[TION,

THE MORNING CALL, SAN FRANCISCO, SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 20, 1892—SIXTEEN PAGES.

PAGES 13 to 16.

CHAPTER IX.

Franz de Telek belonged to one of the
oldest and most illustrious families of
Roumania. His early life had been un-
eventful, for it had known no more stirring
scenes than such as usually take place on
the estate of a country nobleman, proud of
his lineage and liberal with his fortune,.
Entrusted to the care of an old Italian
priest, Franz grew up with but a glimmer-
ing notion of the great outside world. When
scarcely fifteen he had had the misfortune

to lose hi ther, and five vears later his
father wa >d while hunting. The young
Count was -now absolutely =lone in the

world, but so endeared to him was this
ragged coraer of the earth that three years
were yel to elapse before he could bring
himself to turn his back upon it, to bid

adien to tenants and serving-peopls who
had grown old io his father’s service. But,
whither should he go?

His mastery of the ltalian language natur-

ally iufluenced Lim to visit Italy. It would
not like entering a strange land and
listening 1o a strange tongue. Rotzko, his
sole companion, had beeu for ten vears in

his father’s service. He could be trusted
like his own flash and blood.

Venice, Florence, Rome 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 happesed that was
destined to set another tint upon the nat-
ural hue of his resolutions. It so hap-
peped that at this time there was a
celebrated singer at the San Carlo Theater,
Stilla by name, whose voice was delighting
the dilettanti. She was only 25 and divinely
beauiiful, her exquisitely shaped head be-
inz wreathed witn a wealth of golden hair,
aud her large black eyes filled with a name-

less fascination. A Praxiteles could not
bave shaped a fairer form. And vyet
rumor had it that this glorious creature had
never feit the need of tnat sentiment which
wen deem necessary to a woman’s bhap-
pimess, that she only lived for her art, that
th:at her art was both earth and heaven to
ber.

I'lie first time that Franz looked upon La

Stilia he loved her; he felt that ste filied

- ng vacant niche in his heart as if
it, and he resolved to stay in
| the end of the season. And yet,
might, La Stilla’s door remained
him. Franz scon became
tcbed of men, the more so by
ge which was not siow in
that he was not alone in
For six years a man of 50 to 55 1

nst

literally been shadowing La Stilla.
Where she would sing he was sure
to be, whether in Rome, in Florence
or in Naples. It really seemed as
if La Stilla’s voice tecome like
the atmospherc—absclutely necessary to

this man’s exictence. But it was her voice
and nothing else that euthralled him, for
never had he been known to dog her foot-
steps or present himself at her door. And
yet, let La Stilla be billed to sing and this
silent worshiper of her art, tall, mysterious,
in Jong coat and wide-brimmmed hat, was cer-
tain to fail in line befere the ticket-office.
La Stilla herself had been inquisitive enough
to institule inquiries as to who the stranger
might be. Even though she couldn’t see
him in the dimly lighted coroer 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 infiluence upon her—he inspired her and
he terrified her, he appalled and he com-
forted her. Dut this wizard, this man of
mystery, had his familiar spirit. One
Orfanik, whom people took to be a scientist,
an Impoverished inventor, a man of
scheme-, encouraged and sustained by his
rich patron. Orfanik was low of stature
thin and Eknuckly, always very pale an
never without a green patch over his right
eve, which had been lost, no doubt, in some
sudden explosion of gases or bursting of re-
tort. Nor was he ever without his glasses,
or rather his glass, to which bis left eye
lent a greenish tinge. He was one of those
men who talk to themseives and gesticuiate
while so doing.

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

“He is a Roumanian ana his name is De
Gortz—Baron Rodolphe de Gortz.”

And so things went on, Every time La
Stilla sang Franz, in love with the woman,
was sure to be seated in an orchestra seat,
while the Baron, a mute worshiper of her
glorious voice, sat hal!f hidden in the depths
of his box. Now was it that all Naples was
stait'ed by a rumor, La Stilla, in the very
plenitude of her power, the very bloow of
her beauty, was about to abandon the stage.

The truth was that Baron Rodolphe, like
2 flesh and blood specter, had from the
shadowy depths of his box succeeded in
seiting a blight upon the singer’s heart.
The moment she caught a glimpse of him a
strange chill crept over her. Her heart's
biocd clogged in its course. She sang her
part through, but it was at the bidding of a
terrible master. She obeyed, but she

loathed him. And yet how 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 It might
fail. Was it not natural for her to listen to
the soothing words of 80 strong and bravea
lover as Franz de Telek? This is what she
did. She threw hLerself into his arms.
Here at jeast she would be safe from this
flesh and blood specter. He would not be
able to cross the threshold of that grand old
home of the Counts of Telek, guarded by
80 many strong arms, girt round by so
many hundreds of loyal tenantry.

The news of the approaching marriage
Jet loose a storm of indignation against
Frauz. 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 beauntiful
idol, of profaning the temple of the Muses.
There was a rumor that the marriage would
he foilowed by one death at least, that the
flesh and blood specter would take om a
more fitting garb and by suicide transform
himself into & thing of eyeless soekets and
fieshiess hands, stealing forever after the
fair bride and ealling upon her to sing, to
sing, to sing! From now on the famiiiar
spirit was ever in attendance on the grim
wizard. Orfanik, on each opera night, sat
beside his master in the box.

At 1ast came La Stilla’s farewell, Not
ten San Carlos would have sufficed to hold
the people who clamored for admission.
There werethreats of violence against Franz
de Telek. He was to be slain, but not until
La Stilla’s voics had died away in the last
act. On this night the singer seemed to
break away from the dread spell set upon
her by the grim baron and his one-eved at-
tendant spirit seated in the gloom of their
Iair. Never had her voice sounded so
heavenly, never had Lerart been so perfect.
The enthusiasm was indescribable.
It was genuine delirlum. Behind
the scenes the young Count strode up and
down awaiting the end with ill-suppressed
impaience. At times 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, cut of the
reach of these senseless admirers, off to
his far-away home, where she would be his
and his alone. And now the last scene was
reached. She was to die, but first to pour
out her wory soul in one burst of glorious

song. 1 ype:lly seemed as If her passion was
too great, that it must kill her in
good earnest. Suddeunly <‘he grating

of the grim Baron’s box is lowered, and a
head is thrust forward, a bhead crowned
with a huge crest of grissled hair, a face
pallid as death but aglow with eves of un.
earthly power. Franzsaw it, and trembled.
La Stilla had yet u single passage to exe-
cuie. She attacked it with entrancing vigor
and dapth of Yeeling. When all of a sude
den she stops, her eyes rest upon that ter-
rible face and head, a sudden terror par-
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i
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alyzes her, she raises her hands to her
bosom, tears open her corsage, presses
bard upon her throat, reels, totters, falls.

