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CHAPTER 1V—(Continued.)

Such a man was sure to regard Mal-
solm’s bold journcy from the wrong point
of view. ‘So delighted was he that he
gave the sowars two months’ pay,
lauded Malcolm in the Gazette, and forth-
with despatched him on a special mission
to General Sir Hugh Wheeler at Cawn-
pore, to whom he recommended ¥rank for
promotion and appointment as aide-de-
‘camp. i

This curious sequence of events led to
.Malcolm’s following  Winifred Mayne

«slong the road she had taken exactly three
weeks earlier. The route to Cawnpore lay
through Etawah, a place where revolt had
already broken out, but which had been
_evacuated by the mutineers, who, like
those at Aligarh, Bulandshahr, Mainpuri,
¢ Meerut, and a score of other towns, ran
off to Delhi after butchering all the Euro-
-peans within range.

With a small escort of six troopers, his
‘servant, and two pack-horses, he traveled
fast. As night was falfing on June dth,
<he re-entered the Grand Trunk Road some

. th miles north of Bithoor, where, all
unknown to him, Nana Sahib’s splendid
+palace stood on the banks of the Ganges.
‘It was his prudent habit to halt in
emall villages only. Towns might be
traversed quickly without much risk, as
even the tiniest display of force insured
+gafety, but it was wise not to permit the
Zgize of hisescort to be nofed at leisure,
when a surprise attack might be made in
-the darkness. ¢ '

. Therefore, expecting to arrive at Cawn-
pore early. next day, he elected not to
.push on to Bithoor, and proposed to pase
the night under the branches of a great
‘pipal tree. Chumru, his, Mohammedan
_bearer, was a good cook, in addition to
his many other acquirements. Having
‘purchased, or made his master pay for,
‘which is not always the same thing in
India, a small kid (by which please under-
igtand a young goat) in the village, he lit
“a fire, slew the kid, to the accompani-
.ment. of an appropriate verse from the
Korean, and compoupded an excellent
“stew.

~ A native woman brought some chupat-
ties and milk, and Malcolm, being sharp
“set with hunger, ate as a man can, only
eat when he is young, and in splendid
‘health, and has ridden hard all day.

¢ He had a cigar left, too, and he was
searching his pockets for a piece of paper
‘to light it when he brought forth that
Persi-Arabic letter which reached him at
"the close of the second battle of Ghazi-ud-
din Nuggur.

He was on the point of rolfing it into
a spill, but some subtle influence stopped
‘him. He rose, walked to Chumru’s fire,
.and lit the cigar with a burning stick.
‘Then summoning a smart young pemadar
he asked- him to read the chit. The
woman who supplied the chupatties fetch-
ed a tiny lamp. She held it while the
trooper bent over the strange scrawl; -and
‘ran his eyes along to learn the context.

And this is what hé read:

“po all whom it may concern—Be it
known that Malcolm-sahib, late of the
Company’s 3d Regiment of Horse, is a
friend of the heaven-born princess Roshi-
nara Begum, and, provided he comes to
the palace at Delhi | within three|
days from the date hereof, he - i8

Yo be given. safe conduct by all who|
-owe allegiance to  the Light of
the World, the renowned King of Kings
and lord of all India, Bahadur Shah, Fuzl-
Tlahi, Panah-i-din.” -
. The trooper scowled. Those concluding
words— By the grace of ‘God, Defender
‘of the Faith”— perhaps touched a sore
place, for he, too, was a true believer.

“You are a long way from Delhi, sahib,
‘and the chit is a week old. I suppose you
did not pay the expected visit to her
Highness the Begum?”’ he said.

“Tf you are talking of the Begum Ros-
‘hinara, daughter of the King of Delhi,”
put in the woman, who was ready enough
to indulge in a gossip with these good-
looking soldiers, “‘she passed through this
place today.”

“Surely you are telling some idle tale
‘of the bazaar,” said Malcolm.

“No, sahib. My brother is a grass-
cutter in the Nana’s stables. While I was
at the well this morning a carriage came
down the road. It was a rajah’s carriage,

d there were men riding before and -be-
hind. I asked my- brother if he had seen
jt, and he said that it brought the Be-

:

gum to Bithoor, where she is to wed the
Nana.”

“What! A Mohammedan princess marry
a Brahmin!”’

“It may be so, sahib. They say these
great people do not consider such things
when there is.aught to be gained.”

“But what good purpose can this marri-
age serve?’”

The woman looked up at Malcolm under
her long eyelashes.

“Where have you been, sahib, that you
have not heard that the sepoys have pro-
claimed the Nana as King?”’ she asked
timidly. :

“King! Is he going to fight the Be-
gum’s father?”

“I know not, sahib, but Delhi is far off,
and Cawnpore is near. Perchance they
may both be kings.”

