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JOSEPH'S BROTHER,
They didn't call him Tom, or Jack, or 

Hairy, but always spoke of him as 
“Joseph’s brother." And it was just as 
singular that they didn’t call him “Joe” 
instead of “Joseph" when speaking of the 
man.

The two had a wagon in the band, 
dragging itself towards the Black Hills, 
day by day and mile by mile. They 
messed by themselves, scarcely spoke to 
each other, and their lives and their 
actions were a sort of mystery to the 
rest, who were a jolly set, drinking, car
ousing, fighting and playing cards, and 
wishing for a brush with the Indians. 
Some said that Joseph was a fugitive 
from justice, and that he wouldn’t 
fraternize with them for fear of betray
ing himself when interrogated. Others 
thought he felt too proud to mix with 
society, and between the two theories he 
had nearly all the men thinking ill of 
him before the wagon trail was four days' 
travel from Cheyenne.

“He keeps his brother hidden away in 
the wagon as if a little sunshine would 
kill the boy," growled one of a dozen 
gold hunters sitting around their camp 
fire in the twilight.

“Perhaps he thinks our language isn’t 
high-toned enough—blast his eyes !" ex
claimed another.

“Ain’t we all bound to the same place, 
•all sharing the same dangers, one as 
good as another ?” demanded a broad- 
shouldered fellow from San Antonia.

“Yes ! yes !” they shouted.
“Then don’t it look low-down mean for 

this ’ere man Joseph to edge away from 
us as if we were pizen ? If he’s so mighty 
refined and high toned, why didn't he 
come out here in a baloon ?”

There was a laugh from the circle and 
the Texan went on. '

“I don't purtend to be an angel, but I 
know manners as well as the next. I 
believe that man Joseph is a regular 
starch ready to wilt down as soon as I 
pint my finger at him, and I am going 
over to his wagon to pull his nose !”

“That's the game, Jack !" Go in, old 
fellow, Bah for the man from Texas !” 
yelled the gold hunters, as they sprang 
to their feet.

“Come right along and see the fun,” 
continued the Texan, as he led the way 
to Joseph’s wagon.

The vehicle formed one in the circle, 
and at a small fire a few feet from the 
hind wheels sat Joseph and his brother 
eat ing their frugal supper. As the crowd 
came near, the boy sprang up and climbed 
into the covered wagon, while Joseph 
slowly rose up at them anxiously and in
quiringly. ,

“ See here, Mr. Joseph, what is your 
other name ?” began the Texan, as he 
halted before the lone man. “ We have 
come to the conclusion that you and that 
booby brother o’ youm don’t like our 
style. Are we kerect ?”

“ I have nothing against any of you,” 
quietly replied Joseph. “The journey 
thus far has been very pleasant and agree
able to us.”

“ But you hang off-—you don’t speak to 
us,” persisted Jack.

“Iam sorry if I have incurred any man’s 
ill will. I feel friendly towards you all.”

“ Oh, you d<fc oh ?" sneered the Texan, 
feeling that he was losing ground. “ It 
is my opinion you’re a sneak.”

Joseph’s face turned white, and the 
men saw a dangerous gleam in his eyes. 
He seemed about to speak or make some 
movement, when a soft voice from the 
wagon called out :

“ Joseph ! Joseph !”
A soft light came into the man’s face. 

The Texan noticed it and slapping Jo
seph’s face, blurted out :

“ If ye a ain’t a coward, ye’ll resent 
that, sure !”

A boyish figure sprang from the wagon 
and stood beside the lone-man. A small 
hand was laid on his shoulder, and a voice 
whispered in his ear.

“ Bear it for my sake.”
There was a full minute, in which no 

one moved. Joseph’^ face looked ghostly 
white in the gloom, and they could see 
him tremble.

“ He’s a coward, just as I thought,” 
said the Texan as he turned away. The 
others followed him,some feeling ashamed 
and others surprised or gratified, and by 
and by the word reached every wagon 
that Joseph and Joseph’s brother were 
cowards. t

Next morning when the wagon train 
■was ready to move, the captain passed 
near Joseph’s wagon on purpose to say :

“ If there are any cowards in this train, 
■they needn’t travel with us any further.”

It was a cruel thrust. Joseph was har
nessing his horse, and his brother was 
stowing away the cooking utensils.

The strange man’s face grew white 
again, and his hand went down for the re
volver, but just then a voice called out:

“Don’t mind it, Joseph; we’ll go on 
alone!”

