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CHAPTER T.—(Continued.

They leaned on the eastern para-
pet. The night had faired, and the
moon was rising. A misty radiance
hung over the  housctops, and the
black hulk : of the riverside Waic-
houses took on unmieal magnificence of
stature. The span of Blacki.ias
Bridge was a dream, airy as gossa-

maei. Paul's mastier of the EE!I:St,
reared his dome into the clearing
sky, supreme and absolute. ‘And the

river, dark and mysterious, swept on
in such majestic curves of sad in-
difie;ence that Iector was stirred to
dreams of the sea, of stately ships
of white sails under the stars, ol
roving to strange ports and islands
green with palms.
+“Tie Isle of Palms is far away,"’
snid the old man in a low volce.
He:tor started as if he had been
stabbed : his very thought had taken

words,
“The Isle of Palms is far away,”’
the old man repeated. “Like a

green jewel it lies under the sun all
day, and all night under the stais
like a sleeping maid. Blue waters
ring its shores, white clouds kizs its
hills, grecen . covers it like a robe.
But the jewel sparkles in a tyrant's
crown, and the sleeping maid is a
slave. The white clouds carry his
curses, the green hides the graves of
his victims, Your rivev—ah ! your
river—I follow it, round averv hend,
over everyv reach, down, cown 1o the
eea. Tihien I go wesiwa 3 with the
sun, ‘and southward with the brave
wind—days and days I go, and - as
the seventh night falls T come to my
Isle of Palms. The lights glimrer
on the shore; ihe thrum of the gui-
tar comes over the waters;
the smell of my own land, my own
hills; I lLear a lover singing in the
soft Palmetlo speeih—1 am home.”

Hector c¢ould find no wortd 1o
break the silence. The rear of Lon-
don was . all about them, hut the

silente that fel when the cld
ceased 1o speak could be felt; a
hush like that of the moment be-
tween a dream and tke waking. He
looked at his companion who stood,
hands fof 'ed on the parapret, gazing
out over tle river as if he tvould sce

man

the green islands ricing out of the
dark waters of the Thames.
At last Bravo turned and took

Hector's arm,

“"Come away !”’ ke said abruptly.

They walted Strandwaods.

““The sight of your Thames always
fills me with impossible dreams. All
day I grieve that Palmeito lies un-
der the iron heel of Hispaniola, all
my waking ihoughts are of ler mis-
ery and despair. DBut, sometimes—
with night and the i1iver—the hopes
of years, the long desi e=, compe back
to me, and I see my Palmetto de-
livered f{from the oppressor, TFor a
little while I live in a {ool's para-
dige. Yet 1 can never forget that
my hopes are immpo:sible.”’

‘“Why impossible 2" cried
moved out of himeell.

“TFirst because I am uno longer
young. Seconil, be-ause there s
lacking the great sclvent of all difli-
cultios, the key to open all doors—
goll, always gold.” ;

Grant's heart went out to the old
man who, though his hair was al-
qmost whiie, preserved still the fair
fancies of youth; who, though
crushed by the hand of IFFate, yet had
divine momen!s of rebe’lion;  who,
though Eknowing well that Lis hope
was forlorn, clung to it with all the
ienacity of a lover. Hezter had
heard the old man sreak in this
gtrain before, but his words, so
earnest yet so resigned, had never
so moved him' as thbey’ did now,

Forlorn hopes appealed ever to
the heart of Iector Graut. He came
of stock whose hopes were all  Tor-
lorn. I1is anceztors—witness the
family tree—were out with Montrose
they lost life in the '15; they lost
Innds and life in the '45; they died
pennilezs and lenely under the ban-
ver of Jotn Company; they
their Dblood, their all, for Poland;
and his father—so near ops that—left
the world in a Llaze ol glory at
Gravelotte, whoen Hestor was wailing
into it. This was HHe:ttor’s rosary
nll beads of glorious diznster. His
bead 2 Was it possible to add one?

