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CABLING BY CODES.

“Remember, that it I telegraph the word
“stability” it means that I have got this
post, aud then what you have to do is to
sell our furniture, pack up, and follow me
home to England as quick as steamers will
carry you.”

So spoke Roger Boxall, Professor ot
English language and literature at the Jap-
anese University ot Nakamouri, to his wife
one day before he started homewards on a
short leave of absence. He wanted to see
English relatives and friends, from whom
he had been separated for more than ten
years ; and he also wished to discover what
chance there might be of his obtaining a
capital berth as vice-principal in a military
academy in England, which he had heard
was soon to fall vacant.

«“Oh, how I hope you will get it !” ex-
claimed impetuous little Mrs. Boxall, clasp-
ing her hands excitedly. She was utterFy
sick of Japan. Besides, was not Mr. Boxall
taking home her only boy, aged ten. to
place him at a good English school. And
the thought of the separation was horrible.

«It's more probable I shall not get it,”
he replied. ‘‘Anyhow, say over again the
lesson 1've been teaching you. What does
¢‘stability’ mean ?”

¢ (X _ae-—come at once.’”

““And what does ‘Coromandel’ mean "’

« +Coromandel ”  Oh, let me think.
‘Stay where you are; I am coming back.’
But don’t let it be ‘Coromandel,” dear.”

Roger Boxall, a calm, masterful person,
frowned at such trifling. He had floated
into Japan on the crest of the great tidal
wave of European enlightenment that had
flooded the country some thirteen years be-
fore, and now he wanted to float out again.
But his wife must not suppos: that good
English posts were to be had for the ask-
ing.

?“mt same evening he gave her a final
codcfing in the telegraphic signals on
which they had decided. He preterred to
make ber learn the words by heart rather
than trust to writing them down on paper.
Knowing his wite’s flightiness, he felt that
it was extremely probable that she would
lose any piece of paper—especially one
that she was bound to take particular care
of—betore he had been gone a fortnight.
Whereas if he engraved the signals on her
brain she could not avoid remembering
them.

It was rather a sad parting ; husband and
wife had never been sundered before, and
a voyage half round the globe was no
laughing matter. But Roger kept up his
wite’'s spirits as well as he could, until
they were actually on the landing quay,
and it was time for him to cross the
bridge on to the steamer’s deck. Then
poor little Mrs. Boxall broke down, and
amid her sobbing whispered :

«Oh, Roger, dear, you must send me a
wire—just one word—directly you arrive
in England, to—to say you've really got
there safely. Promise—promise me this. ”

He promised ; he felt it was weak—did
not every word cost nearly a pound, to say
nothing of addresses, in telegraphing from
England to Japan? but be also felt that it
would be rather brutal not to humor his
wife in her last request.

“What shall I wire? ” he asked.

“Say, ‘Iam safe and—and quite well,
and so is Dick’” (Dick was the boy),
« <and we hope to be in London very soon,
and—"

«Stop, stop. One word will have to
mean all that, what is it to be?”

He thought hard ; and thinking was dif-
ficult just then, with his wite sobbing
hysterically, and their little daughter,
who had also been brought to see him off,
clinging around her mother’s neck to com-
fort her.

The steamer’s warning bell sounded
briskly. Men were already laying hold of
the bridge, ready to drag it back on the
quay.

+“ Problem !” he exclaimed triumphantly ;
“‘that will be the word. Good-bye, darl-
ings.” And with a last embrace for wife
and daughter he tore himself away.

1 hope to goodness,” he was saying to
himself an hour later, **that she will remem-
ber the word, and not confuse it with the
others.”

There was no need for anxiety on this
point, for she recollected it perfectly. So
when . a month and a half latter, she receiv-
ed a telegram which contained the single
word “‘Problem,” she knew quite well that
the husband and boy had arrived sately,
and rejoiced accordingly.

Untortunately the strain of recollection
connected with the last signal, weakened
the effect of the lesson which Mr. Boxall
had so industriously imparted the day betore
he set out. It was a week or so afterwards
when there was presented to her another
telegraphic form, whereon was inscribed
«‘Coromandel”— that and nothing more.
A sudden tremor seized her lest the mean-
ing g4¢he shibboleth might have deserted
her | /ain. But only fora moment. Then
she felt almost—yes, quite certain of what
**Coromandel” signified.

