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Neville sighed.

“I suppose you've heard that she’s go-
ing to Sir Jordan,” she went on,
as she bustled in and out of the tiny
bedroom she was preparing for him.

Neville nodded n; for of course
he had heard of the engagemrent. Trale
told him of it.

“Took us all by surprise, it did, Sir
Jordan being so much older than Miss
Audrey, not that he looks his age. I
suppose you've seen him. Master Ne-
ville?”

,” said Neville, and his tone eaused
Mrs. Parsons to stop with a pillow case
in her hand and look at him.

“Oh, dear, dear me; yes, I remember,”
she said. “Well, it isn’t every one as
can get on with Sir Jordan. He’s a very

t man now, Mr. Neville, and we
on’t see much of him. The last time
he passed I went out, and gave him a
courtsey, but I don’t think he remember-
ed me, as was very natural” she added,
as if desirous of explaining that she was
not complaining. “He wasn’t my boy,
you: were, you know. Lor’, how glad [
am to eee you. Now, if Miss Audrey
was here we should be all complete, so
to say. And you haven’t seen her yet,
Master Neville?”

“Not yet, Mrs. Parsons,” he said. “And
I wish to see no one, or be seen, just
at present. You must let me be your
nephew come home from sea, or some-
thing of that kind, for a little while.”

The old lady nodded after a moment’s
pondering.

“Whatever you say is to be shall be,
Master Neville,” she said, with the im-
plicit obedience of an old servant. “I
did have a nephew as went off to sea,
but I'm afraid he’s drowned. Oh, don’t
you be afraid. Master Neville; I can
keep my lips shut, as Mr. Trale knows.”

The tiny bedroom up under  the
thatched roof was as clean as a new pin
and as sweet as lavender, and Neville
slept soundly for the first time for
many a night.

In the morning he looked round the
cottage and found a patch of what ought
to have been garden, but was at present
& weedy wilderness and he amused him-
self during the day, much to the grief
and horror of Mrs. Parsons, by digging it
up and putting it into something like
order, and in the evening, with his soft
wide-awake well over his brows wander-
ed about the place, every spot of which
was rich in associations of his boyish
days.

He spent an hour or two with Trale,
at the inn, talking over old times, and
this was the programme that followed

gfay after day for nearly a week.

If any one had asked him why he was
dreaming away his time at Lynne he
could not have told them, and every day
he reminded himself that he must be off
—somewhere,

His small stock of money was disap-
pearing, if slowly, still surely, and he
must go out iuto the world and get
some more—somehow.

“After all,” he said to himself, with a
sigh, “1 have seen the old place; it’s very
unlikely that once I've left it again 1
shall ever see it more. Why should I
stay and make myself known to—to Jor-
dan and Audrey? I should only become
an object of charity and pity. No, I'll
be oft. There must be work for a man
with strong arms and a will to use them
domewhere or other.”

It was on Friday evening that he com-
muned with himself after this fashion,
and he was sauntering along the lane
which led past the Grange to the Bur-
rows.

He stopped and looked through the
gate at the corner of the house, which
he could just see, and thought of Audrey
and then of Sylvia! 5

These were two women for whom he
would willingly have laid down his life—
especially now, when it seemed of very
little use to him!—and he should in all
probability uever see them ,again,

“Dear little Syll” he murmured. “I
Wunder whele she is, and if she is happy.
L wonder, too, whether she has forgot-
ten.me. They say that if you love a per-
son ever so much you forget them when
they're dead. 1 hope she hasn’t quite
forgotten me. 1 should like her to give
a thought now and then to the old days
at Lorn Hope. How happy we were out
there in the wilds with old Meth and the
“claim,” and how pretty she used to
look sitting there with that wonderiul
hair of hers falling into her eyes, as she
sang like a nightingale, while I worked!
Yes, we were very happy. I didn’t know
how I loved her then, not till we parted,
never to meect again.”

Something rose in his throat, and a
mist gathered before his eyes, as he went
on,

“Perhaps we shall meet; who knows?
And she’ll be among her titled friends,
and—and will never guess that the
seedy-looking individual, who'll be sure
to shamble out of her way is her old
friend Jack, her brother, with whom she
wus so happy long, long ago. All the
better if she doesn’t. I'm a failure, a
right-down failure, and its’ enly fit and
proper that I should be sponged out. (Ine
more night and then good-bye to Lyane,
Pll work my way back to Australia and
have another try at it, though God
knows I haven't the hart of desire for

L= e N B

the gold now. All the heart died out of
me when I lost Syl!”