An awful shudder runs through the audi-
ence. Horror-stricken, the people turn
their feces away. A strange cry, half rage,
half indignation, bursts from the Baron's
box as Franz dashes out upon the stage and
dropping upon his knees raises La Stilla in
his arms,

“Dead! Dead! She isdead!” he moans.

These terrivle words rang through the
vast auditorinm and taken up by the thou-
sands were rolled back in one tremendous
outburst of sorrow, one grauvd chorus of
woe,

Sueh was the effect of this fearful blow
to the young Count that both life and
reason seemed to tremble in the balance.
It would have been madness to have per-
mitted him to be present at La Stilla’s
funeral. But his dread rival followed the
cortege pallid as the dead singer herself,
and with an inaeseribable gloom in his dark
eyes. \When every one had left the ceme-
tery, be approached the vault and appeared
to place his ear tothedoor as if stiilin dc ul-t
that even death could have so easily
quenched something so heavenly In its
power,

The next day a letter was delivered to the
Count. It read as follows: *“It was you
who Kkiiled her, Count de Telek. Woe be-
tide you! Rudolphe de Goriz.”

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. Rotzko succeeded at
last in coaxing his young master te quit
Naples and to set out upon an extensive
tour through Europe. Several vears were
thus spent, and then a longing came npon
him to pay a visit to his ancestral home.
On bis journey homeward it was that Franz
had been forced to halt at the little ivn for
a day's rest, The strange tales concerning
the castle of the Carpathians bhad made a

deep impression upon his mind and
Justice Kol'z was not slow to divine
that from the strange tene in which
Franz bhad proncunced the name of
Baron Rodolphe there must bes some
mysterious bond between the two men.
The question which at once 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 Kolitz's shoulder and cried out:

“] must see Nick the forester. Come, lel's
go over to your house.”

Nick was still confined to his room, al-
though it was preobably over-abundant

The Count Meditates,

caution, for all pain for injuries sustained
In his attack had vielded to Potak’s skillful
treatment. N ick was requested by the
young Count to tell over again the story of
his repulse under the walls of the ola castle
and to give a detailed account of the in-
juries received. Frank shook his head and
smiled incredulously as the forester ended
his story.

“But, Count,” eried Nick, rather testily,
“I couldn’t have dreamed all this! Some-
thing must haue happened to me to stretch
me out on this bed for a whole week.”

“I dou't doubt it, my good map,” replied
Franz. “You must have been brutally
bandled.”

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

The Count smiled and turned away.
After supper Rotzko asked for permission
to go and smoke his pipe on the terrace. Ii
was accorded, and ranz was left alone,
seated in an easy chair in the great, ram-
bling chamber which Jonas had 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 mur-
mur of the mountain torrent, invited to rev-
erie, to sleep.

As the young Count slept, a low, sweet
voice suddenly filled the rooms. It could
not come from the outside, for both door
and windows were closed. Some one was
ginging in the room itself. Dreathlessly
Franz listened. It was the very overa, and
the voice, tco. How couid any one mistake
it? It was La Stilla's, se full of celestial
music, with all its old power to touch the
heart and stir the very soul. Gradually the
voice grew fainter and fainter, then ceased
entirely. Franz started up and listened
with eager effort to catch still anciher tone
of the glorious voice that had Dbeen so
cruelly sealed by death. DBut the rcom was
wrapped in despest silence.

“Her voiee!” he whispered. *Yes, It was
her voice and here, too, in this very room.
Ob, no, it cannot be; it must have been a
dream, all a dream.”

The next morning, while Rotzko was
busying himself with the prepsrations for
their departure from the village of Werst,
Franz entered the roowm.

“Rotzko,” he said in a low voice, “I've
changed my mind sboutthis old castle. I
dou’t believe 1t to be the hiding-place of
criminals. These good people believe that
Baron Rodolphe is dead, e know that he
is not. At least, we know that e 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 famliliar spirit, Orfanik, be with hun
and why may not he be at the bottom of
these unearthly manifestations?”’

“Well, Count Franz,” replied Rotzko,
with good-natured brusqueness, “if that's
the case, 1 wouldn’t advise you to meddle
with this devil’s house or the people inside
it. Let’s give them a wide berth. If they
choose to bewitch the people of this town,
that’s their business, Koltz is an ofticer of
the law: he knows where his remedy is.”

“I agree with you, Rotzko,” said the
{ounﬁ Count, "let’s set out after break-
ast.

“Evervthing shall be ready, Connt Franz.”

“But, Rotzko,”” added Franz, “before we
leave the country, 1 want to take a nearer
look at the old castle.”

“Why, young master?”

*Oh, a mere whim, that’s all.”

The fact was that Franz felt himself
under the influence of astrange fascination.
A mysterious 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 thing,
probably another that temipted the young
man to take a closer look at those dilapi-
dated walls, at this house of his mysterious
rival, once so glorious in its strength and
beauty, now so beaten down by wind end
weather and turned over (o noisome weeds
and to the unclean birds of the night aud to
animals! that love the mold and the moist-
ure.

Several times Rotzko made strong efforts
to turn his young master back. It was use-
less. As well iry to stop the flow of the
mountain iorrent that leaped and foamed
down its rocky bed. It was after 7 o’clock
when Franz de Telek and Rotzko reached
the extreme limit of the Orgall plateau.
Before them, in ali its strauge and weird
mystery, rose the castle of the Carpathians,
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 majesty—a m|n§ of the pasrt, dead,
but still echoing with the ring of spear,
the rattle of arrows ang¢ the dull
burst of culverin. Speechless, Franz de
Telek gazed upou the castie of the Carpa-
thians, so dread, so somber, so well fitted
to be the home of the last of the Barons of
Gortz.  Here this mysterious personage
might live alone, aie alone, with no creature
2‘(& the outer world to disturb his last reve-

No smoke rose from any tower or turret,
no sign of life was visible, no sound reached
the young count’s ear. Rotzko bad noticed
that bis master’s thouglits were with that
dread past, which had so savagely robbed
him ol his happiness, and he had w{thanwn
a few yards to leave Count Kranz alone;
but now, as the night was closing about
them apace, he made bold to break in upon
this sombre meditation.

“Count Franz,” he murmured, “night is

upon us; it’s time to go.”
*“Yes, Rotzko, in an instant I’ll be with
you. Goou, I'll follow In & moment or

80.
But still he never stirred from the spot.
lacking force

Was it volition that was or

that was present? With eves starting from
his bead Le was bending forward with his
g#ze riveted upon the castie platform. A
human being bad suddenly come into sight—
a woman, with hair disheveled, and eclad
in a trailing robe of white, with hands
stretched fmploringly toward Franz. That
cesluwe; was it not the same La Stiila had
worn on the night of her firewell perform-
ance? Yes, and now again she wore it, for
La Stilla it was, standiog there with arms
outstretelied towara her lover.

