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[ORD KILLEEN'S REVENGE

CHAPTER XIX (Continued..) ‘

There was:solace, nay, there was joy
in the very look of that bag. 1t was
composed of a light-brown paper, and
had “Moriarty, Confectioner,” printed
on it in big, bold letters. It was plain
that Moriarty was not ashamed of he#-
self, and indeed, there was no reason
why she should be, She was the cake
and lollipop lady of the village, antd well
deserved the renown that was hers,
She was dear to the hearts of the youth
of the parish, who, at any time, would
have been ready to raise (pocket-mon-
ey permitfing) a statue, more 1mposing
even than Mr. Peabody's, in her hon-
Or.

Norah opened her eyes wide, and col-
ored warmly.

*Now, I think we have the old lady,”
said Barry, gayly. “They are piping
hot, I can fell you, just out of dhe
oven; I waited for them, or I'd have
been here soomer. I have my doubts
about that troublesome old tart there,”
with terrible irony, “being quite as
good as these!" .

He placed the bag upon the child’s
lap, and opened the mouth of it. A
fragrant steam ascended. Norah, but a
baby in years as yet, was not proof
against if. The sorrow died from her
eyes, her lips parted in an expectant
smile.

“It's jam puffs!” she said, in a de»
lightful whisper.

“That's what Miss Moriarty said. But
how can we be sure of her truth until
we put a tooth into one of them? See

now, d'ye think you'll be able to get

through the bag in the specified sixly
minutes—fifty now, by Jove!”

“Oh, nol!” said Norah, with a laugh;
it was a bag, as I have said, of a good~
ly size. “Two,"” shyly, “I should like.
And—and there are the boys—they are
always starving when they come home
from their lessons; and there is Connie!"

“Connie! Does she like tarts?”

“Loves them!” said Norah, with em-
phasis,

“Good heavens! why didn't you tell
me that before?” He seemed stricken
with self-remorse. That she should
love such simple things, and yet be
without them! It almost amounted to
a crime. He recovered himself in a
moment, however, seeing Norah's in-
quisitive, if puzzled glance. “Two!”
he said. ‘“Pouf! what folly!”

“Three, then,” modestly.

“Make it the decent half dozen when
you are about it,”. advised Mr. Barry,
genially, seating himself on the edge
of the table, "“and I'll keep the resi

here until you are ready to cry for the
seventh."”

Norah, nothing loath, fell upon a
dainty tartlet, and soon teduced it fo

a crumb or two. ‘Whereupon Barry
who had also been regaling himself,
solemnly handed her a second. This,

too, went the way of all flesh: then a

third, a fourth, a little, very light
conversation accompanying their de-
molition.

It was a silent feast, but, on the

whole, perhaps one of the pleasantest
half hours the child had ever spent.
Miss MacGillicuddy’s welcome absence;
Barry's presence; the feeling thai he
was her friend, that he had taken her
part; the happy thought that finally she
would have the remaining tartlets
(there were a couple of dozen of them}
to give to the hoys and her Con, al
made her heart light.

“1 say, old girl, 'you needn't hurry.
There is lots of time yet,” said Barry,
as he handed over the fifth tart.

“Suppose,” said Norah, a rush of the
old terror seizing on her, “suppose she
should come back now. To catch you
here with the cakes—giving them to
me."" :

“Well, let her,” said he, valiantly.
“D’ye think I'm afraid of her? She’s
a reg'lar old sweep, that I allow, but
I'm as good as her any day.” :

Whether it guite came home to him
that he was calling himself “a reg'lar
old sweep™ too, Norah had no means
of judging. But she could not refrain
from a mild little cackle.

“Ahl you laugh at me,” said Barry,
shaking his fist at her, “but you shall
see. You will live to see me floor that
Tartar yet]” He grew excited in his
argument. He placed his palms on the
table on which he had perched hims
self, and jerked himself up and down.
“What!” cried he, “you saucy puss, d'ye
imagine I should shrink before hert
D'ye think such as she could conguer
me? Have I not as good a courage as
another? Lives there the one who has
witnessed my overthrow—"

Even as he spoke he lost his balance,
and fell off the table on to the floor,
made a wild but ineffectual grab at a
chair that meanly eluded him, barked
his shins against a crazy ottoman, and
finally came to anchor upon the sofa
and the bag with such an overwhelming
crash as reduced the dozen and three
remaining tarts to one.”

