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hind him lay thagray Azores,
lnehln(l the ntcag; I{ercules >
Before him not the ghost of shores,

3efore im only shoreless seas,
) mate said ; ** Now must we pray,
Fer lo! the very stars are gone,

ral ywh\tslw.u say?” e
say, Sailon! sailon! and on!

“ My men grow mutinous day by day;
%\oqmw&hwﬂy wan andweak.
; T%' ut mate

.

ought of home ; a Rpra;
salt wave washed his awn;l-hy cheek,
“ What shall I say brave Admiral, say,
If we sight naught but seas at dawn¥
“Why you shall say at break of day, |
“‘Bail on! sail on{sail on! and on!

They sailed and sailed, a8 winds might blow,
Until at last the blanched mate said ;
“ Why, now not even God would know
Should Iand all my men fall dead.
These very wind~, forget their way,
For God from these dread seas is gone, =
Now speak, brave Admiral, speak nnd' say—
Hesaid; *Sail on! sailon!and on!

They sailed. They sailed. Then spoke the

mate ;

““This made sea shows its teeth to-night
He ourls his lip, he lies in wait,

With lifted teeth as if to bite!
Brave Admiral, say but one good word,

‘What shall we do when hope 1sl%onel
The words leapt as a leaping sword;
“‘ Bail on! sail on! sailon!and on ! .

Then, pale and worn, he kept his deck, 5

An&v sered through darkness, Ah, that night
Of all dark nights! “And then a speck—

A light! Alight! A light! A light!
It grew, a starlit flag unfurled!

t graw to be Time's burst of dawn.

He gained a world ; he gave that world

Its grandest lesson; ‘*On! and on!

JoAQUIN MILLER.

A NIGHT RIDE.

A Thrilling Stery of an Indian Outbreak.

“ Yes, hoys, they’ve left the Reservation
and are killing an({scalfing ter beat thun-
der. I met a scout terc ay, over in the Big
Coolies, an’ he posted me.”

‘“ How many are thar of e’'m, Jack %’

““\VWal, as near as he could tell, thar was
somewhars erbout thirty er thirty-five.”

‘““ How are they off fer shooting irons? or
didn't yer find out 7"

*“ I should say they was all heeled fer
keeps. 'The scout told me that they ull had
Winchesters, an a hull lot of ’em had six-
shootors as well. And now, boys, we've

got ter ride like sin ter-morrow, an’ gether’|

mall the critters, an’ push ’em over into
the Deep Creek country fer safety. Iam
hardly think the reds will navigate that
way. So here’s fer a smoke, and then bed.”

The speaker, big Jack Burns, foreman of
the I. C. Horse Outfit, leisurely produced
pipe and tobacco as coolly as if the murder-
ous Apaches werea thousand miles away
instead of thirty.

Wo were only seven men, counting the
Mexican cook, in the dug-out attached to
attached to the corral, and were employes
of the bigI. C. Company; and well we kne*
what an Apache outbreak meant, for we al
had suffered more or less from their cruel
raids. But we had been intrusted with the
horses, and we intended, if 1t were possible
for human power to keep them out of the
clutches of the redskins, to doso; for we
had all received many little kindnesses from
the company, and from the highest to the
lowest, there was muual good-will, and
friendly feeling,—very different from some
outfits, who treat their vaqueros with far
less consideration than they do their horses
or cattle,

‘“dimmie, did yer go down to the Cactus
Ranch fer the six-shooter cartridges ?”’

““ Yes, bet I did, an’ got purty close tera
thousand rounds,”

‘“Thet’s kind er comforting. Did yer hear
tell of any news down thar ?”

‘“ Nothing perticler. They was a-talkin’
erbout thet thar settler, over on Antelope

_ Flat ; they allowed thet if trouble come with
the reds, he would be in a purty tough place,
specially as he are a venderfoot.
dur see anything happen ter/em. I passed
taar the other day, and his leetle gal come
out, and says, sorter anxious like:

¢ ¢ Mister, hev you got a leetle gal !

‘*So I says, * No, little sissy, I hain’t.’

““¢ Nor no little boys ?” says she.

‘¢ Nary one,’ says I, and I told her thet
she war the fust leetle un I'd seen fer many
a day, an’ we had quite a leetle confab, an’
then her mother come out, an’ she war a
very pleasant lady, she war, an’ she said
she allowed thet the leetle un war lonesome
for other leetle uns ter play with. They’ve
got a right young baby thar, too, but the
icetle gal says that baby can’t do nothing
but sleep, an laugh, an’—

““Hark ! listen, men, listen!” and in a
second big Jack had pushed open the door,
snd was looking intently out over the moon-
lit prairie.

*“ What is it, Jack ?” asked the boys, as
they gathered outside,

“Did yer l‘tar shooting ?”

** No, thar's a shod hoss a-coming like
blazes.” :

Yes, the thud, thud, thud, of ironshod
hoofs were now plainly heard, and away
b(lln a faint glimmer of dust could be discern-
od.

