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i

$ THE STORY OF A SIBERIAN £
| EXILE »

The following story was related to 
me by a Russian gentleman, at 
whose house I spent a few weeks 
last summer. He had been in the 
employ of his government for some 
years as an inspector of prisons, and 
it was on the occasion of one of his 
c.fkhal visits to the famous convict 
establishment at Tobolsk that he 
heard the story from, the lips of an 
old man, who had spent upward of 
40 years in prison. Substantially 
it ran as follows :

“I will pass over the scenes in 
court—the testimony of the soldiers, 
the hisses of the people when the 
judge condemned me to a life of 
penal servitude in the Siberian 
mines, and their eagerness to catch 
a nearer glimpse of me when I 
passed out on my way back to 
prison. The recital would but weary 
you. The next day 1 began my long 
and toilsome journey to Siberia.
‘With many other exiles 1 was 

marched through the town and out
■‘Many years ago—how many, 11 into the country by the road that 

cannot tell you, sir—I was living on i led past my forge. Long before we 
the outskirts of the thriving little j came in sight of it, 1 was straining 
town of Velna, in Russian Poland. | my eyes to catch a glimpse of the 
I was a blacksmith by trade, and j little homestead I loved so well ; 
my forge stood at the angle of two j but when at length it came in view 
crossroads, about a mile from the | another sight enchained my atten- 
center of the town. Adjoining it was tion and stilled in n moment the

eager throbbing of my heartmy cottage, the neatest and prettiest 
little homestead in all that country
side. Many there were who envied 
me my lot, and, indeed, it was an 
enviable one, for few prospered as I 
did. and none could boast a happier

“I had been married two years 
when my wife gave birth to a boy— 
a faithful copy of his mother—who, 
as time went on, grew a sturdy

Ah
What a sight was that ! Coining 
toward us, round a bend in the road, 
was a tumbril, heavily draped with 
black, and, following it, a long pro
cession of men and women, many 
of them weeping bitterly. A mist 
blurred my vision and magnified the 
tumbril until to my tear-dimmed eye 
it seemed as a great black cloud 
that wrapped the whole countryside

bright-eyed little fellow, the darling Iin its sorrowful folds. On me it 
of our hearts, and the brightest cast its darkest shadow, and I 
jewel of our crown of happiness, jcricd to tho guards to kill me and 
What he was to me no words can I laV me beside my dear ones, for 
tell. I know only that he became there was not on Cod’s fair earth 
the very light of my life, and when one more desolate than I. But they 
some childish ailment checked for a i only cursed me for a madman and 
brief space his merry prattle I was 1 ashed me with their whips to urge 
likely to go mad with grief and fear Î me forward.
-so bitter was the thought that "The tumbril was almost abreast 
souk' day. perhaps, he might be o£ us when the mourners recognized 
taken from me. '■ me, and a groat cry of compassion

•'One day I was at work when I ! went up from all, for they knew how 
heard a troop of cavalry approach- !had been with me, and their hearts 
ing the forge at full gallop. Laying iwcrc s°r* to see me treated thus in 
aside my hammer I went over to the the presence of my dead ; and moved 
half-door to catch a glimpse of them ! by a common impulse, they broke in 
us they rode by. The lending files | uP°n our ranks, and, closing round 
had already passed when a piercing !me* bore me, despite the frantic 
shriek rent the air and froze the ! strivings of the guard, to the tum- 
verv marrow in my bones—my heart j bril’s sit,c‘- °ne passionate kiss on 
stood still. Oh, God, can I ever for-j the shell that hid my dai ling from 
get the fearful sight that met my i my eyes, one fierce cry of vengeance 
gaze. I see it now, as plainly as on i on the authors of my misery—and I 
that day—my darling, my heart’s j knew no more.
idol, and his angel mother, side by j "When I came to myself I was ly- 
side on the dusty l oad, trampled to ! in6' at the bottom of the waggon in 
death by those cruel hoofs. With a which the guards carried their food 
terrible cry—a cry such as only a i and equipment. The tumbril and 
man infuriated to the pitch of mad- j mourners, the familiar countryside— 
ness, can utter—I snatched up my j a11 had gone—and naught save the 
hammer, and whirling it around my toiling band of human misery, the
head, rushed among the soldiers, 
now dismounted and gathered about 
the prostrate and mangled forms of 
my darlings. A panic seized them 
and they struggled furiously to get 
beyond the reach of my wild blows. 
One there was, however, that essay
ed to close with me and wrest the

