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" sale and getting the animal for a price that

LIKE AND UNLIKE.

By M. E. BRADDON,

~AvuTior OF ‘* LADY AUDLEY’S SECRET,” * WyLLARD'S WEIRD,” ETC., ETC.

CHAPTER XXVII.—Ax UNFINISHED
LETTER. -

Mr. Belfield sat brooding during the rest
of the journey to King's Cross, and his
thoughts grew darker with the darkening
night. Yes, St. Austell had haunted his
wife's footateps all through the season that
was past, He had heard of them riding in
the Row, it was St. Austell who had chosen
Helen’s horse at Tattersall’s, and who had
been officiously obliging in attending the

seemed simost ridiculously at variance with
its quality.

He cculd recall the whole transaction:
how in St, Austell’s presence one evening,
afteralittle dinner in Mrs. Baddeley'srooms,
Helen had entreated him to buy her a horse,
urging that it was odious to ride hired
animals, smelling of the livery stables, and
suggestive of a riding master in butcher
boots; how he had declared he couldn’t
afford to buy ; and how St. Austell had told
him that it would be a more economical
arrangement than hiring, and had suggested
that a good horse might be got for a very
little money now that the hunting was all
over. -

““What do you call a little mcney?”

Valentine had asked, annoyed at his wife’s

reistence, and at St. Austell’'s inter-
erence. |

““* Well, I aonuﬂa you might pick up a
»ood Park hack for ninety or a hundred.” .

*¢ Nearly twice as much as I should like to
give,” answered Valentine, curtly.

*¢ How much would you give it there were
an opportunity? I am at Tattersall’s nearly
every day, and I would be on the look out
if I knew what you wanted.”

tling day. From the money-lender’s cffice
he went to Tattersall’s where he was almost
as well-known as Lord St. Austell. He saw
one of the chief clerks, a man with whom he
had been on familiar terms ever since he
had been a frequenter of the famous anction

ard.
*‘ There was a horse sold here last April,”

he said, *“ a thorough-bred bay, grandson of
Macaroni. - I want very much to know at
what figure that horse was knocked down.
I’ve got a bet upon it.” -

¢ What’s your bet, Mr. Belfield, if its not
an impertinent guestion ?” asked the man
easily.

o ff it was, I wouldn’t mind it from you,
Jones,” answered Valentine. *“I've laid
two to one that Ravioli fetched over two
 hundred.”’ '

‘¢ I think you’re pretty safe, sir. I remem-
ber the horse. He was one of Captain Pop-

ingay’s lot, and they were all good ’uns,
Il tarn up the catalogue in a minute. April
7th, 10th, 14th, yes, here they are, hunters,
park backs, team of coach horses.” :

He ran his finger down the pages of a cata-
logue, his practised eye following the figures
with amazing rapidity. The prices realized
by the horses were written In the margin

purchasers on the other side of the page.

‘‘ Ravioli, five years’ old, thorough-bred,
has been hunted with the Pytchley, carries
a lady,” he read. “ Your money’s safe, Mr,
Belfield. Two hundred and seventy-eight

uineas. Lord St. Austell bought him.”

¢ That’s your ticket,” answered Valentine
lightly, ‘I thought I was pretty safe. Good-
night, a thousand thanks.” '

He had just time to catch an afternoon
train for the West of England, a train

* I don’t want a.nythinﬁ. There are plenty
of horses in Devonshire that my wife and I
can ride when we’re there.” -
“ But Devonshire isn’t the Park, Va.l,"i
pleaded Helen. *‘1 want a horse for the
Park, awfully,”” whereupon Mr. Belfield
shrugged his shoulders, and said he would
give fifty or sixty guineas for a hack, rather
than be bothered ; and with this ungracious
permission his wife was fain to be content.
'Three days after this conversation, Valen-
tine found Lord St. Austell’s groom waiting
in front of Wilkie Mansions with a thor-
oughbred bay horse, which he was gently
leading up and down the road.
‘¢ His Lordship’s complimente, and this is
the horse ha has bought for you, sir,” said

the man. *‘‘ Ravioli, grandson to Maca-
roni.” } : _

Valentine looked the animal over criti
cally.