Scarvce hall an hour ago he had
been grumbling over |imeeli, lament-
ing his absorption into tke drab
Nirvana of habit and daily routine.
His brain was growing rusty and® his
blood dawdled like a Lowland stream
ITe was slowly drifting into a state
of carelessress, wlen lLe would he a
mere walking emptiness, a aalvaniz-
c¢d corpse, a  machine, and not a
human being full of the rict of blood
and the Jjov of livirg., is line,
like the Appian Way, would end in a
mire, he himeseli anotber Galloway.
Siill—the lust of life and doing was
hidden away somewke:e in lim. For

Hector,

{here wete hours when ke craved
madly for excitement—the stir of
fightirg, adveaturing, peril of  the

land and peril of the sea, jeopardy
and thrill of tke open road, foray in
sirange country and battle in  the
night,

‘Ah ! if onlvy ihe hour came !

A thought leaped in his brain. This
man was old and he was  YOung.
With this old man's know-
ledge and his own strength (all the
nivonger bezaure long  asloep), it
wignt be possible to do something
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the droam might Le Lammered into
reality, and le, He.tor Clisholmm
Crant have his fill of lighting.
it possibhle ?

Tre Bklocd boiled in his throat with
the heat of the impulse. There was

Was |

““Queen Maddalena !’

“The last and the best and fairest
of her race !’

Hector's impulse leaped in bim,
again, stronger and more modly than
ever,

“Can’t I help, Senor Bravo ?"’

The cld man smiled.

“But I have not finished. When 1
have told you everything, when I
Fave shown you my last argument—
iyou may ask me then.” '

They were come to a cingy coor,
ore of the hundred and twenty-five
Ciney C¢oors of Cha:ford Street, Rus-
teell Square,

i “You will come irto my lodgings
and =moke a cigarvette,”” said Dravo,
Hrserting his latehiey.

They entered a room scantily fur-
inrizhed in the early Victorian man-

no reasouning over it; instinct, ]nng.“fm"_ 40 {:]F‘ESI‘: mode in call_-Blooms
hereditary instinet, c¢lamored and | Sbury lodgirg Louses. -

urged ard batterei—and he found, on On a table in the middle of the
'a sudden, to his no small amavze, | SOM were o lamp, a little tray
‘that - he had come to a resolution. with , cigaieties and matches, ﬂ.nd
Sa o mon wonders- who- finds . his another tray with a bottle of wine

isword in his hand, and cannot 7re-
jmemher having drawn it. Tle spoke
befere he knew.

“Senor Bravoe,”” said he, in a voire
that was new to himsell. They
were passing the Lyceum  Theatre,
(Grant all oblivious that his WEaYy
lay eastward.

The giiexled Palmetto looked up
from under his broad sombrere, and
kis pgirey moustache and impe:ial
biristled.

“Yes 27" he said inquiringly.

“T know something cf your is-
land’'s history. We have talked—
rather you have talked te me about
it, how often? T have thoughi—"'

He lFesitated, for now that Le came
to speak the words, they secmed so0
feeble, ke was so helplegs—it was so
ridiculous, Lere, in Lonson's Leart,
to propose so mad a thing. But in
spite of tis boyi:h blush of shame
the thought rushed into words.

“T want to Lelp—I must help.
Can't 1?2

Bravo drew a deep breath. He was
excited, but kept himself in fine con-
'trol. He had been waiting for this;
he had been expecting it.,

“Before I say a word of answer to
your question, let us go over the
ground again., You will not inter-
rupt until 1 am finisked. That - is
understood ?"’ ;

“It is understood.”

For a few moments there was sil-
enre, and Hector made an assump-
tion of calmness by lighting a cigar-
ctte,

“To hegin at the Leglnning,” said
the old man in an even voie. “For
{hree centuries I’almetto was a pros-
perous. kingdom under the rule of

—

the Ribeircs, a royal family among
royal families. Clo:e on ninety
years ago Hispanicla, by a knave's

trick—all the wo:ldi knowsg of it—

{ention : Napoleon had his back to
the wall, and the nations were at
his throat. In ihe cin and scuflle,
the the t of Palmetto went practical-
lv unnoticed. The royal family was
exiled, and since then Hispaniclo has
held what she stole. Possession is
all the points of modern law : so
none has guestioned her right.

““So much for the position histori-
cal.

“Now—the position a tual !

“What is there to say? O1! I
cannot be calm. Hispanicla grinds
my hrethren like so much corn. She
bleeds them of their hard-wrung carn-
ings. Ste takes their sons and rends
them to death in her wesiern colon-
ies. She racks them with taxes in-
numerahble; levies import duties on
evel'y imaginable article of necessity
that. tke island does not produce; in
a word, makes the right to live a
luxurious privilege.