“Boys, I'm afeared ehet thar’s trouble
somewhars,” continued Jack.

‘“ Wal, jedging from the way thet hoss is
s-hitting the trail, we can mighty soon tell
now,” said Hank Shover.

And soon the sight that greeted our eyes
showed us that there was trouble somewhere |
—for out of the dust and glimmer-sprang a
powerful white mare, while on her back,
securely tied to the heavy frontier saddle,
was the new settler’s *‘ leetle gal.”

With astonished and anxious faces, we
rprang to the mare’s side, and lifted the

- little maid out of the saddle ; and big Jack
carried her tenderly into the dug-out, while
with wondering faces the rest of us quietly
followed.

‘* Please, Mr. Big Jack, I've brought a
letter from pap.”

“ A letter, child ! you've brought a let-
ter twenty miles for me ! what in the name
o’ the Great Medicine war yer dad a thiukin’ |
srbout ter send a baby like you with ¥

“Idon't know, please, Mr. Big Jack.
perhaps he's hurt, ’cause his eyes were wet !
and mamma was crying. Then papa wrotea |
letter and put me on old Nan and told me |
‘0 keep on the wagon trail till I got to the
one tree, and then head for the Black Can-
on, and he gave mea switch to beat old Nan,
cause he said if Nan didn’t run good, Baby
Frank would never laugh any more,—t\mlI
‘hat would be awful. So I beat her all the
vay, and came drefful quick,”—and judging
rom the mare’s heaving sides, the little one
12d ridden her for all she was worth.

‘“ Wal, give me ther letter, leetie un, an’
#c'll mighty soon see what’s wanted.”

The letter had been securely fastened to
the little one's dress, but it was soon in
Jack’s hands.

*“Sissy, don't yer feel like eatin’ a bite of
grub and drinkin’a cup of coffec ¥

“No, thank you, sir, but T am sleepy, and
revy tired, and--"

-** Juan, keepthe child sort of amused fer
\ minit, an’ boys, come” ; and big Jack led
he way to the far end of the room.

““ Boys, here's the deuce ter pay.” In a
low voice, he read the letter :

‘“ To the boysat the Stoae Clorral : 1 was
out on the ridge at the back of my shanty,
. { ~=iaver twenty milesaway 1saw a big

ut

inside of three hours. My, e girl isa

food rider, and the mare is sure-footed and
ast, 80 I send this by her, asking you for

aid. May God guide her to yon.

‘“ If you cannot help us our doom is seal-

ed. My relatives live in L——, Michigan ;

tv;nt.e to thém in regard tomy little daugh-

T,

‘“ Hoping and praying you are in sufficient

force to aid us. NK STANTON.

¢ God knows I would not w: hhlk,for

myself, but think of my wife uimb .

Tears were in our eyes, as Jack h’;nished

the short and rather incoherent letter ; and

then,—good heavens to think that we were

only seven in all !

‘“ @ boys, if we were only a few more !”
““ What can we do, Jack ?

‘“ Wal, I'm afeared if we tried ter git help

{mm’ the Cactus Ranch it would %ve too
ate.”

" go'the lettle gal know the trouble 1*
«“ No.”

““ Wal, let’s ask her ef her dad hev got
shooting irons.”

““ Sissy, did yer pe
ter home ter shoot ]Mi-rabbitu with ?”

‘“ Yes, sir, he’s got a shotgun, and he
bought a nice rifle that shoots without load-
ing, and please, Mr. Big Jack, can I go to
bed ? I'm so tired.”

‘“ Jimme, put the leetle un in your bunk,
an’ you kin’ turn in with me if we get’s time
ter sleep.”

‘“But Jack hain’t we ergoin’ ter try an’
help ’'em somehow ?”

““ God knows I wish we could. But we
have ter leave one man with the hosses, an’
what are six agin a crowd ?”

And truly it looked hopeless,—but O, to
think of the fate of that gentle mother and
tender babe !

‘ Boys, this is maddening.
somethin’.”

Jimme had by this time fixed the bunk
and taken off the child’s shoes. ** Andnow
dearie, pile in, an’ take a rexl good snooze.”

“But, Mr. Jimmie, you must hear me
siy my prayers first.”

If a shell had come crashing into the dug-
out it could not have created more astonish-
ment than the simple request of the child.

Quick-witted Jimmie had however pulled
himself together quicker than a flash, an
before the child noticed the astonished and
confused looks, he had carefully spread a
bearskin on the dirt floor, and gently as her
own mother bade her ‘“say her prayers.”

The beautiful Lord’s Prayer was repeated
in the clear childish voize, and then came,
‘“ And please, my Heavenly Father, bless
my own dear papa and mamma, and little
baby brother, and Mr. Big Jack, and all
the boys at the Stone Corral.”

