ng Japs
Challenged

fios Is Not Permitted
to Discharge Her
man Freight,

Requirements Must Be
led With—lacidents
of the W _it,

old-fashioned, clumsy-looking
German steamship Milos
burg as her home port, whlcl;
outer wharf yesterday morn-
fpards of twelve hours’ deten-
pntine for the .purification of
Japanese whom she brought
swell the labor population of

e ‘‘shipment”—for everyone
ard Japanese immigrants as
than as human passengers—
for this port, but 708 were
here and passed to Vancou-
plander, while the Milos went
remainder to Seattle, where
ke a return cargo of flour at
jal mills,
hitch, however, in the plan of
p men, and up to date not one
arrived sons of Mikadoland
mitted to set foot on Ameri-
gide the limits of the quar-
0 explanations of the diffi-
resented—the one in general
being that the Milos did not
nce from the port of Kobe, a
offence; and the other (put
captain, who vigorously as-
lis customs papers are all that
be) being that the ship is ac-
rying a greater number of im-
hn her tonnage under the law
other words that there is not
feet of air for each individual
lwhich must sumbit to measure-
r herself,
hs ‘with the customs officials
gress all yesterday, and a pro-
detention of the ship was for-
through German Consul
The master of the big steam-
b have the tangle unravelled to-
the meanwhile the Japs are
wondering what it all means.
their quarters when the ves-
bwed herself at the dock yes-
sufficlent to prejudice anyone
Japs as a cleanly people, their
the alleys and their noisome
the air. No one needed to be
the Milos was lying—she could
ely located by the varied and
pmells, ;
the motley collection of stunt-
humanity furnished a curious
ing study of the Jap half-con-
idental customs. For exatgple,
y all were garbed in what! are
ed ‘‘European -clothes’’—incon-
ples of misfits suggesting that
ing Japanese had ere they walk-
jat Kobe fallen into the tender
some Baxter street outfitter
hankfully done brown.
was humorous. Each man evi-
rded his make-up as quite the
g in swell talloring—yet what
incongruity! There would be
ancy, cloth-topped, patent leath-
flannel shirt, and shrunken cut-
another with a barred summer
hloid callar, Prince Albert and
hting shoes; a third with tweeds
han's stogas—but almest all with
f the crop of 75, and overcoats
d, to cry out as through force of
ke me at $5.35 and be happy.”
hemselves for amusements for yet
y on shipboard, ninety-nine per
e immigrants smoked cigarettes.
that the cigarette in its insidi-
s taken a firmer hold upon the
ikadoland than even the opium
ina’s millions,- Everyone smokes,
can macde goods are favored, al-
baka and Tokyo are reputed to
ette factories of their own now,
g an immense business.
dirty, ill-smelling picturesquely-
cigarette-saturated throng that
e long day out, with baggage
departure, the occasional glimpse
hn’s face brightening the picture.
ere seventeen typical Geishas in
any—sour, antique women who
r kimonas like old gunnysacks;
re, pretty, vivacious representa-
he class that Arnold loved, look-
n their first glimpse of America
Gilbert drew them ‘‘wondering
earth may be.”
bup of seventeen was too strong a
to the amateur photographer to
pked, and the interpreter (for an
r, a doctor and half a dozen
attached to the company) was
to “round up’ all the ladies to
h.”” He went his way acquiescing,
soon returned with an assuring

ght,”” he sald—‘‘they come about
minutes. They just want to fix

hbsolutely literal occurrence shows
e all, there is a strong bond of af-
ween the Geisha and her Occident-
of all ranks; both have pride in
heir best, especially when logking
amera—and both take some time
flet table.
lain that no little Japanese maidens
lled for duty in the fire depart-
Japan, else the country would be
re of buildings long ere this.
humble seventeen, immigrants as
e, and ordered by the interpreter
forward with their utmost speed,
oy knew it was a photograph in
fused to be hurried. Three abso-
hsisted on having their baths; all
their' best, and displayed their
esses in the most alluring fashion
race. They were all smiles, too,
posed by direction and the oper-
focusing commenced.
just as the plate had been put in
era, and all was ready—some local
in the chattering, Interested
on the dock, sald a word or two
wn musical tongue, and those doll-
banese maldens ‘racked themselves
nd with shrill lttle screams buried
ces in the first nooks and corners

e.
could not be coaxed back, and the
ter exhausted his eloquence in vain,
t did the man on the wharf say to
one of the ship’s officers asked.
oh, he say, ‘For shame-—Japanese
" They no come back now.”’
o this is the story of the photo that
er taken. *
majority of the present brigade of
e from the seaport provinces, and
pumber of them expect to find em-
nt as their kinsfolk have done, i
iser river fisherles, Others are go-
ough to California, to work on the
jons under contracts which have
t them hither.
had a rough 23-days’ voyage Across,
p being so light as to race her screw
bdly, and the crowded ’tween-decks
ng the sweetest corner of the world.
d to their discomforts, snowstorms
eet chilled them to the bome and
them to sigh in homesick longing
e fair land of cherry blossoms and
ne that they had set their 2 bt
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Emberley in

The Siege|:

A Sister of Nazareth Writes
Interesting Detalls ofjthe
Perilous Time.

