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PHE POWEROE BOBBY '

@owW LUNDON POLICEMEN REGU~
LATR TRAFFIC. i

A Lesson for All Other ¥orces—A Note

" Book the Only Weapon, But the Law
is Behind 1t—The Rule of the Road
Must be Observed—Enormous Trafiic
Madé to Roll Along Smoothly.

London, Feb. 1, 1895.—Crowded streets
end plenty of 'em. Two thousand miles
of ’em, or maybe three, and at the
beart of ’em a maze of streets—long
streets, short streets, narrow streets,
crooked streets, and every inch of ’em
packed with traffic. Not a crowded
street here and there merely, but scores
of ’em side by side, criss-cross, end to

end, spittin out maelstorms of traf-

the skill with which the street traffic of
this world-city is handied, yet none of
them has carried the lesson home and
put it fnto practice in their own town.
There fs no soeret in " the matter; the
information cau be had for the aseking,
and they that dwell in towns will be
the gainers by it. Well, then, how did
it come about ?

Go to Hyde Park corner any day in
the season, and watch the streams of
traffic as they flow in and out of the '
open space around the Wellington stat-
ue—thousands of cabs, omnibuses, drays,
private carriages, hand barrows, dog
carts, bicycles, every sort of thing that
can go on wheels. Chaos 'would come
again if it were not for a policeman
here, another there, and one at the op-
posite corner.

Hamilton-plee?, at the bottom of Park-
lane, pours a strong current into Picca-
dilly. Two policemen get you through
it without so much as & sueeze, & wink
or a loss of breath! Without the two
policemen there would be no getting
through.: One of them'‘ controls the
traffic - entering Hawilton-place, the

fic—human kind on foot, and riding,
beast kind pulling such loads of mer-
chandise as never were before under the
sun.

These are the streets of London, gud
they require to be managed. And, bythe
mark, they are managed as no other
city streets are under the star-studded
canopy. These Londoncrs uuderstand
the business. Foreigners coming here
look on gaping, wondering how it is done.
When the Shah, son of heaven, master
of the earth, and light of the everlast-
ing firmament, came here, he was more

other controls the traffic leaving it. A
motion of the hand stops the stream in
Piceadilly, and lets the s&tream from
Hamilton-place flow in, or vice versa.
. No matter who you are, or what you
are driving in, or in how, great a hurry
you may be—cabman or costermonger,
duke driving a four-ini-hand, coachman
of a prince, with his royal highness jm-
patiently waiting in his red-lined car-
riage, vou must stop when the police-
man’s hand is raised, and you may not
go on again until it is lowered.

Rreak the rule and you shall see what
happens—a summons to th> police court
and a fine, whether you are coster,cab-

impressed by the stalwart bobby who

man, duke, or his high mightiness him-
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The whole thing, London over, is man:
aged in the same way. The signal is
the policeman’s haud, the policeman’s
Weapon i8 his notebook; behind the note-
book ure the suminoning officers and the
magistrate.

4 _There are Lwo kinds of vehicular traf-
fic. They are technically kuown as
“slow” and ‘“fast.” *“SBlow” traffic is
heavy traffic, such as vans, drays, etc.
Fast traffic is made up ol cabs, car-
riages, omnibuses, ete. Atisuch places as
Piccadilly Circus and Trafalgar-spuare,
where many etrects converge upon one
point, the police have both “slow” and
“fast” traffic to deal with. All the traf-
fic in the old “city” is necessarily “slow”
on account of the cougested state of
the etreets. The old “city’” is a mile
equare. It is the heart of Loundon. Into
it on the last census day there came
about 1,800,000 persons and 92,000 ve-
hicles. Of these, 100,000 persons and
16,000 velicles crossed London bridge.

All vehicles take the left hand side of
the road. Oa tue bridges there are four
rows of traffic, two gouing aud two com-
ing. The rows nearest the footpath are
for “slow” traliic, the centre rows are
for “fast” traific.

| e

The actual practical control of the
| street traffic is left, to a great extent, to
the judgment of the policemen them-
selves. Profiting by the experience of
years, the police arrive at a piteh of
‘great ekilfulness in the mavagement of
{etreet traffic. Men are especially ap-
! pointed for this dnty. Good men receive
a slight extfa pay for the work, espe-
cially when they are appoiuted to such
busy spots as tLe Mansion House-square.
The opew space in froat of the Manison
House, the DBank of England and the

being on foot,” except by approval of
the commissioner of police. The sale of
newspapers is, however, exempted from
this provision.

