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CHAFTER X1V.—Continued.

But Albert Irichet litle knew the
man with whom he bad to do; he was
48 incapable of comprebending Mat-
thew Dane as a mouse is incapable of
entering Into the habits of an ele-
phant. Matthew Dane was never

ewayed by the complications of life.
He swiyed them. Unexpected problems
delighted him. They only incited him
to battle. He loved to bend all men
and all things to his will—but be lov-
ed it still beiter when there were dif-
ficulties to overcome. Albert flat-
tered himself that what he had had to
communicate to his chief that day,
would have altered his plans and pre-
Judiced him in his own favor. He
was tolally wrong. Matthew Dane
had altered nothing. He was, no
doubt, glad of the information he had
received, because it was of use to him
—but be had no warmings of heart to-
wards the tool who had supplied the
information. He made use of men, he
never allowed them to make use of
bim. That is why he dismissed Albert
as f he bhad been a footman, and went

into bis dining-roem leaning on Miles' |

shoulder as though he had been his
familiar friend. His ways were per-
baps inserutable, but there was al-
ways a molive for everything he did.
When he chose he could lsy aside all
hia autocratic airs, and unbend into
gracious and genial companionship. He
diul s0 choose to-night. Never had
Ueollrey seen his uncle so pleasant and
0 Light-hearted. He sat at the end
of the table, helping his guesis, asking
(questions as to the day, chafiing the
young men upon their good fortune in
having had the charge of such charm-
ing young ladies, complimenting the
girls upon their looks and their dresses.
He asked questions, too, as though they
were of the deepest interest to him,
13 10 who rowed, who steered, who had
crabs, and professed himself

that =0 giddy a crew had
vme salely to land without a more in-
timuate acqualntance with the waters of
Falther Thames. Miles, who knew only
the sterner official side of (he great
min's {'h:l.n_ich-r, rapidly began to lose
that sensation of cold awe with which
for some years, he bad been in the hab-
it ol regarding him; Geoffrey told
bims=elfl in characteristic vernacular,
that “the old boy wasn't a bad sort af-
ter all, when you got to know him ;"
and the two girls, never having had
occasion to fear him, chattered to him
wilh a saucy freedom, which pleased
bhim from its novelty.

Unly Mrs. Dune, at the other end of

canughi
thankfal

the table, sat silent, constrained and
uncomiortable. sShe knew him so
well. He was never like this unless he
bad some part to play, some deep
scheme in his mind, some object to at-
tain What was it? she wondered,
flanc.ng  apprebensively at him now
Ll again. Somelthing or ul..ll.ut'.hul]j'

to be sacrificed to his will—pray
tieaven it did not imvolve the happi-
ness ol her dear Geolfrey, thought the
puor woman, whose one bright spot in
hif wus Geolfrey’'s kindness. She
ould pol join in the fun and laughter,

H

illain some end. She looked ner-
vous anud wrelched. A fancy came to
her that her husband was [illing up
Lweolirey s champagne somewhat fre-
quently, and she knew it was his best
Ihe thought made her shiver.
inud then her eyes met his aeross the
length of the table, and there must
I v been some mule appeal for mercy
in Lhem, lor her lerd darted forth one
i Lhose angry gleams at her, that had

1iways the power to make her shrink |

il tremble.
“"Why don’'t you
Dane? You don't seem very gay to-

Diamond Cut Diamond

THE ROUT OF THE ENEMY.

to do so glibly, and yet that no love
of woman has ever yet made them do
for her sake, if only, by resigning her,
they can do anything more comforiable
to themselves. If she would give him
the smallest hope, he wrote, he would
either go out and make a home for her,
and ask her to follow him to the other
side of the world when the home was
ready, or else he would remain, and
do some such desperate thing as be had
mentioned at home, in order Lo be near
Lher. “Dut,” he added, “if my case is
utterly hopeless, let me know the
worst at onee, and I will take my pass-
age and sail next week, leaving Eng-
land for ever, and you, the only wo-
man 1 have ever, or ever shall love,
shall never hear of me again.”

