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It was Mr.
panied the two giris in their explora-
tlon of the ancient portions of the
castle, and who brought out of the
storehouse of his memory innumerable

( legends, traditions, and veritable his-
tories which enriched every nook and
corner of the old building. and fos-
tered the romantic tastes common
to the two, who were otherwise 5O
unlike.  He could assign a date to
every object, and resuscitate the
history of its time; conjure up the
Bpirits of the past, and surround his
companions—his pupils, as they call-
ed themselves—with the atmosphere
of the chivalrous and legendary ages.

The isolation of Tredethlyn Cas-
tle was a boon to its Young mistress.
She had many visitors, it is true,
but they came at stuted times, and
made the usual stay “a rest day,”
and then departed, leaving her time
free, uot subjct to  the constant,
m&uingless intorruptions which are
the bane of modern *society.” There
was nothing in her luxurious, statcly
life of the senseless whirl, the utter
niindlessness and soullnessnes of fahioti-
ble existence, Sir Bernard and his
daught>r might have beeq i sixteenth
century deignour and chatelaine  in
their feudal dignity, iheir tenure of
hoitor and obedience, and their entipe
absorption in local intersts and avo-
cations, The apprehensions of
Mother Skirrow wero uifounded. Sir
Bernard was very kind vo his daugh-
tr's friend, strictly courteous to his
foreign guest ; but he was, periiaps,
the only person who hind ever seen

the two together, and fal'ed to per- |

ceive that Blanche was not com-
parable in extornal eharms with the
beautitul, gracelul, aceomplished, dig
2ilitd,  anl lgh-spirited Gemme i
Valdimont»,

Bianche Tredethiyn was o3
pretiy girl, She had no beauty
feature, except such as might bo
found in her dark-grey eyes,  which
had unusual depih ana nobiitey of ex-
prossion, and in the solt, patheiz lines
of a mouth which wore the impress
of her high birth and gentle nuriare,
Ske  was  pale, and slight, and
small, and her face wore a thought-
ful, dreamy exprassion, which marred
its onthfulness, and spoko to the ob-
servan. of a mind matured and serious
beyond her years.

“Your pame is Italian, but vour
language is French,” sunid Mr. Yaugh-
an to Gemma di Valdimonte a  fow
days afer the arrival at Tredethiyn,
and when thoy woere examining the

eady mentioned.

“1 am French,” replied Gemma, “by
birth, by distant parentage, and by
predilection. My immediate ancestors
lived in Piedmont, our family Is
French, as our name oice was, but it
has been Italianizod, as tho custom
there is. I believe we could compete
with Mise Tredethlyn Lersell, in poing
of antiquity of race and the vicisci-
tudes of our family fortunes.”

“You must tell Mr. Vaughan about
It all, Gemma. Ho is enthus’astic
about things of the kind, as enthus-

a

lastic as papa and I, and far better |

informed, papa says. Only think, Mr.
Vaughan, Gemma's family was of old
nobility in France, in tne days of the
Valols, and lost all in the cause of
Queen Mary.”

“A good cause, a good cause! I
honor their memory, and hold such a
family tradition as a great treasure,”
said Mr. Vaughan.

Gemma smi) “So do 1,” she ro-
plied; *but it is unsubstantial, and,
unhappily, the only one belonging to
us. We are French, as 1 said before,
und our name is De Valmont. Ages
8go, when Henry I, was King of
Franceand the Queen of Seotland was
betrothed to the Daupliin, the Comte
fle Valmont was one of the Sentlemen-
iL-waiting to the young prince.
He was an odd sort of man, and
though .oung and nandsome, and
in  high favor, he Suddenly left
the court and the world, and went
Into a monastery-—1 don’t  know
where—and there wis an end of him.
He left almost a1l his wealth to his
yourger brother, the Chevalier (e
Vilmont: and he, too, disappeare |,
but rot, o far as was known or sur-
mised, into a moy ry. The
thers hid an u 1cle, with whom their
futher had quurrelled, and -whom
they did not know-. He livel in Gas-
cony, when he was not fo'low ing a
foudier’. fortune, and my father s
descendel from him. This Clanle de
Vaimont was, in the service of Phili-
bert of Savoy after the peace,  ani
finally settled in Pie imout, tut
witil he nhad endeavored  to  trace
the fate of Lis nephews, to  whose
projerty he would have been entitled.
It was owing 1o these efforts, and
the 10.e fu. mo.ite; w hi‘h prompted
them, that so mu-h of the hirtory
of cur family in
Was  precerved, thouzh  they (Jon't
seem ro very old cither, in this ens-
tle, and among ro many relies
them. Louis e Vaimont fell into dis-
grace at the court, after his hro-
ther guitted it, in contequence of his
devotion to the Queen of  Scotiand.
When she went, o reustaatly, to
the black northern kingdom, the
Jourg man made part of her guite;
and whea he, with her other friends
and ‘weu'd-be piotectors returned to
France, hie never ce tsed to urge her
cause. Vanly, however, and every-
thing went il with her. Not long af-
ter the truth of her rigorous im-
Prisonment in England - reached
France, the Chevalier do Vialmont left
Paris, -having, Ut was swpposad,
turned the greater part of his wealth
into jewels—it wans certain ‘that he
had purchaisel a Inrge quantity —and
traveled to Bordoaux. Thoere he took
ship on board a trading vessel,
he was never again heard of. Ciaale
de Valmout claimed and
remnant of the wealth of the Chey.
alier which couid bLe reilized, and the
Dprocaey was . preserve:d among the
family records. Whether the Cheva-
lier went to England to conspire in

