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THE POORMAN’S SABBATH DAY-
The merry birds are singing. 

And from the fragrant sod
The Spirits of a thousand flowers

Go sweetly up to God;
While in His holy temple

We meet to praise and pray
With cheerful voice and grateful ley. 

This Summer Sabbath Day I
. We thank Thee, Lord, for one day 

To look Heaven the face I
The Poor have only Sunday";

The sweeter is the grace.
Tis then they, make music

That sings their week away.
Oh, there’s a sweetness infinite

In the Poor Man’s Sabbath Day 1
Tis as a burst of sunshine.‘

A tender fall of rain.
That set the barest life a-bloom ;

Make old hearts young again.
The dry and dusty roadside

With smiling flowers is gay:
‘Tis open Heaven one day in seven.

The poor Man’s Sabbath Day I
‘Tis here the weary Pilgrim

Doth reach his House of Ease I
That blessed House, called “Beautiful,” 

And that soft Chamber, “Peace,”, 
”The Hiver of Life runs through his dream

And the leaves of Heaven are at play!
He sees the Golden City gleam.

This shining Sabbath Day I
Take heart, ye faint and fearful.

Your cross with courage bear :
So many a face now tearful 

shall shine in glory there ;
Where all the sorrow is banished.

The tears are wiped away;
And all eternity shall be

An endless Sabbath Day !
Ah! there are empty places.

Since last we mingled here;
There will be missing faces

When we meet another year!
But heart to Heart, before we part.

Now altogether pray
That we may meet in heaven, to spend 
The Eternal Sabbath Day !

1R7ELfret 
whip with a flourish, and drove them 
swiftly down the blooping hill to the 
shore of the bay. as.

Boats were here in waiting, and the I 
entire party were transferred to the deck

Eddy wore still bis borrowed garments, 
and Tina was clothed in a pretty gray 
suit bestowed upon her by young Dolores. 
Both thus comfortably dressed, both 
feeling well it may be imagined that 
they were about to resume their journey 
under the fairest possible auspices.

The rancher and his family did not 
linger long on board. The breeze was 
fresh and favourable, and the sails were 

- flapping lazily. The sea was quiet and 
the sky cloudless, promising a pleasant

now.” “Was the voice-" Gagium, the ad. 
heike keeper coni A rune 
7. ‘Allow me to assist you into the 
da 0e, madam,” said another voice- 
tht of Burgoyne. “The descent is 
Ta her dangerous, I should say!”

Terrified, yet forcing herself to be 
ca •, Mrs. Burns decended into the 
dance. Burgoyne followed her, handing 
be‘her satchel. Gazzum came after. 
The boat filled up speedily, and eut 
lor %e, moving in the wake of its predces- 
so 9 up the river.

ACTIVITY ON THE CLYDE
Tasship Lalling aw Clys. has 

during the past year been carried on with 
unprecedented activity. From a statis. 

tical report of the social and economic 
condition of Glasgow by the City Cham- 
berlain, which has lately been printed, 
it appears that no fewer than 200 vessels, 
almost all constructed of iron, and . with 
an aggregate tonnage of 196,229, have 
been launched on the river between 
Rutherglen and Greenock. The tonnage 
launched within these limits during the 
last nine years has been 1,447,485, or 
an annual average of 160,832, while the 
amount contracted for I t the 31st of 
December actually exceeded 300,000 
tons. The value of last year’s work is 
estimated at nearer five than four millions 
sterling, irrespective of the amount ex- 
pended on repairs ; and thus it would 
appear that during the last nine years 
about thirty millions sterling has been 
spent upon ship building on the Clyde. 
Of the vessels in process of construction.

nibl, sv od-. 
BY a SMALL BOY.

Tobacco grows something like cabbage, 
but I never saw none of it boiled, although 
I have eaten boiled cabbage with vinegar on 
it, and I harve heard men say that cigars 
that were given them on election day for 
nothing were cabbage leaves. Tobacco 
stores are mostly kept by wooden Injuns, 
who stand at the door and try to fool little 
boys. by offering them a bunch of cigars, 
which is glued in the Injun’s hands, and is 
made of wood also. Hogs do not like 
tobacco; neither do I I tried to smoke a 
cigar once and it made me feel like epsom 
salts. Tobacco was invented by a man 
named Walter Raleigh. When the people 
first saw him smoking they thought he was 
a steamboat, and as they never saw a steam-: 
boat they were frightened. My sister Nancy 
is a girl. I don’t know whether she. likes 
tobacco or not. There isa young man nam- 
ed Le Roy who comes to see: her. He was 
standing on the steps one night, with a 
cigar in his mouth, and he said he didn’t 
know as she would like it, and she said, "Le 
Roy, the perfume is agreeable.” But when 
my big brother Tom lighted his pipe, Nancy 
said, “Get out of the house, you horrid

... MB. GREELEY ON EDUCATION.—Mr. 
Greeley spoke on Education at the 
niversary of Packard’s Business College 
last evening. He said that if he had 
his choice either to have every youth 
provided with a good useful trade, or 
take his or her chance of what they 
called the education of schools, he would 
prefer to take the trade and do as . they 
could about school education. Mr. 
Greeley continued:—In the whole com- 
munity people are growing up all around 
us in ignorance —not so much in letters 
as of the rudiments of some means of 
earning an honest living. Nothing so 
oppresses me as to be accosted OD this 
hand and on that with the plaintive ap- 
peal and inquiry, “Can’t you find some- 
thing for are to do?” and you know as- 
well as any what that means ; that they 
not only lack—the persons who so 
appeal—for something to do, but in 
knowing how to do it. That is the 
trouble sod the main trouble. This is 
not altogether confined to that class born

her mania that he still lives.the sloop with a keen quick glance.
he started back, 
fruit gatherers 
lenly appeared a 
men, who had 
f trees and were

At the same moment 
recoiling. Between the 
and the inlet had sudd 
half dozen mounted: 
emerged from a belt of

omake an effort to 
eving insanely that

are

One 
with

-heof the keepers 
me to assisti

her
her recapture.: 

mad woman-
A dangerI those 

excite-

sweeping down upon Eddy a 
with him.: 

“Look !” cried the boy, a 
ment. “Who are they?”

because no one
suspect her malady.”
He dropped the half eagle into 
hands of the stewardess.