By the. time he had arrived at this
cheerful conclusion he had reached the

.df. of the Burrows.

t was dusk, nearly dark, and the
moon, what was left of it, had not risen
{:t. But the darkness and stillness of

e night suited his humor and instead
of turning back to the supper which
Mrs. Parsons was preparing for him with
her loving old hands, he passed on to
the Burrows.

As he did so he heard a brisk step
behind him, and Trale’s voice.

“Out for a stroll, Mr. Nevilley” he said,
cheerily. ;

Neville nodded.

“I am just going a little way, Trale,”
he said, trying to respond

I wishy;n could go with you,” said
Trale, wistfully; “but I'm due at the
station. I suppose you've heard that Sir
Jordan is down at the Court, sir?”

“No,” said Neville, with a little start,
“I've not heard it. When——"

“Well, it’s not generally known,” said
Trale. He came down rather unexpect-
edly, and he’s been ill and confined to
the house. I don’t know whether—
whetlier you’d like to see him.”

Neville shook his head.

“No, Trale] he answered. “I don’t
think I will.”

“Come down to see ahout some altera-
tions m the Court, to brighten it up for
his mmrriage with Miss Audrey,” said
Trale.

Neville’s faee grew grim in the dark-
ness,

“I neard it’s to be pretty soon. Well, I
must ge going. Nothing I can do for
you, Mr. Nevilie?”

Neville shook his head, and held out
his hand. “No, aud thaak you for all
you have done,” Trale,” he said. “I’'m
off to-morrow.”

“Oh, I hope not, sir!” exclaimed Trale.

“Yes. I'm off,” repeated Neville,
grmily. “I've seen the old place, and—
well, I've found two friends at any
rate,” and he grasped the man’s hand
tightly. “Keep my visit a secret, Trale.
Perbaps I'll come back some day, when
—” he smiled bravely—“I’'ve made my
fortune.

“You needn’t wait till then, sir, for
one man to be glad to see you,” said
Trale, and as if ashamed of the emotion
trembling in his voice, he hurried off.

Neville walked on with his hands
torust in his pockets, and his head bent
thoughtfully, and reached the clump of
trees. He threw himself down at the
foot of one of them, and, leaning his
back against. the thick trunk, got out
his pipe and looked round musingly.

“If Syl and I bad come back to Eng-
land togethei, this is one of the places
I'd have brought her to,” he said to
himself, “and we'd hawe picnicked here
a3 we used to picnic out in the valley.
She'd have Leen glad to come and see
the places I'm fond of, I know. Dear
little Syl—hallo!” he raised his hand
and knocked something off and laughed.
“I'd clean forgotten the ants!” he said
and got up and brashed his clothes with
his hande.

The moon was just showing above the
dark hill line, and he felt loth to go;
it secmed so very unlikely that he should
ever see Lynne Rurrows again!

He glanced uyp at the tree. It was an
old oak with a gnarled trunk, seamed
with great hollows and stretching spe-
cious branches out toward its fellows.

“It’s a long time since I climbed you,
old chap,” he said, addressing the tree
affectionately. e

The last time he had done so he had
dragged Audrey after him, and they had
sa; upon the very branch he was now
locking at.

It looked imviting, and after a mo-
ment's hesitation he knocked out the
contents of his pipe and climbed up and
madz himselt comfortable.

Ee refilled his pipe, but could not
find his matchbox, and, thinking that he
had dropped it out of his pocket” when
he scrambled to his feet ofi the ants
nest, he was goigg to descend when k>
hearl a footstep.

Scme one .was coming toward him.
He could not see who it was for tha
leaves and branches before him, but_he
thought it must be Trale, and was going
to ¢ul! out, when it occurred to him that
he had better wait and make sure, and
he remained quiet. :

Whoever it was, he was coming
straight for the clump, and Neville
caught himself wondering what business
a mar could have in Lynne Burrows at
that time of night. ;

“Some paor devil of a tramp hunting
up a nfght's lodging, I' suppose,” he
muttered. “I shall frighten him out of
b's life,” and he put hiz hand on the
branch to bring himself down. when a
figurc dim!y seen in the dusky darkness
entered the circle ofv trees and stopped
about a dozen yards from that on which
Neville was perched.