poor Siberian exiles, was in view.
"I will not dwell on the details of 

that terrible journey. Suffice it to 
say that we reached Tobolsk, after 
months of incredible suffering and 
privation, a smaller band by many 
than when we left Velna. Death had 
been merciful to the weak, and left

hammer from my grasp, but I hurl- i only the strong to suffer. And ter
ed him to the ground and struck 
him a blow, that, had it fallen on 
his head, would have killed him out
right. Happily for him and for my 
future peace of mind, his upraised 
arm saved him : and before I could 
strike again one of his comrades

rible, indeed, were oui* sufferings 
during the first years of imprison
ment, for a cruel man governed, us, 
and ruled us with a rod of iron.

“One day, while we wore at work, 
a fellow prisoner told me that a 
new warden had arrived at the

dealt me a blow that stretched me ! prison, and would be on duty for 
beside him, bleeding and senseless, j the first time that night. I paid 
When I recovered consciousness I i but little attention to what he said, 
found myself lying on the floor of a ! and when night fell and I was lock
cell on the Prison of Velna. j ed in my cell I had forgotten all

‘Oh. the misery of that awaken- ; about it. It was the night warder’s 
g ! How shall I describe it to duty to visit the cells every hour, 

you, sir ? How describe the awful commencing at 10 o’clock. On that 
sense of desolation that, crept over ! particular night I was more than 
me with the first dawning of con- I usually restless. It was the anni- 
sciousness, and so laid hold of me j versary cf that fatal day at Velna, 
that I prayed, and prayed with all ' aad I paced my cell with ever 
m.v might, to die ? How describe j quickening steps as I recalled, one 
the tortures' I suffered When the re- j by one, the events of that terrible 
membrance of all that had happened time. The prison clock struck 10, 
at the forge that day came bac.k to and I paused a moment to listen
me with redoubled force, and. flood
ing my soul with anguish, created in 
me a fierce thirst lor revenge—but I 
cannot, I cannot. To realize my 
misery you must suffer as I suffered, 
love as I loved»—and that I pray you 
never will. But let me continue my 
story The daylight had faded in my 
cell, when two soldiers, bringing 
with them food and drink, com-

for the familiar grating of the bolts 
at the end of the corridor as the 
warder entered to make his usual 
round. But everything was silent 
I waited a few moments, and then 
resumed my walk. The quarter 
struck, and still no warder came. 
Then I recalled what my fellow- 
prisoner had told me, and I saw 
how it was. The man was new to

munira ted to me the intelligence | his duties, and, like enough would 
that I was to be tried on the nror- | not come at all. But even us the 

for attempting to kill one of thought passed through my mind I 
*lls Majesty's guards. I paid little heard the bolts grating in their soc- 
eed to what they said—so wrapped I k-cts, and, a few moments later. 

Was I in the bitterness of my j someone stumbled up tho steps that 
thoughts—and my indifference an- j led from the corridor to my cell and 
Send them. “He is n sullen dog,” f<?U heavily against the door. With 
mud one of them, and. spurning me j an oath he recovered himself, and,

1 his foot, passed a cruel jest I unlocking the door, flung" it wide 
that sent the hot blood surging to open.

head. Had I not been bound I i “The dim light prevented me at 
°“hi have fallen upon him and first from seeing his face, but 1 

on- him to pieces, but they had ] knew from the heavy breathing and 
named me to a ring in the wall, | indistinct speech that he had been 