When Dulcie had finished reading the
letter, which was very long, she stood
holding it in her hand, gazing thought-
fully into the flame of ber candle, with

| a small eontemptuous smile at the
| corners of her mouth. Personally she

| was not very much affected by the |bis

seeming love and despair of her saitor,

' she had mnever given him credit for
 much feeling, and she could not exon-
erate him in her own mind from a cer-
tain- amount of double dealing. He
loved her, he said, and no doubt he
desired to marry her; but be had, she
beliaved, been wuuable to resist the
temptation of trifling with Angel’'s
feelings. He had made love to one
sister and he had pretended to make
love to the other. It bhad no doubt
amused him to do this, but in doing
s0 he had brought real sorrow ‘to
Angel, and Duleie was not likely to
forgive him.

It was for Angel's sake, now, that
she hesitated and debated. If she
sent him away definitely to the other
side of the world, then would he not
be for ever lost to her sister i Would
she be justified in doing sof? Would
not the faint chance of his making
Angel happy be for ever thrown
away? If, on the contrary, she tem-
| porised, if she bade him refure his
cousin’s offer—stay in England, in
short, under more or less of false pre-
tence—might not time, perhaps, open
his eyes to the beauty and sweetness
of the sister who really loved him, and
give Angel a chance of winning the
man who would make her happy |

For ten minutes or more Dulcie de-
bated this question with grave, [ixed
eyes, whilst the smile of scorn faded
away [rom bher lips; then, with a lit-
tle wave of her hand she brushed away
the delusion into which a less clear-
Iy balanced mind than bhers might have
fallen.

“No. He shall go. He is not good
enough for her,” she said half aloud,
adding wilh a quaint little smile at
herself in the glass in front of her,
“Nor, for the mutter of that, for me
either |

Then a little later she murmured:
| “She shall pever know it—never!"
| meaning that Lessiter had proposed to
her. “He shall go away out of both

| our lives for ever, and sie shall never
| understand why.” And then she

nuwing well that it was only put on | thought about Geoffrey Dane. Could

|any woman desire a betiter lover than

he would be? Was there not a charm
about him, about his pleasant voice,
his guiet thoroughbred manners, his
thoughtfual, intelligent face, that were
A guarantee in themselves of the good-
ness of his heart and the refinement
in his natuare?

“He likes her already, he will love
her soon,” she said to herseif. *She
will forget this unworthy lover, and
there 1s happiness before her with this

| other man."

night. Miss Angel, when you are|

married, | hope you'll keep your hus-
bund's home bright and cheerful: a
sour, sad face is but a poor comfort
to o business man after his day's
work." And so0o bhe rattled on, ad-
dressing chaff and his banter chiefly
o Angel and Geoffrey, so Lthat Miles
ind Dalecie fell again apart into quiet
talk together.

It is certain that this, too, was not
lost upon old Dane. It amused him,
vnd for the present it served his pur-
pose, 50 he let t(hem alone, watching
them furtively from the corner of his
2ye.

“That can easily be stopped when it
suils me,” he sald to himself. *“For
the present it is a help 1o me.”

What did Miles and Dulcie signify

to him? His objects lay elsewhere— | t10ted fuce, the smooih white arm, the |

wiurm rounded neck, balf concealed ini “What other prooi duo 1| want than

'woman's nature, my dear, all the

and if they were so unlucky as to get |

in his way—why then, of course, they
would be erushed |

CHAPTER XV.

{slumber.

laugh, (oo, Mrs. |

Then imlcie took up the candle, and
crept softly into the adjoining room.
~Angel lay fast asleep. Her face, in
its perfect repose, was lovely as a
drean. The long lashes drooped
close upon the flushed cheek. ‘The
soft masses of brown hair lay scatter-
ed loosely upon her pillows, and
through the parted curves of her red
lips, the even breathing came and
wenl as sweet and deep as ap infant's
One arm bare to the elbow,

lay flung back behind her head, and

.i the small shell-like palm, with doubled- |

up finger-tips, lay like a fallen rose

leaf, close to her pure smooth brow,

'The whole attitude was one of utter

1y thus in maidens and young vhild- |

peice and abandon. Sleep is only love-

‘ren. Angel, lying asleep, was like

ber name, and she was beautiful, with
a4 strange, unreal beauty—the delicate

the [romework of soft laces that fell
away from it like a wreath of snow-

| flakes, all made a picture that anart-

ist would have raved over, and to which

_ . : Dulcie was far from bei i ibl
Angel and Dulcie had two littl - | - M g R
- wo little bed~ | 4. cho si00d watching her, carcfully

roomns opening out of each other, at
Cromwell Road. When they went
upstairs both girls were tired out with
their long day of pleasure. They
parted at once with a Kkiss, at the door-
wany between their rooms, and in a
very few minutes, in Angel's room,
it least, there reigned darkness apd a
complets silence. Then, when all was
still, Duleie took the letter out of her
pocket that she had found upon the
hall table, and opened it.

