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Bohemia wee in all its glory. Not the glory 
of the summer, when the slopes ef the moun­
tain and the banks of Falling Water were 
clothed in dense foliage full <3 the songs of 
birds ; nor yet the glory of the autumn, 
when the fading days touched the forests 
hour by hour with a deeper yellow and crimson; 
bat the glory, sweeter and sadder if not so 
picturesque, of. the wonderful Indian Summer, 
which restores to early winter, if not the 
tender leaflets, at least the faint, sweet charm 
of the spring days and the childhood of the 
year.

“They don’t laugh at me now—I used to 
think they were laughing at me, "said Gentle­
man Joe, who was walking along the banks 
of the Falling Water with Nelly. “I mean 
the cloud shadows ;—look at that one coming. 
Hé is going to tell me something.”

“Now, Gentleman Joe,’’said Nelly,look- 
lag St the old fellow affectionately, and ad­
dressing him as if he were a child, “yon pro­
mised me you would not talk so about the 
poor shadows, and the pine-trees and all. 
How can they tell you anything ? They are. 
Only shadows and leaves moving in the 
Wind.”

“In the wind? Yea, they move in/the 
wind, my dear,” said Gentleman, Joe, stall­
ing. “ That explains the whole matter ; it 
i* no* the shadows that really talk, or the 
Hévéa either—it is the wind. Did you never 
hear the voice of the wind? I have hefcrd it 
often. Sometimes it laughs, then it growls. 
When it whispers in the tulip-trees, as the 
bell-flowers are opening in the spring, it is in 
a good-hnmour—it is telling the tulips about 
the south, where it has bear travelling, and 
the orange groves. But in winter it is very 
different. Have you never listened to it 
when it was roaring around the gables in the 
chid, dark nights ? It is angry then, and will 
tiu np trees or blow people over precipices if 
ttteyttifle with it”

“Ob, Gentleman Joe ! why should you take 
up all these fancies ? Indeed, it is not good 
fôr you.”

“ Fancies? They are not fancies, my dear ; 
add really it does me no harm. I have nothing 
to say to the wind when it is in a bad humour 
—I wait. After awhile it gets over that and 
vie havb long talks. It has told me a number 
of strange things in my life. The strangest 
of all was what it told me only yesterday?*

“ Whet did it tell you T 
Gentleman Joe shook his head and fell into 

t fit of musing.
. “ It was a very curious story, indeed,” he 

■aid, after awhile. “ Do you think you 
would like to hear it!*

Nelly hesitated. She did not like to en- 
courage poor Gentleman Joe in his vague 
wanderings, and was about to say that he had 
better tell her something else, when he added,
.. “ It is shout Crow’s Neat, and somebody 

Who once lived there.”
“ About Crow’s Neat ? ”
“ And old times there,” said Gentleman 

JOe, drtamingly. “ It is a very strange atory. 
H you would like to hear it I will tell you 
about it, Nelly. I really cant get it out of 
asy mind or understand it—perhaps yon 
toajn and then you might tell me, yon know,

Nelly looked at him closely as he uttered 
these words. His voice was exceedingly sad. 
Wduld it not be » relief to him t6 unburden 
his mind ? It might be.

“ Well, tell me what you thought the wind 
•aid, Gentleman Joe.”

“ Thought ? I did not think the wind told 
tie. It really told me ; and it was not very 
* ’ ” , in the wind—it has made me

, for it ms
m

i wind began, * 
part of a great estate w!
Of Bohemia and extended beyond ; but in 
course of time the Bohemian put, all but the 
Crow’s Neat farm, was sold, and at last there 
were two brothers who inherited the whole 
property. ’ Do you understand that, Nelly ?” 

“ Ye*,” she said.
“Well, the eldest took one part of the 

property, and the youngest the Crow’s Neet 
farm. It had a small house upon it—a very 
email one—but the land was good, and the 
owner set about improving it. Then he fell 
in love with and married a young girl of the 
neighbourhood. She was very beautiful, and 
he loved her dearly ; but then she was beneath 
him, as people sav : she was an orphan, and 
hfcr father had been scarcely more than » 
labourer.”

“ Yea, Gentleman Joe.”
Nelly was listening with great attention 

new, and wondering a little at the lucid and 
•Connected narrative, divested of everything 
like extravagance, which the old fellow was 
presenting.

“That made trouble,” he went on, with 
his head drooping—“ a great deal of trouble. 
Her husband loved her with all his soul, 
hut his fine relations turned their back on 
her. They had fried to dissuade him when 
they heard of his intention to marry her, but 
a* he loved her he only laughed at them, and 
tdraed his back on them. What was it to the 
man who loved her so much.whether she was 
a king’s daughter or a peasant’s ? She was 
herself, which was enough, and he only loved 
her more dearly when others looked down 
upon her, ae he ought to have done. He was 
a gentleman—if he had not done so he would 
not have been a gentleman. ”

“Yes.’’said Nelly, in a low tone, thinking. 
Of what Frances Cary had said of Brants 
Etilot.

“ Well, the time passed on,” continued 
Gentlentin Joe, “and his family never came 
to see them or took any notice of them. There 
was one person who did—his brother, who 
had never interferred at all in his marriage. 
He was a very good brother, not at all like 
the chattering, gabbling women/ who rolled 
their eyes andshook their heads, and would 
have nothing to do with the poor fellow 
who had disgraced the family by his low 
marriage. He and his brother never had an 
unkind word, hut the poor husband was ill at 
«are. He was suspicious, perhaps, and thought 
that hie brother, too, looked down on his 
wife. So he grew coed to him—and he, no 
doubt, saw it, and the visits became’ fewer 
and fewer- At last they stopped, and the 
owner of Crow’s Neet was left to himself and 
his quiet days in Bohemia.

“They were very bright days. He was 
married to one he loved better than he loved 
his life. He loved the ground she walked 
upon. He would take her slipper, sometimes, 
and kiss it because it bad the shape of her 
foot. You can’t understand that. It is the 
way a man lovee when he is in love with a 
good Woman. What she touches or what 
touches her is sacred end beautiful As to 
bad or foolish women—and there are a great 
number of that sort—the handsomer they are 
tb£ fitore disagreeable they are ; the very 
sight of the things they wear is distasteful, 
since the wearer has given them the shape of 
her person.” '

Gentleman Joe looked moody, and a sin­
gular expression of disdain quite changed his 
whole face. Then the vague and dreamy look 
came back to his face, and he said,

“ They were very happy at Crow’s Nest, 
the young husband and the one he loved. 
iVhst Si he care for the people who never 
came to see him ? One face was enough—the 
lac* of his wife. Then another face came— 
there was a little baby that prattled and held 
out its small rosy arms, and crowed and nest­
led dore, end made its father and mother 
much happier than they had ever been before. 
But ..trouble was coming too—life is full of 
that He was not what is called a business 
man—I mean the owner of Crow's Neet His 

twee bad for managing, and his farm 
he fell into trouble. But 

lotting. The world laughs 
at yon and slights you when you are poor and 

i what does it matter if you can 
feel the srmsof your wife and

jsSrls

His boy

leave us sometimes, and then they are
Sentlesnan Joe looked up ae he uttered 

there words. It was either at the clouds or 
at something or someone he saw beyond 
them.

