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THE BANE GAVE WAY, AND IN WENT HIS LORDSHIP.
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AM a keen sportsman, and
a landscape painter of
some repute. It wasin
connection with my pro-
fession that T was spend-
ing the early summer in
the vicinity of a well-
known trout stream, and

here occurred the memorable adventure I am

going to relate.

I had taken up my quarters at the old village
inn, whose sign of the rod and creel is so well
known to artists and anglers. And very
popular is the jolly host of the “Isaac
Walton™ (as the inn is named), a garrulous
old fellow, yet one of those men who can
tell a good story, and has a fund of anec-
dote to draw upon. Artists and anglers alike
give him freedom of speech, for he is often
extremely entertaining,

So soon as he saw my fishing tackle, mine
host of the “Isaac Walton” grew strangely
gxcited, :

“1 welcomes you, sir, as one who has heard
of our famous trout ! ” enthusiastically cried he.

“No,” said I. “Can’t say that I have.”

“IVkat 1" said he.
trout 17

“So, then, you have the proverbial big trout
here, as they have elsewhere?” laughed I.

For a moment he was dumbfounded.

“Never heard of our big trout?” he repeated.
“Might I make so bold as to inquire where you
come from, sir? )

“ From London, as my luggage labels would
have shown you.”
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“ Never heard of our big

“ An’ perhaps, sir, you may not belong to an
angling society?"”

“No” said L
angler.”

“Then that accounts for it, sir!” with an air
of decision, which plainly showed his own
satisfaction.

“Well,” I inquired, “and after all, what is
there so interesting about this particular trout?”

“A great deal more than you appear to
be aware of, sir. Anglers have come from
far and near, brought by reports of our
famous trout of the Greenvale waters. All
sorts an’ conditions of men have had a try for
him—an’ ladies, too; an’ even tken that old
fish has been ungallant enough not to get
hooked! From time to time some of the
best Iondon anglers—representatives of first-
class angling societies—have been down, an’
gone away disappointed. A fish 1s like a horse,
sitr ; you can’t make the latter drink, or the
former bite.” .

“And he is really a fine fish?” T asked,
wishing to draw him further, for I was
becoming interested.

“A prize, sir; a prize for the angler who
lands him! Then there’s the old Squire (he
don’t fish himself) sits at home an’ chuckles
when he hears of some celebrated angler’s
discomfiture. He only wants good men to try
their hands, so ’tis no easy matter to get a
pass.” ,

“I expect the fish has been hooked so many
times that he has grown shy ?” T suggested.

‘ Only once, sir, only once. That @/d shy him,
as well it might! But I'll tell you the story.

“I am an artist, not an
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“‘I'wo yegrs ago the Bishop of B came
down here fncog.—dressed just like an ordinary
gent, you know, sir. I knew him Dbefore he
were made a bishop, an’ he knew me. So |
told him about our big trout; for 1 knew
him to be a keen angler, an’ a good one.

“On the day that he set out to capture the
big trout 1 had the honour to accompany him.
There’s never been a more memorable day in
my life. The bishop hooked that fish the first
cast, sir, an’ he’s never been hooked since !

“The fun began, an’ ran on fast an’ furious.
The play the bishop made with that fish was a
sight fit for any angler to behold. I kept on
applaudin’-—an’ something else when I thought
he were going to lose his fish. Once only
during that exciting time did his lordship
address me.  I've never forgotten his words, so
much like a prayer were they : ‘My good man, if
you wwonld keep quiet!” An’ mum I was to
the end of the battle.

“The big trout had fought up-strecam an’
down-stream ; an’ I, possessed of the landing
net, sprang into the shallow, an’ held myself in
readiness to lift out the big trout whenever he
became exhausted—which I didn’t get that
chance, more’s the pity!

“If he'd got to die, the hig trout meant
dying game. Twenty minutes of exciting play
had already passed, an’ still the big fish seemed
as lively as ever. The bishop wanted to get
him down stream into the shallow, an’ the fish
aimed for his retreat under an old willow stump.
Sometimes one had the advantage, an’ some-
times the other. I'm too impatient to make a
good sportsman, sir, an’ I did grow impatient
on that occasion. Se I told him at last he'd
play with the mouse (meaning the fish) till he
lost him, an’ it was then his lordship begged
for my silence.

“But the end was at hand. The bishop had
got close to the edge of the bank, to work with
a shortened line, rendered necessary by the
near proximity of the underwood. Just then,
as ill-luck had it, the bank gave way, an’ in went
his lordship with a splash bigger than the
great trout had cver made when rushing for a
fly

“ was forced to laugh, sir—I couldn’t help
it. But I soon saw his lordship was like to
drown. So 1 springs out of the shallow, an’
runs along the bank until I comes to the pool.
Then I reached down the landing-net, an’ he
grabs it. An’ so I landed the bishop, sir, just
as I'd intended landing the big trout !

“ An’ the bishop, he stands on the river bank,
water streaming from his saturated garments,
whilst he wrung his hands with vexation an’
disappointment. I did feel sorry for him, an’

his laments were very sad.  In the end, I fished
for his rod, an’ got it out at last. Then I reeled
up the line in a thoughtful sort of way, there
being a chance that the big trout might still be
on the hook, but the line came in slack to the
end.

“1 don’t believe, sir, the poor bishop ever got
over the terrible disappointment of that unlucky
day. However, he didn’t go an’ die, an’ have a
monument raised to his memory—though that’ll
come later for the many good deeds he’s done
—but he said that after such a muddle as he’d
made he’d never cast a fly for that big trout
again. Nor has he, sir.  An’ so the prize
remains for other rods to win.” “

“ A good story,” said 1. “ But I fear 1 must
nol aim to grasp so great a prize.”

“An’ why not, sir?  Your chance is as good
as the rest. ’Twill be something to be able to
boast of that you've cast a fly for him.”

“T agree with you,” said I, and turned away.

And then 1 heard him say to his wife:
“Some people neither travel nor keep their
cars open. He’s never heard of our big trout!”

“Then he can’t be of much note himself!”
was the not too flattering reply.

But when, a few days later, I was able to
show my host a pass {or the Greenvale waters,
I rose considerably in his estimation. He de-
scribed the big trout’s haunt, and gave me so
much meant-to-be-useful advice that 1 set out
on conquest bent as well primed with pisca-
torial knowledge as though I had a printed
guide in my pocket. .

I made direct for the tountain-head, 7.e., the
big trout’s haunt. To reach it I had to plunge
into a great wood, and use the river for my
guide. 1 worked my way up-stream, and
followed the bank as well as I could; but I
had to make many détours, as mossy glade or
thick underwood alternated. Each time I stood
on the river bank I hoped I had hit upon the
big trout’s haunt. After many disappointments
my object was at last attained. There was no
mistaking the spot—an ideal one for a big fish.
It was as my host had described it. The river
took a short turn, was deep and sluggish, and
abounded in pools and shallows. But the sur-
roundings of the pool were such as to render a
cast difhcult, and very delicate play would be
required if I were fortunate enough to hook the
big trout.

I felt at that time that next to landing the
big fish myself I would like to have witnessed
the bishop’s discomfiture. Better still, those
twenty minutes’ scientific play by a skilled
angler must have been a sight to behold! Alas!
where such a champion of the rod had failed,
how poor must be my chance of success! And



»

THE GREEN

then, again, 1 recalled the humorous side of the
innkeeper’s story.  Also the disgust and dejec-
tion of the London *cracks.” They had not
set the Thames on fire by a trip to Hamp-
shire waters!

Before attempting operations I took careful
note of the big trout’s haunt—its peculiarities—
those little spots which meant a tangled line and
a lost fish, I noticed that the rush of water
after heavy rains had ploughed deep into the
river-bed, and hollowed out the opposite bank
to a considerable depth. A heavy growth of
brambles and underwood shaded the over-
hanging bank. Below the pool was a shallow
formed by the deposit of gravel washed from
the river-bed.

I had stood for some minutes watching the
waters of the pool, and at last the well known
“rings ” appeared which marked a trout’s rise.
In a moment I was roused to action. The
wish to emulate those champions of the rod
who had already met lailure as good sportsmen
spurred me on to my own momentous cast.
I grew sanguinc. What if T were destined to
succeed where so many had failed! Ah!if I
could only gain a glimpse of the big trout so as
to gauge his might and weight! And my wish
was almost immediately gratified. Suddenly a
big fish shot clean out of the water, from the
impetus of a rush at a tempting May-fly that
had fallen, light as a scrap of gauze, upon the
surface of the pool. He fell back into his
native element with a flop that was music to
my ears, whilst the glimpse I had caught of his
magnificent proportions caused my eyes to flash
and my fingers to tremble with keenest excite-
ment and expectation. Without further hesita-
tion I set up my tackle.

I found numerous difficulties in the way
of my making an effective cast. ‘T'he near
proximity of the underwood compelled me
to use a shortened line. I had a mind to
“dangle” my fly, but the shadow of my rod
would have fallen on the surface of the pool;
and, then, it was not a sportsmanlike pro-
cedure.

My first three casts were failures. The line
entangled, and splashed the water in a way
that would have alarmed any fish. Then 1
lost my temper. Immediately afterwards my
line became fast in the underwood behind
me. It took a long time to disentangle the
foul. Whilst engaged upon this (to an im-
patient angler) most disagreeable task, the
snapping of a twig and the rustling of the
underwood on the opposite bank attracted my
attention. For no panicular reason I stepped
into concealment. The sounds continued, and
seemed to indicate the passage of a person

GRASSHOPPER. 5

through the underwood. At last the rustling
ceased at a point a few yards below me, and
close to the pollard willow which overhung
the pool.

A grave suspicion shot into my mind—
someone was on the opposite bank who had
designs upon the big trout. I watched the
bushes intently, and this is what I presently
saw : the briars thrust carefully aside by a small,
sun-browned hand ; then the freckled face of
a boy appeared, lit with the glow of keenest
expectation. Immediately afterwards a hazel
wand was quietly thrust forward, and a baited
hook at the end of a few feet of line lowered
gently into the water.

In an instant I had grasped the situation,
and sprang excitedly from my concealment.

“You young rascal!” I began. “How
dare——" But I was too late. The big
trout had made his rush and been securely

, hooked.

“ At last !” cried the boy.

There was no systematical play of the fish,
no music of the reel, no deft handling ot
rod or line ; every angling law was disregarded.
The boy’s tackle was strong and rustic--he
simply hauled the big trout through the opening
he had made in the briars as unconcernedly
as he would have landed a disused kettle or
an old shoe!

In the meantime, boiling with indigna-
tion, I discarded my own tackle, sprang
into the shallow, and waded across. I then

pushed through the underwood towards th:
spot where the boy had disappeared. I ea:ily
found him; he was deep in admiration of his
prize—a monster trout of between 4lbs. and
5lbs. weight.

“You young poacher!” I cried. *What
do you mean by it?” o

At first the boy looked somewhat discon-
certed, but, quickly recovering himself, he
replied : “I've been trying for him, sir, these
past two summers, but nothing I could . put
before him was sufficiently tempting. Ain't
he a beauty?”

“Yes—but—I question your right to do
as you have done. You are poaching.”

“No, sir; it's my privilege.”

“Your—what ?”

“It's this way, sir: Father's head keeper
here, and often has to catch a brace of trout
for master’s table. ‘As father ain’t no hand
at the job, he usually passes it on to me;
and now I've been and succeeded where so
many—even a bishop—have failed.”

I choked down my indignation, for I had
an idea.

“ And the fish will really go to your master’s
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table?” I asked, mean-
ingly.

He was a sharp boy,
and he understood.

“You want him, sir?”

“Well, it does seem
a pity he should be
cooked and eaten when
he would look so nice
In a glass case.”

“You are right, sir;
he is yours. The Squire
might not like it if he
heard that 7 caught the
celebrated big trout.
Take him, sir, and tell
your own story of his
capture.”

“ One moment,” said
I; “what bait did you
use P ”

“A big, green grass-
hopper, sit.”

I sighed with exceed-
ing sadness, for I had
learned that even the big
trout had his vulnerable
point.

+* - - *

On my way back to
the “Isaac Walton” 1
had leisure to reflect on
the cvents of the after-
noon. 1 was possessed
of the big trout—the
coveted of so many
anglers—but its posses-
sion gave me little satis-
faction. I had rescued
it from the pot—for
what? To make it a
“specimen "—nothing more! Alas! for the
departed greatness of the big trout. He had
taken his last “rise,” yet not become elevated
to-fame. Had he succumbed to the Bishop
of B he would have been exalted with a
honoured name, whilst all that I could give
him was a preservative and a glass case !

The innkeeper manifested genuine (if selfish)
sorrow over the departed greatness of the big
trout. To him I related the true circumstances
of the capture, and to him alone ; it was done
to clear myself in his eyes of having perpetrated
a terrible crime.  He vowed that his living was
gone from him, for who would now visit the
“Isaac Walton”?

AT LAST | CRIED THE BOY,

So 1 seized the opportunity tg make a little
proposal to him, and in the end won his
complete pacification. Ae has the big trou’,
beautifully stuffed, and it is f4e attraction of
the ‘Isaac Walton.” I have heard that he
makes a good thing out of the exhibition of
the big trout.

I hear also that he docs not now tell his
customers the story of the Bishop of B———,
but another story, a truly remarkable one—of
a certain London artist, “ Who could fish, sir,
an’ the proof’s there in that case—an hour an’
forty-five minutes’ play, without a foul, an’ a
fish as died game!”

And I blush—modestly, if you like.

’



Sketches by Rex Osborne.

CHAPTER 1.

I Ay a dog of the Irish setter breed, and my
full name is Finn M’Cool." T am called * Finn”
for shortness. I am, to the best of my belief,
very well bred. On this point I, personally,
possess no evidence that would satxsfy the Court
of Chancery, but, inasmuch as I was born in the
kennels of Lord Vegetable Marrow, it may be
taken for granted that my family is not of
mushroom growth. The earl never admits to
terms of intimacy either man or beast that
cannot boast a pedigree at least as long as the
Atlantic cable, and all my relations have been,
or still are, his special favourites.

My remembrance of my earliest days is, of
course, somewhat hazy. I know, however, that
my mother gave birth to eight of us within a
few hours, and that when my eyes opencd we
occupied a commodious apartment containing
plenty of clean straw, and lighted by a window
in the roof. Here my brothers and sisters and
I frisked about as soon as we were able, My
mother was extremely fond of us, spent most of
her time licking us, and growled and looked
angry when anybody came near. ‘The kennels
were situated about gooyds. to the rear of the
carl’s residence, the name of which was Hog-
wash Hall. When I was about eight weeks old
the earl gave a ball, and to this all the best
families of the county were invited. The kennels
were the favourite meeting placeof the stablemen
and gardeners, for smoking and gossiping pur-
poses, and for a couple of weeks before.the ball
they talked of little but the approaching event.
I did not then know that it was destined to
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influence my whole future career. When it was
over they pronounced it a great success.

It happened that some of the visitors who
came from a distance remained a few days at
the Hall, among them a young lady of some
thirty summers named Miss Juliet Boxwood.
Being of an inquisitive turn of mind, she took
a peep at everything within walking distance,
and among other places visited the kennels. The
moment she saw me she took a fancy to me,
and begged to be allowed to adopt me. She
praised my coat, which was longer and more
glossy than that of any of my brothers or sisters,
and pronounced me to be by far the finest of the
litter. I learned afterwards that his lordship
was approached almost immediately, and that
he, contrary to the advice of his head game-
keeper, made her a present of me, During the
remainder of her stay she visted me three
or four times each day, brought me milk and
biscuits, and nursed and kissed me. Even at
this early age I felt very keenly the absence of
the gift of speegh. There were many observa-
tions which I strongly desired to make, but
when I attempted to give them utterance I could
only get out barks and growls. Even then I
possessed the intellect necessary for the task
(more than has fallen to the lot of most two-
footed animals, such as geese and men), but my
vocal organs were defective.  When “ Miss
Juliet,” as she was called, expressed her intention
of taking me away with her I protested most
vigorously that I had no desire to leave my
mother. She, however, caught me up, pressed
me to her bosom, and smothered my remarks
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with kisses. 1 was very much annoyed, but felt
rather flattered. A circumstance which did
much to reconcile me to the change was a
marked alteration in the demcanour of my
maternal parent towards her offspring, in-
cluding myself, during the last few days.
It became clear to me that a change of some
sort was inevitable, and at length I took kindly
to the thought of becoming the companion of
Miss Juliet. \hen the fateful day arrived, I
was put into a basket containing clean straw,
and placed in the carriage of my mistress.
After a drive of about three hours we arrived
at Mistletoc Mansion.

The year which followed was the
happiest of my life. 'The mansion,
which contained thirty-eight rooms,
stood in a park of over six hundred !
acres. I had the run of the entire
place. Miss Juliet simply adored
me. During the first few weeks I
slept in her bedroom, and after that,
as I was rather restless at night,
therec was a bed made up for me
just outside her door. As I grew big,
she was given to boasting
of the splendid guard she
possessed. Whom or what
I guarded her from was a
mystery to me, as nobody
seemed to have the slightest
desire to deprive her of
her liberty or indepen-
dence. She was an un-
claimed treasure, It
pleased her, however, to
think that 1 guarded her,
or that she needed guard-
ing. At all events, she
made a continual fuss over
me. She combed and
brushed my coat for an
hour at a time, and was
never tired of showing me
to her friends and com-
paring me with their dogs,
to the disadvantage of the
latter. I had the best of everything in the way
of food, and two or three servants were dis-
charged for having accidentally trodden on my
toes. A considerable time was consumed in
selecting a name for me. From my very earliest
days I displaved a strong inclination for fighting.
Even in my mother’s nest 1 indulged in it
I completely mastered my brothers and sisters,
invariably taking precedence at feeding time,
and to this the kennelman attributed the
thriving and sleek appearance which caused
Miss Juliet to take a fancy to me. Hence,

SHE CAUGHT MFE UP AND SMOTHERED MY
REMARES WITH KISSES.

it was decided that my name should be sug-
gestive of battle. T'he names of Plutarch’s heroes
were considered one by one, and Took’s Pan-
theon exhausted—but in vain.  As I was of
Hibernian extraction, it was ultimately decided
to call me after the anctent and uncon-
quered Irish warrior, Finn M’Cool.

I was soon taken for walks in the park, and
when the weather grew warm 1 was taught to
swim in a beautiful lake which it contained.
When about six months old 1 became aware of
the possession of a great gift. I had noticed for
a considerable time, that, during our walks
through the grass, birds
rose 1 front of s, and
sometimes  rabbits  and
hares. One day I came
across a scent, which I
followed with little diffi-
culty, and soon started a
pheasant.  This awakened
a new sensation, which was
extremely enjoyable. 1 felt
that T could run scents all
day long without getting
tired.  As a matter of fact,
whenever 1 went out after-
wards I spent all my time
in searching for scents, or,
as one of the gamekecpers
phrased it, ‘working the
park.” My indulgent mis-
tress watched me for hours
bolting game, After a time
I found myself able to
catch rabbits, and occa-
sionally I secured a hare.
The keepers were unani-
mous in nforming my
mistress that I possessed
“a splendid nose,” but
assured her that too much
liberty was spoiling me, and
that their statement would
be found to be true when
the time came for *break-
ing me in.”  She paid very
little attention to them. During most of the
summer and autumn she sallied out every

" morning, soon after breakfast, equipped with

the latest novel. She selected a seat in a guiet
nook, near the edge of the lake, and whilst she
read I hunted. When I caught anythipg 1
carried it back, and laid it at her feet. This
continued until we both grew hungry, when we
returned to the mansion for luncheon. In the
afternoon we generally indulged in a repetition
of the enjoyment of the morning.

Those were the huppy days of youth, and, as
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I now know, were too good to last. I was
extravagantly fond of my mistress. [ndeed, I
could not very well be otherwise, for never was
animal petted, pampered, or flattered more than
I. Whilst she frequently indulged in unsym-
pathetic criticism of her neighbours, particularly
of the young people of her own sex, she had
nothing but fond words and caresses for me, I
had access to her presence at all times. e
were almost inseparable companions, and seemed
“to live but t6 love ” each other. This state of

I SI;E!\'T ALL MY TIML IN SEARCHING FORl BCENTS.

bliss continued until I was about fifteen months
old. Then my troubles and trials began.

CHAPTLER II

THE Boxwood family consisted of Mr.
Boxwood, Senr, who was an invalid, and
had to be wheeled about in a small carriage;
Mrs. Boxwood, a portly and good-natured old
lpdy ; Mr., or, as the servants and neighbours
calted him, ¢ Master” Tom Boxwood ; and Miss
Juliet, Master Tom was very fond of hunting
and shooting. He kept greyhounds, and also
setters and pointers, but they were all housed
close to the residence of the head-keeper, and
were never seen in the park, except when re-
quired for use. It hdppened that' I was out
with my mistress on several of these ‘fshooting

Vol vi.—~2
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days.” At first the noise of the guns frightened
me, but after a time inquisitiveness got the
better of fear, and I ventured near the shooting
party. I saw the dogs ranging over the ground,
‘and when any game arose I noticed that the
sportsmen knocked it over. Here, I thought, was
an opportunity for me to distinguish myself.
The other dogs travelled at what appeared to
me to be a snail’s pace, and every now and
then stopped altogether. I resolved to go into
it with a will. Taking iny place by the side of
the others, as if to start fair, I put
an amount of energy into the busi-
ness which caused the sportsmen
to laugh. I travelled at about five
times the rate of the other dogs,
soon found a covey of partridges,
and flushed them; but, unfortun-
ately, too far away from the guns to
permit of any attempt being madec
to shoot them. The order was
immediately given, * Pick that dog
up.” Quite unconscious of any sart
of guilt, I allowed myselfl to be
caught. Puzzled and crestfallen, 1
was led back to my mistress,
who took me indoors. At
dinner, in the evening, I took
my usual place by the side
of her chair, and found, to my
surprise, that I formed the
subject of the company’s conversa-
~ tion. It was agreed, on all hands,
that my pedigree was superb, and
that it was absolutely necessary that
1 should be at once “ broken to the
gun,”

At first my mistress did not
take kindly to the idea, but as she
was in a minority of one, and it was

pointed out that the course proposed would be
better in every possible way, both for her and
myself, she consented. A few days later one
of the under-keepers called for me, and led me
to the kennels.

By this time I had begun to wonder what
“breaking-in ” was like. 1 had a strong desire
to stand abreast of my tribe in everything, and
so looked forward with pleasurable anticipation
to the educational process about to begin. Alas !
I little dreamed of the brutality with which it
was to be conducted.  On the morning follow-
ing my first night in the kennels, the man who had
led me there appeared, placed a strong collar
on my neck, and, having brought me out into
the yard, tied me to a post with a hempen
rope. My surprise at what I considered his
quite unnecessary roughness was turned into
alarm when 1 saw him approach with a heavy

\"
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carter’s whip. I did not have to wait long fecr
an explanation of his intentions, With all the
strength he could command and for fully five
minutes he flogged me unmercifully. My poor
body was a mass of bruises when fatigue caused
him to desist.  After resting for some little time
he approached me once more, and, with frightful
yells and execrations, again beat me savagely.
After this he placed me indoors and went away.
In the evening he brought me food and water,
the former of which I was much too ill to touch.
Next morning I felt sore from head to foot.
My cruel trainer came in early, inspected my
untasted food, and went away. A couple of
hours later he returned,
led me again into the
yard, and repeated the
barbarity of the preced-
ing day. I began to fear
that he would kill me.
I tried by shrieks and
mcans to excite his pity.
I looked into his eyes,
and tried to tell him that
I was ready to obey
him in every way he
desired. My attempts
at talking, however, he
mistook, or pretended
to mistake, for snarling,
and he lashed me all the
more in consequence,
When he was tired he
again placed me in my
kennel. I soon found
myselfin a state of fever.
I longed for the presence
of my beloved mistress,
who, had she but dreamt
of my condition, would -
have rescued me from
such humiliation and
outrage. I passed
another restless day and
night without tasting the
food which stood within
reach. Next morning my condition was so
serious that I felt that a repetition of the previous
day’s performance would mean death to me.
With agonised and despairing feelings therefore
did I look forward to the appearance of my
tormentor. He came in due course, and once
more led me into the yard. I thought my end
was come, and heartily wished to be shot.
Much to my surprise, however, he unfastened
the cord from my collar and turned me loose.
Weak, ill, and bruised as 1 was, hope arose
within me, and I made a dash for the gate.
Vain endeavour. I found it closed. The yard

FOR FULLY FIVE MINUTES HE FLOGGED
ME UNMERCIFULLY.,

t
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and kennels were surrounded by a high wall.
I rushed, first for one point, and then for
another, only to find myself a prisoner. My
captor seemed amused at my terror, and when
at length I relapsed into despair he coarsely
exulted in my humiliation. After the lapse of
two or three minutes he cracked his whip
several times, and began ordering me about.
He said, “Come over here,” or *Go over
there,” and when, in order to obey, I was
obliged to pass near him, he generally dealt
me a savage blow. I understood his language
quite well, and was perfectly willing to obey
if allowed to do so quietly.

I.Like the human
schoolmaster of a cen-
tury ago, however, he
thought that education
could not be imparted
without brutality, and
having flogged me in
order that I might learn,
then flogged me in order
that I should not forget.
The lesson lasted about
half-an-hour, and ended
by his opening the door
of my kennel, and deal-
ing me a parting blow
as I entered it. For
several days this per--
formance was repeated,
but, much to my relief,
the brutality diminished
as time went on.  After
seven or eight lessons
there was still much
shouting and whip.
cracking, but few blows
were struck.,  Then I
was taken out in the
fields, along with an old
and well-trained setter,
to learn my actual work.
As Soon as I found
myself loose I was seized
with an irresistible impulse to see my mistress,
and at once dashed off as fast as my legs would
carry me toward the mansion. I paid no
attention to the angry remonstrances of my
trainer, who yelled to me to return, and
never paused for breath until I reached the
bedroom which I had so long guarded. My
mistress was not there. I searched the drawing-
room, the library, and, in fact, the whole house,
without finding her. I then scoured the garden
and the grounds, with the same result. Crest-
fallen and nervous 1 again entered the house,
only to find myself captured, and handed over
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to my relentless pursuer. Trembling and de-
spairing I was led back to the kennels, tied to
the well -remembered post, and. flogged as
brutally as before. For several days my edu-
cation was again conducted in the yard, until I
was so cowed and spiritless that I did not even
howl when struck. After that I was again taken
into the fields, with the dog already mentioned.
I made no further attempt to run away. I was
so disheartened that during the first two or three
days I could not learn anything. My sense of
smell seemed to have left me. I could think of
nothing but that terrible whip, which constantly
hissed and cracked above my bruised- back.
At length my trainer became more humane.

He addressed me in a com-
paratively kindly voice, ‘en-
couraging me to follow the
example of my canine com-
panion. This I soon did to
the best of my ability. As
terror departed, I occasionally
forgot my instructions, and
dashed ‘at feathers or fur, but was invariably
.and instantly recalled to a serse of duty
by a yell from the wiclder of the merciless
thong.

I shall never forget the feeling of rapture
which swelled my soul when one afternoon, on
returning to the kennels, I heard my trainer
inform the head keeper that I was now
thoroughly broken. 1 thought that all my
troubles were now over, and that soon I'd
again enjoy the society of my beloved mistress,

PSR T L T e TR e e

with all the liberty and license which it in-
volved. It happened that on this very day
a shooting party assembled at the mansion,
and the next morning I was afforded an
opportunity for the display of my abilities.
I gave unbounded satisfaction. The guests
and Master Tom agreed that I was the best
setter they had ever shot over.

Towards evening a carriage drove towards
the party, and when it drew near I saw with
inexpressible delight that it contained my
beloved Miss Juliet.  Instantly forgetting
duty and glory, and all wet and muddy as I
was, I threw myself upon her. I covered her
with kisses, and conveyed to her in the best

e

THE GUFST8 AGREED THAT I WAS THE BEST SETTER THEY HAD
EYER SHOT OVER. g

manner my toice permitted my joy at seeing
her, and my longing to give up everything for
the sake of her company. She caressed me
most tenderly, and the scene brought tears
to the eyes of several gentlemen present. As
the day’s work was nearly over, I was allowed
to proceed with her home, where we were soon
followed by the now hungry company, and, after
being feasted, flattered, and toasted, I laid me
down once more to sleep on the sheepskin rug
which adorned my mistress’s door.

' {To be continued.)
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CHAPTER 1.
IN THE CAMP OF THE ENEMY,

N my lady’s glance I detected both malice and
amusement, as she kept me dallying at the
tangled skein of her embroidery.

Twice had mine eyes sought hers beseechingly.
“Clousin,” I at length implored, *“ may I not to my
room ¢

But she held up a warning finger. “Patience,
and bade me listen to the converse of those
around.

Dear heart! I had heard enough. Could it
indeed be I, Etienue Glanvil, that thus sat midst

this concourse of rebels, listening with calmuess

to their traitorous boastings? Alas! ’twas true.
The afternoon sunshine, glinting through the
mullioned window ’neath whick I ‘sat at my
lady’s feet, flashed its beams upon the steel
head-pieces, and with golden finger of scorn
pointed out the orange sashes of the King's
eneties who thronged the room.

mademoiselle,” she whispered, in merry mockery,

Since St. Valentine’s Day had the army of
Fairfax been marching westwards from Crediton,
scattering and routing the King's troops with
such success that now, at sunset, their outposts
had driven back the Cavalier army to within half
a mile of the town of Torrington.

Alas ! saving myself, none other at Stapleton

was there who did 'not rejoice at the success of
the Parliament, from Sir Geoffrey Stapleton, its
owner, down to the smallest stable lad, who, out
of compliment to the newly arrived Roundheads,
had stuck their badge for the coming fight—a
sprig of furze—into his greasy cap, and rau hither
and thither shouting, * Death to the malignants !”

Not a voice that cried, “God save the King!”
—not a loyal heart in all the throng! But when,
speaking of His Majesty, they robbed him of that
kingly title Heaven alone had bestowed upon
him, I could no longer endure. Trembling, I rose
to my feet, letting my lady’s skeins fall unheeded
to the ground, and confronted them. .

“ Nay, sirs, the Aing!” I cried, scornfully; “tlic
King ! Ye have taken from him lis throne and
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CHAPTER T
IN THE CAMP Of THE ENENY.

lN my lady’s glance I detected both malice and

amusement, as she kept me dallying at the
tangled skein of her embroidery.

Twice had nine eyes sought hers beseechingly.

“Clousin,” I at length implored, “may I not to my

room }”

But she held up a warning finger. “Datience,

'mademoiselle,” she whispered, in merry wockery,

and bade me listen to the converse of those
around,

Dear heart! I had heard encugh. Could it
indeed be I, Etienne Glanvil, that thus sat midst

this concourse of rebels, listening with calmmness-

to their traitorous boastings? Alas! ‘twas true.
The afternoon sunshine, glinting through the
mullioned window 'neath which I sat at wmy
lady’s feet, flashed its beams upon the steel
head-pieces, and with golden finger of scorn
pointed out the orange sashes of the King's
enemies who thronged the room. -

Since St. Valentine’s Day had the army of
Fairfax been marching westwards from Crediton,
scattering and routing the King's troops with
such success that now, at sunset, their outposts
had driven back the Cavalier army to within half
a mile of the town of Torrington.

Alas ! saving myself, none other at Stapleton
was there who did ‘not rejoice at the success of
the Parliament, from Sir Geoffrey Stapleton, its
owner, down to the smallest stable lad, who, out
of compliment to the newly arrived Roundheads,
had stuck their badge for the coming fight—a
sprig of furze—into his greasy cap, and ran hither
and thither shouting, “ Death to the malignants 1*

Not a voice that cried, “God save the King!”
—not a loyal heart in all the throng! But when,
speaking of His Majesty, they robbed him of that
kingly title Heaven alone had bestowed upon
him, I could no longer endure. Trembling, I rose
to my feet, letting my lady’s skeins fall unheeded
to the ground, and confronted them. .

“ Nay, sirs, the Aing!” 1 eried, scornfully; “tlie
King! Ye have taken from him his throne and
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all that thereto pertaineth, but you cannot make
him other than your King—that will he ever be—
as you, for certes, are but traitors !”

At this they all turned and regarded me in
much amaze, while my lady, laughing shrilly,
“Peace, cousin,” she cried ; “little fool !”

“ Nay,” laughed a burly officer, who stood near,
his eyes upon me; *check her not; ’tis, in truth,
but that pretty spirit of loyalty embodied, which,
’tis said, we have lost in England.”

And amidst the general laugh that followed, I,
with heaving bosom, escaped from the room.
Outside in the shadowy hall I encountered Giles
Harrison, in all the bravery of his newly acquired
uniform of captain of the Rebel Horse. Bowing
coldly, I passed on.

At the bend of the staircase he overtook me.

“ Mademoiselle,” he cried, “ this is but a sorry
welcome to Stapleton !”

He stood inmy path, the light from the window
above falling upon his breastplate of uvolished
steel and leathern doublet, and lighting up his
dark, restless face.

“Indeed, sir ! ® I said, scornfully. *Then must it
be so, seeing that I would wish thee and all other
rebels a hasty departure !”

He laughed without malice. Like all at Staple-
ton, he was prone to treat my avowed adherence
to His Majesty’s cause with amused contempt.

“ 8o, mademoiselle,” he cried, “ I return to find
thee still a malignant and our enemy.”

But I answered him not, being too sore for
words, and passing onwards gained my room.
Once there, I flew to the casement, and looked
with eager gaze to where, scarce a mile away on
yonder hill, rose the fair town of Torrington, to-
night the citadel of the brave and gallant army of
the King.

Dear heart ! what content would I have hadrto
be there, if only to help burnish the head-pieces
of those who were to fight for the King. Bat
instead must I linger in the camp of his enemies,
having no other shelter but that offered me for
charity’s sake in the house of my distant cousin,
Sir Geoffrey Stapleton, staunch Parliamentarian.
And once more did my thoughts fly with quick re-
proach to that cruel Latour, who had thusleft me
to exist on the cold charity of distant relatives,
and I here needs must take his miniature from its
place and look into the haughty, handsome face
of this great noble of France, whose hardness
had broken my mother's heart.

“ Hadst thou been a boy, Latour would have
claimed thee,” Sir Geoffrey had said bluntly when
he had brought me (on my father's death, now
two years ago) a friendless orphan of sixteen, to
Stapleton. For all knew the grief it had been to
the great soldier, the Marquis de Latour, to have
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had no son to inherit his military renown—a
renown that had commenced even in his youth,
when he had fought at the side of the adorable
Henri of Navarre. Maid of Honour to Queen
Henrietta Maria, my mother, his only child, had,
while at the English Court, met and married my
father, a Devonshire gentleman of scant fortune.
But the Marquis de Latour, who had other plans
for his daughter’s hand, had from the day of her
marriage disowned her.

One hope of reconciliation had he held out.
“Come to me,” he wrote to my mother, * with the
grandson of Latour.” And, alas! I, my parents’
only child, had been a girl, to my mother’s never-
ending sorrow, .

Never to the day of her death had she tired of
telling of the greatness and bravery of this cruel
Latour, and many a time had shé bidden me
remember that, poor though I was, some of the
noblest Llood of France flowed in my veins.

Al me! Il times were these now to think
of noble birth or rank, seeing that the King
himself was driven from his throne. Yet, never-
theless, was it no small blow to 1y pride when
my Lady Stapleton had but yesternight named
Giles Harrison as possible suitor for my hand.

Giles Harrison, forsooth! who, being body-
servant and secretary to Sir Hugh, had cunningly
used the unhappy quarrel of our country ss an
extraordinary means of improving his position,
so that he, who once fed at the servants’ talle,
was to-night one of the chief officers of the
Roundhead Troopers quartered at Stapleton.

I fear me I forgot my dependency when I

reminded my cousin Lady Stapleton that it
was not like that one of my birth would so
forget herself.
. “ As you will,” she had cried, disdainfully, * but
Sir Geoffrey hath told me that Giles Harrison
is marked for high favour, having but lately
furnished the Parliament with information of
most grave import, and, is, moreover, already
trusted by General Cromwell with much business
of a private nature.”

Then, as I eried out in horror at so abominable
a recommendation, “Poor Giles'” she laughed
contemptuously. *So must he look lower than
our mademoiselle 1”

For “Mademoiselle” was the nickname that,
half in jest and derision at my partly French
origin, my cousin’s wife had bestowed upon me
when first I had come to Stapleton. And, strange
enough, so it scemed to e, secing the English
maid I was at lheart, and in rearing, the name,
clung to me, and as * Mademoiselle” was I known
to one and all,

Before the night was an hour old, the fight that
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had begun with a few shots in the fields was
raging fiercely.

The hedges of the closes beyond, that lay
between the rebels and Torrington, were out-
lined in fire as the muskets blazed and flashed
across them, the sound of the shot mingling with
‘the cries of the men in combat.

As 1 listened and hung through my easement
for better view, I would one instant be filled
with fond hope, then, crushing its too flattering
promise, search the gloom for reason by which
I might read success to those for whom were
all my prayers. _

But the dark night withheld from me the
answer [ strove with aching eyes to find, and
at last, weary and heartsick with apprehension,
I sought the hall below.

Here I found a mixed assembly of servants
and village folk, to whom the father of Giles
Harrison, “ Crazy Ezekiel,” as he was called, was
holding forth at great lemgth. Well known to
all about was he, and ‘as much feared as had
been his wife, the Spanish woman, of whom such
tales of the evil eye were still told. TFo-night
the assembly listened to him, open-mouthed, with
interest. .

“A sign from Heaven,” he was saying as I
entered, “ye ask! Rather shall ye receive a
sigh from hell, which clamours with hungry
mouth for this army of papists yonder, men of
Belial, servants of an idolatrous King!”

So speaking, his eyes blazing, his tall, spare
figure quivering with the excitement his traitorous
sentiments had aroused within him, he paused, and

in the silence that followed came a sound most-

terrible. The distant roar as of a thousand
cannons was borne to our ears on the night
breeze, and the house tremnbled and shook to
its very foundations. Terror-stricken, the crowd
screamed aloud and fell on their kness in a
panic.

I had but one fear. The roar bad scarcely died
in low mutterings ere I had gained my room, and
was looking from thence to Torrington.

Over to the north of the town arose a dull, red
glow, into which bright sparks and blackest
smoke poured and rushed as if from the mouth
of a fiery mountain. Then, even as I gazed, the
red light faded, and over Torrington there fell the
gloom and silence of death itself,

As, spellbound by terror, I hung through my
lattice, above the hubbub of those below I heard
my lady’s voice calling me.

Outside in the corridor I found her, her face as
white as her wrapper, a light held in her shaking
hand.

“ Cousin,” she cried! wide-eyed with terror,
“swhat means this? The Horse went away to

the ficht an hour
Geoffrey.”

Striving to calm her fears as best [ could, I led
her to her chamber, and presently, at her request,
went below to seek for tidings,

But I had barely gained the hall when the
outside doors opened with a clash, and into our
midst rushed a man, his face blackened and
blood-stained. For a space all hung back, aghast
and speechless, whilst he, with red and lashless
eyes, peered blindly upou us as an owl will blink
in the sunlight. Then, staggering to a seat: “The
church!” he cried with a groan ; *’tis no more !”
and swooned as he spoke,

A cry of consternation rose from all, for, though
the face we had not reeognised, the voice was Sir
Geoffrey’s. '

The next moment Sir Geoffrey’s henchman,
pushing his way amidst the gaping crowd, rushed
across the hall and fell on his knees beside his
master. :

“Now, Heaven be thanked !” he exclaimed,
brokenly ; “for never did I think to see him again
alive. Hardly had T left him in the churchyard,
when the church, in which we had placed the
prisoners our party guarded, blew up. Never
have I seen so fearsome a sight ; all around us fell
the lead, stones, and timber of the church, beneath
the ruins of which I feared was my dear master,
along with those malignants who have upheld
the man Charles Stuart.”

As, half stunned by his tidings I hastened
hither and thither for restoratives for my lady,
and dressing for Sir Geoffrey’s burns—which
Iatter proved happily not serious—my keart ached
for those poor servants of the King who had thus
perished so cruelly. Alas! for the issue of a fight
that had comnienced with so fatal a catastrophe.
Well might hope dwindle in my breast. Nor had
I long to wait for confirmation of my worst fears.

As 1 passed by the porch on my way to my
chamber, a mud-bespattered dragooner lung him-
self from bis panting horse outside, and entered.

Longing for, and yet dreading his tidings, I
approached him, and asked how went the
fight.

“Marry ! ” said he, with a grin at his own wit;
* it goes as fast as horses’ legs can carry it out of
Torrington.”

“They have lost !” I cried, starting back as if
from a blow. And at my words he turned and
stared at me curiously enough in the lamplight.

“Nay,” said he, “for Fairfax hath gained the
town, and the malignants fly for dear life in the
darkness ;” and leaving me standing at the foot of
the staircase, he passed on into the hall, and 1
heard him cry his tidings to those within,

So the worst had happened. As I crept to my

ago, and with them Sir
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room [ heard a mighty cheering at the King’s
defeat go up from the base hearts below.

Sitting at my window disconsolate, I watched
the grey dawn rise over the woods beyond.
Twice a party of horse rode beneath my window
on their way from the fight. Grim and set were
their faces under their helmets. On such heavy
looks one might have wagered a defeat, but truly
indeed was it said that neither victory nor failure
had power to alter the calm demeanour and
steady discipline of this strange new army of
fanatics.

So I thought, watching them, while over the
land the day broke and the sun rose to he
welcomed by the birds, which sang in the trees
with a gladness that seemed like mockery to
my heavy heart.

Later on, having breakfasted with my lady, who
had recovered her usual high spirits, and sparved
me not in raillery concerning the fight, I went
at her bidding on my way to the kitchen, where 1
had much trouble in accomplishing mine errand,
so hard pressed were the servants in providing for
the ever freshly arriving Roundheads.

Outside in the courtyard was a company of
troopers, in the midst of which strutted my young
cousin Hal, a pretty lad of seventeen summers,
with such a fine conceit of himself that, had I
been less sad, I could have found merriment in
the sight.

But as T turned to leave the kitchen, being
anxious to quit such company, he caught sight
of me, and running in, would have snatched my
arm.  “Well, my pretty malignant!” cried he,
drawing all attention to me ; *“we've settled thy
friends out yonder!”

“Nay, that remains to be proved,” said I,
scornfully eluding his grasp.

“Hoity-toity ! What a spitfire!” he laughed,
mockingly. “They should have had thee at the
fight out there! You might, perchance, have
taught some of the conies not to run to their
holes so soon.”

The men round the fire, pleased at this sally,
laughed loudly, and, gratified by the amusement”
he had created, my cousin turned to me.

“ Not so fast !” he cried, stopping me as I'strove
to escape. *“Gentlemen, may I present to you
Mademoiselle Etienne Glanvil, a most unflattering
kinswoman of mine, who would dub you traitors
and see you all hanged if she could procure it!
Now own, wouldst thou not 2” and he pinched my
cheek with such intolerable impertinence that 1
forgot all but the indignation I felt at such treat-
ment, and cried out that hanging was too good
for traitors,

And with hot cheeks I turned and tled through
a side door that led to the rosary. But even here

was sign of the times. Down the moss-grown
paths a Roundhead sentry paced. His back was
towards me, so with all haste I gained a door in
the wall, half - hidden in a tangle of ivy and
mosses, and passing through it, entered the
shrubbery beyond.

For, indeed, I longed for solitude, where I
might, free from mocking eyes, weep out un-
restrainedly my poor heart’s sorrow.

CHAPTER IL
THE KING'S LETTER.

N OW I knew a spot in the woods yonder which

Nature in most sweet mood had fashioned
to her liking. Here, through the tall trees’ shelter-
ing shade, the sunbeams never fell too fiercely,
the wind in unkind manner never camne. A little
stream that flowed between high banks rippled
o’er its rocky bed in measures most musical ; while
around a dell all carpeted with thickest moss
grew ash sapling and drooping hazel, giving so
soft a shelter to the woodland Howers, they
deemed ’twas spring here when, outside, winter
storms were raging, and in such pretty ignorance
bloomed in safety.

Here might one sad at heart find comfort, and
hither did I turn my steps. Having climbed the
high bank that bordered my bower, T pushed
aside the tangle of bramble and hazel boughs;
then stood, arrested by sudden fear, Ior, at the
sound of my approach, a man, who sat beneath,
had started to his feet. .

. I saw his hand seek his sword ; then, catehing
sight of me, where T stood looking down from the
bank above, he swept his hat from his head with
the most courtly grace in the world. The next
instant he swayed before iy eyes, and with a duil
groan dropped like a log ,

So startled was 1 by this that I stood, as it
were, rooted to the spot, looking down to where
he lay so still beneath 1ne. ‘

It flashed on me then that perchance 'twas a

, foolish thing I had dene, to come thus far alone,

seeing the country was in such a state of strife
and tumult, and so thinking would have gone as
quickly as I had come, when on a sudden my eye
caught, hanging about the stranger’s neck, the
medallion worn ounly by those gentlemen who
served the King. As I noted this I forgot my
alarm in fear for his safety.

Furtively, I glanced to right and left of me;
then with trembling fingers did I disentangle the
clinging briars. from my gown, and in all haste
scrambled down the high bank to where he lay
motionless beneath the hazel boughs, the blood
flowing from a wound in his throat. Slowly it
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welled up over the lace at his neck, and down
to the meossy bank upon which his head was
pillowed.

Scarce daring to breathe, T erept with groping
hands to his side, and with a shudder let my
fingers glide above his heart. But they shook,
and at first hope died within me-—-when ’neath
my hand, I felt, feeble but true— the throb,
throb, that told-me he lived.

In ull my life T ne'er had known more content-
ment, Oh, that I wmight save him! Full of
new-found apprehension, I sprang to my feet
and looked around. Though it was near the
roadway, I remembered with joy how cumningly
Nature’s hand had screened this sweet place from
view. Nay, but I would save bim !

I bent and loosened his cravat, and with strips
torn from wy kerchief bound his wound. Alas,
what wmaiden, in these troublous times, but
had had occasion to learn such aid to the
wounded? Yet still he lay as if death claimed
him, not a quiver of the eyelid showing he lived.

Then my glance fell on his hat, which lay hard
by, and, catching it up, I scrambled along the
bank of the stream. But, as I stooped to fill the
dusty beaver, therg fell from it a packet that had
been concealed somewlere beneath feathers or
lining. With hasty hand T caught the missive
eve it had time to touch the swirling waters, and,
tucking it for safety in the bosom of my gown,
contented myself by dipping the remainder of my
lerchief into the water ; and with this, having
regained his side, did I bathe the stranger's
face.

Soon, maybe, but to me the moments scemal
hours, he opened his eyes and stared at me in
feeble wonder. '

I was bathing his forehead when he looked up,
but T ceased on that instant, for, indeed, it
appeared to me then an untoward thing for a
maid to be doing to so perfect a stranger—
though, as a Christian, surely I could not have
done less,

Slowly he raised himself on his elbow and
regarded me in bewilderment, and I noted then
bow goodly a man he was to look upon, and that,
no longer a youth, he wore his better manhood
with distinction. Then his hand went to his
bandaged wound, and back came his eyes to my
face where, as mine fell 'neath his gaze, the
blushes were gathering.

“80,” said he, smiling, “I have found a friend?”
And gaining his feet, * Madam,” said he, bowing,
1 am almost persuaded that in Devon-the fairies
inister to poor mortals.”

“8ir,” I answered, “in Devon, as elsewhere,
gentlewomen are ever 'ready to tend the sick
when duty presses them to do so.”

Vol, vi.—3

joyfully, his blue eyes kindling.

I spoke lLangltily, as is the way of a maiden
when confused, feeling I would fain excuse the
service I had done him, and yet, withal, a secret
content in my heayt to think I hkad thus tended
him

Waiting his reply, I glanced up to find his gaze
upon me. But no sooner did my glance meet his
than, with the tenderest grace, he fell to apologise
for such a freedom.

“You will, madam, I trust, pardon my wonder-
ment,” he said.  * For the last two hours I have
been closely purSued by two most persistent
villains, who at length, lying in ambush in the
narrow lane beyond, came upon me ere I was
aware. After a short encounter the cowards
made off, leaving me, however, a tritle wounded
and bereft of mmy good horse, which, affrighted at
the onset, hath galloped I know not whither.
Thus, somewhat spent, I sought these woods for
shelter, not without apprehension of meeting here
further attack. Instead of such, I find, madam—
I find yourself. ’'Tis no small marvel my surprise
is only out-balanced by my gratitude.”

“Sir,” T replied, blushing at such over-thanks,
“’twas indeed nought,” and pointing to the
medallion at his neck, I added: “We would
serve the same cause, I trow—my father wore the
like.”

“Tis s07 1 could have sworn it,” he cried
“Then am [
indeed lucky to have thus fallen upon friends.
Those villains did il choose their place of attack.”

But I held up a warning finger.

“ Nay, sir,” said I; * rather are they cunning
villains. This place is a stronghold of the King's
enenies.”

“ Enemies ?” he echoed. * Nay, but you ?”

“8Sir,” I replied, hanging my head at the shame
of it, * my father died fighting for His Majesty,
but nevertheless, I, his daughter, have no shelter
but that offered me by the King's enemies ; but
be assured,” I added, with my leart in my voice,
“that were I a man I would sooner die than
accept the like,” and my lips quivered as I turned
aside from him.

“Dear lady,” =aid he, presently, in gentle tone,
“these times are sad for all true souls, yet, me-
thinks, a tender gentlewoman, so placed, who
loves the cause, has barder lot than any.”

Into the silence that fell between us, a little
robin, perched on swaying twig athwart the
stream, poured forth clear notes of gladness. 1
watched the sweet bird with tenderness, while
all around there seemed ta fall a strange, wild
charm of joy and coming spring.

“So fair a spot,” said he, and of a surety his
voice had caught the same witchery that did enthral
me, for all atune it was with running brook and
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singing bird, *should listen but to words of hope,
or else were heresy indeed. Dear lady,am I over-
bold to ask, to bear as favour of one who has
s0 graciously ministered to my poor needs, the
little posy.of violets that nestles at thy throat?
Trust me, it shall adorn no coward’s beaver.”

But I stood silent, with bowed head, before
him, all in a new-born shyness that sovely puzzled
me,

“ Why,” cried he at length, ¢ will you not wish
me at least God-speed? Must I away without
a word 1”

Then I looked up. * Nay, sir,” I said, “that

would I not, if word of mine be any contentment
to thee.” And, unfastening the posy, I placed
it in his hands. “Indeed, sir,” I said, “do I
wish thee God-speed, and the King kindest
fortune.”
+ “ Amen,” he answered, softly, bending over my
hand as he took it, and at that instant did I catch
the sound of approaching horses. Startled, I
looked to him, but he stood undisturbed at my
side, in tender contemplation of the violets.

Without a word I sprang to the bank, and
there, passing the bend not a quarter of a mile
away, was a company of troopers coming slowly
towards us.

The sight brought back all my fears for the
Cavalier’s safety, of which I could but deem him
strangely callous, seeing he was cut off from all
help. It was not unlike, I thought, that the
villains of whom he had spoken had told of his
whereabouts to the troopers at Stapleton, and
even were it not so, the woods, I had no doubt,
would ere long be searched for stragglers.

Truly there was no time to be lost ! So spring-*
ing down with all haste, “Sir,” I said, shyly
enough, “I know not thy mind, yet if thou hast
knowledge which way my Lord Hopton hath
retreated from Torrington——"

Here he broke in upon me with such a cry
of amazement, I stopped and gazed astonished.
“Come you not from the fight 7 I questioned,
a doubt for the first tiine crossing my mind.

“The fight?” he cried. “ Nay, what tidings s
are these? I come from the King to Hopton
at Torrmgton

“Alas! sir,” I answered ; “then has ill-fortune
reached Torrington before thee! The fight there
has raged the night through, and this morn
Fairfax holds the town.”

But he regarded me closely, incredulity in his
glance.

“Torrington fallen--nay, lady,” said he ; “this is
some rebel's boast.”

““Alas! sir,” I faltered, sorrowful enough to be
the unparter of such ill-tidings, *’tis indeed but
too true, There are those who say,” I added,

sadly, *“that the brave Lord Hopton was most
ill-supported by his foot soldiers, who decreased
sadly by desertion as the fight waxed.”

The words had scarce left my lips ere he uttered
a cry of anguish, and throwing up his arms in
despair, cried : “Torrington fallen!—Torrington’
lost !—then am I too late! The cowards! The
cowards !” he cried ; “they have undone us!”

Suddenly there came a sound that sent my
heart to my mouth in fear. For someone was
moving in the wood near us. I could hear dis-
tinctly the steps cautiously approaching through
the fallen lcaves with which the copse was
strewn.

“Sir,” I whispered, dismay in my yoice, “ they
are searchmg the woods. Alack! sir)” I cried,
wringing my hands, “the Roundheads will tal;e
thee.”

He raised his head and listened. Watching his
face, I saw something like despair cross it. ‘Then
his hand flew to bis sword, which he as quickly
relinquished, and, turning to me with a glance at
once stern and entreating,

“Madam,” he said, *“’tis not for myself I fear
discovery, but for that which T carry, which,
should I be taken, alive or dead, must not be
found by these rebels.”

As he uttered these words in earnest, Lurried
tones, there came to my mind the remembrance
of the packet that had fallen from his beaver,
which still lay in my bosom fo:rgotten till this
instant.

“ Sir——" I ¢ried, but the words I was about to
speak froze on my lips, for standing close to my
side, though partially concealed by the branches,
was & man watching us.

The Cavalier, however, not seeing the cause
of my hesitation, was hastily searching his beaver.

“ The base traitors !” he muttered. *“Marry!
we will outwit them yet.” The next moment,
with a cry of consternation, he dropped the hat
and looked around. * The letter——" he gasped,
% Madam—the King’s letter—it has gone !”

In vain I strove by glance and gesture to give
Lim warning of the spy.. Distracted by vexation
at his loss, his eye was seeking eagerly each
corner of the dell.

“The King's letter ! he cried. “ It was but the
moment before I caught sight of thee that I did
assure myself of its safety!” he said, coming back
to me in despair. '

As he spoke he stopped suddenly, catching
sight of my face, which was full of confusion ;
as I looked up at him I saw doubt creep into
his eyes, and scorn—yes, scorn of me— wreathe
his lips.

Reading Lis thoughts, I cried out in horror of so
detestable a misjudgment, and at that moment
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tlie spy broke through the bushes. As he did
0, my scream rang out, for it was none other
than Giles Harrison that confronted us, sword
in hand.

“Why,” cried he, his eyes glittering, “ thou art
indeed clever, mademoiselle ! ?

CHAPTER TIIL
STEPHEN GALE.

TH E Cavalier, whose sword had flashed from its
scabbard with no less haste, would now have

rushed upon him, but no more time had

tht two to glare with angry eyes at each

other before an officer of dragooners

appeared on the top of the bank

by which I had entered the

woods.

At sight of him and his men,
who speedily {followed,
the Cavalier dropped his
sword to his side, and
with a bitter laugh ad.
dressed me ;— '

“Madam,” he said,
with quiet scorn, **’tis
well planned!” and the
Roundhead officer now
calling on him to sur-
render, he did so with
disdainful calmness.

Alas ! though my heart
cried out in protest, that
1 must let him depart
thus misjudging me, yet,
for the sake of the cause
we both loved, I stood
dvmb before him, bitterly
realising with what a
nicety the garb of guilt
fitted my late actions.

Giles Harrison, who
had from the first sought
the Roundhead officer’s
side, still remained with
him in close converse, .
and in & tremble of fear R
and apprehension I leant
Against the mossy bank,
with burning cheeks and fast-beating heart. Alas!
) could but feel that my very attitude was giving
the Cavalier confirmation of his worst suspicions,
yet for the life of me I could not think of another
method to save the despatch, '

But as the party, with their prisoner in their
midst, moved off, I ventured to look towards the
Cavalier. = Straight into bis eyes I looked, im-

ploringly, but, alack ! of what avail is innocence
if it be dumb? Set in contempt was the glance he
returned we ; and scorn clothed each feature, as,
a captive and unarmed, yet the proudest and
noblest figure of them all, he rode off.

Giles Harrison’s voice broke harshly upon my
sadness, and my beart gave a bound of fear. Why
had he not also gone forward? Did Le know or
suspzet what lay in my bosoni ?

. .',,(

**THOU ART INDEED CLEVER, MADEMOISELLE !"

“So,” he said, “have we captured the King's
messcnger, but what of the King's letter,
mademotiselle 77 .

I shot a hurried look to where he leant by a
tree, his sidelong glance upon me, as he pulled
the yellow catkins from a bough overhead, and
tossed them into the stream. But nought could I
guess from the mocking face he wore.
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“To think,” he cried, with angry insolence,
“that the haughty mademoisclle should thus
demean herself to entertain a gallant in the wood
—and so well, mademoizelle, that after his meeting
thee, my men, who were after him, have contrived
te secure, unperceived by either of you, the dis-
patch this walignant carried in his beaver!”

What meant he ? Was he fooling ne? Looking
to his face I found it working strangely, his eyes’
burning glance upon me.

“’Tis true,” he said, his voice rising. * Has not
this malignant himself confessed it? Did T not

hear him assure thee, even in reproach, that the
moment before hie caught sight of thee the letter
was safe in his keeping 17

So this was his reading of the riddle. I almost
forgot my indignation at his presumption, in relief,
seeing such saved me from his suspicion of
possessing the dispatch.

*“What a tale for my lady’s cars!” le cried,
mockingly. “ Mademoiselle’s bright eyes ensnar-
ing the game for us—mademoiselle thus un-
wittingly befooling a King’s messenger!”

Mine eyes flashed at his audacity, but 1 did not
reply. In truth, what mattered %is mockery if the
missive escaped ?

* Mademoiselle,” he said, more softly, coming
nearer to me, * do you not see how go the times?
Think you this army of pretty gentlemen—day-
dreamers ; discrganised by the ever-changing
policy of an inconstant, intriguing King—shail
win the day? Nay! as the wheat before the
sickle, so will the King fall; aud all they who trust
in him.”

“Enough, sir!” I cried scornfully, but he con-
fronted me, his head thrown back, his eyes
glowing. ‘

“ Mademoiselle ! ” he cried, a strange ring in his
voice ; “a river flows between us traly, but the
bridge may be crossed. Cross it, mademoiselle,
now—now—to the side that means safety—power
—renown ! You shall not repent it, for I will
prevent that. Yes, I—I, mademoiselle, if thou
wilt!”

“You!” I exclaimed in horror, starting from
him. *“Oh, that thou dost dare!”

“Dare ' ” he cried. “ Havea care, mademoiselle !
1 am no longer the servant you despised. Yes,
mademoiselle, yeoman’s son though I am, yet
have I turned the scales against a King and spoilt
his army ! ®

My laugh of scorn rang through the dell.
“ Alas! Giles Harrison,” 1 said, “a midsummer
madness hath seized thee”

But he caught my wrist roughly. “ Fool!” he
cried. “Tistrue! Did I not by stratagem learn
the King’s mind was bent on a hasty retreat into
Cornwall, and have not my creatures pevented
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yonder messenger from reaching Torrington in
time to stop last night’s battle 77

I started at his words, remembering the Cava-
lier’s passionate assertion, that a hasty retreat
would have saved destruction.

“You!” I gasped, increlulous. * 'Tis not
possible!”
But he laughed at my dismay. “Yes, [,

mademoiselle!” he cried. And springing up the
bank he left me with a backward glance of
insolent trinmph,

Such a shock was his news to me that I stood
where hie bad left me, overcome by vexation and
astonishment. To think that Giles Harrison hdd
thus trinmphed, and now made bdast of his
traitorous doings !

So far I thought in desperation, and then.what
did I do but laugh softly as my seeking fingers
closed themselves upon the King’s letter—the
letter he imdgined safe in his men's keeping, the
presentation of which to the traitors was to bring
him such coveted credit.

Al, dear, but T laughed not long as I thought
onall! For Giles Harrison would soon discover
his men’s failure, and then, I doubted not, I
should be suspected.

Sitting down to think, I remembered with what
intent | had sought this place—to weep ! Ah,me!
tine for that when despair was mine, but now
—now to save the King's letter!

Alas, in all the ways my mind searched eagerly
for help, I found no hope of assistance, so at last
I cowrted chance and turned my steps homewards.

teturning the way I had come, by a hill steep
and thickly wooded, T walked on in deep thought,
my feet treading softly on a carpet of pine needles
with which the wood was strewn, and so reached
at last the heart of it.

Here, where the shadows and solitude were
greatest, I came suddenly upon two men in angry
converse. With all haste did 1 conceal myself
behind a tree, alarme:l to find myself in such ill
company, in so lone a spot.

Peering forth fearfully, 1 saw that the elder of
the two was a thick-set, ill-favoured fellow, whilst
the other was a man of slimmer build, with a
beardless, boyish face.

“ Coward !” cried the elder ; “ thou didst basely
desert me this morning, letting me bear all the
attack of that cursed malignant. Hadst thou
kept faith with me, we would have completed
the business.” And in a mighty rage he shook
the fellow, till the latter groaned and gasped in
a manner fearful to hear,

Relaxing his hold for a second, his victim cried
out :—

*Mercy brother! 1 have tidings that will
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make thee, and can put thee on a regular
Liornet's mnest of malignants in Torrington, for
which information Giles Harrison will overlook
this present failure.”

“So!” exclaimed his brother, *“this was thy
intent, had I not overtaken thee, to save thyself
and leave me in the lurch!”

And he bent over the other with such evil
in his eyes that the latter, without further
waiting, burst forth :—

“"Twas at the inn at South Moulton, where
I did keep watch at the back lest the Cavalier
should give us the slip—thysell watching at the
front entrance. As I crouched in the hollow
_ Beneath the staircase a maid came flying up from
the cellar below, and, plucking the malignant by
the sleeve, drew Lim aside into the passage where
I lay hid. ¢Sir,’-she whispered, ‘my master is
a villain, and liesto thee ; no King’s man is he! Be
on thy guard, for about at the entrance yonder
are two rascals with the intent of waylaying thee.
Tarry not, and if thou hast need of a trusty soul in
Torrington, forget not my brother, Stephen (Gale—
his house stands eighth iu the lane to the right of
the church—many a service hath he already done
the King's men——’

“ Much did 1 erane my neck and stretch mine
cars to hear further, but though the wench spared
not her tongue, not a word more could I catch
because of the commotion that dolt of an inn-
keeper and the villagers were making in the tap-
room beyond. As it was, the closing of the door
opposite startled me, and rushing from my hiding
place, T reached the yard, just in time to see the
malignant turn his horse with all speed into the
voadway beyond. Thou dost remember with what
haste I ran round to thee then, crying that our
man had escaped us.”

“This Is a fine tale,” growled the elder; *“ yet as
I now have learned this news, I do prefer myself
tirst to acquaint Giles Harrison with it.”

But no sooner did he so speak, than the younger,
liaving contrived under cover of his narrative to
secure his brother’s dagger, sprang up, knife in
hand.

I waited to hear no more. Leaving them much
occupied in reviling each other, cautiously 1
slipped from my shelter and ran unseen by them
across the wood.

As with fast-beating heart I climbed the hill,
I found myself repeating: “Stephen Gale!”
“ Stephen (fale—a trusty soul!” So this was
where chance had led me, nay, rather had kind
heaven guided my steps and discovered for me
the only man who could now aid me. For I
would seek this Stephen Gale, and that right
speedily, before these willuins had time to be on
his track,
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Thinking thus, hope rose within me, yet 1 went
not without many a backward glance of alarn.
The consciousness of what I carried in my bosom
had brought with it ready fears—it was the King’s
messenger rather than I, Etienne Glanvil, who,
with cautious steps, stole through the wood to
the house,

For before I could hazard entering Torrington,
must I return to my room, there to obtain money
and some disguisement. The town, on such a
day, strictly guarded as it would be, might be
open for the country folks to gape at, but for me,
cousin of Sir Geoffrey Stapleton, to be seen there
alene, unattended, would be deemed an action so
unaccountable, that if detected I had small chance
of finding Stephen Gale.

- But in a dark cloak and hood, with such a cap
as the serving maids wore, to conceal my ringlets,
I might hope to pass unsuspected.

Avoiding the front entrance, I sought a side
door and re-entered the house unperceived by
anyone.

As T passed along a corridor I looked down
into the courtyard below, fromm whence arose a
perfect babel of voices.

For gathered there were troopers, dragooners,
and foot soldiers, who, one and all, clamoured
of the recent fight,

A little apart from the rest, near the clock
tower, guarded by a sentry with smoking match
and ready musket, was a disconsolate crowd of
weary - looking men, who, as they wore round
their right arm a folded handkerchief —which
1 knew had been the badge of the Cavaliers in
the recent fight—I adjudged to be the Royalist
prisoners.

Not a sign could I see of the Cavalier, and much
did I marvel where they had lodged him. Alas'
though at remembrance of his misjudgment of e
my heart. sank, yet I had much comfort in the
thought that the King's message, for the safety of
which he cared far more than his life, had yet a
chance of escape from falling into the hands of
the rebels,

Stealing softly towards my chamber, I was to
my discomfort hailed by my lady, who expressed
herself vexed at my absence. ’

“ All the morning long have [ sought thee,” she
complained ; *“but a short while since came word
from His Excellency that he doth intend in person
to assure himself this noon of Sir Geoffrey’s
condition, and,” said she, “1 would have my hair
dressed before these warriors arrive ; these clever
French fingers of thine shall invent some new
device to ensnare their admiration.”

Alas! nought was there but to do her bidding ;
and with an anxious heart [ followed her into her
chamber.
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As T curled her flaxen tresses my thoughts fiew
fast, for, oh ! much did I deplore this unlooked-for
delay. Outside in the corridor already might
Giles Harrison be waiting, and no comradeship
could I expect of my lady, whose whole aim
it would be now, I knew, to secure the favour
of the victorious rebels.

Catching sight of miy face in the glass, she cried
out at my pale looks, saying such white cheeks
would scare the most ardent admirer. * What
matter 77 eried I, with spirit, “seeing there are
nought but rebels or rogues left in the country-
side.”

“Why, coz.!” laughed she ; “despise not thy
face ; ’tis that and thy tender years alone which
keep so outrageous a malignant as thyself from
correction,”

“I do verily believe,” she said presently, as she

rose, “‘that thou hast the heart to dare much
hadst thou the chance to serve the King!”

“Indeed, cousin,” I replied, firmly, “that I
have ; be not deceived!”

“Well, do thy worst, inademoiselle ! she cried.
“We give thee leave. Oh, despair not,” said she,
airily, patting my cheek, *a mouse once helped a
lion !” and, her hand just above the King's letter,
she looked into my eyes and laughed with light
insolence

CHAPTER IV.
HIDE AND SEEK. ’

LOST no time in seeking my chamber, though

not without much apprehension.

But no one did I encounter, and I began to hope
that duty had called Giles Harrison from Staple-
ton. As far as I could judge, my lady had heard
nought of my adventure, and this would .not have
been the case had Giles Harrison been long in the
house.

Still, it was not to be accounted on, for none
knew better than I the extent of my lady’s
duplicity, and for aught I could affirm her latest
bantering had been but to make my approaching
failure the more galling.

Once in my rooni, I searched even its small
dimensions for possible spy, then barring the
door, I sat down and drew with eager fingers
the precious packet from my bosom,

It was little one could hazard of its importance
‘from the outside. Of written characters there
were noue, but it was both carefully and curiously
sealed.

With tender care I replaced it, remembering,
with a thrill of rapture, whose august hand had
perchance penned it. And then commenced the
preparations for my journey.

_ woust fears.

In the oaken eh¢Te before me were all my small
possessions, and from these [ presently selected a
dark cloak and hood. Of money I took my all, a
purse of gold pieces and a handful of silver. But
no cap such as I needed could T find, nor aught
that would serve for its substitute.

I was planning in my mind how best to procure
one from the maids without arousing suspicion,
when through the window I saw approaching the
house the three people whown in all the world I
had most wish to avoid—Giles Harrison and his
two abominable spies.

As T noted them I stood appalled, for of surety
the secret was out, and here was I caught like
a mouse in a trap. For a second my heat
failed me, then with hasty fingers I flung on my
cloak and pulled the hood well over my h.ad.
Catching sight of myself in the mirror as I did so,
from out my white face reflected therein there
flashed at me the eyes of Latour.

For the first time I saw the likeness to my
heroic grandfather of which my mother had so
often spoken. Oh ! for a little of the courage of
Latour! So thinking, I unbarred the door and
stepped out into the passage.

The corridor in which 1 slept had a door at
either end, the one leading to my lady’s and the
chief guests’ chambers, the other to the kitchen
and servants’ quarters. By one of these doors
therefore would my enemies approach.

Breathless I stovd and strained my ears for
sound of their coming, but for some moments all
was quiet ; then a slight sound gtartied me, and
glancing up I saw that the latch of the door which
led to my lady’s room was being lifted -slowly and
cautiously by someone without.

The very caution of the action roused my
Before the door had creaked on its
linges I had flown, not to my own room, where
first they would seek me, but into one near at
hand, the door of which stood ajar.

It was unoccupied. So much I saw with thauk-
fulness, when with dismay came the conviction
that this room in which I had taken refuge was
none other than that oceupied by Giles Harrison
when engaged at his secretarial duties to Sir
Geoffrey.

Alas ! there was no going back, steps were
already sounding in the corridor., In desperation
I Iooked round for shelter, and observing that
a cupboard filled one corner of the room, into
this 1 hurried, pulling the door to upon e as
best 1 could.

For a few seconds I was too alarmed to be fully
conscious of what was going on around. Then
from the passage did I hear a light tapping,
above which rose my lady’s voice, importuning
for admission to my chamber. Another moment,
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without fmrther Warning, someone crossed the with a pout, “in thus for ever watching

threshold of the room in which I stood. her.”

Looking furtively from my hiding place T saw “Vanity !” he cried in ivrituble tones. ““ Is this
it was Giles Harrison. My lady quickly followed a time to talk of petty womanisms! If you wish
him. for my aid in the future, my lady, seek mademoi-

B ¥

g ol?
T
% : ." 3 ‘

“YWELL?"” EAID HE, RUDELY, * YOU S8EE SHE 13 NOT HERE "

“Well ?” said he rudely, “you see she is not  selle and detain her, yes, by force if necessary,

here!” but detain her”
“QOh, Giles!” langhed her ladyship. * What a But he bad gone teo far even for my lady.
man art thou to see a mountain in & mole-heap! “Mercy me!” she cried, in much indignation ;

You flatter mademoiselle’s vanity,” she added “art mad? What a coil about a white-faced
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wench ! How has the fool crossed Giles Harrison’s
path. T wonder !” and flouncing, she hurried in
nmiuel wrath from the roomni

No sooner was she away than Giles Harrison,
going to the door, called out into the corridor,
and the next moment he was joined by the two
Roundhead spies.

They closed the door behind them, and thus I
found myself closeted with three of the most
disreputable rogues in the kingdom. Giles
Harrison was the first to speak.

“The girl has gone!” he cried, giving vent to
the ill humour that was shaking him. * Hence-
forth, I tell ye, T will do my work myself, and
trust no such cowardly, lying, slipshod fools with
my errands. Had I not thought the missive safe
in your hands, the girl would not thus have
cozened me.

“To think,” eried he, hastily pacing the room,
“that she had it upon ler, and 1 let her go—a
plague on her French cunning that did deceive
me.”

“If, as you say,” remarked the yoynger spy
in cringing tones, *this malignant, seeing the
plight he was in, did confide the letter to this

lady, think you the*she has gone to this Stephen
Gale of whom we have told thee?”

Giiles Harrison jumped round as if a musket
shot had struck him. “Zounds!” cried he, “for
once thou speakest truth, and thither hath she
been sent by himr of certes, while we but waste
the time in argument,” and with that he strode from
the room in no little excitement, his men exchang-
ing glances of satisfaction as they followed him.

Left thus, though I could not but feel dis-
comfited at the correct surmise the base spy
had formed of my intents, yet I stayed not myself
on that account. It was in truth a contest between
those abominable traitors and myself who would
first find Stephen {(iale; and I vowed that no
dallying should make me the loser.

So wminding me of a private entrance to the
courtyard in the clock tower, known only to
members of the houselold, T hurried there with
all speed. But I had in mine haste forgot how
ill were the time for such journeyings, for scarce
had T pushed my way through the screen of
ivy which concealed the secret doorway from all
outer view, than I stumbled upon a soldier who
slept beneath.

(To be continued.)
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A TUG OF WAR.

The Loyal Thunmpers ». The Bold Busters.

COMRADES in arms, but rivals keen at
games,

The ““ Loyal Thumpers’ came to test
the claims

Of the ““ Bold Busters” — in the Tug
of War

For championship—by just one tussle
more ;

'Midst laugh and chaff the opponents
forward strolled,

Yet with a hint of martial emphasis,

Till face to face, all men of stalwart

mould,
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They gripped the rope . .
are you ready, say ? "

All heard the words, “Ay, ay, sir!”
answered they; °

“Then HAUL, my hearties,” was the brisk

command.

They pulled and strove with muscle,
foot, and hand ;

But neither gave—still, still they tugged
and strained;

One mightier effort, full of fire and vis,

Snap went the rope! Great Scot! and
what remained ?—

. “ Boys,
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illains,

Some Essays by “Captain” Readers.

THE tendency of these days is to seek to excuse
Shylock. Nevertheless, after giving all due recog-
nition to his devotion to his
nation and his wife’s mem-
ory, and making allowance
for all his wrongs, which
were neither few nor small, there is enough
of evil left to justify our calling him a villain of
the deepest dye. QOtherwise, how could he have

“SHYLOCK.”

By Elsie Simmons.

‘“SHYLOCE."

planned the murder of a fellow-merchant undex
the semblance of friendship? His hypocritical
words, “ I would be friends with you, and have
vour love,” ctc., show a depth of cunning that
renders the meditated crime ten times more
repulsive. In him the quality of patriotism had
dezenerated into a narrow grudge against all who
were not of his own nation—the love of soil into
mere avarice. The words, “I did dream of money-
bags to-night,” give the key to Shylock's character.
YVol, vi..—4

Sketches by Walker Hodgson.

His daughter’s desertion touched him only as
it meant the loss of gold. He would gladly see
her dead at his feet if only the jewels and ducats
were in the coftin.  Of parental affection he seetas
utterly devoid. Home was to Shylock’s dauzhter
Jessica, “hell,” and this fromn the lips of a Jewess
—a member of a race among whom domestic ties
are held so sacred—is no mean testimony.

{t is true that Shylock takes his stand on the
letter of the law in claiming the bond, but no one
could make this the ground of his vindication.
Tinplacable hatred, and not a sense of justice,
governs his actions. Portia puts forth all her
eloquence in hope of touching his heart, and not
till she sees the utter uselessness of further
argument or persuasion does she pronounce sen-
tence. At the end of the trial we may see the
bowed figure of a man defeated and alone. Shy-
lock’s words at the «close of the trial are
inexpressibly sad : “Let me go bence’-—not
home. He has a house, but a dwelling without
Jove is not home.

The lust of revenge and avarice were lhis sole
motives in urging his claim, yet when these were
defeated, we cannot withhold a tribute of admira-
tion to his strength of purpose aund self-reliance.

Charles Dickens portrays in inteusified form
the various characteristics of mankind, and, as his
characters are primarily in-
tended to show one trait
only in excessive develop-
ment, it i3 to his works we
most readily turn for an cutstanding instance of
the personification of any quality. From Dickens’
wonderful gallery of exaggerated types of char-
acters we are, in glancing over the villaing, at
once attracted (to use a paradoxical phrase) by
the very repulsiveness of Uriah Heep. Heep is
a villain of the worst type, whose villainy is
intensified by his hypocrisy.

Most villuins have some redeeming point, oy

‘““URIAH HEEPR.”
By W. Griffiths.
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there is recorded in their favour some action that
we cannot but admire. Heep has nothing to plead
in extenuation. From his first appearance as a
*ymble” person, a feeling of contempt for him

‘ grows upon
the reader
until, near the
close of his
black career,
one can agree
with Micawber
in his frenzied
yet honest,
denouncement
of the arch-
fiend Heep.
Many men, no
matter how
debased other-
wise, are not
without grati-
tude.  Uriah
Heep, after
being brought
up and cared
for by Mr.
Wickfield,
turned round
and robbed,
and #hen
tried to bring
dishonour
upon his
hilanthropic master, covering his dishonest
actions with a mask of hypocrisy not easy of
penetration. _

As regards his love for Agnes, one cannot help
comparing the two to Beauty and the Beast—
Agnes, the personification of all that is true and
beautiful in woman, and her grovelling admirer a
beast in the most hideous sense of the word.
When David Copperfield struck him in righteous
indignation on hearing from his own lips of his
love, he suffered the pain with provoking calmness,
preferring, like &ll cowards of his type, to wreak
his revenge with less personal risk. The whole
character is one that cannot be detested too much.
The clammy hands, ill-formed figure, shifty glance,
and insinuating, abject, self-abnegating manner of
the man are such that one experiences an cxcep-
tional feeling of repulsiveness on reading of him
and his villainy. Surely the something for which
Micawber had waited so long turned up when he
was enabled to denounce the iniquitous Heep, and
bring joy once more to the Wickfield family.

‘* CRIAH HEEP.”

. ——

For the naking of a villain three things—so

CAPTAIN.

far as may be judged-from the most popular
of English authors—are necessary. He should
be, above all things, a superlative liar ; he should
be entirely unrepentant
—for remorse is an emotion
unworthy of any eminent
villain, in fiction or out of
it; and he should be possessed of a genuine
thirst for blood. As possessing all three to a
perfectly atrocious extent, and as a person who
stands out lucidly from all competitors in the
profession of infamy, my predilections arc all for
Fagin, of © Oliver Tiwist.”

Yagin is a type, exaggerated perbaps, of the
man born without any sense of 1foral prineiple,
and oblivious to any consciousness of right ov
wrong. When there was a right thing to be done
and & wrong thing to be done, it was as natural
for him to do the latter as it would be for the
individual of even ordinary honesty to do the
former. He sinned instinetively, and against the
promptings of his instinet his conscience was
absolutely powerless. Probably it had become
atrophied by disuse long before we meet him in
his house of horrors, schooling young thieves and
betraying worn-out ones to tie gallows,

For the sturdy villain who can take Lold of his
courage with both his hands, and risk his life
openly to ohtain the gratification of anointing his
path with blood, we are apt to have some sneaking
respect, but
to a man of
the Fagin
type, who,
possessing  an
absolute con-
tempt for
human life
and a vulture-
like ecraving
for blood
which he dare
not gratify,
from mere
physical fear,
even this is
denied—there- |
by giving
proof of being |
immeasurably L
the greater
villain, whilst
possessing what I have mentioned as the third
attribute of villainy to the greatest degree.
That Fagin was a liar, ingenious and plausible,
there is evidence in every page in which he
figures, for he lies throughout the book, from
the time he helps to beguile Oliver into his

‘ FAGIN.”’
By John Petrle.

# FAGIN,”?
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den by lies, to the time he shirieks with fear,
and makes his last efforts at deception in the
condemned cell. That he was unrepentant is
patent abundantly, for there is not one word to
show with any degree of conviction that, had life
been granted to him even at the last moment, by
some strange miscarriage of justice, his remaining
years would not have been passed as villainously,
if more cautiously, and in this unrepentance he
displays himself as, in my opinion, the greatest
scoundrel] in fietion or in history.

Tt is somewhat difficult to decide upon a
character in which are adequately displayed the
qualities a person must pos-
sess in order to occupy the
position of being a distin-
guished villain. First of all,
villains may be divided into
two classes—violent or brutal villains being
ssigned to one, imtellectual or clever villains to
the other;
and obviously
in the latter
class the
greatest vil-
lain will be
found.

The villain
who, in my
opinion, is
the greatest
I have read
of is Professor
Moriarty, the
perscn who
brought the
career of
Sherlock
Holmes,
when in its
zenith, to an
abrupt and
deplorable end. A character such as is depicted
in the last of those fascinating * Memoirs * forms
really a splendid end to an entrancing series of
absorbing tales, the only fault of which is that
this chargcter might have been developed a
little more, and have been the centre of other
adventures.

Professor Moriarty was an extraordinary man,
being naturally clever and with great faculties,
and it was only to be expected that the education
lie received should have developed them and have
qualified him for the highest position in whatever
career he followed.

However, when we finde in him hereditary

‘' PROFESSOR
MORIARTY.”

Py William Yaughan,
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tendencies to crime, the diabolicalness of which
increased as his mental powers were unfolded and
extended, he becomes an object capable of the
most fearful transgressions of all that is right
or lawful.