shoding the light with hber hand,
Angel stirred slightly, and her lips
curled into o smile of pure, gentle hap-
piness, into @ though some sweet dream
were flilting pleasantly across her
slecping fancy. Duleie [elt strangely
moved by thit smile; there was some-
thing of the maternal instinet in her
concerning those she loved much, as
there ever is in a true-souled woman.
That sleeping smile appealed to her

She knew who it was from, and she | (®0Uerness to her protecting faculties;
was pretty well aware before she be- her eyes filled with tears.

gan to :rr:!Ld it of what its contents
would consist.

i was a proposal of marriage from
Horace Lessiter. He wrote to her now,
he told her, although he knew that
he had better bave waited longer, be-
cause an unexpected crisis had come
in his fortunes. A ecousin settled in
Australia bhad written to offer him a
share in a very good business if he
would come out and join him at once.
Horace told Dulcie frankly that he was
so much in debt that he hardly knew
which way to tarn ; that his brother,
who had helped him more than once,
had refused to do so again, and that
his difficulties were such that it had
become necessary for him to do some-
thing townards earning mis living. Such
an opening as this was not likely to
present itself again.

The Australian cousin was an older
man than himself, who had retained
an affectionate remembrance of him in
his boyhood, and he had written in a
generous manmer and seemed really
anxious to have him out there. Yet,
sooner than ‘eave Dulcie for ever, he
declared that he would drive a hansom,
or sweep a crossing, or beg in the
streets, or, i 1 hort, do any other of

those imposaible things that men swear |

“8She shall not suffer if [ can pre-
veut it,” she siid to herself, as she
bent and touched her sister’s cheek
with 2 butter-fly caress. Angel al-
ways seemed 10 present a certain

helplessness of character to the stur-|

dier nature of her sister. Perhaps she
wias less helpless than she deemed her
to be.

“She shall be happy yet. She will
be hoppy, 1 know it. Not with Horace
;.n‘lﬁu_ar. but with Geoffrey Dane, who
is worthy of her.” And then she crept
away back to her own room, and sat
down and wrote at the corner of her
dressing-table — three lines — short
and incisive lines, that decided the
destiny of more than one person in
this history,

“It can never be as you wlsh. Go
to Australia, and make your fortune,
I shall always be your friend, and
hope you will find a better wife than
Icould ever be to you—D. H.

After that, she got into bed and fell
usleep; and she, too, had her dreams.
Ureams about smooth-flowing rivers,
and green, over-ha banks.
Dreams, in which salads and Anstral-
lan cousins, love-letters, and bl men

i hite f1
n white nmhmdﬂrwlﬁ’?rm

up in a strange

The house in Cromwell Road uama&]
to be enveloped in slumber. Yet its
master acd mistress were awake [ar on
inte the night.

Matthew Dane, still in his evening
dress, stood up creet and stern, with
his back to the mantelpiece, in his

wife’s dressing-room. H: =as no
‘onger the genial host, the kind-
'Y old gentleman, the pleasantly

affectionate unele, and master of the
house. All that, which had only been
assumed for the time, was done with,
and laid aside,

Matthew Dane was himself now—his
worst sell—the domestic bully, laying
his eruel orders upon the wife, who
E_:uruti bim because she understood

im.

She st before him, twisted up upon
her sof:, wringing her hands, that
were moist from nervousness, with
bead turned away, not daring to look
him in the face.

There was nothing about her that
appealed either to his affection or to
his respect. She was thin and wasted
a r, washed-out, neverless thing,
with no spirit and no courage. Her
very dress, an unlovely bed-room wrap-
per, found disfavour in his eyes, by
reason of its disordered limpness.
But she was still his creature, his
bond-slave. The only use of her was
to fulfill his orders and to carry out
commands, She might writhe
under the lash with which she was
driven, but she was always incapable
nf' any struggle against his will.