Starting up and drawing the back of his
hand hastily across his eyes, and endeavor-
ing to steady his voice, big Jack said:
‘““Jimmie, you an’ Juan stay an’ tend ter
the leetle vn. We uns are ergoin’ to help
the folk.” :

Crash, and the dug-out door flew open,
and five determined men—yes, men in every
sense of the word that night—rushed to the
corral, buckling on the heavy six-shooters
as they ran.

“Take the black.”

““ You take the sorrel.”

“No, he had a long day’s ride already.”
“How’s ther blue roan ¥”

“He's fresh.”

‘“‘Be sure an’ all get fresh horses, boys ;
God knows we'll need ’em bad enough.
“I’'m taking the blazed face bay.

““ Better not—he’s stiff in the shoulder.”
‘‘ Pinto is fresh.”

The heavy stock saddles are slapped on,
and muscular arms tug and tug at the long
latigo straps, until the chinchas seem as if
they would cut through hair and hide, so
tight are they.

“‘ Be sure and cinch ’em well, boys, we
can’t stop to tighten ‘em after we get start-

hev guns, and things

We must do

'd hate | ed

““ Ay, ay, yer kin bet on us, Jack.”

“Are yerall O K?”’

“ You bet.”

““Then head for the Baldy Mountain an’
if ever you spurred, spur this night.”

Out and away, leaning low, until our
breasts almost rested on the saddle horn,
and with spurs tightly pressed against our
brenchos’ sides, we swept swiftly away
from the Stone corral. Big Jack was on the
left and a little in the lead ; and as we
rushed over a low sand ridge. I saw him
and his horse showing dark and clearly cut
against thesky. He was riding his best this
night, and his blue roan was stretching him-
self like a ffhoroughbred.

On and/on, with a rushing noise, like the
sound of great wings now a sharp ejacu-
lation or a smothered oath from some{mdy
as his horse made a stumble, and now push-
ing siléntly on, cutting the cool night wind
like arrows—and yet, dear heaven, we may
be too late !

*“Pull er leetle to the left,"™oys ; we kin
make better.running.”

Running ! they are running like racers
now ; but can they keep it-up :for twenty
miles over the sandy, heavy ground ? g
But there were no signs of weakening yet,
and at every lift of the steed they plunged
forward like frightened deer. /

And now we came to a long stretch
covered with loose and jagged granite ; at
any other time we would huve pulled upand
carfully picked our way over. But to-night
the stake we were riding for was far too
precious to care for horse-flesh, or even our
own necks ; so with slightly tightened reins
and only our toes resting in.the broad stir-
rups, we pushed madly across, the sparks
flashgng as the iron shoes clasheagainst the
rough'rock. Across at last, thaok God,and
once more on the smooth plain, our gallant
cayuses, with ears well forward, and distend-
ed nostrils, were stretching themselves and
throwing dust like heroes. .
Rising ahead of usand lookiagalmost like
a small cloud was the ‘“lone tree.”

““ Half way, boys!”

“Thank leaven ter that; but do yer
s'pose the cayuses kin keep his gait and git
thar?”’

No answer to that question; we all feared
that the brave brutes would drop, and—but,
dear heaven help us, we must get there, to
save the mother and babe, or die trying.

With a slight s'verve we passed the lone,
tree, lcoking strangely weird as 1t stood all
all alone, like some gigantic sentinal keep-
ing watch and ward over the plain below.
Toiling over more sand ridges, the horses
were breathing hard and running heavily ;
but still doing very little stumbling.

Out of the sand and up the rim rock we
tried a zpurt, but the jaded animals were
doing their best, and the steel failed to got
an extra jump cut of them. Another mile
would bring us to a point where we would
be able if it were daylight to sce the settler’s
cabin.

Through a long sag, then a dry creek bed;
crashing through the stunted willows that
lined its banks, we breasted the slight as-
cent, and in another minnte were on the
summit.  We involuntarily checked our
panting horses, and a thrill of horror ran
through us as we saw a bright glare of light
ahead.

‘““Too late, too late, boys !. “The reds
have got ‘em.” Jack’s voice sounded almost
like a groan.

‘ How far are we from the place ?”

band of Ap: h-eomln!.u'l‘ln wiilbohere ;

“ Erbout five miles 'round by the wagon
road, but we kin lead our horses down the
deer trail, and git thar in two.”
“Then let’s follow the deer trail; we
may yit be in time ter help 'em some way.”
gending our staggering, trembling horses,
we cautiously crept down the precipitous
trail, and mounting, headed straight for the
glare, which even in the valley could be dis-
tinctly seen.
Nobody now remembered that we were
only five to thirty, and, goaded and cut by
the spurs, the cayuses carried us rapidly
over the ground. .
When within half a mile we halted in the
shadow of some overhanging rocks, while
Hank cautiously crawled up, and out on a
projecting shelf to reconnoi! for if the
Apacles had any scouts thrown out we
should have to careful, as our only
chance of success was to surprise them.

