
octry. 
A Sabbath in the Country. 

A heavenly calm—a holy quiet reigns 

(’er hill and vale—along the flowery plains, 

All sprinkled o'er with daisies — here and 

there 
A sweet wild rose uplifts its petals fair 

With rosy blushes, 
As if on other days 'twould hardly dare 
To leok so brave and bright, but only where 

The cool spring gushes. 

The very birds with silent awe are filled, 
And all their merry songs to-day are stilled ; 
With intuition rare they seem to greet ; 
The Sabbath day with music soft and sweet ; 

And every creature 
To the “ pure in heart” seems thus revealing 
Love, and homage true, and holy feeling ; 

And so all nature 
With the heart of love and faith rejoices, 
And nature's sounds, all seem like heavenly 

voices, 
or — 1 

Literature. 

THRILLING LION HUNT. 

The story which is narrated, came to me 

from the lips of my old friend, Allan 

Quartermain or Hunter Quartermain, as 

we used to call him in South Africa. 

Dear old man! I can see him now, as 

he went limping up and down the vesti. 

bule, with his gray hair sticking up in 

scrubbing brush fashion, his shrivelled, 

yellow face and his large, dark eyes, that 

were as keen as any hawk’s, and yet as 

soft as a buck’s. The whole room was 
hung with trophies of his numerous hunt. 

ing expeditions, and he had some story 
about every one of them, if only you could 

get him to tell them. 
“Ah, you brute !"” he said, stopping be- 

neath an unusually large skull of a lion, 

which was fixed just over the mantlepiece, 

beneath a long row of guns, its jaws dis- 

tended to their utmost width. *“Ah, you 

brue! You have given me a lot of 

trouble for the last dozen years, and will, 
I suppose, to my dying day.” 

«Tell us the yarn, Quartermamn. You 

have often promised to tell me, and you 
never have.” 
“You had better not ask me to,” he 

answered, * for it is a longish one.” 
“All right,” I said, “the evening is 

young, and there is some more port.” 

Thus adjured, he filled his pipe from a 
jar of coarse-cut Boer tobacco that was 
always standing on the mantlepiece, and 
still walking up and down the room, be- 

an: 
¢ «It was, I think, in the March of 1869 

that 1 was up in Sikukuni's county. It 

was just after old Soquati’s time and Siku 
kuni had got into power--1 forget how 
Anyway, 1 was there. I had heard that 
the Bapedi people had got down an enor- 
mous quantity of ivory from the interior, 
and so I started with a wagon load of 
goods, and came straight away from Mid- 
dleburg to try and trade some of it. It 
was a risky thing to go into the country so 
early, on account of the fever; but I knew 
that there was one or two others after that 
lot of ivory,’so I determined to have a try 
for it, and take my chance of fever. I 
had got so tough from continual knocking 

about that I did not set it down as much. 
Well 1 got on all right for a while. It is 
a wonderfully beautiful piece of bush 
yeldt, with great ranges of mountains 
running through it, and round granite 
koppies starting up here and there, look- 
ing out like sentinels over the rolling 
waste of brush. But 1t is very hot—hot as 
a stewpan—and when I was there that 
March, which, of course, is autumn 1n 
this part of Africa, the whole place reeked 
of fever. Every morning as I passed 
along down by the Oliphant river, I used 
to creep out of the wagon at dawn and 
look out. But there was no river to be 
seen—only a long line of billows of what 
looked like the finest cotton wool tossed 
np lightly with a pitchfork. It was the 

tever mist. Out from among the scrub, 

too, came little spirals of vapor, as though 
there were hundreds of tiny fires alight in 
it—reek rising from thousands of tons of 
rotten vegetation. It was a beautiful 

place, but the beauty was the beauty of 

death; and all those lines and blots of 

vapor wrote one great word across the 
surface of the country, and that word was 
‘fever.’ 

It was a dreadful year of illness that. 1 
came, | remember, to one little kraal of 

Knobnoses, and went up to see if [ could 
get some maas (curdled buttermilk) and a 

few mealies. As [ got near I was struck 
with the silence of the place. No children 
began to clatter and no dogs barked. Nor 
could 1 see any sheep or cattle. The 
place, though it had evidently been re- 
cently inhabited, was as still as the bush 
around it, and some guinea fowl got up 
out of the prickly pear bushes right at the 
kraal gate, [ remember that I hesitated 

a little before going in, there was such an 
air of desolation about the spot. Nature 
never looks desolate when man has not 
yet laid his hand upon her breast—she 1s 
only lonely. But when man has been, 
and has passed away, then she looks 
desolate. 

Well, I passed into the kraal, and went 
up to the principal hut. In front of the 
hut was something with an old sheepskin 
kaross (rug) thrown over it. I stooped 
down and drew oft the rug, and then 
shrank back amazed, for under it was the 
body of a young woman recently dead. 
For a moment I thought of turning back, 
but my curiosity overcame me ; so going 
past the woman, I went down on my 
hands and knees and crept into the hut. 
It was so dark that I could not see any- 
thing, though [ could smell a great deal— 
so I lit a match. It was a ‘tandstickor’ 
match, and burns slowly and dimly, and 
as the light gradually increased I made 
out what 1 thought was a lot of poople— 
men, women and children—fast asleep. 
Presently it burned up brightly, and I saw 
that they, too, five of them altogether, 
were quite dead. One was a baby. I 
dropped the match in a hurry and was 
making my way out of the hut as hard as 
I could go, when I caught sight of two 
bright eyes staring out of a corner. 
Thinking it was a wildcat or some such 
animal, I redoubled my haste, when sud- 
denly a voice near the eyes began first 
to mutter, and then to set up a succession 
of awful yells, Hastily I lit another 
match, and perceived that the eyes be- 
longed to an old woman, wrapped up in a 
greasy leather garment. Taking her by 
the yrm I dragged her out, for she could 
not, or would not, come by herself, and 
the stench was over-powering. Such a 
sight as she was—a bag of bones, covered 
over with black shriveled parchment. 
The only white thing about her was her 
wool, and she seemed to be pretty well 
dead except for her eyes and her voice. 