‘You must get it out of him,” he was
saying to her, “worm yourself into his
Eﬂiﬂeum — women can always do

“Indeed, Matthew, Geoffrey is =0
open and candid, I should not kmow
how to do it in that way. I could
only ask him right out if he knew——"

“And that, I tell you, is precisely
what you are not to do. I don't want
to scare the game away. That woman,
de Brefour, has been to me, weeping,
and praying for forgiveness — wanting
me (o sign a paper, or some such' rub-
bish. Dgea the woman take me for a
foolt People don't ask for forgiveness
for the dead, but for the living.
I tell you, that swindling thief of a
husband of hers is alive to this hour—
and, as sure as I'm a living man, I'll
bring him to justice yet.”

"Ohb! After all these years — you
might show mercy, Matthew, And waa
it not certain that the poor man was
killed inthit dreadful railway acci-
dent?"”

“l never was convinced of (hat, and
now I am eertain that he is still alive,

Ilr::n hiding somewhere, probably with
er."

“Abh, poor woman, what a life she
must have led, if that is so0,” sighed
L{rs. Dane. “Could not you have some
pily for so sad a ecase, Matthew? After
all, you got back nearly all the papers
and the cheques; there was very lit-
tle lost——""

“And why should justica go unap-
peased, pray? Why should the man
get off scot-freef Why should he not
sufier for his sinf Don't be a fooll As
to the 'poor woman,’ as you call her,
she is a deal better dressed than you
are, let me tell you, and as bandsome
78 paint —curse her! And, what is
more, she has got at Geofirey, some-
how—the Lord knows how — flatiercd
him, no doubt, till she can twist him
round her finger. A fine chance for
her to keep a hold overthe firm, no
doubt, she thiuks, Geoffrey knows
where she is, 08 sure as you aud I are
sitting bere, and that's what I want
to find out.”

“Then why don't you ask him to tell
youf" she suggested, with a momentary
bolidness,

He swore ut her roundly fora fool.

"o you suppose he would tell med
Of course he has sworn secrecy, she
doesn’'t want me to find out her
whereibouts; of course 1 can set the
police to work if other things tail, but
I'm not going to sound an alarm till

who ure always making
thit boy, and petting and codding him,
who can find out.
enough, and you've got to do it, L tell
| youl”

I hen she fell to weeping softly.

“1m so fond of him, Matthew—] hate
to play a traitor's part to him."

“Traitors be d—d! it's all for his
good. What advantage is it
young fellow to be dangling after a
murried woman, or even a widowi 1

' shouldn't have :
|hn-'u been a woman to look with fav- |
our on that sort of love-making.”

Mrs. Dane looked unspeakubly shock-
| ad.

“Oh, but why should you suspect
such thingsi You have npo proof of
anything so wrongl® she cried with
something almost of indignation,

Her lord laughed grimly.

'I'm sure the man's alive. It is you, |
a fussa over

ood Lord, it's easy |

to l;

thought you would |

world over! Mdme, de Brefour is, what
+ll beautiful women are, artful and
fond of ndmiration — trust her to make |
love to a good looking young fellow if
she has a chance, more especially if |
there's an end to be gained by it. So,
you see, you mty in fact be saving
your favourite from a great danger.
He can't marry this woman. I intend
him to marry the eldest Miss Halli-

dey.” . .
ra. Dune looked up with deep in-|

terest.

“Will
you thinkf’ she enquired a
doubtfully, for she was apt to regard
ber husband's schemes of benevolence
with some suspicion. “Of course she
‘seems u sweet girl, and if they were
to love eaxch other——"

“That's neither here nor there. It
is settled between Halliday and myseif,
who are the principal persons oon-
cerped, that it is to be so. S0 you
miy consider that fixed. As for the
' boy, it will be an arrangemenlt Very
‘wiuch to his advantage every way,

' you see that any other entanglement
he bhas got into will bave to be broken
off. Thit will come after — but before
I take strong measures in that direc-
tion, 1 want to make use of the turn
things seem to have taken. and to dis-
cover the truth about Leon de Bre-
four; this folly of Geoffrey's will set
me on tLhe right track——" and then
old Dane levelled his long forefinger
at his wife's head and fixed his glitter-
ing eyesa upon her.

