge among the branches of a

tree, saying: "Why two victims? One is

surely sufficient."

Lillekort again obtained the cook's per-

mission to go out, he said to play with some

children on the sea-shore, so he hastened

forth, after promising to return by the time

she prepared supper, and bring a good load

of wood.

As he reached the shore he saw the trolle

approaching. He was twice as colossal as the

first,and had ten heads.

" Madman ! " ex-

claimed the trolle, on

seeing Lillekort.

" Madman!" repeated

the valiant boy, and on

the trolle asking if he

could fight, replied, as

on the former occasion,

that he could learn.

The giant then

threw a bar of

iron at him,

which, falling on

the ground,

raised a column

of dust thirty feet

high.

"A beautiful tower of

strength," said the boy. " Now,

see mine." And drawing his

sword he, with one blow, smote

off the monster's ten heads.

Again the Princess desired

him to rest his head on her

knees, and this time she placed

on him a suit of silver armour.

Rend now came down from

the â¢tree, took the tongues and

lungs of the trolle, and returned

with the Princess in triumph

to the palace, after having

declared he would kill her if

she did not acknowledge him

publicly as her deliverer. The

King received him with enthu-

siasm, and knew not how to

show his gratitude.

Lillekort returned to the

kitchen, carrying a quantity of

gold and silver he had taken

from the trolle's ship.

The third Thursday, the palace was

again hung with black, and the people were

plunged in grief. But Rend said he had

already conquered two formidable monsters

and would overcome the third. But, as on

the preceding Thursdays, he hid in the tree,

and when the Princess implored him to

remain with her, said one victim was sufficient.

Lillekort, who had again obtained the
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" Rest," said the Princess; "rest your head

on my knees."

Whilst he thus rested, she put on him a

suit of bronze armour, and said :â

" How can we make it known that it is you

who saved me ? "

" Listen," replied Lillekort, " this is my

idea. Rend will go without scruple to claim

the reward promised to your deliverer : your

hand'and the half of your father's kingdom.

When the day for your marriage arrives say

you wish to be

served at table by

the boy who carries

wood and water to

the kitchen. I will

let a few drops of

wine fall on Rend's

plate. He will

strike me. A second

and a third time I

will do the same,

and again he will

strike me ; then you

shall say : ' For

shame to strike him

whom I loveâhe

who saved me â

he whom I should

wed !'"

Seeing the trolle

was dead, Rend

came down from

the tree and led the

Princess back to the

palace, after having

made her swear a

third time to pro-

claim him as her

deliverer.

The King an-

nounced that his

daughter's deliverer

should receive in

the most splendid

manner the reward he had so well deserved.

The cowardly knight was betrothed to the

Princess, and half the kingdom was given

him. The day of the Princess's marriage she

would be served by the boy who carried

wood and water to the kitchen.

" What!" exclaimed Rend, in disgust; " you

wish that dirty, hideous little varlet to come

near you ? "

" Yes, I wish it."

Lillekort was summoned, and, as he had

said, he once, twice, thrice let some drops of

wine fall in Rend's plate.

The first time he was struck the coarse

garments he wore fell off, and the valiant

boy appeared in a suit of bronze armour, the

second time in silver armour, and the third

time in armour of glittering gold.

Then the Princess cried : " For shame to

strike him whom I loveâhe who saved me

âhe whom I should wed ! "

Rend swore loudly that it was he who had

saved her.

Curiosities.

[H'e shall !>e glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay fot such as are accepted.]

A MONKEY WITH A WAR MEDAL.

It would l>e hard to beat the record of Jenny,

the "Service" monkey. In 1864 she joined

H.M.S. Vigilant (Captain Brown, who after-

waids presented her to the Zoo), and was

singular in hailing from the Andaman Islands,

where r,o monkeys were supposed to exist.

Also, she belongs to an unknown species. For

four years Jenny served on board the ship, and

then, having passed all the dangers of the

Abyssinian Campaign, she was discharged wilh

a first-class certificate and silver chain and medal.

This was in lieu of prize money. Of course,

Jenny was the sailors' pet, and so was educated

HOUSES DECORATED WITH HUMAN SKULLS.

As the records of Benin City remind us, there still

remain some terribly black spots in Darkest Africa. Here

are some houses of the Bianzi people, decorated with the

grinning skulls of enemies killed in war. Probably those

enemies furnished food as well as ornament. TheBianzisare

among the cruellest and most powerful tribesof the Upper

Congo. When the "kinij"dies, forty or fifty slaves a re mur-

dered by way of an escort into regions unknown ; and

their skulls (as well as elephant tusks) decorate the grave

of the dead monarch. This photo, is from the lecture "A

Thousand Miles Up the Congo," and it was kindly lent

us by Mr. W. C. Hughes, of Mortimer Road, Kingsland, N.

\

by \\>rk &*

to an amazing pilch. Her pet was an almost

fcatherless chicken, which she nursed baby-

fashion. She never turned in at night without

her pipe and glass of grog, which she consumed

wilh unmistakable relish.

GIGANTIC CLOCK MADE OK CYCLE PARTS.

This curiosity was shown at a recent Industrial

Inhibition held in Paris. So great was its success

among the hosts of exhibits that it l>ecame one of

the principal attraclions of the Kxhibition, and

brought a great deal of business to its ingenious

proprietorsâLa Societe Parisienne, of IO, Avenue

de la Grandc-Armte. It will be seen that the

clock is constructed entirely of cycle parts, the

very hour-figures being brightly-plated cranks.

All the smaller wheels revolved by means of gear

chains, but this was merely by way of attracting

a crowd. The clock kept excellent time, and

struck the hours, half-hours, and quarters, the real

mechanism being concealed in the Ijase. The

photo, was kindly placed at our disposal by the

courteous Secretary of the Nyassa Company, of

liariholomew House, F..C.
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the balloon was not very S|\icious. The

gentleman who looms so large in the

photo., and who is evidently contem-

plating the troubled world far beneath

him, was unable to get far enough away

from the lens of the camera, which,

having taken a wholly disproportionate

view of his person, then cast its

searching eye at the glorious prospect

of agricultural country l^eneath. . The

different fields are strongly marked ; and

some distance below, another balloon

may. be seen sailing along on its own

account.

TWO CURIOUS BALLOON PHOTOS.

These two very curious balloon photos, were kindly

lent us for reproduction by the pioneer English

aeronauts, Messrs. Charles Green, Spencer and Sons,

of 14, Ringcroft Street, Ilolloway, N. The first is

quite unique. It is a snap-shot taken at an altitude

of thousands of feet above London, and it depicts a

shower of advertisement hand-bills fluttering down

towards the earth. This is a very novel form of

advertisement, for who could fail to be impressed with

the merits of certain wares when their recommenda-

tions came down from the very heavens? From

the second photo, one may infer that the car of

LOADING BANANAS

ON THE COSTA RICA

RAILWAY,

liananas are an im-

portant factor in the

traffic of this railway,

whose secretary, Mr.

A. J. Shepherd, kindly

lent us this photo.

The gentleman seen

standing on the car

is employed by the

shipper to check the

fruit as to quantity and

condition. In 1894,

Costa Rica exported

1,576,650 bunches. A

first-rate bunch (which

may contain hundreds

of bananas)can lwship-

ped at a cost of about

a shilling. A single

acre of the incredibly

rich soil may yield 200

magnificent bunches.

One Costa Rica banana

plantation covers 2,471

acres.

CURIOSITIES.
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THE SMALLEST PASSENGER TRAIN IN THE WORLD.

This was built by Messrs. VV. G. Bagnall, Limited,

Castle Engine Works, Stafford, the photo, lieing

forwarded by their London representatives. The

graceful little locomotive is a perfectly proportioned

model of a Great Northern express engine. The

cylinders are 4in. in diameter, and the driving wheels

VERY CURIOUS FREAK OF NATURE.

This is alxjut the most curious s|>ecinien of its

kind we ever received. It is a pretty hard pear,

with an amusing " portrait" on one side. The

lady who photographed it assures us that the

pear was absolutely untouched by hand. It was

grown at Lytham Hall, Lancashire. A gentle-

man's dress lx>w has apparently l>een placed

beneath the pear, doubtless to accentuate the

expression of sleek complacency that murks its

broad "face." Forehead, eyes, nose, cheeks,

mouth, and chin are all defined in a really

marvellous manner.

3oin. ; the gauge is i8in. Small as it is, however,

the engine weighs 2^ tons, and would haul 15 tons on

a fairly level track ; it would run at a speed of twenty-

five miles an hour. The rails weigh but 9lb. to the

yard. The whole train was specially built for use in

a gentleman's private park.

[ I'/ntto. tin J. .li'r,

A MACHINE ON WHEELS, FOR REACHING THE

NORTH POLE.

It is the invention of Mr. K. Anderson, of 2, Queen's

Square, I/ondon. This gentleman has noticed that the

greatest drawback to Arctic exploration is the transport

difficulty ; and this he proposes to obviate by using a

machine which works equally well on land, ice, snow, and

water. No more Ixxils and sledges '. This machine can be

built of steel or aluminium in independent sections, each

section with three globes arranged shamrock-fashion. Fach

globe will be 6ft. in diameter, and built in compartments so

as to insure unsinkabilily. For ice-travelling, spikes are

inserted in the globes, while paddles are used in water. Mr.

Anderson proposes to select a meridian over Franz Josef

Land, and follow it right across the Pole. His machine would

have five sections to carry five men, and provisions for three

months (May to Septemlwr). Light sails would l>e carried,

and it is hoped to cover fifty miles every twenty-four hours.
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DOG-GATES.

There are very few

of these left in Eng-

land. Dog-gates were

in the time of Eliza-

beth placed at the foot

of the staircase in order

to prevent the dogs

of the household from

straying into the apart-

ments upstairs. In

those pre-dandy dog

days the ground floor

and plainâvery plain

âfood were thought

good enough forcanine

favourites. This pair

of dog-gates still exist

at Slyfield Manor,

Bookham, Surrey.

The photograph was

sent in by Mr. S. H.

Wrightson, of 206,

Manningham Lane,

Bradford.

PELICANS' BREEDING-GROUND ON A GUANO ISLAND.

This unique photo, was lent by the Peruvian Cor-

poration. It is one of a set taken for the Anglo-Conti-

nental Guano Works Co., and shows a vast number of

pelicans breeding on Chinchas Smith Island, ofl' the

coast of Peru. Both birds and guano are under the

protection of the Peruvian Government. Guano, as

everybody knows, is the most efficacious manure

MUD-CELLS FORMED IN A LOCK BY A

MASON-BEE.

This photo, was taken by Mr. Oswald

H. Latter, Science Master at Charter-

house. Mr. Latter says : " The photo,

represents the interior of the lock of a

shed Ijelonging to one of my colleagues.

The whole of the interior has been com-

pletely filled with mud-cells by a mason-

bee. There are over fifty cells visible,

and there were doubtless more in the

semi-circular space scooped out by the at-

tempts made to turn the key. Fortunately,

however, the attempts were not persevered

with and the bolt was left 'shot.' The

nest was built last summer."

extant. Baron Liebig considered the importation of

icwt. of it was equivalent to the importation of 8cwt.

of wheat. The deposits on the Chinchas Islands

yielded nearly 7,000,000 tons of guano in twenty-eight

years. Besides pelicans, penguins, gannets, albatross,

shags, petrels, and other sea-birds have haunted these

rocky islands in their millions from lime immemorial.

" ' SILENCE !' CAME A STERN VOICE."

(See fage 367.)
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BY EMILY SPENUKK.

JUNE evening in Florence.

The sun had just set, the

Arno ran like a river of fire

beneath a flaming sky ; a rosy

light lingered on the heights

above the city and on the

marble facade of San Miniato amongst its

cypresses. Up and down the Lung'arno

loitered crowds of people, delighting in the

balmy air after a blazing day ; carriages with

daintily-dressed women rolled past, and the

tram-cars were laden with the bourgeoisie, on

their way to or from the Cascine, the Hyde

Park of Florence.

Amidst these gay and happy people, talk-

ing, laughing, fluttering fans, one young man

seemed quite out of harmony. His athletic

figure and style of dress gave him an un-

mistakably English air. He was leaning on

the wall, his eyes fixed upon the brown, swiftly

rushing river, with a gloomy, abstracted

gaze ; he seemed unconscious of the glowing

sunset and the throngs of passers-by.

Presently he started, as a hand was laid

on his shoulder, and a musical voice uttered a

common-place greeting : " Halloa, Percivale !

Didn't know you were in Florence."

Percivale was just an ordinary, good-look-

ing English lad of one or two and twenty,

fair, well-built, healthy, with honest blue eyes,

such as you may see turned out by the dozen

in a University town. But the man who

addressed him was of a different make, a man

whom few people would pass in the street

without observing. Tall, spare, and upright,
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with a keen, strongly lined face, latent fire in

his dark grey eyes, and the easy grace which

comes from strength, Maurice O'Connor had

more than good looksâhe had distinction.

He had the reputation of being eccentric and

unsociable. Since the death of his young

wife, a few months after their marriage, he

had led a roving life, the life of a traveller

and explorer. Latterly he had somewhat

settled down ; he had bought a villa in the

Tuscan hills, within easy reach of Florence.

He was an amateur artist of remarkable

ability ; and here he was able to gratify

his love of Nature and of art. Speaking

Italian like a native, he had become on

friendly terms with the peasants of the

wild and lonely country where he had

made his home; whilst he was frequently

to be met with studying in the picture

galleries of Florence. He had little in

common with Harry Percivale, but Maurice

O'Connor had had a liking for the young

man ever since the day he had happened, in

a casual sort of way, to save him from drown-

ing when, bathing off the coast of Ischia,

Harry had been seized with cramp on a

chilly spring day.

" I came over from England a fortnight

ago," said Harry, presently, as the two men

sauntered along the Lung'arno, " and I might

as well have stayed at home for any pleasure
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" That is, it's noth-

ing to do with me

âa family mat-

ter " and he

stopped short.

" Let us walk

on to the Cascine,"

said Maurice, ready

to ignore the young

man's semi-

confidence, if _

he wished to

say no more.

They went a

few yards in

silence, then Harry

hurst out :â

" I might as well

tell you the whole

storyâthat is, if it

won't bore you too

much. Perhaps you

can suggest some-

thing. I should be

awfully glad if you

would, /don't see

what is to be done."

" Tell me by all

means, my dear

fellow."

"Well, you re-

member my sister

Lucia : she and her

mother, my step-mother, you know, were

with me at Ischia last year."

" Yes, I remember her," said Maurice,

with an almost imperceptible change in his

quiet voice.

" She is a dear little creature, as simple

and docile as a child. My step-mother is

Italian, you know, and Lucia has been

brought up in a convent, and has not the

pluck of an English girl, and thinks she must

do everything she is told. Well, it is a horrid

story altogether. There is a man named

HendersonâI don't know if you have ever

met him ? "

" No, I think not."

" He is an awful bad lotâabout as bad as

they make them ; but he has heaps of money,

and is smart, and all that kind of thing.

What does the beast do, but actually dare to

propose to marry my poor little sister, 1 -ucia ;

and her mother, wretched woman, aids and

abets him, just because he has a place some-

where in England and ten thousand a yearâ

or says he has. He may be in the hands of

the Jews for what I know. Lucia loathes

him, I'll bet anything she does, though she

HALLOA, I'ERCIVALE

will hardly own it

even to me ; but

she daren't call her

soul her own. All

her Italian lady

friends are down

upon her, telling

her it's her duty,
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of the house yesterday, and forbade me to

speak to Lucia again. So I just packed up

my portmanteau, and walked off to an hotel.

The wedding day is fixedâcurse it ! and yet

I simply can't go home again and leave

Lucia to her fate."

They walked some way in silence. The

street was almost deserted nowâthe dark

masses of the Cascine woods loomed vaguely

before them, fire-flies flashed and vanished,

and from the leafy recesses of the park came

the silvery trill of a nightingale.

Maurice asked a few more questions about

the intended marriage. He was evidently

pondering over what Harry had told him,

and was anxious for all the information he

could gain respecting Mr. Henderson, and

Lucia's feelings towards him.

" You may see him for yourself, perhaps,

if you are still living in that out-of-the-way

place of yours in the mountains," said Harry.

" Yes, I have come down to Florence only

for a couple of days."

" Well, theyâthat is, Lucia and her mother

and that beast, Hendersonâare going to

Vallombrosa next week, to stay at the hotel

there. Lucia is quite ill with the worry of it

all, and the doctor says she must have

mountain air, and so she and my step-mother

will remain there till just before the wedding.

Of course she is ill; she is miserable ; but she

accepts the inevitable. She is resigned and

obedient, like a Hindu widow going to be

burnt alive. She doesn't know half the

horror of her fate, poor little innocent. And

I have to look on and see it! I wish to

goodness we lived in the old days, and there

was someone to do the young Lochinvar

business, and spirit her away, despite them

all. I have been wondering if I couldn't do

it myself, but I don't quite see how."

" Perhaps the bridegroom might be

spirited away instead of the bride," returned

Maurice, with a quiet laugh.

A week or two later, Mrs. Percivale, or

the Signora, as she was usually called, was

sitting under the shade of the great syca-

mores in the hotel garden at Vallombrosn.

In front, fields, " whose grass you scarce

could see for flowers," and where silvery

poplars shimmered, sloped towards a dark

wood of immemorial pines. Beyond rose

range after range of filmy blue hills, crowned

with the faint peaks of the distant Apennines.

Behind the white, green-shuttered walls of

the hotel were the tall towers and massive

buildings of the ancient and famous monas-

tery. Above rose vast forests of beech and

pine, climbing the hillside for many a mile,

along whose wild and enchanting paths

Milton once wandered, and where still,

" beneath the high, overarched Etrurian

shades," flow down the brooks embanked

with myriad fallen leaves. The very name

of Vallombrosa is full of legend and romance,

even though its monastery has become a

Government college of forestry, and its

ancient hostelry a modern hotel, crowded in
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life * her convent was her world ; she was

resigned to her marriage with a man utterly

distasteful to her ; all the girls of her acquain-

tance married the men

their parents chose for

them. It was all the will

of Providence, which

allowed some people to '4,\* ,, ,

be rich and others poor. 'i..' \

some to be happy and

AIRS. I'ERCIYALE WAS CHAI ItUING AWAY IN ENGLISH.

others miserable ; and it was her duty to

accept what God and her mother ordained for

her. Life was a sorrowful mystery, she thought,

and she only wished she might have been

allowed to remain with the kind, gentle sisters

in the convent, and escape from the terrible

necessity of marrying anybody ; most of all

this Mr. Henderson. She scarcely knew

why she disliked him so much: he was

always paying her compliments, and telling

her how much he adored her, besides lavish-

ing jewellery and pretty things upon her ;

but her womanly instinct revolted against the

expression in his face when he gazed at her,

and she shuddered when he took her hand.

" Perhaps he has the evil eye," she whispered

to herself. A short respite was now all that

was left to her. The wedding was fixed for

that day week. After this evening, she would

scarcely see Mr. Henderson again before

that dreaded day, for to-night he was

returning to Florence to make the thousand

and one necessary arrangements.

" It will be night long before

you arrive at Florence," the

Signora was saying to him.

" Ah, what a dark and dolorous

drive through the forest ! I

shudder to think of it! "

" There is nothing to be

afraid of, eara Signora. The

English Consul tells me the

country about here is absolutely

safe, or else I shouldn't risk

it. Of course, I don't believe

what the "â"natives" he

was going to say, with the

peculiar contempt an English-

man can show when speaking

of the inhabitants of any

country but his own ; but re-

membering that Mrs. Percivale

was an Italian, he turned his

sentence, awkwardly, into, " I

don't believe what waiters and

hotel-keepers say, of course."

During the table d'hote that

evening, Mrs. Percivale, who

always amused herself between

the courses by carefully ob-

serving the guests, gave a little

cry.

" Look ! Lucia, there is

your brother ; there is Harree,

at the end of the long table !

He did not tell us he was

coming. How glad am I,
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evening, as he reclined in the carriage,

smoking one of the choice cigars he had

smuggled into this land of bad tobacco.

There had been still a rosy glow in the

north-western sky when he started, but the

brief twilight was passing, and when the road

descended into the forest, and the tall pine-

trees stood thickly ranged on either side,

the gloom became funereal. The carriage

lamps shed flickering, uncertain lights, weird

shadow's flew past, and now a gleam fell upon

an ancient and wayside cross of stone.

At that moment the wild and mourn-

ful hoot of ali owl â or what sounded

like such â rang through the woods

and the driver abruptly pulled up his

horses.

" What are you doing ? Go on," shouted

Henderson,in his lame and blundering Italian.

But the coachman sat still on his box without

replying. " Curse the fellow ! what does he

mean by it ? '' and Henderson sprang to his

feet.

The feeble light from the lamps showed

him two dark figures standing at the horses'

heads, men in the ordinary dress of peasants,

but with their faces veiled by black crape,

which gave them a sinister and alarming

aspect. And, then, as if they had sprung

out of the earth, four men, similarly masked,

surrounded the carriage.

" You rascals ! " cried Henderson, furiously,

but turning cold with terror as he thought,

" They are brigands, and it is all a lie to say

there are none in Tuscany."â" You rascals,

what do you want ? "

" We want you," replied a solemn voice in

Italian. " The Signer will alight and come

with us."

" I shall do nothing of the sort," and

Henderson tried to swear and bluster.

" How dare you, you thieves, interfere with

an Englishman ? Drive on !" he shrieked.

" Drive over them !"

But the coachman never moved, and his

only answer was something that sounded

rather like a chuckle. The next moment

a pair of powerful arms pinioned Henderson,

and something hard and cold was pressed to

his forehead. " Another sound, and you are

a dead man ! "

Utterly cowed, and shivering with fright,

he was dragged out of the carriage, and set

on his feet in the road. Each of his arms

was then held in an iron grasp, and a third

man, standing behind him, tied a thick

cotton handkerchief tightly over his eyes ;

but not before he had caught a glimpse of a

brigand standing a little apart from the restâ

a tall, powerful-looking .mnn, who wore no

mask over his face.

Henderson guessed him to be the chief of

the brigands, and he gasped and stuttered

out an appeal: "I will give you all I have

to let me goâI have five hundred lire in my

purse, and there is English money in my

portmanteau "

" Silence!" came a stern voice, and if
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he found himself on the firm ground of a

high road.

Some instinct told the prisoner that they

were approaching a dwelling-house. The

road gave place to a gravel path : there was

a faint scent of roses and mignonette in the

air, as if a garden were near; now he was

being led up stone steps ; he heard a heavy

door open ; he had entered, and the door

was shut behind him, with a clanging of

bolts and bars. He was hurried upstairs,

flight after flight; now he was brought into

a roomâ" You can let him go," came the

voice of the chiefâthen his arms were re-

leased, the hand-

kerchief was un-

bound from his

eyes, and Hender-

son stood breath-

ing hard, blinking

his eyes after the

darkness, and

glancing round

him in bewilder-

ment.

He found him-

self in a small bed-

room, with a bare

floor and a few

articles of furni-

ture, cheerless, but

spotlessly clean ;

and a small win-

dow strongly

barred. In the

darkness without,

it was, of course,

impo ss i bl e to

know what that

window looked

upon. The room

was dimly lighted

by one of those

brass three-wicked

lamps the Tuscan

peasants use. It

was all so strange â this homely room

was so unlike the mountain cave where

brigands are usually supposed to have their

haunts. Henderson began to feel the whole

thing was a horrid nightmare. The two men

who had held his arms, and whose crape-

veiled faces looked even more ominous in

these common-place surroundings, had re-

treated to the door, and he was standing face

to face with the chief, who appeared to

disdain any disguise. He was a distinguished-

looking man, with finely cut features, a touch

of grey on his dark hair and moustache, and

" DON'T TRY TO ESCAPE FROM THIS PLACE.

a passionate gleam in his dark eyes, which

wore a very ferocious aspect in Henderson's

estimation.

The chief addressed him in Italian, speak-

ing slowly and distinctly. " You can under-

stand me, I believe?âwell, I wish to give

you a word of advice. Don't try to escape

from this place, it is useless. The house
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But she only shook her head, saying, " I

understand no English," a bad compliment

to Henderson's efforts in Italianâand setting

down her tray, she left the room, and the

door was promptly locked and bolted on the

outside. Footsteps went down the staircase,

then all was profoundly still.

His long march through the forest, his fright

and anxiaty, had thoroughly exhausted him,

and he ate his homely meal with unusual

relish. He found his door could be securely-

bolted from the inside, and this, combined

with the brigand's promise (murdering villain

as the man might be, Henderson somehow

felt convinced he might trust his word),

this made a certain sense of rest and comfort

steal over the prisoner when his hunger and

thirst were appeased.

The whole adventure was so odd. Here

was a brigand living in a fairly comfortable

house, able to allot his prisoner a bedroom,

with clean bed, washstand, towels, even a

looking-glass, just as if he kept an inn ! Why

did they not take his purse ? Why was his

very portmanteau brought into the room and

placed by his bedside ? But a dreadful pre-

sentiment made him shiverâif they thus

scorned to rob him of mere trifles, it meant

only that a ruinous ransom would be

demanded in exchange for his liberty and

life. And then he began to rage against the

whole countryâthe Government which was

powerless to put down brigandage, the officials

who were in league with the brigands, the

English Consul who had deceived him'by

denying their existence. He tried to comfort

himself by wild threats of what he would do

when he was free again : the Ambassador

would be appealed to, an international matter

made of it, and the Italian Treasury forced

to pay him exemplary damages.

Then, somewhat tardily, he began to think

of Lucia. "Good heavens !" and he turned

quite coldâ" suppose these blackguards keep

me here over the wedding day, and refuse to

let me communicate with the Percivales !

What is to become of me? Nobody will

have the ghost of a notion where I am."

Extreme fatigue and the death-like silence

around him had theireffect upon him,however,

and he slept soundly till after sunrise. Then

he sprang up, and, full of curiosity as to his

whereabouts, he went to the barred window.

He looked down some thirty feet upon a

strip of grass, then came a dense wood of

pine trees, amidst which he could hear a

rivet murmuring far down below. A low

range of grassy hills, now golden with flower-

ing broom, rose steeply beyond the pine
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wood, shutting out all distant view. There

was not a sign of human presence, not a

clue to tell him where he was. Only, as

these hills were now bathed in morning sun-

shine, he knew that his window looked

towards the west.

And, to his amazement, three days passed

away in this room, without his seeing a living

creature, except the old woman- who brought
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stand English, although I do not speak itâ

to you ; so you will not add anything of

your own composition. Do you under-

stand me ? "

Henderson thought he did, only too clearly,

and his face fell.

The ink-bottle, pen, and a sheet of paper

were then, in obedience to a sign, placed

upon the table by the brigands, and the chief

and his prisoner seated themselves.

"Now begin," said the former, and he

dictated the following words :â

" Dear Mrs. Percivale,âI much regret to

tell you that circumstances have occurred

which will prevent my being able to fulfil my

engagement to marry your daughter, Miss

Lucia Percivale, on the 26th instant. This,

my intention to relinquish the honour of her

hand, is irrevocable. So I beg you to

forget that such a person has ever existed as

" Your obedient servant,

"JAMES HENDERSON."

It was too much. His terror lost in fury,

Henderson threw down the pen and sprang

to his feet, choking with curses.

" You scoundrel, do you think you are

going to treat an Englishman like this ? I

defy youâyou and all your cut-throatsâI

defy you to make me

write a blackguardly letter

like that ! "

" You will change your

mind to-morrow," re-

turned the chief, coolly.

" Here," he said, turning

to his men, " blindfold

him, and take him down

to the dungeon."

Accordingly, the two

men again laid hold of

the wretched Henderson,

who kicked and fough't,

and all but bit, but was

quieted down by a further,

application of the revolver

to his forehead. Down-

stairs he was dragged,

without another word

being spoken, down flight

after flight, the last steps

being of slippery stone ;

he felt a damp, chilly

atmosphere surround him,

and when the bandage

was removed from his

eyes, he found himself in

total darkness. A heavy

door was slammed upon

him, a grating key was

turned in the lock, and he was left alone

with his helpless rage and mortification.

All sorts of terrors pursued him in this

awful gloomârats were the least of themâ

the thought that he might be forgotten,

might be left to die of starvation, tortured

him. He raved, he swore, he was all but

delirious.

As night fell, a faint ray of moonlight
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a hearty conviction he had been a fool to

refuse to write that letter to her mother.

He could make it up with her when he was

set at liberty again; and, in any case, no

woman in the world was worth all this misery ;

he would write anythingâanything to get out

of this den of horrors, and to put into a

good humour that disgusting, tall, cool,

supercilious captain of the brigands.

Morning dawned at last, faint daylight

glimmered through the window, then a ray

of sunshineâbut still no one came near the

prisoner. At last, when Henderson was

entirely broken-spirited by cold and hunger,

he heard the joyful sound of his door being

unlocked. The usual guard of two armed

men appeared. " The Signor, our Captain,

wishes to know whether you are ready to

write the letter as he commanded you?"

" Anything you like," replied the prisoner,

with the recklessness of despair. "You

have me in your power â I am not re-

sponsible."

So Henderson was once more blindfolded,

and hurried upstairs. When he was allowed

the use of his eyes again, he found himself in

his former prison; but, after his night of

horror, it appeared to him, now, quite a cheer-

ful and luxurious apartment. The chief soon

made his appearance, and wished his prisoner

good-day, with what the latter thought a

diabolically sarcastic smile. Without further

demur, Henderson wrote the letter precisely

as the chief dictated to him, addressing it to

the Signora Percivale at her house in

Florence, whither she and Lucia had by this

time returned.

" It will be posted in Florence," said the

chief, grimly, "and the Signora and the rest

of your friends, who have doubtless been

wondering what has become of you, will now

have no further wish for your society, and

will take no trouble to seek your where-

abouts. Thus I shall be spared the necessity

of putting you to death and hiding your

body."

Henderson started at this, and then

groaned to himself in English: "A pretty

figure I shall cut in the eyes of Florence

society !"

" There is now the matter of your ransom

to be considered," went on the chief, as - he

put the letter in his pocket. " You have

doubtless your cheque-book in that port-

manteau there ? "

" I don't know," muttered Henderson,

sulkily.

" Look and see! " in a tone which the

prisoner did not venture to disobey. " Now

write a cheque for five thousand pounds

sterling, payable to Giuseppe Amalfi."

" I'll be shot if I do !"

" Oh, no, you will not be shotâ-just yet.

You will have to spend a few weeks in the

dungeon first, on bread and water, and not

too much of that, and afterwards, if you still

prove obstinate, wellâI daresay you have

heard how it is our custom to cut off a

prisoner's ear or so, and send it to his friends,
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received everywhere with shouts of incredu-

lous laughter, and so mercilessly was he

chaffed, and such dreadful rumours reached

him of the wrath of the Signora at the

jilting of her daughter, that he fled from

Florence without attempting to see the

Percivales again ; his only consolation being

that he had saved

both his ears and his

money; for, unac-

countably as it seemed

to him, that cheque

for five thousand

pounds was never pre-

sented at any bank.

And so Italy and its

brigands knew Mr.

Henderson no more.

" Brigands ! " cried

the irate Signora ; " as

if there were any

brigands in Tuscany !

If this were Sardinia

or Sicily, one might

believe in it. But no,

no, it is all an excuse,

a lieâLucia, carissima

mia, my poor, de-

ceived, deserted Lucia,

do not weep for him,

the heartless villain. It

is a lucky escape for

you ; one ought to be

thankful if there were

any brigands to carry

him away."

Lucia, so far from

weeping, had a glad

step and beaming eyes,

and a heart uplifted with thankfulness that a

merciful Heaven had delivered her, even at

the eleventh hour, from a fate worse than

death, and she quite agreed with her mother

in invoking blessings on the brigandsâif

there were any such useful people.

As for Lucia's brother Harry, he was not

only in high spirits, but for days he was sub-

ject to sudden fits of uncontrollable laughter.

Upon being remonstrated with by his step-

mother for his untimely mirth, he answered,

with a fresh giggle : " I can only echo your

words, Signora: a lucky escapeâtwo lucky

escapes ! Henderson has escaped from the

brigands and Lucia has escaped from

Henderson. We shall never hear of Hender-

son any more, or of the famous brigand,

Giuseppe Amalfi, with his Â£5,000 cheque.

Don't scold me, Signora. I must laugh ! "

A year afterwards, Lucia, a bride, was

driving with her husband, Maurice O'Con-

nor, along the forest

road to his villa. It

was a massive-looking,

antique stone house,

covered with clematis

and wistaria, hidden

away in a nook of the

Tuscan hills, with a

Easter Eggs.

BY L. S. LEWIS.

T is more than thirty years

since Mr. Joseph Haiti, an

Austrian confectioner, re-intro-

duced into England Easter

eggs wrought in sweet-

meats ; and although

our confectioners do not receive a

hundredth part

of the encour-

agement given to their confreres on the

Continent, yet they are absolutely second to

none in ingenuity of design and general

excellence; this will be evidenced by the

photographs reproduced in this article.

The first photo, shows a corner of Messrs.

Buszard's spacious show-rooms in Oxford

Street. One

assistant is put-

ting confectionery

into the eggs,

whilst his col-

league is inserting

various articles of

jewellery, which

have been ordered

at the jeweller's

and then sent on

to Buszard's to

be placed in

specially made

e^gs, and dis-

patched to all

parts of the

world. On the

counter is seen

between ,Â£3,000

and ^4,0 o o

worth of jewelleryâwatches, rings, brooches,

clocks, tuds, pins, etc.

Eggs in which such presents are placed

are mere papier-mache shells, covered with

hand-painted satin.

Frequently, how-

ever, a lady will

order a plain white

satin egg to be

painted upon by

herself, and then

returned for filling

and dispatching.

Returned travellers

will bring in ostrich

eggs to be painted

and filled ; and an

egg of the extinct

great auk has

passed through

Messrs. Buszard's

handsâtruly a pre-

sent for a prince,

empty or filled.

All sorts of pre-

sents, from gloves

and bonnets to

articles of furniture, are placed in Easter

eggs: for ours is a practical age. The

record egg, in point of size and costli-

ness, was made at Buszard's splendid estab-
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MAN STANDING INSIDE THE GREAT EGG.

a ton of superfine confectionery, besides the

whole expensive trousseau of a South African

millionaire's bride. A great number of the

wedding presents were also packed in the

egg. The sweetmeat part of the order,

including the elaborate external decoration,

cost Â£500. The packing of the filled egg

was a work of art, and the whole was

insured for many thousands of pounds before

being delivered on board a Castle liner at

Southampton Docks.

The next photo, gives an excellent notion

of the size of this wonderful egg. One of

Messrs. Buszard's liveried servants is seen

standing in an unfinished half of the shell ; a

little table is before him, and on it are

placed some plain satin eggs of ordinary size.

Easter eggs worth ,Â£20,000 have been sent

out by this famous wedding-cake house; but,

of course, the value lay chiefly in the precious

contentsâperhaps a superb diamond necklace

composed of specimen stones.

The next photo, shows an amusing novelty.

It was made by Messrs. Buszard, and would

TWO EASTER NOVELTIES.

A MCiEON OK IMPORTANCE.

cost two or three pounds. A very perky

pigeon, wearing a smart hat, is wheeling an

elegant little wheelbarrow, in which is a

beautifully decorated and painted egg, filled

probably with perfume or

sweets.

When I mention that

Â£10 is quite a common

price to pay for an artistic

Easter novelty in the West-

end of London, some idea

may be gained of the extent

of the Easter trade in

New York and capitals of

Europe. The inhabitants

of St. Petersburg, rich and

poor, exchange more

Easter eggs than the people

of any other two of the

world's great capitals. Paris

used to come next (Easter

novelties may still be seen

there, priced at 5,000

francs); but second place

EASTER EGGS.
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sive eggs filled with games and mechanical

toys of all kinds.

The next novelty shown here was made

by Messrs. A. J. Caley and Son, of Norwich,

the well-known confectioners. Here we see

a big, wise-looking owl with her family ; the

bodies of all consisting of a delicious

chocolate Easter egg. The big chocolate

egg lower down, engirdled with a regiment

MOTHER OW

must now be given to New York, in which

city, as everyone knows, things are conducted

on a magnificent scale. Mr. Tom Smith,

the "Cracker King," told me of a superb

Easter egg which a New York railway magnate

presented to his little son. It was really a

miniature carriage, the body being in the form

of a huge egg, enamelled white, lined with

white quilted satin, and

drawn by a pair of mar-

vellously diminutive

ponies. London comes

last in this matterâa long

way after Edinburgh, Man-

chester, and Birmingham.

Here are two more taste-

ful and pretty novelties

from Buszard's. One is a

little Swiss carrier who has

the inevitable egg in his

pannier; and the other is

an egg made in the shape

of a nest, mounted on a

rustic stand, and with a

doll clinging to the out-

side. This brings me to

Easter eggs for children.

At Hamley's, in Regent

Street, you will be shown

a satin egg containing a

doll's complete trousseau;

an egg of plaited straw,

containing a miniature tea

or dinner - service, or,

perhaps, a regiment of

soldiers ; and huge expen- A JAPANESK ECG.

GREAT MOTOR-CAR OF CHOCOLATE.

From a Photo, by Avenell it Co., Brighton.

of Japanese youngsters, is from the same

great East Anglian house.

Of course, to some extent topical events

affect the designs of Easter

novelties ; but the craze

must be something which

can be fashioned into the

shape of an egg. Thus, a

bicycle wouldn't do. But

look at this ingenious little

motor-car, which was de-

signed and " built " by

Maynards, Ltd., the well-

known retail confectioners.

The motor-car is one mass

of chocolate, weighing

i81b. This is a big egg,

but, in point of sizeâ

though not in tastefulness

and ingenuity of designâ
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children. These eggs are in the Continental

styleâthat is to say, real eggs boiled hard,

dyed various colours, and then inscribed

with names and mottoes. The Queen her-

self receives Easter eggs from some of her

numerous relatives, and also from foreign

monarchs.

The elaborate Easter egg next shown

-is reposing in a kind of hansoirr^eab, or

jinricksha, made of bamboo and drawn by a

team of four little storks. A fifth stork, of

commanding mien", is driving the whole

concern, post haste to the residence of the

lucky recipient.

Kut Easter novelties would be incomplete

without some representation of " the goose

" THE MILLINER'S APPRENTICE."

(A Little Chick.)

beautiful ornament for a lady's boudoir. This

cost 1,500 francs.

The next photo, shows another of Mr.

Hartl's designsâa real chick dressed up as a

milliner's apprentice, and carrying in her

hand a box of eggs. The donor can, of

course, buy an expensive hat or bonnet and

place it in the box, to be delivered, as it were,

by the gay little chick.

Mr. Ponder, Her Majesty's own con-

fectioner, usually prepares some Easter eggs

for the little Battenbergs and other Royal

JEWELS.

" THE GOOSE THAT LAID THE GOLDEN EGGS."

that laid the golden eggs"; and here is

that wonderful bird, attended by numerous

progeny. The designer may be a little weak

in his natural history (notice the relative

sizes of the eggs)âbut it were churlish to

criticise such pretty things.

The larger goose is a me-

chanical birdâthere being

a somewhat painful view of

clockwork at the place where

the neck joins the body.

That goose will nod com-

placently for hours, as

though it knew, its eggs

contained (as many ulti-

mately do) a little pile of

twenty or fifty bright new

sovereigns.

Lastly we come to some

of the many novelties turned

out by Mr. Fuller, the

EASTER EGGS.
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MR. GLADSTONE.

MR. CECIL RHODES.

DR. JAMESON.

famous American confectioner. In the first

place, then, there are rich American cakes

fectly level surface and allowed to settle.

Then they are placed in the hands of an

in the form of magnificent eggs, iced and artist, who judges from the shape of the egg

decorated in a most beautiful manner, and

bound at the

joining of the

halves with

pretty satin

ribbons. Then

there are blown

egg-shells filled

with chocolate

cream (poured

through the pin-

hole), and ulti-

mately heated in

a saucepan and

placed in one's

egg - cup on

Easter morning.

Naturally, even the shrewdest suspect nothing,

but attack the egg in the usual way.

But Fuller's funniest and most original

things are reproduced here. They are of

American origin ; and here is

the manner of their making :

About a gross of hen's eggs

are bought and blown by the

girls at Fuller's works, natu-

ralists' tools being used for

this purpose ; the contents of

the eggs, by the way, are sold

to the girls very cheaply, at so

much per quart. The blown

shells are next taken to the

drying-room and left there a

few days, before being weighted

or balanced. This is done by

pouring in through the hole a

little fine shot, on top of which

is poured melted wax. The

eggs are then stood on a per-
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A "DUDB."

THE STUPID PENGUIN.

(and the shapes vary) what " character " shall

be imparted to

it by means of

oil paint. I have

chosen for re-

production the

following: Mr.

Gladstone, Mr.

Cecil Rhodes,

Dr. Jameson, a

clown,a "dude,"

and a penguin.

Now, these eggs

are as funny as

they are novel.

Push Rhodesâ

knock him down

as many times as you likeâand he bobs up

With a)i Artist in Japan.

BY RAYMOND BLATHWAYT.

ILLUSTRATED BY MORTIMER MENPES.

X Kyoto last spring Mr.

Mortimer Menpesâ"Japanese

Menpes" as he is termed by his

brother artists in Englandâ

and I spent several days and

nights studying the charming

variety of life for which Japan is more

celebrated perhaps than any other country

even in the charming East. I came across

Menpes seated in a Japanese theatre one

bright morning.

" Here I am, you see," said he, as he bade

me sit down beside him, " making studies of

the actor's life in Japan. 1 have got the whole

theatre and ten actors, as

you see, all posing at once

upon the stage, and I

pay only 35. 6d. an hour.

Fancy hiring the Lyceum,

with Irving and Forbes

Robertson thrown in, for

a sum like that.

" Now, look at this

theatre," he continued,

" and look at that group

of actors, and see what a

perfect harmony, without

one single discord, they

produce. Vivid, and yet

harmonious and restful. Is

that instinct or science ?

I should say science. Do

you notice, too, that they

don't go in for realism

as we do ? Herkomer's

moon hurriedly rising and

setting would be impos-

sible in this land of born

artists. Oh ! look at that

beautiful man," he con-

tinued, pointing to the stage whereon lay

a man with a pocket-handkerchief thrown

across his body. " He's a corpse. He has

been killed in a fierce encounter which took

place just before you came in. You see, he's

getting up and strolling off the stage, just as

he would if the people crowded the theatre,

and the piece were in full swing. And quite

rightly, too. He argues within himself:

' Why should I stay here ? Since no one

MK. MORTIMER MRNPES.

from a Photo, by Stendeluokn.

believes I am really killed ; since I

am no longer wanted, why should I waste

my time stopping about here ?' You

see, realism is never attempted in a Japanese

theatre. Like all their art, it is a mere

suggestion. Do you know how they light up

their actors ? Instead of their standing in a

blaze of lime-light, theyâbut Til get them to

show you, and you shall see for yourself.

Tell them," and as he spoke he turned to his

interpreter, " to do that piece over again."

The man called out to the men, a

moment's hesitation of preparation, and

several actors, at once assuming tragic poses,

stalked solemnly about
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IN A JAI'ANtSK

with the orange light and the bluish back- illustrate a seaside resort, which had been

ground, and how beautiful the whole thing wheeled in behind the actors,

is in this dim, religious light. "There ! now we'll go for a walk," and so

" But I'll finish up now," continued my we passed out together into a perfect blaze

friend, as with a few swift, dexterous strokes of bnlliant sunshine,

he painted in the decorative waves meant to Kyoto, the ancient capital of Japan, with

-
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a thousand years of history and more behind

it, is situated in the Province of Yamashiro,

in the very heart of Japan. Lovely green-

clad hills and mountains stand round about

it on all sides, and dividing it almost exactly

in half flows the Kamogawa, or River of

Wild Ducks, which empties itself in Osaka

Bay.

In the centre of the beautiful city, said to

be in many respects the most interesting in

obtained by means of a stately flight of stone

steps, is hung a great bell, the bell of the

Buddhist priests, and the largest bell in Japan.

It is 18ft. in height and some 900 years old.

Eight men are required to manipulate the

huge piece of timber by which it is sounded,

in order that it may be swung with accurate

precision so as not to deaden the sound ;

and then, when well done, as it was the day

we heard it, how magnificent is the deep

THE UOUllI.bl'lIANDEU SVVOKU,

Japan, lies Gosho, the ancient residence of

the Mikados, and on the hill-side is the

wonderful monastery of Chioin, and here, far

up amid the rafters of the gracefully arched

roofâand till you have been to Japan you

do not know all the beauties and possibilities

that exist in a roofâwe caught a glimpse of

the umbrella that the architect had left there

centuries ago.

Just behind the monastery and the temple,

to which access from the valley beneath is

boom that solemnly pulsates through the

valley, dying away at length upon the summer

breeze with a quivering sweetness, which

once heard can never be forgotten.

Up and down those steps, leading to lofty

fanes and long-drawn aisles of dark-hued fir-

trees, passed Buddhist monks and priests,

and citizens of Kyoto, and of the wider

world beyond â for Kyoto is the resort

of pilgrims and of tourists innumerable

â and flickering in and out of the
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sunlight, flecked by alternate light and

shadow, tripped the sweet little musumes,

without whose charm of presence Japan

would lose half its attraction

for the Western traveller.

Mortimer Menpes and I f

wended our slow way to a f

public park, wherein the

people were keeping one of vi

their many holidays. Our

slow way, I say advisedly,

for my friend stopped now

and again to make a sketch

of something or someone that

caught his fitful fancy. Now

it was a temple, half obscured

by the lovely cherry blossom,

which snowed pink and white ;â¢

upon the ground beneath; ;i;

now it was a tradesman in

his shop, a carpenter at his

bench, drawing his tool to him,

instead of pushing it from ;

him as with us ; or it was

a stencil cutter, or a potter

in a tumble-down shed, and

with the rudest implements,

producing, nevertheless, the

exquisite vessels for which

Kyoto is so justly cele-

brated.

" You must see Kanzan's

pottery before you leave,"

said Menpes ; " and notice

those lovely ducks, those

butterflies wheeling and turning in a summer

sky, those lovely flowers that he produces

upon his cups. Kanzan is the Minton of

A CAKl'tNTEK AT HIS BENCH.
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Japan, and he is far more, for no European

can approach him."

By this time we were passing the outskirts

of the town. The rice and indigo fields lay rich

and green and

marshy around

us, the little

pools of water

sparkling in the

rays of the set-

ting sun, and

the air resonant

with the tre-

mendous croak-

ing of thousands

upon thousands

of frogs. The

'ricksha men

hurried by, chat-

tering vigor-

ously as they

ran, with their

splendidly

developed legs

glancing in and

out of the shafts

of their ma-

chines. Forty

miles a day,

drawing a heavy

load, these men

will run, at a

fast trot that

scarcely ever

knows variation

or diminution.

And now we

came to the park, wherein the people made

holidayâand not Frenchmen or Italians can

enjoy themselves more light-heartedly than

the Japanese on pleasure bent.

Amongst the

men there was

plenty of drun-

kenness. I never

saw more on a

Bank Holiday

in England. It

; was more like a

Saturday even-

ing in Scotland,

except that

there was not a

drunken woman

to be seen. But

the men had

evidently gone

in strongly for

their beloved

sake, which is,

I fancy, at once

the popular

drink and the

greatest curse

of Japan. Many

of the people,

however, sat

quietly enough,

drinking tea in
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life. But beyond all, and above all, were the

children. Japan is a very paradise of babies,

and children rule the roost entirely in the

Land of the Rising Sun

" Now, I am happy," said my friend, as he

pulled out his sketch-book, sat himself down

upon a handy bench, and began to sketch a

group of little boys who stood wonderingly

around.

Soon he picked out for special notice the

little fellow of whom so charming a likeness

here appears. I wandered on by myself to

admire the wonderful interest of the varied

scene around me. I came across a group of

little girlsâand for once I wish I were a

woman that I could do technical and artistic

justice to their beautiful costumes âengaged

in a game of battledore and shuttlecock.

The little womenâfor such they areâwere

evidently en fete, and had probably come

from a children's party ; they wore for the

most part blue, flowered silk kimonos ; their

faces, which they treat exactly as an artist

does his canvas, were painted deathly white,

and their pretty mouths were as red as those

of their own beloved dolls, which, indeed,

they very closely resembled. Their wooden

clouts clattered loudly but not altogether un-

musically upon the ground as they rushed

here and there intent upon the progress of

their game. The shuttlecock was a golden

bulb stuck full of feathers to resemble the

petals of a flower.

And here I noticed, exactly as I had read,

that the boys stood round charring their

sisters and singing a song, which they have

probably sung from time immemorial, that

the winds might rise and blow away the

shuttlecock, whilst the little girls replied in

chorus with a song, in which they prayed the

winds to calm themselves within their cave.

The girls who failed to hit their shuttlecock

were punished with ink marks upon their

white painted faces, or with circles drawn

black round their merry eyes. Gentle little

maidens are they in Japan, taught to defer in

all things to their brothers, who in many

respects, are the most odious specimens of

humanity that it has ever been my misfortune

to encounter.

What a Japanese boy requires, and what

unfortunately he never gets, is a good

thrashing at stated intervals; that would

make a man of him. At present, as matters

stand, he is pampered and petted till he

becomes absolutely unendurable, so that he

is growing up a source of misery to himself

and to his friends, and in the not far future a

source of absolute danger to the community

at large.

Japan's chief source of danger, her

gloomiest outlook for the future, lies in her

ill-regulated and totally undisciplined young

manhood. However, this is not a political

dissertation, so we will go on with the child-

life of which we now and again obtained

such charming glimpses that afternoon and
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"The beauty of Japan," said Menpes, as

we strolled about together, " is its wonderful

variety. The child-life of the country is

more beautiful here than

anywhere else, it is so all-

depicting those aspects as well as I can

for my next Bond Street Exhibition ; the

day, or silver side ; the night, or golden

side. Can you not see

""â¢ what I mean ? Let us

AN ACTOR.

pervading, so characteristic ; there

is, besides, the life of the merchant, the arti-

ficer, the artist, the actor, the musician,

but above and beyond all is the child-life

you see all around you. Look at that girl

now," he continued,

as he pointed to a

pretty little maiden

standing at the fast-

closed [door of one

of the ridiculous little

toy-houses by which

we were surrounded,

crooning her innocent

little song and twang-

ing upon the samiseii,

just as Menpes, who

then and there made

a sketch of her, has â¢

depicted in the little

picture here repro-

duced.

" Here, too, in

Japan," he mur-

mured, as he folded

up his drawing ma-

terials and as we

resumed otir walk,

" how sharply is the

difference defined

between night and

day. I see two sides

to the daily life in

Japan, and I am

A Buy ACl'UK.

stand aside

watch what goes on,

gather my meaning."

And, indeed, what

and suggestive in the

AN ACTOIi.

for a moment, and

and you will soon

we saw was beautiful

extreme. The moon

was just topping the

neighbouring hill,

and silvering the firs

and pines with her

calm and quiet light,

so different from the

fierce glare of the

day; the temples

stood outlined clear

and sharp against the

evening sky, from

which the last red

light of the setting
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" What a difference," remarked my friend,

" between a fine night and a rainy night

there is in Kyoto, to be sure. In London

there is but littleâeverything goes on much

as when it is fine ; but here, on a wet night,

the streets are still as death, and all these

queer, mysterious little people are hidden

within their tiny houses, and scarcely a

candle-gleam to tell what has become of

them ; but on a

fine night, like

this, the hum and

bustle is every-

where and con-

tinuous. I remem-

ber Mr. Griffin

says much the

same thing in

' The Mikado's

Empire.'"

At this moment

we came upon a

group of musi-

cians and actors

going, presum-

ably, to the

theatre, and Mr.

Menpes, through

his interpreter,

asked to be al-

lowed to make a

sketch of one or

two, a request

which met with

an immediate

and delighted re-

sponse, for the

Japanese, unlike

many Easterns,

have a great

pleasure in see-

ing themselves

upon canvas.

The guide told

me that the sami-

sen, or banjo,

which one of the

women carried, is

quite a modern

instrument, hav-

ing been brought

over from Manila within the last 200

years. Music in Japan, as in the East

generally, consists of what to us, with our

ideas of sweet sounds, appears to be little

inferior to the most extraordinary series of

discords. There is one very curious ceremony

which takes place at certain great shinto

festivals, and that is the performance by the
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A JAPANESE CHILD.

band of Court musicians attached to the

Bureau of Rites of the silent concert.

On these occasions the musicians appear

with string and wind instruments, and go

through all the motions of playing, without a

single instrument emitting a sound, it being

held that the sanctity of the occasion would
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of Dolls. How queer that little chap

looks with his head shaven. Their heads

when shaven appear of abnormal size.

It is quite a universal fashion and, I

imagine, a very ancient one. The head is

shaved altogether for the first three years.

After this, the hair is allowed to grow in

three tufts, one over each ear and the other

at the nape of the neck. At ten years of age

in far-away Japan, and sung, too, by little

musumis. How on earth did they get hold

of that, I wonder ? "

" But what to me is so curious," said I,

" is the extraordinary way in which they

mingle pessimism and playfulness, pathos

and humour. Miss Isabella Bird went into

a school once and found a number of these

joyous little girls reciting a poem as pessi-

-

DULL-MAKERS.

the boy is allowed to grow all but a round

space on the crown, which exactly resembles

a Roman priest's tonsure. At fifteen, when

the boy becomes a man, his hair is allowed

to grow in full.

" Curious mixture, these children are," con-

tinued my friend, as a very large school of

charming little girls, some 200 in number,

filed by us two-by-two, and who, to my

mingled delight and astonishment, were

singing, with great sweetness, and in perlect

time, the well-known English song, " In the

gloaming, oh, my darling."

" There, just imagine hearing that song

mistic as the gloomiest of the Psalms of

David :â

Colour and perfume vanish away.

What can be lasting HI this world ?

To-day disappears in the abyss of nothingness :

It is but the passing image of a dream, and causes

only a slight trouble."

" Their favourite game, as I daresay you

know," said Menpes, " is that of funerals."

At this moment we passed a doll-maker's

shop, in which sat a couple of girls manu-

facturing little puppets that to the life

resembled the ridiculous little boys who were

eagerly looking on, and who probably served

as unconscious models to the busy artists,
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who turned the toys off so rapidly. While

Menpes sketched them, I strolled over the

way to where a crowd of children were

breathlessly bending over a man who was

busy at something in their midst. The man

turned out to be one of those of whom I had

often heard, who was engaged in painting

a picture of coloured sand upon the ground.

One of the crowd was a little girl with her

baby-brother fast asleep strapped upon her

back, as is the way of the country.

On each side of a patch of sand, so

spread as exactly to resemble a huge

piece of white paper, stood two lamps,

and on this he drew his picture with

coloured sands taken from half-a-dozen

different bags, and into which he would dip

his hand now and again, letting the black

sand trickle from his fingers and go at will,

sketching the outline of a fish or a man, or

anything else, and then he would colour the

sketch, sometimes doing two colours at once.

" They are wonderful artists," said my

friend; " when I get home I will give you an

exact reproduction of Kyosai's blacksmith at

work. You will then see what life and

animation a Japanese artist can convey by a

few rapid strokes. He never hesitates. He

has the picture in his mind's eye, and in a

moment he reproduces it, to the life, upon

his paper or silk, as the case may be. I

once saw Kyosai sit down upon the floor

and, with incredible rapidity, and, if I may

so express it, sureness of aim, depict a stork

in a very difficult and peculiar attitude. I

thought, perhaps, it was a stock subject,

like the fish a street artist draws upon the

London pavements.

" ' Not a bit,' said he ; ' that bird lives in

my garden, and I saw it in that attitude in

the morning. I went away, made a sketch,

came back again, found the bird still in the

same attitude; I studied it carefully again, went

back to my picture, made the alterations I

thought necessary, and so now I can do it

perfectly from memory. How can your

artists attempt to sketch a figure in action, as

I am told they do, from a man standing

perfectly still in the first attitude of running ?

That can only really be done by an effort

of memory. Tell your artists to train

their memory and their eye. Let them study

what they see. Why should an artist study

anatomy ? He isn't a doctor. He should

depict the action of the muscles as shown in

the flesh-covered legs and arms.' That was

Kyosai's theory, and he was a great artist.

And now," said my. friend, "let us to our

beds with what hearts we may."

Sayonara, " Good-bye, come again soon."

Portraits of Celebrities at Different Times of their Lives.

cross the Danube. The Roumanian army

was then mobilized, and war declared against

Turkey. Prince Charles had the command

Fnm a I'lulu. ba\

(f. Unit-he*. Bitcliarat.
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THE KING OF ROUMANIA.

BORN 1839.

HARLES I., KING OF ROU-

MANIA, was elected and pro-

claimed Prince-Regent of Rou-

mania with hereditary succession

by a plebiscite taken April 8-20,

1866. In April, 1877, a convention was

concluded between his Government and

Alexander II., permitting the Russians to

of the Army of the West, and he fought at

Plevna, where the Roumanians and their

Prince behaved with great gallantry. He

had the title of " Royal Highness" from

1878 till March 26, 1881, when he was pro-

claimed King of Roumania by the unanimous

vote of the representatives of the nation.
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THE QUEEN OF

ROUMANIA.

(CARMEN SYLVA.)

IAUUNE ELISA-

BETH ODII.E

LOUISE, daugh-

ter of the late

Prince

mann of Wied, mar-

ried Prince Charles of

Roumania in 1869.

spired them in many battles,

was composed by their own

Princess, " the mother of her

people." Under the name of

" Carmen Sylva " she has pub-

lished many volumes of stories

and poems. Some of her

most beautiful and touching

poems are those written on

the death of her only

child in 1874.

Her great popu-

larity in the land of

her adoption dates

from her first ap-

pearance among

her people. She

began at once to

enter into the life

of the Roumanian

people, to study

their customs, and

to endeavour to

understand their

thoughts and aspi-

rations. During the

war of 1877, the

Princess worked

day and night in

the hospitals, setting an example which was

followed by the Roumanian women in the

most unselfish manner. When the victorious

Roumanian army, headed by the Prince, entered

Bucharest on their return from the campaign,

the war song which they sang, and which had in-

Photo, tn]
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MR. JOHN S. CLARKE.

BORN 1835.

OME time ago Mr. John S. Clarke,

the American comedian, resumed

the management of the Strand

Theatre with a laughable play

called "The Prodigal Father."

When Mr. Clarke began his London career

at the St. James's in 1867 as Major Wellington

de Boots, he had already acted that part in

the United States over a thousand times.

His Dr. Pangloss was another great success,

and his Su/em Scudder was delightful. In

50. (rraiMle it ilartluilL

ACtt 30.

1872 he became proprietor of the Charing

Cross Theatre, and played Bob Acres in

" The Rivals." He afterwards managed the

Haymarket with

the late E. A.

Sothern. Mr.

Clarke isa brother-

in-law of the late

Edwin Booth, the

great American

tragedian, and is

one of the largest

owners of theatre

property in the

world. His recent

reception at the

Strand shows that

his kind face and

brilliant comedy-

acting have not

yet been forgotten

by London. Â«Â».SZ*Â«Sb**
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THE BISHOP OF SOUTHWARK.

BORN 1845.

UYSHE YEATMAN, Bishop of

Southwark, who was recently in-

stalled as Sub-Dean of the Pro-

Cathedral of St. Saviour's on its

restoration, was educated at Win-

chester, where he rose to the " Sixth Book,"

being also a prefect. He read for Orders

AGE 19.

From a Photo, by Herbert W'atlritu, Regent Strttt.

under the Master of the Temple, was ordained

in 1869, and was successively chaplain to

Bishop Moberley, secretary of the Diocesan

Society, vicar of Netherbury, vicar of

Sydenham, examining chaplain to the Bishop

AGE 33.

from a Pholo. lÂ» ;/.'.'. it Saundm, Camliriitge.

of Winchester, proctor for his diocese in

Convocation, and finally became a bishop in

1891. The Bishop of Southwark has devoted

much attention to the working affairs of the

Church, and especially to education.

From a 1'hota. l>ut

PRESENT UAV.
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T was three years ago last April.

I have no need to turn to my

diary to ascertain that fact, for

the story and the after-events

made such a deep impression

upon me that I can recall the

occasion as though it were but yesterday.

The good ship Bantling Castle was in the

" Doldrums," and I was one of her passengers,

homeward bound from the Cape for a six

months' holiday, after a five years' voluntary

exile among sheep, goats, ostriches, Kaffirs,

and Hottentots. The change from my rough

Karroo life to the comforts and luxuries of a

well-appointed liner was as agreeable as it

was vast, and I was enjoying myself

amazingly.

On the evening in question I was leaning

over the taffrail, smoking my pipe, in company

with the doctor of the Bantling Castle, with

whom I had struck up a shipboard friendship.

Not a breath of air ruffled the surface of the

water, which, save for a slow, gentle heaving,

would have been motionless except where we

left a widening track behind us. The heat

had been intense, and the passengers, who

during the earlier part of the day had for the

most part lain about like so many inert bodies

wherever anything threw sufficient shade to

cover them, now began to rouse themselves.

Down into the oily waters sank the sun,

looking so like a red-hot ball dropping into

the sea that one almost expected to hear the

" sizzle " as it touched the horizon. Hardly

had it disappeared, when the sea and sky

alike were flooded with a pale, luminous

lightâa soft, delicate colour between blue

and green, with the barest suspicion of violet

in it. I cannot describe it properly, but I

have seen the same tint in an opal. So

perfectly did the heavens and the ocean

blend together in this wondrous light that it

was utterly impossible to distinguish the line

of the horizon. While this delicious state

of things lasted I puffed away in silence,

forgetful of my companion and completely

unconscious of everything around me save

the -soft, delightful colouring I have men-

tioned, and I seemed to feel the calm, restful

peace of the bygone Sabbaths in my old

rural home in the Old Country. My thoughts

flew back over the gulf of years, and I was

once more a child, toddling by my mother's

side over the daisy-carpeted meadows to the

little village church. The voice of my

companion recalled me from the pleasant,

shadowy land of reverie.

" Young fools ! " he muttered, evidently to

himself.

I looked at him in surprise at such an

extraordinary remark, and he laughed as our

eyes met.

"You see, Mr. Merton," he said, in

explanation to my look of inquiry, " I've a

trick of thinking aloud sometimes. It's an

easy habit to get hold of, but a bad one to

break off."

" Yes, yes, I know it is," I replied. " I'm

guilty of the same thing myself occasionally.

But, come now, Dr. Tryson, there's surely a
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THERE S SURELY A YARN AT THE BACK OF THAT

REMARK."

Denton was one of the handsomest girls I

ever saw. I should say she would be about

twenty at the time, tall of stature and wjth

a figure that any woman might well be proud

of. Then her faceâwell, I'm afraid I'm not

much of a hand at describing the fair sex, so

just think of the prettiest girl you know, and

imagine Miss Denton to be like her. But

that wasn't all. Her dispositionâor, at least,

so much as I saw of itâwas as charming as

her outward appearance, and before we were

two days out she was not only the belle, but

the first favourite of the whole vessel.

" Her father, Major Denton, was a retired

Army officer, an easy-going, genial, middle-

aged gentleman, who never appeared to

trouble his head about anything so long as

his daughter was happy and he had his

cheroot. What had brought them out to the

Cape I don't rightly remember, although I

knew at the time ; but I rather fancy they

had been on a visit to some friend or relative,

Port Elizabeth way. But, however, that

doesn't matter. It's got nothing to do with

the yarn.

" The last of the trio was a young man,

Gabriel by nameâEmmanuel Gabriel. Ruin

sort of name, ratherâcontinental, eh ?âbut

there was nothing continental about the man.

VoL xiii.â5O.

He was a fine-looking fellow of

six feet or so. Brown, curly hair

and moustache, regular features,

and all that sort of thing. His

skin was tanned to a burnt sienna

shade, his age would be about

twenty-eight, and except for being

just a shade hasty in temper, he

was as agreeable an acquaintance

as I ever came across on board

ship. Somehow he and I fell

into the habit of smoking an after-

dinner pipe together, and in our

conversations I gathered that he

had struck a streak of luck at the

diamond fields, and, although he

was not by any means a million-

aire, he was perfectly satisfied with

what he had got, and was on his

way home to enjoy the best of

his days in the Old Country.

" From the first, Gabriel ap-

peared to be very much struck

with Miss Denton, and his attentions did

not seem at all displeasing to the lady.

Now, there is nowhere like shipboard for

observing the progress of a flirtation, and

we watched the intimacy between the

two deepen as the days went by. Before

we crossed the line many of the passengers

expressed their opinion that the young couple

were going to make a match of it, and more

than one bet was made as to whether or no

their engagement would be announced before

we dropped anchor in Plymouth Sound. Of

course, all this gossip and speculation went
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the pluckiest thing that ever I saw in

my life.

"Gabriel struck the water flat, and the

shock seemed to deprive him of his senses,

for he made little or no effort to keep him-

self afloat. A couple of life-buoys were

pitched to him, but almost before they touched

the water Miss Denton had mounted the

bulwarks, and before anyone could get near

enough to stop her, had plunged in after the

drowning man. The way she ' took off' from

the bulwarks was

a treat, I can tell

you. Everybody

held their breath

as she disappeared

for a moment, and

then cheered lustily

as her fair head

popped up again

above the water

and she struck out

for the helpless

man, pushing one

of the life - buoys

before her. It was

a lucky thing, per-

haps, for both of

them that the

weather had been

so hot, and conse-

quently, the lady

was not hampered

with a lot of cloth-

ing, otherwise her

task might have

been too much for

her. By the time a

boat had been

lowered and man-

ned she had reach-

ed Gabriel, and the

two hung on to the

life-buoy until help

arrived. As the

boat neared them

the light was fading

quickly, but it was

not yet so dim as to hide from us an ominous

ripple on the surface of the water within a

stone's throw of the freighted buoy.

" ' For God's sake, pull your hardest, lads '.'

I screamed.

" ' What is it ? what is it ? ' asked Major

Denton, springing to my side, and clutching

my arm.

" I pointed. I couldn't for the life of me

have told him in words. His eyes told him

what my tongue refused to speak.

"' Fifty pounds if you get 'em safe on

board !' he shouted, wildly. Then his face

turned as grey as the ash of your pipe. His

eyes closed, his lips moved slightly, and I

caught a few words of prayerâearnest,

passionate prayer, the cry of a soul in

helpless, unutterable agony.

"The men in the boat bent to the oars

with a will. Not because of the major's
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ascertained the extent of his injuries. The

whole of the ringers, with the exception of

the thumb (if you call that a finger), of his

left hand had goneâgone as clean as if

they'd been taken off with a hatchet.

" He never so much as winced while I was

dressing the wound, although he must have

been suffering excruciating pain. But when

duct. I have no doubt that the accident

precipitated matters somewhat. At any rate,

before another twenty-four hours had passed

everybody on board knew that Gabriel and

Miss Denton were engaged, and hearty con-

gratulations were being continually buzzed

into their ears."

" And as soon as they landed at Plymouth

" THE SHARK ROLLED OVEK."

I had finished I noticed that he had drawn

blood with biting his lip. The man must

have been possessed of enormous will-power.

" ' You've had a narrow escape, Mr.

Gabriel !' I observed, as I was securing the

bandage.

" ' Of going after my fingers ? Yes,' he

replied, with a ghastly smile and a slight

shudder.

"'Miss Denton's the pluckiest girl I ever

saw,' I said, curious to hear his opinion of

her conduct.

" ' Miss Denton is an angel!' he exclaimed,

with deep earnestness, that convinced me at

once the man was hard hit.

"Fortunately the lady, beyond a slight

attack of hysterics when the reaction came,

suffered no ill-effects from the adventure.

Of course, you will easily imagine how every-

body was loud in praise of her, and made

much of her, but she bore her honours

modestly, and did little else but blush when

anybody made an allusion to her heroic con-

they were married, and, we may presume,

' have lived â¢ happy ever after,' eh, doctor ?

That's the finish of your ' rope's end,' as you

call it, I suppose?" I said, concluding the

narrator's story for him.

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Merton," went

on the doctor. " You're wrong entirely.

That would have been a fitting ending to it,

but the actual ending, so far as I know it,

was very different. Everything went well

until we got to Madeira. Gabriel's wound

healed rapidly, the lovers seemed intensely

happy in each other's society, and it was

understood that they were to be married very

soon after landing in England.

" It was about one o'clock in the morning

when we sighted the island, but many of

the passengers turned out and came on deck,

amongst others Gabriel and Miss Denton.

I saw them standing arm-in-arm, gazing at

the lights of Funchal twinkling across the

moonlit water as we brought up in the roads ;

and I heard the girl's soft laughter mingling
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with the man's deep-toned chuckle as the

two chatted gaily together. After a little

while Miss Denton went below, and Gabriel

soon followed. As for me, I remained on

deck, smoking my pipe and talking with the

captain.

" Hardly more than half an hour had

elapsed when Gabriel again made his ap-

pearance. This time with his portmanteau,

which constituted all his luggage, in his

hand. His face was haggard and drawn as

though with physical pain.

" ' I'm going ashore, captain,' he explained,

hastily, as he came up to us. ' I've changed

my mind about going back to England. I'm

going to leave you here.'

" Both the captain and I were for the

moment struck dumb by this announcement.

It was so sudden.

" ' You're jesting, Mr. Gabriel ?' I managed

to gasp at last.

"'Do I look like it?' he replied; and I

was forced to admit that he certainly didn't.

" ' Then you're ill ?' I said.

" ' Feel my pulse,' he returned, dropping

the portmanteau on the deck, and holding

out his right hand. I did so. It was

perfectly regularâquite normal.

" ' This is a very sudden determination,

isn't it, Mr. Gabriel ?' said the captain.

"' It is, but it is final,' he replied.

" ' But, Miss Denton ? ' I was beginning,

but he interrupted me.

" 'I never want to see her face again,' he

cried, passionately, and added : ' You can tell

her so.'

" He would give us no explanation of his

strange conduct. He went ashore without

bidding ' good-bye' to a single soul except

myself and the captain. That was the last

I ever saw of Emmanuel Gabriel, and that's

the end of my yarn."

" But what of Miss Denton ? How did she

take it, doctor?" I asked, with a good deal

of curiosity.

" Ah, well," he continued, " she took it ill.

When she first heard the next morning that

Gabriel had left the ship she was amazed.

Then, when I told her how he had left it,

softening down as well as I could the brutal

message he had commissioned me to give her,

she quietly left the saloon for her cabin, and

we saw no more of her that day. When she

reappeared amongst us she bore her trouble

bravely, but all her light-heartedness had

gone, and she drooped like a tired flower.

So great was the sympathy felt for her that

the whole ship wore an air of depression for

the remainder of the voyage, and it was a

relief to everybody when we dropped anchor

in Plymouth Sound. What became of her I

never heard. But it was a curious affair,

which will probably never be explained."

As I have already said, the doctor's story

made a strong impression upon me; but

how much stronger would it have been had I

known that I myself was fated to be an

active agent in the sequel to it.
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" What a fine young fellow ! " I thought;

and probably that is all I should have

thought had he not at that moment raised

his left hand. All the fingers of it were gone !

In an instant Dr. Tryson's story flashed

across my mind, and I ejaculated aloud, though

quite unintentionally : " Emmanuel Gabriel ! "

T he stranger turned sharp round, and

exhibited a bronzed, handsome face.

" Well, sir," he asked, with a pleasant

smile, as his dark, flashing eyes sought mine

inquiringly: " and what may you want with

Emmanuel Gabriel ? "

It was a simple enough question, but I

couldn't for the life of me find an appropriate

answer to it. What did I want with Emmanuel

Gabriel ? I didn't exactly know myself. I

stammered a good bit, evidently much to his

amusement, and then I blurted out:â

" Then you are Emmanuel Gabriel ? "

" Of course I'm Emmanuel Gabriel. Do

you want to see my credentials ? " he replied,

with a laugh.

" Oh ! I thought perhaps you might be

somebody else," I remarked, in a highly

idiotic manner.

" And seeing that I'm only myself,

Emmanuel Gabriel, what can I do for you,

Mr. ? "

" Merton is my name. I never saw you

before to my knowledge, Mr. Gabriel, but I

have heard you described, and I thought it

must be you by "

" By this, I suppose ?" holding up his

mutilated hand. " I lost those fingers in an

accident two years ago."

" So I heard," I replied, recovering some-

what from my surprise; and then added,

hesitatingly : " I'm glad I met you, Mr.

Gabriel, because I should like to have some

talk with youâthat is, of course, if you can

give me a spare half-hour."

" I shall be delighted," he replied, in an

off-hand sort of way. " I'm staying here

overnightâat the 'Standard.' If you are

going to put up, you can't do better than

come with me. First let me have some

dinner, and then I'm at your service to talk

as much as you like."

So we went along together to the "Standard,"

where we dined, and then, over a cigar and a

glass ofâwell, something more palatable than

" Cape smoke," we commenced our conversa-

tion. I believe he told me he had come

from Kimberley to meet a friend from Cape

Town, whom he was expecting in a day or

two, but I did not pay much heed to what

he was saying, for I was casting about in my

mind for the best method of introducing the

subject that was uppermost there. I thought

of several ways, but none recommended

themselves to me, and at last I determined

to go straight to the root of the matter

without any beating about the bush.

" No; I'm about sick of the diamond

fields," Gabriel was saying, as he lolled

comfortably back in his chair, when I burst

in most irrelevantly with :â
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to leap frantically into the air with a charge

of shot in his body, you will have some idea

of the effect my words had on Gabriel. He

sprang excitedly from his chair, as if a mine

had exploded beneath him, upsetting both

his own glass and mine, and overturning the

table on which they stood.

" What business is that of yours ?" he

roared, his eyes flashing angrily and his brow

drawn into an ugly frown.

" Just this much,'1 I replied, as calmly as I

could. " If you had never crossed Miss

Denton's path, and taught her to love you,

perhaps I might have had some chance of

winning her for my wife. As it is, her heart

is still true to the man who so cowardly jilted

her."

Gabriel was considerably agitated, and for

some minutes paced backwards and forwards

in silence, with his arms folded. Then he

halted suddenly before me, and said, with

forced calmness : â

" You can thank your lucky stars, then,

that I did cross the jade's path, and save

you from such a misfortune."

" Jade ! " I exclaimed, my anger rising.

" Yes, jadeâthief, to be more correct ! "

" You lie, you cowardly hound !" I

cried, springing up almost beside myself

with anger, for though I knew Miss

Denton could never stand in any closer

relationship to me than that of a friend,

her reputation was sacred in my eyes.

At first I thought Gabriel would have

struck me, but by a mighty effort he

restrained his passion. The look of anger

passed away from his face, and a pained

expression took its place. He took me

by the arms, and pressed me back into

my chair. The man's sudden change so

affected me that I was as a child in his

hands, and I sat quietly to listen to what

he had to say.

" I once had the same faithânay,

greater faithâin Mary Denton that you

have now," he said, sadly ; " and if I had

heard any man make the accusation

against her that I have done, I should

have knocked him down there and then.

But what my own eyes see I'm bound

to believe. What I suffered when I saw

my idol shattered no man knows â no

man ever can know. The Mary Denton

I lovedâand still loveâis a myth. She

does not exist, and never did! I was

deceived by an unprincipled, artful

woman."

" Impossible ! " I exclaimed. " Miss

Denton is as innocent as "

" Stop ! Reserve your panegyrics until

you have heard what no mortal man has

ever heard before. You're evidently

acquainted with the story of our engage-

mentâhow you became so, I don't know,

nor does it matter. I owe my life to her, I

acknowledge, but I don't thank her for it

It were betterâa thousand times betterâ

that I had been swallowed by the shark

than that I should have lived to endure
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silence. Then she murmured something

that I couldn't catch, and slipped past me

with her face avertedâI suppose to hide

the crimson evidence of her guilt. As she

passed me I noticed thai she was hold-

ing something in her hand as though to

hide it, and from between the closed

fingers I caught sight of the flash of a

diamond. When I got inside my room I

found that my portmanteau had been

opened and its contents were scattered on the

floor. Then the first suspicion flashed across

my mind. In that portmanteau I had a

ring containing a valuable diamond, the first

I had ever found and which I had determined

to keep just for luck, so I had had it set in a

ring. I hurriedly examined my things. Then

I went over them carefully a second time.

My hasty suspicion was verified. The ring

was missing! If that doesn't prove that

Mary Denton is a thief, then â¢"

"Then somebody else must be," I

exclaimed. " I see it all ! "

" See it all ?" he exclaimed, excitedly.

" What do you mean ? Is it possible "

" Was the setting of the diamond in the

form of a horseshoe ? " I asked.

" Yes, yes,"Gabriel replied, hastily. " Why? "

" Because Miss Denton was wearing just

such a ring when I saw her in England last

summer, but she never-stole it."

" She must have done," he went on,

vehemently. " Didn't I catch her in the act ?

Didn't I see her coming out of the cabin

with it in her hand ? Beside, nobody else

knew of its existence."

"Had you ever showed it to Miss Denton?"

" No. You see, I never wore it, and when

we were engaged I gave her a plain signet ring

that I usually wore, until we landed in

Englandânever once thinking of the diamond

ring I had in my portmanteau. Somehow,

the night we touched at Madeira the thing

suddenly came into my head, and I mentioned

it to herâI didn't describe itâand promised

to show it her in the morning."

" Wasn't there a passenger on board called

Stafford ? " I asked.

" Yes, what of him ? "

" What sort of a man was he ? "

" Oh, I don't knowâordinary sort of a

fellow. I don't know much about "himâ

never had much to do with him. What's he

got to do with the affair ? "

" Everything," I replied. " He was the

thief!"

" How do you know ?" Gabriel asked,

hoarsely, grasping my arm so tightly that he

made me wince.

"I don't know, I only suspect. Look

here ! I've listened to your version of the

story, you listen to mine nowâor, rather,

Miss Denton'sâand then draw your own

deductions as to the guilty party. It's as

plain as daylight to me. I was admiring the

unique design of this identical ring one

morning, and Miss Denton told me how it

came into her possession. \Vhat she told
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left the shipâdrove the matter from their

minds, and so for a whole day the ring lay

forgotten in the pocket of the major's dressing-

gown, and might have lain there even longer

had not Stafford set inquiries on foot concern-

ing it, which of course he could do pretty safely

now that you were away from the scene.

The major handed over the trinket to

Stafford, and before the voyage ended bought

it back again for a present for his daughter.

So that the natural inference to be drawn

from the story â your version and Miss

Denton's togetherâis, firstly "

" That I am an emphatic fool! " Gabriel

cried, seizing his hat. " Emphatic " was not

exactly the term he used, but it was what he

meant.

" Where are you going ? " I asked, as he

made for the door.

"To see when the next steamer sails for

England," he replied, banging the door after

him.

" Well, well," I said to myself, as I heard

his flying feet along the hall; " all may end

happily, after all. As for meâwell, I'm afraid

I wasn't so very deeply in love as I thought,

or I shouldn't feel so cool about it. I'm

afraid I've been used to bachelor ways too

long now to change. If ever I come across

Dr. Tryson again, what a yarn I shall have

for him ! "

Last spring' certain events, of no interest to

the reader, led me to abandon a colonist's

life and come back to settle permanently in

Old England.

One fine morning last August I was putting

a fine edge on my appetite for breakfast by

sculling along one of the upper reaches of

Father Thames. As I shot round a bend of

the river I came upon a punt half hidden

among the rushes. On the punt a small

tent was erected, and from within I heard

the sound of soft, rippling laughter.

As I shot past, the curtain of the tent was

drawn aside and the figure of a tall, hand-

some man appeared. For a second he

balanced himself on the edge of the punt

and then took a " header" into the water.

Scarcely had his head bobbed up again, when

the canvas once more parted. A vision of fair,

sunny hair, of white arms and feet, and of a

scarlet bathing costume flashed for an instant

in the morning sunlight before the water hid

it.

It was my host and hostess, Mr. and Mrs.

Emmanuel Gabriel, taking their morning

plunge together.

Some Old Visiting-Cards.

HE visiting-card in England is

barely two centuries old, but

it has existed in China for

a thousand years. It was not

until the eighteenth century

that these cards came into

general use in this country; they owe their

origin to the writing of messages and invita-

tions upon the backs of playing-cards. Next

came plain white cards, but these were later

on superseded by cards of a more elaborate

designâreal works of art, designed and

engraved by the foremost artists of the day.

'

L.

A fine example is the

visiting-card of Sir Joshua

Reynolds. This was

designed by the famous

portrait - painter and en-

graved by Bartolozzi. Art,

personified by the figure

on the left, is smiling

on the wreath-engirdled

globe, borne by the

child ; and the globe

bears only the name of

" Sir Joshua Reynolds "

âas who should say, " le jj

monde Sest moi."

The card of Com-
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mander (afterwards Admiral)

Cosby also illustrates the em-

blematical phase of the craze.

Two young naval officers guard

the name in the design. Phil-

lips Cosby was appointed to

the Robustc (74 guns) in 1779,

and his ship took an important

part in the smashing of the

French off Cape Virginias two

years later.

Captain Leveson Gower was

one of the Sutherland family

(temp. 1783). Look at the

spikes and the pikes, the guns

and the anchor, the flags and

the ropes. One would naturally

expect to find that " Capt"-

Leveson Gower" had, single-

handed, wiped out a fleet.

But no rebuke to the
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obtrusive captain could be more forcible

than the mere juxtaposition of the next card

â" Lord Nelson of the Nile "âno pikes,

mark you, no boarding

irons ; nothing but the im-

mortal name.

Next we have the card

of Viscountess Nelson.

Frances Herbert Nelson

was the daughter of Wil-

liam Woolward, senior

judge of the Island of

Nevis, in the West Indies.

In 1779 she married a

doctor named Nesbit, who

went out of his mind

and died within eighteen

months, leaving her with

an infant son, dependent

upon her uncle. Whilst

living with him she became

acquainted with Nelson,

then the young captain of

the Boreas; she married him at Nevis in

1787. When the Boreas was paid off Mrs.

Nelson lived with her husband at Burnham

Thorpe until February, 1793;

and during his first absence in

the Mediterranean they corre-

sponded in most affectionate

terms. Later came disquieting

rumours from Naples about

I^idy Hamilton, followed by the

inevitable domestic broils. After

one of these, Nelson wandered

all night long through the streets

of London in a state of absolute

despair and distraction. In 1801

a separation was agreed upon,

with a settlement of ^Â£1,200 a

year on Lady Nelson.

Here is Lady Hamilton's

card. The career of this won-

derful woman is a remarkable

instance alike of the command-

ing power of beauty and the vicissitudes of

fortune. Emma Hart was the daughter of a

servant, and was born in a humble Cheshire

village. She was successively a labouring

hand in a mine ; a nurse-girl at Hawarden ;

a side-show (she was exhibited by a charlatan

as the Goddess Hygeia, covered

^^PB with a transparent veil !) ; Rom-

ney's model ; wife of Sir William

Hamilton, our Ambassador at the

Neapolitan Court ; and Nelson's

" guardian angel," for whom the

hero fought and thought and

laboured. An unfinished letter

to Lady Hamilton was found on

Nelson's desk after the fatal Battle

of Trafalgar. Royal Dukes aspired

to her favour, and Nelson's jealousy

on this point is writ large in his

correspondence. After her hero's

SOME OLD VISITING-CARDS.
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death, I,ady Hamilton's star began to wane ;

and we at length find her flying to Calais to

escape from her creditors. Here she died in

comparative want in 1815.

Dr. Johnson's card comes next. Obviously

the redoubtable doctor designed the thing

himself. The writing is a little wobbly, and

the border uncertain. One wonders whether

the original of this was the identical scrap of

pasteboard which Dr. Johnson sent in to

Lord Chesterfield, whilst he himself waited

(Mrs. Thrale), is next shown. Her father

dying in 1762, the girl was forthwith married

to Henry Thrale, a rich brewer, who she

declared only took her because other ladies

to whom he had proposed refused to live in

the Borough.

The famous intimacy with Dr. Johnson

began at the end of 1764, and a year later

saw the great lexicographer virtually domi-

ciled at Streatham Park, the home of the

Thrales. Thrale himself, who died in 1781,

was ultimately ruined by a quack, who

pretended he had a wonderful plan whereby

beer might be made without hops or malt.

In 1780 Mrs. Thrale had made the

acquaintance of Gabriel Piozzi, an Italian

musician, whom she presently married,

much to the annoyance of her children and

Dr. Johnson.

Antonio Canova, most celebrated of

modern sculptors, had an interesting card

whereon was depicted a huge block of

marble in the rough. He was born at

Pasagno, Italy, in 1757, his father being a

in the ante-room for a few

guineas " on account."

To Georgia na Duchess

of Devonshire is uni-

versally conceded the

leadership of all that was

brilliant in her generation.

In 1783 Gainsborough

painted her portrait for

the second time, and this

was the famous picture

that was stolen from

Messrs. Agn.ew, after

having been bought by

them at the Wynn Ellis

sale, in 1876, for^io,6o5.

The visiting-card of

Hester, Madame Piozzi
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card of the inseparable sisters,

Mary and Agnes Berry. They

were constantly together for

eighty-eight years ; and it was

their desire to be buried together.

'Thus the introduction of an

inscribed tombstone into the

design is a play upon their

name. In the winter of 1788 the

two sisters became acquainted

with Horace Walpole, then over

seventy. Walpole began writing,

in 1788, solely with an eye to

humble stone-mason. Two shrines, cut

in Carrara marble by him at the age

of nine years, attest his genius. He

owed his advancement, however, to

the patronage of Giovanni Faliero, the

patrician, who had seen a lion modelled

in butter by the young Canova.

Below is the visiting-card of Mr.

Charles Townley, an eminent English

antiquary. So great was his admiration

for the busts of Clytie, Pericles, and

Homer which he possessed, that he

employed an eminent engraver to

engrave them on a small scale for

reproduction on his visiting-card. These

elegant little pictures were then left at

the houses of distinguished persons.

The bust of Clytie Mr. Townley actu-

ally carried about with him from place

to place, fearing an accident. At his

death, in 1805, the British Museum

purchased his marbles for ^20,000â

probably half their value.

Next we have the beautiful visiting-

the sisters' amusement, his

" Reminiscences of the

Courts of George I. and

II." He secured a house

for his protegees at Tedding-

ton in 1789, and afterwards

prevailed upon them to take

possession of Little Straw-

berry Hill.

Mr. C. W. Bait had a

curious card. In this case

the card is simply an antique

mask, with an open mouth,

into which the name of the

individual is put ; thus it

seems as if the mouth were

in the act of pronouncing

SOME OLD VISITING-CARDS.
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to Reynolds in 1777, and the resulting

portrait is one of Sir Joshua's most famous

pictures.

The next facsimile shown here is the visit-

ing-card of "Mister Ralph Sneyd." It is

designed on the principle of the renowned

" Bil Stumps " inscription discovered by the

immortal Pickwick. Three owls are depicted

the name Batt, to the person who might

look upon it.

I.ady Bampfylde was the mother of John

Codrington Bampfylde, the poet, who pro-

posed to Miss Palmer, Sir Joshua Reynolds's

niece ; Sir Joshua, however, disapproved of

the match, and closed his doors to Bamp-

fylde, who, thereupon, broke the great

painter's windows and was sent to Newgate

for the offence. Lady Bampfylde, who was

one of the reigning beauties of her day, sat

KJ 'â¢ 3S*Â£: -LADY *

I*

L4L:
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L

as bewigged judges,

pensively guarding the

stone on which is en-

graved, somewhat

cryptically, the name

of Mr. Sneyd.

The visiting-card of

Sir Joseph Banks,

P.R.S., opens up an

awful prospect. Fancy

Nansen with a map of

the North Pole on his

card, Mr. Henniker-

Heaton with a postage

stamp, and so on ad

nauseam ! 'Tis an in-

genious effort of the

inveterate bore. Young

Mr. Banks, who had

lots of money, deter-
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mined to accompany Captain Cook round

the world. Soon after his return, the young

scientist visited Iceland, and brought away

with him a rich harvest of knowledge and

specimens. He never forgot Iceland, and he

was determined that other people shouldn't

forget it either. The little map of Iceland

seen on Sir Joseph's card was printed in

colours on a white ground.

I.ady Mary Fitzpatrick, daughter of John

Earl of Ossory, married in 1766 the

eldest son of Henry Fox, Lord Holland.

She was the mother of the Lord Holland

who made Holland House so famous in

political and literary circles. Her visit-

ing-card seen in the above facsimile is a

good example of the elaborate cards of the

period.

The story of Elizabeth Gunning, Duchess

of Argyll, is a remarkable one. She

was first married (after midnight, and

with the ring

of a bed-curtain)

to James, sixth

Duke of Hamil-

ton, and secondly,

to John Camp-

bell, Duke of

Argyll. By the two

marriages she be-

came the mother

of four dukes. In 1751,

she and her sister Maria

(afterwards Countess of

Coventry) first appeared

in London, and created a

great sensation. When they

appeared in the drawing-

room at St. James's, peers

and peeresses clambered

on the tables and chairs

to get a look at them.

Hundreds of people sat up

all night in and around

a Yorkshire inn to see

the Duchess of Hamilton

get into her chaise in the

morning. A Worcester

shoemaker got two and a

half guineas by showing

(at a penny a head) a shoe he was making

for the Countess of Coventry.

Many cards bore pictorial jokes, represent-

M: GREEN,

ing emblematically the individual's nameâ

such as Bird, Monk, and so on. Mr. Green's

card (next shown) was printed in green ; and,

since the faces in

the border are re-

markable for

stupidity of ex-

pression, we may

hazard a guess

that here was

another recondite

suggestion of the

attribute "Green."

Side-Shows.

ii.

BY WILLIAM G. FITZGERALD.

HE next "artiste" on my list

had a line peculiarly his own.

He was a fine, jovial nigger from

one of the Southern States,

and, chancing to notice at

an early

age that his mouth was

of unusual capacity,

even among his kind,

he came to see a for-

tune in it. He began

to practise, and was

always more or less in

form. He supple-

mented his more

natural endeavours by

a gutta - percha ball,

which was made to

expand by a screw

arrangement. The

result is, I submit,

perfectly apparent from

the photographs repro-

duced on this page.

First the merry fellow

is seen displaying his

extraordinary ability in

what I might term an

"assisted yawn." In the next illustration he

has inserted a hand, comparable only to a

small leg of mutton ; and in the third he has

THE LARGEST MOUTH IN AMERICA.

from a Pluto. lv U'mdt. ft'eic J'oi* t.'itu.

gravely placed in situ a good-sized plate.

He would remain like this for hours if

necessary. Observe his aspect of strenuous

eagerness in the first two portraits, and

contrast this with the expression of mild

complacency â even

benignity and broad

philanthropy â in the

third. He is a thorough

good fellow, is this

nigger â good-natured,

good - tempered, hila-

rious, making heaps of

money, and spending

it recklessly. What a

unique advertisement

he would be for Some-

body's tooth - powder,

with his expansive

smile and superb set

of " ivories " ! These

photos, were forwarded

to the well - known

showman, Mr. E. H.

Bostock, of Elgin

House, Norwich, by

his brother, Mr. F. C.

Bostock, of Boston,

U.S.A., with a suggestion that possibly the

" Man with the Largest Mouth in America "

might prove a big draw in Great Britain.

SWALLOWING HIS FIST.

From a Photo, by Weitdt, ,Yew York City.

SWALLOWING A PLATE.
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LIVING BHOXZE STATl'ES.

From a Photo, by Knowlton, A'ew York City.

A decidedly novel show is that provided

by the Nahl and Bradley Troupe of Living

Bronze Statues. As may be judged from

the heroic group here reproduced, these

entertainers are men of splendid physique ;

indeed, they have in former, and less suc-

cessful, days sat as models to painters and

sculptors. The show is at once simple, yet

striking and unique. Messrs. Nahl and

Bradley wear bronze tights, stand upon

circular slabs (such as one may see in the

British Museum), and then assume attitudes

similar to those of the antique sculptures.

Their hands and faces, even, are bronzed

with a special powder. So closely do these

artistes imitate their famous inanimate models,

that in photographs, at any rate, it is almost

impossible to distinguish between the living

and the real subjects. The set of a single

muscle is studied with scrupulous care ; and

drawings and photographs of statues to be

copied are made for the guidance of these

professional poseurs.

The photo, reproduced here is a gladia-

torial subject; and I am told that the work

of posing in this way is surprisingly tiring.

I can well believe it; and this probably

accounts for the curious phenomenon I

witnessed at the refreshment-bar of a certain

variety theatre, where Achilles and a brother

hero were imbibing Scotch whisky, in a

distinctly unclassical manner.

The cycling feat of Messrs. Hacker and

Lester, which is seen in the next illustration,

is considered by competent critics to be the

most difficult of its kind ever attempted;

yet, the very fact of its being photographed

proves that it is accomplished with com-

parative ease. These well-known cyclist-

acrobats go through a performance which

would be thought sufficiently amazing were

it conducted on terra-firma instead of on a

bicycle. And observe, neither acrobat wears

upon his head any sort of protection.

A whole library of entertaining facts might

be written about the romance of freak-hunting

and curiosity-finding for the side-shows of

the world. Miss Virginie Brisou, who, in

place of hands and feet, had powerful lobster's

claws loin, long, was actually kidnapped by

an eminent French anatomist, who only

yielded up his unique " case " when the law

was set in force against him. The story of

VVUNDhKF^L BALANCING I-EAT.

ll'ltota.
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Farini's costly expedition to Northern Siam

in search of " Krao, the Missing Link," reads

like one of Jules Verne's wildest flights ; and

the " Esau Girl," of Virginia, was stolen, as a

valuable piece of property, by a travelling

phrenologist, who made a small fortune out

of the girl before falling into an ambush

prepared by her relatives.

There was once shown in New York a

stalwart individual gaibed as a sailor, who was

billed as having " crossed the Atlantic in an

open boat." He had never gone beyond the

Bowery, but what matter ? What distinctive

mark could there possibly be about the real

article ? On the

other hand, I have

known cases in

which " heroes " of

this sort â genuine

heroes, who may

have walked across

America on all fours

âhave been really

on show one night,

and have left a

deputy the next.

This deputy takes

all the vicarious

glory with surprising

gravity, and narrates

his supposed adven-

tures with a great

show of feeling.

Remember, I am

speaking of America

âthe land of real

humour, of in-

genuity, of resource.

When some im-

portant political or

other event agitates

that great country,

topical side - shows

spring up with amaz-

ing promptness.

They may be

genuine side-shows,

or they may not.

Certainly it is far easier and cheaper to

engage and " fit up" as the " Cuban Wonder"

an astute individual from the New York

slums, than to send costly missions to the

Pearl of the Antilles in search of human

curiosities.

The funniest bogus side-show that ever

came under my notice was the " Iron-skulled

Prince," who was on view at a small museum

in St. Louis. He was just an ordinary nigger,

with a preternaturally serious face. Of course,
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" AN ANGEL O'ER THE DISTANT CITY.

From a Photo, tiy Alfred EUit. Vvptr Baker Street.

he was rigged up with feathers and blankets

and things, and by his side lay a seven-pound

hammer. This hammer would be taken out-

side at intervals by the showman and handed

round for inspection among the crowd. By

the way, the posters showed this " novelty "
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THE TINY STRONG LADY.

world." This is Madame Rice, a lady from

Birmingham, who, aspiring to rise from the

ruck of midgets, went into the " strong"

business with such success, that we see her

in the photograph lifting a 561b. bar-bell at

arm's-length above her head with one hand.

Her husband, the Major, is i^in. less in

height than Tom Thumb ; and this tiny pair

ride about in a miniature brougham drawn by

a pair of Shetland ponies. Madame Rice, I

should add, was discovered and trained by

the well-known showman, Mr. J. Ball.

Many of the freaks, especially in England,

have a wretched time of it, receiving probably

just as many shillings a week as they are

" billed " (and earn for their proprietor) in

pounds. They live in a

deplorable manner, and

are regarded precisely as

valuable cattle would be

by a speculative farmer.

Their proprietor is occa-

sionally a " melancholy

humbug," mostly to be

seen in drink, and an

imitation fur coat.

Among the most extra*

ordinary side-shows

imaginable are the per-

formances of armless men.

The Indian boy, Warri-

meh ISoseth, whose portrait

is here shown, was dis-

covered in Vancouver by

the ubiquitous freak-finder,

Possibly Warrimeh might not shine at a

Bisley meeting, but it is no exaggeration

to say that he was a wonderful shot with

the bow and arrow. He used to lie on

his back in the forest, and send pioneer

shafts here and there into spots where he

knew game lurked; and as the bird or

animal tried to escape from that dangerous

vicinity, a second unerring arrow from the

" hand-footed hunter " would bring it to the

ground. Of these feats the boy thought

nothing. Though unprovided by Nature

with even the slightest suggestion of hand

or arm, hunting came as natural to him as

breathing. But one day the showman

appeared on the scene. The showman saw,

and conquered (or, rather, his presents to

the aged chief did); and the Indian boy

left the solitudes and came into great cities.

I saw Warrimeh in a New Orleans

" museum " during the Mardi-Gras Carnival.

He half sat, half reclined on a couch, and

fixed his fine eyes on a pigeon-trap, such

as they use at the Monte Carlo shooting

matches. No sooner had the bird risen loft,

than Warrimeh fell back; his supple toes

twanged the bow-string, and the pigeon fell

heavily on to the platform amidst thunders

of applause.

Frank Western, the well-known shot, is

next depicted in one of his fascinating exhi-

bitions with the repeating rifle. You will

observe that Mr. Western is literally writing
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MK. WESTKRN WRITINU HIS NAME IN SHUTS.

light in the "n," is demolished or extin-

guished. I remember seeing Mr. Western

go up into the gallery of a large London

theatre, and actually shoot a clay pipe from

the head of his assistant on the stage. I

believe a Lee - Metford rifle and cordite

ammunition were used ; but so risky was this

" William Tell " feat considered that before

long the management vetoed it, in spite of

the famous crack shot's earnest protests.

" Unzie, the Hirsute Wonder "â" Unzie,

the Aboriginal Beauty from Australia," next

makes his bow. He is something of a

litterateur and minor poet. He wrote his own

biography. Now, I should mention that in

pretty well every side-show and clime museum

there are printed biographies of the freaks to be

had. These fetch from id. to 6d. each, and

such "takings " form one of the freak's own

perquisites (presents from the public are

another), in addition to the standing salary.

And many of these " Lives" are monu-

mental efforts of unconscious humour.

Un/ie commences his autobiography with

these lofty lines, which are meant to convey

a sense of profound mysticism :â

How Nature's fields of knowledge doth expand,

Yea ! far beyond her continents of land (sic /)

Beyond the mighty ocean and the sea,

Beyofld Man's comprehensibility.âUN7.IK.

Yea, we say, Yea. It is to be feared that

Unzie knows no more about metre than

a gas inspector ; but^ after all, the sentiment's

the thing. Notice the poet's name at the

foot of the verseâas it might be " Milton "

or " Tennyson." Unzie was born in 1869,

at Tarrabandra, New South Wales. His

parents were

swarthy Australian

aborigines, yet the

prodigy himself, at

birth, had snow-

white hair, skin like

alabaster, and a few

front teeth. There

was consternation

among the Minjery

people, among

whom Unzie's

father, Boco (!),

was a powerful

chief. The natives

regarded the little

snow-white stranger

as a harbinger of

evil; but local

popular opinion

presently veered

round, and the

child became an object of worship. Years

passed away, and one day the phenomenon

was kidnapped by an adventurous showman

and taken to Melbourne, where he com-

menced his public career The great mass

of snow-white hair that stands out all round

the Albino's head like an open umbrella

measures 6ft. in circumference. It is so fine
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A'com a. 1'hoto. by /'einierp, A'Â«u> Tort C'rty.

in texture that when Unxie walks abroad he

can tuck the whole " bush " into an ordinary

silk hat. It is, however, impossible to run a

comb through the

hair, so brushes

are used instead.

It is trimmed every

six weeks, ynzie's

eyes are likewise

wonderfulâbluish-

grey in a subdued

light and purple

after sunset. He

can see well in the

dark, and enjoys

perlect health.

A novel acrobatic

entertainment is

the next to be dealt

with. Acrobats and

gymnasts know full

well that unless

they can devise

something startling

or strikingly origi-

nal, they will draw

more yawns than

applause from their audience. A trapeze or

parallel-bar act has to be supremely excellent

to pass muster in these critical days. The

performers seen in the photograph, however,

are both clever acrobats and expert skaters.

The photo, shows one of the men carrying

his colleague on his back. The two will be

skating furiously to and fro, in and out, on the

stage, when suddenly one picks up the other in

this way and skates swiftly along with him.

The thing is done so quickly that, for some

moments, the skate-wheels of the acrobat on

top revolve noisily in the air by reason of the

impetus they received but a second before.

Among the skilled craftsmen who are also

side-shows, Mr. E. F. Harris, the "American

Wire King," must take a high place. The

first photo, shows Mr. Harris's stall. All

over his person and that of his wife are

fastened specimens of his work â name-

brooches and bangles chiefly. Two coils of

the gold wire and a tray of rings are seen in

the centre. You walk up to the stall, write

the name of your wife or sweetheart on a

scrap of paper, and hand this to Mr. Harris

with a request for a brooch of that particular

name. The " Wire King " takes a pair of

pliers and a length of wire, and in a few

minutes he hands you an elegant name-

brooch, pin and all, complete for a shilling

or two.

It is not too much to say that Mr. Harris

can do in wire what others do in ink or

pencil. Look at the two portraits on the

next pageâone of Her Majesty the Queen

/â¢â¢rum a]

MH. E. F. H
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PORTRAIT OF THE QUEEN, WITH INSCRIPTION, IN

GOLD WIRE.

and the other of Mr. Gladstone. These the

wire-worker was good enough to prepare

specially for this article. The inscription is,

of course, also in gold wire, and gives an idea

of what the name-brooches look like. In

1887, Mr. Harris was apprenticed to a jeweller

in Providence, Rhode Island, and his par-

ticular work was the making of circular ear-

rings of gold wire. In his spare time he took

to twisting the wire

into various shapes;

and one day he got the

idea of making a

brooch in his mother's

name. Friends saw

this and wanted similar

brooches. The young

man soon threw up his

situation and became

what I might call a

" working side-show,"

at the Mechanics' Fair

in Boston. At this time,

Mr. Harris completed (it

took him three months)

a beautiful model of

the Brooklyn Bridge,

all in gold wire ; it was

4ft. long, and designed

for an advertisement.

Great is the ingenuity

of the American people.

The "Wire King"

next " wrote " a letter

MENIER, THE HUMAN OSTRICH.

From a Photo, by O. Shall, UuUin.

1-OKlkAlT OF MR. GLADSTONE, WITH INSCRIPTION, IN

GOLD WIRE.

of congratulation to Mrs. Cleveland on the

election of her husband as President. This

beautiful and unique epistle was, of course,

wrought in gold wire, and mounted on a blue

velvet cushion. It brought a graceful reply

from the White House. Another of the

wire-working ingenious advertisements was a

model of the terrestrial globe, with several

strands of the wire twisted round it. This

was to show at a glance

how many thousands

of miles of wire Mr.

Harris had worked up

with his busy pliers

into brooches, rings,

and bangles.

Very funny it is to

see the " Great Human

Ostrich," billed under

the name of Monsieur

Antoine Menier â

which, however, is his

real name. When I

saw him he was with-

out the war - paintâa

modest Frenchman ;

hut doubtless his busi-

ness manager thought

that no one with An-
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A CHAMPION MANK AND TAIL.

from a Photo, by Eisenmann, tfevi York.

nose-ring. But why not give the poor young

man another name ? Let me suggest " The

Coke-Eating Yahoo."

But there can be no doubt as to Menier's

right to the designation of " human ostrich."

At Fell's Waxworks in Glasgow he drew

crowded houses ten times a day for six weeks.

Without going exhaustively into this wonderful

man's history, I may mention that his daily

"food" in publicâthe menu is usually hung

outsideâconsists of coalâ"common house

coal"âcandles, soot, broken glass, brass,

dust saturated with paraffin, needles, wood,

paper, and bricks ; a choice assortment of

these appalling comestibles being washed

down with a measure of train-oil, ink, and

methylated spirit. Periodically the unfortu-

nate " ostrich " has to retire from business

for weeks, presumably to give his poor

outraged stomach a rest. Lest anyone should

doubt the genuineness of the performance,

atrocious though it be, I hasten to say that

I witnessed it myself several times, and

assisted in the weighing out of the coke and

other dainties.

There are an extraordinary number of

animal monstrosities scattered among the

side-shows of the worldâthe double-mouthed

calf, the elephant-skinned horse, the three-

legged cow, and such like. There is, how-

ever, something more or less repellent about

these, and so they have not found a place in

these articles. But the long-maned and tailed

horse, whose photo, is here reproduced, is in

no way disagreeable. The animal was shown

at Fell's Waxworks, Trongate, Glasgow. The

length of the mane is gft. gin.; foretop, 8ft. gin.,

and tail, I2ft. 8in.

It was bred at

Marion, Oregon,

and was owned by

Messrs. C. H. and

H. W. Eaton.

This horse recalls

Farmer Broad-

hurst, who was

born at Congleton,

near Macclesfield,

and had a beard

7ft. long. When

the worthy farmer

took his walks

abroad, the beard

was packed away

beneath his waist-

coat.

One man

IT fÂ°r .

devise new dances

âon his legs. Another suddenly con-

ceives the idea of making a pair of boots

for his hands and dancing on them. The

accompanying photograph shows Cinatus, the

upside-down dancer, whose performance is

will

years to

SIDE-SBO WS.

4>5

the queerest imaginable. The power of his

arms must be great, for his upside-down

" step" is astonishingly light and nimble.

There is nothing like a jig by Cinatus to

" bring down the house," in managerial

phrase. The applause, as the dancer bangs

his booted hand on the boards for the last

triumphant "step," is both spontaneous,

vigorous, and sustained.

The next photograph was kindly sent to

me from Hamburg by Carl H-agenbeck, the

renowned wild-beast importer, whose stock is

somewhat bigger than our own Zoo. It will

be noticed, by the way, that the whole world

has been searched for photographs for these

articles.

The snake-charmer depicted is an Indian

girlâSaidor A. Isoha; curious that nine

snake-charmers out of ten should be women.

At one time, Saidor used to have a lot of

cobras, but she gave up this species on seeing

a man die a horrible death after a cobra-bite.

She used to catch her own cobras, teasing

Frwna} SAIDOR, THE INDIAN SNAKE-CHARMER. \Plwto.

them with a bit of cloth until they bit

savagely at it, and then snatching it away,

breaking the reptiles' teeth. The lady did

big business by organizing public battles

between a cobra and a mongoose. This was

a little costly, however, for the cobra was

always killed.

Saidor now has six Indian pythons, three

boa-constrictors, and three African pythons,

all between 8ft. and izft. long. She has a

real affection for her snakes, and they for her.

One huge python will form himself into

a living turban about her head.

The entertainer that figures in the next

illustration is one of the Phoite Pinaud

A TENDEK AIR ON THE IHG BASSCK)N.

From o Photo. 6Â» Chal. Heal, Lot Angela. Cal.

Troupe of eccentric performers. This kind

of show is mostly given by Continental

artistes, who rely mainly on the outlandish-

ness of their attire and "properties." The

entertainment usually consists of music,

singing, and perhaps dancing, all of which

must be wildly fantastic. Notice the colossal

instrument of the player, in the photo. It

probably has the strident note of a penny tin-

whistle, alterable at will to that of a funereal

bassoon.

The accompanying reproduction shows M.

Nobel, the ventriloquist, in his highly divert-

ing and original performance. M. Nobel

has so ingeniously arranged the dummy

figures that the old woman appears to be

supporting him, as well as a comic French-

man of the criminal-beggar type. The

illusion is marvellously complete. The old
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NOBEL, THE VENTRILOQUIST, AND HIS LAY FIGURES.

From a Pkoto.

woman hobbles laboriously about the stage,

beneath her heavy burden, singing a plaintive

song in a harsh, cracked, and quavering

voice. Next, M. Nobel himself sings in his

natural voice, whilst the Frenchman on his

back leers and nods approvingly,

To all intents and purposes there are three

distinct persons present, and their voices,

motions, and gestures are wholly dissimilar.

M. Nobel tells me that he was formerly a

telegraph clerk in the employ of the Danish

Government, at Copenhagen. He is very

proud of having invented the whole of his

performance, and made the figures and their

mechanism.

Now and again one conies across a freak

in a side-show who aspires to rise above the

ruck of his or her fellows and strike out a

new line. Such a one is the astute fat lady

seen in the next photo. She plays in a little

piece of her own composition called

"The Old Maid and the Baby," and the

accompanying photograph is designed to

recall the title of that little farce. Certainly

the idea is vastly funny. The little old

maid is primly got up in poke bonnet and

shawl, disdainful of mien and sour in

expression ; whilst the ponderous " baby "

(weight 37/^st.) cleverly assumes a certain

infantile insouciance and a ridiculous toy-

horse. The dialogue may not scintillate with

epigram and wit, but no one can deny the

humour of the "situations."

" THE OLD MAID AND THE BABY.

Prom a Photo, by Barrett, Manchester.

(To be continued.}

[My grateful acknowledgments are due to the following well-known entertainment caterers, who have kindly lent photographs

and other material : Messrs. E. H. and F. Bostock ; Mr. Chas. Reynolds, of Liverpool ; Mr. C. C. Fell, of Trongate, Glasgow ;

Mr. H. Crouch, of Argyll: Street, Glasgow ; and Mr. J. Ball, of the Agricultural Hall.]

(L Â£pisoDL- or TkÂ£_

BY GRANT AI.LEN.

E had a terrible passage home

from New York. The Captain

told us he "knew every drop

of water in the Atlantic

personally " ; and he had

never seen them so uniformly

obstreperous. The ship rolled in the trough ;

Charles rolled in his cabin, and would not

be comforted. As we approached the Irish

coast, I scrambled up on deck in a violent

gale, and retired again somewhat precipitately

to announce to my brother-in-law that we

had just come in sight of the Fastnet Rock

Lighthouse. Charles merely turned over in

his berth and groaned. "I don't believe it,"

he answered. " I expect it is probably

Colonel Clay, in another of his manifold

disguises !''

At Liverpool, however, the Adelphi consoled

him. \Ve dined .luxuriously in the Louis

Quinze restaurant, as only millionaires can

dine, and proceeded next day by Pullman

car to London.

We found Amelia dissolved in tears at a

domestic cataclysm. It seemed that Cesarine

had given notice.

Charles was scarcely home again when he

began to bethink him of the least among

his investments. Like many other wealthy

men, my respected connection is troubled

more or less, in the background of his

consciousness, by a pervading dread that he

will die a beggar. To guard against this mis-

fortuneâwhich I am bound to admit nobody

else fears for himâhe invested several years

ago a sum of two hundred thousand pounds

in Consols, to serve as a nest-egg, in

case of the collapse of Golcondas and South

Africa generally. It is part of the same

amiable mania, too, that he will not
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allow the dividend-warrants on this sum to

be sent to him by post, but insists, after the

fashion of old ladies and country parsons,

upon calling personally at the Bank of Eng-

land four times a year to claim his interest.

He is well known by sight to not a few of

the clerks ; and his appearance in Thread-

needle Street is looked forward to with great

regularity within a few weeks of each lawful

quarter-day.

So, on the morning after our arrival in

town, Charles observed to me, cheerfully,

"Sey, I must run into the City to-day, to

claim my dividends. There are two quarters

owing."

I accompanied him in to the Bank. Even

that mighty official, the beadle at the door,

unfastened the handle of the millionaire's

carriage. The clerk who received us smiled

and nodded. " How much ?" he asked,

after the stereotyped fashion.

" Two hundred thousand," Charles

answered, looking affable.

The clerk turned up the books. " Paid !"

he said, with decision. " What's your game,

sir, if I may ask you ? "

" Paid !" Charles echoed, drawing back.
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Mrs.

workhouse, Sey !

That man has

stolen away even

my nest-egg from

me."

I saw it at

glance.

Quackenboss !" I

put in. " Those

portraits on the

Etruria.' It was

to help him in his

make-up ! You

recollect, she

sketched your face and figure at all possible

angles."

" And last quarter's ? " Charles inquired,

staggering.

The clerk turned up the entry. " Drawn

on the loth of July," he answered, carelessly,

as if it mattered nothing.

Then I knew why the Colonel had run

across to England.

Charles positively reeled. " Take me

home, Sey," he cried. " I am ruined, ruined !

He will leave me with not half a million in

the world. My poor, poor boys will beg

their bread, unheeded, through the streets of

London !"

(As Amelia has landed estate settled upon

her worth a hundred and fifty thousand

pounds, this last contingency affected me

less to tears than Charles seemed to think

necessary.)

We made all needful inquiries, and put

the police upon the quest at once, as always.

But no redress was forthcoming. The money.

once paid, could not be recovered. It is a

playful little privilege of Consols that the

Government declines under any circum-

stances to pay twice over.

Charles drove back to May-

fair a crushed and broken

man. I think if Colonel Clay

himself could have seen him

just then, he would have pitied

that vast intellect in its grief

and bewilderment.

After lunch, however, my

brother-in-law's natural buoy-

ancy reasserted itself by

degrees. He rallied a little.

" Seymour," he said to me,

"you've heard, of course, of

the Bertillon system of measur-

ing and registering criminals."

"I have," I answered. "And

it's excellent as far as it goes.

But, like Mrs. Glasse's jugged

hare, it all depends upon the initial step.

' First catch your criminal.' Now, we have

never caught Colonel Clay "

"Or, rather," Charles interposed, unkindly,

" when you did catch him, you didn't hold

him."

I ignored the unkindly suggestion, and
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polymorphic embodiments. He was clear with lingering remnants of a Devonshire

and concise. His manner was scientific. ancestry."

He told us at once that though the Bertillon

method was of little use till the expert had

seen the criminal once, yet if we had con-

sulted him earlier, he might probably have

saved us some serious

disasters. " A man so

ingenious as this," he

said, "would no doubt

have studied Bertillon's

principles himself, and

would take every possible

means to prevent recogni-

tion by them. Therefore,

you might almost disre-

gard the nose, the chin,

the moustache, the hair,

all of which are capable

of such easy alteration.

But there remain some

features which are more

likely to persist â height,

shape of head, neck, build,

and fingers ; the timbre of

the voice, the colour of

the iris. Even these, again,

may be partially disguised

or concealed ; the way the

hair is dressed, the amount

of padding, a high collar

round the throat, a dark

line about the eyelashes,

may do more to alter the

appearance of a face than

you could readily credit."

"So we know," I an-

swered.

" The voice, again," Dr.

Beddersley continued.

" The voice itself may be

most fallacious. The man is no doubt a

clever mimic. He could, perhaps, compress

or enlarge his larynx. And 1 judge from

what you tell me that he took characters each

time which necessitated him largely to alter

and modify his tone and accent."

" Yes," I said. " As the Mexican Seer, he

had of course a Spanish intonation. As the

little curate, he was a cultivated North-

' DR. UEDDEKSLEY."

