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From the German of Goethe.
! those beyond renewing—
Ds-yu. the ::g)e of Love and lt;vel!.
Who can bring one instant !on y
Of those golden days again! .
Still my wounds 1 foster lonely,
Still with sorrow sit, pursumz
Withered bliss and living pain. .
Ah! those Gays beyondlrr:icwmgn'
yho © bring them back !
» "—“2““ Sic'nelg in The Saturday Review.

i
THE MERCY OF THE BOER.

A SOUTH AFRICAN PASTORAL.

From The Pall Mall Magazine.
Night had just fallen upon 4 into a heavy,
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roof of some dead world.
Byou:: edge of the marsh a transport wagon

had outspanned for the night, and within the
circle of firelight, where moon and flame strug-
gled for the mastery, loomed the wavering out-
lines of the trek oxen tethered to the dissel-
poom, and now and again the figure of @ ma.n
The anly sounds were the cmckhng chirps of |
the builfrogs in the viel and the voices of two
ng back against the kaross of§
of the wagon!

ut level across

wer
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n, raising his volce.f
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How is the Vrouw to
uerulously. ‘“Are

1 already? And God |
span can go with-
country; they have
nd why should I feed
ry black schelm that is'
m? Verdomte swartz-|
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kop!” And h
*“But tt hild," persisted Piet; “that is small, |
and eats bu . not a gquarter as much as a;
dog. Besides, Kiaus may run away if the girl.
sick, and be alone knows the road and the |

|
“Well, the brat, |
23 the other. “The
walked these three
1self in his rug

feet: the night breeze
was knocked the ashes out
of his pi: d some fuel into the members |
of the fire, and went around to the other side of
the wagon, where the three Basuto boys were
lying.

“Kiaus™ He called. “Here a moment!

A grunt from one of the blankets answered

the veldt. The

joneliness, of utter iso- |
oneli |
the heavens, sown

dim, starry distance, |
It might have been the !

BRINGT DIE SCHOENEN TAGE." | the baby was to ride in the wagon now with

the Vrouw, and the girl would not be 80 tired.

Ah! Baas Piet was a good man—better than
Baas Jakob. He would help; and later on he
| might even be rich enough to buy a few head
! of cattle and some ponies, and they would all
' g0 back to the old place on the Krel, and
| He started to his feet as the pipe of a
| honeybird came faintly out of the distance.
‘ Betta was there at last.

The WAagon was creaking along under the
burning noonday sun; the oxen stumbled lazily
{“.,‘m loliing tongues, crawling at snail's pace
!\mhnut fear of the flick of the lash, for every
| one was asleep except the little voerloper trudg-
' ing in front of the two leaders, crooning an end-
less native song to himself. The wind, more
burning than the sun, came in ceaseless gusts
across the arid veldt, destitute of grass or tree,
and, catching up great ciouds of red dust,
whirled them in eddying, choking masses about
the wagon, and then swept them away until
they vanished in the shimmering heat haze.
Now and then a tortoise dragged his black and
vellow shell out of the way of the span, and
lumbered heavily off the track to a safe dis-
tance, there to retire within himself until the
unwonted apparition had disappeared beyond
his limited horizon; or a snake would shoot out a
shining head from the sheiter of some deserted
ant heap as the rumble of wheels reused him
frcm his nap;” and far up in the clear blue air
floated a great vulture, without a tremor of his
wide pinions, just as he had floated for many
davs past, watching and waliting.

Suddenly there was a stir under the tilt. The
curtain was flung aside, and Baas Piet stepped
out on to the fore part of the wagon, yawning
sleepily.

“Boy!™ he shouted, “onsaddle the mare. I shall
ride on to the waterhole beyond the drift. It
cannot be far off now.”

trek before the desert ended. And, comforted
by the thought, Klaus walked on after the
wagon and returned to his blanket.

