
A  D o u b l e  D i s o b e d i e n c e .

CHAPTER II.—Continued.
‘ If you were only a spectator was 

ftwt my fault ?”
Not at all. I always do you jue- 

rfca, £î»n’t I ? And you have never 
yet eligbted or forgotten an old 
friend. I tte not in the least mind 
Mr. D aryl’s Deflect of me. That is 
not wha£ I wished -с speak about ”

"  I don’t want to be put on my 
guard about anything I” Kiiiaeny cried 
Ipetulantly. “  We had a wwaderful 
and delightful time, and 1 won’t 3»ve 
the bloom taken off it I Such rooms 
and such magnificence I It ia like a 
fairy tale.”

"D on’t forget the ogre.”
Kilmeny stopped abruptly and turn

ed to her companion with a severe 
look.

" Say what you have to say 1”  she 
commswded. "  I don’t go a step fur
ther until you haye delivered yourself 
of all the horrid things you have in 
your mind. If I decline to be put on 
my guard, you will think it your duty 
to unbosom yourself to majnma, and 
I  won’t have her disturbed.”

" What did you imagine was Mr. 
Daryl's motive in all that he said and 
did to-day?”

"  I did not search for his motive. I 
do not care to discover it, if he had 
one.”

"  Such men do not act without one. 
He intends to find out your tastes 
and wishes.”
, ‘ 'Oh, well, if that is all,”  cried the 
girl, resuming her walk, “  he shall 
discover them without any trouble I Do 
you know, Chris, I never told this to 
any one before, but every now and 
then I have longed to be rich and have 
just such a house as Mr. Darly’s. I 
nave wished that I were not merely 
a doctor’s daughter, but some weal
thy man’s only child, and that I could 
have servants and money and pretty 
dresses by the dozen, and nothing 
but pleasure. Of oourse it ia shock
ing to confess it, and I am sure that 
you are shocked.”

“ I am never shocked by anything 
that you may say.”

“ X wish you did not feel so about 
me 1” Kilmeny cried, and there ™aa 
genuine trouble in her voice. It 
makes me realize that lam ungrate
ful and stony and altogether mean to 
know that you think of me that way, 
and that 1  have no feeling for you a 
bit like it. Couldn’t you change, Chris ? 
Couldn’t you go back to what you were 
snce ?”

“ When ?” the young man asked, 
land there was sadness in his smile. “ I 
flon’t think there was ever a time 
ivhen I did not think of you ‘ that way,’ 
as you call it. But if it troubles you 
for me to speak of it I promise you 
not to do so again. So youl may be 
feasy as far as that assurance will make 
you.”

The girl turned away her head and 
was silent until they reached home, 
and Christopher, after all, was not so 
veryi suTe that he had succeeded in 
his intention. He called the next ev
ening, bringing a  low carriage, and 
conveyed his guests to his house.

Mr. Warrender’s house was not in 
in the least like Mr. Daryl’s. It was 
cheerful and modern, with no gloom 
or suggestion of mystery about it. The 
dinner was excellent, and the prefer
ences of each giuest had been remem
bered and provided for. Chris had no 
more romance about him than  ̂his 
house, but he was thoroughly kind- 
hearted, and wonderfully thoughtful 
for a man. He spoke to Kilmeny ex
actly as if nothing had taken place, 
but there was a shade of reserve or 
embarrassment in her manner. He de
termined to dissipate it and restore 
the old freedom. He considered his 
best plan would be to leave her free 
to do as she pleased, and when she and 
the others went to apk the housekeep
er to show them all over the house 
after dinner, he remained behind with 
Mrs. Richmond.

" What did you think of Mr. D aryl?” 
the mother asked anxiously when they 
were alone. " Kilmeny did not seem 
inclined to talk, and I fancied that 
something odd had taken place, I feel 
so helpless without Doctor Richmond, 
nnd I trust in you. How did things go 
yesterday ?”

