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f44 BE WILDERING ACQUAINTACE."

: E‘?liton; Farrant gazed at the scene be
Fore hitn With no little ouriosity.

In his travels he had been a spectator at
virious dances; he had seen the Oriental
dancers, and the graceful French and Span=
ish waltzers, and the Italian tarantella, and
the Scotch Highland fling, and the stately
Virginia reel, and an Indian war dance, but
never before had he witnessed the revels of
Terpsichore among the inmates of a lunatic

asylum,
5 It was a large, brilliantly illuminated
s hali; the floor was perfectly waxed, the mu-
i slo exhilarating, and the nurses and invited
. guests made violent efforts to render the oc-
ohSibh & happy one. But there was a woe-
ful-lack-of the - and glamour so in-

l‘?ﬂ( Gm g with such festivities.
_ Farbanit “wak particalarly attracted by a
gﬂ‘ io sat across the room opposite bis
: nst the door. She was a pretty
_ g girl, with t‘;l‘eﬁute,"hvnl fn;:]e .\gd a
! adonna m ;of expression in her dee
blue eyes leniitivext'ﬁouth. o
. 9 wonder if she's itibane,” said Farrant
to. himdelé, "lewmaiwut her; rather
o melancholy face, however. '.A nutse Was
leanin the back of her chair a
monient 4go, 80 1. suppose she must be a

. Farrant Bad jumped to conclusions
dily; mulud by no means al-
‘o t a destiny to Edith
roe, Like himself, she was a guest.

er eyes traveling pitifully around the

r&ﬁilh fell upon Farrant, whose position was
a ge

¥
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[Lble ed from the other guests.
“lgok at that poor fellow by the door,”
she &d to a lady seated next to ler.
i Do you think he is a patient?” atked the

lady.

“VOh,  yes, I krow he is;” said Edith
ﬁg&“&" “I vaw Dr. Jackson bting him
n; nd the doctor keeps his eye oa him, and

# § to him now and then, How despond-
‘ént he' looks! He's hafideome, isn’t he?
And mx. How tragic it is !”

1411 believe I will go over and ask him to
:rﬂ)e with mé. © There can’t be a1y danger,
"'“hi Mxln't be allowed to come,” said

the room and stood before

B v wait
“ Pl you waltz?” she asked gently, her
wlor Vit o e, g

shall be delighted if you

will give me
of - daneing with you,” said

Bt 1 e
.

] ‘thd ot have replied with more
alptibnessiif heé had been sane,” thought

i ] o ﬁnid: :i'.\ly sun‘xlﬁle )i)u
Beb; ‘ot covvesiif her min were all right

: IY; mnmn‘he bas not beeu

bd 80 g0 dance. - It has been a good

sted, ‘“since I tripped the
‘but. I suppose I am enough
with & crazy girl " :

§ & perfect dancer, light and
ot along very well., .
e to thebe affairs often?”

' ghie first IhHave ever attend-
80 Wanted to coie, but have

d.
ng guppose,” thought Far-
if dbme often?” The question
#nd” BAith half regretted it,
neh i sensitive point.
: Ol ilﬁ‘&:l&on a flying visit. I don’t

¢ on business, and to see
0 16 an old friend.”
ful . these maniacs are !”

oers, theéy promenaded slowly u
IQ’S" Q.‘M ‘hall. Farrant psused at a
or, which, gazed ‘nfxm the mounlit garden
\ide, anid which looked very entrancing
%‘ with the heat and glare of the

a8 totally unprepared for the effect
1lé” sngpention to stroll about oat-
luced, A frightened louk leaped
V'8 eyes, and she faltered nerv-

evil | . Of course, she doesn’t dare
'oom withous her keeper!” thonght

exedly.
B(l, we had better not. We would
e missed,” said he hastily. And
© & relisved sigh; not for a fortude
; have trusted herself in the gar
a lunatic.
1 & sense of duty, he plunged into
5f attempted gayoty.
t choice was a slip of a girl, who
11, but who seemed to have lost
of conversation, merely reiterat-
narks.
- 1e dance was over, and he and
,n wers having & smoke and talk
ter’s den, Farrsut asked, with an
10l carelessness:
e-bye, who is the girl I danced