Terrible Trials of the Women
and Children—Incidents
of the Relief,

following letter from Nazareth
House, Kimberley, dated February 16,
to the Rev. Mother-General at Ham-
mersmith appears in the London Tablet
of the 24th ultimo:

«] gm sure you must be anxious to
know how Wwe are getting on these
troublous times. ‘Well, dear Mother, no
sister ever thought we would experie‘n?e
anything like Wwar. All the people in
Kimberley were astounded when they
round the town wWas besieged. The first
ﬁ:fm occurred on Sunday, Oectober 15,
when the stationmaster sent us word that

e Boers were upon us and that they
ad torn up the railway lines, cut the
telegraph wires, and were doing their
pest to turn the water from Kimberley.
All the hooters at the mines ‘went off,
Wwhich was the signal for. all men to take
ap orms.  This happened ‘during the 11
o'clock mass. Every man cleared out of
church to his post. For a couple of
hours there was nptlux_lg but panic.
Every one came running into .K-xmbeﬂey
from the outskirts. All available con-
veyances and trams were sent to fetch
in women and children as they were or-
dered into laager in the town hall. Most
of our benefactors rushed to our house;
women with their infants, breathless and
crippled old people asked to be allowed‘
1o sit on our step for the night. We all
started moving beds, except Sister Rita
who got all the boys to carry water.
They filled every tank and empty vessel
about the place to be prepared for the
scarcity which true enough happen_ed next
day. The old ladies dried up their tears
when they saw Sister Rita in the midst
of ,all the trouble, marching the boys
with their pails of water to"the tune of
“Tommy Atkins.” About 3 p.m. every:
one felt faint; it was only thgn we Te-
membered the dinner of the sisters was
forgotten. We managed beds for all on
the floor that night. :

“We next got orders to hoist the am-
hulance flag. Next day the enemy stole
all the sanitary mules and _horses, num-
bering about 300, after which the sani-
tary arrangements were most trying for
us, considering the great heat and the
number of people we had in the house.
for a fortnight we got daily three pails
of water for cooking. All bathing and
washing of clothes had to be discon-
tinued, one basin of water had to wash
us-all in the mornings. On N_ovembetr 2
the Boers sent a shell in, which fell on
the powder magazine of one of the mines
and the explosion was SO terrible and
so near that through the sxpoke we hard-
ly knew. fof g few seconds if we were liv-
ing or dead. Thank God no lives were
Jost. On November 7 the Boers began
shelling the town. At first we 'were
greatly alarmed as the shell were falling
very close to us; one struck the Dutch
orphanage next to us, and  another
smashed the Gresham bar, going right
through the counter,
getting very 'scarce,

The

T 1
meat. A poor Kafiir ‘woman had her:
heend blown off by a shell which fell on-
the poor creature; so some days we coul

not send, as it was not safe to go out of
the house. We had a couple of hard

hamwudonetoanyonemmwuny. A
b £ girl while d her room,
ieces, while another poor

children were badly
urt and taken to the hocgnnl; two died
since. All previous shelling was only
child’s play to this. The Mayor sent 300
Kaffirs to build us a bomb-proof shelter,
which saved our lives, as the Boers puta
108-pound guns facing our house. One
shell struck it and fell through the roof
into the community room, another piece
weighing about 30 pounds fell at the kit-
chen door, while the rest of the house
was covered with fragments; still, thank
God, not a soul hurt. We had to live
chiefly underground for a week, and you
would have laughed to see us running to
hide, as the military gave the alarm
when each shell was coming.

“We could ‘hardly believe our eyes
when we saw our troops coming across
the veldt. We did not know who they
were, but soon learned they were Gen.
French’'s Division. As they were ap-
proaching the town the people went to
meet them and welecome them. Amongst
these were two' Christian Brothers. An
officer seeing them inquired if they were
priests. “No,” they replied, “we are
Christian Brothers.” “Oh, indeed,”
queried the officer; “are you they? Would
yon kindly show me where Nazareth
House is, as I have a message to convey
to the Sisters from the Rev. Mother at
Capetown.” The Brothers pointed out
the house and he rode up to the gate.
We were with the Bishop on the veran-
dah, and seeing the soldier approach the
latter asked who those troops in the dis-
tance were., “They are ench’s com-
ing to the relief of Kimberley” was the
reply. “And who may you be?’ in-
quired the Sisters. “I am the'son of the
late Duke of Norfolk, and the bearer of

4 message from your Sisters at Cape-

Provisions were |y engaging a est of our religion for
The Sisters With ' that purpose. ﬁrel .

|

town.” Imagine our delight. There was
Lord BEdmund Talbot covered with dust
and quite worn out after his long and
most trying march, delivering the mes-
sage of love and cympathy from our
Sisters. It was like an angel’s visit. We
offered him a drink of milk and also re-
freshed his horse.
ribly all suffered on that memorable
march for want of water, 8o that on
drawing near the Modder the horses be-
came so unmanageable at sight of water
that they plunged into the river despite
the efforts of their riders, and some were
8rowned. We are told there were 35,-
000 troops round Kimberley. During the
last days of the siege the military sent a
number of people to our*house for
refuge, as the bomb-proof shelter ac-
commodated about 200 people. The wo-
men and children were all put down the
mines in the lowest tunnels. Now they
are allowed to return to their homes,
and this morning (February 16) we are
breathing the fresh air without danger.