The baby was certainly the most contented of
all, lying in an empty sugar box under the shade
of the tilt, engaged in coiling the soft end of the
eighteen-foot lash round and round its chubby
arms. It grew fatter and merrier every day.
The Vrouw raiher liked it, black as it was, for
she had no children of her own.

All at once came a warning shout from the
voerloper. They were right on the edge of the
drift, and the leaders began to pick their way
siowly down the steep bank over the loose rocks
and sand. Klaus was busy putting the heavy
iron shoedrag under one of the hind wheels,
while Baas Jakob, in a bad temper at having
his sleep disturbed, sat upon the front of the
wagon, swearing at him and the other boys
for being lazy.

Now sliding sideways over a smooth shelving
rock, now plunging down over a ledge with a
jar that wrenched every bolt and wheelspoke,
the heavy wagon crashed down the bank, only
to come to a dead stop at the bottom, imbed-
ded in sand up to the axles. The span were
knotted in a tangled mob of clash-
ing horns and twisted yoke reins, snuffing
and pawing up the sand with impatient
hoofs; instinct told them that water was there—
but it was far, far below, for the last rains had
failen many months back.

“Verdomte rooinecks!” raged the angry Baas,
beside himself. “Twist thelr tails; get that iron

spike here, Hendrik—that will make the devils
move.”

more hopelessly entangled. In vain Kiaus dashed
in among them, sjambok in hand, kicking here

and slashing there, while Hendrik and the voer- |

head sailed a vulture in ever narrowing circles.
And then the night fell

It was late that evening before Klaus crawled
stealthily away from the wagon, taking a
full beaker of fresh water from the
pool and his supper; the Baas was
very angry with him because the wagon
had stuck in the drift—though how could
he help it if the oxen would not be driven?—and
bad forbidden him to leave the wagon to see
Betta. But no Baas could keep him from doing
that, no matter how many hidings he got for it

He wn.lkeq back as far as the edge of the drift,
and sat there waiting. He could not see far to-
night, for there was no moon, only the half
| light of the stars, and the bottom of the drift

yawned black at his feet. A prowling jackal
| snarled close by, and at his approach a great
| vulture, gorged with the remains of some worn-
(out trek ox that had fallen there to die, though
iho did not remember noticing it, had flapped
heavily off into the night.

Klaus waited for many hours, but the girl did
not come. Of course, having the baby to carry
again would make her take longer; for Baas
Jakob had told him how he had seen it roll off
!the wagon that morning trying to reach a big
| tortoise on the road, and crawl after it unhurt,
|a.nd how he had watched it there until Betta
! had picked it up when she came along. Still, she
| would catch them up next evening, and he left
| the water beaker and the food tied up in a
| piece of rag under a heap of stones in the middle
| of the road, so that the aasvogels could not get
|at them, and Betta might find them there In the

| morning.
But it was of no use:; the span only bemme'

But Betta did not catch the wagon up next
evening, or the next.

Four days afterward they had passed the edge

loper called upon the beasts by name and urged  of the desert and outspanned among the shady
them forward. Water they knew was there, and 1 tamarisks and the willows by the banks of the

water they would have.

Klaus appeared from underneath the wagon,
where his blanket was slung hammock fashion
in the daytime.

*No, Baas Piet; the spruit should not be more
than one hour's ride now, and the hole is only
two, three mile further.”

Presently he brought the mare around from
the back of the wagon, where che had been
tied up, tightened the girths, and rolled up the
riem of the neck halter. Baas Plet swung him-
self off the edge of the wagon into the saddle.

“Tell the Baas when he wakes up,” he said;
and with a shake of the reins cantered off
through the dust.

“It cannot be far off now,” repeated Klaus to
himself, as he watched him until he became in-
visible in the midst of the vast brown expanse
of sun scorched hiilside.

It was now five days since they had left the
last vlei, and he had given nearly all his share
of the hot muddy water that the Vrouw served
nut to the girl for the last few days, but that
was very, very little; and she was sick, too.