" Quite so," Dr. Beddersley answered.

" That is just what I should expect. Now,

the question is, do you know him to be-one

man, or is he really a gang ? Is he a name

for a syndicate ? Have

you any photographs of

Colonel Clay himself in

any of his disguises ? "

"Not one," Charles

answered. "He produced

some himself, when he was

Medhurst the detective.

But h(5 pocketed them at

once ; and we never re-

covered them."

" Could you get any ? "

the doctor asked. "Did
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little hesitation in telling me. At last she

whispered, "You won't be angry if I confess?"

(Dolly is just nineteen, and remarkably

pretty.)

"My child," I said, "why should I be

angry? You may confide in me implicitly."

(With a blush like that, who on earth could

be angry with her ?)

"And you won't tell Aunt Amelia or Aunt

Isabel ?'' she inquired, somewhat anxiously.

" Not for worlds," I answered. (As a

matter of fact,

Amelia and

Isabel are the

last people in the

world to whom

I should dream

of confiding any-

thing that Dolly

might tell me.)

"Well, I was

stopping at Sel-

don, you know,

when Mr. David

Granton was

there," Dolly

went on ; " âor,

rather, when that

scamp pretended

he was David

Granton ; andâ

andâyou won't

be angry with

me, will you ? â

one day I took

a snap-shot with

my kodak at

him and Aunt

Amelia !"

" Why, what

harm was there

in that ? " I

asked, bewildered. The wildest stretch of

fancy could hardly conceive that the Honour-

able David had been flirting with Amelia.

Dolly coloured still more deeply. "Oh,

you know Bertie Winslow?" she said.

" Well, he's interested in photographyâand

âand also in me. And he's invented a

process, which isn't of the slightest practical

use, he says; but its peculiarity is, that it

reveals textures. At least, that's what Bertie

calls it. It makes things come out so. And

he gave me some plates of his own for my

kodakâhalf-a-dozen or more, andâI took

Aunt Amelia with them."

" I still fail to see," I murmured, looking

at her comically.

" Oh, Uncle'Seymour," Dolly cried. " How

HOW BLIND YOU MEN ARE

blind you men are ! If Aunt Amelia knew,

she would never forgive me. Why, you must

understand. Theâthe rouge, you know, and

the pearl powder !''

"Oh, it comes out, then, in the

photograph ?'' I inquired.

" Comes out ! I should think so ! It's

like little black spots all over auntie's face.

Such a guy as she looks in it 1"
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" Bring them down, my dear," I said,

gently patting her head with my hand. In

the interests of justice, I thought it best not

to frighten her.

Dolly brought them down. They seemed

to me poor things, yet well worth trying. We

found it possible, on further confabulation,

by the simple aid of a pair of scissors, so to

cut each in two, that all trace of Amelia and

Isabel was obliterated. Even so, however,

I judged it best to call Charles and Dr.

Beddersley to a private consultation in the

library with Dolly, and not to submit the

mutilated photographs to public inspection

by their joint subjects. Here, in fact, we

had five patchy portraits of the redoubtable

Colonel, taken at various angles, and in

characteristic unstudied attitudes. A child

had outwitted the cleverest sharper in

Europe !

The moment Beddersley's eye fell upon

them, a curious look came over his face.

" Why, these," he said, "are taken on Herbert

Winslow's method, Miss Lingfield.''

"Yes," Dolly admitted, timidly. "They

are. He'sâa friend of mine, don't you know :

andâhe gave me some plates that just fitted

my camera."

Beddersley gazed at them steadily. Then

he turned to Charles. " And this young

lady," he said, "has quite unintentionally

and unconsciously succeeded in tracking

Colonel Clay to earth at last. They are

genuine photographs of the manâas he is â

without the disguises ! "

" They look to me most blotchy," Charles

murmured. "Great black lines down the

nose, and such spots on the cheek, too ! "

" Exactly/' Heddersley put in. " Those

are differences in texture. They show just

how much of the man's face is human

flesh "

" And how much wax," I ventured.

" Not wax,v the expert answered, gazing

close. " This is some harder mixture. I

should guess a composition of gutta-percha

and india-rubber, which takes colour well,

and hardens when applied, so as to lie quite

evenly, and resist heat or melting. Look

here ; that's an artificial scar, filling up a real

â¢ hollow ; and this is an added bit to the tip

of the nose ; and those are shadows, due to

inserted cheek-pieces, within the mouth, to

make the man look fatter '. "

" Why, of course," Charles cried. " India-

rubber it must be. That's why in France

they call him k Colonel Caoutchouc! "

" Can you reconstruct the real face from

them ? " I inquired, anxiously.

Dr. Beddersley gazed hard at them. " Give

me an hour or two," he saidâ"and a box

of water-colours. I think by that timeâ

putting two and two together â I can

eliminate the false and build up for you a

tolerably correct idea of what the actual man

himself looks like."

We turned him into the library for a

couple of hours, with the materials he
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"We might bring it home to him."

Charles mused for a moment. " We shall

have nothing against him," he said, slowly,

"except in so far as we can swear to his

identity. And that may be difficult."

Just at that moment the footman brought

in tea. Charles wondered apparently whether

the man, who had been with us at Seldon

when Colonel Clay was David Granton,

would recollect the face or recognise having

seen it " Look here, Dudley," he said,

holding up the water-colour, "do you know

that person ? "

Dudley gazed at it a moment. "Certainly,

sir," he answered, briskly.

" Who is it ? " Amelia asked. We expected

him to answer, " Count von Lebenstein," or

" Mr. Granton," or " Medhurst."

Instead of that, he replied, to our utter

surprise, " That's Cesarine's young man, my

lady."

"Ce'sarine's young man?" Amelia repeated,

taken aback. " Oh, Dudley, surely, you

must be mistaken ! "

" No, my lady," Dudley replied, in a tone

of conviction. " He comes to see her quite

reg'lar; he come to see her, off and on, from

time to time, ever since I've been in Sir

Charles's service."

" When will he be coming again ? " Charles

asked, breathless.

" He's downstairs now, sir," 1 )udley

answered.'unaware of the bombshell he was

flinging into the midst of a respectable

family.

Charles rose, excitedly, and put his back

against the door. " Secure that man," he

said to me, sharply, pointing with his finger.

" What man ? " I asked, amazed. " Colonel

Chy ? The young man who's downstairs

now with Cesarine ? "

" No," Charles answered, with decision ;

" Dudley!"

I laid my hand on the footman's shoulder,

not understanding what Charles meant.

Dudley, terrified, drew back, and would

have rushed from the room ; but Charles,

with his back against the door, prevented

him.

" IâI've done nothing to be arrested, Sir

Charles," Dudley cried, in abject terror,

looking appealing!)- at Amelia. "Itâit

wasn't me as cheated you." And he cer-

tainly didn't look it.

" I daresay not," Charles answered.

" Hut you don't leave this room till Colonel

Clay is in custody. No, Amelia, no; it's no

use your speaking to me. What he says is

true. I see it all now. This villain and

Cesarine have long been accomplices ! The

man's downstairs with her now. If we let

Dudley quit the room, he'll go down and tell

them ; and before we know where we are,

that slippery eel will have wriggled through

our fingers, as he always wriggles. He is

Paul Finglemore; he is Cdsarine's young

man ; and unless we arrest him now, without

one minute's delay, he'll be off to Madrid or
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deserted him. " What, five to one ?" he

said, counting us over. " Has law and order

come down to this ? Five respectable rascals

to arrest one poor beggar of a chevalier

d'Industrie! Why, it's worse than New

York. There, it was only you and me, you

know, old Ten per Cent. !"

" Hold his hands, Simpson !" Charles

cried, trembling lest his enemy should escape

him.

Paul Finglemore drew back even while we

held his shoulders. " No, not you, sir," he

said to the man, haughtily. " Don't dare to

lay your hands upon me ! Send for a con-

stable if you wish, Sir Charles Vandrift: but

I decline to be taken into custody by a

valet !:>

" Go for a police-

man," Dr. Bed-

dersley said to

Simpson, standing

forward.

The prisoner

eyed him up and

down. " Oh, Dr.

Beddersley !" he

said, relieved. It

was evident he

knew him. " If

yiw've tracked me

strictly in accord-

ance with Bertillon's

methods, I don't

mind so much. I

will not yield to

fools; I yield to

science. I didn't

think this diamond

king had sense

enough to apply to

you. He's the most

gullible old ass I

ever met in my

life. But if it's you

who have tracked

me down, I can

only submit to it."

Charles held to him with a fierce grip.

" Mind he doesn't break away, Sey," he

cried. " He's playing his old game ! Dis-

trust the man's patter ! "

" Take care," the prisoner put in. " Re-

member Dr. Polperro ! On what charge do

you arrest me ? "

Charles was bubbling with indignation.

" You cheated me at Nice," he said ; " at

Meran ; at New York ; at Paris !"

Paul Finglemore shook his head. " Won't

do," he answered, calmly. " Be sure of your

A CONVENIENT POLICEMAN.

ground. Outside the jurisdiction ! You can

only do that on an extradition warrant."

" Well, then, at Seldon, in London, in this

house, and elsewhere," Charles cried out,

excitedly. " Hold hard to him, Sey ; by

law or without it, blessed if he isn't going

even now to wriggle away from us ! "

At that moment, Simpson returned with
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I remembered as she spoke what Mr.

Algernon Coleyard had said to us at the

Senator's. " Even the worst of rogues have

always some good in them. I notice they

often succeed to the end in retaining the

affection and fidelity of women."

But the man, his hands still free, unwound

her clasping arms with gentle fingers. " My

child," he answered, in a soft tone, " I am

sorry to say the law of England will not

permit you to go with me. If it did " (his

voice was as the voice of the poet we had

met), " ' stone walls would not a prison make,

nor iron bars a cage.' " And bending forward,

he kissed her forehead tenderly.

four-wheeler ourselves, in which my brother-

in-law, Dr. Beddersley, and myself took our

seats. " Follow the hansom ' " Charles cried

out. " Don't let him out of your sight.

After him, close, to Bow Street! "

I looked back, and saw Cesarine, half

fainting, on the front door steps, while Dolly,

bathed in tears, stood supporting the lady's-

maid, and trying to comfort her. It was

clear she had not anticipated this end to the

adventure.

" Goodness gracious ! " Charles screamed

out, in a fresh fever of alarm, as we turned

the first corner ; " where's that hansom gone

to ? How do I know the fellow was a

' WHERE'S THAT HANSOM GONE?"

We led him out to the door. The

policeman, in obedience to Charles's orders,

held him tight with his hand, but steadily

refused, as the prisoner was not violent, to

handcuff him. We hailed a passing hansom.

" To Bow Street!" Charles cried, un-

ceremoniously pushing in policeman and

prisoner. The driver nodded. We called a

policeman at all? We should have taken

the man in here. We ought never to have

let him get out of our sight. For all we can

tell to the contrary, the constable himself

â may only be one of Colonel Clay's

confederates !"

And we drove in trepidation all the way to

Bow Street.

Pictures on the Hitman Skin.

BY GAMBIER BOLTON, F.Z.S.

T may sound almost incredible

that people are to be found

who will patiently submit to

sit or lie for hours at a time,

whilst undergoing a certain

amount of pain at the hands

of a tattooer who, with his sharp needles

or other pointed weapons, fixes indelibly on

various portions of their bodies pictures and

A COAT OK ARMS, BV MR. S, MACDONALD.

From a Photo, by O. Reninck, Burton on-Trent.

designs of all kinds, and yet that such is the

custom to-day in nearly every part of the

globe is a fact that can be proved beyond

doubt, and it is no exaggeration to say that

tens of thousands of men and even women

are more or less decorated in this manner at

the present moment.

In early times, when our barbarian an-

cestors pricked a decoction of woad into

fheir bodies, the custom was possibly con-

nected with a religious rite, and to show how

universally it was practised in Britain we

have only to refer to the earlier historians

who, during and after the Norman conquest,

speak of it as a " vice." But to-day we find

V,jl. xiil-64

tattooing practised not only for religious pur-

poses, but for purposes of decoration and

identification after death as well, and in such

widely different places as Great Britain,

Japan, Palestine, Central and South America,

Burmah, Borneo, New Zealand, and over the

whole of Oceania, whilst many of the natives

of Africa and the wild red men of North

America are still more or less decorated in

this fashion, as their forefathers were for count-

less generations ; and, in very ancient times,

we find it also a common practice amongst

the Germans, Gauls, and Romans. One of the

most interesting and mysterious facts in con-

nection with this subject is the way in which

it spread from continent to continent in early

days, and at a time when there could have

been no possible means of communication

between the various races of mankind.

But to come down to more modern times,

we find England, America, Burmah, and

Japan the centres of really artistic tattooing,

and we give several

illustrations of the

various styles of

work done there,

with the instru-

ments generally in

L

â¢* ~ 4

RIGHT SHOULDER MARK ON

BORNEO WARRIOK.

from (i Drauino by the Author.

use. Whilst in these

countries the fair sex

but rarely submit to

the operation, in

Borneo we find the

women tattooed more or less heavily, accord-

ing to the district, on the hands and arms,

feet and ankles, and from the waist to the
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find anyone but

an inhabitant of

Borneo, or some

European whom

they have greatly

respected, bear-

ing these special

marks. In the

Queen Charlotte

Islands the

Haidas are uni-

versally tattooed,

the design, in

every case, being

the totem, done

in conventional

style. Sometimes

several families

of different totems live together in the same

large house, and in such a case the Haida

chief will have all their totems tattooed on

his person. In the Marquesas Islands (South

. Pacific) the men

have the whole of

the body covered

with black punc-

tures, whilst the

women have very

few of them. In

FIJIAN TATTOOING INSTKU MKNTS

(VERY RAREâFROM THE COLLECTION

OF W. CHAMBERLAIN, ESO.).

Prom a PkotograplL

FEEDING FUNNEL, NEW ZEALAND (SIDE VIEW).

From a

Samoa and the islands immediately adjacent,

the men alone are adorned in this manner,

whilst at Fiji, on the other hand, r

only the women are tattooed.

The Maoris of New Zealand

tattoo the lips of the women

a blue tinge, whilst the faces

of the men are adorned with

the strange design shown in

our illustration. They use

only a sharp shell, with which

they cut deep lines in the skin ;

these are kept open for a time

and coloured earth rubbed in, the

result being a series of rough

ridges wherever the shell has

ARANGHU, THE TATTOOEK OF NEXV ZEALAND.

Frwn an Engraving.

touched ; but as this most unpleasant

operation was deeply mixed up with their

religion, it was universally practised and sub-

mitted to, until the missionaries arrived upon

the scene. How unpleasant this operation is

may be inferred from the curious feeding

funnels which are illustrated on this page.

The funnels, carved with elaborate designs,

are employed to feed newly-tattooed natives

with liquid food for some days after the

operation; during which time the jaws are

too stiff and sore to masticate solid food. , In

the Hawaiian (Sandwich) Islands, widows

used to have the name of their dead husband

pricked into the tongue, but so far as the
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practised in these

islands, owing possibly

to the influence of the

missionaries, who, in all

quarters of the globe,

attack the custom with

the greatest

energy, especi-

ally where it is

found to be in

any way con-

nected with the

religion or super-

stitions of the

natives.

During the

reign of the last

King inBurmah,

a law was passed

making it com-

pulsory on every

male over ten

years of age to

be tattooed from

the waist to be-

low the knees,

and this in spite

of the fact that

very many boys and young men

died under the operation, generally

from the inflammation set up by

the use of the barbarous weapon

still used to-day. It consists of a

brass rod measuring altogether about

i5in. long, and at the top is a heavily-

weighted iron god, whilst at the " business "

end is a piece of hollow brass rod 5in. long

and ground down to a somewhat sharp

point. The Indian ink is placed inside this,

through two slots, for they use but the one

BURMESK TATTOOING

INSTRUMENT (RAKE).

From a I'liotoffraplt.

âSACKED DRAGON ON THE AUTHOR S BODY.

From a nolo. ty On Autlxir.

TATTOOED MAN (BURMAH).

From a Photo, by if. Hialo, Mandalay. (By jxnnisaion of Mewrt. Simmer tt Go.)

colour, and the artist, sitting on some portion

of his victim's anatomy, steadies the hollow

point of the weapon between his toes, and

then with both hands proceeds to prod the

point into the skin dot by dot, the result

being shown in the illustration. This is an

extremely unpleasant operation, as the writer

can testify from his own experience, and

when added to this it is borne in mind that

the work is generally performed in public,

428

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

SPIDER'S WEB ON AUTHOR'S CHESTâDONE IN

BLUE-BLACK, RED, AND BROWN. BV HORI CHV1I

OP YOKOHAMA.

from a Photo, ba the Author.

and with a crowd of laughing girls

and boys anxiously waiting to hear

the victim cry out, or use more or

less violent language as the operator

touches up some peculiarly tender

spot, it will be seen that the tattooed

in Burmah have to pass through a

very disagreeable ordeal. Although

since the occupation of that country

by the British the practice has

become almost obsolete, it is quite

common to see men of five-and-

twenty and upwards tattooed as

shown in the photograph of a

native taken by Mr. Biato, of Man-

dalay, and the artists still manage

to earn a precarious livelihood by

operating on travellers and soldiers

who are stationed there.

The Japanese tattooers are cele-

brated all over the world, and in

that country, at least, the work of

the best men is recognised by their

countrymen at a glance, and is

looked upon with the awe and

respect that we should show to a

ckefd'atuvre by Leighton or Tadema;

and one is bound to admit that

there is more or less of Art in the

work done by Mori (i.e., the tattooer)

Chyo, of Yokohama, who had the

honour of placing several designs

on the late Duke of Clarence, and

his brother, the Duke of York, and

Hori Yasu, of Kioto, to whom Chyo

was apprenticed, and whose whole

body is covered with the rough

designs and crude efforts of his

pupil whilst under instruction. For these two

men at least can turn out genuine pictures

on the human skin with the proper lighting

and shading, and all those cunning effects

for which the painters of Japan are so justly

celebrated, and which are only surpassed by

the tattooing work of one man in England.

A visit to Chyo's charming bungalow on

the Esplanade at Yokohama is one of those

things that most travellers to that fascinating

country perform almost as soon as they

land, and after a hearty welcome in most

excellent English, we sit down either to watch

the operation or to have some memento of

our visit placed on our bodies. Two or

three smiling pupils walk about noiselessly,

ready to supply the master with any sized

J-'romul
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needle or different ink that he may require,

and ever ready to bring fresh cigarettes or

cooling drinks to the visitor, whilst on their

bodies may be seen some of Chyo's finest

work executed before he lost the sight of one

eye, from constantly straining the eyes over

some of the smallest and most delicate work

ever done by the tattooing-needlesâa life-

sized lizard on the top of the forehead of

one of the pupils being so painfully realistic

that we quite believed that no fly would

ever settle on his head, unless it had

made up its mind that life was not

worth living. Lying at full length on

luxurious cushions on the floor, and

whilst Chyo's needles were leaving

their indelible marks on our bodies,

we had time to examine a few of

them, and found them to consist of

neatly carved and brightly decorated

ivory sticks, about the length and

thickness of an ordinary pencil, whilst

firmly lashed on the end were needles

of various thicknesses, and ranging in

number from one to half-a-dozen, the

finer ones being used for outline work,

whilst the heavier grades were used

only for shading ; but one and all are

held and used at such a sloping angle

as to give the smallest amount of pain

possible, the sensation being more of

a gentle scratching than anything else,

and we were not surprised to hear

from him that many European lady

travellers often carry a tiny butterfly

or stork on their shoulders to the end

of their lives when once they have

crossed Chyo's fatal threshold. Still,

he is always provided with a miniature

silver hypodermic syringe, and this he

will use constantly, if requested to

do so by owners of unusually tender

skins, in the case of heavy shading

or on any spot that he knows from

experience is likely to cause sharp

pain, and we could not help com- k.

paring his methods with those

of the rough-and-ready Burmese

tattooer.

A curious story is told about Hori Chyo.

It seems that some time ago he was

summoned to the police-court and told that

his trade was contrary to the law of Japan.

To this he replied that he had never

tattooed any Japanese, but that some years

ago when the Russian Heir Apparent (at

present Emperor) came to Japan he tattooed

a dragon on the Prince's left arm. Since

then, he had tattooed several foreign noblemen

and millionaires. He added that tattooing

is now known abroad as one of Japan's fine

arts, and he claimed that, so long as he does

not operate upon Japanese, he commits no

violation of the law. The police, however,

did not take this view, but ordered him to

stop the business, and mulcted him in a

small fine. This was reported in some of

the papers at the time, and a Mr. Bandel, a
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the third colour (brown) in addition to the

regulation blue-black and vermilion, and

with these three colours he has produced

veritable masterpieces. A glance through

his album of photographs, of the work

actually performed on English and American

patrons, is a revelation to anyone seeing it

for the first time, two of the most remarkable

being a huge dragon in three colours, covering

an American doctor's back entirely ; whilst on

the other hand a life-sized fly was put on an

Englishman's wrist so naturally that one

would feel tempted to call his attention to

the fact that the insect was getting a free

lunch out of him, if

we were not told that

it was the work of

the tattooing-needles.

As examples of

American work we

give the portraits of

Mr. and Mrs. Wil-

liams, who are said

to be tattooed from

top to toe. The

price charged in New

York for a costume

of this kind varies

from about eighty to

one hundred and

twenty pounds, the

Brothers Riley pro-

ducing most of the

best work on the

bodies of those who

make a living by ex-

hibiting themselves to

the British public.

It will at once be

noticed that there is

a distinct type or

character in the

American tattooing

which is quite dif-

ferent from that pro-

duced in Burmah or Japan, and more

closely resembles that borne by sailors who,

for the purpose of identification in case

of death by drowning, at one time pricked

gunpowder into their arms or the backs of

their hands, and then touching it with a lighted

match, left a scar that nothing but actual

excision could ever take out again. The

only case in which this painful ordeal has

been borne, so far as the writer's experience

goes, was at the hospital at Singapore, when

the scar left behind was infinitely worse than

the original tattooed design of an anchor on

the back of the hand. But of recent years

AMEK1CAN WUKK.

from a Photo

this " gunpowder" tattooing has dropped

out of fashion, and the three or four needles

at the end of a piece of stick with Indian ink

and a cochineal red are now used generally

by sailors ; and although this style of work is

rather crude and rough in draughtsmanship,

yet many pleasing designs, such as those

PICTURES ON THE HUMAN SKIN.
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FRANK DE HUKGII.

From a I'holo. liu Carl J/idler, Berlin.

effect will be gained from Frank

De Burgh's " front view." We also

note that between these two public

characters there is an indelible

bond of affection. For, on Mr.

De Burgh, we find the inscription,

" Forget-Me-Not," in a graceful

scroll, held aloft by the hand of a

maiden fair. Beneath this figure is

the name " Emma," and below this

the full name of the head of the

firm. On Mrs. De Burgh, the

names of " Frank " and " Emma "

are again prominent.

It may have been from photo-

graphs of the Williamses and the

De Burghs, with their highly-deco-

rated bodies, that the New York

comic paper, Puck, got its idea some

years ago of representing the Hon.

James G. Elaine as the "Tattooed

Man." Anyone who compares the

photographs we reproduce with the

Puck cartoons, will note the simi-

larity. The " Tattooed Man " im-

mediately sprang into popularity,

and in a Presidential campaign that

unfortunately descended into most

degrading personalities, these car-

toons did destructive work.

English soldiers do not appear

to take to this practice readily,

although many officers and men who

have been quartered in Burmah bear

the regimental crest or badge on

their arms, roughly forced into the

skin with the weapon already men-

tioned, and some few men in regi-

ments which have never been to

Burmah have not only had designs

placed on their own bodies, but

may sometimes be seen practising

on others in their regiment. To this

habit we owe the fact that in London

at the present moment is produced

the very finest tattooing the world

has ever seen ; for Mr. Sutherland

Macdonald, whilst in the Royal

Engineers, used often to watch the

men working with their roughly

made needles in the barrack-room,

and having always had a taste for

figure and landscape painting, he

was at last induced to give his

FRANK DE BURGHS BACK, SHOWING THE CRUCIFIXION IN TATTOO.

/Tom a P*oto. by Carl Sftiller,
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EMMA DE BURGH.

From a. I'hoto. by Carl Mailer. Berlin,

attention to tattooing, with the

result that in a few years' time he

has not only equalled the work

done by the Japanese, but has even

excelled them ; for in addition to

using Chyo's three colours, he has,

after much patient investigation, dis-

covered a permanent ultramarine

blue and a very beautiful green, both

perfectly harmless to the human skin,

and he is now diligently practising

on his own body for a yellow and

a lavender. The two chief difficul-

ties to be overcome are that many

skins will not stand any known

yellow, throwing it out very soon

after it is worked in, or else, as it

heals, it will turn to a very different

and unpleasant colour ; and this

applies also to all of the lavenders

at present known to science. But

it is only a question of time and

money with him, and before long

he will be using no fewer than seven

different colours ; and, by mixing

one or two of these, he will have

nearly as many to choose from as

the oil or water colour artist.

As if this were not sufficient, he

has also invented and patented an

electric machine into which he

inserts either a single fine or large needle,

as he may require one or the other, and

with this instrument he can do outline

work five or six times as quickly as that

done with the ordinary needles in the hand

of an expert, and the lines are far more

regular and even, whilst pain is reduced to a

minimum. For shading or heavy work he

uses the Japanese needles, ivory handles and

all, and to prevent any chance of carrying

disease from one sitter to the other, he has the

most perfect system of disinfecting that the

most careful medical practitioner could wish

for, as he fully realizes the mischief that may

be caused by the use of needles which are

not properly disinfected on one person after

the other, as many have found out to their

cost abroad.

As examples of his work, we give a dragon,

coat of arms, snake round the neck, and his

masterpiece, the fighting eagles; but it is

impossible to reproduce these subjects by

photography as well as we might wish, for

most of the delicate shading is missing, and

the coloured work is absolutely lost; but it

EMMA DE BURGHS BACK, SHOWING THK LORDS SUPPER, BY DA VINCI,

IN TATTOO.

From a Pkoio. 6Â» Carl Hotter, Berlin
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may be said with-

out fear of con-

tradiction that no

one in the past,

and no man living

to-day, can com-

pare with Mac-

donald in placing

really artistic pic-

tures on the

human skin.

A visit to the

little studio at

"TheHammam,"

in Jermyn Street,

is, in its way, quite

as interesting as

a visit to Chyo's

bungalow, and

whilst recognis-

ing such salient

features in both

as the luxurious

cushions, resting

here on a divan

instead of on the

floor, the familiar

needles with their

gaily decorated

handles and the

little hypodermic

syringe, not to

mention the ever-

ready box of

cigarettes and the Pnm a I'hula. 6Â» Ike Lamlon StertotropK Co.

accompanying cooling drinks, we find here

the additional comforts of the electric

light and a snug stove, both of them very

necessary in the variable English climate.

And quite as much time may be profitably

spent in going through the portfolios of both,

for whilst in those of Chyo's we find scarcely

anything but the art of Japan, very beautiful

and fascinating in its soft colouring and

dainty effects, in Macdonald's albums we

find drawings

and paintings

gathered from all

quarters of the

globe, and of all

and every kind,

quaint, humor-

ous, and pathetic,

but each one

specially selected

for the purpose

of being repro-

duced by the tat-

too ing-needles,

and in more than

one instance the

copyright of

some particularly

striking picture

has actually been

purchased out-

right, so that no

one but the weal-
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tender epidermis, not content with a hand- intend to travel through, placed on their wrists

some pair of dark blue socks with scarlet as a sort of passport in cases of emergency

"clocks" on his feet, has lately been and identification after; death; whilst the

adorned with all manner of strange designs, ladiesâbut, no, we will draw the curtain

from his neck

down to the top

of the socks, and

this at quite a

fabulous price,

when we bear in

mind the length

of time it must

have taken to

carry out such a

large order.

Officers are con-

stantly to be seen

here having their

regimental badge

IRI-KN AND ULACK, KOUNU THE

AUTHOR'S NECK, BY MR. MACOONALD.

fnm a Photo, bt Ou Au'Jior.

down and spare

them : suffice it

to say that Royal

Princes and

Dukes, the mem-

bers of our no-

bility and thou-

sands of humbler

folk, bear to-day

on their bodies

clever, humorous,

and artistic de-

signs the work of

that master of the

art of tattooing,

placed on their arms, whilst the number of Macdonald, of Jermyn Street, and we leave

crests and coats of arms in the albums testify him with the thought uppermost in our

how popular is this form of decoration. minds what a pity it is that, unlike Chyo,

he has no pupils and no one to take up

the mantle, which some day must fall from

his shoulders for ever.

THE AUTHORS BACK, BY MR. MACDCINALU.

From a Photo, bÂ» On Author.

Travellers in dangerous and remote districts

often have a few words of Arabic, Burmese,

or the language of whatever country they may

DRACiON, TATTOOED IN IILACK, liREEN, ANU RED,

MR. MACDONALD.

From a Photo, bv the Author.

The Sculptor of Florence.

BY CHARLES J. MANSFORD.

I.

OU name a large sum for

your task."

" Milady has no need to

accept my terms," responded

Andre Londini, the sculptor.

" But I desire to engage

your services ; I am rich, and my wishes are

usually gratified to the full."

" I never bargain," said the sculptor ; " it

matters to me little whether my art is placed

at your service or not."

" You are very independent,"

responded Lady Montaine, with

a cold smile; " but you are

famous, and no doubt much

sought after."

I.ondini bowed: "I have

much to do to-day, and wish

to commence," he said, almost

curtly.

Lady Montaine was indig-

nant. She had come to the

sculptor to honour him as a

goddess would a human mortal.

He viewed the matter differ-

ently, and seemed in no way

anxious to accede to her re-

quest, for at first he had

refused outright, and after-

wards named a price for his

work that surprised the richest

woman of the season.

" I agree to your terms,"

she eventually responded ;

"when would be convenient

for a first sitting?"

" At once, if you agree to

remain; I can continue my

other task this afternoon,"

replied I.ondini.

"Where shall I sit? "asked

Lady Montaine.

" Here, close to this block of marble," said

I.ondini. The sculptor was indeed brusque,

it seemed. He did not even look towards

his visitor, but turned partly aside from her

as he motioned to the chair, which was not,

as is usual, placed in an elevated position.

" Do you think I make an effective model ?"

asked Lady Montaine, as she looked at the

sculptor.

" I cannot say until I examine the contour

of your features," answered Londini. Then to

the surprise of his model the sculptor moved

slowly towards her and passed his hands

softly across her shoulders and then over

her face.

" You are " began Lady Montaine.

"Blind," said the sculptor; "yes, but my

art is true and my conception of light and

shade unerring. Fear not for the result

HE PASSED HIS HANDS SOFTLY OVKR HER PACK.

of my labour. My fame was achieved

after the world became to me a blank

nothingness."

Lady Montaine was interested, and that

was for her a new experience. Left an
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whose flattery had fed her vanity, until the

finer nature of the imperious woman had

been almost stifled. To patronize art

had been one of her whims â it evinced

good taste on her part, and served as a

theme for her admirers to discourse upon.

Andre I.ondini, passing his deft fingers

across her haughty face and brow, read her

character with the power which the blind

alone possess fully, and his face plainly

showed that the result was not satisfactory

from an artist's point of view.

"Well," said Lady Montaine, as his hands

fell impassively to his side as he finished

examining her features, " what do you think

of the task before you ? "

" Your wishes shall be adhered to, and I

will faithfully reproduce your features; but I

am not a flatterer, and I cannot promise

that you will be content to view my work

with satisfaction when it is finished," said

Londini.

A strange sculptor, indeed. What could

be lacking that he should make such a

response, when all the servile train that'

followed her saw only beauty where he found

a defect ? She blushed at the remark as

she replied :â

" You are certainly frank, if not courteous ;

perhaps you will gratify my curiosity suffi-

ciently to enlighten me as to why you are

disappointed in my features, since most men

consider me handsome."

" If you wish it," said Londini, " I will do

so; the telling will do you no good whatever,

for the world has spoilt one of its fairest

daughters."

"Proceed, I pray you," said Lady Mon-

taine ; " I am never lecturedâit is an

unknown luxury left behind since the days

of childhood."

" You are interested in what I say, milady,"

responded Londini, "only because your

curiosity is aroused. If you could be taught

to feel, then my fingers would be able to

fashion a perfect face."

"You think I am indifferent to the common

joys and woes of humanity. Can you describe

the past as well as present qualities? It is

something entirely new to me to have a

true mirror placed before me," said Lady

Montaine.

" A spoilt child, the idol of a crowd; a

woman to whom love is an unknown realm,

and one in which she may never wander,"

answered Londini, rather to himself than

his model.

" You are right, and yet you are wrong,"

replied the sculptor's subject; " the future is

unknown to each of us in this world : who

knows what may lie before me ? "

" I will not venture to say," responded

Londini; "for me*there is art, and I am

content. One day you, too, may seek in

some pursuit to forget the dark shadow

which may fall across your life."

Lady Montaine, looking at the sculptor,

saw that he was deeply moved. The eyes
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chiselled Guilda, the shepherdess,'" and

smiling he placed the child on the chair

which his visitor had vacated, and, uncovering

a block of marble near, continued to render

the rough shape more like the model which

it was ultimately to represent, pausing from

time to time to touch the child's face and

rippling hair that fell in profusion over her

shoulders.

The child sat watching the progress of the

work with glee, until a moment when Londini

took her from the chair into his arms and

kissed her fondly.

There was one ray of light left in the world

for the sculptor, and it was the love of the

little one he held fast to his breast.

II.

" IT is a study from real life," said Londini,

in reply to a question from Lady Montaine

one day, as she

stood gazing on

the almost finished

work representing

Guilda.

" And who is

the child ? " asked

Lady Montaine.

"She is very

beautiful, if the

marble represents

her correctly."

"That is a

difficult question

to answer," re-

sponded Londini,

" since it involves

my own history,"

" I am eager to

know why you

chisel a childish

form with such

laborious patience,

for it is evidently

to be an artistic triumph," said Lady

Montaine. " The world is so incongruous :

you who are blind see the imperfections and

beauties which others pass by."

Londini, proceeding with the shaping of

the head of Lady Montaine in marble, was

at first reticent with regard to the details

sought; but becoming animated with the

subject of little Guilda, he sketched in words

the strange history of the child whose fate

was so involved in his own that he began by

describing his early career.

" Although I was born in Florence," began

Londini, " my early life was spent in Russia,

in the southern district of Kharkof. There,

when my school days were over, I first

devoted myself to art, and in my studio spent

the long, dreary winter. I was busily em-

ployed one day with a model, when the studio

door was violently thrown open, and a woman

entered bearing a child in her arms. Her

appearance was that of one in great distress

of mind, the cause of which I was soon to

learn. Her husband, it transpired, had,

after a brief married life, been sent to
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"'You are cautious, but the question must

be answered.'

" ' I cannot answer it,' I responded ; ' I

make no friends in Russia.'

"' Where is the woman who usually

occupies the rooms above ?' questioned the

officer.

"' If you know her apartments, why not

search them ? ' I replied.

" ' You evade the question. Do you or do

you not know her whereabouts?'

" ' I do, but the information is no part of

my affairs, and I refuse to answer," I replied.

" ' Take care. Siberia is cold, and the

" The mines ? " questioned Lady Mon-

taine.

" Yes, I was sentenced to pass a term of

imprisonment there, and marched with the

next batch of victims bound in that direction.

It was a dreary journey. Hundreds and

hundreds of miles in the winter. Over

the steppes of Russia, through blinding

snowstorms, we were hurried along, guarded

by the soldiery, who met our entreaties for

rest or shelter with taunts and blows."

" But you were not destined to stay in

Siberia long ?" interrogated the sculptor's

model.

" A DREARV JOURNEY

mines are before you if you refuse to give the

answer. You are liable to be treated as an

accomplice, as perhaps you are.'

"' That may be, but I have no other

answer to give. I will not betray a woman.'

"'You are resolute?' questioned the officer.

" ' Quite,' I responded. He looked towards

the four officials who accompanied him, and

in another moment I was making an in-

effectual struggle for liberty. I need not

proceed furtherâyou will guess what hap-

pened, doubtless," said Londini.

" Unhappily, no. I

say unhappily, because

within one year of that

time a free pardon was conferred

on me. Can you guess the reason

why such clemency was bestowed

on me? '

" Your innocence was perhaps

proved," said Lady Montaine.

"The reason is before you," replied Lon-

dini, sadly.

" I understand," said Lady Montaine.

" What a dreadful sequel," and she looked

at the sculptor's sightless eyes.

" Coming back from the mines, I found

that the woman was dead and the child

alone. I, too, was desolate, and so little

Guilda and I left the country which had

been so full of misery to both, and, coming

to Florence, I tried to forget my sorrow. It

was a terrible affliction, but one gets used even

to being blind, Guilda has been to me the
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one hope of my life. For her I took up again

my chisel, and, in spite of failures, found at

last my labours rewarded, for the world has

treated my productions with kindness, and

with Guilda's love I am content, for who

would marry a blind artist ?" and Londini

was silent as he devoted himself to the bluck

of marble before him.

Lady Montaine, the last to be affected

by sentiment usually, felt herself strangely

moved. She looked at the sculptor, and

the faces of her suitors seemed to fade into

insignificance before it. A sculptor of

Florence, indeed, he was far removed from

the level of those who would patronize his

labours. " What a pity he is blind ! " she

murmured again.

"May I see your shepherdess?" the lady

asked, when Londini had intimated that the

day's sitting was concluded.

" Certainly," replied Londini, and the

child came at his bidding and stood before

the twain.

"I am Andre's sweetheart," said the child ;

"my papa lives in a beautiful palace, where it

is always sunshine. One day, when I am

quite grown up, Andre has promised I shall

see him. But it is a long way off, and papa

is so busy he cannot come here, so I shall

go to him. Mamma is dead, you know,"

and the child nestled her head \n the

lady's lap. .f â¢-

Londini looked with an air of apology at

his visitor. " I could not tell her what

Siberia was likeâone day she may know

all, but not yet, not yet," and his hand

wandered lovingly over the golden hair of

the little one.

Lady Montaine was silent. Londini, with

the quickness that distinguishes the lightest

sounds, heard one that startled him. Could

the narration of his life's drama matter to

her ? What was it if the sculptor were blind

or the child an orphan ? Her world was too

large for such trifles to concern her ; and yet,

as his hand rested on the child, he felt an

irresistible impulse to know what effect the

simple story had on the woman who knew

not sorrow. His hand passed from the child

to the lady's face, and he knew in that

moment that she had learnt the lesson which

her followers could not teach, for I,ady

Montaine's face was wet with falling tears.

She rose hurriedly and left the studio, the

child following her to the door with a strange,

wistful glance at the imperious beauty's

face.

Andre Londini had good reason for his

silence as he bent over the little shepherdess

that represented Guilda. She was the one

object that inspired him to produce his

marvellous works; could anyone take her

place? And the sculptor felt that he was

indeed blind, for the garden of love was

denied his sight save in the child, who clung

to him as he left the studio with a strange,

faltering step.

III.
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of sorrows, and I am alone," and the sculptor

vainly tried to hide his emotions as he

turned his head aside.

" Andre"," whispered the child, " I am

going to papa. He lives in a beautiful palace,

you said."

" Yes, Guilda," said Londini, as he bent

over her ; " can you see ? "

"It s dark, so very dark, but I can see

someone; are you still here, Andre? You

must not let go my hand, or I shall miss the

way."

" Guilda, my little sweetheart," said

Londini, as he clasped the child's hands still

tighter, " I am here by your side and hold

your hand."

Guilda opened her eyes slowly and, turning

them on the face of the blind sculptor, said :

still child, and his grief was uncontrolled.

At last he rose, and turning to the woman

beside him, he said :â

" Leave me, I pray you ; the blind sculptor

is without love or hope."

The world and its fleeting joys seemed

indeed trifling to her whom Londini addressed.

She approached the sculptor, her arms

wandered over his shoulders and her tears

fell upon his face. Andre" drew her closer

to him, for there, in the presence of death,

he knew that one life would be left to cheer

the darkness that shut out the day from

his afflicted gaze.

Lady Montaine's friends were as surprised

as they were grieved that she should devote

her life to a blind man. Yet, when from

1 LOND1N! FLUNG HIMSELF BY THE SIDE OF THE STILL CHILD."

" I see my papa's palace, and mamma is

there .... holding out her arms to me."âAnd

Andre Londini stood by the bed on which

lay the dead form of his one treasure which

his eyes could never see.

Londini flung himself by the side of the

time to time they heard from her, the choice

which she had made seemed to have brought

her happiness only; while he, whose guide

she became, found in her love all that the

heart of man can receive from the woman

whose fate is linked with his.

Floods.

BY JEREMY BROOME.

I.âGREAT WESTERN LOCOMOTIVE RUNNING THROUGH THE FLOOD AT CREECH, NEAR TAUNTON, NOVEMBER 14, IK

From a Photo, tit A. 0. PeOterict. Taimion.

F Noah (who knew a thing or

two about floods) could have

seen this Great Western loco-

motive pushing and splashing

its elephantine way through

the floods at Creech, near

Taunton, on November I4th, 1894, he would

have been struck dumb with surprise. Yet

there is nothing wonderful in it. Trains

must reach

their destination

somehow, and if it

happens that some

unruly river, like a

small boy outgrow-

ing his clothes,

swells with pride

and rains, and over-

flows the road-bed

of a great corpora-

tion, there is noth-

ing to be done ex-

cept to go through.

As long as the

road - bed is un-

injured, and the

water does not

touch the boiler or

the passengers'feet,

the trip is easily

accomplished.

Vol. xiii.-66.

But when a river rises from its bed and

tears down through forests for several miles,

sweeping everything before it, things are

different. Our second photograph, the

first of the four kindly lent to us by Mr.

Harrison Hodgson, the general manager

of the Costa Rica Railway Company, shows

one remarkable result of these mountain

torrents. The solid masonry of the line

RAILWAY IN JAMAICA UNDERMINED BY FLOODS,

a ."/â¢â¢"'â¢ lent by the Cotta Rica Railway Co.
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in Jamaica was

swept away by the

onrushing water,

leaving the rails and

sleepers hanging in

a graceful loop

along the base of

the hill. Nothing,

perhaps, could

better show the ex-

cellent construction

of the line, but it is

a costly way of illus-

trating good work-

manship. In Costa

Rica the same

dangers are met

with, and the ac-

cidents cause great

expense. "Our

e m ba n kments,"

writes Mr. George

Earl Church, in an

1895 report to the

directors of the Costa Rica Railway,

" across the wide valley of the Matina River,

act as a dam when it overflows, as*it did at

the end of last June. The river then rose

from its bed and came tearing down through

the forest for a width of several miles, sweep-

ing our railway before it as if it were

a plaything." Oftentimes the effect was

picturesque, as when the floods, rushing by

the low-roofed houses, dropped in glistening

waterfalls over the jagged rocks (3).

The force of these Costa Rica floods is

sometimes so great that whole trains are

smashed into fragments. The train shown

in (4) was proceeding slowly across an iron

bridge, when the trestle was swept away in an

4. âTRAIN AND HKIDGE DEMOLISHED ilY FLOODS ON THF COSTA KICA RAILWAY.

>'rom a Photoyrapk.

instant, leaving the locomotive and cars in a

broken heap at the bottom of the stream.

It took many hours of hard work to clear

away the debris created in almost the

twinkling of an eye. Sometimes, in fact,

it takes a fortnight to get a train

through, for not only have new bridges to

be built, but the whole line has to be

strengthened in those parts torn and

weakened by the floods. In many cases

sections of the line have to be abandoned.

The rivers change their beds, and this neces-

sitates new bridges in new places. " In flood

time," adds the report, "the pounding, smash-

ing, and grating of the veritable bombardment

of boulders can be heard for two miles."

And when the flood

has run its course,

little can be seen

in places except

" the wreck of in-

transitable bridges,

masonry, and rail-

way track." Fortu-

nately, however,

these floods in
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-REPAIRING DAMAGE BY FLOOD ON THE COSTA RICA RAILWAY.

Fi-om a Photograph.

An unusual quantity of water around

Venice ought to excite no more remark

than tons of coal about Newcastle, or tin in

Cornwall. But when this water begins to

flow into the cellars of the houses, and

cover the public

squares, there is

no little conversa-

tional hubbub.

Twice in the

autumn of 1896

was the Queen

City of the Adriatic

invaded by the

floods, and our

photograph (6)

shows the Piazza

di San Marco,

with the noted

Campanile, or

bell-tower of St.

Mark's Church, on

the right, carpeted

with water. At

night the effect

was beaiitiful.

The Doge's

Palace, the mas-

sive Campanile,

and the church

itself were mir-

rored in "the smooth water of the square,

and "the level field of chequered stones,"

which Ruskin wrote about, became the

pleasure ground of twinkling gondolas.

In November, 1894, Father Thames

From a]

6.âFLOOD IN ST. MARK'S SQUARE AT VENICE, 1896.
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At Eton, the trades-

men had to deliver

their goods in boats,

the streets were

lined with planks,

as shown in (7),

and the Eton boys

got their holiday.

The distress here

was considerable,

and the good Queen

visited nearly every

flooded part in the

neigh bou rhood,

carrying succour to

the poor. Her

cooks made soup

for the hungry, and

her money helped

those whose income

had been cut off by

loss of work. At

East Molesey, the

river rose above the

outdid himself, and his wayward actions lock gates, and the road to the station

were imitated by nearly every river in (8) was filled with boats and men in

Great Britain. He rose four inches higher bare legs. Boys had to ride on the roofs

than he did in the noted Wellington flood of of the vans, fowls were to be seen in the

1852, until nearly every house along his living-rooms of the houses, and in one

banks from Oravesend to Oxford felt the case, as was written at the time, " two pigs

destructive strength of his mighty body, were included in the family circle," one of

7.âOXFORD ROAD, ETON, DURING THE THAMES FLOODS OF NOVEMBER, 1894.

Prom a Pkoto tent by O. J. Si/mont, Ktq-

8.âCREKCH ROAD, EAST MOLESEY, ON NOVEMBER 17, 1894.

Prom a Pkolo. lit H. W. Nxatm. Foot UtHefy.
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g.âDATCHET GREEN, DURING THE THAMES FLOODS OF NOVEMBER, 1894.

From a Photo, lent by G. J. Syinonn, Ety.

which jumped from a bedroom window,

happily to be rescued from a watery grave.

During a Thames flood, some of the

towns become Venices in miniature, with

punts for gondolas. Datchet Green (9)

made a pretty picture with its quaint abutting

houses rising from the water. Here the

flood was unusually deep, and traffic was

almost entirely carried on by means of boats.

At Hereford (10), where the Wye ambitiously

lifted its head above the banks, the rail-

way was submerged, and crowds of people

were compelled to remain on the station

platform until boats could take them off.

People took their dinners and picnicked

on the floods, as if it were summer-time,

and the man on the street, metaphorically

speaking, became his own boatman, and

quickly developed muscle, of which Britain

is ever proud.

In times of general flood, Cornwall suffers

tremendously, and the photos, which we

reproduce on the two following pages, show

the great extent to which the bursting rivers

play havoc with property. A large part of

the damage is traceable to the flooded and

deserted mines, which are to be found in all

parts of the country. At St. Ives, not only

were houses destroyed (n) and people made

temporarily homeless, but the streets were

From a Photo. Itnt !iÂ»1

10.âHEREFORD STATION, NOVEMBER, 1894.

W. J. Srmoiu, i:-'i.
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II.âHOUSE AT ST. IVES, DEMOLISHED BY FLOODS.

From a Photo, by J. C. Burrotf, Cambornt.

torn up, and gas-pipes and water-mains laid can do

bare, at great expense to benevolent is when

corporations in

that district. In

(n) and again in

(14) we see these

pipes in their un-

accustomed naked-

ness, and several

people who desired

to be photo-

graphed. And

here I may add

that it is not every

town that likes to

have its damages

by flood photo-

graphed and illus-

trated to the

public. I had

written to a West

of England town

for some excellent

photographs of the

'94 floods in that

J- ,

district, and re-

ceived the following answer: " I

beg to say that I should be glad

to send you some flood views, but

the idea was pretty general here at

the time, that the publication of

said views had been detrimental to

the' welfare of our city, and I was

in bad odour in certain quarters

in consequence." A righteous and

brave city, forsooth, and full of

wisdom !

But let us return to the Corn-

wall photographs, which are among

the best of their kind ever taken,

and can do pretty St. Ives little

harm. Near Marazion a culvert

burst, and upset a large loco-

motive, as shown in (12). Luckily,

the locomotive was attached to a

goods train, or great damage would

have been done to life. At St.

Ives furniture floated about the

streets, and swimming cattle buf-

feted against the ruins of the

houses. In one instance a house

was completely washed down (13),

and its place was taken by a rush-

ing torrent, over which strong

beards had to be placed for the

use of the neighbouring house-

holders.

These photographs show but a

tithe of the damage which floods

when once they set to work. It

lives are lost by hundreds and

12.âLOCOMOTIVE OVERTHROWN BY FLOOD NEAR MARAZION, CORNWALL.

'. C. Burrow, Camborne.
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thousands, and whole cities are

wrecked by what the newspapers

call " incredible inundations " and

"devastating deluges," that things

come to their worst. From early

times these deluges have taken

place, and, indeed, nearly every

race of men on the globe has a

tradition of a great deluge, such

as the Noachian Flood of the

Christian peoples. In 1642, to

go no further back, the great

Hoang-Ho swallowed up 300,000

people at Kaifong, in China. Four

years later, 110,000 Frieslanders

were drowned in Holland ; and in

1824, the Neva overflowed at St.

Petersburg with the loss of 10,000

lives. A few years ago an

enormous dam broke at Johnstown,

Pennsylvania, and a volume of

water, three miles long, a mile

wide, and a hundred feet deep,

burst upon the surrounding country

into the valley below, destroying

everything in its course for eighteen

miles, and killing over 5,000 people.

It may be interesting to note

here that floods are of two kinds,

caused by differences in the nature

of the countries through which

rivers flow. Rapidly flowing rivers,

with a rapid fall, rise quickly after heavy

rains, which cause a high but rapidly subsid-

13. â HOl'SK AT ST. 1VES WASHKD DOWN BY FLOODS.

from a Photo, by J. C. VurroK, Cambonu.

14.âA STREET AT ST. IVES TORN UP BY FLOODS.

From a Photo, by J. C. .Burrow, Camborne.

ing flood. On the other hand, rivers that

flow gently rise slowly, and never reach

the height of

torrential rivers,

as they are called.

Their floods,

however, fall

slowly, and linger

on the land. For

this reason,

among others,

the long and

lower floods are

the more in-

jurious.

River - floods,

as people along

the Thames

know, are the

product of rain-

fall. They rarely

result from a

great down-pour

at one time, but

from a series of

moderate rain-

storms, which
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15.âFLOODED FLOOR IN MILSTON CHURCH, NEAR AMESBURY.

from a Photo, lent by <;. J. Sinntnu, A.1-.;.

gradually fill the river channels. Conse-

quently, when rain has been frequent, the

floods are looked for, and, when necessity

demands, provision is made against disastrous

effects. Often, of

course, the effect

is beneficial. The

Nile owes its sup-

plies wholly to the

copious rains of

the countries

wherein it rises,

and during the

flood a great por-

tion of the Delta

and of the Valley

of Egypt is inun-

dated. Yet the

Egyptians could

not do without

their great river.

It is the fertilizer

of the country.

The alluvium, or

deposits of earth,

sand, gravel, and

decayed matter,

with which it is

charged, spreads

over the land and makes it rich

and fruitful. The Thames floods,

too, may be useful as fertilizers, but

their chief effect is to dampen

people's cellars, drown cows, ob-

struct the business man on his way

to the station, raise hopes, often

rudely thwarted, in the breast of

the average Eton boy, and put

pennies in the pockets of men with

punts.

Some floods are religiously in-

clined, and go to church. As witness

thereof, mark the accompanying

reproduction (15), showing the floor

of Milston Church, near Amesbury,

in Wilts. The reflection of the

choir-window in the water is beau-

tiful, and the effect produced by this

reflection in conjunction with the

pews and the stone floor near the

altar is curiously shown upon turn-

ing the illustration upside down.

The recent floods in the Thames

have again drawn attention to that

fickle stream. They were not so

extensive or disastrous as those of

1894, but were quite heavy enough

to cause anxiety and a supply of

new stories. A Maidenhead auc-

tioneer, it is reported, held a sale of land,

and wielded his hammer from the top

of a tub in the midst of the floods.

Purchasers punted to the sale, and money

16.âBAKER DELIVERING BREAD AT MAIDENHEAD, FEBRUARY IO, 1897.

From a Pltato. ba Otorgt Xanm, Limited.
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I/. âPUNTING FOR BEER AT MAIDENHEAD, FEBRUARY 10, 1897.

fVom a Photo, by fitorge XeumtM, Limited.

along with water

to the hubs.

Many of the houses

were deep in the

water, and high

fences here" and

there peeped above

the surface. One

of the public-

houses was sur-

rounded by the

flood, but this did

not in the least in-

terfere with trade.

The populace

made use of the

punts provided free

(but probably not

for this purpose)

by the Corporation,

and paddling up,

jug in hand (17),

received the bever-

age with out-

stretched hands.

was so plentiful that all the land was sold,

even though it rested at the bottom of the

floods. At Windsor a jovial house-agent

advertised a magnificent property as " includ-

ing in summer a beautiful lake at the bottom

of the garden, and in winter a beautiful

garden at the bottom of the lake." At Clewer

and Bray the poultry took to the trees, and

at Eton, bacon

and eggs were

delivered through

the bedroom win-

dows by means

of ladders. At

Maidenhead the

baker tossed his

bread from the

vehicle into the

housemaid's arms,

not being able to

get out of his

cart (16).

The scenes at

Maidenhead were,

in fact, typical

flood-scenes. The

long country lanes

near the river were

sheets of water,

through which the

tradesman's van

and my lady's

carriage swished

Vol. xiiL-67.

In another place

men were to be seen walking along in rubber

suits, with the water almost waist-high. Ladies

were making calls in boats, and on Sunday

the religious section of the population punted

to the church door, and punted home again.

The postman delivered his letters from a

" The Parisian."

FROM THE FRENCH OF PAUL D'ARGKNAY. BY ALYS HAI.LARD.

N the regiment he was cer-

tainly not a favourite with

the officers; but he always

managed to get along very well

with his fellow-soldiers, for he

was so lively and had such a

fund of ready wit. He had scarcely had any

education, as he was apprenticed at a very

early age, but he had read a great deal, every-

thing in fact that he had been able to get

hold of: novels, newspapers, books of travel

and adventure, all kinds and sorts of litera-

ture ; and as he had an excellent memory he

was certainly capital company.

Then, too, he could sing fairly well, he

recited like a born actor, and he was always

up to the most irresistible nonsense, so that

he was the very life and soul of the regiment.

He had been nicknamed by his fellow-

soldiers, on account of his liveliness and wit,

" the Parisian," and no one ever thought of

calling him by any other name. As far as

discipline was concerned he was a very-

second-rate sort of soldier, for nothing had

ever been able to persuade him that he

owed implicit and passive obedience to

the officers, of no matter what rank they

might be.

On the other

hand, he kept

his uniform and

his arms in the

most immaculate

state of cleanli-

ness, he was a

first - class shot,

and could march

any distance.

\V h e n it was

announced in his

regiment that

volunteers were

wanted for Ton-

quin, he enrolled

himself without a

moment's hesita-

tion, for, as he

said, he had

always wanted

to have a look

round in other

countries. On

board the Afyfho,

the vessel which

transported the troops, he very soon made

himself quite at home.

In the first place, he managed to get

himself employed down in the kitchen, and

in a very short time was quite the favourite

of the head cook.

Then, when he was off duty, he would

install himself comfortably in the forecastle,

and whilst smoking cigarettesâmade with

tobacco contributed by the sailorsâhe would

entertain his audience by reciting monologues

and by imitating the Parisian street-cries of

the various hawkers.

He was wonderfully clever, too, at

"THE PARISIAN.
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and, what was more extraordinary, he had

escaped all fevers and illness of every kind.

He was just as lively as when in France, and

many a time his gaiety had put new courage

into some of the younger soldiers.

His superiors appreciated his bravery and

sang-froid when under fire, and the happy

way he had of making the best of all kinds

of privations and fatigue.

" He's a fine soldier," remarked his lieu-

tenant one day to the captain ; but the latter,

who had noticed his tendency to insubordi-

nation, answered :â

" Yes, a fine soldier during the campaign,

but a bad one in the barracks. A head-

strong fellow to deal with."

A little later on a detachment of the

regiment was told off to occupy an isolated

part of observa-

tion near the

banks of the

Song-Cau. For

some time the

country round

had appeared

quite calm and

peaceful, and

as the guards

were on duty as

sentinels, the

soldiers had, for

the time being,

neither fatigue

nor privations

to endure.

In order that

their inaction

should not have

a demoralizing

effect on- the

men, the officer

in command

saw fit to occupy

them in various

ways, such as

digging tren-

ches, collecting

fagots, and all

kinds of details

connected with

their temporary

encampment. One afternoon, a section of

the troop was engaged in clearing out the

quarters, under the direction of Sergeant

Butin.

" The Parisian'' had never been able to

reconcile himself to handling the pick-axe,

and generally he passed his time in looking

on whilst his comrades did the work, and as

he always kept- them entertained with his

jokes and nonsense, neither the men nor

the sub-officer in command had ever made

any difficulty about this. As it happened,

though, on the afternoon in question, Sergeant

Butin was in a very bad humour, for he had

that morning been called over the coals

himself by his superior officer.

On seeing " the Parisian," therefore, seated
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vengeance, the soldier, without even throwing

away his cigarette, moved away slowly

towards his comrades, murmuring, in a low

voice:â

" I knew it would come to that sooner or

later.'.'

"The Parisian" was imprisoned while

waiting his trial by court-martial. The

captain on hearing of what serious mis-

demeanour he had been guilty judged it

necessary to make an example of him, and so

he was sentenced to await in prison the day

of his trial at Hanoi'.

He made the best of his situation, and

when he answered the questions which were

put to him by the officer who had been

appointed to make the preliminary inquiries

about the affair, he appeared to be quite

resigned to whatever fate might be awaiting

him.

It happened to be the lieutenant in

command of the section to which " the

Parisian" belonged, and although he was

sorry in his heart for the culprit, the officer

knew that military discipline had to be main-

tained, particularly during a campaign.

One night, towards ten o'clock, firing was

heard in the distance, and almost at the same

moment the sentinels gave the alarm to the

little troop. Then, all at once, a fierce,

deafening volley of firing was heard, and

fearful shouts and yelling seemed to come

from all sides at once.

In a few seconds every man of the little

company was on foot, and, with his gun

placed in the gap of the bamboo palings,

was firing recklessly on the enemy who had

surrounded the fort. At the very first shot

" the Parisian," knowing that under present

circumstances no one would trouble about

him, escaped from his prison, rushed for a

gun and cartridges, and, mounting the slope,

began to fire with all his energy.

His lieutenant, in passing by, recognised

him, and said :â

"That's right, my good fellow. Get

wounded, and I'll answer for your other

affair."

" I'm sure to, lieutenant," answered the

trooper, smiling bitterly, and then without

troubling himself about the balls which fell

around him thick and fast, "the Parisian"

continued shooting. It was very evident

that his one desire was to meet his death

there rather than to be shot dead by his

comrades by order of the court-martial.

After an hour's desperate firing, the

assailants, numerous though they were, gave

up their attempt to take the post, and beat a

retreat in all directions. The captain, wishing

to teach them a lesson, went out in pursuit of
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them with part of his troop, and following

them up across the rice-fields caused them a

considerable loss of men.

Then, on seeing that he was himself some

500 yards outside the fort, and fearing to

have his retreat cut off, he gave the order

to return. On arriving within their own

fortifications, and after having the gate

closed securely, he kept his men in their

ranks.

" Sergeant Butin," he said, " call over the

names."

The sergeant did not appear in answer to

his chiefs command, and a shudder of

horror ran

through the

little troop. If

he were still out

o'n the plain !

.... The

enemy never

had mercy,

and prisoners

and wounded

would have to

endure a long

and cruel mar-

tyrdom before

death released

them. . . . The

soldiers dis-

banded, and

search was

made every-

where within

the camp, and

then a little

band of men

went round

outside the

fortifications.

It was all in

vain. Sergeant Butin had not returned with

the others, and soldiers and officers all

hoped that, at any rate, he had been killed

outright, shot through the heart by a ball.

" Poor fellow !" they said to each other

as they were moving towards their quarters

for the night.

Just at this moment a loud shout was

heard outside.

The sentinel raised his gun, and called

out: " Qui vive 1"

" Open the gate!'' replied the voice of

someone gasping for breath. " Quickâ

quick ! It is Sergeant Butin ! "

The soldiers rushed to the gate, and flung

it wide open; and then, dark though the

night was, they could distinguish the form of

a man almost bent double, carrying on his

back a soldier, on whose sleeves the gold

lace glittered.

No sooner had he passed through the gate

than he staggered and fell. The soldiers

crowded round, and by the flickering light of

a lantern they recognised " the Parisian."

He was deadly pale and covered with blood ;

one hand was pressed tightly to his side, and

Curious Bibles.

ISPRINTS and the eccen-

tricities of translators and

artists have turned many

editions of the Holy Bible

into valuable and interesting

curiosities. The first example

reproduced shows us at a glance how the

parable of the vi

S.L

chief priefts and the {tribes came upon him,

with the elders,

2 And /pake unto him, laying, Tell us,

By what authority doeft thou thefe things ?

or who is he that gave thee this authority?

3 And he anfwered and faid unto them,

I will alfo ask you one thing; and anfwcr

me. '

THE VINEGAR BIBLE.

famous " Vinegar " Bible got its name.

"The Parable of the Vinegar" appears,

instead of the " Parable of the Vineyard,"

the third chapter of Genesis commences in

this startling manner: " Now the servant

was more subtill than any beast of the

field," etc. Of course, it should be "ser-

pent."

It is strange enough that such errors should

creep into a work which receives more care

in being set in type and going

through the press than any other

volume. But the greatest care,

even when enhanced by the fear of

punishment, has not been sufficient

to prevent misprints which abso-

lutely reverse the meaning of the

most important texts.

The passage that gives the " More

Sea" Bible its name is next repro-

duced. This is an instance of the

omission of the negative (in Rev. xxi.,

i). The "Judas" Bible contains a

very strange typographical errorâ

none other than the substitution of

name of the betrayer for that of

CHAP. ML

I TAf firfrnt dntivnh ttl. *

fmlt. Â« Gad frantth thm. 14 The fnfnt

ucurffd. if ThtfttKttMf'tJ. iSThtfmiflK

vm.t of manH'.ile. at Thrir fiifl ilttbmf,

ti Thi'tr ttfti'-l out tf Ptrid'ft.

NOw the ftrvjni wu more fubtill then inf

beaft of the field which the Lo H D God

had made,and he fold unto the wcmm,-(Yci hub , -.

Gvd Ctici, Yc lhall not at of every tree of the J

gÂ»dcnÂ» J

Â». And the woman raid unto tbcfcrpent, W'c

may eat of thcfruit of thetreuof thcgirdeni

j But of the fruit of the tree which u IB the

mldftnl the gudca, God hith fii), Yc fhiU net

CK of it.nthhcr ftuJl yciouch iijcftyc die.

CHAP. XXI.

â¢mil Jmftlan -mil, < .
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/jf*Â». 14 Tht k,ny â¢; ill itrit, UIHI tk<ir
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J\ for ttefin> bÂ«Tcn, and the tint eirth were

paftd iwijr^ud there wu mÂ«rc let.

t And I Jeia fjw the holy cit/^ncw Jcrufalcm
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The "Wicked" Bible, published in 1631,

was so called from the omission of the

important little word " not" in

the rendering of the Seventh

Commandment ; and that the

hapless printer should have been

fined by Archbishop 1 .:m<I the

sum of ^300 is only as it should

be, considering the grossness of

the blunder. The money, we

learn, was expended on " a fount

of fair Greek type," which was to

render almost impossible such

enormities as the above.

Published in London in 1572,

the " Pagan" Bible is a real

curiosity, containing as it does, at

St. John, ist Epistle, chap, i., a

wood-cut of Mount Olympus and

the GodsâLeda and Swan ; Daphne and

Apollo. This extraordinary Bible also con-

nede to

nyghte."

tains other scenes from the

Metamorphoses. It is perfectly

inconceivable how such utterly

inappropriate illustrations should

have been allowed a place in an

edition of the Bible. It is well

known, however, that two or

three centuries ago the difficulties

of reproducing pictures of any

kind in books were so great, that

one block was made to do duty,

not only in several works of

wholly diverse kind, but was

even used over and over again in

the same book.

Perhaps the rarest of all the

curious Bibles is the famous

" Bugge" Bible, an edition of

Matthew's Bible, published in

1551. In this we read, at Psalms

xci., 5, "So that thou shalt not

be afrayed for anye bugges by

Coverdale's and Taverner's Bibles

6 So the woman ( feing that the tre was ,jim-li,^

good for meat,and that it was plcafant to f Not foimi-

the eyes,& lire to bedefired to get know- f,^ ",Â£'"Â£

ledge) toke of the frute thereof, and did moufd by Â«m-

i !/â¢ ii r\ j â¢ i bicion at her

*eat,andgaucallo to her houl bancrwuh re,rui[tan.

her.andhe f did eat. ?0"i. ""itSi?

7 Then the eyes of them bothe were ope- .mrene.1 but

ned,8c they s knewe that they were naked, ||J

and they fewed figtre leaues together, and "

made them felues "breeches.

8 ^Afterwarde they heard the voyce of

a.ii,

THE BKEECHKS BIBLE.

ge0,tbat tfjou mapfte be fafc fcnDec (jt#

tethers :f)t0faptljfunrtefr*anDfctmf;e

tfjp^ploeanDbucfefer*

i tijar tfjou fyalt not hcbe to be a*

foj tljt accoto tbat flpetfj bp Dap*

5ojt tf?e peftilenee t^at ctcpetft in

DatcRnelTe,
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ti)cc,atn>i)ou>cir.

iD5cnfl)Cl)clt)ctt,l)cmtafurct) fire rrc

fures of battcp, ana laifcc it on Ijer : ana

Ijcitoentmtotljecme*

16 #ul>tbl)mfl)cc came toiler mo

tl)etiniatb,a)cfam, mHo art tDou, mp
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THE GREAT "HE" BIBLE.

increasing yearly in value,

is the "Treacle" Bible,

dated 1575. " There is

no more balm at Gilead "

(Jeremiah viii.) is a phrase

we have all read or heard ;

but in this Bible it is ren-

dered, " There is no more

treacle at Galaad." When

the horrified ecclesiastical

authorities beheld these

vagaries of printer and

translator, they imme-

diately suppressed the sale

of the Bible containing

the solecism, and gathered

Wycliffe, however, had used the

word before, but Coverdale

had rendered " apurns " â as

he spells it.

The Great " He " Bible re-

ceived its name from the

passage next reproduced in

facsimile, " . . . . He mea-

sured five measures of barley,

and laide it on her : and he

went into the citie," Ruth iii.,

15. Of course, it should be

"she," since Ruth is meant.

This Bible was Barker's folio

authorized version, published

in 1611. The printer corrected

his error in a second edition,

which is known as the Great

" She " Bible.

A Bible which is now ex-

tremely scarce, and which is

Â£D oiotoc te come bpon rae/ano fa upneg

fcejtetl) m? fcerttf o; Io/ t^ebopce of tfte crtege

of my people i0 ^etDeftomafarre comtttc:

555 not $e &o;tÂ»e in S>Fon^g not t^e ferns

mlKr ; iU&erfozetfjenfjauf tfjcg smtcome

(fiialltfte Ho;De farntDttQ tl)m

foolpft ttrautwe taftpong f cbe

t>0 gone / tije Sommet ^atu an enoe / ano

toe ate not &eipeo.3F am fo?e bcreD /becaufc

3moth. cr ftmilituDc put tie fo}tfy bnto tljcm facinge: Oje

fcynsetomc of Ijeaucn te lihe tmto a man toljicl) fotoeD gooD

fecD in J)ig fetlD.ffiut toljple men dept.tljete came l)t$ fo.anb

fotoet) tarea; amonjc tlje to^cate.anu toent I#g toape.21n&

THE "WOODEN-LEG" BIBLE.

DaDjeD/ fo; t^eve 10 no mo/e c;pacle at Â©a*

can

THE " TREACLE BIBLE.

in, so far as was possible, all

copies that had actually been

circulated. These they care-

fully destroyed, and hence it is

that the comparatively few

copies that escaped have be-

The Total Eclipse of 1896.

BY SIR ROBERT BALL.

OR many a long day astro-

nomers had looked forward

with special interest to that

total eclipse of the sun which

was to happen in the autumn

of 1896. This was the case,

even though from some points of view it was

not a particularly favourable phenomenon of

the kind. The duration of totalityâthe only

phase, he it observed, which is of much

importance for the advancement of scienceââ¢

was, in this case, but a short one. At no

spot on the earth could It last longer than

two minutes and a half. This is a briefer

interval than has not unfrequently been

available in some other eclipses. Those

moments, so precious to astronomers, have

occasionally mounted up to a period more

than double as long.

In estimating the value of an eclipse there

are, however, other important points which

have to be considered besides that of the

length of time during which the moon wholly

cuts off the direct sunlight. The localities

to which a total eclipse best displays its

beauties are often very difficult to reach,

even rf they be not entirely inaccessible.

An eclipse can be of but little service to

astronomers where the line along which its

earthly shadow courses happens to lie across

the broad ocean, through the middle of the

Sahara, or amid the mighty solitudes of the

Antarctic Continent. But if the track of

the eclipse crosses accessible regions, an

attempt to reach some of them will assuredly

be made. The energy of astronomers is

such, that they are not unwilling to make

even a very long journey in pursuit of

the shadow they want They will go to

Spain or to Egypt, to California or to

Japan. Such a chance will attract them to

the glorious tropics of Ceylon, or to the

dreary latitudes of Kerguelen Land. But

the great merit of this particular total eclipse

lay in the fact that it offered good sites for

observation much nearer home. Granting

only the necessary weather conditions, it

could be seen in Western Europe.

The eclipse track across continent and

ocean formed a belt nearly one hundred

miles wide. From its origin in the North

Sea it entered Norway at Bodo, swept over

Vol. xiii.--68.

the mountains and snowfields of the interior,

and quitted Scandinavia again at Vadsoe on

the eastern coast. There the eclipse shadow

was calculated to take to the sea again, and

after traversing a waste of Arctic waters, was

to arrive at Nova Zembla, cross that dreary

country, and speed for thousands of miles to

the east. It thus appeared that the possible

places of observation at our end of the line

of shadow were reduced to three. There was

Bodo on this side of Norway, there was Vadsoe

on the other side, and there was the western

coast of Nova Zembla. As far as the last-

mentioned country is concerned, the question

was soon settled. Nova Zembla is un-
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was almost exactly two minutes. It should,

perhaps, be explained that the greater the

altitude of the sun at the time of an eclipse

the better is the prospect for observers.

They have then more chance of escaping

the clouds and mists which so often hang

round the horizon. In this respect Bodo

is not so advantageous as the other

Norwegian site. Influenced by this con-

sideration, Vadsoe was finally chosen as the

station to be occupied by the Government

observing party. As the weather actually

turned out, our choice was certainly an unfor-

tunate one. Had we only been content with

going so far as Bodo, we should have fared

well; as it was, we illustrated the unhappiness

of going farther and faring worse.

Thus it happened that the Government

Eclipse Expedition of August, 1896, decided

to take up positions on the east coast of

Norway. Of that expedition there were two

branches, one under Dr. A. A. Common,

President of the Royal Astronomical Society,

and the other under Professor Norman

I-ockyer. It was with Dr. Common's party

that I became associated as unofficial

member. With the view of having a better

chance of clear skies over some at least of

the observers' heads, it seemed prudent to

sub-divide the expedition;

it was, therefore, arranged

that the two branches

of the Government party

should proceed to stations

which were separated by

a considerable interval.

Professor Lockyer took up

his position on the south

side of the Varanger Fjord,

while Dr. Common was on

the north, the distance

between the two places

being about thirteen miles.

A remarkable arrange-

ment was made for the

transport of Dr. Com-

mon's party to its site of

observation. Messrs. Gaze,

of tourist renown, made

a proposal to convey the

astronomers and their in-

struments to their desti-

nation, to keep the ship

necessary time, and to bring them back again.

Their offer was accepted, and accordingly the

enterprising firm, in preparation for this

novel tourist trip, chartered the Norse King, a

steamer of 3,000 tons, belonging to Messrs.

Pirrie, of Newcastle. This capacious vessel

afforded accommodation for about 160

passengers. Among those who engaged

berths were a large number of members of

the British Astronomical Association, accom-

panied by their President, Mr. Maunder,

of Greenwich Observatory, and their ex-

President, Dr. Downing, Superintendent of

the " Nautical Almanac." The astronomers

present also included Dr. Isaac Robers,
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her

the

the

spectacle with much interest, and had made

certain arrangements for its observation.

As the Norse King proceeded on

course towards the North Cape,

gradual lengthening of the day and

gradual banishment of the night was an

experience of much interest to many of

us. The desolate coast - line, broken by

mountains of remarkable grandeur, the extra-

ordinary cloud effects, the presence of great

ice-sheets, from whence glaciers descended

nearly to the sea level; the numerous eider

ducks and other birds, with which we were

unfamiliar at home, clearly showed how

rapidly we were advancing through the

Northern lati-

tudes. We stop-

ped a few hours

to enjoy a de-

lightful drive in

the neighbour-

hood of Harstad,

in the Lofoden

Islands, where

the verdure and

beauty of the

scenery were

rather suggestive

of Devonshire

than of the Arctic

regions. With

this exception we

made but little

delay, and on we

pushed to the

North Cape. This

we rounded with-

out tarrying to go

on shore, salut-

ing as we passed

a party who we

saw on the sum-

mit of the cliff,

where it would

appear that a

restaurant had been provided "for the benefit

of those who attain the most northerly point

of Europe. We were a day or two late for the

famous spectacle of the midnight sun. At

the time we were in those latitudes the sun

set in the sea, only to rise again immediately

afterwards. Of course, we enjoyed the

delightful novelty of continuous daylight for

the whole twenty-four hours ; and a precious

boon this is to those who are responsible for

the navigation of a great ship in these

regions, where the course lies often through

narrow and tortuous channels. Were it not

for the incessant daylight, a great part of our

SIR ROBERT BALL OM THE PFCK OK TIIE '

/'Void a riwht. by Hit* //aeon.

voyage would have had to be taken through

the open sea outside the islands. We found

it delightful to loiter on the spacious decks

by day or by night, hour after hour, in the
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land were not cunningly devised vehicles

for flooding Finmarken with contraband

goods. He told us we should have no

trouble from his department, and he

kept his word. Indeed, we may say

that from first to last these authorities

rendered us every convenience and

facility. The Norwegian Customs safe-

guarded their own interests by keeping

an officer of theirs as a passenger on our

ship during her sojourn in Norwegian

waters. We knew nothing of his pre-

sence, except that he was always ready

for a little social chat, or to help us with

information of other kindly service. We

parted from our Customs officer, as we

left the Norwegian coast, on the best of

terms.

Early on Monday morning, Dr.

Common and I called on Governor

Prebenson, who resides at Vadsoe, as

being the most central position in the ex-

tensive territory of Finmarken, over which

his rule extends. He at once offered

us every facility: he pointed out the

moor which ascends northwards from the

little town, and gave us liberty to choose

on it whatever site we liked. On this,

as on subsequent occasions, he and his family-

showed us gracious hospitality, the recollection

of which we shall cherish as among the most

pleasant incidents of our trip to the Arctic

regions. It was naturally very interesting for

us to hear how daily life was conducted

under conditions so very different from those

which prevail in our latitudes. A summer of

continuous daylight we saw and experienced,

and so we asked about winter. What, for

JYom a

DR. COMMON AT HIS OBSERVATORY^

MR. MAUNDER (I'KESIUENT OF THE BRITISH ASTRONOMICAL

/â¢VomaJ ASSOCIATION) AND MRS. MAUNDER. [Photograph.

example, was Christmas Day like at Vadsoe?

Our hosts explained that if the weather was

good on Christmas Day, it would be possible

for one sitting at the window to read a book

by daylight for about twenty minutes at noon,

but that reading without artificial light would

be impossible at any other period of the

twenty-four hours. I may remark that, in reply

to a similar question at Bodo, the residents

had assured us with some pride that in their

excellent climate only one

day had been experienced

within the last five years

when artificial light was ab-

solutely necessary at noon.

The denizens of foggy Lon-

don may, in some moments

of unusual depression, be

induced to envy the

climate of Arctic Bodo.

Any attempt at con-

dolence with the inhabi-

tants of these regions

on the supposed un-

happiness of an Arctic

winter would seem quite
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those marvellous snow-shoes the " ski," the

capabilities of which were taught us by

Nansen's voyage across Greenland. Each

lady and each gentleman has also her or his

private reindeer sleigh, and thirty miles is not

by any means an unusual day's journey by

this delightful mode of locomotion. One of

the admitted drawbacks to winter in Arctic

Norway is the tediousness of a journey by

sea from one part of the country to another.

In that season navigation is so much

obstructed by the barely intermitted darkness,

that a journey of eighteen days is necessary

when the Governor of Finmarken travels

from his official residence at Vadsoe to the

seat of Government at Christiania.

In the course of our walk to survey the wide

expanse of country from which the choice of

an observing station might be made, Dr.

Common and I visited the camp where our

old friend, Dr. Copeland, the Royal

Astronomer of Scotland, had already taken

up his position. There we found that

a mighty tube, 4oft. long, was being reared

corre-

Vram a Photo. 6yJ DR. COFELAND'S 4<JKT. TELESCOPE AT VADSSE. lifr. alien, Ketundc.

to the heavens. There was no occasion to

monnt this like the ordinary equatorial

telescope, which can be directed round to

any part of the sky. It was, of course,

only proposed to use it during the 106

seconds while the total eclipse lasted. It

was therefore sufficient to point the telescope

and fix it permanently, directed towards

the exact place which the sun would occupy

during those critical seconds. The necessary

motion was given to the plate instead of to

the tube. With this tremendous instrument

Dr. Copeland proposed to take

spondingly great photographs on square

plates which were i8in. on each side. In

such pictures the eclipsed sun would lie

behind the black spot 4Jn. in diameter, at

the centre of the plate which represented

the moon. This would give ample room all

round for the faint outlying parts of the

corona.

It would appear that among the winter

diversions of Vadsoe is the sport of toboggan-

ing, and the wooden erection which forms

the commencement of the slide is a con-

spicuous object on the moor. It was imme-

diately to the east of this structure, a little

more than a mile distant from the pier, that

Dr. Common decided to plant the observatory

of the Government eclipse party. A few hours

of energetic work sufficed to transport the

various boxes of instruments to the camp,

and then the work of erection was at once

commenced. There were many hands to

help, and there was much to be done. The

bushes had to be cleared away, the ground

had to be fenced in,

stones had to be col-

lected for the founda-

tions, and the wooden

huts had to be reared.

The cases had then to
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Association encamped on the island had

been equally busy, and a visit to their

camp presented a remarkable scene. The

numerous observing parties had so organized

themselves as to be able to utilize to the

utmost the fleeting eclipse moments. The

precious 106 seconds were carefully sub-

divided for the distinct operations by the

different observers. An electric wire ran

round the several observing stations by which

the lapse of the seconds was to be so

signalled that each observation should be

made at the intended moment. The experi-

ence thus obtained will be most useful to the

members of the Astronomical Association in

their expedition to India to observe the great

eclipse next January.

One afternoon I crossed with Dr. Downing

and the Bishop of Brechin to the other side

of the fjord, in response to a very hospitable

invitation given by Captain King Hall, R.N.,

commanding H.M.S. Volage, of the Training

Squadron. It was on board this ship that

Professor Lockyer was sojourning while his

preparations for the great event were being

made on an adjacent island. Never before

was so singular an organization called into

existence for the observation of a celestial

phenomenon. The experienced eclipse

observer had carefully selected from among

the ship's company those who showed suffi-

cient aptitude for the various branches of

observation that he desired to carry out.

For instance, it is much to be wished that

drawings of the corona should be made by

those who have the faculty for accurate

sketching. In this case it was not proposed

to use telescopes or any other optical aid.

To excel in this particular feat of draughts-

manship some special gifts would, however,

be clearly necessary. An unfamiliar object

of some complexity has to be sketched in

a period but little longer than a minute and

a half. Professor Lockyer selected the men

who were to form his drawing staff in the

lollowing very effective manner. Having

provided those who were to be tested with

drawing materials, he showed a picture of

the corona on a screen with the help of a

limelight lantern. The candidates were then

allowed 106 seconds for the sketch. From

those who made the best attempt, he formed

a drawing corps of about twenty, any one of

whom might be,, relied on to give a fair

picture of the corona as it appeared to the

unaided eye.

It was only to be expected that the work

to be undertaken by Professor Lockyer should

contain as a special feature the photographic

representation of the solar surroundings, by

the prismatic camera with which he had

already obtained such beautiful results in

previous eclipses. With the help of Dr. \V.

Lockyer and Mr. Fowler, as expert astrono-

mers, and with the aid of many members of

the ship's company, he had arranged that a
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the exposures, acting under the direction

of one of the officers, who was charged with

the important duty of timekeeper. But this

was only one of several different lines of

observation. Professor Lockyer's staff was

sub-divided into many different parties, and

of those serving on H.M.S. Vo/age, more

than Seventy, including Captain King Hall

himself; were told off for particular duties on

the eclipse morning.

As the last day of preparation drew to a

close all had been got into readiness, and

brightly coloured costumes, were wending

their way to the moor at the back of Vadsoe,

from the many little eminences on which an

excellent view of the eclipse might be

expected. A number of bluejackets from

the British men-of-war had been placed at

the disposal of Dr. Common. They were

told off to guard the margin of our camp.

Around the fence which bounded it the

Arctic inhabitants collected in clusters,

watching with breathless interest the unusual

preparations of the astronomers. But, though

From aj

PROFESSOR LOCKYKK AND OFFICERS OK THE " VOI.AGE."

everything depended on what the weather

might be like on the early Sunday morning

of August 9th, 1896. I do not think anyone

had much sleep the previous night. Several

other ships were arriving, until the little port

of Vadsoe was crowded as it had never been

crowded before. There was the Kong Harald

with a large party, among whom was Professor

Rambaut, the Royal Astronomer of Ireland.

Other ships bore to the same point many

other astronomers, including Professor A. S.

Herschel and Mr. A. Berry, of King's College,

Cambridge. About 2 a.m. I went ashore

with some other members of Dr. Common's

party. We found the town of Vadsoe, noted

under ordinary circumstances only as an

emporium of dried fish and cod-liver oil, was

on this occasion in a state of scientific

excitement. The population, including the

Fins and the Lapps, clad in their quaint and

the splendid Coelostat and other elaborate

appliances in Dr. Common's camp were all

being got ready in accordance with the pre-

arranged plan, and though the photographic

slides were duly charged with their plates,

yet the sky looked so unpromising, that we

had but little expectation of success.

I was personally engaged in observing, or

more often trying to observe, with a small

equatorial telescope. It is a beautiful

instrument, which has been presented to the

Cambridge Observatory by Professor Adams,

my illustrious predecessor in the Lowndean

Chair. But on this occasion its excellent

qualities were of but little avail, the heavens

were so greatly overcast. The introductory

phenomenon of first contact could not be

seen, the sun was behind a cloud at the

moment when the moon made its invasion

of the brilliant surface. From where I was
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stationed the sky soon afterwards brightened

a little, and the orb of day came forth

brilliantly, showing that the phenomenon

had commenced and that the moon had by

that time effected a distinct encroachment

upon the bright margin of the luminary.

Nearly an hour had yet to elapse before the

supreme moment of totality was reached. Our

hopes and fears alternated during this interval.

I must say, however,

that at no time was

the sky good enough

to offer to us much

expectation of being

able to make any really

satisfactory observations

of the corona. But,

still, we did think that

we might be fortunate

enough to see some-

thing of this wonderful

object.

These hopes were not

to be realized. During

the great phase of

totality a dense curtain

of clouds hid the sun

and moon from our view.

Of the eclipse in the

heavens nothing could be

seen. All that could be

done was to note

its effects upon the

earth. Such effects

were so grand and

so impressive, that

those who beheld

them felt amply re-

paid for having

travelled all the way

to Vadsoe.

Just as the last

thin crescent of sun

was on the point of

disappearing, the

great shadow of the

moon was observed

sweeping down

from the distant

mountains, plung-

ing the fjord into

solemn darkness,

and then, as the

shadow advanced

with the speed of a

cannon-ball, we found ourselves overwhelmed

with the only night we had experienced

during that Arctic summer. An impressive

silence brooded over the many spectators

during those 106 seconds, at the close of

which the restoration of daylight took

place with a suddenness almost startling.

The total eclipse of gth August, 1896,

was at an end.

[Mr. A'ifkolaon, Lewis.

{.Mr. Ltmt, Killing.

From Behind the Speakers Chair.

xxxv.

(VIEWED BY HENRY w. LUCY.)

MR. GLAD-

STONE'S

LAST YEARS

IN THE

COMMONS.

THOSE familiar with Mr. Glad-

stone's position in the House of

Commons during the last five

years of his long life there, find

it difficult to realize a state of

things that earlier existed. The

period named was pretty

equally divided between the

Opposition side and the

Treasury Bench. In either

case, with one memorable

exceptionâwhen, amid the

tumult of the scene that

accompanied the closing of

Committee on the Home

Rule Bill, Mr. Ashmead

Bartlett, shortly after

knighted, sat on the Front

Opposition Bench with

hands on his knees bellow-

ing contumely at the

veteran statesmanâhe was

treated in both camps with

reverent respect. Possibly

members felt that the end

was not far off, that- a

career as memorable for its length as for

greater achievements must soon close. Per-

haps Mr. Gladstone was himself mellowed by

advancing years and the deference paid

to him. However it be, his appearance

at the table, so far from being, as was

once the case, the occasion for jeers and

angry interruptions, was the signal for

the gathering of a great congregation,

drinking in with delight the flow of

stately eloquence.

Possibly in these sunnier cir-

cumstances Mr. Gladstone's

TIMES, . , . ,

OTHER mm" ma)' nave reverted to

MANNERS. far 'er lmCS W IL" e SU e

from quite other manners. .

There was one night in the springtime of

the Session of 1878, when, as Lord

Salisbury, speaking in the Lords in

January of this year, candidly admitted,

Lord Beaconsfield and his Ministry were

engaged in " putting their money on the

wrong horse." (It was, of course, the

money of the British taxpayer. But

precision is often fatal to epigram.) The

Jingo fever was at its height. Mr.

Gladstone was carrying round the Fiery

Vol. xiii.â59.

BELLOWING CONTUMELY.

Cross, rousing popular enthusiasm -that, in

due time, swept the Conservative Government

out of Downing Street. In the House of

Commons, passion raged with rare turbulence.

On the particular night referred to, Mr.

Gladstone was returning to his seat,
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THE MOB

OUT OF

DOORS.

This temper displayed in the

High Court of Parliament was

the reflex of the passion that

filled the music-halls and similar

places of public resort outside. A few days

later a crowd assembled before Mr. Glad-

stone's private house and, or ever the police

could be mustered, had smashed his windows.

Amongst his voluminous correspondence

Mr. Gladstone probably preserves a roughly

written scrawl inclosing a post-office order

for JÂ£T, ios., that being the sum at which,

according to the newspapers, the damage to

his house front was assessed. The writer

said he was a working man ; that he, his

wife and family were so ashamed at reading

how the great statesman's windows had been

broken by a mob calling themselves British

working men, that they had scraped together

money to repair the damage,

and inclosed it herewith.

When, after the

A POINT General Election

OF ORDER, of 1880, Mr. Glad-

stone returned to

power, master of a mighty

majority, the personal animosity

displayed towards him in Con-

servative circles was, if possible,

increased. It found many chan-

nels during the long course

of the Bradlaugh controversy.

Overworked, sometimes broken

down in health, irritated with

the constant dribbling of per-

sonal animosity calculated to

wear away any stone, Mr. Glad-

stone, by occasional outbreaks

of temper, gave the enemy fresh cause to

blaspheme.

There was a well-remembered scene when

the Land Bill of 1881 was in Committee.

The House had been cleared for a division.

The bell clanged through all the corridors.

Members who . had not been present to

listen to the arguments made up for the

remissness by crowding in to vote. Suddenly,

to the astonishment of everyone, to the con-

sternation of Dr. Playfairâunder that style

Chairman of Committees at the timeâthe

Prime Minister was discovered standing at

the table commencing a speech. In the

circumstances of the moment, that is a breach

of order upon which it would seem impossible

for the newest .member to stumble. That

the Leader of the House, a Parliamentarian

of fifty years' standing, should thus fly in the

face of the Standing Orders at first took

away the breath of the Opposition. When

DEXTEROUSLY BALANCING

THE HAT."

regained, they used it to indulge in an angry

roar, drowning the opening sentences of the

Premier's remarks.

Nevertheless, he stood at the table, waiting
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WITH COURTEOUS GESTURE.

called him across the floor of the House of

Commons. That was a mild adjuration

compared with some of the personal abuse

directed at him. In the Home Rule

Parliament, I have several times heard Mr.

Gladstone courteously allude to an Irish

member still with us as "my hon. friend."

He never dropped the phrase, accompanied

with friendly look and courteous gesture, but

there flashed on my

mind the memory

of this same mem-

ber standing below

the gangway, shak-

ing his clenched

fist at the author

of the Irish Land

Bill, roaring at him

in that vocal form

Mr. O'Connell was

once permitted to

call " beastly bel-

lowing."

Mr. Bright, sub-

jected to the same

experience, threw

up his long-time

advocacy of the

Irish Nationalist

cause, and became one of its most powerful

enemies. Mr. Gladstone never, in any indi-

vidual case, betrayed the slightest evidence

of recollection of what had been. He

had not only forgiven, but had apparently

overcome the even greater difficulty of for-

getting.

Now that Mr. Gladstone has

THE KTON withdrawn from the scene he so

BUST. long graced, the last echo of the

old personal resentment has died

away. This state of things found pretty

testimony in the movement which marked

the opening of the Session for placing a

bust of him in the Upper School at Eton.

Etonians of all shades of politics are found

both in the Lords and Commons. Lord

Rosebery, representing the Peers, Mr. Arthur

Balfour, the former Eton boy who leads the

Commons, joined hands in carrying into

effect the happy thought.

Twenty years agoâfifteen years agoâno

member of Parliament with reputation for

ordinary sanity would have conceived such

an idea. Had he got over that initial diffi-

culty and promulgated his scheme, he would

have been promptly hustled on one side.

This Session subscriptions poured in, old

Eton boys, Liberals, Conservatives, whatever

they be, each, all, proud of the boy whose

name is entered in the school-books of Eton,

in the month of September, 1821.

To Mr. Scale-Hayne, another

AN ETON Etonian, first occurred the idea

DINNER, of gathering together a school

of old Eton boys to do honour

to Mr. Gladstone. Six years ago this

very month, on the 22nd of April, 1891,
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sojourn in the House of Lords, died;

Mr. Knatchbull - Hugessen is now Lord

Brabourne. Lord Kensington, also trans-

lated to the peers, died the

other day. Sir R. Welby, of

the Treasury, declining the

title Lord Cut-emdown sug-

gested on his being raised

to the peerage, sits in the

House of Peers as Lord

Welby. Lord Monkswell is

still happily to the fore.

Of the sixteen members

of the House of Commons

who then sat round Mr.

Scale - Hayne's hospitable

board only four retain seats

in the present HouseâEarl

Compton, Mr. Herbert Glad-

stone, Mr. Labouchere, and

the host himself. Even he

has suffered change, having

in the meanwhile, as a mem-

ber of Mr. Gladstone's 1892

Ministry, had the opportunity

of learning what is expected

from the Paymaster-General.

The gaps on the

SIR GEORGE two front benches of the House

TREVELYAN. of Commons grow wider year

by year. Familiar faces seen

there through many Parliaments look forth

no more. Sometimes, as in the case of Lord

Hartington, Lord James of Hereford, Lord

Tweedmouth, and a score of

other old House of Commons

men, it is the House of Lords

that draws to itself the life-

blood of the Commons, and

never shows surprise when it

finds how dully it beats in

the new veins. Occasionally

the impulse to withdrawal

from the arena comes from a

sense of overpowering weari-

ness after long strife. The

scholar reasserts himself over

the politician, and the linger-

ing for the library becomes

irresistible. Commonest of

all, it is Death that with the

abhorred shears cuts the thin-

spun thread.

Happily, in the case of Sir

George Trevelyan, his with-

drawal from the scene in

which he has for thirty years

been an attractive and, for the

greater part of the time, a

'SIR HENRY JAMES GOING UP TO

THE LORDS."

prominent figure, is due chiefly to renewed

hunger after literary work. In common

with his contemporaries, he is not so young

as he was. Beyond most of

them he has toiled in the

public service. He is good

for years of work to come,
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shrewd eye discovered the capacity of the com-

petition Wallah, and he made him Civil Lord

of the Admiralty. Two years later, Mr.

Forster's Education Bill embodying the

principle of payment of State money in sup-

port of denominational schools, Mr. Trevelyan

resigned. Of course he personally, or in any

practical Ministerial relation, had no respon-

sibility in the matter. He might have stuck

to his ship in the Admiralty yard and let Mr.

Forster adopt the compromise forced upon

him by political exigencies. It is quite

conceivable that, respecting his views, Mr.

Gladstone would not have insisted upon his

vote in the pending division.

To Mr. Trevelyan niceties of this kind

were naughtinesses. As a student of Parlia-

mentary history, and with a knowledge of

men, he must have felt that the most

disastrous thing a junior Minister can do is

to resign on a question of

Cabinet policj'. Not only

is such a course incon-

venient to his leaders; it

undesignedly smites them

with reproof. It is made

to appear that what First

IxDrds and Secretaries of

State can stomach is too

strong meat for the tender

moral constitution of a

Civil Lord of the Ad-

miralty. There is nothing

a veteran Premier dislikes

more than a Junior Lord

or an Lender-Secretary with

a tendency to resign for

conscience's sake.

Sir George

Trevelyan had

another more memorable and

finally fatal attack of the same

disease at the epoch of Home Rule. He never

recovered from the tossing about he then

experienced. First he wouldn't have Home

Rule, and abandoned place and power rather

than support his old leader and revered

friend. That was a hard thing to do. But, as

we have seen, it was not a new thing. Harder

still, bitterest pill of political life, Sir George,

being convinced, upon reflection and fuller

consideration, that Mr. Gladstone was right

on the Home Rule question and he wrong,

unhesitatingly avowed his error and went

back to the fold.

That is in politics the unpardonable sin.

A man may be forgiven for crossing over the

way, leaving his early friends and ranging

himself in the camp of the adversary. But

THE

TERROR

IN DUBLIN.

THE

UNPARDON-

ABLE SIN.

SIR GEORGE TREVELYAN.

before he goes back again, under whatever

pressure of honest conviction, a man would
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It was bad enough for Sir George

GREY- to face the physical dangers and

HAIRED, insuperable difficulties of his

position in Ireland. But his

place on the Treasury Bench in the House

of Commons was scarcely less worrying. It

is a favourite episode with old romancists

how a night of terror whitens a man's hair.

In May, 1882, when Sir George Trevelyan

became Chief Secretary for Ireland, no thread

of silver shone in his abundant hair. When,

two years and a half later, he had lived

through the time of terror, he was a grey-

haired man.

He never complained of the storm and

stress, but inevitably it must have told upon

his strength.

It is worry that saps the strength. Sir

George Trevelyan, who, though a little tired,

came out of the stand-up fight in

Ireland with a brave heart and

unshaken resolution, never got

over the snapping of old ties, the

breaking up of ancient friend-

ships, that, as it happened, befell

him alternately in two political

camps.

As every student of

MR. Parliamentary his-

ARCH, M.P. tory knows, it is

primarily and largely

due to Sir George Trevelyan's

far-sighted pluck that the agri-

cultural labourer and the small

county householder to-day have

their Parliamentary vote. His

introduction of the Household

Franchise (Counties) Bill in the

early days of the Parliament of

1874 was notable for two things

beyond the favourable impres-

sion made upon the House by the

young member's brilliant speech.

Mr. Burt, who has since won his

way to the closest esteem of the

most critical assembly in the world,

occasion to deliver his maiden speech.

The other event shows how far we have

travelled on the Liberal highway during the

last quarter of a century. Mr. Forster, sup-

porting the Bill, referred to Mr. Arch, then

in the forefront of his crusade, as '' that

eminent man." The Squirearchy filled the

House with roars of derisive laughter. That

was nothing to the storm of angry indignation

that burst forth when burly Mr. Forster went

on to express a wish, " in the interests alike

of Parliament and the country, that Mr. Arch

had a seat in this House." If he had sug-

MR. JOSEPH ARCH,

took

gested Beelzebub as member for Birmingham,

the outcry could not have been greater.

To-day, Mr. Arch represents a division of

his county, to which he has been thrice

elected in as many Parliaments. He has

been, at Sandringham, the honoured guest of

his colleague, on a Royal Commission, the

Prince of Wales. Since the present Session
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Surely one of the most notable scenes the

House of Commons presentsâan ex-convict

telling, without bitterness, of the indignities

he suffered for what he held to be his

MR. MICHAEL DAVITT.

' URITHER

TO THE

CORP."

country's good, and a crowded House listen-

ing attentive, not quite free from sense of

shame.

In the matters of having stood

in the dock on charge of con-

spiracy against the

Crown, and having

sat in a prison cell awaiting

further developments, the

senior member for Cork City

takes the cake. It is James

Francis Xavier O'Brien's

distinction, unique among

living citizens of this Empire,

that, having been convicted of

crimen ICRSCB majestalis, he was,

in accordance with the statute

of the good old days of

Edward III., ordered to be

hanged, drawn, and quartered. I never

heard Mr. O'Brien, one of the most modest

as he is, perhaps the mildest-mannered man

in the House, allude to this incident in his

early life. But it is rather a favourite topic

with his colleagues, who, in some subtle

sense, feel reflected upon them the glory that

surrounds their colleague.

There is a well-authenticated story of a

funeral in Glasgow, attended by a person,

unknown to the undertaker, who assumed

certain airs of importance that appeared

beyond his anonymous condition. The

undertaker, having long mutely suffered his

apparent obtrusiveness, stopped him as he

was about to enter the first mourning carriage,

and asked him who he was.

" Man," he said, indignation flashing in

his eyes, " I'm brither to the corp."

In respect of the many-initialled member

for Cork City, the other Irish members are,

politically, brothers to what almost became

a corp, and are inclined to assert themselves

accordingly.

As for Mr. O'Brien, he is in personal

appearance the very last man a casual

observer would associate with a tragic

episode. It is true that a curiously long

neck and a trick of bending his head forward

might, to the morbidly imaginative mind,

suggest reminiscences of preparing for

meeting his doom. But that

is an idle fancy. Mr. J. F. X.

O'Brien is one of the most

respected members of the

Irish Party, with a rare gift

of silence. It is a charming

trait in his character that, on

being released from the penal

servitude to which his capital

sentence was commuted, he,

instead of going about the

THE TEN LITTLE

FRÂ«M THE FRENCH

or

A STORY FOR CHILDREN.

\INLY I try to recall from my

recollections of yesterday, still

vividly remembered, and from

those of the long passed, grown

tenderly dim in the mists of

intervening time, from whom I

learned the powerfully moral story I am here

going to repeat to children great and small,

to men and their companions : I cannot

determine Irom whom it was I learned it.

Did I first read it in some old hook laden

with the dust of ages ? Was it told to me by

my mother, by my nurse, one evening when

I would not go to sleepâor one night when,

sleeping soundly, a fairy came and sang it to

me in my slumber? I cannot tell. I cannot

remember. I have forgotten all the details,

of which there only remains with me the

subtle perfumeâtoo fine and evanescent for

me to seize it in its passage through my mind.

But I retainâperfectly retain

âthe moral, which is the

daughter of all things healthy

and strong.

The things which I am

going to recount happened in

a charming country â one of

those bright lands which we see only in

delightful dreams, where the men are all

good and the women all as amiable as they

are beautiful.

In that happy country there lived a great

nobleman who, left a widower early in life,

had an only daughter whom he loved more

than anything in the whole world.

Rosebelle was seventeen years oldâa pure

marvel of grace and beauty ; gay as a joyous

heart, good as a happy one. For ten leagues

round she was known to be the most

beautiful and best. She was simple and

gentle, and her exquisite ingenuousness

caused her everywhereâin the mansion and

the cottageâto be beloved.

Her father, fearful lest the least of the

distresses of our poor existence should over-

take her, watched over her with jealous care,

so that no harm should come to her; while
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she passed her days in calmly thinking of the

time before her, sure that it would not be

other than delightful.

When she was eighteen, her father con-

sented to her being betrothed to the son of

a Princeâto Greatheart, a handsome youth,

who had been carefully reared, and detested

the false excitements and factitious pleasures

of cities, loving enthusiastically the fresh â¢

charms of Natureâof the common mother

who claims us all, the Earth.

Rosebelle loved her fianceâmarried and

adored him.

With him she went to live in the admirable

calm of the countryâin the midst of great

trees that gave back the plaint of winds, by

a river with its ever-flowing song, winding

under willowy banks, and overshadowed by

tall poplars.

She lived in a very old, old castle, where

the sires of her husband had been born âa

great castle reached by roads hewn out of the

solid rock ; a great castle with immense, cold

halls; where echo answered echo mysteriously;

where the night-owl drearily replied to the

early thrush's song to the rising sun, and the

other awakened birds singing and chirping

on the borders of the deep woods, where the

sun enters timidlyâalmost with the hesitation

of a trespasser.

When the time for parting came, her father

had said to her, through his tears :â

"You are going from meâyour happiness

claims that I should let you go : go, there-

fore, but take all care of yourself for love of

me, who have only you in the world to love."

To his son-in-law he said :â

" Watch over herâI intrust her to you.

Surround her with a thousand safeguards;

screen her from the least chance of harm or

pain. Remember that even in stooping to

pluck a flower she may fall and wound her-

selfâthat in gathering a fruit she may tear

her hand. See that all is done for her that

can be doneâkeep her for me ever

beautiful."

Absorbed in her love for her husband,

Rosebelle realized the sweet dreams of her

young girlhood. Then she dreamedââ¢

languorously â Heaven knows what ! The

delightful future which she had seen in the

visions of the past was still present with her,

however.

Her husband, tender and good, wished

that she should do nothing hut live and love.

He had surrounded her with numerous

servants, all ready to obey the least of her

desires, the slightest of her fancies, to com-

prehend the most trivial of her wants. She

Vol. xiii.- 60.

had nothing to do but to let time glide slowly

by her.

At length she weariedâlanguished mys-

teriously.

Her father, to whom she communicated

this strange experience, was astounded. He

reminded her of all the sources of happiness

which ought to have existed in her case.
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to confess their complete inability ; excusing

themselves by affirming that there was no

remedy for an indefinable ailment â an

ailment impalpable, incomprehensible.

Then, one day, an

old, white-haired shep-

herd, with a long, snowy

beard, who had learned

to understand men from

having always lived alone

with his sheep and

thinking, thinking, while

he led them to their

pastureâan old philo-

sopherâcame to Great-

heart, of whom

he was one of

the vassals, and

said to him :â

"I know where

there lives, close

by here, an old

grand-damo, with

one foot in the

grave, she is so

old. People call

her a sorceress;

but never mind

that; she, and

she alone, can

cure our lady,

our mistress,

whom you love

so well."

Knowing not

what to do in

his suffering,

Greatheart be-

lieved what the

old shepherd told

him.

He took Rose-

belle far away

from the castle

along the bank

of the river, to a spot where the path

ran between high rocks, leading to a deep

and profoundly dark cavity, within which

they found the old, old woman of whom the

shepherd had spoken, crouching by the side

of a scanty fire of pine-branches, wanning

herself in their fitful light, in the midst of

owls and ravens, cats and rats with phos-

phorescent eyes, showing green in the

obscurity when lit by the intermittent sparkle

of the crackling branches on the hearth.

" Ho, there ! sorceress 1" cried the young

Prince. "Cure my wife, and I will give you

the half of all I possess ! "

1 SHE VOWED FOR HIM A BOUNDLESS LOVE.

The very old woman looked for a long

time at Rosebelle out of her little, bright

eyes, meeting those of the young Princess,

and holding her, as if by a spell. For awhile

longer she re-

mained silent, as

if in contem-

plation ; then,

THE TEN LITTLE PAIR1ES.
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" THE SOKCERESS."

uttered some curious words, accompanied by

some strange gestures.

Then, from a small cavity in the rocky wall

she appeared to draw forth an invisible some-

thing, which she carefully conveyed to the

shelter of her bare bosom. And when she

had repeated these actions ten times, she

cried :â

" I have them !âI have them all!âall

warm in my bosomâmy faithful little fairies !

Oh !âdo not attempt to see them, or they

will at once fly away. They desire to serve

youâto cure you. Here they are ! "

And laughing, dancing, and singing, the old,

old woman tapped with the crooked thumb

of her right hand the young Princess's ten

extended fingers, while the quaint song she

sang was gaily given back by the

echo of the rocky vault above

her. This was the song she

sang, holding the Princess's

delicate fingers caressingly in

her left hand :â

Ten good little fairies hie,

To these ten good fingers nigh :

Each of you reside in one

Until your kindly task is done,

I'mil by certain signs ycu're sure

That you have made a perfect cure.

Potent fairies, from this hour

Kxercise your utmost pow'r;

Drive away the evil spell

Cast on one who'll love you well !

Then, still laughing heartily,

she pressed Rosebelle's fingers

tightly, and went on :â¢â

" They are all here, the

wonderful little doctors ! Guard

them preciously ; do not weary

them ; keep them by you, and,

to do all that, never give them

a moment's rest so long as the

sun shines in the sky. Keep on

moving themâactively, rapidly

âso long as you are awake.

Now go, and come back to me

when you are quite cured,

returning me my trusty little

fairies."

With' her hands filled with

this precious load, Rosebelle

hurried home, and told Great-

heart of her dear hope of a

renewal of life.

Of an evening, thenceforth for

a long time, she would even

refrain from eating, so as to

leave herself more time to

exercise her unresting fingers,

in which the ten little fairies

were tenderly housed. As soon as the sun

had sunk beneath the earth she went to

sleep, and as soon as daylight returned, she

at once rose and began once again to move

her fairy-laden fingers.

During many, m:.ny days, she continued

to move her fingers in every way she could

476

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

long-neglected harp from its case and played

on it. Then, to occupy her fingers more

usefully, she had needles brought to her and

employed them in dainty sewing.

But, growing weary of the dull monotony

of these labours, she sought more varied

employment for her fingersâgathered flowers

in the garden and arranged them in charming

bouquets; plucked fruit from the trees in

the orchard ; attended to the sick and ailing ;

consoled the poorâexercising her fingers

constantly by slipping gold pieces into their

grateful hands.

One by one, she sent away her crowd of

obsequious servants, who had now nothing

left for them to do but

to go to sleep at their

posts.

She would not allow

anybody to do any-

thing for her which she

could do for herself,

but threw her whole

soul and being into

the things God in-

tended to be done by

them.

Every day, and all the while the sun shone

in the sky, she found active employment for

her beautiful fingers. And the roses came

back to her cheeks and health to all her

being, and songs and laughter to her lipsâ

and she could, once again, give to her

beloved one a heart filled with ineffable

tenderness.

Perfectly cured, she went to the sorceress

and gave her back her wonderful little fairy

doctors.

" Ah, my child ! " said the old dame, " they

are very proud of having saved you. Give

them to me, for I have every day great need

of themâcan never have too much of them.

Indeed, if I had enough

of them to serve all the

idlers in the world, I

should want as many as

there are stars in the

heavens at night. But

I will keep those I have

for the service of those

who are pining from

ennui â and there are

enough of them, good-

ness knows i''

Curiosities.

[tt'c shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to fay for suck as are accepted. ]

CUP GIVEN TO THR PEASANTRY ON THE CZARS

CORONATION.

Everyone will rememl>er the awful disaster that

took place on the Khoclinsky Plains, near Moscow,

during the festivities incident upon the coronation of

the Czar. Besides the cup or mug, some sweetmeat

and sausage were also distributed. It was whilst press-

ing forward lo obtain these souvenirs that thousands of

the poor people were crushed to death. The cup bears

the Imperial Crown and initials. This specimen

belongs to Mr. J. Edge Partinglon.

GLASS FINGER-RINGS FROM WKST AFRICA.

This is a little collection of finger-rings made by

the natives of West Africa from old European glass

iwttles of various colours. Empty bottles, thrown

away by travellers, are eagerly picked up by these

savages, who treasure them as great prizes, and in-

geniously chip and file portions of them into various

ornaments. These rings are from Nupe, and were

probably made in the town of Bida, so lately occupied

by the Niger Company's punitive force. There are

fifty-eight on the string, the colours being blue, red,

yellow, green, and white, with pointed bezels.

from a rkotv. by T. llilnthr,rp, llnrltt Place, Ramify.

FLORENCE NIGHTIN-

GALE'S AMBULANCE

CARRIAGE.

This most interesting

relic of the deplorable,

but yet glorious, days

of the Crimean War

has remained for more

than forty years at Miss

Nightingale's old home

at Embley, near

Romsey, in Hampshire.

It will probably find a

resting-place at Netley

Hospital. It is 5ft. long

and zft. wide, built of

osier or wicker on a

wooden springless

frame. It is thought

that the ambulance

must have belonged to

the Russians before it

came to aid Miss

Nightingale in her

heroic work among the

suffering soldiery. The

photo, was sent in bv

Mr. E. Sillence, of

Church Street,

Romsey.
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EXTRAORDINARY FREAK OF NATURE.

This is an exact reproduction from a photo, of

a plank of poplar cut in the mountains of Western

Virginia, up the great Sandy River. â¢ Absolutely un-

touched copies of the photo, were issued by Messrs.

A MARVELLOUS WOODEN MODEL.

Made in his spare time by a young engineer,

Mr. Chas. H. Price, of " Kerncliffe," Kenilworth

Road, Southsea, on board a big liner running to

Australia. The model is a miniature representation

of the compound engines of a steamship, and is

unique in its way, being made entirely of wood

(chiefly old deal boxes), cut out and put together

with no other tools than a small penknife and a

bradawl. The model is only nine or ten inches

high. A handle at the end of the crank-shaft sets the

engine in motion, the pistons rising and falling with

Ihc steady l>cnt familiar to ocean voyagers.

Streit and Schmit, upholsterers, of Cincinnati, in

whose factory the board was originally found in

October, 1894. The representation of a human

face in ihe markings of the wood is really most

wonderful.

A RAILWAY ENGINE

THAT BURST IN THE

STREET.

This extraordinary

accident occurred on

the Lima and Chorillos

Railway, 1'eru, in April,

1896. The engine left

Chorillos with seven or

eight well-filled cars,

arriving at Baranco

station ten minutes

later. Here a crowd of

passengers were wait-

ing. On starting again,

the boiler exploded

with a terrific report,

pieces of the wreckage

being hurled half a mile

away : the shock was

felt three miles off.

Only two or three

people were hurt, but

walls and windows

sufferer!. There was

not enough water in

the boiler.

CURIOSITIES
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CAGE AND ARKNA OF FIGHTING

CRICKETS.

The Chinese are great gamblers and

sportsmen ; cricket-fighting is among the

sports. The insects are caught on the hills

by night, and placed singly in earthenware

pots, with a little mould and water. Those

that chirp the loudest are considered the

gamest fighters, and these, after a few

victories, fetch big prices. Whilst " training "

the crickets are fed on honey and boiled

chestnuts and rice. The insects are matched

according to size, weight, and colour. The

stakes on the result of the battle are some-

times very large. The vanquished insect is

buried in a silver coffin for luck. Besides

the stakes, the conqueror's owner gets

presentsâsilk, roast pig, and the like. Fa-

tee, near Canton, is a great place for these

contests.

A HORNETS' NEST.

Here

Mr. V.

Mr. C.

photos.

In May

are two photos, of a hornets' nest taken by

D. Jones, of Ashwell, Herts, and sent in by

II. Bates, M.A., of the same place. The

show the interior and exterior respectively.

, 1896, Mr. J. Thome, of Ashwell, noticed a

queen hornet near his beehives. He searched and

foundâa hornets' nest, l>eneath the case of the hive.

At the time it was only as- big as a watch, and in ten

days out came three hornets. Thereafter the nest

and the population (of hornets) increased together

unlil the former became a liarracks of a com-

modious and artistically beautiful kind. Indeed,

this nest has lieen pronounced by an expert to

be the finest in the country. Crede experlol

May .our practical knowledge of hornets' nests

remain small ! These nests consist of horizontal

layers of woody fibre, held together by a central

vertical support; the under side of each layer

l>eing composed of cells in which eggs and

nourishment are deposited.

CURIOUS APPARATUS FOR CLOSING

A GATE.

We are indebted for the use of this photo,

to Dr. Hugh Robert Mill, the courteous and

learned librarian of the Royal Geographical

Society. The photo, was taken in Tromso by

the observant doctor during a holiday trip in

Norway. It shows a curiously elaliorale yet

cumbersome device used for keeping a farmer's

gate shut. When the gate is opened the

horizontal [Kile acts as a spring, for a reason

that one glance at the photo, will render

obvious.
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A POST-CARD THAT WENT ROUND THK WORLD.

Both sides of the post-card are here reproduced. interesting experiment. The whole system is set

One cannot but admire the ingenious system by which forth in the directions on the lack of the card, and the

Mr. Fred Spalding, jun., insured the success of his post-marks are an interesting study.

"A SILENCE FELL UPON THE LITTLE COMPANY."

(S(e faÂ»e 495.)
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The Tragedy of the Korosko.

BY A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER I.

HE public may wonder why

they have never heard in the

Press of the fate of the passen-

gers of the Korosko. Suffice

it that there were very valid

reasons, both personal and

political, for holding it back. The facts were

well enough known to a good number of

people at the time, and some version of them

appeared, but was generally discredited.

They have now been thrown into narrative

form, the incidents having been collated from

the sworn statements of Colonel Cochrane

Cochrane, of the Army and Navy Club, and

from Miss Adams, of Boston, Mass. These have

been supplemented by the evidence of Captain

Archer, of the Egyptian Camel Corps, as given

before the secret Government inquiry at

Cairo. Mr. James Stephens has refused to

put his version of the matter into writing,

but as these proofs have been submitted to

him, and no correction has been made, it

may be supposed that he has not succeeded

in detecting any grave misstatement of fact.

The Korosko, a turtle-bottomed, round-

bowed stern-wheeler, with a 3oin. draught,

started upon the i3th of February from

Shellal, at the head of the first cataract, bound

for \Vady Haifa. I have a passenger card

for the trip, which I here reproduce.