.st5?in as 1 would. I could not ; drinking. When, after a slight pause 
v nch him- My fruitless struggles ! he raised the lantern and the light 
ic * s,evvcd to amuse them, and they fell on his soddenod features, I 
rered ;it Ine an(1 taunted me with started back with a cry of surprise, 

* '‘“Potency of my rage, and so for I recognized in him the soldier 
th‘V." . 11,0 with, the brutality of : who, with a companion, had visited 
j ™!' ,l0.sts that 1 was like to go me in Velna prison, and had mocked 

' Uhen at length they had sat-; at me and insulted theisfi i , "v 11 av tenpin tncy naa sat- ; «i auu insuitca tne memory of
th ■ - f 0m&c*Vos w*th the cruel sport : my dear ones. Something in my
ofi‘v left me—left me to the tortures ! look alarmed him, and he made as 
fill-') S- uPloss niffht« of a night though he would draw his sword, 
and' memories of my dear ones ' but I rushed upon him like a wild
robl i 1hC cruel tragedy that had j beast loosed from its cage, and, 
iimo- mc or them : and countless grappling with him, forced him 
‘ark* throup>h those long hours of I backwards down the steps.' He raged
,irin m‘ss,, did 1 see them, side by and swore at me. and struck

0 .on that dusty road

“Great God ! What did I see ! 
Standing beside me, in a radiance 
of light that seemed in a moment to 
melt the black shadows enveloping 
my heart, was my darling boy, with 
a look of mingled reproach and com
passion on his pure young face that 
blotted from my mind all further 
thought of evil. With a cry of shame 
I threw the murderous weapon from 
my hand and falling on my knees, 
wept bitter tears of sorrow, and 
thanked the good God who had sent 
him to save me from the commission 
of that hateful deed. Then a blessed 
calm, such as I had never known be
fore, fell upon my spirit, and I rais
ed my eyes to the bright figure 
above me. A heavenly smile lit up 
his angelic face, as if in approval of 
the change his presence had wrought 
in me—and ho was gone.

Rising up a new man, I went into 
my cell, ancf brining forth a pitcher 
of water, bathed the temples of the 
prostrate guard and moistened his 
lips. Gradually he returned to con
sciousness, and when he was suffi
ciently recovered I handed him his 
sword, and kneeling before him, beg
ged forgiveness for the injury l had 
done him and the still greater 
wrong I had meditated against him. 
But with muttered threats and curses 
he spurned mo from him, and bid
ding me enter my cell, locked the 
door on me and left mc.

“The next day 1 was token before 
the governor and condemned to be 
knouted.

“As soon as the sentence had been 
pronounced I was taken to the pris
on courtyard and fastened by the 
wrists to an iron post. Then two 
stalwart warders, with knouts in 
their hands, bared my shoulders and 
commenced to lash me.

“What I suffered as the cruel 
things descended on my flesh and 
lapped around my quivering body 
no words can express. I shrieked 
with the agony and called on -them 
in mercy to kill me outright. But 
they lashed me the more, and I was 

! at the point of swooning when I felt 
j the light touch on my arm that had 
j already spared me a worse punish
ment, and, looking up, beheld my 

| boy beside me.
| “As his tender, compassionate 
I eyes met mine the pain of the 
scourging' ceased, and I felt not the 
blows they rained down on my 
bleeding shoulders. Lifting his hand, 
he directed my attention to a spot 
some few yards ahead—and there I 
beheld a strange sight.

“Bound to an iron pillar, with his 
face turned from us. was another 
prisoner, his two shoulders bared 
and livid from the blows that had 
already been showered upon them. 
As I gazed on the cruel sight the 
prison walls meltc-d before my eyes 
and 1 beheld, as in a vision, the 
whole world spread out before me. 
And I saw my raids of people—men, 
women and children Of all sorts and 
conditions—flocking from every point 
toward the pillar where the poor 
prisoner was tied. And as they drew 
nearer I saw that all—even the chil
dren—bore scourges in their hands, 
with which, as they passed the pillar 
they smote with reluctance, as if 
urged on by those behind. Others, 
and they were numberless, smote 