Between the hours of 10 a.m. and 6
p.m. no coal can be Joaded or unloaded
over or acrces any footway in the prin-
cipal thoroughfares. Nor, within those
hours, can safes, or casks, or bales or
cases, whether empty or full; be lowered
or drawn up by meauns of ropes,chains
or other maechinery e¢rossing or suspend-
ing above any footway.

Between 10 a.m. and 7 p.m. no per-
son shall drive or condu¢t along anpy
street' any' cart or carriage: or other ve-
hicle laden with timber, metal or any
other article which exceeds in length 86
feet, or which protrudes more than 8
feet) 6 inches behind the vehicle, or more
than oue foot from the sides of the ve-
hicle; or carry in any way along any
street any jadder, scaffold-pole, or
other article which exceeds 85 feet in
length or 8 feet 8 inches in breadth;
nor drive nor conduct along any street
any cart, wagon or other vehicle used
for conveying goods.or merchandise, and
drawn by more than four horses.

Carriages, cabs, buses and bicycles must
carry lamps after sundowh. And for this
provision everybody is truly grateful in
crowded Londou.

Behold the clause whith provides the
penalty for disobeditnce of the police
regulations for street traffic: “Any per-
son wilfully disregardiug or refusing to
conform to auy rcgula.t%ou of the com-
missioner ol police, made in pursuance
of this act, shall incur 'a penalty not
exceeding 40 eanitiings for each offence;
and any constable ‘mmay take into cus-
tody without warrant any person who,
within view of such constable, wilfully

\

LLONDON STREET TRA FFIC—LONDON BRIDGE.

ytands all day long in the middle of the
rrowded ways, lifting and dropping his
arm like a semaphore, and so halting
the rush of vehicles or leiting it pass
pn—he was more impressed, was the
Bhah, by this spectacle than by all the
powers and the panoplies of the Dri-
lish empire! “Ho!” said the Persian
sovereign, “your policeman, is the
mightiest man in England! All men obey
him, pausing or moviug as he will. And
yet he speaks not.”

There are the Gallic neighbors, across
the turbulent ealt streak. They, too,
bave been mjghtily impressed by the
authority of Bobby, the Bluecoat. So
they sent some spruce and spanking ser-

zents de ville to Cockneytown to learn!

the secret by which Parisign cochers
oiight be held in check. The spruce and
sparking ones came, saw and saluted—
and tken went home again. In Paris
they stood in the middle of the boule-
vards, stretched out their arms, and let
them down again, but nobody saw, or
cared, or understood. The cochers went
by, runuing amuck, as their habit is,
cracking their whips and “sassing back.”
The eergents de ville swore, aud drew
their short swords; but the omnibus driv-
ers ran into them, and the drays
hemmed them at ?the curbs! So DParis

self! Is this autoecracy of democracy ?
Call it what you choose, it is good man-
agement. Without it London would be
impossible, because it. would be impas- |
sable. i
There is no “slanging,” no ‘“sassing
back,” no picturesque objurgation of any
sort. If you maké a disturbance, so
much the worse for you. Not ifor your
bones, or for your flesh, but for your
convenience and your. pecketbook, and,
peradventure, your reputation as a
peaceable subject.. The policeman does
not flourish a *‘biily;” he does not carry
one: he does not: abuse you, or lay
hands upon you; he is imperturbable,
and he produces & note book and takes
down your name and address, wishes
you good morning, and the next day
you are summoned to the police court.
There is no shilly-shally, The whole
thing is done on the principle of pay-
ing the piper if you choose to dance.
If you are a licensed person, say
cabman, and you break the “line,” the
policeman takes your number and your
name. The number is easiiy taken, for
youw carry it on a round tin plate as
big as a saucer, and you have to pro-
duce it for the asking, whoever asks.
Besides, your cab is also numbered, and
conspicuously, too, in large black fig-
ures on a white enamelled ground, eo
that he who runs, or walks, may read

gave up the game, and reverted to its
lawless driving. It _Jl_Ld not learned that

it. Every ’bus driver is numbered, too,
and every ’bus has its license nnm-

Royal Exchange is probably
epot -in the world. Into it seven great
thoroughfares pour their streams of |
traffic—CheapsiGe, Queen Victoria-street,
King William-street, Lombard-street, |
Corchill, Threadueedle-street- and Moor-
gate-street. The regulation of this par-
ticular “flow” requires great tact and !
a cool head. Stations like that, and
like those at Piccadilly Circus and Tra-
falgar-square and Hyde Park Corner and
Albert Gate, arc the most difficult,and,
for that reasos ihe best .places in the |
service from Lhe puiiceman’s point of view. |
Men are appointed to these stations ac-
cording to the special ability they tdmwI
and not accordiug to seniority of ser-
vice. The oldest men may soinetimes be .
the greatest ‘“‘duifers” at such work. At
certain hours of the day, or on certain |
occasions, extra men are put on, for an
hour or so, to relieve the regular spec-
ials, and if they show ability and tact
they are noted and promoted according- |
1y. :

