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CHATER XXVIIL —(Coxrryusp,)

““Read me Gambeita,” Winifred sald with
quiet imperiousness, **I'll see if [ like that
any better whau wll this foolish mauunderiog
Philosophy."”

Hugh wurned over his papers for the piece
‘““by request,” and after some searching
among quises wnd sheets, came at last upon
& olean.writton oopy of his immerssl

thremody. He began reading ous the la- |

gubrions lines in a suficiently
sepulchral volos, Winifred
oareless witentsion,
worthy her sublime consideration. Hugh
aleared his throas and rang ous magailo-
quently :

““She gits onoe more upon heranciens throne,
Fhe fair republic of our steadfass vows ;
A Phrypian bonnes binds ‘her .queenly

brows

raudiose aud
Hnuna-d with

Athwart har neck her knotted hairis blown, |

A hundred Jities nestle in her lap,
(Girt round their stately looks with mural
orowne g
The folds of har imperial rohe enwrap

A thousand lesssr tewns,”

‘“ Mural orowns” is goed,” Winifred wur-
mured satirically ; ‘It veminds one so vividly
of the stone statues in the Place de la Con-
oorde,"”

Hugh took ne notlee of her intercalary
oriticlam, o went on with ten or twelve
pbanzas snore of the same bombastie, would-
be sublime character, and wound up at laas
in thundsrous tones with a prophetio out.
burst as to the imagined career of some
future Gambatta—himself posaibly.:

¢ Ho stild shall guide us tcward the distant
osl ;

Ga-!nf with unerring taot our weak alsrms ;

Train all our youth in sxill of maaly

arine, ;
And kait oar slrcs in unity of soul 3
Till bureting dron bars and gatos of brass

Our own Bepublic stretch her arma agaia
To raiss thy woeplog daughters of Alsace,

And lead thee homo, Lorralne,

““ Well, what do you think of tAat, Win-
nie ! he asked at last triumphantly, with
the air of & man who has. trotied out hias
best war-horse for publlo inspection, and has
uo feir of the affuct he is produclng,

“ Think " Winifred answered. * Why,
I think, Hugh, that if Swinburne had never
written his Ode to Viotor Hugo, yeu would
never have written that Funeral Maroch for

your precicus Gambetta,” '
Hugh bil hie lip in bitter silence. The

oriticisin was many times worze than harsh; | 8

it was troo 3 and he knew it., But a truth-
ful critic is the most galling of all thinga,
““Well, surely, Winifred,” he cried at
last after a lon auge, '* you think those
other lines gundg: <E:rn'l: you ?—
And when like some fieroa whirlwind
through the land,
The wrathful Teuton swept, he only dared
To hope and net when overy heart and hand,
Buz his alone, deepaiced.”

‘‘ My dear Hugh," Winifred anawered |

candidly, *' don's you see In your own heart
that all this gort of thing may be wvery well
in its own way, but it lsn't original—ib% lan’t
inspiration ; it ien't the true ssored fire:
it's ozly an echio, Echoos do admirably for
the young Lioginner ; but in a man of your
age—1ior you are getting on now—we expect
something native and idoayneratic.—I think
Mr, Hatherley called it idioayncratio.—You
know Mr. Hatherley said to me enoce you
wovold never be a poet,
. memory. ‘‘Whenever MAlassinger alcs
down at his desk to write about anything,”
he said in his quiet way, *‘“ho remembers
such a perfoot of excellent things other
peeple have written about the same subjechs,
that he's absolutely inoapabie of orlgin.
ality.” And the more I sce of your poetry,
dear, the more do I see that M¢ Hatherley
was right—right beyond questlon. You're
. olever enough, but you know you're not
original,”

Hugh anawered her never a alngle word.
To such a knook-down blow as that, any
answer ot all {a olearly Impossible. He onl
muttered scmething very low to himself
abounst ¢asling one's pearls before some orea-
ture imaudible,

Presently, Winifred spoke again. * Let’s
_go out,"” she said, rising Irom the sofa, ** and
eit by the sea on the roots of the poplar.”

