“ His little stomach fitted better into the ump of boulde

PREHISTORIC TALES.

By
1L

TG and Zug had been very happily

) marricd for a year, when 4 membe

of the tribe, named Mug. came to

reside in the empty cavern opposite.  Mug
appaans to have moved carly in the spring
of 9999 me.  The season was certainly
springtime, but the prehistoric records are
uncertain, within a thousand years or so, and
the precise date cannot be accnrately stated.
sfmvmg was not a very arduous husiness
in those days, and Mug, being newly married,
had little farniture to shift beyond two pairs
of reindecr skins and his outfit of flint
choppers and sy
e bride simplified the move by w unug
the whole of her trousseau ; but a cf
observer would hardly have noticed it. Zuu,
of course, did notice it. She was nursing

hier baby b the entrance of Ug's cave, and,
catching sight of Mrs. Mug's pebble necklace
and

bone carrings, she instantly  grow
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dissatisfied with her entire outfit of shells
and feathers.
'hu

cavern was  situated some

twe 3
13 Soinctimes proposed using it a8 a spare
room for the accommodation of her husband's
bachelor friends.  For Zug was rather a
prade, and, if the ids may be credited,
this defect in her charming vlmnu!u was
never en U, however, would
not permit e TRende to S iolatad In &
damp cavern, so it had remained unocoupied
or a long time.

g said his wife, when he returned
from the chase that night, *those Mugs
have moved into the cavern, and I want a
pebble necklucy

The young hunter had been married long
enonugh” to perceive the connection between
:|n.~ Mugs' move and his wife's inordinate
desire.

“The necklace was the gift of Mug's
father,” he replic and they say it took
fifty moons to make,
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“Your futher” sighel Zug, * only guve
me a worn-out marrow-pusher.
« For which, at the time, Zug, you t
Inm an \-onr ovrn pretty marrow-bones.
igal compliment pacified her for
dm it and g -maneged to gibite
sleep. But Zug lay awake for an hour,
partly because ( the unduwnmd state of her
shapely neck ; , because Ug had
e e bosioe e o¢ the conjugal couch.
Her side had two nasty lunps of boulder

it, and she could feel them plainly through
the layers of skins.
“ Such is marriage,” thonght Zng discon-

tentedly. “Six moons ago he would have

taken the lumpy side himself. Had [ asked

him for a whole girdle of pehbles whun 1
was a maid, he would have got it for me.”

Then the baby ﬁln a boulder in Aix buck

and began to whim

“My precious hn ul‘ blubber,” she cooed

in swift remorse, and turned the discontented

infant the other sile up i little

tter into the lnmp of

l.hc child slept. Thus, in the pride

bouldcr

of maternity, Zug forgot the necklace ; but
her pangs of envy revived next day. For
the well-dressed bride opposite vaunted her
neckgear even on working days ; an

us she went about her nmple, mgh“ﬂi
duties, felt at her own nude neck as a young
man fumbles anxiously with his hairless
upper lip. Probably Mrs. Mug was afraid to
hang it up or hide it in a hoh- but Zug did
not consider these risks.

Thus the relations between the ladies
were, from the outset,
strained. Zug omitted
the usual courtesy of
resenting her neigh-

ur with a joint of
meat, and Mrs., Mug
retaliated by making u
very offensive bonfire
when the wind blew
towards the mouth of
Ug‘u{ cave.

After guzing upon
the pebble ufukhl:::e
for half a moon, Zug
began to lose her

appetite
“Tf you were a
loving 1am,” she told

Ug, “ynnd get me a
necklace.”

“But, my dearest
lake - € tested
Ug, * there is but one

er in the tribe, and
that belongs to your
father’s new wil e.”

Zug sullenly, "md
she added significantly,
“it wouldn't be my
new stepmother’s.”

Ug pondered  the
durk saying a8 he
followed the pnm.s of the deer. His wits
were less swift than his nimble heels, but
after two days he grasped her meaning.
Now, Zug was very dear to his heart,
althongh she had been his wife for n year
but the etiquette of the tribe pmlulnmd
internal theft, whilst unprovoked assassination
was sternly and painfully revenged. For
even in those joyous davs a rude kind of

clublw prevald. Unless a_tribe were
exceptionally large and powerful, internal
murder was a luxary in which only the

greatest chiefs could indul
Soon Zug taunted Ug again with the



1t was a eritieal moment in the history of

2x
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shameful nudity of her neck, but his retort

L.

- Tre man Mug does not love strife,” he
said. * He gives e no reason to im."

“ Thrice she has made a lmnﬁre w en the
wind blew from the forest,” %

*“ For that T dare not chlly lnm. but I will
order him to do it no more.”

Zng’s sole reply was a petulant snort. She
knew that Mug would put a stop to the
nuisance. Presently she sidled up to Ug.

1 kuiow a way by which on could pro-

i e whispered tenderly.

asked incredulonsly.
she said, as she nested to his
reast. “The sun grows hot, nd soon_that
woman will begin to swim in the sea. Then
I will find means to take the necklace from
her, 10r !]IL will not let the water tonch it, I
am s

It forbidden to scize the gools of o
friend,” objects

“They will not I.uow who has taken it,"
u)le rgued.
nt they will suspect
“Yes,” said Zug th. “and she will
make Mug accuse us of the theft. We can
deny it, and if T hide the necklace in the
secret crevice, who shall find it ?