“A mad woman on board!” gi 
the woman, turning, pale, “The will be destroyed. We shall all beb 

up. The Captain ought to be toll “The Captain has been told.

thinks she is not aboard. She 
be, it is true. Perhaps you could 

bsome information. Were- the I 
at table?”
"All but two. Didn’t you see: 

wife at the table?"
“No, she was not there. And 

makes me think that perhaps afte

Diego looked, and leaped nearly three 
feet into the air.

“Indians!” he cried, in a panic. “Not 
our kind—not civilized—bat hostile 
Indians ! They killed the ranchero who 
lived here! They will kill us.”‘

engers of the Eldorado were 
barked. The freight and

lug 
we

age were to be sent closely in their 
e, also in canoes, to Panama, there to 
eloaded upon the Golden Gate. The

OUTWARD BOUND.
We will now ask the reader 

with us to the adventures of Ma 
whom we left seated in the on

lit a fest of passengers, leading the wa "pushed on up the river. 3
‘hey arrived at Cruces, and the 

wery travellers joyfully exchanged the 
cashes for mules.. Oaly twenty-four 
hours of hard riding lay between them 

and Panama—between Mrs. Burns and.

to return. 
1. Bur as, in of the 
of sail- ted with

voyage, Don Josef assisted his family 
into the small boat, and drew Eddy 
aside, saying: - 
You - E: Lu:

steamer Eldorado, on the point 
iog from New York, and confror 
the imminent peril of discovers.

born.poverty but
last during your voyage of a thousand 
miles. Fruit is perishable, you know, 
and you are but poorly supplied with 
meat. But the seamen will know of the 
best places to land for fresh supplies. 
You will. need money. Oblige me by 
accepting a sprall loan from me.”

He pressed upon Eddy a plump poeket- 
book, but the boy declined it gratefully.

"I have plenty of money, Don Josef,”’ 
he answered, "I have more then enough 
for our wants. Do not urge me, Senor. 
I would take it as freely as you offer it, 
if I needed it. But I do not.’

perhaps with some sudden suspicion of 
her identity, Mrs. Burns momentarily 
lost her self-possession ; her form trem- 
bled, her heart bounded, and a wild 
light sprang to her eyes.

Was she to be discovered ? Was she 
to be recaptured? In the very hour of 
triumphant escape, was she to be again 
seized, again consigned to Dr. Bullet’s 
private mad house ?

Something in her agitation seemed to 
confirm Burgoyne’s suspicions. He 
lifted his fore-finger, beckoning to him 
his attendant, the low-browed brutal- 
visaged keeper of the mad-house. The 

man came near.
At the same moment Mrs. Burns, 

with a sudden accession of strength 
and courage, • quietly arose from her 
seat, taking care to keep her face cos- 
ered with her heavily embroidered vail.

“What means this impertinence, sir?" 
she demanded haughtily, in a voice so 
hoarse and strained with anxiety as to 
sound strangely even to herself. "How 
dare you insult me in this manner ?"

Burgoyne shrank back a few - paces, 
astonished, bewildered, undecided.

The groups of passengers fixed their 
attention upon the scene. The situation 
was proving embarrassing to Burgoyne. 
He stammered out something unintel- 
ligible.

At that moment the captain of the 
steamer came through the cabin with the 
purser and one of the owners of the line. 
Mrs. Burns took a step toward him, 
attracting his gaze; and in obedience 
to a sign from her, he took a step toward 
her.

“Captain,” said the lady in her 
haughty strained voice, "as a passenger 
on board your vessel, I appeal to you 
for protection from insult.”

“Certainly, madam,” he returned 
gallantly, yet doubtfully, “you shall not 
appeal in vaio. Mr. Burgoyne,” he 
added, turning to the discomfited villain, 
“I am willing to further your search for 
your insane wife to the furthest limits of 
my ability, but I cannot have my pas- 
engers annoyed in any manner. This 
should be understood.”

"I thought the lady was my wife," 
said Burgoyne deeply discomfited. "I 
am not yet certain that she is not,” he 
added, something in the exquisite pro- 
portions of the slender upright figure 
reminding him of the woman be had 80 
deeply wronged and persecuted.

The situation was critical. A false 
mo : e now would have ruined the fugitive.

As ordinary woman would have stood 
no chance of escape. But Mrs. Burns 
was no ordinary woman. With a calm- 
ness born of utter desperation, she 
raised her vail slightly, disclosing her 
face to the captain, the wondering pas-, 
sengers, and to her two eager enemies.

"Do I look like an insane woman ?" 
she demanded haughtily. “Captain I 
again demand your protection.”

Burgoyne pressed forward to look 
into the half-averted face, but he had 
only time to mark the grey puffs of hair 
pinned closely against her cheeks and 
changing completely the contour of her 
face, when Mrs. Burns dropped her 
vail, and turning with an indignant sweep 
of her garments, proceeded to her state- 
room.

Burgoyne started after her in a sort 
of stupefaction.

