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| THE SMUGGLER’'S LEAP.

i As before mentioned, Dora rode a
‘#3le in) front, with (Ashley beside her,
pointing out the beauties of the wild
scesery through 'which we passed, and
occasionally laying a hand upon her
bridle to guide the mule over some
unusually rugged portion of the almost
trackless mountain. M’Dermot and 1
were walking behind, a little puffed by
the steepness of the ascent ; our guide,
whose name was Cadet, a name an-
swered to by every second man one
meets in that part of France, strode
along beside us, like a pair of com-
passes with leathern lungs. Presently
the last-named individual turned to
me—i

“ Ces messieurs veulent-ils voir le
Saut de dou Contrabandiste #”* said he,
in the barbarous dialect of the dis-
trict, half French, half patois, with a
small dash of Spanish, >
{ “Le Saut du Contrebandier, the
Smuggler’s Leap—what is that$ ask-
ed Dora, avho had ‘overheard the ques-
tion, turning round her graceful head,
and dazzling us—me at least—by a
Budden view of her lovely face, now
.Eal;)win.g with exercise and the moun-

in air, - ; kit

The smuggler’s leap, so (adet ine

formed us, was a narrew cleft in the
rock of vast depth, and extending for
& considerable distance across a flank
of the/mountain. It owed.its name to
the following incident:—Some five
years previously, a smuggler, known
by the name of Juan le Negre, or Black
Juan, had, for a considerable period,
set the custom:-house officers at defi-
ance, and brought great discredit on
them by his success in passing contra-
band goods from Spain. In vain did
they lie in ambush 'and; set snares for
him ; they! could never come near him,
or if they did it (wag wher he was
backed by such a force of the hardy
desperadoes carrying| on the same law-
less traffic, that the douaniers were
either forcedgto beat a retreat, or got
fearfully mauled in the contest that
ensued. One dmy, however, three of
these green-coated guardians ef the
French revenue caught a sight of Juan
alone and unarmed. They pursued him,
and a rare race he led them over cliff
and crag, across rock and ravine, until
at last ithey saw with exultation that
he made right for the chasm in 'ques-
tion, and there they malde sure of se-
curing him. It seemed as if he had
forgotten the\position of ‘the cleft, and
only remembered(it when he got with-
in a hundred, yards or thereabouts, for
then he slackened his pace. The dou-
aniers gained on him, and expected
. him to desist from 'his flight, and sur-
render. . What was their surprise and
consternation -when they saw him, on
reaching the edge of the chasm, spring
from the ground with lizard-like agil-
ity, and by one bold leap clear the
yawning abyss. The douaniers utter-
ed a shout of rage and disappointment,
and two of them ceased running ; but
the third, a map of great activily and

courage, and who had frequently sworn
to earn ithe reward set on the head of
Juan, dared the perilous jump. He fell
short ; his head was dashed against the
opposite rock, and his horror-struck
companions, gazing down into the dark
depth beneath, saw his body strike
against the crags on its way to the
bottom: of) the abyss. The smuggler es-
caped, and, the spot where the tragical
incident occurred was thenceforward
known as “ Le Saut du Contrebandier.”

Before our guide had finished his
narrative, we were unanimous in our
wish tolvisit its scene, which' we reach-
ed by the time he had brought the
tale to a conclusion. It was certain-
ly a most remarkable chasm, whose ex-
istence was only to be accounted for
by reference rto the volcanic agency of
which abundant traces exist in South-
ern’ France. T‘he whole side of the
mountain wag icracked and rent asun-
der, forming a narrow ravine of vast
depth, in the manner of the famous
Mexican barrancas. In some places
‘might be traced a sort of correspond-
ence on) the opposite sides; a recess on
one side into which a projection on
the other, would have nearly fitted,
could some Antaeus have closed the
fissure. This, however, was only here
and there; generally speaking, the
rocky brink; was worn by the{ action of
time and water, and the rock com-
posing it sloped slightly downwards,
The chasm' was of various width, but
was narrowest at the spot at which
we reached it, and really did not ap-
pear 80 very terrible a leap as Cadet
made it out to be. On looking down,
a confusion of bush-covered crags was
visible; and now that the sun was
high, a narrow stream was to be seen,
flowing, like a line of silver, at the
bottom,—the ripple and rush of the
water, repeated by the echoes of the
ravine ascending to cur ears with.a
noise like that of a cataract. On a
large fragment of rock, a few yards
from the brink, was rudely carved a
date, and below it two letters. They
were the initials, so our guide inform-
ed us, of the unfortunate douanier who
had there 'met his death.

