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Church of England

Establisiied r84o. R 5 sura n c e I ns.tituti ﬂ' n &

LIFE sxxp FIRE
Perfect Security ! = e
: . = e Institution is prepared to receive
Low .I'I.‘&IHIII:IILEE Proposals from all Classes
Liberal Conditions!  without distinction.
neu—
Apply for, Prospectus to the

Head Office: 9 & 10, KING ST, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C.

Pt Tea of
?e

|

e

Den Tone

Such as our Horefatbers did Brinfle and Enjoie.

“Pe Tea of Pe Ofden Time** belongs to the highest class of choice Teas,—a genuine
revival of special growths of the true Tea plant of the last century, the leaves abounding
in rich natural syrups, delicious flavours, and refreshing strength. A LITTLE GOES
A LONG WAY, 1.1b. being equal to 2-1bs. of ordinary Tea. The craze for cheap Teas
of late vears has so perverted the public taste that NINE OUT OF TEN PERSONS
OF THE PRESENT GENERATION HAVE NEVER TASTED REALLY
FINE TEA.

LADY SALISBURY enjoys "' *Ye Tea of Ye Olden Time," and 50 do many other Ladies of high estate.”
Miss FORTESCUE says: [ am 20 pleazed to get this delickous Tea that 1 do not mind what fp.:n:r for it~

e Fen of Pe Diben Fime'* — One Quality, The Best.—Is Sold by all First-Class Grocers,
Everywhere, in Air-tight Canisters, sizes }-1b. up to 8-1bs.; at 4s. per lb.—now 3s. 10d. per 1b.

Wholesale Address:—§T, DUNSTAN'S HOUSE, GREAT TOWER STREET, LONDON, E.C.

The famons consignment of Golden Peloe, af Eighfy-reven Shillings per Pound, whick cansed such a sfirin

the Mincing Lane Market the other day, samples of whick are now being exhibited ol many First-class

Groceries in London and the Provinees, was purchased by the Propriefors of ** Ve Tea of Ve Oiden Time"—
who culfivale a high-class Trade, and only deal in the Chofcest Feas that reack England.

WERITE FOR ADDRESS OF MEAREST AGENT.

£ H" The “Bar-Lock” Type-Writer

f5 the ONLY Machine combiming the following Advantages—
Perfect and Permanent Alignment,
Automatic Line Spacing. A Duplicate Eey-Board.
Adjustable Ball Bearings to the Type-Bar Joints.
And 5t dr the ONLY Type- Wirdter

HAVING ABSOLUTELY YVISIBELE WRITING.

Soms Type-Writers may have one of two of these Advanmages, but no other eombines them ail.

SOLD FOR CASH; ALSO ON THE EASY PAYMENT SYSTEM. |
THE TYPE-WRITER COMPANY, LIMITED,

12, QUEEN VICTORIA ST, LONDON, E.C.

MARCHESTER : 25, Market 51, LIVEREPOOL: 40, "'-nrlh]ahn&! CAEDIFF: Exchaoge Bidg. | |
GLASGOW : 21, Renficld St. SHEFFIELD: 19, Norfolk 5. MELBOURNE : 185, Liutle Collins St




ADVERTISEMENTS.

SOMETHING NEW ror LADIES.

N compliance with suggestions from the Medical and Nursing Professions, the Patentees of
L Southall’s Sanitary Towels are now manufacturing a new medium Towel at one Shilling and
Sixpence per Doz., the series, instead of Numbers, being now in sizes, as follows :—

Size 1.—1/- per packet of 12 Towels.

Size 2.—(The New Towel) 1/6 per packet
of 12 Towels.

Size 3.—2/- per packet of 12 Towels.

Size 4.—

g A L] )
7w A SPECIMEN OF THE NEW 1.id. TOWEL '\\{"ILL BE SENT, POST FREE,
ication to the LADY MANAGER, I7, Bull Street, Birmingham; from whom also may be
obtained SAMPLE PACKETS at 1/3, 1/9, 2/3, and 3/2 per packet of One Dozen.

samiacwres_QOUTHALL, BROS., & BARCLAY, Birmingham.

May be obtained from Ladies’ Outfitters throughout the World.

" I5 a3 nearly tasteless as Cod Liver Ou can be"—ZLancet, " Has almast the delicacy of Salad QIL"—Britich Medical Fournal.

w&Hanb
e”‘Perfeci;(5*(':{"’111:,”6*"

Cod Liiver Oil

Can be borme and digested by the most delicate.  Is the only Uil which does not repeat.  And for these
-1 X ¥

reasons the most efficacious kind in use.
In Capsuled Bottles enly, at 1/4, 2/6,4 9, & 9/- Sold Everywhera.

NOTE PARTICULARLY.— This 0il Is NEVER sold in_bulk, and cannot be genuine unless in the Capsuled
botiles bearing Allen & Hanburys' Name and Trade Mark (a Plough).
M.B.—ALLEN & HANBURYS guarantee the purity and high quality of their Perfected Cod
Liver Qil, which is made by a new and special Process of their own, and is supplied direct from
their Factories at Longva and K jerstadt on the coast of Norway.

BYH IN LIQUID MALT forms a valuable adjunct to Cod Eiver Oil, being not only & highly concentrated and nutrilicus

Food, but a powerlul aid to the digestion of all starchy and [arinageous matters, rendering them casy of assimilation
by the most enfeebied invalid. BYNIN, being liquid, is entirely free from the inconvanient treaciedike consistence
Malt Extract. It is very palatable, and possesscs the nutritive and. peptic properties of Malt in perfection. It is a

went in Consumption and Wasting Lseases. In Itottles, at 1/8 each.

BRIGHTEST SILYER and ELECTRO-PLATE.

1d ewarywhare in Boxes,

W IE AT I SEHALL DREINIEI

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.
dard’s

OdPL 3
: Poiiger EPPS S

e s Cleams (BREAKFAST)

[ iy seratching
the Obd
or neglected Plata  when
renavated with GODDARD'S
PLATE POWDER retain
their briliancy and do not

armish.  Six Gold Medals
i -

e b sl O BOILING WATER OR MILK.

. - oand 46

ONTSERR

PURE LIME FRUIT JUICE AND COR

M AT

The Fanced says s * We counsel the public 1o drink their Lime Joice whenever and wherever they list. It is a y
some drnk than any form of aloobol. &« . I sound condition and entirely free from aduleration.’ WELTIC.DME

LIBRARY
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P
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k 1 ADVERTISEMENTS.

When the pie

The praises of
Bird’'s
Custard

Wieas opened
The birds

BLegan to sing Powder,

Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in

Endless Variety. The Choieast Dishes
and the Richest Custards. !

NO EGGS REQUIRED.

GOLD MEDAL, Health Exhibition, London : HIGHEST AW AR]J Adelmde 1887.

THE MOST NUTRITIVE and
DELICIOUS, DIGESTIELE.

FOR INFANTS, CHILDREN & INVALIDS.

I\l]i"uk.l. FROM FPRIYVATE T'I]I'IE
I hasne gisen .-’-'.-'-.' ‘r" .-"' ‘: F -:J"l':'fJ slely a!-:wrr fame [0 By YONNZES ".f.u fof, Mot 50 r.l.-|.l. A5 o .u (B doclor’s diredtion: ]
el ang Alesesead § el frais r." 1 F 1:-'_,. ol mad &, arand gy iy fo fokimg | na .u'g.-':'r fowik soold dipes
':-:..'-.||| I's IH EEE |||'lD‘ of Chemists, 8., I'\._}'\.u'-* 1|1III'|1€ ALE OF Al‘-'l-u:-Ll' aLE Housgs,

YDROLEINE

IS THE BEST - OF ALL SOAP POWDERS FOR

LAMNDRY AND GENERAL USE.
THE SANITARY INSTITUTE OF GREAT BRITAIN

Has Mwwice conferred the Honour of its Diploma upon Hydroleine for purity and
excellence.

THE HYDROLE!NE €0., LTD., watune street works, LEICESTER & LONDON.
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THE

Silver Torch

(Copyright Regisiered)
Economy !
Cloanliness !
Convenience!

The Snver Torci Candles give & good
light, are cleanly to handle, and buarn 2o
]|-!I!'_ kit for |."|_'|i|| iry bedroeom use they
will bnst & w 1_.-\'.

A simag '-|1. rub with a <'|r1. cloth is all t1ll.1
cleaning necessary outside, .||:| this bt
once @ week or so, when a fresh candle
is pur in the tbe,

Price 7 & complete. .
To be olwained of all lronmongers, or of
the Manofacturers :

WM. NUNN & CO., 8t. George 8t., London, E

contains all the rq-.n-n:l:al-, of a pure dietary

UM 1) et R et ot 4

of bone and muscle—a vital necessity to growing infants.
wex

IMIFATIONS,

SO0LD EVERYWHERE.
ALL

RIDCE'S ROYAL FOOD MILLS, LONDON,

=3 DR, RIDCE'S PATENT CODKED Fl]l]n
KEFUSE

I5 THE ORICINAL, AND HAS THE
LARCEST SALE IN THE WORLD,

E‘S FOOD

=u.

I-h.' f.l.'.?'-

Elegance and Hard

Gold
Medal

For Refined Dreas.
Any Length Cut, ne matter how short.

Past Fr lﬂ on

i NEW SPRING & SUMMER PATTERNS /..

PEASES

WORLD RENOWNED

Cross-WARP SERGES

Wowven in Double Thread both ways of the Cloth from Pure Elastic English Wools,
ear Combined. Always in Fashion,

Pease’s

MERINOS & GASHMERES

In Black and 50 Choice Colourings.

Any article not approved exchanged within Seven Days.—
All Goods are warranted to be Equal to_Bample.—Carriage Paid om ‘all Orders to any Railway
Station in Great Britain, and to Dublin, Belfast, Limerick, Cork, and Waterford.

HY. PEASE & C0.’S Successors, THE MILLS, DARLINGTON.

London Sale Rooms: 244, REGENT STREET, W. (.57

NITTING
OOLS

AND

e SILKS

The Providence HMills Spmn!ng ﬂampany BI a,d[r,-.nj
T-DrFia.Lu.-.u-.-. hi |I '-TIHllJ 1 g ell. Their W\

ind Siks are not weighted with he vy ::.".-L" or chemicals, |_| ||
are zil of |;|| Best Qu.;l,hllr' T F‘ur-l" Fast DI"G LAaDigEs !
write for the Samples (whick l-'\.|II| vt charge) and
you will a s the ndy lireet frosm thie
SpHnners, Iy =0 al

o, .|..|_| 1RV ATOE,

VENABLES’
[RON-FRAMED PIANOS

Recent Important Improvements.

Perfection of Tone & Touch.

These PIANOS are giving general satisfaction.
Unsolicited Testimonials being constantly
received.

For CASH or on THREE YEARS' System,
g2 “Write for Price List,
C. VENABLES & CO.,

187 & 189, Essex Rd., ISLINGTON, N.



iv ADVERTISEMENTS.

The opening chapters of the Story which has
gained the Prize of -

ONE THOUSAND POUNDS

APPEARED IN THE
Christmas Number of TIT-BITS.

T TR T W e

The Legal Page in 7it-Bils is written by a Barrister, and contains
valuable information.

The Inquiry Column in 7i-5ils contains answers to some of the
most curious and interesting questions it is possible to ask.

The Continental Page in 7it-Bils gives the wittiest paragraphs from
the Press of Europe.

The General Information Page in 7it-Bils is entertaining and
instructive.

TIT-BITS is a Journal of pure Literature, contributed by the most
entertaining Writers of the day.

One Guinea per column (about 700 words) is paid for original A rticles.

Littérateurs desiring to contribute should examine the pages of Zit-Bils,
<o as to fall in with the general tone and style of the Paper.

Contributors should send nothing that will bore, nothing that will pollute
—-only that which will brighten, amuse, and instruct.

SHORTHAND TIT-BITS is published every month.  Price
Twopence.

SHORTHAND TIT-BITS is in the casy reporting style of Pitman’s
Phonography, and is issued under the superintendence of Messrs.
T[saac Prrman & Sons, of Bath and London. It consists of twelve

pages, containing a reproduction of portions of the ordinary numbet
of Tit-Bits.

SHORTHAND TIT-BITS is invaluable to the student of Phono-
graphy, as well as interesting to every writer of Shorthand, and forms
one of the most unique productions ever issued from the press.

Officcs: BURLEIGH ST., STRAND, LONDON, W.C.
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THE

WONDERFUL VELVETEEN

AT €</- A YARD.

LEWIS'S, in Market Street, Manchester, are the Manufxcturers of the fine First-class
I'|.|._'|'|.'|'1l'|_"l'| ';'.'lliu"l'l i'\. oW u-;-ﬂ-i-_“uu [} i]” O 1]|1' Wﬂt’]q'.

IT IS FAST PILE and FAST DYED, and EVERY INCH 15 GUARANTEED.,
If a Dress should wear badly, or be in any respect faulty, LEWIS'S will GIVE a
NEW DRESS for NOTHING AT ALL, and pay the full cost for making and
trimmin The price of this beautiful Velveteen, in black and all the most
beautifu E‘.t}lﬂul s now worn, is 2/. a yard.

This quality Velveteen issold by the best dr Apers al 3/6, 4/6, and 6/6 a yard. The puliic,
although they don’t know it, have to pay two or three profits —the difference between the
manufacturer’s price and the price the consumer pays for Velveleen. LEWIS'S, of Market
Street, Manchester, manufacture this Velveteen themselves, and sell it (or, it might almost be
said, !_‘;i.l.'\_' it} Lo the ]:-u| dic For 2. - avyard. LFE MRS asl Ladies fo W?'J"!r.'_f-s'.." Patterns of this
extraondinary Velveteen.  They will then be able to judge for themselves whether
LEWIS'S, of Market streel, Manchester, praise their Velveteen more than it deserves,

pr- WERITE FOR PATTERNS ON AN ORDINARY POST CARD.
LEWIS'S pay Carriage on all Orders to all parts of Great Britain and Ireland.

v

Some of the
COLOURS.
Havy. White.

Cream.
Royal Blue.
Admiral.
Brown-dore.
Prune. Yiolet.
Ruby. Grenat.
Burgundy.
BordeauX.
Sapphi

ap re.
Sevres.
Electric.
Gendarma.
Cobalt.
Chestnut.
Fearl.: Gray.
Slate.
Porcalain.
Oliwea.
Bronze.
Apple Grean.
Laurel Grean.
Chartreuse.
Hazel.
Leathar.
Tarra-cotta.
Yieux Rose.

Gold. Peony.
FOR THE PRESENT SEASON.-— Purple.
ey ) e T .. Bisouit.
Adies who desire to be well dressed Fawn. Baiges.
should writ LEWIS'S for Patterns of New Dress Materials 3 they will he astonished ¢ ; ¢
nould write Lo VIS'S for Patterns of New Diress Materials 3 they will be astonished at  Cherry.
the value offered. Please mention ** The Strand Magazine,” and address il-lﬂll-lﬂiﬂ'l!-
u e,
5 "
LEWIS'S in MARKET STREET, MANCHESTER. e Een.
SOME DISTINGUISHED CUSTOMERS CF LEWIS'S. Camaesl.
H.M. the Q. een of Denmark. Countess of Aberdeen. Lady Heneage. Umber.
Piincess Hohenlohe. Countess Reven low. Lady Leighton. Endiwve.
Duchess de Gramont. Countess of Lindsay. Hon. Mrs. Ed. Stanhope. mroch.
Marchioness of Bute, Countess of Dundonald. Madame Waddington. dre. &rou
Marchioness of Drogheda. Countess of Lauderdale, Hon., Miss Lane Fox. Over 200 Shades
Countess of Annesley. Lady Mountmories. in Stock.

LLOYD'S AGAGIA GHARGOAL.

The Great Natural Remedy fou
Indigestion, Biliousness,
Alcoholic Excess, Heartburmn,

Consumption, d&c.

This is no quack rencedy, bui I, which
any time. It cleanses the sy
15} Ih-l_' SANES INANNET Bs | |'|:|r-;

noxkeus matter in the body, and tho

wired agacin Wi
| !|.|||.|r|==ie--- anad acts PR the ntermal organs
bt |.l| AleT 11 II|'|-r|~| Ih it | (ERIESTAT i| ||.-5=2||.|:I:||h ““
hly parifies the whole system

can be taken af

Tin 1 -'-I-I:xi-|1-.1.1 of Bagc

AY B 5 -.'\‘-, !.Hl., Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C. ; of all
Chemists and Stores, Ta

ar 1. Gal. |]|' L ON TEcE I||| of |W'I.| '\l:‘.ll_l_ i"l: 1!. or
1. ".'..Jn'-liul 3|,| eX1EN, OF qll-

LLOYD & CO., Tanner Street, LONDON, S.E.

N IVEA N

OF THE

HYPOPHOSPHITES.

&0 Valusbhle Tonde Alkslolds, g
lated by Ll Hisman Spstem=—ren
andl rielaees Lo the :.llul'hl i brscing L

detdiblintbng dlsenzas—the |

etper afay & fow dogs, This b expe -.m.l ¥ I ﬁrht\-l ing

i

e infeotbon, L §& salte] L

|y theoes

T Wl o s enmiive LTk,
Hoxith. ** & snfennd surs e

m}llﬂﬁ S¥RUP taken regularly braces the Body and l.'||

s-ula" by all Chemists, in Bottles 2s. ad and

I any difenliy send (o the Froyoristam amnd Man G

COMPOUND
Y*RoUP

TONIC. —Nulrilive and Invigorating ; Won-
derfully Strengthening in
Marvous Prostrafion and Ganaral Debiliy
whether the resull of Overwork, Mental Anxiety, or Ex ésges
INMAN'E BYRUP Ik compasid ¢ |' L b [[1.5 phoaphi Il'-\.cll' l| i I| Tran, ".I ._| B,

all Cases of

il enmplainia
i malerial changs for

clions of the resplratary

MNervo Cepbred. mlol

ity '.l-\- miul mll apes,

1|=ﬂ-|"'||.|I’: {1 gan ||:||‘u,|1.-| rhaleod Ielogsl, B

1v, Famicf e oekar
45 GBd.

WM. iHMAN & CO., LIIn'!ITEIII 45 Leilll St., & 8, Shardwick Place, EBIHEUHEH 103, Eukgate LEITH,
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Tvpt WRITER.

USE THE

ENELISH &

-ln.

T ¥u 10 g eatiir I
Tie ENCLISH TYPE-WRITER, LD, 2, LEADENHALL ST LONDON,£.0.

CREY OR FADED HP.IFI WHISHEHS EYEBROWS,

PICKARD'S EAU MACIQUE

Or Instantaneous One-Liquid Hair Stain.

WARRANTED FEHH*HEHT HATURAL & FEFIFiﬂTL'I" HARMLESS.
II".|'I"II ||||]|'- g 5 I"|||'_-\.
Golden, Golden  Aunburn,
v Dark Auburn, Light Brown,
\1”.‘.||-: Brown. and Black, alzo
(iolden for tinting dark hair.
Of Hairdressers & Chemists,
cr 3/ ease carringe paid,
sccretly packed 1o any ad-
Iress, on receipt of PO or
stampe 1o W, Pickard & Co.,

251, KExTisH Towx Roan,

17, FLEET STREET | CARTER'S

HAIR STA]N

ey l|:|-I i

unl Stai

Chaneory Lane, E.C.

t Simple,

1 i o Liguid for che
ing Fair or Grey Mo
Whiskers, &¢., 10 4 permanent
5 and matural Light or Dark

Brown in o few hours, No

PrEYEELS I‘I\.‘.'IIZI'HI'LZ Lit=ril iy

Price 2/9, 5/9, and 10,9
per bottle, post free.

Established uwpwards of

Lowpon, (it
AL

IR
SKIN AFFECTIONS

MAY BE CURED IsY

COUNT MATTETI'S

MARVELLOUS
MEDICINES.

th .0}, 3/8 for Kemedics
with full instructions
WILFORD & CO..
The Authorised Apents,
HANWAY S5T., OXFORD 5T.,
LOMDON, W

Send details wi

41,

ORE[GN N\ AMPS T0 STAMP COLLECTORS
P ) NER PR

300 Cheap Sts_
ALFRED SMITH & CO., BATH,

B where for s

ETAHPH BUHE 'k best
|:||.-l-'\| tence 3 '_::|||||I| Iy S(‘Hf's,
i whis Ill‘l.“' :!-- l:ll. lat bifistved

".\l:hl.l!:l Alhll.mi-, which are n!' d.'] L T pl‘.'. |
wards), suitable for beginners ﬂ“""l-ll'uh suld by us .=="'-"1".I-
ranted genuine. | SELECTIONS OF STAMI% SEXT O Al

WHITFIELD KING & CO., Stamp Inportens, IPSWICH.

]I',.[._-_i;...h*ar-:i 1860

INHALAN

TMDE“ SPI RDNE”‘HAM

g The ireaimeal alk Ill-nul:-lh of the s,
'IH|1rI||-l'|.'|l N auEe o be a Speciic for o
Congrsiive and the TS IPIOry
Ampirnt s ficacions s

COUGHS AND anns As'ruun BRONCHITIS.

FAMPHLIETS PUST |||| u—xmun AT,
TH IE EPIHHHE IMITED.

Depot :—17a, DUKE 8T, MhHEHESTEH SQUARE,

!JGH Ilﬂ M, W .

EAR CAP

A (CraxTon’s PATENT)
. For Bemelying Prominent Ears.
; Prevents dizilg vemoni, in afier
Tifr. Kevps the hair from tangling
2adil I J skees “'n 1 in fiur
Indnr No. 5 for 1l rer

» FPost fl"‘f.:l:", 3 6.

A, CLA}(TDN 62, Strand, WC

-\.\.'

18R Bt ToThe it free af Author,

THE (:UF:E OF

NSUMPTIDN

BY AN ]"-.I'llll-l'l W |t|-:“l|¥ '\nU‘ Ul
CITRONTC |I LLF |I.||| III'I|'| ;

By I-‘II“I'\ 'l-'l- 1I 'l.ll: I'\I- ¥. Il: l'l oy

Laondam, K. { 1@ Physlokan ta 1. war | |.I;|l.'l| Iu. '|.'|||

GIVEMN AWVWAY!
Your Mickel Bilver -

PEN AND PENCIL CASE

r WAME in R
CDI‘«II’LE "| "'-_ &T

Yoomr I Tht 1 L a1y 1 JETE 1 In fuTy. | g I.'I'Il:l LI
T R Al el v SEImg ¢ Hoad,
B, Mgy fage, £, Mewiton Surdlagas London, M.



Giganiic Saf-., uf!fm @L.em 5 Hﬂyaf " Howsehold

HEABTHRUGS

saanring B 1
Eaimel & w

i atl hoissamids Flﬂi‘i'-' I T i LA G alE ress v
SPECIAL OFFER . — Thraa for 7/, 8ix for 13/6,
Twalﬂ for 25/, Larrlaga Prea,

af Ashbareslen,
|

in Kean

A N Dioaiom intle ™ Queswd Ragad
ne fur this Scaxon am n FevaTal
anidl sabdeed Taekish aod (

heslgm is wanted, ki .l|.|_'|' b

COLOSSAL SALE.
A CARGO OF REAL ITALIAN

REVERSIBLE SILK RUGS

pﬂ-‘l"ﬂH i Tast weok at the Lendon Dooks,
SALE PRIGE Byl -p'--mn. 'H-wl'zn.-. fon Comy 1.|| “a kg i N
4 z Iy

in H l.r-hllp::l.
POST FREE.

|_u Tk o rr Y

waf «

fered numbey, |.1-.l (4 5

HaTy. Sky., 5
b oy BA k.

lm s 2 b heresd
{ Ltaly.
gl Eof

B .1._1_-. Ruge, ||-|I qmln P —— Tkl
] '|.'|u:'|._-| l:l'.ll . BPEC 1 L OF |‘h-|- —T s for '_I-L_ Fonr

For-17s. B,

|I||| r-r

I '-nm

Berks, July Sth

il

T

L MILLEANK: TEard., wWillem:
2 hy F et
|

The “ Queen's Royal Hadsel.mf Revarsibla Rich Turkay Pattern

_GARPETS m.

g wWorld, Woven willoil &= v gaperie
Lik eoreas st & o v

L, | B0jfe. by 124L., price. . 855 84
8 iy 150 e en oie Bl
by 130 « Te ML

by Lilfe. . i

ADVERT :"H.F..IH,;’V vii

DIRECT FROM THE LOOMS AT MANUFAGTURE &5° PRIGES.
_ POPULAR PARCEL For 1391
Carriage Paid. Lot No. T12

1 padr of newgnifesnt T
LB

21/

i ade, 1 Lawd Pivlevs. Eori Curtalng séand W
» Long Spanish Lace Searf GIVEN AWAY
|I |.-I|L|.r' 1‘-|-|-r~| "Ill_p by the farge Sale are we I|| ibslieal i
. TheCartaing are made cxclssively
afot Koveliies of Patiorm= for :33
" A Prico List Posi Free
tl FE 1."'|| d BNE, Iltl'lri.lll, &

PATRONISED BY RD\"'ALTY

T,

PARKER" 111146

UMBRIELLA
at /6 each.

REGISTERED.
DIRECT FROM THE MANUFACTURER.

Ladies' or Gent's Plain o Twill Silk Parker's Hollow Riblsed
Frames, carved amd mounted sticks. Sent Parcel Post free, 28
{or 368 stamps), Thovsands sold yearly. | iat aurd |l:-l:r|1-lr'||.|.'l-\.
free. Reccovering neatly done with Pinin or Twill Silk, Lad
or Crent's, 2/8 e, returned by next post

J. B. PHHKEH, Bnoomu“élfégg,wghkéknﬂr:
FRETWORK ror AMATEURS

OF BOTH SEXES AND ALL AGES.
Eqlipae Deslgn.,

-\.I' 1 B iF 178

THE

MOST PROFITABLE

AND

FASCINATING

0oF ALL

HOME PASTIMES,
EASILY LEARNT.

. ‘-hl‘\-"ﬂ:l-. & O

ad.

Price

FT‘F‘T"-’-"FI'I";I. PATTERNE nmi i of AOLIT s
FRETWOOD, Ve L |rII

L. L
Al ininkenss gkl I.|. af TOOLs, 0T |||.| -

HII'I‘

..I LIRS |||.| prices

5,700 Books of Fretwork Designs.

£370 IN YALUE will be GIVEN AWAY !

Far partienlars seo Sals Lixt.
ASPLENDID OPPORTUNITY FOR BEGINNERS
Completa Fralwcrrl: Outht, comprising 1 Seel
Frame, 8 Spwa, Awl, File, 4 Desirmns (well - o
A e, Slandbon : on Freiwork), AR r-r-:'hl.:lllu:ll'

I Bils, will he BSENT GRLTIH“ ith s
itfits o Card, o L s |
il ||.I||. aseoried plaped Fre J----I I.- ] :
I 12 fe difto gl o e M. ; poss

CLT&L”BUF_E af vk, Dheslzns, Wosd

EslEi L :fu_' E'r LA,

v el post frée. A Specimen
El:n'.'prnn} |r|:1\ro|l|; Dm.ljrn SENT & ATIB with e«ach
Cntalogue: also o List of Designe. COutflis, Tool Chests,
&C.. at greatly reduced Pricea, vo Cloar

X Ho=All erders nvwal b aecoan pas

J H. QH'HHELH ﬂ:'l'."'ﬁ...-"-f
hl'l'\'lll m |I-.:-.

reenibianes
mof Freiwork
falk,




viii ADVERTISEMENTS.

SLEEPING OR WAEHKING!

DR. JAEGER'S

Sanitary Uoollen System

PROTECTS FROM DISEASE & INCREASES COMFORT
A HUNDREDFOLD.

THIS TRADE MARK GUARANTEES—

ABSOLUTELY PURE WOOL.

None Gennine without it.

{WF= Write for llustrated-Explanatory Catalogue (with
list of Depots and Retailers), sent free,

London Depots :

158, FENCHURCH STREET. 455, STRAND d
EE& Eﬂ, CHEAPSIDE, (Opposite Grand Haotel)

42 & 43, FORE STREET, 3 & 4, PRINCES ST., CAVENDISH
Wear Moorgate Strest Station. EthHEi Mear Begent Circns.
(With Tasloring Departaent.) (15eh Taiforing Depariment.}
Dr, Jaeger's * Health Culture,” 192 E}:gi. price 6d., sent post free. Full of
interest and information.

Scientific Dress-Cutting Association,

272, REGENT CIRCUS, LONDON, W.

PAYING WORK FOR OUR DAUGHTERS.

Good living can be secured by learning Dress-making or Millinery,

Every branch of these businesses is taught thoroughly and practically by the

SCIENTIFIC DRESS-CUTTING ASSOCIATION,
272, Regent Circus, London, W.

Certificates granted when proficient, and pupils assisted in finding situations.
Prospectuses free on application.

MILLINERY CLASSES HELD DAILY.

Hours: Il to 12, & 4 to 5. On Tuesdays & Thursdays, additional hours, 10 to I L
Terms: Twelve Lessons, £1 1s.

TERMS FOR DRESSMAKING LESSONS.

Lr(‘-aﬁ“l'-lllg and '-_:I.I'U.il'l-ﬂ [un:i] p[r_‘.ﬁr_‘i_l_'ni:l ' £E 20 ].'-J-I.lj.l'l_k{ |:LII"I.'.i| l'-l_"IfL'Cl] : e i £2 20
Draping, 12 Lessons (hours 12to1& 3t04) 1.1 0| Until qualified for 1st Class Certificate ... 6 6 O
Making (One Dress for self] . 1 1 0| Diploma Course ... .. 1212 0




ADVERTISSWENTS. iX

The fodoring FExtract

e 1S THE ORIGINAL

THE PIPE IN THE AND SMOKERS ARE CAUTIONED ACAINST IMITATIONE,
WORKHOUSE. e

The picture drawn by our Helper
of the poor old man in the wark house,
puffing away at an empiy p'pe, has
{4 |.|_|;|_'|i t||ﬂ I'|I'.II!I\. iff e (i aur

I ho daces from
signs  himsell’ |

1 have Teeen struck with yo
tien in the Octols

s of yours

I sympathies of ¥
a hardened and invetermite amoker, &
"\.1|.r|_l1'i_- I i|| [-'-'||'-]'-':i| I '.I.;-I.'i|| )
start acollecting-box for the fund, and
lewy contributions for it on my smok
ing .'L('l]":i.il.il:lt:'ulctl‘-, Lt unfortunate |:.
my business |:-'::1]:-r.':=- me o be & i
wandderer round the Continent fi

ine months.

fer the
hest-smoki b iz PLAVER'S
Navy C (il W anadvertises
ment). 1 enclose, therefore, acheque 22 :
fo: the amount. i &= i

« BEAUTIFULLY o' A{_{}sﬁﬁb«éf SMOKING.”
LD
In 1 ounce Packets and 2, 4, 8 ounce and 1-1b, Tins,

WHICH KEEP THE TOBACCO IN FINE SMOKING CONDITION.
Ask at all Tobacco Sellers, Stoves, &c., and Take no other.
The GENUINE bears the TRADE MARK—* NOTTINGHAM CASTLE " on every Pachet & Tin.

PLAYER’S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES

Can now be obtained of all leading Tobaceanists, Stores, &c., in Packets containing 12,

ey




ADVERTISEMENTS.

THEOBALD’S Genuine Glgantic SALE.

CREAT BARCAINS BEFORE HEHIJ'H'IHI: TU UHEEH PHEHISEE
THEQCBALD'S H‘EHU‘HHED TELESEGPES IBINATION TELESS

i by all the Lewid 1" i s
ow L l aver iLh wip ]
i prpeleid by g 'l- theis
= E A .'l.: '|"'\-'\. 'I| = || \.
EDTCED PI

NHE ACME l ‘\‘»if

TEIL }HII:I‘ wpen Lo 1 g

(L] Sl

1 '.I-.r'l-'llrl- [ .:. ien priced, all ol moe
g from forcizn casfarsom,  Catala, do of

GRAND JLLUSTR
CATATOGGURE, with 500 ¢ PETRAND BMAG." GO M
i iler b0 Aomn Teleerops ml
|I T fis,
"'J med) J, THRGAALD & ©0

A gy tns, 31 FHitra wpetinl diiko, 20 pages
L al lagics, Woshera, Mall Canls, 2owlng .'-',:..;I apee
ThrEraTiety: &, Ir. la il r %y L. :.\.-l .".;;- e amd ihie trade =g
J THE-DH-H.LD & CG 3 re}. 7 Hl,th.]_-"]u,cc\-
and 20. Chnrch 8L E.,n;mg ton. LONDON, W-

DEL|GIOIIS' WHI]LES[IME' HEFRESHING'

Flavoured with RIPE FRUIT JUICES.
: The Cueeenr says @ ¥ These Jellies, consisting of cubes of solid jelly,
P R-I z E simply requive the addition of a proper quantity of hot watér to
produce a mould of jelly that in appearance, flavour, and clearness
M E DA l : leaves nothing to be desired.”"—Feb. 14, 1891,
= S0ld by Grocers, in Hall Pint, Pint, and Quart Packets.
1IF NOT KEPT BY THE CROCER NEAREST TO YO,

write for f REE SAMPLE PACKET, i 22220

S. CHIVERS & SONS, FRUIT GROWERS, HISTON, CAMBRIDGE,

Pm:-prlatm of the First Fruit-Farm Jam Emtur:f eatabliehed In Euglnnﬂ.

Grand Duplnmn of Honour, Edinburgh, 1890,
Two Prize Medals, Paris, 1889, IF ¥OU WANT APPLY TO—

ROEINBON & CI‘E@“VER’S %0y, ERe & SPoTISWOODE,
IRISH}‘1 .I : 2 /l, East Harding St.,
%y

q DA‘MASK ey
B | | N Y,
TABL LINEN DR %.

s and Frice af Cambele 1ha g Lista on Application. ﬁJ/
RGBINEDN & CLC.H'.I'EH EELFH“T- Any Information given. (P
WAME THIS MAGAZINE S SES———




ADVERTISEMENTS. xi

Merely the Truth

TENRNNA RN RN RA RN
The e s inpuatic A Big Business Built up
Duia e it B s iy Bt inee on Free Samples.

a0 judged every system in the world is condemned.
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They are of human preduce and therefose Fallible. The sales of Frazer's Sulphur Tablets afford the
The real points are :— most convincing proof of their merits, taken in co sjunc-

Do they cure dizeases of the blood and skin in the tion with the methods by which the sale has b.en
majority of instances?  Undoubtedly they do. buile up.

Do they confer relief, assuage pain, and bensiit the [;or nearly two years past every person who hos
general health, even when they donot cure® Invariably, wniten or applied for free samples of Frazer's Sulphor
yied, lablets has been sug}p]:ed gravis and post free.  Many

Dha they by antiseptic influence in the blood ward off tenz of thousands of persons have so applied, in accord-
fevers, cholera, small pox, and maost, if not all, cther ance with our invitation. :
infectious and comagious diseases? They do. _l:'i'-lfllﬂ-‘lol#' every ane of our advertisements has cons

Do they unde the efficct of a chill.or congestion, by tained an offer to supply free samples. ) ]
bringing about nermalconditions of bealth?  Yes, they To the samples therefors, as a test of merit, must he
logzen and disperse the congestion. attritated the success ar failure of the sales,

Do they permeate 1|:|rle'|:-|v|;u;||:|. mmk:llymlhnj hacilli Hawve the sales grown ¥
:i:lc ;‘g*&gll:mn_lﬂmh'und the growth of discase is Let the facts speak for themselves :—

: s The present owners of Frazers Sulphur Tablets par-

Do they act 0z o nataral healthy daxative, rendering
them especially valuable to women and children, and
{gmcl‘l_: of s El!l:]'n'_r habits of life or businesst  Yes,

R e Es 2 w e because the article was known to bave great mierir.
i Y £ e fonerskinporcsand s rom | 2T the yea ending Janiues o 60, s
plexion? They do. h".'{mg:ﬁf.smv:’d by the purchase of that num-

Do they frequently succeed when other much more The sals for the jﬂr'ﬁ““ni Tanuary oth, gs, was

vowerful and complex medicines fail ¥ They do,
Should they be despised because they are simple? ::mr%:‘:fé:‘.ﬁfi;” by the purchase of ihat

Rtmeml_rﬁr the simple chfl-l:ﬂnll dripping of n drop of
T AMir De ot Dok oo e sl 1o L oregasd o d = From 81,760 To 412,000

Do not forget they have no cumulative power of injory.
Dioes their Eig]amhlt taste render them -|::|1.1i||1:r11ily In One Yeapr'!i!
i

a family medicine? Yes, for neither the mind nor

chased the nwngr,ship in them on the roth day of
Ir.nua.r_-,-, TES\.}, The sale then was ];rJJ:L:'rn||],' MNal. A
large sum of moneywas paid for the right of ownership,

stomach rebels against them, and children like them. Now you who rend have a fair average share af
Are II:II!]." the best of all Blood p-u:ri:l'm:'s: and the most commaon sense, We pue it to Vo i Could we hnve made
viluahle of all ;pring ¢1¢nn:-ing medicines ¥ Yes, they this vast stride forward except on merit? If Frazer's
arc. ﬁulpht!!'lfﬁbh# mbl:':id ;nl:nt, would not the sam;les
ave killed the sal nd we ask you how many
What they are l'lﬂt. Iiuuilpmnx-:lrz there could stand this r:lrg'ul test of I';uJIr

WA lln g,

They are not o common cure-all. s 3
They are not strongly recommended for Dyspepsia, And we assume that you will agres with vs that oy
although good in its htrm-:nliug phases, the very practical methed of endorsing their opinions
H = by purchase, the pablic have shown comclusively that

Fhey are not a Liver stimulant,although their healthy | -
action on the Wood and bleod-vessels in and adjncent mﬁf‘_ﬁ'ﬂgi‘;iﬂhh" have real and unmistakealle

to the Liver is of great value.
They are: not a puegative with violent re-action,

They donot cause Hiemorrhoids. They benerethem, | PPE@SENE and Future Plans.

