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CHATER XXVIIL—(CoxTiNuen,)

¢ Read me Gambetta,” Winifred said with
quiet imperiousness. “‘ I'll see if [ like that
any better than all this foolish maundering
Philosophy.” _

Hugh turned over his papers for the piece
“by request,” and after some searchin
among quires and sheets, came at last upon
a clean written ocopy of his imwmortul
threnody. Ho began reading ous the lu-

brious linee in & sufficiently grandiose and
sepulchral voice, Winifred lictened with
oarelecs attention, as to a matter little |
worthy her sublime consideration. Hugh
cleared his throat and rang ous wagallo-
quently :

#She gits onoe mors upon her ancient throne,

The fair republic of our steadiasy vowa 3

A Phrygian bonnet binds her queenly

browns :

K shadow of a gourd he had sacrificed his own

he anaweredlquictly, as unabashed as possible,

Athwart her neok her knotted hair is blown. |
A hurndred cities nestle in her lap,

Girt round their etately locks with mural ' ing of getting it up a little,”

CTOWDS :
The foldm of her imperial robe enwrap

A thousand lesasr towns.”

¢“Maural orowns” is good,” Winifred mur-
mured satiricslly ; ‘it reminds one so vividly
of the stone statues in the Place de la Con-
corde."”

Hugh took ne notice of her intercalary
crificism. He went on with ten or twelve
sbanese more of the same bombastic, would-
be subllms character, and wound up at last
in thundercus tones with a prophetie out-
burst as to the imagined career of soms
future Gambstta—himself possibly :

¢ He still shall gnide us tcward the distant
oal ;

Galnfwith unerring tact our weak alarms :

Train all our youth in scill of manly

Arma,

And kait our sires in unity of soml:
Till bursting iron bars and gates of brass

Our own Republic stretch her arms agaia
Lo raiss the woeping daughters of Alsace,

And lead thes home, Lorraine.

“ Well, what do you think ot tdal, Win-
nie ?"” he asked at last triumphantly, with
the airof a man who has trotied out his
beat wer-horse for public inepection, and has
no fear of the effect he is producing,

* Think " Winifred answered. ‘‘Why,
I think, Hugh, that if Swinburne had never
written his Ode to Vietor Hugo, wou wonld
never have written that Funeral March for
your precious (zambetta,”

Hugh bit his lip in bitter silence. The
criticism was many times worze than harsh ;
it wastrue ; 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 long pause, ‘“ you think those
other lines good, don’t you I—

And when like some fieroce whirlwind
through the land,

The wrathful Teuton swept, he only dared
To hope and act when every heart and hand,

But his alone, despaired.”

““My dear Hugh,” Winifred answered
candidly, ** don’t you see In your own heart
that all this sort of thing may be very well
in its own way, but it isn't original—it isn’t
inspiration ; it fen't the true sscred fire:
it's ouly an echo. Echoes do admirably for
the yonng beginner ; but in a man of your
age—for you are getting on now—we expect
something native and idosyncratic.—I think
Mr. Hatherley called it idiosyncratic,—Yon
know Mr. Hatherlsy said to me ence youn
wovld never be a poet. You have too good
a memory. ‘‘\Whenever Massinger aics
down at his desk to write about anything,”
he said in his qulet way, ‘*he remembers
such a perfect flood of excellent things other

ple have written about the same subject,
that be's absolutely incapable of origia-
ality.” And the more I see of your postry,
dear, the more do I see that Mr Hatherley
was right—right beyond queation. You're
clever enough, but you know you're not
original."”

Hugh answered her never a single word.
To such a knock-down blow as that, any
answer at all is olearly Impossible. He only
muttered scmething very low to himself
about casting one's pearls before some orea-
ture imaudible,

Presently, Winifred spoke again, * Let's
go out,"” she sald, rising from the sofa, ** and
8it by the sea on the roots of the poplar.”

At the word, Hugh flung down the mann-
script in a heap on the ground with a strong-
er expression than Winifred had ever before
heard fall from hia lips, *““I hate the
poplar " he said angrily; ““I detest the
poplar ! I won’t have the poplar ! Nothing
]T e::u-th will induce me to si% by the pop-

ap !