We had remained for half a minute
or so gazing down into the ravine,
when Ashley, who was on the right
of the party, broke silence.

“Pshaw I” said he, stepping back
from the edge, ‘‘ that’s no leap. Why,
I'll jump across it myself.’

“For heaven’s sake I’ cried Dora.

“ Ashley I” I exclaimed, ** dont be a'

fool I”

But it ‘was too late. What mad im-
pulse possessed shim I cannot say; but
certain I am, from my knowledge of
his character, that it was no foolish
bravado or schoolboy desire to show

off, that seduced him to so wild a freak. '

The fact was, but for thel depth below,
the leap did not look at all formidable.
not above four or five feet, but in real-
ity it was a deal wider.

haps the! feeling which Englishmen are
apt to entertain, t{hat for feats
strength and agility. no men surpass
them, that tonvinced Walter of the
ease with’ which he could jump across.
Before we could stop Lhim, he took a

i which I

t was prob-!
ably this deceitful appearance, and per-'
lof
of |

short run, and jumped.

A scream from Dora was echoed by
an exclamation of horror from M’'Der-
mot and myself. Ashley had cleared

the chasm and alighted on the oppo-| Lo

site edge, but it was shelving and slip-
pery, and his feet slipped from under
him. For one moment it appeared as
if he would instantly be dashed to
pieces, but in falling he manaqed to
catch the edge of the rock, which at
that place formed an angle. There he
hung by his hands, his whole body in
the air, without a possibility of rais-
ing himself; for below the edge the
rock was ‘smooth and receding, and
even could he have reached it, he would
have found no foot-hold. One desper-
ate effort he made to grasp a stunt-
ed and leafless sapling that grew
in e crevice at not more than a foot

, from the edge, but it failed, aqd near-
1y caused his instant destruction. De-

sisting further effort, he hung mo-
tionless, his hands convulsively cramp-
ed to the edge of rock, which afforded
so slippery and difficult a hold, that
his sustaining himself by it at all
seemed a miracle, and could only be
the result of uncommon muscular pow-
er. It was evident that no human
strength could possibly maintain him
for more than a minute or two in that
position; below was an abyss, a hun-
dred or more feet deep—to all appear-
ance his last hour was come.

M'Dermot and I stood aghast and
helpless, gazing with open mouth and
strained eyeballs at our unhappy
friend. What could we do? Were
we to dare the leap, which one far more
active and vigorous than ourselves had
unsuccessfully attempted? It would
have been courting destruction, with-
out a chance of saving Ashley. But
Dora put us to shame. One scream,
and only one, she uttered, and then,
gathering up her habit, she sprang un-
aided from her mule. . Her cheek was
pale as the whitest marble, but her
presence of mind was unimpaired, and
she seemed to gain courage and decis-
ion in the moment of peril.

* Your cravais, your handkerchiefs I”
cried she, unfastening, as she spoke,
her long cashmere scarf. Mechani-
catly. M Dermot and myself obeyed.
Wiih the speed of light and a woman’s
dexterity, she knctted together her
scarf, a long silk cravat which Igave
her, M'Dermot’s handkerchief and
mine, and securing—how, I know not—
a slone at either extremity of the rope
thus formed, she threw one end of it,
with sure aim and steady hand, across
the ravine and round the sapling al-
ready referred to. ‘Then leaning for-
ward till I feared she would fall into
the chasm, and sprang forward to hold
her back, she let go the other end.
Ashley’s hold was alremdy guclwing
feeble, his fingers were torn by the
rock, the blood started from under his
nails, and he turned his face toward
us with a mute prayer for succour. At
that moment the two ends of the shawl
fell against him, and he instinctively
grasped them. It was a moment of
fearful suspense. Would the knots
so hastily made resist the tension of
his weight? They did so; he raised
himself by strength of wrist. The
sapling bent and bowed, but his hand
was now close to it.. He grasped it;
another powerful effort, the last ef-
fort of despair, and he lay exhausted
and almost senseless upon the rocky
brink. At the same moment, with a
cry of joy, Dora fell fainting into her
brether's arms.