“Do you want an instance?
T'almetto wis' es to leanve the island
he must obtain a passport. Nomin-
ally, on this there is stamp duty of
{wo peselas.  But before all the His-
i paniolan official palms arve oiled—
from the Governor’s, down through
| cecretaries’ and  orderlies’, to  the
gate porter’s—forty pounds IEnglish
do 1ot cover the cost. Tew I’al-
mettos leave. their prison on tihese
terms, and the world cannct Lear of
tleir troubles.

if a

“Can they not write? you say.
Yes, they can wiite, but their let-
ters are opened, ‘and they are

' promptly arrested on some trulmpery
charge, and linger in goals without
trial for montts and years. You
have mnever Leen in an IHispaniolan
wrison ?  Ah ! well—

“Hispaniolan sples aie everywhere.
Why, no ore lights a cigmillo in the
streets ol TPalm City without look-
ing round twice.

“WWhen you are boirn you are tax-
ed; when you aie married you are
taxed; when vyou die, you cannot
be buried until your reclatives pay
the burial-tax.

“'Phis is outside. Ilvery one knows
this. Your British tourist knows
it, but it is no concern of his. The
insice is known only to those who
have sufiered. We hate the Hispan-
iolan, for he is a thief and a liar and

a murderer,

‘“We would cast off his yoke
but alas | we are not stroug
enough. We have men willing to
die, but there are no guns hecause

{we have no money.

“All tke people are hungry for
velief [rom oppressior, and they are
Pever faithful; hoping, almost against
hope, for the return of their rightful
ruler——""

“Mhere is, then, a descendant of
' the Ribeiros 2"’ interrupted Hector,
| forgetiul of his promise.

“T'er the return of hLer
Queen Maddalena "' continved  the
old man, with a touch of that love
for dramatic climax pozsessced by all
Soutlern peoples.

Majesty,

T —

claimed sovercignty, depozed Eman-
uele XIX. and took POSSes- |
sion by force. The Fowers
were tco busy to pay any at-

the felt

and a couple of glasses.

“Sit heie,”” said the old 1man,
pushing forward the o:e easy chair,
“and pray help yourseli to a glass
of wine and a ciga ette. Both wine
and tobacco a'e from Palmetto.
You will excuse me for a moment?”’

“QCortai ly.”’

Bravo lert the room.

“Jector glanced about him; e had
secen it all before. Indeed, in  his
early days in London he had lived
in a similar dungeon. A well-wo.n
horschair sofa occupied the side of
the room opposite the fireplace. On
the right hand of the fireplate was a
rickety side-board, and on the left a
nest of erabbed hook-shelves. By the
window stood a writing-table, and

opposite the window were foldiig
doors, obviously opering into a
bhe 'room. A few uncomfo.table

chairs gaudily antimara sa et, and
half a dozen exe rable prints in
frames of mildewed gilt, completed
the furniture.

He:tor was not left long 1o his
whirling ciele of thoughts,

The slicing doors rattled in their
grooves, He:stor roce to his  feet.
with amarze at the figure that on-

tered. 1t was Senor Bravo. indeed,
but Scnor Bravo transfoimed and
transfigured,

CGone were sombiero and volumin-

ong cloak, gore were the stooped
choulders, gore  was thke slouching
gait.

Here was a  pgenileman of middle

age, diznitied, with a pre en e.
shagey evebrows and  well-trimmed
moustache and impecial Heotor Knew;
he did not know the (losge-cropped

hair ahove a Dbroad, heavily-
wriinkled forchead.
But it woas Senor Bravo's dress

ihat riveled his gaze : a costume of
black vel.et and silver : black velvet
coat with silver buttons, and +with
a silver “‘IV’" on each lapel; Dblack
satin breec hes, whiie silk stockings.
and shoes with silver buckles; ruflles
of white lace at tke wrists, a jabot
of white lace at the throat, and at
the left 1ip o rajler, silver-hilted,
and sheathed in Elaclk enanel.

For a motment Hector thougnt that
his host was of a surcely goi.e crazed,

Dravo seemed to divine what was
passing in He-tor's mind. He waved
a withered hand courteously, as to
say ““Your thought is natural.