A man’s voice called from the dark-
ness, and the woman hurried away. Mal-
colm, of course, was in a position to ap-
praise the accuracy of her story. He
knew that the Nana, @ x{mvo dignitary
with a grievance against the- government,
was a guest of Bahadur Shah a month be-
fore the Mutiny broke out, and was at
the Meerut hunting lodge on the very
night of its inception. Judging by Prin-
cess Roshinara’s words, her relations with
the Brahmin leader were far from lover-
like. What, then, did this sudden jour-
n:’f to Cawnpore portend? Was Sir Hugh
Wheeler aware of the proposed marriage
with all the terrible consequences that it
heralded? At any rate, his/line of action
was clear. |

“Get the men together, Akhab Khan,”
he said to the jemadar. “We march at
once.”

Within five minutes they were on the
road. There was no moon, and the trees
bordering both sides of the way made the
darkness intense,* The still atmosphere,
too, was almost overpowering. The dry
earth, sunbaked to a depth of many feet,
was: giving off its store of heat accumu-
lated during the day. The air seemed to
be quivering as though it were laden with
the fumes of a furnace. It was a night
when men might die or go mad under
the mere strain of existence. Its very
languor was intoxicating. Nature scemed
to brood over some wild revel. A fear
some thunderstorm or howling tornado of
dust might reveal her fickleness of mood
at any moment.

4 ]t was man, not the elements, that was
destined to war that night. The emall
party of horsemen were riding through the
scattered houses of Bithoor, and had
passed a brilliantly lighted palace which
Malcolm took to be the residence of
Nana Sahib, when they were suddenly

)

| ordered to halt. Some native soldiers, not

wearing the Company’s uniform, formed
a line across the road. Malcolm, drawing
his sword, advanced towards them.

“Whose troops are you!”’ he shouted.

There was no direct answer, but a score
of men, armed with muskets and bayo-
nets, and carrying a number of lanterns,
came nearer. It must be remembered
that Malcolm, a subaltern of the 3d Cav-
alry, wore a turban and sash. He spoke
Urdu exceedingly well, and it was diffi-
cult in the gloom to recognize his as a
Kuropean.

“We have orders to stop and examine
all wdyfarers—’ began some man in au-
thority; but a lifted lantern revealed
Frank’s white face; instantly several guns
were pointed at him.

“Kollow me!” he cried to his escort.

A touch of the spurs sent Nejdi with
a mighty bound into the midst of the
rabble who held the road. Malcolm bent
Jow in the saddle“and a scattered volley
revealed the tree-shrouded houses in &
geries of bright flashes. Fortunately,
under such conditions, there is more room
to miss than to hit. None 6f the bullets
harmed horse or man, and the sowars
were not quite near enough to be in the
line of fire. After a quick sweep or two
with his sword, Malcolm saw that his
men were laying about them heartily. A
pack-horse, however, had stumbled, brirg-
ing down the animal ridden by Chumru,
the bearer. To save his faithful servant
Frank wheeled Nejdi, and cut down a
native who was lunging at Chumru with
a bayonet.

Mare shote were fired and a sowar was
wounded. He fell, shouting to his com-
rades for help. A general melee ensued.
The troopers slashed at the men on foot
and the sepoys -fired indiscriminately at
any one on horseback. The uproar was
so great and the fighting so strenuous
that Malcolm did not hear the approach
of a body of cavalry until a loud voice
bawled:

“Why should brothere &lay brothers?
Cease your quarreling, in the name of the
faith] = Are there not plenty of accursed
Feringhis on whom: to try your blades?”

Then the young oflicer saw, too late,
that he was surrounded by a ring of steel.
Yet he strove to rally his escort, got
four of the men to obey his command,
and, placing himself in front, led thém at
the vague' forms that blocked the road to
QCawnpore. In the confusion, he might
have cut his way through had not Nejdi

‘unfortunately jumped over a. wounded

man at the instant Frank was aiming &
blow at a sowar. His sword swis
harmlessly in the air, and his adver
sary, hitting out wildly, struck the Eng-
lishman’s head with the forte of his saber.
The violent shock dazed Malcolm for.'a
second, but all might yet have- been
well were it not for an unavoidable acci:
dent. . A sepoy’s bayonet became entang
led in the reins. In the effort to free his
weapon the man gave such a tug to the
bit on the near side that the Arab crossed
his fore-legs and fell, throwing his rider
violently. Frank landed fairly on his
head. His turban saved his neck, but
could not prevent a momentary concus-
gion. For a while he lay as one dead.

When he came to his senses he found
that his arms were tied behind his back,
that he had been carried under a big tree,
and that a tall native, in the uniform of
a subadar of the 2nd Bengal Cavalry, was
holding a lantern close to his face.

“I am an officer of the 3rd Cavalry,” he
said, trying to rise. “Why do you, a
man in my own service, suffer me to be
bound ?”

“You are no officer of mine, Feringhi,”
was the scornful reply. ‘“You are ‘safely
trussed because we thought it better sport
to dangle you from a bough than to stab
you where you dropped. Quick, there,
with that heel-rope, Abdul Huq. We have
occupation. Let us hang this crow here
to show other Nazarenes what they may
expect. And we have no time to lose.
The Nana may appear at any moment.”

CHAPTER V.
A Woman Intervenes,

That ominous order filled Malcolm’s
soul with a fierce rage. He was not afraid
of death. The wine of life ran too strong-
ly in his veins that craven fear should so
suddenly quell the excitement of the com-
bat that had ended thus disastrously. But
his complete helplessness—the fact that
he was to be hanged like some wretched
felon by men wearing the uniform of
which he had been so proud—these things
stirred him to the verge of frenzy.

