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HAUNTED CASTLE

CHAPTER IX.
Franz 4e Teiek belonged to one of the

oldest and most illustrious families of
Koumania. His early life had been un-
eventful, for it had known no more stirring
scones than such as usually take place on
the estate of a country nobleman, proud of
his lineage and liberal with his fortune.
\u25a0\u25a0trusted to the care of an old Italian
Driest. Franz grew up with but a glimmer-
Ing notion ol the great outside world. When
scarcely fifteen he had had the misfortune
to lose his mother, and five years later his
father was killed whilehunting. The young
fount was -now absolutely alone in the
world, but so endeared to him was this
ragged corner of the earth that three years
were yet to elapse before he could bring
himself to turn his back upon it, to bid
adieu to tenants and serving-people who
had grown old in his father's service. But,
whither should he go?

His mastery of the Italian language natur-
ally influenced him to visit Italy. It would
not be like entering a strange land and
listening to a strange tongue. Rotzko, his
sole companion, had beeu for ten year;. In
his father's service. He could be trusted
like his own flesh and blood.

Venice, Florence, Kiue and Naples were
in turn reached in his wanderings. Their
glories, ancient and modern, touched him
deeply. He became a profound student of
art, and when, at the age of 27, he was
about leaving the last named city for a
brief visit to his old home in the Roumanian
mountains, something happened thai was
destined to set another tint upon the nat-
ural hue of his resolutions. It so hap-
pened that at this time there was a
celebrated singer at the San Carlo Theater,
Sulla by name, whose voice was delighting
the dilettanti. She was only 23 and divinely
beautiful, her exquisitely shaped bead be-
inz wreathed with a wealth of golden hair,
aud her largo black eyes filled with a name-
less fascination. A Praxiteles could not
have shaped a fairer form. And yet
rumor bad itthat this glorious creature had
never felt the need of tnat sentiment which
men deem so necessary to a woman's hap-
piness, Ib it she only lived for her art. that
that her art was both earth and heaven to
her.

The first time that Franz looked upon La'
Siilla he loved her; he felt that she filled
the long vacant niche in his heart as if
created for it, and he resolved to stay In
Naples tillthe end of the season. And yet,
do what he might, La Stilla's door remained
«-losed asalcst him. Franz soon became
the most wretched of men, the more so by
trie knowledge which was not slow in
reaching him that he was not alone In the
field. For six years a man of 50 to 56 had
literally been shadowing La Stilia.
Where she would sing lie wa? sure
to be, whether in Il^me, in Florence
or in Naples. It really seemed as
if La Stilla's voice hud become like
"the"'atmosphere

—
absolutely necessary to

this man'? existence. But it was her voice
and nothing else that enthralled him, for
never had he been known to dog her foot-
steps or present himself at her door. And
yet, let La Stilia be billed to sing and this
silent worshiper of her art, tall, mysterious,
inlong coat and wide-brimmed hat, was cer-
tain to fail in line before the ticket-office.
La Stilia herself had been inquisitive enough
to institute inquiries as to who the stranger
might be. Even though she couldn't see
him in the dimly lighted corner of his box,
she could feel that he was there, she could
feel that his mysterious eyes were riveted
upon her-

Strange to say, the man exercised a two-
fold influence upon her—he inspired her and
he terrified her, he appalled and he com-
forted her. Hut this wizard, this man of
mystery, had his familiar spirit. One
Orfanitc, whom people took to be a scientist,
an Impoverished inventor, a man of
schemes encouraged and sustained by his
rich patron. Orfanik was low of stature,
thin and knuekly, always very pale and
never without a ereen patch over his right
eye. which had been lost, no doubt, in some
sadden explosion of cases or bursting of re-
tort. Nor was he ever without his glasses,
or rather his glass, to which his left eye
lent a greenish tinge. He was one of those
men who talk to themselves and gesticulate
while so doing.

When Franz de Telek asked for the name
of this veritable melomauiac, the only rival
whom he seemed to dread, they simply re-
plied:

"He fa a Roumanian and his name is De
Gortz— idolphe de Gortz."

And so things went on. Every timeLa
Stilla sang Franz, in love with the woman,
wa* sure to be seated in an orchestra seat,
while the Baron, a mute worshiper of her
glorious voice, sat half hidden in the depths
»l bis box. Now was it that all Naples was
startled by a rumor. La Stilla, in thu very
plenitude of her power, the very bloom of
her beauty, wa« about to abandon the stage.

The truth was that Baron Rodolphe, like
a flesh and blood specter, had from the
shadowy depths of his box succeeded in
setting a blight upon the singer's heart
The moment she caught a glimpse of him a
strange chill crept over her. Her heart's
blood clogged in its course. She sang her
part through, but itwas at the bidding of a
terrible master. She obeyed, but she
loathed him. And yet bow escape
him? Fly to Rome? He would be
there. To Venice? He would follow
her like her shadow. To France? To
Russia? He would be there too. Death
might free her from him, but even Itmight
fail. Was itnot natural for her to listen to
the soothing words of so strong and brave a
lover as Franz de Telek? This is what she
did. She threw herself into his arms.
Here at least she would be safe from this
flesh and blood specter. He would not be
able to cross the threshold of that Brand old
home of the Counts of Telek, guarded by
bo mnny strong arms, girt round by so
many hundreds of loyal tenantry.

The news of the approaching marriage
Jet loose a storm of indignation against
Franz. He was accused of having com-
mitted the meanest of crimes— of robbing
Italy of her beloved child of art, of snatch-
ing away from the dilettanti their beautiful
idol, of profaning the temple of the Muses.
There was a rumor that tho marriage would
he followed by one death at least, that the
flesh and blood specter would take on a
more fitting garb and by suicide transform
himsrlf into a thing of eyeless sockets and
flesbless hands, stealing forever after the
fair bride and railing upon her to sing, to
sing, to sing! From now on the familiar
spirit was ever in attendance on the grim
wizard. Orfanik, on each opera night, sat
beside his master in th« box.

At last came La Stilla's farewell. Not
ten San Carlos would have sufficed to hold
the people who clamored for admission.
There were threats of violence against Franz
do Telek. He was to bs slain, but not until;
La Stilla's voice had died away in the last
net On this night the singer seemed to
break away from the dread spell set upon
ncr by the grim baron and his one-eyed at-
tendant spirit seated in the gloom of their
lair. Never had her voice sounded aoheavenly, never had her art been so perfect.
The enthusiasm was indescribable.
It was genuine delirium. Behind
the scene* the young Count strode up and
down awaiting the end with ill-suppressed
impatience. Attimes he could scarcely re*
strain himself from rushing upon the stage
and dragging the loved being away, out of
the sight of the whole world, nut of the
reach of these senseless admirers, off to
bis tar-away home, where she would be his
and bis alone. And now the last scene was
reached. She was to die, but first to pour
out her Wry soul in one burst of glorious
song. Itie illyseemed as Ifher passion wits
too great, that it must kill her in
good earnest. Suddenly -..;!»«... grating
of the grim Baron's box is lowered, and a
head is thrust forward, a head crowned
with a huge crest of grissled hair, a face
pallid as death but aglow with eves of un-
earthly Dower. Franz saw it,and trembled.
La Stilia had yet a single, passage to. exe-
cute. She attacked Itwithentrancing vigor
and depth of,reeling. When: all of a sud-
den she biops, her eyes rest upon that ter-
rible face and head, a sudden -terror par-

alyzes her, she raise? her bands to ber
bosom, tears open her corsage, presses
hard upon her tiimat, reels, totters, falls.

An awful shudder runs through the audi-
ence. Horror-stricken, the people tr.ro
tlieir faces away. A strange cry, half rflgp,
half indignation, burst 9from the Baron's
box as Franz dashes out BDflfl thn s'a«fe and
dropping upon his knees raises La Stilla in
his arm? 1.

•'!>enri! Dend! She is dead !"lie moans.
These terrmle words rant; through the

vast auditorium and taken up by the thou-
sand* were rolled back iv one tremendous
outburst of sorrow, one Brand rhorus of
woe.

