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I must gdmit that I am Eﬂ:“ﬂ"-‘-'hﬂt_-
ashamed Lo relate the beéginning of
our mutual attachment. To speak
frankly, there is little room for pro-
per sclf-respect or dignity in the con-
fession that one fell in love at st
gight with a miserable looking crea-
ture, discovered shivering beneath a
portcochere  on a black and stormy
nicht; it may be evangelical, Lut 1t
hardly savors of pride for a man to
share his existence with a poor,
homeless and abandoned wretch who
begeed for a night's shelter and
came from nobody knew wheve.

But a man's ailections cannot al-
wavs be set upon the high and
111*.;._3;ht,1.r of this ecarth, nor can his
esteem be given solely to those who
have succeederd in obtaining a large
share of its good things. Those at-
tarhments which are most talked of
are very often the least pleasant, and
it must bt admitted that a lack of
fortunc is mot necessarily a dispar-
agement, and, for the most part, Lhe
cruel tricks of fate take away no-
thing of personal merit.

Besides, I was rewarded for my
good deed, il it was one, s0 rare :m!ri
unbounded an admiration and grati-
tude that it deserves to be mention-
ed.

Te begin at the beginning, then, 1
was on my way home from the club,
where I had just lost at play a sum
large enough to deslroy all thoughts
of merriment. On such occasions the
world invarviably becomes black and
gloomy, my fellow men appear creal-
er fools than they actually are, wo-
men are but painted imitations of
beauty and all cab drivers a pest Lo
be ruthlessly treated.

All my best sentiments are clouded
over for the time, and in my wralh
and despair I usually cndeavor to
make some one clse as unhappy as L
am myself. Accordingly, 1 remember
upon this particular occasion two
beggars had hastily and tremblingly
withdrawn from my footsteps as 1
stallked tragically homeward.

Suddenly, as U tuwrned a poorly
lighted corner, I heard a low whine
at myv side., I haughtily turned my
head the other way. Two steps fur-
tiger came a sccond ery, from  the
olther side this time and more per-
sistent and insistent.

“Yha devil fly away with you!” I
{houeht irritably. “1 supposc I
can't decently leave the poor beggar
to die just because I have lost a few
piles of gold picces.”

I paused, feeling in my pockets for
the Tew scattered coins that had sur-
vived the evening's shipwreck, The
light froin the flaring street lamp il-
lumined a single spot in the dari-
ness, and instead of the beggar I
had expected T saw-—a little, shiver-
ing, black dog, whose long curly
cars fell nearlv to the grouml and
whgse tail, wageing pitifully, betray-
cd the owner's misery better than any
words.

I was furious. To he sure. the dog
is the friend of man in gencral, and
T am the friend of the dog in parti-
cular. Tlut to he stopped on such a
night, when T was nobody’'s friend,
cither in gemeral or particular, and
just for a dog, was too much!

T started to walk on, when I ielt
his tongue, warm amnd moist, lick my
hand. Doubiless he wished to thank
me for having done so much as to
pause and alagre at him for an in-
stant. 1t was generous of.me, truly!

I stepped again.  Tis tail was
wagging more amd more carnestly,
and his dark eyes looked jmploring-
lyv into ruine.

“Come,”” he was saying in his
dog's language, which I understand
peifectly, ‘‘come, now, don’'t he
hard hearted! Look, I am [reezing
cold and starving to death! I
haven't a master, nor the smallest
sien of a bone, mnor anywhere o
sleep,  Take me home with you. 1']]
follow wvou and obey you and Ilove
vou, for I'm a verv good sort of
dozx. Oh, I'mm sure that now you've
seon how miserable 1T am, vou can’t
go on and leave me to die. Tlonest,
now, c¢an you?”’

He was right., T couldn't.

Tt didn’t take very long for me to
tell him so, either. I stooped anil
patted his curly head and the dog,
understanding my language as  well
as I hac' read his, jumped into my
armg with his wet, cold ieet, uttering
short little barks, which were all he
had streneth for.