The train moved off without them, some 
of the gold hunters taunting and joking, 
and others fearful that the two would be 

- butchered by the Indians before the day 
was over. When the white topped wagons 
got so far away that they seemed no 
larger than his hand, Joseph moved along 
the trail, his face stem and so busy with 
his thoughts that he did not hear the 
consoling words:

“Never mind. Tos.-ph. we are trying to
do right."

That night when the wagon train of the 
gold hunters went into camp, they could 
not see the lone wagon, though many of 
the men, ashamed of their conduct, 
looked long and earnestly for it. They 
had seen Indians afar off, and knew that 
the red devils would pounce down upon a 
single team if they sighted it.

Darkness came, midnight came, and 
the sentinels heard nothing but the stamp
ing of the horses and the howls of the 
coyotes. At two o’clock the reports of 
rifles and the fierce yells of Indians floated 
up through the little valley, and the camp 
was roused in a moment.

“The devils have jumped in on Joseph 
and his brother,” whispered one oi the 
men, as he stood on a knoll and bent his 
head to listen.

“Good’nuff! Cowards have no business 
out here,” growled the Texan.

The first speaker wheeled, struck the 
ruffian a sledge hammer blow in the face 
and then running for the horses, cried 
out:

“Come on! come on. A dozen of us can 
be spared for the rescue.”

Sixteen men swept down the valley like 
the wind. The firing and yelling con
tinued, proving that the man who had 
been called a coward was making a heroic 
fight. In ten minutes they came down 
upon the lone camp made as light as day 
by the burning wagon. Fifty feet from 
the bonfire and hemmed m by a circle of 
dancing, leaping, howling savages was 
Joseph’s dead body. The gold hunters 
heard the pop, pop of the boy’s revolver 
as they burst into view, and the next 
moment they were charging down upon 
the demons, using rifle and revolver with 
terrible effect. In twô minutes not a liv
ing Indian was in sight. Joseph’s brother 
stood over the dead body, turning him 
over with his hand. The men cheered 
wildly as they looked around, but the boy 
looked up in their faces without exulta
tion, surprise or gladness.

There were three dead Indians beside 
the wagon, killed where the fight com
menced, and the corpses in front of 
Joseph’s brother numbered more than 
sixteen men.

“Is Joseph badly hurt ?” asked one of 
the men. as he halted his horse beside the 
boy.

“He is dead!” whispered the white 
faced defender.

“Is he ? God forgive me for the part I 
took last night !"

“You called him a coward!” cried 
Joseph's brother, “and you are to blame 
for this ? Was he a coward ? Look here! 
and there ! and there ! We drove them 
back from the wagon—drove them off out 
here ! Joseph is dead ! You are his 
murderers !”

Every man was near enough to hear1 his 
voice and to note his action, as he picked 
up the rifle of an Indian and sent a bullet 
through his own head. With exclam
ations of grief and alarm trembling on 
their lips, the men sprang from their 
saddles. The boy was dead—dead as 
Joseph—and both corpses were bleeding 
from a dozen wounds.

“We’ll carry them up to the train and 
have a burial in the morning," said one 
of the men ; and the bodies were taken 
up behind two of the horsemen. They 
did have a funeral, and the men looked 
into the grave with tears in their eyes, for 
they had discovered that Joseph’s brother 
was a woman—yes, a woman with the 
whitest throat and the softest hands. It 
might have been .Joseph’s wife, or sister, 
or a sweetheart. No one could tell that; 
but they could tell how they had wronged 
her; and they said as they stood around 
the grave: “We hope the Lord won’t lay 
it up against us.”

A Belgian bridegroom, being about to 
start for Paris on his honeymoon tour, was 
nformed by his bride that she thought of 
concealing several thousand francs’worth 
of lace about her, hoping" by its sale to 
pay the costs of their journey. The bride 
groom was smitten by this frugal project, 
and pointed out that there were many 
custom house officers and a female 
searcher at Escquelines, who were some
times struck with an unaccountable fancy 
for examining passengers’ pockets. This 
he said being a timid man, and his bride 
to humor him, promised to give up her 
plan, but of course she secreted the lace 
all the same without telling him about 
it. As the train approached the French 
frontier, the husband reflected that if his 
wife were not searched, his fears would 
be mocked at as having been groundless, 
and he would start on his married career 
with prestige impaired. This was i.ot 
desirable—the rather was it essential that 
he should from the outset assert his infal
libility. So,when the train stopped at Esc- 
quelines, arid the passengers alighted, the 
Belgian bridegroom felt his bride’s arm 
for a moment and, sliding up to an offi
cer, whispered, “ I think if you search 
that lady yonder you may find some 
lace.” The officer winked, and the happy 
bridge was accosted with an invitation to 
walk into the female" searcher’s room. 
She turned pale and tottered, but was 
led away, and five minutes later dismal 
sounds of hysterics were heard. Then 
the officer reappeared and said to the 
norrified husband, “ Thank you, sir ; it’s 
a good capture. The lady will be taken 
to prison and half the fine will go to 
you.”

