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loness could we see, and as for Jim-Jim,
there was not even a finger joint of him to
be found. Evidently they bhad not come
here.

“So pushing through the bush we proceeded
to hunt every other likely spatabout, with
the same result.

« T suppose she must have taken him right
away,’ I said at last, sadly enough. ‘At any
rate, he will be dead by now, so God have
mercy on him, we can’t help him. What's to
be done now?

4 ¢ suppose that we had better wash our-
selves in the pool and then go back and get
something to eat. I am'filthy,’ said Harry.

“This was a practical, if a somewhat un-
feeling, suggestion. At least it struck me as
unfeeling to talk of washing when poor Jim-
Jim had been so recently eaten. However, I
did not let my sentiment carry me away, s0
we went down to the beautiful spotthat I
have described, to wash. I was the first to
reach it, which I did by scrambling down the
ferny bank. Then I turned round and started
back with a yell, as well I might, for from
almost beneath my feet there came a most’
awful snarl.

Al had lit down almost upon the back of
14 "oness, who had been sleeping on theslab
wiNre we stood to dry ourselves after bath-

ing. With a snar] and a growl, before I cotild"

do anything, before I could even cock my
rifie, she had bounded right across the crystal
pool and vanishied over the opposite bank.
It was all done in an instant, as quick as
thought.

“She had been sleeping on the slab, and
oh, horror ! what was that sleeping beside
her ¢ It was the red remains of poor Jim-
Jing- lying on a patch of blood stained rock.

‘Oh! father, father! shricked Harry,
‘look in the water.’

“I looked. There, floating in the center
of the lovely, tranquil pool, was Jim-Jim’s
head. The lioness had bitten it right off,
and it had rolled down the sloping rock into
the water.

CHAPTER IIL
“Poor Jim-Jim | We buried what was left
of him, which was not very much, in an old
bread bag, and though whilst he lived his
virtues were not great, now that he was gone
we could have wept over him. Indeed, Harry
did weep outright; while I registered a quiet
little yow on my. cwm account that I would
let daylight into that lioness before I was 48
hours older, if by any means it could be done.
“We buried him and there he lies where
the lions will not trouble him any more. So
there is'an end of the book of Jim-Jim.

. “The question that now remained was how
- -tocircumvent ‘his murderess. ‘I krew that
she would be sure to return as soon as she
would be hungry again, but I did not know
. when she would be hungry. She had left.so
little of Jim-Jim behind her that I should
scarcely expect to see her the next night,
unless indeed she had cubs.. Still, I felt
that it would not be wise to miss the
.. chance of her coming, so we set .about mak-
ing preparations for her reception. The first
thing that we did was to strengthen the bush
wall of the skerm by dragging a large quan-
tity of the topsof thorn trees together and
laying them one on the other in such a fashion
that the thorns pointed upwards. This, after
our experience of the fate of Jim-Jim, seemed
a Vvery mecessary precaution, since if where
one sheep can jump another can follow, as
the Kafirs say, how much more is this the
case where an animal so active and so vigor-
ous as the lion is concerned! And now came
thé further question, how were we to beguile
the lioness to return? Lions are animals that
have astrange knack of appearing when they
.-are not wanted, and keeping studiously out

. ‘of the way when their presence is required.

“Harry, who, as I have said, was an emi-
nently practical boy, suggested to Pharaoh
that he should go and sit outside the skerm in
the moonlight as a sort of bait, assuring him
that he would have nothing to fear, as we
would certainly kill the lioness before she
killed him. Pharaoh, however, strangely
enough, did not:seem to take to thissuggestion.
Indeed, he walked away, much put out with
Harry for having made it.

“It gave me an idea, hbwever.

¢ ‘Well," I said, ‘there is that ox. He must
die sooner or later, 80 we may as well utilize
him.’ "

“Now, about thirty yards to the left of our
skerm, if one stood facing down the hill to-
ward the river, was the stump of a tree that
had been destroyed by lightning many years
before, standing equidistantly between, but
a little in front of, two clumps of bush,
which were severally some fifteen paces
from it.