" S.W. KOROSKO," FEBRUARY 13â¢.

PASSENGERS.

Colonel Cochrane Cochrane London.

Mr. Cecil Brown London.

John H. Heaclingly Boston, U.S.A.

Miss Adams Boston, U.S.A.

Miss S. Adams Worcester, Mass.,

Mons. Fardet Paris. [U.S.A.

Mr. and Mrs. Belmont Dublin.

James Stephens Manchester.

Rev. John Stuart Birmingham.

Mrs. Shlesinger, nurse and child... Florence.

This was the party as it started from

Shellal with the intention of travelling

through the two hundred miles of Nubian

Nile which lie between the first and the

second cataract.

It is a singular country, this Nubia. Vary-

ing in breadth from a few miles to a few

Vol. Miii.âe

yards, it extends in a thin, green, palm-

fringed strip upon either side of the broad,

coffee - coloured river. Beyond it there

stretches on the Libyan bank a savage and

illimitable desert, extending to the whole

breadth of Africa. On the other side an

equally desolate wilderness is bounded only

by the distant Red Sea. Between these two

huge and barren expanses Nubia writhes like

a green sand-worm along the course of the

river. Here and there it disappears altogether,

and the Nile runs between black and sun-

cracked hills, with the orange drift-sand lying
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demonstrate the worth of such a system by

spending their declining years in exploring

Morocco, or shooting lions in Somaliland.

He was a dark, straight, aquiline man, with

a courteously deferential manner, but a

steady, questioning eye; very neat in his

dress and precise in his habits, a gentleman

to the tips of his trim finger-nails. He wore

a grizzled military moustache, but his hair

was singularly black for a man of his years.

Mr. Cecil Brownâto take the names in the

chance order in which they appear upon the

passenger list â was a young diplomatist

from a Continental

Embassy, a man

slightly tainted with

the Oxford manner,

and erring upon the

side of unnatural

and inhuman refine-

ment, but full of

interesting talk and

cultured thought.

He had a sad, hand-

some face, a small

wax - tipped mous-

tache, a low voice

and alistless manner,

which was relieved

by a charming habit

of suddenly lighting

up into a rapid smile

and gleam when

anything caught his

fancy. He chose

Walter Pater for his

travelling author,

and sat all day,

reserved but affable,

under the awning,

with his novel and

his sketch - book

upon a camp-stool

beside him.

The Americans formed a group oy them-

selves. John H. Headingly was a New

Englander, a graduate of Harvard, who was

completing his education by a tour round the

world. He stood for the best type of young

Americanâquick, observant, serious, eager

for knowledge and free from prejudice, with a

fine ballast of unsectarian but earnest religious

feeling. He had less of the appearance

and more of the reality of culture than the

young Oxford diplomatist, for he had keener

emotions though less exact knowledge. Miss

Adams and Miss Sadie Adams were aunt and

niece, the former a little, energetic, hard-

featqred Bpstonian old maid, with a huge

MR. CECIL DROWN.

surplus of unused love behind her stem and

swarthy features. She had never been from

home before, and she was now busy upon

the self-imposed task of bringing the East up

to the standard of Massachusetts. She had

hardly landed in Egypt before she realized

that the country needed putting to rights,

and since the conviction struck her she had
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The other passengers may be dismissed

more briefly. Some were interesting, some

neutral, and all amiable. Monsieur Fardet

was a good-natured but argumentative French-

man, who held the most decided views as to

the deep machinations of

Great Britain and the

illegality of her position in

Egypt. Mr. Belmont was

an iron-grey, sturdy Irish-

man, famous as an astonish-

ingly good long-range rifle-

shot, who had carried off

nearly every prize which

Wimbledon or Bisley had

to offer. His wife was a

very charming and refined

woman, full of the pleasant

playfulness of her country.

Mrs. Shlesinger was a

middle-aged widow, quiet

and soothing, with her

thoughts all taken up by

her six - year - old child.

The Reverend John Stuart

was a Nonconformist

minister from Birmingham

âeither a Presbyterian or

a Congregationalistâa man

of immense stoutness, slow

and torpid in his ways,

but blessed with a con-

siderable fund of homely

humour, which made him,

I am told, a very favourite

preacher. Finally, there was

Mr. James Stephens, a

Manchester solicitor (junior partner of Hick-

son, Ward, and Stephens), who was travelling

to shake off the effects of an attack of

influenza. Stephens was a man who, in the

course of thirty years, had worked himself

up from cleaning the firm's windows to

managing its business. For most of that

long time he had been absolutely immersed

in dry, technical work, living with the

one idea of satisfying old clients and

attracting new ones, until his mind and

soul had become as formal and precise as

the laws which he expounded. A fine and

sensitive nature was in danger of being as

warped as a busy city man's is liable to

become. His work had become an engrained

habit, and, being a bachelor, he had hardly an

interest in life to draw him away from it.

But at last there came this kindly illness, and

Nature hustled James Stephens out of his

groove, and sent him into the broad world

far away from roaring Manchester and his

MONS1KUR FARDET.

shelves full of calf-skin authorities. At fiist

he resented it deeply. Everything seemed

trivial to him compared to his work. But

gradually his eyes were opened, and he began

dimly to see that it was his work which was

trivial when compared to

this wonderful, varied, in-

explicable world of which
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other country are hardly noticed in Egypt.

The tourists viewed with languid interest the

half-Greek art of the Nubian bas-reliefs ; they

climbed the hill of Korosko to see the sun

rise over the savage Eastern desert; they

were moved to wonder by the great shrine of

Abou-Simbel, where some old race has

hollowed out a mountain as if it were a

cheese; and, finally, upon the fourth day of

their travels they arrived at Wady Haifa some

few hours after they were due, on account of

a small mishap in the engine-room. The

next morning was to be devoted to an expe-

dition to the famous rock of Abousir, from

which a great view may be obtained of the

second cataract. At eight - thirty, as the

passengers sat on deck after dinner, Mansoor,

the dragoman, came forward, according to

the nightly custom, to announce the pro-

gramme.

" Ladies and gentlemen," said he, plunging

boldly into the rapid but broken stream of

his English, " to-morrow you will remember

AND SO YOU WILL CARVF,

YOUR NAMES ALSO."

not to forget to rise when the gong strikes

you for to compress the journey before twelve

o'clock. Having arrived at the place where

the donkeys expect us, we shall ride ^ive

miles over the desert and so reach the

celebrated pulpit rock of Abousir. The

pulpit rock is supposed to have been called

so because it is a rock like a pulpit. Having

passed the summit, you will perceive the full

extremity of the second cataract, embracing

wild natural beauties of the most dreadful

variety. Here all very famous people carve

their namesâand so you will carve your names

also." Mansoor waited expectantly for a

titter, and bowed to it when it arrived. " You

will then return to Wady Haifa and there

remain two hours to suspect the Camel Corps,

including the grooming of the beasts, and the

bazaar before returning, so I wish you a very

happy good-night."

There was a gleam of his white teeth in the

lamplight, and then his long, dark petticoats,

his short English cover-coat, and his red

tarboosh vanished successively

down the ladder. The low buzz

of conversation which had been

suspended by his coming broke

out anew.

" I'm relying on you, Mr.

Stephens, to tell me all about

Abousir," said Miss Sadie Adams.

" I do like to know what I am

looking at right there at the time,

and not six hours afterwards in

my state-room."

" I never hope to keep up with

it," said her aunt. "When I

am safe back in Commonwealth

Avenue I'll have time to read

about it all, and then I expect I

shall begin to enthuse. But it's

just too good of you, Mr. Stephens,

to try and keep us informed."
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in the legal profession when they make a

memo "

" Make what, Mr. Stephens ? "

"A memoââa memorandum, you know.

We put re so-and-so to show what it is

about."

" I suppose it's a good short way," said

Miss Sadie, " but it feels queer somehow

when applied to scenery or to dead Egyptian

kings. ' J?e Cheops'âdoesn't that strike you

as funny? "

"No, I can't say that it does," said

Stephens.

" I wonder if it is true that the English

have less humour than the Americans, or

whether it's just another kind of humour,"

said the girl. " I used to think they had

less, and yet, when you come to think of it,

Dickens and Thackeray and Barrie, and so

many other of the humorists we admire

most, are Britishers. Besides, I never in all

my days heard people laugh so hard as in

that London theatre. There was a man

behind us, and every time he laughed auntie

thought a door had opened, he made such a.

draught. But you have some funny expres-

sions, Mr. Stephens !"

"What else strikes you as funny, Miss

Sadie ? "

" Well, when you sent me the temple

ticket and the little map, you began your

letter, ' Inclosed, please find," and then at

the bottom, in brackets, you had ' 2 enclo.'"

"That is the usual form in business."

" Yes, in business," said Sadie, demurely,

and there was a silence.

"There's one thing I wish," remarked Miss

Adams, in the hard, metallic voice with which

she disguised her softness of heart, " and

that is, that I could see the Legislature

of this country and lay a few cold-drawn

facts in front of them. I'd make a platform

of my own, Mr. Stephens, and run a party

on my ticket. A Bill for the compulsory use

of eyewash would be one of my planks, and

another would be for the abolition of those

Yashmak veil things which turn a woman

into a bale of goods with a pair of eyes

looking out of it."

" I never could think why they wore

them," said Sadie ; " until one day I saw

one with her veil lifted. Then I knew."

"They make me tired, those women,"

cried Miss Adams, wrr.thfully. " One might

as well try to preach duty and decency to a

line of bolsters. Why, good land, it was

only yesterday at Abou Simbel, Mr. Stephens,

I was passing one of their housesâif you

can call a mud-pie like that a houseâand I

saw two of the children at the door with the

usual crust of flies round their eyes, and

great holes in their poor little blue gowns !

Off I got, and I washed them well with my

handkerchief, and sewed up the rentsâfor in

this country I would as soon think of going

ashore without my needle-case as without my

white umbrella, Mr. Stephens. Then as I

warmed on the job I got into the roomâ
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that the Americans are opposed to the

English."

"Well," said Headingly, with his slow,

deliberate manner, " I won't say that we

have not our tiffs, and there are some of our

peopleâmostly of Irish stockâwho are

always mad with England, but the most of

us have a kindly thought for the mother

country. You see, they may be aggravating

folk, but after all they are our own folk, and

we can't wipe that off the slate."

"Eh bien!" said the Frenchman. "At

least I can say to you what I could not with-

out offence say to these others. And I

repeat that there are no Dervishes. They

were an invention of Lord Gronier in the

year 1885."

" You don't say !" cried Headingly.

" It is well known in Paris, and has been

exposed in La Patrie and other of our so

well-informed papers."

" But this is colossal," said Headingly.

" Do you mean to tell me, Monsieur Fardet,

that the siege of Khartoum and the death of

Gordon and the rtst of it was just one great

bluff?"

" I will not deny that there was an emeute,

but it was local, you understand, and now

long forgotten. Since then there lias been

profound peace in the Soudan."

" But I have heard of raids, Monsieur

Fardet, and I've read of battles, too, when

the Arabs tried to invade Egypt. It was

only two days ago that we passed Toski,

where the dragoman said there had been a

fight. Is that all bluff also?"

" Pah, my friend, you do not know the

English. You look at them as you see them

with their pipes and their contented faces,

and you say, ' Now, these are good, simple

folk who will never hurt anyone.' But all the

time they are thinking and watching and

planning. ' Here is Egypt weak,' they

cry. ' Allims ! ' and down they swoop like

a gull upon a crust. ' You have no

right there,' says the world. ' Come out

of it!' But England has already begun to

tidy everything, just like the good Miss

Adams when she forces her way into the

house of an Arab. ' Come out,' says the

world. ' Certainly,' says England ; ' just wait

one little minute until I have made every-

thing nice and proper.' So the world waits

for a year or so, and then it says once again,

' Come out.' 'Just wait a little,' says

England; ' there is trouble at Khartoum,

and when I have set that all right I shall be

very glad to come out.' So they wait until

it is all over, and then again they say, ' Come

out.' ' How can I come out,' says England,

' when there are still raids and bittles going

on ? If we were to leave, Egypt would be

run over.' ' But there are no raids,' says the

world. ' Oh, are there not ? ' says England,

and then within a week sure enough the

papers are full of some ne\v raid of Dervishes.

We are not all blind, Mister Headingly. A

few Bedouins, a little backsheesh, some blank
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Mendelssohn's songs which seems to embody

it allâa sense of vastness, of repetition, the

cry of the wind over an interminable expanse.

The subtler emotions which cannot be trans-

lated into words are still to be hinted at by

chords and harmonies."

" It seems wilder and more savage than

ever to-night," remarked the American. " It

gives me the same feeling of pitiless force

that the Atlantic does upon a cold, dark,

winter day. Perhaps it is the knowledge

that we are right there on the very edge of

any kind of civilization. How far do you

suppose that we are from any Dervishes,

Colonel Cochrane ? "

"Well, on the Arabian side," said the

Colonel, " we have the Egyptian fortified

camp of Sarras about forty miles to the south

of us. Beyond that are sixty miles of very

wild country before you would come to the

Dervish post at Akasheh. On this other

side, however, there is nothing between us

and them."

" Abousir is on this side, is it not? "

" Yes. That is why the excursion to the

Abousir Rock has been forbidden for the

last year. But things are quieter now."

" What is to prevent them from coming

down on that side ? "

" Absolutely nothing," said Cecil Brown,

in his listless voice.

" Nothing, except their fears. They might

find it hard to get back if their camels were
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spent and the Haifa garrison

got on their track."

"It isn't safe to reckon

upon a Dervish's fears," re-

marked Brown. " They are

not amenable to the same

motives as other people.

Many of them are anxious

to meet death, and all 01

them are absolute, uncom-

promising believers in

destiny. They exist as a

reductio ad absurdum of all

bigotry â a proof of how

surely it leads towards blank

barbarism."

" You think these people

are a real menace to Egypt ? "

asked the American. " There

seems from what I have

heard to be some difference

of opinion about it."

" I am not a rich man,"

Colonel Cochrane answered,

after a little pause, " but I

am prepared to lay all I am

worth that within three years of the British

officers being withdrawn, the Dervishes would

be upon the Mediterranean. Where would

the civilization of Egypt be, where would the

hundreds of millions which have been invested

in this country, where the monuments which

all nations look upon as most precious
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who are asking themselves that question,"

remarked Cecil Brown. " It's my opinion

that we have been the policemen of the

world long enough. We get hard knocks

and no thanks, and why should we do it?

Let Europe do its own dirty work."

"Well," said Colonel Cochrane, crossing

his legs and leaning forward with the

decision of a man who has definite opinions.

" I don't at all agree with you, Brown, and I

think that to advocate such a course is to

take a very limited view of our national

duties. I think that behind national interests

and diplomacy and all that there lies a great

guiding forceâa Providence, in factâwhich

is for ever getting the best out of each nation

and using it for the good of the whole.

When a nation ceases to respond, it is time

that she went into hospital fora few centuries,

like Spain or Greeceâthe virtue has gone

out of her."

Headingly nodded approvingly.

" Each has its own mission. Germany is

predominant in abstract thought; France in

literature, art, and grace. But we and youâ

for the English-speakers are all in the same

boat, however much the New York Sun may

scream over itâwe and you have among our

best men a higher conception of moral sense

and public duty than is to be found in any

other people. Now, these are the two

qualities which are needed for directing a

weaker people. You can't help them by

abstract thought or by graceful art, but only

by that moral sense which will hold the scales

of Justice even, and keep itself free from

every taint of corruption. That is how we

rule India. We came there by a kind of

natural law, like air rushing into a vacuum.

All over the world, against our direct

interests and our deliberate intentions,

we are drawn into the same thing.

And it will happen to you also. The

pressure of destiny will force you to

administer the whole of America from

Mexico to the Horn."

Headingly whistled.

"Our Jingoes would be pleased to hear

you, Colonel Cochrane," said he. "They'd

vote you into our Senate and make you one

of the Committee on Foreign Relations."

" The world is small, and it grows smaller

every day. It's a single organic body, and

one spot of gangrene is enough to vitiate the

whole. There's no room upon it for dis-

honest, defaulting, tyrannical, irresponsible

Governments. But there are many races

which appear to be so incapable of improve-

ment that we can never hope to get a good

Government out of them. What is to be

done, then ? The former device of Provi-

dence in such a case was extermination by

some more virile stock. Now we have a

more merciful substitution of rulers, or even

of mere advice from a more advanced race.

That is the case with the Central Asian

Khanates and with the protected States of

India. If the work has to be done, and
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" Not if it was on fire ?" asked the

Colonel.

Headingly laughed, and rose from his

camp-stool.

" Well, it doesn't come within the pro-

visions of the Monroe Doctrine, Colonel,"said

he. " I'm beginning to think that modern

Egypt is every bit as interesting as ancient,

and that Rameses the Second wasn't the last

live man in the country."

The two Englishmen rose and yawned.

" Yes, it's a whimsical freak of fortune

which has sent men from a little island in

the Atlantic to administer the land of the

Pharaohs," remarked Cecil Brown. " But

here is the shore party come back."

Down below they could hear the mellow

Irish accents of Mrs. Belmont and the deep

voice of her husband, the iron-grey rifleshot.

Mr. Stuart, the fat clergyman, was thrashing

out a question of piastres with a noisy

donkey-boy, and the others were joining in

with chaff and advice. Then the hubbub

died away, the party from above came down

ladder, there were

"good-nights," the

shutting of doors,

and the little

steamer lay silent,

dark, and motion-

less in the shadow

of the high Haifa

bank. And beyond

this one point of

civilization and of

comfort there lay

the limitless, sav-

age, unchangeable

desert, straw-

coloured and

dream-like in the

moonlight, mottled

over with the black

shadows of the

hills.

CHAPTER II.

THE bluff bows of

the stern - wheeler

had squelched into

the soft brown

mud, and the

current had swept the boat alongside the

bank. The long gangway had been thrown

across, and the six soldiers of the Soudanese

escort had filed along it, their light-blue gold-

trimmed zouave uniforms showing up bravely

in the clear morning light. Above them, on

THE SOUDANESE ESCORT FILED ALONG.

the top of the bank, was ranged the line of

donkeys, and the air was full of the clamour

of the boys.

Colonel Cochrane and Mr. Belmont stood

together in the bows, each wearing the broad

white puggareed hat of the tourist. Miss

Adams and her niece leaned against the rail

beside them.

" Sorry your wife isn't coming, Belmont,"

said the Colonel.
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he held a little paper of notes, as if it

were a brief. He took Miss Sadie by

one arm and her aunt by the other as they

toiled up the bank, and the young girl's

laughter rang frank and clear in the morning

air as " Baedeker " came fluttering down at

their feet. Â«Mr. Belmont and Colonel

Cochrane followed, the brims of their sun-

hats touching as they discussed the relative

advantages of the Mauser, the Lebel, and

the Lee - Metford. Behind them walked

Cecil Brown, listless, cynical, self-contained.

The fat clergyman puffed slowly up the bank,

with many gasping witticisms at his own

defects. " I'm one of those men who carry

everything before him," said he, glancing

ruefully at his own rotundity. Last of all

came Headingly, slight and tall, with the

student stoop about his shoulders, and

Fardet, the good-natured, fussy, argumenta-

tive Parisian.

" You see, we have an escort to-day," he

whispered to his companion.

" So I observed."

"Pah!" cried the French-

man, throwing out his arms in

derision; " as well have an

escort from Paris to Versailles.

This is all part of the play,

Monsieur Headingly. It

deceives no one, but it is part

of the play. Pourquoi ces droks

de mititaires, dragoman, hcin ? "

It was the dragoman's rdle

to be all things to all men, so

he looked round to make sure

that the English were mounted

and out of earshot.

" C'est ridicule, monsieur! "

said he, shrugging his fat

shoulders. " Mais que voukz-

vous 1 C'est fordre officiel

Eg}'plie>t."

"Egyptien! Pah, Anglais,

Anglais â toujoitrs Anglais ! "

cried the angry Frenchman.

The frieze now was more

grotesque than ever, but had

changed suddenly to an

equestrian one, sharply out-

lined against the deep blue

Egyptian sky. Those who have never

ridden before have to ride in Egypt, and

when the donkeys break into a canter,

and the Nile Irregulars are at full charge,

such a scene of flying veils, clutching hands,

huddled swaying figures, and anxious faces

is nowhere to be seen. Belmont, his square

figure balanced upon a small white donkey,

was waving his hat to his wife, who had come

out upon the quarterdeck of the Korosko.

Cochrane sat very erect with a stiff military

seat, and beside him rode the young Oxford

man, looking about him with drooping eye-

lids as if he thought the desert hardly

respectable, and had grave doubts about

the Universe. Behind them the whole

party was strung along the bank in varying
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had the courage to tell her in her own language

that she was just too sweet for anything. But

he feared above all things lest he should offend

her, and so put an end to their present

pleasant intimacy. So his compliment

dwindled into a smile.

" I wish, Mr. Stephens, you would strike

my donkey-boy with your whip if he hits the

donkey again," cried Miss Adams, jogging

up on a high, raw-boned beast. " Hi, drago-

man, Mansoor, you tell this boy that I won't

have the animals ill-used, and that he

ought to be ashamed of himself. Yes, you

little rascal, you ought ! Do you think, Mr.

Stephens, that if I were to knit that black

soldier a pair of woollen stockings he would

be allowed to wear them ? The poor

creature has bandages round his legs."

" Those are his putties, Miss Adams," said

Colonel Cochrane, looking back at her.

" We have found in India that they are the

best support to the leg in marching. They

are very much better than any stocking."

" Well, I never ! They remind me mostly

of a sick horse. But it's elegant to have the

soldiers with us, though Monsieur Fardi t

tells me there's nothing for us to be scared

about."

" That is only my opinion, Miss Adams,"

said the Frenchman, hastily. " It may be

that Colonel Cochrane thinks otherwise."

" At least we will all agree," said the

Colonel, coldly, " that they have the effect

of making the scene very much more

picturesque."

The desert upon their right lay in long

curves of sand, like the dunes which might

have fringed some forgotten primeval sea.

Topping them they could see the black,

craggy summits of the curious volcanic hills

which rise upon the Libyan side. On the

crest of the sand-hills they would catch a

glimpse every now and then of a tall, sky-blue

soldier, walking swiftly, his rifle at the trail.

For a moment the lank, warlike figure would

be sharply silhouetted against the sky. Then

he would dip into a hollow and disappear,

while some hundred yards off another would

show for an instant and vanish.

" Where ever are they raised ?" asked

Sadie, watching the moving figures. " They

look to me just about the same tint as the

hotel boys in New York."

" I thought some question might arise

about them," said Mr. Stephens, who was

never so happy as when he could anticipate

some wish of the pretty American. " I

made one or two references this morning in

the ship's library. Here it isâreâthat's to

say, about black soldiers. I have it on my

notes that they are from the loth Soudanese

battalion of the Egyptian army. They are

recruited from the Dinkas and the Shilluks

âtwo negroid tribes living to the south of

the Dervish country, near the Equator."

" How can they come through the

Dervishes, then?" asked Headingly, sharply.

" I dare say there is no such very great
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'HE POINTED UP WITH HIS DONKEY-WHIP."'

him crowned with Lower Egypt, and with

Upper Egypt offering up sacrifice to the God

Ammon-ra. Here he bring his captives

before him, and he cut off each his right

hand. In this corner you see little pileâall

right hands."

" My sakes, I shouldn't have liked to be

here in those days," said Miss Adams.

" Why, there's nothing altered," remarked

Cecil Brown. " The East is still the East.

I've no doubt that within a hundred miles of

where you standâ

" Shut up !" whispered the Colonel, and

the party shuffled on down the line of the

wall with their faces up and their big hats

thrown backwards. The sun behind them

struck the old, grey masonry with a brassy

glare, and carried on to it the strange black

shadows of the tourists, mixing them up with

the grim, high-nosed, square - shouldered

warriors, and the grotesque, rigid deities

who lined it. The broad shadow of the

Reverend John Stuart, of Birmingham,

smudged out both the heathen

King and the god whom he

worshipped.

" What's this ? " he was asking

in his wheezy voice, pointing up

with his yellow Assouan cane.

" That is a hippopotamus,"

said the dragoman; and the

tourists all tittered, for there was

just a suspicion of Mr. Stuart

himself in the carving.

" But it isn't bigger than a

little pig," he protested. " You

see that the King is putting his

spear through it with ease."

" They make it small to show

that it was a very small thing to

the King," said the dragoman.

" So you see that all the King's

prisoners do not exceed his knee

âwhich is not because he was

so much taller, but so much

more powerful. The same way,

these small women whom you

see here and there are just his

trivial little wives."

"Well, now!" cried Miss

Adams, indignantly. '' If they

had sculped that King's soul it

would have needed a lens to see

it. Fancy his allowing his wives

to be put in like that."

" If he did it now, Miss

Adams," said the Frenchman,

" he would have more fighting

than ever in Mesopotamia. But

time brings revenge. Perhaps the day will

soon come when we have the picture of the

big, strong wife and the trivial little husband

âhein?"

Cecil Brown and Headingly had dropped

behind, for the glib comments of the

dragoman, and the empty, light - hearted

chatter of the tourists jarred upon their sense
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the way. On the whole, I prefer the ruins

that I have not seen to those which I have."

The young diplomatist looked up with

his peculiarly bright smile, which faded

away too soon into his languid, blase mask.

" I've got a map," said

the American, " and some-

times far away from any-

thing in the very midst

of the waterless, trackless

desert, I see ' ruins ' marked

upon itâor 'remains of a

temple,' perhaps. For ex-

ample, the temple of Jupiter

Ammon, which

was one of the

most consider-

able shrines in

the world, was

hundreds of

miles from any-

where. Those

are the ruins,

solitary, un-

seen, unchang-

ing through

the centuries,

which appeal to

one's imagina-

tion. But when

I present a

check at the

door, and go

in as if it were

Barnum's

show, ajl the

subtle feeling

of romance

goes right out

of it."

" Absolutely ! " said Cecil Brown, looking

over the desert with his dark, intolerant eyes.

" If one could come wandering here aloneâ

stumble upon it by chance, as it wereâand

find oneself in absolute solitude in the dim

light of the temple, with these grotesque

figures all round, it would be perfectly over-

whelming. A man would be prostrated with

wonder and awe. But when Belmont is

purring his bull-dog pipe, and Stuart is wheez-

ing, and Miss Sadie Adams is laughing "

" And that jay of a dragoman speaking

his piece," said Headingly; " I want to

stand and think all the time, and I never

seem to get the chance. I was ripe for

manslaughter when I stood before the Great

Pyramid, and couldn't get a quiet moment

because they would boost me on to the top.

I took a kick at one man which would have

ISN'T IT A SACRILEGE?' SAID THE OXFORD MAN.

sent him to the top in one jump if I had

hit meat. But fancy travelling all the

way from America to see the pyramid,

and then -finding nothing better to do

than to kick an Arab in front of it! "

The Oxford

man laughed.

" They are

496

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

a hundred to one that we have no trouble;

but if we should haveâwell, it won't bear

thinking about. The wonderful thing is their

unconsciousness that there is any danger

whatever."

" Well, I like the English tailor-made dresses

well enough for walking, Mr. Stephens," said

Miss Sadie from behind them. " But for an

afternoon dress, I think the French have

more style than the English. Your milliners

have a more severe cut, and they don't do

the cunning little ribbons and bows and

things in the same way."

The Colonel smiled at Belmont.

"She is quite serene in her mind, at

any rate," said he. " Of course, I wouldn't

say what I think to anyone but you, and

I daresay it will all prove to be quite

unfounded."

" Well, I could imagine parties 01

Dervishes on the prowl," said Belmont.

" But what I cannot imagine is that they

should just happen to come to the pulpit

rock on the very morning when we are due

there."

" Considering that our movements have

been freely advertised, and that everyone

knows a week beforehand what our pro-

gramme is and where we are to be found,

it does not strike rne as being such a

wonderful coincidence."

" It is a very remote chance," said Belmont,

stoutly, but he was glad in his heart that

his wife was safe and snug on board the

steamer.

And now they were clear of the rocks

again, with a fine stretch of firm yellow sand

extending to the very base of the conical hill

which lay before them. " Ay-ah ! Ay-ah ! "

cried the boys, and whack came their sticks

upon the flanks of the donkeys, which broke

into a gallop, and away they all streamed

over the plain. It was not until they had

come to the end of the path which curves

up the hill that the dragoman called a halt.

" Now, ladies and gentlemen, we are

arrived for the so famous pulpit rock of

Abousir. From the summit you will presently

enjoy a panorama of remarkable fertility.

But first you will observe that over the rocky

side of the hill are everywhere cut the names

of great men who have passed it in their

travels, and some of these names are older

than the time of Christ."

"Got Moses?" asked Miss Adams

" Auntie, I'm surprised at you !" cried

Sadie.

" Moses's name very likely there, and the

same with Horodatus," said the dragoman,

gravely. " Both have been long worn away.

But there on the brown rock you will see

Belzoni. And up higher is Gordon. There-

is hardly a name famous in the Soudan which

you will not find, if you like. And now with

your permission we shall walk up the path,

and you will see the river and the desert

from the summit of the top."

A minute or two of climbing brought
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with that distant

violet haze. None

of these hills were

of any heightâa

few hundred feet

at the mostâbut

their savage, saw-

toothed crests and

their steep scarps

of sun - baked

stone gave them

a fierce character

of their own.

" The Libyan

desert," said the

dragoman, with a

proud wave of his

hand. "The

greatest desert in

the world. Sup-

pose you travel

right west from

here, the first

houses you would

come to would be

in America. That

make you home-

sick, Miss Adams,

I believe?"

But the Ameri-

can old maid had

her attention

drawn away by

the conduct of

Sadie, who had

caught her arm

by one hand and

was pointing over

the desert with

the other.

"Well, now, if

that isn't too pic-

turesque for any-

thing!" she cried,

with a flush of ex-

citement upon her

pretty face. " Do look, Mr. Stephens ! That's

just the one only thing we wanted to make it

just perfectly grand. See the men upon the

camels coming out from between those hills!"

They all looked at the long string of red-

turbaned riders who were winding out of the

ravine. Colonel Cochrane had lit a match,

and he stood with it in one hand and the

unlit cigarette in the other until the flame

THEY ALL LOOKED AT THE LONG STRING OP RED-TURBANED RIDERS.

licked round his fingers. Belmont whistled.

The dragoman stood staring with his mouth

half-open, and a curious slaty tint in his full,

red lips. The others looked from one to the

other with an uneasy sense that there was

something wrong. It was the Colonel who

broke the silence.

" By George, Belmont, I believe the

hundred to one chance has come off!" said he.

(To be continued.)
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Explosions.

BY FRAMLEY STEELCROFT.

OMEHOW, one sits down to

write an article on this subject

with a distinct sense of exhilar-

ationâeven recklessness. And

this after an interview at the

Home Office with Sir Vivian

Majendie, K.C.B., and his able and courteous

assistant, Captain Thomson. It must be the

influence of the subject; there is about

explosions a certain irresponsibilityâwild,

whirling, magnificentâwhich makes one revel

in the telling of their Titanic strokes. Explo-

sions of gunpowder we know, and explosions

of wrath, of dynamite (and many other

" ites"); gas, too, and fireworks; steam,

and the rest. But think of an explosion of

flour ! Think of the very staff of life rising

up, as it were, and distributing vast mills in

fragments over a great city ! The photo, re-

produced on this page shows the tremendous

havoc wrought by an explosion of flour-dust

at the Tradeston Flour and Grain Mills,

Glasgow.

This explosion look place on July gth,

1872, and resulted in the loss tf fifteen lives.

The great buildingsâmill, stores, bakehouse,

granaries, etc.âstood in seven blocks, and

were totally destroyed by the explosion and

the subsequent fire. At ten minutes past four

o'clock, when work was going forward as usual,

a terrific explosion was heard proceeding

from the mill. The roof of this huge build-

ing was blown upwards, and the east and

west gables outwards. Adjoining roofs and

windows were completely shattered, and two

massive gates blown to pieces in the wool-

store opposite. Alongside the last-named

building stood a number of cabs, and one of

these was literally pulverized, though the

horse escaped.

Among the extraordinary fatalities on this

occasion was the death of Jane Mulholland,

a servant girl'at the Bute Hotel close by.

Jane was hanging out some clothes on the

green behind the hotel, when the west gable

fell upon and buried her. At first the explo-

sion was attributed to the bursting of a boiler,

and then to gas. Nobody thought of flour.

And yet I learn that it is highly dangerous

to take a naked light into a flour mill, where

the air is filled with highly inflammable

particles. Equal precautions are necessary

in the case of dust from coal, sugar, and

charcoal. Explosions of flour are by no

means rare. In 1878 came the tremendous

explosion at Washburn Corn Mills, Minnea-

polis, which killed eighteen men, and did

damage computed at ,Â£200,000. On the

5th of April, 1886, a flour explosion occurred

at the Leith Flour Mills. Six persons were

killed, one being a scavenger who was

sweeping the street outside.

From a Photo,

GREAT EXPLOSION OF FLOUK AT GLASGOW

(7. Annan, (iluigou.
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from a I

THE REGENTS I'ARK KXl'LOSilnNâRUINS OF

The famous Regent's Park explosion is the

next to be dealt with here. It occurred on

board a canal-boat belonging to the Grand

Junction Canal Co., in the Regent's Canal,

Regent's Park, on October 2nd, 1874.

This memorable explosion took place at

the Macclesfield Bridge over the Regent's

Canal. At about 2 a.m. on the 2nd of

October, five canal-boats left the City Road

Basin in tow of the steamboat Ready. One

of the boats had five tons of powder on

board, another twenty-four casks. Benzoline,

petroleum, and naphtha completed the

appalling cargo. When the flotilla had

traversed some 3^ miles of the canal, a

blue flame was seen to shoot up from the

middle boat (the Tilbury}. Some excitement

followed among the men, but suddenly came

the awful explosion itself, which utterly

destroyed the bridge (its ruins are seen in

the photo.) and devastated the entire neigh-

bourhood, including the harmless, necessary

Zoo.

Laxity is not the word to describe the

state of things that obtained in those days.

The steerer of the Tilbury, a few moments

before the explosion, complained of being

almost blown out of the hatches by " a

sudden burst of flame." He didn't trouble

about it, however, nor did he give a thought

to the five tons of powder which was presently

to blow him and his two mates to atoms.

" Go ahead," said

he airily to the

master of the tug.

Sir Vivian Ma-

jendie says in his

report : " An ex-

perienced Thames

powder lighterman

recently told me

that he once saw

12^ tons of gun-

powder stowed on

board an outward-

bound ship, on the

top of a cargo of

lucifer matches,

without any inter-

vening planks or

merchandise."

The damage

done to the Zoo-

logical Gardens

was rather interest-

ing. No building

entirely escaped

injury, the reptile-

house being com-

pletely destroyed. The parrot-house had a

tremendous snaking, and fragments of the

hapless boat Tilbury were picked up between

the elephant-house and the superintendent's

house. The animals were fearfully excited

for days after the explosion, and had to be

systematically visited and calmed. Many

500

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

/Voma]

or less seriously injured. There were two

distinct explosionsâone in M. Matthieu's

shop, and the other in an outhouse at the

back.

So dreadful were the effects, that the

authorities suspected that some far more

deadly explosive must have been secretly

manufactured and storedâpicrate of potash,

perhaps, or dynamite. " Toy-caps, such as

children play with, would never

have done all this," said the

police, as they carried the dead

and injured from the ruins.

Hence the inquiry and the six

experts. But it was conclusively

proved that it was the caps that

did it, and nothing else. You

see, there were 20,772,000 of

them in stock, or a potential

explosive force equal to i,62olb.

of gunpowder. For sixteen years

had M. Blanchon carried on the

manufacture, storage, and trans-

port of these things without a

single accident.

The cause of the explosion

was more than a little obscure.

The committee of experts com-

menced a series of interesting experi-

ments. They set fire to 288,000 caps

by means of a litre of petroleum, but

they merely crackled for thirty-five

minutes. Then a gunpowder cartridge

was exploded in a packing-case full of

the mysterious scraps of pink paper,

but all to no purpose. Then percus-

sion or detonation was tried, and that

" touched the spot!" A well was dug ;

blocks of oak embedded in stones and

mortar were placed at the bottom,

and on this floor no end of grosses

of boxes of caps were deposited. The

well was then shut down and earth

heaped on top. A hole was left, how-

ever, and through this a weight was

dropped. That did it. A tremendous

explosion followed; the planks and

earth were hurled here and there, and

branches of trees in the vicinity torn

off. From this it was inferred that

something must have fallen on the

caps and thus acted like the hammer

of a toy pistol.

Of all the dangerous and extra-

ordinary explosions imaginable, that

of war-rockets is the most erratic.

The next photo, shows a building at

Mr. John Macdonald's War Rocket

Factory, near Gravesend, after an

explosion which occurred on September i3th,

1878. The foreman and one of his men

were engaged in pressing a twelve-pounder

rocket. The pressure on the charge was all

but complete when the rocket exploded

with great violence, splitting the cast-

iron mould, which was 2in. thick, and pro-

jecting the halves with great force against

EXPLOSIONS.

5Â° i

From a Photo, by]

BOILER EXPLOSION AT GLASGOW.

IT. Annan,

wall was more than half down and the roof

nearly destroyed. The two workmen had

miraculous escapes. This explosion was

probably clue to undue friction, favoured by

the presence of gritty matter.

Next we have a view of an upright boiler

which exploded at the Glasgow Iron Works

on March 5th, 1880. The photo, was given

to Sir Vivian Majendie by the Procurator

Fiscal; it conveys an excellent idea of the

tremendous havoc

wrought by a big

boiler bursting or

exploding in a con-

fined space. Boiler

explosions, how-

ever, do not come

under the notice

of the Home

Office. They are

investigated by

the Board of

Trade.

Many extra-

ordinary incidents

are, of course, re-

corded in con-

nection with big

explosions. On

one occasion a

man was blown

right across a

river, and this

human projectile

actually laid low a good-sized tree, against

which he was hurled horizontally. The

exploding buildings at a certain powder mill

literally played shuttlecock with another poor

fellow. One explosion blew him high into

the air over a second building, which at a

certain moment likewise exploded, and sent

him still further along.

The devastation caused by the great gas ex-

plosion at the Victoria Station, Norwich, was so

From a Photo, by] GAS EXPLOSION, VICTORIA STATION, NORWICH. [ W. L. Shruliaole, A'onrich.

502

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

extensive, that gas was the last thing thought

of. " It must be dynamite," said everybody ;

and at that time (January 26th, 1886) people

had dynamite on the brain. Our photo,

shows the interior of the goods office under

which the explosion occurred. This part of

the station was utterly wrecked. It was

proved that there was an escape of gas

under the floor of the goods office. This

leak was probably caused by a carpenter,

who had that morning been engaged on

some alterations.

The curiosities of explosions would fill

volumes. Dr. Barber, assistant to Professor

Marsh at the Peabody Museum, New Haven,

Conn., was knocked insensible by the

explosion of an ostrich egg, and narrowly

escaped with his life. The egg was i8in. in

circumference, and weighed 4lb.; it had been

sent from Cape Town. With a file the

doctor proceeded to open the egg (which

was one of several), so as to preserve the

embryo. Suddenly there was a loud hiss

and an explosion, which shook the whole

building.

An extraordinary explosion took place,

on June 22nd, 1887, at Messrs. Roberts,

Dale and Co.'s chemical works, Cornbrook

Road, Manchester. In the first place

EXPLOSION AT MF

. ROBERTS, DALE AND CO. S CHEMICAL WORKS, MANCHESTER

From a Photo by JMjwfz, Mancketter.

chemical works, as such, do not fall within

the scope of Sir Vivian Majendie's interest-

ing work. However, the Mayor of Man-

chester wired to the Home Office, and that

Department took the matter up. First

came an outbreak of fire at the works.

This originated near the picric acid drying-

stove. Then came a slight explosion,

which created mild wonder. Some thought

it was the report of a cannon in the Pomona

Gardens hard by-âpart of the Jubilee

rejoicings, in fact. The second explosion

left no room for doubt ; the interval

between the two was about a minute.

The great explosion was tremendous and

destructive. The photo, reproduced shows

its site.

"The works themselves," says Sir Vivian

Majendie, " were practically annihilated.

Roofs and fabric were blown in all direc-

tions ; the machinery and apparatus were

distorted and destroyed ; the air was filled

with dense clouds of smoke, and dust,

and acrid vapours, to say nothing of masses

of projected debris. Much of this dust and

debris was on fire, and thus carried fire to

other buildings, such as the Pomona Palace,

Mr. Reilly's extensive factory, and the Agri-

cultural Hall in the Pomona Gardens. 1'he

roofs of these

buildings were set

on fire in more

than fifty places."

Fragments of

iron standards

and piping, slate,

EXPLOSIONS.
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damage locally. Some gin. projectiles, stored

at the neighbouring guns, were hurled three-

quarters of a mile away. Two gin. guns were

dismounted and their carriages shattered.

Seven natives were more or less seriously

hurt.

The photo, here reproduced is a curious

one. It shows the monstrous "plume" of

smoke that towered over the city of Antwerp

on September 6th, 1889, on which day

occurred one of the greatest explosions of

modern times. The factory in which the

explosion took place was established by a

M. Ferdinand Corvilain for the purpose of

breaking up obso-

lete metallic cart-

ridges. Close at

hand were a

guano store, some

extensive petro-

leum works, con-

taining thousands

of barrels of oil,

and a group of

dwelling - houses,

forming a small

hamlet. Alto-

gether, about as

unsuitable a site

for the storage

of explosives as

could well be

imagined.

The Municipal

Council had a

sort of a fuddled

idea of the unfit-

ness of things,

and they remon-

strated feebly with

M. Corvilain. At length, however, that

gentleman was allowed to go on with his

work, on condition that his stock should

never contain more than 66olb. of powder !

Within one month of these wobbly negotia-

tions came the terrific explosion. The report

was plainly heard at Flushing, thirty miles

away, and a column, or enormous " plume," of

white smoke immediately ascended from the

site of the factory. The wind being light at

the time, this " plume " remained suspended

in the air for some moments, while an

enterprising photographer exposed a couple

of plates.

Millions of loaded cartridges were projected

into the air, and fell like a shower of hail over

an immense area (" fifteen to the square

foot "). Windows were shattered and houses

damaged to the extent of half a million

THE GREAT

francs; whilst on the site itself, nothing but

a crater remained, two-thirds of an acre in

extent, full of hot, smoking debris. Volumes

of thick, black smoke soon displaced the

great "plume"; the vast petroleum stores

were on fire. These burned for thirty

hours, and 55,750 barrels of oil were

destroyed. Corpses and human fragments
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MVSTEKIOUS EXl-LOMdN ON HOARD THE

Fnnii a I'kato. by Clmrlm, Bonleanx,

explosive had evidently been at work. The

explosion seems to have occurred just as one

of the sailorsâwho was killedâwas lifting a

package containing ostrich feathers ; and a

quantity of fine plumes were strewn over the

wrecked ship. It was suspected that this

explosion was part of a plot to rob the

treasure chamber of the vessel.

Next is seen a column of water and mud

i,oooft. high caused by the explosion of

3,5oolb. of gelignite. Here is the story of

this explosion : Some shipments of gelignite

from England to Melbourne were found on

arrival to be in a dangerous condition, so Mr.

C.Napier Hake, H.M. Inspector of Explosives

in Victoria, prepared to destroy the whole

consignment. He shipped the condemned

explosive in a lighter to a shallow part of

Port Philip Bay, about ten miles from

Melbourne. Here the solb. cases were

opened, and the 5lb. packets thrown over-

board in a heap, in quantities varying from

3,5oolb. to tOjOoolb. ; the water at this

spot was 12ft. deep. The explosive was

fired by electricity from a steam-launch

moored about 3ooyds. away. " The vast

column of water," says the report, " glistening

in the bright sunshine, made an

extraordinary and beautiful spec-

tacle."

The Johannesburg explosion of

February 19th, 1896, is one of the

biggest on record. It appears

that about fifty-five tons of blasting

gelatine and ninety cases of deto-

natorsâvirtually a train-loadâ

exploded on a siding of the

Netherlands South African Rail-

way, about 3ooyds. to the west

of Johannesburg Railway Station.

A series of photographs of extra-

ordinary interest was secured.

The first of these shows the vast

column of smoke from the ex-

plosion itselfâa fortuitous photo.,

recalling the smartness and

presence of mind of the Antwerp

photographer. This photo, was

taken at a distance of four miles.

This stupendous accident

â¢li'.-

EXPLOSION OF 3.500LB. OF GELIGNITE IJENEATH

From a Photograph.
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THE GREAT JOHANNESBURG EXPLOSION (SNAPSHOT TAKEN AT

A DISTANCE OP FOUR MILES),

FYvm a Photo, by Gannon, Johannesburg.

appears to have been due (as usual, the

precise cause is lost in obscurity) to a train,

which was being shunted, running into

the trucks containing the explosive. This

was the fault of a pointsman. A great

pit or crater was torn in the tough red

clay, and this is seen in the second

photo. The crowd are searching for

bodies and ghastly fragments generally.

This crater was 3ooft. long, 65ft. wide,

and 3oft. deep.

One would need the pen of a Zola to

describe that awful debacle. " The

ground was strewn with Kaffirs' skulls,"

wrote one eye-witness. The huge pit

was a ghastly sepulchre, filled with pitiful,

sickening scraps of humanity, black and

white (twenty sacks were filled with these

fragments). Dismembered mules and

horses ; fragments of waggons and railway

trucks, and miscellaneous debris lay on

every side. The damage was computed

roughly at a million sterling. Pieces of

the engine were hurled a mile away.

Crowds of people wandered among the

ruins of their housesâmere heaps of

splinters, furniture, and iron. The exact

number of dead will never be known,

but more than fifty bodies were found.

Many died in the improvised hospitals.

There were numerous interesting incidents.

The dynamite company had a magazine

Vol. xiii.- 64

JOHANNESBURG EXPLOSIONâSEARCHING FOR BODIES IN THE GREAT CRATER.

from a Photo, by A'ichotb, Johannesburg.
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JOHANNESBURG EXPLOSIONâSHOWING THK KAILWAY THACK AT THE EDGE OF THE CRATER.

From a Photo, by Daviei Bros.. Johannesburg.

near the town that contained 400 tons of

dynamite. Into this magazine came a red-

hot bolt from the explosion, but the missile

providentially fell into a pail of water.

A baby six months old was dug out alive

from a pile of wreck-

age. A Kaffir also

was brought out alive

after having been

buried for five days.

The railway lines were

torn up and twisted

as though they had

been tin. Over the

edge of the yawning

pit the rails curled up

twenty or thirty feet,

presenting an extra-

ordinary spectacle,

such as may be seen

in the photograph re-

produced here.

Fortunately, Johan-

nesburg is a city of

millionaires. Within

a few hours no less

than ^40,000 had

been collected for

the relief of suf-

ferers, and this sum

speedily grew into

;Â£i 00,000. A kind

of asylum or hos-

pital for relief was

at 'once opened,

and here 600 home-

less people were

given food, shelter,

and clothing.

lastly, we see the

coat and hat worn Â«

by Sir Frederick

Abel, the eminent

chemist, on the

occasion of a pre-

mature explosion of

one ton of gun-

cotton during some

experiments at

Lydd. Sir Frederick

had a perfectly

marvellous escape. He was only thirty yards

from the building containing the gun-cotton

when the explosion occurred, and he was

thrown down very violently on the shingle,

and much shaken and bruised. The

hole noticeable in

the coat just beneath

the collar was caused

by a stone projected

by the explosion,

which made a very

ugly wound. Sir F.

Abel was laid by for

a week or two; but

we understand that,

except for a slight

Dusky Dandies.

HE average African native

regards the white man with

unbounded admiration and

respect, and his great aim is to

imitate him in all things.

Add to this the savage's innate

love of gaudy finery, and the logical out-

come is the wild extravagance of costume

ton. His name is Napoleon. He wears a

sort of cocked hat, gay with trimmings, and

a lady's blouse with the back turned to the

front. Round his neck is a bow of scarlet

ribbon, and a white satin bow, matching the

body of the blouse, reposes on his bare,

sinewy stomach. The exquisite likewise

carries a simple flower -in either hand, but

his ingenuity will doubtless soon enable him

to find a buttonhole for his posy somewhere

about the " leg-of-mutton " sleeve.

Ladies' clothing is peculiarly acceptable to

these Kaffirs on account of the bright colours.

I should mention, however, that these are

not everyday garments. Virtually the only

" garment" a Kaffir works in is his own

dusky skin. But, supposing Herodotus and

Pisistratus â they love big names, these

fellowsâcomrades working together, make

up their minds to take a holiday, and go

down to the East Rand to see their old

friends, Sixpenceha'penny and Julius Caesar.

Well, then they dress for the occasion. The

second photograph (No. 2) shows the holiday-

NAl'OLEON.

[P/ioto.

exemplified herein. Time was, in-

deed, when a ship-load of " old clo' "

handled by astute traders could be

bartered for vast wealth in the shape

of precious stones and metals, ivory,

feathers, gums, and the like. Brand-

new sh6ddy has dealt this interest-

ing li trade " a severe blow, but in a

lesser degree it still survives.

We are greatly indebted for the

loan of the amusing photographs

reproduced in this article to Free-

man Cohen's Consolidated, Limited,

a wealthy and powerful corporation

owning enormous interests in the

Transvaal. The " dusky dandies "

that figure herein are Kaffirs em-

ployed by the above-named company

in the Rand Collieries (the Durban,

Roodepoort, Deep, and delden-

huis Alines, etc.), about ten miles

from Johannesburg. The first dandy

(No. i) is looked up to on the

Rand as leader of the Kaffir

>ni a]
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makers exactly as they were intercepted by

the photographer. Pisistratus wears an

ancient white hat, a battered pair of corsets,

and a pair of abominably dirty trousers. But

notice his air. That is exactly how he would

stroll past the compounds, swaggering,

jingling his bracelets, and displaying his

rings. Now, Herodotus looks a modest

little fellow. He has a three-cornered hat,

a white muslin jacket, old trousers, and

brand - new kid gloves. These savages

hate to feel themselves " harnessed " in any

way, hence the neglect of the braces

attached to the trousers. These blacks

come to the mines from all the neigh-

bouring statesâZululand, Natal, Mashona-

land, Basutoland, and the rest. They

walk all the way, and arrive at the Rand

half-starved and half-dead with fatigue.

They find work immediately, however, at

about ten shillings a week and their food

to commence with. This last is not dainty,

consisting chiefly of mealies and bullocks'

heads.

The Kaffirs only remain at work until

they have made enough money to buy a

few cattle, which they exchange later on

for a wife; then they trek homeward,

carrying inter alia an indescribable

medley of old clothes â a silk hat or

two, perhaps ; a collar and tie ; a dress-

coat ; and a pair of hob-nail boots.

These last are never worn on the feet,

but always carried in the hands, being

ornaments pure and simple. Occasionally

they are worn round the neck by way of

variety.

No. 3 shows 'us a Kaffir dandy who has

aspired to some distinction. He has a tie and

collar on him, also an Inverness cape over-

coat. He is possibly a policeman off duty, or

some official of standing. Mr. H. Freeman

Cohen, whose South African interests employ

hundreds of Kaffirs, tells me that the men

are paid ^3 a month, and live in compounds

under fairly close supervision. Any black

found in Johannesburg after nine o'clock

at night, without a pass from his white

" boss," is locked up and fined heavily. The

men are, as a rule, merry, good-tempered

fellows, fond of music and dancing ; their

instruments are primitive, the principal ones

being the common tin whistle, mouth-organ,

concertina, Jew's harp, and tin kettle. This

latter is banged â simply banged, the

deficiency in " music " being counterbalanced

by the general uproar.

Formerly the Kaffirs were allowed to

purchase liquor at the mine canteens, but a

recent law swept these away altogether.

When drunk, the Kaffirs fight horribly among

themselves; and even at this day they

succeed in smuggling a sufficient quantity of

Cape " smoke " and Transvaal brandy to make

them really dangerous at times. So general is

DUSKY DANDIES.
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one of the mines, but his father will doubtless

relieve him of the garments with equal

promptitude.

Provident Kaffirs, who fear they may be

drawn into some orgie, purchase a mis-

cellaneous lot of goods as fast as they get a

few shillings together. Thus, on entering a

Rand store, one may see rows of sacks

labelled with such strange names as " Lortom-

noddy," " Stuffamealie," " Antechamber," and

" Ear-to-ear." These sacks are stuffed with

all kinds of what we would consider utter

rubbish, and are kept for their owners by the

store - keeper until the

former is ready to trek

homeward. There are in

the precious bundles ladies'

evening dresses of stained

and faded crimson satin;

Wellington boots without

soles; towzled ostrich

plumes; scarlet hunting

coats; handkerchiefs of

flaming hues (for neck-

wear) ; old bonnets contain-

ing gay artificial flowers;

Band of Hope banners;

coloured whisky labels (to

be stuck on the forehead);

yards of coloured tissue ;

gaudy " ornaments-for-your-

firestove" (worn in pairs

sandwich-fashion as a kind

of vestment); old cocked

and plumed hats, once worn

by generals and admirals;

gold-braided tunics ; and

thousands of other things,

strange and gay.

These primitive children

of Nature spend very freely

what money they earn :

they are perpetually coming

and going to the mines,

according to the state of

their finances. Finery

they must have; and great is the ingenuity

displayed in its acquisition and use.

Contact with the white man causes many

of the Kaffirs to realize suddenly (like

our First Parents) that they are naked; and

some of them actually make a primitive

working tunic out of an old coal-sack. But,

of course, the greatest fun- lies in the fact

that the blacks can never understand how

the various European garments they acquire

should be worn. Or, if they know this, they

like to try various effects for themselves.

Look at this fellow (No. 5). He has made

himself a top-hat out of an old brim and

some newspaper. He also wears a collar,

wrong way round ; a tasteful square of lace,

also, and one cuff, the latter being on his

right wrist. He thinks himself no end of a

swell, I can assure you.

My informants have many droll stories to

tell of the Kaffir dandies they have met.

" One gigantic fellow wore a dirty dress-shirt,
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them properly, but who, nevertheless, tontrive

to impress their fellow-savages.

The various garments penetrate in some

way to the most remote regions. Many

a bright-hued skirt and bonnet, or coat and

silk hat, which ultimately adorned the person

of some dusky warrior, has experienced

wondrous vicissitudes in its travelsâhas

perhaps witnessed murder and cannibalism.

But fancy eating a man and then wearing his

clothes !

Even the comparatively educated natives

in domestic service in South Africa are pas-

sionately fond of European dress. When

these take their walks abroad, they are prob-

ably clad in their master's cast-off clothes,

which they wear with a supremely dignified

air, looking down with contempt on their

more fantastically clad and less fortunate

brethren.

No one who has not seen these dusky

dudes can form an idea of the strange uses

to which they put garments of various kinds.

Trousers have been seen worn as neck-ties;

fur boas as head-dresses; baskets, slit-up

boots, sunshades, and muffs as head-gear :

chatelaines as earrings and bracelets; coats

as trousers and vice-versa; silk hats as

leggings ; gaiters as mittens ; collars as

garters; and ladies' underclothing as loin-

cloths. The Kaffir seen in No. 7 has been

snap-shotted in the very act of thrusting

his arms into the legs of a pair of riding-

breeches. Now, it must not be supposed

that this " coloured gentleman " is absolutely

ignorant of the way in which these breeches

are ordinarily worn. Most likely he knows

this perfectly well, but, nevertheless, when a

pair comes into his possession, his peculiar

ideas assert themselves, and he tries an

elegant little experiment of his own. If his

fellow-dandies approve the thing, why, then

it is passed off as the "latest novelty." Thus

No. 7 may be said to show us the Kaffir

Worth in the very act of designing new and

effective costumes. These fellows let their

fancy run riot when they acquire a mis-

cellaneous European wardrobe.

What in the world could be funnier than to

see a dusky giant of stately and serious mien

strutting about with absolutely nothing on his

body but a dress-waistcoat and a collapsible

opera-hat ? And yet a Kaffir rigged up in

that way not only thinks himself a leader

NO. 7.â" THE WRONG END."

fnm a Pluto,
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NO. 8.â" FLOWING ROBES.

of fashion and a regular " howler," but

hundreds â nay, thousandsâof his fellows

think so, too, and probably pay him the same

adulation which an acknowledged leader of

society receives in more civilized circles.

NO. 9.â" THE NEWEST THING IN MANTLES."

From a Pluto.

No. 8 depicts a little Kaffir boy who has

begged, borrowed, or stolen an enormous

coat. He will probably throw the trailing

ends over his arm (as the pages do with the

debutantes' trains on Drawing Room days)

and then go for a stroll through the streets of

the town, to drive other boys wild with envy.

Perhaps the most peculiar characteristic of

the Kaffirs, after their love of tawdry finery

and a lazy life, is the curious way they walk

when strolling forth in batches. Europeans

would, of course, walk abreast, but the

Kaffirs walk in Indian file. This may be

mere force of habit, due to travelling through

forest and bush.

The gentleman seen in No. 9 has acquired

a brown velvet mantle, a bearskin tippet,

and a military sun helmet. The photo-

grapher has evidently taken him just as

he was robing to make an afternoon

call. Anyone who has ever thrown a

lot of coloured ribbons into a large cage

of monkeys will realize the whole thing.

When the Kaffirs have no money to buy

themselves fine clothes they become very

dejected. There is nothing like the posses-

sion of a bright,

original costume

to put them in

a good humour.

Look at the

grand, hilarious

fellow shown

in No. 10. A

girl's hat, very

much aslant,

lends a certain

reckless diablerie

to his merry

countenance;

and an old pair

of stays make

him a sort of

shoulder-cape,

with what the

ladies would call

"a high Medici

collar." A lady's

n ight - dress,

worn t oga-

fashion, and a

pair of boots

which are ob

viously uncom-

fortable, cjom-

plete this start-

ling toilet of a

Kaffir dandy.

Bv GRANT ALLEN.

HEN we reached Bow Street,

we were relieved to find that

our prisoner, after all, had tit,t

evaded us. It was a false

alarm. He was there with the

policeman, and he kindly

allowed us to make the first formal charge

against him.

Of course, on Charles's sworn declaration

and my own, the man was at once remanded,

bail being refused, owing both to the serious

nature of the charge and the slippery

character of the prisoner's antecedents. We

went back to May-fairâCharles, well satisfied

that the man he dreaded was under lock and

key; myself, not too well pleased to think

that the man I dreaded was no longer at

large, and that the trifling little episode of

the 10 per cent, commission stood so near

discovery.

Next day the police came round in force,

and had a long consultation with Charles

and myself. They strongly urged that two

other persons at least should be included in

the chargeâC^sarine and the little woman

whom we had variously known as Madame

Picardet, White Heather, Mrs. David

Granton, and Mrs. Elihu Quackenboss. If

these accomplices were arrested, they said,

we could include conspiracy as one count

in the indictment, which gave us an extra

chance of conviction. Now they had got

Colonel Clay, in fact, they naturally desired

to keep him, and also to include with him

as many as possible of his pals and con-

federates.

Here, however, a difficulty arose. Charles

called me aside with a grave face into the

library. " Seymour," he said, fixing me,

" this is a serious business. I will not

lightly swear away any woman's character.

Colonel Clay himselfâor, rather, Paul

Finglemoreâis an abandoned rogue, whom

I do not desire to screen in any degree.

But poor little Madame Picardetâshe

may be his lawful wife, and she may have

acted implicitly under his orders. Besides,

I don't know whether I could swear to her

identity. Here's the photograph the police

bring of the. woman they believe to be

Colonel Clay's chief female accomplice.

Now, I ask you, does it in the least degree

resemble that clever, and amusing, and

charming little creature, who has so often

deceived us ? "

In spite of Charles's gibes, I flatter myself

I do really understand the whole duty of a

secretary. It was clear from his voice he did

not wish me to recognise her ; which, as it

happened, I did not. "Certainly, it doesn't

resemble her, Charles," I answered, with con-

viction in my voice. " I should never have

known her." But I did not add that I

should no more have known Colonel Clay

himself in his character of Paul Finglemore,

or of C^sarine's young man, as that remark

lay clearly outside my secretarial functions.

Still, it flitted across my mind at the time

that the Seer had made some casual remarks
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disguise White Heather appeared to us,

Charles was always that disguise's devoted

slave from the first moment he met it. It

occurred to me, therefore, that the clever

little womanâcall her what you willâmight

be the holder of more than one indiscreet

communication.

" Under these circumstances," Charles

went on, in his austerest voice, " I cannot

consent to be a party to the arrest of White

Heather. IâI decline to identify her. In

point of fact"âhe grew more emphatic as

he went onâ"I

don't think there

is an atom of evi-

dence of any sort

against her. Not,"

he continued, after

a pause, "that I

wish in any degree

to screen the

guilty. Cesarine,

nowâCe'sarine we

have liked and

trusted. She has

betrayed our trust.

She has sold us to

this fellow. I have

no doubt at all

that she gave him

the diamonds from

Amelia's rivtire;

that she took us

by arrangement

to meet him at

Schloss Leben-

stein ; that she

opened and sent

to him my letter

to Lord Craig-

Ellachie. There-

fore, I say, we

ought to arrest

Ce'sarine. But

not White Heatherânot Jessie; not that

pretty Mrs. Quackcnboss. Let the guilty

suffer ; why strike at the innocentâor, at

worst, the misguided ? "

" Charles," I exclaimed, with warmth,

" your sentiments do you honour. You are

a man of , -cling. And White Heather, I

allow, is pretty enough and clever enough

to be forgiven anything. You may rely

upon my discretion. I will swear through

thick and thin that I do not recognise this

woman as Madame Picardet."

Charles clasped my hand in silence.

"Seymour," he said, after a pause, with

marked emotion, " I felt sure 1 could rely

1 WANT YOU TO HELP ME IN A MOST PAINFUL DIFFICULTY,

upon yourâerâhonour and integrity. I have

been rough upon you sometimes. But I ask

your forgiveness. I see you understand the

whole duties of your position."

We went out again, better friends than we

had been for months. I hoped, indeed, this

pleasant little incident might help to neutralize

the possible ill-effects of the 10 per cent.

disclosure, should Finglemore take it into his
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ing Ce'sarine, I shall go into the boxâand

swear my head off to prevent any one of the

gang from being convicted. I have told

Cesarine as much; I have promised to help

her : I have explained that I am her friend,

and that if shell stand by me, /"// stand by

her, and by this hateful young man of hers."

I saw in a moment how things went.

Neither Charles nor Amelia could face cross- Â«

examination on the subject of one of Colonel

Clay's accomplices. No doubt, in Amelia's

case, it was merely a question of rouge and

hair-dye: but what woman would not sooner

confess to a forgery or a murder, than to those

toilet secrets ?

I returned to Charles, therefore, and spent

half an hour in composing, as well as I

might, these little domestic difficulties. In

the end, it was arranged that if Charles did

his best to protect Cesarine from arrest,

Amelia would consent to do her best in

return on behalf of Madame Pirardut.

\\'a had next the police to tackle--a more

difficult business. Still, even they were

reasonable. They had caught Colonel

Clay, they believed, but their chance of

convicting him depended entirely upon

Charles's identification, with mine to back

it. The more they urged the necessity of

arresting the female confederates, however,

the more stoutly did Charles declare that for

his part he could by no means make sure

of Colonel Clay himself, while he utterly

declined to give evidence of any sort against

either of the women. It was a difficult case,

he said, and he felt far from confident even

about the man. If his decision faltered, and

he failed to identify, the case was closed ; no

jury could convict with nothing to convict

upon.

At last the police gave way. No other

course was open to them. They had made

an important capture ; but they saw that

everything depended upon securing their

witnesses, and the witnesses, if interfered

with, were likely to swear to absolutely

nothing.

Indeed, as it turned out, before the pre-

liminary investigation at Bow Street was

completed (with the usual remands), Charles

had been thrown into such a state of agitation

that he wished he had never caught the

Colonel at all.

" I wonder, Sey," he said to me, " why I

didn't offer the rascal two thousand a year to

go right off to Australia, and be rid of him

for ever ! It would have been cheaper for

my reputation than keeping him about in

courts of law in Kncrland. The worst of it

is, when once the best of men gets into a

witness-box, there's no saying with what

shreds and tatters of a character he may at

last come out of it ! "

" In your case, Charles," I answered, duti-1

fully, " there can be no such doubt ; except,

perhaps, as regards the Craig-Kllachie Con-

solidated."

Then came the endless bother of " getting

up the case " with the police and the lawyers.
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presented. It was crammed to overflowing.

Charles arrived early, accompanied by his

solicitor. He was so white and troubled

that he looked much more like prisoner than

prosecutor. Outside the court, a pretty little

woman stood, pale and anxious. A respectful

crowd stared at her silently. " Who is

that ?" Charles asked. Though we could

both of us guess,

rather thnn see, it

was White Heather.

" That's the pri-

soners wife," the

inspector on duty

replied. "She's

waiting to see him

enter. I'm sorry

for her, poor thing.

She's a perfect

lady."

"So she seems,"

Charles answered,

scarcely daring to

face her.

At that moment

she turned. Her

eyes fell upon his.

Charles paused for

a second and looked

faltering. There was

in those eyes just

the faintest gleam

of pleading recogni-

tion, but not a trace

of the old saucy,

defiant vivacity.

Charles framed his

lips to words, but

without uttering a

sound. Unless I greatly mistake, the words

he framed on his lips were these : " I will do

my best for him."

We pushed our way in, assisted by the

police. Inside the court we saw a lady

seated, in a quiet black dress, with a becoming

bonnet. A moment passed before I knewâ

it was Cesarine. " Who isâthat person?"

Charles asked once more of the nearest

inspector, desiring to see in what way he

would describe her.

And once more the answer came, " That's

the prisoner's wife, sir."

Charles started back, surprised. "ButâI

was told â a lady outside was Mrs. Paul

Finglemore," he broke in, much puzzled.

" Very likely," the inspector replied, un-

moved. " We have plenty that way. When

a gentleman has as many aliases as Colonel

Clay, you can hardly expect him to be over

A PRETTY LITTLE WOMAN STOOD, TALE ANO ANXIOUS.

particular about having only one wife between

them, can you ? "

"Ah, I see," Charles muttered, in a

shocked voice. " Bigamy ! "

The inspector looked stony. "Well, not

exactly bigamy," he replied, with a pout of

the lip.

Mr. Justice Rhadamanth tried the case.

" I'm sorry it's him,

S'6
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The judge even advised

him to accept their help;

but Colonel Clay, as we

all called him mentally

still, declined to avail

himself of the judge's

suggestion.

" I am a barrister my-

self, my lord," he saidâ

" called some nine years

ago. I can conduct my

own defence, I venture

to think, better than

any of these my learned

brethren."

Charles went through

his examination-in-chief

quite swimmingly. He

answered with promptitude. He identified

the prisoner without the slightest hesitation

as the man who had swindled him under the

various disguises of the Reverend Richard

Peploe Brabazon, the Honourable David

Granton, Count von Lebenstein, Professor

Schleiermacher, Dr. Quackenboss, and others.

He had not the slightest doubt of the man's

identity. He could swear to him anywhere.

I thought, for my own part, he was a trifle

too cock-sure. A certain amount of hesita-

tion would have been better policy. As to

the various swindles, he detailed them in full,

his evidence to be supplemented by that of

bank officials and other subordinates. In

short, he left Finglemore not a leg to stand

upon.

When it came to the cross-examination,

however, matters began to assume quite a

different complexion. The prisoner set out

by questioning Sir Charles's identifications.

Was he sure of his man ? He handed

Charles a photograph. "Is that the person

who represented himself as the Reverend

Richard Peploe Brabazon ? " he asked,

persuasively.

Charles admitted it without a moment's

delay.

Just at that moment, a little parson, whom

I had not noticed till then, rose up, un-

obtrusively, near the middle of the court,

where he was seated beside Cesarine.

"Ix>okat that gentleman!" the prisoner

said, waving one hand, and pouncing upon

him.

C'harles turned and looked at the person

indicated. His face grew still whiter. It

wasâto all outer appearanceâthe Reverend

Richard Brabazon in propria persona. ' '

Of course I saw the trick. This was the

real parson upon whose outer man Colonel

Clay had modelled his

little curate. But the jury

was shaken. And so was

Charles for a moment.

" Let the jurors see

the photograph," the

judge said, authorita-

tively. It was passed
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tried to buy them, did you not, from a

person who represented himself as the

Reverend Richard Brabazon, because' you

believed he thought they were paste : and if

you could, you would have given him ^10

or so for them. Do you think that was

honest ? "

" I object to this line of cross-examina-

tion," our leading counsel interposed. " It

does not bear on the prosecutor's evidence.

It is purely recriminatory."

Colonel Clay was all bland deference. " I

wish, my lord," he said, turning round, " to

show that the prosecutor is a person un-

worthy of credence in

any way. I desire to

proceed upon the well-

known legal maxim of

falsus in HHI>, fa/sus in

omnibus. I believe I

am permitted to shake

the witness's credit?"

" The prisoner is en-

tirely within his rights,"

Rhadamanth answered,

looking severely at

Charles. " And I was

UNWILLINGLY, SHAM]

COMPELLED

wrong in suggesting

that he needed the

advice or assistance of

counsel."

Charles wriggled

visibly. Colonel Clay

perked up. Bit by bit,

with dexterous ques-

tions, Charles was made

to acknowledge that he

wanted to buy dia-

monds at the price of

paste, knowing them

to be real; and, a

millionaire himself,

would gladly have diddled a poor curate out

of a couple of thousand.

" I was entitled to take advantage of my

special knowledge/'Charles murmured, feebly.

" Oh, certainly," the prisoner answered.

" But, while professing friendship and affection

for a clergyman and his wife, in straitened

circumstances, you were prepared, it seems,

to take three thousand pounds' worth of

goods off their hands for ten pounds, if you

could have got them at that price. Is not

that so ? "

Charles was compelled to admit it.

The prisoner went on to the David Granton

incident. " When you offered to amalgamate

with Lord Craig-Ellachie," he asked, "had

you or had you not heard that a gold-bearing

reef ran straight from your concession into

Lord Craig-Ellachie's, and that his portion of

the reef was by far the larger and more

important ? "

Charles wriggled again, and our counsel

interposed : but Rhadamanth was adamant.

Charles had to allow it.
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I was the next in the box. I do not

desire to enlarge upon my own achievements.

I will draw a decent veil, indeed, over the

painful scene that ensued when I finished

my evidence. I can only say I was more

cautious than Charles in my recognition of

the photographs ; but I found myself par-

ticularly worried and harried over other parts

of my cross-examination. Especially was I

shaken about that misguided step I took in

the matter of the cheque for the Lebenstein

commissionâa cheque which Colonel Clay

handed to me with the utmost politeness,

requesting to know whether or not it bore

my signature. 1 caught Charles's eye at the

end of the episode, and I venture to say the

expression it wore was one of relief that I too

had tripped over a trifling question of 10 per

cent, on the purchase money of the castle.

Altogether, I must admit, if it had not

been for the police evidence, we would have

failed to make a case against our man at all.

But the police, I confess, had got up their

part of the prosecution admirably. Now

that they knew Colonel Clay to be really

Paul Finglemore, they showed with great

cleverness how Paul Finglemore's disappear-

ances and reappearances in London exactly

tallied with Colonel Clay's appearances and

disappearances elsewhere, under the guise

of the little curate, the Seer, David Granton,

and the rest of them. Furthermore, they

showed experimentally how the prisoner

at the bar might have got himself up

in the various characters ;

and, by means of a wax

bust, modelled by Dr.

Beddersley from observa-

tions at Bow Street, and

aided by additions in the

gutta - percha composition

after Dolly Lingfield's

photographs, they suc-

ceeded in proving that the

face as it stood could be

readily transformed into

the faces of Medhurst and

David Granton. Altogether,

their cleverness and trained

acumen made up on the

whole for Charles's over-

certainty, and they suc-

ceeded in putting a strong

case of their own before the

jury against Paul Fingle-

more.

The trial occupied three

days. After the first of the

three, my respected brother-

in-law preferred, as he said, not to prejudice

the case against the prisoner by appearing in

court again. He did not even allude to the

little matter of the 10 per cent, commission

further than to say at dinner that evening

that all men were bound to protect their own

interestsâas secretaries or as principals. This

I took for forgiveness ; and I continued

diligently to attend the trial, and watch the

case in my employer's interest.
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succeeded in finding for him the alleged

photographs of Colonel Clay as the count

and the curate, which had been shown us

by Medhurst. Altogether, the prisoner based

his defence upon the fact that no more than

two witnesses directly identified him; while

one of those two had positively sworn that

he recognised as the prisoner's two portraits

which turned out, by independent evidence,

to be taken from other people !

The judge summed up in a caustic way

which was pleasant to neither party. He

asked the jury to dismiss from their minds

entirely the impression created by what he

frankly described as " Sir Charles Vandrift's

obvious dishonesty." They must not allow

the fact that he was a millionaireâand a

particularly shady oneâto prejudice their

feelings in favour of the prisoner. Even the

richestâand vilestâ of men must be pro-

tected. Besides, this was a public question.

If a rogue cheated a rogue, he must still be

punished. If a murderer stabbed or shot a

murderer, he must still be hung for it.

Society must see that the worst of thieves

were not preyed upon by others. Therefore,

the proved facts that Sir Charles Vandrift,

with all his millions, had meanly tried to

cheat the prisoner, or some other poor person,

out of valuable diamondsâhad basely tried

to juggle Lord Craig-Ellachie's mines into his

own handsâhad vilely tried to bribe a son

to betray his fatherâhad directly tried, by

underhand means, to save his own money,

at the risk of destroying the wealth of others

who trusted to his probityâthese proved

facts must not blind them to the truth, that

the prisoner at the bar (if he were really

Colonel Clay) was an abandoned swindler.

To that point alone they must confine their

attention; and //they were convinced that the

prisoner was shown to be the self-same man

who appeared on various occasions as David

Granton, as Von Lebenstein, as Medhurst,

as Schleiermacher, they must find him

guilty.

As to that point, also, the judge commented

on the obvious strength of the police case,

and the fact that the prisoner had not

attempted in any one out of so many

instances to prove an alibi. Surely, if he

were not Colonel Clay, the jury should ask

themselves, must it not have been simple and

easy for him to do so? Finally, the judge

summed up all the elements of doubt in

the identificationâand all the elements of

probability ; and left it to the jury to draw

their own conclusions.

They retired at the end to consider their

verdict. While they were absent, every eye

in court was fixed on the prisoner. But Paul

Finglemore himself looked steadily towards

the further end of the hall, where two pale-

faced women sat together, with handker-

chiefs in their hands, and eyes red with

weeping.

Only then, as he stood there, awaiting the

verdict, with a fixed white face, prepared for
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dead silence in court as the clerk put the

question, " Do you find the prisoner at the

bar guilty or not guilty?"

" \Ve find him guilty."

" On all the counts ? "

" On all the counts of the indictment.''

The women at the back burst into tears,

unanimously.

Mr. Justice Rhadamanth addressed the

prisoner. " Have you anything to urge," he

asked, in a very stern tone, " in mitigation of

whatever sentence the Court may see fit to

pass upon you ? "

" Nothing," the prisoner answered, just

faltering slightly. " I have brought it upon

myselfâbutâI have protected the lives of

those nearest and dearest to me. I have

fought hard for my own hand. I admit my

crime, and will face my punishment. I only

regret that, since we were both of us rogues

â myself and the prosecutor â the lesser

rogue should have stood here in the dock,

and the greater in the witness-box. Our

country takes care to decorate each accord-

ing to his desertsâto him, the Grand Cross

of St. Michael and St. George; to me, the

Broad Arrow !"

The judge gazed at him severely. " Paul

Finglemore," he said, passing sentence in his

sardonic way, " you have chosen to dedicate

to the.1 service of fraud, abilities and attain-

ments which, if turned from the outset into

a legitimate channel, would no doubt have

sufficed to secure you without excessive effort

a subsistence one degree above starvationâ

possibly even, with good luck, a sordid and

squalid competence. You have preferred

to embark them on a lawless life of vice and

crimeâand I will not deny that you seem to

have had a good run for your money. Society,

however, whose mouthpiece I am, cannot allow

you any longer to mock it with impunity.

You have broken its laws openly, and

you have been found out." He assumed

the tone of bland condescension which

always heralds his severest moments. " I

sentence you to Fourteen Years' Penal

Servitude."

The prisoner bowed, without losing his

apparent composure. But his eyes strayed

away again to the far end of the hall, where

the two weeping women, with a sudden sharp

cry, fell at once in a faint on one another's

shoulders, and were with difficulty removed

from court by the ushers.

As we left the room, I heard but one

comment all round, thus voiced by a school-

boy: "I'd a jolly sight rather it had been

old Vandrift. This Clay chap's too clever

by half to waste on a prison ! "

But he went there, none the lessâin that

" cool sequestered vale of life " to recover

equilibrium. Though I myself half regretted it.

I will add but one more little parting

episode.

When all was over, Charles rushed off to

Cannes, to get away from the impertinent

stare of London. Amelia and Isabel and

Side-Shows.

in.

BY WILLIAM G. FITZGERALD.

R. CHAUNCEY MORLAN

and Miss Annie Bell were

married at Huber's Museum,

New York City, on the 3oth of

November, 1892. The event

was a masterstroke of show-

manship. The museum was crowded to its

doors, and hundreds were unable to procure

admission. The wedding was one of the

events of the season.

The colossal couple

held daily receptions

for six weeks at

Huber's Museum,

which was packed

dayand night. Costly

and handsome pre-

sents poured in

from admirers in the

audience and else-

where. Don't mis-

understand me when

I say that the pair

were engaged in

every city in the

States. Unlike most

newly -married

people, their honey-

moon trip brought

them a large fortune.

You see, Mr. and

Mrs. Morlan are the

heaviest couple

alive, their com-

bined weight being

eighty - two stone.

After a prolonged

tour, it was the in-

tention of the bride-

groom to retire to

his fine estate in

Indiana. That,

by the way, is what most freaks do, when they

have amassed a fortune. Millie Christine,

the Two-headed Nightingale, after a lengthy

public career at 500 dollars a week, retired

to her (or should it be their ?) big plantation

in North Carolina. Few freaks really like
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MR. CHAUNCEY MORLAN AND HIS BRIDEâCOMBINED WEIGHT 1,1481.1

From a Fkoto. by Wr.ndt, Ifetc York City.

the business, and take the very first oppor-

tunity of dropping back into private life.

The supply must be kept up, however, and

there are men travelling in outlandish parts

who yearn after inconceivable monstrosities,

human and animal, as if their lives depended

on the finding of them.

Chauncey Morlan was born at Indianapolis

in 1872; he weighed iclb. at birth, and was

a sickly, ordinary

child until he was

three years old.

Then he began to

" put on flesh," as

the saying goes;

and that at such a
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as befits

rank. The

his

en-

Prom a]

M. CHARLES J1GG AND HI

M. Charles Jigg and his performing geese

are next seen, photographed on the stage of

the Empire Theatre. M. Jiggâwhose patro-

nymic plainly predestined him to a career of

public entertainmentâhails from the goose-

farming districts of Hungary. Here, he tells

me, one may see flocks of 15,000 geese in a

single field, and all controlled by one little lad.

Young Jigg ran away from home and

became a variety artist in Vienna. Returning

years afterwards, with the showman's instinct

developed within him, he realized in a

moment the vast potentialities of the goose

as a stage performer. He thereupon resolved

to put four of the proverbially stupid birds

through the drill of a German recruit. It

was a stupendous, heart-breaking labour, but

M. Jigg accomplished it in nineteen months.

On the very first night of a public performance,

however, one of the birds refused to move,

and at length deposited an egg on the stage.

The Viennese were frantic with delight, think-

ing it part of the show.

The bird on the left is the corporal,

August M tiller, and this officer has charge of

three recruitsâMaier, Kohn, and Lehmann.

The birds march, jump, and go through

certain other evolutions with a precision

which, though not perhaps quite up to the

Hohenzollern standard, is yet very creditable

âfor geese. August Miiller is comically

dignified and does everything differently

from his subordinates. For instance, instead

of jumping over the little gate, the worthy

corporal waddles under it with such fuss

tire regiment is

finally "ordered

abroad," and all

ranks leave the

stage in a minia-

ture coach drawn

by a goat and

driven by a

monkey.

The next

photo, was taken

at the famous

establishment of

Mr. Cross, the

great wild beast

importer of

Liverpool, who

has already

landed in this

country some

400 elephants.

T wo of M r.

Cross's men are seen training some rock-

pythons for a snake-charmer. For the

amusement of visitors to Mr. Cross's

wonderful place, thirty or forty snakes are

sometimes heaped on to the person of one
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DORAâTHE MIDGET.

From a Photo. oÂ» IT. tfudwn, Bordaby.

long in this country, owing to the climate.

It is a mistake to suppose that the reptiles

are not dangerous. They bite often and

seriously, though not venomously. At the

same time it sometimes happens that, through

want of water, the snake's mouth becomes dry

and a canker forms therein. A

bite given under such conditions is

almost sure to result in blood-

poisoning. Mr. Cross himself was

once bitten severely in the hand by

one of these rock-pythons. He

shook off the reptile so violently that

all its teeth were left in his hand,

where some of them remained for

six months.

The lady seen in the next photo-

graph is the quaintest, comicalest

little person in the world. With

that unerring judgment and sense

of fitness which women ever display,

this midget (she is not more than

23in. high) elected to be known

to the admiring multitude .by the

sweet, pretty name of " Dora." As

mere matters of hard, rude fact,

" Dora " was really " Bridget" â

and middle-aged and Irish at that;

but these things detracted not from

her admirable rendering of all that

was appealing in diminutive woman-

hood. As is usually the case, Dora

was shown side by side with a

giant, a Captain Hugh Murphy

(obviously a compatriot), who was

nearly 8ft. in height, and had travelled for

years with Barnum's Circus.

The little lady is, however, here placed

contiguous to Frances Sinclair, the York-

shire Giantess. This lady measures over

6ft. round the shoulders, 3oin. round the

arm, 5ft. round the waist, and she weighs

3Q24 stone. " See her," says the hand-

bill, rapturously, " seated in the GREATEST

CHAIR EVER MADE, which was presented

to her by the Mayor of. High Wycombe."

When a baby twelve months old, Miss

Sinclair's clothes would have fitted any

ordinary child of four or five; therefore

they had to be made to measure. At two

years she weighed 451. nib. The lady

is now thirty-three years of age, and speaks

in the Yorkshire dialect. " Her character,"

says the biography before me, with painful

superfluousness, " will bear the strictest

investigation. Her whole appearance" (it

concludes, magnanimously) " is of the most

agreeable description ; and she is deserving of

a large measure of public support." The italics

are mine.

It is not often that one comes across a

scientist who is also what one might term a

practical humorist. Yet such a man was

Hermann Ploucquet, preserver of Natural

History objects at the Koyal Museum of

FRANCES SINCLAIRâTHE YORKSHIRE GIANTESS.
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COMIC STUFFED ANIMALSâHEDGEHOGS SKATING.

From a 1'hotograph.

Stuttgart, Wurtemberg. Herr Plouc-

quet conceived the highly original

idea of setting u-p a large number

of small animals â such as foxes,

weasels, martens, hares, kittens, etc.

âso as to resemble comic pictures.

Some of the groups, indeed, were

concrete copies of Kaulbach's illus-

trations for Goethe's poem of "Rey-

nard the Fox."

The grouping, dressing, and ex-

pression of the various animals are

beyond all praise. The entire collec-

tion was packed and forwarded to

this country under the professor's

own personal superintendence, and

will probably be on show at the

Crystal Palace at the forthcoming

Victorian Era Exhibition.

The first photo, shows several

joyous hedgehogs skating on a minia-

1 IE\S SKKENADING A PIG.

Frvm a Photograph.

ture lake ; notice the

light fantastic step of

the little animal in the

middle. Tiny skates

are fitted to many rigid

little feet. In the second

photo, a group of very

young and irresponsible

kittens are serenading

an angry porker; and

the third illustration

figures in the catalogue

as "The Village Dentist."

The operator, a pine

marten, wears an ex-

SIDE-SHOll'S.

THE HUMAN CLAW-HAMMER âEXTRACTING A

SCREW WITH HIS TEETH.

Prom a Photo, bu flotmt, Detroit, Mick.

pression of fiendish glee, which is quite

marvellous when we consider that this

is merely a stuffed animal.

" These groups of animals," says Herr

Ploucquet himself, " are chiefly imita-

tions of the attitudes, habits, and occupa-

tions of rational creatures." Among

these truly comic groups are: three

statesmen (foxes, appropriately enough,

and of preternaturally serious aspect); a

frog ball; a snail post (carried by a dor-

mouse) ; a prisoner before the magis-

trate (a hare and a hog); an Irish wake

(six cats and a polecatâthe latter as the

deceased); a club raid in Soho (six hares

and a fox); and a lady out walking with

her husband and her servant (a cat, a red

howling monkey, and a baboon.)

Ex America semper aliquoJ novi 1

William Le Roy, " The Nail King " and

" Human Claw-Hammer," was born in

Cincinnati, Ohio, U.S.A., on October

3rd, 1873. He is a powerful man, about

5ft. loin, in height. For many years he

has been known to the theatrical and

circus world in the United States as the

"Nail King"; and the enormous strength

of his jaws and teeth has puzzled

thousands of physicians. This man is

able to push a nail, which he holds

between his teeth, through a board lin.

thick. He also extracts with his teeth

large spikes driven through a 2in. plank.

Le Roy can even nail together, with his

teeth, two boards, each ^in. thick. He

performs all these feats in various posi-

tions, and he closes his remarkable

exhibition by screwing a 2in. wooden

screw into a hardwood plank, and then

extracting it with his enormously strong

teeth. To perform this crowning feat,

the " Human Claw-Hammer " bends his

body backwards, as seen in the photo.

In order to prove that there is no hum-

bug in the performance, and that extra-

ordinary strength is required, not only

in the jaws and teeth, but also in the

neckâMr. Le Roy replaces the screw

in the hardwood plank, holds up a pair

of large pincers, and offers any man in

the audience 100 dollars (^20) who is

able to pull the screw out of the plank

with the pincers.

This photo, shows Fred Howe, the fat

man, and George Moore, the living

MOOKB AND HOWEâTHE COMICAL BOXERS.

/â¢Yam a Photo, by Howie, Detroit, Mieh,
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skeleton ; they are the most comical boxers

in the world. Fred Howe's father was a

carpenter at Alleghany City, Penn., and Fred

started to learn the same trade, but soon

became too fat. At the age of eighteen he

joined the Forepaugh Circus as a " fat boy,"

and there met his present sparring partner.

George Moore was born in Helena, Mon-

tana, where his father had a little dry goods

shop. Until he was twenty-one years of age

George worked in his father's shop. But

his greatest desire was to see the world.

When the first big

circus came to

Helena, the man-

ager offered him

an engagement to

exhibit himself as

the " living skele-

ton," and he closed

with the offer at

once. When he

met Fred Howe,

they soon became

great friends. The

doctors advised

both to take as

much exercise as

possible â the one

to gain flesh, and

the other to get rid

of it. These smart

Yankee lads then

resolved to combine

duty with pleasure,

so they went in for

boxing. Fora long

timCf they practised

privately. One day,

however, the man-

ager was told of the

fun by some of his

"freaks," who had

been allowed to see

a " set-to " between

the two gladiators. The manager then arranged

a round or two, and the moment he saw Howe

and Moore face each other, he offered them

a long engagement at an increased salary, if

only they would do their boxing before the

public. To-day these funny fellows are not

only expert boxers, but also perfect comedians

in their "art." Their boxing is uproariously

funny.

Moore is 6ft. 3in. in height, and weighs

but 97!!)., whilst Howe is only 4ft. 2in. high,

and weighs exactly 422lb.

The heaviest man alive is here shown ; he

weighs 53st. 61b., and stands 6ft. 4in. in

(iAV JEWEL âTHE HEAVIEST MAN AI.IVK.

From a Photo, by Eitenniann, yew York City.

height. His real name is not known, but he

is called " Gay Jewel " on account of his

perennial hilarity. " Gay Jewel," better

known to the museum and side-show people

of America as "Jumbo" (the name given

him at the convention of fat people in New

York City, February, 1889, for being the
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JO-JOâTHE DOG-KACF.D MASâSTANDING BKHISD A BLANKET.

AVom a Photo, by Sworda Bros., I'ork, /'a.

he was discovered, with his fatherâwho is

likewise covered with hairâin the forest of

Kostroma, Central Russia. Jo - Jo was

brought to England in 1884, by Mr. Chas.

Reynolds, the well - known entertainment

provider, of Liverpool. The same gentleman

introduced into this country the Sacred

Mascottes of Burmahâmother and sonâ

who for many years resided at King

Theebaw's Court at

Mandalay. These

Mascottes were

hairy people, very

like Jo-Jo in ap-

pearance.

" Before the over-

throw of the King,"

writes Mr. Rey-

nolds, "Barnum

actually offered 3^

lakhs of rupees for

possession of these

two hairy beingsâ

who, by the way,

were shipped as

luck-bringers. Thee-

baw, being super-

stitious, refused the

offer, declaring that

if he parted with

them, the downfall

of his throne would

scon follow. What

Barnum was unable

to accomplish, how-

ever, was eventually

brought about by

the British troops."

Next is seen a

Polar bear being

trained for the side-show business by one of

Carl Hagenbeck's men in Hamburg. " Polar

bears," writes Herr Hagenbeck, " are im-

ported in the late autumn, when they are

six or seven months old. On arrival they

are very wild, but grow quieter after a few

days in our big cage. In three or four

days, the keeper, wearing a skin suit for

protection, enters the cage with no more

formidable weapon than a good cane.

The man is instantly attacked, but the bears

retreat at the first stroke from the cane, and

then a piece of meat, sugar, or carrot is

thrown to them. New-comers always fight

with the half-trained animals, particularly

at feeding-time." In about four weeks, these

Polar bears become sufficiently trained to

walk on their hind legs at the word of

command, and take a piece of sugar from

their trainer's hand. Herr Hagenbeck tells me

he now possesses a group of eight enormous

Polar bears, which he has had since the

autumn of 1895. These are as tame as a

flock of sheep, the keeper and his wife doing

almost anything with them. Young Polar bears

in an untamed state only fetch ^30 or .Â£35,
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Charles Baldwin, the

" Weeping Wonder," next

appears. This " artiste ''

is a character-comedian

of really great ability. In

the photo, he is seen in

the role of a seaside land-

lady whose rascally

boarder has gone off with-

out paying her. Notice

the dowdy bonnet, the

alternate teeth blackened

out, the thin hair, the

ancient knitted shawl,

and, above all, the expres-

sion and the tear! To

see and hear the "Weep-

ing Wonder" give vent

to his "emotions" is a

most screamingly funny

experience. And when

his audience roar with

merriment, his plaint

grows louder and more

hysterically extravagant,

culminating in a far-reaching screech of ini-

BALL1W1NâTHE WEEPING WONDER,

from a Ptuito. by F. PuntteU. fai-ehant.

One day the puzzled

jeweller was alone in his

shop. He felt tired, and

lay down to rest with a

newspaper partly over his

head. He heard a noise

and saw Tony entering

the shop from the back.

The dog leaped upon a

show-case, smelt several

articles, and finally ran

off with a solid silver

napkin-ring. Tony was.

followed, and in a corner

of the stable his amazed

owner found a pretty ex-

tensive hoard of stolen

silver. Thereafter the dog

was tested in various

ways, and one day, to

everybody's surprise, he

refused to pick up a

dollar that had been

thrown across the yard.

// was counterfeit.'

It is a fact that this wonderful dog will not

potent wrath. This same Baldwin is a man of touch any but genuine silver articles ; and

wonderfully varied ability. Everybody will

remember him as a daring parachutist; and

he has also been a stage-manager, caricaturist,

actor, dancer, and vocalist.

Lastly, we have a photo, of Tony, the

" Silver Dollar Dog," considered the most

wonderful animal in the world. He is not

a trained dog, but one born with a peculiar

gift which would be useful to a bank cashier.

Hisoriginal owner

was a jeweller of

Cheyenne, Wyom-

ing, who kept him

as a watch-dog.

The Weight of the Earth.

WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY J. HOLT SCHOOLING.*

(Fellow of the Royal Statistical Sode.'y.)

>J Boxing Day, 1896, an old

gentleman who was paying a

visit to me read put the para-'

graph from the Standard which

is facsimiled in No. i. He

and I were alike bewildered as

to the meaning of the black marks, " fifty-four

thousand six hundred and eighty-one trillion

tons." For black marks on paper these are,

and nothing elseâthere is absolutely no

meaning conveyed by these words to any

person who reads them. The mind simply

cannot realize in the faintest degree what they

mean.

"(Jive that paper to me, please": and

1 added, "There's

an article in that

paragraph." My

friend handed me

the newspaper and

remarked, half sar-

castically, "I hope

you will make

something of itâ

I can't."

So, in due course,

I set to work to

extract this article

from the paragraph. First, I took the precau-

tion to test the accuracy of the statement it

contains. A letter to a friend at the Royal

Astronomical Society, another to Mr. George

F. Chambers, F. R.A.S., the author of the

excellent and popular " Handbook of Descrip-

tive and Practical Astronomy," etc. ; and,

third, an independent calculation of my own,

resulted in the sure conclusion that the

two Berlin savants must have been wrong

in their calculations extending over " the past

twelve years," or that the newspaper account

of their results is not correct.. I do not go

into detail as to why this conclusion must

result; it is only necessary ' to say that I

finally decided to take as the Weight of

the Earth the well - established figures

6,069,000,000,000,000,000,000 tons, printed

on page 652 of Mr. Chambers's book just

mentioned. The adoption of the much

larger number, fifty - four thousand six

hundred and eighty - one trillion tons

[54,681,000,000,000,000,000,000], given by

Vol. xiii.â67. * Copyright by John

Our Berlin Correspondent states that tlie

important investigations regarding the mean

density and weight of the earth, which have

been carried out by Professor liiciiAKZ and Dr.

KRIGAR MENZEL in the past twelve years, have

shown that the density of the earth is such that

the whole globe weighs fifty-lour thousand six

hundred and eighty-one trillion tons.

No. I.â A culling from the S

the new "discovery"of Professor Richarz and

Dr. Krigar Menzel, would mean, among other

ludicrous happenings, that we should all have

to be Sandows, for each of us, to support his

own weight, would have to use his existing

muscular power to an extent equal to carry-
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No. 2.âThe Weight of the Earth is equal to the weight of 78 Moons (nearly).

background of imaginative capabilities, and

which has led to most of the grandest

discoveries of scienceânotably in astronomy.

The imagination of the great mathematicians

of the world has infinitely surpassed that of

the greatest artists.

As a first step towards realizing the mean-

ing we are now seeking, we will weigh the

Earth against the Moon. This little experi-

ment in practical astronomy tells us that the

Earth weighs as much as 78 Moons (nearly),

see No. 2. The beam of this balance

is very strong, and is more than 28,000

miles in length ; each of the ropes which

support the Earth is nearly 57,000 miles

long, and the " pin " which is seen to

pass through the Earth is the largest known,

for it measures nearly 12,000 miles. The 78

Moons at the right of No. 2 are each a

shade smaller than the true size, this in

order to allow for the weight of the steel

frame (a sort of abacus arrangement) upon

which these Moons are strung. Each side of

this steel frame measures more than 20,000

THE WEIGHT OF THE EARTH.
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for

who

No. 2,

cares to

so

do

miles in length, and it is made of square steel

strips that are 720 miles thick. The vgry

much smaller round rods that serve to fix the

78 Moons in the outside part of this frame

are each 115 miles in diameter, although

they are scarcely visible; so that, on the

whole, the experiment seen in No. 2 is one

of the largest on record.

I give the calculation

that anyone may check it

so :â

Tons.

Weight of Earth = 6069 plus 18 o's. Weight of Earth "1

divided by > =77*8.

Weight of Moon = 78 plus 18 o's. Weight of Moon. ]

Both these weights may be found on p. 652 of Chambers's

" Handbook."

But this experiment does not help us much

âit just serves to give us a clear idea as

regards the respective

weights of the Earth and

the Moon, and to bring

to our minds the fact that,

heavy as the Moon is, our

" lodging " is 78 times - as

heavy. Moreover, we have

only a sight - acquaintance

with Madame Moon, so let

us now use as a weight-

measuring gauge the weight

of something that is more

familiar to us than the Moon

is. We will measure the

weight of the United King-

dom of Great Britain and

Ireland, and will see how

thai compares with the

Weight of the Earth.

This experiment in weigh-

ing does not need a balance.

We know the size of the

surface of the United King-

dom, and the size of the

surface of the Earth ("over

all," water included). Also,

we know the weight of the

Earth. From these three

pieces of knowledge we can

easily calculate that the

weight of the United King-

dom, from its surface all

the way down to the centre

of the Earth (say, 3,963

miles), is (approximately)

3,733,000,000,000,000,000

tons, and this is the

weight of the piece of the

planet Earth, shown in

No. 3.

Here is the calcula-

tion :â

No. 3.âThe weight of the United King-
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No. \.âThe Weight of the Earth is rather more than equal to the weight of 1,625 United Kingdoms, each one of these

United Kingdoms going all the way down to the centre of the Earth, as shown in No. 3.

in length and nearly 800 miles thick. Even

the rod which supports the plank in the

middle is a bar of steel about 800 miles

in diameter, and the two side supports in

which the rod rests are more than 4,000

miles wide; and as to their lengthâwell, they

just go right down into space until they can

find something big enough to bear them and

the weight they are supporting. As a see-

saw, this is not easily matched, although I

daresay some of our American cousins

could find one to beat it. However, I am

open to back this see-saw, for size, against

the biggest thing that the United States .

can show.

We have come a little nearer to the

meaning of that awful row of figures,

6,069,000,000,000,000,000,000 tons, which

stands for the Weight of the Earth. We can

now form a vague idea as to the weight of

the United Kingdom, and we can take in the

meaning of the figures 1,625 > and these two

ideas combined, vague as they may be (or as

one of them may be), now take the place of

the original meaningless weight with which

we started, and they do suggest to our minds

something of its awful meaning.

Working on the same lines as Nos. 3 and

4, but extending our survey to other parts of

the world than the United Kingdom, we find

that the Weight of the Earth is equal to 52^

Europes, or to n^4 Asias, or to 13^/3

Americas (North and South combined), or

to 171/2 Africasâall of these continents

going " all the way down" to the centre

of the Earth, as illustrated in No. 3. These

comparisons also help us a little on the road

to a complete understanding of what the

Weight of the Earth really is.

But we will now try a different method

altogether. We will cease our experiments

in balancing and weighing the Moon and the

Continents of the World against the Weight

of the Earth, and we will try what can be

done by way of counting the enormous weight

we a>e talking about.

No. 5 shows to us a picture of the vast

amphitheatre in Rome called the Coliseum,

or Colosseum, which was commenced to be

built by the Emperor Vespasian in A.D. 79,

and which was finished by the Emperor Titus

in A.D. 80âso they say. This big circus

could hold 87,000 persons, and the main

attraction was wholesale butchery, varied by

details of an ingenious and murderous nature.

The place is haunted to this day by the

ghosts of its audience of 87,000 persons (at the

least, we will assume that it is so haunted),

who, by way of penance for the delight they

once had in witnessing butchery, are con-

demned by us to do nothing but sit in their

seats and count out the Weight of the Earth

at the rate of 100 tons per minute for each

ghost. One can count 100 in a minute easily

enough for the first minute or so, but when

one gets up into even the hundreds, " nine-
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present year, 1897. During these 1,817

years of counting by the 87,000 ghosts -a

fairly large number has resulted as the

total of the work of all of theniâsay,

in round numbers, 8,314,000,000,000,000

tons have been counted out of the Weight of

the Earth. But this number achieved by the

87,000 exhausted and perspiring ghostsâfor

even a ghost would perspire in circumstances

such as theseâis so paltry when compared

with the number of tons we set them to work

at that the whole of their work has made

no appreciable effect upon the Weight of

the Earth, which, after deducting the

paltry total counted by the 87,000 Roman

Logarithms.

100 tons a minute â 2*0000000

87,000 ghosts : = 4'9395'93

60 minutes in i hour = 1*7781513

24 hours in i day = 1*3802112

365*25 days in i year â¢= 2*5625903

A.D. 1897 minus A.D.

80 = 1817 years

3'2593549

Tons counted.

8,314,324,000,000,000

15*9198269

And Weight of the Earth, 6,069,000,000,000,000,000,000 tons

divided by 8,314,324,000,000,000 tons = 729,945, i.e., only

:....'.,,. lii part of their task has been achieved by the ghosts.

We will enlist the whole population of the

world, 1,500 millions of persons, to count

the Weight of the Earth, and will see to

what extent they can aid us, and each person

shall count 100 tons a minute. What is the

result ? It is that all this vast horde of black,

No. 5.âThe Emperor Vespasian's Amphitheatre at Rome, called the Coliseum, in which have sat

for more than 1,800 years, the ghosts of its vast audience of 87,000 persons, counting, counting,

counting, the Weight of the Earth from A.D. 80 to A D. 1897, -without making any appreciable

effect upon the number that expresses the Weight of the Earth. \See text for details as to the

rate at which these S?,ooo Roman ghosts hax>e bten counting since A.D. 80.]

ghosts during 1,817 years of incessant hard

labour, still requires a row of 22 figures to

express it, and it is merely altered

to 6,068,991,686,000,000,000,000 â an

alteration from the original figures of

6,069,000,000,000,000,000,000, which is so

slight as to be scarcely worth noticing.

These ghosts are clearly of no use to us,

for, in round numbers, they have done only

rWinnith part of their task, and from this

moment we release them from their dreadful

task. Ghostsâavaunt !

Here is the calculation for the counting

ghosts :â

white, and drab mankind would have to do

nothing but count for the immense period of

(very nearly) 77,000 years in order to com-

plete their task. The world is said to be

4,004 years old B.C., by Bible History, so that

this counting would have to continue for

thirteen times the age of the world, dating its

age from the Creation to A.D. 1897, and be

carried on all the while by the vast multitude

of 1,500 millions of persons. Clearly this

won't do, for if everyone were counting, no

other work could be done.

Let us go to the Stars for help. Mr.
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which to build and maintain a splendid

astronomical observatory. The famous Lick

Telescope bears his name, and through

the eye-piece of this wonderful spy-glass

can be seen about 100 million of stars.

This number is, of course, nothing when

compared with the stars that remain in the

background of the heavens, but still it is a

large number. We will people these stars,

if you please, and each of them shall have a

population equal to the present population

of the Earth (1,500 millions). All these

populations of all these Stars shall set to

work at the task of counting the Weight of

the Earth af the usual rate of 100 tons a

minute for each star-person. " Now we sha'n't

be long." The result is that we do achieve

our end, and we find that the star-people get

through their task in the good time of under

seven hours! So we have at last succeeded

in getting the Weight of the Earth counted

in a time that admits of ready comprehension.

But counting is one thing, and getting rid

of the Weight of the Earth is another. For

this job we must call in to our aid steam and

ironâand plenty of both. Thus :â

No. 6 shows to us the end (200,000 miles,

for votes. From the other end of this road

âthe end we can seeâthe Earth is being

pitched into space at the following rate :â

On this road are placed one million parallel

lines of railroad, and along these tracks run

rows of gigantic trains, each row consisting

of one million trains abreast. Each train is

made up of 10,000 waggons, and each of

these enormous waggons contains a weight of

Earth equal to the weight of H.M.S. Majestic

(a battleship of 15,000 tons weight). Once

an hour a row of one million of these earth-

loaded trains arrives at the edge of the road

seen at the right of the picture in No. 6, and

then discharges its mighty load. (The trains

go back "underground.") If this carrying

job had been started when Noah was

232 years old (Noah was born B.C. 2950,

he was 600 at the episode of the Ark,

and he died at age 950), and if these

trains had worked without cessation into

the year 1897, they would have pitched

over the edge of this road a weight equal

to the Weight of the Earth. Thus, the

stupendous mass of earth seen to be falling

into space at the right of the picture must

keep on falling for rather more than 4,615

No. 6.âThe end [about 200,000 miles] of a mighty Road in Space, from whose edge, at the right

of the picture, constantly-arriving and gigantic railway trains continually discharge their loads of

earth, from the lime of Noah to A.D. 1897.

or so) of a mighty road in space, one end of

whichâthe end we cannot seeârests, quite

firmly, on a huge pile of the promises that

have been made at all the Parliamentary

Elections of this country by the candidates

years in order to exhaust the Weight of the

Earth.

[By the way, I am not giving all the

calculations. Sceptical readers can easily

check my statements, and the calculations
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which have been given will serve to show the

degree of precision, beyond which it is not

necessary to go in these purely illustrative

calculations.]

The position of the earth that falls from

the end of the road in No. 6 is so arranged

that if we could see far enough we should

awful Bridge in Space on whose edge, at the

right, are placed 2,000 of these guns, each

of which discharges one thousand projectiles

per second. The projectiles are made of

Earth, and each of them weighs 100,000 tons,

i.e., each projectile is ten times the weight of

the tonnage of a great Atlantic linerâsuch

No. 7.âPart of an awful Bridge in Space, from whose edge 2,000 quick-firing guns of enormous

size thunder projectiles made of Earth, for nearly one thousand years at the'rate of one thousand

projectiles per second f-om each gun. Kach of these projectiles weighs 100,000 tons, i.f., ten times

the tonnage of a great Atlantic liner. [The time of firing extends from the tinie of Athelstano the

Saxon to Queen \ ictoria's Diamond Jubilee in A.D. 1897.]

see that it falls into the Sun, to which it

makes about as much difference as a drop of

rain makes upon the continent of Europe.

I mention this to show that we are not

" making a mess" with the Universe in

general. We are merely dusting away the

utterly insignificant part of the Universe that

we call the planet Earth. A large-sized

celestial housemaid could flick us and our

planet away with one turn of her wrist, and

not know that she had done any work. But I

suppose that would not trouble her â

although, by the way, it might trouble ns.

We cannot wait for the completion of the

4,615 years of " dust-carting " illustrated by

No. 6. We must get some agent to do the

work who is quicker than these railway trains.

Quick-firing guns are useful and speedy

things, and No. 7 shows some quick-firing

iiuns at work on the job of getting rid of

the Weight of the Earth. This is part of an

as the Paris. At the end of a continuous

discharge for nearly 1,000 years these guns

would have fired away the Earth. More

precisely, the discharge would last from the

time of Athelstan, the wise and able Anglo-

Saxon King, to the Diamond Jubilee of

Victoria, the wise and able English Queenâ

nearly 962 years in all.

If we could see a long way beyond the

right of No. 7, we should see that all these

enormous projectiles have been fired into the

Sunâwho merely sneezes when some of them

tickle his nostrils. He's a tremendous big

fellow, that Sun, and there's one thing we

like about himâhe is not easily "upset."

For example, look at No. 8 â which

illustrates the quickest and final way of

getting rid of the Weight of the Earth. We

all know, of course, that the spinning of the

Earthâits rotation on its own axisâand the

inter-mutual exchange of attraction between
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all the Planets and the Sun, go a long

way to keep things "as they are"âin the

heavens. Gravitation is pulling all the Planets

in many directions, and the. mighty Sun is

pulling the lot like the

very ~-ahem ! Some-

times we capture a bit

of somebody else, as,

for example, when aero-

lites (celestial bodies

in miniature) fall t>n

the surface of the Earth

and are put in glass

cases in the Geological

Museum, at Nos. 28

to 32, Jermyn Street,

London. Some time,

perhaps, somebody else

will capture us, and

then we shall be put

in a glass case in a

museum in Blank

Street, Some Town,

Mars, or elsewhere.

But these are merely

petty things, for there,

waiting for all the

Planets, Earth in-

cluded, lies the giant

Sun, whose attractive

force is so great that

some day possiblyâso

astronomers tell usâ

we shall get within his

power and go " flop "

into the Sun. It would

not be "flop" for him,

for he would scarcely

feel the impact, â¢ but

it might be a very

decided flop for some

of us, for we should

feel somewhat shaken.

Rut, take it as a

whole, I don't know

that we can invent a

better or a more comfortable way of getting

rid of the Weight of the Earth than by

anticipating the future by some few millions

or billions of years, and by going forward

to the day when the

Earth begins to fall

into the Sun, whcse

gravity we will assume

to be free to act ort

us, unimpaired by any

counter attraction.

Smack down then we

go, and after a fall that

lasts for only 65 days

(nearly) we end up by

taking a good comfort-

able warm place in the

mass of the Sun, who

will not even know we

have arrived. There

may be a spark or two

when the Earth strikts

/;/ a Treasure-Skip.

BY OWEN HALL.

I.

E had been cruising for four

months in the waters of the

Eastern Archipelago, and for

nearly a week we had been

among the Ladrones, a group

of islands with perhaps as bad

a reputation as any even in that part of the

world. The group is a considerable one.

We had already visited two trading stations

belonging to the owners of our brig, and on

that evening we found ourselves drifting

rather than sailing between two romantic-

looking islands, whose peaks, rising sharp and

sudden, separated by deep and narrow valleys,

choked with masses of tropical vegetation,

sufficiently proclaimed their volcanic origin.

Tom Madison and I were seated idly on

the bulwark, our eyes wandering lazilyâwe

had just finished a good supperâfrom the

purple tints of the shore past which we were

drifting, to the still more wonderful colours

of the sea and sky, now bathed in the light

of the almost level sun. I had been asking

Tom, who was an old hand in these waters,

having acted as supercargo for the owners for

years, how this particular group of islands

had gained so bad a reputation as to be

named " The Robbers " hereabouts, where all

natives seemed to be thieves.

" Thieves," said Tom ; " well, I don't know

that for that matter they deserve it either

better or worse than their neighbours. It's

only a question of opportunity, I take it, with

any of them, as it is with a good many other

people who don't hail from the Ladrones."

" But surely there must have been some

reason," I said, " why they got the name

from the Spaniards, or whoever it was that

gave it them ? "

" Oh, yes, of course ; though very likely it

originated in a mistake, and it's just as likely

as not they may have been the victims of a

slight misunderstanding By-the-bye, the

whole thing took place close by here, if I'm

not mistaken."

" Tell us the yarn, Tom," I said ; " it's the

very time and place for a good tough old

yarn such as nobody could tell much better

than these old Spanish navigators."

" Well, it's not much of a yarn, after

all. It was somewhere about 1578 that

it happened, I believe. One of these so-

called treasure-ships put in close by here

at Illolo Bay on its way across the Pacific,

and she never got any farther. Only a

single boat's crew are said to have escaped,

and they said the great galleon was taken

and destroyed for the sake of robbery, but,

of course, we have only their word for that,

and it's more than likely the native account

of the business might have been different, if

there had been any special reporters in those

days to interview the chief actors in the

tragedy. All that is known for certain is

that the treasure-ship was burnt and sunk,
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and that ever since then the islands have

gone by the name of ' The Robbers' as a

kind of set-off for the loss of the galleon."

"Whereabouts was it, Tom?" 1 asked, my

imagination fired by the idea of the sunken

treasure-ship.

" Well, the story goes that it was just

inside the bay round the next point; but, of

course, nobody can tell for certain at this

time of day."

It was with a strange feeling of excitement

that I watched the deep bay of Illolo slowly

open to our view, splendid in all the glories

of a tropical sunset. Few places could be

more beautiful in themselves, and when seen

in the magic of that gorgeous light, it was a

scene to drive a great artist to despair. At

another time I might have been content to

admire, but not now. The story, vague,

and merely suggested as it had been, had

awakened a hundred memories of tales of

sunken treasure-ships and their fortunate

recoverers, and as we turned slowly into the

bay, my eyes were eagerly fixed on the glassy

waters, now gleaming with a thousand tints

reflected from the sky overhead.

We drifted round the point and into the

bay, our sails hardly lifting to the scarcely

perceptible evening breeze, and our course

marked only by the faintest ripple on the

glassy water. Neither of us spoke, and my

eyes were fixed on the water in the effort to

penetrate the secrets which that transparent

liquid, glowing with the colours of the dying

day, had kept so safely and so long. As

I leaned over and gazed fixedly downwards

into the depths below, I felt my eyes

grow more and more accustomed to the

new medium, till I seemed to see

almost as clearly through the crystal water

as I could through the upper air. It

was more than twenty fathoms deep, and

yet I could see the bottom plainly. Great

branching corals spread their boughs of

crimson and blue, of green and whiteâa

rich ocean shrubbery, of form and colour

more splendid than any garden of earth.

Beneath the branches the silver sands glittered

and sparkled with a thousand shells, and fish

of dazzling gold and deepest tinted blue

swam in and out, and nibbled the tender

shoots of the coral that seemed to stir softly

with the movement of the tide.

Suddenly as I gazed in breathless admira-

tion a shadow seemed to rise in the very

midst of Nature's flower gardenâwas it a

rock ? It too was incrusted with corals that

grew out of it at every angle, while long-haired

medusae spread their long tendrils to each

motion of the water ; yet as I looked it some-

how seemed to take a shape that was familiar

though strangeâthe shape of a vessel. I

started up.

" The galleon, Tom !" I exclaimed. " The

sunken treasure-ship ! "

" Nonsense, man, you've got a strong

imagination," said Tom, " that's what's the

matter with you."
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find that the former, at any rate, received the

proposal with uneasiness.

"The fact is," he said, at last, " I don't half

like these diving experiments, in these waters

anyhow, for ye never know what'Jl happen.

So far as I've seen, they've a way of turning

out badly. You'd hardly believe how many

seem to get lost at the game. You take my

advice, sir, and see all ye can from the deck,

then ye'll know where ye are, which ye don't,

not when ye get hitched up amongst these

thundering corals below."

The skipper, if not an educated man, had

years of experience, and I couldn't help feel-

ing that we should have been

wise to listen to his advice ; but

then, of course, he knew nothing

of the real object Tom and I

had in view, and that was surely

worth running some small risk

for. As it was, both Tom and I

argued the matter with him for

some time, until at last he gave

way, as he had no very definite

reason to urge against our making

the trial. Even then, however,

he didn't like it, for he said at

the very last: " Oh, well, sir, if

ye must try it, I suppose ye

must. Take your own way, only

I hope Mr. Madison will bear

me out with the owners that it

wasn't by none of my advice ye

went, in case any harm comes

of it."

After breakfast we set to work

to prepare for the expedition.

By that time, however, the brig

was surrounded by canoes, and

the decks invaded by as many

natives as could persuade the

guard of seamen on any pretext

to allow them on board. The

time was clearly unpropitious for

our purpose, and we reluctantly

postponed it for a few hours. I

paced the deck in a fever of impatience all

the morning, wholly unable in my excitement

to find the amusement which I ordinarily did

in the manners and customs of our visitors,

and only anxious to get rid of them that I

might begin my adventure in peace. After

a twelve o'clock dinner a boat's crew was

ordered out to take the skipper ashore to the

nearest village, and he was quickly followed

by all but one or two of the canoes. Now

was the opportunity for which we had been

waiting so impatiently, and in a very few

minutes all was ready, and I stood at the

gangway arrayed in the ungainly diving-suit

and ready to make the descent.