**Come along, old man,” I
““vou belong to me now.”’

e didn't make me repeat it twice,
hut rubbed his muzzle against my
leg and trotted heside me happily.

aaid:

“Aren't vou rather hungry?’ I in-,

quired presently, looking at him,

“(racious, yes; ahominably  so,”
answeroed the tail, wagring furiously.,

“Come on, then, we'll go and have
some supper,’”” I suggested,

He accepted my pronoesition wilh
alacrity, and we stopped at a restan-
rant, where 1 procurcd an cxcelient
soup, full of all sorts of doggish
delicacies, and put it down - hefore
my new [riend. TTe wag cvidently
satisfied, for he ate with en appetite
which I secretly envied him,

While he ate I examined Him. Te
was of a good hreed, certain'y, for
hiaw limbs were well formed and
ghapely. Stolen srom somcebody’s
kenl, T surinised.

T decided that I would name him
Nedjeh, which seemed to suit  his
dark beauty, and I informed him of
his now cognomen. It took him some
time to pet used to it, but then, I
couldn’t expect everything.

The mnext - morning, after a night
spent on a comfortable pillow, Ned-
jeh was as much at home in my
bachelor quarters as if He had been
born there. He examined all ihe
corners, secarched the closets, watch-
ed my ovderly polish my boots with
everv sign of approval and, lastly,
turned his attention to me and my
bed. e regularly took possession
of me and made himself completely
at home.

After his own loilet had been made
and the traces of his former misary
removed, T presented him to Lthe mess
where, with perfect secll-possession,
he accepled the pettings and atten-
tions of my fellow oflicers.

“ITe would make an excellent mili-
tary dog,’”” said the Colonel, always
an eminently practical man.

“Vory true,”” said the Lieutenant-
i Colonel, who invariably agreed wilh
'his superior, as was proper.

“Let me have him, Wilhelm,"' said
my chum, a Captlain in my own regi-
ment, “‘I'l] teach him the tricks of
the trade. He'd be g {ine mascot.”

And, indeed, it was not long before
the intelliscent animal had learned
his lesson well. lie could give the
alarm, discover sentinels and spies
and carry written messages, deliver-
ing them to the proper person. The
Colonel was delighted with him; and
he soon became the pet of the regi-
ment.

There was one thing, however, that
Nedieh Jlearned 1o hate very thor-
oughly, even a painted picture, and
that was the FFrench uniform. In
order to inspire him with a lasting
sentiment of this nature, my [friend
the Captain, after fastening the dog
in the stable, had dressed up as a
I'rench officer and then pretended 1o
strike me,

The experiment was a complete suc-
cess, so much so that we had to in-
terrupt it for fear of an accident, for
Nedjeh was straining at his rope and
growling., After that he evinced a
great hatred for anything that re-
called the uniform. Alas, it was this
very sentiment that brought about
his death.

(‘ne day in  Julvy T was walking
with my [riends gn the outskirts of
the cily, admiring the rich crops that
would soon be harvested., Nedjeh
was with me, on a leazh.

Irom time to time he looked at
e with  a bored expression and
vawnaed  widely, . his white teeth
gleaming in his mouth. Seeing that
I was bound to continue my walk,
he followed at my heels with a re-
siened droop to his cars.

We stopped where » companyv of
men were  practising marksmanship
antd presently I felt a hard tug  at
the leash. i‘{nfljgh_. his oyes gleam-
in®, his hair bristling, was standing
en his hicd lexs barkinz madly.

In vain I tried to soothe him, pat-
Ling and ecalline him pet names; he
only continued to bark, hoarsely and
chokingly, as he strained at his col-
lar. At last he gave one long snap
at the leash, which Dbroke. Nedjeh
tumbled over in the dust but, re-
covering himself, dashed oll at g wild
run.

““ITere, hore, Nedich: come hack!”’
T commanded, but his. cars were scal-
ed.

At some distance in the field were
the paintoed models of o man, stand-
ing, kneeling and lyving down, which
served as targets for the men to
shoot at. One of these was painted
in the hated colors of the French
uniform.

