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F CHAPTER XXI.

" “It may be naught,” said the farmer;
Fperhaps you, young sir, eeeing you have
much learning and have read wise books,
may say it wvas naught; nevertheless 1 bie-
lieve it was what I eay it was, although
there is one thing I cannot understand.”
nd what @4 yeéu say it was?”’

ying could be done without risk. I did not
slacken- speed but nwent straight- om.

I wondered much by what means old
Solomion could take the woman to Bed-
ford, seeing that his peculiar appearance
would attract much attention. But 1 knew
that he was a man of great resourceand
possibly he had friends unknown to me.

It took me two days to reach Bedford,

fsay, ¥t wod h'fk'fv‘.‘l'" even although Black Ben might have cov-
*-',,h-‘nﬁ',’g- “ef‘&mg you cannot #-{ ored the distance in less time. The truth

| was, however, I could not accomplish tihe
journey in one day, and I did not wish to
reach Bedtord town until after dark on
the second. day.

I liftle thought when T had fled from
Bedford, while a crowd of men were howl-
ing after e, that I should so soom draw

“He had a woman with .him.” |

“Ay, but I can understand that,” re-
marked oné of the others, who had been
listening intently. “Wherever the devil is
at work you always find a fwoman. For
that matter I doubt if the devil could get
on at all but for woman.”

“That’s true, John Trounsen,” remark-
fed the third. “My wife is a good woman,
let who will eay otherwise; but for all
that there’s a woman in all devilry. The
devil could mot do his work -without
witches, and I doubt mot he was obliged
tto - have many witches with him at Py-
croft. All that’s been dorie there these
flast few yeams could mot have been done
without them.”

“But what did he look like?” 1 asked
eagerly, for as may be imagined other
thoughts had come into ®hy mind than
those spoken by the simpls farmers.

“Took like?” said the farmer who ftold
the story. “Well that #gain seéms strange.
‘And yet I do mot know. The parson says
the devil can appear as an angel of light,
&0 I do mot ‘see why he cannot appear as

B old - Ty i '
oﬁ man?” I cried. . -

setting on the second day after T left the
inn wiere I had heard mews of Fhther
Solomon 1 found myself at the very place
where I had met the man cailed John
Beyan. My plans, however, did not make
it a mecessity for me to go so straight mto
danger. Rather it was my purpose to go
to Goodlands, and by means of diligent
inquiries to find out the things I desired
to know. T did not hurry, for the sun had
set in a clear sky, and I knew the twi-
Tight would last for well-nigh an hour, so
Black Ben, catching my humour, walked
quietly along, but we had not gone far in
this way before I perceived something was
afoot. There was the moise of the tramp-
ling of many feet in the mear distance,
while I could hear the excited manner of
many voices.

1 looked eagerly around me, but the
trées and hedges being in full leaf hid
well-nigh everything from me. I saw
however that I was nearing the place
wihere,on the night of Mistress Constance’s
escape from prison, we left the main road
and turned towards the marrow lane where
we had been molested by the constable
and his friends.

“They "seem to be coming from Good-
lands,” I said to myself, as [ tried to,lo-
cate the mnoise of the people, and at this
my heart grew cold, for @ feared lest
something evil had happened to the wo-
man I had tried to befriend.

Forgetting all possible danger lto myself,
therefore, T urged Black Ben forward,and
soon I saw anumber of people whoas far
g I coud judge were much wrought upon.

at they were not drunken was easy to
gee, for. they walked ciroumspectly, and
yet many angry cries reached me, as
though there were a division of opinion
among them. I had barely reached the
spot nwhere the lane joined the highway
when in spite of myself 1 gave a cry, for
there, right in the midst of a motely
orowd, was Mistress Constance, while- on
either side of her walked a constable with
a truncheon-in his hand. Never, if I live
until T am as old as Methuselah shall 1
forget the look on her face, for although
1 the sun had now set, leaving only a great
golden glow in the western sky, I saw it
plainly.

She was wvery pale, I remember, save
for a pink spot that burned on either
cheeks, but she showed no other sign of
fear. Her lips were compressed and de-
termined, while hey eyes burned with a
clear steady light. She stood perfectly
straight too, and carried herself proudly,
as though she were a May Queen walking
amidst the plaudits of the multitude, in-
stead of being a prisoner. Headgear sne
had none, but her hair hung in rich
profusion around her shoulders and far
down her back. Even then I caught the
sheen of those curling tresses, which
gave fhrer the appearance of a queen of
beanty.