His career is indeed difficult to deseribe, since
he was never the actor in the crimes he planned,
but was the centre of numnerous agencies, upon
whom, if the crime were unravelled, the punish-
ment was visited. '

Until the investigations and marvellons powers
of Sherlock Holies were brought to bear upon the
matter, the existence of such a person as this
professor was never thought of, which shows his
genius. He is compared to a spider in its web,
the numerous quivers and vibrations of which are
each known and understood by that inseet: but a
more appropriate comparison is, I think, formed
in likening him to the brain of a man ; like that
he was unseen, unheard, and, in fact, unknown,
until the actions of his many agents denoted, like
the actions of the various parts of the body show,
that there nust exist a central governing force,
and in this force we find the greatest villain in
fiction—DProfessor Moriarty.

Wackford Squeers, a character in Dickens’
“ Nicholas Nickleby,” was one of those scoundrels
whom, we hope, have long

‘“‘SQUEERS.” heen exterminated from
By Charles Murray.  Dritain. He kept a private
school, which he called

Dotheboys Hall, in Yorkshire, into which

" SQUEERS."
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he admitted little boys at a charge of twenty
guineas anfnally. '

Squeers was most unprepossessing in appearance.
He was under medium height, Lis only eye was
of a greenish grey, and he squinted. At the
commencement of the story he was over fifty.

Dickens says that when Squeers tried to laugh
“his expression bordered closely on the villain-
ous.” He truly was a villain. The manner in
which he treated his pupils was fearful. He
lashed them with canes until they were mad with
terror, and starved them (unknown to their
parents) until they were half dead, Breakfast at
Dotheboys Hall was a thick mixture of bran and
sawdust (by mistake called porridge). It was
taken with a small piece of black bread, which
did service as a spoon and then as dessert. The
dinner, administered to the unfortunates by Mrs.
Squeers with “the school spoon,” was a thick
compound of treacle and brimstone. Squeers
admitted to Niekleby, his assistant, that it was
given with a double purpose—*to purify their
young bloods,” and “for cheap and effectual
nourishment.”

Squeers’ educational system was unique. He
would ask a pupil to spell “winder” (win-
dow).

“Wei—n—d—e—r"

“Quite right ; go and clean one.”

Oneboy, named Smike, was treated with especial
cruelty. This lad knew of no relatives, and the
cost of his keep at Dotheboys Hall was supposed
fully to equal the worth of his services, so he got
no salary. The poor fellow was at last so cruelly
treated that he ran away. After much searching
he was found and brought back. Squeers was
just beginning to thrash him unmercifully when
Nicholas Nickleby interfered, and, after much
provocation, gave the brutal schoolmaster a severe
hiding,

Squeers was ultimately apprehended on a charge
of theft, and sentenced to seven years' imprison-
ment. Soon after the sentence his Dotheboys
Hall pupils rebelled against Mrs, Squeers, then
sole manager, and the school had to be broken
up lest the authorities should make unpleasant
inquiries. Squeers, most appropriutely, died in
gaol.

ALL HOLLOW,

I sToop heneath a hollow tree, the blast it hollow
blew ;

1 thought upon the hollow world, and all its
hollow cresw,

Ambition and its hollow schemes, the hollow
hopes we follow ;

Imagination’s hollow dreams—all hollow, hollow,
hollow !

A crown it is'a hollow thing, and hollow heads °
oft bear it ;

The hollow title of a king, what hollow hearts
oft bear it!

No hollow wiles, nor honey'd smiles, of ladies
fair I follow;

For beauty sweet still hides deceit—’tis hollow,

hollow, hollow !

-

The hollow leader Lut betrays the hollow dupes

who heed bim ;

The hollow eritic vends his praise to hollow fools

who feed him ;

The hollow friend who tikes your hand is but

a summer swallow ;
like this tree—all hollow,

What'er 1 see is
Liollow, hollow !

HaroLp H. CubpMoRE.
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V.—HOW THEY PULLED THROUGH.

HE ILong 'Un, Macnamard, and a strange
officer of Light Horse lay in a narrow
donga, down the middle of which an ever-

widening streamlet of muddy water trickled.
They werc as wretched and dilapidated a trio as
could well be found, for it was the fourth day
ot the great fight, and during that time they had
never once unlaced a boot, drank other than the
dirtiest of surface water scooped up by the help
ot an old jam tun, and caten nothing save one
biscuit and a half of sawdust-hke nutriment.

Of course they had neither washed nor shaved,
an¢ were covered with blood - coloured mire
irom head to loot.

The only one of the three who was not
wounded was Macnamara, and that resourceful
mdividual was enjoying a most excellent op-
portunity of working off his superfluous cnergy.
He had to make his way down the donga
cvery fifteen minutes or so to wake up the
three dead-tired and lamlshed men who kept
the squadron horses from Breaking out at the far
end, and then come back to, prop up the Long
’Un, who, in addition to having been shot
through the shoulder, had also become delirious
by a recurrence of the fever that of late had been
hanging about him. The officer simply lay back
with half-closed cyes in a state of apathy. His
left arm was in a sling which the thirsty one had
Ingeniously constructed from one of his puttees.

The latter deepened the channel between the
two by means of his hands, and then climbed up
and peered over the bank, which in no place
was more than rzft. high,

“Sorrow be on them!” he exclaimed aioud.
“Shure, an’ thim Boers be jest punishin’ our
bhoys. It’s nothin’ but shrapnel an’ solid shot
from daylight till dark, an’ every toime as they
cocks an eye over the sides av their trenches it's
-as much as their lives are worth. If they 'tacks
us again to-night, faith! an’ 1 wouldn't like to
lay the odds on our chances av pullin’ through.”

The boys he spoke of were Ours and the
Cape Mounted Rifles, who held assemi-circular,
low, and broken ridge some three or four
hundred yards distant. The Boers had grown
tired of trying to drop their shells into our
narrow donga, and thus killing or stampeding
the horses, and, instcad, had turned their atten-
tion to poundmg our men by a heavy big-gun
cross fire. ‘The Boers outnumbered us by sixto
one, and if the reliefs did not soon arrive we
knew 1t would be a case of blowing up our guns
and wagons, and fighting our way out.  We had
made up our minds not to hoist the white flag.

Just at that moment.a feeble voice hailed
Macnamara from below. It was the officer, who
seemed to have roused himself from his apathy,
and was fumbling in onc of his side-pockets
with his uninjured hand,
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“An’ what is it I can be doin’ for ye,
captin ?” asked the Irishman, stepping up to
him,

“I'm-afraid I'm a great nuisance to you,
Macnamara,” replied the officer, “but if you
could fish out my pipe and tobacco from this
pocket for me, and start them going, I'd be
obliged. It’s the first time I’ve fancied a smoke
since I was winged two days ago, and struck
your hospitable donga. Are you sure that
despatch was taken to the right quarter?”

“Shure an’ I tuk it meself, captin. It’s yer
moind ye can be makin’ aisy about that. Faix,
an’ nearly kilt I was in the doin’ av it. "Tis glad
I am to see ye bucking up; but it’s dhivil a
scrap av baccy I can find in yer pockets, an’ it
so scarce whatsomever.”

Macpamara’s face lengthened, for his search
had been thorough and fruitless.

“Oh, well, never mind; and thanks all the
same,” said the officer, again closing his eyes.
“It was just a fancy I took, but I can do with-
out. Do you know, Macnamara, this is the
anniversary of my wedding-day P—just three
years ago to-day.”

¢ It’s half baccy and half tay, sorr,” remarked
Macnamara irretevantly as he filled the officer’s
pipe from a slender store tied up carefully in the
corner of a pocket-handkerchief.

“Tea! Great Scott!” ejaculated the officer,
“have we got down to that?” To in any way
hurt the generous one’s feelings was the last
thing the officer would have dreamt of, but the
words .had slipped from him unthinkingly.

“Well, I'll not be sayin’, sorr, it’s *zactly what
you've been accustomed to shmoke, but it’s many
an officer would be only too glad to get a fill av
that same at the prisint moment, and it's wonder-

ful, altogether, how it aises the shmoke-hunger. -

Just thry it, yer hanour.”

Macnamara handed the pipe to the officer,
and abstracting a match from a tiny bottle, held
it until his superior had lit up. The latter wisely

refrained from making matters worse by trying:
to mend them. e

Just at that moment the Long "Un groaned
and moved uneasily. Like the other two, his
sodden garments clung to his skin, but a little
stream of water, tributary to the main channel,
and unseen by the faithful Irishman, had wormed
its way under his back, causing an unpleasant
chilliness in the neighbourhood of the spine.

The Irishman broke down a portion of the
bank, and dragged the Long ’Un on to the
comparatively dry earth. The latter for the
moment seemed somewhat to regain his
wandering senses.

“Where’s the sun, Mac ? ” he asked, wearily,
“and is it never going to stop raining? It

.up imaygit.

seems as if I'd been lying in this confounded
grave for years and years!”

“Only three days, me bhoy, but it’s not many
more ye'll be here, for the reliefs’ll be comin’
An’ how is the head av ye, me
bould bhoy?” :

“TFeels as if the top were coming off, Mac.
Splitting’s no name for it. Suppose it's the
awful row those big guns and shells make—
they never seem to let up for a minute. Almost
wish one would drop in here and put an end to
it all. Give us a drink, Mac.”

But by the time Macnamara had scooped up
some water that was comparatively free from
mud in the faith(ul jam tin, the Long 'Un had
wandered back into the land of dreams and
shadows, and would not touch it. He declared
it was the blood of dead men.

‘““Take it away—take it away !” he cried, with
an impatient gesture. ‘‘There’s blood on the
clay, blood on our clothes ; it’s raining blood—
there’s nothing but blood everywhere. The
sight of it’s making me sick,” and he shuddered
as he turned over on his face.

“It strikes me our friend’s in a bad way,”
remarked the officer in an aside to Macnamara.
The smoke was evidently doing him good.

“He'll be worse before he's bether, I'm
afraid,” observed the Irishman, with a sober
look on his face. “If there was only somethin’
we cud do fur him!”

But there was nothing they could do, and
they knew it. Their position was squalid and
miserable in the extreme, Thesky had become
overcast, the cold rain pattered down on their
dirty, sodden khaki, and their stomachs craved
for nourishment or a hot drink of any kind, but
craved in vain. Lower down, the wretched
horses, some of them with ugly bullet wounds,
and still saddled and bridled, pulled great
bunches of hair from each other’s manes and
tails in sheer hunger, just as sheep crop the wool
off one another’s backs when caught in a snow-
drift ; and, to cap all, there was about an inch

- of water in the donga, which was of a signifi-

cantly reddish brown hue. The uncertainty of
their existences was rather a thing to contem-
plate with satisfaction just then. The officer
alone seemed to derive some consolation from
his pipe of tea and tobacco. It actually
seemed to have given him new life.

“ Macnamara,” he remarked, after a long
pause, “this is the grandest smoke I've had
for many a long day. I’ve heard of fellows at a
pinch smoking all sorts of stuff, but I'm blest
if ever 1 knew that tobacco and tea made such
an excellent mixture ! ”

Macnamara blushed with pride at such com-
mendation.
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“ Shure, sorr, an’ I'm thinkin® meself there’s
worse than that same. Pull hard at it, yer
hanour, pull hard, an’ there’s another fill where
that comes from.”

“Thanks, Macnamara, thanks. This will
last me till to-morrow, when, perhaps, we'll
be able to get a little more ship-shape.”

He was more like a scarecrow than an officer,
with a five days’ stubble upon his chin, and
bedraggled clothes clinging to emaciated limbs.

“It’s gettin’ down to the Red Cross tint ye
should be, sorr, when it gits dark. It's but a
sorry place this, an’ if it rains much more we’ll
be flooded out. Besides, ye'd get looked to, an’
get a bite or a sup an’ dhry blankit, an’ that’s
more than ye can git here.”

“No good, Macnamara. I passed it the
other day when on my way to the Cape
Mounted Rifles. Such a shambles I never
saw. Yoor fellows lying round about on the
ground, three or four deep, waiting to be
operated on, ten times worse than myself. No,
I'd only be in tae way. The surgeons are
worked to death. I'd rather stay here with
you. Hilloa! Was that big guns in the
distance, or thunder?”

The besieging Boers had stopped firing with
the approaching dusk ; but far off, many, many
miles away, they could hear a hollow rumbling.

“I've heard that off and on this last half
hour,” commented the Irishman, “but can’t
quite make it out. If it’s the reliefs, shure an’
I wish they’d hurry up, or we'll be all kilt or
die from lack of nourishment entoirely. But,
Heaven save us all, sorr, fwhat’s tuk now wid
the Long Un?”

The T.ong ’Un’s head was evidently not sore
now, for he had raised himself into a sitting
position, and in a feeble, quavering voice was
singing as if to an imaginary audience. He was
hatless, and the wet streamed down his sun-
browned cheeks, one of which was smeared with
the clay on which it had rested. Only his eyes
were ominously bright. The right sleeve of his
tunic had been cut off tlose to the shoulder,
showing the wrapping of blood-stained bandages.
He was the ghost of his former self—altogether
a pitiful object.

“Shure now, me bould bhoy,” said the
Irishman, coaxingly, “an’ that #s a powerful
foine song. Do you think it's a dhrink av
wather ye cud be doin’ now, an’ then p’rhaps
ve'd be able to lie down an’ get some slape, for
it's the want av it that’s throublin’ ye ?”

But the Long ’Un seemed to have neither
cyes nor ears for anyone in the flesh. He had
s own, audience, swhich was visible only to
himself. Tt stood to him in the light of a
chostly father confessor, and in the quickly

falling night, when nothing but his face and
the stained white of the bandages on his
shoulder showed dimly through the grey, he
rehearsed aloud what he had kept to himself
for many a weary day.

“I say, Macnamara,” remarked the officer,
“do you know I feel mean listening to this!
It’'s something he wouldn't tell us for the world
if he were in his right senses. Can’t you stop
him? It would be hardly safe to leave him.”

The Long "Un had been addressing someone
who was evidently a woman, and what he was
saying to her was part of that old, old story—as
old as the hills themselves.

““By Jove!” the officer ejaculated, a few
minutes later, *“ he must have been pretty hard
hit and sweet upon that girl ! Poor chap! And
she seems to have cared for him after a fashion!
Dorothy he calls her. That’s the name of my
wife, and T've been thinking about her all day.”

And farther into the land of phantasies the
Long ’Un strayed, but his were something
more than mere imaginings. They were the
very real scenes he had rehearsed to himself
again and again in the silences.

Yes, there could have been no mistake about
his love for her, but very likely he had not
sufficiently realised that she was young and
inexperienced, and had perhaps mistaken a
strong liking and admiration for something
that was more potent still.  While he had been
engaged to her it had been a fool’s paradise,
and latterly he had been wilfully blind, for she
had told him that she had not understood her-
self, and that they had better be as they had
been before—good friends only. He had said
then, as so many men have said, trying to save
themselves—and to deceive themselves—like
drowning persons catching at straws-—that it
does not matter if the loxe were only on one
side, that the rest would come through time.
Yes, he might have known better, and perhaps
he did know better, but that was only what
millions of poor mortals had done before him.
And then there came that day when she told
him that the mistake which she had made had
now come home to her. She told him of the
man who had come into her life and struck the
right chord in her being. But it was not until
she had come, with all honesty of purpose, to
tell him once and for all that the past was dead
and done with, that she had promised to become
the wife of this other man. No, he could not
blame her. She had always been perfectly
straightforward with him, but she had not
known her own heart in time to save him from
the after-suffering. .

But he had not given way, and perhaps he
was the better man now for what had happened.
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And there was the fighting.  Yes, that was
good. There was no place on carth where one
could forget so well as on the battlefield.

It had grown dark now, and only the three-
quarter imoon shone fitfully through the moisture-
laden clouds. The two listcners moved uneasily
when the Long ’Un’s voice sank into an inar-
ticulate whisper. Fora
minute neither of them

CAPTAIN.

enemy’s shells at any moment, without being able
to participate in the sport.  But there was his
comrade, the Long "Un,and this strange officer to
look after ; he was glad to think that he could be
of some service to them. It was significant to
note how the LLong "Un’s comrades always treated
him as if he were of superior rank to themselves.

spoke. It was the officer
who at last broke the
silence.

“What is your com-
rade’s name ?” he asked,
in a strangely quiet voice.

“We calls him the
Long ’Un,” was the
reply, ‘“but Fenton —
Jack Fenton — was the
name D’m told that he
Misted undher —an’ a
bether an’ a squarer man
shure ye'll not meet in
a day’s march.”

“Great Heavens!” ex-
claimed the officer, “and
to think that we should
meet for the first time
like this!”

But Macnamara had
gone to refill the jam
tin with surface water,
and therefore was not in
a position to add two
and two together.

Suddenly there came
the sharp crackie of rifle-
fire from the ridge where
theCape Mounted Rifles
lay. It grew fiercer and
fiercer ; within a few
minutes there was 2a
deafening fusillade
rolling along the ghastly
stony ridges. It was
evident that the Boers,
being now aware that

o

€ coel, Sﬁ‘?e'l_t‘

the relicfs were approach-
ing, were making a last
determined cffott to
break down the defence
and take the position. The officer rose, and
moved impatiently about. It was galling to be
laid on the shelf while his-men were face to
face with the enemy.

As for Macnamara, he told himself it was just
like his luck to be cooped up in a donga with
{famished horses and wounded men, where ong¢
was liable to be blown into little pieces by the

AND PARTHER INTO THE LAND OF PHANTASIES THE LONG 'UN STRAYED, BUT HIS WERE
SOMETHING MORE THAN MERE IMAGININGS.

But the two had not long to chafe, for, with
but little warning, a great thunderstorm came up
from the south, and, drowning the sharp crackle
of the Mausers and the Lee-Metfords, broke
over the encompassing hosts. It came in the
form of a vast whirling column, black as ink,
from which shot jagged tongues of fire. Nearer
and nearer it came, until there was one continual
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blaze of light. The edge of the great storm
struck the position, and men had to lie flat on
their faces to prevent themselves from being
carried away. The Red Cross tents were
caught up like litter on the breath of a whirl-
wind, and carried high into the air. ‘The long-
suffering wounded who lay on the ground
cowered and shivered as the great rain-drops
began to patter down faster, and ever faster,
upon their scantily clad bodies and writhing
limbs. The windows of heaven were opened
and the rain literally descended in great sheets.
It hissed and seethed, and lashed itself into
snow-white foam, while the lightning played
fantastically upon its ghostly face. The gods
in their anger drove their chariots furiously
over the echoing roof of the world. It was
as if the end of all things had come, and
armed men, who faced each other in deadly
strife, cowered to earth with a paralysing terror
at their hearts.

In the donga a wild and indescribable scene
was in progress. The torrential rains poured
in on every hand. _ It was as if a waterspout
had burst at its head, for the tawny-crested
flood came down it like a shoreward rolling
wave, hissing, boiling, and eddying as it rounded
the sharp bends.

Macnamara showed a ready presence of
mind. He threw their rifles and slight impedi-
menta upon the bank, and, catching the Long
'Un under the armpits, sang out to the
officer :—

“Give us a hand here, sorr, It’s dhrowned like
rats in a dhrain we'll all be if we don’t get out
av this. Let’s up to the place where they bruk
the banks down to git the big guns acrost—it’s
only a few yards.”

Half carrying and half dragging the Long
'Un they negociated the knee-deep flood and
laid him on the veldt in a horse-shoe bend
overlooking the donga. ‘The officer leant over
his body as if to shield it from the stinging rain,
and Macnamara ran back again to help the
men get the horses out of the death-trap.
. Better that the poor terrified brutes should
stampede over the veldt, and into the enemies’
lines, than that they should trample one another
to death and be drowned in that gruesome
ditch.

The Irishman ran down the donga to where
the three troopers were, and jumped in beside
them. He shouted into their ears as best he
could, and then began the work of getting the
horses out. By this time they were up to their
Waists in water, and it took them all their time
to prevent themselves from being carried off

——

their feet. The horses, poor brutes, were mad
with fear, and it was very dangerous work trying
to save them. They crushed in on one another,
and some were borne to the ground and
trampled under foot until they were drowned
in the pitiless flood. Some of the saddles
shifted and got under their bellies, and frantic
was the plunging and kicking to get rid of
them. Some managed to rear, and were forced
backwards on top of the other horses. It wasa
scene of the wildest confusion, The Irishman,
at the imminent risk of his life, dived in
amongst them, and by vigorous action tried
to separate- and move them one by one down
the gully. At last he succeeded in getting two
or three to leave the densely packed mass, and
the horrible stampede began.

“Catch a horse apiece,” he yelled to the
men, “and head them down to where the
donga gits shallow, an’ thry an’ kape them
widin the lines, but don't lave them whatever
yer do.”

Macnamara himself showed them the way,
and the men followed his lead. The terrified,
frenzied mob surged along the swiftly rushing
mill-race, and about two hundred yards farther
down, where the banks were low, and the brown
waters coursed into the vlei,* they leapt out on
to the veldt.

While this was going on, the Long 'Un was
lying in a couple of inches of ice-cold rain-water,
and the officer was bending over him, trying to

" shield him from the drifting rain, The prostrate

man lay with closed eyes, as if asleep. He, at
least, seemed utterly oblivious to everything
around him. Suddenly he opened his eyes and
stared hard at the officer. The lightning flashes
made one continuous blaze. The officer noted
that the insane light of fever had left the sick
man’s face. In a pause between the thunder-
claps, the Long ’Un put his hand to his head,
and asked :—

“Have I been very mad?” .

“You've been a little feverish, Fenton. I
wish to goodness we could get you out of this
to where you could have some proper treat-
ment.”

The Long *Un looked keenly at him, but he
did not seem to notice the stars upon the
shoulders. If he had seen them, perhaps it
would have made no difference.

“You look as if you wanted looking after as
much as I do,” he remarked, quietly. * But you
know my name—might I ask yours?”

“ Dalrymple, of the Fifth,” was the reply,
“and I’'m sorry to have found you somewhat
down on your luck—as we both are now.

* A gmall lake,

Vol vi- 8



THE CAPTAIN.

BY THE FITFUL FLASHES OF FIRE THE ENEMY NOW BRCAME AWARE OF THE REAL KRTATE OF AFFAIRS, AND THE
MAUSERS BEGAN TO RING OUT AGAIN.
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My wife always had the greatest respect for
you, and hoped I'd meet you out here.”

‘T'he Tong ’Un was about to say something
when a trooper who had been sent down from
the trenches came towards them. He brought
an order from the commanding officer to the
non-com. in charge of the squadron horses.
Lut the nonwom. had been killed, and the
Long 'Un, being next in seniority, was respon-
sible. The squadron horses had to be run
off somewhere to where there was grass, other-
wise they must perish by shot or by hunger. It
was just possible that if they were driven west-
ward, between the river and the flat-topped
kopje, they would manage to pass safely through
the Boer lines and on into those of the relief
column. It was, indeed, a hazardous under-
taking, but there was nothing else for it.

To the officer’s surprise, the Long ’'Un
staggered to his feet. But he had known
men to rally unexpectedly like this on
occasions, and do wonderful things just before
collapsing utterly. By this time the men
had succeeded in checking the rush of the
frightened animals,-and had rounded them up
in one of the links of the donga. He went
forward to the group, and caught a horse for
himself.

“Now strip everything off the others,” he
said to the men.

“You don’t mean to say you're going tq
attempt to run the blockade!” exclaimed the

officer.  ““ You haven’t got the strength, and
you're wounded as it is. It's madness, any-
how.”

“ It’s madness to stay here, and you can do
anything when you've made up your mind to it,”
was the reply.

“Then I'll go with you.”

“I'm sorry you can’t, sit. There’s someone
whom you’ve got to think of. As for me, it
doesn’t matter a pin-point whatever happens.”

In spite of the officer's protestations, the
Long "Un scrambled into the saddle and briefly
explained the situation to the men.

“Now, who goes with me?” he cried.

“Ivery mother's son av us!” exclaimed the
Irishman.

“Sorry I can’t shake hands with you with this
arm in a sling,” said the Long 'Un to the officer.
“But I hope we’'ll meet again.”

In another minute they were driving the
horses towards the flat-topped kopje in lee of
the long ridge. Sometimes, when the lightning
flashes ceased, it was so dark that they could
hardly see the ground beneath them. Still they
kept on in their wild, headlong course. Doubt-

“less the Boers, as the officer commanding had

rightly suspected, had sought the shelter of the
steep ridges, and left the flat country compara-
tively unguarded for them to pass through. In
twenty minutes more they had reached it, and
it was just a toss-up whether or not they would
all be shot down or taken prisoners. But, fortu-
nately, the lightning flashes had ceased, and they
rushed on for several minutes in cover of the dark-
ness. The gradually diminishing rumble of the
thunder as it rolled away to the east drowned
the drumming of the horses’ hoofs.. They
charged helter-skelter right into a large herd of
Boer horses, which, seized with sudden panic,
broke away and rushed on with them. The
two or three frightened horse-guards, seeing, as
they thought, a regiment of cavalry charging
down on them, fled for their lives. By the
fitful flashes of fire the enemy now became
awar¢ of the real state of affairs, and the
Mausers began to ring out again. But their
aim was wild in that uncertain light, and,
moreover, they were too late. 'T'he worst of it
all was, the “verdomt Britishers” had run off
with one of their best herds of horses.

The Long ’Un, now that the excitement of
the last hour had somewhat waned, began to
feel the reaction, and swayed in his saddle.
But they had struck a good, broad road, which
they knew led right in the direction of the
reliel column, and the travelling became easier.
At last they passed out of the storm zone
altogether ; the rain ceased, and the three-quarter
moon came out again. In another half hour they
knew they were out of danger, but still they
urged on the now quietened horses ahead of
them. A sickly, watery dawnlight stole into the
grey heavens, and the stars began to go out one
by one like the lights of a great city before the
sun gets up, It looked a.very wet and weary
world indeed.

“1 can’t go another yard, Macnamara,” cried
the Long *Un, as they rode side by side. “The
fever has left me as weak as a kitten. I'll go
to sleep in the saddle and fall off and break my
neck if you don’t stop ! ”

Then, as they crossed a little rise, they sud-
denly ran into one of the outposts of the relief
column.

“ Heaven be praised! We've saved the
squadron horses and got a few remounts
besides !” exclaimed the Irishman, as he reined
up and lifted the swaying man from the saddle.
“ An’ now, me bhoy, you'll be sound aslape
betwane dhry blankets before you can say Jack
Robinson.”

And it was as Macnamara said.
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THE STAMPS OF BRITISH SOUTH AFRICA.

S a country for the beginner, British South
. Africa has many attractions. It is a com-
paratively new stamp issuing state ; most
of its stamps are within the range of the moderate
collector, if we except, as we may, the highest
values of the first issue, which run up to Lr1o.
Its issues are all well defined and straightforward ;
and they are particularly interesting in design.
In addition to ail this, there is the interest
which attaches to the territory itself, its
legendary past, its interesting present, and its
very problematical future.

To begin with, it is reputed to be the land of
the Ophir of the Bible, and for that reason there
are those who believe it will some day be the
great gold-producing country of the world. In
British colonisation it is regarded as a great
experiment. Its acquisition is due to a British
lad who, after a short career at Oxford, was
advised to go to South Africa to strengthen,
if possible, an extremely delicate constitution.
South Africa thenceforward became his home.
At first it was a struggle, but he eventually
amassed a large fortune in the Kimberley
diamond mines. Then he plunged into politics,
and rose to be prime minister of Cape Colony.
Believing in the gold-producing possibilities
of the country to the north of the Transvaal,
he was instrumental, in 1889, in securing a
royal charter for a British South Africa Company
to develop those territories which now stretch
from the Transvaal on the south to the Zambezi
on the north, and from the Portuguese posses-
sions on the east coast, across the continent to
Damaraland on the west. All this vast territory,
as yet but little known, is administered by the
British South Africa Company, under imperial
supremacy.

We stamp collectors call it *“ British South
Africa” because its stamps bear only the
designation of the company, but the map-
makers and people locally and generally are
already naming it Rhodesia, after its astute and
ambitious founder, Cecil Rhodes; and there is
little doubt that Rhodesia will be the name of
the future. Some day the Chartered Company,
having done its work as a pioneer, will, like
other chartered companies, give place to im-
perial rule, and the stamps will then be the
stamps of Rhodesia. Till that final stage of

Colonial development is reached, the stamps of
the British South Africa Company must possess
a peculiar interest, for they are marking the
stages of our imperial growth, and for the lad
who studies his stamps they are pages in the
history of our empire.

~The British South Africa Company got its
charter in October, 1899, and in December of
the following year the first postage stamps of
the company were issued.

The design is said to have been the subject
of much discussion, but in the end heraldic
ideas carried the-day, rather than the usual
stamp portraiture,

If some Yankee stamp manufacturer had
been entrusted with the work of designing the
stamps, we should probably have had portraits
of King Sclomon and the Queen of Sheba, Mr.
Cecil Rhodes, and Lobengula.

Instead, the first stamps bear an heraldic
design which is a veritable muwitum in parvo.
There are gold discs, representing the gold to
come ; there are ears of wheat foretelling the
agricultural development of the country; the
oxen refer to the necessary’ beasts of burden,
the wavy lines typify the broad rivers of the
Zambezi, the Limpopo, and others that traverse
this South African Canaan, and the galleys the
shipping that will be employed thereon; the
frisky-looking creatures on either side of the
shield represent the wild animals of the country :
the lion is, of course, of the British dominion
variety, and other portions indicate a reference
to the heraldic bearings of the Duke of
Abercorn, the first president of the company.

1890.—The first stamps were engraved and
printed by Messrs. Bradbury, Wilkinson & Co.,
of London, on what is termed bank wove paper.
This paper was watermarked “ W.C.S. & Co.,”
the initials of the paper maker, and the words,
“ Pure linen wove bank.” This will explain
any peculiar watermarks which you may find
on these stamps. As the watermark is not a
Government watermark, we collectors do not
catalogue it or pay any attention to it, and I
only mention it to explain what may otherwise
puzzle the young collector. In all there were
twelve values, ranging from 1d. to £r1o. The
high values were required for legal documents,
etc., but some have been used for postal purposes,
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and as they.are available for postage they are
essentially postage stamps. In gold-producing
countries high values are frequently used for
transmitting parcels of gold, hence the postal
nse of the high values in British South Africa,
for there are already several mines at work
searching for such gold as may not have been
cleared out by the Queen of Sheba and those
of other days.

The 1d. to 10s. values are all of Type 1, and
the pound values of the larger size of Type 2.
The perforation is uniformly 14.

I append the riling catalogue prices lor the
mformation of CaprTaiN collectors :—

Unused. Uged. Unused. Used.

s.d. s.d s. d. s.d.
1d., black s O 4 0 455, yellow e 17 6 10 O
6d., ultramarine 2 6 1 6| 108, deep green 35 o 17 5
6d.,deepblue... 2 6 o g L1, deep blue... 50 0 30 O
15, greybrown. 3 6 =2 ol| /=2 rosered ... — -
2s., vernilion 7 6 5 0|45, sage green. — —
2s. 6d., purple . 12 6 15 o 10, brown ... —

1891.—In the early part of this year the
jocal authorities urged the directors at home to
issue more low values, as they were urgently
nceded. In the first series it will be noted the
1d. and 6d. were the only representatives of the
usual low values. In order to supply immediate
requirements quantities of the 6d. ultramarine
were surcharged in black 4d., 2d., and 4d. ; and
some 1s. brown were surcharged 8d. in large
bold figures covering nearly half the stamp.
These provisionals were much sought after by
collectors, and for years they were retailed at
20s. the set, but now that the dealers have
exhausted the stocks they laid by, prices have
gone up enormously. Used copies are extremely
scarce.

Unused. Used.

s. d. s. d.
3d. on 6d. ultramarine ... . 7 6 20 o
2d. " .. 60 o —
ad. " 50° O —_
8d. on 1s. brown .., 35,0

1891.4.—As soon as the provisionals were
despatched, permanent low values were at once
prepared for issue. ' The same design was used
for this purpose, the original value was removed,
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and in the blank thus left there was printed
whatever value was needed. The printing of
the value was separately done in a different
colour from the rest of the stamp. In addition
to the low values, 3s. and 4s. values were
subsequently added. Perf. 14.

Unused. Used.

s. d. s d.
1d. deep blue, value in vermilion o 1 o0 2
2d. sea green, value in vermilion o 4 0 4
3d. grey black, value in green o 6 ¥ o
4d. chestnut, yalue in black ... .08 o 6
8d, rose lake, value in ultramarine... ¥ 6 2 6
3s. brown, value in green .. 6 0o 7 0
4s. grey black, value in vermilion ... 17 6 20 ©

1895.—1In this year the pretty little stamps
of the first issue were replaced by a larger stamp
of bolder design, printed in two colours. It
will be seen from our illustration (Type 3}
that the same heraldic features are preserved,
and to the inscriptions are added the words,
“Incorporated by Royal Charter.” The effect
of printing such a design in two colours, and in
such extraordinary combinations, is anything
but pleasing, and the further combination of
two colours printed on coloured paper added
to their ugliness. The engraving and printing
is the work of Messrs. Perkins, Bacon & Co.,
who engraved and printed the first English
penny stamps. In the printing the figures
and words of value were
worked in one colour, and
the centre and rest of the
design in another colour.
In the case of the earlier
stamps, it was complained
that the bank paper did
not stick well. Conse-
quently, this new series
was printed on ordinary
and thicker paper, and
mote strongly gummed.
The series comprised no
less than fourteen values,

NotE: This is dis-
tinguished by ribbon
crossing leg of sup-

porter. and this, too, without go-

ing beyond ros. in high

values. The stamps were all of one uniform
size, and perf. 123.

Centre in first colour, Unused. Used.

PERF. 12}. s. d. s d.

3d. slate and violet ... o 2 o 2

1d. scarlet and emerald o 6 o 4

2d. grey brown and mauve o5 o0 4

3d. chocolate and ultramarine o 6 o 6

4d. ultramarine and mauve o 8 o 6

6d. purple and pink .. I 0-0 ¢

8d. olive greenand violet on buff papet ... 2 6 2 6

1s. od. green and blue ... 2 o o g

2s. od. indigo and green on buff paper .. 2 9 2 6

2s. 6d. brown and purple on yellow paper ... 3 3 3 o

3s. od. green and mauve on blue paper 4 0 3 6

45. od. red and dark blue on green paper 5§ 0 5§ o

ss. od. chestnut and green 6 6 3 o

10s. od, slate and vermilion on rose paper 12 0 10 ©
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1896.—But before the stamps of the new
design just enumerated could reach Buluwayo,
the Matabele War had broken out, and the
commercial centre of Buluwayo was cut off
from Salisbury, the seat of government in the
northern territory. The new stamps reached
Salisbury, but got no farther till the back of the
rebellion was broken. Meanwhile, Buluwayo had
run short of 1d. and 3d. stamps. To provide
these values, 1,200 of the 3s. value of the first
issue, and 1,200 of the 4s. value of the same
issue, were surcharged in black “One Penny”
in one line, and the original value at the foot
was cancelled. Three thousand of the g3s.
value were also surcharged in black with three
bars, “Three Pence” in two lines. These
stamps were soon snapped up despite the en-
deavours of the postal authorities to keep
voracious stamp collectors at a distance. There-
upon, considerable quantities of Cape of Good
Hope stamps were obtained, and overprinted
“ British South Africa” in small sans serif type,
in three lines.

SURCHARGED ON STAMPS OF THE FIRST ISSUE,
Unused. Used.
s. d, s. d,

1d. on 35. ... —_ 85 o
1d. on 4s. . 70 © 70 o,
3d. on gs. e 20 © 25 ©

CAPE STAMPS SURCHARGED ‘' BRITISH SOUTH AFRICA.”
Unused. Used.

d. s.

3d. black

1d. rose
2d. brown ... e
3d. claret ..,
ad. blue  _,
6d. violet -
15, yellow ochre ... e 17
1897.—In this year the low-value stamps,
up to and including the 8d. and the £ 1 of the
Perkins - Bacon series, were re-engraved by
Waterlow & Sons. The
design was slightly modi-
fied, and generally im-
proved. The work of the
two engravers may easily
be distinguished, but
most clearly by the ends
of the ribbon over the
words “Justice” and
“Freedom.” In the Per-
kins-Bacon engraving the
ribbon crosses the leg of
the animal above, and in
the Waterlow re-engraving
it does not cross the leg,
but is curled up between
the two legs of the animal. Whilst the extra-
ordinary ugly combinations of colour are pre-
served in the re-engraved series, they are con-
siderably softened in tone,
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TYPE 4.

Note : This block
is distinguighed by
ribbon not crosaing
leg of supporter.

Centre in first colour,

Unused. Used

s, d. s d

4d. olive, black, and violet ... o 2 o 1

1d. scarlet and emerald o 6 o 9

2d. grey brown and mauve ... . 0 6 1 o

3d. red brown and ultramarine ... o 3 o 5

4d. ultramarine and mauve.. o 6 o 6

6d. purple and pink .. I o o9
8d. olive and violet, on buff paper 10 —

A1 black and red brown on gteen
paper ... .35 © -

1898.—The unsatxsfactory b1 coloured series
is now being supplanted by a more pleasing
design, still preserving the same heraldic
features, and very closely
resembling the design of
the first jssue, so closely,
in fact, as to be almost a
re-drhwing in some of the
low values. Figures of
value are added in the
upper corners, and the
stamp is slightly larger
than the first issue, and
therefore considerably
smaller than the ugly Perkins- Bacon sertes.
The stamps of this new series are being issued
as the stock of the previous issue is bemg used
up. The perforation is now
143, but as the Waterlow
stamps show great vara-
tions in perforations, other
gauges will probably be
found. Up to date eight
values have appeared. The
pence values are all of
Type 5, the shillings of

TYPE 5,

I“ v '-nul NCE,

Type 6, and the pounds TYPE 6.
of Type 7.

Unused. Used. Unused, Used.

s, s. d. s.d. s, d.

4d. green ... o1 o1lis.ochre ... ... 13 —
1d. rose .. 02 o z|ss orange brown — —
2d. bistre ... ... 03 o 3| frdulllilac .., — —
4d. olivegreen ... 0 6 — 5 dark blue - -
6d. mauve o8 — 10 blue lilae ... — —

A word in conclusion as to buying the
current stamps of this most interesting British
possession I hope my good friends, the dealers,
will forgive me for putting CAPTAIN boys in
Londou up to a wrinkle. It is not generally
known, but it is a fact
all the same, that all
current stamps of British
South Africa may be
purchased at face value
at the offices of the com-
pany, 15, St. Swithin’s
Lane, London, E.C.
Availing themselves of
this knowledge, a few
shrewd collectors, who
got wind of the issue in
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time, bought at the office at face value sets of
the rare provisionals of 1891. The sets then
cost them 1s. 24d. They now catalogue up
to £7 128. 6d., and yet some good people say
don’t waste your money buying new issues. Of
course, windfalls of this sort are not frequent,
but this instance by no means. stands alone.
Anyway, pence put into new issues of inter-
esting postage stamps pay boys better in the
long run than if invested in lollypops and
ginger-beer.

SOME INTERESTING NEW ISSUES.

We have a few gorgeous novelties to
chronicle since our last number went to press,
but there is still a dearth of new issues gener-
ally. There is no sign yet of King’s Head
stamps, though there are plenty of rumours
as to what we may expect.

BECHUANALAND  PROTECTORATE. — The
current English halfpenny stamp is reported
to have been surcharged in the same style
as the 4d. vermilion for use in this Protectorate,

CHiLL—A 3oc. stamp has been added to the
current set of the Waterlow design, with the
large head of Columbus.

PortucaL (Nyassa).—I, am indebted to
Messrs. Bright & Son for a full set of new
and pleasing design for this Portuguese colony.
There are thirteen values in all. The zir. to

NYASSA

2ir., centre red-brown,
3., ,, violet

frame grey-black.

ior., ,, myrtle green " .
1sr., ,, chestnut . "
2or., ,, scarlet e 'e
2gr,, ,, orange - "
gor., ,, slate-blue 'e "
756y 2 lake ’ "
8or., ,, Eurple " "
1001., ,, rown " '
1350r., ,» orange-brown ,, e
2oor., ,, Dblue-green o "
3oor,, ,, grass-green . "

sor,, inclusive, are all of the giraffe type, and
the 75r. to 3o00r., inclusive, of the dromedary
type. All are printed in two colours, the frame
bemg_in every case a grey-black. The perfora-
tion is about fifteeh, but is best described as
irregular.  The effectiveness of the design and

the irregularity of the perforation point to the
work being that of Messrs. Waterlow.
Victoria.—In the June number of THE
CaprraiN we gave detaills of a new series for
this colony, which consisted mostly of old
plates brought into use to replace the stamps
bearing the words “Stamp Duty,” as those
latter stamps were to be relegated to fiscal use
exclusively. Messrs. Whitfield King & Co.
now send us news and samples of some further
changes. All the old plates that were brought
into use which did not bear the word “postage ”
have had it added to the inscriptions on the
design. The stamps requiring alteration are
the 4d., 2d., 3d, 4d., 6d., 1s, 2s, and s5s.
Whitfield King & Co. send us the id., 3d., 6d.,
1s., and 2s., but I presume the 2d., 4d., and ss.
will be similarly treated. However, for the
present, I must list only those which are
known :—
CURRENT SERIES, WITH POSTAGE ADDED.

id. emerald green, design of 1873.

13d. brown on yellow paper, design of 1878.

3d. orange brown, design of 1866,

4d. bistre, design of 188r,

dd. emerald green, design of 186¢.

1s. orange, design of 1873.

25, blue on rose paper, design of 188r.
I am indebted to Mr, E. L. Browne, Melbourne,
a reader of THE CAPTAIN, for a specimen of the
lately current 1d. rose “Stamp Duty,” printed
in olive green. It was available, and was used,
for postage as well as fiscal purposes, till June
3oth, after which it was available for fiscal pur-
poses only.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Pidnem. — Only the practised eye can tell the
difference between typographed and lithographed
stamps. The typographed are printed from plates, the
lithographed from lithographic stones. Pelure paper
is a very thin silky paper; Ribbed paper shows ridgee
like corrugated iron roofin in miniature; Datouné
paper is paper ruled in small squares, such as foreign
notepaper ; Laid Batonné has the little squares filled
in with laid lines; Wove paper shows no lines of any
kind, the texture being perfectly plain; Téte-béche
means that one stamp in a sheet is printed upside
down; Percd en arc is a method of perforation
in small arch-like cuts; Percés en scie perforation
is like the teeth of a saw; Grille is a design of
points or dots in a square embossed on & siamp.
C. J. M. (East Mouesey).—The Surrey Philatelic
Society (secretary, Mr. C. J. James, Cyprus Villa,
Sutton) runs an exchange packet, which should
answer your purpose. The subscription is 2s. 6d.
E. W. H,—Your label is not a postage stamp, hut cne
of many private carrier stamps in use in Germany.
R. L. Wingate (SeatTLE).—It is impossible to say
what your English stamps are worth without seeing
them. You do not even mention the values. Send
s sample of each. Leslie G.—Your Sudan 2m. is
catalogued at 1d., and the 3m. at 2d. The kreuzer
stamp is an Austrian, For the rest you had better
get Whitfield King's catalogue, price 1s.3d. post free;
address Ipswich,
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% ® By Henry Kenilworth.
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Y IRST of ali, where was it, and how
did we ﬁnd it? Well, it happened
we were spending a summer holiday
in Yorkshire, the East Riding, about
eight miles from the coast, where
farm lands and purple moors contend which shall
hold sway, and end by shaking hands and inter-
lacing in a friendly way. We were walking down
one afternoon from the moors to the farm along a
road with deepruts and grass between, by the side
of the fields, and here and there in the hedgerows
were some old and gnarled oaks, twisted by the
winds of many a winter, and stooping, like old
men, towards the ground. Suddenly one of us,
named Paulo, stopped and said, *Listen!” His
ear, quick to catch the slightest unusual sound,
had noticed a low humming, which probably
would have escaped the rest of us. We all stood
still, and then he said again, * Listen—and look
out!” We scarcely knew what to look out for, but
before we had time to ask, Paulo said :—

“ By Jove! there they are, and they must be
wild bees. This is capital! I've never found a
nest in England before.”

We instinctively followed the direction of his
eyes, and there, about ten yards in front of us,
near the top of one of the worn old oaks, we saw
a steady stream of the little black-looking labourers
passing to and from a small round hole in the
truok of the tree.

“Capital !” he said again, in the tone of a
delighted boy, as if we had all just landed for the
first time on Crusoe’s island, and were going to
begin hunting for our food for the rest of our
natural lives. * We mustn’t hurt the bees, but if
we don't get a good share of the honey, my name’s
not Paulo.”

“Well, how shall you set about it1” inquired
a member of the party. *“The tree is not by

any means dead ; the trunk is only hollow in the
middle, and as sound and hard as a wall all round ;
and look at the hole—it's not more than an inch
and a half wide. What could you get into it 1"

“ Never you mind ; we'll do it,” said Paule;
“only we must consider possibilities. I wonder
how long they’'ve been here? It!looks like a strong
nest, and the tree’s a pretty big one, and old. If
there’s much space inside there may be any
quantity of honey. We must look round and
see if there is another hole anywhere, and how
thick the wood 1s.”

He proceeded to examine the tree carefully, and
lay his ear to the trunk in different places, and
gently give it a itap here and there with his
stick.

“By Jove, hark at them!” he s=aid, as there
scemed to be an extra hum when he tapped the
tree. “There must be tons inside :”

Having satisfied himself that there was no other
hole except the one at the top, he said to the rest
of us:—

“Come along! We must go down to the
wheelwright's. I've a plan in iy head, but it
may take us more than one day to carry it out.
But it's well worth our while!”

“ And so say all of us !” I cried, for by now we
all saw we were in for a good thing, and should
bhave rare times before the end.

Qur party consisted of Paulo, his son Mark, his
nephew Alick—both about fifteen—an older
nephew, Bernard ; his sister Hilda, a lively girl
of twenty ; and nyself.

When we got to the wheelwright's we all stood
round the door, where several great wagzon-wheels
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Jeaned up against the wall; and Paule went in to
see if the man had what he wanted.

“Can you lend me a large auger, about 2ft.
long, to make a hole an inch across?” he said.

*“Yes,” said the man. “But what might you
want it for}”

“Just to bore some holes in some wood. How
much will it be? And shall I pay now, or when I
bring it back 7"

“Oh, it will do when you bring it back. If you
don’t damage it I sha’n’t charge you much. Dut
how long do you want it for ?”

“Two days, about.”

“ And what wood are you going to use it on §”

“Qak.”

“1Vell, all right. Bring it back when you've
done with it, and we can settle then how much it
will be.”

“But T would rather liave some idea,” said
Paulo, with a twinkle in the direction of the
door.

“ Well, sixpeunce, if it's all right when you bring
it back.”

“ That will do, thank you. Good-day.”

We returned to the farm where we were staying,
and after tea Paulo produced from his ordinary
resources a small saw, about 1ft. 6ins. long, and
only 1}ins. wide at the handle, tapering to a point
at the other end—of the sort known as a tenon
saw, Then le told us to come round among the
farm buildings and find a cart-rope and eight or
nine nails—the biggest we could lay hands on. By
this time it was getting towards evening, and
when it was approaching dusk we set off again for
the tree, which was about a mile away from the
farm,

*What are you going to do 1” I said to Paulo.

“You’'ll see when we get there,” he said, for he
rather loved to nurse his projects in h1s own mind
till the time for their execution.

When we arrived at the place there were still a
few bees going in, but not many, and we knew they
would soon all have settled down for the night.
When the last one seemed to have disappeared,
Paulo quickly scrambled up into the tree, which
was not very high, taking with him a clod of turf,
which he gently placed over the hole where the
bees had entered, and gave it a friendly thump.

“Now we can get to business,” he said, and
called to one of us to throw up the rope, which he
proceeded to fasten round a sturdy bough near the
little hole. Then he made a running noose, so
that he could sit in it and pull himsélf up or down
the trunk, and told us to give him the big anger.

With this he began to bore holes in the tree,
first in one place and then in another, carefully
examining the point'of the tool after each opera-
tion,

Vol. vi.—8

I can see the look of the white shreds of wood
as they fell on the ground, to this day.

He had bored four or five holes, and was just
saying that the thickness of the sound part of the
trunk seemed to be about 7ins., when all at once
we saw the tool go right in up to the handle, and
Paulo said quietly, “I'm into something now.”

And as quickly as he could do it he began
turning the auger the reverse way, and at length
pulled it out, and immediately stopped up the
hole, as he had,_ stopped all the others, with some
wet earth.

*“ By Jove, 1t's a mass of honey ! ” he said. And,
sure enough,wesaw the steel was sticky and covered
with dry bits of bark and rotten wood and pieces
of the honeycomb itself ; and we smelt the goodly
smell, and hardly knew where we were, whetherin
the land of Canaan or on Crusoe’s island, or with
the Swiss Family Robinson, or Masterman Ready.

“I)o you think there is much 7” 1 said to Paulo.

“Much? Can’t you see? Why, there are tons, of
course. Look at the thing ; it has been a foot and
a half into pure honey, and there are at least 3ft.
between the hole and the top where the bees go
in—that is, 3ft. by 14ft. of solid honey, Just
listen!” =~

We obeyed him, and by this time we could
all hear what was one of the most curious
sounds I ever heard in my life. It seemed as if
the whole sturdy old tree was one big humming
top. Not a bee could get out, and the whole huge
swarm was by this time aware that something
unusual had happened. The auger had gone
right into the middle of the comb, and a hundred
sentinels had reported the fact not only to head-
quarters, but to every cell in the enormous
fortress. The occupants must have been puzzled
how to account for it and what to do. However,
they could not get out, so we were able to consider
the situation at our leisure.”

We were still almost as puzzled as the bees
themselves, for we could not se¢ what Paulo’s
plan was. There was the tree full of bees and
full of honey, and there was the little hole at the
top, and a number of still smaller ones made
by the boring ; but how the honey was to be got
at and the bees subdued was still a perplexity
to us.

However, Paulo knew his own line, and he did
not keep us waiting long before he showed what
it was to be.

When he had rested long enough from the hard
work of turping the auger in the green wood, he
proceeded to mark two other places for holes, so
that the three holes would be the points of a
triangle, of which the three sides would be about
6ins. each in length.

As soon as he had finished the third hole, which
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was the topmost one of the three, instead of
stopping it with clay he called to us to hand him
the small thin saw, and, putting the point into
the hole as far as he could get it, he began sawing
downwards, towards one of the other holes.

1t took a long time to get through even a single
inch ; for, as he said, the wood was 7ins. inwands
and full of sap, and the position he had to work
in was by no means easy, We had some doubt as
towhether any bees would make their way through
the hole where the saw was working, but happily
they made no attempt to do so, and very probably
there was no rdom. ‘When we saw the namow
slit gradually making
its way downwards
we began to under-
stand what the plan
was. Paulo meant to
saw round the whole
triangle, and so make
a fair-sized block that
would come bodily out
of the side of the tree
opposite the honey,
and leave an opening |
large enough to cut out
as much as he wanted,
Still, there was the pro-
blem of the bees them-
selves, which rather
exercised us, though we
had seen him deal with
anordinary wasps' nest,
and guessed he would
have some scheme such
as he had used on occa-
sions of that kind.

When the saw had
been at work for an
hour and a half there
were still only twosides
of the triangle cut
through — the right-
hand side and the base
—and then Paulo said, o
“We will leave the last side till to-morrow night,
and then we can finish the whole thing together ;
we must bring down at least three or four buckets,
and I hope we shall use them all.”

He then got the rope and tools ready to take
away, and after stopping up the places where he
had been sawing, he said, *“ They may as well do
another good day’s work, and put a little more into
the hive” ; and with that he removed the turf from
the bees’ orizinal entrance and left them to enjoy
a quiet night, and then we all went back to the
farm with great expectations as to what the
morrow would bring forth.

A COMMISSION OF INQUIRY: “ALL QUIET!™
Photograph by Marl: Draper.

It was a fine September morning, and in the
course of it we went down to look at the scene of
our operations, and see how the bees were going
on. They appeared to be none the worse for that
one long thrust of the auger, and were as busy as
ever, flying in and out in an incessant stream.

“1 hope they will keep at it,” said Paulo. “ They
will want all they can get to carry them through
the winter when we have taken our share.”

The marks of the boring and the saw scarcely
suowed at all in the rough bark of the tree,
but to us they meant a great deal, especially
the two narrow slits made by the saw. The
third one would take
about dalf an hour to
accomplish, and then
the solid little block
would move and be
readily drawn out from
its place, and then——!

It was like the mo-
ment just before the
launch of a ship, when
you expect to see what
has stood so still all its
life suddenly move for-
ward,

We got through the
day somehow, and,
arming ourselves with
three large buckets and
the rest of our equip-
ment, we set off about
sundown for the fifth
act. As soon as we
had seen the last little
honey - maker go in
Paulo cut another turf
and proceeded to seal
him safe in with all
his swarthy host, and
at once began the final
sawing operation. It
was a thrilling moment
when he got down to
the left-hand bottom corner of the triangle.
Before he ent through he took a large gimlet
from his pocket, and bored it into the centre of
the block, *“just for a bandle,” as he explained to
us.

Then, with the thinnest possible remainder of
wood still uncut, he came down from his perch
and went through another interesting preparation,
which at once showed how he meant to deal with
the bees.

He took from his capacious pocket an old-
fashioned gunpowder flask, which he had
preserved from the days of his boyhood, and,

~
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pressing back the spring with his thumb, he
poured out nearly as much powder as filled the
palm of his left hand. Then he mixed a little
water with it from the diteh, and with his knife
kneaded it up into a large fuse, about the size
and shape of an artichoke, through the middle of
which he arranged a thin piece of stick like a
match,

He took great pains to get this fuse to the
right consistency, so as not to be too wet or too
dry, and the last thing in the process was to
tightly roll it in some dry powder in his hand,
especially at the end where he meant to light it, so
that it might get a good start.

He then made another exactly like the first, * in
case of accidents,” and it was not long before we
had good reason to value his foresight, and
appreciate his use of it. .

When all was in readiness—the rope hung
properly, the gimlet standing with inviting ease to
lay hold of, and the big nails fixed like steps so
that he could quickly get up to the bees’ main
entrance, he took the saw and went to work on
the last thin remnant of the left-hand side, which
he had purposely left to keep the block firm.

It was a breathless moment when we watched
the saw come right-down and the two openings
meet. The front ends met first, and there was
still a second or two before the saw cut finally
through, but then in a moment our straining eyes
saw what they had been expecting. The whole
triangle gave a little move, the solid three-
cornered block, which had been standing firm and
immovable in that stout old oak for perhaps
three hundred years, gave the smallest possible
drop downwards, closing up the bottom slit, and
making the two side ones look a shade wider
than before.

“It’s all right,” said Paulo, handing the saw
down, and at once taking hold of the gimlet.
“ Now, you look !|” and for a second he boldly pulled
the block out, and then replaced it as quickly as
a photographer handles his shutter on a sunny
morning. All that actually happened was that
the humming top for an instant scunded louder,
and Paulo and the rest of us in the dusky light
just saw that we had struck the very centre of
the mass of honeycomb, which locked dark and
rich and heathery to our plunderous gaze. For
that brief minute we knew some of the sensations
of the primitive man, the child of the forest, and
thought his life had its compensations, to say the
very least,

Paulo replaced the block and pressed itinwards,
£0 that it remained firm, and then told us to pass
him one of the fuses.

He took it, and then climbed by means of the
bails to the top of the tree, where the bees went

in. He sat down (for the trunk was quite thick
enough, and not many boughs were left), and then
took a match from his pocket and held it to the
end of the fuse; there was a sputter and flare, and
in a second Taulo lifted up the piece of turf,
pushed the burning fuse into the hole, and clapped
the turf on again. “Hush!” he said. * Be quite
still.”

We stood motionless and listened, and could
hear the fuse burning itself away merrily.

The sound was something more solid than
hissing—almost a muffled rcar—and we knew
the amount of condensed smoke inside that old
tree must be prodigious. Presently “it ceased
upon the midnight with no pain,” and the silence
was wonderful.

“That will give them a good sleep,” said Paulo,
“but it won’t hurt them—they can resume their
operations to-morrow.: Now for ours.”

He came down a few feet, and got into the loop
of the rope, opposite the gimlet.

“Get the buckets ready,” he said ; and then,
making himself as steady as the rope permitted,
he suddenly pulled out the block and handed
it to me, saying, “Stand where you can reach
me, and hold on to that.”

A little cloud of smoke came out of the hole,
but less than you would expect. In the minute
or so which Paulo left after the fuse stopped
burning, it seemed to have become absorbed into
nowhere. ‘

As soon as Paulo’s right hand was free he thrust
it straight into the hole, and brought out a large
piece of deliciously fragrant honeycomb. There
were a number of drowsy bees on it which seemed
quite still and motionless, and Paulo carefully and
lightly brushed them off into the hole again, and
then passed the comb down, telling us to put it
into one of the buckets and cover the top over
with paper. Then, as quick as lightning, in went
his hand once more.

But to our great surprise it was not withdrawn,
and we became aware that there was something
stopping himn.

“What's wrong ?” I asked anxiously.

“Why, there’s a loose piece of wood fallen from
somewhere, and it’s got between my hand and the
opening, against my wrist, and I'm wedged —I can't
move ! 7

“The dickens !” I said. * But you must. The
bees will all be alive again in a few minutes, and
then——" .

It was only too true. There he was, his hand
jammed in the hole, the air getting in and
beginning to revive the swarms of stingers, and
no possibility of our being able to give him the
slightest help.

“Keep cool,” said Paulo. *Our heads must
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save us—don’t let’s lose them,
know what to do!”

As le spoke he managed to get his hand on the
top side of the piece of wood, and, giving an
immense shove down with his strong wrist, he
succeeded in pushing it by main force right into
the lower part of the honeycomb, where it
remained embedded. At the same moment we
heard the sound of an ominous hum rising within
the tree, and growing rapidly louder.

“@ive me the block and gimlet—quick !” he
sald. [ !

“Here you are.” And in a moment it was
back in its place and everything sealed up
again,

“ Now then, the other fuse—look sharp!”

We handed it up,and in less than a minute Paulo
had it alight
and into the

It's all right. I

CAPTAIN.

“Are you going at 1t azain 77 I said.

“*“Yes, of course. But I hope to goodness there
won't be another bloek !”

And, fortunately, there was not. Again, and
again, and many times again, as if he were
unloading some big ship, did Paulo hand out
great pieces of dripping honeycomb, hurriedly
brushing off the still sleeping bees, and saying
every time, “Put that in, and that, and that,
and that,” until at last our three buckets were
filled. :

“TIs there any more 17 I said.

“Yes, tons; but we've got our share—we'll
leave the rest for the original collectors. Give me
the block.” -

He took it, put it back in its place, unscrewed
the gimlet, and then gave the triangle a huge
thump to
make it stick.

top hole, and
the turf over
it once 1nore.

The hum-
ming died
away as the
fuse roared;
then silence a
minute ; then
Paulo was
back at the
triangle, and
presently
pulled it out of
its place again
and handed it
down.

Then he went
up, unloosed
‘the rope,
threw away
the turf, so as
to leave the
hole open, and
quietly came
down by the
nails.

“Come on,”
he said. “We
may as well
get home.
Three buckets
full. Now
for home!”

WHERE THE FUBE WENT IN AND WHERE THE HONEY CAME OUT.

From @ pnotograph by Mark Draper,
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OF KASHMIRIS.

By F.-P. Gipeon,

Illustrated py Clement Flower.

HAD a rather uncommon experience over
l in Kashmir last spring. Since 1 left India

as a kid 1 had only seen my father two
or three times, so between leaving school and
going up for Sandhurst he arranged for me to
pay him a six months’ visit. He’s Com-
missioner of a district in the Punjab.

When I'd been out there a month or two he
got a few weeks’ leave, and we had some decent
shooting in Kashmir with Captain Gresham of
one of the Sikh regiments. Kashmir 1s a half-
independent kingdom, under native rule; the
scenery is grand, and there’s first-rate shooting in
the more remote districts. We hadn’t time to go
rizht up into the big mountains where the best
sport is, but still, we had some good fun. One
day we’d been rather unlucky, and had nothing
to show. As we turned back towards our dak
bungalow near the village of Zarkhan, my boot-
lace broke.

You wouldn’t think there was anything
wildly exciting about that, but it was the cause
of as much excitement as I want to have. I
happened to be a few yards behind my father
and Captain Gresham, and the skidkarris were
In front, but they never noticed that I'd stopped.
The lace had broken right in the middle, so I
had to take my boot off to patch it up, and as I
Tose 1 saw something move in the undergrowth

some little distance away. In the excitement 1
didn’t observe that the others were out of sight.
The country was hilly and well wooded, easy to
get lost in, and I behaved like a silly lunatic.
You see, 1 wanted to have something to my own
gun for once, and 1 thought this might be big
game, so 1 followed.

Whatever the animal was, it was in no hurry,
and when we came to a more open place I
caught a -glimpse of him ; he was a black
panther. I was pretty well scared then, for
they’re about as bad as tigers ; but somehow I
seemed fascinated, and so | kept on stalking
him. He hadn’t seen me yet, but he evidently
knew someone was about. As he seemed in-
clined to make for some dense undergrowth, I
let fly, fearing he’d be lost. 1 missed, and he
turned, saw me, and came straight for me. 1
had time to slip another cartridge in. My word !
Talk about a big, black, bounding beggar! By
the time 1 got the rifle to my shoulder and was
trying to find the sights, there seemed to be a
few hundred black demons coming for me with
gaping red jaws and bared teeth and claws. [
was funked above a bit, and I just remembered
wishing that bootlace hadn’t broken when I
pulled the trigger, and somehow I managed to
hit him full in the chest. Before he could
spring, I let fly with the second, and jumped to
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one side. This time the bullet caught him
under the eye and did for him, for he rolled
over a few yards from where 1 stood.

He was a magnificent animal, and I was jolly
lucky to get off scot-free, for I was anything but
steady when I fired.

The others evidently didn’t hear the reports,
for they must have been a good way off, and
the wind was blowing strongly from them. 1
started to run after them, hoping to be able
to get the skin, and of course took the wrong
direction, being a trifle flustered. It seemed to
go right at first, but after a bit it began to twist
about up and down, and at last it led into a
narrow, wooded valley, with a kind of cart
track — or what they’d call one in Kashmir,
where there are no roads to speak of, except the
road to Srinagar and Gilgit—high up above the
river-side. I had been running for a good time,
and I must have been miles wrong.

After a time I passed a rope-bridge over the
ravine. This ju/a, as they call them, was badly
in want of repair, the hand-ropes made of
twisted birch twigs being broken in places, and
so was the foot-rope. It looked as if it would
collapse all together under a dog’s weight.
Further on 1 caught up with a couple of culti-
vators, father and son—great, well-built Kash-
miris with faces I didn’t take to. The Kashmiris
are a rather handsome lot, and generally peace-
able and friendly, but they’re beggars for cheating
you. Captain Gresham was always running
them down because he thought they were such
a waste of good material—that such big men
ought to be first-class seoldiers like his Sikhs.
Knowing that the average Kashmiri would never
dream of doing anything worse to a sahib than
cheat him, I wasn’t afraid, though I didn’t
altogether like their looks, so I asked the way to
Zarkhan.

I spoke English on the chance of their under-
standing. I can make out their lingo a bit,
because we used to have a man from Kashmir
when I was a kid, and as one of our skikiarris
on this trip was a Kashmiri, the dialect came
back to me. But all the same, I could hardly
speak it.

The younger man understood, and he replied
civilly enough that I was quite out of the course.
I then asked if they could give me anything to
eat, and guide me back, saying I'd pay them
well. They agreed, and said that they lived
not far away, and there I could rest and have
some food. It was getting dark, but [ was very
hungry, and I went with them, and we soon
came to a collection of huts.

Being Mohammedans, there wasn’t such a fuss
about meals as with Hindus, and I was soon
‘walking into some grub. One or two of their

friends popped in to have a look at the lost
sahib, and 1 gathered that they were all related
to one another. They asked me a few questions,
but I shook my heuad, and didn't let on that [
understood their 4as, and I could see they kept
glancing at my rifie in the corner. It was
double-barrelled, and a real beauty. I was a
fool not to have kept it to hand, though that
would have seemed beastly ungrateful while I
was eating their food.

Soon I began to understand that they were
discussing its value, and, of course, up there a
rifle like that is worth its weight in gold. One
of them remarked that probably the young
sahib had much money.” I felt queer. For
some time I could not catch what was said, but
presently the oldest man there—brother of
Hashim Beg, the first old man—observed, in a
loud tone, that if there were bloodshed in his
village he would be held responsible, and he
would not allow it. They all locked quickly at
me as he said this, but ‘"1 managed to go on
eating as if I'd ro interest in their talk, and
feeling safe they went on. They were between -
me and the rifle, or I'd have taken the risk and
gone for it.

“If only we could lose him again, so that
he’d never be able to get back,” said Hashim
Beg, ‘“then his blood .would not be on our
heads.” '

“You are a fool,” said his brother.

They sat thinking for a few moments, and,
you may guess, I was doing a little thinking too,
but they had most success.

“ Listen,” said Akhmad, the chap who spoke
English, “ could we not take him to the broken
“w/a, and tell him the way lay across that, and
make him go first? He would surely be killed,
and his body washed down by the river, so
that no blame could reach us.”

“But how if he refused to cross?” another
objected. :

“We could give him his choice between a
knife and the ju/a. He is an Englishman, and
would prefer to risk the ju/a.”

“That is a good plan,” said Hashim Beg
“For we need not shed his blood.”

I had broken into a cold sweat. They rose,
and Akhmad said :—

“Come, sahib, we will show you the way.’

Istood up, tremh]mg, and made a step
to snatch at the rifle, but Akhmad was too
smart for me. He reached out, and said
politely :—

“The sahib is tired.
and carry his rifle.”

I declared that I was not tired; but he
insisted, and I did not dare show that I was.
suspicious.  So, still seeming very friendly, they

I will be his skikkarri,
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closed round me, and we set out. I heard
Hashim Beg say to his son :—

“« Do not bring the rifle, lest we be seen with
it. It must be buried until the search is over.”

So Akhmad dropped behind and hid the rifle.
But I saw this, and thought it time to make a
stand. We had gone about five hundred yards
when Akhmad rejoined us, and I said :—

“You've forgotten my rifle.”

The scoundrel pretended to bhe quite as-
tonished.

“Sahib, Tam a fool. 1 have indeed forgotten
it. But we have a long journey before us, and

Chemeul
Ljoi., Frewer -’

brought instead of the nfle? A pheran, one of
those long woollen gowns the Kashmiris wear!

Dropping all pretence, two of them held me,
whilst they slipped this over me and fastened a
woman’s veil across my face, so that if anyone
met us they wouldn’t notice that anything was
wrong. They’d just slip it off when they meant
to make me cross the ju/a, so that it would look
as if I'd been killed by accident. They were
downy birds, these five. T think some of their
ancestors must have had Black Mountain blood
in them—not Kashmiri.

Akhmad placed his knife against the small of

I MANAGED TO GO ON EATING 4AS IF I'D NO INTEREST IN THEIR TALK.

must not turn back. We shall send it to you
to-merrow, and doubtless the sahib’s honoured
father will reward us.”

_But T wouldn’t budge. So Akhmad and his
vile old dad said they'd go back for it. ‘The
other three had matchlocks and knives, and
explained that they carried arms because there
were many thieves in the district. I thought
they were not far wrong this time, but said
nothing, I was thinking of risking it, and
making a dash,’ when the two ruffians came
back. ~ And what, pray, do you think they’d

my back, and the others fingered their match
locks,so I had to go on; and presently we came
to the rope-bridge.

“Your road lies aver there,” said Akhmad.

“Lead the way,” I said.

“\We cannaot cross; we are much heavier than
you.” '

“Then I shan't go.”

“Then we shall slay you. We give you the
chance of crossing in safety.”

. Precious small chance it was; in fact, it
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meant certain death,  Still, they’d guessed right.
I'd try 1t rather than be knifed; and if, by a
miracle, I got across, they’d know about it later,
There’d be a row in that village.

“Off with the pkeran,” said Hashim Beg,
“and take his money.”

And my heart sank again.

“ Khabardar! Khabardar ! one of them
whispered excitedly, meaning: ‘‘Look out!
Be careful!”

They glanced up the road, and my heart gave
a jump. For, by the faint moonlight, we could
see two small men coming along with quick
little steps. Akhmad and another ruffian made
me sit down between them, and each gripped
an arm, and Akhmad held his knife against my
heart underneath the robe, whispering that he’d
do for me if I spoke a word.

“They are Gurkhas of the Bodyguard,”
Hashim Beg whispered. “They are returning
to their regiment after leave, and have not their
rifles.”

You may imagine what I felt like. The
strangers could not pass without noticing us,
but I and my two guards were in the shade,
and they would not detect anything wrong
unless I shouted. It was my last chance, but
dare I do it with that knife against my breast !
Besides, it was like clutching at a straw, for
they were only two little fellows practically
unarmed, and was it likely that they would be
willing to tackle five big, strong ruffians, armed
with matchlocks as well as knives? Also, the
Gurkhas, being men who had enlisted in the
Kashmir Imperial Service troops under British
officers, were strangers and foreigners, and
would have the whole countryside against them
in case of a fight.

Well, they stopped to pass the time of day
with old Hashim, and I had a good look at
them, They looked jolly little fellows ; it seemed
hard to believe that these were the famous and
terrible Gurkhas. Their faces were smooth
and round, and they were larking and laughing
no end as they came down the road ; altogethér,
they looked like a couple of lads in knickers,
except that they wore turbans with tassels
instead of the round caps that our Gurkhas
always wear. They carried no rifles, but wore
the £ukri on their right hip. This knife is the
Gurkha national weapon which all our Gurkhas
are allowed to carry, and they can do wonders
with it.

At last the Johnnies—as Tommy Atkins calls
the Gurkhas—said “ Good-day,” and began to
move off. And then my blood ran cold! 1
felt Akhmad’s knife quivering whilst the soldiers
were there, and I knew that he was frightened
of them, and I could see that the others were,

]

and that gave me courage. I said to him,
“They’ll kill you if you hurt me,” and then I
risked the knile, and yelled, “ Help! Heip ! I'm
an Englishman !”

I wrenched my left hand free as I shouted,
and clutched Akhmad’s wrist. The brute was
scared, and the knife only slit my jacket as I
knocked it down. The Gurkhas had spun
round like a shot, and I saw the shimmer of
their drawn Au/kris as the moonlight caught the
steel. They meant fight, and the little beggars
looked as keen as terriers at a rat-hole. There
wasn’t a sign of fear on their honest, round
mugs, though outnumbered five to two, and
each of the five about as“big as both Gurkhas.

I wrenched myself free from the cowards who
held me, and, throwing off the phkeran, placed
myself beside the soldiers, as they ran towards
us.
“They mean to murder me,” I said, panting.

“What? Murder an Englishman — those
sheep 7 cried one. *Shall we kill them all,
sahib?”

Akhmad gave a howl at this, and fled up
the hill-side. A Gurkha dashed after him, and
soon I heard an awful yell that made my
blood run cold.

“It's all up with Akhmad,” T said to myself.

But he hadi’t killed him. He'd just knocked
him down, and presently came back dragging
him through the bushes and along the road. As
soon as the one Gurkha had started off, how-
ever, old Hashim Beg, who had a bit more
pluck than the others, yelled :—

“We are four to two! Shoot them—shoot
them !” And he swung his gun round, and was
just about to pull the trigger when the other
Johnny ran at him and slashed at his head
with his Awkri. At the same time I flew at the
nearest chap to me, and gave him a left-hander
over the nose and another in the eye, wrenching
his musket from him before he could recover.
The other two just rolled on the ground,
shrieking for mercy. I looked at Hashim Beg,
expecting to see a sickening sight, but the little
man had changed his stroke just in time, and
had caught him on the temple with the horn
handle of the Aukrs, instead of with the razor-
like blade, and the old scoundrel lay stunned.

The Gurkha stood over him, threatening the
others with his up-lifted weapon, but they'd had
enough. They hadn’t the pluck to use their
fire-arms, for that Awk»¢ just filled them with
tetror. They couldn’t have been more frightened
if there’d been a whole regiment, so there they
lay screaming,  Marf karo, sahibs, marf karo!”
meaning, “ Have mercy, have mercy!” 1 could
hardly help laughing, for you couldn’t imagine
such abject cowards as those three big rufhans
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howling in terror, and begging for mercy from
that brave little man.

I collected all their weapons, and when the
younger Gurkha, Rannu Thapa, thought he'd
swept the ground enough with my friend
Akhmad, he hurled him beside the others, and 1
spun my yarn. :

“ speak English,” said Judbir Thapa, with
a bit of a swagger. He was a man of about
thirty, Rannu being nearer twenty. “I've
served my time in the gth Gurkhas.”

When I'd finished, they glared at the five
Kashmiris until they started howling again.
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“ Oh, never mind that,”T said. “I want to
get back.”

But the little beggars were aghast at the idea
of leaving a breech-loader behind ; it was as bad
to them as artillery deserting their guns. So
Rannu Thapa, taking one of the muskets, made
Akhmad trot back to the village with him—and
that was above a bit plucky, when you remember
that he didn’t know how many of Akhmad’s
interesting relaiives mightn’t be there; and
what’s more, he dido’t care ! He'd weighed up
the family better than I had done. But I
believe Rannu would have gone just the same

1 FLEW AT THE NEAREST CHAP AND GAVE HIM A LEFT-HANDER OVER THE NOSE.

They were more than a bit frightened of those
Johnnies, )

“Make them all cross the broken ju/a,”
Rannu suggested, and both laughed gleefully at
the idea, but I wouldn’t allow this, and asked
them if they could guide me to Zarkhan. They
replicd that they could not, but they would jolly
soon make the Kashmiris guide us, so they
ordered the five to get up and set off, and they
didnt dare disokey.

“But where’s your rifle, sahib?” Judbir
Thapa asked.

Vol vi.—7

even if they had been Yusufzais. The rest of us
stayed by the su/a until they returned with the
rifle, and then we all set off.

We reached the dak bungalow about two
o’clock, and found that my father and the cap-
tain were still searching the district with a large
party. We locked the Kashmiris up, and sent
messages to the search party. We then learnt
that as soon as I had been missed they had
turned back, but had been unable to find any
trace of me, I had run away so quickly. They
found the panther and secured the skin, however.
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Next morning the prisoners were handed over
to the authorities, and, giving the Gurkhas a
good reward, my father sent them off, laughing
and singing, and jolly as could be, in an ekéa to
Srinagar, with a letter of recommendation to
their officer at Gilgit, who chanced to be a
chum of his,

The five Kashmiris were sentenced to a good
term of imprisonment.

Probably you want to know why Kashmiris
are such awful cowards? Well, these five
were uncommonly venturesome for Kashmiris.
You see, they've had their spirit broken.
Hundreds of ves= ago, Akbar, the Grand
Mogul, ordered all Kashmiris to wear the
pheran — a woman’s garment — in order to
destroy_ their manliness. They were Hindus,

then, and were so persecuted that most of them
turned Moslems. Then, as we foolishly gave
Kashmir—one of the finest countries in the
world—to a Dogra chief fifty years ago, instead
of a money reward, and as the Dogras are
Hindus, the poor beggars were persecuted still
worse. So they’ve suffered both ways, and been
ground down terribly until we began to interfere
a few years ago. Now they've a bett<r chance,
with a few British officials looking after their
interests.

I sent a couple of good sporting rifles to
Rannu and Judbir Thapa, as they told me they
were great hunters, and you bet I am going to
try for a Gurkha Regiment, if only I can get
into the Indian Staff Corps.

OUR WINTER GAME.

By D. McCoLL, Jun.

GLor1oUS pastime that beguiles
Strife of strength and skill ;
Game that stirs our sea-girt isles

To their furthest frill!
Welcome winter weather cold!
Welcome dullest days!
Let the bounding leather hold
All our sympathies.

Players fleet, and sure of eye,
Steady, firm, and cool;

Moving with swift strategy,
Of devices full.

Playing all as gentlemen—
Strong, but always fair;
Playing for an honest win—
Sportsmen, heel to hair!

Forwards passing man to man,
Sure as a machine;

Centre always in the van,
Dodging in between.

Outside dashing on the wing—
Dribbling straight- and fast ;
See him shoot with deadly sting.

Saved, the danger’s past!

Try again with heart and soul;
Combination tells.

Hip hurrah ! A leading goal!
Loud the cheering swells.

Mpyriad faces massed in rows—
Eager every eye!

Keener still the contest grows;
Plaudits burst and die.

Will they equalise at last?
Minutes drag like days.

Hark! The whistle’s final blast,
Doubt at length allays.

Blood runs faster as the fight
Stirs our British souls.

Playful strife the way may light
On to other goals.

Flourish still our winter game,
Still extend its sway!

Learn we union, effort, aim,
From the field of play.



A MATTER OF LUCK.

By D. LECHMERE ANDERSON, Autkor of “ Lucius Sully,” et

Sketches by Rex Osborne.

MAY be that my star
was in the ascendant,
for the scheme con-
ceived inorder
torender me a
laughing stock
turned out
trumps for me,
literally  tossing
me from an un-
known junior into
goal-keeper of one
of the finest clubs in
England. Timeshave
gone hard with the
old Wrangton, but ten years ago
few teams could stand against it.
The scheme did more than that,
though; it made Nell my wife
a year or two sooner than she
otherwise would have been, for
1 was barely out of my apprenticeship, had little
affection for my trade, and a liking that practically
amounted to a passion for football. Time after
time I resolved to break it off—each new season
was to be my last—alfter it was ended I would
settle down to work and make a home for Nell ;
but football was in my blood, and even love
seemed powerless to drive it out. The day
came when I had to choose between them.

No man followed the fortunes of the little
village club to which I then belonged more
closely than Nell’s father, but he it was who
bade me make my choice.

“T like you, Jack,” he said, “and Nell loves
you, but I can’t give my lass to one who makes
his play his work. If you wish to win her you
must give up socker ; that’s so, and there’s my
hand upon it to show I mean my words.”

“ Needless to ask my choice,” 1 replied,
grasping his outstretched hand. )

“You mean Nell?” he said, almost patneti-
cally, “QOh! Jack, the game will never be the
same to me. Where will the C find
another man to keep goal like you?” and the
sigh that followed his words came from his
heart. '

“It is your own fault,” I answered, laughing,
“but my place will soon be filled; Ridgeway
has hankered after it for many a day.”

“Ridgeway !” he exclaimed, disdainfully.
“I'here’s another place you occupy which Fred

Ridgeway would like to win, and that's Nell’s
heart. "TIisa pity, lad, you arenot as rich as he ;
then you would not have to give up the game,
but there’s no use fretting, ’twont make you
richer ; the only course for you is to keep your
word as I keep mine, for, mark you, Jack,
break it and I go over to Ridgeway’s side. 1
won’t have my lass throw herself away on a man
who does not think her worth the working for.”

That night T tendered my resignation to the
club, and in some way my reason for it must
have leaked out, for, save Ridgeway, none of
the fellows bothered me to play. At last even
he appeared to realise I meant to keep my
word.

The fever of the game was on me, but I
thought of Nell, and resolutely, each evening,
turned my feet away from our practice ground.
No one, except a drunkard striving to escape
from the fiend that masters him, can understand
the torture that I suffered.

I thought that I had conquered it, when a
letter came to me that brought back the old
desire with redoubled strength. The writing
swam before my eyes as I read, for what it
contained meant, not only the game to me,
but Nell

The letter was from the secretary of the
Wrangtons, I remember each word of it:—

DeARrR SMEATON,—Having heard a great deal of your
skill in goal, it is the desire of the Committee that your
services should be at the disposal of the Wrangtons as
understudy to Ford, our goal-keeper. If the proposal
meets with your approval, 1 shall be pleased if you will
meet me at Screwtown on Saturday week, where we play
the ¢ Cherubs.” All necessary formalities can be arranged
then ; in the meantime keep yourself Yn practice, as you

may be required to give an exhibition of your skill. Den't
trouble to answer this, as I shall be away from home.

My breath came quick and short as I finished
reading. My chance had come—come when it
was all but too late ; already my four weeks’ rest
must have made me stiff and rusty. Bitterly I
regretted the days I had frittered away in work.
Not to lose further time, I seized my clubs and
commenced to practise.