Oddly enough, in that moment of an-
guish he thought of Hodson, the man ‘who
rode alone from Kurnaul to Meerut. Why
had Hodson succeeded? Would Hodson
knowing the exceeding importance of his
mission, have turned to rescue a servant
or raise a fallen horse? Would he not
rather have dashed on like a thunderbolt,
trusting to the superior apeed of his char-
ger to carry him clear of his assailants?
And Nejdi! What had become of that
trusted friend? Never before, Arab
though he was, had he been guilty of a
stumble. Perhaps he was shot, and sob-
bing out his gallant life on the road, al-
most at the foot of the tree which would
be his master’s gallows.

A doomed man indulges in strange rev-
eries. Malcolm was almost as greatly
concerned with Nejdi’s imagined fate as
with his own desperate plight when the
trooper who answered to the name of
Abdul Huq brought the heel-rope that
was to serve as a halter.

The man was a Pathan, swarthy, lean,
and sinewy, with the nose and eyes of a
bird of prey. Though a hawk would show
mercy to a fledgling sparrow sooner than
this cut-throat to a captive the robber
instinct in him made him pause before
he tied the fatal nogse.

“Have you gone ihrough the Nazarene's
pockets sirdar?” he asked.

“Nop.” was the impatient answer. Ot

us.
“Nevertheless, every rupee counts. And
he may be carrying letters of value to the

* Junior Officers.

what avail s it? ‘These chota-sahibs® |
have no money. And Cawnpore awaits |
oy

Maharaja. Once he is swinging up there
he will be out of reach, and our caste
does mot permit us to defile our hands
by touching a dead body.”

While the callous ruffian was deliver-
ing himself of this curious blend of cyni-
cism and dogima, his skilled fingers were
rifling Malcolm’s pockets. First he drew
forth a sealed packet addressed to Sir
Hugh Wheeler. He recognized the gov-
ernment envelope and, though neither of
the pair could read English, Abdul Huq
handed it to his leader with an “I-told-
you-so” air. i

1t was in Frank’s mind to revile the
men, but, most happily, he composed
himself sufficiently to resolve that he
would die like an officer and a gentleman,
while the last words on his lips would be
a prayer.

The next document produced was the
Persi-Arabic scrawl which purported to be
a “safe-conduct” issued by Bahadur Shah,
whom the rebels acclaimed as their ruler.
Until that instant, the Englishman had
given no thought to it. But when he saw
the look 'of consternation that flitted
across the face of the subadar when his
eyes took in the meaning of the writing,
despair yielded to hope, and he managed
to say thickly:—

“Perhaps you will understand now that
you ought to have asked my business ere
you proposed to hang me off hand.”

His active brain devised a dozen ex-
pedients to account for his presence in
Bithoor, but the native officer was far
tod shrewd to be beguiled into setting his
prisoner at liberty. After re-reading the
pass, to make sure of its significance, the
rebel leader curtly told Abdul Hug and
another sowar to bring the Feringhi into
the presence of the Maharajah, by which
title he evidently indicated Nana Sahib.

The order was, at least, a reprieve, and
Malcolm breathed more easily. He even
asked confidently about his horse and
the members of his escort. He was given
no reply save a muttered curse, a com-
mand to hold his tongue, and an angry
tug at his tied arms.

It ise hard to picture the degradation
of such treatment of a British officer by
a native trooper. The Calcutta Brahmin
who was taunted by a Lascar—a warrior-
Spest insulted by a social leper—scarce
inched more keenly under the jibe than
d}d Malcolm when he heard the tone of
his captors. Truly the flag of Britain
was trailing in the mire, or these men
would not have dared to address him in
that fashion. In that bitter moment he
felt for the first time that the Mutiny was
the real thing. Hitherto, in spite of the
murders and incendiarism of Meerut, the
risings in other stations, the proclamation
of Bahadur’ Shah as Emperor, and the ac-
tual conflicts with the Mogul's armed re-
tainers on the battlefield of Ghazi-ud-din
Nuggur, Malcolm was inclined to treat
the outburst as a mere blaze of local fan-
aticism, a blaze that would soon be stamp-
ed under heel by the .combined efforts of
the East India Company’s troops and\the
Queen’s Forces. Now, at last, he saw
the depth of hate with which British do-
minion was regarded in India. He heard
Mohammedans alluding to a Brahmin as a
leader—so might a wolf and a snake make

ed | common alliance against a watch dog.

From that hour dated a new and sterner
conception of the task that lay before him
and every other Briton in the country.
The Mutiny was no longer a .welcome
variant to the tedium of the hot wea-
ther. It was a life-and-death struggle be-
tween West and East, between civiliza-
tion and barbarism, between the laws of
Christianity and the lawlessness of Ma-
homet, supportetd by the cruel, inhuman
and nebulous doctrine of Hinduism.

Not that these thoughts took ghape and
coherence,iin -Malcolm’s brain as -he was
being hurried to the house of Nana Sahib.
A man may note the deadly malice of a
cobra’s eye, but it is not when the poison
fangs are ready to strike that he stops
to consider the philosophy underlying the
creature’s malign hatred of mankind.

