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“ And yet she’s sharp enough in most
things."”

“5he’s acting on the old man’s orders,
1 suspect.”

, ;' Probably so. What a hypocrite he
5 w

“ What about the Patent Ozone Com-
pany ? " queried Dick.

“As ‘bogus’ as several of the other
concerns he is mixed up with.”

“ Dempsey and Dyson have both prom-
ised to invest,"

“Do them good to burn their fingers
for once. Make them more wide-awake
for the future.”

“Do you wish me to invest?™ asked
Dick.

“You may do so,” replied Frank, “to
the extent of a couple of thousands.”

* But you will lose your money.”

“We must delay giving the cgﬁque for
a few days. Meanwhile —"

“Yes — meanwhile 2

*The crisis may come. I'm going to
put Pebworth to the proof before many
days are over,"

“ To the proof? *

“1f he's the rogue T suspect him to be,”
said Frank, “he will succumb to the
temptation I shall put before him; and
then, woe be to him ! ¥

“But if not# 7

“ In that case, he will denounce me as
a rogue, and advise you to have me kicked
out of the house.”

* And then will come the crisis ? "

“E:n{:t]*:"

“ | shan't be sorry,” said Dick whimsi-
cally, and drawing a long breath.

“\Why?

“1'm getting tired of the berth. There's
too much expected of a fellow. The man
who earns two pounds a week can afford
to R-e his Gwndmaster d, but the man with
-eight thousand pounds a year is eve
hud{;a slave.” X ]F [t i

“You must pay the penalty of the posi-
tion,” said Frobisher with azmile. po

“ Bother the position! say 1. Give me
impecuniosity and independence. Way-
land is by far and away too grand a place
for me. Before I have been here six
months, I shall be pining for my two-pair
back in Soho; for my old black meer-
schaum, my brushes and palette; and for
Polly Larcom to fetch me my stout-and-
bitter every morning at eleven.”

Dick rose, yawned, and stretched his
lanky person. * By-the-by,” he went on,
“that letter you handed to me this morn-
ing was from Bence Leyland., 1t had
been sent on from our old lodgings.”
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t i:lnd what does the dear old boy
say? "

“ Nothing of importance. Dest wishes
to you, of course, but apparently has not
heard of your fortune. Expects to
be in town in the course of a few weeks.
Was glad to see that notice in the Par
thenon of my picture in the Dudley Gal-
lery, and hopes it may be the means of
bringing me a customer,”

At tﬁis moment, a servant in livery
came up to Dick. " A deputation to see
you, sir, about the almshouses at Puddle-
combe Regis,” he said.

Mr. Drummond groaned. * This will
be the third deputation within the last
ten days.” Then turning to the servant,
he added: “Tell the gentlemen that I
will be with them in a few minutes.”

“What have you to be afraid of, man
alive ?” asked Frank with a laugh.
“ Promise them to give the matter your
best consideration, and get rid of them in
that way.”

Dick merely shook his head, and with-
out another word, marched off towards
tlime house with a gloomy and preoccupied
air,

Frobisher sat down on a farﬂtn-chair.
and drawing a letter from his pocket, he
read it carefully through for the second
or third time. His face darkened as he
read. *It was a happy thought to put
Mr. Gimp's muﬁdmtiafnierk ‘%’hifﬂea on
the track of my respected uncle,” he mut-
tered to himself as he put away the letter.
“ But the reality proves to be even worse
than 1 suspected; the shadows of the
picture are blacker than I thought they
were, And he would inveigle his sister’s
son — the nephew to whom he professes
to be so devoted —into the net in which
he has already enmeshed so many vie-
tims! O hypocrite! rogue and hypocrite !
Not much longer shall the blow be de-
layed.”

From The Leisare Hour.
SEETCHES 1IN THE MALAY PENINSULA.
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CHAPTER III.

IT is strange that I should have written
thus far * and have said nothing at all
about the people from whom this penin-
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sula derives its name, who have cost us
not a little blood and some treasure, with
whom our relations are by no means well-
defined or satisfactory, and who, if not
the actual aborigines of the country, have
at least that claim to be considered its
rightful owners which comes from long
centuries of possession. In truth, be-
tween English rule, the solid tokens of
Dutch possession, the quiet and indolent
Portuguese, the splendid memories of
Francis Xavier, and the numerical pre-
ponderance, success, and wealth of the
Chinese, I had absolutely forgotten the
Malays, even though a dark-skinned mili-
tary policeman, with a indi;:F, snake-like
step, whom 1 know to be a Malay, brin
my afterncon tea to the Stadt-haus! 5:'
them I may write more hereafter., They
are symbolized to people’s minds in dgen-
eral by the dagger called a £r4s, and by
the peculiar form of frenzy which has
given rise to the phrase “ running amuck.”
The great coco groves are by no means
solitary, for they contain the Zampongs,
or small raised villages of the Malays.
Though the Malay builds his dismal little
mosques on the outskirts of Malacca, he
shuns the town, and prefers a life of free-
dom in his pative jungles, or on the mys-
terious rivers wdi{:h lose themselves
among the mangrove swamps. So in the
neighborhood of Malacca these kampongs
are scattered through the perpetual twi-
light of the forest. They build the houses
very close together, and whether of rich
or poor the architecture is the same,
Each dwelling is of planed wood or
plaited palm-leaves, the roof is high and
steep, the eaves are deep, and the whole
rests on a gridiron platform, supported on
posts, from five to ten feet high, and ap-
proached by a ladder in the poorer houses
and a flight of steps in the richer, In the
ordinary houses mats are laid here and
there over the gridiron, besides the sleep-
ing-mats; and this plan of an open floor,
though trying to unaccustomed Euro-
peans, has various advantages. As, for
instance, it ensures ventilation, and all
débris can be thrown through it, to be
tonsumed by the fire which is lighted
every evening beneath the house to smoke
away the tnosquitos. A baboon, trained
to climb the coco palms and throw down
the puts, is an inmate of many of the
houses. The people lead strange, un-
eventful lives. The men are not inclined
to much effort except in fishing or hunt-
ing, and, where they possess rice-land, in
ploughing for rice. They are said 1o be
quiet, temperate, jealous, suspicious, some
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say treacherous, and most higoted Mus-
sulmen, The women are very small, keep
their dweﬂin%s very tidy, and weave mats
and baskets from reeds and palm-leaves.
They are clothed in cotton or silk from
the ankles to the throat, and the men,
even in the undress of their own homes,
usually wear the saromg, a picturesque,
tightish petticoat, consisting of a wide
piece of stuff kept on by a very ingen-
ious knot. They are not savages in the
ordinary sense, tor they have a complete
civilization of their own, and their legal
system is that of the Koran. They are
dark brown, with rather low foreheads,
dark and somewhat expressionless eyes,
high cheek-bones, flattish noses with
broad mnostrils, and wide mouths with
thick lips. Their hair is black, straight,
and shining, and the women dressitina
plain knot at the back of the head. To
my thinking both sexes are decided|
ugly, and there is a coldness and aloof-
ness of manner about them which chills
one even where they are on friendly terms
with Europeans, as the people whom we
visited were with Mrs. Bi