Of that day’s adventures little re-
mains to tell: A walk of a mile
brought Ashley to a place where a
bridge, thrown over the ravine, en-
abled him to cross it. I omit his
thanks to Dora, his apologies for the
alarm he had ‘caused her, and. his ad-
miring eulcgy of her presence of mind.
H:r manner of receiving them, and the
look she gave him when, on rejoining
us, he took her hand, and with a na-
tural and grateful courtesy that pre-
vented the action from appearing the-
atrical or unusual, pressed it to his
lips, were anything but gratifying to
me, whatever they may have been to
him. She seemed no way displeased
at the freedom. I was most confound-
edly, but that Walter did not seem to
observe.

The incident that had occurred, and
Dora’s request, brought our excursion
to an abrupt 'termination, and we re-
turned homeward. Tt appeared as if
were doomed to be a day of disagree-
ables, On reaching the inn, Ifound a
letter which, thanks to my frequent
change of place, and to the dilatori-
nessa of continental post-offices, had
been chasing me from town to town
during the previous three weeks. It
was from a lawyer, informing me of
the death of a relative, and compelling
me instantly to return to England to
arrange some important. business con-
cening a disputed will. The sum at
stake was too considerable for me to
neglect the summons, and with the
worst possible grace I prepared to de-
part. 1 made some violent attempts to
induce Ashley to accompany me, talk-
ed mysell hoarse about fox-hunting
and pheusant-shooting, and other de-
lights of the approaching season; but
all in vain. His passion for field-sport
seemed entirely cooled; he sneered at
foxes, treated pheasants with con-
tempt, and professed to be as much
in love with the Pyrenees as I began
to fear he was with Dora. There was
nothing for it but to set out alone,
accordingly did, having pre-
viously obtained from M'Dermot the
plan of their route, and the name of
the place where he and his sister
thought of wintering. [ was determ-
inad, s0 soon as [ hae settled my af-
fairs, to return to the continent and
propose {or Dora

Man proposes and God disposes, says
the groverh. In my case, I am pre-
pared ‘to prove that the former part
of the proverb lied abominably. Instead
a fortnight in London being, as I
had too saunguinely hoped, sufficient

i for the settlement of the business that

took me thither, I was detained sever-
al months, and compelled to make sun-
dry geurneys to the north<of England.

I wrote several times to M'Dermot, and
had one letter from him, but no more.

Jack was a’ notoriously bad corres-
pondent, and I soarcely wondered ab
his silence,

Summer came—my lawsuit was de-
cided, and siok to death of briefs and
barristers, parchments and attorneys,
I once more found myself my own mas-
ter. An application to 'Dermot’s

banker procured me his ad-
dress.. He was then in Switzerland,
but was expected down the Rhine,
and letters to Wiesbaden would find
him. That was enough for me; my
head and heart werq still full of Dora

M'Dermot; and two days after I had
obtained information, the *Antwer-
pen” steamer deposited me on Belgian
ground.

. “Mr. M’Dermot i& stopping here ” I
inquired of, or rather affirmed to, the
head waiter at the Four Seasons hotel
at Wiesbaden. If the fellow had told
me he was not, I believe I should have
knocked him down. 2 )

“He is, sir. You will find him in
the Cursaal gardens with Madame sa
sgeur.” 5

Off I started to the gardens. They
were‘in full bloom and beauty, crowd-
ed with flowers and frauleins and for-
eigners of all nations. The little lake
sparkled in thg sunshine, and the wa-
terfowl skimmed over it in all direc-
tions. . But it’s little I cared for such
maiters. I was looking for Dora,
sweei Dora—Dora M’Dermot.

At the corner of a walk I met her
brother.

“Jack!” I exclaimed, grasping his
hand with the most vehement affec-
tion, “I'm delighted to see you.”

“And I'm glad (o see you, my boy,”
was the rejoinder. “I was wondering
you did not answer my last letter, but
I suppose you thought to join us soon-
2D

“Your last letter!” I exclaimed, “I
have written three times since I heard
from you.”

