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A LION AKD A LIOKESS.

An Adventure end a Romance of a Courageous Woman.
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CHAPTER L

A DOUBT if you will find either profit or
],) pleasure in reading this incident of my
f. third vovagze up the Nile. It is realy
not worth reading. Ihave written it down
merely for a few friends who know some-
thing of the facts; snd also to escape the
annoyanee of having to teli it over as one of
the features of my four years’ travel in the
Orient. DBut to begin. Wearying of the
Levant, 1 was resting a time in Rome when
I was formally invited as well as specially
urged to witness the marriage ceremony be-
tween the Grand Duchess Alexandria and the
Duke of Edinburgh. Let us pass over these
; the waste of time, the waste

wasteful follies

of sense, of soul! I have only mentioned
the reason for my presence in St Peters-
burg: have only mentioned the fact of my

being there, because Isaw a face in that
gathering of people that eould not be for-
gotten. 1t was the face of a tall, dark and
quiet Dolores, a young woman who
had surely met and made the acquaintance
of sorrow early in the morning of life. I
sometimes wonder if I could ever bhave
kuown or cared to know any one who had

renely
sereneiy

not sorrowed deeply. And yvet [ now know

very w wtever guise that woman
could | come there could bhave been no
two roa rus { day of her coming
to the day of her g

Let we be a little confidential right here.

I knew, I had always known, I should meet
this woman, I had waited for her: worked
hard, built up the battlements and the for-
: soul so that [ might receive her
1 defend her well against my
when she st And

shonld come.
35 have you ne

er had a thought,
; a4 certqiinty in your

) and Dbetter self
'te and entire

as

atiewps at assassination,
Some of the con-
It was as if this
been condemmned to

ere bad been
wed by executions.
mned were men.
woman herself had

death.

very sensitive to the pain and sorrow of
others.

There are souls like that. But there is a
good God. The soul that suffers keenly can
and shall enjoy kee You can, if you
care persist in it ake yourself as the
centuries wheel past more than an entire
nation in this.

We had common ground to work onin the
cause of the condemned people. It was on
tl round that we first met; as two swift
streaws that flow in the sawe direction and
i unite forever. All that could bedon
ne speedily for ‘‘the law’s delay,
er eise must be laid to the door of
is nct one of her sins.
ner took flight we went south

ds, for she surely felt that she
r. Besides, she had been im-
pressed with the idea of restoring Jerusalem
waving this homeless race re-established
in the Holy City. Her religion? I think it
was all religions. [ saw her kneel in the
at Moscow, cross herself in St
t Rome and bend low at prayer in
at Alexandria. I think she

to

y

7.
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have done the same in a mosque. As
before, I had, previous to meeting
been all over Syria. And so, whenever

ferred to her cherished idea, as she so
often did, of forming Jewish settlements in
and about Jerusalem and restormg Israel, I
 oceasion to explain how impossible and
npractical it all was.
I remember telling her how that in a whole
day’s ride from Babylon toward Jerusalem
I had seen no living thing save a single
grassho I explained to her that the
path of civilization had been in the track of
the setting sun ever since the dawn of his-
tory, and that it was not in the power of
man to reverse this course. I attempted to
show that the tide of population would vour
upon the salubrious and fertile shores of the
farthest w till the heart of civilization
would beat t there. I explained to her
that wherever the great strong heart of com-
merce beat strongest there would be
the strongest and the best of these people
whom she hoped to help, while the wesak and
helpless of that race would remain stranaed
by thie waters of the Levant, as in Russia
now.

“ Why not then let us anticipate this and
build the city of refuge by your great sea in
the path of this civilization which you say
will so surely come?”’

Like the goldén doers of dawn was the
great earnest idea to me as she spoke. But
I knew, as said before, that the * peculiar
could not be induced to brave the
I'hey do not seek rest, but action;
emplovment in the marts. They would rest
but a single night even by the sweet waters
of Jacob’s well.

CHAPTER IL

As winter came on and Egypt began to be
oppressively full of tourists it was decided
that we should make our escape up thie Nile
and hiunt the ruin of Kamak and other places
until tie outgoing tide set in. Once fairly
on our way it did not take long to persuade
me that she was not only gaining strength
each day in body but in soul. We had been
more than a month on the Nile, a tattered
palm tree here tossing in the wind and sand ; a
gaunt, clav-colored camel yonderall legs and
hair; beggars, disease, despair all around
ue, a land to fly from, it place for tombs,
jackals, and famishing lions!

But she was stronger, there were roses in
her face. Her glorious black hair had not
the dampness of death init now but was
luxuriously sensate with repewed life and
health and possible happiness.

One warm sunset, as the boat lay with its
prow in the yellow sand that seamed to
stretch away into infinity, she proposed that
she and I should ascend to the top of the tall
ruins on 2 hill and there wait and wateh and
listen for the comingz day.

It was a dreadful place. I had already
walked a little way out, but on seeing a
shriveled black hand stretching up from the

sand I had turned back, only to stumble
over the head of a mummy which 1 had af-
terward seen one of our servants gather up
and take to his Arab camp for firewood.
Still, we had been pent up in the boat too
much ; and then would not she be with me?

Two Arabs were taken with us to carry a
bottle of water and the rugs and robes. The
bill was steeper than it at first seemed, and
the ascent through the sand heavy. T was
having an opporlunity to test her strength
and endurance. I might also have an ocea-
sien to test her courage before the break of
momning, for as we entered between two
towering columns of red granite on»s of the
Arabs dropved on a knee and spread his
hand as wide as he could in the sand. But
wide as he spread it he could not more than
}!nlf cover the fresh foot-print of a huge
on. o

The clamber to the top was steep and
hard. Yet it was not nearly so steep and
hard as I conld have wished it when I re-
flected that very likely before midnight a
lion might pass that way.

We found that these wonderful cclumns

e e

somie soon ¢ you
miznt t the fort A doctor
said she was dying. been trying io
st e Czar and the Jews. She
n ! nlof that “peculiar pecpie,”
but I think she had the money of Roths- |
childs and Sir Moses Moatefiore behind her.

I think slie suffered more than all |
the others put together; she was so very, |

found |

| solemn ghost of
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of granite were coped with great slabs of
granite. These granite slabs were of aston-
ishing breadth and thickness. This temple,
as it is called, had probably been a tomb. 1
took good care to see that there was no other
means of ascent to the place where we had
chosen to spend the nizht than the one by
whielh we had ascended. And I remember
how eagerly I wished for a crawbar in order
that 1 might break down a little of the de-
bris, so that the ascent might Dbe less easy
for prowling beasts.

But as there was nothing of the sort at
hand 1 dismissed the two Arabs and re-
solved to be as brave, if possible, as the sin-
gularly brave and beautiful woman who had
come here to hear the voices of desolation.

The skyv was rimmed with yellow—yellow
to the east, vellow to the west, a world of
soft and restful yellow that melted away by

gradations as the eye ascended from the {

desert, It was like melodies in its serene
harmonies and aw{ul glory.

And she at my side partook of it all; she
breathed it, absorbed ir, literally became a
part of it. Isaw her grow and glow. Soul
and body I saw her dilate and expand till
she was in absclute harmony with the awe
and splendor that encompassed us. I felt
that she had been in the midst of even a
part of this tawny desolation ages and ages
betore. Perhaps her soul had been born
here—born before the pyramids.

