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“BEHOLD! I STAND AT THE DOOR, AND KNOCK."”

“THeE LiceT OF THE WORLD.”

By W. Horman HuUNT.

See Picture—(Frontispiece).

 WartinG without, in the dark, full long—
Why are the bolts of the door so strong?
Who is the dweller, imprisoned, that leaves

. One so Divine ’neath the comfortless eaves ?
He Who provided that house must stand
Pleading—as though He could not command !

- Watching and knocking, ere dawn of day;
Through the long noon ; till the shadows lay
~ Slanting at eve; while the golden lines

Glinted their smiles through the darkening pines.

Knocking and pleading, ¢ Sweet Soul ! unbar
Thy door to Him Who hath come from far.”

Why didst thou slight Him the livelong day?
Other than He had been grieved away.
See how the Angels, on bended knee,
Wait for His bidding, Who sues to thee! -
Couldst thou but see Him, so fair to view,
Thou, at His feet, shouldst have waited, too!

No need of banquet, where He shall sup,
Life’s true Elixir shall fill the cup.

No need of lamp, for His smile shall light
All the dim chambers now steeped in night.
No need of viol nor harp, if He

Whisper one word of His love to thee!

All unawares, it is said, to some,

Guests, that were angels, have deigned to come.
Honoured supremely, that homestead blest,
Sheltering awhile such aheavenly guest..

Say, what with this should their bliss compare
If the Redeemer were supping there?

Then let me answer, “Dear Master mine!
Wait Thou no longer—my heart is Thine.
Enter my dwelling, my God! come in;
Break the strong bolts and the bars of sin.
Here, on my face, do I wait for Thee,
Deign Thou for ever my guest to b
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The Spirit of Christmas.

T was the hour
E of rest in this
country below

the stars. The hush
of night had fallen
on the city. Sleep
'iéh&d come to the
’» many thousands
with a darkening of
the  Vision and a
folding of the wings of
‘the Spirit. And yet to me
the hush seemed preg-
nant with voices, voices
that would notbe stilled,
echoes that seemed to
ring into the limitless
space beyond the Stars.
““The earth is full of
oppression and injus-
tice, the arm of the
cruel falls heavier than that of the kind. The un-
just flourish and the wicked are like a green bay
tree. Poverty is mocked by arrogant wealth.
Labour is held in contempt. Iniquity and pride
stalk through the ranks. Purity is deflowered
by violence. Gentleness is crushed under the
relentless heel of the fierce-minded. The
innocent are powerless, while the evil are
trininphant.” Such seemed to be the refrain
that rang in my ears. Is it not all true ? Is
not this the meaning of life as we see it around
us ? Lifeis filled notonly with the wickedness of
humanity, but is also filled with sorrows, sorrows
that come upon us unawares and break the spirit
by their stunning vehemence, and which are
relentless and like an adamantine rock resisting
all our feeble and uoavailing efforts. Such is
life in its true light. Man’s Leart is stirred with
pity and sympathy for the sorrows of his kind.
He would do something if he could, but he is
tied, bound and helpless, and his heart rises in
tent fury against the injustice of it all. And
omes the ‘q&estion,r—when man, a mere

els like this, is not the Creator moved

_and oppression that fills the

unconsciousness. Butpresently beneath the stars
and across the shadows, came the soft chiming
of bells which seemed to fall like dew upon the
earth around ; and voices answered these bells,
the voices of the angels as they held their
discussions ;—and the question of their argument
was the same that rang through my dulled
brain. One answered in martial tones, ¢ let
there be war, let us cleanse the earth and le us
beseech the Creator to create a newone.”” There
came another, a soft silvery voice, * brother,
wilt thou destroy these millions of people?
Wilt thou not have pity ? Will destruction bring
happiness ?” In response to this answered
another, ‘I would bring more Jight, more know-
ledge. for wickedness is but folly in action and
injustice is the error of the hlind. Knowledge
would clear doubts, would enlighten the mind
and there would be more happiness, If there
were more light, there would be less of sorrow.
If philosophy enlightened the land, the evils
of that torture of flesh would disappear.” But
gently came the answer, “knowledge does not
secure from men weariness of the flesh, It does
not relieve the mind, It does not bring bappi-
ness. It does not satisfy the craving. the
yearning of the soul ” * And then what does?”
rang the question from many angel voices. In
sweet response, in charmed accents, came the
answer floating on the soft breeze. “Love, love is
the only remedy. Hatred, contempt, and envy are
the curse of ‘life,’ the only remedy is love ; the will
to give and not to expect a return, to bless and
not wait to be blessed.”” Such was the answer
of a little child-angel ; and all the other voices
broke up the answer and the glad shout echoed
far and wide. “ God is Love ” swas the burden
of the shout, the “ Creator is Love,” and with this
I awoke and found the answer to my problem.

T'he dawn was just breaking in a dream of gold
and scarlet, the little birds were singing. their
poems of praise to their Creator. The earth
was fresh with the night dew and the air rustled
through the leaves in new life. All seemed at
peace and there was peace in my heart. In
the air was the ringing of soft chimes, the
Christmas bells which spoke of peace and good
will. Had not the Creator shown his love for us ?

. The power of Love is in its sacrifice. Did not the

Son of God come down to men and suffer the in-
gratitude and fickleness of men? Could there
be a greater sacrifice ? And, while we in our

Ity ignorance fight against the Divine Love of the

the Creator, Whose

g Hands lead_jis from

- Oreator, the Universe is ruled by the love of
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greatness of our little strength, are faithless,
and trusting in ourselves. More faith and more
love should be our motto in life, and peace, the
Christinas angel, will always be our guest.
Peace, that serene consciousness of mind and
spirit, which is attained hy the sacrifice of the
eye, will be our portion and will teach us to
reach a helping hand to our fellow-men in love
and in sympathy. We must each in our own
little sphere fulfil our duty. “ Do thou fulfil
thy work, but as yon wild fow! do-—thou wilt heed
no less the wailing,—yet Lear through it angels
singing”’—such is she Spirit of Christmas, the
spirit of faith and hope, which will give us fresh
courage to wage war against the difficulties
that beset humanity, and the spirit of love and
peace, which is the crown of all happiness,
May such be our portion this Christmas ; may
the Spirit of Him,

Who taught mankind on that first Christmas day

What it was to be a man ; to give, not take 2

To serve, not rule ; to nourish, not devour ;
To help, not crush ; if need, to die, not live,

may that spirit fill each one of us this Christ-
mas Season, so thatin fellowship and in love we
may clasp hands and greet each other with « A
Happy CrRISTMAS.”

i By ax Ixpmaxy Lapy.

The 3Intuition of Things.

g0 arrive ag

nite con-
clusion regarding
intuition, we must
first clearly under-
stand the meaning
of the words,
_ “ Image,” * Idea,”
¢ Ideation.” Aswe shall see, the
three meanings follow one upon
the other in an ascending com-
plexity of thought.

What then is an Image ? Itis
a representation. In itself if is
neither concrete nor tangible. It
is the result of our power to bring again iato the
mind’s horizon, sight, sounds, scent, or tastes
that we have before experienced. For an image
need not be an effect of visualisation only,
though it is generally restricted to that mean-
ing. As the mind’s eye conjures up objeets, so
the mind’s ear reproduces sounds, and the mind’s
taste, and smell, (if such expressions may be al-
lowed) reproduces those functions. I shut my
eyes and see an apple. I see the red and yellow

° any defi-,

skin, the little marks and indentations on its sur-
face. The light reflected from its polished contour,.
this is an image. I fancy myself smelling, tast-
ing, and then droppiung it. The smell, taste, and
sound of the thud it makes in falling, flash
through my mind and are also images.

Words do not necessarily recall images. If
I simply say, *Bright Diamonds,” only the
words themselves appear in my mind ; it needs
an extra mental effort to visualise the object for
which they stand.

An Idea cannot be formed without an image,
though an Image can be had without an Idea.

Words are not necessary for the presentation
of Ideas. They must also be distinguished from
thought. We are thinking all day long, our
brains are seldom still, but it doesnot follow
that we are having Ideas. They would indeed
be more frequent, if we indulged in less idle
speculation and more reverie. An Idez is a dip
into the Future. It is a forecast of a possible con-
tingency, that may arise from a new combination
of circumstances.

When the Ideational process takes place we
have a group or series of Ideas. It is then that
the mind begins its work : it can foresee conse-
quences from past experience and modify them by
present action, unlike perceptual activity, which
can work only upon past experience. Ideation
enables a man to work backwards from the Fu-
ture, to guide his conduet by the light of events,
still unenacted, but nevertheless perceived.

It is here that the grand difference hetween
the mind of animals, and that of man
comes in. An animal works only through Per-
ceptional activity. This can only move forward
from past o future, and take shape in bodily
action, not mental action. An animal, it is true,
can act deliberately at the call of certain eircum-
stances, which past experience has taught i, will
follow, but cannot construe, different modes of
action, in the hope or certainty of getting new
untried result . . To man alone is this kind of
work possible.

All construction to an end untried, exeept in
the imagination, such as the shaping of tools,
the invention of machines and experiments of
all kinds, enables Ideation. No animal can
invent. It may be argued that nest-building
and other home-making instinets, show con-
structive power. This is a fallacy, however. The
bird does not picture his nest, and then set to
work to realise his idea : he is but a tool in fhe
scheme of nature and works in obedience to
instinet, without a thought of how or why.

Again, in the perceptual process, there isno
means of comparison, wherewith to guide events
and actions. Perceptual activity results o %
action, and is strictly tied down
ence and present circumstances.
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Imaginea manandan animal, both placedin the
difficuls position of having to climb a tree with a
slippery bark. Theanimal, afterrepeated attempts
aud failures, gives it up as hopeless. No other way
than repeated athempts, presents itself to him.
The man, on the other band, after one or two
fruitless efforts, gives up using his arms and legs
and looks for assistance to his head. What is the
reason of his failare ? he asks himself. The slip-
pery bark is the answer. What should it be like to
render ‘it accessible? Instantly a vision of the
tree rough and notched presents itself, and he
knows he must make the real like the imaginary,
in order to attain his end. If he is determined
and resourceful, he will pursue his train of
ideas by making an instrament with which
to make the tree like climbable t{rees. Here
the man had comparison with other trees to
guide him, but supposing all trees to be slip-
pery, his intellect would still surmount the
obstacle by inventing notches and footholds.
There was a first bridge and a first ladder.

In Perceptual activity, the Universal is lost
sight of ; only the: particular stands for the side
issues, and consequences are not taken into
account : direct cause and eflect, perception and
motion, are alone recognised. The Ideational
mind, on the contrary, pauses and thinks, weighs,
judges, aud balances, shapes the future by the
present, and the present by the future. To such
a mind alone is the existence of a world and a
personal self possible.

M. C. SIDGWICK.

_“Romola—ﬂ cbaraéter SRketch.

OMOLA stands out as one of
ft the finest of George Eliot’s
_works, To the lover of mere

sensational novels, it does no3

appeal; to thereaders of novels,

: who skim through the book for
~ the sake of the plot, it will seem a
- Weariness, but to the thoughtful
_ reader it stands as a finished pro-
Ay duct, both in the delineation of char-
3 s and in the historical reproduction
poch | history of Florence.
rence of the middle ages, the

and we feel that we are

ous struggle for
31{619 1Weiqelthg

with conspiracies and treasons, with factions
bitter and full of hatred towards each other.
Such an environment forms the framework
for the plot, and yet it does not stand apart, but
is woven into the story with admirable skill and
strength. We are told the same old story of
love and life,old but for ever new, of “the currents
that ebb and flow in human hearts, that pulsate
to the same great needs, the same great loves
and terrors.”

Tito Melema and Romola are the two princi-
pal characters in the tale. The former is ship-
wrecked and finds a haven in Florence, where,
by his wonderfully pleasing exterior and winning
manners, he wins popularity and good fame. In
course of time he isintroduced to Bardo de Bardi,
a well.known scholar of the time, but who, on
account of his blindness and other unfortu-
nate circumstances had fallen out of touch with
society. He is carefully cherished by his daugh-
ter Romola. Tito, who by his scholarship wins the
favour of Bardi, succeeds in getting the hand of
Romola in marriage. At first it is a picture of
youthful and ardent love. Gradually the whole
tenour of Tito’s character is changed forthe worse.
The first step inthe deterioration of his character
is when news is broughtto him about the difficul-
ties in which his adopted father, a man who had
bestowed the wealth of his love, his genius, and
his worldly goods on his adopted son, is living.
Tito has some gems with him, which if sold
would have been sufficient to ransom his adopted
father. But heisin too luxurious a place fo
deny bimself any pleasure. His god is self, his
doctrine that of self-pleasing and this he follows
with consistency and firmness. Gradually he has
accustomed himself to this lower Jife and it be-
comes second nature to him. Hence it becomes
easy for him to betray his friends, his party, his
father-in-law and his life. And yet be schemes
so well that he prospers and becomes more
and more influential, till in the height of his
prosperity, retribution follows in his wake, and
his adopted father, who had become a sorf
of maniac on account of the treachery of Tite,
hunts him from place to place and at last kills
him with his own hand. Thus ends the life of
Tito Melema, who, for the sake of advancement
of self, renounced all that was highest in
life, aud tried tc gain his ends by whatever
‘means, however base, that came to his hand ;
and yet who was called before very long
to answer with his life the trumpet call of
Justice. *Justice’’ says the author, as the deg.d
Tito is borne past, still locked in the death-grip
of the human avenger— Justice is like the

ingdom of God : it is not without us as a fact ;

a we are
ble, majestic and.
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queenly woman. There isno exaggeration in
the portraiture of her character. In all the
difficult circumstances, in which she is placed,
she is perfectly natural, thoroughly noble, and
pf a queenly presence. She had been brought up
in a peculiar way, Her father is a great scholar,
When sbe was six years old, he had been stricken
with blindness, and at the same time a great
cslamity befell him. His only son, a man of much
promise; in whoin he had centred all his hopes
and his ambitions, becomes a monk and leaves
the parental home. This embitters Bardi, and
he shuts himself up in his home, shuns society
and devotes himself entirely to bis studies. His
only friend during this time of darkness is
Bernado del Nero, Romola’s godfather. In
such surroundings Romola’s childhood and
youth are spent; sbe is imbued with classic
ideals; she has high aims and abhors every
thing that is mean. She has entirely devoted
herself to her father and has given up all the
legitimate pleasures of youth. She lives in
isolation and refinement. Her life is one of
entire self-consecration. This early discipline
we find fulfilling itself in later life. The same
principle holds good, though her activities and
sympasthies have widened. She is first described
in the book as follows :—** The one spot of bright
colour in the room was made by the hair of a
$all maiden of seventeen or eighteen, who was
standing before a carved reading desk, such as
is often seen in the choirs of Italian Churches.
The hair was of a reddish gold colour, enriched
by an unbroken small ripple, such as may be
seen in the sunset clouds on grandest autumnal
evenings.” As such I always imagine her, a tall
fair lily, with a statuesque grace and a grand
deportment, that was a token of the grand
simplicity and nobleness of her nature. Often
her father fretted and bemoaned the fact that
she was a woman, one who had not that fine
scholarship, which, according to Bardi’s belief,
was man’s birthright. But all weariness, despon-
dency was checked and controlled by her as she
looked at'ber blind father, and the woman in her
#serted itself and made her path bright and her
resolution steadfast. And this is what her father
says of her :—Nay, Romola mia, I said not so;
if T bave pronounced an anathema on a degen-
erate and ungrateful son, I said not that I could
wich thee other than the sweet daughter
thou hasb been to me. For what son could hayve
tended me so gently in the frequent sickness I
have had of late; and even in being thou art
‘nob contemptible. Thou hast 2 ready appre-
hension and even a wide-glancing intelligence
__thou hast a man’s nobility of soul; thou hast
never fretted me with thy petty desires. Thou art
‘my sweet daughter, and thy voice is as the lower
notes of the flute, ** dulcis, durabilis, clara, pura,

. 5

secans aéra et auribus cedens.” Such is the
testimony of her father and in her life we find
every word fully true.

Though Romola led such a protected life, yet -
we- cannot speak of her as immature or unde-
veloped, for, in her life afterwards, we find the
same essential principle. Her perception of
the true and good is clear. Her aim is to live
for ophe{‘s, even as Tito's was to live for self. Her
charity is broad and gentle, yet so firm against
everything that is mean and base. Everything
lovable and admirable, everything bright and fair
in womanhood, seems to combine together in
Romola, and yet she is clothed in simplicity.
She is like a nature-goddess. She is as clear-
souled and pure as a child, yet she has the
lovableness and sweetnessof womanhood. When
Tito is introduced to her as a scholar, she is taken
by surprise. She had expected a gray-headed
man, like all the other scholars who had come
to her father. His glorious manhood, his affec-
tionate manner towards her father, his generous,
kindly acts make him an ideal in Romola’s sight,
and love comes to her, and with all the strength
of her pure soul, with all the tenderness of her
rich womanhood apd with all the exquisite
simplicity of her ingenious nature, she gives her
love to Tito, and he is awed at the wealth
that is so trustingly given to ihim. ‘‘He felt
for the first time, without defining it to himself,
thatloving awe in the presence of noble woman-
hood, which is perhaps something like the wor-
ship paid of old to a great nature-goddess, who
was not «ll-knowing, but whose life and power
were something deeper and more primordial than
knowledge ; " such is the inflence she exercises on
Tito. To all the world though she appears cold,
proud and self-controlled, yet she is as simple
and as unreserved as a child ip her love for Tito.
Side by side with the satisfaction of her own
longing heart lies the thought that she is giving
her father a son to replace the one that had
forsaken him. Thus ends the first part of the
story. All is sunshine and love and trust. No
shadow had yet threatened Tito, who was waking
himself secure in Florentire society, and Romola
in happy confidence had given her love and her
trust to Tito. : )

Romola’s morality was learned from the elass-
ics. She did not understand the deep religious
problems that were going on outside the walls of
ber father’s home. The first time she comes in
contact with them is, when her brother, the Do-
minican monk, sends forher when he is dying. For
the first time, she sees Savanarola, whose person-
ality exercises a strong influence on her, against
which she strggles in vain. Her brother's last gift
to her is a crucifix, which stirs curious thoughts
in her, which are for the time however 1 4
the dream of love which had come to he
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Meanwhile troubles had begun to befall Tito.
The news of his adopted father was distressing,
and yet he did not give heed. Gradually his life

. began to change. It was true that he did not
do wickedly, because he loved evil deeds. His
dread, at being discovered that he was a traitor
to his father, generatied no active malignity. He
would still have been glad not to give pain to
any mortal. He had simply chosen to make life
easy to himself to carry his human Jlot, if
possible in such a way that it should pinch him
nowhere ; and the choice had at various times
landed him in uneszpected positions. The
question now was, not whether he should divide
the common pressurc of destiny with his
suffering fellow-men ; it was whether all the
resources of lying would save him from being
crushed by the consequences of that habitual
choice. Romola perceives this change inTito,not in
a change towards herself, but towards her father.
Yet she can make excuses for him. But, after
her father’s death, vague hints and rumours of the
shadow of fear which haunts Tito seems to come
to her. Meantime, the political parties were
growing more and more bitter toward each other.
Savanarola had sppeared and begun his sermons
against the debasing luxury and pleasure-seeking
of the Forentines. Vast crowds came to hear
him, and among these, was Romola, and some-
times, though vague doubts seized her mind, yet
she repressed them, serene in the classic mor-
ality that her father had taught her......
But at last the conviciion came borne upon her
that Tito was false to her father. He had sold
her father’s library, the trust bestowed on him by
the old man. She could not understand his faith-
lessness and his treason to the dead. He was
not less loving to her, but this action of his be-
trayed his nature to her,and she stands appalled at

the gulf that stretches hetween him and herself——
the gulf that divides, as it were, truth and
falsehood, heaven and hell—and this is what
asks her husband, when she learns that her

i Id. “ You talk of substantial good,

thfulness and love and sweet grate-

' ood ? b

at we should keep our silent

build because they be-

Is

ed? Or, is it

inst all

After this, life with Tito becomes unbearable to
ber, her mind had wuever yet bowed to any
obligation apart from personal love and reverence,
She has no keen sense of any other human
relations and all she has to obey now is the
instinet to sever herself from the man she loves
no longer. « Tito felt thai she was hard and
unforgiving,but he did not understand her nature.
To Romola, the shattering of her trust in Tito,
cuts the ground from under her and she is
confused and blinded and is like the animal
which would instinctively hide itself from its
enemy. Besides this, the hard words that pass
between them seem a degradation of her whole
life. Hard speech between those who have loved
is hideous in the memory, like the sight of great-
ness and beauty sunk into vice and rags.

