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Pen Pictures
of tllc War.

MADE ON THE BATTLE-
FIELD.

The Law Times calls attention to ?he
gact that the operation of the Wills
Act off 1837 is suspended in the case
t.,f soldiers serving on the field. In

consequence of this it is open to, a sol-
(o make his will on the battle-

WILLS

glﬂlli by word of mcuth. His will is
al-o v lid even though he be a fminor

when he makes it. Witnesses are un-
neces ary, and a subsequent marriage
dosn tannula w ill so made, as would
erdinarily be the case.

LECTURES ABOUT BOERS,

A set of instructicns has been issued
to officers commandiag battalions on
their way to the Cape, to deliver lec-
tures on beard on the geography of
the country, the lessons to be learnt
from the war, a study of Boer tactics
and how they are besi mét, precauticns
the stampeding of ani-
mals, Boer organisation, mobility,
arm ments, and their
be field as compared h ]
troops This cught, while giving the
men a betler idea of the foe they have
to contend with, help to dispel the
snnui inseparable from a transport

to prevent

voyuge.
WHERE GUNNERS COME FROM,
Reuter’s correspondent says there is
reason to believe that many skilled
Belgian and Dutch artillerists have
been engnged and imported into the
Transy.al from April, 1846, in regu-
lar bitehes up to the eve of war. They
received £3 1n cash, the sume amount
on arrival at Pretoria, 10s. a day pay,
and grants of land. Specialists also
acowupanied the new guns.

BRITHER SCOTS,
One of the ofiicers of the Salvation

Army sceut to Souch Africa writes: “I
spenut the whole of yesterday afternoon
with t(he soldiers at Fort Napier, The

seigeant of tue Queen was telling me
bow the Gordou Highlanders acted, at
the storming of Dundee. Just as they
were nearing the Boers a number of
wen in o Lbe foer lines held up their
guus, und yelled, ‘For God’s sake, don’t
lads!  We are Scotchy and
baven’t fired a shot at you !’ 1t appears
Lhey siayed too long in the Transvaal,
alu wete comianueered, and compell-
ed to fight,”

sSbuul,

HUMOR AT MODDER RIVER,
The light-heartedness and the hum-

or of Mafeking have inspired those at |
Modder River to not unw orthy efforts. !

Very pleasing reading is the result,
The 2ud Coldsireams find themmselves
la "a desperately thursiy country,”
and evideatly eavy their friends at
bome.  The ist Scot Guards have their
winds fized on tbe Paris Exhibition,
“Bock cur tickets,” is their genial and
hopeful request. The Yth Lancers,
bowever, eclipse all Lheir comrades,
“Our stay in this charming waiering-
place,” they say, “is most pleasing to
the flies and inhabitants,  Both bleed
us freely.  We are living) on the best
of sand, washed down by Chateau Mod-
der.”  And then they mock-seriously
regret the fact that we are not with
them (0 sharve their luxuries. Cheery
bumor of this kind ought to carry the
wen far,

KIND BOERS,

“So many stories a re current, many
unfortunacely true, with regard to
transgressions of the ordinary rules of
Cvilized warfare by the Boers, that I
am very glad,” says The Times corres-
pund«ul,_“lu b? able to give some in.
Zlﬂnu-» in their favor. [ From what

45 been told me by several of the men
;\UU‘IHI\,‘.‘d at Magersfoniein there is no
;JUUL that a number of Boers came out
g the trenches on the night aften the
d-m‘.i" ind gave water to wounded sol.
[lux lyfing out on the veldt. The fact
1? ‘lhlr the better-class Boers—and the
txme Staters are largely of the bet-
her x[‘..sn~ur;e. personally kindly and
l0spitable, The commandant, too, is

:i‘\vul‘.‘“y: “dger Lo carry on war in as
tized  way as possible, restricti
looting, ete. ! tpline In iis.

s But the discipline iy in-
i)' lcient  to  resirain the inferior
ack-country Boers, waay of whom are
almost b 11f-savages, or the miscellane-
ous crew of rufiianly, ‘mean whites’
SWepl intq the commandoes.”