Still, just to confirm her own view and
make assurance doubly sure she went off to
consult a lady friend—wite of an Englsh
missionary resident at Nakamouri.

“Oh, it's as clear as daylight,” concluded
this quick-witted matronly woman aiter balt
a minute of thought ; you are quite right.
(loromandel’ must mean ‘Come,’ and *Sta-
bility’ means ‘Stay’—don’t the initials prove
i*?"" Your husband of course chose those
words for that very reason.”

Mrs. Boxall had not noticed the initials
betore. Now she felt quite convinced, and
began the work of packing and arranging
tor the sale of the furniture with the lightest
of light hearts. It so happened that the
missionary’s wife was also going to England
on private and domestic business, but not
tor two months’ time ; and as Mr. Boxall's
little girl was finishing a course of lessons
which her tather had particularly insisted
on her not missing, it was decided that she
should stay in Japan for those two months
and then come home to England with her
mother’s friends, who had kindly volunteer-
ed to look after her. Mrs. Boxall herself
had already written to her husband, telling
him of what she was doing, and when he
might expect her; and so, within three

_weeks of receiving the fateful‘‘Coromandel”
message, she had embarked and was on ker
way to England, filled with delightful
anticipations.

Somewhere on the Indian Ocean her
steamer, homeward bound, must have
crossed that bearing her husband back to

Japan.

ust before he lett London, on his last
visit to his mother-in-law in Kensington,
she said to him with an anxious sight—she

habitually looked at the gloomiest side of
things, owing to an absurdly weak heart :

“Mind and send Jane home soon for a
change ; I feel sure she needs it.” Jane
being Mrs. Boxall.

«“Ah, " he replied, willing to give Jane's
mother the comfort of feeling that there
was at all events a remote chance of wel-
coming her daughter again ere long, “I
daresay that you will see her here sooner
then you expect.”

And she did arrive sooner then anybody
expected. She had hali-hoped that her
husband wouid meet her at Paris. She
bad left the steamer in the Mediterranean
in order to get the quicker to IL.ondon,
and when he failed to do so, she felt certain
that at any rate he would be at Charing
Cross, as she had telegraphed to him from
Dover. Butat Charing Cross there was
no Mr. Boxall. Not a soul that she knew.
And her tellow-travellers from the far East
were all being greeted on the plattorm by
hosts of demonstrative relatives and triends,
which made her feel still more desolate.
What could be the explanation? Ina fever
and a four-wheeler she drove straight to
Kensington, leaving her luggage at the
station, and suddenly appecared in her
mother’s drawing-room, neatly precipitat-
ing one of that elderly lady’s recurrent
heart seizures.

“Where is Roger?" she burst out a3
once, without waiting to sit down or even
offering a daughterly salute.

After a few gasps of mingled astonish-
ment, pleasure and dismay, Mr. Boxall’s
mother-in-law was able to explain that he
had left for Japan precisely a month be-
fore.

«¢ sCoromandel " " screamed her daugh-
ter, and went off into hysterics. It was
ten minutes before she even partially re-
covered. *‘‘Isent him a letter!” she at
length was able to articulate. “It told
him I was coming !”

«] know you did, my dear,” replied the
old lady. *‘I noticed your handwriting.
It came some time after he had set off.
I was quite sorry you had wasted the
stamp. And of course I sent it back to
Na—to the cutlandish Japanese place you
live in.”

A little later, and Mrs. Boxall's mother
was gloomily explaining to her daughter
that in her opinion it was all a plot on
Roger’s part to decoy ber home for some
reason of his own, a theory which his wife
indignantly repudiated.

«It’s all very well your saying he didn’t
intend it, but why did he tell me just be-
fore he left, ‘you may see her home sooner
than you expect  ‘“Those were his very
words.”

Mrs. Boxall was a little staggered.

«*Oh,” she said after a minute’s thought,
“he did expect no doubt that we should
both be in England before long, because
he is tired of his work out there and means
coming howe soon anyhow. It is all my
fault. 1 seeit now. ‘Coromandel’ meant
*Stay where you are,’ without a doubt.”