(To be Continued.)

i
ANCIENT WAR CUSTOM.
In the ancient wars it was the cus-
tom for both armies to go into win‘er
quarters, but such a thing

is quite unknown, and several battles
d this century have been fought
Day and New-Year's

it be for his happiness, do vutlet somewhere and disappeared.
little |

BAIT FOR A TIGER TRAP, 3%

HORRIBLE EXPERIENCE OF AN
ENGLISH ENGINEER.

Moung Goung Gee's Vengeamce Im the

Wilds of Burmah-Saved From the

{laws of the Great Beast by a  De-

tachment of *1kihs and a Nailve Girl.

Burmah was a most disturbed coun-
try from 1852 till 1856. I had my share
of rough work, for I was detailed to
survey and explore the country with
a view to opening it out by roads,
writes Henry Stone.

l was quite young, and owed my
position to my knowledge of survey-
ing and civil engineering, which [ had
lecarned at school at Woolwich., 1 was
surveying a line for a road between |
Prome and Rangoen. I cannot give de-
tails, as [ have not my diaries by me,
but one day some villagers came to ask
me to shoot some elephants that were
destruying their Dhan, paddy fields.

I asked them if the herd was a large
one. They said yes, but that if the
two ringleaders, who looked like
twins, were killed, the rest would go
back guietly into the Yomahs.

I was not particularly busy that
day, so 1 agreed to go out. I had a
long trudge, and, sure encugh, Icame
on the two inseparables, and account-
ed for them both. DBut the day was
overcast. We strayed erratically; fin-
ally, night came on, and our men ac-
knowledged that they did not know
their way out of the forest.

I ought to have mentioned that
Moung Goung Gee, an independent
warrior, half soldier and wholly a da-
coit, was in arms at this time, and ap-
peared here and there frum time (o
time. Whenever he met our Lroops
he was defeated, of course, but as a
rule he only attacked outlying towns,

TORTURING THE PEOPLE

and levying blackmail whenever pos-
sibla., His whereabouts, however, had
not been heard of for some time, and
as there was no hope of our getling
back to my headquurters we lit fires
and composed ourselves to sleep.

I suppose it was between 2a.m. and
da.m., when we were savagely awal-
ened, and before we knew for certain
whether the whole thing was a fantas-

tic dream or not, we were securely

bound and taken off to Goung Gee's
headquarters, about six miles off.

We had an interview with him next
morning. He said he bhad long wanted
to catch a sahib ol the detested Eng-
lish, and would mete out Lo ine a pun-
ishment so terrible that it would ef-
fectually prevent others from wuander-
ing into his country. As for those with
me, he said they had been warned what
their fate would be i they assisted the
Kala-logue.

He ordered them off for instant tor-
ture and execution, but 1 cannot de-
scribe the horrors that followad. Their
memory isahorrid nightmare to this |
day.
Aboul 8 pam., I was walked off a
guod six or cight miles through dense
jungles, reviled and tortured more or
less the whole way, and at length I
found myself stripped and thrust into
a trap prepared for a tiger—a bamboo
arrangement of simple construction. My
jailers were needlessly brutal and
abused me in every way, hoping I'd like
the treatment 1 should meet from the
man-ealing tiger which hovered about
near where the trap bad been speci-
ally laid.

But previously, while a prisoner and
tied to a tree, u Karen girl had, at the
risk of her life, given me a little water,
and I begged of her to send some one
hurriedly to Capt. D'Oyly, who was
camped a few miles off, to hurry tomy
rescue.

The trap was one of those wunsually
erected for tigers in Durmah. It was a
long, rectangular box-like structure
made of bamboos. The portion set aside
for the bait was only just large enough |
for me, Ierouched there dumbly,

HALF DAZED WITH HORROR.

and quite unable to realize my fear-
ful position.

It was Christmas Eve, end the weath-
er very chilly—for Burmah. 1 offered
large bribes to my custodians to let
me escape, but they scolfed at
me.

