Doctors out of practice / by J. Cordy Jeaffreson.

Contributors

Jeaffreson, John Cordy, 1831-1901.
Royal College of Surgeons of England

Publication/Creation
[London] : [Elliot Stock], [1884]

Persistent URL

https://wellcomecollection.org/works/skwu2cnj

Provider

Royal College of Surgeons

License and attribution

This material has been provided by This material has been provided by The
Royal College of Surgeons of England. The original may be consulted at The
Royal College of Surgeons of England. where the originals may be consulted.
This work has been identified as being free of known restrictions under
copyright law, including all related and neighbouring rights and is being made
available under the Creative Commons, Public Domain Mark.

You can copy, modify, distribute and perform the work, even for commercial
purposes, without asking permission.

Wellcome Collection

183 Euston Road

London NW1 2BE UK

T +44 (0)20 7611 8722

E library@wellcomecollection.org
https://wellcomecollection.org



http://creativecommons.org/publicdomain/mark/1.0/

























108 DOCTORS OUT OF PRACTICE.

that a man of his energy and acuteness was really
satisfied with a room of study that contained
nothing more notable than the few vials, the
skeleton, and the herbal, to which he called Dr,
PBathurst’'s attention, exclaiming boastfully, * This
is Radclifie’s library.” Nor was the affectation of
scholastic ignorance his only or most unpleasant
affectation. Capable of munificence, it pleased
him to pretend that he was amiser. By no means
deficient in kindliness, he liked to persuade the
world that he was wanting in common humanity.
Not devoid of magnanimity, he delighted in play-
ing the cynic, even in his least austere moods, as
when he exclaimed to his peculiar favourite of all
the rising doctors, * Mead, I love you, and I'll teil
you a sure secret to make your fortune; use all
mankind ill.” In his kindlier moments a man of
cordial manner and pleasant address, he was a
byeword alike amongst his personal acquaint-
ance and those who knew him only by report for
insolence of bearing and brutality of speech. No
wonder that the man who was at so much painsto
misrepresent himself was almost oniversally mis-
understood. No wonder that Mandeville mistook
him for an extravagant caricature of all that is
most sordid and despicable in human nature, and
. attributed to vulgar vanity the will that gave
Oxford the library, the infirmary, the observatory,
- and the travelling fellowships that bear the physi-
cian's name. No wonder also, as insolence is apt
to provoke insolence, that this overbearing doctor
- often met his match and something more than his
. match in incivility. When they squabbled about
" thedoor in the wall that separated their contiguous
ens in Bow Street, Radcliffe received a Roland
or his Oliver from Sir Godfrey Kneller, to whom
he sent a servant with the order, * Tell Sir
- Godfrey that he may do what he likes with the
door so long as he doesn't paint it.” ** Go back,”
. said the artist, with admirable humour and perfect
" good-humour, *“and, giving my service to Dr.
Radcliffe, tell him I'll take anything from him—
except his physic.” Even happier was the retort
i of the Trish paviourto the torrent of abuse poured
: ug:un him by the irascible physician for what he
. thought bad workmanship on the pavement before
" his house. * What, you rascal,” cried the doctor,
_* have you the impudence to demand payment for
such work? You have spoiled my pavement, you
scoundrel, and then covered the stones with earth
to hide the bad work.” “I'faith, yer honour,”
the workman replied, *“it isn't for yer honour to
say that mine is the only bad work the earth
hides.” Samuel Johnson was of opinion that little
" good had come of the travelling fellowships. “I
know,” he said to Boswell, * nothing t has
been imported by them.” But if they have done
little good, it is as certain as aught in human
 affairs that they were founded in the hope of doing
~ good. Writing under provocation given him by
* | the subject of his censure, Mandeville may be par-
doned for misjudging the physician, but at this
| distance from the time when the doctor's caustic
' fongue made him an army of enemies, no gene-
| |rous nature will concur in the philosopher’s
s 2pinion of the bequests to Oxford.
I It is the easier to pardon Radcliffe’'s manifold

—

offences against good feeling, and his neglect of
elegant letters, because he was surrounded and
followed by physicians, abundantly careful for the

amenities of life and at the same time honourably
remembered for literary services redounding to the
honour of their profession. Garth, Freind, Hans
Sloane, Arbuthnot, Meade, Akenside, Armstrong,

Grainger, Monsey, and Lettsom are amongst the

most prominent of the long list of scholarly physi-

cians who, between the close of the seventeenth and

the beginning of the nineteenth century, bright-

ened London literary cliques, and made a single

brotherhood of our men of letters and followers
of medicine. Il Oliver Goldsmith was not a

physician he was enough of a daoctor to be named

with the poets of the medical profession. Smol-

lett’s title to be rated with the faculty, or, rather,

the doctors' claim to the honour of rating him as.
one of themselves, is still stronger.