j with all their might and with malice 
! inconceivable, while others again 
j turned and smote more fiercely than 
before. One there was who riveted 
my attention Tiy the eagerness with 
which he pressed on to the pillar, 
and by the revolting expression of 
his countenance, Never had I seen 
so much malice and hatred delivered 
with one blow as when he struck 
those now flesh less bones. I cried 
aloud with horror at the sight and 
strained to burst my bands, that I 
might tear him to pieces, so infuru- 
ated was I by his brutality. And in 
that moment both he and the victim 
of his malice turned and looked at 
me and my heart sank within me.

“In that raging brute whom I had 
cursed and hungered to tear T be
held none other than myself, and in 
his victim—tho man of sorrows—the 
master of all.

“Then the vision faded and T found 
myself lying on a bed in the prison 
hospital. I had been unconscious, 
they told me, for many hours—so 
severe had been the punishment I 
had suffered at the hands of the 
warders.

“When T was well enough I re
turned to my work, and thence
forth my life was a happier one. The 
one short glance of divine forgive
ness which the master had deigned 
to cast on me at the pillar changed 
my whole life, and gave me new 
hopes of a better one hereafter—of a 
glad reunion with those I had loved 
long since lost a while.

! “For many years l have waited 
j for that hai>py day of emancipation,
! and I know now that it cannot be 
: far off—nay. that it is very near.
| Often, of late, I have heard frag
ments of the most beautiful music 
that ever ravished the ear of man, 

j and to-day my cell has been filled 
j with its glorious melodies. Hark ! 
There, again ! Do you not hear it 
—louder and more joyous ? And 

1 see—the light ! The light of heav- 
j on ! How it thrills and lifts me up.
: And my darlings ! They beckon me 
with outstretched arms—at last !

| At last ! ’’
I Here the poor prisoner stopped 
j short, and, staggering forward a 
j pace or two. fell to the ground—

! The happy day of his emancipation 
' had dawned at last and life’s long 
shadow broke in cloudless love.

with their 
turned towards.Wood-stained faces

thei^thlT mUt® aI’PPal to avcnS°

th 'Vth. lhc dawning of the morning 
a h™ X isi°ns faded and I sank into 

a\v slumber, which lasted until 
the i?!‘ards «ppointed to take me to 

“t? ac? o£ trial aroused me.
manacled, I was marched 

and lghT thc Greets to the court, 
6'alh,«S i passcd through the crowd 
Werett • are>un<1 its doors many 
heard 16 Wopds of Pity for me I 
W °"eVerT side’ and many the 

s that God might comfort me 
o have n* in His keeping.

with the heavy keys which ho hold 
in his hand until thc blood streamed 
down my face and nigh blinded me ; 
but I clung the more tightly to 
him, and, putting my foot behind 
him, tripped him and threw him 
heavily to the ground. His head 
struck the stone floor with stunning 
force, and he resisted no longer. 
With a glad cry I sprung to my feet, 
and, snatching the sword from his 
side, fell back a pace that I might 
give greater force to my blow. 
Nerving myselfw ith f.hc thought of 
all I had suffered in the past, I was 
about to strike when I felt the light 
touch of a hand on my arm

ONLY MURDERED WAGNER.
“Excuse me,’’ said the detective, 

as he presented himself at the door 
of the music academy, “but I hoi>e 
you 11 give me what information 
you have and not make any fuss. ” 

What do you mean ?” was the 
indignant inquiry.
k “Why, that little affair, you

“I don’t understand.”
"Why, you see, we got a tip from 

the house next door that somebody 
was murdering Wggncr, and the 
chief sent me down to work up the
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Z THE END OF THE
* LOG LINE t
*

"You’d like to know what scarred 
my hands so badly?” said the cap
tain. "Well, take the tiller while 
we make this long reach to the fish
ing grounds, and I’ll tell you. It’s 
something that happened about 15 
years ago, long before "'rif settled 
clown to shore fishing and taking 
city men out for a day’s try at thc 
cod

“In the winter of ’88 I went out 
of Gloucester to thc Banks as ‘first 
hand’ oa the schooner Never Fear. 
When we pulled up our anchor for 
the last time, in March, and started 
for Boston, we were full of cod to 
the deck beams, and sure to make 
over $60 a man. Everybody on 
board was feeling good.