At tho woerd, Hugh flang down the mana-
gcript in a heap on the
-er exproasion than Winifred had ever before
heard fall from his lips, ““I hate the
poplar I" he eald angrily; I detest the

plar | I won’t have the poplar | Nothing
oo .earth will Induce mo to sit by the pop-.
lag 1"

“How cross you are 1" Winifred crled
with a frown, ** You jump at mo as if you'd
enap my hoad off | And all just becausa I
didn't like your verses,—Very well then ;
I'll go and »is there alone,—I ocan amuse
myself, fortunately, without your help. I've

ue to a matrer liste |

You have too good !

ound with a strong- | How infantile !

haeanswerediquietly, ss una

S

got is, than 1 was before I had a gourd of
m;{uwn at all to look ap.' " _
ugh groaned. The unconscious allegory
was far too obvious ia its application net to
viok into the very depths ot his soul. He
turned back to his book, and sighed inward-
ly to think for what a feable, unsatisfactory
shadow of a gourd he had sacrificed bis own
lifo—not to speak of Winifred's and Elsie's.

By and by Winifred rose and cressed the
room, ** What's that you'ro studyiog so
iatoncly ' she asked, with a euspicious
glanco at the book in his fioge:s,

Hugh hesitated, and seomed half inclined
for & moment %0 shuv the book with a bang
and hide it away from her. Then he made
up his wind with a fresh resolve to brazen it
oud. ** Gordou's Hlectricity and Magnetism,”
ed as possible,
holding the volume half-closed with his fores,
finger at the page he had just hunted up*
*“1I'm—I'm ioterested at present to some ex-
tent in the subject of electricity, I'm think-

of getting iv up a little,”

inifred took the book from his hand,
wondering, with a masterful air of perfect
authority. He ylelded like alamb. Oa im-
material queations it was hia policy not to re-
sisther, Sheturned tothe pagewherehisfinger
had rested and ran it down lightly with her
g_uiﬂk eye. Toe key-worda showed in some
egrea a% what it wae driving: ** Franklin's
Experiment "—** Means of Collection”—

““Theory of Lightning Rods”--** Ruhm-
korfi’a Coils" —** Drawing down Electric
Discharges from the Clouds,”—Why, what
was all this ? 8he turned round inquirlogly.
Hugh shufflad in an uneasy way in his chair.
The hushand who shufilas betrays his oauss,
‘*“ Wo must put up conducters, Winnie,” he
gaid hesitatingly, with a hot face, *¢ to pro-
tech thoee new gables at the east wing,—
I’ dangerons tcﬁawn the houze s0 exposed.
I'll order them down from London to-mor-
l'ﬂ"lr"t"."

“Coaducters ! Fiddlesticks I'" Winifred
answered ia a breath, with wifely promp.
titude, ““Lightning mnever hurt the
house yet, and it's noy geing to begin
hurting it now, fost becauss an- Im-
mortal Poet with a fad for electricity has
come te live and compose at Whitestrand.
If anything, it ought to go the other way.
Bards, you know, are exempt from thunder-
bolts., Didn't you read me the lines your-
self, *God’s lightnings epared, they- said,
Alone the holier head, Whoee laurels
scréened it,” or sommething to that cffuct?
You're all right, youn see. Poets can never
et struck, I fancy.”

““ But *Mr, Hatherley said to ma once you
would never be a peet,”” Hugh repoated
with a emile, exactly mimicking, Winifred's
querulous littlo veiee and manner, **Asm
own wife doean’t zoneider me a poet, Wiai-
fred, I shall ventuire to do as I like myseclf
sbout my private property.™

Winifred took up a bedroom candle and
lighted it quietly without a word. Then she
weanh up 1o muso in her own bedroom over
her new gourd and other disilluslonments.

