
PROFESSOR FLEG. FISHERMAN.
Professor Fleg had never caught a

salmi m or a sea-trout, and when he ac-
companied Colonel Burscough and Rob-
ert to ihe shooting-box which they had
rented in Skye, it waa his great ambition
to nil this vacant niche in his life's
achievements. Indeed, he never spoke
ot the biank without some sense ofshame.
veiling it, as it were, from the indiscre-
tion of the vulgar.

For wheu you would ask the Professor
ifhe had ever caught a salmon, he would
reply: "Well, no, not exactly, my dear
sir," for he was the very soui of honor;
"but I have lished for them, though al-
ways with ill success, and 1 have galled
a saluiou lot a more fortunate or more
skillfulangler."

So Professor Fleg came to Skye fullof
hope.

But this year tekye suffered under an
infliction thai does not often befall il It
labored under a partial drought. The
isaiujou could not go up the Skaebost—
that mighty rivi;r, so much like the Ke-
geut's Park Canal—nor oould the Bea-

irout gei up the lesser burns. They
would ue seen jumping (what MclSain,
the Gaelic man oi all work, called "chimp-
iug"j in the loch, looking for iresh water
that iiit'.v uu-i,i ascend, until, att Mo-
Bain said, he could not bear to be on the
yaciit's deck any longer, but mutt go
below that he might uot see this tantal-
izing sight of listi that he could not
eaten, albeit there was tine sport to be
had "splash-netting" at the burn's
mouths.

And Professor Fleg mingled sympa-
thetic tears with the troubleoi the salmon
aud the sea-trout, but in iusullicient
quantity to produce a spate.

But tuen Uiere came a day, an evening
on the .Saturday, wuen the dark clouds
began rushing acru.su the Miuch irom ilie
Iists and all outer Hebrides, be-word-

painted by Black, and poured dowu all
niglu a liberal mm upou me laud of
>ky«. An.i the next morning, being
Sunday, a sea-trout came up as lar as the
bridge pool in the burn that runs past
the house, aud kept rising hungrily as if
it were long since he had lasted fresh
food.

It was clear by this time, and the spate
was only partial. But the sea-trout was
content, aud did not try to go up any
farther. Only Professor Fieg was not
content, as he watched him through his
spectacles. The Professor did not go to
church, but spent his time in contem-
plating .Nature's handiwork in the shape
of that trout in the bridge pool. For a
long time he watched it and was strong.
Than he grew weak and yielded.

lie went into the house and got his rod
and line. He put on his best "blue up-
right," having cultured taste lor quiet
colors, and began to throw with much
satisfaction over the spot where the fish
•whs rising. Alter every second throw
he managed to hook himself in the leg,
the hat or the spectacles, and spent a
while in disentangling himself. But the
wind was with him, and his line went

out over the water of its own accord, and
the liy fell lightly, greatly to the Profes-
sor's admiration.

At the sixth throw he felt that sadden
intoxicating lug, followed by a variable
strain upon the responsive upper joint of
the rod which means a bite. Professor
Fleg flushed redly with pleasure and ex-
citement, aud prepared to display all his
skill in landing this his that sea-trout.
He feard to give the lisn too much Hue,
for he was not an adept at reeling up, and
preferred to dash alter the trout ankle-
deep in water. Then itseemed to threaten
to lead him into the rapids at the tail of
the pool, so, giving him the butt, the Pro-
fessor ventured to put a litile strain on
him. Ue yielded, kindly, and the Pro-
fessor grew more bold, tightening his
hold upou him until he gradually brought
him to the bank, where he pounced on
the lish with one hand while holding the
rod aloft ho as to keep a steady strain
upou him.

Aud so be landed his first sea-trout,
and it weighed as near as possible three-
eighths of a pound.

And this was the Sabbath day.
The Professor threw down his rod and

line, sighed with relief, looked lovingly
at the trout. Then he drew out his pocket-
handkerchief with his right hand, and re-
inoving his hat with his left turned his
lace to the cooling breeze and prepared
to mop his warm and Intellectual brow,
in this unfinished pose he was suddenly
arrested, as if turned to stone, by meeting
the gaze of a half score of "bodies" who
were watching him over the side of the
bridge close by.

They were crofter bodies, and the odor
of peat smoke and of strong disapproval
ot his proceedings was wafted down upon
the Professor even before they spoke.
For the most part they spoke in Gaelic,
but a few spoke in a tongue resembling
English. And this is what they said:

"Eh, mon, did a body iver see the like
of it?"

"Asea-troot it is, Alick!"
"Wi' rod and line, forbye!" as if there

were something more profanely secular
in this misuse ot the engiues of Walton's
craft than ifit had been au honest net.

"Are ye no mindin', ye sinfu' body,
that this is the haw bath day?"

To tell the truth, this was a circum-
stance which the events of the previous
ten minutes had entirely put out of Mr.
Fleg's head. But on the direct challenge
of vis last interlocutor he became at once
alive to the enormity of hia indiscretion.
In infinite confusion he laid his hat rev-
erently beside the trout and began : "My
dear people—" But he was interrupted
by a discordant Gaelic turmoil, across
which came, in Rowland Scotch, "Eh!
dinua speak. We'll hae na dealiu's wi'
ye, ye siufu' body."