«"“Coromandel”’ ” repeated the old lady,

mystified. **You have used that expression
before, my dear. It is Japanese for some-
thing?”

“Yes, it is Japanese for making an idiot

of one’s self,” Mrs. Boxall replied, ‘‘And
‘Stability’ meant, ‘Come at once!’ What
a horribi; chapter of blunders!”

« +Stability!” ” echoed her mother. *‘My
dear, have a glass of our sherry. You

must be wandering a little.”

«[ have wandered a great deal,” groaned
the daughter ; ‘-do you mean to say there
is no letter—nothing for me?”

“Yes, yes, my dear. I was forgetting.
A telegram came for you two days ago, and
I opened it. I could not understand what
it meant, or why it had been sent here.”
She produced from her desk the despatch,
which bore on it the mystic words *‘Bel-
shazzar. Dixon’s Code.” It had come all
the wav from Japan.

In about an hour’s time Mrs. Boxall had
leaped out of a cab at Dixon’s City Office,
and demanded to see the Code.

«Belshazzar” meant—'‘I cannot under-
stand your conduct. Wire explanation at
once.”

Mrs. Boxall accordingly purchased a
rather expensive Code-book, sold at the
office. and went back to her mother’s with
it. When there she hunted up the phrase
which most nearly conveyed the meaning—
«All a mistake. Expect me to return by
next steamer. [ will write full particulars.”
And when she had sent it off she found
that it had cost her nearly three guineas.
What would her husband say to her when
next she saw him? Then he had not ob-
tained the coveted appointment after all!
And she had simply wasted the cost of her
journey to Europe, and besides, had sold
all the furniture of their Japanese home !
She hardly dared to think of what she had
done, and to drown thought, as well as
from other and more motherly motives,
she spent the afternoon in a hurried visit
to her boy at the boarding-school where
his father had just left him.

Some five orsix days after she had real-
ly left Kensington on her melancholy re-
turn journey to the hateful East, another
telegraphic message arrived at her mother’s
bouse. It was from Mr. Boxall to Mrs,
Boxall, and contained the one word ‘‘Bu-
cephalus.” How Mrs. Boxalls mother’s heart
fluttered at this new engima! If she were
fated to be disturbed by constant telegrams
from the antipodes, then she preferred to
know what the messages were about.
Her daughter, she meditated, mus® have
got to Marseillles and beyond it by this
time—she was going out by a cheap French
line—so obviously, the best course seems
to be to forward the telegram to Suez,
there to await the arrival of the steamer.
And in this way ‘‘Bucephalus” was sent
prancing back along the wires.

Unfortunately, when Mrs. Boxall re-
ceived him at Suez she could not fit him
with any harness. In other words she
had left Dixon’s Code-book behind her in
London, and. there was no copy on board,
neither had she time to land and try to
obtain sight of one. She was compelled
to voyage onward to Japan with the mys-
tery unsolved.

Arrived at Nakamouri, it was delightful
to behold on the quay a great friend of her
husband’s, another English professor at the
University, a Mr. Wildman. Beyond a
doubt he had been sent by her husband to
welcome her on landing! In a few briet
moments she would see Rogers himself
again! She sprang lightly across the
bridge, leaped on to the quay, and the
next moment was shakin, ds briskly
with the professor, who looxed both pleased
and unfeignedly astonished to see her.

“How good of you to meet me! My
husband—is he busy? Why has he not
come? A sudden unbappy thought had

occurred to her—her husband might be ill.

Mr. Wildman saw the tears in her eyes,
and began to be seriously disturbed at the
situation.

“Your huspand! My dear Mrs. Boxall,
what do you mean? Is it possible you do
not know— you have not heard?”

**Not dead? ” she exclaimed hysterically.

“Oh dear no! Nothing of the sort. He
is quite well, I believe. At least he was
when he started.”

«Started!” she half screamed, ‘‘started!
Where to?”

«*Oh, really, my dear Mrs. Boxall, you
must be calm. There must be some
stupid mistake. It 5

“*Where to—where to?” she screamed in
his ear, so loudly that he began to wish that
he had been anywhere else than on Nak-
amouri Landing Quay at that precise mom-
ent. In sheer desperation he blurted out:

*“To England. He sent a telegram——"

But poor Mrs. Boxall, exclaiming *‘Bu-
cephalus!” had fainted on his arm.