“A few evening ago we had a very sad
scene when Mr. Labram, one of the De
Beers best men, was killed by a shell
while dressing for dinner with 2
Rhodes. Tley could not bury him du
ing the day as the enemy kept up a con-
tinnal fire. At night we heard the Dead
March by the military band Jeaving the
hospital ~ with his corpse. The next
sound was the cannon of the Boers, who
sent two shells: on the funeral proces-
sion, and two as the body was lowered
into the grave, and continued every five
minutes till midnight.

——C

THE;SEVERED HAND.

I was born at Constantinople, where
my father was a dragoman to the Sub-
lime Porte, and carried on, besides, a
tolerably lucrative trade in perfumes and
silks, He gave me a good education,
partly instructing me himself, and part-

originally intended me

the | for his'own business, but,-as I-displayed

greatér talents than ‘he expected, he de-
termined, by the advice of his friends, to
make me a physician, being of opinion
that a phiysician, if he has learned more
than the common charlatans, could make

fights close to us and unfortunately each Ihis gortune in Constantinople. Our house

ime were defeated, many of our nen
genilugwsvonnded and killed, throwing a
gloom over the whole town and numbers
of families in mourning. October 23
most welcome and
cherished cable . by despatch-rider via
Modder River.

M“’l?he shelling still continued, the Boers
sent in three times telling Kimberley to
surrender, which of course they would
Surrender! No, never! Our
house was taken for the wounded and
forty beds put up for them. We have
our old people and children just as usual.
We converted -the - &chool-room into 2
dormitory for the children, and in that
way we managed well. i‘ood Wwas ex-
coedingly expensive—eggs 20s per doz.,
and 1bs for a dozen potatoes. We are
eating horse flesh, gnd 1 felt keenly fo
see our poor sick Bishop eat it, as noth-
ing else was available, The Mayor of
Beaconsfield ventured outside the barrier
and go six potatoes from the Boer stores
by some way oOr other, and brought them
to us in his pockets, so that Bishop
Gaughran might have them. At that
time we were on weekly rations. ‘We
wern allowed 40 pints of soup each day
with the horse flesh. They were Very
Our cows were left to us,
so that we had milk for the wounded
and our poor people, who had milk in
their tea every day. Four hundred babies
in town died for want of milk. ,Our doc-
tor is surprised that we haven’t a sick
child in the house.  Thank God, Mr.
Rhodes sent us a few boxes of peaches
every other day, which we cooked with
rice for the ‘children; only for t.!ns we
would have been badly off, hayving no
vegetables. Hven the horseflesh got very
scarce, and all the doctors and directors
of the De Beers had to stand and take
their turn for their bit of meat at the
town hall, and were glad to go each:day
with a jug for a little soup. Some " of
the Sisters could take it all roght, but
Sisters Assumption, Rita, Ildephonse and
Willibrord were very weak and ill. We
got very little sleep at night. At about
3 am, the bombardment commenced; the
children had.to be go out of bed and tak-
en to the other side of the house to es-
cape the shells.

“We heard the great battle of Magers-
fontein, It began just at daylight, and
was one continued roar of eannon.
you know how we felt! We could only
offer an aspiration and pray for success
and relief. We knew when that roar
grew weaker that our brave men ‘were
driven back. We heard soon after of
the great loss. - We were only twelve
miles from the relief column and’ still
were isolated. Christmas was quiet—
the enemy also were quiet that day; still
the Bishop thought it unwise to have
midnight mass, or anything out of the
ordinary, as fresh orders were issued
that all lights were to be out by 9 p.m.
For the first two months of the siege the
people kept very cheery, but later became
downecast. Towards the end nearly ev-
eryone was living on brown bread and
black tea, with 2 ozs. allowed of horse-
flesh for each invalid, af@ even that we
were told could not last oniy a few days
longer as no more horses were available,

“On January 24 we were all aroused
by the terrible shelling of the enemy.
They had nine guns placed around the
town, all firing at the same time. One
shell fell into the foundations of our

kind to ms.

was frequented by many Franks, one of
whom urged my father to let me go to
the city of Paris, in his native country,
where people might study such things
gratis, and in the best manner, saying
he would take me with him for nothing
when he returned thither.

My father, who in his youth had also
travelled, agreed, and the Frank told me
to be ready in three months. I was de-
lighted beyond measure at the prospect
of seeing foreign lands, and could scarce-
g wait the time when we should embark,
Having at length concluded all his busi-
ness, the Frank prepared for his voyage,
and on the evening previous to our de-
%arture my father took me to his lodgings.

ere I saw beautiful dresses and arms
lying on the table; but what most at-
tracted my eyes was a lange heap of
gold, as I had never before seen so much
together. My father embraced me, say-
ing, “Behold, my son, I have provided
these clothes for your voyage; those arms
are yours, and they are the same your
grandfather gave me when I went forth
to -foreign fountries. I know you can
wield them, but never use them except-
ing in self-defence, and then fight brave-
ly. My fortune is not large; but see, I
have divided it into three parts, of which
one is yours, one shall be for my support
and wants, but the third shall be sacred
property, and devoted to the purpose of
saving you in the hour of need.” Thus
spoke my aged father, and tears trembled
in his eyes, perhaps from a certain pre-
sentiment, for I never saw him again.