CHAPTER IIL

With my own hands I spread her couch
of skins and rugs in the remotest corner of
a great stone slab that still lifted its un-
broken front in defiance of time high above
the tawny sands of the desert. The night
was very sultry, even here on this high and
roomy summit. The broad deep slab of
granite was still warm with sunshine gone
away and gave out heat like a dying fur-
nace. ‘The steep and arduous ascent had
taxed her strength and unloosing her robe
as I turned to examine wore minutely our
stranze quariers on the top of this lofty
tomib or temple, she sank to rest, half re-
elining on her arm, her chin in her upturned
palm, her face lifted away toward the rising
moon.

Half a dezen paces to the right I saw Ltwo
tall and ponderous columns oi granite
standing in line with those that supported
the great slub on which she rested. Evi-
dently these grand and solitary columns had
also once been tepped by granite slabs, But
these had fallen to the ground under ithe
leveling feet of many centuries, and now
lay almost swaliowed vup in theseaof yellow
sands below. [ put out my foot carefully,
trying to reach the broad top of the nearest
column of grauite, but it was beyond me.

Sie] g back a couple of paces and quietly
removing my boots, I gathered up my
t and made a leap, ding almost

er of the ¢ n's top. A half

step backward, another lenp—who ecould re-
the challenge of that lone and kingly
column that remained ?—1 landed seeurely
as before, then turned about. Her face had
not lifted an instant from theawful majesty
of the Orient.

owly, wearily, the immense moon came
shouldering up threugh the seas ef yellow
sand. ‘These bitlows of sand seemed to
breathe and to move. The expiring heat of
the departed sun made them scintiilate and
shimmer in a soft and undulating light.
And yet it was not hght: only the lone and
a departed day. Yellow
and hage and startiing stood the moon at
last, full grown and fearful in i'S nearness
and immensity on the topmost lift of yellow
sands in the yellow seas before us. Dis-
tance seemed to be annpihilated. The moon
seemed to have forzotten her place and all
roportion. Looking down into the sullen
Nile, it seemed a black and bottomless
chasm. And it seemed so far away! And
the mi00n so very near.

Biack as blackest Egypt rolled the somber
Nite down and on aud on through this world
of yellow light; this light that was not
light. Silence, desolation, death lay on all
things below, about, above. The west was
molten yeliow gold, faint and fading it is
true; but where the yellow sands left off
aud the yeilow skies began no manr could
say or guess, save by the yellow stars that
studded the west with an iuteuse yellow.

Yeilow to the right aud yellow to the left,

sist

vellow overhead and yellow underfoot, with
only this endless chasm of Erebus eleaving
the yellow earth in halves with its bottom-
less pit of endless and indissoluble Dblack-
ness.

After a time—and all the world still one
sea of softened yellow, torn in two by Char-
on’s chasm of black waters—1 silently leapt
back, replaced my boets on my feet and then
held my breath. For I had seen, or perhaps
felt, an object move on the lifted levels of
sand between us and the moon.

Cantiously I sank down on my breast and
peered low and long up the horizon. 1 saw,
heard nothing. Glaucing around to where
my companion lay I saw that she still had
not stirred from the balf reclining position

| she had first taken, with half lifted face in

her upturned palm.

Then she had seen nothing, heard noth-
ing. 'This, nowever, did not argue muech.
Her life had not been of the desert. She had
spent her years in the stody of men ande
women. I had spent mine with wild beasts.
I could trust ver to detect motives in men,
give the warning note of danger from dan-
gerous men, but th- wild beasts and wilder
men of the border were mine to watch and
battle with, not hers,

She had seen nothing; evidently she
feared nothing and so was resting, resting
in mind as in body. And as I glanced
again over my shoulder and saw how en-
tirely content she seemed, 1 was glad.
Surely she depended entirelv on me; on my

watehfulness and my couraze. And this
made me more watehful and more resolute
and stout of heart. A man likes to be

likes a true woman's
A strong man likes to
be leaned upon. It makes him stronger.
braver, better. lLet women never forget
this. Admit that she, too, has her days of
strength and endurance; and admit that
she, too, has her pecualiar fortress of
strength and courage; and these also man
respects and regards with piteous tender-
ness. But man, incapable of her finer and
loftier conrage and endurance, resents her
invasion of his preiogative.

It is only a womanly man who can really
love a manly woman. But to continue:
Looking up a third time to this woman at
my side I saw that she had let her head sink
low on her leaning arm, She was surely
sleeping. How I liked her trust and her
faith in me! And how I hiked her courage,
too, and ber high quality of endurance. It
was her courage that had brought me up
here this night to the contemplation of aw-
ful and all-glorious Africa. Silently and
without lifting a finger she had shown me
a world of burnished gold. 1 had surely
seen God through her. We stocd nearer {o-
gether now than ever before. 'This single
hour of indeseribable glory should forever
stand as an altar in the desert. Our souls
had nieited and flown and tided on inter-
mingled like molten gold in the golden at-
mosphere and the yellow scene that wrapped
us round abouty, and no word had been said.
When God speaks so audibly let man be
silent.

I must have looked longer on the sleeping
and trustful woman at my side than I ought
to have looked, for on turning my eyes
again to the horizon there distinctly on the
yellow sand and under the yellow moon
moved, stealthily as a cat, yet graceful and
grand, the wmost kingly beast I ever beheld.
He did not lock right nor left, but moved
along with his huge head in the air, slow
and stately and trinmphant in his fearfal
symuetry and strength.

CHAPTER IV.

I half arose and felt for my trusty six-
shooter. This pistol was not one that had
been purchased for this or any other occa-
sion, as the worthless pistols of the time are
purchased, but it had been my companion
from boyhood.

As 1 half arose the lion suddenly halted.
He lifted his proud head higher in the air,
and to my consternation hadt turned about
and looked straight in wy direction. Then
a sidewiss and circuitous step or two with
his long reach of hinder leg, his wide and
deep and flexible flank; slow and kingly,
splendid to see.

I sank down again, quite willing to let him
interview the Jand of Arabs in the black
chasm below. They had spears and guns

A true man
trust much indeed.

trusted.

e ¢ ———

and everytding down there, ever thing but
courage to face a lion with, and I was not
guing to interfere with a ficht which at the
fir<t had promised to be entirely their own.

But this new movement of mine only ac-
centuated his graceful motion. The head
now turned in the air, like the head of a
man. 1 had time %0 note, and I recerd it
with certainty, that the massive head and
the tumbled mane towered straight alove
the shoulder. In fact the lower parts of the
long mane looked miost like the long shagay
beard of a man faliing down npon his broad
breast. This I noted as he still kept on in
his c<idewise circuit above us and around us
on the yellow sand and under the yellow
indistinet.

moon. At times he was almost
But the carriage of that head ! There was

a fine fascination in the lift and the wmove-
ment and the turn of that stately head that
must ever be remembered, but can never be
deseribed.

As he came nearer—for his sidewise walk
was mainly 1n our direction—I saw that he,
too, was vellow, as if born of this yellow
world in this yellow night, but his was a
more pouderous yellow—the yellow of red
and rusty old gold. At times he seemed al-
most black, and a1l the time terrible.

In half a minute more he would be too
close for comfort, and:#l decided to arouse
my companion. She wakeued fully awake
if I may be allowed to express a fact awk-
wardly.  You may know that there are peo-
ple like that.

“What is it?”

“A lion.”

“Are vou sure?”

“Certain.”

“Where?"”