She thought that | was a devil come to 
take her, and that is why she yelled so. 
Well, I got her down to the wagon and 
gave her a ‘ tot’ of Cape smoke, and then, 
as soon as it was ready, poured a pint of 
beef tea down her throat, made from the 
flesh of blue viderbeeste [ had killed the 
day before, and after that she brightened 
up wonderfully. She could talk Zulu— 
indeed, it turned out that she had run 
away from Zululand in T'Chaka’s time, 
and she told me that all the people that 1 
had seen had died of fever. When they 
had died the other inhabitants of the 
kraal had taken the cattle and gone away, 
leaving the poor old woman, who was 
helpless from age and infirmity, to perish 
of starvation or disease, as the case might 
be. She had been sitting there for three 
days among the bodies when I found her. 
I took her on to the next kraal, and gave 
the headman a blanket to look after her, 
promising him another if I found her well 
when I came back. I remember that he 
was much astonished at my parting with 
two blankets for the sake of such a worth- 
less old creature. ‘Why did you not 
leave her in the bush ?” he asked, Those 
people carry the doctrine of the survival 
of the fittest to its extreme, you see. 

“ [t was the night after I had got rid of 
the old woman that I made my first ac- 
quaintance with my friend yonder,” and 

he nodded toward the skull that seemed 

to be grinning down at us in the shadow 
of the wide mantleshelf. “I had trekked 

from dawn to eleven o’'clock—a long trek 

but I wanted to get on, and then had the 

oxen turned out to graze, sending the 

voorlooper to look after them, meaning to 
inspan again about six o'clock, and trek 

with the moon till ten. Then I got into 

the wagon and had a good sleep till half 

past two or so in the afternoon, when | 

got up and cooked some meat, and had 

my dinner, washing it down with a panni- 

kin of black coffee—for it was difficult to 

get preserved milk in those days. Justas 

I had finished, and the driver, a man call- 

ed Tom, was washing up the things, in| 
comes the young scoundrel of a voor- | if the family were not in the pan that day 
looper driving one ox before him. 

“ Where are the other oxen ?”’ [ asked. 

around again they were all gone exespt 
Kaptein here, who was rubbing his back 
against a tree.” 
“You mean that you have been asleep 

and let them stray. you villain, I will 
rub your back against a stick,” I answer- 
ed, feeling very angry, for 1t was not a 
pleasant prospect to be stuck up in that 
fever trap for a week or so, while we were 
hunting for the oxen, “Off you go, and 
you, too, Tom, and mind you don’t come 
back till you have found them. They 
have trekked back along the Middleburg 
road and are a dozen miles oft by now, 
I'll be bound. Now, no words; go, both 
of you.” 
“Tom, the driver, swore and caught 

the lad a hearty kick, which he richly de- 
served, and then, having tied old Kaptein 
up to the disselboom with a rein, they got 
their assegals and sticks and started. I 
would have gone too, only I knew that 
somebody must look after the wagon and 
I did not like to leave either of the boys 
with it at night. I was in a very bad 
temper, indeed, although I was pretty 
well used to those sort of occurrences, 
and soothed myself by taking a rifle and 
going to kill something. For a couple of 
hours I poked about without seeing any- 
thing that I could get a shot at, but at 
last, just as I was again within seventy 
yards of the wagon, I put up an old Impala 
ram, from behind a mimosa thorn. He 
ran straight for the wagon, and it was not 
until he was passing within a few feet of 
it that T could get a decent shot at him 
Then I pulled and caught him half way 
down the spine; over he went, dead as a 
doornail, and a pretty shot it was, though 
I ought not to say it. This little incident 
put me into rather a better temper, es- 
pecially as the buck had rolled over 
right against the after part of the wagon, 
so I had only to gut him, fix a rein round 
his legs and haul him up. By the time I 
had done this the sun was down, and the 
moon was up, and a beautiful moon it was. 
And then there came down that wonder- 
ful hush that sometimes falls over the 
African bush in the early hours of the 
night. No beast was moying and no bird 
called. Not a breath of air stirred the 
quiet trees, and the shadows did not even 
quiver; they only grew. It was very op- 
pressive and very lonely, for there was 
not a sign of the cattle or the boys. I was 
thankful for the society of old Kaptein, 
who was lying down contentedly against 
the disselboom, chewing the cud with a 
good conscience. 

Presently, however, Kaptein began to 
get restless. First he snorted, then he 
got up and snorted again. I could not 
make it out, so like a fool, I got down oft 
the wagon box to have a look round, 
thinking it might be the lost oxen coming. 
Next instant I regretted it, for all of a 

sudden I heard an awful roar and saw 
something yellow flash past me and light 
on poor Laptein. Then came a bellow of 
agony from the ox and a crunch as the 
lion put his teeth through the poor 
brute’s neck, and I began to realize what 
had happened. My rifle was in the wagon 
and my first thought was to get hold of 
it and I turned and made a bolt for it. 
I got my foot on the wheel and flung my 
body forward on to the wagon, and there 
[ stopped as if I were frozen, and no won- 
der, for as 1 was about to spring up, I 
heard the lion behind me, the next second 
1 felt the brute, ay, as plainly as I can 
feel this table. I felt him, I say, sniffing 
at my left leg that was hanging down. 
My word! I did feel queer; I don't 

think that I ever felt so queer before. I 
dared not move for the life of me, and 
the odd thing was that [ seemed to lose 
power over my leg, which had an insane 
sort of inclination to kick out of its own 
mere motion—just as hysterical people 
want to laugh when they want to be par- 
ticularly solemn. Well, the lion sniffed 
and sniffed, beginning at my ankle and 
slowly nosing away to my thigh. I thought 
that he was going to get hold then, but 
he did not. He only growled softly, and 
went back to the ox. Shifting my head a 
little, I got a full view of him He was 
the biggest lion I ever saw, and I have 
seen a great many, and he had a most 
tremendous black mane. What his teeth 
were like you can see—look there ; pretty 
big ones, ain't they ? Altogether he was 
a magnificent animal, and as I lay there, 
sprawling on the fore-tongue ot the wagon, 
it occurred to me that he would look un- 
commonly well ina cage. He stood there 
by the carcass of poor Kaptein, and de- 
liberately disembowled him as neatly as a 
butcher could have done. All this while 
I dare not move, for he kept lifting his 
head and keeping an eye on me as he 
licked his bloody chops. When he had 
cleaned Kaptein out he opened his mouth 
and roared, but I am not exaggerating 
when 1 say that the sound shook the 
wagon, Instantly there came back an 
answering roar, 
“Heavens !” I thought, ‘tLere’s his 