An hour later she was sitting in the Quay
Superintendent’s little gimcrack bonnet-box
that served as a house, sipping cold brandy
and water, somewhat more composed. Mr.
Wildman was at her side. He thought he
might now complete his sentence.

“‘He sent a telegram to you in London.
Did you not get it?”

“‘He sent me two.
to Suez.”

*'The last one told you he was coming
home again.”

«Ah, ‘Buchephalus!’ I see it all now.”

“Home again with your httle girl.”

«‘But why? He has not got that appoint-
ment. Then what induced him to leave?”’

“He was tired of life here, I think.
Then he was rather—er—shocked to find
that you were not here yourself, and that
he had—er—no home, and—er—in fact,
no furniture. He felt sure he should get
something to do in England. Of course
he expected to find you there.”

It is too dreadtul !"” she sobbed.
my girl—was she well ?”

“Oh, quite; except her eyesight. It
has gone a little wrong ; and Boxall wanted
to get the best London advice. That was
another thing that took him home.”

It was another blow to little Mrs. Boxall,
too. She went to stay with the mission-
ary’s wite, who comforted her by telling
her that all she had to do was to write a
good loni letter to her husband saying
what she had done, and why, and telling
him that she proposed returning at once to
join him.

““And I should go back the other way—
across America,” advised her friend.
*Then you will be able to say you have
been right around the world.”

“But I don’t care about going around
the world,” she answered: *‘I wish there
were no world to go around. I wish |
could go straight through the middle and
get to London in 8 week. Here am I in
Japan and my tamily in England ? 1 don’t
believe that I shall ever see them again.”

““Oh, nonsense! You must try and see
the humorous side of it. It’s like a game
of hide-and-seek all over the globe. Or
that game of ‘Post’ we used to play in the
nursery. When ‘General Post’ was called
out, everybody changed places with every-
body else. One corner of the room was
Constantinople. and another was Calcutta,
and you rushed across.”

[ wish it were only a room between
us.” sighed Mrs. Boxall,

She took her friend’s advice, however,
and wrote to her husband, explaining
everything. She told him exactly by what
steamer, on what day she would leave,
and added—*‘Before you receive this, I
hope to be well on my way home, for the
last time. Iam telegrapﬁing tosay I am
coming.”

She did telegraph, one word only, got
from Dixon'’s Code, which she knew her
hushand used. And leaving word with her
friend that in case any telegram from Eng-
land arrived for her, it was to be sent on
to meet her at Aden, she started in not
such very bad spirits on what she trusted
would be her final tour across the Indian
Ocean.

Mr. Boxall’s state of mind, meanwhile,
was not enviable. He had fully expected
that his ‘‘Bucephalus” telegram would
bave kept his wife in England, and bis
disgust at finding her flown back to Japan
may be imagined.

However, it was fortunate that he had
arrived just then, because only two days
atter landing he heard of an excellent po-
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sition as headmaster ot a small but vener-:
able grammar school in the north of Eng- '

land. In a week more he bad sent in his
testimonials, and soon after heard that he
had been appointed. He at once tele-
graphed out to his wife in Japan. The
missionary’s wite did as she had promised
and— Mrs. Boxall having left a fortnight
betore—forwarded the dispatch to Aden,
to await the steamer homeward bound.

Now on that steamer Mrs. Boxall was
enjoying herself much more than she had
expected to do, owing to the presence on
board of a delightful Australian judge and
his wife, who were on their way to England
and who proved most kind and sympa-
thetic. The judge said that he had never
heard of such an exiraordinary game of
cross purposes: his wife said that Mrs.
Boxall must sit next to them at every
meal, and consult them about everything,
and not mope.

At Aden the telegram was duly handed
to her. It had two words this time—*‘Ec-
centricity, Bohemia.” The mere sight of
the document filled her soul with trepi-
dation, and she rushed off for advice to
her good friends the Australian couple,
who were fanning themselves vigorously
under the awning, seated on deck chairs.

“Don’t distress yourself at all,” said the
judge. “T'll see what the words mean for
you. I have a Code-book in my port-
manteau.” And he marched off at once to
unearth it. In a few minutes he came
back.