“This won’t do, sir," said the Cap- 
tain. "I can’t allow a respectable lady 
to be annoyed in this manner. It wasi 
understood that you were to make a very

vess
groring feverishly eager to reach the 
sen again—to be rid of the enemy who 
was constantly at her side, whose voice 
was constantly ringing in her ears.

Is was after sunset when they rode 
into Panama. A few of the travellers 
wet. directly aboard the ship. The 
ladi is to whom Mrs. Burns. had attached 
her elf invited her to accompany them to

the fears he had excited. "If
THE COTTON CROP-

Accounts of the growing cotton crop 
of this country are looked for with great 
interest at home and abroad, as last 
year’s yield was light, and it is known 
in England that the current year there 
will be no material increase in the supply 
from other countries than the United 
States. Prices are now so high that

that every oneyou 
kept

have a good
from 300 to 4,800 tons burden, nine iron 
sailing ships, one a composite steamer, 
one a wooden sailing-ship and three iron 
dredgers. The significance of the above 
figures will be realized when they are 
compared with the following returns of

e two ladies whodescribe —I know men and women in this city, 
many of them, who know not how to 
read, who cannot write their own names, 
and yet each of them is earning a use- 
ful and honorable subsistence. And,on 
the other hand, men and women on 
whose education large sums have been

their rooms, I could easily 
whether one of them is or is 
wife.",

not my

The stewardess began to breathe more 
freely.

“One of the ladies,” she said, "is a 
Mrs. Pratt, who is going out to join her 
husband—"

"To join her husband, eh? How 
does she look ?"

"She’s a large, bony woman, with 
black eyes. She’s going to open a hotel 
or boarding house out there. She’s got 
her furniture aboard.”

"And the other passenger?"
"Is an elderly lady, with soft gray 

hair. She’s going out to join her hus- 
band too. She’s a very sweet, kind- 
spoken lady. Her name is Mrs. 
Richards.”

"Richards? Did you say Richards? 
Has she blue eyes ?"

The sudden excitement io Burgoyne’s 
manner startled the stewardess.

"She has blue eyes,” she assented.— 
"You don’t mean that she’s the one?"

Burgoyne reflected an instant. He 
believed that he had got upon the track 
of Mrs. Burns—that the mysterious 
"Mrs. Richards" was no other than the 
fugitive of whom he was in search.— 
But to take her captive at this stage of 
the voyage was clearly impossible. She 
would appeal to the chivalrous captain, 
and possibly convince him of her sanity. 
She would create a sensation among the 
passengers. She might make him trouble. 
There was no way to put back to New 
York with her. The voyage must be 
made to Chagres any how. Would it 
not be better to allow her to pursue her 
voyage in fancied security, and to seize 
her after she had landed at Chagres?

His decision was quickly made.
"I don’t think this Mrs. Richards 

can be my wife,” he said slowly. "Mrs. 
Burgoyne was scarcely thirty three 
years old, and would be taken for twenty- 
five.” -

HUNTED DOWN.,
Fair winds and pleasant seas bore the 

steamship Eldorado on toward her 
destination. She rounded Hatteras— 
that point of storms —without incident, 
and steamed down into tropical waters 
The weather continued charming, the 
skies cloudless, the air balming. There 

was little or no seasickness on board, and 
the passengers crowded the decks.— 
Only Mrs. Burns kept to her room per- 
sistently. She was not seasick, and she 
longed for fresh air, but she dared not 
leave her room to seek for it, lest she 
should encounter her enemy.

The last morning at sea is always a 
busy morning for a stewardess. There 
are fees to collect from delinquent “pas- 
sengers, for most of the revenue of a 
stewardess is comprised of gratuities, 
and there are other duties to be attend- 
ed to. The stewardess of the Eldorado 
presently departed, and Mrs. Burns 
arose and attired herself for the shore.

Her black silk dress was donned, and 
a long shrouding cloak with which the 
had happily provided herself. Her 
thick vail covered both her bonnet and 
face.

“If Burgoyne looks for the gray shawl, 
I may again escape him,” she thought, 
"I must mingle in the thickest of the 
press, and once ashore I may get free 
of his pursuit.”

She sat down by her window to wait

ship-building of the great north of Eng- 
land ports. On the Wear there were 
launched in 1871 97 vessels, with anspent aud yet are helpless and hopeless.

I sonretimes lament the narrowness of . ,04 
the view which governs the common. aggregate tonnage of 71,903i on the 
view of the term education. For if

a hotel. teamer would not start
und three days, she having to take on 
her freight, and they were all tired of English manufacturers are complaining 

bitterly ; but as France and some other 
countries are expected to increase their 
consumption, well informed men believe 
that there will be no material reduction 
io prices unless the yield of the South- 
era States should exceed that of last 
year by more than a million bales. The 
Charleston News, after having accumu- 
lated a great mass of information on the 
subject from South Carolina, says that 
although the acreage devoted to cotton 
in that State is certainly ten per cent, 
greater "that last year, the stand of 
cotton does not at this time compare 
favourably with that of a year ago. 
Neither are the prospects of a yield at 
all equal to those at the same period 
last year. The lateness of the stand is 
an almost universal complaint in many 
counties, the long drought in April and 
the first half of May having baked and 
hardened the soil, retarding the germina- 
tion of the seed.