They are not recommended for Meuralgin, Brain

Disease, nor do they profiess 1o supplant ** the Doctor,” With the year 1891 we are commencing a house 1o

Quite otherwise. Many medical men recommend them house distribution of free samples. Tothe home of the

<y insvitable cases, and indicate their use in others to- I'in Plate Workers in Llanelly ; to the cottage of the
B gether with special medicines needed, Miner in Swansea Vale ; to the Well-to-do Residens of
Theyare not recommended asa cure for Consumption, Brighton and the South Coast : to the Qyster Fichers

Cancer, nor Fits.  And yet in the two first-named we of Colchester ; to the Agricultural Implemept Makers
ire :.'I.ml:lg]}‘ af RNk, lhl!'}' deserve an  extended af Ipci-\h'i.ﬂh.; 10 the Fishermen of Lowestolt and Yar-

trial over several months, or even one or two. years, maouth, and to dwellers elsewhere, we are careying the
The reason is simple yet cogent. Both Concer and knowledge of Freer's Sulphur Tablets, always on the
Consumption are germ diseases and affect the blood. same stern testing lines of letting people judge them by
Special medical treatment is necessary in both; all we the samples.  And so we hope o continue, each doy
say 15 that Frazer's Sulphur ']'.:|||:||.|':.1sl:JI regularly used, seeing W something attempted and mml:thmj; done,
kerp up a consiant cumrent of aseptic influence’in the unii] sampies of Frazer's Sulphur Tablets hava besn -
bady, which, if not in severe cases sufficiently power- carried to every home in the kingdom,  And let us teil
ful to act curatively, will at lease arrest or retard the that the great expense of this work is capital out-
development of the bacilli of the disease. Our ex- y £3 make them known, affording conclusive proof of
pericnee seems to prove that this antiseptic influence our awn faith in them,

would in time destroy much of ‘the virulensce of the

complaint. Certainly they will do no harm.  And their write fur FPEE Samp]ﬁs.

influence -;l:n the getg:ml dbé:lﬂ; iz decidedly beneficial,
Write for free samples; don’t however rely upon them They will be sent vou gratis and post free on appli-
40 olirh, LA foel usased they: will do sorms sed. Ty e e e L

Frazer's SLiIl}hur Tablels are put up in packels, price 1s. 11d. [Im.s[ free 15, 3d.), and for sale by
chemists and medicine vendors.  Beware of cheap imitations. :

Sole Proprictors: FRAZER & CO.,11, Ludgate Square, London, E.C.
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PHUSPHATES NOURISH BRAlN & FHWE

“FRAME
FOOD”
PORRIDGE

(INOT OATMEAL)

Is a Cooked WHEATEN Powder,

ENRICHED with the

“FRAME FOOD” EXTRACT OF PHOSPHATES
FROM WHEAT BRAN.

Invigorating Restorative.

For OLD and YOUNG!

For WELL and SICK!

HALF-AN-OUNGE MAKES A BREAKFAST GUP.
A BREAKFAST CUP MAKES A MEAL.

—— s e e —

Sold by Chemists & Grocer s at 8/ per 700, 1/- per 106, & Td. per 30b. Tins.
Or sent Carriage paid, with full particulars, by

FRAME FOOD CO., Lvo, LOMBARD ROAD, BATTERSEA, LONDON, S.W.



THE PROGRESS OF MEDICAL
BLECTRICITY.

3 1 forelgner visliing Lonidon wi'l ropeel 1o have saeri-
fieed @ Fow mamest= .0 ozamin tho Ith-i
Eniilding at 5E Gxfond Zreat {corngr o bome Plaes
the geat 0f a colebested company, kbewn under the
anme of Live Medical huqi ﬂnm:pln](édmil-ldz tha
proaddent of whiok is Me C. B, Hurses, who, struck by
the curat ve qualitles af eleetrieliy, haa wered for

P many years el in adopting and verfecting the neost
Imguisions metho '8 and Inventions. Witk s evcr-itcreasing snecese, ha
han imtrodneed his Electropathie treatm- nt for almot all the dlichees
which affllet humanity. He has isvented and bronght ta & high Legres
of prrfpciion the Elsctrapathic Beld, which is composed of n sysin o of
Ba'tericd aotaated by modstore from the skin, These hatbories sapply the
organlsm with o continnous and mild ourvent of chic rie'ty p.-rmEiLlnp-r-
ceptibly with o gres. er an bhe whols of the system, Nervons
Digeent and General Dobdlity, Bhenznatism, Qout, nees of the Lirvor
i e, th li;" alward -]mﬂl-;-umh‘&,b“mhp'md 1ha
complels FecOTery patiemt. w+ haa n o F Al mnuseras
letiors and testimoninks, recommondations of ominmt physiciams, o,
which the ¥ A Sonalant’y receiVisg.

Beatdes thois Belta of variond elesirle powir of all #ipss and formd, the
arlenslve reomé of the instliotion coninin all the ebeciric ap laness,
from tho simplest ta tke maa: comylicated that seionoe has poodaced, (o
ack ulor mild carrents, according to the mquiromosis of the
speainl diseases mabmicted b0 thens for treatieent.  Other rooms s floted
‘with electrie baths, or devoted to maseagn by hand or machinery, pssi<te |

ig curranis, and laar, some rosnid are seb apart for Swedlidh
nsm:hanioal ezer ko for tha -l.h'nldpmml!- af the ntn.ld'lu, tha aorresiing
of the defécts of the iimbs, and the general trengthening of the syasem,
Im gort, this establighment i ohe most perfoct of §le kind axising, and
lhm!‘hﬂ.‘lurl, dlmiﬂfl"u“" and otlier -uhrnnrl im lll.lmnl-nu!'flh: La zﬂﬂ-
(5] ralodionsly, either persocally or correspondenes, work Is
adl mipably conduegid by omploves and narsed of hath seres, Thows who

vixig the vanys Bleotrs sl E indor Insd tuto will @ me ol of
1t with the convietion th i1y ks nob oy the keast . , bt
&l T LTk Ciime Bhid 1104 Ive et kg on nalbations

wid alvice can be chiain
Ledter.

ither by prosomal application of
1 eommann’s rd

; ed as aritly provato nond
confideniisl,

ELECTRICITY v, MEDICINE.

The followlnr iz n 1ist of some of th=nllmentstbat have been effclually
Iy wiarinr one of these gennigs Elecirepathio Appliancos
uating, Wewralgpia, =lerplesnean, X olamcholing, Tioas of
Appetite, Indisestlon, Comstiyatlon, Epasms, Flatalenee, 'l'org_ Liver,
Nerroad iligun H s, Rhammatism, Gout, Seiatbea, Lumh-go,
U Wenk Back," Kidiey Complaints, Hyiterin, Inte
ness of mm&, Feeble Circalation. Heastburn, &e. This 18 nol s msh
slatement, bot an actnal fact, which can ba vorified mrwlap 10 the

of testimonials, published af 52 Oxford Simet, dom, ..5.H' the
Propristors, the Medival Battery ﬁnupl.u{. Limited. 4 copy will Le
Aok fr & by Eml.n applloation, wilh desriptiTe to all those
who are wenble to call &t the Compant's Eablishment, which, by the
way. i the la Elactio-uedical Insti ute in the warld; asd i Encwn
as Lhe El=clpapathic and Eander [Bstitnte

To CRICKETERS.

e W, GUXYE, the celebanted Notiinghsm profemional, writing from
the County Crivket Warohousa, L, Corrougton Steeor, Nortingham, s ops:—
=You will be zlnd to hear that the Elect thic Telt T had from yo's has
gitite eured the rhewmatism that provented me from playieg fool bull Inst
winler, and it ha alse been of great boneft io sastaining strength of
nerve and endursnce, which gunlities are bo'h of |ihl:ll. impariance ta
erbeket-ra.  The marvollons curaiive |-'rulli|.ltrt|-|.-l of this genuine Elsctria
Bty are now well knowmn. It gives wosderfal ILLHHH:. Lo thi |§Ln.¢ and
intermal crgnng of Lha body, is laht sod comlortable Lo weak, ag maY¥ bt
pelbed npon to specdily invigomte the most debilitated cemstingion.

LETTERS FROM CLERGYMEN.

Rew. B WARDLE, Villa Mows, Veytanr, Monirenr, Swilgerland,
wrltos, Fab, nd 1%" Will you Rimlly forward me ons of your Elesire-
pathio Ralta of medinm strength g s early date. I wore o @ some
iwelve monthi agey asd foand i bemeficial i esse of rhoumatism and
Indlgeagion” i E

Rew, WILLIAM JOHY EDGE, lite Viear of Holy Trinlty, U

W., writos 1 “ Havisg for dome three Fears oF more du fored wiatics,
which ag beonme almost intolerabl |, I % fadvised to porchase one
of Mr. Harness” fullspowar Klosiropath o e £s om the léth August las,
wliich from tha! w forward 1 have |erslatontly worn withost inter-
pwila, st night. Aft rthree or § ur wenks tho scinticn left me,
airil ok oaly BETer relurnel, but n.urnr with Lruth, thag, a8 far &4
mr feclings nro eoncarmed, | nm not cobsclous of the exlaencs of o
woiniie mervs | Thin deliverance from alEost nnrul.ul! pain, which at
thmed amonn'ed Lo Lorture, | cannot bak ssaribo to rour Eleotrapslhic
Tils, and 1 feel bound thus 1o give public expreasion (o my gratipude,”

F Tarrling,

DR. GREENWOOD'S OPINION.

Ha writea: ¥ [ have now worn your Electropathie BEolt just a forindeht,
asil am more than ifud 8t the change in sy healtk,  Whes I bogan
tes vy I8 T sadE from Iassiiade, slnggish liver, constipation, indigpes-
tion, and, mors oF less, Insomnda. and, as & nateml remie, felt peevl hanil
feritable, Owe of the Bret efocta | sxper wan feoling in ba ter
goirits with myself and my surroendines, and now I mar daay the whole
of 1he whove symploms are removed, 1 havenlredy v Lo reeommend
it vo my patients. Wishing you eviry sacome,—Augns 23rd, 1S

AI'
A SURGEON GENERAL'S OPINION.
Harness' Electropathic Belt.

A SPROEON GENFRAL, M.IL, F.R.OE, &, writing from . Weat
Brichton, Fob a0 1831, says, % 1 have 'I'Dl'll_'i’ﬁ"l.‘r !H-h‘ﬂl'\l’ipﬂl-hld Buolt for
me re than A yenr Aand bawe muckh pleasnoe in bearing teslimony o s

Weakioss, Peor- |

effivary in my case. Bofors wearing it T anffored from lassi ole and
torpil liver with concomitant porvoms eshausfon. Those symplama
subaided after wearl g the Bel, and | have sxperienced far betrer heatts
ander {8 use. 1 would not go withoot (& o6 a6y sceoust, 1 em of
ﬂTlmm that it would havi & mat bencficial effect on resideats in trogplea!
Hm par!iculasly thul:l who llrﬂe ]I:'llli'ludhl.: la et Life, “%.:i‘
copaidered o great probectlon in India, an ¥ recammendel,
;‘dunlm&d- of o lightes materfal would, 1 feal sace, b an importans
caldematum for most Anglo-Indians and residents in tropdeal clima:es
You sy make oie of my bestimanial "

HARNESS' ELECTROPATHIC BELT AGAIN
SUCCESSFUL.

HERBERT HUST, Esq., of T, Fonsonby Flace, i roavenar Landos,
AW, wriiea, Fol, 15th, 131; “I am [msed to inform yoa that your
Eleotrapathie Belt hia sompletely curéd me of a very savere attack of
&= lakicn, whish I have saffored fronas for five years, 1 have Bad sovera’
dnctors and heem §0 §2 Thomss' Heapilal and have had & co-me of
mimeral witors at Buztou, but obéalned mo permanent rellef. In Jamanry
Inst year I was abliged to give ap workas 1 was anable tomore, snd wit
the ezerneisting pain, [ thonghe 1 should have gone mad, 1 saw an
advertbamont of your Bolis and thought I would try one, which [ did
The firse night sfter wenring it 1 obiained some sl ep apd have every
night simes, and now Iean rafoly say | am free Crom paim The docter
#xid | shonid mot be ahie ba daany mor work, bt | have been st my am-
i-'i-:hlrni all tha win ter and IEB“[’“’.!!_‘[ b eontinne. AS my health

wais never better, nll of which I owe to Four Electropaihile Beles, which
1 ahall recommend (o everyome”

WEAK MEN SCIENTIFICALLY TREATED.

Mr. O B Haroess' combined system of Eleciropathio and Electro
Masswge teenbment bns offoctod some of Clee most exbrserdinary cores thas
have ever on reennd, and ihe indispatable evidense of
vhonsands of Hving wotness: s, incl ding many eminent phyaloinne, fully
confirms ihie statement. The leading vembers of the facaity sve mow
bacnd e admit that, whereas L pesonrrees af the British Tharmacopects
have ipnominionsy foiled Lo cure the llli:rﬂﬂﬂhf aymploms of nervans
exhanstion and Limfaiced vitality, Mr. Harmoes" sx e, plonsant, and rational
form of treaimont has masve lozaly sful in plately
l‘hllwlnﬁlml!h and vigeur Lo nervous mon, whose debiliated aonssibn-
tlond had camsed them ¥ears of mental distress and bod iy sufferdng. We
have Bean asked not to pnblish many of Lhe most convinting testimoniale
wn hnve pocel from grateful patients of high rank, whe, kowever,
have mo objection Lo the originals belng seen, Al therefors, who are
abie o eall and avail themesives of & fren personal fonsmltazion ean in-
apael theds Ioteriand at the ganed tima #e0 Mr. Hatoes' workl-famed
Elnctrapathiic Belis scientificall ¥ teited ot the Modics Battery Company ‘s
Elestroputhie and Sander Institute, 52, Oxford Sereet, London, W, (ag the
eorier of Rathbone Flace), which ia Che larpost eleciro-madios] esiaklish.
ment in Ehe wosl Eemidn distance aro foviied to write at anes
to Mr. Harnew, the Presldent of the I‘.':-umﬂﬁ:n; who wil regan] theie
communieation « ua striztly privace and confidential,

WHAT ARE HARNESS' ELECTROPATHIC
BELTS ?

“A BOON TO SUFFERERS.”

They ars renulne snmative ELECTRIC BELTS, constructed upan the
prineiple of the dey pile.  They require oo molstaes otber than that of
the akin to pot thom i aetion, the donlast with the body being quice
sulliolent for medical pn.rr'a'n They comprise the perfeciion of the
parLhels by the celcbrated Professer A, Hnmboldt and Dr,

. Barg,
& and in o0 Whers doctor ns nli!l_'r pregcribe n cenrie of hydro-

pathy ome of Jarrest' Eleciropa‘hic lolis may be substitated wich
wlvanisge. Acting ns they do, npon all the mesg imroruuu. wrgans af
the body, they rorely fail o alloviale mast of Lo disorders resuliing

from Local o General DRobilily, Impmaircd Digestion, Weak Ciremlation
or Dafe:tive Drganie Aetbon.

THEBE GENUINE ELECTRIC BELTS

are ezceedingly eonfortable 1o wear, give wosdesfal mpport and vitality
to the Internal orgwed of the body, Improve the lgure, prevent ohllls,

imp rt new life and vigoar to the debiliiated eonstitntion, stinnlare the
o e achion, promaole tho eircula guiph AL tiem, and prompily
renew that vital om o rer the loss of which j@ the first aymplom of deeay.

Their Beallng preperti=s are multifarl They stimulate the funeiina
of variops organs, inerokse iholr seciedioos, give tomn o musole and
necves, rolas morbid sentracliong, insprove nakrition, and

RENEW EXHAUSTED NERYE FORCE.

Aqting direclly on the systom, they snstain a=d assist lis warioos
functions, and thus promasto’the Bealth and vigonr of Lhe entire framn,

s idlis Ll bemotis, the mind s maintainedl (o s bneyant, cheeriul
clate, and every faculiy I stimcl tod to the highest eondition of
Ihl:-:!iﬁ!]l!.l.ll‘l:l'lﬂgth.

HARNESS' ELECTROPATHIC BELTS

have stood the test of moarly 26 years, hawo resfored thousands of
FiEMerers bo ieilth anil wigpour, amr fuarantocd Lo be peEleclly peliniia,
and ane corstimetel on sonnd =cleniifio primelples.  The Medieal Baitéry
Company (Limited) are the Sale Proprioters sl Manafaetarers of th e
mow wobld-famed Cupadive sppliances ; ngid sleoghd any¥ of eug peaders
® 111 hawe ihe lensd deaiby ax 0o their bonf-flde chametes, Lher ars lntliold
to eall withont delay st the Company’s Kleetrop thie and Zander Insti-
tate, 5L Oxford ﬂﬁgu'l (A the .m";p{- of ]I;‘.]‘:’:Ilr\u:\- hneed, Lowmdon, W,
where they 8an s¢o the Relis neiontifically tostod, nedl can pressnaliy
examing tho theusnds of amsoliolied tesilmonbals ol Fress reporis Shay
hate heeem peeeived from all pa 5 of the world,
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A PICTURE:LETTEE.

By Stk Epwis lLANDSEER.



Pictures with Histories.

( Cantined)

|ﬂlll-'Hr"‘lT s .;"1 II

E frontispiece we are enabled
to give this month is penned
in what may be termed
p ctorial hieroglyphics by Sir
Edwin Landseer. The letter
was addressed to Charles
George Lewis, the celebrated engraver.
The first house represented is Lewis's
residence in Charlotte-street, whilst the
final sketch is a very correct drawing of
the artist’s house in 5t. John's Wood-road.
It remains just in the same state to-day,
and is occupied by Mr. H. W. B. Dawvis,
R.A. This delightfully original missive
reads—evidently in response to an invita-
tion :—

WOBURN

the artist was in his twenty-third year.
He set himself to sketch a couple of
sportsman’s cards, of which we give the one
considered the most picturesque, and best
calculated to show the great p‘ltntcr s ver-
satility and ingenuity. The writing isthat
of the Duke of Bedford, and, to judge by
the number of hares, rabbits..and pheasants
bagged, sport at Woburn Abbey during this
particular week must have been fairly brisk.
There is no guestion as to the genuine
nature of this veritable curiosity, for on
the back of it is written the signature—inink
almost faded—of Lady Georgiana Russell.
From our remarks in the previous
chapter on * Pictures with Histories,” it

1826
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# Dear CHArLES,—] shall be delighted
to come to yvour house, also Maria, William,
and Henrv.—Yours, Nenpy Laxpsger.”

The only other occasion on which Land-
seer departed from his usual routine of work
seems to be have been when he was on a
visit to the Duke of Bedford at Woburn
Abbey, in December, 1826, at which time

75 64
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will be readily gathered that behind nearly
every canvas “which Landseer touched
some happy incident lies hidden away.
His magnificent work, " A Ihhlmguhh:}d
Member of the Humane Society,’” was
suggested to him by seeing the noble crea-
ture which figures in the picture carrying
a basket of flowers in its mouth,
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“ [Lion "—a picture he painted for
Mr. W. H. Merle for £so—has its story
to tell. Landseer particularly wished to
see the dog—Lion—excited. 'I‘ine.-r{: chanced
to be in the house a live mouse in a trap.
The mouse was let loose, Lion gave chase,
and the next instant the mouse had disap-
peared. There was no accounting for such
a rapid exit, when somebody suggested
that possibly Lion had swallowed it. And
such was the fact; the poor little mouse
had found safety in the dog's huge jowls.
Immediately Lion's lips were opened the
tiny creature jumped out uninjured and
made good its escape.

Lion, being a particularly powerful dog,
was not easy to play tricks with. On one
occasion whilst he was walking along the
bank of a canal, a passing bargeman began
to poke him with his car. With a sudden
rush and a jerk, Lion seized the oar, and
lifted his tormentor into the water. It is
interesting to note that Lion's portrait was
despatched in a heavy case to Paris, just
at the time of the Revolution, and narrowly
escaped being used as a barricade.

Here is another anecdote of one of
[andseer’s pictures. *“ Beauty's Bath "' was
a portrait of Miss Eliza Peel, daughter of
air Robert Peel, in which she 15 shown

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

lisher knew, and saw that, if he issued the
work as “a portrait of Miss Peel,” it would
ruin the sale. Accordingly, he gave it this
very taking title, by which it has ever since
been known.

One day Sir Robert met the publisher
and demanded why the title had been
changed. He was assured that * Beauty's
Bath ' was most appropriate.

“Oh! wyes, that's all right,” said Sir
Robert. “I've no objection to that. Only,"
he continued thoughtfully, evidently think-
ing of the pet poodle and his charming
daughter, * which do you intend for the
beauty? "

“Well,” rc?liﬂd the publisher merrily,
“you pay your money and you take your
choice ! "

Landseer loved to have his artistic joke.
This is excellently seen in the two sketches
which we reproduce. “ Huntsman and
Hounds " is a little pen-and-ink drawing
done for Miss Wardrop at the age of
thirty-four. Miss Wardrop, herself, was fond
of the pencil and brush, and was particu-
larly partial to animals. She found no
small difficulty in drawing accurately a
horse's hoofs.  One day she went to Land-
seer and told him frankly of her non-
success, at the same time asking him to give

HUNTSMAN AND HOL NI

with a pretty little pet poodle, named Fido,
in her arms. At the time the picture was
engraved and about to be issued to the
public, Sir Robert was not on the best of
terms with the populace. This the pub-

her a hint as to the best way of drawing
them correctly. The artist good-humour-
edly complied with her request, and showed
her that it was by no means necessary
to depict them at all. This he did by
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hiding the horse's hoofs in a wealthof grass,
as shown in the sketch.

“The F.:-;pur:l:mt Dog " is another ex-
ample of the artist’s merry moments. The

poodle was the pmpr.,rt'l. of the Hon. F.
Byng, a distinguished member of the

Edwin Landseer; for,some time afterwards,
she met John I,...i_|1d~'.¢_-ur_, loved and married
him. In pu“mg it may be mentioned
that Sir Joshua is credited with having ex-
pressed the opinion that if an artist painted
four or five distinctly original subjects in

“THE EXFECTANT DOG.T

Humane Society, and also prominent
through his connection with the Metro-
politan Commission of Sewers. Landseer
was dining with Mr. Byng, when he was
asked to make a little sketch of Mr. Byng
himself. This he immediately did by
drawing that gentleman’s favourite dog
with its head up a sewer in the midst of
a puddle of water, and a rat making a
very speedy exit at its approach. The
eminent Commissioner of Sewers saw the
joke at once, as did also his friends, and
for many a long day he was known by the
nickname of “ Poodle Byng."

We now turn to some works by Sir
Joshua Reynolds, to which a history is
attached, and, in so doing, there occurs a
somewhat curious incident, which has the
interest of connecting two of our greatest
painters.  Sir Joshua's famous picture
of “The Gleaners"” shows one of the
toilers of the feld carrying a bundle of
wheat on her head. This figure was
put in, as the lady—Miss Potts—who posed
as the maodel for it, happened to be staying
with her friends, the Macklins, where Sir
Joshua was staying also. Miss Potts was
destined to become the mother of Sir

his lifetime, the achievement should be sufhi-
cient to satisfy the demands of the expectant
public. Hence he painted no fewer than a
quartette of * The Strawberry Girl," each
single picture being as good as the others,
1Imurfh probably the first one painted would
be pr-.h:rml for choice. Any of them
would easily fetch £ 2,000 or {«,GGG each.
We have had the [ifl\]ltﬂ’t of examining
Sir Joshua's own ledgers, and in 1766 we
find that he was only receiving £150 for a
uhuh, length portrait, £70 for half-length,
4 5o fora kit cat (36 in. x 25 in), and
£ 30 for a head. (zainsborough received
about the same figure.

The recent tragic death of the Duke of
Bedford suggests to us a picture which Sir
Joshua painted of “ The Bedford Family’
—a work worth, at the lowest estimate,
£10000. The curious circumstance of
allowing this valuable painting to be turned
towards the wall in a darkened room for a
great number of years is in itself suggestive
of some unknown story. At last it was
decided to have the picture renovated, for
it had become perfectly black. It was
accordingly sent to be cleaned; .but it
was found impossible to remove the dire
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results which a darkened room and a dusty
atmosphere had worked upon it. It was then
suggested that the wvery opposite means
should be tried. The canvas was hung in
a room, the roof of which was of glass,
through which the bright sunshine could
fall upon it. As the week and month
passed by, the sunlight scattered the
gloom by degrees, until, at the end of a
year, all had disappeared, and the rich
colouring was once more visible. One of
the boys represented in the picture is Lord
William Russell—the father of the late
Duke of Bedford—who was killed by his
valet in 1840.

A “Sir Joshua™ worth £ 12,000 has been
thrown out of window during a fire, and
reached the ground untouched by smoke or
flame. This was “Lady Williams Wynn

STRAND MAGAZLINE.

FaMILy.”

and children,” which now hangs at Wynstay.
A very interesting incident may be told
to show how minute Sir Joshua was—even
to a hair. At the sale of hiz books, there
was found amongst the leaves a little curl
wrapped up in a small piece of tissue paper
on which the artist had written * Lady
Waldegrave's hair.” He had painted a
picture of the Countess of Waldegrave and
her daughter, and, in order to get the exact
colour of the hair, had persuaded the
Countess to cut off a lock. It was recently
beautifully mounted, surrounded by por-
traits of the pictures connected with it,
and presented to the late Countess ; and it
now hangs underncath the original work.
Can a leopard change its spots?  Yes, so
far as a pictorial leopard goes—as may be
illustrated by a painting by Sir Joshua of
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Master Herbert as a Bacchus. He made an
error here, for he depicted the god of wine
surrounded by lionesses, when, of course,
leopards should have figured in the festive
scene. The engraver in whose hands the
picture was placed saw the mistake, and
took it upon himself to add the spots to the
lionesses, thereby converting them into
leopards in his engraving. He even went
further, and painted the necessary spots on
the animals on the canvas. One hundred
years passed away, and the picture was sent
to London to be cleaned and restored,when,
to the great dismay of the cleaner, he
noticed that as he worked the leopards
began to lose their spots! Examination
soon showed what was the reason. All
the spots were removed,
the lionesses appeared In
their proper skins, and so the
picture now appears,

We reproduce two pictures
by Sir Joshua Reynolds. The
history of one is as sensationai

as the other is broadly
humorous.  They happcu
too, to be the stories of a

husband and wife.

Mrs. Musters was a great
beauty of her day, and in
1778 5ir Joshua painted her.
The picture he sent home to
Mr. Musters to his seat at Col-
wick. An application was re-
ceived from the artist that the
canvas should be returned to
him, as he desired to make
one or two important alter-
ations which would consider-
ably benefit the picture. It
was sent back to him, and
it remained in his possession
seven years. Lime after time
it was applied for, but all
to no effect—it was impos-
sible to get it back; the
applicants got nothing but
excuse after excuse. At last,
in  desperation, Sir Joshua
declared that he had spoiled
the work, and so destroyed it,
and to make up for this he
painted another of Mrs.
Musters in the character of
Hebe, after a lapse of seven
years, Where was the
original picture? It trans-
pired that George IV.— then
Prince of Wales—was at that

Wit HISTORIES.
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time engaged in making a collection of
the beautics of his Court, and had often
asked Mr. Musters to allow his wife to
sit for her portrait for this purpose. This
Mr. Musters firmly refused. The Prince
then brought some pressure to bear on
Sir Joshua Reynolds to get the picture.
How Sir Joshua szet to work has :t]l't'ad_k-'
been seen. The painting was atterwards sold
at the Pavilion at Brighton, and was pur-
chased by the Earl of Egremont of Pet-
worth, at whose seat it now hangs. It
should be mentioned that this is the only
instance on record where 5ir Joshua did
anything to cast a shade upon a char-

acter which was in every other respect a
The pressure which

truly honourable one.
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the Prince enforced was too great, and he
succumbed.

Surely nothing can be more humorous
than the fact of a man having his
portrait  painted, and, as the fashion
in clothing changed, so having the latest
thing in satin coat .md flowered vest put
on his figure | Yet this was actually done,
and by the husband of the very lady who
figures prominently in the preceding story.
Mr. Musters was exceptionally eccentric.
Not content with a picture of himself by Sir
Joshua, he secured from time to time the
services of another artist to re-clothe him
up to date. Some years after his death, the
cahvas was submitted to a well-known
expert, when the momentous question

IDHE MUSTERS, ESg,
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aroseé as to how it could possibly be a
genuine Sir Joshua when the clothing was
of a date some thirty years after the great
artist had ceased to exist 7 The picture was
put into the hands of a cleaner, when he,
almost bewildered, sent a hasty message to
the expert to say that all the clothes were
gradually coming off ! Part of the coat
had dl"ﬂ].'.l]]-li‘glﬂ?d the flowers on the wvest
were fading, the fob of the watch-chain had
gone. The whole truth was =oon made
evident, and very soon the old, though
valuable, clothes were all found underneath,
and Mr. Musters appeared in the proper
costume of his day as Sir Joshua painted
him. As such hé is to be seen in our
copy of the engraving from the picture.
The works of Gainsborough
are replete  with anecdote,
One incident is worthy of
being chronicled as asso-
clating Sir Joshua Reynolds
and this great artist together.
It happened in 1782, when
the two painters, to put it
plainly, were not on speaking
terms. At the Royal Aca-
demy of that wyear Gains-
borough exhibited a picture,
“(zirl and Pigs." Sir Joshua
was much impressed with it,
and, as a token of his appre-
ciation of unquestionable
genius, and, we wventure to
think, possibly with a view
to bringing about a renewal
of friendship, purchased the
work for fi1co. It would
bring thousands now. The
Earl of Carlisle possesses it.
Gainsborough was generous
to a high degree. When
he was at Bath he was
anxious to paint Quin, the
actor, and in return for the
sitting said that he would
make him a present of the
portrait. Ouin refused. Gains-
borough pleaded with him,
and made use of these re-
markable words: “If you
will let me paint your por-
trait £ shall lrve ﬁ.-r ever 17
The actor gave way, but to-
day the picture preserves the
memory of Ouin. On one
occasion  Gainsborough  ac-
tually gave half - a - dozen
victures to a Mr. Wiltshire, a
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carrier, who, “ solely for the love of art,”
volunteered to convey one of his impor-
tant canvases to London free of charge.
These pictures were the price paid for
the van hire, and two of them now hang
in the National Gallery—* The Market
Cart,” and * The Parish Clerk."”

The two next reproductions we give
have exceptionally singular histories. One
indeed is a romance of the purest type.
The fact of his celebrated Duchess of
Devonshire hav-

the hope of getting killed ; but he seemed
to bear a charmed life, and rose to be a
Field Marshal in the English Army,
and lived to ninety-one years of age.
Where was the picture of such fabulous
value? It was not until after Lord Lyne-
doch’s death that it was discovered in a
furniture warchouse, where it had been

P;u_'l-;ur.l away in a heavy case and concealed
from view for very many years.
We now come to the picture that was the

means of bring-

ing been stolen
has probably had
much to do with
making the pub-
licregard it as the
finest thing that
Gainsborough
ever did. But
art connoissenrs
say that the
“ Hom."Mrs. Gra-
hant® is a" far
finer bit of colour-
ing. It now
hangs in  the
National Gallery
of Scotland, and
its value is put
downat £ 23,000.
Here is its his-
tory—a truly ro-
mantic one.

Mrs. Graham
was the wife of
Captain Graham,
who years after-
wards  became
(zeneral Lord
[Lynedoch,G.C.B.
She was only
seventeen when
her husband com-
missioned Gains-
borough to paint
her. He was

ing about the
historical quarrel
between (Gains-
borough and the
Royal Academy ;
and, in order
that its history
should be fully
set forth in these
pages, the writer
has searched the
various news-
| papers of that
\ day with a view
of showing the
extreme feeling
that existed.
(rainsborough
sent a picture of
the three daugh-

o

ters of George
II1. to the Aca-
demy, with a
polite request

that it should be
hung the same
distance from the
ground as it
would be when
placed in position
in the Royal resi-
dence. The Aca-
demy Council ig-
nored this wish,
and hung it far

passionately  at-
tached to his
beautiful  wife,
their married life was onc long day of
happiness, and when, at a compara-
tively early age, she died, her broken-
hearted husband could not bear even
to look upon the picture, and it dis-
appeared. He tried in every way to put an
end to his life honourably ; but at all times
failed. He went into the Peninsular War,
volunteered for every " forlorn hope™ in

THE NUAOURABLE

too high. This so
enraged Gains-
borough — who
was of a somewhat irritable disposition—
that he sent for all his pictures, and had
them brought back from the Academy. e
Morning Herald of May 5, 1784, says :—

“Yesterday, the three pictures of the
Princess Royal, Princess Elizabeth, and
Princess Augusta were removed from the
Exhibition Room of Somerset House on
the Strand to Nr. Gainsborough's at Pzll

MES. GHAMAML
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Mall, and from thence are to be fxed as
furniture at Carlton House.”

fhe Morning Herald was, however,
wrong, there was only one picture, not three.

Again, the fﬂilmri]]g extract, which
appeared in the same paper on May 7,
1784, 15 worthy of being quoted : —

“ Gainsborough, whose professional ab-
sence every visitor of the Royal Academy

conduct of the Academy Hangmen, they
have in the handsomest manner protested
against the shameful outrage offered by
thL <¢ fatal executioners to genius and taste!”

The history of the picture does not end
here. It remained at Carlton House until
the building was pulled down, and was
then removed to Buckingham Palace. At
some subsequent period an unknown indi-

S0 I-Lq,llnhh deplores, is fitting up his own
saloon in Pall Mall for the display of his
matchless productions, where he may safely
exhibit them without Further offence to the
Sons of Envy and Dullness. By the
bye, let it be remembered to the honour of
Sir  Joshua Reynolds and Sir William
Chambers, that, so far from abetting the

FRIXCESS ELITABETH [ DAUVGHTERS OF CEORGE L

vidual requiring a picture to fit in a space
over a door to one of the State Rooms,
positively had it cut down to the required
size. It 1s still there. Its value at the
present moment, had it been left un-
touched, would be £ 20,000 ; as it is, it is
worth about half that sum. Our illustra-
tion shows the painting as it is to-day.



Two Fishers.
From THE FreExcH oF GUY DE MAUPASSANT.

[HENEI RENE ALBERT GUY DE MAUPASSANT was born on the sth of August in the year 1850, His
]:mr::ﬁts lived in Nm'muml}'. and were people of position ; but when, in 1870, the war broke out with Prussia,
Guy, then just twenty, buckled on his swerd and served his country as a common soldier. When the war was
over, he became acquainted with Gustave Flaubert, and the brilliant author of * Salammbd ™ introduced him
to the world of letters, in which he guickly won himself a foremost place, He is not a very prolific writer,
but the quality of his work is always fine, and he is one of the best writers of short tales now living., e is
fond of using his experience of the war as 2 basis for his stories—of which “ Two Fishers” is an excellent
example, as well as of his remarkably artistic style, which tells a story in its full effect without a word two
much or litle. ]

THWE TWO FISHEHS.

ARIS was blockaded—fam-  the pockets of his overcoat, feeling hungry
ished—at the point of death. and depressed, when he unexpectedly ran
Even the sparrows on the against a friend. He recognised Monsieur
housetops were few and far Sauvage, an old time chum of the river-
between, and the very sewers  side.
were in danger of becoming
depopulated. People ate anything they Every Sunday before the war Morisot
could get. used to start at daybreak with his bamboo
Monsieur Morisot, watchmaker by trade, fishing rod in his hand, his tin bait and
was walking early one bright January morn-  tackle box upon his back. He used to take
ing down the Boulevards, his hands in the train to Colombes, and to walk from
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there to the Island of Maranthe. No
sooner had he arrived at the river than he
used to begin to fish and continue fishing
until evening. Here every Sunday he
used to meet Monsieur Sauvage, a linen-
draper from Paris, but stout and jovial
withal, as keen a fisherman moreover as he
was himself.

Often they would sit side by side, their
feet danglmg over the water for half a day
at a time and say scarcely a word, yet little
by little they became friends. Sometimes
they never spoke at all. Occasionally they
launched out into conversation, but they
understood ecach other perfectly without its
aid, for their tastes and 1deas were the same.

On a spring morning in the bright sun-
shine, when the light and delicate mist
hovered over the river, and these two mad
fishermen enjoyed a foretaste of real
summer weather, Morisot would say to his
neighbour: * Hein! not bad, e¢h 2"

And Sauvage would reply: “I know
nothing to beat it.”

This interchange of sentiments was gquite
enough to engender mutual understanding
and esteem.

In autumn, toward evening,
setting sun reddened the sky
and cast shadows of the
fleeting clouds over the
water ; when the river was
decked in purple ; when the
whole horizon was lighted
up and the figures of the two
friends were illumined as
with fire : when the russet-
brown of the trees was lightly
tinged with gold, and the
trees themselves shivered
witha wintry shake, Monsieur
Sauvage would smile at
Monsieur Morisot and say,
* What a sight, eh 7 '

And Monsieur Morisot,
without even raising his eyes
from his float would answer,
“ Better than the Boule-
vards, hein !'"

when the

This morning, as soon as
they had recognised each
other they shook hands
warmly, quite overcome at meeting again
under such different circumstances.

Monsieur Sauvage sighed :a.ud murmur-
ed, * A nice state of things.”

Monsieur Morisot, gloomy

and sad,
answered, * And w hat weather !

To-day is
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New Year's day.” The sky in fact was
clear, bright, and beautiful.
They began to walk along, sorrowful

and pensive. Said Morisot, * And our
fishing, ¢h? What times we used to
have ! "

Sauvage replied, * When shall we have
them again #"

They went into a little * café " and had
a glass of absinthe, and then started again
on their walk.

They stopped at another ‘“café" for
another glass. When they came out again
they were slightly dazed, like people who
had fasted long and 1h-:n partaken too
freely.

It" was lovely weather; a soft breeze
fanned their faces. Monsieur Sauvage,
upon whom the fresh air was beginning to
take effect, suddenly said: " Suppose we
were to go ! "

“ Go where 2 "

“ Why, fishing ! "

“ But where ? "

* To our island, of course. The French
outposts are at Colombes. 1 know
Colonel Dumoulin ; he will let us pass
through easily enough.”

HTHEY WEXT ON THEIR WAY REJOICING.”

Morisot trembled with delight at the
very idea : ** All right, I'm your man.!

They separated to fetch their rods.

An hour afterwards they were walk-
ing fast along the high-road, towards the
town commanded by Colonel Dumoulin.
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He smiled at their request but granted it,
and they went on their way rejoicing in the
possession of the password.

Soon they had crossed the lines, passed
throughdeserted Colombes, and found them-
selves in the vineyard leading down to the
river. It was about eleven o'clock.

On the other side the village of
Argenteuil seemed as if it were dead. The
hills of Orgremont and Saumons command-
ed the whole country round. The great
plain stretching out as far as Nanterne was
empty as air. Nothing in sight but cherry
trees, and stretches of grey soil.

