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A Boy, a Man,

City of Rest, and my wife and I, 
journey on, on, on till we find it.”

“ Where do you come from now ?” asked 
Ernest.

“ From Utrecht, from out of the east, 
where the sun rises so red every morning 
over Zululand, the land of bloodshed. Oh, 
the land will run with blood there. I know 
itWilhemina told me as we came along ; 
but I don’t know when. But you are tired. 
Good ! you shall sleep wit! Wilhemina ; I 
will sleep beneath her. No, you shall, or 
she will be—what you call him—offended.”

Ernest crept into the cavity, and at once 
fell asleep, and dreamed that he had been 
buried alive. At dawn he emerged, bade 
his friend farewell,k and gaining the road 
rejoined the wagon in safety.

CHAPTER XXXII.
EBNEST ACCEPTS A COMMISSION.

we must JOTTOTGS FOB THE LADIES.had been living, through and through. He 
wandered on aimlessly, till suddenly his 
tired horse put his foot in a hole and fell 
heavily, throwing him to his head and 
shoulder. For a few minutes his senses 
left him, but ho recovered, and, mounting 
his worn-out horse, wandered on again. 
Luckily he had broken no bones. Had he 
done so, he would probably have perished 
miserably in that lonely place.

The sun was sinking now, and he was 
faint for want of food, for lie had eaten 
nothing that day but a biscuit. He had 
not even a pipe of tobacco with him. Just; 
as the sun vanished he hit a little path, or 
what might once have been a path. He 
followed it till the pitch darkness set in ; 
then he got off his horse and took off the 
saddle, which he put down on the bare, 
black veldt, for a fire had recently swept off 
the dry grass, and, wrapping the saddle
cloth round his feet, laid his aching head 
upon the saddle. The reins of his horse lie 
hitched round his arm, lest the animal 
should stray away from him to look for 
food. The wind was bitterly cold, and he 
was wet through ; the hyenas came and 
howled round him. He cut off a piece of 
the raw meat mud chewed it, but it turned 
his stomach and ho spat it out. Then he 
shivered and sank into a torpor from 
which there was a poor chance of his 
awakening.

How long he lay so he did not know, ^t 
seemed a few minutes, it was really an 
hour, when he was suddenly awakened by 
feeling somebody shaking him by the 
shoulder.

“ What is it?” he said, wearily.
“ Wat is it ? ach Himmel ! wat is it ? 

dat is just wat I wants to know. What do 
you here ? You shall die so.”

The voice was the voice of a German, 
and Ernest knew German well.

“ 1 have lost my way,-” he said in that 
language ! “ I cannot find the waggons.”

“Ah, you can speak the tongue of the 
Vaterland,” said his visitor still address
ing him in English. “ I will embrace you,” 
and he did so.

Ernest sighed, 
embraced in the dark by an unknown male 
German when you feel that you are not far 
off dissolution.

“You are hungered ?” said the German.
Ernest signified that he was.
“ And atliirstod ?”
Again he signified assent.
“ And 

(tobacco) ?
“ No, none.”
“ Good! my little wife, my Wilhelmina, 

shall find you all these things.”
“ What the mischief,” thought Ernest to 

himself, “ can a German be doing with his 
little wife in this place?”

By this time the stars had come oü’t and 
gave a little light.

“Come, rouse yourself,and come and see 
my little wife. Oh, the pferd !" (horse)— 
“ we will tie him to my wife. Ah, she is 
beautiful, though her leg shakes. Oh, yes, 
you will love her.”

“ The deuce I shall !” ejaculated Ernest ; 
and then, mindful of the good things the 
lady in question was to provide him with, 
ho added solemnly, “ Lead on, Macduff.”

“ Macduffcr ! my name is not so ; my 
name is Hans; all zc great South Africa 
know mo very well, and all South Africa 
love my wife.”

“ Really !” said Ernest.
Although he was so miserable, he began 

to feel that the situation was interesting. 
A lady to whom his horse was to be tied, 
and whom all South Africa was enamored 
of, could hardly fail to be interesting. Ris
ing he advanced a step or two with his 
friend, who, he could now see was a large, 
burly man with white hair, apparently 
about (50 years of age. Presently they 
to something that in the dim light reminded 
him of the hand liearso in Kestcrwick 
church, only it had two wheels instead of 
four, and no springs.

“ Behold my beautiful wife,” said the 
German. “ Soon I will show’ you how’ her 
leg shakes ; it shakes, oh, horrid.”