Events were in a rare fret and fume
in the neighborhood of Cawnpore that
night. As a matter of historical fact,
while Malcolm was hearing from the vil-
lager that Roshinara Begum had come to
Bithoor, the 1st Native Infantry and 2nd
Cavalry had risen at Cawnpore,

Nana Sahib was dgep in intrigue with
all the sepoy regimgnts stationed there,
and his adherents ultimately managed to
persuade these two corps to throw off
their allegiance to the British Raj. Fol-
lowing the recognized routine they burst
open the gaol, burnt the public offices,
robbed the Treasury, and secured pos-
session of the Magazine. - Then, while
the eversswelling mob of criminals and
loafers made pandemonium in the bazaar
the saner spirits among the mutineers
hurried to Bithoor to ascertain the will
of the man who, by common consent, was
regarded as their leader. -

He was expecting them, eagerly per-
haps, but with a certain quaking that de-
manded the assistance of the “Raja’s
peg,” a blend of champagne and brandy
that is calculated to fire heart and brain
to madness more speedily than any other
intoxicant. He was conversing with his
nephew, Rao Sahib, and his chief lieuten-
ants, Tantia ‘Llopi and a Mohammedan
named Azim-Ullah, when the native offi-
cers of the rebel regiments clattered into
his presence.

“Maharajah,” said their chief, “a
kingdom is yours if you join us, but it 8
death if 'you side with the Nazarenes.”

He laughed, with the fine air of one
who sees approaching the fruition ‘of long-
cherished plans. - He advanced a pace,

confidently.
“What have I to do with the British?”
he asked. “Are they not my enemies,

too? 1 am altogether with you.”

“Will you lead us to Delhi, Mahara-
jah?”’

“Why not? That is the natural rally-
ing ground of all who wish the downfall
of the present Government.”

“Then behold, O honored one, we offer
you our fealty.”

They pressed near him, tendering the
hilts of their swords. He touched each
weapon, and placed his hands on the
head of its owner, vowing that he would
keep his word and be faithful to the trust
they reposed in him.

“Qur brothers of the 53d and 56th have
not joined us yet,” said one.

“Then let us ride forth and win them
to our side,” said the Nana grandiloquent-
ly. He went into the courtyard, mounted
a gaily-caparisoned horse, and, surrounded
by the rebel cohort, cantered off towards
Cawnpore.

Thus it befell that the mob of horsemen
pressed past Malcolm and his guards as
they entered the palace. The subadar
tried in vain to attract the Nana’s atten-
tion. Fearing lest he might be forgotten
if he.were not in the forefrant of the
conspiracy, this man bade his subordinates
take their prisoner before the Begum, and
ran off to secure his horse and race after
the others. He counted on the despatches
gaining him a hearing.

Abdul Huq, more crafty than his chief,
smiled.

“Better serve a king's daughter than
these Shia dogs who are so ready to fawn
on a Brahmin,” eaid he to his comrade,
another Pathan, and a Sunni like himself,
for Islam, united against Christendom, is
divided into seventy-two warring sects.
Hence the wavering loyalty of two sepoy
battalions in Cawnpore carried Malcolm
out of the Nana's path, and led him
straight to the presence of Princess Ros-
hinara.

The lapee of three weeks had paled that
lady's glowing cheeks and deepened the
luster of her eyes. Not only was she

helped to lighten the load of care. Yet
she was genuinely amazed at seeing Mal-
colm. :
“How come you to be here?” she cried
instantly, addressing him before Abdul
Huq could open his mouth in explanation.
“As your Highness can see for yourself,

slaves,” *said Frank, thinking that now
or never must he display a bold front.
“How did you learn that I had left
Delhi?”
“The journeyings of the Princess Ros-
hinara are known to many.”
“But you came not when I summoned
you.” '
me until after the affair on the Hindun
river.”
carrying despatches—"’

What! Dost thou hesitate!”

bers of hér bodyguard ran forward.

obedience. Not yet had the rebels felt]f

Malcolm’s ‘bonds, and disappeared. Using| ¢,

that reigned in Nana Sahib’s’abode. Men

hinara. 1t was‘an hour when the cool
brain might contrive its own ends. |

too, which 1 value highly—"

saying

I am brought hither forcibly by these| puts Up Her

delicious tha
fruits? “These

“Your Highness's letter did not reach|dangerous§ for
clogged with wast

“What is all this idle talk?” broke ‘n| poisoned. Wruit
Abdul Huq roughly. “This Feringhi was Kidneys a Ski
i ches- vigorously to throw @ff the:

Peace, dog!” cried the Begum. ‘“Un-{and indigestible food
fasten the Sahib’s arms, and be ‘gone.|soon poison the blood
tion, Headaches, Rheujatis;
She clapped her hands, and some mem-|and a host of other distressifig troubles.