* * * * * * *

Our voyage Wwas Drosperous; we soon
reached the land of the Franks, and in
six days’ journey after landing we came
to the great city of Paris. ~Here my
Frankish friend hired a room, and advis-
ed me to use proper discretion in laying
out my money, which in all was two

ounsand thalers. I lived for three years
in this city, and learned what every
ekillful physician onght to know; but I
should not speak the truth were 1 to say
that I liked the place, for the manners
and customs of this people did not suit
me. Moreover,. I had but few friends,
though these were indeed noble young
men.

The ‘desire of seeing my native country

¢|at length became strong; and, having all

this time heard nothing of my father, I
seized a favorable opportunity to return
to my home. e "
'This opportunity was a me by
an embassy from ythe land of the Franks
to the Sublime Porte. 1 engaged myself
‘a5 surgeon in the suite of the ambas-
sador, and was fortunate enough to re-
turn to Constantinople. here I found
my father’s house osed, and the meigh-
bors were astonished when they saw me,
and told me that my father had died two
months since. The priest, who had in-
structed me in my youth, brought me the
keys of the now desolate house, which
entered alone and forsaken. I found
everything as my father had left it, only
the money he had promised to bequeath
me was not there.
priest about it, who, with a bow, told me
that my father had died as a holy man,
gince he had bequedthed all his money
to the Church. %

This was the first calamity that befell
me, but from that time misfortunes suc-
ceeded each other. My reputation as a

new (proposed) wing, = tearing up the
ground ali round, though, thank God, no

physician = spread bu slowly, be-
catise 1 was ashamed to play the

He related how ter-|

1|1y, when, behold! it

I inguired of the by

quack, and I wanted everywhere the
recommendation of my father, who would
have introduced me to the wealthiest and
noblest persons, who now no longer
thonght of poor Zaleukos. Neither could
1 find customers for my father’s goods,
for all had gone elsewhere after his death
and new ones come but slowly. I had
often seen in France men of my native
Jand, who travelled through the country,
exposing their goods in the market-places
of the towns; I remembered that they
easily found customers, because they
came from a foreign country, and that
by such traffic one might profit a hun-
dredfold. My resolution was soon taken.
I purchased such things that are seldom
seen in the West, and having engaged a
berth in a ship, I thus set out on my sec-
ond voyage to France. Our passage
was short and altogether prosperous.

I travelled through large and small
towns, and found everywhery ready pur-
chasers of my goods. My friend in Con-
stantinople supplied me constantly with
fresh goods, and I daily became more
wealthy.

‘Whea at length I thought I had saved
enongh to risk a greater enterprise, 1
went to Italy. But I must here mention
that I derived no small additional profit
from the healing art. Whenever I n-
tered a town, I announced, by bills, that
a Greek physician had arrived, who haa
already cured many; and truly my bal-
sams and medicines brought me in many
a zechino. 1 now reached the city of
Florence, in Italy, where I purposed re-
maining for some time. I hired a shop
in the quarter called Santa Croee, and in
an inn not far from thence ‘two beautiful
rooms which led to the balcony. Having
made these arrangements, I had my bills
placarded about, announcing myself as a
physician and merchant. I had no soon-
er opened my shop than I had crowds of
customers, and though my prices were
rather high, I sold more than others.

‘When I had thus pleasantly spent four
day in Florence, I was one evening about
closing my shop, and only had to ex-
amine my stock of bocks of ointment, ds
was my custom, when I found in a small
jar a piece of paper which I did not re-
collect to have put there. On opening it,
I discovered that it was an invitation for
me to appear that night, at twelve o’clock
precisely, on the bridge called Ponte Vec-
chio. I conjectured a long time who could
possibly be that invited me thither, but,
not knowing a soul in Florence, I thought
some one wished, perhaps, to take me
secretly to some sick person, which was
not uncommon, and I therefore determin-
ed to go. However, I took the precau-
tion to buckle on the sword my father
had given me.

‘When it was near midnight 1 set out
on my way, and soon arrived at the
Ponte Vecchio. I found the bridge for-
saken and lonely.

It was a cold night, the moon shone
brightly, and I looked down on the waves
of the Arno, glistening in the moonlight.
The church clocks now struck the mid-
night hour; I looked up, and saw before
me g tall man, enveloped in a red cloak,
a corner of which he -
his face.

At first I was rather terrified at his

suddenly appearing behind me, but soon |

recovered myself, and said, “If you have
summoned me hither, say what is your
command.” The Red <Cloak turned
round, and slowly said, “Follow me.” I
felt somewhat uneasy at the thought of
following the stranger alone; so I stood
still, saying, *“Nay, sir; please first to
tell me whither. Moreover, you might
let me have a peep at your face, that T
may see whether you intend any good
with me.” But the Red Cloak did not
seem to mind my words. ;

“If you will not follow, Zaleukos, stop
where you are,” he said, and then went
Now my anger was roused, and I cried,
“Think you a man like me will submit
to be tamtalized b any fool, and to wait
for nothing in a cold night like this?”