ackson rumitiated a minute with
{ brows. ‘Muys Howard, Poor
*%in’t find hor mach fun, she is
i.ﬁ-"\‘ y
rera any hope of her recovery?”
-e is great hope,” said Dr. Jackson.
ss improved wonderfully since she
sre. She’ had a great shock and
which unbalanced her mind, but we
it is only temporary. Sheis one of
ebtest, geutlest girls I ever knew.”
eant acquiesced cordially. 'The two
moked sileatly for a few minutes.
don’s mind confiding in you, old fel-
I am specially interested in Miss
ard; it is my one hope to cure her, and
. persuade her to marry me.”
.» few days later Egerton Farrant was
slowly walking frum the asylun; he had
lied .upon Da.. Jackson, but had missed
bim. At a little distance he peused and
lookeéd back. The brouding soitness and
slsmour ef a perfect Indian’summer after-

noon hung over the building. Against a

veat background of purple and golden hills
1t vwas sharply outlined. In front of the
asylum were beds of brilliant flowers, and
the sweetest ted air echoed to the music
of fulling water from a fountain that played
in the center of the parterres. The emer-
ald lawn swept away 1nto a grove of shade
trees, with winding walks and rustic seate.
As Farrant turned a curve of the path
which led to the gate, he saw a woman
out of the grounds. Xe wus ai too

eat & distance to recognize her positively,
ut something familiar in her appearance
quickened his steps, As he gained upon
her, he saw the graceful, girlish carnage
and finely poised head belonged to Edith

g Monroe—or Miss Howard, as he thought

her. He was of two minde, whether to

turn back and give the alarm that she had
escaped from the asylum, or to join her
aud try to persuade her to return. He
pursied the latter course. . IMeantime,

Kdith, who had been to the asylum to

carry some flowers, happened tu glance

B over her shonlder and saw Karrant hurry-

‘ jng after her. She knew him at once, and

was terrified.

: “An escaped lunatic !’ she muttcred, as
she glanced around despairingly. On one
gide roze a steep hill, on the other a depse
wood; a lonely country road stretched be-
fore her. It was quite a mile to the village,
but it was possible that she might meet
some one, 8o she broke into a run.

Farrant sccelerated his pace. He had
much ado to catch herup.

“Don’t be frightened,” he said gently,
distressed at the fear in her face when he
came up with her.

“Why_did you run after me
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#” panted

Edith, hardly knowing what ‘she was say-
ng.
] wanted to beg you to return to the
asylam.”
_ “Tean't go back, I'm sorry, as you wish
it,” she said.
“But you know in the end you will be
obligéd to go back, so why not go now *’
«Why will I be obliged to go back in the
end 2 asked Edith, wonderingly.
_They were now walking forward side by
side, Fidith’s panic having subsided some-
what.
I hate %o say this to you, but I know
you are one of the inmates,” said Farrant.
Fdith gazed at him compassionstely.
“Poor tellow!” she thought. *I will not
refute Lis idea, he might become danger-
ous.”
So they talked, playing at cross-pur 8,
They pagued,the-p%int whete n.ziolx).hemd
ran into the main one, but no one was to be
seen coming either way. Presently, how-
ever, thére was the beat of horses’ hoofs
and the ring of wheels tipon the other road.
Edith tried in vain to see through the bar-
rier of trees and bushes between her and
ossible release. She was afraid to scream,
arrant, being taller, caught a glimpee of
the vehicle flashing by.

“Hello* Stop !” he called out suddenly.

“Please wait for me here a moment,” he
said to Edith, as he forced a way through
the undergrowth. She complied with his
request, huving no option, as he could easily
overtake her a second time.