OF this throng of doctors who lived in familiar
intercourse with the famous writers who were wits.
without being physicians, no one is remembered
more agreeably than Samuel Garth, who, in “The
Dispensary,” a poem that, claiming some con-
sideration on the score of its literary merits, claims.
a larger measure of respect as an entertainin
memorial of the fiercest controversy of our medical
annals, wrote of his professional contemporaries:
and their college:

" Mot far from that most celebrated place,
Where angry justice shows her awlul face,
Where little villnins must submit to fate,
That great anes may enjoy the world in state,
There stands a dome, majestic to the sight,
And sumptuous arches bear its oval height ;
A golden globe, placed high with artful skill,
Seems, to the distant sight, a gilded pill ;
The pile was, by the pious patron's aim,
Raised for a use as noble as its frame,

Nor did the leamned society decline

The propagation of that great design ;

In all her mazes Nature's face they viewed,
And, as she disappeared, their search pursued.
Wrapt in the shade of night, the goddess lies,
Vet to the learned unveils her dark disguise,
And shuns the gross access of vulgar eyes.”

To view what remains of this stately pile the-
reader of this page must make an excursion to
Warwick Lane. Built after the Great Fire of
London, that burnt the doctors out of their home
at Amen Corner, whither the faculty moved on.
finding Linacre's old house in Knightrider Street
too narrow for their growing dignityand necessities,
the college, with its dome and sumptuous arc..es,
and all its structural appurtenances, passed into the
hands of the butchers of Newgate Market on the
migration of the physicians to their present
mansion in Pall Mall Eas:;;l 3 l:“ate that in tl;:.
opinion of some persons wo ave more appr
pfiatnl_',' befallen pfhe: old Surgeons’ Hall in the
same quarter of the town. Since the butchers
entered into possession the place has doubtless
heard more noise than it ever heard whilst it was
the abode of science, but it can scarcely have
sheltered fiercer disputants since 1825 than those
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cumstances, the conclusion of this famous phy-
gician's carcer would have been even more dismal
had it not been for the sympathetic attentiveness of
several of his old. medical friends, who, to the
neglect of their patients and professional interests,
paid him frequent visits. Meade's horses were
often seen on the road from London to Carshalton
during those mournful weeks, and on one of his
frequent journeys to his failing patron and friend,
the young and rapidly rising doctor took with him
the beautiful Bible, which had in former times
been perused by William 1z, In one of the
Lansdowne Mss. Kennet relates that on his last
visit to his patient at Carshalton, Meade had

occasion to observe that the dying man had turned
over the leaves of the seasonable present from the
first chapter of Genesis to the middle of Exodus,
“ whence,” observes the writer of the memoran- &
dum, ** it might be inferred that he had never
before read the Scriptures, as 1 doubt must be
inferred of Dr. Linacre, from the account given
bt: Sir John Cheke.” It was thus that the great
physician passed at a moment of unmerited dis-
credit from a pgeneration that had formerly
honoured him far above his deserts, “falling a
victim,” as his original biographer assures his
smiling readers, “to the ingratitude of a thank-
less world and the fury of the gout."

EARTHQUAKES AND VOLCANOES.

N the series of
real processes
already enu-

merated we may

find a partial ex-
planation of the

** phenomena of earthquakes, although the ulte-

o

rior causes that start and maintain these pro-
cesses must be sought over a wider field. It
is time, however, to return for a little to the
consideration of the phenomena of volcanic
eruptions.

Such is the force of the tradition of a fiery
interior of the earth that it is almost impossible
to find language for the description of volcanic

FUY DU DOME, AUVERGNE.

phenomena that does not imply in every line the
existence of such a fiery core. In watching
volcanic eruptions, and in reasoning about thems
we instinctively regard them as the mere outwa
signs and symptoms of a general internal fir
We hastily assume that the slight rise of temperas
ture in mines and borings, the shocks of earth
uakes in non-volcanic regions, the tumultuou
orms of mountains, and many other appearances
are necessarily connected with the fiery eruption
of the voleano. The question whether the inten.
heat of the volcano may be a local and superfici:
product appears to have been rarely considere
But if it be a superficial product the usual reas
ings about it are obviously vitiated by a basisc
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CHAPTER V.—EXNBIGNS AND IMTPOSTURES.