" Mr. Daryl seemed to be greatly 
interested in Kilmeny. He took im
mense pains to please her.”

"  Surely you don’t think that there 
is anything in it ? He must be sixty or 
seventy, while she is barely twen
ty”" No, no—I don’t believe that there 
us anything of that kind. Make your 
mind easy on that score. But it struck 
me tha/t he had some object in view— 
what it was I could not exactly make 
out.’

"  I wish he had never seen Kilmeny !
I should be so much happier if this 
acquaintance had never begun. People 
tell such stories about him, and Kil- 
meny’e father is so far away 1 If any
thing unpleasant were to happen, I 
should never forgive myself. What 
ought I to do, Chris ?”

"  Kilmeny would not thank me for 
the advice which I should feel inclined 
to give. Mr. Daryl’s desire to know 
her without first making your ac- ! 
діцаіпtance doe« not seem to me just i 
the right thing. How does it strike 
jrou, Mrs. Richmond ?”  j

"  Exactly as it does you. I have felt \ 
uneasy since he sent for her in that j 
abrupt unceremonious way. I  should 
not have consented at all to her going \ 
only she wap so headstrong about it 
ajnd you were with her. But I shall 
tell her, if any more invitations come 
that she must not accept them until 
Mr. Daryl gives me an opportunity of 
becoming acquainted with him my- 
lelf.”

Mr. Wahrender made no reply. He 
knew tha|t the blame would fall on 
him, and he had no wish to injure 
himself too deeply in Kilmeny’e eyes, 
tire- Richmond seemed to divine hie

feeling for she changed the conver
sation by asking him to look where the 
children were, as they must soon 
think of driving home.”

" I shall stroll round the garden,” 
she said, "  and you can come for me 
when they are ready.”

It was some time before Mr. War- 
render could collect his young guests 
and convince them that their moth
er really intended to return home, 
When at length they were gathered, 
the younger ones remembered that 
they had not seen Chris’ own room, 
and rushed off in a body to inspect 
it, leaving itheir hast and Kilmeny to
gether.

" You have been talking over Mr. 
Dteryl with mamma,” the girl said 
quickly when they were alone. "  I was 
convinced ibait that was both her in
tention and youns when I saw you set
tle yourself down witn ber. What have 
you been saying ?”

"  It is better for your mother to 
tell you.”

" No—I will hea,r you I I f  you have 
advised mamma to put an end to the 
thing, remember, that I will not sub
mit to it. Mr. Daryl is quite an old 
man, and if it gives him any pleasure 
for me to visit him I intend to go. Of 
course, if papa were at home and were 
to forbid me, I should obey, or if mam
ma were to think things out for herself 
I should not mind—”

"  What you object to is my inter
ference in the matter ?”

‘ ‘You are only eight years older than 
I am !”  cried Kilmemy with a laugh. 
" Why should you be so immensely 
wise ? I, for one, am not going to 
st and it I”

She stopped with her charming face 
lifted to his and a little audacious 
sparkle in her eyea.

" Are you still bent on thwartingi 
me, Chris ?” she asked, in a soft voice, 
going close to him. " After all. my ac
quaintance with Mr. Daryl must cease 
when we leave this place, and that will 
be in a few weeks. And I cannot see 
any possible harm in it.” ”

" If he comes to visit youT mother, 
and she accompanies you on your vis
its, neither can I. Your mother is a 
good deal older than you, Kilmeny.” 

Kilmeny dropped him a little cur
tesy.

"  I am going to see Mr. Daryl,”  she 
said gaily. “ See if I don’t I’

CHAPTER III.
Mr. WarrenUer and his companion 

went back to the drawing room rath
er soberly after Kilmeny ы declaration. 
They expected to find Mrs. Richmond 
awaiting them, but she was not here. 
The girl looked round in surprise.

" Mus. Richmond said that we should 
find her in the garden,’’ Christopher 
observed. "  This way, Kilmeny ; I can 
let you out without going round to 
the door.”