and fell a vietim

1 . or whether he per-

Ished at sea, was never kunown. The

old ecastle in Piedmont in which my

father’s ancestors were  lorn  con-

tiined, antil Iatelv, a painting which

the Chevalier's uncle brought from

the Hotel de Valmont in Paris, and

which my father prized beyoud any-
thing in his poscession.’

“Prized,” said Mr. Vauaghan,
listened with deep interest to
ma’s ctory, “Is it, then, his no
er?

who
Gem-
long-

> has been obliged to vart with
i; circumstances are not good,

'
Vaughan who accom-

bro- |

not |

Liosa old, old times !

of |

and |

reccived any |
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and a large price was oftéred to him
for the painting by an agent of the
Englich Government. Just as he was
painfuly making up his mind to take
the offer ‘a friend made him a stiil
more Iiberal proposal.”

Gemma looked at Blanche and
smiled, and Mis Tredethlyn returned
the smile, whilp a faint flush of pleas-
ure suffused her pale cheek.

Mr. Vaumghan interpreted the looks.

“The picture is yours, Miss Trede-
thiyn,” he said.

*It is my father's Mr. Vaughan. Yon
will sgoon be able to tell us what you
think of the rainting, which will de-
light you, I am sure, because it is
in keeping with all Your pet anti-
«quities about the cast'e. It is the
marriage of the Qusen of Scots with
the Dauphin Francois; and the tra-
dition in Gemma’s family is that the
Young palr sat or rather stood for
the jortraits, (o that they are fact,
not faaey. T em so glad to think it
Is to be here; the castle will seem
wore like home to Gemma when she
see3 the painting before her eyes.”

“Is it rot yet unpacked ?”

“No. My father is going to have it
hung in the picture gallery ; but it is
1 in London now, being restored and
reframed. I fear it wili rot arrive in
time for my tirth’ay. There are to
be wouderful doings than, You know,
and Tam to Le made ever so much
of. Papa is so busy about it all, he
I can th'nk of nothing clse ; ant Gemma
| and Tare to have carte Llanche for
our dresses, and we really don't know
! what to do with it.”

‘I am afraid I cannos
Isuid Mr. Vauvghan.

Gemma had moved away from the
’01!\ s, and was looking out of a win-
L Cow, standing in onz o! har hat itually
| graceful attitudes. Blanch» whisper-
"¢l to her companion :

' “1 wish she coali be in my place,
i

advise youn,”

though Ishoull rot quite like to be
in hors.”

" And wherein is she more fitted for
Yours 7"

* Because beautiful, so
graceful, ro sclf-poszessed. I suppose

the is :o0

help Lelieving in destiny, and it scems
o me #h» is rorn for all kinds of good

i

lat low water,

lutsrous, sheeny, soft and exquisitely
shaped. Blanche uttered an exclama-
tion of delighg.

‘“Oh, papa, I never saw such
pearls I

“They are very fine, my dear, the
finest! I could get. But how Jdo you
like the pendant ? He lifted the neck-
laco from its case, and hung it over
her hand. The pendant was a remark-
able Jewel, of a fashion which Blanche
had never seen. It was a fair balas-
ruby. clear, smooth and red, t-
shapad, and laid upon it with a well-
feigned carelessness, was one softly
white pearl. The girl gazed at the su-
-perb Jewel, speechless with admira-
tion and delight, The first words she
spoke were:

“It must have cost a fortune.”