*-Here was the very place to tie the ox; and
accordingly a liftle before sunset the poor
animal was led forth by Pharaoh and made
fast there, little knowing, poor brute, for
what purpose; and we commenced our long
vigil, this time without a fire, for our object
was to attract the lioness and not to scare
her.

. %For hour after hour we waited, keeping
ourselves awake by pinching each other—it
is, by the way, remarkable what a difference
in the force of pinches requisite to the occa-
sion exists in the mind of pincher and
pinchee—but no lioness came, The moon
waxed and the moon waned, and then at last
the moon went down, and darkness swal-
lowed up the world,” but no lion came to
swallow us up. We waited till dawn, because

id not dare to go tosleep, and then af
last we took such rest as we could get.

“That morning we went out shooting, not
because we wanted to, for we were too de-

" pressed and tired , but because we had no
more meat. For three hours or more w2
wandered about in a broiling sun looking
for something to kill, but absolutely with no

‘results, For some unknown reason the
game had grown very scarce about the spot,
though when I was there two years before
every sort of large game except rhinoceros

_and elephant was particularly abundant.
m of whom there were many, alone

ined, and I faney it was the fact of the
game they live on having temporarily ni-
grated that made them so daring and fero-
cious. As a general rule a lion is an amiable
animal enough if he is let alone, but a
hungry lion is almost as dangerous as a
hungry man. One hears a great many dif-
ferent opinions expressed as to whether or
no the lion is remarkable for his courage,
but the result of my experience is that very
much depends upon the state of his stomach.
A hungry lion will not stick at a trifle,
whereas a full one will flee 'at a very small
rebuke.

“Well, we hunted all about and nothing
could we ses, not éven a duck or abush buck,
and at last, thoroughly tired and out of tem-
per, we started on our way back to camp,
passing over the brow of a steepish hill to do
80. Just as we got over the ridge I froze up
like a pointer dog, for there, about 600 yards
to my left, his beautiful curved horns out-
lined against the soft blue of the sky, I saw
a noble koodoo bull (strepsiceros kudu). Even
at that distance—for, as you know, my eyes
sve very keen—I could distinctly see the white
stripes upon its side when the light fell upon
it and its large and pointed ears twitch as the
flies worried it.

480 far so good; but how were we to get
atit? It was ridiculous to risk a shot at that
great distance, and yet both the ground
and the wind luy very ill for stalking. It
seemed to me ihat the only chance would
be to make o «ctour ol at a mile ox
more and come upou 'ae o oide of the

Koodog, T called Wiy v~ ; - ol 5

plained to him what I thought would be cur
best course, when suddenly, without any
delay, the koodoo saved us any further
trouble by suddenly starting off down tho
hill like a leaping rocket. I don’t know what
had frightened it; certainly we had not.
Perhaps a hyena or a leopard—a tiger as we
ecall it there—had suddenly appeared; at any
rate off it went, running slightly toward us,
and I never saw a buck go faster. As for
Harry, he stood watching the beautiful ani-
mal’s course. Presently it vanished behind a
patch of bush, to emerge a few seconds later
about 500 paces from us, on a stretch of com-
paratively level ground that wasstrewn with
bowlders. On it went, taking the bowlders
in its path in a succession of great bounds
that were beautiful to behold. Asit didsoI
happened to look round at Harry, and per-
ceived to my astonishment that he had got
his rifle to his shoulder.

“‘You foolish boy!’ I ejaculated, ‘surely
you are not going to'—and just at that mo-
“ment the rifle went off.

“And then I think I saw what was, in its
way, one of the most wonderful things I ever
remember in my hunting experience. The
koodoo was at the moment in the air, clearing
a pile of ‘stones with its fore Jlegs tucked up
underneath it. All in an’ instant the legs
stretched themselves out in a spasmodic
fashion, and it lit on them and they doubled
up beneath it. Down went the noble buck,
down on to its head. For & moment it seemed
| to be standing on its horns, its hind legs high
! in the air; and then over it -went and lay still.
{  “‘Great heavens! I said, ‘why, you've hit
him! He'’s dead.’

