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STRONGER, THAN LIFE

CHAPTER V.—(CoNTINUED )

“ T cannot be conventional I” he ex-
clalms, frowning & little. *‘ Ihave my
own ldeas about cholce of subject and
manner of dea'ing with is, and I-Hhﬂ'l.!.
adopt the ldeas of no other man living.

““But your idea may not please the

ublie.”
. ¢‘Tf the public cannot understand me,

It is their own loss "

¢ And, meanwhile, you and those be-
longing to you may starve.”

HEE Fﬂ uilsnt. looking down at me—at
the gir] in the long pale gown who dares
to stand there and call not only his own
steadfastness of purpose iu question, but
the principles of his art.

“Truthpmust conquer in the end,” he
says at last. *

E"If it is backed up by deliberate, me-
chanical. matter-of-fact toil.” .

“T will work for you, Allie, if you will
only lve me the chance!” %

«‘Will you work for me, Gerard?

He bends down snd kisses my hair—
a quick passionate kiss,

Ei‘Au ‘Eug a1 there Is breath in my body,
darling.”

o Tllzmn I will tell you what I will do.”
I say gravely and deliberately, *‘On the
day that you eell a pinture for one hun-
dred pounds, if you come and ask me to
marry you, Gerard Baxter, 1 will say
IYE“ ¥

“For the sake sf the hundred pounds,
Allie ?"—smlling a little. :

“No."” 1 answer, smiling back again ;
¢ hut becanse 't will prove to me that
yon have begun to work.” L

 Yon will marry me then, Allle ¥'—
it YEH."

T won’t be long painting that ple-
ture!” he exclaims boyistly. ** My dar-
ling, do you know how happy you have
made.me?"’

He is standing close to me, his arme
round me, his dark head lowered against
my fair one, our two foolleh hearts fall
of a foolish dream never to be fulfilled.

¢ Allie " they call to me from the
other end of the room, turning thelr daz-
zled eyer from the plano and Crauford’s
long haired friend to peer into <ur sba-
dowy epace of twilight *‘Allie, come
and ring ‘ Galla Water.""”

I »ove down the room in my long dress
a faint white presence with no spot of
darker eolour abont it than the bunch of
hellotrope fastened into the eoil of filmy
lace ahont the throat. and followed by a
darker fienre which lonks like its shadow
In the faint perspective of the long sha-
doww ranm,

¢ We want you tn sine ‘ Galla Water,’
Allie. and * Liogie o’ Buchan.’”

And I pit down and s'ng them with the
careleas gaiety, the dash and insouciance
without which, Ollve D:ane tells me, I
gshoun'd not be Allie Scott. But all the
time I #m thinking of two shadowy figures
outlined sgalnst a fa'nt gold-green eky.
of a atar that *¢ flickered into red and
emersid,” nf a voice that had said ** And
you will marrv me, Allie 7" and of anoth-

er volee that had answered *‘Yes.”’
. . . . . * *

““ Your annt has come "

Such is Mary Anne's greeting to me in
the hall of No. 33, Carleton Street.

““My aunt ! What aunt {"

“Your agnt from the counntrv. She
came abont an hour ago, and was that sur-
priged to find youn had gone ont !”

““ But what bas ehe come for{ Isany-
thing wrong at home 1"

“Not a thine in the world. She says
she wrote to tell you she was coming, and
to have a room ready, because she meant
to stav,”

“ Meant to stay]” I reneat, thinking of
the unopened lettera of the morning.

“Sn ehe paya She's In the drawing-
room nnw, riving it tn the mistress,”

“Clying her what ' T ask stupidly.

“ A plece of her mind. ehe says : but I
think it's the whole of it !"” the maid-of-all
work ays, erinning. ‘‘It's all along of
the Oonnt sha ba come, I expect, She
says Mra. Waochope deceived her abont
havirg no lodgers but the Mieses Pryce

Who ean have told annt Rosa anything
about him? And whata state of mind
gl e murt have beenin before she would
dec'de to come up to town in guch a
harry |

““Aunt Roea |" I exclaim, in a tone of
the moet irnocent astonishment. *‘ My
dear aunt Rosa, T 2m ro gorry you arrived
while 1 was out."

The sentence may be smblguous ; but
aunt Rosa does not perceive {t.

‘Sosm I, she eays, when she
planted a cold kles upon my nose. “*1 ...

*not think yon came up to London to
to evening-parties.”