“Five ol" the fleet got under way 
together. Talk about your cup 
races ! They don’t compare for a 
minute with a brush between three 
or four fishermen with their bow
sprits pointed for market and homo 
after a ‘fresh trip' to the Banks. 
Minutes mean dollars then. Every 
stitch set, lcc rails under, and noth
ing taken in after it’s blown away!

“For the first hour it was nose 
and nose between us by the wind, 
all logging over 10 knots with a 
stiff northerly breeze. Then thc Nev
er Fear drew ahead of the bunch, 
and we shook a rope’s end over tho 
taflrail. You can’t blame a crew for 
feeling a little frisky when they’re 
leading the fleet, and their duck is 
lifting them landward at the rate of 
a mile every six minutes.

“Before dark we had a good lend 
over thc nearest schooner, and when 
we wont down to supper their run
ning lights were twinkling well as
tern. The wind showed no signs of 
going down; on thc contrary it 
seemed to be freshening every min
ute. This just suited us, for we 
had the best rough weather boat on 
the Banks, and we knew that, even 
if we did have to put in a single 
reef, our rivals behind would be put
ting in two.

The cook gave us the best he had 
that night. If there was a man on 
board who failed to do justice to 
that smoking hot supper, I didn’t 
see him. The only dissatisfied ones 
were the watch on deck, who began 
to be afraid that there wouldn't be 
anything left for them, and who 
kept shouting down the companion- 
way for us to ‘give them a show.’

“After Muppcr those who had no
work on hand busied themselves in 
writing letters, making boats, or | 
playing games. During ti e tiip I j 
bad played checkers a good deal 
with one of thc men named How- ; 
arcl Johnson. A few days before i 
we bad arranged a tournament oi j 
five games; each had won two, and j 
now was to come the rubber. Wo 
set our pieces, and three or four of 
our shipmates gathered round us 
to watch the battle.

“Tho board was equipped after a 
unique fashion. In the middle of 

i each square was a little hole to re
ceive a short brad fixed in the bot- 

I tom of the checkers. This prevented 
j them from rolling off, and we cou id 
i lday, even when the vessel was on 
; her beam ends, without fear that 
j the position of our men would bo 
j disturbed by the motion.

At it we went in good earnest and 
a series of cautious exchanges soon 
left us only three kings apiece. Then 
ensued several minutes of manoeuv- 
ering to gain the advantage. 1 
was just getting my opponent in a 
tight place when all at once we 
heard the captain shout from deck:

" ‘All hands to reef the main
sail ! ’

“So engrossed had we been in our 
game that we had paid but little 
attention to what was going on 
above, and we were hardly aware 
that the staysail, foretopsàil, bal
loon jib and maintopsail had already 
beon taken in; But that last order 
brought i:s lip ‘all standing,' for we 
knew that it would never have been 
given without need.

“I grabbed my reefer from its 
hook and pushed my arms through 
the sleeves, jammed my ca,p down on 
my head, pulled on my mittens and 
made a jump for the companion way. 
Things wore lively enough outside. 
A living gale was blowing, and the ; 
spray flew over the bow, as the I 

| Never Fear heeled to her lee rail.
I cut through tie tumbling seas. The 
: sk.v was perfectly clear and dark | 
| blue, and the stars shone large, ! 
j cold and brilliant.
; ’Tn a few seconds tie deck swarm- 
j ed with men. The halyards were 
| slacked away, the bull-iopo hauled 
I out, ear-rings passed, and we began j 
; knot the reef points. As first 
hand [ took my place at the end of 

j the boom, which was a very long: 
one, running out almost 10 feet he- 

j .vond the stein. Right under me, as 
I worked, was the log line, sMmmcr- 

1 ing with j>hosphorceiccnce wj e e it 
skimmed the surface, like a corll of, 

I fi*0- 1 remember thinking how !
, high our speed must be to make the ! 
i line turn so rapidly.