The silence, the precision, the quickness
with which the police allotted to the con-
trol of the street traliic discharge their
duty. is one of the inost remarkable feat-
ures in the management of «this remark-
able town. There is no fuss and feath-
ers, no dog-ip-office demonstration, no
officious parade of authority, no loud
talking and no billy flinging. . -

On wet days Londoustreets run mud,

! late the lines of

the busiest | disregards or refuses to conform to any

such regulation, and refuses to give his
name and address to sucll constable.”

Behold, then, how London street traf-
fic is governed. Go thou and do likewise!
For great is your neefi and sore the
congestion of your thoroughfares. Chaos
reigns therein. But take away ‘the
policeman’s “billy,” and [keep off the
streets the officers’ who have tempers.
Give careful instruction  that ‘‘sassing
back” is no good, but that a note-book
and a law shall take:i | the place of
tongyes and eof head-thwacking.

And mark! They that do these things
in Londen—the policcment who regulate
the street traffic—have that for their
duty” and nothing more. It is impossi-
ble to attend to two things at once—a
remark which I dare say has been
made before in the course of ages.- And

‘so when yon station poiice to regulate

the traffic you most let them give their
undivided attention to that business.

| They should staund like sentries and not

stir, from their posts if ithe heavens fall.

Outside the theatres policemen regu-
cabs and carriages
which set down and take up the pleas-
ure-seeking folk. There | is need for
this. In the Stroand of a night you shall
find 85,000 people coming out of a
dozen or 15 theatrcs and seeking convey-
ance home. Across Yiccadilly Circus the
trafiic streams from Piccadilly, Regent-

g

there was something more than the out-
stretched arm oi the policeman to hold |
the ribbon-handlers in awe. |
Now, it happens that London under- |
stands the management of street traffic
better than auy other city in the world.
To begin with, the Englishman is what
they call.a.“law abiding creature.” His
Poteucy the Shah of Persia did not un-
derstand the hidden meaning of the
phrase. The Parisians are a law unto :
themsklves, and they cannot understand '
Why any one should interfere with their ;
equestrian eccentricities! If they choose ’
to drive on both sides of the street, or;
down the middle of it, or do whatever
Pleaseth them, you shall see the barri- |
cades up and hear the rifles cracking, !
t]:re their vagaries of driving shall cease! |
_'u’t itis different with the Briton, be-:
;{‘5 a talmer creature, Moreover, he !
.ms reasoned it out, that if Loudon |
:;’"j‘e;’:li'l‘“‘:(;l(ult {)x{auuged with authority
racha syste £
comes iml)ussible.m sestem, Lugduu e
There you have the root of
‘\‘hth the biggest city of th:hi,(’:;ﬁtit
your hands, you cannot manage things
in village fashion. Parig is a ;iglu‘,- .
h.” street ,t“‘m"' compared with London. |
No other city in the world, except New
York, ean hold 4 candle to it. lAmfthe
untarnished liberty of New York etreet
'tx-.';lﬁc differs from that of Paris ouly in
this, that, if you are ruu over iy Madison-
Bquare, yo# are not arrested for ob-
structing the highway!

i
1
|
!
|
1
{
!
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1t hus loqg been a marvel that, al-
though foreigners sojourning. in London
Ve accustomed themselves to praise

P

LONDON STREET TRAFFIC—POWER OF A POLICEMAN'S ARM IN STEMMING THE TIDE AT A CBOSSING.

bered.  Every vehicie used fop business
purposes has its owncr’'s name and ad-
dréss legibly displayed, so that it may
be easily discerned, As for|private car-:
riages —well, the policeman/reckous with
the ' coachman,. or driver thereof, mnot
with him who is driven. The respousi-
bility is syddled where it belongs, on
the' shoulders of him who drives. The
licensed ones wili foricit their licenses
if they becowe uaruly and if they break
the *“‘rule of the road” an unreasonable
number of times. The emuiating Paris-
ians did not put a new law behind fheir
spruce aud spauking sergents de ville.
There is no use in asking a policeman
to etand all day in the wind and the
mud, stretching out his hand to check
traffig, if you are not prepared to sum-
marily\check the persons who defy him.
First make your law, then enforce it,
and let there be no respecting of - per-
sons !