HE eighteenth-century poet erred when he
T threw off the familiar lines—
* Physic of old her entry made

Beneath th' immense full-bottom’d shade ;3

While the gilt cane, with solemn pride,

To each sagncious nose applied,

Seem’d but o necessary prop

To bear the weight of wig at tap.”

Like the divines and the lawyers, the doctors
were debtors for their wigs to the Restoration
gallants, who, returning in brave costume with
their sovereign from the exile that had often seen
them in garments of seediest and seamiest condi-
tion, brought the superb * full-bottom™ to the
galleriecs of Whitehall, the cutlet (costelet) to
London dinner-tables, and swere bridé (soon cor-
rupted to * barley-sugar,” and in later times made
into sucre d’orge) to the knowledge of English con-
fectioners. In Tudor England the ordinary cover-
ing of a physician's head was a black skull-cap,
similar in shape and material to the skull-caps
worn by bishops and judges. Wigs were not
worn by the medical contemporaries of Dr. Henry
Atkins, who, sailing with the Earl of Essex for the
Spanish coast in 1597, was soon returned to Ply-
mouth for being unable to cure himsell of
one of the most depressing maladies. The
famous doctor and insufficient seaman suf-
ered from the motion of the waves all and
more than all that the Irish gentleman en-
dured from the physic, which caused him to
exclaim to Dr. Babington, * Och! and is it
the emetic ye are ordering me 7 "Twon't do,
doctor, dear. The doctors have tried it with
me in Oireland, but it niver stayed on my
stomach.”

Wearing skull-caps, the pre-Restoration
doctors of the greatest light and leading
wore muffs in the cold weather, so that their
finger-tips should be nicely sensitive of the
beatings of feeble pulses, and went their
rounds sitting on side-saddles like women.
Instead of springing to and from carriage-
step to pavement like doctors of the nine-
teenth century, Dr. Argent (repeatedly Presi-
dent of the Physicians in Charles 1's time)
hopped nimbly up and down from the foot-
board of his effeminate saddle at the doors
of his patients. It was the same with Simeon
Foxe EL}:IL'. famous martyrologist's son), who
rose to medical eminence in the same period;
and, dying in 1642, was buried in St. Paul’s
Cathedral near Linacre. Competitors in
fashionable practice almost to the last (for
they died within a year of one another), Fox
and Argent were the last Presidents of the College,

]

l

if not the last physicians, to ride about town in
womanly fashion.

By donning the Restoration wig, the doctors,
instead of making themselves conspicuous, only
resembled other modish peaple.  The wig became
the ensign of the learned professions through the
conservativism of the learned professors, who first
rendered themselves slightly conspicuous by wigs
of peculiar cut, and eventually made themselves
very remarkable by holding to their wigs when the
rest of the world had relinquished them. In this
matter the profession of which Mr. Briefless is so
graceful an ormament, has surpassed the other
professions. Still worshipped in our Courts of Law,
the wig had passed fromthe College of Physicians
long before the Bishop (Stanley) of Norwich made
a flutter in the clerical world by declining to hide
his own white hair under artificial tresses.

But if the doctors only went with the universal
fashion in adopting the Restoration wig, they
went with it heartily. What in the way of a full-
bottomed court wig can surpass, in ringleted
cumbrousness and absurdity, the wig worn by Rad-
cliffe on stateliest occasions, and also in his por-
trait painted by Sir Godfrey Kneller, before the
two neighbours quarrelled with one another over
their garden wall 7

A Lty dr te. Muelivrs
Ui, JOHN RADCLIFPIL

Colonel Dalmahoy can scarcely have been more:
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BOVAL ACADEMY DIFLOMA OF SIR JOSHUA REVNOLDS,

Designed by Cipriani]

P1E, who must be credited with sincerity, used
to declare that the faded pictures of Reynolds

Lia B el —— -

were finer than those of most other painters in |

a perfect condition. On the president’s deceaseit
wis written (Feb., 1792) regarding the recognised
instability of his glowing tints: ** We have per-
petually lamented that what is technically called
the vehicle should have led him to chemic experi-
ments which, whatever brilliancy they may lend
his colours for the present day, certainly will add
to the fading powers of time upon the finest tints.
His living admirers contemplate with astonish-

[Enproved by Hartolezz,

ment the lucid transparency of his colouril
posterity will be confined to the admiration of "
unequalled grace in the disposition of
objects.” ¥