“Well 77 said Ug donbtfully.

“Then you can club them both,” she con-
clnded simply. *The Chiefs will hold that
he provoked you sorely.”

Now, Ug was anxions to please his wife and
restore her happiness, but the more he
reflected upon her scheme, the less he liked it.
He felt no enmity against his harmless neigh-
bour, besides which he was more conventional
than his_wife, and barboured u prejudice
against internal theft. Zug was, for the

period, an advanced woman. The tribal
Jom, she complained, were made by the men
and with scant regard for the interests of the
weaker sex. Her inordinate craving for the
necklace increased her coutempt for the laws.
She ras serionsly piqued, too, by Ugg's refusal
to oblige her in so trifling & matter as the
duly provoked assassination of a neighbour
whose wife made offensive bonfires.

Thus coolness arose between Ug and his
lady. Their conjugal happiness might have
been blasted but for the ;:nppy chance that
Mug made a dram and began to play upon

It bardly say, a rude and

country, and Mug was the first
musician—the ancestor of the long-haired
ruce that has since multiplied excessively
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throughout the world. Within a short time

Mug achieved local celebrity by his execrable
playing, and he began to suffer from the
complaint  that made such terrible

ravages in the modern artistic world.
nmr he got a “swollen head.
ru: permitted, it would be valuable to
here all that legend records of the
monl decline of this prehistoric drummer.
T can only tell you, however, that Mug
speedily abandoned his honest calling in
order to devote himself to music. After his
astonishingly successful début, on the occa-
sion of a sacrificial feast, he never disem-
howelled another quadruy had
been skilled in that useful speciality, having
been trained to it from boyhood. At first
he was content to play at mere family
gatherings, and accepted moderate payment ;
ut, as his inflated reputation increased, his
charges became 80_heavy that a consideruble
audience was needed to defray them. On
the memorable occasion when old Sux, the
Chief of the tribe, celebrated the birth of his
fiftieth child, Mug charged two hindquarters
of reindeer, half a woman-load of the best
blubber, and & child-load of bear'’s grease.
Mrs. Mug also grew inflated with vanity, sat
beside him when he played, and sported her
pebble necklace most offensively.

The tribe began to distinguish between the
artist_und his art, and Mug's wealth and
lnxurious mode of gorging himself earned
wany enemies. The man was parsi-
monions and did not entertain.

At one Council meeting there was some
talk of paying Mug a fized tribal salary, and
of obliging him to dram for eight hours a
duy. But the motion as not carried, owing
to jobbery on the part of Mug.

The Mugs ‘still resided in the cavern
opposite the Ugs, for you will understand
that Mug- had npluhed ‘into fame headlong,
and that desirable caves seldom fell vacant.
Whether from real love of art, or mere greed,
Mug practised strenuously. Artist like, he
kept late hours, and often, when indigestion
prevented sleep, he would dram till ten
o'clock.  Ug, though not insensible to the
genins of his neighbour, soon grew mnve
under the din, and presently irascible.
keen hunter, he usaally went to bed with zhe
sun—at least, figuratively.

Zng noted the gmmg
lord with great e:
drummine awoke
. When it failed. Zug

At length Ug
great rage.

itability of her
ns.  Often  the
& baby and made it

used to pinch the
Hogots night in
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* That beastly child makes more dia than
the dram,” he complained.

Zng (who had recently pinched it) clasped
the babe protectingly to her breast.

“ Mug is destroyer of sleep,” she said.
“Were I a man, I would take away his
drum.”

Without reply, Ug rose and quitted the
cave, leaving Zug in disturbing suspense.
“Had he left her, or gone to act upon her
advice 77

But in a few minutes he returned, carrying
the drum, and followed by the Mugs.

“ Gimne back my dram, you erocodil
wailed the ontraged artist.

“ For two fishbones,” said Ug, * I'd smash
it up with my club, and you t

“No, no,” entreated Mug. * Hold your
Philistine hand. Club me, but spare my—— "

“*Thus the fir Zug obained ber hearts desire, and poace was restored 0 the cave
-

Ug raised his club to strike. [t was
citical moment in the history of music, for
the bunter was quite unmoved by the agonised
prayers of the Mugs. A moment later the
club would have fallen, and the evolution of
music must have been arrested for centuri

Ve of the Twentieth Century, for example,
might now regard * Haydn's Surprise ™ as
lie greatest triumph of musical composition.
assmedly should not have advanced so
high in culture as to be able to accord
national —appreciation to * Pre Little
Pansy Faces.”  But ut this awful prehistori
moment (what a subject for the “story
winters !) Zug caught the club-arm of her
usband.

“ Hold, my lord 1 she exclaimed.

Uy, who was really a very polite hus-
land for those times, humoured her by

he asked.  * What now, my
e 7

t her give up the necklace, and we
will spare the drum,” siid Zug.

[rs. Mug's nails
itched for  venge-
ance. Her face
arew distorted by
assion, and she
i pprobrious
epithets
fty neigh-

up the
snarled

u
His wife slipped

the necklace over

her head and threw
it upon the floor of
the cave.

“Now give me
my dram ™ cried

to play by night
again, and T will
beat both you and
drum into fragments
1o bigger than my
son's {
Thus the fair Zug
obtained her heart's
desire, and peace
was restored to the
cave of Ug.