The Professor was one of the most sen-
sitive as well as most habitually courte-
ous ofmen, and he felt that he had never
been iv so disconcerting and distress-
ing: a condition. The only thing that it
occurred to him to do, in the perplexity
of the situation, was to unfasten the trout
from the hook, and taking it in his hand
as a peace ottering, approach in this con-
ciliatory manner the little crowd upon
the bridge. Nor. in bis pride at the cap-
ture of the fish, did its inadequacy as a
peace offering occur to him, for it was but
a fish of something between a quarter and
a half pound weight. But being his first
sea-trout it appeared to the Professor in
the light of a far more precious thing

than itseemed to his critics, who were in
the habit of catching fifty of «uch at a
time in their splash nets, and the Pro-
fessor in his trouble forgot that the added
value given it by the lact of bis having
been its captor was a value which, though
immense, was purely subjective, as one
may say, and would appeal but little to
the criiics on the bridge.

As the Professor picked ud the trout
and came towards them, the clamor sub-
sided into silent observation; and this
spectacle of Mr. Fleg, the incarnation of
tiie scientitic spirit of the nineteenth
century, approaching, bareheaded aud
suppliant, trout in nand, the throng of
Gaelic Sabbatarians, was one for the gods
to marvel at.

Fleg looked from one face to the other
of the croiters, but found small encour-
agement therein; nor did they cast the
covetous eyes ue had expected upon his
peace ottering, his trout. Ue addressed
hiuiHelt, tuereiore.to the Lowland woman,
whose speech he had at least partially
been uu.u to understand.

"Pardon me, my dear madam," he said
iv nit*most courteous way, "if 1 take the
liberty of addressing you without intro-
duction. Hut might 1 ask you to lavor
me py tiie acceptance of this"—he held
out ma hand—"this''—he failed to tind an
adjective ili.it would express his feelings
—"this—iish?"

The Professor felt conscious of a some-
thing near a;cm to bathos in this conclu-
sion, but it is lo De recorded that uot a
suspicion ol amusement was to be seen on
any crolior face. The case was far too
serious. To the Professor it seemed to
grow uiore serious every instant, when
tli3 woman broke forth:

"iak* it awa'! Tak' it awa\ ye sinfu'
niuii! Ime yo think tae supperlicate me
wi' the wages o' sin? Awa,' I teli ye—
awa'! I wad na touch yer wuckedness
though it were a great sauuion ilsel',
let alone a meeserable wee bit trootie sic'
as you."

"Miserable troutie, my good woman!"
the Proiessur began, deeply mortilied by
tiie rejection of his prpllered peace otter-
ing and tue insult heaped upon it. But
the woman gave him no chance.

"liinua ye 'gtuu" woman' me! I'll ha'
uaue o' yer 'guui woman!' l»id na ye
ken," she said, turning on the poor man
tiercely, "did ua ye ken it was t' Saw-
bath day?"

"My good wo—l mean," he hastily cor-
rected himself, "my dear madam, I cau
very truly assure you that for the mo-
ment Ihad forgotten the fact."

"Guid sakes save us!"
The womau threw her hands in the air

in pious amazement, and forthwith
translated this appalling intelligence into
Gaelic lor the beuelit oi the majority, on
which there was a simultaneous exclama-
tion of horror, and a drawing back from
the Professor as if be had been a "laiuly
worm" or other uncanny object. And a
new aspect was then put on tue matter by
the arrival of Mcßain.

Mcßain himself, indeed, looked udoq

Mr. Fleg aud the lishiug-rod and the sea-
trout with grave disapproval, but more
in sorrow than in auger, as he listened
u> the account, given him with many suita-
ble interjections of pious indignation, of
the Professor's enoriuities.

He looked a good deal shocked, and he
paused a whiJu, in his Highland way, be-
lore he said auy thing, turning round aud
round his hat, which he held before him
in his hand, as if it were the handle of a
barrel or^an to grind out the words with.
Then he addressed himself to Ac lady
who had been Mr. Fleg'a chief inquis-
itor ;

"I'm not saying that I approve of the
fishing, Mrs. Miiophersou—it is a sinful
thing upon the sabbath day. But there
has beeu worse things dune in this town-
ship and on this loraahore sinoe this Sab-
bath's dawn, .Mrs. Macphersou. See
whether all the black is washed from off
your own hands."

This address of Mcßain's had a wou-
derlully mitigating effect upon the right-
eous wrath oi the lady. Whatever the
color of her hauds, her face changed its
hue aud becauie several shades warmer.
Theu the gathered up her kirlle, a« one
who would Keep hurself free from be-
smirchiug surroundings, aud swept, with
her noao aloli, over the bridge.

And liudiug themselves abandoned by
their chief spokeswoman, the rest of the
crowd one by oue followed her example,
until Professor Fleg, Mcßain and the
sea-trout were leftalone together.

Mcßaiu theu explained to the Profes-
sor the hidden virtue iv his words, by
which he had swept away, as a peat
Biiioke does a host of midges, the crowd
of Sabbatarians. He explained that the
reference to the possible blackness of
Mrs. Macphersou's hands was not purely
metaphorical. For it so happened that
on this Sunday morning Mcßaiu had
looked out 01 the door of his black house
very early. And his house stood on the
opposite side of the loch from that on
which most ofthe houses of the township
stood. And as he was admiring the face
of Nature he becauie aware of two fig-
ures moving upou the shore, and, watch-
ing attentively, saw that they were en-
gaged in abstracting as many lumps of
coai as they could conveniently carry
irom a large heap which had been dis-
charged off a ship the previous day for
the use of Colonel Burscough's house-
hold. But while Mcßaiu put on his
boots —with which, he said, he would
like to have "kicked the thieves sorely"
—they went off' with their coals, and
though they were 100 far off'for him to
identify iv the dim early light, he was
able to see that they went to Mrs. Mac-
pherson's collage.