“I had been out on ti e boom ! 
again and a^ym in much rougher 
weather, and never given the danger 
a second thought. A man will run 
a ecu tain risk nine times and es
tai c. The tenth time he is punish
ed for l is carelessness. This was 
my tenth time.

“My duty took me a little longer 
than the others, and by the time I 
bad finished there was nobody else 
working on the boom. I had just
tied the last knot when the schoon-1 
er gave a sudden roll to windward; : 
I lurched back, lost my footing and , 
in an instant was flung into the wa- I 
1er. As I sank I gave a shout for ; 
help, and the last sound that reach
ed my ears as the waves closed o\er j 
me was Johnson's cry of alarm:

‘Man overboard! Man over
board ! ’

“I was heavily and.warmly dress
ed. I had on thick fishermen's 
boots. and a leather jacket under 
my reefer, and so was in no condi
tion for swimming. My situation 
was a desperate one. A man who

falls in the night from a vessel mov
ing so rapidly as the Never Fear 
stands but little chance of living to 
tell of it.

“As my head came above water, I 
shot an anxious glance in thc direc
tion where 1 supposed the vessel to 
be. She was nowhere in sight! For 
a few seconds I tasted the bitter
ness of death. Then I was lifted 
comber, and saw the Never Fear 50 
feet away. At the same instant 
clown across the billows came the

“ ‘Light the torch ! '
“A few minutes before I had been 

warm and comfortable in the cabin 
over my game of checkers. Now I 
was fighting for my life in the freez
ing seas. A great wave overwhelm
ed me, blotting the siciiooner from 
my view once more. When I was 
lifted aloft on the crest of the next 
comber the vessel was 25 feet far
ther away.

“Hope was almost dead within 
mc, when suddenly I saw the log 
line, like a ray of light, cutting the 
waves near by. That line represent
ed life to me. I made a grab at it, 
but missed it altogether; my hands 
clutched cold water and nothing 
more. I tried a second time, and 
just touched it with the tips of my 
mittens.

“Once more, 1 grasped at it des
perately, despairingly. This time 1 
caught the cord fairly in my hands, 
but it was so small and was running 
so rapidly that I could not retain 
my hold. The line was of cotton, 
woven hard, and about the size of a 
lead pencil.

“I knew that the end of tho line 
must be near. Casting a glance over 
my shoulder, T saw the ripple of the 
log not thirty feet away. If that 
once passed by me, all hope was 
gone. I determined to hold fast, let 
my fingers suffer what they might, 
and with a sudden effort I closed 
them once more. The cord tauten
ed under my weight, and began to 
pull me along. But, grip hard as I 
could, it slowly slipped through my 
lacerated fingers, cutting them to 
the bone. I cannot express to you 
tre mental suffering caused mc by 
that slowly escaping line. It seemed 
but to prolong the agony of a cer
tain "death.

“My hold loosened. The cord 
darted forward again; and then my 
flngei s closed in a final grip round 
the brass fin of the log! It was my 
last, my only chance. It was like 
taking hold of a propeller, and my 
hands were cut frightfully ns the 
fin revolved for an instant before it 
stopped. The only thing that saved 
my lingers from being literally sliced 
to pieces was the thick mitten 1 liakl 
on. I was jerked ahead for a few 
feet, the strain telling fearfully on 
my arms and shoulders. Then the 
line slackened, as the schooner came 
up into the wind.