mate.” 
Hardly was the thought out of my head 

when I caught sight in the moonlight of 
the lioness bounding along through the 
long grass, and after her a couple of cubs 
about the size of mastiffs. She stopped 
within a few feet of my head and stood 
and waved her tail and fixed me with her 
glowing yellow eyes, but just as 1 thought 
that 1t was all over she turned and began 
to feed on Kaptein’s bones, and there I 
lay, shaking with terror and the cold per- 
spiration pouring out of me, feeling like 
another Daniel come to judgment in a 
new sense of the phrase. Presently the 
cubs had eaten their fill and began to get 
restless. One went around to the back of 
the wagon and pulled at the Impala buck 
that hung there and the other came round 
my way and began the sniffing game at 
my leg. Indeed, he did more than that, 
for, my trousers being hitched up a little, 
he began to lick the bare skin with his 
rough tongue. The more he licked the 
more he liked it, to judge from his in- 
creased vigor and the loud purring noise 
he made, Then I knew that the end had 
come, for in another second his file.like 
tongue would have rasped through the 
skin of my leg—which was luckily pretty 
tough—and have got the blood, and then 
there would be no chance for me. Sol 
just lay there and thought of my sins and 
prayed to the Almighty, and thought that 
after all, life was a very enjoyable thing. 

And then all of a sudden I heard a 
crashing of bushes and the shouting and 
whistling of men, and there were the two 
boys coming back with the cattle which 
they had found trekking along altogether. 
The lions lifted their heads and listened, 
and then without a sound bounded off— 
and I fainted. 
The lions came back no more that night 

and by the next morning my nerves had 
got pretty straight again; but [ was full 
of wrath when I thought of all I had gone 
through at the hands, or rather noses, of 
those four lions, and of the fate of my 
after ox Kaptein. He was a splendid ox, 
and I was very fond of him. So wroth 
was I that like a fool 1 determined to go 
for the whole family of them. It was 
worthy of a greenhorn out on his first 
hunting trip; but [ did it nevertheless. 
Accordingly after breakfast, having rub- 
bed some oil upon my leg, which was very 
sore from the cub’s tongue, I took the 
driver, Tom, who did not half like the job 
and having armed myself with an ordi 
nary double No. 12 smoothbore, the first 
breechloader I ever had, I started. I took 
the smoothbore because it shot a bullet 
very well and my experience has been 
that a round ball from a smoothbore is 
quite as effective against a lion as aun ex- 
press bullet. The lion is soft and not a 
difficult animal to finish if you hit him 
anywhere in the body. A buck takes far 
more killing. 

Well, I started, and the first thing I set 
to work to do was to try to make out 
whereabouts the brutes lay up for the day. 
About three hundred yards from the 
wagon was the crest of a rise covered with 
single mimosa trees, dotted about in a 
park-like fashion, and beyond this was a 
stretch of open plain running down toa 
dry pan, or water-hole, which covered 
about an acre of ground, and was densely 
clothed with reeds, now in the sere and 
yellow leaf. From the further edge of 
this pan the ground sloped up again to a 
great cleft, or mullah which had been cut 
out by the action of water, and was pretty 
thickly sprinkled with bush, among which 
grew some large trees. 

It at once struck me that dry pan would 
be a likely place to find my friends in, as 
there is nothing a lion is fonder of than 
lying up in reeds, through which he can 
see things without being seen himself. 
Accordingly, thither I went and prospect: 
ed. Before I had got half way round the 
pan I found the remains of a blue vilder- 
beeste that had evidently been killed 
within the last three or four days and par- 
tially devoured by lions; and from other 

I turned my | 

indications about I was soon assured that | 

But if there, the question was 
how to get them out; for it was clearly | 
impossible to think of going in after them 
unless one was quite determined to com- 
mit suicide. Now there was a strong wind 
blowing from the direction of the wagon 
across the reedy pan toward the bushclad | 
kloof or donga, and this first gave me the 
idea of firing the reeds. Accordingly Tom 
took some matches and began starting 
little fires to the left, and 1 did the same 
to the right, but the reeds were still green 
at the bottom, and we should never have 
got them well alight had it not been for 
the wind, which got stronger and stronger 
as the sun got higher, and forced the fire 
into them. At last, after half an hour's 
trouble, the flames got a hold, and began 
to spread out like a fan, whereupon I got 
round to the further side of the pan to 
wait for the lions, standing well out in the 
open, as we stood in the copse to-day 
where you shot the woodcock. It was 
rather a risky thing to do, but I used to 
be so sure of my shooting in those days 
that 1 did not so much mind the risk. 
Scarcely had I got round when I heard 
the reeds parting before the outward rush 
of some animal. “Now for it,” said I. 
On 1t came. 1 could see it was yellow, 
and prepared for action, when instead of 
a lion out bounded a beautiful reit bok 
which had been lying in the shelter of the 
pan. It must, by the way, have been a 
reit bok of a peculiarly confiding nature 
to lay itself down with the lion like the 
lamb of prophecy, but I suppose that the 
reeds were thick and that it kept a long 
way off. 