The women were lounging about the
houses, some cleaning fish, others pound-
ing rice; but they do not care for work,
and the little money which they need for
buying clothes they can make by selling
mats or jungle fruits. Their lower gar-
ment, or sarong, reaching from the waist
to the ankles, is usually of red cotton of
a small check, with stripes in the front,
above which is worn a loose-sleeved gar-
ment called a &adapa, reaching to the
knees, and clasped in front with gold, and
frequently with diamond ornaments. They
also wear gold or silver pins in their hair,
and the sarong is girt or held up bya
clasp of enormous size and often of ex-
quisite workmanship, in the poorer class
of silver, and in the richer of gold jew-
elled with diamonds and rubies. The
sarong of the men does not reach much
below the knee, and displays loose trou-
sers, They wear above it a short-sleeved
jacket, the Aaju, beautifully made, and
often wvery tastefully decorated in fine
needlework, and with small buttons on
each side, not for use, however, I have
seen one Malay who wore about twenty
buttons, each one a diamond solitaire!
The costume is completed by turbans or
red handkerchiefs tied round their heads.
In these forest kampongs the children,
who are very pretty, are not encumbered
by much clothing, specially the boys. All
the dwellings are picturesque, and those
of the richer Malays are beautiful, They
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rigidly exclude all ornaments which have
tthe likeness of anything in heaven or
earth,” but their arabesques are delicately
carved, and the verses from the Koran,
which occasionally run under the eaves,
being in the Arabic character, are decid-
edly decorative. Their kampongs are
small, and they have little of tﬁz ﬁregari-
ous instinct ; they are said to live happily,
and to have a considerable amount of
domestic affection. Captain Shaw likes
the Malays, and the verdict on them here
is that they are chaste, gentle, honest,
and hospitable, but that they tell lies, and
that their “honor " is so sensitive that
blood alone c¢an wipe out some insults to
it, They seclude their women to a great
extent, and onder ordinary circumstances
the slizhtest courtesy shown by a Euro-
pean man to a Malay woman would be a
deadiy insult, and at the sight of a man
in the distance the women hastily cover
their faces.

There is a large mosque with a minaret
just on the outskirts of Malacca, and we
passed several smaller ones in the space
of three miles. Scarcely any kampong
is so small as not to have a mosque. The
Malays are bigoted, and for the most part
ienorant and fanatical Mohammedans, and

firmly believe that the Englishman
whom they respect most is only a little
removed from %:ing “a dog of an infi-
del.” They are really ruled g}' the law of
the Koran, and except when the kali, who
interprets the law, decides (which is very
rarely the case) contrary to equity, the
British magistrate confirms his decision.
In fact Mohammedan law and custom
rule in civil causes, and the imaum of the
mosque assists the judge with his advice,
The Malays highly appreciate the manner
in which law is administered under En-
glish rule, and the security they eajoy in
their persons and property, so that they
can acquire property without risk, and
accumulate and wear the costliest jewels
even in the streets of Malacca without
fear of robbery or spoliation. This is by
no means to write that the Malays love
us, for I doubt whether the enfemte cordi-
ale between any of the dark-skinned Ori-
enlal races and ourselves is more than
skin-deep. It is possible that they prefer
being equitably taxed by us, with the
securitv which our rule brings, to being
plundered by native princes, but we do
not understand them, or they us, and
where they happen to be Mohammedans,
there is a gulf of contempt and dislike on
their part which is rarely bridged by
amenities on ours. The pilgrimage to
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Mecca is the great object of ambition,
Many Malays, in spite of its expense and
difficulties, make it twice, and even three
times. We passed three women clothed
in white from head to foot, their drapery
veiling them closely, leaving holes for
their eyes. These had just returned from
Mecea. .

The picturesqueness of the drive home
was much heightened by the darkness
and the brilliancy of the fires underneath
the Malay houses, The great grey buf-
falo which they use for various purposes
— and which, though I have written grey,
is as often pink —has a very thin and
sensitive skin, and is almost maddened
by mosquitos; and we frequently passed
fires lighted in the jungle, with these sin-
gular ieasts standing or lying close to
them in the smoke, while Malays in red
sarongs and handKerchiefs, and prett
brown children scarcely clothed at all,
lounged in the firelight. Then Chinese
lamps and lanterns, and the sound of
what passes for music; then the refine-
ment and brightness of the government
bungalow, and at ten o'clock my chair
with three bearers, and the solitude of
the lonely Stadt-haus.