“Throw these troopers .into the court-|the organs to do their
yard,” she commanded. “If they resist—"| Take one or two ‘“Kruit-
But the Pathans were too wise to refuse| every night, bhesides eati

worn by anxiety, in addition to the 1
physical fatigue of the long journey from NATUHE A VEBY
Delhi, but the day’s happenings had not
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rk properly.
ives” tablets
some fresh
ruit every day. ‘‘Fruit-adives” combine

But there is a quicker w:

their true power. 'They sullenly untied|the medicinal pmpcrties—ihany times in-

ensified—of- oranges, apples, prunes and

eyes and ears each moment to better ad-| figs, with the best tonics and internal
vantage, Frank was alive to the confusion | disinfectants added.

Their action on Bowels, Liver, Kidneys

ran hither and thither in aimless disorder. | and Skin is as natural as Nature’s own,
The Brahmin’s retainers were like jacka!s| but quicker and more effective. Sold by
who knew that. the lion had killed and|ga]] dealers—25¢. for trial box—50c. for
the feast was spread. The only servants| regular size—6 boxes for $2.50. Fruit-a-
who preserved the least semblance of dis-|tives Limited, Ottawa.

cipline were those of the Princess ROS | mmmeesem— i

the wall running at a right apgle with
“] am, indeed, much beholden to you, the river. It was impossible to see far
Princess,” said Frank. “I pray you ex-|OWing to the mist that clung close to the
tend your clemency to my men. I have ground, but he could not be mistaken
an escort of six sowars, and a servant.) ds to the presence of a small body of
Some of them are wounded. My horse, mounted men within a few yards. They
had halted, too, but his alert ears
He paused. He saw quite clearly that caught the occasional clink of accouter-
she paid no heed to a word that he was ments, and the pawing of a horse in the
Her black eyes were fixed in- soft earth. He racked his brain to try to
tently on his face, but she was thinking, discover some connection between this
weighing in her mind some suddenly: cavalry post and the parting adL

onition

some drastic move was imminent.

into a garden, muttering as she went:

hests?”’ .

would provide.

infidel, she brought Malcolm through

a high wall.
at its farthest extremity.
“Wait there,” she said.

“I would be capable of little gratitude him.
if I refused, Princess,” said he, wondering
what new outlet the whirligig of events

Leading him past an astonished guard-
ian of the zenana, who dared not protest
when this imperial - lady thought fit to
profane the sacred portal by admitting an

door . int rden surrounded by T
oL & L“Sg;: giﬂted to a pavilion woman wrapped in a dark cloak. A sup-

come to you whom you will have faith
in, do that which he ‘who brings thlexf-n
shall tell you. Fail not. Your own ife St : €
and the lives of your friends will hang of Nana Sahib’s house at Bithoor—while
on a-thread, yet trust me that it shall not
be severed while you obey my comman}(]is.’l;

With that cryptic message she ran backi ., - Neht of their brethems dwelling

formed project. He was & pawn in the given by the Begum Roshinara, and he
game on the political chess-board, and might have guessed the riddle in part had

he not heard hurried footsteps in the gar-

Some part of his speéch had reached|den. They came, not from the door by
her intelligence. She caught him by the which he was admitted, but from ‘the
wrist and hurried him along a corridor

Palace itself. Whoever. the newcomers
were they made straight for the pavilion,

“Allah hath sent thee, Malcolm-sahib.|and, as he was'unarmed, he did not hesi-
What matter thy men and a horse? Yet tate to show himself against the sky line.
will I see to their safety, i that be pos-| For ill or well, he wanted to know his
sible. Yes, yey, I must do that. You| fate, and he determined to spring over
will need them, And remember, I am| the battlements in the hope of reaching
trusting thee. Wilt thou obey my be- the river if he received the slightest warn-

ing of hostile intent by those who sought

“Is that you, Malcolm?”’ said a low
voice, and his heart leaped when he rec-
ognized Mr. Mayne's accents.

“Yes. Can it be possible that you are
here?”

- He ran down thé steps. On the level
of the garden he could see three figures,
2| one a whiterobed native, one a man in
European garments, and the third a

pressed sob uttered by the woman sent a

“When those gush of hot blood to his face. He sprang

forward. In another instant Winifred
was in his arms. And that was their un-
spoken declaration of love—in the garden

within hail were thousands who would
gladly have torn them limb from limb,
and the southern horizon was aflame with

to the door, which was immediately slam-
med behind her. Having just been enat-

places.

“Qh, Frank dedr;” whispered the girl

structure which was approached by

two high battlemented walls.

facéd the Grand Trunk Road.

the right bank of the Ganges.

Himalayas.