“Is—is the lady inside?” asked Ernest. 
It occurred to him that his friend might bo 
carting about a corpse.

“ Inside ! no, she is outside, she is all 
over,” and stepping back the Gorman put 
his head on one side in a most comical 
fashion, and, regarding the unofficial 
hearse with the deepest affection, said in a 
low’ voice, “ Ah, licbe vrouw, ah, 
Wilhemina, is you tired, my dear? and 
how is your poor leg ?” and he caught hold 
of a groggy wheel and shook it.

Had Ernest been a little less w’rctchcd, 
and one degree further off starvation, it is 
probable that he would have exploded with 
laughter, for ho had a keen sense of the 
ludicrous ; but he had not got a laugh left 
in him, and, besides, he was afraid of 
offending the German. So hq merely 
murmured, “ Poor, poor leg !” sympa
thetically, and then alluded to the question 
of eatables.

“ Ah, yes, of course. Let us sec what 
Wilhemina shall give us,” and ho trotted 
round to the back end of the cart, which, 
in keeping with its hearse-like character, 
opened by means of two little folding doors, 
and pulled out, first, two blankets, one of 
which he gave to Ernest to put round liis 
shoulders ; second, a large piece of biltong, 
or sun-dried game-flesh, and some biscuits ; 
and, third, a bottle of peach-brandy. On 
these viands they fell to, and though they 
were not in themselves of an appetizing 
nature, Ernest never enjoyed anything, 
more in his life. Their meal did not take 
long, and after it his friend Hans produced 
some excellent Boer tobacco, and over their 
pipes he told him how he had lost his way. 
Hans asked him which road ho liad been

ing. The probability of Jeremy s 
stopping the beast at that distance—they 
were quite sixty yards off—was infini
tesimal.

There was a second’s pause. The snap
ping tip touched the retreating trousers, 
but did not get hold of them, an^, the con
tact sent a magnetic thrill up Ernest’s

TAKING COLD.

An Old Soldier Relates His Experience 
During the War.

Writing to the Scientific American from 
Cincinnati, Andrew Van Bibber says : 
Reading in a recent issue of your pape 
article of Dr. Brown Sequard on “ Taking 
Cold,” it occurred to me that colds are 
peculiar to civilized life and to our com
fortable, warm rooms. I have had colds as 
frequently perhaps as any one, but during 
one period of my life I was entirely free 
from them, with one exception:—I 
through the war in the Fifth Ohio cavalry, 
beginning at Shiloh and ending my service 
with the march to the sea. We were an 
active regiment, always at the front and 
therefore always remarkably unencumbered 
with tents or comforts. We were 
exposed to all weathers and all sea
sons. Many a time we were rained on for 
a week or more. When the sun came out 
the next week or the week after, it dried 
us. Many a time, long after dark, after a 
march in rain and mud all day, we have 
been filed into miry woods, where we slept 
in the rain with the running water wash
ing between us and our blankets. I have 
seen men wake in the morning with their 
hair frozen in the mud. But none of Us 
caught cold. We swam the Tennessee 
river after midnight, when the mercury 
was at zero and among floating ice and 
came out with our clothes to our armpits 
frozen like sheet iron and then marched 
till morning. In the cold winter of 1863- 
64, we were in the mountainous country of 
East Tennessee, where it is as cold as 
Ohio. __ We were there from November 
until^farch, without any tents or shelter 
of any kind, moving every day and sleeping 
inflt different place every night, with the 
temperature frequently below zero. I 
have, with my comrades, ridden upon 
the skirmish line when I could not lift a 
cartridge out of my box, nor even pick up 
a carbine cap. I have been on night pick
ets, mounted, when the pickets 
relieved every fifteen minutes, because if 
left longer the men could not load and fire. 
But we never caught the slightest cold, nor 
did I ever in times of cold and exposure to 
wet see a soldier with a cold. But I did 
catch one cold in the army, and I never had 
such a one before or since. It came from 
excessive comfort, or what seemed comfort 
to us. We were at Camp Davies, Miss., 
the southern outpost of the great fortress of 
Corinth. Having been there some months, 
wo began to build neat log cabins, with 
openings for doors and windows—no glass 
or doors, of course.> One of our mess 
being a young bricklayer, we thought 
to surprise our neighbors in style and 
comfort, and we sent for brick, and 
h<t built us a large chimney and fire
place, and we built a good fire, 
settled us. Four of us had to 
hospital with tremendous colds on our 
chests and in our heads. We never had 
such heavy colds in our lives. This was 
about the middle of our three years of ser
vice, and before and after that I never saw 
an exposed soldier with a cold. Of course 
a few days after our cabins were finished 
we got marching orders. I believe all old" 
soldiers will bear me out that in active 
campaigns, where there was great exposure 
to the weather, no one had a cold. And, 
come to think of it, in my experiences in 
Colorado and Utah, in recent years, I 
never saw an Indian with a cold, though 
they stand more exposure than our cattle 
do. It is our hot rooms that give us our 
colds. If a person would camp out from 
fall till spring, exposed to the weather of a 
severe winter, ho would never take either a 
cold, pleurisy or pneumonia, and would be 
absolutely free from them. But when you 
are in Rome you must do as the Romans 
do, a ltd take warm rooms and colds.