Moßain concluded his explanation by
some general observations on the wick-
edness of Sabbath breaking which weut
home to the Professor's heart. He then
said "Good day," leaving the Professor
to gather his hat aud his rod and line,
and return to the house with the trout in
his hand and a tumult in his heart, which
was divided between a joy, not ye» com-
pletely chastened, in his capture, and
pain at the shock he had inflicted on the
sensibilities of these weaker and peat-
smoky brethren.

The Prolessor and Colonel Burscough
had met a singular man as they caune up
by train. lln hail entered the train at
Liingwall und accouipauied them to
Strome Ferry. Ho was a stalwart person
and wure a kilt with all its accessories
and a beard. Ho curried iv his hand all
that ho uad with him by way of luggage
—a very long aud thin box. He put this
under the seat o! the carriage.

lie talked very volubly, especially
when he discovered Mr. Fleg's interest
and ignurauce in fishing, lie told tales
of the lishiug in Loch iorndon, a sea-
waier loch in the maiuiand just opposite
the i^uirang, in the north of skye. "In
Loch lorridou," lie said, "the lythe grow
to such a prodigious size that the natives
when lUcy tisu lor them adopt the fol-
lowing plan: Tney tie the end of the rod
to a spare oar which they take with them
in the boat for the especial purpose. As
soon as tuny hook one of tueae monsters
be rushes oil. dragging on the line tillthe
reel is ne-wiy red hot. Then when the
line ou the reel is exhausted they throw
the rod overboard, and after the rod the
oar, ami they go rowing about the loch
alier tuem. i lie oar remains on the top
of ilie water, though dragged along at a
tremendous rate by the nsh below. By
degret-ui it goes slower and slower, and
then v hun lucy judge the lish to be suffi-
ciently tired ihoy pick up the oar and
theu the rod, and gradually reel in the
null lilt they can reach him with the
gaff."

The Colonel and the Professor were
both silent when the Highlander had fin-
ished the story, and he seemed rather dis-
appointed; but at length he said :

"Well, you do uot seem very conversa-
tionally inclined, so I think I'll just give
yon a tuno ou the pipes."

60 he took up his luggage—the long tin
box —which was seeu, when opeueu, to
contain an eiguteen-loot salmon rod,
two paper collars, and some bagpipes.
Now the Highland railway is not a thing
01 rhythmical movement at least, and the
Colonel and the I'rolessor found its jolts
aud shakings when accompanied by the
BhrieKs aud screams aud groans of Soot-
land's national instrument of what she is
pleased to call music, rather a severe tax
ou the senses. The bagpipes are beara-
ble, mellowed by the distance of a High-
land glen, but in the confinement of a
railway carriage they are rather too much.
The man of war was forced into one cor-
ner of the carriage, the man of learning
into another, as though they were physi-
cally compressed there by the volume of
the sound which the Highlander, with
immense delight, was uttering from the
other end of the carriage. And he was
a magnificent speciman of the human
raoe, and seemed to bear it even with

pleasure himself: nor did he cease for a
moment to take breath, playing one reel
tune alter another all marveloualy alike)

until the train came tardily to its termi-
nus at Strome Ferry. There he put his
bagpipes regretfully into the long thin
box again, expressed the great pleasure
which the society of the Colonel and the
Professor had given him during the
journey, and his sincere regret that he
was unable any longer to enjoy it. Then
he wrung each of them by the hand with
a warmth thiit left them under the im-
pression of having suffered the medieval
iorm of torture known as the embrace of
the rat catcher's daughter, and vanished
Into the crowd of tourists, bearing with
him the long thin box and an invitation
incautiously given him by the hospitable
Colonel 'before the production of the
bagpipes) to visit them at the shooting
lodge if his travels led him in that direc-
tion.

Now this was a man whom they were
not likely to forget, and though Mr. Fleg
accepted his account of the lythe fishing
at Loch Torridon with a soupcou of tiie
classic grain of salt with which he would
fain have seasoned the Highland music,
still he felt that, like all myths, this
should have somewhere a substratum of
fact about it were it only by way of alle-
gory.

Wherefore Mr. Fleg was in the fre-
quent habit of saying, "Would it not bo
possible, my dear sir, for us one day to
snatch a favorable hour and sail across
to Loch Torridon, there to teuipt our for-
tune with some of those monsters of the
deep of which our Highland friend spoke
to us?"

To which Colonel Burscough would
always answer, "Why, jam it all, Fleg,
easiest thiut; In the world, of course —
nothing easier. Choose your own time.
Order the boat whenever you like. But
all 1 stipulate is that 1 don't go with you
—see?"

This was the sort ofpermission of which
Mr. Fleg was the last man in the world
to be anle to take advantage. To order
out a yacht belonging to another man aud
to give the order to a skipper who was
another's servant were inconceivable im-
pertinences to Mr. Fleg. But at length
he persuaded Robert to take the enter-
prise in hand, aud once Robert had un-
dertaken it its accomplishment was near
at baud.

So they started with a fair breeze down
the loch, and all weut well till they were
round the north of Skye aud off .North
Kona, whore the wind died away and it
fell a dead calm. They Happed about
idly awhile, and put out some lines over
the yacht's side in twenty fathoms of
water, and had never a bite for an hour.

Suddenly Mr. Fieg exclaimed, "I am
ofopinion, my dear sir, that a lisa is even
now biting at my bait."

"Oh, then, pull up, pull up, please, Mr.
Professor," Moiiain said in great excite-
ment.