He opened a French window, and 
they passed through it. The summer 
dusk was falling, and the garden was 
beginning to take on the solemn, ghosit- 
ly look which twilight brings with it, 
The colorp of the flowers had disap
peared, and they looked phantom-like 
as Kilmeny and Christopher went 
along. The garden was large, and they 
walked to the very end without per
ceiving any trace of Mrs. Richmond. As 
they stood looking ba,ck towards the 
house, which seemed to be a long way 
off, Kilmeny broke the silence.

" Where can mamma be ?” she ask
ed. “  You are sure that she said the 
garden ?”

"  Quite sure. We must have missed 
her somehow. She will be looking for 
us ; we had better go back.”

They quickened their pace and soon 
regained the house, but Mrs. Richmond 
was not there. The rest of the party 
had gathered in the hall, and declared 
that their mother had not returned.

"You can see about the carriage be
ing brought round, Lancelot,”  Chris
topher said. "Come, Kilmeny — you 
and I will have another search in the 
garden. She must be somewhere.” 

They went out again, Kiimeny slight
ly nervous in spite of herself.

"Why do you look so anxious?” 
Christopher said, laughing. "Your 
mother is not lost; she is only im some 
other part of the garden, and we shall 
find her in a minute. Stay—I think 
I see her yonder.”

It did seem to them, as they both 
eagerly moved in the-direction which 
he indicated, that there was some per
son moving in a little .shrubbery at 
one side. Christopher called out Mrs. 
Richmond’s name, and there came a 
rustling sound. ,The next moment 
Mrs. Richmond icame hurriedly out 
and looked towards them without 
making any reply to Mr. Warrender’s 
shout.

"Mamma—mammal” Kilmeny cried, 
running to her. "Where have you 
been? This is the second, time that we 
have been out looking ifor you, and 
Clare is crying, and I was beginning 
to feel frightened! Why don’t you 
speak?”

“ I was here in the garden,” Mrs. 
Richmond answered. "Oh, Kilmeny,” 
she cried a moment after, "let us get 
home! I don’t feel well. I  have a 
pain here” — putting her hand to her 
heart—"and I want to write to your 
father! He must come home at once!” 

"Yes, yes!” Kilmeny cried, shocked. 
“ I will write for him to-morrow! What 
is anybody to him, in comparison with 
you? You must have got cold out in 
the garden, staying so long! Chris, 
take her other arm, and we shall soon 
have her in the house.”

"No, no—I will lean on you!” cried 
Mrs. Richmond, shrinking away from 
the young man. "It was only a pass
ing weakness and I am much better 
now. Let us go home, Kilmeny; I will 
not delay for anythingt”

"You must come inj until you are 
better,”  Chris said anxiously; but Mrs. 
Riohmond positively and almost 
vehemently declined, and Kilmeny 
made him a sign not to press her.

The faces of both the^young people 
looked pale and anxious as they went

along. Mrs. Richmond's state was in
comprehensible to them. She had al
ways enjoyed excellent health, and 
they never remembered such' an oc
currence as this. Their thoughts flew 
to Doctor, Richmond, so far away, and 
they heartily desired his speedy re
turn.

There was no time for consultation 
between them. Mrs. Bichmond, finding 
the carriage at the door, insisted on 
getting into it at once, and entreat
ed Mr. Warrender not to accompany 
them. She seemed so bent on. it that 
he was reluctantly obliged to consent, 
but declared his intention of riding 
over early in the morning to inquire 
after her.

“ You are sure tihat it would not be 
better for me to fetcht a doctor at 
once?” he asked.

“ A doctor?” cried Mrs. Richmond, 
and her voice had an1 iodd„ almost hys
terical ring in it. "What could a doc
tor do for me? I am, not ill at all—I 
merely got a chill in the, garden. 
Please do not let us delay.”