“ Understudy to Ford—— " my clubs swung
to the words.
“ Understudy to Ford—— " my muscles grew

firm and pliant, the heavy clubs flew circling
through the air. Tiring of them, I turned to
the punch-ball suspended near a corner of the
room. Straight from the shoulder my arm shot,
as the ball rebounded I headed it away—back-
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wards, forwards, I drove it, hither, thither, my
blood glowing savagely beneath the blows
it dealt me, as now and then I missed my
mark.

“Understudy to Ford——" 1 muttered,
savagely, as twice in succession the ball proved
master.

A laugh behind me caused me to hesitate,
and, on the instant, the globe struck me full
upon the cheek., Hot with anger I turned
to see Ridgeway
regarding me

After what I have seen,” and he glanced towards
the punch-ball, ““ I won't take no for an answer.
We begin practice to-morrow ; even you will not
be the worse for it.”
His words, meant to be gracious, irritated me
still more.
“You know why I gave up football,” I said,
hotly.
“I certainly have heard a rumour,” he stam-
mered, “but surely you do not mean to give in
) to a whim——"
**You want

complacently.

“Glad to see IR \\

W

you still keep
yourself in prac-
tice,” he. said,
with a covert /
smile upon his /
lips. “Someday /

I shall have to
give you your
place again.”

It was upon
my lips to tell
him that the
place I hoped to
fill was between
the Wrangtons’
sticks, but I
never liked him,
and his presence
at that moment
irritated me.  If
I was to tell my
good fortune to
anyone it should
not be to him.
His coming had
put a chill upon
my ardour. For
the first time the
possibility of
failure occurred
to me. I grew
sick at the very
thought of it,and
then and there 1
determined to
say nothing of
the offer, not even to Nell, until success had
attended my application, or failure had sent me
back to work again.

“What did you want with me?” I asked
coldly, for I resented his having entered my
room unbidden.

“The fact is, Smeaton, we have a cup-tie
match on Saturday, and the boys thought, for
the sake of old times, you might give us a hand.

Sy

YGLAD TO BEE YOU BTILL EEEP YOURSELY IN PRACTICE,” HE SAID,
WITH A COVERT SMILE.

me to play,” 1
interrupted, *so
that I may break
my word. Do
you think I am
blind? The man
who has coveted
my place in the
team these three
past seasons
would not be
willing to give it
up for love -of
me, but he might
for hate. Iknow
your secret. I
know why you
wish me to break
my word.”

His face grew
pale.

*What do you
know?” he
asked, faintly.

“That were 1
to playyouwould
pe the first to
tell the news—at
Manor Farm,” 1
added, for I was
unwilling to
bringNell’sname
into our argu-
ment.

“You wrong
me,” he replied,
with a tone of
relief in his voice
that I failed to understand, “as you will see
when you put me to the test.”

“That will be never.”

“You will think differently to-morrow,” he
retorted as he turned to leave the room ; * a man
does not practise as you were doing if he has
given up the game.”

His wordsmade my determination the stronger.
Had it not been for them I might have gone to
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Nell's father and sought release from the promise
I had given. That he would have granted it
wiltingly 1 had little doubt, but the desire to
say nothing prevailed, and, rightly or wrongly, I
made up my mind to abstain from all play until
the fateful day. .

Screwtown, where the match between the
Wrangtons and the Cherubs was to be played, is
only ten miles from where 1 lived, and every
footballer in the little village talked of the great
event. :

The match was only a friendly one, but
in the League matches between the teams both
issues had been drawn, and feeling, in conse-
quence, ran high as to which would prove the
victor in the coming struggle. Needless to say,
my sympathies were all with Wrangton.

When at last the day came, three-fourths of
the inhabitants of the village seemed to have
journeyed to Screwtown. Nell and her father
accompanied me. My heart throbbed high
with pride as we entered the spacious park and
saw the vast concourse of spectators. The field
was perfect, level as a billiard table—but until
my crrand was accomplished I could think of
nothing else. Making a rambling ‘excuse I left
Nell under her father’s care, and set off towards
the great pavilion. .

Occupied as my mind was with my own
thoughts, I could not help noticing that some-
thing was wrong. Groups of men wearing the
Wrangton colours stood talking in excited
whispers.

Wondering what was amiss I entered the
pavilion and asked for the secretary.

His face was clouded as I approached, the
letter in my hand.

“What is it? ” he asked curtly.

“You asked me to meet you here,” I stam-
mered ; “my name is Smeaton of the C—.”

“Smeaton of the C——" he repeated after
me ; “I must apologise, but I don’t think I ever
heard your name before.”

“Then you did not write this?” I gasped,
and I thrust the letter into his hand.

He glanced at it carelessly, then his face
flushed with anger.

“Certainly it is on the club paper, but it is a
forgery ; someone has been making a fool of
you,”

I felt my lips tremble, but, pulling myself to-
. gether, I answered, firmly, “I am sorry to have
troubled you,”

“Stay ! ” he cried, as I was about to leave the
room, and coming towards me he placed his
hand upon my arm.

“Hard as nails,” he said, his colour rising ;
then, almost anxiously, “#Any speed?”

A hundred in ten and a quarter seconds.”
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“You mean it, and you can play ?” he cried
excitedly.

“Try me,” I answered, my voice sounding.
strange in my own ears.

*Stay here,” he said, and without a word of
explanation he left the room, to return a minute
later with one I recognised as Tatwell, captain
of the Wrangtons.

They were talking earnestly as they entered,
but seeing me their voices fell away.

In silence Tatwell examined me. Suddenly
his face lightened. * So far as training goes the
man 1s perfect,” he cried.

“ You think he'll do?” asked the secretary.

*'Training is not everything. Can you play,
lad ? ” and before I knew what he was about to
do he threw a ball at me, Involuntarily my
hand shot out and drove it hard against the
opposite wall. It rebounded to his feet. With
a cry to watch my goal, he shot it hard to my
left, but I was ready, and catching it in my
hands was about to punt it with all my force.
My right foot was drawn back.

“Stop !” he cried, laughing ; * you'll bring the
house about our ears.”

My spirits bounded, for his tone told me he
was pleased with my performance. Still he was
not satisfied, for, taking the ball with him, he
retired to the further wall of the long room, and
throwing it on the floor, ran dribbling it before
him.

I kept my eye on his and tried to read his
purpose, yet he took me unawares, for, in-
stead of shooting with his right, he sent the
leather flying with his left. I nearly lost it, but
managed to touch it with my fingers and just
stop it in its course. For a second it lay within
ten inches of the wall. With a bound he leapt
towards it, but I was before him, and, stooping
down, I succeeded in hurling it past his side,
then, driven by his weight, I crashed against the
wall. He caught me by the arm apd saved me
from falling. ' .

“You'll do,” he cried,

I could not trust myself to speak.

“I was sure of it,” cried the secretary, with a
sigh that bespoke intense relief.

“It is fortunate it is only a friendly,” con-
tinued Tatwell, “but although it is, he had
better sign on at once. It may prevent disagree-
ment ; you can arrange terms afterwards.”

I listened in amazement; my limbs shook
under me.

*“You do not mean that T am to play to-day!
Before them all ?” I asked, pointing to the open
window, from whence the murmur of thousands
sounded like thunder in my ears.

¢ Certainly. Don’t you know why ?”

My face showed that I was ignorant.
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“Ford has broken his leg. Got out of the
train before it stopped, and slipped between foot-
Poor Ford, I doubt if he
will play again,” and a shadow passed across
his face, “but hurry—it is time that you were

board and platform.

dressed.”

I wasin a dream. Of how I got into my togs,

or how I was in-
troduced to the
boys who were
to become my
lifelong friends,
I remember no-
thing, nothing at
all until I found
myself leaning
sick and dizzy
against one of
the sticks.

One of the
backs kicked the
ball towards me;
I hardly knew
which way it
came. Stiffly and
uncertainly I
tried to stop it.
It curled past my
nerveless fingers
and rolled into
the net.

“1 shall dis-
grace you all,” I
cried. “Itisim-
possible for me
to play.”

¢¢ Nonsense,”’
said the back,
encouragingly.
“Think of it as
agameat home.”

““If only I
could,” I an-
swered, with
deep dejection,
when my glance
happened to fall
upon one of the
spectators. Even
at the distance 1
recognised him
as Nell’s father.
He had risen to

his feet and was staring in my direction, then
with excited gestures he pointed me out to Nell.
I laughed aloud at the thought of his astonish-
ment; then my gaze fell on my sweetheant,
and at the thought of her all trace of nervous-

ness left me,
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and recognised me.

I waved my hand towards them. The flutier
of her handkerchief showed that she had scer

“Someone you know ?” asked the back.
“ My sweetheart,” I answered, proudly.

“I'd be ashamed not to play well if my gil

THEN, DRIVEN BY HISE WEIGHT, I ORASHED AGAINST THE WALL,.

suspicions were confirmed.

you not long ago?”

was watching,” he cried, as he hurried to his

place, for the
whistle had
sounded and the
ball was off,
Fortunately for
me the Cherubs

- did not give me

time to think;
from the first
minute of the
game up to the
close, the ballwas
constantly within
the Wrangton
ground.  Again
and again I had
to defend my
goal. Whether
the shots were
difficult I cannot
say, but the
Cherubs won the
English Cup that
year. Againand
again I managed
to clear my goal.
Nelltells mehow
the spectators
cheered and
cheered again,
but to my ears
we played in
silence.
Although I be-
lieved Ridgeway
had written the
fateful letter, I
was too elated
to harbour
malice against
the man who had
been the means
of bringing
success to me
A month or
two later my
Coming across

an old acquaintance in Wrangton he hailed
me with the words, ‘“By the way, Smeaton,
I hope there was nothing underhand about 2
letter Ridgeway sent here for me to post 10
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“ Nothing,” T answered, drily; ‘it merely
offered me my post.”

“ I don’t understand,” he answered.

“No? The next time you see Ridgeway tell
him what I said ; perhaps he will give you the
clue.”

Of course, Ridgeway had hoped the tempta-
tion to practise would make me break my
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word, and that, unable to keep the secret, I
would brag about the offer I had received,
and so make myself a laughing stock in Nell’s
eyes.

Probably he believed the letter had gone
astray, and what his feelings must have been
when he saw me between the sticks I leave my
readers to imagine

HOW TO MAKE

INGENIOUS and inexpensive
N timekeeper may be made by
any boy for a few pence and
L] A

a little labour. Buy a sheet

of millboard — the thicker

the better — size 27ins. by
22ins.  Cut off a strip 10ins. by 27ins.. and
shape it as in Fig. 1, the top part to he
10ins. square, and the lower 17ins. by 4ins.
Next, mark off the remainder of the mill-
board into three equal parts of 4ins. each,
as shown in Fig. 2, then, with a straight
edge and a sharp knife, cut half throngh
the lines AA. This will form the two sides
and back of the case. The funnel (B) shoald
be made of tin, with a square top to fit over
the millboard, and have a very small aper-
ture at the point; any tinman will make
this for 3d. or 4d. The spindle (C) must be
3{ins. long, 3ins. deep in front, diminishiny
10 2ins. at back, bave a screw-shaped groove
from end to end, and work on a small axle,
projecting lin. in front for the hand to be
connected to, and 4in. at rear. 1f the young
horologist has not a lathe
at his disposal, the spindle
can be obtained from a
turner for a few pence,
The weight may be made
of an cmpty stune ink-
° bottle, from the neck of which
the cord passes over the bar (C),
round the grooves of the spindle,
and out of the hole (K). A small
weight, such as a bullet, must
be fastened to the other end.
A piece of canvas should be glued
round the edges of the case, and
the whole painted with a good
I coating of Brunswick black, over
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which any design may be made eitlier with gold
lines, coloured pictures, etc.

The dial should be of white paper, 7ins. in
diameter, and the hands cut out of the spare mill-
board and then gilded. Four small reels (E), such
as are used for silk, should be glued on the back,
to keep the case from the wall, and a ring
fastened to the top to hang it by,

It is now ready for the motive power,
which is obtained by the falling of sand,
as in the hour-glass. The sand must be
first well washed, dried, and sifted, to re-
move all stones, then poured through the
case-top to within 2ins. of the cross-bar
(C), the weight resting on the surface, As
the sand runs through the funnel point
the weight will descend with it at the rate
of Iin. per hour.*

A gallon of sand will be more than suffi-
cient to fill the case, and as it falls it
should be caught in a vase placed beneath
for that purpose. In winding up the clock
the inside weight must be raised to the
cross-bar by pulling dowin the bullet end of
the cord, and the sand
poured through a paper
funnel into the top of
the case, care being
taken to set the hand
to the right hour. A
clacg of the dimensions here
given wiil work for about
twelve hours, but by length-
ening the sand-box, the work-
ing hours will be increased in
proportion. It will save time
atd trouble to have a double
supply of sand and two vases,
and use them alternately.

James Harrison.

* NoTE.—The flow of sand will be perfectly equable from the time the case is filled until it is nearly empty, which is
explained by the fact that the saud lies in a succession of conical heaps, only the first of which presses on the bottom, the

Others throwing their weight on the sides of the ease.



CHAPTER L
BREAKFAST, SHIPS, AND A SECOND
MATE.

AM done to a turn, eggs
botled to a second, the
morning paper creased down at the ship-

ping news, and myself to look-upon when you lift
your eyes ! What more could any man want }”

John Channing raised his grey old_eyes from the
column he was scanning; and as he met his
niece’s laughing glance it occurred to him that he
was the happiest old nan alive.

My dear, you are very good to me,” he said,
simply, as he surveyed her laughing blue eyes—
which, indeed, were all one could see at first, for
they compelled the gaze, so that her oval face,
firm yet delicate mouth, arched eye-brows, and
wealth of wavy, rebellious hair were not observed
till afterwards, When the magic of her eyes was
removed from the beholder, it becaine possible to
observe, for the rest, that Edith Hopewell was a
beautiful girl.

“Well then, uncle, be nice to me,” she
answered, pouring out & cup of tea for herself
from a small china teapot, which was her special
property at breakfast, “and just read out the
shipping to me instead of grumpily absorbing it
in silence like that.”

“ There's nothing of interest this morning, dear,”
he said, “except that there is no news of the
Mary’s arrival at Rio, She is a week over-due,
We shall have to pay extra rates on her after
mid-day to-day.”

“TLast weei’s storm,” said Edith, speaking with
the authority that is born of knowledge, * would
sufficiently account for her. losing three days;
then she must have met bad weather out of the

Channel. She is not a flyer.”

“No ! I'm not afraid of her, though. She is as
sonnd an old tank as we have. She was launched
the week your dear mother died. That's why
I changed her name and, instead of the Petrel,
which she was to have been named, I christened
ber the Mary, after your mother. That was
eighteen years ago, my dear.”

* Which is quite old, as ships go now.”

“Yes, but the Mary was built. Bless nie, they
hammer ’emn togcther on the Tyne by the mile
now, and cut ’em off in lengths as they want ’em !
Yes, sir—the Mary is stuff, good stutf. She was
Duilt, sir.”

It was often his way to address her as *sir®
when they talked business. It was one of his
curious habits. He had talked business with men
for half a century,and in his old-fashioned way he
called every man *sir.”

No woman had come into this old man’s life
before. He would have been lonely but for Edith
Hopewell.

“Yes, sir, the Mary was built,” he murmured
again.



IN DEEP

liis thoughts ran back for a moment to bygone
days, when freights were good and the name of
Grimm, Channing & Grimm stood in the shipping
market as the very synonym of all that was safe
and retiable. Things had altered now somewhat,
perhaps more than he was aware, The repute of
(irimm, Channing & Grimm was no longer what
it was, and the vessels that were of yore sought
out eagerly by the foremost shippers were now
relezated to the second and third-rate carrying
trade.

Tn the eyes of seamen, too, it used to be con-
sidered a stroke of good Iuck to be shipped on
hoard one of the firm’s vessels, for none were
so well founded, none so honestly provisioned ;
but that was in the time of old Thomas Grimm,
when he and John Channing founded the firin
that was called Grimm & Channing, but which
became Grimm, Channing & Grimm when the
former’s son came into it.

The old man died, and John Channing becaine
senior partner, but the firm still retained its old
nawe, if not its old reputation.

As Mr. Channing advanced in years, the
management of the business fell more upon the
shoulders of Martin Grimm, till practically from
the offices in Great St. Helen's, Bishopsgate, E.C,,
he came to direct the whole fleet of steamers that
bore “G. €. & . on their funnels, while Mr.
Channing maintained but a passive interest in
the firm's operations from his home at Hamp-
stead.

“Why, isn't the Creole due to sail to-night ?”
Edith said, as if the thought had just struck her.
* And the second officer—have you found anyone
for that berth ?”

"There was just a little eagerness in her tone, but
when the old man looked up she was gravely
tapping the top of an egg with a spoon. She had
bezun to pick off the bits of shell before her uncle
replied.

“Yes, I have a little surprise for you,” he
answered, watching her. “Who do you think
is going as second mate of the Creole?”

“1 cannot tell. I have had two days’ holiday,”
she answered, carefully picking off a morsel of
ege-shell from the cloth. “liow could I know
what indiscretion you may lave been guilty of in
my absence? ILet me see! It is Burkes. No,
you will want him for the Sultan. Perhaps young
Thompson—he might be good enough; or the
young man who came here last week with the
sealing-wax still hot on his papers.”

“All wrong. It is Grant Heath. Isn’t that
a surprise for you?”

“Uncle! you darling !”

Then she stopped short and frowned. *“ Yes,
she said, with a judicial poising of her tea-spoom,
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and a critical frown creasing her forehead, *I
should think Mr. Heath is a good man, though
he has not been in steam before. Has he gone
yet?”

“He went last night.”

It was in her mind to wonder why Grant Heath
had not come to say “Good-bye” to her. She
experienced a momentary thrill of disappointment,
then felt ashamed of having betrayed any interest
in hini.  She remained silent.

And the old man opposite, so wise in other
things, so simple in all that pertained to a woman,
read nothing of the meaning of her tightened lips
nor of her silence. How shall an old man read
the heart of a woman?

Few women can read their own hearts, quite.
Edith Hopewell was conscious of a vague little
feeling of annoyance ; there was a little chill -of
an indefinite saduess in the thought that Grant
Heath lLad gone away without a word. That
was all,

“Yes, I am glad to be able tc give him a
chance,” continued Mr. Channing, after a pause.
“When I sent bim up to Grimm with my letter I
told him that he must thank you for the berth.”

* You didn’t tell himn so ! ” she exclaimed.

“Why, yes. Iam not sure that I should have
taken him, considering that he had only been
behind canvas before, but for your emphatic
belief in him.”

“I don't know that I had any particular belief
in him,” she answered, crisply. “ His sister asked
me to put a word in for him.”

“ Really ! That’s how you linpose on your poor
uncle !

“ Impose? TUnele, how dare you! You lhave
not a better seaman among all your skippers than
Mr. Heath.”

“I know it, dear,” answered the old man, with
a gesture of repentance. ‘‘Just pass me one of
Mrs. Simwons’s cakes.”

“They are not Mrs. Siinmons’s at all.
them myself, but you don't deserve one.”

*“Made them yourself 7” he repeated, with
ponderous surprise. “‘Is my little girl learning
to cook ?”

“Yes, and I am going to uunlearn all T know
about your horrid ships,” she returned, petu-
lantly. :

Martin Grimm had once facetiously said that

I made

" she knew more about ships, Board of Trade laws,

freightages and harbour dues, than any two clerks
in his office, and this rewark, placed amid the
drawing-room generalities and the usual insults
to the feminine comprehension called compli-
ments, that the junior partner largely affected,
made her, with strange perversity, hate her
familiarity with things maritimz, in the aequisi-
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tion of whicl all other feminine accomplishments
had suffered, and she liad secretly resolved to take
a serious course in the respective arts of cooking
and needlework, not to mention sundry other
domestic accomplishments.

“No, no, dear—you mustn’t do that,” he said,
looking at her affectionately. “ What should I
do without you? Don’t I write with your
hands? Don’t I see with your eyes? I am
getting very old.”

After breakfast they went to the room that
was called the study, where letters were written,
skippers interviewed, and other business matters
conducted. Over his after-breakfast pipe he
dictated several letters, which Edith took down
and wrote out at length. Awong them was one
addressed to Martin Grimm.

*This is rather important,” he said, weighing it
in his hand. “It ought to be in Grimm’s hands
before mid-day. I can’t depend on the post.”

*Suppose [ run up to the City with it, uncle 27

“Yes, dear, if you would.”

So, presently, Edith Hopewell was on her way
to the offices of Grimm, Channing & Grimm, in
Great St. Helens, E.C,, little knowing what was
to follow, or what she was about to learn ; never
dreaming that she was on the threshold of an
event so terrible that her womanhood and courage
would be tried to the last ounce.

When she arrived at the office, she learncd from
the pale-faced clerk, who had grovelled so long
before his employer that his servility forbade his
ever glancing up honestly while he spoke, that
Mr. Martin Grimm had gone to lunch, but would
be back shortly. Pending the jinior partner’s
arrival, she was shown into an ante-room which
led from Martin Grimm’s private office.

Presently, upon the entrance of anotherclerk, the
white-faced servile creature left, neglecting, in his
hurry to get away, to tell the new arrival of Miss
Hopewell’s presence in the ante-room.

CHAPTER IL
THE TEMPTER.

“ WELL, now, Hudson, we can talk here.”
Martin Grimm sat down in his office
chair and swung round to his desk to pick up a pen.
It was a little trick he had, to play with a pen while
he talked. Not a few skippers were familiar with
the habit, He usually gave his orders with a tap
of his pen, whose movements varied according to
the nature of the orders. When matters pleased
him, he tapped daintily. When he took to
stabbing his blotting-pad as he talked, the wise

ship-master who knew My, Martin Grimm usually
looked out for squalls. In person, the junior
partner was small and not too broad, with a
narrow face and clean, straight fcatures. He had
dark eyes, set, perhaps, a little too closely together
to be quite honest, and they had a way of shrink-
ing behind their eyelids which sometimes gave
him a sleepy look—or, perhaps, there was some-
thing of cunning in their half-veiled glances.

“Yes!” answered his companion, in a husky
voice that was of the sea, “ I reckon we can talk
here as well as anywhere else.”

There was not quite as much respect in his voice
and gesture, when he dropped into a chair and let
his cap fall to the floor, as is" common between
ship-master and owner.

Death and danger are said to level men, but
villainy does as well,

Captain Hudson of the Creole was a lank, bony-
framed man with a power of black, stublly
whisker sticking fiercely and rigidly from under
his chin, and a skin like tanned leather from
exposure to wind and sunshine and dirt in every
part of the world. He was dressed in very creased
shore-going clothes that had the brand “ready-
made ” writ large upon them, and before speaking
again, to show that he was perfectly at ease in his
owner’s office, he took out a gaudy silk hand-
kerchief, breathed into its colour the fragrance of
his oft-moistened lips, and then cast it dexterously
down on the top of his cap.

*“You wanted to say a few words to me, Mister
Grimm,” he said, watching the other beat a tattoo
with his pen on the desk.

“I was wondering what you thought of the
Creole as a ship,” answered Grimu, thoughtfully.

Hudson looked up, but did not meet the other's
eyes. “Depends on the point o’ view., She's
sound enough in a way, but she’s got a few rusty
spots, and the engines—well, they’re holy terrors.
She ain’t a liner, ain’t the Creole.”

“What do you mean by ‘the point of view’?”

Hudson paused a moment, and looked down at
his silk handkerchief for inspiration.

* F'rinstance, the underwriter, who, looking at
the Creole on paper had insured her for a big sum,
wouldn’t, in my bopinion, 'ave got such a soft
thing on as, say, the howner of the vessel.”

“The Creole and her cargo are insured fully at
ordinary rates for this voyage.”

“Oh " murmured Hudson. Then he paused and
blinked at the silk handkerchief, and, as an after-
thought, added : “In case I was asked, I should
say as you wouldn’t get them terms again.”

The pen beat a stealthy tattco on the desk.

“Of course, I don’t want to lose the Creole,”
said Grimm, softly.

He tapped his pen delicately, with insidious
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switness. He lifted his eyes, and saw the ship-
master furtively watching him. They looked into
each other’s eyes, and they saw that they each
looked into the eyes of a rogue.

WATER. 50

* And to you.”

Hudson expressed no surprise. 1t may have
been that he half guessed what was coming, or
that the idea was familiar to him. He took out

PR A

Y TYET SHE'D BE WORTH MORE TO YOU AT THE BCOTTOM OF THE ATLANTIC THAN IF SHE SAILED HOME ALL SNUG,”
BAID HUDSON

“Yet she'd be worth more to you at the bottom
of the Atlantic than-if she sailed home all song,”
said Hudson, not removing his eyes from the
other's gaze,

one of those little laced pouches of red and black
leather, which are got up the Gulf of Finland,
and, taking from it an ample portion of tobacco,
thrust the plug into his mouth ere attempting to
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reply. Martin Grimm, in the interval, lighted a
cigarette, and waited while the sueculent tobacco
stimulated the ship-master into speech.

_“No,” said Hudson, *1 don’t think I'm on for
the job. Scuttling a ship ain’t no prize-packet.
The risks is great to begin with. It's easy enou"h
getting rid of a ship, but it ain’t so easy gettin’
out on her safely. Some of the crew is sure to be
lost men, and I might be one on ’em. Again, if
'arf a whisper of the business leaked out, it's
good-bye ter my ticket, ter say the Jeast of it.”

“Scuttle the ship? Captain Hudson, you
mistake my meaning altogether. Ishould hesitate
before I thought of imperilling the lives of your
crew and yourself. What I intended to convey
was that in case the Creole did not come back it
would not only be profit to me, but of considerable
advantage to you.”

“ Which seems ter me ter amount ter the same
thing.”

“No, no; there are subtle differences,” answered
Grimm, puffing out his cigarette smoke in a thin
stream, and tapping briskly with his pen-holder.
“Of course, in case you think there is no chance
of the Creole striking a rock or meeting with any
misfortune, then, I suppose, instead of being
worth £2,000 and independent of the sea for the
rest of your life, you will continue to command
some rotten tramp till you die.”

“Is that the price you are willin’ to pay ?” asked
Hudson, under his breath.

“ That is what it would be worth to you.”

“You would put that on paper 7”

The pen beat cautiously ; the cigarette smoke
came in rings.

“T hardly think that is necessary between men
of —between men knowing each other.”

“Then I don’t sec wot ’old I should 'ave on
you. No, it’s no bargain, unless——"

“U nless what?”

“1t’s money down.”

“I will pay you half down.”
momentary look of black cunning in Martin
Grimm’s veiled eyes as he spoke.

“You will? And the other half1” go.sped
Hudson, with a gleam in his eyes.

“Wlhen the job is completed.”

Hudsori nodded his head in approbation.
“Them terms’ll do. What about the old man
—Mr. Channing, I mean? Is he in this?”

“Well, what do you think ?” said Grimm, with
a contemptuous little laugh.

Since he had come into the principal manage-
ment he had severely altered a few of the old-
fashioned methods prevailing in the firm, and he
quickly made it clear in the offices of Grimm,
Channing & Grimm that an ill - provisioned
under-manned ship brought greater profit than

There was a’

one in which an ample crew and sound food ran
away with the expense,

“Mr. Channing”? he continued, * is somewhat
old-fashioned in matters of business.”

“Yes ; I've’eard say that in‘is time,” returned
Hudson, with a little chuckle which seemed to
indicate that he was about to venture on some
humorous effort, “the f'rcastle ’ands used ter be
fed like ladies : plum-duff twice a week, an’ soft
bread when they was in port.”

“They don’t get it now,” said Grimm, viciously
stabbing the blotter with his pen point. * But
there is another matter to consider. Do you know
your new second officer 1”

“I've heard that ’e ain’t been in steam before—
that's all. Name’s Heath, isn’t it 7”

“That’s it. Grant Heath. He'sa friend of Mr,
Channing's.”

“The dooce ’e is !
bound.”

Martin Grimm showed his teeth a moment.
“With as many airs and snuffling virtues as a
sky-pilot.”

*“Is that so?” snorted Hudson, sticking out his
bairy chin aggressively. *“ A friend o the old
guv'nor’s, eh? ’E's no friend of yours, I opes,”
he added, with a leer.

The look that flitted across Martin Grimm’s
face was sufficient indication of what nature the
reply would have been had he completely voiced it.

‘“No,” he said, with curious emphasis. “Grant
Heath is no friend of mine, and he is going tobe a .
thorn in your side. You can bet your last half-
penny that if he gets wind of the business, even
the slightest suspicion, he will do his best to mess
up the whole affair.”

“Friend o the howner’s, el 7”7 murmuared Hud-
son, as if the idea stuck in his mouth with a nasty
taste. “If any mealy-mouthed, kid-gloved son of a
blue-eyed preacher comes doing the gentleman on
my ship—my stars, sir, I'll give him a dog’s life !”

Mr. Grimm nodded sympathetically. “What
should you do if he found out?”

“But ’e won’t find out.”

“No, no, of course.” He was again tapping hi8
pen with a curiously stealthy movement. * But
accidents do happen at sea, don’t they?”

Hudson was watching him with strange intent-
ness, as if the other’s craft took him all his time
to fathom.

“ And ” continued Grimm, “accidents sometimes
make ship-masters rich.”

“ Look ‘ere, sir—wot are yer gettin’ at?”
asked Hudson, hoarsely, only half guessing his
employer’s idea.

“I mean,” said Grimm, snapping his teeth so
that some of his words ended in a little hiss,
*“that Grant Heath must be got rid of.”

A kid-gloved swab, T'll be
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The ship-master stooped and picked up his silk
handkerchief. “Ill risk pilin’ up,the old Creole,”
he said, in a husky whisper, “but J draws the line
at mur——"

“|{ush, you fool! I spoke of accidents. Some-
times men avre blown overboard on dark nights,
Mr. Hudson, and sometimes—particularly if the
crew happens to be a mixed one—a few dagoes
among them, for instance—when the men get
drunk, as they will sometimes in spite of all dis-
cipline, officers who remonstrate with them are
not looked upon favourably. A mate was stabbed
to death, Mr. Hudson, a day out of Lisbon, not
long ago, because he got into the forecastle with
a drunken crew and tried to enforce obedience.
The crew aboard the Creole is—— ?”

“ Mixed—very mixed—dock-sweepings most of
‘em,”

“] think we understand each other, captain.
You would like that two thousand made into
three t”

“Is that what it means?” gasped the man;
*another thousand if he don’t come back ?”

And hesitated. Sam Hudson was abad man, and
his record had been black enough. But no man is
as bad as his worst erime, even as no man’s virtue
rises to the level of his best act. IIe had not
stopped at deeds of violence before, but there was
something ditferent in this. It was one thing to
take money for scuttling a ship, it was another
to——

“No, I'll not promise the other,” ke said,
hoarsely ; “T’ll give no promise.”

Martin Grimm was making out a cheque to
“Bearer,” upon a West London bank. He wrote
all but his own signature in a round, clerkly hand.
His signature he wrote with another pen and
different ink, adopting his usual hand.

*“There is your money,” he said, pushing over
the slip of paper. *‘I have paid you half. The
other part you can eclaim when the job is
complete.”

“You've made it out f'r fifteen hundred,” faltered
Hudson, glaring at the cheque.

“Yes. Aren’t you going to earn the third
thonxand 7%

Hudson gripped the paper awhile ; he sat rigidly
in his chair. There is some little possibility of
good in every man, That little possibility in Sam
Hudson had tried hard to push itself to the surface
amoment ago, before he saw those figures. Once
be niade a move to hand the cheque back, but
grecd held his fingers tight.

“This ain't like the usual cheques, Mr: Grimm,”
he said, as his fingers were clumsily folding it.

“Noj; it's on my private account,” answered
* Martin Grimm, softly.

Hudson put the cheque in his pocket.

“There’s no more instructions ?” he asked, in
his husky votce.

* No more,” replied the other, rising. =

They went out by a way that did not lead
through the clerks’ office.

“You've cutthe time rather short,” said Grimms,
looking at his watch. “You've just fifty minuteys
to catch the 2.40 from Euston.”

“I shan’t have too much time in Cardiff, either.
I land twenty minutes before the dock gates
open.”

And then he went.

Martin Grimm saw him disappear round the
corner. Then he smiled.

“So you want your money beforechand, do you,
my lad? Good! Mine is the first trick.”

He walked to the nearest telegraph office and
wired the following to his bank :—

* Have lost signed open cheque.
from my account till advised.
* Martin Grimm.”

Pay nothing

And Hudson, before catching the train, knowing
that he would have no opportunity of cashing the
cheque himself, slipped it into an envelope and
posted it to his wife, who lived in a gloomy little
house in Greenwich, bidding her get the money
and make herself comfortable with it, for here was
this bad man’s one virtue, his love and unbounded
respect for the faded woman who bore his name.
He did not know that the slip of paper was value-
less as the spoken promises of the man who had
written those opulent figures upon it.

CHAPTER III
CHECK !~

THERE are very few varieties of that ancient
remark as to there being a multitude of
mischances between the drinking vessel and the
drinker, which is a pity ; for, not only in the
imaginary scenes which mimic or distort life—
according to the skill of the dramnatist—are the
slips between cup and lip made to produce
dramatic moments, but when Fate and Chance
set the stage and scenes, and the play is veal life,
the same circumstances are made to work effect.
For the slip between cup and lip is one of life’s
favourite situations. It is growing a little hack-
neyed now, but it is always dramatic, for the
time-worn actors pass off the stage and the new
ones coine, and each gives his fresher personality
to the old situation.
At the very moment of Martin Grimm’s triumpl,
when the first trick of the game was almost in his
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hands, an unseen player was waiting to play a
trump card.

It was the veriest chance that brought Edith
Hopewell to the office that morning. She came
sometimes, but seldom alone. The gallantries of
" Martin Grimm were too pronounced to be anything
but avoided by her.

From the ante-room where the dutiful clerk had
placed her, she had unwittingly heard every word
that passed between Grimm and Hudson.

Upon becoming aware of Grimm’s presence, it
had been her first impulse to go out and hand him
the letter she had brought; then there was another
voice—the voice of the man whom she heard
Grimm address as “Hudson” She knew the
skipper of the Creole was called Hudson. From
their tone it would seem that urgent business was
under discussion, so rather than interrnpt—for full
well she knew the importance of every minute to a
ship-master about to sail—she sat down and waited
till, as she judged, Hudson had received his final
sailing orders. In no sense could her overhearing
any business discussion of the firm be considered
eavesdropping. since she was for the most part, as
her uncle’s secretary, perfectly familiar with the
affairs of Grimm, Channing & Grimm.

But this business was of a different character.
She had listened with little or no interest to the
opening remarks, nor did the insidious suggestions
of Grimm when he was trying to probe the extent
of the other’s scoundrelism fall upon her ears with
any sinister import. It was only bit by bit, as the
voices reached her, that she realised the nature of
the plot. Even then, though her ears heard the
uttered words, her mind refused at first to believe.
Yet, as she listened, almost breathless with horror,
the fearsome truth was forced upon her whether
she would or no.

She was constrained to rush out and confront
the villains ; then she was persuaded that cunning
must be met by cunning, so she held back and
listened again with growing horror and fear. As
she heard the whole dark compact, she was almost
too stunned to think or act. She sat limp, nerve-
less, incapable of coherent thought.

They were plotting to sink the Creole, and,
if she understood aright, to get rid of Grant
Heath.

Then suddenly she shook off the paralysis that
had seized her, and, with no definite purpose in her
mind, she opened the unlatched door and stepped
into the outer office. It was empty. They had
gone,

She waited a moment, turning over in her brain
what her immediate action must be. Should she
stay now and face Grimm? or would it not be
better to go and seek her uncle’'s advice? She
determined on the latter immediately. She flung

down on the desk the letter she had brought (o
Martin Grimm, and then passed out into the street,
Whatever she did would have to be done before
the sailing of the Creole. There were but few
hours left. So at the moment Captain Hudson
was making his way, on a metropolitan ’bus, in
the direction of Euston, and Martin Grimm wag
pencilling a wire to his bank, Edith Hopewell
was hastening in a hansom cab with all speed
towards Hampstead.

The heavy responsibility of the knowledge she
held, the awful possibilities of disaster and death
that one little failure on her part might entail,
the dread that while John Channing's honour (for
it was the honour of Grimm, Channing &
Grimm that had been bartered away) was im-
perilled, and the very life of Grant Heath in
utmost danger, she alone could move to save,
weighed upon her like a ghastly terrorism.

It was as if she had lived years since morning,
Tt seemed that the great change which had sud-
denly come upon her by reason of the dreadful
thing she had learned, could only have happened
by lapse of great time,

At the end of an apparently interminable period,
she reached Hampstead. She ran into the house,
feeling strong and more hopeful. In the hall she
was met by the housekeeper, Mrs. Simmons,
who, in low tones, with grave face, was talking
to a grey-haired gentleman, who, as he conversed,
brushed his hat with great precision, The house-
keeper looked up as Edith entered.

“This is Miss Hopewell, Mr. Channing’s niece,”
she said, and then she stepped back as if she
would leave the other to speak.

“Iam Dr. Snell,” he said, mournfully regarding
her, still smoothing his hat assiduously, as though
his profession demanded such exceeding shininess
in his head-wear. “I am sorry to say that your
uncle has been taken seriously ill—a stroke, in
point of fact, with a touch of brain fever.” He
paused, then said, as an after-thought: “ But we
must hope for the best.”

Edith stood like a statue.
changed to dry wood.
were colourless.

*Yes, e was taken very suddenly this morning
after you went,” murmured Mrs. Simmons. * He
is unconscious now.”

*Take me to him,” said Edith, in a voice that
she scarcely knew for her own, yet with no
tears, no other signs of emotion.

The old housekeeper raised her eyes to the
doctor for orders or advice, but that individual
was busy on his hat, sadly smoothing it, as if the
quantity and quality of his patients depended

upon its brightness ; so she mounted the stairs,
and Edith followed.

Her tongue was
Her lips, slightly parted,
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“Yes, sir, the ‘Creole’ is « good ship, well-
mened, with a trustworthy skipper.”

« He is delirious,” murmured Mrs. Simnons, and
she knelt down by the bedside and sobbed softly
from her heart. She had reason to know the
goodness of this old man who lay there, with
fevered brain, babbling about his ships, for since
when, fifteen years ago, Tom Simmons, com-
manding a barque of 500 tons, owned by
Grimm, Clhanning & Grimm, had gone with
his ship to his long rest off the Goodwins,
when homeward bound with hides from
Buenos Ayres, she had been taken into his
lousehold, and had since ruled there.

“ Vo, str, freights are not what they were;
Jor instance, the ‘Creole’ sails to-night, and
shell—"

He broke off, rambling into inconsequent
sentences that were without beginning or end.
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Edith looked at him. This old man with the
broken brain could not be made to understand.
He could not know that the good name of Grimm,
Channing &.Grimm had been bartered away,
and that in a few lours it would be too late to
save it.

Perhaps strength comes with responsibility.

(=4
Pome R

Y1 MEAN THAT I KNOW EVE3Y DETALL OF THE INFAMOUS QOMPACT BETWEEN YOU AND CAPTAIN HUDSON.”
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There was no uncertainty in Edith Hopewell’s
mind as to the course she must pursue. It lay
plain before her. There was her uncle’s honour
and Grant Heath’s life to be saved.

She entered the offices of Grimm, Channing
& Grimm at a quarter to four in the afternoon.
Martin Grimm was busy dictating letters, but
when he learned that Miss Hopewell awaited his
pleasure, he dismissed his clerk and gave instruc-
tions for the lady to be shown in. The intervening
moments he spentin putting a little comb through
his moustache, and in twisting the ends to an
alluring angle. He was bent over his desk as the
door opened, but as she entered he smilingly
arose.

“ My dear Miss Hopewell, I am charmed to see
you,” he exclaimed, holding out his hand, which
she calmly tgnored.

He looked at her in surprise. Her face was
pale and set. There was something about her
mouth that he had not seen before.

“ What is the matter ?” he asked, with softened
voice. ' * Are you not well 2"

“T am well,” she answered, with eold composure,
“but I can dispense with the pleasure of shaking
hands with you.”

“ Ha, really ! ” he replied, a little disconcerted.
His assiduous advances had never been received
with anything but coldness, but he was not pre-
pared for discourtesy. *It is my loss. What
is my loss is gain to somebody-—and who? Surely
not the young seaman who—ha, I forgot, Le is
promoted !—let me see, second mate, isn't it?
I do hope he will get on well in his profession,
He may be a first mate in six of seven years,
when he will receive quite £8 a month.”

“You are referring to——"

“Your friend Mr. Heath,” he replied, with
exquisite politeness, while he watched her out
of his veiled eyes.

“ My friend Mr. Heath 7° she repeated slowly,
with hesitation. She was reminded that Grant
Heath had gone away without a word to her—her
friend ¥ But she caught the sneer on Martin
Grimm's face, and she replied : “ Yes, my friend
Mr. Heath ; you seem interested in him.”

The other shrugged his shoulders.

“ You are interested in him, Miss Hopewell. Is
it not enough to say that 1 necessarily am like-
wizse? He sails on one of our ships, the Creole,
to-night. In your multifarious knowledge of our
ships and our business, Miss Hopewell, I suppose
there 1s no need to tell you anything about the
Creole, her tonnage, cargo, crew, or destination?”

He spoke banteringly.

“Yes, I know about her destination,” she said,
keeping her eyes upon bin,

* Which is 7"

“The bottom of the Atlantic.®

He started back with amazed fear on his face.
His lips went pallid—a grey shadow seemed to
come under his eyes.

“What do you mean, Miss Hopewell 1” he said,
in a husky voice that seemed all out of control.
“You are joking, eh ?” he added, with a mirthless
little laugh.

“I mean,” she interrupted almost fiercely,  that
I know every detail of the infamous compact
between you and Captain Hudson. I was in that
room:behind you all the time you talked. Iheard
every word.”

He turned to her with his cool, polite manner,
The effort cost him much. His hands trembled,
and the shadows under his eyes seemed to grow
deeper, but his voice was firm, and he forced a
little sneer into its tone. It was necessary to find
out what she knew. He was too cunning to
commit himself without need. ‘

“So you have been eavesdropping, eh? Yes,
we have been discussing business, Captain Hudson
and I. You have probably overheard some terms,
which, not understanding, you may have miscon-
strued. Captain Hudson’s conversation is—
ahem !—a little technical. Ha! ha!”

The girl looked at him contemptuously.

“Mr. Grimm, you insult my intelligence,” she
said. “It does not require much knowledge of
the technicalities of seafaring to understand whag
an owner means when he bribes a skipper to
scuttle his over-insured sliip, and further pays
him blood-money for——"

*“ Hush ! ” gasped Grimm, hoarsely. “ What are
you going to say ?”

“That you have. conspired to murder Grant
Heath, and that you have agreed to pay Hudson
an extra £1,000 to do the deed.”

He went swiftly to the door and locked it.
*“You have no proofs,” he hissed.

“The bank will have proof that you paid
Captain Hudson a clheque for £1,500.”

He gave a hard little laugh,

“I am not so great a fool,” ke said, * The only
writing on the cheque that can be considered mine
is the signature. The figures and the rest are
written in a different hand. I have wired to the
bank, warning them that I have lost a signed open
cheque, and instructing them to stop any cheque
that may be presented. They will think that
Hudson, if he presents it, has either found or
stolen it, and filled in the name and amount
himself.”

“So there is no honour among thieves,” she
said, with fine contempt, “and you have begun
by duping your accomplice. But what does it
matter? Yougave it to him. I heard every word
you spoke, and see, I am here to foil you !”
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She stood there with flashing eyes and heaving
besom, lier whole body quivering with fury.

+T am here to save the man you would destroy,”
she cried, all her polite repose gone, and Martin
srimm knew now, what she did not know herself,
that this woman loved Grant Heath, and he him-
self hated Heath the more now that he knew of
her love.

“And what will you do?” he asked, fencing
desperately.  “ You can prove nothing.”

“ ] can go to the underwriters and tell them that
this is the last voyage of the Creole—-that she is
not intended to return—that you have paid her
skipper to scuttle her!”

“No, you muast not,” he whispered hoarsely, all
his bravado gone, * What would you have me
do?”

“You will wire at once to the Creole, instruct-
ing Hudson that all your special orders are to be
cancelled.”

“1 will do so,” he said.

He wrote something on a telegraph-form and
handed it to her. She read :—

© Y Hudson, s.s. ‘Creole, DBute Dock, Cardiff.
Consider all special instructions given you to-day
cancelled. —Grimm.”

She nodded.

IHe rang his bell for a clerk, and handed the
form to him. “ Stay,” he said, *“ here is a letter
for you to post at the same time.” He hastily
wrote across the envelope, stamped it, and handed
it to the clerk. It was the white-faced servile
creature. When he got cutside he saw the writing
on the envelope of the letter, and saw that it was no
address at all. Tt was simply a written order for
bimself, and it said :—

“Go to the telegraph office, but do not dispatch
this telegram.  In a few minutes come back and
say you have sent it.”

The clerk was used to these peculiar ways of
Me. Grimm. He lighted a cigarette, and, after a
short time had elapsed, went back to the office
and told the lie as he had been instructed.

“But there is another thing,” said Edith.
“You will write down more fully the same on
baper, sign it, and give it to me, I shall go to
Cwrdiff and hand it to Captain Hudson myself.”

He hesitated a moment, then he shrugged his
shoulders and took up a pen. After all, the
Crenle would have left before she could get there.
A few non-committing words on paper would be
nothing. He only wanted this girl’s silence for
the time being. Afterwards did not matter.

o “T'o Captain FHudson, s.s. ‘Creole,’” she dictated.

In confirmation of .my wire of this afternoon,
Mease take this letter as final with regard to the
Mmaller we arranged this morning. The special

Yol, vi.—9
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instructions I qave you are to be cancelled. Owing
to difficult and wunjforeseen civcumstances, our
arrangements cannot be earried out,

“ Uartin Grimm.”?

She folded the paper and put it carefully in an
envelope; then went out of the office without
a word.

It was dark when she arrived at Cardiff. She
made her way down to the unlovely docks with
the precious paper in her pocket, and there she
learned with bitter disappointment that the Creole
had passed through the dock-gates at six o'clock
that evening.

Sad, and sick at heart with the brooding fear of
coming evil on her, she returned to London by
a night train,

What could she do? The Creole would touch at
the Azores, but dare she entrust her precious letter
to the post? She felt the risk was too great, and
she plainly saw there was only one thing to do.
The letter must be taken by hand to Fayal, where
the Creole touched, and there delivered to Hudson.
A mail steamer would go faster than the old
Creole, and, providing one were sailing within a
short time, it would, no doubt, be possible to reach
the Azores before the doomed ship., If a trusty
messenger could only be found to take the letter!
And yet, as she thought, the impossibility of
finding such an one struck her. She might have
gone herself—that is, the journey was nothing to
her, for she had Leen familiar with ships and
travelling since girlhood—but her uncle was lying
there ill, unconscious, perhaps dying. Yet, again,
she thought, it was to save his honour—and to
save Grant Heath, and by the time she reached
home very early in the morning a sort of half
resolve had come into her mind,

“ He is still unconscious,” said Mrs. Simmons,
“but no worse. The doctor has hopes. I have
been anxious about you, dear.”

She looked very tired and weary. She had been
sitting up the whole night with the sick man.

*“I have been to Cardiff. Something dreadful
has happened. I do not know what to do.”

She sank down with a despairing gesture, and
told her whole story, while the ship-master's widow
listened with quiet understanding.

“Do you know, dear, what you must do 1" she
said, when the other had finished. “You must go
to Fayal yourself,”

“ But my uncle—-"

“It is the firm’s honour—and that is his own—
which is at stake. You will be serving himn better
by going. He cannot help himself. If this
dastardly thing is accomplished, his name will be
sullied while it lasts. You can save him, and it
is your duty. And there is Grant Heath.”
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Edith Hopewell rose up, the light of resolution
in her eyes. “I will go,” she said.

Within twenty-four hours the Mexican liner
Tabasco was ploughing her way down channel
for the West Indies vid the Azores; and Edith
Hopewell was a passenger on her.

CHAPTER IV.

ON BOARD THE * CREOLE.”

OvER the unlovely environment of the Cardiff
Bute East Dock, the slushy, grimy night had
fallen, hiding all the ugliness of crane, coal-tip,
and shed in wet gloom. A light here and there
streaked the blackness, and though the hour was
late, from somewhere in the immediate darkness
there came the sound of a clattering crane at work
unloading ore from a dingy tramp fresh in from
Bilbag, and, from the gloom beyond, the sullen
rattle and roar of a coal-spout filling up the
bunkers of some vessel about to sail,

Unmindful of the slanting rain, picking their
way over the maze of railway lines, between sheds,
alleys of merchandise, and all the litter of the

dockyard, went two men. The first one carried a
portmanteau of ample size, while the latter bore

on his back a well-corded box, which, to judge
from his laboured breathing, was of no light
weight.

“Wot was the ship you wanted,
casped. “The Creole, did you say}
that’s ’er under the spout.”

The other turned. He was a young man, some-
thing over middle height, and squarely built,

“1 think, my lad, that box will be getting you
down,” he said. “Just pull up under this shed
a minute while I go forward and explore. I'll
leave my portmantean with you, too.”

The gentleman carrying the box dumped it
down under the shed against a bale of hemp,
sat down upon it, cushioned his back against
the hemp, and with great deliberation felt in
his right waistcoat pocket for a plug of tobacco
which rested there.

“A nice young feller,” he muttered ; * well
spoken, but I should think a bit too much kid-
gloved for the Creole. The old man ain’t much
use for ’is sort,” after which observation he got
to chewing out the divine flavour of the weed
which reguired all his soul to appreciate. He had
carried officers’ luggage down to the docks for
three-and-twenty years, and he was wont to mark
their individualities and contemplate thereon.

Meanwhile, Grant Heath felt his way forward,
guided by the roar of the restless coal-spout filling
up the bowels of the ship whose black form he

sir?” he

1 think

could see blotted vaguely against a big, white-
painted, timber -carrying brig from the Baltic,
which lay behind.

The ship was in darkness. No watchman was
visible. The decks, he conld see, were a chaos of
coal, odd stores, and wire cables, lying hither and
thither in the utmost confusion, and over all cane
the filthy drizzle, making black mud of the coal-
dust, turning the whole scene into one of squalid
misery.

“ Creole, ahoy !

The newcomer shouted loudly enough, but his
voice was drowned in the fearful roar of the coal
being shot down the iron spout. He could hear
the shouts of the coal-trimmers from somewhere
within the ship, and occasionally a gleam of light
from their candles showed for & moment out of
the narrow hatchway of the starboard bunkers,
but there were no other signs of life. Either the

t

‘crew were all ashore spending their advance-notes,

after the fashion of their kind, or they were,
consistent with the British seaman’s rooted
objection to working in port—notwithstanding
that after signing on, he gets charged against
him, double pay for every day's work he doesn't
do—sleeping or carousing down below.

The new second officer of the Crevle did not
waste any more time or voice in shouting, but,
groping his way across the uncertain gangway, he
landed on a particularly rusty iron deck, whereon
pattered the rain, running like ink into the
scuppers. His seaman’s eye scanned the untidy
deck. He saw the ill-coiled cables, tarpaulins
lying about, peg-ropes, canvas bags, lengths of
wire, and great heaps of coal here and thers. He
groped his way amidst this chaotic disorder with
a feeling akin to disgust. This was his first
introduction to steam. He had only put his
autograph to his second-mate’s certificate a few
weeks before. His five years odd upon ships
that sail had made him accustomed to something
smarter than this.

He groped his way aft, but finding no one, he
came amidships again, tugging at door after door
without result. Finally he reached the galley,
whence a confused murmur of voices filtered out,
and seizing the door-handle, which turned easily,
letting the door spring open suddenly, he saw
three figures in a haze of steam and cooking
The smoke-grimed, dirty lamp above gave out
more smell than light, the narrow space laden
with the odours of filthy tobacco and the com-
bined fragrances of frying haddock and sundry
sausages, which a man, yelling lustily in song the
while, was turning with a long galley-fork, besides
a pot or two of boiling beer, made the atmosphere
almost suffocating, for the skylight was closed, by
reason of the flying coal-dust from the bunlkers,
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and no particle of air was allowed to penetrate
this thick foulness.

“{Vho the blazes isat that door 7" cried a voice
out of the gloom, breaking off for a moment a
hoarse song which seemed one of perpetual
request that © Luey would linger longer.! “ Come
in, won, and shut out the cauld.”

WATER 67

between their fingers, and pots of beer on a bench
beside them. While these hoarsely sang, a very
inferno of noise came from outside, with the clat-
tering of the coal, and its attendant sounds ; but
the harmony and beery happiness of the galley
rose above such trifling circumstances, and they
sang on through the stifling reek, too supremely

“1'a1 LOOKING FOR THE CHIEF MATE,"” S8AID GRANT.

*Grant stumbled in and shut the door, where-
upon the three voices returned to their song, and
the iman at the stove prodded the frying delicacics
in time to the tune. There were three of them in
all, the one attending the culinary operations, and
two others sitting on stools with cheap cigars

happy for any circumstance to damp theic
spirits.

“I'm looking for the chief mate,” said Grant,
taking advantage of a momentary lull in the music
and the thunder of the coal outside.

* Well, then, T reckon it's a long time yer'll 'ave



68 THE CAPTAIN.

ter look, sonny,” replied the man at the stove,

*The mate’s ashore, the old man’s gone up ter see
the owners, the crew’s in town ’avin’ a bust-up,
an’ there’s only Mr. McPherson there, an'’is second
aboard, wi’ me as watchman.”

“Oh! you are watchman.
watching 1”

“This fine bit o’ supper, which is done to a
turn.” He slipped the frying-pan from the fire,
which, through the ring of the stove, sent a glow
all over the galley, and Grant was able to see
something of the visages of the three men. One,
a grizzled Scot, whose hair seemed to have been
saturated with many years of spraying oil, and
who was dressed in shore-going clothes of a cheap
and shiny nature, rose and looked at him.

“I'm the new second mate,” began Grant. “I've
Jjust come aboard, and I've got some luggage.”

The other put out a grimy paw, and seized
Grant’s hand. “I'm vera sorry,” he said., “I
thocht ye were one of the forrad shell-backs. Just
have a sma’ twa fingers to keep out the cauld.
Your name’ll be Meester Heath, eh 7”

Grant assured him that such was the case,
and he added again that he had some luggage on
the wharf which he wanted getting aboard.

“T'm called McPherson. I'm the chief, engineer,
and I'm responsible for the working of the paisied
rattletraps they miscall engines on board this craft.
Yon’s iny second, Meester Watson, whose besettin’
fault is a vera sad likin’ for alcoholic steemulants.
Ye have a wee bit luggage, laddie, ch? Here,
Jarvis, gang ashore and fetch Meester Heath's
traps,” he said, turning to the watchman, who was
now preparing to serve supper. -

“There's a porter with them under the first shed,”
added Grant. * Here's a shilling for the man.”

“Maybe ye havna supped,” said the engineer,
slipping out the haddock on to adish, and dipping
some slices of bread into the sausage gravy.
“Tak a bite with us. Losh! When we get tae
sea there’ll no be time for such luxuries, for the
tucker aboard this old tank is no sae guid, ye'll
find. What was yer Jast ship, mon ?”

“ A 500-ton barque, the Lady Mary of Sunder-
land,” answered Grant, helping himself to the dish
of sausages, for he was hungry, having eaten
nothing since he left Londen that evening.

“Losh! Then ye'll not have been in steam
before. Yell find it vera different. I canova
think why any on us ever comes tae sea.”

“ Cause yer don’t’appen ter be fit fer hanythink
as is respectable,” said the second, with his mouth
full of sausage. “This is goin’ to be my lawst
vlyage. Tlere's a little green-grocer’s shop as I'm
goin’ to tike to in Deptford.”

*Ye made that observation sax voyages ago,”
retorted the chief, “ and ye've been makin’ 1t ever

What are you

sin’.” He drank deeply at his boiled beer before
he reswmed, the other making no reply.

“Sae ye'll no ken the old man or any of ’em ?*
he said.

“No!” answered Grant; “1 come aboard 3
perfect stranger.” .

The other nodded his head, and with great
deliberation took a sausage from the dish, placed
it upon a piece of bread, and bezan to eat it with
the aid of his clasp-knife and thumb.

“It’s no’ f'r me tae gie ’em away,” he continued,
“but the navigators aboard this craft ain’t wortha
kick, and if it wasna that a few reliable men were
doon in the engine-room,’I dinna ken what wad
happen. The skeeper is the kind of mean grubber
as 'as lobster salad and fresh butter for ’is ain tea,
and gies the men weevly biscuits and scouse for
theirs. No, the auld man is no’ sae guid, and his
navigation isna fit for a barge. I dinna think the
mate is sae bad if he’s kept sober, but losh ! he’s
vera thivsty is Meester Talbot. [ dinna ken what
sort of a lot of shell-backs they got forrad. A
mixed lot ye'll be sure—dagoes, Dutchmen, and
any other scum they can get by the lugs. If it’s
pals ye want, Meester Heath, ye’ll only be able tae
tind ’em ameedships.”

Grant thanked him for his goodwill, but the en-
gineer took no notice of him, rambling on without
break on the subject of the short-comings of every-
one and everything aboard the Creole.

Presently the watchman came into the galley
again, and reported that the mate had come
aboard, whereupon Grant, finishing his repast,
went aft to make himself known to the first
officer.

The interview was brief. He bad just time to
observe that Mr. Talbot was a man with a slightly
grogzy face, and stubbly iron-grey whiskers set
around a mouth that seemed not ill-humoured,
and surmounting a body that was squat and wide
and stiff, when Mr. Talbot wished him *Good-
night.”

“I'm powerful tired, Mr. Heath,” he sail
“The old man won't be here till to-mnorrow. I
reckon you can sign in the morning. That’s your
berth on the right there. Tell the watchman to
keep an eye on the fore-wires, and call me if sheis
to be moved. S'long!”

When Grant Heath got to his berth, he took out
of his chest such belongings as he needed, together
with the picture of a sweet-faced girl. It wasa
portrait of Edith Hopewell. It had not Deen
given to him. He had abstracted it from his
sister’s album. Then he went peacefully to sleep,
knowing mnothing of the tragic voyage that
awaited the Creole, profoundly unconscious of
how soon he himself would be facing death.

{10 be continued.)



ICTORIAL post-cards origi-
P nated in Germany some
twelve years ago, and, like

all great things, began in a very
small way. Who actually started
the idea 1s not known, but it is
generally believed that about the
year 1888 a few post-cards bear-
ing pictures of celebrated places
first began to find their way into
Berlin. Now, Germans are no-
thing if they are not thoughtful,

and when Herr Meyer, or Herr Kauffman, or
Herr Hoffman, saw his son Fritz treasuring a

pictorial post-card sent
to him by a companion,
and, moreover, heard
him say that the picture
represented the Colos-
seum, and that the
Colosseum was at
Rome, he took a couple
of pulls at his pipe and
one at his schoppen, and
exclaimed: “ Ach Him-
mel! What a capital
way of learning geo-
graphy !” and he patted
Fritz on the head, tell-
ing him to collect all
the picture post-cards
he could, and when he
grew to be a man he’d
know more about places
outside the Kingdom of
Prussia than ever his
father did. That was
“the beginning of the
craze. To-day it would
be difficult to find a
family in Germany with-
out its pictorial post-
card album ; many, in-

SOME
PICTURE
POST -
CARDS.

By Francis ARTHUR
JoneEs,

EER MAJESTY QUEES ALEXANDRA,
tI'rom the “ Empire" Post-card.)

“] EXEW HIM, HORATIO; A FELLOW OF INFINITE JEST,
OF MOBT EXCELLENT FANCY."—Hamlet.

(From Messrs, Tuck's * Shakespeare” Post-cards.}

T.R.B. THE DUEKE AND DUCHESS OP
CORNWALL AND TORK.

deed, possessing as many as half
a dozen. Last year hundreds of
millions of picture-cards passed
through German post offices,
yielding to the Government an
average income of £ 3,000 a day.

When the German Emperor
made his celebrated tour through
Jerusalem, in 1899, some finan-
cial genpius in the Fatherland hit
on the novel idea of arranging
with one of the retinue to send

pictorial post-cards from every stopping point
to those collectors who cared to pay the trifling

sum of 3 marks. The
success ol this modest
attempt at ‘“‘turning an
honest penny” was sim-
ply astounding. About
ten cards in all were
posted to each sub-
scriber, and thus a per-
manent record of the
historical tour was ob-
tained. Some idea of
the number of collectors
who took advantage of
the offer may be gained
from the fact that the
originator of the idea
alone cleared 150,000
marks, or over £7,000.

The ingenuity of the
German designer of pic-
torial post-cards has
lately over-stepped the
bounds of good taste,
and the German DPost-
master-General has
found it necessary to
issue a mandate forbid-
ding the delivery of post-
cards made in the shape
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of beer-glasses,
pots, triangles,
and also those
with holes for
the nose and
eyes, like
masks. Never-
theless, theyare
being largely
sold in the
strects of Berlin
and other
towns In the
Fatherland.
Thousands are
said to have
been confis-
cated by the

A REPRODUCTION

dage, and produced a very fair representation
of His Majesty. Directly it was found to be
in circulation, a raid, by the Sultan’s orders,
was made on the photographer; the stock was
confiscated, and the plates destroyed. Since
then no one has produced another.

In Russia the collecting of pictorial post-
cards is carried on to a very great extent, and
many Russian cards have found their way into
this country. The designs are, for the most
part, typical of the land over which the Czar
rules, and include the Russian eagle, portraits
of the Czar and Czarina and other members
of the Imperial family, sleighs, wolves, snow
scenes, etc., etc,, all beautifully .executed in
brilliant colours. Both the Czar and Czarina
are enthusiastic collectors, and are said to
possess one of the finest and most unique col-

lections of pic-

FROM THE
‘““ HERALDIC" SERIES.

postal authori-
ties, and are now
lyinginpacketsat
the head offices.
Those that have
passed through
the post, and
escaped the vigi-
lant cyes of the
officials, are be-
ing sold for fifty
times their
original value.
In Turkey, es-
pecially in Con-
stantinople, the
mania for illus-

ANN BATHAWAY'S
COTTAGE, STRAZ-
FORD-ON-AVON.

(From * Rural

ture post - cards
in the world. In
number they ex-
ceed thirteen
thousand, and
some idea of
their value may
be gathered from
the fact that the
entire collection
does not include
a single dupli-
cate, and that all
* the cards, with
few exceptions,
have been ad-
dressed person-
ally to their Im-
perial Majesties.

trated post-cards England" Series.)
is as rampant as

anywhere else, and the country is
simply flooded with cards made in
Germany, Austria, and France, show-
ing every possible aspect of Turkish
life and scenery. This is resented by
the Sultan, and orders have now been
issued that the entry is to be pro-
hibited of all cards which bear views
of Mecca or mosques, pictures of
Turkish women or other people
whose photographs are not allowed
to be sold. This last refers to the
Sultan, who will not permit a single
photograph of himself to be taken.
Some time ago an enterprising photo-
grapher found an old print of the

)

| b ror L e k) e rehen b

3\‘5 [d

Sultan as a Prince, without a beard.
He cleverly added the missing appen-

SIUDY OF A LION, BY SIR EDWIN LANDSELR.
{From * T'ate Galleru” Series.)
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A pretty story, which may or may not
be tue, is related of a little English girl
who addressed a picture post-card to
Nicholas 1I. on the occasion of his last
birthday, wishing His Majesty many
happy returns of the day, and at the
same time asking him to be so kind and
gracious as to send her a Russian cdrd
i return.  The Czar was delighted, and
promptly despatched a very beautiful post-
card to his juvenile correspondent, bearing
his autograph as well as that of the
Czarina.

It may not be generally known that
the advent of the pictorial post-card in
this country was the means of enlarging
our inland post-cards to their present
useful dimensions. On the continent the
size of the post-card has

THE EDDY¥STONE LIGHTHOUSE.
{From the " Rough Sea Sertes.)

always been sufficiently large
to enable a corrcspondent
to express himself with a fair
amount of fluency ; in Eng-
land, however, when one
used a “ P.-C.” it was neces-
sary to confine oneself to a
kind of postal telegraphy—
“Shall be home Thursday.
Mect me at Waterloo 7.30.
—Tom ” sort of thing. The
pictorial post-card changed
all that. It was about six
years ago that they first be-
gan to make their appearance
in this country, but the speci-
mens of English printing
were so poor, and the pic-
tures were necessarily so
small, that Messrs. Raphael
Tuck & Sons, the well-known

the English cards as beauti-
ful and original in design as
those published on the Con-
tinent. Until the size of the
card was enlarged, however,
they determined not to move
in the matter. All their pre-
liminary efforts were directed
towards securing the right to
use in Great Britain the same
sized post-cards permitted
for sending abroad. It was
a long and exhaustive fight.
The Government, having
placed large contracts for
post-cards, were not very
anxious to graut Messrs.
Tuck’s demands, and it was
not until the close of 1899,
and after reams of arguments
had been written on both

art publishers, began to con-
sider whether something
could not be done to make

ENOCH ARDEN.
(From the © Tennyson’ Saries.)

¥, 0

(From the ** Kent" Series.)

sides, that the postal authori-
ties at last gave way, and the
enlarged post-card became
an accomplished fact. )

Then Messrs. Tuck went to work in
earnest. In November, 1899, they issued
their first series of pictorial post-cards,
which were so quickly sold that it at
once became evident that at * Raphael
House™ a great rival to the Christmas-
card had arisen. A large staff of artists
and designers was engaged, photographers
were sent all over the country to secure
pictures of famous places and picturesque
spots, and the art galleries of Europe were
ransacked. Then came the South African
war, and a unique opportunity was afforded
Messrs. Tuck of issuing subjects of a
patriotic and Imperialistic character.
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Needless to
say, they met
with a huge
and instant
success, hun-
dreds of thou-
sands being
sold within a
few weeks,
Nor did the
publishers
omit to antici-
pate events. Thirty-six hours after the relief
of Ladysmith was known, the famous * Paarde-
berg - Ladysmith ” post-card was issued, the
entire printing being sold out within a few
days. The day following the relief of Mafeking
appeared the Mafeking Relief card, bearing a
portrait of the gallant Baden-Powell ; while a
couple of hours after the news of the capture of
Pretoria was announced in London, a card bear-
ing Lord Roberts’ portrait under a Union Jack,
with the legend, “With the Flag to Pretoria,”
was being sold by thousands in the streets of
the Metropolis. This determination to be
“ abreast of the times” will be more appreciated
when it is mentioned that many of these pic-
torial post-cards take from three to six months
to produce, ~

The number of designs issued by Messrs.
Tuck during the last two years exceed three
thousand, and include famous pictures from

English and Continental gallerics, heraldic
designs, cathedrals of Europe, views of rough
seas, characters from Shakespeare, Tennyson,
Dickens, Thackeray, etc., all bearing appropriate
mottoes, patriotic designs, portraits of the King
and Queen and other royalties, etc. Many of

the designs are
by famous
artists, and a
single series of
these cards
costs hundreds )
of pounds to produce. The coloured series,
naturally, are the most expensive, for they are
printed in no less than sixteen colours, and
take from six to eight months to perfect. No
pictures of a religious nature appear on Messrs.

Tuck’s cards.

Whether there is
any particular,
reason for this I
do not know, but
if there is, it is

probably  simply
due to the fact
that, as there are so many thousands of other
subjects to choose from, Messrs, Tuck think it
just as well to keep Biblical subjects, at present,
at all events, from the mundane post-card.
One of the most popular series issued by
Messrs. Tuck & Sons, called the * Write-Away”
series, was originated by Mr. Adolph Tuck, the
business manager at Raphael House. It is
intended, Mr. Tuck says, for shortening th_e
labour of correspondence, though whether 1t
altogether answers its purpose is perhaps a

Illustrations from Mesars. Raphael Tuck & Sons® * Write-dway" Serics,
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question. In lieu of a motto, an unfinished
sentence (in Mr, Tuck’s handwriting, by the
way) is reproduced at the head of the card,
the accompanying picture harmonising with the
sentence in a very clever way.  As a good deal
of ingenuity is required on the part of the
correspondent

taken 2 One of the most amusing, how-
ever, depicts a barber about to operate on
the head of a totally bald

to fit in his re
marks with
those already
expres-
sed on

%-a.;m
P

customer, and bearing the
significantwords: * Iscarcely
know how to commence!”
Another excellent series
of pictorial post-cards issued

the card,
plenty of

amuse-
ment
may be
got out
of a col-
lection
of these
“Write-
) Away?”
serics after they have passed through the post.
Once particularly clever card shows an old lady
at a railway booking-office, placidly keeping a
long line of city men waiting while she sternly
demands whether there is any train leaving for
Margate before the next one! This sketch
(worthy of the great “Tom B.”) is headed :
“Sorry to keep you waiting!”  Another one
Sh(_)\\'s a thief running off with a watch, and
being liotly pursued by the infuriated owner,

by Messrs. Tuck show the
various residences of the
King and Queen. A capital photograph of
Windsor Castle, taken from the river, is repro-

e ancats, Ao
7

2 Svem ﬁ“’da—-—-—m

duced here, as
wellas Osborne
House, Marl-
borough
House, Bal-
moral, Sand-
ringham, and
St. James’s
Palace, This
seriespavedthe
way for others
of a similar
character, and

it is now possible to
obtain pictorial
post-cards bearing
photographs of the

while the
appropri-
ate head-
ingreads:
“My time
has been

royal residences of
nearly all foreign
monarchs. These will doubtless be followed
by “The Stately Homes of England,” and we
shall soon have every well-known castle and
hall reproduced on our post-cards. Indeed,
there is no reason why, if we inhabit a respect-
able dwelling, we should not have pictures
of it printed on our private post-cards. ‘T'hat



74 THE CAPTAIN.

level, for even those
who enter and fail to
secure a prize will have
obtained a good deal of
instruction and amuse:
ment from the contest,
‘The question, whether
only those cards ad-
dressed personally 1o
the competitors would
beeligible, was answered
by Mr. Tuck in the
negative. *“In order not
to limit the zeal of col-
lectors,” he said, *we

WINDSOR CASTLE. have decided that any

of our post-cards which

happy time will doubtless come, but, let us may have been given to them by friends or
hope, not just yet! acquaintances are equally eligible, so long as

A few words must be said about the Prize they bear the post-mark of the town in which
Competltlon inaugu-
rated by Messrs. Tuck
in connection with their
pictorial post-cards. A
thousand pounds will be
distributed in prizes,
ranging from one hun-
dred pounds to three
guineas. These prizes
will be received by those
competitors who can
show the largest collec-
tion of Tuck’s pictorial
post-cards; but in order
to obviate any unfair-
ness, through rich com-
petitors being able to OSBORNE HOUSE.
buy some thousands of
cards, and thus secure the prizes, every card, to they were posted.” The competition has been
be eligible, must have passed through the post. divided into six sections, and a competitor may
This at once raises the competition to a high enter for one or more scctions.  Section 1 is for
the largest collection of
post-cards, irrespective
of subject or design;
section 2, for the largest
collection, with the ex-
ception of local views

: and general scenery ;
section 3, for the col-

E'

= "“!—.' -= ' lection containing the
N ] l-. ngid L ‘ largest number of de-

. ! signs, curiosity of views,
etc. ; section 4, for the
best collection of Im-
pire, patriotic, and he
raldic designs; section
5, for the best collection .
MARLBEOROUGH HOUSE. of “Write-Away’ ' cards;

Photographs from Messrs. Ruphuel Tuck & Sons' ** Fiew ™ S.ries.
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and section 6, for the col-
Jection of cards stamped
with the greatest number
of different dates on
which they have been
posted, and the greatest
pumber of post-marks
of different towns or
postal districts, villaggs,
railway stations, etc., in
which they have been
posted.

It will, therefore, be
seen that there is a sec-
tion to suit everybody ;
and as the competition
does not close until
March 7th, 1902, there

BALMORAL CASTLE.

is plenty of time in which to get your collection collection itself at all, in the first instance—
in order. The rules, etc., can be obtained from only a description of it; and, if that descrip-
Messrs. Raphael Tuck & Sons, Raphael House, tion warranted the bestowal of a prize, she

would then be required
to send the collection
for inspection and as a
guarantee of good faith.
This is a very great con-
cession, and will prob-
ably be fully appreciated
by competitors.

Pictorial post - card
collecting is proving a
formidable rival to phi-
lately.

It is prophesied that
in ten years’ time the
pastime of collecting

22 pictorial post-cards will
BANDRINGHAM. have become a universal

one, and that there will
Londpp. MMr. Tuck told me that just previous to be more people engaged in -their production
my visit a lady had called to inquire about the than those now employed in the Christmas-card
competition.  She said she had a good collec-  trade.
tion, which she valued : .

very highly. Supposing
she won a prize, would
her cards be returned to
her_? Not even for the
entire thousand pounds
would she part with her
collection !

Mr. Tuck assured
her that if she won
a4 prize—and he
Sincerely hoped she
%ould—the cards
woulq be returned to
her in perfect safety.
In fact, she was not
Tequired to send the

CLARENCE HOUSE AND 8T. JAMES'S PALACE.
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/,_,/9 sTORY which I am about
4 to relate was told to me
é one afternoon during the

@ early part of last May while

the Surrey and london

County cricket match was

in progress at Kennington

Oval.  For its proper

digestion, a considerable grain of salt 1s, in my

humble opinion, necessary ; and its veracity,

I fear, i1s rendered still more doubtful by

the fact that a diligent search amongst the

rccords of the game has failed to bring to

light any bowling performance similar to that

which I am about to set forth. I am, however,

but a poor authority on the ancient history of

cricket ; and if the earnest assurances of the

hero of the story prove to be false, I can only

plead that I am the victim of a gross deception

—a deception the more heartless as 1 was

induced to part with five shillings that I could
but ill spare for the copyright of the story.

It so happened that on the day I have named
business was deplorably slack at the office of
the house-agents who enjoy the privilege of
my services. As the resultof this stagnation, our
Mr. Darton, the junior partner of the firm, told
me, when I left for lunch at one o’clock, that 1
was at liberty, after showing a client over a
house in the Vauxhall Bridge Road, which we
then had on our books, to spend an hour or so
in watching the cricket at the Oval ' Our
prospective tenant, fortunately, did not detain
me long ; and being thus enabled to reach the
ground some little time before the luncheon
interval was over, I first selected a good seat,
and then, after lighting my pipe, proceeded to
take stock of my neighbours at my leisure.

T'he person that most attracted my notice
amongst the spectators near me was a gentleman
who was sitting on my right-hand side—a queer-
looking, elderly individual, attired in a black
frock-coat, shiny from long wear, & pair of
trousers baggy at the knees and ragged at the
extremities, and a silk hat which might have
Leen the fashion ten years ago, but whose glory

CRICKET BALL.

o SKETCHES BY VICTOR VENNER.
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had been sadly dimmed by the stress of many
winters, and a succession of heads of varying
shape and size. But the well-worn coat covered
a kindly heart, for although he caught me in
the very act of inspecting him, he merely
nodded affably without showing the least sign
of irritation, and proceeded to enter into
conversation.

“Fine weather this, sir, for the beginning of
the season,” he remarked, sidling up in my
direction. “Come to see ‘W.G.” or Bobby
Abel?”

I had to admit that my visit was purely a
chance one, but nevertheless confessed to a
desire to see Grace make a century,

“He retains his form in a truly remarkable
manner,” I concluded, repeating once more an
already well-worn truism.

““You're right there!” exclaimed my new-
faund friend, enthusiastically, * He is still one
of thé best bats in England. You should just
have seen him at the- Crystal Palace last weck.
He’s good for a few hundreds yet, though, of
course, it isn’t quite as easy to him to make
runs as it used to be. Years and weight are
bound to tell their tale ; and he can’t get up and
down the pitch at the same rate he did twenty
seasons ago. But I well remember,” he
added, reflectively, “when his was by far the
most difficult wicket to take in the whole
country. I have bowled at him frequently in
my time—that’s many years ago now—but I
never got him out but twice, and that was in
the same match.”

I know most of the leading cricketers of
this era by sight, and my friend, to my mind,
was quite unlike any of them. But the fact of
his having twice dismissed Grace in a match in
the champion’s palmy days was quite enough to
entitle him to respect. And as he might well
have been a famous man all that time ago,
1 politely requested him to favour me with
his story.

“Well,” he began, with a preliminary clear-
ance of the throat, and apparently nothing loth,
“1 seldom tell the tale, for it reminds me of
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things that I would gladly forget. But,” with a
comprehensive jerk of his thumb in the direction
of a mahogany-faced mdividual on my left hand,
who was busily engaged in the occupation of
cracking nuts, ‘“ but I don’t think it will much
matter if this gentleman should overhear it, and
it will serve to while away a quarter of an hour,
while these effete moderns continue to guzzle.
I am rather particular as to whom I confide my
adventure,” he added in explanation of his
reticence, “for it is not, I regret to say, alto-
gether creditable to me—and I shouldn’t like
old Grace to know about it. He was rather
annoyed at the
time, I re-
member, and
the grievance
may rankle still.
In fact, I think
that I had
better tell you
the story as if
I was talking
of a third party.
We'll call him
Carruthers, if
you like. Thank
you, sir, I don’t
mind if 1 do.
Talking is dry
work.”

He took a
lengthy pull at
the bottle prof-
fered him by
the mahogany-
faced man, and
then resumed.

“A good
many years ago
there was a
scholar of
Balliol pamed
Carruthers.
Yes, it seems
strange, doesn’t it? But appearances are always
deccptive, gentlemen, and Carruthers, to his
great sorrow, is not at all the man he once was.
I'm afraid he wouldn’t find many women to fall
in love with him now. But at the time I am
speaking of he was by no means an ill-favoured
fellow, and, when rigged out by an Oxford
tailor, the girls found him acceptable enough.
But he was painfully poor, and a poor man
ElOesn_’t have much of a time up at the
Varsity,”

“Nor anywhere else, neither,” interrupted the
Owner of the bottle, favouring me with a know-
g wink and tapping his head significantly.
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“BUT THERE IS ONE CONDITION I IMPOSE, CARRUTHERS."

BALL. 77

“Chuck the moralising, governor, and let’s
get on to the cricket.” B

“All in good time, my friend, all in good
time,” replied the late scholar of Balliol, with
a dignified wave of his shabby arm. * Well, as
I was saying, Carruthers was very poor, and he
had no leanings whatever towards either the
clerical or scholastic professions. But his
unfortunate lack of capital did not permit
him a wide choice of paths in his life—that is,
until Helen Merriott appeared upon the scene.
But Carruthers had not known Helen very long
before he bezan to see grand possibilities in
another pro-
fession—that of
matrimony. For
she was the
only child of
old Silas Mer-
riott, who,
though of
obscure parent-
age, had, by
dint of fifty
years of hard
work in the
City, accumu-
lated the wealth
of a Craesus. 1
have hinted
before that in
those days
Carruthers was
a persona grafa
to the fair sex
—pardon the
language of the
Latins, but
Carruthers can
never forget
that he was
once a scholar
of Balliol--but,
in delerence to
the desire of
the gentleman who wishes me to come without
delay to the cricket, we will skip Carruthers’
love-making, and I will merely remark that it
progressed as favourably as even he could wish.
In fact, barely a month had elapsed before
he felt that he had only to propose to be
accepted.

“Now in those days Carruthers was not
the man to let the grass grow under his
feet; and he did not fail, as soon as he felt
sure of his ground, to seize the earliest
opportunity that presented itself of asking the
momentous question. The results, as far as
they went, were eminently satisfactory; for
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Helen said ‘Yes® with the sweetest blush
you can imagine, and Creesus was fairly
complaisant when, in due course, he was
consulted about the affair,  No, Carruthers
certainly could not complain of the way in
which old Merriott treated him. For the
old man seemed very willing to accept him
as his son-inlaw, and remarked with lofty
condescension that he intended to settle a
couple of thousand a year on his daughter
when she married.

“¢But there is one condition I impose,
Carruthers,” he added, just as the latter,
thinking everything successfully settled, was
preparing to take his leave. ‘I am, as you
know, passionately fond of cricket, and it has
always been a great grief to me that I never
excelled at the game myself. And, unfortu-
nately, I have no son. If I had been blessed
with boys of my own, I would have made them
first-class players, even had I been obliged to
keep half a dozen of the best professionals in
England all the year round. But as I have no
son, I have always been determined that my son
by marriage must, above everything, be a famous
cricketer. Now, Carruthers, you're not quite
that, you know. But still, I hear that your
bowling is good enough to put you into the
running for the Oxford Eleven. Well, get your
Blue, and you won't find that Silas Merriott will
thwart his daughter’s wishes.’