Such was the effect of this fearful blow
to the young Count that both life and
reason seemed to tremble In the balance.
Itwould have been madness to have per-
mitted him to be present at La Sulla's
funeral. Hut his drotid rival followed the
cortege pallid as the dead singer herself,
and with an indescribable gloom in his dark
eyes. When every one had left the ceme-
tery, he approached the vault and appeared
to place his ear to thedtor a* if e tiilin d< übt
that even death could havo so easily
quenched something so heavenly in its
power.

The next day a letter wns delivered to the
Count It read us follows: "It was you

who killed her, Count >ie Trick. Woe be-
tide you! Budolphe de Gotta."

CHAPTER X.
Slowly but surely nature closed the lips

of the fearful wound made in the young
Count's heart, and poured her balm upon
his perturbed spirit, Ilotzko succeeded at
last in coaxing Ins young master to quit
Naples and to set out upon an extensive
tour through Europe. Several years were
thus spent, and then a longing came upon
him to pay a visit to his ancestral home.
On his journey homeward it was that Franz
had been forced to hall at the little irn for
a day's rest. The strange tales concerning
the castle of the Carpathians had made a
deep Impression upon his mind and
Justice Koliz whs not slow to divine
that from the strange tone in which
Franz had pronounced the name of
Baron liodolpho there must ba some
mysterious bond between the two men.
The question which at ones presented
itself to the minds of the villagers was:
Would the Count keep his promise now
that he knew who the owner of the castle
was? These speculations were cut short by
Franz himself. Rising abruptly, he laid his
hand on Koltz's shoulder and cried out:
"Imust see Nick the lorester. Come, let's

go over to your house."
Nick was still confined to his room, al-

though it was prcbably over-abuudant

caution, for all vain for Injuries sustained
Inhis attack had yielded to Pot k'« skillful
treatment. M iek was requested by the
young Count to tell over agon the story of
hit repulse under the wails of the old caatla
and to give a detailed account of the in-
juries received. Frank shook his bead raid
smiled incredulously as the forester ended
his story.

"But, Count," cried Nick, rather testily,
"Icouldn't have dreamed all this! Some-
thingmust liauo happened to me to ftretch
me out on tins bed for a whole week."
"Idoii't doubt it, my gord man," replied

Franz. "You must have been brutally
fcandb-d."

"Yep, Count— brutally and diabolically!
When 1can see an enemy I'm not afraid of
him, but Ican't fight shadows or the invis-
ible powers of the air."

The Count smiled and turned away.
After supper R itzko asked for penaissNM
to go and smok* hi> pipe on the terrace. Il
was accorded, and -Franz was left slotte,
snated in an easy chair in the great* ram-
bling chamber which Jonas bad assigned to
him. The twilight was fast giving place to
the deeper gloom of night. The stillness of
the place, broken only by the distant Bsnr-
miirof the mountain torrent, invited to rev-
erie, to sleep.

As the young Count slept, a low, sweet
voice suddenly filled the room". It could
not come from the outside, lor both door
and windows were closed. Some one was
pinyine in the room itself. Breathlessly
Frai.z listened. Itwas the vcrj ootsra, and
the voice, too. How couid any one mistake
it? Itwas La btilU's, M fuil of celestial
music, witii all its old power to touch the
heart aud stir the very soul. Gradually the
voice grew fainter nnd fainter, then ceased
entirely. Franz started up and listened
with eaeer effort to catch slili another tone
of the glorious voice that had been so
cruelly sealed by death. But the room was
wrapped in deepest silence.

"Her voice!" he whispered. "Yes, It was
her voice and her**, too, in this very room.
Oh, no, it cannot be; itmust have been a
dr«am, all a dream."

The next morning, while Rotzko was
busying himself with the preparations fur
their departure from the village of Werst,
Franz entered the room.

"Rotzkr," he said in a low voiep, "I've
changed my mind nbout this old ca>tle. I
don't believe it to be the hiding-place of
criminals. These good people believe that
Baron Kodnlphe is dead. We know that he
is not. Atleast, we know that he was alive
several years ago. Now what proof is there
of his death? He was not a man to die.
And why may he not have returned to this
old home of his ancestors? Why may not
his familiar spirit, Orfanik, be with bun
and why may not he be at tlm bottom of
tijesH uuearthly manifestations?"

"Well, Count Franz," replied Rotzko,
with good-uatured brusgueuesii, "if that's
the case, 1wouldn't advise you to meddle
with this devil's house or the people laskk
It Let's give them a wide berth. If they
choose to bewitch the people of this town,
that's their business. K"!lzis an officer of
the law; be kuows where his remedy is."
"I agiee with you, Rotzko," said the

young Count, "letfs set out after break-
fast."

•'Everything shall be ready. Count Franz."
"But. Rotzko," added Franz, "before we

leave the country, 1 want to take a nearer
look at the oid castle."

"Why, young master?"
"Oh, a mere whim, that's all."
The fact was that Franz felt himself

under the influence of astrango fascination.
Amysterious power drew him toward the
old castle. Explain it? He could not.
Such things, like many other things, can't
be explained. Probably it was one thine,
probably another that tempted the young
man to take a closer look at those dilapi-
dated wails, at this house of his mysterious
rival, once so glorious in its strength and
beauty, now so beaten down by wind and
weather and turned over to noisome weeds
and to the unclean birds of the night and to
animals! that love the mold aud the uioist-
ure.

Several times Rotzko made strong efforts
to turn his young muster back. Itwas use-
less. As well try to stop the flow of the
mountain torrent that leaped and foamed
down its rocky bed. Itwas after 7 o'clock
when Franz d>: Telek and Kotzko reached
the extrpme limit of the Orgall plateau.
Before them, in ali its strange and weird
mystery, rose the castle of the Carpathian*,
black as night itself and yet plainly visible
in the gathering shadows of the evening,
lifting its towers and turrets with their
toothed battlements toward the stars in
silent niHJHsty— k thing of the past, dead,
but still echoing with the ring of spear,
the rattle of arrows and the dull
burst of culverin. Speechless. Franz de
Telek gazed upou the castle of the Carpa-
thians, so dre.id, so somber, so well fitted
to be the home of the last of the Barons of
Goriz. Here this mysterious personage
might live alone, oie alone, with no creature
of the outer world to disturb his last reve-
rie.

No smoke rose from any tower or turret,
nosign of life was visible, no sound reached
the young count's ear. Rotzfco bad noticed
that his master's thoughts were with that
dread past, which had so savagely robbed
him of his happiness and he had withdrawna few yards to leave Count Franz alone;
but now, as the night was closing aboutthem apace, he made bold to break in upou
this sombrt* meditntion.

"Count Franz," be murmured, "night is
upon us :It's time to go."

"Yes. Itoizko. in an instant I'llbe with
you. Uo ou. I'll follow in a moment or
so."

But still he never stirred from the spot.
Was itvolition that was lacking or iorce

that was present? With eves .starting fiom
his bead he was bending forward with his
£; ze riveted upon the castle platform. A
human being hart suddenly come into sight—
a woman, with hair disheveled, and clad
in a trailing robe of white, with hands
stretched Imploringly toward Franz. That
ccsluuie; was it not (he lams La Sliilahad
worn on the nife'.t olher fire well perform-
ance? Yes, and now again she wore it, for
La Stilla it was, standlug Micro with arms
outstretched toward her iuver.

"She : Itis she!" ho burst out, and, dash-
lDg iff In the direction of the moat, he
would have hurled himself to sure destruc-
tion had Rotzto not laid a vigorous hand
upon him. The next instant the apparition
had vanished. But what matter. Had his
eyes not rested upon her? Did he not know
that she was alive?