““How cross you are !"” Winifred cried
with a frown. ** You jump at me as if you'd
snap my head off ! And all just because I
didn't like your versese.—Very well then ;
I'll go and &iv there alone.—] can amuse
myself, fortunately, without your help. I've
got Mr. Hatherley's clever article in this
month's Jontemporary,

That evening, ns th'nca\: sat together silently
in the drawing room, Winifred engaged in the
feminineamusementofoasting admiring glan-
ces/at her own walls, and Hugh poring over a
gerions-looking book, T‘i:IniirEd ﬁlnumd over
him suddenly with a sigh, and murmured
half aloud : ** After all, really [ don't think
much of i&.”

“ Much ot what? Hugh asked, still
bending over the book he was anxionsly con-
sulting,

L Vghy, of that gourd I brought home
from town ;aat-ardﬂgn You know Mrs,
Walpole's got a gourd in her drawing-room ;
and every time gI weant into the vicarage [
eaid to myself: **Oh, how lovely it is|
How exquisite! How foreign-looking 1 If
only I had a gonrd like that, now, I think life
would bs really endurable. It gives the
last touch of art to the picture. Our new
drawing-room would look just perfection
with such a gourd as hers to finish the wall
with,” Well, I saw the exact counterpart
of that very gourd the day before yesterday
at a shop in Bond street. " I bought it, and
brought it home with exceeding great joy, I
thought I should then be quite happy. 1
hung it up on the wall to try, this
morning. And sitting here all evening
looking at it with my head first on one side
and then on the other, I've said to myself a
thousand times over : ‘ It doesn’t look one

| I'll order them down from London to-mor-

i

got 16, than 1 was before I had a gourd of
my own at all o look at.” "

Huogh groaned. The unconscieus allegory
waa far tuo obvious in its application not to
sink into the very deptha of his soul. He
turned back to his book, and sighed inward-
ly to think for what a feeble, unsatisfactory

life —not to epeak of Winifred's and Elsie’s.

By and by Winifred rose and crossed the
room. ** What's that you're studying so
intantly 1 she asked, with a suspicious
glance at the book in his finge. s.

Hugh hesitated, and seemed half inclined
for A moment o shus the book with a bang
and hide it away from her. Then he made
up hia mind =ith a fresh resolve to bregen it
ous. ‘‘ Gordon's Electricity and Magnetism,”

holding the volume half-closed with his fore,,
finger at the page he had just hunted up-
**1'm—I"m interested at present to some ex-
tens in the subject of electricity. I'm think-

inifred took the book from hie hand,
wondering, with a masterful air of perfect
authority. He yielded like a lamb. On im-
material questions it was hispolicy not to re.
sisther. She turned tothepagewherehisfinger
had rested and ran it down lightly with her
quick eye. The key-words showed in some
degree a% what it was driving : ** Franklin's
Experiment "—** Means of Collection”—
“Theory of Lightning Rods”—** Ruhm-
korff'as Coils”"—** Drawing dewn Electrio
Discharges from the Clouds.”—Why, what
wasg all this * She surned round inquiringly.
Hugh shufiled in an unensy way in his chair.,
The husband who shuffies betrays his cause.
*“ We muet put np conductors, Winnie,” he
said hesitatingly, with a hot face, ** to pro-
tect thoee new gables at the east wing.—
I''s dangerous to leave the house so exposed,

row.”’
““Coaductors ! Fiddlesticks ' Winilred
answered im a breath, with wifely promp-

titude, ‘*“ Lightning never hurt the
houge yet, and it's nod going to begin
hurting it mnow, just because an Im-

mortal Poet with a fad for electrieity has
come to live and compose at Whitestrand.
If anything, it ought to go the other way.
Barde, you know, are exempt from thunder-
bolts. Didn't you read me the lines your-
self, ‘God’'s lightnings spared, they said,
Alone the holier head, Whose laurels
ecreened it," or something to that effect?
FYou're all right, you see, Poets can never
get struck, I fancy.”

‘“But * Mr. Hatherley said to me ence yon
would never be a poet,”” Hugh repeated
with a smile, exactly mimicking, Winifred's
querulous little voise and mnnner, ** Aam
own wife doesn’t consider me a poet, Wini-
fred, I shall venture to do as I like myself
about my private property.”

Winifred took up a bedroom candle and
lighted it quietly without a word. Then she
went up 1o muse in her own hedroom over
her new gourd and other disillusionments.