He stood baok to allow the carriage 
to start, when she again leaned out. > 

"Good-bye, Christopher!” she said. " I  
have not thanked you for your kind
ness, but I do not forget it. Good-by 
—good-,byl”

Her words seemed to him in some 
curious way to be a sort of farewell 
for more than that day, and made him 
fieel аз if the old life which stretched 
behind him into such infinite distance, 
with its cheerfulness and happy home
liness, were suddenly and unaccount
ably over.

The next day Mr. Warrender rode 
over early to the cottage. He reflect
ed̂  that оm.( good thing which1 would 
arise out of Mrs. Richmond's illness 
was that Kilmeny would be obliged to 
remain with he,r mother, and that no 
visits to Mr. Daryl would be possible 
for the present. He< was struck with 
astonishment therefore at the new de
velopments which awaited/ him. Mrs. 
Richmond was sitting in the little ar
bor on the) grass plot at the side »of 
the house, and; except that she was 
pale, he could not at a distance ais- 
cern any difference in her appearance. 
She was sewing, and he dismounted 
and tied up his hirse in order to speak 
to her. He could not see Kilmeny .

"You  are better ?" he said, in a re
lieved tone, approaohing her.

"Yes, yes—1 am quite well," she an
swered. Her voice sounded nervous, 
and she hurriedi on as if to avoid any 
closer .questioning. "It  is such a 
lovely day that I thought 1  would sit. 
out of doors. The children have gone 
off on a picnic, and do not expect I о 
be back until- the evening. 1  have a 
good deal of; sewing to do, and shall 
not hâve time to miss them."

"Have you written to Doctor Rich
mond ?"

" I  wrote thi» morning.’’
Mr. Warrender sat pondering. It 

was plain, from Mrs. Ruchmond s writ
ing to her husband, that there was 
more amiss than she wished him to 
know, but he felt debarred from- fur
ther inquiry. Her швшіег had total
ly changed. It was, nervous and con
strained, and for the first time jn his 
life he felt as if she wished him »way. 
Her mysterious illness in the garden, 
which he had; expected: to have com
pletely explained during his morning’s 
visit, was only rendered still more 
mysterious.

" I  wonder that Kilmeny left you,” 
he said abruptly. "Did she go with 
the others ?"

"Kilmeny and all left me,”  she said, 
trying to laugh, i "There was abso
lutely no reason for their staying. I 
a<m quite wall.”

" I  am glad you think that you are 
better,”  he said. “ There is no use in 
my staying any longer.”

She did not try to detain him. and 
he rode slowly, away. He was deter
mined to see Kilmemy and to wa.rn her 
that her mother’s illness had not pass
ed away so wholly as Mrs. Richmond 
seamed anxious to have them believe. 
An hour's searching brought him to 
the children, seated1 under the shade 
af a tree ѣу a little lake. They jump
ed up and hailed his appearance with 
delight.

“ Where is K ilm eny?’ he asked, gaz
ing around.

“ Oh, she is not here !’’ answered Je s
sica, a pretty girl of sixteen. "She 
went off tu #ee old Mr. -Daryl as soon 
as breakfast was over. I am sure I 
wish that she nad never heard of him! 
She used to come everywhere with us, 
aittd now this- is the second/ or third 
time that she has gone to see him and 
Left us by ourselves.’*

"Gone to see Mr. Daryl?”  Chris re
peated in blank amazement, "Are you 
sure ? How do you know ?”

" I  know quite well. A note came 
from him to mamma, and she sent for 
Kilmeny to her; own room. After a 
while Kilmemy came, out and said that 
she was going to see him, and set off 
іи a grea^hurry. She was laughing, 
and seemed pleased. We wanted her 
to wait for the picnic, but she would 
not.”

"And the mater told you to hold 
your tongue about it, Miss Jessica,” 
interposed Lancelot, “ but girls never 
can be quiet about anything,”

"She did not mean us not to talk 
to Chris," his sister answered. "We 
tell him everything. Do stay with us, 
Chris, instead of Kilmeny, We are 
all longing toi go out in the boat, ibut 
mjamma made us promise not to do so 
even under Launce's experienced 
guidance.”