Observing how much of the interest of mar
Sir Joshua's pictures was annually lessened by
fading of his colours, Smith, the Keeper of
Prints and Drawings at the British Museun
his notes on contemporary artists, pointed out!
desirability of securing fine prints while theyw
still purchasable by purses of moderate -
sions. His advice was more than justified, €
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hone-setter,” caught the ear and conscience of
the town, so [ar as to be proclaimed a bone-setter
of more than human cunning. The daughter of

MRS, SARAMN HAFF, THE DONE-SETTER
[Frene an old Priut,

Wiltshire bone-setter, the wife of a violent
person who thrashed her several times during the
two weeks of their cohabitation, Mistress Mapp

TIE TRUE ARDG LIVHLY

FOURTRAITURE OF VALENTINE GREATRAMES; ES., OF ASSANE,
FREL AL,

FAMOUS FOR CURING SEVERAL DESEASES AND DMNSTEMFERS BY THE STROAK OF HI

cannot have been greatly indebted for her success
to her personal charms, if art has done her no
injustice. In other respects she was a lady to be
admired at a distance rather than worshipped in
a small drawing-room—to be studied through the
glasses of history rather than in the ways of
domestic intimacy. She certainly had some dis-
agreeable failings. Had she been a duchess she
could not have sworn louder caths, and she drank
more Geneva than Dr. Ward Richardson would
think good for any of his patients. 5till, she
made a brave show when she drove (as she did
once a week) in a chariot drawn by four horses,
and preceded by outriders in splendid liveries,
from Epsom, where she had her home, to the
Grecian Coffee House, where she received her
London patients, some of whom were people of the
highest fashion and rank. It was, of course, vastly
droll to see the gentle creature at the playhouse in
Lincoln's Inn Fields, seated between Spot Ward
and Chevalier Taylor, and, better still, to see her
on being mobbed by the crowd, who mistook her
for a certain German countess, put her head out of* |
her coach window, as she screamed (somewhat as
Nell Gwynne screamed on a similar occasion),
“Don't you know me? 1 am not the countess,
but Sally Mapp, the bone-setter.”” No doubt the
poet was regardless of his fee, and thoughtful
only of the lady's merit, when he wrote—

I% ¥YE COUNTY OF WATENFORD, 18 YE KINGDOME OF |
HARD ONLY:
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Never doubting that #4e Miss Boydell of the news-
paper was /Aus Miss Boydell, the young apothe-
cary sold his shop and fixtures, and fled from the
city of heartless womankind, vowing he would
pass the remainder of his days in communion with
the beasts of the field and the birds of the air.
Mr. John Elliot having gone off in this way, hard
things were said of him by the deserted Mary, and
still harder things by her uncle. Twelve years
later, having grown weary of living with the
beasts and birds of rural haunts, Mr. Elliot
returned to London, took another shop, and was
doing well in business, when who but Miss Mary
Boydell—ever a maiden, never a wife, all inno-
cent of the faithlessness imputed to her—should
appear at his counter, cry aloud, * Mr. Elliot! Mr.
Elliot " and fall into a swoon. After mutoal and
satisfactory explanations—explanations rendering
it clear even to the meanest understanding that
Miss Mary Boydell and /#he Miss Boydell of
the newspaper were two different Misses Boydell
—the re-united couple were soon a re-engaged
couple. But again malicious fate separated the
lovers. Their wedding day had been fixed and
their wedding clothes provided, when Miss Mary
Boydell jilted Mr. Elliot, in order that she might
render Mr. Nicols, an opulent bookseller, the
happiest of men. In vengeance and despair the
injured Mr. Elliot loaded a brace of pistols with
powder and ball, and a second brace with powder
and wadding, intending to frighten Miss Boydell
excessively with the leadless pair, before putting
a bullet into his own head. The reader may be
left to imagine how this pretty plan miscarried in
Princes Street after the lady had been properly
frightened ; how Mr. Elliot was tried at the Old
Bailey for attempting to murder Miss Boydell;
how, after being acquitted of this capital charge,
he was remanded to prison to take his trial for a
common assault; and how, whilst awaiting his
trial on this minor charge, he died of a broken
heart and gaol fever in Newgate on 22nd July,
1787, just eight months after Sir John Elliot,Ms.n.,
closed a very different and curiously successful
career in the softest feather bed and courtliest
quarter of the town.