¢* [a he sound ' he asked. ~
““ Yes, sir. His Lordship’s vet. looked at
him before the sale.” '

- ““Well, he is very handsome; and if his
manners are as good as his looks, his Lord-
ship has made a good purchase.” .
Valentine met St. Austell at his club next
day, and gave him a cheque for fifty-seven
uineas, at which sum the horse had been
nocked down to him at Tattersall’s., At
such a price, the animal, if sound, was an
unquestionable bargain. Valentine bad

which left Waterloo late in the afternoon,
and which was due at Chadford-road Sta-
tion a little before midnight. 1t was a slow
train, and one by which he would only have
travelled in an emergency. =

He had telegraphed no announcement of
his coming, eizher to his mother or his wife,
It was a part of his plan to take Helen b
surprise, and he was willing to hazard the
difficulty of getting into a house in which
all the servants might have gone to bed be-
fore he could arrive. The chances were
that Adrian would be in.the library, where
it was his usual habit to sit reading long
after midnight.

Chadford-road Station. was nearly five
miles from the Abbey, and Mr. Belfield was
in no humour for a long walk. The Scation
Hotel, a decent inn, which could provide a
one-horse fly upon occasions, and which
called itself a posting-house, was open, so
he went in, ordered a brandy and soda, and
a trap to take him to the Abbey.

The ostler and the flyman were lazy and
slow, and Mr. B:lfield had to wait a quarter
of an hour while the fly was being got ready.
He stood in the bar, drinking his brandy
and soda, and talking to the landlady, a
large and blooming matron of the Devonshire
dumpling order of beauty, whom he had
known from his childhood.

‘“ ] never thought to have the pleasure cf
waiting upon you to-night, Mr, Belfield,”

ridden him round the Row, and had found
his paces admirable, alchough he was obvi-
ously over-weighted by anything above
twelve stone. For a light weight like Helen
the horse was perfection.

““The yard must have been asleep when
you brought him,” said Valentine.
¢ Oh, 1 knew how to bide my time and

she said. “‘But I always wait up for this
train and send the girls to bed. And yet
I'm always the first up of a morning, I've
been expecting yon down at the Abbey, too,
for I saw Mrs. Beifield driving with her
ladyship the other day, as pretty as ever,
but looking rather pale and out of sorts, I
thought.

* “ Yes, she is not over well. She is down

watch my opportunity,” answered St. Aus- [, . 5 o o th,

tell, lightly. “‘I am very glad you're satis-
fed with my choice.”

‘ More than satisfied, my dear fellow.”

So the matter had ended. Mr. Belfield,
full of his own schemes, pleasures, and ex-
citements, had thoughtino more of the horse,
except to remember that he had made a
a sacrifice to his wife in buying him, and
that she ought to be very grateful.

To-night, looking back at the past in the
new light of awakened doubts, he shrewdly
suspected that St. Austell had fooled him,
and that, under the pretgpce -of getting a
bargain at Tattersall’s, he had presented
the woman he admired with a horse that
had cost three times as much as her hus-
band was willing to pay.*And she had known
the secret of the transaction, no doubt, and
they had laughed together at the husband’s
meanness, and at the ease with which he
had been hondwinked. Valentine Belfield
almosat choked with rage at the idea of his
own blindness,

¢ To think that I should be deceived by

any woman—above all by my wife— |

—the wife I won as easily as a pair of

gloves—and by heaven, I thought she was|}p

as much my own as my ¢loves or my hat—
as faithful to me as my favourite dog.”

* Yet remembering how easily she had been
won, how quickly she had wavered in her
fidelity to Adrian, he could scarcelv: wonder
that she bad faltered in her trath to him.
St. Aunstell was fascinating, a man of em-
inently seductive manners, deeply read in
that modern literature which women appre-
ciate, distinctly a man to please women—
.while he, Valentine, was a sportaman, car-
ing very little for women's society, and
making no sacrifices to please them, despis-
ing them rather as a lower order of beings
whose nature it was to be suppliants and
adorers of the master spirit, man. He had
never thought of his wife's love for him as a
in‘mnrahla quantity, which he might ex-
ust,

‘¢ She has been a fool, and she has been a
coquette,” he said to himself, as the train
steamed past the shabby streets.and gaslit
windows of northexn London, ** but I don’t
believe the has been anything worse. It
will be my business to drive her with a

ighter rein-in future. You have been
allowed to go toofres, my pet. It must be
¢urb instead of snaffla, henceforward.”

He had business in London which must
needs be done before he could look after his
wife. Postcard's defeat meant loases which
amounted almost to finanecial rnin. Mo
would have to be raised, and at a sacrifice.