The Professor began hauling in the
line, and the business went well till he
had himself anchored in a cats-cradle of
gome six fathoms of the line in inextrica-
ble confusion. He was like the adver-
tisement of somebody's pills—the lion in
the net. Thou Mcßain said, ''Let me, let
me, Mr. Professor!" and taking the line
Irom him began hauling it in, while Mr.
Fieg was too entangled to make a protest,

and solaced himself by taking up the gaff
instead.

"A large fush, a large fusb," Mcßain
said appreciatively, as he drew in foot
after toot of the tugging line, while Mr.
Flee stood in eager readiness with the
gaff.

At last the thing came flapping on the
top of the water. It was a large cod,
nearly twenty pounds in weight.

"The gaff! the gall!" Mr. Mcliain said
softly.

Mr. Fleg leaned over the side, but the
gaffhad caught for a moment in some-
thing on board. He gave it a tug and
loosed it, and at the same instaut an extra

strain seemed to come upon the line—
the cod gave one extra whisk of his tail—
the double gut broke—and away went
Mr. Cod down into the depths again,
with the end of broken gut waving like
a moustache from the corner of his
mouth.

"Oh, dear! oh, dear! what a misfortune,
my dear sir! The gaff, my dear sir—it
was caught in something."

"Eh, eh?" said Moßaiu gently. "It
was caught in my leg."

"Your what? Leg! My dear tir! Leg!
Your? My dear Mr. Mcßaiu, are you in
sober earnest?"

"Eh, eh? Itis no matter."
".No matter! My dear sir, I tugged

at it!"
"Eh? Yis—tugged—yis," Mcßain said,

quite pleased to recognize the word.
Then Mr. Fleg covered himself with

profuse apologies and bound up McCain's
leg to the latter's unspeakable confusion,
in his own pocket-handkerchief; and
then, the calm continuing, and there
Beeming no prospect of getting more huh,
Mr. Fleg disentangled himself from the
line aud went down to the saloon to write
an article on the insensibility of the
Celtio race to pain, expressing views
which would show the crofter question
in an entirely new light.

Meanwhile Moßain had softly ap-
proached Robert. "Iknow, sir. There
iss a sandbank near yonder. Itis a splen-
did bank lor spootfush."

"What's spoutfish/"
"Eh! eh! With shells. They dig down

in sand —splendid nice to eat."
I'Well, how can we get 'em?"
"The dinghy," said Mcßain.
So they started in the dinghy and rowed

off to the sandbank, and there they dug
in the soft sand until they overtook the
quiokly burrowing long-shelled bivalves
and came back with a whole shoal of
them in the boat. Mcßain had not over-
estimated the sandbank.

Then they showed them to Mr. Fleg.
"And how do you eat them, my dear sir
—iv their native condition, or fried, or
boiled?"

"Jist boiled," Mcßain said, "in wat-
ter," he added, that there should be no
mistake.

"Quite so, my dear Bir—in water," Mr.
Fleg repeated, and went below again to
the anesthesia of the Celt.

Mi-Ham took to the boiling of the
"spootlush" liimsoli—again that there
should be do mistake; and the time drew
on till 4 o'clock iv the evening, when
Mcßain took the "spootfush" from the
tire and declared them ready for eating.

"They look, indeed, most excellent,
my dear sir," Mr. Fleg said, as they ap-
peared upon a plate.

Then they began to try to eat them.
They got them into their mouths and
champed upon them, but without mak-
ing the least effect. Their teeth went in,
but the "spootfush" just flattened itself
out like India rubber, and tough as
leather, and squeaked (like India rub-
ber) as it regained its shape when their
wearied jaws parted off it.

•'Excellent, doubtless, my dear sir,"
said Mr. Fleg to Kobert; "could one but
reduce them to such a condition as would
permit of the palate taking cognizance of
them; but as it is, my dear sir—eh? —yes
—a trifle, as we say, tough."
Ii was aeidotn that Mr. Fleg's oharity

allowed him to pass so severe a criticism.
The "spoolfush" must have appeared to
him very, very inedible.

Mcßaiu was very disappointed. He ate
hi9own "apootlush," and came aft to see
how the others were being appreciated.
Ue said they were "splendid nice," and
was but moderately comforted by Mr.
Flee telling biin he was convinced that
as "spoutlisu" they were quite prize
specimens of their species, and that be
was sure they would be found delicious
by those who like "spouttish." For his
own part, however, he grieved to say that
his education had not been such as to
lead hiai to an appreciation of "apout-
fish."

Kobert expressed a very similar opin-
ion in somewhat cruder terms, telling
Mcßain that the spouthsh were "blamed
good things to give a teething baby to
chew on, but not fit food fora Christian
man."

Mcßain, a blighted being, could but
solace himself by eating up the rejected
"spoutfish" of Robert aud Mr. Fleg.

And the calm continued, and the still-
ness was unbroken save by the occasional
flapping of the sails and the squeaking of
Mr. Fleg's quillpen in the saloon below
as he expounded his theme of Celtic
anaesthesia.

Then from the deck above there were
borne to him sounds of pitiful groaning
as ofa man in his death agony. He went
ud the companion way and found Mcßain
prone upon the deck, face downward.
He was groaning deep bass guttural
groans, and the other men were standing
In a sympathetic silent circle around
him.

"What is It, my dear sir? What is it?
Can it be, my dear sir, that the gait—bis
le«r-»

"Oh, no, Mr. Fleg! it's not that," Rob-
ert began, but Mcßain's voice interrupted
him.

"Eh! eh!" be was exclaiming in bis
jearnest eentie way. "1 wush they spoot-
fush wass back" on that sandbank."
Then be groaned again in inward agony.