CHAPTER XI.
The truth now burst upon Franz like a

thunderbolt. La Sulla could not have died.
Sh« Hiust have beeu borne to her hotel in a
trance, while he, robbed of his reason, had
been fettered like a maniac. The grun
Karen had made good use of his time.
Under the direction of that infernal min-
ister of bit, On'aiiik, Stilla had been seized
and borne away to be imn.ured in this old
mountain fortress. litre t-he had been a
prisoner for nearly five years and the dil-
ettanti, poor fonts, had followed nothing
but iiiiempty rcilin to the grave.

"Kulzkn," gasped Franz, "come life, c< uip

death, 1must »cc her, reach i;er to-night!"
"No, no, Count Franz." pleaded the old

servitor. •Ho-morrow, to-morrow!"
"To-nigh?, Itell you, Kotzko!" cried the

youiitf Count, pressing his hand on his heart
as if to stem the wild conunotiou iv his
breast. Listen, Kotzko, go at once to the
village of Vutknu. Pass the nlcht there.
But, mind you, not a word si nil this. If I
do not nmke my nrpearance to-morrow
hasten to Karlsburg. find the chief «>f police
and, ifnecessary, lav siege to the old castle.
Set her free, inGod's name. Don't rest till
you !ii\vprescued her from thai demon's
pewet '."

Koizko 1-ent his h?ad and turned away.
Pram de Telek now 6took alone outside the
walls of ihe castle of Ilie Carpathians. He
was but human in spite of the passion that
burned within him. Itwould be madness
to attempt to scale thi se heights wrapped
ns they were vow in the gloom of night.
There was but one wav for him to gain ac-
cess to this mountain fortress and thHt whs
across the drawbridge and through the
poMeru gate, l'ut who would lower Ihe
bridge to him? What follower of the grim
Baron would open the castle door to Count
Pram de Telek t

For an hour or more he wandered from
bastion to bastion, now clambering up some
dangerous slope, now threading bis way
among (he masses of rock ineumber-
ing the counterscarp. At last he could go
no farther. Clasping his torn hands in utter
despair a piteous cry bum from his lips.

"Stilla! OH. my Stilia!"
That instant a light flashed out through

the gloom. Could it bo a signal? Was it
meant to guide him aright or to lead him to
his destruction? He made baste to followIt.
To do this he had to retrace his steps, but
the light beckoned him on, and, in si i:<* of
his ever waning strength, ho pressed for-
ward. The postern gate came suddenly into
view and to his j"Vhe discovered that the
drawbridge baa been lowered. Dashing
across it, he raised his hand to bent against
the door, but ere be had done so itopened ;
he strode within and itclosed behind him,
and then he heard the rattling of the chains
as the drawbi lice was lifted to its place.
Fianz de Telek was a prisoner in the castle
of the Carpathians!

By feeling his way Franz advanced along
a vaulted corridor. In a few moments he
found himself engaged in a rerfect maze of
passages. He trembled lest some trapdoor
should open beneath his feet and precipitate
him to his death. He durstn't cry out to
La Stilla, lest the echoes should bear Ml
voice to the ears of Baron Rodolpbe. lie
had not eaten since morning. His strength
was fast failing. Suddenly the flour seemed
to come to an cud. Stooping down he found
t! at he was standing at the top of a 6tair-
casp. buthe didn't hesitate to go down it.
After seventy steps had been passed he was
once more in a broad corridor, at the cud of
which he could see a glimmering point of
light. Might itnot be another signal from
her? He pressed on and soon discovered
that the glimmer proceeded from a circular
crypt lighted from the top. On one hand
was a heavy oaken door, barred from the
opposite side.

Franz tried It,but it was as solid as the
wall itself. Upon glancing around the
crypt he noted that there was a bed stand-
ing ag;tiust the wall, nnd that there was
food placed upon a table with wine and
water beside it. And then the awful
thought Unshed upon him that he stood in
a prison that had been: prepared for him;
that ho had been decoyed Into the old
castle and would never go forth again.

But hunger and thirst got the better of
him and he sat down to the foad spread out
before bint, and after b" had eaten threw
himself upon the bed. But sleep was im-
possible.

"No.Icannot—lmust not wait," be cried
out. "Imust reach her to-night!"

Suddenly the light streaming from the
lantern bet in the apex of the rcof went out,
at.d all was black as night. Utterlyex-
hausted Frank fell back like a log on the
pillows of the bed. It whs not sleet. He
was too tired to sl?ep; it was a dull, heavy
torpor, with half-closed eyes and ears still
open to his own iterteroua breathing.

Atlast he succeeded Inbreaking free from
the shackles of this strange lethargy. How
long hud he slept? His watch had stopped,
itwas impossible to say. But the crypt was
again flooded with the same- soft light.
Springing up, he was startled to find that a
new supply of food and wine had been set
forth. me one had visited the place
while he was asleep. They knew that he
was in thecasllo. lie was now the prisoner

of Baron Rodolphe de Gortz, condemned,
possibiy. never to look upon a living faco
again. Why not escape at once? Why not
mnke his way back to the postern gate?
Alas: had he not hoard the rattling of the
chnlns as the drawbridge had been lifted
into place? But, come what may, he
must escape. He could not stay there and
dir, virtually buried alive. The thought
was agonizing. And yet how could he
bring himself to abandon La Stiila? He
could not dream of leaving her here in Baron
Rodolphe's power. Rotzko would soon be
there with the w Ik.lk power of the state at
his br.ck. He would then rummage the old
\u25a0He fi> m turret to foundation stone. Franz
had risen ana was pacing the floor of his
narrow prison. Suddenly, as he came oppo-
site to tho second door of the crypt. a
slight, dull sound of a human footfall
reached his ear. Breathless lit) halted
and listened. The step was that **f
a panes slowly descending a stair-
case. There must be a flightof steps con-
necting the crypt with the upper chamber.

and somebody was about to visit him in his
prison call. Kusolved to be prepared for
any emergency, the young Count drew Ills
dagger and waited. Ifit should prove to
be one of the castle attendants he would
leap upon him with the strength of despair,
strike him down, wrench the keys from bis
giidle and make Ins escape. Ifitshould be
the terrible Baron himself, the man whom
he had never seen but once, but that once
under euch terrible circutn stances, he would
use his dagger on him without mercy.

The footfalls ,now ceased. Franz de
Telek's heart was inhis throat. The door,
however, did not open, but from the land-
ing came a voice of more than earthly
sweetness. It was La Sulla's heavenly
organ somewhat dulled by the heavy oaken
panels, but yet the same wonderful voice
with its ineffable harmony, so entrancing
in its caressing quality. Speechless, hardly
daring to breathe lest he frighten the heav-
enly visitant from the door of the crypt,
Franz listened, then sank upon his knees,
his soul drinking in the divine melody til!
his senses were so etherealized that he felt
her very breath on his brow, her hand on
hi* hair. And looked up into her glorious
dark eyes as he bad done in the years
gone by.

But, as the door still remained closed, a
Shiver of despair pasted through his form.

"Stllla! beloved Stilla I"be murmured,
and as no answer came he threw himself
in. ungovernable fury, against the; mighty
panels of oak that separated him from his
lost love. Then he listened again. All
was silent save the low, faint sbnflie of re-
treating feel; With wild cries Franz again
hurled himself against the door, now lacer-
atii)j» his hand on its- massive iron mount-
ing*,now beating furiously with bUclinched,fists upon s its \u25a0> solid panels.". Suddenly dhe
Save over his unreasoning assault and stood

there motionless as the dt.-or itself, for a
!ie..rt-r» mling thought had come to him.

"Mad!" he half shrieked. "MadI .She is
iiiul. M:e doesn't know my voice! Sh«
turns away to let me die like a f«l«n here
alone. Five years in his power, five years
in this terrible living tomb has n i'bed her
of her reason. Oh, my poor Stilla! Aly
peorStHtftl God help you' God help me!
What willbecome of u» T*

He staggered to his feet, and clasping his
hands in the air pressed them down upon
his head as ifhe feared his brain, too, might
at any iustnnt rise in mad revolt under tbe
awful strain to which ne had subjected it.