Monsieur Sauvage pointed with his
finger to the heights above and said, ** The
Prussians are up there,” and a vague sense
of uneasiness seized upon the two friends.

The Prussians ! They had never set eyes
upon them, but for months past they had
felt their presence near, encircling their
beloved Paris, ruining their beloved France,
pillaging, massacring, insatiable, invincible,
invisible, all-powerful, and as they thought
on them a sort of superstitious terror
seemed to mingle with the hate they bore
towards their unknown conquerors.
Morisot murmured, ¥ Suppose we were to
meet them,' and Sauvage replied, with the
instinctive  gallantry of the Parisian,
“Well ! we would
our fish for supper

All the same they hesitated before
venturing into the country, intimidated as
they were by the all-pervading silence.

E%Vﬁl‘l tually Monsieur Sauvage plucked up
courage: “ Come along, let’s make a start;
but we must be cautious.”

They went through the vineyard, bent
double, crawling along from bush to bush,
ears and eyes upon the alert.

Only one strip of ground lay between
them and the river. They began to run,
and when they reached the bank they
crouched down among the dry reeds for
shelter.

Morisot laid his ear to the ground to
listen for the sound of footsteps, but he
cnuld hear nothing. They were alone,
quite alone; gradually they felt reassured
and began to fish.

The deserlcd island of Maranthe hid them
from the opposite shore. The little
restaurant was closed, and looked as if it
had been neglected for years.

Monsieur Sauvage caught the first gud-
geon, Monsieur Morisot the second. And
every minute they pulled up their lines
with a little silver object dangling and

offer them some of

struggling on the hook. Truly, a miracul-
ous draught of fishes. As the fish were
caught they put them in a net which floated
in the water at their feet. They positively
revelled in enjoyment of a long-forbidden
sport. The sun shone warm upon their
backs. They heard nothing—they thought
of nothing—the rest of the world was
as ur:uthmg to them. They simply fished.

Suddenly a smothered sound, as it were.
underground, made the earth tremhle The
guns “had recommenced firing. Morisot
turned his head, and saw above the bank,
far away to the left, the vast shadow of
Mont Valerien, and over it the white
wreath of smoke from the gun which had
just been fired. Then a jet of flame burst
forth from the fortress in answer, a
moment later followed by another c*-:plmmn
Then others, till every second as it seemed
the nmuntam breathed out death, and the
white smoke formed a funeral pall above it.

Monsieur Sauvage shrugged his shoulders,
“They are beginning again,” he said.

Monsieur Morisot, anxiously watching
his float bob up and down, was suddenly
seized with rage against the belligerents
and growled out : © How idiotic to kill one
another like that.”

Monsieur Sauvage :
brute beasts.”

Monsieur Morisot, who had just hooked a
bleak, said: * And to think that it will
always be thus so long as there are such
things as Governments,"

Monsicur Sauvage stopped him : * The
Republic would not have declared war."”

Monzieur Morisot in his turn: “With
Kings we have foreign wars, with the
RL}mh] ic we have civil wars.’

Then in a friendly way they began to
discuss politics with the calm common-
sense of reasonable and peace-loving men,
agreeing on the one point that no one
would ever be free. And Mont Valerien
thundered unceasingly, demolishing with
its cannon-balls French houses, crushing out
French lives, ruining many a dream, many
a joy, many a hope deferred, wrecking
much happiness, and bringing to the hearts
of women, girls, and mothers in France
and elsewhere, sorrow and suffering which
would never have an end.

“It's life,” said Monsieur Morisot.

% Say rather that it's death,"” said Mon-
sieur Sauvage.

They started, scared out of their lives, as
they felt that someone was walking close
hehind them.  Turning round, they saw

“It's worse than the
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four men, four tall, bearded men, dressed a=
servants in livery, and wearing flat caps
upon their heads. These men were cover-
ing the two fishermen with rifles.

The rods dropped from their frightened
hands, and floated aimlessly down the river.
In an instant the Frenchmen were seized,

bound, thrown into a boat, and ferried over

to the island.

Behind the house they had thought un-
inhabited was a picket of Prussian soldiers.
A hairy giant, who was sitting astride a
chair, and smoking a porcelain pipe, asked
them in excellent French if they had had
good sport.

A soldier placed at the feet of the officer
the net full of fish, which he had brought
away with him.

“ Not bad, I see. But we have other fish
to fry. Listen, and don’t alarm yvourselves.
You are a couple of French spies sent out
to watch my movements, disguized as
fishermen. I take you prisoners, and T order
you to be shot. You have fallen into my
hands—so much the worse for you. It is
the fortune of war. Inasmuch, however,
as you came ﬂ‘lrnm,h the lines you are
certainly in possession of the E‘:n-.-u.uul
Otherwise vou could not get back again.
Give me the word and 1 will let you go.”

The two friends, livid with fear, stood
side by side, their hands nervously twitch-
ing, but they answered not a word.

FHEY

AV FOLR MEXN.

The officer continued : * No one need
ever know it.  You will go home quietly,
and your secret will go with you. 1If you
refuse it is death for you hnth and that
instantly. Take vour choice.”

They neither -pukt: nor moved,

The Prussian calmly pointed to the river
and said : * Reflect, in five minutes you will
be at the bottom of that water. I suppose
you have families.’

Mont Valerien thundered unceasingly.

The two Frenchmen stood perfectly still
anid silent:

The officer gave an order in German.
Then he moved his chair farther away
from the prisoners, and a dozen soldiers
drew up in line twenty paces off.

“1 will give you one minute,”
“ not one second more.”

He got up leisurely, and approached the
two Frenchmen. He took Morisot by the
arm and said, in an undertone: “Quick !
Give me the word. Your friend will
know nothing. I will appear to give way."

Monsieur Morisot did not answer.

The Prussian took Monsieur Sauvage
aside and said the same thing to him.

Monsieur Sauvage did not answer.

They found themselves once more side
by side.

The officer gave another order ;
soldiers raised their guns.

By accident Morisot’s glance fell upon

he said,

the
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the net full of ish on the ground a few
steps off. A ray of sunshine lit up their
glittering bodies, and a sudden weakness
came over him. “Good-bye, Monsieur
Sauvage,” he whispered.

* Good-bye, Monsicur Morisot,” replied
Monsieur Sauvage.  They pressed each
other’s hands, trembling from head to foot.

“Fire,” said the ofhcer.

Monsieur Sauvage fell dead on his face.
Monsieur Morisot, of stronger build, stag-
gered, stumbled, and then fell right across
the body of his friend, with his face turned
upwards to the sky, his breast riddled with
balls. '

The Prussian gave another order. His
men dispersed for a moment, returning with
cords and stones. They tied the stones to
the feet of the dead Frenchmen, and carried
them down to the river.

Mont Valerien thundered unceasingly.

Two soldiers took Morisot by the head
and feet. Two others did the same to
Sauvage. The bodies swung to and fro,
were launched into space, described a curve,
and plunged feet first into the river.

The water bubbled, boiled, then calmed
down, and the little wavelets, tinged with
red, circled gently towards the bank.

The officer, impassive as ever, said, * It
is the fishes' turn now."

His eye fell upon the gudgeon lying on
the grass. He picked them up, and called

out, “Wilhelm.” A soldier in a white
cap appeared. He threw the fish towards
him.

“ Fry these little animals for me at once,
while they are still alive and kicking. They
will be delicious.™

'’hen he began smoking again .

T
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BHeabies.

i | is what a simple young
writer once called * a beauti-
ful truism " that baby is one
of the oldest subjects in the
world—indeed, it is almost as
old as man—and vet it has
seldom or never been treated with complete-
ness. No doubt one reason for that is the
fact that haby has never been able to make
itself heard except in inarticulate cries, and
no doubt also another reason is that people
in general have not been until lately
interested 1in any babies but their own.

The difference between ancient and
modern times is remarkable in nothing
more than in the treatment of babies.
Human life, merely as such, was considered
less sacred then than now, and the average
view of the baby was simply utilitarian. Was
the baby, male or female, a healthy baby ?
Was it likely to become a sturdycitizen or a
stout soldier, or tobe the capable mother of
strong children ? Then let the baby live.
Babies that did not satisfy these conditions
were disposed of much as we dispose of
superfluous puppies or kittens. And not
even now, moreover, is baby life considered
throughout all the world as something in
itself delightful and wvaluable. Savage
people and tribes are not such sinners in
this regard as half-civilised nations like
those of India and China.

“ What is the use of rearing daughters? "
asked an intelligent Chinaman not long
ago of an inquiring Englishman. * When
young they are only an expense, and when
grown they marry and go away. Whereas
a son 1

What a world of difference there is
between that sentiment and this of “A
Cradle Song," a recent poem by the young
poet W. B. Yeats, where the mother
addresses her baby thus:—

“1 kiss you and Kiss yvou, my arms round my own ;
Ah! how [ shall miss you, my dear, when you're
grown ! "

To us, in these later times, and with all
the sentiments of Christian civilisation
fostered in us, it is almost incomprehensible
that any grown human beings could have
the heart to extinguish the first struggling
life of babies : most of all does it secem in-
comprehensible that the mother, whose
nature is wont to well up and flow out at

the first helpless ery of her infant, and the
father, whose instinct is to hover over and
protect and * fend for ”* both mother and
child in their weakness, could ever sur-
render, or with their own hands destroy,
the creature whom they have brought into
the world. But, strong as are the natural
instincts, stronger still in many is religious
fanaticism, stronger 12 a national or tribal
tradition. And when we consider that it
has taken ages of Christian culture and
feeling to bring us to our present height of
imaginative sympathy with all forms of life,
till now we are agreed that no more beau-
tiful, sacred, or divine sight is to be seen
under the sun than that of a mother with
a child in her arms, then we can under-
stand that, while it is an outrage, a sin, and
a crime to destroy a child among the
taught of Christendom, it is but a hide-
ous barbarism among the uninstructed of
heathendom.

Turning to consider particularly the
treatment of babies in various lands, by
various peoples and tongues, we are com-
pelled to note that even where infanticide
or “exposure” is not practised, a similar
result is worked out through the hardships
—sometimes unconscious, sometimes de-
signed—of infant life. The conditions of
existence among many savage tribes are so
severe that only the * fittest,” the sturdiest,
and wiriest constitutions can survive, There
is, for instance, a very fine and intelligent
tribe of blacks in the neighbourhood of the
Cameroons, named the Duallas, which
imposes from the first a very violent test
upon the constitutions of their offspring.
[Like the ancient Germans, the Duallas take
a child when only four or five days old and
plunge it in the river. This is repeated
every day till the child is strong and hardy
enough to bathe itself, or till it has suc-
cumbed bencath the treatment.  Other less
intelligent and more savage tribes of Africans
train their children to endure torture from
a very early age. Even the average nursing
of the negro mother is enough to try the
toughness of the child's constitution. \%J'Iwn
the child is being fed he is set astride his
mother's hip; and he must hold on how
he can and get what nutriment he can,
while his mother moves about her ordinary
dutics. When he is not thus attached to
his mother he lies on a little bed of dried
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RED m:umr-l

“hahoosks :

grass on the
ground, in all the
-1mp1u,|l1. 111
which Nature brought him into the world,
and crams himself with earth or whatever
he can lay his little black hands on.

Akin to the negro's treatment of children
—though considerably in advance as regards
tenderness and picturesqueness—is that of
the Red Indians of North America. The
father and mother combine to make a very
curious and ornamental close cradle or bed
for the “ papoose.” In shape it is not un-
like the long oval shield of the Zulu. The
father cuts it out of wood or stout bark with
his tomahawk and scalping-knife, and covers
it with deer or buffalo skin, or, if he has not
these, with matting or the softest bark of
trees, leaving the upper side loose and
open. The mother then adorns and em-
broiders it with beads and grasses, and lines
and pads it with the softest grass or moss
or rags she can find. The * papoose " is
lightly strapped in with soft thongs fastened
to the board and passing under his arms,
and then the covering is laced over him as
one laces up a shoe, and nothing but the
face of the “vpapoose” is left exposed.
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Thus done up, baby can be hung (with a
thong attached to his cradle) on the bnt:u.h
of a tree, or from the pole of the wigwam,
or set in a corner out of the way. It may
seem to us that the close confinement and
the upright position of these nests cannot
be very comfortable, but it is said that after
tumbling about a while on the grass or
among the dogs of the wigwam the Indian
baby hu.{m_nlh cries to go back to his
solitary nest. In this wise, too, is he
carried, slung over his mother's back, when
the tribe 15 on the march. The oval thing
we have described is the prevalent pattern
of cradle among American Indians, though
in the extreme north or in the extreme
south modifications of the style obtain, The
Flat-head mother, for instance, makes her
papoose mto a round bundle, with folds
of bark and thongs of deer-skin, and carries
it in a wooden receptacle something like a
canoe, slung on her back, with a little
pent-house or shade projecting over the
baby’s face.

It is worth noting that this complete
swaddling of infants 15 almost universal
among both barbarous and civilised peoples
who dwell in sub-tropical or temperate
climates. It is done not so much (or not

only) to keep the child warm, but to prevent
it from scratching itself, from moving about
and hurting itself, and from bruising itself
or breaking its tender bones if it should
baby,

chance to fall. A however, that iz




done up tight and flat as a Red-skin baby is,
must be almost as safe on a top-shelf as on
the ground. The close swaddling and
padding of baby i found, the more we con-
sider it, to be the fashion among both
civilised and barbarous kindreds, and
peoples, and tongues, where women are very
hard-worked. It is easy tounderstand how
that must be. When the mother digs and
plants the soil, and grimlr_'- the corn, draws
the water and cooks the food for her hus-
band and children—as does the savage
woman of every clime—when she spins and
brews, and makes and mends, and cooks and
cleans, as does the house-
wife of almost every de-
gree in almost  every
country of Europe : when
the mother has thus her
hands full of toil or occu-
pation from morning till
night, and when the ex-
pense or the convenience
of a nurse iz not avail-
able, what can she do,
what must she do, with
baby, but contrive some
means of keeping him
from troubling her and
at the same time from
damaging himselb?
Therclore the American
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Indian papoose is
bound and laced
the thing we have
seen ; therefore the
Amazon Indian
child is slung in a
close net-like ham-
mock [rom tree to
tree : therefore the
New Guinea child
hangs like a bunch
of onlons in a bag-
net either from a

jutting bamboo of his father's hut or on his
mother's back by a strap passed across the
forchead ; and therefore the European baby
of several countries is wrapped and padded
in the ways we are about to describe.

Of all house-wives
in Europe, probably
the German is the
hardest worked, and
of all European
mothers the German
practises most com-
]|]ul1:]_‘-.' the art of
swathing and pad-
ding her baby, and
of putting it on the shelf.  The Ger-
man baby is swaddled in a long,
narrow pillow, which i= made to meet
completely round him, being tucked
up over his feet and turned under his solemn
chin. Three bands: of gay blue ribbons are
then passed round the whole bundle and
tied in large, florid bows about where his
chest, his waist, and his ankles may be
supposed to be. In this guise he can be



BABIES.

deposited as an ornament either on the
sumptuous best bed, or on the kitchen
dresser, or on the drawing-room table,
How fond the Germans are of this present-
ment of baby may be guessed from the
fact that it figures largely in their
picture-books, among their dolls,

and even in the bakers' shops
at Easter-time, made of dough
and covered with sugar to be
devoured by greedy live

babies,
The German maother
has  the completest

confidence in  the
safety of her baby
when  swaddled
thus.  But the
confidence is
sometimes be-
trayed by he
wrappage, as  wit-
nesseth the following
story. A party of
peasants set out for the
christening of a new
baby, the baby being
swaddled and wrapped in
the usual manner. The
way was long to the church,
and the weather was cold :
ndeed, snow lay on  the
ground. The anxiety of the
christening over, the whole
party—parents, sponsors, and
friends—adjourned to the vil-
lage inn to warm and cheer
themselves  with schnaps, or
what the Londoner terms “a
drop of something  short,” They then
set off on their return home lightly and
aily, and their  hearts being merry
ithin them  they essayed a snatch or
Wo of song and a step or two of dance.
ome at length was reached, and the
ntercsting christened bundle  was laid
n the table. The whole party—parents,
ponsors, and friends—stared agape and in
silence ; there was the pillow, the ribbons,
and the bows all complete, but where was
the baby ¢ Someone ventured to raise the
aundle ; it was quite limp and empty !
Baby was gone! Back the whole party
wrried on its lonely track, and baby was
ound asleep in the snow, about midway
xtween the church and the village. He
¥as a sturdy child, and the story runs that
1& escaped with a violent sneéze or two,
vhich, it is said, the anxious parents strove

A VERY QUEER FISH."
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to allay by popping
him into the oven,
There can be no doubt
that the German child
that  could survive
the pillow, and the
snow, and the oven,
must have been sturdy
indeed.

Like the German
mother in her treat-
ment of infants is the
Austrian — the  real
Austrian, that is, who
is of Teutonic origin ;
for the Austro-Hun-
garian monarchy in-
cludes so many nationalities, so ‘many
kindreds and peoples and tongues, that it
would need a whole article to write of them
all. And like also, with a curiousdifference,
is the Swedish and Norwegian mother.
The Swedish child, or barn—(compare the
Yorkshire darn, and the Scottish bazru)—
is swaddled in ‘more complex fashion than
the German. It is wound about with six-
inch-wide bandages, sometimes with the
arms free and sometimes not, sometimes the
legs included in the whole bund le, but
usually swathed separately. The bandages
are traditionally supposed to make the
limbs and figure grow straight.  ‘The
bandaged darn is then wrapped in a pillow
and tied about with ribbons and bows like
the German child, except that frequently
his arms are free and his legs are shortly
and stoutly suggested by the tucking in of
the pillow.  After that he may be fastened
flatwise to another pillow, and slung per-
pendicularly from a supple pole stuck in the
wall, so that he looks like a very queer fish
indeed, fit to be shown outside the shop of
an angling-tackle maker. Like the German,
the Swedish child always wears a cap,which is
borderless and of special fineness for its first
Sunday, when it is christened, Then, also,
it wears beads upon its neck, and gorgeous
garments with gay bows of ribbon, all which
arc provided by the godmother. In the
remoter parts of both Sweden and Norway
it is still the custom every Sunday to carry
these swaddled infants 16 church, which is
probably a long way off. They are not
taken into church, however, but buried for
warmth in the snow, in which a small hole
is left for them to breathe through.

In less primitive parts of Sweden and
Norway, however, and among the better-
off, the pillow-bundle often gives place to
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a wooden cradle, shaped
like a trough or a French
baguet, which is usually
suspended by a  spiral
spring from the roof.
The elastic motion can
scarcely be of the most
delightful kind to baby
we should think, for there is
nothing to prevent the cradle from
spinning or twisting round at its
will, and so producing dizziness.
In Russia, too, a similar cradle is
used—contrived, however, more
rudely as to both structure and
motion. It is an oblong box

or wicker basket, with a cord
from each of its four corners
converging to the hook
or the rafter from which
it is hung, and with a
Iun}'rm! cord  under-
neath, in which the
mother puts her foot
to swing her baby. In
winter — which in

RBussia 13 long and
severe—the cradles or,
somebimes, the ham-
mocks in which the

youngest children sleep
are slung round the
great stove upon which
the parents and other
adult members of the
family pass the night,
wrapped in their sheep-
skins,

France is the only other country in which
the pillow is a necessary complement of the
baby. But the attachment of the two is
nowadays characteristically French. It is
a compromise between the old and the new,
between tradition and fashion, and conse-
quently it is not universal. The French
baby (especially on gala days) is laid upon
the pillow, and his fine frocks and gay
ribbons, instead of enveloping his tender
body, are spread upon him as he lies, so
that he is no more than a kind of das-relief.
[n France, however, it must be noted there
came earlier than elsewhere in Europe—
(one of the results of the Revolution)—the
revolt against mere tradition and usage in
the treatment of babies. Among well-to-do
and aristocratic French folk, in particular,
a change in that regard has long been in
progress, The French child used to have
always its pillow or cradle ; now it begins

THE STRAND MAGAZINE. ~,

to lie upon a fresh, whole-
- some bed, neither of wool

nor of feathers, but of hair or

straw, Or among country or

sea-faring folk of sweet dried
fern  or bracken or pungent-
smelling sea-weed; and Govern-
ment bureaux circulate among the
peasants such directions as these :
—* Lay the infant to sleep on its
right side; avoid putting it to
sleep in the lap before putting it
in bed." The French baby used
to wear a muinl}}]ir.‘it_'l.'
of caps—a small close
cap of fine linen, over
which was a second of
light flannel, and over
that a third of some
light and ornamental
stuff ; now the caps are
being discarded, and
baby goes openly and
baldly barcheaded.
There is, however, one
infantile institution to
which well - to - do
French folk cling ob-
stinately, and that is
the foster-mother or
wet-nurse.  The inst-
tution had its origin
ages ago, and was pop-
ular with other than
fine ladies who feared
to spoil their shape
with nursing. It was
under the early Bourbon kings that the
practice first became established of send-
g infants into the country, to =ome
well-known dependant of the house, toa
be nursed and fed and brought up.|
That is why one reads so much inj
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e BABIES.

A BURGLNDIAN NURSE.

French literature of foster-brothers and
foster-sisters, who were the peasant children
brought up in the same lap, and at the same
breast as the young lords and ladies. The
wet-nurse who lived in the family was—
and is still—commonly a Burgundian, an
ample, handsome, and good-natured type
of woman, something like our own woman
of Devonshire. The fine Burgundian nurse
is still a feature of Parisian life, with her
black eyes, her rich colour, and her opulent
form, her red cloak, her full-bordered cap,
and her long, floating ribbons. It is evident
that this large and productive type is very
old, for there is a curious statute in ancient
French law, called the “drorf de donse
enfants ;" it obtained only in Burgundy,
and it enacted that all parents of a dozen
children should be exempt from the payment
of any taxes whatever.

Before we finally turn, whither we have
all this while been tending, to the com-
pletest and wholesomest treatment of babies,
let us note one or two remarkable curiosi-
ties in that way. There is, first of all, the
well-worn, and now almost out-worn, tradi-
tion that Chinese female babies have their
feet tortured by tight bandaging to make
and keep them small.  That practice, let us
say at once, was never prevalent, except in
very high society—like really tight-lacing in
England—andeven there it 1s now gradually
becoming obsolete.  But, among the swel-
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tering millions of China there is a practice
which seems to have a curious result. The
mother carries her infant in a kind of bag
or pannier on her back, and not—as in
other countries where the dorsal carriage is
affected—with the face turned outwards,
but—as, probably, we ought to expect in
China, where everything seems to go and
come by the rule of contraries—with the
face turned inwards. The result of that is
that the baby’s nose is of necessity pressed
against its mother's back, whence, no doubt,
say the learned in these matters, has been
evolved, in the course of ages, the pecu-
liarly flattened or blunted nose, character-
istic of the Chinaman. Furthermore,
Chinese girls, even when allowed to live,
are little thought of. In the family gener-
ally they bear no names: they are known
as Number One or Number Two, like con-
victs, and they are no more reckoned mem-
bers of the family than the cat or the dog.
So when a Chinaman is asked what family
he has, he counts only his boys. And a boy
15 treated with great honour and ceremony
by the women. ‘When he is four months
old, he is set for the first time in a chair,
and his mother's mother sends or brings
him many presents, notably among which
is sugar-candy. The candy iz emblematic
of the sweet things of life, and it is stuck
to the chair to signify the hope that he may
never lack such things. His first birthday .
15 the second great day of rejoicing. Hes
then set upon a table in front of many
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“On the Stump jfor the Pump.”

By S WriLrrin LAwsoN,
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HE Editor of Tur STRAND asks
Sir W, Lawson to send him an article with
some such title as ‘ Thirty Years of Tem-
perance Advocacy,’ or ‘On the Stump for
the Pump.’” .

Vou ask me to write “On the Stump for the Pump,”

Don't you think 'twould be better, * The Pump on
the Stump ? "

Sure that * pump " should be able a tale 1o l:ﬂ'l{-f'lhl.

For you hint in your letter it's thirty years old !

Tust think of ong pumping for thirty long years,

And the water scarce vet has got up to their ears.

Vet while water's so hard to the right pitch to rise,

The full tide of beer mounts quite up 1o our eyes.

There is Gozchen, and Randolph, and Booth, and old
Smith, :

Men of fame and renown, and great vigour and pith,

They come with their brooms, and they come with
their mops,

And they labour and sweep, but the tide never stops.

Away in the torrent go virtue and wealth,

Peace, plenty, and happiness, order and health,

And ® Bung " with a chuckle cries,  Pump as you
may,

But beer and the brewer still carry the day.”

Now you kindly have asked me to say what I think

{in this troublesome, terrible question of drink.

So the * Pump " will endeavour to pour something out,

A Y pump " at the least should be able to ¥ spout ! "

Well, well, | must hope that I shall not quite fail,

So the * Pump,” as you've asked him, will pour out
his tale.

Almost everyone who proposes a toast
at a public dinner commences his speech
by saying that he feels himself to be the
most unfit person who could have been

selected to perform the duty.
L}

In this matter I am neither the most fit,
nor the most unfit person to give such a
narrative as the Editor desires. There are
many advocates of temperance still living
who have addressed far more audiences on
the subject than I have done, and whose
account of their experience would be far
more interesting and instructive than mine
can be.

On the other hand—

¥ ['ve been about a bit in my time,

And wroubles I've seen a few ;

But 1 alwavs found it the best of plans

To paddle my own canoe.”
And I have sometimes had to paddle that
canoe through tolerably stormy waters.
For generations a * Temperance lecturer "
has usually been viewed by the “ respect-
able " classes with a mixture of pity and
contempt. Drink was blended with all our
ideas of real happiness and enjoyment.
Doctors ordered drink as a potent medicine,
and, at the same time, as a valuable article
of daily diet. Clergymen, certainly at
times, mildly hinted that their flocks might
peradventure be more moderate in its con-
sumption, but rarely indeed condemned
the thing itself.

Elections were won to the inspiriting cry
of the ** National Church and the National
Beverage,” while all those who had
enriched themselves by the making and
selling of strong drink were held in the
highest esteem and veneration by the rest
of the community.

For anyone to eénter on a crusade against
drink was held to be audacious, vulgar, dis-
reputable, and unconstitutional, and a man
who took such a course was considered to
be, if not a fool, certainly a hypocritical
knave. I havealways thought that Dickens’
portrait of * Stiggins, the Temperance
lecturer,” did much to maintain this idea.
Any way, it was in full force at the time
when 1 ventured to launch the above-
mentioned cause.

But T did not start as a Temperance lec-
turer. The field was already well occupied.
Father Mathew, Joseph Livesey, Samuel
Bowling, and many other devoted men had
said pretty well all that could be =aid in
favour of abstinence from intoxicating
liguor, and, where their teaching had been
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followed, had done a
world of good. What
struck me as very hard
was, that these noble
men  should expend
time, money, and la-
bour at their own
charges in promoting
the Temperance refor-
mationn which Richard
Cobden says “lies at
the foundation of every
social and political re-
form,"” and that all the
time the Government
of the country should
appoint thousands and
thousands of agents to
promote the sale and
consumption of the
very article which
causes all the drunken-
ness and misery:.

Be it remembered

FATHER

that the philanthropic Temperance advo-

MATHEW,

THE PUMP) 3s7

get their customers to
consume—their system
being one of * payment
by results." For any-
one to raise his voice
against this most lucra-
tive and powerful mono-
poly was looked upon
as an audacious imper-
tinence. Our meetings
were occasionally bro-
ken up by the friends
and supporters of the
liqguor power. 1 re-
member a big meeting
at Excter with the
present Bishop of Lon-
don in the chair. A
disorderly force of men
well primed for the
business invaded and
pervaded the hall, vell-
ing, singing, and jost-
lingthe audience. They

broke up the chairzs and uszed them as

cates got no monetary premium on any weapons of offence. The Bishop kept
success which they might attain among his seat, perfectly calm and collected, but,

the people, while the Government agents as the police declined to interfere for our
who sold the drink were pecuniarily in- protection, the enemy succeeded in their
terested in every glass which they could object and broke up the meeting, after
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breaking the ribs of our unlucky men and
covering the Bishop and Sir . Trevelyan
and myself with flour, so that we looked as
though we had just returned from the
“ Derby.”

At Sandwich, also, we once had a oreat
row. The publicans' friends pretty well
packed the meeting, and with SONZE, Coees,
horns, &c., prevented our speaking. DBut
we got a speech out of one of the rioters,
and although short, it was
the best speech 1 had ever
heard in favour of pro-
hibition.

The man was tolerably
drunk, but able to stand.
Close to the platform was
sitting the great brewer
of the place, looking most
demure and respectable,
but who had probably
directly or indirectly or-
ganised the riot. Steady-
ing himself as well as he
could, the man pointed
with his hand towards the
great brewer, and simply
said, “I want to know
what's to become of this
gentleman?" If anyone
will ponder on this speech
for a moment or two the nature and object
of the licensing system will be clear enough.

As a rule, T think it was generally in the
piaces where the brewers—our British Ale
Kings—were exceptionally strong that these
violent scenes occurred. But aenerally
when there had been a pretty good rowdy
meeting, we used to come again soon after,

A PESSIMEST. '
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when our friends, taught by the experience,
used to take precautions for ensuring * law
and order,” so that the rows probably even.
tually did us more good than harm,

One thing which struck me much in per-
ambulating the country was, that wherever
I went the friends wha kindly entertained
me were almost always pessimists, who

asserted that the place we were then in
was

one of the very worst places for
drunkenness which could pos-
sibly be found.

Of course they could not
always be the warst, but this

U= oy HRCOME OF THIS of STLEMANT™

testimony leads one to think that things
must be bad enough all round.

I suppose the Editor, when asking for
reminiscences of * Thirty Years' Temperance
Advocacy " includes advocacy in the House
of Commons, No one would think that it
was personally needed in that assembly,
but only for the check of intemperance
outside.

Yet I once heard a member, who was
known not to be a tectotaler, say that he
could not believe somet hing which the
Government had stated, although he could
swallow a great deal—a statement which was
received with great acquiescent cheering
from all parts of the House. But my advo-
cacy in the House was of prohibition of the
liquor traffic, and not of total abstinence, |
proposed that there should be prohibitory
districts wherever the inhabitants clearly
and distinetly expressed a desire for freedom
from liquor shops. This was thought to he
a most shocking proposition.  Was it to be
supposed that the magistrates, who were
the licensing authorities, did not know the
requirements of the neighbourhood far
better than the inhabitants of that neigh-
bourhood knew it themselves ! The very
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idea was looked upon as a
blasphemy.

A Bill must have two names endorsing it
before it can be introduced into the House
of Commons. At that time I hardly knew
where 1 should get the second name which
was required. Iat last got it in this way. Mr.
Bazley (afterwards Sir Thomas Haxlujﬂun
represented Manchester.  Some  working

men who were either his neighbours or
comstituents, and who were very keen about
the Bill, interviewed him and talked over
I fancy he made some nhmc!.tnn
Bazley, is

the Bill.
to it, when the ‘men
there not a village
which belongs to you,
and where you pro-
hibitall saleofdrink ?

“Yes," said Mr.
Bazley, ** and with the
best effect.”

* And will you not
give us thesame power
of protecting ourselves
which you enjoy ¢ g

W1 awill,” said Mr.
Bazley, and he put
his name on the back
of my Bill.

"-l"{l. 'Illll

But few indeed
would wote for such
a measure in those

days. Lord Randolph
Churchill said that in
that very year, 18g0,
two -thirds of the
members of the House
of Commons were ter-
rorised by the liquor
trade. Andmany must
have been in that
abject condition in Stk WILS
1862, when the first

Bill was introduced. At all events, whether
through terror of publicans, or contempt for
Temperance advocates, or ignorance of the
enormity of the evil arising from drinking,
the great majority of the House of Com-
mons were dead against any legislation
tending to cripple the * liguor traffic.” We
had all the old arguments trotted out—
“ Liberty of the Subject "—* Making men
sober by Act of Parliament,” and so forth.
I have sometimes wondered why they
thought it absolutely necessary to iterate
and reiterate all this urimeaning jargon.
They had made up their minds that it
uﬂui:l not be safe to vote against the
publicans, and the preliminary talk was

species  of

a superfluous expenditure of energy. On
the first division I only got about
forty votes, and that was a l'lrs_fu' numuoer
than most persons expected. But I must
not commence a long story of hm'l-' we
slowly but steadily gained ground in the
House. The In-tm1, of all reforms is in its
general features pretty much the same.
Someone has roughly summed up the pro-
gress of reforms by saying, First, they are
laughed at ; then they are said to be contrary
to Scripture ; then if is said that eve rybody
knew them before.  We have long left for
ever the davs of divisions of forty, and now
almost everyone ad-
mits that the public
are entitled to some
powers of self-protec-
tion from the liguor
trade. It is still
thought the proper
thing to call everyone
who is in earnest in
trying to get that pro-
tection for the people,
an extreme man ; but
everyone knows that
this is only the ortho-

dox political slang
which must be em-
ployed when argu-

ment is wanting.
Lord Rosebery has
declared that the Tem-
pUI'HI'IL'l' men are t]'lt‘
bhackbhone of the Libe-
ral Party. The Con-

servative Party also

now announce them-

selves to  be  warm

advocates of Temper-

HID LAWEON, ance. We cannot say
that they have been

at it for “thirty vears,” since they only

took, as a party, any overt legislative action
two vears ago by their LI‘JH][‘JLHHJHHH to
Brewers' Bill, which they agam attempted
to pass last year.

Many persons thought that endowing
puhh{,h{:u ses would not tend to rull!n
drinking, but, be that as it may, it was
pleasant to see the intense zeal with which
the leaders of the Conservative Party de-
voted themselves to what they considered
the interests of Temperance. All theother
business of the Session was set aside. The
Government Press urged no surrender.
Diminishing majorities did not damp their
ardour. The forces were summoned to be
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present at all costs when this Temperance

measure was on hand.

One memaorable day

many legislators were absolutely compelled

to hurry back from
Ascot to take part in
an early division. Lord
Hartington was among
the number, and it is
said that, being only
just in time, he was
seen to rin through the
lobby, a fact unprece-
dented in modern poli-
tical history.

All this proves that
there never were =0
many Temperance ad-
vocates as there are at
this instant. At the
zame time, [ am in-
clined to think that
there has seldom been
more drinking than
there is in the season
of good trade and high
wages. Whether it will
require an additional
thirty years of Tem-
perance advocacy be-
fore we deal an effectual
hlow at what has been
termed the “ intoxicat-
ing interests,” who can
say ? The good sign,
as noted above, is, that
everybody is calling out
that something must
be done. Englishmen
generally say this for
a long time before they
really do anything, but
the recent prolific re-

sponse to General Booth's appeal for funds
to rescue the perishing, seems to indicate
that the public are really and keenly touched

by all the misery
around them.

The General s=ays
“ Nine-tenths of Eng-
land’s misery is Drink.”
That is just what the
Temperance advocates
have been saying for
nearly twice thirty
vears. Their hour of
triumph  is  growing
appreciably nearer. It
will come so soon as
the good, noble, and
self-denying men who
now deal with the
misery which General
Booth tells us is the
effect of drink, will
strike at the drink
which is the cause of
that misery. When we
have done that, we
may confidently look
forward to an England
which shall be as
different  from the
England of to-day, as
light is from darkness.
“ Then shall Misery's sons

and daughters
In their lowly dwelling
sing,

Bounteous as the Nile's

dark waters, {
Undiscovered as their
EP'I'lTlE:
We shall zcatter through
the land

Blessing with a secret
hand.”



The King's Stratagent.

By SraxLey . WEYMAN.

IN the days when Henry the
Fourth of France was King of
Navarreonly,and in that little
kingdom of hills and woods
which occupies the south-west
corner of the larger country,
was with difficulty supporting the Huguenot
cause against the French court and the
Catholic League—in the days when every
isolated castle, from the Garonne to the
Pyrenees, was a bone of contention between
the young king and the crafty queen-
mother, Catherine de Medicis, a conference
between these notable personages took
place in the picturesque town of La Réole.

La Réole still rises grey, time-worn, and

half-ruined on a lofty cliff above the broad

oreen  waters of the Garonne, forty odd
miles from Bordeaux. But it is a small
place now. In the days of which we are
speaking, however, it was 1mportant,

strongly fortified, and guarded by a castle
which looked down on a thousand red-
tiled roofs, rising in terraces from the river.
As the meeting-place of the two SOVEreigns
it was for the time as gay as Paris itself,
Catherine having brought with her a bevy
of fair maids of honour, in the cfiect of
whose charms she perhaps put as much
trust as in her own diplomacy. But the

peaceful appearance of the town was delu-
sive, for even while every other house in it
rang with music and silvery laughter, each
party was ready to fly to arms without
warning, if it saw that any advantage was
to be g’:lil'lrﬁ 1|:‘JI.'I'1.:]1'I‘.'.

On an evening shortly before
the end of the conference two
men sat at play in a room, the
deep-embrasured  window of
which looked down from a con-
siderable height upon the river.
The hour was late, and the
town silent. Qutside, the
moonlight fell bright and pure
on sleeping fields and long, straight lines
of poplars. Within the room a silver
lamp suspended from the ceiling threw
light upon the table, leaving the farther
parts of the room in shadow. The
walls were hung with faded tapestry.  On
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the low bedstead in one corner lay a
handsome cloak, a sword, and one of the
clumsy pistols of the period. Across a
chair lay another cloak and sword, and on
the window seat, beside a pair of saddle-
bags, were strewn half-a-dozen such trifles
as soldiers carried from camp o camp—a
silver comfit-box, a jewelled  dagger, a
mask, and velvet cap.

The faces of the players, as they bent
over the dice, were in shadow. One—a
slight, dark man of middle height, with a
weak chin, and a mouth as weak, but
shaded by a dark moustache—seemed, from
the occasional oaths which he let drop, to
be losing heavily. Yet his opponent, a
stouter and darker man, with g aword-cut
across his left temple, and that swaggering
air which has at all times marked the pro-
fessional soldier, showed no signs of triumph
or elation. On the contrary, though he
kept silence, or spoke only a formal word or
two, there was a gleam of anxiety and
suppressed excitement in his eves, and more
than once he looked keenly at his com-
panion, as if to Judge of his feelings or
learn whether the time had come for some
experiment which he meditated. But for
this, an observer looking in through the
window would have taken the two for only
une more instance of the hawk and pigeon.

At last the younger player threw down
the caster, with a groan.

* You have the luck of the evil one,” he
said, bitterly. “ How much is that 2 "

“Two thousand crowns,” replied the
other without emotion.  * You wi]l play no
more ?