She paid not ‘the slightest heed either
to those who muttered angry threats
against her or those who evidently sym-
pathized with her; her eyes were fixed
on the distant skies, as though her
thoughts were far away.

“Whalt are they doing with her?” I said
to a man standing on the outskirts of
the crowd, but T spoke like a man in a
dream, for T knew quite well.

“Doing? Why, taking her to goal again;
and I warrant she does mot escape again,
witeh or no witch!”

And now I have to make confession of
that which mayhap will draw away from
me the sympathy of all good people, for
at that moment I, Roland Rashcliffe, re-
alized that 1 loved this woman more tthan
my own life. 1 knew of what she had
been accused, and she had mever denied
these accusations. She was said to be
guilty of attempting to murder General
Monk for seeking to bning back the king,
and had been engaged in evil plots against
His Majesty. And yet I Joved her. But
this was not all. «She was the wife of Sir
Charles Denman, a man who bere an evil
name, and who had been actively inter-
ested in the death of the king's father.
And yet at that moment I forgot every-
thing. Forgot that her hands were stain-
ed with blood, forgat that her life was
surrounded by mystery, forgot that she
owed “the allegiance of a wife to a hus-
band, forgot everything, in fact, save that
her life was dearer than my own, and
that' T must seek to save her at all haz-
ards. That my love was hopeless 1 knew,
for she belonged to another; that my de-
termination o save her was madness 1
also knew, for whait could ane do among
so many? Yet regardless of everything
I sprang from my horse, and as if by
magic I made a road for myself amidst the
crowd tilk I meached her side.

“Mistress Constance!” I eried.

And then, spite of everything, a great
joy came into my heart, for though she
spoke mo word I saw that as her eyes
turned itowards me they lit up with a great
gladness and she, as I thought, tried to
hold out her hands tawards me.

“Mistress Constance!” I repeated, and
I forgot the gaping motley crowd wihich
surged around, which I think was at that
momenit too curious to do anything save
to stare at us in wonder. But as I spoke
a second time I saw dhat the joy which
shone from her eyes at her first sight of
me passed away, and in its place came a
look of teryor.

“Tscape! escape!” she said. ‘“You cam-
mot help me, emd—"

But before whe¢’could finish the sentence
e great yell nvemt up from many throats.

“The man at The Bull!”

“The man who dragged Master Stur-
geon’s ale!” e

"An

“Ay, an okl man. This was how it hap-
pened, young master. I was passing by
the Pycroft woods on (Fxiday ‘évening,when
I heard the moise like bhunder. It fairly
seemed ‘to shake the very ground. I look-
ed around me, but I could seé mothing.
IThen I heard wsomething like a cacme,
and on gazifig around me I say him stand-
ing a little distan¢e from me with a wo-
mian by his éide. Mind you, mothing was,
o be Meen afore the great mnoise, then all
of a sudden he appeared.”

“Ay, that must have been the devil,”
rémarked the man called Trounsen.

“All of a sudden, all of a sudden, just
fike he always comes! 'What did the par-
won say on Sunday? ‘He cometh like a
phief in the might,’ ” remarked the other.

“Did any smoke come out of his nos-
krils?” asked Trounsen.

“No, he was just a simple old man with
B &hort meck and long whiskers. Ay, but
you should have seen his eyes. Fire seem-
ed to copme from them.”

“Did’ he say aught?”

“Nay, but he laughed—or rather he
packled, and then he shook his hand to-
wards Pyeroft. Ay, but I was frightened.”

“Tid he see you?”

“Nay, he didn’t, and you may be sure|
I made no moise,”

“And the woman—what was she like?”

“Ay, there you have me again, master,
for the woman yas young, and I thought
fair to look upon.” .

“Did either say aught?”’

_“Ay, they salked to each other in words.
which I eould not understand; but pres-i
enntly I heard the woman say that must)
haste to Bedford, for there was work
awaiting them there. But when she had,
spoken he shook his hand towards Py-
eroft and laughed such a laugh as I mever
heard before.” . _ .