WHY ANIMALS NEED SALT.—Prof. 
James H. Johnston, of Scotland, says 
that half the saline matter of the blood

Tyne, 97 screw steamers, ranging from 
617 to 2,251 tons, or an aggregate ton- 
age of 22,565 ; and on [the Tees Jat 
Hartlepool and on the Humber, 36 screw 
steamers, with an aggregate tonnage of 
42,950—making a grand total of 147,418 
tons of shipping. In addition to the 
ships launched, there was in process of 
building at the 31st of December : On 
the Wear, 81 screw steamers, represent- 
ing £6,072 tons ; on the Tyne, 30 screw 
steamers and 1 paddle steamer, 42,122- 
tons ; at Hartlepool, the Tees, and 
Humber, 35 screw steamers, 43,709 tons 
—in all 147 vessels, representing 181,- 
983 tons. 11.

Mrs. Barns was anxious to 
on ship again, but the idea

ship life, 
be s fely 
occu rred

there is anything ia the world which 
education should mean it is the arming 
and equipping men for the battle of life. 
(Applause.) We who were seeking for 
reinforcement of the means of education 
—we are not disparaging critics of what 
was done before we were boru—we do 
not mean to say that these colleges are 
bad or useless, but merely that there is 
a large variety of continually expanding 
wants for which new devices must be 
created in order to meet them. Thus 
the business college means not that other 
colleges are worthless, but there are 
wants which pre-existing institutions 
were not calculated to meet. I wish 
business education were times as widely 
diffused as it is, even though many 
entered it with false ideas, as they now 
do, for I am sure the country suffers in 
its prosperity for the want of knowledge. 
One grand difference of what is called 
the Yankee race, from some, perhaps 
most of the races, is its ability to do 
many things, to run from one business 
pursuit to another. I don’t say that it. 
is desirable, but I was impressed with it 
when our war broke out, and several 
regiments centered at Annapolis, and 
the Constitution lay there aground.— 
One of the officers asked how many men 
were able to work that ship, and fifty- 
eight men stepped out ready to do it.

With a sigh, Don Josef returned the 
purse to his pocket.

"Is there not something more I can 
do for you, my boy ?" he asked. "I 
shrink from the thought of the long 
voyage before you. It is an immense 
journey, and needs all the patience of a 
noble and heroic soul !"

Eddy gratefully declined further 
assistance, and Don Josef, embracing 
him warmly, and also embracing Tins 
and shaking hands with the others, 
slowely descended into his boat, and was 
rowed to the shore.

The sloop’s anchor was raised, the sails 
filled, and the little vessel felt her way 
out of the bay into the open sea.

The evening and the night passed. 
The second day was like the first. On 
the third day the wind changed, blow- 
ing io shore and increasing to a perfect 
gale.

Mr. Harris ran the sloop into the 
Bay of San Bartholomew, and they lay 
here sheltered from the storm for three 
days, during which time the tempest 
raged with unabated fury. On the third 
day of their halt at this spot they saw a 
sailing vessel pass to the northward, all 
sails reefed and laboring heavily. An 
attempt to attract the vessel’s observa- 
tion would have been as futile as useless.

On the fourth day, the storm having 
cleared, they emerged from their safe 
harbor, and breasting the long swells 
that follow a storm, they continued their 
course toward San Francisco. By this 
time their supply of meat was quite gone, 
their fruit was getting low, and the 
quantity of bread was so seriously 
diminished as to cause the voyagers to 
decide upon soon replenishing their 
stores.

Yet they continued their course a 
day longer, the wind being favorable, 
and there being no village along the 
desolate, mountainous shore.

"What are we to do, Diego ?" asked 
Harris of the cook, who spoke English, 
when they had been out from Morro Bay 
some seven days. "We have no meat, 
no fruits. We can’t live 00 coffee and 
lemons, and that’s nearly all we’ve got 
left."

"I expected we would get to San 
Miguel before this,” answered Diego 
doubtfully. "We could get food there 
We shall have to land somewhere on the 
shore, and get what fruits we can find 
to last us till we get to San Miguel. But 
I don’t like to land, Senor,” he added. 
"We are likely to meet hostile Indians 
along these shores, and outlaws of various 
kinds. I wish we could get on to San 
Miguel without stopping.”

But it became evident that they could 
not. The stores continued to fail rapid- 
ly. Some of the fruit had decayed, and 
to crown their misfortune two of the 
water barrels were suddenly discovered 
to have sprung a leak, and to be entirely 
empty.

Accordingly, spurred by necessity, on 
the morning of the eighth day out, they 
headed the sloop inshore, and sought 
some bay or inlet which would give 
them harbor while they made some effort 
to replenish their stores.

They found what they sought when 
the morning was half spent—an inlet, 
whose tranquil waters were bordered with 
trees.. The mountains were at this point 
some twenty miles back from the coast, 
and between mountains and sen lay a

might find at 
more secure dis- 
to obtain them.

her that
Pan ma materials for a 
guise, and she resolved

EDDY’SSEARCH 
—OR-

A BRAVE BOY’S BATTLE

She therefore assented, and an odd 
char ce decided the party to go to the 
Paa ma Hotel, the same hotel Eddy, 
Tin: and Gorse had patronized.

M any of the travellers went to other 
hotels. A few besides the party to which 
Mrs. Burns bad become attached went 
to the Panama Hotel—among others 
Hart Burgoyne and his ally Gassum.

B nightfall Mrs. Burns was estab 
lishe in a room by herself on the ground 
floor -the only floor it may be remarked 
—of the hotel. Her supper was served 
to he - in her room, and a candle brought 
to hr. She locked her door which 
open d upon the arcade corridor, and 
gave herself up to a sense of restfulness 
that as delightful after her hard journey 
up fc n Chagres.