As sgon aa she was gone, Hugh rose from
his chair and walked slowly into his own
study, Gordon's ** Electricity " was still in
his hand, and his fioger pointed to that in-
criminating passage. He sat down as the
sloping desk and wrote a shors note to a
well-known firm of ecientific instrumemt
makers whote addreas he had copied a week
before from the advertisemens shest of
** Nature.”

WintestTraxp HaLx,
ALMUDHAN, SUFFOLK,

GENTLEMEN= Please forward me to the

above address, at your earlicst convenience,

our most powerful form of Rubmblorff

nduction Coil, with secondary wires attach-
ed, for which cheque will be sent in full on
receipt of invoice or retail price list.— Faith-
fully yours, _ __ Huau MASSINGER,

As he rose from the desk, he glanced halt

involuntarily out of the study window. It
pointed south. The moon was shining full
on the water. That hateful poplar stared
him straight in the tace, as tall and gaunt
and immovable as ever. On its roots, a wo-
man in a white dress was standing, lookin
out over the angry sea, as Elsie had stood,
for the twinkling of an eye, on that terrible
evening when he lost her for ever, One se-
cond, the pight sent a shiver] through his
frame, then he laughed to himsclf, the next,
for his groundless terror. How childish |
It waa the gardner's wifoe,
in her light print frock, looking out to sea
for her boy’s emack, overdue, no doubt—for
(Charlie waa a fisherman,— But it was intol-
erable that he, the Squire of Whitestrand,
should be subjected to such horrible turas as
these,—Ho shook hia fiat angrily at the offend-
ing tree. ** You ghall pay for it, my friend,”
he muttered low wat hoarse between his
clenched teeth. You shan't have many
more chances of frightening me 1”

got Mr. Hatherley's clever article in this ] CHAPTER XXTX.—Accipeyts WiLs Har-

month's Jontemporary.

That evening, as they aat together silently
in the drawing room, Winifred engaged in the
feminine amusementofcastingadmiring glan.
ces at her own walls, and Hugh poring over a
gerions-looking book, Winifred glanmd ovor
him suddenly with a eigh, and murmared
half aloud : ¢ After all, really I don’t think
much of it."

“* Much ot what?” Hugh asked, still
bending over the book he was an:‘luu:iy oon-
salting.

““Why, of that gourd I brought home
from town yeaterda You know Mrs,
Walpole's got a gourd In her drawing-room
and every timo I wenb into the vicarage
said to mysclf: **Oh, how lovel
How exquisite | How foreign

last touch of art to the picture,

it is 1] which seomed not unlikely to ba conncet
looking 1 If | with hydrostatics, dynamics, trigonomotry,
only I had a gourd likeithat, now, I think lite | and mechanics, or any other equ
would be really endurable. It givea the |and uncanny sabject, not wholly
Our new | necromancy and witcherafe,

EEN,

Duriog the whole of the next week, the
Squire and a strange artisan, whom he had
gpecially importad by rail from London,
went much about together by day and night
through the grounda at Whiteatrand.
A ocertain air of mystery hung over
their joint proceedings. Thestrange artisan
was a skilled workman in the en Inaaring
lino, he told the people at the Fisherman's
Rest, where he had taken a bed for his stay
in the village ; and indeed sundry books in
his kit bore out the statement—weird booka
of a rcientifio and diagrammatic character,
chokclul of fermulw in Greek Inbtcriugj

y abstruse
alien to
It was held at

drawing-room would look just perfection Whitestrand by thoss beat uble to form an
with such o gourd a8 hers to finlsh the wall | opinfon in ‘such dark questions, that the
with,” Woell, 1 saw the exaot counterpart | new importation was *‘ summat in the eloo.
of that very gourd the day before yesterday | tric way ;" and it was cortalnly matter

at & shop in Bond streot, I bought it, and
bronght it home with exceeding groat joy, 1
thought I should then be quite happy., I
huog it up on the wall to try, this
morning, And sitting here all evenin

looking at it with my head ficet on one side
and then on the other, I've said to myself a
thousand times over : ' It doesa't look one
bit like Mrs. Walpole's.
knov that I'm so muoh happier, now I've

e

After all, I don't | window.