How slowly did the hours puss! The

out of the twenty which formed my
guard, eame up and bayoneted the
tiger, who was caught literally like a
rat in a trap. Fire they dared not, as
they were omly acouple of miles from
Goung Gee's camp. They released me
—more dead than alive—from my liv-
ing tomb, and then improvised a ham-
mock out of a native blanket and car-
ried me to my camp.

En route I met D'Oyly, who, with a
etrong foree of regulars and irregu-
lars, was hastening to my rescue. He
was delighted to see me free, and has-
tened on in the hope of surprising the
dacoit leader. The latter, however,
was too well served, and had decamped
before my friends arrived.

I lay between life and death for six
weeks, for the shock to my system, as
well as the exposure to the cold chills
of a December night, had brought on
a severe attack of fever. But I was
truly thankful for my seemingly mira-
culous escape from that man-eater,
whom I met under such appalling
conditions.

SOME ROYAL SLUMBERS.

How a Few of the World's Rulers Sleep
M.my Early Kisers,

The Kaiser sleeps on a regulation
camp bed, such as is served out in the
German army to junior officers, but
the sheets are of somewhat finer linen.
Everythingelse is of the rough regi-
mental pattern. He goes to bed at
11 pm,, and rises with rigid punctu-
ality at five o'clock in the morning.
His sleep isslightly agitated, but fair-
ly regular.

Queen Wilkelmina goes to bed about
eleven o'clock and getsup early. Like
ber father, on rising, she takes a stroll
round the park and visits the stables.
Her bedstead is of monumental size, be-
ing broad ewmough for six, and propor-
tionately deep. It is whispered that
her youthful Majesty snores slightly!

Leopold 1l., the King of the Bel-
gians, goes late to bed. He spends
half the night working and reading.
In strong contrast to his neighboring

sovereign, he uses an ordinary bed-
stead, without any other luxury than
a quilt of swansdown. He is a very
chilly mortal.

except on a very hard bed. He dispenses

with the use of pillows. He uses
sheets of the very coarsest web, and
sleeps like a top.

Abdul Hawmid—who would have
thought it f—enjoys the peaceful, bland,
unbroken slumbers of a child. No
visions trouble him ; one would think,

as ope looked upon his sleeping form,
that his conscicunce—if he bhas one—was
calm and clear.

The President of the French Repub-
lie, M. Felix Faure, sleeps rather bad-
ly. His rest is iroubled and be suffers
much from nightmare, He has one

In the sultry summer nights he has
been known to give orders to his valet
to bring bim fresh sheets twoor Lhree
times ln the night.

The Czar of ltussia, the august ally
of M. Faure, has the greatest diffi-
culty in getting a good might's rest,
and yet he is what old-fashioned peo-
ple call *"a lover of the bed.” He gets
up late inthe morning unless urgent

dreads the night. His bedroom is al-

tion room. He often suifers from
acute insomnia, and makes a (requent
use of chloral.

Our own Gracious Sovereign the
Queen goes to bed guite late, although
she isa comparatively early riser. Year
in and year out, her average time of
going to bed is quarter past ten. A
lady-in-waiting is deputed to read her

for the living novelists whose worlks
bave such somnolent effect upon Her
Majesty, we refain from mentioning

their names. Her H:iﬂl.j".l sleep is

very calm, though bri

2 = et
NATIVE PHILIPPINE GLRLS,

The Philippine mauiden is usually very

Her eyes ure large and shad-d by long,
dark lashes; her hair is black in colur,
long and glossy, and it is her chiel
pride. She gives it a great deal of
care and aitention, frequently anint-
ing it with vil of the cocoanut, which
probably gives 1L Lhe peculiar gloss.

oold was bitter, but 1 must have dozed |
off all the same, for I remember being |
awakened by a clammy something
crawling over me. My heart leaped in- |
to my mouth. It was only a rock-
snake, however, creeping Lthrough tl‘na:i
bars and seeking an exit somewhere. |
Oh! the ghastly loathsomenessof [eel-
ing that ecold, creepy reptile gliding
over my poor, palpitating body! 1]
thanked God when the snake found an

But shortly afterward the crowning |
horror came. [ heard soft frotfalls first, |
and then something sniffing round the |
trap. There could be no doubt that it
was Lthe man-eater. My heart nearly
burst. 1 was kept in agony for fully
ten minutes, and then the beast evi-
dently found the door, for he entered
and | heard the door fell. There was
a partition of bamboos betweern him
and me, but I anticipated that he
would soon demolish that and then
tear me to pieces as | lay haddled up
helplessly.