While we were waiting we carefully ex-
amined our six-shooters, and* in another
minute, to our great joy, Hank was telling
us that the barn was“n fire, but the dwel-
ling-house was still intact, and that he could
distinctly hear the crack of rifles showing us
plainly that the brave settle was still de-
fending his loved ones. 3

““Now, boys, here’s ther best plan I kin
think on—I hain’t extra much of a gineral,
but I hev an idea thet it’s the best way fer
us ter do. We’ll lead our critters down this
gully till we git ter thet scrub brush—we
kin do thet without the reds ketching on
ter us—then we’ll mount. Yer see by that
time the cayuses will be gitting their wind
purty well. Then we’ll ride right square
down on ’em, yelling like fury, an’ whareve
a red gits up we’ll down him. Then if they
make qt too hot for us, we'll dodge inter the
cabin.”

““ An’ what then, Jack ?”’

‘““Wal, we’ll soater help the settler to
heold the fort. Anyway we kin keep ’em
from setting the shanty afire, 'till the cavary
comes. By this time the troops must be on
the trail an’ after ’em red hot. They can’t
be a'great ways off, nohow.”

Silently as spectres then we led our horses
down the gully, carefully avoiding the rocks
that here and there croppsd out through
the sand. Reaching the scrub willow8, we
found ourselves within 300 yards of the
house, and perhaps about 400 trom the burn-
ing barn.

Climbing quietly into our saddles, we
bent low to keep out of the glare, and Jack
whispered, ‘‘ Are yer all reagy T

““ Yes,” whispered back, and we pressed
our sombreros tightly down on our heads.

With a rush and a crash we tore through
the brush and rode at full speed ou finzo the
clearing, now almost as light as day, for the
big, heavy barn timbers were burning clear-
ly and steadily. Across we went, our ex-

cited ar?ls plunging and leaping like

panther: t still no Indians.

Past the house and within a few yards of
the burning barn we pulled up. The silence
coufused us. Were we too late after all?
Mechanically we closed up—a fatal move,
for with unearthly yells and blood-curdling
whoops, the Indians, from a low sag in the
ground on the left, sent a murderous volley
crashing into our midst. ‘

Down went our brave horses, and down
went, their riders. Four of us scrambled to
our feet as we cleared ourselves from the
stirrup leathers, only to throw ourselves beg,
hind our lead-riddled, dying animals just in
time to save ourselves; for again the villains
Eom'ed their lead into us —this time, thank
eaven, doing us no harm. '

Using our horses for breastworks, we tried

to return their fire, but they were effectually

concealed. 2

“Anybody hit?”

““Yes, I saw Hank throw up his hands and

fall face down.” \

“‘Boys, we've got ter get out of this or

they’ll surround us sure.”

“Kin we make a break for the cabin?”’

““I think we might manage to crawl thar,

by kinder keeping the horses betweeu us and

the red cusses.”

‘‘Hark, somebody is hollering!”

Looking over our shoulders, we saw that

the door of the shanty was partly open, and

the settler vigorously beckoning to us.

“We must try an’ see if poor Hank is

clean done fer, fust.”

One of the boys crawled cautiously around

to the derd horse and fallen rider, and re-

turnin¥ in the same manner, whispered sor-

rowfully that *‘poor Hank hed passed in

his checks.”

‘“ Now, boys, we’ll make a run fer it,—

stodp 16w,” and with a spring, away we

rushed for the door.

Another stream of lead whistled by us,

but nobody fell, and in another second, we

were inside the heavy door, and helping the

settler barricade it.

“I heard you when you charged by,

men, but it took me some time to open the

door, as I had a hull lot of things piled agin

it.”

¢ Are ye all safe so far, Stanton ?”

““Yes, thank God. My wife is guarding

the back of the house, and I'm watching

this part. What we feared most is that

they will fire the place, like they did the

barn. My little daughter reached you safe-

ly, did she?”

““Yes, and is slaying in the dug-out &t

the corral. We left two of the boys with
poEg)

*“ Now, men, I'll show you the loop-holes
in the logs, and I’ll go and tell the wife “he
little one is safe.”

Hour after hour we strained our eyes,
peering through the loop-holes trying to
catch sight of the redskins. But they were
very wary and seemed to have a wholesume
dread of venturing into the firelit space in
the front of the house.

Presently Stanton came quietly in and
said, ‘“ Boys there’s something going on at
the back that I don’t understand.”

Leaving oneman in the frontroom, we re-
paired with him to the room in the rear of
thg building.

}ack preseed his face close to.a loop-hole
and stared steadily out in the darkness.
Suddenly he stepped back and pulling his
six-shooter, pointed it through the. loop-
hole and ﬁrex{).o
A wild yell of rage answered the shot.

‘ Aha, I thought I could fetch him. I
saw him crawling up, ar’ hed a burning
stick under his blanket. I guess he won't
burn no more shanties. Give me a chaw of
terbacker, somebody ?

And now we saw a faint streak of dawn
in the east, and soon the sun was gilding
the distant Baldy Mountain, and—what to
us was a far wmore welcome sight still—was
glistening on the scabhards and accoutre-
ments of a company of Uncle Sam’s boys as
they came through the pass at a sharp
trot.