““ But T was wi'h the Rollestons, aunt
—perfectly respectable peonle,”

*“Homph ! And how did you come
home 7"’

¢ They sent me home in thelr carriage
—they always do."”

“1 wrote to you yesterdsy. Is there
anything the matter with the postal ar-
rangments 7"

“ Not that I know of, aunt Rosa."

““Then am I to conclude that you never
open my letters ?"”

““ T wea in a harry thismorning—break-
fast was late, and I was afraid of bhelne
late at Madame Cronhelm's. I did glance
throngh your letter ; bnt I must have
overlooked anything you sald about com-
Ing to town."”

She gays nothing to me about Mrs.
Wauchope's contraband lodger, bunt I
know, as well as if she had told me, that
gomebody has been cfficlons enoungh to
write and tell her all about him, T sus.-
pect Mrs Deane; Fut I ask aunt Rosa
no quertions, nor does she volunteer any
informaticn to-night.

*“It seems Mrs. Wauchope has no spare
room for me. In those circumstances—"

““ My dear aont Rosa, you can have my
room. I willsleep here on the sofa, and

just run in there to dress. There iz a | leave ls stopped !"

dressing-room—— Indeed perhaps I had
better have a shake-down In the dresaing-
room. if Mrs Waunchope can manage it."

“She is managing it now. I don't like
that woman, Rosalie. She hes a most
viralent tongne.”’ :

¢t She has always been civil to me, aunt
Rosa.”

‘0%, becanss you just let her do as she
pleases!| Have you been burning nothing
but Seotch coal since you came up to
town {'’

‘T have had very good fires, anntle.”

¢:1 am surprised at it, then. That coal
in the grate is nothlrg but rabbish, though
I dare say you are payiig the very high-
eat prica for it. And thetea she gave
me was execrable—perfectly «xecrable !”

““I'm not much judge of tea, aunt
Rosa,” I say yawning. “‘1hope you've
brought me up some jam from Woodhay,
thnngh. and some of onr own butter.”

¢‘T've done no euch thing, You're com-
ing home with me to-morrow—theres
been enough and to much of this folly,
and your uncle is very sorry be was ever
foolishly persuaded i~to giving his consent
to 1t.”

“ To morrow, aunt Rosa!”

“Nota day later than to-morrow.”

‘““But don't you want to see somethlng
of London, auntie "

“] want to the last of it. I'm only
sorry I didn't know what I know now
three weeka ago, and your ridiculons freak
would have come to an end a great deal
sooner. How your uncle Todhunte-
could ever have agreed ‘o such an egre-
gious !plana of folly paeses my comprehen-
slon I’

Poor aunt Rosa! If she only knew
the steed was atolen, how much leea clat-
ter she would have made in locking the
door! Inmy heart I confess she is right.
I have got into mischlef here in London
or Into what she would consider miechlef.
1£ I had never come up to Mrs. Wan-
chopa's furnished lodgings, I should pro-
bably never have met

“* That landscape-painter
W hich did win my heart from me,’

“T cannot posslbly go home to-morrow,
aunt Rosa.” 1 eay, laying aside my equir-
rel-lined cloak snd the fan which I have
been holding in my hand elnce I came In-
to the rcom. *“ 1 must tell Madame Cron
helm that T am leaving town, and 1 must
say good-bye to the Rolleston’s,”

“ You can write to them both, A note
will do just as well.”

‘* 1 shall not write. You can go home
to-morrow, and 1 will follow the next day,
if yon do not care to stay in London."

““T ghall not leave you beshind mo,,
Rogalfe,”

“ Very well, then ; you must stay til
the day after to morrow.”

*‘ But your uncle sent word by me that
yon were to come home at once.”

‘T ghall not go to-morrow,” I repeat
obstinately : and aunt Rosa ; knowing me
of old, thinks It better not to press the
point.

I muat see my boy again. This is the
idea uppermosat In my mind. * I cannot go
away without seefng him ; but how ghall
I manage it? 1 may not chance to meet
him at the Rollestons’ to-morrow ; and,
if not, ehall I be forced to go away with-
ount biiding him good-bye? I knew
this evening that our time together would
not be Jong, but I did not dream that it
would be soshort as this.

““]1 hope vou won't be very uncomfort-
able, aunt Roea. You won't find the
hair mattresa as soft as your feather-bed
at home."

‘T don't expect to be comfortable.
Tha whole place appears to me wretched
and shabby to a degree.”

““‘Itis not at all wretched, I assure yon
And I have improved greatly since I went
to Madame Cronhelm's."”