“As for Harry, he said nothing, but
merely looked scared, as well he might. A
many let alone a boy, might have fired a
thousand such shots without ever touching
the object, which, mind you, was springing
and bounding over rocks quite 500 yards
away, and here this Jad, taking & snap shot
and merely allowing for elevation by in-
stinct, for he-did;not put up his sights, had
knocked the bull over as dead as a door nail.
Well, I made no further remark—the occa-
sion was too solemn for talking—but merely
led the way to wheFe the koodoo lay. There
he was, beautiful and guite still, and there,
high up, about half way down his neck, was
a neat, round hole. The billet had severed
the spinal marrow, passing right through
the vertebress and away on the other side,

“It was already evening when, having cut
as much of the best meat as we could carry
from the bull, and tied a red handkerchief
and some tufts of grass to. bis spiral horns,
which, by the way, must haye been nearly
five feet in length;in-the hope of keeping
jackals and -aasvogels ‘(vultures) from him,
we finally got back to camp to find Pharaoh,
who was getting rather anxious at our ab-
sence, ready to greet us with the pleasing in-
telligence that another ox was sick. But
oven this dreadful bit of intelligence could
not dash Harry’s spirits, the fact of the mat-
ter being that, incredible as it may appear,
I do verily believe that in his heart of hearts
he set down the death of that koodoo to the
credit of his own skill. Now, though the lad
was a tidy shot enough, this of course was
ridiculous, and I told him so very plainly.

“By the time that we had finished our sup-
per of koodoo steaks (which would have been
better if the koodoo had been a little younger)
it was timeto get ready for Jim-Jim’s mur-
deress ‘again. All the afternoon Pharaoh
told us the unfortunate ox had been walking
round and round in a circle as cattle in the
last stages of redwater generally do. Now it
had come to a standstill, and was swaying to
and fro with its head hanging down. So we
tied him up to the stump of the tree as on the
previous night, knowing that if the lioness
did not kill him he would be dead by morn-
ing. Indeed, I was afraid that he would be
of little use as a bait, for alion is a sports-
manlike animal, and, unless le is very hun-
gry, generally prefers to kill his own dinner,
though when once killed he will come back
to it again and again.

“Then we repeated our experience of the
previous night, sitting there hour after hour,
till at last Harry went fast asleep, and even
1, though I.am accustomed to this sort of
thing, could scarcely keep my eyes open.
Indeed, I was just dropping off, when Pha-
raoh gave me a shove.

 Listen? he whispered.

“] was all awake in a second, and listening
with all my ears. From the clump of bush to
the right of the lightning shattered stump to
which the ox was tied came a faint crackling
noise. Presently it was repeated. Something
was moving there, faintly and quietly enough,
but still ‘moving perceptibly, for in the in-
tense stillness of the night any sound scemed
loud.

“I woke up Harry, who instantly said:
‘Where is she? Where is she? and began to
point his rifle about in a fashion that was
more dangerous to us and the oxen than to
any ible lioness.

¢ ‘Hush up!’ I whispered savagely;andas I
did so with a low and hideous growl a flash
of yellow light sped out of the clump of bush,
past the ox, and into the corresponding clump
upon the other side. The poor sick brute gave
a sort of groan, and staggered round and then
began to tremble. I could see it do so clearly
in the moonlight, which was now very bright,
and I felt a brute for having exposed the un-
fortunate animal to such terror as he must
undoubtedly be undergoing. The lioness, for
it was she, passed so quickly that we could
not even distinguish her movements, much
less shoot. Indeed at night it is absolutely
useless to attempt to shoot unless the object
is very close and standing perfectly still, and
then the light is so deceptive and it is so diffi-
cult to see the foresight that the best shot
will miss more often than he hits.

« ¢She will be back again presently,’ I said:
‘look out;, but for heaven’s sake don’t fire un-
less I tell you to.’

“Hardly were the words out of my mouth
when back she came and again passed the ox
without striking him.

« ‘What on earth is she doing? whispered

¢ ‘Playing with it as a cat does a mouse, I
suppose. She will kill it presently.’

“As I spoke the lioness once more flashed
out of the bush, and this time sprang right
over the doomed ox. It was an exciting
sight to see her clear him in the bright moon-
light, as though it were a trick that she had
been taught. /

¢ ¢I believe that she escaped from a circus,
whispered Harry; ‘it's jolly to see her jump.’