“*This is what it means,” said the judge;
“I'm afraid it’s not exactly what you want :
‘T am coming. Wait till I arrive.’—I've
copieu it out of the book, so there can be
no mistake.”

“‘Coming where ? Arrive where ?” ask-
ed Mrs. Boxall, breathlessly.

“Well—um,” stammered the judge,

It looks as if it must mean that your
husband is coming out to where you were,
that is Japan. I'm afraid it must mean
that. Clara, catch her.”

But his wife was too late, for Mrs. Box-
all bad already subsided on the deck.

If anytbing could have lessened the eff-
ect of this new shock, it would have been
the sympathy lavished on her, first by the
judge and his wife, and then by nearly
everybody on board who heard the story.

Ty e i .

*‘You must return instantly to Japan,”
said the judge. *‘It’s the only course
open to you. Your husband is going
there and you'll probably arrive abont the
same time. It's lucky you haven't got
further than Aden.”

“But if he is going out, why should I
not wait here for him ?” pleaded poor dis-
traught Mrs. Boxall.

“He may be going out the other way—
through America.”

Finally she decided to do as the judge
advised. But first of all she wrote her
mother a long letter, in which she declar-
ed she was certain that she would never see
her husband again. The judge’s wife had
promised to visit Kensington and call upon
that lady directly she arrived in London.
With an inexpressibly heavy heart Mrs.
Boxall left the steamer, stayed two days
at a baking hotel at Aden, and then caught
a P. and O. steamer to Hong-Kong, whence
she could get a passage to Japan.

Behold her, theretore, about a month
later, by an almost inconceivable series
of misunderstandings, arrived once more
at the port of Nakamouri—which she had
twice already abandoned, as she thought for
good. :

No kindly professor loomed on the quay.
The rain descended in sheets, She drove
to the missionary’s house only to find that
his wife had left for Kurope. She needed
the face of a friend, and she drove on at
once to Protfessor Wildman’s abode, and
asked to see him, though he was a bache-
lor. Necessity knows no proprieties.

Astonishment and consteration are poor
words to express the feelings with which
the professor beheld Mrs. Boxall once
again.

«‘But—Dbut,” he said, without waiting to
shake hands, ‘did you not get the tele-
gram that was sent on to Aden ? Mrs. Car-
ter, old Carter’s wife, you know, distinct-
ly told me that she had forwarded it.”

“Yes—and it meant that my hnsband
was coming out to Japan,”

«No—it meant that yon were to join
him in England.”

«()h— Bohemia!” was all that Mrs. Box-
all could ejaculate betore fainting dead
away, Mr. Wildman's inexpressivle disgust.

The first words she uttered when she
came to were :

«But the judge looked it up in the Code
himself.”

“What judge?” asked Mr. Wildman.
“Whoever he was he made a complete
mistake.”

An awful idea flashed upon her brain.
Could the judge and his wite have been
deceiving her?

The professor had recovered from his
first astonishment ; the reaction had set in,
and he had now relasped into gloom.

+I've heard from your husband—a letter
—he’s a lucky fellow. He has a firstrate
English berth now. Wish I had.”

This was the first that Mrs. Boxall had
heard of the appointment, and she was too
utterly depressed to care to ask whatit was.
She drove off to an hotel, and decided on
the very best course she could possibly
nave adopted. She would not stir from
where she was until she had a letter from
her husband, giving her full directions
what to do and where to go. She would
trust to enigmatic telegrams no longer.

The protessor when he heard of this res-
olution strongly approved.

“It's like aman losing a dog in the
street,” he remarked. *‘The best way to
find it 18 not to go bunting for it, but to
stay where he 1s. Sooner or later the dog
comes back. And sooner or later you will
have a letter from Boxall.”

It was later rather than sooner, but it
came at length, in response to one sent
home by his distracted wife. When it
came it cheered her wonderfully. She
expected it to be filled with reproaches
for all the money she had spent. On the
contrary it expressed greatest sorrow for
her misiortunes ; what blame there was
he reserved for himself.