Malacca fascinates me more and more
daily., There is, among other things, a
medizvalism about it. The noise of the
modern world reaches it only in the faint-
est echoes ; its sleep is almost dreamless,
its sensations seem to come out of books
read in childhood. Thus, the splendid
corpse of a royal tiger has been brought
in in a buffalo-cart, the driver claiming
the reward of fifteen dollars, and its claws
were given to me, It was trapped only
six miles off, and its beautiful feline body
had not had time to stiffen. Even when
dead, with its fierce head and cruel paws
hanging over the end of the cart, it was
not an object to be disrespected. The
same reward is offered for a rhinoceros,
five dollars for a crocodile (alligator?),
and five dollars for a boa-constrictor or
python, Lately, at five in the morning,
a black tiger {panther?} came down the
principal street of Malacca, tore a China-
man in pieces, and then, scared by a posse
of police in pursuit, jumped through a
window into a house, Every door in the
city was barred, as the rumor spread like
wildfire. The policemen very boldly en-
tered the house, but the animal pinned
the Malay corporal to the wall. The sec-
ond policeman, a white man, alas! ran
away. The third, a Malay, at the risk of
his life, went close up to the tiger, shot
him, and beat him over the head with the



SKETCHES IN THE

butt of his rifle, which made the beast let
go the corporal and turn on him, bat for-
tunately he had scarcely got hold of him
when he fell dead. The corporal is just
coming out of hospital, almost completely
paralyzed, to be taken care of for the rest
of his life, and the man who rescued him
has got promotion and a pension. A
short time ago a fine ;*nunﬁ tiger was
brought alive to Captain Shaw, and he
ordered a proper cage to be made, in
which to send him to England, telling
Babu, the “double hadji,” to put it into
the *go-down™ in its bamboo caze; but
the man lazily put it into the kitchen, and
in the morning the cage was found broken
to pieces, the kitchen shutters torn down,
and the tiger gone! There was a com-

lete panic in Malacca; people kept their
Euuses shut, and did not dare to go out
even on business, and not only was the
whole police force turned out in pursuit,
but the English garrison. It was some
days before the scare subsided, and the
people believed that the beast had escaped
to its natural home in the jungle,

A tropical thunderstorm of the most
violent kind occurred yesterday, when I
was quite alone in the Stadt-haus. The
rain fell in sheets, deluges, streams, and
the lightning flashed  perfectly blue
thmugE a *“darkness which could be
felt.” There is a sort of grandeur about
this old Dutch Stadt-haus, with its tale of
two centuries, Its smooth lawns sloping
steeply to the sea are now brilliant witl
the gaudy parrotlike blossoms of the
“ flower of the forest,” the gorgeous Porn-
ctana regia, with which they are studded,
Malacca is such a rest after the crowds
of Japan and the noisy hurry of China!
Its endless afterncon” remains unbrok-
en except by the dreamy, colored, slow-
moving Malay life which passes below
the hill. There is never any hurry or
noise.

. 50 had 1 written without prescience!
The night of the awful silence which suc.
ceeded the thunderstorm was also the eve
of the Chinese New Year, and Captain
Shaw gave permission for *fireworks ™
from 7 p.M. till midnight. The term
“fireworks " received a most liberal con-
struction. The noise was something
awlul, and as it came into the lonely
Stadt-havs, and red, blue, crimson, and

reenish-yellow glares at short intervals
ighted up the picturesque Malacca stream
and its blue and yellow houses, with
sleep, red-tiled mg and balconies and
quaint projections, and the streets were
traced in fire and smoke, while crackers,
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squibs, and rockets went off in hundreds,
and cannon, petards, and gingalls were
fired incessantly, and gongs, drums, and
tomtoms were beaten, the sights, and the
ceaseless, tremendous, universal din made
me imagine the final assault on a city in
old days. At 1 aA.m., every house being
decorated and illuminated, the Chinese
men began to make their New Year's
calls, and at six the din began again. Af-
ter breakfast the fovernur drove out in
state to wisit the leading Chinese mer-
chants, with whom he is on terms of the
most cordial amity, and at each house
was offered two dishes of cake, twelve
dishes of candied and preserved fruits,
mandarin tea (the price of this luxury is
[rom 25s. to 355 a pound), and champagne
from the finest Rhenish vineyards! At
eleven all the Chinese children came forth
in carriages shaped like boats, turned up
at both ends, painted red and yellow, and -
with white-fringed canopies over them.
These were drawn by servants, and in the
case of the wealthy, a train of servants
accompanied each carriage. It was a
silght worthy of a fabled age, The wealth
of the East in all its gorgeousness was
poured out upon these dignified and sol-
emn infants, who wore coronals of gold
and diamonds, stuffs of cloth-of-gold %Oru-
cade, and satin sewn with pearls, and
whose cloth-of-gold shoes flashed with
diamonds |

During the morning four children of a
rich Chinese merchant, attended by a
train of Chinese and Malay servants,
came to see Mrs. Shaw., There were a
boy and girl of five and six years old, and
two younger children. A literal descrip-
tion of their appearance reads like fiction,
The girl wore a yellow petticoat of treble
satin (mandarin color) with a broad box
pleat in front and behind, exquisitely em-
broidered with flowers in shades of blue
silk, with narrow box pleats between, with
a trail of blue silk flowers on each. Qver
this there was a short robe of crimson
brocaded silk, with a broad border of
cream-white satin, with the same exquisite
floral embroidery in shades of blue silk.
Above this was a tippet of three rows of
embroidered lozenge-shaped “tabs" of
satin. The child wore a crown on her
head, the basis of which was black velvet.
At the top was an aigrette of diamonds
of the purest water, the centre one as
large as a fourpenny-piece., Solitaires
flashing blue flames blazed all over the
cap, and the front was ornamented with a
dragon in fine filigree work in red Malay
gold set with diamonds. I fear to be -