The end of all this is that Romola flees
from her home. But not far from Florence,
for an arresting voice holds her back. It is that
of Savanarola, who places before her her duty :

she struggles against his determination to make

her go back, but she struggles in vain.
“ Who is so base as the debtor that thinks
himself free ” asks the Monk. “ And you
are flying from your debts, the debt of a
Florentine woman; the debbt of a wife ;...... :
Of what wrongs will you complain, when you
yourself are breaking the simplest law that lies
at the foundation of the trust which binds
man o man—faithfulness to the spoken word ?”

and thus Romola stands accused, judged
according to her own judgment. And yet she
pleads, but Savanarola is inexorable. He

implores her to leave her own sorrows aside and
to think of the sorrows of humanity, *and how,
when the sword has pierced your soul, you
say ‘I will go away ; Icannot bear my sorrow ;’
and you think nothing of the sorrow and the
wrong that are within the walls of the city
where you dwell : you would leave your place
empty, when it ought to be filled with your
pity and your labour. If there is wickedness
in the streets, your steps should shine with the -
light of purity ; if there is a cry of anguish, you,
my daughter, you, because you know thé
meaning of the cry, should be there to still if.
My beloved daughter, sorrow has come to teach
you a new worship.” And in answer comes the -
auguished ery wrung from an over-burdened
heart. ‘*“My husband......he is not......my love
i . Savanarola speaks to her still more
duties and at last he holds up her
’s meeds to her, « My daughter, you are
ld of Florence; fulfil the duties of that
fo Flo;?en J I

fon-_qu' -
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there is rapture in the cup. Come back to
your place!” ; and in a low prayerful cry the
answer came, ‘ Father, I will be guided, teach
me : I will go back,” and she went back to take
up her cross. The appeal made to her did find
response, as it was but the fulfilment of the life-
law which she had perhaps at first unconsciously
set before herself, viz., the consecration of her
love for others. Thus ends the second part of
the novel.

The third part deals with the growing bitter-
ness of party-feeling. The city is plague-stricken,
wasted by famine, and even by political factions.
Romola’s life is now the life of the people. She
walks through the plague-stricken city like ¢ the
visible Madonna’’ blessing and blest wherever she
goes. Itis difficult to trace the various changes of
her spiritual growths, but we see in her that she
is becoming periect through suffering. By the
merest chance she discovers the existence of
Tito’s adopted father. Again she discovers that
Tito had sinned against berself and had broken
faith with her. She discovers little Teresa, an
ignorant trusting little peasant girl, whom Tito
had by mock csremonies led into believing
that she was married to him. Yet, under all
these trying circumstances, she remains steadfast,
bearing the hurden of her cross without murmur-
ing. She seeks comfort from none for herself.
She bears her anguish herself. Now and again
it breaks forth in appeals to Tito, appeals in
which she tries to save him: from his wrong-
doing. All love between them is at an end, but
her instinct of protective tenderness still urges
her to claim him from his downward path.
We cannot but help thinking that Romola does
find comfortin her life of ministry to the people.
““ We see ” says a critic, ‘‘rather by result than
in operation how her path of voluntary seli-
consecration, of careand thought of all save self,

of patient, silent, solitary endurance of her
" erown of thorns, is brightening more and more
toward the perfect day.” But now comes the
climax. The foulest of all foul treasons
is -when Tito betrays Romola’s noble old
grandfather. Hehimself is safe, but Bernado
del Nero, and a fesv others of his friends are
condemned to die. Thus, the last ties to the
past are broken. Romola tastes to the full the
bisterness of life. Once again she resolves to
flee, and now there is no arresting voice to call
her back. She has lost faith in Savanarola,
because he had forfeited his right to it
The pupil had grown stronger in faith than the
teacher. Thelast words exchanged between the
~two show us the difference in their relations.
““ The cause of my parting,” says Savanarola, “is
use of God’s kingdom.” ““I do not believe
e reply of Romola, ¢ God's ki
vider, else let

'is’ more tec‘ovem,v’ﬁhézwé‘?"- o
ut it fresh courage and she kn o

with the being Ilove.” These words show the
difference. ~ Her self-renunciation has become
simpler, purer and greater and more entire than
his. All trust now being taken away from her,
she loses her hold in things for a while. With the
sinking of high human trust, the dignity of life
sinks too: we care to believe in our own better
seli since that also is part of the common nature
which is degraded in our thought; and all the

finer impulses of the soul are duller. Romola
feels even the springs of her once active
pity drying up and leaving her to barren

egoistic complaining. Had not she had her
sorrows too and few had cared for her, wkile
she had cared for many. She had done enough ;
she had striven after the impossible—and was
weary of this stifling crowded life. Sbe longed
for that repose in mere sensation, which she had
sometimes dreamed of in the sultry afternoon of
her early girlhood. This is the crisis in Romola’s
life. Shelays down her arms in sheer weariness
of body and spirit, she has no more strength leff
in her to struggle.

So, getting a boat from an old sailor by the
shore of the blue Mediterranean, she unfurls the
sails and slowly drifts away on the bosom of
the ocean. ‘ And so she lay with the soft night
air breaking on her while she glided on the
water and watched the deepening quiet of the
sky. She was alone now ; she had freed herself
from all claims; she had freed herself even
from that burden of choice, which presses with
heavier and heavier weight when claims have
left their guiding hold. Had she found any-
thing like the dreams of her girlhood? No.
memories hung upon her like the weight of
broken wings that could never be liffed—
memories of human sympathy which even in
its power leaves a thirst that can never be
quenched. Romola felt upheaved in those wide
spaces of sea and sky. She read no message
of love for her in that far off symbolic writing
of the heavens, and with a great sob she wished
that she might be gliding unto death.” -But
it is not to be. In sheer weariness she has
fallen asleep. Her wakingis intc new surround-
ings. She has landed at a spot where plague
is raging, when the village people had taken up
distant vantage places and had refused to
help each other. Here is new work for Her
and a new ministry. With cheerfulness she takes
up her duties. All great problems slip from
her mind and she has time only fo t;hink of
the present needsto relieve the present suffering.
‘This proves her salvation. Again; we see >
devotingherself fo others, and patiently minister-
ing in love and lowliness, amid poverty, danger
and death. In this sphers:the noble -

o
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Tito can never be broken, and she comes hack
to him not “in joy or in hope, but in that
which is deeper than all joy and hope, in love.”
 Her charity has become widened. For herself
she still abhois everything mean and base, but
she bas learnt to have sympathy with those who
have fallen, and she returns to take up her stand
once more beside him, to help him to be his
true self again. But death bas solved this
. problem himself. = Tito had fallen into the
avenging hands of his adopted father and had
met a cruel death. No reproach of him, no
contempt of him is shown. No joy is expressed
at his death. She gives away the money for
- which Tito had laboured. She seeks and finds
Teresa and her children and succours them. She
takes up her service of love and duty to human-
ity and she walks once more through the city
as the visible Madonna.

-« Of the after life little is told us, but little
needed to be told. We have followed Romoia
thus far with dulled intelligence of mind and
soul, if we cannot picture it clearly and certainly
for ourselves. Love that never falters, patience
that never questions, meekness that never

fails, truth clear and still as the light of heaven,
devotedness that knows' no thought of self, a
life flowing calmlyas though whatever of sorrow
‘and disappointment may remainis toward the
'p fecti purity and blessedness of heaven. Few,
can carefully study the character and

opment of Romola del Bardo and refuse to
endorse the verdict that Imagination 'has given
no figure more round and complete m

AT n houghtfully read George
.,’Bomols 11 but endorse it.

- H. KRISHNAMMA.

arims and adottos for home and
School Teaching.

FROM SACRED WRITINGS.
ALPHABETICALLY ARRANGED.

By Lapy Bensox.

- WREATH
E and life

are in
the power of
the tongue,

Prov. XVIII.
21

“Doall
things with-
out murmur-
ings and dis-
putings.”

Philip-
pians II. 14.

“Depart
from evil, and
Go good; seek
peace, and
_pursue it.”

Psalm 384,
14,

! “Deal
courageously, and the Loui shall be with the

_good i
1f Cnron XIX. 11.

u Drowsmess sball clothe a man with rags.”
- Proverbs XXIII. 21.

“Eveu a e}:nld is known by his doings,
wheﬁher his work be pure, a,nd whether it be

nght 2
A Proverbs K 11
thab men sha,ll speak, 4




LADY BENSON,
An Influential BEuropean Lady of Madras,

aseful series of alphabetically-arranged sacred Mazims
and Mottos for our magazine.
(See Editorial Note). 4

Who is contributing a






THE INDIAN LADIES' MAGAZINE,

SN

165

H Flee youthful lusts, but follow rightecusness,
faith, charity, and peace.”
II Timothy II. 22.

“ Fornication, and all uncleanness, or
covetousness, let it not be once named among
you.”

“ For what is a man profited, if he shall gain
the whole world, and lose his own soul? or
what shall a man give in exchange for his
soul ?”

Matthew XVI. 26.

“ Fear God, and keep His Commandments:
for this is the whole duty of man.”
Eeel. XII. 13,

““ Hor precept must be upon precept, precept
upon precept, line upon line, line upon line;
here a little, and there a little.”

¢« For the ways of man are before the Lord,
and he pondereth all his goings.”

Proverbs XII. 21.

« Toolishness is bound in the heart of a child,
but the rod of correction shall drive it far from
him.”

“ Godliness with contentment is great gain.”

I Timothy VI. 6.

“ Great peace have they which love Thy

law.
Ps. CXIX. 165.

« Go to the ant, thou sluggard, consider her
ways and be wise. Which having no guide,
overseer, or ruler, provideth her meaf in the
suminer, and gathereth her foodinthe harvest.”

Pro. XII. 6.

¢« Give alms of what God bas'bestowed on

i

you. EEE
Koran, Ch. 8, v. 47.

«Honour thy father and thy moth'e_:r, wbach
is the first Commandment, with promise, that it
may be well with thee, and thou . mayest live

long on the Earth.” _
‘ .. Proy. XIV. 17.

« He becometh poor that dealeth with a slack

hand.”
b5 Prov. X. 4,

_ ““He that yi.moubleth his own house shall
inherit the wind.”

« Hope deferred maketh the heart sick.”

L - Proverbs XIIL 12.
~ “He that walkesh with wise men shall be
SR ”ProvarbsXIIIQO '
 Ho hat o o soger sppssth o™ |

WiBe: 24 s
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have mercy.”

Proverbs XIL. 29.

‘“ He that is slow to anger is better than the
mighty; and he that ruleth his spirit than he
that taketh a city.”

Proverbs XVI. 32.

‘“ He that hath knowledge spareth his words.”
; Proverbs XVII. 27.

““He that loveth pleasure shall'be a poor
man.’’

Proverbs XXI. 17,

“.Husba.nds, love your wives, and be not bitter
against them.”
Colossians III. 19.
‘“ Happy is the woman that findeth wisdom ;
her ways are ways of pleasaniness, and all her
paths are peace.”’
Proverbs III. 13-17.
“ Honour all men. Love the brotherhood.
Fear God. Honour the king.”

I Peter I1. 17.
“ He that will love life and see good days,
let him refrain his tongue from evil, and his
lips, that they speak no guile.”
I Peter III. 10.
“ Humility and courtesy are acts of piety.”
Traditional saying of Mahom ed.
“ He that loveth wine shall not be rich.”
Prov. XXI. 17.
¢« He that spareth the rod hateth his son, but
he that loveth him chasteneth him betimes.”
Proverbs XIII. 24.

“ He that keepeth the law, happy is he.”
Prov. XXIX. 18.

“ He that covereth his sins shall not prosper;
but whoso confesseth and forsaketh them shall

Prov. XXVIIIL. 13. .
“ Fear the words of the wise ; for it is a plea-

sant thing if thou keep them withia thee.”

Prov. XXII. 17-18.

«« He hath showed thee, O man, what is good ;
and what doth the Lord require of thee, but
todo justly, and to love merey, and fo walk
humbly with thy God.” R

AT
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In tattered robes that hoard a glittering trace
Of bygone colours, broidered to the knee,
Behold het, daughter of a wandering race,
Tameless, with the bold falcon’s agile grace,

And the lithe tiger's sinsous majesty.

With frugal skill her simple wants she tends,
She folds her tawny heifets and her sheep
On lonely meadows when the daylight ends,
Ere the quick night upon her flock descends
Like a black panther from the caves of sleep.

Time’s river winds in foaming centuties
Its changing, swift, irrevocable cousse

To far off and incalculable seas;

-She s twin-born with prima,i mysteries,
~ And drinks of life at Time’s forgotten source.
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Paul Joovell’s Erperiment
By G. Q.

TR TET S s P TR

A STORY.

Y friend Paul Jodrell is dead,

and I can now write down

" freely and fully what I know

of that terrible night, in which 1 was fated to

see the passing of this strange personality.
Paul Jodrell, my friend, is dead.

Although cut off in his thirty-seventh year,
his was a reputation that is to this day world-
wide. In every seat of learning the rescarches
and discoveries of this young man in the field of
chemistry and physiology are daily paraded be-
fore thousands of light-headed students. Yet,
for all his fame, he was known to very few, and
these few thought him eccentric to the verge of
madness, and I, who knew him best, did not
greatly wonder.

How can I adequately describe to you such a
man as Jodrell? Among a thousand you would
have turned to look again at him. He was tall,
as thin as a rapier, sallow complexioned, clean-
shaven, with a profusion of glossy black hair
smoothly brushed away from a massive brow
like white marble veined with blue. I can say
all that, but I despair of conveying an adequate
impression of this man, my friend. The distin-
guishing feature was his eyes. Under abnor-
mally bushy black eyebrows, in deeply sunk
caverns, these burned and glittered with a fire
unnatural and weird.

Whether or not T was obsessed by a presenti-
ment of coming ill Ido not know, but the lasttime
T saw him before the final phase I remonstrated
with him with an energy which surprised me.

We were standing together in his laboratory,
and Jodrell held a small phial in his hand. In
this there sparkled some volatile fluid of a deep
ruby colour, and as he held it up to the light
there was that in his eyes which made me ex-
claim almost in horror:
~ «Paul, Paul ! for God’s sake, cease this surs-
ed quest, or you will end in an asylum !"

He faced me for a moment, then, as if im-
pressed by my emotion, he laid down the bottle
carefully ‘and said, “ My dear Ridgway, what
would you have me do?”’ ;
~ “Do!” I exclaimed, “why! send all these
~ flasks and tubes and boftles and things to—to

Jericho, and bring out those musty
fusty tomes that you say are four-
teanth century Arabian manuseripts
and let us have a royal blaze.”

“ Ah, dear friend,” he said slowly, ¢thaf 'is
almost the course I am about to take.”

“«“Thank God!” I said, much relieved.

“ But one moment, dear Ridgway, my best,
my only friend. Success doesn’t lie this way,”
and he waved his long arms round the labora-
tory. ¢ The Elixir of Life of which Oman here
speaks lies not in drugs and essences. But that
there is a hidden force which will keep death af
bay—indefinitely—I am assured, and in a few
weeks or months, I, Paul Jodrell, will have priz-
ed the great secret of nature.”

fe spoke with intense earnestness, and I
shuddered as I gazed fascinated into those
snake-like eyes. He dashed the phial of ruby
liguid to the floor.

‘«« Not there, not there,” he ruttered, gazing at
the blood-red splash. ¢ Death is only possible,
owing to the ignorance of the human mind, and
the feebleness of the human will. Soon I shall
lay my finger on the door of that secret chamber,
and wrench that door open that all may enter.

In a moment his mood changed. . He was the
mad scientist no longer, but the old Paul I knew
and loved. His eyes still gleamed uncanmily
onder the incandescent lamps it is frue, but the
smile of the dear old Jodrell suffused the wan
face. ¢ Ridgway,” he said quietly, “I am to be
married in three weeks’ time.”

“You!” I gasped. : £

« And why not?”” and he turned to me with a
face from which every frace of colour had fled.
He tried to smile, but the momentary gleam
died out, and a look of unutterable anguish fill-
ed his eyes. 1 saw there was some appalling
tragedy underlying his announcement. i

¢* And who—who o i

«You would ask who is the lady so forfunate.
Ah, friend, I know ber name. I bave seen her
once—only for an hour. Her name is a sweet
one—Madeleihe Lascelles, and her home is ‘at
the Chateau Gounod, in the forest of Ver i

« You have seen her once, and that only
an hour 2" Equénied - % = n ik vl 528 S B

es.
or'




‘168

THE INDIAN LADIES’ MAGAZINE.

** It was long enough for our— for my purpose,
and I beg you to say no more about it.”

He turned to the laboratory table again, and
I took the hint. There was always a something
in Paul Jodrell that said *thus far and no
farther.”

To say I was surprised but feebly described
my feelings. Jodrell was a strange man I knew,
but his strangeness bhad taken an unexpected
surn. I could not understand itat all. ‘I lay
for nights trying to puzzle outits meaning, It
could hardly be a case of love—of that I was al-
most certain. Good God! was it for some dark
experiment ? What if it should end in death,
would I be an accessory before the fact ? Plainly
I must do something. But what to do I knew
not.

And yet again, I thought, Paul Jodrell was
quite master of himself. He had a morbid taste
for occult studies, but it was only the bent of
genius. It might be all right after all. Who
was I that I should poke my nose into other
people’s affairs ? So, I let the days slip past in
the attitude of ‘“ masterly inaction.”

As the days sped, bringing me no word of
Jodrell, I began to wonder if, afterall, it had not
been a hideous nightmare. Once or twice I
called at his house in Baker-street, but the reply
was that he was in his laboratory and could see
no one. But at length a day came when I was
told that he had gone to France for a few days.
The three weeks of which he had spoken had al-
most expired, and brought no word of Jodrell.
I began to think, almost to hope, that the unna-
tural union would not take place. y

And thus nearly six months slipped out of my
life—and his—and only atrare intervals did T
think of Jodrell and his romantic wedding. He
had given up his rooms at Baker-street, and
vague tumour had it that he had bought a
charming little estate up the river some fifteen
‘miles from the city. T could have played the
of detective had I chosen, but when a friend
e drops a veil over his life, far be it from
0 pluck it aside or try to peer within. :
~sometimes heard a word or two of Jodrell

ournalist that he is, had ceased
m now. But one day when
' close, Jellicoe burst
, bringing with him a

brown Lion

ellicoe, a common friend, but even he, pok- -

n fog that

“Throat!” he exclaimed, ‘it's in my very
matrow ! And to think we must be cooped up
here and the sun shining at Teddington.

““ Then go to—Teddington,” I said, turaing to
my table.

‘““Pon my soul, I'll take a run down and see
Jodrell, I think,” he replied imperturbably.
“ Have you heard the news?”

“If it's about Jodrell, not a whisper,” I an-
swered with interest; *“ he may be dead for all I
have beard.”