Curigus to see if his surmiss was
right, Neville remained where he was
and watcled, feeling in his pockets as
he did so to find a copper for the tramp.

The newcomer stood still for a mo-
ment, as if to accustom his eyes to the
gloom of the shadow casting trees, tken
he went round them, one by one, step-
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g«l outside the ring, and wseemed to
Veville, to be about eautiously.

“A tramp!” he sal “I'l wait and
se¢ what will do, - If he takes to
Mother ‘Earth for & bed, the ants will
make it lively for him. ' I don’t wish hum
any harm, but I should rather enjoy sve-
ing him jump 4

gl‘hn man u:’i;&:k to where he had
firss stood, struck a matoh and lit-a
small piece of candle.

Thin ratlier startled Nevile.

“Tramps don’t usually eare much

mean curiously.

H: had nov much of the appearance
of the common tramp, biit was, injeed,
rather well dressed a plain svit of
black, and looked to Neville, who had
seen many and divers types of ma
like. & respectable clerk, say a solici-
tor's. He was an elderly man with a
gray oeard that gave him rather a ven-
erable look, and Neville was lsunﬂ at
the problem why a table elerk of
his time of life should think fit to come
to Lynne Burrows and light a candle;
when the.man gave him another surprise
by unbuttoning his frock coat and tak-
ing from under it & small hand trowel.

Neville could scarcely refrgin from
laughter. If this had been Aus.-
tralin, and, say, a digger's camp,

rformanee o{ this kind would not

ave been astonishing for all sorts of
curious things occur in-such places; but
this was England, Lynne Burrows, and—
what on earth coulc a man’ of this kind
want at this hour of night with a piece
of candlc and a hand spade? e

Then it @lashed upon him. This indi-
vidual was one of those harmless luna-
tics who amuse themselves by moth and
insect hunting. That was it. The man
was a naturalist in searck of some rgre
spécimen of the flying or crawling (#ibe,
and was going to dig or scratch for it.

To plum gown upon him, or even
speak, wouFd in all probability give the
poor old fellow a fit, Neville thought,
and he decided to remain where he was
until the man had finished his search
and gone. .

The man stuck the candle on the
ground by the simple method of pouring
some grease from it and standing the
candle in it; then, with his back to Nev-
ille, paced slowly from the tree, counting
as he went.

He made the measurement twice, as if
to be certain of his accuracy, then went
down on his knees and began to dig
quickly.

Every now and then he ‘paused and
looked round and listened, and once as
he did so a bird, wakened by the noise
and the light, flew cut of the trees; the
man extinguished the candle in an in-
stant, as if frighiened, and Neville could
hear him breathing hard as he waited
and listened.

Then he relit the candle and fell to
digging again.

Neville wondered whgt it could be the
man was in search of, and ransacked his
brain trying to think of some insect or
animal tha hid itself under the solid
earth, but did not succeed.

Suddenly the man uttered a low, sup-
pressed cry of satisfaction, as if he had
found what he had been looking foz,

Consumed by curiosity, Neville stretch-
ed himself along the branch, and leaned
over at the imminent risk of tumbling
down, and saw what the curious animal
was,

CHAPTER XXV1'

What Neville saw as he leaned down
froma the branch was a round tin canis-
ter, swh as cocoa or coffee is packed
in, lying at the bottom of the hole which
the old man had dug.

The man took up the box, forced open
the lid and drew out—not a bag of gold
or a string of jewels—but a roll of
paper. "This he ylacel carefully in his
breaat pocket; then flinging the empty
can into the hole, he filed in the dirt,
astamped it down and strewed some of
the dead leaves and twigs over the spot.

Then he sat down, lit a pipe and smok-

ed meditatively. After a few minutes
he, with a shake of the head, drew the
paper from hiS pocket and looked
around.
_As his eyes approached Nev.lle’s hid-
ing-place Neville quietly and cautiously
drew himself up to a higher branch and
S0 escaped detection.