WAR AND CHARITY.

that the flow of
to deserving charities
checkad this Christmas by the

The expectation
niributions
Would b

Co.

(\1\1-\"1\Ulll of pubdlic generosity to the
a Relief Funds is being fulfilled, An
official of the

& Charitable Organiza-
a‘l‘ U Sociely says that the religious
14 phil.nthropic instilutions
depen :
masy
ly.
ary ch

ppeals are feeling the pinch sore-

trities will suffer to_the extent

oL 33 1-3 per cent. | A like story is told |

by the offici s of

i o other societies. From
e i 1il ‘nihropic departments of the
“0L Congregational Union, two

Iressin o T
{u. !NE appeals have heen sent out
) have = 4

? met with scarcely any re.

“I‘”‘:“' i Iliyﬂl.l'tilly 1S money not forth-
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Sean s r“[‘ e adornment of {he
ugees,

HIS SECOND SHOW,

General French, whose bustling of
:h Boers rognd Colesberg is the hest
'®Ws we bave had from the war for
Many a wea ry day, h
off his own bat,
Genera) Whi

as now scored two
It was to him/ that
Le generously left the nce

tive irect:

A 'ltrfz“n n of operations at the
Go o hf[' Elindslaagte, remarking,
He ’r" rench, this is your show.”

“rwards left Ladysmith by the

appearance on |
with British

- which |
irgely on the resulis of Christ« |

He is inclined to think that ordin- |

last train which got away fromy the
town before its complete investment,
and was sent to command the cavn}lry
division on General Gatacre’'s line,
which may be described as the middle
line of advance, leading directly to
Bloemfontein. General French, whois
in bis forty-eighth year, is an ex-mil-
itia officer, who joined the 8 h Hus-
sars in 1874, He served with the Cav-
alry
and was present at the battle of Abu
Klea. A dashing horseman, an exa
pert swordsman, he has now shown

HOW LADYSMITH AMUSES ITSELF,

The Daily Telegraph has some inter-
esting details of the state of Lady-
smith from Mr. Thorold, a butcher,
who has just arrived inn Frere Camp,
It is, he says, only during the last two
weeks that the plices of business have
been closed. The military authori-
ties have commandeered all the eat-
ables, but have arranged that meat and
bread shill be sold at prices fixed for
all.  Groceries are unobtainahle
purchase.
ed three shillings. Eggs are six shill-
ings a dozen, but plain food, such as
meat, biscuifs, and army bread are pro-
curable The only drawbacks are
the indifferent water, which is caus-
ing a lit{le sickness, and the unclean
state of parts of the town. Mineral
waters are procurable at the hotels,
though the bars have all been closed
for two weeks. The Frere electric
lights are easily seen at' Ladysmi'h,
but the Boers endeavor to spoil the
reading of the signals by turning
on their electric searchlights. Squib
periodicals, such as the Bombshell, the
Lyre, with cartoons and camp yarns,
appear regularly. Kruger and Steyn
going to St. Helena is the latest ap-
proved cartoon.

BOER DESCRIPTION OF BATTLES.

As an example of the war news pur-
veyed for Free State consumption, the
following extract from the Bloemfon-
tein Express of December 5th is sent
by the Cape Town correspondent of
the Exchange Telegraph Company. It
refers to the battles of Graspan, Bel-
mont, and Modder.

“We heard bugle calls, and suddenly
found Indian troops amongst us rais-
ing their war cry.

“They were armed with knives and

swords. We shot them down like wild
animals, but they climbed over dead
and '« wounded with such defermina-
|tion that we were compelled to re-
\treat.
i “This terrible fight lasted until
noon, when the British drew off, leav-
ing 2,000 killed and wounded. Our loss
\\;]as about nine kiMed and sixty wound-
ed.

“That the Ghoerkas stormed the
Boer position. The Boers fought like
l{ons, but could not stand the terrible
fire of the British cannonade, so we
fled. Our best way is to charge i hem.
They cannot stand the charge of the
Boers,

“The English lost in three battles
4,000.”