“Dead I” Jellicoe exclaimed, ““ he’s not that
sort of new potatoes. He's all alive, and Mus.
Paul, too. They're as happy as love birds or

turtle doves, cooing to otie another all day long
in the lanes and bosky dells around Moat
House.”

Jeliicoe struck a dramatic attitude.
to surprise me.

“ What do you think of that fora surprise
packet 2" he said.

“ What have you heard ?” I asked eagerly.
He turned on me alook of bland, blank indiffer-
ence. ‘‘ Nothing, nothing; but mine eyes have
seen.”

“ Do tell me what you know,”” I pressed.

Again he looked at me blankly. ¢ Flannery,
he said, “take my word for it you’ll hear from
Jodrell, or at least about him, before the year is
out, and this is the twenty-first. You'll hear, or
my name’s not Jellicoe.”

He left me as abruptly as he had entered, but
I knew his little way. Still, he had whetted my
curiosity, and I did wish the fellow would
come back.

Two days before Christmas I had 2 long tele-
gram from Jodrell. Jellicoe’s words flashed into
my mind, and I trembled with a strarge feeling
of impending calamity as I tore open the flimsy
envelope. [t was quite a clear message, yet it
failed to dispel my haunting fears. “ Dear Flan-
ery,” it ran, “I am now ready. I want you
to run down here for a few days—at least one
week., We are very quiet here, but you will get
a ready welcome. The crowning experiment is
at hand, and I am confident of its ultimate suc-
cess. But T want no witnesses yet awhile,
only your dear old self. Now be sure and come
to-morrow— Christmas Eve.” -

- Friendship, curiosity, perhaps the love of ad-
venture, decided for me that I should go. And
et my projected holiday gave me no pleasure-
e feelings, rathar was I filled with foreboding

He likes
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the early twilight was falling Tstood on the way-
side platform and absently watched the lights of
the disappearing train, feeling very much as if I
had burned my boats. ‘“ How far is it to Moat
House, please?” T asked a passing porter.

He leisurely took off his cap and jerked the
rain from therim. “ Abaht five miles, sir,” he
answered. ‘“ Be you a-goin to walk ? Ii's an’
‘orrid night."”

“Is there any trap at the station for me ?” I
inquired.

‘“ Bless you, no sir,”” he replied; ¢ t'new laird
has po hoss as I knows on, an’ nobody abaht
the house, 'cept old man Jenkyns. But, sir, you
be sure to get a fust-rate turn-aht at the Blue
Pavilions as'll tike you there in no time. Tell
’em I recommended you, sir. Are you stayin’
loxg, sir?”” and he eyed me curiously.

To this inquisitive query I gave no answer,
and half an hour later I drove off in a neat dog-
cart, and the night came down upon us.

“Here 1is the entrance, sir,” said my driver,
« but no one lives in the gate-house now.”

I descended to examine the iron doors, but
they were fast locked and chained together.
Somehow this added to the depression that hung
over me, and I was almost on the point of re-
turning to town. But I decided to proceed, and
having paid my fare bade the man drive off.
With a feeling of nervousness I listened to the
fast dying hoof sounds, then, grasping my heavy
bag, I hastened up the avenue.

It was a dark, eerie place. I could hardly see
my way between the dripping trees. The ground
was overgrown with grass and soft yielding moss,
and I made no sound as I laboriously plodded
along. I fancy fifteen minutes’ walking brought
me to a curve in the avenue, and I thought I
saw a faint light ahead. Coming closer I per-
ceived that I had arrived at the Moat House, a
tall, gaunt mansion of sinister aspect, surround-
ed by an empty ditch or moat, from which doubt-
less it received its name.
~ By the gleam from the fanlight over the door,
I picked my way over a narrow wooden bridge,
which rang with a hollow sound under me. As
I felt among the rank growing ivy for the bell
handle, I heard an unsteady step in the hall, and
immediately the large door creaked open, letting
out-a flood of light. In tke dazzling glare I dis-
tinguished my host. I gave a start of surprise,
for I had hardly looked to see sush a change 1in
sny man. He seemed to me to have grown
inches taller, but this was owing to his extreme
emaciation ; while the unearthly pallor of his

skin made me feel as if a spectre and no man

stood before me. His hair had been allowed to
grow, and, raven black, hung down upon his
shoulders. '
stars ina m

His glittering eyes shone like twin
irk, dark sky, and as I grasped his

‘exactly six months agc

gkinny hand I shivered at the cold dankness of
1t

* Thank God, you have corce at last,”’ he caid
fervently, as he led the way across the carpetless
hall. He turned suddenly to the right, and ushered
me into a very large room, dimly lit by one
lamp in a sconce on the wall, augmented by the
fitful glare of a huge log fire which cast its fleck-
ered shadows on the sombre walls. The room
was very high wainscotted with carved oak, dark
with age. The walls were innocent of any kind
of decoration, but there was an incongruous lux-
ury in the thick pile carpet and the divan and
chairs richly upholstered. I sank down in one
of these and stretched out my hands to the hlaze.

“Pardon me, my dear fellow,” he said, « how
stupid I am. Cocrae this way.”

He led meto my bedroom, which was fur-
nished in the same luxurious style. Near the
fire there stood an old-fashioned eseritoire, on
which were piled many magazines and books.

“ Ah, Paul,”’ I exclaimed, “thisis indeed
thoughtful of you."” )

Jodrell left me without a word, and when I
descended to the dining-room I found him seated
af the fire, enveloped in a quilted and padded
dressing-gown.

¢« Come, friend,” he said, ““eat, and I will tell
you my plans.”

He seated himself directly opposite to me and
placed the lamp so that it shaded his face and
shone on mine.

When I had finished, he pushed a box of
cigars towards me and leared heavily on the
table. From some part of the house I heard a
low hollow sound followed by the banging of a
door. He looked at his watch eagerly, and
muttering some words I could not catch, walked,
or rather glided out of the room.

Soon he returned with a huoge lsather-bound
folio in his arms. He laid the massive volume
on the table and looked hard at me.

“ T know what you would say, brother,” he
whispered, * but I am not mad. But, my dear
Flannery, the secret which for ages has lain
buried here,”’ and he pointed to the book, ¢ is
mine, mine, mine !"’ 5 5

I shrank from the steely glitter of his eyes as
he continued. ¢ But Ridgway, I must tell
you all from the beginning, for fime presses,”
and again I heard that muffled hollow sound.
“ Death and the grave are conquered, conquered,
conquered I’ and he waved his long arms in hig
tense excitement. In another moment, by a
superhuman effort, he calmed himself and
resumed T & Lo o s oogm Rl ot g i
“You know that Madeleine

surpriced when I told you of thecom:
and I do not wonder. It was n
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Ha, ha! not on either side. It was purely in
the interests of science. She, my wife that was
to be, was sore stricken by—TI use the coramon
word—by consumption. She was doomed,
humanly speaking. Now you know why I chose
her. As soon as we came here, the experiment
began. Believe me, Flannery, I do not cry down
drugs or fresh air or sunlight as a force to
restore diseased tissue and arrest decay, but this
ig far, far more than the postponement of death.
It means the death of death, Flannery ; that the
last enemy is at length conquered. All these
six months the experiment has been going
steadily on.” My wife was a passive tool in my
hands. She was no more to me than a compli-
cated piece of mechanism—an organism—and
I set to work. My aim from the first was not to
cure, but to wafch the success of my experi-
ment in the last stages of dissolution. I callously
allowed Madeleine to get weaker. I had no
qualms about it, man, I even chafed at the slow
progress of the malady ! At last I was assured
of success. At will I could banish every symp-
tom of the disease that was slowly killing
her, at will I could allow these sympéormns
to return. I played with death as a cat
plays with a mouse. I laughed in my glee
as I watched the progress of the malady.
Ilistened with a fiendish delight to the hollow
cough which came when I wanted i, and
deparied at a thought from me. I proved that,
when she was under the influence of my will,
all her functions were absolutely normal— heart,
temperature, respiration, everything.”

He was working himself up to a high pitch
of nervous tension, and waved his long arms as
he spoke. Then he rose and sank on a cush-
ioned fauteuil.

* Buf, an! Flannery,” he groaned, “I could
not foresee this appalling end to all my experi-
menting. As I say, she was no more to
me than a cal, but within these last weeks
she has become to me the light of my
life, the sun of my soul. Oh, God, my very
existence is bound up in that lovely form | And
I am wracked with anguish infolerable.
her, oh, T love her, and she is dying. Oh, my.

2o

d towards
orror! it

I love .

step she walked towards the mullioned window,
not deigning so much as to look at either of us,
and with a sigh almost inaudible she sank down
upon a chair. ‘

Jodrell was at her feet in & moment, As he
knelt, he looked up into the white, vacant face.
““Madeleine, my darling, speak to me, speak to
my friend, Madeleine, my life.

Immediately she rose to her feet and looked
eagerly towards me. As I took her outstretched
hand, she opened her mouth to speak, but her
utterance was choked in a painful hollow spasm
of coughing which lasted for quite a minute.

“QOh, God !” Paul cried in agony, “I cannot
bearit. Madeleine, sleep, my beloved.”

The coughing ceased at the word, and the
glassy look returned to the eyes. The out.
stretched hand dropped listlessly to her side,
and she turned away with a long quivering sigh.
“You gee it all now, dear friend,” he seid, the
beads of perspiration standing on his blue-veined
brow. ‘“Ata word I can keep the fell disease
ab bay—indefinitely I think, though ag yet I
have not tried for more than fortyeight hours,
To-morrow I intend to begin my " final experi-
ment. But oh! the heart torture of it all.
While sheis awake, she is mine, mine. but death
has his loathsome hand upon her. She is mine
for a week, a day, an hour. Asleep as you see
her now she is mine for ever, and yet she is not
raine, for sheis me. Oh! this agony is appall-
ing,” and he covered his face with his wasted
hands and sobbed like a great wearied child.

In afew minutes he grew strangely calm.
“ Ridgway,” he said, “{rom very exhaustive
research I have come to the melancholy con-
clusion that six days at most will witness the
end—not the triumph, but the overthrow of
death. At midnight we begin. I have sent for
you, to witness with your own eyes the wonder-
ful climax of years of study. I shall awake
Madeleine exactly at half-past eleven, and she
is in your professional hands for  thirty minutes.
Make a thorough examination and tell me the
truth.” - ; ! ‘

- I shrank from the ordeal with loathing;
nevertheless some of his enthusiasm communi-
cated itself to me, and I agreed. ‘

At half an hour before midnight I stood with
Jodrell in his bedroom. By the side of the bed
had been placed aluxurious armechair wish many
downy cusbions. A table replete with the very
newest clinical instruments stood by. Jodrell
strode up and down the room watch in hand,
and exactly at the half hour he whispered, “ Ma-

deleine, my darling, come to me.”

£ h the sound of a
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“ Oh, my love, my love,” was all she said,
and her voice was wondrous sweet.

He placed her in the fauteuil among the soft
fleecy cushions and knelt beside her, holding
her thin little hand in his. Then he rose and
reverently kissed tbe broad forchead. She
drew his head to her bosom, but just. then g fit
of coughing seized her.

“ Madeleine, oh ! quick, Flannery, I cannot
bear it,”” he shrieked, and rushed from the room.

I need not enter into my movements during
that half hour. She was dying. Of that there
could be no shade of doubt. Soon Jodrell return-
ed. He strode up to his wife. *Sleep now,
my darling,” he said, softly, and immediately
the breathing of the dying woman became per-
fectly regular. '

“ Your opinion? ’ he asked.

“Two or three days will surely see the end,”
I answered, without hesitation.

“Ah ! Iknow it,” he answered ; “ but three
days will see the triumph.”” And there was a fire
in his eye that made me shudder.

“ Now, Ridgway,” he continued more calmly,
¢ promise me you will not leave me till the hour
of crowning triumph is over.”

_ Faint and far came the words of the old-world
chant:

¢ Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel,

Born is the King of Israel.”

It was Christmas morn.

Once more I carefully examined the sleeping
woman. I was hardly prepared for the start-
ling results. I could find nothing wrong with the
patient. Itried all means of detecting the pres-
ence of the malady from which I knew she was
suffering, but everything was perfectly normal.

“Jodrell, this is wonderful,” I exclaimed. «“If
these -conditions are maintained, nature must
ultimately assert itself in complete restoration.”

“ Ah, no, Ridgway,”’ he answered sadly, ‘ for
long I had hoped it might be so, but the same
occult foree that checks the progress of the
malady equally checks the healing processes of
nature.”

" We talked far into the night, and except for
an almost imperceptible movement now and
then Madeleine slept on peacefuliy. A timid
knock at the door startled me. But it was only

old 'Jenkyas: with breakfast, brought to the

bedroom evidently by Jodrell’s orders.

As Christmas morning was breaking, Paul;

proposed that I should sleep for a few hours. -
“Ag soon as you hear the alarm bell in your
room, come in haste,” he said, and I stole from
the room. it et 80
- The sun was beginning to set when I was

awakened by a bell ringing af my bedside. Ina

moment I stood by Jodrell. . He was sitting in
bed with eyes fixed on the sleeping form on the
chair. He was straining bis ears to listen to
her breathing. I was struck with a look of
increased pallor on his face, and a well-defined
circle of hectic red burned on either cheek.

Alter dinner, which was a silent meal, I sat
down to watch. I was revclving many things
in my mind and at last, as midnight sounded on
a deep-toned gong in some far away room I said :

“Jodrell, I want to make an examination of
you !”

‘“ Ah!” he said in a whisper, “so ycu have
seen i, too. Ridgway, thisis what I dreaded.

He flung himself down on the bed, and the
spent form was convulsed with terrible sobs.

Next night it was even more painfully appar-
ent, that although Madeleine was in exactly the
same normal condition, the dread scourge had
made terrible ravages on Jodrell.

“Paul,”” T implored, ¢ this is madness ! See,
you are dying. You have taken the malady to
your own soul. Paul, Paul! awake the sium-
bering woman. It is your life.” i

“I know it, dear Ridgway,” he said, feebly,

““ but the experiment must go on.”

I entreated, I implored, but he was immova-
ble as a rock, and foreseeing the end I ceased in
despair. “ Foreseeing the end,” did I say ? Not
a thousandth part of the appalling climax of a
ghastly experiment did I foresee, and to this day
1 had rather lost my right hand than witness
what I did. {

I come to that awful night. Events had
moved rapidly, and the last grains of the sands
of a dying year were fleetly running out. Jod-
rell was confined to bed now. He was too weak
to speak, almost to cough. I bent over the bed
and held him in my arms. He felt better so.
All at once he looked at his wife. ¢ Darling,”
I heard him whisper, and again, ‘ Darling.”

Again was that wasted body wracked with a
paroxysm, and in the middle of it there was a
gurgle. The blood spouted from his mouth and
nostrils, and T knew he had passed to the land
of all knowledge. : :

I was bending over him in the act of closing
his eyes, when a piercing scream froze the mar-
row in my bones. :

‘“ Paul, Paul, Paul.” 4yt

The girl was on her feet, and her long hands
were stretched towards the ceiling. With an
elrich shriek, ‘ Paul, Paul, wait for me,” she
sank to the floor. = - ‘

My quivering nerves were strung to breaking
pitch, I knelt down beside the woman. Oh,
it was horrible ! I knew she was dead. i

« Come, my love, come I” -~

I turned at the shout. Good God
sitting belt upright in bed. His eyes’
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glassy and dull. He swayed a moment,
then sank face downward on the bloodstained
coverlet.

It was enough. Not knowing what I did I
rushed from the doomed house. The night was
dark, but I seemed tc be guided by some elfin
hand. On, on, on I ran, through fields dank
and sodden, through woods and copses, through
streams swollen with flood, through streets de-
serted and silent.

I see an open door; I seem to recognize it.
A maid is washing the step ; I rush in, wet and
bespattered and torn, Upstairs I see an open
door. The room is familiar. Ah, * Jellicce,
Jellicoe !”” and 1 fell all along the floor.

Christmas Eve,

A STORY.

17\ N thefirst of the Christmas
@ Eve which I am about
£ to deseribe, young Earl
Beaumont was perfectly happy.
He had, indeed, never supposed
that such happiness could be his ;
Pt was in excess of his wildest
9 dreams or imaginings.

In his early days there had been
much bitterness and angry feeling
in his beautiful home, all of
which seemed to have passed
away for ever. His father had
married twice, and there had been
one child, a son of each marriage.
When Gerald, now the Earl, was
a schoolboy, hiseldest brother
; : had been the gentle step-mother’s
terror, and the proud father's cross and shaine.
‘The boy knew only some of the elder son’s
misdeeds; most of them were concealed from
‘him, and as far as possible the brothers were
t apart. This was not difficult, as Lionel
a dashing young officer when Gerald was
it school, It was impossible but that
d regard the young man’s wild
‘with a certain awe-struck admira-
-3, danger,
rrangements
holid
g8,

From that moment all went well with him ;
he took his degree with distinction, and ther;
came home to be his father’s right hand, to fill
the place of the heir, to enter eagerly into
public life, and to be regarded as one of the
promising young men of the day. His father,
always a proud, stern man, made hard and cold
by his experience with his eldest son, found in
Gerald an unexpected support and comfort, a
friend and companion. His death was a sudden
and terrible one—I{rom an accident in the huns-
ing field ; he died before he was lifted on to
the stretcher to be carried to Beaumont Court.
Gerald knelt beside him, and heard his last
words.

He met a strange look from the fading eyes
and leaned close over to hear what the white
lips whispered. The words were startling in-
deed, and he could not believe he had heard
aright.

«“T want to warn you.
brotheris dead.”

“ What! father—what did you say!” ejacu-
lated Gerald in complete amazement, and leaned
close over, hoping to hear the whisper again,
but though the lips moved, no sound came; the
eyes were glazing fast.

The doctor, who was in the bunting field and
had been brought back to the scene of the
accident, now came to the dying man and
examined him. In a moment all knew by the
look on his face that this was not a dying man,
but one already beyond recall.

Gerald could never have auy explanation of
these mysterious last words. In the task of
comforting and supporting his mother uunder
her grief, he almost forgot them ; and in time
he concluded that he must have heard wrongly
what wassaid. His life wasa successful one;
a popular landlord and landowner, surrounded by
friends and with the good will of his tenants
and dependents and servants; a keen young
politician, looked on with kind and anxious
interest by the leaders of his parfy.

Such was his position when the Christmas
Eve came which brought him the crowning
bappiness of his life—when he saw Violet
Dalrymple for the first time, and fell in love, as
a man of his true, strong nature does fall in love,
once and for all, vehemently, passionately,
overwhelmingly. His mother, who knew his
face as one knows a well-loved book, saw a new

I am not sure your

‘light upon it when he met Violet, and she

d. Ifshe had been asked to choose a
0 ould have chosen Violet.
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had the faint shade of delicacy which is com-
patible with perfect health and beauty, asexotic
flowers have ; Mrs. Dalrymple was an Italian,
one of an oldand noble family. Violet was
educated partly in her mother's native place,
where the climate seemed to give her health,
and partly in Paris. So Gerald nevér saw ber
till this Christmas Eve. All the festivity, the
gaiefy, all the evidences of his popularity, these
things had been but the setting for the splendid
new jewel which had entered into his life. He
!{nev_v that, ‘as he sat thinking over the fire
In his own room long after the Court was
plunged in darkness and silence; until the
wintry dawu drew near he thought over the joy
which had come to him. It was a true joy, one
which made him a better man. As the days
passed on and he felt that Violet returned his
love, his nature mellowed and softened in the
sense of happiness that was his,

It was a wonderful and eventful year that
passed before the next Christmas Eve came,
which brought to him the next most remarkable
event of his whole life.

In the spring, Violet listened to his words of
love, and before the roses were out in the rosery
of the Court she was engaged to him. What a
summer was that! How good is the Creator
of this most beautiful world to give to a man
even one such summer. The scent of roses
brought back the passionate memory of its
glory to them both, always; and when Violet,
many many years after, saw the reaper at hand,
she begged that roses should be strewn on her
bier and planted on her grave, that the sweetness

. of her early life should be with her in‘its end.