The barricaded door was quickly thrown
open, and ruehing out, we saw the Indians
in full retreat a mile out on the mesa.
Judging from their haste, they must have
seen the cavalry, for they were pushing their
ponies.

The cavalry had also caught sight of them,
for they were coming like the wind, and as
they swept by, in spite of our weariness and
grief at the loss of our pard, we cheered
them until we were hoarse.

The ncxt day we obtained horseg, and
safely escorted the settler and his wife and
baby to the Cactus Ranch.

D

ENGLANDS PURSE KEEPER.

A Brief Sketoh of the Rt Hon. €. J.
Geoschen.,

BY HOWARD WAXEFIELD.
In America everybody feels that equali |
is not merely a name; and that the humblest
citizen may aspire to be President; but an
idea prevails that in England class distinc-
tions and ‘‘the cold shade of the aristo-
cracy” prevent those who are born without
social advan: from ever rising to a high
position. = That idea is not altogether cor-
rect. There is a certain sturdy spirit of
equality in the Anglo-Saxon character, Al.Id
there never was a time when England dis-
dained to place her highest public offices in
the hands of men of obscure birth, if they
showed capacity for them. ‘¢ Dick Wht-
tington, thrice Lord Mayor of London,” is
no fable, though the siory ie 400 years old.
Cardinal Wolsey, Lord High Chancellor,
was the son of a_ butcher. Oliver Cromwell
was the son of a brewer. The late leader of
the Commons, W. H. Smith, was the son
of a newsagent. In almost every adminis-
tration there have been men drawn from the
people, and they have generally held very
important positions. The dukes and lords
andhonorables getthe ornamental posts, but
the places with real power attached to them
are commonly filled with mere commoner.
who never had a grandfather to speak of.
George Joachim Goschen, the most dis-

tingumished Chancellor of the Exchequer of
modern times, with the exception of Mr.
Gladstone, and the most influential mem-
ber of the Salisbury Ministry next to the
Premier, and the First Lord of the treasury,
is & marked instance of a middle-class man
who has risen to a high position. His father
was a London Merchant of not great prom-
inence in business and of no social standing
at all, who was commonly supposed to be a
German Jew, though in fact he was English
by birthand was a Christian, whatever his
progenitors may have been. When yol;:s
Goschen was born, in 1831, to be suspec
of Jewish lineage was a great disadvantage-
No Jew could sit in either House of Parlia-
ment or hold any public office under the
Crown, or enter either of the universities ot
any of the nublic schools. Except in busi-
ness or on the turf, in fact, Jews were ex-
cluded from the avenues-to success. The
elder Goschen boldly sent his son to Rugby
and to Oxford, and {e distinguished himself
to much by *his scholarship and his inde-
pendence of character that he regained the
respect of all the men of sense among his
fellow-students, He had to suffer a great
deal of ill-treatment, nevertheless, on ac.
count of his Hebrew physiognomy and
foreign name. Many of his contemporariesin
public affairs remember one little inciden-
of his life at Rughy, where he was a favor-
ite pupil of Dr. Tait, the late Archbishop
of Canterbury. = The students had a very
offensive trick of inventing doggerel rhymes
like this:

I had a bit of pork,

I stuck it on a fork,

And gave it to the Jew boy Jew !

I had a bit of mutton,

I stuck it on a button,

And gave it to the Jew boy, Jew !