“No! T wish to lieaven T had never
played at all!” was the answer. As he
spoke the loser rose, and going to the
window stood looking moodily out.  For a
¢w moments the elder man remained
seated, gazing at him furtively, but at length
he too rose, and, stepping softly to his com-
panion, touched him on the shoulder.
* Your pardon a moment, M. le Vicomte,”
he said. “ Am I right in concluding that
the loss of this sum will nconvenience
you?"

“A thousand fiends!" exclaimed the
young Vicomte, turning on him wrat hfully.
" Is there any man whom the loss of two
thousand crowns would not inconvenience ?
As for me—— "

" Foryou,” continued the other, smoothly
filling up the pause, “shall I be Wron
in_sayving that it means
ruin ¢ "

(i3
-

something  like
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“ Well, sir, and if it does?” the young
man retorted, drawing himself up haugh-
tily, his cheek a shade paler with passion,
“ Depend upon it you shall be paid. Do
not be afraid of that !

“ Gently, gently, my friend,” the winner
answered, his patience in strong contrast
with the other’s violence. “I had no in.
tention of insulting you, believe me. Those
who play with the Vicomte de Lanthenon
arc not wont to doubt his honour, ] spoke
only in your own interest. It has occurred
to me, Vicomte, that the matter might be
arranged at less cost to yourself.”

“How " was the curt question.

“ May I speak freely?” The Vicomte
shrugged hisshoulders, and the other, taking
silence for consent, proceeded : “ You, Vi,
comte, are governor of Lusigny for the
King of Navarre; I, of Créance, for the
King of France. Our towns lie only three
leagues apart.  Could I by any chance, say
on one of these fine nights, become master
of Lusigny, it would be worth more than
two thousand crowns to me. Do you under-
stand 2 7

‘“ No,” the
“1 do not.”

“Think over what I have
was the brief answer.

For a full minute there was silence in
the room. The Vicomte gazed out of the
window with knitted brows and compressed
lips, while hiscompanion, sitting down, leant
back in his chair, with an air of affected
carelessness.  Qutside, the rattle of arms
and hum of voices told that the watch were
passing through the street. The church
bell struck one. Suddenly the Vicomte
burst into a hoarse laugh, and, turning,
snatched up his cloak and sword. “The
trap was very well laid, M. le Capitaine,”
he said almost jovially ; “but I am still
sober enough to take care of myself—and
of Lusigny. I wish you good-night. You
shall have your money, never fear,"”

“5tll, T am afraid it will cost you dearly,”
the Captain answered, as he rose and moved
towards the door to open it for his guest,
His hand was already on the latch when he
paused. “ Look here,” he said, “ what do
you say to this, then? I will stake the
two thousand erowns vou have lost to me,
and another thousand besides against your
town. Fool! no one can hear us. If you
win, you go off a free man with my thou-
sand.  If you lose, you put me in possession
one of these fine nights. What do vou say
to that ? A single throw to decide.”

young man answered slowly,

said, then,”
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The voung man's pale face reddened.
He turned, and his eves sought the table
and the dice irresolutely. The temptation
indeed came at an unfortunate moment,
when the excitement of play had given way
to depression, and he saw nothing before
him outside the
door, on which
his hand was laid, -
but the cold
reality of ruin.
The temptation
to return, and by
a single throw
st himself right
with the world
was too much for
him. Slowly he
came back to the
table. “Con-
found you!" he
said irritably. * 1
think you are the
devil himself,
Captain.”

Fan't talk
child's talk | " said
the other coldly,
drawing back as
his  wvictim  ad-
vanced. * If you
do not like the
offer vou need not
take 1t.”

But the voung
man's ingers had
already closed on
the dice. Pick- L
ing them up he
dropped them once, twice, thrice on the
table, his eyes gleaming with the play-fever.
L |I I win ?" he said doubtfully.

“You carry away a thousand crowns,”
answered the Captain, quietly. “If you
lose vou contrive to leave one of the
gates of Lusigny open for me before next
ful.] moon. That is all.”

*And what if 1 lose, and not pay the

fn:-rh.ﬂ.‘ asked the Vicomte, laughing
weakly.

“1 trust to your honour,"” said the
Captain. And, strange as it may =cem, he
knew his man. The voung noble of the

day might betray his cause and his trust,
but the debt of honour incurred at play
was binding on hin.

“Well," =aid the Vicomte, “I agree.
Who is to throw first 7"
“As you will," replied the Captain,
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masking under an appearance of indif-
ference a real excitement which darkened
his cheek, and caused the pulse in the old
1.-.'=-u:n:i on his face to beat furiously.

*Then do you go first,” said the Vicomte.

“\With your permission,” assented the
Captain. And
taking the dice

up in the caster
he shook them
with a practised
hand, and drop-
ped them on the
board. Thethrow
was SCVEI.

The Vicomte
took up the cast
er and, as he
tossed the dice
mto it, glanced
at the window.
The moonlight
shining athwart
it fell in silvery
sheen on a few
feet of the floor.
With the light
something of the
silence and cool-
ness of the night
entered also, and
appealed to him.
FFor a few seconds
he hesitated. He
even made as if
he would have
replaced the box
on the table. But
the good instinct
failed. It was too late, and with a
muttered word, which his dry lips refused
to articulate, he threw the dice. Seven !

Neither of the men spoke, but the
Captain rattled the little cubes, and again
flung them on the table, this time with a
slight air of bravado. They rolled one
over the other and lay t.l_]l] Seven again !

The young V icomte’s brow was damp,
and his face pale and drawn. He forced a
quavering laugh, and with an unsteady
hand took his turn. The dice fell far apart,
and lay where they fell. Six!

The winner nodded gravely. * The luck
s still with me,” he said, keeping his eyes
on the table that the light of triumph
which had suddenly leapt into them might
not be seen.  “ When do you go back to
your command, Vicomte ?

The unhappy man stood like one stunned,

Y TO THATY
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gazing at the two little cubes which had
cost him so dearly. “The day after to-
morrow,” he muttered hoarsely, striving to
collect himself.

** Then shall we say the following even-
ing "' asked the Captain.

“ Very well.”

“We quite understand one another,”
continued the winner, eveing his man
watchfully, and speaking with more
urgency. “1 may depend on you, M. le
Vicomte, [ presume 2"

“The Lanthenons have never been want-
ing to their word,” the young nobleman
answered, stung into sudden haughtiness.
“If 1 live I will put Lusigny into vour
hands, M. le Capitaine. Afterwards I will
do my best to recover it—in another way."

BIE WAS ALUNE

Wl s THIVMEPH.™

“1 shall be entirely at your disposal,”
replied the Captain, bowing lightly. And
in a moment he was alone—alone with his
triumph, his ambition, his hopes for the
future—alone with the greatness to which
his capture of Lusigny was to be the first
step, and which he should enjoy not a
whit the less because as yet fortune had
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dealt out to him more blows than caresses,
and he was still at forty, after a score of
vears of roughest service, the governor of a
paltry country town.

Meanwhile, in the darkness of ti::; Narrow
streets, the Vicomte was making his way
to his lodgings in a state of despair and
unhappiness most difficult to describe.
Chilled, sobered, and affrighted he looked
back and saw how he had thrown for all
and lost all, how he had saved the dregs of
his fortune at the expense of his loyalty,
how he had seen a way of escape and lost it
for ever! No wonder that as he trudged
alone through the mud and darkness of the
sleeping town his breath came quickly and
his chest heaved, and he looked from side
to side as a hunted animal might, uttering
great sighs. Ah, if he could only have
retraced the last three hours !

Worn out and exhausted, he entered his
lodging, and securing the door behind him
stumbled up the stone stairs and entered
his room. The impulse to confide his mis-
fortunes to someone was so strong upon
him that he was glad to see a dark form
half sitting, half lyving in a chair before the
dving embers of a wood fire. In those days
4 man’s natural confidant was his valét,
the follower, half-friend, half-servant, who
had been born on his estate, who lay on a
pallet at the foot of his bed, who carried his
tllets-donx and held his cloak at the duello,
who rode near his stirrup in fight and nursed
him in illness, who not seldom advised him
in the choice of a wife, and lied in support
of his suit.

The young Vicomte flung his cloak over
a chair. * Get up, you rascal | " he cried,
impatiently. “ You pig, vou dog!"” he
continued, with increasing anger.  * Sleep-
ing there as though your master were not
ruined by that scoundrel of a Breton !
Bah ! " he added, gazing bitterly at his
follower, * you are of the canaiile, and have
neither honour to lose nor a town to
betray !

The sleeping man moved in his chair
and half turned. The Vicomte, his patience
exhausted, snatched the bonnet from his
head, and threw it on the ground. “ Will
you listen ?" he said. ** Or go, if you choose
look for another master. Iamruined! De
you hear ?  Ruined, Gil! T have lost all—
money, land, Lusigny itself, at the dice! "

The man, aroused at last, stooped with a
lazy movement, and picking up his hat
dusted it with his hand, and rose with a
yawn to his feet,
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“T am afraid, Vicomte," he said, his tones
quiet as they were, sounding like thunder
in the Vicomte's astonished and bewilderad
ears, * 1 am afraid that if vou have lost
Lusigny, vou have lost something which
was not yours to lose !V

As he spoke he struck the embers with
his foot, and the fire, blazing up, shone on
his face. The Vicomte zaw, with unutter-
able confusion and dismay, that the man
before him was not Gil at all, but the last
person in the world to whom he should have
betrayed himself.  The astute smiling eyes,
the aquiline nose, the high forehead, and
projecting chin, which the short beard and
maoustache scarcely concealed, were only too
well known to him.  He stepped back with
acry of horror, - Sfrq: I L he .‘;."llu|, and t]]l;_'r'l
his tongue failed him. He stood silent, pale,
convicted, his chin on his breast. The man
to whom he had confessed his treachery

was the master whom he had
conspired to betray.

"'J had ‘:'I.i":F'l.‘t.."|'i'l.i SOTTe-
thing of this,"" Henry of
Navarre continued, after a
pause, a tinge of irony in his
tone, ' RHosny told me that
that old fox, the Captain of
Créance, was affecting your
company a good deal, M.
le Vicomte, and I find that,
as usual, his suspicions were
well-founded. What with
i gentleman who shall be
nameless, who has bartered
a ford and a castle for the
favour of Mademoizelle de
Luynes, and vourself, I am
blest with some faithful fol-
lowers! For shame!” he
continued, seating himself
with dignity, “ have vou
nothing tosay for vourself 2

The young noble stood
with his head bowed, his
face white. This was ruin,
indeed, absolutely irremedi-
able. Wanire" he =aid at
last, " your Majesty has a
right to my life, not to my
honour.” |

“Your honour!"” quoth
Henry, biting contempt in
his tone.

The young man started,
and for a second his check

flamed under the well-
deserved reproach ; but he
recovered himself. “My debt to vour

Majesty,” he said, * Iam willing to pay.”

% Since pay you must,” Henry muttered
'“-Hi'l.l_k'.

“ But I claim to pay also my debt to the
Captain of Créance.”

COh," the King answered. “ So vou
would have me take your worthless life,
and give up Lusigny ¢

“I am in your hands, sire.”

“ Pish, sir!" Henry replicd in angry
astontshment.  * You talk like a child.
Such an offer, M. de Lanthenon, is folly,
and you know it. Now listen to me. [t
was lucky for vou that I came in to-night,
intending to question you.  Your madness
15 known to me only, and 1 am willing to
overlook it. Do you hear ?  Cheer up,
therefore, and be a man.  You are young ;
[ forgive VOLL, This shall be between you
and me only,” the young prince continued,
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hiz eyes softening as the other's head
LI!’(_'I-I}]'IL'L'._. “and you need think no more of

it until the day when I
‘Now, M. de Lanthenon,
for 1|L11|'1.'. =-l|:‘i|u |

He rose as the last word passet I his lips,
and held out his hand. The Vicomte fell
on one knee, and l{lxmu] it r-._!.. :,,nnl[y . then
sprang to his feet again. * Sire,” he said,
standing erect, his eyes shining, “ you have
punished me heavily, more heavily than

shall say to you,
for France and

was needful. There is only one way in
which ] can
show my H'I'.l‘[[-

tude, and that is

by ridding you
af a servant who
can never again

look your enemies
in the faca"

EWhat ne w
folly is this?'
said Henry,
sternly. Do
yvou nolt under-
stand that | i1 e
|n1i‘1'- en you "'

Thercfore 1
cannot  give up
Lusigny, and |
must acguil my-
self of my dibt
to the Captain
of Créance i the
only  way which
remains,” replied
the young man,
firmly. = *“ Death
i= 1ot hard
that I would not
meet it twice
over rather than
again betray
trust.”

“This is midsummer
the King, hotly.

** Possibly," replied the Vicomte, without
emotion ; “vet of a kind to which yvour
Majesty is not altogether a stranger.’

The words appealed strongly to that love
the chivalrous which formed part of the
King's nature, and was one cause alike of
his weakness and his strength, which in its
more extravagant flights gave opportunity
after opportunity to lll=~ enemies, in its
nobler and saner expressions won victories
which all his astuteness and diplomacy
could not have :_nn][h.-uu[ He =tood
locking with half-hidden admiration at the

=L

madness ! " zaid

II!

1y e i
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man whom two minutes before he had
Lit"‘".‘i"i.':.!.

‘1 think you
sently.

=y ":{r‘: '-|-|:'-.',“ the 1
gravely. “In my country they have a
proverb about us. ‘The Lanthenons.' say
lh'.‘u. h ave ever been bad ]1]rl:'l.:_|‘- htlt lrumi
payers.” 1 will not bz the first to be worse
than my name ! "

He spoke with so qwiu:

that the King was

are 1n jest,” he said, pre-

VOung m:aan answered,

determination
stavoered, and for a

KENER.™

L kN (NE

minute or two paced the room in silence,
inwardly reviling the generous obstinacy of
his weak-kneed supporter, yet unable to
withhold his admiration from it. At length
he -I_r:|]1]‘u_d 1.l.1 h a low, |.n1 upt .._x1_L|:m‘||::|un

“Wait ! " he cried. “1 have it ! Fentre
Satuf Greis, man, I have it !|" His eyes
sparkled, and, with a ;11-11111- laugh, he hit the

.'|h||.- a sounding blow. “Ha!ha! I have
" he repeated, ]f1'l.0Ll'~]\.
I-]1<, voung noble I..r‘-LLl at him in

surprise, half allllt:ﬂ. ha]f incredulous. But
when Henry in low, rapid tones had
expounded his plan, the Vicomte's face

underwent a change. Hope and life sprang
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mto it. The blcod flew to
His whole aspect softened. In a moment
he was on his knee, mumbling the King's
hand, his eyes full of joy and gratitude.
After that the two talked long, the
murmur of their voices broken more
than once by the ripple of low laughter.
When theyat length separated, and Henry,
his face hidden h'u, the folds of his cloak,
had stolen away to his lodgings, where, no
doubt, more than one watcher was awaiting
him with a mind full of anxious fears, the
Vicomte threw open his window and looked
out on the night. The moon had set, but
the stars still shone peacefully in the dark
canopy above. He remembered on a sudden,
his throat choking with silent repressed
emotion, that he was looking towards his
home—-the stiff grey pile among the beech
woods of Navarre which had been in his
family since the days of St. Louis, and
which he had so lightly risked. And he
registered a vow in his heart that of all
Henry's servants he would henceforth be
the most faithfual.

Meanwhile the Captain of Créance was
-.I]JIJHHW the sweets of coming thump]
He did not look out into the mﬂ]ﬂ it 15
true, but pacing up and down the room he

hiz cheeks.
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hiz, and he spent the next few days in con-
siderable suspense.  But no hitch occurred.
The Vicomte made the necessary com-
munications to him; and men in
his own pay informed hml of Lll-|.!‘fl-l"lf'lll-
ordered by the governor of Lusigny whick
left him in no doubt that the loser in-
tended to pay his debt.

[t was, therefore, with a heart already
gaywith anticipation that the Captam rode
out of Créance two hours before midnight
on an evening eight dayslater. The night
dark, but he knew the road well. He
had with him a powerful force, composed
in part of thirty of his own garrizon, bold,

Wis

hardy fellows, and in part of six score
horsemen, lent him by the governor of
Montauban. As the Vicomte had under-

taken to withdraw, under some pretence

or other, one-half of his command and
to have one of the gates Hjh_'lh.'ﬁ' by a
trusty hand, the Captain trotted along

in excellent spirits, and stopped to scan
with approval the dark linc of his troopers
as they plodded past him, the jingle of

their swords and corselets ringing swect
music in his ears. He looked for an
casy victory ; but it was not any shght
misadventure that would rob him o

how he
might make the most of his success. He
was still comparatively young. He had

planned and calculated, considering

years of strength before him. He would

rise. He would not easily be satisfied. The
times were troubled, np|m-rlulnu-\:a many,
fools many: bold men with brains and

hands few.
At the same time he knew that he could
be sure of nothing until Lusigny was actually

his

his prey. As company wound on
b the river-side, their accoutrements
reflected in the stream or passed into

the black shadow of the olive orove which
stands a mile to the east of Lusigny, he
felt little doubt of the his
enterprise.

Treachery apart, that 1= ; and of treachery
there was no The troopers had
scarcely halted under the last clump of trees

success  of

s1gF1h.
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before a figure detached itself from one of
the largest trunks, and advanced to their
leader’s rein. The Captain saw with sur-
prise that it was the Vicomte himself. For
a second he thought something had gone
wrong, but the young noble’s first words
reassured him.  “It 15 all right,” M. de
Lanthenon whispered, as the Captain bent
down to him. “1 have kept my word, and
[ think that there will be no resistance.
The planks for crossing the moat lic opposite
the gate. Knock thrice at the latter, and it
will be opened. There are not fifty armed
men in the place.”

“Good ! " the Captain answered, in the
same cautious tone.  * But you—"

‘I am believed to be elsewhere, and
must be gone, I have far to ride to-night.
Farewell,"

“Till we meet again,” the Captain
answered ; and with that his ally glided
away and was lost in the darkness. A
cautious word set the troop again in motion,
and a very few minutes saw
them standing on the edge of
the moat, the outline of the
gateway tower looming above
them, a shade darker than the
wrack of clouds which overhead
raced silently across the sky.
A moment of suspense, while
one and another shivered—for
there is that in a night attack
which touches the nerves of
the stoutest—and the planks
were found, and as quietly as
possible laid across the moat,
This was so successfully done
that it evoked no challenge,
andthe Captain crossing quickly
with some picked men, stood
almost in the twinkling of an
cye under the shadow of the
gateway. Still no sound was
heard save the hurried breath-
ing of those at his elbow or the
stealthy tread of others cross-
ing. Cautiously he knocked
three times and waited. The
third rap had scarcely sounded,
however, before the gate rolled
silently open, and he sprang in,
followed by his men.

So far so good. A glance
at the empty street and the
porter’s pale face told him at

once that the Vicomte had
I'*1":]"‘1 his word. But he was too
r'!Lt il hxl!,lik_l' L L‘Illi'-..: H”:'l.'-
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thing for granted, and forming up his men
as quickly as they entered, he allowed no
one to advance until all were inside, and
then, his trumpet sounding a wild note of
dehance, his force sprang forward in two
compact bodies, and in a moment the town
awoke to find itself in the hands of the
enemy.

As the Vicomte had promised, there was
no resistance.  In the small keep a score of
men did indeed run to arms, but only to
lay them down without striking a blow
when they became aware of the force op-
posed to them. Their leader, sullenly
acquiescing, gave up his sword and the keys
of the town to the victorious Captain, who,
as he sat his horse in the middle of the
111:i1'k1-1—p't.'ac=;._L-,_iring his orders and sending
off riders with the news, already saw himself
in fancy Governor of a province and Knight
of the Holy Ghost.

As the red light of the torches fell on
steel caps and polished hauberks, on the

T THEY HAVE GOT Cifaxcy "
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serried ranks of pikemen, and the circle of
white-faced townsmen, the picturesque old
square looked doubly picturesque. Every
five minutes, with a clatter of iron on the
rough pavement and a shower of sparks, a
horseman sprang away to tell the news at
Montauban or Cahors ; and every time that
this occurred, t.e Captain, astride on his
charger, felt a new sense of power and
triumph.

Sutﬁlenly the low murmur of voices was
broken by a new sound, the hurried clang
of hoofs, not departing but arriving. There
was something in the noise which made the
Captain prick his ears, and secured for the
messenger a speedy passage through the
crowd. Ewven at the last the man did not
spare his horse, but spurring to the Captain’s
side, then and then only 5||Jr:mg to the
ground. His face was pale, his eyes were
bloodshot. His right arm was bound up in
bloodstained cloths. With an oath of
amazement, the Captain recognised the
officer whom he had left in charge of
Créance, and thundered out, * What isit? "
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“They have got Créance!"” the man
gasped, reeling as he spoke. “ They have
got Créance ! "'

“Who ?" the Captain shricked, his face
purple with rage.

“The little manof Béarn! He assaulted
it five hundred strong an hour after you
left, and had the gate down before we could
fire a dozen shots. We did what we could,
but we were but one to seven. I swear,
Captain, we did all we could. Look at
this !"

Almost black in the face, the Captain
swore another frightful cath. It was not
only that he saw governorship and honours
vanish like Will-o'-the-wisps, but that he
saw even more quickly that he had made
himself the laughing-stock of a kingdom !
And he had. To this day, among the
stories which the southern French love to
tell of the prowess and astuteness of the
great Henry, there is none more fre-
guently told, or more frequently laughed
over, than that of the famous exchange of
Créance for Lusigny.



Fortraits of Celebrities

EARIL
GRANVILLE.
Borx 1815,

age of

first
portrait shows him,
Earl Granville, who
had succeeded to the
peerage six years
carher, and who had
alrecady been for
four years  Vige-

President of the Board of Trade, had just
obtained a seat in the Cabinet, and suc-

Frdin a Pataling B

at different times of their Lives.

ACE 37,

ceeded Lord Palmerston at the Foreign

[ lﬂic:-.

. Since that time Lord Granville
Yias filled almost every office of importance

(8. Lelomvan,

n successive Liberal
Governments., He
wWis mﬂrﬁmrﬁr], as
everybody  knows,
one of Her Majesty’s
most  confidential
friends and coun-
sellors. No Royal
ceremony, whether
a marriage, a chris-
tening, or a funeral,
was complete with-
out hiz well-known
dignified, yet genial
presence ; and he
probably  attended
MOore ceremonies ol

this kind, at different Courts of Europe,
than any other person of his time.

Earl Granville's recent lamented death
gives the above portraits a melancholy
Imterest.
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P o Paomding] AGE 17, [dw i, & W saiis

G. F. WATTS, R.A.
Borx 1820.

= UR portraits of Mr. G. F.
Watts depict him at most in-
teresting ages. The first was
painted at seventeen by Mr.
Watts himself, at which age
his first picture was exhibited
at the Royal Academy. At twenty-one, he  while at forty-seven, the age of our third
had painted his first great historical picture;  portrait,he had just received the title of 1T A,

From a Flolo, by AGE B3 Mesary, Comsron § Swith,




SIR JOHN EVERETT MILL:

BART., R.A.
Borx

LA fILTHOUGH our first
W portrait shows  Sir
John Millais at the
early age of twenty-
two, he was already
an important figure
in the world of Art; for he had
gained his first medal at the Society
of Arts when only nine, and had,
like Mr. Watts, exhibited his first
picture in the Royal Academy at
seventeen. At the age of this por-
trait he had founded, with Holman
Hunt and D. G. Rossetti, the famous
i’l'uaﬁﬂjﬂlztuﬁtu Brotherhood, © of
which the object was to depict

o=
r'—_||'|

Nature, not ‘as tinged by the im-
agination, but as they really saw
it ; a movement which was at first
received "with the most violent
abuse, but which, greatly owing to
the eloquent support of Mr. Ruskin,
at_last made good its way., Two
years later he was elected A.R.A.,
and ten years afterwards, R.A.
At the age depicted in our second
portrait he was known, as he is
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still, as a painter without rival in
range, manliness, and vigour, and in bold
and masterly brush-work. In the year
1883 the Oueen marked her sense of his
commanding abilities by conferring upon
him the honour of a baronetey.

Pheatmnrer jol

Windwic & G rove,

FEESHNT DAY. [ Merers
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AGE 29,
Fram a fhate. by Werwbard, Cambridge

From e Phote. ). = ace 32, [Hfitda & Seusders,

S5IR RICHARD _ EVERARD
WEBSTER.

Bory 1842.
clikR RICHARD WEBSTER
e it seventeen,the age of our
first portrait, was leaving
the Charterhouse School
for Trinity College, Cam-
bridge, where he was greatly

distinguished as an athlete, and where he
won the two miles race against Oxford.
QOur second portrait shows him at this
period, in his running costume. At thirty-
two, as in our third portrait, he had already
so distinguished himself at the Bar that two
years later he was made a O.C, at the
carliest age on record. The brilliance of
Sir Richard's subsequent career is well

—
Frow a Lot by FRESENT LAY, [Mivphos & Mulins, B,
known. It may interest our readers to be
told that some portraits, at a country house,
of Sir Richard at various stages of his life,
first suggested to the Editor the notion of
this series, which has proved so popular.

Faortheabove photographs weareindebted
to the kindness of Sir Richard Webster.
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AISS MARION TERRY is
B a clever member of a clever
family, and her ability de-
veloped itself early. Al-
ready at the age of six (as
i the first portrait above

given) she was appearing in the part of
little Syéd in Tom Taylor's play, “ A Wolf

in Sheep's Clothing." This childish effort
was followed up by others more successful
still, and, at the age at which our second
portrait represents her, she had made a
strong nmpression, as a mature actress, in
the exacting part of Opfelia. Then she
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AGE 1B, e stogyrara,

[ Alrred EilNa,

From a Mhofo. by FRESENT DAY.

appeared in several of Mr. W. 5. Gilbert's
dramas, as Dorothy in “ Dan’l Druce,” and
as fralatea in * Pygmalion and Galatea.”
Since that time Miss Marion Terry has
played many parts, and with the same
unvarying success, in which her natural
capacity is aided by her grace of action
and the striking charm of her appearance.,
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Frain o] AGE G, Prvgasrreaiyne

Frv a] _.l".l'lll'lrl.J'-'l'fJ\."l,

WILLIAM TERRISS.

Borx 1840.

nine years old, William
Lewin (for Terriss i only a
stage nanie, .:mlﬂh pr.pl.lll.l

33
o

SN
%_‘

I[unnt l aowin,  the

(Greorge Grote, the celebrated Greek his-
torian) was at school at Dr. Grix's, Little
hampton. He afterwards had several vedrs'
experience first as a sheep-farmer in South
Americy, and then in North America as a

barrister, and a nephew of

horze-breeder ; but at the age of our second
portrait he had returned to England, and
had ‘-'I.}T]'I-I_'-'I'I'L.'li upon the E-'L'F:lLl in the part of
Nicholay Nickleby at the Adelphi.  From
that time his success was Lutam. and has
ever since been growing. At thirty, Mr.
Terriss was |:a|:11,111tlr Caplain Jf-f;.-’u.rf.rn i
the * Shaughraun,” with [Dion Bnuuuuh
on the first production of that play in Eng-
land. Owur last portrait shows him as Mr.
[rving's chief supporter, and, now as ever, an
immense favourite with his brother pro-

T terre ol

o b, Ponatara,

Fram a Mhaola, ] AGE 42

fessionals.  Mr. Terriss holds the medal '"ﬂl
the Royal Humane Society for saving life
at sea,

We are indebted to the courtesy of Mr.
Terriss for permission to reproduce these
photographs.



CHARLES BRADLAUGH.
Borx 1831,

ST the age of nine-
S¥| teen Mr. Bradlaugh,
after having been
o successively errand-
{_g.’,"]' boy, coal - dealer,
Sunday - school
teacher, and lecturer, had enlisted
i the 7th Dragoon Guards, and
had served for a time in Ireland.
He then became orderly-room
clerk, obtained his discharge, and
took a situation as clerk to a =oli-
citor in London. Soon, however,
he began to write and lecture, and
before the age at which our second
portrait shows him, he was known
throughout the country for the
opinions which it was the business
of his life to ill.i'.'ll-l_'fl.lﬂ.'. And erro-
neous as many of those opinions
doubtless were, and fierce as wis
the opposition which they excited,
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no one would now venture to dispute
his earnestness, his remarkable abil-
ity, or the goodness of his heart.

From o Flofo, by AGE £7. Alesira, Efliofn & Fry,
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HENRY PETTITT.
Borx 18z23,

F Mr. Henry Pettitt, at the
age of three, we have nothing
to recount ; but at fourteen

7 Al he ran away from school to

s/ Sadler's Wells Theatre, ob-

=3 tained an engagement, went

on the stage as an Irish boy armed with a
shillelagh, broke the head of a utility actor,
and got a drubbing which left him senseless.
After this taste of stage-life he obtained an

engagement as an usher at the North Lon-

don Collegiate School, a post which he was
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holding at the age of our second portrait.
But all this while he was writing poems,
sketches, and burlesque lectures, and fAnally,
in collaboration with Paul Meritt, he wrote
his first play, Sritishe Sorn, which was a
grand success.  Since then he has produced
innumerahble dramas, and, as a master of
construction and as a rvealistic writer, he has
probably no cqual at the present day.



A New Industry for Ladies.

By Miss Grace Harrnaax.

HE object of this New In-
dustry is to open up a new,
profitable, and, 1 hope, plea-
sant way out of the present
comgested state of the Lady
Labour Market. The Ladies’
Fruit and Salad Gardens have been esta-
blished at Grange Gardens, Sawley, near
Derby, to provide pleasant homes and
remunerative employment for gentle-
women who have a taste for gardening
work and wish to add to their incomes or
to earn a living.

It seems to have been seven or
eight years since the idea first
camz to me that ladies with a
taste for gardening might possibly
earn a living by it ; but so much
needed
thinking
out, and
detail after
detail fit-
ting in,
that it is
only five
years since
I myselt became a prac-
tical gardener.

The more I inquired
into the matter the more
plainly I saw that market
gardeners, as a rule, made
a good thing of it.

After trying two rented
gardens that only proved
gquicksands, as far as
money-spending on them
went, the soil being worn
out, and the fruit trees
that were in them most
uncertain, 1 determined
to take new ground in
hand, ze., break up old
pasture and plant a gar-
den after my own idea of obtaining the
greatest amount of produce with the least
amount of labour. 1 advocate planting
dwarf hardy fruit-trees in the open ; and
for this reason, that during nine months of
the year they need no labour expending
on them after they are once well planted
and securely fenced from rabbits, their
winter depredators, and with reason we
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may look for a good crop of fruit five years
out of seven.

My own experimental garden was planted,
March, 18589, That year we had enormous
crops of vegetables of splendid flavour, and
a very fair amount of fruit.  Last year our
crop of fruit, in addition to the vegetables,
was very considerable. Had the produce
of this garden been for sale, it must have
realised a very handsome sum,

To my mind it would be unwise for a
woman single-handed to expect to make a
sure, comfortable
living out of one
1solated garden,
but by well-
directed co-
operation, there-
by being able te
grow a great
variety of fruits
and vegetables
and salads to
meet the wants
of a private trade,
the chance of the
possibility of
failure is reduced
to a minimum.
= It is not de-
sirable for more
than s<ix owners
of gardens to live
in one house.
When fruit,
salads, and veget-
ables are grown
by the acre, and
sold by the dozen,
the bunch, or the
pound, the book-
keeping necessary
must be very con-
siderable. These
six ladies can well
look after the three-acre garden, or, rather,
fruit plantation. FEach lady has her own
portion of half an acre ﬁ-ﬂ{tl_‘; under her
care, and she keeps a strict account of
everything sold off her portion ; and, after
all necessary expenses are paid, the pro-
fits are divided exclusively among the
lady cultivators in proportion as each
may, by diligence and constant atten-
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tion, have produced abundant crops or
otherwise.

Our cultivation of flowers is mainly
directed to late autumn, winter, and early
spring ones, those for Christmas and
Easter decorations paying as well as any.
The ladies gladly undertake table and other

BEDDING OUT, -
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decorations at any time, a: we do not
entirely confine ourselves to autumn, winter,
and spring flowers.

Well directed co-operation being so much
more powerful than single-handed efforts, as
soon as the sufficient number of ladies have
dehnitely signified their intention of joining
and showed us they have the necessary £ 100
capital (for my five years of
active practical gardening work
have plainly showed me that
a little capital is absolutely
necessary for a woman to start
Hu'l.'{.’t.,‘"-iﬁll market gardening),

private Limited Liability
LU“‘[F::H}-’ will be formed—of
course composed entirely of
lady gardeners.  The first vear
they must not expect to make
MO e t]'l-i.'l'l COVers [h!'.lﬂ,-l]!‘i..’!'-
including board of each house-
hold. The work is such that
any lady is well able to per-
form ; the produce grown, all
kinds of hardy and dessert
fruit under glass and in the
open. Especial attention is
given to delicate vegetables
and salads, mushrooms, &c.,
with flowers and poultry as
an adjunct.

The market of the produce
grown has from the beginning
stood out plainly before me
as the vital point of success.

A

Fortunately by starting in a thickly popu-
lated consuming neighbourhood there
SCEems  every pro}.mb:hl} of the greater
portion, if not the whole, of the produce
being taken by people kind enough to
open up deposit accounts with the lady
gardeners.  After April 1, the gardens
may be seen each Thursday between 2
and z o'clock.  Those going will kindly
write their names in the visitors' book,
and pay one shilling each for being
shown over. This latter is a necessity,
as it takes up the valuable time of the
lady gardeners.

The household arrangements are con-
ducted with the greatest regularity ;
the details of the mens even may be
gathered by those wvisiting the place.
The hours of meals are as follow :—

Breakiasi at ..o cirvns,. 5 2.0,
Farly dinner......... I ..
; Afternoon tea ... . 4 pomi
High tea ... . 7 pm.

During the busiest months of the year,
April, May, and June, most of the day will
be taken up with one kind or other of light
gardening work. The long holidays: must
be taken in the winter. Those left at home
can send off with ease the stored crops as
ordered, attend to the plants under glass,
and feed the poultry.

I have been repeatedly asked why 1 have

THE VIXERY.
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not started the industry near Londaon.
reasons tor not doing so are many :—
(1) Well-situated, good land, near to a
station within a few miles of town, com-
mands far too high a price to be thought of,
(2) The London market all the year

M:r
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ripen, a moment's reflection will point out
to all that these health resorts are, as
a rule, whether by the seaside or in-
land, wsually in a non-fruit-growing dis-
trict. But it would not answer to rely
on these places entirely, because for some

PRUNING AND POTTiMG,

round is far from being the best obtainable.
Some instances have come under my notice

where Middlesex growers have sent their

garden produce
to one or other
of the great Mid-
land markets,
the far higher
price obtainable
more than out-
weighing the
greater amount
of freight.

(3) It seemed
wiser to start
the Industry in
a neighbour-
hood where the
promoter was ..
well known,
and had many -
friends’ and ac-
quaintances. It
is also  within
easy distance of
one or more of
the late summer
and autumn crowded health resorts.

PLANTING MTATOES,

The
late summer and autumn being the sea-
sont when thz bullk of all perishable fruits

months of the year they are practically
empty.

(4) No sane people would plant fruit
trees on other
land than their
own without
the protection
of a long lease,
the very short-
est being thirty
years.

[ am con-
tinually receiv-
ing offers of
land from all
parts of the
country, but I
wishitdistinctly
understood that
we entertain the
idea of none un-
less owned by

thaose of suffi-
cient  influence
and enterprise

togecurea ready
market for the
produce grown by the lady gardeners.

I' gather from my correspondents that
some do not even grasp the fundamental
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! fact that their £100 is requited solely to
provide their own share of garden and
house ; the smallest, and at the same time
the largest, number to be advantageously
placed during the summer is thirty-six, as
many expenses necessary to a fewer number
could well be common to all. Maore than
that number I can also casily and advan-
tageously place. 1 have had some hundreds

of applications, but I prefer none to
decide until they see the exact model of
the Industry, in full working order now.

Full |‘:'111.l1:u111- may be obtained of the
business part by hl.ll:hn;,: a stamped address
to the promoter,

Miss Gracke Hargmiax,

The Hut, Mount-park.
Harrow-on-the-Hijll.

ce



The I ales in

“laust.”

By Ricuarnp Dowimx.

original name was John
Fowler. | am known to the
world by one much more
high sounding. This 1s the

first time since I came to
man's estate that I have
written the name of my boyhood, and 1

have never spoken it The one 1 have
gone by most of my life is hardly more
removed in splendour  from  plain  John
Fowler than the life of variety and rich
experiences | now enjoy compared with the
experience of my early years, [ follow one
of the fine arts as a profession, and in the
impetuous days of my youth | adopted a
nom de guerre of fine sound and picturesgue
associations.
I have refused all re-

heard of, and lived lives of extraordinary
austerity. No mirror, no musical instru-
ments, no volumes of poetry, no novels, no
oames I!:It :lEI".- I\”'Il.l WeErc FiLrllilllf.-d ||1 LT
house. The furniture was the most simple,
consistent with maintaining bodily efficiency
for the performance of the LLL'.. 5 work
without hindrance or loss of time; our
carpets were of the dullest colour, and were
considered merely as a means of keeping
out the cold and economising fuel. We had
curtains on the windows, but they werc

only to exclude or divert the draughts.
Our clothes were m:n]}]u_ and warm, but thu
were of the hues of the earth in winter.
spoke few words and in low tones,
and drank in silence.

We
\.il 2 |.‘|.1.".
We had no place of

quests  that 1 would
furnish an account of my
youth. 1 would not speak
of it now if I did not
feel absolutely certain that
the man well known in
certain art circles in Lon-
don can never be iden-
tified through the auto-
biographical sketch with
John Fowler, the miller's
youngest son.

Private reasons, of no
interest  to  the public, :
prevent me localising my .-
early home. Iam neither
a criminal nor a hero,
that people should be in-
terested in my private
life, and my only romantic
experience will be found
in this narrative. Telling
my story over here will
beguile my heart of a
troublesome unrest which
came to be positive pain,
pain  springing from a
flood of memories, when A \
a few moments ago a
piano-organ at the next
house played the waltz in * Faust."