Making a deep impression on the popular
mind, the equally mournful and ludicrous ** Nar-
rative of the Life and Death of John Elliot,
a.D.," was fruitful of numerous ballads and chap-
book stories based on its most thrilling incidents.
It was also accountable for what is most piquant
and absurd in ** Giles Bolus the Knave and
Brown Sally Green,"” the burlesque ballad com-
posed in ridicule of Monk Lewis's * Alonzo the
Brave and the Fair Imogene.” In these days of
literary and artistic revivalism it is conceivable
that the mournful ** Narrative,” which has appeared
in s0 many forms and with so many variations,
may be called back to popular favour by some
expert reproducer of old literary material.

At the close of an essay dealing chiefly with
medical love and womankind reference may be
made appropriately to the strange story of Dr.
James Barry, whose name appeared so recently
as 1865 in Hart's “ Annual Army List” at the
head of the list of Inspectors-General of Hospitals,

:

a personage not to be confounded, as he hasb cend

in certain places, with Dr. Martin Barry,
who predeceased Dr. James of the same surname:
by just ten years. Entering the medical services
of the army at a time when young men were often
made army surgeons without having passed any
severe or regular medical education, and at an
age when the smoothness of his lips and chin wass
less remarkable than it became a few years later,
young James Barry had scarcely joined the first
regiment to which he was appointed when hes
distinguished himself by fighting a duel under re
markable circumstances.

* Barry, you have a very peculiar voice for a man
I declare it might be mistaken for a woman's
voice by any one hearing it for the first times
without at the same moment seeing you,” am
officer remarked to the young surgeon at thein
common mess-table on a foreign station.

“Yon are right,” Barry replied, in a tone o
peculiar significance that was the more curious be-
cause it was not expressive of anger or any othex
strong feeling. * 1 have a peculiar voice, whichs
as you say, might be mistaken for a woman's. Buy
it is the only womanly thing you will ever dis
cover in me."”

The next morning the young officer who had
called attention to the young surgeon’s voice re:

F.R.Si,

W FE T e ke O omews b e

ceived a challenge from the gentleman who hacf®

declared with so curious a composure that his
voice would be found his only feminine charac:
teristic. In the days of duelling such an invita
tion could not be declined, although the offen:
sive speech had been uttered without offensivil§
intention. An explanation to that effect could b
made after the mecting, but no sooner. So th
young men met to exchange shots, and exchanges -
them. [t was a meeting Eim which only one @
them returned. Dr. James Barry remained in thig"
service for more than fifty years without hearinj
another reference to the feminine pitch ap
quality of his voice.

The sixth Earl of Albemarle, who met Dr. Jamey
Barry at the Cape in 1819, when the latter we
acting there as staff-surgeon to the garrison am
the governor's medical adviser, had heard enoug
of the doctor's eccentricities to be curious abo
him, and in his curiosity to gather together som
Fa:ﬁuulm about him, that may be found in h
ordship’s entertaining ** Fifty Years of My Life:88
A beardless lad with reddish hair, high & |
bones, and an unmistakably Scotch type of cou
tenance, the doctor looked no older tﬁ:m his ¢
server and eventual commemorator, but as the eagi@
was bom no further back than the last year of th
last century, Dr. James Barry must in 1819 hay
been something older than he looked. * Wha
at the Cape,” says Lord Albemarle, * he fought
duel, and was considered to be of a most quarre
some disposition. He was frequently guilty |
flagrant breaches of discipline, and on more thas
one occasion was sent home under arrest, b
somehow or other his offences were always co¢
doned at headquarters.” At the same time
was so capricious and quick to take offence t
he had recently turned away in dudgeon from £
governor (Lord Charles Somerset) and left hs
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stooped down to light his pipe, slipped quietly
from his bed and succeeded in reaching the door.
The keeper heard the rush and sprang forward to
intercept him. but too late. In another instant,
with a ringing shout of laughter, the man had
disappeared in the darkness.