Christopher good-naturedly consent
ed, seeing their eagerness for bis pres
ence, and did bis best to supply Kil- 
memy’s place, but his mind was pain
fully exercised during the whole time. 
Even when lie was fishing up water- 
lilies for little 5-year-old Clare, and 
allowing Lancelot to row with him, to 
the far end of the lake, and setting out 
the eatables for Jessica, his thoughts 
were on far different things. That 
something had ooourred to turn Mrs. 
Richmond against him, and decide her 
to reject his advice aud shut 'him out 
of her confidence, was beyond a doubt. 
What that could be remained a mys
tery. There was nothing in his very 
uneventful and simple life which it 
would give hin» the slightest concern 
for the whole world to know, and he

racked his brains for a solution of the 
puzzle.

Altogether, Mr. Christopher War
render’s reflections were anything but 
pleasing as he left the young Rich
monds behind andt made his w ay to
wards evening in the direction of his 
own home. He was too proud to fry 
to find out any more about Mrs. Rich
mond’s affairs after her very decided 
action, but he suddenly felt very lone
ly as he entered the. house.

To Be Continued.

MOTHER OF TWENTY-FIVE.

Mrs. Sm .irïïVdod .Ylurrled ІЛѵги t.Y-Seven 
Y ears Has Twenty L iv ing  C h ild ren .

Mrs. Samuel Swartwood of Wilkes- 
barre, Pa., in the mother of the larg
est family in the United States. Al
though a comparatively young woman 
being only 41 years old, she is the 
mother of twenty-five children, twen
ty of whom1, are living. The youngest 
is only a few days old, and gives prom>- 
ise of being, like his brothers and sis
ters, hale andi hearty.

To be the mother of twenty-five chil
dren is no mean achievement, and 
Mrs. Swartwood is< proud of it. Her 
children are her greatest blessing, 
and, singularly enough, they are all 
good, obedient children, without the 
provientoial black sheep among them. 
Mrs. Swartwood said:

"My children are my joy. Though 
I have always had a baby,”—she laugh
ed modestly—"and sometimes two to 
look after, they never seemed to be 
the trouble and worry some babies are. 
My last little one seems m.orei cute 
and sweet than any of the others, but 
I  suppose all babies seem interesting 
whein they are just born.''

Mrs. Swartwood is a remarkably 
well-preserved woman. She was mar
ried when very young, and her first 
baby was born fourteen months after 
lier marriage. There have been but 
five years since, during which the 
household has failed to be» blessed with 
a baby. These years were 1874, 1883, 
1887, 1888 and 1896. But two~of. them 
were in succession, and in the succeed
ing years twins were born.

Of the entire, twenty-five children, 
there were but the

TWO SETS OF TWINS.
which were born in 1889, and 1893. One
of each seit’ of twins is dead. , Mrs.
Swartwood can recite the hour and 
day each child was born.

"W aller was our first child,”  she 
said. "He was married a little over a 
year ago. He was born on June 25,
1872. Louis came next on Sept. 9,
1873. Then came Thaddeus, -Jan. 5, 
1875; Maude, who1 is married to Char
les Hesloig and' has one child, Jan. 12, 
*876 ; Cora, March» 15, 1877 ; Blanche, 
May 19, 1878 ; May, who is dead, on 
May 20, 1879 ; Herbert, Aug, 21, 1880; 
Warren, March 14, 1881; Elsie, April 
27, 1882 ; Samuel, March 11, 1884 ; Dan- 
ieJ, Sept. 3/ 1885 ; Ruth, Sept. 23, 1886 ; 
Alonzo and Gertrude, the first twins, 
J  an, 20, 1889 ; Gertrude is dead; Elmer, 
June 21, 1890; Calvin, Ju ly  31, 1891; 
Florence, Nov. 19, 1892 ; Esther • and 
Beinjamin, the second twins, on Dec. 
31, 1893; Bari, March 20, 1895; Jesse, 
May 3, 1896'; Edith, June 8, 1897; Lot
tie, Sept < 5, 1898 and our baby, which 
was borni on Sept. 17 of this yeiar.”