of plain fact, patent to all observers cqually, |

that he did in very truth fix up an elaborate
lightaing-conductor of the lateat pattern to
the nawly thrown-out gable-end at what had
once been Elsie's window. It was Elsie's
window still to Hugh ¢ let him twiat it and
turn it and alter it as he would, he foared it
would never, never cease to be Flsie's

Dut in the domain at large, the inte'ligent

[FE|

artisan with the engineering air, who was
surmised to be *‘suinmas in the eleatrie
way," carefully examined, under Hugh'
directions, many parts of the grounds o
Whitestrand, Squire was going to lay out
the en and terrace afresti, the servancs
conjectured in their own society : oneor two
of them, exceedingly modern in their views,
even opined in an off hand fashion that he
must be bent on layingelectric lights on, Con.
servative in most things to the backbone, the
tervants bestowed the meed of their hearty
approval'on the electrio light: it saves so

in irlmming and cleaning. Lamps are the
bugbear of |muntry houses : electricity,
on the ether d, needs no tendivg, It

was near the poplar that Squire was going
to put his installation, as tlttllny call 1.:I1§1LI ar-
rangement in our lattsr day jargon ; and ke
was going to drive it, rumonr remarked, by
a tidal ontfall, What a tidal outfall might
be, or how it could work iu lighting the Hail,
nobody knew: but the intelligent artisan
had let the words drop casually in the course
of conversation ; and the Fihkerman's Rest
snspped them up at ouce, and retailed them
freely with prefuund gusto to all after-com-
ers,

Still, it was a curious fact in ite own way
thatthefastallationappeared to rogress moat
easily when nobod happened to lookingon,
and that the ekilled workman in the en-
gineering live generully stood with his hands
ia his pockets, surveying his handicrafs
with languid interest, whenever anybody
from the village or the Hall lounged up by
his slde to inspect or wonder at it.

More curious still was another small fact,
known to nobedy but the ekilled workman
N propria na, that four small casks of
potroleum from a London store were stowed
away, by Hugh Massinger’s orders, under
the very roots of the big. poplar : and that
by their alde lay a queer apparatus, con-
nected apparently iu some remote way with
eleotrlo lighting.

The Bqulre himaelt, howaver, made
no secret of his own personal and
private intentions to the London wark-.
man. He paid the man well, and he
exactad silence. That was all. But he

explaloed precisely in plain terms what is
was that ho w.mwg dane. u-!lfha troe was an

eyedoro to him, he said, with his usualfrank
ness—Hugh was always frank whenever
possible—but kis wife, for sentimental rea.
sons, had a special fancy for it. He wanted
to get rid of it, therefore, in the least ob-
traslve way he could easily manage. This
was the lesat obtrusive way. So this wase
what he required done with it.- The London
workmannodded his head, pocksted his paYy,
looked unconcerned, and held his tongue
with trained fidelity, It was none of his
basiness to pry ints any employer's motives,
Faough for him to take his orders and to
carry them out faithfully to the very letter.,
The job was odd : an odd job is always in-
teresiing. Ho hoped the experiment might
prove auccessful.