“I say, Jackson, it's lucky I recognized
you. Oge of the patients at the asylum
has escaped; the girl you were telling me
about—Miss Howard !” cried Farrant, ex-
citedly.

*‘Good heavens !” exclaimed Dr.
“Where is she *”

“On the other side of the hedge.”

The doctor jumped from his buggy and
made his way through the hedge. Kdith
had sunk down on the side of the road,
worn out, but when she caught sight of
Dr. Jackson she sprang up and came fly:
ing toward him, half laugning, half erying.

“Oh, Dr. Jackson ! Iam so glad to see
you,” she cried, as she caught his hand.

[ thought she loved him!” Farrant mut-
tered.

The doctor looked at her amazedly. ‘‘The
escaped lunstic,” she whispered.

*‘Lhe escaped maniac ! Yes! Where is
she?”’ cried the doctor, looking eagerly up
and down the road:

“\Why, Jackeon, is your brain turning?”
said Farrant, stupefied.

“‘What on earth are you
We are losing valuable time.
Miss Howard, i‘annnt‘.’"

“Holding your coat sleeves,” said Far-
rant. - Beneath his breath Le miuttered :
“He’s daft, too.”

“He thinks I am crazy,” said Edith ina
low tone.

“A light broke on Dr. Jackson, and he
flung back his head, bursting into violent
laughter. Edith and Farraat watched him
anxiously.

«Jt's ‘all a mis‘ake!” he cried, between
convulsive gasps.

Phrrant saw it next, but he did net find
it 80 atmusing:

“Do yott mean to say—"" he began.

“| niean to say,” interrupted the doctor,
“thut while all this xmy of three have
hitherto been considered level-headed, clevet
peopleé, 1 think recent events make it de-
sirable that they should be put into stralght
jackets !”

«Miss Monroe, let me introduce my old-
time achoolmate, Mr. Farrant.”

Mr. Farrant held out his hand.

“] hope yoti will forgive me, Miss Mon-
roe,” said he, laughing'y. .

"7 think you imght have told me,” said
Edith, resentfully. “ You frightened me
nearly to death ”

Then, struck by the absurdity of he
whole thing, she fell to laughing.  the
two men jomned her, and the three m. le
the roadside 11ng with their peals.—[Annis
Reese Locke in the New Orleans Times-
Democrat.

TRAPPING OF PRINSLOO

Jackson.

talking abont ?
Where is

The Story of General Rundle's
Final Coup.

Slap Kranz, August 1.—At last the blow
has fallen which (s shattered the Boer
canse in the Free State. There may be
a few skirmishes with scattered bands in
the mountain gorges beyond Harrismith,
but the backbone of the republic has been
broken beyond redemption. Sunday, the
30th of July, was big with fate, though
we who sat almost within the shadow of
the snow enshrouded hills of savage Basu-
toland at the dawning of that day knew
it not. It was a joyful day for us, though
pregnant with sorrow for the veldtsmen
who had fought so long and well-for their
doomed cause, for on that day our gen-
erais reaped the harvest which they had
sown with infinite patience and undaunit-
ed couruge. General Hunter, to whom
the chief command had just been given,
was there, surrounded by his staff, a sol-
dierly figure worthy of a nation’s trust;
Clements, keen faced, sharp voiced, with
alertness written in  each lineament:
Paget, whose fiery spirit spoke from his
mobile face, his blcod, hot as an Afghan
sun, flashing the workings of this mind
into bis face as sunlight flashes from
steel; and Rund'e, hawk-eyed and. stern,
no friend to Pressmen, but a soldier
every inch, one of those men whose hands
build empires. Had he been stripped of
modern gear that day, and placed in
Joman {trappings, one weuld ‘have looked
behind him to see if Caesar meant to
grace the show; but Qaesar was not there.