“I'he devil you have!” cried Jack.|"
“Do you mean ito say you did not get
the letter I wrote you from Paris a
month ago, announcing——"

I did not hear another word, for
Jjust then, round a corner of the shrub-
bery, came Dora herself, more charm-
ing than ever, all grace and smiles and
beauty. But I saw neither beauty
nor smiles nor grace; all I saw was,
that she was leaning on the arm of
that provokingly handsome dog, Wal-
ter Ashley. For a moment Istood petri-
fied, and then extending ‘my hand,

“Miss M'Dermot —"' I exclaimed.

She drew back a little, with & smile
and a blush. Her companion stepped
forward.

“My dear fellow,” said he, “there is
no such person. Allow me to intro-
duce you to Mrs. Ashley.”

If any of my friends wish to be pre-
sented to pretty girls with twenty
thousand pounds, they had better ap-
ply elsewhere than to me. Since that
day I have foresworn the practice.

End. ;

MADE THEMSELVES CHIMNEYS.
L

Famous Smoking Cimtests in Which Yany
Cigars Were Consumed.

Smoking is the temperate as well as
the contemplative man’s recreation
and great smokers are loath to exhibit
their tobacco-consuming abilities by
engaging in smoking contests. - Still,
however, there have been some curi-
ous tobacco races. In 1723 there was
a greal smoking contest at Oxford,
England, a scaffold being erected in
front of an inn for the accommodation
of the competitors. The conditions
were that anyone, man or weman, who
could smoke three ounces of (obacco
first, without drinking or leaving the
stage, should have a prize of twelve
shillings.

“Many tried,” said Hearne, “and
'twas thought that a journeyman tail-
or of St. Peters in the east would have
been the victor, he smoking faster than
and being many pipes before the rest,
but at last he was so sick 'twas
though he would have died and an
old man that had been a builder and
smoking gently came off the conquer-
or, smoking the three ounces quite out,
and he told me that after that he
smoked three or four pipes the same
evening.’ :

About forty years ago a gentleman
agreed to smoke a pound weight of
sirong cigars in twelve hours. The
100 cigars making up the pound were
all to be smoked down to one-inch
butts. The match was decided on a
Thames steamer, plying between Lon-
don and Chelsea, and by taking up hls{
position well forward the smoker had
the full benefit of the wind. The con-
test began at 10 a.m., and in the first
hour the smoker consumed sixteen
cigars. After nine hours smoking
eighty-six had been disposed of, and |
with three hours ta go and only four- |
teen to smoke the backer of time gave
in, The winner declared that he felt
no discomfort during the contest and
finished off the 100 cigars that even-
ing. More recently a solid cigar case
and 200 cigars were offered to the
smoker who consumed most cigars in |
two hours. Food, drink, and medicine |
were forbidden. There were seven-
teen entries.
competitors retired. The i
who smoked without pause wit
who smoked without pause from start
to finish, reduced ten large cigars to
ashes in the two hours, while his near-
est competirot only finished seven. The
people, of Lille areinveterate smokers,
and to decide the championship of the
town a smoking contest was held.
Each competitor was provided with a
pipe, fifty grammes, about an ounce
and three-quarters, of tobacco and a
pot of beer. The one who su;nked the
tobacco first was to be the winner. At
the signal the air was filled with
clouds of smoke. In thirteen minutes
a workingman 45 years of age had re-
duced his weed to ashes, while seven
minutes later the second man finished
his little smoker. After s.ucb hercu- |
lean smoking matches it is scarcely
nesessary to meniion the American
contest, in which the winner smoked
100 cigarettes in six hours and thirty-
five minutes.
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for he killed her mother.
mamma an’ sister Nelly talking about
it, when I came in yesterday, an’ they
shut right up; you know how funny
grown ups acts when we young ones
are about.

speak to Edith ever any more.
want to be ’‘quainted with any little
girls whose father kills people.”

prise, “why Ithought he was
dead for killing Edith’'s mamma.”

nox, “my darling,
with more or less additions
over )
school and has been traced to you, and
now alas, your sister and I are involv-
ed, and I have just heard from Mr,
Blye’s lawyer, calling me to account
and demanding an explanation of the
report.”

Etta’s fault.
tell an’ she went right off to May, an’
May told Jeannie, an’ Jeannie, Nanhie,
D"

The thing is
nothing of the unkindness and cruelty
to poor little motherless Edith, and the
sinful gossip. Nelly and [ are placed
in a most unenviable position. I
tainly never told you or, any one that
Mr. Blye was hung,
killed his wife.
child, just what you said.”

and with sobs related how
overheard her mother and sister talk-
ing, and had understood her mother
to say that Mr. Blye had killed his
wife.