“] said nothing, but I thought to myself

preciate tho performance, and small blame
to him. At any rate, his teeth were chatter-
ing a bit.

“Then came a longish pause, and I began
to think that she must have gone away,
when suddenly she appeared again, and
with one mighty beund landed right on to
the ox and struck it a frightful blow with
her paw.

“Down it went, and lay on the ground.
She put down her wicked looking head with
a fierce growl of contentment. When she
lifted her muzzle again and stood facing us
obliquely, I whispered, ‘Now’s our time, fire
when I do.’

“[ got on to her as wellas I could, but
Harry, instead of waiting for meas I told
Kim, fired before I did, and that of course
hurried me. When the smoke cleared, how-
ever, I was deliglited to see that the lioness
was reline o iout on the ground behind
I.the V4. (' » 6z, which covered her
fas v *» vover, that wecould not
—.«ad of her,

i S=9. .

that if it was Master Harry did not quite ap- |

“(She's done for! she's deadl yelled
Pharaoh in exultation; and at that very mo-
ment the lioness, with a sort of convulsive
rush, half rolled, half sprang iato the patch
of thick bush to the right. I fired after her
as she went, but so far as I could see without
resuls. Indeed, the probability is that I
missed her clean. At any rate, she got to the
bush in safety, and once there, began to make
such a diabolical noise as I never heard be-
fore. She would whine and shriek, then
burst out into perfect volleys of roaring that
shook the whole place.

““Well,’ I said, ‘we must just let her roar;
to go into that bush after her at night would
be madness.’

“At that moment, to my astonishment and
alarm, there camean answering roar from
the direction of the river and then another
from behind the swell of bush. Evidently
there were more lions about. The wounded
lioness redoubled her efforts, with the object,
1 suppose, of summoning the others to her as-
sistance. At any rate they came, and
quickly, too, for within five minutes, peeping
through the bushes of our skerm fence, we
saw a magnificent lion bounding along to-
ward us through the tall tamboulin grass
that in the moonlightlooked for all the world
like ripening corn. On he came in great
leaps, and a glorious sight it was' to see him.
‘When within fifty yards or so he’ stood still
in an open space and roared, and the lioness
roared too, and then there came & third roar,
and another greatblack maned lion stalked
majestically up and joined No. 2, and really
I began to realize what Jim-Jim must have

undergone.

“4Now, Harry,’ I whispered, ‘whatever
you do, don’t fire—it’s too risky. 1f they let
us be; let them be.’

“Well, the pair of them marched off to the
bush, where the wounded lioness was now
roaring double tides, and the whole three of
them began tosnarl and grumble away to-
gether there. ~ Presently, however; the lion-
ess ceased roaring and the twolions came out
again, the black maned one first—to prospect,
I suppose—and walked. to where the carcass
of the ox lay and sniffed at it.

¢ ¢Oh, what a shot!’ whispered Harry, who
was trembling with excitement.

“Yes, I said, ‘but don’t fire; they might
all of them come for us.’

“Harry said nothing, but whether it was
from the natural willfulness of youth, or be-
cause he was thrown off his balance by ex-
citement, or from sheer recklessness, I am
sure I cannot tell you, never having been
able to get a satisfactory explanation irom
him; but at any rate the fact remains, he,
without a word of warning, entirely disre-
' my exhortations, lifted up his West-
ley Richards and fired at the black maned
lion; and, what is more, hit it slightly on the
flank.