One of the greatest soidiers since the
world began was missing from our ranks,
the Hero Roberts, whose great intellect
had planned the coup whidh 'his generals’
had carried to maturity. Yet, though
Lord Roberts planned each general move,
an immense amount of actual work was
left to the generals. The country they
had to pass through was rugged and in-
hospitable. The foe they had to fight
was brave, resourceful, and well supplied
with all mumtions of war; a single mis-
take on the pamt of any one of them
would have wrecked the magnificent 'ph}ﬂ
of the commander-in-chief. But no mis:
takes were made; each general worked as
if his soul's salvation depended upon his
individual efforts. Where all are goud,
ax a rule it is hard to make a distinction;
in this instance one mian stands out
his fellows, and that man is Gen-
the commander
His task from

but
above
eral Sir Leslie Rundle,
of the Eighth Division.
the first was herculean. He had to hold a
line fully 100 miles in length; day after
day, week after week, the enemy tried
to break that line and pour their forces
into ithe territory we ‘had conquered. Had
they succeeded, they would have shaken
the whole of South Africa to its very
center. 'This task kept Sir Leslie Rundle
busy night and day. Wherever he camp-

ed, spies dogged his footsteps; black men
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and white men con:tantiy upon his track.
His every move was rapidiy reported to
our ever-watchful enemies. But, quick
as ‘the enemy undoubtedly were in all
their movements, General Rundle nullified
their efforts by his rapidity. So terribly
hard did he work his men that they nick-
named him “Rundle, the Tramp.” How
the -men stood it I cannot understand.
I know of no other men in all the world
who would have gone on as they did,
obeying orders without a murmur or a
whimper. They were savage at times over
the food they got, and smell bigme to
them, hut they never blamed their gen-
eral. They knew that ‘he gave them
plenty of the class of food that he could
lay thands upon. Had the general’s sup-
plies been in this pact of the country,
instead of being tied up in red-tape pack-
ages on the railway line, (General Rundle
would have kept his division fully sup
plied. The only food which he could
command, beef and mutton, he gave yith-
out stint. Had the war office authorities
attended to their end of the, work with
the same commendable zeal, half the hard-
ships of the camraign would have been
averted.

A Terrible Country.

If ever war was reduced to an absolute
science, it was upon this occa ion. On
the one hand, some 6,000 Boers on the de-
fensive,” armed with the ‘handiest quick-
firing rifle known to modern times, with
from 8 to 10 guns well supplied, with food
and ammunition, and backed by the most
awful country the eye of man ever restetd
upon—a country which they knew as a
child knows its mother’s face. On the
other hand, an attacking force of 30,000
men and guns. To read the number of
the opposing forces, one would think the
Boer task the effort of madmen, benit up-
on pational extinetion, but one glance at
the country would upset those calcula-
tions entirely. Every kopje was ‘& natural
position, every sluit a perfect line of
trenches, and every donga a nureery for
death.

To attempt to go intto every move maide
by our troops during #he months of May,
June and the early parts of July would
only prove dearisome to the averagc
reader; suffice it to say that finally we
got the burgher forces into the Caledon
Valley. This valley is about 28 nmiles
across its widest part. Properly speaking
it was not a valley at all, but a series
of valleys interepersed by great kopjes,
nearly all of which presenited an almost
impregnable appearance. The valley had
a number of outlets, which the Boers
fondly believed our people to be unac-
quaintted with. These outlets were known
as ‘“‘neks,” and were without exception
terribly rough places for a hostile force
to attack. Commando nek was upon the
southeast, facing towards Basutoland, This
wns merely a nmarrow pass runnipg up
over a jagged kopje, with two greater
kopjes on each side of it The hills all
round it were o placed that a number
of good marksmen thidden in the rocks
could easily sweep off thousands of an
enemy who attempted to take it by
gtorm. But that pass had to be taken be*
fore we oould claim to hold the Free
State in the hollow of our hand. Slab-
bert’s nek was merely @ huge gash in the
face of a cliff. It was the Boers' caus2-
way towards the north, their highway to
safety. Retief’s Nek lay to the westward,
and formed a grinning death trap for
any general who might try the foolisn
hazard of a singleshanded attack. Naauw-
poort Nek—ugly and uninviting—faced
southeast towards ITarrismith. Goldef
Gate, named by a satirist—or a satyr—
was merely a narrow chasm worn by wind
and weather through the girdle of moun-
tains, 1t.looked towands the east, and
was a mere pathway, which none but des-
perate soldiers driven to their last ex-
tremity wou'd think of using.