Well, I let the reit bok go—and it went 
like the wind—and kept my eyes fixed 
upon the reeds. The fire was burning 
like a furnace now; the flames crackling 
and roaring as they bit into the reeds, 
sending spouts of fire twenty feet and 
more into the air and making the hot air 
dance above it in a way that was perfectly 
dazzling. Presently above the crackling 
of the fire I heard a startled roar, then 
another and another. So the lions were 
at home, 

I was beginning to get excited now, for, 
as vou fellows know, there is nothing in 
experience to warm up your nerves like a 
lion at close quarters, unless it is a wound- 
ed buffalo, and I got still more so when I 
made out through the smoke that the 
lions were all moving about on the ex- 
treme edge of the reeds. Occasionally 
they would pop their heads out like rab 

bits from a burrow, and then catching 
sight of me standing about fifty yards out 
draw them back again. I knew that it 
must be getting pretty warm behind them 
and that they could not keep the game 
up for long; and I was not mistaken, for 
suddenly all four of them broke cover to- 
gether, the old black mained lion leading 
by a few yards. I never saw a more splen- 
did sight in all my hunting experience 
than those four lions bounding across the 
veldt, overshadowed by the dense pall ef 
smoke and backed by the fiery furnace of 
the burning reeds. I reckoned that they 
would pass, on their road to the bushy 
kloof, within about five and twenty yards 
of me, so taking a long breath, I got my 
gun well on to the lion's shoulder—the 
black-maned one—so as to allow for an 
inch or two of motion, and catch him 
through the heart. 1 was on, dead on, 
and my finger was beginning to tighten 
on the trigger, when suddenly 1 went 
blind—a bit of reed ash had drifted into 
my right eye. I danced and rubbed, and 
got it more or less clear just in time to 
see tho tail or the last lion vanishing round 
the bushes up the kloof. 

If ever a man was mad I was that man. 
It was too bad; and such a shot in the 
open, too. However, I was not going to 
be beaten, so I just turned and marched 
for the kloff. Tom, the driver, begged 
and 1mplored me not to go, but though 
as a general rule I never pretend to be 
very brave (which I am not,) I was deter- 
mined that I would either kill these lions 
or they should kill me. So I told Tom 
that he need not come unless he liked, 
but I was going, and being a plucky fel- 
low, a Swazi by birth, he shrugged his 
shoulders, muttered that I was mad or 
bewitched, and followed doggedly in my 
tracks. 
We soon got to the kloof, and then the 

fun began. There might be a lion behind 
every bush — there certainly were four 
lions somewhere; the delicate question 
was, where. I peeped and poked and 
looked in every possible direction, with 
my heart in my mouth, and was at last 
rewarded by catching a glimpse of some- 
thing yellow moving behind a bush. At 
the same moment from another bush op- 
posite me out burst one of the cubs and 
galloped back toward the burned out pan. 
I whipped round and let drive a snap shot 
that tipped him head over heels, breaking 
his back within two inches of the root of 
the tail, and there he lay helpless but 
glaring. Tom afterward killed him with 
his assegri. 1 opened the breech of the 
gun and hurriedly pulled out the old case, 
which, to judge from what ensued, must 
have burst and left a portion of its fabric 
sticking to the barrel. At any rate, when 
I tried in the new case it would only enter 
half way; and—would you believe it ?— 
this was the moment that the lioness, at- 
tracted no doubt by the outcry of her cub 
chose to putin anappearance. There she 
stood, twenty paces or 30 from me, lash- 
ing her tail and looking just as wicked as 
it is possible to conceive, Slowly I step- 
ped backwards, trying to push in the new 
case, and as I did so she moved on in lit- 
tle runs, dropping down after each run. 
The danger was imminent and the case 
would not go in. At that moment I oddly 
enough thought of the cartridge maker, 
whose name I will not mention, and earn- 
estly hoped that if the lion got me some 
condign punishment would overtake him 
It would not go in, so I tried to pull it out. 
It would not come out either, so my gun 
was useless if I could not shut it to use 

the other barrel. 1 might as well have 

had no gun. Meanwhile I was walking 

backward, keeping my eye on the lioness, 

who was creeping forward on her belly 
without a sound, but lashing her tail and 

keeping her eye on me; and nit I saw 
that she was coming in a few seconds 
more. I dashed my wrist and the palm 
of my hand against the brass rim of the 

cartridge till the blood poured from them 
look, there are the scars to this day !”’ 

Here Quartermain held up his right 
hand to the light and showed me seven 

or eight white cicatrises just where the 
wrist 1s set into the hand. 

“ But it was not of the slightest use,” 
he went on; ‘the cartridge would not 
move. I only hope that no other man 
will ever be put in such an a#ful position. 
The lioness gathered herself together, 
and 1 gave myself up for lost, when sud- 
denly Tom shouted out from somewhere 
in my rear: 
“You are walking on to the wounded 

cub; turn to the right.” 
I had the sense, dazed as I was, to take 

the hint, and slewing round at right 
angles, but still keeping my eyes on the 
lioness, I continued my backward walk. 
To my intense relief, with a low growl 

she straighted herself, turned and bound- 

ed up further up the kloof. 

“Come on, Inkoos,” said Tom, ‘ let’s 
get back to the wagon.” 

“All right, Tom,” I answered, “1 will 
when I have killed those three other 
lions,” for by this time I was bent on 
shooting them as I never remember being 
bent on anything before or since, You 
can go if you like, or you can get up a 
tree.” 
He considered the position a little, and 

then he yery wisely got up a tree. 1 wish 
that 1 had done the same. 
Meanwhile I had got out my knife, 

which had an extractor in it, and succeed- 
ed after some difficulty in hauling out the 
case, which had so nearly been the cause 
of my death, and removing the obstruc- 
tion in the barrel. This done I loaded 
the gun, bound my handkerchief round 
my wrist and hand to stanch the flowing 
of the blood, and started on again. 

I had noticed that the lioness went into 
a thick, green bush, or rather cluster of 
bushes growing near the water, for there 
was a little stream running down the 
kloof, about fifty yards higher up, and for 
this I made. When I got there, however, 
I could see nothing, so I took up a big 
stone and threw it into the bushes, 1 be- 
jieve that 1t hit the other cub, for out it 
came with a rush, giving me a broadside 
shot of which I promptly availed myself, 
knocking it over dead. Out came the 
lioness like a flash of light, but quick as 
she went I managed to put the other bnl- 
let into her ribs, so that she rolled right 
over three times like a shot rabbit. [I 1. 
stantly got two more cartridges into the 
gun, and as I did so the lioness got up 
again and came crawling toward me on 
her forepaws, roaring and groaning, and 
with an expression of diabolical fury on 
her countenance as | have not often seen. 
I shot her again through the chest, and 

she fell over on to her side quite dead. 

§ 
they spent a good deal of their spare time | 

! ere. 