“Next second there was a most awful roar
from the injured brute. He glared around
him and roared with pain, for he was sadly
stung; and then, before I could make up my
mind what to do, the great black maned
brute, evidently ignorant of the cause of his
pain, sprang right at the throat of his com-
panion, to'whom lie evidently attributed his
misfortune. It was a curious sight to see the
evident astonishment of the other lion at this
most unprovoked assault. Over ‘he rolled
with an angry roar, and on to him sprang
the black maned demon, and cdmmenced
to worry him. This finally awoke
the yellow maned lion to & sense
of the situation, and I am bound
to say that he rose to the occasion in a
most effective manner. Somehow or other
he got to his feet, and roaring and smarting
frightfully closed with his mighty foe. And
then ensued a scene that absolutely baffies
description. You know what a shocking
thing it is to see two large dogs fighting with
abandonment. Well, a whole hundred of
dogs could not have looked half so terrible
as those two great brutes as they rolled and
roared and rent in their rage. It was an
awful and a wonderful thing to see the great
cats tearing at each other with all the fierce
energy of their savage strength, and making
the night hideous with their heartshaking
noise. And the fight was a grand one, too.
For-some minutes it was impossible to say
which was getting the best of it, but at last I
saw that the black maned lion, though he
was slightly the bigger, was failing. I am
inclined to think that the wound in his flank
crippled him. Anyway, he began to get the
worst of it, which served him right, as he
was the aggressor. Still I could not help
feeling sorry for him, for he had fought a
-gallant fight, when his antagonist finally got
him by the throat, and, struggle and strike
out as he would, began to shake the life out
of him. Over and over they rolled together,
an awe inspiring spectacle, but the yellow
boy would not loose his hold, and at length
poor black mane grew faint, his breath came
in great snores and seemed to rattle in his
nostrils, then he opened his huge mouth,
gave the ghost of a roar, quivered and was
dead.

“When he was quite sure that the victory
was his own, the yellow maned lion loosed
his grip and sniffed at his fallen foe: Then
he licked the dead lion’s eye, and next, with
his fore feet resting on the carcass, sent up
his own chant of victory, that went rolling
and pealing down the dark ways of the night
in all the gathered majesty of sound. And
at this point I interfered. Takinga careful
sight at the center of his body, in order to
give the largest possible margin for error, I
fired, and sent a .570 express bullet right
through him, and down he dropped dead
upon his mighty foe. p

“At that, fairly satisfied with our perform-
ances, we slept peaceably till dawn, leaving
Pharaoh to keep watch-im case any more
lions should take it into their heads to come
our way.

“When the sun was {airly up we arose, and
very cautiously proceeded—at least Pharaoh
and I did, for I would not allow Harry to
come—to see if we could see anything of the
wounded lioness, She had ceased roaring
immediately on the arrival of the two lions,
and had not made a sound since; from which
we concluded that she was probably dead.
1 was armed with my express, and Pharaoh,
in whose hands a rifle was indeed a danger-
ous weapon—to his companions—had an ax.
On our way we stopped to look at the two
dead lions. They were magnificent animals,
both of them, but their pelts were entirely
spoiled by the terrible mauling they had
given to each other, which was a sad pity.
| ~ “Inanother minute we were following the
| blood spoor of the wounded loness into the
{ bush, where she had taken refuge. This, I

need hardly say, we did with the utmost
caution; indeed, I for one, did not at all like
the job, and was only consoled by the re-
flection that it was necessary, and that the
bush was not thick. Well, we stood there,
keeping as far from the trees as possible,
and poking and peering about, but no lioness
could we see.

¢ ‘She must have gone away somewhere to
die, Pharaoh,’ I said in Zulu.

¢ ¢Yes, Inkoos’ (chief), he answered, ‘she
has certainly gone away.’

“Hardly were the words out of his mouth
when I heard a most awful roar, and look-
ing round saw the lioness emerge from the
very center of a bush just behind Pharaoh,
in which she had been curled up. Up she
went on her hind legs, and as shedidsol
saw that one of her fore paws was broken.
Up she went, toweri fhs Pharaoh’s
| head, as sh ¢
| paw to st
| Icould g
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to dvert the coming catastrophe, the Zulu
did a very brave and clever thing. Realiz-
ing his own imminent danger, he bounded
to one side, and then, swinging the heavy
ax round his head, brought it right down on
her back, severing the vertebre and killing
her instantaneously. It was wonderful to
seo her collapse all in a heap like an empty
sack. .

% ‘My word, Pharaoh,’ I said, ‘that was
well done, and none too soon.’

. % ‘Yes,’ he answered, ‘it was a good stroke,
Inkoos. Jim-Jim will sleep better now.’