De Wet Breiks Through.

The Boers never dreamed that it was
possible for our troops to move with such
machinelike preesion as to hold every
nek at our merey. But whilst Rundle
held the ground to the south, and kepd
the Boens.for ever on the move by his
restless adtivity, (Clements and Paget
moved on Slabbert’s Nck, Hunter swept
down on Retief’s Nek, Naauwpoort Nek
was invested by Heoctor MacDonald,
Bruce Hamilton closed in upon Golden
Gate, and the great net was almost per-
fedt in its meshes. The enemy did not
realize ther danger until it was too late
for the great bulk of their force to es-
cape. , Commandant De Wet saw the im-
pending peril at the eleventh hour, and
tried hard to get his countrymen to fol
low him in a dash through Siabberts’
Nek; but very few of the burghers would
believe that the sword of fate was hang-
ing by so slim a thread over their heads.
In vain this ablé soldier of the republic
harangued them. Vain all this threats
and protestations. They cou'd mot and
would not believe him. Sullenly they sat
in their strongholds and watched Rundle;
they could see him, and that danger
which was present to their eyes, was the
only danger they would believe in, and
day by day, hour by hour, the cordon of
Britain’s might drew closer and closer,
until every link in the vast chain was
practically flawless. Then Commiandant
De Wet gathered around him about 1,800

of his most devoted fololwers, and with
ex-President Steyn in their ranks they
passed like ghosts of a falien people

through Slabbert’s Nek on towards the
Transvaal. How they managel to clude
the incoming Khaki wave some other pen
must tell. It was a splendid piece of work
on the rcpublican commandant’s part,
and history will not begrudge him the full
measure of praise due to him. Had Gen-
eral Prinsloo and his burghers been guided
by him, these pages had - never been writ-
ten, for when De Wet took ‘'his 1,800

“silence at conqueror and
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“he could “as veaasi"iy have  taken
6,000, i A sALE O

Rose, Shamrock, and Thistle.

Rundle gave an order to Dniscoll, cap-
tain of the scouts, who had done such
good service to the Eighth Division.
Whalt passed between the general and the
Inish captain no man knows probably no
man willl ever know. But when Driscoll
rode up at the mad gallop so charaater-
istic of the man, there was that in lis
hard, ugly, wind4tanned face which spoke
of stern deeds to be dome. He did not
mide alone, this Irish-Indian voluntecr
captain—Rundle’s own aide, Lord Ken-
sington, of the 15th Hussars, was on his
right hand, and on his left TLieutenant
Roger Tempest, of the Scobs Guards who
lind been learning scouting under Dris-
coll were to accompany Driscoll’s Scouts.
That Jittle group was characteristic of the
future of the British empire. Two atis-
tocrats riding showrder to shoulder with
a wild darc-devel, whose rifle had crack-
ed over half the earth. England, Ireland,
and Scotland rode alone in front of the
adventurous band that day. It was: a
reckless ride, the captain on his grey
stallion, half a length in front, darted
through gullies, drew rein and unslung
rifles up hill, now standing in the stirTups
to. ease their cattle, now sitting tight in
the saddle to drive them over the open
veldt, taking every chance that a dare-
devil crew could take, pausing for nothing,
staying for nothing. Right into the town
of Fourieshurg they galloped, down from
their saddles they leaped, up went the
rifles, the foe poured in a few shots, and
appalled by the devlish audacity of the
deed, fled before a handful. Tt was a
proud moment then, when in the last
stronghold of the foe in all the Iree
State, Kensington, the aide of the gen-
eral of the Eighth Division with a little
band of officers grouped around him, with
the scouts and Scots Guards lying behind
cover, rifle in hand, pulled down the
Orange Tree State flag wn the very teeth
of the foe. Only a little band of officers,
Kensington, Driscoll, Davis, and Tembpest.
May their names be remembered when
the, wine cups flow!