" Here," said Tom, as he cast a final and

critical glance over my equipment, " you had

better take this with you. It may be a shade

troublesome, but I fancy you'll find it none

too easy to get about through the coral

when you're once among it." He handed

me a small but sharp and serviceable-looking
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had reached the water, and even descended

as far as the ladder went under water,

when I looked up once more overhead before

making the plunge. Tom's face, looking over

the bulwark, was just above me, and he

called out : " Good luck ! Mind you pull

the cord hard three times running if anything

goes wrong, or you want us to haul you up."

I waved the tomahawk by way of farewell,

drew my feet clear of the ladder, and let go.

I had experienced the sensation before, but

not often enough to render it familiar, and I

confess it was with a strange feeling of novelty

and sense of mysterious expectancy that I

found myself sinking through the softly trans-

parent water, till suddenly my feet felt the

ground once more, and I stood amongst the

coral beds at the bottom of Illolo Bay.

II.

FOR a moment or two I felt myself sway

giddily in the strange new atmosphere of

moving water in which I found myself, then

I recovered my equilibrium and looked

around me. To say that the scene was a

novel one is to say but littleâit was that,

indeed, but it was far more than that. Look-

ing through the glasses that protected my eyes

and only very slightly dimmed my vision,

at the scene which surrounded me, I felt as

a man might feel who suddenly found him-

self transported to a new planetâbeautiful,

indeed, and mysterious, but above all strange

and unfamiliar.

I stood upon a firm bed of coral sand that

was strewed with a thousand shells. The

sand was of a soft, creamy white colour, and

the shells were tinted scarlet, pink, and blue

of a hundred shades as various as their

shapes. On every side I was surrounded by

an ocean shrubbery of coral plants that rose

from a foot to four or five feet, springing

from the silvery soil, and stretching their

delicate branches that glowed crimson and

scarlet, purple and blue, pink and green, in

the soft, clear light.

I looked round me, puzzled and bewildered.

Surely no earthly garden was ever so wonder-

ful as this. In none that I had ever seen

were the forms so various or the colours so

vivid. It is true the bright effects of the

sunlight were missing ; no birds were perched

on these glowing branches, and no insects

dashed or floated through the air. Yet here

and there golden fishes darted like gleams of

sunshine through the coloured boughs, while

others, of dazzling blue and emerald green,

hung motionless like insects poised for flight,

or nibbled gently at the soft twigs of the

coralline shrubs. Looking from above, I

had thought these shrubs grew close together

in a tangled mass of colouring; but on a

nearer inspection I found I bad been wrong.

The coral plants grew well apart, and paths

and alleys opened through them in every

direction. The question was not how to

obtain a path, but which of the many paths

to take. There was no want of light by

which to see all things clearly, although the
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they seemed to be rooted in little ledges and

inequalities of its surface, and grew out of

these of every colour and at every angle.

Nor were they alone. In every hollow and

on every inequality it was crusted with shells ;

spongy substances expanded their cells;

medusae hung out their long streamers of

flowing hair to wave slowly in the currents.

A rock ?âyes, surely, only a rock !

And yet, I thought of what I had seen

when I looked over the bulwark of the brig

the evening before, and insensibly hope

revived. This was the sameâundoubtedly

the same. I had seen these coral plants that

jutted out at every angle before ; I had seen

these long-haired medusae glittering in the

tide; I had even seen that high rock that

leaned away from me now, and in spite of its

roughness was, after all, so uniform in shape.

And from above the shape had been that of a

shipâa strange, uncouth-

J , looking ship, indeed, but a

ship in spite of all. The

longer I looked at it the

stronger the impression

grewâit was the same, and

it was a ship. Yet how was

I to settle the question ?

I looked up at it, and it

looked hopeless : I struck

it with the tomahawk, and

the edge grated harshly on

shells, only on shells. Then

an idea struck meâthere

might be something on the

other side.

There was some difficulty

in getting round, for the

coral grew more thickly

here than elsewhere, but I

gradually found a way to

reach the other side. The

idea had been a good one,

as I saw at once. The rock,

if it was only a rock, was

lower at this side; the

vessel, if it were indeed a

vessel, lay with a heavy list

towards the side which I

had reached. The growth

of coral, indeed, was thicker

here than ever, so much so,

that it was only by the free

use of the tomahawk that at

last I was able to get close

to it. When I did so, how-

ever, the hardest part of my

task was done. The per-

pendicular part of the rock

was hardly more than breast high here,

and above it the slope, but for one or two

lumps in the middle, and a higher part at

each end, seemed pretty even and not very

steep. With a beating heart I prepared to

climb.

With the aid of the branches of coral I

contrived to struggle on to the slope. It

had been no easy matter, imprisoned as I
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that jutted out like beetling cliffs of rock.

I could even make out what must have been

the jagged stump of a mast, though now

incrusted deeply with shells and overgrown

with coral; and, most convincing token of

all, that which from below had looked like a

solid rock, showed only from above a hollow

shell. Natural decay, or it might have been

fire, had destroyed part of the deck, and

before me there yawned a gap through which

I could catch a glimpse of shapeless heaps

below that might once have been cargo,

overgrown with seaweeds and crusted with a

myriad shells.

It was the galleon after all, and the

discovery was my own! I examined the

place with critical eyes. The hold had

probably never been very deep, and now it

looks I threw into the dim shadows where

the deck still covered the holdâthere was

a shrinking from the attempt to explore

these darker depths which almost overcame

my determination to obtain some tangible

evidence of the treasure. It was only for a

few seconds after all, and then I shook

off the impression and prepared to make the

attempt. The gap in the deck was only a

few feet wide, and it didn't extend all the

way across the deck, so that I could see but

a very small part of the hold from where I

was. The part still covered by the deck was

hardly visible at all from above, but I did

not doubt that, when once I was there, I

should find that light enough found its way

in to guide me in any search I might have to

make. I cast one last careful look around

1 CREPT CAUTIOUSLY ALONG.

was largely filled up by the heaps on which

I had feasted my eyes. I crept cautiously

along the sloping deck to the opening. I

knelt and peered eagerly into the darker

depths of the hold.

There was no real difficulty about the

descent. In any case it would, of course,

have been easy enough to get down, and

I now saw that the sloping side of the

galleon as she lay over would insure an easy

way of getting out of the hold on my return.

I saw this almost at a glance, but somehow I

still had an uneasy feeling of curiosity which,

strange to say, rather made me hesitate

than hasten my descent. There was a

trembling eagerness about the long, anxjous

me; I saw that the tubing from my helmet

and the cord that was fastened about my

waist were free; I lowered myself over the

ragged edge of the deck, and in another

moment I stood in the hold of the Spanish

treasure-ship.

III.

IT had been deeper than it looked, or at

least I felt as if it were so. When I reached

the bottom the deck which I had left was

quite out of reach, and seemed, indeed, to be

feet above my head. I had alighted on one

of the shapeless-looking heaps I had noticed

from above, and I was surprised to find that

in spite of its covering of shells and seaweed,
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around, and I was conscious of a strange new

feeling of oppression. For the first time

since I left the brig I felt a shrinking sensation

that was almost like fear. It may have been

the sudden change from the broad freedom

of the ocean bottom, bewildering as that had

been, to the narrow limits of the place in

which I found myself; it may even have been

merely the effect of the dimmer light in which

I stood, and the darker shadows that

surrounded me on every side; but whatever

the cause, the effect was something worse

than unpleasant. I looked around, and as I

looked 1 shuddered.

It was only by an effort that I recovered

myself, and considered what my next step

should be. The question was, where I should

be most likely to find what I was looking

for. There had been no effort required

when at a distance to picture untold heaps

of treasure lying ready to my hands, but it

was different now that I was face to face with

realities. I might, indeed, be standing upon

a heap of gold or silver, but somehow, now

that I found myself in contact with it, the

reality of the whole thing seemed hard to

grasp. I stooped and struck several blows

with the tomahawk upon the heap on which

I was standing. Whatever the heap was

composed of, it resisted the edge of my

weapon as if it had been stone. I stopped

to consider.

The heap sloped downwards towards

the stern, so much so, indeed, that the

water looked dark and cavernous as I

stooped forward to peer into the shadows

that brooded over it. There did not appear

to be any obstacle in my way, however,

and after a momentary hesitation I moved

cautiously down the slope. !â¢ was doubtful

of my footing, and I moved carefully. Step

by step, with my face set towards the darker

shadows that lurked under the after-deckâ

step by step I felt my way. It was after all

less dark than I had feared it would be. My

eyes had grown accustomed to the soft

pervading light that came downward through

the watery atmosphere overhead, and

now I found that they quickly accommo-

dated themselves to the dimmer light that

stole obliquely into the inner recesses of

the after-hold. Looking from side to side

as I went cautiously forward, I could make

out my new surroundings almost as well

as I had done outside. The place was like

a cavern, and step by step as I descended

the illusion became more complete. Under

my feet the floor sloped steeply downwards

thickly paved with shells; on each side coral

plants had taken root, and although they

had not attained the size and luxuriance of

those outside, they seemed almost more

strange and beautiful as they stretched their

coloured branches towards me on every side.

Overhead long tresses of coloured seaweeds

hung downward in dishevelled masses, and

swayed softly in the currents made by my

progress. Step by step I went slowly on.
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grew cold at the thought, but yet I didn't stop.

I would at least make sure, now that I had

come so far. I took another step. No, it

wasn't the stem after all. The shadow I had

seen came from something that was piled up

higher than my head, but it didn't reach to

the black covering overhead, which I knew to

be the deck. I looked at it narrowly; I

touched it with my hand ; I struck it with

the tomahawk. Inclosed as I was in my

helmet I could, of course, hear nothing, but

as I struck I could fancy it sounded hollow

to the blows. I struck again and again.

Then something gave way, and out of the

darkness there rolled something that fell in a

stream into the darker shadows at my feet.

Dim as the light was, I seemed to catch the

glitter of gold ; deaf as I was to all other

sounds, I seemed to hear the chink of metal

as the little stream ran swiftly down into the

darkness. I had found the treasure !

The revulsion of feeling was almost too

great. I felt myself stagger dizzily for a

moment, and I dropped the tomahawk at my

feet. Then my

senses came back to

me with a wild throb

of exultation. I had

been right, and I had

found the treasure.

For a moment bright

visions, indefinite,

but splendid, floated

before my eyes and

seemed to dazzle me

by their vague

brilliancy. I was the

ownerâthe rightful

ownerâof the great

treasure. What

might I not be?

What might I not do

with it? It doesn't

take long to dream,

and I dreamt many

things in that

minute's pause.

And all the time

that slender stream

of gold was running

out and gleaming

faintly as it fell.

Then I came to

myself, and bent

forward to grasp it

in my outstretched

hands. As I did so

something like a

narrow shadow

'THE Sl.RNDEK STKEAM OK Gt>l_r> WAS KUNMING OUT.'

seemed to flit past me, and even as I bent

forward I felt myself arrested by some in-

visible force. It was gentle but firm, soft,

but, for the moment, almost irresistible.

My heart seemed to stand still, and for

several moments I felt powerless even to

make an effort to free myself from that

mysterious grasp. What it could be that
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felt as if I had been drawn closer to the

spot in the darkness out of which it came.

At the same moment something else sprang

out of the shadow, trembled for an instant, as

if in doubt, and then darted suddenly at my

other shoulder.

Then I knew what

it was I had to deal

with.

A devil-fish !

Strange as it may

seemâstrange as it

even seems to myself

nowâthe conviction

was a positive relief.

I had never seen a

devil-fish, it is true,

but I had heard and

read of them, and

their appearance was

familiar to me from

pictures. Terrible as

the creature was, he

was not invested

with the terrors of

the unknown, and I

felt as if I could

face him on very

different terms from

the bony skeleton I

had imagined to

myself in my first

moment of dread.

Like a flash it passed

through my mind as

I felt the new arm

of the animal touch

and cling to my

breast. There was

something about

that touch that was unlike any other experience

I had ever had. It was not a blow ; it was

not a grasp ; it wasn't even a pushâyet the

sensation I felt was a little like all three. I

staggered for a moment, but I held fast by

the long, thin arm which I had gripped so

tightly with my hand, and it seemed to steady

me. It was something to feel even so much

that was real and tangible ; but for these two

slender bands that reached out of the dark-

ness, I was opposed to the unseen.

I felt that I was face to face with my

enemy, and even that was something. The

arms had sprung out of the shadow, and I

knew vaguely that there were more behind.

When would they too spring upon me ?

Where would they fix their hold ? I stood

expectant of what was to come next; my

eyes searched in the darkness for the face

Vol. xiii.-69

of my enemy. I think the silence was the

worst of it. A roar, a triumphant scream,

even a hiss, would have been a relief. It

was the utter silence that was terrible. It

could only have been for a minute or two at

the most, for when I

cast my eyes down

I could see that the
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Then it dawned upon me. It was my diving-

suit that preserved me so far. The creature had

seized me indeed, but his suckers were fixed

only on the thick leather suit that covered

me from head to foot. Even through that

strong protection I could feel the force of

that deadly suction, indeed, for my flesh

seemed to creep and rise to meet the grip of

these leathery-looking bands ; but it was with

a new hope that I recognised the fact that

most of their deadly power was wasted on

me. Helpless as I was in that grasp, the

struggle might not, after all, be a hopeless

one. The very thought was half the battle

gained.

My assailant was in no hurry. Second

after second passed, and they seemed more

than minutes to me, yet he made no further

movement. I faced the shadowâI strained

my eyes to follow those deadly arms to the

place they came fromâI gazed into the

darkness in the hope of seeing some vulner-

able point at which to strike. More than

once I tried the edge of my weapon on the

long, sinewy bands that grasped me, but it

was vain â I could make no impression.

Then another stole out of the darkness and

alighted on my thigh. " Four !" I said to

myself, as I eyed the long, snaky line,

a darker shadow in the dim water. I

waited for what was to come. I felt a

grim pleasure in the thought that my armour

was all the time deceiving the devil-fish.

He was waiting till I should be helpless in

his grip. Well, I also could wait.

At last he was satisfied that his time had

come. Suddenly, at the same moment, two

more dark shadows, flickering like the fangs

of some huge python, passed before my

dazzled eyes, and I felt them alight one on

my leg and the other on my right arm. I

reeled with the weight that was cast upon

me so suddenly, and I staggered forward.

At last I could see him. Dimly, indeed,

and glittering with a faint phosphoric

light in the darkness overhead, but still

visible. He saw me as I saw him, and I

felt that he knew I saw him too. I could

have sworn there was a new and yet more

wicked and cruel twinkle in the light of these

ghoul-like orbs that watched me stealthily

out of the dim shadow. I could see as

much as this, but I could see no more.

Fancy might, indeed it did, picture some-

thing more that lurked behind the eyes, but

it was only fancy as yetâmy adversary was

for me an eye, and nothing but an eye. It

could not well have been worse. An eye is

an intelligence embodied; and of all terrors,

that of a hostile intelligence apart from a

material body with which we can grapple is

the most daunting. I seemed to face such

an intelligence then. He was considering

what he would do next, and I could only

wait for it.

I suppose he didn't consider'long, though

if I had thought about it at all, I should have

supposed it had been hours. At last! There
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1 STRUCK AT THE DEMON EVES.

me from the background. My helmet had

been taken off, and the hot sun was shining

full on my face. I struggled into a sitting

position, and stared round stupidly for a

moment ; then Tom's voice said : " Well,

Hall, that was a pretty narrow squeak, wasn't

it? We owe Boru, here, something for

finding you." I looked round. The devil-

fish lay beside me. One of his arms was

fastened upon me still.

IV.

IT was a curious sensation, and a minute

or two passed before I could realize what had

happened. Even that ghastly-looking object,

with its livid arms and mangled, shapeless

body and head that now lay limp and flaccid

on the deck, seemed for the moment hardly

more substantial than a dream. After a few

moments I put out my hand and touched it,

and with the touch it all came back to me.

" But the gold, Tom," I exclaimed, eagerly,

looking into Madison's face; " surely the

native brought up some of the gold with

him !"

Tom smiled and glanced at the captain,

and the captain shook his head.

" Have a drop more brandy, sir," he said ;

" ye ain't shook the water out o' yer head,

not yet," and the worthy skipper held a glass

of neat brandy to my lips as he spoke. I

groaned. It was just what I had expected.

Of course, they didn't believe in the treasure-

ship, and I had nothing to showânothing at

least but the remains of that wretched devil-

fish, and, of course, that proved nothing. I

looked from one to the other, and then my

eye rested on the black, who seemed to be

the one referred to as Boru by Madison.

" Did the nigger tell you where he found

me ? " I asked, looking at Tom.

" No, Boru isn't communicative, and it

was just about all he could do to speak at all

by the time he got you up. But where do

you think you were ? " said Tom, with a little

more curiosity in his eyes.

" In the hold of the Spanish galleon, to be

sure," I said, promptly, " within a couple of

feet of the treasure."

" The devil you were ! " exclaimed Tom,

in a startled tone.

" Look here, Tom," I said, as I proceeded

to get up, "if it hadn't been for that brute

of a fish, I'd have brought gold enough on

board with me to convince all hands, and as

it is I'm going back to get it."

Tom's face looked puzzled, as if he hardly

knew what to think, but there was no hesita-

tion about the captain's jolly visage as he

exclaimed, " Not you, my hearty. That

thundering devil-fish has got into yer head,

but ye'll be all right when ye've had an hour

or two's snooze."

I put my hand on Tom's shoulder.
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"Come on below, old man," I said, "and

I'll tell you all about it."

The skipper nodded to Madison. "That's

talkin', now," he said. " Get him to lie

down for a bit till he gets over it, Mr.

Madison. I should like to hear about it

myself, only I've got to go ashore again now.

Keep the yarn till I come back, Mr. Hall,

ye'll tell it all the better for a sleep."

" Now, what's to be done, Madison ?" I

asked, as \ve sat half an hour later on

opposite sides of the table in the little saloon

of the brig.

I had told the story to Tom just as it had

happened, and he had sat and followed it

word by word without ever taking his eyes

off my face till I had finished. Now he

looked at me for a moment or two, as if he

was going over it in his mindâthen he spoke

with a sort of gasp.

"You're dead sure there was no mistake,

Hall," he said, " it was coin you saw trickling

into the water?"

" Sure ?" I ejaculated, with contempt.

" Should I want to go back again for fun, do

you suppose ? "

" Well," he said, after thinking for half a

minute, "there's only one way that I can

think ofâyou'll have to go down again. I'd

go myself in a moment, old man, but the

chances are I shouldn't find it."

I jumped up and gripped Tom by the

hand, as I exclaimed, " That's what I say, but

how are we going to manage it ? They'll try

to stop me going."

" The skipper would, sure enough," said

Tom, with a laugh, " but I can manage the

others while he's gone ashore. I'll go and

talk to the mate now while you get into the

togs again. I'll have to offer him a share,

though, I expect."

"Oh," I said, "of course, we'll all share,

Tom. There'll be something for everybody

if we can once get it up."

Ten minutes later I went on deck ready to

face it again, and the moment I looked at the

men I could see that Tom had been as good

as his word. There was more curiosity than

ever in the glances they cast at me, but there

was a look of suppressed eagerness about

the mate's face that convinced me he would

forward my enterprise by every means in

his power.

" Look here, sir," he said, coming up to

me, " do ye think ye could pilot us some-

where near the spot ? Mr. Madison tells me

ye saw it from the deck, and I should feel

more easy in my mind if I could feel sure as

there were no mistake afore ye went down."

The idea seemed a good one, and in less

than five minutes we were in the boat, two

sailors rowing, and the mate and Tom peering

over the gunwale on each side, while I did

my best to direct the men as I sat in the

stern. We rowed some little distance, and

then I bade them turn and come back, but

as yet we had seen nothing. I could see the

mate glance up once or twice, as if he began

to doubt, and I was puzzled myself. Surely
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My quick glances seemed to travel round my

little horizon with the speed of lightning.

Each coral branch, each sponge or hairy

medusa that trembled in the moving water

made my heart stand still and my feet falter;

and yet I went on. I gripped the knife I

held in my hand with a fiercer clasp, and

held it in front of me so that I could faintly

see the glitter of the blade, and it seemed to

give me courage. Step by step I went on

into the shadow.

At last I had reached the place. . If it had

only been by the sharp shudder that passed

through me, I

should have known

that it was the

same. Yes, there

was the black heap

of pi led-up cases

once more; there

the black cavern

out of which the

arms had stolenâ

I could fancy I saw

and felt them again.

I stopped. I waited

in breathless ex-

pectation ; but

nothing happened.

Then I stooped

forward into the

darkness and

groped blindly in

the shadow. I gave

a cry as I felt my

gauntlet close

upon something

the touch of which

seemed familiar

even through the leatherâit was gold !

I am not sure how I got back to the day-

light. At the touch of the coins, and still

more I think at the yellow gleam as I held

up a handful close to my eyes, the same rush

of wild feelings of exultation came back that

I had felf before when first it dawned on me

that I had found the treasure. I found my

way back somehow ; I pulled the signal rope

as agreed, and still in the same state of

unnatural excitement, I found myself hoisted

through the water to the side of the brig.

The boat was there before me, and the first

things I saw as my eyes recovered from the

dazzled feeling with which they confronted the

white sunlight were the eagerly staring faces

of Tom, the mate, and the sailors. The mate

grasped me by the arm, and he and Tom

hauled me on board the boat, and then for

the first time I opened my hands and let the

flashing sunlight glitter on the quaint gold

coins that had lain hid so long amidst the

coral beds of Illolo Bay.

As I had anticipated, the evidence of the

gold was irresistible, and even the skipper

was ready to confess that there might be a

case in which an amateur descent was worth

the risk involved. We moved the brig to

the spot, and the task of getting up the
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THE BISHOP OF CARLISLE.

BORN 1835.

HE RIGHT REV. JOHN

WARE ING BARDSLEY,

D.D., was born at Keighley,

in Yorkshire, and is the

son of the late Rev. Canon

Bardsley, M.A., Rector of St. Anne's,

Manchester. He was educated at Burnley

From a Pluito. li\i\

ACE 37.

[John ftruuti, Largs.

and Manchester Grammar Schools; and

at Dublin University, M.A., D.I). He was

Vicar of St. Saviour's, Liverpool, from

1870 to 1887; Archdeacon of Warrington,

rom a Photo, by] AGE 46.

1880-6 ; Archdeacon of Liverpool, 1886-7;

and Bishop of Sodor and Man, 1887 to

1892, when he was translated to Carlisle.

He is the author of " Counsels to Candidates

for Confirmation," 1882, and "The Origin

of Man," 1883.

From a /'*o(o.
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MRS. PATRICK CAMPBELL.

E have much pleasure in giving

this charming set of portraits of

one of the most popular actresses

of the day at different ages

of her life. Mrs. Patrick

Campbell made her name as

an amateur actress of

great and striking promise

long before she

was known in pro-

fessional circles.

She first

Theatre, in order to essay Rosalind. In

August she obtained an engagement at the

Adelphi, where, except for an interruption

by illness, she remained till she went to St.

James's to act Paula in "The Second Mrs.

Tanqueray," which had a long run. At the

Adelphi Mrs. Campbell created four

parts: as Astrea, in "The

Trumpet Call"; Elizabeth

Cromwell, in "The White

Rose " ; Tress Purvis,

in "The Lights of

Home," and

Clarice

Kayf..

attracted the atten-

tion of the critics

while playing the

part of Helen in

"The Hunchback,"

given at Colchester.

In 1890 she gained

an opportunity of

appearing on the

London stage in a

matinee perform-

ance of Mr. Louis

Parker's "Buried

Talent," at the

Vaudeville. Here

she again made so

favourable an im-

pression as to be

encouraged to try

a theatrical venture

on her own ac-

count. In June,

,1891, she took

the Shaftesbury

Fivm a Photo, by)
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III. ,c li. Dowtuy.

Berton, in " The

Black Domino."

In November,

1894, Mrs. Camp-

bell appeared as

Kate Cloud, the

heroine of " John-

a'-Dreams," at

the Haymarket

Theatre. In more

recent times play-

goers have derived

much pleasure in
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as to portraiture, Mr. Gibb painted " Com-

rades," his first military picture, in 1878; it

was an immense success, and induced him to

start his series of Crimean subjects, which

AGE IB.

from a Pencil Sketch.

ROBERT GIBB, R.S.A.

BORN 1845.

R. ROBERT GIBB, a well-known

member of the Scottish Royal

Academy, has made the render-

ing of the Highland Brigade's

valorous deeds, on canvas, his

own. Indeed, quite apart from much other

valuable work, he has immortalized incidents

of the Crimean War just as Detaille

has done with the Franco-German

War. At nineteen he exhibited his

first picture in the Royal Scottish

AGE 37.

From a Photo, by J. Moffat, Edinburgh.

has since become famous the world over, and

of which " The Thin Red Line " and " Saving

the Colours " are perhaps the best known.

AGE 30.

From a Photo, ki J. Hofat, Edinburgh.

Academy; ever since his rise has

been as rapid as uninterrupted.

After a period which he devoted to

historical and ideal subjects, as well
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Hall, Lincolnshire, was called to the Bar at

Lincoln's Inn in 1859, was created a Queen's

Counsel in 1887, and was elected a Bencher

of his Inn in 1879. He has been for some

years the leader of the Midland Circuit.

He has held the appointment of Recorder of

From a Photo, by}

AGE 30. [A. Heath, Leamington

MR. JUSTICE LAWRANCE.

BORN 1832.

HE RIGHT HON. SIR JOHN

COMPTON LAWRANCE, one

of the Justices of the High

Court, and the only son of Mr.

T. M. Lawrance, late of Dunsby

AGE 53.

/â¢Vom a rktito. ba H. J. WMtloclt, Birmingham.

Derby (1879) ; represented South Lincoln-

shire in the Conservative interest from 1880

until 1885 ; and sat, until 1892, for the

Stamford division of the county, his return

being unopposed in 1886. He was made

one of the Justices of the High Court in

February, 1890.
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Elephants at Work.

BY L. S. LEWIS.

0 all intents and purposes,

the working elephants of Bur-

mah, Siam, and India are

trained labourers of enormous

strength, and frequently pos-

sessing far more intelligence

than their mahouts, or so-called drivers.

word of command the elephant's right foreleg

is lifted, and with this he literally swings his

mahout up into position. For this and other

photos., as well as for much information

concerning the elephants of Northern Siam,

we are greatly indebted to Mr. Keith

Anstruther, of Mitcham, who for many years

managed vast interests in Siam.

The next photo, shows an elephant

rolling a huge log through the forest with

his head and tusks. When the clearing

is reached the great brute will be har-

nessed to the log, and will drag it down

to the river. Great rafts of teak-logs

are floated down to Mouhnein and Ran-

goon, where they are received and dealt

with by other elephants, the mere recital

of whose daily labours would cause the

uninformed to gasp with incredulity.

In all cases the teak forests are leased

from the Government, and all felling

operations are conducted under official

supervision. Messrs. Macgregor's lease

was granted by King Thebaw.

The teak trees are first " girdled "â

i.e., a circular strip of bark is cut out at

the butt; and then the tree is left about

two years to die, before being cut down.

Girdling also prevents illicit felling.

About the wood itself we cannot say

ELEPHANT ASSISTINr, HIS MAHOUT TO MotNT.
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Thanks to the

courtesy of Messrs.

Duncan Ewing

and Co., of Liver-

pool, we are en-

abled to re-

produce a very

interesting set of

photographs illus-

trating work in the

teak forests and

saw-mills of Bur-

mah, more par-

ticularly the opera-

tions of Messrs.

Macgregor and

Co., of Rangoon.

The first photo,

shows at a glance

how the mahout

mounts. At the

ROLLING A LOG THROUGH THE FOREST.

ELEPHANTS AT WORK.

TWO "TUSKERS" TAKING A LOG TO THE SAW-MILLS.

much, owing to lack of space. That it

deserves its name of " king of woods," how-

ever, will be evident from the fact that it

is extensively used in battle-ships, railway

carriages, and great public buildings. And

it is expensive, costing as much as five

shillings per cubic foot retail in London.

When the trimmed and branded logs

reach Rangoon, they are received by working

elephants, who go to meet them, so to speak,

and land them dexterously, afterwards con-

veying them to the saw-mills. The next

photo, shows two powerful " tuskers "

negotiating a big log; they work together

admirably, and scarce need the least direction

from their mahouts.

Messrs. Macgregor own about 130 trained

elephants. The males, or " tuskers," who

lift the logs, are worth from ^100 to ^200;

but the females, who drag only, fetch but

about half the price of a full-grown tusker.

The elephants in the saw-mills of Rangoon

are fed on " paddy " (rice in the husk) and

coarse elephant grass. Young animals are

twenty-five years of age when they begin

serious work, and they live to be over too.

At the age of seventy a working elephant is

in his prime; he can then lift with his tusks

a log weighing half a ton, or drag one weigh-

ing three tons.

We next see two fine elephants engaged in

stacking the squared logs, after these have

come from the saw-mills. Observe that the

great log has been placed see-saw fashion, to

" TOO U1G FOK ONE TO TACKLK."
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"NOT QUITE NEAR ENOUGH TO THE

allow the workers to get their trunks round

the ends. When lifted, the log rests on the

tusks, and is held in position by the trunk.

Other elephants actually feed the circular-

saws in the mill, and so marvellous is their

intelligence that an astute little tusker was

once observed to cease the pressure on his

log, withdraw it anxiously,

and then offer another

part to the revolving saw,

which was formerly going

crookedly through the log.

It sounds strange to say

that these elephants are

very human, but it con-

veys exactly what we mean.

We are assured that at the

sound of the dinner-bell,

the saw-mill elephants will

instantly drop their logs

and scamper off, screaming

with glee at the welcome

respite. They will refuse

absolutely to tackle a log

which they consider too

heavy, but if the mahout

insists they may possibly

call one of their mates to

lend a " hand."

The stacking of the

squared logs is wonder-

fully interesting to witness.

Look at the elephant in

this illustration. He

has brought his log

near the stack, and

is picking up one

end to place it on

top. He finds he

has not brought it

quite near enough,

however. Like the

skilled labourer

that he is, he re-

quires no orders

from the foreman

above him. He

calculates the dis-

tance with his big

eye. "Onlyanother

little shove is

needed." He walks

round to the end

of the log, applies

his trunk and tusks

thereto, and gives

a mighty push ; see

him doing this in

the photograph.

Once more he goes back to judge the

distance. "Just right." He next places

one end of his log on the stack, as is also

seen in the photo., and then goes to the other

end on the ground. This, too, is lifted and

the whole log pushed home triumphantly, in

the manner shown by the photo, opposite.

" JUST ONE MOKE SHOVE."
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In pulling a stack to pieces, or relieving

a jam of logs in a flooded creek, the

elephants pick out and remove the " key-

log " with an intelligence that is absolutely

astounding. The key-log is, of course, that

one which, when pulled out, eases and

loosens the whole stack.

Although appearing to the uninitiated

veritable monu-

ments of inno-

cence anddocility,

these workers are

amazingly tricky.

They don't need a

trade union, every

elephant being

very well able to

look after his own

interests. A heavy

trailing chain is

sometimes fixed

to elephants that

are turned loose

to feed in the

jungle at night ;

this is in order

that wanderers

may be traced by

the trail left by

the chain in the

jungle. Well, it

has been known

that when an

elephant has

"made up his

mind " to bolt, he

has carefully

gathered up the

tell-tale chain and

carried it for miles

on his tusks !

The next photo,

shows a tusker

carrying a short

end of a log.

Notice how it is

kept in position

on his tusk. These

elephants are

both timid and

delicate. They are

mightily careful

about crossing a

rustic [wooden

bridge, and always

test the structure

with their trunks

before venturing

on it. They are

dreadfully afraid of ponies, which latter are

compelled by Siamese law to give place to

elephants, and get out of their way on all

occasions.

The elephants work three days and then

rest three days; more work would break

their big hearts. In the I^ao States of

Northern Siam elephantine invalids receive
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nearly all medicine through the eyes. " After

a long day's work," says Mr. Keith Ans-

truther, " I have seen pills made principally

of chillies rubbed into the eyes of a

tired elephant. He instantly pulled him-

self together, brightened up wonderfully,

and ate his food with immense gusto."

As anyone knows who has ever been to

the court of a native Asiatic prince, the

lives of some elephants are cast in very

pleasant places. We allude to the elephants

kept for State pageants.

Now, here we see a I,ao elephant dressed

in what we may call Bank Holiday attire.

He is decked out for some great festival,

and is resplendent in glit-

tering bosses of gilded

metal.

In the I.ao States, by

the way, the whole work

of the tree-felling, etc.,

is given out to native

and other contractors,

the great timber mer-

chants " taking over " the

logs at the river's bank.

Many of these con-

tractors own over 100

elephants, and employ a

great number of Kamook

labourers from Luang

Prabang.

The Kamooks of the I,ao

States go forth long before

daylight to find their

elephants, which,

belled and hob-

bled, have been

turned loose in

the jungle over-

night to feed. The

elephants, be it

observed, are no

expense when

working in the

forest; they don't

need stabling,

and they find

their own food.

Every driver

knows the bell of

his own elephant

âwhen it is on.

Artful beasts, with

a sudden antipa-

thy to work, have

been known to

remove their bells

altogether, and

then either run away or hide themselves. One

elephant was vainly sought for days in every

direction, only to be found at length in a

clump of bamboos not a hundred yards from

the camp. There he had remained quietly,

listening to the cursings of the search parties

who went forth to scour the country, and

coming out at night to feed.
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plane has been formed of two stout planks,

and up these the great log is being skilfully

rolled by the intelligent comrades.

Great care has to be taken of these

splendid brutes. In Siam they have a bath

This brings us back to the elephant's

tricks. Some will sway from side to side,

inclining over at an extraordinary angle, so

as to throw off the hated mahout. And

once this trick is learnt the elephant is

LOADING LOGS UN THE ASSAM RAILWAY.

every morning, and are humoured in every

way. For example, they dislike to drag a

log, say, three miles without stopping, so they

are allowed to have their own way. They

drag the log three quarters of a mile, then

leave it, and drag another the same distance,

eventually proceeding another stage with all

the logs.

The drivers carry an iron hook, and

occasionally use it far too freely. Mr.

Anstruther has seen a mahout drive his

implement so far into an elephant's

forehead that it could not be dragged out

again without great difficulty. No wonder

the " butcher's bill" is so considerable,

both in elephants and human bsings. The

vicious elephant has a simple way of dealing

with his driver, when he makes up his

sagacious mind to put an end to that gentle-

man. He merely lays him on the ground

and puts his foot on him, using his tusks but

very rarely. Nor is the mahout safe when

on the elephant's back. Mr. Anstruther has

known a vicious monster to extend his

trunk backwards, pick off the driver by his

hair, and crush the life out of him ou the

ground.

practically no more use. Another powerful

brute, who had dragged logs for years, one

day found out that if only he stepped back

sharply he could rid himself of every vestige

of harness. It was magnificently simple,

and the elephant wondered he hadn't thought

of it before. Better late than never, how-

ever, and the beast never dragged another log

thereafter. He had to be used as a travel-

ling elephant, and in that way he certainly

became very useful, his enormous body

making a regular road through the densest

forest.

The following illustration shows some

fine elephants removing timber for tea-boxes

in Assam. This photo, was kindly lent by

the Planters' Stores and Agency Company

(Limited), of i, Great Winchester Street.

The logs are brought to the saw-mills, and

there cut up into small pieces suitable for

the making of tea-chests. Fancy elephant

police settling an elephant strike ! It seems

that when one of the animals refuses to work,

a monstrous tusker of great reputation for

decency and steadiness is selected to bring his

recalcitrant brother to reason. The persuasion

is essentially of a material kind, being mainly
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conducted at the point of the tusk. It is,

we are assured, a beautiful sight to see one

elephant compelling another to go on with

his workânot to be a fool, and so on.

Occasionally the great animals fight among

themselves ; they may be heard screaming

and trumpeting in the forest at night They

are much addicted to biting off one another's

tails. When one elephant does succeed in

getting rid of his hobbles, with the view of

getting clear away, he has to be shot in the

knee so as to facilitate his capture.

We next see elephants acting as railway

engines; this photo, also shows a siding of

the Assam Railways and Trading Company,

and the elephants have to haul the trucks

(which they themselves have loaded) on to

the main line. Much depends upon the

mahout. Up-country in Siam there was once

a magnificent elephant who had been driven

for years by one mahout. The two

understood each other perfectly. They

conversed, so to speak, in low tones

all day, the elephant performing prodigies of

labour. The mahout died and was succeeded

by a brutal, loud-voiced Kamook. What did

the elephant do ? Well, he did nothing. No

power on earth could make him do a stroke

of work at the bidding of the new-comer, and

when the latter persisted one day, he was

cast off and literally flattened out.

Skilful mahouts earn much extra money

ELE! HANTS AS RAILWAY ENGINE
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by working vicious elephants. Ordinarily

the pay is five or six rupees a month, but as

much as fifteen rupees has been paid to a

man who succeeded in inducing a vicious

beast to do its daily work. In such cases it

often happens that the elephant will refuse to

assist the mahout to mount in the way herein-

before shown. It then becomes necessary

to mount the vicious one from the back of

another elephant.

Next is seen an elephant calling for letters

at a post and telegraph office in one of the tea

districts of Assam. The photo, was taken

during the rainy season (July-September),

when the roads become raging torrents.

Hard-working elephants are as fond of a

bit of sport as anyone, and the form of spoil

they love best is "running amok" in a quiet

village. Often in the Lao States there will

be a terrible commotion in a peaceful

village ; a vicious or play-

ful elephant is at large,

tearing through rice-fields .

and plantations, and

knocking down dwellings

like nine-pins. The village

fathers beat their tom-

toms, and the uproar is

great. So is the damage

done, and the brute's

owner has a pretty bill

to pay, plus the value of

the depredator himself,

who probably has to be

shot.

Besides working and

travelling elephants, there

are also hunting ele-

phants. When an exten-

sive " shoot " is organized

in India one of the very
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first considerations is the elephants, on whose

backs are placed the howdahs, or towers,

wherefrom wealthy Britons take pot-shots at

big game. Our next photo., which shows a

hunting elephant bringing home the dead

body of a tiger (shot in Assam), was taken

by the Hon. Sydney Parker, to whom we

are indebted for permission to reproduce it.

Here are a couple of elephants supporting

what is virtually a peripatetic theatre. At a

recent wedding in the family of His High-

ness the Maharajah of Mysore, a novel

feature was introduced into the marriage

procession. It consisted of a large platform,

more than i2ft. square, supported by two

large elephants. During the processionâ

which was by torchlight â the platform,

gorgeously decorated, was occupied by a

number of gaily dressed nautch girls, who

danced at intervals along the route. The
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whole " travelling ballet" was illuminated

by means of dazzling Bengal lights. This

is said to have been the first time such

an experiment with elephants has ever

been tried, and it shows to what perfection

these animals can be trained ; for had they

shown the least disposition to go in different

directions it would have been more than

awkward for the corps de ballet above. We

are indebted for this interesting photo, to

Mr. Chas. H. Payne, of Sefton Hall, West

Cliff, Bournemouth.

In Ceylon elephants may be seen acting as

masons' labourers. The mason himself will

have a huge block of stone ready, with

mortar on top, when up comes the elephant

with another big block. This the animal

will lay carefully on the prepared stone ; and

then, stepping back to see if it is straight, he

will probably come again and give a dab

here and a pull there, with tusk and trunk,

until the block is perfectly in position.

The last photo, reproduced shows the

elephants of an Indian gun-battery saluting.

The photo, was taken by a lady, who writes :â

" I managed to secure this one morning as

they were returning from drill. The officers

in command asked me if I would like to see

the elephants salute, and at the word ot

command up went all their trunks !"

AN ELEPHANT GUN BATTERY SALUTING.

BY A. J. DAWSON.

Save him ! Aid him ! O Madonna !

Two are slain i( he is slain ;

Shield his life, and guard his honour,

Let me not entreat in vain.

Suddenly the brindled savage

Tears and tosses up the sand ;

Horns that rend and hoofs that ravage,

How shall man your shock withstand ?

T is true that the picturesque

but bloodthirsty bushranger no

longer plys his pleasing craft

in sunny New South Wales,

and it is true also that the days

of rapid fortune-making in

gold-mining and land-booming would appear

to have departed from its midstâbut the

man who affirms that there is no longer any

romance in Australian life is, as debaters say,

labouring under a palpable misapprehension.

On the contrary, there still remains a good

deal of romance in that great island of the

South; but Colonials are a matter-of-fact

people, and have a knack of taking their

most picturesque and striking events in

a calm and just-as-I-expected manner which

makes incidents which would appear exciting

to others seem tame to them. It takes

more than a little to surprise Young

Australia.

The Riverstons of \Varrimoo and Kursley

Downs were a family that had passed through

a good many ups and downs singe old Tom

Sweet Madonna, Maiden Mother,

Thou hast saved him, and no other ;

Now the tears I cannot smother,

Tears of joy my vision blind ;

Where thou sittest I am gazing,

These glad, misty eyes upraising,

I have pray'd, and I am praising,

Bless thee ! bless thee ! Virgin, kind.

A LEGEND OF MADRID.

Riverston arrived in the colony in its very

early days, and took his young wife to the

Turon diggings. Old Tom was young then

âthe younger son of a good old farming

family in Hampshireâand before he finally

acquired Warrimoo and Kursley Downs, he

had made and lost at least two considerable

fortunes. The two stations mentioned were

splendid properties in the best part of the

Murrumbidgee Valley, and when the old man

died, his son, Harvey Riverston, who at the

time had been for several years a Benedict,

was looked upon as one of the warmest land-

owners south of Sydney. Harvey Riverston's

two elder brothers had both died in the

colony during their father's life-timeâone in

a scuffle at the Hill End diggings, and the

other in a raid by the blacks in Southern

Queensland. So all the old man's wealth was

left to this one son, and if he wanted it

to be increased, he could not well have left

it in better hands. Harvey Riverston was

not a broad-minded man, but he had three

dearly cherished objects in lifeâthe founding
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of a powerful Colonial family, the accumula-

tion of sheep and land, and the welfare of

his two children, Dolly his only daughter,

and Roderick his only son.

When Dolly was nineteen and Roderick

was fourteen years old, their father decided

to have a resident tutor for the boy at

Warrimooâhis home station. Accordingly,

he advertised in the Sydney papers to the

effect that he was prepared to pay a good

salary to a really cultivated young man, of

University education, who would content

himself to live at Warrimoo and take young

Roderick in hand.

Now, just at this time, there happened to

be in Sydney a young Englishman of good

family, named Leslie Mansford. Mansford

was an Oxford M.A. and a briefless barrister,

whose health and finances had been equally

poor in England, and who, eight months

previous to this time, had taken his passage

to Australia with a view of trying life in

Sydney. He had been somewhat unfortunate

since his arrival in that city, and on the

morning when, sitting in his lodgings at

Bondi, he read Harvey Riverston's adver-

tisement, his exchequer had reached a

painfully low ebb.

"By Gad !" he murmured, confidentially,

to his coffee-pot; " why shouldn't I turn

tutor?" And as he thought it over, the

question seemed a very reasonable one.

True, it was not a brilliant prospect for a

man who had been called to the Bar in

England, but it meant a comfortable living

with not very much work, and a climate that

would probably put new life into him. He

sat down at once and wrote a really artistic

little application for the post, explaining his

position and want of experience as a peda-

gogue, but enlarging on his youth, energy,

and college career. Harvey Ri version had

quite sense enough to enable him to see the

clean-bred manliness of the tone of this

letter, and went up to the metropolis to

interview the writer. He was pleased with

Mansford's gentlemanly appearance and

general good form, and within a few hours of

their first meeting, engaged him for a year at a

salary which surprised the young Englishman

âit was very much more than many of his

London friends could make at the Bar.

A couple of days afterwards, all the

barrister's arrangements were completed, and

he and his employer started off together for

the Murrumbidgee. The journey to River-

ston's station was Mansford's first experience

of the country side of Australian life, and

he was at once charmed and surprised by the

wonderful beauty of the rich rolling plains,

and the hilly stretches of heavily timbered

bush in southern New South Wales. It was

close on sunset when he and Riverston drove

up to the front of the twelve - foot - wide

veranda which ran all round the homestead

at Warrimoo, and very beautiful the place

looked in the warm, mellow glow of evening

which, in Australia, does duty for the twilight
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included a few bright songs from Dolly, a

cigar with Mr. Riverston, and a little desul-

tory chat with the lady of the houseâhis

reflection, then, was that his life for the

ensuing twelve months at all events would

be a fairly happy one. As the period of

'his stay at Warrimoo wore on, and he was

initiated into the mysteries of kangaroo

drives, emu hunts, bush race-meetings, and

all the other relaxations and pleasures of a

large and prosperous station, he found his

first impressions amply confirmed, and began

to enjoy life as he had not enjoyed it since

the earlier part of his Oxford days.

Situated barely seven miles from Warrimoo

was the homestead of an adjoining station,

known as Yarrawarra, and owned by the

Honourable George Matthews. Mr. George

Matthew.5 was a member of the Legislative

Council in New South Wales, and a very

prosperous squatter. He also owned a small

gold-mine, near Goulburn, was a Justice of

the Peace, and in every way a shining light

on the Murrumbidgee. He had a son named

Edward, aged twenty-three, and the dearest

wish of his heart was that this young man

should marry Harvey Riverston's Dolly, and

thus unite two of the finest estates in the

colony. Mr. Riverston, though perhaps

hardly as enthusiastic in the matter as

his neighbour, was still by no means

averse to the match, and in fact he and the

Honourable George

Matthews had talked

it over and con-

sidered it a settled

event for years past.

The only sign of a

flaw that had so far

appeared in this pro-

ject was, what Mr.

Matthews con-

sidered the minor

detail, that his son

showed no inclina-

tion towards Dolly

Riverston, whilst

that young lady

treated him as

though he were a

rather stupid, but

good-natured,

schoolboy.

Edward Mat-

thews's disposition

had a good deal of

the schoolboy in it.

He was good-

natured, dull of

thought, fond of sport, and preternaturally

weak-minded. His father called him Peace-

at-any-price-Ned, and the young man's own

pet saying was, " Anything for a quiet

life." His father had told him, when he

came of age, that he was expected to

marry Dolly Riverston ; and he had said
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of England family, arrived at Warrimoo as

tutor to Roderick.

Mansford's young pupil, Roderick River-

ston, was a delicate boy and not over-

burdened with brains, though warm-hearted,

and naturally straightforward and honourable.

The barrister was specially instructed not to

over-work the lad, and was expected to spend

a good deal of time in riding and driving

with him, cultivating his taste for tennis and

shooting, and otherwise assisting him to lead

a healthful life. Mansford recognised that

this was exactly the kind of thing most

required for the benefit of his own con-

stitution, and consequently, duty and inclina-

tion with him pointed the same wayâa com-

bination of circumstances which would go a

long way towards making a happy man of

the veriest misanthrope alive.

Now, prior to the arrival of a tutor at

Warrimoo, Dolly Riverston had always been

in the habit of sharing with her young

brother all such sports and recreations as a

healthy Australian girl can take part inâand

they are many. Neither she nor her father

saw any reason why Mansford's presence

should prevent her from continuing to ride,

drive, and play tennis with Roderick, and if

her easy-going mother had conceived any

objection to the continuance of such cus-

toms, she would certainly not have found

herself equal to the strain of making her

disapproval felt. To be sure, the conven-

tionalities of Australian life are neither so

numerous nor so rigidly observed as are the

mandates of Mrs. Grundy in England, and

before the barrister had been many weeks

established at Warrimoo, he found that he

might look forward to having Dolly as a

regular companion in his afternoon rides with

her brother, and a pleasant opponent in the

go-as-you-

please style

of tennis

which was

played at

the home-

stead. Per-

haps had he

served a few

more years

of appren-

tices h i p

than he had

done in the

Oxford and

London

world of

little dances

and pretty women, he would have foreseen

at an earlier date the almost inevitable con-

sequences of this charming but dangerous

state of affairs. The boy invariably lagged

behind in their bush rides, he was never

without a book or a dog when they lounged

about the shady lawn of the homestead after

tennis; and had he been a match-making

mamma with many seasons' experience, and
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At the moment when the question came,

Mansford was allowing his eyes to rest

admiringly on the girl's graceful figure, as

she rode by his side, and was idly thinking

how much he would miss her bright, happy

society if she or he were to leave Warrimoo.

" Why, of course, Miss Riverston. You

know I would do a great deal more than

that to earn your thanks." He reined in his

horse as he spoke, and his eyes were fixed

with an almost tender look on those of the

girl, as he half unconsciously lowered his

voice and bent towards her.

He had not intended to make a tender

remark. He was too sensible not to recog-

nise the inappropriateness of it, and, indeed,

the words he had said were little more than

courtesy demanded ; but his thoughts at the

moment of speaking had, without his know-

ledge or desire, tinged the words he used

with their sentiment, and as he jumped from

his horse, he saw a wave of rich, deep colour

spread itself over Dolly's bright face. In an

instant she had lowered her eyes, abashed,

and he had turned on his heel and walked

towards the fallen log. He killed the snake

with very little difficulty, and the rest of the

afternoon's ride was so quiet, that Roderick

was induced solemnly to express it as his

opinion that they were all as " miserable as

bandicoots." As a matter of fact, neither

Dolly nor Mansford felt in any way miserable,

but the latter was more than a little disturbed

and exercised in his mind, and Dolly felt

strangely nervous and uneasy.

When Mansford retired that night to the

comfortable den which opened out of his

bedroom, and which he used â well, as a

sensible man does use a den, he thought

seriously, over a number of protracted smokes,

of the little event which had marked that

afternoon's ride as an epoch in the life at

Warrimoo. The first and most positive con-

clusion he arrived at was that he had weakly-

allowed himself to fall in love with the rich

squatter's daughter. Subsequently there came

to him a medley of reflectionsâthat he had

been a fool; that he would leave the station ;

that he regretted having come there ; that he

would forget Dolly ; that he would marry her ;

that he had proved himself unworthy a posi-

tion of confidence, and that he was as good

as "any confounded Colonial squatterârich

or poor."

Perhaps the last thought left as strong an

impression as any, but, in spite of this, the

tutor for some time contemplated explaining

the situation to the squatter, saying good-bye

to the family, and returning to Sydney forth-

with. Then there rose in his mind a vision

of lonely nights, and monotonous days of

ill-luck in the metropolis of the colony, and

side by side with this dull picture he saw in

his dreamy fancy a long period of happy

courtship in the beautiful surroundings of

Warrimoo, with wedding favours, and

marriage with the girl he had learnt to

love, looming mistily visible in the dim
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That morning Harvey Riverston left the

station for his fortnightly trip of a couple of

days' duration to Kursley Downs, and the

tutor was left, as a lover would understand

the word, alone with Dolly. Roderick, of

course, could always be disposed of, and

Mrs. Riverston would be " resting " as usual.

During the earlier part of the day, the two

did not see each other, but in the afternoon

they met on the tennis-lawn with the tutor's

pupil. The sun proved too strong for tennis,

however, and when Roderick wandered off

towards the orchard at the rear of the home-

stead, Mansford was left alone with Dolly on

the shaded and shrub-sheltered side of the

lawn. The barrister led up to the subject

nearest his heart in an awkward manner, for

there were various aspects of the affair which

embarrassed him more than a little. Dolly

was nervous and uneasy, though she angrily

confessed to herself that, as yet, she had no

reason for being in this state. As Mansford

approached nearer to a declaration, his love

overcame his embarrassment, and he spoke

both rapidly and with emphasis.

" Dolly ! "âthe girl felt vaguely that this

use of her Christian name was somewhat

abruptâ" Dollyâyou are the daughter of a

very wealthy man, whilst I am simply a brief-

less barrister,

and came here

as tutor to your

brother because

I could not

make a living in

Sydney. You are, I suppose, an heiress,

whilst Iâwell, I am nothing but a younger

son, with no expectations. But, oh, Dolly!

I love you more than a man can tell !

You have made me love you, in these

happy months since I came to \Varrimoo !

Perhaps you think thatâerâerâin my

position here I have no right to talk to

you in this wayâand perhaps I haven't ;

but I can't help it, Dolly, for I love you !

And I must tell you of that, and ask you,

dear, if you could love, a little bit, a man

who can only work with all his heart and

soul to make you happy ! Dolly, darling !

Can you ? "

He had been speaking very quickly and

passionately, and had hardly seemed to

notice the soft colour that had spread

over Dolly's face, even to her white neck,

or th? fact that her head had drooped,

whilst he spoke, till he could have touched

the glistening gold hair by bending his

own head. He took her little hand from

where it lay half hidden in the soft grass,

and begged her to look at him. When she

did look up, the softly murmured affirmative

" HE TOOK HKR LITTLK HANI) AND BEGGED

HER TO LOOK AT HIM.'*

which fell from her lips was all unnecessary,

and fully explained by the bright look of

happy love that shone out from her soft blue

eyes.

They agreed to say nothing to Mrs.
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Riverston, but when the head of the house

returned on the following day, Mansford

walked into his study after lunch, and asked

for a few minutes' conversation. " What,

you don't mean to say you want to leave

Warrimoo, do you ? " said the squatter, who

had of late grown very friendly with the

young barrister, and fond of his manly ways

and bright conversation. " No,'' said the

younger man, pointedly; " I do certainly

not want to leave Warrimoo, butââ" And

then he plunged into his subject, and, using his

very best powers of eloquence and persuasion,

pleaded his cause as he would have pleaded

at the Bar, if he had had the opportunity, ex-

ceedingly well. He told Riverston how he

had grown to love Dolly, fully explained his

own position in the world, and wound up

with a passionate appeal to be allowed to pay

his addresses to her ; mentioning as a mere

aside that he had ascertained that she loved

him.

Despite the cleverness of the plea, Harvey

Riverston was furious. He was a slow man

in everything, difficult to rouse, and cautious

ever; but here, at one blow, this young

Englishman threatened to scatter to the

winds one of the most cherished projects of

his lifeâfor he looked to his daughter's

making a good match, whoever she married

âand to link the life of his child with that

of a penniless man !

" Why, confound it, sir ! " he blurted out;

" you ask leave to pay court to my daughter,

and you have just had the impudence to tell

me that you have spoken to her of your love,

and induced her to say that she loved you !

You came to my house as a stranger, and I

treated you as a guest; and now you turn

round and fill my girl's head withâwith non-

sense, sir ! Of course, she does not know

her own mind! What's that you say?

Reached the age of fiddle-sticks, sir ! There,

don't say any more; I beg you'll leave the

room, sir !"

So the barrister walked out of Riverston's

study, as he would have put it, rather " badly

left." How:ever, he had, of course, expected

a scene, and guessed that the squatter would

cool down somewhat in the course of the

day. He found an opportunity of speaking

for a few minutes to Dolly, to let her know

the result of his interview; but as when

dinner-time arrived he had heard no word from

his employer, he decided to dine in his own

room, and having done so, spent the evening

alone. The next day Mr. Riverston did not

appear at the breakfast-table, and Maisford

knew by the rigid silence maintained that
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Mrs. Riverston had been told of the position

of affairs. Late in the afternoon came a

message to the effect that the squatter wished

to see his son's tutor. Mansford went at

once to Riverston's study, and was received

without any preamble in this way :â

"Good evening, Mr. Mansford ! Take a

chair, will you ? You must excuse my rude-
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end of a fortnight spent in this way, a new

tutor arrived, Leslie Mansford left Warrimoo

with his heart full to the brim of pleasurable

anticipations. He assured Dolly of the

certainty of his soon being able to claim her

hand, and so the pain of parting was robbed

of most of its bitterness by bright hopes of

future happiness.

Within a few days Harvey Ri version

joined the young barrister in Sydney, and

the weight of his influence, as an old colonist

and a wealthy landholder, apart from the

many personal friendships of which he was

able to take advantage, had the effect of

giving his ex-tutor a very excellent start in

his profession. He was called upon to

appear in conjunction with one or two pro-

minent legal men, and in a wonderfully short

space of time his hands were as full of work

as he could possibly wish them to be. The

colony was in the very height of its prosperity,

and Leslie Mansford was in a good position

to take advantage of the fact. His banking

account grew in a manner that astonished

and delighted him, and he worked with even

more energy to hasten the arrival of the time

he spoke so longingly of to Dolly.

The life he led in Sydneyâworking night

and day to keep level with the constantly

increasing number of cases placed in his

handsâbegan, at last, to tell somewhat upon

his health. The riding and tennis of Warrimoo

had given a fillip to his delicate constitution

which supported him well under the strain

he now put upon it, but, at the same time,

he had to acknowledge to himself that his

work was growing too much for him, and so

decided to give himself the pleasure of a

short run down to the home of his fiancee.

His prospects more than justified this little

break, and Harvey Riverston was delighted

to see him, whilst Dolly, mingled with her

pleasure at meeting her lover again, felt

serious anxiety about his worn and over-

worked appearance.

Good, flabby Mrs. Riverston made one of

the truest speeches of her life when she said

that the barrister required " rest,'' and the

whole family combined to make his visit

a pleasant one. Needless to say, it was

more than pleasant to him, and as he

wandered with Dolly in the great, rolling

paddocks that stretched their beautiful

breadth round Warrimoo, or lounged the

long afternoons away with her in the shade

of the veranda, he felt that Fortune had

been kind to him, and had set the lines

of his life in very pleasant places. During

this period his love for Dolly grew and

strengthened, till it became more than ever

the one and absorbing element of his life;

and in yielding up her pure, young heart as

unreservedly as she did, the squatter's

daughter could see and feel that for it she

gained the whole passionate love of Mans-

ford's nature. This visit soon came to an

end, and after a farewell that kept every

nerve of the barrister's heart strung to its
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HE WAS STILL SITTING IN THE SAME POSITION.

As a specimen of pure and manly bravery,

the letter he wrote was worthy a place in the

annals of a nation's history. It was a long

and detailed communication, but it con-

tained not one single morbid word. It was

absolutely final, in that it left no room for an

answer, yet the only expression of sorrow it

contained was for the girl who was to read it.

It was almost cheery in parts, and gave the

impression that the writer thought he was

acting in his own best interests. It wound

up as follows : " I have thought, my dearest

Dolly, and am now convinced, that a final

meeting would be a very painful thing to me,

and might add to your natural regret. There-

fore, dear, I make this letter my farewell,

and want to assure you that my heartfelt wish

is that you will meet with someone who will

love and cherish you as I hoped to do, and

with whom you may spend a long and happy

life. Forgive me, dear, that I intruded on

your life with my blind, unreasoning love and

disregard of consequences. Forgive me this,

and in new and happy love, forget gentlyâ

LKSLIE MANSFORD."

Less than a week afterwards, Mansford

had arranged all his affairs in the colony,

and was on his way to South Africa with a

purely unselfish desire in his heart, to avoid

dying in New South Wales, and thus possibly

prolonging Dolly's sorrow at losing her lover.

On receipt of the barrister's letter of fare-

well, despite the fact that it was worded in

such a way as to make Mansford's conduct

appear self-interested, Dolly, after hours of

prostration, wrote a long

and loving letter, begging

him to come to War-

rimoo. " Here, darling,"

she said, " we can nurse

and watch over you ; and

though you say you think

my presence would aggra-

â¢ vate your pain and in-

crease your illness, I

cannot but believe that

we could do more to cure

you than anyone else."

This letter was not

answered, for the simple

reason that the barrister

never received it. He

had not posted his fare-

well till two days before

leaving Sydney, hoping

that, from her inability

to write or hear from him,

Dolly would the sooner

forget him. Then Harvey

Riverston, who himself was touched to

the heart by the pathetic nature of this

news from the barrister, went to Sydney with

his daughter, and interviewed Mansford's

doctor. What he told them served to make

their loss the more keenly felt, because it raised

poor Leslie Mansford to the position of a hero

in their eyes. It told them that when he
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The girl threw both arms round his neck,

as she said, with a sob, " So soon, father ! "

Riverston was surprised and delighted to

meet with a trifling objection as to time,

where he had expected far more serious

resistance. " My dear," lie said, " I have

felt our loss as keenly as any father could,

and Heaven knows I feel the sorrow it has

put into your young heart ! Hut I remember

that at this time we practically know that

Leslieâwe practically know that he is at

rest. You are simply wasting away, my child,

for want of some interest in your life, and

Edward Matthews loves you, and would, I

am sure, make you a good husband."

Riverston was painfully astonished at the

indifference with which Dolly said she would

do anything to please her father, and if he

wished it would marry young Matthews.

However, he believed that his project was a

good one, and that the new element that

marriage would bring into her life would

serve to rouse her from this apathetic sad-

ness. The fact was that Dolly did not give

herself a thought in the matter at all. Hers

had proved itself a nature not strong enough

to bear, and readily recover from, so great a

sorrow as that which she had experienced ;

and what happened to herself, now that the

light had gone out of her life, seemed to her

a matter of supreme indifference. She could

see the pain that her condition gave to her

father, and was prepared to make sacrifice of

her own feelings and inclinations, if by so

doing she could in any way lessen that pain.

Young Matthews really liked and admired

her, and although this feeling of his was

certainly not love, his will was as putty in his

father's hands, and he promptly complied

with that gentleman's instructions in the

matter of pressing his suit for Dolly River-

ston's hand. Both parents did all in their

power to hasten on the match, and shortly

after young Matthews had proposed and

been accepted, the marriage was arranged to

take place on a certain day within the month.

At last the wedding-day arrived. Acting

in accordance with his own feelings in the

matter, and from a desire not to jar more

than was necessary upon Dolly's saddened

nature, Matthews had carefully abstained

from any demonstrative display of affection

during his brief engagement, and when their

wedding-day dawned upon them, these two

were no closer to each other in their hearts

than before the squatter's son had made his

proposal.

Tl>e ceremony was to take place at

Warrimoo shortly before noon, and at ten

o'clock Dolly was sobbing in her room, and

could not be comforted. "Oh, father," she

said, to Harvey Riverston, "â¢! feel that per-

haps he is alive and I am false to him in this

marriage ! I feel as though 1 were his wife

âor widow, and I " Poor Dolly ! It

was hard for her to bear up as the time drew

near. However, the simple, true - hearted

girl thought of her father's pain, and at last,
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tremblingly to the edge of the veranda and

leaned against a post.

Then the horse's ears appeared over the

crest of the low ridge, and everyone could

sec that the animal was being madly galloped

over the short grass. Its rider sat crouched

in the saddle like a jockey, and a soft felt

hat was jammed over his forehead. Who

could he be ? Nearer the flying horse came

and nearer, till the party on the veranda

could almost hear its short, quick gasps for

breath, and see its red, staring eyes. Then

the horseman entered the long stretch of

young timber and shrubs which skirted the

lawn on its eastern side. Crash! They

could hear the horse's iron heels " clip " the

top of the hidden boundary fence, and, later,

the snapping of little branches and the tear-

ing of leaves, as the beast thundered through

the shrubbery.

Acting silently, and with one accord, the

party stepped forward on to the lawn as

horse and rider came flying out into the

open ground before the house. Someone

gave a screamâthe horse was thrown with

cruel suddenness on to its haunchesâand

Leslie Mansford rolled out of the saddle and

on to the grass, by the side of an animal that

was dying.

His return to Warrimoo under any circum-

stances was a striking and dramatic incident,

but on that day of all others, and in that

manner â well, even the easy-going Australians

who extended ready hands to help him to his

feet were startled out of all show of com-

posure. Mansford literally could not speak

for some little time, and Dolly was in a dead

faint on the veranda, but when she regained

"SHE SANK BREATHLESS ON TO A SEAT.

consciousness she was in his arms, and every-

one who saw the whole woman's inner nature

shining out of her blue eyes when they were

opened, knew that one tender heart had

that day been saved from breaking.

An hour afterwards, when everyone had

been given an opportunity to regain their

composure, and Leslie Mansford had spent

some little time in Harvey Riverston's bed-

room, the party assembled in the big drawing-

room, and the man whom to his hearers

seemed to have returned from the grave

made a little speech. It is not fitting that all

he said, or all Dolly said, should be re-

produced here, becauseâthe barrister had

ridden twenty-four miles at the gallop that

morning, and had just returned from the

Valley of the Shadow of Death to a happiness

that was hardly gained, and that overwhelmed

his great, loving heart. And for Dolly!

Well, Dolly was a pure-hearted girl, and the

man she loved with all her soul had just been

restored to her from deathâso it seemedâ

when she was on the verge of marrying

another man to please her father.

He told them how the Sydney doctor had

been blinded by his knowledge of the

hereditary consumption in the Mansford

family. How heâMansfordâhad landed
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for months he had lain and tossed in inter-

mittent delirium, and babbled of his lost

love. How he had been startled in his

earliest convalescence to learn that he had

never suffered from consumption, but only

acute inflammation of the lungs, aggravated

by nervous collapse, and by certain organic

weaknesses. How he had very slowly and

gradually become convinced that he suffered

from no incurable and hereditary disease, and

how, from that moment, he had rallied

until he was strong enough to be able

to bear being carried aboard a ship bound for

Australia. He told them, as they all sat

round him drinking in the strange story with

sympathetic looks and murmurs of interest,

of how he feared at first to write to Dolly,

lest his apparent recovery should prove a

delusion, and how afterwards he had deter-

mined to announce that recovery in person,

when no mistakes could be made. He ex-

plained how in Narrandera, that very morn-

hear me ! You know who I am, and all

that has happened to me. I have spoken

no word of love to Dolly here since

I returned, and I have said nothing to

my friend, Mr. Edward Matthews! Now,

before you all, I want to ask Dolly a

question !"

He cleared his throat, and a tremor of

sympathy ran round the room. " Dolly !

Dolly ! Shall I go a.way from \Varrimoo, or

shall I stay ? " Just for one breathless half

moment the ticking of the clock could be

heard as they stared at him in silence, and

then, without looking at each other, three

persons stepped up to him with hands out-

stretched, and three different voices blended

in pronouncing the word " Stay "âHarvey

Riverston, Dolly Riverston, and Edward

Matthews !

Well, they were married a few weeks after-

wards, and Mrs. Dolly Mansford is rather

' STAY!

ing, he had heard for the first time of the

marriage that was to be celebrated at \Varri-

mooâ" And Dolly, and my good friends," he

said, looking round the room with his

kindly, expectant brown eyes, "can't you

guess how cold my heart turned, and

why I galloped that poor horse to death?

Ah ! But good people, I want you all to

touchy now about allowing her husband to

leave her for more than a few hours at a time.

But it was the personal knowledge of these

few incidents in the life of one quiet family

that led me to remark, in the opening lines of

this little story, that romance did not quite

die out of the land of the Southern Cross

with the hanging of the last bushranger.

From Behind the Speakers Chair.
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(VIEWED BY HENRY w. LUCY.)

TWO TRIALS;

AT WEST-

MINSTER.

. IT is a striking coincidence in

' two careers passed on severed

continents that, after a lapse of a

hundred years, they should find

a common stage in a Parliamentary inquiry

at Westminster. The South African Com-

mittee, which actually, if not ostensibly, sat

to try Cecil Rhodes, were located in a room

off Westminster Hall. Warren Hastings,

impeached before the House of Lords of

high crimes and misdemeanours, alleged to

have been committed during his Governor-

Generalship in India, had much more space

allotted to the splendid

scene of which he was

the chief figure.

The stage on which

Warren Hastings

loomed large was,

Macaulay writes, " the

great hall of William .

Rufus, the hall which

had resounded with

acclamations at the in-

auguration of thirty

kings, the hall which

had witnessed the just

sentence of Bacon and

the just absolution of

Somers, the hall where

the eloquence of Straf-

ford had for a moment

awed and melted a

victorious party in-

flamed with just resent-

ment, the hall where

Charles had confronted

the High Court of

Justice with the placid courage which has

half redeemed his fame."

The proceedings in connection with the

investigation of the charges against the man

who, in some respects, with limited oppor-

tunities, is the Warren Hastings of Africa,

were strictly business-like. Here were no

" peers robed in gold, scarlet, and ermine,

marshalled by the herald under Garter King

at Arms." No tall lines of Grenadiers

guarded the way to Westminster Hall. No

need to keep the streets clear by troops of

jangling cavalry. The ultimate extreme in

i.N WESTMINSTER HAI.L.

the other direction was reached. Too

often the hearing of causes cllebres in

London police-courts and in the High Courts

of Justice are closely akin to first nights at

the Lyceum. Celebrities of both sexes flock

to the scene, eager for the new excitement.

It was thus when Dr. Jameson made his first

appearance at Bow Street Police Court.

Possibly profiting by experience then gained,

the South African Committee resolved to

exclude the general public. There being no

appeal from this decision, there was no
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MR. RHODES AND THE MAI*.

Mr. Rhodes, placing a finger on Cape Town

and moving it wilh rapid sweep to the extreme

north of the

continent, said,

" I want to paint

the map red

from here to

there.''

In the great map

on the wall of the

Committee-room

the work thus far

accom plished

prominently

shows. Mr.

Rhodes, as he sat

waiting the arrival

of his judges on

the opening day

of the inquiry,

frequently rested

his eyes with

proud content on

the map. He

may, as he ad-

mitted in reply to

on; of SirWilliam

Harcourt's ques-

tions, have been

" morally cul-

pable." But there

was Rhodesia.

ENTER THE COMMITTEE.

PRINCE \1S cunofus'

AND PEERS Â°bserV1Â»g fur:

1N MUFTI. therPÂ°lntS Of

resemblance

between the two great

State trials, to note how

circumstances vary after

the lapse of a century.

There were peers at both.

But whilst, when Warren

Hastings was tried, their

lordships arrived robed in

gold and ermine, mar-

shalled by the heralds

under Garter King at

Arms, when Mr. Cecil

Rhodes was examined,

noble lords dropped in

in ordinary morning dress, thankful

to find room to sit with humbler

folk. " Last of all," writes Macaulay,

in his famous description already

quoted, " came the Prince of Wales,

conspicuous by his fine person and noble

bearing."

The Prince of Wales was present on the

opening days of the proceedings before the

South African Committee. But he drove

down in his private brougham, walked in

unannou ri ced,

unattended, and,

like the rest of

the community,

was kept waiting

FROM BEHIND THE SPEAKER'S CHAIR.
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WARREN

HASTINGS AND

CHARLES

STEWART

PARNELL.

selves at the table, brushed past the

Heir-Apparent without the courtly acknow-

ledgment of his presence, perhaps never

before omitted. It was a small matter, but

strikingly indicative of the marble-like

austerity of the proceedings, devoid from

first to last of the pomp and circumstance

attendant upon the scene Macaulay delighted

to paint

There is another parallel of

modern times to be found in

Warren Hastings's Parliamen-

tary experience and that of a

famous man belonging to the

end of this century. Just a

quarter of a century after Hastings stood at

the bar in Westminster Hall upon charges

which, if proved, might have cost him his

life, certainly his liberty, he again appeared

on the Parliamentary scene.

In the year 1813 the Charter

of the East India Company

came up for renewal. It was

decided to examine witnesses

at the bar of the House of

Commons, and Warren Hast-

ings, who since his acquittal

had lived in retirement, was

summoned to attend.

The object of the bitter

resentment of yester-year pre-

senting himself in obedience

to the summons, the Commons

received him with acclamation.

When, after giving his evidence

he retired, members rose en

masse, bared their heads, and

remained standing till his figure

disappeared through the door-

way.

Seventy - six years

PARNELL'S later, as far as I know with no

APOGEE, parallel instance in the mean-

while, a similar honour was done

to another man. None present in the House

of Commons on a night in the early spring

of 1889 will forget one of the most

dramatic scenes ever witnessed on this stage

of illimitable possibilities. The House had

been engaged for five nights in debate on an

amendment to the Address challenging the

Irish policy of the Government. Mr.

Parnell, engaged in attendance on the

Commission associated with his name, had

been long absent from his place below

the gangway. It was rumoured that he

was coming to-day. The town still

throbbed with excitement of the news

from Madrid. On the previous Monday

Vol. xiii.-73.
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Pigott, the mainstay of the charges against

Mr. Parnell, breaking down under the
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its abyssmal depths. The large majority of

his former following who had broken away

from him after the scuffle in Committee-room

No. 15, retained their old places on the

benches below the

gangway. Parnelland

the faithful few who

stood by him might

conveniently have

found a place, as

the Redmondites

have since done, on

the bench behind.

To retire would be

to admit the power

of " gutter sparrows "

to depose the eagle.

There was a certain

place on the second

bench below the

gangway where he

had sat whilst he

enjoyed Sultanic

honours amongst

the Irish members. There was nothing

changed in him. Only they were faithless.

So, night after night, he took his old seat

in the centre of the camp of the enemyâthe

bitterest of. all enemies, the estranged friend.

With Mr. Tim Healy on one side and Mr..

Sexton on the other, he sat by the hour in

haughty silence, ignoring their existence as

utterly as if they had been stocks and stones.

This particular parallel with the

A SOLITARY Parliamentary history of Warren

FIGURE. Hastings is carried out in a

minute and interesting particular.

It was not everyone who in the House of

Commons of more than sixty years ago rose

to their feet to do honour

to the great pro-Consul.

One or two of the managers

of the impeachment were

present. Macaulay writes :

" They sat in the same

seats they had occupied

when they had been

thanked for the services

rendered in Westminster

Hall. These gentlemen

were not disposed to admit

that they had employed

several of the best years

of their lives in perse-

cuting an innocent man.

They accordingly kept

their seats, and pulled their

hats over their brows."

At the time when Parnell

AN UNCOMFORTABLE POSITION.

returned to his Parliamentary duties, whilst

echo of Pigott's pistol-shot still sounded

through the streets of London, Mr. Glad-

stone's colleagues, seceding from his leader-

ship on the question

of Home Rule, had

not taken the final

step of going over

FROM BEHIND THE SPEAKER'S CHAIR.

579

SIR HBNHY EDWARDS AND HIS STATUE.

" goodies," realized how kind a phenomenon

a father might be.

Unlike other members whose connection

with a constituency is peremptorily severed,

Henry Edwards to the last kept up his

friendly relations with Weymouth. As surely

as the name of Calais was

seared on the heart of Queen

Eli/abeth, so, if search were

made, Weymouth would be

found written on the heart

cf Henry Edwards. As regu-

larly as Christmas came

round the aged poor of the

disfranchised borough ban-

queted upon his bounty.

Weymouth was not ungrate-

ful, setting up his statue in her

most public place. Edmund

Yates, a very old friend, was

the originator of the fable

that the principal contributor

to the statue fund was Henry

Edwards himself.

" A good, kind man," Yates

used to say, " not letting his

left hand know what his

right hand did. He gave

the money secretly, and

blushed to find it a statue."

Yates had a circumstantial

SIR HENRY EDWARDS ON

story of strolling through Weymouth on

a moonlight night and coming upon

' Henry Edwards walking lound and about

the statue, observing its effect from

varying distances. Hut Edwards was

accustomed to being chaffed by his

friends, and as it was always done good-

humouredly, with display of real personal

liking, he suffered with a smile.

â¢'Â» He made a considerable fortune during

the Crimean War, the result of a lucky

consignment of linseed. Whence the

style of " Linseed Edwards " under which

he was known amid ancient House of

Commons' smoking-room coteries. It

would not have been difficult for him

to find a seat elsewhere after Weymouth

was absorbed in the county. But his

faithful heart could not woo another

constituency. He and Weymouth were

a sort of political Darby and Joan. When

the ruthless hand of the reformer severed

the union, he to the end of his days

remained a Parliamentary widower.

At the Reform Club and elsewhere

he retained many of the friendships and

acquaintances made in the House of

Commons. He aimed at winning the

distinction of le veritable Amphitryon, rAm-

phitryon ou ran dine. He was justly proud

of his cheerful little dinners in Berkeley

Square. In their composition W. S. Gilbert's

idea of a perfect dinner was realized, the

company on the chairs being selected with

skill and care equal to those
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HATS

AND

HEADS.

little to one side so that he might keep his

win'ard eye on the offing.

A kindly soul, withal shrewd-headed, he

lived a fortunate life and died a happy death.

For as the newspaper report hath it, " he died

in his sleep."

A paragraph has been going the

rounds to the effect that at a

meeting of the Kildare Archaeo-

logical Society a hat worn by

Daniel O'Connell

was exhibited. There

was no mistake

about the article,

for O'Connell,

mindful of the com-

pany he occasion-

ally frequented, had

written his name

inside. That seems

to have been a

supererogatory pre-

caution, for the hat

was so large it

would have been

useful to but few

of O'Connell's con-

temporaries. The

chairman putting it

on partially disap-

peared from view of

the alarmed audi-

ence, the rim of the

hat coming down to

his chin.

It is stated that " the width of the hat was

8^in. : its longer diameter loin."

I have garnered some particulars of the

sizes of the heads of eminent men, but have

come upon nothing so big as this. Mr.

Gladstone requires a hat of the size of 73/3,

exactly Lord Macaulay's measurement. Lord

Heaconsfield wore a hat of 7 inches, an

undesigned but characteristically courtly

imitation of the Prince of Wales, whose

hat is of the same size. Charles Dickens,

the late Lord Selborne, and Mr. John Bright

wore hats 7 Mi size. The late Earl Russell

wanted an eighth more. Charles Dickens's

hat would have been too small for Thackeray

by half an inch. Louis Philippe and, strange

conjunction, M. Julien wore hats of 73/4. An

illustrious man of recent times who took the

smallest hat on my list was Dean Stanley,

for whom 63/^ sufficed. For his friend

Dr. Thompson, Archbishop of York, a

hat of full eight inches diameter was

necessary.

A

SINGULAR

PULPIT

ATTRACTION.

TRYING ON OCONNELLS HAT.

THE

LATE MR.

looked round, but only

an old white hen was

there, gaping wearily.

As it gaped, wider

and wider, I per-

ceived that the head

was growing fast, as

it needs must, to

accommodate the

yawn. More, the

yawn was becoming

tenanted by a red

tongue and a double

row of teeth. I turned

to draw the brown

man's attention to

this extraordinary

phenomenon, when I

was startled by a

sudden loud bark.

I looked again at

the white hen, and

now distinctly saw it

was a terrier.

"This evolutionary-

breeding of yours

operates uncommonly

quickly sometimes," I

HE brown gentleman was

talking, when I heard an

uncommon clucking at my

elbow â a very uncommon

cluck-

ing. I

remarked to my guide. " Look at that old

white hen now ! "

" What hen ? " asked the brown person,

contemptuously ; " there are no hens here ! "

" But among the

TASSZNG THE DOCTOK.

other poultry

1 began, timidly, when

he interrupted me.

" Poultry 1 " he

demanded, with awful

asperity : " what busi-

ness has poultry at a

dog show ? There is

no poultry ! "

The brown man

terrified me so much,

and the Egyptian

coffee-pot that formed

his head-dress shook

so threateningly and

steamed so much at

the lid. that I resolved

to accept all he said

unquestioningly, and

by all means to avoid

ruffling his temper.

Indeed, now that I

looked about me I

found that he was

right. I might have

known it by the noise.

Why does a dog at a

show bark more in

five minutes than he
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does in five days in the

seclusion of his native

back-yard ? Perhaps it is

because he knows it is a

show, and takes it to be

his duty to attract all the

attention he possibly can ;

especially as they are

always the smallest dogs

that bark the most. Cer-

tainly I might have known

it by the noise. What

had I been thinking of all

this time ? There they

were, from the St. Bernard

and the Great Dane, with

their occasional rumbling

bay, to the tiny toy terrier,

with his unceasing yap.

Had I been merely dream-

ing about poultry ?

"Yes! "yelled the brown

gentleman in my ear, though, in-

deed, I had only been thinking,

and how he managed to know .

" They've just been passing the

doctor," he said, in a less startling

tone of voice. " Come and look

round," he went on. " Our system

of evolutionary breeding is just as

active with dogs as with other

animals, but once we evolute

animal nature as high as the dog,

the dog seems to show a certain

reluctance to get as human as

one might wish. The fact is,

dogs rather despise mere men and

women, and the fuss made over

them in such a place as this is

enough to account for it. The

people who are showing all these

dogs are not their mastersâthey

are simply their lackeys, valets,

cooks, hair-dressers, sham-

pooers, and bottle-washers.

The St. Bernards will be

going into the ring in a

moment. See that anxious

exhibitor there, with his dog

and his brush ? Is it a

wonder that that dog â

quite self-possessed himself

âdespises his fussy valet ?

That dog is bored, and the

bored naturally always feels

superior to the bore. Better

breed up the animals*

natural aptitude for the use

of combs and curling-tongs.

Then you will work up

from the canine into the

lady's - maid, the barber,

and other higher forms

of animal life. The dogs

will understand their posi-

tion, and they won't object

" ONE GOOD CURL DESERVES ANOTHER."
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every show, and if they don't soon breed an

extra pair of legs in the middle, he'll wear

himself in half against the ground. The

dachshund is a procession by himself

already, and I am anxiously watching for his

to take human shape. Just

now the mistake is in mak-

ing them fancy they're fully

evoluted already, and all the

world are their slaves. In

fact, so much do some dogs

despise the human form, that

they gratify their natural im-

pulse to evolute into some-

thing, by reverting to com-

paratively low zoological forms

âsuch as the sausage. Some

do it involuntarily, as you

may have heard, and by aid

of the usual sausage machinery.

But this is not legitimate evolu-

tion, and in reality the dogs

don't like it, though the pork

butcher's customers may. The

example of legitimate degener-

ation into the sausage is

afforded by the dachshund.

He is getting a longer sausage

CHOW-CHOW.

' FOREIGN COMPETITION."

first police prosecution for

obstructing the traffic by try-

ing to turn round. It's certain

to come sooner or later. If

the police dorit interfere, con-

tinual reinforcements of the

sausage blood will repeatedly

necessitate importations of the

centipede strain to keep the

sagging parts of the pageant

from dragging in the mud ;

and in the end, the judge will

have to run up and down

beside the dachshund in a

motor - car, to examine his

points and count his legs.

And the dachshund will have

DEVOLUTION."
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to be rolled up in a

coil before he can

be put into his

kennel, like a cable;

and anybody who

takes a dachshund

out visiting, will be

apt to find, on

finally hauling him

indoors, hand over

hand, that consider-

able lengths of the

valuable cortege have

been left behind,

by reason of doors

slamming half an

hour or so after he

had left ; with many-

other surprising ad-

vantages too numer-

ous to mention."

We stopped before

a discontented-look-

ing bulldog. " Yah,

you're talking about

evolution, ain't

you ?" asked the

bulldog, sulkily. " I

thought so; but I've done my little bit of

evoluting, I have. Who's going to evolute

with all this foreign competition goin' on ?

Why, the show's like a menagerie. What

with yer dachshunds and yer chow-chows

and yergeneralGermnny-

made Chinese cheap

labour, what's a old-

fashioned British work-

man like me to do, eh?

Why, it's enough to break

my jaw" (and he had

jaws) "to read the

blessed catalogue.

There's Borzois, and

Eskimos, and Schip-

perkes, and Danes, and

Dingoes, and Mexicans,

and R a m p u r s, and

Japanese spaniels, and

Sloughis, and Tibets,

and Dogues de Bor-

deauxâthey can't even

spell ' dog' the right

way nowâand I don't

know what else. And

they are a pretty lot. too.

That Mexican chap's as

bald as a bullet all over,

barring a patch like a

dilapidated stove-brush

SIXIH A DAWG

on top of his head.

And he hasn't the

pluck to be a dog

out and out â he

tries to be a bit of

a scalded antelope

as well. That's like

the chow - chow â¢â

cheeky little curâ
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Sunday-school teacher for little girls. Gr-r-r-r!

I'm sick of sich nonsense !"

The-bulldog looked at me with such fierce

reproach, and pulled his lips so far back

from his teeth, that I felt uneasy. " Yes," I

hastened to agree, " it's shocking ; IâI can't

think what the police are aboutânotânot to

âto write to the papers and expose it!"

" Oh, that's no good," the bulldog

answered. " Look at meâthey're trying to

spoil me now ! I never get a fight. Once I

was a sporting character, and saw a bit of life.

Now I belong to an old ladyâfact ! I'm

getting quite a fashionable swell I" He jerked

his head as he said it, with no appreciation of

his rise in life. " Why, there's my old woman

on the seat opposite," he said. "And what do

you think she's got in that there blessed bag ?

Why, a beastly ribbony jacket, and two silver-

mounted hair-brushes, and a three-bob tooth-

brush, and two pairs o' wool bootsâ(I won't

wear them, though, blowed if I will !)âand a

white frilled pillow for me to lie on, and a

blessed large bottle o' smelling salts in case I

faint ! Oh, it's just sickening ! " and the

bulldog curled himself up, and buried his

nose and his sorrows under his paws.

" NOW !

" He's a hard-shell Tory, out and out," the

brown gentleman observed. " The bulldog

has been the slowest of all our evolutionaries

from the beginning. I don't know how long

it is since he evoluted from the ordinary toad,

but you see how little he has got away from

the type yet. Of course, the teeth took a

long time to build up, and size was something,

but these things are not nearly enough to

Vol. xiii.-74.
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" BARNEY BARNATO."

excuse his backwardness. But, then, what

can you expect when the show prizes always

go to the dog that looks most like a toad ? "

The brown man strode before me and

stopped at another bulldog. " Literary

character," he observed. " His name's

Barney Barnato, and he often furnishes copy

â¢ DON T KNOW YOU.

for the Referee. There are some who say

he should be benched with the liver-spotted

Dalmatians, or the Livermores, or the liver-

marked spaniels ; but that's their funâin

allusion to the marked liver or the more liver

or the spotted liver, or whatever it is, which

afflicts the owner. Look hereâsee these St.

Bernards ? They won't evoluteânot a bit of

it. They're too well satisfied with themselves

as they are. See that chap who's just taken

first prizeâI knew him when he was a puppy.

Think he'll acknowledge it ? Not he. He's

a first-prize-winning St. Bernard, and he

knows it, and he wouldn't be seen talking

" WALKER ! "

to a reddy-brown person in a coffee-pot

hat from the Egyptian Court of the

Crystal Palace. Come onâhe's a snob.

The champion Dogue de Bordeaux isn't so

uppish, though he is a distinguished bruiser,

who has beaten the bear, the bull, the

wolf, and probably the elephant too, in a

surprisingly small

number of

rounds, for large

steaks. But keep

movingâthe

really distin-

guished character

in this show is a

bull - terrier; he

hasn't won a

prize, but he was

once mentioned

in the Spectator,

which is better.

This is the story.

He was in the

habit of going

every morning to

the newsagent's

and bringing

home a news-

paper fOr his "A BRUISER."
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master. Usually he bought a

Daily News, but if none were

left he would bring the

Chronicle, understanding his

master's political leanings.

When he had safely delivered

the paper he was rewarded

with a penny, with which he

proceeded to the baker's to

buy a bun. Now, on the New

Year's Day after the dog-tax

was raised to 75. 6d., the

master was surprised by his

dog bringing and presenting

to him a number of halfpennies

one after another. He kept

fetching one at a time till

there were sixty, and then he

stopped. The amount ex-

plained all. Having learned

the news of the forthcoming

increase in the dog-tax from

the Daily News as he carried

SEATED ALL DAY BY THE ORGAN.

it home one morn-

ing, the faithful crea-

ture resolved to bear

the additional expense

itself. It was ascer-

tained on inquiry at

the baker's that on

sixty successive morn-

ings ' Trip ' had in-

sisted on being served

with a stale bun at

half-price instead of

a new one, and had

carefully secreted the

change until the

license fee next fell

due. It's a beautiful

lesson in gratitude,

isn't it?"

There was an odd

choke in the brown

man's voice as he said

it, which might have

" TRULY THANKFUL.
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been a sob, though it was rather like a

chuckle. " Ah ! " I answered, " it is a beauti-

ful lesson. I wonder what the master's name

was ? " The bull-terrier,

hearing the question, shut

one eye and protruded

his tongue. " Walker ! "

he answered, and imme-

diately curled himself in a

corner.

" Yes/' the brown man

proceeded, " the gentle-

man's name was Walker,

a distinguished representa-

tive of the Hookey-

Walkers of the sea-coast

near Birmingham. It's sur-

prising what a number of

sagacious dogs that family

has bred, and they've all

had honourable mention

in the Spectator, too. I

am thinking of breeding

a few from them specially,

to take duty in the dog-

watches of the horse

marines. It's just the sort of duty they'd

shine in. See those?" my guide said, abruptly,

pointing with his finger at a peculiarly repul-

sive and formidable row

of bulldogs. "See

them? Well, by

Regulation 18, you

are forbidden to untie

them â remember

that!"

I hadn't the smallest

notion of infringing

Regulation 18âit was

the last regulation in

the world I should

dream of infringing in

the case of those dogs,

and I said so.

" Very well," said the

brown man, "thendon't,

that's all. Let's make

a bolt past the organ ;

it isn't being played,

but the dogs hereabout

can see it, and they're

almost as weary and ill

at ease as though it was

in full thunder â they expect it every

moment, and they'd be truly thankful if

somebody blew it up â not with the usual

THE IRISH WATEK-SI'ANIEL.

EXHAUSTED.

lever. Come, now, would you like another

dog anecdote ? The Irish water-spaniel's a

wonderfully faithful creatureâthe only dog

that weeps when his master

leaves him at the show-

bench. Nature has

crowned him with a top-

knot in honour of the

factâthough I have heard

of a top-knot never put on

FROM THE GERMAN

OF A. GODIN.

HERE was once a poor shoe-

maker renowned far and wide

as a drunkard. He had a

good wife and many daughters,

but only one son. As soon as

this son was old enough his

mother dressed him in his best clothes,

combed his hair until it shone, and then led

him far, far away, for she wished to take him

to the capital, and there apprentice him to a

master who would teach him a really good

trade.

When they had accomplished about half

their journey they met a man in black, who

asked whither they were going and the

object of their journey. On being told, he

offered to take the boy as his apprentice, but

as he had not given the customary Christian

greeting, and would not mention the name of

his trade, also because the mother thought

there was a wicked gleam in his eyes, she

declined to trust him with her son. As he

persisted in his offer they were rude, then he

troubled them no further.

Shortly after leaving the old man they

came to a wide stretch of land, solitary and

barren as a desert, over which they journeyed

until hunger, thirst, and fatigue compelled

them to rest. Exhausted, they sank on the

sandy ground and wept bitterly. Suddenly,

at a short distance from them arose a large

stone, on whose surface stood a dish of

smoking roast beef, a loaf of white bread, and

a jug of foaming ale.

Eagerly the weary travellers hastened

forward. Alas ! the moment they moved,

meat and drink vanished, leaving the stone

bare and barren ; but as soon as they stepped

back, the food again made its appearance.

After this had happened several times the

shoemaker's son guessed what was at the

bottom of it. Pointing his stick of

aspen woodâa wood, by the way, very

powerful against enchantmentâhe cautiously

approached the stone, and thrust his stick

into that place on the earth where the shadow

of the stone rested.

Immediately the stone with everything on

it disappeared, and in the place where the

shadow had lain stood the stranger in black

who had met them earlier in the day. He

bowed politely to the youth and requested

him to remove his stick.

" No, that I will not do ! This time the

stone has met its match ! You are a

magician, or at least a necromancer. You

locked us in this desert and amused yourself

with our misery. Now you shall be treated

as you deserve. You shall stand here for a

year and six weeks, until you are as dry as

the stick with which I have nailed you to the

earth."

'â¢ Loose me, I entreat you !"

" Yes, on certain conditions ! First, you

must once more become a stone, and on the

stone must appear everything we have already

seen."

The magician immediately vanished, and
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white bread, and foaming ale, of which the

travellers ate and drank to their hearts'

content. When they had finished the stone

became the man in black, who entreated

piteously to be unnailed.

" I will unnail you directly," said the

youth, " but only on one condition. You

must take me as apprentice for three years as

you yourself formerly proposed, and give me

a pledge that you will really teach me all

your art."

The magician bowed himself to the earth,

dug his fingers into the sand, and drew forth

a handful of ducats, which he threw into the

boy's cap.

" Thanks," replied the youth; "this money

will be very useful to my mother, but you

must give me a better pledge than that. I

must have a piece of

your ear."

" Will nothing else

serve ?"

" Nothing!"

" Well, then," said

the magician, " take

your knife."

" I have no knife

with me," replied the

youth ; " you must lend

me yours."

The magician obedi-

ently lent his knife,

and bent his right ear

towards the youth.

" No, no, I want the

left ear; you offer the

right far too willingly."

The magician then

offered his left ear;

and the youth cut off a

slant piece, laid it in

his wallet, and then

drew his stick out of the ground. The

magician groaned, rubbed his mutilated

ear, then, turning a somersault, changed

himself into a black cock, ordered the

youth to take his mother back, and return

at midnight and await his arrival at

the cross - road where they now stood,

when he would take him home and teach

him for three years. The cock then

flapped his wings, changed into a magpie,

and flew away.

When the youth had accompanied his

mother to the next village he kissed her

hands and feet, shook the gold into her

apron, and begged her to call for him in

three years at the place where he had made

his agreement with the magician. He then

hastened back and reached the cross-road

just at midnight.

Being very tired, he leaned against the

mile-stone to await the arrival of his master.

He waited long, then as no one came, he

drew the piece of the magician's ear from his

wallet and bit it hard. At this the mile-

stone staggered, cracked, and roared. The

youth sprang quickly aside, looked at the

THE MAGICIAN AND HIS PUPIL.

of pupils, but the cunning old man always

contrived that they went away without them.

Three days before the time appointed for the

shoemaker's wife to fetch her son, the youth

met her on the road and told her how to

recognise him.

" Remember, dearest mother," said he,

" when the magician calls his horses together,

a fly will buzz over my ear; when the doves

fly down, I shall not eat of the peas ; and

when the maidens stand around you, a brown

mole will make its appearance above my eye-

brow ! Be sure you remember this, or you

will destroy us

both."

When the shoe-

maker's wife de-

manded her son of

the magician, he

blew a brazen

trumpet towards all

four corners of the

world. Immediately

a crowd of coal-

black horses rushed

forward ; they were

not, however, real

horses, but en-

chanted scholars.

" Find your son

â then you can

take him with

you I" said the

magician.

The mother went

from horse to

horse, trying hard

to recognise her

son ; she trembled

at the mere thought

that she might

make a mistake,

and thus destroy

both herself and

her beloved child.

At length she noted

a fly buzzing over

the ear of one of the horses, and cried,

joyfully : " That is my son ! "

" Right," said the magician ; " now guess

again." So saying he blue a silver trumpet

towards the corners of the earth, and threw

on the ground half a bushel of peas. Then

like some vast cloud down flew a flock of

doves, and began eagerly picking up the

peas. The shoemaker's wife looked at dove

after dove, until she found one that only-

appeared to eat. " That is my son ! " said she.

" Right again ! Now comes the third and

last trial. Guess right, and your son goes

with you ; guess wrong, and he remains with

me for ever." The magician then blew his

trumpet, and immediately beautiful songs

resounded through the air. At the same

time lovely maidens approached and sur-

rounded the shoemaker's wife. They were

all crowned with cornflowers, and wore white

robes with rose-coloured girdles.

The shoemaker's wife examined each care-
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he asked his son. "What help .arn. I to

expect from you ? " . .

"I have learned magic,.and will give you

help enough. I can at your wish change

myself into all possible shapes, to-day into a

falcon, to-morrow into a greyhound, a nightin-

gale, a sheep, or any other form. Lead me

as an animal to market, and there sell me,

but be sure always to bring back the rope

with which you led me thither, and never

desire me to become a horse : the money

thus acquired would be useless to you. and

you would make me, and through me your-

self, unhappy."

Thereupon the shoemaker demanded a

falcon for sale ; his son at once disappeared,

and a splendid falcon sat on the father's

shoulder. The shoemaker took the bird to

market, where he sold it to a hunter for a

good price, bat on returning home, he found

his son seated at the table enjoying a good

dinner.

When the money thus gained had been

spent to the last farthing, the shoemaker

required a greyhound, which he again sold

to a hunter, and on his return home found

his son had arrived there before him.

Thus the father led his son to market again

and again, as an ox, a cow, a sheep, a goose,

a turkey, and in many other animal forms.

One day he thought: " I should very much

like to know why my son does not wish to

become a horse ! Surely he takes me for

a fool, and grudges me the best prize !" He

was half drunk when he thought this, and

then and there desired his son to become a

horse. Hardly had he spoken than his wish

v/as gratified: a splendid horse stood before

the window ; he dug his hoofs deep into the

ground, whilst his eyes shot forth lightning,

and flames issued from his nostrils.

The shoemaker mounted and rode into

the town. Here a merchant stopped him,

admired the horse, and offered to give the

animal's weight in gold if his master would

only sell him. They went together to a pair

of scales; the merchant shook gold from a

sack on one of the wooden scales, whilst the

shoemaker made his horse mount on the

other. As he was starting in amazement at

the heap of gold in the scales, one of the

chains broke, and the gold pieces rolled over

the street. The shoemaker threw himself

on the ground to pick them up, and forgot

both the horse and bridle.

The merchant meanwhile mounted the

horse, and gallopsd out of the town, digging

his spurs into the poor animal's sides until

the blood flowed, and beating him cruelly

with a steel riding-whip, for this merchant

was none other than the magician, who thus

revenged himself for the piece cut from his

ear.

The poor horse was quite exhausted when

the magician arrived with him at his invisible

dwelling ; this house, it is true, stood in an

open field, yet no one could see it. The

horse was then led to the stable, whilst the
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the magician driven away by the dogs should

he ever come to demand the ring. When in

the course of the day the magician came, the

King, in spite of all his daughter's entreaties,

ordered the ring to be given up.

With tears in her eyes the Princess took

the ring (the scholar had resumed this form

immediately after relating his adventures)

and threw it at the merchant's feet. It

shivered into little pearls.

Trembling with rage, the merchant threw

himself on the ground in the shape of a hen,

picked up the pearls, and when he saw no

more, flew out of the window, flapped his

wings, cried : " Kikeriki ! Scholar, are you

here ? " and then soared into the air.

Having been told by the scholar what to

do should she be compelled to return the

ring, the Princess had let her handkerchief

fall at the same moment she threw the ring

on the ground, and two of the largest pearls

had rolled beneath it. She now took out

these pearls, and they immediately called, in

mocking imitation of the hen's voice :â

"Kikeriki! I am here!"'

They then changed into a hawk and

chased after the hen. Seizing it with his

sharp talons, he bit its left wing with such force

that all the feathers cracked, and the hen fell

like a stone into the water, where it was

drowned.

The hawk then returned to the Princess,

perched on her shoulder, gazed fondly into

her eyes, and then became once more the

young and handsome scholar. The Princess

had grown so fond of him that she

chose him as her husband, and from that

moment he gave up magic for ever. In

his prosperity he did not forget his

relationsâhis mother lived with him and the

Princess in their magnificent palace, his

sisters married wealthy merchants, and even

his father was content.

When the old King died the magician's

pupil became King over the land, and lived

so happily with his wife and children, and all

his subjects, that no pen can write, no song

sing, and no story tell of half their happiness.
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How a Snake Swallows.

WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY R. FRANCIS NESBIT.

T is a curious fact that to the

majority of people the serpent

is the most repulsive of all

living creatures. " Here's a

snake," says the school-

boy. " Let's kill it," rejoins

his companion, and they forthwith proceed

to dispatch the unhappy reptile. As

far as the schoolboy is concerned, the

murderous propensity would no doubt apply

to many other creatures besides snakes ;

but, again, how often do we hear the remark

at the Gardens of the Zoological Society, at

Regent's Park : " Don't let us go into the

reptile-house ; I can't bear the sight of those

horrid snakesâthey make me feel 'crawly.'"

Now, I am happy to say that these

prejudices in regard to snakes have never

affected me. Personally I regard the much-

abused reptile as a long-suffering martyr, and

withal a most interesting creature. I love to

catch his glittering eye fixed intently upon

me, and to handle him, and to feel his cold,

clammy coils about my neck. His gentle

hiss is music to my ear, and the ease with

which he swallows an object about six

times the apparent size of his own oesophagus

fills me with a wonder and admiration almost

akin to awe.

Of course, all snakes are not venomous,

and some of these gentle creatures only hug

their victim to death, by

means of the enormous con-

strictive power of their mighty

coils. They use a different

method, but they "get there"

all the same. The amazing

swallowing capacity, however,

remains the same both in the

poisonous and non-poisonous

varieties, and this capacity ap-

parently varies in inverse ratio

to the size of the snake. Take

the case of the Dasypeltis

Scabra, a small snake (non-

poisonous) distributed through-

out Africa, which feeds exclu-

sively on eggs. The particular

specimen here shown measured

about aoin. in length; the normal girth

of the throat was one inch, or in other

words, about equal to the circumference of

an ordinary black lead pencil, and the actual

diameter of the oesophagus less than that of

a small pea. Yet this creature is capable of

swallowing an egg fully 3in. in circumference,

and is indeed most partial to this delicacy.

It has long been the desire of scientists to

catch this fellow in the act of his gastro-

nomical feat and place it upon record by

means of the camera, but the Dasypeltis

Scabra is a very modest and retiring gentle-

man (qualities, alas, too rare nowadays), and

has always hitherto contrived to elude the

would-be photographers and to enjoy his

meal in camera instead of before the camera.

After much weary waiting and many

unsuccessful attempts, I have at last had the

HOIV A SNAKE SWALLOWS.
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coil of his body against the other end by way

of a lever, he began to force the egg into his

extended jaws (Fig. 2). It will be seen that

the jaws are

already stretched

far beyond their

normal capacity,

and even now

that he has got

so far, it certainly

seems quite a

question as to

whether he will

be able to com-

plete the perform-

ance. The Da-

sypeltis Scabra,

however, is noth-

i n g if not

thorough, and

having once

started the business, he is determined to see

it through or perish in the attempt.

Fig. 3 shows a still further extension, and

it will be noticed that the skin is now

so stretched that distinct apertures

are formed between the bones of the

lower jaw, and through the thin

membrane which covers them the

egg is clearly visible. Still, the

muscles of the jaw ate not so stretched

that the jaw-bones are separated at

the hinge or socket.

In Fig. 4 it will be seen that the

snake has the egg fairly in his jaws,

and any doubt as to his ability to

finally dispose of it is now dispelled.

The tension is now so great that the

jaw-bones are actually forced out of

their socket, and a wide expanse of

skin and ligament separates them

NO. 3.

from each other, which certainly in a

human being would give rise to grave

apprehensions. It will be observed

that the egg is still visible through

the membrane of the lower jaw.

The Dasypeltis apparently suffers

no inconvenience in breathing, or

indeed in any other way, and Fig. 5

shows that he has fairly passed the

egg through his jaws, the bones have

returned to their original position, and

the egg is seen to be in the upper

portion of the neck, which is, of course,

immensely swollen in consequence.

The snake has now apparently had

enough of hard work, and is deter-

mined to enjoy his well-earned meal.

The most interesting and curious part

of the operation now takes place, viz., that of

extracting the contents of the egg from the

shell. By a wonderful mechanism the under

sides of the

vertebrae almost

immediately be-

hind the head

are elongated,
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refreshing stream.

He must still,

however, be very

far from comfort-

able with the

broken shell still

remaining in his

throat. Let any-

body who doubts

make the experi-

ment of endea-

vouring to swallow

a handful of

eggshell, and he

will doubt no

longer. Mr. Da-

sypeltis finds it

necessary to his

well-being that the uncomfortable remains

of his meal should be got rid of, and

presently, therefore, he ejects the whole

of the shell, held together by the inner

skin of the egg, in the shape of

a pellet, as will be seen from

Fig. 7. On examining several of

these pellets, I find that only

one end is really crushed, show-

ing that the contents of the

egg only flow from that one end,

viz. : that which first enters the

mouth. In reality the whole of

the shell is not broken, the con-

traction of the neck muscles serv-

ing to reduce the shell to a pellet,

which is ejected in the form of a

folded mass of shell.

The snake now wears the self--

satisfied air of a citizen who has

done his duty and settles himself

down to repose, as everybody should

do after a good

dinner. The

entire process,

from the time

of forcing ' the

egg into his jaws

down to the ejec-

tion of the pellet,

^occupied about

twenty-five

minutes, not very

long consider-

ing the extra-

ordinary nature of

the accomplish-

ment.

The whole

operation is

really a very wonderful one, and is a

striking illustration of the way in which

Nature goes to work, using

as she does methods which to

those who know her not seem

to be in exact opposition to all

recognised laws.

How easy for the Dasypeltis

Scabra to feed in a "rational"

manner on substances which

Curiosities.

[ll'c shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.]

MARVELS OF BJRDSV

NEST PHOTOGRAPHY.

These three photos,

illustrate the difficult

and fascinating work

of Messrs. R. and C.

Kearton, of Boreham

Wood, Elstree, Herts.

It should 1* clearly

understood that these

well - known naturalists

have never been known

to remove a single egg

or disturb a bird's-nest

in any way, their sole

mission being to take

unique photos, for the

benefit of British

ornithology. The first

photo, shows the two

brothers photographing

a carrion crow's nest,

4Oft. from the ground,

in a field near Elstree.

Notice the way the

ladder is lashed to the

branches of the tree,

and the camera to the

ladder. This last has

to be perfectly upright,

as any angle would

produce a leverage

sufficient to snap the

swaying branches.

\Vhen manipulating the

photographic plate, the

operator has to hold on to the rungs with his teeth.

The second photo, shows a robin's nest, with eggs,

found in an old watering-can that had been thrown

on a dustbin in the Isle of Mull. The bird is seen

sitting. To obtain so good a result, Mr. C. Kearton

procured a hand mirror,

and with it reflected the

sun's rays into the can.

The Messrs. Kearton

have found birds'-nests

in letter-boxes, scare-

crows, disused lime-

kilns, and â at least

onceâin a human skull!

These tireless naturalists

have waited, motionless,

day and night to take a

single photo., and then

been disappointed.

They have often been

compelled to use old

mine shafts as "dark-

rooms," and they have

waded waist - deep in

Stirling streams hoping

to " snap !> the coy

kingfisher as he entered

his nest. The third

photo, shows a great-tit

entering Its strangely-

placed nest in an old

pump. Mr. C. Kearton
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THE OLDEST ORGAN IN THE

WORLD.

This, the Cheng, is the oldest

instrument of the Chinese. It has

seventeen pipes of small bamboo

reeds, arranged in five sets. The

air-chest is a bowl made out of a

gourd. Most of the pipes have a

finger-hole, and there are free reeds,

or metal tongues, which vibrate and

sound when the finger-holes are

closed by the performer.

TWO CURIOUS VIOLINS.

We reproduce here two very interesting violins which are ex-

hibited in the window of Mr. Bailey Watts, halter, of 4, Liverpool

Street, E.G. Mr. Watts tells us that the first instrument was made

out of half a common vegetable marrow. Pasted in the belly is the

following inscription : " 1877. E. B. Badcock made this violin in

tho 75th year of his age.âBritwell, Oxon." The second violin was

made from a ram's horn and a bullock's horn by an English cow-

boy in Arizona. This boy, ingenious, resourceful, and music-loving,

fashioned the horns together with horseshoe nails, and burnt the

necessary holes in the belly with a hot

skewer. The original bridge was made from

the flexible bone of a bullock's nose. From

Photos, by the London Stereoscopic Co.

A LIGHTHOUSE SCAFFOLDING

OF BAMBOO.

This photo, shows, in process of

construction by the Japanese, the

lighthouse of Kagoshima, in the

Island of Formosa. We are indebted

for the use of this photo.âwhich

was the only one takenâto MM.

Sautter, Harte, et Cie., of Paris.

The whole of the scaffolding was of

bamboo, which is light and rigid.

In this photo, should be noticed

the primitive method by which the

Japanese convey themselves and

their materials to the top of the

lighthouse. Like the ancient

Assyrians, Persians, and Egyptians,

.they had to make vise of the inclined

plane, and this is seen winding in

great spirals about the bamboo

scaffolding.

CURIOSITIES:.
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A TIGER-TRAP.

The liger-trap shown in the accompany-

ing photo, may lw seen at the establish-

ment of Mr. William Cross, the famous

wild beast importer, of Liverpool. This

trap has already caught many tigers in India

and elsewhere ; for if Mr. Cross does not

happen to have a tiger in stock when a

customer orders one, he will undertake to

catch one and have it brought to England

in a very short space of time. It will l>e

seen that this trap is on the usual rat-trap

principle, and though its jaws are of enor-

mous power, it is usually chained to a

stake driven into the ground. The bait,

as a rule, consists of a. piece of raw meat or

a live goat. Mr. Cross has had many offers for this

trap from people whose houses had been ransacked

by burglars. From a photo, by R. Brown, Liverpool.

A STONE CANNON.

This extraordinary " weapon " is well known to

dwellers on The Rock as Healy's Stone Mortar, on the

Queen's Road. Its

position is 6ooft.

above the sea-level,

and i.oooft. from the

water's edge. The

mouth of the mortar

is 9ft. in circum-

ference, and the

whole is cut in the

solid limestone ; it

dates from 1771. It

was first loaded with

37lb. of powder and

1,470 stones. This

appalling charge was

fired by means of a

hollow cane, which

conveyed the fire to

the quick-natch. The

range proved to he

alxnit 4Ooyds. The

photo, was taken by

Mr. Ernest Lacy,

who obtained per-

mission of the

Governor, General

Biddulph.

AN EXTRA.

ORDINARY FLOOD

PHOTO.

This extraordinary

photograph arrived too

late for insertion in

our article on Floods

which appeared last

month. It depicts a

most curious incident

of the great flood at

Johnstown, 1'a. (1889),

which destroyed 5,000

persons. A house and

a great uprooted tree

were washed down for

miles, finally coming

to rest in the extra-

ordinary manner above
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HOW TO AVOID RAILWAY

Here are two interesting diagrams showing how

one may select that seat in a railway carriage which is

most free from draughts under any circumstances.

Fig. I presupposes that a cantankerous passenger

has opened one window when the train is travelling

fast. A sharp current of air passes through at the

after-end of the window and circles round the carriage.

All those who sit facing the engine feel the cold blast.

Even B finds a steady breeze at his back, but E is

hardly affected at all, the draught !>eing much dispersed

by the time it reaches him. A is the mosl comfortable

man in the carriage (most likely it was he who put the

window down). But even his comfort is not secure.

CARRIAGE DRAUGHTS.

B may discover that it would be to his interest to

lower the window on his side. The draught will then

become as indicated in Fig. 2, and B will then be

as comfortable as A, though neither of them is as

well off as A was at first. Poor suffering C may

presently close his window, when things would

become as in Fig. I., only, of course, reversed. But

the point to'be noticed in all these changes is that E

has scarcely been affected in the least. The moral is,

therefore, that if one wishes to avoid draughts, one

should choose the middle seat with one's back to the

engine. These interesting and ingenious diagrams

were prepared by Mr. J. R. Barnett, of Glasgow.

KEYS OF THE DERVISH TREASURY AT DONGOLA.

In this photo, we see an old leather bag containing

the keys of the Dervish Treasury at Dongola ; both

bag and keys were captured in the expedition of

1896. We know that so complete was the rout of

the Dervishes, that what they had collected at

Dongola fell into the hands of the British, and among

the spoils was found this bag, containing the keys of

the Treasury. These "keys" are of very primitive

manufacture, being simply pieces of rough wood,

with French nails driven into them. The nails, how-

ever, are so placed as to correspond with the wards

of the lock. The wood has been worn perfectly

smooth, and is quite highly polished from constant

use.

THE ONLY POLICEMAN IN ICELAND.

The copiously illustrated article on " Policemen of

the World," which appeared in our February issue,

has induced Mr. R. White-Ford, of Ilillbrow, St.

Helen's Crescent, Hastings, to send in the accompany-

ing photo., which depicts the only policeman in Ice-

land. We now know which is the most law-abiding

country in the world. This unique officer was photo-

graphed by Mr. White-Ford at Reykjavik, the

Icelandic capital, in the summer of 1895.
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Personal Relics of the Queen and Her Children.

BY Wi r.i.iAM G. FITZGERALD.

E propose to place before you

an absolutely unique collection

of purely personal relics of our

beloved Sovereign and her

children. The things are literally

priceless; hundreds of thou-

sands of pounds would not buy them

from their ownersâwho, by the way, are

scattered throughout the civilized world.

These relics and mementos have never

before been made public ; and the fascinating

stories attaching to many of them will doubt-

less be welcomed by future historians, since

these stories and anecdotes now see light for

the first time in the pages of THE STRAND

MAGAZINE. Most of the relics may be seen

at the Earl's Court Exhibition, and our

thanks are due to Mr. Harold Hartley and

Mr. Herman Hart, the indefatigable directors,

and to their able colleagues for assistance
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rendered in the preparation of this article.

Special mention must be made of the in-

valuable aid given us by Mr. Austin Brereton,

the courteous and painstaking Press Manager

of the Exhibition.

Now, to commence with the early child-

hood of oi;r venerable Queen : The very first

illustration is a drawing showing the

" Princess Victoria at Her Lessons." This

drawing was made in the schoolroom at

Kensington Palace expressly for Charlotte

Duchess of Northumberland, who was the

Queen's governess at that time. The name

of the artist is not known. The Duchess

left the picture to her niece, Lady Williams,

of Bodelwyddan, to whose daughter, Miss

Antonia Williams, of 6, Sloane Gardens,

S.W., we are indebted for permission to re-

produce the picture.

Many incidents hav^ beer) related to
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CONY CARRIAGE IN WHICH 'IHK <JLKI':N USED TO URIVK ABOUT AS A CIII1

illustrate the homely and beautiful life of the

little Princess Victoria. We know about the

bread-and-milk-and-fruit breakfasts, and the

autumnal family jaunt to Ramsgate. The

child saw far more of her mother than of her

father, because the Duke, poor man, had to

pay the penalty of popularity. His time was

pretty fully occupied, and he was connected

with sixty-two religious and philanthropic

institutions !

In her early days the

Princess Victoria had one

or two narrow escapes,

just like other children.

She was one day riding in

Kensington Gardens in

the quaint little carriage

here depicted, when a big

dog startled the pony and

caused it to plunge vio-

lently to one side. One

wheel got up on to a

bank, and the whole con-

cern was toppling over

when a guardsman, named

Maloney, grasped the

little girl's dress and swung

her clear. After restoring

the child to her horrified

attendant, Maloney was asked to follow the

carriage to Kensington Palace. He did,

and received one guinea and the thanks

of the Duchess for " saving the life of her

dear child the Princess Alexandrina."

This queer, historical little vehicle belongs

to Messrs. \V. Cole and Sons, the well-known

carriage builders, of 26, High Street,

Kensington. In it the future Queen of

England used to drive daily in Kensington

trie,

tdt 6k

'i/mi'

aws

-Jr
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Gardens, often attended by her

adoring mother. Messrs. Cole

write : " It (i.e., the carriage) was

built by the predecessor of the

late Mr. W. Cole in 1828, and

it came into our possession again

many years later, when Her

Majesty had quitted the old

Kensington Palace."