As soon as she was gone, Hugh rose from
his chair and walked slowly into his own
study, Gordon's ** Electricity ” was still in
his hend, and his finger pointed to that in-
criminating passage. He sat down at the
sloping desk and wrote a shors note to a
well-known firm of ecientific inetrument
makers whose address he had copied a week
before from the advertisement sheet of
* Nature.”

WHITESTEAXD HALL,
AILMUDHAM, SUFFOLK,

GENTLEMEN— Please forward me to the
above address, at your earliest convenience,
our most powerful form of Ruhmkorff
fnducbinn 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, HugH MAsSsINGER,

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 face, as tall and gaunt
and immovable as ever. On its roots, a wo-
man in & white dress was atandinﬁ. looking
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. Oune se-
cond, the sight sent a shiver! throdgh his
frame, then he laughed to himself, the next,
for his groundless terror. How childish !
How infantile! It was the gardner’s wife,
in her light print frock, looking out to sea
for her boy's smack, overdue, no doubt—for
Charlie was a fisherman.—But it was intol-
erable that he, the Squire of Whitestrand,
should be subjected to such horrible turns as
these.—He shook his fist angrily at the offend-
ing tree. ** You shallpay for it, my friend,”
he muttered low Yut hoarse between hia
clenched teeth. You shan't have many
more chances of frightening me |”

CHAPTER XXIX.—Aocipexrs Wrinr, Har-

EEX,

During the whole of the next week, the
Squire and a strange artisan, whom he had
specially imported by rail from London,
went much about together by day and night
throngh the grounds at Whitestrand.
A certain air of mystery hung over
their joint proceedings. Thestrange artisan
was a skilled workman in the engineering
line, ko told the people at the Fiskerman's
Rest, where he had taken a bed for his stay
in the vilage ; and indeed sundry books in
hiz kit bore out the statement—weird books
of a ecientific and diagrammatic character,
chokeful of formula in Greek lettering,
which seemed not unlikely to ba connected
with hydrostatics, dynamics, trigonometry,
and mechanics, or any other equally abstruse
and uncanny subject, not wholly alien to
necromancy and witcherafs. It was held at
Whitestrand by those best able to form an
opinion in ‘such dark gquestions, that the
new importation was ‘‘ summat in the elec-
tric way ;" and it was certainly matter
of plain fact, patent to all observers equally,
that he did in very truth fix up an elaborate
lightaing.-conductor of the latest pattern to
the newly thrown-out gable-end at what had
once been Elsie's window. It was Elsie's]
window still to Hugh : let him twist it and
turn it and alter it as he would, he feared it
would mnever, never cease to be Elsie's

bit like Mrs. Walpole's. After all, I don’t
knov that I'm €0 much happier, now I've

window, |
But in the domain at large, the intelligent

artisan with the engineering air, who was
surmised to be ‘‘summas in the electric
way," carefully examined, under Hugl'
directions, many parts of the grounds o
Whitestrand. Squire was going to lay out
ths garden and terrace afresn, the servancs
conjectured in their own sociesy : one or two
of them, exceedingly modern in their views,
even opined in an off hand fashion that he
mustbe bent on layingelectric lights on. Con-
servative in most thinga to the backbone, the
servants bestowed the meed of their hearty
approval on the electric light : it saves so
in .rimming and cleaning. Lamps are the
bugbear of big country houses : electricity,
on the other hand, needs no tending. [t
was near the poplar that Squire was going
to put his installation, as they call the ar-
rangement in our laitur day jargon : and he
was going to drive it, rumour remarked, by
a tidal outfall. What a tidal ontfall might
be, or how it could work in lighting the Hall,
nobody knew : but the inrtelligent artisan
had let the words drop casually in the course
of conversation ; and the Fihkerman's Jest
snapped them up at once, and retailed them
freely with profound gusto to all after-com-
ers.

Still, it was a curious fact in its own wav
thatthe installationappeared to progressmost
easily when nobody happened tobelookingon,
and that the skilled workman in the en-
gineering line generally stood with his hands
in his pockets, svrveying his handicraft
with languid interest, whenever anybody
from the village or the Hall lounged up by
his side to inepect or wonder at it.

More curious still was another small fact,
known to nobody but the skilled workman
w propria persona, that four small caska of
petroleum from a London etore were stowed
away, by Hogh Massinger’s orders, under
the very roots of the big poplar : and that
by their side lay a queer apparatus, con-
nected apparently in sorie romote way with
eleotrio lighting.