With a flurious growl, Nedjch rush-
ed tpon thigs latter, bitting it and
tearing it 1o pieces. The astonished
soldier laid down his gun, and the
onlookers, dolichted wilth the spee-
tacle, applauded hoisterously,

p ]

“Dravo for the dog! Down with
the Frenchman! (o aghead, TMido: eat
him up!’: they eried. -

I hastened 1o catch hold again of
the leash, bul by the time I did so
all that remained of the unfortunate
model was a scattered pile of wood-
en splinters, torn and bhitten., Nedjeh
had =atislicd s hatred, and, pant-
ing, he awaited my approach with a
triumphant air. And although I
was obliged to pay for the destroyed
target, I could not (ind any excuse
for scolding my dox, who had done
nothing but what he had been
tavght to consider his duty.

Now comes the sad epilogue of my
story, which I here dedicate to all
my readers who are fond of dogs. I
should have wished to conclude in a
less funercal strain, and portray Ned-
ich as continuing the course of his
exploits in a real encounter with the
encmy wherein he would be covered
with glory. Dut, alas, the poor ani-
tmal died, though not upon the (field
lof batltle, vet none the less a vie-
tim. Tle was made to pay with his
life a too complete obedience to the
l1oszons he had received,

e died during the night, poisoned
bv the cclors Le had absorbed while
Ldevouring  the painted  Frenchman.
| All my care was powerless to save
thini,, and oven the veterinary was
'oblired to confoss himscelf hafTled,
Toor little dog! We lamented him,
|1:ou may be sure; and we buried him
'n a corner of the wess gavden, in a
i quict, sheltered spot, and over s
erave we put the fscriplion:

NEDJET,
The oxr of the [Tegiment,
A vietim 1o his duty!
R
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VOYAGE TO BOTANY BAY

EXPERIENCE IN AN AUSTRA-
LIAN CONVICT SHIP.

= a1

Hardened Criminals and Young
Lads Were Chained To-
gether.

It was July 10, 1838, and the
morning broke clear with a promise
of sunshine as we rose at the unus-
ually early hour of three o’clock. 1t
was the day of our sailing irom lng-
land for Australia—16,000 miles over
Lthe sea—and the day of parting from
our dear ones. My father had heen
called upon in command of his regi-
ment to go  with the convicts to
Botany Bay. Although the idea was
especially repugnant to him, as he
was a widower, with the care of two
daughters of sixteen "and cighteen
and a widowed mother, he declined
to do as many of the military did,
beg to be excused, for he was rigid
in his wviews that a soldier was
bound to go without hesitation
wherever called upon, writes M. C.
in New York Iivening Post.

I was at the age when the light
that is around is all from within, and
the idea of a voyage of five months
scemed delightful, in spite of the [act
that nearly all of my fellow-passen-
gers would be battened off from my
view. However, youth lives in anti-
cipation, and little did I think when
I rose that morning that it would be
my last day on English soil— for I
am hardly Hkely at my advanced age
alter sixty-seven years, to visit IEng-
land,

We boarded H.M.S. “‘Portsena’ at
Tilbury Ifort, and it was sad to sce
the poor fellows file on board at

Portsmouth from the prison hulks or|

convicet ships, sinners though they
were, chained to each other by hig
irons, two by iwo, and handculled.
A MOTLEY CRIEW

they scemed (with a few exceplions,
of whom more hereafter). Sullen
faces, hardened some of them, and
such as you would expect, for to
use my father’s words, the majority
woere the olispring of Newgate—Ing-
land’s Sing Sing. True there werc

those who had heen sent out for
minor offences, but only {ive in a

hundred. It was in this way that,
side hy side, there marched the
poacher, embeszler, the trebly con-
viected felon and the murderer, the
bhigamist and the lad who had stolen
a walch. Think of it! [four hundred
Britishers marching in prison garb,
with the sign of the broad arrow—
the brand of the convict—sewn on
the back and arms, most of
leaving home and country forever.
Transportation fer life was the sen-
Ltence of most of them,