I was born in the dwelling: house attached
to a water-mill in a secluded glen far away
in the north of England. My family held
religious views shared by no sect T ever

THE MILL AT

" worship. The whole
Sunday was spent
-4 in solemn  walks
' and reading the Scriptures
and a few pious books.
We regarded Quakers as

lax Christians.
The household consisted

of my father, his wife and

S i o children, and my father's
brother, his wife and child-

ren. We were so large a family that all

the mill work was done without the aid of
strangers, and we all lived under one roof,
in the mill hous2 of Bracken Glen. T was
the youngest, the youngest of all.
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Before I knew of any world beyond the
mill and Bracken Glen, I thought it was a
busy and cheerful place. Now that I come
to look back on it 1 know it was one of the
most desolate and lonely situations in all
England. People talk of the woes of solitude
i the forest, in an unpeopled island, in a
crowd. But the most terrible and corroding
solitude of allisthat of a small group of human
beings, a large family sunk decp among
mountains far out of the reach of ordinary
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debate, and finally [ was despatched to the
home of a married cousin whose name [
had heard and of whom I knew little except
that he was the son of my father's eldest
sister, that he was not a miller, which was
a reproach to him,and that he did not con-
form to the observances seen at Bracken
Glen, or indeed hold the same form of
religious belief.

I was too weak and wretched when T left
home to care about anything, to care

human ll!lalu‘hllrﬂq and whether [ was
llk’lllg in  such strict (VB ok moved or not,
customs  and  observ- i -i."t whether I was to
ances as obtained at ' taste warmerair or
Bracken Glen. Of nor, whether I
course we  had the lived or not. If

"1 FELL GRIEVOUSLY iLL."

business always going on, and that prevented
our people from going mad. But the mill
was not in the main road. You had to turn
up into the Glen to reach it, and no faces
ever appeared in the yard but the faces of
people coming on business Lo the mill.

As I have said, I was the youngest of the
whole Fowler family, brothers and sisters
and cousins, The winter that [ was twelve
years of age I fell grievously ill, so ill that
they thought I should never recover. Then,
for the first time, I saw a doctor. Our
people had no great faith in doctors, and
this was the only occasion on which one
had been in Bracken Glen for ten years.

My father and mother were assured that
I was certain to die if T were not instantly
sent to a milder climate, say the Isle of
Wight or some genial part of the South
Coast. Therc was a grave demur, a long

they would only
let me alone [
think I should
have preferred to
die.

I was taken from
the cold, bleak,
northern Glen
where, although
we ground corn
never any grew,
and carried hun-
dreds of miles
south ; an inter-
minable journey,
it seemed to my

young mind and
feeble,  sensitive
body.

All through that
winter I was deli-
cate, and not al-
My cousin’s name
I had never met either
him or his wife before. He was about
thirty, and she twenty-five. They were
\]I'ﬂr.lll,,_ people, with much of the hereditary
aversion from r]]‘nU]II],- but they were not
dogmatic or censorious, and lhw were
beyond and above all the very kindest
people I ever met in all my life. They
lived a mile out of the little town of Bick-
erton, on the high road. They were child-
le=s. He traded incorn in Bickerton. The
taste for grain seemed to run in the blood
of our family.

In my old home my education had not
been neglected. 1 could read and cypher,
and [ knew the heaviness of all the
weights, and the dryness of all the dry
measures, My father had taught me the
elements of Euclid and Algebra, and I r2-

lowed out of doors.
was Harding.
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member that the most awful terrors were
in my mind of what these sciences could be
in operation if their mere clements were so
forbidding, and cold, and tyrannical. My
father had a theory that any man able to
“keep a set of books " could never be ship-
wrecked in life. He had tried to instil a
passion for book-keeping into my mind. So
intense was my loathing of that black art
that to this day the mere mention of it
rouses me to fury. In fine, I may say that
I had laid the foundation of what was
called a commercial education, and upon
this I had raised up my own sole and over-
whelming horror of arithmetical figures,
triangles, debtor and creditor, and unknown
quantities,

Sufficient of the old leaven of the Fowlers
worked in Harding, not only to draw him
into the grain trade, but to make him still
shy of * sweet sounds that give delight and
hurt not.” There was no musical instru-
ment in the house, but books—

There were hundreds of books !

An inexhaustible mine of books, and such
as 1 had never dreamed of before ! Books
that my cousins Nellie and George had had
when they were young. Fairy tales and
stories of adventure, novels and poetry |

In the cold grey times of that winter my
soul took fire. My spirit sprang up from
long drowsing in the husk of the chrysalis,
and put forth golden and azure and purple
wings, and soared into skies of endless
glories beyond the sun. All day long [ went
einchanted through enchanted palaces,
where moved stately princesses with gold
brocaded robes and haughty eyes, and voices
of mystic tones. 1 led armies against the
Saracen, and spread terrors never dreamed
on earth before, and exercised clemencies
that made heaven envious. I headed caval-
cades through winding streets where the
air was thick with banners. T bore the
Black Knight backward out of his saddle in
the list, and clove the plumed helmet of the
leaguer in the breach. I harangued my
troops on the field of victory, and pardoned
my foes in the shrines of their heathen
gods.

But I did not know how the sound of a
trumpet stirred, or what dancing was, or
love, Ihad never heard a musical instrument
in my life or seen a festival, and 1 was
too young for love—and yet, perhaps, not
all too young for noble love and chivalry,
if the princess or the lady came my way.

With the spring of the next year health
began to stir in my veins, I shook off
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ail the lassitudes and languors of illness,
and by April I felt better than ever in my
young lifc before.  'With returning health,
the romantic rapture which had come 1¢
me out of books grew and intensified,
There was no talk of my going home, or
more correctly, there had been talk of it
and my kind relatives, the Hardings, had
declared that nothing but force should take
me from them until I had been fully forti-
fied by spending a whole summer in the
more genial south.

In our own Glen, all the time 1 could
stealfrom the detested weights and measures
and triangles, and debit and credit side of
the fabulous transactions of that creature,
John Jones, Esq., I spent far afield among
the hills. Here, near Bickerton, this spring
[ found all I cared for of Nature in the sky
above me, and in the large, old-fashioned
garden ; and all I desired of enchantment
in the magical books. I rarely went beyond
the garden-gate, and never into the town. 1
became a youthful recluse in the boundless
realms of fancy. 1 lorded it over empires
and cities of men. Space, the space of the
furthest wandering star, was not vast enough
to accommodate the realms that rose in
mist out of the pages of the poets and
ramancists,

I was a precocious boy. 1 knew nothing
of boys’ games and sports, and all at once
I had come out of the cold, arid life at
Bracken Glen into the rich and varied
lights and colours of poetry. The change
was overwhelming and intoxicating. My
reading had, in a vague way, been progres-
sive. 1 had begun with fairy tales. To
these had succeeded stories of adventure
and travel, and to them poetry and plays.
Prose romances and novels came last, for
I had fought shy of them at first, consider-
ing that they dealt too much with people
and scenes like those in my own experience
of life. When first I broke free among
books T wished to forget the world.

Towards the end of April two things
drove me to the novels. The supply of other
books had been exhausted, and | {-.-gan to
yearn after a glimpse at what possibilities
of poctry and wonder still existed in the
world, as the world was going on outside
the sphere of my experience. I wanted to
see in books the things now visible to other
cyes still on earth—things hidden from me
by barriers of age and circumstances I
could not understand.

l.f]""}'" this desire arose the romance of my
ife.
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One evening George Harding mentioned
at tea that Mr. -"'5{.‘.‘;'Iimlll', a gentleman wha
owned an estate in the neighbourhood and
had a fine house, Trafford Manor, a couple
of miles further out from Bickerton, was
going to give a ball the end of that month,
The Hardings did not look on balls as
exactly wicked, and said nothing for or
against the approaching party. They did
not, of course, know the Trafford Manor
folk, who were county people,and quite in-
accessible to traders in Bickerton,

If my cousins
had conscientiovs
scruples against
going to Dballs,
and if the social
position of the
Seymoursforbade
any chance what-
ever of an invita-
tion, the husband
and wife were
willing to talk
of the approach-
ing festival. They
discussed it in no
measured terms.
They said it
would be the
most distin-
guished and
splendid event of
the neighbour
hood for the year.
Theyenumerated
the distinguished
and rich and
powerful people
who would attend. They talked of
the grounds being lighted up with lamps,
and the house one vast illumination from
roof to cellar. They spoke of the dancing
and the bounteous table and the plenteous
wine and the strings of carriages coming up
the drive, of the brilliant costumes, and the
jewels and lovely women, of the fountain
spouting on the lawn, and the band—the
band of famous musicians from London,
who, though they came by night to places
like Bickerton in sober black cloth coa's
and played with fiddles, were yet entitled to
wear in London magnificent red coats all
slashed and braided and piped and gathered
with cords and knots of gold ; musicians
who not only could play with marvellous
skill on stringed, brown wood instruments
while they sat on chairs, but had, in their
natural sphere in London, great brazen and
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silver instruments to play upon as they rode
through the crowded streets of the marvel-
lous capital on jet black prancing chargers,
whose Ebridles were of steel shining like

silver, and upon whose forehead blazed
burnished, brazen stars.
';"I .;.-'.'L
" i
1 3

vs MUSICIANS,"

In the novels I had read there had been
descriptions of balls. I had no more thought
when reading that it could ever be my luck
to see one than I had considered my chance
good of hghting North American Indians, or
cutting out French sloops, or riding from
London to York on Black Bess.

Now,a ball had not only come within my
ken, but had been brought to my very door.
What could be easier than for me to slip
out of my room when all the house was
asleep, walk to Trafford Manor, enter the
grounds, and behold the miraculous sight
through a window or open door, and, when
I had flled my zoul with a scene of fairy-
land realised, steal back to my room un-
noticed by anyone in the house? The
Hardings were, of course, much older than
I. They were man and woman and I only
a boy not yet in his teens, but they had no
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halo of parental awe, no parental authority
or infallibility.

1 had never in all my life heard a musical
instrument. At the ball there would be a
band. A band was several musical instru-
ments playing all together.

What could that be like?
Would it resemble several
people talking at once?

That would be horribly con-
fusing, But 1t could not be
like several people talking
together, for people spoke
of a band as a source of fine
pleasure. Would a band of
several instruments playing
at one time be like a parti-
coloured card spun round ?
Hardly ; for that only
confused the colours, so
long as they could be
known to be separate
colours, and only made
a dull stain when
they mingled in
one tint.

My first care
was to keep my
intention to my-
self. My second
was to survey
the ground nf
future enterprise. .
There was no
difficulty about
cither of these
precautions. I o B o
had merely to G
hold my tongue -~
and to walk to
Trafford Manor
along a beautiful, undulating, winding,
wooded road which passed by our modest
gate, and before the stately purlal of the
great house.

The beauty of Trafford Manor was re-
nowned in all the south, and the owner was
proud of his grounds and opened them to
all who chose to see them.

One morning, to the astonishment of my
cousin Nellie, I announced my intention of
going for a long walk. She was delighted,
crammed my pockets full of the best good
things in the larder, and declared that she
should resent seeing me before dinner.

That whole day 1 spent in the Trafford
demesne.  Surely nowhere was scene more
fitted for a fairy féte. It was mid April,
and clear and sunny weather. The air was
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full of fresh spices of the swelling buds and
of the dainty, delicate, flat leaves already
unsheathed and glittering moist and green
in the flowing air. It was rapture to live
and breathe, and heaven to know as much
and no more of
the world of
things than books
taught, no more
than enough to
set the spirit
dreaming.  All
the senses
brought fuel for
! poetry, if the
sacred flame
fluttered inside.
As yet the trees
wengs l"l!l]:f lni'ﬁt}'
with verdure.
The depths in
 depth  of vestal
Sereen  in the
woods took the
eye into such en-
chanted bowers
of the imagina-
tion, it was like
prayving, to stand
and listen to the
soft, ample mur-
murs of the mul-
titudinous leaves
as the broad air
came by them
out of the open-
ing south,

In that far off
Bracken Glen I
often knew
promptings  to-
wards the spirit of the heather and the
glen and the skies. But then I felt
Nature spoke a language I did not un-
derstand, which no one about me seemed
to hear. In the midst of my most
ecstatic trances 1 recalled myself by con-
ceiving what a poor opinion John Jones,
Esquire, of the soddened book - keep -
ing, would hold of me if he knew thac I
was wasting time in hearkening to fancy
instead of those pipes of wine which never
knew rest in the day-book, journal, or
ledger, or trying to remember thirteen
times, or endeavouring at all events to tri-
sect the angle at which the brown ground
of the bluff bit through the verdure of the
hill to the gash where the stream
gushed forth through ragged rocks on its

I
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way to the pond above our overshot
wheel.

But now I had met, inthe modest library
of the Hardings, men who would gag John
Jones, Esquire, if he opened his mouth to
speak in those sylvan dales of Tralford, men
who would condescend to have no dealings
whatever with pipes of wine, except to
drink in them the ladies of their love, and
who would not allow a triangle into their
presence, except for the purpose of tricing
up John Jones, Esquire, to it, and giving
him five dozen with the cat !

The Hardings usually retired early, and
in the first days of my visit, when I felt the
first flush of freedom from the stricter rules
of my own home, when [ stirred under the
inspiriting touch of the outer world, faint
though it might be, through the intercourse
of George Harding with it, I felt grieved
that they would not sit later of nights and
let me listen in awakening silence to their
news of the great world beyond.

1!-
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On the night of the ball I thought they
would never rice to go. It would not do
for me to betray the least anxiety. Other
nights [ had never shown any desire to go
to bed. It would not do to challenge
attention or excite suspicion by exhibiting
any hurry this mght. lt was hard to sit
and hear of all the preparations for the
great ball, and feel that my cousins were
standing between me and a sight of the
glorics about which they could only
specklate.

I had heard that people would not begin
to arrive at Trafford Manor until late, but
I was consumed with impatience to be off.
At last the blessed moment of release came.
My cousins went to bed, and 1 found myself
alone in my room at the back of the house.

No great strategy or caution was neces-
sary to escape. | waited half an hour, then
slipped downstairs, carryving my  boots in
my hand, and stole out by the back door.

When [ found mysclf in the garden I
had almost to grope my way, the night was
s0 dark. 1 could not see the clouds over-
head, but they must have been thick, for
not a star shone in all heaven, and they
must have been low, for the air was un-
usually warm considering the season. |
sat down on a garden chair and put on my
boots. Then rising, [ drew a full breath,
made guictly for the road, and, turning my
back upon the town, set off at a good pace
towards Trafford Manor.

[ den't know what o'clock it was, but the
low mutter of vehicles was behind me and
before me in the darkness, and every now
and then the hghts of a carriage flashed
into wview in the rear, and the carriage
dashed past, carrying before it into the
blackness a shield of light raised up by its
lamps.

Here was lonely I at last, the hero of a
romance ! Surely it was a romance to steal
away in the dead of night and set out alone
in scarch of adventure. For although I
had but one intention clearly defined at
starting, that of getting sight of the ball,
now that I found myself on the way was I
not fairly circumstanced to encounter ad-
ventures 7 Might not the horses under
one of the carriages break away from control,
placing in peril the precious and lovely in-
mates, until I dashed forward and rescued
them, winning guerdon of lovely looks and
loud-sounding fame ?  Might not thieves
and highwaymen lurk in the impenetrable
boscage, and, breaking forth, threaten
the ladies with death, until I, bursting
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among the throng, scattered the marauders
and entered the Manor in triumph with my
peerless charge ? A great general driving
by might fall into some terrible danger from
onslaught of enemies, or the breaking of a
wheel, and [ might chance upon his deli-
verance, and he, in gratitude, might make
a general of me. and send me against the
Indians or the Kaffirs. Or a high admiral,
being unused to the land, might be met by
me wandering about on foot and alone—
lost, not knowing where to turn for food or
shelter, and 1 might guide him to both, and
he might order that henceforth 1 was to be
Captain of the saucy Arethusa.

Any one of these adventures was likely
to befall one in my position and circum-
stances, and it would be enly prudent to
keep oneself in a fit state of mind to deal
wit%t all of them. The fit state of mind
was the enthusiastic and heroic: and in a
very enthusiastic and heroic disposition |
trod the road, and arrived at the lodge of
Trafford Manor demesne.

Here no difficulty presented itself, for
both the great iron portal and the two side
gates stood wide, inviting all men to enter.

I had not in my old home at Bracken
GGlen been used to bars and bolts,and I had
no awe of social superiors, because I had
come in contact with none. But I had
grave timidity towards strangers of any
kind, and, although the rank of the folk at
Trafford Manor had no fears for me, I
stood in awe of peaple who could command
the wonders of which the Hardings had
spoken.  Such people were of rather a
different order of being, like the genii of
Eastern tales, than merely richer and better
born people of the same race as myself.

I walked into the grounds with as much
confidence as 1 had travelled the high road.

All thoughts of the past and future lefc
me in presence of the scene on the lawn
before the house. 1 no longer wanted to
take part in any enterprise of hazardous
adventure. 1 no longer vearned to dis-
tinguish myself and win plaudits or
enduring fame. 1 only wanted to be let
alone. [ only wanted to be. 1 only
wanted to wander about this land of
romance, and drink in all the loveliness at
my wide young eyes.

«In the centre of the lawn the fountain
threw up a ghostly wavering pillar of water,
soft as smooth, and tinted with light of
various hues. Down the arcades of the
trezs swung lines of coloured lamps. Here
and there, round the trunk of cak, or
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beech, or lime, clustered a group of blue,
and green, and yellow lamps, like the flame
of giant gems sparkling on the dark,
tasselled, trailing robe of night.

People were walking about, not bidden
guests at the Manor, but those who, like
myself, had come to see the place by night.
I took no notice of anyone. 1 took no
notice of anything, but the intoxicating
atmosphere of delight through which I
moved. I did not think. 1 was content
merely to feel the enthralling influence or
the scene. This was my first experience o1
poetry realised, of dreams in tangible form,
of visions of the day taking material form
at night.

All at once I came upon a French win-
dow wide open, with, beyond it, a vast
room lit by one huge chandelier. The
floor shone like dark ice shadowed by brown
rocks, and down the dark ice figures of men
and women glided. The necks and
shoulders and armsz of the women were
bare, and in their hair flashed incandescent
gninlﬁ of shifting fire. Their robes were

owing, and of all colours, like the silent

column of smoke rising up in the lawn,
only the colours were richer and more
varied. The long dresses of the women
swept the floor as they moved to and fro,
their white-gloved hands on the arms of
their cavaliers.

1 stood spell-bound. My eyes went on
seeing, vet discovering nothing new, as
when one looks at the lonely sea. Mere
seeing was a delight inexpressible, a delight
that held me fast, as though the air around
me was adamant.

In front of me, by the window, stood a
woman whose beauty was =o splendid it did
not seem human. It was a perfectly
colourless face, of most exquisite profile,
clear and sweet as a camen, She did not
strike me as of any age. As she secemed
now she must always have been, for any
change would not leave her perfect, and
it was very plain she was designed for per-
fection. There was in her a settled decision
of line that precluded the idea of her ever
being otherwise than as she was now—
beauty absolute.

Could ever man that lived be worthy to
touch the hand of this ethereal princess
standing tall and dark against the light of
the chandelier in the doorway 7  Could any
mere man be privileged to do her a service,
to save her from fire or battle or the sea?
To breathe the air she sanctified by her
presence ¢ To live in the garden through
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which she walked # To merit her =mile ?

To die for her?

When poets spoke of goddesses they
thought of her.

Then softly, and yet all at once, as my
amazed and incredulous eves were fixed

upon this miracle, the air was stirred in a
way I had never known it stirred before.
Something subtler than light came through
it and touched me, and stole into my veins,
and made my blood richer and indescribably
precious in my heart. The flames of the

candhuuu-_ul in a strange, intelligible, in-
explicable sympathy with this new sense in

CTHE POOR BOY HAS FAINTED

me. The essences of all perfumes were
poured in upon my brain and made me
giddy with a rapture I had never dreamed
life could hold. All at once and by no

effort of my own 1 came into possession of

some property of joy bevond the glory of
light and colour, beyond the reach of per-

fume. It came from beyond where this
miracle of womanhood against the light
stond. Tt beat by her like wind, and vet it

stirred not one iiL'Eﬂl of the Howers in her
hair. But the influence of it possessed her
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face, and she who had been Grecian god-
dess became an enraptured spinit.  \What
could it be? Had the gate of Paradise
opened, and was some large and subtle and
fine rapture flowing towards me and around
me, and possessing me with rhythmical joy 7
What could this new thing, this mysterious
agony of delight be 7
Then, like a flash,
It was the band !
It was the band, and I was hearing music
for the first time in my life!
After that with me all
blank.

[ knew.

erew dark and

1 had fainted.

I was found lying
on the grass, and
when I came to my-
self that being whom
I took for more than
mortal was kneel-
ing beside me and
bending over me,
chafing my hands,
and saying:—

"Oucs !
bring a

water |

quick !
light and
The poor
boy has fainted."
Otherzs were around
me, and some hur-
ried away.
“Poor boy !’
I thought.
" P by,
whom sk has
touched !’
"M hat

caused 1t ?
she asked me,
pushing my

hair back from
my forehead.

Vhata pretty
baoy heis. Do
VO

: know,
dear, what

caused it ?’
“] don't know,” I said, as well as I
could : “Tthink it must have been the band.

| never heard music before,”

i Mever heard music before 7" she eried
in astonishment, * Are you sure? Where
have you lived that you never heard music
before ? ™

* In Bracken Glen—a glen in the north,"
I said. * We have a mill there. Our people
do not have music, and I never heard music
until I heard it now."
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“And you fainted when you heard it
first ¢ " she asked, helping me to rise.

* I can think of nothing else to make me
faint. This is the firsttime [ ever fainted.”

“ You are better now 7"

“1 am quite well, thank you.
away now." .

“ No, not yet. I am much interested in
you. There must be something uncom-
mon in the boy who fainted when he heard
music for the first time. It was the waltz
in ‘ Faust.,'" My husband will be most in-
terested in this. He knows a great deal
about music, but 1 think this will be new
to him."

There may have been something uncom-
mon in that boy who fainted on hearing
music for the first time. People who know
me by the name I now bear before the pub-
hic say 1 have a faculty of producing melody
that will satisfy. I have said that I follow
one of the fine arts as a profession. I am
a musician—a composer of music. That
lady who twenty vears ago saw me fall to

r g
the ground outside Trafford Manor, and
came to my help, has aided my carcer in
many ways. She spoke of me to her hus-
band, who knows more about music than
any other man I am acquainted with. She
encouraged me in my hours of depression,
of despair. She has done more kindnesses
for me than any other woman—but one. [
am now a successful man. I am proud to
owe all I own of value in the world to her.
The one woman 1 am more indebted 1o

I shall go
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than to her, T owe, in a way, to the lady of
the * Faust " waltz also, for her daughter
i= my wife. It was while I was a guest at
a ballin Trafford Manor that I told my wife
Gertrude of that memorable night long
ago. It was while she was standing by the
same window where her mother had stood
nineteen years before, and looking as her
mother looked then, that 1 found courage
to speak. The band plaved again the
waltz in “Faust." Then [ lost control, and
the overwhelming love for the girl at my
side bore me away ; and I cried out to her
in my despair, and asked if there was any
hope for me in her heart.

She did not understand me. 1 had not
made my meaning plain. We went out
upon the lawn, where many years ago [
had watched the fountain mount through
the rainbow-coloured lights. It was not
now early spring, but deep summer, It
wis not now with me the admiration of a
child for a statue, but the passien of a man
for a woman. The first strain of melody
had been a revelation to the boy. How
poor and thin it secemed to the revelation
that there was hope for me in the heart of
the girl I loved. Before the band finished
that waltz in * Faust,” Gertrude under-
stood what 1 had whispered in the door-
way. That waltz in “Faust" had played
in music to my soul, and my darling to my
arms. I never hear it without experi-
Whao

encing incommunicable emotions.
can wonder ?
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HAKESPEARE'S words to
the effect that the man who
has no music in himself is fit
only for treasons, stratagems,
and spoils, might appro-
priately be adapted to flowers,

Certainly the man or woman who finds it

impossible to love the rose and the violet,

the chrysanthemum, and even the ﬂlm]:r]c

little primrose which will be so much
abroad during this month of April
15 lamentably lacking in something.

S0 much is indisputable of flowers in
general, and of the subject of this paper in
particular. The rose alone excepted, no
plant has inspired the abiding love shown
for the orchid, and, not even excepting the
rose, none has been the object of such
enthusiasm. The study of the orchidaceous
family, as some one has =aid, iz a liberal
education, and it was once declared, with all
the autlmrm of print, that Mr. Joseph
Chamberlain’ must be possessed of a fine
character because he loves these extraordin-
ary flowers. If the predilection for orchids
is to be accepted as proof of any such
possession, the English race is in no danger
of deterioration.

Many of our readers will have heard of
the tulip mania which raged so fiercely in
Holland about the middle of the seventeenth
century, when simply fabulous prices were
given for a single bulb. There was little
that was either reasonable or explicable in
the desire to secure the tulip at all costs, but
the popularity of the orchid is easily under-
stood by anyone who cares to go into the
subject. We venture to believe that by the

Bh TOG LRSS
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time we have said all we have to say—and
how small a portion that is of what we
could say !—those who peruse this paper
will find it somewhat difficult to resist
running off to the nearest nurseryman and
asking to be shown over his houses, or to
the nearest bookseller and ordering one of
the numerous popular manuals which will
instruct them how to set about becoming
orchid growers themselves. We have often
heard the uninitiated wonder what there is
to attract in the orchid, more than in any
other beautiful flower. Well, to zay no-
thing of its exquisite and unique charm asa
mere spectacle, Darwin gave many reasons,
and the Darwinian mind, we believe, has
actually sought to show that the orchid is
the missing link between animal and
vegetable nature. The student will ﬁml
lots to support this fascinating theory, and
to induce him to think that if the ::-lhr:r
missing link—that between the man and the
animal—is discoverable, we shall have com-
pleted the chain of nature starting with
man and ending with the garden cabbage.
But all this is another story, with which it
is not our province now to deal.

Orchids have been really popular about
twenty-five years. They were well known
in the last century, but they were the
possession of the privileged few, and were
regarded as a mere floral cunc:mt}, One
day, however, some sixty years or more
ago, the late Duke of Devonshire chanced
to come across an orchid from Demerara,
which bore an extraordinary resemblance
to a butterfly. His delight was immensze,
and he proceeded forthwith to cultivate the
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plant, of which a variety is shown in our

illustration of the Oncedinm Kramerianin.

A little later he purchased a * Moth
Orchid,” for which he paid 100 guineas ;
and to the interest taken in these floral
mimics by the ancestor of Lord Hartington
are traceable the developments which have
been so remarkable during the last decade
Or twao.

Almost the first thing that strikes the
spectator at an orchid show for the first
time, after he has recovered from a sort of
shock at the overwhelming beauty of the
display—a display out-rivalling the rain-
bow in its variety and blend of colour—is
the quite ludicrous resemblance of many
of the flowers to animals, birds, and
insects. Bees, spiders, grasshoppers, flies,
lizards, and toads are quite common forms
of orchid mimicry. Our illustration of
Cyenoches  Wearscewsczrt shows a swan,
with a curious-looking tuft upon its
breast. Another species is very like a dove
as 1t may be seen hovering for an instant
near the branch of a tree before alighting.
One group has a flower in which a re-
semblance to the monkey is found : but
the most ludicrous of mimetic vagaries is
surely that of the species known popularly
as the “Man Orchid." * Dressed like an
acrobat in skin tunic of green, it
swings as if gibbeted, in company
with some fifty other little felons.”
But the flower is not content to run
animate nature close in  outward
appearance ; it evinces a disposition
to rival man in the manufacture of
various kinds= of appliances. It takes
a hint from the boot-maker, and produces
the * Lady’s Slipper " ; it provides for the
wants of a young family, and turns out a
*Cradle"; it even resolves itself into a sort
of swimming bath, in which the bee some-
times finds himself in'.'cl'EunI_m'i!}' immersed,
and from which he escapes by ‘means of a
side-door arrangement. Well might Dar-
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win say that the
orchid family
scemed to have been
modelled in the wildest
caprice.  Proteus himself
was incapable of assuming
s0 many shapes.

The prevalent notion that
these marvels are only for
the owners of heavily-laden pockets
dies hard. A pious wish that orchids
were less expensive and could be
grown at home is not uncommon.
It will be a revelation to some people
to learn that an orchid which shall be a
source of endless amusement and of con-
siderable instruction may be had for a few
shillings. Whether, in short, you have a
few odd hundred pounds or merely a few
odd hundred farthings to spare, you may
gratify your love for this particular flower.
You cannot expect to walk into, say, Mr.
Bull's establishment in the King's-road,
Chelsea, some day when you are passing,
and for the price of a couple of dozen cigars
appropriate the beautiful Celogyine cristata
alha, some idea of whose virgin purity is
conveyed in our jllustration. This plant
originally cost Mr. Bull £200. Great as
this price is, it is barely two-thirds of the
record ; £ 300 has been exceeded for a
single plant. Mr. Bull possesses a variety
of the * Lady’s Slipper” for which he paid
that very figure. In 1883 Sir Trevor
Lawrence paid 23z guineas for an orchid,
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and Baron Schroder paid {163
and £ 160 respectively for two
plants. Many firms have paid
hundreds of pounds for the
possession of a rare species,
whilst, of course, one may often
hear of a collection being sold
for many thousands. At the
same time, Mr. Bull or Messrs.
Veitch, or any well-known
, cultivator will be happy to
place orchids, which a few years ago
were beyond the reach of cven a large
proportion of the middle classes, at your
disposal for five or six shillings.

And be it understood, in buying an
orchid you can never be quite sure that
you have not secured a veritable treasure.
The speculative element enters into orchid-
gollection to a degree undreamt of by the
outsider. As the value of the most
valuable just purchased by a duke may
disappear in an hour, so that of the most
ommon just purchased by yourself may be

[
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augmented a hundred-
fold by an eccentricity.
Take an instance of de-
preciation recorded by
Mr. F. W. Burbidge.
A species of * Lady's
Slipper " was imported

and the single plant
fetched L1oo  easily.
But the home of the

plant  was discovered,
and in the course of
week or two nurserymen
were selling the same
llam;1 for five
shillings. On
the other
hand, Pesca-
tore's Odon-
fogiut, we are
told, had
’ been 1import-
ed for years,
and plants
might be
= picked up for
a few shillings each, when ¥ quite un-
expectedly a lovely form heavily barred
with purple appeared, and, had it been
sold by auction when first it flowered, it
would have brought from £ s0to £100."
Before it bloomed the plant would, in
common with others of the same species,
have been readily disposed of for a trifle.
A friend of Mr. Burbidge's chanced to
buy cheap a number of plants which were
“hanging fire.” *“ They were shrivelled
plants of Odoutsglossums in paper bags,
and they took a good deal of skill and
attention to bring them into vigour and
health again.  But when they bloomed
some of them turned out very distinct,
and an offer of 200 made for the lot as
they stood, after the first five or six had
bloomed, was not accepted.”” The most
interesting piece of luck of this sort, how-
ever, which we have come across 15 related
by Mr. Frederick Boyle. A Mr. Spicer, a
tea planter in Sylhet, knowing his mother
in England was fond of orchids, sent her
some  plants. They were an ordinary
“Lady's Slipper” variety. Mrs. Spicer
h]{:u--ht them to flower, and noticed certain
curious characteristics. She consulted an
expert, with the result that he paid her
seventy guineas down and carried off the
plant. *“For years,” says Mr. Boyle, * this
lovely species was a prize for dukes and
millionaires,” and its introduction was due

.‘I.r"': -"l;"l,;!-' -'i'?
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to a son's desire to gratify his

mother’s tastes by sending her a
few everyday .

orchids !

The mention of s
this discovery
brings us to the
more  tragic side
of orchid collect-
ing. Mr. Sander,
the famous orchid
grower of 5t Al-
bans, despatched
a representative Lo
try to find the
particular species
which had proved
so  profitable to
Mrs. Spicer. After
many fruitless
efforts, * Mr. For- “g
sterman got on
the track, but in
the very moment of triumph a tiger barred
the way, his coolies bolted, and nothing
would persuade them to go further, Mr.
Forsterman was no sfdars, but he felt
himself called upon to uphold the cause of
science and the honour of England at this
juncture. In great agitation he went for
that feline,
and, in
short, its
skin  and

ODONTOGLUSSYM CERVANTESI! DECORUAL
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its story were tnn.»'p:iuuuw altractions of
his cottage in the after years.”

The perils which men
face in the search for
orchids are as great as
those encountered by the

prospector for precious
stones and metal, or by
the missionary
who goes forth
into  the wild
corners of the
earth to preach

God's Word, We
know of one man
who, by pluck and o
diplomacy, has s .#F .

managed to pass unscathed among the
cannibals of New Guinea. When he
Arst arrived, he was
honoured by a careful
“overhauling on the part
of the natives, who
ultimately declared that
he was too thin to eat.
He has since made him-
self more or less at home
with them, though he
has only succeeded in
winning their esteem by
sitting down to the same
dish and partaking of its
contents, whatever they
might be, and in com=
pelling their respect by
placing a few inches of
cold steel at his side, and
giving them an occa-
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| uhj eck-
lesson in the won-
ders of the re-
volver. He carries
his life in  This
hands, and all for
the sake of the
chance of finding
an  orchid with
some feature pos-
sessed by none
H[IH._'I". The L'-:ri-
lector who would make
his mark must be pre-
pared  for hazardous
marches, for hanging
like a sailor by his eve-
brows over mighty pre-
cipices, or for wading r'n_1'
He must have self-
patience, knowledge,

days in swamps.
reliance, resource,
and endurance.
The orchid has not only its heroes, it has
its martyrs as well.  Any great grower will
give one the names of ‘a dozen men who
have sacrificed all in their efforts to add to
the list of species. Collectors have been
lost in Panama, Rio Hacha, Ecuador,
Sierra Leone, Orinoco, and probably other
places. “ 1 wonder,” said a friend to Mr.
Burbidge, “ if orchid amateurs ever give a
thought as to the real price their orchids
cost,” and he proceeded to enumerate the
names of such men as Bruchmueller, Zahn,

Endres,  Chesterton,

and Freeman, who have died in the interests
of the orchid lover. * On the roll of martvrs
to orchidology,” says Mr. Boyle, with en-
thusiasm, “ Mr. Pearce stands high. To
him we owe, among many hne things, the
hybrid Begonias which are becoming such
favourites for bedding and other purposes.
.« « It was his great luck and great honour
to find Masdevallia Vedtchid, =0 long, so
often, so laboriously searched for from that
day to this, but never even heard of. To
collect another shipment of this glorious
orchid, Mr. Pearce sailed for Peru in the
service, I think, of Mr. Bull. Unhappily
—for us as well as for himself—he was
detained at Panama. Somewhere in those
parts there is a magnificent Cyvpripedium.™®
.« « The poor fellow could not resist this
temptation. They told him at Panama
that no white man had returned from the
spot, but he went on. The Indians
brought him back some days or weeks
later, without the prize; and he died on
arrival.”

Even when the precious plant is secured,
and danger to life and limb is past, the
difhculties to be overcome are enormous.
To bring a million sterling in gold from
Paris or New York under special and
vigilant guard, 15 a process almost simple
when compared with the jealous care which

* Lady’s Slipper.
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has to be expended on the trans-
portation of orchids, It sometimes
happens that on opening the cascs
on arrival in England. a valuable
collection is found to have rotted
ent rorete, and the importer realises
that hundreds of pounds
have been spent and. lives
risked, to secure worthless
roots | The orchid im-
porter needs a stout heart
and unlimited enterprize,
and some of us may well wonder how
he manages to make the business
pay at all when we think of the
ambassadors he employs in  nearly
every clime, -of the funds which he has
occasionally to place at their disposal, and
of the fact that one loss may involve a sum
equal to a fair annual income. On the
other hand, if he is the lucky possessor of
a varicty of value, the plant creates the
greatest enthusiasm in orchid circles, and
is consequently a source of immense profit.

We have in these pages taken a rapid
glance at the more popular, it may even be
said the more romantic, side of the work of
orchid collection. Enough has been said, we
hope, to show why the study of orchidology
is a liberal education. What a wealth
of natural history of the most fascinating
kind itopens up ! Nothing more striking
is recorded in nature than the manner in
which the bee fertilises the orchid, to give
the least adequate account of which would
involve another half-dozen pages of this
magazine. The majority of us probably
would be surprised to learn that but few
orchids grow in the ground. They are
found often high up on the branches of
some monarch of the primeval forest, and
the proverbial needle in the bundle of hay
might be discovered half a dozen times over
whilst the collector is searching for a single

plant. Others appear, however, quite low
down. The tree-growing orchid is an epi-
phyte. That is to say, though it lives on

the tree it makes the branch a resting-place
only. It gets its nourishment from the
atmosphere and not the tree, as does the
mistletoe for instance. One orchid, a Dia-
craum, actually grows on rocks within reach
of the spray from the salt sca waves.

To follow in the footsteps of the collec-
tor 15 to acquire a considerable knowledge
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aof the cuun-:-“t‘-_
tries of the 'I-"-.H
carth. Orchids )
luxuriate in A
warm and A
humid places,

thousands of

feet above the [
level of the i
sea. They
have out-
distanced the
Anglo - Saxon
in the num-
ber of lands
they have
colonised.
You may find
them in Afri-
ca, in North,
Central, and
South Amer-
ica, in Austra-
lia and New Zealand, in Asia, in Mala-
gascar, in  Furope — everywhere  except
i very cold climates. One day the
orchid hunter may be on the high road
of civilisation, pursuing his quest like
an ordinary tourist ; another he will have
plunged into regions dark as darkest Africa,
as far removed from modern conditions as
the dwarfs of Stanley’s limitless forest. In
the search for a single orchid he comes
dcross many varieties of the human race,
and on a thousand points connected with
modes of life, of governments, of the
relations of places one to another, far and
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hear, he is better informed than many zn

arm-chair specialist.



A Thing that Glistened.

By Fraxk R. StockTox.

PETN the fall of 1888 the steam-
~=n,| ship Sunda, from Southamp-
il ton, was running along the
southern coast of Long Island,
not many hours from port,
when she was passed by one
of the great British liners, outward bound.
The tide was high, and the course of both
vessels was nearer the coast than 15 usual,
that of the Sunda being inside of the other.
As the two steamers passed each other
there was a great waving of hats and hand-
kerchiefs. Suddenly there was a scream
from the Sunda.
It came from
SignoraRochita,
the prima donna
of an opera
troupe _whi{:h
was coming to
America in that
ship.

“ 1 have lost
my bracelet!”
she cried in
Italian,and then, _
turning to the
passengers, she
repeated the cry
in very good
English.