It was impossible to pursue him for more than
a very few yards, for the hut stood alone in the
centre of a large flat, surrounded on all sidcsﬁ
hundreds vwpon hundreds of holes, which had
been sunk subsequently to its erection, when the
ground was found to be auriferous. These had
long since been worked out, and the flat was now
deserted save by a few dedlera. whose tents and
machines were scattered at intervals up and down
the bank of the creek which ran along its margin.
So close together were these holes that it was
only possible to cross the flat by winding along
the crest of the now hardened heaps of earth
which, sloping inwards like a funnel, surrounded
each, and to do this safely required daylight or
the«aid of a lantern. As the night was intensely
dark when the unhappy man escapéd, it was only
too probable that he had not proceeded far with-
out meeting his fate,

Such at least was the universal opinion enter-
tained by those whom Dr. Allen found looking in
the neighbouring holes for the body; and so con-
fident were they tgilat he must have quickly perished
that no message had as yet been sent to the town-
ship for the purpose of organising a wider search.
But the doctor was well aware that in certain
states of excitement of the brain the senses are
often preternaturally acute, and that it was quite
probable that the man had crossed the half-mile
of holes in safety, and was at that moment wan-
dering far away in the bush. Hastening back,
tharegnm, with the news, the mounted police,
aided by numerous volunteers from the towns-
people, were soon scouring the country in all
directions; but that day passed away, and the
next also, without bringing any tidings of the
unfortunate man.

It was on Sunday at midnight that he escaped,
and on Tuesday, the day the post (which then only
ran twice a week) left for Melbourne, a letter was
sent to the missing man's brother, who upon re-
ceiving the news started immediately on horse-
back, and arrived on Thursday morning. Alore
than three days and nights had then ?asaed by
and still no tidings had been received of the fugi-
tive,

There happened to be no blacks in the neigh-
bourhood at the time, and when at length some
were procured several hours' heavy rain had obli-
terated all tracks and rendered their aid useless.
A more systematic search was, however, now insti-
tuted for the body by the miners, and the whole
course of the creek and the diggings thoroughly
examined under the anxious superintendence of
the brother. The bush for miles round had been
scoured, and messengers sent along all the lines
of road. As he was bareheaded, his hat having
been picked up a short distance from the store,
and he happened to have on a bright-coloured
plaid jumper, these two circumstances would
tend to make his appearance sufficiently remark-

able had any one caught sight of him. The ﬂ
viction was general that no one would ever ses
him again in life.
It was late on the Saturday niﬁ:ﬁui!nnin th
disappearance of his brother that Mr. Hen
Purvis, wearied with his exertions and desponden
at his ill success, reached the store and threw hig
self down on the bed to take a few hours' rest
Several of the party who had joined him in hi
search yet lingered discussing the event, and thesg
were joined, late as it was, by some of the men
inhabiting the neighbouring tents. Mr. Purvis
could not sleep, and longed for the dawn to coma
that he might once more and for the last time
devote another day to the search, for in spite o
the opinions of all around him he still tenaciousls
clung to hope. While lying awake his attentiosl
was attracted by a conversation between two @
the party in the next room, which was divides
from where he lay by a calico partition merely.
“Deon't you think,” said a man living on th
flat, but who had been absent from home for som:
time, having only that day returned, “that he ma
have crossed the creek and got among the stees
gullies in that direction? Have you looked wes
there?™ s
““ Why, there’s no diggings there for miles an
miles,” was the reply. 3
“] know that; but there was a prospectin
party working there three seasons ago, just acros
the steep range, about a mile or less from here i
a straight line. Don't you know where I mean g
*“Oh, there; yes. Now I think of it there an
a few holes in the first gully you come to. It'saf
out-of-the-way place, too, though it is so near, e
I've been five years on the flat and don't think I’ v
crossed that gully twice. But is it likely,” com
tinued the man, “that he would get safe througs
all these hundreds of holes hereabouts, packes
close together as they can stick, and after all fa
into one of half a dozen that are scores of yaro
apart from each other? Why, it's as much a8
man can do in daylight, with all his senses abo
him, to hit the crossing-place at the dam, andi
he'd tried to cross the bed of the creek, full ass
is of sludge from the machines, he'd have bet§ -
smothered in a jii’f{‘:l Perhaps that's what he
happened, for you know there's no place to g
over safely for a mile and a half up and dows
But it's my belief he's never got farther thai
a gunshot or so from here, and the body has sun
to the bottom of the water of the hole the pos
fellow tumbled into. In the morning we'll dr
for it." .
Mr. Purvis listened with renewed hope. ItW
enough for him to know that there sti | remaine
a place, however unlikely, unexamined, and ¥
determined to start at once. It was now P
midnight, and his companions, who were fatigt
with tEeir day's exertions, and had long sin
all hope of finding the unfortunate man I
were desirous of postponing any further &
until daylight; but he succeeded in persu
three of them to accompany him, and relighti
the lanterns and torches they had formerly use
the party once more sallied forth. =
Most of the preceding efforts to find the mis |
|

e

A e O

i