"Ye?," iie muttered hoarsely, "mv reason
is going, too. 1feel it. Iknow it! This
can't last much longer! 1 shall go mad,
too."

Like an infuriated beast in its narro
•

cage Franz de Telek had been paring up
and down thecrynt. Then as lib thoughts
reverted to lil»'fmthful Kutzko and th«
relief party which he was to lead against
the redoubtable castle of the Carpathians
he made a dash toward the door by which
ho hnl enteieii the crypt, crying out:

"liotzko: Ilotzko! Help! Heli>! Don't
abandon me! Dou't l^tme die like a felon
in tiiis dungeon cell! Where are you?
Where are you. liotzko?

To his hrrror, the door had been closed
while he was listening to La Stilla's voice—
(i -rt so noisttli'ssly, -o gently that he had
nut perceived it. Not only was he now a
prisoner iv the old castle; a thousand times
worse, lie was securely locked in that un-
derground crypt, which, even ifKotzko aud
his relief party shouid succeed in forcing
their way Into the castle, might never be
discovered by them, so deep down was it, so
cut off from the whole world by secret pas-
sages and still more secret door?.

To b*continued next Sunday.
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"She Ifon liohrrt in White, and Her IlantU
Were Stretched Forth Imploringly."

Tlie Count Metitmtem,

A DAMASCUS BLADE.

This crescent-shaped and flexile blade,
W itli tine .Iv l.wiivsold lulald,
'Neatb skies mat knew the Eastern star,
Was fiiuiidwithin an old bazaar.
1 luimime well. bow. pausing by,
We t-.iiiL'iit tbe merchant's gleaming eye,
Where inbis dim mw be s-tt
Upon his precious I'er^lau mat.
Urbane be w:ts and grave of mien,
This patriarchal Damascene;
lie lured us to hi*mi;..!idlvaa,
A serving-boy forcoffee ran.
And, while we tipped, ho laid before
Our widening eyis bis Wondrous store.

There from wornsheaths, once bright wltb gilt,
\u25a0We saw protiude the jeweled lint;
There Ivory from lien^al brought
With Saracenic nrt was wr;.u.;ht;
And ti.ere keen steel we looked upon
Tint like burnished water sboae.
Hutmost orall Mme laidbold
This blade, withlettets itraugelr scrolled—
Some iuri.inKoran text, no U«>ul>t.
Middlne the warrior's heart be stout—
Ami, ho.i we tuuk our wayafar,
1 boru it from the- old bazaar.

He bad a deadly stipple wrist
Who wieldotl Hoiyore, Iwist:
And oil.maybip. Inco mIIv Iklli
lie flatbed itoVr Irs tnrbaned bead.
When some Crusader, mi*"ami erltn.
Inthe thick press confroutea him.
I'ercbauce Ins zealous sou; now rove*
In peaceful paradisial groves:
Ills blade— lwonder dues be know?—
Itnothing but a curio!
At)! wuat a fate Its rate has been—•
llieblade that cleit (or SaUdin!

Clinton Scoi.i.akr

ITEMS OF INTEREST.
Japan has EBO newsi apers.
The British Museum has thirty-two miles

of shelves filled with books.
Joseph's coat of many colors is said by

raubs to have been made of camel's hair.
John J. Taylor of Stre.»t->r, HI., once

wrote 4'i'Ht wotds of the blank side of a
postal-card.

The Egyptians and the Pbosolelans are
joint claimant* for the honor of tno Inven-
tion of water craft.

Ttie population of many South Sea islands
manufacture tlieir entire suits from the
product* of palui trees.-

n< wr store honey in the lteht bp-
ctuse honey so exposed granulates anJ Is
thus tist'ic.>» to thu bees.

The Austrian* con-unie more tobacco
than a:iy t>t( :**r nationality or race ca the
globe, civilized or say

Homer mentions a Thraclan wine so strong
that even Ulysses was obliged to dilute It
with twenty parWßf water.

There is a llgbtbouaa to every H Bllaa of
English eoatt, to «very VA ml:es of Jri^:
coast and cne to every i>'J miles of Scottish
shore line.

A: Dundenong, Australia, there Is a blue
cum tree which has an estimated height of
450 feeL Itis believed to be the tallest tree
in the world.

Testing the bigKrupp guns itsaid to be
responsible for toe cracking of every brick
and stono house in Essea, the seat" of the
creat armory.

At York, Ph., in the- orchard of Simon
Muchler. there Is a tree that annually bears
a crop of three different kinds of fruit—pears,
peaches and apples.

The moth has a fur jacket and the butter-
flynone because tho nocturnal habits of the
moth require, it. The diurnal movements of
the buiteirly do not.

The largest and <>Me«t chestnut tree in the
world stauds at the foot ol Mount Etna, It
i>213 foot In e.rrunifeiep.ee and is known to
bo at least 2<jOO years ( Id.

Leave* attract dew; board*, sticks and
stones not not, beca—e ieav»-i have a
chemical use for d»-w and detain it, wiii!m
boaids, stick and stones have uoue and do
not.

In En^and many of the peasantry still
plant the bouse leek, "Jupiter's
Beard," on their house roofs as a pre-
ventive against thunder. Lightning and evil
spirits.

Cape Colony is the natural habitat of the
largest known species of earthworm. Itisa soft, scalcless thing between *ixand seven
feet I'.ng, and much resembles our common
angle woi in.

A chain made for the United States
Government at Troy, N. V., in I^B3, was
six miles and a fraction iv length. Itwas
made of bais of Iron, each two and a half
Inches in diameter.

Milan is to be supplied with electric lights
by the utilization of the water power ofthe
Viliuresl Canal, «t its fall at Tessin. ItIs

estimated that 39,000 ncrse-power can be
developed at tuis point.

Grauite is the lowest rock in the earth's
crust. It is the bedrock of the world. It
shows no evidence of animal or vegetable
life. Itis from two to ten times as thick
as the united thickness of all the other
rocks. Itis the parent rock from which all
other rocks have lieen either directly or in-
directly derived.

Both me. Kurds and the Cossacks believe
that Ararat is guarded by an unearthly
being, and that noman can ascend the peak
and live. They have a somewhat contrary
opinion, however, at to what kind of spirits
are on guard, the former claiming that thedevil is guard supreme, tbe latter that an-
gels are on watch.

In Turkey If a man falls asl«ep in the
neighborhood of a poppy field aDd the wind
blows from the field toward him he becomes
narcotized and would die ifthe country pen-
pip, who are well acquainted with the cir-cumstances, did not not bring him to a wellor stream and empty pitcher after pitcher of
water on his face and body.

The subjects of Great Britain are the
most trcmemdous patent medicine swal-
lowers on the globe. During the past yenr
the revenue derived from the tni«e half-
penny stamp upon patent medicines
amounted to $1,200,000. Liceuses for
the sale of patent medicines have increased
1340 in England nnd 111 in Scotland.

About 1486 Thomas Conecte, a preaching
friar, instituted a crusade in Paris against
the pointed caps, or honniii6, and granted
absolution to the small boys who pulled off
the ladies' caps in the street. Many duels
resulted, together with several rlott, and
the fashion was temporarily abolished to
reappear on the departure of Conecto.

The longest horse railroad In the worldruns from Buenos Ayres to San Martin in
the. Argentine Republic, the distance being
about fiftymiles and the schedule time of
the trip thirteen hours. Trains leave
Uupnos Ayres every hour in the day and
twice during the night Every morning and
evening express trains leave, carrying only
baggage.

There are to -day more than 200.000
women in the United Statm earning a living
by professional and personal service out-
side that of mechanical labor or work in
the shops, in tin practice of law and medi-
cine, the teaching of music and art, litera-
ture and science, and In clerical work of
different kinds iv Government and other
official places.

The obtaining of tortoise-iheil Involves
intense cruelty to the tortoise. When the
creature Is caught Itit fastened down to
the ground and covered round the shell
withleaves and grass, which are set alight.
The heat forces Him scales of the shell to
separate, and they are then cut off witha
knife. The poor reptile is then released to
grow fresh scales.

