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atte but itif we were left with

idtwit atje lawla andan officers destruction
would no doubt overtake these bodies

of olayclay before WOwe could leave the city
respectfully youreyoua

J T TANNER
CITY co

jn 20 1893

WAKEMANS wanderings

PARIS jan 7 1893 british pen-
sioners inin old chelsea hospital london
whenhen desiring to be particularly sarcas-
tic regarding the quality of their food

wv that every sheep killed for chelseaisy
lasbos nine brea sties I1 that is somehow
fee 0officers messes secure all the legsrof mutton while the pensioner privates

thete ribs and brisketsbriskets how-
ever
getget only

this may bethee the record isis for long

lifeiffe to the pensioner after he enters this
noble monument to the generosity of

nell gwynne there is one old
Cpretty
fellowlowty william merrillmerall late 0of the aist
bot who has seen over forty years
actual service in the british army and
who has been a pensioner at chelsea for
nearly a quarter of a century he is

tiowsow Um his ninety third year and isis not
dahr as spry as many youths of twenty

bfbathehe also enjoys a peculiar distinction
liehe has been chased so Chelseans re-

late more miles by irate thomas car
weje than by any foe afield these gay
addh pensioners haunt the shadowy lanes
imdaad avenues of chelsea for new larking
grounds at public houses or for grateful
Sossi with glib tongued hous-
es and ancient uncle william

decided fondness for a redformed a
cheekescheeked serving woman employed at 24

5
great cheyne row the

bowe of the great philosopher and scold

unclenincie williamWilliani took upP his station
unalunabashedbashed at carlyles house area rail
inehg until the grizzigrizzleded author of sartor
Res artus could stand it no longer he
westwent down to him and expostulated
the british son of mars answered in no

humble spirit beside himself with tagerage
carlyle grabbed his walking stick and
chased uncle william to the very hos-
pital bounds the next day serene and
aevin the pensioners was found in his
accustomed place carlyle sallied forth
again thereafter until the housemaid

im givenven her wages and a character
these daily retreats and pursuits were

as piratinginspiritingins scenes to chel
ieanseans we could almost set our clocks
by them related one good old lady

kadnd I1 often thought it was fine exercise
buthboth for uncle william and carlyle
at als

v various wanderings inm southern
erwand northern spain I1 have come
aarone a folk who according to the
superstitious belief ofloftherther peasantry
attheof the regions are regarded as butlaoutlawed
kotilis de barred from mingling with
aftodder humankind because ofof some old
long ago physical curse or taint placed
by devil leagued sprites upon their an-
cestorsce they live among the pyreneesPyre neesdarand A mountains and valley
countries both sides of them especially
in spanish galicia navarre huesca
serida and gerona in the french
hentes1 pyreneesPyre nees gascony guiennsGui enneva tboz and sparsely in brittany the
strange folk are called magots

the name isis derived from caniscams
Goth icus or gothic dog for a long
tane themethese people were confounded with
the cretins those rickety and
leprous dwarfs of northern spain and

southern france but the magots are
another folk entirely they have large
bony muscular fornsflims well shaped
skulls almost grecian noses fine blonde
hair blue eyes and fair pinky com
plexions with large but expressive
mouths and regular perfect teeth it is
believed that the magots descend from
the aryan gothsgoehs wherever they live
away from the pyreneesPyrenees in france or
spamspain these marked and shunned peo-
ple are variously called Cal liberts
jaquinsCa quinsins cacias and cabets for a
thousandand years they were superstitiously
avoided by all other inhabitants near
them

they were despised persecuted mal
treated regarded socially and legally
as outcasts and the superstition of
darker times attributed to them 11

manner of foulness they were believed
to be witches nu or raisers of the
storms and tempests the spanish besan
trtry called them every dark deed pos-
siblesiu was within their power theyposex-
haled noxious odors they bred pesti-
lences and epidemics they were com-
panions of cats and owls and could see
in the night like them they were com-
pletely and absolutely ostracisedostracized and
compelled to live alone 0orinin quarters
by themselves and in towns and cities
whenever they made their appearance
they were obliged to wear a scarlet cloth
that all others might avoid them down
until the seventeenth century it was not
considered a crime to kill a cagot if he
offended