"By, jingo! I went that at a rat-
tling pace,” groaned he, when he had
ut his  joints together again, and had
eisure to rub an elbow that was con-
siderably the worse for wear; then he
looked ‘at Norah. But that ungrateful
person was incapable of administering
consolation by reason of her mirth. She
had broken, indeed, into uproarious
laughter, that Providence alone pre-
venied from reaching the village school-
house below, where her aunt was pre-
sumably addressing the Blue Ribbon-
until Barry, catching the infection,
ites. She laughed and laughed again,
Joined in with her, and they both
roared in concert, until you would
think this merriment of theirs might
wake the dead, could such a terrible
thing be. Both be, indeed, and she
were speechless with mirth, when the
door slowly opened to admit Miss Mace
Gillicuddy.

So far as Norah was concerned the
effect was magical. The child froze: the
smile died on her lips; her eyes start-
ed from her head. But to Mr. Barry
the entrance of the tyrant at this
supreme moment seemed but the cor-
reot. finale to the joke. He roared on
with even
fore, merrily,

unrestrainedly, whilst

 Miss MacGillicuddy stood still in the

middle of the room and glared at him.

“What is the meaning of all this?"
she said. “Is it thus yvou keep this
wicked girl in order? What have you
been doing? Why are my chairs up-
set?"”

She waited for an answer, but none
came. Norah could not and Barry
would not give her an explanation.

“Speak, sir,” cried the spinster, her
volce rising  shrill with indignation.
“What have vou been doing? I insist
upon an immediate answer.”

“Leap-frog, ma'am,'” returned Barry,
the irrepressible, still laughing as if
his heart would break. Then he turne
ed, to Norah, lifting her off her high

chair and pushed her toward the door.
“Run,” he said, kindly. “Your term is
up. I give you your ticket-of-leave
—cut!"”

Norah ftook the hint, caught up the
crushed bag (even then she did not
forget the little brothers), and dart-
ed like a swallow from the room.

Miss MacGillicuddy stood firm, and
looked at Barry.

“That was an excellent
used,” she said. *“I
et me repeat
Cut!”

word you
thank you for it.
it for your benefit —

e e —

CHAPTER XX.

He got ouf of the house, still laughs
ing, and took his bomeward way. He
had come there in a highly sentimental
mood, with his heart full of Constans
tia, and with a desire to gain from her
some word of hope, But he had forgotk
ten all aboul it l'}u' this time, and was
now in the wildest spirifs—so mercurie
al was his temperament. He took the
path that led to the high-way, and so
missed Constantia, who was on the lows
er pathway that led to the woods of
Grange. She often wandered there, not
In hope of seeing its master—as Feath-
erston, though her place and his ad-
Joined, never knew of her solitary walks
there—but because the poverty of the
shrubberies that surrounded the Cote
lage oppressed her, forbidding thought,
and a great longing for the dreamy sil-
ense of the dense woods drew her to
them. Only a little brawling, angry
brook, now flushed and noisier than us-
ual, because of last night's rain, divide
ed her from these wished for retreats;
but as she came close to the brink, she
found the stepping-stones had disap-
peared—buried beneath the savage little
flood that came tumbling down from
the hills above her. The old landmarks
were covered or swept away, and how
was she to find her way into the belove
ed wonds?

As she stood, puzzled and perplexed,
and grievously disappointed, she saw
Stronge coming toward her, on the ops
posite side of the broad stream, walke
Ing quickly through the green para-
dise as though dead to its budding
beauties.

He rather sunk in her estimation, as
this lack of appreciation of all that she
held sweetest became apparent to her.
How could he hurry through the lovely
woods without a glance right or left at
all their gorgeous coloring? Was he =o
material that he could think of noths
Ing save things mundane?

She wronged him overmuch, how-
ever. He was hurrying to see her. He
lost his hold on the beauties of nature
round him, becausae before his eves
there was pictured a vision of her that
blotted out all the rest. Somehow,
when she found how his face lighted up

forgave all his sins.