““I'o be sure, sir. The London season
does take a deal out of a lady,” replied the
inkeeper’s wife, shaking her head, and with
an air of knowing town dissipations by
heart. ~ *“ Thera’s been one of your friends
stopping at Chadford for the last few days,
Mr. Belfiald; but he hasn’t brought any
horses this time, and not even so much as a
body servant. He came into the place as
quiet as any commercial.” - A

““Indeed ! Who's that?”

“ Lord St. Austell. My master saw him
yesterday wauiuf sauntering by the river,
just outside the Lamb gardens, and he heard

| sfterwards that his lordship had been stop-

ping at the Lamb for the last three days,
which, considering thatthere'snosport except
salmon fishing at this time of year, and that
th3 cooking at the Lamb is about as bad as
it can be, puzzled me and my husband as to
what attraction a gentleman like Lord St.
Austell could find here.”

*“Oh, there is always sport for a true
sportsman,” answered Valentins,. lightly.

‘“ Well, as you say, sir, it may be the sal-

mon, and that would account for his not
inging any horses.”
““ Ah, there's the fly;
Crump,” and Valentine jumped into the
lumbering old landau, and was jolted along
the road to Chadford.

He looked up at the Lamb as he .
Yes, there were lights in the windows of the
sitting room facing the bridge, the rooms
that St. Austell and B ad occupied

years ago. His wife’s lover was
there. Her lover! He had no doubt. as
to their guilty love, now.  That revelation
about the horse was damning proof of St.
Austell’s pertidy, even if it left Helen’s con-
duct still doubtful. ‘l'o Valentine it seemed
that they were leagued i him, and
that they had laughed at his blindness, at
him, the man who prided himself upon bis
knowledge of horse flesh, and who had been
fooled and duped so easily. Nor was ‘bis
all. He looked back and remembered many
incidents, looks, words, arrivals and de-
partures, meetings that had seemed acci-
dental, circamstances of all kinds, trifling
enough in themselves, yet signs and tokens
of secret guilt. He had been 8o certain of his
wife's allegi 80 secure, as to have been
the very to observe those indications
lrhiﬂ;hﬂhemnhﬂnumﬂlthamtnftha
world.

““If I had known that all women were.—
But no, there is one

ney ﬂrld,mg-mthur;_lﬁ bave grown up in

the

beside the lot pumbers, and the names of the-

good-night, Mra.:

blind confidence. The bard worked old
horse was rattling along the road at a good
pace, eager to get his business done and go
back to his stable, but to Valentine's im:
patience it seemed as if he were crawling.
At last the fly stopped short; and the driver
got down to open the gates ieading into the
avenue, :

The gates were rarely locked at m%lhli-
The lodge windows were dark. Before they
were half way down the avenue, Valentine
called to the man to stop, and got out while
he was pulling up hia horse. :

¢ T'll walk the rest of the way,” he said,

| giving the man a shilling out of the loose

silver in his pocket. ** Good-night."

‘¢ Good-night, sir, and thank’ee,” and the
horse-of-all-werk turned and cantered gaily
homeward, while the driver thought what
a pleasant man Mr. Belfield was, and whai
a cheery voice and manner he had. .
Mr. Belfield was walking down the avenue
at & pace that was almost a run. He wanted

to be face to face with his false wife—to

surprise her by the suddenness of his com-
ing, to stand before her without a moments’
wa strong in his knowledge of her
guilt. That was the one te craving
of his mind, the one hope for which he ex-
isted at this moment. After thaf, there
would be another meeting, between him and
St. Austell, a meeting which must end in
blood. Yes, straight before him in the near
distancé he saw inevitable bloodshed. No
modern vengeance beaten out inch by inch,
thin as good leaf under the gold-beater’s
hammer ; no t day scandal in the law
courts with all its pettiness of foul details
and lying and counter lying of hirelings ;
not for Aim the modern husband’s mode of
retribution, but swift s vengeance, such
as one reads of in old Italian chronicles.
Vengeance as speedy 'and sudden, if not as
secret, as thoze dealings between man and
man which made the glory of Venice in the
good old days of the Courcil of Ten, when
every seducer went with hia life in his hand,
and knew not whether the sun that rose
upon his guilty pleasure might not set upon
his untimely grave in the Canal yonder, and
when every false wife had a daily expecta:
tion of poison in the domestic wine cup, or
a dagger under the matrimonial pillow.
Valentine Belfield had no uncertainty of
mind as to his manner of dealing with St.
Aastell. They two would have to stand
face toface upon some quiet, easily acceesible
gpot in France or Belgium, where a brace
of pistols would settle gll scores. How he

Y |.was to aeal with his wife was a more com-

plex question, but for the moment his “esire
was only to confront her and to wring the
acknowledgment of her guilt from those
false lips..- L3

The house was dark for the most part, as
he had expected to find it, but there were
lights in the library windows, and in the
windows of his wife's room, above the
library. She was not at rest then, late asit
was. Her guilty conscience ‘would mnot let
her rest, perhaps.