‘In three leaps I ‘overtook him, ‘seized
him by the cloak, and cried still louder,
while grasping my sword with the other
hand. - But the cloak alone remained in:
my hand, and the stranger had vanished
round the next corner. My rage gradu-
ally subsided, but still I held the cloak,
and this I expected would give me a clue
to this singular adventure. I wrapped it
round me, and walked home. When I
was about a hundred paces from my
house, some one passed close by me, and
whispered to me in French, “Be on your
guard, Count; there is nothing to be done
to-night.” But before I could look round
this somebody had passed, and I only saw
his shadow glide along the houses. That
those words were addressed to the own-
er of the ¢loak, and not to me, was pretty
evident, but this threw no light on this
most singular affair.

The following morning I considered
what T should do. At first I intended to
have the cloak cried, as-if I had found
it; on reflection, however, I thonght the
owner might send apother person for it,
and that I might still have no clue to
the discovery. While thus considering,
I looked at the cloak more narrowly; it
was of heavy Genoese reddish-purple
velvet, edged with Astracan fur, and rich-
ly embroidered with gold. The sight of
this splendid cloak suggested an idea to
me, which I resolved to execute.

T carried4t to my shop and exposed it
for sale, but set upon it so high a price
that I felt sure I should not find a pur-
chaser.

My object in this was to look closely at
every person who might ask the price; for
I thought I could discover among a
thousand, the figure of the stranger,
which after the loss of the cloak, had
shown itself to me distinctly, though but
for a moment. Many came desirous of
buying the cloak, the extraordinary beau-
ty of which attracted every eye, but no
one had the remotest resemblance to the
stranger, and none would pay for it the
high price of two hundred zechinos. What
struck me most was, that all whom I
asked whether they had ever seen such a
cloak in Florence before, replied in the
negative, assuring me they had never
seen such costly and tasteful work.

As evening approached, a young man
came who had often been in my shop,
and had also during the day made a
handsome offer for it. He threw a purse
of zechinos on the iable, saying, “By
heavens, = Zaleukos, I must have your
cloak, though it will beggar me!”

At these words he counted down the
gold, I was greatly embarrassed, hav-
ing only exposed the cloak for sale in
hopes of attracting the looks of its own-
er, and Now comes a young madcap to

ay the exorbitant price, But what could

do? I yielded; for the idea was pleas-
ing of being so handsomely recompensed
for my nocturnal adventure. The young
‘man put on the cloak and went away;
but returned at the door, as he took off
a paper which wae fastened to it, threw
it to me, and said, “Here, Zaleukos, is
something which I think does not belong
to the cloak.” I took the paper careless-
contained these
words:

“Bring the cloak to-night at the usual
hour to the Ponte Veechio, and four hun-
dred zechinos shall be yours. Do not

"

I was thunderstruck.
Thus, then, I had trifled with my good

luck, and untterly missed my aim; but I
soon recovered, took the two hundred
zechinos, followed him, and said, “Take
back your money, my friend, and leave
me the cloak. I cannot possibly part with

*w i s asta A A

‘He thought at first I was joking, but
when he perceived I was in earnest, he
flew into a rage at my demand, called me
a fool, and we at length came to blows.
In the scuffie, I was fortunate enough to
secure the cloak, and was about to rum
off with it, when the young man caled
the police to his assistance, and brought
me before the magistrate. The latter
was much surprised at the accusation,
and awarded the clork to my opponent.
1 now offered the young man twenty,
fifty, eighty, nay, a hundred zechinos, if
he would let me have it. My gold effect-
ed what my entreaties could not. He
took my money; I went off triumphant
with the cloak, and was obliged to sub-
mit to be called mad by all Florence.
But I cared little for the opinion of peo-
ple, since I knew more than they—that I
still gained by my bargain.

I waited the night with impatience.
About the same time a8 before 1 went to
the Ponte Vecchio, with the cloak under
my arm. The figure approached me with
the last stroke of the clock, and I could
not be mistaken as to its identity. “Have
you the cloak?” was the question. I have,
si,” I answered; “but it cost me a hun-
dred zechinos.” “I know it,” He replied;
“here are four hundred for it.”” With
these words he stepped to the broad
balustrade and counted down the gold,
four hundred pieces, which sparkled
beautifully in the moonlight; their glitter
delighted my heart, which, alas! little
imagined that this was its last joy. I
put the money in my pocket, and was go-
ing to take a close survey of the kind
unknown, but he had on a mask, through
his dark eyes flashed at me frightfully.

“T thank you, sir, for your kindness,”
said 1. “What else do you desire of
me? for I must tell you beforehand that
it must be nothing underhanded.”

“Unnecessary fear,” he replied, as he
wrapped the cloak round him. *“I want
your assistance as & physician, not, how-
ever, for one living, but for one who is
dead ”

“How can that be?” I exclaimed, as-
tonished.