The Whitestrand labourers, who paseed
by the poplar and the London workman,
vime and again, with a jerky nod and thelr
pipes turned downward, never noticed a
certain slender unobsrusive copper wire
which the strange artisan fustened one
evening, in the gray dusk, right up the
stem nnd boles of the big tree to a round
knob on the very aummiz The wire, how-
ever, as its fixer knew, ran down to a large
deal box well buried in the gronnd, which
bore outside a green Iabsl,  Ruhmkorff
Induction Coll, E liott's Patent.” The wire
and coil terminated Ina pile close to the
four full petrolonm barrels, YWhen the
London workman had securely laid the entire
apparatus, undisturbed by loungers, he
rcported adversely, with great sslemnity,
on the tidal onmttall and electric light
echeme to Hugh Massinger. No sufficient
power for the purpose exiasted in the river.
This adverse repmt was orally delivered
In the front vestibule of Whitestrand Hall ;
and it was also dellvered with sedulous care
—Aas8 perorders received—in Mrs.!Massinger’s
own presence. YWhen the London workman
went out again after making his carefully
worded statement, he wentout clinkine a
coln ot the realm or two in his trousers’
pocket, and with his tongue stuck, soma.
what unbecomingly, In his right cheek, as
who should pride himself on the successful
outwitting of an innocent fellow-creature,
He had done the work he was paid for, and
he had done it well. But he thought to him-
self, as he went his way rejolcing, that the
Bquire of Whitestrand muat be very well
held io hand indeed by that amall pale lady,
if he had to take xe many cunning precau-
tions in sesret belorshand whken he wanted
to ges rid of a single tree that offended his
eye in his own gardens,

The plot was all woll laid now. Hugh
had nothing further left to do but to possess
his soul In pationce against the next thun
derstorm. He had vot very long to wait,
Before the month was out, a thunderastorm
did indeed burstin full force over White-
atrand and its neighbourhood—one of those
terrible and destructive east.coast, electric
displays which invariably leave their broad
mark behind them. For along the low, flat,
monotonous Kast Anglian shore, where hills
are unknown and hiitrnu rare, the light-
ning almoat Inevitably singles out for its
onslanghs some ﬁ'Firfﬂi picoe of man’s
bhandiwerk—some church steeple, some
castle keep, the iurrets on some tall and
isolated manor-hounse, the vane above some
aneient castellated gateway.

The reason for this is not far to seek. In
hilly oountries the hills and trees act as
natural lightning- conductors, or rather as
decoys to 5uw aside the fire from heaven
from the towns or farm-houses that nestle
far below among the glens and valleys, But
in wide level plains, where all alike is flat
and low-lying, human architecture firms for
the most part the one salient point in the
landscape for lightning to attack : ever
church or tower with its battlements a
lanterns stands in che place of polished knobs
on an eleotric machine, and draws down up.
on iteelf with unerring certainty the des-
tructive bolt from the over-charged clouds.
Owing to this cause, the thunder-storma of
Kisst Anglia are the most apalling and dea-

tructive in their concrete results of
any in Eogland. The Iladen clounds,
big  with electric energy, g low

and dark above one's very head, and let
longe their acoumulated store of vivid
flashes in the exaot midst of towns and
villagea, ’

This particular thunderstorm, as chance
would have It, came late at night, after
three sultry days of close weather, when
big black maeses were just beginning to
ather in vast battalions over the German
cean : and let loose at last ita fierce art.
illery in terrible ?nllti;u right over the
village and grounds of Whitestrand, Huagh
Masasinger was the first as the Hall to
observe from afar the distant flash, before

Wm"‘"% -
ta thele |

the thuuder had wade itself audible
cars. A pale light to westward, In the
direation of Suade, atiracted, as he real,
his passing attention. *“By Jove!’ he
cried, rising with & yawn from his chalr,
and laying ﬁuwn the manuseript of A Life's
Patlesophy” which be was languidly correo-
ting io i later stavaas, *‘that’s something
like lightuicg, Winifred ! Over Scade way,
spperently, I wonder if iv's going to drifs
towards us?—Whew—what o clap ! It's

precious near, I expect we shall catoh it
ourselves shortly,”

The clonds ralled up with extraordivary
rapidity, and the clups came fast and thick
and nearer, Winifred cowered down on the
#ofa In terror, She dreaded thunder; but
she was too proud to confoss what she woald
nevertheless haye given worlds to do— hide
her h-lgihtauud little hewd with seba and tears
iu its old place unon Hugh's shoulder, **It's
cowlog this way, " sho cried nervously after
& whiia, “‘That last flash must have been
awfully near une,”