“Koos !"" he said “Koos! (chief) the 
‘other oxen have gone away. | 
back for a minute, and when I looked | 

left, and, what is more, 

That was the first and last time that 
ever killed a brace of lions right and 

[ never heard 
of anybody else doing it. Naturally I 
was considerably pleased with myself, 
and having again loaded up went on to 
look for the black-maned beauty that had 
killed Kaptein Slowly, and with the 
greatest care I proceeded up the kloof, | 
searching every bush and tuft of grass | 
as I went, for I never was sure from | 
one moment to another but that he 
would be on me. I took comfort, how- 
ever, from the reflection that a lion rare- | 
ly attacks a man—rarely, I say ; some- 
times he does, as you will see—unless he 
is cornered or wounded. I must have 
been nearly an hour hunting after the 
lion. 
At last I got up to the head of the 

kloof, which made a cul-de sac. 1t was 
formed of a wall of rock about fifty feet 
high. Down this rock trickled a little 
waterfall, and in front of it, some fifty 
feet from its face, was a great piled up 
mass of bowlders, in the crevices and on 
the top of which grew ferns and grass 
and stunted bushes. This mass was 
about twenty-five feet high. The sides 
of the kloof here were also very steep. 
Well, I got up to the top of the nullah 
and looked all round. No signs of the 
lion. Evidently I had either overlooked 
him further down or he had escaped 
right away. It was very vexatious: 

but still three lions were not a bad bag 
for one gun before dinner, and I was 
fain to be content. Accordingly 1 de- 
parted back again, waking my way 
round the isolated pillar of bowlders, 
and beginning to feel that I was pretty 
weil done up with excitement and fa- 
tigue, and should be more so before I had 
skinned those three lions. When I had 
got, as nearly as I could judge, about 
eighteen yards past the pillars or mass 
of bowlders I turned to have another 
look around. I have a pretty sharp eye 
but I could see nothing. 

Then, on a sudden, 1 saw something 
sufficiently alarming. On the top of the 
mass of bowlders, opposite to me, stand- 
ing out clear against the rock beyond, 
was a huge black maned lion. He had 
been crouching there, and now arose as 
though by magic. There he stood lash- 
ing his tail, just a statue of the animal 
on the gateway of Northumberland 
House that T have seen a picture of. 
But he did not stand long. Before 1 
could fire—before I could do more than 
get the gun to my shoulder—he sprang 
straight up and out from the rock, and 
driven by that impetus of that one 
mighty bound came hurling through the 
air toward me. 
Heavens !| how grand he looked, and 

how awful ? High into the air he flew, 
describing a great arch. Just as he 
touched the highest point of his spring I 
fired. I did not dare to wait, for I saw 
that he would clear the whole space and 
land right upon me. Without a sight, 
almost without aim, I fired, as one would 
fire a snap shot at a snipe. The bullet 
told, for I distinctly heard its thud above 
the rushing sound caused by the passage 
of the lion through the air. Next second 
I was swept to the ground (luckily I fell 
into a low creeper clad bush, which 
broke the shock), and the lion was on 
the top of me, and the next those great 
white teeth had met in my thigh—I 
heard them grate against the bone. I 
yelled out in agony, for I did not feel in 
the least benumbed and happy, like Dr. 
Livingstone—who, by the way, I knew 
very well—and gave myself up for dead. 
But suddenly, as I did so, the lion’s grip 
on my thigh loosened, and he stood over 
me, swaying to and fro, his huge mouth 
from which the blood was gushing, wide 
opened. Then he roared, and the sound 
shook the rocks. 
To and fro he swung, and suddenly 

the great head dropped on me, knocking 
all the breath from my body, and he was 
dead. My bullet had entered into the 
center of his chest, and passed out on 
the right side of the spine, about half 
way down the back. 
The pain of my wound kept me from 

fainting, and as soon as I had got my 
breath I managed to drag myself from 
under him. Thank Heavens, his great 
teeth had not crushed my thigh bone ; 
but I was losing a great deal of blood, 
and had it not been for the timely arri- 
val of Tom, with whose aid 1 got the 
handkerchief off my wrist and tied it 
round my leg, twisting it tight with a 
stick, I think I should have bled to 
death. 

Well, it was a just reward for my 
folly in trying to tackle a family of lions 
single handed. The odds were too long. 
I have been lame ever since and shall be 
to my dying day ; in the month of March 
the wound troubles me a great deal, and 
every three years it breaks out raw. 1 
need scarcely add that 1 never traded 
the lot of ivory at Sikukuni’s. Another 
man got it—a German—and made £500 
out of it after paying expenses. I spent 
the next month on the broad of my back 
and I was a cripple for six months after 
that, And now I've told you the yarn 
so I will have a drop of Holland's and 
go to bed.” 

| 

| 
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Mr. Henry Harding, of Toronto, 
writes: My little daughter, 7 years of 
age, has been a terrible sufferer this win- 
ter from rheumatism, being for weeks 
confined to her bed, with limbs drawn 
up, which could not be straightened, and 
suffering great pain in every joint of 
limbs, arms and shoulders. The best of 
physicians could not help her, and we 
were advised to try Dr. Thomas’ Elec- 
tric Oil, which we done, andthe benefit 
was at once apparent ; after using two 
bottles the pain left, her Jimbs assumed 
their natural shape, and in two weeks 
she was as well as ever. It has not re- 
turned. 

The Lancet has been instancing a curi- 
ous crse, in which an old American lady 
who had had one of her feet amputated, 
continued to suffer badly from corns on 
the foot she had lost. The Lancet ex- 
plains that such facts, though marvel- 
lous to the superficial observer, are easily 
explained on physiological grounds, for 
the irritation of the sensory fibres of a 
divided nerve is referred to the terminal 
distribution of those fibres.” When the 
thing is put in this simple form, one sees 
it in a moment. 

i r— A ———— 

Pretty soon the baseball players will 
be going out on strikes. 
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POWDER 
Absolutely Pure. 

This po er never varies. A marvel of purity 
strength wholesomeness, More economi- 
cal than linary kinds, and eannot be sold 
iu comps with the multitude of low test, 
shor! weig .m or phosphate pcwders. Sold 
only in can: ROYAL BAKING POWDER.Co, 106 
Wall street, New York. 