In political affairs the young peer was singled
out as one to be trusted and one to appeal to.
His heart beat high when he found
himself known already in the country
as on the side of progress, and looked upon as
having a great future before him in public
life. Not even being in the House of Lords
could lessen the value of his influence. Violet
began fto study politics and public- questions in
order to understand all that he was interested in.
She agreed to his desire that theirs should be a
winter wedding and take place just after Christ-
mas. Surely he was favoured of fortune! But
a blow of the most unexpected character was at
hand ; quite unexpected, in spite of the warning
uttered by dying lips.

He had walked across the Park and through
meadows, by a field path that he dearly loved,
because Violet's feet had so often trodden if, to
visit her in the afternoon. It was a cold
November day, and as he came quickly back it
struck him as strangely cheerless. Was it some
foreboding that made the mistiness seem so full
of gloom fo him? He had to hurry home and

dress and go out to dinner at some distance, so
that he was not disposed to pause and question
hiwself as to the reason for the chill that had
fallen on his spirits since he left Violet's warm,
bright drawing-room sweet with the scent of
flowers. :

A hand was laid on his sboulder as he was
just leaving the field path by the gate between
the meadows and the Park.

He turned to see by the dim twilight a tall,
shabby man, in an overcoat buttoned close over
a spare figure, and the collar turned up. A
shabby hat was pressed down over his eyes,
little was to be seen of the handsome, sullen

face. It was much changed, but Gerald
recognised it. He knew the look in those cold,
hard eyes. The memory of his father's whisper-

ed words at the hour of death came back to
him, clear and vivid.
“ Good heavens!” he exclaimed.

“You don't seem very pleased to see me,’
said his brother. ‘“You've been having things
all your own way, haven’t you? And the fates
have been rather down on me. I should like
to go to your dressing-room with you before
meeting anyone else. Let us slip in at the side
door by the library.”

He passed on, leading the way. Gerald follow-
ed him, dumb with amazement and perplexity.
For the time being he was stupefied.

In a very short time they had entered the
Court and reached Gerald’s dressing-room,
without being seen by anyone.

“ We're the same height, luckily,” said Lionel,
with his old easy, reckless laugh. ¢« Will you
lend me some clothes ? The ones I have on
would scarcely be accepted by any of the desery-
ing poor on the estate.”

An extraordinary scene took place a little
later, when Gerald, in evening dress, went to
the drawing-room where he expected to find his
mother. Lionel followed him closely. He was
a handsome and even distinguished man now
that the travel stains had been removed. He
looked round the great oak panelled hall of the
Court with the owner s glance.

< Wait a moment, please,” said Gerald, with
his hand on the drawing-room door

¢ All right,” answered Lionel; he went to
the great hearth and spoke to an old dog that
lay stretched out on the rugin frontof it. The
dog lifted himself with a low growl and looked
at Lionel menacingly. Just then a faint ery
of distress reached their ears ; the dog instantly
rushed to the_ drawing-room door and pushed it
open. Lionel followed him and saw his step-
mother lying on the ground, unconscio

“ No doubt about her not heing
see me!” said Lionel.

)
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In the excitement and agitation that followed,
the household became aware that the real heir
had come home ; avd that the Harl Beaumons,
whom ihey had learned to love, was Earl Beau-
mont no longer.

It was a most bewildering evenirng. Gerald
became so anxious about his mother, who
passed from one fainting fit into another, that
he decided not to leave uer, and the groom was
sent to the house where he was expected to dine,
with a note of explanation. Late in the evening,
when the doctor had been and gone, and all
anxiety was over for the moment, the brothers
sat down to dinner together. Lionel was quiet,
but be took his place as master of the house
without any hesitation or delay. He gave
Gerald a feeling as if he were a steward who
would have to give an account of his steward-
ship; and bemade no attempt to apologise for
his own absence. Affer dinner, over the wine,
when the servants were gone, he began to talk
about bimself, and to relate the adventures
which had kept him from his place in the world
for so many years. He explained how the mistake
had been made about his death, and described
the everts that followed. Gerald listened with a
vague feeling that what he heard might be
true—or might not—and with a very certain
knowledge thaf, no matter how it had happened,
here was his brother, in his rightful place.

What difference would it make to Violet ?
~ In the morning, as soon as he had seen his
mother, and found her better, and quite calm, he
walked over to Dalrymple Abbey. He told his
strange story first to Violet, on whom it made no
impression ; she was far too much in love to care
whether her lover were an earl or a second son,
whether he could ask her to be the mistress of
Beaumont Court or not.

But it was a different matter when he had to
tell it to General Dalrymple,  who looked sym-
pathetic, but grave, and would say nothing very
definite. Gerald went away very much cast
down. The General had said only that of course

| the wedding musb be put off, and that it would
‘be necessary to see what kind of career Gerald
would make for himself.

As he walked away he looked back at the
se and saw a little lace handkerchief flutter-

at the drawing-room window.

ply from her knowledge of what Lionel's wild
characler had been in the past. It appeared to
him that she was really afraid, and he left her
as little alone as possibie.

The business interview with the family solici-
tor took place, and the Earl assumed all respon-
sibilities ; Gerald and his mother played their
parts in this, without showing either regret
or annoyance. Alone they spoke often of
what Gerald sbould do, but nothing was decided
upon immediately. His one anxiety was whether
Violet’s love would stand the test of the new
position of affairs. Atfirst he was certain of
this; butlater ona dreadful chill of doubt came
upon him. Lionel paid hera great deal of atten-
tion, and once, in Gerald’s presence, spoke of
her as a ‘“sweet pretty girl.” He caught his
brother's glance and laughed recklessly; but after
that he was more careful.

There was a house full of visitorsat Dalrymple
Abbey for Christmas, andon Christmas Eve a
ball to which the brothers were to go. Tady
Beaumont refused ; she desired to be left at
home in the house which would soon be her
home no longer, for, after Christmas, she was to
move into the dowager's house across the Park.
There was to bhe a servant’s party, and she suid
she would like to be present at that.

The Abbey looked its best, decorated in the old-
fashioned Christmas style, with quantitiesof holly
and mistletoe; there were numbers within, and
walts without. The ball-room was a garden of
flowers and beautiful women, but Violet was the
fairest of all. Barly in the evening she stabbed
Gerald to the heart; he could only get her to
let him put his name once on her programme,
and he saw Lionel's initials more than once. He
tried to speak to her, but she turned from him.

¢ She is changed,” he thought bitterly. ¢ I
will release her, and leave the country. I
must go into a new life and forget all this.”

A worn, haggard look came on his handsome
young face as he formed this resolution ; and it
wasto him as though his youth had gone for
ever when he watched Lionz] and Violet dancing
together, and saw how bright her eyes were and
how she listened to him. He had heard of Lionel
that he had a power of fascination —yet it had
not seemed possible that Violet’s heart could be
inconstant ! but surely it was so? He deter-
mined to ask her for an explanation; and he
did so when at last his dance with her came.
He begged her to speak plainly—to iell bim the

truth-—did she wish to be free ?

¢ Oh, Gerald!” she said piteously, * don’t
speak of it now—don’t spoil this beautiful

‘evening! Come to me to-morrow affernoon.

so much I want to say! So much I
tpllime, s o de ] ) %
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“ What can you mean?’ he demanded in
amazement.

‘* Not now—to-morrow—only helieve in me
and in my love,”

“ What shadow—what poison—has
between us 2" he said passionately.

Violet turned from him. Hehad not insight
enough to guess that she feared to break down, to
burst into wild tears before her guests, that her
sclf-control was maintained only by a great effort.
Fresh guests were coming in, a party from a dis-
tant house, and Viclet went to greet them. He
determined to go, to leave the Abbey; he could
bear it nolonger. Ashe went down the ball-room,
making his way out, he caught sight of Lionel’s
face with the strangest expression on it. He was
looking tixedly at one of the guests who had just
entered, a distinguished looking miiitary man
wealing several orders. Gerald could not interpret
the expression on his brother’s face, and while
he paused to watch him, Lionel turned quickly
and disappeared.

Gerald sought Mrs. Dalrymple, and told her
that he would not leave his mother longer alone ;
she accepted his excuse for leaving early with-
out much protest. Saddened and in great per-
plexity be lefc the Abbey on foot ; he intended
to walk home through the meadows and the park,
in spite of the bitterly cold wind. The feeling of
the bleak air seemed to attune with his mood.
He walked quickly throngh the Abbey grounds
and along the field path in the meadows till be
reached the spot where Lionel had put his band
upon his shoulder that cold November afternoon,
and by his every presence had brought a chill
and dreariness into ull his life.

Just as he reached the gate ke felt a hand on
his shoulder—could is be fancy ! He turned,
with a strange and awful fecling of dread upon
him, to see Lionel standing beside him, just as
he had stood that afternoon. Now he was in
evening dress ; he wore no hat or overcoat. He
looked ghastly in the winter moonlight, which
shone cold and clear. What was the matbter—
what bad happened ? T'he cold struck like ice
just where Lionel’s hand lay on his shoulder,
as if the hand were a lump of ice. An awful
spasm passed over Lionel's face, so distorting
that Gerald shrank back unable to bear the sight
of it. A nameless horror, an overpowering fear,
took possession of him. It seemed as if a stran-
ger stood before him, a lost soul from hell ; and
yet he saw his brother’s face, bis brother’s form.

“For God's sake, Lionel, speak!” he ecried
out, his teeth cha:tering so that he could hardly
pronounce the words. ‘Tell me what has
happened ?” .

Lionel’s only answer was to fling up both arms
with a wild gesture of despair, and to stagger
like a dying man. His face was so horrible that

come

Gerald covered his eyes. He thought rapidly
as he stood like this for a moment, leaning
against the post of the gate. He could only
suppose that Lionel was mad with drink, though
he had never seen him in that state. Would he
be able to get him home ? Lionel was the strong-
er of the two, and in this condition would have
an unnatural strengsh.

He considered how best to manage him, dread-
ing the possibie struggle, for he was almost
paralyced with cold, a cold that was more intense
than that of wind or frost. While he stood
thinking like this, for a brief moment, he heard
Lionel’s voice, very hollow and faint and as if
coming from a long way off, utter the three
words : “ It is over.”

He quickly looked up, and found that Lionel
was not beside him, nor could he see him any-
where! He at once thought of his mother; if
Lionel returned to the Court in this mad state,
she would be greatly terrified. With an effort he
controlled his shaking limbs and went through
the gate and across the Park. The windows at
one side of the Court were all ablaze with lighr,
for the servants were dancing in the great hall.

He looked in every direction for Lionel, but
could see nothing of him. He tried to go quickly,
but found it very difficult, he wasso intensely
cold. It seemed to him as if he would never
reach the hall door and pass through it to the
warmth within. He succeeded in doing so at
last, and staggered in like one benumbed. He was
half blinded by the strong light and confused by
the music and langhter. The old butler caught
sight of him, and came quickly to take his coat.

¢ What has happened, sir ?” he said, as he saw
his white face. << Oh, Mr. Gerald, what is the
matter ! You look as if you had seen a ghost !”

At that moment the bell was rung, and the
butler, standing just by the door, opened it af
once. General Dalrymple came in, a strange
look on his set face; he had evidently bzen
hurrying, and could not speak for a moment.
While they stood like this Gerald’s mother drew
near him, and laid her hand on his arm.

¢ Dear !”” she said, ** what is it 2"

General Dalrymple turned to her, and found
breath to speak.

«[ have terrible news,” he said, “I came
myself at once to tell you, and I must go back
instantly. Gerald, you must come with me.
Your brother has shot himself in our conser-
vatory.” . ® T

« Impossible!” ‘exclaimed Gerald. * He is
here somewhpere—he was with me =
moment ago, at the little park gate.
must be mistaken.”

«It is you who are mistaken,’
Dalrymple. *“Heisdead.”
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Gerald turned to the old butler. ¢ Roger,”
he said, “ you were right—I have seen a ghost.”
¢ Oh, Master Gerald !” said the man, putting
out bhis arms to save him if he fell, ¢ you look
like death yourself.”
He guided Gerald to a chair, into which he
sank helplessly. The others gathered round him.
“You must come back with me,” said
General Dalrymple, “and I must not stay
any longer.”

“ He can’t be dead,” said Gerald, suddenly,
* you must be wrong. He was with me just
now—only a minute before you came—I had
only crossed the Park.”

“ He was dead when I left the Abbey—come
and see for yourself. Come, rouse yourself,
Gerald.”

The old soldier's words made Gerald start
to his feet.

I amready—I will come. Mother, T shall
not be long. And I do not believe that Lionel
is dead.”

- General Dalrymple strode out of the doox,
followed by Gerald,and the two figures hastened
away to take the shortest cut to the Abbey.
Roger hastily put on his overcoat and followed
them muttering “ I don’t like Master Gerald’s
looks.”

Carriages were driving away from the en-
trance to the Abbey in rapid succession; the
guests were hastening to leave the house, in
which so dire a tragedy had taken place.
General Dalrymple went in by a side door,
followed by fthe others, and quickly led the way
up a back staircase to the conservatory. There,
on the floor, lay Lionel’s dead body; he had

“blown his braius out. Violet stood beside him,
her face set and stony ; she could not be induced
to go away. [He had spoken to her the moment
before he drew his pistol. She took no notice
of anyone till Gerald came; her face changed
when she saw him.

~ “ I want torepeat what he said—his message
to you—you may understand it—I do not.

E as you leftthe ball room he came to me.

partner was looking for me— but he drew me
ly away in here, looking so strange I did
refuse—and said in a wild way, ‘ My

11 Gerald for me that I have

e, but it was better
fri‘iv‘?ilike’ this than

"here js a man here who knows

explain ; I think only this man’s father, myself,
and one other, knew him to be a murderer. He
evaded justice so cleverly that we believed he
was dead. He has now imitated the Japanese
criminals and inflicted the death penalty upon
himself. It is over. No further word need
be said.”

“Itisover!” Gerald remembered the wild
voice which had come to him in the cold
moonlight, saying those sad sinister words.

Suddenly Violet burst into wild tears.

““ Gerald! Gerald’ she cried, ‘ he tried to
poison my mind against you. I almost be-
lieved him sometimes—God forgive me that I
almost doubted you sometimes. Can you for-
give me ?”’

“Yes, dear,” said Gerald solemnly. “ Itis
over.”

In the morning light of Christmas day
Lionel's body was carried across the meadows
to his own home, that beautiful home which he
had forfeited. And Gerald, walking beside it,
shuddered in the morning air and freshness as
he came to the field gate. Again, he seemed to
hear the wild voice whisper “Itis over,” and
to feel the icy touch on his shoulder.

In the afternoon he kept the appointment
with Violet which had been made before Lionel’s
tragic death. The meeting was full of a sad
sweetness—there was the sense of tragedy and
sorrow, but the cloud that had come between
them waslifted and gone for ever, and the joy
of this consciousness was intense. Sitting in
the warmth of the blazing Yule log that burned
on the earth, they plighted their troth afresh,
solemnly, yet in great happiness. ‘‘ None
shall ever come between us again—promise me
that,” said Gerald, ‘ promise me that.” ;

“I promise, for now and always,” said
Violet. “No one and nothing shall come
between us.”

As far as possible the circumstances of
Lionel’s death were kept quiet, and his funeral
passed over without any public comment.
Soon he was forgotten, and his dark life was
as though it had never been lived. Gerald
stepped back into his own place again, and
gradually the shadow lifted from his face,
youth and happiness re-asserted themselves. -

The wedding was celebrated in the summer
in the time of the roses—and Violet wore
exquisite white rosebuds from the Abbey rosery.
The happiness, after the grief and pain,
Wwas greater than ever.

Ax ENcrnise TADY.

TS
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ay Reward.

AN INDIAN STORY.
CHAPTER 1.

>f: was dumbfound-
%) ered. Ifelt
=Y stunned as I
stood there. My
heart refused its
normal office, and
my parched lips
could not utter a
sound. The hour
was two o'clock in

the morning and
gloomy  darkness

was all around me.
Everywhere also
was silence, except
door of which I stood

at the
trembling ; and from this room, intensified by

in the room,

the silence everywhere, came the whispering
and low talking of hushed voices. Inside the
room was my sick father, and at the door which
was slightly open, I stood—I, his daughter, an
Indian girl, who had come up, in the middle
of the night, to see how he was. He had seemed
better in the evening, and my two cousins had
promised to watch with him during the night.
But I had felt weary and had come upstairs to
see for myself how he was, and now, what did
I see ? What were they doing to him ? ;

In the middle of the bed, propped up by
pillows, sat my father, his face woefully pale
and haggard. Round him, with paper and pen
and ink in their hands, hovered my cousins,
evil-visaged young men, though I must say if,
who was their own blood-relation. Their low
tense voices seemed to threaten him.

“ Sign it, sign it, uncle,’” they were saying,
if not—

¢ If not, what would you do ?” Questioned my
father with an undaunted air.

" «Kill you, choke you, as you lie there.”
« You would never dare to. I can call for aid.’
« Never dare to? Why not ? There is none here
to help you. The whole family is downstairs
and only a servantis sleeping somewhere outside.
Sign it, uncle, you must give the money to us.”

“ No, I will not. It must go to my daughter.
You can do your will with me.”

The two men looked at each other. They
did not know what to do. Then they advanced
closer to my father, their eyes glittering hor-
ribly. It afterwards occurred to me to doubt
whether they really intended to kill my
father. Ithink they only meant fo threaten
him. But, at the moment, I could nof stop to

think. My heart came into my mouth. But my
limbs refused to move. But, with a great effort,
I broke fhe spell, and stumbled into the room
with a strangled cry. The two men looked up with
scared faces, and then endeavoured to behave
as they would under ordinary circumstances. -

‘“ What are you doing here, Meenakshi ?”’ they
asked, “ Why are you not sleeping ?”  °

Before I could reply to them, my father inter-
vened.

““ Get away, you cowards,” he shouted, ¢ Get
away at once. ”

They slunk out of the room. And then, my
father, who seemed much exhausted, turned to
me. ‘‘Meenakshi,”” he gasped, ‘“ write a letter
at once to my lawyer and ask him to come here
early in the morning. Sendit by Sawmy. He
is a trustwerthy servant.”

Then he lay back gasping on his pillows. I
would have gone to him, but the brave old man
waved me away.

The Lawyer came next morning and was clo-
seted for along time with my father. What they
did, I did not know. And that evening—unhappy
that I am to say it —my beloved father, who was
suffering from a bad form of heart-disease, died.

A few days afterwards, I was told the purport
of the will. It was that the money, of which
there was a great deal, was to go to me, only if
I married again—for you must undecstand that
I was a widow. If I did not do so within
three years, it was to go to my cousins.

The contents of the will did not surprise me.
My father knew that my nature was a conserva-
tive one, and that I hated—for I was seventeen
years old, and old enough to think for myself—
the very thought of widow re-marriage. But he
wishied to see me under a hushand’s protection,
and he was a social reformer. And he knew he
was laying it on me, as a sort of solemn injunc-
tion, that I should see that the money was not
to go to my cousins. What was I to do?

CHAPTER II.

Gentle reader, the scene is now quite changed.
I must conduct you now to another death-
bed—my story seems full of death-beds, does
it not ? My best friend lay dying. I stood on
one side of the bed, and on the other side, was
her husband, his head bowed with grief, for he
also loved her very dearly, as, indeed, who would
not love such a sweet, good woman ?

All around us was the awed hush of death.
Through the open window the soft air came in,
bringing with it a faint scent of jessamines.
The dying woman, whose eyes were almost
closingin the last long sleep of death, moved
her head uneasily on the pillow.
turned to her husband and moti
of theroom. il Al ne oF
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‘“ Meepnakshi " she then whispered, turning
to me. * Promise me, you must promise to do
your best to help on your marriage with him.
Promise, promise.”