“One day she went away from him—I mean 
the poor man’s wife,"he continued in a very 
low tone. “ She was his angel — it was 
natural, therefore, that she should become an 
angel of God. She was almost a child when 
he married her and when she died. A fever 
carried her off suddenly, and she died in his 
arms, with her head resting on his breast.”

Nelly sobbed. As to Gentleman Joe, his 
expression was that of a human being who has 
shed all the tears he is capable of shedding.

“ Well, he longed for death,” m said, 
“ but it would not come, A dull stupor fol­
lowed, and he fell into despair, but Heaven 
was merciful, after all, since it took away hie 
memory, and his reason with it.”

“ His reason ?”
“ Ye», he lost his reason. Poor man, I 

wonder if he ever got it back I He used to 
sit in the chair she sat in, dreaming of old 
scenes and seeing the face of tie dead wife. 
He was not in his right mind then. He 
wanted to die, tint he did not think of taking 
hie own life. There was his child, and he 
wished to we hie wife again—he will we 
her!"

He raised his head and looked upward as 
before, his eyes fixed and full of vauge long­
ing. Nelly sobbed, and gazed at him with a 
startled expression.

“ Gentleman Joe, what are you telling me ?” 
she exclaimed.

“The God’s truth—just what the wind 
told me, Nelly. I’ve nearly done now. Most 
I go on ?”

“ Yea, yea !”
“ Something had to be done—there was the 

little one, and the dead mother ; they were 
all three alone. The poor man only moaned, 
and broke his heart with longing—longing for 
the lips, and eyes, and the voice he was not 
going to hear any more. He sat thinking in 
this way, or frying to think ; but it 
him. He was waked suddenly, 
was crying for bread !”

“ Oh, how pitiful !” cried Nelly, with 
streaming eyes ; “ is it true, Gentleman 
Joe?”

“True? yes, it is God’s own truth. His 
little boy was about four years old, and ocmld 
not talk very plain. He said, *1 hung’y, 
papa V and he cried, and the corners of his 
mouth were polled down ; and he put his 
arms up and hugged me around the neck, and 
I burst out crying for the first time. ”

“ You t You speak of it ae if yon were the 
poor father, Gentleman Joe !”

“Did I? What could have made me do 
that, I wonder ? I had nothing to do with it 
—the wind told it to me, and I thought you 
would like to hear it; it was only yesterday, 
while I was lying down under the big syca­
more yonder. I may have dreamed it,as I was 
dozing ; but I dont think I did. The wind 
told it, and it wouldn’t taka the trouble to 
tell me my own story.”

Nelly Welles looked at the speaker with 
astonishment. What did all this mean ? 
Was the poor victim of fantasy telling her a 
real history—his history ? Could that be 
possible ? He had often referred in hie erratic 
talk to his familiarity with the scenes in 
Bohemia, around Crow’s Nest and along the 
stream. Could it be possible that Ke was the 
pore husband and fat^pr ? and was it only 
his fantastic i magi natron, the fancy of his dis­
ordered brain, that the wind had whispered 
the strange story to him, while all the time 
his own memory was dictating it? Full of 
wonder, and looking at him with a long, 
wistful glance, she listened •for the rest of his 
narrative, feeling vaguely that theré would 
probably be some singular ending to ao sin­
gular a revelation.

“ Is that all F’ she said, seeing that his 
dances were wanderings as if the whole sub­
let had passed from his mind. ,

Yes,NeUy—oe,ft*wasnot <„ There 
was the funeral She was taken away from 
him while he sat looking at the floor—he 
could not move, but he heard the steps of 
men coming downstairs carrying something. ” 

“ Oh me !” 6
“ That was sad for the pore man, but he 

scarcely felt it, a» he was stunned. It was 
on the same evening that the little one came 
crying for bread, with his mouth pulled down. 
Then a neighbour came in, and touched my 
shoulder, and I saw he was crying. He went 
and got some bread, and called a servant to 
bring some milk, and when little Harry had 
finished eating he stooped down and kissed 
him. He was the uncle of the child, and a 
very good man — I could tell 'you hie 
name. ‘ It won’t do to leave the baby here,’ 
he said, ‘ I am going to take him home with 
me.’ When he said this the child’s father 
sprung upon him and tore the boy from him. 
‘You shall not have my child !’ he said. * He 
is all I have left of her—you shall not take 
him !’ The good neighbour tried to persuade 
him, but he would not listen to him, and the 
neighbour went away. * i will come again 
to-morrow ’ he said ; ‘ it is better for the boy, 
ae he cannot stay, with you? He then left 
the house, and the father sat down holding 
his child in his arms and frying to think. He 
was out of his mind, you see, but he under­
stood one thing. They were going to take 
his boy from him ; they should not do that ; 
he would prevent them. Before morning he 
took his child in his arms and went away 
from Crow’s Nest.”

Nelly sobbed. f
“ And what became of him and his little 

boy?” she said.
Gentleman Joe put his hand to his forehead 

and tried to think. He was so much absorbed 
in this effort that he did not hear the sound 
of wheels approaching.

“ Where did he go? That is hard, very 
hard to say. ”

He smiled sadly—it was a faint sunshine 
on the old face, but still a sort of sunshine. 
This sudden change of mood was one of the 
idiosyncrasies of his fantastic temperament.

“ I can hardly tell you where the poor fel­
low did go, Nelly,,r he said : “ to a great 
many places—in fact, almost everywhere. ” 

The noise of the wheels drew 'nearer, but 
either the laughter of the water or a sudden 
wind which blew from the mountain made the 
sound inaudible.

“ He went on all day with his little boy in 
his arms,” said Gentleman Joe, smiling, “and 
in the evening met a circus which had halted 
in a wood to teed the herses. Circus people 
are very kind, and they gave him plenty to 
eat. The-big fellows danced the boy, ana he 
pulled their beards and laughed. That made 
friends, and they joined the company, and 
stayed with it for a great many years, and—” 

A carriage came oat of the foliage within a 
few yards of them. It was the Wye coach with 
General Lascelles in it, on his way to Daddy 
Welles’s, and as it had reached the foot of the 
ascent, the driver stopped to ask if that was 
the road.

This question was addressed to Gentleman 
Joe, but be took no notice of it He was 
looking intently at General Leecelles, who 
was also looking fixedly at him. Gentleman 
J oe then walked up to the carriage with a 
bright smile upon his face, and said?

“ How do you do, brother ? Don’t you 
know me ? You have not forgotten Joe ?”

General Lasoellis looked at the speaker with 
profound astonishment Then bis face sud­
denly flushed, and tears rushed to his eyes. 
His whole frame shook, and with an unsteady 
hand be opened the door of the carriage and 
got out, fremblipg as he did so.

“I am very glad to see you, brother. Did 
yon think I was deed ?” said Gentleman Joe, 

General Lascelles, uttering a greet sob, put 
tie arms around the poor old fellow and drew 
him close to him,

“ God be thanked !” he said, in a low 
voice ; “ this is the happiest day of my life, 
Joe !”

“Why, you are crying, brother !” said 
Gentleman Joe, smiling.

YT.nr
A MEETING OF MOONSHINERS.