“ What'll you find!’ he eaid in a ter-;
rible voice. ‘Perhaps wa few skulls, but
maught else;’ and- then he started, as L,
thought, to come where I was, so I just
creeped under a withy bush, and huu my-;
self. After that I heard no more. When |
I dared to creep out again maught was 10|
be seen. He had spirited both himself.
end the woman away.”,

After this the man told hig story again,
but I gathered mothing mew. He simply
detailed for the willing ears of the others
such; trifles. ps,_were of mo ipportance to,
me. But he: told me enough to set me
whinking. The man wpe doubtless old
BSolomon. But the woman, who was she?
I called to mind that on the might when
I_first went to Pyuoft I saw not only
Mistress Constance Denman in the room,
but another woman, Might mnot this be
the woman? She must have known Mis-
trese Constance, else they had not been
together, Moneover, what might _be the,
significance of her desire to go to Bed-
ford? Was mot this the place to which
Constance had flown? Was it mot matural,
gherefore, that some understanding exist-
ed between them? .

When all was quiet insthe inn that
night, and the visitors had departed, I lay
thinking of all that had taken place,and
I felt that I must start for Bedford the
mext day. It was by this means only that
I should again find the old man, and I
blessed the fucky happening which had
led me to the inm, and thus had been
enabled to hear the farmer’s story. Much
as I cudgelled my brains, however, 1 was
wnable to get any nearer the solution of
the anystery which faced me, mneither
could.l so much as arrive at a suggestion
of the trufh concerning the link which
bound the wu n woman at Pycroft
Hall with Misbredd Tonstance Denman.
Also I was as much in the dark as to the
tties which hoynd: these women to old Sol-
omon. Everything' was a mystery, and I
knew not how to explain it.

Next morning I was on horseback again.
T knew that . my way to Bedford lay
straight through London, yet did I not
‘deem it wise to go thither. I had mot yet
accomplished the thing I had set out to
do, and I did not feel like going back to
the Duke of York to tell what I had seen
and heard. So I determined to bear to the
left until I reached the Portsmouth road,
and then by riding through the little vil-
lage of Wandsworth, and crossing Bat-
tersea fields, I ehould miss London al-
together. I knew that I could obtain a
ferry at Battersea, and then by riding
mcross country I could get to Barnett
without so much as being seen by any
who dwelt in London town.

Although I was eager to get to Bedford
I knew that I incurred great danger by,
going thither. Doubtless searchers would
be abroad to find the man who had liber-
ated the daughter of Master John Leslia
from Bedford goal, and @s mot many days
had passed since the évent, the desire to
pepture me must be still keen. Still moth

mear the same place, yet as the sun was!

i Ay, it shall even rcach the king's em‘a.l

" “It is he wiio got her out of goall”

“Ay,.we Saw hifn tiking her %o Good-
lands!” 5

These and a hundred other disjointed
cries 1+heand, and then [ was roughly seiz-
ed by mamy hands.

“What shall we do with him?”

“Do! Wiy to gaol with him!”

“Phis will be sugar and honey to Mas-
ter Nturgeon:”

“Ay, and a feather in our cap when the
king hears of it!”

“We'll see now if he'll laugh at us a
second time!”

ALl this T heard as T was dragged along,
but I took but little head. My eyes were
fixed on Mistress Constance’s face, and I
heeded not the angry shouts of those who
held me in my delight at 'being mear
her. -

“Why did you do ithis?” I heard her
say.

“Because T could mot help it,” I re-
plied.

At this moment T heand a great cry of
fear, and turning T saw Blauck Ben rush-
ing towards me, ‘while the crowd made
way for him. He might have ju‘dged tnat
I was in danger, for he came up to me,
his éeyes wild and his head uplifted high
in the air. 2

T thought for a moment that those w-gro
held me fast ‘would have let me go as he
came up, so fearful were they; neverthe-
less they did not release me, although
they sheltered themselves behind me.

Wihiat would have happened I know mot,
for at that moment {he crowd was much
exaited, but Black Ben, as T thought,
seemed to be making for Mistress Con-
stance—whereupon 1 spoke angrily to him
and bade him be still. He obeyed like a
child, for so much had we been together
at home that he had learnt to take mote
of the tores of my voice, and to come]
at my call like a well-trained spaniel.

“What are you going to do with me?”’
T said ito the men who held me fast.

“Do? Take you to gaol, youhg mas-
ter,”

“Why? What charge have you against
me?”