"I might hear of Eddy somewhere in

UP THE WEST COAST.
The appearance of the Santa Mogdal- 

entaes had broken up the quiet of their 
sojourn at the Morro Ranche, and Eddy, 
and his companions were eager to resume 
their journey to San Francisco. Even 
a day’s delay io the charming restfulness 
of the ranchero’s home might be fruitful 

*of dire calamities to Mr. and Mrs, 
Burns, Eddy, reflected painfully, and he 
was very anxious to prevent his father f 
second marriage, if such a movement, 
was contemplated, and to hasten the 

-hour of his mother’s deliverance from 
her enemies.

He hastened to impart his anxieties 
to Gorse, as the latter joined him on the 
veranda, and the two stood gazing after 
the receding Santa Magdalenians.

"You are right, Eddy," said the 
Ohicas. 6 Harris and I have just been 
talking the same thing to Don Josef. 
We saw how anxious you were to be off, 
and I am haunted continually by thoughts 
of your poor mother in her mad-house 
prison. Tins is herself again, and we’re 
all rested, so we’ve no excuse for lingering 
here. In short, Eddy, I’ve made the 
matter all pleasant to Don Josef, and he 
has already sent down servants to clean 
out and provision his sloop for our use. 
You can see her as she lies at anchor in 
the bay..’’

"Don Josef will not thick us ungrate- 
ful because we are in haste to be of?" 
asked Eddy.’

“Not a bit of it," answered the voice 
of the ranchero, speaking for himself, as 
he came out upon the veranda, followed 
by his family and the remainder of his 
guests, "I appreciate your anxiety, 
Eddy. You would not be your father’s 
son if you could be ‘at ease with your 
great mission unaccomplished. No; your 
duty urges you onward, and I will not 
hold you back. But come day when 
prosperity smiles again upon you and 
yours, you must come with your parente 
and make me a long visit. Your father 
has promised me one."
.“I will come,” said Eddy.
“And you must bring Tina too," said 

the ranchero, laying his hand on Tina’s 
curly head. “I shall be glad to see Mr. 
Gorse, and Mr. Harris too. My house 
is always open to my friends.’

"In what part of California was it you 
knew my father, Don Josef?" asked

STEAMBOATING ON LAKE SUPERIOR-

It is astonishing how easily, even 
without the aid of the Great Pacific 
Railway, which is to come, a traveller 
may now reach Manitoba’s little spot of 
earth which gave the Dominion so much 
trouble, and caused so much expense at 
its incipiency as one of our Provinces. 
Leaving Ottawa a traveller can reach 
Fort Garry in eight days. Now, consi- 
dering the time which it took the expe- 
dition to reach Winnipeg, under Colonel 
Wolsey, this is really marvellous, but in 
fact the Government, and private enter- 
prise combined, have made such an ex- 
cellent use of our great navigable waters, 
the chief source of the wealth of this

thist own," she thought, "if I only dared 
make inquiries. Perhaps he stopped 
this very house. My brave, noble, 
adve turous boy! I seem to be moving 
in his tracks. Where is he now 9”

at (75 per cent) consists of common salt, 
and as this is partly dissulved every day 
through the skin and kidneys, the neces
sity of continued supplies of it to the 
healthy body is obvious. The bile also 
contains soda, (one of the ingredients of 
salt) as a special and indispensible con- 
stituent, and so do all the cartilages of 
the body. Stint the supply of salts and 
neither will the bile be able properly to 
assist in digestion, or the cartilages to 
be built up again as fast as they. natur- 
ally waste. It is better to place salt 
where the stock can have free access to it 
rather than give it occasionally in small 
quantities. They will help themselves 
to what they need, if allowed to do so at 
pleasure, otherwise when they become

"I suppose he’s in California now,” 
muse 1 the mother, her handsome face 
beau iful now with the tender mother 
love, her blue eyes radiant with the 
tende rness that filled her soul. "He may 
have found his father. He may be on 
his way with Richard to Panama! Ah, 
Heaven ! if we should miss each other 
betw en this place and San Francisco ! 
Sure ? God is too merciful to permit 
a thing so terrible as that.’.

While she thus thought and rested, 
Burg yne was busy. He procured a 
room which he shared with Gazzam.— 
Then he summoned the proprietor to 
his a partment, and told him a story so 
plans ble and well connected as to utterly 
docei re that gentleman.
He tated to him that he was a wealhty 

Ame ican, who had married a poor lady 
some time before ; that this lady was the 
wido of a California adventurer, to 
whon- she had been much attached; 
that ne, Burgoyne, took his bride home 
to hi stately house, but that a terrible 
ment 1 malady came upon her, and she 
was so dangerously insane that he had 
been obliged to consign her to a mad- 
house. The chief feature of her terrible 
manis was that her first husband still 
lived that the second was a villain, and 
her enemy. At this point Burgoyne 
displayed a strong emotion. Then he 
adde 1 that his poor wife had set fire to 
her mad-house, escaped, stolen a large 
sum of money, and set out for California 
—a sort of incarnate fire-brand, an 
emb died pestilence, a death-dealing 
terr rl
“am on her track,” added Bur- 

goyne. "I have followed her to 
Pan ma. This person,” pointing to 
Gaz um, “was one of her mad-house 
keep ers. Permit me to show you the 
proc fs of my story.”

He exhibited to the hotel proprietor 
the ertifieate of his marriage with Mrs. 
Juli Burns, widow; the certificates of 
her insanity, signed by three physicians ; 
a d cument from Dr. Bullet; an order 
for he commitment of Mrs. Burns to 
Dr. Bullet’s private asylum signed by a

and to fight her, too, if necessary. (Ap- 
plause.) If we had 100,000 young 
men educated for business we should 
find employment for them in s thousand 
and odd ways everywhere opening 
around us.