“Not to me,” said her father, “That
Jewel, Elanche, is one of the ancient
treasures of Tredethiyn; but it is not
an heirloom, and I always meant that
on this day it should be Yours,”

“Was it—was it, mamma’s ?” ask-
ed Blanche, in an agitated voice,

“No, my, child. You will be the first
who has ever worn it since it came
out of the sea. Mr. Vaughn did not tell
You the story, because I wished you
to see the jewel to-day for the Jirst
time. A hundred and lifty years ago,
oty a night of tremendous tempest, a
huge mass of the cliff beyond the sea
front of Tredethlyn fell, and when
the sea calmed, and adventurous
boatinen explored the new face of
the coast, they found the entrance
to an immense cave, whose exist-
ence had never been suspected, laid
bare. Craggy rocks ho'lowed in-

caverns formed its ' sides,
and in thelr  crevices, among
wisps of seaweeds; shells and all
the debris of the sen, were found
strange, ghastly relics of shipwreck
ard ruin. Many a skeleton could have
been formed of the scattered bones;
and of the more durable objects, such
as metals, some rem:ined in compar-
ative preservation. It was a favorite
and dangerous pursuit for some time
to explore the crevices of the cave
The pecple called it

the Spaniard’s eave, because they

. found there the remains of a ship's

carved figurchead of a Spanish {ash-
jon. There was a ready market ay
Tredethly: for such wails as  they
chose to sell to Sir Hugh, and they

i were for the most pari quite worth-

fortune, and Ifor all kinds of failre. .

|
|
‘ib's wroag, Mr. Vaughan, but I can't
|

Hish! Y know you are going to scold
| me: Lut you need not indeed. I know
| how foolish  this is, and that any
i other person might think me ‘low-
! minded, envious, even jealous of
!Gummu's beauty and fascination. But
tyou will not: vou understand me.”

] “I understand jyou perfectly, Miss
! Tredethlyn.”

! “Have yo1 no more treasures to
chow' us i this part of the castle ?”’
| said Gemma, omlog  towards th>m
again: “no more oarved oak, or
wrought silver, or tapestry, or any-
thing ?”

‘“No more,”
“There are rome
—ol.! manuscripts, books of hours, and
library,

said  Mr. Vaughan.

other curious things

and you know thom all.”

“I hope all these things are mnot
heirlooms,”
would ever care
as Blancha, It is ba-d enough to think
into

sald  Gemma. * Notody

50 much about them

"r'o forth; but they are in the
|
|

{of the dear old castle
‘othm' hands.”
|
|
|

going

* No,” said Blanche, * Papa has told
me that those things are all to be
mine. I fmust build o house,
at that beautiful plaes he has lought
in Ireland. So lik» papi—was it not ?
—10 sclece th remotesc place he could
| hear of, and set up a muscum of
1 antiquities. There is a beautiful ruin

thoere already, papa tells me. What
| is ths name of the place ?”

“ Kilferran Abley, repliel Mr.
Vaughan. “ It was a Dominican mon-
astery once, and the whole district
suffered much in former and later
penal days.
cluded, I fanecy, than Tredethlyn. I
“ Gemma awd I'w'il go and live there

“Ch. yes, 1 shall,” reiurned Blanche.
“ Gemm aani I will go and live there
whenever I mnust see Tre lethlyn pas;
into othor hands. Papa talks of our
eong to sce th» place next year.”

Th» preparations
tbu of Mg Tredpthly's LirthcQy wiye
made o a scale of great splendor.
Th> fote was to be a dunble disc hirge
of rocinl obligntions—th~s tirst large
entertninment given Ly Sir Bernad,
and the formai wmcuction of his
daughtor into her place at the head
oi I's houschold. The castle wa s full
(ol puests, awd  the accommo lation

alforded Ly two noygh oring inns,
! thouzh of & humble kin 1, was secured
vy Sir Bernard lor sdéveral
bachzlor memtc of the party.

The day chme, and the puests as-
sembled in goo !l timo for the splendid
dinner with which the festivities
were 0 commence, Dressing-rooms
weie orm ied: jacies’ maids tripped to
and fro, t1king notes of toilettes for
the warning or encouriageoment of
their respoztive ladie i pleasant air
of lustle and anticinated pleasure
spread itselt over tho liou -e. Miss Tre-
dethlyn was s yet invisible, She had
been summoael to her father's private
sitting-room, where the fceund him,
attended by Mr. Vaughun and a grave
and busines:.iko Der-onige, vefore
whom lay som very important-look-
Ing doruments. Sir Bernard had sum-
moned his duuzhter by o line of writ-

and she was therefore ulnaccom-
panied by Gemi. Her father and the
other two gentlemen rose to receive
her, and she f1ltored for a moment,
daunted a little by a certain solemn-
ity in the scene.

ed 80 well. Her dress, rure white, of
very simple form, but rich material,
“uited her sleader figure, and har-
monized with the refined lines and
thoughtful cast of her faee, which the
Jjoyfal agitation of the moment had
caused to flush becomingly.