“But Carruthers had only the poorest chance
of getting into the Eleven—the Authentics was
nearer his form—and he told old Merriott so.
But the old man was inexorable, and Carruthers
failed entirely to budge him from his determina-
tion.

“¢If you wish to marry Helen, you must get
your cricket Blue before you go down,’ he said.
‘You can hire any coach you like at my
expense, but the Blue is a sine gud non’

“No, sir. 1 daresay that those were not his
exact words. He had no pretensions to even a
smattering of classical knowledge, and, I fear,
had but little respect for Carruthers in his »o/
of scholar of Balliol. But what he said meant
the same thing. I’'m sure I'm extremely obliged
to you, sir. I really don't mind if I do, for the
contents were certainly very excellent.

“Well, as you can, no doubt, easily imagine,”
my shabby friend continued presently, after I
had once more returned the bottle to the
mahogany-faced man, and he had wiped his
lips with a not over-clean pocket-handkerchief,
“Carruthers was placed in a most unenviable
position. For although the *Varsity captain—
it was so many years ago that his name would
convey nothing to you if I mentioned it—was a
great friend of his, he could do no more than

promise him’a trial in at least one match. Anzt
the particular match for which he was eventually
selected was that against the M.C.C. But this
rather disheartened Carruthers than otherwise,
for Grace was to captain the club side, and the
team all round was tremendously hot. He felt
that there was no doubt of his having a trial—
quite possibly eight or nine of the Oxford men
might have to bowl—but it did not reqguire a
very vivid imagination to picture his erratic fast
bowling being hit to all parts of the field by the
masters of the art of batting opposed to him.
And the mere thought of such a thing was,
under the exceptional circumstances, anything
but exhilarating. )

“But just as he was in the lowest depths of
despair,a brilliant idea suddenly occurred to him.
In the village down at his Lincolnshire home
there was living an old man who was exceed-
ingly clever at making mechanical toys worked
by cunningly contrived springs and wheels.
Could not this genius, thought Carrutkers, be
persuaded to introduce into the inside of a
cricket ball a spring which, when pressure was
brought to bear upon it, would cause the ball to
break in a certain direction? At any rate the
idea was well worth acting upon — and he
would have stooped to lower things than merely
‘faking’ a cricket ball to win the beauteous and
wealthy Helen.

“Well, not to keep you in suspense, gentle-
men, the toy-maker was induced to do what was
requirgd of him ; and on the day before the
match.the ball duly arrived. It was exactly like
any other cricket ball but for a single tiny light
spot upon its surface. The maker, in a letter to
Carruthers, told him that by firmly pressing this
spot when deiivering the ball he would be easily
able to cause it to break back, though only
in one direction, from left to right, any distance
up to six feet. Carruthers lost no time in
putting the missile through a private trial, and
he found it fully capable of doing all that was
claimed for it. And that night he dreamt
horrible dreams of bowling against Grace with a
ball that would insist on dropping midway up
the pitch and then bouncing back, with a loud
whirring noise, high over his head.

“Next day was gloriously fine, and the ground
in the Oxford Parks was as fast and true as the
proverbial billiard table. The visiting team won
the toss, and everyone predicted a heavy score.
And up to lunch-time they did very well indeed
—if my recollection serves me, they put on about
a hundred and forty without losing a wicket.
But during the interval Carruthers managed to
substitute his ball for the one with which they
had been playing; and before the game had
long been resumed he was ordered on to bowl.
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«“The first ball he sent down didn’t come off
at all.  He was nervous, I fancy, and failed to
get a good grip of thespring.  Atany rate Grace
banged it to the off-boundary. But the next
time he worked the engine better. It pitched
about midway between point and the wicket,
broke back about six feet, and took Grace’s off
bail. Even the champion himself had to admit
that Carruthers bad a more remarkable com-
mand over the ball than any other bowler he
had previously stood up against. But this was
nothing to what was to follow, for in the course
of the next two or three overs Carruthers dis-
missed about four good men. If I remember
rightly they were Barlow, Barnes, Midwinter,
and one of the Walkers, In the case of Barnes
[ am under the impression that the ball broke
about three yards, hit the batsman hard on the
knee, and then cannoned off into the wicket.

“(Carruthers successfully contrived to change
the balls again between the innings. Anrd on
the hard pitch the University batsmen made
ncarly three hundred, of which Carruthers him-
sell. managed to get forty-one in far from bad
style. Oxford were finally all out éarly on the
second afternoon, and one of the
biggest crowds ever seen in the
Parks waited anxiously to see what .
Carruthers would do at the second )Q,
time of asking. They were very p
nearly disappointed, for one of the
umpires stuck tenaciously to the
new ball which had been provided.
But Carruthers, who had carefully
polished up his weapon —it had had
so little wear in the first innings
that it was scarcely soiled —
managed to trick him at last, and
then the fun began again.

_“The Marylebone second in-
nings was a mere procession, for
Carruthers had by this time pretty
well sized up the capabilities of
that bomb of his. Grace led off
against him, and although he sur-
vived three balls, the fourth beat
him entirely, and he was out for a
‘duck.” It wasn’t surprising that
he didn’t score, for the first ball
Carruthers sent up pitched well
outside the off stump, and wriggled
all round his legs ; the second didn’t break at
all, and would have been a wide if the umpirz
“had had presence of mind enough to call it;
and the third hopped back from the direction
of short slip and dealt the wicket-keeper a
severe blow on the nose. Carruthers always

—_—
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said that if that wicket-keeper had not heen
in the way he siiould have bowled Grace third
ball instead of fourth. But anyhow, he took
all ten wickets for four runs—some man more
fortunate than his fellows happened to make
a good shot at the missile as it was bobbing
about near point, and hit it back-handed
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THE FOURTH BALL BEAT GRACE ENTIRELY.*

through the slips to the boundary.

“Yes, sir, of course Carruthers got his Blue
the same evening. No, he didn’t play against
Cambridge. He always was an unlucky fellow,
and old Merriott got hold of the bhail with the
intention of having it stuffed and put under a

*The mateh is supposed to have been played a number of years ago.—Ib.
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glass case, or something of the sort, and un-
fortunately discovered the contrivance inside it.
I don’t think he ever told anybody except his
daughter ; but to this deplorable circumstance
was due the fact of Carruthers’ leaving Oxford
with considerable precipitation. It was a very
great pity, for he was a charming man, and
would, I am sure, have made Helen a most
excellent husband.

“No, sir, I don’t remember the exact year.
It is so long ago now, and my memory is not
what it was, and is occasionally apt to play
me scurvy tricks.  But no doubt if you write
to the editor of Wisden’s or Lillywhite’s
useful records, enclosing half-a-crown and

explaining what you want, they will hunt up
their annual for that year for you if they
have any copies still in stock. Thank you, sir;
if our friend on your other side would kindly
sce that no one takes our seats during our
absence, a small modicum of Scotch would be
by no means unacceptable. But we mustn’t be
long, for here come the umpires, and I paid
my sixpence on purpose to see my old friend
Grace get another century. He i1s a good
deal older since the events of which I have
been telling you occurred, yet he certainly
stands a better chance of making a long score
to-day than on the occasion on which he had
Carruthers’ deadly bowling to €ontend with.”

“CAPTAIN” COMPETITIONS FOR OCTOBER.

NOTICE.—At the top of the first page the follow-
ing particulars must be ciearly written, thus:—
Competition No. ——, Class ——, Name ——,
Address ——, Age —,
Letters 1o the Editor should not be sent with competitions,
We trust to your honour to send in unaided work,

GIRLS may compete.

You may enter for as many competitions as you like;
each ‘‘comp.” must be sent in a separate envelope, or,
when possible, on a post-card.

In everv case the Editor's decision is final, and he cannot

enter into correspondence with unsuccessful competitors.

Pages should be connected with paper-fasteners ; not pins.
_Address envelopes and post-cards as follows :—Competi-
tion No. —, Class ——, **'I'HE CAPTAIN,” 12, Burleigh
Street, Strand, London.

All competitions should reach us by October 12th.

The Results will be published in Decembar.

SPECIAL NOTICE.—Only write on one side of each sheet
of paper. Only one competition must be put into an
envelope. Anybody disregarding these rules, or failing to
address envelopes properly, will be disgualificd.

AGE RuLk: ACompetitor may enter for {say) an age limit
25 comp., so long as he has not actually turned 26, The

same rule applies to all the other age limits,
No. 1.—“National Memorial to Queen

Victoria.” —Three books (to be chosen by
winners) value 6s, each, will be forwarded to the

three competitors who send the best suggestions

for a “ Nationa] Memorial to Her Late Majesty
Queen Victoria.” A selection of the best sug-
gestions will be published in THE CAPTAIN,

Class I. Age limit : Twenty-five,
Class II. ... .. Age limit : Twenty.
Class IIIL ... ... Age limit: Sixteen.

No. 2—“Four Towns” (THIRD LisT).—
In one of the advertisement pages you will find
a form to cut out and send up after you have
filled in the names of the towns. The number
of letters in each town is indicated by its initial
letter and dots to the number of letters required
to complete the word. All these towns contain

over 5,000 inhabitants, and are situated in the
British Isles. There will be three prizes of 10s.

Class 1. Age limit ; Twenty-five,
Class II. ... Age limit: Eighteen,
Class IIL . Age limit: Fourteen.

No. 3.—" Twelve Most Widely Adver-
tised Articles.—Give a list of the twelve most
widely advertised articles, such as**Jones's Jams,”
*Smith’s Soap,” ete.  Send post-cards.  This
competition will be decided by vote, as in former
competitions of the kind. . The senders of the
three most correct lists will receive 7s. each.

Class 1. Age limit: Twenty-two.
Class 11, ... Age limit: Eighteen,
Class IIL. ... Age limit : ourteen.

No. 4.—*Picture Post-cards.”—Send a
picture post-card with a four line verse on the
picture. The three prizes will be articles from
our advertisement pages (to be chosen by winners)
to the value of 7s. ‘

Class I. Age limit: Twenty-one.
Class 11. ., Apge limit : Sixteen.
Class III. ... Age limit: Twelve.

No. 5.—*Contradictory Proverbs.” —
Often one proverb contradicts another. For
example :—

“ Absence makes the heart grow fonder.”

“ OQut of sight, out of mind.”
Send a list of all the contradictory proverbs you
can think of. Prizes will be articles from our
advertisement pages (to be chosen by winners)
to the value of 7s.

Class I. e Age limit: Twenty-five,
Class 1I. ., w. Age limit: Twenty.
Class 111, ... Age limit: Sixteen,

No. 6.— “Idea for a Competition."—
Some time ago we had a “comp.” of this sort,
with no very useful results. But we will try

again. Send on a post-card & suggestion for a
competition. Three prizes of 7s. each.
Class I. Age limit ; Twenty-one.
Class II. ... Age limit: Sixteen.
Class III. .., Age limit: Twelve

EXTRA CONSOLATION PRIZES.—Three prizes of ONE GUINEA wiil be awarded to the three competitors who
at the close of Vol. VI, have galned the largest number of *‘ Honourable Mentions'' during the past :iX
months, beginning with the results publisned In the October number.



MORE ABOUT TOURING EQUIPMENT,

DEALT last month with the subject of
l touring equipment, concluding with a pass-
ing reference to the matter of clothing.
Let me repeat the plea for all-wool clothing,
and for garments that fit easily, without per-
ceptible pressure anywhere. .
It is essential that the clothing should be
warm enough, without being too hot.  In order

to assure this end, it is necessary in variable
weather to have some means of varying the
clothing too.  Boys can carry a waistcoat to be
worn on chill evenings, or at other times of need,
and girls can similarly provide themselves with
a light coat to be put over the blouse when
required.  Turner’s military kit-bag is just the
thing in which to carry spare garments rolled
up. Itis made in blue or brown tweed, lined
with waterproof, and straps neatly into a roll.
An invention which provides one with a sort of
partal equivalent to a waistcoat is marketed by
the firm of John Piggott, of Cheapside and
Milk Street, London. It is called the “ Tidee”

chami, and consists of a few neat links of

metal uniting two safety-pins, one being fastened

10 each end. These are to be pinned to the

msides of the facings of the coat, rather low

do“’“; The chain will then restrain the coat from

fapping in the wind, will kecp the garment
Vol, vi.—11

in better shape than otherwise, and will do not
a little to protect the chest from cold. Only
one of the safety-pins need be undone m order
to loosen the coat, so that in warm weather,
or when there is but little wind, the chain can
hang inside one of the facings, and quite out o
sight. Not that its appearance is in any way
against it, for when in use it looks as neat as a
watch-guard.

Messrs. Piggott have all kinds of cycling
materials in stock, as well as suits ready made
up, and the prices will suit all purses. Other
firms catering upon similar lines are Messrs.
Benetfink & Co., of Cheapside, and Messrs.
Gamage, of Holborn. Aniilustration is givenofa
girl’s lined waterproof cape with golf straps. The
poncho pattern of waterproof is the one I prefer
for riders of either sex. On girls it looks,
perhaps, a little less stylish than the other, but
it is unmatched as a means of keeping out the
wet, which is, after all, the main thing, and has
the advantage of being a trifle cheaper. The
poncho, I may say for
the benefit of those who
do not know, is the cape
that has no opening
down the front, but sim-
ply a hole for the head,
with a couple of buttons
to close the neck at the
throat. The word is pro-
vincial Spanish, a habit
of this design having
been largely in vogue in
South America. A cy-
cling waterproof of some
description is essential for comfortable touring,
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PIGGOTT 8 TOURING
JACKET.

.and any of the firms mentioned can show an

enormous variety of sizes and patterns,

In the matter of head-gear, usage has
narrowed us down to a choice between the
straw hat and the cloth cap. For all-round
work the latter is perhaps the better, although
the former is very suitable for the hottest days
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of summer. The
cloth of the cap
should either be
very thin and por-
ous, or, if not, the
lining should be
cut away in order
to secure better
ventilation. It is
easy to carry a
sparc one 1n the
kit, to provide
against the emer-
geney of athorough
wetting, or in case
one’s first one
should be carried
away and lost whilst coasting.

Girls often go wrong in the
matter of head-gear. Big
hats with flapping brims
should not be worn, as they
impede the vision and annoy
the rider. Whatever the
fashion of the hour may be as
regards ordinary wear, the cy-
chist should have nothing to
do with either hats or toques
adorned with the sort of trim

ming that will blow about.

Simplicity and neatness are
here the main secrets of com-
fort. 1facloth cap or a straw
sailor hat are judged unsuit-
able, a Tam-o’-Shanter, of a_
colour to harmonise with the
rest of the attire, will often be
found becoming. As for
shoes, they must, of course, de
shoes, and not boots of any
description whatever. They should be made
very low at the ankle, so as not to cut
the ankle bones, and, needless to say, they
must be a perfect fit. For myself, 1 prefer
shoes with rubber soles and canvas tops,
and Messrs. Manfield & Sons make me an
excellent pair in seven days from receipt of a
post-card. But it is only a minority of riders
who feel quite at home on rubber. The pedal,
of course, has to be of rubber too, and many
riders prefer rat-traps, which would quickly
destroy a rubber sole. The grip that a rubber
pedal and a rubber shoe have one upon the other,
however, when both are made with transverse
ribs, as mine are, is very secure, and I have
never slipped the pedal since I adopted this
system. For a leather shoe, one of the neatest
things I know is Norris’s *“ Pedes-Cyclo™ shoe.
It 1s light, durable, and extremely simple to

A GIRL'S LINED CAPE WITH
GOLF STRAPS . MADE BY
MESSRS, GAMAGE.

" NEW DEPARTURE " BELL, BY MESSRS,
BROWN BROS.

fasten and undo. The prices range from
63. 11d. up to 12s. 6d. a pair, and the firm
guarantee a fit if an old shoe is sent to them at
55, Bishopsgate Street Within.

Hardly less important than the persoml
equipment is that of the machine itself. No
one would be wise in starting out on a machine
just delivered from the shop. It should be
thoroughly tried first in order to give any
hidden defect a chance of showing itself. Al
adjustments should be scen to be right, and
all nuts screwed firmly home. However old
the machine it should be given a thorough
external - cleaning, and it is as well to add to
the bright parts some protective film, so that
a passing shower will not rust them. Vaseline
is the best known material for this purpose.
But there are others that are
nicer to handle, and the
effects of whose application
are more enduring. Of these
a comparatively recent arrival
is W. P. McCoy’s * Anti
Rustine.” It is an excellent
preventive of rust, and one
application will last quite a
long time if the parts covered
bz not much handled. I should
recommend anyone who fears
the rust demon-—and which of
us does not?--to experiment
with a 6d. tin. 'The principal
address of the maker is
Pheenix Place, Mount Plea
sant, London, W.C, but in
all probability a good dealer
in accessories will be able to
furnish it. i

Just a word, in conclusion,
about the break and bell
which may have to play
important parts in any
journey. There is a class
of bells which can be
made to ring continu-
ously that are much in
favour with some riders.
In the case of those that
have to be wound up
by clockwork there is a
danger of letting them
run down, so that, per-
haps, when most wanted
they are virtually not
there. I giveillustrations
of two that require no
winding, being worked
simply by contact with
your running wheels.

R Sy

PIGGOTT's * 140EE”
CHAIN, FOR EEEPING TS
COAT FROM FLAPPING
IN THE WIND.
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Ong is the “New Departure” tyre bell by Messrs.
Brown Bros., of Great Eastern Street, E.C. It
is set in action by pressing the little button at
the top of the handle-bar. The other is the
rim bell of Messrs. Joseph Lucas & Co., of
Birmingham. Here the bell is not depressed,
but is pulled up from its resting position beneath
one side of the
rim by the
trigger ar-
rangement
shown. Either
of these may
be recom-
mended as an
excellent form
of continuous
bell for such as
have leanings
in that direc-
tion,

As regards
brakes, the
latest intro-
duced by
Messrs. Bradbury & Co, of Oldbam, is a very
good thing. It is so designed that a single
motion of the brake lever brings on two rim
brakes—a combination of brake power which I
have always advocated, and which I regard as
mndispensable to all riders using free wheels. This
¢ual brake can be so arranged that both pairs of
shoes come into _action simultaneously, or that
the pressure from one pair takes effect slightly
M advance of that from the other. In the

CYCLING CORNER. 83

latter case it should be the rear pair that
act first, but the adjustment should be
very fine, so that the front shoes go on
almost immediately after the rear ones.
Happy the cyclist, equipped.in the way
that I have described, who Ileaves all
thought of his every-day lifc behind him,
and who sets off “with a heart for any
fate.” The road—the long road, that is
for a space to be his | ome—may have in
prospect for him some of the keenest joys
of life. What is there finer than the
happy-go-lucky freedom of the road?

ANSWERS TO CORRESPOXDENXNTS.

“Cricket Bat” (Rossern Sqrare).—The
new game Ping-Pong will certainly not spoil
you in any way for cycling—what can have
made you think it might? But remember
that the one is a game for quite different
conditions from those that make the other
attractive. Fine fun as it is, and fine sport,
too, when properly played, Ping-Pong should
still never tempt a man to. devote fine sunny
afternoons to it. Your other question is answered
by the mention of Cook’s Athletic Company, of
Barbican Court, London, E.C. Gertrude G.
(Epsoa). — Of course I like to hear from girls.
Write as often ns you Lke, if you have always
questions that you think I counld help you in
answering. Your brother is wrong in thinking
Bandow’s Grip dumb.bells would be of no use to you.
A girl not only wants to have a strong body and strong
limbs, but is all the better for having strong hands
as well. True, you will hardly eycle any better in
consequence, but wait till you have to remove an
awkward tyre all by yourself, as every girl should be
able to do. The Skeleton.—No, T won't name your
school, but you ought not to trouble about your nick-
name. I value the memory of some of mine very
much. Besides, you may not always be so excessively
fat, and cycling is a fine thing to get one into more
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reasonable condition. Yonr cloice of a Bradbury
full roadster is a thoroughly sound one. Don’v work
too hard at first, but rely rather upon constant gentle
exercise, There is no need whatever to starve your-
self. The latest methods of treatment allow of fairly
liberal diet, provided the right things are eaten. You
don’t want a lot of starchy stuff like bread and
potatoes, as many fellows do, but rather such things
ag greens and salads (without the dressing). There
is great virtue in active habits, and I predict that
an average of even 80 little as ten miles a day,
ridden briskly, but not in your case ridden hard,
will do you & world of good. Let me know.
“ Hopeful ” (Nortn SuieLps).—(1) You cannot go
wrong with any of the firms you mention; but I
should add to their number the names of Swift,
Sunbeam, Centaur, Bradbury, Raleigh, Royal En-
field. The Dunlop tyres will be right, but insist
upon full roadsters. (2) An excellent choice would
Le Jaeger wool. See what is said above concerning
shoes, The plan suggested is a good one, but don't
leave out of reckoning the fact that in October the
evenings are rapidly shortening. H. V. T. (Cnax-
LEIGE).—(1}) You only set it to fire when you leave
the machine standing. After all, there is nothing
simpler or better than a good lock and chain. There
are plenty of good ones imported from America.
The chain must not be flimsy, but hard and sub.
stantial. Even so it can, of course, be filed through ;
but the habits of the cycle thief lead him to choose
well-frequented inns, and such like places, as bis
lurking grounds. He usually has plenty of choice in
the wav of quarry, sud he will not run the risks
attendant upon laborious operations on o chain,
while unprotected bicvcles are at band. (2) The
very best way is to get a good map and explore for

yourself. DMost guide-books are concerned solely
with the beaten track, hut, if you decide to travel
““on your own,” you can unfold a larger field and
still have the main roads to hurry home by should
you require them. There is a sense of freedom
about this sort of touring which nothing else can
give. I always like to sketch my main idea before
starting out, and then to elaborate the details from
day to day. R. A. A. (OswaLprwisrie).—I am sorry
that it is impossible to send answers through the
post. You would probably strike Cheshire ground
as soon as possible, and then work westward to
Chester, whence the cnast road is very interesting.
Am glad you are a member of the club. H. W.
{BrisToL).—You are mistaken in thinking that the
oil will rot the leather. It may, however, so soften
it as to render it unduly liable to wear. Treatment
with benzoline will get most of the grease away, but
do not use the spirit anywhere near a fire or light.
I don’t like band-brakes, ou account of the uncertain
bebaviour of which you speak. In spite of the larger
surface of application they are less powerful than
rim-brakes, since they go on in positions so much
nearer the centre of the wheel than in the latter case.
Moreover, the strain set up among the spokes is
greater. Jessie (Carrisik).— (1) Monmouth is an
excellent centre for the Wye country, and either
Breckon or Crickhowel for the Usk. This Usk scenery
is far toolittle known. Yes;at Abergavennythereis the
best accommodation, and you can easily visit Raglan
and theother places from there. (2) There have been
various gloves specially designed for the purpose, but
they were none of them comfortable, except when the
tingers were bent in the shape they take when grasp-
ing a handle grip. 1 am glad your sister b811e£i[te(11"
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N future all correspondence relating to photo-

graphic matterswill be dealt with undertheabove
heading. We shall be pleased to help those of our
readers who are already amateur photographers,
and to advise those who are desirous of taking up
the pursuit of this fascinating hobby. All com-
munications should be addressed to * The Photo-
graphic Editor,” and a stamped, addressed envelope
enclosed when replies through ihe post are
recuired.

“What to Photograph in London.” — A
thoughtful little leaflet, published by Messrs. Sanders
& Crowhurst, 71, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.,
should be very useful to those of our photographic
readers who may be visiting London during their
holidays. It contains six tours, each representing a
day’s work, so arranged as to take in an itinerary the
principal places of interest in the metropolia. It can
be obtained upon application, with stamp for postage.
Ignotus (Taunton).—You refer to the * wet-plate”
process, in which the positive is taken direct on to a
sheet of ferrotype. You can obtain both plates and
developer from Jonathan Failowfield, Charing Cross

CAMERA CORNER.

Road, London, W.C. Thunderer (VaLriralso).—
(1) You can obtain a * view.finder” for the ** Brownie ”
camers, for 1s. from Kodak, Ltd. This overcomes the
difficalty you mention. (2) Photographs sent in for
competition may be mounted or unmounted, as yon
please. Ve consider the merit of the photograph, not
the quality of the mount, although we like to sce
photographs tastefully mounted. * Natalian.”—It
would take too much space hete to tell you how 1o
make gelatino-chloride and ferro.prussiate papers, and
they are both so cheap that it is far better, and less
trouble, to buy than to make them. P.O0.P
(Harrow).—(1) For a good all-round hand camern,
capable of doing all classes of work, you would
do well to purchase one of Benetfink’s ¢ Light-
ning® cameras, with & rack - focussing attach-
ment. (2) Judging from the prints you send, I
should say the negatives were o little over-exposcd,
To reduce, soak them in water antil thoroughly
wetted, and place in a weak solution of hypo, to
which has been added a few drops of ferricyanide
solution : Potassium ferricyanide, one part; water,
nine parts. Reduction takes place almost im-

‘mediately, and the negative should be removed und

washed before it is apparently sufficient.
Tue Poorosraruic Eprron.
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»ClIUOLS, CHAPEL, AND STUDIES.

St:reORXE 1s one of the oldest of English
schools, for its charta, still preserved in the
library, is dated May 13th, 1550.
existed o long time before this, but reformation
was then necessary, for it was in a very crippled
condition, and wguld probably have died out
had not King Edward VI. come to its aid. Some

say that King Alfred was
cducated at Sherborne,
but this is only a tradi-
tion. However, several
indications which we can
gather from  historians
lead us to suppose that
Alfred was, at any rate,
turied at Sherborne,
which was at that time
the most important town
in the south-west of Eng-
fand. Infact, soconﬁdent
are .\hlrbumlans that
this monarch was one of
1hr-msihes that a very
Willy song, entitle d
"l\m" Alfred, 0.8.,”
il]ClllllLd n th(: Sh(,r-
borne song book.
Anattempt to describe
the heautiesof Sherborne
would be useless. The
1\\ mantled Abbey
ower, the grey walls of
the ancient monastery,
the {,loom) cloisters nest-
Lng at iig foot, ave the
hry ussence of the pic-

By “ Upper School
Modern,’

* Farr and grey and an-
cient,
On the flowery len,
Nestling "neatly the hiil-
side,
Stands the school for
me,
Set where saintly Ald-
helm
By the bridge of Yeo,
Chanted to the Llnpmcn
‘Thousand ycars ago.

THE BUILDING IN THE DISTANCE I5 THLE ABBEX TOWER.

The school

THL HKAD-MASTER OF SHERBORNE SCIHOOL.
DPhotagraph by W, & H. H. Fry.

turesque ; while the rich foliage of the elm
and lime trees, and the golden hue of the ham-
stone, lend colour to the picture.

Sherborne School stands on the ground once
occupied by the Benedictine Monastery of
Sherborne, from the venerable remains of which
the library, chapel, and study buildings, adjoin-

ing the Abbey Church,
have been formed.
The School was recon-
stituted by the Endowed
achools Commission, in
1870, and under the new
régime the object of the
foundahon is to “supply
a liberal education in
accordance with the
principles of the Church
of Engiand.”
~On the nght of the
court lies the Big School-
room, the army class, and
the modern school build-
ings. Itisonly within the
last few ycars that the
Big Schoolroom has
heen brought to its
present state ‘of perfec-
tion, through the gene-
rosity of one of the
masters, who, mainly a
his own expense, had lt
panelled and floored in
oak. This room contains
a very fine organ, over
which a carved figure of
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THE SCHOOL GATEWAY,

“\Where yon mystic emblems
O'er the gateway frown,
True shall run the legend
'Neath her carven crown.
T'o avenge her honour
Lion hearts shall spring,
Conscience be her dragon
And high truth her king.”

Orpheus, with his golden lyre, keeps silent watch.
It is here that concerts and entértainments and
prize-giving functions are held.

Confronting one, as one enters the court, are
the school house studies, formerly the monks’
cells, and the chapel, with Ina’s Abbey in the
background. Beneath the chapel are the lower
school class-rooms and the little court. The
chapel was formerly the Abbot’s
Hall, and has been enlarged from
time to time. Its roof is in the
fifteenth century style, but the
windows are quite modern. Sad
memorials of old Shirburnians
are the many tablets adorning its
walls.

On the east side of the court
are the school house buildings
and the head-master’s house.
Behind the chapel, and at right
angles to it, is the library, formerly
the Abbot’s guestern hail. It has
been turned into a most beautiful
room, chiefly through the energy,

for the school, of the late head-master, Iy
Harper.

On the west, behind the Big Schoolroom, ar
the music-rooms, armoury, art and scieng
schools, gymnasium, museum, workshop, five
courts, and swimming baths, which were als
built by Dr. Harper, of whom it is said that be
was the first to bathe in them,

** And when dear old Dan, that wonderful man,

Had dug up his noble pool,

*Tis said that he sent with a merry intent
This message around the school :

*Your limbs for to lave in my crystal wave
1 know that you all do thirst ;

But unless you arise with the lark in the skies
"Tis I shall be in the firsg.” "

At a short distance from the school is M.
Blake’s house, a preparatory school connected
with Sherborne, and close by this the sanatorium,
a large building in two parts joined by a bridge.
Behind the latter lies the head-master’s garden,
in olden days said to have been the monks
fish-pond. ‘

A little further away is a most magnificent
cricket ground, very nearly as level as a billiard
table, of which Ranjitsinhji, in his famous
“Jubilee Book,” speaks as being *“second to
none.”

Rugby football is played at Sherborne both
in the Christmas and Easter terms.  During the
Christmas term the school matches are played
off, and in the Easter term the house matches.
Hockey has been introduced to fill up the time
between the last house match and sports, and
with fair success. In football the inter-school
matches are with Tonbridge and St. Pauls,

combined with great affection

THE BIG SCHOOLROOM,




SHFRBORNE SCHOOL 87

and in cricket with Bradfield and
St Paul's.

The school also possesses a cadet
corps, in connection with 1st Dorset
Volunteers, which 1s at present one
hundred strong.  Many sham fights
and inter-school shooting matches
are held; an “eight” is sent up to
Bisley, and a detachment always
goes to Aldershot for camp and
field-days. Its captain and lieu-
tenants are masters of the school,
and the non-coms. are chosen from
the ranks.

There are noc customs really
peculiar to the school, unless we
except a small though curious one
which requires that every member

IN THE CRICEET FIELD, SHERBORNE,

of the school shall wear a straw hat all
the year round.

In the swimming bath, the swimmer’s
prowess in the water is shown by his
bathing drawers, called by Shirburnians
“kickers,” to decide the colour of
which trials are held several times
during the summer term. If a fellow
cannot manage to struggle through one
length of the bath he wears * muds,”
which are of a variegated hue; should
he be able to swim one length he wears
“ruds,” which are red-and-white striped ;
two lengths ¢ singles,” blue and white ;
nine lengths * doubles,” the colour of
which is plain blue. Swimming races
are held for medals and challenge cups,
also diving and dummy-diving com-
petitions,

THE CHAPEL.

Sherborne is the proud possessor of a
large number of challenge cups for ali
sorts of things, including music.

As ] have said, straw hats are worn
all the year round, the different houses,
the first fifteen, first eleven, and Sixth
Form being distinguished by differently
coloured bands. “ Toppers” are worn
on Sundays, except on summer after-
noons, when straw hats are allowed.

In conclusion let me quote from Sir
Lewis Morris, a distinguished “0O.8.,” on
Sherborne :—

L.ong miay she live tc keep her memory green,
And stull while England stands unshattered last;

And may this page which tells what she has been
Link a bright future with a cherished past.

MR. BLAKE'S HOUSE
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OxE Year’s Subscription to THE CaPraIN
has been awarded to E. BovLE for his con-
tributicn entitled, “ Half an Hour with the
Navy List.” Mr. Boyle is requested to forward
ius address.

Dudley Castle.

N the midst of that region of the midland
counties which is aptly termed the Black
Country, stand the ruins of the historical pile
kncwn as Dudley Castle. This castle, which
belongs to the Earl of Dudley, is situated on a
lofty limestone hill at the north-eastern extreinity
of- the tecwn. It was
erccted about A.D. VOC
by Dodo, a Saxon prince,
from whom the town
derived its name, being
first called ** Dodo’s Ley,”
or “ Doddiley,” which in
course of time was
shortened to * Dudley.”
During the reign of
William the Conqueror,
the then proprietor, Larl
Edwin, was removed,
and the castle bhecame
the property of William
Fitzansculph. During

wholly destroyed by fire. Therg 1s a tradition io
the etfect that the fire was the work of a gang of
coiners, who, whilst utilising the place for their
illegal purposes, overheated a crucible, and thus
set some oaken beams alight ; but this has never
been verified.

It was not thought worthy of repair, and was
left a heap of ruins until between the years 1799
and 1805, when William, the third Viscount
Dudley and Ward, removed a vast heap of the
ruined masorry, and patched the place up a little.

From the highest point of the ruins a view of
twenty-two miles in radius is obtained. Tie
castle being of no veal
use to its owner. the
grounds are always open,
and many are the visitors
attracted thereto. Deing
composed of limestone,
the. hill upon whieh the
castle stands possesses
numerous caverns, which
have been visited upon
several occasions by
eminent geologists.

J. HarorLp Tlousd

The A.B.C. of

the time of the Henrys
and Ldwards, it passed
through tlhe hands of
various members of the (wo great branches of
Lis family, the *De Somerys” and the “ Suttons,”
and ultimately, in the reign of Charles 1., came
into the possession of the * Ward” family, which
has owned it ever since,

During the great Civil War it was occupied by
royalist troops, and laid siege to by Cromwell :
two years later it was dismantled by order of
Parliament in order to render it unfit for the
accommodation of a garrison. T'rom that time
Dudley Castle was used only as a private
residence, uatil the year 1750, when it was almost

JOHN BUNYAN'S STATUE AT BEDFORD,
Lhotograph by D. Graham Crofts,

Coarse Fishing.

FIRST, as to the rod
and tackle. Let
your rod be of stout cane, about 12ft. long. Your
line should be strong, and should consist Jartly
of gut; at least see that you have 2[t. or more
of gut above the float, which should be a goose-
guill, tipped with red. The best hook is a small
one, size 12 for preference.

Secondly, as to the bait. If you require a ood
ground-bait, make some balls of bran and hread.
The bait chiefly used is paste made from bread
a'day old. If gentles are to be obtained, get them
by all means, although don’t forget to take your
paste with you. Gentles may fail to attract the
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ti<hh, whereas paste will nearly always. Another How to Make Photographic Post-cards.

¢veellent paste-bait is made by boiling wheat and A

malt in milk uatil guite soft. Red worms are

S pictorial post-cards are now so popular, some
photographic readers of THE Capraiy may
like to know a simple and effective way of

CAMPING OUT IN TASMANIA ; SHOWING HOW SOME ‘‘CAPTAIN"
READEHRS ENJOYED A HOLIDAY.

Dhotlograph by W. E. Fuliler.

making them, using their own negatives.
The materials are both few and cheap, viz,
loz. citrate of iron and ammonium, loz. feryi-
cyanide of potassium, the former costing 2d.,
and the latter 3d. ; also a packet of ordinary
plain post-cards (as sold at 1d. a packet of
twenty). Dissolve each chemical, in separate
bottles, in- 4ozs. of water. Pour into a
measuring glass 1 drachm of each. This
makes the sensitising mixture. Using a
broad camel-hair brush, coat the bhack of
the cards with the mixture; and, having
drained off any superfluous fluid, place on
edge to dry. The coating and drying should
be done in a fairly dark room. When dry,
the cards are used in the ordinary way for
printing, by placing behind a negative (with
a suitable mask between), and c<posing to

the light. The part acted upon

sometimes taken, but the most
reliable bait is the paste.

Gieneral Hints: (1) Having
arrived at your destination, fit
up your rod quietly, for the roach
do not like noise. When you
have ascertained the depth of the
stream, see that the hook rests
3ins. or ¢ins. from the bLottom.

(2) To recognise a roach-swim,
wote the condition of the bank
of the stream; if it is worn,
vou will then know that it is
a favourite spot for roach,

(3) Sec that the length of gut

by the light goes blue, and the
prints when done should be
rather dark. To finish, all that
. has ta_be done is to wash the
: cards under a cold water tap for
a few minutes; after leaving
them in ‘a basin of clean water
for a quarter of an hour, they
should be allowed to dry between
ciean blotting paper, under pres-
sure, so as to keep them tat.
The final colour, a bright blue, is
very eftective—especially for sea
views—and is quite permanent.
An improvement in coating the

from the float to the end of the rod T - <] cards is to cut out ditferent
is about 18ins., and let the end be 0N THE DERWENT RIVER, TASMANIA, marks in gardbozu'd of the size
right over the float, so that when Photograph by W. E. Fuller.

voustrike you may strike “ home.”

{1) When you have a nibble, strike in a gentle
Lut firn manner, so as not to disturb the fish to
a ureat extent. After striking, do not swing
the fish out of the water over your head. Your
catvh may be a half-pounder, or even a pounder,
Al the result will Le a broken rod and a
bad temper, :

‘9) 1 possible, sit down when fishing. Pro-
Vide yourself with a fishing stool, and always
wear thick woollen stockings and strong boots,
which will keep the damp out.

s a concluding remark, let me impress upon
ﬂl“se who wish to secure good sport that-—quiet
1% half the thing ; patience is the other half.

Joux W. LEwis.
Vol. vi.—i2

. Y e, - s -
S0AE ""CAPTAIN ' READERS IN TEE GLENORCHY VALLEY
TASMANIA ; SHOWING THE BUSH SCENERY,

Photograph by W. E. Fuller,
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and shape desived, and placing tliem on the card ;
brush over the solution, which touches the part
cut out. In printing, these cards will need no
mark between them and the negatives, the light
acting on the part sensitised, and the rest
remaining white. A half-plate frame should be
used for printing, with a glass in front when
quarter-plates are used. A post-card is rather
too large for a quarter-plate frame. The sensi-
tising solution will not keep long when mixed,
but the two constituents of it keep well if placed
in a dark cunboard.
E. A. Mivcer.

Half an Hour with the Navy List.

SUPPOSE there are not many people who
would turn to the Navy List in order to pass
away an odd half-hour, but really there are a good
many worse ways of
killing time than this,

It is really surprising
what a lot of un-
familiar names we do
run against in scanning
the roll of between five
and six hundred ships
of one kind and another
—drill ships, eruisers,
gunboats, torpedo
boats, in fact, anything
from a big line-of-
battle ship to a tiny
sailing vessel — which
form our Royal Navy.

At first sight it
would appear that the
gentlemen who are
responsible for the
christening of these
ships keep volumes of natural history and
mythology at their elbows, so varied are the
selections we get from these branches of know-
ledge. What a menageric we should have if
instead of merely the names of ships we had the
living animals themselves ! Of course the “ Lion
would be to the fore, although how he would
agree with some of the more peaceably inclined
members, the ' Stag,” for instance, or the “ Hart,”
is doubtful, Dogs would be well represented by
the “ Bloodhound,” * Mastiff,” **Harrier,” and
“ Beagle,” while we should have a curious mixture
in the “Hyena,” “Jackal,” “Fox,” * Leopard,”
* Fawn,” “Zebra,” ¢ Antelope,” “ Wolf,” ** Badger,”
“Lynx,” “Otter,” *Opossum,” “Ferret,” and
““Weasel,” What would make the fortune of
this strange collection, however, would be a
* Dragon,” “ Unicorn,” and “ Basilisk,” all of

EPSOM COLLEGE BAND, COMMANDED BY CORPL. GILES, WHO
1S SITTING ON THE LEFT OF DRUMMER DPOTTS.

Photograph by W. M. McWalters.
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which the ancients believed to exist, but of which
no trace has ever been found.

Of birds we should have about sixty varieties,
including, naturally enough, of course, a fair
share of sea birds, such as the “Seagull,”
“ Scamew,” * Albatross,” and * Kestrel.” While
“Tagle,” “Hawk,” and * Vulture” are all nanes
applicable to fighting ships, “Dove,” *‘Robin”
“Nightingale,” “Swallow.” and “Thrush” strike
one as being very far removed from war’s alarms.

The person who gave the torpedo boat destroyers,
the Ilornet and Viper, their names, had a very
good idea of the fitness of things. They resemlle
their namesakes in a good many ways ; likewise
the Mosquitn, a stern-wheeled boat for serviee on
the Zambesi, although one would think that there
were quite enough of its pestilential living rela-
tions in that favoured region without further
harrowing the feelings of the residents by naming
a beat after their
plague. We have be-
sides an “Ant” a
* Lizard,” “ Spider)
“Snake” “Grass
hopper,” and * Cocka-

Strange to say, fish
are very poorly repre-
sented 1in their own
element, there being
only a dozen or so, all
told. Thése include,
however, some very
warlike varieties, the
“Shark,” *“Iike’
“Swordfish” and
“Thrasher” being well
to the front. We have
besides a “ Salmon,”
*Skate,” **Sturgeon,”
“Dolphin,” “ Porpoise,” “ Whiting,” and “Flying
Tish” There is a whole host of nythological
characters in the interesting list, including
“Venus,” “ Niobe,” * Perseus,” ** Narcissus,’
“ Minerva,” “ Ajax,” *“ Hercules,” ** Jupiter.”
“Juno,” *Leda,” *Flora,” “Daphne” “Hebe,
“ Diana,” and “D’syche,” besides a * Nymphe’
and a *Naiad.” Of course, there is a “ Nep
tune” and a * Mermaid ” ; also a “ Pilot,” and if
there is not a “ Handy Man,” there is a “ Handy."
“ Hearty,” “ Hardy” “Plucky,” and * Dauntless,”
all of which are applicable to Jack Tar.

The “ Nelson,” * Benbow,” ¢ Collingwood,’
“ Camperdown,” “Howe,” “Hood,” and * Iron
Duke” all remind us of the heroes to whow
Britain owes so much, while our navy would
not be complete without its *“ Trafalgar.” The list
also contains a * Hussar.” a “ Dwarf,” “ Goliath,
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«Elfin,” a © Fairy,” a “Gladiator,” a “ Boxer,” a
“ (enturion,’a © Sharp-shooter,” and a “ Warrior,”

Ouly a very small selection of this remarkable
list of names is given here, a list of which every
priton should be proud, for do not the ships in 1t
comprise our first line of defence, and are they not
the descendants, if we may so term them, of those
wooden walls of England which have won renown
in every corner of the watery globe ?

E. BoyLE.

[NoTr. —Since this article was written, H.M.8. Viper,
torpedo-bort destroyer, has been wrecked off the Cusquets,
gnd subsequently blown up by charges of gun-cotton.—Ep.]

Outdoing the Iiish.

GETRMAN newspaper gives a few samples of

German bulls, which are quite as amusing as
those perpetrated by the Ivish, who have been
heretofore supposed to have a monopoly in the
business :—

“ Among the immigrants was an old blind
woman, who came once more before she died to
see her only son.”

“ After the door was closed, a soft female foot
slipped into the room, and with her own hand
extinguisned the taper.”

“Both doctors were unable to restore the
deceased once more to life and health.”

“The Ladies’ Benefit Association hasdistributed
twenty pairs of : Lho:s among the poor, which will
dry up many a tear.” ’

Pexy Wricot.

“CAPTAIN CLUB CRITICISMS,

LITERARY.

G. W. Berry.—Brightly written, but pecple do
pot care much about reading an article on wet
weather. You should note that ¢all right™ is not
one word (page 1,line 5). It is certainly remarkable
thqt you should have remained under the Albert
Bridge for six hours, whilst the rain poured. I think
Ishoglnl have made a rapid bee-line for some other
coveriug on shore. J. H. Round.—You should avoid
lautology, which means using the same word or ex.
Pressior: over and over again, For iostance, you say
10 your paper on Dudley Castle, ** It passed into the
hands of William Fitzansculph. During the time of
the flenrys and Edwards it passed through the
bauds, ctc.” You also state thai the castle was
erected “ About the year a.p. 700.” That being
®ritien in full, the sentence reads: ** About the year
in the year of Qur Lord 700.” Just note how I have
torrecied these and other faults in your essay, and
also hm‘{ I bave cut away the part which smacks
-8 little Lit 100 much of the guide.book. All this takes
:II’].“' let of my time, and I naturally prefer articles
lChL are properly written to those which I
t;‘l;e ‘0 prune and alter. All Carraiy Crus con-
tors should bear this fact in mind. J. L.
vellrl’ner. — Sorry no room for riddles. You are
iky cowplimentary in saying that the O. F. is
€ & roast turkey, because the former is filed

. style-of work they prefer.

" but don’t be tooambitious. Leon Kelse

CONTRIBUTIONS. g1

with wisdom and the latter is stuffed with sage!
Roy Carmichael.—You should not write an essay
on one side of an ordinary sheet of note-paper. It
does not give an editor a fair chance to correct it * for
press.” However, your =article is observantly, if
closely, written, and 1 have accepted it. Let me have
a look at the suggested ** Experiences of a {(ireenhorn
on & Farm in Manitoba.” It sounds well. Keep it
short. Una.—Give yourself & little more room, my
dear. As you quite fill up the space between the
lines, you should write on paper which affords more
space between lines. A pleasant little essay; a brief
article devoted entirely to one of those ’bus rides
sliould read humorqusly. See what you can do.
The Bo'sun.—Try something in the dialogue way.
Badge.—You describe me incorrectly, I am a very
cheerful old man, and invariably the acme of old-time
courtesy when ladies call at the office, With poets
my methods are more modern. S, B. Wates. —Not
quite enough in the incident to merit publication.
However, I like to receive little stories about birds,
etc., so send something else along of the same nature
some day. James H. Forrester.—Send another
poem ; this one not up to standard. V. Murray.—
"Are your contributions original? Neweampus.—
Your description of Yorkshire's sensational defeat by
Somerset is written in a very interesting manner, The
sketches are only fair. Still, they show promise. Try
to get more life and originality into future work of

this sort.
ARTISTIC.

Hubert Holliday.—Before worrying the editor
of Punclh, I should advise you to try the smaller
and cheaper comic papers, bearing in mind the
‘Irlandaise.” —Your
two drawings direct from nature show a certain
amount of promise, but I cannot tell you from these
to what strength your art will really run, Yes; I
should advise you to go ahead with black and white,
and Harold
R. James.—My opiuvion of your work is that you
ought to pay more attention to outline and the
anatomy of your figures. Duncan H. Nielson.—
Practise seriously from life, using your sketch-book
at all times. Your style is all right. Christobel
E. L. Ward,—I will use your photograph of Magdalen
College tower when space permits. *“ Edwardian.”
—Your sketch of the famous Warwickshire wicket.-
keeper, Lilley, might have been worse; but, from
what you send, I can hardly advise you to follow
in the steps of ** Spy "or “ Rip!” J. L. Rayner.—
(1) Yes; I always endeavour to return drawings swhen
& stamped envelope is enclosed. (2) Your literary
contribution will be acknowladged elsewhére, but you
slhiould always write your name and address on a MS.
before sending it to an editor. (3) Am notsure that I
can find room for your sketch. Itis very neatly done.

Contributions have also been received
from: A, W, Schofield, R, C. Tharp, J. 8. Cox,
*“ Eljaysee,” Cyp. Dare, . Beaumont. ** 83,” ¢ Penn
Wright,” * Sbhade of Burns,” **Thistle,” Leslie V.
Ellis, Stanley Whitehead, T. M. C. (New Zealand),
W. M. McWalters, Edgar Leigh, P. T. Stevenson,
J. H. Forrester, Gerald Cole, W, M. Wace, F. G.
Briston, Harold Barnshaw, F, W. Stokoe, A. E.
Batzer, Archibald Pollock, Jun,, G. M. Silder, Alex.
Thompson, M. Castledine, R. F. Megginson, A. Perry
Davis (who is ¢ clubbed”), F. C. Owen, W, B.
Huntly, Chas. F. Knowles, George Monks, Fred.
Mann, * Philip,” Kenneth M. Davies

(A number of contributions are held over. Further
eriticisms will be found at the end of the Old Fay's
“ Angiwcers to Correspondents.”)
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EDITORIAL

—

12, BURLEIGH STREET, which he unbosoms his troubles, and with which

STRAND, LONDON. he secks his recreation. It is the same with
boys, and with young fellows just merging from
Braced up by a long spell of holiday, the boyhood into manhood. Like seeks like, and

majority of those who read this magazine will birds of a feather flock together. You may,if
be getting into school harness again just about you please, form one of a set of *straight”
the time this number appears. But, whether fellows in every sense of the word ; or you may
you go to school or to business, or are at a  Mix with an casy-going lot who regard mis
hospital or university—whatever you may be, ' demeanours lightly ; or, lastly, you may gradualy
the end of a summer vacation means taking  drift into company of the Weedon & (o
up again the task that has been laid aside = type in “Smith’s Heuse.” Just as a youn
during a pleasant season of idleness. That * fellow’s physique is built up in his youth, sois

over—back to duty again! It is a refreshing ~*.j-his character, and very much—almost ever:
spectacle to see anybody go to his work with’+¢ thing, indeed, as the writer of that ey
an appetite, for then he will enjoy it. A healthy remarked—depends upon the type of chum le
person should have an appetite for work and elects to take unto himself,

play, as well as for food; thus he will carry out
the idea of a sound mind in a sound body.
Back, then, to work—and to work with a will! One’s Best Friend.
Honest work, that gives one’s conscience no
twinge, is the only satisfactory form of labour.
So, this new term, keep ever before you those
fine lines of Tennyson’s which sum up so much
in a small space :—

Qut of your circe
of intimates you wish to choose one to be more
particularly your chum than any of the othen.
‘This very particular friend, let me assure you
must be selected with caution. It is humiliating
to confide one’s cares and troubles to a persot
who ultimately proves by his indiscretion tobe
unworthy of such confidence. Make certait
o i before you open your heart to your friend, thit

your speech will go no further than his e

Your Chums. — THE Cartain Club Endless mischief has been worked by peopt

Sclf-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control,
‘These three alone lead life 1o sovereign power.

Contributions Prize was awarded last month to who, being unable to “keep secrets,” should
the writer of a very sound and thoughtful essay never have been entrusted with such. Mak
on School Chums. His remarks, however, sure of him, then, before you confide in him
applied to everybody’s chums. How ecasy it is for the poet hath truly said : * Give every ma?
to sum up a man’s character by studying the thine car, but few thy voice.” It is a g@

behaviour, conversation, and mental attitude of thing to know a Certain One in whom vou ™
the companicns with whom he most consorts ! confide—better to speak of your troubles ©
I don’t mean ordinary acquaintances with whom a sympathetic friend than brood and brood o
force of circumstances may lead him to spend them until they assume morbidly colo-sal p|
an occasional evening, but his friends, his portions. Most people make too much of thf

rea/ friends, the little circle of Tom, Dick and troubles. ‘This is where the strong frien: com®
Harry that he forms a constant member of, to in with his cheerful smile, his firm hand-cl
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an his fixed determination to make you look
cn the bright side of everything !

The Great Tést.—Trouble is the great
test of friendship. When a man is down
on his luck the world shrugs its shoulders and
s “Didn’t T tell you he would come to
this ?* Casual acquaintances cut him, and
mik-and-water friends find it convenient to be
out when he calls.  But, standing
high above this worthless crew,
there is the great, true friend, whose
friendship nothing can abate ; who,
with that splendid light of honesty
and sincerity shining in his eyes,
wiil prove to the man who is down
on his luck that life still possesses
much that is sweet and beautiful
while it can offer such friendship as
this. See to it, therefore, all of you,
that your friends are of the right
tuff ; then Aeep them ; they are of
more value to you than many riches,
for real friendship is imperishable.

“Captain” Club.—Anumber
of readers have sent applications for
membership with their competitions.
As they have been requested not to
do this, they are hereby informed
that no notice has been taken of
applizations forwarded in that
manner, and that they must apply
again in the usual way, Ze., by ad-
dressing a letter to the editor, and
marking the cnvelope “Capraix
Club.”

Mr. Fry and Mr. Swain-
son.—The article by Mr. C. B. I'ry,
which was to have appeared in this
number, not having arrived in time,
it will be publisied next month,
viih the usual batch of * Answers
> Uorrespondents.”—Qwing to pres-
sure on our space, we have been
«rhged to postpone publication of
Mr Swainson’s story, *“Acton’s Rival—A Tale
ot Lliza’s,” till November.

AXSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS,

. Silver Paper.—\We were erroneously informed
that - Messrs, William Whiteley, Itd., purchase
“‘-_L(_l silver paper. We must apologise to Messrs,
Whiteley for having_put them to the trouble of

telling many correspondents that they do not buy
such paper,

03

Corporal K. S. Ratte writes from Kimberlev :
* 1t is by the merest chance that I am scribbling this
note. I am out here fighting the Boers—or suppose:l
te be. I was an enthusiastic reader.of Tur Carraiy
until I set sail for South Africa, but had not seen a
single copy since then until to-night, when I strelled
into a library lhere, and what should I see but the
familiar old cover .. I cannot tell vou what 1 felt on
seeing its face once more. It seemed to carry me
back to old Scotland again. . It may interest
vou to hear that last sunumner I madc a canoe from the
directions given in Tue Capraiy. It was most suc-
cessful, and many's the jolly day I spent
in it. I left her to a chum ou coming
out here. . . . I have been in action
several times, but to my certain know-
ledge I have only shot one ben. and a
mule one night whilst I was on outpost
duty. . By the way, in the mags-
zine I have got hold of (June, 1401,
there is an article on * What We Eat
Out Here. by & Cape chap. By Jove!
if we got all that we'd think ourselves
in clover.”™

“* Sheep-Eye ” (1) was the victim
of a gross rmistake of our binding de-
partment. He got the last number of
THE CartaiN from his usnal shop, and
on opening it he found it was a Wide
World Mugazine bound up in a CAPTAIN
cover, He got all this for 4id. (2)
After relating this fact, *¢ Sheep-Eye"
ingquires what he ought to feed his
rabbits on. We beg to refer him to an
article on this subject which appeared
in Tug Carraiy for October, 1U0V.

Charles (1) regrets that every time
le writes to me he cannot help inflicting
some of his humour upon me. He does
20 in the hope that his attempts at
humour, as he calls them, may be more
appreciated in this office than they are
within '* the narrowing influence of his
ancestral home.” We quite understand
the position—Charles is a prophet witl-
out honour in his own country. XNever
mind ; be is a real prophet in this oftice
—his own country will honour him all
in good time. (2) As he desires it, he
may certainly regard himself as an
official representative of Tue Carraix
in Lee, 8.E.

J. H.—1 cannot say I am in favour
of much cycle-racing. A little just now
and then is not bad fun, though 1 must
confess I don’t like to see fellows bend-
ing their backs double and struggling
round a track like so wany rainbows.
A celebrated anatomist whom 1 con-
sulted on the point once told me that excessive
cycle-racing is productive of spinal complaints, and 1
can quite believe it when 1 see those bncks hrmped
up nt cyele race meetings. Of course, training for
cycle racing is much like other training ; read M.
Fry's general hints on getting into condition.

A. L Larkins —If your coins were found in
an earthenware pot which was dug up in Italy they
nre probably of some value. I suppose they wereo
hidden a long time ago, in times of trouble, when no
one’s property was safe from marauders. T cannot
tell you what they are worth, and the only way you
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can find out is to take them to 8 really good dealer in
curios. I would refer you to Messrs. W. S. Lincoln
& Sons, New Oxford Street, London. [ see you
live at Clapton, sc it won’t be much of a trot for you.

A Dutch Member of Trx Carramvy Club writes
from Amsterdam: ¢ Some years ago I went to an
English publie school. There I learned to appreciate
English college life, and above all to love the English
school-boy. He is so much like the boys of my own
dear country. I never found betier friends than I
did in England, and for this reason I like THE
CarTaix best of all papers, as it brings back to me
the happy days, the glorious time of a college boy.”

L. Williams.—1It is not my intention to start a
sale or exchange column in this magazine, as this
sort of thing frequently results in one of the parties
being dissatisfied with his bargain, Sell and ex-
change among your own circle of friends, if you like ;
but if you want to get value for your money, don't
expect to do so by the methods you suggest. Any
business man will tell you the same thing,

H. E. Aldridge (MARYBOROUGH, (QUEENSLAND).—
Coming on the top of your kind reference to the
series, you will be glad to hear that you will shortly
be able to purchase the * Tales of Greyhouse™ in book
form. The * Tales” have been carefully revised and
placed in their proper order—that is, in
the order of the happenings they relate.

Woodhead (Harrogate); Jennie Clasper (Aisne};
t“Charles " (Lee).

T. R. Robertson. —Continual exercise, not
overdone, and a healthy life will make you much
stronger in time. Get all the open air you can, ang -
eat porridge. DMake yourself glow all over with a
rough towel after your bath. Dorn’t be imnpatient—
you are growing; strength will come with in.
creased age. Use 1lb. bells. See answer to
“C. M.?

C. M. (Fricnrey.)—You and all other fellows who
are pigeon-chested, narrow-shouldered, and weedy
generally, should get Sandow’s bock, ¢¢Strength.
and how to obtain it.” About 2s. 6d., I think. Any
bookseller will get it for you. It deals with
people of all ages. If you f{ollow this famous
strong man’s instructions, you'll soon be a different
fellow. -

E. A. M.—-)Missionaries are generally trained at
special colleges. $t. Auvgustine’s, Canterbury, is a
well-known one. The pay, I believe, is adequate. As

- to whether you ought to adopt the Church as a

profession, that must rest with yourself and your
inclinations. A man should not regard the Church
as a profession in the same light as he would the
Bar or the Army.

Ranji Rufus.—I believe the record
score was pub together not long ago in s

The same characters appear in most of
the stories.

H. F. Smith.—(1) Seaweed should
be dried between blotting paper under
pressure. (2) Cannot advise you to buy
8 cock-thrush by post. Go to a bird
fancier in your own part of the country.
Personally, I don’t like to see birds in
cages ; how would you like to live in a
cage? (3) Lancaster’s* Le Mervellieux*
is an excellent camera for one guinea.
(4) Try Imperial ¢ P.O.P.7

Puer Parvus can buy & hundred
badges if he likes. Sorry to hear he had
his stolen. No doubt the thief will now
take to reading Tue Caprary, and mend
his ways. ‘ Puoer Parvus” may be in-
terested to hear that a Caprain badge is
Jying at the bottom of Lake Geneva. One of our
readers in Switzerland had the misfortune to drop 1t
overboard when rowing on the lake,

E. G. R.—You are in a good trade enough, but
you can obtain far better advice on the course of
reading you ought to adopt from one of your firm,
who could probably lend you a number of books
on the subject. If you don’t get any satisfactory
information by this means, write to us again, and we
will get an expert to draw up a list of books for
you.

Undecided wants me to help him make up
his mind as to whether he should be an electrical
engineer, a bank clerk, or an accountant. A good
deal, of course, depends upon this correspondent’s
position and means; but, as he has s strong beut
for mathematics, I should say he could not do better
than become an electrical engineer.

Official Representatives of Tue Carramv.
The following are appointed: C. P. Eastbury (Red-
land, Bristol); G. V. W. 8. (Leyton) ; P. Chappell
(Bath); C. C. Boutwood (Hastings) ; Frank Edwards
(Kentish Town); Walter Russell (Wimbledon);
Oliver Gossman (Gourock, Renfrewshire); John

¥. Brodie (Leith); *“ M.C.C."” (Exmouth); Arthur E.

match between N.8, Wales and 8. Aus.
tralia, N.S. Wales knocked up 918,
five of the eleven batsmen making cen.
tories, i.e., Iredale, 118; Noble, 153;
Gregory, 168; Duff, 119; and Poidevin,
140 (not outj.

One of the Club. —Send that
description of & day at Eton. Writeitin
what the old schoolmasters used to call
a ‘‘fair hand,” on exercise paper, and
only on one side of that., Hot? M’yes.

o RS It 1s 85 in the shade as I write these

FACSDMILE OF “THE CAPTAIN"

STAMP, A NUMBER OF WHICH

WILL BE FORWARDED TO ANY

READER WHO SENDS STAMPED
ADDRESSED ENVELOPE.

answers,

Chateau Thierry (Basr ar).—
We have several official representatives
in France, but you may consider your.
self our representative at Aisne, if you
like, Au revoir/

C. Eastbury.—A member of the club may write
¢ C.C.” after his name. “M.C.C.” (as you suggest)
might indicate that he belonged to the famous cricket
club having those initials.

C. E. Weir. — One-pound dumb-bells will do
you all right. @, R.—I hope you will make as
good & soldier as you are a staunch supporter of
THe Caprary. Much interested in the description
of your enterprising journey from Australia. Jack
Loutet.— Will consider your suggestion. Agri-
culturalist.—Not that DI'm aware of; these
modern times of ours don’t grow many philan-
thropists who *“grant” land to penniless people.
M. J. R. S.—1 will endeavour to answer your
questions fully next month. Blackie.— The
majority work from models, I believe. Send the
photographs if you like. An Old Mother.—You
may be sure that such letters as yours receive my
careful consideration, especially when couched in
such courteous terms. G. Jones.—We should be
notified of change in address of C.C. members. H. C.
Day.—Clubbed. The free wheel is very tricky. On
the whole, it is safer not to have one. G. D-
Clunies-Ross (1) Clubbed. (2) Yes, quite right.
A Birmingham Boy.—(1)} Clubbed. (2) Yes,
every boy and girl should learn to swim. (3) Quite
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correct.  Office Boy.—(1) Yes, (2) Skerry’s « Civil
gervice Copy Book,” from Mr. G. E. Skerry, 27,
Chancery Lane, London. Price 1s. Jason IIL.—
1 cammot go by such brief particulars. Send a
stamped envelope, and say what you do want to do.
R. F. Megginson.—Your suggestion about Tre
CarTuy Club card will be remembered. W. Monk,
—Send your query to Messrs. A. & ¥. Denny, 147,
strand, London, W.C. D. Davies.—XKindly study
the back numbers for the particulars you require.
E. Megginson.—Mr. C, B. Fry is not the editor
of Tur Captamn. He edits the *¢ Athletic Corner”
onlv. N. Hayward.—You can improve your wind
by taking steady running exercise, not toc soon after
meals. Read Mr. Fry's articles and answers. K,
W. M. Cole.—Regret I cannot put you into com-
munication with other readers, as this is against my
rule. R. C. Johnston.—Clubbed. As regards
art work, make it a hobby and stick to what you are
doing for a living—that is $o say, until you get some-
thing more remunerative. Arthur L. H. Smith
may consider himself an official representative at
Bristol. **Idea Merchant Minor.”—I will
consider vour suggestion, -which is very sensible.
Herbert Renwick. — We have had seversl
articleson railway engines. Just take a look through
your back numbers, Master Herbert. L, L. F.
Fearon (Japax).— There are occasional foreign
competitions, Watch for them. It is against my
rule to put readers in communication with one
another. G. A. Duncan.—There is no subscription
to Tur Carrarx Club. You must buy The Carraix
every month, that is all. Charley Fillan
{Doyixica, B.W.I.)—Very glad you're getting the
better of your malarial attacks. R. Bunbury.—
Thanks for colours.
cumstances I do not think youareatall mean. J.H.
T. P.—Neither, thanks.—Booky C. Heerjee

(Marapar).—I think you are the first Parsee young-

lady to win one of our prizes. This should encourage
yon to persevere with your drawing. Vi Fairs
weather.—1I chall be happy to put my signature in
your autograph alb.m. Drawer.—Yes, if they
are good enough. See C.C.C. H. Ferguson
(ArcexTiNe RepubLic),— Clubbed. Hope to use photo-
graph of ** The Shoe,”

Mad Meg.—Under the cir- -

“CAPTAIN' CLUB CRITICISMS.
(Continued).

Tim R.—The snap-shots you sent, taken with your
“ Brownie” carnera, are altogether too faint, otherwise
I should have been pleased to have used some of them.
Maurice S. Porrott.—The sketch of yourself and
the O.F. in wash is, in many respects, good, but you
had better stick to drawing more in line. A. S., who
sends a smart little wash-drawing ““drawn with a
brush only from memory after seeing 4s You Like
It” is advised to go ahead, as this work shows a
certain amount of strength and artistic finish. Miss
Booky C. Heerjee (Inpia).—Your pencil drawing
has been handed to- me by the competition editor:
the execution is good, but somewhat niggled. I would
rather see original sketches from you. H. Key-
worth.—You have improved wonderfully, and, as a
start, I advise you to have a shot at the halfpenny
comic papers. Don’t put in too much shading. (2}
As to ‘‘ where such chaps as Tom Browne get all
their jokes from,” that is an answer which would take
8 whole page. Mr. Tom Browne is born with a special
gift of seeing the comic side of things. When you want
drawings returned you should send a stamped envelope.
J. Cameron.—1I don’t think it would do you much
good to take & course of lessons in drawing by
correspondence; your touch on paper is all right,
and if you paid more attention to drawing, and
studied carefully the works of other line artists, in
time you might come to be of some good. Don't
be in sach a burry. Your reasons for joining BHE
Captany Club were guite right, as we are anxiouns
to give to members of the club the full benefit of
our lengthy experience in all mstters. Snooks,
B.A.—Yes, I certainly think you are improving,
but do pay more attention to outline, as, without
this, no artist can expect to be of much good.

Letters, etc., have also been received
from: J. F. Von Haima, A. P. Bosomnorth, John

W. Lewis, E. S. Bennett (New York}, ** Natal,” C.J.
Cookes, J. H, Orchard, P. O'D. G., A. J. Judd, W.
T. Dobbs, E. C. Cross, John Mawson, A. N. Toms,
*“A Huomble Admirer,” E. Brecknell, A. L. Scott
{both *‘clubbed”) and many others.
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“CAPTAIN?”

CLUB AND

“CAPTAIN" BADGE.

Boné fide purchasers of “The Captain” are invited to apply for
membership of THE CAPTAIN CLUB. See previous numbers for further

particulars,
be obtained from

Readers are informed that “ The Captain” Badge may now
“The Captain” Office, price Sixpence.

The Badge is

made. (1) with a pin attached, for wearing on hat or cap, or as a brooch;
{2) with a stud, to be worn on the lapel of the coat; and (3) with a small

ring,

as a watch-chain pendant. When applying please state which kind

you require, and address all letters to : Badge Department, “ The Captain,”
12, Burleigh Street, Strand, London. The badge may also be had in silver
Or two shillings. There is no charge for postage.



Results of August Competitions.

No. I.—*Four Towns.”

CLASSI. (Agelimit: Twenty-five.)

WINNER OF 1Us.: WILLIAM CROWHURST RUBIE, 2, Luther
Terrace, Dover.

A CONBULATION PRIZE has been awarded to: WINIFRED
PaLmeRn, * The Grotto,” Churchdown, near Cheltenham.

HoxourabLE MENTION : Gladys Morris, Mayne Xeid,
Gertrade Sterling, Geoffrey Charters, G. Pitt, George
Mottershead.

CLASS 11 —(Age limit: Eighteen.)

WINNER OF 10s. : CHARLES STEWART WHITE, 45, Bucking-
ham Palace Road, S.W.

GONSOLATION PRIZES have been awarded to: L. E. V.
Ti¥ren, 51, Sprules Road, Brockley, 8§.E.; FRANK HARPER,
10, springbank Terrace, Aberdeen. .

HonovnasLr MENTION : Lewis W. Jenner, Porey Alfred
Tafls, C. G. Thomas, Percy L. M. Battye, Edgur J. Trow-
bridge, W. H. Boughey, Constance Leigh, Dorothy Mitchell.

CLASS III. (Age limit: Fourteen.)

WINNER OF 10s.: H. M. VaTcrER, The Vicarage, Clare,
Suffolk.

CoNsoLATION PRIZES have been awarded to: D. LEIGHTON,
108, St. Julinn’s Farm Road, West Norwood, 8.E. ; Hagny It.
Dogs, ** Bt. Helena,” Finchley Road, Hampstead, N.W.

HoNourabBL® MENTION: Howard §. Martin, Herbert
Gemmill, H. Suhr, Harold Chester, G. W. P. Morney, Oliver
Hogg, Philip Carnelly, Charles Widlske, E. W, Hylton-Stewart,

No. Il.—* Spolling Mistakes.”
CLASS I. (Agelimit: Twenty.)
\_\‘;’lxm:u oF PRrIZE: JOEXN B. EDGAR, “Ashton,” Lockerbie,

HoxounaBrLe MENTION: Sidpney Arthur Wright, Ceeil
Herbert Glew, Rosemary Bunbury, Laura E, Mellor.

CLASS II. (Agelimit: Sixteen,)

WINNER OF PRIZE: LIONEL D. SAUNDERS, Albion Cottages,
Heavitree, Exeter,

A ConsoLATION PRIZE has been awnrded to: WALTER
S. LEEMING, 69,. Arbuthnot Road, New Cross, S.E.

HoNounraBLyx MENTION : 8. Heald, Gladys Amphlett, Harold
Gayton, Margaret Thompson, Dorothy Pearce.

CLASS III. (Age limit: Twelve.)

WINNER OF Prize: F. H. CARTWRIGHT, 3, Ferndale Road,
Selton Park, Liverpool.

HoNOURABLE MeNTION: Keith Haydon Moore, Frederick
A. Jones, Daniel Kehoe.

No. Hl.—' Drawing.”

CLASS I. (Age limit: Twenty-one,)

WINNER OF PRIZE: WINIFRED D. Ereavur, * Belleville,”
St. Savicur’s, Jersey.

CoNSOLATION PRIZEE have been awarded to: Donrorny
HuDsox, 57, Tisbury Road, Hove, Brighton: and Ipa BRIGHT
ASHFORD, " 8%. Ronan's,” 187, Averley Road, Anerloy, S.E.

HONOUBABLE MENTION : Gwynedd Hudson, O. ¢, Lupton,
Norah Mary Simmoas, Arthur 8. Atkinson, Willlam Vaughan,
Jessie Holliday, E, V. Pearce.

CLASS II. (Agelimit: Sixteen.)

WINNER OF PrizZeE: BeEssie A. Fry, 110, Christchurch
Street, Ipswich.

HoNounraBLr: MENTION : Everest Windsor, A. Bird, Harry
Cooke, Gertie Grineau, Gladys Titford, Dorothy Borrill,
Rittie Wade.

CLASS 11I. (Age limit: Twelve.)

WINNER OF PRIZE: W. CLARKE, “Cow and Hare Hotel,”
St. Ives, Huntingdon.

HoNoUnRaBLE MeNTION: Doris Mnry Bingham, Nanecy
Huntly, Frederick Lane, Williem George Hay.

No. IV.—' Sentence out of ‘Captain’ Headinggr

CLASS I (Age limit: Twenty-five.)

WINNER OF FOUNTAIN PEX: Oscak PEARN, 59, Brigstoeg
Road, Croydon, 8.E. .

HoxourasLy MENTION : Albert E. Ereaut, Reuben 12 Buj
I. Lawscn Barnes, Roy Carmichael, Annie b utrell.

CLASS II. (Agelimit: Twenty.)

WINNER OF FOUNTAIN PEN: JENNIE CLASPER, Chez |
Cardot, Les Chesneaux, Chiteau Thierry, Aisne, [rance.

A CoNsOLATION PRIZFE has been awarded to: Sipxgy
ARTHUR WRIGHT, High Street, Westerham, Kent.

HonounrasLE MexTION: H. B. Paske, George A. Calligter,
Horace S. Dicking, Edward A. Luff, Dorothy Owen, W, \itkey,
Oldfeld, H. C. Rensley, Harold W. Lewis, Charles 5. Whi,
J. Harold Round. :

CLASS JI. (Age limit: Sixteen.)

WINNER OF FOUNTAIN I’EN: SARAH LAREDO, *Bayhorne~ |
Upper Avenue, Eastbourne.

A CoNBOLATION PRIZE has been awarded to: G. P. Bangeg,
clo K. H. J. Palgrave, Esq., Belton, Great Yarmouth.

HoNOURABLE MENTION: Lionel Saunders, E. C. Cross,
T. R. Davis, D. T. Middleton, ). H. Mavor, Dora Ring, Glady
Amphlett, J. C. F. Hood, Walter S. Leeming, R. C. Thary,
Percy Cuttle. .

No. V.—'*Essay on '‘Cousins.'”

CLASS I. (Agelimit: Twenty-three.)

WINNER oF PRIZE: GLADYS BMonRris, Ivy Cottage, near
Abergwili, Carniarten. B

A CoxsoLaTioN PRIZE has been awarded to: WINIFREDD.
EREAUT, “ Belville,” $t. SBaviour's, Jersey.

HoxounraBLE MenTioN: H. C. Ransley, Gertrnde Steriing,
Elgie Simmons, Albert E. Ereaut, Edgar J. Ereaut.

CLASS II. (Agelimit: Eighteen.)

WINNER OF PRIZE: DOROTHY OWEX, * Oakdene,” Hillcrest
Road, West Hill, Sydenham, 8 E.

A CoNgeLATION PRIZE has been uawarded to: HELEY
CARRIE STONE, Ewell, Surrey.

HoNoURABLE MENTION: Ada E. Palmer, Mary Eskin,
Allen Rains, Isabel Pickthall, Sibyl Owsley

CLASS III.—(Age limit: Fourteen.)

WINNER OF PRIZE ;: FRIDA PHILLIPS, ** High Elms,” Hitchin,
Herts.

A CoNsoLATION PRIZE has been awarded to: MARGUERITE
SCHINDHELM, 4, Maley Avenue, West Norwood, S8.E. .

HONOURABLE MENTION :.E. T. Fairlie, Walter S. Leeming,
Mary E. H. Owen, B. 8. Collard.

No. VI.—'Snap-shotse.”

CLASSI. (Agelimit: Tweunty-five.)

WINNER OF 78: WALTER R, BRIGHTMAN, 61, Redlnnd Road,
Bristol. .

HoNoURABLE MENTION: Robert Thomas, Mayne Reid,
F. A. Garratt.

CLASS 1I. (Agelimit: Twenty.)

WINNERS OF 75.: G. A. STRICKLAND, 68, Canfield Gardens,
West Hampstead, N.W,

HoNoOURABLE MENTION : Harold L. Robinson, James Allan
Hymers, R. H. Mawhood, Henry R. Sterrett, Jennic Clasper,
Hayward A. S. Holmes, Herbert S. Hart, W. H. Simmoas,
F. Sidgewick.

CLASS III. (Agelimit: 3ixieen.) .

WINNER OF 78.; W, J. RILEY, 15, Handsworth Wood Road,
Birmingham.

A ConsoLATiON PrizE has been awarded to: OSBORNE
MoORGAN, 145, Grange Itoad East, Middlesbrough. .

HONODRABLE MENTION : Charles Gordon Arthur, W. B.
Huntly, Harold Crowther, J. G. Ritson, A. J. L. Li‘diaw,
E.H. Shield, W. Milburn, E. V. Caton, R, Briickmann, Vaughin
Angus.

COMMENTS ON AUGUST COMPETITIONS.

No.L.—A very popular competitjon. The correct list was—
Aldershot, Ayr, Aberdeen, Abergavenny; Bath, Berwick,
Boston, Brighton; Cork, Chester, Cowes, Carlisle; Dover,
Doucaster, Dublin, Desal; Exeter, Eastbourne, Epsom, Ely;
Folkestone, Falmouth, Flint, Forfar. No one succeeded
in getting all the towns right. The best list was sent in by
the winner of Class II.,, who only made three mistakes.
Berwick, Hoston, Epsom, and Flint were the towns which
proved the chief stumbling blocks, while Abergavenny was
also 0 source of ditficulty.

No. Il.—4 great deal of care and observation were shown in
the papers sent in for this competition.

No. JII.—A great many excellent sketches—in oils,
water colours, and crayons—were submitted. Miss Ereaut's
benutifully esecuted paintings in oils on opal deserve special
mention.

No. IV.—The prize sentences in Classes I. II. and IIIL
are as follows:—

(1) "*8ir Billy nchieves the impossible poser in THE CAPTAIY
competitions for Auguat.” )

(2) * Some of the results that the young man of tods¥
achieves in THE CAPTAIN competitions be a poser for the
editorial 1nind.” .

(3} * The trick of the young black man Jungly of Mexico, ‘3
be shot out here at dawn to-day, pains the Oid Fag, at
stamps the evil of the white flag in the trenches.” o

No. Y.--This competition produced a good number
entries, and I wished there were more prizes to reward ¢ i
ecompetitors, many of whom had obviously devoted ares
pains to the subject. The most surprising essays wurec sen
i by Class I1I., several of them being reaily excellent. tes

No. YL.—Nearly every railway company in the British Is "
waa represented in this competition, and not a few of
steamship companies, with snaps of trains and su.xmet;
The prizes were awarded to the senders of the Sll:l!?‘Sh':l'l
secured under the greatest difficulties aud most ‘cnrelu ¥
finished off. THE COMPETITION KTOR

Winners of Coasolation Prizes are requested to inform the Editor which they would prefer—a volume of

the *‘‘Captain,' *‘Strand,” ** Sunday Strand,’’ or ** Wide

World.*’
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WHAT IS THIS?

The above cypher is o senfence taken from the September CapTalx. The solution will be published
in the December Number.

Vol v1, —13



HE SNATCHED M1 UP AND DARTED DOWN A PASSAGE AT THE SIDE OF TUE STREET—(Sce page 103).
Drawn by E, F, Skinner,
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ACAVALIERMAID

JheKomance 7« X;ings Messenger

By Cuirrorp MiLLs.

lllustrated by E. F. Skinner,

ETIENNE GLANVIL, an orphan, grand-daughter of the
celebrated French soldier, the Marguis de Latour, is living
with distant relations —Sir Geoffrey and Lady Stapleton—near
Torrington, in Devonshire, when the Parliamentary trcops
rout the Western Loyalists and drive them towards the
Cornish border of Devon. KEtienne by chance meets a
wounded Cavalier, who is enrrying a message from the King
to Lord Hopton, owiny to circumstances recounted in the
opening chapters of the story, it devolves upon her to
deliver the King's packet to the Loyalist general. She is
suspected of being in possession of the packet by Giles
Harrison, & Roundhead officer and sunitor for her hand, With
the idea of hurrying into Torrington in search of one 8 ephen
Gale, who i8 favourable to the King, Etienne leaves the

Stapletons® house by a secret door only to stumble upon a
Roundhead sentinel,

CHAPTER V.
A CROP-EAR GALLANT.

mﬂmm.m thus rudely awakened started up
Ejhe with an oath of alarm, confronting

me with astouished gaze, whilst I,
glaneing around, was no little disconcerted to
find myself in the midst of the crowd of haggard,
desperate-locking men, whom, T had adjudged to
be Royalist prisoners. (ilancing askance I saw
no sign‘of my egress. On the wall grew ivy in
wild Juxuriance, completely concealing the secret
doorway.

The sentry who guarded them had by this
time caught sight of me. At first his jaw dropped
in wonder ! for in truth I must have seemed to
i, as to all, to have fallen from the skies ; then
seeing collusion in my presence amongst the
Prisoners, he called out to me sharply enough to
at once give an account of myself.

Putting on a brave face, though I feared each
moment might bring Giles Harrison on to the
scene, I bade the fellow remember to whom he
was speaking, and, pushing my way through the
crowd of gaping prisoners, made as if I would
pass,

“Not so fast!” cried he, covering me with his

musket, “no one leaves this company without
orders.”

“Thine officer shall be acquainted with this
insolence,” I replied. *“ Know you not that I am
cousin of Sir Ueoffrey Stapleton ?”

“I care not who thou art,” cried the man, to
whom, being a stranger to these parts, my
argument was not convincing, “but I bid thee get
back,” added he, pressing towards me, “for,
woman or not, if you pass, 1 fire!”

My appearance amongst the prisoners had now
attracted the attention of others in the courtyard,
who, clustering round the sentry, commented
upon my presence, From all wonder arose as to
the manner of my coming, and_none clamoured so
loudly on this «question as 'did the prisoners
themselves, who each to the other declared that
until the moment before no woman had been of
their number.

Such a disturbance T knew full well could not
fail to attract other attention, and despair was
almost choking me, when an otlicer of dragooners
rushed into the courtyard from the outside door.

“Zounds !” eried he, in commanding tones, his
eyes flashing wrath upon the soldiers, “is this the
way you respect yourselves #” And as the crowd
cleared, his eye fell upon me, standing a little in
advance of the prisoners, guarded by the sentry.

“Sir!” said the seutry, saluting him, “this
woman hath cunningly contrived to visit the
prisoners, unseen hy any, and doth now wish
to pass from their midst without order ov perit,
I doubt me not for traitorous purposes.”

“Sir,” said I, summoning my courage, “this is
an insolent fellow ! Already have I acquainted
him that I am cousin of Sir Geoffrey Stapleton.
Of his insolence thou art a witness,” I added
disdainfully, *and may judge of his skill and care
as a sentry, seeing he himself owns I came here
unseen by him.”