It appeared afterward, however, that
the Karen girl's brother had been
foreed to ereet the trap and had made
the partition of male bamboos of great
strength.

In the darkness [ecould see the great
luminous, wistful eyes of the map-eat-

er.
THE FEARFUL BRUTE

finding that he could not get in to
me, began to insert his paws gently,
but I erept ap to the outer bars, and
then he could bhardly reach me. He
did succeed, however, in giving me a
claw or two on back and buttock.

As he smelled the blood he began te
gnaw at the bars, and would doubtless
have made short work of them, but
there was a sudden glare of torches,
a mnfumg murmur, and then I felt the
worst had passed.

The Karen girl, with ten of the Sikhs

The young girl usually wears her hair
hunging loosely down ber back, but the
older women build it up i « fanciful
knot, often adorued with flowers,

Next to her hair the Philippine girl
prides heerselfl on her feet. She is notl
like the pour Chinese women, forced to
have them of diminutive proportions,
but she is just as careful of them. She
wears no stockings, but incases the feet
in  elaborately emurvidered slippers
witbout heels.

Very few of the women in these is-

lands are well educaied. Som-, how-
ever, hive been taught 'n the convenls,
but this number is small. The Phih

pine girl is very fond of music and is

generaily able (v play both on the barp |
|

snd the guitar. The guitar is very
popalar and might be called the nat-
ionul instrument. For the purpose ol

assisting them in playing the girls al- |
low the thumb nail oft the right hand |

to grow very long.

These girls are athletically inclined,
They ride and swim with great dex-
terity. They are also very fond of
dancing. In Manila, which is a wvery
cosmopolitan city, many Mestizes, who
are Creole girls of the Philippines, go
into the bhest society. One old-time
custom prevails inm the Philippines that
will undoubtedly pass away with ihe
beginning of the new American life and
rule. It is an old marriage custom,
and obliges the lover to serve in the
house of his intended bride’s father for
several months previous to the cere-
mony. The marriage feasts wusually
laust for several days. Then the bride,
who has not often seen, more than fif-
jeen summers, is lad a
band's home, a housa of bambeo,
probably built by his own hands,

King Humbert of Italy cannot sleep |

TOURED AFRICA ALONE.

EXPERIENCES OF A YOUNG ENG
LISH TRAVELLER.

Albert B. Lloyd Visits the Pigmies ans
Cannlbals of the Bark Continent The
Natives Never Troubled Him.

A London Letter says:—Probably
there has been no such interest cirel-
ing arcund African travellers and geo-
graphers since the time of Henry M.
Stanley's expidition as has been caused
by the arrival this week of a young
and hitbherto unknown Englishman, Mr.
Albert Bushmill Lloyd from Central
Africa, after a record journey of three
monihs from the beart of Africa te
Lomdon, travellmg over Stanley's
routse down the Congo o the wesl
coast. The journey was inone respect
more remarkable tham Swanley’s, in-
asmuch as Mr. Lloyd traveiled quits
alone, 80 far as Europeans were con-
cerped, and was only accompanied by
lwo native servants and a small num-
ber of carriers. Moreover, although Iu
marched three weeks in the plgmy
forest, and then traversed the whols
lengih of the Aruwimi river, the banks
of which are lined witn

WARLIKE CANNIBALS,

he npever once lired a shot in sell-de

I-.jn-l:‘fﬂ. Un the contrary, he wason ©or-

dial terms with both pigmies and canp-

pnibals. Un ¢ntering the great primeval
forest, Mr. Lloyd went west for {ive
days without 1he sight of a pigmy.