The man went up to the tree and care-
fully placed the paper inside one of the
hollows, thrusting in his hand to see how
deep the hole went.

_ The paper was thus well within Ney-
111«;’3 reach if he stretched out his arm.

The old gentleman thén returned to
his seat at the foot of another tree and
sm(zkagl with ‘patience and contentment.

{sevllle Wwas rar too -curious and inter-
ested now to discover himself, and mak-
ing himself as comfortable as possible,
e, too, waited and watched,

Presently the man took his pipe out
of his mouth and listened with his head
on one side, then he knelt and laid his
ear to the ground.

This action startled Neville as much
as anything the man had done, for it
reminded him of his digger days, and the
way in which the scouts of a party lis-
tened tor the approach of footsteps. How
did it happen that a respectable, elderly
clerk should know a trick of the back.
woods?

’l:he man got up, resumed his seat and
relit his pipe with an evident air of sat-
xs_fm.'non, and a few minutes afterward
Neville heard some one approaching.

Now, Neville was the Inst man in the
world to play the part of eavesdropper,
and he was about *o speak to the man
and de.scend whe%t tall figure entered
the thicket, and Neville recognized with
amazement his brother Jordan!

.Jordan had got on a dress Inverness,
with the collar turned up, but Neville
knew him in a’ moment.

Cpuld it be possible that his brother,
the ‘Right Hon. Sir Jordan Lynee, had
come to Lynne Burrows to meet this
/Xan with the piece of candle and the
tin canister? It seemed incredible,

The whole business wore a grotesque
and unreal air which almost made Neville
doubt the evidence of his own senses.
That his brother desired to escape ob-
servation and recognition was evident
from.the way in which he looked round
him—very much as the elderly man had
looked—before he entered: the circle of
trees, and the fashion in which he kept
the high collar of his dress cape coat
round his face.

It was like the scene of a melodrama,
Neville thought, as he stared down at his
brother pale face and tall thin form.

Jordan made his way to the other
man, who remsined seated, puffing his
pipe, eyeing Jordan coolly, and Jordan
in'dn tone of impatience and hauteur,
said:

“You are here. Let us get this busi-

y

\

about a light to go to bed by,” he
thought, :::’ he looked down at the

man
neas over quickly, please.”
'he man looked at him iith an easy,
insolent grin. {
+ #What are you afraid of, Sir Jordan?®”
he retorted. “We're quiet emough here.”
At the sound of his voiee Nevillw’s
heart . , and the blood rushed to his
head. as he mad or dreaming, or was
that lavarick’s voice?
He shook and trembled so violently
under the emotion aroused by the man’s

| voice that he almost fell from the branct:,

and he had to set his teeth firmly to
keep himself from erying out.

Lavarick here, and in collusion with
Jordan! Surely he, Neville, must be
dreaming! His heart beat so fast and
furiously that it made a singing in his
ears so that he could scarcely hear the
voices of the two men below him, near
as they were.

“I am here, very reluctantly,” said
Jordaun, haughtfly. “And I am desirous
of pleting this busi and return-
ing as soon as possible.”

“Right,” said Lavarick, curtly. “Did
al:& one see you on the way, do you,

k, Sir Jordan ?”

“I think not,” replied Jordan. “But
Soma person, some tramp, may come\
apon us at any moment, and—"

“You’d rather not be seen holding con-
fab with a stranger at this time of
nighy, eh?” said Lavarick, as coolly as
before. - “Well, 1 dare say youw’re right.
It would look singular, wouldn’t it, if
you were seen? People' would begin to
ask themselves queer questions. But,
there, you’d have some explanation cut
and dried for ’em, wouldn’t you? You
can’t put the Right Hon. Sir Jordan
Lynne in a hole easily,” and he laughed.

If Neville had entertained “‘any doubt
as to the identity of the man it would
have been dispelled by the laugh.

It was the laugh he had heard in the
tent on the night he had ransomed
Sylvia, the laugh that had rung in his
ears as he saw he borne away across
Lavarick’s saddle. And the sound of it
now filled him with almost irresistible
desire to spring upon the scoundrel and
knock the life out of him. ,But.he re-
strained himself with an awful effort
that caused him to break out into a fit
of perspiration. That there was some
villainy hatching between these two was
evident, and if he could only learn its
nature he might be able to thwart them.