perhaps it is the wizard witchery of
scott as poet and novelist perhaps the
radiant romance of all scottish border
land but you never tire of tender
Tweed vale and its sweetly floflowingwin
stream you are not the first to feel ththisis
the old monks loved the valley and
dotted the Tweed sides with splendid
monasteries their grazing ianlands wwereere
the richest their cattle the finest their
grain of the plumpestplum pest kernel their fruit
the sweetest in all britain tradition
has it that the fine old apple orchards
still standing here were planted by these

and sandaled folk that must
have been hundreds of years ago but
these rare old trees are bigbi gnarled and
gray enough for that blittlelittle hamlets
have grown up within and about these
ancient orchards weavers villages
they once were the clack of the dustdustyly
loom is now still but they are quaint
old nests housing quaint old folk who
have ripened and mellowed in ththeseese
sunny places along the tweed until
they fit into their orchard environment
as the orchards themselves blend with
the restful landscape

if you have wandered up and down
the tweed perhaps of hllall these brae-
side nests you have found Gottonside
by melrose the dreamiestdrea and quaintestquain test
leaving the glorious abbey to your right
you saunter along a shadowy road over
arched with scotch firs and beechesbeachesbee ches
cool and fragrant on the one side is
ancient st cuthbertscuthbertaCuthberts and a moss grown
mill and dam tiny fields with tidily
stocked grain rise in patches of yellow
gray and green on the other at the
end of the vista now and then flashes
the blue of the tweed then an old
suspension bridge is crossed above
and below anglers stand waist deep in
the river and a few carts are taking
gravel from its shining bed

A little farther on groups of old peas
ant women pausing now and then to
bless the Covenanters or boil a new bree

from an old scandal are cutting thistleswhistleses
and weeds with sickles at the waterside
these brambles will be dried to help
piece out the meager fuel in the near
winter days at the village edge the
road ends or rather blends into a score
of century beaten paths for gattonsideGatt onside
has no street each of its thatched
houses as if with a touch of scotch
obstinacy sets its face towards its own
liking but all have the tweed and its
songs just below them and every one
has its orchard enclosed with a yellow
or white sinuous wall huge as oaks
are these knotted old apple trees but
their well pruned branches are bending
even to the cottage roofs with such loads
of rosy apples that their
scarlet blendsends strangely with the red
tiles and gives the whole village the
appearance of a gorgeous cloak spread
upon the emerald of the hillsidehill side
when the blossoms are lush inin the
springtimespring time what a glory of color must
lie under the sun here inin old Gatton sidel

if men live inin the village your keenest
gaze cannot find them it is shopless
save where inin one little window sweet-
iesies of ancient make and flavor are
exposed it isis karklesskirkless and not but the
sound of the old abbey bell from a mile
awaaway at melrose disturbs the wondrous
quiet of the place all doors are open
voco all in scotland and you peer into
this cottage and that the incarnation
of sweetness and cleanliness but no
human is beheld here isis an old
schoolhouseschool house deserted and silent an
orchard was its playgroundplay ground but a few
sheep are grazing among its tender
grasses now

unconsciously you have begun to tip-
toe through the hamlet for it seems as
though even a foot talllall might break the
spell of silence and repose and you
pass on to reach the rouroughh1 I1

red road
that leads to the primevalbeval taforestrest beyond
but no here is such a quaint old cottage
that you halt againin something like an
arched front

agafromrom which rises a huge
chimney arrests your attention on
either side of the chimney is a tiny pane
of glass you peep into one and see
the oddest inglenookingle nook in all scotland
A huge arch sustaining the bowed wall
of the cottage and the chimney above
encloses a cavernous fire place at
chideeaeach side of this a settle of stone is built
in the bow beneath the arch the
panes of glass are little out looks from
this pleasant forfort lilaceilace of snuggery

opposite to the one into which you
are peering an old old woman is asleep
she has been knitting and looking and
dreaming out through the apple boughs
across the sunlight valley her white
old face is as white as her white old

mutch cap she had knit to the
middle of her needle and then fallen
asleep but her thin old hands hold
the needles UPuprightright and clenched as
though duty lasted beyond conscious-
ness and her cat has come to the oppo-
site settle to stare at the silent face as if
doubtful of the meaning when the click-
ing needles stoppedstooped this is the only
soul you have found in gattonsideGatt onside
among the apple orchards and their sun-
shine by the tweed

savans biganddig and peck away for rem-
nants of the castoffcast off shells of lost races
and ages in all the lands fringing the
mediterranean yet at carnacbarnac in the
very brittanybritany of brittany and at the
very threshold of europe are imperish-
able remains of the activities of people
and a time so remote that archaeologists