When all were on board and had
been taken in hand by their respec-
tive guards, the subordinate oflicers,
my father returned to the saloon,
and taking up a packet of lellers,
asked us to read them carvefully and
see if they contained anything sedi-
tious in them. One of the first I
opened demanded instant attention.
It was written by the mother of a
clerk of the Bank of England, found
guilty  of  embezzlement  of sixty
pounds, and sentenced t{o ten years’

penal servitude. The broken-hearted
mother, who was even now waiting

on the quay at the foot of the rang-
way, implored of Captain , my
father, to allow her just five minutes
with her son. She urged that she
would never see her boy again, as
she had not many months to live.
She promised not to speak, just to
hold him to her heart once move was
all she asked. She would submit to
ba searched, anylhing but  the
thought that she must never see him
again! My father walked up and
down in great perturbation—he knew
how strict the orders were on that
subject, and how could he give per-
mission to one and not Lo another.
And yet how could he refuse this
piteous appeal. Suddenly he stopped
walking, he had come to a decision.

He would risk a reprimand, as he
considered the lad’'s sentence a relic
of

- BARBARIC SEVERITY.

He gave orders for ‘““No. 16" to he
brought to, him.A refined looking
yvoung man stood before him, with
bowed head and ashy face. Then he
was told that his mother would see
him for a few moments on parting.
The young man had a reguest to
make. He implored my father to al-
low him Lo put another pair of
trousers over those he wore, Lthat his
mother might be spared the sight of
the leg irons, which would add so
much to the horror of his situation.
It would have taken too long to
have had the irons removed—for they
were rivetied on. [flis mother was
waiting now for permission to come
on hoard. : :

A soldier walked »yown the garg
plank, and touching his cap, said,
“The captain wishes to see you, ma-
dam.” A richly dressed and com-
paratively young woman followed
him into the saloon, where my father
met her.  LHer son was standing  in
expectation. Ile rushed to his moth-
er’'s outstretched arms, and during
the whole of the interview, which
lasted five minutes, not a word was
spoken, only the broken sobs of the
unhappy pair were heard. My father
was obliged fto remain  with them,
and seecing that it was only pro-
longing griff, he gently touched her
shoulder and drew her away—the ser-
geant leading the young man lhack
to his cabin. My father assisted the
stricken mother to the gangway, and
choking with emotion, wrung her
hand saying, ‘“‘AMay God Kkeep me and
mine from such sorrow as vours. I
will remember yvou.”" On arvriving in
Australin  he appointed the young
wan ‘‘sentry’ at Ilyde Park Bar-

e

thom |

|

racks (the Iouse of Detention in
Sydney) instead of sending him out
to work on the roads in a convict
gang. :

The poor fellow’s first letter in-
formed him of his mother’s death,
and at the cxpiration. of his sentence
he remained in the colony. He bhe-
longed to a good family, as none but
influential people got their sons into
the Bank of IIngland at that time—
and we can quite understand that he
would not care to join his family
after )

SUCH AN EXDPERIENCE,
“Transportation to Botany  Bay"
was the next thing to hanging in the
British mind at that time. The herd-
ing with felons—the tLreatment they
received from some of the military
(who were despots) were too  well
known, and I recall no instance
where a returned conviet settled on
DBritish soil. Indeced, of the hundreds
who were “‘sent out'’ one hears lit-
tle: they seem to have disappeared
from the face of the earth.

Our voyage was long and tedious,
and the first break was caused by
the death of a tailor, who died of
brain fever. Poeor fellow, he had
brooded over his misfortune and re-
fused food from the t1ime he left
Portsmouth. Ilis ravings were hid-

'eous, and his death was a happy re-

‘he was.

|
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llease.

He had been convieted of the
paltry offence of stealing a small
sum of money from his aunt, a mis-
tly old woman, whese only visitor
He alwavs maintained kis
innocence to the last, and the ofii-
cials on board really thought that as
he differed so much from the othors
(who owned to their offences, and
who bore their lot with tolerable
equanimity) that he was innocent.
Up to the time of his arrest he had
alwayvs been a devoted husband and
father, and an exemplary man. Iis
burial at sea was a pathelic inci-
dent. No mourners, the quartermas-
ter and captain standing while the
body, wrapped in canvas was slid
into the sea.