Half an hour after this scene General Las­
celles, Gentleman Joe, and Daddy Welles 
were shut up in the sitting-room of the small 

tse and the old master of Wye 
„ with deep emotion to the story 

yon and [ of his brother’s adventures after tie departure

poor
seemed to have waked up from his long night 
of hallucination, and evidently recalled now 
hie whole past life and his own individuality, 

hmi
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Was this title result of the sudden appearance 
of the face of his brother, which supplied the 
missing link in the chain of memory ? It is 
difficult to say. It is always difficult, almost 
impossible to follow the operations of the 
mind diseased, and trace out the steps by 
which it returns to reason. A struggle was 
plainly going on in the brain of the poor man, 
as he had called himself ; but happiness had 
evidently already worked an extraordinary 
change in him. Hi, mind and memory had 
become lucid, if not strong yet,

The general was soon in possesion of all the 
facts. His brother, as he had told Nelly, had 
married a young girl of very humble family— 
she had died, and he had gone away with tie 
boy to avoid a separation from him. The per­
son who wished to take the boy had 
been Daddy Welles, whose sister had been 
the wife of Gentleman Joe. When the old 
wanderer reappeared at Crow’s Neet, Daddy 
Welles bad at once recognized him ; but it 
seemed impossible to separate him from hie 
associates, and the attempt had not been made. 
Nor had Daddy Welles informed General 
Laaoelles of tie return. A lurking- sentiment 
of pride deterred the mountaineer. Gentle­
man Joe’s family had looked down on him for 
tie Welles alliance, and as the Daddy was a 
proud old fellow, after his fashion, he said 
nothing now. He liked General lascelles 
personally, but would have him discover for 
himself that his brother and the boy were 
home again.

This came out during their conversation, 
and the general shook his head sorrowfully.

“ That was a foolish thing for you to do, 
old friend, ” he said to Daddy Welles. “ A 
man’s brother is his brother, and Joe is the 
only brother I have. But let that go. Where 
is Harry, Joe? I am going to take you both to 
live with me at Wye?’

But Gentleman Joe, who was smiling, shook 
his heed.

“ We can’t leave Mouse, brother. Mouse 
end. the Lefthander are old friends of ours, and 
we are very happy at Crow’s Nest ”

“ But you can’t stay in that cabin, Joe 11 
will never consent to that”

“ It ia a very good cabin, and I have been 
very happy there,” said Gentleman Joe, 
gently.

“ Impossible !” the general exclaimed. 
“ Why, the house must be unfurnished. 
What Became of all your effects—I mean the 
furniture of the house?”

" I really don’t know,"saidGentleman Joe. 
serenely.

“ They ere stored ev 
Welles said ; “I took care of them, 
was sold under a mortgage, you know—or 
perhaps you don’t know, Gentleman Joe."

The general reflected, and then consulted 
with Daddy Welles. It seemed beet for the 
present to leave Gentleman Joe and Hairy at 
Crow’s Nest. The furniture could be moved 
over, and the house made habitable, and in 
time the wanderers could be persuaded to come 
and live at Wye.

“ I rememder Wye ; you know we played 
there when we were boys, brother,” old 
Gentleman Joe said, cheerily. “ I love the 
old place, and would like to see it again, but 
I never could leave Mouse and toe Left­
hander.”

“Well, don’t leave them Joe ; at least for 
the present, ” said General Tesrellee rising.

This movement was the result of the ap­
pearance of two or three horsemen in front of 
the house. These were Mr. Barney Jones and 
other gentlemen of the moonshine fraternity, 
summoned by Daddy Wells to meet toe 
general, who was coming On this morning to 
have a talk with them. They dismounted 
and came into the yard, and the general and 
Daddy Welles went out and met them. 
Others were seen coming up the hill They 
were a mondescript set, in outlandish cos­
tumes, evidently belonging to the class of 
small farmers and hunters. A glance at the 
faces was sufficient to show that they 
were «o* jnen of bad character. The ’ 

vagabond, conscious of 
was wholly wanting. The 
ight into your own, and the erect 

figures and farm steps were not the figures or 
steps of tramps or malefactors. Their moon­
shine business was illegal, certainly, but it 
was plain that they did not regard it as vio­
lating the deeper laws of morals.

General Laaoelles was an old acquaintance 
of most of the moonshine people. He had 
ridden to and fro through the mountains and 
the valley of Bohemia, electioneering for 
Congress, a long time before, and many of the 
persons who now greeted him had entertained 
him and voted for him. He was a popular 
man with them. His cordial manners and 
bonhomie had made friends of til classes. It 
was hard, in fact, to resist General Laaoelles 
when he mingled with a crowd, holding his 
hand out to everybody, and calling everybody 
by his name. It was a natural gift, this cor­
diality ; not calculation. He was friendly, 
and took an interest in people, and they were 
friendly to him in return.

The general at once proceeded to say what 
he had come to say. “The moonshine busi­
ness," he said, was illegal,and had better be 
discontinued. There would be trouble, ss the 
Government was bound to execute the laws, 
and, if civil process was not sufficient, to call 
in the military arm. For the law was the 
law. It might appear oppressive, but it was 
on the statute-book. He himself was a Vir­
ginian, and he was talking to Virginians. 
They knew him, and it was not necessary for 
him to say on which side he was. But if 
troops were sent, as it seemed they would be, 
there would be fighting if the business went 
on. That would be bad, for one side would 
wear blue and the other gray, and it would 
be better for all parties that Bohemia should 
not see any more of what took place there in 
old times. There would be a great deal of 
hot blood, and more dead men—which would 
be unfortunate . Thebest coarse would be to 
shut up the stills, and not be at home when 
the marshal came—”

Here a noise behind the crowd suddenly 
attracted their attention, and turning round 
they saw the United States marshal riding 
np, with three or four companions, to the gate,

General Lascelles ceased his discourse, 
fixing his eyes on the intruders. He was 
evidently displeased, and the marshal as 
plainly more so than himself. He dismounted, 
and made a sign to the rest to follow him. 
He then walked into the gate followed by the 
men, and approached the group of moon­
shiners.

‘* What is the meaning of this assemblage ?” 
said the marshal, in an angry tone, address­
ing Daddy Welles.

V Why, good-day, friend,” the Daddy said, 
cordially ; “glad to see you. So you are 
back again ?”

“ I asked the meaning of all this. I re­
cognize in this crowd persons I know to be 
connected with illict distilling. What does 
it mean ? I ask you, General Laaoelles—you 
can tell me, perhaps, and will do so if you 
have a decent respect for the law.”

The marshal was growing angry, and spoke 
imperiously for that reason, perhaps. It was 
unfortunate, as well aa unbecoming, however, 
that he should have adopted such a mode of 
address to a person like General Lascelles.

“ I have more respect for the law than for 
some of its officers;” said the general, bend­
ing his brows. “ Yon ask what the meaning 
of this assembly is. I ask yon in your turn 
what is the meaning of your presence here, 
•ir?"

“ I came to preform my duty.”
“ What do yon mean by your duty?”
“ To arrest law-breakers !—I see them all 

around me.”
“ Bv what warrant ?"
“ My orders are sufficient warrant, and I 

will not be intimidated, air ! I am not to be 
intimidated in the preformance of my official 
duty.”

“ Where are your orders, sir?”
“Iam not bound to show them to you, 

sir—unless you force me to arrest you.”
The general frowned. t
" I beg you will do so,” he said. “ Have 

yon orders to read the riot act and fire on the 
crowd ? I am one of them, and I warn you, 
if you attempt that, we will fire back on you?’