“Right before your eyes!”

“Why, 1 see nothing.”

She had looked and was still looking far
out against the yellow horizon where her
eves had rested wien she fell asieep. And
as she looked, or, rather, before I ventured
to peint her to the spot almost under the
tomb where the lion strode, he passed on

and was by this time, perhaps, almost quite
under the great siab of granite where we
rested.

1 was about to whisper the fact in her
ear when I fancied I felt the whole tomb
tremble! Then it seemed to shake, or
rather ramble again. Then again it rum-
bled! Then nzain! Then there was a roar
that literally shook the sand. 1
heard the sand sift and rattle down
like drops of rain from where it lay
in the e¢revices as I listened to find
whether or not he was moving forward
toward the place by which wea had ascended.
He was surely moving forward! I feit
rather than heard him move. I assert—and
I must content myself for the present with
merely asserting —that you ean feel the
movements of an animal under such ecir-
cumstances. And I assert further than an
animal, ially a wild beast, can feel
your movements under almost any circum-
stances. ‘The undeveloped senses deserve a
book by themselves. Buat just now, with the
largest lion 1 ever saw coming straight upon
nie. is hardly the time or place to write such
a treatise.

Pistol in hand, I sprung to the steep and
rug.ed passage: and not a second too socn.
His mighty head was almost on a level with
the granite slab, and he was crouching for a
bound and a spring upward which wenld,
perhaps, land him in our faces! I could see—
or ¢id I feel 2—that his huge hinder feet were
spread wide ouf and sunken in the sand,
with preparation to bend all their force
toward bearing him upward in one mighty
bound.

I fired—fired rizht into his big red mouth,
between two hideous pickets of ugly vellow
teeth. He fell back, and then, gathering his
ferocious strength, he bounded up ana for-
ward again, this time striking his left
shouder beavily against a projecting corner
of the granite slab. Fortunately the ascant
was slightly curving, so that the distance
could not be made at a single bound withont
collision, else had we both surely been de-
stroyed.

Again the suppie and comely beast, ais-
daining to ereep or erawl, made a mighty
leap upward, but only to strike the rounding
corner of the great granite slab and fal!
back as before.

But I knew he would reach us in time!
And if ever man did wish for fitting arms
to fight with and defend woman it was 1 at
that time. True, I had five shots left; but
what were they in the face of this furions
king of beasts? I began to fear they would
only serve to enrage him.

Still, he stiould have all I had to give.
Death is, has been and will be. The best
we can make of it all is to try and see that
we shall not die ingloriously.

The woman had been by my side all this
time. And now, as the lion paused as if to
gather up the broken thunder-belts ot his
strength, she laid a hand on my arm, never
so gently, and said:

“Let me go down and meet him face to
face. 1 think he will not harm me.”

“Madam,” I exclaimed, impstuously,“‘you
will meet him up here, and face to face, soon
enough, I think.”

“No, that will not do. You
the lion, as Daniel did.”

1 pushed her back, as she tried to pass
down, almost violently.

“There,” I cried, as I wheeled about and
forced ber before me for an instant, “if you
have real courage leap to the head of vonder
column, then on o the next. Quick; be
brave encugh to save yourself, and e
d,“)‘.,\,n. 1 wiil not go away and leave you to

“For God’s sake you will run away and
save me.”

“Why? How?”

“I will join you there, go!
will be too late.”

Another leap of the lion. Bang! bang!

Thie 43 ¢ ;

This time he did not fall back, but held on
by sheer force of his powerful arms: his
terrible claws tearing at the granite slab as

Ley hung and hooked over its outer edge,

Bang! Bang! Bang! The last shot. T
huried mwy revolver in his face, for he had
not flinched or given back a single grain.
His breath and my breath were mingled
there in the smoke of my pistol. 1 heard—
ordid I feel?—his great hinder feet fasten-
ing in the steep ear:h: under him for his final
strugzle to the top.

I turned, saw that she had reached the
farither eolumn, and with three leaps and a
bound I had crossed the granite slabs and
stood erect on the nearer one. Not a mo-
ment bad I left. T'he lion, with great noise
of claws on the granite, came tearing to the
surtace. I crouched down out of breath on
the outer edge of my ecolumn, so as to be
surely out of reach of his ponderous paws.
I expected him to decide the matter at once,
to reach us or give it up instantly. But he
seemed in no haste now. He scarcely ad-
vanced at all for what seemed to me to be a
long time. Finally, jerking his tail like the
swift movement of a serpent, he strode
along the farthest edge of the granite slab
and seemed to take no notice of us what-
ever. Blood was dripping from his mouth,
but he did not seem to heed it.

Once more he strode with his old majesty,
and seemed ashamed that he should have
descended to the indignity of a struggle to
gain the place where he now stood, sullen

must trust

Quick, or it

and friumphant. Enraged? He was chok-
ing, dying with rage; and yet this kingly
creature would not even condescend to lovk
in our direction.

Why, I could feel his fearful rage as he
now walked on and around the edge of that
granite slab. At length he came opposite to
where I lay erouching on the further edge
of my coluinn. He passed on without so
much as turning his ea'es in my direction.
And yet I felt, I felt and knew, as distinetly
as if he could have talked and told me, that
he was carefully measuring the distance.

‘When the lion, in his stately round, came
to the narrow pass by which he had as-
cended, he paused an instant and half
lowered his head.

Ab, how devoutly I did pray that he
would be generous enough to descend to the
sands and gracefully present us with his ab-
sence.

Bot no! Lifting his huge head even
higher in the air than before, he now passed
on hurriedly, came on around to where in
his stately majesty he stood with quivering

flank and_flashing eve, almost within reach
of me. Yet he still disdained to even so
much as look at me. His head was far
above me as I erouched there on the farther
cdge of my column; his flashing eyes were
lified far above me and beyond me. Maybe
l'e was on the loskout over the desert for
the coming of his companion.

Soon, however, he set his huge’ paws on
the very edge of the great slat on which he
stood and then suddenly threw his right
paw out toward me and against the edge of
my column with the force and velocity of a
catapult!

I heard the sharp, keen claws strike and
serape on the granite as if they had been
hooks of steel.

Then he threw himself on his breast, and
hitching himself a little to one side he threw
his right paw so far that it landed full in
the center of my column’s top and tore a bit
of my coat sleeve. Then he hitched his
huge body a little farther on over the edge
and again threw his huge paw right at my
face. It fell short of its mark only a few
inches, as it seemed to me, But having
hastily gathered in my garments his claws
did not find anything to fasten on and they
drew back empty.

At this point three dusky etchings stood
out against the golden east on the yellow
sands, and looked intently at us with their
enormous heads high in the air. And now
the beast slowly arose and moved on. A
lion’s head seems always disproportionately
large, but when he is exercising for an appe-
tite to eat you it looks large indeed.

The monster who was occupying the
platform with us surely saw his followers ;
indeed he must have seen them long before ;
but his unbending dignity seemed to forbid
that he should take any heed of them.

The new-born hope that he would de-
scend and join his followers died as he came
on around.

And now something strange and notable
transpired. This one incideut is my excuse
for thus elaborating this otherwise passive
aud tediously dull sketch of this night. I
hus risen to my feet, and as the lion came
on arvund, this woman, with a force that
was irresistible, sprang to my side, thrust
me bebind her, and stepping forward witha
single spring she stood on the edge of the
columin nearest the lion.