Aunt Rosa sniffs, pitting bolt upright in
the most nnenmfortable chair in the room.

“[ think I will go to bed,” rhe says
“Thet woman hae quite tired me ont.”

I light her bed-room candle with alac-
ritv, and preceda bher into the inner room.
A little camp-bed has been put up for me
In the dreesing-room ; but, before I go to
bed. and affer I have helped aunt Rosa
to unpack her night-garments, I creep
back to the dylng fire in the drawing-
room, and, eitting on the rug, lean my
chin on my palms, and think of those two
firures in that twilibt window, and of a
faollsh promise made only to ba broken,
But if he comes to me, shall I not say
“Yes"? If he keeps his share of the
agreement, shall I not keep mine? A
foolish heppy emlle curves my lips in the
dying fire-light— the lips that he has kise-
ed by the light of that great solitary even-
ing-star. Yea, I will keep my promise,
Gerard., But will you keep yours !

I po to Madame Cronhelm’s in the
morning, and after that to the Rolles-
tons’. The Rollestons are sorry I am
going awav —Ada eepeclally, Mr. Baxter
is not at Berkeley Screet, nor does any
one mention his name. I come back to
Inncheon at Carleton Street, though the
Rollestons try hard to keep me, and
have just finished that long-delayed meal
when Mary Anne comes in with a card in
her grimy hand, which she proffers to
me.

““ Who I8 it 7" aunt Rosa azks suspi-
ciously.

* The gentleman mnp-stairs,” Mary
Arnne answersa, with msalicious enjoyment
In elther squinting eye.

“Who 7’ aunt Rosa exclaims, letting
her knitting fall into her lap in the ex-
tremity of her amazement.

‘“ Ask Mr. Baxter to walk In,” I say

r

guietly. ** Aunt Rosa, this is my friend
Mr. Baxter. Mr, Baxter—Miss Her-
rick."

Gerard Baxter bows,aunt Roea inclines
her head stifily, her eyes blazing through
her epectacles like the eyes of her own
cat Muff when he s vexed.

‘* 1 was rorry to hear that you were go-
ing away, Gerard Baxter says, as he sinks
into a chalr beside me.

‘““Yes,” I answer, laughing, *‘' My

il =

Aunt Roea 18 rather deaf., Unless we
speak in a kind of raised, sustained tone,
she can hear very little of what we say ;
and [ do not think it necessary to do this
—all the time.

‘T had a great deal of assurance to ven-
ture to call on you, hadr't 171’ Gerard
eays. emlllirg.

s [ gshould have been sorry not to have
wished you good-bye.”

““ Allie, may I write to you pometimes 7’

““Oh, no ; I think not |" I anawer hur-
riedly. 1 could not esnawer your let-
ters.”’

““ But how am I to live wlthout either
seeing or hearing from you 7"

“ You muost work,” 1 eay, smilling a
little ; but there are tears in my eyes,

“T intend to work. I have been wild
enongh, Allie—yon don't know how
much of the Bohemian there is in me—
but the thought of you will steady me,
darling ;: while I love you I shall hate
everything 1 know you would not like."

Something in the admission, frank as it
la, saddens me. Is hislove for me really
oreat enoogh to werk such a change in
him as thia? If he forgeta me, will he
not relapse into his old idle waya, and
be sorry, and so despalr of ever doing any
good 1

¢ Gerard, will you promise to let me
know the day that you forget me "

“ Forget you, Allie !"”

““ If youn do forget me, promise to tell
me 80 ab once.”

“ I do promise ; but that day will nev-
er come, darling. 1 have never loved
any woman but you, Allie, and I never
shall.”

Aunt Rosa glowers upon us, speech-
less with wrath and Indignation. What
are we whispering about, the foreign-
looking, shabby, unabashed young man
and I7 We make the conversation more
general after this; and in about twenty
minutes Gerard gets up to go.

““Gond-bye !" he says, holding out
his hand to me, having sald good-bye to
aunt Rosa. ‘‘Itis hard that we can’t
have any better good-bye than this, Allie,
ien't it 7"

My eyes are full of foolish tears, so fall
that I am afraid they will flow over and
attract aunt Rosa’s attention, But aunt
Rosaa is not lookine at me.

“ Good-bye | "' I eacho mechanically.

And 8o he leaves me. and returns to
his studin and, his unfinished pictures
while T pack away a few tears into my
portmantean —the firat I have shed saince
I was a child.

CHAPTER VI.