“You resist the law !”
“ You outrage it. By what authority do 

you attempt to disperse a meeting of Vir­
ginia people ! Are we free men are slaves ? 
I have come here no meet my friends, and

ave the right to demand

they have oome to meet me. We are 
with each other—is that a violation of lawf 
I notify yoe, sir, that if you attempt, to arrest 
any one with an express warrant, which you 
exhibit, it will be at your personal risk. I 
speak for myself, at least.”

The general had not raised his voice, but 
he evidently meant what he said. A rifle 
was leaning against the .porch by him, and 
he quietly took it up and cooked it.JJ

“Where is your warrant,”Jhe said, “for 
arresting any person yon meet? If it is for­
mal authority I will submit,,and test the 
question in tile courts. If * yon act without 
authority gnd attempt to arrest any one 
here, you will never leave this spot alive !”

There really seemed to be something in this 
threat The visitors of Daddy Welles had 
brought their rifles with them, and deposited 
them in the passage of the house. Now they 
suddenly reappeared, and the crowd was 
armed in the twinkling of an eye.

“ So yon, a magistrate, abet the enemies of 
the law, sir !” shouted the marshal.

“ I resist the absurdity of your demand 
that I should net visit my friends, sir,” re­
torted tiie gederal

“ These people are your friends, then ?”
“ Yes, they are my friends.”
“ They are law-breakers, and liable to arrest 

at any moment.”
“Your authority, dr?"
“ You yourself promised the search-war­

rants.”
“ Yes ; why were they not applied for ?”
“ I visited your house and heard yon had 

drives'in this direction, and followed yon.”
“ To make arrests, sir ?”
“If necessary. I ha 

the warrants now."
Here Daddy Welles interposed.
“Gineral,” he said, mildly—very mildly, 

indeed, for a man fingering a rifle trigger— 
“ If von sign the ssrch-wammte you won’t 
mind signing a have-his-carcass too, will yon ?”

The marshal scowled at the Daddy, bat 
said nothing. He had grown much calmer 
after some moments’ reflection, and was really 
as much averse to any trouble as General 
Lascelles. This did not arise from a want of 
nerve—the marshal was quite a brave man ; 
but he was really a very good-hearted man, 
and felt that he had acted precipitately.

“ Well, sir,” he said, at length, “I will not 
ask for the warrants to-day ; I have searched 
this house, and I see it would be a farce to 
repeat th» search this morning—I should do 
ao at all hazards if I thought it my duty."

“You would be right,” said the general
“ And you are right, sir, in intimating that 

a general order to arrest auspicious people is 
toe loose—I acknowledge that. It is my duty 
to inform those around me, however, that the 
illicit distilleries will be suppressed by mili­
tary force, if necessary, and the persona en­
gaged in the business arretted and brought to 
trial in the Federal courts. ”

“ Without a have - his-carcass !” sighed 
Daddy Welles.

The marshal looked at Daddy Welles with 
a grim smile on his face, and said,

“ ITlgét hold of you yet, you cunning old 
fox ! Fox and gooes how, and I am the goose, 
it seems. But m the long rim the goose will 
get the better of the fox.”

Having brought himself to take this phil­
osophic view of the circumstance, the marshal 
scowled at the* moonshiners, bowed stiffly to 
General Lascelles, who punctiliously returned 
his salute, and rode away with his associâtes.

Soon afterward the moonshiners dispersed 
also, the general renewing his advice to them 
to shut up the stills, and either leave home for 
a short time or remove all traces of their oc­
cupation. A. vague murmur was the only re­
ply to this advice ijt was not plain what they
were determined tq do ;and leaving the matter
injhis ambiguous condition, they retired.
■meg
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after them as they 
WeHee,
set to manage—they 
it, as the Scotch say. 

’ iy Welles?”
11 he guided by dr- 

the Daddy ^ ’ 
it.”
^ pushed too 

you wfll be one

ful man, gineral ; but you must make allow­
ances for ns poor mountain folks, that have 
wintered and summered the Yankee troopers 
in Bohemia. We don’t liks”em much.”

“ Well, you and your friends had better get 
over that. Don’t yon remember what General 
Lee said to the lady who wished her sons to 
be educated to hate die Yankees ?”

“ What was that, gmeral ?”
“ He said, * Don’t teach your sons to hate 

the United States, madam — we are til 
American* new !” ” ■ ■■ t

“ Did the gineral say that?”
“ Yes."
“Well, I thought he waa a good old Vir­

ginian,’’ said Daddy Welles, thoughtfully; 
“ leastways / ate, and I don’t reckon IB’ever 
be anything else—I’m too old. But, then, a 
man can’t tell ; maybe some o’ these dim Ill 
git to bean American, as you call it. Ill try, 
out it’ll be a mighty hard job, gineraL”

General Lascelles laughed with evident en­
joyment of these unpafrotie views of Daddy

“Well,” he said, “ You are right. The 
separate sticks in the fagot remain sticks, in 
spite of alL They are harder to break bound 
together, but they are not a solid block. 
Enough of politics, Daddy. I am going to 
take JoeXwith me now, and go over to Crow’s 
Neet and tee mÿ nephew Harry !’’

The intonation of his voice was joyful The 
old face flushed, and he said, as he had said 
before,

“ This is the happiest day of my life !”
“You are right, brother, ” said Gentleman 

Joe, witivj* cheerful smile. “ I don’t think I 
ever saw the sub shine so bright aa it does to­
day !"

“ Well, come on, old fellow ! We are going 
to look up Hatty.”

Gentleman Jqe shook his head.
“ Wo are not likely to find him at Crow’s 

Nest, brother.”
“w^-bbtr
“He has gone to see hie sweetheart I 

reckon.”
“ His sweetheart !—has Harry a sweet­

heart ?”
“ Mouse says so. She is very pretty. Her 

name is Frances Cary. ”
“ Frances Çary ! Has Harry fallen in love 

with Frances Cary ?”
“1 really didn't know, but something or 

other takes him in that direction every day'or 
two—maybe to catch -a eight of her ; you 
know young men are given to that, brother.”

«‘Well !’rthe geqeral exclaimed. “ But it 
wouldn’t he a bad match, Joe ! Well, 'well— 
but there is the carriage. Come, get in ; I 
know the road. Come to Wye, Daddy, and 
tell me if anything happens—this moonshine 
business weighs on my mind.”

And with a gftsp of the Daddy’s hand Gen­
eral Lascelles got Into his carriage, followed 
by Gentleman Joe, and directed old James to 
drive to Crow’s Nest by the way of the ford.

’ / L.
A FORTUNATE VICTIM OF MISFORTUNE.

It was late in the afternoon on this same 
day when Brents Elliot rode up to the moun­
tain-house onhia return from Piedmont.

He had ridden to the village to engage his 
seat in the stage, to return to New York. 
This resolution had been forced upon him at 
last. There was evidently no hope of induc­
ing Nelly to marry him. The girl was more 
determined*than ever that she would not 
take a stop which would result in his unhap­
piness, ana he found it utterly impossible to 
change her resolution.