I wouid have followed, but that same
force, which I can pow understand was a
mental force and not at all a physical force,
held me hard and fast to where 1 stood.

She had let her robe fall as she sprang
forward and now stood only as the hand of
God had fashioned her—a snow-white sil-
houette of perfect comeliness against the ter-
rible and bioody mouth and tossing mane of
the lion. She leaned forward as he came on
around and close to the edge of his slab.
She looked him firmly and steadily in the
face, her wondrous eyes, her midnight eyes
of all Israel, the child of the wilderness had
once more wmet the lion of the desert as
of old.

Who was this woman here who stepped
between death and me and stood looking a
wounded lion in the face? Was this Judith
again incarnate? Or was this something
nore than Judith?  Was it the Priestess
and Prophetess Miriam, back onee more to
the banks of the Nile? Was it theoldand
forgzotien mastery of all things animate
which Moses and his sister knew that gave
her dominion over the king of the desert?
Or was lher name Mary? ‘“That other
Mary,” if you will, who won all things to
her side—God in heaven, God upon earth—
by the sad, sweet pity of her face and the
story of holy love that was written
there? The lion’s head for a moment
forgot its lofty defiance as she leaned a lit-
tle forward. Then the tossed and troubled
mane rose up and rolled forward like an in-
flowing sea. It never seemed so terrible.
He was surely about to sprinz. And she,
too! Her right foof settled solidly back,
her left knea bent like a bow, her shapely
and snowy shoulders under their glory of
bluck hair bowed low. Her dauntless and
detiant spirit Bad already precipitated itself
forward and woas switing the imperious
beast full in his blazing eyes. I knew that
her bodv would follow her spirit in an in-
stant more.

Face to face! Spirit to spirit! Soul to
soul! A second only the combat lasted.
The awful ferocity and force of the brute
was beaten down, melted like iofty battle-
ments of snow before the burning arrows
of thesun, and he slowly, surlily shrank in
size, in spiri:, in space. A paw drew back
fiom the edge of the block, the eyes
drooped, the head dropped a little and the
teiribie mane seemed terrible no more, as
slowly, doggedly, mightily, aye doggedly
and majestically, too, at the same time this
noble ereature forced himself sidewise and
back a little.

Then he hesitated. Rebellion was in his
mighty heart. He turned suddenly and
looked her full in the face once more. All
the beast that was in him rose up. The ter-
rible mane nuw seemed more terrible than
before.  With great head tossed, tail
whipped back and teeth in the air, talons
unsheatbed and legs gathered under bim,
Iie was about to bound forward.

But the woman was before him. With
eyes stiil fastened cn his face, she with one
long leap forward drove not only her shin-
ing soul but her glowy body right against
his teeth. Or rather, she had surely done
so had not the lion half turned about, shrank
back as she leapi forward. Then slowly,
looking back with his blazing but cowering
eyes, feeling back, with his spirit »till defi-
ant, if but to see whether her courage failed
her in the least or her mighty spirit was still
in battla arwor, and then he passed. His
companions had drawn back aud into a de-
pression in the desert, where he slowly and
sullenly joined them.

One, two, three, four dim yet distinet
black sithouettes against the vellow east:
then but a single confused black etching:
away, away, smaller and smailer, gone!

1 gathered up her robe, crossed over, and
letting it fall on her shouiders, where she
still stood looking down and after the
beast. I picked up my pistol from whare it
had fallen a few feet below, and as she
turned about earefully reloaded it from
cartridges hy chance in my vest-pocket.

Returning to the summit I found her
agam resting on her couch at the corner of
the huge siab tranquilly as if we had not
been disturbed. I did not speak., Not a
single word had been uttered all this time.

I sat down at the feet of this woman, not
at her side, as before, and let my own feet
dangle down over the edge on the side
farthest away from the isolated eolumns.
Neither of us spoke, nor did she wove hand
ur foot till morning.

[THr END.]
[ Copyright, 1890. All rights reserved.]

“TIS BETTER TO LAUGH

Than to Cry,” Says Charles W, Foster In
the New York Weekly.

=S?YETTED daughter—Papa, what has
P come over you? I never had a wish
A 5+Y you were not anxious to gratify, and
you even anticipated my wants and handed
me money for all sorts of things I hadn’t
even thought of. DBut now I have to ask
you for every cent I need, and you growl
and grumble and ask if I think yvou are
made of money, and you rail at women’s
extravagance and invariably ask me what
on earth I did with the last cheek, or dollar,
or dime you gave me. Don’t you love me

9

any more?
Papa—My darling, I love you as much as

{ ever, but you are soon to be married and I

am trying to gradualiy prepare you for the
change.
GAVE HER A GOOD TIME.

Returned daughter—Ob, ma, everybody
was so kind to me when I was In the city.
They took me to bails and parties, and
theaters, and operas, and all sorts of places.

Shrewd ma—I knew they would. You
told everybody, didn’t you, that your pa had
bought a cottage at Newport, aud we ex-
pected to entertain all our friends and re-
latives there next summer, that is, if they
would come?

Daughter—Yes, indeed, ma; and they
said of course they’d come. Newport is the
capital of Rhode Island, isn’t it?

Shrewd ma—The Newport we are going
to is in Pennsylvania.

EVERY-DAY HISTORY.

Winkle—I wonder what becomes of all the
boys who leave the country and enter the
great struggle of life in the city.

Kinkle—They make big fortunes, snd
then lie back in their easy-chairs and advise
country boys to stick to the farm.

MADE HIM SICK.

Doctor (on ocean steamer)—Your turn has
come, I see, sir. Allow me to—""

Sea-sick passenger (an old bachelor)—N-o,
no, doctor. It-it will soon pass off. }r. isn’t
sea-sea-sickness. I looked too long at those-
those bridal couples.

. EVOLUTION.

Miss de Fashion (a few years hence)—DPa,
I’d like to walk down the avenue with you
a little way to see a frienda.

Pa—All right, my dear. Get your cane
and overcoat and plug hat and come along.
THE SEASON OPENED.

Mrs. de Style—Dear me! What a lot of
society news you’ve got hold of--even to a
full description of Miss Tiptop’s Paris
trousseau! Where did you hear it ali?

Miss de Style —At the symphony concert.

The London Police.

The mauoPollmn Police force is not under
the control of any local authority, but is di-
rected by Commissioners who are responsi-
ble to the Home Office of thie General Gov-
ernment, says the November Century.
There is a strong demand in London for the
transfer of the police authority to the
County Council, and the subjeet has pro-
voked much discussion. It is urged tnag, the
concentration of imperial and national in-
terestslin London is so vastly important that
the higher authorities should maintain con-
trol of the police in protection of all those
central concerns that pertain to the greatest
capital in the world. Ultimately a com-
promise will Probably be reached. The
County Council ought certainly to have
_some share in the police administration of
the metropolis,

“TWENTY BUSHELS
- OF ROSES.”

A Poetie Little Incident Plucked
Right Out of Sober History.

Housemaids Who Came Out Whilo the Morn-
iorg Dew Lay on the Garden and Pelted
Each Other With Roses,

i those roses? What did the man
” want them for? He asked that he
might have leave to gather *“ twenty bushels
a year.” What an unusual request! An
unheard-of one it was—and coming from a

man!