“Well see to that tomorrow morning
at ‘the County '‘Qourt!” was the reply.

“Then Jet my horse be taken to the Bull
stables,” T said, for even then 1 couM not
bear for him to suffer because of me.

“Ay, and who'll take him?” was the re-
ply. 3

It was a strange procession as ever man
saw, as we walked towards the river; for
although my captors still held me fast,
Black Ben walked mear me, his eyes flash-
ing dangerously, wihile every mnow and
then he shook his head, and snorted dan-
gerously.

‘When we reached The Bull we stopped®

“Call the ostler,” I said, as though I
were in command instead of being a pris-
oner, and a few seconds later, Black Ben
allowed himself to be led into the stables.

By this time a greater ‘crowd than ever
had gathered. Ondeed, as it seemed’ to
me, the whole town haid turned out to see
us. This vexed me much, for I hated the
thought that many hundreds of staring
eyes were upom us, but Mistress Con-
stance seemed to heed mothing. She walk-'
ed along the strect, and over the bridge,
with head erect, and the faraway look in
her eyes as when I had seen her first of
all that night. i

We were kept mear to each other, so
mear in truth that T could have touched
ther had my hands been free, but she did
not seem to heed me.

“Do mot fear,” I said to her.

“] fear mothing—for myself,” she re-
plied.

“We shall be perchance ttaken, before
the king. Jf we are we shall be set at
liberty.”

Biit she shook her head, and after that
we spoke fo each other mo more that
night, for a few minutes later T found
myself in a dark dungeon of a place, where
there was meither light to see mor fresh
aiir to be breathed. :

I will not ¢try to set down here the
thoughts and feelings which possessed me
that might. Imdeed there will be mo need
to relate them, even if T felt inclined to
do so. All who mead this will know that
it was not of myself that I thought, save
only in so far as the interests of Mistress
Constance were linked to my owmn. All
my thoughts were concerned with her.
Neither did I fear for myself, although I
was in great danger. I was for ever ask-
ing what would be dome to her, and won-
dering at times whether the mystery which
surrounded her would be explained.

As may be imagined, sleep was out of
the question, and tired as I should have
been under ordinary circumstances, I felt
mo 'weaniness.

When daylight showed itself, even in the
foul den where I lay, T fell to wondering
how Mistress Constance’s hiding place had
been discovered, and how she, who had
felt so certain of being able to avoid cap-
ture, should have allawed herself to be
taken by such a clumsy set of yokels as
those who brought her thither. I won-
dered much also where Masber Leslie might
be, and why he was not by his daughter’s
side. I at lengih concluded that he must
perchance have gone to London, or he
might have found it mecessary o place
himself in hiding.

Concerning the defence I proposed mak-
ing for myself I meditated mot one whit,
for all my dnterests were swallowed up
in those of the woman, the very thought
of whom filled me with joy, amnd yet
tore my heart with grief. It must have
been perchance eight o’clocdk when the
door. opened, and Master Sbturgeon en-
bered.

“Ah, young Master Jackanapes,” he
cried. “So your sins, like chicken, have
come home Lo roost?”’

“No, Master Stungeon,” 1 said, looking
him steadily in the face. “1 so enjoyed
your company when lest T saw you that 1
have taken the first opportunity to ‘meet’
you again.”

“Anger me nct, or it will go hard with
you,” he cried.

“Ag to that, anger me not,” T eried, “or
I will €'en itell the town clerk and the
Mayor what a focl you are. T will tell
them how drank you -were, and that 1
could not only have set one prisoner at
liverty, but every cne you had under lock
and. key.”

I suw that I had made ‘him fear, al-
though he put a brave face on it.

‘Bah! Master Braggart,” he cried, “you
will see that I will not be again taken in
by your boasting.”

“I never said I was a zealous servant of
the king, cven dvhile T became so drunk
that T fuiled to do my duty,” I replied.
“As to being a braggart, Master Gaoler,
I have told you naught but the truth.
And this 1 swear, if Mistress Constance
Teslie, or &vhatever you are plensed to
call her, be not kindly treated, 1 will see
to it that a truc stery of the way you
conducted yourself be widely published. |
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- In which case yeu #ill no “lenger be a

gaoler, but a prisoner.”