The Squire himsell, Lowever, made
no secret of his own personal and
private intentions to the London work-
man. He paid the man well, and he
exacted silence. That was all. But he
explained precisely in plain terms what it
waa that he wanted done. The tree was an
eyesore to him, he said, with his usual frank
ness—Hugh was always frank whenever
puaaible—ﬁ)ut hi3 wife, for sentimental rea.
sons, had a alpecia.l fancy for it. He wanted
to get rid of it, therefore, in the least ob.
trasive way he could easily manage. This
was the least obtrusive way. So this was
what he required done with it. The London
workmannodded his head, pocketed his pay,
looked unconcerred, and held his tongue
with trained fidelity. It was none of his
business to pry into any employer's motives.
Knough for him to take his orders and to
carry them out faithfully to the very letter.
The job waa odd : an odd job is always in-
teresiing. He hoped the experiment might
prove successful.

The Whitestrand labourers, who passed
by the poplar and the London WOorKkman,
sime and again, with a jerky nod and thelr
pipes turned downward, never noticed a
certain elender unobtrusive copper wire
which the strange artisun fastened one
evening, in the gray dusk, right up the
stem and boles of the big trees to a round
knob on the very summic, The wire, how-
ever, as lts fixer knew, ran down to a large
deal box well buried in the ground, whick
bore outside a green label, “ Ruhmkorff
Induction Coil, E liott's Patent.” The wire
and coil terminated in a pila close to the
four full petroleum barrcla. When the
London workman had gecurely laid the entire
apparatus, undisturbed by loungers, he
reported adversely, with great selemnity,
on the tidal outtall and electric light
scheme to Hugh Massinger. No sufficient
power for the purpose existed in the river.
This adverse repnit was orally delivered
In the front vestibule of Whitestrand Hall ;
and it was also delivered with sedulous care
—a8 perorders received—in Mra.!Massinger’s
own presence. ‘When the London workman
went out agaln after making his carefully
worded statement, he wentout clinkine a
coin ot the realm or two in his trousers’
pocket, and with his tonpue stuck, some-
what unbecomingly, in his right cheek, as
who should pride himself on the successful
outwitting of an innocent fallow-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 rejoicing, that the
Bquire of Whitestrand mast be very well
held in hand indeed by that small pale lady,
if be had to take se many cunning precau-
tions in seoret beforohand when he wanted
%o ges rid of a single tree that offended his
eye in his own gardens.

The plot was all well laid now. Hugh
had noshing further left to do but to possess
his soul In patience against the next thun
derstorm. He had not very long to wait,
Before the month was out, a thunderstorm
did indeed burstin full force over White-
strand and its neighbourhood —one of those
terrible and destructive east-coast, electric
displays which invarfably leave their broad
mark ﬁehind them. For along the low, flat,
monotonous Kast Anglian shore, where hilla
are unknown and big trees rare, the light-
ning almost Inevitably singles out for its
onslaught eome aspiring piece of man's
handiwork—eome church steeple, some
castle keep, the iurrets on some tall and
isolated manor-house, the vane above some
aneient castellated gateway.

The reason fer this is not far to seek. In
hilly countries the hills and trees act as
natural lightning- conductors, or rather as
decoys to lgil.'ﬂ.‘i'i" agide 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 ia flat
and low-lying, human architecture forms for
the most part the one salient pointin the
landscape for lightning to attack : ever
church or tower with its battlements a.uﬁ
lanterns stands in the place of polished knobs
on an electric machine, and draws down up
on itself with unerring certainty the des
tructive bolt from the over-charged clouds.
Owing to tlis cause, the thunder-storms of
East Anglin are the most apalling and des-

tructive in their concrete recsuoits of
any in England. The laden clouds,
big with electric energy, g low

and dark above one's very head, and let |

loose their . accumulated store of vivid
flashes in the exaot midst of towns and
villages.

This particvlar thunderstorm, as chance
would have it, came late at night, after
three sultry days of close weather, when

big black masses were just beginning to |
ather in vast battalions over the German |

eara, A pale light to westward, in the

djrmtiun of Snade, attracted, as he read,
his passing attention. “By Jove!” he
cried, rising with a yawn from his chair,
euil laying down the manusgerips of ‘A Life's
Prilosophy” which ho was languidly correc-
Unoyg tn 118 later atarzas, ‘‘thac's something
like lightning, Winifred ! Over Stade Way,
apperently. T wonder if iv's going to drifg
owards us?—Whew—what a clap ! It's
precious near. I expect we shall catoh it
ourselves ehortly.”