«Qent in a Flag of Truce.”

On the night of the 28th of July, Culonel
Harley, chief staff officer, 8th Division, led
two companies of the Scots Guards in a
nightt atack on De Villier’s Drift, which
was to clear the way for the whole of
the 8th Division towards Fouriesburg.
The movement had been well and care-
fully pianned, and was neatly and expedi-
tiously carrvied out. The following day
we advanced in open order over the roll-
ing veldt; now and again a man paused,
lurdhed a little to one side, staggered
and fell, as ghot and shell dropped amongst
us, but the march forward never ceased,
never paused. Paget and Hunter were
with us now, and the lydite guns seemed
to dnive all the fight out of the foe. They
whild not stand. Paget’s artillerymen
dashed forward, unlimbered, and loosed
cn the foe with a recklessness of pergoua]
safetly that was almost wanton. Kvery
branch of the service was viemng- with its
neighbior to see who could take the most
chances in the game of war, and the very
recklessmess of the men was their safe-
guard, for their dash whipped the foe,
who now seemed to realise. that their
evil hour had at last. dawned. They sent
in a flag of truce, asking for the terms
on which they might surrender.

On the evening of the 20th of July we
knew that the enemy tere negotiating for
terms of peace, though things were kept
gecret a8 possible until the followiny day.
"Then we saw General Prinsloo rideé in with
his aide and surrender. - He met (eneral
Rundle first, and a few minutes later Gen-
eral Hunter and the three leaders rode
through the lines together. They were
closeted closely for some hours before the
final agreement could be arrived at. Prins-
loo wanted final terms for his men which
the British generals would not concede.
The final agreecment being that the burgh-
ers were to ride in and throw down their
arms under our flag. They were to be al-
lowed a riding hack to convey them to the
railway station, and each man was to re-
main in possess'on of his private effects.
More than this General Hunter would not
concede upon any terms. At one period
of the negotiations things became so strain-
ed that hostilities were almost re
newed, but the hoof commandant
was wise enough to realize that destiny
had decided against him and his burgher
band. He came from the conclave at last,
and gave an order in Dutch to his aide, an-
in a moment the horseman was flying to-
wards the Boer laager with the news that,
co far as they were concerned, the great
war of 1899 and 1900 was at an end.

Our troors had been drawn up in long
parallel lines, up over the slopes, over the
crest, and along the edge of “Victory
Hill.” They formed a lane of blood and
steel down which the conquered veldtsmen
had to march. Their guns were on their
flanks. the generals grouped in the centwe,
everything was hushed and still; there
was no sign of braggart triumph, no un-
seemly mirth, no swagger in the demeanor
of the troops. They had worked like men,
they carried their Jaurels with conscious
power and pride, but with no offensive
<how; it. was a sight which few men ever
Lehold, and none ever forget. The glory
of the skies, where everything that met
the eyve was brightest blue, edgad with
‘tainless whiteness, were above us, and
heneath our fet, and to right and left were
great valleys—not smiling like our English
vales, where sunlight runs through shad-
ows like laughter through tears, but vact
uncultivated gaps that grinned in sardonie
conquered, as
though to remind us that we were but
puppets in a passing show. Kopjes and
valleys may have looked unon many a

.grim page in war's history. Ravage chiefs,

} tn the fall and winter 18 worth &
barrel in hot wenther. There's &
way that never fuiis to fetch eges §
when they’'re wanted, and that 18 to
feed, once & day, in & warm mash
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backed by savage hordes, have swept
across them many a time and oft. Pos-
sibly if the rocks had tongues. they could
tell us much of ancient armies, for this
land of Africa is old in blood and warlike
doings. But few more remarkable sights
than this upon which my eyes rested upon
the 30th July, 1900, have ever graced even
{his land of many wonders.

