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THE GREAT INUNDATION.

By W. W. FENN.
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WHAT “fact is stranger
than fiction ” is a very
old, saying, and whilst
we fully admit its truth |
it should not be for- |
gotten that fact very
often seems to imitate
fiction. That isto say,
we hear a story told of
some remarkable event
which is supposed to
have occurred long ago,
and soon after we have
heard the story, we
read in a newspaper of
some very similar event
which actually hap-
pened only the other
day. Itmayhavebeen
that the original story
was true, or was pure

fiction invented by its writer for our amuse-
ment. However this may be, whether it
was founded on truth or was only inven-
tion, certain it is, we are constantly coming
across real events which strangely resemble
something of which we have heard orread
before.  This circumstance possibly may
have given rise to another common saying,
which is, that ¢history repeats itself.”
Without, however, speculating too closely
on this latter point, I will illustrate what 1
mean by an example. A certain distin-
guished novelist wrote a long story which
turned upon a strange disappearance. A
gentleman wandered away from his house
into a forest of old pollard trees, many so
old that their main trunks had grown quite
hollow with age, and he was never-heard of
nor seen again. No one could tell what
had become of him for years and years
afterwards. At last some of the oldest trees
in the forest had to be felled. = When the
woodman laid his axe at the foot of one of

these and brought it crumbling and tumbling
down, lo and behold the skeleton of a man
was discovered in the hollow of the trunk.
From the evidence afforded by remnants of
clothing, and other less perishable things
such as a watch and chain, a knife, keys,
etc., which were found with the skeleton, it
was proved to be none other than that of
the unfortunate gentleman whose disappear-
ance had been such a matter of mystery for
so long. He was known to have had the
habit of climbing into the trees and of sitting
there reading in hot summer weather. It
is supposed that on the day when he was
missed, he had been so engaged, and in
moving had slipped down at the top into
the hollow rotten pollard trunk, and being
held there was unable to extricate himself.
Far away in the depths of the forest his
cries for help reached no human ears, and
wedged in there as he was, upright, the
tree’s trunk literally became his living grave
or coffin. His death must have been
miserable and terrible, and of course the
accident which cost him his life left no
trace, and hence all search for him was in
vain. - This, roughly speaking, was the
main incident of the fiction.

Now only a very few years ago, and long
after the above story was written, the
skeletons of two men were discovered in
the hollow trunks of trees exactly in the
same way—one somewhere in Germany—
the other, I think, in our own  Forest of
Dean. There are many other instances on
record which would illustrate my statement,
that fact very often seems to imitate fietion ;
but the one I have just given is sufficient
to show what I mean—and to show its
truth. I have prefaced the story I am
about to tell with these remarks because it
is also a striking illustration of the odd sor
of coincidence which frequently exists
between fiction and fact. . ‘That which I
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