5or
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thought guilty of exaggeration when I
write that this child wore seven necklaces,
all of gorgeous beauty. The stones were
all cut in facets at the back, and highly
olished, and their b-eaut{ was enhanced
E the good taste and skilful workman-
ship of the setting, The first necklace
was of diamonds, set as roses and cres-
cents, some of them very large, and all of
great brilliancy ; the second of emeralds,
a few of which were as large as acorns,
but spoilt by being pierced; the third of
Eearls, set whole; the fourth of hollow
ligree beads in red gold; the fifth of sap-
phires and diamonds ; the sixth a number
of finely-worked chains of gold with a
pendant of a gold filigree fish set with
diamonds ; the seventh (what they all
wore), a massive gold chain, which looked
heavy enough even by itself to weigh
down the fragile little wearer, from which
depended a gold shield, on which the
Chinese characters forming the child's
name were raised in rubies, with fishes
and flowers in diamonds round it, and at
the back a god in rubies similarly sur-
rounded. Magnificent diamond earrings
and heavy gold bracelets completed the
display.
Andy all this weight of splendor, valued
at the very least at forty thousand dollars,
was carried by a frail guman mite barely
four feet high, with a powdered face, gen-
tle, pensive expression, and quiet grace of
manner, who came forward and most win-
somely shook hands with us, as did all
the other grave, gentle mites. They were
also loaded wit Id and diamonds.
Some sugar-plums fell on the floor, and
as the eldest girl stooped to pick them
up, diamond solitaires fell out of her hair,
which were gathered up by her attendants
as if they were used to such occurrences,
Whenever she moved her diamonds
flashed, scintillated, and gave forth their
blue light. Then came the children of
the richest Chinaman in Malacca, but the
dear little gentle creatures were mother-
less, and mourning for a mother lasts
three years, so they were dressed in plain
blue and white, and as ornaments wore
only very beautiful sapphires and dia-
monds set in silver.

It must not be supposed that the Chi-
nese New Year is a fixed, annual holiday
lasting a day, as in Scotland and to a
minor extent in England., ln Canton a
month ago active preparations were being
made for it, and in Japan nine weeks ago.
It is a * movable feast,” and is regulated
by “the date on which the new moon falls
nearest to the day on which the sun
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reaches the fifteenth degree of Aquarius,”
and falls this year on January 22nd.
Everything becomes cheap before it, for
shopkeepers are anxious to realize ready
money at any loss, for it is imperative that
all accounts be closed by the last day of
the old year, on pain of a man being dis-
graced, losing all hope of getting credit,
and of having his name written up on his
door as a defaulter. It appears also that
debts which are not settled by New
Year's eve cannot therealler be recov-
ered, though it is lawful for a creditor
who has vainly hunted a debtor through-
out that last night to pursue him for the
first hours after daybreak, provided he
still carries a lantern!

The festival lasts a fortnight, and is a
succession of feasts and theatrical enter-
tainments, everybody's object being to
cast care and work to the winds. Even
the official seals of the mandarins are for-
mally and with much rejoicing sealed up
and laid aside for one month. On the
zoth day of the twelith month houses
and temples are thoroughly washed and
cleaned, rich and poor decorate with cloth-
of-gold, silk embroideries, rich artificial
flowers, plants, banners, scrolls, lucky
characters, illuminated strips of paper,
bunches of gilt-paper flowers, and even
the poorest coolie contrives to greet the
festival with some natural blossom. There
is no rest either by night or day, joss-
sticks burn incessantly, and lamps before
the ancestral tablets, gongs are beaten,
gingalls fire incessantly, and great crack-
ers like cartridges, fastened together in
rows, are let off at intervals before every
door to frighten away evil spirits; there
are family banguets of wearisome length,
feasts to the household gods, offerings in
the temples, processions in the streets by
torch and lantern light, presents are given
to the living, and offerings to the dead,
the poor are feasted, and the general din
is heightened by messengers perambulats,
ing the streets with gongs calling guests
to the different banquets. When the
fortnight of rejoicing is over its signs are
removed, and after the outbreak of ex-
travagant expenditure the Chinese return
to their quiet, industrious habits and fru-
gal ways.

Just as this brilliant display left the
room, a figure in richer coloring of skin
appeared — Babu, the head servant, in
his beautiful hadji dress. He wore white
full trousers, drawn in tightly at the ankles
over black shoes, but very little of these
trousers showed below a long, fine-linen
tunic of spotless white, with a girdle
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of orange silk. Owver this was a short
jacket of rich green silk, embroidered in
ront with green of the same color, and
over all a pure white robe falling-from the
shoulders. The turban was a Mecca tur-
ban of many yards of soft white silk,
embroidered in white silk. It was diffi-
cult to believe that this gorgeous Mussul-
man, in the odor of a double sancity, with
his scornful face and superb air, can so
far demean himself as to wait on “ dogs
of infidels™ at dinner, or appear in my
room at the Stadt-haus with matutinal tea
and bananas |

This magnificence heralded the Datuo
Klana, the reigning prince of the native
state of Sungei Ujong, his prin:i}:ai wile,
and his favorite daughter, a girl of twelve,
It had been decided that I was to go to
Sungei Ujong, and that I was to be es-
corted by Mr. Hayward, the superinten-
dent of police, but, unfortunately, I was to
go up in the Datu Klana’s absence, and
one object of his visit was to express his
regret. This prince has been faithful to
British interests, and is on most friendly
terms with the resicent, Captain Murray,
and the governor of Malacca, During his
visit Babu interpreted, but Miss Shaw,
who understands Malay, said that, instead
of interpreting faithfufl}', he was making
enormous demands on my behalf! At all
events, Syed Abdurahman, with truly ex-
aggerated Oriental politeness, presented
me with the key of his house in the
interior,

This prince is regarded by British offi.
cials as an enlightened ruler, though he
i5 a rigid Mussulman. His dress looked
remarlfabl_-,r plain beside that of the splen-
did Babu. He wore a Malay bandana
handkerchief round his head, knotted into
a peak, a rich brocade baju, or short
jacket, a dark Manila sarong, trousers of
mandarin satin striped with red, a girdle-
clasp set with large diamonds, and sandals
with jewelled cloth-of-zold straps. His
wife, though elderly and decidedly plain-
looking, has a very pleasing expression.
She wore a black veil over her head, and
her #abaya, or upper garment, was fas-
tened with three diamond clasps. The
bright little daughter wore a green veil,
wit% gold stars upon it, over her head,
and ornaments of rich red gold elabo-
rately worked. The Datu Klana apolo-

zed for the extreme plainness of their
ress by saying that they had only gust
arrived, and that they had called ge ore
changing their travelling-clothes. When
they departed the two ladies threw soft
silk shawls over their heads, and held
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them so as to cover their faces except
their eyes,

There are now fifty thousand Malays in
the British territory of Malacea,* and the
number is continually increased by fugi-
tives from the system of debt-slavery
which prevails in some of the adjacent
states, and by immigration from the same
states of Malays who prefer the security
which British rule afiords. The police
force is Malay, and it seems as if the
Malays had a special aptitude for this
semi-military service, for they not ouly
form the well-drilled protective forces of
Malacca, Sungei Ujong, and Salangor,
but that fine body of police in Ceylon of
which Mr. George Campbell has so much
reason to be proud. Otherwise very few
of them enter British employment, %real!}r
preferring the easy, independent life of
their forest kampongs.