-Oh, how am I to get across?” she
cried; and then blushing, as she res
membered he was probably coming to
Lhe Cottage, and that therefore she had
no right to dream of a visit to the
Woods when her guest required her,
she continued hastily, “you are coms
ing to see us? Come, then.”

I was coming to see vou,” said he,
plainly, He had heard of the Blue Rit-
bon lecture in the village and knowing
it would be nothing without Miss Mac-
Gillicuddy’s support, and that theree
fore she would surely be absent from
The Cottage, had elected to pay one of
Als cherished visits to Constantia on
this day. “But why waste the mine
utes in-doors?”’ he went on, divining
her desire to enter the woods behind
him. *“May I not pay my visit to you
here as well as there?” he indicated The
Cottage by a glance.

“You may, indeed,” said Constantia,
laughing, “But are we to talk coms
monplaces at the top of our lungs across
this terrible little stream? I confess I
do not see how I am to get to you, or
you to me."”
Stronge looked up and down ‘the
stream. It might be waded, of course,
but he did not dare suggest to her that
it would be possible for him to carry
her across; and narrow though Ithe
stream was, he could see no means of
landing her on the other side, without
getting her feet wet, Just as |his
puzzlement grew into despair, he saw
a large stone, a considerable distance
further down, that he thought would
serve,
“Walk down your bank a little way,
and I think I shall be able to help
you across,” he said, and Constantia,
catching a glimpse of the stone with
her bright eyes, hurried toward it.
Reaching 1t, Stronge made a spring
and alighted on it. It was hardly in
mid-siream, being considerably near-
er to Constantia’s bank than to his. He
stretched out his hand to her.
"Now, be careful. Take time. Trust
to me. And when I say ‘Now,’ jump,”
sald he,
Constantia grasped his hand.
took time—she was careful—in fact, she
followed all his directions; and when he
sald “now,” she jumped. It seemed
quite an easy thing to her to do, but
when her feet touched the stone. she
found
would probably have fallen into
water had not Stronge caught her in
his arms. A moment steadied her, and
then they both laughed a little,

Constantia blushed warmly, and a

little quick, shy light came into her
eyes that made his pulses throb. ;
But the danger was not over vet.

Stronge was glad of this—absurdly glad
—but she was not. There was no re- |
pugnance to him in her heart. how-
ever,there was only a very natural fear |
and dislike of getting immersed in waf-
er with all one’s clothes on. She clung
tightly to Stronge’'s arm, and from
their desolate island looked ACTOSS at
the promised land before them.

. "I'll pever do it,” she said. “It 1is
twice as long as the last jump and only |
for you I should now be as drenched
a4s a mermaid.”

“If you will only shut your eyes, and

reater enjoyment than heul

spring when I tell you, all will be
right,” said he.

“You have great taith in yourself,'

she |

it damp and slip wery, and-she |
the |

|
|
and |

when he saw her, she, being a woman, |

“Well, if it
Ve certainly can't

sald Constantia, laughing.
must be, it must.
stand here all day.”

She didn't shut her eyes, however.
Stronge passed his arm firmly around
her waist.

“"When I say three,” said he, “spring.
Now, are you ready? One, two, three!”

In another moment she found herself
on the opposite bank, high and dry, and
trivmphant.

“What a strong man!" she thought
to herself, and looked up at him with
eyes full of admiration. “How well you
did that!” she said aloud. “I am more
obliged to you than you know. I had
s¢t my heart upon a rambling excur-
sion to-day, and but for you I could
not have managed it.”

But he required not thanks. He had
held her in his arms, not onee but twice,
and his whole soul was full of happir
ness., Oh, if she could only love him!
If he might dare speak! ~Would she
listen—now in this softened mood of
hers, with that sweef light in her eyes
—a light for him, now, at least?

“I am not a coward, you must know,"
she was saying in her gay, pretty voice;
“buat I confess there was a moment
when my spirit quailed. You must con-
less, however, I was very obedient. I
showed a high appreciation of vour
character. You said, ‘Trust me,’ and
L did, though I believed in my inmost
heart that a damp grave yawned for
me.""

lo him, at all events, she was the
preftiest creature in the world, as
she looked up at him with her fearless
eyes (alas! too fearless for love to

dwell in tHem), and made a pretty fun
of him in her light-hearted way. All
a4l once, he never knew how, he laid

his heart bare to her,and threw hims-
self upon her mercy. Yet even in this
supreme moment, filled, too, of impulse,
so0 calmy so controlled was the mman's
nature, that he spoke in a clear, un-
impassioned, if very earnest fone.