“This is Mr. Maidon, Blanche,”
Slr Bernard, taking her hand
leading her to the table, “who
brought me the napors relative
the purchase of Kilferran, and tho e
by which 1 confor it on you. It ig
Jours from this dax, my dear.”

Blanche id nothing, Lut clung to

,  with tears gathering
in her eyes.

Don’t cry, you silly child, or Mr.
Maldo: will thiok you very unfit to
manige your property. B ants to
consu.t you about it
now,” he took a t
“I am going to
birthday present.§

Sir Bernard opened ‘the box, and dis-
played, resting on a.bed of green vel-

has

¢ fror table,
“you your reai

vet, a string of magnificent »w;a._ﬂs,

ing, which dire ted her to come alone, ;

Blanche Treiethlyn had never look- |

I suppose, ;

: ; "and she and I will make
Bui it is even nore se- |

for the celebra- *

of the .

i
i

|

said |
and !

to |

—— e

lese,  One of the things they brought
1o the castle was a small, but very
strong  ohain, formed of iron links,
crusted thick with rust, but not Je-
cay«d, to wld*h a smll iroq purse was
attuclied. The thicg looked, when I
saw It first, not thirty Years ago,
liko a lnmp of rusty metal, nothing
more. No ore thought about it, 1
présume, or il any one had any sur-
mise, took it for an amulet or a re-
liQuary ; at all events it lay in Sir
Hugh's time and in Sir Dennis’, and
in the time of all the Tredethlyns
slace, unnoticed in the cabinet “of shells
and stones and mineral specinens
which you have seen in the library,
until a short time ago, when Mr.
Vaughan und I, in re-arranging. ghe
cabiaet, found the picce of rusty
chain, and 0% to work to clean it. In
dol.ig s0 we wreneled some links asun-
der, and found what we thought was
a pebble which had been imbedded in
an interstice of the chain. Imagine
our astoiishment when we disloaged
from a coating of rust and dirt, uhe
splendid gem which' — here <ir Der-
nard fastened ths pearls on Blanche’s
neck—“becomes you so well now.”

“Just the eame as it is:” asked
Blanche in amazement.

“Just the same, except that it has
been In the hands of a clever jewel-
ler, who has furbiched it up. By-the-
way, Viughan, Jacob on was mightily
ruzzled by my balas ruby, and very
curious about its origin. He says there
is no ruch deiizn known to the Jewel-
workers now.”

“I dare say not. I wish we could
know its history ; it is like one of the
sentimentai, emil: m.ti-al, romantic
Jeweis o Quoaen tifizabeth’s time, of
which one finds entries in the old re-

rds.”

While her father and Mr. Vaughan
were gpeaking, Blanche stood,
thoughtfuily looking down upon the
Jewel upon her breast.

“Gemma will wonder at it,” ghe Faid,
many a
story out of our own imagination
about the hands it passed through.
How long ago is it, papa, since the
ship was lost, do you think, and the
lady who wore this 1udy drowned ?”’

“God only knows, my darling. We
can't tell whether it came out of a
lost <hip, though it s most probabie,
or whether a man or woman wore and
lost it. It may have made part of a
Jewel'er’s cargo, you know.”

“What! careiu v enclo-ed
fron pur-e? No, no. A
And sh2 was handsome and grand !
Thank you. papa, a thousand times,
for your beautiful, beutiful present
—and Gemma amyl I avill make u» our
mings alkut the story of the lady,
and tell it to you, whon You’ve time
to listen.”

in an
lady wore it.

CHAPTER V.