The commercial decay of Malacca is a
very interesting fact. Formerly fifty mer-
chantmen were frequently anchored in its
roads at one time. Here the Portuguese
fleet lay which escorted Xavier from Goa,
and who can say how many galleons
freighted with the red gold of Ophir lay
on these guiet waters? Now, Chinese
junks, Malay prahus, a few Chinese steam-
ers, steam-launches from the native states,
and two steamers which call in passing,
make up its trade. There is neither
newspaper, banker, hotel, nor resident
English merchant. The half-caste de-
scendants of the Portuguese are, gener-
ally speaking, indolent, degraded with the
degradation which -is born of indolence,
and proud. The Malays dream away
their lives in the jungle, and the Chinese
are really the ruling population.

The variety of races here produces a
ludicrous effect sometimes. In the Stadt-
haus one never knows who is to appear —
whether Malay, Portuguese, Chinaman,
or Madrassee. Yesterday morning, at
six, the Chinaman who usually “does™
my reom glided in murmuring somethin
unintelligible, and on my not understand-
ing him, brought in a Portuguese inter-

reter. At seven came in the Madrassee,

abu, with a cluster of bananas, and after
him two Malays in red sarongs, who
brushed and dusted all my clothes as
slowly as they could — men of four races
in attendance before 1 was up in the morn-
ing! This Chinese attendant, besides
being a common coolie in brown cotton

* So I was told, but as the returns of the population
of Malacca were not furnished in time for poblication
in the Colonial Office List for 1852, this estimate cans
not be safely relied upon. — 15 L. B,
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shirt over a brown cotton pair of trousers,
is not a good specimen of his class, and is
a great nuisance to me, My doors do not
bolt properly, and he appears in the morn-
ing while I am in my Aofoku, writing, and
slowly makes the bed and kills mosquitos,
then takes one gown after another from
the rail, and stares at me till I pointto
the one I am going to wear, which he
holds out in his hands; and though I
point to the door, and say “Go!" with
much emphasis, I never get rid of him,
and have to glide from my Aelokn into
my gown with a most unwilling dexterity.

Two days ago Captain Shaw declared
that « pluck should have its reward,"” and
that I should have facilities for going to
Sungei Ujong. Yesterday he asked me
to take charge of his two treasured daugh-
ters. Then Babu said, * If young ladies
go, me go,” and we are to travel under the
efficient protection of Mr, Hayward, the
superintendent of police. This expedi-
tion excites great interest in the little
Malacca world, This native state is re-
garded as *parts unknown;" the gov-
ernotr has never visited it, and there are
not wanting those who shake their heads
and wonder that he should trust his girls
in a region of tigers, crocodiles, rogue ele-
hants, and savages! The little steam-
aunch “ Moosmee " (in reality by far the
greatest risk of all) has been brought into
the stream below the Stadt-haus, ready
for an early start to-morrow ; and a run-
ner has been sent to the resident to pre.
are him for such an unusual incursion
nto his solitudes,

Sempang Police-station.
(At the junction of the Loboh-Chena
and Linggi rivers, Territory of the Datu
Klana of Sungei Ujong, Malay Peninsuia.)

Jan. 24. 1 FM. Mercury, 87°

We left Malacca at seven this morning
in the small, unseaworthy, untrustworthy,
unrigeed steam-aunch * Moosmee,” and
after crawling for some hours at a speed
of about five miles an hour along brown
and yellow shores with a broad dark belt
of palms above them, we left the waveless,
burning sea behind, and after a few miles
of tortuous steaming through the man-
grove swamps of the Linggi River, landed
here to wait for sufficient water for the
rest of our journey.

This is a promontory covered with
coco-palms, bananas, and small jungle
growths. On either side are small rivers
densely bordered by mangrove swamps.
The frst sight of a real mangrove
swamps is an eveat. This wmangi-mangi
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of the Malays (the Riizophera mangil of
botanists) has no beauty. All along this
coast, within access of tidal waters, there
is a belt of it many miles in breadth,
dense, impenetrable, from forty to fifty
feet high, or as nearly level as may be,
and of a dark, dull green. At low water
the mangroves are seen standing close
packed along the shallow and mudd
shores on cradles or erections of their
own roots five or six feet high, but when
these are covered at high tide they ap-
pear to be growing out of the water, They
send down roots from their branches, and
all too quickly cover a large space. Crabs
and other shellfish attach themselves to
them, and aquatic birds haunt their slim
shades. They are huge breeding-grounds
of allizators and mosquitos, and usually
of malarial fevers, but from the latter the
peninsula is very free. The seeds germi-
nate while still attached to the branch.
A long root pierces the covering and
gTOWS rapid]iy downwards from the heavy
end of the fruit, which arrangement se-
cures that when the {ruit falls off the root
shall at once become embedded in the
mud. Nature has taken abundant trouble
to ensure the propagation of this nearly
worthless tree. Strange to say, its fruit
is sweet and eatable, and from its fer-
mented juice wine can be made. The
mangrove swamp is to me an evil mystery.
Behind, the jungle stretches out — who
can say how far, for no European has ever
penetrated it ? — and out of it rise, jungle-
covered, the Rumbow Hills. The ele-
hant, the rhinoceros, the royal tliger, the
lack panther, the boar, the leopard, and
many other beasts, roam in its tangled
twilight depths, but in this fierce heat
they must be all asleep in their lairs.
The Argus pheasant too, one of the love-
liest birds of a region whose islands are
the home of the bird of paradise, haunts
the shade and the shade alone. In the
jungle too, is the beautiful bantam fowl,w
the:possible progenitor of all that useful
race, The cobra, the python {f), the boa-
constrictor, the viper, and at least four-
teen other ophidians, are winding their
loathsome and lissom forms through slim
'_iut‘m:‘gle recesses ; and large and small aqﬂ
and monkeys, flying foxes, iguanas, liz-
ards, peacocks, frogs, turtles, tortoises,
alligators, besides tapirs, rarely seen, and
the palandok or chevrotin, the hog deer,
the spotted deer, and the sambre, may not
be far off. 1 think that this part of the
country, intersected by small, shallow,
muddy rivers, running up through slimy
mangrove swamps into a vast and impen:
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etrable jungle, must be like many parts of
western Africa. :