A WAUCHOPE REMINISCENCE,

A writer in To-Day, in the course of
an appreciative article on “Fighting
Wauchope,” says: One night Wauchope
was endeavoring to address a very
stormy audience at Gilmerton, a rough
mining village near Edingurgh,
only his flashing eyes and vehement
gestures gave the slightest indication
of the nature of his oratory. When the

but

popping up here and there throughout
he meeting to move votes of no-con-
fidence, a rough Gilmerton

d carter
climbed upon the platform, and the
rabble quieted to hear the fun. Fven

Wauchope stopped to observe {he
chances of the situation. “A’'m no gaen
to say be kens onything o’ politics,” be-
gan the carter, jerking his shoulder to-
wards Wauchope, “but I can tell ye
this: when I was lying wounded at
Tel-el-Kebir an’ dyin' wi' thirst the
Colonel made ower to me an’ pulled me
oot o' the road. That's enough for
me, an’ I'm goin’ to vote for him.” The
{man climbed off the platform and the
audience remained quiet.  Another
minute and they were singing, “For
bhe's a jolly good feliow !” and, five
minutes later, were carrying “Fight-
ing Wauchope” shoulder high. He had
won, and, but for a, change in the po-
litical wind four days before {he elec-
tion, he would have carried the constit.
uency, too, in the face of his great op-
ponent. 3

—_—
A CHAMBERLAIN STORY.
Many good stories with reference

orite flower have been told. Here is
Mr. Chamberlain’s orchid-houses at
Highbury one morning, when a very
valuable plant was discovered broken.
Mr. Chamberlain, it is said, almost lost
his temper, and declared that sight-
seers should no longer be welcomed.
| Then he interrogated the gardener in
charge of the houses.

The man appeared confused, but pro-

tested that he did not deo the dam-
| age.

“1 was very sorry when Isaw it
done, sir.” §

“You saw it done? Then, of course,

tha vistors did do it 2”

“ No, sir, the visitors didn’t either,”
said the man.

“ Speak out, man!” cried Mr.Cham-
berlain, *“ I am resolved to discover the

culprit.”
Then the gardener spoke: ** You did

it yourself, please, sir, for I saw you.
You were walking up an’ down an’

rsing something. I heard Lord
Salisbury's name, sir, an’ Mr. Glad-

stone’s, an’ then you struck out with
your right arm sudden-like, and down
| went the orchid.”

The Colonial-Secretary smiled, and
sightseers were not forbidden the or-
| chid-houses.

[ R

| CLEVER COAP!
Boardman: “Don’t you think Foot-

light is a clever actor ?”

:? Hashley: “Clever ? Weil, Ishould

say so! He bhasn't paid his landlady

any money for six weeks.”

for |
The last tin of milk feich- |

noise was at its loudest, and men were |

Brigade on tha Nile in 1884-85, |

that he is also a tactician, and that |
he can beat the Boers at their own
game.

[ quite

|

I

to the present Colonial Secret ary's fav-|

one. Some visitors had passed !hn)ugh‘

|
|

| about

PORIRY EACHINE.

It was eight o'clock of a Saturday
morning in February, when Mr. and
Mrs. Stone drove out of their farm-
yard and took the road northward.
The crisp snow of the highway, packed
and polished by weeks of good sleigh-
ing, creaked under the runners of their
“cutter,” and the sun was shining|
gloriously over the wooded hills to
the eastward.

The Stones were going to spend Sun-
day with “Cousin  Maria,” Stone'’s
second cousin, and the object of Mrs.
Stone’s admiration and envy. She
declared that there was no house
like Cousin Maria's, and no domestic
conveniences and advantages like
those she enjoyed; that nobody wore
such beautiful clothes, or had such
good things to eat, or commanded such
resources to ‘““‘do with"” as Cousin Ma-
ria. In short, Mrs. Amasa Stone, who
had not been a great while married,
and who had one of the nicest little
farmhouses inthe county as well as
one of the best amd most devoted hus-
bandsin the world, was somchow a vie-
tim of that most disagreeable and dis-
tressing malady, envious discontent;
and the immediate occasion of it was
—Cousin Maria. [f she could only ex-
change places, perhaps not husbands,
but everything else, with Cousin
Maria, how happy she would be!