“Shel Itis she!” he burst out, and, dash-
ipg off in the direction of the moat, he
would bave hurled himself to sure destrue-
tion had Rolzko not laid a vigoreus band
upon him. The next instant the apparition
had vanished. But what matter. Had his
eyes not rested upon Ler? Did he not know
that she was alive?

CHAPTER XL

The truth now burst upon Franzlike a
thunderbolt. La Stilla could not bhave died.
She must have been borne to her hotel in a
trance, while he, robbed of his reason, had
been fettered like a maniac. The grim
Baron had made good use of his time.
Under the direction of that infernal min-
ister of his, Orfanik, Stilla had been seized
and borne away Lo be immured in this old
mountain fortress. Here she had been a
prisoner for nearly five years, and the dil-
ettanti, poor fools, had followed nothing
but an emply coflin to the grave.

“Rotzke,” gasped Franz, “come life, come
death, I must see her, reach ber te-night!”

**Ne, no, Count Franz,” pleaded the old
servitor. *to-morrow, to-morrow !

“To-night, I tell you, Rotzko!” cried the
young Count, pressing his hand on his heart
as if to stem the wild commotion in his
breast. Listen, Rotzko, go at once to the
village of Vulkan. Pass the unlght there.
But, mind you, not a word of all this. If [
do not make my appearance to-morrow
basten te Karlsburg, find the chief of police
and, if necessary, lay siege to the old castle,
Set her free, in God’s name. Don’t rest till
vou have rescued her from that demon’s
power!”

Roizko Lent his head and turned away.
Franz de Telek now stock alone outside the
walls of the eastle of the Carpathians. He
was but buman in spite of the passion that
burned within him. It would be madness
to attcmpt to scale those heights, wrapped
as they were now in the gloom of night.
There was but one wayv for him to gain ac-
cess to this mountain fortress and that was
across the drawbridee and through the
postern gate. FPut who would lower the
bridge to bim? What follower of the grim
Baron would open the castle deor to Count
Franz de Telek?

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

“Stilla! Ob, my Stilla!”

That instant a light flashed out through
the gloom. Could it be asignal? Was it
meant to guide him aright or to lead him to
his destruction? He made haste to follow it.
To do this he had to retrace Lis steps, but
the light beckoned him on, and, in spite of
bis ever waning strength, he pressed for-
ward. The postern gate came suddenly into
view and to his joy he discovered that the
drawbridge haa been lowered. Dashing
across it, he raised his hand to beat against
the door, but ere he had done so it opened ;
he strode within and it closed behind him,
and then be heard the rattling of the chains
as the drawbridge was lifted to its place,
Franz de Telek was a prisouer in the castle
of the Carpathians!

By feeling his way Franz advanced along
a vaulted corridor. In a few moments he
founa himself engaged in a rerfect maze of
passages. He trembled lest some trapdoor
shou!d open beneath his feet and precipitate
him to his death. He durstu’t ery out to
La Stilla, lest the echoes should bear his
voice to the ears of Baron Roedolphe., He
had not eaten since morning. His strength
was fast failing. Suddenly the floor seemed
to come to an end. Steoping down he found
that he was standing at the top of a stair-
case, but he didu’t hesitate to godown it.
Aflter sevenly steps had been passed he was
onee more in a broad corridor, at the end of
which he could see a glimmering point of
light. Might it not be another signal from
her? e pressed on and soon discovered
that the glimmer proceedea from a eircular
crypt lighted from the top. On one hand
was a heavy oaken door, barred from the
oprosite side,

Franz tried it, but it was as solid as the
wall itseif. Upon glancing around the
crypt he noted that thiere was a bed stand-
ing against the wall, and that there was
food placed upon a table with wine and
water beside it. And then the awful
thought flashed upon him that he stood in
a prison that had been prepared for him;
that he bad been decoyed into the old
castle and wonld never go forth again,

But bunger and thirst got the better of
hin and he sat down to the food spread out
before him, and after he had eaten threw
himself upon the bed. But sleep was im-
possible,

“No, [ cannet—] must not wait,”” he criea
out. *“‘I must reach her to-night!”

Suddenly the light streaming from the
lantern set in the apex of the rcof went out,
and all was black as night, Utterly ex-
hausted Frank fell back like alog on the
piliows of the bed. It was pot sleer. He
was too tired to sizep; it was a dull, heavy
torpor, with half-closed eyes and ears stiil
open to Lifs own sterterons breathing.

At last he succeeded in breaking free from
the shackles of this strange lethargy, How
long had heslept? His watch had stopped,
it was impossibie to say. Dut theerypt was
again flooded with the same solt light.
Springing up, he was start'ed to find that a
new supply of food and wine had been set
forth. Some one had visited the place
while he was asleep. They knew that he
was in the castle. He was now the prisoner
of Baron Rodolphe de Gortz, condemned,
possibiy, never to look upon a living face
again. Why not escape at once? Why not
make his way back to the postern gate?
Alas! bad he not heard the rattling of the
chains as the drawbridge had been lifted
into place? But, come what way, he
must escape. He could not stay there and
die, virtually buried alive. The thought
was agonizing. And yet how could he
bring himself to abandon La Stilla? He
could not dream of leaving her here in Baron
Rodolphe’s power. Rotzko would soon be
there with the whole power of the state at
his back. He would then rummage the oid
pile from turret to foundation stone. Franz
had risen apa was pacing the tHoor of his
narrow prison. Suddenly, as he came oppo-
site to the second door of the erypt, a
slight, dull sound of a human footfall
reached his ear. DBreathless he halled
and listened. The step was that ef
a person slowly descending a stair-
case. There must be a flight of steps con-
necting the erypt with the upper chamber,

“She Was Robed in White, and Her Hands
Were Stretched Forth Implovingly.”

and somebody was about to visit him in his
prison call. Rosolved to be prepared for
any emergency, the young Count drew his
dagger and waited. If it 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 his
gitdle and make his escape. If it should be
the terrible Baron himeself, the man whom
he had never seen but once, but that once
under such terrible circumstauces, he would
use his dagger on him without merey.

The footfalls now ceased. Franz de
Telek’s heart was in his throat. The door,
however, did oot open, but from the land-
ing came a voice of more than earthly
sweetness, It was La Stilla’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 heay-
enly visitant from the door of the erypt,
Franz listened, then sank upon his knees,
his soul drinking in the divine melody till
his senses were 80 etherealized that he felt
her very breath on kLis brow, ber hand on
his hair, and looked up into her glorious
dark boyel as he had done in the years

one by.