The birthday festival was a
liunt  affair; Sir Bernard had the
gratification of "seclng  that his
daughter took her place with ajl the
traditional grace and propriety of a
Tredethlyn, and that the entente
cordiale  which his long absenee
might have endanzered subsisted in-
tact between him and his neighbors.
Next to Miss Tredethlyn, who nat-
urally commanded. the chief share of
the goeneral attention, her friend
Gemma di Valdimonte was the ob-
served of all observers, to which her
novelty contributed no less than her
beauty. The richness and taste of
her dress, the elegance of her figure,
and the ease and grace of her danc.
Ing were popular themes, especially
among the youug men, while there
Wae no small curiosity among the
elder ladies concerning this beauti-
ful foreigner. That she was Miass
Tredethiyn's “companion” was a
notion to be flouted with scorn ;
she was much toe handsome, too
“superior,” for that kind of thing,
and it was %nown that she was
highly born. No, this brilliant girl
was the bosom friend of Miss Tre-
dethlyn, who was of a
turn—romance was in vogue forty
years ago—and the perfect attach-
ment  between them was highly in-
teresting ; especially as her friend
Wwas so much handsome:r than Miss
Tredethlyn. Sir Bernard wouid per-
haps have been mortifiedl if he had
heard, among the groups in  his
stately saloons, such frequent re-
marks on this disparity, and if he
had known that for one approving
comment made on Blanche's appeanr-
ance, a score were devoted to her
Jjewels.

The fame of the splendid necklace
and its pendant spread quickly
thraugh the rooms. The story of the
ruby heart had been told with great
Succss, at dinner, by Mr, Vaughan,
and §fterwards Blanche had hay

or .

the jgwel .rgund

bri-

remantic’

d.4
;Sure ‘a8 the voice.

Gemma clasped the chaln of pearis
around her neck she whispered :

i “I have seen a jewel like that be-
ore.”

“Have you, Gemma ? Where 7 fod

“I will tell you another time,
rather I will ghow you.”

There was no more opportunity for
the girls to talk just then, each was
swept away into the crowd of danc-
ers; but many times Blanche caught
Gemma’s smile of meaning, and it
added a new and delightful mystery
to the romances which her brain
was: weaving, even in that busy
scene, about the former swory of
the ruby heart bearing the tear of
pearl. And when the ball had con-
cluded, and the guests had retired,
when Blanche had been kissed and
complimented by her father, and
she and Gemma were alone again,
she recurred to the subject. But
Gemma put it off laughingly.

“You are too curious,” ghe said,
“and I am determined to adminis-
ter a moral lesson to You, by not
gratifying your inquisitiveness un-
N I choose. I shan't tell you where
I saw a jewel like that, until—until
—You must wait even to know untik
when.”

‘Blanche submitted to the playful
Imperiousness of her friend, and lay-
ing the necklace by, they began to
talk about the ball.

“What a number of strange faces,”
said Blanche, *“‘and yet of familiar
names ; I know every one in the
room almost, except the officers, by
name, and no onz in reality. Did
you enjoy it very much, Gemma ?
Which of your partuers did you like
best ?”

“I enjoyed it very much,” said
Gemma, *“and I liked Captain Ram-
say best. .He was much the hand-
somest man in the room.”

“You danced with him early in the
night, I shink 7

“Yes, and Ilate, too. He bespoke
the last dance. Which of your part-
ners did you like best "

“I don't krow,” said Blanche Tre-
dethlyve, lut as she uttered " he
words rhe blushed deeply, for she knew
her a:swer wuas not the truth.

Captain Ruthven Ramsay was one
of the bachelor guasts of Sir Bernard
for whom quarters had been secured
at an inn. He was oniy a eaptain in
a line regiment, with very little to
ilve on beside his pay, and, being the
youtger son of a family as notori-
ously noor as it was undeniably dis-
tingulched, had no particular expec-
tations. He was indeei about the
last on the “young men” list of that
Seazon, on whom the fash'onable

or

| mothers of cociety would have lock-

ed with favor. But the same could by
o means be eaid of their duughters.
The teachings and warnings of fash-
ion must needs have been very deeply
and effectually impressed upon any
girl, her impulses; have bean utterly
kept down indeed, and her mind very
thoroughly perverted, if she did not
feel that Ruthven Ramsay was not
4 man of an everyday kind, but one
whoce life was lived on a higher level
than that of his fellows in general.
Certain famous fines about “preach-
ing down a daughter’s heart” had not
been written in those days,
thing was done perhaps more easily
than now, when dcughters. are lit-
tle dispo.ed to bear preaching of any
sort ; and many a dome-tic homily had
teer administered on the roverty of
the Ramsays, the utter imyossibil-
ity of the Sir Lewis Ramsay in esse
or the Sir Alexander Ramsay In posse
“dolng anything” for Captain Ruth-
ven, and thence the anprincipled folly
of which Captain Ruthven won!d be
guiity if he shouid attempt to marry
otherwlse tham for moieyv. Hitherto
Captain Ruthven Ramsay had not of-
fered any temptation to su-h wicked
disobedierce on the part of the fair
student: of expediency ; he had never
been soriously spoken of as the ad-
mirer of anyone, and to his ajready
considerable clilms to female adm’ra-
tion, there had gradually been added
that of reputed indifference, even
invu'nerability.