Next, we have repro-

duced in facsimile an ex-

ceedingly interesting letter

from the eight-year-old Prin-

cess to the Marchioness of

Downshire, who had for-

warded to the Palace a

big parcel of toys. The

writing is so very clear

that it need not be repro-

duced in print. It was

in a dispatch-box full of

family papers belonging to the

Hon. Michael Sandys that this

letter was found ; and it was photo-

graphed by permission at Mr.

Sandys' house in Great Portland

Street.

Mention of the pretty things

that served as playthings for the

Queen as a child brings us to the

diverting history

of " Naughty

Ellen," as con-

tnined in the little

Princess Vic-

toria's favourite

toy-book. Here

is the cover,

which is blue

and white and

tied with pink

ribbon. An in-

ELLEN

NAUGHTY GIRLi

COVER OF THE OUEEN's FAVOURITE

scnption in pen-

cil on the inside

of the cover in

the handwriting

of Mrs. Hull, a

confide n t ia 1

servant of the

Queen, records

that : " This ori-

ginally belonged

to Her Majesty

when a child."

It was given by

Mrs. Hull (who

nursed all the

Queen's child-

ren) to Lady

ELLEN,

OR

The Naughty Girl Reclaimed.

Ellen makes her First Appearance in a

White Frock, -with a Book at her Feet.

This little girl, whom now you see,
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ELLEN S FIRST APPEARANCE.

appears in different guise between each -

double page, but there is only one head,

which, however, can be readily affixed to the

figures.

Ellen is first of all introduced as a can-

tankerous young person. She doesn't look

very formidable, but she is in open revolt.

She has knocked her brothers and sisters

about, and then screeched,

.... \Vilh noise so great

That people hear her at the gate.

Her mother buys her some pretty

clothes, and the girl promises to be good.

She then goes out for a walk with " her

NAl'UHTV ELLEN S MOVABLE HEAD AND CAPS.

servant Ann," but becomes disobedient, and

tumbles into a muddy ditch. Here she is,

in a sorry plight. Over and over again,

by the way, has the Queen taken this little

cardboard figure, placed it on paper and

drawn in the naughty girl's head with

suitably lugubrious expression, having regard

to the dreadful splashes on frock and

spencer.

Papa then resolves to send Ellen away

" To Nurse who keeps the village school " ;

and here is this dreadful girl attired for the

journey.

And kind mamma with tearful eyes

In vain to plead her pardon tries.

Naturally Ellen feels cross by the time she

"arrives at Nurse's door " ; and, shocking to

relate, she threw the first available book in

the old lady's eye ; hence the fool's-cap and

the " disgraceful situation " next seen. The

wicked girl soon runs away, and is lost in a

wood, where she is seized by gipsies, who

strip off her pretty clothes and then

clothe her in rags. Here again the face

is left blank; and one learns that the

Princess Victoria, ignoring the movable

head, frequently asked guests at the Royal

Palaces to fill in poor Ellen's terror-

stricken countenance in accordance with

the stirring narrative. But to continue :

Ellen has to work hard for her captors,

gathering sticks and things, and having

a hard time generally. She is cruelly

treated and sleeps upon "the cold, damp

ground."

The gipsies forsake her, and she is rescued

by an amiable old person whose cot is close

by. The old lady provides Ellen with "a

Ellen appears in a deplorable Condition,

her Frock and Spencer splashed with

Mud,
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neat Stuff Gown" and also some books,

for the naughty girl's spirit is by this time

quite subdued. One day Ellen is sent out

by the good dame to sell some fruit, and

Ellen is notv dressed in a coloured Frock

and Blue Cloak, with a Bundle in

hi:r Hand.

she meets her mother, who is

driving in a carriage. The

meeting is rapturous. Papa is

a little stern when the prodi-

gal daughter returns home, but

it soon wears off. Ellen makes

her last appearance with a book

in her hand, and the narrative

concludes :â

.... Happily her time she spends,

Lov'd am) esteem'd by all her friends.

We wonder if Her Most

Gracious Majesty still remem-

bers Ellen, over whose adventures

no doubt she often wept copiously,

and the moral of whose story was

so frequently impressed upon her

youthful mind !

The little Princess was taught

to use her fingers at a very early

age, and she was in the habit of

dressing her own dolls. Also, it

L _._ /

.Ellen stands in a disgraceful Situation,

U'ilh the Foolscap on her Head.

seems, she made many things for the dolls'

comfort. Look at these dolls' cushionsâ

twenty-two of them, photographed for us on

a kind of shield.

These little cushions were very neatly

Eflen appears in the Dress of a Gipsey

Girl, silting in a Wood,
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Utir.I.S CUSHIONS MAUK ItV IHK <,>UhKN.

sewn by Her Majesty when about ten years

of age. They are all made of silk or satin

of different colours. The largest measures

but 2in. by iin., and the smallest l/-\r\. square.

They were stuffed with cotton wool by

the industrious young Princess. These little

relics formerly belonged to Friiulein Franziska

Holdefreund, who, for nine years (1828-

1837), lived with the Duchess of Kent and

Princess Victoria. Fraulein Holdefreund,

a lady by birth, was recommended to the

Duchess by Queen Adelaide, who knew her

family in Meiningen.

The present owner of the cushions, Miss

L. Maaser, of Jena, Thuringia, writes to us :

" The young Princess used to sew these tiny

cushions from patterns of dresses sent in by

the Royal tradespeople, and she herself after-

wards gave the things to Fraulein Holde-

freund, who had charge of the wardrobes of

the household. The Fraulein was called

' Miss Francis' for short. She died in

1881, leaving the little cushions and the toys

next shown to her nephew, Mr. H. Maaser,

barrister at the High Court of Appeal at

Jena."

Miss Maaser's second photo, shows a

small swing-mirror and a doll's chair, both

much-treasured playthings of the Princess

Victoria, and important items

in the furniture of her dolls'

house. The chair is covered

with reddish silk. It is 3j^in.

high, whilst the mirror mea-

sures 6in. by 3>^in. Both

were given to F'raulein

Holdefreund by the Princess

Victoria.

Next comes a most interest-

ing objectâthe piano on which

the Queen learnt to play as a

child. It was specially photo-

graphed for this article by

Messrs. S. and P. Erard, among

whose collection of historic

instruments it may now be

found. This piano was pre-

sented to the Princess Victoria

by King George IV. An entry

in Messrs. Erard's books proves

that it was " delivered at the

Royal Lodge, Windsor, on

June 26th, 1829." The emi-

nent makers send us the

following interesting descrip-

tion: "The style is Grecian,

the pedal lyre being an exact

copy of the Greek lyre of the

period in which Homer lived.

The case is of choice rosewood. The com-

pass of the instrument is from C to Gâan

extensive range for the period in which the

piano was made."

In 1839, it seems (the year before Her

Majesty's marriage), the piano was sent by the

TOYS FROM THE O.UEEN S POLLS HOUSE.
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1'IANO ON WHICH THE OUEEN I.KAR.NED 'I

from a /'Aofo. by Itedford Itcmere <t (.'o

young Queen to Messrs. Erard for thorough

overhauling. This is very characteristic of

the Queen, who, having once become

attached to certain objects or persons, will

cling to them until the last.

In return for the gift of this piano, we learn

the Princess Victoria gave King George a

beautiful little water-colour drawing, after

Winterhalter, by herself. This drawing is

now in the library at Windsor Castle, under

the care of Mr. Holmes. We inspected it

ourselves. On the back are scribbled a few

lines in pencil telling the story of the

presentation. This is in the writing of the

Royal recipient, and is signed " G. R."

The very first year of the Queen's reign

was full of curious and interesting incidents.

Very few people remember the eccentric

Mr. Hunnings, who aspired to Her Majesty's

hand. The better to follow the object of

his adoration, he sported a barouche like the

Duchess of Kent's, and was attended by a

servant in Royal undress livery. On Her

Majesty's eighteenth birthday Mr. Hunnings

illuminated his house, and distributed during

the day any number of gallons of beer among

such passers-by as would consent to drink

the Queen's health. In the course of the

evening, however, the crowd became so

intoxicated that the police were compelled to

interfere and put a stop to this loyal

liberality.

It was probably to escape the intoler-
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able attentions of

people of this

kind that the

young Queen

began to take long

drives in the after-

noons to Chiswick,

Wimbledon, Clap-

ham, and other

suburbs. On July

6th, 1837, Her

Majesty was driv-

ing with her

mother down the

\Vest Hill, High-

gate, in a carriage

which was without

a drag-chain. The

horses presently

became restive,

and dashed down

the hill at a terrific

pace. A terrible

accident was only

avoided by the

prompt and

courageous assistance of Mr. Turner, land-

lord of " The Fox Under the Hill." Turner

succeeded in stopping the horses, and he

then affixed a chain to one of the wheels

of the carriage. The Queen and her mother

took refuge in the inn for a few minutes, and
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Kensington, and when asked if he had any

request to make, begged permission to bear

the Queen's arms in the place of his original

sign. The favour was, of course, granted,

and a more substantial token of the Queen's

gratitude, in the shape of a well-filled pocket-

book, was also placed in Turner's hand. The

coat-of-arms was specially made at Her

Majesty's expense, and is shown in the

photograph here reproduced. We should

mention that after this interesting incident,

the name of Mr. Turner's hostelry was

changed to "The Fox and Crown." The

coat-of-arms is now deposited in the

Literary and

Scientific Insti-

tution at High-

gate, where it

has been photo-

graphed for this

article by per-

mission of Mr.

Henry Holt, the

librarian.

Perhaps the

most imposing

pageant of the

first year of the

reign was the

young monarch's

visit to the City

on November

9th, 1837. In

the very interest-

ing old print

shown here, the

Royal cortege is

seen passing St.

Paul's. Fabulous

prices were paid

for windows, precisely as in the case of

the far more interesting celebration of this

month. Every lamp-post, every tree, and

every roof was alive with human beings.

The Queen's State coach was drawn by

eight cream - coloured horses, and Her

Majesty was attended by the Duchess of

Sutherland, Mistress of the Robes, and the

Earl of Albemarle, Master of the Horse.

The Queen wore a pink satin robe shot with

silver, and a superb tiara of diamonds. There

were in all fifty-eight carriages.

In St. Paul's Churchyard a pavilion had

been erected for the accommodation of 730

boys from Christ's Hospital. We learn that

by ancient custom the Bluecoats possessed

the privilege of addressing the Sovereign when

he or she came into the City as a guest of

the Corporation. The dinner was provided

1,'Mim 1.1,1-HUM ,,,., |-0\ ^
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COAT-OF-AKMS 1'RESENTED BY THE

"FOX AN

from the London Tavern, at a cost of

^1,400, plus ^571 175. 6d. for wine, exclu-

sive of the wine used at the Royal table,

which was presented, and was peculiar. The

admission ticket was a work of art, and the
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THE QUEEN PASSING ST. PAUL'S, NOVEMBER gTH, 1837.

[Old Pri

shrewd speculator reali/ed upwards of ,Â£500.

It may be questioned whether the Coronation

will ever be eclipsed as a pageant. The

jewels on the Hungarian costume of the

Austrian Ambassador were worth half a

million of florins, and he wore i6,ooo-florin

boots.

Funny incidents there were in plenty.

Poor old Lord Rolle, in attempting to ascend

the steps of the throne, fell back on to the

floor, and distinguished foreigners subse-

quently reported gravely to their countrymen

that the Lords Rolle held their title on

condition of performing this feat at every

coronation !

We are all more or less familiar with

the story of the terrific scramble for the

Coronation medals, and the exhausted ladies

sitting and lying in dust half a foot deep. In

those days they did not manage pageants as

we do. There were no " dress rehearsals,"

and very little system ; consequently, serious

hitches occurred, and there were many

people who wished they hadn't left their

own homes. The allotting of admission

tickets to the Abbey caused much heart-

burning, as might be expected. Thomns

Campbell, the poet, sent a witty little note to

the Earl Marshal, suggesting that since

" there was a place in the Abbey called Poets'

Corner, perhaps room might be found in it

for a poor living poet." In the evening,

many of the theatres were opened

gratuitously by Royal command, ^Â£400 being

paid for this performance to each of the

larger houses.

Now let us turn for a moment to Mr.

âafterwards Sir GeorgeâHayter's great

historical picture of the Coronation. The

artist was authorized to select and occupy

during the ceremony that position near the

altar in the Abbey which he had fixed upon

as best calculated for his purpose, and here

he drew the details for the original sketch.

The design, composition, and colouring

delighted the Queen and Court. Of course,

Her Majesty and all the other members of the

Royal Family, as well as the ladies and great

officers of State, gave Hayter many sittings.

Her Majesty, needless to say, took more

interest in this picture than in any other that

ever concerned her. There was not a single

jotting made by Hayter thai was not submitted

for her approval and most carefully inspected.
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MEASUREMENTS OF HKK MAJESTY S PERSON, NOTED RV

CORONATION HICTURK.

We here reproduce a very human document,

none other than the Court painter's original

memoranda of the measurements of the

Queen's person. These notes were, of

course, made on the spot, in the Queen's

presence, and Her Majesty took very great

interest in the measurements. These memo-

randa of Hayter's, together with most of the

other priceless relics and memoranda, we

have had the felicity of handling in this

office. It will be seen in the above measure-

ments that the Court painter was very

particular as to detail. Notice the " chin to

peak of stays or ceinture, isin. "; again,

" knee to heel, i foot 5 and ^in."

Here is a very interesting little sketch of

Her Majesty's hand by Sir George Hayter,

which was also found among the memoranda

of the great Coronation picture. In

another place the artist has set down

the width of Her Majesty's hand as

25/gin.

Just after the Queen's accession,

Joseph Sturge, the eminent Quaker

philanthropist of Birmingham, had to

interview her as one of a delegation.

He thus describes her: "A nice,

pleasant, modest young woman ; grace-

ful, though a little shy, and on the

whole comely." " Did you kiss her

hand ? " he was asked. " Oh, yes,"

was the reply, "and found that act of

homage no hard-

ship, I assure thee.

It was a fair, soft,

delicate little

hand."

" Her hands/'

says Leslie, " are

very pretty â the

backs dimpled,

and the fingers

delicately shaped."

Among Sir

George Hayter's

memoranda we

found a pencil

sketch of the

Queen's head,

shown on next

page; it was ap-

parently dashed

off in a moment,

and as a likeness

was wholly admir-

able. Speaking of

the Coronation, it

will interest many

to know something

of the Imperial State crown, which was

specially made for the Queen's Coronation.

The Royal jewellers (Messrs. Rundell and

Bridge) offered a prize of Â£100 for the best

design for the crown. Of course, hundreds

of people competed. The model in wax,

which is shown, has a particularly interesting
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SKETCH OF THE QUEEN S HEAD, BY SIR GEORGE HAYTEK.

base.

history. It seems

that in a certain

street in Soho there

lived an elderly man

who had been a

scene painter or

something of that

kind at the Opera

House during the

La porte regime. H i s

daughters made the

plume head-dresses

for the Court ladies.

One of the girls,

who possessed real

artistic ability, re-

solved to enter the

competition for the

design of the new

crown. Only the

circular base non-

plussed her a little.

The father, a man of resource, and anxious

to help his daughter, took the lid of a small

saucepan, knocked off the top and presented

the ring of block tin to the girl, who pro-

ceeded to cover it with wax.

In due time this identical model was sent

in for inspection by the Royal jewellers, but

was returned later on â " declined with

thanks." Subsequently the winning design

was published in an illustrated newspaper,

and the moment she saw it, Miss thought

she recognised a very strong likeness to her

own rejected model! Representations were

made to Messrs. Runclell and Bridge, but in

vain. The disappointed girl was then per-

suaded by her father to put her rejected model

in the window, so that their aristocratic

Court patrons

might see and in-

quire about it.

The rumour

spread that the

Royal jewellers

had used without

payment the

design sent in by

an obscure Court

plumassit-re. The

case was about to

be brought into

court, when

Messrs. Rundell

and Bridge com-

promised the

matter by paying

the young lady a

SUIT1 Ot ;Â£,2O. MODEL FOR THE QUEENS CKOWN.

Anyone desirous

of obtaining still

further details about

this interesting story

should apply to Mr.

E. Draper, of 3,

Vincent Square,
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THE QUEEN IN HER CORONATION ROHES.

from thr Painting by Sir fiarid WiUcie, K..I. By tpccial permitgian of the Rev. Canon tke Marquit of \ormanby.

The picture by Sir David Wilkie, R.A.,

which is here reproduced for the , first

time, hangs in the gallery at Kridgwater

House, St. James's, and we were allowed

to photograph it for reproduction by special

permission of the Rev. Canon the Marquis

of Normanby. to whose charming courtesy

the writer is greatly indebted.
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x A long letter from

Lord Normanby lies

before us as we

write; it is all about

this little-known

painting. " Wilkie's

picture of the Queen

in her Coronation

robes," says Lord

Normanby, "was

given by her to my

grandmother, the

Marchioness of Nor-

manby, when my

grandfather was Am-

bassador at Paris,

1846-54. It was

originally intended

by the Queen for

the Embassy at

Paris, where it was

to be hung. I be-

lieve the Queen did

not think it like her,

and consequently

sent another picture

to the Embassy at Paris. Her Majesty then

made over this picture to my grandmother,

'on condition that she was to tell her grand-

children it was not a bit like her.' I have

the Queen's letter among many others, in

which she says what I have quoted. The

worth of the picture consists in its being the

only one for which the Queen sat to Wilkie.

I have heard that Wilkie copied this picture,

though I have never seen a copy of it."

Describing the Queen, Wilkie himself

writes, rhapsodically : " She is eminently

beautiful, her features nicely

formed, her skin smooth, her

hair worn close to her face,

in a most simple way, glossy

and clean-looking. She appoints

a sitting once in two days," he

goes on to say, " and she

never puts me off." Every-

body knows that the Queen has

always been a very model of

regularity and punctuality.

Curiously enough, one of the

very first portraits that the

Queen sat for after her acces-

sion, if not the very first, was

painted by Mr. Thomas Sully,

an American artist sent over

specially to execute the work.

By the way, scattered up

and down the country are all

kinds of curious relics of the

KK BONNET WORN AT THE OUEENS CORONATION

Queen's Coronation.

Just look at this

quaint, old, poke

bonnet, now in the

possession of Miss

Emma Macey, of

7, Holland Road,

Kensington. " The

only information I
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for every English

ruler since William

the Conqueror.

The last of the

set was a rare

crown-piece struck

to commemorate

Her Majesty's ac-

cession. When

the collection was

complete, his lord-

ship had this jug

and beaker speci-

ally made, and

pierced with holes

to receive the

coins in chrono-

logical order, the

Victorian crown-

piece capping the

whole collection,

by being let into

the lid of the jug.

In the middle of

the top row of

coins in the beaker

will be seen a

"godless" two-

shilling piece, so

called because the

word " Dieu " was

left out in the

motto. These

curiosities are now

period much has

been said and

written ; certainly

she was very-

charming, as . is

evidenced by the

beautiful minia-

ture here repro-

duced. This

miniature belongs

to the Hon. Caro-

line Lyttelton, of

21, Carlton House

Terrace. There

is an inscription

on the back stat-

ing that it was

presented to the

Lady Dowager

Lyttelton " by her

sincere friend,

Victoria R." We

quote here from

the Hon. Miss

Lyttelton's very

courteous letter:

" Miss Lyttelton

has much plea-

sure in giving

permission for a

photograph to be

done of her min-

iature of the

Queen, for pub-
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within the precincts of Windsor Castle ;

tied to the stem of the sprig is the little

inscription here shown in the Queen's

own handwriting â " The Marchioness

of Normanby." Lord Normanby, by the

way, has large despatch-boxes full of letters

from the Queen, covering many, many

years. These will doubtless be prized by

some future historian. *

A lock of the Queen's hair and a

Bible - marker woven out of her hair

are next seen. It may give some idea

of the value set upon such relics as

these, when we mention that this lock

of hair and Bible - marker are insured

for ^450. The Marquis himself arranged

them upon our photographer's screen.

"The Queen," remarked Lord Normanby,

"evidently promised the lock of hair

to Lady Normanby," for here is an in-

scription in Her Majesty's hand-

writing : " I hope you will think

me as good as my word."

The wonder is, indeed, how the

Queen remembered anything in the

exciting time immediately preced-

ing her marriage. Among Lord Nor-

SI'RIC. OF ORANGE BLOSSOM FROM THE QUEEN'S

BR1LAL BOUQUET.

by the intimate friendship and affection

of both the Queen and the Prince

Consort throughout these years, and re-

ceived many gracious proofs of Her

Majesty's kindness and appreciation, of

which this miniature is one. Miss Lyttel-

ton is the only surviving child of Sarah

Lady Lyttelton."

Elsewhere we have mentioned the name

of the Marquis of Normanby, of whose

kindly courtesy it is impossible to say .

too much. The Marchioness, Lord Nor-

manby's grandmother, was the Queen's

favourite Lady. She was also one of

the very first to be affected by the

famous regulations anent the " Queen's

Women." Naturally, Lord Normanby pos-

sesses many unique relics and mementos

of the Queen.

Here, for instance, is a sprig of orange

blossom from the

Queen's bridal

bouquet. This,

together with other

relics, was photo-

graphed at Lord

Norman by's house

Vol. xiii.-78

LOCK OF THE QUEEN'S HAIR AND

BIBLE-MARKER WOVEN OUT OF HER HAIR.
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PIN-CUSHION USED BY THE QUEEN IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY

CORONATION DAY.

manby's relics may also be seen the pin-

cushion used by Her Majesty on the day

of her Coronation, in the robing - room

at Westminster Abbey. Here it is. The

V.R. and the coat-of-arms are in

Honiton lace. The Queen also gave to the

Marchioness of Normanby a blue enamelled

ring set with opals and diamonds. This ring

was given to Lady Normanby in commemora-

tion of the Queen's wedding, the date of

which is inscribed inside. Ob-

viously, Her Majesty does not

believe in the traditional ill-luck

which opals are supposed to bring.

The Queen's bridal-veil was of

the Queen's wedding. It belongs to

Miss Emma Wallington, of 48, St.

George's Avenue, Tufnell Park, N.

This consists of five of the smaller

patterns of Honiton late from Her

Majesty's wedding dress, mounted on

a piece of net, which was originally

intended for the crown of a baby's

bonnet. These scraps of lace are

exactly as they came from the lace-

worker's hands.

Here are some notes as to the bride-

groom's personal appearance made by

one who stood near him during the

marriage ceremony : " Prince Albert

is most charming ; his features are

regular ; his hair, pale auburn of silken

and glossy quality; eyebrows well

defined and thickly set; eyes blue

and lively, nose well proportioned,

ON handsome mouth, teeth perfectly beau-

tiful, small moustachios, downy com-

plexion. He carried a Bible bound in green

velvet, and he had only just recovered from

the sea-sickness occasioned by his journey

from Germany." The Queen's responses,

though full of softness and music, were

audible in the remotest corner of the Chapel

Royal, St. James's. In saying " 1 will,"

we are told she accompanied the expression

with a glance at His Royal Highness which

convinced all who beheld it that her heart

OPAL RING PRESENTED BY THE

QUEEN TO THE MARCHIONESS

OF NORMANHV.

Honiton lace--ever her favourite.

The cost of the lace on her dress

alone was ^1,000 ; it was specially

made, and more than 200 persons

were at work upon it for eight

months ! Here is another relic of

HONITON LACE FROM HER MAJESTv's WEDDING DRESS.
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was with the words. The drawing reproduced

on page 619 belongs to Mrs. C. E. M. Drum-

mond, 3, Hornton Street, Kensington. Mrs.

Drummond tells us that this drawing was

made in the chapel during the Queen's

wedding by one

of the Ponsonby

family, and it is

very unlike the

formal State pic-

tures. Of course,

Sir George

Hayter was com-

missioned, to

paint a great

picture illustrat-

ing the Queen's

wedding, and

equally of course

he commenced

to prepare his

"interesting

memoranda.

There came into

our possession a

certain square

piece of paper,

which was folded

over triangularly

and marked

down the edge

by Hayter him-

self. This piece

of paper, which is

here reproduced

half- size, bears

the following

inscription:

" Marked from

the face of His

Royal Highness

Prince Albert.â

G. H., March

25th, 1840." Of

course, Hayter

had placed the

edge of the

paper down the

middle of the

Prince's face,

and then marked

the exact -posi-

tion of each feature. On another scrap of

paper the great painter made the following

notes by way of a key to these marks:â

H.R.H. Prince Albert : Head of Hair of fore-

head to c. (chin) 73. Corner of eye to nostril i$.

Top of e.b. (eyebrow) to nostril nose 2J. Top of

e.b. (eyebrow) to mouth 3^ ,'â. Top of e.b.

(eyebrow) to chin 5J.

THE COURT PAINTER S

MEASUREMENTS OF THE

PRINCE CONSORT'S FACE,

REDUCED TO HALF-SIZE.

The signatures of Her Majesty and Prince

Albert in the marriage register are very

interesting. The name of the Queen is

given as Alexandrina A7ictoria Guelph, while
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GOLD-MOUNTED INKSTAND MADE FHO.M HOOF OF THE

QUEEN'S FAVOURITE HORSE.

At Buckingham Palace, at 1.40 p.m. on

the 2ist of November, 1840, the Princess

Royal was born, and she was christened on

the loth of February, 1841, in the throne-

room at Buckingham Palace.

The baptismal font, new for the

occasion, was very elegant in

form and. exquisitely finished.

We are able to reproduce here

a photograph of this font, taken

specially for this article at

Windsor. In this font has been

baptized every one of Her

Majesty's children. We may

mention here, by the way, that

the expenses incurred in con-

nection with the christening

ceremony of the Prince of

Wales and the subsequent fes-

tivities amounted to about

,Â£200,000. The present Crown

jewellers, Messrs. R. and S.

Garrard and Co., of the Hay-

market, very kindly send us the

following information : " This

font was made by our pre-

decessors, Messrs. Rundell and

Bridge, and the only descrip-

tion we have of it is that set

forth in the inventory of Crown

plate in the Lord Steward's

department. This description

is as follows : A richly chased

silver-gilt font with lotus border

on triangular stand, with three cherubs

with lyres."

Speaking of the christening of his first-

born, Prince Albert writes to the Dowager

Duchess of Gotha : "The christening went

off very well; our little daughter behaved

with great propriety and like a Christian.

She was awake, but did not cry at all, and

seemed to crow with immense satisfac-

tion at the lights and brilliant uniforms;

for she is very intellectual and observant."

She was indeed, and we hope hereafter to

show for the first time many very interesting

specimens of the Princess Royal's talent.

She always had a taste for drawing, by the

way, and we are able to reproduce one of

her very early sketches. This little drawing

is the more interesting, in that it is supposed

to represent the Queen, who actually sat for

it (or rather stood for it) patiently to her

little daughter, who wanted ever so badly to

impersonate for the nonce one of the Court

painters.

The Queen has always been passionately

fond of music ; she. was blessed with a good

ear and an agreeable voice, and had the

advantage of lessons from I^blache. During

her residence at Brighton, several entertain-

ments and musical soirees were given at the

FONT IN WHICH ALL THE ROYAL CHILDREN WERE BAPTIZED.
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an Early Sketch by] HER MAJKSTy THK QUEEN.

Pavilion, and she frequently gratified her

guests by taking part in the performance. On

one occasion the Queen sang the " Preghiera "

from Costa's opera of " Malek Adel," her

voice at that period being described as a pure

soprano of considerable power, sweetness,.,

and extent. Thanks to the courtesy of the

Marquis of Normanby, we are also enabled

to reproduce a most interesting programme

of a perfectly private concert at Buckingham

Palace. Here it will be'seen that the Queen

and Prince Albert sang a duet, taking their

turn, in fact, with the great artistes and

amateurs present. This programme was

treasured by the Marchioness of Normanby,

who it will he seen sang with the Queen and

other ladies the Coro Pastorale, '' Felice

Eta."

The Queen has always been an ardent

supporter of the drama,' and has periodically

" com manded"

performances at

oae or other of

the Royal palaces.

Next is repro-

duced a very in-

teresting old print,

which forms the

frontispiece of a

most unique

volume kindly lent

us by Mr. Clement

Scott. This book

deals with Royal

performances at

Windsor and else-

where, and is made

up of private Royal

programmes inter-

leaved among the

text of each play.

In the picture

shown, " The Mer-

chant of Venice"

is being given in

the Rubens Room

at Windsor Castle.

The date of this

performance was

Thursday evening,

December z8th,

1848. Her Majesty

and Prince Albert

and the Duchess

of Kent, together

with the ladies and

gentlemen of the

Royal suite-in-

waiting, sat on the

raised platform in the apartment; and the

other guests honoured with invitations to

the entertainment were seated on either

side on seats of crimson and gold satin

damask. The performance commenced at

eight o'clockâan hour earlier than the
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moment the

quaint little

figures beneath

the glass case

shown in photo,

reproduced on

next page. This

curiosity belongs

to Mr. Edward

Draper, who also

owns the model

of the crown

hereinbefore de-

scribed. The

story of this

quaint group is as

follows: A pan-

tomime called

" Guy Fawkes "

was written by a

certain amateur,

and only played

once. That oc-

casion, however,

was before Her

Majesty, Prince

Albert, and

several of the

younger mem-

bers of the Royal

Family. In order

to commemorate

this unique

event, the players

afterwards met at

Rule's renowned

oyster shop in

Maiden Lane.

Here, in those

days, might be

found John

Everett Millais,

then an artist on

his road to fame

and honour.

Those who had

played in " Guy

Fawkes :> con-

sulted with

Millais and

others as to the

best way in which

the perform-

ance before Her

Majesty might be

commemorated,

and it was at

length decided

that this group

should be made,

representing

Knox Holmes as

Guy and Albert

Smith as Catesby.

The whole of the

figures are com-

t'rom an]

JUNE 1*. 1840
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FIGURES MADE OUT OF LOBSTER SHELL TO COMMEMORATE A

PERFORMANCE BEFORE THE QUEEN.

posed entirely of lobster shell, and even

the hair on the faces of the combatants

is the natural fringe of the lobster. This

reign. The letters composing the name

Victoria were displayed in red mullets, and

the Order of the Garter in smelts. A

stupendous codfish and a giant salmon

served as the lion and the unicorn on this

interesting occasion.

Eminent actors who have played several

times before the Queen and Royal Family

usually receive from Her Majesty very hand-

some souvenirs of the occasion. We are

here enabled to reproduce a photograph of a

magnificent silver salver presented by the

Queen to Mr. Beerbohm Tree, in respect of

a visit he paid to Balmoral on September

24th, 1894. The salver was photographed by

our artist at Mr. Tree's residence, 7 7, Sloane

Street

Of course, it is a hopeless task to attempt in

the brief space at our disposal any account of

the march of civilization since Her Majesty's

accession. We think, however, that one

glance at the curious picture next reproduced

will speak volumes for the progress we have

made during the Queen's reign. This quaint

old print belongs to Mr. VV. A. Baskcomb, of

5, Talgarth Road, West Kensington. It

depicts the launch at Woolwich of the

SILVER SAI.VER PRESENTED BY THE QUEEN TO MR. BEERI'.OHM TREE.

reminds us of the highly original device Trafalgar, a battle-ship of 120 guns, on

displayed by a Mr. Grove, fishmonger, of June 2ist, 1841. The launching of this

Bond Street, on the occasion of Her identical ship was one of the very first public

Majesty's birthday in the first year of her ceremonies performed by the Queen after her
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marriage. This quaint picture gives us on

the extreme left a view of the ship before

launching: and then on the right, we see

what she looked like after she had taken the

water. The Queen and Prince Consort are

seen in the middle of the picture. But does

it seem possible, on looking at .this reproduc-

tion, that such a ship should have been

launched during the Queen's reign ? Does

it not rather seem to take us back two or

Prince's cap. Lower down comes the " eye-

brow," then the "corner of the eye," then the

" nose and mouth," and lastly 'the mark

where the dimpled little chin rested upon the

paper. This is the actual size.

The christening of the Prince of Wales,

which was made a very imposing ceremony,

took place on the 5th of January, 1842,

in St. George's Chapel, Windsor Castle.

Luncheon followed in the White Breakfast

From an]

L/UHCH Of THI TRA7.UOAJI IX GUNS AT VÂ»OOLVÂ»ICH.JUHIS1*ISÂ«,
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three centuries through English history, when

" wooden walls " were the defence of Great

Britain ? We would ask even the least imagi-

native reader to compare the vessel here

depicted with those colossal cruisers, the

Powerful and Terrible; or with one of Sir

William White's stupendous battle-ships of

the Canopus class.

We now pass to the christening of the

Prince of Wales, and we are enabled to

show an exact facsimile of one of Sir George

Hayter's interesting memoranda. It is

evident that when engaged upon his his-

torical picture of the christening of the Prince

of Wales, the great painter took measure-

ments of the baby's face, much as he had

measured that of the baby's father a couple of

years or so previously. On this scrap of paper

are the measurements of "His Royal Highness

the Prince of Wales at three months fourteen

days old." Above is seen a little sketch with

the note, " Seven and a half from shoulder

to knuckles." On the top right-hand corner

is the mark showing the position of the baby

Vol. xiii.-79

Room, and in the evening there was a grand

banquet in St. George's Hall. The display

of plate was amazing, and there was one

immense gold vessel more like a bath than

anything else, and capable of containing

thirty dozen of wine. The few months after

this ceremony are said to have been the

very happiest in Her Majesty's life.

The daily routine observed by the Royal

pair has often been described. After the

morning walk, they drew and etched a great

deal together, and had the plates " bit" in

the house. We reproduce on page 627 an

original sketch designed and etched by the

Queen' herself. Between five and six in the

evening the Prince usually took the Queen for

a drive; and on the same page we reproduce

the photograph of a char-a-bancs which has a

history that is interesting in the highest

degree. This carriage was practically designed
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Adams and Hooper, was invited to confer with

Her Majesty and the Prince as to carrying

their ideas into practice. There was some

difficulty, however, because while the French

carriage was of great size and weight, the

Queen's ideal was a light, low-hung carriage,

to be used with a pair of small horses,

and driven by the Prince himself; Her

Majesty sitting by his side. His Royal

Highness next proceeded to design this

char-a-bancs. Each of the three seats

was to carry three persons, and each

had its own separate folding steps. Screw

brakes had long been in use on the
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Continent, and

so the Prince

Consort de-

signed one for

this carriage.

He adopted a

screw with a

very rapid pitch,

so that one turn

of the handle

immediately put

pressure on the

two hind wheels.

This was the

first brake of the

kind ever used

in England. A

light movable

roof was re-

quired, and the

fastenings of the

canopy rods

were copied from

the Prince Con-

sort's umbrella,

he being a man

of most admirable resource and in-

genuity. Then came the question

of the material for the curtains.

The Prince had in his mind the

exact material he wanted, but he

could not explain it to Mr. Hooper.

At last his eye fell upon the Queen's

dress (she was standing by in the

court-yard), and he said :â

" Why, that is the material; what

is the name of it?"

The Queen replied, " This is a

waterproof Irish poplin cloak."

Immediately afterwards, Her

Majesty sent into the Castle for a

pair of scissors, and she requested

Mr. Hooper to cut off a button-hole

tab, which was to serve as a pattern.

The char-a-bancs is now in the pos-

session of Messrs. Hooper and Co.

(Ltd.), of St. James's Street.

The Prince Consort never forgot

those who worked with him towards

the success of any venture in which

he was interested. Next is depicted

a magnificent Dresden vase pre-

sented by Prince Albert to Mr. (after-

wards Sir William) Cubitt. The

letter accompanying the presentation

explains the circumstances. From

the envelope, w:hich is also shown,

it is evident that this letter was

CHAR-A-BANCS IN WHICH THE PRINCE CONSORT USED TO OR1VE THE QUEEN AND CHILDREN,
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"franked.71 Both letter

and vase are now in the

possession of Mr. William

Cubitt, of Rumney House,

Cardiff, who very kindly

had both mementos pho-

tographed specially for

this article.

The vase was presented

to Mr. Cubitt by Prince

Albert at the close of the

Great Exhibition of 1851,

in memory of their joint

labours in connection

with that Exhibition. His

Royal Highness and Mr.

Cubitt were necessarily

brought into very close

intimacy during the Ex-

hibition, Mr. Cubitt being

at that time President of

the Institution of Civil

Engineers; and in this

capacity he was called

upon to advise upon the

feasibility of constructing

the Exhibition building

DRESDEN VASE FKESENTEn BV THE PRINCE

CONSORT TO MR. CUBITT.

From a I'lmlo. !>Â» Hnum Daviet, Cardiff.

portant function is de-

picted in the illustration

which appears on the fol-

lowing page, and which

is from a unique old

collodion transparency

now in the possession of

Mr. T. Fall, of 9, Baker

Street. Palmerston is

depicted on the extreme

right. The Prince of '

Wales, a tall boy, is seen

with his grandmother, the

Duchess of Kent; and

the Princess Royal,

Princess Alice, Princess

Helena, and many others

are also seen in the front

row. This quaint old

photographic curiosity was

taken by Mr. Watson, of

Brighton, on a collodion

wet plate, which took an

extraordinarily long time

to develop. Her Majesty

knew nothing of the

taking of this photo., but

principally of cast-

iron and glass.

Mention of the

Great Exhibition of

1851 naturally leads

one on to speak of

the opening of the

Crystal Palace by the

Queen and Prince

Albert. This im-
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In 1854 came the declaration of war

against Russia. In connection with this

melancholy business we would draw atten-

tion to the exceedingly interesting relic

depicted in the accompanying reproduction.

This is an arm-sling, made of chamois

leather and tapesâthe handiwork of the

Queen herself. The sling belongs to Major-

General John R. Hume, of Rock Lodge,

Lynton, North Devon. Here is the General's

own account of the story :â

" On the 8th September, 1855, I was

taking part in the attack on the Great Redan.

A musket-ball presently smashed my left arm.

I was nearly a month in bed before I was

able to sit up. Then I learned that General

Simpson, the commander-in-chief, had received

some slings worked by Her Majesty, and

intended to be sent to the Crimea for the use

of wounded officers. Sir James Simpson

asked Brigadier-General Charles Windham

if there was anyone to whom he would

like to give a sling. General Windham

said, ' Yes, I should like to take one to

Captain Jack Hume.' Someone said, ' You

mean Captain Robert Hume' (the two

brothers were in the Crimea, and both were

wounded). But Windham replied, ' No, it

AKM-SLfNG WORKED nv THE C,>L'KKN FOR A WOUNDEp CRIMEAN

would be of no use to him 'âhe having been

hit in the legâ'I mean his brother Jack,

whose arm was broken.'

"General Windham brought the sling

straight from head-quarters to my tent and

gave it to me. I felt very proud at getting

such a valuable gift; and I wore it at the

very first levee I attended after returning to

England. When going down on my knees

to kiss the Queen's hand, the hilt of my sword

caught in this very sling and prevented my

getting down. Her Majesty most graciously

stepped forward and gave me her hand,

murmuring some kind words to me as she

helped me up.

''In 1877, when I was quartered at Ports-

mouth, I asked Sir Hastings Doyle, com-

manding the division, if he th'ought he could

obtain Her Majesty's signature to the sling.

He then very kindly sent it to Sir Henry

Ponsonby at Balmoral, and Sir Henry

took it to Her Majesty, who graciously

acceded to my request, writing the follow-

ing on a piece of parchment paper and

gumming it on to the sling with her

own hand : ' Worked by Victoria Reg. in

1855-'"

Thus we see that the small oval label

at the bottom

of the sling

was specially

written and then

pasted on by the

Queen herself.

It is an interest-

ing fact that the

moment Her

Majesty caught

sight of the sling
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shown depicts Her Majesty's visit to the

Resolute at Cowes, to take over from the

representatives of the American nation this

very interesting gift. The original is in the

'possession of Mrs. Collins Levy, of 7,

Montague Road, Richmond - on - Thames.

Pamphlets were prepared at the time, telling

how the Arctic ship floated out to sea

after being released from her long imprison-

ment in the ice. The Resolute, as we all

know, was found by an American vessel

and taken to America, where she was refitted

after her original style, and then presented to

the Queen.

We now reproduce a very interesting

pencil sketch by Her Majesty the Queen,

which, of course, has never before been

published. The drawing depicts an incident

from Fenimore Cooper's novel, " The Bravo,"

which was published in 1831, and dramatized

in melodrama form by Buckstone two years

later. This tketch belongs to Mr. Harry C.

Bradshaw, of the Villa Gaston, Biarritz. Mr.

Bradshaw writes : " It came into my posses-

sion from my late father-in-law, Mr. A. Vail.

About the year 1836 or 1837 Mr. Van Buren

was appointed American Minister at the Court

of St. James. Mr. A. Vail, then quite a

young man, accompanied him as first

secretary. Later on, Van Buren was nomi-

nated President of the United States, and

Mr. Vail became American Charge d'Affaires

in London. He was on very friendly

terms in the house of the Duchess of

Kent, and was asked by the young

Princess Victoria to obtain for her certain

autographs from America. This he did,

and amongst those he secured was that

of Cooper. In recognition of Mr. Vail's

services in this way, the Princess Victoria

drew with her own hand this most interesting

sketch ; afterwards signing it and giving the

reference in " The Bravo."

Most of the remaining sketches belong to

Mr. Edward Henry Corbould, R.I., of

7, Trebovir Road, Earl's Court. Mr.

Corbould was drawing-master to the Royal

children for more than twenty years.

About the year 1851 he was a young

member of the Institute, whose galleries

.^'-t .;'
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were situated in Pall Mall opposite Marl-

borough House. On one occasion the

picture Mr. Corbould exhibited was a

Biblical subject, in which Christ figured.

Oddly enough, he 'had to get a Jew to

sit for Christ, and the very first question

the sitter asked was, " Vot vas the subjeck ? "

Of course, the artist had to deceive him, and

told him that the central figure was a high

priest preaching in the Temple, or something

of that kind. Well, one day, the Queen and

the Prince Consort came to the gallery, and

were greatly struck by Mr. Corbould's picture.

The Prince asked the artist several questions

about it, and eventually

bought it, this being

the very first picture

purchased by him in

this country. Not very

long afterwards Colonel

(afterwards Sir Charles)

Phipps called upon Mr.

Corbould at his house

in Rutland Gate, and

asked him if he would

accept the post of

drawing-master to the

Royal children. Mr.

Corbould commenced

woijc at Buckingham

Palace on the Duke

of Connaught's first

birthday. " I remem-

ber," he told us, " the

Duke of Wellington

coming across from

Apsley House and, pre-

senting the little Prince

with a sword he had

worn during the Penin-

sular Campaign, saying

little Prince, for I am sure you will become a

soldier.'"

Mr. Corbould's duties were curiously

varied. They ranged from a drawing-lesson

to the little Prince of Wrales, to a design

for a piece of plate, or even a little scene-

shifting at very private theatricals, from which

Her Majesty excluded even her own domestic

servants.

Here are reproduced two heads of the

Prince Consort, sketched by the Queen

under the following circumstances. Some

time after the death of Prince Albert,

Mr. Corbould was at Balmoral, and the

Queen asked him to paint a picture of her

late husband, whom she wanted repre-

sented as a warrior in armour. Corbould

that His Royal Highness had

always figured as a " Prince of Peace" rather

than as a warrior, and the Queen liked the

idea immensely. Still, Her Majesty did not

quite give up the " warrior" idea. On seeing

the rough sketch the Queen said, " You'

haven't made him drawing his sword." "No,

your Majesty," replied Mr. Corbould, quickly,

"I have depicted him sheathing it, for he is
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the Queen herself, was made under the

following circumstances :â

Herne's Oak, in Windsor Forest (im-

mortalized by Shakespeare), was in danger of

being cut and pulled to pieces by vandal

visitors. At this, the Queen was sorely

grieved, and she ordered the tree to be cut

down and dragged within the Castle precincts.

She then decided to have a cabinet made out

of the wood of Herne's Oak, which cabinet

was to contain an edition of Shakespeare's

works. Mr. Corbould was requested by Her

Majesty to design two figures for the panels

of the cabinet âCharles Kean as Alacbtth

and Mrs. Charles Kean as Lady Macbeth.

" This is the size I want the figures," said

the Queen, and hastily taking a sheet

of paper, she scribbled the figure seen in

the reproduction. Mr. Corbould's finished

sketches were sent to Nuremberg, and from
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them were prepared two porcelain plates,

which were duly let info the doors of the

cabinet. The Queen now possesses Mr.

Corbould's original drawings.

Next is shown an elaborate figure picture

by the Princess Royal. Her Royal Highness

had the photograph, from which we repro-

duce, specially taken,

and it will be seen

that round the narrow

margin are some

notes in her own

handwriting, thus :

" Entry of Boling-

broke into London,

historical episode,

Richard the Second."

The Princess notes

that this picture was

" painted in April and

May, 1857."

'" Richard II.' was

being performed at

the Princess's," re-

marked Mr. Corbould

to us, "and I remem-

ber that the Princess

Royal sent for me

and told me that one

of her ladies - in -

waiting had declared

that Ryder was astride

of a stuffed horse.

Lady and the

Princess had quite an

argument about it.

'Mr. Corbould,' said

the Princess, ' will

you please go round

to Mr. Ryder, give

him my compliments,

and ask him to prick

his spurs into his

horse's flanks and

make him curvet

about the stage?'

Accordingly, I went

behind the scenes

and interviewed the

great actor. He then

took me on one side

and said, earnestly,

'Look here, I'll be

quite frank with you.

Ryder, God knows I'm no rider. All the

time I am on that beast I am on thorns,

and my prayers rise to Heaven when I

get into the wings and am lifted off his

bony back. It's all very well for Kean;

he can ride, and, besides, he rides his own

horse."

We may remark here that the selection

of tutors and preceptors for the Royal

children never went by favour. In this

connection we may narrate the very in-

teresting story, told us by Mr. Corbould,

respecting the engage-

ment of Miss Hild-
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Royal, which might be exhibited and sold for

the benefit of the fund. Corbould replied

that he had not actually got a sketch by

him, but he would speak to the Princess

Royal about it. He did, and the Princess

was simply horrified at the idea. She

thought it would be infra dig. for her to

exhibit a drawing done by herself. Up to

that time no member of the Royal Family

had dreamed of such a thing. Mr. Corbould

pointed out how noble was the cause, where-

upon the Princess said, " Very well, I'll go

and ask mamma." She came back presently,

and said to Mr. Corbould, " Mamma says I

may draw something, but it must not be

anything political.'' There and then, while

Mr. Corbould waited, the Princess Royal

made a sketch of a wounded Greek warrior

attended by a maiden. On showing it to her

drawing-master, that far-seeing gentleman

remarked : " Why not turn the Greek warrior

into a British grenadier ? The public would

understand that far more readily, and it

would appeal

more directly to

them."

The Princess

instantly ran to

the window with

the sketch in her

hand, and hastily

clothed her war-

rior in the requi-

site busby and

tunic, sketching in

these from the un-

conscious sentry

who paced up

and down outside

the east front of

the palace. The

drawing was duly

exhibited, and a

book was placed

in the gallery, in

which intending

purchasers entered

the amount they

were prepared to

pay.

Mr. Corbould

himself resolved

to possess the

Princess Royal's

sketch, and he

would have given

as much as forty

guineas for it.

On going to the

gallery to inspect the book, however, he was

astonished to find that the first offer was

one of seventy-five guineas, followed by

one of a hundred guineas, which in turn was

eclipsed by a further offer of a hundred and

twenty guineas. At twelve o'clock on a

certain day, the person who had offered
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tionally interesting conditions. You will

observe that she calls the sketch "a fancy."

Down near the signature are the words:

"For Mr. Corbould, January nth, 1858.

The last time." The Princess meant the

last time before her marriage.

Mr. Corbould, whose name necessarily

looms large in this article, is positively

CL-

I

LAST SKETCH MADE BY THE I'RINCESS ROYAL BEFORE HER MARRIAGE.

one of the most delightful and interesting

men whom the present writer was ever

privileged to meet. To know him is a liberal

education in matters Royal. He is a monu-

ment of good sense, a mine of anecdote, and

a miracle of diplomacy. Listen to this very

interesting story about the eldest of his

Royal pupils. The Princess Royal was asked

by the Queen to prepare some little drawing

which might be lithogiaphed and distributed

privately. The Princess chose her own

subject, and many copies were duly litho-

graphed from the original sketch. She had

chosen the Parable of the Wise and Foolish

Virgins, and she was one day showing Mr.

Corbould a copy of the thing, and pointing

out to him how skilfully she

had placed the ten wise and

ten foolish virgins.

" I am sorry," said Mr.

Corbould, " but you have

made a mistake, Princess ;

there were only five wise and

five foolish." The dismay of

the Princess knew no bounds,

but at length she was struck

with a brilliant idea. " I know

what Til do," she said ; " I'll

knock out every alternate one !

It is a pity," she went on,

" that I didn't study the sub-

ject before I started the

design, for I have troubled

myself with the study of every

half-note of agony and grief."

Of course, work done by

the Royal Princesses could

scarcely be expected to stand

the critical examination of ex-

perts. Mr. Corbould had one of

the original lithographs of the

sketch just described hanging

over his mantelpiece in the

drawing-room, and he was one

day pointing out the beauties of

the design to his carpenter,

John Galesâan illiterate fellow,

but very clever at his trade.

" You see," explained Mr.

Corbould, " the foolish virgins

are shut out â the door is

slammed in their faces, as it

were." " And that 'ere was

done by the Princess Royal ! "

mused the carpenter, quietly.

"Well, all I can say is, I'm

thunderin' glad that door
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sent over from Germany by the Empress to

Mr. Algernon Graves, the famous print-

seller of Pall Mall. This painting was one

of five studies in oil and water colours

consigned by the Empress to Mr. Graves.

The letter accompanying the pictures was

substantially as follows :â

" Dear Mr. Graves,âI want to help one of

the charities here, but I don't want to give

a sum of money direct. I want to feel that

whatever I give I have earned. Will you

please sell these pictures for what they will

fetch, and then send me a cheque ? "

This Mr. Graves did; and the cheque

was for a very considerable amount. The

pictures are now scattered all over the

country.

Let us now consider the Prince of Wales

as an artist. The water-colour drawing of

" Faust" was done at Osborne (as the in-

scription tells us) on the isth May, '58.

This sketch belongs to Mr. Corbould.

"At the drawing lessons," said the latter

gentleman to us, " the Prince of Wales was

always full jf ideas. And I should tell you

here that the Royal children seldom copied

things. A subject would be suggested, and

I would commence it, leaving the young

Prince or Princess to finish the drawing.

One morning the Prince of Wales met me,

literally bursting with notions. ' Tell you

what we'll have this morning,' he cried,

excitedly ; ' I've got the picture in my mind.

We'll have a Jack Tar coming full pelt down

a lane, with a big bull close behind him.'"

"Certainly a spirited subject," commented

Mr. Corbould, drily.

Here is another of this grand old man's

stories : " On reaching the Palace one morn-

ing, the Prince of Wales showed me a drawing

he had just finished. Napoleon was depicted

on horseback levelling a pistol at the Duke

of Wellington, who was advancing to cut

down his great enemy. While I was looking

at the drawing, who should come in but the

Duke himself! 'Why, the very man who

can best criticise my drawing !' cried the

Prince. ' Now, can you tell me who that is

on the left ?' he went on, presenting the

sketch to the Duke. 'Well,' replied the

latter, deliberately, 'judging from the waist-

coat and the cocked hat, I should say it was

meant for Napoleon.' ' Right,' said the Prince.

' And who is the other figure ? ' 'By the cut

of the jib,'returned the Duke, calmly, 'I should

say it was myself." ' Right again. Well,

now, is the drawing accurate ? That's what I

want to know.' The Duke rose, put down the

sketch, and thus impressively addressed the

Prince of Wales : ' My boy, I'm going to tell

PERSONAL RELICS OF THE QUEEN.

639

SKETCH OF "FAUST" BY THK PRINCK OF WALES.

you something that the English people don't

seem to realize. I was sent out to keep

â¢Napoleon in check, but never in my life lun>e

I set eyes on him ! Once, in the midst of a

battle, someone cried, " Look ! There's

Napoleon," but before I could get the glass

to my eye, the smoke from a field-gun had

enveloped him.'"

Next we show a graceful classic head by

the Princess Alice. It hangs in Mr. Cor-

bould's drawing-room. This pupil of Mr.

Corbould was ever ready to adopt new ideas

and try experiments for her own very lively

self. The Queen and Prince Consort had

bought a picture by Corbould, and in it the

nimbus about a saint's head was depicted

covered with jewels, each painted in separately.

The Royal couple commented much upon

this in the Princess Alice's hearing, and of

course the next time the Princess saw her

drawing-master, she wanted to know all about

it. Mr. Corbould said that really there was

nothing difficult or remarkable about the

painting of jewels in this way, and he gave the

1

Princess Alice a demonstration all

to herself.

One day, some little time after the

above incident, the Princess Alice

met her drawing-master, and with

an air of mystery and importance,

remarked : " I've something to show

you, Mr. Corbould, and I know

you'll be pleased with it." So say-

ing, she produced a gorgeous water-

colour sketch, depicting a knight on

horseback. Both horse and knight

were clothed in complete armour,

and in the charger's breast-plate

glowed " a ruby at least as big as a

soup-plate !"

" Now, I want your opinion upon

this," said the Princess, anxiously.

" A candid opinion ? "

" Oh, yes ; a candid opinion ; I

wouldn't give anything for a flattering

opinion."

"Well, Princess," returned Mr.

Corbould, slowly, " I don't know

of any three kingdoms in this world

which, when brought to the ham-

mer, would realize the price of that

ruby !"

" Mis â ter Cor â bould ! " ex-

claimed the little Princess, breath-

less with delight. " I kneiv you'd

be pleased, but I didn't expect such

praise as that! "
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Elsewhere we have remarked

that the Royal children seldom

copied things at their drawing

lessons. Rather were they trained

to be absolutely original and

observant. No wonder, then,

that the young Princes and

Princesses took to sketching

from life certain more or less

picturesque people whom they

met. The little water - colour

here reproduced is by the Prin-

cess Helena. It belongs to Mr.

Corbould, who has it placed in

a frame, with a portrait of the

Princess, and an admission ticket

to her marriage ceremony.

This drawing depicts an

Austrian Princess who happened

to be staying at the Palace, and

who expressly dressed herself up

as a gipsyâtambourine and all

âat the bidding of the youthful

artist.

The Princess Louise (Mar-

chioness of Lome), Mr. Cor-

bould tells me, possessed artistic

talent in a striking degree from

a very early age. She was for

ever taking notes at great

Drax-n by]
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JOTTINGS BY THE PRINCESS LOUISE (MARCHIONESS OF LORNE).

functions, and on all possible

occasions when likely material

was to be obtained. She would

cover reams of foolscap with

jottings of the kind depicted

here. The original of this is a

scrap of paper belonging to Mr.

Corbould, and it is covered with

artistic memoranda for the pictures

the Princess was always composing.

It is interesting to study these

jottings, and remember that at

Kensington Palace there is a fine

statue of the Queen set up which

is entirely the work of the Princess

Louise. The heads seen in the

reproduction are, of course, por-

traits of Ambassadors, Court ladies,

and others whom the quick eye of

the Princess marked out as likely-

subjects.

The whole of the photographs

in this article, excepting those

otherwise acknowledged, were speci-

ally taken by our own staff of

artists, through the courtesy of the

various owners of the relics and

mementos.

The Tragedy of the Korosko.

BY A. CON AN DOYLE.

CHAPTER III.

HAT'S the meaning of this,

Mansoor?" cried Belmont,

harshly.

The dragoman made an

effort to compose himself,

and licked his dry lips before

he answered.

" I do not know who they are," said he,

in a quavering voice.

" Who they are ? " cried the Frenchman.

" You can see who they are. They are

armed men upon camels, Ababdeh, Bishareen

âBedouins, in short, such as are employed

by the Government upon the frontier."

" There are no friendlies upon this side

of the river," said the Colonel, abruptly.

" There is no use in mincing matters. We

must prepare for the worst."

But in spite of his words, they stood

stock-still, in a huddled group, staring out

over the plain. Their nerves were numbed

by the sudden shock, and to all of them it

was like a scene in a dream, vague,

impersonal, and unreal. The men upon the

camels had streamed out from a gorge which

lay a mile or so distant on the side of the

path along which they had travelled. Their

retreat, therefore, was entirely cut off. It

appeared, from the dust and the length of

the line, to be quite an army which was

emerging from the hills, for seventy men

upon camels cover a considerable stretch

of ground. Having reached the sandy

plain, they very deliberately formed to the

front, and then at the harsh call of a

bugle they trotted forward in line, the

parti-coloured figures all swaying and the

sand smoking in a rolling yellow cloud at

their heels. At the same moment the six

black soldiers doubled in from the front with

their Martinis at the trail, and snuggled

down like well-trained skirmishers behind

the rocks upon the haunch of the hill.

And now suddenly the first stupor of the

excursionists passed away, and was succeeded

by a frantic and impotent energy. They all

Vol. xili.â81- Copyright, George

ran about upon the plateau of rock in an

aimless, foolish flurry, like frightened fowls in

a yard. They could not bring themselves to

acknowledge that there was no possible escape

for them. Again and again they rushed to

the edge of the great cliff which rose from

the river, but the youngest and most daring

of them could never have descended it.

The two women clung one on each side of

the trembling Mansoor, with a feeling that

he was officially responsible for their safety.

When he ran up and down in his desperation,

his skirts and theirs all fluttered together.

Stephens, the lawyer, kept close to Sadie

Adams, muttering, mechanically, " Don't be

alarmed ! Don't be at all alarmed ! " though

his own limbs were twitching with agitation.

Monsieur Fardet stamped about with a

guttural rolling of r's, while the fat clergyman

stood with his umbrella up, staring stolidly
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hearts to see what was going on. As they

did so there rang out the sharp, clear crack

of a rifle-shot from the escort, followed by

another and another, but these isolated shots

were drowned in the long, spattering roll of

an irregular volley from the plain, and the air

was full of the phit-phit-phit of the bullets.

The tourists all huddled behind the rocks,

with the exception of the Frenchman, who

still stamped angrily about, striking his

sun-hat with his clenched hand. Belmont

their camels, but a few had dismounted and

were kneeling here and thereâlittle shimmer-

ing white spots against the golden background.

Their shots came sometimes singly in quick,

sharp throbs, and sometimes in a rolling

volley, with-a sound like a boy's stick drawn

across iron railings. The hill buzzed like a

bee-hive, and the bullets made a sharp,

crackling sound as they struck against the

rocks.

"You do no good by exposing yourself,"'

" VOL' DO NO r.OCH) 11V KXI'OSING Vol'KSELF."

and Cochrane crawled down to where the

Soudanese soldiers were firing slowly and

steadily, resting their rifles upon the boulders

in front of them.

The Arabs had halted about five hundred

yards away, and it was evident from their

leisurely movements that they were perfectly

aware that there was no possible escape for

the travellers. They had paused to ascertain

their number before closing in upon them.

Most of them were firing from the backs of

said Belmont, drawing Colonel Cochrane

behind a large jagged boulder, which already

furnished a shelter for three of the Soudanese.

" A bullet is the best thing we have to

hope for," said Cochrane, grimly. "What

an infernal fool I have been, Belmont, not

to protest more energetically against this

ridiculous expedition ! I deserve whatever I

get, but it /i hard on these poor souls who

never knew the danger."

" I suppose there's no help for us ? "
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" Not the faintest."

"Don't you think this firing might bring

the troops up from Haifa ? "

" They'll never hear it. It is a good six

miles from here to the steamer. From that

to Haifa would be another five."

"Well, when we don't return, the steamer

will give the alarm."

" And where shall we be by that time ? "

" Poor Norah ! Poor little Norah !"

muttered Belmont, in the depths of his

grizzled moustache.

The soldier next them had sat down

abruptly, and leaned forward over his knees.

His movement and attitude were so natural

that it was hard to realize that he had been

shot through the head. He neither stirred

nor groaned. His comrades bent over him

for a moment, and then, shrugging their

shoulders, they snapped their breech-blocks

upon two fresh cartridges. Belmont picked

up the dead man's

Martini and his ammu-

nition-pouch.

" Only three more

rounds, Cochrane,"

said he, wilh the little

brass cylinders upon

the palm of his hand.

" You're a famous

shot, Belmont," cried

the Colonel. " Don't

you think you could

pick off their leader ? "

" Which is he ? "

"As far as I can

make out, it is that

one on the white camel

on their right front. I

mean the fellow who

is peering at us from

under his two hands."

Belmont thrust in his

cartridge and altered

the sights. " It's a bad

light for judging dis-

tance," said he. " This

is where the low point-

blank trajectory of the

Lee-Metford comes in

useful. Well, we'll try

him at five hundred."

He fired, but there was

no change in the white

camel or the peering

rider.

" Did you see any

sand fly ? "

"No, I saw nothing."

" I fancy I took my sight a little too full."

" Try him again ! "

Man and rifle and rock were equally steady,

but again the camel and chief remained un-

harmed. The third shot must have been

nearer, for he moved a few paces to the right,

as if he were becoming restless. Belmont

threw the empty rifle down, with an exclama-

tion of disgust.
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finger-tips. A bullet had chipped his wrist.

Headingly ran out from the cover where he

had been crouching, with the intention of

dragging the demented Frenchman into a

place of safety, but he had not taken

three paces before he was himself hit

in the loins, and fell with a dreadful crash

among the stones. He staggered to his feet,

and then fell again in the same place,

floundering up and down like a horse which

has broken its back. " I'm done!" he

whispered, as the Colonel ran to his aid, and

then he lay still, with his china-white cheek

against the stones. When, but a year before,

he had wandered under the elms of Cam-

bridge, surely the last fate upon this earth

which he could have predicted for himself

would be that he should be slain by the

bullet of a fanatical Mohammedan in the

wilds of the Libyan desert.

Meanwhile the fire of the escort had ceased,

for they had shot away their last cartridge.

A second man had been killed, and a third

âwho was the corporal in chargeâhad

received a bullet in his thigh. He sat upon

a stone, tying up his injury with a grave,

preoccupied look upon his wrinkled black

â¢face, like an old woman piecing together a

broken plate. The three others fastened

their bayonets with a determined metallic

rasp and snap, and the air of men who

intended to sell their lives at a fancy figure.

" They're coming ! " cried Belmont, look-

ing over the plain.

" Let them come ! " the Colonel answered,

putting his hands into his trouser-pockets.

Suddenly he pulled one fist out, and shook

it furiously in the air. " Oh, the cads ! the

confounded cads ! " he shouted, and his eyes

were congested with rage.

It was the fate of the poor donkey-boys

which had carried the self-contained soldier

out of his usual calm. During the firing

they had remained huddled, a pitiable group,

among the rocks at the base of the hill.

Now upon the conviction that the charge of

the Dervishes must come first upon them,

they had sprung upon their animals with

shrill, inarticulate cries of fear, and had

galloped oflf across the plain. A small

flanking-party of eight or ten camel-men had

worked round while the firing had been

going on, and these dashed in among the

flying donkey-boys, hacking and hewing with

a cold-blooded, delibernte ferocity. One

little boy, in a flapping Galabeeah, kept

ahead of his pursuers for a time, but the long

stride of the camels ran him down, and an

Arab thrust his spear into the middle of his

stooping back. The small, white-clad corpses

looked like a flock of sheep trailing over the

desert.

But the people upon the rock had no time

to think of the cruel fate of the donkey-boys.

Even the Colonel, after that first indignant

outburst, had forgotten all about them. The

advancing camel-men had trotted to the

bottom of the hill, had dismounted, and
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savage than their own. One who helped

to draw up this narrative has left it upon

record that, of all the pictures which have

been burned into his brain, there is none

so clear as that of this man, his large

face shining with perspiration, and his

great body dancing about with unwieldy

agility, as he struck at the shrinking, snarling

~ ^^r " HE STRUCK AT THE SH

V :- .

savages. Then a spear-head flashed from

behind a rock with a quick, vicious, upward

thrust, the clergyman fell upon his hands and

knees, and the horde poured over him to

seize their unresisting victims. Knives

glimmered before their eyes, rude hands

clutched at their wrists and at their throats,

and then, with brutal and unreasoning

violence, they were hauled and pushed down

the steep winding path to where the camels

were waiting below. The Frenchman waved

his unwounded hand as he walked. " Vive le

Khalifa ! Vive le Mahdi! " he shouted, until

a blow from behind with the butt-end of a

Remington beat him into silence.

And now they were herded in at the base of

the Abousir rock, this

little group of modern

types who had fallen

into the rough clutch

of the seventh century

âfor in all save the

arms in their hands

there was nothing to

distinguish these men

from the desert

warriors who first

carried the crescent flag out of Arabia.

\4J^ The East does not

i Ik. Â«" change, and the Der-

vish raiders were not

less brave, less cruel,

or less fanatical than

their forebears. They

stood in a circle,

leaning upon their

guns and spears, and

looking with exultant

eyes at the dis-

hevelled group of

captives. They were

clad in some approach

to a uniform, red tur-

bans gathered around

the neck as well as

the head, so that the

brown face looked out

of a scarlet frame ;

yellow, untanned

shoes, and white

tunics with square

brown patches let

into them. All carried

rifles, and one had a

small discoloured

bugle slung over his

shoulder. Half of them were negroes, fine,

muscular men, with the limbs of a jet
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were fixed now upon his captives, and his

face was grave with thought. Mr. Stuart

had been brought down, his hat gone

and his trousers sticking in one part to

his leg. The two surviving Soudanese

soldiers, their black faces and blue coats

blotched with crimson, stood silently at

attention upon one side of this forlorn group

of castaways.

In a harsh, imperious voice the chief said

something which brought Mansoor, the

out a curt word or two, he fell suddenly

upon his face, rubbing his forehead into the

sand.

" What's that, Cochrane ? " asked Belmont.

" As far as I can understand, it is all up

with us," the Colonel answered.

" But this is absurd," cried the French-

man, excitedly ; " why should these people

wish any harm to me ? I have never injured

them. On the other way, I have always been

their friend. If I could but speak to them,

â¢ HE FELL SUDDENLY UPON HIS FACF,

dragoman, to the front, with bent back and

outstretched, supplicating palms. To his

employers there had always seemed to be

something comic in that flapping skirt and

short cover-coat above it; but now, under the

glare of the midday sun, with those faces

gathered round them, it seemed to add a

grotesque horror to the scene. The dragoman

salaamed and salaamed like some ungainly

automatic doll, and then, as the chief rasped

I would make them comprehend. Hola,

dragoman, Mansoor ! "

The excited gestures of Monsieur Fardet

drew the sinister eyes of the Baggara chief

upon him. Again he asked a curt question,

and Mansoor, kneeling in front of him,

answered it.

"Tell him that I am a Frenchman, drago-

man. Tell him that I am a friend of the

Khalifa."
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"The chief asks what religion you pro-

fess," said Mansoor.

" Tell him that in France we look upon all

religions as good."

" The chief says that none but a blas-

pheming dog and the son of a dog would

say that all religions are good. He says

that if you are indeed the friend of the

Khalifa, you will accept the Koran and

become a true believer upon the spot. If

you will do so he will send you alive to

Khartoum."

" And if not ? "

" You will fare as the others.'1

" Then you may make my compliments to

monsieur the chief, and tell him that it is

not the custom for Frenchmen to change

their religion under compulsion."

The chief said a few words, and then

turned to speak with a short, sturdy Arab at

his elbow.

" He says, Monsieur Fardet," said the

dragoman, " that if you speak again he will

make a trough out of you for the dogs to

feed out of. Say nothing to anger him, sir,

for he is now talking what is to be done

with us."

" Who is he ? " asked the Colonel.

" It is Ali Wad Ibrahim, the same who

raided last year, and killed all of the Nubian

village."

" I've heard of him," said the Colonel.

"He has the name of being the boldest and

the most fanatical of all the Khalifa's

leaders."

The two Arabs had been talking in that

stern, restrained fashion which comes so

strangely from a southern race. Now they

both turned to the dragoman, who was still

kneeling upon the sand. They plied him

with questions, pointing first to one and

then to another of their prisoners. Then

they conferred together once more, and

finally said something to Mansoor, with a

contemptuous wave of the hand to indicate

that he might convey it to the others.

" Thank God, gentlemen, I think that we

are saved for the present time," said Mansoor,

wiping away the sand which had stuck to his

perspiring forehead. "Ali Wad Ibrahim

says that though an unbeliever should have

only the edge of the sword from one of the

sons of the prophet, yet it might be of more

profit to the beit-el-mal at Omdurman if it

had the gold which your people will pay for

you. Until it comes you can work as the

slaves of the Khalifa, unless he should decide

to put you to death. You are now to mount

the spare camels and to ride with the party."

The chief had waited for the end of the

explanation. Now he gave an order, and a

negro stepped forward with a long, dull-

coloured sword in his hand. The dragoman

squealed like a rabbit who sees a ferret, and

threw himself frantically down upon the sand

once more.

" What is it, Cochrane ?" asked Cecil

Brownâfor the Colonel was the only one of
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mouth like a chicken being dragged from a neck of which was tied up by AH Wad

coop. Ibrahim's own hands.

The chief's dark eyes glanced indifferently " I say, Cochrane," whispered Belmont,

at Miss Adams, but gazed with a smouldering " I've got a little hip revolver which they have

"THE KARTV STREAMED INTO SIGHT AGAIN."

fire at the younger woman. Then he gave not discovered. Shall I shoot that cursed

an abrupt order, and the prisoners were dragoman for giving away the women ?"

hurried in a miserable, hopeless drove to the The Colonel shook his head,

cluster of kneeling camels. Their pockets " You had better keep it," said he. " The

had already been ransacked, and the contents women may find some other use for it before

thrown into one of the camel-food bags, the all is over."

(To be <<>nfinned.)

Tlic Evolution of tlie Typewriter.

BY C. L. MCCLUER STEVENS.

T will doubtless surprise most

people to learn that the first

typewriter ever produced was

manufactured, not in America

and at a comparatively recent

date, but nearly two centuries

ago, and in England.

On January i7th, 1714, there was granted

to a gentleman named Mills, an engineer in

the employ of the New River Company, a

- A TYPEWRITER OF 1836

patent for an invention described as follows:

" An artificial machine, or method, for the

impressing or transcribing of letters, singly

or progressively, one after another, as in

writing, whereby all writings whatsoever may

be engrossed on paper or parchment, so neat

and exact as not to be distinguished from

print."

Thus was the typewriter born. No drawings

were submitted with the specifications, so that

it is now impossible to tell how the machine

was constructed or what kind of work it per-

formed. From notes found among the

private papers of the inventor, however,

after his death, it is assumed that it was

intended to print embossed letters for the

use of the blind.

Vol. xiii.- 82.

A similar machine, also for the use of blind

people, was patented in France in the year

1784 ; but with these two exceptions no other

effort seems to have been made to construct

a writing-machine until 1829, when Mr. Austin

Burt, an American, patented his '" Typo-

graph." This was a very pretty and exceed-

ingly ingenious piece of mechanism, but,

viewed from a commercial point of view, it

was a decided failure. The same remark

applies to the extraordinary-looking machine

delineated here, the operator of which

most certainly wears a decidedly worried

look ; as well as to Mr. Littledale's machine,

exhibited in 1844 at a meeting of the British

Association at York.

But these and other similar attempts, for

the most part crude and ill-conceived, set

practical men thinking. Among others,

Charles Thurber, an American, went to work

and constructed a machine, which is now

generally admitted to have been the first

practical typewriter ever put together. It

was large. It was clumsy. And it was

capable of being driven only at what

-, would now be regarded as a ridiculously

low rate of speed. But it embodied

most of the mechanical devices common

to nearly all modern machines, and to

it was applied for the first time the

paper-carrying roller, together with suitable

machinery for line and letter spacing. That

it was far from perfect, however, is evident

from the specimen of its work shown on the

next page. Thurber's machine, moreover.

I
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NORWICH 3. FEBRUARY 184*

CENT.

WE HAVE, AT LENGW COMPLE-

TED ONE OF THtRBFRS MECHAMICAL Ct/IROC ?APHERS. A.LTHOOGH YOU

WILL NOTICE IMPERFECTIONS IN TtfE FORMATION OF THE LETTERS

IN THIS COMMt/MICAriON, YET THERE IS NOT A SINGLE DEFECT

WHICH DOES NOT ADMIT OF AW EASY AND PERFECT REMEDY I

AM PERFECTLY SA*4Sf1tET)âWTTHâTIâBECAUSEâ1âOTBâUTOTâLTJTJl?âFTTHâI

PERFECTIOW JW THIS FIRST MACHINE.

BELEVE ME

WRS. TRULV, CHARLES TMOHBER.

MESSRS. Vttict i. ^REBHOUCU

PATENT ATTOftMIES.

WASHINGTON. D. C.

FACSIMILE OF PART OF THE FIRST LETTER EVKH TYPEWRITTENâEXECUTED ON THK THUROER MACHINE.

like Littledale's, and indeed all the early type-

writers, was intended solely for the use of the

blind. So far the need of a machine to super-

sede the pen had not even been thought of.

After Thurber came many other inventors,

notably Beach and Pratt, both of whom spent

considerable sums of money and an immense

amount of time and labour in improving the

typewriter. In 1867 Mr. Pratt's machine

was exhibited in London before the Society

of Arts, and, as was only natural, attracted a

great deal of attention. Most of the leading

engineering and scientific papers devoted

considerable space to descriptions and illus-

trations of the strange-looking piece of

mechanism ; and suggestions were not wanting

to the effect that the inventor who could

produce a successful machine of the kind,

intended not only for the use of those whom

misfortune had deprived of sight, but for

mankind in general, would secure a fortune

for himself, and confer an almost inestimable

boon upon humanity at large.

Probably a couple of million people either

saw the machine for themselves, or read the

description of it as published in the Press.

To the vast majority it merely formed an

object of idle and somewhat languid curiosity.

A very small minority examined the thing

closely, andâpooh-poohed the idea as ridicu-

lous and impracticable. One man, and one

only, Mr. C. latham Sholes, of Wisconsin,

U.S.A., recognised the vast possibilities that

lay hidden in the tangled collections of cams

and cogs and levers.

Gifted with an indomitable will, shrewd

business aptitude, and a sublime faith in his

own powers which no failure was able to

daunt nor any rebuff discourage, this man,

the real inventor of the modern typewriter,

saw at once that there was " something in "

the idea, and laid his plans accordingly.

Sholes was not a wealthy man himself, and

his first difficulty lay in finding a capitalist

who was willing to embark with him in the

- enterprise. This initial stumbling - block

overcome, he set to work with a will and,

between 1867 and 1873, turned out some

twenty-five typewriters, all of which were

theoretically perfect, and all of which went

to pieces with depressing regularity after a

more or less prolonged spell of practical

work. But each model was a little better
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to turn their attention to the production of

other and, if possible, more perfect type-

writers ; the result being that within the last

decade there have been placed upon the

markets of the world nearly too different

types of machines. Each of these claims

some distinct advantage over its- rivals, but

upon this point, comparisons being prover-

bially odious, the writer does not care to

express any opinion.

There is one peculiarity that immediately

strikes the inquirer engaged in elucidating

the history of the typewriter. With one

solitary exceptionâthe " North "âall the

best-known machines are made in America.

The question is often asked : " \Vhy not

manufacture typewriters in England ? " One

reason is that there

is a very heavy duty

on all machines

imported into the

United States, and

as America still

continues to take

about three out of

every five type-

writers made, the

advantage to be

derived from manu-

facturing them on

the spot is obvious.

Another reason is

that anyone estab-

lishing a typewriter

factory in England

would be obliged to

train his own work-

men ; whereas in

America, on the

contrary, he would

black were enamelled blue, and those portions

of the frame-work usually outlined in gold

were inlaid with mother-of-pearl. The keys

were of African ivory, and the bright parts of

solid gold. A similar machine was presented

on her wedding-day to the Duchess of York ;

and another was recently made to order for

the Khedive of Egypt. The Queen also

possesses an exceedingly elaborate typewriter.

It is a "bar-lock," ivory-keyed, gold-plated

throughout, and very beautifully engraved.

An extraordinarily curious machine was that

made by the "Hammond " Company for Li

Hung Chang. It was fitted with twenty sets

of charactersâeighteen hundred in allâeach

of which, as no dies were available, had to

be engraved by hand. Apropos of this

I1CK Tyi'EWRlTFK, SI'ECIALLV MADE TO THE OÂ»

find trained workmen

applying to him for employment. This is

one of the disadvantages of our free-trade

policy. If the Government were to decide to-

morrow to clap a 25 per cent, advulorem duty

on all foreign-innde typewriters, there is not the

slightest doubt that lactories for manufactur-

ing machines on English soil would quickly

be established. " We might not like it, but

it would be a case of ' Hobson's choice,1"
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for the use, at Eton, of the young son of the

Countess of Carnarvon. It writes the Greek

alphabet, and is used by the lad, whose eye-

sight is somewhat weak, in

preparing his exercises. This

is believed to be the only

Greek typewriter extant ; but

machines for writing Russian

are fairly common, while

typewriters have been built

to order writing Arabic,

Sanscrit, and even old black-

letter English. This latter

machine was made, at a

cost of nearly one hundred

pounds, for a mysterious

individual who paid cash in

advance, and declined to

furnish either his name or

his address. What he wanted

with it, it is perhaps best not

to inquire too closely.

But after all, leaving for

awhile these " fancy ma-

chines " and going back to the " com-

mon or garden" typewriter of commerce,

the question naturally suggests itselfâ" cui

bono ? " " What is the use of spending time

and energy in learning to work a machine

when the pen will do the same work well

enough ? " Aye, but will it ? There's the

rub. Even a moderately quick writer with

the pen will find considerable difficulty in

keeping up, for many hours at a stretch, a

speed of more than twenty words a minute.

An ordinarily quick operator will easily treble

that record, and that, too, without experiencing

any undue fatigue.

Then, again, there is the great question of

legibility. There is an old tale of the Duke

of Wellington returning one of his oion

despatches to a member of his head-quarter

staff, accompanied by the angry remark that

he (Wellington) could make nothing of it,

and that the writer had better attend school

again. This incident could not have happened

had Wellington been able to click off his

despatches on a typewriter, as Sir Robert

Low did during the Chitral campaign. For

literary men, of course, the typewriter is

almost a sine qua non.

It need scarcely be said that the " boom "

which of late years has taken place in type-

writers, both in this country and America,

has produced the usual crop of " cranks "-

of the human variety. Some of the con-

trivances introduced by these gentry have

certainly not been lacking in ingenuity.

Take, for instance, the typewriter glove, a

A GLOVE TYPEWRITER.

contrivance of wash-leather, upon which

were embossed a set of rubber types.

" Caps " were on the left hand. Small letters

on the right. The ink was

supplied by a couple of

pads, fixed to the palms of

the gloves ; and the alternate

opening and shutting the
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Now ia

Now is

Now ia

Nowia

Nowis

Now ia

Now is

Now ia

Now is

Now ia

Now i

the time for all good men and true to come at once to the aid of the party

the time for all good men and true to come at once to the aid of the party

the time for all goodmen and true to cone at once to the aid of theperty

the tine for al good men and true to come at onoe to the aid of theparty

the time (or all goodmen andtrue to come at once to the aid of theparty

thetime for all rood men andtrue to come st once to the aid of theparty

tho time for all g>odmen and true to come at onco to the aof t ho party

the time for all good men andtrue to come at once to tho aid of theparty

the time for all good man andtrue to come at once to the aid ofthe party

the time for allgood men and true to come at once to the aid of the party

The above was written in the presence of the undersigned by Chas.H.Mc

Gurrin, at Kalamazoo,Mich., June 18th 1892, in ono minute, timed by stop-watch

County Clark, Prosecut ing Attorney,

Kalamazoo county. Kaleraazoo county.

Circuit Court Crier,

Kalanwioo county.

Subscribed and sworn to before me thia lath day of June 1892.

Notary Public,

Kalamazoo county,

Mich.

FACSIMILE OF THE FASTEST PIECE OF TYPEWRITING EVER EXECUTEDâ2OI WORDS IN ONE MINUTE.

matter to construct machines which should

reproduce written characters. What special

advantages they would possess, however, over

those now in use, is not altogether obvious.

Of the host of improvements constantly

being suggested by amateur inventors as

applicable to existing types of machines, the

most common is some device or other

designed to automatically return the carriage

when it has travelled to the end of a. line.

This is, of course, only perpetual motion

under another guise.

The marvellous speed and accuracy

attained by some professional operators

can be judged of from the fact that Miss

Violet Potter, the fastest lady typewriter in

England, finds no difficulty in keeping up an

average speed of ninety words a minute when

writing from dictation. Of course, much

higher rates than this have been recorded by

operators who have made a speciality of

writing the same sentence over and over

again. The actual record is held by Mr.

Charles H. McGurrin, an American, with

201 words a minute.

Pictures drawn entirely with the typewriter

are somewhat of a novelty in this country,

although they have long been known to our

cousins over the water. An excellent speci-

men of one of these machine-drawn pictures

is that of Mr. Gladstone defending himself

from the onslaught of a too pertinacious

agent. The G.O.M., as is well known,

detests typewriters. Note the affable ex-

pression of the enterprising Yankee, and

the enraged countenance of the venerable
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of straight lines

it contained, a

caricature by Mr.

Harry F u r n i s s

which appeared

in THE STRAND

some- time back.

No one who has

not tried to make

these pictures on

a typewriter can

understand how

difficult they are

to do. In com-

parison with the

pictorial designs,

ornamental bor-

"ders, as shown

in the peacock

drawing, are fairly

easy, being simple

combinations of

the figures, dashes, and numerical signs found

on every keyboard. In this drawing, for

THE 0.0. M. DEPENDING HIMSELF. DRAWN ON A WILLIAMS TYPEWRITER.

instance, the

single border on

the extreme out-

side is made of

the sign for

" cents "âan ob-

lique line running

through a small

"c." The other

details are easily

distinguishable.

The tail of the

peacock is made

of small o's and

small parentheses

inside of large

pa rentheses,

combined with

straight and ob-

lique lines, while

the base of the

tail is made of

osoloi-4

PEACOCK, DRAWN WITH A TYPEWRITER.

A STUDY IN STILL LIFE. DKAWN ON A

TYPEWRITER BY MISS FLORENCE STACEY.

a mass of small o's and parentheses.

On the wings of the butterfly we

again have this combination, and

may rightly marvel at the. result if we

remember that everything depends

upon skilful manipulation of the

paper, a correct eye for pictorial

effect, and a delicate appreciation

of the possibilities of every bit of

type on the machine.

It is somewhat remarkable, by

the way, that this extreme delicacy

of touch seems to be, almost exclu-

sively, the prerogative of the fair
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feat - will be appreciated by all typists, no

matter what machine they use.

The three pictures on this page, particularly

that of the cat's head, show that almost any

subject is, to the art-typist, possible of execu-

tion. The drawing of St. Paul's is harder to

do than it looks. It is exceedingly difficult

to get correct perspective on the typewriter.

In fact, it might be said that it is quite as

difficult to draw even a straight line ; and in

this drawing there are scores of straight lines.

In the drawing of "Ye Sad End of Ye Quill

Pen," the mere construction of the spider's

web is no mean feat. The " spokes," as it

were, are run through a common centre

(which requires skilful turning of the paper),

and the cross bars are then put in with

ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL. DRAWN ON A BAR-LOCK TYPEWRITER

BY MISS FLORENCE STACE.V.

sex. So expert, indeed, do some lady

operators become as to be able to discriminate

automatically between the degree of force

requisite to print, say, an " M," an " I," and

a full-stop. The writer saw recently a machine

driven at the rate of between seventy and

eighty words a minute, the " I " having been

purposely sharpened to a razor-like edge and

the full-stop filed until it resembled the point

of a needle ; and yet, so perfectly trained were

the hand and eye of the operntor, that the

characters in question neither cut nor pierced

the paper. The remarkable nature of this

AN ALLEGORY. DRAWN ON A BAR-LOCK TYPEWRITER.

CAT'S HEAD. DRAWN ON A TYPEWRITER BY MISS

FLORENCE. STACEY.

straight parallel lines, beginning with the

outer rim and working towards the centre

or vice-versd. On the cat's head, the

hair is made with countless parenthesis

marks. This drawing was a work of

much minute labour. In the drawing

of the Santa Maria, each curved line of

the sails is the result of countless small

lines, the curves being obtained â¢ by

manipulation of the paper. In " The

Royal Arms " â one of the finest and

most intricate designs ever worked on

the typewriterâ note how effectively the

lower inscription is bordered with a

scallop of v's.

It is not necessary to be exactly an

enthusiast on the subject to be able to

foresee a great future for the type-

writer. In America it is being used in

the schools at this present moment to

teach the young the elements of their

mother tongue, and its use is considered

obligatory by every up-to-date business
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man. In this country,

on the other hand, we

are only just beginning

to appreciate its im-

mense possibilities. It

has had to contend

against the prejudices,

almost the ill-will, of a

naturally conservative

people. Even now

there are scores and

hundreds of old-

fashioned firms where

a writing - machine is

absolutely tabooed ;

while only quite re-

cently a distinguished

barrister, well known

on the home circuit,

declined to receive a

type-written brief.

This, of course, is mere blind, unreasoning

prejudice, and can no more prevent the

general adoption of the typewriter than the

refusal, in the

early forties, of

certain old-

fashioned

people to make

use of trains

stopped the in-

troduction into

England of

railways.

Is the pen

then doomed ?

By no means.

The fact of the

â¢not turn HJLIIA.

DRAWN ON A UAR-LOCK MACHINE UV MISS STACEV.

matter is that the type-

writer is to the pen

what the s e w i n g-

machine is to the

needle. Needles are

still manufactured by

the hundred million,

despite the fact that a

sewing - machine is an

indispensable adjunct

to every well-regulated

home. It will be the

same with the pen when

a " writing - machine "

is as common a sight

in a middle-class house

as is a sewing-machine

to-day.

One word in conclu-

sion. It is often urged

that the typewriter is

useless for original work. The writer does

not find it so. A very little practice renders

its use as automatic as that of a penânay,

far more so, for

it is easier to

tap keys than

to wriggle a

The Holding Up of the Alhambra.

BY S. FRANCES HARRISON (SERANUS).

Y father was Silas Bondâ

Silas P. Bond, banker, of New

Yorkâa millionaire in his

time, and my mother was a

teacher of drawing in the

State schools when my father

married her. I was twenty years of age on

the 17th of October, 1887. On that night,

a Monday, Lord Brabazon dined with us,

and my dear mother invested her thousand

dollars in orchids, palms, and roses, in

honour of the occasion and my engagement.

We had met in Europe some months

before, and had fallen in love with unusual

promptitude.

With us dined that night a person of whom

everybody must have heardâAbram Lemark,

a Professor of Sanskrit. I believe he was a

beaming with happiness as he placed in my

lap, just before we went in to dinner, a case

containing a necklet of old pink topazes, a

gift from his lady-mother. He said that, as

I already had everything I wanted, and much

more than I could ever wear, he had been

hard put to find a suitable present; but you

can imagine how I appreciated those antique

jewels.

Professor Lemark begged to examine them,

and immediately launched into an interesting

dissertation on the jewellery of the Persians.

The topazes, he declared, were set in purely

Oriental fashion, and were worth a good deal,

" though not so much," he said, " as that

smallest of those three big diamonds on your

finger. Let me see that ring, Miss Cynthia."

I took it off and handed it across Harry to

I TOOK IT OFF AND HANDED IT ACROSS.

Jew; at any rate, he was a true cosmopolite.

An admirable linguist, keen critic of art and

music, good conversationalist, and not a

controversialist, as too many men of learning

are, he was a favourite at New York dinner-

tables, and especially at ours. Harry was

Vol. xiii.â83.

the Professor, who valued it for us very

cleverly, and, before he returned it, gave us a

vivid picture of the diamond cutting and

polishing industries in Amsterdam. Then

we went to dinner, and Professor Lemark

was particularly brilliant. He and Harry
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found a mutual acquaintance in the person

of old Da Levy at Oxford, a specialist in

Oriental languages.

Then the Professor treated us to sketches

of famous criminals he had met or read about,

including reminiscences of Louise Michel,

and at last the talk touched upon Socialism

at large, whereupon my Aunt Delia, who

lived with us, and was supposed to be a

strong-minded, progressive person, gave us

some of her ideas, which exactly coincided

with those of the Professor. We were a

happy party over our orchids and champagne,

even if we did talk of the "alien popula-

tion," and the " social problems " of the day,

and when dinner was over we discussed the

theatres, and agreed to make a theatre-party

for the " Alhambra " on the coming Saturday.

The Professor was particularly keen in his

amusing criticisms of the "Great American

play " of " Progress," and said that he had

heard of twenty or thirty families who would

be present on that night, the 365th perform-

ance.

Next day we discovered that the Professor

was rightly informed. Everyone was going

on Saturday to see the last representation of

"Progress." There was to be some kind of

national celebration between the acts, and

General Johnson would probably make a

speech. Harry was delighted, and said there

must be more than four hundred people of

position in New York after all.

Saturday, the 22nd, finally arrived. I wore

Harry's pink topazes and a low-cut gown of

white brocade. When the carriage was

announced, my father, turning me around

under the drawing-room electric light, made a

feeble protest against the jewels. There was

a moment's hesitation. My mother, attired

in a new and costly wrap of ermine, velvet,

and lace, said there was no time to change

anything now. Harry saw nothing remark-

able in the number and quality of my orna-

ments, for, he remarked, London women were

wearing much more jewellery than ever before.

" You're a set of Anglomaniacs anyway," said

my father, good-naturedly. Then, just as it

was striking eight, we moved out to the

carriage.

â¢ " Where's the Professor ? " said Harry.

" Wasn't he to come with us ? "

" He was to have come to dinner," replied

my father, " but I met him in town, and he

said he was too busy to join us until half-

past eight. He'll find his way to the box."

The Alhambra was a singularly beautiful

building. It was designed in Moorish style,

and had nothing of the look of a theatre

about it. Two or three squares off, you

could see its gleaming walls studded with

many small windows of stained glass. The

walls were bronze - coloured, and partly-

hidden under dull blue, silken plush hang-

ings. Our box was strewn and decorated

with rosesâmy mother had given the order

to her florist; others had done the same.

The 365th performance of "Progress," an
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time for the national demonstration. The

orchestra being hidden at the top of the

stage, under large banks of American laurel,

we could not see them as they made their

entrances and exits, but we looked at our

programmes and waited for the selection of

national airs to begin. J

But the wait was really very long, and we

yawned and fluttered our fans, and the

people in the galleries shouted, and stamped,

and whistledâto no effect. Presently, our

party partook of the general annoyance.

Gage was half of a mind to stand up and

request the house to keep quiet, as the

management would presently reassure us.

Just as he was arguing with his wife as to

the wisdom of this step, the curtain slowly

rose upon an empty stage.

Did I say the stage was empty ? So it

wasâfor a couple of seconds. Then a

single person walked onâa man ; and

immediately, as if at a given signal, other

men appeared, as if by magic, all over the

theatre, and they were all masked!

"THEN A SINGLE PERSON WALKED ON."

"This is scandalous," said my father, when

a good half-hour from the time of his re-

entering the box had elapsed. Aunt Delia

hazarded the opinion that some member of

the cast was ill or hurt. We were all

leaning out over the velvet edge of the box,

when suddenly I caused some excitement by

starting up and then back.

They demanded to know what was the

matter, but I could not be prevailed upon to

tell. For this was what I had seen, or

thought I saw. At the back of the house,

standing half out from behind the plush

hangings, I had caught sight of a man, with

such a strange, dark, square shadow over the

upper part of his face, that I had fancied for

the moment he was masked.'

The next moment I laughed at the absurd

notion, and tried to regain my composure.

The noises all around went on as before,

indeed, increasing momentarily. By this

time we were all certain that something

must be wrong behind the scenes, and Mr.

I had not made a mistake. My eyes had

not deceived me. One of these men I had

seen but a few minutes before at the back of

the house, and that hard, dark, square

shadow upon the upper part of his face u>as

a mask. And each man held out two

revolvers, including the man, motionless and

disguised, in the centre of the stage.

Now, this being a matter of history, you

may not doubt my word as to the singular

situation in which we found ourselves. Yet

I fear that I can hardly make you understand

the extraordinary emotions which possessed

the house, when these masked and armed

men were revealedâsome at the flies, where

they were but dimly seen, peering blackly

out upon us, some guarding the doors

and lining the walls of the ground floor;

others in the aisles of the galleries, thus

cutting off every exit.
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caused, no doubt, by the fact that we were in

a place of public amusement, and that

nothing of a serious or tragic nature could

possibly be apprehended. It may even have

been that some fancied these apparitions were

part of the play. Mr. Gage and my father

looked at one another, and I noticed that

while none of the ladies in our party had

changed colour, the men were white. Not a

word was spoken. Still the awful tension lasted,

and how long we might have sat there staring

out at that empty stage and its masked intruder,

I do not know, had it not been for a simple

incident which broke the spell. Somebody

let fall an opera-glass, and the noise, slight at

any other time, appeared to us like a thunder-

\Vomen

ominous

to their

clap. The storm of panic brok<

turned, and, seeing those silent,

figures surrounding them, clung

escorts and to each

other, screamed,

fainted, wept aloud

in terror. Men swore

and stamped, and the

entire house rose to

its feet.

" My God," said

my father, under his

breath, drawing my

mother's hand on his

arm, " we're in for it.

It's come at last."

" What's come ? "

said my mother,

shivering under her

cloak of fur. " What's

come, Silas ? "

" The theatre is

' held up,' madam !"

said Strickland Gage,

in her ear, "and it's a

bad business, but for

God's sake, ladies,

keep cool. Keep

quiet, and all may be

well. If not " and

he made an expressive

gesture.

We then saw that

no direct struggle had

taken place. Despite

the excitement and

emotion of the vast audience, the masked

men at the back and on the stage had

apparently not moved a muscle. Their cue,

whatever it was, was being stolidly adhered to.

" Isn't there a detective anywhere in the

house ?" whispered Harry to my father.

" Can we not give an alarm ?;>

t

'GENERAL JOHNSON

" Hargrave is down there at the side,"

returned Mr. Gage, in the same tone, "and

although in plain clothes, he is doubtless

armed, and probably the only armed man
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He lowered his own revolvers and stood

as before. You can imagine the suspense ;

but, noâyou cannot, you cannot imagine it.

Trappedâwe sat there, awaiting pillage,

death, perhaps ferocity, inhuman treatment.

My mother, Mrs. Gage and her daughters,

and myself were at the back of the box, some

of us with our hands over our eyes. Aunt

Delia, however, sat boldly out in front, with

her eyes upon Abram Lemark; he still had

his fascinations for her.

The General had obeyed. Slowly and

politely he removed his right hand, con-

tinuing to stand in an easy, unfaltering

position, and with a curious smile upon his

faceâthe poor General, the dear, dear,

General ! My old eyes fill with tears when

I think of itâwhen I think of it!

Then Lemark spoke.

" General Johnsonâa man whom I am

assured you all honour and admireâdoes me

the favor to rise in his box and confront me,

thereby, as I take it, representing in himself

this audience. I have no personal quarrel

with General Johnson. He is free to depart

this instant from this house, and go to his

home in safety, providing he raises no alarm.

The last hero left of your Civil War is the

last person I should wish to see hurt. It is

not against such as he that we wage our war."

As he paused, my father whispered to

me to watch the man Hargrave. He sat

in the stalls, not very far from us, underneath

our box, and he, catching my father's eye,

cautiously telegraphed a shake of the head,

as if he considered the situation hopeless.

Still, there was that in his eye which made

us watch him.

" I repeat, ladies and gentlemen," resumed

the Professor, " that I have no desire to injure

General Johnson, nor anybody present You

were here assembled to see a play called

'Progress.' You will see no more of it than

you have seen. The actors in it are now

helpless. The officials of this house are

helpless. All communication is cut off. If

you stir, you dieâmost of you ; and consider,

would life be worth living to the remainder?

Our object is merely to separate from you the

various articles of valueâwatches, diamonds,

and moneyâwith which your persons are

loaded. Many of you are my acquaintances,

some my friends. Nevertheless, all thought

of resistance or parleying will be useless.

My emissaries are in all parts of this house.

They are chosen men and trueâto me and

to the Order to which they belong. That

Order has sworn to control the wealth of the

community, and to check the monopoly of

riches which exists to-day. We make to-night

the first organized attempt in America to free

the poor man from the tyranny of the rich."

We eyed each other in silent consternation,

for the audacity of the scheme was awful.

My mother, Mrs. Gage, and other women

present began unclasping bracelets, tearing

off rings, laying jewelled watches on the box-

ledges in front of them. As for the men,
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from all the women. How could we help it ?

The men got up and sat down again ; electri-

cal shivers ran through the audience. Lemark

was motionless and controlled any retort he

might have made.

Then it was \ve noticed Hargrave, the

detective in plain clothes. He had changed

his seat. Taking advantage of the confusion

resulting from the swoon of a lady further

along in the same line as himself, he had

moved into a vacant place exactly facing the

Professor.

" I tell you to watch Hargrave," whispered

my father again. " He hasn't made that

move for nothing."

Almost as he spoke, three separate shots

were heard, and the first was fired by the

leaning excitedly forward â ex-Governor

Compton of Texas.

These three men were presumably the only

.armed men in the audience, and the same

idea had occurred to them allâthat there was

only one course to be taken, and that a

desperate one. To kill Lemark might throw

the house into such confusion that escape

for the majority would result.

But the Professor was not dead. When

we looked again, we saw that Hargrave's

shot had struck him in the leg, I think it

was. It had been difficult to aim correctly

from the peculiar level of the stalls. The

Texan had aimed too low, and his bullet

whizzed into the floor of the stage. As for

the General, old age had rendered his shot

totally wide of the mark.

Lemark reeled, but did not fall. Then we

saw him cover the General with his cruel

right handâfireâand the brave old man,

detective. He hoped to pick off the leader

of the gang, and thus cause panic among the

followers. The second shot was fired by

General Johnson, and from the front of the

gallery had come the third. A tall, ungainly

figure, with a. sombrero on its head, was

the fine old soldier, the honest citizen and

devoted patriot, fell. He fell on the ledge

of his box, shot through the heart.

Immediately the scene changed. Wild

uproar succeeded. The men at the flies

rushed to the assistance of Lemark. Har-
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grave and the Texan were overpowered and

pinioned.

" Why did they fire ? " groaned Strickland

Gage. " What are a few baubles worth to

the life of such a man as Johnson ? "

Lemark, though wounded and staggering,

retained his indomitable spirit. His voice

rose over the roar of execration and moaning.

We heard him shout some order we could

not understand, but Delia understood and

came to us. She was a very calm person,

and a good linguist, having been in the habit

of conversing with Abram Lemark in various

languages.

"Shooting is bad enough," she said, in a

guarded but desperate kind of way, " but I

prefer it myself to

dynamite. We had

better lose no time

in setting a good

example."

My mother rose,

and taking off her

new cloak poured all

her jewels into it.

The rest of us did

the same, and my

father, advancing,

held the cloak out

in front of our box.

Rufus Hart and

others followed.

The house had sur-

rendered. Some of

the gang, still

masked and pro-

vided with sacks,

marched down the

aisles and waited in

front of the boxes.

They worked

quietly but swiftly.

Watches, rings, ear-

drops, bracelets,

were passed along

in solemn silence,

and consigned to

the stout sacks held

by Lemark's fol-

lowers. The value

of the booty must

have been enor-

mous. In a few

cases, the men re-

fused to leave until

pockets were turned

inside out, and

pocket-books

searched. The only

humorous side to this gloomy scene that

I can remember, was the extraordinary

eagerness which most people displayed in

yielding up their possessions. Half-dollars,

letters, car-tickets, memoranda of all kinds,

were feverishly fished up by those who stood

in fear of the deadly revolvers. One man

handed over, with a complacent air, a large

wad â¢ of bills, apparently over a thousand
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Abram Lemark was no respecter of persons.

The fact that he had dined with us the

Monday before did not trouble him in the

least. Fifteen or twenty minutes were all

that was necessary for Lemark's followers to

make the tour of the house. At a sign from

their leader, they stopped when the first

gallery had been done with. Retaining

to the last his voice and self-possession,

he again addressed us, and told us we were

free to go. Two men entered the General's

box and guarded the dead body. Hargrave

and Colonel Compton were restrained in

like manner, but the rest of the house

moved out in deathly silence, many women

being supported. The dressing-rooms were

in charge of masked men. The plush

portieres leading to the long corridor

were drawn aside for us by others. The

reception-room at the end of this cor-

ridor, the manager's rooin, the box-

office, the vestibule, were deserted. Without

any hindrance, it is true, but still without the

means of giving an alarm, we reached the

street. We found ourselves on Broadway.

It was too early for the private and other

carriages, but the usual crowd jostled us.

We seemed to walk mechanically, blindly,

in any direction whatever. We were like

ghosts. The stir, the life of the bustling,

brilliant street made no impression upon us ;

we appeared to have no part in it. We

had come through a singular and awful ex-

perience, and we now appeared plunged in

some unnatural spell we could not shake

off. By degrees a kind of frenzy spread

among us. Our peculiar looks and actions

attracted attention. Several cabs were sig-

nalled, into which fainting women were put.

Gradually we formed the nucleus of an

excited crowd. People began to divine

that something was wrong. The Alhambra

doors, now closed and locked on the inside,

were surrounded by menâswearing, furious,

vindictive, and by women in magnificent

toilets, but forgetful of wraps and head-

covering. Cries for the police were next

heard, and we were swept by the crowd up

the street, till at the corner of th Street,

my father and mother got into a car with

much difficulty, and so disappeared. Harry

and I followed. The last I saw and heard

of Strickland Gage, he was beating his hands

together as he tried to make an elderly

policeman understand the situation.

"Actâactâdo something! Tear the

walls down ! They have killed General

Johnson, I tell you. Hargrave, the detective,

is there helpless. Every moment is precious."

I tried to retrace my way, battling with the

excited people around me. I had gone, I

suppose, about three blocks from the theatre

when the end came. Deafening noises,

underground rumblings, violent detonations

occurred again and again. I was thrown

into the middle of the street, and became

insensible.

Such was the end of that terrible night's
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No. LIV. â SIR W. MARTIN CONWAY.

Bv FRAMLEY STEELCROFT.

E are not nearly so much

concerned with Sir Martin

Con way the Art Professor,

ex-Chairman of the Authors'

Society, and fellow or member

of no end of learned bodies,

as with Sir Martin Conway the famous

mountaineer and explorerâthe hero of two

hundred peaks. We

would even rather

think of him wash-

ing up the crockery

with snow in the

bogs of Spitzbergen

than producing his

work on the Arts of

Chaldrea and Assyria.

It is our light-hearted

way.

The ordinary per-

son who seldom at-

tains a higher altitude

than his own bed-

room floor may well

Stand aghast at the

mountaineering ex-

ploits of men like

Conway, Whymper,

and Mummeryâ

poor Mummery

whose passion for

" high places" ulti-

mately cost him his

life in the Himalayas.

The dreadful hard

work, the sufferings

and inconveniences,

and the really awful

perils to be en-

countered by the

mountaineerâthese we hope to shadow forth

in this brief sketch.

I first met Sir Martin Conway in an artist's

studio, where he was sitting for his portrait.

We bothered each other a littleâartist, sitter,

and interviewerâbut we managed to do what

was required of us.

Vol. xiii. -84,

SIR MARTIN CONWAY.

Prom a Photo, by J. Thomson.

At the age of seven, it seems, Sir Martin

climbed Snowdon ; and in' later years he

spent his vacations in the Alps, where he

acquired his taste lor and skill in mountain-

eeringâon which science, by the way, he

prepared the very first guide-book. As a

mere tyro, he ascended the Breithorn, which

mountain might well be called the " Green-

horn," since it is

the happy hunting-

ground of the raw

amateur, and the

tripper who loves to

play at climbing.

" I was accom-

panied by a casual

acquaintance," Sir
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AN EARLY ASCENT OF MONT BLANC.

from a Photograph-

Now, as Sir Martin Conway's climbing

career extends over twenty-five years, and

contains adventures which would require a

pretty portly volume to do them anything

like justice, it is obviously futile to attempt

an adequate account in these pnges. There-

fore I propose to deal only with his three

great achievementsâin the Himalayas, in

the Alps, and in Spitzbergen. These we will

take seriatim.

On Friday evening, February 5th, 1892,

Conway started from Fenchurch Street

Station, and arrived at Karrachi on March

7th. The caravan that started from Srinagar

(Kashmir) consisted of seven Europeans,

three Gurkhas, three servants,

and two shikaris, or huntsmen.

These, with eighty-nine coolies,

made up a total of 104 men,

seven nationalities being repre-

sented.

" Our camp," Sir Martin said

4fr ^^|] to me! as he walked hastily up

and down his study at Campden

Hill, " was a perfect Babel. Be-

sides English and Hindustani of

sorts, Zurbriggen spoke with

Bruce in French, and with me

as the humour took him, in

Italian or German, for he lives

astride of the linguistic frontier.

Then among our followers were

spoken Gurkhali (of two sorts),

Persian, Pashtoo, Kashmiri,

Punjabi, Yeshkun, Shina, and

Balti. At least five of these

tongues were always going at

the same time."

" Bruce " was Lieut, the Hon.

C. G. Bruce, of the 5th Gurkhas,

son of Lord Aberdare; Mattias

Zurbriggen, of Macuguaga, also

mentioned by Sir Martin, is the

prince of Alpine guides. It was

he who, as principal guide in

Mr. E. A. Fitz-Gerald's party,

so recently reached the summit

of Aconcagua, in the Chilian

Andes. Zurbriggen's portrait is

next reproduced, for he has

taken a very prominent part

in Sir Martin Conway's moun-

taineering expeditions. Sir

Martin may be congratulated on

having "discovered" Zurbriggen.

That remarkable man is unlike

all other Alpine guides. He

doesn't suffer from home-sick-

ness, and he has not yet

symptoms of the prospective

hotel-proprietor. His caution equals his all-

round ability, which is amazing.

"Nearly all my guides have been killed,"

Sir Martin remarked, in tones of reminiscent

sadness. " I joined the Alpine Club in

1876," he went on. "The following year
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MATTIAS ZURBRIGGEN, PRINCE OF ALPINE GUIDES.

From a Photo, by J. TAonuon.

Monte Rosa; and Petrus perished in 1880

with Prof. Frank Balfour."

But to return to the Himalayan expedition.

Thousands of miles of practically unknown

country were tra-

versed. Once, on

the way from Ban-

dipur to Burzil

Kothi, the track

was bordered with

the skeletons of

animals and men

â" more than 100

persons having met

their deaths from

exposure a few

months before we

passed."

I should remark

here that Sir Martin

Conway had a

great deal of scien-

tific work to do,

his expedition hav-

ing been subsidized

by several of the

learned societies.

But let him speak

again. " Frequently

I would have to

stop to secure a

flower, butterfly, or

insect, or to take

photographs, mea-

surements, and observations. And every

specimen or photo, had, of course, to be

immediately registered in my note-book."

Conway spent in all eighty-four days in the

regions of eternal snow and ice. He.

traversed for the first time the three longest

known glaciers in the world, outside the

Polar regions. He reached the summit of a

peak 23,oooft. high (more about this here-

after) ; he brought back great collections of

plants and seeds, insects, and human skulls,

besides about a thousand photos. With the

party was Mr. A. D. McCormick, and that

well-known artist made about 300 water-

colour drawings, and filled five volumes with

pencil sketches.

Now, considering the circumstances under

which this vast amount of work was done,

we must surely award the palm for industry

to this most strenuous of expeditions. Every

member of the party possessed an extra-

ordinary amount of energy; they had to be

doing something, even when the weather was

atrocious. The accompanying photograph

shows Mr. McCormick and his friend, Mr.

Rondeboush, making a snow bust of Sir

Martin. By way of explanation I take this

extract from Conway's own diary : " Crossing

the Burzil Pass to Astor, April 23rd. Wretched

.MCCORMICK AND HONDEBOl:slf, MAKING A SNOW I3UST OF SIR MARTIN'.

from a PHoto. by Sir Martin Conmiy.
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weather; clouds enveloped us, snow fell

savagely. Fingers so cold could hardly hold

pen. McCormick and his friend faced the

storm and modelled a bust of myself in snow,

planting it on a well-proportioned snow

pedestal, with cherubs climbing up at the

angles. They played various pranks with it;

they crowned it with a Pathan cap, and then

turned it into a Roman Emperorâwith a

pipe in his mouth. Finally a thaw took it in

hand. The head fell slowly backwards, and

the last remaining eye gazed stupidly at the

zenith."

Soon the troubles

commenced. The

coolies were con-

stantly throwing

down their loads

and trying to bolt.

When brought

back they would

go on a few yards

and then sink

down wailing, "We

will die here."

Others would sud-

denly remember it

was one of their

great feast days ;

might they go

down into the

valley to pray?

Sometimes the sun

would shine out

furious and scorch-

ing upon the

wilderness of ice.

The travellers'

faces became badly

burnt and swollen:

some suffered from

frightful headaches

and mountain sick-

ness when at great

altitudes; and as

there were not

enough dark glasses to go round, snow-

blindness began to work havoc among the

expedition. The photo, here reproduced

shows the whole party on the march. Cer-

tainly the sublimity of the spectacles atoned

for much. " We would sit and watch the

evening light upon i6,oooft. of ice and snow."

But then things would happen which took

the glory even from these scenes. Let Sir

Martin himself tell the melancholy story of

the partial destruction of his very best camera.

" I was sitting at the edge of a long plateau,

i.3,98oft. high, taking photographs. After-

wards, I put the camera on the ground,

intending to work at the plane-table (a kind

of drawing-board, used for surveying purposes).

The nature of the ground cramped my move-

ments, and I inadvertently touched the

camera with my foot. Away it slid in

its leather box, crashing and bounding

down the precipice like a wild thing. I

saw it well on its way and then resumed
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meat one of the Gurkhas,

Amar Sing, lost his foot-

ing and his axe, and fell

into the icy trough of

the avalanche. After

glissading aooft, how-

ever, he was fortunately

cast into a snowdrift.

Then it turned out

that the postal service

was in keeping with the

country. Things that

had been sent back to

Bandipur were pillaged

and found in a ruinous

condition. Beetles, nega-

tives, and the like, pro-

cured with infinite diffi-

culty and danger, had

been stolen in transit for

the sake of the tin boxes.

Pretty well every living

soul met with had an

axe of his own to grind.

The Rajah of Nagyr

had rheumatism, and wouldn't believe

that Sir Martin had not some magical remedy

with him which would cure that painful

complaint. He became so importunate at

last that Conway gave him a tube of liiiiuline,

with instructions that his inunshi was to rub

the stuff well into his (the Rajah's) joints

every morning. As a quid pro quo, His

Highness ordered a tamasha, or festival, in

Sir Martin's honour. On the way from Mir

to Hispar, a mud avalanche occurredâan

inconceivably horrible thing, 4oft. wide and

5oft. deep ; it travelled at the rate of seven

miles an hour. This and mosquitoes swarmed

in the valleys, so that even Sir Martin's

inkpot was filled with them. "At every

dip I drew out two or three transfixed on

the nib."

The crowning achievement, literally and

figuratively, of Sir Martin Conway's career is

depicted in the photo, here reproduced. It

shows Lieut. Bruce (on the right) and

Zurbriggen on the summit of Pioneer Peak,

in the Karakoram-Himalayas. Pioneer Peak

is as near as possible 23,oooft. high. Thus

this ascent is the highest ever reached by

manâexcept in a balloon. The leader of

the expedition is not shown, for the excellent

reason that it was he who took the photo.

Certainly this altitude is not much greater

than previous records, but it must be remem-

bered that after 2o,oooft., almost every addi-

tional foot is exceedingly difficult of achieve-

ment. Mr. Whymper's record is the ascent of

BHUOE AND ZURBRIGGEN ON THE SUMMIT OF PIONEER PEAK,

from a Photo, by Sir Martin CVmray.

Chimborazo, which mountain is 20,475^.

high.

Prior to Conway's ascent of Pioneer Peak,

the highest authentic mountain ascent was

made by Herr Schlagintweit, who was

employed by the Indian Government to

survey in Nepal. He reached 22,23oft.
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could cut seats for themselves, and at 2.45

p.m. we entered upon our well-earned repose.

We ceased to pant for breath the moment the

exertion was over, but all felt weak and ill,

like men from beds of sickness. Zurbriggen,

however, was able to smoke a cigar. After

photographing the sublime panorama and

ascertaining the height, I took tracings with

the sphygmograph of my own pulse and

Zurbriggen's. I found that whilst our

breathing apparatus was working well enough,

our hearts were being sorely tried.

" We might have climbed a thousand feet

higher, or even more, had the climbing been

easy, but Zurbriggen said he couldn't cut

another step. We remained on top till

Martin turned his face once more towards

Srinagar. The way back was diversified

with many strange incidents, and it lay along

queer routes. Look at the truly awful

" road " shown in the accompanying photo.

It is Mr. McCormick who is seen. This is

actually part of a high (very high !) roadâ

the Indus Road, in factâabove Tarkutti.

"The precipices hereabouts," said Sir Martin

to me, " were the worst we had met with.

They presented sheer faces to the river,

and were mounted or traversed by giddy-

paths, galleries, and staircases. The galleries

often overhung the river at great heights,

and the waters far down below could be

seen through the loose logs and stones

THE DESCENT FROM PIONEER PEAK.

From a Pholo. by Sir tfttrtin Conn-ay.

nearly four o'clock, gazing away to the

infinite distance, behind the mountains of

Hunza, possibly to the remote Pamir."

Then came the descent, which is shown in

the next photograph. This gives an excellent

notion of the wild grandeur of the region.

During the descent an ice-step gave way, and

one of the Gurkhas fell headlong over a

precipice that went sheer down 2,oooft. " He

swung round at the end of the rope like a

pendulum, spread-eagled against the icy

wall." But he gradually cut steps lor him-

self and got back in safety.

After the ascent of Pioneer Peak, Sir

Often enough a single branch, wedged into

the face of the rock, virtually supported

the whole road. And yet one's pony would

always insist on trotting round these awful

places !"

Later came visits to Buddhist monasteries,

where the weird devil-dancers gyrated in the

courtyard, and the superintendent gravely

brought his visitors gifts of potatoes and

turnips on a t/ix/t.'

By this time the appearance of the

travellers was not prepossessing. As a

matter of fact, when McCormick's pony

strayed into a mountain village, the people
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THE MOST WONDERFUL " ROAD " IN THE WORLD,

Fntn ti I'hoto. by Sir Martin Conicay.

fled to the hills in utter terror at the

sight of so strange an apparition.

We must now pass to Sir Martin

Conway's Alpine work. The photo,

here shown depicts Conway himself

descending the Grivola (i2,oooft),

in the Graian Alps. Above is Mum-

mery, to whom Sir Martin is roped.

Sir Martin Conway has " done " the

Alps more fully than any other man

since Alpine exploration began ; and

this period, by the way, is commonly

dated from an ascent of the Wetter-

horn, in 1847, by Mr. Justice Wills.