¢ But—but—."

“I know. But you must promise a dying
woman. Then cnly I can die bappy.”

“ Yes—I promise ; but, only if he asks it—""

“ Yes, yes, leave all that alone. I have
made him also promise. But he does nof
know I am speaking to you about it. Will you

promise ?”’

““ Yes", I whispered, even while I looked in
surprise at her. .My poor friend, ever the most
unselfish of women, was turning selfish on her
death-bed. What an unbearable position mine
would be. 1If ever I hated anything, it was a
forced marriage,a marriage withoutlove—though
I suppose I had no business to have such ideas
in my head, being only an ignorant Indian girl.
But I bad no time to think of myself. My
friend’s swezt eyes were on me.

*“ Forgive me, dear,” she gasped, “ and now
call him.”

Her breath rattled in ber throat.
to the door and called in her husband.

What need to say more? In a few minutes,
she was dead ; and oh! the grief of that poor man,
how am I to describe it ? And Le was pledged to
marry me. How he would hate the very thought
of me !

I rushed

CHAPTER IIIL.

After my father's death, my mother made up
her mind to have our old house, at least for a
time. All the preparations were lefi to me,
for, we had no other relations, except our
cousins, and they, of course, never came near
us much. Now and then they would pay us a
short visit, but seldom stayed long, Ore day,
however, | surprised them in a whispered
conversation with each other, in a retired corner
of our yard. In this yard was our garden of
Indian vegetables. Tuney were standing bshind

" a large tall bush of creepers, and they did not
‘me as 1 came up on the other side to cut
e vegetables for our evening meal. Unwit-
erefore, I overheard what seemed to
-end of their conversation. :

do something,”” one of them was
st not allow her to marry
all that happened a few

W ] d made

Much as I disliked eavesdropping, I had
been afraid to move or ‘utter a sound, for
what would they not do to me, if they knew I had
heard themn: ?

When I went into the house, my mother wag
fretfully looking for me.

“ Do you know, Meenakshi,” she said, I do
not like your cousinsat all. Just now they
looked at you with such sn expression. They
want the money, I think. Well, I suppose it
must go to them. What a muddle your father
left everyshing in. I do not wish you to
marry again, What possessed your father—"

“ Oh, mother, leave all that alone, let us go
away to our viilage and stay there for a year ;
oh, do let us have our old life again.””

So, we leit the town of M—and went away to
our own old village and lived there for a year.
My cousins during all that time, made no sign,
and I nearly forgot my suspicions against
themw. I think I even forget the whispered con-
versation I had overheard. During our year
of retirement, our house had been advertised
to sell, but had only been rented the last few
mobnths. Roou the tenants left it again, and we
ourselves came back toit and our old life—old,
but, with what a difference—a diffecrence of
omission and addition. The omission was the
absence . of my dear father, which nothing,
nothing could ever replace. The addition was
—let we whisper it to you, reader,—my dead
friend’s husband, who now came to visit us reg-
ularly. At first, he came as my mother’s friend
and I scarcely ever saw him. Afterwards, I knew
be came for me, and I think he began to like me.
Aud L—well, I Lked him very much, irdeed,
though I scarcely ever spoke to him. And some-
bow my promise to my friend seemed more easy
of fulfilment. My scruples about a second
marriage were easily overcome, for they had
always been a sort of duty-scruples, and besides,
had not my father said it was my duty to marry
again? My mother’s scruples also were easily
overcome, and at last, my friend asked her for
me and I was promised to him. About the
difficulties, which would be raised against our
marriage by our Hindu priests, he did not mind
at all. ;

“ 0 let them excommunicate us,” he said,
“ we shall go away somewhere else. How many
widow re-marriages are being solemnized now.”
- Oh, he was a grand man, a brave man!

CHAPTER IV..

But a great misfortune soon overtook us. Our
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husband, took every means to get them stopped,
but there they were. As for leaving the house,
we could not do it, because my mother had a
rooted horror to strange surroundings. Besides,
she was ill and her wili was not to he gainsaid.

« If it is Fate that it should be so, let it be so,
child, "’ she would say in quavering tones, “ Why
should we escape from it? It must be some
spirit of our relatives haunfing us. I suppose,
child,” she said eagerly one day, ‘it is your
father. He wants you to get married soon. Let
it be done. ”

Indeed my marriage seemed to be the easiest way
out of the difficulty, but soon something happen-
ed, which put it oub of the question, at least for
the present. Lor, one day I was just opening
the door of a room to enter it, when the mention
of my name caught my ear and stopped me.

«“1 tell you it is Meenakshi. Meenakshi
alone did 1t,” said some one, whose voice
surely was the voice of one of my cousibs.

“ Meenakshi ! It cannot be surely. I could
trust her as I trust myself.” How my heart leapt
at these words, for the voice was the voice of
my friend,

¢ Listen, Sir, it is like this. You know that,
like you, we are baving the house watched. Well,
the other day one of my friends found that Mee-
nakshi cunningly threw the stones when nobody
was looking, into the roof, from where they fell
down, as if by accident. A doctor can examine
her and tell her so, if you like. But I must tell

_you that it is a case of hysterics. She herself
does not know that she is doing such an
action. ”’

“ Oh! that makes a -difference.
true—

« Then, of course, you will still marry her.”
¢« No, I cannot marry her, for, love and respect
‘her as I do and will, I cannot have an hysteri-

"cal woman as the mother of my children.
That is one of my creeds. 1 shall watch rer
myself. Good-evening to you.” ;

A chair scraped along the floor, and, turning,
I rushed away just in time to escape ‘my friend.’
In a corner of the garden, L stopped to think.
What a horrible tangle it was. So, my cousins
had trapped me at last, for of course, the doctor
whom they would employ would be belicved by
them ; and I knew my friend's character, how
essily taken in it could be. And whatever pro-
testations I could make would be thought
¢ hysteries * also. What wasI to do ?

And then, suddenly, another thought struck
me. Was I really hysterical ? Hysterical people,
it is said, are unconscious of what they are
doing ; was I like that ? How horrible! ,and—ye's!

“les me think ! Yes, the stones dropped only in

Still, if it is

the room where, or near which, I was. Oh!

what was Ito do ?

That night, ¢ my friend ' was sitting in my
mother’s room, which was lighted only by a
dim light. I was just entering in by the
door-way. which was rather in a corner. As 1 set
one foot into the room, there was a sudden clatter
and about five or six stones dropped into the.
room. My mother secreamed. my friend started
up and—looked at me. In sudden alarm. I looked
at my hands. Did I throw them ? But where did
the stones come from in my bands? I had not
carried any, and my hands were quite clean.
With a cry of joy I rushed in, but ke only looked
sadly at me and left the room. And then I under-
stood ; he had seen me looking at my own hands,
and he thought I bad really thrown the stones.
With a sob I covered my face with my hands,
and I too left the room.

Ard then it was that I made my resoive.
I remembered my promise to my dead friend to
do all in my power to promote my marriage
with her husband. Unmaidenly as it may
look, I woald rem:ember my promise and fulfil it,
I would unearth the mystery.

CHAPTER V.

For some days afterwards, the stones did not
fall. And then, they fell generally in only one
room and that was my mother’s, because that
was the only place which my friend would
visit and where 1 also would be. I noticed
then one thing. Where they fell, they always
fell, from only one point in the reof and that
point, every day was the same. This set me think-
ing. Wasthere a hole in the roof? In the afternoon,
when mymother was sleeping and there wasbright
sun-light in the room, I got upon the highest
chair, Icould find and closely examined the roof.
Yes, there was something like a large round figure
traced in the piain root of varnished timber. Or
was it only fancy ? But this was just the point
from which the stones usually fell. Then I
made s plan of our house, which had an upstairs
floor and was more like an old .English
residence than an Indian one Yes, there was a
room right over the fancied hole, aud this room
was scarcely ever used. Indeed, I must say,
the top floor was scarcely visited by any of us,
even for cleaning purposes. This room I noticed
was full of lumber, which I was now afraid
to haveremoved, because I thought my cousins
might respect apything. Cousins, I say and that
with a purpose, for I was sure they were at the
root of the whole mystery. And then suddenly
occurred to me a conversation I had bad mﬁh'~
our old servant-woman. A i

«“ Amma ” she had asked, “did you as
cousins to stay in this house, when v
atthe village ? T heard that they staj
also that they were doing son
here. I wonder what they di
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As I was afraid to watch above at night near
this lumber room, I iold my secret toa girl
friend I had and asked her to help me. She came,
therefore, to spend some days with us, asd one
night after my mother had gone to sleep, my
friend and I stole upstairs' and hid in another
room, which opened out of the lumber room.
The doors of the latter, I had noticed, opened on
to the verandah, which led to the back staircase.
On the first night, there was no result, neither
on the second. But we persisted in our watch
on the third night also, though we were heavy
with sleep, and we were rewarded. Towards the
‘middle of the night, stealthy steps sounded out-
side, and a dark figure entered, carrying a bundle
in his arms. He came to the lumber room, lit
a small lantern, removed a piece of furniture in
a corner, raised the matting ; and stooped down.
We could not see very well after this, but he

| seemed to be inserting a key and then lifted up a

‘squate plank of wood. Then he produced a long
piece of rope from his bundle and some stones.
‘With the stone he lowered gently, one by one,
me stones into what appeared to be a long
ing or passage. And then quietly he shut
re door, re-arranged everything as it was,
ole away.
more need be said? When my friend
d next day, I told him everything and
{ lan. T appeared as usual in my
om. Soonthe stones clattered down,

in red-handed. He was removing
the tubing, with which he had
opening into the roof. After

which was a
paris and

side, we raced upstairs, and -

the opening was

‘“ And leave the money to you ? ”

¢ Yes,” was the brazen answer.

¢ Very well, you can have it. I am only hesi-
tating, because my father did not wish you to
have the money. But I do not think the stuff is
worth making such fuss about. I shall never get
married.”

So I wrote a letter in my mother’s name.
to ‘my friend,’ saying that it was better that the
marriage should be broken off. This brought him
in a hurry to our house, with entreaties to re-
consider our decision, to all of which I answered
that it was not to be for another year, which
would complete the three years mentioned in
my father’s will. And then you ought to have
seen his face change.

‘“ You are a good woman, Meenakshi,” he said,
taking my hand. “Now I can trust you abso-
lutely'and now I can love you and not be sorry
for putting you in my dead wife’s place.”

CHAPTER VII,

A closing word. When the three years were
completed, ¢ my friend * wrote to the lawyer, in
my name o hand the money over to my cousins.
Bat to this the lawyer made a startling reply.

“ The money is even now yours,”” he wrote to
me. “It was always yours ; but my client thought
it wise to put in the condition about your mar-
riage, in order that you may be forced to marry
again. I was not, however, to mention the truth
to you. Allis well that ends well and my fair
client is rewarded richly for her patience and
perseverance and careful thought.”

Ax Inpiax Laby.
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Some Motes on a Tour in
Torthern Inodia.

YERH APS
thereaders
of the
Indian L a dies’
Magazine would
like to read a few
notes I made of
some of t he
things, - which
specially interest-
¥ ed me during a
;. tour taken lately
Q¥ in the north of
India. We went
from Bombay to
Ahmedabad and
on to Mount
Abu. This pretty little hill-station is seventeen
miles from the railway and the tonga takes one
by a lovely road winding steeply up the 5,000 ft.
to the top. Mount Abu rises out of the plain
by itself at one end of the Aravalli Mountains,
geologically the oldest part of Iundia. It is not
too high for palm-trees to floarish even at the
top and they greatly soften the viewsof the
bare rugged hills, rising all round with their bold
fantastic outlines. Near by is the famous
Dilwarra temple, built by a Jain merchant early
in the 11th century A. D. It is said that he
paid for the price of the land on which it is
built as many rupees as would cover it, that the
building cost 18 crores of rupeesand took twenty
years to complete, These figures do not seem
extravagant certainly, when one sees the ex-
quisite carving covering every inch of wall and
ceiling and pillar. The whole building is of
marble, floor and all, of a rich creamy softness
making it look likeivory. The effect of ivory is
greatly increased by the minuteness and delicacy
of the carving. The pillars in front of the inner
shrine and the roof they support are particularly
beautifully carved and some of the patterns are
80 intricate thatin the distance one might
imagine that the most exquisite lace had been
thrown over the marble. Round the courtyard
in a great square are shrines innumerable. The
figures in all these are identical and all of the
same saint, following the usual Jain custom.
The Porticoes in front of the shrines, all of the
same size and adjoining each other, form long
cloisters, but every pillar is carved with a
 different design and each roof is different from
any other. Some have one large figure boldly
carved taking up the whole square, others are
divided iuto rows of figures in low relief

A s

Riosks on the top, and alon
people in domestic or warlike

scenes, animals, gods, ete., and others again in
beautiful geometric designs. One might spend
hours studying the wealth of design in detail.
We unfortunately had only a very short time to
spare for both parts of the temple. We also
saw a great number of marble elephants there,
about a quarter the size of life, exceedingly well
carved even to the bells on their howdah cloths.

The road by which pilgrims originally went to
this temple was on the other side of the hill to
the one made in more recent times, which is
always used now—the older one was a good deal
damaged in the times when the Mohammedans
were over-running Rajputana and in their zeal
destroying every Hindu temple they came across.
Mount Abu was not an easy place to get to in
those days and fortunately the Dilwarra temple
was guarded by a determined set of men who
made every preparation to prevent their enemies
destroying their beautiful place of worship.
They energetically piled enormous rocks
neac the most difficult places in the road, par-
tially blocking it and keeping a reserve to roll
on to the heads of any rash and daring invaders
of their territory. But the Mohammedans
contented themselves with razing to the ground
a large town on the plains not far off which
bad over filty temples in it, all with more or
less wonderfully carved Marble in them, which
had been in great part built. by the very men
who had worked so long and so successfully at
the Dilwarra Temple.

From Mount Abu we went on fo Jaipur,
the pink and white city, and from there made a
jolly expedition to Amber. We started off
from our hotel at 6-30 4. u. in a fine Caroucke
and pair. There was a delicions crisp feeling in
the air and the sun had barely risen, so we were
glad of our big coats. We drove right through
the city, under the great pink and white gate,
and along the wide streets with the curious
pink and white houses on either side, past the
huge cream and gold gate leadirg into the palace,
with now and then a camel wandering past and
rnow and then enormous painted elephants. We
were not at all surprised to see them, for we
could oot get rid of the feeling that all we
saw was stage scenery and that we were wander-
ing through some vast show, a theatre ora
circus. It didn’t seem real, or as if real people
could be leading . their every-day lives
behind shese pink walls. Being so eariy, the
streets were almost deserted, Zhe time fo see
them is in the afternoon when they are seething
with people dressed in every colour of the rain-
bow. We dwove through the Amber ga .
large, plain white-washed one, wi :

a few stunted trees. We saw
dainty, beautiful creatures th
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rcqud ef mohkeys playing- in some trees and
fglong a wall; hooting and chattering — most amus-
ing, At last we came fo a wall and a gateway,
‘and here we had to get out of our carriage and
~mount an elephant. Such a fine elepbaut he
~was, oo, in gorgeous red and ' yellow trappings.
We went up asteep hill, and as we got higher,
. wWe could see Jaipur in the dis ta.nce looking
i lovely in a film of mist, with its ridges of hills
about it. We went down a hill and along a. tlat
| piece with hills on each sideof us. One “of the
i ;nidges kept the sun off usall the time till we
ere actually in Amber itself. | Such ‘a curious
old town it must have been, built up steep
‘ lnlls with walls and fortified towers running a.ll
- along the tops of the sharp ridges:
- 1t does not look so very ruinous at first swghs
and one can quite well imagine its funny steep
full of gaily clothed natives, and
. in gl tering attire perched aloft on
‘pacing elephants or camelsin gorgeous
The old lake, which was such g
of the place has shrunk to an
little tank. © The guide told us that
years hey have not had an adequate
ill, even in that small piece of water;
ith the gleammg whlte palace
to

b pursned his stately
n very cautiously down
len up A DAIrow ﬂagged

B green trees in it
ound. Here_ the

. to think out sane and matter-of-fact problems

plaster or stucco, painted in some parts, but a few
of the rooms were entirely lined, walls and
ceilings, with glass, all that is, excepta.da.do
3 ft. high, which was of marble deeply carved
with bowls of flowers. The marble floor and

ulovely marble carving made a great contrast in
its artistic richness to the tawdry splendour

of the bits of looking glass stuck into plaster
above it. The Diwan.i-am was a fine hall with
marble pillars, but the effect was spoiled by the
outer ones being all of plaster. This, however,
was due  to the freak of a jealous Emperor, not
to the original builder who made the outfer
pillars of the most beautifully carved red sand-
stone. . They were so minutely and exquisitely
done that the fame of them reached the Emperor
Aurangzebe. He was furious that there should
be. anythmcr more - beautiful than his palaces at
Agra and Delhi, sohe sent his lientenant to
destroy them, Fortuna,tely, the Jaipur rajah
heard of his visit in good time and had all his
precious pillars covered with a thick coating of
plain. white- plaster and so saved his Hall of
Audience. ‘In one place a glimpse of the red
sandstone can be seen where the plaster has been
chipped.

\Ve saw the zenana bathing room, which ba.d 3
lovely big deep marble bath, square, with a
couple of -steps leading down info it, but such
stuffy little. -holes there were for dressing-
roomsand such’ a dark stiffly passage to go down
to - it. -After this, we went on to the roof and
saw ‘the platform where the old rajahs used
to hold a council every full moon night.
How exqulsltely beautiful it must have been thers,
but quite ~impossible one would imagine

of Government in such sentimental surroundings.
The viewfrom there is really lovely, 1ookmgdown
over the: too'fs of the'h i
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prayers at the Jumma Musjid on the day swhen
it is more crowded with worshippers than on any
other in the year. We arrived just at 12 o’clock
at the great gate and the steps were swarming
with gaily-dressed Mohammedans. With some
difficulty we made our way up the long flight of
steps and up some steeps stairs in the oa,tewa,y
itself, until we reached an alcove exactly opposite
the great arch of the mosque. From there we
looked down on a wonderful sight. The whole
of that great courtyard was packed with men,
the mosque itself was full of them, and all the
cloisters and their roofs. Men were pouring in,
on and on,till we wondered where they could o
themselves. We had to wait over an hour and
it was very, very hot and we were extremely
tired and dusty after our 22-mile drive to the
Kutab Minar and baek, butiit was well worth the
waiting. Suddenly every one there rose to their
feet and the noise which had been like that of
several parrot and monkey houses roiled into one,
 was hushed, and there was a great silence. It
was unfortunately marred by the squalling of
several infants in the purdah part just below us,
but even so, the silence after the noise was very
striking  Then there came a unanimous shout
or rather chantin a monotone and that vast
multitude fell on its knees with one movement.
There must have been well over 15,000 wor-
shippers there, and the general eﬁ’ect looking
down on them was a mass of white with splashes'
of lovely colour here and there. When they. all
simultaneously rose to their feet it ‘looked like
an enormous surf breaking on the shore.

other long shout, they ¢ fell on their faces,”
y, and romained with their foreheads
_the. ground for several seconds and

It was far and away the

They/

stood silent with bent heads and then, with must turn round and look you

 times the train loops a loop and y
b were
again with one movement rose fo their feet,

Th -ha.ppened two or thiree times and then the’ i
: - Siliguri we eaught ight,

along suddenly, a bank ended abruptly and we
had a search-light straight in our eyes. It
sitoply blinded us and we stumbled down a slope
and across a curious long gangway on to a
kind of ferry-steamer packed with coolies all
dashing round erratically. Presently, we moved
out to the steamer on which the search-light was
and found dinner ready for us on board. While
we were dining, our first ferry went baek and
took more coolies and luggage aboard -and then
came alongside again apd was lashed to, our
steamer. Then off we started to cross the
Ganges. We glided along so smoothly and it
was fascinating watching the search-light playing
across the river “from hank fto bank. = About
twenty minutes after' we had started, going
slightly up the river as well as across to
the opposite shore, we - reached Sara Ghat
and were lucky enougb to get off first and
so avoid ' the . frantic rush of coolies: “We
reached our . train‘ quite comfortably and
se'tled ourselves down for the night. We
reached the foot of the hills soon after 6 o’clock
and had tea at Siliguri, which was the base of
the operations of fhe Expedition to Lhassa.
There we had to get into the funniest liftle toy
Railway imaginable. The gauge is 2 {t. which
gives some idea of its size. 1Tt has a little baby
engine which fnsses a;v&ay, tearing along at 7
miles an hour. ' It can'go 16, buf is not allowed
to! The live goes in the most fantastic curves
and zig-zags and more often’than not you are
watehing your -own' - engine round the nexh
corner. 1t looks as though ] ]

face like a restive tandem leader. Tw

bridge over the very line yo
the minute before. The scen

very, very bea
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street was so narrow, that we could have touched -

the houses out of the train on either side. After
| that we passed through several most quaint

wvillages and the line mostly ran along the road

or, more strictly speaking, the main path. We

mounted and mounted till we came to a place

with the goblin-like name of Ghoom, 7,500 ft.

above the sea and then we dropped 600 ft. into
- Darjeeling.