Boxing-matchps are very popular with
the Kimm-te.. They hold public contests,
at which prizes are offered for competition,
and to which the people flock from all the
country round. The form displayed would,
however, scarcely meet with Iba approba-
te n «.f British patrons of the noble art of
self-defense. Every sort and kiud of hit Is
allowed, and tlie contestants attack one an-
other with feet as well as hands.

Mud baths were common among the an-
cients, the mud on the seashore. and tlie
slime of the rivers being especially prized
for this purpose. The Tartars and 1.^vi>-
tiaus still use them in certain diseases.
They are taken by. the people ;at.many
places m the. continent of Europe,' mnoiiKwhich may he named Driburg, > Eileen,
Neundorf, , I'yrmont, .. Spa. < Marienhad,
Frauzeosbraun, Eger, Kisslogen and Tep.
liv.,

HOW IT IS DONE.

The Way to Teach Horses
Fancy Gaits.

WHY IT IS WORTH WHILE.

The riost Delicate Girl, if but Cour-
ageous, Can Train Her Horse in

AllEquine Accomplishments.

Written for The Morning Call.

Some one, after reading the article that
appeared iv last Sunday's Call on the
different accomplishments of military aud
riding-school horses, asked me, perhaps
quite for one not versed in hor?elore, "what gm,d purpose all these monkey
tricks served, after ail."

Let me first take exception to the phrase
"monkey Wicks" as by no means applicable
to the equine accomplishments und^r con-
sideration. As well call the exercises
by which gymnasts train and develop
their muscles monkey tricks, or the
motions by which the disciples of
Delsarte school and cultivate tbo body
and develop all its powers of expression.
1here are a great many motions and ex-

ercises that seem foolish and meaningless
in themselves, but which result in makiuz
the human body a perfect, well-poised andadaptable machine. So with the schooled
horse. He may never be required by any
emergency to put forth the particular exer-
cises he has been t.ught by his careful
trainer, but because he tias been schooled
in theso-calle.l artificial gaits because he
knows the trick of passade, the gallupade,
the courbette or the capriole, can go ou

deux pistes and pirouette or make passage
at the signal of command, he is sorer-
footed, easier under the saddle,
more tractable and better controlled.
Moreover he has the double ad-
vantage of a brain rendered keener
and quicker by the training that lias ren-
dered hU joints more simple and his body
readily responsive to his rider's wish.
Th» horse that can jump a stream or afence, or that can travel a bit of bid road
wit!)perfect security, that has tho pride of
understanding bit work, and the pleasure
which every good horse plainly shows of
responding Intelligently la the sue-gestlnns of his humane companion, is
a safer and more agreeable comrade
than the one that can merely canter or
gallop along a park road or amble through a
city avenue, with no thought but to put one
foot before the other no interest in
any thing going on about him. Ihive hired
and ridden many such a hack, and however
easy his gait or centlo his disposition, Ihad
about as soon ride a cow.
Isaw a few mouths ago seven young

women, all fairly well mounted, some sit-
tingadmirably it. their saddles and all pro-
fessing to be horsewomen, having entered a
tourney to give public exhibition of their
equestrienne, skill. Each rode her horse at
a hurdle placed about two feet from the
ground, and every quo of the animals re-
fused it, shying, rearing and some turning
around and running away altogether. Oae
animal, taking it after a good deal of coax-
ing, unseated his rider as he went over,' and
to the disgust of the spectators at the sdi ry
farce was added fear lest the foolish girl
should be injured.

Now, every one of those young women
had courage-, or they would never have
dared ride such stupid brutes intoa contest,
and not one of them but had she only have
known how might have trained her hone,
with very little trouble, so that her riding
and his bearing would both have been a de-
llcht instead of a distress to beholders.

"Easy enough to say." cries some girl
reader. "But how Is one to do all this
without knowing how?"

That is precisely what Iam going to tell
you—would be telling you now it you had
not interrupted.

We willsuppose you have a saddle-horse,
or your brother has one that you sometimes
ride, or Prince, the lamily carriage-horse,
"goes under the saddle." as the saving is,
but does not know much about it and you
do not ride him very often, as he is so dis-
couragfngly awkward. In any case the
horse you ride does not jump, knows none
of the acquired gaits, and as for dolne any
of the fancy French figure*, you would as
soon expect him to turn aud speak to you in
that polite tongue.

All true enough, but these difficulties are
by no means Insurmountable. Ifyour mount
la kindly disposed and trained to obedience,
can trot, gallop or canter pleasantly under
the laddie, carrier his head well andresponds promptly to the reins, whether he
guides by the bit or hiIdle wise; if you have
him light Inhand and can move him easily
and readily by will and whip, you caneasily train him, if not in all the details of
the riant manege at least to a point where
hJrwiilmake a very creditable showing both
for your and for himself.

—
Your best way to accustom him to your

new schooling will be to begin by riding
him in ciicles. Hide out to some open
pasture, of which there are plenty all
around the outskirts of the city, and mark
out in some way that shall be perceptible
to your eye, but not to that of the horse, a
circle, or a number of them, near enough
together so that you can readily pass from
one to the other as youdesire. They should

begin with a large one and graduate to one
just Urge enough to guide your horse
around without actually turning him short.
Practice riding around these, turning your
horse first one way and then another,
keeping him light in baud and changing
the lead font with each change of
direction of the circle, until you can tra-
verse them all at a sharp canter. Some
horses, on being introduced to this exercise,
show a disposition to put their noses down
nearly to the ground and travel along as if
smelling their way. Do not allow this ;keep
your mini's head well up. his neck and
body bent around to the curve of the circle,
and do not let him follow the marked line of
his own volition, but let every motion and
turn be in response to your own guidance.
Try,this en a level and on a hillside, and
keep itup until youcan ride at a sharp pace
the figure 8 as small as a Horsecan readily turn the lines of. You
willbe surprised to«?nd how short a time
itwilltake to teach him thi\ and what an
Improvement the exercise will effect in his
carriage. .. Moreover, he soon learns that it
Is a showy and pretty accomplishment, and
he grows proud of himself and takes
pleasure in his lesions. Of course you will
always praise and reward him when he
does well. An approving word means -a
good deal to a horse, and if accompanied
by a bit of carrot or apple or a lumpof
sugar (Ithe has been taught to eat that con-
venient delicacy) will make him happy for
along time.

Now, if you want to give him an added
grace of carriage and manner you -may
teach him the pirouette. If you are able to
move bin croup, or hindquarters, by- the
aid of-whipand spur you are, all ready for

{ this lesson ;otherwise .a littlejlnstruction
must precede it. With your horse standing
firmly on all four feet, light in hand and;famine squarelv,,tap him ou ilie right flank
with your whip

-
until be moves the

croup one step to the left, lie will be apt
to move his ritfltforefoot as well, but by a
little play upon the bit and patience in re-
peating the lesson you will soon have him
so that he will keep it iixed, while with
each tap of the whip the other three
feet will move one step around the pivot
thus formed. You should then reverse this
process, and cause him to move the croup
and right forefoot around the left forefoot.
As your reins are in your left hand your
left heel must take the place of the whip in
tapping his flank, and if you are in a side-
saddle this is not easy ;butof course you
must suggest your own remedy for that
iiifrioulty. In any case press your heel as
far back of the girth as you caD. and the
horse willsoon learn tho lesson. Doa't ko
too fust in teaching him. It is well to fiveplenty of time to each lesson. Lr>ok
out for Ills feet, and do not hurry
him in this lesson lest he bring down one
iron shoe against tho coronet of the other
hoof and thus get \u25a0 bad wound. This exer-
cise is sometimes called the pirouette n>
vensee. but in the real pirouette- the horse,
u>ing one hind leg as a pivot, walks the
other threw around it,as shown in the illus-
tration. lou liave to keep the pivotalleg
immovable, us in tho preceding lesson,
while you turn the forehand, i. c., head andshoulders, to right cr left, i'ou can, after
a little practice, keep the cmup still by
pressure of whip or heel, and after a few-
lessons you will have him so well trained
and srppled that he will rest>»nd with the
gracelui pirouette to your slightest signal
for it.