(To be Continued.)

—

A Boer Library.

A trooper of the Dublin Hunt con-
tingent of the imperial Yeomaury,
who was taken prisoner with many
others at Linaley, writes a letter
from Nooitgedaciit, which was recent-
Iy published in a Dublin newspaper.
He writes: “Well, here I am in a
beautiful barbed wire ‘cage’  ‘with
some 1,500 other unfortunates. Our
clothing is picturesque in the ex-
treme. A man with a seat in his
pants is as rare as a Jubilee six-
pence, d when met with is treated
with tll‘?(: greatest delerence. Our
house is a little sty anbout two feet
high, made of mud and rooled with a
ragged blanket. Literature has its
votaries. Thereisa fine circulating
library, consisting of two copies  of
the Half-Penny Comie, a Year old :
three pages from an equally antiguat-
ed number of Sketch.  and ‘three
pamphlets about Dr. Williams’® Pink
Pills for' Pale I'eople, partly printed
in Englisi and partly in Dutch. The
fact that these well-thumbed pamj:h-
lets bear the appearance of having
been read and re-read, makes me
think Brother Boer knows a good
thing when he sees it, and there are
a lot of us who woeuld feel all the
better if we had some of the pills in-
stend of the pi!l literature, How-
ever, we keep the *library’ in circula-
tion, and lik> Mark Tapley, endeavor
to take as much enjoyment out of
the situation as we can.”

Low Rates on Gold Coin,

Immense quantities of gold are
shipped nowadays across the oce:an,
and the danger of loss is so small
that the precious stuif may be in-
sured at so low a rate as one-tenth
of 1 per cent. It is insured Just like
80 much grain, and the documents,
written in old style legal  phases,
guarantee its safety again:t all
perils of the seas, including “men-of-
war, fires, enemies, pirates, rovers,
thieves, jetuisons, letters of marque,
reprisals, taikings at sen, arresvs and
detainments of all kings, princez,”
ete. Every Iarge trans-Atlantic
steamship has on board a treagure-
room, which is a great steel box
built much. like a vault on land.

roved on Marconi.

Imp

A German pmfv.:scf* by the name of

Rosenberg has invented a system of
wireless telegraphy which he claims is
an improvement over that brought
out by Marconi. The professor’s idea
is to reduce the size of his transmit-
ter and recelver so that it may be
carried In one’s pocket, This would en-
able a person, so it is clatmed, to
walk along tha street or sit in hiy
office and communicate with his
homey i |

—_— k.
~There is no indelc of character so
-Disraeli,

but the |

‘we hardly knew

WTH THE D16 GONS

Interesting Letter From Ernie
Hudson in South Africa,

BRUSHES WITH THE H4OERS.

Breakdown Camp, near Warni batis,
sSunday, Sept. 9th, 1900,
Joseph Riack, Esq.:

Lear Sir,—I thought I wou!d write
you a few lines 1o iet you know how
We are getting along. We had things
a little more iively lately, 1 am glad
to say. We formed part of a fiyicg
columu under E.-P. We left our camp
on the 19tn and started towards I’re-
toria, but we only got a gimpse of it
through the hills, but we saw Lord
Roberts that morning, so that more
than made up for our disappointment
at not going into I'retoria. Lord Kob-
erts reviewed us as we were crossing
the raiiroad track. We thought of the
way we lovked as we marched past
him that morning, and the way we
have to buck up and hold your head
Just 8o, when we have a march past
at Niagars Camp. Some of us had our
coats off. In fact, I believe we were
all in our shirt sleeves, and we were
also pretty dusty; and quite a few
with the knces out of our trousers.
Active service and camp are very dif-
ferent, I can assure you. Well, we
were on the Dutchmen’s trail hot and
heavy. We knew b> certain things we
saw that they couldn’t be over three
miles or so ahead of us (this was on
the 20th). and our right section guns,
numbers 1 and 2, did some splendid
work by saving two squadrons of the
Rhodesiane that afternoon. Colonel
Sprekley was killed that afternoon.
On the 21¢t we came into action at
Pinaar River Station, and talk about
a lively ride, we had one in the after-
noon, just before we came into nction.
The Dutchmen started to run, and our
troops after them, and it was fun and
no mistake, everybody riding as
fast as their horses could carry
them, Through bush and  deep
sand, over stumps, our guns
went at a gallop, and the
gununers had to hang on like grim
death. Bun Smith was head driver on
our gun, No. 5, and he did we!l except
once we struck a stump, about 18
inches high and about six inches
through, at the gallop, and you can
imagine the resuit. Well, we had to
cross the railroad track, and the
way. we came out of the bush and
across that track and came into aec-
tlon was fine. The people stood with
open mouths. I guess they thought
perdition was let loose. We dropped
some shells Into them, so did . the
pom pom, which was also with us.
We camped there for the night and
left next morninz at 7.15. 1 forgot
to say a Boer officer was brought jn
that night. We shot his horse and he
ran about half a mile, then quietly
sat down and awaited developments.
On the 22nd we made our fastest
marching ; we made 22 miles in a lit-
tle over three hours through a very
rough piece of country. We caught
up to the Dutchmen at 4.30 in the
afternoon and we gave it to them
in proper style as they were retreat-
ing through a nek. All our guns, the
pom pom, some 15-pounders and the
Maxims were blazin away for all
they were worth. hey must have
lost some men, as all our shells burst
splendidly. Well, if you could have
seen us that afternoon, dirty, ragged,
thirsty and hungry, and both men
and horses tired out, you would have
taken us for a gang of tramps. But
the best was to come. Warmbaths,
a8 the name indicates, is a place con-
taining a number of baths, the wa-
ter for which comes from springs both
hot and cold, and is supposed to be
beneficial for certain diseases, and we
proceeded en masse to avall our-
selves of what we hadn’t had
for a long time, a warm bath. The
baths are about 6 feet long anad 3
feet deep. We filled them and then
talk about luxuries, why the mar-
ble baths of ancient Rome were
not a patch to them. Some of the
boys got some soap from a house (I
forgot to mention we hadn’t seen
any soap for quite a while), well,
when we came back to camp again
each other, we
looked so clean. Nothing happened of
any account after that. We march-
ed to Mylestrome, but the Dutch-
men evacuated the place before we
arrived, and we came back again on
the 27ih, and on the 29t B. P. made
us all a farewell speech, and if ever
a man was heartily cheered it was
B. P. We all think the world of him,
and as the train pulled out he was
cheered again. He handed his force
over ito Colonel Plumer, as he was
leaving. I believe we are now at-
tached to General Paget’s column.
We were all sorry to separate from
E. P’s column, as we bave been with
them so long. Last Monday, I be-
lieve, it was Labor Day in Canada,
the Dutehmen commenced shelling
our camp at daybreak. Their first
shell dropped into a bunch of niggers
about 100 yards to the left ol our

camp. The gentlemen of color were
wrapped in tee  arms of Morpheus,
whea the rude awak iing came, and
if you ever saw a aitering it
was there. I don’t Llamo them; a
45 pound sheli droppinx av your feet
is hardly the most polite way of
waking a man up. Tie second was
time shrapnel, and burst splendidly,
right over a bunch of horses, and the
thurd knocked over our officer's tent,
about 30 feet from our horse lines,
i 80 we thought it was about time
0 seek for pastures new. We ac-
cordingly moved off to sup-
|port the 47 gun on a small
| kopje, we were behind the big gun:
! under cover of the brush, and wa
' witnessed a ducl between our 4.7 and
the Dutchmen’s 43 pounder. Say but
that 4.7 mak»s a wicked noise when
she is fired, anl the roar of the shell’
when she bursts is awful. Well, the
Dutchmen’s ghells were dropping all
| around us, bui, T am giad to say,
none were hit. Their shells were
very defective, very few burst pro-
perly. We picked up lots of them
with just the fuse blown out. One
dropped about 12 paces from oup,
namber six gun, so we shifted our
position, and after that their firing:
gradually slackened. I did not hear!
the number of casualties. I believe
they wern light though, I am glad
to say. That evening our gun, with
an escort of about 100 British in-
fantry (the West Ridings) left Warm
Bathe at 7 o'clock, and marched to
l our present position. We arrived at
10 p.m., and have been here evar
since. The reason we came here was'
that the Boers derailed a train and
we are here as a guard while the
track and enzgine are being repaired.
There are 111 men here, all told, but
we are well entrenched, and if Mr.
Boer fecls inclined to pay us a visit
we will tender him the warmest kind
of a reception. We built an epaul-
ment for our gun, on which a Cana-
dian flag is proudly flying, so now
all we have to do is to attend to our
horses twice a day and’ sleep the
rest of the time. We have 11 horsea
with us. There is just the gun de«
tachment and the drivers here, and
Lieut. King, and we aro contented to
stay hers as long as ¢hey mind to
keep us. The weather is getting un-
comfortably hot, and it makes a per-
son feel weary. It seems to take all
the life out of a man. All  you
want to do is lie Jdown and
sleep, and you bet we act accordingly.
They expect to have the engine on
the track to-nizht, but as to stayi
here after that is completed, Icann:g
{i?uy. I hope we do. We are drawing
fations from the infantry officer here,
| &nd are getting more thin we were
getting in our own camp. I will be
glad whan it is all over ;and I can, sit
down to a table again. It gets mon-
otonous in time. It was lots of fun
on the flying column, but in camp it
is tiresome.
P. 8.—The Dutchmen sent in word
last Friday giving us until to-night
to surrender. What do you think of