It is a poetic little incident which I have
plucked right out of seober history. Itim-
mediately brings a picture before me of an
old, a very old, Enghish garden. The man
was the unfortunate Bishop of Ely of Eliza-
beth’s reign. He was unfortunate not only
‘because he lost the favor of his fickle sov-
ereign, but because through one of her ca-
prices he lost his garden. It is the last-
named loss that engages our sympathies,
and it is the one with which we have to do.

England had had pleasant garaens from
the time of the conquest; with shady walks,
hedges, fountains, and many fruit trees.
And those gardens had been, as a rule, in
the hands of men who had chosen an eccles-
iastic life. The monks and bLishops found
the pursuit of horticuiture congenial to their

niet tastes and their ways of seclusion.
Even now, in the neighborhood of some of
the old abbeys and other religious houses,
may be seen a few half-winding rose-bushes,
descendants of those once cultivated by ten-
der hands; and along the moldering walls are
still clinging vines and seraggly fruit trees.

Elizabeth’s bishops were great horticultur-
ists. Dr. Cox, Bishop of Ely, rich, honored,
scholarly, and a man of fine taste, had a
palace in London “and fair gardens, called
Ely-place, on Holborn-hill.” This great
estate had long been held by the bisheps of
Ely: and it appears in history that the Duke
of Gloster, afterward Richard IIL, once
asked for strawberries from that place, In
the vlay of “King Richard LIL”’ Shakespeare
makes use of the Incident:

My lord of Ely, when I was last In Holborn,
1 saw good strawberries in your garden there;
1 do beseech you, send some of then.

Our Bishop's garden covered several acres
of land ; ana a right fertile tract it was, too,
with just the neaded moisture, for once, be-
fore London had become so densely peo-
pled, a stream had flowed there, called the
Oldbourne, from which the hill Holborn
had taken its name. The Bishop had a
princely establishment in this, his town
house, which he kept up, besides maintain-
ing his country place at Stanton; and there
was no lack of upper gardeners and under
gardeners to keep things in order.

We may be sure that, according to the cus-
tom, this ample domain was iuclosed by a
high wall of brick or stone, against which
fruit trees were trained, so that

IN THE GENIAL WARMTH,

Where the sunshine could strike them, the
abundance of peaches, plums, pears, apri-
cots, nectarines—how tempting the names—
might ripen in their time, Think of this
great garden, with its ¢ool, green vistas, its
orchard trees, where pippins and other fa-
vorite apples grew, its gravel walks bordered
with boxz, its beds of Javender and thywe
and all sweet herbs, Fragrant and beautiful,
musieal with the hum of bees and songs of
biras, it was a peaceful, flower-adorned re-
treat. Right in the busy London of trades-
men and guilds, processions and pageants, of
hawkers who cried their-wares just cutside
the walls, the stir and discordant noises
must have come to the good Bishop as he
walked and meditated, like the turmoil of a
world he was ¢lad to escape from.

We know that he took great delight in it,
especially in his roses. One cannot help
wondering abont the kinds he nhad there.
Roses past counting, “‘a gardenful,” had the
Bishop of Ely,

Red roses, white roses,

Roses past season.
Perhaps he had collected all the varieties
which once grew wild in Britain, the Scotch
roses, the sweet-briers, all the red, red roses,
the pale pink ones, the white ones, from
thickets and hedges all over the dominion.
He must have had the blended roses of York
and Lancaster, the Provence and Burgundy
roses and others, which came into England
with the queen consorts from the south of
Europe. The daintiest, dearest, most de-
licious, the damask rose, could hardly have
been among them, unless some erusader of
kindred tastes with the Bishop had brought
one when he came home.

We migzht never have known of this rose
passion of his but for the misfortune that
befell him. He had offended the Queen by
rebuking her for some Popish ceremonials,
and she had never forziven him. Elizabeth
was a good hater; and the time came when
she could have her revenge. Her new fav-
orite, Sir Christopher Hatton, of whom she
was foolishly fond, had long had bis eye on
the lovely gardens on Holborn Hill and
wanted them. When it came to her
knowledge the Queen commanded the Bis-
hop to give them up. He resisted. Then
she wrote him a brief letter, in which she
uscd some of the strong language habitual to
her when she was wroth, The Bisliop was
compelled to yield. But he reserved the
privilege of free access to the gate-house,
liberty to walk in the garden, and “leave to
gather twenty bushels of roses yearly there-
in.”” The same was to be granted to his
successor in the bishoprie.

And now a light dawns upon me, Can it
have been that the good man wanted the
roses for confections and conserves.
DID HE PURPOSE HAVING THEM

TILLED?

Let us nat harbor such a thought for a
moment. We will remember how many
men have been almost passionate lovers of
flowers: how Linn@us fell down on his
knees whea he first bebeld the golden furze
of England; how a great American divine
expressed the extravagant desire to have
mignonette growing in his garden in such a

N OW, what was he going to do with all
A)

DIS-

-r‘|\uantity that he could mow it with a seythe.

e will remember cur two distinguished
historians, Bancroft and Parkman, among
their roses.

How such men would revel in the flowers
that certain recent travelers tell us of—the
acres of blood-red anemones on the hill-
sides of Ephraim ; the yast solitades of daf-
fodil far as the eye coul!d reach, splashed
with gladiolus and purple iris, that Pierre
Loti came upon in Moroceo, and the plains
of lavendar he saw; the miles of prairle
roses in the far West: the forecet-me-nots of
Western Siberia deseribed by Kennan; **the
steppe tothe very horizon was a blue ocean of
forget-me-nots. I do not wean simply that
the ground was sprinkled with them, nor
merely that they grew in great abundance.
I mean that the grass everywhere was com-
pletely hidden by them, so that the plain
looked as if a sheet of blue gauze had been
thrown over it, or as if it was a great ex-
panse of tranquil water reflecting a pale
blue sky.”

We will believe that the Bishop, grown
gray among his flowers, stipulated for these
twenty bushels now that the garden was to
be taken away from him, so that he might
have the rapture once a year of reveling in
roses within the walls of his own home.
T'o be let in through the gate-house by Sir
Christopher’s gate-keeper, and suffered to
walk up and down and look at them would
be tantalizing after all those years of own-
ership. He would have a carnival of roses
till every old oak-paneled room in his house
should be brightened by their glow and made
sweet by their fragrance. From hall to
Iady’s boudoir, evervwhere within there
should be a feast of 1oses.

So the house-maids came out while the
morning dew lay on the garden; and with
much chattering and girlish laughter and
pelting one another with roses till the paths
were strewn with petals, filled their baskets
and bore them into the great house. Aixd this
continued till the Bishop of Ely was gath-
ered to his fathers. -

Years after, Gerard the botanist had a
garden on Holborn Hill, containing 1100
plants, as catalogued by himself. Theze
were all sorts of pleasant flowers: and who
can doubt that some of the identical roses
beloved by the Bishop were among them,
and that they clang to the spot u ntil the hill
was dug over for building purposes and not
a trace remained to show that a garden had
ever been there?—Amanda B. Harris, in
November Wide Awake.

A HAPPY INFLUENCE,

How the Hearts of Workingmen Went
Out to a Fellow Worker.