“Ag to that it is my full intention that
she shall be treated with all due cour-
tewy,” e replied, and I saw that he fear-
ed me, “but tell me the meaning of what
hath taken place, young master. Who are
you, and why came you to Bedford? 1
promise you that aught you shall swy to
me shall do you good rather than harm.”

“As to that presently,” 1 weplied. “But

. will you on your part first tell me some-

thing?”

“f will tell you all that seemeth right
to tell,” he replied.

“Then how was the woman who was
brought here with me last night taken
prisoner?”’

“Ay that is easy to tell,” he replied. “I
had my suspicion that there might be
doings at Goodlands which it might ad-
vantage me to know, s0 1 got a warrant
to search the place from cellar to cock-
Joft. And this, a8 you will see, Jed to
good results, for truly the constables had
not been in the house -4 minute before
this daughter of Master Leslic’s came to
the place where the constables nwere,
gave hewself up. Was not this mighty
clever on my part?”’

“And then you searched no more?” I
said.

“Phere was maught more to search for.
You @ze I had the house searched the day
after you—you—set her free from here;
but naught could 1 find, D0 not a sign of
her. But I bided my time. I said, ‘she
will refurn,” and in wuth she did.”
£ “You say you did this?” I asked.

“Ay I did—that is me and the justices
together.”

1 siid “naught at this, although T was
sore puzzled at his “words, for T thought
I saw a meaning in it all far greater than
he had’ dreamt of.

“And now tell me what you promised
to tell ‘me?” he said.

“At, what hour am T to be brought be-
fore the justices?” T asked.

“At ten o'clock,” he replied.

“Then 1 must needs think of my de-
fence,” I replied, “and you will have to
wait until their worships have examined
me.”

This, as may be imagined, did not sat-
isfy him, but le had te be content, for
I would not answer a single question he
put.

At ten o’clock T was brought before the
justices of Bedford, but T never dreamed,
as 1 appeared before them of the things
T should learn before two hours had pass-
ed away.

CHAPTER XXII. \

The place into which I was taken was
of no great size, nevertheless a large num-
ber of people had squeezed themselves in.
I judged from this that the affair had
been mmudh noised abroad, and that jus-;
tices from the whole
come togetlier, so great was the interest
taken. 1 learnt, however, that the mode
of pracedure was to be of mo ordinary
nature, seeing we Wwere no ordinary pris-
oners. I was told that the justices were
to examine us concerning the mature of

our guilt, and then if they thought fic, |

either to pass us on to the assizes or fo

set us ati liberty, just as they felv inclined.

But not being vérsed in the ways of the
law, [ did not trouble much about such
matters. For of ‘this 1 was sure: the jus-
tices awvould ‘hot dare ‘to set Mistress Con-
stance at liberty, seeing a warrant
been out against her for a great lengvh

of time, while it was not to be expected ]
that they would have mercy upon me, |

seeing I had helped the woman to liberty.

Nevertheless 1 knew that for the sake
of their own curicsity they would be sure
to ask us many questions, andjin this way
such matters might come to light as 1
much longed to knpw.

I saw, moreover, that we were not
treated as “prisoneis of . the period were
wont to be treated. Nay more, 1 saw
that many of the rustics gazed on us with
a kind of respectful uuriosity.

“Who are their worships on the benech?”
I asked of a man who had.conducted me
into the justice room, and he pointed
them out to me in a friendly way.

“Dhat is Sir John Napier,” ‘he said,
pointing to a stout choleric old man, *“and
that,” nodding to a man with a very sol-
emn face, “is Sir William Jeecher of
Howbury, The one to his left ds Mr.
Gery of Bushiheade, who fought with King '
Charles I against the Rowidheads, while
the one on his left hand is Sir St. Jchn
Cheinocke of Huleote.”

And so on, speaking to me as if I were
a visitor instead of a prisoner. ]

“They are the greatest gentry in Bed-’
fordshire, young master,” he said confi-
dentially, “and King Oharles ‘himself
might be proud to call some of them his
friends. Not that they are easy to get
over. No, no. They are terrible hard
upon them as breaks the aw.”

I saw that Mistress Constamece was not
in the 1o0m ivhen I entered and 1 won-
dered why, secing I had been brought
there just after ten, she had nov also been
conducted hither at the same time. But
I had not to wait long, for scarcely had
1 taken a eareful view of what was tak-
ing place when she was led in.