Darjeeling is built, like most of the northern
hill-stations, or a ridge, with the houses one
above the other and steep zig-zag roads from
one to the other. No carriages can go on the
narrow and steep, though well-made, paths which
do duty for roads. One getsaboutin rickshaws
or on ponies or can be carried in dandies.
We came up from the station fn rickshaws
and our coolies were fine sturdy men from
Bhutan. Theyare Mongolians and the Chinese
typeis certainly very ugly. Still, I daresay one
might quite grow to like them, in spite of
their queer faces, because they are so joliy and
good-humoured. They are always chatting

-away and joking with each other with broad
grins and cheery laughter. It makes one feel
merry justto look at them. They all
, racelets of beads and large round ear-
ngs, or else a lump of turquoise held in place
r ead behind the ear. The women are
laughing creatures too, with numberless

S earrings and necklaces. They

the carrying, and their loads are
; strap which comss across
0oks a most uncomfortable
ey do it from babyhood
astonishing weights.

1ve Darjeeling, we set
unt Hiverest. We
miles away,

red showed along the horizon.—In a few minutes
we could make out the huge gorge along the top
of which we were going. Then we passed
through a bit of a village just walking up and
then came a long ascent. The sky lightened and
lightened as we watched and the stars slowly
faded out. We caught a glimpse of Kinchingunga,
looking eerie away up in the sky, just the snow
showing faintly white in the earliest dawning.
Then we wound up and up twisting and turning
up a narrow steep path enclosed by trees most of
the way. Every now and then we would catch
sight of a beautiful peep of Kinchingunga clearer
and more clear as the day broke. On the other side
we looked down, down over hills to the plains,
but it was all dim and faintly blue. At last, it
became quite light and we could distinctly see
our coolies and each other. We were much
agitated, fearing lest the sun should rise before
we reached the top. The east was red and then
all the sky was pink and we saw Kinchingunga
flush the most perfect rose-colour, then up came
the sun, a glorious red and that instant we
gained the top of Senchal. There before us was
one of the wonders of the world, the mighty
array of Kinchingunga and the giant peaks near
by, all over 13,000 ft. dazzling white, to the east
of them a great semi-circle of peaks, all over
12,000 ft;, though not reaching the snow-line of
17,000 ft., and to the west more snow-clad
peaks, but only showing their heads over a nearer
dark range. One of these was Mount Everest
himself, 120 miles away certainly, so even his
29,002 ft. did not look very imposing, but it was
he himself, the highest peak in the world. The
firstinstant the guide pointed bim out to us,he was
dim aad grey, the next the sun had touched him

‘and his snows flushed faintly and then shone clear

and white. Sun-rise on Mounts Everest. [t was

- beautiful, but for magnificent, soul-satisfying

beauty, I have never seen -anything like.that

hole of that
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Some observations on the System
of Education in England
and Inoia.

BY MISS FYZEE * (Shahinda)"”

Who has lately returned from England.

N India we have no system
E of training teachers for
elementary or secondary
educational institutions, and if
there is any, it stands in a, very
peculiar position and
unknown. It is difficuls to
see what argument would
defend the absence of soimportant
a feature for progress or advance-
ment of the nation.
There are many who believe that
a university graduate is a fit per-
son to hold the responsible office
-4 and needs no special training as a
2 teacher ; as, having been in a public
~ school himself, he is in a position to
judge what should be imitated and what avoided.
This is as reasonable asif a patient who bas
undergone the freatment of a doctor would sud-
denly assert that he can now make an exeellent
physician. A boy may not be a critic of the
master’s method. He is naturally led away by
his immature ideas which are very exaggerated
 and may be right or wrong. College boys are
invariably extravagant admirers of one or two
of their masters and they imitate them even
to a fault. Of the others, they have mere vague
recolleciions.

It may be objected that training colleges pro-
ducs stereotyped teachers, rigid, cold and of me-
chanical uniformity. But the material has been
unpromising and the ordinary teachers have per-
haps not the versatility and independence of mind
usual in the aspiring graduate. But, on the
other hand, a trained teacher has always an
advautage over the others on certain points.
He is cool and sure and able to command respect
and attention in a big disorderly eclass room in
‘a very short time. Indeed, the highest form
of teaching is imported in such a way, that the

‘pupil  is unconscious of the process. The
{ greatest merit of th® teacher lies in securing his
n effacement, and more specially when the
begins to think that he has acquired know-
‘by his own S eare no body of

~would meet the

lives to such an extent. The boy is ever
with them. He engages their minds even in
their vacations or spare moments and enters
their homes and families.

In India, the practice of alarge school is made
up of survivals of traditions, good, bad, and in-
different, lasting beyond the needs and require-
ments which had brought that practice into exist-
ence. A grinding process goes on, while the
school-masters have neither the time nor the
inclination to review the whole system peri-
odically and carefully think out a plan which
demand of the age. This
narrowness or inertia demoralizes any scheme
for higher excellence; for, in education, com-
mitting by heart large masses of prose and
poetry in a superficial manner and without un-
derstanding is very much in vogue, on the plea
that it strengthens the memory. Physical train-
ing there is none—the school is no more than
a mechanical Iostitution where learning is only
afforded sufficient or necessary to future clerk-
ships.

Some great educational re-adjustment is very
essential at this juncture, when there is such a
clamouring going on from all sides,and it is India’s
womanhood who must participate ia the results
of the implied revolution. For, it is the home,
not the factory, that fills life with inspiration.
Girls must be sent out to Germany to assimilate
new thoughts, new ideas, and undergo a course
of ftraining—for it is to Germany that the
modern science and msthod of instruction is
due. The intellectual atmosphere of India would
then he saturated with fresh ideas. The Eastern
and Western nations are so essentially differ-.
ent in characteristics, thoughts, mode, ete., that
what is true for one, would not be true forthe
other, and imitation of the West must be care-
fully avoided. The FEastern nations place
their ideals mainly in states of mind or feeling
rather than in changesof circumstances. They
accommodate their own minds to things exter-
nal rather than adopt things external to them-
selves. That is why the Orientals are so
reluctant to alter their permanent conditions
of lives and this is how a daily routine has
been devised, which is followed strietly.

With the BEuropeans it is different. T
dependent on surroundings to make them h
and that tendency has led them to be
active, industrial and progressive, t i
are busy and full petitions
keen. Scientific discoveries mul
and town life with its e
madde! s i
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_ national life, and Protestantism ,always aregulator
~of conduct, thought and feeling, helps to lessen
- any reflection upon inner life—unlike any intro-
spective habit of thought which findsits special
representation in mysticism and other religions
of a contemplative order. The English character,
therefore, is essentially an objective one. All
. their emotions, thoughts, feelings. are habitually
. thrown on that which is without.
give free expression to their emotions or feeling.
Reticence and self-restraint are most constantly

 inculeated. - The whole tone of society favours it..

' Any demonstration of grief or sorrow so natural
in other countries is not considered the proper
_ thing in England. The dispositieon to dweli
upon an old grief by protracted mournings and
carefully observed Anniversaries, long periods of
retirement so common in India, is getting almost
extinct from England. On the Continent people

ition of thought and feeling. They do
ke the English, turn. away speedily from
st and lessen its intensity by translating
emotions into new fields of activity. The
of commercialism of the English has so
entered their very souls, that sentiment

ing a business-like air—and to such an
, which is so largely

s, expenditur

¢ :ﬂ/!ﬁvate:. G

They never -

are much more natural and attach no blame to-

mance liave been completely wiped off,

practised in  a practical
exercises an absolute
nfluencing their educa-
ure, amusement, even .
y engagein or the

- revival, (2) social re-arrangemen

cine. .Simila»rly to raise the level of natural
health, in India, sound sanitary conditions must
be established. ‘ g |

The Function of Women in the
Tational Wpbuilding.

XXX OMANisthe
KM’ Y  annada, the
= food-giver  of
- the nation. Physical, in-
tellectual, and moral food
should be given to us all
by her alone, purified by
that unique form of love
which she alone ecan feel
for the needy and help-
less.  Theidea of mother-
hood ' comprises almost
all the tenderest and the
noblest ideas -possible to
man, and it is as mother
that woman can render
W i her = best contributions
j towards national recon-
i ’; I struction. For the national
I ~~ expiation, the national
pragaschitia,  or purification, which should be
the  first’ act in the great drama of Revival,
woman’s help and co-operation is more essential,
than for any succeeding act. It is under the
mother’s directions and with her blessings that
& nation can execute any great thing whaftsoever.
- National re-making consists, broadly speaking,
of the following four items:—(1) . omi

rm, and (4) political remodelling
1t of the first three of the above
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_patronage of home-industries in all possible ways.
‘But can we achieve even the most insignificant
result in this effort, without the responsive sym-
pathy of our woman-kind ? It is gratifying to see
.that our mothers, wives and sisters are beginning
to take a lively and beneficent interest in this
matter, but, still, every one of us must distinct-
ly understand that unless the Indian women be-
come ardent and unflinching swadeshites
the swadeshi movement would be doomed to
failure. Again, how can there be religious or
social revival or, if you please, reform, so long as
the mothers of the people are allowed to remain
in absolute ignorance, content with pre-Adamite
superstitions ‘and. puerile ritualisms. 1f you
want o rid society from the clutches of custom
and priests, the first and the last thing that you
should do is. to rid woman from those fell
clutches.

. In all matters, the function of man is to fight for
the essential ideas, actualise them, may be even
$o originate them. But the function of woman is
to popularise those ideas, purify and exalt them
with the love of her heart, and instil them
into the national mind. Woman, as sister, as wife,
and most signally as mother, supplies the force
which alone can ensure ccnguest and friumph to
the ideas that regenerate societies and nations.
Man may or may nob be the creator of epoch-
making ideas, but woman: alone can be the_ sus-
tainer, the popularizer, in the best sense of the
term, of such ideas.- Woman is the heart of the
social frame. She is the centre of the mysterious
and wonderful blood-circulation, which maintains
the collective organism. If the heart fails of &
proper discharge of its functions, the whole
structure is poisoned, enfesbled, disintegrated.
[n political re-arrangements, also, woman has
to take charge of the same function. Woman
must be the popularizer of the civic idsas. She is
with: the ‘life and thought of every
Jot it, for the initial and
ble period of existence, ‘‘ The
the man’’, and almost absolute
d - to fashion

ha; Wit

qualities of dauntless courage, of cheerful self-
sacrifice and love for great risks. Can these

‘virtues become common in a community, where

woman is a creature of fear, neryousness, weak-
ness and cowardice ? Changes in the country

«at large for better or worse, are sure fo be pre-

indicated by changes in the home-stead and the
greatest, divinest revolutions must commence in
the home. . ]

Tt is impossible here to withhold the tribute
of a loving and regretful sigh to the memory of
the women of Ancient India who were such
admirable forces in the constant political recoup-
ments that India had to engage herself in on
various occasions. The dazzling galaxy of the
Rajput heroines of Muslim India, Kuni:z and
Drawpadi of the Mahabbarata, Ahalya and the
Rans of Jhanst of recent times, these and such
as these present themselves before the mind’s
vision, and create an inexpressible feeling of
power and immortality, whenever an Indian
thinks of politics and the woman of India fto-
gether. : : :

‘“ What has been shall die away

What was shall again come to pass.”

By aN INDIAN GENTLEMAN.

7l Folklore Story.

(Selected.) : :
Ny VEN hefore the existence

“of the four ;

==t (ages) ... before the

- birth of the nine Br :

. towns and villages ;
~ Yugas had no time,
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compartments, from which eame the three gods
(murthis) Brahma, Vishnu, and Siva. The lower
half of the egg was transformed into the earth
and the upper half became the sky. The king,
who assumed the Awvatar (i.e. Incarnation) of
Vishnu, was fed on butter ; Brahma was made to
live on turmeric, and Siva was fed with the milk
of Ammavaru. Then, as they grew up, she
made each of the gods put on his forehead
characteristic religious marks, and finally built
three towns, one for each to live in, and a fourth
for herself.

The goddess took special pains to protect

her own city. She inclosed it with walls of
bronze, brass, and gold ; posted at the gates
several thousand spirits of various sorts, and
among them a barber, a washerman, and a
potter. After a time Ammavaru heard that the
three kings, Brabma, Vishnu, and Siva, were
neglecting her worship, so she determined to
exhibit her power by destroying their towns. Her
resolve was strengthened by an insult offered her
by Siva. The god one day called his servant and
asked him why people were neglecting the
worship of Ammavaru, and was told in reply
that they were all calling on his name instead.
He then bade his servant go to Ammavaru’s
- town and abuse her, which he did with a will.
‘When she heaird of it she smiled grimly,
~and waxed very wroth She then dressed
herself up in a yellow cloth and yellow bodice,
‘on copper jewels, a silver waistband,
tied a golden ormament on her forehead,
a deer in one hand, a conch in the
er, a small drum in a third and put a
‘round her body as a sacred thread.
ed she called a durbar, sat down on the
d that the kings (z. e. the three
' ellious, that her puja was
herself abused. After this

made their abode in his armpits.

d Devagiri, the town
d on a jackal, and

plants of all kinds grew round him, and cobras
He remained
silent and spoke to no one. What exactly the
purpose or effect of these proceedings was does not
appear; but apparently they were successful, as
Ammavaru moved steadily on and appointed one
sister to keep people off the road, and then placed
her other sisters, the hundred and one Sakthis(7.e.
powers of the world), to keep watch, and also a
twelve-headed snake, which coiled its body all
round the town, keeping its hooded heads just
opposite the gate, and emitting poisonous fumes
from ibts mouths. Then, as she went on in her
triumphant march, a mountain was put on guard,
forts were created, and Ammavaru descended
from her jackal and sat on a throne. A horse
was then brought her, drums were beaten, what
Shakespeare would call alarums and excursions
took place, and the sky was turned into a pestle,
and the earth into a mortar. After this general
upset of the universe, Ammavaru made the
dumb to sing her praises, created some tents
with little demons inside who did puja to her,
and so finally arrived at Devagiri. Apparently
this overwhelming display of military power and
science at first crushed all resistance. The heads
of the kings (¢.e. Brahma, Vishnu, and Siva), who
refused to worship Ammavaru, were cut off, also
the heads of seven other kings, and then all put
on again! One king’s throne was made red hot,
like the firein a potter’s kiln, and his hair made
all blcody, while demons wereset to watch the
corpses of the slain. Then Ammavaru afflicted
the unhappy citizens with many disasters, and
started off to attack four other kings. Drums
were sounded as before, and then a bloody battle
ensued outside the walls of Devagiri. Horses
and elephants were slain by Ammavaru, one
king “felt a bad pain in his chest, as if pierced
with arrows, and pains in various parts of his
body,” and died. Another king took a sword

and plunged it into the body of a third king, and

h died.. Then all the horses and elephants
 kings died, and finally Ammavaru brought
n all to life again and they all began to wor-
‘her. A year affer drums were sounded
che marched with her army to a
here she slept for seven gadiyas

g t G
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her soundly. She caused a deep sleep to over-
power him, tossed her baskets into the air,
caught them on her head and made her way to
the  gates of the town, which were guarded
north, south, east, and west, by four huge
demons, with ten thousand crores(a crore=
.1,000,000) of men holding canes coloured green,
_and seven hundred crores holding canes coloured
red. A number of them were fast asleep, but she
roused them up and bade them open the gates,
as she wanted to sell her tamarind and jack fruit
in the town. One of them got up and told her
that baskets with fruits and curds, beggars and
mendicants were not allowed in the town, and
added thatithe people of the town were Lingayats
(2 numerous sect of Sivaites), people of true faith
and good character. The goddsss shouted «O
Sudra sisters, living in the east street, O Brahman
- sisters of the western street, O Kamma sisters of
- the southern street, buy fruits from me. Old men
eating my fruit will become young, and young
ones very handsome.” The watchman was very
augry at this and beat ber with a green cane.
 The goddess threw down her baskets, which
| caused a great earthquake. Then she first
. turned into a huge giantess and afterwards into
aparrot, and said to the watchman, ‘You did not
. recognise me, you have forgotten my mighs, T
{ will soon show my power.” Ammavaru then
. disguised herself as a Lingayab, dressed in a
reddish-brown cloth, took a wooden pot in her
and, put sacred ashes in her forehead, tied the
ymbol of Siva on every part of her bady,
ounded bells and conches, and, saying a loud
Linga-Nama Sivaya, approached the gates of
yagiri once more. All the people were

d at‘her devotion,” prostrated themselves
e her and offered her a seat, saying ‘O

to? Whichis your
‘I am coming from

aduchu,

Wha country do you belong
: mmayvaru replied,

ume 1s Yata-da

1 1

¢

hy woman, where do you come from? .

‘befere Siva and gave curry and rice o the skall,

chosen for the ceremony. After tying the tali (2
small metal dise or ornament suspended by a
thread, the mark of 2 married woman) round Par-
vati’s neck, Siva put his foot on her foot,
and she puv her foot on his. Brahma saw
the shadow of Parvati's foot, was filled
with unholy desires and disturbed the cere-
mony -by unseemly conduct. Siva grew very
angry, abused Brahma and bit off one of his heads.
The head fastened on Siva’s hand and remained
immovable So hesent at once for a number
of Brahmans and asked why he could not get if
off. They told him that it was because he had
committed murder, which is a most heinous crime,
and suggested that he should wander about as a
beggar and make pilgrimages to Benares, Rames-
waram, and other sacred places, and then receive
alms directly from the hands of Lakshimi (the
wife of Vishnu). Siva then disguised himself as
a begger and wandered far and wide and at last

came to Lakshimi and cried out ¢ O Adi Lakshimi

Alms | Alms !” She ordered her servants to fake

him alms, but he refused to receive it except ab

her hands, and said -that Lakshimi was his sister.