” Buat, as the door still remained eclosed, a
shiver of despair passed through his form.

“Stilla! belo Stilla!” he murmu
and as no answer came he threw himsel
in ungovernable fury against the mignty
panels of oak that separated him from his
lost love. Then he listened again. All
was silent save the low, faint shuffie of re-
treating feet, With wild eries Franz again
hurled himself against tha door, now lacer-
ating his hand on its massive iron mount-
ings, now beating furiously with bis elinched
fisls upon its solid panels. Suddenly he
gave over his umunh‘uunrz and stood

there motionless as the door itself, for a
hesrt-rending thought had come to him.

“Mad!” be half shrieked. “Mad! She is
mad. She doesn’t know my voice! She
turps away to let me die like a felon here
alone. Five years in his power, five years
in this territle living tomb has robbed her
of her reason. Ob, my poor Stilla! My
poor Stillal God help you! God help we!
What will become of us 2" -

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

"Yes,” he mutiered hoarsely, “‘my reason
is going, too. 1 feel it. I know it! This
f:m"t last wuch longer! I shall go mad,
00.”

Like an infuriated beast in its narrow
cage Franz de Telek had been pacing up
and down the erypt. Then as his thoughts
reverted to his faithful Rotzko and the
relief party which he was to lead against
the redoubtable castie of the Carpathians
he made a dash toward the door by which
he had entered the erypt, erving out:

“Rotzko! Rotzko! glelp! Help! Don’t
abaudon wme! Don’t let me die like a felon
in this dungeon cell! Where are you?
Where are you, Rotzko?

To his horror, the door had been closed
while he was listening to La Stilla’s voice—
closed so noiselessly, su gently that he had
not perceived it, Not only was he now a
prisoner in the old castie; a thousand times
worse, he was securely locked in that un-
derground crypt, which, even if Rotzko and
his relief party should 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 seeret doors.

To be eontinued next Sunday.
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A DAMASCUS BLADE.

‘This cresceat-shaped and flexile blade,
With time-duiled, tawny gold folala,
"Neath skles that knew the Easteru star,
Was found within an old bazaar,

I mina me well, how, passtiog by,

We caught the merchant’s gleaming eye,
Whnere in bis dim recess he sat

Upon his precious Persiau mat.

Urbane e wasand grave of mien,

Tuis patriarchal Damascene;

He !ured us to Lis smull divaa,

A serving-boy for coffee ran,

And, while westpped, he iaid before
QOur widenlug eycs his wondrous store.

There from worn sheaths, once bright witn gilt,
We saw prot:rude the jeweled hiit;

There tvory from Beagal brought

With Saracenic art was wrouzht;

And there kecn steel we iooked upon

That like moon-burnished water shoue.

But most of a'i on me laid hoid

This blade, with letters straugely scrolled—
Some curicus Koran text, no doubt,
Bidding the warrior's hearl be stout—

And, whea we tuvk our way afar,

1 bore it from the old bazaar.

He had a deadly supple wrist

Who wielded It of yore, I wist;

And oft, mayhap, in goodly stead,

He flashed 1t o’er his tarbaned head,

When some Crusader, huge and grim,

Jn the thick press coufrontea him.

Perchauce his zealous soui now roves

In peaceful paradisial groves:

Ilis blade—1 wonder does he know?—

Is nothing Lut a curlo!

Ah! wouat a faie Ils fate has been—

Thbe blade that ¢cleit for Saladin!
CLINTON SCOLLARD,

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

Japan has 550 newspapers.

The British Museum bhas thirty-two miles

of shelves filled with books.

Joseph's coat of many colors is said by
rabbis to have been made of camel’s hair.

John J. Taylor ot Streator, Ill, once
wrote 4100 words of the blank side of a
postal-card.

The Egvptians and the Pheenicians are
joint claimants for the honor of the iuven-
tion of water craft.

The population of many South Sea islands
manufacture their entire suits from the
products of palm trees.

Bees never store honey in the light be-
ciuse honeyv so exposed granulates and s
thus usejess to the bees,

The Austrians consume more tobacco
than anyv other nationality or race ca the
globe, civilized or savage.

Homer mentions a Thracian wineso strong
that even Ulysses was obliged to dilute it
with twenty parts™f water.

There is a lighthouse to every 14 miles of
Eunglish coast, to every 34 miles of Irish
coast and cne to every 39 wmiles of Scottish
shore lioe.

At Dundenong, Australia, there is a blue
gum tree which has an estimated height of
450 feet. It is believed to be the tallest tree
in the world.

Testing the big Krupp guns is said to bLe
respounsible for the cracking of every brick
and stone house in Essen, the seat of the
great armery.

At York, Pa, in the orehard of Simon
Muechler, 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-
fly none because the nocturnal habits of the
woth require it, The diurnal movements of
the buiterfly do not.

The larges: and oldest chestnut tree in the
world stands at the foot of Mount Etna, 1t
is 213 feet in circumference and is kuown to
be at least 2000 years old.

Leaves attract dew: boards, sticks and
stones mnot mnot, because leaves have a
chemical use for dew and detain it, whil e
borrds, stick and stones bave none and do
not.

In England many of the peasantry still
plant the kouse leek, “Jupiter's
Beard,” on their house roufs as a pre-
ventive against thunder, lightning and evil
spirits,

Cape Colony is the natural habitat of the
largest known species of earthworm. It is
a solt, scaleless thing between six and seven
feet long, and much resembles our common
angleworm.

A chain made for the United States
Government at Troy, N. Y., in 1883, was
six miles and a fraction in length, 1t was
made of bars 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 of the
Vilioresl Canal, st its fall at Tessin. Itis
estimated that 39,000 horse-power cam be
developed at tiis point.

Granite 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
s the united thickuess of all the other
rocks. It is the parent rock from which all
other rocks have been either directly or in-
directly deriyed.

Both the Kurds and the Cossacks believe
that Ararat is guarded by an unearthly
being, and that no man can ascend the peak
and live. They have a somewhat contrary
opinion, however, as to what kind of spirits
are on guard, the former claiming that the
devll is guard supreme, the latter that an-
gels are on watch,

In ‘Turkey \f a man falls asleep in the
neighborbood of a poppy field and the wind
blows from the field toward him he becomes
narcotized and would die 1f the country peo-
ple, who are well acquainted with the cir-
cumstances, did not not bring him to a well
or stream and emply pitcher after pitcher of
water on his face and body,

The subjects of Great Britain are the
most trememdous palent medicine swal-
lowers on the globe. During the past year
the revenue derived from the three half-
penny stamp upen  patent medicines
amounted to $1,200,000. Licenses for
the sale of patent medicines have increased
1340 in England and 111 in Scotland.