For a moment he stopped and looked back-
ward. There, just topping the last rise, miles
and miles away, his keen sight could pick out
against the skyline the little black speck that
had been behind them for so many weeks now,
faltering on with parched lips through the
heat and loneliness of the plains, always drop-
ping further and further behind as
drew in.

He heard the snores of the transport rider and
his Vrouw as they slept comfortably under the
tiit. If they could only feel what Betta felt—
vet it was easier for her now that she had not
the baby to carry; and the water was close in
front; and after that only two or three days’

evening

“The whip! why don’t you take the whip, youi

schelms? Where is it?” roared the infuriated
Boer, rising and glaring about the wagon.
As he went forward he stumbled

child rolling across the floor of the wagon,

ing with delight. People
games with it.

The Boer thrust the empty box back against
the side with his foot, and snatched up the bam-
boo whip handle. Poising it carefully above his
head in both hands, he gave a little preliminary
flourish, but the end was caught in something—
the brat again, curse it!

It opened wide eyes of pleasure at him, hold-
ing up its dimpled wrists, wound round with the

s0  seldom

| death, but it is God's will.
over the;
baby and its box, upsetting it and sending the

| Great River.

“Never mind, Klaus,” said Baas Piet kindly,
patting him on the shoulder; “hunger is a bad
Besides,” he added,
with a smile, “there are yet many good giris in
Jasutoland. But you will stay with Baas Jakob

! and me yet a bit?”
where it lay in a ball on a heap of skins, crow- |

played |

“I stay with you—and Baas Jakob," answered
Klaus simply. “He treats me as well as any
other Baas."”

————————

MOTOR CARS A NUISANCE IN PARIS.

——rasj
THE AUTHORITIES ARE UNABLE TO REGULATE

THEM.

! Paris correspondence of The Pall Mall Gazette

A police court magistrate has been found with
the courage to inflict a swingeing fine on &

end of the lash.

With a savage oath he kicked it off the end
of the wagon into the midst of the struggling
cattle and brought the great whip down upon
them with all his force. Again and again it un-
coiled and whizzed down with a crack like a |
rifle shot, cutting into the steaming flanks of the
plunging mob until they bellowed again.
Scarred and bleeding, deafened by the re-
port of the whip and the hoarse yells of the
men, the maddened beasts straightened out, and
with Klaus and the voerloper tugging at the |
leaders’ heads, strained panting up the further
bank of the drift, the wagon creaking through
the rocky river bed behind them, and then
trailed wearily forward into the dusk.

And when all was stili the lizards came out of
the crevices, only to scuttle back with a whisk
of their tails. There was water in the drift now—
red water, dripping softly down between the

stones and sinking into the thirsty sand. Over-

him

“Baas Jakob says the baby may ride with the
Vrouw in the wagon, but the girl must stiil
walk.”

There : a sudden movement at his feet,
and 2 figure rolled out of the blanket

“No, v, no! Not that! His hand was be-|
tng covered with kisses. Piet drew it sharply
away, and, taking a strip of biltong from his |

pocket, thrust it into the Basuto's grasp. “Here,
this may help for the girl; it was all I could

get,” he said roughly, and turning on his hee!’
be w back to where his brother lay sleeping. {
Baas Pist was as averse to being generous asi

the transport rider, though for other reasons
For a Klaus lay still |
Present arrying the piece of hard sun dried |
meat ar s own supper of boiled mealies, he
crept shivering from his blanket and went
slowly out to the silent veldt, in the direction
from which the wagon had come, as he had
rht to listen for the signal that

vas there among the ant hills.
heer her up, and sit beside her
while she ate some of his poor rations, though
they were not encugh for her and the child,
Betta was a good girl. He knew that when he
gave her fathe wo oxen and some wethers,
and took her away with him from the old kraal
by the wagon drift across the Krei three years
ago. She had with him ever since, and
now, when the t began, Baas Jakob would
net let her ride the wagon or even come
near it

Klaus grasped

he kerrie dangling from his
belt at the recolle of the cut across the
mouth that the drunken transport rider had
given him with his sjambok when he had asked
bis permission. Besides, was the baby,
and he could not have left both of them behind,
80 far from the kraal and her own people. But
Baas Jakob was a hard man; he did not under-
stand such things.