Suddenly bhe became aware of Lhelr

presence by mystericus wovemenl

among the trecs, which be first atirk
buted to the monkeys. Finally be
came Lo a clearing and stopped al an

Arab willage, where bhe melL a great

pumber of pigmies. “They twold me,”

sald Mr. Lloyd, “that, unkonown Lo me,
that had been waltching me for Llive
days, peering through the growth of
the forest. Lhey appeared very much

[righteped, and even when speakin

covered their [uces, | asked a chie

to allow me to photograph the dwarls,

and be brought a dozen together. I

was able to secure a snap shot, but

did not sucoced in the Lime exposuare,

as the pigmies would pot stand still,

Then 1 tried tw measure them, and

found not one over four feet in height,
Al were fully developed, the women

curious bhabit which is worthy of notice. |

business demands an early rising. He |

ways brilliantly lit up, like a recep- |

off to sleep, but out of consideration |

pretLy, with a graceful, supple hiure,l

som:what slighter tham the men. [
| was amazed at their siurdiness. The
F MEN HAVE LONG BEARDS
:r-_--ur'hjn,g half way down the chest
They are very vumid, and will not look
a stranger in the face, their bead-like
eyes constantly shifting. ‘Lhey are, it
struck me, fairly intelligent. In a long
talk & chicf conversed intelligenily
about their cusioms in the forest, and
the number of tribesmen. DBoilh men
and women except for a tiny stripe of
ih:l.'r'l-:. were gquite nude. The men were
' armed with poisoned arrows. The chief
told me the tribes were pomadic, and
never sleplt two nights in Lhe same
[.ll.:l{'-t-. Th--j‘ Glst buddied 1-|.E|-I:1u'l L
hastily thrown up bhuts. Memories of
a white (raveller—Mr. Stanley, of
course—who crossed the forest years
ago, still linger among them.”
STARTLED BY THE BICY CLE.

Mr. Lluyd them  procesded through
' th: capnibal eountries to the coast. He
| found the camnibals warlike and fierce
but open and straightforward, and hod
no difficulty with them. At one place
he put together a bhicycls he had with
him and rode around their village. A
remarkabls scene foilowed, thowsanda
of capnibals, men, wowen and clildren,
turning out, dancing and yelling at
what they describad as “a Europeag
| riding a snake.”

WOMEN OF GRIT.

A eccmpany of California women 19
| building & railway from Summerville
to Stockton, a distapnce of sixty odd
| miles.

The majority of the stockholders ure
| women, the directors are women, and
Lthe: control of the building conlracls
is in the bhands of women.

Mrs, Annie hline Rickert 18 the pro-
sident of the Stockton and Tuolumne
[ Counly [l lroad, which is betler kpown

as “the woman's railroad.”
Mrs. Rickert, in addition to being »
railway president is an owner of mines.
During the live years in which she
has bean riding and driving between
| Stockton and the mines, sis has studi-

ied the needs and possililities of the
:l}fll.ltﬂlj’ wiLh r|h|l|;r1--h.4-n-|'l.'l- rye

| Almg the wmolber lode there are
!'ﬁh--uhulldﬁ of tons of ore, and on the
other side of it in the timber belt

'h'.‘l'ﬂ gre thowsapnds ol feel ol lum-
ber Lo be carried to Udewnter at Stock-
| Lon. Apropos ol the rallway under-
| taking, Mr. Rickert tells this story (—
“If we are women we koow a Little
| more aboul materials than the diree
tors ol the Valley Road did whea Lhey
started. On a requisition sent in one
of the items for the Valley Hoad wase
fish plates A director gravely cross
ed it out wirth the remark, "We haven't
| a directors’ car yet, so | guess the men
can get aleng without fish plates.” On
the woman's road it is an understood
thing that th- fish plates will be of
stsgl—not of chipu.”

Seventeen years ago Mrs. Rickert was
left & widow wilthout means, and with
a little girl tv care for. Mrs. Rickert
bought a tent, and pitched it in the
Mojane desert.

One doy she was out prospecling in
company with her Little daughter, when
sh= heard the laiter ery, "Mamma,
mamma, [ have § und some rock exactly
like the specimen Mr. Pearson had at
San Bernardino,

Thit was bow Mrs. Rickert came te
own a gold mine that produced as wuch
as £2000 to the ton.

NOT AFRAID.

Mrs. Brownston—Why, under the sun
are you standing here, gazing out of
the t doort

New Bervant--Sure, th’ sun won't
burt me.

i

SHE COULDN'T TELL.

Am [ descended [rom a monkey,

to her hus- | mat

I Jdare say, but I'm not sure, for [
pever met any of your father's people,
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