““ We'l, Allie. the more I look at yon,
the more I think you the most extraor-
dinary girl in the world |"

““ Extraordinary, Olive 7

“ To think you coul? have been satiafi-
ed with Jhosa wretchod old rooms in Carl-
eton Street when you had such a home
as this 1"

“ T was very happy in Carleton Street,
| answer dreamily,

‘“ Happy | Because
there."

““ And I was not a bit obliged to your
mother for bringing aunt Rosa down up-
on me "’

“ Bui mamma did not like your being
‘hera alone, Allie.”

““ What nonsense | I am mv own mis-
tress. Olive. and can do as T like.”

““ Not till to-morrow, my dear,’”’ Ollve
langhs  After to-morrow, you can please
yourself."

““ And I mean to do it. 1 asaure yon.”

Weare walking from the vicirage to
Woodhay—It ls only & few minutes* walk
through the wood. It is June weather—
exquisite weather ; all my woods are a
myatic tangle of green leaf and shadow
and golden-drooping eunshlne, all my
meadows are bloomy purple, * sighing
for the scythe.” Between Woodhay and
the Vicaragze there runs a little roshing
brook, and beyond the bronk, on my side
of it, a hundred feet of Woodland rnns
up steeply, with a wealth of overhanging
ferns and tangled follage throwing their
shadow far across the shadowy ecombe.
It is up this southern elope that we are
winding by n steep path overhung with
woodland tangle of woodbine and black-
berry bramble, with a thoneand tiny ferna
and velvet mossas langhing at ns from
the oravice of every lichen-spotted rock.

*““*Po you ever think of that boy of
yours, Allie i’ Ollve asks, as we climb
the wooded steep together, bathed in al-
ternate streaks of run and shadow.

“ Think of him 1" 1 repeat Inanely.

““You used to be great friends, you
know, thongh I think you have forgotten
him. Jack Rolleston used to chaff him
about yon—Jack thonght he really cared
awfually for you, Allie, joking apart.”

‘““Jack Rolleston is a great fool,
Olive ! "

““ Oh. well, I know Jack hasn't much
gense | But you know that time Jack
came down to Brighton for Poppy'a wed-
ding, he said Gerard Baxter was working
himself into skin and bone, and had
grown quite steady, and meant to make
a name for himgelf.”

“* Yea, so you told me,” I remark care-
lesaly, thcugh remembering allabout it at
least as well as Olive does,

‘‘Bat he has fallen off since then,” Ollve
says, shaking ber blond head. ** Poor
fellow, I think ha met with some dlsap-
pointment about his picture—he was ob-
liged to sell it or something, and they only
gave him elghty for it, whereas Jack eaid
he valued It at over a hundred, and it
would not have been a penny too much.”

A little sharp pain rons throogh my
heart like a knife. This was what I had
dreaded—this reactlon after possible dis-
appointment.

“I am gure you feel sorry for him,
Allie." Olive says, looking at me.

““ We nsed to call him yoor handsome
sweetheart, yon know—poor boy, he used
to follow yon about like your shadow !”

“ You speak of him as if he were dead,
Olive,"” I say a little sharply.

““] am afraid he s going to the bad,
and that ls worse,” Olive observes sober-

that boy was

_ S

ly. “I met Jack Rolleston the other
evening, and he told me he hardly ever
saw (Gerard Baxter now, that he never
came to Berkeley street, and that he was
afraid he had got into a very wild set,
and was g ing down hill as fast as he
could."”

Olive ‘s preceding me up the steep path,
and has enough to do to maintain her
footing, withont tarning her head to look
at me., I am glad of it. If she had look-
ed at me, she must have noticed the ex-
ceeding whiteness of my face.

“‘Tt{s a great pity, you know,” she
went on—0live likes to hear herself talk.

‘“ He is .0 young, and so remarkably
good-looking | Katie Rolleston told me
—vyon know she came down to Brighton
the day before I left—that he passed her
in Regent Street the other day, and 1t
quite made her heart ache to see how
shabby he was. She sald she would have
spoken to him, even in such a seedy coat ;
but he passed by without looking at her.
I soppose he knew he was rather a dis-
reputable-looking figure to be seen apeak-
ing to any lady in the street.”

*“ Ts he still lodglng In Carleton
Street 1"

““T do not know., Jack knows very
little about him. He says he doesn’t
like to seem as if he were prying into hls
affsirs, and he ls such a proud fellow,
Jack saya it would be as much as his life
Is worth to ofler him a good luncheon at a
restaurant and that he would be sure to
guess it was because he looked half-starv-
Ed‘l‘l

 Does he look like that 7' I sak infin-
itely distressed.