So Mr. Flee made some suggestions fur
Mcßaiu's relief, and returned to bis cabin
thoughtfully, and thought lor a long time
over his paper on the insensibility to pain
of the Celtic people. Then he tore the
paper into little pieces and threw them
from bis porthole, and a little putt' of

! wind, errant through the calm, took the
S scraps and watted them up to the deck,
i and they fell all about on Mcßain, who
now was lying asleep, face upward ou the
deck, like the leaves which the robins
spread upon the lost babes in the wood.

Mcßain went on sleeping and the calm
continued, and they hoisted the riding
light above the yacht's bow.and all turned
in save the man on watch, lint for a long
while Mr. *leg did not. sleep, for tbe eag-
erness of bis mind kept him wakeful.
Out of the porthole through which he had
thrown the scraps of the essay which the
'"sdouli ush" had spoiled he had let out a
deep line, and even as he lay in his bunk
he could liftthe lead up and down off the
bottom. In his mind's eye he saw it so
clearly there, twenty fathoms below—the
croaspiece of iron and the lead banging
from the middle of the iron bar. Then,
from either end ofthe bar a bit oftwisted
gut let han- a hook baited with the
shiniest and tastiest bit of herring. Nor
wag this all that this happy Professor of
Anatomy could see —though may be it
was all that there was to be seen—for cne
is not a Professor of Anatomy for noth-
ing. He could see great codfish, huge
skates, twenty-pounder lythe, all cruis-
ing about upon the sand and seaweed be-
low, examining with hungry eyes—every
instant opening ravenous mouths to gob-
ble them—those tempting herring col-
lops. But once or twice he really did
think that he felt a fishy grip at the line,
and pulled itup a little way, sitting up in
his bunk. But no, there was no more
tugging, and sadly he let it down again
and lay back in his bed.

And then it Beenied to the Professor
thai he dozed, and woke to the reality of
a learful contest. For the line which was
around his linger was being pulled with
tierce tugs, as though the linger would be
torn bodily off, and the line wan cutting
into the llesh, but he lay there and with
the courage and strength of desperation
hauled in the line upon his berth. And
he took no heed that it was all dripping
with the seawater and soaking his blank-
ets, but pulled on and on. And still the
tug-tugging went on and ou, more and
more emphatic as he drew the lish from
the depths. At length he heard its
splashes as he got it ou the surface of the
water; but he did not hesitate, and drew
it right up to the porthole. But there the
crossbar of iron caught and held a mo-
ment, at which he gave a stronger pull,
and the bur came through with a jerk,
and the ush glided through the porthole
with it.

Ami then the man on watch was aroused
by fearful criea, aud Moßaiu jumped
from the deck, foreetful of the "spoot-
fush," and rushed down the companion-
way, dashing this way and that like a dog
that hears .its master's whistle, but can-
nut make out whence it comes. But the
cries kept up, and there was no difficulty
in placing them —in Mr. Flejr's cabin.
So they opened the door with no cere-
mony upon a curious sight, carrying a
suggestion of >t. George aud the Dragon
of Andromeda and the monster of the in-
fant Hercules, aud the serpent in his
cradle; for there was Mr. Fleg prone
upon his berth struggling, with screams
of terror, against the multitudinous folds
of a huge conger.

The fish still had the hook in its jaw,
and had wound about itself the many
fathoms of the line as, with head now
where its tail was an instant since, it
seemed to search its enemy among the
blankets. But there was no method in
its attack—neither, considering his great
knowledge of anatomy, was there so
much as might hare been expected on
the part of Mr. Fleg. For he did but
grasp at the conger's tail when that por-
tion of the creature was towards him, but
on the mutant that the gaping head ap-
peared where but just now was the tail
Mr. Fieg ducked beneath the blankets,
and ihe enemy prowled above them
searching for him in vain.

McHain said, "Eh! eh! eh!" and his lace
showed appreciation and oblivion of ail
his pain aud his ''spootfush" as he
watched the struggle.

And then he drew his knife, and the
Celt brandishing the weapon was but an
added terror to the poor Professor as he
watched the blade flashing along the sea-
serpent's coils above him. For Moßain
bungled over the execution, as if of sly
purpose', until the Professor once for all
buried his head beneath the clothes with
definite resolve not to lift it until the de-
nouement; and Mcßain with deft move-
ment sliced oil the threatened head. Still
the body wriggled, and the Professor
would not for a while yet be assured.
Then Mcßain bore the conger away,
swathed in the twenty fathoms of line,
and Mr. Fieg followed, inadequately
clad, to view his quarry.

So the sea-serpent was hung up for hu-
man food, for there are people who can
eat anything, a conger even. And the
yacht was at peace and becalmed until
dawn. Then a breeze came, aud they
were in .Loch Terridon belore midday.
And there they bad mighty fishing; for,
though they did not catch the monstrous
lythe of which the bagpiper had told
them, they caught whitings aud skates
and haddocks in tremendous quantity
and variety with deep lines from the
yacht. Moreover, they caught lythe,
"tailing" for them, with an Indian rub-
ber eel and bright spinning tin head, be-
hind the dinghy aa they rowed round a
rocky island which is there; so that two
days later Mr. Fieg returned to the lodge
as happy as Odysseus might have been
had he come from a less protracted siege
of Troy.—Longman's Magazine.

OUT IN THE DARK.

Oh, up the brae and up and up, beyont the
lairy thorn,

It?s there they hae my baby laid, that died
when he was born.

Afore the priest could ehrlsten him to save
his soul, he died;

Itnever lived at all, they said—'was livin' In
my side.