In 1894, Conway conceived the idea

of traversing the Alps from end to

end, switchback fashion â surely " a

large order." But listen once more

to this wonderful man : " The route

selected had to be one which could

be gone over within three months of

average weather. The Colle di Tenda,

over which goes the road from Turin

to Ventimiglia, is regarded as the

southern limit of the Alps ; and our

final goal was the Ankogl, the last

snowy peak in the direction of Vienna,

and about 200 miles from that city.

In'86 days we had traversed over

r,ooo miles, and climbed 21 peaks

and 39 passes."

Sir Martin was accompanied by

Mr. E. A. Fitz-Gerald, the well-

known mountaineer, and the guides

Aymonod and Carrel, both of

Valtournanche, a village near the

south foot of the Matterhorn.

Carrel had previously accompanied

Mr. Whymper to the Andes. And

for the first part of the journey

the redoubtable Zurbriggen was

among the party. Two of Sir

Martin's Himalayan Gurkhas, Amar

Sing and Karbir, were also taken.

Of course, the whole party were

often regarded as spies. The

Italian officers thought the Gurkhas

" French soldiers from Tunisia:"

Again : " A ghostly captain emerged

from the mist. We might go any-

where elseâyes, indeedâbut this

fortified circle of hills was closed

to all the world. He continued

to assure us of his ' distinguished

consideration,' and sent three soldiers

MK MAKTIN CONWAY AND MK. MUMMERY DESCENDING

From a I'kotograph.

â¢^ .

THE GRIVOLA,

672

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

ON THE BIONASSAY ARETE, WONT BLANC.

From a Photo, by Sir Martin Conical/.

with loaded rifles to watch us off the

premises."

The above photo, shows the party climbing

the Bionassay arete, or ridge of Mont Blanc.

On the right is Amar Sing, the Gurkha, and

then comes Mr. Fitz-Gerald, who after this

expedition was advised by Conway to go in

for mountain exploration ; which he did.

The height of the Bionassay arete is about

I3,3ooft. " Fitz-Gerald's habit," remarked

Sir Martin, " is to carry no knapsack,

but to fill his capacious pockets with

things. Then, when

he gets up some

momentum, all he

has to do is to

keep pace with his

pockets."

Sir Martin speaks

indignantly of the

"Grand Hotel des

Touristes chez

Re vial Floientin."

The story of this

hostelry is really

funny, considering

its imposing name.

"Cows were stabled

in the kitchen and

dining-room. There

was not a chair in

the house; and

nowhere was there

a clean square inch.

THE SUMMIT OF MONT BLANC,

/â¢'rout a Plvito. t>v Sir Martin i',â,.....,

Sour bread, rancid butter, deformed knives

and forks â these were placed before us,

with meat of strange aroma and a chicken

that reminded me of the ancient rooster

of a village in the Lepontines, which,

sacrificed and cooked for me, came to the

table a semi-transparent mass of muscle,

from which even an ice axe rebounded in

dismay!"

And yet so sublime are the spectacles on

which the expert mountaineer is privileged

to gaze, that these inconveniences are

altogether forgotten. The next photo, was

taken by Sir Martin Conway on the very

summit of Mont Blanc, 15,781 ft. high.

" The first thing we looked at," said Sir

Martin, " was not Europe at our feet, but

M. Jansen's hideous observatory hut. It

was built with money provided by the Roth-

schilds, but has never been gpt into working

order, and is a dreadful disfigurement. The

last time I stood here," added Sir Martin,

mournfully, " the surface of the majestic-

dome was one unbroken curve of snow ; but

now man has rooted evidences of his activity

deep into the icy summit of Mont Blanc and

strewed its surface with shavings and paper, so

frozen down that the storms of a year have

not sufficed to remove them."

One of the most curious incidents occurred
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A FOREST FLATTENED OUT BV THE WIND FROM A FALLING AVALANCHE.

v From a Pholoimiplt.

and 46ft. wide, pierced by natural causes in

the sheer rock wall. It is a stupendous arch,

through which the sun shines once a year,

down on to the little village church of Elm.

It was upon the little village of Elm that

a whole mountain fell on September nth,

1881. Ten million cubic metres of rock

shot across the peaceful valley, and 115

persons were buried. The edge of the

avalanche was so sharply defined that it cut

a house exactly in halves. This disaster

was due entirely to the persistently careless

way in which certain concessionnaires worked

the slate-beds on the mountain. For years

before the actual catastrophe the tortured

mountain had given ominous

warnings in the shape of great

rifts and cracks ; but yet the

blasting operations went for-

ward merrily. There were

three falls, the third consisting

of the great mass of the moun-

tain. As this fell, Sir Martin

tells me, "the forest upon it

bent like a field of corn, and

the mighty trees were huddled

together like sheep." This

brings me to the subject of

Alpine avalanches generally;

and I am able to reproduce

here two very interesting photo-

graphs, illustrating the awful

effects of one of these catas-

trophes. These photos, were

taken by Dr. Tempest Ander-

son, of 17, Stonegate, York, to

whom our grateful acknowledg-

Vol, xiii. - 85

ments are due for permission

to reproduce them.

On September nth, 1895,

an enormous avalanche fell

4,oooft. from the Altels moun-

tain and overwhelmed a large

pasture ; it destroyed six men

and 150 cattle. The . first

photo, shows the effect of the

" fore-wind" created by the

enormous descending mass. A

whole forest seems literally to

have been flattened out. " The

tops of the trees," writes Dr.

Anderson, " all pointed radially

away from the direction of

the couloir, down which the

avalanche descended. This

same %' fore-wind ' actually

caused monstrous boulders to

rock violently. Big trees were

torn up by the roots a quarter

of a mile away."

The second photo, shows the ruins of the

chalets. " These," says Dr. Tempest Ander-

son, " though partly protected by a hill, were

utterly destroyed, and their materials distri-

buted over a hundred yards. The place was
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CHURCH NEAR DAVOS, WITH AVAI.ANCHE-BREAKKK.

From a Photograph.

Colwyn Bay. The first depicts a church

situate between Davos and Wiesen, in Eastern

Switzerland. The back of the edifice has

down the mountain, parts the ad-

vancing mass and causes it to glide

harmlessly on either side. Of

course, it this church were built

"four-square," and without its

avalanche-breaker, it would be swept

away altogether.

The second photo, shows an

avalanche which has been tunnelled

through to permit the passage of

sleighs and other vehicles. This

particular avalanche fell in a wild,

picturesque gorge known as The

Ziige, not far from the church just

described. The diligence was per-

forming its daily journey when it

stuck fast in a small drift on the

road. The horses were taken out

and the passengers alighted. These

latter were proceeding to dig the

vehicle out when, with barely enough

warning to enable the workers to

escape by the skin of their teeth,

down came thousands of tons of

snow, smashing the coach into

matchwood.

Sir Martin Conway's own narrow escapes

make thrilling reading. He is loth to speak

of them himself, for the curious reason that

AN AVALANCHE TUNNELLED THROUGH.

From a Photoffraph.

been built facing up the side of a steep

mountain, and it has an "avalanche-breaker,"

like the ram of a battleship. This is a

wedge-shaped mass of solid masonry, which,

when the snow begins to rush or slide

he thinks them in no way remarkable. " I'm

sure," he says, " I run more risk in the

London streetsâparticularly in a hansom

cab."

Buf as we sat together in his study at "The
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THE GUIDE AMAK SING, ON A TOOTH OK KOCK.

From a Photo, bt Sir Martin Cimuay.

Red House," Campden Hill, he touched

casually on many close shaves. Sometimes

it was a falling boulder, or a collapsing snow-

bridge over some frightful abyss, as in the

Himalayas.

" I remember once," said Sir Martin,

" sitting next to a Mr. Gabbett at table d'hote

in the Monte Rosa Hotel, Zermatt. Mr.

Gabbett turned to me, and said, ' Will you

come up the Dent Blanche with me to-

morrow ? ' I replied, ' I haven't been up the

Dent Blanche. I think I will go.' He went

away and made arrangements. Next morn-

ing, however, a party of friendsâladies and

othersâbegged me to join a pic-nic. I

protested, in view of my engagement, but

they insisted, and I had to excuse myself

to Mr. Gabbett. He went aloneâor,

rather, with two guides. They never

returned, and a search party found the

bodies of all three at the foot of an awful

precipice !"

The next photo, shows Sir Martin's

Gurkha guide, Amar Sing, standing on a

" tooth " of rock near the village of Elm.

The precipice on the left is i,oooft. deep.

" The Gurkhas," remarked Sir Martin,

" are inquisitive little people. They

always want to be investigating things;

and whenever we came to a spur of rock

they would take a deal of trouble to reach

its summit."

I have said that Sir Martin Conway

knows the Alps as no other man know:s

them. He will tell you of a place in

the streets of Brescia where, at the joint

between two flagstones, the slope of the

Alps visibly commences. And he has much

to say about the humours of life in the Alpine

shelters. Here is a passage from the printed

rules posted up in theSchamella Hut: "We

reccommend to the Travellers .... in

general to take in consideration by every

direction for the most attentive manage-

ment and keep cleanliness of the shelter-

hut itself, like as the next surrounding

of it." 'Tis a hard saying, truly, and we

give it up.

The photo, here reproduced shows

three of Sir Martin's fellow - climbers

ascending the Hochfeiler in a strong gale,

which, catching up the fresh snow, whirled it

up and around in blinding and dangerous

fashion. The Hochfeiler is easily reached

from Sterzing, and is about n,oooft. high.

"There was brilliant sunshine when I took

this photo.," remarked Sir Martin, "but the

thermometer was down to zero. The wind

struck us like a solid thing, and we had to

lean against it or be overthrown. The

Hochfeiler may be the easiest mountain in

the Alps, but that day it would have killed

us all."

Some days after came the birthday of the

Austrian Emperor, and an old photographer

insisted on posing everybody outside the
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AN ICE FALL, GLACIER DES BOISSONS.

Prom a I'hatograph.

masses to break off from the

edge.

Over and over again Conway's

observations are those of the art

professor rather than the moun-

taineer and explorer. A Kashmiri

native at Gilgit reminded him of

a fifteenth century Florentine S.

Giovanni, posing for " A Holy Con-

versation "; only his conversation

wasn't holy at all. Again, at the

Biafo Glacier, the square dark face,

upstanding black hair, and powerful

peasant form of a Balti coolie

recalled one of the attendant shep-

herds in a Nativity by the great

Brammantino, which hangs in the

Ambrosiana Gallery at Milan.

Here is another interesting photo.

It shows one of Sir Martin Con-

way's Tromsoe ponies stuck in the

snow-covered bog in the wilds of

central Spit/.bergen. The animal

is smelling the bog on the farther

side of a streamlet to see if it is

safe to drag the sledge on to the

opposite bank.

On June 23rd, 1896, Sir' Martin

and his friend, Mr. E. J. Garwood,

started inland from Advent Bay,

Spitsbergen, taking two ponies and

sledges. It was nothing but bog,

and time after time the two men

had to drag the sledges themselves,

one pony being used to " lug " his

fellow out of the treacherous mire.

" The streams, too, were innumer-

able at this time of energetic thaw.

In one mile, near the head of

The last of Sir

Martin's impres

sive Alpine photos.

to be reproduced

here shows a large

m ountaineering

party climbing an

ice-fall on the

Glacier des Bois-

sons,.which is on

the Chamounix

side of Mont

Blanc. Just at

this spot the great

glacier has met a

considerable de-

pression, which has

caused enormous

ONE OF SIR MARTIN'S PONIES STUCK IN THF. IKK;

t-rom a Pfujto. by Mr. E. J. (torwood.

IN .SMT2UEKGEN.

ILLUSTRATED INTERVIEWS.
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V

SIR MARTIN SURVEYING AT MIDNIGHT ON THE SUM-MIT OK FOX PEAK.

from a Photo. b\i Mr. S. J. Oarmod.

Advent Vale, Dr.

Gregory counted

fifty-two which

had to be waded,

besides a number

narrow enough to

be jumped. All

were rapid, and

some were so deep

and turbulent as

to roll the sledges

over and over,

tangling up the

traces in the

ponies' legs.

"Sometimes we

had to advance on

all-fours. At one

point I tumbled

into a deep pool

of snow-slush.

After plodding on

till we couldn't go

another step, we lay

down in a hollow between two walls of snow,

with nothing in the way of covering but our

thin mackintoshes, which we wrapped about

our legs. Icy rains fell on us at intervals."

Sir Martin himself is seen surveying in the

next photo., on the summit of Fox Peak

(3,1 Soft.), in Spitzbergen. He named this

mountain " Fox " Peak, because he fojlowed

the tracks of a fox up it. And, by the way,

it was a number of fulmar petrels that piloted

the party up the Sassendal. This photo, was

taken at midnight

by Mr. E. J. Gar-

wood. There were

many curious

things about this

exploration of

Spitzbergen by Sir

Martin Con way.

The vessel that

carried his party

also took out a

wooden hotel,

which was to be

erected by specu-

lators on Advent

Point. Again, Sir

Martin came upon

some Norwegian

reindeer hunters,

who had been

compelled to re-

main on the island

by reason of the

DR. GREGORY AND SIR MARTIN DESCENDING THE IVORY GLACIER.

from a Photo. 6j Jfr. it. J. OarmxxL

ice having cut off

their retreat. Two

of the men had

died, and their

bodies were

An Earth - Girdler.

BY GEORGE DOLLAR.

LOBE-TROTTING is now so

common that no one pays

much attenticn to any plan of

putting "a girdle roundabout

the earth" unless that plan

possesses daring originality

and seems impossible of execution. The

plan of Mr. " Paul Jones,"

who recently became the

most - talked - of man in

Boston, the " Hub of the

Universe," fulfilled the

two requirements. It

certainly was daringly

original, and the chances

seemed dead against its

accomplishment. More-

over, the fact that Mr.

" Paul Jones " was, owing

to the nature of the plan,

forced to hide his identity

under an assumed name,

lent a lustre to the exploit

that clinched public atten-

tion at the outset.

The plan, in short, was

as follows: "Jones" had

made a wager that he

would start out on a trip

around the world as

Nature made himâthat

is, naked. He guaranteed

that he would make the

trip in a year, starting

without a penny in the

world, and without beg-

ging or borrowing on the

way. He also stipulated

that he would make five

thousand dollars(^i,ooo)

during the trip, although

he was not compelled to

bring that amount back

with him. If he won he

was to get ,Â£1,000, and if he lost he was to

pay that amount. The minor details of the

wager were completely overshadowed, how-

ever, by the first clause in the agreement,

which made it imperative that he should start

out in the "altogether." How would he do

it, and wouldn't he be arrested ? These were

some of the questions that were asked.

But the man who made the wager had a

surprise in store. A Monday night was

appointed for the start, and the Boston Press

Club, which had taken a keen interest in

PAUL JONES, IN HIS PAPER-SUIT.

From a PMo. be Elmtr OAictjrinff, Biatm.

" Jones," offered its rooms for the occasion.

At the appointed time, Jones found himself

the centre of a large gathering of newspaper

men, sports, men about town, politicians, and

others interested. As the moment approached

when he was to make the start, the interest

grew intense. A committee took him into a

private room, removed all

money from his person,

and Jones, himself, quickly-

AN EARTH-GIRDLER.
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two pounds richer than when he began. He

sang an original song, and a small admission

fee was charged to hear it. He also made

copies of the song and sold them to the

Pressmen and others who would buy. He

sold his autographs for five cents apiece. He

also let the spectators feel his muscle, for a

nominal sum, and offered to spar anybody

for a stake. Nobody, however, accepted. He

had several offers for his paper-suit, but

would accept none of them. The clever

man knew that wh^ii the morning papers

came out with the account of the previous

night's doings, that suit would have a money

value far in advance of the prices offered.

So, in his paper-suit, he went out to one of

the best hotelsâand went to bed.

The next morning everybody in the

city knew of Jones's feat. He spent

the early part of the day in making a new

suit out of blankets which he had bought

from the proceeds of the previous night.

This suit served a tem-

porary need for warmth, as

it was a cold winter's day,

and, as one may see from

the illustration, the suit was

somewhat like pyjamas. As

yet, Jones had no shoes.

The night before he had

hastily manufactured a pair

of sandals out of two pieces

of purchased leather, and

these he wore until he had

collected money enough to

buy some shoes. The pur-

chase of the blankets left

him 5^d. short on his

breakfast, but a reporter

gave this to him for an

interview. He now struck

the proprietor of the hotel

for a job, and got a dollar

for one hour's work. For

carrying placards on his

back advertising the hotel

restaurant he got Â£2.

Thus his morning's work

brought him in 445.

A clothing - house now

came to the front with an

offer of Â£2 for the paper-

suit, which they prominently

exhibited in their window.

They also hired him as

salesman for the afternoon

âa coup that attracted a

large number of people

into the shop to see the

THE SUIT MADE OF ULANKETS.

man in the blanket-suit. The autograph

business still went on with profit, and with

the proceeds Jones bought a large quantity

of new and shiny cents, which he sold as

souvenirs at a fancy price. He paid for his

supper by working forty minutes as a waiter

in a restaurant, and everywhere he went in

his blankets, he was followed by large crowds.
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suit of clothes and a necktie out of

the proceeds qf the previous day. The

remainder he put in the bank. He got

shaved, paid Â£\ for a pair of shoes, and

305. for an overcoat. He made his breakfast

by shining an admirer's boots, and this gave

him the idea of hiring a bootblack's outfit

for a few hours, by which means he made a

good sum quickly. Previously he had had

photographs of himself taken in his three

suits. These he sold at good prices in

the various cities he visited. He regularly

charged 2*/d. for a hand-shake, and thus

loaded his pockets with loose "nickels."

The first city he visited, after leaving

Boston, was Providence.

He arrived in his quad-

ruple capacity as travel-

ling salesman, advance

agent, lecturer, and

" globe - trotter." The

Providence Press Club

entertained him, and he

entertained them by

repeating his Boston

experiences. In the

evening he was adver-

tised to appear at the

Pawtucket Opera House,

to be examined by a

mind-reader. The house

was crowded. He had

also made an engage-

ment to appear in

Boston the same even-

ing, and to get to Boston

in time, he was com-

pelled to hire a special

train. He appeared on

the stage promptly,

before an overflowing

audience, and made a speech, for which he

was paid, it is said, .Â£30. He also sang

his song and gave an exhibition of sawing

wood.

Jones now left for New York, and having

banked all his money, arrived in the

Metropolis with little cash, except the

souvenir coins, and a stock of photographs.

He paid for his breakfast by writing ' a

few lines for a newspaper. A job to

distribute handbills for an auction-shop

then came to him, and brought him Â£2.

He registered at one of the best hotels, and

attended to his correspondence, which had

by this time become enormous, necessitating

the frequent employment of an amanuensis.

JONES, AND THE SUIT WHICH HE BOUGHT ON THE

THIRD DAY OF HIS TRIP.

From a Photo, by Elmer Ctiitkcrino, Button.

His first day in New York netted him over

Â£3. He had moved so quickly that a

lot of additional offers came from Boston

and Providence to go back for various

purposes, and he accordingly returned to

Providence to tend a " soda-fountain" and

sell cigars at jÂ£i an hour. Here he also

blacked three pairs of boots at Â£i a pair.

How Buildings are Moved.

BY JAMES WAITER SMITH.

TRUE story is told of an

enterprising town in Kansas,

which, after trying to induce a

new railway company to run

their line through the town,

woke up one morning to find

that the railway had been located ten miles

away. A town-meeting was immediately held,

and with desperate enthusiasm the citizens

unanimously decided that, if the railway would

not come to the town, the town must go to

the railway. The next day operations were

begun. All the houses, shops, churches, and

heavy "shoes," in order that the building

might slide easily over the ice and snow, and

twenty oxen were attached. The building was

hauled to a hill overlooking the lake, the oxen

detached, and the building given a slide down

hill for a quarter of a mile. It went down

with considerable rapidity, and out upon the

frozen lake. The oxen were again attached,

and the journey down the lake was accom-

plished with speed.

A like interesting story can be told about

the pretty wooden mansion shown on this

and the following page, and the operation

>Yom a Photo, by]

TOWING A HOUSE FOR EIGHT MILES ON HUMHOLDT BAY, CALIFORNIA.

IK. S. f.luiie.

lager-beer saloons were put on rollers, and,

headed by dozens of pulling horses, a brass

band, two clergymen, and the Mayor, the

long procession of property started slowly

across the prairie. The story does not tell

how long the procession took, but it finally

reached its destination, and with a prayer

by one of the clergymen and general jubila-

tion, the town was deposited in its resting-

place by the railway, where it stands to this

day.

The ingenuity of the Yankee is, indeed, of

just repute. There was another house-moving

feat three winters ago, near Damariscotta

Mills, in Maine. A man in Muscongus wanted

to take his house to Damariscotta Mills, by

way of a lake. The house was placed on

Vol. xiii.~86.

was certainly one of the most picturesque and

scientific feats of modern house-moving. The

house belongs to Mr. Ernest Sevier, a pro-

minent lawyer of Eureka, California. It

was raised from its foundation in Arcata, a

small town near Eureka, and moved on rollers

to a marsh on the edge of Humboldt Bay.

Here, two large lighters or flat barges, each

competent to sustain 300 tons, were in wait-

ing, securely joined together. A square

opening had been cut into the edge of the

marsh, and in this the lighters were supported

with piles, so as to be perfectly stationary at

low tide. The house was then shifted to the

lighters, and at high tide the piles were with-

drawn, and the house and lighters were afloat

on Humboldt Bay.
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from a 1'lioto. by]

OL'SE AFTER XEMUVAL KKOM THE LIGHTERS.

| K. *'. Ckiue.

In this fashion, it was towed for eight miles

with perfect safety. The house weighed over

100 tons, contained ten rooms, an outside

chimney, and was hard-finished throughout.

When it reached Eureka, it was transferred

from the lighters to the land, in the presence

of a crowd of spectators, and then rolled a

half a mile within

the limits of the

City of Eureka.

The first photo, on

this page shows

the house im-

mediately after it

was removed from

the lighters, and

the second photo,

shows it rolling

prettily along the

street behind a

donkey-engine,

near its destina-

tion. The house

was placed on pine

timbers, I2in. by

I4in., running fore

and aft, and these

again were crossed

with other timbers

running trans-

vetsely. "The

plastering," writes

Mr. Sevicr, " was

broken in places,

but two men re-

paired it all in

one day. Not a panel was started, not a

pane of glass broken, and not a brick

displaced." The contractors who moved the

house were Messrs. H. M. Mercer and

William Berry, and the work was finished

in about two months.

Buildings, it may be added, are not always

THE HOUSE BEINC

I'ULI.KD ON KOLLEKS TO ITS DESTINATION IS EUREKA, CAU

From a 1'hoti. Ijg J. \'nntant, Junr.
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BRICK HOUSE IN BROOKLYN MOVINCI ON GREA

From a

moved on wooden rollers. In 1832, the

first building raised and moved, so far as can

be ascertained, in the United Statesâa fair-

sized frame-house in Bostonâwas moved

on iron balls, operating in grooves or channels.

The building was moved but a short distance,

and at that time was considered a triumph of

engineering. Previous to that time, small

structures had been moved on greased slides,

the idea having probably been copied from

the process of launching vessels on lubricated

ways. This method is still in existence, and

still proves effective, as is shown at the top

of this page.

This large square brick building was lately

moved in Brooklyn by Messrs. B. C. Miller

and Son. Large timbers, about 3ft. apart,

were placed under the ground-floor joists,

running through the building. Under these

came a second row at right angles, and under

these last timbers strong lifting jack-screws

on timber foundations or " cribs" were

placed, as shown in the small photo, at the

bottom of the page. The ground over which

such a building is moved is made perfectly

level, and in many cases covered with boards

THE ABOVE HOUSE BY MEANS OF J

upon which tracks of heavy timber are laid

The motive power, except in the case of very

heavy structures, is furnished by horses.

Heavy ropes or chains and pulleys are so

arranged between the building and a capstan

as to gain the greatest amount of power with

the least expenditure of force. The horse

is then attached to the long wooden or iron

bar of the capstan, and starts on a tour

around the capstan, threading his way witli

trained feet over the ropes and chains, and

leaving behind him a gradually deepening

path. When rollers are used, each roller, as

it comes out at the back of the house, is

placed at the front, and when the house is

near the capstan, the capstan is moved

forward and again secured to the ground

with strong spikes.

Thus the operation continues until the

structure is near its destination. The new

foundation is built up between the timbers

or " needles," as they are often called. After

the foundation walls are finished and have

dried, the timbers are drawn out one by

one, and the holes filled in.

It often happens that ordinary house-

moving operations in

HHHHHH3 tne United State's,

such as those with

horse and capstan, no

longer arouse any in-

terest in spectators,

so familiar have these

operations grown. The

building passes along

through the principal

streets, sometimes for

miles, without drawing
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crowds or disturbing traffic. When, however,

the large savings bank at Newton, Massachu-

setts, was moved by Mr. John Soley, of Boston,

across the local electric railway, traffic was

entirely suspended, and large crowds witnessed

the removal. The operation was particularly

difficult, on account of the length of the build-

ing, the number of projections allowing little

opportunity to truss the building securely. As

here shown, the bank was moved on rollers.

MOVING A UANK 3OOFT. AT NEWTON, MASS., ACROSS KLECTK1C RAILWAY,

Prom a Photograph.

The handling of immense structures in the

United States is no less a surprise to

Americans than to foreigners, and people

often travel long distances to see the moving

carried on. The daily papers devote con-

siderable space to a description of the

process, and visiting engineers from England,

France, and Germany continually marvel at

its ease and seeming simplicity. The

industry is purely American, although the

appliances and the principles of the wedge,

screw, cannon-ball, and roller are as old as

the hills. It is the combination of these

devices applied to the moving of buildings

upon which the American house - mover

prides himself for originality. And, as the

coming pages will show, no structure of brick,

stone, or iron, however large, has any terrors

for him, so long as there are plenty of jack-

screws in the market, and trees in the forests

to get his timber from.

The remarkable thing about it all is that

the buildings do not get damaged, and that

when fine residences are being moved, the

people still occupy their accustomed apart-

ments, eat their dinners without the sliding

of a plate, and when the job is finished,.find

themselves looking at the sun set from the

very place where they once saw it rise. The

handsome stone block of three buildings

shown at the top of the next page was turned

from south to north by Mr. L. P. Friestedt,

one of the leading

house - movers of

Chicago, to whom

we are indebted

for this and the

three following

photographs of

enormous buildings

successfully moved

in Chicago. The

noticeable thing

about the first

Chicago photo-

graph is Mr. Frie-

stedt's method of

laying timber foun-

dations and of

making the turn-

table. The exact

direction of the

timbers upon which

the rollers are to

run is calculated to

a nicety, and we

HOW BUILDINGS ARE MOVED.
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BLOCK OF THREE BUILDINGS BEING TURNED FROM A SOUTH TO A NORTH FRONT, WITH 1'EOI'LE

IN OCCUPATIONâ SHOWING TURN-TABLE AND OLD FOUNDATION IN FOREGROUND.

>'ram a

The building was then propelled to the

turn-table by a very interesting method.

When horses are useless, it is customary to

push- the building along by means of jack-

screws placed parallel to the ground at the

rear of the building, one end of each screw

abutting against a

piece of heavy

timber secured to

the ground -ways

by heavy chains.

while the opposite

end of each screw

works in a hollow

log called a

" pump," which

presses against the

timbers on which

the building rests.

In moving the

structure, the men

take their position

at the screws,

and, at the fore-

man's signal, the

screws are given

a quarter or half

turn. The build-

ing moves forward

with each turn,

and when the

screws are run out

, â¢ f I. i i

to tneir lull length,

the chained logs

are moved for-

ward, and the

operation begins

again.

The turn-table

upon which the

Normandy parti-

ally revolved was

a level mass of

timber work, 132ft.

square and 4ft.

deep, built of

2oo,oooft. of 6 x 6

timbers, laid on

ground that had

been scraped and

levelled. The

ground was

sprinkled with

sand, and then

paved with planks

laid closely to-

gether, as seen in

the photo. The

building was pro-

pelled on to this floor, and the rollers pointed

toward the centre of the building. Here a

pivot had been placed, on which the building

revolved.

As Mr. Friestedt, the mover of these
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MAKING WAV FOR THE METROPOLITAN ELEVATED RAI

/â¢Vum a rhoto. bg\ FOUNDATIONS IN FOREGROUND.

the rapid growth of cities in the United

States, the necessity for cutting new streets

through old sections of towns, the tendency

of railways to pierce the heart of a metropolis,

as well as the necessity for great sewers, canals,

viaducts, and elevated railways to meet

the demands of increasing population and

business, account for the rapid improve-

ments in the

science of house-

moving. Either

the buildings had

to be torn down,

as they have lately

been torn down

in London to make

room for under-

ground stations or

great railway ter-

mini, or they had

to be moved to

a more remote

locality. The des-

truction of this

vast amount of

property would

have amounted

into the millions,

and although

house moving was

costly, it was

cheaper than

complete destruc-

tion. The large

building shown at

the top of this

page, with the new

foundation in the

foreground, was re-

moved to make

way for an elevated

railway. The

Normandy was

moved for a like

reason. In the view

below, which re-

presents a double

brick residence

being turned from

a north to a south

front, while people

are residing in it,

the method by

which the build-

ing is shoved

along with a screw

braced against

chained timbers

is clearly shown,

especially at the near corner.

The material used in handling these heavy

structures is selected for its strength, timber

being used for light brick structures, and

steel beams where the strain is great. The

weight of the whole building is first estimated,

which means separate estimates per cubic

HOW BUILDINGS ARE MOVED.
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CH1MNEV I25FT. HIGH

CHELS

i ACROSS A STKEET IN

.SKA, MASS.

/â¢'rom a Photo, bu l- * â¢ . "

C. Uai/dm, L'MKtt, Ifau.

building is con-

structed, whether of

wood, brick, stone,

iron, or steel. When

the maximum weight

is obtained, an esti-

mate is made of the

tension or fibre

strength of the steel

beams, timbers, and

blocking upon which

the structure is to

rest. The lifting

capacity of the jack-

screws is then esti-

mated, the number

of screws necessary

to lift the weight

being thus ascer-

tained. Accidents

are guarded against

by rigid tests of the

material. The break-

ing of a beam from

overstrain might

mean the wrecking

of the structure and

tlie death of a

number of men.

RAISING A WATER-TOWKR AT MOUNT VEKNON, NEW YORK.

From a

A house - mover must needs have a

large capital behind him. His yard is usually

full of timber, iron, capstans, derricks, pulleys,

chains, ropes, clamps, rods, etc., etc., all of

which represent an amount of money not

easily to be reckoned up. This mass of

material is rarely in disorder, but when a big

job has been completed, the yard often looks

as if a playful cyclone had danced through it,

juggling with jack-screws,ladders, and derricks.

The necessity of capital is proved by the

fact that nearly all house-movers are required

to furnish bonds for the speedy and safe

performance of their work. Before he was

allowed to move the Immanuel Baptist

Church in Chicago, Mr. H. Sheeler gave a

bond for 50,000 dollars, scheduled from his

own property. Special contracts are also

made for removals within a certain time,

which means the hiring of an extra number

of men and the ability to pay their wages.

Certain American movers make a speciality

of raising and moving chimneys, which are

particularly wobbly in their tendencies. The

chimney shown in the top left corner was

125ft. high, and was successfully taken across

a wide street in Chelsea, Massachusetts, the power being ob-

tained from a horse

and capstan.

A huge water-

tower in Mount
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MO\ INi. KAU.VVAY STATION HACK SOFT. AT MOTT HAVEN, NEW YORK.

The building, as

opened to the public in July, 1878. It

stood 6ooft. away from the water, but

it was soon threatened by the encroach-

ing Atlantic, which gradually washed its

way under two-thirds of the hotel. The total

loss of the structure was predicted. It was

first thought possible to move the building

about the moving in 1893 of the big 1,700

ton railway station at Mott Haven, in the

suburbs of New York City,

shown in the accompanying photo., was

in length, with a tower Soft in height, and was

successfully carried back by Miller a distance

of soft. The station was pushed to its new-

foundation on skids

or ways, in the

manner already

described. ,

A more remark-

able feat â one

which may be said

to mark an epoch

in the history of

American house-

moving â was the

removal of the

Brighton Beach

Hotel in 1888. The

hotel was raised

from its founda-

tions, placed on

flat trucks, and by

means of locomo-

tives hauled one-

tenth of a mile back

from the sea. The â¢ â^â*

hotel \V1 Â« f f MOMNC. THE l.KH.lilt'N BEACH HOfUL, IN lS33. AWAY KKOM THE ENCROACHING ATLANTIC
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back, but its enormous length of 46oft., its

five large towers six and seven stories high,

and its weight of 5,000 tons, strongly pointed

to a failure. .,

A contract to move the hotel was, however,

soon signed, and on April 3rd, 1888, Messrs.

B. C. Miller and Son had the huge building

ready to start. The hotel had been raised,

twenty-four lines of rails had been placed

under it, and upon the rails rested 112 flat

trucks. The arrangement of these trucks, or

cars, is shown in the illustrations. Huge

timbers were then laid from end to end of each

line of trucks, and upon these timbers trans-

verse beams were stretched. It was carefully

arranged that no part of this platform of

timber could be moved unless the movement

was common to the whole. The locomotives

were on two lines, or tracks, three on each line,

and the cables attached to the hotel extended

from the locomotives like the ribs of a fan.

To witness the moving of this immense

structure, crowds of people came from the

neighbouring cities, and great enthusiasm

reigned. Nothing like it had ever been

known before in the United States, and

when the engines were ready to start, the

excitement was at its highest point. Mr.

Miller gave the signal to start, and, in the

glowing words of a Metropolitan reporter,

" simultaneously six throttles were thrown

openâfirst gradually, then to their full. The

music of the guy-ropes and tackle was weird

and Wagnerian ; then the tug of war began.

Panting and puffing, the iron horses strained

every fibre of their mechanical muscle. For a

moment, and a moment only, they tugged in

vain; their immense drive-wheels revolved

with perceptible swiftness ; then, as if with a

mighty effort, they forged ahead. Slowly,

but surely, the mammoth structure followed.

The puzzling problem as to what was to be

the fate of Brighton Beach Hotel had been

solved. Shouts of joyous approval and

triumph arose from the small army of work-

men and spectators, which were caught up

and echoed by six brazen throats in shrill

and prolonged blasts."
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OHN SANDYS,

local manager of

the \V e s t e r n

L'nion Telegraph

Company, in the

city of Disapolis,

sat in his office one afternoon,

when there was brought to him

the card of a lady. Most of

Mr. Sandys' visitors were mascu-

line, and the manager, a grizzled

man of fifty, arched his brows

in surprise as he glanced at the

card.

" Ask the young lady to come

in," he said, briefly. He whirled

round in his swivel-chair and

rose from it as a sweet-faced

girl entered, dressed in black,

her whole attire having neatness as its dis-

tinguishing characteristic. Pausing for a

moment at the door, she came swiftly forward

to him, extending her hand.

" I don't suppose you will remember me,

Mr. Sandys," she began, somewhat breath-

lessly, " but I thoughtâperhaps "

The manager interrupted her, speaking in

kindly tones.

" Indeed, Miss Elinor, I remember you

very well, although you were only a little girl

when I last saw you. You have been so

long at school and abroad, that a man might

well be excused if he failed to recognise you.

Many things have happened since last we

met, you know."

The manager was a laconic man, and he

now spoke at greater length than was his

custom, for he saw that his visitor had

evidently keyed herself up to this interview,

and was scarcely able to conceal her agitation.

A glance at the dark costume she wore

recalled to his mind the recent death of her

father, and then he felt that his last remark

had been somewhat infelicitous, but being an

unready man, and not knowing how to

remedy it, he made no attempt to do so,

contenting himself by pushing forward a

chair, and asking the girl to sit down.

Copyright, 1897, hy Robert Barr,

When Miss McClintoch had seated her-

self, Sandys resumed his position in the

swivel-chair somewhat uneasily, and for a

few moments there was silence between

them.

" Yes," she said at last, not looking up at

him ; speaking in a low voice and trying to

keep command over it, " many things have

happened since then. I came home to find

my father dying, and since his death we have

learned â doubtless everyone in the city

knows it nowâhow disastrous had been his

transactions on the Board of Trade. I have

no doubt the worry, caused by his fear of

leaving mother and me unprovided for, did

much to hasten his death."

Mr. Sandys, not knowing what to say,

murmured that probably this was so.

" It is now three months since fathers

death,'1 continued the girl, "and immediately

after, mother and I moved to a small cottage
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and so two months ago I bought a telegraph

instrument and learned telegraphing."

" But, surely," said Mr. Sandys, " with

your accomplishments you do not need to

be a telegraphist."

" My accomplishments, although expensive

to buy, are not very saleable on the market "

"My dear Miss Elinor," said the manager,

" telegraphing is the very last profession I

would advise a young lady to take up. I

warn everybody against telegraphing. I never

open a morning paper but I expect to see

an account of some new invention that will

abolish telegraphy altogether ; in fact, when

the telephone was perfected, I rather expected

it would render us all superfluous, and I am

not sure but that eventually will be the case,

for the long distance telephone is only in its

infancy. What on earth caused you to learn

telegraphing ? "

" I will confess the reason with a frank-

ness I ought to be ashamed of," said the

girl, with a real smile this time. " I learned

it because my father's oldest friend is

manager of the Western Union Telegraph

Company in this city."

" Oh, I see," said the manager, with a

twinkle in his eye. " You thought I would

give you a situation ? "

" I knew you would, Mr. Sandys," replied

the girl, confidently.

Her certainty did not seem "to be shared

by the manager, who knitted his brow,

and drummed nervously on the desk with his

fingers.

" You said a moment since that this was

a business visit. Now, Miss Elinor, do you

want me to talk to you as a business man

would talk to an applicant, or am I to treat

you as the daughter of a valued and regretted

friend ? "

"PYom now on," cried the girl, eagerly, "this

is straight business. I only relied on your

friendship for my father to gain me admit-

tance here."

" Very well, then I will begin by saying

that the woods are full of telegraphers. Up

to a certain point it seems to me that

telegraphers are as common as the sands on

the sea-shore; beyond that point telegraphers

are few. It is like shorthand, and, I presume,

like a great many other things. Telegraphing

â that is, expert telegraphing â is a very

difficult art, Miss Elinor."

" I know you will excuse me for con-

tradicting you," exclaimed the girl, with

animation, "and it isn't a bit polite to do so,

but telegraphing is the easiest thing in the

world. If you had ever played Robert

Schumann or Liszt on the piano, you would

know what difficulty is."

" Really ? " said the manager, drily. " You

are the first person I have heard say that

telegraphing was an easy accomplishment.

However, there is nothing like a practical

test. Do you think you know enough of

telegraphing to fill a situation as operator if

I had one to offer you ? "
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them on the table. Taking up one of the

newspapers that lay on his desk, he folded it

once or twice, and placing his hand on the

key, he rapidly transmitted an order to the

unseen operator to write out what was about

to be telegraphed to him, and bring the

sheets to the manager's room.

"Now, Miss Elinor," he said, "would you

mind telegraphing part of this column, and

do it as fast as you can ? "

The girl placed her right hand on the ebony

knob of the brass lever, holding the folded

paper with her left in such a manner that she

might read clearly the small type on the sheet

before her: Under her expert manipulation

the words flew over the wire, until at last

there came a break.

" Hold on," jabbered -back the man at the

other end of the wire. " Don't be in such a

deuce of a hurry."

" Oh, dear !" exclaimed the young woman,

with a shade of annoyance in her voice, as if

she feared the pausing would be attributed

to her lack of clearness. The manager said

nothing, but indulged in a silent inward laugh,

as was a habit with him, for, ruling many, he

had to keep a stern face to the world, and

enjoy what mirth came his way Without

outward semblance of it. After several

breaks, the manager

said : â

"That is quite

enough, thank you," and

a few minutes later a

young man entered the

room with the sheets in

his hand, which he gave

to the manager, opening

his eyes somewhat when

he saw seated at the

table a slim young girl,

bewilderingly pretty.

When the young man

had left them once more

alone in the room, the

manager said :â

" I must admit I am

astonished at your ex-

pertness. It may not

be strictly business-like

to acknowledge so much

to one whom I am about

to make the hardest bar-

gain 1 can with, but per-

haps you will not take

advantage of the con-

fession. You are a very

good telegraphist i ndeed,

Miss Elinor. I must

express my admiration of the way in which

you have faced the realities of life. We like

to think our girls so resourceful that they can

fill, with credit to themselves, any position

which fate assigns to them, whether it is in

the office of a merchant or the parlours of

the White House. You have been suddenly

confronted with a very difficult problem, Miss

Elinor, and you have set about its solution in
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late, have had some difficulty in securing.

What we need there is absolute secrecy.

There must be no suspicion even of any

leakage from the wires, because messages

come there that make and unmake fortunes.

Of course, many of the messages are in

cipher ; but, nevertheless, cipher or not, the

utmost caution must be observed, so that

none save those to whom the messages are

sent shall get the slightest inkling of their

contents. I have changed operators there

three times in as many months, and while

against the present man I have no direct

proofâif I had I would discharge himâ-

there have been complaints and vague

rumours of leakage, which are, to say the

least, most annoying. I have made up my

mind, in any case, to remove that young

man to the interior of the State, and the

only reason he has not been removed before

now is, that I can't for the Hie of me tell

with whom to replace him. Until you came

in it never occurred to me to give the situa-

tion to a woman. It doesn't quite jump

with our preconceived notions of things, that

a woman, of all persons, should be the one

to keep a secret; but most of our precon-

ceived notions are wrong, and if you are

willing to try the experiment, I am. Of

course, you would be dealing entirely with

men, but I am sure you would meet with

nothing but the utmost courtesy from all."

"Oh, I am sure of that," said Miss

McClintoch, earnestly. " If you give me the

opportunity, I don't think you will have

reason to regret it."

"Very well; then we shall look on it as

settled, ('all here to-morrow morning at ten

o'clock, and I will myself escort you to the

Board of Trade. I shall leave one of my

assistants with you in the office for a week,

and by that time you will probably be

familiar with your new duties. Anything

you do not understand, he will be at hand to

explain."

Promptly at the appointed hour Elinor

waited upon the manager at his office, and

together they walked to the tall building in

which was housed the Board of Trade; the

only legalized gambling place in the city,

where methods differed somewhat from those

at Monte Carlo; these differences being

entirely in favour of the Mediterranean

resort, for there, the unscrupulous gambler

obtains no advantage over his comparatively

innocent competitor, and lies have no special

market value. Every city in the land holds

up its hands in horror at the mention of

Monte Carlo, but points with just pride to

its Stock Exchange building. Thus do we

honestly acquire the reputation of being a

humorous people.

Mr. Sandys was silent during the greater

part of the walk, and Elinor's mind was busy

picturing the new life about to open before

her, so greatly dissimilar to the old. The

crisp freshness of the air, and the bracing in-

fluence of her long walk to the manager's office,
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double doors standing open gave a view of

the interior of an immense room, in which

several men were walking about with their

hands in their pockets. A man in a sort of

uniform guarded the door and sharply

scrutinized all comers. Sandys, however,

did not enter the huge room, but opened a

small door at the right, and went in to the

telegraph office, Elinor, with fast - beating

heart, following him.

The telegraph office was comparatively

small, and was practically

an alcove of the ample

apartment used by the

Board of Trade, divided

from it by a counter, whose

broad, polished, oaken top

was littered with telegraph

forms, and splashed here

and there with ink. In the

centre of the office was a

wide table, halved longi-

tudinally by a partition of

glass, while cross-wise were

other glass bulk - heads,

parcelling out the table-top

into sections, in each one

of which a telegraph instru-

ment occupied the centre.

As a usual thing, one

operator was enough to do

the business of the office,

but in times of stress,

caused by a flutter in the

market, help had to be

called for from the central

office, and sometimes the

six compartments were in

chattering activity.

" Now, Miss Elinor,"

said the manager, " this is

your work-room. Johnnie

Fielders, here, will be in

charge for a week, or as much longer as

is necessary, and you will be his assistant.

As soon as you are ready to take full control,

I shall remove him elsewhere, for he is a

most useful young man."

Sandys left the room and strolled into the

Board of Trade, the door-keeper nodding to

him, for the head of the Western Union

was a privileged individual. The spacious

chamber of commerce was rapidly filling up,

and a rising murmur of conversation quivered

in the air. Now and then some exuberant

person, with a silk hat on the back of his head,

yelled out a startling exclamation, which made

Miss McClintoch jump the first time she

heard it, little dreaming of the pandemonium

to which she would later become accustomed.

She thought there had been a dreadful acci-

dent, but nobody paid the slightest attention,

and she learned that this was merely the

preliminary sparring for the contest that was

to come after, just as athletes in a field

limber up before the game commences.

" Halloa, Sandys !" said a young man,

greeting the head of the Western Union.
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" I have already done so ; and I have told

her, furthermore, that she would find every

man she met here a gentleman."

" Oh, you always were an optimist, Sandys.

I think, you know, you are stretching it a bit

to call old Grim wood, who is now about to

honour us with his presence, a gentleman.

Merely my own opinion, of course."

There was entering, as he spoke, a man

who stooped slightly. His smoothly shaven

face made it impossible, at a distance, to

guess his age, but closer inspection left no

doubt that he was fully entitled to the

adjective the young man had bestowed upon

him. The lid drooped over the left eye, and

gave a sinister expression to an impassive

face that was at best saturnine. The left

arm hung limply by his side, and, with the

sinking eyelid, gave token of a " stroke"

that many regretted had, like themselves,

encountered the old man in vain. Someone

had said that confidence would never be

restored in business circles until a second

attack grappled old Grimwood with more

success than the first, for it had been quickly

proven that what was left of the seasoned old

speculator was a match for the combined

intellect and shrewdness of the others in the

grain-pit. Grim wood's workable eye quickly,

but furtively, ranged the room, and finally

rested on the fair head of the girl, just visible

over the polished surface of the counter, as

she sat at the telegraph instrument. His

face showed no astonishment; it was always

expressionless ; but his eye remained there.

" I thoroughly believe, Sandys, that old

Grimwood has bribed you to place the girl

here. Such a withered ancient branch, as he

is, will be the only man unaffected by her

presence. It isn't fair to us youngsters, who

have to contend with his lifetime of villainy,

anyhow. I confess I don't want my mind

distracted from the wheat quotations just

at present."

" I shall give you every assistance to con-

centrate your mind on that subject, Howard."

" Thanks, old man ; I'm infinitely obliged,"

replied Howard, with a laugh; " but who is

she, anyhow ? We are bound to know, sooner

or later."

"She is one entitled to the respect and

protection of every man here," said Sandys,

slowly. " She is the daughter of your old

chief, Silas McClintoch."

" Good heavens! You don't mean to

say so ?" cried the young man, sobering.

" By Jove, there is a sort of poetic justice

in her being here : this inferno which ruined

the father now supporting the daughter."

"The Western Union will look to her

support," returned the manager, without

enthusiasm.

" Quite so, and we help support that

grinding monopoly. The consumer always

pays, you know. But I say, Sandys, I want

you to introduce me to Miss McClintoch."

" I don't see the necessity. She is not

here socially."
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will let me know, for I would esteem it a

privilege to make, at least, partial return for

the debt I owe your father."

"Thank you," replied the girl, simply.

"Telegram, miss, if-you please," said the

falsetto voice of old Grimwood, as he leaned

against the counter, holding in his hand a

written message, and fastening his fishy eye

on the group. " I take it, Mr. Sandys, that

this young lady is going to do us the honour

of sending and receiving our despatches, and

that will be very nice indeed."

There was something in his tone which

said, as plainly as words could have done, " I

should be much obliged if you would all

attend strictly to business."

Sandys frowned, but said nothing.

Fielders sprang forward, took the message,

and rattled it off to Chicago. Miss

McClintocli sat down before her compart-

ment at the table, and young Howard left

the room, followed by the manager, who, once

outside in the hall, touched his friend on the

arm and spoke in a low voice seriously : â

"If I may say it in all kindness, Howard,

I think you will only be a hindrance, and not

a help, to Miss McClintoch, if this acquaint-

ance goes further."

Howard's reply was an impatient male-

diction on old Grimwood, more terse than

polite.

" Oh, no," continued the manager; " Mr.

Grimwood is quite within his rights. Our

old friend's daughter is there to-do her duty,

and is anxious and well qualified to do it, if,

as I said before, she is not interfered with."

" I'll break old Grimwood's neck for him

yet!" growled Howard, still harping on the

interruption ; " in a Stock Exchange sense, of

course," he added, seeing the other's look of

alarm. " I'm not going to assault a crippled

man, you know, but I'll give him a lift in

wheat some of these days, see if I don't."

"The Bankruptcy Courts have been kept

busy for years with men who have endea-

voured to give Mr. Grimwood a lift, as you

term it. Better proceed with caution, Still-

son."

"That's all right," cried Howard, with the

supreme confidence of a young man in his

accent.

Shaking hands with the manager, he

entered the Board of Trade room and was

speedily absorbed in the tumult there, but,

nevertheless, found occasion now and then

to direct his eyes briefly towards the telegraph

office.

As days went on, Elinor McClintoch's new

occupation became less and less strange to

her. She quickly mastered the details of her

calling, and Fielders departing, not without a

manly sigh, the whole duty of the office

devolved upon her. Messages, code or plain,

passed rapidly to and fro under the nimble

manipulation of her pretty fingers, and

there were no complaints that information

now reached ears not intended for it. But

even had she done her work less honestly,
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working order because of the jars received

there. And before we, who are happily

perfect, blame him overmuch, it is well to

take into account the fact that he was already

deeply in love with the girl, and much may

be forgiven a young man in that disturbing

but delightful condition.

The illness of Howard's friend proved to

be a case that apparently baffled the medical

skill of Disapolis, for the young man was

compelled often to visit him, and, of course,

as the hours when he was free to do so

coincided with those when Miss Elinor was

on her way home, it is not surprising that

the two often met and walked towards

Sixteenth Street together. At first the girl

was seriously alarmed about the illness of

the ill-fated friend, for

her memory was better

than Howard's, and she

was astonished when

the invalid developed

several new maladies

each week, bidding fair

to become the most

complicated instance of

human misfortunes

that ever appealed to

harassed physicians in

vain. But at last the hap-

less patient

became no

longer ne-

cessary, and

was allowed

to depart to

the oblivion

from which

he had been

conjured ;

the pleasure

of meeting

and walking

together

forming its

own excuse

for doing so.

Once they

encountered

old Grim-

wood taking

his shuffling

constitu-

tional stroll, ordered by his medical advisers,

and he leered at them, lifting his hat as they.

passed, with polite ostentation ; but nothing

he could do seemed acceptable to Stillson

Howard, who scowled atGrimwood's perpetual

wink and neglected to return his salutation.
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"HE I.EKKED AT THEM AS THEY PASSED.

" I suppose it is wicked of me," said

Elinor, " but I can-not help disliking that

man. Perhaps it is because I know it was

his opposition that caused the bankruptcy of

my father, although that should be no excuse

for me."

Howard replied in a rhapsody which need
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She stood and watched the telegraph-boy

threading his way through the excited

throng to give the message to the old

man, who read it, crushed the paper in his

hand, and thrust it into his pocket. Then

his malign eye rested on young Howard with

an expression of such intense hatred, that

Elinor shivered as she saw it. Howard, the

centre of a seething mob, a head taller than

his fellows, had his right hand upraised, and

he shouted, in a triumphant voice, that rang

through the hall :ââ¢

" I'll take ten thousand bushels."

He was buying, then, the girl knew that

much, and he needed little inducing. Old

Grim wood watched him, keeping alotf, and

taking no part in the struggle. And many

others watched Grimwood, whose immobile

face told them nothing.

" You look a little tired, Miss McClintoch,"

said a member, coming up to the counter.

" Does the hubbub worry you ? "

" Oh, no, I'm used to that. What is it all

about ? "

" There's a little flutter in the wheat

market ; some queer rumours floating about.

I've thrown up my hand myself. Somebody's

going to get nipped, and I think it's a first-

rate time to go fishing."

" I don't understand these operations.

Which side is Mr. Grimwood on ? "

" Well, now, for a person who hasn't

learned the game, that's not bad. You've

turned up the right bower first time. We'd

all like to know where the old man stands.

Grimwood seems to be lyin' low and sayin'

nuffin'. I don't think it will be much of a

shower myself, but that's what the other

fellow said to Noah, and authorities now are

convinced he was wrong."

The insistent electrical machine called to

the girl, and she turned to it, but all the

while the abhorrent phrase kept tapping at

her mind, " Then we have him foul." If

she could, without telling what she knew, give

him a hint; but that would merely be doing

indirectly what she had promised not to do

directly, yes, or indirectly either, for Sandys

had trusted her completely. Even if she

resigned immediately and warned her lover,

it would be a breach of confidence to reveal

what she learned while in the employ of the â¢

telegraph company. There was nothing she

could honestly do, but resolutely hold her

peace, and let the lightning strike where it

would. She had foreseen no such test as

this when she gave her promise to the

manager. Old Grimwood himself came to

the counter with a message, and his baleful

eye seemed to search her conscience as it

fell upon her. He made no remark, and

turned away as she took the telegram. It

was to his Chicago agent, and was terse

enough. " Everything going our way," it

said. She sighed as she sent the four words

flying over the wire.

Elinor hoped her strength would not be

put to a strain it could not stand, and on
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he raised his hand and snapped his fingers ;

the gesture she had seen when he bid for

the ten thousand bushels ; " but I want them

to bring comfort and luxury toâto someone

else."

" Tell him .' Tell him ! " said her heart.

" What is all the world to you compared to

this man 1"

" You gave your word of honour ! " said

her conscience.

They stopped at a cross-street to let

the rocking, bounding car go swiftly past.

" Secrecy, secrecy, secrecy,'1 hissed the runner

on the overhead wire, spasmodically spurting

electricity. Elinor spoke, not daring to raise

her eyes to his :â

" Please don't come any farther. I want

to go home alone."

" Why, Elinor ; my dear girl, you're

looking white. What's the

matter?"

" I am a little tired. It has

been a hard day for me too."

" Of course it has. I'm a

brute to have babbled about

my own affairs whenâbut all

the more reason I should see

you home."

" No, no. I want to be alone.

Won't you, please "

" I'll do anything you ask,

Elinor."

" Then let me say good-bye

now."

He stood watching her until

she disappeared at a turning,

never looking back ; then he

hailed a trolly car, sprang on

board, and was jolted swiftly to

the business portion of the city.

It was old Grimwood himself

who began hostilities next day

on the floor of the Stock Ex-

change. He wanted to sell wheat, it

seemed, and the moment that was apparent

no one wished to buy, except Howard, who

announced himself ready to take all there

was on the market. Erantic telegrams were

hurled at Chicago, beseeching reliable infor-

mation ; the one-thing of all others Chicago

was unable to supply. No one was buying

but Howard. Those who did any business

followed the lead of old Grimwood, and

sold, just as timid players at Monte Carlo

put their money on the colour of the man

who has broken the bank. At last, even

Grimwood began to waver, and finally ceased

to offer further lots, while Howard, in sten-

torian voice, and uplifted right hand, looked

like a modern Ajax defying the lightning,

which, everyone knew, was bound to strike

somewhere, and that soon, for the financial

sky was becoming exceedingly lowering.

"I want wheat!" he roared. " Wheat!

Wheat! All done.at that ? Who's got any ?

Mr. Grimwood, did I have a nod from you ? "

" I hope you'll be able to pay for what

you've got," muttered Grimwood, but he did
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The moment Howard saw the cereal cat

was out of the bag, all his excitement

vanished, and he thrust his hands in his

pockets, casting a quick glance at the tele-

graph office. He was a millionaire now if

the corner held,

which, as every- pâ

one knows, it

did.

Grimwood was

hard hit, but no

emotion showed

itself on his face.

He approached

Howard with

somethingalmost

likea smilehover-

ing about his lips,

and said, in a

squeaky whisper:

"You seemed

to be very sure

of your in forma-

tion, Mr. Howard.

I thought we had

kept the secret

better."

"We? Areyoit

in that deal ? "

" Yes. Didn't

you know it ?

Then you

weren't so well

informed as I

thought. My agents were buying elsewhere,

while I was selling here. I tell you this so

that you may not waste any sympathy on

me. Besides, you'll lose all you've gained

before long, anyhow. I've seen many a

plunger in my time."

"I may lose the money, Mr. Grimwood,

but it won't leak into your pockets. Did

you ever hear of the nigger who got religion

in the midst of a poker game? No? Well,

he did. He won ten dollars and a half, and

then, suddenly realizing the beauty of a

better life, he announced his conversion and

fled, before his comrades got at their razors.

I'm like that nigger, Mr. Grimwood: I'm

going to quit; and as soon as you and the

rest of the boys walk up to the Captain's

office and settle, I'm off to Europe on my

wedding tour."

" Then she didn't tell you ? "

"Who didn't tell me, and what didn't she

tell ? "

" I thought, perhaps, you might get a hint

from the pretty telegraph operator, but I

judge you didn't."

1 SO YOU'VE BEEN UP TO YOUR OLD TRICKS, HAVE YOU ?

Howard took a step forward, and his fists

involuntarily clinched. He spoke so low

there was no chance of his words being heard

by anyone but the man he was addressing.

" If you so much as mention her name,

I'll throw you

out of the win-

dow into the

Portraits of Celebrities at Different Times of their Lives.

in Brittany, was bought by the Walker Art

Gallery of Liverpool. Some of his principal

works are : " A Fish Sale " (his first Newlyn

picture), now in the Guildhall Exhibition,

painted ten years ago, since which Mr. Forbes

has lived and worked in

the little fishing village,

which is now a large

colony of artists; "The

Health of the Bride " :

*Yom<ij AGE a. [ Daguerreotype.

STANHOPE A. FORBES, A.R.A.

BORN 1857.

JR. STANHOPE FORBES, one

of the most brilliant of the

younger Associates, was born

in Dublin, and belongs to a

family well known in the railway

world. He was educated at Dulwich College,

and became a student at the Royal Academy,

and studied also in Paris under Bonnat, the

celebrated portrait painter. He has now

been an exhibitor at the R.A. for over fifteen

years. His first out-of-door picture, painted

AGE 10.

From a Photo, by tjeruxtl Urvt..

Bruuelt.

"The Village Phil-

harmonic " (which

gained him a first-

class gold medal at

the Paris Exhibi-

tion) ; and "By Order of the Court," which

obtained the gold medal at Berlin. "The

Salvation Army," " Forging the Anchor," and

" The Lighthouse " are well known ; whilst

this year's picture, " Christmas Eve," further

goes to show that his election to an R.A.

Associateship was a wise one.

from a Plata. bÂ»J AGE 7. [W. E. DdmlMm.

From a Photo. oÂ»]

1-KE5ENT DAY.

lEttiott <e Fry.
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THE KING OF

DENMARK.

BORN 1818.

CHRISTIAN IX. OF

DENMARK was,

before his acces-

sion to the Crown.

Commander-in-

Chief of the

Danish Cavalry.

On his accession,

in November,

1863, the position

of affairs in Schles-

wig-Holstein was completely changed. The

independence of these provinces was hotly

espoused by the German Diet, and, on the

intervention of Prussia and Austria, Christian

ACE 49.

rhota. till D. Januon.

IX. renounced all

his rights to Schles-

\vig-Holstein and

Lauenburg. Anew

Constitution was

inaugurated in

1866, when the

King opened his

first Rigsdag.

Since then His

Majesty has done

much to develop

the interior re-

sources and popu-

lar institutions of his country. On May 26th,

1892, the King and Queen of Denmark cele-

brated their golden wedding amid many de-

monstrations of loyalty and popular rejoicing.

AUK 74.

Pttoto. by Hohlenbcrg,

AC;E 35.

/â¢'rum a I'hvto. bit E. Lunge, Copenhagen.

I'KESENT DAY.

From a Photo, bit tht London Sttreoteopic Company.
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THE QUEEN OF

DENMARK.

UEEN LOUISE,

daughter of the

Landgrave of

Hesse Cassel, was

married to Chris-

tian IX. in 1842. To us,

however, she is

more than the

Queen of Denmark

âshe is the mother

and it will be much regretted

that the venerable Royal

couple will not be in fhis

country when Her

Majesty, who is the

younger of the

Frurn a Photo, by}

AGE 60. [llohlenbcrg, Copenhagen.

three, celebrates the sixtieth anniversary

of her reign.

of our own Prin-

cess of Wales.

From this happy

union came six

children, among

them the King

of Greece, the

Princess Alex-

andra of Wales,

and the Princess

Dngmar â mar-

ried to the late

C/.ar of Russia.

Her grandson,

Prince Carl,

married Princess

ACE 5Â°. Maud of Wales

from a PlUWi I'jf A JanitaoH.

a short time ago.

The King and Queen were present at the

wedding of the Duke of York in July, 1893,

From u Photo, lif}
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From a]

MR.

AGE 29.

AUGUST MANNS.

BORN 1825.

HE veteran musician whose

name is so closely asso-

ciated with the Crystal

Palace was the son of a

glass-blower, and learned

the violin, clarionet, and flute from the

local musician atStolzenburg, in Pome-

rania, his birth-place. He showed such

great ability in con-

ducting a military

band as to be ap-

pointed, in 1855,

Musical Director at

the Crystal Palace,

where, for over

forty years, he has

wielded the baton

at the famous

Winter and Spring Saturday Concerts.

In 1883 Mr. Manns became conductor to

the Handel Festival in succession to Sir

Michael Costa, since when he has conducted

at all the subsequent Handel Festivals.

Prom a Photo, by]

AGE 36 [A'effreUi.( Zambm

u a 1'tivtv. bu\

60. [Xfffrtttitt- Zaiiibiu

a JVWo. &Â»]

I-RESENT DAY. IKtgnUi * Zamim.
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AGE 13,

[I'tiohtyraph.

SAMUEL PIERPONT LANGLEY,

PH.D., LL.D.

BORN 1834.

ROFESSOR S. P. LANGLEY,

the inventor of the successful

flying - machine so interestingly

described by himself in this

number, was born in Boston, and

abandoned civil engineering and architecture

for astronomy. In 1863 he was made

assistant in the Harvard Astronomical Ob-

servatory. He became Professor of

Astronomy in the Western University of

Pennsylvania in 1867, and in 1887 he was

chosen Secretary of the Smithsonian Institu-

tion at Washington. In 1886 he received

the first Henry Draper Medal awarded by

the National Academy of Sciences, and in

1887, the Rumford Medals from both the

Royal Society of London and the American

Academy of Arts and Sciences. Professor

Langley has accompanied several parties sent

AGE 45.

out by the U.S. Government to observe

eclipses of the sun in different parts of

the world, and his studies in this subject

possess great scientific value. The degree

of LL.l). was conferred by Harvard Uni-

versity in 1888. His flying-machine is the

result of long study in the problem of man-

flight, the solution of which was foreshadowed

From a]

PRESENT DAY.

Promal

Vol. xiii.â89.

AGE 27.

in 1891 and 1894 by his two notable books,

"Experiments in Aerodynamics " and " The

Internal Work of the Wind."

The New Flying-Machine.

BY PROFESSOR S. P. LANGLEY.

(Secretary of the Smithsonian Institution.)

Witli illustrations made directly from Professor Langley's machine, and approved by him.

HAVE been asked to prepare

an account of my flying -

machine, which has actually

flown for considerable dis-

tances, and thus, at last, solved

the problem of aerial flight.

There is in preparation a description of this

work for the professional reader, but in view

of the great general interest in it, and of the

numerous unauthorized statements about it,

it has seemed well to write provisionally the

informal and popular account which is now

given. The work has occupied so much of

my life that I have presented what I have to

say at present in narrative form.

By " flying-machine " is here meant some-

thing much heavier than the air, and

entirely different in principle from the bal-

loon, which floats only on account of its

lightness, as a ship in water. Nature has

made her flying-machine in the bird, which

is nearly a thousand times as heavy as the

air its bulk displaces, and only those who

have tried to rival it know how inimitable

her work is, for the " way of a bird in the

air " remains as wonderful to us as it was

to Solomon, and the sight of the bird has

constantly held this wonder before men's

eyes and in some men's minds, and kept

the flame of hope from utter extinction,

in spite of long disappointment. I well

remember how, as a child, when lying in a

New England pasture, I watched a hawk

soaring far up in the blue, and sailing for

a long time without any motion of its

wings, as though it needed no work to

sustain it, but was kept up there by some

miracle. How wonderfully easy, too, was its

flight! There was not a flutter of its pinions

as it swept over the field, in a motion which

seemed as effortless as that of its shadow.

After many years and in mature life, I was

brought to think of these things again, and

to ask myself whether the problem of arti-

ficial flight was as hopeless and as absurd as

it was then thought to be. Nature had

solved it, and why not man ? Perhaps it

was because he had begun at the wrong end,

and attempted to construct machines to fly

before knowing the principles on which flight

rested. I turned for these principles to my'

books, and got no help. Sir Isaac Newton

had indicated a rule for finding the resistance

to advance through the air, which seemed, if

correct, to call for enormous mechanical

power ; and a distinguished French mathe-

matician had given a formula showing how

rapidly the power must increase with the

velocity of flight, and according to -which a

swallow, to attain a speed it is now known to

reach, must be possessed of the strength of

a man.

Remembering the effortless flight of the

soaring bird, it seemed that the first thing

to do was to discard rules which led to

such results, and to commence new ex-
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than an ounce. When the speed increased

to that of a bird, the brass plate seemed

to float on the air; and not only this, but

taking into consideration both the strain

and the velocity, it was found that absolutely

less power was spent to make the plate

move fast than slow, a result which seemed

very extraordinary, since in all methods of

land and water transport a high speed costs

much more power than a slow one for the

same distance.

These experiments were continued for

three years, with

the general con-

clusion that by

simply moving

any given weight

of this form fast

enough in a hori-

zontal path, it

was possible to

sustain .it with

less than one-

twentieth of the

power that New-

ton's rule called

for. In particular

it was proved

that if we could

insure horizontal

flight without

friction, about

two hundred

pounds of such

plates could be

moved through

the air at the

speed of an ex-

press train and

sustained upon

it, with the ex-

penditure of one

horse - power â

sustained, that

is, without any

gas to lighten

the weight, or

by other means of flotation than the air

over which it is made to run, as a swift

skater runs safely over thin ice, or .a

skipping stone goes over water without

sinking, till its speed is exhausted. This

was saying that, so far as power alone

was concerned, mechanical flight was theo-

retically possible with engines we could then

build, since I was satisfied that boilers and

engines could be constructed to weigh less

than twenty pounds to the horse-power, and

that one horse-power would, in theory at

PROFESSOR S. P. LANCil.KV.

From a Painting by Robert Gordon Jfardie.

least, support nearly ten times that if the

flight were horizontal. Almost everything,

it will be noticed, depends on this, for if the

flight is downward it will end at the ground,

and if upward the machine will be climbing an

invisible hill, with the same or a greater effort

than every bicyclist experiences with a real
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only practicable way of supporting the thing

at all, to thus take advantage of the- inertia of

the air, and this point is so all-important that

we will renew an old illustration of it. The

idea in a vague sense is as ancient as

classical times. Pope says :â

Swift Camilla scours the plain,

Flics o'er the unbending corn, and skims along the

main.

Now, is this really so in the sense that a

Camilla, by running fast enough, could run

over the tops of the corn ? Jf she ran fast

enough, yes; but the idea may be shown

better by the analogous case of a skater who

can glide safely over the thinnest ice if the

speed is sufficient.

Perhaps we may more fully understand

what is meant by looking at a boy's kite.

Everyone knows that it is held by a string

against the wind which sustains it, and that

it falls in a calm. Most of us remember

that even in a calm, if we run and draw it

along, it will still keep up, for what is

required is motion relative to the air, how-

ever obtained.

It can be obtained without the cord if the

same pull is given by an engine and pro-

pellers strong enough to draw it, and light

enough to be attached to and sustained by it.

The stronger the pull and the quicker the

motion, the heavier the

kite may be made. It

may be, instead of a

sheet of paper, a sheet

of metal even, like the

plate of brass which has

already been mentioned

as seeming, when in

rapid motion, to float

upon the air; and, if it

will make the principle

involved more clear,

the reader may think of

our aerodrome as a great

steel kite made to run

fast enough over the air

to sustain itself, whether

in a calm or in a wind,

by means of its propelling

machinery, which takes

the place of the string.

And now, having the

theory of the flight be-

fore us, let us come to the practice. The

first thing will be to provide an engine of

unprecedented lightness that is to furnish

the power. A few years ago an engine that

developed a horse - power weighed nearly

as much as the actual horse did. We

SKtLKTONS OF A MAN AND OF A BIRD.

have got to begin by trying to make an

engine which shall weigh, everything com-

plete, boiler and all, not more than twenty

pounds to the horse-power, and preferably

less than ten ; but even if we have done this

very hard thing, we may be said to have only

fought our way up to an enormous difficulty,

for the next question will be how to use the
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in stock, so to speak, and developed it into

something that would do. It was all that

Nature had to work on, and she has done

wonderfully well with such unpromising

material ; but anyone can see that our arms

would not be the best thing to make flying-

machines out of, and that there is no need of

flight there will be nothing to secure this,

unless the air-ship is so adjusted in all its

parts that it tends to move steadily and

horizontally, and the acquisition of this

adjustment or art of " balancing " in the air

is an enormously difficult thing, and which it

will be seen later took years to acquire.

A t!lKIJ S \VIN(i.

our starting there when we can start with

something better and develop that. Flap-

ping wings might be made on other principles,

and perhaps will be found in future flying-

machines, but the most promising thing to

try seemed to me to be the screw propeller.

Some twenty years ago, Penaud, a

Frenchman, made a toy, consisting of a

flat, immovable, sustaining wing surface, a

flat tail, and a small propelling screw. He

made the wing and tail out of paper or

silk, and the propeller out of cork and

feathers, and it was driven directly by

strands of india-rubber twisted lamp-lighter

fashion, and which turned the wheel as

they untwisted.

The great difficulty of the task of creating

a flying - machine

may be partly

understood when it

is stated that no

machine in the

whole history of

invention, unless it

were this toy of

Penaud's, had ever,

so far as I can

learn, flown for

even ten seconds,

but something that

will actually fly

must be had to teach the art of " balancing."

When experiments are made with models

moving on a whirling table or running on

a railroad track, these are forced to move

horizontally, and at the same time are held

so that they cannot turn over ; but in free

My first experiments in it, then, were with

models like these, but from them I got only

a rude idea how to balance the future

aerodrome, partly on account of the brevity

of their flight, which only lasted a few

seconds, partly on account of its irregularity.

Although, then, much time and labour were

spent by me on these, it was not possible to

learn much about the balancing from them.

Thus it appeared that something which

could give longer and steadier flights than

india-ru'ober must be used as a motor, even

for the preliminary trials, and calculations

and experiments were made upon the use of

compressed air, carbonic acid gas, electricity

in primary and storage batteries, and
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However, it was necessary to begin in

some way, or give up at the outset, and

the construction began with a machine to

be driven by a steam-engine, through the

means of propeller wheels, somewhat like

the twin screws of a modern steamship,

but placed amidships, not at the stern.

There were to be rigid and motionless

wings, slightly inclined, like the surface of

a kite, and a construction was made on

this plan which gave, if much disappoint-

ment, a good deal of useful experience.

It was intended to make a machine that

would weigh twenty or twenty-five pounds,

constructed of steel tubes. The engines

were made with the best advice to be got

(I am not an engineer), but while the boiler

was a good deal too heavy, it was still too

small to get up steam for the engines, which

weighed about 4lb., and could have developed

a horse-power if there were steam enough.

This machine, which was to be moved by

two propelling screws, was laboured on for

many months, with the result that the weight

was constantly increasing beyond the estimate

until, before it was done, the whole weighed

over 4olb., and yet could only get steam

for about a half-horse power, which, after

deductions for loss in transmission, would

give not more than half that gain in actual

thrust. It was clear that, whatever pains it

had cost, it must be abandoned.

This aerodrome * could not then have

flown, but having learned from it the for-

midable difficulty of making such a thing light

enough, another was constructed which was

made in the other extreme, with two engines

to be driven by compressed air, the whole

weighing but five or six pounds. The power

proved insufficient. Then came another with

engines to use carbonic acid gas, which failed

from a similar cause. Then followed a small

one to be run by steam, which gave some

promise of success, but when tried indoors it

was found to lift only about one-sixth of its

own weight. In each of these the construction

of the whole was remodelled to get the

greatest strength and lightness combined ;

but though each was an improvement on

its predecessor, it seemed to become more

and more doubtful whether it could ever be

made sufficiently light, and whether the

desired end could be reached at all.

The chief obstacle proved to be not with

the engines, which were made surprisingly

light after sufficient experiment. The great

difficulty was to make a boiler of almost

* Aerodrome, irom words signifying air runner, the running

over the air being the essence of its plan.

no weight which would give steam enough,

and this was a most wearying one. There

must be also a certain amount of wing

surface, and large wings weighed prohibi-

tively ; there must be a frame to hold all

together, and the frame, if made strong

enough, must yet weigh so little that it

seemed impossible to make it. These were

the difficulties that I still found myself
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was reached where an attempt at actual free

flight should be made, though the anticipated

difficulties of this were of quite another order

to those experienced in shop construction.

It is enough to look up at the gulls or

buzzards, soaring overhead, and to watch the

incessant rocking and balancing which ac-

companies their gliding motion, to apprehend

that they find something more than mere

strength of wing necessary, and that the

machine would have need of something more

than mechanical power, though what this

something was, was not clear. It looked as

though it might need a power like instinctive

adaptation to the varying needs of each

moment, something that even an intelligent

steersman on board could hardly supply; but

to find what this was, a trial had to be made.

The first difficulty seemed to be to make the

initial flight in such conditions that the

machine would not wreck itself at the outset

in its descent, and the first question was where

to attempt to make the flight.

It became clear without much thought

that, since the machine was at first un-

provided with any means to save it from

breakage on striking against the ground,

it would be well, in the initial stage of the

experiment, not to have it light on the

ground at all, but on the water. As it was

probable that, while skill in launching was

being gained, and until after practice had

made perfect, failures would occur, and as

it was not desired to make any public exhibi-

tion of these, a great many places were

examined along the shores of the Potomac,

and on its high bluffs, which were con-

demned partly for their publicity, but partly

for another reason. In the course of

my experiments I had found out, among

the infinite things pertaining to this problem,

that the machine must begin to fly in the face

of the wind, and just in the opposite way to a

ship, which begins its voyage with the wind

behind it. If the reader has ever noticed a

soaring bird get upon the wing, he will see

that it does so with the breeze against it, and

thus whenever the aerodrome is cast into the

air, it must face a wind which may happen to

blow from the north, south, east, or west, and

we had better not make the launching station

a place like the bank of a river, where it can

only go one way. It was necessary, then, to

send it from something which could be turned

in any direction, and taking this need in

connection with the desirability that at first

the air-ship should light in the water, there

came at last the idea (which seems obvious

enough when it is stated) of getting some

kind of a barge or boat, and building a

small structure upon it, which could house

the aerodrome when not in use, and from

whose flat roof it could be launched in any

direction. Means for this were limited, but

a little " scow " was procured, and on it was

built a primitive sort of a house one story

high, and on the house a platform about loft,

higher, so that the top of the platform was
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place where he had stood, proved that with

all the stimulus that the shot must have

given to his exertions, he had been compelled

to run full twenty yards before he could raise

himself from the earth."

We have not all had a chance to see this

striking illustration of the necessity of getting

up a preliminary speed before soaring, but

many of us have disturbed wild ducks' on the

water and noticed them run along it, flapping

their wings for some distance to get velocity

before they can fly; and the necessity of the

initial velocity is at least as great with our

flying-machine as it is with a bird.

To get up this preliminary speed, many

plans were proposed, one of which was to

put the aerodrome on the deck of a steam-

boat and go faster and faster, until the head

wind lifted it off the deck. This sounds

reasonable, but is absolutely impracticable,

for when the aerodrome is set up anywhere

in the open air, we find that the very slightest

wind will turn it over, unless it is firmly held.

the river and moored in the stretch of quiet

water I have mentioned, the general features

of the place being indicated on the map

(see page 717), and it was here that the first

trials at launching were made under the

difficulties to which I have alluded.

Perhaps the reader will take patience to

hear an abstract of a part of the diary of these

trials, which commenced with a. small aero-

drome which had finally been built to weigh

only about iolb., which had an engine of not

quite one-half horse-power, and which could

lift much more than was theoretically neces-

sary to enable it to fly. The exact construc-

tion of this early aerodrome is unimportant,

as it was replaced later by an improved one,

of which a drawing will presently be given ;

but it was the first outcome of the series of

experiments which had occupied three years,

though the disposition of its supporting

surfaces, which should cause it to be properly

balanced in the air, and neither fly up nor

down, had yet to be ascertained by trial.

PREPARING FOR A LAUNCH.

From a Photograph by ProftMor Graham Jttll.

The whole must be in motion, but in motion

from something to which it is held till that

critical instant when it is set free as it springs

into the air.

The house-boat was fitted with an apparatus

for launching the aerodrome with a certain

initial velocity, and was (in 1893) taken down

Vol. xiii.^90.

What must still precede this trial was the

provision of the apparatus for launching it

into the air. It is a difficult thing to launch

a ship, although gravity keeps it down upon

the ways, but the problem here is that of

launching a kind of ship which is as ready to

go up into the air like a balloon as to go off
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sideways, and readier to do either than to go

straight forward, as it is wanted to do ; for

though there is no gas in the flying-machine,

its great extent of wing-surface renders it

something like an albatross on a ship's deck

âthe most unmanageable and helpless of

creatures until it is in its proper element.

If there were an absolute calm, which

never really happens, it would still be

impracticable to launch it as a ship is

launched, because the wind made by run-

ning it along would get "under the wings

and turn it over. But there is always more

or less wind, and even the gentlest breeze

was afterward found to make the air-ship

unmanageable unless it was absolutely

clamped down to whatever served to

launch it, and when it was thus firmly

clamped, as it must be at several distinct

points, it was necessary that it should be

released simultaneously at all these at the

one critical instant that it was leaping into

the air. This is another difficult condition,

but that it is an indispensable one may be

inferred from what has been said. In the

first form of launching-piece this initial

velocity was sought to be attained by a

spring, which threw forward the support-

ing frame on which the aerodrome rested ;

but at this time the extreme susceptibility

of the whole construction to injury from

the wind, and the need of protecting it from

even the gentlest breeze, had not been

appreciated by experience. On November

18th, 1893, the aerodrome had been taken

down the river, and the whole day was spent

in waiting for a calm, as the machine could

not be held in position for launching for

two seconds in the lightest breeze. The

party returned to Washington and came

down again on the twentieth, and although

it seemed that there was scarcely any move-

ment in the air, what little remained was

enough to make it impossible to maintain

the aerodrome in position. It was let go,

notwithstanding, and a portion struck against

the edge of the launching-piece, and all fell

into the water before it had an opportunity

to fly.

On the twenty-fourth, another trip was

made, and another day spent ineffectively

on account of the wind. On the twenty-

seventh there was a similar experience, and

here four days and four (round-trip) journeys

of sixty miles each had been spent with-

out a single result. This may seem to be

a trial of patience, but it was repeated in

December, when five fruitless trips were

made, and thus nine such trips were made in

these two months, and but once was the

aerodrome even attempted to be launched,

and this attempt was attended with disaster.

The principal cause lay, as I have said, in

the unrecognised amount of difficulty intro-

duced even by the very smallest wind, as a

breeze of three or four miles an hour, hardly

perceptible to the face, was enough to keep

the air-ship from resting in place for the
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the water, and sometimes (under appar-

ently identically like conditions) would

sweep almost vertically upward in the air

and foil back, thus behaving in entirely

opposite ways, although the circumstances

of flight seemed to be the same. The

cause of this class of failure was finally

found in the fact that as soon as the whole

was upborne by the air, the wings yielded

under the pressure which supported them,

and were momentarily distorted from the

form designed and which they appeared to

possess. " Momentarily," but enough to

cause the wind to catch the top, directing

the flight downward, or under them, direct-

ing it upward, and to wreck the experiment.

When the cause of the difficulty was found,

the cure was not easy, for it was necessary to

make these great sustaining surfaces rigid so

that they could not bend, and to do this

without making them heavy, since weight

was still the enemy ; and nearly a year passed

in these experiments.

Has the reader enough of this tale of

disaster ? If so, he may be spared the

account of what went on in the same way.

Launch after launch was successively made.

The wings were finally, and

after infinite patience and

labour, made at once light

enough and strong enough to

do the work, and now in the

long struggle, the way had

been fought up to the face of

the final difficulty, in which

nearly a year more passed, for

the all-important difficulty of

balancing the aerodrome was

now reached, where it could

be discriminated from other

preliminary ones, which have

been alluded to, and which

at first obscured it. If the

reader will look at the hawk

or any soaring bird, he will

see that as it sails through

the air without flapping the

wing, there are hardly two

consecutive seconds of its

flight in which it is not sway-

ing a little from side to side, lifting one wing

or the other, or turning in a way that suggests

an acrobat on a tight-rope, only that the bird

uses its widely outstretched wings in place of

the pole.

There is something, then, which is difficult

even for the bird, in this act of balancing.

In fact, he is sailing so close to the wind in

order to fly at all, that if he dips his head but

the least he will catch the wind on the top of

his wing and fall, as I have seen gulls do,

when they have literally tumbled toward the

water before they could recover themselves.

Beside this, there must be some provision

for guarding against the incessant, irregular

currents of the wind, for the wind as a whole

âand this is a point of prime importanceâ

is not a thing moving along all-of-a-piece, like
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In the completed form we see two pairs of

wings, each slightly curved, each attached to

a long steel rod which supports them both,

and from which depends the body of the

machine, in which are the boilers, the engines,

the machinery, and the propeller wheels,

these latter being not in the position of those

of an ocean steamer, but more nearly amid-

ships. They are made sometimes of wood,

sometimes of steel and canvas, and are

between 3ft. and 4ft. in diameter.

The hull itself is formed of steel tubing ;

the front portion is closed by a sheathing of

metal which hides from view the fire-grate

and apparatus for heating, but allows us to

see a little of the coils

of the boiler and all

of the relatively large

smoke-stack, in which

it ends. The conical

vessel in front is an

empty float, whose use

is to keep the whole

from sinking if it

should fall in the

water.

This boiler supplies

steam for an engine of

between one and one

and a half horse-

power, and, with its

fire - grate, weighs a

little over sib. This

weight is exclusive of

that of the engine,

which weighs, with all

its moving parts, but

2602. Its duty is to

drive the propeller

wheels, which it does

at rates varying from

800 to 1,200, or even more, turns a minute,

the highest number being reached when the

whole is speeding freely ahead.

The rudder, it will be noticed, is of a shape

very unlike that of a ship, for it is adapted

both for vertical and horizontal steering. It

is impossible within the limits of such an

article as this, however, to give an intelligible

account of the manner in which it performs

its automatic function. Sufficient it is to say

that it does perform it.

The width of the wings from tip to tip is

between i2ft and ijft., and the length of

the whole about i6ft. The weight is nearly

3olb., of which about one-fourth is contained

in the machinery. The engine and boilers

are constructed with an almost single eye to

economy of weight, not of force, and are

COURSE TAKKN BY THE

6TH,

very wasteful of steam, of which they spend

their own weight in five minutes. This

steam might all be recondensed and

the water re-used by proper condensing

apparatus, but this cannot be easily intro-

duced in so small a scale of construction.

With it the time of flight might be hours
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the cheering of the

few spectators, I felt

that something had

been accomplished

at last, for never in

any part of the world,

or in any period,

had any machine of

man's construction

sustained itself in the

air before for even

half of this brief time.

Still the aerodrome

went on in a rising

course until, at the

end of a minute and

a half (for which time

only it was provided

with fuel and water),

it had accomplished

a little over half a

mile, and now it

settled rather than fell

into the river with a

gentle descent. It

was immediately

taken out and flown

again with equal suc-

cess, nor was there

anything to indi-

cate that it might

not have flown in-

definitely except

for the limit put

upon it.

I was accom-

panied by my

friend, Mr. Alex-

ander Graham Bell,

who not only wit-

nessed the flight,

but took the in-

stantaneous photo-

graphs of it which

are here given.

He spoke of it in a communication to the

Institute of France in the following terms:â

Through the courtesy of Mr. S. I'. Langley,

Secretary of the Smithsonian Institution, I have had

on various occasions the privilege of witnessing his

experiments with aerodromes, and especially the

remarkable success attained by him in experiments

made on the Potomac River, on \Vednesday, May

6th, which led me to urge him to make public some

of these results.

I had the pleasure of witnessing the successful

flight of some of these aerodromes more than a year

ago, but Professor I-angley's reluctance to make the

results public at that time prevented me from asking

him, as I have done since, to let me give an account

of what I saw.

On the date named, two ascensions were made by

TttU Vltius OF HUUHTS TAKEN MAY 6TH, 1896âFROM

INSTANTANEOUS PHOTOGRAPHS.

the aerodrome, or so-called

" flying-machine," which

I will not describe here

further than to say that it
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machine, deprived of the aid of its propellers, to my

surprise did not fall, hut settled down so softly and

gently that it touched the water without the least

shock, and was in fad immediately ready for another

trial. .

In the second trial, which followed directly, it

repeated in nearly every respect the actions of the

first, except that the direction of its course was

different. It ascended again in the face of the wind,

afterwards moving steadily and continually in large

curves, accompanied with a rising motion and a lateral

advance. Its motion was, in fact, so steady that I

think a glass of water on its surface would have

remained unspilled. When the steam gave out

again, it repeated for a second time the experience

of the first trial when the steam hail ceased, and

settled gently :,nd easily down. What height it

reached at this trial I cannot say, as I was not so

favourably placed as in the first; but I had occasion

to notice that this time its course took it over a

wooded promontory, and I was relieved of some

apprehension in seeing that it was already so high as

to pass the tree-lops by 2oft. or joft. It reached the

water one minute and thirty-one seconds from the

time it started, at a measured distance of over gooft.

from the point at which it rose.

This, however, was by no means the length of its flight.

I estimated from the diameter of the curve described,

from the number of turns of the propellers as given by

the automatic counter, after due allowance for slip

and from other measures, that the actual length of

flight on each occasion was slightly over 3,oooit. It is

at least safe to say that each exceeded half an English

mile.

From the time and distance it will be noticed that

the velocity was between twenty and twenty-five miles

an hour, in a course which was constantly taking it

" up hill." I may add that on a previous occasion I

have seen a far higher velocity attained by the same

aerodrome when its course was horizontal.

I have no desire to enter into detail further than I

have done, but I cannot but add that it seems to

me that no one who was present on this interest-

ing occasion could have failed to recognise that

the practicability of mechanical flight had been

demonstrated.

ALEXANDER GRAHAM BELL.

On November 28th I witnessed, with

another aerodrome of somewhat similar con-

struction, a rather longer flight, in which it

traversed about three-quarters of a mile, and

descended with equal safety. In this the

speed was greater, or about thirty miles an

hour. The course of this date is indicated

by the dotted line on the accompanying map.

We may live to see air-ships a common sight,

but habit has not dulled the edge of wonder,

and I wish that the reader could have

witnessed the actual spectacle. " It looked

like a miracle," said one who saw it, and the

photograph, though taken from the original,

conveys but imperfectly the impression given

by the flight itself.

And now, it may be asked, what has been

done ? This has been done : a " flying-

machine," so long a type for ridicule, has

really flown; it has demonstrated its prac-

ticability in the only satisfactory wayâby

BY J. LAURENCE HORNIBROOK.

T began to rain early that

evening, I remember : not a

feeble drizzle, either, but a

driving, splashing downpour

that smote upon the flags with

a hissing sound, and gurgled

down the gutters in turbid streams. By rare

good luck 1 had got through my full round

of professional visits just in time ; the first

heavy drops were dashed in my face as I

sprang from my Ral'.i car and made for the

door. Fortunately I had no very grave cases

on hand that day, and looked forward with

the keen anticipation gendered by fatigue to

the luxury of slippers, a dressing-gown, the

latest number of the Lancet, and a comfortable

arm-chair by the study fire. Of course, there

was an off-chance of my being routed out

again at any moment, for a doctor in one of

these wretched little country towns, whose

practice dips eight or ten miles into the

surrounding country, may consider himself

lucky if, on an average, he gets four undis-

turbed nights out of the seven, and doubly

lucky if those nights upon which he is called

out do not prove the very worst in the

whole week.

Somehow, when I had settled down to my

paper, I found it impossible to give myself

up to a thorough appreciation of its contents.

From the very first I had a sort of intuitive

feeling that an urgent case would crop up,

perhaps far out in the country. Once or

twice I got up, walked over to the window,

and drew aside the blind. What a night !â

black, wet, the wind howling, and great

sheets of water collecting in the deserted

street. With a cold shiver, which involun-

tarily seized upon me, I went back to my

arm-chair by the fire.

I think it was getting well on for midnight,

when, in one of the fitful lulls of the storm,

a sound reached my ears which caused me to

lay aside my paper, and sit up in expectation.

It was the steady, lumbering trot.of a farm

horse : long experience enabled me to

recognise it at once. A few yards from my

door the trot changed into a slow, heavy walk;

then there was an impatient " Whoa!" a

clatter of hobnailed boots on the flags, a jerk

of the bell-handle, and a peal loud enough to

have wakened me if I had been fast asleep in

the most distant part of the house.

I went to the door myself, for the house

was locked up and the servants had gone to

bed an hour ago. The instant I opened it,

in came the wind and rain with a rush and a

roar, as if bent upon giving me a sample of
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what I might expect should I dare to venture

out on such a night. So fierce was the gust,

it made me gasp for breath as it swept in

along the hall, rattling the pictures on the

walls, and eddying round the lamp until I

expected every moment to find myself in total

darkness. I peered out into the wet, and

discerned a slouching figure, with a sack

wrapped around the shoulders as a protection

from the storm, a miller's hat jammed upon

the head and tied down over the ears with a

piece of string.

" Roydon Mills," came a voice from

beneath the hat : " you're wanted ! "

" YOU'RE WANTED i "

With that, the hobnails clinked upon the

flags again, and the messenger straightway

retreated towards the spot where the horse

stood, steaming and blowing, with his head

between his forelegs.

" Hi ! Here ! â wait a moment, will you ? "

I called out after him. " What's wrong at

the Mills, eh ? a

The fellow already had one foot in the

stirrup, and barely condescended to turn his

head as he flung back over his shoulder the

two words, " Child sick ! " Without further

parley, he swung himself into the saddle,

Vol. xiii.â 91.

hammered the horse's sides with his heels,

and jogged off into the darkness.

Roydon Mills?âfive good miles, if it was

one ! I shut the door, and stood there in

the hall, weighing the matter carefully. As

I listened to the splashing of the rain outside,

a vision of the bleak, storm-swept road rose

before me, and I confess I shuddered at the

prospect. On the one hand, there was the

certainty of a drenchingâfor at that time I

had not attained to the luxury of a brougham,

and must perforce perform the journey in an

open vehicleâand the almost equal certainty

of a heavy cold resulting therefrom. On the

other, duty, of course,

ranked first, andâwell, if

the truth must be told,

the inducement of a sub-

stantial fee next. I called

to mind, too, with what

intense anxiety Miller

Hopgood and his wife must

await my coming, for the

homely couple were simply

wrapped up in that little

boy of theirs â an only

child, as it happened. The

upshot of it was, though

I was not without doubts

as to the urgency of the

case, I felt there was

nothing for it but to face

the storm.

As ill-luck would have

it, my groom was laid up,

so I had to turn to and

harness the mare myself.

I don't know whether she

objected to a night journey
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dripping cloak before being hurried off

upstairs. Of course I might have known

how it would be ! In spite of all this fuss

and hurry, there was nothing really wrong

with the childâa feverish cold, that was all.

The little fellow lay in his mother's arms,

flushed and fretful, wailing out the childish

complaints which had so distressed his

parents. I did not keep them long in

suspense ; and the look of relief which

stole into those drawn, anxious faces com-

pensated me to some extent for my midnight

journey.

I have been led to dwell upon these details

âhomely and trivial as they may seemâ

because, in looking back upon that night,

they stand out in sharp and striking contrast

to the strange events which happened on the

way home. Though more than two years

have elapsed since then, I can recall every

incident as if it occurred only yesterday.

Even now, if the wind rises suddenly in the

night, and the rain begins to dash against the

windows, I start out of sleep with the horror

of those scenes fresh upon me.

I was driving back to Ulverton at two

o'clock in the morning, wet, cold, and in

anything but an amiable mood. The wind

had gone down a little, and the clouds had

broken up into dark, irregular patches, that

swept across the stormy sky as if speeding to

some unknown destination in the far East.

The rain still continued to beat in my face

and patter upon the oilskin rug across my

knees. Whenever I happened to raise my

head, I was chilled by the dreary aspect on

every side: not a living creature was in

sight; even the few stray cattle in the fields

were stuck away under shelter of the hedges.

I had reached a spot where tin- road dipped

down into a rocky glen, known as " Pedlar's

Hollow," from a tradition that a pedlar had

been murdered there in bygone years and

robbed of his pack. At the opposite side of

the glen there was a pretty stiff ascent, which

I knew from experience had to be taken

easily.

I had just pulled in the mare at the foot of

this incline, when, upon lifting my head, I

thought I saw a dark blotch on the white

face of the hill. The next instant it seemed

to merge into the surrounding gloom. Fixing

my eyes steadily upon a point just beyond it,

the object, whatever it was, took a more

distinct shape, and I became convinced it

was moving rapidly towards me. I am not

given to be superstitiousâwe medical men

generally lean more to the material than to

the spiritualâbut really, on the present

occasion, I felt a cold thrill creeping up my

spine, for my thoughts involuntarily turned

to the defunct pedlar, and the possibility of

his restless spirit having returned to visit the

scene of his tragic fate.

My apprehensions on this point, however,

were speedily set at rest As the figure

loomed out of the darkness, I saw that not

only was it a creature of flesh and blood,
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for judging by the way he was splashed with

mud he must have been on the road for

hours. Just as my wheels were on a line

with him, he faced round slowly, and glanced

up at me from under his hand.

" Pardon me," he said, politely, " can you

9^-

" HE GLANCED Ul- AT ME."

tell me if I am on the right road for

Ulverton ? "

"You certainly are," I repliedâsomewhat

testily, I am afraidâ" but if you wish to

reach Ulverton to-night, I would recommend

you to turn round and face that hill."

" I am going in the wrong direction,

then ? "

" Exactly."

He looked at me steadily for a second

or two, glanced back doubtfully over his

shoulder, and then let his gaze wander on

ahead, as if half disposed to question my

statement. Presently his eyes came round

to me again. I felt rather ashamed at having

been so abrupt, and said : â

"I am driving into Ulverton myself; if

you care to take a seat, it will save you a

disagreeable walk."

He thanked me in an abstracted sort of

way, came round behind the trap, and was

some little time groping for the step. When

he got his foot upon it at last, I could hear

the shafts and springs creaking as they bent

under his weight. He dropped into the seat

at my side, lowered his head, and folded his

arms across his massive chest.

Not a word was spoken as we climbed the

hill. The stranger sat there, gazing fixedly

out into the darkness ahead, apparently buried

in his own gloomy

thoughts, regard-

_^f less of the driving

rain, and seemingly

as unconscious of

my presence as if

I had been miles

away. Once or

twice I was on the

point of making

some casual obser-

vation, but some-

h o w, w hen I

glanced round at

that silent, motion-

less figure, the

words died upon

my lips. I felt an

awkwardness, a

constraint â a

shrinking into my-

self, if I may so

describe it â- that

made me half

regret having taken

him up. Once,

â¢when the wheel

passed over a

stone, my arm

jogged against his, and instinctively I drew
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seat, and clutched the reins. The mare,

feeling the tug, stopped short.

" A doctor ? " he cried, eagerly. " Do I

understand you to say you are a doctor ? "

I replied that I was.

" What an extraordinary coincidence ! "

he exclaimed, with surprising animation.

" Would you believe that my sole object in

starting for Ulverton to-night was to search

for a medical man ? "

"Indeed! "

" Will you come back with me to the

house?" he urged. "It is not more than a

mile from the cross-roads we passed just now.

You will render me a great service, I assure

you."

" Is it a serious case ? " I asked.

" Yes ; very serious."

" Might I ask of what nature?"

He was just about to reply, when, without

the slightest warning, he suddenly fell back

in the seat, and clapped his hands to his

eyes. A groan, such as could only have been

wrung from him by excruciating pain, broke

from his lips. He rocked himself to and

fro in the intensity of his suffering.

" What is the matter ? " I cried, in surprise

and alarm.

â¢' Drive back to the house," he moaned.

" For God's sake, don't delay ! Take the

turning to the left when you reach the cross-

roads, ai 1 keep straight on."

I wheeled round immediately, and, as I

did so, he lurched forward, letting his head

fall upon his hands. He remained in this

position, never once raising his head, until

we had branched off from the main road,

and had covered the best part of the distance

to the house. Then, as if the paroxysm

which had seized upon him had passed, he

drew a hard breath, and raised himself slowly.

He looked about him in a confused sort of

way, like a man just awakened out of sleep,

not yet fully conscious of his surroundings.

Right in front of us the road was lined on

either side with a row of immensely tall

trees ; and the branches, meeting overhead,

formed a long, dark tunnel, through which

the wind moaned dismally. As we drove

into it, there was a fluttering and cawing in

the topmost boughs as a flock of rooks,

disturbed by the light, took wing, circling

round and round until we had passed.

Every gust of wind sent a shower of huge

drops down upon us from the trees.

Presently we came to one of those

immense, old - fashioned gateways â with

massive pillars, surmounted by stone figures,

on either sideâwhich impress one with their

gloomy yet imposing grandeur. I drew up

before it, and glanced inquiringly at my

companion.

" Ah ! here we are at last !" he said.

'â¢Rather a dismal-looking place on anight

like this. Might I trouble you to open the

gates ?"

We drove up a long avenue, shaded with

trees, and, sweeping round a bend, came in
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raging it> his mind ; at times his step was

slow and halting, then so rapid that he

crossed from end to end of the hall in a few

hasty strides. It seemed to me as if he was

fighting against some impulse, which he

strove to keep down, and yet I could see it

was gradually asserting its influence over

him. I waited in silent expectation, wonder-

ing what was coming.

"Perhaps you will be good enough to tell

me ," I began at length.

Pausing in the midst of a stride, he turned

quickly round, and for the first time looked

me full in the face.

"Yes, I will tell you," he broke in,

vehemently. " You want to know the cause

of my suffering? It is this: I am possessed

by a devil.'"

I do not think it was this extraordinary

" 1 AM POSSESSED BY A DEVIL 1 "

assertion, startling as it undoubtedly was,

which made me catch my breath with a quick

gasp. It was the horror, the anguish of

mind, depicted on his face. And the eyes !

Good heavens ! how their look has"haunted

me ! How often since I have seen it in my

dreams ! They were set in a fixed stare â

not at, but beyond, meâas if he had lost the

power of focusing his sight. And still he

seemed to be making painful yet hopeless

efforts to concentrate his gaze, as if striving

to read my expression, when my features

must have appeared blurred and dim to him.

I have looked upon many distressing sights

in my time, but none that filled me with such

cold horror as that. I believe I must have

shuddered as I turned away my head.

" This is no childish fancy, I assure you,"

he went on, gravely ; " it is a horrible reality !

I have striven to keep it secret; I have tried

to bear the torture of mind and body in

silence. But of late my sufferings have

grown intolerable ; I feel that I must speak,

must reveal that which I thought no power

on earth would have drawn from me âor go

mad ! Hear what I have to say, in patience,

for I tell you beforehand you will need to

exercise self-control ; and then, if you see

one gleam of hope in the dark future, speak,

for Heaven's sake I and

save me from this linger-

ing death."

He sat down opposite

me at the other side of

the great fireplace, and

rested his head wearily

upon his hand. Some-

times starting up to pace

the floor, sometimes lean-

ing moodily against one

of the pillars which sup-

ported the gallery, he

told me his singular

story.

" I will not attempt to

disguise the facts,'1 he

began, " even when they

tell most strongly against

me. It is my desire that
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seem, he strove to emulate by living in

semi-barbaric state.

" Much to the surprise of his few friendsâ

he had made enemies of most of his fellow-

countrymen out thereâhe married late in

life. As in many cases of the kind, he

chose a wife at least five-and-twenty years

younger than himself. If the union ever

was a happy oneâwhich I very much doubt

âthe first twelve months sufficed to bring

about a separation. What the exact cause

of the quarrel was I never learned; it may

have been due to a violent and tyrannical

temper on one side and a proud, haughty

spirit on the other. Be this as it may, the

separation took place soon after I was born ;

my mother went from us, and I was left to

the tender mercies of native servants. I have

been told that she died shortly afterwards.

" If my father ever had a particle of

affection for me, he kept it entirely to himself.

For the most part he appeared utterly

indifferent to my existence, but as I grew up

there were times when he drove me harshly

from his presence, as if he could not endure

me within sight. In some respects I followed

in his footsteps, for even at that early age I

was a petty tyrant among the host of

servants.

" In the course of his administration my

father had amassed a considerable fortune ;

and before retiring, determined to visit

England in order to settle his affairs. I was

left behind ; I believe the thought of having

me tacked on to him during the voyage

home was intolerable. In his absence, the

Mutiny broke out. I went through the

horrors of that awful time; I witnessed the

bloodshed; I saw many a gaping wound,

many a mutilated corpse. I took my share

in the fighting whenever I got the chance ;

I stood by when the captured rebels were

blown from the guns; but through it all

I was conscious of a callousness, an indiffer-

ence to suffering, which appalled me at times.

I have looked unmoved upon sights from

which even grey-haired veterans turned away

with a shudder.

" When it was all over, my father's Indian

agents sought me out,- and I was sent to join

him in England. On my arrival he grimly

remarked that, as I had shown such an

aptitude for fighting, I could not do better

than adopt it as a profession ; in other words,

he suggested I should enter the Army. I

fell in readily with this proposal. My father

had bought this place and settled down here,

but never relented towards meâ always kept

me at a distance. Though I remained in

England ten years, I never once set foot

inside these doors. On his death, as no will

was forthcoming, I inherited the bulk of his

fortune. Even then I shunned the house

and all connected with it; as you may

imagine, it had no pleasant associations for

me. Not until the last few weeks, when

circumstances drove me here, did I ever

inhabit it for a single night.
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just managed to avoid him. He was making

straight for the spot where we stood.

" I had taken one step aside, when I saw

to my horror that Miss Egerton did not

move, though all the rest had fled. She

seemed to be paralyzed with terror. The

horse was almost upon her ; I could see the

ears laid flat against his head, the red glare

in his eyes, and the savage jaws openâready

to crunch the girl's shoulder. With a spring

I was at her side, and shot out my arm

between them. The brute's teeth closed

upon it ; he swerved slightly, dragging me

\\

" THE BRUTE'S TEETH CLOSED UPON

with him, and worry-ing me like a dog. My

arm was frightfully mangled when they got

me free, but the girl had escaped uninjured.

She had fainted, I was told, and had gone

home with her friends.

" She insisted, however, upon returning to

the ground immediately, and stood by all the

time the surgeon was dressing my arm. She

even assisted him with the bandages, for it

seems she had some experience as a nurse.

When I felt the gentle touch of her hand,

when I looked at the fair face, quivering

with emotion, and saw the beautiful eyes

dimmed with tears, a thrill of rapture went

through me. I spoke to her, I begged her

not to distress herself on my account, I

assured her the pain was nothing. Pain !

I would have borne it twenty times over to

have her near me !

"When I got back to my bungalow, my

wfiole thought wasâwhen should I see her

again ? I could not rest; night and day her

facr. was before me. I heard she was staying

with an officer's wifeâthe lady who had

accompanied her to the racesâand that

they drove round daily to inquire for me.

After that, I used to listen for the sound

of the wheels every evening ; it was some-

thing to look forward to during the weary

hours.

"At the end of the

first week I began to

feel the restraint in-

tolerable. Though the

surgeon declared that if

I ventured out in my

present state, he would

not answer for the con-

sequences, I paid little

heed to his caution. That

evening, with my arm

in a sling, I made my

way across to the bun-

galow where Miss Eger-

ton was staying.

"How well I re-

member the bright smile

with which she greeted

me, and how tenderly

she gazed at my crippled

arm, as if to remind me

that it was for her sake

I had suffered the in-
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perfect indifference to me. We were married

at Umballah a month later.

" In the two brief, happy years that followed

I was a changed man. My old pursuits

had lost their power to attract me ; my old

associates dropped off one by one. I no

longer thirsted for the excitement of a tiger

hunt ; though, formerly, if a terrified native

had come in to report that there was a man-

eater in the neighbourhood, I often sallied

forth alone in search of the brute. A new

life had opened up for me; the softening

and refining influence of homeâthe only

one I had ever known, remember â was

weaving its spell around me. I was never

happy away from itâalways longing to get

back to my beautiful wife.

" When our little daughter was born, there

seemed to be nothing left for which I could

wish. I was conscious of new hopes, new

aspirations, new emotions; it seemed as if

out of my stony nature a tender shoot had

sprung up, which grew and flourished under

the warm sunshine of love until it bore these

fruits. Sometimes, in the hush of an evening,

as I stole into my wife's room, and bent over

the tiny cradle there, I have felt a mist dim

my sightâI, whose eyes, even in childhood,

were never wet except with the burning tears

of passion.

" It all changed ! There came a time when

the light went out, and darkness settled upon

my soul. That tender growth which had

taken root in my heart was blasted by the

stroke of fate, and withered like Jonah's

gourd. It happened when we were on a

visit to a hill station during the hot season.

"Soon after we arrived there, I began to

notice a change in my wife's manner. She

no longer greeted me in the old affectionate

way; she was often silent and preoccupied

in my presence, failing to respond to, if not

actually shunning, my caresses. It seemed

as if she was keeping something back from

meâsomething which no effort of mine

could draw from her. As the days went on,

I grew restless and irritable; a gloomy

foreboding that our happiness was in jeopardy

preyed upon my mind. And then, one

morning, the blow fell ! It came in the shape

of an anonymous letter, and contained these

words: ' Take- a friend's advice and keep a

sharp eye on \oiir wife.'

" That was all ; but it was quite enough.

The iron had entered into my soul, and

rankled there. Without waiting for her to

appear, I left the breakfast untouched, and

walked straight out of the house. I stalked

off through the burning heat, maddening

thoughts surging through my brain. Heed-

less of the scorching rays that beat down

upon me, I wandered on and on, until I had

left the station far behind. It was late in

the afternoon when I returned, outwardly

calm, but with a thirst for vengeance in my

soul. Every gentle feeling seemed to have

died out during that walk.

" I said nothing, but determined to keep
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' 1 KUUE ON MADLY.

the exhausted brute which bore me was catch-

ing his breath in great spasmodic gasps. He

dropped under me at last. Drawing a

revolver, which happened to be in the holster,

1 bent down and put a bullet through his

brain. Then I started to walk home.

'â¢ I did not get back until late that night.

Though there was a brilliant moon, I managed

to approach the house unobserved, and let

myself in quietly. I paused to listen ; not a

sound, save that of regular breathing, reached

me from any part of the building. I made

my way to the dining-room, and poured glass

after glass of brandy down my parched throat.

I flung myself into a chair, and tried to collect

my thoughts. One thing I vowedâsolemnly

vowed : she should never look that man in

the face again.

" But how was I to prevent it ? If I forced

her away, it was open to him to follow ; and

they might easily contrive means of meeting

when my back was turned. It was then,

as I sat there in the silence and solitude,

striving to devise some way of accom-

plishing my end, no matter at what cost:

it was then that I seemed to become

suddenly conscious of an invisible presence.

I heard the wordsâor rather they appeared

Vol. xiii.-92.

to burn themselves into my

brainâ The Five Destroyers I

" I knew well what they

meant, those three terrible

words. I did not shrink

from the idea they sug-

gested ; I did not thrust it

from me as horrible and

revolting, for the devil had

already taken possession of

my heart. I got up and

walked across the room to a

cabinet. Out of a secret

drawer I took five small

phials, each labelled with a

different name. I selected

one and replaced the rest.

" Let me explain to you

briefly what these phials

contained. As I daresay

you know, there are strange

secrets in Indian pharmacy,

which, for the most part,

are very jealously guarded.

Some of the Fakirs tell you

there is no function of the

human body which they can-

not destroy with their drugs.

They can blot out a man's

memory; they can reduce

him from the full possession

of his mental powers to a state of hopeless

idiotcy.

" Once, when travelling through a wild

district in the North-West Provinces, I

happened to come across one of these Fakirs,

who was renowned for his knowledge of

drugs. I chanced to render him some slight
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" I hesitated no longer. I went from the

room, and returned with a bottle of chloro-

form. I let her inhale the powerful fumes ;

and thenâthenâOh, my God ! "

He was on his feet in an instant, his head

thrown back, and his hands clutching his

brow as if to keep it from bursting.

"Yes! yes! I did it!" he moaned. "I poured

one drop of the sight-destroyer into each

eye, and rushed from the house. I waited

outside, waited till the day dawned, waited till

I heard shriek after shriek come from her

room ; and knew that the drug had done its

workâthat she was blind ! blind ! blind !"

Strong man as he was, I saw him lurch

forward, and fall prone on the floor. With

a shuddering

horror, which

made me re-

luctant even to

touch him, I

went to his as-

sistance. I lifted

him up, and

guided him back

to his seat.

" I can tell

you little of what

occurred after-

wards," he

added, presently.

" I believe I was

found wandering

about in the sun

that day without

a hat. Brain

fever followed.

Whether it was

weeks or months

that elapsed before I pulled through, I don't

know. My memory is not very clear upon

these points.

" I have an impression regarding that man

Noble, though how I got it I cannot say.

The story may have been actually told to

me ; it may have come to me in my delirium,

or in a dream. It is entirely opposed to the

idea that there was any intrigue between him

and my wife. It explains the secret of their

intimacy in this way. Her brother, who was

never a credit to his family, had been guilty

of forgery and fraud. Noble was the

principal sufferer ; but for her sake (it

appears he had known her from childhood)

he determined to shield the culprit from

exposure. Not only so, but he sent him out

of the country at his own expense, so as to

give him a chance of making a fresh start.

The packet he had slipped into my wife's

" I KETUKNED WITH A BOTTLE OF CHLOROFORM

hand that night contained nothing more than

the evidences of her brother's guilt ; and she

intended to reveal the whole story to me

when we got home.

" I did notâI could notâaccept this

version of the affair. I felt no sting of

sorrow, no compunction for what I had

done. I wandered about from place to place,

seeking rest, but finding none. And, it is
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" And yet, in spite of all this, I did not

repent. I strove to do so, strove with all the

power of my soul, for I felt that repentance

alone might save me from this awful fate.

But it was too lateâtoo late ! My stubborn

heart never yielded. I would have welcomed

the acutest pangs of remorse, but remorse

was far from me. I longed for one solitary

tear-drop â one trace of moisture to cool

these burning eyes â but tears would not

come. And now I have lost all hope !"

When he ceased to speak, there was a

painful silence, for I knew not what to

answer. His extraordinary story had made a

profound impression upon me ; it had been

told in such a way that he seemed to carry

me with him step by step. Once, as we sat

there facing each other, I thought I heard a

light footstep in the gallery overhead.

"If what you have told me is true," I said, at

length, " my belief

is, that your suf-

ferings are purely

imaginative."

" They are not

I tell you they are

not! " he cried.

I stood up, and

began to button

my coat.

"Well, if you

call upon me to-

morrow, I will ex-

amine your eyes,"

I went on. "At

present I fear I

can do nothing

for you."

" There is one

thing you can do/'

he said, with

strange signifi-

cance.

"What is it?"

" Destroy my

sight at once. It

would be infinitely preferable to this slow

torture. Besides, I should then be on a

level with her."

For answer, I simply walked towards the

door. But he was before me, and confronted

mt with fierce determination.

' Will you do it ? " he cried.

' Certainly not."

' Vou must ! I say you must !"

' You are mad ! "

With a sudden spring he was upon me,

and bore me to the ground. I felt his knees

crushing my chest ; I felt his iron finger-s

gripping my throat. Good heavens ! He

was strangling me !

" Will you consent?"

I shook my head.

His grip tightened. I gasped for breathâI

was choking! My tongue was hanging out, and

the eyes seemed to be starting from my head.

Just then, when I had given myself up for

lost, I felt his fingers relax slightly. Slowly,

as if he were being drawn back by some
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(VIEWED BY HENRY w. LUCY.)

THE

QUEEN AND

PARLIA-

MENT.

IN this month that marks the

sixtieth anniversary of the

Queen's reign it becomes certain

that never again will Her

Majesty seat herself on the

Throne in the House of Lords to greet her

faithful Parliament on its opening day. On

the i yth of next month it will be sixty

years since Her Majesty first appeared in the

House of Lords. The occasion was not to

welcome the coming guest in the person of

a new House of Commons, but to speed the

parting guestâthe last Parliament of the

reign of William IV. All London flocked

forth to greet the girl-Queen as she passed

through the streets on her way, for the first

time, to sit in Parliament. She captured the

crowd with her grace and beauty, her pro-

gress being accompanied by a salvo of cheer-

ing. It is noted in contemporary record

that she was dressed in a white satin robe

decorated with jewels and gold, the Garter

on her arm, a mantle of velvet over her

shoulders.

A gay summer garb this, compared with

the sombre habiliments in which the Queen

made her final entrances to the House of

Lords. But it is not nearly so pretty as that

described by Miss Wynn, the very first in

which the new Queen presented herself to

her subjects.

It was the Archbishop of Can-

terburyand the Lord Chamberlain

who were privileged to behold

the vision of loveliness.

William IV. died just before the dawn of

the 2oth of June, 1837. The Primate and

the Lord Chamberlain were in attendance

waiting the end. When it came they posted

off to Kensington Palace, where the girl,

straightway become a Queen, lived with her

mother.

It was five o'clock in the morning

when they reached the Palace. Naturally

no one was up. Archbishop and Lord

Chamberlain took turns in thumping at the

gate, and at length brought up the porter.

AN EARLY

MORNING

He thought the courtyard was near enough

access to the house for elderly gentlemen out

at such time in the morning. The Arch-

bishop and his companion, after forlornly

hanging round, found their way into a room

off the courtyard. Here at least was a

bell, which, being in good training with

their exercise at the door, they vigorously

rang. After long delay they saw the Princess's

maid, who said her mistress was fast asleep

and could not be disturbed. Their message,

they urged, brooked no delay. So the Princess

was awakened, and Miss Wynn writes: "In a

few minutes she came into the room in a
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1877, the Commons crowded at the Bar saw

their old leader disguised in red cloak, tipped

with ermine, walking before the Queen, bearing

aloft the Sword of State in jewelled scabbard.

After Lord Beaconsfield's death the Queen

again relapsed into the custom of abstention

â¢ broken through two successive years. In

January, 1880, the Ministry established by

Mr. Disraeli, led now by Lord Salisbury,

into whose hands Lord Beaconsfield had

bequeathed the staff of office, was crum-

bling to a fall. It had nearly completed

its sixth year. Dissolution could not be

long postponed, and Ministers girded up

their loins with intent to make a spurt

that should give them some impetus

through the General Election. The Queen

graciously consented to lend the grace and

dignity of her presence to the occasion of

the setting forth of the programme of what

must needs be their last Session.