A Well-Informed Lady__“So Garibaldi
is dead,” said a-------- avenue lady. “I
remember his name perfectly because he 
invented those Garibaldi waists we used 
to wear a few Jyears ago. Some relation 
to Worth, wasn’t he ?”

Canadian News.

The colored woman, Jemima Lane, has 
been discharged. -

St. John is happy in the possession of 
the dancing bear.

The women of New Edinburgh voted 
upon a municipal by-law recently.

There is a hitch between the Ottawa 
Government and Auditor General.

Gen. War^r has opened a registry 
office for United States citizens in St. 
John.

A new dredge for St. John harbor 
service was launched from J. F. Olive’s 
shipyard on Saturday.
- The St. John Opera House Company 
has filed a memorandum of incorporation. 
The shares are put at $20 and the capital 
stock at $50,000. •

Ross offers to row Hanlan five races on 
five successive days. Hanlan wants now 
to wait until he sees how many others 
wish to row him.

On Sydney street, St. John, on Sunday 
night a man named McCarthy asked 
another named McKay what time it was. 
McKay took out his watch ; McCarthy 
snatched it, knocked McKay down and 
ran away. He was afterwards arrested.

We understand that a considerable 
number of shares of the Maritime 
Bank have changed hands since 
the disposal of the Albert Railway 
bonds, the sale of which was lately an
nounced in our columns. As the pur
chasers are men of means and influence 
likely to strengthen the proprietary and 
thus bring at once increased business, 
■and increased confidence in the bank 
this sale is considered a desirable thing 
in the Bank’s interest. The price is said 
to have been $50 per share. Besides 
the shares taken up in this city, some 
have been bought by Sackville and Fred
ericton capitalists. The Bank has 
decided to open a branch in Fredericton 
at once, probably on Monday first, in
duced, no doubt, to do so byihe fact not 
only that the shareholders there have 
solicited this but guaranteed to give the 
Bank business and make the branch 
profitable and successful. The banks 
appear to be opening agencies all over 
the Province. We trust this step on the 
part of one of our own Province banks 
will meet with success__Globe.

Now let the Canadian beaver rise up 
on his tail and howl, squeak, scream, 
growl, or sing, whichever is the habit of 
that quadruped when excited. An ir
reverent American paper has dared to 
make fun of our navy. It is. the Detroit 
Post and Tribune which says :—

It is hardly a vain boast of the Canadians 
that if they could only manage to float their 
one gunboat safely around to Boston harbor 
they could take the city. The simple and 
sorrowful fact is that after showing to all 
nations the superiority of ironclads and 
doing much to revolutionize naval architec
ture in the course of our civil war, we have 
allowed our marine force, to sink into insig
nificance. Our whole immense stretch of 
sea coast is virtually unprotected, and we 
depend for safety more upon the good will 
of our neighbors than upon our own capacity 
to repel invasion.

“Gunboat," quotha ! We would have 
you to know that the Charybdis is some
thing more than a gunboat. She is a— 
well we forgot what, but it is something 
awfully big, and if she only had her guns 
and machinery in her and was not so 
rotten she would be as great a terror to 
the foe as she is now to our own har
bors__Toronto Globe.

A Pitiful Dodge__ A Conservative
paper, wincing under the displeasure of 
the British Government at the Costigan 
resolutions, intimates that Mr. Blake and 
noc Sir John Macdonald’s Cabinet should 
have received the castigation. That is 
rather a cowardly dodge, and won't work 
in this ease. Sir John puts the seal of 
his approval upon the resolutions, not only 
by voting for them, but by taking their 
author into his Cabinet. It is too 
late for his organs to cry like a 
blubbering schoolboy, “ He didn’t do 
it ; any way he didn’t mean to. It 
was that naughty Blake.” The admirers 
of Sir John and his colleagues had much 
better encourage him to take his punish
ment like a man, and tell the British 
Government respectfully that Canada has 
a profound interest in the Irish question 
both by virtue of her position as an in
tegral part of the British empire and by 
reason of the large pumber of Irishmen 
whom she counts amongst her popula
tion, and that she claims a right to ex
press her opinions. Were Mr. Blake re
sponsible for the legislation of the country 
he would be found willing and able to 
defend the resolutions, not as they are, 
but as he would have had them. But to 
attempt to fasten upon him the blame 
for resolutions proposed by one who was 
a faithful supporter and has since been 
made a member of the Administration is 
cowardly.—Exchange.