“No, my friend, I am not mad.

“T have spolken to you of PPalme-
too, and you have responded in al
the warmth of your young heart. I
—1I, who am suspicious of every hu-
man being, 1 1rust you. Will you
not trust me?"’

Hector pul.ed himseli togelher and
laughed.

“Surely.”’

“Then follow 1ne. Aud whatcever
vou see or Lear—above all, whatever
you feecl—do not fear.”

He led the way into thke Ledroom,
for bedroom it was. A single can-
¢le shed light., Hector looked aboul
lim. It  was of the stereotyped
Bloomsbury pattern: a bed, a chest
of drawers with a mirror, a waszh-
handstand, a couple of ciairs, a
largd wooden trunk, and the irevit-
able ““Descent from tie Cro:s’'-—a
den to make sleep a thing of dread,

Bravo swung the chest of drawers
away from the wail. A low door
was disclosed. He blew out the
candle.

“Place your hands an my
ers. So. Now, do not speak.
When I go forward, follow. Do not
lose touch. We go down three steps
._nu.,lll.rr,'?? -

Tector counted three steps. Then
he Leard the door close behind trem.

“Torward 1

Hector kept touch.

should-

As he wralked
oncg a hot breath on his
cheek and he heard o sigh, followed
Ly the eclick of a trigger—or was it
the sibilant s=swish of steel ? The

| sounds aie absolutely dissiniilar, yet

now he could not distinguish between
theni.

““Stop 1V

There was a flood ofi light. 'vey
were standing at  the end of a nar-
row passage, belore a baize-tovered
door. DBravo turned with a smile.

“Faith is good,’”” Le sai:l. “‘Look!”

ITector looked hebind him. Ie
counted ten men, in uniferms  of
white and purple, who stocd like
statues, with drawn swords against
their shoulders. And Iector, al-
though he smiled the superior emile
his inteligence and taste exacted, yet
felt a queer little tremor run  dewn
his :spinal column,

Bravo opencd the door,

“Come,"” l'e said,

Trey passed through into a great
room hung with curtains of  silver
{issue and lit by a huge chandelier of
a hundred lights. Thejr feet rested
on a varjet like velvet, soft antd
thick and wtite. Chalrs of while
velvet with arnns of silver, lined cach
citle of the hall. At one end, on a
dais, stoed a high throne, spormingly

cried Hector. Tall oi silver.

‘hoth possible and practicable.

Behind the throne fell
a curtain cof purple, in the centre of
which shone a gigantic silver “R”
surmountied by a silver crown,

Grant seized tke old man’s arm.

“In God's name, what sorcery is
this ?"°

Bravo's eves glittered and he drew
himself up to his fu!l height.

“My last argument., You are in
the palace of—"'

One of the white curtains parted
and there appeared the slim figure ol
a young woman robed in unrelieved
black. A Dblood-red rose flamed in
her hair.

Bravo advanced a pace and raised
his voice : :

““Her Majesty Queen
whom God preserve !"’

(To bhe Continued.)

+

Maddalena,

THIZ 100-MILE TRA4N.
We're Likely to Be Traveiling at
That Rate.

with pleasure that our

We mnote
Germany, have not yet satiated their
hunger for pace, and touched the re-
co.d the other day for no less than
140 miles per hour, says t' e Strect
Railway Journal. They seemn to
be oveicoming air pressure Trather

comfo:tably up to t e present, and
we haie leard notiing about the
motors failing or the pressu.e cav-

ing in the front end oi the car.

Pe haps the doubting gentlemen
who figured on the motors burning
out from ove load at 80 iiles per
hour to 100 miles per hour will now
bo comvimeed that hkigher speecs ate
One
hundred and forty miles per hour is
a decide: ly hot pa e, but it will
mote than likely he beaten belore we
go to press. It has taken a gnf}d
many years to .cvolve the two-nnn-
ute trotting horse, but tlis ycar we
have him in triplicate, and just so it

has been wich eclectric tailroa - ing.
On-e the records began to hreak
they fairly Dlew up and left only

gmall ragments. ;
One hundred and forty mi'es Ter
owr, even if not outdonre by o con-