The situation
was  instantly
comprehended
by  everyone.
It was late in
the afternoon;
the captain had
given a grand

dinner to the i
passengers, ~at \
which the prima M
donna had ap- '

peared in all her
glories of orna
mentation, and
the greatest of these glories—a magni-
ficent diamond bracelet—was gone from
the arm with which she had been enthu-
siastically waving her lace handkerchief.
The second officer, who was standing
near, dashed into the captain’s nfﬁclu, and
quickly reappeared with chart and instru-

Uy avixG HER LACE HAXNDKERCHIER,”

ments, and made a rapid calculation of the
position of the wvessel at the time of the
accident, making due allowance for the few
minutes that had passed since the first cry
of the signora. After consultation with the
captain and re-calculations of the distance
from land and some other points, he an-
nounced to the weeping signora that her
bracelet lay under a little black spot he
made on the chart, and that if she chose to
send a diver for it she might get it, for the
depth of water at that place was not great.

By profession I am a diver, and the next
day I was en-
caged to search
for the diamond
bracelet of Sig-
nora Rochita. 1
had a copy of
the chart, and
having hired a
small schooner,
with several men
who had been
I]'I_H.' El:‘.ﬁ-i!ﬂlﬂ]]lﬁ-
before, and tak-
ing with me ali
the necessary ac-
coutrements and
appliances, I sct
out for the spot
indicated, and
b}-’ at‘turnnn[! we
were anchored,
we believed, at
it or very near
it.

I lost no time
in descending.
[ wore, of course,
the vusual diver's
suit, but I took
with me no
tools nor any of
the implements
used by divers
when examining wrecks ; but I carried in
my right hand a brilliant electric lamp,
connected with a powerful battery on the
schooner. I held this by an insulated
handle, in which there were two little
knobs, by which I could light or extin-
guish it.

DD
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The bottom was hard and smooth, and
lighting my lamp, 1 began to look about me.
If I approached the bracelet 1 ought to be
able to see it sparkle, but after wandering
over considerable space, I saw no sparkles
nor anything like a bracclet. Suddenly,
however, I saw something which greatly
interested me. It was a hole in the bottom
of the ocean, almost circular, and at the
least ten feet in diameter. 1 was surprised
that I had not noticed it before, for it lay
not far from the stern of our vessel.

Standing near the rocky edge of the
aperture, I held out my lamp and looked
down. Not far below I saw the glimmer-
ing of what seemed to be the bottom of this
subterranean well. I was seized with a
desire to  explore this
great hole running down
under the ordinary bottom
of the sea. I signalled to
be lowered, and although
mycomrades were much
surprised at sueh an order,
they obeyed, and down 1
went into the well. The
sides of this seemed rocky
and almost perpendicular,
but after descending about
hiteen feet, they receded
on every side, and I
found myself going down
into a wide cavern, the
floor of which I touched in
a very short time.

Holding up my lamp,
and looking about me, 1
found myself in a sea cave |
of some thirty feet in
diameter, with a domelike
roof, in which, a little to |
one side of the centre, was
the lower opening of the
well. 1 became very
much excited : this was
iust the sort of place into
which a bracelet or any-
thing else of value might
be expected to have the
bad luck to drop. 1 walked
about and gazed every-
where, but I found nothing
but rocks and water.

[ was about to
to be drawn up,
above me ]

it

b
tu

-

s1gnal
'|.||'I]L'[|.
saw what appeared to be
a flash of darkness, coming down through
th With a rush and a swirl it

the well,
entered the cavern, and in a moment |

recognised the fact that a great fish was
swooping around and about me. Its move-
ments were so rapid and irregular, now
circling along the outer edge of the floor of
the cavern, then mounting above me, until
its back seemed to scrape the roof, that I
could not form a correct idea of the size of
the creature. It seemed to me to be at least
twenty feet long. 1 stood almost stupehed,
keeping my eyes as far as possible fixed
upon the swiftly moving monster.
Sometimes he came quite near me, when
I shuddered in every fibre, and then he shot
away, but ever gliding with powerful undu-
lations of his body and tail, around, about,
and above me. I did not dare to signal to
be drawn up, for fear that the terrible

B,

creature would enter

the well-hole with
me. Then he would
probably touch me,

perhaps  crush me
il_L"'.'l,.l['l!:"-I the wall, but
my mind was capablc
of forming no plans ;
I only hoped the hHsh
would ascend and dis-
appear by the way he
CAE.

My mind was not
In its strongest con-
dition, being much upset by a great
trouble, and I was so frightened that I
really did not know what 1 ought to do, but
[ had sense enough left to feel sure that the
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fish had been attracted intothe cavern by my
lamp. Obviously the right thing to do was
to extinguish it, but the wery thought of
this nearly drove me into a frenzy. 1could
not endure to be left alone with the shark
in darkness and water. It was an insane
idea, but I felt that, whatever happened, I
must keep my eyes upon him,

Now the great fish began to swoop
nearer and nearer to me, and then sud-
denly changing its tactics,it receded to the
most distant wall of the cavern, where,
with its head toward me, it remained for
the first time motionless. But this did
not continue long. Gently turning over
on its side, it opened its great mouth, and
in an instant, with a rush, it came directly
at me. My light shone full into its vast
mouth, glistening with teeth, there was a
violent jerk which nearly threw me off my
feet, and all was blackness. The shark had
swallowed my lamp ! By rare good fortune
he did not take my hand also.

Now I frantically tugged at my signal
rope. Without my lamp, 1 had no
thought but a desire to be pulled out of
the water, no matter what happened. In
a few minutes I sat divested of my diving
suit, and almost insensible upon the deck
of the schooner. As soon as I was able to
talk I told my astonished comrades what
had happened, and while we were discuss-
ing this strange occurrence, one of them,
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looking over the side, saw, slowly rising to
the surface, the body of a dead shark.

“By George!" he cried, * here is the
beast. He has been killed by the current
from the battery.” We all crowded to the
rail, and loocked down upon the monster.
He was about ten feet long, and it was
plain that he had died for making himself
the connection between the poles of the
battery.

“ Well,"” =aid the captain, presently, * I
suppose you are not going down agam ? "'

“Not I, I replied; “1I give up this
job."
Then suddenly 1 cried, * Come, boys, all
of you, make fast to that shark, and get
him on board ; I want him.”

Some of the men laughed, but my
manner was so earnest, that in a moment
they all set about to help me. A small
boat was lowered, lines were made fast to
the dead fizh, and, with block and tackle, we
hauled him on deck. I then got a
butcher’s knife from the cabin, and began
to cut him open.

“Look here, Tom!" exclaimed the
captain, “that's nonsense. Your lamp's
all zmashed to pieces, and if you get it out
it will never be any good to you."

“I don't care for the lamp,” I answered,
working away energetically, “ but an idea
has struck me. It’s plain that this creature
had a fancy for shining things. If he
swallowed a
lamp, there 13 no
reason  why he
should not have
swallowed any-
thing else that
glistened.”

gt D 5 A T R
cried the captain,
“you think he
swallowed  the
bracelet, do
you ¢ "'

And nstantly
everybody
crowded  more
closely about me.

1 cot out the
lamp—its wires
were severed as
smoothly as if
they had been
cut with shears :
then 1 worked
o1, Suddenly
there was a cry
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from every man. Something glimmered
in the dark interior of the fish. |
grasped it and drew it out. It was not
a braceler, but a pint bottle, which
glimmered like a glow-worm. With the
bottlein my hand 1 sat upon the deck and
gazed at it. 1 shook it ; it shone brighter.
A bit of oiled silk was tied tightly over the
cork, and it was plain to see that it was
partly filled with a light coloured oil, into
which a bit of phosphorus had been dropped,
which on being agitated filled the bottle
with a dim light.

But there was something more in the
bottle than phosphorus and oil. T saw a tin
tube corked at each end ; the exposed parts
of the corks spreading enough to prevent
the tin from striking the glass. We all
knew that this was one of those bottles
containing a communication of some sort ;
which are often thrown into the sea, and
float about until they are picked up. The
addition of the oil and phosphorus was
intended to make it visible by night as well
as by day, and this was plainly the reason
why it had been swallowed by a light
loving shark.

I poured out the oil and extracted the
tube. Wiping it carefully I drew out the
corks, and then from the little tin cylinder
I pulled a half-sheet of note-paper, rolled
up tightly. I unrolled it, and read these
words;—

“ Before 1 jump overboard, I want to let
people know that I killed John Polhemus.
So I have fixed up this bottle. I hope it
may be picked up in time to keep Jim
Barker from being hung. 1 did think of
leaving it on the steamer, but I might
change my mind about jumping overboard,
and I guess this is the best way. The
clothes I wore, and the hatchet % did it
with, are under the wood shed back of
Polhemus' house. Hexry Ramsev.”

I sprang to my feet with a vyell. Jim
Barker was my brother, now lying in prison
under sentence of death for the murder of
Polhemus. All the circumstantial evidence,
and there was no other, had been against
him. The note was dated eight months
back. Oh! cruel fool of amurderer. The
shark was thrown overboard, and we made
best speed to port, and, before the end of
the afternoon I had put Ramsey's note into
the hands of the lawyer who had charge of
my brother’s case.

Fortunately, he was able to identify the
handwriting and signature of Ramsey, a
man who had been suspected of the crime,
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but against whom no evidence could be
found. The lawyer was almost as excited
as [ was by the contents of this note, and
early the next morning we started together
for the house of the Polhemus' family.
There under the wood shed we found, care-
fully buried, a blood-stained shirt and vest
and the hatchet

My impulse was to fly to my brother, but
this my lawyer fnrlm:f‘::. He would take
charge of the affair, and no false hopes
must be excited, but he confidently assured
me that my brother was as good as free.

Returning to the city I thought I might
as well make my report to Signora Rochita,
The lady was at home and saw me. She
showed the most intense interest in what I
told her, and insisted upon every detail of
my experiences. As I spoke of the shark
and the subterranean cave she nearly fainted
from excitement, and her maid had to bring
the smelling salts. When 1 had finished
she looked at me steadily for a moment,
and then said :

“1 have something to tell you, but I
hardly know how to sayit. I never lost
my bracelet. 1 intended to wear it at the
captain’s, dinner ; but when I went to put
it on I found the clasp was broken, and, as
I was late, I hurried to the table without
the bracelet, and thought of it no more
until, when we were all waving and cheer-
ing, 1 glanced at my wrist and found it was
not there. Then, utterly forgetting that [
had not put it on, I thought it had gone
into the sea. It was only this morning,
that, opening what 1 supposed was the
empty box, I saw it. Here it is."

I never saw such gorgeous jewels,

“ Madam,” said I, “1 am glad you
thought you lost it, for I have gained some-
thing better than all these.”

“You are a good man,” said she, and

then she paid me liberally for my services.

When this business had been finished, she
asked—

“ Are you married ?

I answered that I was not.

% Is there anyone you intend to marry ?

“Yes," said 1.

“What is her name ? " she asked.

t Sarah Jane McElroy."

U VWait a minute,” said she, and she re-
tired into another room. Presently she
returned and handed me a little box.

“ (zive this to your lady-love,” said she §
“ when she looks at it she will never forget
that you are a brave man."” _

When Sarah Jane opened the box, theré
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was a little pin with a diamond head, and
<he gave a scream of delight. But I saw no
reason for jumping or Lr;-,mg out, for, after
having seen the Signora’s hrau,]c this
stone seemed like a pea in a bL‘L‘-IIL] of
'i‘.lnl:':t:'u:E.

“I don’t need anything,” she said, *to
remind me you are a brave man. Iam
going to buy furniture with it.”

| IauL]mi and remarked that
little helps.”

When I sit, with my wife by my side,
before the fire in our comfortable home,
and consider that the parlour carpet, and
the furniture, and the pictures, and the hall
and stair carpet, and all the dining-room
furniture, with the china and the glass and

" every
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the linen, and all the kitchen utensils, and
two bedroom suites on the second story—
both hard wood—and all the furniture and
fittings of a very pleazant room for a single
man, the third story front, were bought
with the pin that the Signora gave to Sarah
Jane, I am flled with profound respect for
things that glitter. And when I look on
the other side of the fire and see Jim
=moking his pipe just as happy as anybody,
then I say to 111'.,-1,,11 that, if there are people
who think that this story is too much out
of the common, I wish they would step in
here and talk to Jim about it. There isa

fire in his eye when he tells you how glad
he is that it was the shark that died instead
of him.




The State of the Law Courts.

VIVID public interest has of
late been aroused inregard to
the administration of justice
in this country. The whole-
J some feeling of reverence that
formerly attached to our
judges seems now to be on the wane, and in
private circles, especially among the legal
profession, the conduct of the judicature has
been severely commented upon, while the
Press has occasionally ventured to darkly
hint that the retirement of one of our most
eminent judges is desirable in the public
interest. On all sides it 15 agreed that his
infirmities unfit him for the efficient dis-
charge of his duties, his judgments show
the melancholy decline of a once brilliant
intellect, and the continued occupation of
his seat upon the bench is a source of
danger to the public. And wyet such 1s the
state of our legal machinery that his retire-
ment is practically in his own hands. Only
by an address of both Houses of Parliament
to the Crown can his removal be brought
about—an odious and invidious task, which
the legislature naturally delays as long as
possible, and will only undertake as an
extreme measure.  Although of recent
years there has been a marked improvement
in the personne!/ of our judges, so far as
bodily vigour is concerned, there are still
on the bench aged and infirm men who
would have retired but for the necessity of
completing the statutory period of fifteen
years, at the expiration of which only can
their pensions be earned. It is pitiable to
see these old public servants, who once
ranked among the most brilliant men of
their day, attempting to discharge their
duties with an obvious effort and at great
physical fatigue.

ore than enough instances have recently
arisen of judges being incapacitated by
deafness and other infirmities, and refusing
to retire. But public opinion has hitherto
been very tolerant, and these distinguished
men have been permitted in their declinng
years to exercise functions demanding the
highest mental activity without exciting
adverse comment. That there are defects
in our judicial system, not the least of
which is the absence of any controlling
power over our judges, becomes more and
more apparent, and it will be useful, there-

|

judges by

fore, to bring some of those which are
most notorious in the legal profession
under the notice of the public.

The judicial system in this country is the
most expensive in the world. Our judges,
it is true, are men of the highest integrity,
and the confidence of the public in their in-
corruptibility is absolute. In this respect,
no doubt, we compare favourably with
many foreign nations. But the public have
a right to look for something more than a
strictly honourable bench,and it is desirable
to inquire what we get in return for the
enormous annual outlay on our judicature.
For the sake of convenience let us begin
with the higher tribunals. It will be inter-
esting, in the first place, to study the
following table, which shows the numerical
strength of Her Majesty's judges, together.
with the salaries they receive :(—

1 Lovd Chancellor ...oveeeviieeen. £10000
4 Lords of Appeal (£6,600) ...... {24000
1 Master of the Rolls............... fhHhooo
5 Lords Justices (£5,000) ......... £25,.000
5 Chancery Judges (£'5,000)...... £25.000
1 Lord Chief Justice .. L8 000

13 Common Law ‘Iudgcﬁ-ﬂ{.:g,ﬁ]; Ab5.000

2 Admiralty Judges (£'5,000)...... L' 10,000
1 Judge Court of Arches............ £5,000
33 _{.‘1;3,0@5

There are, besides, a great number of
highly paid officials known on the Common
Law side as masters, and in the Chancery
Division as chief clerks, who assist the
performing minor judicial
functions. These gentlemen receive £ 1,000
a year each. There are also Clerks of the
Crown and Associates on the various cir-
cuits who receive liberal salaries, as well as
a multitude of clerks and other officers who
are paid out of the public funds. But it is
not our present purpose to consider these
minor functionaries, our object being to
afiord a general conception of the working
of the High Courts of Justice without
going into unnecessary details. For the
information of the curious, however, we
may state that the total expenditure for
law and justice last year was more than
four and a half millions sterling, a sum
which it should be understood includes the
charges for maintaining prisons and other
expenses incidental to the administration of
Justice.
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In face of such stupendous ﬁgurm the
intelligent foreigner may well imagine
that we have a judicial system un]l-mgh
perfect, or at least quite adequate to the
requirements of a great commercial com-
munity. And vet what are the facts?
Anmng members of the legal profession it
i= a matter of common observation and
lament that commercial cases are vear by
vear growing less frequent. For a long
time thev consoled
themselves by at-
tributing this to
commercial stagna-
tion. But of late
their eves have been
opened to the real
cause, and neither
by their smiles nor
their tears can they
win back the van-
ished litigation that
once so satisfactorily
brought grist to their
mill. On all hands
business men declare
that, so far from
being satisfied with
their expensive legal
machinery, they ab-

solutely ‘dread the
law. Theydare not
risk its dignified

delay, they fear its
cndlessexpense, they
are terrified at the prospect of being dragged
from Court to Court on Appeal, and they
have no confidence in the ability of a large
proportion of our judges to decide rightly
on commercial disputes, especially those
involving technical matters.

This feeling has doubtless been intensified
by the recent case of Vagliano and the Bank
of England. It is needless to go into the
details of this matter, which are well known
to the public. Suffice it to say that a judge
of the {-Iigh Court in 1888 gave a decision
contrary to the feeljng of business men and
subversive of commercial custom in regard
to bills of exchange, which was upheld in
the Court of Appeal by a majority of five to
one. This decision was, however, reversed
in the House of Lords in March of this yvear
by a majority of six to two. Thus, after
long delay and enormous u&pmw the case
having been heard by fifteen judges, a final
decision was obtained that satisfied the
commercial community. But the uncer-
tainty of the law is exemplified by the fact
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that the verdict of seven judges, r.e., six in
the House of Lords and one in the Court of
Appeal, outweighed that of the remaining
eight. And there is no reason to suppose
that the judges of the House of Lords who
carried the day are men of higher legal
ability than those in the Court of Appeal.

Instead, therefore, of waiting months
for their cases to be tried, paying enormous
fees to leading counsel, and possibly en-
during the risk and
delay of appeal, men
of commerce prefer
to submit their dis-
putes to the arbitra-
tion of others in
their own trade, and
thereby get them
decided without any
delay or legal ex-
pense. Innumerable
disputes are in this
way settled in the
City every year, and
in some businesscs
it is a matter of
etiquette for men to
accept the office
of arbitrator when
asked to do so with-
out any fee, they
knowing full well
that the time is sure
i to come when they

themselves will re-
quire to have a matter decided in the same
convenient and expeditious manner.

It is undoubtedly a great hardship for a
commercial community to have to put up
with rough and ready justice in this way,
instead of having the advantage of highly.
trained legal minds. But business men
cannot afford to wait for the slow machi-
nery of the law, and though they have to
maintain the Courts of Justice, they decide
to do without them. Doubtless many others
would gladly do the same had they equal
facilities for arbitration.

The result of this widening breach be-
tween law and commerce is that a large
and increasing proportion of the work of the
High Court consists of libel, slander, mali-
cious prosecution, and cases of a similar
class, together with actions varying in char-
acter not at all, and in the amount sought
to be recovered only infinitesimally, from
those which come within the jurisdiction of
the County Court.

But though a great number of the suits

STEFHEXN.
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may be of slight importance, the cost of liti-
gation is by no means insignificant. The
court-fees, it is true, are not proportionately
s0 high as in the County Court, although
they might with advantage be largely re-
duced ; but the average charges for legal
assistance are enough to make the boldest
litigant pause.

In an ordinary action for £ 100, sup-
posing the defendant to be unsuccessful, he
will probably have to pay, in addition to

the £100, not less than £120 to his oppo-
nents' solicitor for the costs taxed against
him, as well as, say, £'1z0, the little account
of his own attorney. Supposing he conscien-
tiously believes the verdict to be unjust, and
determines to go to the Court of Appeal,
he will have to pay at least 100 more if
unsuccessful. This brings his bill up to
4470, instead of the original £100. A
rational litigant would in such a case be
unlikely to want to go beyond the Court of
Appeal, but supposing he should desire to
avail himself of the highest tribunal that a
generous country places at his disposal, and
takes his case to the House of Lords, he
will be put to a further expense of about
£ 200,

On the other hand, the successful suitor
would also be at a considerable loss, the
costs that he would have to pay being far
mn excess of the £100 recovered, By such
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a system a powerful and dangerous weapon
15 undoubtedly placed in the hands of a
wealthy litigant who chooses oppressively
to take his opponent from court to court.
In many cases the costs are augmented to
a scandalous degree by the multiplication
of interlocutory proceedings. It is mon-

strous that in an action to recover a sum
of £100 a wealthy and perverse litigant
should have the power, on some incidental
question of interrogatory, to

take his

AFPEAL COURET.

opponent from the master to the judge,
from the judge to the Divisional Court,
from the Divisional Court to the Court of
Appeal, and from the Court of Appeal to
the House of Lords.

An evil hardly less grave than the law's
expense is the law's delay. In a common
law action of the simplest character, with
little or no interlocutory proceedings, the
period that must elapse between the issue
of the writ and the trial of the action is
little short of twelve months, while in the
event of appeal nearly another year will be
lost. In the Chancery Division the delay
is still more marked.

At the commencement of the legal year,
namely, October 24, 1890, there were 4438
Chancery cases set down for trial. Of these,
when Christmas arrived, only 74 had been
decided, that is, after about one-third of the
judicial year had elapsed. At that rate of
progress—without allowing for the setting
down of additional causes, which is, of
course, continuous throughout the year—
there would only be, of the 448 causes set
down in October, 1890, 222 disposed of by
October, 1891, thus leaving still unsettled
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half the cases that litigants were ready to
try twelve months before.

The appointment of an additional Chan-
cery judge is by many advocated for the
purpose of battling with these arrears. It
is, however, notorious that, owing to the
higher scale of costs in Chancery than in
Common Law, solicitors prefer the former
for the purpose of trying their actions. In
consequence of this, a large number of
cases that should properly come before the
Common Law 'éudg::.ﬁ are tried in the Chan-
cery Division. Surely the effect of removing
this gross anomaly should be seen before
further prLnr]Ilurc be imposed upon the
nation.

Few probably will go so far as Jeremy
Bentham in laying down that the State
should provide for the administration of
justice free of expense to litigants ; but
there is a very general consensus of opinion
in favour of a simplification of procedure
and a limitation of the powers of appeal,
and these are reforms that a willing legis-
lature might well undertake.

To return to the judges of the High
Court, it will be instructive to inquire how
they carn the liberal salaries set forth in
the foregoing table. Commencing at the
top, it will be well to consider the position
of that august ofheial the Lord High Chan-
cellor of England. And whatever re-
marks we may find it necessary to make,
we wish it to be distinctly understood that
we mean no disrespect to Lord Halsbury,
the present learned and capable occupant
of the post. It
is merely our ob-
ject to criticise
the office, and
our observations,
therefore, will
have no personal
bearing. In the
first place, it is
worthy of note
that the most
highly paid tem-
poral office iIn
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ping-stone to that of Lord Chancellor, a man
must be a lawyer of considerable ability.
It has, however, been very well said that a
good law;-,-':,r can be nothing else ; and it is
obvious that an Attorney-General must be
a man of some political as well as legal
capacity. It is quite conceivable that there
may be a dearth of legal talent on any poli-
tical side, and that a moderate man may be
chosen as the chief law-adviser of the
Crown in consequence. Indeed, such a
state of things has happened before now.
It by no means follows, therefore, that the
Lord Chancellor is necessarily a man of
transcendent legal ability. It is probable,
in fact, that, as a rule, he is not so good a
lawyer as the judges who receive half his
salary. And here it may be well to remark
that, although the Lord Chancellor is
nominally at the head of the bench, he
can exercise no efficient control over the
judges. He can make appointments to the
bench, but judges, once made, can, as
a]n_.ith stated, only be removed by the act
of both Houses of Parliament.  Thus a
judge, even if obviously suffering from
mental decay, may continue to exercise his
functions, to the miscarriage of justice, for
a considerable period before the legislature
can be set in motion to bring about his
retirement.

The Lord Chancellor occasionally (when
any of the Lords Justices are absent from
illness or other cause) sits in the Court of
Appeal, which is held in two sections—one
hearing cases from the Common Law side,
and the other
those from the
Chancery Divi-
sion. The prin-
cipal duty of the
Lord Chancellor,
however, consists
in presiding over
the House of
Lords—the final
Court of Appeal
both in Common
Law and Chanc-

England — that
of the Lord Chan-
cellor —is given
rather as a re-
ward for pﬂl'll.i(:al
than for legal suc-
cess. Of course,
to occupy the
post of Attorney-
General, the step-
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ery matters. The
House of Lords,
as an appellate
court, consists of
the Lord Chan-
cellor, the Lords
of Appeal, and
such peers as are,
or have heen,

holding high
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judicial office. Ordinary peers, however,
have also the right of sitting and giving
judgment, and, in consequence of this
anomaly, the judges of final appeal have
sometimes had the assistance of an eccentric
nobleman endowed with a fancy for the
law, whose vote has carried as much weight
as that of the Lord Chancellor himself.
The judicial work of the House of Lords is
light. Indeed, it will not be understating
the caze to say that the House does not
dispose of more
than sixty or
seventy causes in
the wear. It is
thus not difhcult
to calculate, sup-
posing these cases
tooCcu }"ﬂl'lil.\."cr—
age of Ealf a day,
and taking into
consideration the
salaries of the
Lord Chancellor
and the Lords of
Appeal, together
with the heavy
pensions paid to
ex-Chancellors
and other ex-
penses, that the
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the judges in effect have a free hand as
regards their own duties.

With the development of modern civiliza-
tion and the increase of democratic strength,
the social status of the judges has materially
changed, and it is by no means in accord-
ance with * end of the century ™ ideas to
grant them the almost despotic power that
they held of old.

The Judicature Actdid something towards
diminishing their prestige, and nowadays

' | | [

Court of Final

Appeal exercises

its judicial functions at a cost of something
like a thousand pounds a day !

Besides the Lord Chancellor, the Lord
Chief Justice is by some legal fiction sup-
posed to exercise control over the judicial
bench. As a matter of fact, however, the
judges are practically under no control
whatever save that of public opinion, as
represented by the press, which should
never hesitate to expose their shortcomings
when they come to light. It is the duty of
those on whom, by force of circumstances,
the public are obliged to rely to safeguard
their interests, not to relax their super-
vision out of deference to the high repute
in which our judges are held. Under the
old system, when the Courts of Common
Pleas, Exchequer, and OQueen's Bench
existed, each division had a chief who was
responsible for the work of his court and
the mode in which it was administered.
The judges now hold a meeting, at which
they make their own arrangements for
circuits and for appointments to the various
courts. Although the Lord Chief Justice
is supposed to control the order of work,

ADMIBALTY COURT.

many of them are disappointed perhaps to
find that their office does not command a
high social position.

Notwithstanding the decadence of the
social status and prestige of the judges, on
circuit they maintain a pomp and splendour,
it is true somewhat tawdry, which finds its
only counterpart in the mimic state of the
Lord Mayor. Quiet gentlemen who have
been accustomed all their lives to carry
their own bags down to chambers, suddenly
find themselves, after being raised to the
Bench and especially when going on circuit,
surrounded with unwonted splendour. They
are attended by a smart young gentleman
who costs the country three guineas a day
while the Assizes last, as his reward for
acting as judge’s marshal, or a sort of groom-
in-waiting. If he fulfilled the functions of
clerk, perhaps there would not be much
cause for complaint ; but the judge has a
clerk of his own, to whom the nation pays
a liberal =alary, and the marshal’s duties
are purely ornamental.

It is true the cost of the splendid equip-
age, generally drawn by four hack horses

-
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HATS AND WIGS,

from the local livery stables, the trumpeters,
the javelin men, and all the paraphernalia
of the judge's progress from his lodgings to
the Court, falls upon the High Sheriff, and
not upon the country ; but it is, neverthe-
less, a vexatious impost and an intolerable
anachronism.

The prerogatives of the judges still far
exceed those of any other public servants ;
they are permitted to perform their duties
almost at their own pleasure; even the
Legislature refuses to recognise any power
over them, and they have also much
patronage vested in them, such as the
appointment of revising barristers, chief
clerks and masters, who exercise judicial
functions.

The holidays enjoyed by the members of
the judicature are far in excess of those in
any other profession.

The following figures will give an idea of
how many days out of the 365 are occupied
by the judges in earning their salaries :—

Christmas holidays ... ..o 21 days.
Easter T B e g o S R e
Whitsuntide ,, AR S R R AR 1]
e L e B N, i e s s b e S e S TR

{hueen’s Birthday....ooceiniiiiiniaiiinminni, 1
Sundays (besides those included above) ... 36
Ty T b R e T T e S e e |

365
Although there is no ﬁlatular{ authority
for the closing of the courts on the Queen's
birthday, the judges have recently, with one
or two exceptions, made a point of showing
their lovalty by doing no work on thatday.
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Many of them also are
frequently absent on
ordinary working days
from other causes than
illness. These delin-
quents are well known
to the members of the
legal profession, and it
is unnecessary to men-
tion their names.

The hours of sitting
are nominally from
10.30 in the morning
to 4 in the afternoon,
with an interval of
half an hour for lunch.
Some judges, however,
do not generally take
their scats until a
quarter to 11, and often
later, and. one or two
are known occasionally
to steal a little time
from the end of the sitting. It is also a
matter of common observation that the
orthodox half-hour for lunch is very often
spun out to three-quarters. So that, in-
cluding the short sitting on Saturda{:,
when the courts rise at two o'clock, the
judges do not sit much more than an
average of four hours a day.

T
| II.. il a:lﬁllli.il;i
e,

LU NCHEON
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Even if we give them credit for 43 hours
a day, reckoning their =alaries at {5,000
(though many of them receive more) we
find that the payment they receive for their
work comes to over £3 an hour. At such
a price it is only reasonable to expect them
to give the fullest attention to their duties.
But, alas, for human fallibility ! Even
judges sometimes nod.

It is true that our system is at fault in
permitting our judicature to be conducted
by men whose physical infirmities prevent

l

il

AT

1

MESSENGER

them from giving due attention to their
work. But such considerations do not
soothe the breast of the unfortunate litigant
who has paid an eminent counsel a hundred
guineas to address a sleeping judge, or one
whose deafness prevents him from compre-
hending the weighty arguments offered for
his consideration.

It is part of the duty of the fourteen
judges of the Queen's Bench Division to
go on circuit, and during the time of the
circuits, as a rule not more than two or
three puisne judges are left in London.
These judges are absent from town, in fact,
fully one-half of the judicial year, and the
occupants of the bench are not in the
metropolis in their full strength for more
than a third of that period. As a result of
this arrangement, the business of the high
courts, so far as the trial of actions is con-

1
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cerned, is absolutely at a stand-still during
the greater part of the year. The cause
lists become congested, suitors wait vainly
for their cases to be settled, and a multitude
of the suits entered never come on for trial
at all, many of them being more or less
amicably arranged out of court, while others
bring about their own culmination through
death or other causes. It is notorious that
many of the judges, when they observe that
a case is of a complex character, involving
long and tedious investigation, will bring
strong pressure on  the
parties to induce them

12; i it |1i!| cither to settle the case or

Ria) “"-:f:. | | to refer it to an arbitrator.

t-i—.l,:‘_,-.-ll | §ii I|“| Such pressure it is dan-

ol il l I 116 gerous for either side to

R I I!;'I resist, and it results in
Jlmlllm—”-l-l*l"-,;: : further fees, further costs,
Il H and further delay.

while on

The judges,
a travel-

circuit, receive
ling allowance of seven
guineas a day. This is a
comparatively recent ar-
rangement, the travelling
expenses having formerly
been paid in a lump sum.
It would be interesting
to compare the average
length of time occupied
by the judges on circuit
under the old and under
the new system. A great
deal of time is utterly
wasted. For instance, a
whole day is devoted to
what is termed * Opening
the Commission.” This is nothing but an
antiquated ceremony of no possible use,
consisting of the reading vu:-fl the Royal
Comunission under which the judges hold
the assizes. It occupies about a quarter of
an hour, the remainder of the day being
lost. The assizes are often concluded
within a less number of days than the
time assigned to them, and the judges
take advantage of this to enjoy a welcome
holiday, with a solatium for their enforced
idleness of seven guineas a day.

Our present circuit system undoubtedly
leads to a scandalous and deplorable waste
of judicial time and public money. For
instance, on the South-Eastern Circuit, the
largest towns of which are Cambridge and
Norwich, there is practically no business
whatever ; and yet all the paraphernalia
and expense of assizes goes on for eleven or

=
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twelve weeks every year in respect of cases
that might be disposed of in London in
about a week by one judge. On other cir-
‘cuits, too, time is wasted in an equally
reckless manner, the judges on several days
" being absolutely idle.

Surely there is no necessity to allow a
week for the judicial work at a town where
there are only a few cases that could easily
be disposed of in a couple of days. The

ublic, who pay the bill, unfortunately
Eavﬂ but little opportunity of having the
shortcomings of the judges brought under
their notice.  Not only are the latter pro-
tected by the respectful feeling, the result
of ingrained reverence, that the judicial
bench has always been able to inspire ; but
it is also a fact that those whose position
makes them most capable of criticising the
judges find it contrary to their interests to
do so. Barristers who have to make their
way at the bar,and who are well acquainted
with the peculiaritics of the judges, are
afraid to speak of them, for to do so would
be to their own professional detriment, and
clerks and underlings, who have to rely on
the patronage of the judges, cannot be ex-
pected to tell what they know.

In the present article it is to be hoped
we have done enough to show that defects
exist, and that one of the most needed
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reforms is the establishment of a completc
and efficient controlling power over our
judicial bench, for judges, after all, are only
human, and ne human beings, however
honourable, can be relied upon always to
perform their duty to the public with
thoroughness and energy if left entirely to
their own devices.

The fact that private arbitration, especially
in commercial cases, has in a great measure
superseded the Courts, forms a, most
damaging comment on our judicial system.
The case, then, that we allege against the
judicature may be briefly summed up, the
chiet points being as follows (—

() Ill"xmﬁlw cost.

(&) Unreasonable delay in getting to trial.

(¢) Unnecessary multlpl:mlmn of appeals
with consequent delay and expense.

(¢/) Waste of judicial power on Circuit and
Divisional Court arrangements.

(¢) Incapacity of individual judges.

( f) Unreasonably long holidays.

It is our intention in subsequent articles
to bring forward further particulars, and
without going so deeply into technical
details as to be uninteresting to the ordinary
reader, to suggest remedies with a view to
bringing our judicature more in touch with
the people, and making it adequate to the
needs of a great commercial community.




Stories of the Victoria Cross : Told by Those who have Won it.

DeruTy INSPECTOR-GENERAL J. JEE,
GBI,
HOUGH military surgeons

are technically non-combat-
ants, yet practically they are
as much exposed to peril as
other officers, and frequently
have to perform work de-
manding the greatest care and calmness
under the mest disturbing dangers. In
gallantry and devotion to duty no other
class of soldiers has surpassed them. The
following is the story of the exploit of one
of these brave men, Surgeon Jee, as told
in his own words :

On the advance of the force to relieve
the garrison of Lucknow, under Generals
Havelock and Outram, my regiment, the
79th Highlanders, led the way. General
Otram’s order on leaving Lucknow ran as
follows:—* [ have
selected the 7ith
Highlanders for
covering the re-
treat of the foree :
they had the post
of honour on the
advance, and
None are more
worthy of the
post of ‘honour
on leaving it.”

There was very
hard fighting >~
from the Alum
Bagh till we
arrived close to
Lucknow, when
I was told an
officer was severe-
ly wounded., |
dismounted from
my hors¢ to at-
tend him, and
found he was
dead, At that
moment a very
rapid  ordnance
and musketry fire
commenced close
to us, and I was pulled into the bastioned
gateway of the EIIELI'-H;}Eh Palace h}. SOme
soldiers, to whom probably I owed my life,
as the round shot passed by us in quick

succession.  Captain Havelock (now Sir
Henry Havelock) then rode up to me, with
a bullet hole through his topee, and said,
“We have taken that position, at all events,
at the point of the bayonet.” That proved to
be the bridge over the canal at the entrance
of Lucknow, defended by heavy guns, which
had evidently been well served, judging by
the numbers of dead lying around them.
When the main body of the force arrived
and crossed to the other side of the bridge,
the Generals heard that the streets in the
city, leading direct to the Residency, were
entrenched and barricaded. It was, there-
fore, decided to take the outside route by
the very narrow road to the right by the
canal, leaving the 78th to hold the position
until ordered to advance after the column.
Captains Drummond-Hay and Lockhart
were then ordered to proceed with their
companies to a pagoda some little distance

SVHGEOX JEE DRESSENG

FHE WOLXDES,
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up the strect leading from the bridge. All
was pretty quiet for some time, and the
force had got some distance away, when a
message was sent down to the Colonel by
Captain Drummond-Hay that the enemy
were coming down upon them in great
force with two guns., The Colonel sent
up an order for them to charge them,
which they did, and spiked the guns and
brought them down and threw them into
the canal, all the while hotly pursued by
the enemy. 1 then got between twenty
and thirty wounded men in a few minutes.

I was then informed that the regiment had
disappeared round the corner of the canal
after the force, and that we should all be
killed if T remained to dress the wounded
upon whom I was engaged, as the enemy
was firing at us from the corner of the
strect. So I sent to the Colonel for men
to carry the wounded on their backs till we
came up with the dhoolies. I was thus
¢nabled to save them for a short time. It
appeared that Captain Havelock, the
Assistant Adjutant-General, had been sent
back by his father to order the 78th to
follow the force, when he was badly
wounded in his arm. Luckily I came
across two dhoolies, in which I placed him
and a lieutenant of the 73th, who was
mortally wounded. The rest 1 put into
sick-carts drawn by six bullocks ; but shortly
after all of them were massacred within
sight of wus, as unfortunately a native
hackery containing round shot fell over,
and completely blocked the road. One
poor fellow, Private Farmer, held his watch
out from one of the carts, asking his com-
rades to come and take it rather than the
enemy should get it, but no one responded,
as the danger was too great.

One man had his lower jaw blown off by
a round shot, whom I am seen dressing in
my V.C. picture at the Crystal Palace.