Curiously enough—by that strange
irony of fate which we often see crop-
pingout in human life—Cousin Maria
felt the same way toward Mrs. Stone.
She secretly, but sincerely, envied the
little woman with the big, devoted
loverlike husband and the model farm-
house overlooking one of the most
beautiful and productive valley farms
in New England. “If I could only
keep house like Cousin Ella!” she
would sometimes say to her husbuud;A
and then she would add, to 'herself,—|
“Perhaps I might, if I had as nice a|
house, and the things to do with that
she has.”

Sincere and cordial envy does not
make people dislike each other, by any
means; and it was natural enough
that Mrs. Stone and her cousin, Mrs.
Hol!mes, should enjoy visiting each oth-
er and thereby adding fresh fuel to
their mutual admiration. They trav-
eled back and forth on these social
exchanges a good deal, and their hus-
bands, who, liked each other, and each
others fare, by the way, were never
averse to ‘“driving over” for a day's
outing. The two farms lay some 20
miles apart, in different townships,
and about midway between them was|
a village, where the Stones and the|
Holmeses each had a special friend,
with whom it was convenient and |
pleasant to stop for dinner, while go-
ing a-visiting.

The sleigh-bells rang cheerily and
the miles rapidly fell away behind the |
Stones’s cutter, this February morn-|
ing, as they drove along toward Hyde-
viile, the half-way village. ‘I hope no-
thing will happen to the, stock or the|
hens, over Sunday,” said Mr. Stone.

““Oh, don’t worry about that!” ex-|
claimed his wife. “You spoke to Leon- |
ard, as usual, didn’t you?' “Yes, I|
asked him to fodder once a day and at-|
tend to the milking. But he lives
a little piece away, and if it/

should come on to storm—"" [

“Storm! Look at the sky!” exciaim- |
ed Mrs. Stone, with a scornful laugh,
“I declare, if you aren’'t the greatest |
man to worry over nothing.” |

It was still gloriously pleasant when |
they reached Hydeville, at 11 o'clock, |
and they stopped there two full houl‘s.‘
As they again took the road, at 1|
oclock, they noticed that the sky had|
become slightly flimy, but as it fre-|
quently does cloud over thus toward
the close of a fine winter day, they
were neither surprised nor disturbed.
At 8 o'clock, however, the wind began |
torise, the sky grew more overcast, |
and before long was spitting sharply |
out of the northeast. |

“What do you think of the storm|
now ¢’ asked Mr. Stone. ‘““Drive along, |
and get there as quick as you can,”
was his wife's only reply, as she gath-
ered the buffalo robe more tightly
her.

When they reached the Holmes farm, |
at about 4 o’clock, the wind was howl-
ing and the snow driving across the
landscape in sheets. Mrs. Stone got
out at the side entrance and plunged
shiveringly against the door, but turn-
ed at once to her husband with a look
of surprise and consternation. The
door was locked! So were the front
door and the kitchen door, as they
speedily discovered.

“They're away from home,” an-
nounced Mr. Stone. “They're gone
visiting,"” groaned his wife. “Oh dear!
do you suppose it's possible they've
gone to visit us?”’

“Shouldn’t wonder a bit,” replied
Mr. Stone. ‘“Come to think of it, I
heard a man's laugh, when 1 went
over to the store in Hydeville, that
sounded like John Holmes's. But I
couldn’t tell where it came from, and !
couldn't see anybody that looked like !
him, so gave it up.”

“Goose |” cried Mrs. Stone. “He was
probably over at Jason Soper's, where
they always stop—out in the barn, like
as not. If you'd only mentioned it!
Well, we must just make the best of a
bad job. I know where Maria puts the
kitchen key when she’s away, and we
might as well go in and take posses- |
sion—as they will have to do at our
house, I reckon.”