In a pottery factory bere there is a work-
man who had one small invalid child at
home. He wrought at his trade with ex-
emplary fidelity, being always in the shop
with the opening of the day. Ha managed,
however, to bear each evening to the bed-
side of his “ wee lad,” as he called him, a
flower, a bit of ribbon, or a fragment of
crimson glass—indeed, anything that wounld
lie out on the white counterpane and gtve
color to the room. He was a quiet, un-
sentimental man, but never went home
at night without something that would
make the wan face light up with joy at his
return. He pever said to a living soul that
he loved that boy so much, Still he went
on patiently Joving him, and by and by he
moved that whole shop into positively real
but unconscious fellowship with him. The
workmen made curious little jars and cups
upon their wheels, and painted diminutive
pictures down their sides before they stuck
them into the corners of the kiin at burning

tima. One brought some fruit in the bulge
of his apron, and another engravings iu a
rude scrap-book. Not one of them whis-
vered a word, for this solemn thing was not
to be talked about. They put them in the
old man’s hat, where he found them; he
understood all about it. And, believe it or
not, eynics, as you will, but itis a fact that
the entire potteryful of men, of rather
coarse fiber by nature, grew quiet as
the months drifted, becoming gentle
and kind; and some dropperl swearing as
the weary look on the patient fellow-work-
er’s face told them beyond mistake that the
inevitable shadow was drawing nearer.
Every day some one did a piece of work for
him and put it on the sanded bank to dry,
8o that he should eome later and go earlier.
So, when the bell toiled and the little coffin
came out of the lonely door, right round the
corner out of sight there stood 100 stalwart
workingmen from the pottery, with their
clean elothes on, most of whom gave a half
day’s time for the privilege of taking part
in the sim;le procession and feliowing to
the grave that small burden of a child
which probably one had ever seen.—DBlessed
be Drudgery, and cother Papers—Qaunett
ancd Lloyd-Jones.

WINTER BLOSSOMS.

Hints About_Bulbs Grown in the
Garden and in the House.

As this is the season when the lovers of
beautiful flowers are preparing the winter
blossomws, the following hints from the pages
of Viek’s Magazine are timely:
Some one has sung of the garden in these
strains:
Let long-lived pansies here their sweets bestow,
The violet languish and the roses grow;
In yellow glory et the crocus shine,
Narcissus here his love-sick head recline:
Here hyacinths in purple sweetness rise,
And tulips tinged with beauty’s fairest dyes.
And who that knows what a garden is, and
enjoys if, could spare one of these flowers?
Their beauty, their fragrance and their asso-
ciation satisfy the senses and inspire senti-
ment. The literature of history, mythology,
poetry and romanee is studded with allusions
to these fair forms that bedeck the earth.
But how frequently the bulbous plants are
lacking in the gardens of thiscountry! In some
cases it i1s because their planting season is
an unusual one. Planting in spring is taken
as a matter of course, and plants requiring
to be set in spring receive attention. In
autumn the requirements of the garden may
be somewhat forgotten, tho owner may be
away on vacation or traveling, and so, from
one cause or another, the bulb-planting sea-
son_is passed and the flowers that should
make the garden bright and gay in early
spring are lacking. 1t is proyper, therefore, at
this time to call special attention to these
plants. The garden should vbe vlentifully
supplied with them, and thus be made at-
tractive at the earliest possible time in the
spring. With a good variety of bulbous
plants pushing their green blades as soon as
the heavy frosts are past, there wilt be no
lack of interest in the garden, and thus
there will be incitement to further timely
effort to make it beautiful and enjoyable for
the whole season. But the bulbous plants
have anotber claim on our attention; for
their ease of culture in the louse window
enables us to make our rooms delightful
with their brightness and iragrance through
most of the winter season.
Snowdrops, snowflakes and crocuses can
also be raised in pots for winter blooming;
but they are more impatient of heat, if pos-
sible, than hyacinths and tulips, and it is
absolutely necessary to bring them along in
a cool temperature up Lo the time of bloom-
ing.
The Freesia refracta alba is another very
saiisfactory winter blooming buib and can
be treated practically the same as hyacinths
and tulips.
Bulbs should be employed liberally both
for the greenhouse and the window garden
and their bright, fragrant flowers will
always be admired. In the open garden
they shiould be planted in Dbeds, in groups
and in masses. ‘They should form a domi-
nant feature of the garden in early spring.
The blooming season of bulbs in the open
garden is frequently shortened by a term of
bot weather, such as we often have in spring,
sometimes in April or May, and lasting days.
or 2 week or more; as we all kuow it 1s not
uncommon to bave in the middle of spring a
succession of hot days of almost midsummer
heat, bringing forward vegetation with great
rapidity, and then a reaction occurs and
cold winds prevail, whipping and injuring
the newly unfolded leaves and flowers.
This, too, is a danger period of frosts. To
provide against the damage that may occur
at such a time, and also to prolong the
blooming season in any event, it is a good
plan to muich bulb beds with scme aoncon-
ducting heat material; a covering of about
two inches of coal ashes carefully piaced
over the beds in the spring, just before the
blocm appears, will prove of great benefit ;
sawdust, If easily procurable, would be even
~better, and in some places old pive needles,
or the fallen and decayving foliage of otiier
evergreen trees, can be cbtained and is ex-
cellent for the purpose.

Narcissus bulbs, the single and double va-
rieties, can Le planted in the garden in the
same manner as above described. The
Polyanthus Nareissus is not hardy, and in
cold climates is used only in-doors. “Tulips
in the open ground need only tbhree or four
inches of space between them, but otherwise
may be planted like hyacinths, °

With plenty of bulbs in well arranged
masses and a good collection of herbaceous
plants selected with reference to thgir time
of blooming the garden may be made con-

| tinuously bright, attractive and interesting

-from early spring until winter closes in.

In the preparation of a garden-bed or bor-
der for hyacinths it is best to take some
special care. ‘The application of stable
manure before planting is not desirable as it
has a tendency to cause the bulbs to deeay.
But the addition of & quantity of leaf-mold,
and if the soil is heavy a good dressing of
sand, will be founa beneficial. About four
inches of the top seil can be removed from
the space intended for the bed and laid on
one side; spade over the whole as deep as
possible and work in the leaf-mold, and
sand if desired. With a sandy soil leaf-
mold alone makes an excellent dressing.
Rake over the bed, freeing it from all stones,
aud giving it a smooth, level surface. Par-
allel lines can be drawn, and intersecting
ones, and the bulbs placed so as to show
solid masses of ceolor or designs of Jany de-
sired patterns. At the point where the lines
cross press the bulbs down into the soil even
with the surface, and when a!l have been set
cover the whole bed with the scil whieh was
first removed, thus leaving them with about
four inches of soil entirely over them. Be-
fore the ground freezes havd the bed should
have a thick covering of leaves for a winter
protection. '

A STRANGE KLEPTOMANIAC.
A Man Ouce a Banker Arrested for Steal-
ing Cambric Haudkerchiefs.