“You could trust me then,” he said,
a faint quiver in his voice alone betravs
ing the terrible agitation he was feel-
g, “It was but a little thing, Con-
stantia, and yet you trusted. Could
you frust me for ever—for all your
life? 1 love you. There is no need to
say that, I think; but yet it pleases me
to say it aloud, I love you. Will you
marry me¢’”

[t was the baldest thing imaginable.
There was nothing romantic about it
—nothing likely to catech a young girl’s
sense of the fitness of all such matters.
He felt that, when he (had finished:
but he had said all that he could say
Just then, and waited, breathless but
apparently calm, for her answer. How
could she tell, so quiet he was,
thai the answer meant life r
death to him, so fares the happiness
of all the years to come was concerned.

Lord Killeen's Revenge.

She grew very pale, and a little
tremblinry shook her. She had a very
tender heart, and to zive pain to any
one was to gzive great pain to herself.
She raised her eves to his with such
an angZuish of trouble and regret in
thém, that he was smitten by it. She
tried to speak, but he stopped her. Why
should he be the one to cause ner suf-
fering, even of this mild kind ?

. "I know,"” he said, quickly, suppress-
Imx his own wounds—nay, losing sight

of them in his fear for hers. “ I know
all you would say. Do not distress
yourself. You could not like me well

enouzh, then, you think ?”

“ No. Not in that way,” said she. Her
pallor forsook her as speech came, and
now she grew crimson, and h{‘-"«"',‘" tears
rose and shone in her largze, distress-
ed eyes,

“ Well, never mind,” said he, cheer-
fully. What an assumption of cheer-
fulness it was! I didn’t really think
you could, you know, only it has been
on my gnind for so long, and =1
thought I'd get it over, so that I might
never have to worry myself again with
a4 pretence of believing that you—that
15, that it—might have been otherwise.”

His heart sunk in his body, as he
realized that now indeed that sweet
doubt could never be again: that all
was over, done; that she would be
naugzht to him, ever any more. But he
conquered himself as he saw her droop-
iIng head, and sad face and went on

“You will not zo away ?” said she
quickly ; there was undeniable rezret in
her tone. His face flushed.

“Not if yoli wish me to remain—not

if T can be of any use to vou.” He re-
Zarded her very earnestly. Yes, cer-
tainly she had seemed sorry at the

thought of his departure. ‘" Constan-
tia, are you sure of vourself ' he went
on hurriedly ; “ would time do nothingz
for me? We are friends already ; vou
like me. After awhile, perhaps, vou
would learn to rezard me in a warm-
er lizht.” Then some words rushed to
his lips and passed through before he
had time to weizh them: “ T could do a
Zood deal for (he children.”

He stopped short abruptly. When it
was sald, the bribe offered, he was hon-
estly ashamed of himself : he would have
Ziven the world to recall it, but it was
too late. He lowered his eves, and wait-
ed, conscience-stricken, for her rebuke
on this his first mean action.

“I know,” she said zently. T know,

most their duty to sacrifice themselves
for the sake of their brothers and sis-
ters; but—I am not one of them. I
would not marry a man unless T lov-
ed him, for even fthe children : it would
be unfair, I think, to myself, and,”
softly, “to the man, too.”

“ I suppose so,” He azreed with her
outwardly, but he nevertheless rave her
the impression that he would zxladly
have taken her, had she ziven herself
to him, notwithstanding the unfair-
ness. He would have risked that.

“ You would not have me marry you
unless I loved you?" she asked ‘a lit-
tle impatiently.

“It would not be the way, of course,
to ensure your happiness.”

“ Nor yours either 2"

He was silent; then, after quite a
mirute :

“I am sorry I made you that speech,”
he said.