The key was found on' a nail under
the “stoop,” and Mrs. Stone proceed- |
ed to take possession, while her hus-
band stabled his horse. When Mr.
Stone came in, he found the lamps all |
lighted and his wife in a high state of
excitement and delight at the prog- |
pect  of “using Cousin Maria’s nice
things for awhile! T guess it’s all for
the best,” she announced, with unex-
pected cheerfulness. “For once in
our lived we will have a taste of keep- |
ing house with modern conveniences !

[t was a tremendous snow storm |

and Mrs. Stone was snowbound for a
week in the Holmes’ house and Mr. and
Mrs. Holmes, as it happened, were
similarly imprisoned in theirs. Roads
were not broken through for five days
and no one knew how his neighbor was
faring.

In the meantime Mr. Stone took care
of Mr. Holmeés's stock, and Mr. Holmes
took care of his, while their wives re-
velled totheir heari’s content in the
supposed domestic advantages and im-
provements for which they had envied
each other so long. At last the two
families were able to get word to one
another, and a day was set for the mu-
tual evacuation of each other’s premis-
es and a meeting at Hydeville on the
way. Both parties were invited to
dine at Jason Soper’s, that memorable
day, and the reader may be sure it
was not one of those dinner parties
that languish for lack of conversa-
tion.

Latein the afternoon, asthe Stones
came in sight of their own pleasant
farmhouse, Mr. Stone said, hesitating-
ly, “John and I had some talk of ex-
changing farms, while we were harn-
essing up. We thought, if—"

“Stop right there, Amasa Stone!"”
cried his wife, with a sudden uncall-
ed-for burst of tears. *If you ever
mention such a thing again—" )

“Why !” ‘exclaimed Mr. Stone, in
glad astonishment. ‘I thought you
were crazy for Cousin Maria's modern
conveniences, and John said that Maria
made life a burden to him by hanker-
ing after yours. So we thought we'd
please both of you by swapping
farms.”

“Well, you’ll neither of you ever
hear anything more on the subject
from Maria or me,” sobbed Mrs. Stone.
“We were both of us so homesick and
so ashamed that we burst outecrying,
when we were up in the front cham-
ber at Mrs. Soper’s, and confessed
what fools we had been. T guess nei-
ther of us will ever quarrel with her
own things again—least of all, with
her own husband|”

e
HOW SHE BECAME HAPPY.

Doctor Axel Munthe, in his little
book called * Vagaries,” says that he
first realized the responsibilities of
authorship through publishing an ar-
ticle on ‘“Toys.” One-day, not long
afterward, he received a visit from a
fashionable young lady, who sat in the
consulting-room with a huge parcel on
her knees. She began telling him a
story of woe, relating to her own life,
which had been passed in luxury, and
yet afforded her no satisfaction. In
consequence of perennial boredom she
broke down, and her parenis ended
by dragging her from one physician to
another.

One prescribed Egypt, where the pa-
tient, with her father and mbther,
then spent a whole winter; another
Cannes where they bought a villa ; and
a third, India and Japan, which they
vigited in their yacht.

‘ But,” said she, “ you are theonly
one who has done me any good. 1
have felt more happiness during this
past week than for years. I owe it
to you, and I have come to thank you
forts aE

She unfastened her parcel and pro-
duced from it one doll after another.
There were twelve in all and you nev-.
er saw such dolls. Some were dressed
in well-fitting tailor-made jackets and
skirts; some were evidently off for a
yachting trip, in blue serge suits and
sailor hats; some wore smart silk
dresses, covered with lace and frills,
and hats trimmed with huge ostrich
feathers; and some looked as if they
had only just returned from the
queen’s drawing-room.

“You see, doctor,” said she with un-
certain voice, “ I never thougiht I could
be of any service to anybody. I used
to send money to charities, but all I
did was to write out a check, and I
cannot say that I ever felt theslight-
est satisfaction in doing it.

“The other day [ happened tocome
across your article on ‘ Toys,’ and since
then I have been working from morn-
ing till evening to dress these dolls
for the poor children you spoke about.
I have done it all by myself, and I have
felt so strangely happy the whole
time !”

I looked at the sweet face smiling
through its tears, and then at the long
row of dolls who stared approvingly at
me from among my medical parapher-
nalia on the writing-tahle. Then I ask-
ed her to send away her smart car-
riage waiting at the door; I put her
and the dolls into a cab and told the
man to drive to my poor little pa-

| tients.