At this the man cried out appealingly, but his
officer, in a voice of wrath, commanded him to be
silent, Then bending before me :—

“ Madam,” said he, * permit e to apologise for
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this fellow’s rudeness,” and offering me his arm,
which T accepted with gratitude, he led me aside,
the people dropping irom our path as we walked.

“These times are ill adapted to gentlewomen,”
said he with kind courtesy ; “do what we will,
such unfortunate accidents are of frequent occur-
rence.”

“ How can I thank you?” I answered, breathing
relief with each step we took onward.

“ By permitting me to escort you to the house,”
sald he gallantly, “ and so prevent any further dis-
courtesy being offered by these ignorant fellows.”

My desire to be away on my mission whilst
there was yet a chance was threatening to over-
come both my prudence and politeness. But 1
schooled myself to reply with calmness that I was
unable to dccept his most kind offer, being bound
on an errand to someone a mile or two away.

“ And you go unattended ?” e cried, in undis-
guised astonishment. * Nay, let nie entreat you
to not extend your kinclness to so venturesome an
undertaking ; believe me,” he added, “ what 1 have
myself witnessed persuades me that this unhappy
country is no meet place now for a lady, in which
to travel thus alone.’

We had by this time passed through the court-
yard gates, and no little alarn had 1 to find myself,
once outside, in the midst of a small group of
officers, who stood with their men and horses at
the entrance. To my surprise, they one and all

bowed courteously as we appeared, which I
thought monstrous polite conduct, considering

the rebels they were.

eturning their salutations gravely, my com-
panion passed them without comment, and with
me on his arm, where I leant timidly, in a perfect
tremor of anxiety, he walked on up the hill
towards the house.

A sound startling me, I looked back in fear.
Nor was 1 much reassured to find the whole
assenibly of officers and troopers following us, at
a few paces, length behind. Alarmed at such a
brave show of the enemy all round, I hesitated no
longer.

“Sir,” 1 uhtspored hurriedly, glancing up to
my companion’s face, which even the ugly scar
that marred it could not rob of its brave kind-
liness. “I would bid thee adieu before these
others overtake us.”

He sliot a look hehind and turned to me with a
smile in his eyes.

“So,” said he, “you go despite my warning 1"

But I, burning to be away, and fearing even his
kindly interference, ** Fie, sir 1 ” eried 1, mockingly.
“Such caution wrongs thy leader, the victorious
Fairfax.”

At which, starting, he -paused in his walk, re-
garding me closely,

“bent on charming,

“Why truly, sir,” I continued, “for have I not
been assured by all in this country side, that,
Fairfax once amongst us, safety would be ours!”

“Indeed,” replied he dreamingly, “and such iy
truthis my desire. But how, like a mirage in the
desert, does the vision of peace and safety lure us
on to just one other effort, and the goal is won,
Nay, lady, judge me not by my most poor services,
but rather believe Fairfax hath the heart to help
his country, but knows not more than thou whether
this war brings Iingland’s salvation or her ruin.”

He spoke in gentle sadness, as if in argument
with unseen accusers, and in his dark eyes and
o'er his strong, stern face shone the light of noble
desire. With parted lips and wide eyes I looked
up at him, and as we so stood the voice I most
dreaded to hear feil on my ears.

“Pardon,your Excellency!” cried Giles Harrison,
coming up to us with an obsequious smile on his
lips.

Then, as I started in my fear, I knew for
certainty what my lheart a moment ago had told
me—that I leant on the arm of no less a personage
than Sir Thomas Fairfax, commander-in-chief of
the rebel forces in Devon. Into such company
had the bearer of the King's letter fallen !

His reverie thus unceremoniously broken in
upon, Fairfax turned upon the intruder with
scant welcome. ** How now 77 cried he, once
more the stern leader of soldiers.

But naught ever disturbed the bold effrontery
of Giles Harrison. Unabashed by Fairfax’s
glance, or the surprise expressed by the officers
now grouped around us, he stepped forward.

*I ask your Excellency’s pardon,” he said glibly.
“But I would crave a few words with your
Excellency in private.”

I felt my lips tremble as Fairfax bent his Leen
gaze upon Giles Harrison’s excited countenance,
when at that moment came my lady’s voice from
the porch, where she stood in all the bravery of her
best attire, smiling a welcome—a truly winsoue
picture, to whom the gallant Fairfax hurried
instantly, taking me, willy-nilly, along with him.

On seeing me on the arm of her most honoured
guest, my lady’s face fell for a second, no doubt at
such a seeming forestalment of his favour, but,
she fell to complimenting and
coquetting the hero, as only my lady could.

“As for you, truant !” she cried, shaking lLer
finger in mock censure at me, * it seems for all thy
boasted partisanship with these malignants, you
have yet a pretty liking for their worst enemy.’

At her words l'a.xrfax glanced at me curiously,
but my lady, to whom the least rival was intoler-
able, claimed his attention, whilst I, chafing at
the delay, stood thus hedged in without Lope ol
escape,
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As she graciously greeted the others, “’Tis
well,” said she, laughingly, * you wear not crimson
sashies, for in truth we are but poorly garrisoned,
having but a short time since seen Sir Geoffrey's
troopers depart for Stevenstone, to escort there,
for betier safety, a prisoner of nolittle importance,
which tidings, your Excellency, my husband is
burning to impart to thee himself.”

So saying, she smilingly led the way within.

Taking advantage of the

opportunity thus offered
me 1 stepped aside frowm
the throng that followed
my lady and Fairfax, and
hastily concealed myself
behind one of the open
gates of the porch, where
I stood in much appre-
hension of discovery.
. By very necessity of his
ypoorer rank, Giles Harri-
son was amongst the last
who entered, and by that
time my lady and her
chief guests were away
within. Doubtless antiei-
pating that I had gone
forward with the rest, he
passed onwards without a
glance behind.

No sooner were they all
wel]l down the passage
than T sprang from my
shelter and fled across the
intervening roadway,
heedless of the wonder of
the gaping village folk,
who stood awaiting the
reappearance of Fairfax,
and plungell into the
shrubbery, going thence
with haste to the brow
of the hill,

—

CHAPTER VI.

Remembering the cover its high banks would
afford, I tucked up my skirts and climbed down
between them, picking my way as best 1 could—
now plunged ankle deep in rippling water ; now
creeping by aid of drooping boughs along the
slippery banks, where, amidst the deep, soft
mosg, the first shy primroses peeped their pretty
heads. Faded ferns, brown and straggling, which
had lingered through the winter snows just to die

IN TORRINGTON.

i ma ExuAUsSTED by laste, I paused
el 5 in my ﬁiohtyl' was half way
through the pine wood, and
could sce in the valley beyond the slated roof of
the Harrisons’ farm.

Now, the roadway being too public for my
jouruey I was compelled to pass this farm, and
unxious that none there should see me, I kept to
the friuge of the wood until I came to the stream
that ran below it.

*PARDON, YOURR EXCELLENCY!"

a-welcoming this sweet flower of spring, drooped
sadly to the water edge, where the murmuring
stream sang them a requiem not without hope of
leafy summer, that would bring them new life.

But I had scarce passed the farm when low
voices fell on iny ears, making me pause in my
haste and listen in much alarm.

Creeping under cover of the bushes to the top
of the bank, 1 saw that, a few yards off, a party of
soldiers had concealed themselves in a deeper
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gulley of the stream. At first T took them for
outposts of the rebels, but observing that some
carried no arms, and also their dishevelled and
most wan appearance, 1 concluded that they were
fugitives of the royal army, cither in retreat or on
their way to offer, as so many had done this morn
already, their services to the King’s enemies.

Whatever they were, I craved not their com-
pany ; so, stealing away from the stream, I got
to the moorland beyond, and, without further
hindrance, reached the foot of the hill immediately
below Torrington,

As | commenced to ascend, my heart beat wildiy
with anticipation. Close at hand was I here to
my destination, and also, I trusted, to Stephen
Gale. If the latter were but swift and sure with
the work I had in store for him, might not the
wheel of fortune turn once more—aye, speedily—
i favour of the King!

For aught I knew, the missive I carried might
tell place and time of landing of that great rein-
forcement of troops from the Queen’s country—
the tardy coming of which each loyal heart had
deplored these months past. Nor could I see
reason against such help. Had all France come
to avenge the wrongs of Queen Marie, [ had felt
no surprise ; for, in truth, it was a right shameful
thing that the daughter of the great Henrl Quatre
should have met with such indignities and cruelties
from the people of her adopted country.

Much had I heard of the manner in which the
Cavaliers had barricaded the approaches of the
town by the laying of felled trees across the roads,
and other obstructions, and 1 thought it like [
might find difficulty in rendering sufficient account
of myself and my journeyings, when desiring to
pass through these burricades, now in the hands of
the Roundheads.

At the top of the slope which I was ascending
stood a cottage, the garden of which, long and
stragzling, ran some way down the hill. 1t struck
me now that if I could enter this garden and
persuade the owner to allow me to pass through
the cottage into the street beyond, awkward
questions might thus be avoided, and pursuit of
ine rendered less easy ; and having so determined,
I climbed the bank,

Alas ! on all sides did I behold signs of last
night’s fight. What had once been the garden
was now a muddy waste of trampled earth.
Broken muskets, pistols with bloody butt ends
pikes, and shattered swords lay scattered here and
there, while all round were the dark stains which
told that Torrington had not fallen without most
cruel slanghter.

Sickening at the sight, and sad at heart, I stood
there, when there came the sound of a woman’s
weeping. Looking round, I saw a feeble,

grey-haired old creature sitting on the bank
opposite.

I crossed to her, but so profound was her grig
that it was not until I had made several inquirg
that she raised her dim eyes and regarded me.

Alas! poor woman! from her I learnt that i
was her home that had been thus despoiled, ang
thus lamenting, she sat midst its ruins, One of
my silver coins found its way into the desolate
creature’s hand, npon which she, drying her eye;
granted my request, and, hobbling along at my
side, babbled of the recent tight, which, she said
had been past description for fierceness,

“ As for the church,” quoth she, “it is no more
—nor wilt thou find a house standing for many
yards around it.”

At her words a terrible supposition sprang to
my mind. The lLouse I was seeking—the eighth
down the lane to the right of the church—what of
the fate of that?

Bidding the woman a basty adieu, I hurried on,
my wind in a state of doubt that was almoest
unendurable. For, this clue of Stephen Gale
lost, I saw no possible chance of my making
inquiry for him, without risk of falling into the
hands of my enemies.

As I hastened along the stony street I drew my
hood well about e, being in so forlorn a spirit
with apprehension and anxiety for the welfare of
the letter I carried, that I feared my face might
bring suspieion upon me,

For, despite the rain which was still falling
quite a concourse of people thronged the streets;
one and all appeared to have donned their best
attire, as if for some festival.

Their outward content fell on my heart with
heaviness. No word caught I of sorrow for the
King's defeat ; nay, alas! loud were they in their
congratulations and welcome to the victorious
Roundhead soldiers, who paraded the town with
much show of pride in their bearing.

Lut the traitorous enthusiasm of the people
waxed greatest when along came clattering 2
troop of horse. .

“See!” cried they in the crowd, lifting ther
voices and tossing their hats in the air, while
mothers raised their babes that they might also
behold, “’tis the Irounsides, of whom ye hav.e
heard—godly men and true, who fight the Lord3
battles,” Aud from every throat rose the cry :—

“The Ironsides—the Ironsides—who come 10

save us from the Pope and the Stake!”
" While around all shouted, and little children
clapped their dimpled hands in high content 8t
the sight, a voice above the rest cried, “Cromwel
—see ye the General amongst them ?”

And as the name was passed from mouth
mouth, to be caught by those who leant wide:
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eycil from the lattices above, the pedple, great in
number but moved by a single thought, cried out,
« (romwell—Cromwell 1” till all the air was filled
with the sound.

Tressed by the crowd to a front view, I, looking
up, saw, riding in the rcar of this strange and
famous body of fighters, a square-built man, with a
strong, rugged face, now paled with elation as he
rode through the applauding people. Much had
T heard of him and his traitorous undertakings,
and knew the King had no worse enemy than he
with the stern mouth and keen eyes before me.

Here, one of the crowd, catching my cloak,
whispered exultingly that a party of these same
Tronsides had been early dispatched to follow
after and harass the retreating Cavaliers,

“And God speed and assist them,” cried my
informant, “nor care I where they run these
malignants to earth, so that it be not in
Torrington.”

So mortified was I at the miscreant’s joy that I
wrenched my cloak from his grasp, and, forgetting
discretion, cried out, “Shame on ye all. traitors,
who forget your duty to your King!” )

I could have bitten out my tongue when I had
thus spoken, but it was too late, Though most ran
on down the street after the troopers, several
turned as I spoke, and to these the man at my
side cried out : *“ What, a malignant among us?”
and, in the mood for exeitement, the crowd came
round me, jostling and pulling, till, ready to weep
with remorse at thus endangering the missive I
carried, I stood, with hood dragged from mny head,
in their centre, expecting each moment to be
discovered by those who- were alter me.

Snddenly, a man head and shoulders taller
than the rest, pushed his way amongst them tiil
he stood close to my side. A great, blue-eyed
giant of a fellow was he, with an imperious bear-
ing, and wmuch did I fear his great strength and
boisterous elbowings,

“What is this 7” he eried, brusquely.

Whereupon they all fell to crying out that I
had upbraided them as traitors, with other accusa-
tions, b
_ “’Tis in truth a bold maid,” said the giant, look-
Ing at me searchingly, “ who prates of loyalty to
the King in the streets of Torrington to-day !”

Then, as the crowd made an angry surge
forvard—

“Back !” cried he, threateningly, and the nearest
men amongst them, considering him with their
glance, fell aside, muttering.

Yet, when I made to pass, I was confronted on
all sides by a hedge of angry people, who cried
that go T should not until I had given an account
of myself,

[1 .
" Let us sce what she carries beneath her cloak,”

cried one, stepping forward,
she be not another Guy Fawkes 7—one such Papist

anger blazed forth.
clutching at my cloak, which they strove to tear
from me.
which I carried, resisted with all my might, and
raising my’ voice, cried : “In the King’s name,
help, if there be a true man amongst you!”

“How know we that
villain, “tis said, did last night destroy our good
chureh.”

At such a speech, the smouldering fire of their
Rough hands seized me,

But I, desperate, remembering that

“ Dost hear1” they shouted one to another, “in

the King's name! Treason!—to the Justice with
her for a seditious and malignant person!” And

with one accord they closed round me, pressing

and pulling until I felt myself no longer on my

feet.

But before T fell, nodonbt to have been trampled
by these traitors, a powerful grasp canght me, and
looking up, I saw the face of the blue-eyed giant
close to mine,

Shielding me with one arm, he pushed his
way through the crowd, buffeting and repelling
with his free hand those who withstood him, till,
getting clear at last, he snatched e up and darted
down a straight passage at the side of the street,
the crowd following and howling at his heels.

CHAPTER VIL
A LOYAL HEART.

P ALF swooning with fear and the rough
handling of the crowd, I lay across the
shoulder of my captor, expecting each
moment to be brought face to face with the
Justice, or, worse still, Giles Harrison, whose
servant it was but too likely.was he who carried
me.

Bewildered as I was, 1 now found that my
captor's object was to .elude the mob, which
he presently accomplished, not so much by his
speed, which was wonderful enough, as by the
method of his journeying by narrow ways and
covered passages, out of which he would dart but
to seek the shelter of another.

Emerging from one of these, he came out upon
a hilly street, which he crossed. Stopping in front
of an unpretentious house, he rapped in a curious
fashion upon the door.

It was almost immediately opened by a young
and comely woman. Seeing me, she started
back.

“\Why,” she cried, *“ what means this?”

But the man, without speaking, pushed past
her into the cottage, where he put me down.
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I found myself in a small, stone-paved kitchen,
dimly lichted by a tiny window at the back, the
one looking on to the street being roughly
barricaded.

By this time I was in such a state of fear that 1
could secarce stand. Clinzing to the table, T settled
my mind to desperate endeavour in the keeping
of my secret, and so looked up, to find both the
man and woman regarding me with anxious
concern.

“This lady,” said the man, finding at length
breath to speak, *has met with much ill-treatment
from a crowd of base rebels. See that she leaves
not this house till dusk.”

Then turning to me, who stood scarce able to

believe mine ears—
. “Lady,” said he, “my sister will give thee
welecome shelter for the time, but talk no more of
the King, or loyalty, in the streets of Torrington,
if thou dost hope to keep thy freedom.”

Before I could find words to express my
gratitude he was gone, leaving me in no little
state of surprise and thankfulness at such un-
looked-for kindness.

The woman, who had a bearing somnewlhat
above those of her class, was the first to speak.
Looking at my Dbadraggled appearance, she
exclaimed with indignation at the cruelty of those
who could so ill-treat a maid.

“Tis lucky,” she said, as she helped me to
arrange my attirve, “that my brotlier saw it, for,
villains as these traitors are, there are few of
them who would willingly carc to oppose Stephen
Gale.”

“ SNtephen Gale !” 1 cried, catching her arm,
“sayest thou Stephen Gale?”

“Why, so it is,” she answered, wondering.

But I had flown to the door, which I strove to
open.

“Let me go,” I implored, desperately.
must seek him.”

But she, coming to me, seized my hands and
forced me back.

““ Would you undo us,” she cried, “ by such folly,
and fall thyself again into the hauds of the
erowd 1"

“But Steplien Gale,” 1 persisted.  “ I must find
him and that right speedily, to unfold to him a
most important matter in which I would, in the
King’s name, beg his ready and honourable assist-
ance. Nay, il thou art for the Cause, help me in
this, I pray thee,” and I caught her hand beseech-
ingly.

“Why, and so I will,” she sald, soothingly,
“and for that, dear lady, you must wait till his
return, my brother having but a short time since
received a sudden warning from a loyal heart at
Stephenstone, to hold himself in readiness to further

“For 1

conduct the escape of one ol the prisoners of tle
Parliamment fromn tliere—a prisoner upon whose
instant departure from Torrington my brotler,
and all those helping him, set much advantage to
the Cause.”

I could have cried with vexation as she spoke,
To think that T had by most unlieard-of good
fortune seen Stephen Gale, only to losec him!
Alas! this venture, praiseworthy as it was, might
delay him hours, and each moment was precious.

Watching my woeful face the woman bade me
have no fear but that her brother, or some trusty
soul he would procure, would assist me.

“For there are still some in Torrington to be
found by those who go not blindfold to secek
them,” she said. “Though these same must of
needs work in quietness, their right hand not
knowing whut their left doeth.”

So saying, she led me to a seat, into which 1
sank wearily enough, being quite spent with
fatimue and excitement,

Noting my weariness, she with much kindness
brought me a cup of milk, which she pressed me
to drink, saying that no deubt, like all who loved
His Majesty, T had broken my fast with a sad
heart and little appetite that morning.  Such
kindness and sympathy touched my heart, and
much did I thank the loyal soul, assuring her
that I owed my life to her brother’s timely help,

“Ah! many can say that of Stephen,” she
replied proudly. “Nor has the fear of his gret
strength proved useless in stopping undue inter-
ference from any of liis neighbours, who may
have suspected him of loyalty to the Cause. As it
is, not a few whom the Parliament was after hath
my brother got safely off fromm Falmoutli to France
—but,” eried she with a stact, “I place strange
confidence in one I know so little.”

[ hastened to assure her of my perfect love for
the Cause ; telling her that my father, a Cavalier
officer, had died flghting for the same. Also did
I acquaint her of what wag sorely troubling m:—
the unfortunate betrayal of Stephen Gale by his
sister at South Molton to the Roundhead spy.
Buf not a word said I of the missive I carried, so
fearful was 1 for its safety.

On my news she mused awhile, then, her brow
clearing, “These rebels will seek in vain for his
house,” she cried, “for it lies deep midst the ruins
of the church, though little did I dream last
night that such misfortune would ever give me
content.

“"Pis in truth an ill wind that blows good to
none,” she added. “Yet must Stephen be on his
guard, now that the Roundheads have himn by
name.”

From her I then learnt that the King's men
had retreated to Cornwall by way of Holsworthy,
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and with them had gone her husband, who had
joined Hopton’s forces a week ago.

sThankful was L,” she said, “ that my man had
taken my childrven to Bideford, out of harm’s way,
for we none last night knew if each moment wonld
not be onr last,; and when the church blew up, that
was the terriblest sound I ever did hear. T'was all
alone in the house,
fretting my heart out
for my wman and
Stephen. T could not so
much as peep from the
window becanse of the
way my husband had
botched it up for
safety, but at length,
so mad did I get with
fear, that, despite
Johw’s warning, I un-
harred the door and
looked out into the
street. I found it so
bright with moonlight
that all I dare do was
bide in the shadow of
the doorway. and for a
timel stood therelisten-
ing in a tremble to the
terrible shouting and
firing up in the town.
St presently from out
of the shadow someone
erept and touched me,
At first I thought | was
lost, but it was just my
own man, whom I had
thought never to see
alive again. Dearsoul!
as I fell a-egying on
his neck with joy, there
came down the street,
helter-skelter, the
sound of horses. Think-
mg it was the Parlia-
ment wmen, I was for
pulling John indoors.
But be cried in my ear
that it was the King’s
Orse retreating, and
that the Roundheads
had taken the town.

“I stoed Fhere like one turned to stone by the
sorrow of his tidings, and with his arm around
e we watched them go by. Ah! what a flight
:’as.thut! With scarce a word spoken, only the
t":lt of the horses and the heavy brgathing of
theirm}e" tO‘be heard—the sparks flying out of

torses’ shoes—away down the hill they
Vol, vi—13

rode, gailoping for dear life to the bridge of
the Taddyport. My John told me that the
brave Lord Hopton was amongst the last who
had passed. But alas! naught could I see for
sorrow. Scarce had they disappeared when my
husband told me he had but come to say good-
bye. And presently he went, by way of the

“§PY !—TRAITRESS ! " HE CRIED.

garden yonder, to the river. Being so loath to
lose him, I stole with him to the bank beyond,
and as we went we came on so many, likewise
escaping, that all the hill there seemed alive.
Not a step could we take, but a man was there
panting and running to find bridge or ford by
which to get out of Torrington.”
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Thus, with many a sigh for the pity of it, did
this true soul tell me of Torrington’s fall.

From a painful sadness I was startled by a soft
knock at the door. Alarmed, I sprang to my feet,
but the woman, calming my fears, turned to
welcome in a small, wizened man, with a bright,
sharp face. As he caught sight of me he uttered
a cry of surprise. But, the woman wlispering a
few words in lis ear, he came forward and bowed,
with much effusion, assuring me I had but to
wait to see the scales turned in favour of the
King. Then, approaching the woman, he pro-
ceeded tu state his business, which, at first, was
mighty unintelligible to me. Yet presently did
I make out that his brother, who kept the
“Green Dragon Inn,” at Langtree, might be
fully relied upon to give the fugitive shelter for
the night.

“All this have I told Stephen,” be concluded,
“and but came to give thee this.”

Then, winking knowiugly at me, he said:
*They that are pressed against their will to serve
the Parliament make but half-hearted servants.
Early yesterday morning, we at Torrington had
knowledge sent us of the Roundheads’ password
and signal, and to-day we fare as well, for look
thee——"

So saying, he passed me a slip of paper, on
which 1 read, in hasty serawl, “ HE naTin GIVEN
us THE YICTORY, TORRINGTON.”

“Tis the Roundheads' password for the night,
and will, if all goes well, secure our fugitive safe
jourpey to Langtree,” he chuckled, charmed at my
wonderment, and, passing the paper to the woman,
he told me, with much glee, of his many methods
of outwitting the rebels. But here the woman,
who, methought, had been looking somewhat ill
at ease, cautioned him to retire lest the neighbours
might gossip.

“ A man of many words,” she exclaimed, as she
closed the door upon him, “ but faithful, as are all
his family. A hairdresser by trade, he has much
opportunity of secretly serving the Cause.”

But I thought she spoke somewbat restrainedly,
as if regretting the great confidence the man had
placed in me.

Marvelling how I might best reassure her, I
looked up presently to find her listening, with
parted lips and bated breath, to a sound in the
street beyond. The next moment she had flown
to the outer door, which, with eagerness, she
unbarred. Full of fear of betrayal, I sprang up,
and concealed myself in the shadow of the settle,
and as I did so two men rushed under the low
doorway into the kitchen.

Heavily cloaked were they, and speedy must
have been their coming, for, for a space, naught
could they do but clasp their heaving sides and

pant for breath. Then one, turning to the womy,
who stood white-fuced at his side :—- '

*We are betrayed !” he gasped ; and, ruship
across the kitchen, opened the inner door. «f,
the river, sir 17 he cried. *“Quick ! they are afig
us.”

But, with a scream, I sprang forward, for th,
voice was that of Stephen Gale, “Nay,” [ crief,
“thou must not go,” and I flung myself in desper,
tion before him, thinking he would again escapen,

But before he had time to reply, the man at b
side, who had turned as I spoke, caught my aig
and, pulling me into the fivelight, looked intomy
face. .

“ Spy !—traitress ! 7 he cried ; and at his words
1 sereamed, catching his cloak, for it was nog
other than the Cavalier.

“Sir,” I eried ; but he shook himself free of wy
hold, and the next moment they were gone ; and
the firclight, flickering, fell on the face of the
woman, who stood like a statue of scorn, guardisg
the door through which they had passed.

“Let me go, I pray thee. Oh! let me go!”]
cried, struggling with her.

But she had canght the word * traitress,” and,
faithful soul that she was, would die rather tha
let me pass, to do the harm she thought I intended

And now, from the street outside, arose a
murmur of angry voices and the clatter of many
feet. _

Desperate, T flung myself at the woman’s feet.

*“Good soul, thou dost undo all,” I wailed, “for
I carry the King's letter in my Losom.”

CHAPTER VIIL.
THE EMPTY HOUSE.

L8 OR o moment she stared in wonder at me
F Then she laughed aloud, still holding me
down,

“] know thou hast a false heart there,” she
cried.  “ So go thou shalt not, to carry abroad the
tales thy lying, fair face hath cozened out of me”

But, as she spoke, there came on the door with |
out a heavy knocking, followed by a sumnions 0
open it in the name of the Parliament. |

The woman no sooner heard this, and the voices
of the crowd that was by this time gathered
outside, than she loosened her hold on nie, aq¢
springing to her feet, stood panting, with wild
cyes fixed on the door. Then, as if beside 1_JBF'
self : “ Another moment, good door!” she cried.
“ Another moment, heart of oak, if thou woulds
save them !” And at every blow that fell, she
flinched where she stood, as if the hurt had bee?
hers.

Seizing mv chance. which

seemed slendd
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enough, 1 crept to the door behind her, and, softly
opening it, fled out into the garden.

A thin rain, driven by the wind, blew into my
face as | stood a moment looking for the outlet
through which the men wmust have so shortly
passed.

Espying at last a small gap in the hedge, I ran
to it, and, from a high and sloping bank, looked
down on to the turbid river below.

As [ scrambled in haste through the opening, I
heatrd the door of the cottage I had just left fall in
with a crash. I heard, too, the woman shrieking,
as, followed by the soldiers and crowd, she rushed
‘nto the garden. )

Without another look behind I jumped down
and ran, which way I knew not, nor counted on.
For full ten minutes I fled thus along the slope,
scrambling through hedge or skirting garden
walls, until, venturing to look behind, I saw to
my relief that I was not followed.

Creeping to the shelter of a buttress, I looked
eagerly from thence to right and left of me, on
both banks of the river. But alas! not a sign
could T see of Stephen Gale, or the Cavalier ; they
lad utterly disappeared. Weary and dispirited,
[leant there in the shadow, and strove to collect
my thoughts,

In truth, it seemed I could not be in a worse
plight, hunted as T was by Giles farrison and his
ereatures, and suspected by the loyal hearts of
Torrington of being a spy.

There was but one hope, and that was to
endeavour with all speed to overtake the Cavalier,
who, I doubted not, having escaped his enemies,
was already on his way to Langtree, and return to
him the King’s letter. Tears of vexation rose to
my eyes when T thought how nearly [ had touched
success, but to see it vanish into most cruel
failure. -

That the Ioyalists of Torrington had set so
much store on the rescue of this King’s messenger
from the hands of the rebels, only convinced me
that the letter he was expected to bring to Lord
Hopton was known to have been of great im-
portance.  And here in my keeping was this
Priceless missive, to be found ere long by the
traitors, unless I could devise some means to
prevent it,

To Le sure, T conld tear it up then and there,

and scatter the pieces into the swift-lowing river
below, Lut to destroy the King’s letter was to me
S0 terrible a thought that I durst not even con-
teH}plate it.
m?o tl:]mking, I rose and pulled my hood around
and ";1“ as [ did so, somethmg'wl{me 'fell from it
with UFtergd to the groupd. Picking it up, I saw
o a-’?tpmshment .tha.t it was the slip of paper

Pon which was written the Roundhead counter
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sign that the little barber had shown me, and
afterwards given to the woman.

In our struggle together, doubtless, it had fallen
from her bosom into the folds of my cloak, and
there remained until this moment.

The sight of it brought back all my longing to
save the missive I carried. Here, if it had been
possible to pass undetecte:d, was that whicl would
have taken me safely out of Torrington and found
me on my way to Langtree before daybreak.

Alas! it seemed I had for naught saved the
despateh from the hands of the Roundheads.

So I fell to thinking again ; while the rain, in
a grey curtain of mist, blew up from the west,
shrouding the river and covering all around with
its silvery spray.

A sound so slight that only one so fearful would
have detected it brought me out of my thoughts.
Looking to whence it catne, my eyes, through the
drifting rain, met those of a man, who, creeping
like a snake, was coming up the bank in front
of e.

I knew him at once for the younger of Giles
Harrison’s confederates, and with a startled cry |
sprang froms my shelter and fled on along by the
wall. Coming to the end of it, I saw a narrow
passage before me.

In an instant I was up it, and had gained the
streét beyond. Here, looking round in despera-
tion, I saw at iy right hand, but a few yards off,
the deep porch of a house abutting on the road-
way, and into this I hurried.

Crouching in its shadows I now observed that
the door was unlatched, showing a glimpse of a
dark, stone-flagged hall within. One moment I
hung back on the threshold, appalled by its gloom.
Then, urged by desperation, I slipped in and
softly closed the door behind me.

Standing trembling in the gloamy passage, 1
listened to the coming of the spy. But as he did
not so much as approach the porch, but went on
swiftly up the street, I trusted [ had for the
moment eluded him. But no sooner did this
terror leave me, than I found myself in much fear
of discovery by the occupants of the house I had
entered with such scant politeness.

My eyes had by this time grown accustomed to
the gloom, and I now saw that a few yards off
me was a staircase that lost itself in darksome
twistings above. Tomy left was an open door, and
to this I crept, lioping to find a better hiding-
place than the hall afforded.

Looking cautiously from its threshold I saw
before me a large room in much disorder. Benches
lay on the floor around a table that was thickly
strewn with the remnants of a meal. Tankards of
ale, hastily flung aside, had rolled heneath the
table, bespattering the floor with their contents.
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T saw no other way of preserving the King's letter
but to remain where I was till night.

But even little hope had I of passing un-
detected through
watched as I was, I doubted not, at every turn.

Before leaving Stapleton I had intended to

have donnedthe
cap of a serving
wench, and but
for the laste
and manner of
my departure
would liave been
so attired. It
struek me now
that in some
room of the de-
serted house 1
Wizht find what
I needed, and
by thislittledis-
guisement, in-
crease, even
though slender-
ly, my chance
of eluding my
enemies,
Plucking up
courage at the
thought, I, not
without a tre-
nior, ascended
the dim stair-
case, and came
at length upon
a door. After
much trying 1
succecded 1n
foreing the
rusty bolt.
Observing an
oaken chest in
one corner of
the apartment,
I flew towards
it, but ala ! it
was empty, and
a cry of disap-
pointment
broke from my
lips, A further
search around

hrought me no better success, and with a sigh
I had already turned ny steps towards the door,

the streets Torrington,
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of the hiding places in which the owners of th,

Lonse had concealed any valuable attire from the

**WIY, II' I COULD BUT DARE!"

when that very instant my eye caught the dull wonder.

sheen of velvet, protruding slightly from beneath
the bed’s cover-lid,
The sight stopped m=z,

soldiers who had lately left 7 Stooping down, |
pulled, and out came a gallant’s cape. Searchiy,
further, T found doublet, breeches, boots, ana
even a hat with sweeping plumes, all of tle

courtliest ¢y
imagi nahle,
neithertoo plain
nor over - gar.
nished, though
somewhat
marred by the
Jrecklessness of
their bestowal
As 1 looked at
the quality of
the gauds, I
could not bnt
marvel at the
want of care of
their owner,
who had chosen
£0 unsuitable a
place for hiding
Lis braveries.
So dainty, yet
quiet, a suit
marked a pretty
taste, and I [ell
to wondering
who had owned
it. Slim of build
and somewhat
of a dandy, a
the perfect
blending of the
colours showed
him to have
been, had he
now given up
these pretty
gauds for the
pot  head-piece
and leathern
doublet of the
Puritan soldiet!
Alas! what
mattered it I 50
thought I, when
something
flashed to m¥

mind, and T dropp:d the doublet T was ]!olding
and looked at thz garment before mc n shy

“Why, if I could but dare!” I ericd. aud

langhed softly, my face in my hands.

Might not this be on2

(7o be continued.)
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ENGLISH AND AMERICAN ATHLETICS: A COMPARISON,

?N view of the recent athletic meeting be-
tween the English and American *Varsity
teams it may not be uninteresting to

inquire into some of the differences of‘

our athletic methods.

When the Yale team met Oxford over here in
the first contest of the kind, being President of
the O.U.A.C. and a competitor at the sports, 1
had, some opportunities of noting these differ-
ences. I'rom what I was told of the Yale men
I gathered that they found some of our arrange-
ments strange and baulking at first. T'o begin
with, they had been accustomed in long distance
races to running round the track with the left
side inwards, whereas we go exactly the other
way round.  The idea in America 15, I believe,
that

IT 1S BETTER TO HAVE THE RIGHT
LEG ON THE OUTSIDE

because it is, the stronger and better able to
work the runner round the corners. I doubt
Whetl.wr the American direction has ahy sub-
stantial advantage over ours ; but there really is
Teason to suppose that the right leg is, in point
of fact, stronger than the left in most men.  An
experienced  traveller once told me he had
noticed that men lost in the bush always begin
walking round in a circle when they become
tired out, and he put this down to their having
what he termed a master-leg, which, in most
Cases, was the right.

In America all hurdle-racing 1s run on the
cinder-track, whereas here it is always upon
turf.  The Yale men found this difference a
distingt difficulty, for, in addition to having
' run on turf instead of on cinders, they had
to negotiate firmly fixed instead of movable
hurdles, Hurdling on turf is a poor game if
the ground is very wet; in fact, hurdling on

mud, over fixed obstacles, is both farcical and
dangerous. But, to my mind, when the turf is
fit. as it usually is, our race over fixed hurdles is
the finer affair; the obstacle is the essential
characteristic of the race, and the "American
hurdle is too movable to be a thorough, down-
right obstacle. I do not agree with the criticism
sometimes put forward to the effect that the
lightness of the movable hurdie makes the
American timber-topper slovenly;

THFE  AMERICAN HURDLER IS, IF ANYTHING,
NEATER AND SMARTER THAN THE LNGLISH.

Stilly the fact that he has no serious bump to
fear doubtless enables the American to practise
going low over the sticks “with greater con-
fidence”; and consequently the American style
produces more good hurdlers in a quicker time
than does ours, for “going low,” 7e., almost
grazing the hurdle, is at once the secret of
speed and the difficulty of the art. The legs
of our tyros are horrible to see sometimes.
Skinned from knee to ankle and bruised all
colours! W. J. Oakley won the hurdle race
in the first match with Yale over here, but when
Cambridge ran against Yale, in New York, the
Americans won both on cinders, in their own
style, and on turf, in ours.

In sprint races, high jumping and long jump-
ing, there is practically no difference between
us. But in weight-putting and hammer-throwing
there are several important ones.

We put the weight from a 7ft. square, and
we are allowed to propel the missile pretty much
as we like, provided we do not distinctly bowl
or throw it. The Yale men put from a circle,
the dimensions of which I forget, but it was a
small one: and instead of the circle being
marked out, as our square is, in whitewash, the
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circumference consisted of an arrangement in
wood, resembling a cart-wheel without spokes.
In America the rule about methods of pro-
pulsion is stringent. The putter is not allowed
to begin his put as he chooses;

HE MUST KEEP THE ELBOW OF THE ARM HE
USES BEHIND THE SHOT.

If his elbow is in front of his hand he is said to
“draw the shot,” and is disqualified. The
Americans hold, rightly enough, that a heavy
man gains a big advantage in initial velocity if
allowed to pull as well as to push the weight
Mr. Charles H. Sherrill, a noted Yale runner,
says that he saw an American who could only
put the shot 39ft., draw it g2ft. with ease.

In hammer-throwing the English 'Varsity
rules used to allow a 3oft. run, whereas the
American rules provided for a circle so small
that the thrower has no run at all. The size of
our circle has been reduced, but we can still
take advantage of a bit of a run, whercas the
Americans have only space to spin round.

In both the strong-man events the English
rules gave us a distinct advantage over our
rivals from across the sea; yet, to say that we
were out-classed in these events scarcely ex-
presses the American superiority.  The Yale
putters and throwers were not only bigger and
stronger than ours, but their style was immeasur-
ably more scientific. A glance at their muscular
development was enough to convince one that
they had given long and assiduous attention to
dumb-bell work and

OTHER FORMS OF WHAT MAY BE CALLED
ARTIFICIAL TRAINING,

And the precision and accuracy of their action,
whether in putting or in throwing, was equally
indicative of systematic education in the art of
propelling shots and hammers.

As a matter of fact, it is in the science and
system of their training that the principal differ-
ence between American athletes and our own
lies. They make a business of their athletics,
and devote an immense amount of attention to
detail : we treat our athletics as a pastime, and
are prone tofollow somewhathaphazard methods.
I doubt whether, according to the American point
of view, 1 have ever trained at all in my life.

Nowhere is the contrast between their training
and ours more marked than in our respective
Universities. When an Oxford man goes up in
the October term, all he has to do if he wishes
to take up athletics is to pass into Rowell’s, the
jeweller, in High Street, pay his subscription, and
enrol his name. He is then free of the Iffley

Road running ground and all its appurtenances,
save only the dressing-room, sacred to the blyeg
He goes there and does what he chooses, no
one interferes with him, he trains or not as he
likes, and either does or does not enter for the
strangers’ races in the various college sports
held during the term.  If he is a freshman and
has ambiticns, he probably enters for his chosen
event or events in the freshmen’s sports. If
successful he is a marked man, but

HE IS STILL LEFT TO HIS OWN DEVICES,

Again, in the Easter terim, everyone follows his
own bent till the O.U.A.C. sports are held.
From the results in these the team of blues
to meet Cambridge i1s chosen; or practically
so, for the committee is not bound by any
rule in the matter, and chooses exactly as it
thinks fit. For these trial sports, then, men
train on their own. When, however, a man
has been definitely chosen to form one of
the tean for Qucen’s Club, he is looked after
somewhat. Mr. C. N. Jackson, the treasurer
and mentor of the club, keeps an eye on him»
and tenders him advice, and the president is
supposed to see that his team trains properly.
But even then there is no systematic training,
and each man is left very much to look after
himself.  And, after all, there is usually only
about a month between the O.U.A.C. sports
and the inter’Varsity meeting.

At Yale and Harvard, and the other Trans-
atlantic Universities, matters are very differently
managed. When the men assemble for the
Easter term, the captain of the athletic club,
as he is called, collects the names of all
who wish to compete for places in the repre
sentative team of the year. Usually there are
well over a hundred applicants.  These are
divided up into groups, and each group 1s put
under the charge of an old blue, whose mamn
duty is to see that his men

DO NOT START TRAINING ON WRONG
PRINCIPLES.

"The initial training is, as far as possible, con-
fined to the gymnasium, which is laid with 2
dirt floor to enable men to use spiked shoes.
Jumpers, sprinters, and hurdlers, are put 10
practising starts and dashes, and are made 10
train at their special events on the miniature
lines available indoors. They have, I fancy, 1
do a certain amount of gymnastic work as well
For it is one of the notable points in Amencan
training, that much attention is paid to sub-
sidiary artificial physical development. Fof
instance, as I mentioned above, the hammer a0
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weighi men do a lot of dumb.-bell work. As far
as 1T understand, much of this gymnasium work
is done in classes, -under the direction either of
an old blue or of a professional trainer.  Even
during this preliminary indoor *period the
captain keeps his eye upon the run of things,
and also receives reports and recommendations
from his lieutenants. If he hears of weakness
in any class of competitors he looks around for
developable raw material among those men
who have not reported thetr desire to join in
the training.  Also, it is his business to apply
the spur to the stack members, and the break to
tie over zealous. He has to act the part of
general managing director.

The net result of two months of this carefully
worked system is that

ALL THE MEN ENGAGED ARE PROPERLY
GROUNDED IN THE ELEMENTS OF THEIR EVENTS,

_and are thus saved from contracting bad habits
or wasting their energies,

, . .
At Yale and elsewhere, I believe, what are

termed winter games are held about the end of
February.,  These take place in large buildings
of the drill-hall or armoury sort.  On the results
obtained, a selection of the useful men is made,
and the number of probables thus reduccd.
Then comes further gymnasium work, in which,
always under careful supervision, the men
specialise more than before.

As soon as the weather permits, out-door
work begins, and what we should call the real
season opens. But by this time the captain has
cut his probables down to forty or fifty men,
all of them well on in training and perfectly in
hand. Finally, the representative team is chosen
after a careful process of elimination.

It can readily be perceived that the American
system is in many respects far superior to our
haphazard lack of system. The Americans
contend justly that their results in quick and
successful development are marvellous. Their
men are carefully drilled and instructed, ours
learn as best they may. Our method leads
to much waste of time, but it works far better
than an American would be likely to suppose.
There is no doubt that

THEY GET MORE OUT OF THEIR MATERIAL
THAN WE DO,

especiully in the case of jumpers, sprinters, and
strong men, but they are very liable to overtrain
their men, especially long-distance runners.

here is a limit to the value of scientific
methed and precision in training ; for man is
Mot 2 machine, I incline to the opinion that

+

the ideal training method may be found in a
cross between ours and theirs.  But T am quite
sure that many of our athletes, who do not
become more than moderate performers, would
improve almost beyond recognition under the
American system. This applies particularly to
jumpers. Very few of our men who appear in
the inter-’Varsity sports know the rudiments of
long and high jumping considered as arts.

There is one point in American athletics
which, beyond all doubt, ought to be copied by
us. Over there nearly every school has inter-
school sports with one or more rival schools,
and, similarly, all the Universities meet either
one or more rival Universitics. Here, with the
exception of the Oxford and Cambridge sports,
there are no team-athletics. Yet how infinitely
superior are team-athletics to the usual all-
against-all meetings we are accustomed to.
The great crab of athletics over here is the
individualism of it. To my mind, not only
would there be

ENORMOUS ADVANTAGES AND ENJOYMENT IN
INTER-SCHOOL ATHLETIC MEETINGS

on similar lines as the inter-Varsity sports,
between such schools as already meet one
another at cricket and football, but inter-house,
interform, and similar sports, ought to be
organised at the bigger schools, just as is at
present done in games. Herein is an answer
to the question too often asked : “ What ought
we to do when football is over, and cricket
not yet begun?”

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

C. MacC. B.—If the handle-bat you wish rebladed
is by a well-known maker, you had better send it to
him. Otherwise any of the bat-makers whose wares
sre advertised in TeEc Carramxy would do the job
excellently for you. Surridge, for instance, or
Gradidge. Thank you for your good wishes. Your
favourite county certainly did not do very well this
season. E. Barnett has an inspiring case. Two
batsmen on his side were attempting a third run; the
ball was thrown in, the wicket-keeper missed it and
knocked the bails off with his hands, not holding the
ball; the batsman was out of bhis ground, and the
square-leg umpire, failing to notice that the ball was
not in hand when the wicket was broken, gave the
batsman out. After the batsmrnn was given out, the
captain of his side appealed to the other umpire, who
then gave the man in, as he bad seen exactly what
happened. DBut the umipire who had given the original
decision refused to alter it. What should happen?
Well, the first umpire was the onc under whose juris-
diotion the case was. He might, had he beeu so
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minded, have appealed to the other umpire, asking
how the wicket was broken, but he did not, therefore
no one had any right to appeal to the other umpire,
and, consequently, the other umpire's decision was
irrelevant. The man wasout. Ofcourse, thefirst um-
pire was wrong: if he could not see how the wicket was
broken, he ought to have asked his colleague’s advice,
Nevertheless, the man being given out by the umpire
whose decision it was, must be reckoned as out.
J. F. Thomas.—If the man had the ball in one hand
and, the bails being already off, pulled up the stump,
the batsman would, I think, be given not out. I must
confess I am not quite certain on the point; but I
fancy the ball must be held to the stamp as it is
removed in order to get the man givenout. D. Brad-
shaw.—(1) When a high catch is hit and held, no
run counts, even if the batsmen have run two and
are in the middle of the third at the time the ball is
actually caught. (2) Aslong as the batsman is in his
ground it does not matter whether his bat is in his
hand or pot; the umpire was quite wrong to give the
batsman out merely because his bat slipped out of his
hand. G. S. Dowsing.—If the batsman baclis-up
and leaves his ground before the bowler delivers
the ball, the bowler can stop and put the wicket
down, and the batsman is run out. The practice
is considered sharp, but, of course, the batsman
_is taking an unfair advantage by backing up
too soon, and, therefore,
deserveshis fate. P. G.
Hurst. — If you send
your ailbum, I will en-
deavour to oblige. E. A.
of Ranji.—The gentle-
mean in question is a
first cousin of the other
gentleman in question,
R. H. Van - Eeghen.
— If Phillips thinks
Mold’s action has any
appearance of a throw-
ing element in it, he
is right to no-ball him.
But the other umpires
alsoare right; if Mold’s
action appears to them
quite fair they ought
not to take any notice
of Phillips’s decisions.
Like other people, you
do not understand that

it is possible for both Phillips and the other umpires
to be right. The question is not one of fact, bu of
opinion—opinions differ, Jno. Hunter has writtey
a very interesting letter, in which he concurs with
my opinion that, if only our cricketers could learn
to field like the American base-ballers there would
be no need to canvass alterations in the rules of
cricket. He mentions that by far the best fielder
in his clab, who is also the best fielder in the
country (America?) is & base-ball player, who, in
base-ball, is not considered at all a good fielder. B,
Pearson.—(1) The best training for football is play.
ing the game, Before the season some longish walks
and an occasional run are good for you. (2) The best
advice on training for atbletic sports appears in back
numbers of Tur Capran, bubt you might find the
athletic volume in the *All-England Series,” by
H. H. Griffiths, useful. W, S. Prosser.—(1) I do nat
know who is the best swordsman of the day. (2
Ranjitsinhji is the best batsman. (3) I think Need
ham has been, perhaps, the best Association player of
recent times. Cannot say about Rugby. (4) I do
not know who is the strongest man on earth ; there
are so many of them. Lanes Lad.—The best books
on athletics are the athletic volumes of the Badmin.
ton Library and H. H. Griffiths’ athletics, in the
“All-England Series.” If you mean to excel st
sprinting do not touch long distances: specialise.
Above all, train on
gradual, very graduai
lines. A Captainite.
—I quite agree with
most of your opinions
about cricket and cric.
keters. G. L. Jessopis
a wonderful field. I
smoke a little; mnot
much. I do not think
it does an athlete much
harm, in moderation,
after he is full grown,
For boys, 1 think it a
detrimental prgctice. C.
E.B.(Bostox).—Foster,
of Preston Street,
Brighton, has some
photographs such as
vou want. I do not
know his prices. Cer-
tainly, I will sign any
picture you send to me.

C,B.F.

LitTLE Bopgin: “I say, Phil, doesn’t it make one fecl
awfully proud to be an Englishman when one sces these
beastly funny-looking foreigners?
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HAD always to row young Rolle for his idiotie
D stoking ; but when [ went to my den after
dinner I found a fire which would have made
anaval stoker blench. Theidiot had banked up the
coals almost to a level with the register, put on an
artistictop-dressingof coal-dust, sprinkled this with
water—I guessed this from the rustin my fender—
“to the end that it should “ cake,” placed the guard
before his handiwork, and trusted that the luck
of the house would look after any possible con-
flagration. I never had a warmer welcome into my
sanctum. When I turned the handle and went in,
an atmosphere of Sahara-like, dry heat made me
gasp, and a rich, strong scent of broiling varnish
told me foreibly that my long-suflering deal table’s
legs were perspiring sympathetically., My slippers
—with dire thoughtfulness, placed by the wretched
tolle atilt the fender—had curled up like bread
a toasting, and the stench of the scorching leather
spoke in volumes. I hastily plucked my bubbling
deal out of range, kicked my slippers into the
corridor, and opened the window. Then I re-
treated into the corridor, coughing vigorously.
Being no salamander, I made no attempt to deal
with the flamsng fiery furnace roaring up the
chimuey. Rolle’s artistic pyramid in the grate
was too fearsome a work for me to tackle with
my tongs.

Now, I do not mind confessing that if I had
seen Mr. Arthur Rolle at that heated moment,
I should have laid hands upon him—say, by the
ears—and confronted him, French fashion, with
the distorted slippers and my blistered table-legs.
But that young gentleman was five miles or more
away, over the wet fields, squelching along merrily
througli the puddles in the lane and the watery
meads—-the second hare in a junior house run. It
would be at least an hour before he would come
I, steaniing and miry, fagged, but cheerful, a
great man among a dozen of his kind. I mentally
:?Olver.l to damp a little of his'enthusiasm before

a,

My own den would not be habitable under an

cur and so I determined to inflict myself on my
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friends. I started at Smith's room—blank.
Harper's, Haigh's, Thorrold’s, Fisher’s, Anderson’s,
Nothing stirred but their clocks. I tried the next
corridor. Higgins's, Wantage's, Walker’s, Gate’s
—clocks only, Then I went to the notice board,
and, as I expected, found the seniors had a run
out and home to Allenby. So, since in the whole
of Holden’s house I had not a place wherein I
could utilise a chair, I unhooked my overcoat and
stepped out into the February drizzle. There was
no particular reason why I should take the tow-
path along the bleak, grey Lodden, but, within the
hour, I found myself just below the spinney which
tries to hide the *“Anglers’ Arms ” from the river.

The landlord of this little hostelry had been in
evil odour with the school authorities for some
time, and there was a rumour that Carver had
interviewed Ricketts on one or two matters in
which that gentleman had played a very shady
part. Weedon, of Smith’s house, and that lout
Isaacs, of Carver’s, were imixed up in it somehow.
In any case, Carver had evidently spoken or acted
to the point, for the sight of an Elizabethan was
to the landlord as a red rag to a bull. As I
came level with his inn, I caught sight of a couple
of hares heading directly for his spinney, and,
stringing after them, full pelt, a dozen hounds,
When 1 spotted the pink caps on their heads I
saw that [ had straggled right into my house's
run. The hounds were overhauling the hares, and
it was evident that the run would finish in the
next minute or so, and therefore, if I wanted to be
in at the death, T must hobble smartly across the
field into the spinney. I did, and saw, almost
instanter, the oddest thing I've ever seen since
I've been an Elizabethan. When I got to the
edge of the copse, I saw the hares, Higgins and
Wantage, desperately looking for a place to break
through the hedge, the hounds squelching after
them barely a hundred yards behind.

“Here, Jack,” gasped Higgius.
gap.”

“Through it, then,” panted Wantage.

The hares scrambled through the gap, and just
as they werc on the move again, I saw a man

‘* Here’s a



114 THE CAPTAIN.

lurch hastily and threateningly from the “Anglers’
Arms” and make straight for the panting
Elizabethans.  “ Back you go, you pink-polled

rips!” he yelled at the pair. * Nohadmittance this
way. This is private proputty, and 1 want none
of your tribe this side the ’edge.”

“ Don't be a fool, man !
caught if—"

“Fool, ham 197 bellowed Ricketts.

Can't you see we'll be

“We'll

sec about that, too, you jackanapes! Back you
go, or I'll put my knuckles——" and the fellow
doubled up a huge, purple fist and shook it in
Higgins's face.

“ Out of the way!” said Hiugins, angrily knock-
ing the man’s arm aside and moving oun.

“You will have it, then,” choked the landlord,
planting himseif squarely in the Elizabethan’s way.

“Come on, Jack,” said Higgins, attempting to
brush past. *“The fellow’s drunk.”

This maddened the foul-mouthed brute; hjs
face simply Hamed with fury. Before Higging
realised what was to happen the landlord’s fig
shot out and crashed on his mouth.

Higgins stagoered back into the hedge, neck
and crop, from the force of the blow. The reg
faded from his face, leaving it ghastly white,
whilst the perspiration still stood in thick beads
on his forehead; a thin crimson line trickled
down his chin from his bruised lips, like
a red thread. His eyes alone seemed alive;
akind of hard, steel-cold fury gleamed there,
Beside the deadly, almost snakish anger of
the Elizabethan the
clumsy +rage of his
aggressor seemed no-

“BACK YOU GO, TOU PINE-POLLED RIPS!"

thing. T've never scen anyone lovk quite as
Higgins looked then.

The Elizabethan lifted himself up slowly and
deliberately out of the gap. He made straight
for Ricketts, mechanically drawing off his light
liouse-coat as he went. He did not say a word,
but I could see his silence went home to the
muddy soul of the rascal. Higgins threw his coat
coolly to Wantage, and then, with an almost
exaggerated expression of neatness, rolled up his
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geeves. He was panting still from his run, and
his breath came in short, quick jerks; the
contrast between his deadly pallorand his heaving
chest scrmed uncanny. At the moment, brute as
he was, | felt sorry for Ricketts.

At that crisis of the incident Wantage jumped
letween the two. :

“(sive yowrself five minutes, Don. You're
dead heat.”

“Ten,” said I, scrambling out of the spinney.
“«youwll have to wailt ten minutes, Ricketts.”

The other fellows had come pouring through
the gap.

“Hullo! What’s this 1” said Gates.

“'ncommenly like & mill)” said [.

“Take ten minutes, Don,” urged little Wantage,
gently pushing his chum back. “Then kill him.”

“This animal struck Higgins as he came
through the hedge,” said I, explaining matters
like the chorus in a play., * Higgins is blown,
and he ought to have his wind.”

. “Tather !” panted Gates. * We'll see to that.”

“This 'ere is my proputty, and I ain’t going
to have any more of you——"etc., bawled Ricketts,
who begau to understand that he had, perhaps,
gone too far in striking Higagins.”

“ Hang your explanations!” said (ates, acidly
“and don't call Eliza’s that sort of names. That's
treason—as you'll find out. Just close round the
animal, in case it feels inclined to bolt. Sit down,
Higgins ! Give yourself a chance, man.”

Higuins was gently pushed back from the land-
lord by half-a-dozen fellows, and persuaded to
sit down. He murmured something inarticulate.
The fellows “helped” Ricketts into the field,
much against his will, through the gap, whilst
Wantage and 1 stood silent together, in the
February drizzle-drizzle, by Higgins. The minutes
drageed on in absolute quiet on our side of the
liedge, but I could hear the landlord, on the other,
stringing out lurid oaths, and Gates threatening to
put his head in the ditch.

Higuins's face had settled into a deadly pallor,
and his eyes lost that concentrated look of savage
fury. He looked straight before him into vacancy,
and, odd as it may seem, I could tell he was not
thinking of the coming fight. At last he got up
and said, shakily :—

“Got my coat, Jack 77

“Oh, that's all right, Don! Well just step
thio"lgh the gap and give that beast——"

“I i not going to fight, Jack.”

What 7" gasped Wantage, as though he had
bein,struck in the breast.

I'm not going to fight. I can’t fight.”

Wantage stared at his chum in an ecstasy of

Btonislinent for a moment, and then turned to
me ;—
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“Jim, speak to him. He must fight.”

“The brute struck you, Higgins,” said I, slowly,
“and you're Eliza’s now. I'd never wish for a
better cause.”

“T1 know,” he said, with a curious catch of the
breath, *but I can't fight.”

“Don,” said Wantage, angrily, “ when a fellow’s
struck as you were, he must fight : he muost!
Come along!”

“Jack, T tell you I won't ficht him!” said
Higgins, with, I could have sworn, a look of
terror in his eyes.

“ Funked, by Jove !” said Wantage, looking at
Higgins, his mouth trembling as he spoke that
cutting word.

“No, Jack, I don't funk him; but I won't—I
can’'t—fight.”

* Feel your mouth, Don, man ! It bleeds still!”

“Give me my cvat, old man.”

“Not I! Jim, whatever is the matter with
him? Car’t you move him?”

*“Why won’t you thrash that brute now? You
were going to when Jack stopped you.”

If Higgins’s face was capable of becoming more
ghastly white than it was already, it grew more
pallid then. He said, brokeuly :—

“I forgot.”

“Forgot
blubbering.

“Never mind, old fellow. You always were
my friend, and, when you stopped me from killing
the fellow, more than ever then. I can’t fight!”

“You're ill, Don. For heaven’s sake, go home!
Here’s your coat” Wantage, his face almost as
white as Higgins's, hurried through the gap,
“ Higgins is ill. He won't fight.”

“He must if he can stand!” said Thorrold,
grimly,

“(oand try if you can move him ; he's beyond
me.”

Higgins was immovable.

“What’s that you've forgotten 1" asked Gates,
coolly. * Not that you’re one of us, I hope!”

“Why, you're Eliza's!” exclaimed Haigh, in a
shout. *“The house will be the by-word if you
don't !”

“I'm sorry,” said Higgins, stiffening slightly
under the half-veiled scorn of his wondering
house-fellows.

“1e's ill, that’s plain,” said Wantage.
no funk. Hold my coat, Thorrold !”

“You're not going to fight him, Jack,” said
Higgins, striding up to Wantage and gripping
Lim imploringly by the arm.

“ Rather,” said Jack, shaking off his chum’s
grasp. * Someone must doit. If not you, then I.”

“(et home, Higgins,” sald Thorrold, acidly.
“You're undoubtedly mad this half.”

what 7’ asked Wantage, almost

“Don’s
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I heard Higgins moan as e turned slowly away.
He broke into the spinney, and lurched home-
wards as though he were drunk. More puzzled
and anxious than 1 can remember, 1 tuwrned to see
what Jack Wantage would make of the burly
landlord. The fellow looked puzzled, as well he
might, when he saw Wantage pecled.

1 am not well up iu the technicalities of the
noble art, but it was evident from the beginning
that Wantage was no match for the heavy brute.
He was overweighted, and at the end of ten
minutes he lay on his back, his senses battered
out of him. Ricketts got into his coat, chuekling
bideously and squinting frightfully, and dis-
appeared into his * proputty.” We gave Wantage
a friendly arm, and trooped off dismally to the
school. It is useless to retail the bitter scoffs
and jeers at Higgins's expense; the fellows were
simply bubbling with disgust at him, at Wantage’s
defeat, at the lost honour of the house. They
vowed the matter should not rest there.

When I arrived at my den 1 found the fire of
manageable proportions, though the compounded
odours of burnt leather and roasted varnish hung
tenaciously about the room; so 1 tlwew up the
window and looked out.

The fellows were returning from the afternoon
runs, and the High was alive with them pattering
along to their houses. From my perch I could
see right into the country, beyond the cricket
fields and “ footer” fields, away towards Allenby
and Saltby. The Lodden lovked cold and grey as
it slid past the leafless willows. Wherever I looked
I could see little knots of fellows stringing steadily
across tle fields towards boumie, jogging along
by the hedges, vaulting the stiles, or pouring
through well-known gaps. The house colours
were the only spots of brightness in the prey,
cheerless plain. The drizzle still continued per-
sistently, and as dusk began to creep over the
steaming fields the country looked forlorn indeed.
Not Eliza’s, though. The High began to grow
quieter, though oceasional fellows, who had
straggled too far, pattered hurriedly by, but
pretty soon every Llizabethan was out of thé
streets. Then, in hLouse after house, study by
study, the electrics were switched on, and, finaliy,
through the warm, wet, misty night each house
blazed brightly through its curtain of leafless,
dripping trees. Then, when it was evident that
St. Elizabeth’s had settled down tfor the night, I
closed my window.

As 1 was slowly drinking my tea I puzzled over
the strange behaviour of Higgins. He was a new
fellow ; in fact, had not been in the school more
than six months. He was rather old for a fellow
to make a start at Eliza’s, and wherever he'd been
he must have given the beaks a lively time. 1

used to think they’d expelled him in despair,
His book work was something awful.  T've Jicay
him blundering through an easy Latin passage iy
a fashion that would have disgraced young Pod.
more, and his inclusion in the Lower Fifth wag 5
pure act of charity on Carver’s part. His scholay.
ship was not even up to junior school mark. By
he worked, nay, slaved, to keep up his place iy
the form. Whereas the average fellow did 3
couple of hours’ private “mugging” a day,
Higgins would put in six or seven sheer hard
slog, until his name became a joke to Holden’,
And the wonder was it availed him so little. He
was hopelessly beaten by fellows who loafed from
year end to year end ; and, if he were clear of the
last half-dozen on the list, he appeared satisfied,
I never heard a beak row Higgins, even when he
was superlatively atrocious. It was an axiom
that bad was his best. Beaks aren’t inhuman
after all. What Higgins could do for the other
side of school life we had no opportunity of
judging. He would not turn out for footer,
pleading work, but had gone with his house once
ot twice when Wantage and he were bracketed as
hares. He was tall, had splendid physique, very
good-looking, talked like a gentleman, and looked

like one. He was not popular, nor yet the re
verse. Holden's regarded him as an unnatural
curiosity.

His chum was Jack Wantage, one of the most
popular fellows in the house, a good average in
games, a better average at books, and a fellow
whose good word meant a lot. Between him and
Higgins therc existed a mysterious bond of
attraction, and, save when Higgins was bound to
his sacred *mugging,” one rvom generally held
both.

An indignation meeting was held in Thorrolds
rooms, 7¢ Higgins, and I was specially asked to
come. Before I went I carefully pointed out to
Rolle, who brought the message, the enormity of
his fire-stoking, and sent him with a special ereat
half a mile down the High to get me a new parr
of slippers. Goodness knows how many of hla
private plans 1 shattered when I gave him this
commission, but his jaw did drop! However
I was adamani. Brew, scrimmage with the
Ancients, or lines for Roberts, went by the board,
and my fag crawled out dismally into the wet.
He came back radiant ; ergo, I knew there was
something in the wind. When I opened the
parcel I found he’d brought me a pair of number
tens. Then he told me, negligently, that the shops
were now shut.

Fellow after fellow had his say im Thorrolds
den, and they were for cutting Higgins dead, and
consigning him to Coventry for everinore. Then
1 joined in. T argued through thick aund thin be
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was no coward. (Ironical Jaughter.) You can’t
gscape the feeling whcl} you do meet a funk,
and 1 was convinced Higgins was none. ! told
them, in my humble opinion, they were making
a mistake.

« Arer’t we to take notice of his backing out
then ?” asked Thorrold, angrily.

“1 wouldn't.”

Bourke, the captain of Eliza’s, had been asked to
attend the Holden court-martial, for a charge of
cowardice was held to come within his purview,
as head of Eliza’s. Bourke, in some ways, was an
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“The undersigned requested Donald Higgins, of
Holden’s House, to thrash Ricketts at the first
convenient opportunity, or, failinz, he was
informed that he would be considered as at
Coventry.”

I took this to Higgins’s den. THe was planted
before a pile of books, evidently trying to work,
but T conld see his mind was elsewhere. He
read the ultimatum, and then moodily torve it
into little pieces.

*Thanks, Firmin, for bringing it, but I'm not
going to fight. Tell thew so”

“I'M NOT GOING TO FIGHT.

ideal captain, but I mistrusted his judgment here.
“I think the affair is very simple. He ought
to have fought for two reasons : his own reputa-
ton and Eliza’s, If he won't stand by his school,
Wh): should we stand by him? By all accounts
ke is an unconscionable sort of fellow, but this
dqes seem sheer funk, and we should act on it.
ve him another chance. He must fight
icketts —op Coventry !” )
he captain’s ultimatum found almost unani-
Mous acceptance, and a round robin was drafted.

TELL TREM §0.”

“You know your own business best, Fliggins,”
said 1, going.

Jack Wantage obstinately refused to join in the
general and immediate boycott. He went about,
his face striped like a Bengal tiger, trying to
remove the ban placed on his chum, but in vain.
He got scant sympathy.

“Your friend is a long white-feather, Jack,”
said Thorrold, staring at Wantage's facg.

“He offered to tell me why he wouldn’t fight,
when 1 came in, but 1 wouldn’t liear it then.”



118 THE CAPTAIN.

“Why ever not? Youre mad!”

* Because I could see it was just killing him to
have to say it. He's no more a funk than you
are, Frank.”

“Thanks, Jack ! though I’ll floor any cad who
strikes me in the mouth. Don’t hold with all
this high falutin’ and French filigree. A plain,
straightforward left would bave put everything
to rights—Ricketts included. Done the beast a
world o' good, too

% But n

“No go, old fellow! You're all right, though a
trifle short-sighted where Higgins 1s concerned.”

The school followed the plain lead of Bourke
and the Holden seniors, and Higgins was an
outcast.

1L

= ODERICK BOURKE sat in hLis den at
Smith’s, half-a-dozen of his friends round
him, disconsolately eyeing a long sheet
of paper. *“I don’t see what sort of show we're
going to make in the open eventsatall. In strictly
school events, I don’t care a jot what fellow or
what house conies in first, but I did want Eliza’s
to win both the open events.”

“Read out the list again, Rod.”

“ For the open hundred, there's Thorrold, Cray,
Percival, and your friend Higgins.”

“ A bright lot,” said Evans, dolefully. * There’s
not one of them good enough for anything
under 114.”

“Wish you could toe the mark, Rod.
give us a chance. Can’t you, absolutely 2”

“No. Lambert won’t hear of it for a month.
Says I amn not out of Queer Street yet. If only [
looked as well as I feel 17

“Which you don’t, Rod,” said I. * There’s
more white than pink about your beautiful
Hibernian face yet.”

You'd

“It's not, perhaps, as bad as you think, Rod,”

smd  Knowles, “ What's the
opposition 1%

*“ Opposition !” suid Bourke, gloomily. “ Why,
there’s a fellow, Acton, from St. Amory’s.”

* Heard the name somewhere,” said Miller.

“I should think so, Ned. Why, he's a kind of
Amorian demi-god. Boxes like Pollux, plays
footer like Fry, and runs like—like——"

“ Bourke,” suggested I

Bourke threw his penwiper at me, and went on
dismally . *Then there’s Bird of the L.A.C,, and
an American, Flickwir, from Haverford. Fliers,
all of ’em.”

optimistically.

“For the mile ?”

“Oh! the demi-god again, two Dulwich fellows,
and Cray, Young, and Butt, of ours.”

“Is that all 7 I asked.

*“There's your friend Higeins, ag.in.”

*“ What can White-feather do, anyhow ? Can ke
run?”

“LRun " said Bourke, with a melancholy gasp.
“You watch a fat landlord smite him on the
niouth, and then watch him scoot.  7%en he runs,
But is it to be expected that that sort would keep
the two cups at Eliza’s 1"

“It is not, old man,” said Evans.
black look-out for her.”

“Tf Higgins did keep 'em here, I'm hanged i
it wouldn't be a blacker one!”

From this conversation you can see that the
tide of ill-feeling still ran as strongly against
Higgins as before. The school sports were within
the week, and on all hands it was agreed that the
school times would make a very poor show indeed.
It was one of the barren years into which every
public school runs sooner or later; when the
cricket is poor, the footer equally so, and the
times and distances and heights correspondingly
bad. Since Eliza's was so poor, it only remained
for her one good man to be “ erocked,” and the
cup of wretchedness would be full. This happened.
Bourke, as graceful and speedy a runner as Elizd’s
had ever turned out, was laid low with a mild
attack of pneumonia. This misfortune meant the
scoring out of the captain’s name for each of the
open events, and Eliza’s gave them up for lost.
The other school entrants were merely average.

The day after Bourke’s name had been gorrow-
fully red-inked out of existence, Donald Higginss
name made its appearance under that of the
deleted captain’s, White-feather’s name made a
mild sensation, but what he could do in the way
of running no one knew except Wantage. Jack
devoted himself to the training of his chun, and
the pair would flit down to the quiet water-meadows
as unostentatiously as ghosts, but the time results
Wantage carefully kept to himself.

The afternoon of the sports came in due course
—as fine an April day as could be chosen out of
the month. Tt was as warm as May, and ther
was just sufficient breeze stirring to ripple the
streamers marking the eourse, and to unroll 'the
great school flag floating lazily above the pavilion.
Eliza’s always looks well when she gets hall 2
chance, and from the field we could sec the old
school, most of the buildings swathed in ivy upt0
the eaves, their windows blinking genially dowt
upon us when they caught the sun, The house
from Carver's in the middle of the High 1
Hodgson’s, hidden half a mile away among the
trees, were mere empty shells ; every Elizabethan,

“ Pretty
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Larring the cripples in hospital—and they tried to
pe there with the help of field-glasses—had poured
down to sce the finals. If the fellows felt any
desponducy about the two open events they -(118-
mised the fact very well. There were strings
;f carriages, cabs, and growlers disgorging, at
the gate, fathers, mothers, sisters, likewise cousins
and aunts—* people ” streamed across the grotind
to the ropes, and small boys vigorously obtained
for theiv own particular convey good anchorage
pear the rails,
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atrides, Higgins broke the tape the winner by a
bare foot.

Cheer after cheer burst out as the pair ealmly
limped away.

Bourke, who was at the tape, watch in hand,
looked at Wantage with amazement. ‘I say,
Jack, do you know what I make it?”

“ Dunno, Rod,” said Wantage, with tears of joy
in his eyes. “ But mine says 10 2-5ths. He can
move, can’t he ?”

[nstead  of entering the
ground with the first comers,
[ had gone to the station to
mee; an old friend, Fred
Roberts, an Krpingham fellow,
and when we Jined up beside
the track the bell was going
for the hundred yards open.
1 could see the fellows string-
ing out of the dressing tent
to the Hag, but I could not
see either Cray or the Ameri-
can. It was whispered that
Cray, Eliza’s forlorn hope, was
reserving himself for the mile.
The London man was there
iaking a preliminary burst to
kill possible stiffness, and I
caueht sight of the Amorian,
Acton, in his old schooks blue
and silver, moving quietly,
with the very perfection of
easy grace. “ Winner” seemed
written in lhis face. Higgins’s
tall athletic figure did not take
the eye as did Acton’s, but
there was something of that
lithe, ~inewy, panther - like
motion which made me think
that the Elizabethan would
make the Amorian go all the
way. (mroanen quietly lined
up, Higzins taking the wide
berth and whispering to the
American. Then came the

expectant erouch, the starter’s
volee, a sharp crack, and five
athletes were rushing like .a whirlwind down the
tack. For fifty yards the London man, Acton,
a1d Higains were abreast ; Thorrold and Percival
vt of the hunt already, five yards behind. Then
the Amscian drew away, foot by foot, Higzins took
second place, and Bird strained every muscle to
hold :chem both. In vain. Inch by inch the
:\I.IIOI:l{lll and Elizabethan drew away from him.

188Ins ~hot aliead of Acton, and, although the
Aworlan made a supreme effort in the last

BROKE THE TAPE THE WINNER BY A DBARE FOOT.

“Jack, T take back every word I've said against
yvowr chum. A fellow with a heart like his is no
coward.”

*“Just think how Hig. will appreciate that,”said
Jack, sarcastically. * The school's got to eat a
very big leek to-day—as you'll see.” Wantage
squeezed under the ropes and vanished into the
crowd,

Roberts turned to me with eyes wide open with
amazement.
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*“The idea of old Higeins turning up here !*

“What!” I almost yelled. ** You know him??

“Know him!'” said Roberts. *“ Why he was at
Erpingham an age. Best fellow and DBiggest
thickhead there. Jove! I must see him.”

“Not a bit of it,” said I, button-holing the
cager Fred. “I want to know more of Higgins.
He’s been more than a mystery at this place.”

“Seen him play footer ?” asked Ired, closing
his eyes as upon some ravishing remembrance.

“He doesn’t play.”

“Phew!” whistled Roberts.
missed ! Seen him across country?”

“Once. Why did he leave Erpingham, Fred?
That's what T want to know.”

“Well, T'll tell you. He had a mill with our
prize bully—six feet and fourteen stone of it—
and he nearly killed it. 1 mean killed—really.
Blenkow was unconscions for a fortnight, and
nearly pegged out. This made poor Higgins
about crazy with remorse, for he looked upon
himself as a murderer—which was all fudge, for
Blenkow deserved all he got—almost. Anyhow,
he couldn’t stand the sight of Blenkow when the
antmal did comne round. Blenkow had a face the
colour of dough and a voice like a girl's—a vast
improvement on his early style, but they neatly
terrified Don out of his senses. He swore he'd
never mill again—never !”

“He's kept to that, Fred,” said 1, gravely,

“ And that he'd chain up his temperif he could.
When he is roused T pity the ass that’s to blame.”

"1 did,” said 1, sotto voce.

“ He moved heaven and earth to get out of sight
of Blenkow, and, when the Head saw that the
convalescent was getting on Higgins’s nerves, he
suggested to Higgins, senior, a fresh school
Understand ! Not a shadow of disgrace on old
Don. Best fellow breathing !”

“ Almost,” I agreed.

“Does he slog as much as ever ?” usked Roberts,
with a smile.

I raised my eyes skywards, in utter inability to
express the amount of Higgins's * mnugging.”

“I must see him. Come along!” :

Whilst we threaded our way through the
buzzing crowd I was thinking of the light in
Higgins's eyes when he rose at Ricketts. I'm
glad he kept his promise.

The afternoon wore on—a jolly afternoon it
was, too, for me. 1 felt genuinely proud that I
had not joined in the boyeott. Roberts was cock-
sure that Higgins would win the mile. “HMec
strides like the Colossus, and his lungs are brass.
He'll make a common hack of that Amorian flyer,
and do it inside——"

“What you've

The bell crashed out its summons, and we saw -

tlie runners file slowly out. The Amorian got an

ovation ; but this sounded nothing beside the
mighty cheer which a thonsand throats lifted up
to the April sky when Higgins appeaved. 1t wy
a cheer to stir a man’s blood in his veins, by
Higgins never turned a hair. He stooped as L
walied, listening to his chum, Wantage, babbling
in his ear. Then they lined up, the two Dyl
wich men, Cray, Young, and Butt--the blue and
silver—and Higgins, They were off. Acton, why
evidently knew his own capabilities to a haip,
made the pace a cracker. He spun along with
his quick, easy, graceful stride, and pacing along
with him went the Dulwich men and Cray. The
other Elizabethans did not fall in with thig |
commencement, and hung steadily in the rear,
Higgins, just ahead of the two last, coolly moving
with that leng, loping stretch that Eliza’s came
to know afterwards so well. He kept his eye
shrowdly on the Amoriun. Acton’s idea was soon
manifest. He meant to run the race at the be
ginning, and run out the opposition, trusting that
those who liked the waiting game would make
their efforts too late. Twenty yards, thirty, tifty,
he and the Dulwich men put between themselves
and the last man. We wondered. The first lap
the Amnortan and his three satellites must have
been nearly 70yds. ahead, but the pace palpably
told on three of thewm, even when the second lap
was half run. Cray and the Dulwich fellows
slackened and dropped behind, but Acton seemed
little the worse for the terrific pace he had set.
At the beginning of the third lap, Young and
Jutt began to close up on Cray, and Higgins
quietly dropped to the last. The Amorian had
stolen a wonderful lead, and still ran maryellously.
The Dulwich fellows were quietly passed—they
paid the penalty of playing another fellow’s game,
and Cray was pretty nearly pumped, though he
strugeled alongside the Elizabethans., When the
bell went for the last lap we saw that really there
had been only two fellows in the race from
the beginning. Higgins roused himself at the
first clang, and in a moment had drawn up
alongside his fellows, and the next moment he
had dropped them. Then he began to overhaul
the Amorian; yard by yard he cut down that
long, long lead, whilst we cheered like maniacs
—the staid, sedate Roberts roaring, * Erp-ing_-
ham ! Erp-ing-ham ! like one possessed. Then it
dawned upon us that Acton knew the uttermost
trick in running the mile ; he still ran dogge_dl}'i
and defied Higgins to overhanl him in time
We gave Higgins up for lost as Acton entered
the straight, 20yds. to the good. Huuricanes
of clieers hroke out over the two, as Actoh
almost run out though he was, brought UP
every ilota of his strength for the run I
Then Higging, as though he had beed
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touched Dy a spring, apswered the challenge.
\[oving almost as th?ugh it were jchc hundred, he
cut down the Amorian every stride. Ten yards
from home he was all but level ; the patter-patter
of his grim pursuer galvanised the Amorian to his
jast grand effort, and, si?o_ulder_ to sh01‘|ld.er, the
pair rushed to the taut, white string. Higgins set
his teeth, and came in by a bare yard. .

All T can say about what followed is—that I
have never seen anything like it since.

Now, perhaps I had no business to tell the
fellows what Roberts told me, but I did, and
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this is what happenel. After tea I went with
Roberts into Higging's den—Ae wasactually getting
his books out jor the morrow's work—whilst the
school, in their hundreds, gathered in the streets
below. On our arrival Higgins went to shut the
window, and if he ever forgets that yell of enthu-
siasm his memory is absolutely hopeless.

He turned to us with a scared face,

“Oh! its all right, old man. Eliza’s taken yon
to her bosom for evermore.”

“What will Jack Wantage say to this?” was
what Higgins said.

A SPEED TRIAL.

HANKS to the courtesy of Messrs. John
T Thornyeroft & Co., Ltd., the builders, I had
the pleasure of accompanying the officials,
ete., on the speed trial of the new first-class torpedo
hoat No. 107. The Flushing boat express was
in Queensborough Pier station to time, and soon
a small launch was hurrying us to the long, black-
painted torpedo boat, lying in mid - stream. A
few minutes sufficed to bring us alongside, and
we scrambled on the deck, not more than 4ft.
ahovethe water line. A muttered order came from
somewhere, the engine bell clanged, and we started
slowly out past the guardship Sanspareil, the ill-
fated Fictoria’s sister ship, and away seaward. 1
had donned my oilskins, and the smart gentlemen
that had a few moments before come aboard now
appeared from the little cabin below, in their
“trial clothes,” and a more dirty-looking lot of
men it would be hard to imagine !

_The engines, of 3,000 horse-power, were working
with a regular motion, and our speed had jumped
to about twenty'two knots an hour when the
fist buoy, with its big white-lettered Admiralty
girdling it, hove in sight; a black fur of smoke
rose straight from our rakish funnels, and swept
In a smother astern, carrying with it “clinkers
and sight-destroying dirt.”

The guns, of which she is to carry three three-
pounders (that is, fire a 3lb. shot) are not yet
ounted, nor are the torpedo-tubes. Walking
""‘9"8 the deck, which is covered with a substance
aKIn to oil-cloth, and known as corticine, we get
well “forrad ” and are received with a gust of
‘Pray ; the fo'c’sle and deck are wet, and the man
who stands, an immovable oilskin-covered figure,
:}i the wheel, drips and glistens in the summer
t“S.hme. By hi§ side is another official ready
0 8ignal the engine room either “decrease” or

Increase” speed.
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The man at the wheel mutters, an officer nods
his head affirmatively, and the small brass wheel
swings round twice to “ increase,” and even faster
the little coffin-shaped vessel rushes ahead, while
the spray comes aboard and flops on the deck or
Yhisses against our hot smoke-stacks. *“ We are at
over twenty-five now,” one shouts to another, and
the first buoy flies past and we areon the measured
mile, the officials the while busy with their chrono-
meters and note books. The wind whistles, and
the yellew and blue Hag at our mast head, denoting
“trials,” stands stiff in the rushing breeze, the big
white wave seemingly stays on our bow, and the
whole shell quivers with the thnd! thud! thud!
of our powerful engines, which are mounted
in the shape of an X, so that the left or port
cylinders drive the right or starboard propeller,
and so vice versd. Down among this whirling mass
of mechanism the engineers, officials, ete., crawl
and examine, and tabulate in their books the
ever varying temperatures, even to that of the
sea outside, or the exhaust steam, the rate of
revolutions per minute, and the thousand and
one other details.