“It is your nature to be insolent,” said
Jordan. “When you have finished you
will 'be good enough to préceed to the
matter which brings me here. As I said,
I came reluctantly, and it will not re-
quire much provocation to induce me to
leave you.”

Lavarick rose and emptied his pipe.

“You've got the notes?” he said.

“I have the notes,” replied Jordan,
coldly.

Lavarick held out his claw-like hand.

“Pass them over, then,” he said, curtly.

Jordan sneered. 2

“Excuse me,” he said.. “I brought
them for an exchange, not a gift.”

Lavarick swore. ;

“We don’t trust each other much,” he
said, sarcastically.

Jordan remained silent. i

“What’s to prevent me from knocking
you on the head and helping myself to
the notes?” said Lavarick, with engag-
ing frankness.

“A regard for your owh safety,” re-
plied Jordan, calmly. “Before I left the
eourt I told my servant that I was

ing for a wall on the Burrows, and
that if I did not return in an hour he
was to drive here for me. If you mur-
wered me—as I have no doubt you
would like to do—" ;

“Well, I should!” assented Lavarick,
with cold-blooded candor.

“You could not conceal the evidences
of your crime and escape in time.” He
looked at his watch as he spoke. “As
it is, the time is passing rapidly, and my
man will be here soon.” -

“You refuse to give me -the notes
first?” said Lavarick.

“Absolutely!” retorted Jordan.

(To be continued.)
——eeo——

The New York American of Dec, 18th,
1907, says the common house fly is one
of the greatest .enemies of man. It is
a solemn scientifically ascertained fact
that he is one of the worst disseminators
of disease known, far surpassing the
mosquito in this respect. Wilson’s Fly
Pads will kill many times 'more flies
than any other article.

MOTHER FOX'S CUNNING.

Her Ineffectual Plans to Divert Hun-
ter's Attention From Her Den.

Hunters found a den of foxes in the
hills scuth of Hagerstown and unearthed
five little ones about as large as well
grown cais. The mother fox escaped be-
fore the hunters reached the den, which
was lined thickly with soft grasees and
feathers. Instead of running away she
kept within sight while the hunters
worked with their shovels.

She apparently understood what they
were doing, for she endeavored by every
means to attract them away from their
work and toward herself, She approach-
ed quite near and acted as if lame and
distressed. She would lie down , on her
side and writhe along the ground, wt-
terin whines and moans. Then she
would limp off as if very lame, going
very slowly and halting frequently.

The hunters were not to be drawn
away from the work in hand by such
factics and finally, after -much digging,
came upon the den where the five pretty
little fellows were shrinking. They made
no resistance, and seemed rather to like
tho handling and petting they received.
‘All of them were taken to a farmhouse
where they are confined. They will not
be released, but will probably be pain-
lessly despatched: Grown foxes do not
make good neighbors in farming com-
munities. Hunters say it is very rare
for mother foxes to leave all their
young in one place. Tt is their cunning
habit to scatter the family, one and two
in widely separated retreats. It is: said
too that foxes will not rob roosts close
to their dens, but will go miles away for
food and carefully hide their trails.—
Hagerstown correspondence Indianapo-
lis News.

—_—aer——
Often the Case.

Ruggles—What horse-power is your
new automobile? »

Ramage—Two, I guess. That’s the
horse-power it took to haul it to the re-
pair shop when it broke down on a coun-
try roul) the other day.—Chicago Trib-
une.
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. Many a true word is spoken by secel-
dent.
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. 'Libby’s Sweet
Mixed Pickles

That firm, crisp quality and
delicious flavor is what you get
when ‘you insist on Libby’s
Mixed Pickles at your dealers.

They are always the finest and
never disappoint. It's the same
with Libby's Sweet Gherkins and
Sweet Midgets. Ask for them.

- Libby’s Olives

e D o, et
m e olive groves n
as the world’s best. 3
Libby’s Olives are im
from the oldest and most famous
of mmfrovu. The result is a
rare product, delightfully appetiz-
ing. Try one bottle and you'll
buy more and never be wi
em.