I introduced her to the suffering
children, and she introduced the dolls.
She blushed with delight at the chil-
dren’s pleasure and the mothers’ “God
bless you I” I could see by her shyness
that it was the first time she had en-
tered the homes of the poor.

Hardly a week passed, before she
brought me another dozen dolls, and
twelve more sick and destitute chil-

dren, forgot all about their misery.
She kept on bringing more and more,
and there came a time when I had

more dolls than patients.
self-defence, I was at last
send her to St. Moritz
of air.

obliged fo
for a change
e~ AU
THFE WISE WEATHER CLERK
The Funnyland clerk of the weather

Doesn’t waste his time finding out
whether

To-morrow’ll be blowy,

Or sunny, or snowy,
Oh! he's wiser than that altogether,
He carefully studies the past,

And runs up a flag on the mast,
So that people can see
If there's going to bhe
A thunderstorm week before last.
And when yesterday promises fair
When the sun will be hot and aglare,
hitch a balloon

To 3 edge of the moon
And dive off and swim round in the
air,
For 1}595' never get drowned in the
air.—

Albert W. Smith, in the January La-
dies’ Home Journal.

————

Sir Redvers Buller used to be a
great smoker, but is said to now
limit himself to one pipe a day. Af-
ter a fight it was always his habit
to retire into solitude and smoke a

j that 25th and 26th of February, Mr. | pipe out.

Indeed, in!

NOTES OF THE WAR.

SOUTH AFRICA.
——

Pathetlc Incldents, Displays of Love and
Loyalty and Cheerfulness Under Fire—
Armored Trains -Everythin Khakl.

A pathetic incident at Elandslaagte
is descrived in a letter from one of the
bearer compamy :

We were out looking after the
wounded at night when the fight was
over, when I cagne across an old, white-
pearded Boer. He was lying behind(a
bit of rock, supporting himself on his
elbows. I was a bit wary of the old
fellow at first. Some of these wound-
ed Boers, we've found, are sniakes in
the grass. You go up to them with
the best intentions, and the next
thing you know is that the man you
were going to succor is blazing at
you with his gun. So I kept my eye
on the old chap. But when I got near-|
er I saw that he was tco far gone to |
raise his rifle. He was gasping lmrdl
for breath, and 1 saw he was not long
for this world. He motioned to me
that he wanted to speak, and 1 bent
over him. He asked me to go and find
his son, a boy of thirteen. who had
been fighting by his side when he fell.
Well, 1 did 1s he asked me, and under
a heap of wounded, I found the poor
lad, stone dead, and I carried him back
to his father. Well, you know I'm
not a chicken-hearted sort of a fellow.
1 have seen a bit of fighting in my
time, and that sort of thing knocks
all the soft out* of a chap. But L had
to turn away when that old Boer saw
his dead lad. He hugged the body to
him and moaned over it, and carried
on in a way that fetched a big lump

in my throat. Until that very mo-
ment I never thdught how horrible
war is. I never wanted to see anoth-

er shot fired. And when I looked
round again, the old Boer was dead,
clacping the cold bhand of his dead
boy.

Many records of love and loyalty
have been made and among them this
deserves a place :

A young officer of the Manchesters,
wounded in one of the first engage-
ments, lay on the hillside, expecting
to die through the night, which had
already fallen, bleeding from a bad
wound in the thigh, and shivering
with cold, when there stumbled over
him a “Tommy" of his company, named
Rodgers,"” This "“Tommy” quick.y
whipped off his own overcoat, placed
it around the boy officer, and lying
down put hig arms around him, and
for the rest of that long, cold night
kept him “benutifully warm.”  And
there are now being told many such
incidents.