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

The lougest horse railroad In the world
rune from Buenos Ayres to San Martin in
the Argeutine Republic, the distance being
about filty miles and the schedule time of
the trip thirteen hours. Trains leave
Buenos Ayres every hour in the day and
twice during the night. Every morning and
evening express trains leave, carrylng only
baggage.

There are to-day more than 200,000
women in the United States earniog = living
by professional and personal service out-
side that of mechanical labor or work in
the shops, in ths practice of law and medi-
cine, the teaching of music and art, litera-
ture and science, and in clerical work of
different kinds in Government and other
ofticial places.

The obtaining of tortoise-sheil involves
intense cruelty to the tortoise. When the
creature Is caught it is fastened down to
the 1ronnd and covered round the shell
with leaves and grass, which are set alight.
The heat forces the 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-matches are very popular with
the Burmese. They hold public eontests,
at which prizes are offered for competition,
and to which the ple flock from all the
country round. The form displayed would,
however, scarcely meet with the approba-
tion of Britisk patrons of tue noble art of
self-defense. Every sort and kind of hitis
allowed, ana the 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 the
slime of the rivers being especially prized
for this purpose. The Tartars and Egyp-
tians still use them in certain disesses.
They are taken by the people at many
viaces on the continent of Europe, samong
which may be named Drlboa. Eilsen,

Spa,  Marien
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HOW IT IS DONE.

The Way to Teach Horses
Fancy Gaits.

WHY IT IS WORTH WHILE.

The TMost Delicate QGirl, if but Cour=-
ageous, Can Train Her Horse in
All Equine Accomplishments.

Written for THE MoRNING CALL.

Some one, after reading the articls that
appeared in last Sunday’s CALL on the
different accomplishments of military and
riding-school horses, asked me, perhaps
quite naturally for one not versed in horse
lore, “what good purpose all these monkey
tricks served, after all.”

Let me first take exception to the phrase
“monkey tricks” as by no means applicable
to the equine accompiishments under con-
sideration. As well call the exercises
by. which gywnasts train and develop
their muscles monkey tricks, or the
motions by which the disciples of
Delsarte school and cultivate the body
and develop all its powers of expression.
There are a great many meotions and ex-
ercises that seem foolish and meaningless
in themselves, but which result in making
the human Lody a perfect, well-poised and
adaptable machine. So with the schooled
horse. He may never be required by any
€mergency to put fcrth the particular exer-
cises he has been taught by his careful
trainer, but because he has been schooled
in the so-called artificial gaits, because he

knows the trick of passade, the gallopade
the courbette or the capriote, can go 01;

)
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The “Pirouette,”

deux pistes and pirouette or make passage
at the signal of command, he is surer-
footed, easier under the saddle,
more tractable and better controlled.
Moreover he has the dounble ad-
vantage of a brain rendered keener
and quicker by the training that has ren-
dered his joints more supple and his body
readily responsive to his rider’s wish.
The bhorse that can jump a stream or a
fence, or that can travel a bit of bad road
with perfect security, that has the pride of
understanding his work, and the pleasure
which every good horse plainly shows of

responding iIntelligently to the sug-
gestions of his humane eompanion, is
a safer and more agreeable comrade

than the one that can merely canter or
gallop aiong a park road or amble through a
city avenue, with no thought but to put one
foot before the other and wpo interest in
anything going on about hiim. I have hired
and ridden many such a hack, and however
easy his gait or gentle his disposition, I bad
about as soon ride a cow.

I saw a few months ago seven young
women, ail fairly well mounted, some sit-
ting adinirably it their saddles and all pio-
fessing to be horsewomen, having entered a
tourney to give public exhibition of their
cquestrienne skill. Each rode her horse at
a hurdie placed about two feet from the
ground, and every one of the animals re-
fused it, shying, rearing and some turning
around and runaning away altegether. Oune
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 sorry
farce was added fear lest the foolish girl
should be injured.

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

“Easy enough to say!” eries some girl
reader. *But how is one to do all tnis
without knowing how ?”

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

We will suppose you have a saddle-horse,
or your brother has one that you sometimes
ride, or Prince, the family 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-
couragingly awkward. In any 2ase the
horse you ride does not jump, knows none
of the acquired gaits, and as for doing any
of the fancy French figures, you would as
§uon expect him to turn and speak to you in
that pollite tongue.

All true enough, but these difficulties are
by no means insurmountable. If your mount
is kindly disposed and trained to obedience,
can trot, gallop or canter pleasantly under
the saddle, carries nis head well and
responds promptly to the reins, whether he
guhlel by the bit or bridlewise; if you have

im light in hand and can move him easily
and readlly by will and whip, you ecan
easily train him, if not in all the details of

haut manege at least to s point where
h@will make a very creditable showing both
for your and for himseif.

Your best way to accustom him to vour
pew schooling will be to begin by riding
bim in ciicles. Ride out to some open
pasture, of which there are plenty all
around the outskirts of the city, and mark
out Insome way that shall be perceptibie
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 otheras you desire. They should

“Deux Pistes.”
begin with a large one and graduate to one

just lurge enough to guide your horse
around without actually turning him short,
Practlice riding around these, turning your
horse first one way and then another,
keeping him light in hand and chaugieg
the I fort with each change of
direction of the circle, until you can tra-
verse them all at a sharp canier. Some
horses, on being introduced to this exercise,
show a disposition to put their noses down
nurl{ to the ground and travel along as il
smelling their way. Do not allow this ; kee
our mount’s head well up, his neck an
;ody 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 on a level and on a hillside, and
keep it up until youcan ride at a sharp pace
the figure 8 as small as a horse
can readily turn the lines of. You
will be surprised toefind how shorta time
it will take to teach him this, and what an
improvement the exercise will effect in his
carriange. Moreover, he soon leazns that it
1s a showy and pretty accomylishment, and
he grows proud of bimsell and takes
pleasure in his lessons. Of course you will
always praise and reward him when he
does well. An approving word means a
g,ooddul toa lLorse, and if accompanied
& bitof carrot or apple ora lump of
sugar (if he has been taught to eat that con-
venient delicacy) will make him happy for
a long time,
Now, if you want to give him an added
of carriage and manner you may
teach him the pirouetie. 1f you are able to
move his eroup, or hindquariers, by the
aid of whip and spur you are all ready for
this lesson ; otherwise a little instruction
must precede it. With your horse standing
firmiy on all four feet, light in band and
facing squarely, tap him ou the right flank
with your whip until he wmoves the

croup one step to the left. He will be apt
Lo move his right forefoot 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 wili keep 1t fixed, while with
each tap of the whip the other three
feet will move one step around the pivot
thus formed. You shoulid then reverse this
process, and cause him to move the eroup
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; but of course you
must suggest your own remedy for that
difficulty. In any case press your heel as
far back of the girth as you cap, and the
horse will soen learn the lesson. Don’t go
too fast in teaching him. It is well to give
plenty of time to each lesson. Look
out for his feet, and do not hurry
him in this lesson lest he bring down one
iron shoe against the coronmet of the other
hoof and thus get a bad wound. This exer-
cise is sometimes called the pirouette re-
vensee, but in the real pirouette the horse,
using one hind leg as a pivot, walks the
other three around it, as shown in the illus-
tration. You have to keep the pivotal leg
immovable, as in the preceding lesson,
while you turn the forehaud, i. e., bead and
shoulders, toright cr left. You can, after
a little practice, keep the croup still by
pressure of whip or heel, and after a few
lessens you will bave him so well trained
and suppled that he will respond with the
fraqelux pirouette to your slightest signal
or it,