He knocked at the glass door in the lobby
next the library, a door which sfood open
all day in fine weather, and by which his
brother went in and out of the garden twenty
times a day, loving ths old world garden
almost as he lovod his books, He heard
the library door open, and Adrian’s foots
approaching, and then the shutter was taken
down and the door opened cautiously a little
way. :

““ Who is there ?” '

‘¢ Valentine.” : |

“ YValentine |” -cried Adrian, throwin
open the door, and holding out both his
hands to his brother, *‘ thisis indeed a sur-
prise. Why didn’t you telegraph ! Helen
went to bed nearly three hours ago.”

answered Valentine, gloomily. I take it
I shall find her awake, late asitis. Good
night., We'll reserve all our talk till the
morning.”

‘‘ Won't you come into the library for ten
minutes or so? All the servantsare in bed,
no doubt, but I might fﬂt you something,

rhaps—wine, or brandy and water.”

““ Not a thing, ‘Good night.”

His strange manner mystified Adrian,
and impressed him with a foreboding of
trouble. Never had he seen so dreadful an
expression in his brother’s frce—the con-
tracted brows, the rigid, bloodless lips, the
fixed look of the Elaggud eyes, sataring
forward, as if intent upon some hideous
vision, _ . .

Adrian watched him as he went up the
little private staircase which led only to
that one suite of rooms in the library wing.
Watched, and felt inclined to follow him
snd yet held back, not bking to pry into
his brother's secrets. What counld that
trouble be which had wronght such an evii
influence upon Valentine. Money troubles,
perhaps—turf losses. Adrian heard
enough while he was in London to know that
his brother was the associate of racing men,
and it was easy enough to guess that he had
involved himself in turf transactions. |

Yet there was that in his face which in-
dicated stronger passions than money
troubles should cause in any reasonable be.
ing. t;:Bnt then, "\rb'gantina was apt to give
way to unreasonable wrath against anythin
th::tlmmu I:qaht:aan him and his wuhn{t .

t is nothing of any moment, perhaps,”
thought Adrain, “He will be in bestor
temper to-morrow morning.”

e told himself this ; yet 80 intense was
his sympathy with his brother, shat he went
back to the library trcubled and agitated,
with his heart beating violently. He tried
to go on with the book he had been reading
when Valentine knocked at the door, but
his thoughts were with his brother ani his
brother’s wife in the room above him. He
found himself listening for their footsteps,
;nir the nm:nﬂduf ;hair ;’ﬂiﬂl, which reached

m now and then, faintly audible in
Iﬁ%l:lﬂ of the night. T 5

e casement was open in the mullioned
window yonder, and there may have been
an open window in the room above.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

The Work of a So-Called Trust.”

There was a_flourishing cotton
-mill operation in the toi:‘;:. of Amt'::::j,l
Ala., which gave employmeut to idle labor
sud enabled the farmer to dispose of his

enrich itaclf even to the extent ﬂm
e Ttk ot Tunying 1t out and atopping

‘ Her candles are still burning, anyhow,”

AN OCEAN-GOING BALLOON.

Capt Jovis To Cross l'rm America to
Eun.ope in the Alr

The French Aeronautic Society

all those previonsly attempted—an expedi-
pheric currents (trade winds) are to be util-
ized for the passage of a balloon from
America to Europe. A few days ago I
heard Monsieur H. Faye, a member of the
Insitute, give his opinion with reference to
the result of the propos
the eminent scientist: ¢ True there are
higher atmospheric currents, whoee direc-

2

tempests. Starting, for instance, from Car-
acas, Venczuela, 10 degrees north latitude,
and ascending very high, a balloon has
always a chance of encountering omne of
these currents, but in this latitude they tra-
vel very slowly—slow enough to make a
voyage last from ten to twelve days. Be-
sides, these currents do rot immediately
take a course that will lead them to the

