
A GRACEPUL COMPLIMENT.
MR, S. VANPOODLE-SO you are reading my '«Gryf-

fyth ap Gryffyths, or Scenes of High Life," Miss Maud ?
Miss Maud (enthusiastically)-Oh, yes !
Mr. S. Vanl?.-If I atn not indiscreet might I ask

your opinion ?
Miss Maud-I think it a perfect love of a novel ; it

is so infaillating.

A SKETCH PROM LIFE.
I'OLITELY DEDICATED TO THEj5 RAItLY rASSENGER ON THE

cROWvDED '«cHICO)RA," Wi IIl EXPECTING
A FEWV FRIENDS."

ALLAN DOLLARMAIN.
DY A HAGGARD %VRITER, AIJTHOR 0F Il irE, SHE, IT," ETC.

CHAPTFR I.

TIRED 0F cIV[LIZATION.

1 HAD been living in England about six days, and had
become dreadfully tired of civilized life. I made a stern
resolve to return to the heart of Afi-ica and pick up somc
more diarnonds and adventure. That evening, who
should drop in but Sir 'Arry Curty and Bullyboy 1 They
said nothing, but sat down. We ail looked, but said
nothing. Beîng of a genial disposition I could not stand
this much longer, so went to the cupboard and took
down a boule of Gooderhamn & Worts' five hundred years
old whiskey. I always like to have a little about, in case
the roast beef, or climate, or anything under the sun
should disagree with me. Poured out three glasses.
Added a drop of water to each, and passed them to nîy
dear friends. W~e sat and Iooked at the ire, and sighed
and sipped. Presently the potent fluid did its work.
W~e aIl smiled. The glasses were empty. IlDon't mind
repeating," said Sir 'Arry, becoming more geniai. We
repeated, and then, seeing the time had corne, I spoke.
I b ave an idea,"I "Wbat ? " said Sir 'Arry, 'lWhat? "

saîd Bullyboy. IlTired of civilization, l'tr going back to
Africa." IlJust what ive were saying as we came up
here; we'll go with you. How are you going and
when ?" ' il take the Richelieu and Ontario Co.'s

steamer Monday afternoon at 2 o'clock, and we'fl be at
Zamee, 300 miles north of Zanzibar, next evening, taking
ail the scenery of the Thousand Islands by daylight."
"lThat's the card for us," they shouted, striking their
glasses together and executing a Zulu war dance round
the table. IlWhat are you going for?" they demanded.
IlAha," said 1, "1that's a secret, but 1 don't mind telling
you. The race of aboriginal Yankees is said to exist in
the centre of Africa, and I want to see if I can't nego-
tiate a Commercial Union treaty with therm." "Wcll,
its a big order, but that's our 1 lay.' now. We'll go."
We executed another war dance and fell peacefully
asleep.

CHAPTER Il.

THE DARK IIAND AND THEIMISSION HOUSE.

The second dayfroin the event recorded in the lastchap-
ter we reached the island of Zamee. Next morning
ive botight a big canoe and started down the river for
Mount Kenia. That night wc lay at anchor, through
fear of the Mos-ki-tos, whomi we knew to be prowling
round. I suddenly wakened, and ail my hair stood on
end. I'ip flot superstitious, but I distinctly saw a black
hdnd getting into the canoe. It turned out to be a
deck-hand of the Algerian, who had determined to join
us, and bad followed up froii the coast.

Next day -we reachied McFlirnsey's Mission 1-ouse. It
was a large stone house, built in the Queen Ann style,
and was surrounded by a high wall to keep out the Mos-
ki-tos. He had a pretty daughter and a French cook.
The French cook gave us a good dinner, and I got up a
flirtation, a, soon as possible, withi the pretty daughter.
To please me she went off on a botanical expedition, to
get a specirnen of the Da-si, a plant alrnost unknown in
England.

While we were sitting over supper something came
through the window, with a crash and landed in mny tea-
cup. It turned out to bc the gory head of the servant
who went with the pretty daughter. McFlimsey said,
IlH-ow rude to throw things on our supper table." Mrs.
McFlimsey said, IlYes, and it will stain my new table
cloth." Then we knew the Mos-ki-tos ivere about and
proceeded to storm the mission. W'e got a note froin
Sarah jane, the pretty daughter, saying she was a pris-
oner, and that the Mos-ki-tos were in a kraal near the
mission house, and that we had better attack themn that
night. She said they had stolen a cask of Pelee Island
wine, and would soon be as drunk as lords.

About three o'clock in the morning, we made our-
selves into bais, like the cork-screw man in Barnum's
circus, and rolled ourselves right up under the walls of
the kraal. We were 200 Strong ; they were about i,ooo.

We surrounded the kraal and peppered away with our
rifles. Slew about 500. The rest made a rush for a nar-
row passage guarded by the Phat boy. He wvas armed
with a lacrosse club which hie affectionately called BuI-i-
boy, head smasher. As the Mos-ki-tos rushed up Fie
laid them out, one after another, until there were only
three left, who escaped. WVe had killed 997. It ias a
good morning's work. WVhen we got back to the mission
bouse McFlimsey said hie didn't like war, flot that he
objected to killing Mos-ki-tos, but that hie thought they
would sone day kilI him. Besides hiehad made /-5o,ooo
out of the mission, chiefly by trading with the coast,
and as that was enough for one missionary lie would
return to Glasgow.

(To be contznued.)