One cannot walk three hundred yards
from this station, for there are no tracks.
We are beyond the little territory of Ma-
lacea, but this bit of lapd was ceded to
England after the * Malay disturbances™
in 1875, and on it has been placed the
Sempang police - station, a four-roomed
shelter, roofed with aftap, a thatch made of
the fronds of the wipak palm, supported
on high posts —an‘idea perhaps borrowed
from the mangrove —and reached by a
ladder. In this four Malay policemen
and a corporal have dwelt for three years
to keep down piracy. “ Piracy,” by which
these rivers were said to be infested, is a
very ugly word, suggestive of ugly deeds,
bloody attacks, black flags, and no guar-
ter; but here it meant a particular mode
of raising revenue, and no boat could go
up or down the Linggi without paying
black-mail to one or more river rajahs.

Qur wretched little launch, moored to a
coco-palm, flies a blue ensign, and the
Malay policemen wear an imperial crown
upon their caps, both representing some-
what touchingly in this equatorial _E_l.mglt
the might of the small island lying far off
amidst the fogs of the northern seas, and
in this instance at least not her might
unlly, but the security and justice of her
rule,

Two or three canoes hollowed out of
tree-trunks have gone up and down the
river since we landed, each of the inward-
bound being paddled by four men, who
ply their paﬁdles facing forwards, which
always has an abnriﬁin look, those going
down being propelled by single square
sails made of verly coarse matting. It is
very hot and silent. The only sounds
are the rustle of the palm-fronds and the
sharp din of the cicada, abruptly ceasing
at intervals.

In this primitive police-station the no-
Jices are in both Tamil and Arabic, but
the reports are written in Arabic only.
Soon after we sat down to drink fresh
cocoa-nut milk, the great beverage of the
country, a Malay bounded up the ladder
and passed through us with the most
rapid and feline movements 1 have ever
seen in a man. His large, prominent
eyes were fixed, tiger-like, on a rifle which
hung on the wall, at which he darted,
clutched it, and, with a feline leap, sprang
through us again. I have heard much of
amokrunning lately, and have even seen
the two-pronged fork which was used for
pinning a desperate amok-runner to the
wall, so that for a second 1 thought that

L]

505

this Malay was “running amuck;" but
he ran down towards Mr. Hayward, our
escort, and [ ran after him, just in time to
see alarge alligator plunge from the bank
into the water, Mr. Hayward took a
steady aim at the remaining one, and hit
him, when he sprang partly up as if badly
wounded, and then plunged into the river
after his companion, staining the muddy
water with his blood for some distance.
Folice Station, Permatang Pasir.
Sungei hjung, 5 P,

We are now in a native state, in the ter-
ritory of the friendly Datu Klana, Syed
Abdulrahman, and the policemen wear on
their caps not an imperial crown but a
crescent, with a star between its horns,

This is a far more adventurous expedi-
tion than we expected. Things are not

oing altogether as straight as could be
gesired, considering that we have the
governor's daughters with us, who, be-
sides being very precious, are utterly
unseasoned and inexperienced travellers,

uite unfit for “roughing it.” For one
thing, it turns out to be an absolute neces-
sity for us to be out all nigiht, which I am
very sorry for, as one of the girls is suf-
fering from the effects of exposure to the
intense heat of the sun.

We left Sempang at two, the Miss
Shaws reeling rather than walking to the
launch. 1 cannot imagine what the mer-
cury was in the sun, but the copper
sheathing of the gunwale was too hot to
be touched. Above Sempang the river
narrowed and shoaled rapidly, and we had
to crawl, taking soundings incessantly,
and occasionally dragging heavily over
mud banks. We saw a large alligator
sleeping in the sun on the mud, with a
mouth, I should think, a third of the
length of his boedy; and as he did not
wake as we panted past him, a rifie was
loaded and we bLacked up close to him;
but as Babu, who had the weapon, and
had looked quite swaggering and belliger-
ent so long as it was unloaded, was too
frightened to fire, the saurian awoke, and
his hideous form and corrugated hide
plunged into the water so close under the
stern as tosplash us. Afterthis alligators
were 50 cominon, singly or in Emupa or in
families, that they ceased to be exciting.
It is difficult for anything to produce coa-
tinuous excitement under this fierce sun,
and conversation, which had been ﬂaf-

ing before noon, ceased altogether. It
was awfully hot in the launch, between
fire and boiler heat and solar fury. I
tried to keep cool by thinking of Mull,
and powdery snow and frosty stars, but it
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would not do. It was a solemn afternoon,
as the white, unwinking sun looked down
upon our silent party, on the narrow,
turbid river, — silent too, except for the
occasional plunge of an alligator or other
water monsier, —on Mmangrove swamps,
and uibong palms, dense along the river-
side, on the blue gleam of countless king-
fishers, on slimy creeks arched over to
within a few feet of theirsurface by grand
trees with festoons of lianas, on an infinite
variety of foliage, on an abundance of
slender-shafted palms, on great fruits
brilliantly colored, on wonderful flowers
on the trees, on the Hopa carnosa and
other waxen-leaved trailers matting the
forest together and hanging down in great
festoons, the fiery topic sunblaze stimulat-
ing all this over-production into perennial
activity, and vivifying the very mud itself,

Occasionally we passed a canoe with
a savage crouching in it fishing, but on
no other trace of man, till an hour ago
we came upon large coco groves, a con-
siderable clearing in the jungle, and a
very large Malayan-Chinese village with
mosques, one on either siae of the river,
houses built on platforms over the water,
large and small native boats covered and
thatched with aftap, roofed platforms on
stilts, answering the purpose of piers, bath-
ing-houses on stilts carefully secluded, all
forming the (relatively) important village
of Permatang Pasir.