Then Lakshimi bathed, ordered food to be pre--
pared and served him herself, and at once the

skull fell from Siva’s hand to the ground. Siva

began to run away, but the skull begged that

some provision should be made for its

future existence, as it had lived on his
hacd for so many years. Lakshimi then
waved arate lights (aratz is a small lamp made
of rice flour and used in religiots ceremonies)

which promptly fell towards the north aund
broke in five pieces, murmuring as i brok :
something must be done for it. Siva
that it might take hold of pr
women during confinement, and
this would enable it to obtain
offerings. i
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where she transformed herself into a parrot and
sat on a stone pillar. Many of the inhabitants
she caused to faint, on many others she sent
fevers and other diseases. Then she flew to the
Gopuram (tower) of the temple, where nine men
were worshipping Siva with his emblem in their
bands. Suddenly the emblems became red-hot
in their hands, and, dropping them, the nine men
cried outf, ¢ O Siva, you are powerless to-day, now
we have lost faith in you. Before the moon
rise, may your temple be burnt to ashes!” Siva,
hearing their cries, came up and threw some
sacred ashes over them and touched them with
his cane. Then they all got up and said to him,
0 Iswara, listen to our complaints. We have
- had enough of your puja. Some calamity has
befallen us. Give us leave and we will go to
our homes.’ Siva went off in anger to the gate-
keepers and demanded why they had admitted
strangers. They replied that they had turned
back an old woman selling fruitand only admit-
ted a Lingayat woman because she was a devotee.
Siva ordered one of the demons to find her, but
| Ammayvaru transformed herself into a girl of the
~ Velamsa caste and mixed with the Velama women
in the Brahman street, and the demon looked for
. herin yain. Then another was ovdered to find her ;
uf this time Ammavaru turned herself into a
t. When the demon could not find her,
ied out, ¢ O goddess | Please come! You are
deity of my ancestors. We bear that you
e entered our town in the form of a Lingayat.’
avaru asked him Wha.t kind of emblem

It bad pa.ms a]l over his body,
};4 and nbs _were bro en, rose

huge as a mountain and then once more turned
into a parrot and addressed Siva thus : ¢ O Siva!
You failed to recognise me, but you will soon see
my power. O rajas and princes ! Now at last will
you worship me ? The rajas and princes
cried out, ‘O Ammavaru! We will not wor-
ship a female deity, we will not lift our hands
and salute a goddess, we will not chant any other
name except Linga-Namasivaya, we will not
think of you as a goddess.’ Ammavaru replied,
¢ Never mind my worship. I am a daughter of
Kasigotna. I was born in Valampuri. I was
bred at South Virakambhodi. I am living at
Ujjaniman-kali-patnam. I was worshipped at
Devagiri. I left Valampuri and came to rule at
Ujjanimankali for a time. There are nine Siva
Nambis who used to worship me. They gave
up my puja as soon as they became prosperous.
In their pride they gave up wearing tirumans
marks (the religious mark of the Vaishnavites on
the foreheads) and took to sacred ashes (one of
the Sivaite marks). They are now worshipping
Siva in Panchalingala. Bring them to me and
I will leave your town.” The nine rajas replied
that they would do nothing of the kind. 'Then
Ammavaru in her wrath threatened to destroy
the town. Siva declared thatin no circumstances
should she be worshipped as a goddess and that
she might do her worst. Then Ammavaru did
her worst and greatly troubled the people.

From east to west crows flew over the town
in vast flocks. A strong wind arose and
there was a sbtorm of rain that Ilasted

seven gadiyas (a gadi=twenty-four minutes).
The people had coughs, and fevers; small-pox
and other epidemics spread rapidly; horses,
elephants, and camels were afflicted with disease ;
pregnant women suffered severe pains, babies

could not take their mothers’ milk. For these
~ seven gadiyas the town suffered terribly. All

he gardens were . destroyed, all flowers and
ts were destroyed by white ants, all leaves
¢ and bugs, all the wells and. tanks were
p. The dead bodies, heaped upon carts,

e(i oub by the northern gafie bo“hhe
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marked with the sacred ashes, that were heing
taken out through the northern gate. The
other corpses be left to their fate. Ammavaru
then began to think that Siva must indeed be
great, but determined to put him to another test.
She created a field of sacred plants and made the
plants assume the form of human beings. Plucking
some of these she tied them together, put them
on a car and sent them to Siva. The god threw
some sacred ashes on the ecar, touched it with
his cane and all the stalks becameliving men,
chanting ¢ Hara, Hara’ (a name of Krishna).
When they asked for food they were told that
they might wander over the country, and would
then get food in the shape of offerings and
sacrifices. Ammavaru then went off with all her
drums and instruments to Kunthalasaman, the
town of Brahma, where she hoped to find three
kings worshipping her. They all received her
kindly, treated her with great respect and wor-
shipped her. Satisfied and consoled with this

she returned to her own town of Ujjinimankali.
From there she once more went up to Devagiri
as an old woman, about a hundred years of age
with fruit for sale, and entering the town with-
out hindrance, began to sell fruits and flowers.
The rajas asked their price, and she said she
would sell the flowers for their weight in gold,
and by this means took away all the wealth of
the town, while the nine kings were doing puja
to Siva. Then the nine kings came to the town
of Ankalathavatha (another name for Ammavaru)
riding in clouds, to steal flowers from her garden.
As they were plucking the flowers, Ammavaru
seized them, took them off to an open space,
where she had erected stables of gold, silver, and
diamonds, and impaled them in such a way that
their blood could not curdle and no flies could
touch them. She placed her steed, the jackal,
to guard the corpses and thus vanguished her
enemies.

Our Meevle Work Column.
HARDANGEN EMBROIDERY.—(Continued.)
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4 threads, éﬁtting away 4 threads. An effective forms its own corner; a two inch hemstitched
little cloth can be worked in this pattern, allow- bordor makes a nice finish.
ing seven diamonds to a side. The end diamond

2 ‘ot at all difficalt of execution. Observe.
icot  the particularly effective edge of button hole and
S b, the button hole stitch being taken
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Our Cookery Column.

ONION TART,

NGREDIENTS,
—One pound of
Spanish onions, two
~~,. ounces of hutter,
one tablespoonful of
flour, one cupful of milk or
cream, three eggs, salt and
pastry as in the former recipe.
" Peel the onions and cuf
them in slices, or chop them
“coarssly. Put the butter in
a frying-pan and fry the oni-
ons a pale golder eolour,
strew the flour and
salt over them and
then stirin the eggs
and milk or cream.
: Now prepare your
pastry, line & buttered pan with it and fill up
with the onion mixture, and bake in a hot oven
| for half an hour. A delicious supper dish.

For the pastry : one pound of flour, six ounces
of butter, a pinch of salt, two pounds of apples,
one cupful of milk or creams, two eggs, one tea-
' spoonful of mixed spice, half a cupful of powdered
sugar and, if liked, a squeeze of lemon.

. Mix the butter into the flour with the salt and
' make into a paste with the addition of a little
water. Knead this paste thoroughly with the
knuckles, and then roll out to the thickpess gf
‘about an inch, line a large open pan with this

. COFFEE CREAM.
ngredients.—One pint of milk, a quarter of a

f sugar, two ounces of coffee, yolks

then the cream of milk. Let it boil. Meanwhile
beat your eggs well, and when the sugar mixture
boils, stir it into the eggs. A little flavouring of
vanilla of lemon-peel may be used, but is not at
all necessary, the burnt sugar giving a delicious
caramel flavour by itself, ,

VANILLA MILE,

Ingredients. —One pint of milk,one tablespoon-
tul of arrowroot or ordinary flour, two eggs, one
tablespoonful of white moist sugar, and flavour-
ing of vanilla. , i a

Mix the flour of arrowroot with cold milk, and
then add it to the other milk, which must be boil-
ing, add the sugar, vanilla and the eggs, which
must have been well beaten. Stir well and serve
before the eggs have time to curdle. Ifis better
to add the eggs at the last moment, when the
cream is already thick. Serve hot oreold. :

* CHOCOLATE BLANCMANGE.

Ingredients—Two ounces of cocoa, or two
bars of chocolate, two tablespoontuls of arrow-
root, two ounces of moist white sugar, one and
a half pints of milk. : Y

Mix the arrowroot and powdered chocolate
well together with a little cold milk or water.
Boil the milk, add the chocolate and arrowroot
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with the sugar and stir well over a light fire

until thick. Take a mould, rinse it out with
cold syvater, pour the above mixture into it and

stand to get cold. Turn out on a glass dish and

serve with raspberry or other syrupﬁ. =
: RICE CAKE, DELICIOUS.
Ingredients.—Pastry asin the first recipe, or
else a finer pastry with more butter can be
substituted, six ounces of rice, a quarter of pound

of sweet almonds, the same of sultanas, the

grated rind of half a lemon and five eggs.

Pat the pinch of salt in the milk, the
the sugar an i i €
is soft. . N
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Varieties.

'I. A COURAGEOUS MOTHER.

Ay Inpian Smory.

¥ HERE is no one who cares
!GE: for her children like a
mother, and although she

may be timid and not very
strong, yet when danger threa-
tens her “ ehicks,” she becomes
as brave as a lion. I should
like to tell you a true story of a

a tiger. -

It happened in India when
many of the inhabitants had fled
from Bombay on account of the
plague. )

: A great number of Portu-

~ guese clerks are employed in the
business houses in Bombay,
aud because they wished to
ervices, their employers had built
em an encampment of huts outside the eity,
e these clerks were living with their wives

ng, and had no doors and
» to our houses in this

 the encampmer t'ﬁas peaceful-
ept cut of the jungle,

mother who was braver than

e huts were for the mest part built of

forward upon the sleeping child, when the
mother seized the light lamp and hurled it in his
face. Surprised by the suddenness of the attack,
the tiger uttered a roar which aroused the whole
of the encampment, turned tail and fled into the
jungle. ’

II. LETTER FROM .A LADY OF
QUALITY, TO HER HUSBAND IN THE
REIGN OF JAMES 1.

“ My sweet life, now I have declared to you
my mind for the settling of your estate. I suppose
that it were best for me to bethink and considar
within myself what allowance were metest for
me . . . I pray and beseech you to grant to me,
your most kind, loving wife, the sum of £.2,600
quarterly to be paid. Also I would, besides that
allowance, have £600 quarterly to be paid, for
the performance of charitable works, and those
things I would neither will nor be accountable
for. AlsoI will have three horses for my own
saddle, that none shall dare to lend or borrow,
none lend butI, none borrow but you.  Also. I
would have two gentlewomen, lest one should be
sick or have some- other let. Also believe if,
it is an indecent thing for a gentlewoman fo
stand mumping alone, when God hath blessed

- their lord and lady with a great estate. Also

when I ride a hunting or a hawking, or travel
from one house to another, I will have them
atitending, so, for either of those said women I
must and will have a horse. Also I will have
six or eight gentlemen, and I will have my two
coaches, one lined with velvet fo myself with
four very fair horses, and a coach for my women
lined with cloth and laced with gold, otherwise
with scarlet and Jaced with silver, with four good
horses. Also I will have two coachmen, for my
ov ach, the other for my wor Also at
ime when I travel I will be allowe aly
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very excellent good ones. Also I would have to
put in my purse £2,000, and £ 200 and so, you
to pay my debts. Also, I would have £6,000 to
buy me jewels, and £ 4,000 to buy me a pearl
chain. :

« Now, seeing I have been, and am, so reason-
able unto you, I pray you to find my children
apparel and their schooling, and my servants,
men and women, their wages.. Also I will have
all my houses furnished and my lodging cham-
bers to be suited with all such furniture as is
fit, as beds, stools, chairs, suitable cushions,
carpets, silver, warming-pans, cupboards of
plate, fair hangings, and such-like. So,
for my drawing-chambers in all houses I will
have them delicately furnished both with
hangings, couch, canopy, glass, carpeb, chairs,
cushions, and all things thereunto belonging.
Also, my desire is that you would pay your debts,
build up Ashly House and purchase lands, and
lend no money, as you love God, to my lord
Chamberlain, who would'have all, perhaps your
life, from you. , . Sc now that I have de-
clared to you what I would have, and what is
that I would not have, I pray you when you be
an BEarl to allow me £2,000 more than I now
_desire and double attendance.

7%@%&&@&&&&&&&&&&g

&
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~ Editorial Mote.

adras.

‘M‘

- We take this opportunity of than

tion that bright.future; ¢ for a nation rises no
higher than its mothers.’”’ :

Lady Benson has also been a frequent contrib-
utor to local periodicals, especially the [ndian
Ladies’ Magazine and the Maharanwe Magazine ;
and she has taken a special interest in libraries,
having established not less thau three  anna
libraries”, wiz., at Cuddalore, Calicut, and
Royapettah in Madras. Her Ladyship’s name
appears in the lists of the committees of nearly
every charitable and philanthropic institution in
Madras, and she has heen especially zealous in
bhelping the cause of the Friend-in-Need Society's
Women’s Workshop and Home, the Civil Orphan
Asylums, the Cathedral Alms-House, the School
of Music, &c. To sum up, she has ever heen
‘‘earnest in good works”, as the Madras Mazl
said when in June 1904, she was selected by His
Majesty the King to be the recipient of a Kaiser-
i-Hind medal of the second class. We cannot
conclude this short sketeh better than by quoting
the graceful words in which H. E. Lord Ampthill
referred to Lady Benson when, at the Investiture
held at the Banqueting Hall, Madras, on the 9th
February, 1905, His Excellency presented her
with this decoration : ““I believe that Mrs. Benson

_isalmost pained ab receiving public recognition of

the many good deeds which she has performed
from the kindness of her heart, the intensity of
her love for her fellow-creatures, and her high
sense of duty. Bub, as she has done much to
promote two matters which the Government
have at heart, namely, Female education and
good feeling between BEuropeans and Inaiauns,
it was impossible not to offer her the distinction
which is accorded to such services a
Liady Benson has always taken s
est in the Indian Ladies’ Maga
often contributed articles of value

hope her interest will long be e
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THE SRINIVASA MAN DIRAM,
BANGALORE.

rYHE meeting of Ladiss on Saturday after-
% noon, 30th November 1907, held at the

: Mandiram, proved to be a thorough suc-

- cess. The pick of the Society was present. The
place was eatirely insufficient to accommodaste
the visitors, There were many uninvited guests.
It was too close and there must have been nearly
200 ladies gathered together. Mrs. A. Gopala-
~charlu, had to answer indeed a trying position.
This is encugh to point out the necessity that
exists for the extension of the Library building.
All the ladies came in time and it was with some
difficulty that Mvs. I.J. Pitt, could be conducued
to her seat of honour.

- The proceedings commenced with a perform-
~ance on the harmonium by Sowbhagyavati
‘Sharada Bai (Mrs. K. Vishwanatharao). Mrs. I.J.
Pitt ad dressed the audience ic chaste and fine

Telugu. The subject chossn was the “Influence of
Women.” The following is an abstract of the
~ lecture.
'~ “Dear Sisters:—I have besn asked to say a
few words to you to-day. I cannotspeak well in
lelugu and so you must forgive mistakes, and
' 1s Mrs. Subbamma will trapslate my
Before I came here last

always dragging him down. There are hundreds
of men in India now, who are striving with all
their might to raise themselves out of bad habits
and customs and help towards the progress of
their country. But all their efforts are rendered
useless by the oppositicn of their wives and this,
not because the wives are stupid or evilminded,
but only because they are ignorant and do not
have the same knowledge as their busbands.
How sad this is. But we see a wile like
Mrs. A. Gopalacharlu, co-operating with her
husband, in all his good works and seeking
to strengthen him in all his high aspirations.
What a splendid thing itis. 1 read a beautiful
story in the book, Yoga Vasishta, of a husband
and wife. Chudalai and Sikhadwaja, how they
resembled two lotus lowers on one stalk and—
drank in together the same air and water and
sunshine and were as one, The story goes on
to show how after Chudalai had herself attained
salvation, she assumes the disguise of a Muni
and herself teaches her husband and’enables
him also to gain salvation. To gain
wisdom, we must be taught by wise people
and read good books. I think all Indian
women are naturally clever, and when
they ave educated, their cleverness is brought
out, and we see what great things they
can do. I feel sure that all of yon realize
this, and will take every advantage of the good-
ness of Mrs. Gopalacharlu and others who have
it is started this Library and work here. Asis is,
wonderful and rare to find, a work started by
one man and going on by his energy, and I pray

‘that you may use it well and thoroughly rejoice

the hearts of a,ll who love India, and believe in
its future greatness. Besides, thisis the noble

~work of rescuing and training the orphans. All
of you will agree that ne work can

h: ffher
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lecture, Mrs. A. Gopalacharlu, on behalf of the
gathering, spoke in Telugu as outlined below :—
~ «To-day is a day of rejoicing. We are very
grateful to Mrs. I. J. Pitt for her kindness.
We earnestly request that she will be pleased
to acceps our humble thanks for the interesting
address she gave us. The subject is—* Influ-
ence of Women, > and the word ¢ Influence” in
English, I am told, carries with it a very com-
prehensive meaning. To render it into verna-
cular, it can only be done by the theme of the
lecture itself. Influence may either be for good
or evil. Buf from what we have heard, we
know that it is for good, which means mﬁuence
of education or knowlpdce and nothing more.
This statement expresses in strong terms that
education is necessary to us and that we should
not go down to the level of brute creation. That
such has been the case now can be seen by any
casual observer, by our own fallen condition.
Education confers benefits, and its absence
creates harm to the country and the people. In
both Puranic and Vedic periods our women
have earned a great name, and that is enough
to tell us that we had education from the ancient
times. That such a system was discontinued,
is only due to foreign invasions and other pohtl-
cal changes. A time like that has happily pass-
‘ed away and we are at present enjoying every
freedom and peace under the benign protection
of the British Government, we are to lose and no
_more fime to gain our lost position and knowledge
once again for the benefit of our country and
‘nation. It 1s notto oustthe sterner sex that we
' should learn and gain knowledge, but to be their
good wives and helpmates in all their dea,hngs,
' work and aspirations. Thisis woman’s mission.
Her education means, the education of her
y and her counfry. In her observations,
s. 1. J. Pitt has spoken soms words on the
of the Library and the advantages it
n us. I can oniy say that this section
ated with a purpose like that, She hagalso
s words ahout the Otphanage, but this

ot

our own beloved Maharaja, H. FI. The Dowager
Maharani, and H. H. The Maharani, the pioneers
of female education in India”. :

With the above speech the proceedings were
brought to a close by an announcement that the
next lecture will be delivered by Sowbhaghyavati
Seethamma (Mr. Advocate L. Srlmva,sa.lenga,rs
daughter). The subject is ‘“ Benevolence 7. It
is hoped that all respectable Hindu ladies will
kindly attend.

The Ladies’ Section beg to tender their thanks
to the Vice-President, City Municipality, and to
the Police for the assistance they haye kindly
rendered.

Uhat bhas been done for and
by JFndian Ladies.

AT HYDERABAD.