I had a bit of beef

Istuck it on a leaf,

And gave it to the Jew boy, Jew |
and 80 on, with tiresome monotony. Gos-
chen took this very good temperedly till one
day a student who was old enough to know
better, and whose noble birth gave him
great prominenee, went a step too far. He
wrote the ¢ pork ” stanza on a piece of pap-
er, and pinned it up in the pew where (3os-
chen used to sit in chapel. The result was
an explosion of laughter among thestudents
during service, and an inquiry on the part
of the head master. Dector Tait was quite
ready to vunish the offender, but Goschen
begged him not to take any notice of the
affair. He intended to look after that mat-
ter himself. He sought out his tormenter
and said to him : ““ [ wish you to under-
stanithat I am a Christian and so is my
fa,thg;,\g_ut if I were a Jew I would not be
ashamed’ of it and would not allow you to
insult me on account of it. I don’t mind
what the young fellows do, because they
know no better, but as for you—" At
this point the fight began, and the mnoble
lord got the greatest hiding h& ever had in
his life. . He had the manliness to shake
hands with the victor and to beg his pardon
for what he had done, and the two young
men were excellent friends  afterwards.
That happy mixture of good temper and
high spirit helped Goschen very much at]
Oxford, and it has helped = him very
much at other important periodsof his life.
He left college with a good record, and
his father having made a great ‘deal of
money, he went into business in the city
under favoraktle circumstances, becoming a
partrer in his father’s firm. In those days
it was most uncommon for a city merchant
to be a man of high intellectual attainments,
and Mr. Goschen soon became a marked
man, especially in relation to questions of
exchange and of commerecial finance. He
became a director of the Bank of England
at an age when most young merchants are
occupied with the drudgery of theic busi-
ness, and in 1863, at the age of thirty-two,
be was returned to Parliament as one of the
members for the city of London. Naturally
enough, one of the first things he did m
public life was togive an energetic support
to the measures for removing the disabilities
of the Jews, and plasing people of all relig-
ious denominations on an equal footing,
At the general election two years later, he
had the high distinction of standing at the.
head of '-%10 poll for the city ot London-
He at once retired from business and des
voted himself entirely to politics. Honore
fell thickly on him. He was given a plact
in Earl Russel’s minietry as vice presidsn-
of the Board of trade end made a mem
ber of the privy council, and after only
a few months’ apprenticeship to office was
taken into the Cabinet as Chancellor of the
Duchy of Lancaster. It was at this time
that he came into close contact with Mr.
(iladstone, who formed a very high opin-
ion of his talents, especially in relation to
the subject of finance. Mr. Gladstone
may be said to be the first English states-
man who regarded questions of finance from
the point of view of the people. Other fin-
anciers thought only of raising the greatest
amount of taxation for the purposes of the
government; but Mr. Gladstone conceived
the idea of a progressive system of finance,
by which each year’s budget should be a
measure of reform, relieving the public bur-
dens and facilitating trade and industry,
while yet providing allthe revenue required.
He believed he had found in Mr. Goschen
just the man he warted to help him in this
work, and he lost no time in bringing him
to the front. When Mr. Gladstone came
into power in 1869 he gave Mr. Goschen one
high office in his Cabinet after another, and
identified him as closely as possible with
himself in his financial schemes, and he soon
had his reward. The Mimstry were de-
feated in 1874, and a general election fol-
lowed, There was a strong reaction against
the Liberal party, especially in London,
where the Conservatives carried every seat
but one. The solitary Liberal member for
what had formerly been a Liberal strong-
hold was Mr. (Goschen. Probably no other
man could have saved his party from utter
extinction in the city at thab crisie.
Being now out of office he turned his at-

that set the table in a roar.

tention to what may be called fin dip-
lomacy. At that time Egypt was jiver head
and ears indebt to Frenchand En ish capi-
talists, and the affairs of thecountry were in
snch % horri:lehmnddle that the interest was
unpaid, and the principal was in danger

uctwithlhndingmnhep:llzhtppyEgypt.iul;
were ground to the very earth by taxation.

Mr. Goschen went to Cawro as elegate for
the British bondholders and speedily devis-
ed a scheme by which the Khedive was en-
abled to pay his debts, while the crushing
burdens of his people were greatly reliaved,
It was & brilliant stroke of financial skill.

and, as it touched the pockets of many thou-
sands of ver{dinﬂuantinl people in England,
it doubled Mr. Goschen’s reputation ard
gave him a great ciaim on public gratitude

Before this Mr. Goschén had given a very
siriking instance of the old spirit of inde-
pendence which he showed at school and
college. Finding that his seat as member
for the city of London was not altogether
comfortable and that his constituents were
inclined to grumble at some of his doings,
he boldly faced the situation, wrote a strong
letter, and retired from the seat at the first
opportunity. The electors of Ripon, in

orkshire, returned him without difficulty,
a.nd he afterwar1 was elected for Edinburgh,
being one of the few men who ever sat in
Parliament for both tue English and the
Scottish eapital.

In 1886 came his memorable quarrel
with Mr. Gladstone on the home rule
question. Ot all the politicians who sev-
ered themselves from Mr. Gladstone at
that time and formed the Liberal-Unionist
partr the two who incurred the bitterest
displeasure of their former chief were
his ex-colleagues. Sir George I'revelyap
and Mr. Goschen. The Grand Old Man
was besides himself with rage when he

heard of their detections, and he not only
covered them with abuse in terms quite
unworthy of him, but he took measures
for driving them both out of public life.
Both were defeated at the polls, and Sir
George Trevelyaa’s courage gave way.
He cried peccavi and returned to the
Gladstonian fold. Mr. Goschen took a
very different course. He easily got an-
other seat, and at once beame oneof Mr.
Gladstone’s most formidable antagonists.
He made him bitterly rue the day when
he called him a *“ Tory,” and tried to ex-

1 him from politics. He furnished the

nionist party with just what they stood
most in necd of, an able financier, and to
crown his g on Mr. Gladst h
stepped into the position tha t man used
to fil. He became Chancdllor of the Ex-
chequer in Lord Salisbury’s Ministry and
contributed incalculably to their success by
a succession of brilliant budgets, lowering
the taxation, paying off large sums of na-
tional debt,abolishing vexatious imposts,and
yet alwaye having inndnome surplus. In
short, he has carried out in five years mea-
sures which Mr. Giadstone never hoped to
be able to carry in double the time. The
greatest of his exploits undoubtedly, and one
by which he will be longest remembered, is
the reduction of the rate of interest on con-
sols trom 3 per cent to 2 1-2 per cent, a mea-
sure which gave a great stimulus to industry
and both by cheapening money
and by checking the tendency to hoard up
money unproductively.