Pass through Piccadiily in the season
and you will see such crush of traffie,
from noon till late at night, as no other
thoroughfare of civilization can equal.
The street, packed with regular lines of
vehicles, goiag and coming, with a pre-
cision | that might be military—except
that it is civil in mor¥® seuses thun one.
It is composed almost entirely of
'buses, cabs and private carriages, and
at every coraer there would be a tur-
moil if it were not for the ‘bobbies.”
Get into the Strand and Fleet-street
and you will fiud another class of traf-
fic, just as much of it, but more com-
mercial in its nature. Get into Cheap-
side and you fiud yet another class, A
congestion of 'busses, drays aud vans.

tin
i which grinds the paveinent.

struction or inconvenience to the passage

congequelice of the enormous traific
Then the
police are protected by rubber leggings
which reach from heel>to hip, and by
long rubber capes. Spattered from head
to foot, the men are stili imperturbable,
patient, courteous. It is hardly possible
to pay them too high a tribute for the
manner .in which they discharge their
duties.” They are, unquestionably, the |
model policemen of the world.

You can’t ieate wagons unhorsed and
standing at the curb ail n'ight in Lon- |
don; you can’t, with impunity, draw up !
a dray at right aungies with .the side-
walk, and check all other traffic at any
hour you choose; you sannot uuload coal
in heaps upon the pavewent; you can-
not, in London, dc many thinga whu;h
commend themselves-—say to draymen in
America.

Between the hours of 10 in the morn- |
ing and 7 in the eveniug, in such_st.reets
as may be named by the commissioner
of police, no asles, dust or refuse from
any house may be removed. In mno
street may soods or other articles
be allowed to rest on any footway or
upon any other part ol the pavement,
or be otherwise aliowed to cause ob-

of the public for a longer time than
may be absolutely necessary for loading
or unloading such goods or other arti-
cles. Cattle canuot be driven through
the streets between the hours of 10 a.m.
apd 7 p.m., except with the permission
of the scommissioner of police. Plctures,
prints, placards, buards or notices cg_n-
not, by way of advertisement, be dis-
tributed in ouy street “by any person
riding in any vehicie or on Loreeback,or

“mile or éo, below London bridge.
new cross-river thoroughfare has taken

street, Waterioo-piace, the Haymarket,
Shaftesbury-avenue, ;Coventry-street, and
it would become hLopclessly mixed and
even dangerous without the control of
Authority. | Besides, what would the
poor foot passenger do lin London with-
out Bobby the Biuecoat to make way
for him? As it is, he is monarch of

i allj he surveys, and ne walks about with-

out inconvenience.
Manage a city like a city. Have we
not passed beyond the erg of the town
pump ?
Street
very great pace.

traffic in Loandon grows at a
I uave given you the
figures for Loandon bridge at the last
census-taking. A few months ago the
new Tower bridge was opened—hall a
This

from London bridge 6000 vehicles and
650,000 foot passengers a 'day, and yet
London bridge seems to be as erowded
as ever, ARTHUR| WARREN.

A Little Rough on Us.

It is announced that the Canadian Gov-
ernment will make ample provision for
the family of the late Premier Thomp-
son. It will thereby put, a handsome

, premium on sterling honesty and integ-

grity in high office. It is something that
Canada needs by way ol example and
preceptyf-Boston Herald.

B.B B. .
Purifies, renovates and regulates the en-
tire sysfem, thus curing dysapepsia, consti-
pation, sick headache, bilioysness, rheuma=
tism, dropsy, and all diseasés of the stom-
ach, liver, kidneys and bowels. It also re-
moves all impurities from the system from
a8 oommon - pimple to the worst -cro(gloun

80T,

Streamed richly, and the hidden

Of Cytheris, and Dian, and stern
Fell the grotesque, long shadows,

The 1lint - specks floated in the

Forth 'with it reaching fancy,
And color clad them, his

From my waked spirit,
And 1 could paint t

Colors of such divinity to-d

Quick, or he faints! Stand with
Now bind him to the

So let him writhe !

: Ha !
How fearfully
Gods !

gray-haired and so
‘Pity thee?’ So I do!