Libby’s Preserves
Pure, ripe fruit and pure sugar
in equ] parts, cooked just right
and’ timed ' to' the  secon

Libby’s Great White Kitch-
en, is the secret of the extreme
superiority of Libby's Preserves.
There's none as good at any price.
rocersand delicatessen stores
carry all of Libby’s Food Pro-
ducts. They are war

rantedthebestto

" you and the dealer
A ¢ rite for free
b
2o Eat.”" |

Insist on

Libby’s at
your dealer’s.
Libby, McNeill

& Libby,
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THE DOMESTIC FLY.

Timely Facts and Speculation Concern-
ing an Interesting Cmtnre."

“The common domestic fly,” said &
man who is no scholar but has m
to pick up many interesting facts, “is
altogether too common and too domes-
tic. She is one of the most interesting
animals—" :

“You don’t mean ‘animals,’” a listen-
er broke in; “a fly'is not an animal.”

“Then she must be a vegetable or a
mineral,” said the first speaker. “Call
her which ever you piease, but she is one
of the most Interesting creatures ex-
tant.
“An industrious female fly lays about
3,000,000 eggs. There are no indoleat
flies ' and few males, The fly does uot
sot after laying; if she uid she would be
retired from her wonted activity during
longer.or shorter periods oi incubation.
Her eggs hatch without motherly atten-
tion, and it is seldom tkat one fails ‘o

 batoh.

“The fly has so many eyes,” the man
who is no s¢holar went on, “that she can
see in -all directions at once without
turning her head or rolling her eyes.
That’s why it is so hard to hit her. A
fly time poet sang:

Now doth the little busy fly
Buzz in a fellow’s hair,

But try to smite her hip and thigh
And, lo! she isn’t there.

"“The intelligence of flies is an inter-
esting and exasperating study. One of
the ordinary ways of trying to kill flies
is to fold a newspaper in the shape of
flat pad and whack at them with it
when they are sitting still.

“Now, the fly is familiar with the
scientific fact t{ut if she sits perfectly
still the descending paper will make an
air cushion in front of it that ninety-
mine times out of a hundred will pro-
tect her from being crushed. The concus-
sion momentarily stuns her and she
falls to the floor apparently dead, but
in a few minutes she has recoverd and
is again on the job.

“That’s why when you strike at a fly
hard enough to spatter the butter all
over the walls she is able to reappear so
quickly on the rim of the sugar bowl,

“When out not for foéd but merely
for the fun of tantalizing you the fly
knows when she has had enough. Then
she sits down on a dark spot in the car-
pet and watches you prance around the
room looking for her on the walls.

“A very good way to catch flies is to
distribute fly paper and platters of poi-
son the tables and window sills. No mat-
ter how thick the flies are where this
is done, their number will be quickly re-
duced. You can easily prove this by
counting the flies you have caught. It is
a great comfort, when there are a few

million flies in the air and more coming, |

to count up your catch and know that
a dozen or so will never pester you any
more.

“This method of getting rid of flies is
often employed in restaurants. It was
the method used in the railroad restau-
rant where » passenger hurried in for

refreshment, glanced along the display
of pies and-seid:- -

“Give me a piece of this huckleberry.”

“{That ain’t huckleberry,’ said the
waiter girl, waving ber hand over the
pie; ‘it’s custard.’ >

“Up with the lark’ is a poetical ex-
preesion for early rising. ‘Up with the
i}y’ would be stromger if less poetic.
The lark doesn’t compel you to get up,
but the fly does. Besides, the lark is an
English bird, but the fly is & bird that
knows no nationality. If the fly would
g0 away and letnilou sleep till the lark
gets up you would have less catse for '
complaint.

“When we wére children -we were
taught to believe that fly's foot was e
wonderful part of creation—that when
it was placed flat upon the ceiling the
weight of the fly pulled it away in the
centre and made a ;in vacuum and
that the pressure . atmosphere

d it.Pin dance with a law of

] eral ‘human flies’ broke

& door hinge.”

ngture, held the fly from falling. Sev-
their necks
trying to do the same trick with artifi-
cial flies’ feet before it was discovered
that if flies kept their feet clean they
couldn’t walk on ceilings, A
“Flies believe that mankind was creat.
ed for their amusement, and it bas al-
ways, been a question with me ' which
gave a fly the more solid enjoyment —

tn buzz around your nose and make you

get up a few hours earlier in the momn-
ing tlrun you want to, or to pester you
in the daytime until you rage around
the room with sspaper slapper in your
hand while she you from behind”

o

LONDON CLUBS.