‘“from a partly overheard
’ and a thoroughly misunderstood
this miserable gossip is spread abroad.
Now listen to me, Kitty, and I hope you
will fully see the sin and damger of
such careless talk.
nearly drowned in a sailing party,
about two years ago,
mother who was very delicate,
made so ill, first by the anxiety,
then by
brought
she died very suddenly, an1 that I sup-
pose is what Nelly and I were speaking
about when you came in.”
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“PROMISE NOT TO TELL.”
“But you must promise never to_tell
single, solitary soul,” said Kitty im-

pressively.

“Deed an’ double ’deed I won't,”

eried Etta, with equal solemnity.

“Well, I don't think we ought ever

to speak any more to Edith Blye, the
new girl at school, for her father was

murderer and I guess he was hung
I heard my

So meanl!”
“Oh, my goodness mel oh, how awfull

how dreadfull how"—but Etta’s adjec-
tives gave out and she could only stare
at the narrator of this terrible tale.

“Yes,” reiterated Kitty, proud of the

linterest she had excited, “"ain’t it shogk-
in’—but you must not tell, promise
me."”

'course Iwon't, an’ I won't
I don't

“No,

“But you promise you won't tell.”
Again Etta promised and the little

friends soon forgot, at least for the
time being the story so glibly told and
so eagerly believed in the more excit-
ing amusement of pasting monograms
upon their new fans, t

About a month after this thrilling

history, Mrs. Lennox came in with a
very grave expression, and holding in
her hand a letter, called Kitty to her,
“My dear,” she said, “I have heard to-
day a most astounding story of scandal
and falsehood which
have started with you, or at all events
from the girls at your school.

ia supposed to

Oh, mamma,” cried Kitty, “what is

it, Inever tell falsehoods, an’ I don’t
ezactly know what scandal is.”

Mrs. Lennox drew Kitty to her side

on the sofa, and replied, “Do you know
that Mr. Blye has returned from abroad
and has indigantly taken Edith from
school on account of the cruel way the
children have treated her, and the re-
markable stories
about him.”

they have spread

“Mr, Blye,” exclaimed Kitty, in sur-
hung

“Just as I feared,” sighed Mrs, Len-
this is the story
told all

the village, which started in

colored guiltily. “It's all

Kitty y
She promised not to

“But,” interrupted Mrs. Lennox in-

dighantly, “how could you tell Etta
any such tale and say that your moth-
er and sister knew it?”

Kitty hung her head.
“l must bhave a full
most serious,

explanation,
to say

cer-

on that he had
Now think, my dear

Kitty now remembered only too well,
she had

“Then” answered her mother, aghast,
conversation
one,

Mr. Blye was
and Edith’s
was
and
seeing him
that

the shock of
home unconsciousness,

“But you stopped when you saw me,”

murmured Kitty, trying to excuse her-
self,

“And upon such a slight foundation

all this trouble has been caused; pcor
Edith made miserable for a month,
and her father and ourselves put in
this
position.”
more kindly, as she saw that Kitty had |
|at las]at rea]izled. what she had, done, “if

: ‘it will be a lesson in the future, that
B ihe Ll h:,l;;nteegiyou must mever repeat an overheard | existence of the hoard, decided that
hout | conversation,
| gossip, the experience
warth it, dearly as it has been bought,

most embarrassing, mortifying

“Still,” added Mrs. Lennox

in unkind
be well

indulge
will

or

TRUTHS FOR GIRLS.

Never mind about the dimples if

there’s sunshine in your smile.

At least one little act of kindness a

day and an easy pillow at night,

Vacation planning is all right, but

don’t let the summer dreams interfere
with school duties.

Neatness of dress first, and style may

come as an afterthought.

One frown a day when she’s in her

teens will wrinkle a girl’s forehead
| like a crone by the time she is 20,

Try to make yourself as agreeable to

your brother as if he were some other
girl’s brother,
boyish confidence,

It will pay to win his

, KILL YOUR FISH.

Always kill fish as soon as they are
taken from the water by a shaxg blow
with a baton or stick on the back of

head.