Going on deyx 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. If you mark out two such lines and
place the horse across them you ean, by a
little practice, combining the two maneuvers
above ontlined, soon get him to follow the
lines with but litile guidance from you. If,
as in this country most horses do, he
“guides by tbe neck,” or bridlewise, you
can move him deux pistes by light press-
ure on neck and flank, and the movement is
both beauntiful and useful. 1t gives a horse
good 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 wellas
the horse.

Most horses would jump naturally, and
rather like it than otherwise, were it not
that the artificial life to which they are sub-
joected acts greatly to subdue their natural
teudencies, and to make them cauntious and
timid about any new undertaking. There-
fore, a horse unusel to jumping must be
brought to it by degrees. Do not put up a
bar in an open field and take him over it,
for he will readily discover that it is only an
artificial obstacle put in his way, and will
want to go around it, and grow sulky if not
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 again 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. If made to
g0 back and forth Over it he realizes the
apparent aimlessness of the proceeding and
may refuse to comply with a request which
he thinks ison!y 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 if Le refuses, or
you may sour his temper forever, as far as
jumping is concerned. If hLe goes over all
right pat and praise him—if he 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 that line.

When, however, he will cross the bar all
right and {freely, raise it a little higher (but
do not let him see you do it) and bring him
up to it after a little canter, first at a walk,
then at a trof, and tinally, at a gallop, when
he has become accustomed to it. If yeou
can arrange the bar so that he jumps it just
as he is nearing home, so mueh the better,
but Le sure the ground where he is to jump
is not too hard. Have your bar about two
feet high say for at least a month afier he
has lost all fear of it, and takes it naturally
wheuever he approaches it, showing by his
longer or shorter stride as he comes up to
that he anticipates the leap and allows for
it. Then raise the ltar, but in all cases
have it so arranged that if he strikes it
with his feet it will fall, and not present an
imwmovable obstacle that may throw him
down and frighten if not seriously hurt
him. After a while he will get so that his
eyve takes an accurate measurement of the
height he must jump, and he leaps aceord-
ingly. If vou could have some assistance
in these initial lessons, and have tie bar
raised a few inches each time just as he is
making the leap, he will hit his hind feet
onee or twice, and after that will form the
very good habit of leaping a little higher
than is necessary to elear all obstacles.

After a month’s practice at the height
mentioned you can begin gradually to raise
the bar unti), by « series of carefully grad-
uated lessons, you finally reach his limit in
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“Coming Down.”

this direction. Remember that in fence-
jumping the higher the obstacle the more
slowly the horse should approach it. If, on
the other hand, you are jumping a stream,
or diteh, let him come at it at a good rate
of speed, as the jumpis low, but be requires
the momentum thus gained to carry him
across. In taking a fence he needs an up-
ward momentum, and should be collected
and brought teo a moderate pace in time to

make his sprineg. Now, as to your
own education in leaping which is
going on at the same time, In the

case of the young women before referred
te, when each horse was finally persusded
to go over that bar, each rider wobbled
back and forth in the saddle until I looked
to see her spine snap short off at the waist,
and she recovered her equilibrium by
shaking down into the saddie like a sack
of meal. If you have had no experience in
jumping you should keep your horse taking
the leap from a walk until you can sit it
firmly in your saddle without being shaken
up in your seat. This leap is really the
most difficult to sit, but is attended by ihe
least danger ot all,

When you are perfect in this try the trot
and the canter, and you will come naturally
to the higher leaps. If you are in the side-
saddle your hands should be as low as pos-
sible over the right knee, a rein in each
hand and your hands pretty clise to your
body that they may have encugh room to
yleld, so that the sudden thrusting forward
of the horse’s head may not jerk you for-
ward in the suddle and the sudden impul-
sion of the hind legs in leaping cast you un-
ceremoniousiy 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 wiil naturaily
cause you to lean forward, and you want to
be ail ready to lean back as he comes down
on the other side. The stirrup-leather should
be short enough to let your thigh come close
to the leaping or third horn, vour left foot
thrust back, not forward, your right knee
bugging the knee horn firmly, and in
coming down you lean as far back as possi-
ble and bear steadily on therein. You have
on the side-saadle a firmer seat than a man
for leaping, but vou need it, as you have
not his freer balance, and if your horse
comes down your predicament is far
more perilous than his, trussed up as you
are in imypeding skirt and vise-like saddle-
horns. Beware of pulling on the rein as
the horse rises, or you and he will come
mutually to grief. 1f, as so manv ladies
bave lately done, you have adopted the
cross-saddle, you should get a fooa grip
with the knees, holding the reins low down
and leaning back in coming dewn. If
you are timid at first you gain
security of seat by grasping the
back of the saddie with the right
hand; but abandon the practice assoon as
possible If you ever resort to it, as it is not
only awkward and inelegant, but it leaves

ou only one hand with which to heip the

orse if he makes a misstep, s0 remember
that the habit is in every way & bad one,
pel"hlpl the worst a young rider can ac-
uire,

It you follow out these instructions with
care and patience you will fina 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 tuitien.

Miss RUSSELL.

Inventions by Prisoners.
Chicagzo Thnes,

While Eogene Turpiu, the inventor of
melinite, has been covfined for treason at
Etainpes, France, he has invented a balloon
that can be gnided by the seronaut. He has
devised a new fuse for shells used at sea
and an apparatus for making Inexpensive
hydrogen gas for inflating balioons. Mean-
time Tobias F. Hudsop, a prisuner in the
Maryland penitentiary, has invented an
improved socket for incandescent lamps
and constructed a number of unl?e clocks,
one of which, the warden says, keeps bet-
ter time than the expensive French clock in
the prison. .

