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[PricE ONE PENNY.

THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WORLD.

How the two gitls got through their railway
journey they never quite remembered. Poor
Annie Steele sat wide awake, dreamily look-
ing at the landscape they were flying past, and

By ISABELLA FYVIE MAYO.
PART 11T,

vaguely thinking over the dull, monotonous
details of her life, over whose dreariness there
now gleamed a pale ray of that tender sun-
shine which always illumines the past. She
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A PLEASANT CHAT,

did not speak to Bell, whose dry, glazed eyes
and clenched, burning lips told their own tale.
Only once, when between station and station
they chanced to be alone, she put out her hand
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to clasp Bell’s, but Bell’s was hastily .vith-
drawn. Only for a moment. The next in-
stant it was outstretched and folded about
Annie’s. Bell was of too generous a nature
to repel sympathy, even when her heart was so
sore that its soft touch wrung it.

But when the girls alighted from the train
at Plymouth they felt as if they had awakened
from a troubled slumber. There lay the little,
wild, scrambling seaport town, full of hearts
which knew all about the pains of parting and
the aching longing of absence. And there
stretched the wide, sunny sea, and there was
the soft summer sky bending over it. Bell
stood still and drew a long breath.

«When one is out in the open air,” said
she, “it seems always as if there was time for
everything. I think God’s days are long, so
that” we can spare to lose sight of each other
for a little space, while we do our business and
Hist

They took a cab and drove straight to the
emigrant depot. Annie Steele winced a little
as Bell gave that address to the cabman,
but he received it with so matter-of-fact an
air that she felt her shrinking had been quite
unnecessary.

«He must have driven others not so very
unlike us there before,” pronounced Bell.

The dep6t was a huge building, situated in
a corner of the harbour, and enclosed by
gates. The girls’ hearts sank a little when
they found that, having once entered it, they
would not be permitted to leave it till they
embarked on the tender which would convey
them to the emigrant ship.

This they found would not take place till
Thursday, and this was Monday. One or two
of the lady emigrants had obtained this in-
formation beforehand, and had stayed with
friends in lodgings in the town; but others
of their party who, like themselves, had come
Trom 2 distance, like them also had taken up
their abode in the depdt.

There was nothing to be done but to make
the best of things, and the utter novelty of all
surroundings made some matters endurable
which might have otherwise been hard enough.
Despite the medical certificates already ob-
tained, they underwent another medical
scrutiny, and were then free of the establish-
ment, and at liberty to introduce themselves
to the community of which, for the next three
months, they would form a part.

A handsome, dark-eyed young woman, neat
in attire and pleasant in manner, looking
something like the daughter of a respectable
farmer or shopkeeper, came forward to meet
them, and saying that she fancied they ¢ must
belong to our party,” offered to introduce

em to the others, to show them the place,
and to ¢“explain things.”

<My name is Miss Gunn,” she said; I
come from Shropshire. I arrived here this
morning. Everything seems very queer at
first, but I suppose we shall soon get used to
it. And our party will keep together. It’s
not the tin pannikins and the cleaning-up
which signify much—it’s the company. I'm
afraid that some of it, not of our party, will
not be too select.”

«I suppose not,” said Bell. ¢“You know the
secretary never said there would not be hard-
ships, but only that we should encounter
nothing that a good woman need shrink
from.” -

«These are our beds,” announced Miss
Gunn, leading the way te a long room with
great windows overlooking the beautiful
harbour. Annie Steele gave an involuntary
grip to Bell’s arm. How queer and dreadful
these beds looked !—like nothing so much as
tiny ¢ four-posters” all stuck together, with
nothing but the posts and a narrow ledge to
separate them.

“You are lucky in being two friends,
Miss Gunn, with a comical grimace.
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we sleep two in a bed, and you two will keep
together. My bed-fellow to be has not arrived
5

«Why ! there are two rows of beds, one
beneath the other!”” exclaimed Annie Steele.

¢« Oh, yes,” said Miss Gunn, ¢ and I have
not yet made up my mind which is the greater
drawback : to have to mount on high when
one goes to one’s rest, or to creep into the
lower shelf and feel as if a mattress was coming
down to extinguish one. But hark, there’s
the bell for supper ! We must go down at
once, though I hope you are not hungry, for
we have always to sit waiting nearly half-an-
hour before the meal is served. We ‘mess’
ten at a table, but on board, they say, the
mess consists of only eight. One of each ten
is called the ¢ captain,” and she appoints two
‘butlers’ each day. I am one to-day. Of
course, we wash up and sweep the floors
ourselves ; that is the duty of the ¢butlers’
for the time being, and oh! the knives were
dirty to-day—dirty with ancient dirt—but we
shall have fresh ones when we go on board.”