Going on deqx pistes is merely going on
two trails or pathways— the horse advances
"broadside on"—or with his body obliquely
across the way on which he is traveling, so
that fore and hind feet travel different
lines. Ifyou mark out two such lines and
place the horse across them you can, by a
little practice, combining the twomaneuvers
above outlined, soon get him to follow the
lines with but little guidance from you. If,
as In this country most horses do, he
"cuides by the neck," or bridlewise, you
can move him deux Distes by light press-
ure on neck and Hank, and the movement is
both beautiful and useful. Itgives a horse
eood control over his feet, so that he is far
less apt to slip, or to cut himself, in any
sudden side movement.

In this matter of jumping, to which the
foregoing form useful preliminaries, you
have yourself to train and control as well as
the hor*e.

Most horses would jump naturally, and
rather like it than otherwise, were it not
that the artificial life to which they are sub-
jected acts greatly to subdue their natural
tendencies, and to make them cautious and
timid about any new undertaking. There-
fore, a horse unusei to. jumping must be
brought to Itby degrees. Do not put up a
bar in an open field and take him over it,
for he willreadily discover that itis only an
artificial obstacle put in his way, and will
want to go around it,and grow sulky ifnot
allowed to do so. Let it be across a gate-
way, or opening in the fence, and do
not take him back to try it iigun from the
other side, but by some roundabout way
letting him come up to it again from the
side on which he first tried it. Ifmade to
go back and forth over it he realizes the
apparent aimlc^sness of the proceeding and
may refuse to.comply with a request which
he thinks is only to make a fool of himself.
Let the bar lie on the ground, or barely
high enough at first for him to step over,
and do not lose patience iflie refuses, or
you may sour his temper forever, as far as
jumping is concerned. If he truss over all
right pat and praise him—ifhe sheers off
bring him back and coax him over some
way, and having got him over reward him
and ask no more of him then in th.it line.

When, however, he willcross the bar all
right and freely, raise it a littlehigher (but
do not let him we you do it)and bring him
up to itafter a little canter, first at a walk,
then at a tror, and final];, at a gallop, when
he lias become accustomed to it. Ifyou
can arrange the bar so that he jumps it just
as tie is nearing home, so much the better,
but be sure the ground where he is to jump
is not too hard. Have your bar about two
feel high say t.>r at least a month after he
has lost nil fear of it.and takes it naturally
wheuever he approaches it,showing by his
longer or shorter stride as he conies up to
that he anticipates the leap and allows for
it. Then raiso tho Jar, but In all cases
have it so arranged that if he strikes it
withhis feet itwill fall,and not present an

immovable obstacle that may throw him
down and frighten if not seriously hurt
him. After a while he will get so that his
eye takes an accurate measurement of the
height ho must imp, and he leaps accord-
ingly. Ifyou could have, some assistance
in these initial lessons, and have the. bar
raited a few inches each time just as he is
making the leap, he will hit his hind feet
\u25a0once or twice, and after that will form tho
very good habit of leaping a little higher
than is necessary to clear all obstacles. •

After a month's practice at the height
met \u25a0tinned you can begin gradually to raise
lac bar until, by a series of carefully grnd-
uated lessons, you finally reach bis limit in

this direction. Remember that in fence-
jumping the higher the obstacle the moreslowly the horse should approach it. If,on
the ether hand, you aro jumping a stream,
or ditch, let him come at it at a good rate
of speed, as the jump is low, out he requires
the momentum thus gained to carry himacross. In taking a fence he needs an up-
ward momentum, and should be collectedand brought to a moderate pace in time to

make his spring. Now, hs to ynnr
own education in leaping which is
going on nt the same time. In thecase of tho young women before referredtc, when each horse was finally persuaded
to go over that bar, each rider wobbled
back and forth in the Sitddie until Ilooked
to see her spine snap short offat the waist,
and she recovered her equilibrium by
shaking down into the saddle like a sack
of meal. Ifyou have had noexperience in
jumping you should keep your horse taking
the leap from a walk until you can sit it
firmly In your saddle without being shakenup In yfuir seat. This leap is really the
most dfnVult to s>it, but is attended by the
lea»t danger ot all.

When you are perfect In this try the trot
and the canter, and ymi willcoin* naturally
to the higher leaps. Ifyou are In the side-
saddle your hands should be as low as pos-
sible over the right knee, a rein in e.chhand and your hands pretty ci >se to your
body that they may have enough room to
yield, so that the sudden thrusting forward
of the horse's head may not jerk you for-
ward in the saddle and the sudden impul-
sion of the hind legs in leaping cast you un-
ceremoniously forth over the animal's nose.
Don't try to lean forward on the rise, even
though the books do tell you to do so; the
upward motion of the horse willnaturally
cause you to l^an forward, and you want to
be all ready to lean back as he comes down
on ihe other side. The ttirrup-lenther should
be *hort enough to let your thigh come close
to the leaping or third h"rn, your left foot
thrust back, not forward, your right knee
hugging the knee horn firmly, and in
coming down you lean as far back as posst-
ble and hear stf a<li!yin therein. You have
on the airie-saadle a firmer seat than a man
fur leaping, but yon need It,as you have
noc his ir^er balance, and if your horse
Comes down your predicament is far
more perilous than his, trussed up as you
are in impeding »kirt and v;*••-!ike saddle-
horns, lieware of pulling on the rein its
the borse rises, or you and he willcome
mutunliy to grief. If, as so many ladies
have lately done, you have adopted the
cross-saddle, you should Ret a good grip
with the kneeg, holding ttiu reins low down
and leaning back in coming down. If
you are timid at first you gain
security of seat by grasping the
back of the saddle with the right
hand; but abandon the practice as *onn as
possible If you ever resort to it,as it is not
only awkward and inelegant, but it leaves
you only one hand with which to help the
horse if he makes a misstep, so remember
that the habit is in every way a bad one,
perhaps the worst a young rider can ac-
quire.
Ityou follow out these instructions with

care nnd patience you will find yourself
amply rewarded in the additional pleasure
you will derive from your rides and the
greater pride and comfort you will take in
the horse who has proved himself such an
apt pupil under your tuition.

Miss Russell.

"Cominp Dotm."

"Deux l'ittta.''

The '•I'irvur'tr.''

Inventions by Prisoners.
Chlrazo Times.

While Eugene. Turpin, the inventor of
melinite, has been con fined- for treason nt
EtainDes, France, he has invented a balloon
that can bo guided by the aeronaut.- liehas
devised a new bU9 for shells: used \u25a0at sea
and an apparatus for making inexpensive
hydrogen gas for intlitinc balloons. Mean-
lime Tobias F. Hudson, a prisoner, in the
Maryland penitentiary, lias invented an

proved socket for -incandescent, lamps
and constructed a number of unique clocks;
one of which, the wardtMi [says, keeps bet-
ter 11iii than the expensive French clock in
the Prfcoa^R&fiftmßggMttflß

CLAIM OF CORSICA.

Proof That Columbus Was
Born in Calvi.

STRONG EVIDENCE PRESENTED

A Little Town Which Disputes the
Generally Accepted Account of the

Great Discoverer's Early Life.

Correspoiulence of Thk Kouota C»li,.

While the entire world was celebratirig
the four hundredth anniversary of the dis-
covery of America and waving honor to the
memory of Columbus the Genoese, the little
town of Calvi, in Corsica, was revering
Columbus the Corslcan. A few steps from
the Strad.i del Filo, where, in1441, tradition
says that Columbus saw the light of day,
was laid the foundation of a monument to
be raised by public subscription to the
memory of the great discoverer. A Presi-
dential decree of 1882 approved the erection
of this monument, because of the siege
Calvi sustained in 1793-94 against the Eng-
lish. Then the national convention gave to
Calvi a tricolor flag bearing this device:
"ALa Fidele Villede Calvi—La Patrie lie-
counaissante." A century later France ex-
presses her gratitude to the town that at
the price o] blood obtained tiie right to keep
upon her walls the motto, "Civitas Calvi
Semper Fidelis!"