A Bitter Humiliation.

I looked along our lines, and saw our
coldiers standing patiently waiting for the
curtain to fall. I was proud of them, and
of the men who led them, for they had
won without one cruel stroke. No :ingle
human life had wantonly been wasted, no
dishonorable deed had smirched their arms.
No smoking ruins cried aloud to God for

retribution. No ountraged women
sobbed dry-eyed behind us. No
starving  children  fled  before the
kbaki wave: and in this last hour, an

hour preznant with humiliation and pain
to our enemies, there was the steady man-
liness which: spoke of the great dignity ot
a great nation. Out from the stillness
a bugle spoke from the lines of the Lein:
stera; the Scottish bagpipes, far away
down the hillside, took up the note with a
shrill scream of trinmph, like the chal-
lenge of an eagle in its eyrie. A rustle
ran along the lines. We caught the hum
of many voices, then the tramp of horses’
hoofs. A soldier slipped towards the spot
where our country’s flag was furled and
1eady; a moment later the Union Jack
¢pread out and hugged the breezes. Our
foemen rode towards the flag between the
lines of those whoze hands had placed it
there, and when they came abreast of it
they dropped their rifles and their bando-
liers, and with bent heads passed onwards.

Some were boys, so young that rifles
looked. unholy things in hands so. child-
like, others were old.men, grey and grizzl-

.ed, grim old tillers of thesoil, who looked

as hard as the rocky boulders against which
they leant. Many were in the pride of
manhood, but old or young, grey beard or
no beard at all, all of them seemed to real-
ize that they were a beaten people. All
day, ard for many days, they came to us
=nd laid their arms aside, until fully 4,000
had owned themselves our prisoners. We
gathered in the flocks and herds which
had been held by them as army stores,
and then we set to work to give the Iree
State peace and peaceful laws. Our next
step was to march upon Harrissmith, which
was merely an armed promenade, for the
real work of the campaign had been com-
pleted when, on Victory Hill, near Slap
Kranz, Commandant Prinsloo surrendered
with all his forces, excesting the few who
fled with DeWet and Olivier. So far as
the now defunct Orange Free State is con-
cerned the war is over entirely, as far as
any human agent can forsee. So thorough-
ly has our work been done that no armed
men hang in our rear to stir up dissatisfac-
tion or raise disputes. Our flag is the sym-
bol of victory in every village and town.
May it alwavs be the symbol of even-hand-
ed justice, for no power in all the world.
unless baclked by wise and pure laws, will
hold Africa for twenty years.

A Look Into the Future.

I have never before attempted to ex-
press.an opinion upon the future of Af-
rica, yet now when 1 have been nine
months at the front, when I have march-
ed through the Free State, from border to
border, noting carefully the demeanor of
the people we have conquered, and the
conduct of our troops towards those peo-
ple, 1 may be allowed by the more toler-
ant of the British public to express an
opinion. T do not see ‘‘white winged
1eace” brooding over this country. 1 see
a people beaten, broken,.out-generalled and
out-fought. I see a peoplé who, even when
whipped, maintain that the war has been
an unholy war, brewed and bred by a few
adventurers for sordid motives, and in my
peor opinion there is little in front of us
in South Africa but trouble and storm,
unless someone with a cleaner soul than
the ordinary politician remains in Africa
to represent our nation. Only one man
seems to me to stand out as fitted by God
and nature with the high qualities which
the ruler of Africa should possess. He is
a man who has the gift of leadership as
few men—ancient or modern—ever possess-
ed it, a man whose word is known to be
unbreakable, whose hands are clean, whose
record is stainless—the Field Marshal Lord