I'd rack thee, though I
A thousand lives were perishing

A whip to keep a coward to his
What gave Death ever from his

Come from the grave to-morrow

And I may take some softer path

No, no, old man; we die

.E'en as the flowers, and we shall

Strain well thy fainting

And though its erown of
Consumeéd my brain to ashes as
By all the fiery stars!

Aye, though i

Though it should bid me

And taunt its mother till my brai
All, I would do it all,

Thrust foully in the earth to be
O heavens! but I appall
Your heart, old man! Forgive!

Vain! vain! give o’er!

Gogds! if he do not die
But for one moment—one—till I

Shivering !
Brokenly now.
Another !

Is his heart still? Ah! lift up
He shudders—gasps—Jove help hi
\

PARRHASIUS.

The golden light into the painter’s room

colors stole

From the dark pictures radiantly forth, i
And, in ‘the soft and dewy atm osphere,

Like forms and landscapes magical they lay.

The walls were hung with ‘armor, and about
In the dim corners stood the sculptured forms

Jove ;

And from the casement soberly away

full and true

And, like a yeil of filmy mellowmness, . .

twilight air,

Parrhasius stood, gazing forgetiully

Upon his canvas. There Prometheus lay,
Chained to the cold rock of Mount Caucasus,
The wulture at his vitals, and the links

Of the lame Lemnian festering in his flesh:
And as the painter’s mind felt through the dim
Rapt mystery, and plucked the shadows wild

and with form

fine, earnest eye

Flashed with a passionate fire, and the quick curl

Of his thin nostril, and his: quivering lip, .

Were like the winged god’s breathing, from his flight.
“ Bring me the.captive now !

My hand feels skilful, and the shadows lift

airily and swift ;

bow

Upon the bended Jheavens, argund me play

Yo
Ha ! bind him on hi8 baeck!
Look, as Prometheus in ‘my picture hgre.

the cordial near!
rack !

Press down the poisoned links into his flesh,

And tare agape that healing wound afresh!

How long

Will he live thus? Quick, my good pencil, now
What a fine agony works on his brow! .

strong !

he stifles’ that short groan!
if I could but paint a dying moan!

I pity the dumb victim at the’.altar;
But does the robed priest for his pity Talter?

knew
in thine;

What were ten thousand to a fame like mine ?
‘ Hereafter!’ Aye, hereafter!

track !
kingdom back

To check the sceptic’s laughter ?

with that story
to glory.

breathe away

Our life upon the chance wind, e'en as they.

eye ;

For when the bloodshot quivering is o’er,

The light of heaven will never reach thee maqre,
Yet there’s a deathless name—

A spirit that the smothering vault shall spurn,

‘And, like a steadfast planet,’ mount and burn;

flame
it won me,

1'd pluck jt on me;

id: me rifle

My heart’s last fount for its insatiate thirst;
Though every life-strung nerve be maddened first:

stifle

The yearning in my throat for tmy sweet child;

n went wild;—

Sooner than die, like a dull worm, to rot;

forgot.
-

Ha! on your lives

Let him not faint! rack him till he revives!

His eye

Glazes apace. He, does not feel- you now.
Stand back! T’ll paint the death dew, on his brow-

eclipse

Conception with the scorn of those calm lips
Hark! he m utters
That was a difficult breath,
Wilt thou never come, oh death?
Look, how his temple flu tters!

his head!
m—so—HE'S DEAD!”
—Nathaniel Parker Willis.