The town Dl Calvi maintains its claim to
Christopher Columbus by tradition, and
substantial proof for that tradition, the
family Colombo lived in Cnlvi ami in the
Hue Colombo. This Rue Colombo dates
lrom the earliest times and in the fifteenth
century was called Strada del Flo, that is
street of thread or of weavers. Everybody
knows that Dominique Columbus, father of
Christopher, was a carder of wool,but alldo not know that many inhabitants of Calvi
accompanied Columbus to America, andsome of these had high positions under the
discoverer. Inhis first voyage the admiralwas surrounded by Coisicaii3 nnd in his
second ho had with him many Franciscans.He wished his fleet to bo commanded by
Michel Angelo Bottaglini and by the pilot
ilorgann, both irom the town of Calvi.
It la said that Napoleon had a guard of400 Corsicans in the island of Elba and that

often he talked with them of his famous
compatriot, Christopher Columbus. He
even suggested that the discoverer's history
be written with reference to his Corsican
origin. True, Christopher Columbus did
call himself a Genoese, but Cam belonged
to the republic of Genoa. At Saint Domingo
has been found inscribed in the Spanish
language on a rough stone this inscription,'

Cursed be the Corsican who brought mehere!" Perhaps the author of this inscrip-
tion was one of Columbus' thirty-eight com-
panions who were left to the mercy of
Ca uiabo.

Two or three years ago the Abbe Perptt ;.a Corsican priest, member of many scien-
tificand historical societies, sent me a most
wonderful work, called "Christopher Co-
lumbus—Frenchman, Corsican and Native
of Calvi." The abbe asked me to read and
acknowledge that th« fundamental princi-
ples of my education were incorrect. ana
that America was discovered not by Chris-
topher Columbus, the Genoese, but by
Christopher Columbus, the Corsirr.n. Alterreading the work Ifelt that ifChristopher
Columbus were not born in the Strada delFilo, or Roe da Colomb. as called now,
Calvl, Corsica, he was never born any-
where. Inthe first part of the book there
are critical analyses of the writings ofGinstiniaat, Gallo and Foglietla, all con-
temporary with Columbus. The«e all said
the disTverer was bom in Genoa, bat
Abbe Peretti informs us that these writers
were all Genoese, "and wished for theglory
of their town. Besides, they spoke of a
man whom personally they had never
known, of a man who from earliest infancy
had sailed the seas, ami who lived and died
in a foreign country." The next witnesses
cited by the Abbe are D' nFerdinand, Chris-
topher's son. nml Barthelemy de las Casai,
his friend. The «on tells where his father
was not born, without giving the name of
bis birthplace, nnd tells who were not his
ancestors, without stating who they were.
The friend, Las Casas, knew but one fact
respecting the navigator

—
lie was born in a

country connected In someway with Genoa,
but in \\hat country he docs not state.

In Casoni's "Annals of Genoa" we find
the complete history of Christopher Colum-bus, and evidently Casoni is the originator
of the tradition that Columbus was born at
Genoa. But Casoni was Genoese and wrote
his annuls in the eighteenth century for the
glorification of Genoa. By his contradic-
tions and vague references to "public writ-
ings," neither cited nor produced, Casoni
inspires little or no confidence in the mind
of a thoughtful reader.

From the writings of contemporaries and
followers of Christopher Columbus the
abbe makes these deductions:

First— That Christopher Columbus, ac-cording to the testimony of all these authors,
was "Genoese."

;;d
—

According to th< ir unanimous
testimony his father was a woolcarder aud
weaver.

Third—That not a writer before Casonl
gives the name of 1119 ancestors; his son,
Don Fernand, however, says that Chris-
topher was the son of Dominica.

Fourth— That Ctsoni is partial to Genoa,
ami his statements repose on no foundation.

Fifth—-Casoni is not exact enough. His
deception is too perceptible for belief In bis
word. Besides, the Genoese authors have
not accepted Casoni's work as serious.

Sixth— The one point on which the
authors agree is that Christopher Columbus
had two brothers— Bartolomeo and Gia-
enmo

—
and that at the age of 14 years

Christopher was apprenticed to his uncle \u25a0

Christopher, nephew himself of another
Christopher, both captains of renown.

Atllie time of Columbus' birth Genoa
was city and republic; the word "Genoese"
therefore might mean a citizen of the city
of Genoa, or a citizen of the republic of
Genoa. As Calvi belonged to the Genoese
republic, a native of Calvi was Genoese, and
more than that, Calvi was considered one
with the city of Gem a, and the inhabitants
of Calvi possessed especial privileges. No
documents relating to the Columbus family
at Calyi are lacking from the sixteenth to
the eighteenth century, but in 1482 the
archives of tho fifteenth century were
burned ;that Is one reason why nothing re-
lating to the family of Columbus before
that date can be found at Calvi.

In Strada del Filo, now called Columbus
street, Calvi, are the ruins of a house occu-
pied until the end of the eighteenth cen-
tury l>y a fnmilv Columbus. The house was
destroyed In 1714 by an English shell and
now it is a ruin— a confused heap of earth
and atones, without pretension to architect-
ural form. InISB2. while searching among
these rum?, workmen found the stone that
surmounted the entrance door. Under the
jime and sand were discovered the follow-
ing carvings: In the center was a revolv-ing compass ;at the right a tower, a sphere
and the polar star; at the left another
tower, surmounted by a Colombo (dove), across and a second sphere. July 14,
1884, some Italians nearly destroyed
these carvings, but some portions may
still be seen at the City Hail
Calvi. After the siege in 1794 there re-mained only 133 inhabitants inCalvi, andto-day in the town there are not more than
four or liveof the original families of Calvi.Perhaps this accounts for tne delay in un-
earthing the ruins of Columbus' house.
Possibly foreign writers have not spoken of
Corsica as the birthplace ot Columbus be-
cause the navigator was continually chang-
ing his rountrv. Ho was a cosmopolitan,
belonging to all nations and seeming to pos-
sess none. Cor^ieau historians hated Geno-
ese tyranny, and, hi their minds, Calvi and
Geuoa were son and mother; that may ex-
plain their silence as to the birthplace
of Columbus. Another reason is this:
Corsica hnd few archive*, because the
Genoese destroyed them or changed
them to suit their own purposes. Genoese
writers even tried to conceal the date when
the republic of Genoa took possession of
Corsica. The authors, who did not hesitate
to disfigure history in order to exalt their
own country, are the ones who tell ns tlut
the admiral of the ocean was a Genoese.

Both Abbe Perettl and Abbe Casanova,
another partisan of Calvi, cite traditions
that have been transmitted from century to
century. These legends or traditions were
only preserved in manuscript form, because
of the tyranny of Genoa. Don Fein and
speaks of the ship of Columbus on his first
voyage as followed by ahoals of fish, called
toui.-ia. The tonina are unknown in Spain
and Italy, but are familiar Jo Corslean fish-
ermen. Why was »t not oossibli for Colum-
bus to learu about these fish at Calvi? Don
Fernand also says that the evening before
the discovery of America the sailors sang
"Salve Regina." Always the Calvi fisher-
men chant "Salve Regina" when leaving
and entering port. Because God had saved
bin from danger* Columbus called the first
land seen San Salvador (Saint Sauveur or
H.>!y Saviour). Tb< se who kuow Calvi will
remember tin' three statues called by this
name in the three principal churches of the
oliy. Wm this name not uictated to
Columbia by the souvenirs of his Chrtstian
childhood? InCuba, Columbus named two
ports, Saint Catherine and Saiut Nicholas.
These batata weie honored, more than all
others, at Calvi.