Kveu as she spoke, a terrific volley seomed
to burst all ut onoce right over,their hewie and
shake the house with its irresistible me jesty,
Winlired burled her face deep in the cuah.
ione. ‘O Hugh, ” she cried in a ternfied
toue, ** this is awlful— awfal 1"

Much as he longed to look out of the win-
dow, Hugh could not resist that unspcken
sppeal. He drew up the blind hastily w its
tull helght, so that he might sce out to
waich the sucosss of his desp-lald stratagem ;
then he hurrled over with real tenderncas to
Winifred’s side. He drew his arm round
her and socshed her with his hand, and 1nid
ber poor throbbing aching head with a lov-
er's caress n;lson his own broad bosvm,

Winifred nessled close to him with a sigh of
relief. The nearnees of danger, real or im-
agloed, rouses all the moss ingrained and
profound of our virile feelings. The instinct
of proteotion for the woman and the child
comes over even bad men at such mowents
of doubt with irresistible might and
majesty. Swnall differences or tiffe are
forgottan and forgiven: the woman cliogs
naturally in her feminino weakness to

the strong man in his primary ABpuCE R
comfortear and preteutor., Derween Hugh

and Winifred the estrangement as yet was
but ue and unacknowledged. Haul i
yawued far wider, bad it sunk far de:per,
the awo and terror of that sopreme mouu-ns
would amply have sufficed to bridge iv over,
a¥ leasy while the orgy of the thunderstosm
lasted, -

Foruext instant a sheet of liquid flamo
seemeod to surround and engulf the whole
house at once in its white embrace. Tho
world became for the twinkling of a eyen
one sarging flood of vivid fire, one rear and
crash and sea of deafening tumult, WWini-
fred buried her face deeper than ever on
Hugh's shoutder, and put up buth her small
hands to her tingling ears, to crush if possible
| thehideous roar out. But the light and sound

seemed to penetrate evorything: she was
aware bf them keenly through her very
bones and nerves and marrow ; her entire
b-ainf appeared as if pervaded and over-
whe mo(f with the horror of the lightning,
In another moment all was over, and she
was consclous only of an abiding awe, n
deep-seated afterglow of alarm and terror.
Bus Hugh had starsed up from the sofa now,
both his hands clasped Ear-:l in frons of his
breast, and was gasing wildly out of she
big bow-window, and lifting up his voice in
& paroxysm of excitement. *‘It's hit tho
?ophrl' he cried. “Its his the poplar!
t must be terribly near, Winnie! It's hit
the poplar1”

Winifred opened her eyes with an effort,
and saw him standiog there, as if spellbound,
by the window. She dared not get up and
come any nearer the front of the room, but,
raieing her eyes, she saw from where she sat,
or rather crouched, that the poplar atood cnt,
one living mats of rampant flame, a flaring
beacon, from top to bottom. The petroloum,
ignited and raised to ﬂmhing-pn}ut by the
fire which the Indaction coil had drawn
down from heaveon, gave off Its blazing vapour
In huge rolling sheets and forked tonguex of
flame, which licked up thecracklingbranches
of thedry old tree from base to summit like so
much touchwood. The poplar rose now ane
rolld column of crimson fire. The red glow
deepened and widened from moment to
momend. Kven the drenching rain that
followed the thunder.clap seemed powerless
to cheok that frantic owslaught, The fire
leaped and danced through the tall atraight
boughs with mad exultation, hissin
out ite deflance to the big roun
drops which burst off into tiny balls of steam
before they could reach the red hot trunk
and snapplog branches, Even left to itself,
the poplar, once ignited, would have burnt
to the ground with startling rapidity ; for ita
core was dry and H%l;tu tinder, its wood waa
eaten through by innuamerable worm-holes,
and the hollow oentre of mounldering dry.rov,
where children had loved to play at Hide-
and.scek, acted now like a roaring chimuey
flue, with the fierce draught thas carried up
the circling eddies of smoke and flame in mad
career 0 the topmost branches, Bub the
fumes of the petroloum, rendered instantl
gaseous by the eleotric heat, made the wnrr:
of destruction still more instantaneous, tor-
rible, and complete than it would have prov-
od if lefé to unaided nature. The very at-
mosphere revolved itself into ono rolling pil.
lar of fluid flame, The tree seemed envelop.
od in a shroud of fire. All human effort
muat be powerless to resist it. The poplar
' dissolved almost ae if b magle with a wild
rapidity Into ita prime olements,