The clonds rolied wp with extraordinary
rapidity, and the clips caina fast and thick
and nearer. Winifred cowered down on the
acla In terror. She dreaded thunder ; but
she was too proud to confess what she wonld
nevertheless huve given worlds to do—hide
her frightened little head with soba and tears
in its old place npon Hugh's shoulder. **It's
coming this way, " she cried nervously after
& whiie, **That last flash must have been
awfully near ne,”

Even as she spoke, a terrific volley seemed
to burst all at onoe right over their heads aud
shake the hounse with its irresistible majesty,
Winifred burled her face deep in the cush.
tons. ‘O Hugh,"” she cried in a terrifiod
tone, ** this is awful—awful 1"

Much as he longed to look out of the win-
dow, Hugh could not resist that nnspcken
“Ppeal. He drew up the blind hastily to its
full helght, so that he might see out to
watch the sucoess of his dwp-hiul.etratagum '
then he hurried over with real tenderncss to
Winifred's side. He drew his arm round
her and sorshed her with his bhand, and iaid
her poor throbbing aching head with a lov-
er's caress upon his own broad bosom,
Winlfred nessled close to him with a sigh of
relief. The nearness of danger, real or im-
aglned, rouses all the most ingrained and
profound of our virile feelings. The instinct
of protection for tha woman and the child
comes over even bad men at such moments
of _doubt with irresistible might and
majesty. Small differences or tiffs sre
forgotten and forgiven: the woman clings
naturally in her feminine weakness to
the strong man in his Primary aspect as
comforter and protector. Between Hugh
snd Wiaifred the estrangemens as yet was
but wague and unacknowledged. Had i
yawned {ar wider, had it annk far de«per,
the awe and terror of that supreme momens
would amply have sufficed to bridge it over,
at least while the orgy of the thunderstorm
lasterd,

For next instant & sheet of ligunid flame
seemed o surround and engulf the whole
house at once in its white embrace, The
world became for the twinkling of a eyen
one surging flood of vivid fire, one roar and
crash and sea of dealening tumult. Wini-
tred buried her face deeper thun ever on
Hugh'’s shoulder, and put up both her emall
hands to her tingling eurs, to crush if possible
the hideous roar out. But the light and sound
seemed to penetrate everything: she was
aware of them keenly through her very
bones and nerves and marrow: her entire
being appeared as if pervaded aad over-
whelmed with the horror of the lightning,
In another moment all was over, and she
was conscious only of an abiding awe, a
deep-seated afterglow of alarm and terror.
Bu; Hugh had started up from the sofa now,
both hig hande clasped hard 1n front of his
breast, and was gamng wildly out of she
big bow-window, and Lifting up his voice in
a paroxyem of excitement, *“It's hit the
poplar I he cried. ““Its his she poplar |
[t muost bé terribly near, Winnia! It's his
the poplar 1”7

Winifred opened her eyes with an effort,
and eaw him standing there, asif spellbound,
by the window. She dared not get up and
come any neaver the front of the room, but,
raising her eyes, she saw from where she sat,
ot rather crouched, that the poplar stood cut,
one living maes of rampant flame, a flaring
beacon, from top to bottom. The petroleam,
tgnited and raised to flashing-point by the
fire which the indaction cvil had drawn
down from heaven, gave off its blazing vaponr
in huge rolling sheets and forked tongues of
flame, which licked up the cracklingbranches
of thedry old tree from base to summit like so
mnch touchwood. The poplar rose now ona
#solid column of crimson fire. The red glcw
deepened and widened from moment to
moment, KEven the drenching rain that
followed the thunder-clap seemed powerless
to check that frantic onslaught. The fire
leaped and danced through tha tall straight
boughs with mad exultation, hissing
out its defiance to the big roun
drops which burst off into tiny bulls of steam
before they could reach the red hot trunk
and snapping branches. Eyen left to itself,
the poplar, once ignited, would have burnt
to the ground with startling rapidity : for its
core waa dry and light as tinder, ita vvood was
eaten through by innumerable worm-holes,
and the hollow oentre of mouldering dry-.ros,
where children had loved to play at Hide-
and-seek, acted now like a roaring chimney
flue, with the fierce draught that carried up
the circling eddies of smoke and flame in mad
eareer to the topmost branches, But the
fumes of the petrolenm, rendered instan:l
gaseous by the electric heat, made the warg
of destruction still more instantaneous, ter-
rible, and complete than it would have prov-
ed if left to unaided natnre. The very at-
mogphere revolved itself into one rolling pil-
lar of fluid flame. The tree seemed envelop-
ed in a shroud of fire, All human effort
must be powerless to resist it. The poplar
dissolved almnost as if by magic with a wild
rapidity into its prime elements,