He beckoned me to follow him, and re-
lated as follows:

“T came here from foreign lands with
my sister, and have lived with her at the
house of a friend, where she died sud-
denly yesterday. Her relatives wish her
to be buried to-morrow; and by an an-
cient custom in our family every mem-
ber is to be buried in the valut of our an-
cetors, where many who died in foreign
countries now repose embalmed. I wish
to leave her body to our relations here,
but must take to my father her head, at
least, that he may see his daughter’s face
once more.”

This custom of cutting off the head of
beloved relatives seemed to me some-
what repulsive, but I did not venture to
raise any objections, fearing to give of-
fence to the stranger. I therefore told
him that T well understood embalming
the dead, and begged him to take me to
the deceased. At the same time I could
not refrain from asking him why all this
must be done so mysteriously, and in
the night. To this he answered, that his
relations, considering his intention as
somewhat cruel, would prevent him if he
attempted it during the daytime; but that
if the head was once severed they would
say little about it; that he, indeed, would
have brought me the head himself, had
not a natural feeling deterred him from
performing the operation.

In the meanwhile we arrived at a large,
splendid mansion, which my companion
pointed out as the end of our mocturnal
walk. Passing the principal gate, we
entered the house by a small door, which
he carefully fastened after him, and as-
cended, in the dark, a narrow winding
staircase. 'This led to a faintly-lighted
corridor, through which we came to an
apartment which was lighted by a lamp
subpended from the ceiling.

In this apartment was a bed, in which
the corpse lay. The stranger avérted his
face, and seemed anxious to hide hie
tears. Pointing to the bed, he ordered
me to do my business well and expedi-
tiously, and quietly left the apartment.

I took my knives out of the case,
which, as a doctor, I always carried, and
approached the bed. Only the head of
the was visible; it was so beauti-
ful, that involuntarily, I felt compassion
in the my inmost heart; the dark hair
hung in long tresses over the pale face,
and the eyes yere closed. I cc d,
according to the custom of surgeons when
they amputate a limb, by making an in-
cigion in the skin, = Then, taking my
sharpest knife, I cut the throat with one
stroke. Oh! horror! the dead opened her
eyes, but closed them again immediately,
and with one deep sigh now breathed
forth her life. At the same time a stream
of hot blood gushed over me from the
wound. ‘I was convinced that I only had
killed the r lady. That she was dea:
now I could no longer dout, since such a
wound was sure to be fatal. I stood for
some minutes in fearful anxiety as to
what I had done. Had the Red Cloak|
imposed on me, or had his sister only
been apparently dead? ‘The latter seem-
ed to me the more probable, but I dared
not tell the brother of the dead that a
less speedy cut would eperhaps have
aroused her without killing her. I was
going, therefore, to sever the head entire-
ly, when the dying lady once more groan-
ed, stretched herself in painful convul-
sions, and then expired. Overcome by
terror, 1 rushed shuddering from  the
apartment. It was dark in the corridor
without, the lamp was extinguished, no
trace of my comipanion was to be discov-
ered, and I was obliged to grope my way
along the wall at hazard in order to reach
the winding staircase. I found it at
length, and hurried down precipitately.
There was no one visible below, the door
was a jar, and when I reached the street
I breathed more freely, having felt op-
pressed with horror in the house. Spur-
red on by terror, I hastened towards my
Jodgiag, and buried myself in the pillowe
of my couch, tc forget the atrocious deed
I had perpetrated. But sleep fled from
me, and the morning first summoned me
to composure, It seemed to me probable
that the :man who had seduced me to the
fearful act, as it now appeared to me,
would not inform against me. I determ-
ined to go into my shop to business, and
assume, if possible, a cheerful air. But
alas! a new circumstance, which I ob-
served only now, increased my anxiety:
I imssed my cap and belt, as well as the
knives, and was uncertain whether I had
left them in the apartment of the mur-
dered lady, or had lost them in my flight.
"Phe' former. unfertunately, seemed more
probable, and the knives would therefore
surely Letray m: as the murderer.

1 opened my shop at the ‘usual time,
and my neighbor came in, as he usually
did in the mornmg, being fond of a chat.
“Well, neighbor,” said he, “what do yon
think of this horrible occurrence which
took place last night?” I pretended not
to know anything about it. “What! do
you pretend not to know what is known
all over the town? Not to know that the
fairest flower in Florence, Bianca, the
daughter of the governor, was murdered
last night? Ah me; I saw her even yes-
terday go in her carriage with her bride-
groom, for it was only yesterday she was
married.”” Every word spoken by my
neighbor was a dagger in my heart. How
often were these my tortures renewed,
for each of my customers repeated the
story, one painting it more frightfully
than the other, though noune could speak
all the horrors I had myself witnessed.
About noon an officer from the magis-
trate entered my shop, and, requesting

me to dismiss the customers, and produc-

d| cases into a large hall.
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A Depressing
= Season.

Winter is the most trying
season of the year, so far as
health is concerned. Con.
finement in-doors, and over-
heated and impure air makes

\
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A tonic

even usually strong people
feel dull, languid, easily tired
and generally run down.

i1s needed to aid

nature in regaining lost energy. . April is the month of
all months when a tonic 1s of most service.