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,

Correspoudence of THE MoRNING C.LL,

While the entire world was celebrating
the four hundredth anniversary of the dis-
covery of America and paying honor to the
memory of Colambus the Genoese, the little
town of Calvi, in Corsica, was revering
Columbus the Corsican. A few steps from
the Strada del Filo, where, in 1441, traditicn
says that Columbus saw the light of day,
was laid the foundation of a monument to
be raised by public subseription 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 ecnvention gave to
Calvi a tricolor flag bearing this device:
*“A La Fidele Ville de Calvi—La Patrie Re-
counaissante.”” A century later France ex-
presses ler gratitude to the town that at
the price ot blood obtained theright to keep
upon her walls the motto, **Civitas Calvi
Sein per Fidelis!"”

The town of Calvi maintains its clalm to
Christopher Columbus by tradition, and
substantial proof for that tradition, the
family Colombo lived in Calvi and in the
Rue Colombo. This Rue Colombo dates
Irom the earliest times and in the filteenth
century was called Strada del Filo, that is
street of thread or of weavers. Everybody
knows that Dominigae Columbus, father of
Christopher, was a carder of wool, but all
do not know that many inhabitants of Calvi
accompanied Columbus to America, and
some of these had high positions under the
discoverer. In his first voyage the admiral
was surrounded by Corsicans and in his
second he had with him many Franciseans.
He wished his fleet to be commanded by
Michel Angelo Bottaglini and by the pilot
Morgana, both irom the towu of Calvi.

It is said that Napoleon had a guard of
400 Corsicans ip the island of Elba and that
often he talked with them of his famouns
compatriot, Christopher Columbus. He
even suggested that the discoverer’s kistory
be written with reference to his Corsican
origin. True, Christopher Columbus did
call himself a Genoese, but Caivi belonged
to the republic of Genoa. At Saint Domingo
has been found inscribed in the Spanpish
language on a rough stone this inscription,
“Cursed be the Corsican who brought me
here!” Perhaps the author of this inserip-
tion was one of Columbus’ thirty-eight com-
panions who were left to the mercy of
Cannabo.

I'wo or three vears ago the Abbe Peretti,
a Corsican priest, member of many scien-
tific and 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 tha fundamental prinel-
ples of my education were incorrect,and
that America was discovered not by Chris-
topher Columbus, the Genoese, but by
Christopher Columbus, the Corsican. After
reading the work I felt that if Christopher
Columbus were not born in the Strada del
Filo, or Rue du Colomb, as ecalled now,
Calvi, Carsiea, he was never born any-
where. In the first part of the book there
are ecritical analyses of the writings of
Giustiniani, Gallo and Foglietta, all con-
temporary with Colambus. These all said
the dis:overer was born 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 thev had never
known, of a man who from earliest infanev
had sailed the seas, and who lived and died
in a foreign country.” The next witnesses
cited by the Abbe are Din Ferdinand, Chris-
tepher’s son, and Barthelemy de las Casas,
his friend. The son tells where his father
was not borp, without giving the name of
his birthplace, and tells who were not his
anr-estors, without stating who they were.
The friend, Las Casas, knew but one faet
respecting the navigater—he was born in a
country eonnected In some way with Genoz,
but in what eountry he does not state.

la Casoni’s *Aunnals 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 wrota
his annals in the eighteenth century for the
glorification of Genoa, By his contradie-
tions and vague references to *‘publie writ-
ings,” neither cited nor produced, Casoni
inspires little or no ronfidence in the mind
of a thoughtful reader.

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

First—That Christopher Columbns, ae-
cording to the testimony of all these authors,
was “Genoese.”

Secend—According to their unanimous
testimony his father was a woolcarder and
weaver.

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

Fourth—That Cesoni is partial to Genoa,
and his statements repose on no foundation,

Fifth—Casoni is not exact enough. His
deception is too perceptible for belief in his
word. Besides, the Genoesa authors have
not accepted Casoni’s work as serious.

Sixth—The one point on whieh the
authors agree isthat Christopher Columbus
had two brothers—Bartolomeo and Gia-
como—and that at the age of 14 years

Christopher was apprenticed to his uncle

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

At the time of Columbus’ birth Genoa
was city and republic; the word “Genoese’”
therefore might mean a citizen of the city
of Genoa, or & 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 Genoa, and the inhabitants
of Calvt possessed especial privileges. No
documents relating to the Columbus family
at Calvi are lacking from the sixteenth to
the ecighteenth century, but in 1482 the
archives of ‘the fifteenth century were
burped; 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 by a family Columbus. The house was
destroyed in 1794 by an English shell and
now it is a ruin—a confused heap of earth
and stones, without pretension to architect-
ural form. In 1882, while searching among
these ruins, workmen found the stone that
surmounted the entrance door. Under the
lime and sand were discovered the follow-
ing carvings: 1o the center was a revoly-
Ing compass; at the right a tower, a sphere
and the polar star; at the left another
tower, surmounted by a colombo (dove), a
cross and a second sphere, uly 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 in Calvi, and
to-day in the town there are not more than
four or five of the original tamilies of Calvi.
Perhaps this aceounts for the delay in un-
earthing the ruins of Columbus’ house.
Possibly forelgn writers have not spoken of
Corsica as the birthplace ot Columbus be-
cause the navigator was continually chang-
ing his country. He was a cosmopolitan,
belonging to all nations and seeming to pos-
sess none, Corsican historians hated Geno-
ese tyranny, and, iu their minds, Calvi and
Genoa were son and mother; that may ex-
plain their silence as to the birthplace
of Columbus. Another reason is this:
Corsica had few archives, 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 autbors, who aid not hesitate
to disfigure history in order to exall their
owun country, are the ones who teli us that
the admiral of the ccean 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 Fernand
speaks of the ship of Columbus on his frst
voyage as followed by shoals of fish, ealled
touina. The tonina are unknown in Spain
and Italy, but are familiar to Corsican fish-
ermen. Why was i1t not possiblé for Colum-
bus to learn 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. Becanse God had saved
bi'm from dangers Columbus called the first
land seen San Salvador (Saint Sauveur or
HolySaviour). Turse who know Calvi will
remember the three statues ealled by this
name in the three principal churches of the
elly.,  Was this name not alctated to
Columbas by the souvenirs of his Christian
childbood? Im Cuba, Columbus named two
orts, Saint Catherine and Sawut Nicholas.
g‘heu saints were honored, more than all
others, at Calvi.

Again, according to Don Fernand, in
tians, 20

1495, Coluwbus, with

hiorses, and as many Corsican dogs, marched
against the natives of Hayti. The pres-
ence of Corsican dogs in America can only
be explained by the presence of a large
number of Corsicans. These Corsicans
must have been from Calvi, because Calvi
was then the only seaport in Corsieca. In
Corsica a dng is loved as a member of the
family, and in treaties we find that “each
soldier is allowed to embark with his dog
and horse.,” If there were many Corsicans
with Columbus this love for dogs expiains
why they were so numerous in the expe-
dition.