Not long since a smart, seven-year-old 
son ot one of our preachers, after service 
was over and the family had returned 
home from church, said : “Papa, do you 
ever look at me while you are preaching?” 
The father, thinking that he was a little 
hurt by supposed neglect, said : “Cer
tainly, my son. I often look at you and 
think of you when I am preaching.” 
“But to-day, did you notice me at all ?” 
“Yes, I did, son, several times,” said the 
father. “Well, papa, did you see me 
wink at you two or three times ?” “No 
my son. What did you wink at me for 
when I was preaching ?” “I winked at 
you, papa, to get you to stop ; you were 
spinning it too long.”

A f «milord’s Corporation.

The “ Landlords’ Corporation of Ire
land,” which has just been started, is 
composed of Irish landlords of both sides 
in politics. The first and chief object of 
the Incorporation is to enable landlords 
to know what to do with their lands, in 
the face of the opposition of the Land 
League. The main object, therefore, of 
the Land Corporation may be said to 
be to counteract the effects of the Land 
League as regards the possession and cul
tivation of farms. The plan of operation 
has been worked up by Mr. Kavanagh. 
The proposed capital is £750,000, with a 
guarantee ftind of £125,000, divided into 
shares of £100 each. This guarantee fund 
has already been subscribed. The Cor
poration will deal with farms from which 
the tenants have been evicted for the 
non-payment of their rent in obedient to 
the dictates of the Land League. In the 
case of grazing lands, which have been 
left waste by the action of the Land 
League, advances will be made by the 
Corporation to the landlords at a fair rate 
of interest to enable thetn to stock the 
lands and manage them themselves, the 
lands being given as a collateral security. 
When, however, in the case of either 
grazing or tilling farms, the landlord can
not manage them himself, the company 
will take them on a short lease at a low 
rent.

THE SOLE MEANS OF RELIEF.

It has been prett) well established that 
the*only means for the relief of a crowded 
population is emigration ; and here I 
think I ought to point out to your read
ers that I believe the interests of your 
country are not brought forward and kept 
prominently in the front as they should 
be. Hie attractions of Canada, the ad
vantages it offers to labor and capital, its 
delightful climate, the fertility of its soil, 
the freedom of its institutions, the career 
it offers to an ambitious man—of all these 
things the class of people in this country 
whom it is desirable for you to secure as 
emigrants are generally ignorant. Now 
I find that the colonies of Victoria, New 
Zealand, New South Wales, and even 
South Australia and Queensland, have 
regular correspondents belonging to lead 
ing papers, so that their progress, their 
revenue, and expenditure are always kept 
prominently before our eyes. I do not 
see as this is the case with the Dominion. 
I am quite sure that what is wanted here 
for the advancement oi your interests is 
continual correspondence with those 
papers which go among the agricultural 
classes.

There is a great class of agricultural 
laborers, blacksmiths, and people gener
ally connected with farming pursuits. 
To reach these you want the continual 
dropping of news by a weekly correspon
dent in the papers which they mostly see. 
—Toronto Globe.

THE WEEKLY HEEALD.

A Strange Partnership.—A California 
paper tells some curious stories of a cow 
and dog owned by a lady of Sierra in that 
state. It says that the two animals stick 
closer than brothers. When the" cow, 
which we will call Damon, is out on the 
hills or in the stable, Pythias, the dog 
can be found lounging about, always 
within sight. They go out on the hills 
together at sunrise and return together 
at sunset. A few days since Damon con
cluded to rusticate for a few days, and 
left for parts unknown in company with 
her comrade. After a long search they 
were found in the neighborhood of Camp- 
tonville, about sixteen miles from Forest 
City. During their ramblings of nearly a 
week the dog had not tasted of food. A 
couple of weeks since, while the couple 
were sauntering up Main street, on their 
return from a day’s jaunt, several vicious 
dogs ran out and attacked Pythias. But 
with the aid of his friend he was. equal to 
the emergency. Damon took in the situ
ation at a glance, and “ braced up” for a 
long and bloody battle. She was com
pelled to use her heels, having " no horns. 
She used them to advantage, too. The 
canines were soon dispersed.