A sound judge—A musical critic.
A little girl described a snake as a 

“thing that’s a tail all up to the head."
«Teeth extracted with great pains,” 

is the rather ambiguous advertisement of 
a dentist.

The girl must have been somewhat 
excited when she pulled her beaux’s nose, 
kissed the beli puli and sweetly said 
good night.

When a couple of young people 
‘strongly devoted to each other commence 
to eat onions, it is safe to pronounce 
them engaged.

A Hudson milkman was overheard 
singing to his fellow.craftsmen, "Yes, 
we’ll gather at the river." He meant 
more than he said.

Oa the ground that it is impolite to 
go anywhere till you are sent for, 
some sensible person argues against 
suicide.

Chicago talks of having a hotel cov- 

ering four blocks, and costing twenty 
millions, where the price of board will 
range from one to ten dollars per day.

glorious and growing country, to use 
the words of the Hon. Mr. Justice Dru- 
mmond, that there are now on Lake Sup- 
erior a line of four first class steamships, 
concerning which we desire to speak on 
the authority of Mr. Willism Murdoch, 
the engineer in Chief of the Pacific 
Junction Railway, and a friend of other 
days. That gentleman says the im- 
provement in the navigation of Lake 
Superior, within the past two years, is 
something wonderful. Passengers arrive 
at Collingwood by the Northern Rail- 
way, and proceed by boat from Colling- 
wood to Fort William via Duluth.— 
There are, we repeat, four steamers on 
Lake Superior,the Chicora, the Francis 
Smith, Algoma and Cumberland, all of 
which are dmirably fitted up and care- 
fully commanded. The Chicora is the 
most notable of these fine vessels.— 
Originally intended for a blockade run- 
er, she has extraordinary speed. She is 
buit of iron and has live water tight 
compartments, and on the return trip of 
‘Mr. Murdoch’s surveying party from 
Collingwood made a distance of 45 miles 
in two hours, and 40 minutes. Lately 
she has been completely refitted, and 
having also changed proprietors has a 
new Captain and new crew. Containing 
every comfort, fitted up with elegance 
and having a good table and attentive 
waiters, the Chicora has all the indis- 
pensables of a good land residence for 
the wealthy. Hot and cold baths, 
barbers’ shops, and every conceivable 
accommodation are to be found on 
board, while the very waiters are trained 
bandsmen, and discourse sweet music, as 
well as beefstake and tokay, every 
evening to the delight of all on board. 
Then the scenery is grand, all the way 
up. A traveller may Disit the gold 
mines at Shebandowan Lake and see 
that silver Islet of which we have heard 
so much. Verily, verity, a trip on Lake 
Superior is a something now to be looked 
forward to with ecstacy, rather than 
with an expectant feeling of a series of 
inconveniences and annoyances, and 
there is scarcely a doubt but that yet 
pleasure trips to the Far West will be 
matters of ordinary occurrence with the 
wealthy.— Times.

------------- • • win -----------
Smith and Jones were at the menag- 

er e and the conversation turned on - 
Diarwin’s theory “Look at that monkey,’ 
said Smith. “Think of its being an 
undeveloped human!” Human!” said 
Jones, contemptuously. “It’s no more 
human than I am.”

Balt hungry, they may take more than is 
wholesome.

One of the very best plans is to give 
it mixed with clay, in the form of un- 
burned bricks. These the animals can 
lick to their satisfaction, and especially 
are these good to keep in the mangers of 
horses.

MAZZINI’S COOLNESS.—In Low many 
scenes his courage and his cigar served 
or saved him it would take a very great 
amount of space to tell. Indeed, Cleo- 
patra herself had not more infinite variety 
than Mazzini, whose hairbreadth escapes, 
when suddenly confronting spies who 
were set upon his track, were probably 
.more remarkable than any recorded of 
any other person known to history. Once 
when he was staying with friends in an 
Italian city where his head was forfeited, 
guards were seen approaching the house 
to arrest him. On their way up to the 
door—the chateau stood on an eminence 
—they met a person, sauntering down 
towards them smoking a cigar. He gave 
them the salutations of the morning, 
which the captain returned. On arriving 
at the chateau, Mazzini was demanded. 
"We well know he is here,” said the 
chief officer, “Certainly,” said the host, 
who knew it was in vain to profess 
ignorance ; “he was, but is not. It was 
he whom you met. I saw him salute- 
you." They had been completely thrown 
off their guard by the coolness of the 
smoking stranger. Once out of their 
sight, they knew it was in vain to expect 
to lay hands on that ubiquitous smoker, 
whom no man ever betrayed.

Eddy thoughtfully.
"On the Stanislaus. But you won’t 

find him thereabouts now. He has 
probably a quiet ranche away from any 
diggings. Your best plan, as I said 
yesterday, is to inquire in San Francisco 
for him. There must be many there 
who can tell you just where he is. I 
wish my affairs would admit of my going 
with you, Eddy, but I will do what I 
can to assist you on your journey."

He kept this promise to the letter.
His sloop, a small craft in which he 

was wont to make journeys up and down 
the coast, and occasionally even to Aca- 
pulco, was a trim, seaworthy vessel, well 
ballasted, and provided with a small 

1 cabin, with berths built around the sides. 
It was a pleasure vessel and was therefore 
as clean and sweet as a lady’s parlor. Mr. 
Harris went down with Don Josef to 
look at it, and warmly expressed his 

a approval of it.
Dona Maraquita despatched in the 

mule wagon a load of blankets and fresh 
linen for the berths, and an Indian 
woman to arrange them. She packed 
with her own hands a small box of cloth- 
ing for Tina, and another for Eddy, 
ordering these to be stowed under their 
respective berths She superintended 
the packing of barrels and boxes of fruits 
of all sorts, and of various stores neces- 
sary for the voyage. Her store-room 
yielded supplies of coffee, chocolate, tea, 
beef brought from Mexico, dried in the 
suo, and out of in lengths of a yard or 
more, and dried biscuits, with new bread.