For many a day an' many a night, an' weary
night and day.

Ikept him livin'at my heart, 1 care na what
they suy.

For many a day an' many a night Iwearied
o' unrest,

But now I'm sore to hae my wean baclc hid-
den in my breast.

He'll sure be thlnkiu' long for me, an' weary-
in' his love

Up in thon corner by the whins wi' neither
cross nor stone;

Aye, tho' I died wi' him itself, they wouldna
let u« be—

The corner o' the field lor him, the holy
ground lor me;

The poor, wee, helpless, Christless wean—Och
Mary, Mother mild.

Sure, ye were unbaptized yourself, have pity
on a child.

Th'are many a wean that lies wi' him, and
none tuat got a name;

Th'are many a wile, hard put till it, was glad
that dead ttiey came.

Aye, many a man that scarcely minds a child
o' his lies tnere;

But, och! it's cruel hard to quit the first you'd
ever bear,

The graves are all that tiny that they'd hardly
raise a mound,

And couples o' a Sunday to be coortln' on
thon ground.

An' 'th'are none that thinks upon them, but
my heart'll be there still,

On the sod among the bracken an' the whins
upon the hill.

I'd be feared to come o' nights there, for the
hill is fairy ground.

But th are, maybe, more nor fairies dancin'
in the lairyround—

Och, an' ifIonlythought it.' sure I'd let them
do their worst.

An' I'd go to see my baby, tho' Igo to be ac-
cursed.

But I'll never reach my wean now, neither
here nor in the soJ,

An' I'm betther wi' the Christians an' the
souls that's saved for God;

Och, to feel his finger* on me an' to clasp him
when he smiled:

Sure ye'd think there'd be one heaven for the
mother an' the child.

—London Spectator.

Do You See the testimonials written
by people who have been cured ofvarious
diseases by Hood's Sarsapariila? They
point the way for you ifyou need a good
medicine.

Hood's Pills cure all liver ills, relieve
constipation and assist digestion. 25c.

Kerosene simplifies laundry work.

THE CROP OF NOVELS.

I Works of Fiction Form the Mnjorlty of
Manuscripts Sent to Publishers.

Novels form the largest part of the
book manuscripts received by publishing

: houses. Out of 100 manuscripts received
I during a recent fortnight by a prominent
jpublishing iirm sixty-two were novels.
' In another case fifty-one out of one hun-
, dred manuscripts submitted during three
weeks were novels. This same publisher
told me that sometimes the percentage of

! novels would reach 75 per cent. This
' tendency Tor novel writing is uudouot-
\ ediy due 10 the fact that the greatest
> "hits" in the literary world are made
with novels, and this stimulates the av-
erage writer to work in this Hold.

Oi all these novels it is plain to be seen
from the figures given in the preceding
paragraph that scores must bo written

j before one is accepted. And even if a
writer has a novel accepted, the per-
centage ot success is decidedly against
him. During this investigation process
Iselected tifteeu recently published nov-
els issued by six different houses, aud 1

. learned that the entire number printed of
these iifteen novels was 41,000 copies, or
about 2,700 copies of each. And in this
fifteen 9,000 oopies were primed of one
novel—really the only successful novel of
the lot. It is safe to say that of these fif-
teen novels the average sale of each will
not reach 1,000 copies. But giving that
number to each, the novel selling at si,
the author would receive less than §100
for his manuscript, deducting for muti-
lated copies aud those sent to the news-
papers, etc. Iknow case after case where
authors did not receive $50, all told, as a
return for a novel, and sometimes very
much less than that.—Philadelphia Times.

[For the Kkcord-Uxion,]
A LOVE SONG.

Gaylie bedight a gallant knight
Rode through a forest singing;
His song was ot his ludye love,
And earth and trees and skye above
(So glad was he; all merrilie.
And tunefuilie seemid ringing.

"Myladye dear Is fair to see
The laireat in the land," .sang he;
"Her eyes ate like the violets blue;
Her lace ts of the lilies' hue;
Her nair, like burnished gold, shines bright
And glimmers in the sunbeam's tight,
For there the sun's raya love to meet,
And sunbeams play at hide-and-seek.

••And, best ot all, her love for me
Is deep and boundless as the sea.
And I,my heart's btst ulood would give
And all 1 nave ihat she might live;
For her I'd die without a sigh,
So dear to me uiy ladye 1"

Gaylie bedight this gallant knight
Rode on hl.-> way, still singing:
And this his song tae whole day long,
Though lovelie was that bright spring morn;
His tuoughts were all of her he loved.
Ofher hia song was ringing.

Annik Ukkkish-Genung.
Sacrainonto, June 4, 181)5.

The Danger of It.
"Ican't give you anything to eat on the

premises," said the hatchet-faced woman
to the tramp at the kitchen door, "but
I'llgive you a pie ifyou will put it under
your coal and carry it away with you."
"I beg your pardon, ma'am," replied

the tramp, "but 1 can't accept."
"Why not?" she snapped so sharply

that it frightened him.
"1 mean those conditions, ma'am," he

explained.
"What's the matter with the condi-

tions?"
"I'm afraid, ma'am, I'd be arrested for

carrying concealed weapons," and the
way he disappeared without the pie was
astonishing to a casual observer. —Detroit
Free Press.

For many years the Government has
given its orders for Koyal Baking Pow-
der in preference to all others, it being
found by the official examination supe-
rior to tho others in strength aud purity,
and the only Baking Powder that will
keep aud retain its strength in the cli-
mates of the various countries to whioh
itis sent by the Departments.

His Queer Prayer.