“Just then, with a burst of smoky 
light the torch flamed up, revealing 
every detail of -the vessel and flash
ing in sparkles innumerable across 
the foaming black waters. I shall 
never forget how the Never Fear 
looked to me in that brief moment. 
Her sails were shaking, and every 
rope stood sharply out. As she 
rolled her ‘deck toward me I could 
see tl'c tubs and fish kits, the nests 
of dories lashed between the fore and 
main rigging, and the anchor on the 
bow. 1 could see my shipmates pre
paring to do all they could for my 
ic cue. Half a dozen were getting a 
dory over. 1 knew that 1 had been 
seen, for fingers were jvointed in my 
‘direction, and voices of encourage
ment were faintly borne to me 
above the rush of thc waves. Could 
I keep afloat in that freezing water 
until they could reach me?

“Then somebody realized my situ-

“Hc caught the log line!’ I heard 
a -voice shout. ‘Get hold here, ev
erybody, and pull him alongside. 
Stand by to haul.’

“Half a dozen men formed a chain 
at the stern, and I knew that they 
wc:c going to pull me in. The fig
ures busy with the dory were lower
ing her over the side.

“ 'Hold tight. Jackson!’ came the 
hail. ‘Steady, now, mates, pll

“Thc slack came in rapidly, and 
scon the line was taut. Then with 
a shock that almost broke my hold 
I was pulled under water. Both 
arms were stretched to" their utmost 
straight over my head, and my 
hands clutched the logs in a death 
grip. If J let go now, I should nev-

“I had Ix’cn snapped under so sud
denly that 1 had not time to get a 
full breath, and in a few seconds 1 
was on the verge of strangulation. 
Should I never come to the top?

“1 seemed to be stemming tho 
course of a furious river. Thc con
stant rush of cold water against the 
top of my head was turning me in
to a block of ice. 1 could see noth
ing. I could hear only the thunder 
of the billows that engulfed me. 
And through it all, growing more 
and more painful every instant, was 
ti e terrible strain on my hands and

“My shipmates were hauling me in 
like a cod on the end of a line, not 
steadily, however, but with a series 
of jerks, as they loosened their holds 
to get fresh ones. And every jerk 
seemed to start my arms in their 
sockets. They 1 old me afterwards 
that it was only a matter of sec
onds. hut to me the agony of my 
strained muscles lengthened the time 
iwdeflnitely.

“It was impossible to keep my 
mouth closed any longer. I opened 
it. and experience the sensations of 
a drowning man, as thc cold water 
rus* ed in. Gradually my senses 
slipped away. I forgot where I 
was, why i was holding on so tight. 
My lingers wore just relaxing their 
grip when with a rush 1 was pulled 
to the surface. A rope slipped down 
round my shoulders, and the sharp 
iron of a gaff penetrated the hack of 
my coat. 1 heard thc sound of 
voites over me. rl1ien my head 
struck the side of the schooner as 
s* e rolled down, and everything 
seemed to explode in a blaze of 
stars.

“When T came to myself T was in 
a bunk, and we wore nearly uj> to 
Boston harbor. It was some days 
before I could make much use of my

hands and arms, or even feed myself; 
and my fingers did not heal for 
weeks. But I finished that game of 
checkers with Johnson, and beat 
him, too, although someone else had 
to move my kings for me. ' '— 
Youth’s Companion.

PERSONAL POINTERS.

Notes of Interest About Some 
Prominent People.

The Czar of Russia is the largest 
individual landowner in thc world. 
The urea of his possessions is great
er than that of the Republic of 
France.

Lord Macnaghten, who is now in 
his seventy-third year, is one of tho 
few living septuagenarians who can 
look back to the time when he took 
part in the annual struggle for su
premacy in the Oxford and Cam
bridge boat race. He rowed in the 
Cambridge boat both in 1852 and 
1854, though on each occasion the 
rival University won.

One of the most prominent of 
Glasgow’s citizens is Lord Over- 
toun, the millionaire philanthropist 
and evangelist. For some thirty- 
four years now he has carried on a 
Bible class at which some 500 young 
men attend regularly each Sunday. 
As a preacher and evangelist he is 
much in demand, and frequently 
takes the chair ut Exeter Hall meet
ings, especially in connection with 
Y.M.C.A. gatherings.