DR. WILLIAMS’ PINK PILLS FOR PALE PEOPLE

is the only true tonic medicine.

These pills make rich,

red energy-giving blood and transform listless, dull, tired
and worn-out men and women into smiling, healthy,
happy, work-loving people,
: Thousands—some of them your nelzhbog-s—have been made
well by Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, but you must get the genuine,

in my

NERVOUS AND WORN OUT.

Mrs. Peter Mahar, Seal Cove, Que., writes : ** It gives me real pleasure to acknowledge the benefi
1 have derived from Dr. Williams’ Pink i’ills, for I believe had it notpl been for their use I would now b:

grave. My health was broken down, and the least exertion would fatigue me. I was troubled

with dizziness, shortness of breath, and palpitation of the heart ; my appetite was fickle, and I was ex-

tremely pale.

I gave the pills a fair trial, and they have restored

fect health, and I can do all

me to
my household work without experiencing the least fatigue. Dr. Williams’ Fi;{k Pills are the best tonic I

%know of for weak, tired pale

The Geouine are SO only

emm WRAPPER PRINTED
o

people.”

I Packages 1k 1e

At afl dealers, or direct from ¢he Dr. Williams®
Medicine Co., Brockville, Onte at ‘50 centy-a-box or sk

ing the things I missed, he said, “Senoré
Zaleukos, do you own these things?’ I
hesitated a moment whether I had mot
better disown them altogether, but, see-
ing through the half-open door my land-
loard an several acquaintances, who
might perhaps witness against me, I de-
termined mot to aggravate the affair by
telling a falsehood, and so owned the
things produced. The officer desired me
to follow him, and led me to a large
building, which I soon Tecognized as a
prison. He showed me into an apartment
to await further orders,

My situation was terrible as' I reflécted
on it in my eolitude; the thought of hav-
ing committed murder, though uninten-
tionally, constantly returned, Neither
could I deny to myself that the glitter of
gold had ecaptivated my senses, or I
could not so easily have been caught in
the snare. Two hours after my arrest, I
was led from my room up several stair-
Twelve persons,
mostly old men, were sitting at a round
table, covered with black cloth. Along
the walls stood benches occupied by the
nobility of Florence. In the galleries
above stood the spectators, densely crowd-
ed together. When 1 steeped to the
table, a man, with a gloomy and melan-
choly expreision of countenance, rose, it
was the president of the tribunal. Ad-
dressing the assembly, he said that, as
the father of the murdered, he could not
pass judgment in this matter, and there-
fore ceded his place to the senior of the
senators. The latter was an aged man,
of at least ninety years. He was bent
with age, and his temples were scantily
covered with a few white hairs, but his:
eyes still burned with lustre, and his
voice was strong and firm.

He began by asking me if I confessed
the murder? 1 demanded to be heard,
and fearlessly, and in a very audible
voice, related what I had done, and
what I knew. I observed that the pre-
sident, during my statement, was altern-
ately flushed and pale, and, that, when I
concluded, he started up furiously, cry-
ing to me, “What, wretch! do you wish
to charge the crime you committed from
avarice upon another?’ . The senator
called him to order for his interruption,
as he had voluntarily resigned his right
of judgment, remarking, moreover, that
it was by no means proved that I com-.
mitted the crime from avarice, as, by his
own deposition, nothing had been stolen
from the murdered. Indeed, he went stilt
further, declaring that the president
must give an account of the life of his
daughter, for that omly could enable
them to determine whether I had spoken
the truth or not. He now dismissed the

court for that day, to consult, as he said, |'

the papers of the deceased, which the
president would deliver to him.

I was again led back to my prison,
where I spent a sorrowful day, still ard-
ently hoping that some connection be-
tween the dead lady and the Red Cloak
might be discovered.
I entered the judgment-hall the following
day. Several letters lay on the table,
and the aged senator asked me whether
they were written by me. I looked at
them, and found they must be by the
same hand as the two slips of paper I had
received. This I stated to the senate,
but they did not seem to regard it, and
answered that I couwld, and must, have
written both, the initial on both letter
being evidently a Z, the initial letter of
my name, The letters contained men-
aces to the deceased, and warnings
against the marriage which she was
about to contract. i

The president appeared to have given
singular information Tespecting my per-|
son for they treated me on this day |
more suspiciously and severely, In justi-|
fication of myself, I appealed to my pa-!

11 of this hope, | Y

pers which mtst be found in my lodg-

ings, but they told me that they had
searched and found nothing. Thus, at
the closing of the court, all my hopes
vanished‘; and when, on the third day, I
was again led into the hall, the sentence
was read to me that I was convicted of
premeditated murder, and was to die. To
this condition had I come! Forsaken by
all that was dear to earth, far distant
from my natiye country, I was, though
innocent, to die by the axe in the flower
of youth. As I was sitting in my lonely
g:ngeon on the eveping of this terrible

y
hopes having fled, and all my thoughts
being seriously fixed on death, the door
opened, and a man entered, who looked
gilently at me for a long time,

“Do I thus find you again, Zaleukos?”
said he.

e faint glimmer of my lamp pre-
vented me from recognizing him, but the
sound of his voice awakened in me re-
cpllecﬁons of former days. It was Valet-
ti, one of the few friends I had known
in Paris while there pusuing my studies.
He told me that he happened to come to
Florence, where his father lived, much
respected, that he had heard my history,
and had come to see me once more, and
to learn from me how I could have com-
mitted such a heavy crime. I told him
the whole story. e seemed miuch as-
tonished, and conjured me to téll him,
my only friend, everything, that I might
not depart this life with a lie on my con-
science. I swore to him with a most
solemn oath that I had spoken the truth,
and that no ether guilt oppressed me,
but that, being dazzled by the gold, I
had not at once recognized the improb-
ability of the stranger’s story. y

“You did not then know Bianca?” he
asked.