Up to this time we had expected to find
perfectly smooth sailing, as a runner was
sent from Malacca to the resident yester-
day. We supposed that we should be
carried in chairs six miles through the
jungle to a point where a gharrie could
meet us, and that we should reach the
Residency by nine to-night at the latest.
On arriving at Sempangz Mr. Hayward
had sent a canoe to this place with in-
structions to send another runner to the
resident; but

The best laid schemes of mice and men gang
aft a-gley.

The messenger seemed to have served no
other purpose than to assemble the whole
male population of Permatang Pasir on
the shore —a sombre-faced throng, with
an alooiness of manner and expression
far from pleasing, The thatched piers
were crowded with turbaned Mussulmen
in their bajus or short jackets, full white
trousers, and red sarongs or pleatless
kilts —the boys dressed in silver fig-
leaves and silver bangles only, All looked
at our unveiled faces silently, and, as 1
thought, disapprovingly.
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After being hauled up the pier with
great difficulty, owing to the lowness of
the water, we were met by two of the Datu
Klana's policemen, who threw cold water
on the idea of our getting on at all unless
Captain Murray sent for us. These men
escorted us to this police-station —along
walk through a lane of much-decorated
shops, exclusively Chinese, succeeded by
a lane of detached Malay houses, each
standing in its own fenced and neatly
sanded compound under the shade of
coco-palms and bananas. The village
paths are carefully sanded and very clean.
We emerged upon the neatly sanded open
space on which this barrack stands, glad to
obtain shelter, for the sun is still fierce.
It is a genuine Malay house on stilts; but
where there should be an approach of
eight steps there is only a steep ladder of
three round rungs, up which it is not easy
to climb in boots I There is a deep ve-
randah under an attap roof of steep slope,
and at either end a low bed for a consta-
ble, with the usual very hard circular
Malay bolsters, with red silk ends, orna-
mented with gold and silk embroidery,

Besides this verandah there is only a
sort of inner room, with just space enough
for a table and four chairs., The wall is
hung with rifles, krises, and handcuffs,
with which a “Sam Slick " clock, an en-
graving from the Graplic, and some
curious Turkish pictures of Stamboul, are
oddly mixed up. DBabu, the hadji, having
recovered from a sulk into which he fell
in_consequence of Mr. Hayward having
quizzed him for cowardice about an alli-
gator, has made everything fnur very lim-
ited everything) quite comlfortable, and,
with as imposing an air as if we were in
Government House, asks us whea we
will have dinner! One policeman has
brought us fresh cocoa-nut milk, another
sits outside pulling a small punkah, and
two more have mounted guard over us,
This stilted house is the barrack of eleven
Malay constables. Under itare four guns
of light calibre, mounted on carriages, and
outside is a gong on which the policemen
beat the hours.

At the river we were told that the na-
tives would not go up the shallow, rapid
stream by night, and now the corporal
says that no man will carry us through
the i'(u ngle ; that trees are lying across the
track; that there are dangerous swamp
holes ; that though the tigers which infest
the jungle never attack a party, we might
chance to see their glaring eyeballs; that
even if men could be bribed to undertake
to carry us, they would fall with us, or

qe
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put us down and run away, for no better
reason than that they caught sight of the
“gpectre bird” (the owl); and he adds,
with a gallantry remarkable in a Moham-
medan, that he should not care about Mr.
Hayward, but *it would not do for the
ladies.” So we are apparenll stuck fast,
the chief cause for anxiety and embarrass.
ment being that the youngest Miss Shaw
is lying huddled up and shivering on one
of the heds, completely prostrated by a
violent sick headache brought on by the
heat of the sun in the launch. She de-
clares that she cannot move; but our
experienced escort, who much fears bil-
ious fever for her, is resolved that she
shall as scon as any means of transit can
Le procured. Heretofore, I have always
travelled * without encumbrance.” Is it
treasonable to feel at this moment that
these fair girls are one?

From Good Words.
ANTHONY TREOLLOFPE.

BEY MES. OLIPHANT.

THERE are no sadder landmarks, to
prove to us the progress we are making
through the afterncon of life, than the
graves that appear one by one in our way,
opening up at our very feet. In youth,
perhaps, we lose as many friends, but the
sensation is very different. Itis the im-

assioned grief of personal loss and suf-
Ferin , or it is the awe with which, out of
our gush of life, we witness that silent
withdrawal into the unknown, and cessa-
tion henceforward of all human sizht or
knowledge which is incredible till it hap-
pens, and even when it happens to an-
other, impossible to realize as likely for
purselves. Later we are more callous, yet
far more deeply interested. Our seniors
have gone, we stand in the position in
which our fathers stood, and it is our
comrades who go on disappearing out of
the ranks in which we all travel steadily
towards that conclusion which every day
comes more visibly to a measurable dis-
tance. We see the limit of our own hori-
zon as we perceive beyond it how, one by
one, our fellow-travellers pass beyond the

verge.