“Do not regret it,” entreated she,
very sweetly. * Indeed, it does not mat-
ter at all; it seems to me to be such
a natural thing to say. Why not ? Why
should not Norah and the boys influ-
ence me 7"

“Ah, that is just it,"” exclaimed he
remorsefully. “ I would have influenc-
ed you throuzh them—through your
love, your devotion to them. There lay
Lhe baseness, the selfishness of my
words. I am gzlad they had no effect
upon you,”

** No,” she said; * that is true: they
could not touch me in that way. I
could not gzive myself away like that.
[ could starve with those T loved: T
could not betray myself for them. And,

lieved for one moment that they would
have it s0. OR, no, I am wise, indeed.”
Her tone had zrown tremulous, but
now she drew her breath sharply and
became quite ecalm azain., “ We are
poor people,'” she went on lizhtly : “yet
still we seem to pull on somehow. We
are always on the brink, as it wers,
and some day I expect we shall take
a header, and never come to the surface
azain; but still I prefer risking such
total extinetion to—to—sellingy my-
self 1

“1 understand.
right,” he said. ‘“ All along, indeed, I
understood you well enourh to know
that ne temptation I could heold out
would move vou. It was a miserable
mistake, my sayinrx what I did.”

“ Do not let that trouble yvou,” cried

she eagerly. “ Why should you not
have shown the children to me, why
not have brought them face to face

with me and the good that through
me yvou could have done them? Yonu
sought to gain your own end. That
was quite fair. In your case "—with a
kindly desire to make him once more
comfortable with himself—'T
have said or done anythinz to gain a
cause that was dear to me.”

Then she thought she had said too
much, _
gaining of herself, and blushed deep-
Iy
It was the dearest cause in the
world. It was the only cause I really
care to gain,” 7returpned he, with a
sigh. Yet in a sense she had comfort-
ed him. If the word *“ happy" could

hurriedly ;

It Teally is not worth

another |

thought of yours. You must put it all |

ount of

your head at once, because for |

all the happiness the earth could give |
me I would not be the cause of even |

one tear in your eyes.'

Her eyes were |
very full as he spoke, and the tears

hurt him at the instant with a phy-|

sical pain.
went on nervously.
it 1s kind of you. By and by, perhaps,
[ shall like to remember that you shed
a tear for me, but now it is terrible to

me,* ;
1

“1 suppose,” said she in a low tone,

her eyes on the ground, '* it would do|

you no good to tell you how 1 like you."

“Yes, it would,” he said eagerly, anx-
ious to comfort her.
with some people, becanse you see I
never had mue
v, I think.
He did not finish that sentence. “Well,
that is all over, I suppose,” he said.
“But I am not sorry spoke. There
was no hope, ever. | knew 1 was not
much in your sight, that you regarded

“ Don’t look like that.,”” he | .
“ And vet I_k;mw: and held out his hand.

"“ And—and you |
mustn't think it is as bad with me as |

hope—never any real- |

me as a plain man, as—"

He paused, struck
Zlance she cast at him—a horrified
rlance.
ingly, and her face flushed crimson. Her |
thoughts had flown backward to that
unlucky day, when he had overheard
her as she descanted upon his utter
lack of personal charms. In spite of |
the dejection that was fast making him |
its prey, a smile crossed his face. }

"I wasn't thinking of that,” he said |
—“1 can guess your thoughts, but it
wasn't plain in that sense I meant—
only commonplace, ordinary uninter-!
esting.” 1'

Constantia was still very red.

I shall never forget that day,” she

said, "It has come back to me so often
since ; and always it has caused me re-
gret. It was so rude, and besides un-'
Lrue,” This she said very sincerely. She

had grown to like him so well of late, |
that he no longer seemed ugly. ** No,!
L shall never forget that day,” she said. |

“ Why should you?’ said he gently.

| ** I shall never forget it either.” |

She looked at him reproachfully. “Is
that kind, is that generous?” she mur- |
mured. |

“It has nothing to do with kindness
or generosity. It is only that 1 shall
never forget any day or hour with
which you have had to do.” He spoke,
very simply, and without any demon-
strative emotion, yet she knew how !
thorougzhly he meant every word he
said. “1 shall be even less likely to
forget after this interview: my mem-
ory will be all I shall have to live up-
ﬂ-ﬂ.i!

by a lightning

She put up her hand deprecat-|

be applied to him just then, he certain-
ly felt the happier because of her words,
and the assurance they gave him that
she did not despise bim for the sugges-
tion he had held out. ** Well !”” he said,
after a bit. “You were anxious for a
quiet walk here, and T have only dis-
turbed you with my idle dreams. T will
bid you good-bye pow, and let vou have
at least ome hour in peace.” He smiled

(To be Continued.)