There was a general “hush” as she en-
tered, and even the justices looked cur- |
icusly " towards her, as though she were
to be treated with all due courtesy.

¥or this T have found throughout my
whole life. It all depends on the woman
herself as to Low she is treated; and if

she be not treated waith respect it ds in 4

nine cases out of ten because of the kind
of woman she is. * It aay be different
with men. In truth I know it is; for I
have scen men of +high standing and
blameless charaeter treated with discour-
tesy, amounting to wudeness if not to
crucity. But few men can speak lightly
or rudely to a awoman who iy of gentle
birth, and is in her own heart a gontle-
wornan,  If there is any prool needed of
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country side had |

had
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this, it
For although Mistress “Constance Leslie
was the daughter «f 'a man whom the
king hated, and although she was accused
of -attempting to muraer the great gen-
eral by whose offices the king was brought
back to the throne, there was not one of
the justices who spoke to her in an un-
becoming way. Therefcre I say this: If
a woman be treatéd by men with scant
courtesy, let her look to herself, for she
will generally find the rcason there. Tt is
well nigh impossible to respeet a shrew,
a slattern, or a gossip, although a man

should in every case be courteous to wo- |

manhood, even if he find it hard to re-
spect the woman.

Mistress Constarice was still pale, except
for the pink flush on her cheeks, but it
detracted not one whit from her beauty.
Rather in my eyes it added to it. More.
over, no mam, 1 do mot ¢are who he is,
could have doubted her modesty or gentle-
mess. In truth I hated the man who
called her wife, and T wondered why Gdd
Iad allowed her to be mated to Sir Charles
Denman. But this might be because,even
as she stood before the justices, my heart
went out to her, if possible more than

.ever.

She wore the ame attire as on the pre-
vious night, and Iceard a buzz of admir-
aticn pass around the room as she stood
there hareheaded before the gaping arowd.
But she scemed to be uncomscious of it,
for she took no notice of these who
watched her, but instead turned her face

to. the justices, as if she would read their .

faces.”

Her lips were compressed, put mot a |

sign of fear did she show. Not an eyelid
quivered, neither did her hands tremble.
Whether she saw me 1 know nat. But
she made no sign as if she did, although
I thought I once saw her looking at me
furtively.

1 do not remember any of the formali-
ties which preceded the trial; but when
presently the chief justice ‘called her
name, she bowed in a stately way, amd
seemed prepared to answer any questions
they might put.

“Constance Denman.”

My heart grew bitter as I heard vhe
name, and 1 thought I saw a look of
anger cross ‘her face.

“You arve accused of attempting to stab
to the heart with a knife his Grace the
Duke of Albermarle, but who was at that
time General Monk, and in trudx did stab
his secretary. * Becausesof this a warrant
hath been issued agaimst you. Although
for a long timie you 'escapiéd the law, you
have at length been brought to justice.”

(To be continued).
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The Man Who Wails §
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[From M.:A. P.} .-«

Thege who still feel compeled to be-
lieve,, Alwwc»{tr reluetantly, in eventual vie-
tory for Russia at the close of the death-
struggle between the two mations, base
much of their opinion won the ecxiraor-
dinary tenacity of Kuropatkin. An army
“coach” whom I know compared the gen-
cral the other evening to Fabius Cuncta-
tor, the man who wore out Hannibal by
his delays, and “restored the common-
weal” of Rome. Be this as it may, the
commander who hung on with bull-dog
tenacity to the very last at Liao Yang is
simply displaying in maturer age the quali-
ties of ‘his boyhood. !

)

»

For it was Kuropatkin’s innate inability
ever to realize when he was beaten that
gave him this first chance of seeing active
service. “It was in 1866, says a writer
in a contemporary, “and-Kuropatiin ap-
plied for employment in the Khokand ex-
pedition, being at the time an obscure
fioutenant without 'influence. He peti-
tioned his colonel to that effect, and his
comrades, according to the Russian cus-
tom, petitioned on his behalf. The colonel
refused, and dismissed the petitioners, ‘put
Kuropatkin remained behind, standing at
the feot of the staircase where the colonel]
left him. Righteen hours later the colonel
caime out of his apartment and found the
voung officer still. wailing to speak to
him, and ithis time he acceded to his
junior’s request. ‘Very well, you can go,’
he said. ‘Youre the sort of man the
army wants.’”  Quite so. Just now the
Jussian army needs all the patience with
which it can be inspired from headquar-
ters, if ever an army did. And now let
me furthér iHustrate this trait of Kuro-
patkin’s by some passages frcm Geoffrey
Drage’s admarable book, Riussian Affairs
(London: John Muwrray. 21s.), whichawvas
passing througlt the press just when war
was declared:

“The lost of the great men T have chosen

| to represent the ideals by which Russia

is anmimated,” warites Mr. Drage, “is Gen-
eral Kuropatkin, the man on whom the
mantle of the famceus General Skobeleff
has fallen, and who has been since 1898
minister of war. IHe is the mest brilliant
soldier and one of the mest capable ad-
wministrators in the service of the Czar,
Practically in the prime of life, endowed
with indomitable will and untiring indus-
try, the strictest of discipliharians, he is
gentle and modest in manner. e has had
more than thirty-five years of military
service, aud has won the affection and re-
spect of all who have served under him.
PREmR

“Ife has studied the practice of war
under ‘a great chief, and has an intimate
knowledgs of the peoples of the East and
the balance of power in Asia. 1is first
distinctions were grined in 1368, ‘when, at
the age of twenty, he assisted at the
storming of Symarkand, and won the Or-
ders of St. Stanislaus and St. Anne for
distinguished gallantry.

“On the outbreak of the Russo-Turkish
war in 1877 Kuropatkin became lieuten-
ant-colonel and chief of the staff to Gen-
eral Skobelefl, and greatly distinguished
himself at Plevna. Indeed there is little
doubt that some of Skobelefl’s laurels were
won by him. Skobeleff was a dashing,
impetuous, reckless leader: Kuropatkin
the cool; patient, calculating correcsive
who restrained him. In 1879, Colonel
Kuropatkin became professor of wilitary
statistios at the Staft College, but, pining
for more active service, was senl in- 1880
as commandant of the Turkestan Rifles
on the expedition which resulted in the
reduction of Kuldja.

“Tater in the sume year he commanded
the reinforcements sent to General Sko-
beleff, who was conducting the canpiign
avainst the Telke Turcomans. Starting

Ask your grocer for

Celluhord Starch

Never Sticks. Requires fio Cooking
. The Brantford Starch Works, Linittha, Brantford, W#

frem Samarkand in November, 1880. with

| a detschment of live hundred stroig, he

hurried throuish Bokhara to Charvjuy bare-
ly three days’ ride from the Tekke lair at
Merv: then, fetéhing a Jong detour by
way of Khiva, to avoid the Tekke bands
with which the desért swarmed, he join-

ed headquarters on December 25. Well l
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might Skobelelf say, “Kuropatkin is the
only man capable of perferming so - dan-
gerous: o mission.’ .

“After a period ¢f service on the staff
at St. Petersburg, during which he avas
entrusted with schemes of - mobilization
and defence of the western frontier of
Russia, he became governor and eonman-
der-in-chief of Transeaspin wilen it wus
made a government in 1850, In this post
he shewed great capacity as a civil admin-
istrator, and a sreputation  for
firmness and 8 well for
thorough knowledge of the native char-
acter, and here he romained till he be-
came minister of war.”

oblained

apathy as as

The Golfer— ‘You must acknowledge that
it requires a great deal of skill to drive a
ball a hundred yards ** Farmer—*''Den’t
require half as much skill as it does to drive
a pig fifty feet.”

In Brifain a farmer who keeps a cart and
horse for work purposes may drive hLis wife
and family to church on Sunday without

paying license duty.

* Horse and Horse.

The Buffalo News figures out that the
only reciprocity that would be attraciive
to Canada wounld open the seventy-million
wmarket to the Dominion withcut opening
anything here to United States manufac-
turens. That may be agbout correct, but
on the other hand the only reciprocity
‘he United States would agree to would
open the Canadian market to its manu-
facturers withcut opening anything of
value to Canada in return. So it appears
to be a case of horse and horse—Hamil-
ton Herald.

Shipwrecked.

A man stood on a lonely isle,
A shipwrecked sailor he,

While ail about him. roared and crashed
The angry, restless sea,

The waves dashed high, as rese the tide
With deafening, maddening glee—

4 AfR:1 oxblaimed e shipwrecked man,
“I guess it’s up.io .me.”

—Collier’s for September -3, 1904
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