‘* Well, he lorks very thin,” Ollve says,
langhing a little. ** leay, Allie, they
are pob'ing ap triumphal arches here ; did
you know that "

‘‘ T heard *hey Intended dolng It. We
will come round by the garden, Olive.
I don’t wanh them to surround us like a
awarm of bees.”

Turning from the glimpse of the lawn
and carriage.-drive, seen between the
stems of the walnut-trees, I open a little
gate leading into a long straight walk wall-
ed by tall, green, fragrant hedges of box
and yew.

‘“ Don't you mean to let them see you,
Allie 7"

“* Not to-day, If I can help it. 1 shall
have enough and too much of that to-mor-
row.”

““ My dear you talk as If coming of age
were a grievance |"”

““ Tt is a nulsance to me, Olive.”

““ You will tell me that Woodhay is a
nualsance to you next | ”

“* Oh, no : I should not care to glve up
Woodhay | "

¢ should think not |" Ollive laughs,
ar we pass from the cool secluded green
walk, through a tall archway cut in the
hedge, and find ourselves in a blazs of
sunshine and scarlet geranium, and
brown velvet calceolaria, and blue lobelia,
and a hundred other radiant blossoms.

¢¢ Allie, when are yoz coming to live
here at Woodhay 1’

“ To live here 1'' I repeat absently, my
oyes on the gilded weather-vane which
twinkles like a star on the point of my
quaint red-brick gable.

¢ You have done nothing but echo me
since we left the Vicarage! When are
you golng to take up your abode here in
your own manor of Woodhay 1"

“J don't know. Not till uncle Tod is
too old to do dnty, probably. He will
never leave the Vicarage till then."

¢ But can't you live here without your
uncle Tod "

““ By myself, Olive "’

“ You could get lots of nice elderly
ladles to come and live with youn.”

T think one would be enongh
say, shrugging my shouldera.

“‘Of course I mean one—at a time.
Why wouldn't your aunt Rosa come and
live with you here '’

(TO BE CONTINUED., )

—e—— e A A B R

Who the Turkomans Are.

The Turkomans are a nomadic people
occupying Armenia and the centre of
Asia Minor, and cur knowledge of them
has recently been increased by the narra-
tive of a Russian traveller, whose book is
published In St. Petersburg.

Proverbs are a good index to the charac-
ter of anation, and that of the Turko-
mans, by the light of the following say-
ings, ia certalnly formidable :

“‘He who has seized the hilt ofhis sword
does not wait for & pretext.”

“A monnted Turkoman knowas neither
father nor mother.”

“‘Where there ls a town there are no
wolves ; where there are Turkomans there
Is no peace.

“‘No Persian crosses the Atreck, except
with a rope round his neck."’

“‘The Turkoman needs not the shade
of trees nor the protection of laws,”

It is needless to add that people with
such proverbsare not always agreeable
neighbors. The Turkomans have no
towns worthy of the name. Even Merv,
the (Queen of the World, as it i called, ia
but a clonglomeration of hats, and is more
an agricultural district than what we
are usually accustomed tocall a town.

The inhabitants of these townless
steppes live in carts, each cart containing
a family, and lead a wandering life some-
what like that of our own gypsies, only
incomparably more romantic. Their wo-
men are industrious, possess much more
independence than Mohammedan women
of other nations, and wear no vells, The
men are not smartin appearance and
their national costume does not approach
the splendor of the Circassian dress, or
even that of the Cossacks.

e
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Read by a good light, The light shoulé
come from the side. Do not read when
fatigned or when recovering from illness
and do not read while lying down. Kest
the eyes occasionally while using them.
Read good print, and do not stoop while
reading. Use properglasses, avoid alcohol
and tobacer, and take exerclse in the open

L alr,

" The Weorld's Diamond ¥

The diamond mines of G
long been exhausted and ar
more than a myth. The minas
only furnish the world with dia a of
second quality, worth about $250 000
per annum. As nearly eviry civilized
woman evea of ordinary means, hada
diamond, and as it ia the cherished
ambitlon and dstermination of every
other civilizad woman who has no dia-
monda to obtain one before she dies. an
deteils concerning the market which i=,
satiafying female loxury will be ofin*rreet
Ita location Is at Kimberly, in South
Africa, and how extensively this new
town Is engaged in eupplying these
glittering adornments for when it is
known that in fifteen vears it has export-
ed diamonds in the rough to the value
of $200,000 000 which, with the cost of
cutting,” setting, and gelling, represent
$5600 000,000 taken from the pockets uf
consumers. To prodace its annual cro
the native population of Kimberly is
paid over $5,000 000 in wages,