It was noted at the time as a curious

incident that in the course of the proceed-

ings the Queen very nearly lost her crown.

Seating herself on the throne, the long white

ribbon pendant from the back of the cap on

which the crown was set caught in her dress.

But for the presence of mind of the Princess

Beatrice, who deftly released the ribbon,

the least that would have happened would

The ceremony of the opening of

A RARE Parliament by the Queen in

SCENE, person is worthy of the occasion,

and has been only too seldom

seen by the present generation. There is

nothing in Court proceedings, whether at

Buckingham Palace, Windsor Castle, or

Marlborough House, that approaches it in

dignity and importance. The stage is the

historic one of the Houses of Parliament.

The dramatis persona are men who govern

the greatest empire in the universe. All

foreign States are represented by their

Ministers in official array. The judges come

in their wigs and gowns. The Church is

represented by bishops in full canonicals.

The peers are robed. The galleries are

garlanded with rows of fair women dressed

all in their best. The peeresses have given

up to them all but the front row of the

benches on one side of the floor of the House.

(It is, of course, purely by accident that the

custom has been established on occasions of

this rare concession of Parliamentary right

of seating ladies on the Opposition side.)

The Prince and Princess of Wales and the

rest of the Royal Family appear in State.

The Queen with the blue ribbon of the

Garter across her shoulder, a miniature

crown of diamonds flashing on her head,

A ROYAL COMMISSION.

have been that the Queen would have other diamonds glistening like stars on

presented to the brilliant assembly the her breast, approaches, preceded by four

curious effect of the Crown askew on the gorgeously clad heralds, escorted by a peer

top of her head, portrayed in the melan- bearing the Cap of Maintenance, another

choly design of the coinage struck a few holding aloft the Sword of State, whilst

years later.

Norroy King-of-Arms, Clarenceaux King-
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of-Arms, Garter King-of-Arms, follow as

rear-guard.

At the Bar stands the Speaker, with his

chaplain on one hand and on the other the

Sergeant-at-Arms. Behind the Speaker seeth

the mass of Commons, straining their eyes to

catch glimpses of the scene.

That is magnificent, and it makes

SIMULACRE. all the more ludicrous the

maimed performance that takes

place at the inauguration of recurrent Sessions

when the Queen does not come to West-

minster. This is known as opening

Parliament by Royal Commission. The

Commissioners are the Lord Chancellor and

four other noble lords of

Ministerial standing.

Alone among their peers,

they wear their robesâ

also cocked hats, which

play a prominent part in

the puerile ceremony.

Seated all in a row on a

bench before the Wool-

sack, they are irresistibly

suggestive of preparations

for an Easter-day game on

Hampstead Heath.

Even non - sportive

members of the House

of Commons, clustered

at the Bar, instinctively

close hands over an

imaginary stick, and think

how they would willingly

give more than a penny

for three shies at the

cloaked figures with intent

to knock off their cocked

hats.

But there are

always lower

depths, and

the House of

Lords survives something

even more ludicrous than the ceremony

opening a new Session of Parliament

Royal Commission. This is known

giving the Royal Assent to Bills. It is

ten or fifteen times worse than the open-

ing ceremony, since through a Session it

is repeated as often. Trouble begins at

the very outset. Black Rod is dispatched

to the House of Commons to invite the

attendance of members of that honourable

House to hear the Lords Commissioners

give their assent to certain Bills. The

treatment of Black Rod in the course of

his mission is deliberately contumelious. As

THE

ROYAL

ASSENT.

GENERAL BIDDULPH- THE NEW

BLACK ROD.

of

by

as

soon as he is spied crossing the outer lobby,
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time he came on duty he deftly carried, in

the recesses of his cocked hat, a card, on

which his " part" was fairly written out.

When time to speak, a cocked eye was

strategically brought in line with the cocked

hat, and all went well.

Under the

A SERIO- best of cir-

COMEDY. c urns lances,

with brusque-

ness of interruption re-

duced to a minimum, the

ceremony of the Royal

Assent to Bills being

given by Commission is

a waste of time for which

there is no compensa-

tion. It is required that

the Speaker should

leave the Chair in the

House of Commons and,

escorted by the Sergeant-

at-Arms, accompanied

by at least one Minister

and as many members

as care to go, repair to

the House of Lords.

They find the Lords

Commissioners in accustomed array on

the bench before the Woolsack. Three

times the figures solemnly raise their

cocked hats in acknowledgment of the

presence of the Speaker and the Mace.

The Clerk of Parliament advancing midway

n'ong the table reads the Royal Commis-

sion, a prolix document appointing " Our

trusted and well-beloved counsellors " to

their distinguished office. At the name

of each Commissioner the Clerk bows low

towards the five cloaked figures. Whereat

the one named discloses his identity by raising

his hat.

The Commission read, the process of giving

the Royal Assent to what may be an inter-

minable list of Bills is ground out, as if with

the assistance of a crank wheel. A fellow

clerkâhe of the Crownâin wig and gown

steps forth and takes his place on the

Opposition side of the table. By the right

hand of the Clerk of Parliament is a pile of

Bills which have passed successive stages in

both Houses. One of these the Clerk of

Parliament takes up and, turning to face the

figures on the Woolsack, bows almost to his

feet. The Clerk of the Crown on the other

side of the table makes similar obeisance.

The more simultaneous the action the safer

on its basis stands the British Constitution.

Having read the title of the Bill, the Clerk

BLACK RODS MANOEUVRE.

of Parliament wheels round to the right

The Clerk of the Crown on the other side of

the table turns on his heel to the left, and

thus the two face each other. The Clerk of

the Crown in solemn voice intones " La

Reyne le veu/f." That

is the cue for the Clerks

to turn their several ways
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modern frock-coat, but a. bust, to be placed

in one of the passages of the House, where

it might be seen by members going to and

fro on their ordinary business.

The subscription, limited to a guinea, is

open only to members of the House of

Commons who were contemporaries at one

stage or other of Lord Randolph's meteoric

career. The list is of itself striking. If it

were possible to engrave the names in

columns on the pedestal it would add

considerably to the historic value and

interest of the monument. How much has

happened since Lord Randolph sat in the

House as member for Woodstock is found in

conjunction of the two simple matters of fact

that Mr. Gladstone sent his subscription from

Cannes, where, far removed from the vortex

of political life, he was making spring holiday

in a green old age; and ihat the plain

Drummond Wolff of Fourth Party days

sent his tribute from Madrid by the cheque

of his Excellency the Right Hon. Sir Henry

Drummond Wolff, G.C.B., G.C.M.G., Her

Majesty's Minister to Alfonso XIII., King

of Spain.

If Lord

"OLD Randolph's

MORALITY." esteemed

successor

in the Leadership of

the House of Commons

were still alive, there is

no doubt thnt, forgetful

of some bitter memories,

his guinea would also be

forthcoming with intent

to keep green the

memory of renfant

terrible of his troubled

times. By a happy

chance Lord Randolph

Churchill and Mr. W.

H. Smith, sometimes

divided in life by sharp

turns of controversy,

united in death, will in

memories of future Par-

liaments live together in

close companionship. It

is arranged that, when

completed, Lord Ran-

dolph's bust shall

have an honoured place found for it in the

corridor leading out from the lobby, by the

main staircase, where the placid face of

" Old Morality" looks out on the stream

of members hurrying to and from the

House.

Another indication of the wisdom

THE that prevails in the councils of

PORTRAIT, the committee in charge of the

bust is found in the fact that

they have determined the face reproduced

shall be that familiar to the House of Com-

mons prior to Lord Randolph's journey to

South Africa. The Lord Randolph who set

forth in quest of sport and gold and health

FROM BEHIND THE SPEAKER'S CHAIR.
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PAPERS IN

remains a precious possession. It is the face

here pictured, mature, resolute, in the very

prime of life, that the sculptor will carve

in indelible marble.

When, the other

day, an Irish

member read

THEHOUSE.long extract.s

from a Cork paper, alleging

iniquity against a Govern-

ment official, proceeding

thereupon to put a question

to Mr. (ierald Balfour, the

Speaker ruled him out of

order. If, the Speaker

said, he were prepared on

his own responsibility to

affirm belief in certain state-

ments published in a news-

paper, he might thereupon

put a question to the

Minister. But a question

might not be so addressed

merely upon the authority

of a newspaper report.

Mr. Gully is so habit-

ually accurate and sound in his rulings

that he, doubtless, has with him in this

judgment the authority of the law and

the support of the prophets. It is, never-

theless, a little startling to people familiar

with the ordinary usage of the House.

It is no exaggeration to say that one-

third of the total of questions put in the

course of a Session, an alarming aggregate,

are avowedly based upon newspaper reports.

In most instances the newspaper is named as

the authority, the Minister being definitively

questioned as to whether he has seen it.

The rule, doubtless, had its birth

in times when newspapers were

not, or only furtively existed.

To this day news-

papers remain under a. bann.

A member dare no more take

one out of his pocket and

glance at it whilst the House is

in Session than he dare take off

his coat and sit in his shirt-

sleeves. Strangers, safe in the

panoply of ignorance, have been

known in dull passages of debate

to produce an evening news-

paper, spread it forth, and pro-

pose to themselves a study of

its contents. None has lived to

repeat the indiscretion. The

manner in which the offender

is pounced down upon by janitors

Vol. xiii.â93.
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from either side of the gallery is in its vehem-

ence sufficient to shatter the strongest nerves.
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These are matters trivial in themselves.

To some minds, cultured in the earlier

traditions of the House, they will mark

signs of the deterioration of the Mother of

Parliaments.

Another quaint House of Com-

" ANOTHER mons' ordinance coming clown

PLACE." from ancient times forbids direct

reference to the House of

Lords or any of its works. The rule is

evaded by cautious reference to " another

place." But that device may not be pushed

far without risk of reproof from the Chair.

In existing circumstances, not only with

the Premier in the other House but with

his lordship exercising the functions of

Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, the

rule has obvious inconveniences. These

are sharpened by a pleasant habit, native

to Lord Salisbury's mind, of ignoring the

existence of the House of Commons, treat-

ing the House of Lords to confidences

which at the very moment he is speaking

may, under his instructions, be denied to

the Commons by the representative of the

Foreign Office in that House. The effect of

such procedure on the placid mind of Sir

William Harcourt is easily imagined. The

consequences are aggravated since the rule

of debate in the House of Commons pre-

cludes him from giving full expression to his

feelings.

Oddly enough, the rule does not extend to

the House of Lords, where not only are

debates and proceedings in the Commons

discussed with untrammelled freedom, but

members accustomed to the stately rotundity

of personal reference in their own House are

startled to hear themselves and others alluded

to, not in connection with their respective

constituencies, but bluntly by name. On the

whole, the restriction is well devised and worth

keeping. Life is short and debate is long.

What would happen if members of the House

of Commons were at liberty at recurring

political crises to say all they thought of the

House of Lords, is a prospect from which

the dazed eyeballs shrink.

LORD MELBOURN

TWO PRIME MINISTERS

LORD SALISBURYâ1897.

VERY morning in the Gardens

their perambulators met pre-

cisely at the same moment

and on the same spot. At

first they just glanced at each

other, but after three days'

acquaintance, the Little Baby, as they met,

delightedly threw up her chubby hands, and

laughed and crowed right into the Big Baby's

face. Then the Big Baby smiled, and

feebly waved his umbrella. Daily, for

months, this salutation took place.

One day, at last, a heavy shower came on

just when their perambulators were nearing

the usual meeting-place. Simultaneously

their respective caretakers made for the

shelter of the likeliest tree. They were close

together, and Little Baby spoke.

" I'se seen oo before," she said, insinu-

atingly.

" So have I you," he answered, in his thick,

quavering voice. There was something in

her fresh, shell-like beauty that comforted

as well as attracted him.

" Was oo here always ?" she pursued.

He gave a sort of gurgle which was meant

for a laugh.

"Since you came, and long before that."

" Ah ! Den dat is why oo is so big ! "

" So big ! " echoed the Big Baby, looking

down on his shrunken hands and limbs. In

his youth and early manhood the smallness of

his stature had been one of his crosses.

" Iss ; and your pwam so big. There's

a lot of big babies and their pwams about.

They's all grovved, of course. Me an' my

pwam'll grow like that some day, sha'n't we,

Nannie? Oo was as small as me once, Mr.

Baby, dear, wasn't oo? "

" I suppose so. What was that you called

me just now ? I fear she is mistaking me

for someone else," he said, uneasily, to his

caretaker.

" No, I isn't," answered the little one,

promptly. 'â¢ I know oo, an' I calls oo Mr.

Baby, my Mr. Baby. Oo doesn't aject ? "

"Object, she means," explained the nurse.

"No, no, not at all." He laughed a little

hurriedly and nervously, not being accus-

tomed to this sort of conversation. Twelve

âsix months ago he would have thought it

incredible that he could ever come down to

bandy pleasantries with a child of two years

old, he, the scholar, the eminent man of

letters, the scientist, the classic so deeply

learned in aH the mysteries and intricacies

and clry-as-dustnesses of languages long ago

dead.
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The "scholarly stoop" was painfully

accentuated in him, and his eyes had grown

to have that abstracted look as if they saw

nothing but cuneiforms, runes, or Sanscrit.

Yet the Little Baby looking into them loved

them. Perhaps it was because they were so

different from everybody else's. Long, brown,

almond-shaped they were, set slantwise in his

head, and when closed the slit reminded one

of a cat's. Moreover, there was a slight cast

in one eye which added to the singularity.

No, the Big Baby was no beauty, never

had been even in his

palmiest days, not

even on that spring

morning, decades

ago, when, as the

second master in a

school, he had fallen

in love with the

head-master's pretty

daughter, and had

asked for her hand

in marriage. It was

angrily refused, and

then he left and

turned misogynist,

child-hater, and reso-

lutely devoted his life

to philology and its

kindred sciences.

Never, so far as he

could remember, had

he dandled a child

on his knee, never

kissed one, hardly

ever noticed one. If

he thought of children

at all, it was as neces-

sary elements in the

continuance of

humanity. As for

petting and making

much of them, it was

a question whether

he so much as

remembered what petting or being petted

was like.

But this little woman was bent on noticing

him. There was no resisting her.

Not that he particularly wished to resist

her sweet fascinations, eitherâfive months'

paralysis of hand and brain had wrought a

change in him. Hot, bitter tears had coursed

down the thin, sunken cheeks when the

pen fell from his nerveless hand, and the

familiar Chaldean characters were little better

than a blur. His caretaker, a respectable,

gaunt, elderly woman, read the papers

to him daily, and wrote at his dictation,

but the light of his life had gone out. The

great intellect had received a cruel blow,

felled down almost to the level of childish-

ness. Perhaps, nothing but the fingers of

this little child could soothe, heal, or in any-

way restore it. Perhaps her tender heart

and soul were to be its best and only remedy.

Day by day, Little Baby continued her
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cried she, drawing back hastily, frowning and

colouring with vexation.

" You, what do you say, Miss Gwennie ? "

asked the'nurse.

" Oo picky man !" she repeated, her jet

eyes flashing, and the curls beneath the

white satin bonnet quivering with rage.

The caretaker giggled. " She means

' pretty,' doesn't she ? "

" No," said nurse, doubtfully. Then, the

word flashing upon her, " She means ' pricky

man,' I think. Isn't that it, Babs ? "

" Iss," nodded the child, pouting.

" Of course, that's it. We don't shave

master every day, and his cheek was rough.

It scrubbed and pricked her, I suppose."

It was new and somewhat embarrassing to

the Big Baby to have his personal appearance

so freely discussed in his presence. He sat

vacantly staring at the indignant little lady

and mutely trying to understand.

" I see, I see," he said, at last; " it sha'n't

happen again."

" For the future,. Mrs. Burbage, I'll shave

every morning, if you please," he said, when

they got home.

Next day Gwennie ran up to him again,

eyed him closely and gravely without saying

a word. Then, with an air of business, she

drew off her gloves, and standing on tip-toe

cautiously, caressingly passed her fingers over

the Big Baby's face. At the touch of her

baby fingers he laughed loudly and idiotically.

But he was mightily pleased.

Satisfied that Mr. Baby's face was

sufficiently smooth, she said, graciously :â

" I fink oo'll do vis time," and solemnly

tendered a kiss, which landed, however, on

the tip of her nose. The Big Baby being

quite unused to such operations had, out of

sheer nervousness or ignorance, put down his

head at an angle lower than the mathematics

of kissing allow The respective caretakers

stood by, amused and smiling. Gwennie was

in good humour. So was the invalid.

Then began a series of interviews and

conversations equally enjoyed by both

" babies." When the meeting was over the

rest of the day was brightened by the anticipa-

tion of a like pleasure on the morrow.

This continued all through the summer

months. In the long hours of early morning,

when the July sunlight was streaming in

through the half-closed Venetian blinds, the

Big Baby would lie awake thinking.

Those dark, winsome eyes, those fresh,

rose-tinted cheeks that he saw yesterday and

would see again to-day, of what did they

continually remind him ? Of Jessie's, surely,

Jessie'sâhis master's daughter so long ago.

Could it be possible ? Her child ? No.

Grandchild, more likely. But why should

it be so ? Why such dreams ? Should he

make inquiries? No, he had no energy to

do so. He had not heard of her for nearly

fifty years How had his life been

lived since then ? All alone in that high,

narrow, dreary London house, which, soon

after his unfortunate love affair, his uncle had
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It was well. He was comforted. He had

not been gentle enough, perhaps. He had a

heart, he knew, but it had been encased by

a hard crust of scientific facts, data, and

research. The little one should teach and

lead himâhe knew not whitherâbut some-

where into that land of love and tender

trustfulness with which he was so unfamiliar.

Gwennie soon grew old enough and big

enough to discard her perambulator alto-

gether, and one day, with nurse, was trotting

proudly along by the side of " Mr. Baby's

carriage."

They stopped occasionally to admire the

flowers in the well-l.iid-out beds. The Big

Baby's memory now and then came back

like a gleam of sunlight, and to-day he dis-

coursed learnedly to Gwennie on the orders

of plants, bringing out lovingly, and at their

full length, all the long l.atin names.

Of course she understood not a word, but

she thought it very grand. " I do yike to

hear oo talk," she murmured, admiringly.

" Tell me s'more. Gwon. Oo is so clever."

" Am I, my dear ? Ha, ha ! So you

think so, do you ? Then it must be so."

" Iss : and when I grow up, I mean to

marry oo."

" Tâto, to what, my dear, what ? "

" Marry oo, Mr. Baby. I'se been finking

all about it. And we must fix a day to go to

the shops togesser like Aunt Isobel and

Uncle Sam do .... And, and "

" And what, my dear ?" demanded the

Big Baby, interested and curious.

" And Nannie and I'se been reading a

paper this morning, an' I'se looked through

the 'vert'sments an I'se found out all sorts of

chairs and kettles and pokers and tea-pots

an' rings we must have. Here, Nannie, give

it me, please."

The little maiden took the paper, and it

was her turn now to discourse volubly over

the advisability of this or that article of

furniture presented so temptingly on the

advertisement page.

After this fashion the Big Baby quite

entered into the spirit of it all, from time to

time laughing and guffawing in his own

pleased, half-idiotic way.

Gwennie sometimes babbled of her new

friend at home. " Muvver," she said at one

of those few, far-between times when they

had "confidences," "you must come and see

Mr. Baby. He's such a vewy nice man, and

so clever, as clever as daddy, nearly. An' he

tells me all about the fowers an' plants an'

rings, an' looks so wise, and his eyes are like

pussy's, muvver. And, do you know, he

wears pussy gloves all in ze hot weazzer."

" Who is this queer old man to whom

Miss Gwennie has taken such a fancy ? " the

mother inquired of the nurse. " I'm not

sure that I like her talking to complete

strangers like this. You're certain he is quite

respectable and clean ? "

'* I'SE GOING TO MAKHV HIM
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" Yes'm, he lives just near the Gardens,

No. 18 in the Square'm. He's as mild and

quiet an old gentleman as ever lived'm, his

caretaker told me, but he had a bad stroke of

paralysis a few months ago, and it has made

him peculiar'm."

" Oh, well, if he's quite respectable, I'll

come with you to-morrow, Babs, if I can, for

I must say I should just like to see what

there is in him that pleases you so."

Naturally the little one was delighted. She

led her mother, her pretty, young, sweet little

mother up to Mr. Baby's chair, skipping and

dancing in ecstasy.

"This is Mr. Baby, muvver. I'se going to

marry him, do you know, muvver. We've

looked in the paper and got it all arranged."

It must be confessed that "muvver"

glanced at her elected son-in-law with no

very approving eyes. She approached him,

however, and held out her hand with some-

thing of Gwennie's charm and graciousness.

" My little girl has told me so much about

you," she said, " I felt I must come and

thank you for making her walks so very

enjoyable. She thinks so much of you."

Gwennie's mother always knew the correct

thing to say and do. She was an acknow-

ledged leader, as well as belle, in her

particular social set. Society, in fact, was

her life. She loved it. Had it not been so,

perhaps Gwennie would not have been so

ready for an interest beyond her own

" muvver," whom she so worshipped, but

who was so often away, and always seemed

so busy with dressing and calling.

The Big Baby did not show himself to

advantage after this pretty speech. He

mumbled something inarticulate, and the

poor drawn face looked more expressionless

than ever. How truly unattractive, she

thought, was that utterly vacant stare. She

should soon be quite frightened. She should

make her excuses to get away as soon as

possible. In his best days he had always felt

filled with stupidity in the presence of

brilliant society women, and now to this

exceptionally brilliant and beautiful one he

had not a word to say.

There was meaning in his apparent vacancy,

however, and though he heard little enough

of what she was saying, and gave mono-

syllabic answers wide enough of the mark,

he was carefully noting every inflection of

her voice.

" Strange," ran through his brainâ" it

cannot beâand yetâwhat a likeness in the

way of speaking ; I wish she would raise her

veil."

"I cannot imagine what our Gwennie sees

in that old fossil," said the Little Baby's

mother to her husband that evening before

dinner. "It's a most curious infatuation.

Our Babs' in love with an imbecile ! Can

you explain it, you cynic, you philosopher,

you man of the world ? " she asked,

laughing.

" Yes," he said. " Extremes meet. The
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Now, open that third drawer and bring me

the bunch of keys you will find inside."

He took the keys and the box, but let

them fall on the bed, groaning. " I am so

weak. Unlock it, please. That mended

key is the one."

The box did not contain very much.

When open it revealed a lady's kid glove,

once white, now mildewed and discoloured ;

two or three little notes, also discoloured with

age, and a morocco case containing an ivory

miniature.

" That's for you, little girl, if you'd like to

have it," he said, indicating the last. " It's

Why, of course, I'se seen it before, often.

Mum has it in her boudoir, hasn't she?"

Nurse looked. " Yes," she said, to Mrs.

Burbage, " it is certainly meant for the

same person, only mistress's copy is a little

larger."

'â¢ Who is it ? " asked Mrs. Burbage.

" Mum's granny," said Gwennie, without

hesitation. " She has told me so lots of

times."

The old man lay back with a stare more

vacant than ever. His brain was clouding

again. He had taken it all in confusedly.

"I thought it might be so. . . Come and

THATS FOR YOU, LITTLE GIRL.

the portrait of a lady I once knew. You and

your mother have reminded me of her.

Look at it sometimes when I'm gone."

" Oh, pretty, pretty ! " exclaimed Gwennie.

"Why, it's like Mum, Nannie, isn't it? Only

she doesn't do her hair in such a funny way.

kiss me, Jessie. It's all the little one. Mine,

mine at last ! "

When his visitors left, he fell into a stupor,

and never spoke again.

Next morning when they came to make

inquiries, the blinds were all down.

Captains of Atlantic Liners.

BY ALFRED T. STORY.

I.

HAT can you have to say

about Atlantic liners?" said

the captain of one of the

largest of its class when I

told him of my intention to

write the present article.

" The subject is exhausted when you have

said that they are the biggest ferry-boats in

the world, and we the biggest ferrymen."

" But surely there is a little more in it

than that ? " said I.

"Well," replied this particular ferryman,

" perhaps you may see more in it; but I

confess that to myself I am nothing more

than the commander of a rather large ferry-

boat that takes a week in its passage."

"But"âso the conversation ranâ"does

it not require rather exceptional qualities to

hold the command of such a ferry-boat, such

as nerve, presence of mind, pluck ? "

" Yes, it requires a good deal of that sort

of thing, or you are not much good on one

of our big ships. It does not do to lose your

head when a risky moment comes. But,

then, there is so little of that kind of thing."

" Are you, then, never bothered by fogs ? "

" Oh, yes, we are troubled with fogs some-

times, and very dangerous they are to us

while they last. Not infrequently, too, we

get among shoals of floating ice, which keep

you on the alert while it lasts."

" And what about broken shafts ? "

" There used to be more broken shafts

than there are now. They were at one time

rather frequent; but now we make them of

steel, and they wear better. There have been

very few broken shafts or propellers of late

years. The Gascoigne, of the French Trans-

atlantic Line, was about the last I had a

shaft break once. That was in one of the

Red Star boats. There was no danger

attached to itâthere seldom is. We pro-

ceeded along under sail, and in two days

the engineers had the shaft all right again."

" And your boats?"

" They are everything that science and

skill can make them. Every year we are

making advances, every year improving upon

what has been done. At present the Cam-

pania and Lucania. beat everything else on

the ocean, but as they have outdone other

Vol. xiu.-94.

boats, so will they in turn be outdone;

although, for myself, I cannot see how much

advance' can be made as regards speed with

our present motor."

This chat was held with one of the

captains whose portrait is first given, where

some notes of his personal experience also

appear. It is similar in character to a

number of conversations I have had with

other commanders of Atlantic liners during

the last two or three months ; that is, touch-

ing the general service. When it comes to

personal experience, however, one meets

with the greatest possible difference. One

man, before reaching command, has boxed
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narrow risk of going ashore off Worthing.

However, his anchors held, and with some

help from shore, Captain Hains was able

to rig up some fresh canvas on his

two remaining masts â he having had to

cut away the main-stickâand so get into the

Thames. The unfortunate part of the affair

was that a boat that went out from Worthing

lo his assistance was capsized and every man

in it drownedâsixteen in all.

" I started to send a boat to their assist-

ance," said Captain Hains, speaking of the

disaster ; " but I saw that I should lose my

men and do no good, and so I ordered them

in again." An hour or two later another

boat put off, and suc-

ceeded in rendering

him assistance.

That is about the

only " hair - breadth

escape" in his ex-

perience that Captain

Hains will own to-â

not, of course, that

he has not had his

adventures, but all

risk was taken away

or minimized by his

caution. He once

said that whatever

temptation there

might be to make a

fast passage he would

never neglect to take

soundings, or rely

upon any patent ap-

paratus, without re-

peatedly fortifying its

results by absolutely

stopping 'his ship to

get up and down

casts with the ordinary lead. Notwithstand-

ing this cautionâperhaps, indeed, by reason

of itâhe was one of the most go-ahead

commanders of the Atlantic ''ferry " service.

On one occasion, when in command of

the Abyssinia, he was beset with one of the

densest fogs that he had ever experienced,

while trying to make the port of New York.

He brought his ship to anchor, as in foggy

weather he would never take his ship nearer

in shore than twelve fathoms without sound-

ing. Hearing a steamer whistle, he hailed

her, and inquired as to the bearings she

had got, and the course and distance she

had travelled since then. From that basis

he was enabled to approximate his own

position, and reasoned that if he steamed a

certain course he would be able to pick up
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the necessary " holes," as they are called,

which stretch along the Jeisey coast, and

thereby find his way into port. Accordingly,

the Abyssinia was gradually got under way,

and picking up the first hole by dropping

suddenly from nineteen to thirty-six fathoms,

he felt his way to the next, and from that to

others, and thus gradually reached Sandy
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know how many drinks he sold in the

time, and how many of the company's ships

they would have floated if thrown together

in one basin. It speaks well, too, for the

Cunard liners, as well as for his trade, that

Paynter can boast never having had a day's

sickness during all his passagings to and fro

across the Atlantic, never had an accident

worth speaking of, and never missed work a

single day. After such a long and successful

practice at the bar, one

would think he ought to

be made a judge.

But he has so much

of the gravity and reti-

cence of the judge that,

after half an hour's talk

with him, one finds one's-

self speculating as to how

strong a dose of old

Scotch it would take to

unlock the gates of his

memory, and get at some

of the stores of incident

and amusement locked

up there during those

millions of miles of drink.

What bets he must have

witnessed as to the time

of reaching New York, or

vice-versa, as to whether

they would sight a whale

or an iceberg, and so

forth ! Many an ocean

race, too, he must have participated in, some

against time for the securing or making of a

record, others against the vessels of rival

lines. Possibly he may have been in the

Etruria when Captain Hains raced her across

the herring pond for a more substantial

reason than the mere making or breaking of

a record, and could tell the yarn better than

it is here prosily set down.

It was in the year 1890, when the McKinley

tariff law was about to come into effect. It

became operative at midnight on the 4th of

October. The cargoes of vessels entered at

the Custom House before that hour were not

affected by the new Act, but after that hour

they would be liable to double, or perhaps

more than double, duty. The Etruria,

heavily freighted with goods, was on her way

to New York, and was making all the speed

she could to escape the higher tariff. She

reached and passed the bar at 9.35 on the

night of the 4th ; she sped past Sandy Hook,

followed by a swell that looked like a tidal

wave, so swiftly were her throbbing engines

driving her huge hull through the water.

The news of the exciting race was flashed

to the city, and crowds of people hurried

down to the harbour to see the fun. Others

âthose more deeply interested, perhapsâ

made their way to the Custom House to see

which would win, time or the ship.

As the hour neared midnight, the excite-

ment became intense. People could hardly

talk, so absorbed were they in the resultâ
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sea round about the profiler was seen to be

stained with blood, and a gash izft. in length

noticed in the side of the whale before it

disappeared.

" On arriving at Queenstown I found that

a blade of the propeller was broken, in

consequence of which' we were ordered to

transfer our mails and passengers to another

of our ships and return to Liverpool. The

news, of course, got out before we arrived,

and the papers made a great deal of fun

about what they called the ' very like a whale '

story. But, as it happened, we fell in with the

carcass of the animal on our way back, and we

towed it with us. It proved to be a sperm

whale, 56ft. in length. It took forty men two

SKELETON OF THE WHALE RUN DOWN BY THE
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days to cut it up ; the skeleton weighed three

tons, and the blubber filled 65 casks." This

is the worst accident that ever happened to

Captain Mains, who is proud to be able to

say that otherwise he never had ^5 worth

of damage to a ship under his charge.

Every captain of an Atlantic liner you

meet will tell you that he not only has to

know how to navigate his ship, but he has

also to learn to steer with safety among the

human craft committed to his charge. In

other words, he must be something of a

diplomat. Sometimes both his wit and his

patience are tried in the effort to circumvent

the humours and jealousies of passengersâ

especially those of the fair sex, who are apt

to bridle up if more attention appears to be

paid to one than another. Captain Mains

tells an amusing story illustrative of this trait

of ocean-travelling human nature.

On one of his trips he had Nilsson as a

passenger, and as she was the most dis-

tinguished lady on board, he had her on his

right hand at table, and otherwise gave her

much attention. This occasioned the usual

heart-burning among the lesser feminine

lights, and the captain was reproached with

the slights put upon them. It was a trying

position ; but Captain Mains proved himself

equal to the occasion. He got up a bad

stormâat least, there was a storm, and the

captain possibly made it a little worseâwhen

speaking of it afterwards, that is. Anyway,

there was the storm, and while it lasted he

had to be lashed to the bridgeâseven long

hours he was lashed there without a break.

But he did not mind, for just beneath him.

in his cabin, which was immediately below

the bridge, there sat

the fair cantatrice, sing-

ing her best and most

inspiring songs ; and

the sound of her divine

voice came up to him.

amid the howling of

the storm, through a

convenient port - hole.

So long as the storm

lasted Nilsson sang.

Then, in the morn-

ing, when the sun shone
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Called upon. One was the Oregon, belong-

ing to the Cunard Company, which during

the Russian scare of 1885 was in the hands

of the Government, and cruised for three

months on the south-west coast of Ireland.

At the same time the Umbria of that day

was armed, coaled, and provisioned, and lay

for three months in dock at Liverpool,

waiting eventualities.

There is generally a good deal of similarity

in the early training of commanders of

Atlantic ferry-boats. But in the case of

Captain E. R. McKinstry, R.N.R., we have

a slight variation. His

first experience was ob-

tained on the training-

ship Conway. Here he

spent two years. On

leaving the Comvay he

received an appoint-

ment as midshipman

in the Royal Naval

Reserve, " which," says

Captain McKinstry,

" means being twenty-

eight days every year

with the mess on the

Engle gunnery-ship."

After leaving the

Conway, McKinstry

served four years in

the service of the

British Shipowners'

Company of Liverpool,

during which time he

enlarged his general

practical knowledge of

navigation and of the

world. His subsequent

experience is summed

up in his own words, CAfTAIN MCKI*s7"c

as follows :â 'â¢'â¢â¢o'Â» Â« I'koto. &//

" After that I passed

the Board of Trade examination as second

mate. Then I went as second mate of a ship

for fourteen months, and at the end of that

time passed as first mate. After acting as first

mate for something over a year, I passed a-s

master. Having taken that grade, I entered

the service of the Pacific Navigation Steam-

ship Company as fourth officer. I was in that

service for about a year and a half, and then

was given an appointment as fourth officer

by the White Star. This was in 1887.

Gradually I worked my way up as vacancies

occurred from fourth to third, from third to

second, and from second to chief officer, and

so to master. I was in the company's New

Zealand service for nearly four years. I then

succeeded to the Teutonic as chief officer."

Most persons who take an interest in the

Navy will recollect the review at Spithead in

the month of August, 1889, in which the

Teutonic took part, and was naturally the

observed of all observers, first and foremost

amongst whom were the German Emperor

and the Prince of Wales, who paid a visit to

the new "mercantile cruiser," and greatly
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remarked, with a curious malapropos^ ''The

water was so filthy that neither you nor I

would go into it for any money."

But to proceed with Captain McKinstry's

experience. From the Teutonic he went to

the Adriatic as commander in December,

1892. "Since that time," says the captain,

" I have commanded the Runic one voyage ;

the Britannic two voyages, and the Adriatic

five voyages, while this ship -the Germanic--

was being re-engined. The rest of the tim-i

I have been in the Germanic. I now hold a

lieutenant's commission in the Royal Naval

Reserve, and I have an extra-master's certifi-

cate. This is above the master's certificate,

and the examination for it is quite voluntary.

Since 1887 I have made one voyage to New

Zealand in the Ionic. All the rest of the

time I have been running between Liverpool

and New York. We have

the very worst weather

that is to be had be-

tween here and New

York. I never saw a

worse sea than the one

we experienced on the

South Coast of Ireland

the last time we came

over."

In all my talks with

captains of Atlantic

liners, as well as with

others, I have of late

taken some pains to ob-

tain their opinion on the

British sailor question,

for it is a "question,"

and bids fair ere long

to become a very burn-

ing one. So I asked

Captain McKinstry

what he thought of the

British seaman and of

seafaring generally as a

profession. Briefly

stated, his reply was

that on the White Star

ships British sailors

were chiefly employed.

" We may occasion-

ally have a foreigner

among the crew, but rarely more than one

or maybe two. For myself, I prefer the

Britisher."

I made the remark that in some quarters

there was a preference for the foreigner,

because, as some said, he was less trouble-

some. The reply I got was :â

" It is true an English seaman may be

CAPTAIN THOMAS P. THOMl'SON, OK THE WHIT
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troublesome; but so may a Scandinavian,

and if the Scandinavian is a troublesome one,

he is generally very troublesome indeed.

No, I prefer the Britisher all the time."

As to the general question, Captain

McKinstry said :â
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what unique in a seafaring career. Though

he has been twenty-seven years in the employ

of the White Star Company, he has neither

lost a vessel nor a life. He adds :â

" I never saw a real accidentâthat is, any-

thing serious; and in the last twenty-fi\e

years I have not seen a man die at sea,

although I have been in all countries and all

climates."

It is enough to make one think with Jack

of old that the sea is the real place of

safety.

The last sailing vessel Captain Thompson

commanded was the Garfa/d, the largest

ship that had been built up to that time as a

sailer. Notwithstanding his wide experience

in both sailing vessels and steamers, Captain

Thompson is in full agreement, as intimated

above, with the commander of the Germanic

as to the qualities of the British seaman.

" We are all British sailors "âin the White

Star ships--" and we do not want anything

else," he says.

" And as to the foreigner, whose praises are

being sung so much ? "

" I want none of him,''' replied Captain

Thompson. " He is, in some respects, more

easily managed than the Englishman : but

I like him none the more for that. I want

the best sailor for all weathers, and in that

respect the Englishman has not his equal

anywhere. Of course, I do not exclude

the Scotchman. There is nothing to choose

between him and the Englishman. I'll tell

you when it is you are apt to have a bit

of bother with an Englishmanâit is in fine

weather. Then, you knou, in a sailing ship

there is not much to do except wipe paint

and that sort of thing, and Jack doesn't like

it; nor can I say that I blame him. At

such times he is hard to manage. But let

there be bad weather or danger of any kind,

and the Englishman is all there. Your

foreigner, on the contrary, is likely enough

to have to be sought for. In bad weather

you have never any trouble with an

English sailor ; and to have him as a stand by

at such times, I am willing to put up with a

little difficulty now and then. Besides, half

the trouble that is experienced with Jack

comes from a lack of fair play in treating him.

He has a keen sense of what is fair, and

while he will stand a lot if he gets that, he is

apt to resent ill-treatment or anything that

savours of injustice." A little light on this

point was recently afforded me by a Swedish

skipper. We were talking about British and

foreign sailors. Said the Swede : " I want

to have nothing to do with English sailors.

They cause you too much trouble. A foreign

sailor, if he misbehaves himself, you may

knock down, and if that does not suffice, you

may put him in irons till you get to the next

port; but you can't do that with an English-

man." "Why?" " Because your Government

protects him." Another foreign captain com-

plained that our Government coddles and

spoils Jack so much that there is no end of

trouble with him. " If you treat him a bit
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sailors ; and for the British sailor he had a

compliment that is worth repeating at the

present time. He was speaking of him as a

decreasing quantity. " English boys, like

American boys," he remarked, " are finding

something better to do on shore, and'do not

take to sea so eagerly as

they used to do. For

some things it is a pity,"

he added, "for there is

not a b :tter sailor in

existence than the English

sailor. His achievements

in the past have been a

glory to the nation, and

he would do again what

he has done before if

the need came."

As to his own doings,

Captain Jamison is hard

to draw. He is a native

of New York, and began

his salt-sea career as an

apprentice on board a

Sandy Hook pilot-cutter.

But after a year of that

life â and there are not

many harderâhe came to the conclusion

that he was not cut out for a pilot. For

many years after that he knew the life of

sailing ships only, in which he went nearly

all over the world. His last sailing vessel,

the Charlotte, of which he was first officer,

was wrecked on the " still vext" Bermudas.

This was the climax of a sort of record trip

â for slowness â across the Atlantic, the

Charlotte, having taken a hundred and fifteen

days from Leghorn to her funeral.

After this, Captain Jamison decided to have

nothing more to do with sailing ships.

"Steamships," said he, "are safer. You

have more control of them. You can turn

them as you like, while in a sailer you are at

the mercy of the winds. Hence there is less

danger in a steamer." He entered the service

of the International Navigation Company in

1876, as second officer, and four years later

was given his first command. This was the

Vaderland, of the old Red Star Line. It ran

between New York and Antwerp. He sub-
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sequently had command of other ships of the

same line. When the Paris and New York

were placed under the American flag he went

to Liverpool and took charge of the latter on

her last trip from that port. Finally, a year

ago, when the Si. Paul was being finished,

he was appointed captain

of her, and he has been

on her ever since.

Captain Jamison is

proud of the possession

of a binocular glass, a

present from the British

Government for service

rendered to the crew of

A Long Shot.

BY W. BUCKLEY.

HE scenery between Bull's Toe

and Jaggersville is not beauti-

ful, its principal feature being

a deep canyon running peril-

ously near the railway track

and intersecting a broad stretch

of broken country, dangerous even in day-

light, because of the gaping pits and fissures,

half-hidden by long, rank herbage, mark-

ing the site of the once-famous Bull's Toe

Claims ere the tide of perennial dupes with

which the Old World so lavishly supplies the

New had drifted away to other hunting-

grounds.

Gold there never had been at Bull's Toe ;

but, nevertheless, it could boast an attraction

nearly as potent, at this period of its decline,

in the person of Miss Sarah Dubleek, a

treasure far above nuggets, the sphere of her

influence extending even to Jaggersville with

its twelve dwelling-houses and railway station,

through which no fewer than three trains ran

daily.

Why that especial branch of the Grand

National had ever been constructed few

could tell. It is just possible it may have

owed its existence to a pathetic faith in the

golden promise of the time, but more

probably it was simply an added feature in

the gigantic farce which had ruined thousands

and filled the pockets of the New York

swindlers. However, it proved useful some-

times by relieving the main line of freight

traffic for about two hundred miles, the

length of its winding course, until it joined

the Grand National again a little below

Topeka.

Mr. Peter Jackson, the gentleman who

discharged the duties of telegraph clerk and

station-master, was naturally a person of

considerable leisure, and as he soon made

the acquaintance of Miss Dubleek, he quite

as naturally spent much of the time in which

he was so rich at Bee Ranch, a farm run by

Seth Dubleek and his fascinating sister,

under the supervision of their widowed

mother, whose husband had been the

straightest shot and toughest citizen of the

Bull's Toe district, before a regrettable mis-

understanding with an equally eminent

celebrity, Nebraska Ben, obliged him to

make a hurried, though dramatic, exit from

the little stage whereon he had played so

strenuous a part.

An acquaintance of this nature ripens

Vol. xiii. -95.

rapidly into intimacy beneath the genial skies

of Kansas, and so evident were Mr. Jackson's

attentions that the sports of Jaggersville began

to lay heavy odds on the probability of an

early marriage ; for it was clearly seen that he

was first favourite, outdistancing even 'Kiah

Dewberry, the minister's son, who had taught

Sally to manipulate the banjo.

But what is the banjo to the bicycle which

it had been Jackson's privilege to introduce

to her notice. For if the mere act of instruct-

ing a pretty girl in the one accomplishment
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THE BICYCLE WAS FOUND LYING RUINED.

From this point onward all should have

gone merry as the marriage-bell, if the course

of true love had not been dammed by one of

those misunderstandings which make, if not

the fortunes, at least the stock-in-trade of

novelette writers.

Some short time before, when Mr. Jackson

was operating at Big Timbers, he, with many

other prominent citizens, offered incense at

the shrine of the local beauty, one Miss

Rosie O'Grady, a girl of kingly and turbulent

antecedents. She was employed on the

telegraph service, and spent most of her time

ringing up her numerous admirers in absolute

contempt of Governmental regulations. Mr.

Jackson had been admitted to a considerable

degree of intimacy, and, indeed, had occupied

a week or two before his transfer to Jaggers-

ville the position of accepted suitor, for

Rosie, though not an English maid, had

mastered thoroughly the invaluable " engage-

ment " system. Since his promotion she

sent him several rallying messages over the

wires, and judging from his replies that he

meditated defection, the enterprising damsel,

supported by her mamma, quietly made a

voyage of discovery to Jaggersville, and

descended one fine morning upon the un-

happy clerk as he was engaged revising the

before-mentioned signal code.

Prudence as well as politeness caused

Peter to feign rapturous delight, and from

that moment until the blessed one two

evenings later when his visitors took their

departure, he was in close attendance upon

the Big Timbers' divinity, showing her over

the flourishing town, and unfolding for her

the natural beauties of Dead Dog Canyon.

Rosie professed herself much pleased with

the trip, and they parted tenderly, though

had Peter seen the look upon her face as the

last Jaggerville signal-post glided past the

darkening carriage-windows, he would not

have felt quite so self-satisfied when flashing,

five minutes after, to Bee Ranch : " Big

freight. Detained on business again."

Intelligence of this visit having reached

Miss Dubleek's ears, she promptly felt

aggrieved, though with feminine subtlety she

dissembled her indignation, and contrived

presently to pick quarrels on various flimsy

pretences, the gulf widening between Peter

and herself until its dimensions were but

faintly shadowed forth by those of the great

canyon. Finally, to further mark her dis-

pleasure, she ceased even the signals they

were accustomed to exchange every evening

by the aid of the domestic paraffin-lamp.

Pride, and the consciousness that Miss

O'Grady possessed painfully compromising
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documentary evidence, withheld Mr. Jackson

from demanding or-makingthe "explanation"

of tradition, and the odds against 'Kiah

Dewberry sensibly diminished.

Things were in this posture when one

evening, about half an hour before the arrival

of the last train from Denver, as Mr. Jackson

was quietly finishing his eighth pipe by the

stove, he caught sight of a swift, sudden,

shadowy procession of figures outside the

window of his little two-story house, standing

close to the track and about 400 yards above

Jaggersville.

Considerably surprised, for no passengers

left or arrived by that train, Mr. Jackson

went to the door with the intention of making

inquiries, but was spared the trouble by the

rapid development of subsequent events.

The door was pushed open at that very

instant by a firm, stealthy hand, and half-a-

dozen masked armed men silently entered

the small apartment. They were led by one

who removed his disguise and, lifting his

slouched hat, bade the telegraph clerk "Good

evening" in carefully modulated accents.

Mr. Jackson stared at him blankly and then,

recollecting the clean-shaved face, recognised

him as a quiet, rather unctuous, clergyman

who had called at the station that morning

with a code telegram for Big Timbers and

had received almost immediately a similar

reply. He was apologetic and exceedingly

affable, and had lingered on the platform

chatting with Jem, the porter, about his

duties and responsibilities for nearly ten

minutes, leaving that worthy a dollar tip

when he took his dignified departure. Mr.

Jackson set his teeth.

"Young feller," began the other, replacing

his hat, "you an' me have met before to-day,

so there ain't no need of any introduction.

I'm mighty obliged about that telegramâ

see ? There's no time for chat, but me and

my pards here are willin' to give you a fair

chance. There's been a bad old plant made

on ye, sonny. We have information a train's

expected here to-night, but we're not sure

about the hour, an' we just want you to tell

us or find out. We won't trouble you to go

to that machine there, for my pard, Wily Bill,

will work the wires for any message you care

to sendâsee? My name's Nebraska Ben â

perhaps you've heard it aforeâan' to-night

I'll be a man or a mouse, an' so'll every chap

who sees me through ! Will you stand in

with us ? "

Mr. Jackson was not a hero, and I fear I

have inaccurately described him as a gentle-

man. He belonged to a type which forces

the fact of its existence upon one in every

tram-car and trottoir from San Francisco to

New York; he is ground up by machinery,

crushed by lifts, and cut asunder by electric

cars all over the States with perfect impunity,

for he is a cheap man, and there is only a

small amount to pay for killing him " acci-

dentally." At this especial moment, however,

and in this lonely station, his representative
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" HE FELL SENSELESS."

" Our train, by gum !" exclaimed the

captain. " Mighty smart, too, to send the

dust round by this Rip Van Winkle place ;

they must ha' got wind of our little game up

Nebraska way. Gad ! That O'Grady girl's

got sand, you bet! If I hadn't the wire Jeff

Crimmins sent on to-dayâshe's engaged to

him nowâwe were gonners. Anyway, she's

even with that galoot upstairs over the

Dubleek gal, for they'll sack him on this job,

sure as candy. There ain't much margin

left for mistakes. Now, then, to biz. You

wire some sort o' answer, Billy, an' you boys

take yer picks an' get the rails up quick at

the canyon side. She must go over there,

for, of course, there's no chance of her

stoppin' at this yere station. The rest'11 be

easy as kissin' yer hand. How blamed close

they kept everything even from their own clerk,

till the last moment! If there's a dime

there's a million in gold in that there train,

an' if we only manage the trick proper we're

made men !"

There was a low growl of satisfaction, and

the greater part of the- men trooped out im-

mediately. Then came the muffled pat-pat

of horse-shoes on the grass-grown road out-

side leading from the diggings, and a booted,

armed man appeared in the little blurr of

light thrown by one of the signal-lamps Jem

Potts the porter, now lying bound in the tiny

waiting-room, had lit just before being taken

prisoner.

" Right you are, Peteâon time as usual,"

said Nebraska Ben, gaily. " How many have

you got ? "

" Seven, cap, counting myself," answered

the other.

" That'll do. Jest send a couple to watch

the Jaggersville road, an' a few more to patrol

the canyon bridge. Hold up anything you

meet, but don't fire, if possible. The quieter

every move of this game's kept, the betterâ

there's too many Vigilants knockin' around.

You may slip on yourself to the gates where

the road crosses the line, with some o' these.

Twill be a good ambush, for if she pulls up

at all it will be before passin' the station, an'

jest there. It ain't likely, but we can't afford

to take no risks."

" All right, cap. We'll make it lively for

that escort if they get curious. There's sure

to be troops along with the dust ? "

Nebraska Ben nodded. The man

beckoned some three or four others from

within, and departed silently for the point

mentioned, less than a quarter of a mile up

the line. The leader looked at his watch.
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" Time's passin', gents," he observed to

those remaining, "an" we must get them

lights in position. Flare up that candle

there, boys. So. Now, Sam Willins, take

that lamp yonder, an' put it on the bracket

top o' that pole, outside, behind the piece o'

glass on the armâyou'll find a ladder at the

side. The train's comin', of course, from

Denver, so the distance signal ought to be

out from Jaggersville. I'll tote this up there

myself. Then we've only got to pull the

lever yonder the clerk showed me to-day, an'

the arms '11 fall, an' the signal stand at

' clear.' I'll look after this, for everything's

got to be done reg'lar, else they'll smell a rat.

Rest yer eye on them telegraph keys, Bill,

an' don't you boys fail to keep a sharp look-

out neither."

And with this pleasantry, which provoked

a suppressed guffaw, he hurried away into the

darkness.

When Mr. Jackson was so roughly de-

posited upon the floor of his room he

returned to consciousness almost im-

mediately. For a while he remained per-

fectly still, endeavouring to collect his

thoughts and listening to all that passed in

the room below. But when he heard the

telegram he knew prompt action was

imperative.

The gag had not been securely fastened,

and the roughness of his bearers had further

loosened it at one side. Working his jaws

furiously, he was soon able to clear his mouth

of the felt bandage, and then lifting his

numbed arms, he patiently bit asunder the

cords binding his hands. A little care

presently set his feet free also. He was

suffering great pain, his ears ringing, his head

aching from the effects of the blow, but he

forced himself to concentrate his attention

on the need of the moment.

Leaning against the wall, he stealthily

struck a match and looked at his watch.

Good heavens, he had not quite twenty

minutes ! What could he do in that time ?

Escape to Jaggersville was out of the

question were he strong enough to att2tnpt

it. An active, unwountled man might

succeed in tapping the telegraph wires which

he knew passed close to the shingles over-

head, but the message would indubitably

arrive too late at Big Timbers. Whatever

was to be done should be done at onceâbut

what ?

He almost groaned aloud in his impotence,

and remembering Rosie, cursed her heartily.

Then he thought of Miss Dubleek and

included her in the anathema, for if they

had not quarrelled she would probably be

now at her window waiting, and he might,

by signalling to Bee Ranch, get something

accomplished.

" Why not do so instantly?" he asked

himself, dreamily ; anything was better than

this awful inactivity, with every lost minute

bringing the express nearer to her doom.

The chance of attracting the girl's attention
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remembered her Aunt Martha had done

under similar circumstances six years before,

she lit her lamp.

The tidying of the trim little apartment

did not progress very rapidly; indeed, it got

no farther than taking the hand-glass from

under the hair-brush. Observing a curl was

out of place, she re-arranged it, and then fell

to studying her own lovely face in the mirror.

Involuntarily she smiled back at the coquet-

tish reflection, and nodding her dainty head,

stole to the window, lifting the blind cau-

tiously once more.

Yes, there was the ^

light still intermit-

tently flashing, and

evidently designed

to attract her atten-

tion.

At first it seemed

a meaningless

jumble, but she was

at last able to dis-

entangle one word

that looked like

"help." Trying to

smile, she openly

brought her own

lamp to the window

now and signalled :

"What's up?"

Again the word

" help " was re-

peated, and again

the light sank. Her

cheeks white as the

sheets of the bed

behind, she rushed

to a drawer where

she kept the code

which she luckily

had not destroyed,

and returned with

it to the window.

The other light was

there flashing its fateful message. Concen-

trating every energy of her soul upon the

work, she at length grasped its tenorâ

" Wreckers â here â prisoner â stop Denver

nine gold express," a very creditable per-

formance, since the code was not designed

for public service.

She could -hardly trust her eyes. " Repeat,"

she signalled, mechanically. As if in answer

the far-off flame flared up brightly an instant,

and then smouldered down to a flickering

gleam that presently died, nor did it shine

again, for Mr. Jackson, who had succumbed

to the deadly faintness creeping on him from

SHE BROUGHT HLK O'.VN LA.MI' TO THE WINDOW

loss of blood, was lying senseless by his

window.

Miss Dubleek's feelings towards him under-

went an immediate change, the O'Grady

episode receding to proper perspective, or,

more properly, to vanishing-point. The girl

was, she decided, a low-down flirt, unfit for

and undeserving of serious consideration;
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possessed the Grand National to tote the

gold around here is beyond me."

The girl wrung her hands.

" Let's go out 'n have a look round,

anyway," pursued the other ; " perhaps

someone ;ud be passin' along the road or

somethin'."

Sally flung the door open, and both women

hastily picked their way across the clearing in

the immediate vicinity of the house, until

further progress was arrested by a breast-high

fence, a vantage point from which the shingle

roofs of Jaggersville could be clearly seen by

day. Now all this was blotted out, and only

a red light, standing high against the inky

background, indicated the position of the

station. Instinctively Mrs. Dubleek shaded

her eyes as she looked.

"Ah, they've got everything reg'lar," she

observed, as a second light showed suddenly

farther up, towards the distance signal.

" This ain't no harum-scarum job, Sally, it's

a deep game, an' the chaps who're in it are

goin' nap for all they're worth ! "

"Oh, God, what shall we do?" moaned

the agonized girl.

" Pretty much nothing," replied the matron

by her side. " Ah, the cunnin' devils," she

continued, as the two lights changed colour,

" there's the ' clear ' signal, Sal. I ought to

knowâmany's the time I've watched it from

here. It's a reg'lar lure, my gal."

" Oh, but could nothing be done ?"

" Well, we ain't birds, girlie," replied'the

mother, softly, " hut if we were, I guess I'd

fly across an' put that distance signal out :

't'ould be the best thing for the train."

Sally had drawn herself up again and was

putting her hair behind her earsâ"Put the

light out ? " she echoed.

" Yes," answered Mrs. Dubleek ; " 'twould

be a kind of warnin' that all wasn't right,

though, of course, the guard should be on the

jump, as this one's bound to be."

Sally was silent.

" Your father could do it from this spotâit

ain't quite three-quarters of a mileâwith his

Winchester; I've seen him do as fly things,"

pursued the other, placidly.

Sally clapped her hands, and darted back

into the house. Presently she was in Seth's

room, holding aloft a lighted pine splinter.

Ah, yes, thank Heaven ! there was his

repeating rifle en its hooksâthere, too, the

cartridge belt. She seized both and hurried

downstairs. In the kitchen she paused to

extract the ammunition. There were only

ten little cylinders in the metal clips â

the exact number the weapon's magazine

took. She charged it quickly, praying

for a steady hand. She inherited her

father's gift of straight shooting, but as

she had never attempted what she now

intended doing, she felt nervous, hence the

spasm of piety. A minute after she was at

Mrs. Dubleek s side, aiming for the distant

light.

Bang, bang, bang, the reports ringing out
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firin's flusterated 'em. Listen, the train

people want to know about that light."

There was a series of short, quick whistles,

the twin sparks seemed to go more slowly.

The two women listened breathlessly, every

nerve tense with excitement. The throbbing

of the engine ceased, the lights were motion-

less.

Not daring to move, scarce breathing,

the two women looked on, clasped in each

other's arms. There was another whistle, the

lights began to advance again, the panting of

the engine sounding like the snorts of some

terrified creature. Then broke upon the

night a patter of shots, first at one point,

then at another, crossed by sharper detona-

tions.

" Carbines," remarked Mrs. Dubleek,

grimly. "The escort's replyin'. It's win

or die with the road agents by this, for the

Jaggersville Vigilants will be up in a jiffy.

Hark! your father 'ud like

to have a hand in that,

lass, eh ? "

The firing seemed quite

general nowâthere were

faint, treble cheers min-

gled with it, too, then

shrill counter - cheering,

then again the incessant

rattle of revolver and

musket, then silence, then

scattered shots, then

silence once more.

Sally uttered a little,

sobbing laugh. Mrs.

Dubleek understood.

" Come away, gal,"

she said, gently ; " what's

done is done, an' we can

neither mend nor mar

now. I reckon the hull

country's up by this, an'

a drop o' tea will do us

no harm."

Sally shivering a little

slipped her arm round

her mother's waist, and

together they went into

the house.

The next news they had

of the fight was an hour

later from a messenger

who came to Bull's Toe

for lint. The robbers had

been beaten off, and the rails having been

repaired, the express passed on her way,

leaving four of her escort dead at the little

station, side by side with Nebraska Ben and

six stout fellows who would never ride another

raid. "The telegraph chap" was "pretty

bad " and in bed.

Sally instantly declared the Jaggersville

doctor to be " no good," and insisted on

setting out at once for the station with all

her mother's medical stores, reaching it just

as Mr. Jackson in an access of brain fever

The Queen's Stables.

BY C. S. PEI.HAM-CLINTON.

(This article has been prepared with Her Majesty's gracious permission and approval.)

HE buildings of the Queen's

stables, though close to Buck-

ingham Palace, cannot be seen

from its grounds, as a large

mound of earth planted with

trees keeps them concealed,

and the peep one gets from the street quite

fails to give any idea of the size. There is,

of course, a private pathway leading from the

Palace to the stables;

and a glimpse from the

mound shows the garden

and lakes, beautiful as

they are, to have rather

a deserted and lifeless

appearance.

The entrance to the

stables in Buckingham

Palace Road is the main

one, and is rather a notice-

able structure of white

stone, rend .red somewhat

grimy from the London

smoke.

Passing through the

gateway and under the

arch, one enters a fine

quadrangle of consider-

able extent. Directly op-

posite the entrance are

the stables belonging to

the creams and blacks,

and also the thirty-two-

stalled stable; on one's

right are the carriage-

houses, and to the left or

west side are the State

harness-rooms and ordi-

nary stables, while on

either side of the entrance

arch are also stables for

carriage horses and the

riding horses, of which

last there are over thirty in all. Some trees

are planted in various places, which take

away from the bareness of the quadrangle.

Needless to say, it is kept in beautiful

condition, and, indeed, perfect order and

cleanliness may be said to be the watchword

of the Royal Mews.

The name " mews," by the way, is derived

from the old word mew or " meuse," the cry

Vol. xiii.-86.

The Queen's State Coachman.

from a. Photo, ba J. E. I'eaeh, FilKli

of a young falcon, and was the place where,

in olden times, the Royal falcons were kept.

The post of Royal Falconer in ancient days

was one of great emolument, and one of

the chief gifts in the hands of the Crown,

though now it is stripped of all salary, and is

a mere sinecure, the Duke of St. Albans

being Hereditary Grand Falconer of England,

the office having been granted by Charles II.

to his son by Nell

Gwynne, Charles Beau-

clerk, who was made
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make any comparisons between the Royal

stables of England and those of other

countries, but will simply give a description,

to the best of my power, of Her Majesty's

stables. One thing I may say, however,

without being accused of insular prejudice,

and that is that in almost every Royal stable

the English horse is as much in evidence as

his home-bred brother, if not more, a fact

which speaks well for our breed of horses.

This being the case, it is rather a curious

coincidence that, though actually bred in this

country, for both our

"State" teams we

are dependent on

" foreigners "; I refer

to the creams and the

blacks. All at present

in the mews have been

bred in England at

Hampton Court. Of

the breeding of the

creams I will speak

later. The blacks came

originally from Hol-

land; and whether

from careful breeding

or some other cause,

they certainly show a

good deal more quality

and blood, and at the

same time more power,

than most of those I

saw in Holland.

Both the creams and

the blacks last a long

time, the average being

close on eighteen years

of service before they

are pronounced unfit

for work. Of course

they have not much

hard work to do, but

the weight of the State

harness is no light

burden to carry, and

must try their powers a

great deal.

Among the blacks

Zulu is a very hand-

some horse about seven-

teen hands high, show-

ing a good deal of

breeding, but having

the coarse neck one

always finds in the

Frieslanders. His

match pair is Kassassin,

to whom Nature has

denied the usual amount of hair on his caudal

appendage, so art has supplied the want,

and with his false tail he makes as brave a

showing as his mate.

The creams will be employed to draw the

Queen's carriage in the Diamond Jubilee

procession. While these have always been

the State horses, from 1803 to 1814 the

blacks had to be used on State occasions,
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TEAM OF SIX OF THE CKEAMS WHICH WILL DRAW THE QUEEN S CARRIAGE IN THE ROYAL 1'ROCESSION.

From a Photo, bit J. E. Ptaeh, Finchley.

they were restored in 1814, when his down-

fall took place.

The creams, like the blacks, are all stallions.

Their odd colour, long tails, white, cold,

almost fish-like eyes, and pink noses give

them a curious appearance; but they look

very different when, in State harness, they

draw the coach. When you come to examine

them, they have many good points, and show

a great deal of power, if not much " blood."

Since 1837 they have been bred at Hampton

Court, and so pure is the breed now, that not

a foal ever shows a sign of any other colour.

The pick of the bunch is Occo, standing

about 16-2, with a smaller head than many,

and with great power and substance. King

George is another good-looking one, and

goes with Occo. Emperor and Amarongen

are another match pair, and so are Monarch

and Majestic, the former being about

fourteen years old. Sovereign and Mid-

dachten complete the list. It is wonderful

how quiet and tractable they are, both in

and out of harness, and give no trouble

whatever.

The majority of the horses in use at the

mews are bays, and it would be hard to find

a collection of carriage horses of the same

size, and showing such a lot of breeding. All

are at least 16 hands ain., and can get over

the ground, as they do not have much time

to loiter when in work, and most have good

knee action. Blytheswood is a good-looking

bay, and Bullion is worthy of more than a

passing glance.

All the carriage horses purchased from

From a Photo. &j/]

THE STAULE OP THE CREAMS

(S. Smmett,
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Prom a Photo, by J. K Ptach, fincMea.

dealers are so called that the name com-

mences with the same initial as that of

the dealer from whom they are purchased.

They cost about ,Â£200 to ^250 apiece, so

they ought to be good, and have a very

thorough " doing " in the riding-school

before they are put to daily work.

The chargers are particularly well broken,

and Mr. Nicholas will warrant that nothing

short of an earthquake, and perhaps not even

that, will disturb

their equanimity.

In all, there are

no fewer than 120

horses at the

mews, and, need-

less to say, with

the amount of

work to be done,

a small army of

men are required

and a very per-

fect organization

needed.

The books are

very carefully

kept, and a glance

at the day-book

shows what work

each horse has

done, who used

it, and who drove

it.

While most of

the carriages at

the Royal Mews

are not to be From a i-iuto.

compared from an

historical point of

view with those at

Munich or at Madrid,

still, the Royal State

coach is without doubt

one of the most

unique in the world.

Londoners have not

seen it outside the

stables for many years,

and it will probably

never be used for

State occasions again ;

the last time it ap-

peared being when

Her Majesty used it

thirty-six years ago,

in 1861, when open-

ing Parliament in per-

son. The sway from

side to side is so great,

that it is as uncomfortable as crossing the

Channel in bad weather, which probably

accounts to some extent for its relegation to

the coach-house.

It is a magnificent carriage, and with the

creams harnessed before it in the full

splendour of their red and gold harness,
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as the " Glass Coach," and cost upwards of

.Â£7,500, no small sum for a carriage even

for Royalty.

The work was done in sections, and Mr.

J. Nicholas, the superintendent, gave me the

following figures : Carver, ,Â£2,504 ; coach-

maker,.Â£i,673 155. 6d.; gilder,,Â£933 145. 6d.;

lace, ^737 IDS. 7d. ; chaser, ^655 ; harness-

maker, ^385 155.; painter, .Â£315; mercer,

Â£202 55.; saddler, .Â£107 125.; bit-maker,

.Â£99 6s.; milliner,

,Â£30 43.; draper,

.Â£4 35. 6d.; cabi-

net-maker, ,Â£3 95.;

a sum total of

,Â£7,651 155. id.

The coach was

built under the

direct supervision

of Sir William

Chambers, and

the paintings are

by Cipriani.

The front panel

represents Britan-

nia seated on a

throne, holding in

her hand a staff

of Liberty, at-

tended by Re-

ligion, Justice,

Wisdom, Valour,

Fortitude, Com-

merce, Plenty,

and Victory, present-

ing her with a garland

of laurel; in the back-

ground, a view of St.

Paul's and the River

Thames.

The right door re-

presents Industry and

Ingenuity giving a

cornucopia to the

Genius of England.

The panels on each

side of the right door

show History recording

the reports of Fame,

and Peace burning the

implements of War.

The back panel

gives us Neptune and

Amphitrite issuing

from their palace in a

triumphant car drawn

by sea horses, attended

by the Winds, Rivers,

Tritons, Naiads, etc.,

bringing the Tribute of the World to the

British shore, and on the upper part of the

back panel are the Royal Arms, beautifully

ornamented with the Order of St. George, the

rose, shamrock, and thistle entwined.

On the left door we have Mars, Minerva,

and Mercury supporting the Imperial Crown

of Great Britain, and the panels on each side
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quarter-panels over the paintings are plate-

glass.

The whole of the carriage and body is

richly ornamented with laurel and carved

work, beautifully gilded. The length, 24ft. ;

width, 8ft. 3in. ; height, laft.; length of pole,

12ft, 4in. ; weight, 4 tons.

The carriage and body of the coach are

composed as follows : of four large tritons,

who support the body by four braces,

covered with red morocco leather, and orna-

mented with gilt buckles. The two figures

placed in front of the carriage bear the

driver, and are represented in the act of

drawing the coach by cables extending

round their shoulders and the cranes, and

they are sounding shells to announce the

approach of the Monarch of the Ocean ; and

those at the back carry the Imperial fasces,

topped with tridents. The driver's footboard

is a large scollop shell, ornamented with

bunches of reeds and other marine plants.

The pole represents a bundle of lances ; the

splinter-bar is composed of a rich moulding

issuing from beneath a voluted shell, and each

end terminating in the head of a dolphin ;

and the wheels are imitated from those

of the ancient triumphal chariot. The body

of the coach is com-

posed of eight palm

trees, which, branch-

ing out at the top,

sustain the roof,and

our angular trees are

loaded with trophies

allusive to the vic-

tories obtained by

Great Britain dur-

ing the late glorious

war, supported by

four lions' heads.

On the centre of

the roof stand three

boys, representing

the Genii of Eng-

land, Scotland, and

Ireland, supporting

the Imperial Crown

of Great Britain,

and holding in their

hands the sceptre,

sword of State, and

ensigns of knighthood; their bodies are

adorned with festoons of laurel, which fall from

thence towards the four corners. The inside

of the body is lined with rich scarlet em-

bossed velvet, superbly laced and embroidered

with gold.

For just 100 years this coach was used on

great occasions. George III., George IV.,

William IV., and Queen Victoria all rode in

it at their respective coronations, and the

opening of Parliament in person by their

Majesties also saw it in use during 100 years

of its existence.

The carriage we of the present day are

accustomed to see on State occasions is that

built by Mr. Hutton, a coach-builder who
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A DRESS CAKRIAGF.âTO BE USED IX THE ROVAL PROCESSION,

from o Photo. 6Â» J. K. 1'eneh. Finchlty.

on the top, having only four small crowns at

the four corners, and are used, as necessity

dictates, with either two or four horses.

We now come to the most interesting

carriage of the lot, the landau which will

actually serve as Her Majesty's State

carriage in the Royal Jubilee procession.

This landau is known in the Royal establish-

ment as "No i Plain Posting Landau." It

was built some twenty-five to thirty years ago,

for Her Majesty's use in London on ordinary

occasions, and for many years past has

invariably been used to meet the Queen on

her arrival from Windsor by train, and to take

Her Majesty back to the station when return-

ing to Windsor. It has been almost (if not

quite) exclusively used when the Queen,

during her short

stays in London,

drives in the

park. During all

these years the

colour of the

carriage has been

that adopted for

the plain carriages

in the Royal estab-

lishment ; viz., a

dark claret ground,

with one single line

of vermilion on the

wheels and under-

works, and a

similar, but nar-

rower, line on the

mouldings of the

body, the interior

being upholstered

in dark blue cloth

and plain ribbed silk to match.

The heraldic decoration was confined to

the door panels, and comprised crest encircled

by garter and motto and surmounted by the

crown. The lamps are brass mounted, and

there is brass bead round the junction of the

leather hood with the framework of the body.

Solid rubber tyres were fitted to the wheels

some two years ago.

When the alterations are completed the

body of the carriage will still be the usual

dark claret, but round the mouldings there

will be an additional bead of brass; brass

bead will also be used to decorate the

rumble, and the body-loops and lamp irons

will be gilded. The wheels and underworks

are painted vermilion, with heavy lines of gold.

THE QUEEN'S STATE CARRIAGEâTO BE USKU uv HER MAJESTY IN THE DIAMOND JUBILEE PROCESSION.

From a Drauriny by Mttsra, JJooper <t Co., Ltd.
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HER MAJESTY'S I;AKDEN-LHAIR, AND "SAM.

i_^ -a

â¢Â»Â» ,1 .S/iii, II iud.u,.

Perhaps the most interesting thing about

this carriage is the extraordinary fondness

Her Majesty has for it. Though the Royal

stables contain an amazing number of

carriages of all kinds, the Queen insisted

upon using this particular one in the historical

Diamond Jubilee procession ; and this, not-

withstanding that the alterations described

above had to be made by the Royal coach-

builders, Messrs. Hooper and Co., of St.

James's Street. It is to the courtesy of this

eminent firm that we are indebted for our

information and for the illustration, which

was made specially for this magazine.

As may be imagined, the Royal procession

at the opening of Parliament, or any other

full State function, creates a good deal of

excitement, and is well worth seeing. But

these things are as nothing compared with

the splendour of the Royal procession thts

month.

The amount of work to be done necessi-

tates a large staff, and there are over ninety

men drawing pay at the mews, which

include six coachmen, the chief of whom is

Mr. Edwin Miller, the State coachman, who

entered Her Majesty's service on 8th Feb.,

1859.

MALTESE DONKKV " I'KINCK " ANU MINIATVKK ItAHOUCNh: USED UV ROYAL CHU.UKEN

from a Pluto, by Rtattll * S<M, Wwtor.
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The stables of Windsor Castle contain, if

I may so say, more personal marks of the

Queen's presence than can be seen in the

stables at Buckingham Palace or elsewhere.

They show more evidence of Her Majesty's

home life in the present and in the past, and

must be more interesting to English people

for that reason.

Though, of course, there are a number of

things of interest with the reminiscences of

bygone years amassed during Her Majesty's

long reign, still what is so noticeable in our

Royal stables elsewhere is noticeable here,

and that is the absence of unserviceable

things that so easily accumulate in a stable.

Everything to be seen is useful and in use,

and what is not serviceable is parted with or

destroyed, thus giving a thoroughly workman-

like look to the stables, and making them as .

neat and tidy as is possible.

While the majority of the horses at Bucking-

ham Palace are bays, the greater portion at

Windsor are greysâexcepting about twenty

that are used chiefly for the suite, or for any

van or brake work. Her Majesty, however,

when at Windsor, always uses greys, and

it seems a pity that the custom is not carried

out in London as well as in the Royal

borough.

The first courtyard is called the " Grey Pony

Yard," and contains five stables, in which in

all are forty stalls. When the Queen is in

residence at Windsor these are all filled, but

when at Osborne or Balmoral the numbers

are considerably decreased.

The pony court coach-house contains

some interesting carriages. One of the

first is the Queen's garden-chair, made at

Newport under Her Majesty's special instruc-

tions. It runs very lightly, and though being

quite close to the ground is most graceful

in build. It is painted lake with red

lines, and has a hood, and is pulled by

Sam, a black Exnioor pony about 12 hands

high, that was out in a paddock enjoying life

as much as the flies would let him. He is

tremendously fast for his size, and is a great

pet with everyone. In the same paddock was

Fidget, a grey mare that was one of. the best

in the stable, but is now allowed to end her

life gra/.ing peacefully under the shadow of

the Castle walls. Another occupant of this

paddock is an especial favourite with the

Royal children. His name is Prince, and

he hails from Malta. The length of his

ears denotes his breed, and hardly a day

passes that he is not harnessed into a

miniature barouche and taken out by the

children. Yet another occupant is Jessie,

a great pet of Her Majesty's, and a wonder-

ful beast, as she is over thirty years old and

still sound. The Queen used to ride her

always, but for several years past she has

been turned out close to the Castle. A minia-

t'romu I'ltot

Vol. xiii.â97.

770

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

ture cream pony, ludicrously like the large

creams at Buckingham Palace, was a present

from Sanger's Circus, when it appeared before

the Queen two or three years ago at the

Palace, and need not be noticed. The large

landaus, however, that are used for Ascot are

worthy of a word or two, as they are a very

graceful, handsome carriage, and look un-

BASKET-CHAIR USED BY PRIXCE OF WALES WHEN

From a Photo, by Rtiawll tt Sons, Windtor.

Castle. It completed the occupants of this

paddock, to which the Queen's garden-chair,

or, rather, my allusion to Sam, has led me.

Near by is another garden-chair with no

hood, now no longer in use, and by its side

a little carriage that the children use with a

small skewbald pony.

At the back is a phaeton formerly used

by the late Prince Consort, and which has

the peculiarity of being fitted with ivory.

It is rather long and very high, and should,

I think, ride most comfortably. Next to it

is a double garden-chair now not used

much, and Her Majesty's favourite sociable,

of which a picture is given. A phaeton that

the Queen used to drive, and several other

carriages of one kind and another, complete

the list

There is room altogether for about a

hundred carriages at Windsor. Most of the

carriages are much like those at Buckingham

commonly well with the four horses and

postilions, whether closed or open.

In a corner is a very curious char-a-banc,

presented to the Queen by Louis Philippe.

It has four seats, a high canopy, and four

lamps. It is of great length and weight, and

having no brake a skid is necessary, which

hangs underneath ; of course, four horses are

required to draw it, but it has not been put

into use for several years.

A couple of droskies presented by the

Emperor Nicholas, one for two people and

the other a single, share a corner with two

funny little basket-carriages used by the

Prince of Wales when a baby, and the

Royal children of that day ; they date before

the era of perambulators, and though perhaps

not as comfortable, there certainly was no

danger of anyone tumbling out of them.

One of these is shown in the illustration

above given.

At the Pistol's Point.

BY E. W. HORNUNG.

HE church bells were ringing

for evensong, croaking across

the snow with short, harsh

strokes, as though the frost

had eaten into the metal

and made it hoarse. Outside,

the scene had all the cheery sparkle, all

the peaceful glamour, of an old-fashioned

Christmas card. There was the snow-covered

village, there the church-spire coated all

down one side, the chancel windows standing

out like oil-paintings, the silver sickle of a

moon, the ideal thatched cottage with the

warm, red light breaking from the open door,

and the peace of Heaven seemingly pervading

and enveloping all. Yet on earth we know-

that this peace is not; and the door of the

ideal cottage had been opened and was shut

by a crushed woman, whose husband had but

now refused her pennies for the plate, with a

curse which followed her into the snow. And

the odour prevailing beneath the thatched roof

was one of hot brandy-and-water, mingled

with the fumes of some rank tobacco.

Old Fitch was over sixty years of age, and

the woman on her way to church was his

third wife ; she had borne him no child, nor

had Fitch son or daughter living who would

set foot inside his house. He was a singular

old man, selfish and sly and dissolute, yet

not greatly disliked beyond his own door,

and withal a miracle of health and energy

for his years. He drank to his heart's con-

tent, but he was never drunk, nor was

Sunday's bottle ever known to lose him the

soft side of Monday's bargain. By trade he

was game-dealer, corn-factor, money-lender,

and mortgagee of half the village; in appear-

ance, a man of medium height, with bow-legs

and immense round shoulders, a hard

mouth, shrewd eyes, and wiry hair as white

as the snow outside.

The bells ceased, and for a moment there

was no sound in the cottage but the song of

the kettle on the hob. Then Fitch reached

for the brandy-bottle, and brewed himself

another steaming bumper. As he watched

the sugar dissolve, a few notes from the

organ reached his ears, and the old man

smiled cynically as he sipped and smacked

his lips. At his elbow his tobacco - pipe

and the weekly newspaper were ranged

with the brandy - bottle, and he was

soon in enjoyment of all three. Over

the paper Fitch had already fallen asleep

after a particularly hearty mid-day meal,

but he had not so much as glanced at

Copyright in America,

the most entertaining pages, and he found

them now more entertaining than usual.

There was a scandal in high life running to

several columns, and sub-divided into para-

graphs labelled with the most pregnant head-

lines ; the old man's mouth watered as he

determined to leave this item to the last. It

was not the only one of interest; there were

several suicides, an admirable execution,

a burglary, andâwhat? Fitch frowned

772

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

.J

" HE WAS PURSUED FOK SOME DISTANCE."

then, and this was the Sunday evening, and

that made nearly three days altogether.

Another question now forced itself upon the

old man's mind : how far was it from Port-

land prisonâtoâthisâroom ?

Like most rustics of his generation, old

Fitch had no spare knowledge of geography :

he knew his own country-side and the road

to London, but that was all. Portland he

knew to be on the other side of London ; it

might be ten miles, might be two hundred ;

but this he felt in his shuddering heart and

shaking bones, that near or far, deep snow or

no snow, Henry Cattermole was either re-

captured or else on his way to that cottage at

that moment.

The feeling sucked the blood from the old

man's vessels, even as his lips drained the

tumbler he had filled with so light a heart.

Then for a little he had spurious courage.

He leant back in his chair and laughed

aloud, but it sounded strangely in the empty

cottage; he looked up at the bell-mouthed

gun above the chimney-piece, and that gave

him greater confidence, for he kept it loaded.

He got up and began to whistle, but stopped

in the middle of a bar.

"Curse him ! " he said aloud, " they should

ha' hanged him, and then I never should ha'

been held like this. That'll be a good job if

they take an' hang him now, for I fare to feel

afraid, I do, as long as Harry Cattermole's

alive."

Old Fitch opened his door a moment, saw

the thin moon shining on the snow, but no

living soul abroad, and for once he was in

want of a companion; however, the voices

of the choir sounded nearer than ever in the

frosty air, and heartened him a little as he

shut the door again, turned the heavy key,

and shot both bolts well home. He was

still stooping over the bottom one, when his

eyes fell upon a ragged trouser-leg and a stout

stocking planted close behind him. It was

instantly joined by another ragged leg and

another stout stocking. Neither made a

sound, for there were no shoes to the cat-like

feet; and the stockings were remarkable for

a most conspicuous stripe.

Then old Fitcli knew that his enemy had

found him out, and he could not stir. He

was waiting for a knife to plunge into the centre

of his broad, round back ; and when a hand

slapped him there instead, he thought for a

moment he was stabbed indeed. When he

knew that he was not, he turned round, still

stooping, in a pitiable attitude, and a new

shock greeted him. Could this be Henry

Cattermole ?

The poacher had been stout and thick-set;

the convict was gaunt and lean. The one

had been florid and youthful; the other was

yellow as parchment, and the stubble on the

cropped head and on the fleshless jaw was of

a leaden grey.

" Thatâthat ain't Harry Cattermole ? "
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" If I'd been you, I'd ha' run anywhere

but where I was known so well."

" You would, would you ? Then you

knew I'd got out, eh, old man ? "

"Just been a-reading about it in this here

paper."

"I seeâI see. I caught a bit o' what

you was a-saying to yourself, just as I was

thinking it was a safe thing to come out o'

that cold parlour o' yours. So that was

me you was locking out, was it ? Yet you

pretend you don't know why I come ! You

know well enough. You knowâyou know ! "

The convict had seated himself on the

kitchen table, and was glaring down on the

trembling old man in the chair. He wore a

long overcoat, and under it some pitiful rags.

The cropped head and the legs swinging in

the striped stockings were the only incrimi-

nating features, and old Fitch was glancing

from the one to the other, wondering why

neither had saved him from this horrible

interview. Cattermole read his thoughts, and

his eyes gleamed.

"So you think I've come all the way in

these here, do you ? " he cried, tapping one

shin. " I tell you I've walked and walked

till my bare legs were frozen, and then sat

behind a hedge and slipped these on and

rubbed them to life again ! Where do you

think I got these rotten old duds ? Off of a

scare-crow in a field, I did! I wasn't going

to break into no houses and leave

my tracks all along the line. But

yesterday I got a long lift in a

goods train, or I shouldn't be here

now; and last night I did crack

a crib for this here overcoat and

a bit o' supper, and another for

the shooter. That didn't so much

matter then. I was within twenty

mile of you ! Of you, you old devil

âdo you hear ? "

Fitch nodded with an ashen face.

" And now do you know why I've

come ? "

Fitch moistened his blue lips.

" Toâto murder me ! " he whis-

pered, like a dying man.

" That rests with you," said the

convict, fondling his weapon.

" What do you want me to do ? "

" Confess!"

" Confess what ? " whispered

Fitch.

" That you swore me away at the

trial."

The old man had been holding

his breath; he now expelled it with

a deep sigh, and taking out a huge red

handkerchief, wiped the moisture from his

face. Meanwhile, the convict had descried

writing-materials on a chiffonnier, and placed

them on the table beside the brandy-bottle

and the tobacco-jar.

" Turn your chair round for writing."

Fitch did so.
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September gth in the same year. It is true

that I was there by appointment with Savage,

as his wife stated in her evidence. It is

not true that I heard a shot and heard

Savage sing out, " Harry Cattermole !" as

I came up and before ever I had a word with

him. That statement was a deliberate fabri-

cation on my part. The real truth is :

but hold on ! I'm likely going too fast for

yonâI've had it in my head that long ! How

much have you got down, eh ? "

" ' Fabrication on my part,' " repeated old

Fitch, in a trembling voice, as he waited for

more.

" Good ! Now pull yourself together,"

said Cattermole, suddenly cocking his

revolver. " ' Tlie real truth is that 7,

Samuel Fitch, shot James Savage with my

own hand ! ' '

Fitch threw down his pen.

" That's a lie," he gasped. " I never did !

I won't write it."

The cocked revolver covered him.

" Prefer to die in your chair, eh ? "

"Yes."

" I'll give you one minute by your own

watch."

Still covering his man, the convict held out

"I'LL GIVE YOU ONE MINUTE.

his other hand for the watch, and had

momentary contact with a cold, damp one as

it dropped into his palm. Cattermole placed

the watch upon the table where both could

see the dial.

" Your minute begins now," said he ; and

all at once the watch was ticking like an eight-

day clock.

Fitch rolled his head from side to side.

" Fifteen seconds," said Cattermole.

The old man:s brow was white and

spangled like the snow outside.

" Half-time," said Cattermole.

Five, ten, fifteen, twenty seconds passed :

then F'itch caught up the pen. " Go on ! "

he groaned. " I'll write any lie you like ;

that'll do you no good; no one will believe

a word of it." Yet the perspiration was

streaming down his face ; it splashed upon the

paper as he proceeded to write, in trembling

characters, at Cattermole's dictation.

" 'The real truth is that I, Samuel Fitch,

shot James Savage with my own hand. The

circumstances that led to my shooting him

I will confess and explain hereafter. When

he had fallen I heard a shout and someone

running up. I got behind a tree, but I saw

Harry Cattermole, the poacher, trip clean

over the body. His gun went off in the air,

and when he tried to get up again, I saw he

couldn't because he'd twisted his ankle. Â«He

never saw me ; I slipped away and gave my

false evidence, and Harry Cattermole was

caught escaping from the wood on his hands

and knees, with

blood upon his

hands and clothes,

and an empty gun.

I gave evidence
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you hear me ?â' as a proof of what I say, the

gun which the wad will fit, that saved Henry

Cattermole's life, will be found '"

Cattermole waited until the old man had

caught him up.

"Now," said he, "you finish the sentence

for yourself! "

" What ? " cried Fitch.

" Write where that gun's to be foundâyou

knowâI don'tâand then sign your name ! "

" But I don't know â¢"

" You do."

" I sold it! "

" You wouldn't dare. You've got that some-

where, I see it in your face. Write down

where, and then show me the place ; and if

you've told a lie "

The revolver was within a foot of the old

man's head, which had fallen forward between

his hands. The pen lay blotting the wet

paper. Cattermole took the brandy-bottle,

poured out a stiff dram, and pushed it under

the other's nose.

" Drink ! " he cried. " Then write the

truth, and sign your name. Maybe they

won't hang an old man like you; but, by

God, I sha'n't think twice about shooting

you if you don't write the truth !"

Fitch gulped down the brandy, took up

the pen once more, and was near the ejid

of his own death-

warrant, when the

convict sprang

lightly from the

table and stood

listening in the

centre of the room.

Pitch saw him, and

listened too. In

the church they

were singing

another hymn ; the

old man saw by

his watch, still

lying on the table,

that it must be the

last hymn, and in

a few minutes his

wife would be

back. But that

was not all. There

was another sound

âa nearer sound

âthe sound of

voices outside the

door. The handle was turnedâthe door

pushedâbut Fitch himself had locked and

bolted it. More whispers ; then a loud

rat-tat.

"Who is it? "cried Fitch, trembling with

excitement, as he started to his feet.

" The police ! Let us in, or we break in

your door! "

There was no answer. Cattermole was

watching the door; suddenly he turned, and

there was Fitch in the act of dropping his

written confession into the fire. The convict

seized it before it caught, and with the other

Side-Shows.

IV.

ANY of the funniest and most

successful side-shows are the

result of more or less rapid

evolution. You must know

that the born entertainer is

constantly on the look-out for

new ideas. Let us take the case of Professor

Thompson, whose portrait appears on this

page. From very small beginnings he at

length rose very high in his profession ; this

is perfectly obvious, even in the photo. The

" Professor " really professes nothing more

than an ability to make

his audience laugh.

The manner of his

evolution was as fol-

lows : He had been a

humble singer at a

humble hall in New

York. Then he fell ill

and out of an engage-

ment. Something had

to be done. The poor

fellow thought of walk-

ing across the States on

all-fours for a wager

mainly laid with him-

self ; only he had no

one to organize a jour-

nalistic " send-off" or

boom â that absolute

sine qua non of the noto-

riety hunter. Thomp-

son's deits ex m of hind,

however, turned out to

be a boy â a small,

ordinary boy on small,

ordinary stilts. Now, he

(Thompson, that is)

went home and slept

on those stiltsâmeta-

phorically, of course.

Presently he got stilts

on the brain. He would

walk a thousand miles

on stilts, he said to him-

self, magnificently; and

forthwith he began to

practise on stilts of vary-

ing lengths. Literally

he had to stand before

he could walk, and walk

before he could run.

And as the stilts

THE STILT-WALKER.

Prom a Pluto, by J. B. Wilson, Cliictiov.

lengthened so did the Professor's prospective

journey. " I'll walk round the world," he

said, and the notion found favour in his sight.

But the proprietor of a dime museum at

Little Rock, Ark., whom Thompson con-

sulted, thought otherwise. " Why not learn

to dance upon the stilts ?" he suggested.

And Thompson did learn. True, his pas de

seul was not particularly agile, but it was

funny. Then came the question of costume,

and over this the two laid their ingenious,

notion-crammed heads together. " America

SWE-SHOWS.
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"Uncle Sam," because, not merely did he

require the whole stage for his brilliant

gyrations, but he finally dominated the entire

American Continent â acclaimed unique,

fearing no rival.

The second photo, reproduced in this

article serves inter alia to point my remarks as

to the trouble artistes take in the matter of their

photographs. What a business this "sitting"

must have been, to

be sure ! There

was the apparatus

to be fixed up, M.

Arhno himself to

be dressed in his

tights, and lastly this

amazing pose to be

taken up and main-

tained. And, of

course, this most

wonderful of hand-

balancers and gym-

nasts had to remain

perfectly still for

many secondsâper-

haps a full minute

âto insure the suc-

cess of the photo.

M. Arhno is one

of those Continental

specialty artists

whose performances

are remarkable,

firstly for the quan-

tity of gorgeous and

costly apparatus re-

quisite, and secondly

for the extraordi-

nary finish and per-

fection of the feats

accomplished.

Necessarily the

strength of such

men's arms must be

prodigious ; and

here I am reminded

of another instance

of the resource and

inventiveness of the

born entertainer.

A certain artiste of M. Arhno's class was

suddenly stricken down with rheumatism and

paralysis in both legs. Â«He never recovered

the use of his lower limbs, and yet, strange

as it may seem, he not only continued his

public career, but actually made a greater

reputation than ever. Aware of the enormous

muscular development of his arms, he

conceived the idea of posing as an " upside-

Vol. xiii.â98.

ARHNO, CHAMPION HAND-BALANCER,

m a Phftio. by J. B. Wilton, Chicago-

down man," performing a number of feats

entirely on his hands. He ascended and

descended ladders, walked, ran, and even

danced on his hands, his legs swaying idly

and helplessly over his head the while. Of

course, his repertoire was limited, and this
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IJFTIN(; A BARREL OF WATER BY THE TEETH.

from a Photo, by J. B. Wilson, Chicago.

performer, after lifting the cask a foot or

iSin. from the stage, used to let the whole

concern fall back upon the boards with a

respect-compelling thud. I will not bore

you with details of the disaster. One night

the cask burst. And it happened to be

full of beerâa great barrel of porter, in

fact, kindly lent by a licensed victualler

over the way, in return for an artful adver-

tisement in the strong man's " gag."

Really funny performing animals are a

gold mine. Only too often it happens

that the efforts of performing animals,

from elephants to fleas (is the flea an

animal?), are more pathetic than funny.

But an animal that looks funny in the first

place, and can also go through an in-

geniously arranged show tout seulâsuch

a one is to be treated as the apple of the

lucky proprietor's omniscient eye.

I must here introduce Daisy, perhaps

the cleverest trick monkey that ever

delighted an audience (American or Euro-

pean). She was photographed specially, in

Mr. J. B. Wilson's luxurious studio, at 389,

State Street, Chicago. Daisy is no mere,

vulgar, tumbling monkey, at the beck and

call of an alien organ-man. She is a

finished artiste. More than once, un-

fortunately, she has very nearly been

finished altogether, owing to a momen-

tary loss of footing. After each of these

deplorable mishaps, no power on earth

could induce Daisy to venture upon the

treacherous pole until a respectable

period had elapsed, and the proprietor

himself had demonstrated the safety of

the thing. This last was really a

comic, unrehearsed effect, for Daisy's

master was a plethoric German, weigh-

ing twenty stone.

Like others of her sex in the human

genre, Daisy is wayward and capricious.

Sometimes she bungles her business,

and, worse still, there have even been

horrifying times when she refused to

perform at all. These distressing pecu-

liarities make Daisy's contract with the

side - shows an interesting document.

Everything is subordinated to the state

of the quaint little thing's temper.

The briar pipe is not a mere adven-

titious effect. Daisy would never per-

form without her pipe, together with a

good supply of mild Virginia, stored in

UA1SY, THE THICK MONKEY.

From, a Photo, by J. K. Wilson, Chicago.
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her breast-pocket. Most amusing

see her fill and light her pipe anew

sits gingerly on the seat at the end

of the horizontal bar, after having

made several precarious crossings.

Frequently Daisy carries a gaudy

Japanese parasol, which she uses

coquettishly and like a practised

equilibrist. The animal's phrensile

feet, however, render her thoroughly

independent of all such accessories.

Another remarkable animal per-

formerâa contortionist this timeâ

is next seen. This is an amazingly

clever pug, belonging to Mr. and

Mrs. 13. Melville, "who are well

known in the entertainment world.

This little dog takes the part of a

" coon " baby in a picturesque little

stage spectacle. Dressed in baby's

costume, she walks about the stage

on her hind legs, looking very

quaint, as you may imagine. After

this sketch she goes through a

performance entirely on her cwn

account, merely looking to Mrs.

Melville for the cue. This is one

of the cleverest dog contortionists

in the world. In the accompanying

photo, we see that the animal has

thrown herself into the favourite

posture of human contortionistsâa

kind of reversed S. Mr. Melville

will tell you that this little pug has

a natural aptitude for performing,

it is to

, as she

should

which renders a great amount of

training quite superfluous.

The next photograph to be repro-

duced in this article shows Madame

Mo/art, the great hypnotiste, and

Jennie Quigley, the midget. Now,

here is another instance of two

living side-shows meeting fortuitously

and afterwards combining in a sketch

or joint entertainment. Both these

ladies (little Miss Quigley is about

twenty - three) originally " showed "

separately, but meeting at a dime

museum in Denver, and chancing to

get very friendly, they devised their

present hypnotic performanceâif I

may so call it.

1 don't pretend to know how it's

done. The midget is thrown into

a trance. She then rises slowly

into the air and rests with one arm

upon an upright pole. The sound-

ing of the trumpet, and the mysterious

waving of the handkerchief (as who

say " The hour has come "), are

recondite and impressive details devised by

-
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madame, who, handsome and stately, stands

at the side directing the entranced midget.

One of Mr. David Devant's very clever

illusions forms the last illustration. It is

entitled the " Spirit Wife " ; and the secret is

here revealed for the first time. Modern

magicians are ever chary of giving away their

secrets, but the popular Egyptian Hall

entertainer has so many strings to his pro-

" The principle," says Mr. Devant, " is

simply reflection. The stage is entirely

covered with a huge sheet of very clear plate-

glass, and as the audience see everything

through this, they don't suspect its pre-

sence. Miss Marion Melville, who enacts

the part of the spirit, is placed on a black

velvet couch beneath the stage and a little

in front of itâin fact, where the orchestra

MR. LEVANT'S " SPIRIT-WIKE " IU.USJOK.

From a fluty, tjr Alfred Ellit.

fessional bow, that he won't miss this one ;

possibly, indeed, the show may be the more

popular hereafter. Viewed from the audi-

torium, the thing is very effective. Mr.

Devant simulates grief, and suddenly feels

the power to bring before him the spirit of

his absent wife. And so the vision floats

before him, graceful, transparent, mysterious

And this is how it's done :â

usually sit. The couch can be readily moved

into any position by mechanical means.

A powerful electric light is cast upon

the reclining figure of the lady, and the

lights behind the plate-glass are slightly

lowered."

A ghostly reflection is at once visible,

and, of course, Mr. Devant is seen

through it.

(To be continued.)

The TORTURE of

the MIRROR

EEING," said the Inquisitor

at the head of the table,

" that thou art still obdurate

and refust'st to return to the

arms which the Holy Church

in her mercy holds out to

thee, we deem it meet that thou shouldest

dwell with thyself for a space. So mayest

thou abhor thyself in dust and ashes, and

at length find the repentance which worketh

salvation."

I did not understand his words ; but,

indeed, I had understood little of the whole

proceedings. I only gathered that the throes

of the rack had wrested my name from some

sufferer's lips in the hope of obtaining a

mitigation of his torture. I had been seized

one day in the streets of Madrid, and borne

straight to the dungeons of the Inquisition.

There I had lain for weeks, till even the

summons to trial had been hailed as a

welcome relief from unbearable suspense.

I was now conducted to a cell similar to

that from which I had been taken. It was

about twelve feet square, and was lighted by

a small window up in one corner. There

was also a bed, though it was but seldom

within these walls that sleep meant rest.

I knew better than to make inquiries of the

masked gaoler who led me to my new

dungeon. I had tried it at first, but without

avail. The warders of the Inquisition did

not speak. They did not even shake their

heads.

So the door was shut on me, and I was

left alone, to suffer I knew not what.

"Dwell with thyself for a space." What,

after all, did the words mean but the solitary

confinement which had been my lot for weeks

past ? It was the afternoon when I was

examined, and as evening wore on without a

sign, my apprehensions began to die down ;

I fell asleep, almost reassured.

I awoke in the dark of early morning with

a sudden thrill of horror. As I strained my

eyes in the gloom I saw that some change

had taken place during the night. Right

opposite my bed was a glimmer which had

not been there before. The other walls were

mystic with strange shadows.

As I lay wondering there was a click over-

head, and darkness became complete. I

looked up and saw that the window had been

obscured. 1 waited for hours, but the dawn

did not penetrate my room. Suddenly came

a flash overhead. A hand had appeared at
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an opening in the middle of die roof, and

had then drawn back again, leaving a lighted

lamp hanging ; and I was at last able to see.

To see what ? My first sensation was an

ecstasy of terror. I turned dizzy, for I seemed

the places where the door and the window

had been were now glass.

The face which stared at me from fifty

directions at once was mine. So long a

time had elapsed since I had seen it that

" MY FIRST SENSATION WAS AN ECSTASY OF TERROR."

to be standing unsupported amid a wild,

kaleidoscopic jumble of things. Weird faces

peered at me from every corner. Fantastic

lights danced wherever my eyes rested. My

cell seemed widened to a hideous immensity,

in which there was no foothold or stability.

It was some time before I could grasp

what had happened. During the night the

walls, roof, and floor of my cell had been

changed for mirrors of the same size. Even

it had almost passed out of my recollection.

The face with which I was to dwell was

wild and terrible to look at. It had a beard ;

and the eyes had changed so much that 1

wondered how much more they might change

during the time they were to watch me.

It was not for some hours that I had the

courage really to look, for the frightfulness

of the sight is not to be conceived. Whether

I looked to right or left, or up or down.
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there I saw myself in a hundred fantastic

attitudes. There were front views, back

views, side views. Here I was standing on

my head : there I was seen in perspective

from above. Halves and fragments of rne,

cut off by corners of the mirrors, were to be

seen wherever my eye rested.

I was afraid to stir, so terrible was the

commotion which my slightest movement

caused among the phantoms

in the mirrors. If I raised

my arm, the gesture seemed

to be travestied through all

space under the light of a

million reflected lamps.

I tried to keep my eyes

shut, but the thought that

millions of eyes were closed

all round in mockery of me

forced them open again.

So passed the dayâa day

of anguish so terrible that I

knew a few such would turn

me into a raving madman. Food was let

clown to me from the hole in the roof in

which the lamp was inserted, but I conld not

touch it.

Perhaps my tormentors saw that the end

would come sooner than their plans intended,

for next morning I awoke in my old cell.

Never was the sight of prison walls so

welcome. I spent an almost happy day,

hoping for nothing more than that my torture

was at an end.

But that was not the way of the Inquisition.

Next morning the mirrors were again there,

with this difference: that whereas they had

formerly been plane, they were now slightly

concave. Everyone who has looked into a

concave mirror knows what that means. The

reflections of myself, which had previously

been merely innumerable and bewildering,

were now frightfully distorted. Monstrous

mouths and unspeakable eyes grinned and

leered at me from the walls, and dreadful

misshapen things changed horribly with my

slightest movement. I felt that no abode of

devils could be worse than this. I should

have grovelled on the floor, but I knew that

some grotesque caricature of myself would

be there to meet me.

Next day â which

was again a day of

respite, though I no

longer entertained de-

lusive hopes â I set

myself steadfastly to

consider my fate. It

was clearly the inten-

tion of my persecutors

to drive me to mad-

ness, and I knew

them well enough to

believe that they had

not yet reached the

limit of their fiendish

ingenuity. Had I

had any weapon, I
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But desperate men take desperate courses.

I watched eagerly for the hand next morn-

ing. When it appeared I sprang for it,

and just caught it. There was a scream

of pain, and I fell back, hanging tightly

on to the captive arm, and a body crashed

through from above into my cell. I just

managed to keep clear of it, and it fell

on its head in the middle of the floor. The

lamp was, of course, smashed to pieces.

The man I at once saw was one of the

warders, and he was quite stunned.

My plan had been made beforehand ; and

without a moment's delay I pulled off his

cloak and mask and put them on myself.

Then, putting my

captive in a sitting

posture, and

using his shoulder

as a stepping-

stone, I made a

leap for the open-

ing above, where

I saw an open

trap-door led to a

room over-head.

My victim had

simply crashed

head-first through

the upper section

of the mirror.

By good luck I

reached the edge

of the aperture,

and speedily scrambled out of my dungeon.

There was no one about â the warder's

scream as I pulled him through seemed to

have passed unnoticed in a place where

screams were not uncommonâand I care-

fully shut down the trap-door.

The rest of my escape was easier than

might have been imaginedâthanks partly

to the serviceable mask and partly to the

Inquisitorial watchword of silence. Though

I met one or two of the servitors I was not

detected.

I found my way into the garden,

where, in a remote corner, a friendly tree

assisted me to scale the wall. It seemed

wiser not to risk

discovery at the

gate.

Then I had

time to wonder

what would be

the feelings of

my prisoner

when he awoke

among those

infernal mirrors.

His wrist was

certainly dislo-

cated, even if

his neck were

not. I felt rather

sorry that he

was not a Grand

Inquisitor.

Witch-Scarcrs,

[From Photographs by the AVz'. John II'. .Sanf>orn, Sincthport,

EHIND the remarkable mask

shown on this page rests the

calm face of a dignified New-

York Indian. His militant

attitude and terrorizing front

would make one think that he

was going to visit his mother-in-law ; but, as

a matter of fact, he is simply taking the first

step in a fearless attack upon a horde of

witches, who are

supposed to be

cong regaled

around the

peaceful " corn-

pounder " at the

right of the

second picture.

"Corn-pound-

ers," be it

known, are the

hollowed blocks

in which these

Indians crush

their- corn,' or

maize. And

witches are ma-

lignant spirits,

supposed, by

the Indians, to

have come into

their midst for

the express pur-

pose of causing

commotion in

quiet house-

holds, and stir-

ring things up

generally. Ac-

cording to the

prevalent belief,

even amongst

the Indians who THE WITCH-SCARER CHALLENGING THE

are educated,

the witches come not single spies, but in

battalions. They take possession of houses,

stables, and wood-piles. They get into food

and clothing. They keep the wood from

burning and bother the cows. They play

havoc with meat and potatoes and all other

delicacies in the family meal. In short, the

witches are a nuisance, and make home life

unbearable.

Vol. xiii.â 99.

Now, no peace-loving Indian will stand

such goings-on. Accordingly, a clever and

ever-successful plan has been adopted by

these pestered mortals for scaring away the

witches. The operation takes place in the

early winter, after a fall of snow. The fearless

man who undertakes it quickly adorns him-

self in manner wonderful to behold. He

snatches up the first thing he sees, fastens a

woman's skirt

around his waist,

gathers the folds

about his knees,

as shown in the

first cut, and
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rests from his vociferous exer-

tions.

In a few seconds the man

retires, and a buxom Indian

woman, with resolution in her

face, comes out, and takes her

place at the pounder. Her dress

is after the Indian pattern, with

silver brooches ornamenting the

front. She also wears beaded

leggings of broadcloth. She first

puts the pestles and sifting-

baskets in their proper positions,

and then proceeds to pound the

corn. The witches are gone,

and she does not fear their further

molestation.

The New York Indians, one

of whose customs is thus des-

cribed, are the remnants of the

Iroquois, who, in the early days

of American history, were the

most powerful confederation of

Indians on the continent. The

Iroquois were originally com-

posed of five tribes, known as

Mohawks, Oneidas, Onondagas,

THE ATTACK ON THE WITCHES.

a mere turtle-shell for raising

pandemonium are many, and no

one better knows how to make

use of them than an Onondaga

Indian. Our second picture

shows him with the rattle in

his hand, nearing the witches

with cautious and gigantic stride.

It is a brave witch who can

stand such an onslaught as this,

and as witches are proverbially

cowardly when directly attacked,

the onslaught is invariably suc-

cessful. The expulsion of the

hated spirits is signalized by a

series of war-whoops and yells,

to which the noise of the rattle

is as the soughing of fairy

zephyrs through tile trees. \Yheii

all the witches are frightened

into the air, and the victory is

complete, the conqueror takes

up his position beside the corn-

pounder, as shown in our third

picture, and, for a moment,

-

n-

'"

VICTORY OVEK THE WITCHES.
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___. AFTER THE CONQUESTâINDIAN WOMAN AT THE CORN-POUNDER.

Senecas, and Cayu-

gas. Later, the.Tus-

caroras were ad-

mitted into the

league, which was

then called the "Six

Nations." Their

home was then, as

now, the central and

western parts of New

York State. In the

war of the American

Bevolutio'n they

fought on the side of

the English, and in

the long series of

battles their power

was almost des-

troyed. They

originally numbered

about 12,000, but

are now scattered

throughout the

Government reserva-

HURLESQUE MASK USED BY THE NE\V YORK INDIANS TO

i REPRESENT AN INQUISITIVE MAN.

tions, about 5,000 only now re-

maining in New York.

Unlike the Sioux and Apaches

of the west and south - west, the

New York Indians are peaceful and

civilized, following the pursuits of

the whites and dressing in modern

costume. They still retain, how-

ever, many of their old - time

customs, and when observing

them, dress in the traditional

fashion befitting each ceremony.

Many of the members of the

tribes peddle herbs and roots for

a living; and a few of the chiefs

are men of wide learning. John

Jones, a Seneca Indian, travels

about in American dress, selling

sassafras root for a livelihood.

Chief Daniel La Fort, an Onondaga,

and descendant of Hiawatha, is

the President of the Iroquois Con-

federacy. He is a prosperous

farmer, and speaks the six different

languages of the "Six Nations."

Among other virtues which

might well be emulated by superior

mortals, these Indians possess one

quality which makes them much

beloved and respected. They

never pry into anyone else's busi-

ness. They much resent and

detest inquisitiveness. Accordingly,

with a humour all their own, they

have manufactured a

burlesque mask of

a "nosey" man,

which is here repro-

duced. It tells its

own story. It is

made of cloth and
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FRONT VIEW OF TWO WOODEN MASKS USED BY THE WITCH-SCAREKSâCAKVED WITH KNIVES.

smoke. The pride of an Indian heart,

next to a good dog, is a coat of genuine

buckskin.

When an Indian is ill, the " medicine

man" is called in to effect a cure. The

witch-scarers, in fact, are the medicine men

of the tribes, and their theory of disease is

that any portion of the body which is

affected has been clutched by an evil

spirit. The first step towards a cure is

made by attacking the evil spirit with

war-whoops and rattles, and when the spirit

is frightened away the patient is on the

fair road to recovery. There is a beautiful

simplicity about this theory, and among

the tribes a delightful absence of doctors'

bills. The masks, rattles, and war-whoops

are the permanent property of the tribes,

and the masks especially are treasured

with reverential care. They are, moreover,

rarely shown to the whites, and it was only

through the kindness of the Rev. John

BACK VIEW OF MASKSâSHOWING STRINGS BY WHICH THEY ARE TIED ON.
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Wentworth Sanborn, of Smethport, Penn-

sylvania, that we were enabled to obtain

photographs of these curious masks. Mr.

Sanborn, by virtue of his great experience

among the New York Indians, and his

personal acquaintance with the greater part

of the 5,000 members of the various tribes,

was appointed official director-in-chief of the

New York Indian exhibit at the Columbian

Exposition of 1893, and was adopted into the

Seneca tribe and inaugurated as its chief by

the Indians themselves.

The reverse side of these two masks is

also shown, the strap and strings by which

they are held in place on the head being

plainly illustrated.

The large mask shown on this pageâa rare

piece of workmanshipâhas seldom been

exhibited to white men, and has never before

been reproduced in a magazine. Mr. Sanborn,

the only person who has been allowed to

photograph it, says that it is the joint property

of ten medicine men, and was made of wood

by the Seneca Indians. The hair on either

RAKE WOODEN MASK, WORN BY WITCH-SCARERS-

TEN MEDICINE MEN.

HE JOINT PROI'ERTY OF

The masks on the preceding page are

reproduced from photographs made especi-

ally for us by Mr. Sanborn. Both are the

work of Senecas, cut from solid blocks of

so-called " cucumber " wood. The mask at

the left shows skilful carving, and that

at the right bears upon its chin the marks

of the knife used in whittling it into â¢

shape. On one of the masks a fragment

of buffalo-skin has been tacked to serve as

a moustache. The eyes, as usual, are made

of tin, and the hair is the mane of a horse.

side of the face is the full tail of a horse.

On the brow we may note two small bags.

These are filled with Indian tobacco, which

is sprinkled on the fire whenever the mask is

used. In the right hand is the turtle-shell

rattle already described, and in the left hand

is the Indian " tom-tom " or drum. Both

drum and rattle, as has been said, are sup-

posed to aid the mask in frightening the bad

spirits away and leaving the patient to get

well. The shiny rings around the eyes are

made of tin.

A STORY FOR CHII.DRKN.

FROM THE GERMAN OF

PAULINE SCHAXZ.

HE mid-day sun was -shining

brightly as two children ran

merrily down the steep grassy

slope leading tronv the little

village to the neighbouring

forest. Their loose, scanty

clothing left head, neck, and feet bare.

Hut this did not trouble them, for the sun's

rays kissed their little round limbs, and the

children liked to feel their warm kisses.

They were brother and sister ; each carried

a small jar to fill with strawberries, which

their mother would sell'in the town on the

morrow. They were very poor, almost the

poorest people in the village. Their mother,

a widow, had to work hard to procure bread

for herself and children.

When strawberries or nuts were in season,

or even the early violets, the children went

into the forest to seek them, and by the fruit

or flowers they gathered helped to earn many

a groschen. The happy children ran joyously

along as though they were the rulers of the

beautiful world that stretched so seductively

before them. The forest berries were still

scarce, and would fetch a high price in the

town ; this is why they started so early in the

afternoon, whilst other people still rested in

their cool rooms.

1 )eep in the forest was many a spot, well â¢

known to the children, where large masses of

strawberry plants flourished and bloomed,

covering the ground with a luxurious carpet.

White star-like blossoms in profusion looked

roguishly out from the ample foliage: the

little green and bright-red berries were there

in crowds, but the ripe, dark-red fruit was

difficult to find.

Very slowly the work proceeded, and as

the gathered treasures in their small jars

grew higher and higher, the sun sank lower

and lower. Busy with their task, the children

forgot laughter and chattering; they tasted

none of the lovely berries, scarcely looked

at the violets and anemones ; the sun's rays

peeping through the branches, the cock-

chafers and butterflies were alike unheeded.

"I.orchen,"' cried Fried, at length, throw-

ing back his sunburnt, heated face; "look,

Lorchen, my jar is full! "

Lorchen looked up, her face flushed with

toil; her poor little jar was scarcely half-full.

Oh, how she envied her brother his full jar.

Fried was a good boyâhe loved his little

sister dearly. He made her sit down on the

soft grass, placed his jar beside her, and did

not cease his work until Lorchen's jar was

likewise filled. Their day's work was now

ended. But it was so beautiful in the forest.

The birds sang so joyfully among the leaves,

everything exhaled the fragrance of the

dewy evening that crept slowly between the

trembling branches.

At a little distance a small stretch of

meadow shimmered through the trees. The

bright sunshine still rested on the fresh,

green grass, and thousands of daffodils,
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their hard afternoon's work in a merry game.

Greyer grew the shadows, closer the dusk of

evening veiled the lonely forest. Then the

brother and sister thought of returningâthe

rest had strengthened their weary limbs, and

their game in the flowery meadow had made

them cheerful and merry.

Now the dew that wetted their bare feet,

and hunger that began to make itself felt,

urged them to return home. They ran to

the tree behind which they had placed their

jars, but, oh, horror ! the jars had vanished.

At first the children thought they had mis-

taken the place ; they searched farther, behind

every trunk, behind every bush, but

no trace of the jars could they find.

They had vanished, together with

the precious fruit. What would their

mother say when they returned home,

their task unfulfilled ? With the

price of the berries she intended to

buy meal to make bread. They had

been almost without bread for

several days, and now they had not

even the jars in which to gather

other berries.

Lorchen began to sob loudly ;

Fried's face grew crimson with rage,

and his eyes sparkled, he did not

weep. The darkness increased, the

tree-trunks looked black and spec-

tral, the wind rustled in the branches.

Who could have stolen their berries ?

No one had come near the meadow.

Squirrels and lizards could not carry

away jars. The poor children stood

helpless beside the old tree-trunk.

They could not return to their

mother empty-handed ; they feared

she would reproach them for losing

sight of their jars.

The little maiden shivered in her

thin frock, and wept with fear,

hunger, and fatigue. Fried took

his little sister's hand, and said :

" Listen, Lorchen : you must run

home, it is night now in the forest.

Tell mother our jars have disappeared, eat

your supper, and go to bed and to sleep. I

will remain here and search behind every

tree and everywhere, until I find the jars. I

am neither hungry nor tired, and am not

afraid to pass the night alone in the forest,

in spite of all the stories our grandmother

used to tell of wicked spirits in the forests,

hobgoblins who tea/.e children, will-o'-the-

wisps, and mountain-demons who store their

treasures beneath the earth."

Lorchen shuddered and looked fearfully

aroundâshe was a timid, weakly child.

W'rapping her little arms in her apron, she

wept bitterly.

" Come home with me, Fried," she pleaded.

" I am afraid to go through the gloomy forest

alone !"

Fried took her hand and went with her

until they saw the lights of the village. Then

he stopped and said : " Now run along alone ;
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whence to procure more ; but Fried remain-

ing in the forest was worse than all, for she,

like all the villagers, firmly believed in hob-

goblins. Sadly she lay down to rest beside

her little daughter.

Fried ran ever farther and farther into the

forest, through whose thick foliage the stars

looked down timidly. He said his evening

prayer, and no longer feared the rustling of

the leaves, the cracking of the branches, or

the whisper of the night wind in the trees.

Soon the moon arose, and it was light

enough for Fried to seek his jars. In vain

his searchâthe .hours passed and he found

nothing. At length he saw a small mountain

overgrown with shrubs. Then the moon

crept behind a thick cloud, and all was dark.

Tired out, Fried sank down behind a tree

and almost fell asleep. Suddenly he saw a

bright light moving about

close to the mountain. He

sprang up and hastened to-

wards it.

Coming closer, he heard a

peculiar noise, as of groans

uttered by a man engaged in

heavy toil. He crept softly

forward, and beheld, to his

astonishment, a little dwarf,

who was trying to push some

heavy object into a hole, that

apparently led into the moun

tain. The little man wore a

silver coat and a red cap with

points, to which the wonderful

light, a large, sparkling precious

stone, was fastened.