Round the course we swing, out to sea, past
a Ramsgate and Margate pleasure steamer, with
the crowds of cheering people on her decks, and
away with an irresistible gliding rush. And at
last we see the Sanspareil ahead. Already we
have slowed down, and are running gently home.

A half-hour’s wait at Chatham, and then the
great sluice-gates open, and we slowly steam in
and stop. A gangway is put across, and up this
plank (only 30ius. wide, with no rails) we gin-
gerly climb ashore, leaving our little vessel
awaiting the other trials she has to go through
before she is passed as an eflicient fighting ship
of His Majesty the King.

. (1} GEU.”
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4 3 ERNEST FAYENC,

e ar GF “Pre GrReA® TREASURE horsTER",

liustrated by H. Rountree.

[The reader will possibly remember the volcanic
eruption which took place about ten years ago in the
Straits of Sunda. Mr. Favenc, author of that extra-
ordinary story, * ‘I'he Great Treasure Lobster,” is
good enough to tell us how that eruption was caused,
—Ed. CAPTAIN.]

Z)E7 NIGHT was insufferably close,

a puff of land-wind in the
evening having lasted just
long enough to bring a million or two of eager,
bloodthirsty mosquitoes on board, and then
died down and left them there. There was no
sleeping on deck for them, there was no sleeping
below. 1 thought if I could find somebody as
wakeful as myself he might help me to kill time
and mosquitoes for an hour or two, and just
then I ran across the second engineer, Mac
the second; both the chief and second were
Macs, so he was generally called Mac “two
times” for distinction.

*This night,” said he, “is just as hot, still,
and quiet, as when I started Krakatoa going.”

“Started what/” 1 replied.

“ Krakatoa. Yes, we gave him a start too,
but a man called Shaw and myself started the
catastrophe of Krakatoa in the Straits of Sunda,
with our own hands. It's an awful crime to
have on one’s conscience, and nights like this I
feel it, and if you'll come to my cabin and help
snipe the mosquitoes with tobacco smoke, Ill
just tell you all about it.

“Gold!” he said, when we had made our-
selves a5 comfortable as we could. * Man alive,
I saw more that night than any man ever saw
together at one time.”

“ Didn’t you bring any away with you?”

“I brought a whole skin away, that’s more
than poor Shaw did. There was heaps of gold ;
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enough to make thousands of murderers and
millions of thieves.”

“Where is it now?”

“Gone, man! Look in space for it, in the
ashes Krakatoa sent floating round the world the
time the red sunsets were. That gold, and the
island 1t was on, either went up or down that
time. Up to the sky or down to the bottom of
the ocean.”

* How did you manage to start the volcano-
did not you know the damage you might do?”

“I knew it would be a good blow up, butl
reckoned on killing a pack of piratical con
spirators, not all those poor innocent villagers”

“You're the first man, I think, who ever
started an eruption, but you must have knosn
that it was risky to fool with a volcano.”

“I’ll tell you all about it, and you'll see the
danger the world has escaped through me.
was chief on a tramp steamer going throu_gh the
Straits, and, by a sheer piece of stupidity, the
second mate ran us on to a coral recf pret)
close in shore. She knocked a hole in bef
bottom, and there we had to stop till somethins
came by to help us away. e were close 10
Krakatoa, and the villagers were kind cn?ughv
and we'd saved our duds, so it wasnt %
bad. We had one passenger, named Sha¥;?
collector of natural history specimens, a fetlo™
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| ¢ho had been knocking ab_out all over the
Archipclago.  He went on with his work while
e were waiting there, and one day he proposed
a trip 10 an island close ha'ndy, that no one
hardly ever went to.  According to the natives,
it was haunted, and they wouldn’t spend a night
onit on any account, but they said it was chock
full of all the strange beasts and birds that ever
came out of Noah’s Ark. And that was what
lured poor Shaw. I agreed to come, for it was
mighty dull, and he’d made arrangements wntb
a couple of villagers to take us to it in their
hoat.  Off we started, taking something to eat
and his shot-gun and a rifle.

“Well, we got to the island all right, and the
villagers agreed to come back for us the next
day, for they didn’t fancy the place at all. It
was all jungle, and jungle of the densest kind
that ever grew. Sometimes it was as dark and
still as possible where the great trees grew and
met far overhead, then, when we got amongst the
smaller growth, where the sun shone, it was full
of- life and noise. He got some mighty rare
birds, and we kept getting deeper and deeper
into it until I proposed turning back, as we were
to sleep on the beach, the jungle being full of
all manner of reptiles and insects, every one of
them biting and stinging worse than the other.
The collector agreed with me; and just then
we came to an open space round a dark black
lagoon. We both looked round, and both
caught sight of something at the same moment
that made us utter a shout of surprise. Right
opposite to us was an avenue, cut in the thick
wood, a straight, well-kept avenue, and at the
end of it, about half a mile away, a green hill

“We both gazed at each other, for this did
not look as though the place was uninhabited.
There was a good two hours’ sun, and Shaw
proposed to go there. So we went round the
lagoon, and camé to the entrance of the avenue.
It was an artificial roadway right enough, and
there secmed to be plenty of marks of bare feet
Passing up and down to the edge of the water.
While we were both standing looking at the
hill in front of us up the long vista, we were
suddenly scized firmly from behind.  Never did
[ feel such a grip, and when I saw the man who
held my companion I was astonished still more,
for they were but slight made men, but their
hands were like steel claws. ‘T'’hey were brown
men, dressed in sarongs, with a sash stuck full
of weapons of one sort or another. They
pointed forward, indicating to us to go on
towa_rds the hill, and helped us to start with
3 prick from the big sword they each carried.

here were about half a dozen of the ruffians,
under an officer, or so I took him to be. They
feleased us when we started, ard pretty well

surrounded us, and as there was no help for it
on we went. Shaw spoke in such of the native
dialects as he knew, but got no answer—our
captors might have been dumb men as far as
we were concerned. We were marched straight
to the hill, or rise, up which the road went, and
at the top we found ourselves on the edge of a
cup, circular, and formed like a crater. It was
at least three or four miles in circumference,
and grass-grown on the sides, the bottom being
occupied by buildings of various sorts. The
road wound round the edge of the slope to
these buildings, and down it we were marched.
The buildings were well built and substantial,
but perfectly plain, more like the style of bar-
racks than anything. And barracks they seem-
ingly were from the number of armed men
about—all silent.

“What's the meaning of this?” [ said to
Shaw, for he knew a lot about the islands.

“It must be a place I have often heard of as
a fable,” he said. “Some of the race, ousted
by the old Javanese kings, have a hiding-place
somewhere, and are supposed to have great
treasures, which, when the time comes, they
will use to retake their country, and perhaps
conquer half the world, I'm afraid we’ll never
get away alive.” :

I was afraid so, too, for they were all so still
and business-like.

“There can’t be many of them for the job,”
I said, “living in a small place like this.”

“They are said to be distributed all over the
East ; but this must be their central place.”

‘At this moment a man came out, richly
dressed, but in all my life I never saw such a
hideous face as he had. Here, have another
drink ; it makes me scared again to think of
him.”

We drank, and Mac Two 'Times recom-
menced :(—

“ All the cruelty in the world seemed to be
centred in his eyes. He looked keenly at us,
and then, in perfectly good English, asked us
who we were, and what we did there.

“Shaw answered him, and told our story,
When he heard 1 was an engineer he asked me
if T understood artillery, and that sort of thing.
I told him I was a marine engineer, at which
he seemed disappointed. He simply said that
it would be useless for us to attempt escape,
as it would but lead to our death, and we were
shown into one of the houses and left in a bare
room.

“ ¢ This is a nice fix,” I said.

“¢The worst,” he replied. ¢ We’ve no escape.
We shall be just killed quietly in cold blood.’

“¢How, do you think ?’

“¢Torture of some sort, I'm afraid. They
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might give us a quick death, as we are
Europeans, but if we had been Javanese they
would have killed us in some awful manner
at once. I never believed the yarns about this
secret people and their hidden treasure, but
I'm afraid we've stumbled on it to our cost.’

“The night now closed in fast, and it soon
got dark in the room we were confined in.
Very shortly the door was opened, and a voice
called to us, in English, to come out. We
complied, and found two or three men waiting,
who conducted us, quietly as ever, into the
largest of the buildings. Here we entered a
room handsomeiy furnished in Oriental style,
but there was a dinner table laid out after the
LEuropean fashion. The man with the evil face
was seated there, with two others, and he
courteously invited us to be seated.

“¢Qur guests are few,” he said, ‘but when
they come we do our best to give them a warm
welcome,” and at the last two words I saw him
smile.

“Our host led the conversation during dinner
to the political events of the last year, or rather
six months, in which he displayed great interest.
Seemingly he had a familiar knowledge of the
leading personages of the world, and told us
several choice anecdotes about the Czar of
Russia. His companions, too, spoke good
English ; in fact, I'd have sworn one was an
Irishman with his face dycd. The dessert and
wine were put on, and the three grew more
confidential.

¢ Mr. Shaw, you seem to know the Islands
well ; T suppose you can guess who I am?’

“‘You are the Sadi Uffer,” said Shaw; ‘but
I confess 1 never believed in your existence
before.’

“*No, laughed the Sadi, evidently well
pleased, ‘ we keep ourselves pretty quiet. How
many of my people are there scattered through
the East altogether, Hanff ?°

¢ Moity near foive million,” said the man
addressed.

“ ¢ Fighting men, too?’ .

“fFiends at it !’

“‘Yes, gentlemen, our time is nearly come
when we'll restore the ancient dynasty of the
Sultans of the Ten Islands. I intend before 1
put you to death to show you some of our re-
sources, for 1 honestly confess I'm proud of
them.” He said this as coolly as though he
was talking of our having our breakfast together
in the morning.

“8adi Uffer rose, and we all followed his
example. ‘I will myself do the honours,” he
said, with that awful blood-freezing smile.

“About half a dozen men accompanied us,
as Sadi led us through a door and down a flight
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of steps. We paused in what was evidenty,
subterranean hall, brilliantly lighted with ele,.
tricity. ‘I will talk openly with my guests,’ sig
Sadi, ‘because, for good reasons, they will py
repcat what 1 say, so my schemes cannot b
betrayed. ‘The restoration of the dynasty
the Sultans of the Ten Islands is merely a Jye
to catch those of the old blood amongst th
islanders. My views are much wider. T
hill 1s almost solid gold. If it became kunowy
to the world, the value of gold would at onge
fall—naturally. I don’t want that, so I keep
the secret, and use it while 1t is still of some
value. T am a Russian, and intend to have 4
good try for umversal sovereignty. Our ar
rangements are neatly perfect. When my fiy
is raised there will be a general upraising al
over the world. India will rise in mutiny, to
which the former one was nothing. Ireland
will rise ; the nihilists and anarchists all over the
world, in every country, will rise at the signal
What have the powers to bring against me?
Half the British Navy is in my pay ; half the
colossal armies of Germany, Russia, and France,
await my commands ; there is treason even:
where. Where will they be when they have no
longer their soldiers to depend on? and where
will they be when they are opposed by an army
of the world, led by General Skobeloff? For,
gentlemen, Sadi Uffer, the non-existent chiel
of the secret society of Van Vrooda, is Skobe
loff. My supposed death was cleverly managed,
and since then I have been employed on this
great work, now almost on .the verge of com
pletion.” He ceased, and openeda door. ‘Yo
shall see what I have to back my opinions with
Follow me.’

“\We entered a vast apartment, for the
interior of the hill was evidently excavated
The electric light was searching, and we could
see that it was an arsenal.  All sorts of cannon,
machine guns, rifles, and other weapons of
destruction were arranged in order. ‘This’
said Sadi, or Skobeloff, with the air of 2
commercial traveller, ‘is our sample room
These arms show what we possess in othef
countries. Do you see?’

“ He pointed to a machine gun, and I saw3
placard above it, with the names of Germany
France, etc., and corresponding numbers.

“+The rulers of these countries fond
imagine they are under their control, and %
they are till Skobeloff speaks. Bismarck &
herc once, and was much taken by ™
arrangements. He was anxious to join mé
but, as I pointed out, there couldn’t be t¥0
of us in it. But, unless you are an exper
these arms won’t teach you much ; this is th
metal that does it all!’
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« He led us through another door, and we
«aw a sight that I shall never see again—gold,
man, gold’ in heaps and heaps everywhere ;
slugs, ‘and ingots, and bars. I\mg Solomon’s
mines were not a patch .on it. Paths and
avenues led between the heaps—a regular
maze.

«Shaw and I could only gasp.

“‘Fnough to turn every honest man into a
rogue,’ said Skobeloff.  ¢This is what was
inside this hill when the idea struck me to
excavate the hill and utilise the space.
But I have something still more wonder-
ful to show you. I may tell you that
T:dison superintended the arrangements
I am going to exhibit to you, and in-
stalled the electric light. Tt may sound
strange, but I had to use force, and
had him kidnapped, and a “double”
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put in his place,
before he got back.’

“We passed out of the treasure chamber,
and into a wide cavern, which was filled with
strange instruments, but Skobeloff made a
contemptuous gesture towards them, ¢ Cranks,’
he said, ¢infernal machines, and flying ditto.
1 put all the inventors to death when their
machines won't act. These are their tomb-
stones.’

“We passed through these failures, and the
cavern sud-
denlywidened
out, and we
stood inabare
space, and in
it stood a
beautiful and
complicated
piece of ma
chinery, from
one side ol
which pro-
jected a
polished
lever,

He was greatly interested

SHAW AND I COULD ONLY GASP.
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““This cavern is only scparated from the
eternal fires of central carth by a thin crust.
The idea suddenly occurred to me that this
discovery could be utilised, and therefore I
imported Edison. The first thing to do was to
confine them, and, at an enormous sacrifice of
life, we did it. But they can be released at
any moment, and ruin and destruction. shed
broadcast. It is my
intention to  start
universal eruptions
from all the points
of outlet, simultane-
ously with the out-
break of my rebel-
lion. The fires are
ready. They are
getting cramped for
space, and might
take to bursting out
themselves if we
don’t give them
play.’

“¢It is uncom-
fortably hot,” I re-
marked. Skobeloff
laughed his fiendish
laugh.  “You will
find it hotter still
my dear friend. This
is where we dispose
of our troublesome
visitors. (Great men
like those we have
had here we can
secure silence from,
but we cannot trust
your rank and file.
However, I'm not
going to have you
thrown into the
centre of the earth
for an hour or two
yet, so come back
and have some
whisky with Hariff ;
he'll tell us some of
his good stories.’

“ He made a mo-
tion to the guard,
and they drew back
on each side of the door we had entered at.
Now, while we had been talking 1 had been
thinking what was that lever there for. Was it
not to release the central fires on their work
of destruction?

“‘When you work the eruptions you are
talking about, wouldn’t it destroy yourselt
too?’

“ IT'§ TOO HOT HERE!Y I SHOUTED, A8 I DASHED DOWN THE
PASSAGE.

“It would if we didn’t switch it on to where
we want. There’s the dial plate that works g
the active volcanoes in the world; there, you
see. If you turned on Krakatoa, for inslancc,
you would burst us sky-high. The others
wouldn’t hurt. Come on,” he said, uneasily,
*This place is too hot.’

““IWhat'’s that door ?’ T asked, pointing to an
open one.

“¢QOh, that’s ap
escape after starting
the eruptions ; you
might be able "to
get out the way we
came,’

T affected to fol-
low him, but hung
back, and, suddenly
shouting to Shaw,
sprang at the lever.
Quickly I turned
the dial hand full
blast for Krakatoa,
and hung on the
lever. 1 was de
termined that all
should go togcther.

“1 saw Sko-
beloff turn with
Shaw, and then
a gap opened
in the floor be-

tween us, and the
flames shot up with
a roar. It was too
late to save Shaw;
he ought to have
moved quicker. |
fled for the escape,
catching one glance
of Skobeloff’s ago-
nised face through
the reek of flame
that divided us. ‘It's
too hot here, I
shouted as 1 dashed
down the passage
whatever it was.

came to a door,
which opened and
closed behind me
evidently made to shut out the pursuing flames.
On 1 ran, followed by loud and deafcning
reports, and at last emerged on the bank of the
lagoon, just as the hill behind me went 10
“smithereens’ in one wild explosion. The world
was saved ; Skobeloff and his plans and gold
were gone for ever. The sky was red in the
east as I plunged and ploughed through the
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jungle, and at sunrise reached the beach. 'I'o
my astonishment I saw the native villagers in
their boat, looking for me, evidently, and further
out lay a steamer, blow-
ing off.  'The villagers
came when I shouted to
them, and took me off
to the steamer, which
had picked up the rest
of the crew while we
were away. We went
ahead as hard as we
could lick, for the black
smoke was pouring out

IMPRESSIONS OF
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of Krakatoa, and no one knew better than
myself what was coming. It's an awful thing
to have on one's soul, the deaths of all those
innocent people, and
interfering with the laws
of Nature, but what
would have happened if
I had left Skobeloff to
work his wicked will with
all that gold ? Well, have
another nip, and then
we'll try and get an hour
or two’s sleep before
daylight.”

FIRST

ArTER a delightful sail up the beautiful St.
Lawrence, the good steam-ship Tunisian moored
alongside the wharves at Montreal, and I, with my
steamer-baggage, underwent a cursory examination
at the hands of the Customs officials. The exami-
nation completed, an agent of the railway company

.affixed a label to my baggage, and, handing me a

check for it, assured me that I would find it
awaiting me at my destination. * What a difference
from our out-of-date British system !” I thought,
as, hailinga cab, I drove to my hote! untroubled by
‘thoughts of lost or stolen luggage. Afterregister-
Ing my name at the hotel, I determined to take a
stroll, and record my first impressions. The day
was scorching hot, and I noticed that several
(chiefly young) men were walking to and fro un-
hampered by such encumbrances as coat or waist-
coat, wearing instead a bright-coloured *shirt-
waist.” This, I thought, was very sensible of
the_m. Glancing at the footpath I noticed that,
atintervals of about 100yds., large blocks of ice
Wwere placed to cool the atmosphere. On paper it
looks & very good idea, but in practice it has no
#ppreciable éffect, as it would takean extraordinary
amount of ice to reduce a temperature of 100degs.
i the normal.

Passing a drug store I noted therein a number
of ladies and gentlemen engaged in imbibing, with
the aid of straws, cooling drinks of various flavours,
dlgmﬁed by the name of “ice-creamn sodas” I
tried one, and found it very refreshing. Continuing
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my walk, T was struck by the obsolete nature of
the paving and footpaths, which were extremely
rough, and often composed of rudely hewn logs of
wood. Tall, straight telegraph poles were also in
evidence, even in the principal streets, and it
occurred to me that they would prove to be an
element of great danger in case of a storm. The
Louses were for the most part flimsily constructed
of brick or wood, but in the main business streets
good stone shops and other buildings were to be
seen,

Jumping on a tram-car I discovered that the
smallest fare was five cents, but for that sum 1
could get a “ transfer ” to any part of the city, and
travel a distance of seven miles. Reaching the
suburbs I was struck with the dull appearance of
the streets, the reason for this being that every
house had wooden window-shades, painted green to
resemble Venetian blinds, and placed outside the
hiouse. These shades were always kept closed
during the heat of the day, and gavetheold-country
observer the impression that a funeral was about
to pass that way, After visiting an open-air
concert called Sohmer Parc, where music is dis-
pensed to Montreal's toiling thousands at ten cents
a head, and having an ice on the terrace over-
hanging the St. Lawrence, amidst hundreds of
coloured lights, I again boarded a car, and was
swiftly borne to my hotel to picture over in my
dreams the events of the day.

Roy CARMICHAEL
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AST month we dealt with the expansion of
the British Empire in South Africa,and the
postal issues of the British South Africa
Company which resulted therefrom.
Across the same continent, 7., on the West

Coast of Africa, there is an equally interesting

expansion of empire—an expansion that, like

Rhodesia, had its beginnings in a chartered

company—the Royal Niger Company.

The stamps of our little colonies in West Africa
Liave always been much sought after by stamp
collectors, for they have never been very common.
They have been produced in comparatively small
numbers, to meet the limited demand of small
communities, for our settlements have, till
recently, been confined to the coast, and have
been little more than trading stations for the
shipment of products from the boundless interior.

But the Royal Niger Company, under a royal
charter dated July 10th, 1886, set to work to
open up the unknown interior, or hinterland, as
it is called by politicians. Commencing with
extensions along the coast from Lagos to the
QOil Rivers, they soon extended far into the
interior 2long the course of the Niger River, and
eventually opened up for us what is nothing more
nor less than a great continental possession.

Mr.C . P. Luecas, in his “ Historical Geography
of the Britiskk Colonies,” tells us that the Oil
Rivers P’rotectorate, as it was then called, was
constituted a “local jurisdietion” under the
Africa Order in Council of 1889. “That is to
say,” he explains, “under the powers conferred
by the Foreign Jurisdiction Acts, a consular
jurisdicetion, primarily for British subjects, was
established in these districts, with a right of
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appeal to the Supreme Court of the Colony of
Lagos.”

The extension of British authority from Lagos
to the Oil Rivers and the Delta of the Niger
was the ultimate result of the crusade which
this country maintained against the iniguitous
and cruel slave trade on the west coast of
Africa. “ DBritish interests,” observes Mr. Lucas,
‘“followed close on the heels of philauthropy;
native chiefs were bound over by treaties ; treaties
implied supervision by the stronger of the con-
tracting parties; and, in the end, philanthropy
and interest combined to bring in sovereignty or
Protectorate.” And finally, as a result, we stamp
collectors get a most interesting series of postage
stamps, finger-marking for us all these important
historical developments,

Thus we have (1) English stamps overprinted,
* British Protectorate, Oil Rivers”; (2) Niger
Coast Provisionals : {a) alteration of name, ()
with regular issue following ; (3) sub-division of the
territory into Northern Nigeria ; and (4) Southern
Nigeria.

OIL RIVERS PROTECTORATE.

1892 and 1893 “QIL ILIVERs PROTECTORATE"
Provisionals.—Sir Claude Macdonald was sent
out as the first Governor of the new territory,
then known as the “ Oil Rivers

Protectorate.” He took with BRITISH
him for postal needs a supply

of current English stamps, PROTEGTORATE
which by his orders had been

overprinted with the words

“British Protectorate il OIL RIVERS
Rivers,” in three lines, the e
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words “ British Protectorate ” being close together
in two lines at the top of the stamp, and “Oil
Rivers* at the bottom in one line. The stamps
overprinted, and the numbers supplied of ecach
were as follows :—

Prrr. 14 TUnused. Used.

s, d. s d.

1d. vermilion ... 5,000 .. 0 4 0 &
id. purple _.. 80000 .. 0 5 0 6
ad. green and carmine 42,000 .. 010 1 0
aid. purple on blue ... 72,500 09 09
5d. lilac and blue 36,000 10 10
1s. green 11,000 3 6 36

Boys who have not completed their sets of this
fisst issue will do well to buy those they want at
these prices, for
these stamps
are not likely to
remain in such
low water much
Jonger. At first
they were con-
siderably over-
priced, and they
have come down
as considerably,
till 3s. 6d. for a
stamp of which
only 11,000 were
printed  cannot
be called an
exorbitant one
for a colony
which is cer-
tainly growing
in popularity.

1892 4 TocarL

| SURCHARGES. —

Before Sir Claude Macdonald left England he gave
orders for a permanent set of an approved design to
be prepared forthwith. But the 4d. values of the
stack which he took out with him were exhausted
before the new stamps could be completed. Con-
sequently, some hand-to-mouth provisionals had
tobe issued from time to time to supply demands.
These were, of course, also exhausted with rapidity,
for dealers’ agents at once bought them up. The
amp collector, or rather the stamp collector’s
presentative, is always on the spot whenever a
vaj51011a1 issue is made. Mr. Savage Landor,
tll(E_lntrepid traveller, found it a very hazardous
business to penetrate to the heart of the Forbidden
Land of Thibet ; but if the Grand Lama were to
imounce an issue of provisional stamps of limited

j Mmber, his country would be immediately over-
| T by excursionists from the Strand.

S0 these provisionals were gobbled up, and, as
ey are all high priced, and out of reach of the
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average collector, and are rarely to be had, [ may
dismiss then very briefly.

There are many types of the surcharge, and, like
Joseplt’s coat, they are of many colours. First
came a surcharge “3d.,” in figures in red on
halves of the 1d., bisected diagonally, then fol
lowed a surcharge on the 2d. and 2id. values in
words, a “half-penny” in various types and in
many colours—green, violet, vermilion, carmine,
black,and blue. Also a few higher values—One
shilling” on 2d.; “5s.” on 2d.; *10s.” on 5d. ; and
“20s.” on 1s. Later still there were *3d.” on halves
of the 1d. blue,and “one-half-penny” on 2}d. blue.

All these the young collector may safely leave
till he blossoms
out into a
specialist.

NIGER COAST
PRO-
TECTORATE.

1893. Nicer
Coast Pro-
vISIONALS.—On
May 13th, 1893,
the London
(Gazette an-
neunced that
the territory
would in future
be Lknown as
the “Niger
Coast Pro-
tectorate,” in-
stead of the
“Oil Rivers
Protectorate.”
Hence the design for the stamps ordered by Sir
Clande Macdonald, and which had already been
prepared, had to be altered to the new name,
To save time in engraving new dies, the words
*“Qil Rivers” on every stamp was lightly lined
over or cancelled with a graver by the engraver,
and the words “ Niger Coast ” were added in plain
black letters in a straight line across the upper
edge of eachstamp. The lettering of the old name
showselearly underneaththecancellinglines. These
stamps are recognised amongst philatelists as pro-
visionals, for only enough stamps were printed off
and sent out till new dies could be designed and
engraved. As the numbers printed of these in-
teresting stamps were small, I give them in detail
on the following page.

Personally, I believe these beautiful stamps
are considerably undervalued, and that they will
yet rank as popular favourites, for they are
decidedly interesting from every point of view,
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and they are the choicest work of our best firn of was parcelled out into Northern
designers and engravers—Messrs. Waterlow. Nigeria, Southern Nigeria, and
No WarerMark. PERr. 124 To 15. Lagos: Lagos had already 1ts
Unused. Used, established government and its
4 " oo 5 d. s d stamps. It benefited by terri-
%d‘. Dlae oW e 26:808 (1) ?, ‘1’ 2 torial extension. But Northern
gga green ég,goog g (0) % 0 Nigeria and Southern Nigeria
id. lake 0 3 Ji

5d. hlac ... 16:0[)() 3 6 4 0 are new colonies. Tl.le ‘\lger NORTHERN NIGEAL,

Is. black ... .. 10,000 8 6 7 6 Coast Protectorate disappears

with its beautifully designed and engraved issues

1894. REecULAR [ssue.—Entirely new designs,  and Northern Nigeria and Southern Nigeria, each

yet somewhat simi]ar, were prepared for the with itg separate issue of stamps, t’LI\ES its p]acg

regular issue, to replace the provisionals which had The printers are also changed from Waterlow;
done duty up to this time. The set comprised the to De La Rue’s.

same values as before, but the colours of all were Wartegmarg Cr. C.A. Prrr. 14
changed, except the 1s.,, which was printed in black , . Unused. TUsed.
) id. lilac, name and value in green 01
as before. ia. ,, w Ted .. 02 -
No WarermMaRk. PERF. 12 to 15. gdd » » ” flll}sw g i -
Unused. Used, Unused. Used. 55, .o Y brown .. 0 7 =
s.d. s d. s. d. s d. ed. .., " violet 08 -
dd.green ... 0 3 0 3|23d. blue 10 06 1s. green " black 1 4 -
id. vermilion 0 6 0 4(5d. purple ... 0 9 0 9 2. 6d. ,, . . blue ... 2 8 _
24, lake 3 6 1 6!1s black.. 16 16 10s. “ ' brown ... 13 0 -
1897 - 1900.
WATERMARK SOUTHERN
SeErtes. — The NIGERIA.
same designs,
with colours un- 1901. — For

the series for
this portion of
the divided ter |
ritories, Messrs. |
De La Rue haw
broken away
entirely from
their regular |
colonial types
and have given |
us a new design,
which has incor-
porated the cur
rent Canadian
stamp porteal,

altered, but with
the addition of
6d., 2s. 6d. and
10s. values, with
separate designs,
were next
printed on
paper water-
marked crown
and C.A. As
somc of these
stamps had but
a very Dbrief
existence before
the territory was

sub - divided, NIGER COAST FROTECTGIATE, and bust of the
they will pro- ‘ Queen in State
bably become scarce. This applies mostly to the robes, in a very pleasing design.

higher values, but more particularly to the 1s.

W Cn G.A. P WaTerMaRK Cr. C.A. Prrr. 14
/ATERMARK CR. C.A. FPERF. AS BEFORE. .
3d. yellow- tre blacl
Unused. Used.| Unused Uueg. %g Z,f,,g?;g"' cen, centre black
s. d. B. . s' . .l " ”
id. green... ... 0 1 0 1]6d. yellow brown 0 8§ 08 :_;'g g;gg%ie:ggwn ” ”
1d. vermilion . 0 2 0 2|1s. black ... ... 14 — 6d. mauve " N
2d. carmine ... 0 4 0 4|2s. 6d. olive .33 -- is. green " green B N
214. blue S0 5 0 5[10s deep violet 126 — 9s. 6d. brown " Black i ywo PENCE
bd. violet .08 08 10s. mauve or yellow paper, e o
centre black SOUTHERN NIGERI:

NORTHERN NIGERIA,
1900.—In this year the immense tract of  Asthese Southern Nigeria stamps have not y&
country hitherto known as the Niger territory got into the catalogues, I cannot give catalogi
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prices ; Hut they may be taken at about the same
range as those of Northern Nigeria.

sOME INTERESTING NEW ISSUES.

New issues are not plentiful this month, but
| {hey are, nevertheless, noteworthy, for they in-
" cude a brand new British colony, to wit, British
New (uiana, that is to say, new to the stamp
catalogue.  We have also a very handsome and
classical new series for the classic land of Greece.

BritisH Guraxa.—This colony is changing the
colours of its stamps. The lec. bas been changed
from bright green to a grey green, the 2c. from
lilac and orange to lilac and carmine, and later
still to purple and black on rose red paper, we.,
the same paper on which our current 6d. English
stamp is printed, and I should not be surprised
to find that this new 2c. of British Guiana turns
out in colour and paper to be the forerunner
of our new English King’s heal penny, and,
therefore, of other Colonial 1d. and lc. stamps,
in conformity with the TPostal Union adopted
colour of red for the 1d. The 2c. lilac and car-
mine has had a short life, for it was only
chronicled in June last. It should, therefore, be
secured early, before it is priced as a short-lived
and obsolete stamp.

Britisu NEw GUINEA.—Our Protectorate over
this territory embraces the south-eastern portion
of the island and adjacent islands, and was pro-
claimed in 1884. Annexation followed in 1888,

. ] Hitherto it seems to

- . have been managed
in postal matters by
the Awustralian
Colonies, but it has
just blossomed out
into a stamp-issuing
colony. Messrs.
Whitfield King & Co.
send us the 1s. value,
and we have the full
set from Mr. W. H. Peckitt. The stamps are
evidently the work of Messrs. De La Rue, and
follow the latest fashion of local scenery, with a
!ocal type of boat in the foreground, and the
Tonga turtle variety of watermark.

BRITISH NEW GUINEA.

WaterMaRk TURTLES. PERF. 14.
. fn"-n, centre black. | 4d. deep brown, centre black
W lake, N 6d. myrtle green, ,, "
2d. violet, 1s. orauge, ' »

2d. bright bine

1

CHI‘LI.—ThiS country is reported to be dissatis-
fied with its recently issued desigu by an English
firm, and to have ordered a new series from the
American Bank Note Company.
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Greece.—For a long time there have been
rumours of a new series of new desigun for Greece,

and at last
to chronicle
set I have
from Messrs.
King & Co.
figure forms
design of all.
design 1s a
Hermes,
petasus, or
his wings on
his caduces,
entwined
wand, de-
office as

GREECE—TYPE 1,

I am able
them from a
received
Whitfield
The same
the central
This central
figure of
with his
winged cap,
his heels and
or serpent-
and winged
noting his
herald. The

particular form of the messenger of the gods
portrayed on the stamps is that of the statue of
Mercury, by Giovanni da Bologna. The lepton

GREECE—TYPE 2,

GREECE—TYPE 3.

ADHESIVES.

1 lepton, brown Type 1 | 30 lepta, violet

Type 1
§lcpta. grey black ,, @,

dark brown .

s Orange " 50 ,, red brown ,,

5 ,, grassgreen Type2 | 1 dvachma, black Type3
10 ,, lake ' 2 drachwae, bronze .,
20 ,, mauve Typel 3 . silver ,,
25 ,, ultramarineType2 | & ,, gold '

values are of the ordinary size, and the drachmas
of the long rectangular shape. The stamps are
on stoutish wove paper, and are_said to be the
work of Messrs, Perkins, Bacon & Co. The
colouring of the series is rich, distinet, and
effective, The 2dr. in bronze, 3dr. in silver, and
5dr. in gold are somewhat blurred. Watermark,
“E.T.” and crown. Perf. 14,

TranNsVAAL.—The number printed of the id.
green “ E.R.1.” must have been small, for the stamp
is already obsclete. A new provisional 3d. value
has been made by surcharging a supply of South
African Republic 2d. value with the initials
“E.R.I.” and the words * Half Penny” in two
lines underneath. Further, I am told the new
Transvaal stamps, with King Edward VIIL.'s por-
trait, have already been despatched to Pretoria
from London.
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Somnahurich.—The Datch East Inlia without
the two dots above the final “e,” being a recent
discovery, has not yet got into the catalogues. Have
not seen it priced by any dealer. It is certainly
worth keeping. The U.S., with ** Denbury, Conn.,”
is ouly a pre.cancelled stamp. A. L.—Your St. Vin.
cent is too much torn to be of any value. The
firm you mention are, I believe, quite reliable.
Wyeliffian. —A great many 10c. Chilians were
bisected and used as 5c. stamps in the way you
describe. It has been a common practice in many
countries. J. M. (Griscow). — There are several
shades of 25c, France, old type, dark to pale.
Position of surcharge on Siam does not constitute
a variety. Don’t know New South Wales referrel to.
In the 24 New South Wales the star with few rays is
catalogued as Die 1., and the many-rayed star as Die I1.
Orange River Colony low vaiues arewortliabout double
face. Field Post post-marked stamps are valuabie
only as curiosities or souvenirs of the war. In the
opinion of most collectors Railway Letter Fee stamps
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do not rank as postage stamps. Pidnem.—FEnglish1g
Plate No. 76, used, is catalogued at 1d. by Gibbopy
Kulleetur.—If you have special opportunities fy,
getting Straits stamps, and & strong preference fy,
them, you might go in for them; but it certainly j;
not & country many would select. The varieiies g,
almost endless and perplexing, and, for that reagy
it is not likely ever to be a popular country. Beite
try easier ground first—say, Cook Islands, Nige
Const, Gibraltar, Malta, or British South Africs
H. E. R. {DusrLix),—The price quoted is the catalogye
price which dealers ask. They must have a profi,
but would probably give you half catalogue for clean,
good copies of level stops Orange River Colony,
Vibgyor .— Orange Free State stamps, overprinted
“T. F.,” are telegraph stamps, and are not so valp.
able as postage stamps, as fewer people collect them,
Collector.—No stamps were annexed to your letter.
Values of those referred to are: English 1d. black
6d. ; 2d. blue, no white lines, 1g, 6d.; white lines, 3.
Ordinary red penny is of little value. France, 185
40c., 3d.; and Victoria, 1865 (no 6d. issued in 1868),
Gd., about 4d. if V and crown. |

CAPTAIN THOMAS'S FEAT.

LL.ATELY from Ind, on skates he lacked
Something in skill and force,

As she came skimming

He slowed to watch her course ;
A well-grown damsel, dainty, slim,
And full of youth’s elation,

Her lissom beauty won

Past him she swept with airy grace,
He too struck out with vigour,

"Mid hundreds his eye kept the trace _ -
Of that trim, twinkling figure ;

Soon back she turned, then glance met glance,
Eye-converse means temptation,

For his were brimming

! e ]

There may have been in her bright orbs

‘propitious,

For he gave_chase, increased his pace,
But Fate 15 oft capricious,

Somehow — he slipped, up flew his heels
Poor Captain Thomas,

His feet were large, they looked like huge

A gleam that looked

o’er the ice,

from him

with a big

CEeciL Dyck,
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THE AUTHOR OF THIS TALE 1S THE SOLDIFER WITH THE WHITE

litustrated by
George Soper.

No. VI.-THE MADNESS OF THE MOLE.

1.

I2 belonged to Ours, and we called him the
* Mole,” because he wasalways burrowing
and grubbing in the bowels of the earth.
. He had been a gold-digger in Australia,
which, of course, accounted for a good deal. There
were several old gold-diggers in our squadron, and
thev formed a little clique of their own. None
of us ohjected to this clique, for when we wanted
any trenches dug in a hurry we simply turned
on theze men with picks and shovels, and the
work was done in no time.
they thoroughly enjoyed trench digging. It was

more than most of us did.

One day the Mole came to me—we had just
reached the plateau on the Lydenburg Mountains,
above Machadodorp—and, with a look of mystery
on his face, said :—

“I «ay, sonny, d've know that this yere
country’s chock full of gold? There's piles and
piles of it somewhere in these yere creek bottoms.”

Now, we all knew that the Mole was a
visionary. Like a good many more, Le was full
of the most wonderful projects, but seemed
utterly unable to carry them out. When he had
money he always spent it on the first man who
f@ame along, so, of course, we looked upon him
asafool. | inwardly speculated as to his mental
condition, and let him run on,

I am quite certain

“Yes,” he continued, “there’s gold here—whips
of it, or I'm a Dutchman !?

I told him that the old alluvial digzings of Kaap-
schehoop weren't more than twenty miles off, us
the crow flies, and the great quartz reefs of
Barberton lay beyond. so it was by no means
unlikely. But what was the use of alluvial gold
without water to wash it! I also intimated that
there was lots of treasure at the bottom of the
sea, but in that instance the superabundance of
water was the little ditficulty.

“Don't zit kiddin',” testily remarked the Mole,
ignoring my subtle sarcasm. “You don't s'pose
there’s niver no rain in them parts, do you'!
Now, you're in charge of this yere detachment,
so couldn’t you jist git the boys to throw up a
few trenches in the right spots, and when the
rain comes it would save a mighty deal of trouble.
The war’s nigh over. and you and I are entitled to
our discharges. When we go back to Pretoria we
could take ‘em and cowe back here. Of course,
wed go halves.”

I confess the originality and boldness of the
Mole’s scheme somewhat staggered me. A man
who could work matters so that other men would
unwittingly throw up the wash dirt for him, was
not quite the fool some might take him for.
Another thing for which I admired him was his
easy condescension to those placed in authority
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over him. 1 was his sergeant-major and acting
officer, but, as he evidently took to me, his
attitude was distinctly patronising. Of course,
Ours was an irregular corps— very irregular
indeed, sometimes. when in the neighbourhood of
a large town after pay-day—and, therefore, there
were not those hard and fast lines which one
must, of necessity, find in the regular army.

But on we went, helping to clear the way for
Pole Carew, and I bad forgotten all about the
Mole's projects and offer of partnership, until one
day when I had ordered the men to throw up
some trenches across a great gully, up which, it
was not unlikely, Boers retreating before Buller
at Barberton might try to force their way. It was
then that the Mole reminded me of our former
conversation. He came up to e as I was stand-
ing somewhat apart from the others, and, with
an excited glitter in his eyes, remarked :—

“ T say, boss, for goodness’ sake send Jones and
Murphy away, or they’ll spot the lay, sartin
shure! T'm blowed if I didn’t think you'd for-
gotten all about my little show, but you've struck
oil this time, and no mistake.”

“What on earth should I send Jones and
Murphy away for?” I asked, innocently, watching
the two Australians mentioned with anything but
disfavour. They were two of the best workers in
the cuompany, only, 1 noticed, they had a curious
habit of stopping at times to take up a handful of
earth, and look at it keenly, as a wman would
examine a sample of wheat,

“Don’t gammon, silly!” exclaimed the Mole,
with reprehensible disrespeet. “You know as
well as 1 do that that yere dirt’'s chock full of
gold, an’ them two jokers’ll spot it, unless you
pack ’em off. They’re both dark horses, and I
wouldn't wonder if they've twigged it already.
There’ll be precious little left for us, if them two
get fossicking around.”

1t was quite evident that the poor Mole’s brain
was going. His fad had become a species of
monomania, but still he was a good all-round
man in other respects. I was feeling in a
peculiarly philanthropic frame of mind, and, so,
as the men had been hard at it for four or five
hours un end, I sent them all back to cawp.

We never finished those trenches, for next morn-
ing we had to move three or four miles further to
the east, where we remained and established a block-
house. It was here that the poor Mole’s madness
seemed to develop. He used to come to me
nearly every day and ask for leave ; so, as there
was little or nothing to do in camp, and as he
always paid a man to look after his horse and
do his pickets, I allowed him to go. He would
disappear early in the morning, and come back
late at night covered with mud, for it had begun

to rain heavily, and all the little creeks had come
down in flood. None of us begrudged him hjs
leave. We all considered hLis mental conditigy
was now hopeless, for some of the men declared
that Le spent his days in imitating the retiring hyt
industrious little animal which he was called after,

“It's all right, boss. It's panning out bully?
he said to me, mysteriously, one day. Not caring
to encourage him in his madness, I asked ng
questions.

One morning the Mole went out as usual. The
evening came, but with it no Mole. I nounted
the guard, telling them to look out for the missing
man should he approach in the darkness, and
turned in. Next morning I fully expected to find
him in the block-house when I got up, but no
Mole came. He had never behaved Ilike this
before. Of course, not even the maddest {ool
wonld have attempted desertion. Something
must have happened to him., We got ready a
patrol, and started out in search of the missing
man. I made straight for the line of trenches
across the gully which had seemed to attract
the Mole’s attention some weeks before, but there
was no sign of him there. What we supposed
must have been the heavy rains had changed the
place beyond recognition, Only, alongside one of
the trenches, we found a large tin basin and a
long-handled shovel that had mysteriously dis-
appeared from the block-house some few weeks
before.

“(Crikey ! this is queer,” remarked Murphy, who
was one of our party ; “looks as if someone had
been doin’ a bit of prospectin’. Let’s investizate
this 'ere biziness.”

But we didn’t get time, for just then a
Mauser on a neighbouring hillside went tick-
tock, and an explosive bullet struck Murphys
horse. Murphy slid to the ground with a smart-
ness for which I had never given him credit.
Then more Mausers, in the hands of our unseen
enemies, rang out, and we realised that there was
a strong party of Boers in our immediate neigh-
bourhood. We got back to the block-house in
double-quick time, Murphy holding on to my
stirrup leather. Fortunately there was no further
casualty.

The Boers did not attack us in our block-house,
as we had expected ; as for the Mole, his fate was
a mystery. He was put down in the casuaity list
under the ominous heading of missing.

1L

TWO months later, and many unexpected things

had occurred. The Boers, who, under Lord
Roberts’s proclamation, laid down their arts and
took the oath of allegiance, had, with that
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wonderful elasticity of conseience for which the
Boer stands unsurpassed, taken them up again,
and wone on their bloody and nefarious war-path,
They had retaken several points on the Delagoa
Day line, and the worst of the whole affair was
that they succeeded in taking me. It came about
in this way :—

I was always the vietim of an intense love of
adventure, and I

Mauser bullets to crash through my heart or
brain,

“ Put up your hands ! * they cried.

There was no help for it, and I slowly put them
up, wondering why they spared me.

They took my rifle, and marched me bhefore
them back up the steep kloof, and then I dis-
covered why they had been merciful.

sometimes wonder
now how it is Provi-
dence has stood by
me as it has done. In
the present 1nstance,
1 had got to hear vl
a dangerons memben
of the tiger fanuly
that had its lair ia a
gloomy wooded kloot
some three or lour
miles from our camp,
and | longed to try
conclusions with it.
Familiarity = with
danger in most cases
breeds contempt, tor,
despite my knowledge
of the fact that 1
knew the Boers were
still hovering about
our neighbourhood, L
went three days run
ning to that gorge.
down which the
nafrow, bnt well-
beaten ymd of some
wild animal ran, and,
taking my position
cose to it, awaited
patiently the coming
of the denizen of
that wild mountain
land.

No whiskered felive
cane, but on the third
day, as [ sat patiently
with my Martini-

enry sporting ritle
tween my knees,
there was a rustle of .
branches close to the spoor that for the moment
Made 1y heart go pit a-pat. I turned to find
myself covered by a couple of Mauser rifles, and
% see behind them the grinning faces of two
ers.  Why they did not shoot me dead, seeing
that I wore—to them—the accursed red pugaree,
Y83 & mystery to me at the moment. I sat as
Paralysed. every mowment expecting their

1 TURNED TO FIND MYRFTLF COVERED BY A COUPLE OF MAUSER RIFLES, AND TO SEE
BEHIND 1HBXY THE GRINNING FACES OF TWO BOERS,

There was a small party of Boers gathered
together in a little dip of the ground at the
summit, and in the midst of them was my horse,
which I had left carefully picketed. Fool that
I was to have taken such risks! The leader of
the party was a tall, fine-looking man, with a
flowing dark beard, and in a moment, by reason
of the many photographs I had seen, 1 recognised
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him as General 1)e-la-Ray, the Huguenot Boer,
perhaps, next to Joubert, the most enlightened
and least fanatical of Paul Kruger's following.
Certainly he was not always able to keep an eye
upon his marauding bands, but it is reasonable to
suppose that when he could he always didso. I
was taken betore him.

*“You come from the block-house over there?”
he said to me, pointing eastward with his riding-
whip. His voice was quiet and courteous. There
was no sign ot the cold-blooded fanaticism of De
Wet about him.

I admitted that I did, and met his scrutiny
calmly. It seemed tc me that 1 was in a measure
safe in his hands

“How many men are therc of vou, and how
many guns have

CAPTAIN.

suppressed their language and whipped them tq
heel.

But I could only repeat that, putting all other
differences aside, and as one man to another, he
must know that I could not possibly give him the
information he desired.

Re took it wonderfully quietly—this fine-look.
ing Boer general.

“Then you must come with us,” was all he
said.

I mounted my horse, and the Boers closed
around me. They were a vagabond-looking lot—
a very striking contrast to their chief. It i
tolerably certain they would have dearly loved to
cut my throat, but my time was not yet.

All that night, and the greater part of next day,
we trekked along

you got?” he

asked.

“T cannot tell
you, General
De-la-Ray,” I
replied ; “and I
Am sure you
would not have
me prove a
traitor.”

“T'm not quite
so snre about
that,” he said,
shifting uneasily
in his saddle;
“the exigencies
of war force men
to do things that
at other times

— the lofty spurs of
the Lydenburgs
until we came to
a point where,
some three or
four thousand
feet below, we
Saw a great
valley. It was
that down which
the Delagoa Bay
line runs  Aiong
it flcwed the
ciear and swift-
running  Croco
dile River. The
station buid
ings, once more

cccupied, and

they would not
dream of doing.”

“Then all I
can say is that
Britain will exact a heavy penalty for every
action you commit contrary to the usages of
war.”

He had looked at me sharply on hearing me call
him by name.

“You are bold, and you assume a good deal,”
he rejoined, coldly. ““ Your generals question our
men who are taken prisoners ; I don’t see why I
shouldn’t question you. Now, if you answer my
questions, and I put you on your hanour to speak
the truth, you shall be allowed to go. If you do
not, then you must put up with the consequences,
and come with us.”

It sounded strange to hear a Boer speak about
honour, but then the Huguenot Boers are very
different from the Dutch. If those of good old
French descent could only see it, they have no
reason to side with the Dutch, who, in the old days,

THE BARBED-WIRE ENCLOSURE AT NOITGEDACHT, DELAGOA BAY LINE,
WHERF THE BRITISE PRISONERS WERE EEPT.

Photograph by E. 8. C. Dyke, B.H,

the Boer cawmp,
were hardly dis-
cernible at that
great height
The ruins of that ancient city, once occupied by
the Bantus, resembled a few faint hieroglyphics
scratched in the soil. It was, indeed, a weird
and majestic scene.

We dismonnted, and then began one of the
most trying and dangerous descents it was possi-
ble to imagine. 1 would have thought twice
before tackling it of my own free will. I hardly
thought that a horse could negotiate a mountain-
side that seemed only suited for a goat. Asit
was, we reached the bottom without any serious
mishap.

I was taken to a large barbed-wire enclosure,
round which were a large number of iron poles
fitted with the electric light apparatus. In ths
enclosure was an indeseribable jumble of quaint
little huts, tents, and dug-outs, constructed and
voofed in by every conceivable kind of material--old
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boxes, lniscuit tins, canvas, calico, grass, and seedy
old corrugated iron.  Walking and lounging about
was the most ragged-looking lot of British officers
and men it was ever my misfortune to bebold.
My name, vank, and other particulars were taken
down by the secretary of one of the commandants.
I was ziven a pannikin and a plate. The great
cate, ziczagged all over with barbed wire, and
guarded by armed  Boers, was thrown open, and I
was ushered into the human pen. Some of the
prisoners gathered around to scrutinise me. Then
o voice I seemed to know sang out :—

“How d'de, boss?. Glad to see you.
ddo?”

I turned sharply at this somewhat doubtful
welcome, and there, looking muddier than ever,
and with outstretched hand, was the Mole !

How

IIL,

l CONFESS to feeling very glad also at seeing

an old friend in that wretched, squalid hive
of unfortunates. I shook hands with the Mole,
and, answering briefly the many questions which
my fellow prisoners plied me with, accompanied
my companion up one of the central passages,
or main streets, right to the far end of the
square, close to the barbed wires of which he
lived in a species of subterraneous domicile
which did credit to his name. It was roofed in
by a few sheets of corrugated iron, raised only
a foot or so above the ground. I descended the
three or four disconcerting steps, and entered.

“Ain’t it a daisy ?” exclaimed the Mole, look-
ing around with unpardonable vanity.

I equivocated and made the most of things—
the very few things there were in that sepulchre.
It was guiltless of furniture, save an up-
turned biscuit - box, which the Mole casually
referred to as the table, and a few o]d sacks
and a large pile of grass in another corner
which he called his *“virtuous couch!” He
magnanimously offered to give the latter up to
me, but I hastened to say that I could
not allow such self-sacrifice: I would buy a
blanket from the Boer store and sleep on the
roof, or somewhere thercabouts. In various
parts of the earthen walls were little niches in
which Le kept his meagre stores and few simple
culinary articles. The most striking feature,
however, of his establishment was a good-sized
oven in that side of the wall nearest the fence;
the door was made of quite a respectable sheet
of plate iron. 1 remarked that he had rather a
Ia_rge oven for such a small family, but he only
winked knowingly, and remarked that he was
Supposed to take in baking ; he would exploit
the beauties of the oven later on.

Yol. vi.—1g
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And then he told me how he had been sur-
prised by the Boers, just as he was leaving one
of our old trenches at nightfall, and taken
prisoner. Fortunately, the “stuff” had been
carefully planted, and he had told them that he
had been merely doing a little prospecting,
otherwise they might have tried some of their
gentle little persuasive ways—something to do
with sjamboks and the butt ends of rifles—to
find out where the gold was. He had struck it
rich, and no mistake. In fact, he had come
across a regular pocket of nuggets so wonderfully
fertile that he doubted if he himself could carry
it all away. He did not forget that I had got
him out of an ugly scrape once,and that we were,
in a sense, partners. Of course, half of the gold
would be mine—when we got away from where
we were.

1 could not help smiling, although it was very
obvious that the poor Mole’s imprisonment had by
no means improved his mental condition. I asked
him if, even supposing he had sackfuls of diamonds
hidden outside, how he was to get to them ?

e regarded me for a moment with a suspicion
of pitying contempt. The Mole was surely very
mad.

“Just put your peepers to that hole in the
roof,” le said, *and see if all’s serene, while |
see how the hread’s getting on.” He winked
ponderously, and I assured him that there was
no one in sight.

He went over to the oven, opened it, pulled cut
what I considered to be the back part, and lo! when
he struck a match and I peered in, there was along,
narrow passage, some yards in length, and sloping
upwards. It bore eloquent testimony to the fact
that the Mole was still worthy of his name.

“Savey 1” he remarked, with a grin. “Now
d’ye understand ? That passage’ll take us out just
beyond the barhed-wire entanglement, as is some
12ft. broad.”

The sight made my heart’s beat quicken, bus
the practical side of my paturc asserted itself.

“But what about the electric light and the
sentries outside 7” I asked. *If they saw us
breaking through the earth, they’d shoot, and
that would be rather a nuisance, wouldn’t it ?”

He admitted that the shooting part of the
business would be unpleasant, but he ex-
plained that the electric light plant was very
untrustworthy, and occasionally struck for half
an hour or so at a stretch. The Boers themselves
were a half-hearted lot in their duties, and if
we seized our opportunity, there would be nothing
to prevent us getting clear away.

I began to think that in some things the Mole
was not quite so mad as T had imagined. DBut
that cock-and-buil yarn about the gold that onc
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man could hardly carry was too silly for words.
Why had he never even shown me a specimen ?

»* * 2 #* -

Midnight, and the Mole passed out to me from
the nearly completed passage the usual canfnl
of earth, which I duly and surreptitiously
deposited on a sand-heap hard by. We had
quietly laid in, without exciting suspicion, a
few days’ provisions from the two Boer stores—
at the usual fancy prices—and were prepared
to make the final dash for liberty. I had been
a fortnight in that gloomy prison-house in the
deep valley, and was already eating wmy heart
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day, albeit by no means steadily. At timeg
indeed, it flickered in a most alarming fashi()nj
The only sounds one could hear in that deep, yp.
wholesome valley were the never-ceasing murmy;
of the Crocodile River and the monotonous hyp
that came from the ramshackle engine houge
belonging to the electric light plant, The djs.
concerting feature of the weird scene was the
sentries ; there was one every twenty yards or g
apart. Some ot them kept pacing up and down;
others, again, sat motionless on the ground, while
others would stand talking together. I was glag
to see that at our end of the enclosure, and at ope
of the corners, the sentries sat on the ground

conversing, thus

THE SIGHT NEFARLY TCUE MY BRFATH AWAT.

out with ennua. I did not play cards like the
others, so, although it was not required of me,
I used to beg to be allowed to help the rank
and file grind the mealies that were served out
to us every day. I may tell of the strange life
we led in Noitgedacht some other time.

“TI say, boss,” observed my comrade, as I came
back with the empty basket, “I'm so near the
bloomin’ surfis now that I think we'd better be
ready to scoot to-night, should that ’lectric light
go out, as it usually does. Just take a look out
and see what’s goin’ on.”

I looked, and the prospect was far {from
encouraging. All around the great enclosure the
glectric light glowed with the brightness of noon-

relieving us of
their unwelcome
attentions. If
the electric light
were to fail fora
matter of ten
minutes, we
could, with g
little luck, break
through the few
inches of mud
roofing, and make
good - our escape
in the darkness

“* Molison,” [
sa1d (strangely
enough his name
was suggestive of
the one he had
earned), “I
wouldn't break
too far through
that crust of
earth, for if the
electric light
doesn’t behave in
its usual fashion
‘ and go out, some
of those chaps may fall through the roof of the
tunnel, and then there’ll be a deuce of a row.”

“Too late now, matey "—he really was alte
gether too familiar—* I'm all but throngh. We'we
got to run the blockade this blessed night. G
the prog, shove it into that there haversack, a.m.i
sling it on yer back. You stand by the steps, 503

to pass us the word should the "lectric light peter

out, and I'll stay here, so’s to be ready to push
through. You'll have ter foller in double-quick
time, if yer wants ter git away.”

I confess to having suffered from considerable
apprehension and suppressed excitement as the
night, or, rather, the morning, wore on. I \\'al({h
the two Boers at the corner of the enclosire. just
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outside the wire entanglement, and I could at
times hear what they said. I knew the Taal
they spoke fairly well, and their conversation
was truly startling.  The Boep with all his
wgehlimuess” is one of the most credulous of
human Deings. This is because his ignorance
approaches the sublime. They spoke of Kitchener
and French as having been captured by Botha,
and as for Lord Roberts’s proclamations—they
certainly were sure signs of weakness and fear.

After all, such a thing as clemency was not in
their own natures, so how was it possible they
could accredit that virtue to others! Of course,
such policy was productive of infinitely more evil
than good.

But would that electric light never fail? Tn
two hours more it would be daylight, and impos-
sible to carry out our project. All sorts of desperate
schemes coursed through my brain, and T was just
abeut to advocate breaking through the remaining
few inches of clay and taking chances, seeing that
the two Boers lay quietly on the ground as if
asleep, when, without any warning whatever, the
light went out

Now was our time, I jumped into the dug-out,
and crawled into the narrow passage.

“Serape, Mole, scrape!” 1 cried ; “the light's
out!”

Theard the Mole's jack-knife ripping through
the clay. There was a dull fall of earth, and then
a soumnd of hard breathing and struggling. In
another moment he had disappeared through the
hole. I wrigaled forward and followed close on
hisheels, and then, in a crouching position, we ran
towards cover for our lives. But just as T reached
the first thorn-bush I heard a heavy thud, and,
looking for a moment over my shoulder, realised
thatone of the sentries, in running back to his post,
had stepped into the hole, and been thrown to
the ground with such violence that he now lay
stuoned and insensible. I felt sorry for him, but
I did not go back to help him up.

We ran dodging in and out of the ancient,
Tuned kraals of the black man's city, taking good
care at the same time to steer clear of the many
thorn bushes that grew so thickly everywhere.
Once we nearly ran into a Boer picket, and we
thought all "was up with us, but we held our
breath, and drew back as stealthily as cats.
Doubtles., the picket was half asleep. We made
% détour, and stumbled across a little pile of
%ddlery. To put a saddle on our heads and
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take a bridle apiece was the work of a moment,
and then we went on again. In a few minutes
more we struck what were doubtless the horses
of the picket. We saddled up two of the best
of them, and mounted in the quickest time on
record,

“Now then, comrade, into the river, and make
back by way of Godwan station,” I said. “ The
Boers will naturally think we've gone up the
valley.”

We described a great half circle, and, on passing
our late prison-yard, we could héar the Boers
buzzing about like bees, but, luckily, they had not
been able to start the electric Jight again. For-
tunately for us, there was some little moonlight.

Four hourslater we were still cantering, shoulder
to shoulder, along the fairly good trail. We
avoided Godwan River station, and late in the
afternoon had reached the trenches on the plateau
where the Mole had been taken prisoner.

“Now, where’s your treasure, Molison 77 I asked,
curious to know what sort of pebbles the poor
fellow in his monomania had mistaken for nuggets

of gold. '

He went to a secluded spot in the bed of the
ravine, removed some heavy stones, and the two
of us pulled out something done up in strong
sacking, and very heavy. The Mole undid the
string that kept it together.

“ Now, boss, F'll show you a sight for sore eyes,”
he sald. “Just take a look at them. Aren’t they
beauties, and half of them are yours!”

And when I looked, the sight nearly took my
breath away, for they were real gold nuggets,
after all!

“Now, boss,” he observed, “you can take as
many as you like in your wallet, in the meantime,
and we'll bury the rest.  When we've retaken the
Delagoa Bay line, and got our discharges, we'll
come back and exploit these yere trenches.”

“And, in the meantime, we'll go on to the block-
house,” T remarked. *It's not more than four
miles away. I do feel prerious sore.”

We reburied the nuggets, and, as we came in
sight of the block-house, we saw, by the men
moving about and the number of tents in the
vicinity, that it had been strongly reinforced.

“ Now, boss,” said the Mole, “ take my tip. and
lay low about this yere new claim of ours. Yer
can tell ’em that I am, if anything, just a little
madder than ever. TIt'll keep 'em from arsking
worritin’ questions.”

o (MWoeha
w10
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Famous il ~FSCAPES

By Joun G. Rowe. lilustrated by A. J. Johnson.

INGENIOUs and daring
attempt to escape from
Holloway Gaol made
some time ago by a prisoner
under remand, Paul Lebon, the
Frenchman since sentenced to
seven years’ penal servitude for
the extraordinary chloroform rob-

The following night he broke the
handcuffs, the chain of his collay,
and the chain that fastened him
to the floor, removed several thick
planks in the ceiling, as well a5 |
sufficient stones from the wall ©
admit of his crawling through
With the assistance of one of the

bery at Kensington, recalls the ex- planks from his room he made his
traordinary feat of Howard Trask, . " way to the top of a shed, from which
a prisoner in the county gaol in L " he escaped into the street, laden a
Boston, United States, in 1823. ! } he was with his collar and hand
This man had killed two of his 7 ! ‘-j/ .. cuffs. It did not appear that he
fellow prisoners, who had been W i ' had any instrument to assist him
put with him to assist him 1n ( ; in releasing himself from his irons
reading the Bible, and was put I\ or breaking through the wall.
in irons. He had shackles upon |“ Mr. Winston Churchill’s bold and

his legs by which he was chained -~ successful break from the Boersat
to the floor, and handcuffs con- o 10— Pretoria will in all probability go
nected by a chain with an wron - i .. down to fame, as will the excite
collar round his neck. A ) ment caused by the fruitless hunt
Y -2
] :
B =
RS )
5 .
&
Il Bl ‘
— it Rl |
li ? — 3 —_
-] f e
|
Cal 3 1 z
”'"——/ 2 i
‘j;:-:f/;,’— - =
_—Jg/-‘:‘-?j :
! = , '
= - K.‘_”
&/ o -
THE ESCAPE OF JAMES e R T == —
STEPHENS FROM RICHMOND /—-' e L - =T

GAOLy DUBLIN,




SOME FAMOUS

through the Kentish woods for the cscaped
convicts, Soar and King.

But the greatest of all escapes from gaol in
modern or ancient times was undoubtedly
Henri La Tude’s from that terrible French
Guate prison, the Bastille. He had been sent
there through Incurring the displeasure of
Madame de Pompadour, Louis XV.’s notorious
favourite. With his cell-mate, one D’Alegré,
he made his escape in the following way :—

They converted the steel of their tinder-box
into a knife, pulled two hook-like hinges from
the table, and, employing these as chisels, re-
moved the cement from the iron bars which had
been built into the chimney of their dungeon.
It took them months to perform this task alone.
They concealed their tools in the day-time in a
hole in the roof. Out of their firewood and
their shirts, unthreaded, they made a rope-
ladder 20ft. long, and also, without a nail or a
hammer, made a complete wooden ladder from
the logs supplied them for their fire, of the
same length. The hole in the ceiling, which
was double, served to hide everything.

One winter night, a year and a half after they
had begun their operations, they climbed the
chimney, taking all their apparatus with them.
By means of their ladders they climbed down
into the moat, swam across, and, with their
tools and the iron bars taken from the chimney,
broke a hole through the exterior wall of the
prison, which was sft. thick, under the very feet
of the sentinels. They then nearly met their
deaths by drowning, fatigued as they were, in
crossing the outer moat, but they got away and
reached Amsterdam in safety.

Jack Sheppard, that prince of prison breakers,
escaped from shackles on shackles, and round-
house after round-house, as well as twice from
Newgate Gaol, in ways, however, that have
been wrapped up in so much that is mythical,
It1s impossible to distinguish between fact and
fiction.

The escape, or rather rescue, of James
Stephens, the Fenian Head Centre, from
Richmond Gaol, Dublin, in November, 1865,
aused the greatest sensation at the time, the
manner in which it was effected being for long
4 petfect mystery to the authorities, who offered
areward of £ 1,000 for his recapture. Stephens
had been placed in the hospital ward of the
Prison, and, as it was thought an attempt might
be made by his frierds and sympathisers to
rescue him, a boy named McLeod was put in
“the neat cell, and instructed to sound his cell-
Bong on the first suspicious sound. John
Breslin, a hospital steward, and Daniel Byrne,
1 warder, in league with the Fenians, at
Midnight liberated the Fenian chief from his
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cell. McLeod afterwards said he heard them
enter, but was too frightened to raise the alarm.
The rescuers thought that the ladder used for
lighting the lamps was long enough to reach to
the top of the yard wall, but when they came
to try, they found it was over 8ft. short.

Here was a plight. McLeod, they Lknew,
might at any moment give the alarm.  Breslin
had the keys of the lunatics’ dining-room. He
and Byrne got the two tables from it, while
Stephens hid in an. unused sentry-box. The
tables were placed one atop of the other against
the wall, then the ladder was reared upon them,
and the two warders steadied it while Stephens
mounted. On the other side of the wall was a
tool-shed, and Stephens slid down the roof of
this into the governor’s garden.

Ata point in the Circular Road that runs along
the outer wall of the gaol a party of the con-
federates were in waiting with a long rope. A
pear tree in the governor’s garden marked on
the hither side of the wall their position.
Stephens threw a stone over the wall—the
agreed-onsignal. His friends immediately tossed
one end of the rope over, and, clinging to it,
Stephens was drawnd up. He then dropped
down, and his rescuers, massing close up against
it, broke his fall.

This is the account given by Breslin himself,
as well as Stephens and all concerned in the
rescue.  Stephens escaped- to America, whence
Breslin shortly afterwards fled also. No sus-
picion for a moment rested on the latter until
the hour of his flight.

This was not the only famous prison escape
Breslin was concerned in. He also planned
that of the six military Fenian prisoners from
the convict settlement of Freemantle, Australia.
The American Fenians fitted out a barque, the
Catalpa, which sailed to Freemantle and cruised
about the coast. The Fenian convicts were
communicated with, and directed to make a
break one evening for the shore. A boat was
there in waiting, and they were taken off in
it under the very eyes of their amazed and
helpless guards.

The water police, though, were promptly
roused out, and they started in pursuit in their
cutter. But the darkness had long since swal-
lowed up the fugitives. T'he suspicious-looking
barque was remembered, however, and an armed
steamer, the Georgette, started in search of her.
She was sighted at daybreak, well out at sea.
Pursuit was given, and she was quickly over-
hauled, when a shot was fired across her bows.

She, however, held on her way, and refused
to heave-to or permit a boat’s crew to board her.
The Georgette could have blown her out of the
water, but she carried the “Stars and Stripes,”
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and to have fired on her meant firing on the
American flag. The Georgetle's captain did not
care about taking such responsibility upon him-
self. Furthermore, he had no reliable informa-
tion that the convicts were aboard, so the
Cata/pa was allowed to proceed unmolested.

In the American Civil War, two Yankee
officers, captured by the Southerners, dug a
tunnel out of Libby Prison, under a road—some
zoft.—into a timber-yard near by. By means of
the tunnel they, as well as about forty of their
fellow-prisoners of war, succeeded in escaping.
But, unfortun-
ately, most of the
fugitives, includ-
ing one of the pair
who dug the tun-
nel, were recap-
tured before they
could gain the
frontier.

Lord Nithsdale,
condemned to
death for his share
i the rebellion of
1715, escaped the
night before the
day fixed for his
execution, through
the courage and
ingenuity of his
wife.  She went
dressed in two
gowns with her
maid to the
prison. He put on
one of the gowns
over his ‘ciothes,
and accompanied
the maid from the
cell, feigning to be
overwhelmed with
grief that he might
hide his face in
his handkerchief.
He escaped to !
France, where he
was subsequently
joined by his countess, whom the authorities,

admiring her courage, set at liberty on dis-

covering the trick.

Henry Davis, a/ias Stoddart, was sént to gaol
in Memphis, Tennessee, for forging cheques. He
was sentenced to ten years’ hard labour. While
in gaol, the governor of the State received a
petition for Davis’s pardon, representing him as
the innocent victim of a conspiracy, and this
was so influentially signed by, among others, the
whole of the jury who had tried the convict, that

A SENTINEIL FACED HIM WITH FIXED BAYONFT.

. faced him with fixed bayonet.

the governor granted a pardon, and provided the
released man with a new suit of clothes and 3
sum of money, with which Davis promptly dis.
appeared. It was discovered two weeks late
that the petition was nothing more or less thap
aforgery, perpetrated by the convict kimself! Qn
account of his good conduct and skill as a
penman, he had been employed in the record
departments of the institution, and this was how
he occupied his spare time.

The most indefatigable, daring, and yet,
perhaps, the unluckiest, of prison-breakers was
Baron Frederick
Trenck, a Prus
sian nobleman
andofficer of Fred.
erick the Great's
bodyguard., He
fell under the dis-
pleasure of the
King through an
intrigue with the
monarch’s own
sister.  Unjudged,
he was immured
in the fortress of
Glatz, though only
nineteen years of
age. He sawed
through no less
than eight iron
bars on his win-
dow, then climbed
down a rope,
made of leather
straps and his
hedclothes, goft.
into the moat
He, however
stuck fast in the
mud of this, and
had to call the
guard. i

His next exploit
was to snatch from
his side the sword
of an officer who
came to sce him,
and with it to cut his way, literally, through some
ten soldiers out of his dungeon, and along the
corridor. He hurled the sentinel headlong from
the top to the bottom of the stairway, then leaped,
sword in hand, from the rampart to the ont
below, a distance of nearly 20ft. He ]eaped
the second wall with equal safety. A sentinel
He parried the
thrust, slashed the man across the face, and
dashed at the palisades. Over these he was
scrambling when his foot caught in the woodwork,
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and then, unable to extricate it, he was over-
owered, though he fought like a tiger.  After-
wards he was guarded still more closely. -

Next he corrupted an officer of the garrison
named Schell, and got this man to aid him to
escape.  They were»discovered in the act of
fight, and, in jumping from the battlements,
Schell sprained his ankle, Trenck carried him
on his back, and they escaped across the Neiss
in a boat into Bohemia. Trenck, however,
was betrayed by the Dantzig authorities, and
Frederick the Great had him confined this time
at Magdeburg. Here he was loaded with irons,
chained like a wild beast to the wall, and half
starved. With his great strength he burst the
chains, broke his handcuffs, and, with a knife he
had managed to secure, cut through three of
four doors that shut in his dungeon. His knife
then broke, so he pulled up the bricks of his
cell foor, and, when his gaolers appeared in the
morning, saluted them with volleys of these.
He kept a dozen grenadiers at bay, and only
capitulated on condition that he was treated no
worse than before.

After this, having obtained two small files
through a kind-hearted sentinel, he began to
mine through the foundations of the fortress,
his dungeon being built in the ditch.  While so
occupied, he was loaded, in addition to his other
fetters, with a monstrous iron collar, connected
by chains with his ankles. Yet burdened as
he thus was, he mined through something like
soft. of earth, the sentinel who was his friend
disposing of what he dug out from time to time
in bags. Another sentinel, however, heard the
strange underground noises, his operations were
discovered, and all his labours proved to have
been in vain,

The intrepid man was contriving yet another
plan of escape when he was released on condi-
tion that he never more set foot within Prussian
terntory.  After his liberation, he published
several works in prose and verse, for his genius
was of an exceedingly versatile order. Hisill-luck,
however, pursued him. Proceeding to France in
the Reign of Terror,”he was accused of being a
Prussian spy, and guillotined on July 25th, 1794.

A man named ‘Punch” Howard made a
remarkably clever escape from Millbank in
1847, With his knife he sawed through the
Pot-bar of his window, which was 3ft. long
but only 6ins. wide; then, stripping to his

 prevented it slipping outwards.

shirt, he squeezed himself through this narrow
aperture. He had put the iron-barred window-
frame half in, half out of the slit. He stood on
the outer end, the inner catching securely against
the top of the embrasure, the depth of which
His cell was on
the topmost tier, and he was thus able to drag
himself up on to the roof of the prison. He had
previously constructed a rope out of his bed-
clothes, and tied one end of it round his waist.
By means of the ropg, he des -ended safely into
the governor’'s garden, climbed the wall by
means of a plank, and got clear away,

In 1755, John Casanova, wit, libertine, and
scholar, was arrested by the State Inquisitors
of Venice. He was shut up in the ill-famed
camerotti, or cells, in the State prison. He
contrived to make a lamp, by whose light at
night he bored a hole in the floor of his
chamber, through four thicknesses of planking
and a concrete pavement, almost right through
to the secretary’s room below, when he was
transferred to another apartment, and so had all
his trouble for nothing. He next managed to
communicate with the occupant of the cell above
his—a monk, Balbi by name. The two planned
to break through the ceiling of his cell and then
escape together by way of the roof.

The hole was broken between the two cells,
and Casanova climbed up into Balbi’s. They
then made a rope out of their sheets, and easily
broke through the roof, and got on to the
leads. They lowered themselves by means of
the rope to a dormer window, which they burst
in. Entering, they got into the Chancery of the
Doge. They cut a hole in the panel of the door,
crawled through, stole down two flights of stairs,
and came to the passage leading to the Royal
Stairs, as they were called. There they were
pulled up by four broad doors or gates, “to
force which would have demanded a siege-
engine.” They looked out of a window, and
a lounger saw them and notified the porter of
the palace, who came with his keys and undid
the gates, thinking someone had been locked up
inside by mistake. They stood close to the
door, and the moment the old man opened it
they bounded past him like two flashes, and
vanished instantly into the darkness. Hurriedly
crossing the Piazzetta, they reached the canal
and jumped into the first gondoia they found.
Daybreak saw them well away from Venice.

“EARGY”



A RECORD CAMEL.

WAS especially interested in a back number
of this magazine, because it mentioned
“the famous camel, ‘ Misera,” which had
quite recently travelled six hundred miles

without a drink.” 1 have pleasure in sending you

a. photograph of this camel, * Misera,” which was

my father's riding camel during the Elder Ex-

ploring Expedition, of which my father was the
leader. The

distant townships and stations in Western Qneens.
land, New South Wales, and South Australig
There are said to be about four thousand camely
in Western Australia engaged in carrying supplies
to the goldfields in the interior of that state
The average load of a camel is 500ibs., which he
will carry for hundreds of miles, at an averag
daily journey of about fifteen miles, One of my

father’s camels

true record was =
620 miles in
thirty-five days,
on only 7% gal-

lons of water
for the whole
period. This

was while cross-
ing the Great
Victoria Desert
in Western Aus-
tralia, 450 miles
of the distance
being over steep
parallel ridges
of sand, princi-
pally covered
with spinifex (a
necdle - like
grass, the sharp
points of which
cause great suf-
fering
animals, who
have to force
their way
through 1t).
The edible
bushes for the
camels were of
the driest na-
ture, and very
scanty. The
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= carried 1lewt

ki for 120 mije
Atrained riding
camel will easily

hundred miles
in oneday. The
camels bred in
Australiaare
considered su
perior to those
imported from
India. They
are intelligent
animals, and
. become very
much attached
to their masters
if kindly

though they
have a great ob-
jection to cross-
ing streams,
they can swim.
In the early

closed, through
lack of watdn

. /’7"%{7 . to any othel'

caravan con-
sisted of forty-

two camels, some carrying 800lbs, weight. Only
one camel died on this remarkable journey, which
has never been equalled in the world.

My father, who had much to do with camels
for ten years, has told me some facts about them
which I think might interest some of your readers,
There are many thousands of camels now in
Australia emiployed in carrying goods to the far

camnels, and, hsd

it not been for them, food and water famines '_
would have more than once overtaken the gold F

seekers.

Water was often carried thirty-five to forlf
miles in specially constructed casks, and SO_]d O
from 1s. to 2s. Gd. per gallon to the dust-begrimed ;

thirsty diggers.
ArtHUr J. S. Livpsi¥.
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THE ONLY REALLY “GLORIOUS”

WAR'

written and llustrated by
Harold Macfarlane.

The largest medal In this diagram fllus-
{rates the 42,000 lives saved by the Natlonal
Lifeboat Institution in the course of the
Society's career, against the number of
pritons who died in the Crimes (22,182) and
in South Africa up to the present time, the
proportion of which is shown by the two
gmaller medals.

EXPERIENCES of
many months
past have ren-
dered the mis-
application of
the flamboyant
adjective, that
has so frequently
been used in con-
junction with the
direful substan-
tive ‘‘war,” to
be employed at
most infrequent
intervals of late.
War, in the ac-
not “glorious,” although it
It is,

cepted sense, is
be the source of ‘'many deeds that are.
ndeed, the most terrible misfortune short of a

universal cataclysm that can overtake this
planet ; and yet there is a war, a war with the
tlements, a glorious war, that we must all use
our best endeavour to carry on with vigour,
untit the sorrow spoken of by the prophet

55 no longer on the sea, and it can be quiet.

The coast-line of the United Kingdom, al-
though it extends through 4,9c0 miles, boasts
on an average a station under the jurisdiction of
the Royal National Lifeboat Institution every
sxteen miles, There are, moreover, numerous
branches of the same society, that has for its presi-
dent the King, scattered throughout the length
and breadth of the land. It 1s, therefore, not
with the object of drawing the attention of the
teader to the institution with which he will be
perlectly familiar, but to present the work done
by the ‘same, by means of diagrams and illus-
Ttions, in a manner that will cast a new light
Upon the subject, that this article is written,

he campaign carried on by the institution
Vol. vi—19

against the elements is the very antithesis of
ordinary warfare, for whereas a state of bellige-
rency, in the military sense, is attended by the
loss of many thousands of lives, the object of the
society is solely and wholly the saving of life,
in which quest much success has attended it
Throughout the lengthy reign of the nation’s
greatest and most mourned-for Queen, who was
patron of the institution from the time she
came to the throne to her lamented death, the
campaigns calling for the spilling of British
blood in the greatest quantities have been those
in South Africa and the Crimea, but the lives
laid down by the nation’s bravest sons for Queen
and country in these campaigns are more than
equalled, in point of numbers, by the lives saved
through the instrumentality of the society’s life-
boats and crews since the date of its institution.
In our first diagram this fact is graphically illus-
trated, the area of the largest medal—awarded
by the society for acts of signal bravery—being
drawn in proportion to the 42,000 lives saved in
the course of the society’s career, and the areas
of the smaller medals in proportion to the
number of Britons kilied or dying from wounds
and sickness in the Crimea (22,182) and South
Africa up to the present time. Surely no
worthier justification for the existence of the
institution would be desired by anyone than
this proof of the glorious and successful warfare
carried on by it, a warfare that has resulted in
the saving of more lives than have been lost in
the two bloodiest campaigns in which British
arms have been engaged for almost a century.
The lifeboat has existed in some shape or
other since 1785, when Mr. Lionel Lukin was
granted a patent for an ‘“unimmersible boat,”
but it was not till 1823, when Sir William
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Hillary, in conjunction with
Mr. Thomas Wilson, then

member of Parliament for
the City of London, called
a preliminary meeting, re-
sulting in the formation of
the National Institution

“for the preservation of

life in cases of shipwreck
on the coasts of the United
Kingdom,” that any organ-
isation of boats and funds
was undertaken, In our
second diagram the small
boat to the left is drawn, so far as its length is
concerned, in proportion to the number of life-
boats existing on our coasts in 1824 (practically,
one in every ninety-eight miles of coast-line),
the centre boat in proportion to the ninety-one
boats that were employed in saving life in 1851,
whilst the craft to the right represents the life-
boat of to-day. In theearly daysof the existence
of the Institution, the number of lifeboats owned
by it was but few. In 1824, for instance, out of
fifty-one craft, only twelve were the property of
the organisation, in 1851 the number reached
thirty out of ninety-one lifeboats, whilst to-day
the fleet numbers 286. In our diagram the
black portions of the boats represent the life-
boats belonging to kindred institutions, the
white those that owe allegiance to the Institution.
It is sometimes asked : How comes it that there
are fewer boats now than in 18947 And in the
absence of any official explanation it is not
infrequently imagined that lack of funds is the
cause of the decrease in the total. As a matter
of fact, the diminution arises solely from the fact
that a number of now obsolete boats have been
taken off the stations of late years, which in
some cases have been replaced by steam life-
boats, capable of covering the area heretofore
requiring two or more craft lacking the latest im-
provements. The society, it must be mentioned,
is prepared to place a boat at any place

on the coast where it can be proved that

one is required, and that there is a crew | <
A

- Ny

£ 3

THE SMALLEST BOAT IN THIS DIAGRAM 18 DPRAWN IN PROPORTION TO THE NUMBER op

LIFEBOATS EXISTING ON OUR COAST3 IN 1824 ; THE CENTRE BOAT IN PROPORTION T¢

THE NINETY-ONE BOATS THAT WHRE FMPLOYED IN 1831 ; WHILST THE CRAFT TO THg
RIGHT REPRESENTS THE LIFEBOATS OF TO-DAY.

to man it. Moreover, not only does the society
permit the coxswain and crew t6 select the special -
type of boat best suited to the exigencies of their
particular coast, but will pay their expenses to
London in order that they shall have an_ oppor
tunity of becoming acquainted with the various
types. * The men risk their lives—it is therefore .
only right that they should choose the boat best
suited to their requirements,” was the reply to ow
comments upon this generous treatment of the
Institution, which is ever ready to vote grant,
sometimes running into four figures, to the -
widows of those who lose their lives in its
service, and bestow pensions and gratuities
upon those coxswains and men who retire on
account of old age or disablement. Generosity
and absence of red-tapeism, two great charac
teristics of the Lifeboat Institution, particularly
strike the inquirer into the methods of the
society when he starts on his quest, and the
further he looks into the subject the more
deeply imbued does he become with the idea
that red-tape is a species of haberdashery that
does not appeal to the governing body dealing
with the national lifeboat.