«Js the matron here yet?” asked Annie
Steele.

«Oh, yes,” replied Miss Gunn.

« And of course she is kind and nice,” ob-
served Bell Aubrey.

« She is like a little cackling hen,’
Miss Gunn’s rejoinder.

«J don’t think our new acquaintance looks
on the sunny side of things or people,”
whispered Bell to Annie, for she felt by the
tightening grasp of Annie’s little hand that
her companion’s heart was sinking.

But Annie’s spirits were somewhat revived
by the sight of three or four nice girls who
came to their mess, and who, belonging to
their party, would remain their nearest com-
panions through their long journey. Of
course, even names, still less histories, could
scarcely be learned at first sight, but shrewd
Bell was not long in forming certain opinions
about these more interesting fellow-travellers.
There was the sensible, worn, rather weary-
looking spinster, Miss Wylde, who had
probably trodden other people’s staircases,
and sat at other people’s tables, till she found
the competition for even such humble de-
pendency waxing too strong for her, and who
was not so much going out to a new country
as being driven forth from the old one. And
there was Miss Thorpe, strong and countrified,
physically fit for the roughest farm service,
and yet with something of breeding and mind
that might well make her prefer the harder
life and higher chances ef a young community
to the pampered menialism and rigidly limited
range of an old civilisation. And there was
Miss Gunn herself, energetic and wiry, with a
suspicion of acidity and unrest, which might
have mitigated her friends’ regret in parting
from her. And there was the pale, pic-
turesque-looking person who called herself
«Agnes Perceval ”’ without prefix of Miss or
Mrs., whose voice was so low and sad, and
whose dark eyes seemed ever fixed upon some
vanished scene.

« Now, Annie,” said Bell, softly, as the two
walked up and down the little bit of the quay
which belonged to the depdt, “there is hardly
anything in our new life just now which has
not a pathetic and a comic side. We may
think of the pathetic one, but I think we’ll
speak of the comic one. Is it not funny to
find that our food is suddenly become
<rations’? I mean to send home all par-
ticulars about these rations, and then the dear
folks will be certainly convinced that we are
not starved. We cannot say we have a very
limited dietary either, Annie. It contains
everything necessary and wholesome, and
some decided luxuries. You see it includes
beef, pork, preserved meats, suet, butter,
biscuits, flour, oatmeal, peas, rice, potatoes,
carrots, onions, raisins, tea, coffee, sugar.

’ was

molasses, mustard, salt, pepper, watet, and
actually mixed pickles, and lime juice twice a
week | Do you suppose Christopher Colum-
bus had such fare? Why, Annie, I begin to
think that by-and-by everything will be
made so easy and comfortable for everybody
everywhere that there will be no chance for
heroism. I declare I am cheated out of my
dream of adventure. The molasses and the
mixed pickles detract from the glory of a
pioneer.”

And then there was silence, for Annie
could not altogether respond to Bell’s high-
hearted appeal. Rather too much of the
glory of hardship and adventure still remained
for her. Amid the constant shock of strange
discomfort she could not help building new
hopes that things would be better on the ship.

But after the day of embarkation had come
and passed, and they were all fairly on board,
when Annie ventured to resume a diary-letter
which she had promised Bell’s invalid sister
should be kept and forwarded home on the first
opportunity, and in which she had already
described the depdt, the first line she added
was :

«T have told you all about the dep6t—now
for the ship. It is very much like it—the
same four posters, with hardly room to move
down the one side that is not joined to other
beds. And we eat in the same room, cook in
the same room-—one room common to a
hundred girls, or rather some of them are
uncouth, rough Irishwomen. There are few
among our ‘mess’ who can take things as
bravely as Bell does, or even as I do, for
having her with me keeps me up. We are
now recovering from what was only to be
expected. Some of us are not well yet. Bell
was very ill at first, only I was not sea-siclk ;
only directly I went below deck the first night
the smell of the room turned me faint. But
the ‘rolling ’ of theship has no such effect. At
last we have got the place into something like
order. I have been down on my hands and
knees this morning, doing some honest scour-
ing—such a floor as I have never seen any-
where but in an Irish cabin. I am thankful
to say that ¢our mess’ are all once more on
their feet. We are a pattern of order. -You
never see waste in our quarter, and our tin
things are always clean. We have a farmer’s
daughter among us—Miss Thorpe ; she is our
cook ; and we had a very good tart to-day. So
you see we make ourselves comfortable in
spite of circumstances; in fact, after a little
sea air, we are rather oblivious of our sur-
roundings during meals. But this happier
state of things is only just beginning. The
coarse habits of some of the people during the
first few days were simply abominable. I
think many of us would have turned back if
we could, but it only seemed to rouse Bell’s
courage.”