A man muat be a man come what may.
Hugh leaped towards the window and flun
it open wildly, *“I must go!” he cried,
“Ring the bell for the servants.” The
tavage glea in hia voice wes well reprossed,
His enemy was low, laid prone at his feat,
but ha would at least pretend to some spark

1

of mognanimity. “ We must get ont the
hose I he exclaimed, * We muat try to
aave it 1" Winifred clung to his arm in
horror.

** Let it burn down, Hugh I" she
cried, “ Who cares for the pupfar! I'd
sooner ten thousand poplars burned to the
ground than that you should venture out on
such an evening 1"

Her hand on his arm thrilled through him
with horror, Her words stung him with a
sonse of his meanness. Something vory
like a tonch of remorse came over hia spirit,
He stooped down and kissed her tenderly.
The next flash struck over towards the
sandhills, The thunder was rolling grada-
ally seaward,

Hugh slept but little that eventful night ;
his mind addressed itself with feverish

!
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,|hn.u been completely swept away by tie

eally done for? Would an
t‘lm gﬂ.l‘!l‘.’rlﬂ that had held gr——
roleum ? any relio be lefb of ¢
Induction Coil? Whas jot no
evidence of design would now &
fray and oonview him? What |
reasonable susplcion weuld Winifre
the firo was not wholly the resuls
dent ? :

But when next morning's light dawn
the sun urose upon the scene of conflagra
Hugh saw et a glance that all his fears .
indeed been wholly amd utterly groundle.
The poplar was sa though It had uever exis,
ed. A bare bla'k patch by the mouth of the
Char, ccver=d with ash and dust snd cindes
nlone markad the spot where the famous tres
had ence stood, The very roots were burn
e deep into the greund. The petrolema
had doune its duty bravely. Not atrace »f de-
sign conld bechserved anywhere. The Rubm-
korff Iaduotion Cuil hal melted into air.
Nobody ever so much as dreamod that

human handioraft had art or pars in the
burping of the celebrated bitestrand
poptar. The “Times” gave it w line of

wasing regret ; amd the Trinity House
deletoa {* with pains as a lost mark
irom their salling directions,

Hagh set his workmen iostantly tostub vp
the roots. Aud Winifred, gezing mourn-
fully nextdsy atthe ruins, observed with
waigh: “You never liked tho dear +1d treq
Hugh ; and it seems as If fate had interpose:
In your favour to destroy is. I'm sorry it}
gone ; bat I'd sacrifice a hundred such troa
auy dey to bave you as kind to me a3 yot
waro last evening,”

The eaying smote Hugh's hears sora, He
played nervously with the butson of his
oont. ‘L wish you could have keph it
Wioanie,” he said nos unkindly. ‘Bag
it's not my fanlt.—Aud I bear no malice.
I'll even forgive yeu for welling me I'd
never make a poot; shough thas, yev'll
admis, was a hard sayivg, I think, my
child, if you don't mind, I'Il ask Hasher-
ly duwn next week to visis us.—There’s
nothing like adverso oplnion to improve
ous'a work., Huatherley's opinion is more
than adverss, 1'dlike his eriticism on 4
Life's Philosophy betoro L rush into prind &
lass with the greatest and deepest work o
my lifetime,”