A Legend of Good St. Valentine. •ENCE.
» jy^and

No matter how stronfLnay belKery link 
in a chain of circumatai^Çj evidence there 
is always a doubt, a lacl certainly, that 
should weaken it and Ik tiro us td tiisVfuf* 
it. I remember a story my grandfather 
used to tell of a case in which an innocc 
life was sacrificed for a guilty person, a 
boy on a farm, for some misdemeanor, v.ar. 
sentenced by his father, a stern man w p), 
Tm eytriu saving a half price ticket, ‘o be 
deprived of his annual circus privilege, md. 
in addition, lip was to hoe so many rev* v« 
corn while the rest of the family tool ;•> 
the lady’s pad act, the bare back ridiin. vf 
Jack Robinson, the club that killed Captu;-, 
Cook and other attractions of the gre t 
moral show. The boy watched the wagge i 
drive away, with tears in his eyes, r : • 
then he went at his corn rows with 
determination to make a short crop, if ; 
could be worked without detection. ]!• : 
he grew hungry after awhile and Went invj 
the fcoeid and investigated the pnr.tr; 
There w^re seven pies—it was an An.cn- 
can household—seven blackberiÿ pi- \ 
baked for Sunday. The boy, who Kcs ! ... 
feeling very well himself, soon placed h;s 
person anterior to six of the pits. I t 
paused thoughtfully, and with keen n gut 
midway on the seventh. One-half If tli 1 
he left He then caught the famik’ c:t, 
thrust her nose and feet into the rinaLs 
of the pie, and dropped her on the plur, 
white sanded floor of the pantry tli 
might track around on it. Then hdwu.t 
back to his corn rows. Evening brtr.d t 
the family home. The boy saw them lii b 
joyously out of the big waggon. He f ;t d 
how the overripe apples fell from the 
whep his sister jumped over the sid& i.d 
lighted flat-footed on the ground, [lie 
saw liis father let himself 
oyer the double-trees and get hiik if 
kicked twice by the roan colt. He V; .v 
his mother waiting patiently until s*. . 
body had time and inclination to takcll.o 
baby. He saw his grandmother perch 1 : - 
self on the hub of the liind wheel on \ o 
foot, while she made vague, circumftrcn^l, 
w’andering excursions for the wide, Vyo 
w’orld with the other. Ho saw his brothfca 
let themselves down over the tailgate aad 
sneak away to avoid doing any work, a: 
last the w’aggon w’as empty, and there wee 
visible signs of excitement about the ho;.». 
“ The raid is discovered,’’ said the ho;, 
cutting the roots of a healthy stalk of con 
and carefully hilling up a vigorous hug; 
weed. Presently he saw his father u> 
out of the house with the gun over 1 is 
shoulder and the cat under his arm. “ i it* 
culprit is arrested,” calmly remarked tha 
young robber, as ho leaned thoughtfully 
upon his lioo, and watched his father dis
appear behind the barn. The sharp i t pos t 
of a gun rang out upon the quiet of the sun
set hour. “ There,” said the boy, wjih iho 
confident expression of one who krows 
what ho is talking about, “there got* 
another victim to circumstantial evidt m e.” 
—Bob Burdette.

St. Valentine at Peter’s gate 
Did ’mock with might and main,

“ Let me out tor once, era’tis too lat 
My time has come again."

the Conae-
Latest Fashion Notes.1*"

The latest fancy from Paris is a little 
pompon of crisp tulle, from which rises a 
heron’s plumes, to be worn in the hair 
with dancing toilettes.

The newest cloaks for little girls have 
waists reaching only to the arm-pits, mere 
like a deep yoke than a waist, and skirts 
falling to the ankles.

Pleated fronts to basques are worn by 
persons who have very slender figures, even 
in the heaviest velvet materials. They 
have two pleats at the top of the shoulders 
next the collar, and then drawn to the 
middle, becoming plain a* .he waist line.