All these were transported to the sloop, 
with barrels of water and other neces- 
saries. Then Don Josef presented Eddy 
with a choice revolver, and bestowed a 
pistol upon Harris. By euneef the sloop 
was ready for the voyage, and the three 
Indian seaman whose usual employment 
it was so sail her, were on board ready 
for departure.

The Americans received a stumptuous 
dinner at the ranche, arising from the 
table just as the sun was setting in a

There are But two or three hundred 
Indians left among the everglades of 
Florida, and they kill themselves as fast 
as possible with whiskey.

“I go through my work”, reprovingly 
said the needle to the idle boy. “But 
not till you’re pushed,” triumphantly 
replied the idle boy to the meedle..

The wife is the sun under the social 
system. Unless she attracts there is 
nothing to keep heavy bodies, like hus- 
bands, from flying off into space.

A lady entered a drug store and ask-| 
ed for a bottle of “Jane’s expernence.” 
The clerk informed her that Jane hadn’t 
bottled her experience yet, but they 
could furnish her with Jayne’s ex- 
pectorant.’’

A lawyer in St. Louis attempted to 
try a case the other day when half 
drunk, but the Judge stopped him, may- 
ing, “No lawyer can serve two bars at 
the same time.”

A gentleman who recently read a 1 
scientific treatise on “The Velocity of I 
Light,” says he can understand now: 
how it is that his gas bill rues up soI 
rapidly.

until they should land. Her room-mates: 
came down, gathered together their few 
effects, and went on deck again. An 
hour passed. Then, Mrs. Burns saw 
that they were driving into the difficult 
port, and beheld at her right hand the 
low thatched picturesque huts of the 
ancient Spanish or Indian town of

quiet search—"
"That was all 1 was doing, sir," re- 

turned Burgoyne. "That lady has the 
figure of my wife. It was very odd 
that she should sit here in this crowded 
cabin, the only vailed lady—”

"You have seen her face. You know 
whether she was your wife or not,” said 
the Captain testily.

"I should like to see her again. She

“I you see her again, sir, it will be 
at the table,” said the Captain, "That 

lady has appealed to my protection, sir, 
and she shall have it. I will honor her 
gray hairs. If you are not certain that 
she is not your insane wife, Iam positive. 
I met the lady’s eyes, sir, and I’ll swear 
she is not insane. You’ll have to con-

mas strate; and lastly a dageurreotype 
of I rs. Burns, which Burgoyne had 

€ Cou see I have every proof of the 

aut enticity of my story,” he said. 
"Y u are convinced ?”

-Perfectly Senor. It is a sad story. 
You have my sympathy. And the lady 

there. Pulling her vail close, she went is t Panama ?”
She is. I am aware that your laws

Chagres.
The trampling of feet on the deck, 

the hum of voices and cries from the Dor The wife of the editor of the Utica 
Daily Bee is filling the editorial chair of that 
establishment, like a brave woman, while 
her husband is in prison for contempt of 
court, we believe.—She is tired of the edi- 
torial life, however, as may be seen from the 
following paragraph:

We wish the editor would come back. We 
don’t want to occupy his chair any longer. 
It isn’t pleasant. We don’t like it. We 
don’t like to have tall, beetle-browed Bob 
Hart come striding into our presence, armed 
with a heavy cudgel, and demand to know 
who wrote some of the meekest paragraphs 
ever put in a paper. We don’t like to dun or 
be dunned. We don’t like to have the pro- 
prictors of old-established printing offices 
get our printers away from us. We don’t 
like so much care and responsibility. We 
are glad we are not a man. We would not 
have his care and anxiety of business for all 
the ballots in the United States. . Women 
who choose may occupy exceptional positions, 
but we had rather be excused. We never 
craved this job, are not a bit thankful that it 
has been thrust upon us. It is dingy and 
dark here, and we had rather be out in the 
sunshine. Shopping has inexpressible 
charms for us, and it is a woman’s privilege.

For the man must work. 
And woman be gay.

Besides, there are some fine points of scen- 
ery about here which need sketching. So 
let’s have the editor back again by all means.

Our six-year old, while attempting to 
cut a tough steak this morning, stopped, 
looked at his knife for a moment, and 
then said solemnly, “Well, I think this 
knife is too thick on the front side.” He 
got one that was thinner.

The Sheriff of Middlesex has been in- 
formed by the Executive that the, law 
in the case of Phoebe Campbell, murder- 
ess, must take its course.

Why is a newspaperlikeanarmy? Because 
it has lenders, columns and reviews.

shore, aroused her from her trance-like 
attitude. She started up, seized her

fertile, green slope, apparently uninhabit- 
ed. Diego was convinced that here 
water and fruits would be found.

They rao into the inlet and came to 
anchor. The boat was lowered, and 
Diego, Gorse, Eddy and Tina set out 
for the shore upon a tour of exploration.

They found a spring of water in a 
rocky place, Diego having the exper- 
ience to seek for it. It was clear as 
crystal and very cool. Eddy and Tina 
got down upon their knees, drinking of 
it delightedly.