—— .

WHY .LATIN 1S USED.

A Very Good Reason Why This Languagze is
Used in Writing Prescrviptions,

The New York Herald publishes the

following reply to the query why doe-

o in the first place, Latin is a
exact and concise language than Eng-
lish, and, being a dead language, ‘does
not echange, as all living languages do.

Then, again, since a very large part
of all drugs in use are botanical, they
have in the pharmacopoeia the same
names that they have in botany— the
scientific names. JI'wo-thirds of such
drugs haven't any English names, and
so couldn't be written in English.

But suppose a doctor did write a pre-
scription in English for an uneducated
patient. The patient reads it, thinks
he remembers it, and so tries to get
it filled from memory the second time.
Suppose, for instance, it called for iod-
ide of potassium, and he got it confus-

ed with cyanide of potassium. He
could safely fake a number of LErains
of the first, but one grain of the sec-
ond would kill him,

That’s an extreme ecase, buf it wil?
serve for an illustration. Don’t you
see how the Lafin is a protection and

a safeguard to the patient? Prescrip- |

tions in Latin he ecan't Tead, and con-
sequently does not try to remember.
Now for a final reason. Latin is a
language that is used by scientific men
the world over, and no other languaga
is. . You can get a Latin prescription
filled in any country on the face of the
earth where there 1s a drug store.
We had a preseription here the oth-
er day which we had put up originally,
and which had since been stamped by

. druggists in London, Paris, Berlin. Con-

stantinople, Cairo and Calcutta. What
good would an English preseription be
in St. Petersburg?

too, that many zirls would think it al-|

THE HARS AND THE FUIL

BRITISH BUILT BATTLE SHIPS RE-
CENTLY LAUNCHED.

e —

A Ship That was Floated With Heavy side
Armor in Place—Another That was the
Heaviest Ever Launched - A Flight of
Pizeons in  Lien of the Traditional
Botile or Champagne at the Chrisiens

ingz,
Two large armorclads launched in
England a few days ago. Strictly

Speaking, only the Fuji was ““ launched.”
for the Mars was simply floated out of
the dock from the vard of the Lairds
at Birkenhead. And one advantaze
shown in this experiment of building an
enormous modern battle ship in dock
instead of on a slip, to be launched, is
shown by her earrying already all her
citadel and most of her barbette aArmor,
with four casemate fronts. In fact.she
might have had on her complete suit of
Armor, except that the Sheffield makers
were too driven with other work to fin-
ish it.

For the rest, it is enouzh to say that
the Mars is one of the nine new sister
ships, built or building, including the
Ma jestic, Prince Georgze, and Ceasar. at
Portsmouth ; the Magnificent, Illus-
trious and Viectorious, at Chatham : the
Mars in the Mersey, the Jupiter at Glas-
Zow, and the Hannibal at Pemhroke.

Designed by Sir W. H. White, she
has lengzth of 390 feet, a breadth of 75,
a mean draugzht of 27 1-2, a freeboard
forward of 25, and aft of 18 1-2, a horse
power of 10,000 with natural and 12-
000 with forced draught, to give speeds
respectively of 16 1-2 and 17 1-2 knots,
and a displacement of 14,900 tons. She
has a total coal stowage of 1,900 tons.

allowing her to steam a month or 8,000
knots, at

TEN KNOTS AN HOUR.
Her Harveyed armor is 220 feet lonz
on Lthe sides, 15 feet hizh, and nine
inches thick, and on the bharbettes 14
inches thick. The protective deck is 4
inches on, the slopes and 2 1-2 on the
flat, The zuns are four wire-coiled 12-
inen and twelve rapid-fire 6-inch, with

You are rizht, quite |

should |

had laid too zreat value on the |

eizhteen 12-pounders, twelve 3-pound-

besides, T should wronz them if T be-|eIS. eizht machine and five field guns.