Brants Elliot had been thus compelled to 
accept his fate, and fried to accept it calmly ; 
but it was a hard task. He loved Nelly 
Welle» now with ell the strength of his being, 
and bad set out to engage his seat in the stage 
under the profoundeet depression. Nelly had 
seen his face as he went away, and retired to 
her room, • and indulged in a hearty cry. It 
was hard for her to give him up—very hard 
indeed. The future without the young man 
seemed a weary blank ; bnt it was of his 
happiness that she was thinking. If her 
action seemed fanciful, and her motive exag­
gerated, let né respect it—there are not so 
many instances Of it.

She was looking ont of an upper window 
when he rode up, her head leaning upon her 
hand, She was almost afraid to look at hie 
sad face, bnt she could not resist the temp­
tation. There was about him the nameless
charm that surrounds the person whois beloved.

“ Uh, if I was only worthy of him I—if it 
would not be so unequal I—if he waa poor, as 
yronre, "and would not be ashamed of me !”

Brants Elliot rode np and dismounted. TBs 
feoe was not all sad. What did it mean ? He 
came into the house humming a song—he was 
actually laughing, too 1 Daddy Welles met 
tom at the door and greeted him cheerfully, 
and Brants Elliot, instead of sighing, cried, 

I’m as hungry aa a hawk, Daddy 1 Is 
there any dinner for me ? I hope you haven’t 
eaten everything in the house. "

Is there something in male hunger which 
appeals to the female heart ? One would say 
■o. As soon as Brants Elliot went to his 
chamber to make his toilet, as he always did 
after riding, Nelly slipped down-stairs, set 
the table with rapid and skilful hands, placed 
a cold ham and whatever else the cupboard 
contained upon it, arranged his seat—lie one 
he liked best—and retired quietly to the 
sitting-room opposite, where she was reading 
with much interest in a tattered newspaper 
when Brantz Elliot came down-stairs.

As soon as he had finished his Hinnnn he 
went into the sitting-room and lit a cigar,

“I knowyou don't object to smoke, Nelly," 
he said.

“Ohno I”
“Smoking is » good thing. It drives away 

doll care, and is a dead shot for the blue- 
devils!”

It wee a long time since Bqmtz Elliot had 
spoken in that tone. His voice laughed like 
hi* bps, and he was plainly in the most joyous 
mood imaginable. This was a mystery to 
her, and caused her a pang. But if he was 
not unhappy at leaving her, it was all the 
better.

“ I am glad you are in good spirits,” she 
said, trying to speak cheerfully.

“Biding always makes me gay,” he said, 
laughing, “ like walking. And that reminds 
me that I ought to walk over and see my 
friends at Falling Water before I leave Bohe­
mia. It is a beautiful afternoon. Would you 
like to go and see your dear Frances ?”

He was laughing stilL What did it mean ? 
Nelly felt like crying.

“ I don’t feel well this afternoon,” she 
murmured.

“Then the stroll will be good for you. Do 
oome, Nelly. I shall be so lonesome. ”

“ I don’t think—”
‘‘Well, it is wrong to think, so you are per­

fectly right ? Say you’ll go, without think­
ing about it. There never was such an even­
ing. Look at that faint new moon yonder, 
like a silver skiff following the son as he is 
setting. The air is as mild as summer. It 
is not more than a mile or so to Falling 
Water ; and IB bring yon back soon after 
dark, Nelly.”

Nelly fried to resist, but had not the courage 
to do so. The temptation was too great. It 
was their last evening together ; she would 
not hear his voice any more very soon ; so she 
yielded, and they aet out for Falling Water.

They always remembered this walk after­
ward. Certain scenes become the frames in 
whichfthe pictures of memory are set, and are 
never separated from them. The faint new 
moon waa sailing through light clouds, tinted 
with mange by the sunset, and the stream 
which ran beeiae them seemed to laugh 
prattle to them as they followed the path 
along its banks. The sycamores were leafless 
now, and there was no verdure but that of 
the cedars and evergreen-pines along the little 
watercourse and on the slopes ; but the air 
was to calm and soft that it was difficult to 
realize that the season was not June.

“ This is the very path we took that day 
when yop fell into the water, Nelly,” said 
Brants Elliot. * * Have you forgotten that day ? 
I have not. That was the only time I ever 
kissed you—and I began to love you after 
that !”

Nelly’s head sank in spite of herself end 
her bosom heaved. She was only conscious 
of one thing—that if she attempted to speak' 
•he would burst into tente.

“ It was not so strange that I should love 
you after bring nearly drowned with you, 
NeBy I” he arid. “ A man likes » girl better 
after going under with her, and not expecting 
to see daylight any more. Here is the log. It 
is another one—the mountain people were 
obliging enough to throw it across to get to 
Piedmont this way—I wonder if it will break 
with us again.”

They were already crossing. *
’“Sake care !” said Brantz Elliot, who was 

holding her hand; if yon fall in again I’m 
not sure I’d jump after yon ! But I would, 
too—the water is shallow now, and there’s no 
danger !"

Nelly was in a maze. What waa the mean­
ing of her companion’s tone ? It waa one of 
actual hilarity. Could he speak in that man­
ner if he was really depressed at the prospect 
of leaving her ? She coloured slightly. Then 
she drew ayay the hand which he was hold­
ing, ostensibly to raise her skirt and avoid 
treading upon it. A moment afterward they 
were over, and following a path covered with 
a deep carpet Of brown pine tags, which 
wound through a thicket in’the direction of 
Falling Water.

There is nothing more picturesque than a 
path winding away before you,either across 
fields or through woodlands. It seems to 
beckon and say, “ Come, I will lead you home 
to your bright fireside, where smiles and fond 
arms are awaiting you. ’’ It may run through 
lonely scenes and gathering darkness, but that 
is nothing. You nave only to follow it, and 
it will take yon home—if you follow it.

Sometimes, if you hove a companion and 
are talking, you do not follow it ; you unwit­
tingly take a side-path, as Nelly and Brantz 
Elba* did. This obliqued in a gradual and 
very sneaking manner to the left ; they con­
tinued to pursue it, gradually ascending, 
until it ended at last on the summit of a high 
ground squth of and above the ford at Lover’s 
Leap, where Mr. Buggies "had been conducted 
by the Lefthander.

“ Why, we’ve taken the wrong path, 
Nelly !” exclained Brantz Elliot ; “ but it is 
not-important—we have not far to go bpek, 
and it was worth making a mistake to see 
this view.”

Was it a mistake ? Nelly asked herself. 
Brantz Elliot knew the country perfectly.

“I have been here before,” he said, laugh­
ing," “ but perhaps yon have not. This is 
Lover’s Leap, where some forlorn lover, they 
say, put an end to himself. I’m glad I’m not 
like him. Let me show you where they say 
he leaped off.”

He took Nelly’s hand and drew her toward 
the edge of the precipice—a sheer descent of 
about fifty feet to the water. A single pine- 
tree grew from the rock—it was that under 
which the Lefthander. had taken bis seat. 
Far down beneath them the current broke in 
foam over the rocks in its channel.

Nelly looked down and then drew back, 
clinging to Brantz Elliot’s hand, and drawing 
him wftn her.

“ It makes me dizgr,” she said, in an agita­
ted voice ; “ come back !”

“I am not going to jump over,” he said. 
“You might fall. ”
“ I wouldn’t like to fall nom, Nelly.”
She looked up quickly. His whole voice 

had changed in an instant to deep earnest­
ness. As their eyes met Nelly blushed—he 
was looking at her with so much tenderness 
that her heart throbbed ee she caught the 
glance.