This and other such startling strides
ahead, however, have made Mr. Goschen
very unpopular with the Conservatives ;
and when the other day there was a talk of
his being made First {ord of the Treasury
in succession to Mr. Smith, there was very
nearly revolt in the party. To tell the
truth, Mr. Goscheun is not liked. No one
can deny his ability or his many valuable
qualities ; but he is lacking in that rare
faculty of conciliation, which made Mr.
Smith so powerful, and equally so in that
lofty courtesy and chivalrous unselfishness
which has made Mr. Balfour beloved even
by his hottest political foes. With all his
intellect and all his versatility, Mr. Goschen
has never succeeded in becoming quite a
gentleman, and that will probably stand in
the way of his ever attaining the highest
positions of all.

Yet he has a very agreeable society side,
and there is no jollier fellow in congenial
company. The place to see Mr. Goschen at
his best is at one of Augustus Harris’ supper
parties av Drury Lane Theater, where the
cleverest men and the prettiest women in
England are gathered round the festive
boaid, eating the choicest food and drink-
ing the finest wine, and bringing out their
very best natural gifts for the general de-
light of the company. Lhere the Chancellor
of the Exchequer, more Jewish looking
than ever, at sixty fanltlessly dressed, with
a huge gardenia in his wvuttonhole and a
glass of pink champagne in his hand, his
face full of merry twinkles and his eyes
gleaming with enjoyment, lets himself out
freely among his friends and makes speeches
“Work hard
and live well” is his motto. By following
it strictly he is a young man still ; and with
plenty of pluck and a great fortune behind
him, there is no saying how big a space he
yet may filke 2

Bare Head:;t Fun;rals.

The death of the Duke of Clarence has
directed public attention in England wery
forcibly to the danger often incurred )
mourners at funerals, a fact sufficiently w11l
known before to have originated the p.»-
verb, “One funeral makes many.” There
seems to be little doubt that the luckless
prince caught his original cold at the burial
of the Prince Victor ot Hohenl-he, and a
general protest has arisen against the cus-
tom which demands that mourners shall
stand bare-headed at the grave in all sorts
of weather.

The doctors say that many deaths can be
traced directly to this practice, and point
out that the dead cannot e benefited by the
sufferings of the living. The Lancet goes so
far as to declare that only persons in robust
health ought to be permitted to attend
funerals in bad weather, and enforces its
argument by referring to the death of a pro-
minent Liverpool merchant, which was
caused solely by exposure at the burial of a
riend.

An Indian Fat Woman.

Mrs. Chippewa, the largest woman in the
world, died on February 2nd at Dog Lake,
an Indian reservation on the shores of Lake
Maritoba, distant from Winnipeg a little
over 100 miles. The avoirdupois of the de-
ceased was phenomenal. She tipped the
scales at over 700 pounds a few days before
she died. The cause of death, though an
autopsy has not.been made, was undoubted-
ly due to fatty degeneration of the heart.
The woman was born 47 years ago on the
shores of Hndson Bay. She moved to Lake
Manitoba district with her parents seven-
teen years ago, where she has since resided,
excepting a few wecks spent in the Winni-
peg museum six years ago. At that time
she weighed 624 pounds. She was five feet
eleven inches in height, and a full-blootted
squaw. After death the body was placed
in a coffin seven feet long and five feet
across. 'The woman was married to an In-
dian weighing less than 100 pounds, Mr.
fred Burrows, of this city, had arranged to
t2%n lier to the World's Fair at Chicago in

1893.

SU—
NEW FLYERS POR THR wM

Two Magnifioent Big Ships to bo Addsd to
the Qunard Lino-

It is Reported That Each
$410,000.

The coming sesson of the transatlantic
travel promises to be the most notable of all
in the history of ocean voyages up to the
present time. Not only will there be a
greater number of vessels in the service than
has been known, but efforts will pro-
bably be made to reduce all previous re-
cords.
. The two vesscls in process of construc-
tion for the Cunard Company, one ot which
will -probably be ready for service during
the Summer, will be more splendid than any
ever seen. Their dimensions are so t
that those not directly versed in the art of
shipbuilding and marine engineering would
scarcely be able to the subject with-
out an explanation. hen the Cities of
Paris and New York, and more recently the
Majestic and Teutonic appesred on the
Atlantic route, it was suppored that the
apex of engine power and fast steaming had
practically been reached, bnt in this age ot

ientific progress atively little isim-
possible after all.

THESE ARE MONSTROUS SHIPS.

The new Cunarders are each to be over
600 feet long and to register 13,500 gross
tons. . The engines will be marvels,and their
power will be far in excess of anything
afloat. It is also intended to have these
ships outstrip all others engaged in the At-
lantic trade in elegance of equipment.