*“ A man was arrested in the act of steal-
ing a pocket handkerchief from a lady,”
writes a Vienna correspondent to a London
paper. ‘‘He was formeriy a well-to-do
banker in a suburb when the mania seized
him of collecting ladies’ eambric handker-
chiefs. Ile would accost a lady in the street
and ask her to sell him her handkerchief.
If she refused he would get into a temper
and bid more and more for it until he got it.
Many women in the neighborhood traded
upon his madness, and the man spent all his
money in this way. After becoming a bank-
rupt, about five years ago, he began to steal
haudker('mefs. and he was imprisoned for
three weeks about four years ago. As he
had never been caught since, the police be-
lieved that his imprisonment had cured him,
but when taken he was found to have fif-
teen cambric handkerchiefs upon him, which
he confessed to having stolen in one hour.
He has never stolen any other article, and
every week he was in the habit of destroy-
ing by firé the commen handkerchiefs which
he had stolen by mistake, as his strange
mania is limited to cambric, especially if
scented. In his bed-room four hundred and
thirty-four cambric pocket bhandkerchiefs
were found, and it is believed that he has
concealed many more in hiding places which
he refuses to reveal. He was sent to a mad-

house.”
Mixed Relationships.
Some years ago two farmers of Polk
County lost their wives by death. They

naturally felt lonesome, and in due time
begzan to think a second wife in each house-
hold would be a most excellent addition
thereto. ‘They were neighbors and friends,
says the Des Moines Leader, and each had
a tamily of children, inciuding one or more
grown daughters, After careful considera-
tion, each took the other’s daughter as his
second wife. . Through these marriages
children were born to each. 'These children
pnow reside in Polk County. What was the
relationship between the two men and their
wives, and in what relationship did the chil-
dren stand to each other and to the old folks?
The old farmers were father-in-law to each
other and also sons-in-law to each other.
Who will carry out the relationships of the
mothers and their children?

Gold Used in Jewelry.

Large quantities of gold are every year
used for ornamental purposes in the manu-
facture of plate and jewelry. The wealthier
a country grows the greater is the demand
for these articles of adornment, and until
more gold is imported the less there remains
for monetary vurpeses as bullion or coin.
Some years ago Mr. Giffen estimated that in
England aleone £50,000,000 worth of gold ex-
isted in the shape of plate, jewelry and orna-
ments, and about one-haif the total pro-
duction of silver is said to be used in arts and
manufactures, The amount of gold in this
country for mionetary purposes the same
high authority estimates at£60,000,000.—The
Gentleman’s Magazine,

NEW AND OLD
TIPPERARY.

How Smith-Barry Was Taught a
Costly Lesson,

The 014 Tcwn Hss the Pigs and the New One
Has the Trade and ths Senti-
ment—Strange Sights.

UBLIN, Oct. 13.—On the road which
leads from the market street of Tip-
perary to the station a blind beggar

whines all day for pennies. * Heaven has

spared him the sight of his people’s afllic-
tions,” as a poetical townsman puts it.
Tipperary people have certainly had their
share of affliction, but there was little visi-
ble sign of it the day I struck the town. To

save waiting three or four hours at the Lim-

erick junction for a train I walked over, and
throughout the whole three miles was struck
by the liveliness of the road and especially
at tne amazing frequency of the * Irish

canaries,” by which name the pig is
known in the land of his love. There
were droves of pigs with red-cheeked
lads trotting after them. There were
donkey ecarts filled with half-grown
pigs, and with ragged old women seated on
top. There were single pigs walking in
stately majesty along the road to the stir-
ring music of their comrades’ voices. The
air was filled with their clamor, which, grow-
ing louder at every step, became almost
deafening when the town itself was reached,
and the main street, nearly a mile in length,
was found to be lined on both sides through-
out its entire lengthfwith donkey carts, pigs,

Tnhe Donkrey Carte

pig-buyers and pig-sellers. The pigs were
held up for inspertion, kicking and squeal-
ing, by red-cheeked Ilassies with brawny
arms. Sowmetimes one of them got away
and was pursued with hue and cry bya
dozen half-grown boys until he was fairly
cornered and brought back pantini. :

Sueh were my first impressions of Tip-
perary, the most interesting place in Europe,
the only one where a new town is being built
all at once, aud the only one in the world
where an old one, equally well situated, lies
deserted Dby its side,

But, owing to thie pig industry, the deser-
tion was not at first apparent. Smith-Barry,
the o'd Tipperary landlord, fast deserted by
his tenants, still ciaims the right of holdiog
markets—for pigs, cows and horses—along
the main street of the old town, and the
right will not be suceessfully combated \\'lule
Parliament is in its present temver. The
privilege is worth something. Every pig
brought into Tipperary—and there must be
thousands yearly—pays one penny Or two
pence market fee according to value. Every
sheep, goat or lamb pays one penny, every
horse five pence, every ox or cow six bence,
every two-year-old four pence, every year-
ling three pence and every standing has a
fixed price of ten pence. The absurdity of
hampering trade by these vexatious dues is
apparent, but the custom is common enough
throughout Great Britain.

Of course every American knows by this
time that Smith-Barry is the hereditary
landlord of Tipperary, and that he was the
leading spirit in the Landlord’s Defense
League, which was mixed up in the evic-
tions on the Ponsonby estate away down in
Youghal. It was to punish him for his offi-
ciousness in business which did not concern
nimseif and partly to vpay off certain old
scores of their own that his Tipperary ten-
ants stopped paying rent, and with the
help of a few friendly capitalists began
building a new town to move into when the
inevitable evictions came.

In spite of market-day excitement, it was
evident at a glance that the old town is ina
very bad way. Many shops are closed, and
of those that are open few are doing much
business, fewer pay any rent, and nearly all
will be closed in time. The old town is not
wholly deserted yet, partly because the new
one is not finished, and partly because por-
tions of the old town belong to Mr. Stafiord
(' Brien, a friendly landlord who is liked by
the tenants, and hus, indeed, furnished the
land fer the building of the new town. His
houses, and he has many, will not be
vacated, and he will have no difficulty in
collecting his rents. =

The center of the new town is the William
(O’Brien Arcade, or thie mart, as the people
call it for short. There is not anywhere
finer building of the sort in a town so small.
1t is, perhaps, 200 feet by 75, and a single
spacious story in height. Through the cen-
ter runs a broad concrete-tloored hallway,
and ranged on eitler side are acouple of
dozen light and airy shops, by far better
than anything in the old town. A variety
of businesses are already establisbed bhere,
and all are doing fively, as the merchants,
with one accord, assured me. The arcade
is by no means the only provision for shop-
keepine, however. Long rows of shops are
rapidly being built on the sireets outside, each
with its house back of or over it. These will
accommaodate twice as many tradesmen as the
arcade, but only a few of them are complete.
Besides, there are several fine rows of
dwellings, some of them already occupied,
some in course of construction, and several
bundred men are constantly at work ex-
tending the town. An engineer is in charge
of the work, and every street is properly
graded and sewered from the start. Some
of the new houses are very hastily built of
wood, and may be replaced by better ones

Wm. O'Brien Arcade, New Tipperary.

later, but nearly all of them are of splendid
construction, far better than the miserable
tliatched hovels for which Smith-Barry has
long exacted comfortable rents. They are
nearly all two stories in height, very few of
the older houses being more than one. They
have proper sewer facilities, and are cheer-
ful, roomy and modern. There will be rents
to pay, of course, but they will be moderate
and will be paid to friends.

The bustle in Tipperary is indeseribable.
All Ireland has nothing like it to show.
Carts of lumber and stones are rushing
hither and thither, sewers are dug, grading

s forward with a rush, a gcod deal of it
having been done by volunteers, and there
is a feverish activity about that reminds
one of what we read about Oklahoma.
There is nothing of the Western !ack of thor-
oughness, however. Every thing is solid,
substantial, done to stay. Even the wooden
houses seem to an American quite as well
built as many which are run up every year
in Brooklyn and Chicago.