A men muet be a man come what may,
Hugh leaped towards the window and flun
it epea wildly. *I must go!” he uriedé.{
““Ring the bell for the gservants.” The
eavage glec in his voice was well repressed.
His enemy was low, laid prone at his feet,
but ha would at least pretend to some spark
of !t:-_a,-_;t.u.nimi‘:i;. ““We must get out the
hose " he exclaimed. **We must try to

1

sooner ten thousand poplars burned to the
ground than that yon should venture out on
such an evening 1"

Her hand on his arm thrilled through him
with horror, Her words stung him with a
sense of his meanness. Something very
like a touch of remorse came over his spirit.
| He stooped down and kissed her tenderly.
| The flash struck over towards the
| sandhills, The thunder was rolling gradu-
: u'lt_'].-' EBAWAT.

OexXL

Hugh elept b} little that eventful night ;
mind addressed itself with feverish
zerness to 80 many hard and doubtful ques-

i his
g3

- =
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L1011,

save it 1" Winifred clung to his arm in
horrer. ** Let it burn down, Hugh 1" she |
cried. “ Who cares for the poplar? I'd

He toesed and turned and asked him- °

the thunder had made iteelf audible in their !

P

| the Amoor.

' ed.

teally dene for? Would any trace remain ¢
be barrels that had held the tell-tsl pet-
roleum ! any relic be left of the Rubndorff
Induction Coil? What jot or tittle of the
evidence of design wounld now survive ta be-
tray and convict him? What grourd for
reasonable suspicion weuld Winifred see that
the fice was not wholly the resals of acci-
dentQ

But when next morniog’s light Jawned and
the sun arose upon the gcene of conflagration,
Hugh saw et a glance that all his fears ha-d
indeod been wholly smd utterly groundless,
The poplar was as thoug® it had never exiat-
ed. A bare black pateh by the month of th
Char, coversd with ash and dust and cindes
slone marked the spot where the famoua tres
had once stood. Tha v ry roots were burn
ed deep into the grennd. The petrolena,
had done ita duty bravely. Nos a trace of de.
sign could bechserved anywhers, The Rubm-
korff Induction Coil had melted into air,
Nobody ever so much as dreamed thas
humsn handicraft had art or part in the
burning of the celebrated Whitestrand
poplar. The “Times" guve it a line of
paesiug regret ; and the Trinity House
deloted iy with pains as a loss landmark
from their sailing directions.

Hugh eet his workmen iustant
the roots. And Winifred
fully nextday at she ruins, observed with
% tigh: *“*You never liked thoe dear old tree
Hugh ; and it reems as if fate had iuterposed
in your favour to destroy it. I'm sorry ib'
gona ; but I'd eacrifice s hundred auch iree
any dsy to have you as kind to me «a you
wern last evening.”

The eaying smote Hugh's heart sore. He
played nervously with the button of his
ooat.  *‘1 wish you could have kept i
Winnio,” he wsaid not unkindly. *Bag
it's not my fanlt.—And I bear no malioe.
I'll even forgive you for telling me I'd
uever make a poct; though thas, yew'll
admis, was a hard saying. I shink, my
¢hild, if you doa’t mind, I'll ask Hasher-
ly down next week to vials us.—There's
nothing like adverse opinion to improve
oces work. Hatherley's opinion I8 more
than adverse., T'dlike his criticism en 4
Life's Philosophy betore I rush into pricia’
In8t with the greatest and deepest work o
my lifetime,"