When we reached the force Captain
Halliburton, 78th Highlanders (afterwards
killed in Lucknow), took charge of the
wounded with his company. We lost our
way in the city, and were led by a guide,
who showed us the way to the Residenc
into the enemy's battery, where we sui-
fered considerable loss. After this we
wandered about the suburbs of the city,
under an awful cannonading and shelling
from the opposite side of the River Goomtee,
being fired at from loopholes in the houses
of the streets when we entered them, from
which parties of natives, clothed in white,
often issued. We took refuge in the Mote-

VICTORIA CROSS, 311
Mahul, as it was too late at night to
advance further. The Mote-Mahul is a
square courtyard with sheds round it, and
two large gateway entrances. This was
crowded with seldiers, camp followers, and
camels, so that you could scarcely move. [
had Captain Havelock and Licutenant
Woodhouse (right arm afterwards ampu-
tated), 84th Regiment, with me under the
shed. The firing during the night was
deafening, and gongs were sounding the
hour, and we knew not how far the Resi-
dency was. Some who had been with the
main body said the 78th were all killed, and
they could not tell what had become of the
rest of the force. At daylight the next day
Brigadier Cooper gave us some tea,as we had
taken nothing since leaving Alum Bagh early
the morning before.  Our men then com-
menced making loopholes in the wall of
the shed to shoot the enemy on the other
side, and I heard them told not to make
too many or they would be shooting some
of us, and soon afterwards Brigadier Cooper
was shot through one of them, and fell
over me. I often had to cross a gateway
that was being raked up by bullets, to dress
the wounded of both the artillery and my
own men, against the remonstrances of my
apothecary, Mr. de Soura, and others.

I then volunteered to attempt to get the
wounded into the Residency, and was told
by Captain Halliburton, if I succeeded, to
tell General Outram to send him reinforce-
ments or they would all be killed and the
guns lest. 1 soon came across Colonel
Campbell, wounded in the leg (afterwards
amputated in Lucknow, and he died), and I
got one of his men to carry him on his
back (who would have been recommended
for the V.C. if he could have been found,
but he was supposed to have been killed).
I then wandered on, and had to cross a
shallow stream under fire of the guns of the
extensive Palace of the Kaiser Bagh, where
the enemy were said to have 20,000 men.
I was then hailed by an European sentry at
the gate of a very high wall, which I had
the unpleasant feeling was the Kaiser Bagh,
and that I was on the wrong road, but to
my great relief he told me it led to the
Residency, and that T must keep well under
the wall on the way to it, to avoid the
firing that was going on. On arriving at
the Residency I delivered my message to
General Havelock, who congratulated me
on my escape, as I was reported killed.

Of course I lost a great many of my
wounded, and one could see their skeletons
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lving outside the Palace, which we
afterwards took, during the two
months we were besieged in Lucknow.
I did not see my horse (that is painted
in my V.C. picture from a photo-
graph) till after I arrived in Lucknow,
where he was captured. He was badly

1 CAME ACRDSS
wounded by a large slug or bolt about two
inches long (which I have now) entering
deeply on the side of the chest, and which
was afterwards found most difficult to
extract with bullet forceps. Yet the horse
lived to aid Outram’s relief outside Luck-
now, and afterwards was sold as a very
valuable charger for £160.

L.axcE-CorroraL WiLLiam GoATE.
The following account, written by him-
selt, of the military career of William Goate,
and of the heroic act of devotion for which
he was rewarded with the V.C., speaks for
itself and needs no introduction :—

My father died when I was only five
years old, and left mother with a family of
cleven of us, so as I grew up I had to work
in the fields till I was big enough to mind
horses. Then after a bit [ got tired of the
country, although it was a pretty village in
Norfolk, called Tritton, close to Norwich ;
so [ thought T would go to Norwich and
get a job as a groom, which I did, and
stopped till T was 18. Then 1 thought I
would like another change, so up to London
I went, and I had a wish to be a soldier. 1
was a smart lad and fresh-looking, so I went
to Westminster in November, 1853, and
enlisted in the oth Lancers, and being a

COLONE

L CAMPREEL."

groom 1 was quite at home in a cavalry
regiment ; and I confess to being proud of
our gay uniform and fluttering pennons.
Well, after serving four years I was destined
to ride in many a wild charge and see men
and horses go down like ninepins, but I
never thought of danger. When we got
the order to charge, away we went deter-
mined to win, and I can tell you it must
always be a terrible sight for any troops, let
alone Sepoys, to see a regiment of cavalry
sweeping down upon them.

Our fighting began at Delhi. We were
at Umballa when the Mutiny broke out,
and we were ordered to join in the opera-
tions against Delhi. 1 was present at the
siege and capture of that city. T will tell
you of a little adventure of my own at this
time. Before the city was taken I was on
despatch duty at an advanced post with
orders to fetch reinforcements when the
enemy came out. One day I saw six men
trying to steal round by the river into our
camp. Believing them to be spies, I asked
the officer in charge of the picket to allow
me and two men to go and ascertain what
their intentions were. He gave us leave.
We had a very difficult job to get down to
the riverside on account of the rocks, and
when we got up to the men they showed
fight. We shot three of them with our
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pistols—one each. Being on horseback we
then attacked them with the lance. One
daring fellow struck at me, and I couldn't
get at him. He slightly wounded my
horse and then made a run for the river.
I jumped from my horse, and, going into
the water after him, ran him through with
my lance. Meanwhile, the other two of
my companions had settled the two remain-
ing men. All this while a ‘heavy fire had
played on us from the enemy’s battery.
We had now to ride for our lives. On
getting back to the camp, the officer in
command sent me to the camp with a note
to the Colonel of the regiment, who made
me a lance-corporal then and there.

.
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[Lucknow, having dismounted in the
presence of the enemy and taken up the
body of Major Percy Smith, 2nd Dragoon
Guards, which I attempted to bring off
the field, and after being obliged to relin-
quish it, being surrounded by the enemy’s
cavalry, going a second time, under a heavy
fire, to recover the body, for which 1
received the Victoria Cross.

I will try and describe the fight, and
what I saw of it. The eremy appeared in
oreat force on the race-course outside
Lucknow, and the gth Lancers, the znd
Dragoon Guards, and two native cavalry
regiments were ordered to charge. The
brigade swept on in grand style, and

clashed

UpRAN MIM THROUGH WITH M¥ LANCE"

I might say I wastwoyears in the saddle,
almost continuously fighting. I was with
Sir Colin when he retook Cawnpore from
the Gwalior rebels. We went to the aid of
General Wyndham, who had been repulsed.
We crossed the bridge of boats under a heavy
fire, but forced our way in. As soon as
our brave leader got his men 1n position,
he carried everything before him. We could
still see traces of Nana Sahib’s atrocity in
June, and every soldier vowed vengeance.
The affair that I was in when I gained my
Victoria Cross was before Lucknow, the
second time. Early in 1838 the rebels had
strongly fortified the place, and it became
necessary for Sir Colin to take it. Our
regiment had some hot work. It was on
March 6 that I won the Cross, in action at

into the
enemy. We had
a herce hand-to-
hand fight ; but
our troops be-
haved splendidly,
and at last we
broke them up.
Then we were
abliged to retire
under a heavy
fire. As we did
s Major Smith,
of the Dragoons,
was shot through
the body, and
fell from his
horse. Failing to
catch him, I
sprang to the
ground, and,
throwing the
bridle-rein  over
my arm, raised
the Major on to
my shoulder ; in this manner I ran along-
side of my horse for some hundreds of yards,
until I saw the enemy's cavalry close upon
me. Clearly I couldn’t get away with my
burden, so I determined to do what 1 could
for myself.

Springing into my saddle, I shot the first
Sepoy who charged, and with my empty
pistol felled another. This gave me time
to draw my sword, my lance having been
left on the field. The Sepoys were now
round me cutting and hacking, but I
managed to parry every slash and deliver
many a fatal thrust. It was parry and
thrust, thrust and parry all through, and 1
cannot tell you how many saddles I must
have emptied. The enemy didn't seem to
know how to parry.

® RO
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Taking advantage of this, I settled
accounts with a jolly lot. I was determined
not to be taken alive. At last some of the
Lancers saw me and came to my rescue.
Thinking the major might still be alive, 1
went again to rescue him, but it was not
until the enemy's forces were driven back
that we gol his h;ld_‘.'.

After the action, General Sir Colin Camp-
bell, General Sir Hope Grant, and some of
the cavalry officers shook hands with me
and complimented me.

In regard to the sword and lance, I
certainly prefer the lance ; the lance is s0
keen, it goes through a man before he

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

knows it. T was always very careful never
to let a swordsman get under my lance, and
in fighting with cavalry I made full use of
the pennon to baffle an enemy’s horse.
The weapons of troops on active service
are made as keen as razors, and it was a
common thing during the Mutiny to see a
party of soldiers under the shade of a great
tree waiting their turn to get their blades
sharpened and the dints removed, ready
for the next fisht with the rebels. Our
gallant little army was like a ship cleaving
its way through the sea, for wherever we
went, the enemy, like the waters, closed in

behind.

(To be confinned))

LANCE-CORFORAL CQUATE WINXING THE V.G




Flaywrights' Manuscripts.

7o here present our readers call particular attention to the specimen by
x with fac-similes of the manu-  Mr, Irving, who is not generally known to
L scripts of several of the most be a playwright. Yet the manner in which
w7y Popular of living playwrights, he treats a drama like “ Louis X1. " (a page
A chosen from some of the best-  of which we give), by cutting, adding, and
—¥ known of their plays. Most  writing in  soliloguies, manifestly makes

of them tell their own story ; but we may  him a joint-author in the play.
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Fac-simile of a page of MS. from Mr. ROBERT BUCHANAN'S play, Clarissa.
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7he Luckiest Man in the Colony.

v 5. W. Hopxoxe.

HAT is never a nice moment

when yvour horse knocks up
under you, and you know
quite well that he has done
s, and that to ride him
another inch would be a
cruelty—another mile a sheer impossibility.
But when it happens in the Bush, the
moment is apt to become

never lost =ight of hiz luck, nor was he ever
ashamed to recognise it wherein he
differed from the average lucky man, who
says that luck had nothing to do with it.
Deverell could gloat over his luck, and do
nothing else—when he had nothing else to
do. Andinthis
way he faced

more than negatively dis-
agreeable ; for.you may be
miles from the nearest habi-
tation, and an unpremed:-
tated bivouac, with neither
food nor blankets, is a thing
that demands a philosophic
temperament as well as the
quality of endurance. This
once befell the manager of
Dandong, in  the back-
blocks of New South Wales,
just on the right side of the
Dandong  boundary fence,
which is fourteen miles from
the homestead. Fortun-
ately Deverell, of Dandong,
was a young man, well used,
from his boyhood, to the
casual hardships of station
lite, and well fitted by phy-
sique to endure them. Also
he had the personal advan-
tage of possessing the philo-
sophic temperament large-
sized. He dismounted the
moment he knew for certain
what was the matter. A
ridge of pines —a sandy
ridge, where camping pro-
perly equipped would have been perfect
luxury — rose against the stars a few
hundred yards ahead. But Deverell took off
the saddle on the spot, and carried it him-
self as far as that ridge, where he took off
the bridle also, hobbled the done-up beast
with a stirrup-leather, and turned him adrift.

Deverell, of Dandong, was a good master
to his horses and his dogs, and not a bad
one to his men. Always the master first,
and the man afterwards, he was a little
selfish, as becomes your masterful man.
On the other hand, he was a singularly
frank young fellow. He would freely own,
for instance, that he was the luckiest man
in the back-blocks. This, to be sure, was
no more than the truth. But Deverell

contentedly  even
this lonely, hungry
night, his back to
a pine at the
north side of the
ridge, and a short brier pipe in full blast.
He was the new manager of Dandong, to
begin with. That was one of the best
managerships in the colony, and Deverell
had got it young—in his twenties, at all
events, if not by much. The salary was
seven hundred a vear, and the homestead
charming. Furthermore, Deverell
was within a month of his marriage ; and
the coming Mrs. Deverell was a girl of some
social distinction down in Melbourne, and
a belle into the bargain, to say nothing of
another feature, which was entirely satisfac-
tory, without being so ample as to imperil
a man's independence. The homestead
would be charming indeed in a few weeks,
in time for Christmas. Meanwhile, the
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“elip" had been a capital one, and the
rains abundant ; the paddocks were in a
prosperous state, the tanks overflowing,
everything going smoothly n its right
groove (as things do not always go on a big
station), and the proprietors perfectly
delighted with their new manager. Well,
the new manager was sufhciently delighted
with himself. He was lucky in his work
and lucky in his love—and what can the
gods do more for you? Considering that
he had rather worse than no antecedents
at all—antece-
dents with =0
dark a stain
upon them thet,
anywhere but
in a colony, the
man would have
been a ruined
man from his
infancy—he was
really incredibly

lucky in s
love affair. But
whatever  his
parents had
been or had
done, he had

now no relatives
at all of his
own : and this
is a great thing
when wyou are
about to make
new ores i an
inner ¢ircle : so
that here, once
more, Deverell
yas in his usual
luck.

It does one
good to see a
man thoroughly
appreciating his

423

again and again, and yet again, the very
luckiest man in the Colony.

While Deverell sat thus, returning thanks
on an empty stomach, at the northern edge
of the ridge, a man tramped into the pines
from the south. The heavy sand muffled
his. steps; but he stopped long before he
came near Deverell, and threw down his
swag with an emancipated air. The man
was old, but he held himself more erect
than does the typical swagman. The
march through life with a cylinder of
blankets on one's shoulders,
with all one’s worldly goods
packed 1n that cyhnder,
causes a certain stoop of a
very palpable kind ; and this
the old man, apparently, had
never  contracted. Other
points slightly distinguished
him from the
ordinary run ot

e TR swagmen.  His
. Farments  werc
u!'thmln.‘wz, but
the felt wide-
awake was stif
and new, and
S0k Were the

maoleskins:

these, indeed,
might have
stood  upright
without any
legs i them at
all. The old
man's cheeks,
chin, and
upper lip werc
covered with
short grey
bristles, like

spikes of steel ;
above th«
bristles he had

good luck. The that * lean and
thing is =0 sel- hungry look ™
dom done. 7 g — . which Ciesar
Dieverell not T '\I", saw in Cassius.

only did this, A He rested a
but did it with “A MAN TRAMPED INTO THE FINES. ' little on  his
complete  sin- swag. 5o this
cerity. Even is  Dandong,"”
to-night, though personally most un- he muttered, as if speaking to the Dan-

comfortable, and tightening his belt after
every pipe, he could gaze at the stars with
grateful eyes, obscure them with clouds of
smoke, watch the clouds disperse and the
stars shine bright again, and call himself

dong sand between his feet, * Well, now
that 1 am within his boundary-fence at
last, I am content to rest. Here | camp.
To-morrow I shall see him ! ™

Deverell, at the other side of the ridee,
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dimming the stars with his smoke, for the
pleasure of secing them shine bright again,
heard a sound which was sudden music to
his cars. The sound wasa crackle. Deverell
stopped smoking, but did not move ; it was
difhcult to believe his ears. But the crackie
ETEW louder : Deverell _|-L1!I!E‘.u'4] up and =aw
the swagman's fire within a hundred yards
of him ; and the dificult thing to believe
n fheer was his own unparalleled good luck.

U There is no
end to it,” he
chuckled, taking
his saddle over
arm  and
snatching up the
water-bag and
bridle. “ Here's
aswaggie stopped

ane

to camp, with
flour for a
damper, and a

handful of tea
for the quart-
pot, as safe as the
bank! Perhaps
a bit of blanket
for me too ! But
| @ the Tuckicest
man = in the
{:ﬂlull}' - this
wouldn't  have
happened to any-
one else ! "

He went over
to the fire and,the
swagman, who
wis crouching at
the other side
of it, peered at him from under a floury side
palm. He was making the damper already.
His welcome to Deverell took a substantial
shape ; he doubled the flour for the damper.
Otherwise the old tramp did not gush.

Dieverell did the talking. Lying at full
length on the blankets, which had been
unrolled, his face to the flames, and his
strong jaws cupped in his hands, he dis-
coursed very frecly of his luck.

“You're saving my life," said he, gaily.
* | should have starved. 1 didn't think it
at the time, but now 1 know 1 should. 1
thought I could hold out, between belt and
‘baccy, but 1 couldn't now, anyhow. If 1
hold out till the damper’s baked, it's all 1
can do now. It's like my luck ! 1 never
saw anything look quite so good before.
‘There now, bake up.  Got any tea ? "

“Yes."

HE HAL T

= o
BEXED HIS BACK:
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“Well, we could have done with meat,
but it can’t be helped.  I'm lucky enough
to get anything. It's my luck all over.
['m the luckiest man in the Colony, let me
tell vou. But we could have done with
chops. Gad, but I'd have some yet, if I
saw a sheep ! They're all wethers in this
paddock, but they don’t draw down towards
the gate much.”

He turned his
head, and knitted
his brows, but it
was difficult to dis-
tinguish things
beyond the imme-
diate circle of firelit
sand, and he saw no
sheep. To do the
man  justice, he
would not have
touched one if he
had ;: he had said
what he did not
mean; but
something  in

his way of say-

ing it made the old man stare at him hard.
*Then wyoure one of the gentlemen
from Dandong Station, are you, sir
“ I am," said Deverell. # My horse is fresh
off the grass, and a bit green. He's knocked
up, but he'll be all right in the morning ;
the crab-holes are full of water, and there's
plenty of feed about. Indeed it's the best
season we've had for years—my luck again,
you see ! " : G
The tramp did not seem to hear all he
said. He had turned his back, and was
knecling over the fire, deeply engrossed
with the water-bag and the "quart-pot—
which he was filling. It was with much
apparent preoccupation that he asked ;:—
*Is Mr. Deverell, the boss, there now ¢ "
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“He is.”" Deverell spoke drily, and
thought a minute. After all, there was no
object in talking about himself in the third
person to a man who would come applying
to him for work the next day. Realising
this, he added, with a touch of dignity, * I'm
he."

The tramp’s arm jerked, a small fountain
plaved out of the bottle neck of the water-
bag and fell with a hiss upon the fire. The
tramp still knelt with his back to Deverell.
The blood had left his face, his eyes were
raised to the pale, bright stars, his lips
moved. By a great effort he knelt as he
had been kneeling before Deverell spoke ;
until Deverell spoke again.

“You were on your way to see me, ¢h 27

“1 was on my way to Dandong.”

“Wanting work 7 Well, you shall have
it," said Deverell, with decision. 1 don't
want hands, but I'll take yore on ; you've
saved my life, my good fellow, or you're
going to, in a brace of shakes. How gocs
the damper ? "'

“Well," said the old man, answering
Deverell’s last question shortly, but ignor-
ing his first altogether. * Shall I sweeten
the tea or not ?

“ Sweeten it

The old man got ready a handful of tea
and another of sugar to throw into the
quart-pot the moment the water boiled.
He had not yet turned round.  Still kneel-
ing, with the soles of his boots under

Deverell’s nose, he moved the damper from
time to time, and made the tea. His hands
shook.

Deverell made himself remarkably happy
during the next half-hgur. He ate the hot
damper, he drank the strong tea, in a way
that indicated unbounded confidence in his
digestive powers. A dyspeptic must have
wept for envy. Towards the end of the
meal he discovered that the swagman—who
sat remote from the fire, and seemed to be
regarding Deverell with a gaze of peculiar
fascination—had scarcely broken his bread.

“ Aren't you hungry 7 " asked Deverell,
with his mouth full.

e Nf]‘.-”

But Deverell wwas, and that, after all, was
the main thing. If the old man had no
appetite, there was no carthly reason for
him to eat ; his abstinence could not hurt
him under the circumstances, and naturally
it did not worry Deverell. If, on the other

hand, the old man preferred to feed off

Deverell—with his eyes—why, there 15 no
accounting for preferences, and that did not

turned the swagman, mildly.

L

worry Deverell either. Indeed, by the
time his pipe was once more in blast, he
felt most kindly disposed towards this
taciturn tramp. He would give him a
billet. He would take him on as a rabbiter,
and rig him out with a tent, camp fixings,
traps, and even—perhaps—a dog or two.
He would thus repay in princely fashion
to-night’s good turn—but now, confound
the thing ! He had been sitting the whole
evening on the old fool’s blankets, and the
old fool had been sitting on the ground !

“Isay! Why on earth don't you come
and sit on your own blankets?" asked
Deverell, a little roughly; for to catch
oneself in a grossly thoughtless act is always
irritating.

“1 am all right here, thank you,"” re-
“The sand
is as =oft as the blankets.”

“Well, I don’t want to monopolise yvour
blankets, you know,” said Deverell, without
moving. *“Take a fill from my pouch, will
you ¥

He tossed over his pouch of tobacco.
The swagman handed it back—he did not
smoke ; had got out of the way of it, he
said. Deverell was disappointed. He had
a genuine desire at all times to repay in
kind anything resembling a good turn.
He could not help being a little selfish ; it
was constitutional.

“ I'll tell youwhat,"” said Deverell, leaning
backward on one elbow, and again clouding
the stars with wreaths of blue smoke, * I've
got a little berth that ought to suit you
down tothe ground. It's rabbiting. Done
any rabbiting before ? No. Well, it's easy
enough ; what's more, you're your own
boss. Catch as many as you can or care to,
bring in the skins, and get sixpence each
for 'em, Now the berth I mean is a box-
clump, close to a tank, where there's been
a camp before, and the last man did very
well there; still, you'll find he has left
plenty of rabbits behind him. It'sthe very
spot for you ; and, look here, I'll start you
with rations, tent, camp-oven, traps, and all
the rest of it!" wound up Deverell,
generously. He had spoken out of the
fulness of his soul and body. He had
seldom spoken so decently to a pound-a-
week hand—never to a swagman.

Yet the swagman did not jump at the
offer.

% Mr. Deverell,"” said he, rolling the name
on his tongue in a curious way, * I was not
coming exactly for work. I was coming to
see you. I knew your father ! "
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i The ¢|I.'I.l-..'t' you did | said Dieverell.

The old man was watching him keenly.
In an instant Deverell had flushed up from
his collar to his wideawake. He was mani-
festly uncomfortable, 1l."|.-]|<_-:|'<_-llill}'nu krow
him ? " he asked doggedly.

The tramp bared his head ; theshort grey
hair stood crisply on end all over it. He
tapped his head significantly, and ran the
palm of his hand over the strong bristles
of his beard.

* 50," said Deverell, drawing his breath
hard. “ Now I see; you a brother
convict 1’

The tramp nodded.

“And vou know all
whole story 7 1

The tramp nodded again,

“By God!" cried Deverell, “if vou've
come here to trade on what you [-;unl.r,
vou've chosen the wrong place and the
wrong man.”

The tramp smiled. * I have not come to
trade upon what I know,” said he quietly,
repeating the other’s expression with simple
sarcasm. * Now that 1've seen you, I can
go back the way I came ; no need to go on
to Dandong now. I came because my old
mate asked me to And vou out and wish
yvou well from him : that was all.”

- “He went in
for life, ™ il
! Yeverel i. ]'L‘“.'i'i.': B
ing bitterly. il |
have the vaguest

e

about him—the

memories of him ; it happened when I was
so very young. Is he well 2"

“* He was."

*“And you have been in gaol together !

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

And you know what brought him there,
the whole story ! " I{_.‘lL!'in-i!.'r crept into the
voung man's tone, and made it less bitter.
He filled a pipe. *“For my part, I never
had the rights of that story,” he said.

* There were no rights,” zaid the convict.
“It was all wrong together. Your father
robbed the bank of which he himself was
manager. He had lost money in mining
speculations.  He took to the bush, and
fought desperately for his life. "

“I'm glad he did that!"
Dieverell.

The other's eyes kindled, but he only
said : “ It was what anyone would have
done in his place.”

“Is it 2" answered Deverell scornfully.
* Did you, for instance ?"

The old man shrugged “is shoulders.
Deverell laughed aloud.  His father might
have been a villain, but he had not been a
coward. That was one consolation.

A milence fell between the two men.
There were no more flames from the fire,
but only the glow of red-hot embers. This
reddened the face of Deverell, but it did
not reach that of the old man. He was
thus free to stare at Deverell as hard and
as long as he liked, and his eyes never left
the young man's face. It was a sufficiently

exclaimed

ONG TOGETHER,”

handsome face, with eyes as dark as those
of the old man, only lightened and bright-
cned by an expression altogether different.
Deverell's pipe had soothed him. He
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seemed as serene now as he had been be-
fore he knew that his companion had been
also the companion of his father—in prison.
After all, he had grown up with the know-
ledge that his father was a convicted felon;
to be reminded of it casually, but also pri-
vately, could not wound him zery deeply.
The tramp, staring at him with a fierce
vearning in his eyes, which the young man
could not see, scemed to divine this, but
said 1—

“It cannot be pleasant for you to see me.
1 wouldn't have come, only I promised to
sge you ; | promised to let him hear about

vou. It would have been worse, vou know,
had he got out on ticket-of-leave, and come
himself ! "

“ It would so! "
cerely.

In the dark, the old man grinned like
one in torment.

“ It would so,"” Deverell 1-:}1-.:1t-..d unable
to repress a grim chuckle. * It would be
the most awkward thing that could possibly
happen to me—e *-[‘.Il:L'ld"}-' if it happened
now. At present 1 call myself the luckiest
man in the Colony ; but if my poor father
were to turn up— "

Deverell was not interrupted :
himself.

“ You are pretty safe,” said his companion
in an odd tone—which he quickly changed.
“ As your father's mate, I am glad you are
so lucky ; it is good hearing.” i

Deverell explained how he was so lucky.
He felt that the sentiments he had ex-
pressed concerning his father’s possible
appearance on the scene required some ex-
planation, if not excuse. This feeling,
growing upon him as he spoke, led him
into explanations that were very full indeed,
under the circumstances. He L‘{p]m]'ttttl
the position he had attained as manager of
Dandong ; and the position he was about
to attain through his marriage was quite as
clearly—though unintentionally—indicated.
It was made clear to the meanest perception
how very awkward it would be for the
young man, from every paint of view, if the
young man's father & turn up and osten-
tatiously reveal himself. While Devercll
was speaking the swagman broke branches
from the nearest pines and made up the
fire ; when he finished the faces of both
were once more illumined ; and that of the
old man was stern with resolve.

“And yet,” =aid he, *suppose the im-
possible, or at any rate the unlikely—say
that he does come back. 1 know him well’;

exclaimed Deverell sin-

he stopped

427

he wouldn't be a drag or a burden to you.
He'd only just like to see you. All he
would ask would be to see his son some-
times! That would be enough for him.
I was his chum, mind you, so I know. And
if he was to come up here, as I have come,
you could take him on, couldn’t you, as
vou offer to take me? " He lent forward
with sudden eagerness—his voice vibrated.
“You could give him work, as you say
you'll give me, couldn’t I}::u? No one'd
know it was your father ! No one would

EVET FCss e

“No!" said Deverell, decidedly. “I'll
give yon work, but my father 1 couldn’t.
I don't do lhlnga by halves: I'd treat my
father @5 my father, and damn the odds!
He had pluck. 1 like to think how he was

taken fighting ! Whatever he did, he had

grit, and I should be unworthy of him—
no matter what he did—if I played the
coward. It would be worse than cowardly
to disown your father, whatever he had
done, and 1 wouldn't disown mine—I"d
sooner shoot myself ! No, I'd take him in,
and be a son to him for tllL rest of his d.l}q
that's what I'd do—that’s what I we#/ do, if
ever he gets out on ticket-of-leave, and
comes to me ! "

The young man spoke with a feeling and
intensity of which he had exhibited no
signs before, leaning forward with his pipe
between his fingers. The old man held his
breath.

“But it would be devilish awkward ! "
he added frankly. © People would remem-
ber what they've been good enough to for-
get ; and everybody would know what now
next to none know.  In this country, thank
God, the man is taken for what the man is
worth—his father neither helps nor hinders
him, when once he's gone. So I've man-
aged to take my own part, and to {{Lt on
well, thanks to my own luck.
would be devilish awkward ; but I'd :-.l‘tml
by him, before Heaven, 1 would !

The old man breathed hard.

“] don’t know how I've come to say so
much to you, though vou did know my
father,” added Deverell, with a sudden
change of tone. “It isn’t my way atall. 1
needn't tell you that from to-morrow for-
ward you're the same as any other man to
me. And if you ever go to see my father,
you must not tell him all 1 have said to you
about what, as you say, is never likely to
happen. But you may tell him—you may
tell him T am glad he was taken hghtmg 1]

The old man was once more quite calm.
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ST shall vour father again,. No
more will you," he said slowly and solemnly
“or vour father 1s dead ! 1 promised him to
fined you oul when my time wits upa, and to
tell you. 1 have taken my own way of
breaking the news to vou. Forgive me, sir
but I couldn’t resist just seeing, first of all,
if 1t would cut you up very badly !

Deverell did not notice the quict bitter-
ness of the last words, He smoked his pipe
out i silence. Then he said - S rod rest
him! Perhaps it's for the best. As for
you, you've a billet at Dandong for the rest
of your days, if vou like to take and keep
it. et us turn in."

NEVEr =i

The worn moon very late, and
skimmed behind the pines, but never rose
clear. of them, and was down
before dawn. It shone faintly
upon the two men lying side
by side, packed up each in a
blanket—Deverell in the bet-
ter one. From the other blan-
ketahand would steal out from
time to time, grope tremu-
lously over Deverell’s 'back,
lie a minute, and then be
gently withdrawn. Long be-
tore ;'nuwrl, however, the ald
man noiselessly arose and
rolled up his swag. He packed
up every thing
that he had
brought — every-

TOSE

STRAND

MW AGAEINE

thing except the better blanket. Owver that
he smiled, as though it was an intense
pleasure to him to leave it behind, lapped
round the unconscious form of Deverell.
Just before going, when the swae was on his
back, he stooped down once and put his face
very close to that of Deverell. The worn
moon slimmered through the pines upon
them both. The faces were strancely alike :
I'I1|_'-L' Deverell’s was smiline ""|'-'l."|.':|_'-.-' in his
dreams, while the other's shone moist with
—something,

A few minutes later the gate in the
Dandong h-:ull{l:ﬂ'}'-jl-m-t- closed for the last

time upon the gaol-bird tramp; and
Deverell’s father was dead indeed—to
Deverell. Lucky for Deverell, &f course.

But then he was the luckiest man in the whole
Didn't he say s0 himself ?

Colony.

YHE STOOPED DOAWR.



Jamrach's.

S HE shop we are
about to visit—
perhaps quite the
most  remarkable
in London—
stands 1n a re-
markable street,
Ratcliff - highway.
Ratcliff - highway
is not what 1t was
—indeed, its pro-
per name is now
St.George's-street,
but it still retains
much of its old

eccentric cha-
racter. The
casual  pedes-

trian who wan-
ders from the
neighbourhood

the end of
Leman-street
and the entrance to the London Dock, need
no longer fear robbery with violence ; nor may
he with any confidence look to witness a
skirmish of crimps and foreign sailors with
long knives ; but, if his taste for observation
incline tomore tranquil harvest, hiseye, quiet
or restless, will fall upon many a reminder
of the Highway's historic days, and of those
relics of its ancient character which still
linger. Sailors’ boarding-houses are seen
in great numbers, often with crossed Hags,
or a =hip in full sail, painted, in a conven-
tional spirit peculiar to the district, upon
the windows. Here and there is a slop shop
where many dangling oilskins and sou'-
westers wave in the breeze, and where, as
often as not, an old figure-head or the
effigy of a naval officer in the uniform of
fifty years ago stands as a sign.  There arc
shops where advance notes are changed, and
where the windows present a curious medley
of foreign bank notes, clay pipes, china
tobacco-jars, and sixpenny walking sticks,
and there are many swarthy-faced men, with
ringed ears, with print shirts and trousers
unsupported by braces ; also there are many
ladies with gigantic feathers in their
bonnets, of |:¢un|‘u! hue, and other ladies
who get along very comfortably without
any bonnets at all.

of the Mint, past

In a street like this, every shop 1s, more
or less, an extraordinary one; but no
stranger would expect to find in one of
them the largest and most varied collection
of arms, curiosities, and works of savage
and civilised art brought together for trade
purposes in the world, and this side by side
with a stock of lions, tigers, panthers,
elephants, alligators, monkeys, or parrots.
Such a shop, however, wili} be the most
interesting object of contemplation to the
stray wayfarer through 5St. George's-street,
and this 1s the shop famed throughout the
world as Jamrach's. Everybody, of course,
knows Jamrach's by name, and perhaps
most know it to be situated somewhere in
the waterside neighbourhood of the East-
end : but few consider it anything more than
an emporium from which the travelling
menageries are ‘-'ul,lppl'i;{,d with stock. This,
of course, it is, but it is something besides ;
and, .tltogcthu one of the most curious
and instructive spots which the seeker after
the quaint and out-of-the-way may visit is
Jamrach’s.

The shop, which we find on the left-hand
side as we approach it from the west, is a
double one, and might ecasily be taken for
two separate establishments. The first
window we reach might be passed as that
of an ordinary bird fancier's, were the
attention not attracted by the unusually
neat, clean, and roomy appearance of the
cages displayed, and the uncommon shapes
and colours of the birds which inhabit
them. The next window is more catching
to the eye. Furious Japanese hgures,
squatting Hindoo gods, strange and beau-
tiful marine shells, and curious pottery bring
the pedestrian to a stand, and arouse a
desire to explore within. All this outside,
however, gives small promise of the strange
things to be seen and learnt behind the
scenes. Returning to the door by the
aviary window, we enter, and find ourselves
in a bright, clean room, eighteen or twenty
feet .'.-qLIelI‘L., pt‘npl,:riy war mL[J b‘s- a stove
placed in the centre. The walls, from floor
to ceiling, are fitted with strong and com-
modious wire cages, in  which birds of
wonderful voice and hue and monkeys of
grotesque lhneament yell, whistle, shriek,
and chatter. Great and gorgeous parrots
of rare species flutter and scream, and

¥ F
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blinking owls screw their heads aside as we
pass. But the cause in chicf of all this
commotion is the presence of an attendant
in shirt-sleeves, who, carrying with him a
basket, is distributing therefrom certain
eatables much coveted hereabout.  Beaked

heads are thrust between
bars, and many a long,
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odd shape, rather resembling a cheese-
cutter. This, we are informed is a bell, or,
perhaps more accurately, a gong, and was
used on the tower of a Burmese temple to
summon the worshippers. Reaching for a
short knobkerry, which bears more than

brown arm reaches down-
ward and forward from the
monkey - cages, in perilous
proximity to the eager
beaks. In a special cage,
standing out from the rest,
a beautiful black and white
lemur sits and stretches his
neck to be fondled as the
attendant passes, but shyly
hides his face when we
strangers approach him.
Here Mr. Jamrach him-
self comes to meet us—a
fine old gentleman, whose
many yvears and remarkable
experiences have left but
small impression upon him.
Coming from Hamburg—
where his father before
him wa=a trading naturalist
—he founded the present
business in  Shadwell more
than hity wyears ago, and
here he is still in his daily
harness, with all the appear-
ance of being quite fit for
another  half - century  of
work among snakes and
vgers. His two sons—one
of whom we shall presently
meet—have assisted him in
the business all their lives,

The elder of these, who was
a widely-known naturalist
of great personal popu-
larity, died some few wyears since. Mr.
Jamrach takes us into a small, dusty back
room, quaint in its shape and quaint in its
contents.  Arms of every kind which i= not
an ordinary kind stand in corners, hang on
walls, and litter the floors: great two-
handed swords of medizval date and of
uncompromisingly English aspect stand
amid heaps of Maori clubs, African spears,
and Malay kreeses ; on the floor lies, open,
a deal box flled with rough sheets of tor-
toise-shell, and upon the walls hang several
pictures and bas-reliefs. Mr, Jamrach picks
up by a string a dusty piece of metal, flat,
three-quarters of an inch thick, and of an

THE AVIARY.

one sign of having made things lively on
an antipodean skull, Mr. Jamrach strikes
the uninviting piece of metal upon the side
in such a way as to cause it to spin, and
we, for the first time, fully realise what
sweet music may lie in a bell. The sound
i= of the most startling volume—as loud as
that of a good-sized church bell, in fact—
and dies away very slowly and gradually
'111 i ]1-1'|5'|r1r1g|._-1_:|_ note l’:lT- i]'ldt,:r'{ﬂ'ih;lb]t‘_: sweel-
ness. The metal is a peculiar amalgam,
silver being the chief ingredient ; and oh
that all English church bells—and, for that
matter, dinner bells—had the beautiful
voice of this guaint bit of metal !
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pecting to sce nothing but a
zoological warehouse, and all
this is a surprise. That such

a store as we now see were
hidden away in Shadwell
would have seemed highly

improbable, and indeed we are
told that very few people are
aware of its existence. * The
museums know us, however,"
says Mr. Jamrach the younger,
“and many of their chief
treasures have come from this
place.” Among the few
curious wvisitors who have
found their way to Jamrach's
there has been the Prince of
Wales, who stayed long, and
left much surprised and
pleased at all he had seen. The
late Frank Buckland, too,
whose whole-souled passion
for natural history took him
to this establishment day after
day, often for all day, could
rarely resist the fascination of
the museum, even while his
beloved animals growled in
the adjacent lairs. The
Jamrachs do not push the

A OUEEER G0N,

Then Mr. Jamrach shows us wonderful
and gcorgeous marine shells, of extreme
value and rarity, and some of a species
which he H-!I:iTIth”j,l' introduced to men of
science, in consequence of which it now
bears an appalling Latin name ending with
Jamrachus.

Passing from the back of this little room,
we enter a very large one, extending from
the front to the 111LL of the entire premises,
with a gallery on three sides above. Here
we are joined by the younger Mr. Jamrach,
and here we stand amid the most bewilder-
ing multitude of bric-a-brac and quaint
valuables ever jumbled together : fantastic
gods and goddesses, strange arms and
armour, wonderful carvings in ivory, and
priceless gems of old Japanese pottery.
Merely to enumerate in the baldest way a
tenth part of these things would fill this
paper, and briefly to d:_w.ﬂ]}l., a hundredth
part would fill the magazine. And when
we express our wonder at the extent of the
collection, we are calmly informed that this
is only a part—there are maore dhlillll the
building—four or five roomfuls or so !

We have come to St. George's-street ex-

sale of this bric-a-brac, and

seem to love to keep the
strange things about them. Their trade
is in ammals, and their dealings in
arms and curiositics form almost a hobby.
Many of the be: autiful pieces of |1u!1¢1'|,,?h e
stood here thirty years, and their proud
POSSLSE0TS SELi in no oreal .J.Il-"dluh Lo parl
with them now. A natural loveof the quaint
and beautiful first led Mr. Jamrach to buy
carvings and shells from the seafaring men
who brought him his birds and monkeys,
<o that these men soon were led to regard
his warchouse as the regulation place of
disposal for any new or old thing from across
the seas ; and so sprang up this overflowing
MUSEL.