OFFICE,--FISHER’S BUILDING, 

Surgeon Dentist. 

| First Door below Peoples Bank, Queen 

to9 P. M. 

B. H. TORRENS, D. M.D. 
DENTIST, 

Queen Street, Fredericton, N. B. 
May 13, 1885 

H. D. CURRIE, D.D.S., 

OFFICE : 

Street, Fredericon, N. B. 
OFFICE HOURS—Y A.M. tol P.M., 2t0 5, and 7 

Fredericton, May 20, 18%5 

JAS. R. HOWIE, 

Express for Halifax & Quebec, 7.20 p. 

On TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY, a 
Puliman Car tor Montreal wiil be attached 10 

the Quebec Express, and on MONDAY, WEDNES- 
DAY and FRIDAY, a Pullman Car will be attach- 
ed at Moncton. 

MERCHANT TAILOR, 

Queen Stf., - Fredericton, 

Is showing a very large assortment 
of New Goobs for 

FALL AND WINTER, 
In new and attractive designs and 

shades, direct from the 
Manufacturers’ 

Meltons, Bottle Green, 
Plum Naps ; 

Blue, Black, and Olive Irish Frieze ; 
Dark Gray and Fancy Worsted Over 

coatings 

Browns, and 

Diagonal and Corkscrew Coatings : 
Heavy West-of-England Suitings ; 

Trouserings — a very large assortment, 
in Stripes and Checks, neat and at- 
tractive. 

Gents’ Furnishings. 
Fifty doz. Canadian Shirts and drawers, very 

cheap; 
Ten doz. Scotch Lambs’ wool and heavy 

Merino Shirts and Drawers : 
Cardigan Jackets, Gloves, Braces, Linen Col- 

lars, Cuffs, Silk Handkerchiefs, &e., &c.; 
25 doz. Gents’ Silk Ties, at half prices. 
50 Nap and Frieza Ulsters ; 
50 Beaver Overcoats ; 
25 Men's and Boys’ Reefers ; 

Which I will sell at less than cost. 

5. Call and examine the above Goods before 
Purchasing. 

JAS. R. HOWIE, 
Fishers Building, opp. Normal School, 

QUEEN ST, - - FREDERICTON 
November 25, 1835. 
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FANCY PROFIT 
But is an original compound, 

imade from the PUREST 

STOCK, and is sold by the 

makers and dealers nearer the 

scost of production than any 

lother Laundry Soap in the 

market. See that you get this 

1S0ap, and not accept any of 

ithe numerous imitations that 

pay the grocer more money 

ito recommend. The word 

(WELCOME and the Clasped 

has now in stock a very large and choice 

assortment of 

BOOTS and SHOES, 
AND 

Gents’ Furnishing Goods 
ALSO: 

READY-MADE CLOTHING 

sold cheaper than the cheapest. 

ing elsewhere. 
F. DOHERTY. 

Fredericton, February 3, 1886. 

HATS and CAPS, 

of every description, which will be 

ZF Give us a call and examine 

our goods and prices before purchas- 

We have now in stock the 

GREATEST VARIETY 
ever offered in this city, and at 

Very Low Prices! 

We invite you to call and examine them, and 
take a look at onr stock ot Books, whieh will be 
found just what is wanted for the Holidays. 
Also on hand, a number of 

Organs, Pianos, 
AND 

Sewing Machines, 
which will be sold at 

Low Prices and on Easy Terms, 

McMURRAY & Co's 

Book and Music Store, 
QUEEN ST., FREDEBICTON. 

December 3. 

MARCH 1st, 1886. 

Just Opened : 

HITE Cottons from 7 to 14 yards; 

WwW Grey Cottons from 4 to lu yards; 

Cotton Flannels from 9 to 18 yards ; 
New P'rints from 7 to 14 yards; 
Black Cashmeres, Crape Cloths, Cobourgs 

and Lustres, very cheap; 

Colored Suitings and Faney Dress Goods ; 

Flannels, Blankets, Shirtings, Tweeds, &c¢ 
Wool and Cashmere Stockings, all sizes’ 
for Ladies, Misses and Children; 

Ribbons, Laces, Flannels, Feathers; 

Velling, Muslins, Collars, Buttons ; 
Braids, Threads, Yarns, &c,, Lc. 

The above, with a large stock of other Goods, 

will be sold very low for Cash only. 

S. NEALIS. 
Fredericton, Mareb 3, 1836. = 

HARDWARE, LOCKS, &c. 

JUST RECEIVED: 

YASE Locks, 1 Case Shelf Hardware, as 
1 C tollows : — Razor Straps, Sash Locks, 
Brass Curtain Rings, Picture Nails, Porcelain 

Tacks, 
Pocket Knives, Brass Picture 
Table Knives and Forks, Auger Bits, Halter 
Snars, Tack Claws, Hammers, Wood Faucets, 
extra quality; Galvanized Pails, Curling Irons 
silver Furniture Handles, ete., ete, " 

rass Screen Hooks, Seissors, Razors, 
Hooks, Rules, 

Z. R, EVERETT. 
Mareh 17, 

J IRGINIA FARMS Noor Coon Rend fof 
circular, A, ©, BLISS, Centralia, Va. 

FANGY GOODS | 

30 I 

85 Winter Arrangement 8 
On and after MONDAY, November 

16th, 1885, the Trains of this Rail- 
way will run daily, (Sunday excepted) | 
as follows : 

Trains will leave St. John, : 
BY BREE «coc bsansssnusonesngs 7.30 a.m 

Accommodation, ............ ..... 11.20a.m 

Express for Sussex,.............. 4.35 p.m 

Trains will arrive at St. John: 

Express from Sussex,............. 

time, 

D. POTTINGER, 

RAILWAY OFFICE, 
Moncton, N, B., November 11th, 1885. 

mn 

{ i EXELENEE YL 

Express from Halifax & Quebee, 7.00 a. m. 

$.35 a, m. 

Accommodation, ................. 1.30 p.m. 

BPE BEI + - cco ss os viva Foams 5 uss 7.20p, Mm, 

28 All Trains are run by Fastern Standard 

Chief Superintendent. 

—- 
ws. 
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effect October 12, 1885. 