The health of that large consign-
ment of human beings was a matier
of great responsibility to the ship
surgaeon, D, Iell, for having no veg-
etables, an epidemic of scurvy broke
out, which the physician sought to
avert by liberal doses of lime water
administered to unwilling partakers.
On one occasion the surgeon report-
ed a case of insubordination, Cap-
tain D——; one of the prisoners, had
refused to toeuch t1he limme water, oas
it had been mixed in the hathtub, the
only availabl: vessel of sufliciently
gigantic proporticns. Insubordina-
tion was punished for foriy-ecight
hours in the guard room, but Iy
father passed the metter over, with
the exclamation, “Poor devil! 1
don't wonder.”’

A STORM AROSIE
when we  were off the coast of Tas-
mania, and the men besought of
their keepers 1o set them free, as
they were chained to their bunks by
the leg. Above the roaring of the
wind we could hear the shouts
the men. "Lt us
drown like rats!” I only stole a
watch,” eried one. Thus their delin-
quencies were published all night for
the benefit of those on board, until
dawn, when the storm abated. DIlil-
itary discipline was inexorable, and
had the ship gone down that night
they would have gone down, too, in
their bunks, for the danger of un-
loosing such a mob was too great. A
fortnight later, when the ship drop-
ped anchor in Port Jackson, the first
sight that greeted us was [ourteen
men hanging by the neck from tem-
porary  scalfolds. They had been
hanged that morning outside the jail,
as was the custom in England in
those days. Justice was speedy.
These men were highwaymen; it wos
the custom 1o awe tLhe spectators

k|

C—'s wife had appearod; she hxd
been “*in retreat’” in a contvent, and
cn coming out had heard €  her
husband’s brilliant achievemments ancl
of his marriage. His arresf followed
and he was relentlessly prosecutea by
his sccond wife’s brother. His Jailllrg
to verify his wife’'s supposed death
went against him at his trial, and
he was convicted.

His brother officers never could un-
derstand how so honorablea A man
could make such a mistake, and they
alwavs believed him innocent, hut
British law was obdurate, although
great influence was brought to bear
that he might be spared transporta-
Ltion. His seccond wiie stood hv him
and believed in him, and countinaed
to write the most impassioned love
letters (which my father, in his ofh-
cial capacity, was obligel to rcad)
for three years, when they suddenly
ceased, and no answer was received
to repeated letters from Captain C—,
who imagined that either she had
died, or, in a weak moment, had lis-
tenecdd to  the persuasions of  her
brothor and entered a convent. Ten
yvears later, Captain C—'s picture
was in the London ‘‘Illustrated
News' as the inventor of a gun,
which was as well known then as the
Maxim is to-day.
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A NIGHT ON THE MOUNTAIN.

- ——

Climbers’ Experience in a Terrible
Thunderstorin.

It is mnot the expected dangers
which are the greatest menace to Al-
pine climbers, Mr. W, C. Slingsby
tells  in the Alpine Journal of a
party of three who set out to scale
the Dent Dlapnche with every reason-
able expectation of a quick return.
They were well equipped, were all ex-
perienced climbers in first-rate con-
dition, and the weather was above
reproach. Yet, an  unforescen peril
overtook them, and not one of them

would willingly repeat the experi-
tences of Lhat night. Says Mr.
Slingshy:

We cliinbed up without an adven-
ture, and about four o'clock in the
afternoon we started to come down.
The weather was perfeet, and we had
no thought. of mishap. We had heen
descending for about one hour when
o flagh of lizhining called our gtten-

=xawwm

tion to a hlack ecloud, which ad-
vanced toward us and caused us to
'hasten our movemoents,

Suddenly, without warning, the
cloud fell upon us, dense and  dark.
‘The axes in our hands gave out faint
steady flames; so did our gloves, and
pur hair steod oul straizht, A
handkerchief which Solby had  tied
over his head jooked like a tiarva of

light., 'The sight was uneanny, but
interesting. The sparks and flames

emitted no heat and no hissing, but
1 felt gn unpleasant vibration about
my spectacles,

One hundred and fifty feet of climhb-

were all seated on a steep incline of
ledge, clearing away the ice, when
all at once the mountainside appear-
ed to break out in a blaze, followed
by a muzzled mufflled peal of thun-
der, which scemed to come out of
the interior of the mwountain. If a
great crevice had opened and fOre
burst forth we should not have becn
more surprisoed.