THE FEMALE SCRIBE,
How The Sussex Chronicle Got Exclusive
News of n Mysterious Crime.
She was a frail little woman, with
great sad eyes and g sweet’refined face.
Her hair clustered in glossy black ring-
lets about her well-poised head. She
halted hesitatingly before the imposing
offices of The Sussex Chronicle, and then,
regaining her courage, pushed open the
swing doors and climbed up the broad
stairs to the editor's room. ‘she found
that august journalistic luminary in his
room and up to his ears in work.
“The fact of the matter is, Miss—"
“ Mrs. Archer,” she interposed.
“ Mrs. Archer, that we have a larger
staff now than we can find work for.
I don’'t see what I can do for you.
Have you bhad any newspaper ex-
‘periencge ?”’
“I have written a number of short
stories for the London weeklies and—"
“ Humph! Short stories and reporting
are two very different things. How-
ever, there can be no harm in seeing
what you can do. There is to be a
private exhibition of pictures at the
Brighton Art Gallery this afternoon. Go
and see what you can make of it. Here
is the invitation card. There’s nothing
efse at present or I would give you an
easier task. Bring your copy to me,
please,” and the editor pushed back his
chair and rose to bow the little lady
out of the office. :
When James Finlay, the editor of
The Chronicle, reached the office later
on in the day, he found the new as-
pirant patiently waiting to see him.
“ Here is my report, sir,” she observ-
ed, handing him her copy.
Finlay settled himself down. in his
chair, blue pencil in hand, and read it
through with marked surprise. It was
decidedly well written. It was refresh-
ingly original, devoid of all hackneyed
phrases, picturesque in description and
keen in analytical criticism.
“It is very well written,” commented
Finlay, laying the article down on his
desk and looking up with a smile.
She flushed slightly.
“] am pleased to hear you say)so,”
she said. \
“1 shall always do my( best.”
Whir-r-r-r, whir-r-r.
Finlay rushed to the telephone.
“ Hullo!” bhe cried. ‘ What! a mur-
der?”  Yes—yes. Can’t you go? I've
got no ome to send.  Can’t the New-
haven mystery- wait? = Why not do the
murder first? .Oh, of course, I forgot.
In Meslana-street, did you sa.g'? All
right. I say, are you there? Hullo!
What number? Yes. No. All right.
Good-bye.”
Finlay returned to his desk with a
sigh. '
gI‘here's been a terrible murder in Mes-
lana-street,” he explained with a smile,
®s he glanced at the little woman, who
sat waiting his further orders. * And
the dickens of it is that I baven't got
a soul to send. Every one of the re-
porters are out.” s
“Send me.”
Finlay shook his head. '
“Thanks. I'm afraid it’s hardly the
sort of work one could ask -a lady to
do. Murders are upsetting, and there
are all sorts of unpleasant details which
have to be gone into.”
* Please let me try, Mr. Finlay.”
Finlay started. There was something !
exquisitely pathetic in her appeal. He
hesitated, and then he gave way.
“Very well. Here’s the number. I'm
sorry to ask you to do such unpleasant
work, but it certainly would be a very
great convenience if you really don’t
mind. Go to the house, the police sta-
tion and every place wherel there is the
smallest possibility of picking up any
clues bearing on the crime. You'd bet-
ter take a cab.” .
The little woman nodded her head, a|
bright light of determination burning in |
her eyes. !
“1 hope she won't make a mess
that,” reflected Finlay, apprehensively,
when a moment later her footsteps had
died away down the stairs. * Hanged
if I ought to have trusted it to a!
green hand. It was those eyes of hers
which got around me. Poor little |
woman. And as for you, James Finlay, |
you always were a fool where a woman
was concerned.”
The door opened and the proprietor ;

pppeared. : .
“ What’s going on to-night, Finlay 2’

of |

}ed those photographs,

i into the office.
+and his eyes scared.

i Archer,

“ There’s a queer case at Newhaven
and a murder in Meslana-street. Both
are big.”

“Who's on the murder ?”

“I put a woman—Mrs. Archer—on!
All the reporters were out, and she
thought——" \

“A woman. 'Pon my word, Finlay,
that doesn’t speak well for your saga-
city.”

“It could not be helped. She’ll manage
all right. Do not worry yourself about
that.” E

Time - rapidly grew apace and Fin-
lay began to grow restless. The hands
of the big clock pointed to midnight.
The ruhs of the night was on,in earnest.
It had beenan unusually eventinl day.
and column after column had dropped
from the busy pens. of the stafl.:

‘“Put that Meslana-street murder after
the leader,” shouted the proprietor from
his room. “Let me see it in proof.”

“ Great snakes,” thought poor Finlay.
“What the dickens has happened to
that woman. I've half a mind to go
round and see.”

At that moment the rattle of wheels
was heard in the hushed street below.
Several minutes later the new reporter
stood in the editor’s room.

“ Well,” exclaimed Finlay,
necessary severity.

“I've got a complete account of the
murder. I wrote it at home,” replied
Mrs. Archer. *“ You may take it from
me -that all the facts are correct. Here
(s a photograph of the dedd man. Here,
that of his murderer.” -

Finlay took the copy and in his eager
bhaste. he did not see how frightfully

1lid she was and how unuaturally
right her eyes grew. For a moment
she looked like a galvanized corpse.

“Send round to my house in two
hours’ time amd I will supply you with
another sensation,” she remarked in a
low voice. “If it's worth anything
you might send the check for my day’s
work to my mother. Here is her ad-
dress. Thank you. I shall go now.”