NORTHERN PORTION OF EUROPE ;

their firat direction is west and north until 30
degrees or 35 degrees, then north, then” east
anﬁ finally northeast. A current above Car-
acas will travei ficat towards the Gulf of Mex

ico then enter the United States by Texas,

tween'Philadel phia and Newfoundland,cross
the Atlantic in an oblique direction and at
last reach the coast of Ireland, Sweden, or
Norway. It must not be forgotton thatin
these higher currents ot the atmosphere are
found the cyclones and I beg those who
contemplate making the voyage to think of
the terrible risks to which they expose
themselves, Certainly, it would be grand to
“describe the course of these winds that play
an imporant role in science and navigation ;
but if, as has been said, the fate of Dulgaria
is not worth!the bones of a Pomeranian gren-
adier, a hundred times more true is the
fact that the lives of three enterprising
Frenchmen are worth more than a scienti-
fic conquest,”

M. Faye is discouraging, and for that
reason I called on Capt. Jovis and asked
what he thought of the opinions of his
scientific friend. * He is right, only we
have never had any intention to start from
South America. New York is the point of
departure, decided upon temn years ago,
when our project was but a dream. Now
that our hopes are almost realized we are
in communication with the United States
Signal Service, and intend to make our
ascension at the moment when a slight
barcmetrical depression, well studied in
advance, shall pass above our station. Oar
departure may be cabled toall the Earopean
coasts, and preparations can thus be
made to receive us,” -

““And for this voyage you have a new
balloon ?”

““Yes.. Hereis the model of L’Atlantique,
the largest balloon ever constructed. It will
contain 25,000 cubic metres (a metre is 39
inches), be 36 metres in diameter and 112
metres in circumference. The balloon will
be made of a stuff manufactured especiall
for the purpose. This stuff will be coated
with a varnish, my invention. This varnish
will render the stuff absolutely impermeable,
at the same time augmenting its dynamo-

£ | metric force, So light is the varnish the bal-

loon will not weigh more than two tons and
will be furnished with a valve superior to
nnf ever before used.”

t will be remembered that Capt. Jovis
was illustrating hix explanations, and at
last he showed me the car. ¢‘This,” said
he, *‘ is constructed and managed in a spe-
cial manner. Naturally /I could not under-
take such a voy with an ordinary car,
and my sole object in the construction of
this one was to prepare Hﬂﬂlﬂthil!ﬂ’ for our
safety in case the balloon itself, ‘from omne
cause or another, shounld fall into the ocean.
The car is of osier and measures only four
meters by three meters anoc a half. On
each side are two cork bladders covered
with impermeable cloth to keep it afloat,
as 'we

MIGHT BE DROWNED IN THE WATER

that would fill the car. I have made a
double bridge, to that only our feet would
be under water. The space between the
bottom cf the car and the bridge will serve
a8 astorage room for the ballast : this is to
be amall shot instead of sand. On one side
are two cabins provided with mattresses
that may serve for life preservers. Suspend.
ed beside these cabins is a life-boat, thoro-
ughly equipped. Besides there will be
cordage, scientific instruments, and, as the
voyage will last for more than three days,
some thought must be expended upon food.
A stove surrounded by metallic plates like
the Davy lamp, will be of service in our
gastronomical arrangements ”
::Em; will the l:i:on be inflated?”

y hydrogen, use this bas an
ascensional force of 1,150 grlmg: a cubic
metre. Thus we could ascend with 54 000
pounds weight, but as our balloon-car,
travellers, etc , will weigh altogether not
more than 20,000 pounds, we are able to
¢ 34,000 pounds of ballast,”

“‘How much ballast will be needed?”

“That we have carefully calculated. The
balloon will lose daily 1,000 metres, a loss
produced by the dilation of gas. We are to
travel sixty miles an hour, and shall in all
probability be eighty-five hours en route,
consequently about 8,000 pounds of ballast
will be utilized.” '

““ What do you think of the dangers to

which you and your two aides, Lieat. Mal-
let and Paul Arene, expose your lives "

culations. In the past ten years I have made
220 ascensions and fallen in the water
twenty-nine times, twice against my will,
but twenty-seven times for the purpose of
perfecting my experiments. Once I remained
seven hours Mﬂrﬁd aid reached me, and then
my car was an ordinary one, not like that
of ‘L’ Atlantique.” We have been asked b
‘the managers of ths Expn-iﬁt:llnn of 1889 to
postpone our crossing until next

and make a sensation at the Cham d:lﬁ:fl.