Solby and Smith eried out, “My
axe is struck!” anrd each let his axe
oo into the chasm in front of us.
We were bhlinded by the terribly in-
tense  light, Smith had a broad
band burned half-wayv round his neck,
but aside from 1ihat we were not

Vhurt.

There was nothing to do but

and to hang several of them Lugtthurim wail until the storm should pass.

in public. On landing in. Sydney
now, with its beantiful city and gay-
Iy dressed and happy crowds, it is
difficult to think that such scenes
were enacted Lhere less than scevently
yvears ago, and to know the work-
ings of the imperial mind which
could make ‘“‘a dumping ground™” of
so fair a spot.

One of the most remarkable pris-
oners on board our ship was Cap-
tain C——. He had been convicted of
bigamy and sentenced to transporia-
tion and five years’ penal servitude.
The circumstances of his case were as
follows: In his youth he had made
an unhappy alliance, and before he
departed for India, whither he was
ordered on active service, he had a
legal separation made out. IRemain-
ing in India eleven years, he just re-
turned in time to be sent to Spain,
where he distinguished himself in  ac-
tion, losing an arm, and winning
the much coveted Victoria Cross (for
special bravery) among olher decor-
ations. He was the ““lion’" of the
hour, and peeresses vied with onae
another in adding lustre to their en-
tertainmentis by the presence of

THIZ HANDSOMIE SOLDIER
whose breast glittered with medals
pinned on by his sovereign.

Among the ladies he met at this
time was an heiress of distinclion,
young, beautiful, and with suitors all
round, whom she disdained because
shz: had fallen in love with the gal-
lant captain. While in India, several
vears befere, Uaptaia C— had heard
of his wife’'s death, and it secems ex-
traordinary that he did not verily
hefore entertaining any
iclea of a second marriage. He «lid
not do so, however, and he marrvied
the heiress in spite of the opposition
of her familv, who, being IRloman
Catiholiecs, objected to her moarrying
out of the fold. TIe was a I’roies-
tant. They were married a yeoar, and
life went merrily with them. when a
whisper came which startled military
and aristocratic circles, Cantain

The spectacle was so grand thul wo
even took g grim enjoyment in  it.
But when it had passed night Thad
fallen, and we were prisoners until
niorning,

We lashod oursclves to th:» rocks,
bracecd our feet on the small projec-
tions of the steep incline and tried to
make the best of it., It snowed and

ymoving all night leng,

hailed and blew. We did not dare to
sleep, but kept our hands and fecet
Smith was
g0 dazed by the clectric shock that
He kept calling us by wrong names.

At the earliest davwn we made a
breakfast of frozen oranges and sar-
dines. Then we tried to start, but
we were sg benumbed that we wer
forced to wait for the sun to giv
some heat. When it finally did blaze
upon us and our stifinsss had disap-

peared, we vescued our axes and
started for Zerinatt, which we reach-
ed at nightfall. A vescuing party
had just been organized to go to
our roelief.

’N

EVERY MAN TO HIS TASTE.

In the garden of a great man six
persons were sitting, a scientific man
a merchant, a poel, a young man,
very wmuch in love—a lawyer and a
lady. The wind was blowing rather
hard and six apples fell down, ISach
took one. The scientific man Aook
his anple and discovered a new law
of nature. The merchant sold his.
The poet ate his. The young man
who was very much in love gave his
to his sweetheart. The lawyer went
to law against the owner of the tree
on account of being hit by the I[al-
lon apple. But the lady took h+ur
apple to the owner of the tree, gain-
ed his affections, and as he wvas rich
she had lots of mcney all the rest
of her life.—From IFables of l'*?ugu&a
fleltni.

&y -

T'rance  leads the countries of
IBurepe in theatres, having 334,

ing would take us over tha [Iﬂngér-;f
of [ogus part of our journey, and i
free; we shall | spite of the darkness we pressed on
'to reach safety before nightfall. We
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