Courage of the highest has cheer-
fulness, too, in the most trying situ-
ations:

The character of the Dublins, Priv-
ate Kavamawh—yhat day
stretcher-bearers—chaffed and encour-
them the
He it
long
paktle, being asked if he was
hungry and did wish for
thing to eat, ‘No.
L with my mouth full *  “Fu!l,” said
the “What do you mean?’
‘Why, my nearl’s been in it ali day,
sir,” replied bavanagh, with a grin
And so the "hard case’ of his batta-
lion shouted and joked, walked about
amid a tempest of bullets, and stir-
red the gallant, glorious Dublins to
slwot well and true.

Matters have been pretty lively, also
at Mafeking, though with little loss:
gLo:onel Baden-Powell has been keep
ing the Boers on the mova day and
night, and has taken every precaution,
not only to prevent the town being
rushed by the Boers, bu. also to ren-
der as small as possible any damage
resuliing from the Boer bombardment.

one of the
aged his comrades, telling
Boer shells could Lit notbing.
was who, at Dundee, after the
day’s
not some-
said: How can

officer,

The nigit attacks of the British ap-
pear to have worried the Boers con-
siderably. Although the latter have

shelled the town day by day, but little
damage has resulied, tue British
casualties having been but few. Com-
mandant Cronje has brought all his
jguns to bear on the town, and hailed
shells in its direction for hours. His
pieces, however, appear to have been
light field guns, and have proved sin-|
gularly ineffective. The humor of it
is that Commandant Cronje, at a
what next

058
to do,

wrote to Colonel
Baden-Powell requesting him to sur-
render Maieking, to “save furfher

| bloodshed.” In reply, Baden-Powell
| asked when the blood:hed was to com-
| menee, and Cronje, greatly annoyed,
sent Lo

.named Fanny

cutting or passing under a hill, when
an enemy migh( have you at.his mercy
by firing down into the open-topped
trucks. It is a well known lesson, a'l-
so, that an armored train, except in
an absolutely flat country, is unsult-
ed for scouting or attack, unless back-
ed and flanked by a friendly force of
cavalry and guns. Our armored {rains
here are umprovided with Maxims or
cannon.

Julian Ralph, of the London Mail,
writing from Orange River on Nov-

ember 16, recurs to the sulject' of
khaki ecolor: ’

South Africa looks now as if it
were the dust-bin of creation. Its

is loose dust. lts air is fly-
ing dust. Its vegetation, animals and
insects are nearly all of different
shades of dust-color. As I write, t.hB
men are dissolving mud in their pﬂ.l‘s
and dipping brushes in it t¢ paint
their white strips mud color. Every
pouch, and strap, and 0Ioth—cnyered
water-bottla that would show white or
dark is undergoing this treatment.
And the drummers are do'ng the same
with their drums—painting the white
tightening cords with mud, muddy-
ing over the golden lions and unicorns

ground

| and the gaudy regimental mottoes, so

that everything shall look like the
veldt—so that we shall be as dusty
as the country. While “Tommy"” is
wholly and solely earth like in tone,
his officers differ from him in wearing
shiny buttons, stars, crowns, and
sword-hilts, and pip-clayed belts and
straps. In this difference has lain the
danger of all in battle in this cam-
paign, and from it has come the den_th
of far too many. All alike recognize
this, yet how differently they discuss
the proposal to have the officers dress
like the men. The “Tommies” are :I."
in favor of the change, though it
would greatly increase their own dan-
ger and losses. They are enthusiastio
for having the officers doff swords,

| earry light earbines and do away with

their ornamemts. They discuss the
mortality above the ranks with bated
breath as a thing altogether awful.
With the officers the subject is dif-
ferently treated. Some discuss the
prospect of disguising themselves as
if it were a thing to be considered
only for the sake of receiving an un-
fair foe and gaining a point that way.
Others indignantly spurn the idea as
undignified and unworthy.

Since this was written Lord Meth-
uen settled the question in the com-
mon-sense way, and now his officers
are no longer glittering targets for
the Boers, even their swords being| re-
placed by carbines.

—_———- ek

LOVE AND GENIUS.