The Abbe Peretti has been able to con-
stract a birth certificate for Columbus,
Irovm-fmgments that he gathers from all
writers in the last five centuries. in this
problem there are the known and the un-
known quantities; the known quantities
are these: First, Columbus’ ancestors were
sailors; second, Christoplier was the eldest

of his family, and kis brothers were
Bartolomeo and Giacomo; third, his
own first-born  was called Giacomo.

The unknown quantities are the uncle, a
great navigator, and the grand-unele, even
greater, in fact a ftamiily of mariners of suffi=
cient importance to justify what has been
sald in their favor,

By most wonderfal relations between
cause and effect, the abbe proves that in the
time of Columbus his family was called
Calvi. Then it was the custom to use a
name of origin, instead of the family name.
That is wby we have all been “at sea”
about Columbus and Calvi, for all the
early historians speak of the family as
Calvi, Cristoforo Calvo, Bartolomeo Calvo,
ete. In Corsicathere were no families, only
mdlvldu;\‘.s, for families might have inter-
fered with the power of Genoa. When
Corsica became French the Cursicans were
no longer individuals but families. The
family Calvi answers to every nnknown
quantity demanded for the sclution of this
problem. Search has always been made for
a family of weavers, while in reality Coinm-
bus belonged to a family of sailors, and his
father, only by some chance, was a weaver.
When soliciting assistance from the Spanish
court, Columbus eould not say that he was
from Calvi, Corsica, because, in 1420, Chris-
topher Calvi fought against the King of
Aragon, in 1435, Jacopo Calvo also fought
against the same King, and in 1442 Antonio
Calvi celebrated himself as an enemy of
Aragon. 1In 1477 Giovanni Calvo chased
the sbips of Aragon statioved on the Medi-
terranean Sea. When, in 1439, Columbus
began his life as a sailor, Genoa and her
states were under the soversignty of
Louis XI, King of France, g0 that during
his entire career the navigator served
France. So the New World was discovered
by a Frenchman, a Corsican, native of
Calvi, and that is why French Deputies and
Senaters went to Calvi the other day for
the laying of a cornerstone to a monuinent
which will perpetuate the memory of this
same Frenchman and Corsican, Christo-
pher Columbus, the discoverer of America.

BARONESS ALTHEA SALVADOR.

Paris, Oct. 17, 1892,

A NORWEGIAN NOVELIST.
Facts About a Writer Whose Works

Are Well Known in This Country.

London Daily Graphie.

Bjornstjerne Bjornson, the Norwegian
novelist, whese works have lately become
somewhat more familiar to English readers
than they were some years ago, was born on
December 8, 1832, in tne parish of Kvikne,
Norway, where his father was priest. Ha
entered the university at Christiania in
1849. On leaving Christiania he spent'some
time {n traveling through Sweaen and Den-

During this period
“*Peasant Songs”’
Life.”
Bergen Theater,
was manager of the theater at Christiania.
During the next few years, until 1880, we

mark., he composed
and “Tales ot Peasant
In 1857 he became director of the

From 1865 to 1867 he

hear little of the man who, in a few
years, was to be known not only in his own
land but in other eountries, as a powerful
writer, a man who, as a novelist, was to do
for literature what Ibsen had done for the
drama. In 1880 Bjornson left Norway for
America, and in the United States he
studied life and jolitirs. On returning te
Norway he raised what was known as the
“Fiaz Question”—that is, that Norway
should have a clean flag, a flag without any
symbol of the unien upon it. Being unsue-
cessful in this he left for Paris, where he
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. I will thrash and be thrashed
in Norway. I will sing and die in
Norway. Be sure of that.” The novelist
is of fine physique, a powerfully built man,
his face displaying an iron will and indom-
itable courage. He is the composer of
many widely read poetical works. Butitis
in bis prose works, sueh as “The Heritage
of the Kurts,” that this author has gained
such a hold on his countrymen and has en-
aged the attention of literary erities in
%nglnnd. 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 virtnally the leader of the
masses im this *“‘Consular Question,” a
question which is the bone of contentlon
Letwesn the Legislature and the King.

The Fate of a ouse.
Lewiston Evening Journal,

A Saco eat chased a haif-gzrown mouse
out of the dining-room closet, canghtitin .
her mouth and bezan to play with it, throw-
ing it up and catehing it again, as cats will.
One of these throws the cat muffed, and the
mouse made a bee-line for first base, sit-
uated under the legs of e table. The cat
made a lively attempt to run the mouse
down, but the game finally ended
in &n entirely unexpected way. The
cat had her mouth open, the mouse ran,
jumped, made a mistake in aim, and went
down tha cat’s throat, The cat made a
desperate attempt to eject the mouse,which
was a very small one, but could not suec-
ceed. For three hours she spparently suf-
fered intense pain and could not move, and
it was decided to chloroform her, By night
she had succeeded in getling the mouse
down, however, and was playing about the
bouse apparently as well as ever.

Emerson’s Adyice to a Daughter.

Finish every day and- be dooe with it
For manners and for wise living it is a vice
to remember. You have done what you
could, some blunders and absardities no
doube crept in; 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. It 1s too dear, with its hopes and in-
vitations, to waste a momeut on the rotten
yesterdays.

Ninevel, the ancient city, was 14 miles
long and 8 miles wide, surrounded by a wall
100 feet high and 29 feet wide.

o

TWIN EVILS

It can truly be said that ““ Constipation
is the parent of all evil. Headache is
= its twin complaint.
- : Great attention ought
to be paid to this
matter, as it is certain
to generate some
awful sickness. Dr.
David Kernedy's
Favorite Remedy
that has fcm-el(ll 80
; many of these
N7 B evils, will cure you.
Irs. D. Rugg, of Medusa, N. Y., thought
there was no permanent cure until she
used this great medicine. In writing,
she says :

*For years I had been tronbled with Consti-
pation. I tried many remedies which gave only
temporary relief. Last fall I became so diseased
that I had a severe atfack of Chills and Colic; I
then determined totry DR. DAVID KEN-
NEDY’'S FAVORITE REMEDY, which
gave me permanent relicf, and I am beiter now tham
1 have been in years,

Mrs. Orphia Burdick of Otsego, N. Y.,
writes : 5

*‘ Being a suffer from sick headaches for
I tried many remedies. and the only one
gvo me permanent relief. was DiR. DAVID

ENNEDY’S FAVORITE REMEDY, -
made at Rondout, N. Y., and lueinowhmln
be the best medicine known for that com: »
QUGHT NOT YOU TO ACCEPT

THIS SURETY OF RELIEF
AND CURE.
jeStIsm N -