; ternity b :
S o it iy i PR SRR 1
o s
mined to fall in with hdr whims. so long| > : :
as they did not interfere with his duty. };r'agl’l’n‘;mgzm“y‘zu;Vggdekggai!ze" ere they
Although Cawnpore was in the hands of *

within these walls? Yet, I thank God for

“Hush, Winifred. For the sake of all

the mutineers and he had lost his des-| of ug calm yourself,” said her uncle.
patches, he determined, at all costs, t0 | “This man says he has brought us here to
reach Sir Hugh Wheeler if that fine old | pelp us to escape. Surely you can find
commander was still living. Meanwhile, | i Malcolm’s presence some earnest of his
he hastened to the baraduri, an elegant | good " faith.”

a| The native now intervened. Speaking

flight of steps and stood in the angle of | with a certain dignity and using the lan-
. guage of the court, he said that they had

The place was empty and singularly | not a moment to lose. They must de-
peaceful after the uprdar of the village | scend the wall by means of a rope, and in
and of that portion of the palace which | the field beyond they would find three of

the officer-sahib’s men, with his horse and

Overhead the sky was clear and starlit,|a couple of spare animals. Keeping close
but beyond the walls, stretched a low, | to “the river until they came to a tree-
half luminous bank of mist, and he was | lined pullah —a small ravine cut by a
peering that way fully a minute before | minor tributary of the Ganges—they
he ascertained that the garden stood on should follow this latter till they ap-

proached the Grand Trunk Road, taking

Almost at his feet, the great river was| care not to be seen as they crossed that
murmuring on its quiet course to the sea, thoroughfare. Then, making a detour,
and the mist was due to the evapordtion they must avoid the village, and endeavor
of its waters, which were mainly compos- | to strike the road again about two miles
ed of melted snow from the ice-capped | to the north of Bithoor, thereafter travel-

ing at top speed towards Meerut, but

When his eyes grew accustomed to his | letting it be known in the hamlets on the

way that they came from Cawnpore.

surroundings he made out the shape of
a native boat moored heneath the wall.
It had evidently brought a cargo of for-
age to Mithoor. So still was the air

the locality. 8

Between Bithoor and Cawnpore the
Ganges takes a wide bend. At first Mal-
colm scarce knew in which quarter to
look for the city, but distant reports and

i

Cawnpore, in its turn, had vielded to
the canker that was gnawing the vitals
of India! He wondered if Allahabad had
fallen. And Benares? And the popu-
lous towns of Bengal-perhaps even the
capital city itself? The Punjab was safe.
Hodson told him that. But would it re-

the men who dwelt in the bazaars of La-
hore, Umristar, Rawalpindi, and the rest.
Nicholson and John Lawrence were

His sky had fallen. This land of his
adoption was his no longer. He was an
outlaw, hunted and despised, depending
for his life on the caprice of a fickle-

Dragoons and the Artillery, had chased
the sepoys from the Hindun, and his
goul grew strong again.  Ted by British
officers, the native troops were excellent,
but, deprived of the only leaders they
really respected, they became an armed
mob, terrible to women and children, but

This unlooked for ally impressed the con-

cluding stipulation strongly on Malcolm,
but, when asked for a reason, he said

that the scent of the hay lingered yet in simply=

“It is the Princess’s order. Come!

There is no time for further speech. Here

s the rope.”
(To be continued.)

the glare of burning dwellings soon told
him more than its mere direction. 8o

INQUIRY  FINISHED

Truro, Aug. 28.—Magistrate Crowe

main safe? He had heard queer tales of | thig evening finished his inquiry into the
charge of corrupt practices at the bye-
election in
there; could they hold those warrior- Stanfield was returned. The magistrate
tribes in subjection, or, better sti!l._ in | announced that he would render his de-
Jeash? - He might not hazard an opinion.| .ision next Friday morning. It is gener-

ally thought Bayne will be committed for
trial.

Colchester, when John

minded woman. Then he thought of the
way his comrades of the 60th, - of the

10 FLOAT STEAMER

Campbellton, N. B, Aug. 28 (Special).—

of slight account against Byitish-born | British steamer Domira, Capt. Glover,

men.

! ashore at Battery Point, will likely be

His musing were disturbed by thei floated, but her deckload will have to be
sound of horses advancing quietly across|removed. The hull is reported to ‘have
a paddy field which ckirted that side of | sustained no damage. The steamer went

ashore last night on her way to Cork with
a cargo of lumber.

i

C.P. R. OFFICIALS SAY
STRIKE WILL NOT HINDER

4 Montreal, Aug. 31 (Special).—Kighty-
eight skilled mechanics were taken on by
the C. P. R. today, and it is claimed by

strikers.

the  strike. The

any interruption,

_ HANDLING THE CROPS

the company that some of these were

Mr. G .M. Bosworth, freight office man-|
ager, made the announcement today that |
the company were in a fit position to gv‘lel}m
handle all the grain shipments, despite | move the hai
company claim 4
they have lots of cars and locomotives bottle. Cures Bg
and can handle the gragy rush without

Eureka Fly Killer

]
The best known preparation for protecting horses and cattls

from flies

Easlly applied. Harmless to the animals.  Some-
thing no farmer should be without.
{ply you write us.

If your dealer cannot sup-

W. H. Thorne & Co., Ltd.

Market Square, St. John, N. B.

The East and the West.

To the Editor of The Telegraph:

Sir,—So much is being said and written
concerning the west—its resources, climate
and development; and the exodus of the
young men of the eastern provinces—
either to our own western country, or to
the coast states of our neighbour to the
south, that it may not be amiss to call
attention to the part played by the press.