The new overcoats for young girls turned 
out by Redfern have the high, military 
collars fastened with a little irregular 
shaped strap, that is loose and buttons to a 
large button on either side of the collar.

For wear in wet weather are shown silk 
rubber cloth loug wraps, with sling sleeves. 
These are in indefinite plaids, with the pre
vailing color shades of dark blue, red, green, 
brown and tan.

Nearly all the newest wraps have the 
fashionable “sling” sleeve, and those 
wraps made of the same material as the 
suit show, when the arm is raised, a lining 
of soft, striped surah ; this same lining is 
employed for the little fancy muff also 
matching the suit.

The tendencies in draperies is to make 
them long and full and quite dissimilar to 
anything hitherto fashionable. These 
draperies have heavy, pointed fan folds and 
very little looping. The effect is obtained 
by the varying length of the points in 
which the drapery hangs rather than by 
loops. These modes are seen with plain- 
skirts and large tournure.

Instead of folds or frills in the neck and 
sleeves, modistes now send home each dress 
waist finished off with ribbons, which may 
be white or in direct contrast with the 
dress material, such as rose-pink in moss- 
green dresses, or red, or orange in those of 
dark blue. The gauze ribbons, with looped 
or picot edges, are used. They are folded 
over not quite double so that both the 
fancy edges will show just above the collar 
of the dress.

All the French waists show an effort to 
make the shoulders as high and square and 
the waist as long and slim as possible. 
This effect is gained by a shirring across 
the chest and on the shoulder seams, and 
the fulness drawn down as far as possible 
to the waist and there shirred more closely 
again. This gives the slim effect seen in 
French fashion plates, and while giving an 
improved slenderness and grace to thin, 
angular figures, hides all the pretty curves 
of good ones.

The tailor gowns of dark copper red, 
trimmed with the same shade of plush, are 
worn to afternoon teas by young women 
with small red velvet turbans without a 
brim, and adorned with gray or brown 
wings and breasts of birds. The heads are 
not used. With these are worn with lovely 
effect breast knots of pink roses. For car
riage wear red becomes more and more 
popular. Several dark red suits are shown 
with trimmings of black mink, and bon
nets of red velvet and jet.

For wear to the theatres by those ladies 
who are prepared to adopt the English 
fashion of appearing without bonnets, are 
shown little Mario Stuart coifs of silk and 
plush, the face being surrounded by pearl 
beads matching the hue of the coif. 
Attached to it ia a long scarf of surah that 
is drawn around the throat. These can bo 
worn without disarranging the hair and 
thrown off and on more easily than a lafco 
scarf, while thoroughly protecting the head 
and throat from the night air.

Shoes for balls are still very open on top, 
the ends are pointed and they are worked 
with beads. They are trimmed with a 
•mall bow or “ strass” buckle. These shoes 
are of satin to match the dress. Black 
satin and velvet shoes for dinner wear are 
worked with gold beads or tinsel. Those 
used by young girls under light wool or 
gauze dresses are of cream, blue or bronze 
kid. They either match the dress or 
trimmings in color. It is not necessary 
the stockings should match the drees. 
The^ favorite colow are roso color and

e ;

Then Peter slowly turned the key,
And let the good saint go.

It vug the fourteenth of Februaree,
J nd the ground was white with snow.

r an

T’io saint he smiled as he paced Broadway.
His teeth gleamed clear and pearly,

I or he actually hadn’t been out in broad day 
Since in the third century—early.

y Boom—thud—crash !” and the elephant 
Vas down dead as a doornail. Jeremy had 

/made no mistake : the bullet went straight 
'through the great brute’s heart, and broke 
the shoulder on the other side. He was one 
of those men who not only rarely miss, but 
always seem to hit their game in the right

Ernest sank exhausted on the ground 
and Mr. Alston and Jeremy rushed up 
rejoicing.

“ Near go that, Ernest,” said the former.
Ernest nodded his head in reply, he could 

not speak.
“ By Jove ! where is Roger ?” he went 

on, turning pale as he missed his son for 
the first time.

But at this moment the young gentle
man hove in sight, and, recovering from his 
fright when he saw that the great animal 
was stone-dead, rushed up with yells of 
exultation, and, climbing on to the upper 
tusk, began to point out where he had hit

" But love," thought he, “ and life and youth 
Are surely the same as of yore,

I'll just go around and discover the truth, 
And make tilings as nice, if not more."