That same evening, as it was growin:
dusk, Warren Reli and Potts, navigating,
sve Mud Twrtls around by sea from Yar-
mouth Roads, put in for the night te
the Char at Whitestrand. They meant
lie by fora Sunday in the estuary, and -
to walk across the gulds, it the day prov-
ed fine, to servico at Saade, As they
appreached the mouth thoy looked aboub
in vain for the familiar landmark, At
ficst they could hardly believe their eyes :
to mea wav knew the oast coash
well, the disappearance of the W hitestrand
poplar from the world seemed 'almost as in-
credible as the sudden removal of the Basy
Rock or the Pillars of Hercules Nobodj
would ever dream of cutting down tha
gloty of Suffolk, that tims-honoured soa
mark, Dut as they strained their eya
through the deepeniow gioum, the stern logie
of facts lefs thom aé lase no further room for
syliogistic reasoniog or a priori scepticlsm,
The Whitestrand poplar was really gone,
Not a stump even remained as izs relic or its
monument,

All the way up to the * Fisherman's Rast "
be repeated againand again below his breath :
So much the worse in the end for White-
atr and,’

—r—

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
— el - -

Br. flackenzie's Book.

Public interess in the Whitechapel mar-
ders waa spaadily, if but temporarily over-
shadowed by the excitement due to the
appearanco of Dr, Mackenzie's Book of D.-
feneo of himeelf and his treatment of the
late Emperor againat the attacks of the Ger-
man physicians. According to this book of
his the famous Scotch specialist was a griev-
ously persecuted man against whose pre-em-
inent skill the jealous hosts of profes-
sional Philistines rose up in wrath
but fortunately for him and the Emperor,
vose up in vaimn. The book has of caurse
received no end of attention, hatile and
otherwise, The German police have done it
the very stupid honor of seizing all copivs of
it on which they could lay their haads, It
has been the occasion of tremondous enter.
prise on the part of ono New York news.
paper, and of humiliating disappointment
to at least another becanse of the
tecrribly awkward slip between the cup
arel the lip of which it was the victim, Then
| thare has been mourning and lamentation
in the carap of a publishing firm because of
the bad faith of somebady which has made
their comnmercial venture anything bat the
auceess it might have Leon had things
gone fn the way they cxpected, All Ra-
rope and Awmerican has baen turned into a
battle gronud of coufliciing profession-
al opinion In  which learned doctors
not only disagree, but give the lio to one
another in a way which decs not encourage
the merely lay mind to place that reliance
on scientific knowledge and skill which
might be desirable. The unprofessional
mind enjoys the fight, but wondera more and
more why scisnce can persist in anecring in
80 consciously superior a manner at the
Odiuh Theologicum, which has so long been
the object of it2 wonder and contompt,
——— e R e
The Yellow River.

It is reported from China that the whole
of the new embankmeunt of the Yellow river,
which was commenced last autamn at the
gpot where the old embankment gave WaY,

summer floods. It is said to have coat about
2,000,000 stetling (9,000,000 of taels), As
the flood rose, 1t was seen that the strain
was becoming dangerous, and Li Hang-tean,
the high cffictal in charge of the work, was
sent for in hot haste, but before he conld
& rive tho whole bank went down before the
flood, and of the 8,000 feet of river-wall lately
completed not an inch remains, and tho
Waters are pouring unchecked through thae
immense gap into the Homan province,
From 800 to 1,000 labourers who were on
the bank were aleo swept away and drown-
ed. Itis roported from Pekin that all the
officials concerned are being soverely pun-
ished, Li Hang-tsao and the governor of
the province are being dismissed and degrad.
ed ; another high official is being banished
to Mongolia, and the late High Commiasfon-
or of the Yellow river is to be banished to
the Amoor. The disasters can scarcely stop

oagerness to eo many hard and donbtful ques- |

as they are now, Lecanse the voluma of silt-

tlons, He tossed and turned and asked him- | laden waters will ereate ehallows which will
self ten thousand times over—was the tree
barnt throngh—burnt down to the ground?
Were the roota -.mL thL tmnt;:funmnur;mi
beyond hepe—or rather bayond fear—of u
timate recovery?! Was the hateful pepla

atill further increase the inundated aran,
and may cause an overflow into the Yangtea
which will meke th conservation of that
groat water-way a matter of urgent impor-
fance,
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