“Then, calling Harry to us, we examined
the lioness She was old, if one might judge
from her worn teeth, and not very large, but
thickly made, and must have possessed ex-
traordinary vitality to have lived so long,
shot as she was; for, in addition to her broken
shoulder, my express bullet had blown a great
hole in her that one might have put one’s fist
into.

“Well, that is the story of the death of
poor-Jim-Jim and how we avenged it, and it
is rather interesting in its way, because of
the fight between the two lions, of which I
never saw the like in all my experience, and
I know something of lions and their ways.”

- “And how did you get back to Pilgrims’
Rest?” I asked Hunter Quatermain when he
had finished his yarn.

“Ah, we had a nice job with that,” he an-
swered. “The second ox died and so did an-
other, and we had to get on as best we could
with the three remaining ones harnessed uni-
corn fashion, while we pushed behind. We
did about four miles 4 day, and it took us
nearly & month, during the last week of
which we pretty well starved.”

“I notice,” T said; *“that most of your trips
ended in disaster of some sort or another,
and yet you went on making them, which
strikes one as a little queer.”

“Yes, I daresay; but, then, remember I
got my living for many years out of lfunt-
ing. Besides, half the charm of the thing
lay in the dangers and disasters, though they
were terrible enough 'at the time. Another
thing is, they were not at all disgstrous.
Some time, if you like, I will tell you a story
of one which was very much the reverse, for
I made £4,000 out of it, and saw one of the
most extraordinary sights a hunter ever
clapped -is eyes on; but it's too late now,
and, besides, I'm tired of talking about my-
self, Good night.”

Fashion Notes.

Stout women wear drawers and che-
mise of fine French flannel, as they
thereby attain the necessary warmth for
cold weather without the extra bulk of
wearing both merino underware and
muslin.

In addition to the brilliant red which,
especially in cloth or flannel, 1s now so
much used for childred’s dresses, have
been seen some equally pretty frocks
make entirely of blue. A dress of sap-
Fhire blue gush is trimmed with the
ong-haired black lynx fur. Gray cloth
gaiters that button above the knee are
worn with this costume.

A pretty ornament for the hair is a
“rose bow.” The petals of the rose are
formed of ends two inches long of green
corded ribbon cut in sharp points at the
upper edge. The petals are formed of
many thick, soft loops of rose-colored
satin ribbon and a few ends of gilt wire
form the stamens. This is set on a long
hairpin. '

Red linen handkerchiefs, blue-stitched, .
are worn with muffs in preference to the
more delicate white cambric, which can
scarcely touch fur without losing its
purity.

Evening basques are laced with nar-
row satin ribbon instead ef cord.

Ostrich feather fans are not considered
ggod style for debutantes. Theirs should

of cocks’ plumes or else painted gauze.

A distinguished-looking skaking cos-
tume has a skirt of very heavy black
faille francaise, edged with black astrak-
han. The basque and drapery is of
smooth dark-blue cloth, braided and
edged with the fur. The bodice is fragg-
ed down the front, and there is a little
toque and muff to match of the cloth
and fur.

Buttons have lost their identity since
the rage for braiding set in and are of
little importance, being as quiet in style
as possible. The favorites are the small
bullet-shaped ones, crochet-covered, or
else still smaller flat ones, covered with
black silk.

Flowers are revived for ball dresses
and are made to appear as natural as
possible, drooping from flexible stems
and surrounded with natural fol.age.
They are made with the greatest care
and come in setts consisting of a garland
for the skirt, a corsage bouquet and a
small cluster for the hair.

A novel hair ornament consists of small
side combs, less than two inches long,
made of real or imitation tortoise-shell,
set with a sparkling row of rubies or
#ther small gems, sometimes with a va-
riety of colored stones. The combs are
worn either at the side or in the coils of
hair surmounting the forehead.

A late fashion in Paris, and one of
which the Audubon Society will grieve
to hear, is that of wearing small birds’
wings in the hair at the opera. Bru-
nettes wear them dyed scarlet or gilded,
while the blondes wear white, blue or
pink. While it may be crue itis at the
same time exceedingly pretty and
piquant in effect.