He really expected to be amused 
Whence paid his first morning call ;

But the ladies “ begged to be excused," 
They’d been all night at a ball

So the saint in wonder turned away, 
And bravely tried once more ;

But here they all had visits to pay, 
the footman showed him the

A young man of that ardent, impetuous, 
intelligent mind which makes him charming 
and a thing to love, contrasted with the 
young man of the sober, cautious, money
making mind (infinitely the most useful 
article), which makes him a “ comfort" to 
bis relatives and a thing to respect, avoid, 
and marry your daughter to, has two great 
safeguards standing between him and the 
ruin which dogs the heels of the ardent, 
the impetous, and the intelligent. These 
are, his religion and his belief in women. It 
is probable that ho will start on his erratic 
career with a full store of both. He has 
never questioned the former ; the latter, so 
far as his own class in life is concerned, are 
to him all sweet and good, and perhaps 
there is one particular star who only shines 
for him, and is the sweetest and best of 
them all. But one fine day the sweetest 
and best of all throws him-, over, being a 
younger son and marries his qjdest brother, 
or a paralytic cotton-spinner of enormous 
wealth and uncertain temper, and then a 
sudden change comes over the spirit of the 
ardent, intelligent, and impetuous one. Not 
being of a well-balanced mind, he rushes to 
the other extreme, and believes in his sore 
heart that all women would throw over such 
as he and marry eldest brothers or super
annuated cotton-spinners. He may be right 
or he may be wrong. The materials for 
ascertaining the fact are wanting, for all 
women engaged to impecunious young 
gentlemen do not get the chance. But, right 
or wrong, the result upon the sufferer is the 
same—his faith in women is shaken, if not 
destroyed. Nor does the mischief stop there ; 
his religion often follows his belief in the 
other sex, for in some mysterious way the 
two things are interwoven. A young man 
of the nobler class of mind in love, is gener
ally for the time being a religious man ; his 
affection lifts him more or less above the 
things of earth, and floats him on its radiant 
wings a day’s journey nearer Heaven.

The same thing applies conversely. If a 
man’s religious belief is emasculated, lie 
becomes suspicious of the “ sweetest and 
best," he grows cynical, and no longer put’s 
faith in superlatives. From atheism there 
is but a small step to misogyny, or rather to 
that disbelief in humanity which embraces 
a profouuder constituent disbelief in its 
feminine section, and in turn, as already 
said, the misogynist walks daily along the 
edge of atheism. Of course there is a way 
out of these discouraging results. If the 
mind that suffers and falls through its 
suffering be of the truly noble order, it may 
in time come to see that this world is a 
world not of superlatives, but of the most 
arid positives, with here and there a little 
comparative oasis to break the monotony 
of its general outline. Its owner may learn 
that the fault lay with him, for believing 
too much, for trusting too far, for setting 
up ns an idol a creature exactly like him
self, only several degrees lower beneath 
proof ; and at last 
though “ sweetests 
chimerical, there are women in the world 
who may fairly be called “ sweet and 
good.” Or, to return to the converse side 
of the picture, it may occur to our young 
gentleman that although Providence ‘starts 
us in the world with a full inherited or 
indoctrinated belief in a given religion, that 
is not what Providence understands by 
faith. Faith, perfect faith, is only to be 
won by struggle, and in most cultivated 
minds by the passage through the dim, 
mirage-clad land of disbelief. The true 
believer is he who has trodden down dis
belief, liot he who has run away from it. 
When we have descended from the height 
of our childhood, when wo have entertained 
A poll yon, and, having considered what he 
has to say, given him battle and routed him 
in the plain, then, and not till then, can we 
say with guileless hearts, “ Lord, I 
believe,” and feel no need to add the sadly 
qualifying words, “ help Thou my 
unbelief."

Aud

But he still kept on, and ti 
The good, the grave, the busy ;

He saw all sorts of brains and minds,
Till they fairly turned him dizzy.

For one was practising Mendelssohn 
Alone in her maiden bower

Another was carving an old dry bone, 
While a third read Schopenhauer.

A fourth in water and oils could paint 
All things beneath and above ;

A fifth in good works was 
But they’d none of ’em

Sadly St. Valentine floated 
To the gate of good St. l’oter.

“ Alas !" cried ho “ of girls there's no lack, 
And I must say I seldom saw sweeter.

ried all kinds-

;

Meanwhile Mr. Alston had extracted the 
story of the adventure from Ernest.