Regarding hor (married [life, Mrs. 
Swartwood said: "I was married
iwlhieln I was fourteen years old. I lov
ed Will When I jwas a girl and Д want
ed to be married. Ever since, rwe 
have been very happy, and I  îwould 
not change places with any rich 
lady.

‘Look at these children. Ain’t they 
riches eaiough, and every one living at 
hiome except the two girls that got 
married. It ’s nice for father and me 
to have them all here, although it does 
crowd us up a bit. We haven’t got a 
big house, as» you can see, and every 
bit of the space is used. Walk into 
the dining room there and look at the 
ЬаЪІе.”

It was a table to look at, of generous 
width, and very long. It bore plates 
and knives and forks for

TWENTY-TWO PEOPLE.
At intervals were great piles of bread.

“ It keeps me and the girls pretty 
busy looking after the eating and 
washing for our big family,” resum
ed Mrs. Smartwood/ when I came out 
of the dining room. “ Father makes 
aiiout $70 a month, and the boys bring 
in abouit $90 a month, and» while we 
get along nicely; we have nothing to 
spare. We’ve given all the children 
as good schooling as they can get 
around here.”

“ What do you think of married life?” 
I  ventured to ask.

“ Well, I ought to know, I guess. 
Every woman should get married, I 
think. I don’t know much about the 
new woman, but if she don’t believe in 
married life, I (Joui’t want • to know 
anything about her. What’s as happy 
as having children to love you and you 
loving them ?”

“ None of my children has been a 
source of grief,, trouble or anxiety to 
me-, and I ïhink God has been especial
ly kind to give me so many. Yes, sir, 
you' can' put' me down as believing in 
the married woman who believes in 
having children.”

Mr. Smbrtwood, who is an engineer 
on the Jersey Central Railroad, has 
been receiving the congratulations of 
his fellow workmen for several days 
uipoin his wife giving birth to the twen
ty-fifth child.

OUTCLASSED.
INextdoor—I haven’t heard your dog 

barking at night for some time.
Homer—No. Guess the poor fellow 

got discouraged. We have twins at 
our .house now, you know.

M IS E R A B L E  W O M EN
HOW WOMEN LOSE INTEREST IN 

THEIR HOUSEHOLDS.

T he I lle  to  ЛѴІіІі-h W om en A re H e ir  C a u u  
M uch g u tte r in g —T he E x p erien ce  o l a 
Lady W ho H as F o u n d  a  Speedy ( 'a c t .

Mns. Іѳаіѳ T. Comeau, who residee 
at 83 1-2 Arago street, St. Roch, Quo- 
bee, is a teacher of French, English, 
and music. For many years Mrs. 
Comeau has suffered greatly from in
ternal troubles, peculiar to her sex, 
and also from continuous weakness 
the result of headaches, neuralgia and 
nervous prostration. Her trouble be
came so bad that she was forced to 
give up teaching, and go to an hos
pital, but the treatment there did not 
materially benefit her ana ultimately 
she left the hospital still a great suf
ferer. Meantime her husband having 
heard of the great value of Dr. Wil
liams’ Pink Pills for Pale People, 
purchased a few boxes and prevailed 
upon his wife to try them. When in
terviewed as to the merits of tha 
pills Mr|s. Comeau gave her story to 
the reporter about as follows:—

“  My trouble came on after the 
birth of mv child, and up to the time 
I begap to ива Dr. Williams’ Pink 
Pills I could find nothing to cure me, 
I suffered much agony, was verj 
weak, had frequent severe headachea, 
and little or no appetite. It was not 
lang after I began the use of the pills 
ffiia t  I found; they were helping me 
very much and/ after taking them for 
a couple of months I was as well fis 
ever 1 had) been. My appetite im
proved, the pains left me and I 
gained considerably in ftesh and am 
a»gain able to attend to the lessons 
of my pupils, aud superintend my 
housenold work. Since using the pills 
myself I have recommended them to 
others and have beard nothing but 
praise in their favor wherever used.”

