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THE YARN OF THE BLACK RAND,

+ RY ANDREW LANG,

‘THE Munoris,' said my friend the Besch-comber, 'have
not leprosy muoch, bat they have & kind of ekin- disedse
that's not vary pretty. [ remember & yarn about that.’

* Tell na it, wa ssad. .

* It dida't happen to me,' said the Beach comber, with an
obvions and highly-honourable effort.  For a yarn is much
improved by being told in the Firat Parson.

‘No; it waamy old pal X it happened to,’ said the Beach-
eomber, mentioning s sawme with which many people are
familiar.

“T've read his book,’ I murmared.

t He didn's pot this into ke book, though there wre some
rather ram yaroa there too. However, this one he told me;
and I give it jnet aa [ heard it.’ .

40 1t was in April, 1849," said old X, *¢ that I waa staying
for anme weekn in the Hokianga distriet.”’

‘ What waa ha doing there 1

*Oh, he was & Judge in the Land Court, _lnd highly re-
spected in the parish, I can tell you. No tricks played on
himi. He wasa scber man, too.’

* An soher as & Judge—in the Native Land Coort,’ I sug-
ted. * Bat drive on, Jim !’
* Well, he had a cottage in the villuge, two rooms, and &
- Mrori sarvent ealled Piripi to Leep them clesn for him.
One evening ha came home rather tired, got hia smpper,
chatted with Piripi, lit his pige, and went into the inner
room, where he slept. He hadn's much of & bed—jost
eacking strotchod on two poles, snd & chairy he laid his
clothes on the chair, taraed in, and went on smoking. Ha
wasn’b rsicep, you see,’ said the Beach comber, anticipating
an objection.
¢ All right, let it be granted that the Pak—— that he
waa awake.' .
*Well, an be lay there smoking be felt something atirriog
in his bed, alongside of his right thigh. He thonght a ret
had gob among the blaokets, and he said, * I'll have you
direcily, my gentlemsn ' So he waited till it tooehed his
leg again, and then down he came with bia hand —ontside
the blankets. -Bot he was surprised to lind 1hat, bhough he
had got hold of it safe enough, he couldn't hold oa, it was
too strong for bim ; and 1han,’ said 1he Beach.comber, open-
ing his eyea very wide, * he felt a most awfol grip on his
right thigh ! He tore the blankets cown, and thare, pushed
thraugh the surfuce of the blanket, was a Black Hand—
long, minewy, and with a scaly skin, diseased, you know,
holﬁing on to bis thigh. He was g strong fellow ; he grabbed
at the hend with his right—conldn't tear it off Then he
laid hold with both hands, and at last worked himsetf
free. 'Then he set to work to poll the Black Hand snd
the forearm ug to bim ; but pull it he couldn’t | It was
pull devil, pull baker ; and slowly the Black Hand otrained
iteelf away from him end disappeared. Mind you, he

hadn't ealled ont all this time—he was too moeh abaorbad.
Then he yelled for Piripl, who was chatting with hia pala in
the verandah. Piripi ¢ceme in; bot X made soms excuse
sad rent bim ont. Then he lit ap again, bad a lung smoke,
turning it over in his mind, and fell asleep. The Riach.
comber panaed, and I thought his apeciote was anded.

*]1 know two atories very like that' I said: ‘ooe
happened to & man who was aleaping in & house whera an
oldPIullow was dying. My man took turow with a servant
in sitting up with the petient, and he was wakened one
pight just a4 you describe, only he didn’t see the hand.’

“ Nightmare ' said the Basch comher seeprically.

* Nightmars yourself ; [ dare say X was asleep.’

* Let me finiah Wy yaen ; there's more of it.  Next day
X goea into the outer room and finds Piripl very pouri—
solemn, miserable, you know. ** What's the matter 1” says
X. 4 (h, wir,” says Piripi, ** S0 and so (o Masori) has been
murdered near ue in the night." This was an old native,
who bad been working on s plot near by, and was found in
the morning with his baad battered in. X and Piripi went
to the placa, aud found the old fellow's dead body lying by
the bmroi & lictle atream, the skull knoeked to bits, nat
recognizable. But the long, black, sicewy, scaly hand was
the hand which hed gralﬁmd X by the thigh the night
before.'

¢ Tell that,’ I said, in perfect good faith, * to the Paychi-
cal Bociety.’

*If you wean the Marines,’ growled the Beachcomber
—— but I hastened to reassnrs him, for he ia & very power.
fol man. :

Still, X does not give this yarn in his printed book.

CHURCH FACES,

DY FLO JACKSON.

It is wrong, they say, to think your own thoughta in
chuorch, but somehow everybody doea it. When the sermon
ia long or tedious who can blame o8t These faces all round
ns, don't you maka bistories for them ?