I assured him I had never seen her.
Valetti now related to me that a deep
secret was connected with the deed, that
the president had yery much hastened my
sentence, and that a report was circu-
lated that I had long known Bianca, and
now had murdered her out of revenge
for her marrying another.. I observed to
him that all this applied well to the Red
Cloak, but that I could not prove his
participation in the deed. . Valetti em-
braced me, weeping, and promised to do
all in his power to save my life at least.
I had little hope, though I knew him to
be a wise man, and well conversant in
the law, and that he would not fail to
do his utmost to save me. For two long
days I remained in suspense; at length
he came, and exclaimed, “I bring a con-
solation, though a sad one. You will
live to be free, but must lose one hand.”

y affected, I thanked my friend for
having saved my life. He told me the
president had been inexorable as to grant-
ing a new investigation into the affair,
but, that he might not appear unjust, he
at length agreed that if they could find
a similar case in the annals of Florence,
punishment should be according to
that awarded in such case. He therefore,
with his father, had now read day and
night in the archives, and had at length
found a case similar to mine, the punish-
ment for which was that the perpetrator
should have his left hand cut off, his
property confiseated, and that he himself
should be banished for life. This was
now my sentence, and I was to prepare
for the painful moment which awaited
me. I will spare you this terrible mo-
ment; in the open market-place I placed
my hand on the block, and my own blood
gushed over mie.

L L * *® * * *

When all was over, Valetti took me to
his house until my recovery was com-
pleted, and then onbly previded me with

money for my journey, for all I had!

earned with so much lahor had been tak-

that had decided my fate, all my[An
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en from me. From Florence 1 went to
Sicily, and thence by the first ship to
Constantinople. Here I h to«find the
sum of money I had left with my friend,
and him to receive me into his
house; but, what was my astonishment
when he inquired why I did not take pos-
session of my own? He informed me
that a stranger had purchased a house
in my name in the quarer of the Greeks,
and had told the neighbors that I was
soon ceming. I immediately repaired
thither with my friend, and was
welcomed by all my old acq

aged merchant gave me a letter that
had been Jeft by the purchaser of the
{xome for me. Its contents were as fol-
ows:

“Zaleukos! Two hands shall be con-
stantly ready to work for you, that you
may not feel the loss of the one.
house you mow own, with all in it,
yours, and you will receive every year
sufficient to make you rank among the
wealthy of your countrymen. May you
forgive him who is more wretched than
yourself!”

1 could guess who was the writer of
these lines, and the merchant told me,
on inquiry, that he took the stranger,
who wore a red cloak, for a Frank. I
now knew sufficient to convince me that
the stranger was not devoid of generol
feelings. I found all in my new house
arranged admirably, and also a shop
with ‘goods more beautiful than I ever
possessed. Ten years have now elapsed,
and I have continued my  commercial
travels more from former habit than ne-
cessity, yet I have never again seen the
country where I met such a misfortune.
Bvery since I have annually received a
thousand gold pieces; but though that un-
fortunate man is generous, he cannot with
his money relieve my soul from its grief,
for the awful picure of the murdered
Bianca will for ever be present with me.
—From the German of Wilhelm Hauff,

A NEW IDEA
ON GURING COLDS

And How It Led to the Disecovery of
Dr. Chase’s dyrup of Linseed and
Tarpentine. — The Great Home

Remedy.

For generations the best physicians
have sent patients suffering .with pul
monary diseases to the Southern groves,
where turpentine is collected, in order
that they might breathe the fumes of the
pine and be cured.- i

For the poor, and even for those in
moderate circumstances, this treatment
was not available, and Dr. Chase, ever
striving to bring relief to suffering hu-
manity, concgived the idea of bringing
(this remedy of nature to the people.

Tarpentine is so compounded with lin-
seed, or flaxseed, and half a dozen other
ingredients in Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Lin-
seed and Turpentine, that you would
never know there was turpentine in it.
It is decidedly pleasant to the taste, and
yet powerful in overcoming coughs, colds
and throat irritation.

Dr. Chase's Syrup of Linseed and Tur-
pentine is, above all others, a home
remady, .as it ie equally goed for children
and grown-up pereons. It promptly re-
lieves tighiness of the chest and cuares all
ailments of the throat and bronchial

tubes. 25 cents a bottle, Family size,
contzining mere than three times as
| much, 60 cents. At all dealers, or Ed-
imwson’ Bates & Co., Toronto,