Ever since they had left Burghersdorp—many
weeks ago—she had walked after them, the baby
slung at her back; and there were yet three
Weeks more and the desert sirip to cross before

there

they reached the Great Belt and the river. But

MAPEL (stroking kitten, & new presen)—MOTHER, EIFTY'S S0 HOT! OUGHT SHE TO SIT S0 NEAR
THE FIRE? (Kitten pwra) OH, MOTHER, LISTEN| BHE'S BBEGINNING TO BOIL! —(Punch.

| seen at work
| bition is that poor folk on foot should stand

| arrests on the :

motor car driver who, rather than slacken
speed, elected to run full tilt into the miniature
tramway that plies between the Porte Maillot
and the Zoological Gardens. The sentence has

{ provoked quite a display of popular enthusiasm.

People have wrilten to the papers to express
their heartfolt satisfaction, and in Paris people
only write to the papers on extraordinary occa-
sions.

The simple truth is that the motor car nul-
ssrce has assumed intolerable proportions. Un-
less remediary measures are taken between now
and the Exhibition, positive hecatombs of un-
wary foreigners and bewildered yokels are to
be expected. The craze for motor cars has now
been raging for a year and mere with unabated
intensity. The best known firms are still unable
to meet the demand for their machines, but Iin
the course of the last twelve months an enor-
mous number of the “terrible *onveyances™ have
been let loose in the streets. .

There is authoritative opinion in support of
the contention that the Parisian cabman, thanks
to his egregious incapacity apd his murderous
in ets, is one of the most Cangerous cnemies
the pedestrian can encounter, but a worse than
the cabman has been found in the person of
the chauffeur or motor car driver. To form any
idea of the habits of this scourge he must be
on his native asphalt. His am-

agape as he passes. To this end he acts as if
all the capital were a racing track. He
“scorches’’ through the streets, as a rule on the
wrong side of the road; he careers round cor-
ners; he darts this way and that with the ut-
most possible unexpectedness; and he lets off
iets of steam or arranges a series of imitation
explosions when he sights a timid old man

The authorities are at their wit's end. The
police have issued orders, the Municipal Coun-
cil has drawn up regulations, but all to no pur-

| or a skittish horse.

pose. It being almost impossible to catch the
offenders, they snap their fingers at official in-
ter ference. Some time ago four “inspectors of
wntomobiles” were appointed. It was a pleasure

to read their instructions. They were to make
ghtest infringement of the law
and without respect of persons. Mounted on a
species of motor car catcher, they might have
rendered some service, but with no mode of loco-
motion at their disposal but their legs, they
doubtless decided from the outset to draw thelr
salaries withou? wasting their breath, for they
have never been heard of. The lesser authori-
ties being hopelessly nonplussed, the Govern-
ment has taken up the matter. The Minister
of Public Works is studying the problem, or
rather he has deputed one of his subordinates,
M. Walcknaér, mining engineer, to draw up s
report on the subject. M. Walcknaér is a highly
distinguished mining enegineer, a career that
may or may not have qualified him for his task,
Should he fail te hit on an effective means of
taming the chauffeur, the public will have to
take the law into its own hands and follow
example of M. Hugues le Roux, a flery an]or:m
journalist, who, having once been nearly rum
over by an automobile, now goes about with &
revolver ready to fire at the first motor cae
driver whom he sees careering around to the
public danger.

HIS PASTIME.

From The Washington Star.

“We are now in the twentieth century,” sald
the Emperor sternly.
“But, Your Majesty, there is almost a yeas

et ——
“Bother the year!
Emperor, am I not?
“Yes, Your Majesty.”
“Weil, when I feel like killing a little time now

I'm a very hard working

and then I don’t want to be interfered with.™