Ex-I*resident Kruger spends his 
days nt Nentonc chiefly in sleeping 
smoking and reading the Bible. Ho 
gets up at five a.m., and at half
past eight p.m. goes to bod and 
sleeps until eleven, when he has a 
cu-p of coffee. At one he is again 
roused find eats some fruit. He is 
not allowed by his doctors to sleep 
for more than a couple of hours at 
a time, and, except for his cup of 
coffee, they permit him to drink 
nothing but milk.

The new Archbishop of Canter
bury is a skilful and in some re
spects a wonderful chess player. 
Once when on a visit to India ho 
stayed with an official who had the 
superintendence of the laying1 of a 
new railway line, and in the day
time he made long tours with his 
host over the new route. On these 
occasion thc two constantly played 
chess without either board or men 
All the moves were made verbally, 
they never forgot a move or a 
point of thc game, and each could 
tell at any moment what was the 
exact position of the imaginary men 
on tho imaginary bojard.

When on tour in the North of 
England a rew years ago Mme. Mel
ba had given instructions that her 
correspondence should be addressed 
to lier ut the post office of a certain 
town. On calling for her letters the 
postmistress refused to give them 
up, declining to believe that the 
qtuietly-dressed lady before lier was 
the celebrated prima donna. Mme, 
Melba solved the difficulty in an 
original manner. Raising her veil 
she sang the Jewel song from 
“Faust,” and, needless to add, tho 
proof submitted speedily convinced 
the postmistress as to the identity 
of the applicant.

Bjornson, thc great Norwegian 
poet, whoso seventieth birthday was 
recently celebrated, was once asketl 
by a friend upon what occasion ic 
his life he had taken the greatest 
pleasure in knowing that he was a 
poet. “It was when a delegation 
from the Right came to my house in 
Christiania,” ho answered, “and 
smashed all the windows. Because 
when they had thus attacked me, 
and were starting for home again, 
they felt that they ought to sing 
something, and so they began to 
sing, 1 Yes, we love this land of 
ours. They couldn't do anything 
else. They had to sing the song of 
the man whom they had attacked. ”

Lord Wen lock, who was the Prince» 
of Wales' chief of staff on the oc
casion of his historic tour of tho 
Colonies, was a schoolfellow and 
rhum of Lord Rosebery when, both 
were hoys at Eton. One of their es
capades was to spend a runaway 
afternoon together, at Ascot. Tim 
I lot was skillfully concocted. At a 
lonely spot a vehicle .was to wait 
for them and the driver was ta 
provide false whiskers and mous- 
taches. Unfortunately the whisker.* 
and the vehicle did not arrive, and 
the runaways were compelled to 
abandon the disguise. They went, 
however, running the eight miles 
almost without stopping on the hot
test of June afternoons. After see
ing one race they had to scamper 
buck, and managed to reach their 
rooms without being found out.

Lady Butler's fame- as an artist 
com* s of most strenous application. 
As a child she was always drawing 
and painting, and her father himself 
undertook her general education, 
that it might not interfere with her 
artistic pursuits. 11 is lessons were 
given almost entirely by reading 
aloud, the pupil at the same time 
working with her brush or pencil. 
Even when travelling the little girl 
was always sketching what she saw, 
leaning out of railway carriages and 
diligences in order to obtain a view 
of something which had struck her 
fancy. Mr. Thompson taught his 
daughter for twelve years, and then 
she liecame a student at South Ken
sington. Miss Elizabeth Thompson 
married Sir William Butler some 
years after “Thc Roll Call” had 
made her famous.

DIFFERENT IN JAPAN.
A writer, describing the Japanese 

railways, says when a native lady 
enters a railway carriage she slips 
her feet from her tiny shoes, stands 
upon the seat, and then sits demure
ly with her feet doubled beneath 
her. A moment later she lights a 
cigarette. All Japanese people sit 
with their feet upon the scat. When 
the ticket collector opens tho door 
to collect tickets he removes Mb 
cap. and twice bows politely. He 
repeats thc bow as he asks each pas
senger for his tic.
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