“ You young rascal.” he said to his son, 
‘ come off that tusk. Do you know that if 
it had not been for Mr. Kershaw here, who 
courted almost certain death to save you 
from the results of your own folly, you 
would be as dead as that elephant and as 
flat as a biscuit ? Come down, sir, and 
offer up your thanks to Providence and Mr. 
Kershaw that you have a sound square inch 
of flesh left on your worthless young body !’j

Roger descended accordingly, consider
ably crestfallen.

“ Never you mind, Roger, that was a 
most rattling good shot of yours at his 
knee,” said Ernest, who had now got his 
breath again. “ You would not do it again 
if you fired at elephants for a week.”

And so the matter passed off, but after
ward Mr. Alston thanked Ernest with tears 
in his eyes for saving his son’s life.

This was the first elephant they killed, 
and also the largest. It measured ten 
feet eleven inches at the shoulder, and the 
tusks weighed, when dried out, about sixty 
pounds each. They remained in the 
elephant country for nearly four months 
when the approach of the unhealthy 
season for’bed them to leave it—not, how
ever, before tlièy had killed a great 
quantity of large game of all sorts.

It w’as on the occasion of their return to 
Pretoria that Ernest made the acquaint
ance of a curious character in a curious

, saint ;
time to k

“ They’re good and pretty, gay and wise ;
They're nothing if not pedantic ;

They know what they like and what they despise, 
Bet they don't scorn to bù romrfhtic."

Then St. Peter clanged the brazen gate, 
And let in the dear old sinner,

Who’d been up early and stayed 
And probably wanted his din

pray, sweet maids and youths,
Ana mind what you’re about ; 
ar now the saint's around, tak«
Don’t let him " And you out."

out 1. te,

had to beI beware,

It is a bore to be

The Ae Gowden Link.
(By John Abercrombie, Bridgeport, Conn.)

I'm wav, wav tae see ye, my botmio woe boy,
The pride o' my heart and yer fond mitlier's 
I'm wvaryin’ fu' sair yer blytlie face tae see—

>e the ae gowden link "that binds Lizzie an'

joy ;

perhaps you have no ‘gui
* morn, and I miss ye at e’en ; 
Moharne witMoot Charlie, I ween ; 

toys sciAter'd rulin' I van See 
Ijyüiat prnds I.izzie an' me.

' ind the days are like
^u:d i)"< o'ening its

for a woe 
j an' mo.

rt 1 
zio That 

o to theAs soon as they got to the boundaries of 
the Transvaal Ernest bought a horse from 
a Boer, on which hé used to ride after the 
herds of buck that swarmed upon the high 
veldt. They had none with them, because 
in the country which they had been shoot
ing no horse W’ould live. One day, as they 
were travelling slowly along a little before 
mid-day, a couple of bull vilderbeesto 
galloped across the waggon-track about two 
hundred yards in front of the oxen. The 
voorlooper stopped the oxen in order to give 
Ernest, who was sitting on the waggon-box 
with a rifle by his side, a steady shot. 
Ernest fired at the Jast of the two galloping 
bulls. The line was good, but he did not 
make sufficient allowance for the pace at 
which the bull was travelling, with the 
result that instead of striking it forward 
and killing it, the bullet shattered its flank 
and did not stop its career.

“Dash it !” said Ernest, when he saw 
what he had done, “ I can’t leave the poor 
beast like that. Bring me my horse ; I will 
go after him and finish-him.” ^

The horse, which was tied already 
saddled behind 
quickly brought, and Ernest mount
ing told them not to keep the 
waggons for him, as lie would strike across 
country and meet them at the outspan 
place about a mile or so on. Then he started 
after his wounded bull, which could, he 
plainly discerned standing with one leg up 
on the crest of a rise about a thousand 
yards away. But if ever a vilderbeeste was 
possessed by a fixed determination not to 
be finished off, it was that particular 
vilderbeeste. The pace at which a vilder
beeste can travel on three legs when he is 
not too fat is perfectly astonishing, and 
Ernest had traversed a couple of miles of 
great rolling plain before ho even got 
within a fair galloping distance of him. 
He had a good horse, however, and at last 
ho got within fifty yards, and then away 
they went at a merry pace, Ernest’s obioct 
being to ride alongside and put a bullet 
through him. Their gallop lasted a good 
two miles or more. Ou the level Ernest 
gained on the vilderbeeste, but whenever 
they came to a patch of ant-bear holes or a 
ridge of stones, the vilderbeeste had the 
pull and drew away again. At last they 
came to a dry pan or lake about half a mile 
broad, crowded "With hundreds of buck of 
all sorts, which scampered away as they 

tearing along. Here Ernest at length 
drew up level with his quarry, and, grasp
ing the rifle with his right hand, tried to 
get it so that he could put a bullet through 
the beast and drop him. But it was no 
easy matter, as any one who has ever tried 
u -mII know, and, while he was still making 
up his —ind, the vilderbeeste slued 
round and came at bravely, 
horse been unused to the ~0rk 
have had his inside ripped o'u< by 
crooked horns, but ho was an old hu 
ami equal to the occasion. To turn

ttjttijj^pced was too great, but he 
result that the
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W>°okit chair ; 
fin’ owro wi* its Deatli of a Man Rescued by Grace Rai lin'*.