Tiie;

|

¢i erable margin, still means thﬂ_,t.
the hundred-mile-ar-hour train 13
much nearer to rveality than it has
ever been  Letore. That s;eced is
quite fea ible whenever it is cemand-
od, and it is moreover, quite high
ruough to meet the requirements of
humanity for some lit le time to
come. Its real importance lies, as
we have often remarked, in 1ts ap-
pli -ution to long lires on which the
spring of time woild be Fsﬂﬂtﬂl’l:.‘!..l.
Cutting down the running time to
Flatbush or Hackensack may ce-
fer the dyspepsia of the commuter
for another scason or two, bui it is
not commercially importandt.
cutting tre time on long runs that
counts—reducing the time Lo Wasl-
ineton to less than three hours, 'und
converting t'e trip to Chicago into
a mere night's run.

It is now announced that the ex-
periments have been conducted large-
1y with the icea of the early a[:lpln'ﬂ..-
tion of the system to the railroad
con:e ting Be lin with Hamburg, « 18-
tant by 1ail 176 miles from cach
other, and that an early conversion
of that line is Dy no mea:ns impro-
hable. Somchow the hundrel-mile-
an-hour train looks nearer than it
did a few monthg ago, and our spy-
glass is still traired in the direstion
of Germany.

+.
FETICHE DOCTOR.

Haove Just Stirred Up a Revolt .n
the Congo Free State.

‘A despatch f om London says that
fotich.doctors in the Lomaini District
of the Congo State, about 900 miles
from the Atlantie, have stirred up
many natites to T1e o't, fort:iying
their courapge to this point by incan-
tatiorg which will ren er them  in-
vulnerable 1o the Dbullets of the
whi . es. _

Tetichism is recoprized as an 1=
pediment to progress on ithe Congo.
Just ns the Congo State has mace
{te crimes ‘of slave ratding, cannibal-
ism, and human sacrifices punishable
with death, so it has placed the arts
of tle fetich doctor on ihe list of
misdemeancrs, and punisnes these
men when tkey are caugil plying
ti.eir trace.

These fellows live by their  wils.
They keep alive faith in the cfficacy
of charms. belief in witch craft, and
many other harmful euperstitions.
Any one ig likely to be accused  of
being a witeh il he happens to have
property  that is coveted by = the
chief or the fetich doctor, oY has in-
curred the hatred of some one whaoin
the fetizh man desires to pleare. The
natives belicve that the person thus
acused is o wizard, and when he
takes the poison test, and staggers
and falls under the influence of the
drug, his guilt is consi ‘cied as  ©oE-

{ablished, and the by-standers '8
at kim ol beat him to dea:th. !
Dyr. Bentley, cf the Baptist Inis-

giong, wrole a while ago that many

hundreds of terrible stosies of this
ind with much variety eof dotail
might easily hé co lected. e told

of a case on tte Lower Congo where
eighteen men were coinpelled to suf-
for death berauge a fetich doctor ac-
cusad them of cauging the death = of
cix men who had been drowned by
ike upsetting of their canoc,

As fardt as the influence of the
Congo State 18 exten’ed over its
vast domain, tre antherities anre

making much trouble for tte fetich
dector by cir::in-iuia:hing l:is;‘i;:ru.*:blgre
and punlshing 1lm for practisFing kis
art. So he regards white men  as
his spe:ial enemies, and, if poscible,

gtirs up the notives agaiast ihem.

e F e

spas ¢ devouring f iemis at Zossen,

It i=-
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AS TO NICKENAMES.

Given Often for Absurd l'easons
and Generally Sticic.

v«Wonderiul how names stick 1o 2
person,’”’” said the observant —man
“Preve were two nice little women 1X
our villape who came to call on u{
ore evening, and we offered  thex
po corn which the children had jus{
brought in from the Litchen. ‘The)
refused, but not so emphatirally at
to leep us from giving them 1w
heaping plates of the coimn. We kept
refilling the plates and they Lept
crunching all the eveslrg. Tiraorg
co funny about it

was somell ing
{hat I called them ‘tie POpCOTH

la-ies’, and tre name has stuck ta
them so that the whole village know
tlkem by it.