LEAVE FREDERICTON : 
— 

(Eastern Standard Time) 

6G 20 A. M.—Express for St. John. 
800 A. 

Falls, and points North 

points West, and for St. 

for St. John. 

and points East. 

ARRIVE AT FREDERICTON : 

St John. 

Woodstock and Houlton. 
550 Pp. M.— From Fredericton Junction, 

points North, 
7 30 Pp. M.—Express from St. John. 

LEAVE GIBSON: 

ARRIVE AT GIBSON: 

F. W. CRAM, 
H. D. McLEOD, 

Sup’t Southern Division. 

St. John, N, B, October 9, 1885 

RAILWAY CO 
Arrangement of Trains---In 

M.—For Fredericton Junction, connect- 
irg there with Train for St. Stephen, 
Houlton, Woodstock, Presque Isle, Grand 

10 50 A. M,—For Fredericton Junction, connect- 
ing there with Train for Bangor and all 

Stephen, St. 
Andrews, Houlton, and Woodstock, and 

3 2 p. m.—For Fredericton Junction, St. John, 

10 20 A. M —From Fredericton Junction, and 

2 40 P. M,—From Fredericton Junction, Bangor 
and points West, and from St. Stephen, 

St. 
Stephen, St, Andrews, Houlton, Wood- 
stock, Presque lsle, Grand Falls, and all 

6 50 A. M.—For Woodstock and points North. 

4 20 P. M.—From Woodstock and points North. 

Gen’l Manager. 

J. F. LEAVITT, 
Gen’]l Pass, and Ticket Agent. 

| 

| 
| 
| 

| | 
| | 

J.C. RISTEEN & CO., 
i Corner Queen and Smythe Streets, Fredericton, N. B. £73 

MANUFACTURE 

Doors, Sashes, Blinds, 
AND 

MOULDINGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS 

aes Fenny Nn PET 
ares 

FOR BUILDING PURPOSES. 

<- ee 
vers, 

Furniture in Bedroom Su Ash. 

all of which we offer at Low Prices 

MILL -FLAING, TURNING, AND SAWING TO ORDER. 

WE HAVE IN STOCK AT ALL TIMES 

Doors, Sashes, Flooring, Sheathing, Stair Posts, Rails, Ballus- 
Clapboards, &c. 

Walnut. and Office Desks, Sideboards, &c 

Give us a call before purchasing. 

King Street, - - 

EBEN MILLER & GO. 
BUILDERS OF 

- Fredericton, N. B 

Concord Wagons, 

Brewster Wagons, 

Piano Bex Wagons, 

Miller Spar Wagons, = White Chapel Wagons, | Top Phatons, 

| Cronin Wagons, 

Soe Manufacturers of Miller's Patent Shifting Rail. 

These Shifting Tops have no rival, as a glance at the cut will show for itself; it is so simple 

It requires only one person to take it off or put it on, and when off 
been on, as no unsightly ends are sticking out. 
be put on any carriage in use. Persons ordering Buggies or Canopy Top Ca 

they have this Rail, as it will be greatly to their interest. 
These Tops were awarded a Diploma at the Provineial Exhibition in October, 

Iver's Wagons, 

Open Phetons. 

no one would think a Top bad 

firm as arock, It cap 

rriages should see that 

1880 

When the Top is on itis as 

Particular attention gwen to orders. Repawing done inthe best manner, and at the shortest notice 

Price List.— BUGGY TOPS, $32 to $50; CANOPY, $15 to 325 

Patented in Canada, March 31st, 1877, and in the United States, Dec. 10th, 1878 

7% ALL WORK WARRANTED. “BN 
EBEN MILLER & CO 

FACTORY | 

SLEIGHS and PUNGS 

durable styles. 

PARTICULAR ATTENTION GIVEN TO 

Painting, Trimming and Repairiag Carriages, 

ON HAND: 

A LARGE LOT OF 

[VERS, 

PIANO BOX, 

TOP PHZTONS, 

AND A LARGE LOT OF 

To Be SoLp CHEAP. 

&" Terms to gwe satisfaction. £3 

CARRIAGE and SLEIGH 

King Street, Fredericton, N. B. 

R. COLWELL, - - - Proprietor. 

CARRIAGES, WAGCONS, 
Bwilt to order im the latest and most 

MATERIAL and WORKMANSHIP of the BEST 

FOR FALL AND WINTER TRADE 

WAGON CONCORDS, 

GENERAL GRANDS 

SLEIGHS AND PUNGS 

| 

ete 

CALL AND SEE THE 

NEW “RAYMOND,” 
With Large Improved Arm, at 

D. M'CATHERIN’'S SALES ROOM. 

Phenix Square, Fredericton, N. B. 

These machines can be had at the following offices, viz :(— 

Fredericton, N.B., Newcastle, Miramichi, N.B,, Chatham, Miramichi, N. 

Gloucester Co., N. B,, Campellton, Restigouche Co., N. B,, St. Stephen, N. B. 

§& Agents wanted for P. E. Island and Nova Scota. £23 

athurs 

D. McCATHERIN, 
Manager for Maritime Promnee 

W®. Address all communications P, O. Box 162, Fredericton, N. B. 

Frederictom, May 18, 1883 

—+THE MILD POWER CURES. + 

UMPHREYS’ 
| In use 30 years.—Special Prescriptions of 

an eminent Physician. Simple, Safe and Sure, 
LIST OF PRINCIPAL NOS. CURES. PRICE. 