“Those friends you made on the ship,”
he wrote, ‘‘the Australian judge and his
wife, called on me and explained the
whole thing. The words I telegraphed,
‘Eccentricity, Bohemia,” mean in Dixon’s
Code ‘I have got appointment; come at
once.’ Unfortunately the judge used
Tweedie’s Code instead, and forgot there
was any other in existence ; and it so hap-
pened that in Tweedie’s Code the same
words mean ‘I am coming ; wait till I ar-
rive.” That was how you were sent back
from Aden to Japan, when I was expect-
ing you every day in England. I must
say that the judge was deeply cut up
about his mistake. He says he shall never
forgive himself, and insists that he must
pay all the extra expenses you have been
put to. He is a brick, and is sending his
two boys to my school. Even your mother
calls him a most polite man, outwardly ad-
ding, ‘too polite to be quite genuine, I
fear.’ The heart has been rather trouble-
some of late. I long to show you my
school ; such a delightful house, in a pic-
turesque moorland country.”

Then he went to say that Mrs. Boxall
might make herself quite easy about her
boy and girl, who were perfectly well.
He himself was not obliged to take up his
appointment for four months longer. So
he proposed, as some consolation after all
their troubles, that they should meet halt
way, and enjoy a pleasant trip home to-

ether. She must do exactly as he told

er, and then they would be sure
to meet. He would start from Liverpool
in a month’s time from the despatch of his
letter tor Aden, and she must leave Japan
for the same place as soon as she received
it. He addeg, ““Aden will be so new to
both of us.”

“Oh, I shall see him again!” she ex-
claimed, with happy tears in her eyes.
«But his writing has not improved; and I
did not know any steamer for the Mediter-
ranean started from Liverpool; but he is
sure to judge best. And that Aden being
sonew to us is evidently a joke. The
hateful oven! I know it by heart.”

It was well that she had this transient
gleam of happiness ; that all the way back
to Aden her heart was full of blisstul ex-
pectations ; because—-But it now becomes
necessary to shift the scene to another
steamer. ploughing the Atlantic waves be-
tween England and America, at a date
three months after Mrs. Boxall's farewell
to Japan.

Nobody who has followed that lady’s
strange adventure so far, will be surprised
to hear that Mrs. Boxall was a passenger
on the Atlantic steamship! It had come
about thus. For three weary weeks she
had waited for her husband at Aden.  But
he came not. In desperation she at lenﬁth
hurried on to England, again startling her
mother almost into her grave by her sud-
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den and violent appearance in the Kensing-
ton drawing room.

Then it had all come out. Mr. Boxall
wrote what 1s called a ‘running hand.”
And what his wife had read as instruc-
tions to meet him ac Aden was in reality
a’pressing nvitation to her to share a home-
ward journey from Ogden, U.S. A., the al-
ternative route to England for visitors from
Japan.

“He said it was so near Salt Lake City,
you know,” explamned her mother. ““‘And
he wanted to go and see the Mormons.”

*“The Mormons!” exclaimed his wite.

“Yes, my dear. It's very suspicious,”
replied her mother, whose heart did not
admit of too tavorable an estimate of any-
one.

The only satistaction that Mrs. Boxall
did receive at Kensington, was in hearing
from her mother something else that had
been said by Mr. Boxall just before he
started.

It by chance 1 don’t meet her at Ogden,
I shall simply stay there till she comes,” he
had announced.

“Very well, then,” she thought. ‘My
obvious duty is to go out to him there and
bring him home. After all, it is only
about half the distance to Japan. Only a
quarter round the world this time,” she
said to herselt with a deep sigh. And
that was how she came to be on that Trans-
atlantic steamer’s deck in that month of
October.

She longed tor the ship to fly through
the waves. If it deserved its name of
greyhound, why did it mind head winds,
which prevailed to an exasperating extent ?
To add to her legitimate grievances, when
within one day’s steam of New York a
terrific gale was encountered.

It lasted the whole of one day, and blew
itselt out by nighttall. Then there followed
two of the worst accompaniments of a sea
vovage—a heavy swell and a thick fog.

he engines were reduced to half speed.
Mrs. Boxall had only just gone to her cabin,
late at night, when she was flung to the
ground by what seemed an invisible hard
stretched out to assail her.