“ I have something to say to you, Nelly_
do you know what it is ?” he said. “It ia 
not what I have said to you so often before. 
You can’t guess what it is. It is a misfortune 
;—a great misfortune, as the world would call 
it—and has filled me with delight.”

She looked at him with a startled expres­
sion, murmuring,

“A misfortune—to you ?"
“Yee and no. There are misfortunes which 

are blessings. I am ruined ! Hero is the letter 
announcing the fact. I got it to day. ’’

“Oh ! can it be true ?” she exclaimed. 
“ Ruined ! What is the meaning of it ?”

“It means having a dishonest uncle for 
your guardian. My father died when I was 
m Europe, leaving his a Hairs in the hands of 
my uncle. He delayed settling the estate, 
alleging pretexts for the delay. As I had 
perfect confidence in him, and was amply 
supplied with money when Impelled for it, I

did not press the matter ; end now the whole 
story has come out My father’s executor, 
my uncle, was what unceremonious people call 
a scoundrel. ”

Nelly was quite overcome by this sudden 
announcement, and seemed much more agi­
tated than her companion.

“ But you are not ruined—how could you 
be rained ?” she murmured, scarcely knowinc 
what she said.

“ Well, the process waa very simple—my 
uncle stole the money,"replied Elliot. “He 
disposed of my father’s stocks and mortgaged 
his real estate, and speculated in Wall Street 
with the proceeds—and lost everything. This 
letter from him, written as he waa leaving for 
Europe, acknowledges the whole transaction, 
and begs me not to expose him.”

Nelly made no reply. Her heart was beat­
ing so that it couid be heard almost. An im­
mense tenderness filled her bosom for the man 
the loved so dearly in his trouble.

“ So you see I am a poor fellow, without a 
dollar m the world, almost, Nelly,” said 
Brantz Elliot. “ There is a little remnant 
only, to keep me from starving—not near 
enough to enable me to live in Fifth Avenue. ”

His voice laughed again as he spoke, and he 
took both Nelly’s hands, and looked into her 
eyes.

“ But it will enable me to buy a small tract 
here in Bohemia, which will give me a living. 
I could build a small Swiss chalet, and hunt to 
my heart’s content ; but then I would die of 
ennui if I lived by myself, Nelly.”

He drew her toward him as he spoke, and 
put his arms around her neck. She waa blush­
ing and trembling.

“ Yon will have me now, won’t you, 
Nelly ?”

Poor Nelly I She could not make the 
least bit of a reply to him, her heart was beat­
ing ao. But she leaned her çÿeek upon his 
breast and looked np, and their lips met— 
which was, perhaps, as good a reply as any

To be Continued.

THE POOR OLD SLAVE.

Sudden Death of an Aged Negro—An Un­
fortunate Family.

A coloured man named George Wilmore, 
aged about eighty years, was found dead in 
bed Sunday morning, at his home on the 
Kingston road. Rumours of foul play were 
circulated, and these coming to the ears of 
Coroner Riddel yesterday morning, he visited 
Wilmore’s home for the purpose of making 
enquiries. There being no visible signs of
violence, the Coroner considered an inquest 
unnecessary. The history of the deceased 
and his friends appears to be an interesting 
one, as related by the Coroner, who is well 
acquainted with the principal characters. 
About forty years ago John Sewell 

WAS OWNED AS A SLAVE 
in the State of Maryland. He managed to 
escape and make his way to Canada, whither 
he was afterwards followed by George Wil­
more, also a toiler in the cotton fields. Sewell 
managed, when land was cheap, to purchase 
ten acres on the Kingston road. When the 
Grand Trunk railway was in course of con­
struction. he sold to them the right of way 
through his property, retaining the remain­
der, and investing the proceeds of the former 
in Ù. C. Bank stock. He married and be­
came the father of one son and two daugh­
ters. The eon grew up and was murdered 
by a female member of the once notorious 
Brooks bush gang. One of the daughters 
married a coloured man named Barry, by 
whom she had five children. A fire occurred 
at Barry’s house about the year 1861, when 
Mrs. Barry and a couple of

CHILDREN WERE BURNED ALIVE.
One of the daughters, Sarah Maria, who es­
caped the flames on that night, died from the 
effects of an abortion in 1876. Old Mr. 
Sewell was stricken with paralysis, and soon 
afterwards diefe Previous to hie demise, 
Coroner Riddel drew up his last will and 
testament, in which he left his property to 
the remnant of the ill-fated family. The 
-executors of.the estate are Mr. Geo. Leslie,, 
•r., and Sewell’s sen-in-law Barry. .The pro-! 
perty now presents a most neglected appear- 
anee, the houaebeingawreck and the land over­
grown with weeds. Wilmore, for the sake of 
old times, had been allowed to make Sewell’s 
house his home. There he lived for some 
years in poverty, filth, and wretchedness, his 
companion being an apparently half-witted 
white woman.

The Wicked Painter.
Painting and plumbing are crimes that go 

hand in hand. The plumber does not neces­
sarily print, neither does the printer neces­
sarily plumb ; but the man who is capable of 
the one is always capable of the other. The 
qualities that enable a man to follow a suc­
cessful career of plumbing are precisely those 
that would fit him for painting. So close is 
the relationship between the two occupations 
that we often find a plumber associating him- 
seUin business with a painter, and brazenly 
displaying the sign, “Plumbing, gas-fitting, 
and house-pain ting done here.” Thus, while 
one partner paints the outride of the house, 
the other plumbs its interior, and between 
the two the ruin of the house-owner ia made 
complete.

The painter resembles the plumber in his 
deep-rooted unwillingness to keep his agree­
ments. One of his chief objects in life is to 
put off the hour of painting until the house- 
owner’s patience is completely exhausted, and 
his consequent indignation deprives him of 
that mental equanimity necessary for a suc­
cessful contest with the painter’s wiles. There 
was, probably, never an instance of a painter 
who printed a house on the day when he had 
promised to paint it. He never makes less 
than three postponements. His excuse for 
tiie first of these is that he is ont of white 
lead or turpentine, and has been unable to 
procure them. The second postponement is 
made because the painter professes to foresee 
a coining shower of rain—which refuses to 
cofiie with as much obstinacy as if it had 
been prophesied by Frof. Venn or ; and for 
the painter’s third failure to appear on the 
promised day he pleads either an attack of 
illness or the failure of his assistant to pro­
vide him with ladders.

By tills time the house-owner has become 
so indignant that, when the printer actually 
arrives, the latter finds it comparatively easy 
to overthrow the arguments of the former in 
favour of any particular colour. It is a point 
of honour with the painters never to let a 
man have his own choice as to the colour with 
which his house shall be painted. The house­
owner and his wife may have given much 
time to the selection of a nice colour for the 
house and a suitable shade for the trimmings, 
but when he lays the two tints before the 
painter the latter invariably replies, “ O, 
them colours won’t do at all, sir?’ In vain 
does the unhappy man insist that he likes 
them, and that, therefore, they will and must 
"do ; ” the painter bends a pitying glance 
upon him and asserts that he has no idea how 
the two tints in question will look when 
laid on the house. In most cases his ob­
stinacy overrules the house-owner, and the 
latter ia compelled to consent to having his 
house painted with colours which he privately 
thinks detestable. ""

In any event, the painter, when he comes 
to make out his bill, displays an amount of 
unblushing wickedness which the plumber 
alone can rival. He charges for his paints, 
brushes, and turpentine ; for hi\ time, and 
for “ the job. ” He never takes less than 
twice the time to peint a house which he 
originally said jfould be sufficient, and if he 
is lucky enough to be able to pretend that a 
sudden shower fias spoiled the paint which he 
had just laid on, he can proceed to paint the 
house all over again. As between the painter 
and the plumber there is little to choosei 
The latter is perhaps a little the bolder of 
tiie two, but the former accomplishes his 
criminal purpose with at least equal success. 
—N. Y. Times.