Pick up a western paper, you find 2
large portion of the pages given up to
the ideal conditions, great natural advan-
tages, inexhaustible resources, absolutely
certain future greatness of the particular
city, county and state in which it is pub-
lished. FEach issue might well be taken
for a special “boom edition” of that par-
ticular section. Hardships are now made
light of—they are completely ignored.
The news from the eastern section of the
country consista largely of notices of
crop failures, disastrous storms, early
frosts or severe cold and blocking snow-
storms, according to, the season; with a
few well timed, congratulatory remarks
in regard to the peculiarly favored lot of
those who are so fortunate as to reside
in that part of the west.

Everything western is extolled—from the
ecenic beauty of its lofty snow-clad moun-
tains to the immense wealth supposed to
exist in its undeveloped mines. Reading
people everywhere are influenced by what
they read—if they read it often enough.
It becomes the topic of conversation.
Enthusiasm is infectious. Let four peo-
ple, in rapid succession, tell you the same
thing, and the chances are you will fore-
stall the fifth and yourself, impart the
information. The tone of the western
papers is optimistic and speculative. This
is reflected and intensified by the people
themselves. Here ie the spirit that builds
up a place and fosters contentment. °

But what of our eastern papers? Un-
fortunately it is from them our young
men are imbibing the very essence of un-
rest and discontent. They also are herald-
ing’ the bountiful harvests—wonderful cli-
mate and great business opportunities said
to be found in the west and enlarging
upon adverse conditions at home.

It is true there are many delightful
things to be said about some parts of the
west. In some places the summers are
bright, sunny months, the soil rich and
deep; but even a few weeks of constantly
dry, warm weather in those localities will
bring dust—inches of it—a passing team
sets it in motion, it fills. the air, and
covers everything with a grey powder.

Water is at least ae essential as fertile
soil, and where nature fails to furnish
the requisite amount from the clouds at
the proper time, men must supply the
needs of their growing crops by artificial
means and.eo far, wherever you find ir-
rigation ditches there also you find sick-
ness—notably virulent typhoid; and—
“What ehall it profit a man, if he”—raises
phenomenal crops, harvests them in safe-
ty and divides the proceeds thereof be-
tween physicians and trained nurses?

The western papers are all right. They
are working intelligently, persistently and
enthusiastically for the benefit of their
own immediate vicinity. Let eastern
papers follow their example and see what
a change will be seen in a very few years.

Go west young man, if you wish; but
if you are to be successful there, the very
first thing to come to you will be the
power to realize and profit by hitherto
unthought of advantageous conditions and
in your heart you will say—“l1f only my
eyes had been opened in my own country
and among my own people!” Remember,
the man makes or seizes the opportunity
much oftener than the opportunity makes
the man.

Drawbacks are common to every coun-
try: This is true of advantages also.
You may minimize which you will wher-
ever you may be but upon your choice
chiefly depends your future success or fail-
ure.

Canada, especially eastern Canada, of-
fers many opportunities for comfort, se-
curity and material advancement, not to
be found elsewhere upon this continent.
How many realize this to ite full extent,
how many of our papers are giving these
facts sufficient prominence? i

Much valuable time has been lost,
thousands have gone from their native
land to make for themselves new homes,
to accustom themselves to new condi-
tions; but much may still be accom-
plished, many may be induced to remain
here, who now are undecided; others may
return, more appreciative as a result of
their experience. Only by strong, per
sistent effort can this be accomplished,
individually and collectively, each one,
and all together, but it can be accom-
plished. Is 'it not worth a struggle,
which will be but a short one? The move-
ment once started will go on of itself.

In the west, people who speak disparag-
ingly of their own locality are called
“knockers.” 1t is impossible to convey
an idea of the contempt expressed unless
one actually hears it; even among the
children one frequently hears — “Quit
knocking—get busy.” :

In the homes, in the schools and in our
magazines and papers let our own coun-
try be “featured”’—“Quit knocking, get
busy.” - ’
Yours truly,

E. RUSSELL.
Bayside, St. Andrews, Aug. 25.

Great Yield from Alaskan Wheat
(Ottawa Journal.)

Early in the summer The Journal pub-
lished a story about a. head of wheat
plucked from an accidental patch found in
Alaska, from which seven pounds of
wheat were grown the following year, Mr.
Oscar F. G. Day, in the New York Even-
ing Post, continuing the story, says that
in the fourth year’s planting 53.000 pounds
were harvested. Tests made in various
states prove that this wheat will average
two hundred bushels to the acre against
the world’s present average of 12.7 bush-
els. Mr. Day estimates if the United
States wheat areas had all been planted
this vear with the seed from the solitary
Alaskan sample the yield would be 5,000,
000,000 bushels. But what the condition
of the oil would be is not conjectured.
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WHIMS OF PEOPLE
IN OLD WILLS

Curious Désires Which Have Actu=
ated Many Testators,

e e b
(New York Evening Post.)