When the City of Paris broke the record,
covering the distance from Queenstown to
this port in 5 days, 19 hoursand 13 minutes,
two years ago, her engines developed about
23,000 horse-power, so that to get the odd
hours out of the way a vessel with vearly 3,-
000 tons more weight to carry wiil require
30,000 effective horse power, and it is ex-
pected that the twin-screw engines of these
two new vessels will actually work up to
that figure.

In 1891 the record was made by the White
Star line Teutonic, which covered the dis-
tance from Sandy Hook to Queenstown in 5
days, 12 hours and 3 minutes, steaming in
that time 2,790 knots. lu order to cover
the distance in five days an average speed of
twenty-three and one-Knlf knots per hour—
equal to about twenty-seven Tand miles will
have to be maintainell. It is said that each
of the Cunarders now in process of construc-
tion on the Clyde will cost £419,000.

ALL PUT IN GOOD SHAPE,

Daring the past two months nearlyeve!
one of the fast ships has been overhauled.
Extensive work has been done upon all
and have been put in first-class condition

reparatory to the commencement of the
gprlng and Summer voyage=. Already much
buoking has been done by the various lines,
and there is every indication that the east-
ward passenger-business this season will sur-
pass that of any previous year. By April
1 every one of the great ocean flyers will be
running on its regular trips east and west.
Of the total number of vessels that will run
thirty-six may be classed as specially fast,
but of this number there will be only five
contestants for honors as record makers or
breakers, as far as the New York:Queens-
town voyages are concerned. The five will
be the City of Paris and City of New York
of the Inman line, the Teutonic and Majes-
tic of thc White Star line, and the new
Cunarder, and all interest will centre during
the season in the performance of these grey-
hounds.

The contestants in other lines will prob-
ably be confined to the Fuerst Bismarck,
Normannia, and Columbia of the Hamberg-
American line, and the Havel and Spree of
the North German Llcyd, in the passage
between Southampton and this port, and
La Touraine and La Bourgogne of the
French line between Havre and New York.

It is confidently expected in shipping cir-
cles that these records will be lowered this

ear, perhaps by the sa 1e ships, as a num-

r of improvements and changes in machi-
nery, screw and draught have been effected.
The impression that increasc of epeed means
increase of danger has gradual'y fallen away.
The increase o?espeed in railways has not in-
creased the danger of travelling by rail, and
no good reason prevails why it should be
more dangerous to cross the Atlantic in a
fast ship than in a slow one

SLOW SHIPS CAN BE HAD.

Many_.persons, however, prefer a slow
ship from choice, and for those who are
timid there will be plenty of vessels the day
of which, for what is now known as fast
voyages, is over. Fast ships of all well-
managed companies are sailed as care-
fully as slower and less valuable vessels,

rhaps more carefully, and no accident or
oss of ships has yet been recorded which
has been caused by extraordinary speed.

Bigns of Advancng Years.

?ou know the surest indication of
old age ?” asked Dr. Reed of a number of
friends at the Lindell. ‘‘The surest indica-
tions in man,” he continued, ‘‘are a moist
eye, a dry palm and a shrinkage of the calf
of the leg. All these indications are due to
some action of the nerves consequent upon
advancing years, In the matter of the eye,
the fifth section is interfered with, and it is
this which causes a flow of water. The dry-
ness of the palm is produced by an inter-
ference with the functions of the body, also
due to the action of the nerves, and the

Will Cost

“Do

causes. In old age, too, you notice some
men become more corpulent than in the
earlier portions of their lives,. With drink-
ing men the change is often produced by the
quantity of saccharine wich they consume
with their drink, and with those who do not
drink it follows from other physiological
changes. As to the hair becoming grey, it
results, in the majority of cases, from the
partial closing of the hair cells and the re-
duction of the quantity of natural coloring
matter which the closing produces. With
women the dimness of the eye does not come
80 soon as it does in men.”

Habit is the deepest law of human nature.
—{Carlyle.

The children of the rich should be taught
that the children ot the poor will be their
equals at least in the next world.

Any man who ever owned a balky horse
will tell you that he found the animal ex
ceedingly hard to get along with.

The thinnest tissue papezs measures 1-
1,200 of an inch in thickness. Iron has been
rolled so thin as to measure only !-1,800 of
an inch in thickness.

‘Father—* Well, Tommy, how do you
think you will like this little fellow for a
brother?” Tommy (inspectirg the new in-
fant somewhat doubtfully)—** Have you got
to keep him, papa, or is he only a sample ¥’

Edward Bok says that there are only
four authors who earn $§20,009 a year with
their pens, and these lucky vheaare William
Dean- Howells, Robert Louis Stevenson,
Mark Twain and Mrs. Burnett. m2v Wal-
lace received $£100,000 .in <igbt y4ars in
royalties for ‘‘ Ben Far.”

shrinkage of the leg follows from similape—