A Georgia exchange says that at a
prayer meeting held in a new church
over in Butts County, a good man prayed
thusly:

'•Oh, Lord, thou knowest that we are
thankful to Thee that our souls are safe
from the fire that quencheth not. Ifa
man lose his horse Thou knowest he can
buy another; if he lose his house Thou
knowest that he can build another; if he
lose his wife Thou know est that he can
get another, but ifne lose his soul —good-
by John."—Atlanta Constitution.
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Better check it at once. There's
no telling what a sore throat will
do if you give it right of way.
Uncertain remedies often cause
dangerous delay. You had bet-
ter make the cure sure with

Fain-Killer
Known for half a century as a
specific for sore throat, croup,
coughs and all kindred troubles.
Keep itby you for an emergency.
Itnever fails. Sold everywhere.

The quantity has been doubled,
but the price remains the same.

Perry Davis & Son, Providence, R. I-

SUMMER RESORTS.

KLAMATH HOT SPRINGS,
SISKIYOU COUNTY, CAL

FlltyMiles From Mt. Shasta, Twenty
Mllea From Acer, California aud
Oregon liallroad.

FINEST SPRINGS IN CAIiIFORNIA.
The natural advantages are lmmeroui,

Hot and cold mineral springs: hot steam
sulphur and mud baths. Eminent physicians
recommend those waters and baths for rheu-
matism, dyspepsia, stomach troubles, and all
blood and skin diseases; good hunting
and fine trout fishing; mountain scenery
grand; delightfulclimate: commodious stone
hotel, with all modern conveniences; Post-
office, Express and Telephone connecting
with Western Union Telegraph Company.
Table and service tlrstrclass. Daily stage to
Ager over line road and no dust. Terms
reasonable. No efforts spared to make guests
comfortable. For further particulars ad-
dress EDsON 8R05.,. Beswick, biskiyou
County. California.

liLUlUho aALL
TTNDER AND BY VIRTUE OF A DE-
U cree of for closure, and order of sale is-

sued out of the Superior Court of the County
of Sacramento, Ktute ot California, dated
May M2, A. D.. lf<;)s. In an action therein
pending, wherein P. F. SCOTT is plaintiff
aud O. E. HOTCHKISS and others arc de-
fendants, the undersigned was appointed Re-
ceiver In said action, and was commanded
and directed to sell the real estate described
in the said decree and described as follows, to-
wifc

Allthat certain real property situate in the
County of" Sacramento, state of California,
known and designated and described upon a
plot 01' the southern portion of the Rtinoho
Rio de Los Americanos, made by T. J. Arnold
and filed for record in said county as subdi-
vision "James Lord, 25:5,95 A," containing
25a. \)5 acres, commencing at a joint from
which the southeast corner of the house of
one Shaver bears north 3:3%° west, and from
which the southwest corner of the house of
one Campbell Dears south 70;-4°east, and from
which the southeast corner of ilie house of
out- Patten bears south 78%- went, and from
which the southeast corner of Lord's house
bears north 3:if'2° east; running thence north
83°, east 4ft chains; thence north 46-", east 55
chains; thence north 8234°, west 22.32
chains; thence north, «y; 4°, west SB.SS
chains; thence soutn «^

J, west 45.32 chains
to the place of beginning, being the same
tract ot land conveyed to M. C. Tilden by
Cornelius W. Morrison by deed, dati'd No-
vember 30. 1868, together with all the im-
provement thereon, and the hereditaments
and appurttnanres thereunto belonging.

Notice Is hereby given that on MONDAY,
the 17th day of June, A. D., 18.*5, at 10
o'clock a. m. of that day, in front of the Court-
house door of said court, in the City of Sac-
ramento, in said County of Sacramento, I
will sell at public auction to the highest bid-
der for cash in gold coin, the a;>ove described
property, or so much thereof as may be neces-
sary to satisfy the «aid decree.

FRANK HICKMAN.Receiver.
Hoi,l &Dunn, Attorneys for Receiver.

my26-4tB___

Superior to COPAIBA, CUBEBS &INJECTIONS.

t\ AT^tch k Hjß ffgrim *"

A CURE IN 48 HOURS.

£ ' OTOCRS FROM TM6 00UNVRT PROMPTLY FIU.ED— \u25a0• X

COTTOLENE.

isfte best Shortzn'mp
for all coofQ'n^ purposes,

OH>y he&lihFvl Shortening
fadd c • Yhyaiciams QjuLotlQit

An O&jgfofif.
ffiaf cmcomforfafc/e Ittlin<\
oF^too much richness"
from food, c ooJce d in* Iard m

food cooked in,

dt If'c aCfe a de 11c ioua,

ht^\ihfvlfComforting
BoYOUoseCoTTOLEKfI?

MADE ONLY BY

THE N. K. FAIRBANK COnPANY,
ST. liOVIS and

. Chicago, N«3r York, Bo»tr-^

HUMPHREYS 7
Nothing has ever been produced to

equal or compare with HuiaplircyS
Witc2l HaZ9l Oilas a curative and
healing application. It has been
used 40 years and always affords relief
and always gives satisfaction.

ItCures Piles or Hemorrhoids, External
or Internal, Blind or Bleeding—ltching and
Burning; Cracks or Fissures and Fistulas.
Relief immediate—cure certain.

ItCures Burns, Scalds and Ulceration and
Contraction from Burns. Relief instant.

It Cures Torn, Cut and Lacerated
Wounds and Bruises.
ItCures Boils, Hot Tumors, Ulcers, Old

Sores, Itching Eruptions, Scurfy or Scald
Head. It is Infallible.