They Are Pecullarly Secial—the Old
Ones, That Is.

= As everybody knows, our oldest clubs
were developed out ‘of the voriginal cof-
fes houses nearly two centuries ago,
and the newer clubs, as they were form-
ed from time to time, consisted in the
firet instance of many members, exper-
ienced in the older, and so the good
tradition was kept up. This applies at
least to the really social cl:gu, like
White’s or the Garrick. It does not
apply in the same degree to the large,
ceremonious, more stately clubs like the
United University or the Oxford and
Cambridge, where a member y
knows only & small proportion of his
fellow-members, or to an eminent politi-
cal club like the Cariton, where a man
is elected for services to his party. And
it does not apply at all to those clubs
whicli are merely large proprietary con-
cerns for convenience, u:g which are
generally and very rudely Known as
*pot houses”—I had better not give in-
stances—whére admission is swift and
easy and where the membership largely
‘conaists of very young men who have
not had time to get into a better insti-
tution. But a really social clud even
' though new .has the advantage of old
exemplars. .

Thus the Bachelors, a comparatively
regcnt, club, has & character very like
that of te's, which is one of the
very oldest. tone of the reall
social club is that of an easy
ty. A member going in for his 1
or dinner drops naturally into &
close to another member and starts
conversation. In the more ceremonious
club, or in. the “pot house,” if he has
not arranged to meet some one or in-
vited a guest he probably eats solitary.
In the latter sort men move in silente
and isolation; in the former there is &
general hum of “Hullo! how are Joul"
and “When did you get back?” and
“Seen Tommy lately?” and so forth—
and incidentally it Is difficult to write
your letters or read your {
undisturbed. These are the real

ot{. of & hundred
ke @ great fam-
party, understeod them, and they
are the hardest to imitate. The others
may confer some assurance of position,
like the Athenaeum, or confer
except more or less dubious comfort,
like the—never mind, but they have not
the essential quality and can be imi-
tated anywhere, more or less.—Town
and Country.
B . . o e
SOLDIERS' UNEXPECTED ALLY.

How a Holy Man Came to the Res-
cue of Regiment. .

8ir D. C. Drury-Lowe, who recently
died, a veteran of Orimea, the Mutiny,
the Zuln and tian wars, was one of
the leaders of forced march to Cairo,
which made its way for eixty-five miles
across the desert and consummated the
victory of Tel-el-Kebir. A ourious inei-
dent is told of this campaign. The

story iustrates the absolute and super-
stitious devotion of the Arabs to their
religion, Arabi Pasha had concentrated
his forces near the English camp. The
British soldiers were a queer looking set
in their rough, loose jackets, dusty and
mudgdy, ° their growing beards, their
di belts and helmets; but the strict-
esff discipline was maintained. The men
were steady, cheerful, patient to ‘en-
dure the scanty food, filthy water and
the heat and dust.

A canal ran close to their line of en-
trenchments, from which they got their
water. Arabi dammed this canal and
cut a deep drain by which he intended
to let out the water into the valley and
80 make it impossible for the British to
get their supply.

A few: days before the final battle the
British engineers were astonished to find
the water in the canal rising. The ten- _
dency before had been a rapid decrease
from consumption and evaporation. As
every one knew the canal was dammed,
they supposed the only solution of the
mystery was that the rising of the Nile
had filled the canal above the level  of
the dam and that the water was pouring
over it. The increase was availed of at
once; the lock was opened and the level
of the water raised. The true solution
of this increase of water never entered *
th European mind. Later it was dis-
covered. Arabi Pasha had cut the dam.
A dervish, or holy man, much venerated,
had come to the camp. He had heard of
the building of the dam and pronounced
it contrary to the faith. He declared
that although the British soldiers were
infidel dogs they were still God's crea-
tures and should not be made to suffar
and that the divine blessing could be x-
pected only if the water were set free.

Arabi was a devout Mcslem, and he
instantly eomplied with the dervish’s de-
cision.—From the Youth’s Companion.

—_—————

The bones for those who come latarw
Latin.
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