Yoberts. The man who is to rule South
Africa must be a great soldier, not u ty-
rant, not a martinet, not a bundle of red
tape t'ed up with a Downing street bow,
and adorned with frills. The negro trouble
is looming large on the African borders,
and the negro chiefs know that in Lord
Roberts they have their master. We must
not pander to them to the injury of the
Duteh, cr how are we to weld Dutch and
British into a national whole. Our gen-
erals have so conducted this ecampaign, es-
pecially this latter part of it, that not
only does -the Dutchman know that we
can fight, but he knows that we can be
generous with the splendid generosity of
a truly great people. Our generals, with
few exceptions, have left that record be-
hind them, for which n nation’s thanks
are due, and few have done more thau the
commander of the 8th Division, Sir Leslie
Rundle, who can say that only did he
never lose an English gun, but that never
did the enemy of his country succeed in
breaking through his lines. TFew men
placed as he was week after week, month
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During the seventeen years I have been
studying and treating catarrh in its many
and various. forms, I have found many whose

system was much run down. No organ of
the body was working properly, the blcod
was poor in quality and deficient in quantity,
so much so that it did nct nourish and tone
up the nmervous system properly. Such per-
sons are usually debilitated, despondent,, al-
ways ready to look on ths dark side of
vhings. In short, life has lost its charm.

Very often such pe-ple are misunderstood
by their friends, who tell them they are not
sick, that they only imagined they are un-
well, that if they just brace up they will be
all right. All this is very wrong, it only
makes the poor suffercr worse. Instead of
this they should receiy the utmost counsider-
ation, and all gentleness, kindness and sym-
pathy.

It has been my privil:ge to treat very large
numbers of such persons. My heart always
se'ms to go out to them in their sufferings,
and when I have once more restored them
to health, I feel highly gratified, and that
my life is not being spent in vain, that it is
being given for the good of my fellow hu-
man beings, and what a number of friends
I have thus gained who- were thus formerly
my patients: You would be astonished at
the numbers of letters I am all the time re-
ceiving, thanking me for the good I have
done them for once more bringing brightness
back into their lives,
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¢ision. Their work is practically over here. | . ¥
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they have won, I can at least have the i
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. P may be of interest to some of my readers.
1t is a plece of poeiry. : ¥
And an> these years of weary pain
Forever passed away?
‘I'nese seven long years of weary, night
Turned into endless day? \J
1 sometimes think ’tis all a dream,
And I shall on the morrow
Wake up to all my aches and pains, Ny
The c¢ld, old grief and sorrow. ! j
Oh, no! ’tis true I walk.nwbroad. %
With peace and heavenly joy,
The sweet songs of the sunumer birds
No more my nerves annoy.
*Tis by thy aid, my gracious friend,
That I hawve found relief;
For God has blest your skillful work,
And sent this heavenly peace.
, Gl : | Oh, may thy tuture life be crowged
The aboye 14 p name cf my cwn. Thers i3 With blessings from above,
no such term in the Medical Text Books as And may you long be spared on earth
Catarrh of the Nerves, but it is the best I For the great work of love.
can think of under which to classity the fol- How many sickly homes you've cheered,
lowing train of symptoms. How many hearts made light; %

For sickness reigns no longer there, L%
And all is calm and bright, !

Ged bless your life, God bless your home,

That home across the sea; wl
A thousand, thousand thanks I send
For what you've done for me.”

Such communications as the above are
highly gratifying to me, and are kept among
my most valued possessions.

The most common symptoms of Catarrh of
the Nerves are as follows:

Do you get giddy?

1s your mind dull?

Is your memory poor?

Are you easily dazed?

Do you have headache?

Are you easily excited?

Do your temples throb?

Do your hands tremble?
Does your heart flutter?

Are you oasily irritated?

Are you always anxious?
Do ycur muscles twitch ?

Is your temper irritable?

Is your brain fagged out?
Suffer from sleeplessness?
Are you easily frightened ?
Does not sleep refresh yop?
Do you forget what you read?
Do you have horrible dreams?
Does the least thing annoy you?

1t you have some of the above symptoms
mark yes or no to each question, cut out and
send to me, when I will take pleasure in
answering your letter to the best of my
ability. Dr. Sproule, B. A., English Catarrh
Specialist, 7 to 13 Doane street, Bostou.