In our third diagram the life-belts portrayed
are drawn in proportion to the receipts from
all sources for various years from 1824, the
date of the foundation of the Institution, to

the present day. Starting

with an income of £9,8%

, in its opening year, f

In ceipts- fell off in a mos

grievous manner, as ¢
be gauged from the
diminution in size of the
belts representing the
sums received in 18%
and 1849-50, in which
latter year the total
receipts amounted t
£354 175, 6d, whid
was brought up by ?

THESE LIFEBELTS ARE DRAWN IN PROPORTION TO THE RECEIPTS FROM ALL BOURCES
FOR VARIOUS YEARS PROM 1824 TO THE PRESENT DAY

balance in hand to “I'e
modest total of £830-
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1830 the Institution was reorganised, the late
Prince Consort, the late King of the Belgians,
and the fourth Duke of Northumberland all
lending very valuable' assistance, with results
that can, to a certain extent, be gauged by
comparing the life-belts in our diagram repre-
senting the incomes of. 18.24 and of the present
time, when the organisation has arrived at a
pitch of perfection hitherto not attained.

QOur fourth diagram is a species of pictorial
balance sheet. The large circle represents the
receipts from all sources, which we see, from
the annual report of 1900, amounted to almost
£106,000 ; that portion of the rim appearing
as a band of black is drawn in proportion to
the sum (£33,107 4s.) received in legacies,
whilst the remainder,
of course, represents
the receipts from all
other sources, includ-
ing the collections
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boats, each weighing a trifle over 24 tons. The
second largest item (£29,790) is on account of
payments, etc., to coxswains, bowmen, and signal-
men, and to the other eighteen thousand sailor-
men who man the boats when duty calls. It may
here be mentioned that the coxswain receives a
salary of £8 per annum, his assistant £ 2, the
bowman £71 10s, and the signal-man £1. In
addition to these sums the coxswain and each of
the crew alike receive ros. each every time they
go out on “business” between April 1st to
September 3oth between the hours of 6 a.m.
and 7 p.m.; and £1 when called out between
7 pm. and 6 am. From October 1st to
March 31st the payments are increased to 13s.
from sunrise to sunset,and 41 1os. from sunset
to sunrise. The same
item includes rewards
for special services,
which rewards have,
since the foundation

realised by the Life-

of the Institution,

boat Saturday Fund.

amounted to a sum

If the total income

of £ 200,686, which,

(Y Y T SE AL s DS GRANTS :ﬁ
=

was converted 1nto R Ve 0 e arirs

if taken in gold, would

gold, there would be

itself outweigh twenty

sufficient of that

average-sized lifeboat-

metal to furnish a

men.

golden coin the thick-
ness of a sovereign, j

that would be 20lt. et oot vemmererere
sins. in  diameter.

The large circle in
our diagram repre-
sents the appearance
of such a coin, a life-
boat-man, 6ft. high,
being placed at the
base for the purpose
of comparison. The

“‘elght Of the Coin THE LARGE CIRCLE REPRESENTS HECEIPTS FROM ALL SOURCES

BUR DING, £QUIAPINGs Ry The third item,
LIFL BoATI ETC

416,040, represents
subsidies to stations
not self - supporting,
branch payments,
ancroids for fisher-
men and coasters,
and kindred ex-
penses, including life-
boat stores. The
administration ex-
penses, including
salaries, amount to

would b . —£106,000 ; THE PORTION MAREED IN BLACK THE 8UM RECEIVED R
Ould be a little over IN LEGACIES—£33,107 45.; WHILST THE INSIDE PORTION INDI- but a trifle over 3
aton if standard gold CATES HOW THIS MONEY I8 SPENT. per cent. of the in-

were used.

With regard to the expenditure of the In.
stitution, amounting in the year under notice to
485,982, the sum expended would form a gold
com the thickness of a sovereign which would
be almost 183ft. in diameter, and is represented
In our diagram by the inner circle, which is
l_JWIded in_to four unequal segments, each drawn
in proportion to the four classes of expenditure
into which the debit side of the balance sheet
Naturally resolves itself. As a glance at our
diagram shows, by far the largest item of
&pense is on account of new lifeboats, their
®qupments and houses ; indeed, the sum ex-
Pended in this manner would purchase sufficient
silver to out-weigh four moderately-sized life-

comings ; printing,
advertising, rents and taxes, and stationery, it will
be noticed, comprise but a small proportion of
the inner circle, and form a striking testimonial
to the capacity of the executive body.

By the courtesy of the Institution we are per-
mitted to reproduce the latest of their specially
prepared wreck charts, ard a glance at this—
the fact being borne in mind that each black
dot represents a total loss or a serious casualty
—uwill prove a better commentary than any
amount of verbiage with regard to the amount
of work with which British lifeboats have to
cope, whilst the necessity of doing everything
in our power to provide the wherewithal wherehy
the state of efficiency attained by the lifeboat
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By permission of the Royal National! Lifeboat Institution.

service, if it cannot be increased, should, at all
events, be maintained, is more strongly em-
phasised than before. In the last thirty-eight
years no less than 137,004 vessels have met
with casualties off our coasts, with the result
that almost twenty-six thousand lives have been
lost, a number that would have been more than
doubled but for the National Lifeboat.

The aggregate number of times the boats are
launched on service, and the number of lives
they save, vary, of course, from year to year. In
the fifth diagram, however, we give an idea of
how the lifeboat year is made up, and the pro-
portion of the year’s total of lives suved
attributable to each month. The inner circle
of the figure is divided up, it will be observed,
into twelve segments, each segment varying in
size with the number of launches made in the
month to which it is devoted. The area of the
whole circle obviously represents the total
number of launches made in the year, which in
1899 amounted to 342. In 1yco the number
rose to 362, but details are not to hand. It
will be observed that, to all intents and
purposes, the first half of the year coincides
with the latter half, May and June, for instance,
ceinciding with July and August; and although
December and November see more launches
than January and February, the deficit is made
up by the enforced activity occasioned by the
gales of March and April.  That the number of
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lives saved in each month
not strictly propor.
tionate to the number of
launches is proved by the
sectionsof the outer circle,
1 which vary in size in pro-

portion to the number of
lives saved in each month
of 1899, November ang
September, for instance,

number of lives have been
saved are: 1869 (1,231),
1881(1,121), 1867 (1,086),
1892 (1,056), and 187;
(1,048). In 1899, 609 lives
i . were saved, and in 19oo
no less than 8635.

We would finally point
out that whereas in actual
warfare it was proved, in
the case of the Franco
German war, that France paid over £ 3,000 in
war expenses alone for each German killed, in
the glorious war that the Institution wages against
the elements the aggregate expenditure, when
divided by the number of lives sazed in an
average year, gives as a quotient a sum amount:
ing to less than one hundred pounds!

. N-«S showing a much greater

B L proportion than onewould

S| imagine would be the case

_:1‘;:_.: judging from the sections

> representing the number

= of launches alone. The

S years in which the greatest
e

IN THIS DIAGRAM WE GIVE AN IDEA OF BOW THE
LIFEBOAT YEAR I8 MADFE UP, SHOWING HOW HTCH
HEAVIER THE WORK 18 IN THE WINTER MONTHS

COMPARED TO THCEBR OF TUE SUMMER.
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NE afterncon towards the end of August,
O in the year 1798, a youth of sixteen might
have been seen lying in the shade of the
mountain-ash trees on a steep Alpine pasture,
away in a valley of the Swiss canton of Uri.
Near by, on the mountain side, browsed a troop
of goats belonging to the village of Buenberg,

that hung on the edge of a high precipice far

above ;

The sun shone down, flooding the clear

mounta
field in

and he was in charge of them.

in air with warmth, making the snow-
the distance shine with a blaze of golden

light. It was as lonely a spot as one could
find, and sometimes it seemed very dull to
Hans, until the time came for him to drive his

charges

up into the village again at the end

of the afternoon.

One

to him,

day, when the good pastor was talking
Hans ventured to say so.

“And what wouldst thou be, lad, if thou

couldst

choose ?” he asked kindly. ‘ Wouldst

be a carpenter, like thy father?”
“Nay, Herr Pastor,” said the lad. “I would

not be always in one place, but 1 would be like,

Kaspar,

the Freibergschiitze,* to chase the

chamois from peak to peak.”
“Ab, lad, it 1s ever thus ! ¥ replied the pastor,

putting
m “71,10

his hand on the broad young shoulder.
knows but that thy chance may come

some day? To every man comes once oppor-
tunity to make his mark. When thine comes,
see thou be ready.”

And

mind,

the words had lingered in the boy’s

But this afternoon Hans had much else to

think o
cheesen

f. Only twodays before Johann the
waker, when he went down to Brunnen

on his usual visit, had found great stir at the
nand had startled all the village with his

news o1

1 returning.

Stirring times had come. For the French had
Oﬁ’er-run the country, and had descended but
tree days before on the town of Schwytz,

* The

Vay oy “ Freihergachiitze,” or * hunter of the free districts,"”

: o
Switzeriar

:’gcial appointed in old times in certain parts of

captured it after a brief resistance, and levied
heavy tribute upon the inhabitants.

All the villagers gathered round and talked of
the startling tidings.

“It 15 an evil day for our land that the
invader 1s In our midst,” said Kaspar, gravely,
“but we are safe. For no men of the plains,
as these Frenchmen are, could seize this our
village, if they should climb the heights.”

And he looked down at the steep slope and
the yawning precipice in front, spanned at its
only narrow part by one solitary bridge that
all must pass who came up from the valley. So
the village went its way with its daily work and
gossiped much in the evening of the doings in
the plain beneath.

Hans was thinking on these things this sultry
afternoon. The click-click of the grasshoppers
rose from the grass around ; the little mountain
rill beside him sang its silvery tune; now and
again a bee hummed drowsily by, and the tinkle
of the goat bells sounded more and more faintly
as the sure-footed animals wandered higher up
the mountain side. But Hans heeded not.
The drowsiness of the afternoon crept over him,
and he fell asleep in the shade, to dream of
armies of Frenchmen marching up and down
the mountains—tramp—tramp—tramp !

The dream was so vivid that when he awoke
he seemed still to hear the tramping of feet.
The sun was dipping below the shoulder of the
mountain opposite, and Hans was about to start
to his feet, astonished to find that he had slept
for hours, when he realised that the tramp—
tramp of his dream was a living reality. He
peered cautiously from the shade of his resting
place, and there, on the rough path before him,
not thirty yards away, armed men were toiling
upwards in single file.

One—two—three—ten—twenty—thirty ; he
aimost held his breath. There seemed to be
no end to them.

The Frenchmen had invaded the valley, and
were going up to Bauenberg!

He did not know how many had passed while
he slept, but, as he watched unobserved, nearly
fifty went by before he was left alone again.
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His first impuise was to run back to the
village, but, slowly as the soldiers were going,
he could not reach it before them without
passing them on the path. He must warn the
village. 'That was the one thought in his mind.
But how?

Then suddenly there came to him the re-
membrance of the pastor's words :—

“To -every man comes once opportunity to
make his mark. When thine comes, see thou
be ready.”

But what could he do? He thought and
thought until his brain seemed to be on fire.
Then an inspiration came to him like a flash.
If he tock the path that turned to the left from
the main track at the corner by the great boulder
he could reach the side of a gap he knew of
some distance beyond the village and call over
to Otto, one of his companions, who usually
took his goats to pasture on the slope opposite.

He reached the boulder without seeing any of
the soldiers ahead, and then sped up the side
path with the agility of a mountain goat. It
was not for nothing that he had been born and
bred in those mountains. Upward he sped,
higher and higher, until at length he reached
the shoulder, from which he looked across to
the pasture where Otto should be. But there
was no one there, nor a single goat to be seen.
Otto must have gone to some other pasture with
his flock. The gap was wide, and Hans could
not cross it, so he “jodelled ” again and again,
and the shepherd’s call went echoing among the
mountains, but there was no answer.

He had come in vain !

1I.

AND all this time the French soldiers must be

coming up slowly but surely to the village.
What could he do? Must he give up and
leave his people to their fate? No! the Swiss
boy, born 1in the free air of the Alps, was made
of sterner stuff than that.

Near at hand in the forest stood a wood-
cutter's hut. He ran to it and searched around
inside until at length he found what he sought—
a long coil of rope, thin but strong. Then
he came back to the edge and looked up at the
boughs of a great tree that grew on the brink of
the precipice. It had been battered and twisted
in the winter storms, and the lower boughs
hung down, broken and limp. But one of the
topmost branches stood out high above. Hans
measured the distance witli his eye, and looked
across the chasm. Then, tying one end of the
rope around his waist, he set to work to climb
the tree. It was hard work, but at length he

reached the bough, and, sliding out on 1,
fastened the end of the rope securely roung it
and came down again.

The mountain sloped upward away from t,
precipice, and our hero sought a boulder gy
the slope ; then, keeping the rope extended a5
ran through his hands, walked with it to the
edge. Yes! He found that if he took the rg
and launched himself from the boulder, he
would be able to keep clear of the ground, ang
swing out over the precipice.  That was hj
plan!

He mounted the boulder, took the rope firmly
in hand, leaped forward, and swung through the |
air—a human pendulum. Out-«—out—he swung
over the yawning gulf.

Horror of horrors! He stopped short over
the chasm and swung back, having barely
reached the other side when the return of the
pendulum brought him back again.

It was an awful moment, enough to try the
strongest nerves, and Hans staggered as he
landed again near the point whence he started
on his awful swing,

He had failed!

If he lengthened the rope to take a longer
swing, he would not clear the ground between
his starting point and the precipice. There was
but one chance. He must swing out nearly to
the other side, and then ler go, leaving the
impetus to carry him the rest of the way.

The prospect gave him a shiver. He thought
of himself falling down—down—down in the
awful depths, to be dashed to pieces on the
rocks below. Could he do it? He knelt down
for a moment in a hasty prayer for strength.
When he rose up he felt calmer.

“Now am I in God’s hands,” he said, as he
nerved himself for the last terrible ordeal.

He gripped the rope in his strong fingers,
gathered up his limbs, and swung out once
more. The ground flew by. Now he was
above the gulf, and the ground on the other
side rushed to meet him.

Now—now, before he should reach the end
of his impetus and be dragged back, he let go-

For a moment of time, as he was thus in mid
air, an awful feeling of helpless falling was o
him, and then he struck the earth, and clutched
at it madly—blindly, as in a dream. Then he
lay still, clinging lovingly to mother earth, wilh
some vague instinct of finding refuge.

He was safe ! .

But before he had time to ponder on hs
narrow escape the memory of the French
soldiers came back to him. The rope ¥¥
swinging idly from the tree behind as ¢
staggered to his feet and took the path to the
village.
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When he surmounted the last spur, from
which he could see Bauenberg just below him,
he looked with an ageny of anxiety, fearing lest
he should see the enemy in possession. But
no. All was quiet, and there was Otto himself
just coming over the bridge to the village.
Thank God, he was in time!

Wwithin 4 minute after he hurried inro the
village with his news, all was excitcment.
Fortunately it was evening, and the men were
all at home. . There was a hasty confe:ence,
and messengers
were sent off to

*“Look, father!” he whispered suddenly
“Someone moves yonder !”

“What was that?” asked several of the
villagers at the same moment.

Was it a shadow, or were the enemy stirring
on the edge of the dark forest? The keen eyes
of the mountaineers watched as dark figures
moved quietly forward on the mountain side,
and they could see that the soldiers had reached
the spot where the bridge had been. There was
a pause as they found it broken away, and then

. they retired to the

S

points of vantage to
signal the approach
of the enemy. In
a short time a man
came in breathless,
with the news that
the soldiers had
been seen crossing
an open pasture on
the way, and were
even now in the
forest.

Kaspar, the Frei-
hergschiitze, and
Karl, the Schuh-
macher, assisted by
half a dozen others,
took hatchets, and
began the demo-
lition of the bridge,
and in a minute or
two its last beams
went thundering
down intothechasm
below.,

Kaspartook com-
mand of the men,
and all those who
had guns were
posted behind the
logs of the chalets
that faced the pre-
cipice. Orders were

shadow of the trees
and all was still
again,

111,

LI, night long
unbroken si-
lence reigned on
the mountains, and
the Swiss, leaving a
few of their number
on thewatch, retired
to sleep, ready to
be called up at a.
moment’s notice.
With the glowing
light of early morn
came the first alarm.
The soldiers were
stirring, and soon
a trumpeter ap-
proached bearing a
flag and blew a
rousing blast in the
open opposite the
village. Then, by
an interpreter, he
summoned the vil-
lage to surrender.
At this Kaspar,
the hunter, stepped
forward and an-
swered in a loud

given that all lights
should be put out,
and the watchers waited events.

Twilight came on, and the forest opposite,
the border of which extended to within thirty
{_eet of the gap, loomed dark in the shadowy
ight ; but all was silent as the grave. Some of
;]he villagers almost began to wonder whether it
ad not been a false alarm, as the time wore
duetly on.  Hans was standing beside his
ather, peering anxiously through the chinks

tween the logs of a barn, when he thought he
$2% 2 movement in the shadow opposite.

HE WAS EAFE!

voice :—

“We are men of
peace, and ask nought but the right to pursue
our calling. There is no treasure in our village,
for we are but poor folk. Go ye your ways, and
leave us to our poverty.”

Again came the summons to surrender, this
time in more threatening terms, and Kaspar
answered boldly :—

“We are free Swiss, and surrender to no
man!”

Then he retired, and the villagers awaited the
attack. Soon the report of muskets was heard,
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His first impuise was to run back to the reached the bough, and, sliding out on
village, but, slowly as the soldiers were going, fastened the end of the rope securely round it:
he could not reach it before them without and came down again,
passing them on the path. He must warn the The mountain sloped upward away from the
village. That was the one thought in his mind. precipice, and our hero sought a boulder g
But how? the slope ; then, keeping the rope extended as

Then suddenly there came to him the re- ran through his hands, walked with it to the
membrance of the pastor’s words :-— edge. Yes! He found that if he took the rope

“To every man comes ONce opportunity to and launched himself from the boulder, he
make his mark, When thine comes, see thou would be able to keep clear of the ground, ang
be ready.” swing out over the precipice.  That was hjs

But what could he do? He thought and plan'!
thought until his brain seemed to be on fire. He mounted the boulder, took the rope firmly
Then an inspiration came to him like a flash. in hand, leaped forward, and swung through the

If he took the path that turned to the left from air—a human pendulum. Out—out—he swung
the main track at the corner by the great boulder over the yawning gulf.

he could reach the side of a gap he knew of Horror of horrors! He stopped short over
some distance beyond the village and call over the chasm and swung back, having barely
to Otto, one of his companions, who usually reached the other side when the return of the
took his goats to pasture on the slope opposite. pendulum brought him back again.

He reached the boulder without seeing any of It was an awful moment, enough to try the

the soldiers ahead, and then sped up the side strongest nerves, and Hans staggered as he
path with the agility of a mountain goat. It landed again near the point whence he started

was not for nothing that he had been born and on his awful swing,
bred in those mountains. Upward he sped, He had failed !
higher and higher, until at length he reached If he lengthened the rope to take a longe

the shoulder, from which he looked across to swing, he would not clear the ground between
the pasture where Otto should be. But there his starting point and the precipice. There was
was no one there, nor a single goat to be seen. but one chance. He must swing out nearly to
Otto must have gone to some other pasture with the other side, and them let go, leaving the
his flock. The gap was wide, and Hans could impetus to carry him the rest of the way.

not cross it, so he *jodelled ” again and again, The prospect gave him a shiver. He thought
and the shepherd’s call went echoing among the of himself falling down—down—down in the
mountains, but there was no answer. awful depths, to be dashed to pieces on the

He had come in vain ! rocks below. Could he do it? He knelt dosn

for a moment in a hasty prayer for strength
When he rose up he felt calmer.

11 “Now am I in God’s hands,” he said, as he

) nerved himself for the last terrible ordeal
AND all this time the French soldiers must be He gripped the rope in his strong fingers,
coming up slowly but surely to the village. gathered up his limbs, and swung out once.

What could he do? Must he give up and more. The ground flew by. Now he wa
leave his people to their fate? No! the Swiss above the gulf, and the ground on the othe
boy, born in the free air of the Alps, was made side rushed to meet him.-

of sterner stuff than that. Now-—now, before he should reach the end

Near at hand in the forest stood a wood- of his impetus and be dragged back, he let go.
cutter’s hut. He ran to it and searched around For a moment of time, as he was thus in mid
inside until at length he found what he sought— air, an awful feeling of helpless falling was on

a long coil of rope, thin but strong. Then him, and then he struck the earth, and clutched
he came back to the edge and looked up at the at it madly—blindly, as in a dream. Then he
boughs of a great tree that grew on the brink of lay still, clinging lovingly to mother earth, with

the precipice. It had been battered and twisted some vague instinct of finding refuge.

in the winter storms, and the lower boughs He was safe ! .
hung down, broken and limp. But one of the But before he had time to ponder on IS
topmost branches stood out high above. Hans narrow escape the memory of the French

measured the distance with his eye, and looked soldiers came back to him. The rope ¥
across the chasm. Then, tying one end of the swinging idly from the tree behind as M
rope around-his waist, he set to work to climb staggered to his feet and took the path to the
the tree. It was hard work, but at length he village.
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When he surmounted the last spur, from
which he could see Bauenberg just be'ow him,
he looked with an agony of anxiety, fearing lest
he should see the enemy in possession.‘ But
no. All was quiet, and there was Otto h1.mse1f
just coming over the bridge to the village.
Thank God, he was in time!

Within a minute after he hurried inig the
village with his news, all was excitement.
Fortunately it was evening, and the men were
alt at home. . There was a hasty confe:ence,
and mcssengers
were sent off to

*“ Look, father!” he whispered suddenly

“ Someone moves yonder !”
“What was that?” asked
villagers at the same moment.
Was it a shadow, or were the enemy stirring
on the edge of the dark forest? The keen eyes
of the mountaineers watched as dark figures
moved quietly forward on the mountain side,
and they could see that the soldiers had reached
the spot where the bridge had been. There was
a pause as they found it broken away, and then
they retired to the

several of the

points of vantage to
signal the approach
of the enemy. In
2 short time a man
came in breathless,
with the news that
the soldiers had
been scen crossing
an open pasture on
the way, and were
even now in the
forest. ,

Kaspar, the Frei-
hergschitze, and
Karl, the Schuh-
macher, assisted by
half a dozen others,
took hatchets, and
began the demo-
litton of the bridge,
and in a minute or
two its last beams
went thundering
down intothechasm
below,

Kaspartook com-
mand of the men,
and all those who
had guns were
posted behind the
logs of the chalets
that faced the pre-
clpice. Orders were

shadow of the trees
and all was still
again,

111

ALL night long
unbroken si-
lence reigned on
the mountains, and
the Swiss, leaving a
few of their number
on thewatch, retired
to sleep, ready to
be called up at a-
moment’s notice.
With the glowing
light of early morn
came the first alarm.
The soldiers were
stirring, and soon
a trumpeter ap-
proached bearing a
flag and blew a
rousing blast in the
open opposite the
village. Then, by
an interpreter, he
summoned the vil-
lage to surrender.
At this Kaspar,
the hunter, stepped
forward and an-
swered in a loud

given that all lights
should be put out,
and the watchers waited events.

Pwilight came on, and the forest opposite,
the border of which extended to within thirty
feet of the gap, loomed dark in the shadowy
hghtg but all was silent as the grave, Some of
the villagers almost began to wonder whether it
ha{i not been a false alarm, as the time wore
quetly on,  Hans was standing beside his
ater, peering anxiously through the chinks
S:LWeen the logs of a barn, when he thought he

4 movement in the shadow opposite.

HE WaAS £AFE]

voice :—

*We are men of
peace, and ask nought but the right to pursue
our calling. There is no treasure in our village,
for we are but poor folk. Go ye your ways, and
leave us to our poverty.”

Again came the summons to surrender, this
time in more threatening terms, and Kaspar
answered boldly :—

“We are free Swiss, and surrender to no
man!”

Then he retired, and the villagers awaited the
attack. Soon the report of muskets was heard,
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and shots pattered on the wooden chilets in
front. The defenders sheltered themselves more
securely ; but two of their number, who had been
more careless than the rest, fell wounded by
chance shots that found their way between the
logs. The Swiss, by Kaspar’s direction, did not
return the fire, but awaited events, hoping to
tire out the enemy. To shoot them down, even
if they could see them, would only exasperate
the soldiers to continue the attack.

After a time, as the shots appeared to take no
effect, the French ceased firng. There was
great joy in the village.

“They have given up the attack,” said two or
three jubilantly to Kaspar.

“ Not so,” replied the hunter. “Itis but a
pause to tempt us out into the open. Let no
man show himself.”

Some hours passed away in silence, and then
there was a sudden stir opposite. A line of
soldiers appeared, in double order, carrying
between them some long object. A cry arose
from the Swiss.

“ A bridge !”

Yes. A number of young trees felled by the
villagers had been lying in the forest, and these
had been taken by the soldiers and tied together
to form a rough bridge. It was long enough to
span the chasm, and wide enough to allow
desperate men to scramble over, one at a time.

“We must fire now,” said Kaspar. “Let
each man take careful aim, for if they get the
bridge across, we are lost!”

The soldiers had opened a hot fire from the
shelter of the forest to cover the forward move-
ment of their own men. But the villagers were
not to be outdone, and of the twenty soldiers
who appeared three fell wounded Their bodies
were quickly borne off, while others took their
places. They were soon at the edge of the
precipice, and as they pushed their load out
over to reach the opposite side, the men had to
cluster together more closely at the other end to
counter-balance the weight of the bridge.

Just at this moment the Swiss sent a volley
of shots amongst them. The invaders fell in
confusion, releasing their hold on the improvised
bridge, which went thundering down over the
precipice, leaving some of its bearers prone on
the mountain side, while their companions ran
to cover for their very lives.

Five of the soldiers lay still on the ground as
the result of the struggle, and the defenders began
to hope that their assailants would now retire.
But they were soon undeceived by the appear-
ance of a new danger.

Suddenly a small stream of trailing fire flashed
across and fell harmless to the ground in the
midst of the village, then another, and another.

THE CAPITAIN.

Some one was shooting arrows with blazing tow
at the end of the shalfts, in the hope of driving
out the villagers by fire. One caught in the
roof of a chilet, but was quickly beaten out by
the Swiss with long staves. Two or three fe]
between the logs of the barns and made a blaze
with the brushwood that filled the interstices, but,
after an energetic attack from the beaters, aided
by buckets of water, these were extinguished,
All efforts to set fire to the village failing, the
besiegers soon abandoned the attempt, and
there was a lull.

Noon passed, and the early afternoon had
come, when a new and desperate attempt was
made. A square object as large as several men
issued from the shade of the trees, afid moved
forward.

“A shield!” cried Karl
for the soldiers!”

And so it was. A number of boughs of trees
had been fastened together to form a large
screen, and the spaces in the framework stuffed
with the cloaks of the soldiers—an effective
shield against musket shots. Two of these
shields, fixed together in the shape of a V, with
the apex forward, covered the front of the line
of men who now advanced, carrying another
hastily constructed light bridge.

The Swiss fired, but the shots took no effect,
and still the terrible shield advanced. The
soldiers reached the edge of the gap, dragging
the timbers with them. Then they gradually
pushed the end forward until the gulf was
bridged, and the men scrambled across as well
as they could in face of the Swiss fire.

One after another they reached the opposite
side, and sought shelter under the rocks from
the fire that swept down from the top of the
slope. One man was caught by a chance shot
midway across, and with a resounding shriek
relaxed his hold and fell into the depths below,
while the onlookers shuddered.

Others were still coming, but the men who
had got safely across now issued from thei
cover and made a sudden rush, their leader
having the double object of trying to storm the
village and diverting the fire of the mountaineers
from the bridge, so as to allow the soldiers to
scramble across unmolested and 1in larges
numbers.

The peril of the mountaineers was desperate.
They fired as quickly as possible, but in therr
haste their aim was wild. Two of the attacking
party fell. The rest reached the chalets, and
fierce hand-to-hand fight took place. But they
were outnumbered and at a disadvantage
through being at a lower level. Suddenly
Kaspar sprang forward with a shout and swung
his musket round, felling the French leader 1

“Yt is a shield

—
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the ground. This was the signal for a still  to put these great round stones at the top of the

more energetic onslaught from the Swiss, and pillars made of square rocks at exch corner, so

1o such good purpose that the French lost  as to project over them on all sides, with the

heavily, and the few survivors hastily scrambled  object of preventing mice and other smali
down again behind the rocks to await further amimals from getting up to the storehouse,

reinforcements, The villagers worked with a will, for they were

) working for life itself, as they rolled a number

v ' of the largest pieces forward to several points

) ‘ of vantage at the edge of the village, whence,

HE situation of the Swiss was perilous. It in a few seconds, they could be launched down

was only a matter of time before enough the slope. This was unobserved by the enemy,
of the enemy would be R

able to make their way
across to storm the vil-
lage effectually. Kaspar
looked around hope-
lessly.  What was to be
done? His companions
crowded around him.
They all saw the danger,
and looked in vain for
the means to meet it.
“What now, Kas-
par?” asked half a dozen
YvOICES.

“We must stop them
coming over, or we are
lost,” said another.

“In a few minutes it
will be too late,” said
the hunter despairingly,
“and I know not what
we can do.”

Suddenly Hanspushed
into the throng.

“The stones!” he
said. “The stones be-
hind Karl's barn t ?

The leader looked at
him for a moment as if
he did not clearly under-
stand what the words
meant; then his face
lighted up.

“God be thanked for
a boy's wit!” he said.

Then he turned to Karl. “ WE MUST STOP THEM COMING OVER, Ot WE ARE LOST.”

“Karl, take ten men :
and keep up a fire on the enemy to hinder their and soon a number of great picces, some of
coming and divert their attention. The rest of which took several men to move, were ready for
}'OU, fOllOW me.,” use.

_The villagers hurried back with him a short The men were still at the work when a cry
distance to a place behind one of the barns, was raised by those who had remained on the
where a heap of large pieces of rock had been watch. The Frenchmen below, thinking that
collected for use as supports on which to build the defenders were losing heart, without more
the rough log barns of the mountains. Some ado rushed to the final assault. ‘The Swiss
ere square, for use as main supports, other hurried to their posts.

Arger ones were round. “Now, steady !” cried Kaspar’s voice. “To

twas then, as now, the custom in Switzerland  the edge, then wait for the word 1”
Yol vi.—g0
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A few seconds passed, and then, as the com-
pany of soldiers came rushing up, the men
above, with desperate energy, brought the large
pieces of rock to the very edge.

“ Mow/?” shouted the hunter, with a voice
that was heard above the din.

At the word three great blocks were pushed
over the slope at different points, and went
crashing down upon the attackers before they
could leap out of the path of destruction.

Four men were swept away and went bound-
ing down to fall over the precipice. Still the
remaining soldiers continued to breast the slope,
but after a few seconds another deadly charge
was let loose, and spread destruction again.
Shrieks rang out as men were swept down. The
few Frenchmen who survived now sought only
to escape, and turned back down the slope.

Still at intervals the deadly avalanche of
rocks swept down the mountain side. One
block leaped full tilt on to the trunk bridge and
hurled from it one of the enemy who was in the
act of crossing, but it was not heavy enough
to break down the bridge itself.

Several of the Swiss had now rolled two of
the largest boulders to a point of vantage a little
higher up, whence the descent to the bridge
itself was almost direct. Then with a mighty
effort they launched one down the slope. It
passed but a yard wide of its mark.

“ Another try, neighbours!” cried Kaspar.
“Move the next but two paces on, and we
shall have it.”

The hardy mountaineers strained at the
great block, and moved it slowly on. Then the
word was given, *“Over,” and it sped on its
way. Down it went, increasing its speed as it
thundered onward, then, bounding outward from
the mountain side, crashed with irresistible
force into the fatal bridge, and swept it in
ruins down into the depths with two ill-fated
soldiers, the last survivors of the storming party,
clinging to it.

“ Saved!” shouted Kaspar, leaping forward
in triumph, and his comrades cheered. The
cheer was still ringing in the air when the
sound of a musket shot went echoing among
the mountains, and the brave hunter fell dead,
killed in the hour of his triumph.

Thus ended the attack on Bauenberg.

The soldiers had lost a goodly number of
their comrades in the attempt, but the pluck
and resourcefulness of the mountaineers had
been too much for them.

shalt be freibergschiitze of this commune.”

Whether the French leader thought that j, |
capture of the village was not worth the cost of
any more lives, or whether urgent orders camp, "E
from the commander that the detachment yy |
to join the main body of the army beloy
cannot be told ; but certain it is that, while the
plucky mountaineers awaited the renewal of the 1
attack next day, great was their relief to fing
that their assailants were departing. ]

There was joy in the village, mingled wip
grief for the loss of the brave Kaspar. 1

A few days later, when the council of the |
village commune met, Hans was sent for by
the assembly, and on his arrival the pasto
spoke :— . .

“Qur neighbour Kaspar is no more,” he said,
“We mourn his loss as a brother, and ever wil| !
his name be honoured in our village. But we §
must find someone worthy to succeed him,
Hans, thou didst by thy brave daring bring §
warning to the village, and when we were hard }
pressed, thy wit showed us the way of escape. |
Twice hast thou saved Bauenberg. And now,
we know none more worthy to be the successor |
of our neighbour Kaspar. When thou hagt |
proved thy skill, as I know thou canst, thou

There was a pause, and then the good pastor ]
continued :— j
“ Dost remember, lad, how I said to thee, §
‘To every man comes once opportunity to make |
his mark’? T thank God that when thine came

thou wast found ready.”
-* * »* * L

Thus Hans realised his ambition.

A century has passed away, but the curious §
traveller of to-day may see, high up in the |
churchyard on the mountain side, a large |
memorial stone, worn with age, bearing an
inscription to the memory of—

HANS SPRECHT,

FREIBERGSCHUTZE.

Who died ——, 1852, at the
age of 7o,

Loved and Honoured by all
his Neighbours.

“ Twice he saved Bauenberg.”
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By Stacey BLake axp W. E. Hopason,

Tars story concerns the fate of the ss. Creole (belonging to
the well-known shipping firm of Grimm, Channing & Grimm)
and of the Creole’s second mate, Grant Heath. Hudson,
captain of the Creole, undertakes to get rid of Grant Heath,
against whom Martin Grimm, junior partner in the firm,
bears B grudge, and afterwards scuttle the Crenle, which _is
beavily snsured, in return for a bribe of £3,000. While Martin
Grimm and Hudson are aoiscussing the scheme. their conver-
sationis overheard b+ Edith Hopewell, niece of Mr. Chaoning,
the senior partoer, who is lying at the point of death in his
honse at Hampstead. Grant Heath goes aboard the Creole

sl.:(fnlrdiﬂ. I'he story re-opens on the day the Creole is due
saul.

CHAPTER V,
SHIPMATES.

“H AT you a hossifer aboard this blessed ship,
sirt ’cos if you har, I wish you'd just
gimme the tip where I'mi to go. ’Ere I've
been rooting abart, sir, since three o'clock this
morning, in all this ’ere black mess and rain. I
went in that plice along there, sir, which I do
believe is called the galley, sir, but there is
three most savage men there, sir, who tempted
Me with strong drink, which I never take on
%0 account, and then when I scorned ’em, two
0 ‘em sat on me while a red-aired barbarian
Poured the pernishus stuff down my throat, and
then when T escaped, I got out inter the rain and
8topped there.”
Grant Heath, standing at the top of the com-
banion, pazed with surprise at the strange figure
¢fore Lim, a man tall and thin, with white

lilustrated by George Hawley,

cadaverous face, which was overshadowed by a
painfully new nautical-loocking cap several sizes
too large. He spoke rapidly, all the time in a
whisper, as if he were afraid of being overheard,
and scarcely pausing for Lreath.

“Oh! so you are the new steward, are you ?"

“Yes, sir, Thomas Piper, sir, and well recom-
mended too. I've got me character in me pocket
hif you like to have a look at it, written by Mr.
Bimson as keeps the dining-rooms in the Borough,
where I was ’ead-waiter for six months, sir.”

“You've not been to sea before. then 17 ejaculated
Heath, in surprise.

“No, sir, leastways, not further than Margate,
but I suffers with me liver, sir, and I've' been
recommmended a long voyage.”

“Well, my Jad,” said Grant, regarding the
strange figure doubtfully, “you had better get
below and report yourself to the mate when he
wakes up, and meanwhile, just hunt round and
make yourself familiar with things.”

He disappeared below, followed by Grant’s
wondering gaze.

“ Well, if this is a sample of our ecrew,” he mur-
mured to himself as he stepped out on the dreary,
squalid deck, “they are going to be a bright lot.”

He went forward, threading his way amongst the
raffle and litter that lay about. The coal-grime was
thick on everything—bridge, deck-houses, rails,
boats—and the night-drizzle had washed it down
iuto the scuppers like black mud. Even the pools
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of water which collected in the bellying tarpaulins
that were pulled over the open hatches were
covered with thick filthy scum. The rain had
ceased now, but the grey dawn brought no cheer
with it, only sodden misery.

Grant peered into the forecastle.  Nothing but
darkness met lhis eyes. A mingled odour of
mouldiness, stale tobacco, and foul food greeted
his nostrils.

He went down a step or two, and then the low
murmur of a snore fell on his ears. He presently
distinguished two distinct notes simultaneously.
He went below, struck a light, and discovered
two seamen breathing out snores and spirituous
vapours. He shook them, but they only snored
tle louder.

* Come, my lads, wake up and get on deck.”

“}ave any of the bands come aboard yet,
Mr. Heath ?”

It was the mate’s voice. He was stamping his
feet on the iron deck to promote circulation as he
bawled down the ladder.

“There are two of themn as senseless as logs,”
sald Grant, putting his head above the forecastle
tadder.

“ And here come twa more not a muckle sicht
better,” remarked the engineer, indicating with a
grimy rag-wrapped thumb two persons who were
walking down the gangway with great delibera-
tion,

“So you've eome aboard, my lads, bave you?”
said the mate, greeting them. * Cashed your
advance notes?”

“Yes, sir,” replied one, pulling himself together.
“’Ad to get some soap and matches, and thought
we'd come aboard early and get a bit of sl:ep”

“Sleep, my lads, eh? Good. You've come
aboard to work. Now, instead of sleeping, we'll
try how washing down the decks will freshen you
up. Meanwhile, I'll go down, Mr. Heath, and
liven up those scoundrels below.”

Presently from the forecastle came the sound of
a rope-end going merrily, and in an astonishingly
short space of time two dazed seamen staggered
up, and set to, under the mate’s lashing tongue,
swilling down the deck.

Presently, the first officer went aft, leaving Grant
to it.

“I Dbelieve there’s another of yer shell-
backs skulking on the wharf, yonder,” said
Mr. McPherson, watching the cleaning operations
through the haze of a half-burnt cigar with grave
deliberation. **It’s awfu’, mon, the demoralisin’
effect the sea has on the best of men. No wonder
these puir bodies get silly. I mind, now, when I
was a wee bit laddie at Doondrochty, the meenister
once gave me a prize for recitin’ a poem called ‘I
love cauld water” Ah, Meester Heath, it's only

ma early trainin’ that helps me to keep guid apg
sober.”

By about ten o'clock the decks were roughly
swilled down, but no semblance of order ws,
obtained, for the hatches still lay off, awaiting
400 tons of rails which were to be stowed in the
after holds,

During the morning the crew began to tum w
in oddments, and if Grant had been little pre.
possessed with the first samples, still less was e
with the bulk. They were dock-sweepers, most
of them, and of cosmopolitan extraction.

Later, a greasy, waddling Dutchman climbed
aboard and announced himself as Jan Spaander,
cook. His hair was yellow and his face wa -
round, and fat, and white. Thefe was a scar
across his forehead, where he had once been hit
by a flying saucepan during a gale two days out
from Santander, and it was apparent from the
nature of the growth round his chin and lips that
he shaved clean sometimes,

He was roundly rated on appearing, the mate,
whose temper had been gradually growing worse,
criticising his lateness, his personal appearance
and even his ancestry on both sides for sevemnl
generations, in so complete a manner that the
Dutchman promptly dis®ppeared among the pots
and pans in the galley.

Throughout the day the half-drunken, il
trained crew were hounded round under the las
of the mate’s execrations and the milder persuasion
of his second, yet even when late afternoon came
on and tide-time approached, the decks of the
Creole were like a scrap-dealer’s yard.

“The old man hasnt arrived,” said the mate,
looking at his watch with some anxiety. “The
dock-gates will be open in half-an-hour. Foolish,
I call it, running it so close as this. And onea
two of the crew’s missing too, We're a couple of
firemen and three deck-hands short. That'll mean
making up with pier-head jumpers. Hullo ! beres
the pilot, and, great Scott! here are the bonded
stores alongside. I'd forgotten they werent
aboard.”

The pilot was a dried-up little man, who looked
as if the salt breezes had evaporated all the filling
from him, but he was dressed with scrupulow
care in patent-leather boots, well-creased trouser
and a coat that fitted him like a snake’s skin. He
was, further, glorious in a high starched collar and
brown kid gloves. Dandy even in his walk, k¢
came down the gangway with a sprightly step, aod
with, in fact, so much springiness, that he ca
the man who followed on his heels to overbalane®
himself so that he became in immediate dang¥
of falling down between the ship's side and t
dock wall. To save himself, he dropped the &¥
he was carrying.




- IN DEEP

« A nice lot of Pioneer for tl.le ﬁslges,” laughed
the customs officer who was witnessing the em-
parkation of the stores., )

wThunder ! now were gomng to be without a
smoke to the Azores 17 exclaiined the mate.

«Isn't the captain aboard ?” asked the pilot,
pettishly. “We shall have every bloomin’ ship
out before us if we don’t look alive.”

There was a sound of steam
sirens and fog horns here and
there from impatient vessels
ansious to get into the channel.

“)My stars ! what a tank of
a barge!” he added, dusting
the 20al grime from his gloved
hand as he took 1t from the
bridge-rait,

“You don't expect a liner,
¢h 7" retorted the mate, “ with
abox of cotton wool to sit in,
and a glass lid to keep off the
smuts. Hullo! here’s the old
man.”

Captain Sam Hudson came
hurrying down the gangway.
He moved with unseemly haste,
casting  swift, half - furtive
glances this way and that about
the deck of the Creole. Ashe
stepped aboard, a young man
took his portmantean from
him, and informed him that
the papers were ready to sign
below.

‘“Are you the new steward ”
he said, absently.

“No, sir, second mate.”

Hudson started slightly, his
nostrils quivered, and a strange
little fear came into bis eyes.

Then he took a deep breath,
| and cried out, hoarsely :—

“Youare Mr. Heath, are you?
Then, confound you, get out of
this, six, and don’t hang about
the gangway like a crimp that
ain't been paid!”?
| He pushed Grant aside, and

stumbled up to the bridge with
a red mist before his eyes. Even
th_e very worst of men usually have enough con-
Slence to make cowards of them.

There are five men short, sir,” broke in the
mﬂl-‘te, “three firemen and two deck-hands.”
Talkf‘{o?’nd up some pier-head jumpers, then, Mr.

ot," returned Hudson. **Quick ; we must
get glear in five minutes.”

Within that astonishingly short time, from
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among the loafers on the wharf, five men, who
were willing to take the risks and advantages of a
voyage on board the good ship Creole, were
obtained, and they were hurried below to sign
articles as the cables were being slackened away
(rant, sore at the skipper’s reception of himself,
was on the guarterdeck, looking after the stern
moorings. Once, looking towards the bridge,

HE BTRUCK A LIGHT AND DISCOVERED TWO BEAMEN,

where Hudson was stationed by the side of the
pilot, he caught the former's glance curiously
regarding him, but it was instantly removed when
the mate’s voice from the forecastle-head ecried
out in reply to the pilot's query : “ All clear ahead,
sir 77

“Slack wire aft.”

“Slack wire aft it i3, sir,” echoed Grant,
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The telegraph rang out, and the screw churned

up the muddy water with half a dozen turns, while
the vessel glided imperceptibly from the quay.

“ Slack away ’stern—steady—leggo aft !”
There came a hurrying of feet on the quarter-

deck, and an instant later a dull splash as the
heavy hempen cable was loosed from the quay
and drawn in by Grant and his unsteady men.
The rope was stowed villainously.

cried Grant, watching them.

“Can’t you do better than that, my lads?”
“That rope will be

in knots if you’re not careful.” ’

“Mr. Heath, what in the name of mischief are

you fooling at with that cable?” yelled Hudson

savagely from the bridge.

“This ain’t a pleasure

yacht.”

“Friend o' the howner’s,” he murmured to the

pilot, who nodded his head approvingly ; *a kid-
gloved swab as I've got ter show wot’s wot to.”

*Ha !” said the pilot expressively. He looked

at his own gloves, and his well-cut clothes, and he
rolled his chin round his collar prosperously while
he glanced below.

“When second mates begin to put on airs,” he

said, “the only thing ter do is ter squash ’em. O’
course, 1t ain’t as if they was skippers.”

“ Or pilots,” suggested Hudson.
“Well, well, o’ course, we ’as a certain dignity

to keep up. Just try one of these cigars, cap'n.
They’re the sort yer can’t buy.”

CHAPTER VI
OVER THE TAFFRAIL.

TOOARD
Captain Hudson was reclining in his
bunk inside his cabin. He was smoking a
cigar, and beside him, on a locker, propped

up in an empty biscuit tin, was a half-emptied
bottle of ship’s brandy.

It was five days since the C'reole had left Cardiff,

and, from clearing the Channel Islands, he had
not gone on deck. He had stopped in his cabin
in a continuous atmosphere of cognac and tobacco,
this being Sam Hudson’s idea of deep-sea naviga-
tion, from a master’s point of view.

“Stooard, bhey-up! Oh! you're there!” he

cried as that functionary put his head round the

door.

“You green-gilled lubber, I'll teach you to

sham il 1”

Captain Hudson chewed his cigar end at an

aggressive angle.

“Look here, Pipp,” he said, “ what's going on

forward ¥ What are the men grumbling about 1”

“The vittals, sir. They say the food's all
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rotten,” continued the steward, “and then the,
ain’t no bacca.”

“ Right—O. What time is it 1”

“ Six o'clock, sir.”

“ Great Jupiter ! Why don’t you say four bell |
Well, just go on deck and hang around among
men with your ears open. Just see who isthe
chief grumbler, and I'll make an example of hin,
Now scoot.” ‘

So Thomas Piper, late dispenser of “egy |
on” and “roast and Yorkshire,” crawled out iy
abject obedience. When he went out on ded
he looked forward and saw a group of me
gathered together under the lee of the galley. 4
strong westerly gale was lifting the head-seas over
the forecastle head, so that the water swept aft
in a green wash among the ankles of the me
gathered there, but they were heedless, as if.
already they had reached so supreme a point
of misery that a little more discorafort didnt
matter, They were talking rapidly, with excited
voices, Among them was Brady, the bo'suy
who gesticulated violently, and pointed to some
thing the cook held in his band. He seized,
as he spoke, the something, which proved to b
a piece of salt pork stabbed on the end of s
inarlinspike, and held it up for inspection.

“Jah, it vos all der same,” echoed the cook.

“Diablo!” snapped a Gibraltar Spaniard
named Gonzalez, “it is pigs' food.”

“Gosh!” growled one of the firemen, * heres
the stu’rd. Wot price goin’ and talkin' to the old
man now 7%

“ Jah, dot vos so,” cried Spaander, “der v
cholera in der meat. It make me ill to hold my
face over 1t.”

“ Here, stu'rd,” cried the bo'sun, thrusting the
pork under the newcomer's eyes. * This is wot %e
‘ave to eat.”

Piper stepped back hurriedly. !

“Tt don’t seem so fresh as it might,” he assented. |

“Well, if you aint very careful and very good,
you'll have to eat it,” said the bos'un severely.
* Now, just go down to the old man and say as#
want to see him.”;

When Hudson came up the companion, he ¥
a group of sullen - faced malcontents gatherel
together abaft the engine-room.

“Mutiny, eh?” he muttered, under his bresth
“Tll give 'em a lesson.”

With face aflame, he came on deck, and walked
aggressively towards them. Two or three of t?
firemen seemed to hesitate and step back, but &
the most part the men held their ground ;s
the bo'sun, striding forward a pace, institt
himself spokesman.

“Now, my lads, wot is it ?” cried the skippéh ]
fiercely regarding the group. ‘
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wWell, sir,” said the bo'sun, shuffling his feet a
little awkwardly, *we don’t want to be disre-
spectful, but there ain’t no bacca on this ship for
one thing, though it ain’t that as we are grumbling
about so much as that we can’t eat the food.”

«The blazes! You dock rats! Can’t eat it,
¢h? When you know very well that on shore
youd be glad to b.eg such grub.”. _

“But the pork is uneatable, sir,” replied the
bo'sun, flushing,

Hudson took the pork from the Swede's hand
and examined it thoroughly. “Any inore com-
plaints?” he asked, his mouth setting hard.

Gonzalez stepped forward with a mouldy biscuit
in his hand.

“ Dis, captain,” he said, showing his yellow teeth
ina snarl, “is no good bread for any man.”

“You rock-scorpion !” snapped Hudson. “You
come from Gib., don't you, where a crust and a
soft grape is a feast among such as you? Such
tack as this biscuit is a pile too good for you.
Now, take it and eat if, you confounded dago1”

He snatched the biscuit out of the Spaniard’s
hand, as he spoke, and flung it full in his face.
Almost with the same movement of his body, he
raised the piece of meat on the marlinspike, and
struck Hansen across the mouth with it.

“Now, you scum,” he roared, “go back to your
quarters!” and with that he swung round and
went below,

This seemed the opening incident in the long
chapters of mischance that were presently to befall
the Creole.

The men went forward,alinost openly mutinous,
nor, when the watch was changed at eight bells,
would they turn out.

The mate was below ; and Grant, who was in
charge of the bridge, was loth to send aft and
rouse him out ; so, deeming it better to smooth
matters over himself, if it were possible, he went
forward, intent on reasoning with the men. For
It was one thing to be dissatisfied with the food,
and another to break into open insubordination.

“It's no good, sir. We can’t work without
grub,” cried Johnson, one of the firemen.

“That's it, sir,” said the bo'sun, “ we ain’t got
1o complaints o make agen you or the mate, but
the old man treats us like dogs. 1 know a bit o
sea-law, and we ain’t goin’ to stand it, sir. Look
at this offal as is sent in to us as meat.”

Grant looked into a tin dish containing a piece of
wlted beef which was handed to him. It was
Wostly green in colour and emitted a most dis-
E\gree:ble ~odour.  “You have my sympathy,
men,” replied Girant, setting it down with an ex-
““matmn of disgust,

\‘oicghlf imleed,. you mutinous scoundrel !” cried a
oarse with fury on the stairs above, and
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the next moment Captain Hudson was standing
before them, his face distorted and his body
trembling with rage. He must have followed on
Grant’s heels. He seemed to take no notice of the
men, directing all his passion upon the second
mate. He turned to Grant, hissing out his words
like the whistling of a lash,

“You swab! You kid-gloved friend of the
owners ! You confounded sleek-faced villain ! Is
this how you do your duty? coming here and
making mutiny among my crew! By thunder!
you dog, out you go, or Il have you logged and
put in irons for leaving the bridge!”

His hand went diving into his jacket-pocket, and
the next instant he was gripping a revolver in his
fingers. There were all the ingredients of a first-
class tragedy here. Perhaps the story of the
Crevle would never have needed to have been
written, but that Grant Heath, knowing how
futile any open quarrel with the skipper would
be, and how all the disadvantage would, sure as
fate, fall upon himself, stifled the rebellion that
was raging within him, and returned to the bridge.

Perhaps, had he been otherwise circumstanced,
he would have been less inclined to submit silently
to this unwarrantable bullying, but his future
career depended much on this voyage, his first one
as an officer aboard a steamship, and he felt that at
all costs, save the sacrificing of his manhood and
self-respect, he must keep the peace.

No thought had come upon him yet that Hudson
had any special grudge against himself, but a
word from the mate as they were changing watch
that night suggested something.

He had told Talbot what had occurred, when
thie other came up to take over the watcli. The
mate slowly filled his pipe with his squat fingers,
and looked contemplatively at the bare and
smoke-begrimed 1masts, after the manner of one
who had spent his life on ships that sail.

“You are a friend of old Mr. Channing’s, ain't
you?” he said.

“I know Mr. Channing,” answered Grant.

A momentary picture of an old-fashioned room,
with a white-haired man sitting there and a
sweet-faced girl beside him, flashed across his
memory ; then the mnate's husky voice broke in.

* The skipper don’t like friends of the owners
about,” he said, putting his hand on Grant’s
shoulder.  **Now turn in and forget all about
it.”

And Grant, the kindly touch of the mate’s hand
still lingering on his shoulder, went below feeling
happier. He felt that he was not quite friendless
aboard.

Every day Grant expected developments in the
forecastle, for he had been on ill-provisioned ships
before, and had witnessed scenes from such causes
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that don’t often get into print, but to his surprise
things seemed to quieten down, though discipline
was lax enough. He learned later through the
steward that a small keg of rum had been sent
forward by Captain Hudson, which accounted for
the crew’s sudden contentment.

At one bell (a quarter to four p.m.) on the tenth
day out, the Azores were sighted, and two hours
later the Creole dropped anchor off Fayal, in the
harbour of Villa da Horta.

In this elime there is little or no dusk. Asthe
bumboats came out from the shore laden with
goods, mostly of an eatable, drinkable, and
smokable nature, the sun was shining like amber
on the shelving hills, where the white houses
gleamed like dominoes amid the greenery of fig
and orange, but by the time the clamouring
hawkers were under the ship’s side darkness had
fallen, and only the twinkling lights ashore, and
the countless stars above, were visible.

Much took place at Fayal that, if not directly
responsible, at least contributed largely to the
strange happenings that were so soon to overtake
the Creole.

Apart from the gift of rum in the forecastle,
Hudson had supplemented his generosity by
allowing each man five mil-reis credit while in
port, for it had penetrated to his clouded brain
that, considering the work he had to do, a hostile
crew would not make things any the easier for
him. ’

In consequence of this, it was a red-letter day-—
or night—with the bumboats of Villa da Horta,
and when the Creole weighed anchor the evening
following, each man was primed to the stock with
cigars and native wine,

The engine room was little better, for the chief
and the second had successfully worked the oracle
of taking in bunkers to the profit of all concerned,
the owners excepted, and as a reward for winking
at the variable quality of the coal, and keeping
a careless sort of tally of the amount, had been
rewarded by the coal merchants with a consider-
able quantity of vine tinto.

The disorder grew more acute aboard the

Creole. That evening the sun slipped redly

down in a stormy sky, and, lashed by a south-
westerly gale, the sea ran heavily as darkness
came on.

“Don’t you think them awning-poles ought to
be taken in, Mr. Heath 1" said the bo'sun, who
was at the wheel.

He was probably the only thoroughly sober
man among the crew. Grant stood beside him.
He looked at the seas pounding over the fore-
castle-head ; the gale was increasing in force
every minute.

*Yes, but there’s not a man to do it,and I don’t

want you to leave the wheel,” he said. “[ trjgg
to rouse them out a while ago.”

He went below and walked aft. The poles
were shivering and straining in the blast ; whe,
the wind increased, for a certainty they would b
carried overboard. On the port quarter a stretch
of canvas flapped with loud reports, like a gy
going off. He considered a 1oment, they
mounted the taffrail to unfasten it. As he stooq
there, labouring against the pressure of the wing,
he saw a figure stagger across the light from the
companion. It was the captain. He came
towards Grant with unsteady footsteps, glaring
at him with reddened eyes.

“ What are yer doin’ there 1” he said, in a thick
volce. . -~ “

“I am unshipping these awning-poles, sir”
replied Grant, impatiently, “ which is the crews
work, and not mine.”

“Then, confound it, why don’t you rouse 'em
up, you lazy, brass-bound swab ?”

¢ Because,” shouted Graat, stung to fury by the
other’s insult, “they are in the same condition as
yourself, Captain Hudson—drunk.”

The next moment the master of the Creole
lurched heavily forward and struck out madlyat
the figure on the taffrail. Grant Heath elutched
‘the air a moment, and then, with a cry that the
wind carried away, he fell into the hissing wake
of the labouring steamer. Hudson looked over
the taffrail with protruding eyes that had fear and
Liorror written in them. Of a sudden he was
rendered sober. He gazed below, but he saw
nothing but black, hissing water, and he heard
no sound but the shriek of the storm and the
flapping of the shreds of awning canvas above his
head. Asif acting from an impulse that did not
belong to him, he slashed adrift a life-buoy and
flung it far astern, Then, with a great horror on
his face, he staggered below.

CHAPTER VIL
CAPTAIN HOWELL INTERVENES.

HERE appeared in the log-book of the
Creole, under date September 3rd, 8
melancholy entry recording the loss of
the second mate when but five bour
out of Fayal. It appeared that no one sa¥
him fall overboard, but that this was bhis fate
was rendered abundantly clear by the eviden®
of the bo'sun, who was steering at the time, 80
who testified that Grant Heath left the bridge
to go aft with the intention of unshipping t
awning-poles, which, being partly canvased, ¥ert
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in danger of being carr'ied away, as a strong wind
wis blowing at the time. In attempting this
work, it was evident, therefog'e, that he had been
blown overboard, and thus, in the morning, the
mate with unsteady hand —for this otherwise
reliable mariner had not escaped the contagious
thirst that was running loose on the Creole—duly
entered the record of
grant Heath’s death
in the log-book.

It seemed that the
terrible event had the
effect of steadying this
officer for a time, for
not only did he serve
his own watches vigi-
Jantly during the next
three days,but he kept
a careful eye on the
bosun, who neces-
sarily undertook the
duties of the lost
second mate, and no
less regnlarly did he
go into the forecastle
and hound out some
portion of the crew to
their duty.

One day, being inwe
frolicsome mood, a few
of the hands rushed
the cook’s galley and
belped themselves to
the captain’s pet
dishes.

Notwithstanding
Captain Hudson’s per-
sistent libations, he
stll continued to be
bhungry, so that when
ke learned there was
guing to be no dinner
for bim that day, and
the reason for it, his
rage knew no bounds ;
and when Pipp’s half
toherent tale—for the
steward was in a state
of mental and physical
cqllapse—soaked into
bis fuddled brain, he
realised that the state of things aboard the Creole
%23 such as called for immediate and violent
treatment, For, though in the ordinary course of
E"ems Captain Hudson was scarcely ever anything
out half-sober when on the high seas, his seaman’s
Mstinet taught him the importance of his officers
aud men keeping rigid discipline ; so when these
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signs of gross disorder were conveyed to him,
his first act was to make his way to the mate’s
berth.

That officer he discovered sittingup in his bunk,
yawning,

He looked up straight at his chief with lack-
lustre eye. )

S8TRUCK OUT MADLY AT THE FIGURE ON THE TAFFRAIL.

-

“You scoundrel,” cried Hudson, in fierce anger,
“is this how you look after the navigation of
this ship ?1”

And he violently seizedl the other by the
collac in his powerful grasp and dragged him
right out of the berth on to the cabin floor.

This bumping about revived the mate’s activity,
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for the next instant he was on his feet raining
blows fast upon the skipper.

“Ob, that’s your game, is it?” cried Hudson,
hoarse with rage, “come on deck, then, and
receive the biggest thrashing you’ve ever had in
your life.”

The two twmbled up the companion stairs,
upsetting the steward, who was bringing down
some hot coffee, and then, almost before they
were on deck, they flew at each other.

It was several seconds before the man at the
wheel realised what was happening on the quarter-
deck. His attention was first attracted by the
excited cries of the first engineer, who, as the
two officers fought, danced round them in a kind
of frenzy, swinging his banjo excitedly, first
cheering one and then the other of the com-
batants. When the steersman observed the
identity of the fighters, overcome by the excite-
ment and novelty of the situation, he left. the
steering-gear to look after itself, and ran to the
forecastle head.

“By the great Jehoshophat, boys, come on
deck!” he yelled. “Here's the skipper and the
mate chawing each other on the poop.”

Then he ran aft, so that he might not miss
a moment of the entertainment, followed by
the excited crowd, who came tumbling up the
forecastle ladder with such eagerness that a
little heap of them lay on the slippery fore-deck,
just as a mighty sea thundered over the bows
upon them. Drenched to the skin, they hurried
aft, but paused instinctively when level with the
after winch, for to all seamen the quarter-deck
is more or less sacred ; but, seeing the combat
was in real earnest, they crept towards the
poop.

It was a free and easy fight, for both men
were far too unsteady to hit or guard with any
precision, while the insascure foothold afforded on
the wet deck by the madly rolling vessel only
increased the erratic nature of the duel

McPherson, from executing a sort of war-dance
round them, became so excited that now and then
he would get so close to them that he received
numerous blows not intended for him, which so
aroused his Highland blood that he went for both
men, aiming blows at them with his festive banjo,
- till an extra plunge of the ship sent all three
staggering into the scuppers.

The next moment the steamer, with no one steer-
ing, seemed to be lifted boudily out of the water,
as she came beam to the sea. She heeled over,
there came a fearful roar of the racing screw, and,
in an instant, the Creole was more under the water
than above it.

The bo’sun and a couple of hands fought their
way through the blinding, washing seas to the

bridge. They clung to the wheel, and Presenly
brought the ship round.

The fight recommenced, but it was of ghey
duration. Hudson, getting a heavy blow i .
tween his opponent’s eyes, sent him flying ig,
the after-steering gear, from which place he wy
rescued by the panic-stricken steward and
second engineer, Watson, and with much difficulyy
carried below. ’

*“ A boony scrap, a vera bonny fecht,” gurgled
McPherson, thumbing a sort of triumphal marg
upon his tuneless banjo. *Dinna ye think ,
sma’ three fingers, skipper, ter celebrate yoy
triumph——1%” :

“Yes, my lads,” cried Hudson, inflamed wit
victory, “ come down below with me. ’Ere Pipp,
you scoundrel, get out a case of Schnapps.”

The whole of that afternoon the greater pat
of the Creole's crew were down in the saloon
Towards evening Hudson appeared to think the ]
carousal in the cabin had gone far enough, and
drove the whole lot out at the point of his e
volver.,

The bo’sun, who, except the stoker on duty, ws
the only semi-sober man on the ship, deeming it
to be tea-time, lashed down the helm and wentt
look up the cook. That worthy he found stowed
away under a sailcloth far down the forepeak, an
empty bottle by his side, quietly singing hLymns
to himself,

If all the inglorious doings of that crew, durin
the next five days, were to be chronicled, they
would make a good-sized volume. Order and
discipline were non-existent.

No watehes were kept, no observations made,
and the vessel was only kept on her course by
guesswork.

Captain Hudson stayed in his cabin, utterly
neglectful of every duty. He lay in his bunk, for
the most part a victim to the intensest depression
and fear, which all his wild bibulations failed
alleviate. Occasionally, in his madness, he would
ery out, because a white face would look at him
through the port-hole, and a scream, oft repeated,
would come to his ears. He could not forget.

Talbot, hourly growing more incapable, spent
most of his time in the engineers’ mess-room. 43
to the crew, a new element of disorder had ariset
with the discovery that there lay at hand unlimitd
material for rowdiness. It chauced that two o
the firemen, being taken down into the engit®
room by the ever-generous chief engineer, nott
that the refreshments offered to them were grestly
superior to those which had been obtaived #
Fayal. A glance at the labels confirmed th}s 8
sumption, and the suspicion that the enginee?
bad been broaching cargo at once %
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st in their minds. This belief" was
uppermo: A
communicated to the donkey-man, who, keeping
careful watch, discovered that Watson paid
more visits to the cross - bunkers than were
consistent with his interest in the coal supply,
and in making a thorough search he observed in
the bunker, where the second’s visits had been
most persistent, that a circular plate in the iron
bulkhead, held down by well-oiled serews, so that
it could be easily removed, covered an entrance
to the lold.

Watching his opportunity, he unscrewed this
plate, and, entering the hold, discovered that his
suspicions had been correct. There were cases
and cases of liquor, some broken open, others
pulled forward ready for use, and, so far as he
could see, enough to Jast an unlimited time,

A dozen bottles were carried forward in an ash-
bucket.

At first the bo'sun and one or two of the
English seamen held back from participating in
this find, for the broaching of cargo is, in a sea-
man’s eyes, the most unpardonable of erimes,
but little by little they were drawn into it, till
there was nothing to choose between them.
Matters grew worse.

The long strips of gulf-weed that the gale had
wrapped around the white-streaked funnel and
patched weather-dddgers, the untidiness of the
decks, the litter of broken bottles, cases and
frapments of food that lay about, all were
eloquent of the state of disorder to which the
Creole had been reduced, and, but for the fact
that the violence of wind and wave had abated,
the old tramyp, quite uncontrolled as she was,
would not have remained above water an hour.

On the sixth day since leaving the Azores, the
third engineer, coming on duty in a very unsteady
state, made his way first of all to the bunkers
whence the perilous broached cargo could be
reached, and coming back fell heavily over a heap
of greasy cotton waste, half-way between the door
leading from the engine room to the stoke-hole,
and there lay on the plates much bruised and too
h?lplessly fuddled to get up. No one came near
bim, and as the stoker, who had just gone off
duty, not having been relieved, had given the
ﬁl’es but poor attention, steam was kept up only
Iregularly, and the crisis was reached when,
through lack of oiling, the head-going eccentric
$trap “scized” and got bent.
wh}eron]] thls‘ time the fires were not tended, and
be d'_l the third engineer awoke out of his stupor
: i8covered that the engines had stopped. He
ur%ﬁred up the _latlders, thrown this way and that
ava ¢ Sgll)f ha.v1qg no one at the helm, had fa]!en
X dyi]an wasrolling in the trough of the sea with

ull, long, Leavy motion), and made his way to
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the deck. He found McPherson sitting abaft the
engine-room, hugging his banjo and crooning softly
to himself in unintelligible Gaelic, while Watson,
the second, was lying on a tarpaulin under the
combing of No. 3 hatch, sobbing hysterically.

Down in the saloon was utter silence, but from
the forecastle there came the sound of hoarse
singing that was without time or rhythm, and
presently that ceased.

Bottles were lying about the deck in every
direction, clinking on the iron as the vessel rolled
from side to side. The- third engineer made
his way to the galley, for he was desperately
hungry, but finding the stove cold, and nothing
to eat, he returned to his comrades, and knocking
the neck off a bottle applied himself to the
contents.

As he drank, gazing vacantly round the horizon,
his eyes fell upon a ship—a barque—not half-a-
mile away, drawing up on the weather bow. He
paused just a moment to look at her, without com-
prehending that she was flying signals of distress ;
then, setting his head back, he fell asleep with the
warm afternoon sun on his face.

“(Gee-whiz ! what lubberly shell-backs can be
navigating that ship, hey 1”

Captain Jasper Howell snapped out the words
viciously. He was a long man, with a short
temper and virulent tongue to correspond. When
he had made several attempts to signal the
steamer, without success, he grew wrathful, and
stamped his feet on his own quarter-deck im-
patiently, while he muttered criticisms both
eloquent and peculiar regarding any skipper and
crew who could be so deficient in the common
courtesy of the ocean as to ignore his most urgeat
signals.

For the Stella, since leaving Barcelona for New
Orleans, seven weeks before, had known nothing
but bad weather. Out of the Mediterranean, she
had met gale after gale, driving her back and
hopelessly out of her course, till at the moment of
sighting the Creole she was so low in stores and
general necessities of life, by reason of the seas
having smashed in the store-room hatch, that she
straightway bore down on the steamer, purposing
to beg assistance.

“Is she a derelict, Mr. Skioner?” growled
Captain Howell. “What d’you make of her?”

The mate stood beside him with a telescope
glued to his right eye.

“Can’t see no one aboard, sir,” answered that
officer. “There’s narry a soul on the bridge, and
I reckon no one’s been at the helm for quite a
spell by the way she’s fallen off. She's lying like
a weary whale on the water. 1 guess all their
coal's used up, and they’re down below stitching
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their togs together to make canvas. Gosh! she “There’s little enough of it. Tt doesn’t look 5
rolls like a barrel 1 if there was any steam up. The ship must hay,

He lowered the glass, and handed it to the cap- been abandoned, and, if so, there'll be stores aboarg
tain. He was a small bulgy man, with a shock of and, Mr. Skmner, guess I'm going to have’ em,

greyish hair and a comic squint. He cast his eyes sure. We've starved and thirsted long enough
reflectively up at the string of flags that made out and you bet, sir, there’ll be grub and water aboayg
the distress signal, aud to the ensign of the stars that craft, derelict or whatever she may be.”

0T T

%1 AM GOING TO BEIZE THE HULL TARNATION SHIP!” HE SAID, DECIRIVELT.

and stripes that blew out at the head of the main- S'pose  they’re all down with cholera,
mast ; then he rubbed his hands and whistled to snv"ested the mate, pleasantly, “or measles?”
bimself. “If it's black plague 'm going right abOﬂ-"d
“It's a derelict, or I'm a Dutchman,” said  answered the Yankee skipper, vehemently “We
Howell, shutting the glass with a snap. might as well die of plague as of stavvation, for

“Then how do you account for the smoke even if we have a fair wind to the Bahamas, ¥
coming out of the funnel #” haven’t enough grub to pan out. Whip out the Pof‘
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poats, my lads,” he cried to the men, “and smart
about it.”

Within a few minutes the master of the Stelle,
with the bo'sun and three men, was making his
way towards the Creole. The sea was very
smooth, though the steamer, having no way on
her, rolled alinost continuously in the oily, almost
imperceptible swell, so that it was a matter of
some difticulty to get aboard. This accomplished,
however, by Howell and the bo'sun, the boat lay
a few fathoms off while the two made a tour of
inspection.

Jasper Howell glanced swiftly round at the
litter of bottles that encumbered the deck, then,
sceing the engineers in the hopeless condition
already indicated, he gave a prolonged whistle.

The second and third engineers lay snoring on the
tarpaulin, while the first, having lost his interest
in his banjo as a musical instrument, was vainly
attempting to use the reversed head of it as a
drinking vessel.

Captain Howell took in the situation with
Yankee quickness. He had seen this sort of
thing before.

“She aint a derelict, so what about scooping
in some stores, sir?” asked the bo'sun of his
chief.

Howell glanced keeniy réund the Creole. He
clicked his teeth with a snap like the shutting of
a steel trap.

“ 1 am qgoing to seize the hull tarnation ship!
he said, decisively.

(To be continued. )
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. THE EDITOR,— You remember
our Fancy Dress Ball? Grand
fun it was—kept most of us in
bed for weeks. ‘The Sultan of
Turkey bas had his neck in
splints ever since ; says his head is so loose
that it shifts back to front if he isn’t looking,
and he can’t tell which way to put his hat
on. So he’s got a great pole right up his
back, with his neck lashed to the upper end of

it, and as it projects a good way above his head
he sticks his old Imperial Hatt on the top of it,
and looks as ridiculous and idiotic as you like.
Upon my word, I sometimes think he’s a bit
m——you know what I mean, but we never
mention the word here, some of my college
mates are so absurdly touchy.

The poor old Grand Vizier's face is better.
We got some sand-paper and cleaned it up
properly for him; in fact, I’'m afraid we rather
over-did it, for his nose is nearly flush with his
face now, and we took the polish completely off
one eye.

Well, since then we’ve had another entertain-
ment. Football! What do you think of that?
We waited until the season had set in decidedly,
and then we challenged Colwell Hatchney again.
They came like a shot, with a whole sackful of
balls to choose from—cricket balls, and croquet
balls, and cannon balls, and billiard balls, and
all the rest of it, but they hadn’t got a foot-
ball; said they thought we could ‘*“make out”
with the others, as they were rather short of
footballs that season, *‘the disease was so bad
among them.”

We didn’t mind. We had an old football of
our own which was busted and wouldn’t hold
any wind, so we loaded it up with shot until it
weighed half a ton at least, and we /let them
kick off | My word! You should have seen
it! Their captain ran fifty yards at full burst,
and let fly a kick at it that would have landed

it in China had it been the common, vulgar

kind of football, but as it was it hardly budged
an inch, and as for Aim—well, he gave a yell
that blew the Sultan’s old Hatt off its pole, and
lodged it fifty feet up in an elm tree, and then
he fell on his back and squirmed. We laughed
till we were all very ill, and the Ambulance
Corps rushed in with their stretcher, and waltzed
him round and round the field to the tune of
“Old Bub Ridley,” till he fell out on his head,
and the referee gave us a dropped goal and one
for his nob. ,
Who do you think we had as referee? Why,
Colonel Bogie, of course! You've heard of
him? He’s nailing good at games — alvays
beats everybody, you know —so we wouldnl
let him play, but made him touch-judge and
referee all in one, We dressed him up as well
as we could in keéping with his name, with
bat’s wings and ears and a long tail, and when
he came out of the scoring tent half the other
team set up a screech and bolted for the nearest
trees. ‘Ihey haven't been seen since, but from
the noisc up there we think they must be start
ing a rookery. So that counted to us again—
fifteen two and 11§d. We were getting on. B!
the rest of their team were annoyed about some
thing—we never found out what—and they wen;
for Colonel Bogie, unloaded their oldArag:ba-S 0
all its balls, and started out after him 1 ¢
earnest. My wig! You should have scen him
go! He bolted like the wind, as you maf
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imagine, and made for the island in the middle
of our nond. .
srong swim and a swim all together—I mean,
by himself —and he got on very well for a
ard or two. Then he tried to turn back.
ie all lined the bank and pelted him with
dods or anything handy, amidst shrieks of
laughter, until one of the others
pim on the nose with a puff-ball, and he
blew his whistle and went to the bottom !
$o poor old Colonel Bogie holed out at last,
and won the handicap; we always thought he
would, Of course, after that the match was
ours — two Bunkers and a Stymie against a
Brassev. /

At the call of halftime everybody who had
passed the sixth standard and was over thirteen
years of age took part in the “Pig and Grunt
Competition.”  Really quite as good fun as the
football. It was grand sport to see one after
another trying to wheel the greasy pig along
the pole, and falling into the pond on top of
each other, while the pig sailed about in the
wheelbarrow with a blue riband round his neck
and a piece of holly in his mouth. Of course,
they disturbed the weeds a bit, and to

It meant a long swim and a

caught -

him, it’s his teeth—they're always chattering.
Nice gum-boils he’s got on them, too!

After the competition was over—we won, by
the way : two grunts and a squeak to nothing—
the pig was harnessed to the barrow, and we all
got in and drove home, waving imaginary flags
and singing “We won’t go home till morning,”
which from the rate at which we travelled
seemed more than probable. However, at the
mention of the word *Sausages,” the pig took
to his heels and bolted, so the wheelbarrow
upset and we all arrived home, quite bruised
and battered, and perfectly happy and con-
tented, and sat down to a “high” tea, at which,
it is almost unnecessary to mention, all the
viands had been “hung” for an wunusually
protracted period. These consisted principally
of fish and eggs, and the pig occupied a
prominent position in the centre dish, and
created great amusement by his efforts to escape.

After tea songs were freely rendered by
various members, the whole company rising at
the finish and singing * Qom, sweet Oom,” in
honour of the ex-President of the Transient Re-
public. At midnight, to the surprise of every--
one, the clock struck, and refused to go any

everyhody’s surprise Colonel Bogie suddenly
:;”I‘Ednup again ; said he’d only been ¢ /ving
f"”"y, but when someone flyng the o'd
ootball in after him he caught hold of it, and
¥ith Its ail reached the shore. He said he
tOund It alittle damp down there, “ but nothiig
ospeak of.”  It's all very well for him to talk

¢ that, but perhaps he can’t help it. It's not

HE GAVE A YELL THAT BLEW THE S8ULTAN'S8 OLD HATT OFF IT2 POLE,

more, so we crammed all our guests into the
wheelbarrow, shoved the pig in on top of them,
wished them a hearty good-bye, and turned the
hose on them. They went home like anything,
and a more delightful and enjoyable day was
never spent by,—Yours truly,
The K—G oF THE C——L IsLaNDs.
(7 didn't mean to let it out, but never mind.)



THE COMING SHOWS,

EXHIBITION has been
rather aptly defined as a
sort of demonstration of
the world’s progress since
the previous exhibition
was held. On a smaller
scale, the same truth is
npp‘cable to a cycle show. It is, from its
very nature, a demonstration of all, or of
most, that has been done by makers of
cycles and cycle accessories since the time
of the show preceding it. DPersonaily, I
delight in a cycle show, and every fellow
who takes an interest in the mechanical side
of cycling, as every cyclist should, ought to
attend the nearest show available for as many
of the days that it is open that he can possibly
manage to put in. I generally study the
London shows and several of the provincial
ones, and have more
" than once gone abroad .
with a similar object in
view. The Paris show
used to be a splendid
exhibition of what was
being done on the
Continent, and in
America, too ; but latterly
it has sadly dwindled in
importance, and at the
present moment I cannot
say whether it is at all
likely to be representative
of what the Continent
can do. But whatever
show you visit, it. s well
to have a systematic
method before you, so as
to be sure that you study

itin the right way. I have CROSS FMANE RALEIGH LIGHT ROADSTEL.

seen numberless people who seemed to be con- |
sumed with the idea that the only thing required
of them was to collect as many catalogues as
possible; and they would go home with al ;
their pockets stuffed full with them, in the fond
hope that at some time an opportunity would
offer for careful study of their contents. The
best way is to think as you go round, picking
up only such literature as will remind you o
something you have more than half learnt at
the show 1tself, and then everything in your }
pocket will be of real value when you gt
home. :
I propose to deal with a very few things §
that are sure to be shown at the shows, or |
very nearly sure. They may not alt be novelties,
for novelties in these days are chiefly confined
to details, and such are not always of sufficient
prospective profit to warrant those who exploit
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{hem in going to _lhe expense
of chartering a big stall. - Of
the old~csmblishe§l cycle ﬁr‘ms
there are few with any 1m-
portant novelty to_offer. But
any rider who w11_1 examine
such exhibits as will be plat-
jormed by firms showing the
Junbeam, the Swift, the Rudge-
whitworth, the Bradbury, the
Raleigh, or the Royal Enfield,
will have the pleasure of seeing
machines than which the world
can produce no better. These
are not necessarily the only
ones that could be placed in
a complete list of the wares
that demand classification in
the very first rank, but I name
them because I am in direct
communication with them on
the subject of any novelties
they may contemplate market-
ing, and because I know their wares to be of
the very best.

The Centaur Company are again making
a speciality of their feather-weight cross frame.
Itis a marvgl of lightness, weighing, *all on,”
not more than 2631bs., which is really an extra-
ordinarily light weight for a fully equipped
machine. There is something of a “rage” for
cross-framed machines, and those who select

LOWDEN BRAKE LEVER.

one should be careful to.choose a zood one.
The Centaur is certainly made of sound stuff.
Only recently I examined one that had been
nidden for ten years, over all sorts of roads, and
onthe track as well. It looked antiquated,
o course, but it was, to al appearances, a
!h_omugh!y sound machine, and I should not
mind riding round England, next week, on the
very same.

There is aot likely to be very much in the

Yol vi.—23

BOWDEN FRONT WHEEL BRAEKE.

" of the free-wheel,
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way of new tyres at the coming
shows. The Palmer people
regard their tyre as practically
perfect, and their standard
pattern  will therefore remain
unaltered. Similarly, the
Dunlep firm. have seen no
reason to make any radical
alteration.  The firm draw
attention to the fact that both
their-wired and wireless varieties
of tyres are made by their latest
process of vulcanising the
rubber and the outer fabrics
together, instead of causing the
same to adhere by means of
solution. Apart from this there
will be no change in the tyres,
except the welcome one—to
purchasers—that they are to
be somewhat cheaper during
the coming season.