Fried soon stood close be-

hind the dwarf, who in his

eagerness had not observed

the boy's approach, and saw

with indignation that the

object the little man was

striving so hard to push into

the hole was his jar of straw-

berries. In great wrath Fried seized a branch

that lay near, and gave the little man a mighty

blow. Thereupon the dwarf uttered a cry

very like the squeak of a small mouse, and

tried to creep into the hole.

But Fried held him fast by his silver coat,

and angrily demanded where he had put his

other jar of strawberries. The dwarf replied

he had no other jar, and strove to free him-

self from the grasp of the little giant.

Fried again seized his branch, which so

terrified the dwarf that he cried: "The

other jar is inside, I will fetch it you.'1

" I should wait a long time,'' said Fried,

" if I once let you escape ; no, I will go with

you and fetch my own jar."

The dwarf stepped forward, the light in

his cap shining brighter than the brightest

candle. Fried followed, his jar in one hand

and the branch in the other. Thus they

journeyed far into the mountain. The dwarf

crept along like a lizard, but Fried, whose

head almost touched the roof, could scarcely
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sparkled thousands of precious stones such

as his guide had worn in his cap. They

served instead of candles, and shed forth a

radiance that almost blinded human eyes.

Between them hung wreaths and sprays of

flowers such as Fried had never before seen.

All around crowds of wonderful little dwarfs

stood gazing at him full of curiosity.

In the centre of the hall stood a throne of

green transparent stone, with cushions of

soft mushrooms. On this sat the gnome-

King ; around him was thrown a golden

mantle, and on his head was a crown cut

from a flaming carbuncle. Before the throne

the dwarf, Fried's guide, stood relating his

adventure.

When the dwarf ceased speaking, the King

rose, approached the boy, who still stood by

the door, surrounded by the gnomes, and

said : " You human child, what has brought

you to my secret dwelling ? "

" My Lord Dwarf," replied Fried, politely,

" I desire my strawberries which yonder

dwarf has stolen. I pray you order them to

be restored to me, and then suffer me to

return to my mother."

The King thought for a few moments,

then he said: "Listen, to-day we hold a

great feast, for which your strawberries are

necessary. I will, therefore, buy them. I will

also allow you to remain with us a short

time, then my servants shall lead you back

to the entrance of the mountain."

" Have you money to buy my straw-

berries ? " asked the boy.

" Foolish child, know you not that the gold,

silver, and copper come out of the earth ?

Come with me and see my treasure-chambers."

So saying, the King led him from the hall

through long rooms, in which mountains of

gold, silver, and copper were piled; in other

rooms lay like masses of precious stones.

Presently they came to a grotto, in the centre

of which stood a large vase. From out this

vase poured three sparkling streams, each of

a different colour: they flowed out of the

grotto and discharged themselves into the

veins of the rocks.

Beside these streams knelt dwarfs, filling

buckets with the flowing gold, silver, and

copper, which other dwarfs carried away and

stored in the King's treasure-chambers. But

the greatest quantity flowed into the crevices

of the mountain, from whence men dig rt

out, with much toil.

Fried would have liked to fill his pockets

with the precious metals, but did not dare

ask the gnome-King's permission. They soon

returned to the hall where the feast was pre-
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pared. On a long white marble table stood

rows of golden dishes rilled with various

dainties, prepared from Fried's strawberries.

In the background sat the musicians, bees

and grasshoppers, that the dwarfs had caught

in the forest. The dwarfs ate off little gold

plates, and Fried ate with them. But the

pieces were so tiny, they melted on his tongue

794

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

There was nothing for it but to return

home, and this he did with a heavy heart.

No one was stirring when he reached the

village. Gently he knocked on the shutter of

IT IS TIMK I RKTUKMBD TO MY MOTHER.

the room where his mother slept. " Wake

up, mother," he cried. " It is I, your Fried."

Quickly the door of the little house

opened.

" Thank Heaven you have returned," said

his mother, embracing him. " But has

nothing happened to you all night alone in

the forest ? "

" Nothing, mother," he replied ; " I only

had a foolish dream about the gnomes who

dwell in the mountain."

An'd whilst his mother lit the stove, Fried

related his dream. She shook her head on

hearing it, for she believed her boy had really

seen and heard these wonderful things.

Then Lorchen came in, and her mother

told her to unfasten the shutters.

The child obeyed, but on re-

entering the room, she cried

aloud, and placed her hands on

her brother's head.

Something heavy and sparkling

fell to the ground. They picked

it up. It was the wreath of many-

coloured flowers Fried's partner

had given him at the dance. But

the flowers were not like those that

grow in the fields and meadows :

they were cold, and sparkling, like

those that adorned the walls of

the mountain hall, and which the

gnome - maidens wore in their

hair.

It was now clear that Fried

had really spent the night with

the dwarfs. They all thought the

flowers were only coloured glass ;

but as they sparkled so brilliantly,

and filled the cottage with in-

describable splendour, the mother

determined to ask advice about

them. She therefore broke a

tiny branch from the wreath and

took it to the town to a gold-

smkh, who told her, to her great

astonishment, that the branch

was composed of the most costly

gems, rubies, diamonds, and

sapphires. In exchange for it,

he gave her a sack of gold so

heavy she could scarcely carry it

home.

Want was now at an end for

ever, for the wreath was a

hundred times more valuable

tiny branch. Great excitement

prevailed in the village when the widow's

good fortune was made known, and all

the villagers ran into the forest to search

for the wonderful hole. But their search-

ing was vain â none ever found the

entrance to the mountain. From hence-

forth the widow and her children lived

Curiosities.

[ We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.]

OLIVER CROMWELL'S WATCH.

Here is a unique relic ; there is every reason to suppose from

its general appearance that it was used by Cromwell from 1625

until his ticalh in 1658. The watch dates from the former year,

when it was made by John Midnall, of Fleet Street. It is a

plain silver watch in an egg-shaped double case, and a circulai

glazed aperture, which reveals the silver dial-plate. The watch

is attached by three short silver curb chains to a small plate, on

which Cromwell's arms are engraved. The family crest was

originally a demi - lion holding a ring on its paw, but the

Protector characteristically substituted for the ring the handle of

a tilting spear. Four short chains are attached to the plate of

the watch for seals.

AFRICAN NATIVES WORSHIPPING A PILE OF GIN-BOTTLES.

This almost incredible incident was witnessed and sketched by

the famous African explorer, Joseph Thomson. The boast of

hundreds of Kru Coast villagers, he told the Royal Geographical

Society, was the amount of vile gin they could afford to drink.

It was the gauge of their wealth, and their proudest monument

was the great pyramid of empty gin-bottles that adorned the

village square. This extraordinary moundâ" a new African

god "âwas regularly worshipped just as we see in the picture,

particularly after a big orgie. In many villages smaller pyramids

were stacked before each hut door. We are indebted for the use of

this curiosity to the Rev. Josiah Mee, editor of the Banner of Hope.

CURIOUS RELIC OF OLD VIENNA.

It is known as the Stock-im-Eisen, and

may be seen to this day at a street-corner

in the centre of the beautiful capital of

Austria. The Stock im-Eisen is an old

tree covered with nails. In the old days

this tree stood in the midst of a great

wood that encircled the growing cily.

One day a woilcman who had to take a

quantity of nails to a building some ten

miles away, lost his way in the wood, and

he marked out this tree for his guidanceâ

only, however, to return to it again and

again. Every time the tree was reached

the man drove a nail into it ; but some

days later he was found dead beneath its

branches. The cily kept absorbing the

forest, and as this nail-studded tree came

within bounds it became a sort of shrine

at which wayfarers offered homage by

driving in a nail. Finally the trunk

bristled with nails, and the tree died.

Still it is cherished by the Viennese, who

have built for it the elalwrale shrine

shown in the photo. below. The photo,

was sent in by Mr. M. P. Pcrcival, of

St. Edward's School, Oxford.
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THK MOST WONDERFUL CHAIR IN THE WORLD.

This chair was brought from South Africa by a

traveller ; and it would appear from his account lliat

a native, having seen such chairs in use among the

early settlers at the Cape, and thinking he would like

to furnish his own hut with a similar article of furni-

ture, set to work to make one for himself. Now,

having no idea that the original was made up of

separate parts, the ingenious savage, with admirable

perseverance, worthy of a better cause, cut the entire

chair out of a solid block of wood !

GRANARY WHICH WAS TO RENDER INDIA

FAMINE-PROOF.

The beehive - shaped "Gola" at Bankipore, in

Bengal, is an immense masonry structure, built by

the British Government in 1786, for use as a granary.

Several of these were to be erected throughout the

country, so that they might be filled with grain in years

of plenty, and drawn upon in years of scarcity. After

the first was built, however, the scheme was abandoned

as unworkable, and this great structure has remained

unused. A tablet

Ix'ars the following

inscription : " No. I.

In part of a general

plan ordered by the

Governor-General and

Council, 2Oth of Janu-

ary, 1784, for the per-

petual prevention of

Famine in these Pro-

vinces, this Granary

was erected by Captain

JohnGarstin, Engineer.

Compleated on the

2oth July, 1786. First

filled and publickly

closed by ."

The gola was never

filled at all, and so the

space in the inscription

has re.uained a blank.

Photo, sent in by Miss

Blechynden, of 52,

Alexandra Road,

Wimbledon.

TONSURE PLATE OF ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL.

The custom of shaving the head, which was so

rigidly observed by the monastic orders in the middle

ages, is well known to most of us ; but the fact that

the hair was obliged to be cut to measure is somewhat

of a new idea. Yet such would seem to be the case,

for the small plate represented here was in use in

St. Paul's Cathedral during the thirteenth century for

regulating the exact size of the shaven circle on the

heads of the priests. The original is of copper,

slightly convex on one side, and, of course, concave

on ihe other. It is 3in. in diameter. Attached to

the tonsure plate is an inscription in Latin to the

following eflect : " This is the measure of the corona

(or crown) of those who have officiated in the Church

of St. Paul, London, since its first institution : and it

has been used by many venerable fathers, bishops, and

deans, and by the chapter."

CURIOSITIES.
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KAFFIR "CATHEDRAL" IN COURSE OF ERECTION.

The above photograph was sent to us by Messrs.

Goldsboroug'.i and Son, of Port Elizabeth, South

Africa. It shows a relatively important Kaffir church

in course of erection, the material used being entirely

the well-known " wattle and daub" of native African

architecture. The exact location of the " cathedral "

HUMAN FACES DRAWN BY A PROJECTILE ON AN ARMOUR-PLATE.

This curious freak was discovered at the testing-

ranges of the Carnegie Company, of Pittsburg, Pa.,

which company manufactured the plate. This

particular armour-plate was intended for use in war-

ships of the Kearsage and Kentucky class. After the

first two shots had been fired, it was noticed that the

is at Kowie, near Grahamslown. Observe on the

left the " deacon," as he is called, ringing a very

rustic bell to summon the faithful to service. All

the native churches have similar bells, whose alti-

tudes and frameworks vary in a surprising

manner.

" splash " of the projectiles on the face-hardened steel

had formed the likeness of human faces, one leonine

in character, and surrounded by a halo. These singular

portraits will bear very close examination. We are

indebted for the use of the photo, to Mr. R. F.

Gamley, of 81, Black Lion Lane, Hammersmith, W.
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CURIOUS GROWTH OF A GOURD.

In the Sandwich Islands and other places

where it is indigenous, the gourd plays an im-

portant part in the daily life of the nativesâ

particularly in the domestic life. Gourds

being of many sizes, they are made into

various articles, from portmanteaus to plates

and dishes. The peculiar growth of the gourd

shown here is both unusual and remarkable.

In shape it resembles a snake, and the natives

have added to the delusion by carving upon

the exterior, and by filling with a while sub

stance certain marks in imitation of a snake's

skin. This gourd was afterwards used as a

powder-flask, the head being made to take

off; and at the smaller end there is also an

opening, which is separated from the larger

part, and was probably used for carrying water

when hunting.

â¢ â¢â¢â¢ â¢

A SALT-INCRUSTKD LAKE.

One of the greal curses of Ihe gold-bearing districts

of Western Australia is lack of water. The Govern-

ment constructs rain-water " soaks " or reservoirs, and

the owners of sheep-runs sink spouting artesian bores,

and yel in sonic parts decent water fetches 35. a gallon

and upwards. lilack Flag Lake shown in the above

photo, serves to indicate the dreary desolateness of the

LIONESS CUB BROUGHT UP

WITH DOGS.

The interesting photo, here re-

produced was taken by Captain

E. H. Stafford, R.E., at Berbera,

on the Somali coast. At the time

the photo, was taken the lioness

was nine months old and the bull-

terrier pups six weeks. The cap-

lain Ixnight the cub when she was

only a month old, and weighed

but lolb. She was kept as a pet

until she was thirleen months old,

when she weighed 10 stone. This

lioness was perfectly lame, con-

stantly playing with the pups and

their parents. She was kept loose

in the house by day and only

chained up at night. Captain

Stafford tells us she was " very

fond of her master, and followed

him about out of doors like a dog."

region. The lake is incrusted with sail, much as a lake

in more favoured climes might be covered with ice.

The Iracks of a regular highway are seen across Ihe solid

salt surface, and a horse and vehicle are seen near the

rocks that rise in the middle. It was Mr. J. II. Carllon

Levick, of 13 and 14, Abchurch Lane, K.C., who

kindly permitted us to reproduce this interesting photo.

CURIOSITIES.
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JAMAICA,

by thefe prefents, That

&C/ Csfo-tL**, c>6j

for and in conlidcration of the fum of

â - - - _---.._ cirrrcrt money of

^?

Jamaica, to A-*+uJ in hand paid, it anil before its fcillnj and Jclircry of tlicfc prcfen/; by

the receipt v.-Jic-TOf <LS do Iirrcby

acknowledge, hire ba'rgairicd and foIJ, an I !>v thefe prtfcnts do bargain, fell, anil (â¢sliver uctc the

<sc^C' (Jfcffh '^Zj &T&C4J etstt.e/' Â£&?ta.tij a.

TITLE-DEED RELATING TO THE SALE OF A SLAVE.

The entire original of the curious document here

reproduced lies before us as we write. It is now in

the possession of Miss Sophia Beale, of The Mount,

Wilton, Salisbury. The agreement was "signed,

sealed, and delivered " in the presence of a witness,

one Percy\Vhitaker, " on the 2ist day of March, in the

forty-fourth year of His Majesty's reign, and in the

year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and

' four." A stag's head appears in relief on the seal.

The receipt tor the hundred poundsâ" the considera-

tion sum " for the " negro man slave named Charles "

âappears l>elow the seal. Only the upper half is

here reproduced, much of the document consisting of

the tautological jargon beloved of lawyers in all ages.

THE LONGEST-HORNED COW IN THE WORLD.

Mr. Phil R. Palmer, of Johannesburg, writes side with an ordinary-horned animal in order that

us as follows: "Here is a photo, of a South an astonishing contrast might be perceptible in the

African cow whose horns measure 6ft. 6in. photograph."

/rom tip to tip. In

an ox, as doubt-

less you know, great

growth of horns is

not unusual, but in

a cow it is quite

unprecedented,

especially to this

extent. I took the

photo, myself. The

cow belongs to Mr.

A. S. Gibson, of

Waterfall Farm,

about iwelve miles

from Johannesburg.

Mr. Gibson and the

Dutch farmers

throughout t h e

country agree in des-

cribing the cow's

horns as absolutely

unique. This extra-

ordinary cow is per-

fectly quiet ; and she

was placed side by

8oo
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CURIOUS RAT-TRAP

MADE BY SAVAGES.

This ingenious and

curious rat-trap is a

wicker imitation of a

snake, having a real

snake's head fastened to

the end of it with some

adhesive substance. The

bait is a piece of skin,

containing some vege-

table substance to which

rats are supposed to be very partial. The trap is on

the collapsible principle, and it is set by being pressed

together at the ends l>etween ihe hands, until it is large

enough to admit the body of a good-sized rat. The

spring is then fastened, and as soon as the rat touches

the bait at the extreme end of the interior, the whole

thing collapses and resumes its original shape, squeezing

the rat tightly and effectually securing him, the open

work rendering alx)rlivc all his attempts to escape.

This kind of rat-trap is made and used by the natives

of Loanga, West Africa.

ONE BULLET SHOT THROUGH ANOTHER IN

FLIGHT.

An extraordinary incident which occurred at the

Army Rifle Range near Fort Thomas, Ky., U.S.A.,

where the Sixth Infantry Regiment conducts its

annual target practice.

Two officers chanced to

-^^* be firing at right angles,

and at last they fired

simultaneously. The

markers failed to record

both shots, which was sur-

prising, since the marks-

men were the flower of

their corps. The two

bullets were at length

found on the grass as we

see them in the photo.

The smaller bullet, coated

-.. with nickel steel and

fired from a Krag-Jorgensen magazine rifle, had

pierced the first one, which was an ordinary bullet from

a '45 cal. Springfield rifle. This curiosity was picked

up by Lieut. B. W. Atkinson, of the United States

Army, and the photo, was sent to us by Mr. H. L.

Uriel well, of 108, West Canal Streel, Cincinnati.

GROG-GLASS THAT HAS BEEN TWICE TO THE

ANTARCTIC REGIONS.

A most interesting relic is here depicted. It is the

grog-glass of an old sailor, and it went twice to the

Antarctic regions with its owner, James Savage, a

native of Brighton. Savage served as an A.B. in

Sir James Ross's expeditions of 1841-7. The fragile

nature of the thing makes its survival really remark -

THE McKINLEY CRUISER. '

This interesting vessel, photographed by F. C. Moul-

ton, of Fitchburg, Mass., has "never been upon the

sea." It was built upon a car-truck by the Fitchburg and

Leominster Street Kail-

way Co., of Fitchburg,

Mass. Briefly, it was an

electioneering novelty,

and a first-rater at

that. During the last

Presidential campaign

AD VERTISEMENT^.
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THE NURSES OF ENGLAND

AND

â¢

â¢

Nurse PKRE, 2, Hawley Streel, Chalk Farm Road,

N.W. : "Thank you fur Vi-Cocoa. I like it very

much, and will recommend it to all my patients.

Our doctor here and my cousin, who is a public

analyst, say it is very good."

Nurse RAYMOND, 33, Dalton Street, Hulme, Man-

chester : " I have tested Dr. Tibbies' Vi-Cocoa, and

may say that I have never tasted anything to equal it.

I shall have much pleasure in recommending it to any

patients that I nurse."

Nurse STANFORD, Southcroft, Heavitree Road,

Exeter : "I like Dr. Tibbies' Vi-Cocoa very much.

I think it possesses good nourishing and stimulating

qualities. I have recommended it to my patients and

friends."

Nurse FAIRMAN, I, Iladley Terrace, Savile Town,

Dewsbury, Yorks : " I have taken nightly a cupful of

Dr. Tibbies' Vi-Cocoa whilst on night duty with a

severe typhoid case, and have found it most

strengthening and refreshing. As this beverage re-

sembles chocolate, it is more palatable than any other

preparations. I consider it an ideal drink for nursing

mothers."

Merit, and merit alone, is what is claimed for Dr.

Tibbies' Vi-Cocoa, and the proprietois are prepared

to send to any reader who names THE STRAND

MAGAZINE a dainty sample tin of Dr. Tibbies' Vi-

Cocoa free and post paid. There is no magic in all

this. It is a plain, honest, straightforward offer. It

is done to introduce the merits of Dr. Tibbies7 Vi-

Cocoa into every home. Dr. Tibbies' Vi-Cocoa, as a

concentrated form of nourishment and vitality, is

invaluable ; nay, more than this ; for to all who wish

to face the strife and battle of life with greater

endurance and more sustained exertion it is abso-

lutely indis|>ensable.

Dr. Tibbies' Vi-Cocoa, 6d., gd., and Is. 6d. It

can be obtained from all grocers, chemists, and stores,

or from Dr. Tibbies' \i-Cocoa (Limited), Suffolk

House, Cannon Street, London, E.C

CAN BE

TESTED

FREE.

Address (a post-card will do) Dr. TIBBIES' VI-COCOA, Ltd., Suffolk House, Cannon St., London, E.C.

Pleas* mention THE STRAND MAGAZINE. Â»*â¢>
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f Foot's Eureka Trunks

Have sliding drawers which allow

the various articles of apparel, etc.,

to be kept entirely separate, and

enables things in any part of trunk

to be got at instantly without con-

fusion or tumbling over of contents.

Are the only trunks that do not

require to be lifted away from wall

before being opened.

Â±

'?

THE BOTTOM is AS ACCESSIBLE AS THE TOP.

Prices from 50;'-

Send for free Trunk Catalogue.

Made in all sizes of Compressed

Cane, Leather, Wood, Etc.

S. J. FOOT & SON, 95 New Bond St., London, W.

â¢? "GUINEA

BEDSTEAD

Pillars lln. diameter.

Brass Top-rods, Mounts, ana

Vases.

Double Woven Wire Mat-

tress with strengthening

cores to prevent

~i

418

y. 5

7n (M AOti

CHARLES

I'l

Skneroom*.

, Ml*ri Street.

Illustrated

Price Lists

Post Free.

only dirft from

RILBY. Albert

nut (or future irfprcn.

C<rrria0t Paid

if icifi lltMing.

Street. BIRMINGHAM.

e. nn(I nientii'n MagnziDc,

PETER'S

SWISS

Milk=Chocolate

THE MOST

Nourishing and Delicious

Sweatmeat.

At all Confectioners, Sc.

Sole Wholeralc Ascntc-SUc

CÂ«.. Confettmueiy Work*,

WITHOUT A PEER,

IT SPEAKS FOR ITSELF.

THE SCOTCH

SOLD HERE, TKCr.E, & EVERYWHERE.

WHiSKY:;

f AR EXCELLENCE

PATTISONS, Ltd., ffiffi'.KS Ball'idaHooh, Leith, and London.

ADVERTISEMENTS.

Articles

Named.

According to one of the London Dailies,

Irish Slew is a dish entirely unknown to the

Irish, while Kidderminster carpets are made in

Brussels, and Brussels carpels in Kidderminster.

The Turks never revel in the luxury of a

Turkish bath, while wax is not a constituent of

sealing-wax, and cat-gut should be more properly

called sheep-gut. Baffin's Bay is not a bay,

and neither the tit-mouse nor shrew-mouse is a

mouse. Kid gloves are made of sheep or

lamb-skin, and not kid, while rice-paper is not

made of rice, and German silver is not silver at

all, nor of German origin.

There is, however, one article in very great

demand which has l)een popularly designated

as a "Most Valuable Remedy," "World-

Renowned Tonic," "Potent Remedy," "A

Wonderful Medicineâa Great Discovery," " Of

Sterling Value," &c. ; and this article, we sub-

mit, fully deserves these very pronounced

opinions, all of which will be presently quoted.

The "World-Renowned" Guy's Tonic

is the most extraordinary and valuable Remedy

for Indigestion, Gastric Catarrh, Flatulence,

Heartburn, Constipation, Affections of the

Liver, Kidneys, and Spleen, Impoverished ?nil

Vitiated Blood, Nervous Diseases, Skin Dis-

orders, and that impaired (unction of the

various Tissues to which the comprehensive

nnme General Debility has lieen applied. From

the mass of Correspondence in our possession

we select a few short Letters, which contain the

terms above quoted, and which conclusively

prove the curative powers of Guy's Ionic in

the various Disorders therein alluded to.

The Editor of the Sunday Companion writes :

"Most Valuable Remedy."

" From personal examination of original

"Testimonials and personal use of Guy's

" Tonic, we can recommend this prepara-

tion as a most valuable Remedy for

"Impaired Vitality and Affections of the

" Digestive Organs."

"World-Renowned Tonic."

"8, St. Ciithbert's Villas,

" Newtown, Eastleigh.

" I have been a sufferer from Indigestion,

"and am now trying your world-renowned

"Guy's Tonic. ' " F. W. HOOD."

"Potent Remedy."

"Miss Abrahams, of Upper Norwood,

" has, on many occasions, recommended

"Guy's Tonic, and considers it a very

" potent Remedy in Debility and Liver

" Complaints."

"A Wonderful Medicineâa Great

Discovery."

" Wombwell, near Barnsley.

" For the past four years I have suffered

" from the terrible malady Nervous

" Debility, not being able to do a day's

" work in that time. It is wilh great

"pleasure now that I bear my testimony

" to Guy's Tonic ; it is a wonderful

"medicineâa great discovery. I write

" thankfully, feeling its Ixjnefit.

"W. W. WATERHOUSE.'1

Xll
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NEW PATENT

"RUNAWAY" LAWN MOWER.

A high-class, durable, English-made Machine.

SIMPLEST AND BEST. EASY TO WORK. SILENT IN ACTION.

Cash Prices, complete 1 Â»in llin. Mm. Iflm. ITin rattuig vidUi.

wiihi, i: â¢ i 43 6, SO,; 65-, 75-, 94-

A MONTH'S TRIAL allowed, and If not approved of may be

returned unconditionally, and the money refunded. Orders

executed on receipt. Sent Carriage Paid. No charge

for Packing.

FOLLOWS & BATE, Ltd.,

ENGINEERS, GORTON, MANCHESTER.

I'tf.iUd iitentvin tltit 3/<i[/ti;ine.

Thousands

are now

in use.

LATEST DESIGN.] [SEASON 1897.

WOODS' PATENT WIRE CYCLE SADDLE

The BEST Roadster Made. Entirely PREVENTS Saddle Soreness.

COOL, . . .

Greatly

Reduces

Vibration.

COMFORTABLE,

AND LIGHT .

IN WEIGHT.

STOUR HOUSE, CIIKISTCHUKCH.

3oth Sept., 1896. HANTS.

Messrs. The Longford Wire Co.,

Ltd., Warrington.

The Baroness de Langsdaffbegs

to inclose postal order and stamps

to the Longford Wire Company,

Limited, for the Woven Wire

Saddle which she has had on hire,

and is pleased to keep, as she has

found it most comfortable, and the

best she has yet seen. li has

enabled her to ride long distances

without fatigue, and over very bad

roads without a jar

WITH AND WITHOUT FELT COVER.

All Saddles sent on One Month's Trial.

Price and

Testimonials

on

Application.

AN IDEAL .

SADDLE FOff

LADY OR . -

GENTLEMAN.

24, AKLEY ROAD,

Cur TON,

ist Sept., 1896.

Messrs. The Longford Wire Ox,

Ltd., Wiirringion.

General Swanston presrah ln-

complinients to the Longford Wire-

Company, and in thanking tbric

for the Wire Cycle Saddkr

furnished, desires to mention lhat

he purposes retaining the same.

it proving; the only a)I-round!

comfortable cycle seal thai be has.

met with after trying sere?al other

makes of various patterns.

WOODS' PATENT GALVANIZED

STEEL WIRE

AD VERTISEMENTS.

It Stands Alone!

As the snow-capped summit ment of making a. penny equal a shilling

challenge

of the whole

dom. Ther

over-

shad-

of an isolated mountain peak, all

a-glitter with the slanting sun-

shine, compels the gaze of the

dweller in the valley, so

does the exalted pre-eminence o

Quaker Oats

intelligence

of Christen

it stands !

ping, over-

owing all competi

tion, with its wide

extended base of gen

uine merit resting up

on the popular approva

of a whole world, and

cloud-reaching superiority re

fleeting the â¢ crowning glo

of honor ^K^ ^le success

Quaker^^^L Oats migh

well ser^I ve as the tex

from whi i^ ch to preach a

sermon on "The Reward o

Real Merit," for only by,

reason of its inherent excel

lence has it become "The

crat of the Breakfast Table."

It has been said that, "

man who succeeds ft in mak

ing two blades

grow where onlyMonegre

before, is a public bene || fxtor.

in purchasing power/ QuakerOats

has done this, plac ^ ing within the

;rasp of the weal

1 i k e,

and diet-

In the

'nutntou

hen,tha

the un

intellige:

to-day

the

cellence

thy and poor

* the greatest

food

cacy

mansions of the rich, in the cot-

of the poor, in princes'

alaces and in dingy tene-

ents alike has

uaker Oats be-

me a house-

old word. To

epicure it

dainty morsel

o tempt the

urfeited appe-

te, to the dys-

eptic a solace,

3UT
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The Polyphon.

3

o_

m

X

n
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Brery description of Musical Box rvpfttTwt and put in thorough order

at m M moderate charge*.

Ati /'i":'< ; or i- , ,F> /or lllnttnited ' )t " CÂ«/aIo0uc, Pott Frti.

Boxes from 16/6 to 5O Guinea*.

NICOLE FRERE5, 21, Ely Place, London, E.C.

"FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE."

CLARKE'S

WORLD-FAMED

BLOOD MIXTURE

Is warranted to cleanse the blojd from all impurities

from TcX/rt/rrv/' cruise arising. For Scrotula, Scurvy,

Kczcma, Had Legs, Skin and Blood Diseases, Pimples

and Sores of all kinds, its effects arc marvellous. It is

the only real Rpectfic lor Ciout and Rheumatic Pains, for it

removes the caust from the Mood and bones. Thousands

of wonderful cures have been effected by it. In Ixxtles

2v. o\i. and n-, each, of Chemihls everywhere.

BEWARE OF WORTHLESS IMITATIONS.

HEALTH EXERCISER.

A COMPLETE

HOME GYMNASIUM.

Worked cii n. new iTineiple. which sctenti-

tit-allv i-M-n IK--Hint tl?relo|Â« every part nf

the Uxly uitli-iut m,tn. <T fatigue. It

â¢trengthrns the tnuwlfu, invigorate* the

tody, Â»t Intnl.it iÂ»< the ulmlr svttem into

healthful lu-tivity. nmt DWkM wnÂ« feel

Itfttcr, eat IwtU-r. Bleep better, work >*tUr.

Suitable t"i iHilh sexen, ami ailjuntable U>

Hie Athlete ami Invalid.

Hiuur.iT MLMC u. IMMUSEMESTL

PRICES FROM 21 -

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE.

s. J. rooi- Â«st

05, New Bond St., London, W.

rI*H b'

IMPROVED

HOME TURKO-RUSSIAN

FOLDING BATH CABINET

Enables everyone lo enjoy in

their own home all the luxu-

ries and advantages of the

Dry Steam, Vapour,Oxygen,

Medicated, and Perfumed

Baths. A sure Cure for

Colds, Influenza, Aching

Muscles, Stiff Joints, Rheu-

matism, .â¢'.<, and prevents

contracting diseases. En-

sures a healthy Skin, Clear

Complexion, and prevents

Obesity. It is portable, can

be used in any room, and

folds up when not in use.

ILLUSTRATED DESCRTPTIVF. CIRCULAR FREE,

S. J. FOOT & SON, 95, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.

The New Patent

SOUND DISCS

Completely overcome DEAFNESS and

HEAL> NOISES, no matter of how long

AD VERTISEMENTS.
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American

Derby Roll = Top Desks,

AND

Office, Study, and Library Furniture.

Â»â¢ The Derby Desk is the Standard for Comparison I

*& The Derby Desk is both a Necessity and a Luxury !

*Â»â¢ The Derby Desk is an Office in Itself!

All Sizes,

la Oak, Walnut,

or Mahogany.

HUNDREDS OF

TESTIMONIALS

RECEIVED.

DRAWING DOWN

ROLL-COVER

LOCKS

ENTIRE DESK

AUTOMATICALLY.

*#

BEST

WORKMANSHIP

AND FINISH.

#*

SATISFACTION

GUARANTEED.

A LARGE VARIETY OF SPECIALITIES IN OFFICE AND LIBRARY

FURNITURE ALWAYS IN STOCK.

a lobe Letter-Filing Cabinets

(FINEST is THE WORLDX

Document File*.

Catalogue Cabinets.

Folding Card-Table*.

Wernlcke Elastic Bookcases,

Ac., Ac., Ac.

Book-keepers' Desks.

Typswrlters' Desks.

Bank and Directors' Table*.

Office Chair*.

Library Chairs.

Revolving and Tilting Chairs.

Ac., Ac., Ac.

ELEGANCE, UTILITY, AND COMFORT ARE ENSURED BY USING OUR SPECIALITIES.

Send for Illustrated Catalogues (C Dept.), or call and

inspect our Slock.

THOMAS TURNER,

44, Holborn Viaduct, LONDON, E.C.;

7 & 9, Newarke St., LEICESTER.

(Mention "Strand Magazine.")

AD VERTISEMENTS.

Grand Jubilee Prizes.

^

WORTH OF

Typewriters

TO BE AWARDED

A Standard Typewriter (Â£23) for a Shilling.

The YOST Typewriter Co., Ltd., to commemorate the glorious reign of Ilur Imperial Majesty, have

decided to give away in open competition Twenty of their famous No. 4 YOST Typewriters and a few

Cabinets of the aggregate value of Â£$oo. The Competitions are open to all, the conditions are

simple, and the prizes will enable the successful competitors to comfortably earn

good incomes.

It is now almost universally admitted that the YOST Typewriter is the finest Writing Machine that hr.s.

ever been invented. It produces the best work. It is the strongest. It costs least to maintain. It is the

easiest to learn ; anyone being able to work it after a few hours' practice. It has given occupation and

good incomes to an army of persons of lx>lh sexes. It is in use in (iovernment, Professional, and

Commercial Offices, and numlwrs amongst its 35,000 users many of the most eminent personages in the

social and scientific world.

LIST OF COMPETITIONS.

No. I. SHORTHAND WRITERS' COMPRTITION.

Two No. 4 YOST Machines will be given to the

writers (one .uly and one gentleman) of the best

Shorthand Transcript of a passage containing about

135 words, which will be found on Competition Form

No. I. This competition closes on June aoth. The

awards will be made about the isth July and duly

advertised.

No. 2. TYPISTS' COMPETITIONS.

No. 3. flENERAL COMPETITIONS.

Fourteen No. 4 YOST Typewriters will be given

to those persons sending in the best papers written

in accordance with the instructions below: â

1. Give the names, addresses, and occupations of

not less than six important commercial and profes-

sional people In your neighbourhood to whom the

YOST Typewriter would be useful.

2. Give three suggestions for efficiently and econo-

mically advertising the YOST Typewriter in your

neighbourhood.

Six Machines will be awarded In the middle of July.

Four ,, ,, .. ,. August.

Four ,, ,, ,, ., September.

Four No. 4 YOST Machines will be given to the

writers (two ladies and two gentlemen) of the best

typewritten re-arranged copy of a business letter

which will be found on Competition Form No. 2. Any

Machine can be used. Two machines will be given in

the middle of August, and two in the middle of

September. The competitions close on July3ist and

August aist respectively.

Papers must reach the YOST Typewriter Co., Ltd., 50, Holborn Viaduct, London, B.C., on or before the;

last day of the month preceding that in which the competition Is held. Papers received later will be entered

for the next competition. The names of prize-winners will be duly published. The YOST Typewriter Co., Ltd.,

reserve to themselves the right to alter or vary the Competitions by advertising such alterations or variations

in advance.

-RULES-

1. It is necessary that all Competitors should send to the YOST Typewriter Co., Ltd., 50, Holbom Viaduct, London, E.C,

> subscription of i/- P.O., or 24 halfpenny stamps, receiving in return a magnificent cabinet portrait of Her Majesty Queen

Victoria, and the necessary competition forms. Competitors must slate the number of the competition (i, 3, or 3) they desire

to enter.

2. Competitors may enter all competitions, but a subscription will l>e required for each. _ . tt

3. Competitors must mark the envelopes containing their competition form* " No. i, Shorthand Writer* Competition,

"No. 2, Typists' Competition," or "No. 3. General Competitions," as the case may be, and address them to the YOSiT Typewriter

Co., Ltd., 50, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C.

4. All papers sent in will become the properly of the YOST Typewriter Co., Ltd.

5. Employees of the YOST Typewriter Co., Ltd., are debarred from these competitions.

The YOST Typewriter Co., Ltd., will appoint a committee of experts to award the prizes. The decisions of the commitlee will

be absolute and final.

To those competitors whose papers show exceptional merit will be awarded handscme cabinets in addition to Typewriters.

The YOST Typewriter Company, Limited,

AD VERTISEMENTS.
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THE LONDON CLOVE COMPANY'S CLOVES

For Ladies', Gentlemen's, and Children's Wear.

SINGLE PAIRS AT WHOLESALE PRICES!

Supplementary Department*: -

HOSIERY, HANDKERCHIEFS, FANS.

.SÂ«n / Pott-Curd for Detailed and Illnttratml Price Lift (56 page*/.

THE LONDON CLOVE CO., 45a, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C.

Branch Warehouse: 83, New Bond Street. W.

Contains all the essentials

of a Pure Dietary neces-

â¢ary to secure a Healthy

and Natural Development

of Bone and Muscle â a

vital necessity to growing

Infants.

SOLD BVKKYWHFKE.

J; ' â¢- all I-.- 'fiif'-ni-

Scrnl lor puanblttC on th

rt'ii.' ]'..s

K>IÂ» MILLS,

Free fnnu Hi DUB'S FI

Londun, N.

A JEWEL OF A PEN

Gold

Mounted

and

Chased,

In chooning a I'en everyone wanta the Bertâ that ui they want the

"C ALTON" STYLOGRAPHIC PEN.

It is the Simplest an.l Cheapest of it, kind on Uie Market, and Is

Drained hy nil who . i â¢â¢â¢ â¢ it WK - UM ii Complete in Dox, with Filler &nd

Diraotloiu, ixnt luml lor 3s. All kinds repaired

â¢* JEWEL" Fountain Pen, ftttcd with 9-oarat Gold Nib. 5s.

DEPT. S.M., JEWEL PEN COMPANY,

58, FENCHURCH STREET, LONDON, E.C.

Tllc " VERY THING " for

Cycling. The

SUBSTITUTE

STAYS.

HI'.M AND LOW M,Â« It

4/11, 6/11, *8/6,

12/9, &c.

â¢Specially recfjmmendad.

iDWhitc.VuWD, I IOTP. Black.

Every Bone Remove*

for Wuhlnf.

Apk your usual Draper for

Explannlory Fami>hlet or

Samiilei 0^ Al-rUOVAL.

HERTS SON & CO., LD,

WoÂ«d St., London, E.G.

THE WATCH FOR YOU \

1 watch

Centre Seconds, admirably

adapted fur Hume or Â£olo-

iniil Wear. It has H fine

movement of superior

flnlsh, jewelled in every

action - 1O holes- fitted with

a Brepnet Jtiifr-Sprifif (over

coil), and a real Chrono-

meter Balance â adjusted

for variation* in tcmfwra-

furat â"in ft henvy 14-ct-

puUn, upon which MI *â¢ leganU

monogram (full -i" â¢ can hir

engiaved for 6;- extra

The Maker's pric* i-

XMII

AD VER'l CEMENTS.

THE BEST FAMILY MEDICINE.

NEARLY 70 YEARS' REPUTATION.

UNSURPASSED FOR ALL LIVF.R & BILIOUS DI8KA8ES.

QUICKEST REMEDY FOR FEVER AND RHEUMATISM.

ENSURE SI^EP. AB--OH7TEL.Y NO DANOER OF COLD

SO COMMON "WITH MEROURY AND OTHER MINERAL,

DRUOS. SAFE AND EFFICACIOUS IN ALL CLIMATES.

Sold In- all ChtT-ists A Medicine Vendors In Boxes. I3!d. * 29.

MOKISON'SPOWDERS. 13jd. p-r Pox: OINTMENT. iSid.* 2 9

per Pot. Of 'Wholesale Houses, or fr-om MORISON & CO.. THE

BRITISH COLLEGE OF HEALTH 33. Euston Road, London.

N.R.âThc Pill* nr* nlao prffntrrd with n Prnrl Coating, which renders

them quite tatMefg, but drtfs not iitttrfe.rr with thfir prompt action.

HERE'S A

POINT

worth remembering. It is the

"business" end of unc of our

' BRITISH'

STYLOGRAPHIC PENS,!

which are acknowledged on all F

hands to be the most useful i

pens made. A perfect luxury !

to write with, they glide over I

the paper like a superOne lead

pencil, and hold enough ink for

a day's incessant writing.

MADE IN 3 QUALITIESâ

5/-, 71- & 12/6,

post free. Money returned in I

full if pen iÂ» not liked.

Good for every class of work except shorthand, I

tor that nothing can surpass our

NEPTUNE FOUNTAIN PENS,

2/6 to 1O 6 each.

Send for free illustrated catalogue.

BURGE, WARREN & RIDCLEY,

11, Cterkenwell Green, LONDON, E.G.

TOBACCONISTS COMMENCING.

Â£20

Set Hid. Guide & Catalogue (j 5

â¢HOW TO OPEN A cfcAR

from (,10 to jÂ£9,ooo.'

Tebiceonliti Outfitting Co. (Kig.),

iÂ«6, EUSTOJ. ROAD, LONDON.

**.-Â»Â»Â« Itreul ond original Jkno. IA

TO STAMP COLLECTORS

ITtw ChtfJofM. rtw edition, firing the market pric* of all

poitag* tttmpi, Bnnh, Colonial, and Foreign, issued up to

dÂ«tÂ« of raUiolk*; loo jÂ»ge., 5,000 illuslr.lioni, ./o, pÂ«l

fee*, ft-r+l* iM â¢( )Â«ck<ta, MU, and albums, Â£tÂ»tiÂ«.

WKITF1EU KMC * CO., IPSWICH. Btttbllibti 1869.

STAFFORDSHIRE

CHINA.

For 13/8, Carriage Paid (a/- extra Scotland or Ireland), we

will forward direct from the factory this charming and superior

China Tea Service, in rich Blue and Gold or bright Teria-cotU

Colour and Gold (Sample Cup and Saucer for ELEVEN

stampO. Please do not forget it will be CARRIAGE PAID and

carefully packed. A beautiful and lasting present. Contents :â

PltOM.

For 17/6 we will forward Carriage Paid (z/- extra to Scotland

or Ireland) this complete Dinner Service on Pure NVhite Iron-

stone China, with lovely new design in Peacock Blue or Stiver

Grey. Contents of Service . 36 Plates (3 sizes), 5 Meat

Dishes, 2 Covered Vegetable Dishes, 1 complete Sauee

Tureen with Ladle and Stand. 1 Butter Coat. If required

we can add a Soup Tureen and Twelve Soup Plates for ?/â¢

extra. Don't forget, CARRIAGE PAID. On goods for

AD VE& T2SEMENTS.

Dyspepsia:

How to Remove its many Evil Symptoms.

PROPERLY used the stomach is a friend. Abused

it is an enemy.

The digestive powers, although adaptable, are

constitutionally limited.

If, then, you *' live not wisely, but too well," or eat

food that disagrees with you, you necessarily suffer,

unless you counteract the evil by proper treatment.

If you overload the stomach, or are too fond of

dainties, made dishes, &c., all the intestinal organs

suffer.

The gastric juices that would suffice to digest a

moderate quantity of food must necessarily fail to

convert a greater supply. Undigested food ferments.,

and breeds poisonous gases.

Food is eaten that the blood may take up essential

nutritive principles from it when digested.

It is therefore not what we eat but what we digest

t-hat is essential.

If you ate food, and had no digestion at all, you

would starve, just the same as if you ale nothing at all.

Digesiion, therefore, is a vital principle, and not

only a mechanical operation.

When the system is overloaded, plethoric, and

adipose, indigestion is set up, the functions of the

liver are deranged, constipation ensues, and uric acid

is generated in excess.

When uric acid is present in the system, gout,

rheumatism, and kidney disorders are set up, and a

state of Uricacid.emia ensues, always provocative of

disease.

The hest treatment for remedying this slate of things

has hitherto Ix-en found in the "waters" of certain

Continental mineral water springs. They contain

certain medicinal salts in solution.

But very few people can afford time and money to

visit and spend several weeks at a Continentnl health

resort. Hotel expenses arc high, travelling is expen-

sive, and, proverbially, " Time is money."

Kulnow's Improved Effervescent Cnrlsliad I'owder

contains the vital principle of all Continental mineral

â¢waters in a pure, pleasant, and portable form.

Always fresh and efficacious at a moment's notice.

The Continental mineral-water springs, and the

salts evaporated from them, are mostly drastic and

nauseous. The products of Nature's Dispensaries are

frequently crude, and need a corrective.

But Kutnow's I.K.C. Powder, on the contrary, is

gentle and pleasant.

So that you can now have all the benefits of any

Continental mineral-spring treatment at your own

Jiome.

And with a minimum expense insure a maximum

li.'m-fi-..

Kutnow's I.E.G. Powder acts as a natural lubricant

to the digestive functions, and for the whole alimentary

Iract. It obviates friction, and causes smooth work-

ing, just as oil does to a machine.

Kutnow's I.E.C. Powder is prescribed and recom-

mended by medical men of both hemispheres.

KUTNOW'S has lÂ«en PRESCRIBED to MEM-

BERS of the ROYAL FAMILY.

All the leading medical journals indorse the merits

of Kntnow's I.E.C. I'owder.

Kulnow's I.K.C'. Powder is not a secret or patent

medicine. Doctors know the formula.

Kutnow's I.E.C. Powder is produced by the

ingenious expedient of desiccating the salts which

AD VERTISEMRNTS.

FLOWS

REGULARLY

CONSTANTLY

Made in THREE SIZES

ONLY, at

10/6,

16/6,

25/

EACH,

Post Free.

SMOOTHLY

Complete Illustrated Catalog

Post Free on Application if?

MABIE,TODD,*BARD.

S3 CHEAPSIDE,E.C.\

35o. REGENT ST., W. J

EXCHANGE ST. MANCHESTER

Maw Wut-End Branch: 21, KenÂ«lnÂ«ton High Street, W.

HEAD OFFICE : 93, Cheapside, E.G.

LONDON.

A HOME REMEDY

Acts upon the blood current, causes the system to absorb ait

extra anumnt of pure atmospheric oxygen, builds up the

general health, and thus overcomes the specific complaint.

Wilier Rectory, Brawler, Salop, Februarr llth, INT.

DEAD SIR,â Two yvara aco I was Buffering from debility, Â»tnl had

}Â«Â«-n fur teveral yeiir*. I hail tried every kind of medicine and treat

turn* ..in gÂ»t no better, being exhiuinted after the least exertion, and

having no Test in life. I ww the Klectropoine adTertiaed, and thought

I would give it n three months' trial. Suffice it to iay I kept it. 1

have not lourhrd n tonic for two yean, and everyone i* surprised mi

iuy increased energy and hrnltliy looks. Your* truly, ,

HmZ WATNE.

Mile o'Forert, Stoneharen, N.B., February 12th. 1R97.

DrAR Ria,â I U**tify with pleasure to the benefit I bare dvrired

fr<mi tho l'.l< r( r.i|h .]-!â¢ I did nut Wlieve in it, and only tried it m

.,

experiment, but I am now a convert. I ut-rer n>i-- an oppurtunity ol

I uni, yuur* faJtltfully,

e, a

advocating it - use. , ,

Alre. M CAMERON.

United Presbyterian MnnM, Morebatile, Kelwi. Feb. 5th, 1897.

SIR,â After nearly one yenr'ii couitAnt use of the Tow in my own

househnld tnd nniong my frieiuts, I glndly War emphatic witum to-

il remarkable curative power. I hare neen it effect a permanent euro

in a â¢ .1 M' of chronic relaxed throatâ clear away neiiraJgir headache* in

!â¢ -f> than an hourâ and remove after four .Â»T nix day* arnt* indirection,

cir. Juiit a fortnight ago I vaupht a very Berrne diill, and waa iÂ«ry

runout to t- -l the eBicacy of the 1'oise in mr own uue. 1 placed it in

i' â¢â¢, and applied the treatfnK pUte over the throat, which WM won aoa

-nit Almost immediately 1 felt Rte;it relief. After lour roMerutire

nighm of HtronR trt'atuient, the HTrctn of the chill were dmipated, and

in a wri-k I wan perfectly clear afrain, and Btrunper and btltrr ri-trv M*V

tl""i {'â¢!â¢â¢>â¢â¢ All thin without "laying up " 1 wonld not, tuerrtmr,

v. illiinily be without a T<'iÂ«>- &ly own is in cowtant UH among

friends; nnd, indeed. 1 could keei> tet-crol going did 1 pooea* them

1 have no financial interest in the l'<>i*e.

I am, yours truly, Rer. COLIN M. OIBB. M.A.

BOOK OF INFORMATION (POST FREE).

ELECTROLIBRATION

THE

COMPAGTUM" TENT

3V cÂ».

Specially fitted and adapted for Bathing or

Garden, to supply a much-needed requirement,

and within everyl>ody's reach, l>eing Commodious,

Durable, and Cheap.

Plain. Diameter 7lt. Gin., Height Mi.

AD VERTISEMENTS.
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It Is never called a "Heblg."

JH iu ia iivvtsi- cojieu a â lie

ARMOUR'S

EXTRACT

OF BEEF

Should always be at the Cook's right hand.

The Purest and Best for use in Summer as well as Winter.

Sold-by Leading Grocers and Chemists.

-^ ^ Insist on having "ARMOUR'S."

Cookery Book posted free by sending a post-card with name and address toâ

ARMOUR & CO. (Chicago), LONDON, S.E.

PIMPLES, AND ALL

SKIN ERUPTIONS

Can be effectually cured by taking

Frazer's Tablets,

The best blood purifier ever known.

Thousands have proved this.

Frazer's Tablets

Remove all impurities in the blood, and render

the skin and complexion delightfully smooth

and clear.

PHYSICIANS RECOMMEND

FRAZER'S TABLETS

For ECZEMA, RHEUMATISM, CONSTIPATION,

and ALL BLOOD and SKIN DISORDERS.

NOTICE.-FRAZER'S TABLETS can be obtained

of all Chemists, price i i! per box, in pale green

boxes with the words " Frazer's Tablets " In gold

letters on the lid, or post free, 1/3, fromâ

PRAZBR'S. Limited, ixt>. Fleet Street, London.

Ask for Frazer's Tablets, and accept no substitute.

A BOON TO CYCLISTS.

Burnip's (Patent) Chain Brush

'Liidgate' Tea Service

(China with Gold Edge In Rose-Pink,

Blue or Qreen.)

126

For 12 persons (40 pieces) 12/6

(If for ihe country, 9d. extra for box.)

Enamelled and Hand-painted Sets, 21/- to 15 Gs.

ALFRED B. PEARCE,

39. LUDGATE HILL,, LONDON.

(KitaHiiheil 1760.)

WHOLESALE

SUPPLY CO., Manchester,

Cleans your

Chain In Two

Minutes.

NO NEED

FOR A

GEAR CASE

Post Free, is.

Bold by Cy-

dÂ« - Dealent,

Hence Smith

and other

Oilmen, Iron-

monKerB,

Fancy SU-

tioners, Ac.

KREUGER & CO., 10, EASTCHEAP, LONDON, E.C.

Kindlj mention THE STRAND MAUAZIXK.

DIRECT TO THE PUBLIC.'

"Â» INTERMEDIATE PROFITS

HY ncALINO niKr.CT WITH |fs

YOU SAVE FROM 3O TO-

50 PER CENT.

/<Â« Kmtt of Jmttleru, flectrn. rial-
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EIFFEL ^

T O W E R. ^

LEMONADE

2 Gallons **< 44 d.

A 4J4<L Bottle of "Eif-

fel Tower" Lemonade

makes 32 Tumblers (2

Gallons) of most delici-

ous Home Made Lemo-

nade. It is by concen-

trating the Lemons in

the orchards where they

are grown that the Eiffel

Tower Lemonade can

he supplied at this re-

markable price. It is

nude from the finest

Lemons only that the

world produces. None

genuine unless bearing

the Eiffel Tower Trade

Mark. Ask your Grocer

for it, or send 6 stamps to

G. Foster Clark & Co.,

No. 5, Eiffel Tower

Factory, Ma.dttone.

THE

' Absolutely the Best Dressing for the Hair. It Eradicates Scurf and

Dandrlff, Prevents Hair Falling;, and ensures Luxuriant Tresses.

KOKO-MARICOPA8

,,

1 -. 3/8, and 46. of all Chemltis, or post free from .â¢â,ââ.

a, BevlÂ» Marks, and 233, Regent Street,

LIZARS' "RANGE" CLASSES

For Field and Marine Uae.

The Hlgheet Power Glauea Procurable.

A In-lit ordinary field fliat uiagiilnel 4 timen.

The "HanKe." OlasBeii magnify fl, H. mill 11

time., and combine in the moil perfect mauner

hieh |xiÂ»er, |Â«irtaliility. and definition.

The fo4-uHninn arranpement in a novel c ne.

When once focuned tile Â«laÂ«Â« in ready for me at

anytime without further alteration, anadran.

tain which will at once, commend itnelf to all

user* of rii-lii ami ilarine (Jlawes.

' Priea t" lirtl "IK, li-iln Jlmn, la magnify *

ttnM 3S/- â¢ tf tiiÂ»ef, 50/- : 11 litnrt, 63'-.

Vr m ROMELI Pc"rtlÂ»n'd. wrftn: "I tÂ»rtÂ«d the â¢RÂ»Â»oÂ« 'Field

fiSii Eilnrt ' pair S V.in..<-ulÂ»r Tcle,cope.. which ,-o.t 7 su,nea.. and

l.ineÂ»Â°/n'a reniarkahle decree W*sh lÂ»ir.r, clear demdtion, |Kirtiil.ility,

and cheapne.,.- Askheaton. write.: "I consider it

admiral.]"â¢! very powerful, and .The contrivance for resulatlnj local

_ Ordinary rielÂ«l |Â«J*?5?fâ__,,â iarL j_ L'izAHS. .Manufacturer,

V ; 73. Victoria St., BELFAST;

H

HIGH-

CLASS

ANNA & CO.'S

IRISH LINENS

I.'i,it- Hand Woven nn.l "ORASS BLEACHED" Â«!lve

CndleB. Wear, "l reUin tl.eir beautiful Snow-white

Anpenranc*.

IRISH DAMASK ^ABLE

Napklnl. fnmi S.'fi ; Dinn-r

. front 4'Â«. ner'k>7. Talile

.

n. 2vÂ«lÂ«.

.
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TxHSmith

No trouble; ready at amoment's notice

A Clever Idea.

This la exactly how a man liken hii

-hirt, collar and cuffs to look. It IB very

easy, too, to get the effect. You have

only to rub Home of Hertford'* China i .lu*s

on the linen before ironing, not mix It

with the starch, and then you have a

beautiful polished rmrface. No sticking.

No trouble, A shilling box, containing

enough fora nmnth or two, sent free by

return of port iwithin Great Uritain) for

1M.; foreign pout extra.~H. M UÂ»:itiuuu

ASH SON, .iff. Oxf'inl Street, Liverpool.

I CURE FITS

AND to Prove It I Will GIVE You a Bottle of my Remedy

for Nothing, so that You May Try It Before Paving Out

any Money. I Have Made a Lifelong Study of Fits, fcpilepsy,

St. Vitus' Dance. &c., and when I Â«v Cure, I Mean a Radical

Cure. Don't CONTINUE TO SUFFER, but Send for

Testimonials and FREE liottle of Medicine and TRY IT â

H (i. ROOT. 28, EndsleJRh Gardens. London. N.W

Twe ds, C ev ots,

. Mintle Cloth . HomeSpuns, Saxouvs \ icuuas

Worsted Coatings, etc. Guarantee'd made in

) my mills under my personal supervision and

. coutiiui g nettling: but pure wool. Suitable

for walking costumes, tourist, and business

,

WPost Free.

Free to Examine.

SEND NO

CASH.

8/6

SEND NO

CASH.

Cut this out, and send it with your

banker's certificate that you are

worthy of credit, and we will send

you, registered and post free, this

handsome, perfect running Watch, on

approval. If you do not find it the

greatest bargain you ever saw, and

, far superior 10 the imitation bold by

I others for 10/6, as

9-CARAT GOLD, HALL MARKED,

| return it to us and

PAY NOTHING.

If you choose to inclose the 8/6

I with your orderâwe do noi ask itâ

but if you choose to do so, we will put

in free a very massive and l>eauuful

Cent's Albert Chain, and send the

same at once free by registered post.

The Watch is a perfect timekeeper.

It has a chronograph attachment for

timing races, etc., and is guaranteed

to show the time to the jooth part

of a minute.

ROBERT HUNTER, Coatbridpe,

wr.H-s, April 171)1, 1897 : " I have received the watch to-day

all right, and am well pleased with it."

Illustrated List of Latest Novelties, id. stamp for postage

W. JONES & CO., NOVELTY MANUFACTURERS,

6, Devonshire Street* Holborn, London, W.C.

i
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THE PATENT

HANDY KNIFE GLEANER

WITH INDIA-RUBBER ROLLERS.

A high-clan Machine, fitted with the latest patented improvements, viz. : Guide

Rollers and tx>uical Fork {'leaner.

Â§â¢Â»" Will quickly clean and burnish kniven in a manner not attainable with the old-

fashioned knife-board, and without damaging the handles

Each Machine in mounted on a hard-wood I'.lnck, and supplied with a Double Grip

C'nuuj', Tin of Kweiy i'owdcr, and packed in n neat box.

A USEFUL AND ALWAYS ACCEPTABLE WEDDING PRESENT.

Net Cash Prices : No. 0, 12/6 ; No. 1, 17/6 ; No. 2, 21, - Carriage Paid.

// not approved of may be returned unconditional! u utnl i'<' >.-,>.; refunded.

* executed oil ifcr.ipt.

, MANCHESTER.

FOLLOWS & BATE, Ltd., fc

PLUSK

Tin-. MAGAZINE.

Ltd- Hanley, Staff.

Potteries.

A Splendid Opportunity. Direct from the Potteries.

ADT
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The "Queen Anne" Corcbinatlon Tea and Breakfast Service.

This M â¢mil' i tul -rt l.i- nmv in i n fitted at great cost with our patent

BLIDB LID TEAPOT. The cÂ»vm* MiileH in a groove, and cannot

fall "ff. A boon to Â«YÂ«Â»rv hmmeh-ilder. No pxtra charge. The rent of the

ppt In of a moftt elrgnntly iimdclled chinn shape In wmi-porcelnin, deco-

rated with thefauioua "^ueen Anne " detrign, and most rWt<-ly finished

ami beautifully traced in !*â¢Â« English gold, consintiiiK nt :ffl articles.

This genuine triumph nf British manufacture consist? of :â

I Ten Vat. with intent alide lid, â¢â¢

1 Cream Jug

I I. .I.-.- â¢-. r. of 3 Jug* (just re-

nonflsjdj

1 Hot Water Jugfwithbentquality

Patent Lever Mount, quite new)

106.

6 Ten Ci.pii nnd Saucers

ii Ten !'lat*>*

:i Brenkfast â¢â¢'!!- and Baureri

:t BrÂ«nkfiu>t 1 Mates

;.M-.ik.. Plate*

1 Slop Basin

1 OoTercd Muffin Dish

Packed f>

Tho "Queen Anne" Dinner Service. To match.

A charming effect In Peacock Blue on a pure Semi Porcelain

Body.

Thin jierfect triumph of thr fictile art, conpisting Â«>f :â

I1.' Meat 1'late.t 5 Meat Iâ¢)â¢ h, - iroraiuring from

\'l Tart Hate! 10) to ]M in.)

It Cheese Plate* 2 Full ?ize \VKetable Dishes and

2 Sauce Boats " .

ran now be obtained direct from our ovens freiih, bright, and near, fnr

15*. Od. We confidently <-- n that no flner value hai ever )>ecn

offered. We alMo supply to match the came eervicv Twelve Soup I 'I M - *

(Full-nize), a tyiup Tun-en huldtng three pints, wiih stand complete, for

7Â«. extra. The Comi.lf te Service. Boap Plataan<l Nmp Tureen included,

is finished and beautifully traced in best Enjrliiih K-.I.I fur Â£1 lla. Bd.

Satd P.O.O. at onct (wAic* thnuld (M .-r-wnH) (o amid dinappfintment.

fer Â£2 2s. 3d.|

BeU,i;ramlfonnir<le.It,>an7i.ilwaT>tÂ«UoninÂ£nÂ«Uud.

THE THREE SERVICES

N.B.â Crest*. Monoffraim. and Baduci made a Speciality either for l.irxf Private Families, or for Hotel*. .-. h â¢â¢!- \ S.I.- M;uiufaitun-rK ,,f tViÂ» " UMFR ACTURABLE SURFACE PLATES" for Hotels. Kestiuraot*. rluhs. Ac..

SHEFFIELD CUTJLERY AND

DIRECT FROM MAKERS AT WHOLESALE PRICES.

"THE JUBILEE" TEAPOT. Remarkable Value.

8/6
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DAINTY AND NUTRITIOUS.

IRD'S

CUSTARD

POWDER

Provides not only delicious Custard, but an endless variety ot

delightful Dishes.

As an article of Diet, BIRD'S CUSTARD is unrivalled for nutriment and

delicacy of flavour. Dr. Nansen's crew consumed the whole of a Five

Years' Supply in no more than Three Years.

NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK!

ERE

An Improved

preparation for

Polishing Fine and

Costly, as

well as Ordinary,

Furniture.

ECTS

L"

â¢â¢!>'<

Regd.

A FREE

SAMPLE

BOTTLE

Will be sent ta any lady

kind enough to ask (or

one, and willing to make

a trial.

A LARGE SIZE

SHILLING

BOTTLE

will be sent Post Free on

receipt of is. until such

time as all the Stores and

Shopkeepers have received

their stock.

Address:

"Terezol" Works,

Pendleton, Manchester.

CREDIT ON ITS MANUFACTURERS.

Any sort of Furniture rubbed lightly with a tew drops of "TEREZOL"

upon a piece ot flannel, and polished oft with a cotton duster, will

REFLECT CREDIT upon the household.

LONDON OFFICE:--

8, Union Court, Old Broad St.,

E.C.

N.B. â"TEREZOL" will

not injure the most costly

Furniture.

AD VERTISEMENTS.

Practical Question

<Â°< Practical Men,

HEALTH is precarious. SICKNESS costs money.

We UÂ«ua PollelM iiiMmriK from Â£1 to Â£10 per week during

disablement, â¢|>eciallT mm&mjp meet Hi.- needs Â»f BimineiB and

Profenional men. WÂ« are a " Thrift Institution, bued uj>uii l.n-i

neu principlea," /Brititk WÂ«ekly.i May we send YOU particular*!

SICKNESS AND ACCIDENT ASSURANCE ASSOCIATION, LTD.,

'-â¢1, YORK PLACE, EDHBUKCH. S5, MOOROATK ST., LONDOH, E.C.

Â£-*J~ W* huvc a few varnnfiÂ«* for active ApeiU*.

'BEST COCOA FOR SUMMER USE.

DUNN'S

COCOA

ESSEtfCE.

PURE AND PALATABLE.

TÂ«in. MMH. A QuMtM-pound Tin makes 50 Cup*.

DUNN A HEWETT, PEMTONVILLE, LONDON. Â£.1 Â«-yr..

A FACT I 10,060 KNITTED SHAWLS 4 CAPES,

Genuine Good Value,

GIVEN AWAY

to introduce our irreat variety of'

Knitted Goods. Write to-day for

Conditions and Illustrated List.

Mention "Strand Mfaoaritu."

KNITTED CORSET AND

CLOTHING CO.,

118, MansMeld Road.

Nottingham.

CURE OF DEAFNESS

REV. E. J. SXLVERTON (Specialirt) will be happy to send hii

book on DeafneM. " How to Cure without the UM of Instrument* or

Operation." Sufferer* from 1 v.dm â¢-, NOIM-B, or IHscharwi from the

Ear, should obtain UiiÂ§ BoÂ»k at once. Poat r're* 6 fftami*. A pemm

cured after 40 yean* deafnen ; another after 17 years' ih ntnÂ« - -.. and

many other wonderful cures described. For lull iwrtk'uUrn we Ihx>k.

The good thathaa been done during the lajt:Â« yean warrant* a trial of

the remedy. AddressâIMPKUAL BCILDISGS, LLDCXTE UIBCIH*. LONDON.

Suffer from CORNS and

BUNIONS, or ENLARGED

TOE JOINTS when a packet of

THOMPSON'S

CELEBRATED CORN PLASTER

WILL CURE YOU.

It is rta thin OH "ilk, and ran be worn

with tightÂ«Â«t boot. No pain. Instant

relief. 1'acketo fmm bent Chemist*, or

l'Â«it Free for 14 ttanipa fromâ

M. F. THOMPSON,

llosKKOFATHlC CllKMlST,

17. CORDON ST.. GLASGOW.

I!ewa,rt of /mtfafioiu.

"HEAD (and Bath) SOAP."

NAFATHA

A PURE. REFINED and PERFUMED SOAP.

Cle*naÂ». Strengthens, and Promotes the GROWTH OK II AIR,

rernovmif S<'urf. aiul producing Healthy Action of thÂ« 8kiu. A

Luxury lor Bath A Toilet. An Excellent Shaving boap. J'rireCd.

1C

A DISINFECTANT SOAP. Â«pecially prepared for

Tender Feet, Ac. lloct useful to Travellers for nrreating

"--% llowiuito and Insect Kite Irritation. Recommended l-y lhÂ«

M.'.h. ul Pri.feMion. Wrapped Tablets. Cd. '

TV above fold by all ChvmitU and Stores, or jaftagv free fitm

OSBORNE.BAUER &CHEESEMAN.

PERFUMERS TO THE QUEEN

19.GOLDEN SQUARE. REGENT. Sr LONDON w.

THE MOST

MARVELLOUS INSECT DESTROYER

ENTIRLLY DIFFERENT FROM ANY OTHER INSECT POWDER

AD YERT1SEMEMTS.
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>to better Food existf,

^lle*

Food

ir

._

for Infantsjnvalids and the Atfed

HEREFORD. &THROUGH WINE NERCHANTS EVERYWHERE.

TME

BLICKENSDERFER

NOT a bash-up of existing machines on which patents

lave run out.

It is NOT an IMPROVEMENT on any of them.

It 18 an entirely new departure in Typewriter Mechanism.

Simplicity Is its ROOT IDEA; in place of 2,000 to 3,000

parts, it has only about 200.

RESULT, a machine that is Portable (weight 61b.), Speedy,

Durable, Cheap.

It has a Full Keyboard (84 characters), prints S^m. long,

/eeds paper 9)10. wide.

IT IS FULLY WARRANTED AND YET IT IS SOLD F03

<Â£7 1OS. NET CASH.

Scinl /or Prospectus and Testimonials.

BLICKENSDERFER TYPEWRITER CO.,

NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE.

London AfScntj: 44, IIOLBIIHN VIADUCT (THOMAS TURNER).

.Ilf-tomincinopatidi,

Her Ma

Southall's Patent Boots

No SEAIIS or LICES with their disadvantage*.

PIT oÂ» IN A M<IMK.XT. FAVTKN QUICKLY ASD

FIRULV. 8rttAr M PPUUTS TIIL AMKLES.

''omfort and elÂ«Â«HDce ittvure<l, combined

with dunil.ility and economy in wear.

Made in all <|im)itfei. Emeiitiallv Ihfl

\toot of the future, whether for ordinary

wear, the ruo..rn, p*lt, fnotlwll, or cricket.

The (frandent iHmt ever invcntetl, and

will give tlie wearer entire BitiÂ«faction.

Once Tried, Always Worn.

M i:n>! rcci of Testimonial!.

Send for

OMUDJM

Wftll > !> IL' II",

ririces. and n- If

Â» 'I. direct

to the in iki

SOUTHALL & CO., 187, Kirkstall Road, LEEDS.

(I'leaac name thin Magazin1.}

XXVIII

AD VERTISEMENTS.

FALSE TEETH

H

A Single

Dose of

EADACHES

CEREBRINEJ

WH nivrnvKDV

THE NEW FRENCH DISCOVERY,

taken at any time during an attack of HEADACHE or

NEURALGIA, will cure U in from 10 to 15 minutes.

CEREBRINE gives immediate relief in cases of Tic

Douloureux, Neuralgia, Sciatica, Rheumatism, all kind* of

Nerve Pain, and especially in the periodic pains of women.

Eug. FOURN1ER, 114, Rue de Provence, PARIS.

AGKMTS rim (IREAT BRITAIN:â

ROBERTS & CO., 76, New Bond St., London, W. I

Bottles 4/6, smaller size 2/9; postage 5d. and 3d. ^

:â¢

THE BEST AND QUICKEST REMEDY FOR

RHEUMATISM,

BRONCHITIS, SSSUSKyi.

BolUa, VI1, 1'fi.

*Â».Â«/ "

Gives Instant Relief.

Does not Blister.

The Riant obBtlnate cases tit Ilheumntism, Gout. Lumlingo. Ne

iralffm.

â¢tc., are noun cured >Â»y tin- outwiml application if bMKDLEV'S

CHILLI E I'ASTE, tutrvtlu-T with an occasional done of

LA SCELLES'PILLS

Bottlei. I'll and 2/8, or a]] Chemliti.

c PrÂ»nrii'tnr<-HiÂ»Â«T. Hm.irKi-. Â»KI> HIHÂ»T. LTD..

DIRECT FROM SCOTLAND.

BUY your Whlskr illrert fnun Ihi- BLENDER lit <rholrwle

prlcM, Â»n<l set it Riuunnterd IT11E, OLD, and MELLOW.

KEITH'S

"C

(1O YEAR OLD)

WHISKY

i

SOUPS!

S PINT AND QUART TINS AND BOTTLES. !

< AWARDED 31 COLD MEDALS FOR SUPERIOR QUALITY.;

SOLD ALL OVER THE WORLD.

MOIR & SON,

London, Aberdeen, and Seville.

HEAD OFFICE : 148, LEADENHALL STREET, E.C.

iJOHN

DEAFNESS CURED

- on receipt of stamp. A lady who cured herself of

iJeafne&s and Noises in the Head after fifteen

yean*' suffering, will gladly send particulars of ihe-

remedy (which is simple, safe, sure, and inexpensive^

to all sufferers.âAddress Mrs. E. H. AUSTIN, a,

I,ambeih Square, London, S.E.

JYl

Prof. A. Lolsette's Assimilative Memory System.

THlt LAST, UUBT COJIPLZTK, AIÂ«I> ftRFKCT ED1TIOK. ARKAKQED FOB

Wandering Cored. Speaking Without Notts-

IndixponHiblt? in iirepariutr fnrcxaminations. Anyl-ook learned inonÂ»

reading Cluth hound, with j>ortrait anil autoffraph. Price net 93 N>

Ararriran, 10,6 English. F->fli Free, FromoOH with opiniuni "f

Educator!, Scientific. Professional Htxl Business Men all

over Hie worl.l FKEK Address. A. LOISETTE.,217. Fifth Arenu*.

New YÂ»rTt; Â»r ^>0. Kt-gont Stri-.-t. London. Not Sold Elsawhare..

THE ORIGINAL AND COMMON-SENSE

SCIENTIFIC

DRESS-GUTTING ASSOCIATION.

AD VERTISEMENTS.
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1837] 'Commemoration Souvenir' Reduction Sale

NOW that Queen Victoria ha* reigned longer than any other British Monarch, every loyal subject will agree that

a most suitable epoch has arrived for manifesting our loyalty. This event We have distinguished by a

"Commemoration Souvenir" Reduction Bale of our Queen's Royal Household Carpets and Hearthrugs, Ac., at about

ONE-HALF their original prices. The 'QUEEN S ROYAL' Carpets have doubled their sales during the past year.

They are Impervious to dust; the dirt cannot penetrate them.

Sole Proprietors: Messrs. F. HODGSON & SON, CITY OP LEEDS.

The " Qufen'$ Royal " Hottteholtl ''â¢â¢ .,,.â¢â¢â¢ and Ilt/arthriwt

ut, <â¢;',>;< by all tVÂ« A'utuiiu of tin- Earth.

Gifantic Kale . i thu " Queen's Royal " Household

2 :â¢ HEARTHRUGS

In REVERSIBLE RKH TURKEY PATTERN3,meaiu-

line 6ft long and 3ft. wide. Tin -. HEARTH HUGS haro

gained a world-wide rei-uUtiou for MAGNIFICENCE.

DBMiPlIUL and UTILITY. havinÂ« no equal Regi*.

tÂ«red New Designs, and considered Works of Art. Thou-

â¢ of Repeat Order* and Testimonials received, (riving

UM hichevt aatisfartion. SPECIAL OFFER.-Three

for Sa. 9d.. Six for 11s. 3d.. Twelve for 23s.

Gigantic Bale Â°*,.the_** Queen's Royal" Household

Reversible Rich Turkey :

CARPETS

\TrudrMarkonuU

I (rotxl*. Iteimrt

I of JmitatiuHt.

Admittedly the Cheapen In the World. H o.tu mOuml Â»m

.n/tf.;. wit

Altogethe

l /or

uperior y

. ith Imndtoinc hunter to torreiinnd. A

" ' ln-tutty. Tttntuand* of Repeat (Jrderi and

n rfreuKil, uii'iiip the hiyhznt Mifis/drfioH. When ordering,

pilau menlw* if fur II â¢ /. ttuiiny, Diiitring, or .Sitting Jfaurn, and any

l<Â« > ' t <!''< >â¢ colour prfjtrrctl

*tt by 9't

si', >.) ML .

Â«ftl>j 12/t

â¢ft t>7 9ft

â¢ftb/ioift

â¢ft by alt

Sft.bjfl.Uft.

|

9-

10 e

11-

13 e

IS -

16V6J

SALE

poire

i-ft. 1

12Â»t .

mu .

12ft. IIT 191ft .

im. by iert

12fU by 18ft

i. lift by 21ft

ni-

21-

19'/8

22-

zss

3O/-

356

Colossal Sale of Rich Velvet Pile Real BruBielst

HEARTHRUGS se

In rich Oriental and Indian Art Designs, meanurinir 6ft.
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A GUP OF REALLY DELICIOUS TEA

DIRECT Fff GROWERS

SOMETHING OUT OF THE ORDINARY WAY.

You can obtain It with the utmost ease ; you have merely to send your order by Post to the

UNITED KINGDOM

TEA COMPANY

eÂ»Â«s= 21, IKZXXtTGXCTG- '.

AND YOU WILL RECEIVE IT DELIVERED ANYWHERE I.J THE KINGDOM CARRIAGE PAID

f/-alb, 1/3 alb,

Of Excellent

Thoroughly

Good Tea.

alb. 1/6 alb. l/*7alb.

Rough

Flavoured.

Of Great Strength and or Exquisite

Fine Quality. Aroma and ItouqiMt.

7, 10, 14, or 20lbs. packed in Canisters; 40, 65, or 1001 bs. in Chests, Without Extra Charge.

P X>^a_XI-^E-!

Write for Samples, sent free, and taste and judge for yourselves.

litre Special Rates, which cover a]

Ign Price Lilt free on application.

UMTFD KINGDOM TEA CO'i T,,,- >ra dlipatclwa to any nart of tlu Work! undrr Boncl, at IncluilTe Special Hut. â¢ which carer all

C'lmrgei for llonding, Hhlpping, I'acking, Insurance, Foreiyn I>uty, and CarrioKe tu deitination.

T..E SOVEREIGN JUBILEE BEDSTEAD

Best Value Ever

Oifoped.

M fur tVimplete

03, Church Street, BIRMINGHAM.

LONDON &

LANCASHIRE

Â£ '*Â£

^nd 75 to 76, King William Street, London, E.C.

Liberal Commission Allowed for Introduction of Busln

AGENTS WANTED.

)YORKSHIRERELISH

f THE MOST DELICIOUS SAUCE INTHE WORLD \

^)The only Cheap* Good Sauce.Bcware of Imitations jr

(Â» . SoldinBotHes e^ l/-and2/-Â«3ach. f^O

}PropnetOrS,COODALL.BACKHOUSEt3cC9 LEEDS.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.
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THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

EPPS'S

GRATEFUL COMFORTING.

COCOA

,FULL NATURAL FLAVOUR.

XXX11
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Added to gravies and soups it acts like a cook's talisman ; but always look

for the BLUE SIGNATURE. There are imitations.

M ELLIN S

FOOD

For INFANTS and INVALIDS.

"The Nutshell,'

" Alfreston, Polegate, Sussex,

â¢'November 20th, 1898.

"Messrs. Mtllin's Food, Ltd.

"Dear Sirs,âI am sending you a photo, of my

little girl, aged /J years, who was very delicate up

to 3 months old. I tried seueral foods, but nothing

agreed with her, until on mg doctor's recommenda-

tion I tried Mellin's, which she has been fed upon

ever since. I now haue the greatest faith in it, and

recommend it to all my friends.

" Yours faithfully,

"M. HAUE7T."

Mellin's Food when prepared is

similar to Breast Milk.

Samples Post Free from

MELLIN'S FOOD WORKS,

PECKHAM, 8.E.

AD VERTISEMENTS.
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OF WEAK DIGESTION.

MINIMUM OF TANNIN Superabundant inTheme.

Wholesale

of the

U.K.TeaCo.

21, Mincing

Lane,

London.

INDIGESTION.

A BOON TO

BUTTER

SCOTCH

HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN.

HANDSOME COMMEMORATION BOX OF BUTTER SCOTCH

With It will be presented a History of the Victorian

Era written especially for Children by

I Miss Bessie Hatton.

J xÂ»x>ioe 2Â«. su. READY JUNE i.T.

E^i Order at once of confectioners as only a limited

^1^^. numlicr will be JKsueJ.

^â¢â¢K" -^ââ^.^-^^

BORWICK

BEST THflT

/^O

OflN

SflLE

IN THE

WOFy.D.

BAKING

:IIWDHIJ

FIVE GOLD MEDALS AWARDED.

I

.Â«

Exquisite Models. Perfect Fit.

Guaranteed Wear.

THEY&N

I PATENT CORSETS.

"*â¢ For Ordinary Wear.

- For Cycling, Lawn Tennis, etc.

c Will not Â»]>lit in tlip Soame nor tear in

<- the Fabric.

â¢â¢i "The most comfortable corsets ever

S mn>\r."-lM'lH't Pictorial.

^ Alaile in White, Blnrk. ami n.\\ th.-

KnshidiiaMe Culourti ami Shncics in

Italian (loth, Satin, And CV.util.

4/11, 5 11, 6 11, 7 11

1'ER I'AIR AND L11'WARDS.

Sold by all the principal Draper*

and Ladies' Outfitters In the

United Kingdom and Colonies.
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THE STRONGEST ARE SAFEST.

AT the date of this writing the plague is

raging in various parts of India. The

great majority of all who are attacked die of it

quickly. Its victims thus far are chiefly those

who have been already weakened by want of

sufficient food. For, in this instance, as in

former visitations, the plague is preceded by

failure of the crops, and consequent famine. In

all epidemics it is the rule that those who for

any reason are weakest become the earliest and

easiest prey of the disease. For the human

body is like a house or a fortification : the more

firmly built it is, and the thicker the walls, the

more likely it is successfully to resist any

attack or onset from without. It doesn't take

much of a blow to kill a man who has just

strength enough to breathe; neither does it

lake much of a local disturbance to set one's

nerves twanging and jumping with pain when

the vital energy of the whole system is low and

feeble.

Now, it was the latter state of things that

made Mrs. Amelia Fenner have such a fearful

time with neuralgia. In and of itself neuralgia

is just nothing at all. The word means pain in

a nerve or set of nerves. There is nothing

about it that you can weigh or measure, but

there is something about it that you can feel,

very keenly, too, as everybody who has had it

knows. It is as though a nerve had somehow

broken loose from its fastenings and was being

shaken and slatted about, like a telegraph wire

in a gale.

Perhaps we shall understand better after we

have read Mrs. Fenner's letter : '"In the autumn

of last year (1896)," she says, " I began to feel

ill and out c.f sorts. My appetite was poor, and

after eating I had weight and pain as if a load

was on my chest. I felt weak and nervous, and

suffered from neuralgia in the head. The pain

was excruciating, and I got no rest or ease

night or day. From the top of my head down

the spine I was racked with pain. This con-

tinued for over three months, when my sister-

in-law recommended me to try Mother Seigel's

Curative Syrup, and I got a bottle from Mr.

Wiseman, grocer, and, taking this medicine,

found wonderful relief. All pain left me,

and I felt that new life was put into me.

Since that time I have kept in good health.

You can publish this statement as you

think fit.â(Signed) (Mrs.) Amelia Fenner,

7, Ida Cottages, Perry Street, Gravesend,

January 8th, 1897."

There is, by the way, another letter under my

hand, and inasmuch as they both teach the

same lesson, let us copy that also.

" For years," the writer goes on to say, " I

had suffered from weakness, having no energy.

I felt languid and weak, and had no appetite.

After eating I had great pain at the chest, as if

a load was on it. I had a sinking sensation at

the pit of the stomach which made me feel

miserable. I was much troubled with wind,

belching up a sour, nasty fluid. The wind

seemed to be pressing upon the heart, causing

palpitation. At night I got little or no sleep,
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GLOBE

M ET AL

POLISH,

The King or Polishes, contains nothing

injurious to the skin, nor will it scratch

or damage Brass work or Silver, but will

impart

A MOST

BRILLIANT,

DAZZLING,

AND

LASTING

POLISH

THE STATE COACHMAN

CFTHcLORD MAYORoi LONDON ,:

'FOR DOTH SILVm AHO BRASS THE'GIOBL"

IS THE DEST POLISH t HAVE EVCR USED:1

to all kinds of Metal work. It is in fact

the most perfect Polish obtainable, and

infinitely superior to any other.

! *9~ If any difficulty is experienced in obtaining Globe Metal Polish, please write to

> RAINES & 60., 6, Phllpot Lane, London, E.G., or Stookton-on-Tees.
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A OVER TISEMENTS.

DARLINGTON'S HANDBOOKS.

'â¢Sir Henry Ponsonby Is commanded by

the Queen to thank Mr. Darlington for a

copy of his Handbook."

" Nothing bettor could bÂ« wished for."â BriiishWtfkly

Far luperior to ordinary guides."â Uailit Chronicle.

IB. each. II.I.I-STHATED. MAPS iiv Joll* HAKTHOLOMKW, K.R.O.S.

THE ISLE Or WIGHT. THE CHANNEL ISLANDS.

THE VALE OF LLANOOLLEN. THE NORTH WALES COAST.

THE WYE VALLEY. THE SEVERN VALLEY.

BOURNEMOUTH AND THE NEW FOREST.

BRIGHTON, EASTBOURNE, HASTINGS, ST. LEONARDS.

BRISTOL, BATH, WELLS, AND WE8TON-SUPER-MARE.

ABERYSTWITH, TOWYN, BARMOUTH, AND DOLCELLY.

MALVERN, HEREFORD, WORCESTER, AND GLOUCESTER.

LLANDRINDOD WELLS. AND THE SPAS OF MID-WALES.

3 8 net. " IlhiBtnvMuiui. -'i M.:i- and Planl.

I fkrVlrtSIFkl AND ENVIRONS.

i-Vjnmjn ay E. c. COOK and E. T. COOK, M.A.

Ltangollsn: DAnTrSCTON A l^o." London : SfHFKlK & Co.

PHOTOGRAPHS^Brautifu] lliotographl of Srenerr, Itiinn, 4c.,

in lUily.Greece,Turkey. Palestiue.and Egypt; alio Nortn Wales. I/-,

1 6.42-. LMpoitfree. DARLINGTON * CO.. LLANCOLLEN.

fARRAH's

ORIGINAL **

HARROGATE

s^ TOFFEE ^^

MANUFACTURED ONLY AT

FARRAHS ORIGINAL HARROGATE TOFFEE SHOP

HARROGATE

Sold in Box::. 6<i. I 1/6. 21- and 2/6 each

Also loose in tin foil 1/4 per Ib.

A HAIR FROM THE TAIL OF THE DOC!

After a club dinner. If you have a headache;

After a night of study, If you have a headache;

If from any cause you have a headache,

TRY VIDACE

It is palatable, and guaranteed non-injurious, and will cure

the WORST HEADACHE in FIVE MINUTES.

Sold Everywhere in Bottles at Is. /#</.

If any difficulty in obtaining it, Bend stamps or P.O. for the

amount to â

BARCLAY & SONS, Farringdon St., E.C

8in. Portrait for 3 -; Six Cabinet Portraits

for 3/-, 3 for 2/-; Six Carte Portraits for

1/6, 12 for 2/6; 100 Stamp Portraits for 3/6,

24 for 1/6. Permanent Enlargements.

FRANCIS & Co., 29, Ludgate Hill, and New Barnet, London.

Send Carte or Cabinet n-itk P.O. to

FRANCIS & CO., Henry Road, New Barnet.

KSTAMLISHFI) 1886.

HIGH - CLASS ZIPICKLES.

I-;., â¢:,.'. in VICTORIA DATE VINEGAR, anil without aiij

added Acetic Acid.

Messrs. KEDDIE were the first to recognise the superiority of

VICTORIA DATE VINEQAR and to resolve to plcMe

EXCLUSIVELY with it.

Ask your Grocer for KEDDIE'S PICKLES.

KEDDIE, LTD.. 11 to 15. Page St., Westminster, B.W,

gEESTON

TYRES

BEST FOR CYCLES.

Or Greys FAT REDUCING Pills

A safe, permanent reduction, with Improved Health, Skin.

.1 ml breathing guaranteed to either --\, w Hhout irksome dieting.

ABDOMINAL OBESITY A SPECIALITY.

2/0 per box, plain wrapper, port free to any part of the world.

(Larger size for raws which have resisted other treatment, 4/6.)

Dr. T. I.BFV. 57. Wry month Strwt, PnrtlHnd Plan*. I.OSDOU, W.

AD VERTISEMENTS.

XXXVll

THE LARGEST FIRM OF COSTUMIERS IN THE WORLD

JOHN NOBLE, LTD

The Costumes are all marie in

two excellent fabrics, JOHN

NoHi.it i'uMTxc CuATixt;, a

Kjuuuth surfaced cloth, light

in weight, for present weur,

:ill(l ill JuKW NuHLK t'HKVH'T

;? KHG E. 1'atterm of hot h

i '-MI-: gent l\-st Free,

need not be returned.

COLOURS:

Auri/.tfrwirw, Shtgr (jrtent

t:tecti-ic, Liiitit and -

i (i Â«â¢*!, J/UM, /ie^'Ja,

.i'j/r(/Â«, Itutip, an~l Royal

1'u rub.

SIZES IN STOCK

ure 34in., 36in., Win.

ioun Ibuctiunder arms),

.â¢-kirts being ;tniii., 40in.,

J'.i.n. long in frunt. Lar-

pi-r or 8|>ecial Bizes made

M measure. 1 iÂ» extra.

mi Model 713.-

Smartly-cut, square

F.ton cuat, full wide

I'ailor skirt. Price

...mpleto, 1O/6

>;tn*ly parked and

carnage i>aid, {hi.

extra. Skirt alone,

56, carriage

Model 670.

Well-cut, Tailor-

made open coat and

full width ikirt.

Thoroughly well

finished. Trice 16 -

Safely packed

leather board bn

and cnrriHge

1 extra.

hen ordering.

un <(â¢ Mi-Hand Bank,

JOHN NOBLE, Ltd.

$), Brook Street Mills, MANCHESTER.

are pruducinR Sixty N

Designs in

HALF-GUINEA nnd

VICTORIAN

COSTUMES in h i> u

of the Sixty Years' l:>-.$\

HER MAJESTY

THE QUEEN.

RICH, NEW

DRESS

FABRICS.

k Model 651.â Tasteful Bolero Costume, j

well-made 4 Q /A bodice and ^

full wide Tailor I O tl skirt. Price ^

only 13/9. Sent safely packed in ^

leather board box for i/- cxira. C

By Permission of the Rt. Hon. WM. E. GLADSTONE.

THE

Gladstone Gold

English Lever

Â£5 15s.

xxxvjii ADVERTISEMENTS.

A

NON EST VIVERE, SED

VALERE VITA.

WITHOUT good health life becomes a burden, yet thousands

endure indifferent health, loss of nerve force, lowered

vitality that might easily be overcome by the use of

HALL'S COCA WINE. This Wine is not a quack medicine,

but a well-known preparation of the coca leaf, which has for many

years been largely prescribed by the medical profession for

Influenza, Sleeplessness, Brain Fatigue, Physical Breakdown,

Anaemia, and Neuralgia. It also relieves Bronchitis, and is a

harmless pick-me-up. Facts speak for themselvesâthe sales of

HALL'S COCA WINE in 1896 were six times larger than in

1892, and this was mostly clue to the prescriptions of the

doctors. Another reason for popularity is that nothing is claimed

for it that has not been abundantly proved in practice, therefore

no disappointments. It is marvellous how quickly it restores

the vital forces, and yet has absolutely no bad after-effects. A

very few glasses will prove its value. The result whirh rlways

follows the successful introduction of an article of undoubted

merit is that a host of imitations, said to be better and cheaper,

are pressed on the public with most unpleasant results to

purchasers. It is, therefore, necessary to insist on having

HALL'S, with the Red Keystone Trade Mark, which is the

only guarantee of its genuineness.

Sold by Wine Merchants and Licensed Chemists and Grocers, 2,'- and 3/6 per Bottle.

Proprietors: STEPHEN SMITH & CO., BOW, LONDON, E.
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FLORILINE

FOR THE TEETH AND

BREATH.

Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE In the World.

PREVENTS the DECAY of the TEETH.

Renders the Teeth Pearly White.

Is partly composed of Honey and Extracts from

Sweet Herbs and Plants.

la Perfectly HARMLESS and DELICIOUS to the TASTE.

Of all Chemists and Perfumers throughout the World. 28. 6d. fer Bottle.

FLORILINE TOOTH POWDER,

In Glass Jars. Price Is.

THE MEXICAN

HAIR RENEWER

Prevents the Hair from falling off.

Restores Grey or White Hair to

its OSIGINAI. COLOUR.

Being delicately perfumed, it

leaves no unpleasant odour.

Is NOT a dye, and therefore does

not stain the skin, or even

white linen.

Should be in every house where a

HAIR RENEWER is needed.

Of all Chemists A Hairdressers.

Price 3s. 8d,

As supplied

to the

Royal

Household

No

Musty

Flavour

A pure

Lime .I nice

Cordial

is the

healthiest

of all drinks

STOWER'S

is not only

PURE but

Delicious

in Flavour

ASK YOUR OROCER FOR FREE SAMPLE.

METALLIC

VENETIAN

BLINDS

Are the Best and Cheapest Blinds for good houses.

They fix in half the sp.ice of wood blinds, are

leautifully enamelled in all colours. Only require

â¢washing after years of wear.

Before deciding about your Blinds, write to

HODKINSON & CO., Ltd.,

^ Small Heath, BIRMINGHAM,

For Samples and Particulars of

The Window Blind th'0 Period.

EVERY HOME

BEAUTIFIED

by Photographs and

Photogravures after ji|

Celebrated ,",'

FMetures

Illustrated II

Catalogue â¢* / ~

BERLIN PHOTO. CÂ»..

133, New Bond St.

LONDON, W.
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ALL HEADACHES INSTANTLY CURED OR MONEY REFUNDED.

LEGAL, GUARANTEE.

â¢7*0- EMERSON'S BROMO-SELTZER, 5U^S

^5 American Remedy, is an effervescent powder, taken in water. If Ihree

Doses do not euro any headache, no matter how caused, send the bottle to us, saying where

obtained, and we will at onoe refund the price. Trial bottle, post free, 7jd. ; larger

sizes, Is. 1Ad. and 2s. 3d. Sold by many chemists, or obtained to order by almost all.

EMERSON DRUG CO., LTD., 46, HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON, E.G.

Insist on full Name;â

EMERSON-S BROMO-SELTZER.
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THE VINEGAR.

VICTORIA DATE VINEGAR obtained the GOLD MEDAL,

| Universal Cookery and Food Exhibition, 1896, for \

Purity (vide analysis) and Excellence, and is pronounced I

by culinary experts to be far superior to Malt and Â§

Wine Vinegars for the TABLE, the HOUSEHOLD, J

and PICKLING. J

VICTORIA DATE VINEGAR is made from DATES, f

and contains absolutely NO mineral acids whatever. It

is NOT A CORDIAL, but a Table Vinegar, PURE ;

as it is STRONG, FRAGRANT as it is DELICATE,

and of a rich, fruity flavour.

VICTORIA DATE VINEGAR is used exclusively in the

largest hotel in London, the "HOTEL CECIL"; a

number of well-known Gordon Hotels ; and many other

principal Hotels and Restaurants in the Kingdom.

VICTORIA DATE VINEGAR is also used exclusively in I

the preparation of PICKLES by several of the most *

celebrated Manufacturersâamong others, POTTER'S ?

PERFECT PICKLES are prepared in VICTORIA J

DATE VINEGAR.

VICTORIA DATE VINEGAR is sold by thousands of |

retailers throughout the Kingdom. â¬

A Free Tasting Sample will be sent post paid on application to

THE VICTORIA DATE COMPANY, LIMITED, I

WORKS: 112, BELVEDERE ROAD, LAMBETH, LONDON, S.E. |
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Tomdik: "Heard the latest wheeze about 'Hovis' and the

Queen?"

Subbubs: "No. What is it?"

Tomdik: "Why is ' Hovis ' like Her Majesty ? *'

Subbubs: "Well, why is it?"

Tomdik (disappearing): "Because it's thorough bre(a)d. See! "

"HOVIS" Bread and Biscuit* can be obtained from all leading Bakers and Grocers, or 6d. and is.

Samples will be sent on receipt of stamps byâ

a. FITTON & SON, Hovls Mills, MACCLESFIELD.

TO^^

â¢-â¢â¢ ... ...-ga^^^gat.riiq
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Caution!

Many headache cures are being advertised at the present

time. The public should know, however, that it is

impossible to be too careful what they take in this

way. Many of the advertised cures contain dangerous

drugs, the use of which may, as in a recent case,

produce fatal results. There is a remedy which contains

nothing whatever of a poisonous nature, neither antipyrin

or antifebrin and which has received the endorsement of

the " Lancet," " British Medical Journal," and the Highest

Award, Paris, 1889. This preparation is Bishop's Citrate of

Caffeine, which may be taken without fear of evil after

effects, and even if frequently used does not lose its

power. It not only cures Headache but dispels sensations

of weariness, exhaustion, and fatigue, and is most refreshing

after shopping, travelling or sight-seeing. So highly is

Bishop's Citrate of Caffeine esteemed by the Profession

that an imitation of it has been introduced into "Squire's

Companion to the British Pharmacopoeia." Test it and

take care that the label bears the name of Alfred Bishop,

the inventor of nil granular effervescent preparations.

Supplied by all Chemists at i i! and 2/-; or of Alfred Bishop,

Ltd., Manufacturing Chemists, Mile End New Town, London.

Dr. Ralfe's Testimony.

Dr. Ralfe, ot 36, Queen Anne Street, London, W., writes: "I have found

Bishop's Citrate of Caffeine exceedingly useful, and widely prescribe It."

1837

When the Queen began

to reign,

good tea was an expensive luxury, of which

many people found it necessary to be exceed-

ingly sparing In their use. Now, there Is no

need to pay an extravagant price for tea, as

you can get It in perfection at a/- per i'>.

Johnson Johnson & Go's Pure TEA

is delightful, ilclicinus, refreshing and

economical In use. As a test they win send,

upon receipt of two penny stamps, a large

IsBBti of tea, and also a refined nickel sliver

spoon. If once tried It will always be used.

JOHNSON, JOHNSON & CO., Ltd.,

50, Southwark Bridge Rd. London.

1897
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THcaiirrRUiAMTISCf'TIC i

SOAPtWIW HtDICU JOUBBAL

S PROTECTS|

FROM

FEVERS

MCASLES]

MALL POX &c.

A LUXURY

FOR THE BATH.

| INVALUABLE

FOR THE NURSERY

OlfTASfS LANCET!

TABLETS 6&I/-

SOLD EVERYWHERE.'

i RECOMMENDED BY I

THE MEDICAL FACULTY,

SOAP

LEWIS'S WONDERFUL

VELVETEEN at 2/

Frilled Butter Muslin

White, Cream, Ecru, and 12 Art Shades. CURTAINS, frilled two

â¢idt-s mid bottom, ;iyrls. long, Win. wide, 6/9 [>er pair; ;i*yÂ«lÂ«., 7:9 |*r

pair. May alsti //t mid by the yard, WJiii. Â«â¢Â«/Â«. frilled Ixitfi gidft, ll*i/

uar./. Sauijdf I!(Â»,k i'f 1'lain nn-i Fajiry Mu-lin- Brut on nnprort)

ROLLER BLINDS, etigtt.l with la.-e <ir fringe, Â«'9. Sample Book

uf Man-rial! on approval. CARPETS, CRETONNES. TajKitrv*.

l'ttÂ»:tÂ». Art Dili's, Art l.in#nt,Pltuhe1teÂ», Art Strfa.d'c. Ifctteniswnt

on approval. Table revere, Cunliinn Squares, Mantel Border*. Pv-tnre

Book Â»f Luc? Curtain*, Hotter &lindn, Heavy Curtain*. <fc., pott free.

H. GORRINCE & CO.. 33a Dept.. NOTTINGHAM.

TOO STOUT.

A lady who in a few months reduced her weight from

ISst.to 10st. 3lb. by a simple, inexpensive, and harm-

less self-treatment, will willingly send free particulars

of same to all sufferers, on receipt of stamped

envelope.âAddress : Mrs. G. K. ELLIS, 26, Belvedere Road. Lambeth. London.

a

yard

can only be obtained . DIRECT from

LEWIS'S In Market Street* Manchester. /

Ladles are asked to write (on an ordinary '

post-card) for PATTERNS. POST FREE. ,

Fast pile, fast dyed. Every Inch Guaran- .**''"

teed. If a dress should wear badly, or be â¢

in any respect faulty, Lewis's will Give

a New Dress for nothing at all, and pay '

the full cost for making and trimming.

M ..â¢.'.,"' Ann. â¢' Journal says: "Lewis's

Wonderful Velveteen Is the Finest

Imitation of Real Bilk Velvet ever

shown. Thoroughly durable." The

price of this Beautiful Velveteen,

In Black and all the most beautiful

colours now worn. Is 2 - a yard. This

quality is sold by the best [drapers at

38. 4 3. and 5 6 a yard, but Lewis's

Manufacture this Velveteen them-

selves* and sell It direct to the public

at 2 - a yard, fan-it's pay Carriage on all

tn-drrn tit ana part of (jrtat Britain ami Ireland.

LADIES, WRITE FOR PATTERNS OF

Dainty

Dress Fabrics

For Present Wear. WONDERFUL

In Value, Style,

Bounty.& Variety. '

The Largest and
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THE KEY-NOTE OF CREATION-CHANGE!

'Behold, we know not anything; I can but trust that good shall fall

At lastâfar offâat last, to all. 'âTENNYSON.

' Former generations perished in venial ignorance of all sanitary laws. When

Black Death massacred hundreds of thousands, neither the victims nor their

rulers could be accounted responsible for their slaughter.'âTIMES.

The Moral :

NATURE IS ONLY SUBDUED BY

OBEDIENCE TO HER LAWS.

PREVENTION.

LJUGE BLUNDER.âTHIS AGE, in many points

great and intelligent, spends large sums of

money in legal strangling of those who cause their

fellows violent death, the result of ignorance and a

want of control over the passions, while we calmly

allow MILLIONS to DIE OF, and HUNDREDS of

MILLIONS to SUFFER FROM, VARIOUS PRE-

VENTABLE DISEASES, simply for want of a

proper sanitary tribunal. The most ordinary

observer must be struck with the HUGE

BLUNDER.

THE TRANSVAALII!

PROSPECTING FOR GOLD IN FEVER-STRICKEN PARTS OF AFRICA ! LACK OF SANITATION IN JOHANNESBURG !!

Lydenburg Cai/if, near Johannesburg, Transvaal.

' I feel as in duty bound to write and compliment you upon

JHE WONDERFUL EFFECTS OF ENO'S 'FRUIT SALT'

[N CLEARING THE BODY OF ALL FOUL SECRETIONS. I MAY ADD THAT

for the last twelve years-I have. NEVER BEEN WITHOUT IT. I spent four years in

NEW ORLEANS and the WEST INDIES, and, although people

DIE there DAILY of FEVER, YET 1 ESCAPED.

And I feel sure it was owing to mv

BEEPING MY BLOOD COOL AND MY STOMACH IN ORDER

the USE of ENO'S ' FRUIT SALT.'

I came to this country eight years ago, and have lived in my capacity of GOLD PROSPECTOR in

some of the

MOST FEVER-STRICKl N parts of AFRICA. Just after the JAMESON RAID

I and five companions volunteered fur

SERVICE in MATABILILAND. I, of course, TOOK a GOOD SUPPLY of

Â£NO'S 'FRUIT SALT' with me.

I may say that of my five friends, with the exception of one who was killed,

THE REST were ALL DOWN with FEVER whilst in the FLY COUNTRY.

Never in my life have I felt better, although

FEVER is VERY PREVALENT in JOHANNESBURG, owing to

LACK OF SANITATION or any system of drainage. You are at liberty to make

whatever use you wish of this letter, or of my name.âYours faithfully, TRUTH.' (Nov. 16, 1896.)

THE EFFECT of ENO'S 'FRUIT SALT' in any DISORDERED or FEVERISH

condition is SIMPLY MARVELLOUS.

|T is, in fact, NATURE'S OWN REMEDY, and an UNSURPASSED ONE.

CAUTION.â Examine each Bottle, and <:e the Capsule is marked ENO'S 'FRUIT SALT.' Without

it you have been imposed upon by WORTHLESS Imitations. PKEPARED ONI. Y AT

ENO'S ' FRUIT SALT' WORKS, LONDON, S.E., by J. C. ENO'S PATENT.

xlvi
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BRQMO PHOSPH

." The World's Greatest Tonic."

IS A NATURAL BRAIN FOOD.

Tal-citfo, Nervous Debility

7a 'tcit/oi The Tired Brain

Take General Weakness

Take it for Indigestion

Take H/o> Sleeplessness

And you will soon

experience Its wonder'

working power.

Sold everywhere In Bottles,

IT, 2/3, 4/6, or post free

from

RUDDOLPH DRUG CO., LTD.,

READING,

at 1 3. 2 8, and 49.

Notice to Cyclists !!!

DUNIOP JYRES

lieing made of the very best material, combined

with the most skilled workmanship, the Dunlop

Company undertakes to repair, FKER op COST,

any of its 1897 Roadster Detachable Tyres

which fail by reason of fair wear and tear, or

defective material or bad workmanship during

1897.

Any riders of Dunlop Tyres (if any) having the

slightest complaint against the Tyre should at

once communicate with the Dunlop Company,

and immediate satisfaction will be guaranteed.

DUXI.OP TYRES arc now perfected for

Carriages of all kinds, and are fitted to the

carnages of H.R.H. the Prince of Wales. The

Dunlop Tyre is specially adapted for ladies'

machines, l>eing light, strong, and pre-eminently

easy to repair. The DUNLOP-WESTWOOD

RIM is the hot and safest Rim for use with

A handsome illustrated booklet,

' ALL ABOUT DUNLOP TYRES FOR 1897,"

post free from

The Dunlop Pneumatic Tyre Coy., Ltd..

160 to 166, CT.ERKENWELL ROAD, E.C.

Works: Alma Street. Coventry.

BRANXHKS ; Birmingham, Wolvcrhampton, Nottingham,

Manchester, Glasgow, Dublin, &c.

SO years'

Reputation.

HUBBARD'S

Ulght, Noupisl

and Attract!

SCOTCH

Infan

Udi.

RUSKS.

Light, Nourishing,

and Attractive.

Invaluable to Infants

and Invalids.

SOLD IN TINS,

1/6,3/-, A 6/8.

OF ALL GROCBKB,CHEMISTS,ft STORES.

WALTER HUBBARD, PARTICK, GLASGOW.

RISTONA GOLD.

For Gilding Furniture, Articles in Terra Cotta,

Picture Frames, &c., &c.

R/STONA SILVER.

tor Silvering Articles of Wood, Metal, Plaster, &c.,

producing the effect of Oxydized Silver.

AD VERTISEMENTS.
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As shown by the Certified Analysis of Dr. Stevenson Macadam,

VIMBOS is SUPERIOR to any other Fluid Beef.

PRINCE OF

FLUID

BEEF.

TASTING

TELLS

THE FLAVOUR.

Send post-card fur Sample, which will be sent free to any address on

mentioning THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

OFFICES AND WAREHOUSEâ

130, QUEEN VICTORIA STREET, LONDON, E.G.

Works: EDINBURGH

The Easiest

The Cheapest

The Cleanest

Mode of Cooking-.

The" ALBION ETTE

Is ihe Cooker of the FUTURE.

"

The ONLY perfect OIL COOKING STOVE. Perform* every

Cooking operation at one and th? same time rtt ONE-THIRD

the cost of COAL or CAS. Hsat regulated to a nicety.

LIT AND EXTINGUISHED IN A MOMENT.

"OUR LATEST AND BEST."

THE RESULT OF 25 YEARS' EXPERIENCE.

All other Oil Stoves are now old-fashioned. Sold by all Stores

and Ironmongers. Illustrated Catalogue free fromâ

.{IPPINGILLE'S ALBION LAMP COMPANY,

OIRMINGHAM.

The Island of

MONTSERRAT, W.I.

Considerable attention has lieen drawn to

the above beautiful Island on account of the

disastrous floods and the distress caused thereby,

and for which the Secretary of State for the

Colonies, the Right Hon. J. Chamberlain, made

a public appeal.

"MONTSERRAT" is the source of

Pure Lime-Fruit Juice.

" MONTSERRAT" Lime-Frui. Juice

is the liest of all beverages.

II

MONTSERRAT'

1 Limctta " Cor-

dial is a Pure Lime Juice Cordial,

being made only from Monlserrat

Lime-Fruit luice.

" MONTSERRAT " Ltoe-Ftefc Juice

and Cordials have imitations,

therefore caution should l>e

exercised to see that Trade

Mark is on Capsule and

Label of each Bottle as well

as Name of Sole Consigneesâ

EVANS, SONS & Co.,

TRADE MARK. LIVERPOOL.
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AD VERTISEMENTS.

WHISKEY

f

AND

oEiGS

H EALTH

As is well known to the Medical

Faculty, the importance of age and

purity in Whiskey cannot be over=

estimated.

ROE'S Celebrated

"The British

Of GEO.

" GR " WHISKEY

Medical Journal " writes :â

" It has a soft and mellow

taste evidently produced by

ageing, and altogether the

'GR' Whiskey is of excellent

quality."

And this statement has been en-

dorsed by members of the Medical

Profession.

This Pure POT-STILL WHISKEY may be

had in Bottle, bearing the Distillers' guarantee

of PURITY and AGE, SEVEN YEARS OLD,

from all Wine and Spirit Merchants and Hotel

Proprietors in the United Kingdom.

Price, 3s. 6d. per Bottle.

In Cases of 2 Gallons (Carriage Paid), 42s.

I THE DUBLIN DISTILLERS' COY., LTD.,

ESTD. 1757.

THOMAS STREET DISTILLERY,

(GEO. ROE Â«St CO., DUBLIN.)

ESTD. 1757.

Readers of this Magazine have already been offered an opportunity of testing this

Fine Old Whiskey free.

7
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Ball-pointed Pens.

'HEWITT'S PATENT).

506. A fine-pointed elastic pen.

521.âBroad-shouldered

and flexible.

516.â Large ink-holding bowl

A fine business, pen.

Used in H.M.C.overnment

Unices and in the

Bank of England.

^.IBALL-POINTED

532

532. SWAN.âA scribbling pen.

EAG LE.âA strong pen for heavy writing.

Tke Baft-pointed " J " is used by

H.R.H. the Prince of Wales.

537.âFor professional correspondence

If one of (lie above pens does not suit you do not condemn the lot. Ask your Stationer lor

M Assorted Box, Mid you will find one that does. It is worth your while taking a little triable to

choose a pen to suit you, and having found one, slick to it.

Price â 6d. per box; or in boxes of I gross 3 j- grey, or 4f6 gold-coated.

" FEDERATION " PENHOLDERS

Prevent the pen from blotting when hud on tlie dc>U, and Â«ive :; firm and comfortable grip.

In rosewood, price 2d. ; ebony. 4d. ; bone, 6d.

The Secretary of the Royal Bank of Scotland says, " They are excellent for a bank counter."

The Rev. Canon 1>. EVANS writes. "The ' Federation1 penholders are a great comfort to me."

Assorted I/- box of pens witli an ebony penholder, Mtnt post free for 1/6, from all Stationers, or

ORMISTON & GLASS, 29, FARRINGDON STREET, LONDON E.C.

1

Scottish Provident

ESTABL>>-

1837 '

Institution

Family Provision

INCORP0-

IÂ«S48

IN the selection of an Assurance Office for the purpose

of providing Capital Sums at Death to meet Family

Settlements, Partnership or other Business Arrange-

ments, Estate Duties, etc., the main question, after

that of Absolute Security, is which Office will provide

this Fund on the most moderate terms, without sacrifice

of the valuable right to participate in the Surplus.

The system of the Scottish Provident Institution is

specially suited for such requirements. The PREMIUMS are so

moderate that, at usual ages for assuring, ^1200 or ^1250 may

be secured from the first for the yearly payment which is

generally charged (with profits) for ^"1000 onlyâthe ^200 or

^"250 being equivalent to an immediate and certain Bonus.

The WHOLE SURPLUS goes to the Policyholders, on a system

at once safe and equitableâno share being given to those by

whose early death there is a loss to the Common Fund.

The SURPLUS at last Septennial Valuation (1894) was .Â£1,423,018. The

additions to policies sharing the first time, speaking generally, varied according

to class and duration, from 15 to upwards of 30 per cent. More than one-

half of the Members who died during the period (1888-1894) were entitled to

Bonuses which, notwithstanding that the Premiums do not as a rule

exceed the non-profit rates of other Offices, were on the average equal

to an addition of about 50 per cent to the Policies which participated.

The Accumulated Funds no>y exceed

Ten Millions Sterling.

LONDON : 17 KING WILLIAM STREET, E.G.

HEAD OFFICE : 6 ST. ANDREW SQUARE, EDINBURGH.

''I

Scottish Provident Institution.

TABLE OF PREMIUMS, BY DIFFERENT MODES OF PAYMENT,

For Assurance of Â£100 at DeathâWith Profits.

Age

next

Birth-

day.

Annual

Premium

payable

daring 1 .ii'r

ANNUAL PREMIUM LIMITED TO

Single

Payment

Age

next

Blrth-

dÂ«7.

26

20

15

10

8

Payment!.

Payments.

Payments.

Payments.

Payments.

Â£ Â«. A

Â£ Â». d.

'Â£ Â». d.

Â£ i. d.

Â£ i. d.

Â£ >. d.

Â£ >. d.

21

1 16 3

2 8 10

2 15 4

367

494

7 19 1

36 1 8

21

22

1 18 9

293

2 15 9

372

4 10 2

808

36 8 0

22

23

1 17 2

297

2 16 2

377

4 10 11

8 1 11

86 13 8

23

24

1.17 7

2 9 11

2 16 6

380

4 11 6

881

86 19 4

Delicate

Superior

in Flavour

in Quality

BROOME'S-.MUSIC

Impudence S

(Ul iMitnitr QaTutt

onlig

6A4 Moonlight on thtt I-'lÂ»Â»r{I'l:

fiWi Wnke Up, DftrktM ll'l:ulU

0Â« Minr-hlef *-h..tlitche

![">7 Flirn'll I-ajltffl*

>r (rliiiitatioii Ming)

* l.'l ti.H Â»<l|lg) . .

t We

H-.J I'lay It Apiin H Â«ltr.

BIT Mofiestv Uavott* ........................

77-J lioll.v'Â«Birth.lav!*,ni<l ................

-i s, h,,f iwheor I'*ni L>;mt:e

" Pan de t'a<" ........

do.

.1...

do.

do!

do.

do.

do.

do.

do.

PRICE LIST

Post Free.

80 New

Number*

Added.

................

A MOU>T Oar .M arrijtjtc

W2 .lack AchorÂ« ilbirn haiire) ..............

)Â»txi An Kevoir (Jnmt <â¢ ......................

-01 I :, :â¢ 'i Ain A,r Jlauiluliue or Violiu

and l'i:in,x ilo.

Â»<5 lrlÂ«h Ain> do. de. do. do.

77v s,.,,trh Airi do. do. .lo. ,lo.

#M Wi'luli AirÂ» do. do. do. do.

8Â«)7 Anieriran Airs do. do. do. do.

FM skje Iktat S.HIK ll'iano solo) .......... I., (.aiitier

~!i.-Â» Jiaiunarec SchottiKche ............. I. r'mii'ikli

"yfi The Rest Man (('omit mnRt ...... Arthur J*ldor

797 Ni>nÂ»h MulroonÂ«r l^nu) .......... do.

79Â» Uo to Bye. Mammy iSoiigi ...... ilakulnj AnioM

-!Â«â¢ It Was Alla.Mialnkc.Songl ... do.

TM IÂ»:tinty Minuet louaint) .. ........ Theo. Eunheur

"32 Cathedral Voicwi ................ do.

-71 HuscovitÂ«RÂ«vijlÂ«IKuÂ«aiÂ»nI)aiic<i| do.

~TÂ« ,Â«onitof theMiiMt-er ............ Nelson Jlardy

-77 Aline on the Wide. Wi.le Sea .... do.

f* BÂ«t-k b. th< 01.1 < ountrie .......... M. Glanvillc

74 Mother*! Darling .................. do. .

â¢v.i OKI W.-Ut/ (in <i)- 7*1 Ditto fin B) .. L. Lennox

N) Honey. Dear, 1 DoLovoYou ........ do.

">4 Welcome, Kver Welcome, Vrieuds .....1. lt*T\',,n.

V* St-,len Moments Burn Dnuce ---- Ida IlamiÂ«ien

IITF, Donkey Ride 1'olka .................... H. Daere

,.77 Elrera(l'i:inoK)lo.Â«Â»eetlyiircttrl.. A. IjiutMafl

,,!M Hnow ^ueen Waltz itunelul) ........ (1. S. -Sliaw

tjti .lapanese I'olkn ...................... Kzra Kea.l

77'J BÂ« limre. Be Tme isoligl ............ M. Martin

IVY'S PIANOFORTE ALBUMS. N Â« l. p, and S, 7(d each.

OHTI Ai.ni-ji. No. t (Just i,uWiÂ«he<l). 7ld.

By Post,

3d. Or 13

THE ONLY GOLD MEDAL

Ever awarded at any

International Exhibition in the World

for Toilet Soap was obtained by

Reduced Facsimile

of

iOLD MEDAL

awarded by the

jurors of

lie Paris Exhibition

1889.

SOAP MAKERS

Special appointment

TO HER MAJESTY

The Queen

AND HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE

Prince of Wales.

ANAL YSIS " FOODS

n addition to above, it is interesting to find that Die Shillmgsworth of CADBURY S Cocoa contains as rrmrii

nourishment as can be obtained for Three Shillings spent on some of the best Meat Entrarts.

PURE COCOA is a perfect foodâthe addition of drugs only deteriorates it.

The LANCET says : " CADBURY'* Cocoa represents the standard of highest purity "

ALL ADVERTISEMENTS FOR "THE STRAND MAGAZINE" should be addressed ADVERTISEMENT DEPARTMENT,

Replaced wit* (Vm~â*-â¢ â¢ Â«rmfbrm

1993
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