Among hundreds of idols we are shown
three which are especially noteworthy. The
first 1s a splendid life-sized Buddha—a work
of surprising grace and art. The god is re-
presented as sitting, his back being screened
by a’great shell of the purest design. The
whole thing is heavily gilt, and 1s set, in
places, with jewels. Every line is a line of
orace, and the features, while of a distinct
Hindoo cast, beam with a most refined mild-
ness.  What monetary value Mr. Jamrach
sets on this we do not dare to ask ; and,
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indeed, we are now placed before the second
of the three—a Vishnucarved in alto-relievo
of some hard black wood. This is a piece
of early Indian art, and it has a history. It
was fished up some twenty years ago from
the bottom of the river
Krishna, where it had been
reverently deposited by its
priests to save it from in-
sult and mutilation at the
hands of the invading
Mohammedan ; and there
it had lain for eight
hundred years. It is un-
damaged, with the excep-
tion that the two more
prominent of the four arms
are broken off ; and that it
has escaped the insult
which its devout priests
feared is testified by the
fact that the nose—straight,
delicate, and almost Euro-
pean in shape—has not
been broken. It is an ex-
tremely rare thing for a
Vishnu free from this
desecration—a fatal one in
the eyes of worshippers—to
be seen in this country.
Above the head are carved
medallions representing the
ten incarnations of the
god, for the last of which
mighty avatars millions
still devoutly wait in mystic
India; while here, in
Ratclifl-highway, after all
its dark adventures, and
after its eight centuries cf
immersion below the
Krishna, stands the embodi-
ment of the god himself,
mildly serene and meekly
dignified.

T'he third of these gods is quite a dif-
ferent person. There is nothing resembling
beauty—either of conception or workman-
ship—about him. He 1s very flat-chested,
and his form is faithfully represented in
the accompanying illustration ; without an
illustration he would be indescribable. The
head is very small, and grotesquely carved,
with a large boar’s tusk projecting from
the jaw. The trunk and limbs, however,

are the parts of interest ; they consist of
an entire human skin stretched on a sort of

flat wooden framework, and partly stufied
with dried grasses. The skin is a light

A FRIEXDLY DEITY.
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brown, leathery looking stuff, with here
and there a small crack. The legs are
clothed with loose blue trousers, which
appear to be of dungaree, or a similar
material, and the complete deity came
from the Friendly Islands
some time since. Just at
his feet lie, in an open
packing box, certain mum-
mified heads, some bear-
ing unmistakable marks of
hard knocks, all having
been, no doubt, among
| the most cherished pos-
sessions of the gentleman
who had separated them
from the shoulders upon
i which they originally grew.

e

5 -

| Of heads and skulls we
,  see many, and among
them the skull of an

undoubted cannibal — a
thing of wvery peculiar
conformation. And so we

go on from room to room,
where the sunlight peeps

in  with difficulty, and
paints with light and
shadow the memorials of
savage art, warfare and

worship, as well as many

exquisite  speci-
mens of porce-
lain and metal

work from Japan
and Florence.
We =ee the gar-
ment of cowtails
which Ketch-
"|'|.'.ii:|,'ﬂ WOre \'l'l'l'“
taken prisoner, and we see
a testimony to the guile
of the wily Maori in an
axe made of iron only, but
painted and got up to exactly
resemble greenstone. The reason of the
disguise becomes apparent when it 1s
explained that for the genuine greenstone
article of this pattern a collector will
gladly pay a hundred pounds, while the
metal imitation is worth its weight as old
iron, and no more. We see two pairs of
magnificent china vases five or six feet high,
the like of which it would be difficult to
find offered for sale anywhere. Another
pair, which had stood here for thirty years,
were bought only a week or two back by a
visitor of title with a cheque of three
figures—a bargain which the buyer jumped
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at. We are shown old Satsuma ware of
wondrous delicacy and richness, command-
ing something more than its weight in
sovereigns in the market. We see grand
old reponsseé work in very high relief. We
linger over a singular old Japanese medicine
cabinet, the outside of which is covered
with hundreds of little silver charms,
against as many varieties of dizease—each
charm a quaintly-wrought oval or scara-
baeus. We examine two immense Japanese
vases of copper, each six feet high, and of
the most elaborate workmanship, the design
revéaling here and there, in a surprising
manner, elementary forms and principles
uﬁuall(}' supposed to be wholly and origin-
ally Greek. There are stone weapons,
bronze w eapons, steel weapons, and wooden
weapons of every outlandish sort, and
musical instruments such as one sees re-
presented on Egvptian sculptures. There
are many things bought at the sale of the
efiects of the late king of Oude, an enthu-
siastic old gentleman whose allowance from
the British Government was a lac of rupees
a month, and who managed to spend it all,
and more than all, on curiosities and works
of art, =0 that hiz funeral was followed by a
sale on behalf of his creditors.  Among the
old king's treasures in this place are seven
small figures, of a dancing bear, a buck
antelope, a gladiator, a satyr riding a
furious bull, another rniding a camel, an
armed man on a rhinoceros, and a monkey
mounted on a goat, respectively. Each of
these little figures is built up of innumer-
able smaller figures of beasts, birds, and
fishes, fighting and preyving upon each other,
not one speck of the whole surface belong-
ing to the main representation, while,
nevertheless, the whole produces the figure
complete w ith its ey ery joint, muscle, sinew,
and feature. And so we pass, by innumer-
ablesacred masks, pashas' tails and alligators'
skulls, toward the other and main depart-
ment of this remarkable warehouse—that
devoted to natural history.

We cross Britten's-court, where we
observe a van with a small crowd of boys
collected about it. A trane is swung out
from a high floor, and from the end of the
dependent chain hangs a wooden case or
cage, violently agitated by the movements
of the active inhabitant. He is a black
panther, the most savage sort of beast with
which Mr. Jamrach has to deal, and, as this
one feels himself gradually rising through
the air, his surprise and alarm manifest
themselves in an outburst strongly remind-

ing the spectator of Mark Twain's blown-
up cat “ a-snorting, and a- J:.‘.l.:.ning, and
aircachmg tor things like all possessed.” He
arrives at his appointed floor at last, how-
ever, and, as the cage is swung in the
i‘.‘ll.izm;-._ eyes and gleaming teeth turn Frr,-m
our side toward the attendant who receives
him.

The wide doors on the ground floor are
swung open, and we enter a large apartment
fitted with strong iron-barred cages on all
sides. This is the lowest of three floors,
similarly fitted, in which is carried on a
trade in living creatures which is known
from one end of the earth to the other,
Jamrach’s is fhe market for wild animals
from all the world over, and whatever a
menagerie-keeper or a zoological collection
may want, from an elephant to an Angora
cat, can be had in response to an order sent
here. Whatever animal a man may have
to sell, here he may sell it, providing that
it be in good and ﬁe:tlth}' condition. Mr.
Jamrach has lived a lifetime among his
beasts, and has had his troubles and adven-
tures with them. One of the most exciting
of these adventures took place some thlrt}
years ago. A fine, full-grown Bengal tiger
was deposited, in his rough wooden cage, on
this very spot at the gates, having just been
delivered from a ship in the docks. The
lair at the back was being prepared for his
reception, when, the attention of Mr,
Jamrach and his merry men being other-
wise engaged, Trgris regalts set his hind
quarters against the back of his temporary
receptacle, and, using all his strength,
managed to burst out the boards. Then
he quietly trotted out, and down the main
street. The sudden appearance of a full-
sized tiger at mid-day on the pavement of
Ratcliff-highway was the signal for a
general skedaddle, excepting on the part of
a little boy of about eight years of age,
who, never having seen a thing of the sort
before, innocently extended his hand and
stroked the big cat. A playful tap of the
great soft paw at once knocked the child
upon his face, stunned ; and, picking him
up by the loose part of the jacket, the animal
was proceeding up the next turning, when
Mr. Jamrach, who had just discovered the
escape, came running up. E mpty-handed
as he was, he sprang at the tiger's neck
from behind, and, grasping the throat with
both hands, drove his thumbs into the soft
place behind the jaw. Mr, Jamrach was an
unusually powerful man—indeed, he is no
weakling now, though nearer eighty than
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seventy years of age—and at his scientific
grasp the tiger, half choked, let his captive
fall, when a couple of heavy blows across
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the eyves from a crowbar thrust into the
naturalist's hands by an attendant
thoroughly cowed the great beast, who
turned tail and meekly trotted back straight
into the lair prepared for him, the door of
which stood epen for his reception. The
little boy was without a scratch ; but,
although £ 30 was offered his father as com-
pensation, Mr. Jamrach's intrepidity was
rewarded by an action for £:00 damages.
In the end the smaller amount first offered
was awarded, and the loss in costs was
made sweeter by the judge's praise of the
defendant’s prompt and courageous action.
The monetary loss had already been dis-
counted by the arrival, in hot haste,
the day after the accident, of a showman,
who gladly paid £300 for the culprit.
This was no bad speculation on his part,
it was found, when he had counted up
the sixpences received all over the
country for admission to see the * tiger

TACKLING THE TIGER.

that had ecaten a boy alive in Ratcliff-
highway." g

And so, with many an anecdote of his
own and hisz father's experiences in their
peculiar business from Mr. Jamrach the
younger, we go upstairs and wander among
the stock. This, of course, is ever varying
in gquantity and species, but has always
some interesting feature. We are intro-
duced to a solemn monkey, who salaams
gravely three times, and then waits to be
asked to shake hands, which he does with
great ceremony.  We see porcupines, black
swans and antelopes, and we hear, at the
peril of never hearing anything afterwards,
the noisy cranes. There is a Sumatra civet
cat, with a small, fox-like head, and a
magnificent tail; he is not cordial, and
snaps an awkward-looking row of sharp
teeth at us. Just behind his little cage is
a large one, which contains a fine, tall
guanaco or wild llama. The docile-looking
creature moves to and fro behind the bars,
keeping his eye on us, and pursing his
mouth the while. Suddenly Mr. Jamrach
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says, *Look out, he's going to spit!”
and we all duck in different directions
with great celerity—only Just 1n time,

The intelligent L;:.mclmpl.d has conceived
a pu LJleILL against the shape of some-
body’s hat, or the colour of somebody's
tie, and expressesit by spitting, with much
force and precision, at the offender’s face.

A large increase in the general chatter and
growl around us announces the approach of
an attendant with food. The emus and
cassowaries stretch their long necks as far
between the bars as possible, and the pelicans
and cranes yell agonisingly. A large black
panther throws himself against the bars of
his cage, and gives voice unrestrainedly,
In contrast to these, the domestic cat of
the establishment follows the man's heels,
with much tender purring and a sharp eye
to any stray fallen morsel. There are other
cats here in cages—cats too valuable to be
allowed to run loose—magnificent Angoras
and Carthusians, who rub their heads
against the wires, and, as we approach,
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extend their paws in an appeal to
be noticed and petted.

We are promised an interesting
feeding sight downstairs, and we
descend to the ground Hoor.
Among the more risky specula-
tions of the commercial naturalist
are the alligator and the crocodile.
They will sulk and go into a
decline on the least provocation
or without any provocation at all,
and, being expensive to begin
with, often prove awkward losses.
They almost invariably sulk at
first, we are told, and, refusing to
take food, would be likely to get
into a bad way unless cured ; and
the curing of a crocodile’s sulks is
a surprising thing to see. We
find, on reaching the ground floor,
poor crocodilus Taid by the h-.:t.[-
and perfectly helpless, lashed im-
movably to iron rings and posts.
His head is ignominiously sat
upon by a sturdy man in shirt-
sleeves, who presently pokes the
end of a crowbar among the big
teeth, and forcibly prizes the
mouth open into that position of
comprehensive smile so familiar
to the readers of children’s natural
history books. Then another man
kneels before the unfortunate
reptile and feeds him. That is
to say, he takes a lump of meat
weighing five or ten pounds or so, and
dexterously pitches it into the @sophagus,
afterwards firmly and deasively ramming
it home with a long pole. This is the
dinner of all maughty, sulky crocodiles,
and, after having it served in this fashion
regularly four or hve times, the victim
sives up sulking as a bad job. He will
have to swallow it, one way or another,
he argues within himself, and in that case
he may as well take it without being tied
up, and sat upon, and insulted ,s__:nu;llh :
besides which, he may as well enjoy the
flavour as swallow all those eatables without
tasting them. Whereupon he reforms and
becomes a respectable crocodile, taking
regular meals, and is in time promoted to
the Zoological Gardens, or a respectable
Mmenagerie,

This and other things we see, and we
have it explained how dangerous animals
are transferred from cases to permanent
cages, and back again. To transfer a
savage panther or tiger from a case toa
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cagze 12 not difficult.
the cage are raised, the case is put opposite
the opening, and the side removed. Seeing
an opening the captive jumps at it, and the
bars are at once shut down. But to tempt
him back again into a case, when he has
become to some extent accustomed to his
quarters, 15 not always so easy a thing.
Carefully baiting the case with food usually
has its effect, if circumstances permit wait-
ing ; but, if not, recourse has to be had to
smoke. A little damp straw thrust between
the bars and lighted soon makes the lair
uncomfortable, and then ensues a scene.
Eyes gleam, and teeth gnash from obscure
corners, and presently, with a bound and a

Certain of the bars of

yell, the powerful beast dashes through the
apening into the case, and is secured. Tt
may be easily understood that any little
clumsiness or mistake at the critical moment
might lead to the case being overturned in
the rush, or improperly closed. Then, with
a tiger or black panther worked to the
highest pitch of frenzy by the fire and
smoke, some lively adventures would
probably take place.

And so we reach the door inte Britten's-
court, and, with . cordial thanks to our
entertainers for a most pleasant and
imstructive afternoon, emerge into Ratcliff-
highway, with its dock labourers, its
satlors’ boarding-houses, and its slop-shops.




The Spider's I eb.

A Story For CHILDREN :

T EUDDENLY THERE CAME A

f]] that time my aunt Her-
/| minie, fatherless and mother-
less, was hving m the old
abbey of Mauvoisin, near Cor-
beil, which was disaffected
and had become very national.
It was during the Reign of Terror, and she
was nearly twenty years old. She was there
with tweo old ladies, Madame Maréchal and
Madame Badouillet : the former tall and
thin, the latter little, stout, and one-eyed.
One evening—but it will be better to let
Aunt Herminie tell the tale horself. I fancy
I can hear her now, relating this story which
excited me so, the story which I was con-
tinually asking her to repeat.

The story? You wish me to repeat it
ence more, my child # Well, it was in
those days. That evening we were sitting
by the fire : Madame Maréchal and I were
chatting, Madame Badouillet had fallen
asleep. It was about ten o'clock : outside
it was very windy—blowing hard. Oh! |
remember it well. Suddenly, there came a
knock at the door.

[ must tell you first of all that a troop of
soldiers, about a hundred, had arrived
during the day. The officer in command,
a big red-headed fellow, had shown us a
paper, an order to billet them. They had
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taken up their quarters in the chapel, and
had passed the day there, eating, drinking,
singing, and playing cards. They made a
dreadful din. They all calmed down when
evening came, and were all sleeping in
groups,

You will understand, little one, that it
was not very reassuring for three lone
women to be near such people. Madame
Maréchal's husband was away, Madame
Badouillet was a widow, and I an orphan ;
s0 we bolted ourselves in the little room on
the ground floor which was situated between
the high road and the chapel, and that's
where we were when the knock came, as |
have just told you.

Madame Badouillet woke up with a jump,
and we all three looked straight at each
other with frightened eyes. A moment
passed and there was another knock—louder
this time. We had a good mind to sham
deafness, as you may imagine, but joking
was dangerous in those days. If you re-
fused hospitality to patriots, you were re-
garded as a ** suspect,” as they called 1t, and
then—the guillotine ! It was all over with
you in no time.

Madame Maréchal began to recite her
prayers ; Madame Badouillet shook in every
limb ; besides, I was the voungest, so [
ought to open the door.
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[ found some men at the door, with large
hats, making quite a black group on the
roadway. They looked harassed, and their
boats were covered with dust, "'|.|1, first 1m-
pulse was to shut the door in their faces, but
one of them made a step forward, stretched
out his hand, and =aid a low, shaking
volce 1 —

i Shelter,
the night.
have pity upon us ! "
were repeated
in a murmuor
by the group
of men.

Y“Whao
you? "

“ Fugitives—
deputies of the
(sironde—we

citoyenne, give us shelter for

We are dropping with fatigue—
And these last words

d1re

are p:.ll sue d,
save us !

They were
Girondins! You
will know one
day, my child,
what that

meant. It is
enough now for
you to know
that they were
ponr fellows fly
mg from Paris,
|uu~m:] by the
Montagnards,
that is, by their
enemies,

“Wretched
men,” | ['I-.[!'ll-i. d,
“goaway l]u
Lh:lpt:l is full
soldiers. If _'.'r~u
COme 1IN you are
lost |

Thevy hesi-
tated a mao-
ment : then a

pale voung man,
quite a youth,

who was leaning upon the arms of two of

nis comrades, murmured feebly :

“Walk again ! I cannot go a step farther.
Go on, comrades : save vourselves and leave
me here. I prefer to die

They were brave fellows, those Girondins,
They would not
poor voung fellow,

““ Is there no other place but the chapel

where we could rest for two hours—just for
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two hours only ? " asked the one who had
already ]Ill|~.;'! to me.

“ None but this room,” I answered, stand-
ing a little aside ; * and the chapel has no
way out but that door (I pointed to the
middle door), so the soldiers pass through
here to enter or go out.  Let them see you,
and you are lost |

Great dejection was apparent in the face
of the poor man. 1 ».Lnulci see 1t ]ﬂ"ll.]h
for it was a clear night and as light as day.

Adien, atovennes,’ he said simply.

* The district is full of people who are |ui:|-
suing us. Pray that we may escape them!
i hen., lI.L]IIIII'J to his companions, he said in

1 low vonce, * Onward !’

Well, my child, I was quite upset ; my
heart was rent at the sight of their dis stress,
I understood all that they had suffered, and
all they would yet suffer. I looked at their
drooping shoulders, at their bruised feet.
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Certainly, by sending them away I was
shielding us three from danger, because in
helping them T was making mHLIi their
accomplice, and exposing myself and my
companions to severe punishment. Yes, I
understood all that, but pity conguered
prudence ; a kind of fever seized me, and
just as they were moving away—

“ Listen,” I whispered to them ; * there
might perhaps be a way to help you, but it
would be very risky, very daring.”

They drew near cagerly, anxiously, with
heads bent forward. Behind me I could
hear the trembling voices of Madame
Badouillet and Madame Maréchal as they
whispered to each other, “What is she
talking about ? What is she saying:”
But that mattered little to me.

“ At the other end of the chapel, above
the altar,” I continued, * there is a granary
for storing fodder. Once there, you would
be all right, but to get there—— "

* Speak, speak !

'YI;u would have to follow a mnarrow
passage, a sort of overhanging cornice, the
whole length of the wall—and just over
the sleeping soldiers. If they hear the least
noise, should one of them wake up——1"

“Who will lead us? ™

“T will ! ™

I have already told you, my child, that I
was in a fever, that I was no longer master
of myself ; I was acting as if in a dream.
To save them had become my sole aim.
They took counsel briefly among them-
selves, while Madame Badouillet continually
pulled at my skirts and called me mad.
Oh ! I remember it all as if 1 were going
through it now !

“ Thanks, cimﬁcnne, for your devotion,
We will accept the offer [ "

I left the door and they entered noise-
lessly, on tip-toe. There were about a
dozen ; their clothes were torn and their
fatigue was extreme. I told my two com-
panions to keep watch at the door of the
chapel, and turned at once to the fugitives.

“You see those steps leading to the
ledge ? " I asked them. * Well,I am going
to ascend them. When I reach the top I
will open the door and look into the interior
of the chapel, and if the moment is favour-
able I will give vou a sign. You will then
ascend and follow me along the wall to the
granary. Once there—if God allows us to
get there —you will rest yourselves. I will
come to you when the soldiers are gone—
they ought to leave at daybreak. You
understand 7 "'

just a little, and looked in.
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All this was uttered rapidly in a low
voice ; then, positively, I felt as if I were
lifted from the ground, as if imp{_‘,"td by
some superior will. I felt deep commisera-
tion for these men, unknown to me only a
few minutes before ; I felt a protecting
sentiment towards them which elated me.
To save them I would have thrown myselt
in front of the cannon’s mouth, or have
rushed upon the bayonet's point. And 1,
mite that T was, scemed suddenly endowed
with extraordinary strength and energy.
Madame Badouillet was right, I was posi-
tively mad.

I mounted the stairs, opened the door
The soldiers
were asleep in groups, their heads resting
on their knapsacks, their forms making
dark spots on the white stones of the
chapel. Occasionally one would turn over
with a grunt. A slight murmur of breath-
ing came from this human mass. In the
corners the guns were stacked ; outside, the
wind howled in fury. A ray of light from
the moon shone through a side window,
lighting up one =ide of the nave, while the
other side—luckily, the side where the
ledge was—remained quite dark. To get
to the door of the ‘|g;r:1t~.:-u'3,,--thml}r visible,
like a dark spot, along the narrow ledge,
along the wall at about twenty feet I'rc-ru
the sleepers—would be the work of a few
seconds in reality, yet these few 5::1.::11115
would seem an age.

And now came the reaction ; the excite-
ment of the first few minutes was over, and
a dreadful feeling of depression came over
me as | saw myself face to face with the
reality, and understood the almost childish
temerity of my plan. I was seized with a .
mad desire to tell the Girondins that it
was impossible to do it ; that the soldiers
were waking up; that they must fly at
once. Then 1 became ashamed of my
cowardice, and, turning towards the men
who were watching me from below with
uneasy glances, I gave the sign to ascend.

They obeyed, and the first one was soon
by my side. 1 made a sign to keep silence
—as if they needed it, poor men !—then I
stepped upon the ledgu

What a journey it was! I shall never
forget it. I can feel myself now, moving
forward on tip-toe, my left hand lightly
touching the cold wall, my right hand in
space, h.:illn11 every instant to lose my
balance, or to knock against some stone,
some little heap of dirt and pieces of w aII
the falling of which would have roused lhc
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soldiers who were sleeping below, so close
to us. And behind me I can still feel the
dumb presence of those creatures who were
tollowing me, risking their life with mine.
We glided ;1|.H!!|;_'|' the ledee like a troop of
sleep-walkers, holding our breath, treading

with extraordinary carefulness, the eves of
each one fixed upon the one who pr{u--;h--;l
him, all making with beating hearts for
that little door which grew larger as we
approached it—and it was I who was lead-
ing them !

Having reached this exciting point, Aunt
Ninie stopped and locked at me to judge
the effect.  She ought to have been pleased,
for I was sitting on the edge of my chair,
my eyes out of my head, with open ‘mouth,
listening with never-failing interest to a
story which I had heard =0 manv times.
“What then ? " I asked. \
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At length, after a few minutes, terribly
long minutes they seemed, I reached the
goal. I seized the key which was still in
the door, turned it, pushed the door—and

then I thought we were lost !

Nobody had had occasion to go to the
granary for a long time,
s0 that the hinges had
become rusty; and as I
pushed it open it gave
out a creaking sound,
which went all over the
chapel, and sent an icy
chill through me.

“ What's the matter up
there ? " growled a soldier,
with an oath.

[ stood up straight, all
of a shake, and I per-
ceived the fugitives, pale,
motionless, and standing
as closely as possible to
the wall. It seemed as if
our last hour had come.
Luckily, 1t was very windy,
as I have said, and at that
. very instant a strong gust
.shook the roof of the
chapel.

“Go to sleep, and rest
easy, you great fool! It's
the wind!” answered
another voice.

The first soldier listened
again for a brief space,
then stretched himself,
and went to sleep. We
were saved—at least for
the moment.

The door was only half
open, but it was enough
to enable us to squeeze in.
This 1 did when silence
was completely restored
and the others followed one

below,
by one, easily enough generally, without
being obliged to open the door any further.
This was very important, for another creak
would certainly have done for us.

You cannot imagine the joy and grati-
tude of those men when once L:h::_‘.' were all

gathered in the granary. They wept, went
down on their knees, and kissed the hem of
my dress. One would have thought that
[ had finally saved them; but, alas!
the danger was still there, terrible and
threatening.

“Rest,” I said to them ; “stretch your-
selves upon the straw. Here you are fairly
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safe—for the time being, at least. As soon
as they are gone you will have nothing
more to fear, and you can go away in your
turn. Now rest yourselves and sleep, and
count on me if any new danger menaces
vou."

I left them and passed through the door,
leaving it as it was. Of course it would
have been better to shut it, but that was
impossible on account of the noise it would
have made.

My return journey along the ledge was
performed without incident. Alone, 1 felt
lighter, more skilful, and slipped along like
a mouse. At the end of a few seconds I
was back in the room, where the two ladies
anxiously awaited me.

Each one received me in a different way.
Madame Maréchal, severe and sharp, re-
proached me cruelly, saying that shat was
not the way to behave ¢ it was risking my
life and theirs—that I ought to have left
them outside—that 1 was a fool, &c. Ma-
dame Badouillet, on the contrary, approved
what I had done, and defended me, saying
that nobody could reject the prayver of the

SPIDER
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S0 we sal down agam commenting in a
low voice upon the unforeseen and terrible
events which had come upon our hitherto
peaceful existence. And it was really a
dreadful situation.  All these men, enemies,
=0 near to each other ; what might happen
if the fugitives were discovered! It was
frightful, so much so that Madame Maréchal
proposed that we should run away, out in
the night, across the fields to Corbeil,
leaving the men to settle matters alnunght
themselves as best they could—that was
her expression. Madame Badouillet and 1
rejected this proposal with indignation, and
we remained there whispering to each other,
and longed for the end of this interminable
mght.

The first streaks of dawn began to appear,
and we felt within reach of the moment
when our anxiety would end. Suddenly
we heard the gallop of horses on the road-
way. What now? We listened. The
horses stopped, and we heard a noise of
voices. Everybody seemed to be paying
us a visit that night.

Then came a knock as before : and, as

IT WAS | WHO OFENED THE DOOFR.

fugitives—it would have been infamous.
And this good woman pressed me to her
heart, and, pleased to see me back again,
kissed me, while she wiped away the tears
from her one eye.

before, it was 1 who opened the
door. There was a man before
me, surrounded by several hus-
sars who had dismounted.

“They are here, ¢h, citoyenne?" asked
the man, who was not a soldier, but doubt-
less some Government agent. He was stout,
and appeared out of breath through having
come so rapidly.
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[ started, but soon recovered My Sang-
Jrogd. “Here! Who?"

* You know well enough.  Those rascally
Crirondins 1 ¥

“ There is nobody here but the soldiers
who arrived yesterday, as you probably
know."

** That's what we intend to find out.”

He motioned to one of the men to hold
his horse, and dis-
mounted  painfully,
giving a grunt of
satisfaction when he
reached the ground.
He was certainly not
accustomed to that
sort of exercise. He
was attired in black,
with big boots, and
feathers in his hat.
His round, white face
seemed good-natured
at first sight, but the
look of his little
sunken eyes was false
and cruel.

He entered, fol-
lowed by two hus-
sars, and went straight
towards the chapel. |
As soon as he was
perceived, there was
a great stir ; the mass
of soldiers began to
move with a noise
of swords and guns
upon the stones, and
everybody was soon
on foot. The officer
in charge came for-
ward and saluted the new-comer, and we
understood that this fat man was an im-
portant personage.

A conversation in a low voice took place
between them.  Standing near the door,
we tried our hardest to hear what was said,
but in vain ; we could only guess from the
gestures that the agent was interrogating
the captain, and that the latter was replying
in the negative. We feared to see them
raisc their heads and perceive the half.
opened door above. This little door scemed
cnormous now, as if everybody must see it.

However, it was not <o, for the agent,
finishing his conversation with the captain,
came up to me, and with that cunning look
which boded no good, he said, * So vou are
quite sure, citoyenne, that there is nobodv
here but these men # " =
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He pointed to the soldiers, who were
about to brush themselves and put them-
selves in order. 1 looked him in the face
and replied, * Nobody ! "

He put that same question to Madame
Badouillet, who bravely made the same

reply.  Then it was Madame Maréchal's
turn. I thought she was going to betray
us, and I gave her a fierce look. She

hesitated a moment ;
then, with her eyes
on the ground, she
stammered, “ I do not
know—] have been
asleep—I have heard
nothing."

“Well, 7 know
more about it than
vor," said the agent.
“ Some peasants have
assured me that the
Grironding  came  in
here, that they have
passed the night here,
and that they are here
still.  Is it true? "

We all were silent.

* Now just think
well about it, citoy-
ennes. You know
what you are ex-
posing yourselves
to by hiding these
traitors?™

It was terrifying to
be thus questioned in
the midst of men
who were watching
us closely, and whose
looks seemed to
pierce our very souls. [ felt that Madame
Maréchal was giving way, that all was lost.
Her lips moved, she was about to speak.
I did not give her the time to do so, and
putting a bold face on the matter, I replied ;

" Since you doubt us, citoyen, search the
place. 1 will lead you wherever you like.”

He hesitated, thrown off the scent by my
cffrontery, and I thought he was going to
give up all idea of pursuit, when a voice
cried, * It is my opinion that if any little
plot has been contrived, it has been done up
there.”

A soldier, doubtless the one who had
woke up in the night, pointed with an evil
look to the ledge and the granary door. All
eyes were raised, and my legs trembled
under me. 1 thought of the unfortunate
men who were behind that door, without



¥ d

weapons, without any possible means of
defence, histening to what was said. |
cursed myself for having yielded to their
prayer, and having sheltered them. Out-
side they would h.m been in just as great
danger, but it would not have been my
fault. Thev could have fought, run away,

anything ; but there they were through my

fault | It was horrible,

should go mad.

After questioning the soldier—oh, I could
have killed him, the wretch !—the agent
lurth.t] towards me.

“Well, citoyenne, as you propose it, vou
shall act as our guide. L cad us to I:]ml. door
up there ; it's a granary, I suppose ?

I nodded. I could not speak, my throat
was too dry.

“ A few men fol-
low me! On!™

and I thought 1
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moreover, very clumsy, and his fat body
embarrassed him much. When he reached
the top of the staircase and saw the ledge,
on which I had already advanced a step or
two, he hesitated.

“Oh! oh! it is very narrow !
mured.

Then he saw that all the soldiers were
looking at him from below, and, stung by
their looks, he followed me slowly, sup-
]mrtmg himself against the wall, L.u,ppm:r
with infinite caution. Really, if the situa-
tion had not been so dreadful it would have
been grotesque.

Two questions swam inmy head. What
should I do? Should I run rapidly for-
ward and join the unfortunate men and
die with them ? Or should I throw

"he mur-

That wa=s a most
terrible moment,
my child. I had to
summon all my
strength to keep
from swooning, |
drew myself up,
however, and went
towards the stair-
case which led to
the ledge, that stair-
case which I had
ascended with  the
fugitives a few hours
before. The agent
came next, then the
captain and several
soldiers.

What could 1T
hope for in obeying
the order? It would
require a miracle to
save the Girondins.
But I had fought it
out to that point,
and I would fight it
out tothe end. And,
frankly speaking, |
H.LlllLL]‘n. knew what
[ was doing, T was
acting unconsciously
—1T had been told to
2o there, and I was
going, that's all !

| soon reached the
ledge, the agent fol-
lowing painfully on
account of his cor-
pulence. Heseemed,

SEILERS WEDS D"
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myself down on the stones and kill my-
self 7

still, I went on slowly, slowly, expecting
every minute to see the door shut by the
poor fellows as a frail and useless obstacle
to a certain capture ; and 1 was so in-
terested in their fate that I forgot my own
danger.

We had reached the centre of the ledge
when suddenly the agent stopped, and,
turning towards those who followed, said :
“* Look ! spiders’ webs ! " and he pointed to
the entrance of the granary.

And, in fact, by a providential chance, a
large spider's web, torn when I opened
the door, had remained hanging on the
woodwork ; and the insect had, during the
few hours of the night, partly repaired the
damage. The fresh threads crossed the
whole space of the opening, and nobody
could imagine for a moment that men
had passed through that space that very
night without breaking the whole of the
web. Yes, my child, a spider, a simple
spider, had done it.
But one cannot
help thinking that
the good God had
something to do with
it.

“1t s useless to go
further,” said the
agent.

Between you and
me 1 believe the fat
fellow was not sorry
al heart, for he was
dreadfully afraid of
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rolling down below, and pride alone had
sustained him.

There is little need to say more. The
Girondins were saved, and I with them.
The agent went off, followed by his hus-
sars ; and the other soldiers marched away
soon afterwards. '

As soon as the chapel was empty I ran
to the granary. It is not necessary to tell
vou with what protestations of gratitude I
was received. One second more, and, as [
had expected, they would have shut the
door, which would have been fatal; but
Providence willed 1t otherwisze.

We gave them something to eat, and they
remained all the day with us; for it would
have been imprudent to have left before
night. When night came they left us, after
having thanked me much more than I de-
served. Ihad done my duty—nothing more.

We followed them with our eyes upon
the road as long as we could. Then they
disappeared in the darkness.

Did they escape ¥ Were they discovered,
and killed on ther
way ¢ I have never
heard. But 1 have
rejoiced all my life
that I, delicate as |
am, was able to go
through so much
without breaking
down. Madame Ba-
douillet and Madame

Maréchal were both
ill afterwards,
And that is my

:-.»!.U!‘}'.
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ADVERTISEMENTS.

“You will never get better, Caroline!”

SEERRERRRERRER IR

“ [When that wawve strikes me I shail be |
sinesied away and drotened ! .

So cried a sailor, clinging to a half-sunken |
wreck, as he saw a tremendous sea rolling
towards him. Yet he lived to tell the tale safe
on shore.

“Before this time nexd soeek I shail be dead /"

S0 said a woman in a time of great fear. Yet
she also lived, and still lives—to explain her
situation.

Here is her story, told in her own words and
in her own way. She says:—*One day in
September, 1887, | stood at the top of a flight of
eleven steps, about to go down. Suddenly [ was
taken with a giddy sensation. Everything |
ceemed to swim around me, and I fell. 1 rolled
to the bottom of the steps and was picked up
insensible, with a broken arm. The doctor |
recommended rest and quietness. In a few
days I was better, but still felt the shock to my
nervous systenm.

“ Then many bad symptoms appeared. 1 had
an uncomfortable feeling all over me which I
cannot describe. [ couldn’t eat ; my appetite
was gone. There was a foul taste in my mouth;

pains in the sides, back and chest; coated |

tongue and a sense of weakness and distress in
the stomach. 1 felt low and melancholy, and
had anxieties and fears 1 could not trace to any
particular cause. The doctor who atlended me
for some months said it was nervous debility,
brought about by the shock.

“ I ot worse instead of better, and went to
the London Hespital, Whitechapel Road, where
I was an out-patient for several maonths, but [
lkept getting worse. They said | was suffering
with shaock, liver congestion, and debility, I

was then sent to the Drighton Convalescent
Home, where they treated me for fourteen days,
and did little or no good. In a short time I
began to despair, and my husband and others
who came to see me fonght T was doomed.
Thus [ went on from month to month, expecting
cach week would be my last. . Again and again
I whispered solemnly to myself, ‘ Before this
time next week 1 shall be dead !’

“ [ took no further interest in anything per-
taining to this world ; but, thank God, I have a
good husband and a good home. My husband
carried me from my bed every day, and placed
me in the chair sefa, and tried to cheer me up

and persuade me I would get better. But since
I have really got well, he tells me he never in
his heart believed his own words.

* My sister, too, came frequently to see me,
and did all she could to ease my sufferings ; but

| being unable to resist what her own eyes showed

her, she often said, * Yow wil! never gel belter,
Cearofiie.’

“But who likes to read accounts of the
troubles and sorrows of others? so much do
each and all of us have of our own to bear. |
crave your attention only for a few words
Hore.

“1 went on in this way—like one who stands
on the crumbling edge of an open grave—until
February, 1850, when a little hook was left at
my shop which told of the remarkable cures
wrought by Mother Seigel's Curative Syrup.
The narrative of the Policeman of Holyhead
greatly impressed me. I said to my husband,
*The complaint that policeman suffered from is
my complaint. The remedy that cured him may
cure me.”

“T sent at once over to Messrs, Lacy and Co,,
the Chemists, Whitechapel Road, for a bottle. It
did me ;_;ul::ul. I could eat ; but, better stiJthhr_‘
food digested. Before this, when [ swallowed
a mouthful of solid food it seemed to turn to wind
or sour acid and gas, and gave me such pain 1
fancied 1 had heart disease.

“1 persevered with the medicine, and after
taking six bottles I never felt so well in my life.
I can now eat as heartily as any one, and am
never distressed afier taking food.

o _.r'}r(;', I can stosy el _l,."ﬂ.-’{r ;uad’ ey,
and 1 lesive you to imagine what a treat that is
after being bad so long. -

“ Ay husband and relatives, as well as my
neirhbours, are all of my opmion—that Mothe:
Scizel's Syrup saved myv life.

“(Signed) Mrs. CAROLINE SAGE, wile of Mr,
Henry Sage, Basket Maker and Stationer, oo,
Whitechapel Road, London, I.”

One point only in Mrs. Sage's statement
needs a word of explanation. The fall down-
stairs, in which her illness apparently began,
was in fact the result of the malady, which had
for some time been undermining her nervous
syslem—namely, indigestion and dyspepsia, and
the giddiness which ocgasioned the fall was
merely one of its symptoms.
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The Analyst, comparing the flesh-forming ingredients in Cocoas, gives the following average—
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# Flesh-forming ingredients in Natural Cocoa Nibs ... 13°00 ";1
i ditto ditto  in the best Commercial Cocoa with added Starch and Sugar 6700 ""
% ditto ditto in Cadbury’s Cocoa, the standard English article ... <. 21700

“The process of preparation concentrates the nourishing and stimulating principles of the Coeoa bean.® §

“CADBURY'S COCOA BEINC ABSOLUTELY PURE IS THEREFORE THE BEST COCOA."

“ The name Cadbury on any packet of Cocoa or Chocolate is a guarantee of purity.”—Menpicat _q_nﬁu.“,;.
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For

Toilet and Nursery.

Specially prepared for the delicate skins of Ladi~
and Children and others sensitive to the
weather, winter or summer,

REDNESS, ROUGHNESS AND CHAP?ING
PREVENTED.

PROFESSOR

SIR ERASMUS WILSON, F.R.S.

(Late President of the Royal College of Surgeons, England).

“PEARS BOAP isan article of the nicest and most
careful manufacture, and one of the most refresh-
ing and agreeable balms for the skin.”
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