"We should find fruit hereabouts,” 
said Diego, looking around. “There 
was a ranche on this spot once, but the 
Indians burnt the house and laid waste 
the farm. There used to be fruit enough 
here to stock a market, but the Indians 
come this way now and then to gather 
it. There are oranges down yonder and 
prunes, and we are sure to find plan- 
tains. And plantains are meat and 
bread and everything.”

satchel, her only luggage, opened her 
door, and went into the cabin. Only a 
few stewards and the stewardess were

up on deck.
It was easy to lose herself in the are probably different from 

th United States; that my 
her apprehension is valuele 
case where the v

the laws of

is here. But 
elfare of the 
he may burn

crowd. She leaned over- the T& 
watched the shores, as the steamer

other direc-tinue your search 
tion.”

to anchor in the safe harbor.t 
* A score of canoes surrounded the e 
vessel at once. The Captain announced y 
that the steamer Golden Gate was lying 
at Panama to make connection to San

"If she’s aboard, we’ll find her, 
said Burgoyne. “If she isn’t aboard 
we’ll wait for her at Chagres. With 
Bullet scouring the country for her, and 
with us looking at sea, I am sure we’ll 
capture her.”

He ordered a bottle of wine for 
himself, and a glass of brandy and water 
for Gazzam. Then, finishing his repast, 
he dispatched his ally to search the 
second cabin while he lounged near the 
entrance of the ladies’ small private

nmunity is 
ar house —i Little Maudie, she first went to 

chew gum. Sheperil a hundred lives—”
school, learned h
was told that this was not pretty—only 
wicked little girls chewed gum. “Well

“Madre de Dios! my
huse?” A man in Windham County, Con- 

necticut, is said to be working up a saw-[then,” said she, “I guess our old cow is 
log thirty feet long into a fife for Gil- wicked, then, for she chews gum like 
more’s Jubilee. will be blown by anything.”
nitro glycerine. | To Canax Wazz PAPEn.—Soiled

A box containing a black bear was wall papers may be made to look as good 
received at an express office in San as new, in most cases by the following 
Francisco the other day; outside was expedient: Take about two quarts of 
this inscription: “Black Bare—Ef yew wheat bran, tie it in a bundle, in coarse 
dont want tew get bit, kepe yure fingers flannel, and rub it over the paper. It. 
out of the crax." a will cleanse the whole paper or all de-

“Salts of demoniac” were recently soription of dirt and spots "better than 
called for at a country store in Western 1any other means than can be used. 
Massachusetts. The apothecary filled I Large quantities of copper ore from 
the bill with a pint of New England: the Huntington Mine are now being 
rum. Anything more demoniac than shipped to England, 
that, he said, wasn’t down in his materia I Waterloo, sent to St.

believe so, in disguise, under a falseFrancisco, and the passengers would 
continue their journey up the Chagres 7 
river without even an hour’s delay at

ume!" 
“But this be. She must

cried the hotel proprietor excitedly. 
My guests will leave. I shall be 
mined. Madre—”’.

the town of Chagres. This announce- 
ment met with general approval.

The canoes, manned by Indians and 
negroeF, came alongside. They were 
large and commodions, unlike the one

“We might wait for the law’s delays,”
gone artfully. "We mightfor estec 

ve.
cabin, evidently waiting 

tly an humbly
e.

in which Eddy and Gorse had. 
their memorable voyage up the 
river, and capable of seating 
twenty-five to fifty persons.

The first canoes were filled wit 
When the women began to descend 
Burns held herself in readinessfor: 
ture. She "seen nothing of her a 
since she came on deck, and

Pre take the into our own 

ed PE Betel.
take her

29We’ll go with you to search 
said Gorse.

They set out toward the northward

with an air of business came out of the 
small cabin. Burgoyne accosted her at 
once.

“Are you the stewardess?" he de-

She answered in the affirmative.
“I want to ask you a few questions,” 

he said.” But first I will tell you who 
I am. My name is Hart Burgoyne. I 
am in search of my wife, who escaped from s mad house the other night after 
batting fire toit. She is a woman of the 
most dangerous order of insanity, per- 
feetly deadly in her hates. She is likely 
to commis enorder at any moment, on ds slightest provocation. Sho looks cane 
too, and would impose upon noyuone •

m ands,” cried the to 
Ihave a lonely1 

a. You and your keepe 
cm, here. She shall not 
r- oof. Madre de Dios 
es of My house: Ourli 

to *

and interior, Diego leading the way. A 
tramp of a mile or more brought them to 
Ch Th. A 14-

myTi

ly, in a wild
PXXY2also, and fell to plucking the fruit to take 

bask to the sloop.
“An hour or two will stock our larder,”

medica.hope that they had 
the river voyage.

Several ladies 1

ready
“Come, Gazzum,” said Burgoyne, 

cautiously descended also rising. “Senor lead the way to the 
be rocking room of ‘Mrs. Richards!’ She is the 
tints - 

-TL three passed out into the recessed 
corridor, the hoi proprietor loadins

A little boy of Newark, N. J., a few Quebec, and at 
days ago, who did not want to go to.ta cailles Yea-e. 
school, deliberately laid his arm on the. Miss Minnie Hanck, the young Am- 
car track and held it there until a pas- erican prima donna, has been engaged 
sing train severed it just below the at the Imperial Opera, Berlin, for life. -----

PPeda mass of glorious clouds. The subsets ofLower California by far surpass the
. golden sunsets of Italy, and this sunset 

was like s glimpse of heaven. . - • . _ _ _ _ _ _ - . ... - _ _ _  csue-cee------ 

==----."=

{teens

said Gorse, working busily, “and we 
can go on. out way rejoicing.” They ought to be sending the barrels ashore and took their places in 1 

cance. Mrs. Burns stepped 
follow them. 1“Allow me to hold your bag for you 
madam?” said a voice at her elbow the 
made her shiver,"

7