AND 

WINTER 
STAPLE AND FANCY 

CLOTHING, &c., 
—AT-— 

lowing, viz: 
Ladies’ Dress Goods in Black and Colors ; 

Serges, Brilliantines, Princess Cords; 
Wool Suitings, Twilled and Plain Winceys; 
Ulsters, Mantles, Mantle Cloths, Shawls ; 

Kid Gloves and Mitts, Cashmere Gloves 3 
Corsets, Fur Capes. Fur Trimmings ; 
Grey and White Cottons, Swansdowns; 
Tickings, Ducks, Cottonades, Table Linen ; 
Towellings, Table and Floor Oil Cloths ; 

Pants and Vests; 
Underclothing, White and Regatta Shirts; 
Hats, Caps, Searfs, Ties, Collars, Braces ; 
Knit Wool Gloves, Kid Mitts; 
Cardigan Jackets, Furnishing Goods; 

nants of all kinds ; 

OWEN SHARKEY, 
Fredericton Dec. 16, 1885, 

885] FALL [1886 

Bry Goeds 

0. SHARKEY'S 
LARGE STOCK comprising in part the fol- 

Cashmeres, Ottoman Cords, Figured Lustres 

Scarfs, Squares, Jersey Jackets, Wool Hose : 

Wool, Hemp, Tapestry and Brussels Carpets ; 
Cotton Warps, Men’s, Youths’and Boys’ Cloth- 

ing in Uls-ters, Overcoats, Reefers, Coats, 

Gray and White Blankets, Flannels all colors ; 
Horse Blankets, Sleigh Robes, Rubber Coats; 
Trunks and Valises, Wall Paper and Rem- 

Ali of which I shall sell at lowest cash prices. 

1] Fevers, Congestion, Inflammations .. 25 
21 Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colic... 25 
3] Crying Colic, or Teething of Infants 25 
4] Diarrhea of Children or Adults...... 25 
5] Disentery. Griping, Bilious Colic.... 25 
Cholera Morbus, Vomiting........ . 25 

7] Coughs, Cold, Bronchitis............. . 23 
S| Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache. .. 23 
Headaches, Sick Headache, Vertigo 25 

10] Dyspepsia Bilious Stomach......... . 25 
1 1] Suppressed or Painful Periods .25 

HoMEOPATHI 
21 Whites, too Profuse Periods.......... . 
3] Croup, Cough, Difficult Breathing... 

heum, Erysipelas, Eruptions = 
5| Rheumatism, Rheumatic Pains... 
Fever and Ague, Chills, Malaria..... 
Piles, Blind or Bleeding. ............... 
‘atarrh, acute or chronic; Influenza 
oN hooprag Cough, Violent Coughs ,50 

© + 
> 

General Debility, Phys Weakness 
idney Disease .................... ( 

Nervous Debility 1.00 
Of Urinary Weakness, Wetting Bed .50 

> ofthe Heart, Palpitation 1.00 

PECIFICS. 
Sold by Druggists, or sent postpaid on 
yrice.— Send for Dr. Humphreys’ 

Boo on Disease, &e. (144 ages): also, Cafa= 
logue, free. — Address HUMPHREYS’ 
Medicine Co., 109 Fulton St., New York. 

) 

receipt of 

E. CLARK. 
HATS, 

HATS, 

Spring Styles. 

CAPS, 
CAPS, 

stock now arriving. 

ADVERTISERS 

advertising in Americar 

Geo. P. Rowell & Co., 
Newspaper Advertising Bureau, 

10 Spruce St, New York. 
Send 10cts.: for 100-Page Pamphlet. 

can learn the exact cost 

of any proposed line of 

papers by addressing 

hand and more coming. 

duced prices. 

you buy every time. 

EZ" Don’t forget. 

EE. CLARK, 

Fredericton, February 3. 

HATS. 

CAPS. 
FUR and SCOTCH CAPS will 

be sold low to make room for new 

A good stock of RUBBERS on 

OVERBOOTS will be sold at re- 

Please call and ask the price, and 

Next below Gey, Hatt and Sons. 

Apples, at 

W. H. VANWART'S. 
March 17. 

HITE’S Candles, new Vinegar, Lemons and 

and Haddies. 
GEO. HATT & SONS. 

Frederitzon, January 13, 1886. 

Tea. Tea. Tea. : 

JUST RECEIVED AND IN STOCK: 

ALF Chests Tea—quality extra. 

W. I. VANWART'S. 

Fresh Cod, Herring, melts 

Also 

Caddies of 5, 10, 12 and 20 lbs. each. At 

Just Received : 

GEO. HATT & SONS, 
Fredericton, January Zith, 1886,

 

ROSS RISING SUN STOVE POLISH
— 

I 

10 G cheaper than ever. 
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{ JUST RECEIVED : 
ng ARRELS Crown of Gold. 

125 1 Cash, 

Fredericton, January 13, 1886. 
GEO. HATT & SONS, 

Low fox 

| 

~ WANTED 
| : 
' Friends and the Public to know that 

I have opened a window in 

G W. Schieyer's Studio, 
FOR THE PURPOSE OF 

. REPAIRING 
WACTHES, 
| CLOCKS and 
i JEWELERY. 

Having had ten years’ experience 
in the business, I am prepared to do 

GOOD WORK 

SHORT NOTICE. 
Prices moderate, and goods deliv- 

ered when promised. 

g& Don’t forget the place, oppo- 
site Normal School, Fredericton. 

FRED. J. McCAUSLAND 
Formerly with C. A. McCausland. 

Fredericton, June 14. 

PRACTICAL 
PLUMBING. 

GAS FITTING! 
ESTABLISHMENT. 

apne establishment now having two tnoi- 
oughly Practica Prumsers and Gs Fir- 

TERS in their employ are prepared to attend to 
all work entrusted to them in a thorough 
workmanlike manner. 

rarties desiring to have their houses fitted 
with all the modern improvements in the 
above business would do well to apply to us 
for estimates before going elsewhere. 
A variety of GLosgs and PATENT GAS RURN- 

ers for sale cheap. 
Gas Steax and Hor Water Firrings, al 

ways in stock. 
Orders for Tin Roofing promptly attended 

to. Tinsmiths Work of every discription and 
of the best material manutactured to order 
the premises at shortest notice 

[= rices to suit thegimes “© 

J. & J. O'BRIEN, 
Queen Street; Fredericton, N. B, 

Wy 

[CURES .RHEUMATISM, 
FREEMAN'S 

WORM POWDERS. 

Are pleasant to take. Contain their own 
Turgative. Is a safe, sure, and effectual 

destroyer ¢@ worms in Children or Adults. 
ete ————————————————————— 

FAIRCHILD'S CELEBRATED 

— 

Gx OLD Pens, Pencils, 'l'ooth Picks, Glove and 
Boot Buttoners, Cigar Clips. Just opened 

and the correct thing for a present, at : 

-°