The heavy barbette 12-inch zuns are 27
feet above the water line. The Mars
| 18 built of mild steel throuzhout. Her
“anchors and chain cables weizh 112 tons,
rand the latter, in a singzle line, would
extend about one mile;

Turning to the Fuji, built for Japan
| by the Thames Iron Works at Black-
| wall, she is a sister ship of a vessel also
building for Japan by Sir W, Armstrong
& Co. Her launch was a graceful per-
formance, for when Mme. Kato, the
wife of the Japanese Minister, severad
the cord, which, in due prozression, re-
 leased the ship, pigeons were set free
| from a zayly decoratea cage at the
| bows, this beinz the characteristically
| artistic Japanese substitute for the cere-
| mony of smashing a bottla of cham-
| pagne. The launching party also had
| its laurels, as Bow Creek, at the end
of the slipway, was not more than 200
 feet wide, and yet the Fuji slid away
' without a hiteh.

Accordinz to the English papers, too,
she was the heaviest battle ship ever
' launched from any slip, either in a pub-
lic or private yard, for she was launch-
ed with her side armor in place, her
| weizht as she stood being nearly 7,500
tons ,and her length between perpendi-
culars 374 feet, or over all about 412,
This was 2,000 tons heavier on the Ways
than the Vietorious, lately launched at
Chatham, and hence she required as
substantial a cradle, the weizht of the
latter beinz 280 fons, thus increasing
the dead weizht on the ways to near-
ly 7.800 tons. The cost of preparations
for this launch was zreat, while the
skill in puttinz a ship so heavy into
S0 narrow a waterway also makes this

A MEMORABLE LAUNCH.

When completed the Fuji will be of

more |

| armor

|  She has a flat

| - Her

12,450 tons displacement at her mean
| load draugzht of 26 1-4 feet. She is
474 feet lonz between perpendiculars,
and has a moulded breath and depth
| respectively of 73 and 44 feet. The de-

| seription of her protection has an in-

terest : -

The Fuji is side-armored, with Har-
veyed steel plates, for 226 feet of her
lenzth, the lower or main armor belt
beinx 8 feet in depth (3 feet being above
'and 5 feet below the deep-load water
line), 18 inches thick at the mid lenztly,
and 16 inches at the ends. Above the
 main _armor belt there is a secondery
- one—for the protection of the battery
—T feet wide and 4 inches thick, slant-
(inz off at its ends to meet the armored

L £ : sides of the barbettes, both belts hav-
tors use Lafin in writing their pres-

iny a backing of teak—to which they
are bolted—brinzing Yip the thickness
of Lhe vessel's sides at these parts to
| 22 inches. At both ends of the main
belt a sereen of 6-inch armor
runs square across the main and lower

| decks to protect the zuns from a rak-

in2 fire.
.~ Barbettes of the musual pear-shaped
form are built at each end of the bat-
tery, and are plated with 14.inch steel
armor between the main and upper
decks and with 9-inch armor down to
the protective deck on which they
stand.
protective deck, 2 1-2
inches thick, terminating forward in a
powerful ram. She carries four 12-inch
oguns, ten rapid-fire 6-inchi the six on
the upper deck beinz protected by
shields and the four on the main deck
by 6-inch casemates; finally, twenty 3-
pounder and four 2 1-Z-pounder zuns
and five 18-inch torpedo ejectors, four
above water and one below.
twin-screw engines are by the
famous Humphreys, Tennant & Co. of
Deptford, and designed for 14,000 horse
power under a moderate foreed draught,
so that she ought to have high speed
for a battle ship.

] R -
A NEW USE FOR APPLES.

Germany, for purposes of her own,
has almost ¢leared the whole of France,
of apples, besides having taken all the
fruit obtainable in Belgium and Hol-
land. What she requires them for is
a mystery. It may be for cider, or syr-

'up,or it may be for a new Kkind of chane

pagne which it is rumored she has dis-
covered, at any rate, whatever the pur-
poses for which they are intended, the
(German merchants have faken during
the past season between 60,000 and 100,-
D00 tons of apples from France alone.