that for gall ?
; Ernie Hudson.

Must Learn Life Spots.

The first task of a Chinese medi-
cal student upon entering the Im-
perial College at Shanghai s to
learn the 300 “life spots” in the
human body, says the New Orleans
Times- Democrat. A “life spot” is

a place

which a needle may be pass

out causing death. The Chinese be-
lieve [firmly in demoniacal posses-
slons, and their doctors do a
good deal of stabbing and prodding
to make holes for the purpose of
letting out the evil spirita that are
causing the sickness. I was called in
to see one poor fellow who was dy-
ing of jaundice, and d over
80 punctures in his chest and arms.
The Chinese practitioners had . fur-
! nished the demon with plenty of ex-
| its, but he declined to depart. When
' a criminal is executed the native
, doctors are nearly always on hand
to secure sections of the body to
use in compounding their medicines.
A powder made of the thigh bones
is believed td be a specific for the
disease known to sclence as “miner's
anaemia,” which is caused by a par-
asite and easily controlled by pro-
per remedies, '

Hard to Understand Women.
* Oh, you can’t please a woman,” he
said, disgustedly 3 " 1t's no us2 trying.”
“ What's happened now ?”
"1 met that pretty Miss Brown in
! adark hallway and kissed her. Ididn’g
think she’d mind, you kaow.”
“And did the mind ?”
“ Well, she pretended 1 ‘e very
angry, so I thought.I'd sn.. .. things
| down by telling hor that it was all a
| mistake, that [ thought sbe wag
somebody  else.”
*And thon ?v
* Why, then she really
angry.”"—Chicago Post.

was very

Reading furni h»s the mind only with
i materials of krowledge: it is think-
| ing makss whit we read ours.—Locke,
{ A precedent embalms a principle.e
i Disraeli.

———————

THE YOUNG GROW QLD
BEFORE THEIR TIME.

When youth shows infirmity, when
old age creeps in before its time,
when the days that should be the
best of manhood and
are burdened with aches, pain  and
weakness, we kuow that the ner-
Yous system is weariug out and that
there is imminent danger of
Yous prostration, paralysis, locomo-
tor ataxia or insanity.

How we admire the old
—Ccrowned with silvered hair, yet
erect in stature, faculties retained
with vigor necessary to the declin-
ing years—cheerful, bright, grand
old uge. How
ful intirmity, niddle-aged
mant, parting of the ways too scon,
told by restleseness, starting up vio-
lently during sleep, morning languor,
tired, fagged, worn-out : trembiing
limbs, worried brain, mind aimless
and depressed,

Whatever the indirect cause, the
condition is lack of Nerve Force

- DR. CHASE'S
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nerve waste has not been repaired,
!lt won't repair itself. Dr, A, W,
! Chage’'s Nerve Food lurnishes im
condensed piil form the nerve nutri-
ment whicli repairs nerve waste.
i There rests the seerel of the wone
derful cures mede by this great
nerve-building medieine, 3
Mr. A. T. . Lalame, railway ageat
i at Clerencevilte, Gue., writes: ** Fop
twelve years I have been run down
with nervous debility. [ sulfered
much and consulted doctors, ¥
used  medicines  in  vain,

mcaths ago I heard of Dr.
Nerve Food, used two boxes, and
my health’ improved so rapidly that
| I ordered twelve more. :
; “I can say frankiy that this treat-
| ment has no ejqual in  Lhe medieaf
‘ world. While using Dr. Chase’s Nerve”
| Food I could feel my system being
{ bulit up until nowi I am strong and
healthy. I cannot recommend it too
highly for weak, nervous people.”

'NERVE ,_