Evictions are a matter of daily occur-
rence. The town fairly swarms with the
blue-coated members of the Royal Irish
constabulary, but there has been no dis-
turbance requiring their services except
once, when the ten-year-old lads of the
orphan asylum on the hill beyond the sta-
tion held a parade and demonstration in
protest against the presence of a few sons
of boycotied persons, and policemen among
them. They were “‘disorderly’’ and had to
be *‘dispersed.” There are red-coated sol-
diers in their barracks on the hill, too, but
they play tennis inost of the time and have
not been needed In the town yet, nor will
they be.

‘““Weren't there any people in the old

ears Soap

town who refused to come out?”’ T asked
oiae of the shop-keepers in the William
O’Brien arcade.

“On, yes,” caid he. “There were two or
three who swore they’d stay where they
were and pay their rents, but they repented
soon. They were boycotted, and you don’t
know what a boveott is, sir.”

*Oh, yes, I1do.”

“No, you don't know, for you're nota
native here. For weeks not a soul darkenel
the doors of those people. No one would
have dared. After a time of that they
&nyed for forgiveness, and it was granted

them on condition that they woula pub-
licly advertise Smith-Barry that they woull
pay him no more rents. This they were
glad todo. Oh, we have suffered enough.”
He glanced up and I looked and saw over
his door an inscription in Erse, green letters
on a white eround. Beneath was the trans-
lation: ‘**Without afilietion there is no
hope.” Another read: *0ld Eire, the tale
of the saints.”

An eviction notice is a badge of honor.
The tradesmen who are so fortunate as to
have been evicted display placards calling
attention to the fact in the windows of tleir
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new quarters. One of them—alas that I
must add that he is a saloon-keeper—tri-
umphantly announces that he has been twice
evicted, but by the kindness of the Tenants
Defense Association has been enabled to re-
open his establishment on upper O’ Brien
street. He does a fine business. NS
What heroism, enterprise and unanimity
have been displayed in this undertakingz!
Volunteers of all ages have worked grading
the streets. Merchants have been driven
from their old places of trade before the
new ones were ready, and bave lost their
custom. There has been suffering for lack
of homes and even want of food, but no di-
vision of opinion, no backsliding, no treach-
ery. Mr. Smith-Barry’s fate, the absolute
ruin of a town which was said to pay him a
rent of over $200,000 a year, shows other
Eoglish landlords what they may ex-
pect now that New Tipperary has shown
the way. ¢ :
Will the new town live and thrive, or is it
merely a passing whim? 1 see no reason
why I'should not answer *“yes” to the first
question. Sentiment is the most enduring
foundation on which to build, But New
Tipperary has more than that in its favor.
Excepting the market privilege, which is a
great exception, it has many advantages
over the old town and no disadvantages.
is equally near the railroad station, which
lies, indeed, a little distance from both.
There is no water power or harbor to form
a patural center of business, The new
town lies on higher ground and is capable
of indefinite extension. The houses are
good ones for Great Dritain, and the rents
will be moderate. Most of the old houses
are thateh-roofed hovels that would be dear
at apy price. The mart is a great conven-
ience for shopping, concentrating many
lines of business under one roof. All Ireland
may be relied upon to help. Further, New
Tipperary is becoming a show place, a re-
sort for tourists and travelers, and that will
bring money into the place. Why should it
not live if the people are really in earnest,
as they must be to do what they have done
and soffer what they have suffered?
Copyright, 1899. JorN L. HEATON.

A PIGEON’S WANDERING
Home in Fifteen Months After
an Ocean Flight of 700 Miles.

A honfing pigeon, Dude, the property of J.
Hervey Doane of Plainfield, N. J., has just
returned from a remarkable flight. When
the members of Scrivps League expedition
sailed for the Paris Exposition July 24, 18589,
they took with them six birds belonging to
Mr. Doane and his brother. Charles Doane.
Four of them were released the first day out
at sea, but two, Dude and Ariel, were not
released until the second day, seven hun-
dred miles from home.

Ariel, according to the World of New
York, was heard of scon after, but nothing
was heard of Dude. One morning this week
when Mr. Doane went to his Ioft to feed the
birds, he was surprised to see Dude sitting
on his perch as though a flight of 700 miles
and an absence from home of fifteen months
was quite the usual thing for a homing
pigeon. To a reporter of the World Mr.
Doane told the following story: “Dude’s
registered number is 515, He is a silver
cock, bred by Sidney Dorman of Plainfield,
out of Allen’s famous Newark stock. He is
of strong build, heavy chest. short body,
with exceptionally long wings. He is now
4 years old and previous to this long flight
had only flown a distance of 115 miles, fron
Havre de Grace, Md.”

When asked whether he had any theory
as to the bird’s whereabouts during the fif-
teen months since he was liberated Mr.
Doane said that he thought he had been in
captivity somewhere, for now he was very
tame, but when he was liberated he was
wild. Homing pigeung are kept wild; they
fly better when not tamed. * I think,” said
Mr. Doaune, “that Dude must have lighted on
some vessel and been kept a prisouer by the
sailors, who, you know, are very supersti-
tious about releasing a bird that comes to
them. I base my belief on the fate of Dude’s
companion, Ariel, who fell exhausted on the
deck of an incoming freight steamer—a
tramp. Isaw a little news item regarding
him in 2 morning paper and tried to secure
him from the captain, but be demaunded §100
for his return. I could not affurd to pay
that, and so, after much coaxing, was com-
pelied to let the captain take the bird home
to his ‘wee ones,” as he put it. If Dude had
the same fate he must have made his escape
and come straight home.

“There was no’ message on the bird.
Julian Hawthorne accompanied the Scripps
expedition, and he wrote a message, which
was fastened to one of Dude’s tail-feathers,
but since then the tail-feathers have been
shed twice.

*“The four birds that were released the
first day had rather peculiar experiences
also. Ancient Mariner flew into the window
of a gentleman’s house at Riverdale, on the
Hudson, at 1 o’clock on the day he was re-
leased, after a flight of 400 miles in eight
hours with a leg vroken and one wing badly
hurt. The gentieman said he was chased by
a hawk. This bird was returned to me after
a ductor had fixed him up. Another bird
flew into a house at Mystic, Conn. A letter
from the woman living in the bouse told us
of the bird’s whereabouts, My brother
wrote her to *toss it,” which she did, and the
bird eame straight home. Leander, another
bird, came home a day later and the fourth
bird a few days after him. With the return
of Dude this week all of the sextet have
been recovered or heard from.”

The Beginning of the American Navy.

The career of the American Navy, strictly
speaking, began with its reorganization under

’ashington’s second administration in 1704,
At the close of the Revolution the vessels
that had been built or purchased for that
struggle had all been captured, lost or sold,
except the Alliance, 32 guns, the Deane 23,
and the George Washington, 20 guns, and
soon after the announcement ot peace these
vessels also were sold.

At the time Washington assumed the
reins of government in 1789 the affairs of the
navy were placed in the hands of the Secre-
tary of Was, and it was not until the 30th of
April, 179, that a Navy Department was
added to the President’s Cabinet, Benjamin
Stoddert of Georgetown, D. C., being the
first Secretary. On the 27th of Mareh, 1794,
a law was passed for the establishment of a
permanent aud organized navy. By this
law six frigates rating not less than thirty-
two guns were ordered; but it is more than

robable that even this step would not have
Eecn taken had it not been for the seizure
of our merchant ships and the enslaving of
their crews by the rovers of Barbary.
These six frizates were the Constitution,
President, United States, Chesapeake, Con-
gress and Constellation.—November Cen-
tury.
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