We had hoped that, with the disgust
ing details of the boiling of Guiteau’s 
body and the bleaching of his bones pre
paratory to putting them on wires for 
museum purposes, we would have an end 
of the wretch, but it seems not. The 
spiritualist mediums have got hold of 
bum in the other world. Through a Brook
lyn medium he has given the information 
that he is happy. He was well received 
by his fellow spirits. He met Garfield, 
who forgave him. Through a New York 
medium he announced that he was in 
torment. “ I hope to get out soon,” he 
added. “ There is a beautiful place just 
beyond here, and by progression I hope 
to get there.” He said that Garfield, 
who had reached “ the beautiful place” 
and “ is very happy,” will assist in extri
cating him from his present undesirable 
position.—Free Press.

Naming the Kangaroo__When Capt.
Cook first discuvered Australia he saw 
some natives on the shore; one of whom 
held a dead animal in his hand. The 
captain sent a1 boat’s crew ashore to pur
chase the animal, and finding on receiving 
it, that it was a beast quite new to him, 
he sent the boatswain back to ask the 
natives its name.

“What do you call this ’ere animal ?” 
asked the sailor of a naked savage.

The latter shook his head and said 
‘Kangaroo,’ which means in the Australian 
lingo, “I don’t understand.”

When the sailor returned to the ship 
the captain asked, “Well, and what’s the 
name of the animal ?”

The sailor replied, “Please, sir, the 
black gentleman says it is â ‘kangaroo.’ ”

The beast has kept that name ever 
since.

Test of true love—“ Is there anything 
I can do to satisfy you that the affection 
I have confessed for you is real_any fur
ther proof that I can give of my sincerity 
and devotion ?” exclaimed the youth, 
“lassionately. The face of the marble 
learted maiden lighted up with a Machi

avellian smile as she answered : “ Yes, 
there is, Gilbert ; join the next Arctic 
expedition.”

The Weekly Edition of the Herald will be issued on

EVERYTHURSDAY
at four o’clock in the afternoon. It will be a quetrio, that is, an 

eight page paper, and will be printed upon a sheet 31x46 
inches in size. It will be

LARGER THAN ANY OTHER SHEET PUBLISHED IN FREDERICTON,

ari th e equal in size of any paper published in the Maritime Provinces. It 

» will be emphatically

THF, FAMILY PAPER OF THE PROVINCE
Something t^at every one, rich or poor, wants. It will give all the news of the 

week, both home and foreign, up to the hour of going to press, in 
fresh, readable style. To ensure this the services of com

petent correspondents have been secured who 
are to send any late news by telegram.

NO OTHER WEELY PAPER IN THE PROVINCE GIVES TELEGRAPHIC 

NEWS REGULARLY ON THE DAY' OF PUBLICATION:

The Herald will do this, because its aim is to be 

THE BEST FAMILY PAPER IN THE MARITIME PROVINCES.

I believe a first-class family paper will pay, and I am going to try the 
experiment.

The Weekly Herald will always contain a good story, will tell all about the news 
of the religious world, will give the CHURCH APPOINTMENTS for the next 
Sunday and the ensuing week, and have an

Agricultural Department,
in which it will endeavor to give its country readers valuable information relating 

to the Farm. In this latter respect it will aim at being 
an agricultural newspaper.

New Features will be Introduced which Experience may shoio are Desirable.'

Remember the Herald is the only paper in Fredericton which has upon its stall

A CITY EDITOR, WHOSE TIME WILL BE EXCLUSIVELY DEVOTED TO

LOCAL NEWS.

It is the ONLY paper in Fredericton having a corps of correspondents who are

instructed to send in

LATE NEWS BY TELEGRAPH

IT IS THE ONLY PAPER IN FREDERICTON ESPOUSING THE LIBERAL
CAUSE IN POLITICS.

The Weekly Herald will not be simply a reprint, but will contam much 

matter which will appear in no other paper.

Terms of Subscription~$1.00 a Year, Postage Free

Or delivered free to Subscribers in the City, Gibson and St. Mary’s Ferry.

.«SStSlKSlf*"’ ” “1-eeWy «diJio-, ,h„

I
subscriptions before January 1st good until (December. lst"l 88*2.

CELAS. H. LUGRIN Editor and Proprietor# 
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