No discovery of modern times has 
proved such a, boon to women' as Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills, for Pale People. 
Acting directly on Che blood and ner
ves, invigorating tlie body, regulat
ing the functions they restore health 
and strength to exhausted women, 
aind make them feel that life is again 
worth living.

Sold by all dealers in medicine or 
sent post paid at 50c a box or six 
boxes for $2.50, by addressing the 
Dr. Williams' Medicine Co., Brockville, 
Ont. Refuse a!i substitutes.

FINE PRIVATE ZOO.

An E n g lish  G e n tle m a n  Is tlie  O w n er an il
33e H as Some R a re  B ird s a n d  A iilm nls.
The distinction of having probablj 

the most, comprehensive zoo in Eng
land belongs to Mr. O. J .  Ley land, of 
Haggerston Castle, Beal. Among tha 
birds are the rhea, South American, 
ostrich, domiselle, Numidian, crane, 
Liberian crane, Zambesi goose, Austra
lian black swan, emu», and water fowl 
from all parts of the globe. Fine, 
however, as the bird side of the col
lection is, that of the animals is more 
interesting. It includes many kan
garoos, of which Mr. Ley land has 
bred and reared numbers. Consider
ing the bleakness of the Northumber
land coast, this circumstance proves 
that the marsupials are more hardy 
than one would think. In the park 
there is also a herd of Canadian deer, 
from one of which Mr. Ley land has 
had a pair of cast horns weighing 22 
pounds. Bere, -too, may be seen a 
.magnificent herd of North American 
bison ; indeed, it is considered to be 
the finest, and largest in the world, 
for the animals are now practically ex
tinct in their own country. Another 
herd is worth mentioning—one ol 
white-tailed gnus. The ruler of thia 
community is a most ferocious animal, 
a bull that has killed two of his species, 
one of them- older and bigger than 
himself. In consequence of this per
formance he was docked of his horns; 
but even now he defies anybody or any
thing that comes near him, glories in 
a fight, and would give a good account 
of himself ш a mortal combat.

Thera is ma doubt that the authori
ties are at their wits’ ends how to find 
officers for the cavalry, says the Broad 
Arrow. Sixty vacancies actually exist 
and very shortly there will be twenty 
more. To meet this pressing demand 
only twenty cadets will be available 
for commissions from Sandhurst, and 
about half that number are, we under
stand, coming from' the militia. The 
cause of the present difficulty in ob
taining officers bas been erroneously 
put down as solely due to the increas
ing expenses of. cavalry service. In a 
measure .this is partly the case. For
merly a young officer could get along 
on an allowance of £200 or £300 a 
year besides his pay , but the lowest 
limit of a cavalry subaltern’s private 
income to-day may be safely set down 
at £500 or £600. This fact undoubt
edly keep« out the man of moderate
nue,ans.

A DANCING PROCESSION.
A peculiar, but famous, dancing pro

cession annually takes place at Ech
ternach. In Belgium, France and Ger
many excursions are organized to the 
little Luxemburg town, whose church 
contains the remains of St. Will brcrd. 
The pilgrims to Echternach execute in 
a certain rhythm/ what is called tha 
dance of the “ leaping saints,” it 
takes the form of advancing three 
steps, making a step backward, ad
vancing throe more» and so on. It is 
in this quaint way that the procession 
in which ten thousand persons take 
part each year, starts from the. bridge 
on the Lure, the place of е>,вчетаЬ\ѵ tn 
the church.