A terrible crashing, rending noise was
heard ; then the rushing about of hasty
footsteps on the deck abeve her, with shout-
ing. She raced on deck amid screaming
lady passengers, to find that the boats
were being lowered ! The mist was lifting,
and the bﬁck kull of another vessel could
be seen close at hand, with its row ot port-
hole lights.

There has been a collision in mid-sea
between two mighty liners, neither of
which lived and floated for more than an
hour after the shock. Fortunately there
was no crowd of passengers, and before
long every soul on the steamer that carried
Mrs. Boxall had been got without accident
into the boat.

On the other steamer all was hurry, for
she was settling down fast. No more than
four boat loads had been safely launched,
when she gave a plunge forward, then
reeled sideways, and with lights still burn-
ing and funnels still smoking, disappeared
hissing beneath the waves.

An awful mowentary silence followed.
Then shouts and screams were heard from
the water on all sides. The boats already
afloat rescued many a drowning sailor and

assenger from death, That which carried

Irs. Boxall and her fortunes had already
& dangerously large number on board,
when a poor wretch was seen close by
clinging to a spar, almost exhausted. The
sailors looked at each other and shook
their heads.

““Ob, save him!” cried poor little Mrs.
Boxall, wringing her hands.

“Jt must be the last, then!"” said the
mate, and pulled the man in over the gun-
wale. Mrs. Boxall caught one -glimpse
of his face. screamed, then swooned help-
lessly away.

It was her husband ! Strengthless. halt
unconscious, numbed, and dripping—but
still Mr. Boxall. He woul«f) not have
been there had he not repented of his res-
olution to stay at Ogden for an indefinite
time, and decided on hurrying home to
England instead.

And to this day Mrs.Boxall can bardly
be brought to look upon that collision as
a disaster, although several persons per-
ished in it, and it was a whole day betore
the boats were picked up; for without it,
she solemnly believes that she would never
have beheld her husband’s countenance
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Valuable treatise and two bottles of medicine
any Sufferer. Give E and Post Office address. T. A,
SLOCUM & €O, 186 West Adelaide Street, Foronto, Ont.
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MRS. FISHER.

A Splendid Remedy.

Sirs. —I think it my duty to make known the
great benefit I received from B.B. B I was
troubled with constipation and debility, and
used three bottles of Burdock Blood Bitters,
which relieved me from suffering. I esteemn this
splendid remedy above all others and recom-
mend it to all suffering from constipation.

MRS. E. FISHER, Brantford, Ont.

Take B. B. B.

Drink
Montserrat

¥ Lime

A dash of Mont-
serrat Lime Fruit
Juice improves
any temperance
or alcoholic drink.

s+ - Juice.

Nothing equal to it as a wholesome,

Fruit

cooling, refreshing, invigorating drink for
HOT WEATHER.

Canadian Express Co.,

General Express Forwarders, Shipping
Agents and Custom House Brokers.

Forward Merchandise, Money and Packages of
every description; collect Notes, Drafts, Accounts
and Bills, with goods (C. O. D.) throughout the
Dominion of Canada, the United States and Europe.

Special Messengers daily, Sunday excofted. oever
the Grand Trunk, Quebec and Lake St. John, Que-
bec Central, Canada Atlantic, Montreal and Sorel,
Napanee, Tamworth and Quebec, Central Ontario
and Consolidated Midland Railways, Intercolonial
Railway, Nothern and Western Railway, Cumber-
land Railway, Chatham Branch Railway, bteunlhlp
Lines to Digby and Anappolis and arlottetown
and Summerside, P. E, I., with nearly 600 agencies-

Connections made with responsible Express Com-

anies covering the Eastern, Middle, Southern and

estern States, Manitoba, the Northwest Territor-
jes and British Columbia.

Express weekly to and from Europe via Canadian
Line of Mail Steamers.

Agency in Liverpool in connection with the for-
w.sr&ing h::o&eln of (iinriait Brltdln sund the oonqﬁnm

Aﬁnu verpool, Montreal, Que
and Portland, Maine

Goods in bond promptly attended to and forwarded

with despatch.
Inveices required for s from Canada, United
States or Europe, and ve

rsa.
. '. ““ "
H.C. CREIGHTON, Ass. Supt. it A