‘lghere has been in England for many
years no name that has been better known
that that of Anthony Trollope. Out of
the way, and almost closed to all outside
intercourse must that house have been
into which snmethinlgz from his hand did
not tell among the pleasures and expecta-
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tions of life, or furnish some material for
talk, and the drawing forth of individual
opinion. The creations of his fancy have
been to many of us like friends familiarly
known, We have discessed the actions
and the motives of those airy nothings to
whom he gave not oply local habitation
and a name, but many of the experiences
and dificulties of existence, with a warmth
and partisanship which ought to be ridicu-
lous from a common-sense-point of view,
but is not ridiculous at all, considering
that half the persons we meet in life are
less real and less interesting than these
beings of the imagination. In this way
the novelist becomes the acquaintance of
all the world, We are thankful for his
company not only when all is well with
us, but when we are sick or sorry, and
shut out less familiar friends, This is
true even of the Ennrer professors of the
art, but how much more of him in whose
works there was always a true reflex of
the actual existence in which he took a
manful share —not that of a scholar in
his study, but of a living and energetic
member of the society he described. Mr.
Trollope was no specialist, to use a word
which has not much acceptance with the
English mind, yet in literature has always
wiven its professors a decided advantage.
He was not a philosopher like George
Eliot, nor a humorist like Thackeray.
His mind did not concenlrate upon any
individual view of existence, nor was there
that relation between the different parts
of his work which some great novelists
have aimed at, We might almost say
that his selection of subjects was acci-
dental, and that he took whatever came
uppermost with a general sense of capac-
ity to deal with what he took up, rather
than a particular impulse within to search
into the depths of human motive, or to
discover its endless discrepancies and
shortcomings, He was a story-teller
rather than an analyst or moralist, al-
though no man ever took more pains to
show the way in which the mind justi
fied to itself a certain course of action.
Wherever he held his lantern there came
into lizht within its circle a little world, a
microcosm, with everything going on in
little which goes on at large in the uni.
verse. Spots that had been dim before
thus came into sight, all throbbing with
life and motion. When he did concen-
trate the light the illumination was worth
almost as much as the best, and Barches-
ter comes in many points little short of
the streets and booths of Vanity Fair.
But though he did not always do this, he
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was always capable at a moment's notice
of clearing a little plot around him from
out the undiscovered, and showing us
groups as animated, as restless in their
busy preoccupations, lnﬁnf and hating
and pursuing their personal objects with
the ease and unconsciousness of real life.

It would be vain to calculate what Mr.
Trollope might have done had he been
shut up, by nature and circumstances,
within one circle, and left us only the half-
dozen stories which embody the history
of Barset, with the more careful elabora-
tion which leisure and concentration would
have given. Qur own opinion is that
every artist finds the natural conditions of
his working, and that in doing what he
has to do according to his natural lights
he is doing the best which can be got from
him. But it is hopeless to expect from
the reader either the same attention or
the same faith for twenaty or thirty literary
productions which he gives to four or five,
The instinct of nature is against the pro-
lific worker. In this way a short life, a
limited period of activity, are much the
best for art; and a long peried of labor,
occupied by an active mind and fertile
faculties, tell against, and not for, the
writer. It is a sort of foregone conclu-
sion that the man who does little is likely
to do that little better than the man who
does much. Mr, Trollope has suffered
from this natural and by no means unjus-
tified prejudice. He has been discussed
since his death with a certain condescen-
sion and careless _praise, as if the industry
and regularity which were so conspicuous
in him, and which are so meritorious in a
moral point of view, were his chief quali-
ties. But those individual characteris-
tics have in reality no more to do with the
ﬁfmunds upon which a true estimate of

r. Trollope’s genius is to be formed,
than would have been the case had he
been idle and irregular instead, turning
day into night, and producing nothing ex-
cept under the pressure of the printer’s
devil at the door. We have all heard of
such in the history of literature, and curi-
ously enough the public mind is more dis-
posed to judge them favorably than itis to
acknowledge the claims of those who pur-
sue the literary profession with the same
devotion and steadiness which is neces-
sary in every other. We do not know
how to account for the caprice of the or-
dinary standard on this peoint. In every
other craft, however it may be dependent
upon the higher gilts, the close and con-
stant labor of the workman is put to the
credit of his work. Noteven the painter,

TROLLOPE.

the nearest parallel we can think of, is ex.
pected to wait for special inspiration or
damned with faint praise as * industri-
ous” and “meritorious,” because he
works a certain number of hours a day.
But up to the present moment this is still
the familiar thing to say of Mr. Trollope.
It might have been said of Scott, who, in-
deed, has gone through many phases of
critical disapproval on the same ground —
and in such company our story-teller need
have little objection to go down to the
judement of posterity.

What posterity may say seems a thing
of which no generation can justly judge,
few things in the world being more re-
markable than the way in which contem-
porary judgments are annulled, the lofty
abased, and the lowly exalted by the prog.
ress of time and the gradual consolidation
of human opinion. But we feel well as-
sured that the group of novels upon which
Mr. Trollope’s fame chiefly rests will sur-
vive as, one of the most complete and true
pictures of English life in our age, from
which our grandchildren may learn the
fashion of our living, The * Chronicles
of Barset ™ are more true to general En-
glish society than had they been devoted
to those impassioned and tragical imper-
sonations of human character which give
a higher poetic value to the works of one
of Mr. Trollope’s contemporaries, or to
those extraordinary renderings of a typi-
cal form of the lower life which have
made the fortune of another. The ex-
traordinary force of such portraiture as,
that of Rosamond in * Middlemarch,” or,
in still higher lines, of Tito in * Romola,”
detracts by its very grandeur from the
proportions of the surrounding groups,
which would be more than human were
they all capable of such heroic treatment.
In the same way, though with a wonderful
difference, Sam Weller and Mrs. Gamp
destroy the unity of any picture, by ab-
sorbing to themselves wieuever they are
present the attention of the reader, who
takes up the books in which they appear,
for them and not for any other qualities
in the tale. Thus both on the higher and
lower levels, these great writers, while
furnishing what nobody but themselves
could furnish, in the way of individual
creation, are less fair ancf' sound histori-
ans of English life in the general than
the man whose lesser genius produced no
such intense light, but shed an equable
illumination upon the secondary heights
and hollows, and set before us one with
another the great and small, the common
and the noble, the beautiful and the
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