Again, according to Don Fernand, in
} 14'J5, Columbus, witti 200 Christians, 20

horses, and as many Corsican dug3, marchedagainst the natives of Hayti. The pres-
ence of Corsican dogs in America can only
be explained by tho presence of a large
number of Corsicaii3. These Corsicans
must have been from Calvi, because Calvi
was then tho only seaport in Corsica. In
Corsica a dng is laved as a member of the
fami.'y, aIU] jn treaties we find that "each
soldier is allowed to embark withhis do*
and horse." Ifthero were many Corsica*!
with Columbus this love for dogs explains
why they were so numerous in the expe-
dition.

The Abbe Peretti has been able to con-
struct a birth certificate for Columbusfrom- fragments that he gathers from all
writers in the last five centuries. In thisproblem there are the known and the un-
known quantities; the known quantities
are these: First, Columbus' ancestors weresailors; second, Christopher was the eldest
of his family, and his brothers were
Bartolomeo and Giacomo; third, hisown first-born was called Giacomo.Ihe unknown quantities are the uncle, agreat navigator, ana tho grand-uncle, evengreater, in fact a family of mariners of suffi-
cient importance to justify what has beensaid mi their favor.

By most wonderful relations betweencause and effect, the abbe proves that in thetime of Columbus his family was called
C&lvi. Then it was the custom to use aname of origin, instead of the family name.That is why we have all been "at sea"
about Columbus and Calvi, fur all th«
early historians speak of the family asCalvi, Criatoforo Cairo, Bartolomeo 1Calvo,
etc. InCorsica there were no families, onlyindividuals, for families might have inter-fered with the power of Genoa. WhenCorsica became French the Cursicans wereno longer individuals but families. Thefamily Calvi answers to every unknown
quantity demanded for the solution of this
problem. Search has always been made fora familyof weavers, while in reality Colum-
bus belonged to a family of sailor*, and hisfather, only by some chance, was a weaver.
When soliciting assistance from the Spanish
court, Columbus could not say that he wasfrom Calvi, Corsica, because, in 1420, Chris-
topher Calvi fought against the King ofAragon, in 1435, Jacopo Calvo al-o fought
against the same King, and in 1442 Antouio
Calvi celebrated himself ns an enemy of
Aragon. In 1477 Giovanni Calvo chased
the snips of Aracon stationed on the Medi-
terranean Sea. When, in 14.7.', Columbusbegan bis life as a sailor, Geuua and herstates wera under the sovereignty of
Louis XI, Kingof France, so that during
his entire career the navigator servedFrance. So the New World was discovered
by a French a Corsican. native ofCalvi, and that is why French Deputies and
Seuators went to Calvi the other day forthe laying of a cornerstone to a monument
which willperpetuate the memory of this
same Frenchman and Corsican, Christo-
pher Columbus, the discoverer of America.

Baboxess Auhka Salvador.Paris, Oct. 17, 1892.

A NORWEGIAN NOVELIST.
Facts About a Writer Whose Works

Are Well Known in This Country.
London Daily Grnpliic.

Bjornstjerne Bjornson, the Norwegian
novelist, whose works have lately become
somewhat more familiar to English readers
than they were some years ago, was born on
December 8,1832, in the parish of Kvikne,
Norway, where his father was priest. Ha
entered the university at Chriatiaaia in
1840. On leaving Christian!*! he spent some
time in traveling through Sweden and Deu-

mark. During this period he composed
"Peasant Songs" and "Tale** of Peasant
Life." In1857 he became director of the
Bergen Theater. From 1865 to I*o7 ha
was manager of the theater at Christiania.
During: the next few years, until ISSO. wo
hear little of the man who. in a few
years, was to bo known not only in his own
land but in other countries, as a powerful
writer, a man who, as a novelist, was to do
for literature what Ibsen had done for the
drama. In ISSO Bjornson left Norway for
America, and In the United States he
studied life and iolitl<s. On returning to
Norway he raised what was known as the
"Flan Question"— that i«. that Norway
should have a clean flag, a Bag without any
symbol of the union upon it. Being unsuc-
cessful in this he left for Paris, where ho
intended to write a novel. This led to the
rumor that he would reside abroad, owing
to the disfavor shown to him by the Con-
servative party for his Republican views.
On hearing this he returned to his
native land and said: "1 will live in
Norway, Iwill thrash and be thrashed
in Norway. Iwill sin? nnd die in
Norway. Be sure of that." The novelist
is of tine physique, a powerfully built man,
his face displaying an iron willand indom-
itable courage. He is the composer of.
many widely read poetical works. But it is
in his prose works, such as "The Heritage
of the Kurts," that this author has gained
such a hold on his countrymen and hits en-
gaged the attention of literary critics in
England. He is at the present moment en-
gaging the attention of the masses in Nor-
way with the prominent position he has
taken up in the struggle now going on be-
tween the Norwegian Parliament and the
crown. He is virtually the lender of the
masses in this "Consular Question." a
question which is the bone of contention
between the Legislature and the King.

The Fate of a House.
l-ewliton Evening Journal.

ASaco cat chased a half-grown mouse
out of the dining-room closet, caught itin
her mouth and began to play with it, throw-
ingitup and catching itagain, ns cuts will.
One of these throws the cat muffed, and the
mouse made a bee-line for first base, sit-
uated under the leg* of a table. The cat
made a lively attempt to run the mouse
down, but the game finally ended
in an entirely unexpected way. The
cat had her mouth open, the mouse ran,
jumped, mad? a mistake in aim, and went
down the cat's throat. The cat made a
desperate attempt to eject the mouse. which
was a very small one, but could not suc-
ceed. For three hours she apparently suf-
fered intense pain and could not move, and
itwas decided to chloroform her. By night
she had succeeded in getting the mouse
down, however, and was playing about the
house apparently as well as ever.

Emerson's Advice to a Daughter.
Finish every day and be dune with ic.

For manners an<l for wise livinKitis a vice
to remember. You have dono wimt you
could, some blunders and absurdities no
doubi crept iv; forget them as soon as you
can. To-morrow is a new day; you shall
begin it well and serenely and with too high
a spirit to be cumbered with your old non-
sense. This day for all that is good and
fair. It18 too dear, witl) its hope* and in-
vitations, to waste a momeut on the rotten
yesterdays.

Nineveh, the ancient city, was 14 miles
long and 8 miles wide, surrounded by a wall
100 feet high and 29 feet wide.
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TWIN EVILS.
Itcan trulybe said that

"
Constipation

is th» parent of all evil. Headache is
*

xg&B^t^; its twin complaint.
4%7^vis*Bk. GieiUattention ought
Mpz***^BK to be paid to this
wT matter, as itiscertain

\u25a0 V<gW» ¥ to generate some
a^ m awfulsickness. Dr.
\ A£ .7 David Kennedy's
V *2i»4 j/ Favorite Re me ay
V *** j/v that has cured so
jk^^^^many of these_

wi«rfi(|S^ .^SMih**evils, willcure you.
Mrs. D.Rngg, ofMedusa, N. V., thought
there was no permanent cure until she
used (his great medicine. In writing,•
she says :

"For years Ihad been troubled with Consti-pation. Itried many remedies which gave only
"

temporary relief. Last fallIbecame so diseased. \u25a0that Ihad a severe attack of Chills and Colic;Ithen determined to try DH.DAVIDHIA-
M2D\?S FAVOIIITKREXIKUY,which
parr mepermanent relit/,andIam better twin Ota*
Ihave been inyears.

Mrs. Orphia Burdick of Otsego, N. V.,
writes: \"Being a suffer from sick headaches foryear*,
Itried many remedies, and the only one that'gave me permanent relief, was Dlt.DAVID,
\u25a0ÜBNNKDVS FAVORITE lU'Mi-.nv,•
imade at Rondout. N.V.. andIacknowledge ittoI

be the best medicine known for thatcomplain!.'"
'

OUGHT NOT YOU TO ACCEPT
THIS SURETY OF RELIEF
. AND CURE.

H»tXB» M «^