Some men of genius have undoubted-
ly believed, with Thackeray, that it
is better to love foolishly than not at
all; that they have practised this
philosophy is proved by their mem-
oirs and biographies. Leigh Hunt
loved a good girl whose spelling was
unconventional, and whose chiro-
graphy could not be called her chief
accomplishment. Keats was wildly,
madly in love with a commonplace girl
Browne. He married
her, but she was incapable of appreci-
ating him. Hazlitt, the brilliant es-
sayist, loved the pert, conrse daughter
of his landlady. He wrote her a let-
ter which she never answered, and he
said that ““the rolling years of eter-
nity would not fill up the blank that
her failure to answer that letter caus-
ed.” A practical Scotch girl, Char-
lotte Carpenter, won Walter Scott's
love. She not only hated literature,
but objected to writing to him. He
wrote her, saying, “You must write
me once a week.” She replied, “You
are quite out of your senses, and you

need not put in so many ‘musts’ in
letters. It is beginning too early.”
Walter was foolishly in love with

Lady Dorothea Sydney, who was his
‘“Saccharissa.’ She liked his love-
making in poetiy, but when he pro-
posed marriage in prose the idea did
not apppeal to her. Alfred de Mus-
set's love for the irresponsive George
Sands gave his thoughts such an ex-
traordinary elevation that he wrote
many brilliant pcems in consequence.
Thomson had his Amanda, Littleton
his Nannie, Chaucer sang the praises
of many queens, but his one great love
was Phillippa Picard de Rouet, the
lady-in-waiting to Queen Anne of Bo-
hemia. He waited nine years . to
marry her, but made it a matter of
complaint in several poems. Moore
lived up to his {theory that love's
young dream is the sweetest thing in
life. He never let one love get old
bQefore he supplanted it with a new.
Carey had his Sally of “Sally in Our
Alley” fame. Surrey loved Geraldine
from the time she was a child in short
dresses. Corneille, the astute law-
yer fell in love and became the bril-
liant dramatic poet. Thus it seems
that love, whether successful or other-
wise, for a time inspires its votaries.

———.—

THE ORGANIST

AN ATOCRAT.

‘1'.-‘|'trullnl‘.l'llx”:"“‘xln.‘znH!|‘»‘ »H h&;:r Illl:x";‘y;‘r JAfptiare eyer ln mny SIOVDIO T lh(f
| bardment in fllw meantime just (o l'““m‘.iﬂ:!“”“ alou Hlp-lll‘]s}(" an
~ the minister ever worries thimself, it
show  that he was in  the neighbor- is admitted at once that the congre-
hood. [ gation and the minister are alone to
J Bennet Burleigh, writing from Est blame,” writes Ian Maclaren in the
court, agr with many critics at January Ladies’ Home Journal. “But
| home and abroad, that Natal is “the | there are other difficulties, and they
| lea suitable of countries for armor- | may be mentioned in a spirit of be-
| ed trains,” and proceeds to say coming humility. For one thing, the
lesides, those we have are poorly | organist is an artist, and every artist
extemporized affaivs, though (he lest. | has a nature of special refinement
perhaps, that uld  be dome in . | which ecannot bear the rough-and-
hurry. Imagine a few five-eighths | tumble ordinary methods of life.
inch boiler-plates placed round ihe Yith a man of common clay you deal
engine, and flat bogie truck boxed | I @ practical, straightforward and
round sevem feet high with simiiar | €ven h.vu_:w‘ fash on, arguing with him,
sheets of iron or steel, and roughly | “Mplaining to him, and putting him
loop-holed—ithe whole painted khaki right when he is wrong. I!u_' noman
and you have the armored train. There YS! RanLe oo '"-'“."I g Al such
| being no doorways, to get inside one L28hion, or the artist will be instantly
of those oblong iron boxes, which are \\“m“[-‘l“ and will resign and carry his
: : pathetic story to every quarter, for,

quite uncovered at the top, you have as a le, the organist thinks that }
to clamber up as best you ean, grip- e ) e bl IS e 10
) 1 is lifted above criticism and public

ping the loop-holes and exterior fa t= opinion It is impossible to teach him
enings. Egress has to be made in anything: it is an insult to suppose
the same manner. They are all right {hat anyihing could be bettsr than

‘uguinal rifle-fire, except when in a

| the music he provides.”
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