That same evening, ns iy waa growin
dusk, Warren Relf and Potta, navigaging
the Mud Turtls around by sea from Yar
mouth Roads, put in for the night te
the Char at Whitestrand, IThey meant
lie by fora Sunday in the estuary, and
to waik across the fields, if the day prov-
ed fine, to service at Saade, As they
approached the mouth they looked aboub
in vain for the familiar landmark. A%
ficat they could hardly beiieve their eyes ;
v men who knew the east coash
well, the disappearance of the Whitestrand
poplar from the world seemed almost as in-
credible as the sudden removal of the Basr
Rock or the Pillars of Hercules, Nobodj
would ever dream of cutting down thas
grory of Suffolk, that time-honoured sea
mark, But as they strained their eya
tirough the deepenicy gloom, the stern logla
of facta lef them at last no further room for
#yllogistic reasoning or a priori scepticism,
The Whitestrand poplar was really gons,
Not a stump even remained as its relic oz ita
monument.

All the way up to the ** Fisherman’s Raat”
be repeated againand again below his breath :
So much the worse in the end for White«
str and.’

l;f tostub vp
» E®Zing mourn-

(TO BR CONFINURD, )
e -

Dr. Mackenzie's Boolk,

Public interest in the Whitechapel mur-
ders was speedily, if bat temporarily over-
shadowed by the excitement due to the
appearance of Dr. Mackenzie's Book of Da-
fence of himself and his treatment of the
late Emperor against the attacks of the Ger-
man physicians, According to this book of
his the famous Scotch specialist was a griay-
ously persecured man against whose pre-em-
inent skill the jealous hosta of profes-
sional Philistines roee up in wrath
but fortunately for him and the Emperor,
vose up in vain. The book haa of course
received no end of attention, hoatile and
otherwise. The German police have done it
the very stupid honor of seizing all copies of
it on which they could lay their hands. It
has been the occasion of tremendous enter-
prise on the part of one New York news-
paper, and of humiliating disappointment
to at least another becanse of the
terrribly awkward slip between the cug
and the lip of which it waa the victim. Then
there has been mourning and lamentation
in the camp of a publishing firm becanse of
tiie bad faith of somebody which has made
their commercial venture anything but the
euccess it might have been had things
gone in the way they expected. All Ea-
rope and America has been turned into a
battle ground of conflicting profession-
al opinion 1n which learned doctora
not only disagree, but give the lie to one
another in a way which does not encourage
the merely lay mind to place that reliance
on ecientific koowledge and skill which
might be desirable. The unprofessional
mind enjoys the fight, but wonders more and
more why science can persist in sneering in
so consciously superior a manner at the
Odium Theologicum, which has so long been
the object of itz wonder and contempt,

e 2D T
The Yellow River.

It 18 reported from China that the whole
of the new embankment of the Yellow river,
whick was commenced last autumn at the
spot Where the old embankment gave way,
has been completely swept away by the
summer floods. It is said to have cost about
2,000,000 sterling (9,000,000 of taels). As
the flood rose, it was seen that the strain
was becoming dangerous, and Li Hang-tsao,
the high official in charge of the work, was
eent for in hot haszte, but before he conld

| &-rive the whole bank went down before the

flood, and of the 8,000 feet of river-wall lately
conpleted not an inch remains, and the
Wters are pouring unchecked through the
immense gap into the Honan province,
From 800 to 1,000 labourers who were on
the bank were also swept away and drown-
It is reported from Pekin that all the
officials concarned are being severely pun-
ished. Li Hang-tsao and the gowvernor of
the province are being dismissed and degrad-
ed : another high official i::=. being banished
to Mongolia, and the late High Commission-
er of the Yellow river i= to be banished to
The disasters can scarcely stop
as they are now, because the volume of silt-
laden waters will create shallowa which will

- : 2 i il ther increase the inundated arss
cean - & 179 T - | AL h - . ne + 5 ! Et l. f":l.r i §
cean : and let loose at las fierce art- | self ten thonsand times over—was the trea e Oy el Tab e

{ which will make th conservation of that

illery in terrible volleys right over the
village and grounds of Whitestrand. Hugh
Massinger was the first at
observe from afar the distant

! barnt through—burnt down to the ground ?
YWare the roote and the trunk consumed

the Hall to} beyond hope—er rather beyond fear—of gl | &¥%%
flash, before ] imate recovery? Was the hateful popla | tauCe:

t water-way a matter of urgent impor-