And biding the editor good night, she
left the room. !

Like the art report, the accouut of
the murder was written in a style which
was very superior to anything which
appeared in the columns of this Sussex
daily paper as a rule. It bristled, how-
ever, with sensational detail, and as he
read it, Finlay found himself wondering
whether the writer could have known
the chief actors in the dark crime or
whether she had been drawing on her
imagination for the vivid story in his
hands. £

** She either knew the people intimate-
ly or else she is a truly journalistic liar,”
he remarked to his assistant.

“ Probably the latter.”

“ 1 don’t think so,” observed the other.
“To tell you the truth she impressed
me as being an esseatially worthy lit-
tle party. I wonder where she obtain-
It was smart
I must ask her to-

with un-

work, you know.
morrow morning.”

The article was quickly edited and
hurried up to the composing room.

* Two o’clock,” commented the editor,
glancing up at a large solemn faced
clock above his desk. * Robinson.”

A bright-faced young man hurried into
the room.

*“Go to Myrtle Villa, Village Square,

i and see what kind of a sensation there
Say that Mrn. Archer tald

is there.
you to call.” {

Half an hour later Robinson dashed
His cheeks were white

*“ The sensation at Myrtle Villa is the
suicide of Mrs. Archer,” he whispered.
** She was the wife of the man who was
murdered in Mesdlana-street.”

“ What,” shrieked the astonished editor.
He took a lsip of paper from the re-
porter’s hands and rwdpe it through care-
fully. And this was Mrs. Archer’s sen-
sation. .

““Mrs. Annie Thorne, otherwise Annie
committed suicide by taking
poison at Myrtle Villa, Village Square,
Brighton, this morning at 2 o’clock. Her
husband, John Thorne, was the man who
met death-at the bands of & woman in
Meglana-street a few hours previously.
The husband and wife had been separat-
ed a few months. She left a note say-
ing that she could not live without
bim ifi the mysterious beyond.”

“ Poor sou],” said the editor sympa-
thetically. “ Who knows what rom-

5

ance lies behind the death of these
people.”

“Is that murder refport in yet ?” said
theypropyletor, bustling up. “ Well,
don’t give that kind of work to a
woman again.”

"‘ She’ll never want another job,” re-
plied the editor. But the remark was
drowned in the din of the office.—Peare
son’s Weekly. v

Ko
b L

MY BIKE AND 1

: BY A DAUGHTER OE THE DAY,

. : ‘ Lt

Yet another good thing men have too
long and too selfishly kept to them-
selves, like turn-up collars, shirts, saila-
hats- and divided skirts! But now the
wheel of fortune has turned, or, rather,
to be strictly technical, wobbled, in our
direction, and simultaneously with the
freedom of our parish, that of the bi-
cycle has been bestowed upon us. Two
progressions at ounce !

_lu Republican France, woman took to
bicyeling for the sake of the chiffons.
A Frenchwoman bicycles to show off her
‘“costume velo,” the end to the means.
In England they have taken to it, at
last, because the duchesses have. Social
distinction has been conferred there on
what but a short time since was ’'Arry-
ish and bourgeois. Cycliug has been lev-
elled up, and when they have a track
running alongside the Row in Hyde
Park its elevation will be complete. In
the meantime the more plebeian Batter-
sea Park is the venue where peers and
peeresses, merchant and mechanie, -type-
writer and lady’s maid, cax all be seen
disporting themselves, without regard to
what other people may think. In Can-
ada our girls ride, first, because they
choose to; second, because it is ex-
hilarating, and, third, because it is con-
venient and expeditious.

When I read of ladies’ bicycling class«
es at so much a lesson, of my Phof
iellow-creatures wearily wheeling round
dim yards and back streets, replete with
every refinement and privacy, I thank
goodness for the want of grace which
attended my initiation into the noble
art. I picked it up over in the suburbs
of Hamilton at Christmas time, where
we were a large party, collected from
all® parts of the country to celebrate
the festival, and picked it up, firstly, "
to annoy Aunt Barbara, who is not an
up-to-date woman at all, and has views
on dress and chaperonage; secondly, to
please my male cousins and make my
female ones jealous; thirdly, in order to
scandalize the homely natives of those
parts; and, last, but not least, because
Algy Debrass, the show “ parti” of the
occasion offered to teach me,