A letter in the London Times from the
diamond fields gives us somae interesting
particulars of the business The discovery
of these shining gems reminds one of
the Indian in Brazil who firat found one
of them in the roots of a shrub he had
pulled up and took home as a play-
thing for his children. A Boer girl 1n
1876 found the firat dlamond, aleo in the
roots of a tree, and human nature having
ita weak side in that rude section of the
world as well as in London, Paris, and
New York, she adorned herself with it
and made a sensation among the kraals
of Boer society. It did not take long for
the news to spread. The great grassy
plains where the gem was found was
soon covered with prospectors, armed
with plcks and spades, every man for
himself, After the yellow surface soil
had been exhausted a blue soil was found
which was still richer in diamonds. This
blue soil was observed to exist in large
circular deposits, which geology soon
defined as theremnants of mud volcanoes,
A regular community began to centre
about the locallty, and the original land-
owners, private Individuala, corporations,
and even Governments commenced
eqnabbling over the claims, which at last
necessitated the organization of com-
panles for mutoal defence, and now the
whole diamond area is worked by these
companles with elaborate machinery.
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Soldiers of Fortune.

The key-note to the constitation of that
group of devoted adherents who have
coma to be designated as the ‘‘ Wolseley
gang. "’ writes Archibald Forbes in Eng-
lish Illustrated Msgsazine for May, I take
to be its completeness for the functions
which it has to preform as a compoasite
whole. In each of ita constituent elementa
its compounder,—if I may use the ex-
pression,—has discerned some apecific
attribnte, of which, when the occasion
calls it into requisition, he shall take as-
tute and parposeful avail. As a whole,
then, it is fotus, feres algue rotundus, an
engine eftectively adapted to a wlde
rangs of potentlal uses. The individual
unita of that whole do not strike one as
by any means, one and all, men of ex-

ceptional general military ability. Some

of them, indeed, may be called dull men.

But never a one of them bat has his spe-
ciality. One has a genias for prompt or-
ganizition ; another a rare faculty for ad-
minlstration. A third has a winnlng
manner and a good address, a fourth is
the secout of scouts. You may wonder
what Wolseley can see in so-and-so that
he has them always with him. Watch
events long enough, and time will farnish
youwith the answer., This man, perhaps
of no great account for ordinary purposes,
has a strange gift, when there is doubt
in regard to some line of action, of de-

fining the right course in a single rugged,
trenchant, pithy eentence that carries
conviction ; him, ona may see, Wolseley
keeps just to help him to make up his
mind. This other man has seemingly no
attribute at all, save inertness, a love for
gszing on the wine when it is red, and the
cultlvation of strong language. But he
too has his gift. Arrange for him a plan
of attack, set every tuing In order, tell
him that all is reidy, and that he may go
to work., Then you can dlscern for what
Wolseley has enrolled him in the gang.
Heo draws hls sword, he lets a roar out of
him fit to wake the dead ; he becomes a
veritable gun of battle—a lambert thun-
derbolt of war ; he radiates from him the
mysterions, irresistible magnetism that
inspires men to follow him, aye, to use
the rough soldier phraze, ‘‘through hell
and ont at the farther side.” The deed
done, the conqueror wipes and sheathes
his sword, mops his forehead, sighs for a
blg drink, and is consplcuous no more
till he shall be wanted again.

Running Down a Man-Eating
Tiger.

A raillway survey is being carried on
through the North Cachar Hills in Assam
and among other difficulties it encountera
{s the number of man-eating tigers which
Infest the distriet. A few weeks ago Mr.
Lodder, the assistant englneer, waa
setting ont throngh the jungie to work In
the early morning with a party of nine
men when a tiger suddenly sprang for-
ward, zelzed one of the Goorkhas by the
throat, and was off iIn an instant. Mr.
Lodder, armed onlv with a hatchet, ab
once gave chase, three of his men joined
him, and following along the trail, plainly
marked by blood and bits of the man's
clothes, they ran the beast so closze that
after a mile and a half he was compelled
to drop his vietim. What waa left of the
dead body was tied to a bamboo, and the
little party pushed back with their burden.
Every Engllsh sportsman shoots tigers
nowadays ; but there are probably few
who, like Mr, Lodder, have run a man-
eating tiger down and robbed him of
his prey.