It Cures Inflamed or Cakep Breasts
and Sore Nipples. It is invaluable.

It Cures Salt Rheum, Tetters, Scurfy
Eruptions, Chapped Hands, Fever Blisters,
Sore Lips or Nostrils, Corns and Bunions,
Sore and Chafed Feet, Stings of Insects.

Three Sizes, 25c, 50c. and $1.00.
Sold byDrutrgi»'«,or scut post-paid on receiptof price.

HHPHRKTS'BED. CO., tilA 113 William SU, N«w York.

WITCH HAZEL OIL

MISCELLANEOUS. ___.«..'\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0.\u25a0

¥=• All over
On aA\ c house

CJk tl^ jGI \ y°u nee<^ Pearline.

"^ -fc And more than ever in

i id I I I '| house-cleaning. Just

ft BFT m F^^^" *J& I things that you might
|i jj '' q -*a^^ * use—soaps and powders

O9S «* I r^& anc j fluids an d what
not. Some of them don't pretend to help you as much
as Pearline ; some will injure paint, or surfaces, or fabrics;
some are only meant to w^ash or clean certain things.

But with Pearline, you willsave time and labor in clean-
ing anything that pure water won't hurt. Not only can it
do no harm, but it saves useless and harmful rubbing. 4oa

CHILDREN GROW
healthy—grow happy—grow rosy cheeked and bright eyed, on Hires 1

RooTBEER. This great health-^f^ SkJ giving temperance drink
should be kept in every home. £^a w^ benefit and delight
every member of the family from the baby up, and prove a most delicious
thirst satisfying beverage for callers. It's good all the time—morning,
rat WCB BBftjjL V^m^^B V noon and night. Get the genuine

A25 «nt r»ct»?e mikes 5 g»!!on«. Sold everywhere. The Char,. E. Hires Co., Philadelphia.

SIGNATURE \

*~^^ printed in
BLUE, diagonally -%&-

across the OUTSIDE wrapper of every bottle of

The Original and Genuine WORCESTERSHIRE, as a further pro-
tection against all imitations.

Agents for the United States, JOHN DUNCAN'S SONS , N. Y.

EAKKINO HOUSES.

NATIONS BANK OF D. 0. MILLS k Co!
Saoramento, Cal.—Founded 185U.

DIRECTORS:
D. O. MILLS. EDOAR MILLS.

S. PRF.NTISS SMITH.
FRANK MILLER President
CHARLES F. DILLMAN Cashier

Capital and Surplus,

$soo,ooo.
"

SACRAMENTO BAM
TnE OLDEST SAVINGS BANK IN THE

city, corner Fifth and J streets, Sacra-
J mento. Guaranteed capital. $.r>o J. 000; paid
: up capital. no>d odn. $400,000. Reserve: fund. $s<>,or>:-. Tt-rm and ordinary deposits,
! ?3.2t)ii,4^ti t>o. Loanson real estate January

1, 1895. $3,142,375 21. Term and ordinary
| deposits received. Dividends paid in .January
j and July. Money loaned upon real estate

only. Information famished upon applica-
tion to VV. P. COLEMAN, President.

Ed. R. Hamilton, Cashier.

FARMERS' AND MECHANICS' SAVINGS BANK
Southwest corner Fourth and J

Streets, Sacramento, Col.
Guaranteed Capital $500,000

lOANS MADE ON REAL ESTATE. IN-
j terest paid semi-auuually on Terra and

Ordinary Deposits.
B. I STEINMAN- President
EDWIN K. ALSIP Vice-Preai.Jent
D. D. WHITBECK Cashier
C. 11. CUMMINUS Secretary
JAMES M. STEVENSON Surveyor

DIRECTORS:
B. U. Steinman, Edwin X Alsip,
C. H. CUMMINGS, Ii£OBOK A. HU.ITB,
Hol. Runyon, James McNasser,

Jas. M. Stevenson.

CALIFORNIA STATE BANK^
SACRAMENTO.

Does a General Banking Business.

SAFE DEPOSIT VAULTS.
OFFICKK3:

FREDERICK COX President
JOSEPH STEFFENS Vice-I'resident
W. E. GERBER Cashier
C. E. BL'RNHAM Assistant Cashier

directors:

c. w. clark, geokoe c. perkin3,
Frederick Cox, Joseph Stkfif.ns,
Peter Bohl, Auoi.ph Hkubkon,

W. E. Gekbkr.

PEOPLE'S SAVINGS BANK.
Sacramento, Cal.

Guaranteed capita! $410,000
Paid up capital and surplus 301,000

TNTEREST PAID SEMI-ANNUALLY ON
1 term and ordinary deposits. Money loaned
on real estate only. Addrass all roin'muulca-
tions: People's Savings Hank. Sacramento.

WM. BECK MAN,President.
George W. Lokknz. Secretury.

CROCKER-WOOLWORTB MWHL MM,
Crocker Kuildintt, >farket and Post

Streets, San Francisco.
PAID OP CAFiTAL, JI.GOu.GOO. SURPLUS, $450,001

directors:
President WM. H. CROCKER
Vice-President W' E. BROWN
Cashier " q sy, IiLLKrJ
CHARLES F. CROCKER ...'..'.'. E. B. IJOND1JOND

aR RUHSTALLER'S
Extra Gilt Edge

ALSO FINE OLD PORTER,

Delivered to Saloons Ice Cold.
Capacity, 75,000 to 100,000 Barrels

Per Year.

BEST BEER IN THE WORLD
XRV IT.

QEND THE WEEKLY UNION TO YOUii
Jo 'riends in the East