That lovely face across the aisle, with noiding feathers
in her hoge bas, it belonge to'a dainty girl in dainty clothes ;
her handa are covered with ringa lying idly on her lap, her
solemn eyes ara fixed ou the common-place enrate up there
in the small stone pulpit. She munet have a hietory with
that perfect face ; if it has not slready come, then it wuet
come hereafter, rich and foll.

Down st the end of the choreh is another face, It also
kelongs to & girl, whe might bave been very lovely had the
world given her enough to eat all ber young life, Her bead
rests against the ¢old wall, shie is very tired. Bhe came in
late, and she does not hear any other words but those which
met ber on her entrance—* He bath filled tha huogry with
good thioge, and the rich He hath sent empty away."

Ii seems to ber the white.robsd choir have got -mnﬁ
somebow, for she is eertsinly very poor and how often ba
she been sent empty away in her sort life.  Sirangs, very
strange. There are sweet sounds, and the soft rustliogs of
well-dreased [ashiooable psople all about her. * The hangry
with good thioga." Her tired eyes closa, the corate drooes
on, she sleaps, she dreams, and as she dreama she amiles.
FPerbaps she is receiving her * good things." Foor soul.

Then other faces come ont of the loug agn ; thass near us
grow dim, the fashiooabls chuzch fades. We ars in one of
those old, qoaint, world-foreaken spota, the droning enrate
in lost, and the colonrless windaws of a whitawashad chnsch
are round ue, and ountside we can B&2 & suminsr trae,
nodding, uodding in the sunshine, & battertly ! ypping ahout
the panes, & bird far away up ia the sky, and an old, old
man'a faca smiling from the older three decker palpit, with
scrape of white hair round his dear old hatd head, and he is
talking to his rastie friends in the syaare pews below, and
his tones are quavery.

Should we sleep if wa could hear him agsin? I think
not ; bat he eleeps moundly now, they say, cutside the
eoulonrless windowns, under the nodding snmmer tres.

There are other faces in those pewa, the roay girl-face,
with smooth hair and old-time hat above her sunny eves,
demure and good by that other face, old and shrivelled, bas-
looging to her erandfather, lesning on his staff, with stead-
fast eyes fixed on the oaken pulpit. They nay she wandarad
awny, that the rosy face turned pale, the sunny eyas dim,
and her feet were weary of the dall grey atreets of tha boay
town before she sought sgsin the aweet ipnorant place, so
far from eity atcife, an1sab 0aca moare in the sjnire paw—
not by her grandad’s side, for he teo had gone to aleep out-
eide the coloarless windows. .

There was & womsn with & weary [ace among those facss
of the past. Her eyes wera heavy with watching, though
she was not old. She best her head av though her burden
were more than she could bear. The sun waa gay, the
elonds were white and few, the birds still asng n
there, aud after thab another face, with brown akin an
rough eurly hair, looked fixedly a% tha weary woman across
the aisle, but the saw him not, And we would tain eall to
het in the silence to look nver the side of the high pew at
those enrnest, watching eyes. Bnt when we are sorging
out into the glad air, those two linger near the old altar,
and the wearicess has gone from the tired woman's face.
We loave themn with the light streaming throngh that
colouriess window upon them, aud the shadow of the
muminer tree nodding, noddiog on the wall.

Ah! we are nobt thers, but hers, in the fashionable
ehurch, among the well-dressed psople, and the droning
curate lo silent. We gather onr scatterad senses together
and rise, faces pass u3, on they come ; each has ita historg,
bat it bides it well. We follow, the music is loud, heart.
breakiog, sweat. Not maoy stay to listen ; they are going
into the world, thesa facea ; they bave not time to think.

EAR

Mr. John L. Milton

Sewiar Surgeon
St.ohn's Huspiral for the Skin, dondon,

“ From time (o 1ime 1 have
tried very manyd ffurent soaps
and afterfive-and-twenty years
careful observation in many
thousands of case:, both in
hospital and private practice,
have no hesitation in stating
that none hive answered so
well or proved s¢ beneficial o
the skin as PEARS S50AP.
Time and more extendyd trials
have only served to ratify this
opinion which [ first expressed
upwards of teti years ago, and
to increase my confi-lece in
this admir.ble preparation.”

Soap Makers

By Specl Appointment

HER MAJESTY

The Queen

PROFESSOR

SirErasmusWilson

Late Fresnfrat
Rayat Collcge of Surgeons, England,

“The use of n good soap
is certainly calculated 1o pre-
serve the skin in health, 10
maintain its complesion and
tone, and prevent it falling
into wrinkles. PFARY is a
nanteengraved on thie memory
of theoldest inhabitant ; and
I'EARS SOAY is an article
of th.e nicest and most carcful
manuficture, amd one of the
most refresh’ng and arecalile
of Tl ws for 1he skin.®
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