A few days later Bell took up Annie’s pen
and continued her narrative—

¢« Things are looking brighter and brighter.
For about a week we ‘tipped it up lively,’
as some of the Irish girls sang, but to-day
we are becalmed. There are one or two
vessels in sight, «all like ¢painted ships on
painted oceans.” Oh, it is warm—and yet
we have been only one week on the water.
Our party are getting more sociable as they
get better, and we all feel we are having a
regular holiday. I bought a chair at the
dep6t, and to-day have been sitting with a
book in my hand, but did not read much. I
am all bruised from the knocks I got through
the rolling of the ship, and as we do not sleep
much at night, we cannot resist it during the
hot day. Though this is the matron’s sixth or
seventh voyage, she suffers from sea-sickness,
and is keeping her cabin still, though we are
all better. There are twe sub-matrons, one
an Irish girl, the other one of ¢ our mess’—both
very nice girls. Our party are in very good



favonr : when we send our dishes fo be baked
the ship's cook improves them, and the
officers are all most polite to us ; but the Irish
have a sort of league among themselves, and
are very jealous of everybody. They have
threatened to murder one of the sub-matrons
when we land. I must tell you something
about our doctor, who is always a very impor-
tant personage on an emigrant ship. Ours
is a jovial, amusing fellow, who calls us his
“seven and sixpences,” and tells us the fun-
niest little anecdotes, which we only half
believe. 'We all bother him to let us have
our boxes up, and he says the word ¢box"
will be found written on his heart, and tells
us of a man who came on board a vessel at
- Glasgow, bound for Sydney, and whose box
oot lost and could not be found during the
voyage. Whenever anything went wrong, or
any accident happened, that man always
shook his head and hinted that if he could
only have got at his box he could have re-
paired the damage, or done whatever service
was; required. . On arriving at Sydney the
famous box turned up among the cargo—
a box, says the doctor, 6 feet 4 by 3, and
anxious to see what a box so large and so
light (for it was light), could contain, he
stood by while its:owner opened it, and there
he saw—a hat, an old pair of shoes, and four
red herrings ! - This story is told to insinuate
what he thinks of our declarations that we
could be quite happy if we got our boxes. We
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are about the line now, and have only seen
land once, and that wasthe Cape Verde Islands.
I am to be ¢watch’ to-night; the duties are
to sit up helf the night, to give alarm in case
of fire breaking out or water coming in, to
shut the ports, if stormy, and keep the lights

burning. I have been ¢watch’ once already.
Next week I shall be ¢on duty,” which

means that I shall have scrubbing to do, the
washing of our mess utensils, &c. I had
rather my turn had come in a cooler part, but
I shall be glad when it is over. Annie has
kad her turn already, and got through it very
cheerfully. I think she is contented now. I
am really enjoying myself. There is a very
decent library of fiction on board, but the sup-
ply of fancy work to occupy us, of which we
were told, isa delusion and a snare. I am glad
webrought work of our own, but we might have
brought a great deal more. Ours is the only
‘mess’ that has not quarrelled; we set quite
an example of sisterly love and community.
The captain reads service to us on Sunday
morning, and in the afternoon fathers and
brothers visit their respective relations. We
have a dog, a canary, and two cats on
board.”

Later on, Annie Steele resumed the task of
reporter.