They kee tter, eat better, and are
in all respects‘better than those thaf
suffer just before dying. >

The best fishermen in Europe an{
America know this—the suffering of
any animal just before dying alwayg
tends to make the meat unwholesome
and sometimes poisomous.

The writer recalls well when he way
a boy a Welshman and his family ig
the same village plied fishing as hig
business. He and his boys each car-
ried ‘a wooden mallet, and as fast ag
fish were drawn ln,heaoh was killed at
once. Another fisherman Wd why
be did it. He answered, “Would yoy
eat a cow’s meat that died 'a natural
death §”

“Of course not.”

“Neither would I eat a fish's meat
that died a natural death.” :

=)
THIMBLE BEES. = )

Thimble bees are a form of entertain-
ment which bid fair to be popular dur
ing the summer months. At these af-
fairs each girl brings her famcy work
and sews diligently for a couple of
hours, while one of the number reads
aloud or tells some interesting story.
Tea is served at 5o’clock and the after-
noon ends with pleasant chat, . )

Weak 1nd Nepvous.

THE CONDITION OF A YOUNG LADY
OF WELLAND.

to Fre 3 hes, Was Pale
and Emnciated and Grew se Il She
Could Barely Walk,

From the Tribune, Welland, Ont. !

Miss Hattie Archer, of Wellamd, an
estimable young lady, whose acquaint-
ance extended among a large number of
citizens of the town, bas the following
to say regarding the virtues of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale People: «~
In the fall of 1897 I was taken vary iil,
I was nervous, weak and debilitated.
At this time the least exertion caused
great fatigue. My appetite was poor
and Iwas attacked with frequent sick
headaches. I gradually grew worse
until I was so weak I could barely
walk through the house. I was very
palg and emaciated and finally became
eniirely incapacitated. Various me-
dicines were resorted to but gave no
relief. Later I was treated by two
of the best physicians of the town. One
said my blood was poor and watery.
I followed his advice for gome
time but did not improve. Then
the second doctor was called and
hie( said he could help me, but after
thoroughly testing his medicines
without benefit, 1" gave it up, and de-
spaired of ever getting well. My grand-
mother, had been reading at that time
much ‘about Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
and, persuaded me to try them. That
was about January, 1898. From the
first the results were really marvel-
lous, being far beyond my friends’ ex-
pectations. After taking five boxes I
can’ stapnd more fatigue than I could
for two years. , Ihave gained weight
splendidly ; can take my food with a
delightful relish, and again feel cheer-
ful, healthy and strong. 1 would
further; say that the change is wholl
due to Dr. Williams’. Pink Pills.
hope that my testinony will prove
beneficial to other girls similarly af-
flicted.

The experience of years has proved
that there is absolutely no disease due
to a vitiated comndition of the blood or
shattered nerves, t hat Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills/ will not promptly cure, and.
those who are suffering from such
troubles would avoid much misery and
save money by promptly resorting to
this treatment. Get the genuine Pink
Pills every time and do not be persuad-
ed to take an imitation, or some other
remedy from a dealer, who for the
sake of extra profit to himself, may
say is “ just as good.” Dr. Williams
Pink Pills cure when other medicines
fail. 4
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GOLD IN A MATTRESS.

Hoarded His Savings for Years — A Parl
Workingman Nearly Lost Them in the
Eud.

A Paris workingman, living in the
Rue Perceval, has been the victim of
a disagreeable misadventure. Un-
known to his wife, he had economized,
after ten years of saving, nearly £§00.
To put this sum, as he thought, in
safety he had sewn it up in a clgth
bag, and then hidden the bag-in a
mattress.

His wife, who was unaware o} the

Subf; o

the matiress needed cleaning, and to
this end undid it at both ends, pre-
paratory to taking out the stuffing.
She hung the mattress thus opened,
out of, the window, with the result that
the precious bag fell into the street,
It wam picked up by a little girl, who
igporant of ‘the value of its contents,
was induced to part with it to two

| young rogues to whom she had con-

fided her' find.

For three day: the boys were busy
spending the unexpected windfall as
fast as they could, byt the workman,
who had at last [earned what had
happened, told the police of his loss,
and the two lads were arrested.

WIND VS. WIND,

Wattles—I was in a hurricane cnce.
Miss Caustique—I suppose you talli-
ed it into a zephyr.