Tae Civin HospiTaL EXTENSION,

SECUNDERABAD, I5th Nov.—Owing to the difficulty
of establishing connection with the s. s. Dufferin off
Cocanada, the departure of Their Excellencies Lord
and Lady Minto has been delayed ' for twenty-four
hours. They will go to Madras instead of Cocanada.
Her Excellency motored to Secunderabad this after-
noon to lay the foundation-stone of the Civil Hospital
extension buildings. The roads were lined by the 2nd
(@. 0.) Rajput Light Infantry, and immense crowds
formed up along the route and were profuse in their
enthusiasm. Lady Minto was reeexved at the Hospital
by Colonel Thompson, I. M. 8., Captain Hudson, and
Miss Bayley, Lady Supetmtendenb Her Excellency’s
suite was made up of Lady Violet Elliot, Liord Francis
Scott, and Colonel Crooke-Lawless. Her Excellency
and party proceeded to the handsomely decorated
dais where were assembled the Hon'ble the Resi
Mrs. and Miss Bayley, General Sir James and I:a&y‘
Wolfe-Murray, General and Mrs. Bamilton,
St. A. Wake, Ganﬁonmemi Ma.glstmtis, )am&

th which T am ‘humbly connect-
'M:her avoid saying ‘anything
; make any surmise
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Cantonment Commitfee, built' a large ward for
Buropean and Eurasian females in memory of his
deceased wife, Bai Pheroze ai. This building
consists of one large ward with two smaller rooms
for special cases, and a smaller special ward for Parsee
ladies. In 1901, eight caste wards, four for malesand

- four for females, were built with money subscribed by
the friends of the late Dustoor Eduljee Byramjee
Jamasp Asana, Assistant Cantonmens Magistrate and
Depuby Commissioner in Berar. These caste wards
were completed in 1902, and were opened by the late
Resident Sir David Barr, &. c.s.1., on the 5th
August, 1902. The excess expendilure over the
money subseribed was met by Seth Ram Gopal Rai
Bahadur, by whom the large Lady Curzon Maternity
Ward was also erected at his own expense, and
“opened by Sir David Barr on the 5th September, 1902.
Your Excellency will perceive that the development
of this Hospital was very slow and gradual up to the
last few years, when increased accommodation was
available, more particularly for maternity cases and
the establishment of a staff of trained nurses under
the present Liady Superintendent, Miss Bayley, has
eocouraged the poor sick of Secunderabad to apply
for relief in much larger numbers and more readily
than in previous years. In the last eight years the
annual attendance of in-patients has risen from 757
to 1,741, and the aftendance of out-patienis from
28 to 43,137. From the opening of the Curzon
Ward the attendance of women has
om 56 in 1902 to 159 in 1906. This year
's will be much in excess of last year.
eased demand for admissions has rendered a
‘extiension of the Hospital necessary and this
come possible owing to the trans-
1 lece of ground adjoining

o Messrs. Bhagwandas
The additions to the

e ceeded to make a tour of the stalls and evinced much

has already shown excellent results. It hasgiven
me great pleasure to lay the foundation-stones, and
I must thank you most sincerely for the honour you
have done me in associating my name with these
wards.

At the conclusion of the speech, Mrs. Shapurjee
Chenai handed Her Excellency a silver trowel
Then two gentlemen, Mr. Shapurjee Chenai and Mr.
Musthial Ramannah, were presented to Her Excel-
lency by Colonel Thompson. She then proceeded to
lay the stones, saying on each occasion :—* I declare
this stone well and truly laid.” These stones were
inseribed, respectively ;—

“ European and Parsee Ward erected by Shapurji
Edulji Chznai in memery of his wife, Bai Methalai.
This stone was laid by Her Excellency Lady Minto,
15th November, 1907.”

“Maternity for Caste Hindus. This stone was laid
byO Her Excellency Lady Minto, 15th November,
1907.”

“Children’s Ward. This stone was laid by Her
Excellency Lady Minto, 15th November, 1907.”

At tHE FancY FaIR.

Lady Minto afterwards inspected two wards of the
Hospital and then proceeded to the Fancy Fair, at
the Sirdar Bagh. A most pleasing incident occurred
on Her Excellency’s near approach to the Fancy
Fair, where all the school children of Secundersbad
were assembled at the Clock Tower Gardens, whose
hearty cheers attracted Her Excellency’s notice. She
alighted from her motor car and went vp and spoke
to the Rev. D. M. Israel, of the S. P. G. Mission, and
the Rev. F. Levining, American Baptist Mission,
both of whom' seemed to be greatly pleased at Her
Excellency’s kindness, and cheers went up from the
children more heartily than previously. On entering
the Fair, Her Excellency and party proceeded to the
dais set apart, where refreshments were served.
There was, literally speaking, no special opening
ceremony observed on the occasion, neither were any
speeches made. The Heir-Apparent and his Excel-
lency the Maharajah Sir Kishen Pershad, Prime
Minister, arrived soon afterwards, and wentup to the
dais and joined the party. Her Excellency next pro-

d
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THE HINDU WIDOWS® HOME ASSOCIA-
TION, POONA.

MoxtsLY REPORT For OcToBER, 1907.
1. After finishing her work at Baramati in the

Poona district, Mrs. Parvatibai Athavale went to

Barsi-Town in the Sholapur District. The meeting
there was held in the temple of Bhagawant and was
presided over by Mr. G. K. Tilak, one of the lead-
ing pleaders there. The audience numbered over five
hundred. The next place visited was Pandharpur.
After working there for a few days, Mrs. Athavale
has to return to recruit her health.

9. A meeting of the Managing Committee was

_held at the house of Prof. B. P. Paranjpye on the
Fergusson College grounds.

3. The annual examination of the Home was con-
ducted by two members- of the Committee and two
other gentlemen connected with the educational
department. In the last week of October, the Home
was closed on account of the Dewali holidays. It
will open againin the last week of November. About
ten inmates who had either nowhere to go or who
had to go to very distant parts remained in the Home.
Before closing the school, the inmates were taken for
a picnic to a small island, in the Mutha river, two
miles from the Home. Theisland is the property of

“Rao Bahadur Martand Vaman Shrotriva, retired
_engineer of Poona. Rao Bahadur Shrotriya gave us
all facilities and the girls passed a very happy day.
4. The number of visitors during the month was
98, there being 4 ladies, 23 gentlemen and one, an
advanced student. Of these, 16 came from Poona, 5
from the Dececan, 2 each from the S. M. country and
the Berars, and one each from the Carnatic, the Unit-
ed Provinces and Ceylon. Among the visitors were
the Hon’ble Mr. Selby, Director of Public Instruction ;
Mr. G. Carmichael, Collector of Poona ; Miss Bennit
of Ceylon and Birmingham ; Mr. C . Y. Chintamani of
Amraoti ; and Dr. Manchar Lal of Aligarh.
5. Two money gifts deserve a special mention.
Shrimati Sitabaisaheb Bhagvab of the rayal family of
Indore, sent a donation of Rs. 100 and Mr. G. R.
Dapholkar of Abmedabad sent Rs. 101.

6. The total number of contributors during the
month was 237 and their contributions amounted to
~ Hingne Budruk,
~ wia Poona City,

'ovember, 1907. |

KAsHial DEVDHAR,
VENUBAI NaAMJOSHI,
Secretaries.

Secretary, Mr. Gulamali Cbagla, and accepted by the
meeting The report contained a table giving the
number of patients treated since the opening of tle
hospitsl, the figures being as follow :—

1598, 2.824 ; 1899, 4.672 ; 1900, 5,766 ; 1901, 6,902 ;
1902, 8,631 ; 1903, 9,582; 1904, 10,017; 1905,
12,866 ; and 1906 13,327.

Of the 380 operations, 55 were of an important
nature. The number of maternity cases admitted
was 90 against 76 in the last year. The increasein -
these cases is a satisfactiory fealure. as it is largely
with a view to these that the Lady Dufferin Hospi-
als exist.

In the figures for the year under report there is all
round a considerable improvement over those for the
last year, which may be taken as an indication of the
increasing usefulness of the Hospital and the success
and popularity of the Lady Physician, Dr. MissI. A.
Lamb. - .

The number of patients treated at the Jaffer Fuddoo
Dispensary also reached the large total of 12,525, the
combined figures affording cenvineing preof of the
increasing popularity of these institutions.

The increasing attendance at the Jaffer Fuddoo
Dispensary makes it clear that a longfelt want of
the town has been supplied by its opening, The
Dispensary has done very good work under Miss A.
H. Mullen.

The report also stated that the Committee are
glad %o report that the special repairs to the Bospit-
al building necessitated by the cracking of walls
have been eatisfactorily carried out. The iron joists
and givders were removed and replaced by pucka teak
and all the floors relaid. The walls and all doors
and windows were painted and the whole building
put into a state of thorough repair. The cost of all this
amounted to about Rs. 10.000. In this connection
the Comuvittee and the public are deeply indebted
to Mr. J. Forrest Brimton, M. 1. C. E., M. L. M. E., Chief
Officer, Karachi Municipality, for the highly efficient
manner in which he has carried out the extensive
alterations and repairs and for his kindness in giving
so much time and personal atteation thereto. :

The Budget for the coming year showsa deficit of
Rs. 2,859. £ - T SRS

After the acceptance of the reporti the election of
a new cowmmittee for the ensuing year was proceeded
with, all the members of the old committee being
unanimously re-elected. S e
The Chairman, Mr. Mules, after thanking the Com-
missioner for coming to preside over the meeting
and those present for kindly resp ding e inv
tation of the Managing Commi
previous year the annual me: ;
had been held at the Frere Hall, wh
attended. He was glad that bhi

mraittee cure a larger &
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‘concerned it was put into thorough repair, and rebuild-
ing would not be necessary which was threatened at
one time. With & view to enlist nore public support,
he then requested the President to kindly explain to
those present the objects of the institution.

Mr. A. D. Younghusband said he was glad to res-
pond fo the call of Mr. Mules to appeal to the en-
lightened and philanthropic public of Karrachi to

‘gccord & larger measure of support to the Hospital

_than they had done hitherto. He said that when the
“copy of the report had been sent to him, his attention
‘was particularly drawn to the short list of subscribers

. and donors. The objects of the Hospital were summed
‘up, he said in the rule of * the scheme of manage-
ment” which ran as follows:—* The purposes for
‘which the Lady Dufferin Hospital has been esba-
‘blished and which it shall be the aim of the
‘Governors to forward, are the providing of female
medical assistance to the women and the children of
‘Sind and the training of women as nurses and mid-
‘wives.”

Those were objects which, he said, should appeal
very strongly o the public. He was glad that the
Committee had been successfulin their efforts to
~ ensure alarge attendance at their annual meeting, and

‘hoped that a large number of those who had attended
~ that evening as spectators would, the following years,
‘attend in their official capacity as Governors of the
au' ital. In noticing the report of the working of
‘ospital, which he said was very safisfactory, he

‘tribute to Dr. Miss I. A. Lamb whose work in
ection with the Hospltal had been very praise-

. He was conscious of the loss to the Hos-
severance of her connechon, but hoped

moving a vote of thanks
t that the Commissioner-

We trust all the persons interested in the cause of
female education and advancement of women will
afford every help in their power to make the Exhibi-
tion useful. Its organisers deserve the thanks and
cordial support of all the right-minded and educated
people. They should endeavourto get handsome
articles produced by ladies seut to the Exhibition and
to pay a visit to it.

The articles, including even such things as draw-
ings, paintings, models, toys, knitting, etec., should
be sent for exhibition before 15th December to Lala
Hansraj, Bar-at-Law, Secretary, the Ladies’ Arts
Exhibition, Jullundur. Medals will be awarded for
work of approved excellence. The articles exhibited
will be offered for sale if so desired by the owner to
whouw the price realised will be remitted. Further
information can be obtained from the Secretary of the
Exhibition. All the institutions for girls, to whatever
sect or society they may belong, should send in the
specimen of the handiwork taught therein. Our Arya
brethren will also not be slow to patronise the exhibi-
tion.

Femare Epucation 1x CocHIN :—Af the last meet-
ing of the Cochin Municipal Couneil, a letter was read
from Miss Tiynch, the Assistant Inspectress of Girls’
Scheols, urging the necessity of opering 2 schools for
girls at Cochin, It would appear that, according to
the latest census, the total population of guls of
school-going age is 1,448, whereas the total nuuwiber
of girls now receiving instruction is only about 300.
Fach school will probably cost the Municipalisy about
Rs. 500 per annum. The Municipalityis unfortunately
not in a position to open new schools just now. 1t
was therefore resolved to postpone the subject until
the Budget for the ensuing year is prepared.

MRrs. JASSAWALLA, THE VENERABLE PARSEE lady
traveller, has reached England in good health, after
wslhng China, Japsan, .md the United States. She
1is sbaying in London, and may possibly winter there.

Mews and Motes.
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.characteristic modesty, she declines to give an -off-
hand opinion on American customs. ‘¢ Every country
has its strong side and its weak side,” is the broad
view expressed by the baroness. ¢ We can see our
own strength and our own weakness better by going
away from our own country, but we cannpb see the
strength and weakness of other countriesin & short
visit. We can see only in part; it takes a long time,
great care in observafion and a very open mind to
distinguish fairly the strong and the weak points of
‘any nation.”

Tt may surprise some readers to learn what a large
share women now have in the purely scientific work
of the Government. At the United States Naval Ob-
servatory, says the American Home Monthly, women
assist in making the astronomical calculations for
the Nautical Almanac—the sea Bible of the manri-
ners—and at the Smithsonien Institution and the
Department of Agriculture women are directly
responsible for much of the intricate technical
work.

Mrs. Martha Krug Genthe, of Hartford, Conn., read
at a meeting of the American Geographical Society,
some little time ago, a very interessing paper ou the
rise and development of the Valley Towns of Connec-
ticut. This essay, embodying the results of much
original research on the author’s part, and illustrated
with maps, was published last month in the Bulletin
of the Geographieal Society, which has now issued ib
“also as a separate pamphlet.

T honor no man, not even the soldier who fights
for righteousuess, quite as much as I honor the good
. woman who does her full duty as wife and mother,—
- Theodore Roosevelt.

' The Government wishes to keep the people af
Panama contented, so a brilliant and winning New
York Club worsan is sent to establish wonien’s clubs

‘there. The Club-Woman's Weekly.

and kindred subjects. The p

_wagons. There is a four years’ high-scho

is published at 336, West 18th street. Mrs. Parlik
makes long journeys about the country to get sub-
seribers. It is reported to have a circulation of abouf
6,000. : :

Miss Alice Henry contributes to “Charities” an
interesting article on an Australian experiment in
caring for epileptics in a farm colony. It isina
retired and beautiful spot at Clayton, on the rolling,
heathy downs overlooking the bay. It has grounds
165 acres in extent, and cottages for men and women.
The eclimate is so mild that the patients can do out-
of-door work all the year round to the great benefit
of their health. Miss Catherine H. Spence and Dr.
F. Mary P. Stone urged this project at the meeting
of the Australian National Council of Women, four
years ago, and a committee was formed to work for
it, including Lady Madden, wife of the Chief Justice
of Victoria, Miss M. C'. Cuthbertson, assistant in-
spector of factories, Miss Alice Henry and others.

- The colony is now an accomplished fact, and is the

first institation of its kind in the Southern hemisphere.
It is named for Lady Talbot, the Governor's wife,
who has taken a great interest in it, i

Miss Mabel Carney, a young Irish girl just out of
the Normal School who began teaching three years
2go in a country School in Magnelia Township, TII.
has since then made a remarkable record. Her school
and two neighbouring ones were small, dilapidated and
ill equipped. She talked consolidation, and got the
question submitted to the voters. It was defeated
in 1905, and carried in 1906. Eighteen thousand
dollars were voted to put up a fine building for the
consolidated schools; a public-spirited citizen, John
Swaney, gave 24 acres for a campus, and on it there
is now an Agricultural experiment plot conducted
in co-operation with the Agriculturel School
of the State University. Country boys and
girls may here study agronomy, animal husban-
dry, horticulture, domestic science and art,

upils from
‘brought

former school districts are

with liberal electives, and a tract of splendid
forest has been added to the school property
Miss Camey's efforte. The principal of
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tr&nsmﬁte);wﬂl be hidden in the folds of the Queen’s
dress, and the batteries, which are about three inches
high and one and a half inches in diameter, will
be carried in the pocket. One of the inctruments
contains a double transmitter for table use. This will
_ be seb in the centre of the table and covered by floral
decorations. Wires will be attached, running under
the table, enabling the conversation of the royal pair
ard their gaests to be carried on without interruption.
Keir Hardie, the labor member of the British
Parliament, who is so strong an advocate of woman
suffrage, could neither read nor write till after he was
twelve years old. He taught himself writing and
shorthand while abt work in the coal mines. He left
‘the mines at twenby-two and became secrefary of the
Miners’ Union. Two years later he became sub-
editor of a local newspaper in the town where he now
lives. :

~ Lastyear the help of Methodist women in Nebraska
was asked for in a unigne way. It was proposed thab
each farmer’s wife should dedicate the proceeds from
one sebting of eggs to the Deaconess Hospital in
‘Omaha. Tt is estimated that two dollars in cash
‘have been realized from each hen set for the hospit-
'al. Farmers’ wives who believe in equal suffrage
, in the same way, dedicate one setting of eggs
uffrage cause.

rnational Exhibition of Women’s Work
at Melbourne on the 23rd October by
rthcote, in the presence of Lord Northcote,
reneral. The work of organising the
ar, and was carried on under
on of Lady Northcote. The
, there being many thousands
petitive section includes
ish Possessions and mosf

ork done by British

subject being A Trip to. Ootacamund.” The prize
is a handsomely bound book. : :

The distinction conferred on Miss = Florence
Nightingale cannot add to her celebrity, but will be
heartily approved, nevertheless. Miss Nightingale is
now 87 years of age, and it is half a century since she
performed that work of caring for fhe sick and wound-
ed in the Crimean War which won her so much
admiration. With characteristic generosity she devoted
the £50,000 testimonial she received to the foundation
of a Home for {raining nurses. One of her medical
work deals with India, others with military nursing.

Carolyn Wells has written a series of quaint and
humorous verses, which she calls ““The Happychaps,”
to run through several numbers of St. Nicholas.
They will have plenty of pictures, made by Harrison
Cady, the artist who has been illustrating Mrs.
Burnett’s “Queen Silver-bell” stories.

Mrs. Alice Halderman of Girara, Kan., is probably
the most noted woman bank president in the United
States. She is a sister of Jane Addams. The
institution was a private bank at the time of her
husband’s death two years ago, but since Mrs. Halder-
man was elected president it has been incorporated
as a State institution. The bank is one of the oldest
in the country. 5

Miss Johanna Redmond, daughter of John E.
Redmond, M. P.,is one of the leaders in Ireland’s
dramatic revival. She has written two plays which
are Celtic in tone and theme and which have aroused

_enthusiasm as played in London by Irish ainateurs.

Eliz beth Stuart Phelps Ward begins her new novel
«Though Life Us Do Part,” in the Woman’s Home
Companion for November. The scene is laidina
fasbionable North Shore resort, near Boston.

A plant that cures the appetite for opium has been
discovered in the Malay Peninsula, and the victims
of the habit are erowding by handreds fo the mission

 stations, where it is distributed free. Siuce the dis- |

covery of the new medicine the importation of opium
to derated Malay States bas fallen off nearly
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L Acknowledgments for November, 1907.
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1. M. V. Arunachalam, Esq., Hyderabad. 4 0|16 TS Sreemvasa. Row, Esq., ‘I'n'wadl s )
9. Murs. Mitter, Salem 4 0| 17. Srirangamma, Mysore : 40
3. Miss Max, Palamcottah ... 4 0] 18. K. Subramanya Iyer, Trivandrum .. 4 0
4. B. Kalyani Amma, Trivandrum .. 4 01|19 Secy., Karwar General Library S
5. Principal, Coimbatore College, Coimbatore. 4 0| 20. Secy, Ladies’ Se@hon, Sreenivasa Ma.n-

6. Rev. J. Paul, Bangalore ¢ .. 3.0 . diram, Bangalore - : : a8
7. Mrs. N. Pattabhirama Row, Madras ... 4 0 | 21. Rev.J. E. Larry, Madras - e L)
‘8. Paramesvara Iyer, Esq., Mysore . 4 0| 22. Tirunarayanaswamy Esq., Ellore L TR G
9. Mrs., P. Ramachendrayya, Masulipatam.. 4 0 | 23. C. K. Tiruvenkatatha Aiyangar, Waltair... 4 0
1005 3 Ramalinga.m, Esq., Coimbatore 4 0| 24, Mrs. Vidya Ramabai, Ahme&a.Bad )
11. A.YV. Runganatha Naidu, Esq., Chittur. 4 0 | 25. Row Bahadur Pundit K. foea.slmg&m,

192. Mrs. Rai, Madras 10 Rajahmundry B )
13.  A. Seshagiri Row, Esq., Cuddalore . 4 0|96 Miss Foxton, England SRl g g
14, Ahmed Shah, Esq., Cawnpore ... 4 0| 27. Mrs. Ghose, England ‘ s 120
15. Mrs. Seth, Coorg. ek 0 e 5
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