“On Friday last we saw a meteor. It was
like a flame of fire proceeding from a star.
The flame disappeared as the meteor shet
across the sky. It fell into the sea with a
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tremendcus thundering noise, that . taonght
would never cease. The heat in the cabin
keeps one in a continnal bath. As soon as we
are dowa there for the evening we put on onr
nightdresses, and find them more than suffi-
cient clothing. I must tell you about the
cleaning. Before breakfast we take out the
boards fiom the underneath beds, and scrub
the boards with dry sand and a heavy stone,
then sweep the floor. After breakfast, we
wash up, scrub forms, tables, cupboards, and
painted walls with soap and water ; then take
a kind of hoe and scrape the floor, sandstone,
and sweep, during which time you require to
take a towel half a dozen times to dry your-
self! We have had a little rain during the
last week ; very heavy showers—so refreshing.
The phosphorus at night is very pretty, and
the fish in a calm look like emeralds. Such
quaint groups of people as we see around us it
would take volumes to desciibe. We both look
at all your photographs every night, and——""

Here the letter broke off abruptly, and in a
rapid, large hand was added—

¢ Ship is just starting ! ”

There seemed to have been no tinie for any
last message, or for even a signature. Some
sudden opportunity had evidently been sud-
denly seized. When the letter reached the
Aubreys it looked travel-stained, bore no
postage stamp, but was charged only regular
postal rates, being marked ¢ ship’s letter.”

(Z0 be concluded.)

DECIMA’S PROMISE.

By AGNES GIBERNE, Author of “ Sun, Moon, and Stars,” &c.

CHAPTER XVII.
A VISITOR.

ECIMA was
something
of an enig-
ma, during
the days
following,
teo- her
Heidel-
bergire-
latives.
She would
permit no
allusion to

. hertrouble,
and did
her utmost
to hide that

trouble from the
eyes of all about
her. But Dessie
was not practised
in the art of con-

.cealing her feel-
ings.

indeed, rattle at meal-

She would,
times after her usual fashion, tell tales,
talk nonsense, and conyulse Allie with

laughter. These seeming fits of high
spirits were, however, transient. Em-
meline detected her, more than once,
making believe to read, with uplifted
book intended to hide the tears which
trickled down her cheeks; and heard her,
more than once, sobbing at night in the
next room to her own; and Dessie’s
face, when not forced into a merry set,
wore an expression of unhappiness.

Nothing could be offered in the way
of comfort, for Dessie rejected comfort,
and would not allow any allusions to the
cause of her distress. If Emmie ven-
tured on a word of sympathy, she was
met by a curt, *“ My dear Em, pray don’t
be sentimental’’; and if Mrs.  Fitzroy
spoke of little Hugh, Dessie’s hasty
answer was, ‘“I can’t talk about him,
please, aunt Laura.”

“1 do not want to go against your
wishes, my dear,”” Mrs. Fitzroy said, one
day; “but I must ask one question.
Have you written to Ella?”’

““No,”” said Dessie, almost fiercely.

“Not a line?”’

< No.l‘

““You ought, Dessie.”

felcanit?’

““ My dear child, you really must.
She will expect a few kind words, to say
the least. You would not wish to give
her pain, at such a time, by seeming
megleet.”

“I—can’?,”’ said Dessie.

“You need not say much. A few
loving words are all that are necessary.
Think of poor Ella, not of yourself, and
don’t put off any longer.”’

“1 can’t write,”” Dessieirepeated,
half-choked.

““Would you like me to write for you,
and give a message, to say how sorry
you are——"’

“No-—not "a word. I can’t, aunt
Laura. If you write, you mustn’t speak
of me.

Dessie rushed away, slamming the
door behind her 3nd leaving her aunt

in some doubt as to whether this were
grief or only temper.

Mrs. Fitzroy, wrote, however, and dis-
regarded Dessie’s injunction, which
Dessie certainly had no right to give.
The letter did its best to soften any pain
that might be caused by Dessie’s silerce,
speaking of her as a singular character,
but describing the apparent distress
under which she lived. Mrs. Fitzroy
asked Ella not to notice what she had
said, if writing to Dessie, and Dessie,
therefore, remained in ignorance of it.

Dessie’s mood varied frequently.
When not gay she was often silent
and constrained, and at times she
displayed a new and unwonted irri-
tability. Out of lesson-hours, gloom
alternated with reckless chatter; in
school-hours, idleness proved invete-
rate, and lessons were systematically
neglected. Miss Bruce reasoned and
remonstrated in vain. Onee Dessie
spoke out and said, ‘I caz’f, Miss
Bruce. One can’t work when one is
wretched.”” But she would not hear any
answer, and ordinarily Miss Bruce's
reasonings and remenstrances were met
either by a sullen silence or by pettish
responses, equally difficult to manage,
and equally bordering on impertinence.
But that Miss Bruce ascribed all this to
genuine unhappiness, and that she was
really sorry for Dessie, she must have
gone to Mr. Fitzroy with serious com-
plaints of his niece. As it was, she
determined to wait for a while, and to
try what kindness would do.

There had been some talk about a
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