There is aneffort being made just now
to return to the old bow-knot method of
of dressing the hair, such as one sees in
pictures of the fashions of 1821. It is
rather a trying fashion and only young,
fresh faces can stand it. All the tenden-
cy, though, is towards a high and ex-
tremely narrow effect, with one curled
lock in the centre of the forehead.

In Paris they are dressing young girls
in full plain skirts of figured materials,
with low round gathered bodices, sur-
rounded by a white sash. Sandal shoes
and high coiffure, with the hair combed
off the forehead, make the ccstume still
more like the fashions of the twenties,
which are beiug industriously revived.

One of the newest creations of fashion
is a bodice intended for ball-room wear,
uniting the half high and half low in
very pretty style. This low bodice seems
to be made of flowers of light pinked silk
ruching, and the bodice proper goes over
the shoulders in two drapings, which be-
comingly clothe the display of shoulders
to which some people object.

'l‘holuandnv Suflfering.

¥ Thousands of people are suffering un-
told miseries from’ constipation, head-
ache, blliousness and weakness' that
might be at once relieved and soon cured
by the use of Burdock Blood Bitters.
This invaluable medicine is sold by all
dealers at One Dollar per bottle, thus
placing it within the reach of all.

P el
Zeotland was estab-
argl n2 1695,
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LOVE LETTERS.

No Man or Women in Love Who Has
Not Written Them—A Few Ideas
on an Interesting Topic.

[Washington Post.]

The writing of love letters began at a
very early period of the world’g history.
We cannot bring documentary evidence
to prove just where or how it begun, or
who started it, for history is hazy when
we undertake toget at the facts, away
bagk near the time of the primal pair;
but inasmuch as love was includedinthe
original outfit of the human famly, it
must have been talked in Eden, and in-
asmuch as writing is merely talking at
long range, it follows—the conclusion, we
submit, is inevitable—that love letters
passed between the first pair of lovers
who happened to be separated after the
invention of writing.

If Adam and Eve had known how to
write and could have guessed how much
pleasure they could find in the new sen-
sation, we have no doubt they would
have parted from each other a few days
just to indulge in epistolary communica-
tion. True, there was no general post
office, no fast mails, no carrier system,no
green  stamps_ in their time, but they

might have left their letters, as millions
of their décendants have done, in a hol-
low tree—an apple tree, for instance—or
under some loose stone on top of the
garden wall. - What a relief from ennui
they would have found in such an ex-
change of vows and compliments and
tenrder nothings.

Why is it that the publication of love
letters in courts of law or in the news-
papers sends a snicker across the con-
tinent? Why do people, old and young,
and of all sorts and condition, rush in
crowds to the courts and almost .travel
over eaeh other’s heads to hear love let-
ters read and then go home and laugh at
them as if they had found something un-
ique in the way of fun? Why do grave
men and sober women skip all the sensi-
ble reading in a newspaper if it happens
to contain a love letter, and, having read
that, laugh at it as if it were the latest
and best of Gilbert’s operatic jokes? Ten
to one if all the old trunks in all the old
garrets were called to give up their trea-
sures they would convict these grave
men and sober women of just such “silli-
ness,” if they please to call it 8o, as that
which excites their risibles. No man or
woman was ever thoroughly in Jove—and
not to have been there, we are informed,
is to have missed some happiness, at
least—who didn’t say and do “silly”
things. Why, then; does everbody feel
such an irresistible inclination to poke
fun at the manuscript love making of anj
unfortunate whose letters get into the
courts and papers? Itis a mystery we
shall not attempt to explain.

There is one phase of this general sub-
ject that seems to call for special men-
tion, to wit: the intensity that an aged
swain puts into long-range courtship and
the peculiar zest with which other aged
parties get their full of fun out of his
written caresses. There is néthing new
in the torridity of an old man’s love, pro-
vided its object be a damsel of iender
years. If we had the social statistics of
the Patriarchs—and we regret our in-
ability to cite them on this occasion—we
would prove that December has always
been falling in love with May. And if
mathematical formula were applicable
a matter of this kind, we could de -
strate that the heat of an old man’s love
for a young woman is in the ratio of the
square of his distance from her in years.

hy make fun of a universal trait ?
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