Nervousness, and all derangements of the 
nervous system, are usually connected with a 
diseased condition of the blood. Debility is 
a frequent accompaniment. The first thing 
to be done is to improve the condition of the 
blood. This is accomplished by taking Vbgb- 
tinb. It is a nerve medicine, and possesses a 
controlling power over the nervous system.

Something to lie about—e bed.

HUMOROUS.
Head clerks—Barbers’ assistants.
The latest thing in boots—Stockings.
The sun is the oldest settler in the West.
The most charming bridal veils are of ill,,, non. mj.
Husband—“Mary my love, this anpl, 

dumpling is not half done.” Wife—-< vfS, 
finish it, then, my dear.” ’

Young women often keep their lovers hv 
tears. Yes, says Grumwig ; “ love, lffl 
beef, is preserved by bnne.”

Oleomargarine is sold by the grocer, ,! o 
tells you it is just from the cow. And 7, 
is, bnt the cow is dead. “
tij^nIÜiTnhj“ W£? eTen h'gher honour 
than Dr. Tanner. He is t much faster and 
more interesting animal.

Now that Rowell has walked and Tannet 
has starved, the next contest will be be twees 
two fashionable young ladies, who will 
their strength by seeing which can wear her 
spring hat the longest.

The negro’s definition of bigotry is as eood 
and as inclusive as that of Webster’s diction 
ary. “ A bigot ! ” said he ; “ why heV* 
man who knows too much for one and not 
quite enough for two.”

The trouble about taking a medicine war. 
ranted to cure all diseases is that it may not 
luiow exactly what is wanted of it, and in 
that case it will go fooling around in the sy«. 
tem trying to cure you of some disease you 
have not got. 1

Miss Flirtington—“ Yes, L like the place 
v«y much, Major ; you have such a jolly set 
of men down here.” The Major—“Yes. 
???"&. j#?- Y?°’d better steel your heart! 
Miss FlifBngton, in case of accidents.” Mls, 
F.—“Well, while I’m about it, Major I'd 
rather steal somebody rise’s, don’t ’you 
know?” 1

Court scene : “ What’s gone of your bus- 
band, woman ?” “What’s gone of him, yer 
honour ? Faith, and he’s gone dead. ” “ Ah • 
pray, what did he die of ?” “ Die of yer 
honour ! He died of a Friday.” “I don’t 
mean what day of the week, bnt what com­
plaint?” “Faith, and its himself that did 
not get time to complain.” “Oh, ay—he 
died suddenly?” “Rather that way yer 
honour.” “Did he fall in a fit ?” No answer. 
“ He fell down in a fit, perhaps ?” “ Why 
no; not exactly a fit, yer honour. He fell
out of a window, or through a ceUam door_I
don’t know what they call it.” “Oh, ay— 
and broke his neck ?* “ No, not quite that 
yer worship. ” “ What then ?” “There wai 
a bit of Stilling, or cord, or that like, and it 
throttled poor Mike.” “Quite likely. Call 
the next case.”

RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCE.
Mr. James Buist, of St. Andrew, Scotland, 

bequeathed $36,000 to missions.
A Presbyterian theological seminary has 

been established in Tokio, Japan.
A large number of Jewish negroes have 

been found in Africa, near the boundary of 
Barbary.

A London gentleman has" given $10,000 to 
fit up a mission-house in that city for the con­
version of the Jews.

In connection with the American Baptist 
Mission among the Teloogooe of India, there 
have been ordained 24 of the converts for mis­
sion work. There have been more than 1,300 
converts baptized since January last.

The Belknap (N.H.) Congregational Asso­
ciation has issued a declaration against di­
vorce, “ except for the single valid Scriptural 
cause,” and has called upon the ministers 
and associations to take s stand on the sub­
ject *

Prof. Robertson Smith, in the course of 
some correspondence with a colleague, Prof. 
Binnie, asserts his belief in the supernatural 
element of the Bible, and resents the imputa­
tion that he does not accept anything in the 
Scriptures of the nature of miracles.

Rev. Dr. Cochrane having resigned his 
formal connection with the Young Ladies' 
College, Brantford, Rev. D. D. McLeod, of 
Dumfries street church, Paris, has been re- 
quested to take charge of tiie classes in which 
the evidences of Christianity and natural 
theology are taught.

The curé ri Carentan, France, nho refused 
to hoist the national flag on his church oik the 
occasion of the national fête of July 14, and 
spoke impertinently ri M. Grtvy, has been 
rewarded for his “ courageous conduct under 
delicate circumstances ” by his bishop, who 
appoints him honorary canon of the cathedral

The coloured Baptiste of Texas, Arkansas, 
and Northern Louisiana, numbering about 
100,000, have determined to build a college 
for the education of ministers and teachers, 
in the city of Marshall, Texas. They are 
making a vigorous and successful effort to 
raise $10,000 for this purpose among them­
selves.

The English pilgrimage to Lourdes hss been 
postponed, wld will probably not take place 
this year. This ia said to be in accordance 
with the advice of Cardinal Manning, who 
fears that such a demonstration by English 
Catholics might be thought in France to have 
a political significance. The Cardinal, by the 
way, is in rather feeble health.

The Times of India notes the fact that the 
car of Juggernaut was not dragged through 
the streets of Puri this year, as usual, on tie 
0th of July. According to custom, the car 
cannot again be drawn until after 12 yean 
have passed. The natives are greatly con­
cerned about the omission, and charge it to 
the intermeddling Government officials.

The latest statistics of the Old Catholic 
Church in Germany show that it has one 
Bishop aud 47 priests at work. There are 
besides 4 professors, 2 invalid priests, and 4 
who withdrew on account of the celibacy de­
cision. During the past year 3 priests died, 
2 were removed, and 2 were received. About 
a dozen of the priests have taken wives. The 
number of Old Catholics ia estimated at 
45,000.

The appeal from the Church authorises at 
Rome for liberal contributions from the faith* 
fill for the support of the Pope is made with 
urgency and persuasion. The contributors 
sre told that in giving to the Pope they give 
to the most august mendicant on earth, and 
for the greatest works of beneficence in the 
world. They give for the benefit of the 
Church, of hospitals, orphanages, and of their 
own souls. —

Yung Kwai, a Chinaman, became a con­
vert to Christianity while at school at Spring- 
field, Mass. He wrote home about it to Ini 
father, who is one of the highest ot the 
Chinese nobles. The father wrote a very »; 
dignant letter to the son, who was ordered , 
to return home at once. As he was deter- 
mined to be tone to his new faith st all 
hazards, he looked upon his return to Chu» : 
aa going to almost certain death. He started j

Suietly with other boys for Boston, when* 
hey were to sail for home, by way of Europe, 
but stepped from the train, and that is 

last that has been seen of him. Where he » 
nobody seems to know. He is 20 year's old. 
and he is evidently hoping to keep hidden W 
a year, until he becomes of age and can be­
come a citizen of the United States.