It is difficuit in an advance
notice to deal adequately with the many aspects
of cycling that are sure to be affected by the
various exhibits. The matter of saddles is, how-
ever, always with us. I have spoken on‘gther
occasions of saddles which have seemed to me
to have intrinsic excellences of their own. But
I have not hitherto called attention to the
merits of the Victor saddle, made by Messrs.
E. & A. Noirit, of Walsall. It is nicely venti-
lated, having a deep opening down the middle
line, and by the same means avoids pressure in
those cases where pressure is a bugbear. It is
readily adjustable, as all the good saddles are,
and the rider must be clumsy indeed who
cannot make it comfortable to his own re-
quirements.

There may be expected a few novelties in.

brakes, ‘for with the rapidly extending vogue
a thoroughly trustworthy
brake—not to say two brakes—attached to the
machine becomes more and more obviouslya sine
gua non. I would here again call attention to.the
merits of the Bowden arrangements. The inven-
tion of the Bowden wire for transmitting power
round the angles and corners of the framework
was a stroke of genius. It is probably the very
best known way of getting tension transmitted

BOWDEN SCREW HANDLE GRIP.

-
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1o the rim of the

back wheel from
the place where
one grips the
handle-bar.  But
the form of it
in which the
useful little trigger that commonly
actuates the Bowden wire, is much
better known than the screw handle,
which, for some purposes, is distinctly
its superior. You see, with the screw
handle it is possible to adjust the
brake to the exact amount of pres-
sure, or approximately so, that
you require, leaving the hand with
no more work to do until further
orders. The proper amount of pres-
sure, as I have stated before, is, on
long declines, something just a trifle
short of what is actually required.
The second brake—for there should
always be a second on every free-
wheel machine—is then competent,
at the slightest touch, to administer
the requisite check to the growing
speed and impetus which the vehicle
tends to gather in its descent of an
incline. I make special mention of
the Bowden wire because it has to be
employed—under royalty, of course
—in applying many other useful
brakes to the back wheels of
machines.

The compensating brake shown
1s a case in point, although this is
primarily designed for application

THE CAPTAIN.

TILSTON & BALISBURY'S
COMPENSATING BRAKE.

to front rims rather than to back ones.

is being manufactured by Messrs. Morgan
Bros., Ltd., of Floodgate Street, Birmingham,
and all particulars concerning it may ‘be had
either from them or from the patentees, Messrs,
Ayres

Tilston & Salisbury, of 62,
Manchester. It is so
extremely recent an in-
vention that I cannot
say with certainty that it
will be shown at the
shows, but I make little
doubt that such will be
the case. The novelty
of the brake lies in the
compensation which its
name implies. Most
rim-brakes that are now
upon the market are so
constructed that the
shoes rub ‘very unevenly
upon the rim. This is

R S ST

Road,
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commonly due to unevep
ness in the rim-itsclf; for
granted that a rim is trye
to begin with, it is almeg

sure, in the course of fa :
wear and usage, whether

it be adjusted or left ¢

itself, to develop a certain amoup

of eccentricity.

There are they

found to be segments of the np

where the shoes press hard on,

while at other points they grip
much less pronouncedly, and it i
not unlikely that other segments
again are entirely fnissed by them.
especially during a fast “coast.”
Not only is this the case, but it
will be found that one side of the
rim is sometimes being gripped by
a shoe at a time when the other
side is quite escaped by its fellow.
the defect here does not

Now,

consist so much n

the uneven

wearing of the rim, .as might a

first be supposed.

I have put badiy

worn rims under the micrometer,
and have been surprised to find

that the detrition

in the thinnest

part did not amount to as much as

the

2,00oth-part of an inch —a

quantity which you will agree with
me is, for all practicable purposes,

negligible.

The important point is

not the bad weaning ol the rim
under such conditions, but rather
the fact that the brake is not on
all the time, and therefore misses
It something of

HUB OF [HE BALEIGH PREE WHELL AL WILL

4

its
Tilston & Salisbury’s compensating brake has
the merit of being on all the time you want
it, clinging continuously to the rim, and with
an even pressure on both sides of it
effect is obtained by connecting the two brake:

ideal efficiency.  Messrs.

This

shoes to a swivel lever,
which 15 free to oscxllgte
about a fixed pin

attached to the handle ¢
well

lever. This 1is
shown in the illuste
tion. Of coursg, as W
all rim - brakes, the
method of application
has ultimately to be?
pulling-up action. ‘!
the diagram shown, !
will be seen that this ¥
got by a pushing-do¥
movement, which, I mdf
explain, is done by

Lo *

—
. e AT Mg ol S e o i




THE CYCLING CORNER. 71

shumb, the return, or taking-off, being effected by
the light spring shown. The brake, however, can
be applicd by a lever with its fulcrum situated
on the far side of the head, in which case the
action would be a pulling-up one, as is the case
sith the brake lever in the ordinary plunger
prake, and would resemble the Linley brake,
which I have previously spoken of as an excel-
lent one for all front wheel work.

The firm will make either arrangement, as
desired, but they wisely recommend the pull-up
amangement described. Theactual pull is taken
by two wires. Experimentally, these were wires
that wrapped around two spindles, which were
thus highly adjustable as regards the length of
the wires. But the form of the brake which is
to be made a feature of in the forthcoming season
will be that in which two ordinary cycle spokes
are employed as tension wires. These details,
however, are details only. The main thing
about the brake, and the point upon which its
utimate validity will depend, is the com-
pensating  swivel arrangement at the point of
application of power from the brake lever.
This is so designed that anyone can see at a
glance, how, by a simple sort of see-saw
amangement, the pressure of the two shoes

is kept on equally and continuously as long

as the brake is required to act.

At the last moment I have received two
“cuts” from the Raleigh firm. One is of their
“Model No. 20 D.” It is a light roadster,
weighing 29lbs. “all on,” and its design of
cross frame is not only pleasing, but is one of
those coming within the conditions I stated
when dealing with cross frames generally. It
Wil be observed that no one of the ends of
the cross of the frame comes in contact with
the middle of another tube, but that all junc-
tions are made at terminal angles of the frame-
vork, and are there thoroughly well supported.
The same firm has produced a *free wheel at

will” hub. This is still another device, and
a very good one, for changing a free gear to
a fixed one, or wice versa. All that is necessary
is to manipulate the contrivance marked “ B”
and “A.” A bolt, which can be turned by
a common wrench; is carried by a flange on
the hub, and engages with an aperture in a
corresponding flange upon the clutch. The
arrangement is simplicity itself.,

I have made no attempt to indicate all, or
even a considerable portion, of the things of
cycling interest that will probably be found at
the forthcoming shows. That would be im-
pussible at the time of writing. But perhaps I
have indicated some of the directions in which
students of these shows should look who wish
to keep abreast with what is being done in the
way of applying the art of engineering in the
larger and lesser branches of cycle construction.
The whole story of the growth of the beautiful
vehicle of locomotion we can command to-day
has been the story of added trifles ; and if the
shows of the present year of grace can offer us
no more than trifles—which 1is, as yet, very far
from certain—I would still advise every fellow,
and, incidentally, every girl, who really cares
about the pastime, to devote some serious days
or evenings to a careful study of the shows.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

R. S. R. (BurTtox-upox-TRENT).—I am very sorry
that it is quite impossible to reply through the post.
If you only saw my letter-bag you would readily
forgive me, Your plan is a delightful one, As a
first attempt, I should strongly recommend Bakewell
as a centre. ‘*Marcehie’ (BoLton).—I think it a fair
offer, and you should find the machine ali right.
Some change gears are good; I will try to find
opportunity to deal with the suabjuct. The Swain and
Horwich tyres are excellent value at the price, They
are strong, and difficult to puncture ; but, of course,
that means that they are not fast. C. E. Z. (Mou~t
Duranp, Guernsey).—(1) I cannot advise you to pur-
chase. (2) The sum you have is gquite suffidient to
buy somethin
decent, and in the
second-hand lire it
should command
absolutely the
world’s very best
productions. You
should be able to
succeed nearer
home. (3) They
rarely do; but
dealers increase
their discounts,
which comes to the
same thing, and
private owners are
generally more
ready to sell.

H, P.
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“CURIOUS CUSTOMS.”

Some Essays by Foreign and Colonial Readers of « The Captain,”
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THERE are few West Indian children who have
not at some time of their lives gathered round
an old nurse, or favourite
servant, to listen eagerly
to a *Jumbi Story,” for,
notwithstanding the
number of churches, and these sixty-seven years
of emancipation, the belief in jumbies is still
widely spread, and in some districts an “obeah
doctor,” is paid to “set a jumnbi ” on anyone with
whom his client happens to have a feud. The
peor man’s stock will then die, or some other
calamity befall him, unless he has a counter charm
worked by marking crosses on hiz windows and
doors, and sprinkling holy water in his house, or
even hiring a *“ jumbi catcher,” who waits outside
the house every night, until, with great shouts and
cracking of his cart whip, he catches the jumbi
and stakes him down on some distant hill.

The threat of “bottling up a person’s shadow ”
is a common if mysterious one.

Should the country people, on their way home
at night, have to pass a place where jumbies are
seen, they turn their skirts or jackets on the
wrong side to prevent the jumbies from following
them, so that if a friend meets another with her
dress on the wrong side, she will salute her thus:
“Eh gal ! you see jumbi ¢”

But let us leave the jumbies, and attend a
country wedding. In spite of the low price of
sugar, the guests (or * guesses ” as they are some-
times called), make a fair show in their brilliant
dresses. Yery often the house is too small to
accommodate the party, and a neighbour’s house
is borrowed for the day, and while the tableis laid
ir one house the dancing is held in the other.

The better plan is sometimes adopted by
erecting a tent with an awning of cocoanut
boughs, which looks extremely pretty when
decorated with flamboyant and other blossoms,
The speeches and toasts are most amusing to
listen to, and as it is not unusual for some
members of a family to be serving while the
others are guests, one might hear such a request
as: *Mrs, Prince, kindly bring a clean plate for
Mr. Prince.”

The people have some strange ideas regarding

‘“IN ANTIGUA.”
By May Malone.

I

animals. A necklace made of cashew nuts apg
bits of cork is supposed to cure a dog’s cough;
and if you pull a feather from p fowl’s tail, bum
it, pass it across its mnostrils, and then bury it
at the doorstep, that fowl will become tane, and
never stray.

Singing meetings held on Sunday afternoons
ave very popular, and consist of Sankey's hvnms
and Scriptural debates. Perhaps Brother Tatty
is asked to preside. He begins his speech thus;
* Ladies and gentlemen,—I rise from my proxy
or proxitorium, which is to say my chair, to
address you a few words,” etc.

The following questions were once asked at oncof
these meetings : “Do you know ’eripture? Ves
Well, tell me de place way Paul say to ‘Grippa:
“low
'peak as any odder else man.'”

Small prizes are often given to the best
speakers.

These are some of the customs to whick one
is used, but which are full of interest to a
stranger.

Naturally, in a place inbabited by pcople of
many nationalities, as is Penang, there are many
curious customs, but by far
the most interesting are
those of the Chinese, espe
cially with regard to the
future welfare of the dead.
cession, tables laden with food are carried, and
are offered to the spirit of the dead person. At
one funeral I counted no less than four goats.
twenty pigs, and seventy-five ducks, all COQkC‘d
whole, besides countless piles of cakes and fruits

A month after the burial there arc mo®
sacrifices and prayers for the dead, Buddbis
priests, who, by the way, make a good thing of ¥
officiating. On the morning of the day a lot ‘ft
paper houses are fixed up in front of the (leceased’
home. These are cleverly made, being Stufk
on light bamboo frames, and decorated with
sel, ete., looking exactly like houses built after
the Chinese style, only rather small. They 8%
arranged to look like a street, and in front®
them are men, rikshas, and carriages. Tables

‘““IN PENANG.”
By W. W. Davidson.

me to ’peak, for I ’tink meself wordy to

In the funeral pro-
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jaden with catables, are placed near by, and in
iront of all is a paper horse and rider. Towards
evening the priests commence to entice the dead
person’s spirit into this paper man by prayers.
When, according to them, this has been done, the
food is offered to the spirit, and afterwards the
paper horse and rider are burned with a pile of
«spirit money.” These are small square pieces

" of paper with Chinese characters inscribed thereon,

and made up into fancy shapes. At midnight the
houses are burned to afford a residence to the
spirit.

The Chinese have also a curious custom of
dealing with turtles. These are sacred to them,
and when a Chinaman sees one for sale, if possible,
ke will buy it and take it out to sea to let it go.
Before doing so, the man has his name carved on
the shell, and imimediately he lets it go, he burns
incense and prays to the turtle. When asked why
they release them, they say that, if ever afterwards
they are shipwrecked, the_ turtle will come to
rescue them.

When Malays are going to put up a house, they
only fix up one upright beam to begin with, and
tie to it a bundle of cocoanuts, sirik (betel-leaf)
and betelnuts, as an inducement to “jins” (evil
spirits) to go away. An old man is also called in
to clear themsout and bless the house. After
some time they go on with the work of building.

There is still an old Zulu custom, which is kept
up by the heathen, called Ukukalel Amabele.
Just about the time the
“A ZULUY amabele, or Kaffir corn, is
CUSTOM.*’ beginning to flower, all the
By H. Goodbrand. young girls of a kraal decide
on a day to grind corn and
make beer for their Princess, who is supposed to
live in Heaven. Of course, they never see her,
but they believe she can do anything for them.
After making the tshwala, or beer, they pour it
mto small calabashes, one for each of their
gardens. A ecalabash is a kind of pumpkin,
scooped out and dried. They also pour some
hee}‘ into a large calabash, which they carry on
their heads, aud when they come to the cornfields
they sprinkle some of the beer on the corn. After
they have poured the beer into the calabashes they
Put on mutshas (strips of cow-hide, which they
Ue Just below their waists), and take the beer to
their gardens. When they come near the gardens
they say something, asking the Princess to watch
over their cornfields and give them a good harvest.
&y go all round their gardens in a processiou,
and sprinkle them over with beer from the large
calabash, whilst the small ones are left in the
&rdens for the Princess to drink. They think
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she will come to taste their beer after they have
gone. All that day they spend out of doors, inter-
ceding for a good harvest, and if they come
across any children they jump over them for luck.
They take their meals by the riverside, and at sun-
down they bathe in the river before returning
hone.

There are a few * Curious Customs ” in Jamaica,
which, I suppose, have their origin from the days
of ancient Xaymacu. The
following are a few, known
to me, but I believe there
are many others.

The first that I shall mention is the custom
among the people of keeping * nine nights,” or
“wakes.” This, as the name designates, is a
function held on the ninth night after a death by
the family and friends of the deceased. g

There is a gathering in the house of the deceased,
and songs (generally sacred) are sung, and refresh-
ments passed round, generally “Old Jamaica,”
until the “wee "hours o the morn.” These
“wakes ” usually commence at about nine o'clock
in the evening, and last till daylight.

A lighted lamp or candle is kept burning in the
room where the death occurred from the night of
the death until the “nine night,” as the people
pronounce it.

Of course, this custom, and the rest following,
are only observed by the people of the lower or
more ignorant, classes.

Another custon: which may be called “ curious™
is what is called “John Canoe,” pronounced by
the masses, “John Kunnoo.”

At Christmastide only is this custom observed.
A man (and sometimes a woman) dresses him-
self with bush, and flours lhis face, or, more
generally, assumes the réle of a horse or cow, by
putting on the head of either of the aforenamed
animals, and parades the town or village with a
band of music, generally consisting of a concertina,
fife, and drum, dancing, chasing people, and going
into shops and other premises, begging for a
collection for his performances. Curious to say,
therte are a large number of natives, chiefly women
and children, who are dreadfully afraid of “.John
Canoe,” and thus he is preceded by crowds of
people screaming and running in ditferent
directions.

A curious custom practised by the peasant
proprietors, or small cultivators, of this island, is
what is called a “ digging.”

When one of these peasant proprietors opens or
starts & new “ground,” or cultivation, he sets
apart a certain day on which he invites his friends
to his ground. They bring with them their hoes

‘““IN JAMAICA.”
By Lionel Brown.
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and other agricultural implements, and then the
whole cotnpany set to work to dig yam hills, etc.,
while they lustily sing quaint songs, unintelligible
to an English visitor, if he ever happens to find
himself there.

At intervals they cease digging, and retireto feast.

The cooking is done on the ground, the meal
consisting generally of roasted yams, breadfruit,
and cocoes, together with codfish or herrings, or
some such dainties. As usual, ¥ Old Jamaica” is
served round.

I may here mention that at a recent “ digging”
in the country surrounding this parish (Portland),
there was a fatal ending. A quarrel seems to have
ensued between two men, and one, in a fit of fury,
hurled one of his tools at his opponent, who died
afterwards. .

The last * curious custom ” that I shall tell you
of is a “Tea Meeting.”

This might sound familiar to you, and perhaps
you may not see the curious part of it, but here is
the curious part.

About a week before the “meeting” takes place,
the town or village is placarded to advertise the
thing. The placards generally bear the namesof two
or more men who style themselves * managers.”

On the placards are also stated the place
selected for the tea-meeting, and the admission
(usually sixpence ; children half-price).

T'he curious part of the tea-meeting is that there
i8 no tea !
dialogues, etc., and it would seem to be more an
entertainment or concert than anything else.

These are what I know of “Curious Customs” in
this part of the world (Jamaica), and I hope my
feeble effort may be successful in being even
¢ hionourably mentioned,” if nothing else.

We have, [ believe, no customs peculiar to us
Canadians except those of the former inhabitants
of the land, and most of
““IN CANADA.””  these must be well known
By Eleanor M, Davis, to all readers of THE
CarralN, through our friend
~ Mr. John Mackie. Perhaps there may be a few
that are not so familiar, and these may not have
been described to you as yet by a Manitoban.
The “Red Indians,” as“old-country people call
them, are at present rather few and far between,
and also in a very dilapidated condition, that is,
those left in this province. The ones in the north-

west are more like their former selves, and there

are some good specimens on the reserves,

As to their customs, I can remember only a few,
for they have not flourished since the rebellion of
1885, when the rebel Indians were so thoroughly
crushed. Out West lately they held their great

It consists of songs, glees, recitations,

“Pot-latch 7 and “Sun-dance,” in honour of our
new Governor-General, despite the authoritiy
who are always, and no wonder, afraid of thei;
being excited to wild deeds in this way. I hag
never witnessed this dance, and cannot say that |
have any desire to do so, therefore I am unablet,
describe it, but I can vividl¥y recall, when betweey
five and eight years old, how I used to watch the °
north red men gathering for their “ pow-wows” or
meetings. How full the town used to be of Indians!
We white people would watch operations from a
distance, and keep our dogs within doors, as our red
friends used to seavch for those tasty animals for
their feasts. Then what a number of “tee-pees”
(tents) would go up, and how 4he “tom-toms”
would beat the time for their wmonotonons
gancing !  And  their  “Dbrave - making*!
* Braves” are Indians whose * bravery” iy
certain ways has been tested — they are, in
reality, tortured. I well remember seeing poles
fastened in the ground near the tee-pees—all
this from afar, of course—and being told that
they were hanging Indians on these in different
positions, and making them stay there forisome
hours. Whoever could do so without fainting
was a “brave.” This was only one of the tests;
the others—they are similar—would take too
long to tell about. <Of course, they always
adorned thémselves with paint, feathers, skins
of animals, and gaily coloured blankets, when
their pofv-wows were coming on, and 1 used at
those times to walk abroad with great temerity,
as I had in my sinall brain an idea that I might
be scalped. :

Another custom, which is most peculiar, is
the way in which they carry their babies, of
“papooses.” They have an oblong case, rounded
at the ends and gaily decorated with coloured
porcupine quills, etc. Into this they lace the
baby, feet first, leaving nothing showing but
the little brown head. This arrangement is
carried by the squaw on her back, and when
she goes trading in town, she and the other
squaws stick their babies up outside the shop
until business is over.

Often when'in his canoe, on a windy day, the
Indian will put the bough of a tree in his canoe to
catch the wind, and act as a sail, in this way
saving himsell the trouble of paddling. Perhaps
the bush is too large, and over goes the canoe ; hence
our proverb, * He carrigs too much bush for such
a small canoe,” which I think you can translate.

As for other customs, lassoing Indian ponies,
hunting the now almost extinet buffalo, and all
the other interesting ways of our Indians, perus
Mt. Mackie's books. He can tell you better than
I, who, alas and alack! have never seen these
operations,




Sketches by Rex Osborne. .\\‘ :

~

Frny M‘Cool is 8.'11 Irish setter of excellent pedigree. He
becomes the property of Miss Juliet Boxwood, is ** broken to
the gun " by heart-rending methods which are detailed in
Chapter 11, and so profits by his tutor's instructions that
sporting friends of the Boxwood family declare him to be the
best setter they L:'ave ever shot over.

CHAPTER IIL

@ ;7OR the benefit of the uninitiated, I may
Sv mention that the duty of a setter is to

) travel over the ground in a zig-zag fashion

until he has found a scent. He should then halt,
S0 as to give time to the sportsmen to reach him
before the game rises.  For some time after my
first day’s duty I was kept almost constantly
employed, When the Boxwood Estate had been
all shot over, I was taken to the neighbouring
breserves, and everywhere gave unbounded
salisfaction. A time  came, however, when the
shoonng party dispersed, and I resumed the
©mpanionship of Miss Juliet. Although the
Xason was winter, she spent a great deal of
lme in the park. When the weather was too
told to permit her to occupy her favourite rustic
\VOr:)iih l’)’.the l_ake, shg often entered one of the
aces ¢n shanties which were erected for the
ten;Tlquatlon of keepers on night duty, and
. enjoyed her eternal novel. I was thus
fabled to indulge again my favourite propensity

(‘q
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By J. ConNELL,

Author of *.The Conjessions
of a Poacher.”

to “work the park,” but not with the freedom
of the old days. I could take great interest in
performing a “set” when there were, men
behind me with guns, ready to hurry forward
and knock the game over the moment it arose,
but to point for an indefinite period with
nobody to appreciate my cleverrasss 1 found
very tame, and, indeed, stupid work. I could
not stand in one position all day in the cold and
wet grass, so I gradually departed from the teach-
ing which had been so forcibly inculcated by my
trainer. [Especially was this so in the case of
rabbits. They allowed me to approach them so
closely that I could not resist the temptation to
seize them. Two or three times did the keepers
observe me carrying one to my mistress, and as
often remark I was being spoiled. Once the
head keeper actually caught me in the act of
killing one, and yelled at me in a frightful
manner. [ fled, but not before I heard him
remark that I should have to be *re-broken.”
This prospect so a¥irmed me that for several
nights I could not sleep. The vision of that
terrible trainer was ever present with me, and the
crack of his whip rang in my terrified ears. 1
resolved to abandon my favourite pastime, though
the determination cost me many a pang. No
more would I be caught transgressing the rules
of my profession. To lie constantly at my mis-
tress's feet ‘was repugnant to an individual of my
buoyant spirits and active habits, but I reflected
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and other agricultural implements, and then the
whole company set to work to dig yam hills, etc.,
while they lustily sing quaint songs, unintelligible
to an English visitor, if he ever happens to find
himself there.

At intervals they cease digging,and retire to feast.

The cooking is done on the ground, the meal
consisting generally of roasted yams, breadfruit,
and cocoes, together with codfish or herrings, or
some such dainties. As usual, “ Old Jamaica” is
served round. .

I may here mention that at a recent “digging”
in the country surrounding this parish (Portland),
there was a fatal ending. A quarrel seems to have
ensued between two men, and one, in a fit of fury,
hurled one of his tools at his opponent, who died
afterwards, :

The last “ curious custom ” that I shall tell you
of is a “Tea Meeting.”

This might sound familiar to you, and perhaps
you may not see the curious part of it, but here is
the curious part.

About a week before the “meeting” takes place,
the town or village is placarded to advertise the
thing. The placards generally bear the namesof two
or more men who style themselves * managers.”

On the placards are also stated the place
selected for the tea-meeting, and the admission
(usually sizpence; children half-price).

The curious part of the tea-meeting is that there

tsno tea! It consists of songs, glees, recitations,

dialogues, etc., and it would seem to be more an
entertainment or concert than anything else.

These are what I know of “Curious Customs” in
this part of the world (Jamaica), and T hope my
feeble effort may be successful in being even
¢ honourably mentioned,” if nothing else.

We have, [ believe, no customs peculiar to us

Canadians except those of the former inhabitants

of the land, and most of

‘“IN GANADA.””  these must be well known

By Eleanor M, Davis. to all readers of THE

Capraln, through our friend

- Mr. John Mackie. Perhaps there may be a few

that are not so familiar, and these may not have
been deseribed to you as yet by a Manitoban.

The “Red Indians,” as old-country people call
them, are at present rather few and far between,
and also in a very dilapidated condition, that is,
those left in this province. The ones in the north-
west are more like their former selves, and there
are some good specimens on the reserves.

As to their customs, I can remember only a few,
for they have not flourished since the rebellion of
1885, when the rebel Indians were so thoroughly
crushed. Out West lately they held their great

“Pot-latch” and “Sun-dance,” in honour of gy
new Governor-General, despite the authoritie, ¥
,

who are always, and no wonder, afraid of the,
being excited to wild deeds in this way. T hay,
never witnessed this dance, and cannot say thyt|
have any desire to do so, therefore T am unable
describe it, but I can vividI§ recall, When between
five and eight years old, how [ used to watch the
north red men gathering for their “ pow-wows” o
meetings. How full the town used to be of Indiang!
We white people would watch operations from

distance, and keep our dogs within doors, as ourred -

friends used to search for those tasty animals for
their feasts. Then what a number of “tee-pees”
(tents) would go up, and how the “tom-toms”

would beat the time for their 1nonotonous

dancing!  And  their  “Dbrave - making*!
“Braves” are Indians whose “ bravery?” jy
certain ways has been tested — they are, in
reality, tortured. T well remember seeing poles
fastened in the ground near the tee-pees—all
this from afar, of course—and being told that
they were hanging Tndians on these in different
positions, and making them stay there for.some
hours. Whoever could do so without fainting
was & “brave.” This was only one of the tests;

the others—they are similar—would take too

long to tell about. Of course, they alway

adorned thémselves with paint, feathers, skins

of animals, and gaily coloured blankets, when
their pow-wows were coming on, and 1 used at
those times to walk abroad with great temerity,
as I had in my small brain an idea that I might
be scalped. :

Another custom, which is most peculiar, is
the way in which they carry their babies, or
“papooses.” They have an oblong case, rounded

at the ends and gaily decorated with coloured . i

porcupine quills, ete. Into this they lace the

baby, feet first, leaving nothing showing but
This arrangement 3 §

the little brown head.
carried by the squaw on her back, and when
she goes trading in town, she and the other
squaws stick their babies up outside the shop
until business is over.

Often when in his canoe, on a windy day, the

Indian will put the bough of a tree in his canceto | - 4

catch the wind, and act as a sail, in this way
saving himself the trouble of paddling. DPerhaps
the bush is too large,and over goes the canoe ; hence
our proverb, “ He carrigs too much bush for such
a small canoe,” which I think you can translate.
As for other customs, lassoing Indian pomé&
hunting the now alinost extinet buffalo, and all

the other interesting ways of our Indians, peru¥¢ F.

Mr. Mackie's books. He can tell you better than

I, who, alas and alack ! have never seem thes |

operations,

(-"——-N
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Frsy M‘Coow is a.‘n Irish getter of excellent pedigree. He
becomes the property of Miss Juliet Boxwood, is ¢ broken to
the gun” by heart-rending methods which are detailed in
Chapter 11, and so profits by his tutor’s instructions that
sporting friends of the Boxwood family declare him to be the
best setter they bave ever shot over.

CHAPTER IIIL

@OR the benefit of the uninitiated, I may
Y mention that the duty of a setter is to
' travel over the ground in a zig-zag fashion
until he has found a scent. He should then halt,
50 as to give time to the sportsmen to reach him
before the game rises. For some time after my
fist day's duty 1 was kept almost constantly
employed. When the Boxwood Estate had been
allshot over, I was taken to the neighbouring
breserves, and everywhere gave unbounded
Satislaction. A time came, however, when the
Shoolmg party dispersed, and I resumed the
‘Ompanionship of Miss Juliet. Although the
S€ason was winter, she spent a great deal of
‘C':;g In the park. When the weather was too
to permit her to occupy her favourite rustic
\\o?fb b)ithe lake, she often entered one of the
2t ne]n shanties which were erected for the
lhero mO.da-tlon of keepers on night duty, and
enab] enjoyed , her eternal novel. T was thus
edto indulge again iy favourite propensity

OF A DGG.

e By J. ConNELL.

Author of ““.The Confessions
of a Poacher.”’

to *“work the park,” but not with the freedom
of the old days. I could take great interest in
performing a “set” when there were, men
behind me with guns, ready to hurry forward
and knock the game over the moment it arose,
but to point for an indefinite period with
nobody to appreciate my cleverrress 1 found
very tame, and, indeed, stupid work. I could
not stand in one position all day in the cold and
wet grass, so I gradually departed from the teach-
ing which had been so forcibly inculcated by my
trainer. Especiaily was this so in the case of
rabbits, They allowed me to approach them so
closely that I could not resist the temptation to
seize them. Two or three times did the keepers
observe me carrying one to my mistress, and as
often remark I was being spoiled. Once the
head keeper actually caught me in the act of
killing one, and yelled at me in a frightful
manner. [ fled, but not before I heard him
remark that I should have to be *re-broken.”
This prospect so a¥irmed me that for several
nights I could not sleep. The vision of that
terrible trainer was ever present with me, and the
crack of his whip rang in my terrified ears. 1
resolved to abandon my favourite pastime, though
the determination cost me many a pang. No
more would I be caught transgressing the rules
of my profession. To lie constantly at my mis-
tress's feet was repugnant to an individual of my
buoyant spirits and active habits, but I reflected
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that the period of extreme youth had now
gone by, and that maturity brought with it
powers which must not be misused, and re-
sponsibilities which must not be disregarded.
At times the spirit of revolt almost got the
upper hand. I asked myself whether the
luxury I enjoyed was not dearly purchased by
the sacrifice of my liberty. I knew that I could
easily get my living by taking to the woods and
fields, but love for my mistress overcame all
other considerations, and I eventually settled
down to a life of dull respectability.

At this time I began to feel even more keenly
than before the misfortune of lacking the gift
of speech. My mistress was constantly making
mistakes regarding the people with whom she
associated. I longed to set her right, but when
I attempted to do so I could only get out
“ Bow-wow,” or something even more objection-
able. The favourites among the servants were
often those who flattered her to her face, and
mimicked and calumniated her behind her back.
It was much the same with visitors. Certain
of her teeth were rather long, and, because of
this, one lady to whom she was exceptionally
partial always referred to her as “the walrus.”
It was my privilege to hear all this, and yet be
unable to make the slightest use of the know-
ledge.  Again, there was a visitor named
Lieutenant Cankerbrain, who generally joined
our shooting parties,
and who had the
reputation of being
exceedingly rich. He
was a college friend
of Master Tom’s, but
joined the army, and
remained abroad for
several years. I took
adisliketothisgentle-
man the first time I
saw him. He was
ugly in the extreme.
He had a mouth like
asaw-pit,andabeetle-
browed, retreating
forchead suggestive
of pettiness and cun- .
ning. His legs were :
ridiculously long, and
he was knock-kneed
and large footed. Yet
my mistress seemed .
exceedingly partial to him. Whenever he stayed
at the mansion her toilet operations absorbed
an amount of time and energy which was quite
laughable. She was constantly telling her maid
of the compliments he paid her—compliments
which 7 knew to be imaginary.

.
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Cankerbrain’s conduct in her presence Wag
invariably idiotic and repulsive.

tired of talking of himself

_He Was never
and his exploits.

a tenth of the tales he told were true he woplg
have outshone the greatest of Plutarch’s herge;

For instance, he claimed to hawue shot sy -

Boers at the battle of Majuba Hill, and g.
clared that he would inevitably have bee
rewarded with the Victoria Cross had it ng
happened that all the witnesses of his valoy

were slaughtered.

He added that, of course,
he could hardly blow his own trumpet.

Facts

which I have learned since make me ful
extremely doubtful as to whether the Boer losses
in that battle ran-so high s six, but even
supposing them to have reached six hundreq,
I am confident that not one of them was
attributable to the marksmanship of Canker

brain.

Much more readily would I believe

that some of the losses on the British side,
which have never yet been satisfactorily ex
plained, including the death of the gallant com
mander, could be traced to the wild shooting
of which I witnessed so many examples in the

vicinity of Mistletoe  Mansion.

Cankerbrain

invariably spoke of Miss Juliet with the greatest

contempt. » When Master

Tom was present, of

course, he was obliged to avoid the subject, but
when engaged in his usual occupation of chatting

with the grooms, one of
i

I COULD NOT RESIST THE TEMPTATION TO SEIZE THLM.

his least disrespect. :

ful methods of allud
ing tc her was a
“the old crow!” On
many occasions my
teeth watered to rend
him, but he was 2
friend of the family,
and 1 had to keep
quiet. I could nat
altogether hide my

hatred of him, and] -

am confident that

Cankerbrain wis

aware of it

The

chief cause of my
anger and humilia

tion, however, wasm!
inability to informmy
beloved mistress 0f

the events transpi

ing in her absence.
There is not much
of interest to relatt

about the next few years. I was constantly petied

and pampered, but every day so much resemb
every other that life became somewhat
Debarred from my favourtt
exercise of chasing rabbits and hares, |

and monotonous.

dul

greW

uncomfortably fat. My only diversion was 2



| occasional fight. I could not indulge my com-
| paive instinct in the presence of my mistress,
 yut she was frequently absent from home, and
these occasions were generally taken advantage
[ of by the grooms and _stab]e bovs to turn
jm}v prowess to commercial advantage. They
| aranged battles be-
ween myself and all
the champion “busi-
ness” dogs of that
part of the country,

n which we fought for
1 money. T was nearly
 always victorious, and
| consequently  became
b almost as  great a
| favourite  with these
people as with my
mistress. | came out
of several of these
contests  considerably
the worse for wear,
and the fictions re-
lated to account for
my dilapidated ap-
pearance were as
sartling as they were
amusing.  Of course, no expense was spared to
patch me up qdickly, and after a few days’
experience of ointment and lotions I was gener-
ally fit for another encounter.

During this period my mistress continued
to pay her addresses to Cankerbrain. It was
whispered about that the latter had taken to
gambling, and was losing heavily ; still she
angled for him. Even the news that he was
compelled 0 sell a fourth of his estate in
order to pay his debts made no visible im-
pression on her.

When I was a little over four years old an
tvent occurred which marked a turning point
m my life,

At the time to which I refer the weather
Ws extremely cold, and for the purpose of
‘Mjoying 2 warm nap I wandered into the
kitchen, T laid me down near the range, and
tell asleep,

It happened that a large saucepan stood
over the fire, in which certain vegetables were
being boilgd. A slovenly kitchenmaid, in re-
 MOVing this vessel, partially overturned it, and
spilled a large quantity of the boiling water over
f l:lt:). 1dl Was scalded all along the back, from the
;‘.as“r,e’fﬁ to the tail. The agony I endured
Tnone:jlt? tful, ~Of course, assistance was sum-
Mitigat 1glmcd|ately, and remedies applied which
]ntargla ed' my suffering ; but, nevertheless, I
mo“é’], led.  Miss Juliet paid the maid a

$ salary in lieu of notice, and ordered

Vol. vj~e3

I WAS NEARLY ALWAYS VICTORIOUS,
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her out of the house there and then. Next day,
I was carried in a sort of hammock a distance ol
about five miles to the nearest veterinary sur-
geon, in whose care I remained for about three
months. During the whole of this time Miss
Juliet was ref@sed permission to visit me. At
length T was pro-
nounced cured.

CHAFTER 1V,

HE day of my
return to Mis-
tletoe Mansion

was bright and joyous.
The sun shone warmly.
The hedge-rows were
covered with bursting
buds, and wild flowers,
delicate as fresh fallen
snow, peeped through
the soft green grass. 1
knew that on such a
cay I was sure to find
my mistress on her
favourite bench by the lake, rejoicing in the
retreat of winter, and the victorious advance
of summer. I was conscious of a consider.
able change in my appearance, but never
suspected that that would affect in the very
slightest degree the warmth of my reception.
The veterinary surgeon had cured me in the
sense of healing my wounds. The scalded
skin had peeled off, but was now replaced by a
new covering of similar material. My excessive
fatness at the time of the accident contributed
materially towards the completeness of my
recovery. The distended condition of my skin
permitted of an extensive shrinkage, with the
result that, being now considerably leaner, 1 did
not suffer from that contracted condition of the
hide which impedes the movements and tortures
the nerves of so many victims of scalding.
There was, however, a patch on my back about
twelve inches by six, over which the hair had
not grown. Although I turned and twisted in
all imaginable directions, I could not sce this
part. The luxuriang silken tresses which
encircled it completely hid it from my view,
but T knew it was there because the vet. often
deplored it on the ground that it spoiled my
appearance. [ longed to survey myself in a
mirror, but as the kennels did not contain such
a luxury, I felt obliged to defer all hope of seif-
inspection until I once more had the run of my
mistress’s dressing-room.

I was led through the ample gate of the park,
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up the winding carriage-drive, and was only
liberated when I reached the mansion. As the
day was now almost hot the doors were all open.
I made a dash for my mistress’s apartments, and
soorn satisfied myself that she was not there. 1
then hastened towards the seat by%the lake, and
found her, as I expected, immersed in a novel.
1 rushed at her, and made the best attempt I
could to embrace her. I imprinted on her face
and neck more kisses than there are drops in a
shower of rain. To my intense astonishment
she resented my demonstrations of attachment,
and screamed “ Murder!” “ Help!” etc., at the
very top of her voice. I stood bewildered for a
moment, convinced thatshe
did not recognise me, and
wondering if she had for-
gotten our former intimacy.
As nobody happened to be
near, her cries were not
heard, and so she began
to walk briskly towards the
house. 1 frisked around
her for some minutes,
hoping to remind her of
old times, and occasionally
tried to shake hands, but
whenever I did the latter
she renewed her screaming
until I desisted. Presently
we encountered one of the
gamekeepers, to whom
she hissed the command :
“ Here, Bunce, be quick!
Take away this loathsome
orute!”

It was obvious that
Bunce was as much puzzled
as [ was. He advanced a
few steps towards me, then

paused, hesitated, and

stammered out :(— € 0y0mmnes
“Why, my lady, this is =

Finn!”

“Take him away—take
him away!” she said ; * he has got the mange !”

“Pardon me, my lady—that bare place is
the result of the scalding. He is quite clean.”

“Take him out of my sight at once. His
appearance fills me with disgust.”

Bunce drew from his pocket a large red hand-
kerchief. This he placed around my neck, and
used as a lead. Crestfallen and humiliated,
I allowed myself to be marched off. A con-
sultation took place with the other keepers,
and it was agreed that, pending further orders,
I should be sent to the kennels. Everybody
was as much surprised as I myself was at
the reception accorded me by Miss Juliet,

“TARE HIM AWAY !—TAKE HIM AWAY"

and I could see that the keepers were o 1
at all sorry for what had happened. They
hoped that she would not change her Ming,
and that I should be left entirely under their
control, so that I might be made to do thep
credit in the shooting season. ‘
For some weeks I cherished a secret hope §
that my mistress would relent, but longqy,
tinued neglect brought on despair, and thy]
in its turn gave place to resignation. Wiy
my kennel companions, I was taken out fy
exercise on most fine days, but T was gener}y’
led, and even when loose was threatened ap
sworn at if I indulged in the slightest freedon
. of movement, Utterly §
cowed and spiritless, I g §
length became a respect- §
able dog of convention] §
habits and manners, ani §
ceased to give any troubl
to my keepers. The price
paid for exemption from J
violence at first seemed |
rather heavy, but ultimately
I lost ali desire for freedom,
and became a willing slave.
The keepers were in the {
habit of saying that setters
and pointers were never
properly broken until they
obeyed the command of the
guinea fowl to *“Come back,
come back !” I had almost §
reached that stage of degn-
dation, when an acciden §
once more gave a new tm
to my career. 1 may her {
interpose a few remarks by
way of keeping my audience
abreast of the facts.
Master Tom, who v
many years younger than
Miss Juliet, had joined the
army. A few months aftr §
he had taken up his con- 8
mission he was drafted to the west coast of Affict
and there promptly died of fever. This left Mis
Juliet sole heiress to her father’s estates, and
the possessor of a marriage dowry, payabe§
immediately, of sixty thousand pounds. Inth.
meantime Cankerbrain’s affairs had been gort 8
from bad to worse. He was compelled to sl §
another slice of his estate, and rumour had t
that nearly all that remained of his income ¥
swallowed up by the interest due on money’
had borrowed. ~As he grew poorer he displai®]
a stronger and stronger yearning towards []
fleshpots of Mistletoe Mansion, and ultimate’f
he almost lived there altogether. ;
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At last he married Miss Juliet—but I am

anticipating.

Cankerbrain was extremely fond of shooting.
He hardly ever hit anything that he aimed
at, but his delight was to wander about the
woods and grounds, gun in hand, and blaze

“THE SHOT TOPE EFFECT ON ME.”

away at
things in

general.

Following
the ortho-
dox prac-
tice, he was
always ac-
companied
by one or
two dogs,
although, to
do him jus-
tice he sel-
dom paid

the least attention to their setting or point-
ing. Whenever he saw game, either on the
wing or on the ground, he invariably pulled the
trigger, and that was all the result that was

visible to the naked eye.

For a long time 1

anticipated an accident, but derived consolation
from the reflection that the party to be hurt
was rather more likely to be behind him than

in front of him. However,
the unexpected happened at
last. T was very frequently
Placed at his service. I was
always glad to escape from the
monotony of the kennels, and
so, during my hours of duty,
¥%as mvariably on my best be-
haviour. T worked steadily,and
never ranged wide. 1 must con-
fess that T had more than one
Warning of what was coming,

but I do not even now see how I could have
escaped my fate. I witnessed several sheep, two
or three cows, some poultry, and an under-
keeper fall to Cankerbrain’s gun, and then
my turn came. Whether he decimated the
Boers or not, it is certain that he did great
execution in the vicinity of Mistletoe Mansion.
One morning he fired, or was supposed to have
fired, at a rabbit, but the shot took effect on
me. The charge tore my side for a length
of 15ins. It lay bare-two ribs, but luckily did
not penetrate deeper. 1 was bandaged up as
quickly as possible, and led off to the kennels.
After a hasty examination, the head keeper
declared my wound incurable, and ordered me
to be destroyed. The task of making away
with me was allotted to a young keeper, who
had recently joined the establishment and who
had previously been a poacher. His father still
followed the same ancient profession, and was
eminent in his district as a highly successful
dog-doctor. My allotted executioner was aware
of my supe-
riorityin the
matter of
scent, and,
thinking
that I might
be cured,
made me
trudge, all
wounded as
1 was, over
six miles to
his father’s cottage that same night.

Then
began a series of surgical operations of a fearful
and wonderful character. Omntments and lotions
of a sort totally unknown to the veterinary
fraternity were produced from recesses in the
walls, and rubbed into my unfortunate flesh
with a faith in their efficacy which would shame

the confidence of a martyr. I survived it all.
Perhaps my escape is attributable to the fact that
' I so often pulied off my bandages,
and licked the wound clean.
At all events, I recovered, and
in due course was taken out
poaching. My adventures in
that line had better be re-
lfted in another chapter.

(To be concluded.)



ON MODELLING.

A NEGLECTED HOBBY.

By J. A. Kav.

HE enjoyment of modelling as a rule
lies more in the making than the
keeping of the models, and the

average collection of clay models is, to

say ‘the least of it, weird.

What many

modellers have long wanted 1s something
that can be used over and over again any
number of times. Mr. Harbutt, of Bath,

who has come to the aid of
modellers, and found a way
out of this difficulty, has been
telling a representative of THE
CapraIiN something about
this new modelling material,
called ¢ Plasticine.”

The curious thing about
Plasticine is that it is practi-
cally indestructible, requiring
no water, like ordinary clay,
and remaining plastic for any
length of time, 50 that it can
be worked over and over
again ; yet, if you happen to
make some model that you
are desirous of preserving, it
is sufficiently firm to stand
exhibition purposes. More-
over, it is clean, and quite
harmless in character—unlike
ordinary clay.

“The secret of success in

THE POLARR BEAR.

THE OLD FAG AT WORE ON THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER,
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modelling,” remarked Mr.
Harbutt, ““lies in keeping on
trying. Modelling is casier
than drawing or writing, and
there is plenty of fun init.
“Before you begin to
fashion anything, take a lump
in the hand and play with it
Roll it into long rolls, plait
it, bend it, twist 1t, coil it
round your finger, and roughly
form spiral shells, rings,
letters, and other simple
forms. By this free treatment
—experimenting and play—
youwill get command overthe
material and of your lingers,
so that when you want 10
begin and express your ideas.
or construct anything, the
Plasticine will readily follow
the impulse of your desire”
Atany rate, the material in
Mr. Harbutt’s hands scems to follow the impulse
of his desires in a truly marvellous manner.
On these two pages are a few photographs
of specimens of his work. .
“All of them are quite simple studies,
explained Mr. Harbutt. * Take the Polar bear,
for instance ; bas-reliefs of animals, profiles of
heads, etc., are very good things for beginnes
to make a start upon.” )
But it would be waste of time to describel
detail how each of the models illustrated her
can be made. All one wants are a few generd
directions on how to use the material, and thes®
will be fecund in every box.
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«put then,” he continued, ¢ though the
models 1 have made give CapraiN readers
some 1den of the kind of thing they can make
for themselves with the exercise of a little

iience and ingenuity, dox’¢ always imitate
«hat other people have done. ‘He who follows
s always behind” Do something original, and
get to the front. Try and get real things to
copy from, or good drawings of them—fish, and
small creatures, flowers, shells, fruit, and objects
about the house.  Design things, and carry out
your own inventions ; build your own bridges,
and gateways, canals, and docks, and harbours.
The amateur modeller will find plenty of scope
for his inventive faculties.”

Our illustrations certainly show that models
need not be monotonously alike. That of the
Kaiser Wilhelm is quite a striking portrait.
The bear below him is an easier study. It is
merely intended to

. scattered about

“subjects, and

There aremany
architectural
remains of
singular beauty

the country
withinthereach
of all to copy
from. They
make easy and
picturesque

the models can
quite easily be
made from an
outline sketch
or photograph,
aswas that here -

1St

STUDY OF AN EAGLE.

illustrated. But one need not always confine

represent a common
or Arctic Polar bear,
and is not meant
to convey any subtle
reference to Russia,
as ils association
with the picture
abovemightsuggest.

Of course, model-
ling even in Plasti-
cine cannot be done
nahurry ; it takes
time and patience.
For instance, the

“Gateway at Har-
lech Castle” repre-

sents a morning’s work,
and used up 2lbs. or
3lbs.  of material.

“YE'S OFF!"”

oneself to castles
and buildings.
Skilful fingers can
impart a good deal
of lifelikeness into
a pound or two of
Plasticine, as is
shown in our photc-
graphs of the bas-
reliefs of an eagle
and the runaway

horse.
Another of the

various advantages
possessed by Plasti-
cine over ordinary
modelling clay 1s

that it is now made in various colours. This
departure is useful, as well as ornamental, and
coloured models are often used to tllustrate

lectures to medical students at various
big hospitals. Very attractive, too, are
the physical maps that can be made with
the same material ; the natural resources
of any part of the world being quickly
demonstrated in a novel and picturesque
manner. The Old Fag, at the beginning
of this article, is a wonderfully realistic
model, picturing him hard at work pre-
paring the grand Christmas Number of
Tue Cartaiy, and all done in Plasticine
—such stuff are models made oi.



REVIEWS

OF SCHOOL MAGAZINES.

‘“ Hec olim meminisse juvabit.”

OST of the magazines reviewed below
arrived at our office in August, too
late, owing {0 our press arrange-
ments, for notice in the September
number of THE CAPTAIN.

Carthusian (August).—We are sorry to see in
a school like Charterbouse, which in the past has
produced its share of literary men, that the editor has
had no response to his appeal for contributions. One
does not look for a genius of the type of Thackeray,
any more than one expects that each recruit who
shoulders his rifle and struts across Founder’s Court
will become 8 ¢* B. P.”*; bui there must be plenty of
fellows who could turn out &
readable article on some topic
of interest, and & couple of
these every month would
decidedly improve what is in
other respects an excellent
publication.

The Collegian
(Greenock) is small, but good
ag far as it goes; it would,
however, look much better
with a cover.

The Colfeian (Colfe’s
Grammar School,Lewisham).
—Well got up. The paper
and printing are good, and
the subject matter varied and
interesting.

The Clayesmorian.
—A taking lLittle paper with
severalillustrations,evidently
the product of the Clayes-
more Photographic Society,
which appears to be in a
flourishing condition.

The Halleyburian
{(July 16th and 30th).—The
issue of July 16th contains an
interesting account of Speech
Day. Canon Lyttelton made
some very sensible remarks
on the training of officers, and
Lord Goschen put it very
truly when he eaid : ¢ One of
the great characteristica of the
British public school has been
the love of fair play.”

Heversham School Chronicle.—Neat,
and on good paper, Like the Carthusian, would be
better for a few original articlee,

The Hurst Johnian (August).—As good as
ever. A pity ’tis so small! .

Harrow View DNMagazine hsas a short
article describing a visit of our old friend Balbus
to Margate, where he was much impressed by the
bathing and bathers. It must certainly have been s
change for him, after his labours in building and the
tormenting of that indefatigable « boy.”

The Johnian (July).—More animated than
usual, “W. L. D.” konows how to write verses.

The Lincolnian (July) contains some amusing

THE CLAYESMORIAN

1CLAYESMORE

FACSIMILE OF THE *“CLAYESMORIAN" COVER.

answers to examination questions. A parasite, wopy,
told, is a kind of umbrella; the Sublime Porte j3
very fine old port; monopoly is a kind of champag,
{o_case of Heidsieck, no doubt); and P.P.C, megy
“Please pay costs.” In a history paper we reag thy
‘the most important thing in the reign of Hepy
II. was his death.” ’

The Malvernian (August) is unpretentiogs
but clearly printed and well arranged. The page;
might, with advantage, be fastened together, ang,
correspondent seems to have placed his finger op4
weak spot when he complains of the absence of gy
Oxford or Cambridge letter.

Mill Hill Magazine (Atgust).—The schol
news is concise, yet comprehensive; the doings of
old boys, too, are carefqlly
followed and chronicled,

The Pilgrim (July).-
Considerable attention sp
pears to be devoted in this
school to botany and entome.
logy. The locality (Reigate)
should be a good one for
these interesting pursuits.

The Reptonian (Fuy).
—Convenient in size and in |
the arrangement of its news.
The eight sent to DBisley
seems to have had a series of
misfortunes, but we trusi it
will meet with better luck
next year.

The Salopian (July)--
We are glad to note that the
Rifle Corps has become a3
accomplished fact.

The Sedberghian
(July} is fall of bright articles,
while school doings are not
neglected. An up-to-dst
problem paper asks soverd
satirical questions, obviously
of local interest; but No. I}
has probably purzled many 4
boy with an imposition which
has not been done by the
time it should have been. |
The question runs: 4 Find
the present value of.twent_r
five lines, advancing in C;; .
and three days overdue?

Sotoniensis (Midsummer) has 2 good wﬁ;
and is well put together, though we think the nom Y
of extracts from Voltaire, Liocke, Colton, elCs
rather overdone. s

Ulula (July).—We think it a pity that a{lvert;n
ments are ever inserted in a school mags.zmei i
trust, in the present case, that sufficient suppor 1able
be given in the future to enable this objecti0
feature to be dropped. . th 8

The Wasp (July 3lst) is a production T,
yellow cover, which is quaint in its way. p *fm s
notes seem good, and, happily, the paper be
name, for it has no sting, [

of : Academh

W o also beg to acknowledge receipt © Reviet.
Arvonian, Lorettonian, Olavian, Quernmoriai,

PREMIER
DONC MES
FRERESES
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CAMERA CORNER.

SEASONABLE WCRK.

interested in this corner of THE CAPTAIN,

the hours of sunlight will be few and the
evenings long, and most of the plates or films
wed during the holidays will have been
developed. What to do wit_h the resulting
negatives will be a question which many of you
wiii be asking.  One of the most popular and
charming forms of positives you can make from
them are lantern slides. Even if you have not
a lantern of your own, you can probably get
a friend who will be delighted to put them
through for you; and, even when viewed
without a lantern (either with or without the
aid of a magnifying lens),

BY the time these notes are read by those

beg, borrow, or buy a good plain photographic
slide, so that you may know what scrt of result
to aim at.  The following are a few precautions
which will (if observed) help you towards
success :— .

(1) Carefully adjust your subject on the
centre of your plate before exposing.

(2) Always use the same source of light,
and at the same distance, when making exposures,

(3) Right exposure is most important. If
you make an error, double or halve it next
time; smaller alteration makes no practical
difference.

(4) Use the hydrokinone developer advised

by plate maker, and have

they will, if properly =
made, show a greater range
of gradation than a paper
print. They have also the
advantage that they are
not so easily annexed by
admiring friends.

The necessary materials
are: Lantern plates, lan-
tern masks, binding strips,
cover glasses. The English
standard size is 3}ins. x
stins, and all lanterns, ex- -
cept the “toy variety,” are
madeto carryslides of these
dimensions. The same
dishes used for developing
and fixing your negatives
may be used, and the same
printing frame used for
paper prints, provided it
s not smaller than the
plates.  There are, how-
ever, special frames made and sold for the
purpose, which are a convenience.

A lantern slide is really a print on glass
made stronger than a paper print, so that it
may be viewed by looking through it instead of
onit; the lantern plate being placed in contact
with the negative in the dark room in the same
%y as bromide paper exposed to artificial light,

- 4nd then developed, fixed, washed, and dried.

It then only requires mounting, which is done
Y sandwiching a suitable mask between the
Im and a clean glass, and the whole bound
together by the gummed strip of paper called a
inder. This operation requires a little practice

0 do it neatly, Before commencing you shou!d

AN OLD BTREET IN BOULOGNT.

Fhotograph by Oswald Fordham,

plenty of yellow light to
: work by. _

(5) Observe the most
scrupulous cleanliness in
all operations.

ANSWERS TO
CORRESPONDENTS.

G. S. Jessop (GriMsey).—
The snaps you send are good,
but badly toned. You cannot
do better than purchase the
“Ilford Manual of Photo-
graphy,” oprice 1ls., of all
pbotographic dealers. This
will be a great help to you.
Frank W. Thorogood. —
Keep your hands clean, and
handle your negatives care-
fully by the edges only, as
fingermarks are very hard to
remove, If they are only
dirt, you might scrape the
film very gently with a
sharp pen-knife. Clericus.
—I quite understand your
difficulty, and eympathise with your desire to
brighten the evenings of your parisbioners during ihe
coming winter. In this you will find a magic-lantern
very helpful. You can obtain an excellent lantern
from Walter Tyler, 48 and 50, Waterloo Road, S.E.,
at prices varying from 18s. 6d. to nine guineas. Mr.
Tyler is a manufacturer, and anybody purchasing a
lantern from him mfy have the loan at any time,
free of charge, of any of his sets of slides, of which
there are over nine hundred to select from, embracing
many subjects, and dealing with all parts of the world.
These slides may also be hired at very reasonable
rates by anyone. Qswald Fordham.—Observe how
vour photograph has been trimmed. You did not hold
your camera level, and so the buildings do not look
upright. Artistically, the figures are not quite happy,
and 1t would have been better taken when the sun
had got a little more to the left.

Tue Proroararnic Epiton,



OxE Year's Subscription to Tue CapraiN
has been awarded to Miss ISaBEL PICKTHALL
(“ Nobody Much ), 2, Randall Well Street,
Bradford, for her quaint contribution entitled :
“ A Hundred Years Ago.”

A Hundred Years Ago.

ENRHADPS it will interest some of THE CApTAIN
readers to learn a few of the rules our great-
grandfathers and great-grandmothers had to

keep in view when they were

sounding merrily across the table? People must
have thought that there was sufficient enjoyment
to be derived from eating to last the dinner hour
through. And it was rough luck on.a fellow who
had a cold !

Now, this is how you had to sit when there was
company present:—

“In a genteel, casy posture: put one hand
in the bosom of your waisteoat, and let the
other fall easily on your knee”

It would be a little awk-

well-behaved boys and girls.
Fancy having to do this:—

“When you desire to speak .
to a person, rise, so that he L
will see you want to speak.
When liis eyes are fixed upon
you, advance modestly and
bow discreetly. Say what you
have to say, bow again, and
wait patiently for an answer.
Upon receiving one, incline
your head, and stand until
you are asked to sit; then,
bow respectfully, and retire
modestly to your seat.”

The latter half of the follow-
ing rule scemns slightly super-
tuous.

“ Listen carefully to the ser-
mon—you are not required to
get by heart the whole of it.”

“Do not speak at liome, or
elsewhere, of what has been
done in school, for nothing
that passes there should be told abroad.”

The following out of this advice resulted in
such tyranny as was practised at Salem House
n *David Copperfield’s” time.

*“Never desire more dinner after your parcnts
tell vou that you have had enough.”

A trifle hard, this, especially at Christmas time,

“Do not laugh at table, much less sneeze,
cougn, or yawn.”

What would our meals be with never a langh

THIS IS A CURIOUS ROCK CALLED “THF

SHOE "™ (FL ZAPATO), NEAR THE VILLAGE

OF CAPILLA DEL MONTE, IN THE CORDOVA
MOUNTAINS, ARGEXNTINE REPUBLIC.

Plhotograph by H. Ferguson, C.C., Argei-
tine Republic.

— ward if every boy learned to
do this, and rather surprising
to a stranger, upon enteringa
room, to see groups of fellows
sitting round, every one with
one hand resting on his waist-
coat and the other falling easily
on his knee, In time it would
also become a trifle monoto-
rous.

“Do not look at any par
ticular person during the ser-
vice in church ; but keep your
cyes modestly fixed upon the
minister.”

How couldour poorancestors
act up to this rule? If they
carried out the first half of it,
they would be disobeying the
latter half, and »ice versd. Or
perhaps it is meant that the
minister was not a partlcu]’v
person at all ; but, of cours,
we cannot tell—he lived such
a long time ago—a hundred years ago, indeed.

Nogopy Much

The Football League Champions.
THERF was a general feeling of satisfaction |

among followers of football, last April,
when it became known that leer])OOl had
won the League Championship. Football e
thusiasts are uothmg if not admirers of pluck
and it was looked upon as a great achiere”




et for a chub barcly nine years old to
obtain the greatest lhonuur of the football
r world. )
. The Liverpool Club was the result of a split
in the other great Mersey club—Everton. A
= dispute oceurred as to the management of the
‘Jub, and, as a consequence, a section of the
members revolted and founded the present
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very cheap,
and it 1s as
good as thut
which  you
buy at such
a high price.
Ifany reader
has a sprain,

Liverpool Ciub.

vear, the Lancashire League
Sheffield  Urnited, Darwen,
Everton. Their second season saw
them in the Second Division of
“The League.” Again were they
champions of the League, and this
time without a single defeat! The
test matches went in their favour,
and they now realised their ambi-
tion—a place in the First Division.
Alas! everything went wrong,
and, winning but seven matches,
they earned the dreaded * wooden
spoon.” Liverpool failed to win
their test matches and had again to
appear in the Second Division, of
which they were once more cham-
pions.  Succeeding in the test
matches, 1896 saw them reappear
in*The League,” where they have
remained ever since, and now with
sosuccessful an issue, Hats off to
Liverpool ! E. A. TayvLor.
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A Useful Embrocation.
WELL beaten-up egr, one and
a half glasses of turpentine,

ks T

Sy JUBL ey rl

AR UL hpr)

IN BUNNY CLIMES.
P;wtogml’h-b!! E, H. Smith.
Vol, vi—23

\loney was readily forthcoming, and a good
team of players, mostly Scotch, was raised. A
cpital season’s work was accomplished the first
championship
teing captured, besides victories gained over
Corinthians,

THIS 18 A BEETCH OF THE RE-
NOWNED ESQUIMAUX MILLION-
AIRE, TOOKQO TIT0O, WHO IS

REPORTED TO BE
FORTY-TWO FISH HOLES AND
2} TONS OF BLUBBER.

Drawn by W. Bridge.

one glass of
vinegar.
Shake well
and fre-
quently, and
the mixture
will be ready
for use in
twenty- four
hours, when
it ought to
look like
milk in col-
our. The em-
brocation i3

"let him rub

and

it with this,
and it is sure
to cure. If
he hag a cold
in the chest,
let him be

S0NS OF THF DESERT,
Photograph by E. H. Smiil.

rubbed in that part with this every
night before getting into bed, and
the cold will soon disappear. Any-
one with a weak chest should use
it. Readers who go in for athletic
cxercises should rub this into the
muscles after the exercises are
over, In addition to preventing
the stiffness that is often felt after-
wards, it is highly beneficial to the
musecles. In fact, it is beneficial
to a hundred and one little ail-
ments. T. W.

The Cave-dwellers at
Dieppe.

MUCH has been written con-

cerning Dieppe at one time
and auother, but one peculiar
feature has been almost universally
ignored, and that is the “trogz-
loditic” Dieppois, if such a term
is applicable to a class of civilised
people who live in caves, fitted,
in some cases, with doors and
windows., These curious dwellings are mostly to
be seen honeycombing the cliff which overlooks
the entrance to the harbour, but a few may be
also found in the other direction, towards Pour-
villee. The inhabitants, who are mostly fisher-
men by profession, arg no less curious than their
domiciles, being all of them dark and swarthy,
and more of a gipsy type than the rest of the
Dieppois. I passed a cavern one evening with a
group of these people inside, seated round a wood
fire, a couple of dim oil lamps casting a fitful
glow on their dark faces, and producing an effect
not unlike a picture by one of the old Dutech
masters. They are, as arule, miserably poor, and,

WORTH

unlike most of the French peasantry, have a great
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many children. Tn suminer, the men gain a living

THE CAPTAIN.

by fishing, helped by the women, who catch been.”
prawns in the harbour, and gain a few francs by

showing their caves to visitors; but in winter

their lot is a hard one, as
the fishing is then bad. A
great many of them apply
for situations at the local
tobacco factory, but very
few get taken on in propor-
tion to the number of appli-
cants, and, as a class, they
have to endure great priva-
tions.

Vhile in Dieppe this last
summer, I visited one of the
larger caverns, which was
owned as a show place by
oneof the families, and I was
greatly surprised at its pic-
turesque appearance. The
folk only inhabited a small
portion, and the rest con-
sisted of a sort of central
hall, from which galleries
branched off inall directions.
These, I learnt, merely led
to rooms where fishing gear
was stored, but it was not
difficult to imagine that at
one time they were secret
passages, and this place the
haunt of smugglers.

A hole in the roof com-

municated with the outside air, and admitted
ventilation and a certain amount of light, but
otherwise the cavern was in comparative darkness,
the reeking oil lamps scarcely penetrating the

gloom. No stalactites,
such as the expleorer of
caverns usually finds,
were to be seen, but there
was dpar, apparently
crystallised by saline pet-
rifaction, and calcareous
flint-stones, split and
jagged, in the walls, evi-
dence of the lengthened
period these caves had
existed, and how little.
alteration the passage of
years had worked upon
them. But although no-
thing very beautiful was

present, still, there was a primitive appearance
about the whole that possessed a charm all its own,
and when I came away I had seemed to breathe
an atmosphere of romance, my thoughts dwelling

l- 7. 1

. —-
MR. BLOBKINS: ** What thuandering idiot is

at that end of this telepbone?™

VoIcE ; * The idiot is not at this end, sir!"”

Drawn by Bert Thomas.

upon the infinite possibility of the

)

o

eighteenpence.

LAUNCH OF THE LIFEBOAT AT ABERDOVER, 8. WALES.
Photograph by D. Graham Crofls.

“might hay

R. C. Howwvpgy,
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LITERARY,

Penn Wright.—Yourpag,
rama article is good enongh
to enable me to say; «7
again.”  You might leave
margin on your paper neg
time. T. G. Falknepr. —
thought people had left of
writing parodies on  The Ap,
sent-Minded Beggar.” Writ
original verse; I think yy
have ability. J. Garratt.—
I think you might have ep
larged on your subject wity
advantage. How abount the
Romans and their wonderfy|
mortar? B. A, T.—Tke onjy
interesting item I could dis.
cover in your essay on ¢ Deal”
was that the pier cost £11,000.
Now, why didn’t you write an
essay on the piér? A few in-
quiries would soon have pat
you in possession of sows read-
able facts—as to how long it
took in building, etc. I shall
be glad to see some shon
essays on ** Piers”—let C(.
contributors make & note of
this. S.H.Muir Mackenzie.
—Your instractions to the bos
cyclist would prove more eff-
cacious, I fancy, if delivered
in prose, your posetry, if yo
will excuse me for sayings.
being a.little faulty in metre,
Vet.—1'ry me with some more

natural history notes. Dorothy Johnson.— Yo
seem to have scribbled off your essay on * Esprit de
Corps” without staying to think over your subjed
much. The result is a short string of bald platitodes.
Spend a little more time and trouble over your nem

contribution. Saxon. -
The photographs sent it
by readers are often of 8
very high standard of excel
lence. You will have b
hmprove greatly as s de
veloper if you ever hope W
win admittance to thes
pages. G. Sunderland.—
Contributions should b
clearly written on exerci¥
paper, and only on one &

of it, If drasings are seoh
they should be done o
cardboard, in Indian ink.

ARTISTIC.

d. G. Skinner and
W W (1) Tor it

pencil, crayon, or charconl drawings, get ® bottle 9‘
* Fixatif " from any artists’ colourman. ing
shilling bottles, or, with a diffuser for spray-*
This will last you a long time. -
old-fashioned method is to run over the drawing %

It is sold 0
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gimed milk and iet it dry, when the drawing will
iJe.pe;-maueutly fixed. (2) The two initials you send
are not quite suitable for publication. Hampton C.
Gordon.—Your gketch would not reproduce — too
piggled. A. 0’Malley.—From the enclosed, I cannot
say whether you will become & great artist, as you
are rather young. I should recommend you to buy
«Light, Shade and Shadow,” which will give you
information on &ll kinds of drawing, with 125 illus-
(rations. The price is 3s. 6d. Or you might
procure the * Tit - Bits Drawing Book,” price 3d.
W. J. H. Hunter.—Your photographs are too
light, &nd rather small for reproduction. P.
MBPSh.—-PhotographB not good gnOugh_ up- N.”—
Your sketch, illustrating an ** Irish Ball,” is a little
too freely drawn, though vigorous, but the underlines
are not suitable for pub-

Lcation. Sibyl O’'Neill.—
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that, when sending photographs and drawings to The
Capramx Club pages, the name and address, and title
of the photograph (or drawing) must always be
written on the back? W. Humphreys.—{ am
handing on your suggestion to the ¢ Q.F.”
Photographs too late for this year. * Aspirant.”
—(1) Uoless & man has great ability he would
not stand much chance of making a large income by
designing advertisements. (2) The drawings sent in
for TrE CarTaIN are generally about as large again as
‘they appear in our pages. E. Arthur Miller.—Your
snapshot, “ The Backbone of Bussex,” I will endeavour
to use in a future number. Gildhart J. Walker.
—>Shall endeavour to use” photograph of the Scotch
express when space permits, T. H. Brown.—Of the
two interesting photographs you send, No. 1 has the
defect of having a railing
right in front of the distant

Regret we cannot find space
to insert your drawing of
ihe octopus your brother
caunght. Stanley Wilson.
—You are a persevering
sort of fellow, and, although
I wish to encourage all good
draughtsmen, I am sorry
that I cannot accept any of
the batch of drawings that
you send. Your letter was
very interesting. Morris
Perrott (ADELAIDE). —
Your numerous drawings
tohand, They are all too
fine for reproduction. That
illustrating Mr. Hassall’s
interview is interesting.
Althea Money. — Your
snap-shots of Essex county
cricketers are  cleverly
taken, and I hope ot some
{uture date to insert some of them in Tne CapraIv.
L. Bennett.—Your photographs of hop-pickers are
mather too dark for publication—the result of over-
printing.  Will you (and other readers) bear in mind

4.7 INCH NAVAL GUN, ON H,M.8. *' CIRCE.”

Photograph by ¥Val Murray.

fizures, while No. 2 is over-
printed ; otherwise I should
have endeavoured to use
them. * Mudge.”—Write
to the “O.F.” if you want
farther advice about your
dog, and use blacker ink.
Contributions _also
receivei from: J. F.
Bevington, J. R. W. Bur-
nett, 1. Robertson, L.
MacDonald Gill, George
H. H., James Williams,
Frank Garratt, Oswald
Fordham, K. H. Smith,
L. 8. Hughes, A, Mackin-
non, Val. Murray, G. H.
Parson, ¢* Little Goose,” W,
M. Wace, W. B, Huntly,
Bert Thomas, W. Bridge,
K. A. H. Goodyear, A. O.
M., “Vet.,,” P. W. Bennett,
A. V. Hussey, * Veda,” H. L. Dobrée, *‘ Puzzied
Pupil,” A. G. fcott, and others.
(A number of Contributions and Criticisms are
held over.)

COMMENTS ON SEPTEMBER COMPETITIONS.

Ro. L.—The Four Towns Competition is as popular this

2‘:&& a3 last, but the list is & more difficult one to guess,
\lnidg to guch towns as Luton, Lewes, Manchester and
;lm]mhead being interchangeable, Many competitors had
MY}IIH the towns right, but in the wrong order. This was
winnfah ‘i“ly the case with the towns beginning with L. The
Class I;IIn Lln.ss I. had nine, in Class II. eight, and in
Granthan, only six, wrong. The correct list is a8 follows :—
Hemmdm~GUﬂdford, Glasgow, Gravesend, Hastings, Hull,
Cidderny, Huddersﬁeld, Inverness, Ipswich, Ilfracombe, Idle,
Leweg L"’%te"- Kettering, Kendal, Keith, Luton, Lincoln,

» Leeds, Maidenhead, Monmouth, Margate, Manchester.

Ro. 11 —The winni PO
L ing list in C1 .ig -
18tive one, and 1g ps fgllows nC ass I. is a very good represen

J. Chamberlain
Alfred Austin ..

Earl of Birmingham.,

Knight.
A. Conan Dogyle Kglight-
“._J. Balfour” ., - E f
- St. John Brodrick  Knight.
corge Wyndham .. Knight.
.U Ritchie .. || Barobet.
w G.Grace ., ..  Knight
Ce‘._(i.Gully e .. Baronet.
P ¢il Rhedes ... Earl of Cape Town.
torge Cadbury .. Beronet.

No. III,—Some very good snap-shots were submitted, after-
noon tea in the garden being the most gopular meal pictured.

No. IV.—A great many well-expressed essays on* Hobbies'
were sent in, the most popular being Stamp Collecting,
Gardening, Freiwork, Fhotography, and Keeping Pets, the
great point in all mentioncd being the promise of small outlay
and speedy returns. I must specially mention the essay on
* Learning English,” sent in by Achille Van Swae, who seems
to have ridden his hobby to some purpose. .

No. V.—-Excellent indeed were some of the enlargements of
THE CAPTAIN Stamp subiuitped, the winning drawings in cach
class being alinost fac-similes.

No. YI.—I had to disqualify quite thirty letters as post-cards
only were asked for. Many of the jokes were enough to make
one's biood run cold, such as—

When did THE CAPTAIN readers learn to cook ?
When they did C. B. Fry {see beef {ry).
Why did the railway train ?
Because it suw the signal-box;
and many more of an equally heart-rending character.

N.B.—Important.—Please do not enclose any communica-
tions for the Editor with competitions, or applications for
CAPTAIN stamps. When asked to choose Consolation Prizes,
please write to the Editor direct. ’

TBE CoMPETITION EDITOR.
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“The Captain” Christmas Number
will, as usual, contain a more than ordinarily
big budget of stories by CaPTaIN favourites,
specially ordered for the occasion. But this is
not all. We shall this
year publish, in reality,

in stamps to the Publisher, THE Carran,
George Newnes, Ltd.,, Southampton Streg,
London, W.C.

When the Fighting Editor went to Margat
for his summer holiday, I particularly warned
him that he must only take a month. Instead

|

|
|
1

of that he took two

months. When I wrote

two Christmas Numbers,
because the January

and told him to come
back, he sent me a pic-

[ ,
number, which will be - Some Contributors ture post-card (view of

on sale just about the i

Margate beach, with

time you are wending i TO THE children paddling) tel-

your way home for the

< i hat if T wanted
holidays, will also be cnrlstmas number lhr;glm’tfa(tk“I lmus‘;afg:ch

filled with contributions
suitable fcr the season.

Readers who usually C. B. Fry.

rely on finding copies Dick Donovan,
of THE CAPTAIN at Tom Browne,
whatever shop or stall Rev. A. N,

Malan, D.D.

they happen to call at, Warren Bell.

instead of having the

him back. Now, though
I am willing to boy

Sta:gcy Blake. wrestle, run, jump, of
“Vive La . swim any old man of
France.

my own age, 1 cant
take liberties with 2
Fighting Editor ; so the
villain stayed at Margate

Alf. B. Cooper.
Louis Wain.
Onslow Deane.

- : Fred Swainson. ckburn . A
;rllagazme delivered at | Clifford Mills. Co Reynolds. until he felt inclined to
heir houses, or kept for ' W. E. Hodas Et .t return—until, that 15 1
them, are advised to | V. B Hodgson. Cer €t say, the weather dowm
make sure of getting there grew uncomfon
these two Christmas READY NOVEMBER 22nd. PRICE 6d. ably chilly — when B¢

numbers by ordering
them in advance. This

sent me another picturt

post-card (this time I

is always the most satis-
factory method for all )
concerned, as it ensures the reader his copy, it
helps the bookseller or book-stail manager to
assess the number of copies he will require, and
it assists »s in gauging what number we shall
require to print. All readers requiring copies
posted to- {riends abroad or in this country
should send the necessary address and 84d.

was a view of the pih
witha personwho Jooked
like the F. E. very much in the foregrouﬂd,
politely intimating that he would be on 4w
again immediately. 1 confess 1 was glad ©
hear from him, for his services had been
request many times during his absence. Sev¢®
wild-eyed poets had gone unscathed 0%l%

to his having been “away,” and the 1d¢

y
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\lerchant had regarded the period as a sort
of jubi]ec——dashing in with ideas all day long,
from morn to eve, Indeced, the 1. M.
chummed up with one of the long-haired
ones, and they conspired together against me
or all the world like two soothsayers or
magicians of the very long-ago times.” They
knew 1 didn’t want to see them, but they were
determined to see me, and so they Junckhed on
the stairs, sending out a printer’s boy for bottled
beer, sandwiches, and jam puffs. Their first
picnic of this kind was so successful that they
decided to have another, and fixed a date for
it. Now that very morning I had received the
picture post-card from the Fighting Editor,
saying he would be back “about lunch-time.”
So I went off to my own modest little meal
with a merry heart, and when I returned 1 found
—well, I did not find either the poet or the
Idea Merchant, but I found the Fighting Editor
demolishing various light refreshments with all
his old appetite.

Further Food for the F.E. -1
have mentioned the Fighting Editor because 1
seriously contemplate handing over to him
the addressessof correspondents who regularly
and wilfully break certain rules which I have
made—those correspondents, for instance, who
enclose “letters to the editor” with their com-
petitions ; who put questions to Mr. Fry,
Mr. Nankivell, Mr. Haydon Perry, the Photo-
graphic Editor, and myself, all on one little
sheet of paper; and those who deliberately
copy poems and jokes out of other papers
and submit them as “Caprain Club Contri.
butions.” The Fighting Editor is thirsting for
work, so let the above offenders beware!
Aye, and let callers who call with vain ques-
tions look to themselves !

_Callers are one of the worries of an editor’s
life, especially when they call with ridiculous
Suggestions, A man who has got some really
good, fresh, original idea to propound is always
welcome if he will state his business and be off
vithout delay. You may not believe me when
tell you some of the absurd things people call
about, One man came up and interrupted me
In the midst of a most beautiful thought which
V“'as putting into a correspondent’s album.

en he had seated himself daintily in an
®sy chair, he said: “Do you take stories
tﬁr your paper?” Naturally, I whistled for
: ¢ F. L., who bounded in fresh from attend-
"8 10 a gentleman who had been trying on

“njuring tricks with my hat and coat—trying

to make them vanish, in fact. It must be
palpable to anybody who troubles to ‘loock
through THE Caprain that 1 do take stories.
Another man once waited on me with a
sheaf of articles and tales which had already
appeared in two London papers, and remarked
that he would be quite willing to sell them to
me at a reduced rate. Necdless to say, his
generous offer was not accepted. Another

‘caller, who exasperated me very much, hurried

into the office one day with an air of great
importance and asked if I ever printed articles
about schools. On my replying that 1 occa-
sionally did, she observed—for it was a lady
caller—that she would shortly be attending a
prize-giving at a small private school, and would
be glad to write me an account of it. When I
told her that that sort of thing was more suitable
for the columns of a local paper, she went out
looking disappointed and indignant.

The shortest call I can recollect was
paid me by a rough-looking American customer,
who sauntered in without knocking. The fol-
lowing dialogue ensued :—

“ Say, are you the boss ?”

13 I am !”

“ Do you want an article on ¢ How they Flay
Fotks Alive in China’?”

113 No ! ”

“That’s straight talk.

“ Morning !”

-

Morning !”
And he sauntered out again.”

“ A Cavalier Maid.”—The present in-
stalment of this serial ends at a most interesting
place. History tells us of many brave deeds
that have been performed by women—woman'’s
wit has often won the day when man’s strength
has failed—and this ¢ Cavalier Maid,” as you
will shortly see, plays her part to perfection.
In the chapters that follow you will be filled
with admiration for the manner in which
the author, while setting Etienne Glanvit a
hard task to perform—such a task as would
have daunted the spirit of many a man—shows
how the matd, in spite of the fact that she has to
pose as a Cavalier and don a Cavalier’s dress,
preserves throughout her womanliness, and yet
never for a moment betrays her secret. But
read on—next month she has to ride for her
life !

“In Deep Water.”—Those of our
readers who think of going to sea may take to
heart Messrs. Blake and Hodgson’s description
of life on this particular “tramp ” steamer. A
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good many steamship apprentices have to learn
their sea alphabet on ships almost as badly
governed as the Creole was ; in fact, one voyage
of this kind very often cures them of any desire
to go to sea again. The picture given of the
Creole’s turbulent voyage is not one whit over-
drawn ; indeed, a good many of the incidents
are considerably toned down. The further
instalments of the story possess some startling
developments, for Captain Howell quite meant
what he said when he expressed his deter-
mination to ‘seize the hull tarnation ship.”
Curiously enough, Mr. W. E. Hodgson men-
tioned the plot of this tale to me quite five
years ago; but, a busy man, he has little time
for writing, and so, although the main features
of the plot have been in his head all this long
time, it was only quite
recently that he enlisted

she was engaged, and sbe wanted to know the map,
*¢character.” Now, if the graphologist had sajg he
was a bad lot and not worth marrying, she might
have believed him and broken off the engngemens
In this way, you see, & good deal of harm can be
done quite innocently, because, of course, though g,
graphologist exercises his art to the best of his kngy.
Iedge, he may, quite unwittingly, upset the peace gf
mind of a large number of people who trust to by
guidance.

Carrie Ingham.—Your suggestion re pob.
lishing some of the prize-winners’ photographs is s
good one; but, as the results of competitions onl
reach us as we are going to press, and are accordingly
—as I daresay you have often noticed—printed on
the last page of the magazine, we hardly have time to
communicate with prize-winners. However, I have
observed that some of onr readers have got, not one,
but several prizes, and it would certainly be ip.
teresting to publish the portraits of some Cirmany
prize-winners who have given proof of their ability in

such a substantial fashion.
I shall, therefore, be glad

to receive the portrait of

the co-operation of Mr. :

sny CaprarN prize-winner

Stacey Blake—ex-sailor NOW BEEADY. who has won six or more

and writeralso—inorder,

prizes, seeing that anybody

> [ Ld
as he would remark, to who has done that musi
get “In Deep Water ” “ , 9 be very clever indeed.
“under weigh.” Acton’s felld. The Caxton Maga

“ Captain ” Club.
—We are making fine

By FRED SWAINSON. :
Price 3s. 6d. ‘ voted to the printing and

zine is the title of & new
monthly periodical, de

publishing trades, especi-
slly appealing to all those
interested in typographieal

headway with the List 4 2] d
of Clob Members. It The heart of the Prairic. matters generally w

present - day journalism,

may be as well to remind By JOHN MACKIE. , Printed on toned paper, its

new readers wishing to
join that supplementary
lists will be published

get-Tup is very superior.

Pri