On Tuesday, in the little villag 
of Whitburn, the grave closed over ;he 
mains of James Nicolson, who was pi rim) * 
the only remaining survivor of the ut\. ut 
the steamer Forfarshire, who weic- h> gal
lantly rescued by the English lrioiu-, 
Grace Darling, in 1838. Nicolson was fht u 
a young man of 22, and acted us fijxpigp 
on board the steamer, when 
wrecked on the Fame Islands. 1 tv 
not inclined to be very communicative on 
the subject of the disaster, and 
called the subject without being <lu ply 
affected by the recollection of the sufferings 
he and his fellows endured on that tcrrillo 
night. It was gathered from him that for 
three hours ho hung on to a rope, v.si. -g liis 
teeth and nails as in a death-grip. 1! ,i 
afterwards got a footing on the rock, and 
on exploring it in the darkness was glad
dened by finding a sea-fowl’s nest contain
ing the remains of eggs which had utiu 
hatched. This gave the unhappy u:r.i: a 
ray of hope that they had gained u;- th Na
tion on the sea-washed island win.re the 
devouring element would not reach tl:< ni. 
He also related the first impression of ilu 
unfortunate men on seeing a bout with a 
woman in it approaching them through the 
morning mist, and over the foaming bil
lows. They “ thought it was an ungt !, * 
and this sufficiently indicates the severe 
strain their minds liad endured thiowgh 
the long, dark hours of night. After the 
occurrence Nicolson gave up the sea. Ho 
was twice married, and is survie -i U; a 
grown-up family.

Rt binds I.izzie an’ e et «mury

E OF TIKE :
A NOVEL. SW. Wml

never ie-^^>uch an “Alice in Wonderland” sort of 
^performance on the part of a tree could not 

but excite the curiosity of an intelligent 
youth. Accordingly, Roger pushed for
ward, and, getting round an intervening 
tree, this was what he saw. In a little 
glade about ten paces from him, flapping 
its cars, stood an enormous elephant with 
great white tusks, looking as large as a 
house, and as cool as a cucumber. Nobody, 
to look at the brute, would have believed 

o that he had given them a twenty miles’ trot 
under a burning sun. Ho was now refresh
ing himself by pulling up mimosa-trees as 
easily as though they were radishes, and 
eating the sweet fibrous roots.

Roger saw this and his heart burned with 
ambition to kill that elephant, the mighty 
great beast about a hundred times as bigas 
himself, who could pull up a large tree and 
make his dinner off the roots, lie was a 
plucky boy, was Roger, and in liis sports
manlike zeal he quite forgot that a repeat
ing carbine is not exactly the weapon one 
would choose to shoot elephants with. 
Indeed, without giving the matter another 
thought, he lifted the little rifle, aimed it at 
the great beast’s head and fired. He hit it 
somewhere, that was very clear, for next 
moment the air resounded with the most 
terrific scream of fury that it had ever been 
his lot to hear. That scream was too much 
for him ; lie turned and fled swiftly. 
Elephants were evidently difficult things to 
kill.

Fortunately for Roger, the elephant 
could not for some seconds make out where 
his tiny assailant was. Presently, however, 
ho winded him, and came crashing after 
him, screaming ahrifly, with its trunk and 
tail well up. On hearing the, shot and the 
gerAiLiji nf tho elephant, Ernest, r,nn VVfll. 
standing some way out in the open J 
anticipation of a driving shot at the 
Guinea-fowl, had run toward the spot