The seventh Old Catholic Congress of * 
German Empire will meet at Bad«i-Baoo- 
September 12-14. The invitotitfos fO,
“ Ten years have passed since Rome's 
audacious attack on the life-power of J 
church, on the sanctuary of God and . 
called us to defence and to arms. W e «y* 
forced to reject energetically the pervers® 
of the Gospel by the pernicious dogma 
the actual enslavement of the church . f/L j 
despotism of the Vatican decree, and in t»* 
of the collapse of the last remnants of dn 
order in Catholic Christendom to save and |
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undergone. We have done that which _ 
could not leave undone, and God was with 
We have organized ourselves, and stand I 
determined and united. Our communi I 
are developing themselves, our inter | 
union is becoming closer, our cause, in 1 
of the attacks of opponents, is more m 
esteemed.”

FARM AND HOUSE!
POTATO HA It YES Til!

An Agricultural Want from Whlc 
tune May be Made.

The season of potato cultivation 
and the harvesting of the crop will s 
order, and this brings to mind how 1 
press has been 'made in the prodi 
labour-saving machinery for digging 
In other branches of farm work m. 
improvements have effected a révolu! 
the St. John, N.B., Tt/egrajA. Th< 
machine does the work of the sev 
tenfold rapidity, and does the wor 
In the same way the reaper has 
place of the grain cradle an.l the sict 
the horse-power or steam threshing 
has supplanted the flail. la the 
weeding, and cultivating of potato 
labour is made available by a variet 
ful implements ; but in the harvestir 
little progress has been made in fit 
Laborious work with the fork, the h 
back unearths the potato to-dav ; 
days of our forefathers, and potat 
time is, upon the majority of farm 
the toying seasons of the year. It 
during the rapidly shortening days < 
at a time when increased attention 
is making demands noon the farm. 
The uncertainty of the weather ai 
proaeh of fall frosts all combine to i 
potato harvesting season an eniet^ 
All these reasons enforce the neci 
better appliances than are yet to 
shorten and lighten the labour of 
field.

One of the discouraging features ol 
is that a great deal of time and 
have been given to the work of inve 
perfecting of potato-digging machim 
little success. There are scores of : 
most ingeniously constructed potal 
in the patent office at Ottawa, ve 
which, if any, are worth the cost of 
tion- These may be divided 
classes, those with and those wit 
jhinery. The former, much the sii 
toes costly variety, consist of an 
ion of the plough to the work 
ging. A broad share lifts the < 
ratatoes which are intended to be 

| over rods or bars that p 
s class.
-i mai

.-------farmers h
them a trial, after purchase or othei 
have almost invariably in the end 
aside as of little value. The ot 
have a variety of gearing, driven by 
wheels which support the maebb., 
one on each aide of the row. Th 
operates the machinery, variously 
for separating the earth and the t, 
the tubers. Great merits have bee 
for some of these machines, and 
admitted that one or two of 
level lands, light sofl, and 
tain favourable conditions will 
work. Nevertheless, the pota 
of the future has yet to be 
if not yet to be invented, 
of the great wants of the 
world and of potato growers espt 
when once a machine is made an* 
the market that will do the 
potato harvesting, as the mi 
chine does the work of hay cu 
fortune of the inventor will be assn 
are millions of profit in it, besides 
of conferring a great boon upon a t 
Inanity.

Till such pa event happens the v 
potato harvest will go on as hereto 
expense of muscle and brawn. As 
of the implements and methods at 
use there are wide differences < 
Some farmers dig with a fork, o 
plough and finish with a hack or hi 
few instances, two communities < 
living quite near to each other, ha. 
one. ti* former and the other 
metood, the members ri each 
tog unanimous in the view'toati 

’hile ais the better one. Meanwhile all i 
«hat something better than eithei 
“ is anxiously waited for,
to had if ingenuity and money canj

Management of Dairy Fa. 
The London Mark Lane Expre 

following :
On all dairy farms which consis 

arable and pasture land it is importa 
aider how the arable land may be 
ably cropped to increase the prod 
dairy, to supply green fodder to p 
any probable deficiency in the na 
Sores at varions periods of the grazii 
or cabbages, roots, and straw for au 
fruiter consumption. In ordinar 
making dairies this consideration hi 
Been much loet sight of. When fo 
or other cause the pastures became 
other provision has been made on 
and the value of the use of purcl 
not having being sufficiently recoc

Sold of milk has been allowed tofal 
fr point ; for although the practi 

of ong dairy farmers in taking adi 
the capabilities of their land Las li 
to be desired, such management ha 
exception rather than the rule. E 
cannot yield milk freely without ai 
and regular siipply of suitable foo 
deficiency in the quantity or qm 
supply affects not only the prese 
future yield of milk. The capacity 
tege supply rf milk, if checked, « 
tbc early stage of the milking, n*n„ 
restored in the same season by any t 
improvement in keep.

On farms where the milk is sold 
tiona in the yield from day to day i 
<*>Sfren*’ and 1 regular supply 1 
Tally required, the necessity for 
oi extra food is much greater than o 
making farm. Brewers’ grains ar 
tod profitable food for dairy cattle 
ton of the year upon those farms in 

*arge breweries. A continual lit 
wem, however, is injurious to the 
«cows. Succulent green food, wi 
&rowu upon the farm, and which is 

ue to milch cows, is greatly to be 
w.n Proportion of arable land, oi
fora 8’^lt®d O16 growth of roots
rarf* “ » decided advantage to a d 
niara1™ ^**kle to burn in a dry su 
Anoüü?8 £rf<luently become scanty 
sorrafk A*™*11 acreage of winte 

g vetches, and clover or rve j 
sim, ee<*>ll<l cuttings, provides

f excellent food through the 
foflj - not required can be made Adgr- Çabbagee provide the *— 

‘food from Mic
°°ai—
temberAnril * ”"“10FliulkCU into un
thiL. J* ~™y> f°r consumption ii 
fog varj°2U“ of fh® year. Early, qi 
■^Sariebea, such aa the early oxhi
p'^fWfop&J!nsy beJ0W? 01 
cut in «Ti to February or March, ai
"rineni • “dd m damp weather earl
yV™fifigin August and September.
Wfll r,tA i cabbages can be easily i 
0^°™» b* useful to fill up blanks 
Po?"1™!? rows. Rape, either sowi 
land i**1" ffroadcast with a few vetche 
titv nt *°°r ffifidition, produces a h 
grown food. It is sometime!
‘fit offw!Jk£Jlea<1Iands ofro°* cn 

scythe as required.
thefi-îïü?4 T6 tittle, if at all, in 
ahfo tÿ milk and butter, an
dactivn PL “toured,[they are 

■they are often best carted 
«* tiie dairy cattle. They 

—» wmfcA- “tinted for keeping
^•th^Œg**30-’13 "Sg5^oreT

~ » «AAcir H-eepmg qua 
®foculence, combine to re 

» for producing e 
cannot be grow 

. of seasons ir 
of England, 

situations, nor 
r m cold a