There was no skating or hockey, and
no curling to speak of, and the men
were conseguently amenable for the
nonce. Under Algy’s aegis, therefore,
and suitably arrayed in some ol my
horse-back kit, with a golt shirt, I em<
barked on what I fondly hoped wouldy
be a triumphant progress down the side
line, watched by jealous eyés from the
bondoir, by a bed-making housemaid
from the upper windows, and by a-grin-
ning man of all work, whomy I could
have slain right then and there. Algy
steered the machine on the left; a gentle~
man of the Toronto garrison support=-
ed it on the right, and cousin glarry:
I permitted to bring up the rear, and
steady the back wheel. But it is the
first pedal which costs, as the French
say. The ill-broken thing would not
stand a minute. Perhaps the frost made
it fresh. 8o, calling all my skirt-danc-
ing powers to my aid, I attempted a
graceful swing of one leg and half a
skirt over the machine, hopping desper-
ately alongside the while, on the other.
By .the skin of my teeth, or the nail
of my great toe, I succeeded in perch-
ing precariously on the smallest saddle.
it has ever been my fate ta sit-oy,’
while my feet fumpled as wildly for
the pedals as those of a doubtful or-
ganist attacking a new voluntary. The
thing gave one not a moment’s breath-
ing time to collect one’s skirts or one’s
wits, but forthwith proceeded to wob-
ble forward incontinently of its owa ace
cord.

“Cling !” I shrieked to my escort. And.
they all clung, to a man. The instinct
of self-preservation is strong. I flung
my arms, regardless of Aunt Barbara’s
feelings, at the boudoir window, ob- |
jivious of giggling servants or grinning
Jaborers, throttling round the mnecks of
Algy and the soldier ‘man. Harry
seized me convulsively round the waist,
and I “remained,” like ‘the hunting
Frenchman after a successful fence.

After giving Aunt Barbara this start,
I made a fresh one. Having found my
feet, I gave one or two fresh strokes,
and immediately the “ possessed ”’ thing
taking a mean advantage of me nmi
a slight declivity, bolted.. 1t had ne
mouth, whatsoever, but with reminis«
cences of the bay rushing in upon me
I endeavored to steer. But the rule o‘
the road is' the converse to that of the
bay. In vain they told me to push it
the way it was falling; it was fall«
ing all ways at once. I hung on to my
bridle like grim death, and, finally, af-
ter a devious wobble of some lengthy
it gybed into a bush, and we had to
luff aud bring up short, all hands to
the rescue. :

Then followed a pause. With diffis
culty I dismounted, hitching up._on to
the various points, spikes, chains, ete.,
with which the ani}nul is viciously decos
rated, and my escort got their breaths,
Yet it looked sv innocent, lying there,
prone against the bush!

*“ Steady, boys, steady!” and{ I mount
again. The thing is sulky now, and jibs.
Gracious | how it did jib, up that little
bit of a rise! I toiled and moileds I
rounded my npaturally dart-like figure
into a real record-breaking back;
pushed and pounded; the treadmill eam
be nothing to it! I hadf no idea I was
80 heavy. At the end of twenty minutes
1 give in, and return ignominiously to
the house, worn and weary, as though
I had ridden miles, and all that
day and all the next night strange new
muscles and bruises make themselves felt
dbout my frame.

But I can look back upon it all with
a smile now, for before the party broke
up I could ride. Not only could }unoung
and dismount alone, if necessary, or the
assistance such as I liked was not at
band, but I even went a ride of some
miles, up hill and down dale, with Algy,
who said I looked sweet, etc. But that
is another story... Aunt Barbara proe
fessed to be shocked. Jt ever her girls
take to eycling, I am sure she will ade
vertise for a groom or a maid who can
ride, to accompany them. Ostensibly,
Algy and 1 rode round the hill, but we
shw little of the cowntry. I am not
sure if there was any country, even; and
people were malicious enough to say
that Algie was all my eyes sought. :

As regards subsequent rides, I cannot
say that I can quite recommend bi-
cycling to engaged couples. We both
came a terrible cropper when Algie tried
—but that also pertains to another his-
tory, which I cannot stay to tell you
now, as I am dreadfully busy, runnin
about Toronto getting an assortmen
of “costumes velo” for my troussem
including a Zouave, one from -Euro
which I shall delight in exhibiting teo
Aunut Barbara—at dusk.

" ROBERT COCHRAN,

(TELEPHONE 316.)
of Zoroste Steck Nzoanag e
PRIVATE WIRES
Ounicngo Bosrd of Trade and New York Stosk
Excnange. Margins trom ] per ceni. up.
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