“I once _knew a man who talked
incessantly in a high pitched.  voice,
and a bright girl dubbed him ‘“the
chirper.’ The name was quickly
passed around among itlhe young peo«
ple, and now the gieater part of his
frien”'s know him by that name.
A dignified young wolnan of my ac-
quai tance goes by the name of
“Whont’ to this day because when sha
wns a little girl she used to call hen
eclf ‘Mre, Whont’ when ste played
grown-up ladies, and the family picks
ed it up. She simply can’t shak{
the abg rd name. :

“More than ore red-haired man I
known by the name cf “Pinx’’ and
philosophically accepls the title. 1
have an acquaintante who holds 4
yegeonsikle position who is known
by the name ol ‘Dotty.” 1t seemy
that one day a mischievous girl cdds-
covered that lLe had three prominant
cim: les.  She prompily dubbed him
‘Dotty Dimple,” ard now he is known
to all his asso:iates as Dotty.’ Ans
otber man of my acquaintance is al-
ways called ‘Blucheard’ because ho
has such a white aund thin skin that
if he does not shave daliy Iis beard
chows bl e through it. That =mame.
too, came throvgh a woman's qulcl
wit.

“An old lady fiiend of mine 18 still

called ‘Peachy’ heavse when  she
was a young girl she had a complex-
ion like peaches and cream. Her
‘hrother promptly dubbed  hen

‘Peachy,” and ‘Peacny’ she will 7re-

main to t'e end of her days. ']n q
cotain  household a very femining
little woman is 11’1l called  “Thy

Boy,” because when she was a yo g
gil she went through a werious ill-
ness whish maZe it necessary to cul
Lef hait ghort. HHer yeounger eicter
gaid she was ‘the boy’ of the fawily,
and the dainty lady is still called by
that absiird name.

“* An eflfeminate man was onfe call-

ed ‘Viola' by one of the hoys in the
oflice, and now ‘we know lim by
nothing else. -Another one of the
bovs in the oflice is always catled
‘Chesty,’ and though he got angry
at - fust, he has cheerfully accepted
the new name noOw.
««Qur bookkeeper is always putting
in his oar when it is not at all nec-
pssgary, and I think now ba will
be known until the end of time as
‘Gieneral Butts.” A friend of mino
who is always called ‘Chreerful’ docs
not know whether he is called that
hecause his f.iencs believe ke 1has a
cheerful i position or berause they
consider him a cheerful i.liot. But,
at any rate, he can’t shake the
nar .’

+
TORMOSAN SAVAGES.

Thought . One Chinaman Was thit
Same as Another.

When the Japanese seized ITormosa

thoy had a sharp campaign against
the Chinese, populaticen, many o

whom resented their arrival by tale
ing up arms. The savage  Tuiber
who occupy the mountains of  the
pastern third of the island informed
tre Japanecse that they would like Le
help in the war against their invet
erate ercmies.

Tie Japanese with some Lesitalior
accepted o small party of these al
lice, and have been telling ewer since
a curious story about the faflure ol
the experiment. TIood and quaiies
were provided for the hillimen with
tke army, and off they staried over
tke plains to mect the Chinese in-
surgents. ;

All went well for o few days, when
it hecame evident that tre rew 1o-
oruits  wore discontiented. Trey fin-
ally presented t!emselves Lefore le
commander of the forces and [:}a_iu'l_‘,-'
expressed their Cisappointment” and
diggust. :

They eaid t'e Japancse had come
{o Formosa to kill Chine:¢; but here
they had been marching for taws

among thovsands of Chirese, work-
ing in the fields or busy abeut the
housos. To be sure, theee people

were unarmed, and for that reasen it
would have heen all the easier Lo kil
them, and why the Japanese had el-
lowed ihese thousands to live passed
tleir comprehension,

They said they desiied to return Lo
(hoir tribe, whore warrvicrs, thorgh

| few In nuwber, could make a lavge:

colleztion of Chirese heads than the
whole Joapanese force togethe~. So
they were started back for their hills
under escort, and thus ended {'eir
partizipation in tke Japaneee cam

paign.
e

DISRAEKLT WAS A COWAND.

The late carl of Beaconsiicdd wua
gifted with any amount of politicn
and mmoral courage, but he was
abject coward phyeically. Whean he
was still plain Me, eDisraeli his  wiie
once sald of kim : “‘Benjamin is the
greatest coward I ever saw. Way
do you linow 1 always have 1o pul
the string of his shower Dath 977 Awu:
man was fain to confos
that this was actually e ceaz,
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