The dryness of the law is sometimes al-
leviated by the freaks and whims that
appear in wills.
Many persons have settled mcomes on
animals. Horses, cats, and dogs are the
most favored, but monkeys, goats, and
birds have been known to receive such °
attentions. The Count of Mirandola pro-
vided in his will for a fish which he had
owned for twenty years; at last reports
the fish was enjoying good health in its
aquarium at. Lucca. In 1813, Mrs. Eliza-
beth Hunter left her “dearly beloved par-
rot” the sum of 200 guineas a year, to be
paid, as long as the parrot lived, to its
custodian. The parrot itself went to Mrs.
Mary Dyer.
In case the parrot survived Mrs. Dyer,
the latter had the privilege of bequeath-
ing the bird, but it could not go to a
servant or man, only to “a’respectable feq
male.” Moreover it was to reside in a
“fine large gilded cage to cost not less
than ten guineas,” and it was not to be
taken out of England.
Some persons have used their wills- as
means of paying off old scores. In 1770
Stephan Swain, of the Parish of St.
Olaves, London, left “John Abbott and
Mary, his wife, six shillings each for a
halter, for fear the sheriff should not be
provided.” In 1791 Phillip Thickness will-
ed that his right hand be cut off and sent
to his son, “in hopes that such a sight
may remind him of his duty to God after
having so long neglected the duty he owed
to him.”

Lieut.-Col. Nash got even with hig wife
by leaving the bell-ringers of Bath Abbey
«£50 a year on condition that they mufile
the bells of the abbey on the anniversary

.of his marriage and ring them with “do-

leful accentuation from 8 a.m. to 8 pm.”
and on the anniversary of his death to
ring a merry peal for the same space “in
memory of his happy release from domes-
tic tyranny and wretchedness.”

Jasper Mayne, who died in 1620, must
have been a person of humor. He left
his servant an old valise, stating that it
contained something that would enable

im to drink. When the valise was open-
ed it was found to comtain only a red
heriing.

Occasionally, a testator exhibits an or-
iginal idea as to the disposition of ‘his
body. Sieur Benoit, whose will was pro-
bated in Paris in 1877, ordered that he be
buried in his old trunk to save the ex-
pense of a coffin. He added that he wagp
attached to the trunk; it having gone
around the world with him three times.

Wills often exhibit their makers’ vanity
as in the case of Thomas Chepstow. This
individual made a large fortune . and had
his head turned by it. He tried to look
up a coat-6f-arms at the Herald’s Office;
but nothing could be found under _the
name of Chepstow. An official’ suggested
that as his grandmother’s name was
Hurlswick, he might use the Hurlswick
coat. This he did, and it proved a finish-
ing stroke, for he came to believe that
the unadulterated Hurlswick blood flowed
in his veins. When he did he cut off
with a emall annuity his cousin, Diana,
an aged spinster, who had kept house for
him for many years, because she could
prove no Hurlwick blood, and left his
money to “Mr. W. Hurlswick of Isling-
ton.” i

He did not know this person, having
only selected him' from the directory on
account of his name. Matters were com-
plicated by the appearance of two claim-
ants; William Hurleswick, rag and bone
dealer, and Walter Hurlswick, mercer. It
looked as if the name in the will was
without an “e’; but microscopic exami-
nation showed that an ‘“e” had originally
been written in leadpencil, so the rag and
bone man got the property. :

Bequests have been designed to keep the
donor’s memory green at small expense.
William Glanville provided that on the
anniversary. of his death, ten boye should
stand on his tombstone at Wotton, Sur-
rey, and recite from memory the Creed,
Lord’s Prayer, and the Ten Command-
ments, and be rewarded with forty shil-
lings apiece, with' a further sum of £10
on the apprenticeship of any of them.

«The Rival Wiater Ports.”
(Montreal Herald.)

There 15 a decided conflict of inter-
ests between the worts of St. John and
Halifax, arising out of the movement
in favor of granting the Canadian Pa-
cific runming powers over the Inte:
colonial Railway between the two citie
and the conflict produced a sharp h
of division among the delegates at t!
meeting the other day of the XJiaritim.
Board of Trade—a body which is form-
ed for mutual co-operation in promoting
the development of business enterprise in
New Brunswick and Nova Scotia  with-
out regard to sectionalism, or local feel-
ing. The business men of Halifax are
keenly bent on the C. P. R. getting the
running powers, because they think rail-
way competition would be a good ¥hing
for them and for Nova Scotia generally,
even if the competition is between the
government road and the private company.
The idea is that with competition Hali-
fax and other Nova Scotia towns would
be better served; that they would get
more tourist and summer traflic and
more general business. The New Bruns-
wick delégates, eager for the prestige that
acerues to St. John as the terminal win-
ter port of the C. P. R, fought strong-
ly against the resolution in favor of
granting the powers over the 1. C. R
to Halifax and Sydney. By compelling
the C. P. R. to remain in St. John the
New Brunswick delegates considered they
would best promote the interests of that
port and province, and they according-
ly voted against the proposal, although .
they were not strong enough to secure
its defeat.. Of course, they did not say .
bluntly that they voted that way bacause”
St. John might be injured and Halifax
benefitted, but they left no room fow
doubt that that was the feeling. The
general effect of the granting of the run-
ning powers upon the Intercolonial itself
and the national interests involved are
questions which it may be presumed can
be left to the government te decide, as
well as the conditions that may be im-
posed for the protection of 1. C. R. in-

terests so far as local traffic is concern-
ed. but whichever way the matter is de-
i cided, it is evidently hopeless to expect
to please both the winter ports.