, under
the direction of Capt. Jovis, one of the
most daring aeronauts, will soon undertake
an expedition destined to cast in the shade

" | th
tion to cost $40,000. The higher atmos- |11

ed voyage. Said |,

tion is from America to Earope, butitisalso | ¢}
true that in these curreats are found the | 5:

then leave the continent by some point be- | i

Y | side world. As now, all kinds of F
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‘1 have made no mistake in my cal. | *23"

Y | most ludicrous manner-

"5
; ;.;. oo
B’i’il:tngm.
inﬁiﬁiﬂ‘ﬂﬁﬁ@ Bing " perible Revenge.
b nginanfﬂ::nlf fhiin ' Montmayeur, at the foot
;:‘:::;h:h Cluprit : — cll"‘::. connected with a terrible | t}
2 be X centurcy, If judges | al
{m:h“m Offender, ]'}nt fw'"d" ﬂ;,‘h' ﬁ[mf:ni:iunnz the present
. Enowi B8 gy - By 1o adverse dects:

Then I gave m
the neat gfrn.-n tj];z&r:;t:fﬂmh

was done, and the gepy “Ogethe -
1li':hllﬂ I was visited E;tr&r:mh
displeasure, et

Whenever I ventured ity

unﬂlﬂiﬁﬁ“ remarks,
| even showed .
veranda, that uﬂ'endedmtfﬁf ::uﬁh
fly to its balustrade, and. ghrotel:
his neck, would accuse me :-.fm
able enormity, in such deep mf

for a long time, till, findi o
was not again molested, hilill'g wﬂrﬂ
appeased, and I was once more it I
to walk in the garden.

- L
Thinks Stanley is all Riggs

Writing concerning the vari
afloat about the ex ped,ii:iun of H;:gs |
ley, the London carrespondent of t;
York Sun notes that the famons exglu
Samuel Baker, says that it woald pe,
feature in Ceutral African travelling f§
ley’s party of nearly 4.0 men couldp
atafixedrate perdiemoveruntrodden:
and arrive at Albert Nyanza atanyy
mate period. The greater the nunbe
party the greater would be the difix
his advance, as it would be impessiby
tain necessary supplies and carrien
transport troubles would be excessir:
tothe swampy valleys, every depres
ing a deep morass. \When Baker hims
covered the Albert Nyanza in 1864 i
consisted of only 13 men, and wid
amall number they were starving fu
menths, and incapable of moving fr
| locality, as carriers had disappeared, (
second expedition Sir Samuel was iz
mand of the Khedive of Egypt's forces
were two years and five months wi
any communication whatever with ti

vat thﬂm-

umuﬂnt

i o 56,

val ¥

LI 'I-FEIII-

s block,
were circulated in Europe, and all wergl and
Sir Samuel is' therefore unable to s
gloomy views should predominateres
Stanley’s situation. He will bave m
auffer, es 1l those have who ventur
the unknown, but he has good cfficn
can be trusted with good men, and
all, a good supply of ammunitiod
well experienced in African tnvl
thoroughly capable of extricating !
from any difficulty. Probably som!
hostility in his rear has rendered it
sible to send m from hia
body. Meanwhile he is doubtlen @
journeying his way, with w
through bogs and enormous grad
mountains and {n dense forests, i ¢
at some future time upon Albert?
relieved of the heavier portion ol¥
plies that were intended for Emib
- il _

Musical Sands.

There are many bauks of sadi :
world which are known for the !

) to die?”

Em

other cause puts the sands iﬂlﬂﬂ
thess, in Arabia, has been desr
Lieutenant Newbold; aod mﬁ;lf-
ghanistan, is described by Colis

as follows : - P
“It is a very steep bankof ssud,

iad the 1D oy
::Eﬂ no one on the road, the
grim' and deserted, there

E - -
nhe felt strongly inclined to

- hmim. t. Might he not
Hons to & que . )
to be also favored with the President’s

% of the Tribunal, one Sieur de

staked

1" The verdict, nevertheless, was

: : him, an
i o 1 [ e b s e, o, snd e
tree's life, I ol thregtpny; wes mot MlFa:lig; was surprised
he l:mulli: d&u?:tpm‘ﬁ :im : ?;‘:in dutﬂ{ad count, and
with mock gravi : curprised by his courteous and
finished wﬁgutiadﬂgé ﬂ :hgru ll:n.1ru:|::ii | _ Mnl::nytmh]raur Was weary,
plant and throw jt dﬁimt,um:mi . of family strife, and, having
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