may come to see that 
and--bests” are

A KING IN HIS CRAfiLE.
the waggon, was The Little Pink-Toed Twenty-Pounder at 

Madrid.
The baby king of Spain is a fine, hand

some child who enjoys robust heal' i, and 
does credit to the immense amount of care 
with which ho is surrounded. Though 
court etiquette requires that the six- 
months-old Alphonso XIII. should be 
treated with the most rigid ceremony, his 
mother will never call him “ the king” 
unless on very strict State occasions, 
uses the simple term of “ my child.” 
Majesty has his own vast suite of apart
ments next to those of the Queen Regent ; 
and a sppeial guard keeps his bed room 
door at night. His foster mother, the 
sturdy peasant Raymunda, feeds and 
amuses the baby ; but he is washed and 
dressed according to traditional ceremony 
by a bevy of ladies of honor, under the 
direction of his “ governess,” who held that 

office towards his father, 
visit the baby twice daily, and every day 
he drives put with his governess and 
Rayrtiunda—sometimes with the Queen. 
In court ceremonies Raymunda must not 
carry the king ; that is t)io duty of the 
Mistress of the Robes or of his aunt, the 
Infanta Isabella. Queen Christina is a 
most devoted mother, spending all her 
time with her boy,and the Infanta Isabella 
is equally attached to her nephew.— 
London (trophic.
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Some Recipes.
Lemon Cake.—One and a half cups of 

sugar, one-half cup of butter, one-half cup 
of milk, two cups of flour, two eggs, juice 
and grate the rind of one lemon, one-half 
teaspoonful of soda ; bake in small square 
tins and ice on sides and top.

Lemon Cakes.—Rub together in a dry 
state three-quarters of a pound of flour,two 
ounces of batter, then add three-quarters of 

pound of pounded sugar, the juice and 
xind of one lemon and two eggs ; mix well 
together with half a wineglassful of brandy, 
and make into small cakes ; bake in tins 
(previously buttered) for about 20 minutes.

Ginger Cakes.—Beat to a cream half a 
pound of butter with four eggs, add half a 
pound of flour, half a pound of powdered 
loaf sugar, two ounces powdered ginger ; 
mix these in by degrees ; roll out, and to 
the thickness of about a quarter of an inch 
cut into biscuits with a tin cutter ; bake in The Greatest Men.
n rather cool oven for twenty minutes. A prize was recently offered by the

Lemon Turnovers.—Tlireo dessertspoon- 1 of Cassell'» Saturday Journal for the
fuis of flour, one of powdered sugar, rindt,^1 "" .greatest living men.
one lemon, two ounces of butter, two etf • kt nT (3 flAvAL—Vott*a^L±h*L.
and a little milk. Mix the flour, sugar a*J" 
the grated rind of lemon with the milk tl 
the consistency of butter, then add thoeg|® 
well beaten aud the butter 
some tin saucers, pau^i 
bake thcmii^gggfl

(To be continued.)
A Mayor Honored.

One of the penalties of greatnets i.s 11 o 
obligation of sharing one's uan.i with a 
new invention or fashion. Brou», ha mgs no 
his name to a vehicle, Wellington lu Loots, 
and the late Premier to a bag ; Li.l nil ;1iib 
is nothing to the fate of the Minor of 
Bolton. A lioness in a menagerie u<;< i;liy 
gave birth to three cubs at Boln p, uni, rs 
is often the case with the human race, u 
difficulty arose os to naming the t < w - 
comers. Eventually, while one ' ns < tiling 
Stella (probably at the instanceo: t h« 
proprietor) and another Comin^^^B 
the instance, let us 
who dropped 
over the lesgi^H 
name

DoctoisVarious Odd Trees.

A “Kentucky coffee-tree” bears a broad, 
flat pod, something like the tamarind pod, 
and is said to make a fair sort of coffee.

The Cornelian cherry, from Italy, has a- 
fl?.t scarlet drupe about as large ns an old- 
fashioned ox-heart cherry.

Gcrris oaks, from Turkey, keep their 
green leaves late. These outlast some of 
the gfreen English oaks, and have even now 
only reached the falling stage that most of 
our indigenous trees reached more than a 
month ago. This Turkish oak bears a 
huge acorn. It is long, and grows on a 
long stem like a cherry.

The liquid amber tree and the Siberian 
Dea grow in this country. The pen is in a 
ittle pod not bigger than the pod of the 

sweet pea, but its yellow bloom in spring, 
on a tree near the lake, makes one of the 
charming sights of the park in May. Bad 
boys break off its branches in winter for 
use as “ shinny ” sticks in their games on 
the ice, and thus mar the symmetry of the

Had his 
he mustjred the bush, and, 

^^Ut, out he came, thethe
paces k"° veling

“ The riuotnnburg road.” ^
“ Then, my friend, you are not mora th .«« 

thousand paces off it. My wife ; . 
j^elalong him all day, till just Ao
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